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Growing up, my family had a place in Vermont right on Lake Champlain that was very remote. The drive back in to the cabin was a mile long through the woods. We also had a mile of lakefront where we could do whatever we wanted away from any other people sailing, swimming, diving, skinny dipping, sailing...etc.. Spending every summer there growing up was heaven. The cabin was a very old three story shell built around the turn of the century. The furnishings were sparse and old and the beds were thin mattresses over metal coils.
In high school I started dating Debbie who had no experience with guys, but had a body like a playmate. 5'7" with a very narrow waist and breasts that just invited you to suck on them. I (Steve) was not exactly the Charles Atlas type, but 5' 11", 155 in very good shape. The problem was, we were both virgins and she wanted to wait until she was married to lose it. So I had to be happy with the frequent hand jobs, though I was not allowed to reciprocate as she did not want me to even touch her.
The summer after we graduated, I asked Debbie if she would like to spend a few weeks at the cabin and she jumped at it as she had heard so much about it. I also thought it would be a fun place to celebrate her recent 18th birthday, little did I know how fun. As we were driving up we were talking about all the things we could do there and she asked about skinny dipping. I told her there was no feeling in the world to match it. The water caresses your whole body and you feel so free. Debbie said that we would have to try that as she had never done anything like that. The thought of finally seeing her out of a bathing suit and fully naked instantly gave me a throbbing erection which Debbie was quick to pick up on. It was uncomfortable driving with my dick aching to get free of my pant leg and Debbie wasn't helping by reaching over and stroking it through the pants. Her fingers kept pressing into the engorged head and gently squeezing it, then sliding her hand down the shaft as if feeling the size and length. I had to pull her hand away as I was on the verge of cumming in my pants and I was not thrilled with having a wet spot on my pants the rest of the drive.
"What's wrong, Steve?" she asked "Didn't you like that?"
"You had me ready to cum and I'm not sure how my pants would look at the next rest stop."
"There are ways around that." and she reached over, unzipped my pants and painfully fished out my very stiff cock until it was completely free.
"Oh, man, that feels much better," I said "it sure hurt down my leg like that." Debbie spit on her hand and proceeded to slide it up and down the shaft very slowly, spending most of the time caressing the head gathering the pre-cum at the same time. Every time I got close to cumming, she stopped, telling me to hold off. I have to say that I could have driven past Vermont into Canada with the attention I was paying to the road, but I have never wanted to cum more than right then. Then Debbie took off her tee shirt so she was just sitting in her very thin, see-through bra. This was a first for me. Even though I had seen her in a bikini, I never saw her in her underwear nor seen her nipples and this was in incredible turn on. I was very aware of the fleshy mounds and how much more there was hidden by the thin material. As soon as she touched my dick again, I started shooting cum all over myself. In fact, a glob landed right on the windshield.
"Now I know what it takes to really get you off." She said. "I should have done this earlier."
I had to pull off the highway to clean myself up and the get my pants zipped up and I asked her if she was going to put her tee shirt back on.
"I don't think so, " she replied "I like to thought of getting you excited again."
"Even if it means we get in a car wreck?" I asked?
"This will teach you how to concentrate and focus on driving, think how valuable a skill like that can be."
Yeah, I thought. Just the type of skill I need, the ability to focus on something else than her body....
We pulled back out on the highway and I had little luck ignoring her sheer bra with her nipples poking through half an inch. It wasn't long before she put her head back and dozed off making her chest stick out farther. I was noticing the trucks and cars driving by were very interested in her display and I was finding it hard to finish passing other vehicles. After a bit she opened her eyes and looked out at a truck that had been keeping pace with us. She immediately covered her breasts with her arms and yelled at me for not saying anything.
"Hey, you were the one to take your tee shirt off, did you think no one else would notice? And why bother covering up at this point, they have already gotten an eyeful."
"I see you recovered from earlier," she said, noticing the tent in my pants "I thought you were going to work on focusing on the road?"
"Perhaps with more time I can become and expert at it, but a skill like this takes a lot of practice." I replied.
Just then, the trucker honked was signaling something.
"What is he doing?" I asked Debbie.
"I think he wants to see my tits."
"Go ahead," I said "though I am not sure I want to be next to a trucker trying to get himself off while driving."
Debbie turned her back to me, reached around behind her and unclasped her bra. She then put her arms over her head and rotated her torso. I could see her tits bouncing back and forth from behind her. I was instantly struck with jealousy that the first guy to see her tits was a complete stranger and not me. "OK. Now you have to turn around so I can see them." I said.
"Not a chance," she said and slipped her bra back on "you will have to wait to see more."
"Not even a peek?"
"Nope, though I will let you rub me a bit." As she slipped off her shorts. She leaned back and put her feet spread apart on the dashboard. I took my eyes off the road and stared at the cloth covered mound with the dark patch of hair showing through. The truck driver honked again, but I ignored him as I reached over and felt her moist panties over her slit for the first time. It could not have been more than 30 seconds before she was screaming out her first orgasm I'd seen her have. I stopped rubbing, but she immediately grabbed my wrist and put my hand back on her wet pussy.
"Don't stop, please don't stop until I say."
My fingers started stroking her moist flesh and I noticed that her breathing became much deeper with I hit the nub on top of her slit, so I started concentrating on that alone. She pulled my hand away.
"That is too much, go easy on my clit. Spent time around it and hit it periodically - that would be a lot better."
I drove the next 30 miles stroking her pussy and every time I tried to get under her panties, she stopped me, but I am sure she came 3-4 times, each time screaming out her ecstasy. Finally, with the muscles in my arm cramping up, she told me to stop. Apparently the trucker got tired of trying to watch while driving and disappeared, replaced by another driver in a pickup truck. Debbie looked over at him and smiled. Again, she turned her back to me -- removed her bra and shook her tits at him. Then she knelt of the seat, still facing out the window, pulled down her panties and spread her knees apart. I could see her arm moving like she was playing with herself. Her other hand was apparently playing with her nipples. At least she was letting me see her ass for the first time. It was gorgeous, tight, firm looking, round. I reached over and squeezed her ass cheeks. I've never felt my cock that hard before and I thought it would rip through my shorts. I knew if I touched myself I would cum right there in my pants.
"OK," I said, "that's enough! You are showing strangers things I've never seen. Turn around."
"No way, I like keeping you in suspense." And she stayed facing the pickup truck driver. I heard her squeal and looked over and saw the truck driver had lifted up his hips by arching his back so Debbie could see his huge cock.
"You have got to be kidding," she said "no way can that thing be real!"
I definitely saw that it was and it had to be half again the length of my six inches. Debbie was now furiously rubbing her pussy and I could hear that she was very wet. The driver of the truck grabbed his dick and was pulling on it, extending it farther into view which made Debbie groan and rub her pussy even harder. I was thinking about how I had to be gentle around her clit, but I guess that doesn't always apply. Debbie let out a yell, panting heavily and collapsed face first against the door. After a few minutes she raised herself up, pulled up her panties and put her bra on before turning back to me. Then she put her tee shirt and shorts back on.
"I need a bit of release myself now." I said, unzipping my pants. "That was so hot."
Debbie shocked me by leaning over and dropping her mouth right on my disk. I could never even get her to kiss it before now. It felt like heaven getting my first blowjob, feeling her hot silky smooth mouth taking in most of my cock. Within a minute I told her I was going to blow, but she started sucking harder. As soon as the first shot entered her mouth I felt her swallow. I must have dumped a quarter cup of cum down her throat before I was done. Amazingly I was able to stay on the road in my own lane.
"Why did you swallow? I warned you that I was about to cum."
"I thought that was what I was supposed to do." Debbie replied. "Did I do it wrong?"
"No, you did it right, believe me."
Debbie then asked how much farther. I told her 4 hours or so, so she said she needed sleep and curled up and slept the rest of the trip.
We arrived at the cabin at around 10 PM and by the time we had unloaded the car, unpacked and gotten basically set up, we were exhausted and went right to sleep.
The next morning, after breakfast, Debbie wanted a tour of the place. We put on our bathing suits and walked down to the beach which was secluded and all to ourselves, except when the motor boaters came over for swimming or picnics. Then we walked up into the woods until we came out into the cove with the flat granite ledge which was very secluded. I told her this was where we skinny dipped as we would have plenty of warning is boats came in. I proceeded to strip off my swim suit, watching to see if she would follow my lead. She hesitated, then reached behind her releasing those incredible breasts for me to see the first time. I could sense her eyes staring at me to see my reaction, then slid her bikini bottoms off her hips slowly and let them fall to the rocks. I guess she could tell by my dick pointing at the sky that I liked what I saw.
"Finally!" I gasped. "You had me going nuts with your teasing yesterday. You are sexier than I imagined."
With that, she turned and knifed into the water. When she emerged, she laughed and said "This is incredible. It is like a million fingers all over my body."
"I wish I were the water doing that to you" I replied, and dove in after her.
We spent the next 20 minutes chasing each other, grabbing different body parts getting more and more excited. Debbie started hugging me in the water and grinding her pussy against my aching cock and said "Perhaps we don't need to wait until we are married." We were on the towels on the rocks in seconds and for the first time I was sucking on the eraser size nipples feeling her body writhe and twist underneath me. I slowly kissed down her tight stomach, spending time on her navel as this got a good response out of her. I had to get a close look at her pussy though, so I continued kissing down between her legs. I lifted my head up and saw for the first time this nice tight pussy. I just had to taste it so I lowered my head down and ran my tongue up her wet slit, savoring the tangy flavor of her pussy. When I got to her clit she gasped and grabbed my head with both hands and held my mouth right over the hard nub. My tongue kept flicking over it while she ground her pubic bone into my face. My face was getting soaked with her juices, but I kept at it until she had two orgasms. When I jabbed my tongue into her wet hole, she came a third time.
I lifted my head up, "Was that good? Are you ready for the next course?"
"Yes," she said still panting from the last orgasm, "get up here."
My cock was ready to explode, so I crawled up so I was poised ready to fuck her for the first time. Her hand reached down and started pulling and stroking on my extremely hard cock and guided it towards her virgin hole. I felt the incredible feeling of my penis spread the lips of her vagina then the head slipping inside. Man, this was going to be great.
"Oooooh," Debbie moaned "push it all the way in."
I was just about to thrust in anticipating her cherry when we heard the sound of a motor out on the lake. I tried to tell her that they were probably just passing by, but she abruptly pushed me off, jumped up and pulled on her bikini. I reluctantly put on my suit also. Talk about frustration. I wanted to drag her into the woods where we could be alone so I could finish what we started, but we had out gear laid out all over the rocks and didn't want to leave them out if the boaters came into our cove.
We sat there staring out onto the lake watching a monster cabin cruiser coast towards the rocky ledge and noticed 4 20 something guys staring back at us.
"Ahoy, there on the rocks. Do you mind sharing this cove?"
I was about to yell back that we would mind, when Debbie beat me to the response.
"Not at all, there is plenty of room here for all."
I glared at her, but she was oblivious, staring out at the boat drifting in. The men on the boat dropped anchor, dove in and swan to the rocks. When they came up out of the water, I could see Debbie checking out the lightweight swim suits clinging to their crotches. They did not seem to be bashful about how revealing they were and Debbie did not mind overtly staring. I have to say that these guys must have been packing serious meat under the swim suits. I nudged her and she looked over at me and smiled.
"I love the scenery around here. It is so inspiring."
The guys flopped down on the rocks sitting as close to Debbie as they could and introduced themselves. Mike was a 2nd year law student at Yale; Brian was an engineer working for the city of New York; CJ was the oldest at 30 and he owned his own development company in New London. Tom didn't do much of anything as he inherited a ton of money and just liked to have fun. The boat was his and the four of them were out on a 2 month cruise from NYC to the northern tip of Lake Champlain. All 4 looked as though they spent a lot of time in the gym. They turned the conversation around and started asking her questions about where she was from, how old she was (their eyebrows raised when she mentioned she just turned 18), where she planned to go to school, etc.. She was sucking up the attention and not unaware that they were scanning up and down her body. Subconsciously or consciously, she leaned back with her arms straight behind her which made her breasts push straight out. This definitely got a rise out of the guys who shifted themselves while talking to her, so they could take in her sensual beauty.
I was just a spectator watching the sharks circling around for the kill. When I attempted to introduce a new topic, I was greeted with one word answers and the focus shifted back to Debbie. I was feeling more and more jealousy and was not sure where this was going to lead since Debbie was newly aware of the incredible affect that her body has on men. I saw her glance down periodically at the growing bulges in the swim suits arrayed in front of her. This in turn caused those rock hard nipples to push against the bikini top quite obviously. I knew I had to get her away from these guys as I could see where this was leading, so I stood up and told Debbie that we have to get into town for groceries for dinner. She hesitated and then sat back up, saying "Well guys, it's been fun, but we have to go."
One of the guys (Mike, I think) asked what we were planning on for dinner mentioning that all they have had the last few weeks is Dinty Moore stew and Spam.
Debbie immediately asked if they wanted to join us back at the cabin as we were having spaghetti. They all agreed to this at once and after directions swam back to their boat to get changed while we walked back through the woods.
"Deb," I said "I was hoping we could finish what we started this evening, but if we invite over a bunch of guys it will turn into a party. I really would like to have some time alone with you."
"We'll have plenty of time alone as this is just the first night here and these are great guys." Debbie responded.
I thought about saying -- yeah, for you as they would jump you in a flash -- but bit my tongue.
There was no time to do much else as the stores were closing and we really did need supplies, so we got back to the cabin, pulled on shorts and tee shirts, got in the car and drove off, leaving the cabin unlocked for the guys, if they got there before we got back.
When we arrived back at the cabin, the guys had arrived and were sitting out front drinking beers from the cooler they hauled up. They were more than helpful carrying the groceries in and getting everything put away. They even helped with the cooking. After a great dinner, all the guys dove in and did all the dishes while Debbie and I pretty much watched. When everything was cleaned up we were all sitting around in the living room relaxing and I was starting to get used to the conversation as these were bright educated guys. They offered beers to Debbie and me which we accepted, even though we were under age. I was not sure I liked the taste, but nursed it anyhow.
Brian asked if we had cards, if so we could play poker. We did have cards, but I said I had not played much and I was sure that the stakes would be way too high for me. Debbie said she doesn't play cards at all but would be happy to watch. CJ said "No big deal. Even penny ante poker is fun."
"I can handle that if you're sure that would not be too boring."
"Not at all," Brian responded "we are so competitive that anything would be heavily contested."
The game went along with no one really winning all the pots when Tom turned to Debbie and asked if she was still wearing her bathing suit under her clothes.
"Sure, we just pulled street clothes on over the suits as they were already dry by the time we got back."
"Wouldn't you be more comfortable if you at least took off the bikini top?"
"I am not undressing in front of you guys." Debbie shot back.
"I didn't mean that. I meant removing your bikini top and sliding it out the arm hole like girls do. I just think you look uncomfortable."
"Alright," Debbie said "I can do that."
With that she now had the rapt attention of the entire table as we were all turned to watch this. Debbie reached behind her, then slid the shoulder straps over her arm, then pulled the top out of the other arm hole. I am not sure she was aware of this, but her tee shirt was quite see through and we were all treated to her dark areolas showing. When she looked down and saw this her hands immediately went over her breasts covering them.
"C'mon, don't cover something that beautiful up," said Tom.
Debbie looked doubtful, but dropped her hands down so we could see that not only was the shirt see through, but her nipples were now poking out a quarter inch. I cannot speak for the rest of the guys, but my shorts were starting to feel a bit tight.
"Man, you are knockout." CJ said, "I'll bet you are unbelievable in bed."
"Um, thanks, but we still have not gotten there," she said, "this was going to be the week that it happened.
"You two are virgins?" Carl asked?



I started to interject that this is none of their business, but Debbie answered yes.
"OK, then we are changing the rules of the game, with your permission." Carl said as he nodded in Debbie's direction. "Whoever wins then next pot gets to have you tonight."
Debbie looked shocked at the suggestion. Then she looked down while licking her lips and thought for a while.
I was willing her to tell these guys to fuck off and get out, but no luck.
Debbie looked up and with a kind of wistful smile said "OK. But just for the one night." Then she looked at me and mouthed "Sorry."
I was stunned and could barely move. Carl nudged me and said "Dude, win the next pot and you have nothing to worry about."
CJ handed me that cards and said "You shuffle and deal so there is no question that the deal is fair."
I was barely able to lift my arms to start dealing as I knew that as soon as the first card hit the table, I was agreeing to this insane idea. But seeing no way out, I proceeded to deal out 5 hands of 5 card draw. I saw immediately that I had no prayer of being the one to take Debbie's virginity, but I could just hope for 3 cards that could miraculously help me. Tom took 2, Carl 3, CJ 1, Brian 3 and I took my 3. I held onto a jack ten, but the three, four, eight were no help at all. I felt sick to my stomach and when CJ announced that he was the winner, it was through a red haze.
I just sat there stupidly as CJ walked over to Debbie and put out his hand. Brian was laughing and saying how Debbie would never be able to walk again after she got CJ's dick in her. He elbowed me and said that CJ stands for Cock Jack since they swear he could lift a car with that thing when it gets hard.
Debbie mentioned that the cabin had 4 bedrooms and plenty of room for all if they wanted to stay the night and with that turned and followed CJ up the stairs. Brian, Mike and Tom were mumbling what a lucky stiff CJ was (laughing at the jokes) and how hard it was going to be trying to sleep with those 2 in the next room. Our cabin never had a ton of privacy as the walls did not go to the ceiling so you could hear whispering in any of the other rooms.
I went upstairs to the room Debbie and I were to have spent the night in and CJ handed me mw stuff and shoved me off down the hall to the next room. I lay in bed listening to the two of them talking and laughing about this and that, but then all went silent and I knew they were kissing. I heard CJ tell Debbie that it was time to see all of her and I heard her get off the bed. I could see the shadows on the ceiling of Debbie removing all her clothes very slowly accompanied by CJs increasingly heavy breathing.
"Now your turn." Debbie said.
I heard the bed creaking and Debbie gasp when apparently she got to see where CJ got his name.
"I guess there really are penises this size," she whispered "how big is it?"
"10 inches, I think, but I know you can take it. We will take it slow and you will be amazed how easily this will slide in."
"OK, You're the expert."
The bed creaked again and I heard a familiar smacking and slurping sound as Debbie was going down on that huge cock. CJs breathing was getting more and more ragged when I heard him tell her to stop.
"Not a chance," she said "not until I taste all of what you have to offer."
I knew what CJ was feeling and even with the sharp pain in my stomach, my dick was raging. I did not even want to touch it.
"Mmmmmmmmm, that's it. Try to take it all the way down your throat. Oh God! You have to have no gag reflex. Mmmmmmmmmmmmmm....I'm going to come...you don't have to swallow. Uhhhhhhh, uh, uh uh."
I knew by the sounds that Debbie was gulping the entire load.
"I thought you would pull off," CJ gasped "but I am glad you didn't. You are the best cocksucker I've ever been with. Now I will return the favor."
The next 15 minutes were filled with sounds of CJ licking, Debbie gasping and moaning and an orgasm that may have awakened the neighbors a mile or so away.
"Wow, you are good with your tongue, but I think it is time I get you hard again as I really need to feel a cock inside me."
"I don't think you have to, but if you would like to use that mouth of your again, I could put up with that." CJ replied.
"Oh wow. You are right. It doesn't look like he wants to wait." I heard Debbie giggle "Maybe just a quick kiss."
It didn't sound like a quick kiss and the smacking and slurping sounds went on for a few minutes.
"Get it good and wet and it will slide into you easier." CJ whispered.
I heard his cock pop out of her mouth and the bed creaking from the shifting weight and I knew he was poised on top of her, even though I could not see.
"Ready?" I heard CJ ask.
"Oh yes. I am so ready...but push it in slowly."
I was really in pain now knowing that this should be me patiently waiting for 2 year to take Debbie's virginity. Even so, my fingers started feeling the engorged head of my dick remembering the feeling I had first entering her warm tight hole and I immediately sprayed cum all over myself.
I heard laughter in the next room as CJ and Debbie heard my release.
"I think that Steve is enjoying this, perhaps we should invite him in to watch." CJ said more loudly.
"I don't think so, he needs to learn how to focus." She giggled.
"That must be something between you and him, but I'd rather not have any distraction when I make love to the most beautiful girl I have ever been with."
More creaking and the sounds of kissing.
"OK," I heard CJ whisper, "relax and let the feeling take you over."
"Ooooo. Slowly. Yes, that's nice...OK push it in a little more. I think I am getting used to it."
I heard CJ chuckle. "This is only the tip. Wait until you get the entire thing."
"Ow. Easy....OK I am ready for more...Yes, that feels so tight...so gooooood. Mmmmmmmm."
"OK, get ready, this will hurt for a little when I pop your cherry...just relax."
"Owwwwwwww....God that hurts." She gasped. "Thank God it is just the first time. Give me a minute. OK I am ready -- just push it all the way in. I just need to feel what an entire cock feels like in me. Uhhhh. Yes that is a lot better, now fuck me."
"Uhh, uhh, uhh," I heard CJ grunting.
The pace of the rhythmic creaking was increasing rapidly as were the moans and groans. I hear a couple of the other guys in the other bedrooms chuckling that they would get no sleep tonight with this going on, but perhaps tomorrow it will be one of them keeping everyone awake. I did not like the sound of that as I was hoping the get Debbie to myself when these guys continued on their cruise.
"Christ!" Debbie screamed as she came hard. "Fuck, fuck, fuck....oooooo, fuck." She panted loudly. "Oooooooo, that was amazing. I cannot remember almost passing out from cumming before. I want you to cum in me now. I need to feel you filling me up." At this point they were no longer whispering or trying to be quiet.
"Uh, uh, uh, uh, uhhhhh...Yes!" CJ yelled as the creaking of the bed got louder and more violent sounding. Then with a last loud creak, there was silence.
I noticed that it had been 3 hours since they kicked me out of my room and I had cum spattered all over me that I used my tee shirt to clean up. I knew that it would be hard to sleep, but I knew I had to try anyhow, so I rolled over with a pillow over my head. I may have dozed off, but again I heard the soft moans and the creaking of the bed next door. This went on the rest of the night.....that should have been me I thought with tears in my eyes. Shit, shit, shit...and drifted off to the steady creaking next door.
The next morning, I awoke hoping this was all a bad dream, but the realization hit me when I saw I was alone with cum stained sheets and tee shirt. I went downstairs and found Mike, Brian and Tom sitting drinking coffee.
"Did you sleep well?" Mike asked with a smirk? "Not sure I could have passively laid there while my girlfriend lost her cherry to another guy."
"Easy on the dude, Mike." Carl shot back. "We put him in an unwinnable situation." When Debbie agreed, there was nothing he could do about it. What would you have done if Susan made the same deal?"
"I would have let her," Mike laughed "in fact she probably already has without me knowing. You know how sluts are. But let's face it, easy pussy is easy pussy. Debbie on the other hand may not have been easy pussy before, but she sure wants it now. Did you hear her begging last night?"
I was about to jump Mike and probably get my ass kicked, when I hear Debbie and CJ getting up upstairs. All eyes were on the stairs as they came down. They both looked totally drained. Debbie would not meet my eyes and just looked at the floor.
"How many times did you guys do it last night?" Brian asked. "You have no idea how hard it was (at this he grabbed his crotch) trying to sleep through that."
"We lost count," CJ said. "but my dick is raw from all the pounding. She loves it hard." Debbie elbowed him and asked him to be nice.
"We did come up with a suggestion though." CJ went on "What do you say we spend the next 2 weeks here and play poker every night -- winner gets Debbie until the next poker game?"
"You agreed to this?" I blurted out. "You have got to be joking!"
"Sorry," she said "this is the most incredible rush I think I have ever felt. All these guys and no restrictions. You need to win the pot tonight to get your turn. I decided that tonight whoever wins can have my virgin ass."
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"What did you say? Where did that come from?"
"I'm sorry, really, really sorry." Tom said. "I should leave."
"No, you stay right here. You can't say I want to fuck you, just out of the blue that way. We've know each other for 5 years and never even flirted with each other."
"It must be the beer, forget I ever said it."
"Seriously? You think I will ever forget that?" Mary asked. "We're sitting here, listening to the music having a couple of drinks and...actually that was a real jolt."
"Look, I'll go, I know you are married and we have to work together and I may have ruined our friendship and our work relationship. I never should have opened my mouth."
Mary thought about that for a while, then reached over and put her hand on his arm. "I guarantee you this will not affect our friendship since actually being honest is a positive. As for work, I guess we shall see. How long have you thought about that?"
"Even since the trade show in San Diego when we all spent the day on the beach."
"4 years ago? I didn't even wear anything all that revealing. If I remember it was a one piece suit."
"A red one piece...and since then I've fantasized about..."
"What?" Mary demanded "What did you fantasize about?"
"Never mind, really. It is not important. Do you think the Browns have a chance this Sunday?"
"Sorry, I'm not letting this go until you tell me everything. We have been to a dozen trade shows and spent weeks with each other and you never once let on that you were attracted to me in any way. I need to know how far into this you are with your fantasies. What is it you fantasize about?" Mary responded and gave him a hard stare.
Tom shifted in his seat looking back at her, then took a long draught of his beer. "OK, I've tried to imagine what you look like without the suit...under your work clothes..."
"Wow. And what do I look like?"
"I don't know! I've never seen you outside of the red one piece suit you wore in San Diego and the teal one you had in Miami. You've never even shown much cleavage at work."
"That wasn't what I was asking. You imagine me naked you said. I want details. I want you to tell me exactly what I look like naked in your mind."
"Why?"
"This is really intriguing...and flattering. Girls don't often get to hear what men are thinking when they undress us with their eyes."
"OK, I think about your breasts...I know they are large, I know they are real. I see them clearly in my mind when I think about you."
"How do you know they are real? I could have had work done."
"Mary, get real. You never show any cleavage, never wear tight blouses. Had you had anything done, you would have been proud of them and in some not-so-subtle way displayed them. As it is though, you cannot hide what you have there." Tom looked directly at her white blouse draped over a pair of obviously firm and full breasts. He looked back into her eyes and said "You could show those off a bit more. You have been blessed with outstanding assets."
"You are right, they're real, but describe them to me, with specifics. Paint me a picture, or better yet, paint a picture like you do so well with your sales pitches. Sell me on my breasts."
"You really sure about this? This might make you uncomfortable"
Mary looked straight at him and spoke softly, "I'm actually starting to feel more and more comfortable with this, in fact this is a bit exciting. Go ahead, I want to see what you see in my head."
Tom turned to see where Julie the bar maid was and signaled to her. "First, we need refills."
Julie came over and greeted them. "So you want your check?"
"No," Tom said "we are actually going to have another couple of beers. Break tradition and let ourselves go a bit."
"OK - I'll bring them right over, by the way, where are Bill and Jack this week?"
"They have training this week and it is just Tom and me this week. Makes for a different conversation path with just the two of us."
Julie laughed. "I can imagine. Just don't have too many beers where it is not just the conversation that is different." She winked and spun around to get the beers.
"Are we that obvious?" Asked Mary nervously.
"We are leaning towards each other like we are conspiring to do something, perhaps if you slid around so that you are sitting at the corner we wouldn't have to lean into each other." Tom suggested.
Mary pushed her coaster and napkin over to the end of the table and slid her butt around so she was now at right angles to Tom. She gently bumped her knee into Tom's and felt a shock shoot between her legs. Easy now, she thought, this cannot go anywhere, this is just for fun.
Tom felt her knee and instantly felt a throbbing...
They were brought back to reality when Julie brought the drinks. "These are on me...enjoy."
"What? Why? You don't have to do that" Tom said.
"No, I don't. Just enjoy it." With that Julie turned and went over to another table.
"Back to the topic at hand. What do my breasts, tits, boobs, whatever look like? What do you call them when you are fantasizing?"
"Breasts, actually. Other women have tits, but for some reason you have breasts. Yours are very full, tear drop shaped and project out proudly from your chest with large areolae and nipples like erasers." Tom was starting to feel a bit uncomfortable in his pants.
"So what color?"
"What color of what?" Asked Tom.
"You know, what color are my nipples?"
"This is getting weird," Tom said "you sure you want to keep going?"
"We haven't even started. You are the one who said he fantasized about me. I know it is more than just my breasts and I know you have clear details after 5 years. I want to hear everything and leave nothing out."
"Ok, ok. They are a pale pink and puffy but they stand out against your breasts which have never seen the sun."
"What size do you think they are?"
"34 D"
"Wow. Right on."
"Really? I was hoping they were large and as you have a fairly small frame...but what about the rest? Was I right?"
"You will just have to keep imagining." Mary said. "I don't think I want to tell you right now. How do they feel?"
"I have no idea, I've never felt them."
"C'mon, you know that is part of your fantasy...let's hear it."
Tom looked like he was replaying memories and after a bit he spoke. "They are warm to the touch, and when I slide my hand over them I can feel your nipples harden and push into my palms. When I squeeze them, you groan and even though your breasts are firm, the squish between my fingers. I lift them up and release them and the bounce a couple of times back to their tear drop shape...you have definitely given me a chubby." Tom laughed with embarrassment.
"Wow. That was very nice...I need to hear more. What else have you done to my breasts?"
"Then I lean into you and suck your puffy nipple into my mouth, the left one first, flicking my tongue up and down your hard nipple. I feel my tongue pressing your puffy areola into your breast. Your hand is on the back of my head encouraging my to keep going. I continue to roughly lick your nipple while I listen to your breathing get shorter and more rapid. I move to the other breast and since I don't want it to feel left out and I cover your left breast with my right hand. You are grinding your crotch into my hip with increasing urgency, but I keep going back and forth between both breasts. I am amazed how puffy the areolae are and how hard your nipples are. When I start sucking on them harder and harder your pussy grinds harder into me and your breathing gets more ragged...I should stop since I think I might have to change my pants if I keep going."
"Not a chance. You started this and if you come in your pants, this is something you will have to deal with. You mentioned my pussy. What about it? Same detailed description." Mary finally took a drink of her beer that was served a while back. Tom followed suit but drained half of it trying to cool down.
"Your pussy is a thing of beauty. Tight labia with a pronounced clitoral hood. I love the way you have a projecting pubic bone. I noticed that when we were at the beach and you were lying on your back. You had a beautiful camel's toe that you were unaware of."
"Camel's toe? What the heck is that?" Mary asked.
"Hmmm. You know when girls wear tight shorts, or bathing suits and the cloth rides up into the slit? I know, it is a pussy wedgie!" Tom laughed.
"Why would they call it that? Never mind. Did everyone see that?"
"I'm sure. You were on your back, and as I said, your pubic bone really rises above your lower stomach, and your legs were partly spread so the camel's toe was quite obvious. You didn't notice the college guys who decided they had to walk back and forth in front of us? You may not have noticed, but when you said you were heading back and asked if I want to go, I said I'd like to get a little more sun. Had I gotten off my stomach I was definitely not PG. Anyhow, you shave just the area around the labia, but leave a nice patch on top of the pubic bone. You are a natural blond, by the way, and you pubic hair is soft as velvet. When you get aroused, like when I suck your nipples, your labia opens up, I know this is a cliché, like a pink flower... can we go now?"
"Ha! Not a chance." Mary glanced down at Tom's crotch and said, "I don't think you are rated PG now."
Not only was Tom sporting an impressive tent, but a silver dollar size wet spot was apparent on his khakis.
Tom reached down and tried to shift his raging erection, but there was no place to put it. Mary was staring at it wondering if she was going to start fantasizing about Tom and a really impressive cock he seems to have.
"Why didn't I ever check out Tom before?" Mary thought. "That has to be 2, maybe 3 inches longer than Bob's. I can't imagine that it would also be thicker since Bob has trouble getting his fat cock in me at first." Mary felt her panties getting very wet.
"On second thought" Mary said "let's change the subject for now and continue this at a later date. Perhaps we could meet for beer outside of Beer Thursdays, just the two of us. I'm sure there are lots of other things you have done to me and I've done to you. Since I'm married and these things cannot actually happen, I kind of like hearing about them. For now though, you need to settle down, go home and when we next talk, I'll bet you have new stories about you and me...you can tell me all about what you did you me and what I did to you."
Mary moved back to the other side of the table and after a half hour of discussing work and the upcoming trade shows they called Julie back over, paid their tab and left.
As they were leaving, Julie came over and whispered to them "Are you leaving a car here? I can make sure it is safe."
Tom and Mary laughed and Mary said "Very funny, Julie, you know I'm married and Tom and I just work together."
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"Remember, I told you we can't fuck," Mary moaned.
Tom ignored her and continued to roughly stimulate her nipples with his mouth. She was writhing under him wanting more while feeling more than she ever had before. His tongue was flicking rapidly all over her left breast and his fingers were pinching and pulling on her right nipple. Her hips were thrusting up into his waist hoping to feel his cock against her pussy...just a touch. She couldn't remember how they got naked, but she knew she wanted to. She couldn't see his cock, but the feeling against her leg suggesting something massive.
She let out a groan when Tom stopped sucking and licking and started to move down her breasts...her stomach...her navel...kissing her all the way down. He stopped and started exploring her navel with his tongue. No one had ever kissed her there and let out a moan to let him know that he was hitting a good spot. Her clit found his hard ribs digging into her and she spread her legs more to increase the contact. She knew she was nearing orgasm, but want to hold off until he put his mouth on her vagina. As good as the ministrations of her navel felt, she put her hand on top of his head and gently applied pressure.
Tom got the message and continued kissing and licking down her stomach until he got to her downy blond patch of pubic hair. She heard Tom take a deep breath through his nose. "You smell so ready for this, I can't wait to taste you." With that his mouth covered her pussy and she felt his tongue separate her labia. He hands reached up and covered her breasts, squeezing and stroking them roughly. His rigid tongue stroked up and down penetrating deeper and deeper while he apparently avoiding her most sensitive part. Mary started driving her pelvis harder and harder against his face trying to get his tongue on her clit, but Tom kept teasing her. "Lick me, please...I need you to lick me...I am so close."
Tom looked up at her and said "Whatever my lady wants." With that drove his tongue against her now unsheathed, throbbing button. He rapidly flicked the tip of his tongue against the nub while his fingers pinched and pulled on her nipples. Mary felt her impending orgasm approaching knowing it would be the strongest she'd ever had...the bed shook, Mary tried to ignore it and focus on Tom's mouth, but Tom was no longer there.
"Are you alright?" Bob asked? "You were tossing and turning and sounded like to were having a nightmare. It sounded like you someone was torturing you."
Mary looked around and realized that she was at home, in bed, at 2 AM but with her husband Bob. No Tom, no cheating, no orgasm... "Sorry if I woke you, I guess it was just a bad dream...you know how those are. Perhaps if we, you know, fooled around a bit I could forget about the dream and get back to sleep." Her hand reached into Bob's pajama bottoms and stroked his fat penis. She felt it grow harder and harder as she stroked. Bob reached over and pulled off Mary's long tee shirt she always wore to bed, then pulled off his bottoms. Mary realized she was soaking wet and when Bob went for her panties, she shifted around and pulled them off herself.
Mary lay back with her legs spread hoping Bob would kiss her breasts...stomach...vagina, but he climbed on top with his rock hard cock lined up with her aroused, open lips.
Bob was only 5 " long, but his cock was extremely thick. When he was in college he got a lot of hand jobs when his girlfriends couldn't fit him in. They were also quite unwilling to suck him since their jaws got tired trying to fit him in their mouths. When Bob met Mary and she was able to take him into her pussy after 2-3 minutes of just the tip...then a little more...then half way in...and when she put her heels on his ass and pulled him all the way in, he knew he had found the perfect girl. Mary could not get enough of his girth and wanted him in her 3 or 4 times a day. After they got married sex slowed down to where it was strictly on weekends. The other disappointing part (for Mary, at least) was Bob was not big on foreplay nor on experimenting with multiple positions. Bob liked to rub her pussy while licking her nipples, finger her a bit - perhaps to see how wet she was, and then climb of top of her and pound her until he came. This was not always satisfying for Mary who would have to take care of herself while Bob went and showered.
As Bob lined up his cock, Mary put her hands on his shoulders and pushed him down. Bob looked at her with a questioning look. "I need you to lick my pussy. I know you've never liked doing that, but tonight, I really need you to." Mary asked. Bob hesitated, then crawled down, opened his mouth and tentatively stuck out his tongue tasted her soaking lips. "Wow, you are really wet tonight."
His tongue felt so good as he licked up and down her engorged lips and clit. Mary reached down pulling Bob's hand up and put it on her breast. Bob got the message and put both of his hands on her tits and rubbed her nipples with his thumbs while squeezing her breasts. He found that she responded more when he flicked his tongue over her clit, so he focused on that. Soon Mary was grinding her pussy hard into his face as her orgasm approached. Her legs wrapped around Bob and pulled him in tightly as she exploded in a writhing frenzy. Bob felt like his ribs were going to crack under the pressure of her thighs and she came.
"Holy crap!" Bob gasped. "I've never seen you come that hard. Now it is my turn." as Bob crawled up to get relief in Mary's tight pussy.
"How about a blow job?" Mary asked. "I am quite sensitive down there right now."
Bob Looked at her as if she were a stranger. "You never wanted to blow me before. You said I was too big for your mouth."
"I want to try and if I can't, then you know where else you can put that." Mary pushed him onto his back and started licking up and down the shaft of his cock. Soon she had the head in her mouth. She used her tongue to get it thoroughly wet before pushing her mouth farther down. She remembered the soreness in her jaw when she tried this once back in college, but she was determined to get past this. It wasn't long before she was able to feel his pubic hair tickling her nose and lips. Mary started bobbing her head more and more rapidly enjoying the feeling of the head of a cock hitting the back for her throat. She was amazed that she could get the whole thing in with just minor discomfort. Bob's breathing was getting more rapid and she could feel the muscles in his legs get tense. "Stop...I'm going to cum." Bob groaned and tried to pull her mouth off his dick. Mary pushed her face onto his cock as far as she could and clenched her throat as if she were swallowing while still bobbing up and down.
"Oh God!" Bob yelled and thrust his pelvis hard into Mary's face over and over. It was hard for Mary to keep up with all the sperm being shot down her throat, and her face kept bouncing off Bob's pubic bone, but she swallowed as much as she could. Bob let out one last moan and went limp on the bed. His dick popped out of Mary's mouth when she sat up. As Mary coughed and wiped the excess cum off her mouth, Bob was amazed to see that her lips were bruised. "I didn't mean to hurt you." Bob said, "I shouldn't have pounded your mouth so hard."
Mary was moving her jaw around getting like she was working out cramps. "I actually enjoyed the passion of the whole thing." Mary said. "I guess it is nice to get out of the same-ole, same-ole..." Though she did wonder what people would think seeing her puffy lips at work later today.
"I have no idea what got into you, but perhaps your Beer Thursdays are not entirely a bad thing." Bob said, "perhaps you should have Beer Mondays...Tuesdays..."
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"So, you are no longer a virgin." Doug complained.
Doug and Diane had grown up next door to each other since they were born and both initially sported bright blond hair. Many thought they were brother and sister. Doug grew up to be class brain, but lost the blond hair and topped out at 5' 6" and 125 lbs.. Diane on the other hand blossomed. From the tiny little thing she now stood 5'7" with golden blonde hair half way down to her back and sported an incredible figure.
Diane looked at Doug a minute before answering. "Mark and I have been going out for 6 months now, it seemed like time and I love him. Plus we are both 18, so it is not like I am a minor."
"I know," Doug said softly "but I always thought we would be each others' first. And you said so many time in so many words."
"You know I love you and we've known each other our entire lives, but it is not the same sort of love. With you it is almost like you are family, with Mark...well, it's different." Diane said as she gently stroked Doug's cheek.
"I get it, Mark is a hottie, like you said, and I'm the president of the chess club...a geek. Not exactly boyfriend material. I just always thought we would just...."
"Screw each other just to do it?" Diane blurted out a little hotly.
"No! Make love to each other and share that experience like we have shared almost every other experience in our lives. I understand why you made love to Mark, I just wish we could have been each others' first like I said. He is your boyfriend and I know he expects that from you...I'm sorry, I should just get over it."
"I did not make love to Mark because he expects it from me. I wanted it as much as he did. It was really a very loving act...or acts I guess I should say." Diane said with a giggle.
"Acts? How many times did you do it?"
"I'm not sure. I think six," Diane replied "but this a little personal, so I'd like to change the subject."
"You don't know? How can you not know? My assumption is that Mark stuck it in you a certain number of times and that would be the count." Doug said loudly. "Did you even use protection?"
"No, we did not use protection, it is not my fertile time, and I am not sure since he may have cum 6 times, but I came a lot more than that. There, are you happy? Do you want me to give to the blow by blow account? Actually, if we count blow by blow, perhaps it was more than six times." Diane snapped back. "And looking at you, you want me to describe everything?" she said staring at the tent in Doug's shorts.
"I'm sorry, just the thought of you...OK, we can change the subject. I guess what you and Mark have makes me jealous and I really have no right to be. You know we have seen each other naked and wrestled around but that was so long ago it was innocent. When I think about you now it is not so innocent...plus you had no boobs...and now...."
Diane giggled "I can say the same thing about your cock. That tiny thing sure has grown up," she said looking back down at his crotch, "how big is it now? Never mind, let's stop this before it goes too far."
Doug looked at her a minute before responding. "I am not sure what you mean by too far, but I don't think it has gone far enough. I'll show you mine if you show me yours. Remember that? Sad that we really had nothing to show back then and now it seems like we do."
"I am a bit curious since you might be bigger that Mark. OK, we show each other, but no touching. You stay right here."
Diane got off the bed and walked into the bathroom. When she was gone, Doug reached into his pants and wrestled his throbbing erection into a more comfortable position. Instead of pulling his hand out he started to stroke since it never felt better than this. He was amazed how sensitive the head was. The bathroom door opened and Doug yanked his hand out of his shorts. Diane walked in wearing a white terry cloth bathrobe.
"Are you naked under there?" Doug asked.
With a sly smile, Diane nodded yes, turned to her side, pulled up the bottom of the robe exposing her upper thigh and left ass cheek. She then turned he back to Doug and while looking over her shoulder at him opened the front of the robe. She then slipped it off her shoulders slowly all the while watching Doug's expression. As she slipped it farther and farther down she swayed back a forth giving Doug glimpses of side boob, but not enough for Doug to really see how large they were. Soon her ass appeared and Doug saw that she was indeed naked - not even a thong. Then Diane just dropped the robe to the floor swept her long hair over her shoulders to cover her breasts and slowly turned to face Doug. Her breasts were jutting out and as she was getting quite aroused her nipples projected out at least a quarter inch each between the strands of her golden tresses.
"Please..." He whispered.
Diane chuckled softly "I know, this is cruel." as she pulled the hair back revealing the perfect, tear-dropped shaped mounds.
Diane never tanned au naturel so Doug could almost imagine she was wearing a white bikini.
His eyes travelled down and noticed her perfect navel centered on her narrow tapered waist. Then his eyes were drawn to the blond triangle framed by the pale white skin.
Diane laughed as she saw the look on Doug's face. "If you could see what you look like now, I wish I had a camera."
"You wish you had a camera?" Doug choked out. "Come closer...please."
"Don't move, just stay where you are. I told you no touching and looking at you, I'm not sure I trust you." Diane said as she walked closer to the bed. "You like?"
Doug just nodded and couldn't find any words...
She slowly turned around so Doug could see her ass, then after looking over her shoulder to confirm he approved returned to facing him.
"These are 36 D," Diane continued while hefting each breast and letting them bounce when releasing them "a bit different from when we were kids. And I should get an all-over tan, but never had the courage to do that."
"Please don't," Doug said "I love that I can see what you look like with a bikini and without at the same time. It is so sexy you have no idea. I think you are the most beautiful girl I have seen in my life."
"You say that, or will, to every naked woman you see."
"No, really," Doug said sincerely, "no actress, no model, no one at school can hold a candle to you. You are perfect, not even a mole anywhere on you. I really need to touch you, to feel you. I'll bet your skin is so soft and warm to the touch."
"No, we have a deal. No touching. It is your turn, get up off the bed and I will sit and watch you undress." Diane ordered. "I want to see what you are packing there." Pointing to his straining erection. "That looks painful, I hope it is not too uncomfortable. Why don't you free it and let it have some air?"
Doug got up, reaching down to adjust his hard penis "Actually, yes it is."
As Doug approached Diane, she slid by him brushing her boobs against his arm, slowly pressing against him before stepping over to the bed and lying down on her side to watch him.
Doug groaned "I almost came..." and turned to face the bed. He pulled off his shoes and socks before grabbing the waist of his shirt and pulling it over his head.
"Slow down," Diane said "you need to tease a little. Perhaps I should put on some strip-tease music?"
"Give me a break," Doug laughed nervously "I haven't exactly been naked in front of a girl since...you 10 years ago." But he removed the shirt from his arms more slowly, one by one. Diane noticed his cute chest with no hair...no muscles, but still cute. She watched as Doug undid his belt, slipping it out of his pants, slowly before dropping it to the floor. Diane noticed that her pussy was throbbing and as crossed her legs and rolled her hips that she was getting soaked. Her eyes were glued to the bulge in his shorts wondering just how big that thing was.
Doug's hands undid the top button and slowly slid the zipper down revealing a large wet spot in his tidy-whities. He dropped the shorts to the floor covering his bulging underwear and abruptly turned with his back to Diane.
"Hey, that's not fair." Diane yelled.
"Turn about, so to speak, is fair play." Doug said as he slowly revealed his ass to Diane. Diane could tell he was having trouble getting underwear by his erection in front since Doug had to bend over slightly as he pulled at them. He let the underwear drop to the floor and looked at Diane over his shoulder while stroking his dick out of her sight.
"Are you playing with yourself?" Diane demanded. "Turn around and let me see."
Doug turned around gripping his cock with two hands and even so, still 2 inches were exposed.
"Holy crap! How big is that thing?" Diane asked "Why didn't you ever show me that before? It is a monster!"
Doug took his hands away and his penis stood up pointing at the ceiling. "I have no idea. I've never measured it."
"Never? I would think with a giant cock like that you would have. It must be 8 or 9 inches long and 2 to 2 and half inches in diameter."
"Come here, I need to see it closer."
Doug walked over to Diane with his cock bouncing around. He grabbed it to keep it still but Diane ordered him to let it be. "I love watching it move like that...you have no idea how wet I am right now."
Diane swung her legs off the bed and reached over to feel it, to feel how warm it was, how big it was and the weight of it. Her fingers could get just half way around and she gasped.
"Not that I am complaining, but you did say no touching." Doug breathed
"I'm sorry, I just needed to touch it."
"Well, if you can touch me, I should be able to touch you."
"OK," Diane said, "but just my boobs."
Doug reached down and gently lifted her left breast basically doing the same thing Diane did with his cock. He was amazed how heavy it was and how soft. His thumb slowly felt around the areola and over the rock hard nipple. As he was doing that Diane felt his cock jerk in his hand.
"Oh my God, your breasts are incredible."
"I believe you, your cock just confirmed that."
Without taking her eye off the stiff rod in her hand Diane stroked it marveling at how far here hands had to travel to get from the bottom to the top and back down again.
"Go to the closet and get me the yardstick in there," Diane ordered. "I need to know how big this is, and don't hold it - let it flop around."
Doug turned and went over the closet. Diane groaned when he bent over to pick up the ruler and again when he walked back to her with his hard cock swinging back and forth. He handed her the ruler and she placed on end at the base. She got her face right next to the head of his cock and sighted across to the 9 inch mark. "Wow! 8 and 5/8ths inches. No way should anyone have a penis this large. Can I make you come?"
"You want to give me a hand job?"
"No, Diane said, I can do better than that." Then she leaned forward, opened her mouth and started flicking her tongue around the bulbous head. She tasted the salty pre-cum oozing from the tip and the soft fleshy texture of the head. Doug reached down and grabbed her right breast this time more roughly than the left one and started squeezing.
"That's it, play with my breasts. I want you to come down my throat while you feel me"
Diane then pushed forward taking in more that she had ever had in her mouth. Doug felt the warmth wrapping around his dick and unconsciously pushed his hips forward. Instead of resisting, Diane opened her mouth more, taking in half of Doug's huge rod feeling the head pushing against the back of her throat. Soon they established a rhythm with his cock sliding in and out of Diane's throat.
Doug groaned as Diane pushed him away and pulled her mouth off of his cock.
"Don't stop, it feels great." Doug moaned.
Diane held up a finger. "Wait, let's try it this way so that you can get more of this monster down my throat."
Diane got onto the bed and lay on her back with her head hanging off. Her legs were spread and Doug could see her hand rubbing her pussy.
"OK - put that monster back in my mouth and let's see how much I can take." Diane opened her mouth wide.
With that Doug leaned forward, took his dick and pushed in down into Diane's eager mouth.
He slowly pushed his hips forward feeling more and more go into her throat, then pulling back before pushing in again. When he felt like he didn't want to choke her he pulled out and then pushed back to where he stopped before.
Diane reached back, grabbing his ass cheeks and pulled him forward abruptly until his pubes were mashed against her lips. Then she let go and went back to rubbing her sopping wet pussy.
Doug was entranced by the immaculate goddess spread out in front of him. He watched her breasts jiggle every time he thrust into her mouth and her fingers work more and more feverously on her pussy. He reached down with one hand and started pinching and pulling on her nipples. This caused Diane to moan on his cock which sent electricity up through his groin. He was amazed how long he could last and as much as his body demanded release, he never wanted this to end.
But it wasn't long before he felt his impending orgasm and started to pull out, but again Diane grabbed his ass cheeks and pulled him all the way in.
That was all it took as Doug let out a long moan and shot at least a cup of cum down into her stomach.
Diane swallowed over and over so as not to choke and was amazed at the massive amount of sperm Doug produced all the while moaning on his cock. Doug kept pumping in and out of her mouth even after he stopped cumming before finally extracting his dick from her throat.
"I hope I didn't hurt you," Doug said, "Your lips look bruised."
"That was amazing. I cannot believe I was able to get all of you down my throat. How much do you cum anyway? That was a lot more than I ever imagined."
"Again, no idea. Not something I would have measured. I need to return the favor now. Turn around."
"You don't have to," Diane said while eagerly spinning around on the bed. "I'm sure you don't want to bury your face in here." She said as she fingered her wet pussy between were obscenely spread legs.
Doug pushed his face forward, taking in the arousing musky scent while also looking closely and the first vagina he'd ever seen from this angle.
Diane watched him as she played with her nipples, "Just taste it and if you don't like it..."
Doug buried his face in her pussy and let his tongue slide up and down her slit felling it go deeper and deeper each pass. He noticed if he flicked the tiny knob at the top of the slit Diane sucked in air and mewed each time. So as he delved deeper into her wet slit, he made a point of lingering on that button each time. Soon he tasted her as deeply as he could and reached up with both hands to take over ministering to Diane's rock hard nipples. Diane started bucking against his mouth more and more and soon Doug as just focusing on the knob while Diane grabbed his head and pulled him to her as hard as she could. Doug's face was soaked with her juices and when she stopped writhing around and she released his head, he came up for air.
"That was the best orgasm I've ever had. You are amazing with your tongue. Where do you learn to do that?" Diane gasped.
"I went by feel I guess," Doug replied. "I loved doing that to you. I had a bit of a problem breathing at the end, but it was worth it to see you like that. I suppose you had trouble breathing when I was in your throat, so turn about is fair play."
Diane sat up and looked at Doug. I'm sorry we were not able to be each other's first, but you are the first to do that to me." Then she noticed Doug's dick was still pointing at the ceiling. "Does that thing ever go down?" She said pointing at it.
"Not today, I guess. Being with you is such a turn-on I cannot get enough. Can I at least feel what it is like being inside you?"
"You were inside me, but I know what you mean. I was going to say at this point what can it hurt, but looking at the size of that, I think I know what it can hurt. Actually, I'd like to know what it feels like also and if I can take the whole thing. Come here and kiss me."
Doug crawled up and leaned down and started kissing Diane. Their tongues were mashed together as Diane pulled him down onto her tightly. When they finally came up for air, Diane said "Now I know what I taste like."
Doug laughed "I guess I do too. I hadn't thought of that."
Doug felt Diane's hand push between them, grab his erection and guide it between her legs. She looked up at him and said "Look, if it is too much, promise me you will pull back out. Also, take it really slow since I've never put anything in there even half this size." With that Doug gently pushed the head in watching Diane's face for any wincing or pain. When she showed anything at all he slowly backed off then after a minute resumed pushing in. It felt incredible just having the first inch inside of Diane. Something he'd only dreamt about. It wasn't long before Doug was sliding in and out 5 inches and Diane seemed to be oblivious to everything. He thought he would try another inch so he pushed in a little, then backed out. Then pushed in a little more, each time backing out all the while watching her face for any discomfort. Without realizing it, he found he was all the way in and their pubic bones were pressed together. With more confidence and energy he pulled all the way out and pushed back in. It wasn't long before he was pounding her pussy with long strokes and Diane was cumming over and over gripping his ass with both hands feeling him driving his cock deep into her womb. Doug started to groan knowing he was going to come soon and started to pull out, but Diane wouldn't release his ass and when he finally let go, she pulled him in all the way grinding her clit against him screaming out her biggest orgasm yet. Doug felt his seed gush into her womb while hoping it wasn't her fertile time while pushing as deeply as possible with each squirt. He collapsed on top of her feeling totally spent.
Doug roused and pushed himself up, looked down and started to say something but noticed Diane was totally passed out. He pulled his now (finally) softening dick all the way out and went to get a towel to clean Diane up. He took a wash cloth with warm water and a towel and tenderly cleaned her leaking, inflamed pussy lips, then wiped her dry. He returned those to the bathroom and when he came back he let his eyes linger on her beauty before covering her naked body with a blanket and left the house with a smile as persistent as his returning boner.
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Ding dong...
Diane jolted up in bed. "Mark!" She thought. "Oh crap, it's 7 and he's here to pick me up for his frat party."
In a panic she dove for the robe puddled on the floor where she'd left it, pausing as she felt a twinge in her bruised pussy remembering... She collected herself, threw on the robe and ran downstairs to the front door which she yanked open.
"Mark, I'm so sorry," She said "I wasn't feeling well so I took a nap. Let me take a quick shower and get dressed. I'll be just 20 minutes." Diane noticed that Mark looked particularly good in his tight tee-shirt and tight jeans.
Mark went to the state college in the next town over. He was in his junior year and Diane felt flattered that a guy as good looking and as mature would be interested in a mere high-school senior when they met 6 months earlier, but Diane was not your basic teenager. Her 5 foot 7 frame and golden hair would have been enough to attract just about any guy around, but her slender torso topped with those large perky mounds of flesh jutting out from her chest and her tight butt drew Mark instantly to her when he first saw her. She was volunteering as a counselor at the youth summer camp for intercity kids making jewelry from stones. She had tiny cutoffs and wearing a snugly tied bandana as a halter top made him forget why he was there in the first place. He walked right up to her and asked her out right on the spot without any small talk. Diane surprised herself by saying yes immediately. Mark did not seem put off in the least that she was 17 and he was 21 and made no moves on her for the first months they went out. Mark wasn't able to get away when she had her 18th birthday as it was midterm week, but he had arranged for a special dinner to celebrate the following weekend. When he came to pick her up at her home, he found the front door open with a note that read: Come on up - I'm getting ready. "Diane?" he called as he leaned in. Not hearing an answer, he climbed the stairs to her room, opened her bedroom door and found her lying naked on the covers of her bed with a shy smile on her face.
"I know we have dinner reservations, but I just couldn't decide what to wear...wanting to please you and all..." Diane said plaintively, "so I thought you could pick something out." She watched as Mark's jaw closed back up. "Here, I'll get up and show you what I narrowed it down to." She started to get up, but Mark stopped her.
"Stay there, we have time." Mark replied as he walked to the bed removing his shirt. "I think perhaps we can do the dinner another night."
Diane looked at his six-pack abs and his defined chest and knew this was going to be a good night. She watched as he undid his belt pulling it out and dropping it to the floor. He stared at her eyes as he slowly undid the buttons on his jeans...slid them down slowly over his hips revealing his red plaid boxers. As he stepped out of his jeans she noticed a nice bulge starting to tent his boxers and as she watched, she moaned when the bulbous head popped through the opening in the front.
Mark looked down at his rising member and grinned at Diane. "I think you are about to meet a new friend." He laughed. "I think you should take off the rest..." as he walked over to the bed. He watched her breasts jiggle as she scooted over to the edge of the bed and swung her feet to the floor. He caught a glimpse of her tight pussy lips framed by the golden curls and thought he had to be the luckiest man on Earth.
Diane was mesmerized by Mark's woody bouncing in front of her as he brazenly came closer. He made no move to cover up and seemed proud of the protrusion from his underwear. Mark stopped with his hard cock inches from her face with his hands on his hips. He noticed that Diane had not once looked away from his stiff rod the entire time.
"OK, you feel like finishing the unwrapping?" Mark asked.
Diane looked up and him and back down to his cock right in front of her face. "It's beautiful...so firm looking...so stiff." She gingerly grabbed the waistband and started to pull the boxers off. but when she saw they would not go around his erection, she found herself grasping it with her right hand and pushing it back into the opening, listening to Mark's breathing become quicker, then she was able to pull the waistband over the large purple head. She pushed the underpants all the way to his ankles but that meant she had to press her face right against his stiff dick and feel his pubic hair tickle her face. She took in a deep breath of his musky smell and felt her juices start to flow. She leaned back and took hold of his cock again and started to stroke it. "So, this is a circumcised penis?"
"Yep. You like?" Mark replied softly. "You should taste it."
Diane looked at him. "I've never done this before. You need to tell me what you like."
"Just lick the head at first, then start sucking on the head. You do not want to use teeth, but when you feel comfortable, put as much in your mouth as you feel like...yes, that's it...use your tongue...ohhhh...yessss...I'm going to push a little and just stop me if it is too much...uhhhh...wrap your lips tightly...yes...yessss. That's it." Mark was starting to thrust his hips harder and harder and was amazed that Diane kept sucking on his cock no matter how deep he got. He felt her hands on his ass...clutching and pulling him in deeper. Mark's hands found their way down to those gravity defying breasts and started to squeeze them and gently pinch the rock-hard nipples. Diane's tongue licked and pressed in waves against the underside of his penis. Soon he was pumping into her mouth with a steady rhythm amazed at how great a cocksucker she was and was overcome with a feeling of power over the most beautiful girl he'd ever seen.
At first Diane was hesitant to put such a big stiff rod in her mouth but when she tasted the head with the leaking pre-cum she found she wanted more. At first she focused on exploring the hot spongy crown with her lips and tongue, but it was the musky smell that was so erotic. She wasn't done exploring with her tongue when Mark started pushing his cock farther into her mouth. At first Diane was afraid she was going to gag, but realized if she relaxed the feeling of the soft head against the back of her throat was exciting, plus when her nose was buried in his pubic hair the experience was almost too much. The aroma and Mark's pulling on her nipples brought on her first orgasm without even touching herself...though her hand dove down to stroke to the finish.
"Mmmfff...mmmmmm." Diane moaned. "Oh my God!" Mark yelled as he tried to push her face away so as to not shoot his cum down her throat. Diane gripped his ass tighter with her left hand and buried her lips all the way to the base of his cock, reached up and felt his balls with her right as they emptied their load into her stomach. She bobbed her head licking and sucking all the cum out of him and didn't stop until Mark abruptly pulled away and staggered backwards, plopping on the floor with a thud.
"Holy crap! I've never ever hand a blow job as good as that. Perhaps never came as hard either. When you came and moaned on my cock it felt like an electric shock when through me." Mark reeled to his feet and flopped down on the bed. "You seriously have never given a guy a blow job before?"
"I've never seen or touched a penis before...so no. I guess I got it right."
"I'm sorry I came in your mouth," Mark said "that was rude."
"Nonsense. I wanted you to. What is the point otherwise, plus I want to see what it tasted like, though as most went down my throat I just tasted the last bit."
"Did you like it?" Mark asked.
"I did. It is slightly salty and full bodied, with a hint of pepper." Diane laughed. "Actually it was OK. I liked the feeling of power over you when I was doing that." Diane reached over and felt the much smaller and limper penis...stroking it and rolling it around in her hand, fascinated how something that small and limp could get so big and stiff.
Mark burst out laughing. "You're kidding, right? I had my dick down your throat and you felt like you had power over me? I actually was thinking how I had power over you."
Diane laughed, "I had you right where I wanted you...or I should say one of the places I wanted you..." She felt his cock start to grow in her hand. "Looky here, I think my new friend wants to explore new terrain." She leaned over on the bed and took the hardening penis in her mouth so she could feel it grow.
Mark pulled her off his cock, pushed her onto her back and mashed his lips against hers, his tongue pushing past her lips until she opened her mouth fully accepting his probes.
When they broke for air, Diane said "You should have let me rinse my mouth out first."
"After what you did, no way. I needed to kiss you and taste your mouth. Are you ready?"
Mark was grinding his hard rod against her wet pussy feeling it slide along the well-lubricated slit. Diane reached down, grasping the rigid member and slid the head across her clit and slit feeling electric shocks shooting through her groin..she kept doing that over and over and her breathing became more ragged. Just as she started to cum, Mark drove his cock into her and past her hymen. Diane wrapped her legs and arms around Mark and ground her pubic bone and whole body against him. "Ooooohhhh my Godddd, ooohhhhhhhh."
Mark couldn't believe how strong Diane was and how he couldn't move. Finally she released him with her legs. "That was incredible, you should be a doctor..."
Mark started pumping in and out of her marveling at how tight her virgin hole felt. "Why do you say that?" He panted.
"Because popping my cherry at the right time sure made the pain go away fast. If my dentist could only use this technique...now focus on what you need...this feels so good when you drive that rod into me."
Mark leaned into Diane with his arms straight looking down at her mounds sloshing up and down as he pounded into her. Diane looked at his tanned muscular chest right in front of her face and lifting her head, took one of his nipples in her mouth. As she flicked her tongue across the hardening flesh she hear Mark encourage her with his moans and heavy breathing. Diane pulled her mouth away and said "Cum inside me, it is not my fertile time...just enjoy everything." She went back to sucking on his nipple while playing with the other nipple with her right hand.
Soon Mark felt that familiar feeling in his balls and drove even harder into Diane's tight slot. "Yesssssss...ahhhh...ahhhhh...uhhh...uhhh...godddddd!" He panted as he shot spurt after spurt into Diane's virgin womb. After 10 hard thrusts driving his sperm deep into her he collapsed on top of her, their sweat mingling as he slip off her chest with his penis still buried deep inside her. "Oh my God, that was incredible." He said. I've wanted to do that since I first saw you wearing that skimpy halter and those cutoffs. "Happy birthday by the way." He laughed.
Soon his softened cock slipped out of her and Diane rolled off the bed to go clean up. She came back with a washcloth and a towel and as Mark reached for it, she said "I've got this." and washed and dried his now very flaccid penis.
"Did you want to still go out and get something to eat?" Mark asked. "I'm sure something is open...by the way, when are you parents getting home?"
"Not until Sunday, they went to see my grandmother this weekend...not very bright leaving me home alone right after I became legal." Diane laughed. "They did say they trusted me...hmmmm. But I can fix something to eat, you stay here I'll be back." Diane got off the bed and walked naked downstairs.
Mark listened to the activity in the kitchen and thought about going down to help but soon he was asleep.
"Wake up sweetie, I have sustenance..." Mark woke to see Diane holding a tray with eggs, toast, bacon and orange juice still buck naked, which made his cock twitch again. "Easy boy, let's eat before you work up another appetite."
That night Mark showed Diane every position he could think of before finally they both passed out and slept until 2 PM the next day.
"So, what position did you like the best?" Mark asked.
"Me on top facing you. I love it when you play with my nipples...and my ass...while I grind my clit into your pubic bone. I'm getting wet again, just thinking about it. What did you like the best?"
"I loved it all...but when I took your cherry and you almost broke my back, that was intense." Mark said.
By the time Diane's parents returned home, Mark was gone, the sheets washed and all traces of the weekend were cleaned up.
So when Mark looked at Diane in the bathrobe, naked under it, he thought back to the best weekend of sex he'd ever had. Without even closing the front door he untied the sash, slipped the robe off her shoulders and looked at the goddess standing before him. He kissed her lips with his hands on the small of her back feeling her heat. Then as he slipped his fingers across her tight butt he kissed his way down her neck...throat...chest, down to her hardening nipples which he alternately sucked one after the other into his mouth, flicking them with his tongue.
Diane moaned, but abruptly pushed him away thinking that Doug was just recently sucking on them and something about that didn't seem right.
"What's wrong?" Mark asked "Are you parents home?"
"No, they are gone again, but I am standing naked in my front door and as much as I'm sure old perv Mr. Harris across the street is loving this..." Diane said as she pulled him into the house and swung the door closed. "Let me shower and we can go to your party. You can wait down here or up in my room." With that she bent down and picked up her robe and without putting it on ran up the stairs two at a time.
By the time Mark moved and got up the stairs he could hear the water running in the shower, so adjusting his raging woody, he flopped down on the bed to wait.
20 minutes later Diane emerged from her bathroom looking radiant and fresh. "Let me get dressed and we can go." She said as she turned to dresser to get her bra and panties. She felt Mark's arm come around her gripping her breasts and his hard cock against her ass. "Is that a pistol in your pocket, or are you happy to see me?" Diane cooed like Mae West as she wiggled her butt against his hard rod. "But we don't have time, we have to go. Your brothers will not be happy if you miss the party."
"We have time for a quickie," Mark replied, "we can be fashionably late. In fact Ed predicted that this would happen anyhow."
"What?" You told them about us...us having had sex?" Diane demanded.
"Well not in so many words, but no way could I get back after being gone the entire weekend without them knowing, so I didn't lie. what was I supposed to say?"
"I don't know. I cannot go tonight...face them, I am so embarrassed. They must think I'm a sex-crazed slut." Diane said softly. "Maybe we should just stay here...if we do anything and we are late, you will just brag that you nailed me before we left to your guys."
"No, please. It is not like that. There was no criticism or leering, it was just my brothers asking about my life. Which happened to be the most incredible weekend of my life. They like you and no one is going to judge you since you are now a woman. I'm sure they are all in sexual relationships, ours is no different." Mark turned her around and kissed her, his arms wrapped around her.
Initially Diane didn't respond to the kiss, but soon was warming up to the idea of perhaps just a quickie before they had to leave. She pulled away from the kiss, untucking the tee shirt, pulled it up and off him. Then she unbuckled his belt and lowered his pants, kneeling down to help him step out of the pant legs. Then while kneeling down she looked up into his eyes and pulled off his boxers before looking back down at his erection pointing right at her face. "Does this bring back any memories?" She asked as she sucked the head of his cock right into her mouth. She was amazed how much smaller his cock was after Doug's...not disappointed, but it wasn't the same feeling of excitement that she had felt the month before. She immediately dove onto his rod burying her face against him before pulling all the way out. She repeated that a few times listening to his heavy breathing until he finally pushed her head away.
"I need to fuck you and I love what you are doing with your mouth, but since we don't have all night..." Mark turned Diane around bending her over her dresser and started rubbing his cockhead over her wet pussy lips. After a minute or two of this, he slipped his entire cock inside of her. As he pumped her wet slit he noticed she was not as tight as she had been the last time. "I must have stretched you out before since although this feels great, you were a lot tighter when I first was inside of you." Mark said.
Diane was aware of that as she could barely feel him inside her and then flexed her vaginal wall muscles and heard Mark hiss with approval. "Is that better?" She asked.
"Yessss...this is so good." Mark responded and while continuing to pound her reached around and started playing with her clit and grabbed her breast, pinching her nipple.
"Oh yes, yes...that's it...come inside me...uhh...uhhh...don't worry about me, you just come." Diane moaned as she thrust her crotch back at him trying to get him as deep as possible. She felt Mark start to drive harder so she reached back and cupped his swaying balls which sent him over the edsge.
"Yesssss...oh God...yesss...yesss...yesssssssss." Mark grabbed her hips and pounded her as hard as he could while filling her womb with his cum.
Mark pulled out and looked at Diane bent over her dresser with her legs spread wide, cum dripping out of her and wished that they didn't have to leave, but relishing the thought that she was staying the weekend with him at the house. "My God, you are the best. I cannot get enough of you. For the last month all I could think of was getting my cock inside of you again." Mark turned and went into the bathroom to clean up and get a washcloth for Diane.
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Sarah found Diane sitting alone in the lunchroom on Monday morning. "Where have you been? I called and you didn't pick up your cell. Did something happen with Mark this weekend?" Sarah quietly asked Diane.
"Yeah, you could say that..." Diane whispered. "It didn't go as I thought it would. Mark was...I guess I should say, Mark is a lot different with his frat brothers than he is when it is just the two of us."
"Was he mean to you? Did he put you down in front of them?" Sarah asked with a bit of anger.
"No, it wasn't that at all...he was very nice, or never mind, but...I don't know how to say this..." Diane hesitated, "Can we go somewhere a bit more private?"
"Sure, let's go out and sit in the bleachers." Sarah replied.
All the way out to the bleachers Sarah kept glancing at Diane wondering what the heck went on this last weekend. Diane had always been rock solid and no drama queen, so whatever was bothering her must have been something bad...or something good. When Sarah thought about whatever might have happened her pussy gave a twinge and felt herself getting wet. "Easy now," she thought, "it might not be like that...but what if Diane banged the entire fraternity...stop that!" Sarah quickly stifled her lascivious thoughts and changed the subject. "I didn't have the weekend away, but Bobby came over after my parents went to bed on Friday...we didn't get much sleep until Bobby left around 5 AM." Sarah giggled. "Too bad he is not exactly hung like a horse..." Sarah sighed. "but he certainly is good with his tongue..."
"Your parents never heard you two? I remember when you were making out in the back seat a few weeks ago. Mark had to strain to hear the radio when we went out to the beach." Diane laughed.
"No, I guess Bobby thought of that as he had me face down with my face buried in the pillow all night...I guess that's tmi..." Sarah giggled.
"Now I'll have the image of your ass sticking up in the air stuck in my head...ugh!" Diane responded with a wry grin. "But, thanks for distracting me from this last weekend, let's sit up near the top in the shade." Diane pointed.
After settling down with their backs to the wall, Sarah swiveled to face Diane. "OK, Spill it...What happened? Did he rape you? Make you have sex with all his house mates? Did he cheat on you with some coed bitch? What?"
"Nothing like that...or perhaps something like that. I have to tell you something in absolute confidence. You can tell no one, I need you to promise." Diane stated firmly as she stared into Sarah's eyes.
"Sure, c'mon Diane, you know me. We have never betrayed each other and we've told a lot of things to each other." Sarah replied with feeling. "Tell me and your secret is safe with me."
"OK, here goes...you know Doug, well Friday after school he dropped by and...well, some things happened...I mean, we had sex."
"What!" Sarah exploded, "the chess club nerd? I know you two were friends growing up, but good lord, he is the king of nerds. What was it, some sort of charity event?"
"I know. At first it was. He found out I let Mark take my cherry and he was really disappointed since we grew up together and I guess he thought it should have been him, so because I felt sorry for him, I let him see me...naked." Diane said quietly. "But when I saw the tent in his pants, I guess you could say, I went from reluctance to eagerness...I asked him to show me his. Sarah, you would not believe the size of his dick. It's huge."
Sarah stared at Diane, "Let me get this straight, you are going out with a hot college guy and before your 'boyfriend' came over to pick you up you were getting naked with another guy. You slut! How big is it? 7 inches?"
"Actually, I measured it. Almost 9 inches! How big is Bobby?"
Sarah laughed, "Nowhere near that, maybe 5? I found myself wondering if he still was in me Friday night, but that's not what matters...I keep telling myself that, sorry..did it hurt?"
"At first, a bit but I got used to it...really used to it...why didn't I get used to it earlier?"
"Because you are not some sex-crazed slut who cheats of her boyfriend."
"I know, I know. This has been bugging me all weekend." Diane moaned.
"You better believe it should bug you. You cheated on Mark, Mark the stud, Mark the college guy with the class nerd??? Really? What were you thinking?" Sarah spurted.
"That is not what has been bothering me." Diane quickly said. "Let me tell you the entire story." Diane went on to describe the two hours Doug and she spent Friday, pointing out the intensity of her orgasms and how she actually passed out after the last one. "When I woke up when Mark rang the doorbell, I panicked thinking I must have been a mess, you know, down there, but I think Doug got a wash cloth and cleaned me up. Thank God he did because when I answered the door wearing just a robe, apologizing for not being ready it sure would have looked bad having stuff running down my leg." Diane said quietly.
"You mean cum running down your leg...I still cannot believe that his cock is that big. Were you sore? I am not sure I could handle anything that big, especially after Bobby." Sarah giggled. "You need to invite Doug over some afternoon when I am there. Not that I don't believe you, but I need to see for myself."
"I know. You have no idea what a surprise that was. I assumed I would give him something to go home and jack off to...or perhaps I did that too." Diane laughed, "but that wasn't really the issue. Mark came up to my room when I was getting dressed and, well, sort of took me against the dresser. I could barely even feel him and his cock is not small by any means, but compared to Doug's...Mark even mentioned that I wasn't as tight as when we first made love. I cannot say, but it seemed like he realized, or must have known that my pussy had been recently used...I cannot even think straight right now." Diane moaned. "I mean, I was really wet...really wet, and definitely a bit stretched out. This might explain the rest of the weekend."
"What about the rest of the weekend? We have just half an hour before chem lab, so spill." Sarah replied.
"So, um, after Mark came, I told him I needed to shower now and went and cleaned up. We were late getting to his frat party and I'd never seen anything like it. I've told you his house is huge, but there were so many cars and people there we had to squeeze through...must have taken us ten minutes to get to the back porch to get a beer, and I am sure at least 10 guys now know my cup size and how my ass feels. They sure are not shy. We got a beer and Mark proceeded to try to track down his buddies and we found then in the game room downstairs getting fairly high."
"Did you smoke some weed?" Sarah asked
"Didn't need to, the smoke was so dense that within 20 minutes I definitely had a good buzz. I was sitting on the couch watching the guys play pool, and Mark was pretty much owning it so I talked to own of his frat brothers, Edward, who was constantly checking out my cleavage. I don't know why Mark made me wear the red top..."
"The one you can't wear a bra with? That is almost see through, I mean totally see through." Sarah said.
"Apparently, it was a hit with the guys since Edward spent most of the evening looking down and Steve on the other side kept reaching across my chest to grab chips. My nipples were definitely making a statement and Steve brushing across them didn't help matters. I decided that it was getting too close down there so I started to get up but they grabbed me and asked where I was going. I told them I needed fresh air so Edward said he would go with me. Steve started to get up, but I saw Edward give him a dirty look and he sat right back down."
"Edward said we should go to the garden since all the roses are in bloom and it really smells great there. I was staggering from all the pot so Edward put his arm around me to steady me. I thought at first it was very gentlemanly, but when I felt his right hand cupping my breast I remembered where I was. He led me to a bench and it really was nice there. The roses did smell nice and the cool air felt great. I took the last sip of my beer and asked Edward if he could get me a refill since I was a bit nervous with him sitting so close."
"Tell me you didn't sleep with Edward also...not 3 guys in one day." Sarah interrupted.
"No!" Diane slapped Sarah on the arm. "I may be a slut, but not that much where I'll sleep with a guy I'd known for 30 minutes. Anyhow Edward came back with the beer and sat next to me and asked me where I was going to go to college and other things about high school. It turns out that he is a really nice guy and wasn't going to spend the evening trying to get me out of my clothes. However, he was apparently obsessed with my breasts since he kept glancing down. I slapped him playfully and told him to keep his eyes up here - pointing to my eyes.
I'm sure he blushed, though it was dark, and said. "Sorry, Mark was so right."
"What do you mean, Mark was right?" I asked him
He replied "Mark came back a few weeks ago from being with you and we grilled him, he told us he had the best sex of his life. That Diane, you, had the most incredible body and perfect tits. I asked him what made them perfect and he told us that your tits are huge with giant puffy nipples and grow about a quarter inch when you get excited. You have legitimate D cups without any sag at all. Sitting here with you and seeing those nipples sticking out like they are now..."
I looked down and sure enough...I should have worn a bra. It was made worse by the fact that the moon was directly overhead - my nipples were like sundials, moondials I guess, and it was like I was wearing nothing at all. I covered my breasts with my arms and told him that he'd better go take a cold shower, or he'd better find relief with one of the cute coeds around since I am with Mark...though I was bothered that everyone there knew everything we had done. No wonder they were all ogling me.
Edward told me he doesn't want any other girl there and was happy to be just sitting with me.
I laughed and punched him, and said "don't drop stupid lines on me. They won't work."
Edward pouted and said, "I know, it sounds like a line, but I swear it's true. I'm not saying I'm in love with you or any other bullshit, I just think you are the most sexy, stupendous girl I've ever seen and I just want to drink you in...I would never sleep with one of my brother's girlfriends, though that doesn't hold true for others in the frat house, I just like to look and be near you...that sounds kinda stalkerish..." He laughed.
I was flattered, but he had to be full of shit.
"Are you kidding, look at yourself." Sarah said. "I'm no lez, but if you wanted me to, I'd do you in a flash. No way was he full of shit. I'd do you now to prove it if you'd let me." Sarah laughed.
Diane laughed, "Thanks, I'll keep that in the back of my mind, you never know, I might just have to take you up on that since apparently men are not really to be trusted. Anyhow, back to the weekend. I told Edward that was all very flattering, but I should go find Mark. We went back in and I really was aware of every guy staring at my nipples sticking out. I'll never wear that top again. Mark was no longer in the game room, so I wandered around turning down quite a few offers, batting hands away...gads, what a bunch of pigs men are! Sorry, I finally found Mark out front bringing my bag in.
When he saw me he dropped the bag and said "Where were you? I looked everywhere and with all these horny guys here, I was thinking the worst."
I told him I needed air after all the smoke in the game room and he seemed busy holding the table. I went outside with Edward who showed me the rose garden, and apparently all the guys were horny because he blabbed about our private life.
"You know guys and how they have to get all the details - it was no exactly a secret that we were getting together right after you turned eighteen...but Edward! I'll bet he showed you the rose garden, what else did he show you?" Mark was angry.
I snapped back at him that he was the one who left me to my own devices and since I knew no one, what the hell was I supposed to do? Go up to his room and dutifully wait for him?
He instantly calmed down and said he was sorry and that Edward and he have a bit of history.
When I asked him what kind, he told me that a year ago, Edward's girlfriend came into his room saying that Edward and she had just broken up and rather than drive home, could she sleep in his room. Mark didn't think much of it, but in the middle of the night he felt something warm on his cock and found her lips wrapped around his cock. Mark told me that he tried to stop her, but then he shrugged, saying "I'm only human" and pretty soon they ended up screwing the night away. He tried to apologize to Edward, but it pretty much caused the relationship to sour. That was a year ago, though and he thought Edward had gotten over it by now.
I told him that Edward wasn't over it but didn't try anything and we just talked.
"Anyhow," Diane continued, "we went back inside and I told him I was pretty tired and wouldn't mind going to bed...though I don't need to tell you I was pretty ready for Mark's dick after all the attention."
Mark said he had to get something in the game room so we went down and saw most of the party was already done and being 3 in the morning, just a few of his brothers were crashed out on the couches. They started teasing him about leaving me alone, and one of them, Steve, I think, said "Let's see those tits you said are the best you'd ever seen. I'll bet they're not even real since they have no sag at all."
I put my arm across my chest and expected Mark to come to my defense. "You've seen enough, I saw you looking at her earlier, and trust me, they are real." One of the other guys strode over to Mark and sneered, "I've got 100 bucks that says they are fake."
I begged Mark to let it go and let's go up to bed, but Mark looked thoughtful and said he'd take that bet and turned to me and said, "Take off your top, it isn't like they haven't already seen most of your tits anyhow with that tight top. It'd give them a thrill and we'll take his 100 bucks."
I really wanted to get out of there...you have no idea what it was like...a room with 10 drunk, horny guys all staring at you like a piece of meat.
I started to back away, but Mark pulled me back and whispered to me "Just show them your tits and we'll get the money and go up to bed...this is not going to turn into a gang bang, trust me."
I was mortified and must have been beet red, but I pulled my top up and over my head, felt my breasts bounce free and my nipples get rock hard in the cool air. The room went completely silent as right at that moment the song playing just ended and I couldn't even hear anyone breathing. Mark said, "There, see? These are real." and stood behind me - cupped my breasts and bounced them up and down with a slapping sound. Then he pinched and pulled on my nipples...it was so arousing Sarah, you have no idea.
The guy who made the bet, I don't remember his name, said "No so fast, we have to check for scars." And came over to me "I'm not just giving you 100 bucks without full verification."
He proceeded squeeze me and stroke my nipples...I thought I was going to cum right there, but then he got real close and pushed my breasts up...I guess looking for scars and then pulled my nipples up and let them go. I know you already think I'm a slut, but I let out an audible groan and found the other 9 guys taking turns squeezing and pulling my breasts.
I saw Mark take the 100 bucks and wink at the guy and realized this was a set up. I was it a total haze with hands now rubbing my pussy through my blue jeans and mouths sucking my nipples. It wasn't long before they weren't rubbing my pussy through my jeans, but my bare pussy...which was dripping wet, no idea how they got my pants off. Fingers were probing me...everywhere...and I started cumming and my knees collapsed and fell to the floor on my back wanting all their cocks in me...God I really am a slut.
"You really thought Mark set that up? Why would he do that?" Sarah asked.
Think about it. ten guys, $100. He wanted to show me off, didn't mind the money and the ten guys each chipped in 10 bucks each to get a show. I feel so stupid and used. Anyhow, back to the night. I was on my back with my legs spread and ten really horny guys.
Just when I felt a guy on top of me, I heard Mark "Ok, ok, that's enough, get off of her. The show is over." and pulled the guy off of me who was trying to pull his hard cock out of his pants, then pulled me to my feet. He handed me my clothes and said, "Get dressed and let's go upstairs."
All the guys backed off, but looking at them, I knew they were really in need of relief...you should have seen all those tents in their pants! Scary, but part of me wanted to take care of all of them. I'm not sure if I hadn't gotten high off all that smoke and had a couple of beers whether I wouldn't have just run screaming, but even now remembering it, I feel just a twinge of regret.
"Twinge!" Sarah laughed, "I've got a lot more than a twinge right now, I'm going to have to change my panties. I would have done all of them, what an erotic set up. Did you really leave?"
"Yes, I got dressed...and as aroused as they all were, no rapists among them...damn!" Diane laughed.
Sarah joined in and both were laughing uncontrollably holding each other. When they got control of themselves, Sarah said wiping tears from her eyes, "Go on, let's skip chem lab, I need to know what else happened. My night with Bobby seems really pedestrian compared to your weekend...I hope it gets even better...so you went upstairs and fucked Mark's brains out...why plural? Wouldn't the phrase be brain out? Never mind, go on."
Diane laughed, "Yeah, I guess it is because guys think with their dicks so they have multiple brains. Yes, we went up and got into bed and Mark had his head between my legs and his tongue inside me immediately. His face was slick since I was so wet. I cannot tell you how many times I came...it was mind blowing. Finally he stopped, climbed over me...I saw his cock pointing at my wet pussy and teased me by pushing gently against me, over and over. He was looking down at me as if daring me to beg for it...which I finally did.
He pulled back and slammed his rock hard dick all the way into me so hard. I never thought he would pound me so hard - almost like he was angry, then he came with a loud groan not caring whether I came or not and collapsed on top of me and fell asleep. I wanted to get up and get cleaned up a bit, but he was just a dead weight so I just fell asleep with him draped over me.
I woke up Saturday morning to Mark fucking me and when he saw I was awake he told me that he woke up with a hard on and just needed to take care of it. He'd been fucking me for at least ten minutes before I woke up and I sure seemed ready for it."
"You have no idea how great my dreams were just before that, anyhow we made love for a lot longer than the night before and I finally got relief...best way to wake up ever...I really recommend it!" Diane chuckled.
"Wow, you really know had a great weekend, was it just sex all weekend?" Sarah asked.
"No, actually after showering we went out to brunch, lunch actually since it was afternoon by this time. Of course, we went to the game which was OK, not really sure what happened, but the guys from the night before kept coming over to talk to Mark and ogle me...I was dressed a bit more conservatively, but as it was hot and sunny, I guess a halter top and shorts were not exactly conservative.
Anyhow I was getting to like the attention and was hoping we could go back and I could ride that dick again, but instead we went to the fields afterwards and played frisbee and touch football...I guess the key word there is touch. You would expect an accidental boob graze every once in a while, but even the other girls were grabbing my breasts. Touch football or not, I found myself under a pile with hard cocks grinding into me all the time...what a horny group of guys.



Then we did dinner...drinks...some dancing, though Mark is not much of a dancer - then back to the house. I told Mark that I was totally exhausted and just wanted to go to bed and get some sleep...though I did get to ride his cock once before crashing. I must have slept 12 hours and woke up alone in Mark's room. So, I got up, showered and went down to find Mark sitting on the porch and he told me the we would be heading back soon and he would take me home."
I got all my stuff packed and put it in the car and saw Mark and Edward coming down the path.
"Edward is coming with us, he and I need to pick up some printing for Dr Stafford." Mark told me.
It seemed strange that they both had to pick up something, but all I asked was - "On a Sunday? You can pick up printings?"
Mark replied that they were opening up just for them.
So Edward got in the back and there wasn't much conversation and when we got home, Edward grabbed by bag and the 3 of us went up to my bedroom...which I realized still had the messed up bed from when Doug was there. I think I blushed realizing how much stuff had happened in 3 days.
Mark came over to me and started kissing me...I pushed him back and said, "Stop, Edward is here."
"That's OK" He said. "The other guys saw a lot more."
Then I heard Edward let out a groan. "Yeah, I heard about that. Where was I? I would have killed to have been there."
Mark started kissing me again really hard and I felt him grinding his cock against me and his hand on my breast...I felt myself getting wet again and ground back against that rod in his pants...I swear, even with Edward there, I would have fucked him, but Mark pulled away and said
"I gotta go pick up the papers, I'll be back."
"What? Where? What about Edward?" I asked, "You cannot leave him here."
Mark looked at me with a wry look on his face and said "I'll be only a couple of hours, you just take care of Ed while I'm gone, you two have already gotten chummy." and then went down the stairs.
My mouth agape, I turned to look at Edward sitting on the bed trying to cover up his erection. I yelled down the stairs. "You cannot be serious, I am not some whore who you can just pimp out!"
Edward looked as stunned as I was. "I know you're not, but believe me when I tell you I had no idea he was going to do this, but now him asking me to help him pick up Dr. Stafford print jobs makes sense. I guess he feels like this might make up for something that happened." Edward said looking down at the floor. "You definitely don't have to do anything, I'll go wait outside until he returns."
I looked at him realizing he was telling the truth. Fucking Mark set me up again. "Stay" I said. "This has nothing to do with you. I think Mark gets some sort of thrill showing me off...I have to admit it was pretty erotic the other night..." I am sure I blushed and looked at Edward still sitting there trying to hide his boner. "But you were right about one thing, you did miss out on Mark showing me off. Just sit there and enjoy. If you want to free that thing in your pants, you might also feel better."
With that I untied my halter freeing my breasts and shook them at him...his eyes were huge...and unblinking while his hands pulled his pants down. Nice cock...long hard and pulsing...oh this is getting me really wet again. I slipped off my shorts and walked over and stood naked in front of him. He just sat there alternately starting at my boobs and my pussy. "Go ahead, touch me...all your brothers sure did."
Oh my God his fingers were making my nipples burn and my pussy wet as hell. He leaned in and started licking my pussy - I put one leg up on the bed making it easier for him, all the while he kept pinching, rubbing and pulling on my nipples.
Sarah, you should have felt that guy's tongue! Long, hard and so skilled. He had me cumming in no time and when my knees failed me I slipped down to the floor and found my face right against his rock hard cock. I had no problem returning the favor and wrapped my lips around that beautiful fleshy rod. I took him as deep as I could and felt his heavy balls with my hand. I was sure he would not last long and kept trying to take it deeper and deeper.
I felt his hand gently pushing on the back of my head encouraging me...he tasted so good...I loved the feel of that large head in the back of my throat. When he said he was cumming and tried to pull my face off him, I couldn't resist and drove my mouth all the way down. As I was gagging on his cock I felt his hot cum squirt down my throat. Sarah, I was like a starving woman sucking every drop out of his balls.
He finally pushed me off and said "God, that's enough, you have no idea how good that felt. I've been needing relief since Friday night when you had on the tight red top." I had no doubt he was telling the truth since I felt like I swallowed a pint of cum."
"OK, this is for sure that you are a slut, that makes three guys you had sex with and 10 more you got naked with and let feel you up. I am so jealous! You really deep throated him? I can't even do Bobby, but I guess I need to practice, practice, practice...man I'm horny. You need to write this down." Sarah said huskily. "I need to get Bobby right after this and find a utility closet or something...I really need a dick right now, perhaps start my practicing."
Diane laughed. "What happened to me? I was this innocent girl and now I've done all these guys? This was not part of any plan I've had.
Anyhow, Edward and I lay there afterwards with him playing with my breasts, nipples...I've never seen a guy more obsessed with my boobs before.
Of course, his dick got hard again and he rolled over and looked in my eyes. "I have a favor to ask."
"What is it?" I asked thinking he wanted to fuck me.
"Put on the red top again...just the red top." I laughed and said sure, got up and went over to my bag, got the top and pulled it on. I looked in the mirror and saw why it was such a hit. My nipples were really visible through it and clung to me like it was painted on. I heard him groan and turned to see him stroking his dick. "Do you want to jerk off looking at me?"
"No, I want you to get on top of me...on my cock and let me play with those incredible breasts while we make love."
I laughed and said "Make love? you want to pound my innocent pussy with that rock hard cock of yours and you call it making love?"
"Innocent pussy? After your last few days you cannot call that innocent." Sarah said. "Give me a break."
Edward didn't know any of that. Shut up and let me finish so you can get Bobby to fill you with his sperm..I'm the slut?
Anyhow, Edward looked sheepish and said, "I know, if you don't want to do this, I understand."
I walked over to the bed, climbed up and swung my leg over him, grabbed his rock hard dick and lowered myself onto him...slowly...rubbing that fleshy head up and down my wet slit...letting him just part my lops...teasing him like Mark did a couple of nights before...soon he was trying to thrust his hips into me but I kept teasing him.
He groaned and looking at his face I knew I was being mean so I dropped down onto him - I'm sure I let out a loud moan. "There, I'm all yours. After all, Mark did say take care of you. I'm yours to do with whatever you want."
Edward wasted no time grabbing my breasts and thrusting his cock into me...with me gripping that cock while I rode him hard. We were making the entire bed bounce up and down so much I was worried it would collapse. Edwards fingers rubbing my breasts, pulling my nipples was driving me nuts. It was made even better with the feel of the tight top.
It wasn't long before he said he was cumming and tried to push me off. I said that I was his to do what he wanted with if he needed to fill me up just go ahead. I swear he came for about a minute all the time really clutching my boobs, they are still sore. When he was done I had to pry his fingers off me. "I think you bruised me." I told him.
"I'm really sorry, it was so intense, and you didn't cum yet."
"That's OK, I'm happy you liked it so much." I rolled off of him and went into the bathroom and had to laugh when I saw the washcloth Doug used on me so long ago. I rinsed it with hot water and cleaned up - the rinsing it again, I when out and cleaned his now soft cock and balls...so wet. I must have really been soaked him.
Amazingly, his cock started to get hard again. "Are you kidding me?" I blurted out.
He shrugged his shoulders and said, "I haven't been with any one since Beth...Beth went into Mark's room and fucked him. I just could not get that hurt out of my head. That was over a year ago"
"No one?" I asked him.
"No one, and until you last Friday, I wasn't really interested in even looking, but you should see my GPA now." He laughed.
"I continued stroking his cock and noticing the time - Mark was due back in about twenty minutes, I said "I have an idea." I jumped off the bed, got some lube out of the bathroom came back and handed it to Edward.
"What's this?" he said looking at me with a confused look.
"I want you to lube my ass and fuck me. I've never done this before so you have to be slow. Have ever done anal?" I asked him.
He shook his head no with a doubtful look on his face.
Pointing to his now fully rigid cock I said "But I'm sure you will have no problem picking it up. Just two things, go slow and if it hurts me stop and you cannot cum until Mark gets back."
"Why?" Edward asked. "Because, if he is going to pimp me out, I'm going to make sure he regrets it and he's been trying to get into my ass ever since we started to have sex...and I'll let you pop my anal cherry."
Edward took the lube from me and asked how we should do it. "How about I'll face the headboard so when Mark returns there is no doubt which hole you are filling up." It was incredible feeling his finger slide into me with the lube...then two fingers. I felt myself relaxing and pushing back against his fingers and groaning I asked him if he has anything bigger to put in there...Sarah, the feeling of his head entering my anus, though at first painful...he is quite big - bigger than Mark by the way, and no, not as big as Doug was exquisite. He slowly pushed it in and pulled it out...deeper and deeper each time until he was buried all the way in. As he was thrusting his balls were slapping against my clit...you have to try this with Bobby. Have you tried anal yet?
"No, I've been saying no to Bobby...all the time. He is in for a treat."
So Edward kept up the pace and reached around and while playing with my breast with one hand, fingered my pussy with the other. I swear I came another couple of times and I was worried the he would cum before Mark got back, but he truly had stamina. I had to periodically bury my face in the pillow since my arms were so tired holding myself up.
It must have been 30-40 minutes later that I heard the car...I got back up and started pounding back into Edward, and then I heard Mark enter the bedroom which prompted me to groan out loud "Fuck my ass...fuck me hard. I want you to come in my ass you fucking stud." That seems to be all it took and with a loud groan, Edward filled my ass with his cum and collapsed on top of me as I fell forward with exhaustion. You have no idea how hard it is to hold yourself up the a man's body riding you for 45 minutes.
My arms are still sore. I need to tell coach Richards that those wimpy pushups are not nearly as good a workout." Diane sputtered out.
Sarah laughed saying "I suspect coach Richards knows all about that work out. You ever see how he looks at some of the boys? Amazing weekend. I'm afraid it might not be possible to top that. I'll bet you are pretty sore down there."
You have no idea. I can barely sit through the classes. Anyhow, that was my weekend and I've decided to dump Mark. You should have seen his face. I'm sure he didn't expect that. He was really mad, but he couldn't show it. He glared at Edward as he was getting dressed...didn't even let the poor guy shower and clean up before they left. And Mark didn't say a single word to me when he left...asshole. That's what he gets for being such a prick. I really thought he was a nice guy and respected me. But I was just a warm piece of flesh to stick his dick in and enhance his rep with his boys. Ugh, why'd I not see it before?
Sarah put her hand on Diane's shoulder, "Baby, all guys are like that, they all have their trophy wives/ girlfriends, whatever to stick their dicks in when they feel like it and to parade around so others can be jealous they can't stick their dicks in you. The key is to find one who somehow also shows feelings for you. Edward sound like he might be the one...you never know."
I can't, too complicated...and I'm never going back to that frat house, I might just swear off guys for a while...though Doug might be the exception...I still can't get the size of Doug's dick out of my mind...
"Remember, you have to invite me over." Sarah said. "I need to see that for myself. You know, if sucks living vicariously through you...I need to actually live some of this...Let's get back before we are late to English Lit."
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"Yeah, hard to say. I'd have to look at it...nothing? just a blank screen? Sure dad, I'll be over."
"What was that about?" Marie asked. "I thought we were going to stay in and, you know...."
"We can do, you know, later, in fact I'll bet we can do, you know, a few times tonight. I've been looking at you all day thinking about, you know." Joe laughed. Marie was definitely looking as hot as she ever has. He couldn't avoid checking out the silky red hair waving down across her shoulders, the freckled swells created by the white button down dress shirt tightly hugging her 34Ds, nicely tied up beneath her breasts. Amazing she could wear it without a bra and have no sag, though they bounce when she walked or moved....
She stood looking at him aware how his eyes travelled down across her narrow tight waist to her flaring hips barely covered by a hugging pair of short-shorts, then those slender, athletic legs she loves to wrap around him.
Thinking about the flaming red down under those shorts, the smooth, tight lips... he felt his cock come alive, he shook his head and added, "Dad's computer crashed and he and Uncle John apparently need to get something sent out tonight. I told him I'd come over and look at it. Why don't you just read Fifty Shades or something and when I get back...."
"I like your dad, why don't I come with you. I was hoping we could spend time together, but if it is at your dad's that works too." Marie responded.
"Seriously? You would be bored out of your mind. I don't even know what is wrong with it and I might even need to reinstall the OS. I won't be too late, so just hang here." Joe pleaded. He actually was not thrilled bringing his girlfriends around, especially with Uncle John there. Those two fed off each other putting him down in front of any girl he brought by. It was actually a miracle that Marie had not seen that side of dad, but then again, she'd never met Uncle John.
"No, I'm going. I'll just get a book...not Fifty Shades, and I'll be fine. Let's go, I can be your assistant." Marie turned and went out of the room.
Joe shook his head thinking perhaps they will have grown up...not, then grabbed the keys and his repair kit, his spare power supply and went to back the car out of the garage.
"Why are you so quiet?" Marie asked, "Don't you want my company?"
"No, it's not that...never mind. It has nothing to do with you." Joe stared out the windshield trying to fight the dread in the pit of his stomach.
"I thought you liked your dad. You guys always seem to get along great, especially since your mom died. You seem really close. so if it is not me...and I can't see why it's him...your Uncle John? I thought you liked him. That's it isn't it? Did your uncle abuse you as a kid or something?" Marie asked quietly.
"No, no, nothing like that. Look, I might just be making a big deal out of nothing, but every girlfriend I've been with...with them, they've taken great joy in making me look bad. I just hope tonight is different, especially since I'm dropping everything to help them out. Let's just play it by ear."
"I know you want to drop it, but what do they do or say? How do they make you look bad?"
"Drop it, Marie. I really don't want to talk about it...if they say something, you'll know what I mean. If they don't then it means they will be cutting me some slack. I know it sounded like I didn't want you to come because I didn't want to spend time with you, but that is the last thing I want...I just think we have a good thing and somehow, they have always screwed up my relationships when they get together. Please, let's just fix his damn computer and get home." Joe snapped back at Marie and went back to staring out the windshield.
"Joey! I am so glad you dropped everything, John and I have been working on a proposal and know that bastard Pike will give us money for the start up, but the fucking PC, sorry Marie, just clicked and went dead." Jim stopped and looked at Marie, held out his arms and said, "Holy crap, aren't you a wet dream, John, what do you think of what Joey brought us?" Then he wrapped his arms around Marie feeling those firm boobs pressing into him. "Marie, this is my little brother John, John, Marie."
John came over, taking in the perfect form from head to toe and back, put out his arms and pulled her close, squeezing her tightly. "Joey always has had the best taste in women, but he somehow has managed to outdo himself." John whispered in her ear. Finally he released her and turned to Joe, "Thanks for coming over, I'm sure your Doctorate from MIT was meant for greater things, but we sure need your help."
"Let me show you the piece of shit and perhaps you can get us up and going." Jim said to Joe and led him back to the office. Marie and Uncle John trailed behind, stoically stood there while Joe and his dad exchanged technical details about what the computer was acting like just before the crash, if there were any errors, anything strange in the last week or two...etc..
Uncle John took Marie's hand and said "let's let the nerds talk in here and find somewhere a bit more comfortable."
Marie pulled back, "I'm fine, I'm going to keep Joe company and you guys can go back to whatever you were doing."
"Cards, we were playing cards since we couldn't get out the damn proposal. I don't even like cards anymore...used to." Uncle John laughed. "And there is nothing on TV, so cards it was...anyhow, I'm going to go surf the channels since I cannot listen to any more nerd speak."
As John left, Marie went over to the stuffed chair in the corner and opened her book. Jim soon became bored watching Joe work, so he went out and soon Marie could hear shuffling and dealing of cards. She thought Joe being called a nerd wasn't so bad and he didn't seem upset...in fact he wasn't even aware that she was there. Soon there were chips and boards laid out on the mat Joe brought. and he was softly humming to himself. "I'm going out to talk to your dad and uncle, do you need anything?"
When Joe didn't respond, "OK, just call if you need me to do anything." Marie muttered and went out to see what the two men were up to.
"Hey, it was not the most excitement I've ever had in there, but I'm not sure this will be an improvement." Marie chuckled looking at the gin rummy game being half-heartedly played.
"Hey, cutie, all of a sudden the room is a lot brighter, c'mon and sit over here," Jim said, pointing to the stool pulled up to the card table. "You can join us if you like."
"Don't you have another chair?" Marie asked. "I feel like I'm on a lifeguard's perch."
"Nope, this is it, except for the desk chair Joey is using, I'm pretty sure he won't want to trade with you." Jim responded, winking at John.
"What are we playing, and don't say strip poker. I'm not really that dumb. Though it sure would liven things up a bit when Joe came out of his lair." Marie laughed.
"We can play poker...regular money poker, but do you know cutthroat euchre?" John asked.
"Sure, used to play it in college all the time, it's a good game. Deal 'em out...and not strip euchre either..." Marie said mock firmly, then laughed again. As she leaned forward to get the hand she had to splay her legs on the stool and her blouse opened up when reaching down for the cards.
Hands were played and the game fortunes changed so any one of them could have gone out at least once when Marie noticed both men seemed to focus less and less on the hands and more on her shorts. She looked down and saw the legs of her shorts were gaping open and her red panty covered mound was half exposed. She also became aware that every time she leaned forward she was showing plenty of cleavage. Both men had slid their chairs all the way up to the table and she suspected why and what they were hiding. Marie pretended not to be aware of this and tried to close her legs and not show as much breast when getting her cards, but up on that stool it was a lost cause. "Where the heck is Joe and what is keeping him? I really need him inside me...Oh God, now I'm getting wet and I am sure they know that." Marie thought. "So what is the proposal for? Do you have an invention?" Marie quickly asked.
"We have been working on a new kind of sensor that...never mind, we really cannot tell you anything more since we'd have to kill you." Jim replied with a grin. "Needless to say, it should make us very wealthy men. So, what is you favorite position?"
Marie sputtered, "What? What do you mean? Sexual position? Wow, you must have balls to ask something like that."
"I do, and big ones I might add. Yes, sexual position, what's your favorite. It isn't that hard a question." Jim stared at her with his eyebrows raised.
"Um, I don't think I have one. I like to be on top, OK? Happy?" Marie glared back.
"On top, always? Or just with Joey? Or is Joey your first?" John piped in.
"Oh my God, you guys have turettes or something, I'm not talking about this...especially with Joe's dad. This is way too personal." Marie snapped.
"OK, Joey is not her first, and I think our boy Joey is not getting our girl here off..." John snickered.
"I'm leaving." Marie said as she started to slide off the stool.
"Wait, are we wrong? If we're wrong, leave. We know that you like to be on top since guys with tiny dicks don't reach places men do and he is not your first since you've had men who have taken you there...am I right?" Jim said as he put his large hand on her thigh. "Be honest, we are all friends...and adults here. We know Joey didn't inherit certain attributes from his old man," Jim looked at John, "In fact I wonder if Virginia might have had something on the side, the boy sure is some sort of genius and I know he didn't get it from me, and for other reasons I wonder where he got his genes..." Jim looked back at Marie and raised his eyebrows questioningly.
"Joe was right. He told me that the two of you put him down all the time. Why would you do that? He is obviously your son, you have the same dimples, same nose ,and if he didn't get...never mind. Let's get back to cards, whose deal is it?" Marie sat back on the stool and glared at the two men.
"I knew it! I knew you weren't getting off with him." Jim said, "I never thought he hung on to girls because there comes a time when you babes need...need your needs fulfilled, and Joey just doesn't fit the bill, so to speak. But don't worry, I'm sure he is great in every other aspect. He sure is a bright kid. But, back to my question. Take Joey out of the equation, what is your favorite position. What really gets your juices flowing? I'm curious. It will help me understand women."
"Yeah, I'm sure. You're just a perv that gets off on having a woman talk about them doing it graphically. OK, I'll tell you. I like different positions in different situations. So, there is no one position. And that's all I'm going to say so change the damn subject." Marie glared at Joe's father. "And another thing, he drops everything he was doing to come over here to help you and you demean him...what is wrong with you?"
John piped up, "We love the boy, we really do, don't we Jim? Look, this is just a bit of teasing is all and you took it hook, line and sinker. Tell us what you like to do...when you have a day off."
Marie studied Uncle John to see what he was trying to do. "I like to bike...bicycle. If it's a nice day I want to get out for a ride, and maybe get an adrenaline rush."
"Do you mountain bike or is it road?" John asked. "I have a mountain bike and get a huge rush out of a great single track through the forest."
"Yes, mountain bike, and I love the buzz I get going really fast downhill on single tracks, there's nothing that compares." Marie said starting to warm up to the subject.
"Does Joey go with you?" Jim asked.
"Sure, but he spends too many hours in front of his computer he has no wind to really keep up. And on downhills I'll leave him behind, but it's nice to get out with him. We rode to the top of Baldy and the descent must have been 12 miles and, oh crap - I've never felt anything like that, what a fucking rush, sorry, anyhow when we got to the bottom I must have waited for 20 minutes before Joe made it down. Sadly he didn't feel the same way, his comment was, 'I'll never do that again. My arms are toast.' so we generally stick to more level trails. God! Now you're making me say disparaging remarks about Joe. But riding is my escape."
Jim said softly, "So you like having a bike between your legs rather than a nice hard cock."
"I never said that! I like a cock as much as the next girl, I just don't need to talk about it. And, I like sex as much as biking if not more." Marie loudly sighed. "Why do I even bother?"
Jim looked at her in disbelief, "You say that, but when people are enthused about something, they want to share it...much like your ride down Baldy. If you liked sex as much, if not more, you would...anyone would, want to share it. I think you've lived a repressed life. I feel sad for you...never having felt that rush, that buzz with a fat cock spreading the walls of your cunt to a point where you lose all sense of time and presence. You've just had nice pleasant exchange of fluids...and mostly the rush and the buzz belonged to your partner."
"You are so wrong, I've had amazing sex...I've felt the walls shake, the room spin and felt as spent afterwards as after a good hard ride, but I don't share that. I don't go to my friends and tell them Brian pounded my pussy for 45 minutes, making me cum 4, 5 times until he flooded my womb with his sperm, leaving me almost passed out in a sweaty pile of sheets..." Marie felt flushed and found herself slightly panting after that outburst. "Crap, that played right into your hands, didn't it? You wanted me to tell you that my hottest sex was with my old boyfriend, and not Joe. You want me to tell you that Joe and I have a pleasurable time love making, but it is nothing earth shattering. OK, we don't collapse on a sweaty pile of sheets, I don't almost pass out, but I love him and being intimate with him is one of the, no, THE high point of my day. He is very loving, very passionate, and he does like it when I'm on top since he cannot keep his hands off my boobs, and I love it when he plays with them since they are so sensitive." Marie was looking at each man as she said this, but noticed they kept flicking their eyes down and she knew, and felt, her nipples poking against the thin white fabric of her shirt.
"Wow! That was hot. I'm afraid the table is going to lift up after hearing that. As it is, my cock feels a bit bruised pushing against the bottom of the table. That is what I'm talking about, isn't it John? I love hearing a girl telling about how enjoyable it is...and that you also need release. I'm glad that you and Joey are able to share the intimacy, the comfortable pleasure, but don't you sometimes miss, sometimes need those sweaty sheets? To not just almost pass out, but to actually wake up with cum pooling on the sheets between your legs and temporarily forget where you are? To find yourself naked with a couple of guys who made it their main focus to take you places you only fantasized about? Who used their tongues, their fingers, their hands, their monster cocks to make you feel wave after wave on undulating pleasure?" Jim said staring at her dilating eyes. "I know you do since you are getting really wet."
With that, Jim slid his middle finger up her shorts and Marie gasped when she felt his finger press against her panty covered moist lips. She was actually disappointed when he pulled his hand back and held it under his nose and inhaled deeply. "Fuck, you smell great. John, you have to take a whiff for yourself." He rubbed his finger under his nose and took a few more deep breaths. "If Joey weren't here I'd burrow my tongue between those swollen lips."
Marie felt Uncle John's hand go under her shorts and let out a soft moan when he stroked his fingers up and down her slit. She closed her eyes and felt the pleasure building, letting out a much loader groan when Uncle John's finger found her clit, circling and rubbing against the swelling bundle of nerve endings. Suddenly Marie remembered Joe was in the next room. She grabbed Uncle John's hand and yanked it out of her shorts. "We can't do this now, I mean ever. Joe is right there in the next room, saving your asses. What do you think you are doing?"
Just then they heard the office door open and Joe came out. "I figured out the problem with your computer. Originally I thought, hoped it was just to power supply, so I brought one I had at home over, but it still wouldn't boot up. Anyhow, I did a series of diagnostics and you have a bad SAS controller and a bad system board. Did you have a power surge or something?"
"We might have, all evening there's been a lot of electricity in the air. Can't you feel the tension?" Jim laughed, "but the lights flickered earlier just before the PC crashed. Can you fix it? I guess it won't be tonight." Jim looked at John, "Crap, they wanted that proposal tonight. I guess we can call them and just tell them what happened."
"I can get the parts. Over in Springfield they have the parts and they are open until 10. I'm heading over there now. Marie, you want to come along?" Joe asked her.
"Sure, I'd be glad to. Let me grab by stuff." Marie was relieved to get away and perhaps Joe and she could perhaps stop somewhere. She had to get alone with him soon, or she felt she might explode, is there a female version of blue balls? She thought.
"Hell no. Marie you stay here. We haven't finished the card game and who wants to sit in a car for two hours when they could socialize and be in a warm house. Springfield is an hour away. Joey, we'll take care of her and she will be here when you get back. Go on, we're fine" Jim said with a hand on Marie's thigh pushing her back down onto the stool.
Joe looked at Marie pleadingly, "Come on honey, I could use the company."
Marie surprised herself, "No, your dad is right, we are halfway through the game and I'll be really more comfortable here. I'll be here when you get back. You will be fine without me. I love you sweetie, drive safely."
Joe stood there not believing, stared at his dad's hand still on Marie's silky smooth thigh, then sadly turned and went out the door. The heard the car start and saw the headlights wash across the room and disappear. No one said anything while the listened to the fading sounds of Joe's car. Soon it was deadly quiet.
"Well, I didn't expect that," Jim said, "I assumed you would tell me to stuff it and go with your boy there. I'm sure you thought about making him pull over somewhere so you could get on top of him." he was stroking her thigh as he said this, moving his hand higher and higher. "So, you are being drawn in by the thrill? You cannot leave without seeing where this might lead..." Jim said softly while moving his hand under her shorts. "John, why do they say 'soft as a baby's behind' when the inner thigh of a beautiful woman is much softer. This is way better than cards, I'm actually tired of the game, it doesn't seem to end."
John leaned forward and matched the Jim's stroking on Marie's left thigh on the right thigh. "I know, maybe we should just change the cliché, though I'm not sure many women are this soft...any women are this soft."
"All right, stop it you two. You're like two pubescent kids attacking the babysitter. Let's play cards, remember? We said we needed to finish the game. And yes, I do feel bad, like I betrayed Joe. I cannot believe I did that to be pawed by two horny, egocentric assholes like yourselves. If you don't like euchre, then pick another game, just pick one, dammit." She slapped their hands away.
"Ok, I'm fine with that, aren't you John? Let's drop euchre and pick a new one. Marie, should we let John pick the game? He played a lot more card games growing up that I did, so he knows more games." Jim looked at John, "Go ahead, what do you want to play?"



"Let me think, there are so many fun games, hearts, spades, pinochle, canasta, tens...hmmmm...I know, poker! Strip poker." John announce with a smile.
"No way, I told you... you weren't going to get me to play strip poker. Pick something else." Marie said angrily, but felt more stirring...two guys, perhaps with cocks as big as they say....
"No, you said, pick a game...just pick one, and John here did. You apparently don't mean what you say." Jim snapped back, barely hiding his delight. "You cannot have us believe that you stayed here because you prefer playing cards with us rather than being with the man you love. You want this, you want to see if we are just bragging, or if we were blessed with the instruments necessary to make you pass out. come on, I can see the wet spot growing in those sweet red panties of yours."
Marie felt faint as if she no longer was making decisions for herself and heard someone say, using her voice, "Ok, deal the cards, but this is not going to lead to me making love to either of you."
"Making love! Honey, John and I haven't make love to a woman in 20 years, perhaps ever. We fuck women and when we are done, not one of them wants to be 'made love to' ever again. But, we won't fuck you if you don't want to. We don't rape women, unless they want us to." Jim laughed.
John looked at Marie and said, "Look if you want to stop now, we will stop. I've never forced a woman to do anything she didn't want to. This is your call, you are in control here."
"Go ahead, deal the cards. I'm in and I'll use this evening as foreplay with Joe later. I'm sure he will be overjoyed when I jump him. But, I don't think it is fair that I am propped up on this stool and you both are hiding under the table...I like to see also."
Jim got up revealing a huge tent in his pants topped by a large wet spot, grabbed the card table, carried it across the room and returned with a small, round side table. "There, as you can see we have been getting as aroused as you have, does this work for you?"
Marie said nothing for half a minute as her focus was on the pants, thinking, "what the hell are those things? Dicks? Cocks? Penises? No, these are best described as rods...12 inch rods." Marie groaned and weakly replied. "Yes, that's fine, let's play."
Marie was thrilled she won the first 6 hands and watched as Jim and Uncle John got down to their pants revealing lean, rippled torsos. "Wow, you must work out. You have no body fat at all, I figured that you'd be...never mind, my deal?"
"You thought we'd be fat, paunchy 45 year old men with impressive beer guts? No, we play tennis every day and do some weights. John, this is not working out like I'd hoped. Time to start winning hands."
Marie dealt the next hand and felt a flush realizing that there was no way she was going to win. When they laid down her cards she took off her shoes, realizing she was just a loss away from losing the shorts...which happened. Marie sighed, stood up and slipped her shorts down her creamy white legs fully revealing her red thong.
"Beautiful" Jim said, "Turn around, let's see that ass."
Marie complied, proudly feeling their eyes on her, knowing she has a spectacular ass due to biking. She wiggled her butt at them teasingly, bent over and touched her toes shamelessly, then turned and propped herself back on the stool, spreading her legs apart farther that before, feeling the power she had over them.
She groaned when she lost the next hand knowing she would have to reveal her breasts or her sopping lips...she didn't want them to see how aroused she was, how swollen she felt, so she untied the shirt, undid the buttons and shrugged it back off her shoulders onto the floor. She found herself sitting up straighter, proudly thrusting her chest out.
Jim and John stared at the white, mounds jutting proudly out with the puffy, pale pink areolas surrounding quarter inch nipples achingly sticking out.
Jim loved how the freckles stopped and the breasts were a milky white without a blemish. "Oh my God those are incredible." Jim breathed as he reached out and cupped the left one. "This is why I like young women, no sag, so firm, so fucking gorgeous." His fingers slid up and pushed into the puffed areola...feeling its give, running his thumb over the rigidly hard nipple. He was lost in the velvety smoothness and how the pink flesh sprung back when he sunk his thumb in.
Marie was losing control as intense sexual craving coursed through her when she felt her right breast get the same worship and attention as the left. She heard Uncle John get out of his chair and felt his mouth urgently sucking on her nipple. She let out a groan when she felt him abandon her aching tit.
John pulled back. "Jim, we have to finish this game. My pants are just too damn tight. If I don't lose soon, it may cause permanent damage."
When Jim pulled his hand back, Marie opened her eyes and realized these two men must have been sporting boners for 2 straight hours. "Isn't there something about erection lasting longer than 4 hours, you have to go to the doctors?" Marie giggled.
"God. You might be right. This is really getting uncomfortable. Perhaps we should call it a draw and just all strip." Jim said standing up. "Or, at least I forfeit...." With that Jim dropped his pants and underwear to the floor and started stroking it. "Oh man, so I need to work the circulation back into this thing. Perhaps Joey is lucky to have such a tiny dick."
This time Marie didn't snap back at the put down since she was staring at the abnormally large penis pointing at the ceiling. It sported a blood engorged head that looked like is was 3 inches in diameter. She looked over at Uncle John who had shucked his pants also and she could not believe how huge he was also, except his curved like a sword, and Arabic sword...a weapon. "You put those things in women? Not a chance you are coming close to me with those things, they look downright lethal."
"You'd be amazed what you can put in that virginal cunt of yours. You'll not only be able to handle it, you'll want it again and again. But, your turn. Let's see what you have...are you shaved, a nicely trimmed bush? Get up and drop the thong." Jim ordered.
Shaking her head, Marie said "Sorry, yes, I think I should show you what I've been hiding." Slipping off the stool, she put her thumbs in the waistband, pushed down on the thong, embarrassed that her wet crotch stuck to the cloth, and yanked them to the floor. "OK, so here I am." She said proudly with her legs apart and her hands on her hips. "Was it worth the wait?"
Jim reached over, gently pulled at the fiery red pubes, grinned at John and said. "What you have here is the epitome of an RCH. I will never hear that term again without getting a hard on."
John reached over and the look on his face confirmed that he agreed with Jim. "Beautiful and so fucking soft. Never shave this off...nicely trimmed, but never shave it off." John sighed to Marie.
"What is an RCH?" Marie asked.
"Red Cunt Hair. It's an engineering term meaning the smallest measurement practically possible." Jim laughed.
Meanwhile Jim's fingers were parting Marie's moist lips and she closed her eyes and put her hands back on the stool allowing easier access. She felt John's mouth on her nipple again licking and pulling. Jim's fingers inside her, his thumb on her clit as the orgasm hit.
Jim immediately put his mouth right on her and his tongue lapped at her flowing juices as the waves of pleasure pounded her whole body.
She pushed Jim away. "Oh my God, I needed that. That was incredible." She looked at both their cocks pointing at the ceiling, licked her lips and said." Thanks Jim, I think I owe to a return favor, and you Uncle John, patience, you're next." She dropped to her knees, grabbed Jim's angry purple headed monster and stroking it, opened her mouth and started licking the head. "Mmmmmm, this is nice. You weren't lying. You do have big balls," She said gently kneading them. "and this dick, so soft, yet hard, so rigid. I'm going to like this. Joey doesn't like it when I suck his dick. He doesn't want to kiss me afterwards." Marie giggled. "He has no idea how good I am at this. This got me through school when it looked like my GPA might take a hit." With that she dove onto his giant piece of meat and licked and sucked all the while taking it deeper and deeper into her throat. The only sounds were the slurping sounds Marie's mouth was making and Jim's ragged breathing.
It wasn't long before Jim grabbed Marie's soft, full head of hair and started fucking her face, letting out a yell he shot load after load of cum down Marie's throat.
Marie was amazed how much there was and as hard as she tried to swallow, much dripped out of her mouth onto her heaving chest. She pushed Jim out of her mouth, coughing and gagging "Holy fuck! How long has it been since you last came? I almost drowned." She looked at Jim who had flopped down onto his chair and grinned at him. "You planned to get that all night, didn't you?"
"Oh, you have no idea, that is just the start of what I planned. But, careful, it looks like John is ready to fuck your ear...."
Marie turned her head and smacked her face right into another throbbing cock. She pushed him down onto his chair and crawled over between his legs. "You'd better not try to drown me like your brother did. I'm not sure I didn't get cum in my lungs." With that she sucked John's cock into her mouth and started bobbing up and down with her left hand cupping his balls, squeezing them, feeling how huge and full of sperm they were.
Jim sat looking at that bubble butt in front of him longing to ram his cock into that sweet looking twat. He got on the floor, leaned down and returned to probing this sweet pussy with his tongue.
Marie moaned and moved her knees farther apart on the floor and thrust her ass back into Jim's face feeling his tongue part her lips and enter her. As she started grinding her cunt back on Jim's mouth, she giggled on John's dick thinking that she sneered at Miley Cyrus twerking, but that is exactly what she was doing on Jim's face.
She turned her focus back to John whose breathing was getting more and more like panting. She rose up on her feet and drove her mouth down his rod until the head was halfway down her throat. That was all it took for John to start thrusting deeper and jetting hot spurts into her stomach. Marie managed to swallow all of John's and when his eruption subsided, she pushed herself up. Gasping for air, she sputtered, "OK, that was fun. We have to get cleaned up since Joe should be back in 20 minutes or so...this is cutting it close." Noticing Jim's cum on her breasts, she scooped it up and licked it off her fingers. "We can waste any of this, can we? You worked really hard to give that to me."
As they were retrieving their clothes, Jim's phone rang. "Who the hell would that be this late?" He picked up the phone.
"Where are you? I thought you said they had it in stock. No, that makes no sense, Springfield is 10 minutes from your house. No, she is asleep on the couch. She was tired and went to lie down. Yeah, I know, but why do a 2 hour trip? I know. Yeah, do that. She'll be fine. 'k bye." Jim put down the phone with a grin. It looks like we don't have to get dressed after all. Joey needs to get the SAS adapter - or whatever it was... tomorrow, and he'll be here around noon. He wanted to come tonight to pick you up, but I told him how stupid that was. Shall we go into the bedroom and you can see if you like the king?"
John rubbed his hands together, "We are going to have fun tonight...." and took Marie's hand and led her back down the hall.
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Jim had to pee bad, so before heading to the bedroom he stopped in the hall bathroom. Even after cumming he still had to wrestle his dick down so he could relieve himself. Man that bitch can suck cock, he thought to himself, we were asking the wrong questions tonight. Who did she blow to get her grades up and when? These thoughts didn't help him keep his cock down, so he shook his head and tried to clear his thoughts. Finally his bladder was empty and when he shook the pee off the head he felt like he was spraining his penis.
After washing up, he went into the bedroom and was greeted by John's hairy ass. His face was buried in Marie's pussy. Her legs were splayed out so she was practically doing the splits. Both her hands were on the back of John's head pulling him into her crotch and she was writhing all over making the bed bounce. "Damn, John. Your fucking ass is the best thing to bring my erection down. I thought you didn't like eating pussy."
John pulled his head up, his face glistening, "She flopped down and pulled me right into her cunt as soon as we got in here. You are right about her though, she is so fucking sweemmmmph."
John was unable to finish his sentence as Marie pulled his head back into her sopping twat. "Shut up and finish what you started...that's it, get your tongue up inside meeeeeeeee...Oh God, FUCK ME WITH YOUR MOUTH...SHIIIIITTT. Yessssssssssssss." Marie collapsed back and finally released his head. "You don't eat pussy? Seriously? What a wasted skill. There are a lot of women who have no idea what they missed out on." She reached down and pulled John up and started kissing his face, cleaning up all the juices, "Sorry, I made a mess." and continued to kiss his face finally attacking his mouth.
Jim was getting hard again watching John dry hump her with their open mouths locked together.
With a smacking sound Marie pulled away from John and looking in his eyes said, "You want to see if that thing fits in me?"
John nodded his head, "I'll take it slow, let's get your pussy used to the head first." and reached between them to line up his bulbous head with the entrance to her vagina.
"Wait," Marie said with a hand pushing at his hip. "I know this sounds stupid, but I want to see you go in me. I need to see how much you will be stretching me out."
John got off the bed, walked to the foot, grabbed Marie's ankles and pulled her down until her butt was hanging off the bed. He bent down, lined the head up with her lips, slid his dick up and down repeatedly allowing the lips to open up more and more.
Marie was up on her elbows staring unblinking as the head disappeared into her virtually unused vagina. "Oh God, oh yesss, this feels great. Push it in a little more...yessss that's it." She was feeling stretched to the limit and could not believe there was still at least ten inches to go. "A little more...more...stop! Oh my God you are fucking huge. I cannot believe you can get all of that into any poor little girls cunt, you bastard. You are ruining meeeee." Marie panted, still engrossed with the monster disappearing into her, wondering if she will be able to take it all.
John started pumping in and out but not going any deeper, letting Marie get used to the four inches.
Marie started laughing. "Oh man, I know this is not funny, but here I am stuffed with just 4 inches of cock, which is probably all Joey has, stuffed was never the word I would have used before...Oh fuck keep fucking meeee...ooooooh, it feels great. I guess uncle would be a stupid safe word, oh fuck." She reached forward and pulled John's hips closer. "Yessssssssss, oh I feel my vagina opening up for you. I need to feel all of you...keep thrusting that thing into me.
Jim climbed onto the bed, sat behind Marie and reached around and started playing with her breasts. He stroked her erect nipples, then pulled on them eliciting and approving groan from Marie. The more he pinched and pulled on them the louder Marie groaned so he kept inching and pulling while watching Marie's vagina welcome John's sword deeper and deeper.
Marie was amazed at how John's curved cock pushed against the top of her vagina and was aware of a feeling she had never had. A deep awakening with her, a pulsing growing more and more. "Oh fuck! I think you are hitting my G spot. I thought that was a myth. Oh God, oh God , Oh God, gooodddddddd ohhhhhhhhhhhh craaaaaaap I'm fucking cuuummmmmming." She wrapped her legs aroung John's butt and in her throes pulled him all the way in. "Oooowwwwww! ow,ow,ow, owwwww." Marie collapsed back on Jim's chest and started laughing. "Shit that hurt, I think you punctured my cervix, but what an incredible, full body orgasm. You're a bastard with that weapon of yours. I'll bet you like hurting little girls. OK, since you are all the way in go ahead and pound my pussy." She panted. She turned her head and said to Jim, "Don't stop what you're doing, it feels so good, oh God I'm going to cum agaaaaiiiinnnnn." she grabbed the back of Jim's head and started sucking on his mouth as new waves of pleasure crashed through her.
John knew he was close and panting, he said, "I going to cum, let me pull out." as he tried to pull back with her long silky legs wrapped around him.
"No way, finish what you came for. You know you want to flood my cunt with with your cum." Marie panted as she dug her heels into John's ass. She had the fleeting thought that he was doing to squirt his sperm right into her unprotected uterus.
That was all it took for John to explode inside her. He dug his feet into the floor as he pounded as hard as he could into her welcoming pussy. "Shiiiitttt, you are so fucking tight." And collapsed onto her when we was done thrusting. He rolled off of her onto the bed. "Sorry, Jim, you'll have to have sloppy seconds." John weakly laughed. "I'm done, you guys have fun, I am going to sleep." He crawled up and flopped down on the pillow and fell right to sleep.
"It won't be the first time with one of Joey's girlfriends." Jim muttered.
Marie got up off the bed, turned to Jim and said, "You've tag teamed Joey's girlfriends in the past, have you? Anyhow I have to pee and clean up, then I think there is more unfinished business." looking at the rod sticking up between his legs. "You're not too tired, are you?"
"No fucking way, hurry back and open those legs for me...so glad John was able you prepare you so I can just start pounding that." He said looking at Marie's swollen and open pussy. "Hurry back." Jim said while stroking his meat.
Marie realized that even Jim's big hand didn't fit around his cock and that it seemed fatter than John's. As she went into the bathroom she remembered John's didn't fill up her mouth and throat as much. "Oh God, what did I let myself get into?" She thought as she peed and tried he best to clean John's sticky seed out of her.
She went back into the bedroom, saw Jim on his back stroking his cock, the head glistening with pre-cum, climbed up on the bed, swung her leg over, grabbed his throbbing hot piece of flesh and lowered herself down. "You may want to fuck me, but I want you to play with my breasts at the same time. They really like the attention." Marie signed as she lowered herself all the way down until she felt his pubes pressing against her clit. With tears in her eyes she said, "Crap, you're so much thicker. Wow!"
Jim reached up and while pinching and pulling on those beautiful pink puffy nipples, Marie started bouncing up and down on his stiff rod. He was enthralled by the look of pure concentration on her face, flushed and tear streaked, but full of pleasure. He sense she was nearing an orgasm, so he pulled her forward and engulfed one of her nipples in his mouth. As he gently bit and nibbled of the hard eraser size tip, he felt Marie thrusting her pelvis harder and harder onto his cock.
"Oh crap, bite them, haaaarrdd...I'mmmmm cummminng again. yessssssssssssssssssss" Marie yelled and continued slamming her raw cunt onto Jim's giant pole. "Oh my God you guys are so good..." And collapsed on top of Jim.
She pushed herself up and laughing, looked over at John. "He slept through that? Seriously? Are you ready to fuck me now? I know you want to be on top and attack me with the sausage of yours."
Jim pushed her roughly off. "You have no idea what you are asking for, but realize, you did ask for it."
Marie lay on her back with her legs spread wide, but Jim had other ideas and flipped her over, reached up, grabbing a pillow he slipped it under her hips. Marie eagerly spread her legs wide wondering if Jim was going to fuck her ass or pussy, she wanted it however he was going to give it to her. She was relieved however, when she felt the head enter her vagina again and soon was being pounded from behind. Harder and harder Jim thrust into her, their sweat making it easy to slide on her ass...she felt another orgasm and reached down and started playing with her clit loving the feeling of a man's body pressing into her ass, her cunt, driving as deep as anyone ever could. Right when she started to cum, Jim let out a loud groan and splashed what felt like a gallon of cum into her.
They both screamed out at the same time panting obscenities while their pelvises ground together in the throes of raw animal passion.
Jim's arms gave out and collapsed onto Marie's back. "Oh my God that was great. I am so glad you changed your mind about letting us fuck you. You are the best fuck I've ever had. Women always cum eventually, but no one has cum as many time as you did and as readily. You are one fucking hot woman. I am exhausted, you are the best." He kissed and rolled off her and fell right to sleep.
Marie lay there thinking she should get up to clean herself and giggled as she thought what Jim had said earlier about waking up between two guys with a pool of cum between my legs. Sure enough, there's a pool of cum leaking out of my pussy onto the bed, I've never felt so fucked (in the good way) in my life...and fell asleep.
*****
Marie woke up not knowing where she was at first, but then remembered. "Crap, it was not a dream." She realized she was awakened with a tongue probing her asshole and a couple of fingers inside her pussy. Turning her head she saw Uncle John with his face buried in her ass. "What are you doing?" She asked.
"I'm sorry, you looked so fucking inviting with your ass in the air and you legs spread wide. I'm getting you ready, if you want." John said quietly.
"OK, but go slow...again. I've never tried that. But don't stop now, it feels nice." Marie purred.
John returned to licked her and felt her ass pushing back against his tongue. He pulled his fingers out of her wet pussy and pushed his middle finger into her feeling her sphincter open up and relax. The well lubed digit sunk all the way in inducing a moan from Marie. After a bit he pulled out and inserted two fingers making Marie start humping against his hand. "You like that?" He asked quietly? "You ready for 3 fingers?"
"Yes, please. I never thought this would feel this good." Marie panted.
When Jim rolled over in his sleep and put his cock right in front of Marie's face, she reached out and pulled the flaccid penis into her mouth. She felt it swell and grow really quickly as her tongue bathed the entire shaft and head. In his sleep, Jim started thrusting his hips making Marie choke so she had to grab the shaft with both hands while sucking hard on the head. She looked up and saw Jim looking down at his morning wake up service.
"Ah, that is nice. Suck on my big cock, but I need to fuck you again, so stop before I cum." Jim moaned. "Is John doing what I think he is? He loves a good ass, and you have that and more. Are you going to let him fuck you there?"
"I think so. It feels great with three fingers, no pain at all." She replied, stroking his now fully erect dick. "I'm thinking both of you at the same time. Kind of like a cookie - a double stuff...cream filled double stuff" She laughed. She turned to John and said, "Let me climb up on Jim and you can do what you want." She crawled up and lay down on top of Jim and ground her pussy into him while kissing him and moaning into his mouth. She reached underneath and guided the head of his cock you her willing vagina and felt him thrust into her, deeper and deeper.
Meanwhile, John grabbed a bottle of lube and stroked it all over his stiff rod, then swung he leg over and pressed against Marie's anus. He pushed gently at first, then a bit harder until he felt her sphincter relax and the head suddenly pop into her.
Marie bit Jims lip when she felt that and sucked hard on it. She felt John's penis pull out and then push in a little more...deeper and deeper. There was slight pain but what she notices is how absolutely filled she felt with all that man flesh buried in her.
They soon established a rhythm and it was apparent by the sound of their breathing that none of them was going to last long. Marie was the first to climax and her writhing just made it more intense for the men who had her sandwiched.
"I cannot believe I'm doing this, literally two feet of cock inside me at once, oh yes, yes, yesssss, fuck me, I need this...pound the shit out of my ass...my cunt. Fucking helllllll." Her pelvis thrust in rhythm while she panted.
John started pounding into her ass harder and with one last thrust pressed his cock as deep in her rectum as it would go and emptied his balls the after a few more minutes pumping in and out, he drew back and popped of her anus with a tired groan. "I'm done, you guys have fun. I'm going to go shower. Thanks, Marie, you are incredible." He patted her ass softly, tumbled off the bed and staggered out of the room.
Marie looked down on Jim and giggled. "Uncle John gave me a present and it isn't even my birthday. Isn't he thoughtful?"
Jim flipped Marie over onto her back and started thrusting into her hard. "He's like that, always giving and giving." Jim grinned up at Marie, "You are the birthday girl this weekend and we didn't have time to shop, so...anyhow tell me about the teachers you blew for grades. Who were they, when did you start." Jim panted looking down on Marie with her bright red hair splayed out on the pillow. "You are so fucking beautiful, you know that?"
"Stop it, I'm no more beautiful than anyone else, why do you want to hear about my mistakes?" Marie panted out between each thrust.
"You are, but I am just curious. I've heard about girls trading favors for grades, but never actually knew anyone who did that." Jim said, "Plus, I'm pretty sure it would get me off listening to you tell me."
"I knew it, you are just a perv who gets off on girls who describe their sexual history." Marie panted, "If you keep doing that...I'll tell you...anything...oooohhhh. My senior year, my math teacher gave me a B on the midterm, even though I knew all the answers. I fucked up because this guy I had the hots for kept adjusting his crotch during the test, I couldn't keep my eyes off him since he had a huge bulge, anyhow I went to the teacher's office to explain that I was distracted and if I could take the test again I could prove that I knew all the answers. Oh, nice. That is a nice angle. Right there." Marie gasped. "This makes it really hard to concentrate."
"Get back to it, I want to hear what you did." Jim stopped pumping into her and looked sternly down on her.
"Ok, ok, don't stop. I thought it was weird when he closed the curtains in his room and locked the door. 'What do I get? I let you retake the test. What's in it for me?' He asked me with a really strange look on his face. Truthfully I had no idea what he wanted, I hadn't been exposed to men, I was really athletic and hadn't dated much, but when his eyes travelled down to my chest, to my legs I picked up quickly what he meant. At first I was outraged and sputtered out some kind of protest, but he calmly sat there saying nothing...I knew that there was nothing to report. He never actually said anything. I made up my mind that if that is what it was going to take, then I needed to do whatever. I started unbuttoning my blouse watching his eyes. They never left my chest. I actually was almost this size in 10th grade." Marie said while bouncing her breasts and stroking her nipples.
"I knew how good it felt playing with myself, especially my nipples. Being somewhat proud of them I was soon topless right in front of him. His hands were squeezing, pinching, stroking my boobs in no time. I was amazed how he liked to lift them up to watch them bounce. He stepped back and told me to show him my bush. I unzipped my skirt letting it fall to the floor and pushed my panties off and stood there totally exposed to the first man ever. He ran his hand through my pubes and run a finger up into...me. He said 'So you are still a virgin, that's fine.' Then he unzipped his pants and pushed them down to the floor. He was already hard and I saw my first erection. I felt his hand on my shoulders so I dropped down unsure what he wanted. 'Open your mouth." He ordered. When I hesitated he grabbed my face and pushed it right into his cock. I opened my mouth and wrapped my lips around it and started to lick the head. Instinctively I started bobbing my mouth while sucking and licking. I needed to feel his balls so I reached up and gently stroked them. I was pleased when I heard him say 'You were holding back, you've done this before. And here I assumed you were an innocent young thing. God damn you're good at this, keep sucking...deeper.' Soon he was squirting his cum in my mouth. I swallowed it all, I didn't know you could spit it out." Marie laughed. "I got and A and didn't even need to retake the test."
"That was your first man? I would have nailed you a lot earlier than that had I been in your school."
"I was still a virgin, but after that feeling of power I had over him, I found myself getting out of predicaments with my mouth. Of course, the remainder of the year, the same teacher kept downgrading my calculus tests. I didn't argue since I kind of enjoyed the game, in fact he was the one who took my cherry, last day of school, right on the desk in the front of the class after everyone left...crap I'm getting close. Pound me with that dick of yours." Marie closed her eyes and worked her nipples furiously. "Oh yes...yesss...yessssssssssssssssssss, Fuck meeeeee."
Jim knew he was not going to last either, so he let himself go, again filling up Marie's vagina with his copious sperm and collapsed on top of her, then rolled off with his arm draped across her.
"Man, you have to tell me more about that asshole and others you traded favors with." Jim said while gently stroking and squeezing her breast. "We'd better get cleaned on and dressed. Joey should be here in an hour or so. You go ahead, I heard John get out of the shower a few minutes ago."
"Come on, the shower is big enough for both of us, since as you say, Joey will be here soon." Marie chuckled as she rolled off the bed.
Jim watched her breasts bounce and her tight ass flex as she spun and headed for the bathroom. He groaned and said, "I'm getting too old for this." got up and headed for the bathroom.
*****
Joey arrived with the parts finding Marie sitting on the couch and reading her book wearing the same clothes as the day before, a pillow and a folded blanket next to her.
She jumped up and gave him a big hug planting her mouth on his. "I missed you, I hope you missed me." Marie said breathlessly. "Hurry up and fix that thing and let's get going home." She turned to Jim and Uncle John and said, "No offense, but as fun as the card games were, Joey and I need to make the most out of the rest of the weekend. Uncle John and Jim, I'll drop by soon and show you how to take hills on your mountain bikes. Remember, keep your weight on the pedals and stay off the seat when descending. It just takes a bit of practice, I'm sure Joey won't mind if I drop by periodically and we can do some hills." Marie queried Joe with an innocent look on her face.



"No, I'm glad you can help them out with their bikes, they sure spent enough on the them and you know I can't keep up with you. She rides better than anyone I know. She'll go all day. Good luck guys, she'll leave you drained, but," turning to Marie said, "you've spent too much time with these guys, I prefer Joe, not Joey..."
Marie replied sweetly, "But Joey is so cute, I like calling you Joey." "Come on, I'll help you with the computer.
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"Ok, so that was great last night, but what happened while you were out with your guys at beer Thursday?" Bob asked. "I'm not complaining since you've never...never done that...blown me like you that, ever. I'm getting hard just thinking about it. Wow. What happened?"
Mary was waiting for this conversation. She knew that Bob had to suspect something. She took a sip of her coffee and looked across the breakfast table at her wonderful husband, weighing how much to tell him. "I can take care of that. I'm not wearing anything under this shirt." She got up, pushed the table away and straddled Bob's lap. "No shit," Mary gasped, "you were not kidding. You are as hard as I've ever felt you." She ground her moist pussy into his fat erection. "What do you think happened? I know you didn't get this looking at me in my old tee shirt. You seem to have been dwelling on last night."
"Yeah, I've been thinking about it. You were as hot as you've ever been, so yeah, of course I thought about it, but I want to hear it from you." Bob reached under Mary's wet, swollen crotch and pulled his stifled disk out of his bottoms, lined the head up, and pulled Mary down onto his throbbing rod. "Oh God, this feels so good. I am amazed how wet you are. I know something happened to get you this aroused since it takes a lot of foreplay to get fully inside you. Tell me, or I'll pull out, shower and go to work." Bob laughed hoarsely.
"Sure you will," Mary started rhythmically clenching his cock with her vagina. "I'd like to see you walk away from me right now. I know you are bluffing, but I'll tell you."
"Nothing physical happened at all. It was just Tom and me as Bill and Jack were at the training thing in Vegas. Tom and I went last year, so it was their turn, anyhow we were talking about the upcoming Seattle show and out of the blue, Tom said "I want to fuck you. Just like that. I must have looked really shocked when I looked at him since he immediately apologized. He was red as a beet and stuttered something. I was shocked so I asked him where that came from. We never even flirted in all the years we have worked together, so this was really out of the blue. Does this shock you?" Mary asked as she felt Bob thrusting harder into her. "This is getting you excited, isn't it?" Mary pulled off her shirt and threw it across the kitchen. "You want to hear more?"
"God, yes. What did he say after you asked him that?" Bob groaned as he grabbed her perfect breasts and pinched her nipples. "Did you fuck him?"
"Good lord, no. I've never cheated on you...physically, at least. "Mary giggled "He just apologized and told me he'd fantasized about getting me naked and, well you get the picture." She started grinding her clit into Bob's pubic bone, getting lost in the feelings of his urgent dick pounding her cunt and the intense, almost burning sensation of her nipples being pinched and pulled. "Oh fuck, I need to cummmmmm. Oh shit. Don't stop! I am really close." Mary groaned.
"No, you can't cum until you tell me everything he said and did. I want to know if he touched you or kissed you. Did you show him anything...did he show you anything? Tell me and I will let you cum." Bob held her hips still against him, feeling her perfect ass under his hands.
"Ok, ok. I'll talk, please don't torture me anymore." Mary laughed "I'd make a terrible CIA agent, ya think? No, he never touched me, I didn't show him anything, he didn't show me...actually, he had a huge tent in his pants when he was telling me...let me tell you what happened and you'll get the picture." Mary was relieved when Bob released her hips and she was able to feel his hard cock slide into her again. "You are so mean."
Mary went on to describe Tom's vision of her and what he would do to her if he had the chance all the time bouncing up and down on Bob's penis. Many times he had to stop her so he didn't cum too soon. When she was coming to the end, Mary gasped, "...and that's when I saw the tent in his pants...I swear it has to be 3 inches longer than yours...oh God, I feel you cumming inside me...shhhhiiiiitttttt, oh my God I'm cummmmmmmmiiinnnggggg...yes...yes...yessssssssss." and collapsed on Bob's chest and lay there for five minutes getting her breath back.
"Whew, that was as intense as last night. I love you so much." Mary said as she hugged him. "You're not upset I can see, but are you disappointed that I...not sure if that was cheating, but that I talked so graphically to another man?"
Bob pushed her shoulders back and looked her in the eye. "You just had fun, that might be cheating in the strictest sense, but you didn't let anything further happen and came home and I was the beneficiary of a beautiful, super-horny woman's lust. Why on earth would I be upset or disappointed. I do have admit something. I have always felt jealous of you Tom, Jack and Bill. You've spent weeks away together, I never asked but I know things happen, people have a few drinks and, you know."
"I know what?" Mary asked with alarm. "You think I've been cheating on you? I've never cheated on you and never will. I love you and they have always been just business colleagues. That was what made last night such a shock. I never even thought they looked upon me as anything but a co-worker. I'm sorry if you've felt like I've been unfaithful to you. Why didn't you ever say anything?" Mary asked as she stroked his cheek.
"I have to confess that, well, while you were on your trips, I'd get jealous thinking what you were doing...you know, together, but at the same time I'd get hard thinking about you with them...this is embarrassing." Bob sighed.
"You jacked off thinking about me getting fucked by other men? Oh Good Lord! You're getting hard again." Mary felt his cock twitch inside her. "You can't be serious. Let's get ready for work, we are definitely running late." With a sopping pop Mary pulled herself off her husband's cock and looked down at it. "What are you 16? You seem to have discovered the fountain of youth. I wish I could stay and make use of that, but I have meetings..." Mary bent down, opened her mouth wide and swallowed his dick, sucking on it hard. Bob groaned with pleasure. She bobbed her head on his cock, deep throating him each time, then pulled off with a loud smack." That was for torturing me earlier. You'd better take care of that before you go to work." She laughed, spun on her heels and went to go shower.
Bob grabbed his slippery rod and closed his eyes and saw Mary under Tom being pounded, her tits bouncing, both of the them moaning in ecstasy and immediately shot his load onto the kitchen floor. "Holy fuck." He thought, "That has to be the quickest I'd recovered ever." He laughed. "Wow, that was hot..."
*****
"Look, I'm going to be honest. Part of me does not want you to cheat on me...a small part..." Bob said staring out the windshield. "But..."
"But what? I'm not really understanding. A small part of you doesn't want me to cheat, so that means a large part of you does? Is that it, you want me to fuck around, come home and tell you about it?" Mary said angrily. "Should I come home filled with cum so you can...I don't fucking believe this. You're hard? I guess I have my answer. I am stunned. I never thought you would think of me as a slut We've been married how long? How long have you had these fantasies?"
"Since we were dating, actually. I have never understood why, it just gets me so...so...I don't know - horny. I am really sorry, I don't really think of you as a slut, in fact your innocence and non-provocative demeanor around other men, makes it even hotter...I can't explain it. Go on, you have to get into work and I have to drive around until this goes down and I can get out of the car." Bob replied sullenly.
"We'll talk about this tonight. I am beginning to understand, and I think I like it. Who needs viagra?" Mary laughed as she gave Bob's tent a squeeze. "I'll see you tonight." Mary opened the door and jumped out.
*****
Mary saw Tom sitting at his desk, gave a friendly wave and hurried onto her office. She was powering up her laptop when Tom quietly came in and closed the door.
"I'm really sorry about last night. I thought I was thinking...what I said, not saying it. I am so sorry, will you forgive me?" Tom looked bashfully at the floor.
"Tom, Tom. Look at me. It's fine." Mary laughed. "You did nothing wrong at all, in fact last night I wouldn't let you drop it. I goaded you into telling me, in fact a lot more than I'm sure you ever wanted to. I actually liked it. I think it is really flattering, and I can tell by where you are looking that you noticed I'm dressing a little differently."
Startled, Tom looked up at Mary's eyes. "Sorry, I...you look great. I mean really great." Tom looked back down noticing the subtly see through blouse with generous view of the creamy swelled gap between her breasts and the flimsy bra underneath, then down to her tight skirt exposing much of her silky thighs.
Mary stood up, spread her arms wide and slowly twirled around, looked back at Tom, wiggled her ass at him. "Please look. I know any woman likes to be appreciated, you can look at me any time you want. I'll never tell you 'My eyes are up here.'" Laughing, she spun back around and said. "We're friends, nothing you can say or do will change that, so if this has been something you've been struggling with, don't waste your time anymore struggling anymore." Mary came over and hugged him feeling his stiff rod press into her. She gently ground against it and whispered in his ear "You might want to sit on the couch before you go back to your desk, God, you're making me feel good about myself." She then went back to get going on the project plan they needed to get done.
Tom sat on the couch and read dry trade magazines and after ten minutes got up and with a nod opened the door and went back to his office.
Later Tom peeked his head in the door. "Lunch? The Mexican place?"
"Sure, but let's go to that place you, Bill and Jack go." Mary stood up and reached for her purse.
"What place?" Tom looked confused.
"C'mon, you know what place. The place you guys always go when I can't make lunch. The topless place."
"Um, we go there 'cause the burgers are so good..I mean, the girls are great and all that, but we really like their burgers." Tom stuttered. "Anyhow none of them can compare to you."
"Now I know you are lying...college coeds with their perky breasts and tight asses. But, yes, I'd like to try the burgers there. Get your keys since Bob drove me today." Mary followed Tom back to his office.
After being seated Mary was amazed at all the beautiful topless girls. "Wow, I see why you come here. These girls are flawless. I wonder which one will be ours."
"I think the blonde coming over here." Tom indicated behind Mary.
Mary turned around and saw a tall thin blonde with large tear-dropped shaped bouncing breasts coming over. Finding she was staring at the bouncing orbs she spun back around and laughed. "Oh my God. I am sure she was thinking "My eyes are up here." I'm so embarrassed. Do you like her breasts?" Mary asked Tom.
"Uh-yeah. What do you think? Anyhow, she's a waitress in a topless bar. I'm sure no one ever notices what color her eyes are. Hello, we were just admiring you as you walked over." Tom said with a grin, obviously studying her top to bottom. "My friend Mary is new here, so you have to pardon her blushing." Tom chuckled looking at Mary.
"I'm Crystal and I'll be your waitress this afternoon. We'll make Mary as comfortable as possible." She pulled out the chair right next to Mary and leaned over. "What can I get you...to drink?"
Mary could feel the girls warmth and her fairly sweet lavender smell. "I'd like an IPA, whatever you have on tap, but pardon me for saying so, but your fragrance...it is like lavender, but I'd expect hamburger or food, how do you do it? I'm sorry, that is so rude, forget I said anything."
Crystal laughed. "No, please I am in no way offended. The waitresses here pretty much avoid going back into the kitchens, at least most of us do..." Crystal said looking over at a busty brunette with a quick scowl, "anyhow mostly we avoid getting too close to the cooks." Leaning into Mary and turning to Tom, "What would you like to drink?"
"I'll have the same, the Arrogant Bastard Ale still the IPA on tap?" Tom replied. "Do you think it is appropriate for Mary to be wearing that bra in here? I am not really a designer, but it somehow ruins the lines..."
Crystal pulled back and looked down at Mary's blouse, noticing the clear view of the bra. "You know, you are right. You have a keen eye for fashion. Mary, there's a restroom all the way at the end." Pointing down the hall. "The drinks are on the house if you lose the bra." Crystal said locking eyes with Mary. "On the other hand I'm not sure we girls want the competition."
Mary blushed deeply looking around to see if anyone was looking. Every table was engrossed in conversations with themselves or with the waitresses. She shrugged, grabbed her purse and went down to the ladies room.
When she came out and started walking down the hall, she felt really exposed. Her breasts were bouncing and her nipples were rubbing against the fabric making them hard as nails. Trying to walk carefully so they wouldn't bounce was futile, so she just proudly strode in. The tables no longer were engrossed in themselves and half the room was staring at her with men nudging their buddies and nodding their heads in her direcction. She saw Crystal had brought the beers and was unblinkingly admiring her unfettered 34 Ds.
"Do you want a job here? Mary, you could make some serious tips with those assets." Crystal said softly "I am so jealous, look at you."
Mary quickly sat down and laughed. "I cannot believe I am doing this. I never have done anything like this before."
"Admit it - it's liberating. I never understood why so many women cover everything up. It is not like streaking or anything like that. You have a blouse on." Crystal said while admiring Mary's spectacular nipples poking through her blouse. "I'll leave you to look at the menu and be back, unless you know what you want."
"Tom, do you know what you want? I was just going to try a burger, but if you think something is better..." Mary looked at Tom who could not take his eyes off Mary's chest.
Tom was mesmerized by the huge dark nipples barely covered by the blouse and the way they defied gravity. "Um, sure... a burger is fine." Tom stuttered. "Medium rare with pepperjack."
"I'll have mine medium rare with cheddar, do you have jalapenos?" Mary asked?
"Sure, fresh or pickled?" Crystal wrote down their orders and with a last look at Mary's blouse "And your beer is so on the house." She said with a wink at Mary, then went back to place their order.
"Here's to work and getting huge contacts next week." Tom said raising his glass. "And to those..." He continued indicating down with his glass. "They really are better than I imagined. I think you should go back to the office like that. Might raise morale..." Tom laughed. "Also, I think our girl Crystal here, likes you. I think you could get lucky." Tom laughed.
Mary snorted her beer, "No way. She is just being a good waitress and making the customer feel good so she can get a good tip. She is really cute though. I've never...never mind. Time to change the subject."
"You've never been with another woman? Seriously? Every woman I've known has said the same thing. "I tried it once and it was Ok, but I prefer men"...or something like that. You've never even once? You went to college, I mean, doesn't that sort of thing happen?"
Mary looked at Tom. "I was always in a relationship, with a guy, and it never came up. Or, it did, but I didn't want to cheat on my boyfriend. There was this one girl who always seemed to shower at the same time I did, and actually asked me back to her room, but I told her I was going with a guy and wasn't going to cheat on him. She asked me to invite him to watch."
Tom laughed. "Cheat on him? I guarantee you, he would have gladly watched, he's a guy."
"Anyhow, nothing ever happened. Plus, I'm not interested in women. I like men," Mary looked around, "though I might rethink that. Where do these girls come from? I feel like I'm at the Playboy Mansion."
"They are really hot. Most work here to help pay for their tuition. I'm sure with the tips they get it is a lot better than working at an IHOP. But changing the subject. What got into you? Our talk last night? It has to be more than that. You've been Miss Pant Suit for as long as I can remember, and today you show up looking really sexy, actually revealing some things."
Mary stopped to consider how much she should tell Tom, but decided to tell him everything. "You made me really hot with your confession last night and Bob was already in bed when I got home, and well...in the middle of the night I dreamt of...well you had your mouth all over me. I must have been moaning...this is really embarrassing." Mary said softly. "I guess I woke up Bob and attacked him. We had great sex which never happens, at least not at 2 AM. This morning he asked me what happened last night to get me all aroused and stuff."
"Oh God, you told him what I said?" Shit, I'm sure he hates me now. I'm really sorry, was he mad?" Tom looked at Mary pleadingly.
Mary laughed. "Actually this is the weird thing. He probed me for details...everything you said and what I said. He asked if I showed you anything and if you touched me. I assured him nothing like that happened and that it was just talk. But...but, he got a huge woody and, well...I climbed on top of him and he made me describe everything while he...we...oh God, that is enough detail. What I really need to say is, he got off on it. He liked it! It turned him on. He even told me he assumed we'd made love...fucked when on our trips...He assumed that!" Mary studied Tom to gauge his reaction. "So, I decided to dress...inappropriately to work and see how he reacted."
"How did he react?" Tom asked.
"He loved it, I'm sure he had to drive around before getting to work. I'm not sure what I am supposed to do now. Hang on, here comes our burgers."
Crystal arrived with the food and looking at both of them, said. "Wow, I should have stayed...I can feel the...never mind. Would you like anything else, vinegar for the chips?" she said with a grin.
Tom looked at Crystal and said, "Thanks, vinegar would be great and that aura you feel is a lot about you."
After Crystal left, "Ok, that was a really bad line. Tell me you don't use shit like that to pick these girls up, anyhow they are half your age." Mary laughed.
"I've never tried to pick up girls here, though even if I were to strike out, it might be fun to try." Tom said looking around. "But I guarantee you that you would have no problem picking Crystal up. Here she comes."
Crystal brought the bottle from behind Mary and leaning over she draped her breasts over Mary's shoulder and set the bottle on the table. Still leaning over she asked in a throaty voice, "Is that it? Nothing else? Another IPA?" and as she pulled her arm back while brushing her breast against Mary's cheek, she ran her hand up across Mary's breast feeling the hard nipple, pausing and giving a gentle squeeze. "Anything else you need, please don't hesitate." She stood up and went over to another table.
"Holy shit!" Tom said. "I've never seen anything like that. We have been here maybe 10 times and although they are always flirting, I've never seen that. You almost had a lap dance. Jesus! I hope I can calm down before we leave, you can guess what state I'm in."
Mary watched Crystal walk away amazed at how she felt like kissing her...almost reached up to feel her breast. Shaking her head, she turned back to Tom, "We'd better eat and get back since we have that meeting at one." She picked up her burger and started to eat, but stole a somewhat jealous look back at the tall blonde with perfect breasts chatting with the men at the other table.



"I suppose we should talk about work so things won't be...x-rated when I get up to leave." Tom said with a grin.
Crystal came over when they were done, picked up their plates and glasses. "Dessert?"
"Sorry, no, we have to get back...meetings and all. But thanks. I have to say you are the best, and most interesting waitress I've ever had." Mary laughed.
"Ok, I'll get the check. But, actually you haven't had me...yet." Crystal winked at Mary and turned to prepare their check.
"Man, this stuff never happens to me. You suck as a wing man." Tom snorted. "I'm never taking you to a strip club...no matter how much you beg."
Crystal came back with the check, laid it in from of Tom and put a folded piece of paper in front of Mary. "Please ask for me next time you come in. I'll take care of you." Crystal looked and Mary and then over at Tom. "I like you guys, you are fun to talk to." She spun on her heels and walked away exaggeratingly swinging her hips with a final laugh.
"What does the note say, tell me it is not her home phone." Tome said. "And why did she put the bill in front of me?"
"Relax, it is not her home phone, it's her cell." Mary chuckled. "And we split the tab, like always."
Tom watched curiously as Mary got up and walked over to Crystal as she was filling a tray full of water glasses, watched them have a few words, the saw her bounce back to put her bra back on in the restroom. "Too bad," he thought, "That was a good look. I could get used to that."
When Mary got back to the table Tom asked Mary, "What did you say to Crystal?"
"I asked her to beer Thursday next week. I hope that's alright." Mary said seriously. "Bill and Jack might not like her." She said laughingly.
"What did she say?"
"She is off Thursdays..and if she weren't, she'd swap out shifts with someone. Yes, she said she'd be there."
Tom was amazed, "Perhaps you might be a decent wing man after all, though she has no interest in me, but maybe she has a friend."
"Apparently she has a friend," Mary said seriously.
"Who?"
"Me, silly. You really need to keep up, c'mon, let's go." Mary sighed. Waving to Crystal, they weaved their way out to the car.
*****
Bob pulled up and Mary was waiting for him looking so hot. He had spent the entire day hoping she was ready to continue where they left off.
Climbing in, Mary leaned over, kissed Bob hard and said, "You won't believe the lunch I had today."
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"We have to get some sleep, what time is it? 2 AM?" Mary shoved Bob's sweaty body off of her. "Did you take Viagra or something? 3 times, plus this morning? I might not need to shop around for a cute teenage boy if you've got that kind of stamina." Mary chuckled, "On second thought forget I mentioned that. I really do not need to feed any more of your perverted fantasies."
Bob groaned and flopped onto his back. "I'm exhausted. The image of you showing your tits to everyone in a restaurant, and Tom right across from you...oh God, Crystal. She really grabbed your breast?" He turned his head to Mary while stroking his half hard cock. "Did you like it? Do you want to feel that again? Do you want to feel her soft hands on your huge breasts, playing with your hot, hard nipples?"
Mary looked over at Bob stroking his cock, "It was weird having a woman touch me, but it also felt...natural...right. For some reason I almost turned and kissed her, but with her breast pressing against my cheek, I'm not so sure it would have been her lips I kissed." Mary laughed. "I didn't tell you about that, did I? When she brought something to the table she leaned across my shoulder and her right breast was right there...next to my face. It was stimulating seeing another woman's breast so near I could feel her body heat, her hardened pink nipple with her swollen areola so close...then she turned and pressed that soft flesh against my cheek, so firm, so soft, so warm...oohhhhhh, I wish I would have tasted it, I'll bet it tasted like lavender." Mary closed her eyes and took her left hand and started squeezing her breast and pulling at the nipple and with her right started rubbing her engorged clit.
Bob reached over and plunged his first two fingers into her sopping pussy to which Mary responded by thrusting her pelvis up into his hand. Bob was amazed how hot she felt and how violently she was thrusting against his fingers. His thumb was pushing hard against her button and his hand was soaking wet. I was like riding a bucking bronco. Bob's arm was getting tired, but he sure wasn't going to stop.
Mary rolled on top of Bob and ground her crotch into Bob's hand as hard as she could, her hips pressing hard; her huge breasts crushed against Bob's chest. She was thrusting down on him, then lifting up and pressing hard, over and over. She was lost in the waves of pleasure, Bob's fingers wedged in her; thumb grinding her aroused clit; peaking and peaking, amazed that she could feel this much for so long without climaxing and finally, at last, exploded in ecstasy. "Oooohhhhh fuuuuuuuck. Yesssss...yes...yessss...yessssssssssss. I'll do it...I'll do it...I'd really like that again." Panting hard, "Oh my God that was fucking intense. Holy crap, I feel dizzy." Mary's body slick with shared sweat slid off of Bob and onto her back next to him her legs immodestly splayed out wide. Still panting, she said, "I have no idea where that came from, but wherever it came from, I really want more. I can't seem to catch my breath, oh my God..."
On his side, Bob looked over at Mary while rubbing his cramped hand covered with the copious amount of cum, "God. You really liked that. You want Crystal don't you? That is so hot. I know my fantasies about you have been with a man, but this might actually be hotter...the thought of you licking pussy...having your pussy licked...oh wow. That is fucking hot. You'll really do her?" Bob was now fully hard and his sopping left hand was stroking his fully hard cock.
Mary felt the bed shake, looked over and said. "Yes, if she wants to, yes. I'd like to try that. Here, let me help you out. Just think about me pulling down Crystal's thong, her lifting her hips to make it easier, revealing her tight, smooth, shaved pussy...pushing her thighs apart...leaning in and with my tongue mmmmph" Mary couldn't finish her sentence as she had crawled over and sucked Bob's penis into her mouth. Mary could taste herself all over his slick cock and buried her lips against his pubic hair. Then pulled all the way up, grasping his fat dick with her hand flicked her tongue all over the huge head and across the slit leaking pre cum. Then she plunged back down, again and again and again knowing that drove Bob crazy.
Bob closed his eyes imagining Mary's tongue wedging itself between Crystal's labia, probing deeper and deeper, his hand squeezing Mary's breast harder than he usually did imaging it was Crystal's...amazed that Mary was able to fit his wide cock into her mouth...her throat. When he thought about Mary's tongue probing deeply in Crystal's twat he started bucking his hips and driving his cock as deep as he could down Mary's gullet and exploded feeling Mary's throat constrict as she swallowed most of his cum. "Uh...uh..uhhh...uhhhh, yes...yes...suck that pussy...swallow that cummmmm." Bob moaned, and spent, dropped his hand clutching at Mary's breast and going totally limp, started softly snoring.
Shaking her head, Mary rolled off the bed and went into the bathroom to take a quick shower before getting much-needed sleep. Closing the door and turning on the light she was startled at the woman in the mirror. Her hair was everywhere. Her creamy breasts had red blotches where Bob had grasped them. Her patch of soft, blonde pubic hair was matted; her lips looked bruised and swollen; legs, slick with juices. She had cum running down her cheek and on her shoulder...and her legs. She turned and saw angry hand prints on her ass cheeks. She laughed, shaking her head started the shower...
When Mary woke up Saturday, she saw it was just after noon and Bob had already gotten up and gauging by the aromas had made coffee. Groaning, she swung her feet onto the floor, feeling like she ran a marathon the day before. She was happy to see the bruises on her chest were barely visible, but she wasn't going to be able to wear anything low cut for a day or two.
Bab was in the kitchen cooking pancakes and the table was set with juice already poured. He kissed her with passion his hands pulling her ass, feeling her tight muscular glutes under his flexing fingers. "God I love you. You are the most beautiful woman in the world, and sexy as hell. Have a seat and I'll bring you coffee."
Sitting back in his chair, Bob looked at Mary. "Now's a good time for a meeting. So, you really are going to...I'm not sure what to call it. Fuck Crystal? Get with Crystal? Anyhow, was that just the throes of passion, or would you really like to do that?"
With a smile, Mary looked back at Bob. "I don't know. I feel we've crossed a line somewhere. I'm not saying that it's wrong, I'm just saying this is new territory. I've never cheated on you, never come close. I've never felt that there's been anything missing, but now...now I see...Crap! What am I saying? Let me start over. Yes, I'm intrigued. I don't ever remember being attracted to a woman, but something opened up for me last Thursday. It really excited me hearing Tom graphically telling me what he wanted to do to me...you getting excited rather than pissed...intentionally wearing revealing clothes to work and taking my bra off in public! That was really slutty, and I know I've never felt so vulnerable, so exposed before, but I felt that I could have had any guy in the place, right there on a table...if I wanted. Fuck, that's a powerful feeling. I'm going to say yes, that if Crystal wants, I'd like to make love with her, I think 'make love' is the term you are looking for." Mary studied Bob's face noting the eagerness in it.
"But, as for sleeping with another man," Mary continued, "I'm not sure. That is a whole lot different. I don't feel right about sleeping with Tom, Bill or Jack. I work with them. I have to see them almost every day. That puts a lot of strain on the business relationships. On the other hand, I am not ready to let a total stranger stick his dick in me...and what about diseases? I'm on the pill, so that isn't a worry. Do I make them all wear condoms? You know how I hate those things, they make a penis taste horrible...and you hate them as I'm sure all other men do too."
Bob shifted in his seat trying to ease pressure of his erection. "I am thrilled that you want to have sex with Crystal...God I wish I could see that, but you have to tell me every detail. And don't call it cheating. That is 180 degrees from what this is. This is with my full compliance. As for men, I see no issue. Stick with professional looking men at the conferences you go to. I wouldn't suggest going to a biker bar, or picking a guy up at a strip club...also, what is so wrong about changing the workplace dynamic? People have hooked up at work and as long as they are mature adults, they deal with whatever comes up. I do see an issue if you were to sleep with, say Tom and not Bill or Jack since that might cause tension within your team, but if you were to sleep with all three it might actually make your team stronger. And you let them know that this only happens when you are travelling together..." Bob had to reach down to shift his raging erection again.
Mary got up, pulled the breakfast table away, pulled off her shorts and panties and straddled Bob's lap. Grinding her wet pussy into Bob's tented crotch, she leaned forward and cooed into his ear. "So, I let each of them fuck me, taking turns all week...or should I do all three at once? And when we get back and one of them, say Tom, comes into my office for something and after closing the door decides it is alright to kiss me, you know, as a greeting, that's not fucking...and of course I return the kiss, not just a kiss since we've fucked...and next you know he will, because he's a man, he'll grab my ass and pull my pussy into his hard cock." Mary continued to grind into the huge sausage in Bob's pants. "And you know his hand will slide up under my blouse just to innocently rub my back...and you know he will, because he's a man, he'll pop the clasp on my bra. I, of course can't say anything since our tongues are wrestling each other, so if I do object it will sound like a groan just encouraging him." Mary paused to stick her tongue in Bob's ear while feeling Bob duplicate every action she is describing. "And with my bra undone, there's nothing to keep his hands off my bare breasts...my hard nipples...he has to grab them, to feel them, pinch and pull, he's a man." Mary softly whispered in Bob's ear. "And this is your fault since you insisted I go to work without panties, what is to stop him when he spins me around and pushes my chest down onto the desk and lifts up my skirt? And you know I'd have to spread my legs for balance, I can't be falling over. And when he looks at my wet, aroused pussy and my tight ass, you really expect Tom to not drive his rock hard, eight inch cock into me? My ass if I offered it to him before? My tight wet pussy? You think he'll stop, open up his wallet and grab a condom? I don't think so. And when he thrusts his cock into my pussy, you know he won't pull out...you know that. You've told me time and again, my pussy walls are so smooth and silky men cannot pull out...they have to spew their sperm into my womb. And just as he is doing that...when he is groaning loudly and spasming inside me, do you think he remembered to lock the door? Why would he? It was just a business visit. So when Bill and Jack open the door seeing my white ass being pounded by Tom, you really can't believe that they will agree that fucking your wife is reserved for hotel rooms in far off cities..."
Bob pulled Mary's ass hard into his cock feeling her pubic bone dig into him grinding hard until he shot cum all over the insides of his pants. Red-faced and panting hard Bob gasped, "Jesus Christ you know how to spice up a meeting. Ok, I agree, it is stupid to limit it to 'far off cities' as long as you tell me about it...now I have to go shower and put on fresh pants. We'll talk later. You still feel like biking?" Seeing her nod yes, he lifted her off his lap and staggered out of the kitchen.
Mary mused, "We've lived in this house for 6 years and yesterday and today were the first two times we've had sex in here...what other rooms are we missing?"
When Bob came down, Mary was sitting in the living room wearing her tight lycra shorts and biking top. "I see you are ready, where should we ride. How far do you feel like going?" Bob asked.
"I'd like to ride out towards Avon, but no more than 50 miles. I'm afraid to see how my seat feels after the pounding you gave it the last day or so. Also, it is all country roads so we can talk some more. I think we need to establish ground rules if I decide to do this. I have to say that this is a huge step to take and I need to be 100% comfortable. I really don't want to get naked with someone, get them all riled up and just stop and leave them hanging. I cannot do that to anyone...except you, yesterday morning. But you deserved it." Laughing, Mary got up and led Bob to the garage to get their bikes.
The day was clear and beautiful and they had the roads to themselves. "We sure picked the right day to get out, what a perfect day." Mary said as they were cruising next to each other down the road. "I hate to break the mood, but ground rules."
"Sure, I agree. As much as I want this, I want you to be comfortable with this. First, at any time, if you want to stop this, just say the word." Bob replied.
"Ok, that is necessary, also I will not sleep with anyone just because you want me to. If I like a guy and find him sexy, then I'll explore it, but never tell me that I need to do something with anyone I am not comfortable with." Mary said firmly.
"Hey, that's fine. I never want anything to happen to you. I really appreciate you being open minded about this. This has been a fantasy of mine for years."
"Which was a shock to me, not sure why you never said anything. When you think about it I haven't done anything with anyone and me just telling you about situations was sufficient to get you pretty excited. I can tell you about guys I've been with in the past. I'm happy with that, I don't need to have sex with anyone else." Mary replied. "You really sure you want me to go through with this? Next Thursday I'll be seeing Crystal and if things develop, I might not get home until Friday morning. Will you be ok with that?" Mary and Bob had pulled over and Mary was looking at him intently.
Bob laughed and looked down at his crotch. "Seriously? What do you think?"
Mary saw the clear outline of his fat penis fully engorged in his thin bike shorts and laughed. "Oh Christ. I can't say anything to you without you getting excited? Really? Are you going to be able to ride with that?" Mary asked glancing around for a sheltered area.
Bob shrugged and yanked his water bottle out of the cage and dumped the contents over his head, "I guess I'll have to deal with it. I might just be doing this a lot when you are at your shows." Bob said laughing.
Mary nodded. "Ok, 3 more things. First, tell me now so we don't regret things later. Anything you would prefer that I don't do?"
"Like what?" Bob asked. "I think what you decide is fine with me, unless you want to do a snuff flick or something equally evil." He laughed.
"What the hell is a snuff flick...nevermind, I mean anal. I've done anal in the past and somewhat enjoyed it, but personally I can take it or leave it, but those who have done me in the ass seem to really like it. If the guy I'm with wants it I want to know if that is an option." Mary replied. "I know we never have, but no way is that beer can of yours getting anywhere near my ass. I'm talking about normal penises."
"I know, just once in my life I'd like to try anal sex, but I understand, anyhow this is your call. I would like you to have as much fun as possible...I think I need your water bottle now." Bob said sheepishly.
"Ok, let's save it until we are done with the ground rules. Next I may not insist they use a condom, I suppose it depends on who they are, nor will I have them pull out. If they want to that is fine, but I don't want to go into this insisting everyone wears one or pulls out when they'd rather cum inside me. Of course I am not going near anyone who seems iffy, but you never know. Looking at you, you seem respectable. Who would have thought you were a perv?" Mary looked at Bob waiting for confirmation.
"I guess I am, but of course, something about condoms diminishes the experience, your call." Bob replied. "What else?"
"Lastly, I promise that I will never sleep with anyone without telling you, and I guess it goes without saying, I'm not sleeping with your dad or your brother. That would be cheating, and I love you way too much to do that. I actually enjoy how easy it is to get that thing" pointing at the huge lump in Bob's shorts "excited and how it stretches me out. Here, I think we are done." Mary finished, handing him her water bottle. "We have 35 miles to go, so we should probably do this."
Five minutes after Bob used up the last of their water, they were able to finish their ride.
The following Monday Mary ran into Tom grabbed his arm and pulled him into her office. "Have you talked to Jack or Bill yet?"
"No, why? What's wrong?" Tom asked anxiously.
"Nothing's wrong, I'm just a little embarrassed about my...um, exposure Friday. That is not like me and I'm actually a bit embarrassed about it, so if you could just keep this between us, I'd really appreciate it. Also, let's let Crystal Thursday be a surprise, you know a spur of the moment thing. Ok?" Mary asked sweetly.
"I won't say anything and I am not sure they'd believe my anyhow. You never have done anything to make us believe you were a sexual being before. We all assumed you and Bob had sex, but we actually discussed this...never mind. I can't tell you about that. What time did you tell Crystal to show up for beer Thursday?"
"Six, but what? You've discussed my, our sex life? You think I'm some sort of sexless creature? What did you guys say, and tread lightly, I may never let you see...what I showed you on Friday again."
Tom hastily replied. "It's nothing bad...not really bad anyhow. Jack, Bill and I were at a strip club in San Fran, remember, when you had food poisoning so the three of us went out to eat, anyways I think it was Bill looking at one of the strippers writhing on a pole who said, can you imagine Mary doing that? And Jack laughed and said that you probably would strip down to one of those bathing suits women wore in 1900. And you and Bob turned out the lights and dutifully performed what was expected of you. You have to admit, you never showed anything with your pant suits and turtlenecks. However, all of us agreed that we would empty our wallets to get to see you naked. Let's drop it, sorry I told you."
Mary laughed really hard to see how red Tom was. "That's it? I just never wanted to be judged as a female, I have worked hard to get where I am, where we are. You guys were always promoted and got where you are without your manager staring at your boobs and intimating that some type of quid pro quo would help my career. I have tried to appear as professional as possible so it is my body of work that people look at, not my body."
"Ok, I'm sorry, again, but you have no idea how wonderful it was that you let me see your body. sure, you are the best we have here and your body of work is really impressive, but let's face it, so is your body. Your breasts are even more spectacular that I imagined." Grinning, Tom went over and sat on the couch. "So, tell me, are you really going to sleep with Crystal? Forget the pole at the strip club, for this I would empty my bank account."
Mary came over and sat next to him. "I don't know. I guess I'll be open minded when she is there, but it is possible she finds you three a lot more appealing, you are all really good looking guys. I did tell Bob that I might not be home until Friday morning depending on how things go." Mary laughed.



"And he is ok with that? Really? I can't say I would try to stop you from getting with Crystal, but I'd insist on watching if not joining in. That would be a long night for me and I'm sure I'd get no sleep." Tom reached out and put his hand on Mary's thigh and was softly stroking her while he talked.
"Bob is...yeah. How can I describe it. Enthused? Ecstatic? Aroused? Let's go with all of the above. This is like a dream come true for him, again. Not a word about this to anyone...I mean it. Ever." Mary glared at Tom.
"I have never blabbed about anything. Gees, who do you think I am. What happens between us stays between us. So, Bob is one of those guys who gets off on their wives stepping out on them. That's cool. It sure is a lot better than needing to fuck other women. He just stays home while you and Crystal...?" Tom asked with raised eyebrows while stroking up under Mary's skirt.
"Yep, he stays home. In a way I wish he were the kind of guy that goes prowling for pussy, I cannot say I am completely comfortable with someone other than Bob touching me, though your hand does feel nice on my thigh. That might be high enough though, I'd rather you didn't discover I'm not wearing panties today." Mary jumped up and headed over to her desk. "Let's talk later and go over Seattle in two weeks. What is the game plan?"
Tom groaned. "Really? No panties? I know that we are at work, but please show me, even a quick flash."
Mary sat at her desk. "I was kidding, go back to your office and put together those projections, and I don't mean the projection you've got there. " She said staring at the bulge in Tom's pants. "You men really have it bad, I get excited and no one can tell, but you...can I ask you something? Never mind. Forget I said anything."
Tom stayed seated and asked. "What did you want to ask me? We've know each other for year, and frankly I've told you my most personal fantasies...so what did you want to ask?"
Mary thought for a moment and thought, "What the fuck, we've talked about everything else." She stood up and came around to the front of her desk and leaned back against it. "Ok, you can blow me off if you like, but I've been curious since I saw that tent last Thursday. How big is it...your, you know. Your penis?" Mary asked softly with a red face.
With a loud laugh, Tom stood up and grabbed the tent in his pants. "This old thing, really? It's just a normal, average, 7 1/2 inch long penis. You could have asked me anytime and I'd have been glad to show you."
Feeling a rush of heat Mary stared at his tent, "Really, that long? I've never... um. Ok, that's it, let's get everything ready for Seattle." Licking her lips she spun around and went back behind her desk and got to work while Tom paced the floor until finally leaving and heading back to his office.
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Bill, Jack, Tom and Mary got to the bar just before six and were greeted by Julie. "I saved your same table and the usual beers?" Julie asked as she started to lead them back.
Mary interrupted, "Can we get another chair there? We should be joined by a fifth."
"I have something better" Julie said and spun to the right and led them to a corner booth that would easily fit five or six. "Who else are you expecting, I can send them back." Julie said.
"Her name is Crystal, she's my height, blond...beautiful." Mary replied.
"What? You asked someone to join our group without clearing with us? And a beautiful babe on top of that? Amazingly presumptive of you." Bill said jokingly and turned to slide into the booth.
"I cleared it, she is fully vetted." Tom laughed. "She could be Mary's sister, but seems to reveal a bit more in her attire."
After they were seated, Jack looked at Mary. "What is different about you? I know, you look less uptight, You've unbuttoned your top button. I like it. Why the change?"
"I know, Tom informed me that I was too stuffy and looked like and old school marm, so I thought I'd let some light in, so to speak. Anyhow, how was training? Did you have Patterson there? He's so good." Mary replied.
"Yeah, we had him for two sessions, he was good, but I think your friend has arrived." Jack said looking over Mary's shoulder.
Mary turned to see Julie leading Crystal back dressed in tight white shorts cut low on her flawless stomach and a red blouse tied tightly under her full breasts. Mary got up and received a warm hug. She self consciously felt her nipples harden and was aware that Crystal's had also. "I'm really glad you came," Mary said breaking the embrace, "you know Tom, this is Bill and Jack going counter clockwise around the booth. And this is Julie, our good friend here so you have to be nice to her." Mary said laughing.
Crystal smiled at Julie and gave her a hug, then turning back to the booth and while holding her arms down to her side said, "I feel under dressed." Looking around the table at everyone wearing suit coats then over at Mary, "Even you, Mary...Anyhow, it is nice to meet you all, is everyone at your company a hottie?" Crystal looked appraisingly around the table. "Mary, are all these single guys? Your husband lets you hang around with them?"
Jack got up and gave Crystal a quick hug and offered the booth. Crystal slid over between Bill and Jack and in response to Julie asking what she wanted to drink asked for a dry margarita, rocks, with salt.
Jack turned to Crystal, "Tom mentioned that you and Mary could be sisters and I'm amazed how similar you both are. Tall, blonde...great figures, however, " looking over an Mary, "he said you dress a bit more revealingly. Any way you could work with Mary on that?"
Crystal laughed, "She lets her hair down, but apparently everyone of you needs to let their hair down. This is how you relax with suits and ties? I know, the ties are loosened, but Christ I feel naked sitting here with this group." Crystal turned to her right and yanked the tie off Jack and pushed the coat off his shoulders which he shrugged off and hung on the hook by the booth. Then she made a show of slowly unbuttoning the top three buttons on his shirt revealing his muscular, hairy chest. She sat back admiring her work. There, that is so much better, Bill you are next. Soon the guys were sitting there looking a lot more relaxed. Crystal turned to Tom, "Perhaps you could help Mary loosen up a bit?"
Tom looked at Crystal with raised eyebrows and then at Mary. Mary shrugged and turned to face Tom who slid her jacket off her shoulders then took it and draped it over the back of the booth, then turned to look back at Crystal.
"The buttons, are you too shy to touch her chest?" Crystal ordered.
Tom looked at Mary who sat facing him like she was waiting. Tom reached over and popped the second and third buttons, then hesitated and pulled the two sides apart revealing Mary's bulging cleavage and the top of her lacy bra.
"That's better, now I don't feel like I'm a stripper and I'll be needing to give you all lap dances." Crystal laughed.
"Speaking of being a stripper, what do you actually do?" Bill asked pulling his eyes away from Mary's spectacular cleavage. "Are you still in college?"
"No, I work over as a waitress, but I'm really trying to get acting roles...like Penny on The Big Bang." Crystal laughed. "I'm even from Nebraska. So, you guys are a team, how long have you worked together?"
"How long have we been at team? They put us together in 2010? So, five years." Bill replied.
"What does your team do? Sales?"
"We do sales, but also we are also IT architects. They wanted a team trained in a variety of technologies who could go into a client's place and suggest the optimal technological solutions for whatever issues they might have. We were encouraged to work closely together and to mesh our varying skill sets into a cohesive unit." Bill looked around and laughed, "I'm pretty sure I completely erased any...um, sexual tension we might have had. I think I have a new skill set." Looking at Mary, Bill added, "I'd much rather find out what got into Mary to let her hair down...and the opening on her blouse. I know this is inappropriate since we are colleagues, but I've thought about what you are hiding. Sorry, sorry, I shouldn't say anything." Bill stammered blushing.
"I'm not sorry, at first I was disappointed I wasn't sitting next to Mary, but being here across the table, I'm over that." Jack laughed. "Why have you been hiding those assets all these years? I'm not saying you should walk around the office with three buttons undone, but two would be appropriate. You always dress like a nun." Turning to Crystal, "Thanks, you are a good influence on our girl here."
Mary blushed, fingering her third button, "I think this might actually be too much and perhaps two undone is more appropriate, like you say."
"Garbage! Leave it. You look so much more relaxed and Mary...as they say, if you got it, flaunt it. You know how much more in tips I'd get if I had those." Julie who had come up to the table nodded down to Mary's cleavage. "From here, the view is so much better. So, another round?"
They ordered another round and when Julie left, Jack got up and headed back to the restrooms. When he got back he stopped and looked down Mary's blouse, quietly nodded to himself and sat back down.
Bill leaned over and quietly asked, "How was the view?"
"Better that here, you need to hit the restroom?"
Crystal laughed. "You horn dogs. It's like you've never seen a woman before. Mary, the guys want to see more of you, why don't you lean forward like we are in a private conversation...c'mon, give them a peek."
Blushing and still fingering the third button, Mary sat forward and leaned forward towards Crystal draping her large breasts on the table and when she leaned forward her top separated farther and her breasts obviously strained at the flimsy bra. She was so red even her fleshy mounds glowed with a bright pink hue. "This is embarrassing, like I'm flashing you guys."
Crystal reached over and clasping Mary's hands, pulling her even farther onto the table, leaned in and kissed her on the lips, then leaned back and whispered to Mary "You're a hit. Revel in it. Tell me this isn't empowering, can't you feel the effect you are having on these poor boys?" With a wink, Crystal gave a quick squeeze on May's warm hands, let go and sat back.
Mary sat back and looked at Crystal. "You know, every one of us has three buttons, exactly three buttons undone, but why do you just have two?"
"I am not wearing a bra, and the third button is way down here." Crystal indicated by pulling down her blouse and Bill and Jack here will get an eyeful if I undo one more."
Mary glared at Crystal. "I'm sorry, this is not optional. This table is reserved for those with three buttons undone and you'll either have to leave, or comply with the rules."
Startled, Crystal looked at Mary who finally burst out laughing. "I'm kidding, but as friends of these three guys here, I think you should do it anyhow."
Grinning, Crystal reach down and undid the final button and sitting up, proudly thrust her chest out. Mary stood and reached across oblivious to the now full exposure of her hanging, bra encased globes and opened up Crystal's top. Sitting back down she said with a satisfied voice. "There, now I don't feel like the only one here naked." She then looked around the now quiet table at all the wide eyes. "God, I think the sexual tension is back. Bill why don't you tell more about your job to Crystal so you can eventually stand up without..." Mary nodded down knowingly.
"Yeah, we have to drink up since we have the presentation to give with the director first thing. Next week is Seattle, Crystal, when we are in town we meet here every Thursday. I can speak for everyone here that you are more than welcome, in fact you added a dynamic that was definitely missing, " Jack said pointedly looking at her exposed left breast." and a certain ambiance previously missing. Can I perhaps give you a lift home?"
Crystal laughed. "You are absolutely sweet and normally I'd consider that offer, but there are some things I'd like to go over with Mary." Reaching up and pulling Jack's face over she planted a kiss right on his lips. "Nice, I'm definitely curious what else you can do with those soft lips...mmmm. But perhaps another time."
"You guys go, I'll get the tab, I think it's my turn anyhow." Mary said
Jack slip out grabbing his coat and casually draped it across his arms in front. Ted and Bill joined him and Mary and Crystal were laughing as they watched all three march out with their coats in front of their waists.
"We sure did a job on them, that was fun." Mary said as the slid into the booth next to each other. "You are not really a lesbian, are you? I mean, at the restaurant, you seemed...well, with me, you were attentive. This is awkward, you're just going to smile at me and not say anything, aren't you?"
Crystal laughed. "Mary, you are so fun since there is such an innocence about you, but I like guys and girls. Normally I would have rubbed against Tom at the restaurant, you would not believe how much a boob graze gets you in tips. One time I leaned over to put something on the table and brushed my nipple right across a really cute guys lips and without hesitation he sucked it right in. I got a $50 tip for a $43 bill and walked around for the next five minutes with a wet, glistening nipple. I just like to have fun with my customers, though I never accept a pick up line, ever. I have never dated a single customer...until now. I guess with you I broke a ground rule."
Mary burst out laughing. "Don't say ground rules, please. I know, I know it's an inside joke and I'll tell you about it some day. I just spent the weekend talking ground rules with my husband. But, why me? I don't understand, I'm not a lesbian, nor bi...I've never even been with a woman...ever. I'm nothing special."
"I'll tell you later, if you come back with me, but I'd like another marg. You interested? I'll buy."
"Sure, I'll have another IPA." Mary turned, got Julie's attention and waved her over.
"So, two weeks in a row your staying a little later." Julie remarked "Another marg and IPA?"
"Sure, and since it looks really quiet, can we buy you a drink so you can join us?" Crystal replied. "we can have a little girl's time."
"It is a good time for a break and I'd love to, be right back," And turning her head back laughing "You don't have to buy me a drink, I work here, in fact I'll get these."
"I guess we aren't going to have a private tete-a-tete," Mary chuckled, "but I'm glad you invited her. Julie has felt like an old friend for all these years we've come here."
Julie came over with the drinks and they all slid over so they were shoulder to shoulder. They talked about the guys in the bar, Julie and Crystal compared notes on the customers hitting on them, Julie knew the topless restaurant and had in fact worked there when they first opened.
"Why did you leave, the tips have to be twice as good there than here?" Mary asked.
"My dad owns this bar and he wasn't pleased with my...attire at the other place, no offense Crystal, and so he made me part owner here if I'd leave. I actually liked the job there and yes, the tips were great and apart from the periodic gropes, the customers were really nice...I don't get groped here though I wish Tom, Jack and Bill would grope me. They are hot and they've never made a single move and I get hit on all the time. I'm pretty sure I would go home with one of them if they asked." Turning to Mary, "Don't breathe a word of that to them. And haven't you ever been tempted to take one, or all of them for a ride?"
"Actually, I never thought about it until last Thursday when Tom sort of confessed he wanted to do me, or as he put it, fuck me. I was shocked at first but making him describe graphically what he would do to me got me so hot I gave Bob the night of his life when I got home." Mary laughed softly. "In fact, when he asked why I was so horny and I told him, he wanted to hear more. You've never seen a guy...never mind. TMI."
"I knew that the conversation was sex, I could feel it...I actually grabbed a guy still here at closing and took him out to the parking lot," Julie giggled, "we did it in the back seat like high school kids, I still don't know his name, but he sure seemed happy, and I blame that on you and Tom. Christ you were sending out vibes." Julie looked up as three frat guys came over.
"So, you ladies look like you need another round of drinks, what can we bring you? It seems a shame to have this huge booth stay half empty when we could fill it with charm and tantalizing banter." The tallest one with his too small tee shirt revealing taut muscled torso said confidently looking down at their still open tops.
Crystal swung her right leg over Mary's left and gently pulled Mary's hand towards her crotch. Mary got the hint and started stroking Crystal's slit through the thin material feeling the dampness and the warmth. She felt her nipples get rock hard realizing she was touching another woman. Julie getting the picture, leaned over and put her tongue in Crystal's mouth who responded with enthusiasm putting her hand on the back of Julie's head. On impulse, Julie slid her hand into Crystal's blouse and cupped her right breast rubbing her hard nipple with her thumb. After half a minute or so, they broke the kiss, and Crystal turned to the frat guys and said, "Why? You want to buy us drinks just to watch? That doesn't seem like that would take care of what you need." Pointedly looking at their newly formed tents. "What do you guys think?" Crystal asked looking over at Mary.
"I don't know. I'm not sure I want someone staring at my ass and pussy while I'm kneeling down with my tongue probing this nice slit of yours." Mary pulled Crystal over locking mouths. Pulling away she said. "I just need to focus on you two."
Crystal turned to the boys, "Sorry, maybe next time if I'm alone."
After they sheepishly left and their laughed subsided, wiping the tears away Julie said, "Sorry about that Crystal, I've never grabbed another woman's boob before, but it seemed like the right thing to do and may I say it sure felt nice."
"God that was hot. No, you were perfect and Mary here knew exactly what to do. Those boys are going to be stroking their dicks thinking about this for weeks. I am pretty sure they believe we are flaming lesbians. Hell, who needs them anyhow - you know men are good for just one thing." Crystal asked.
"I know, making a baby." Mary replied
"No, opening pickle jars." Crystal laughed. "Mary, not that I mind, but you can stop fingering me now."
Mary jerked her hand back. "Wow, sorry. It felt natural, I just touched another woman, Bob is going to love hearing about this." She chuckled.
Julie got up. "Thanks, I needed the break, as fun as this has been, I've got to get back to work." Flexing her hand and laughing, "Crystal, I might not wash this hand again."
Crystal looked at Mary. "Do you have to get home? Would you like to come back to my place, it is not far and I have something to show you."
Mary laughed. "How many times have people asked me home to show me something? Of course I can come over. I told Bob not to expect me home early tonight."
"Yeah," Crystal said chuckling, "I have heard that enough. What is it guys want to show us poor little girls? I'll bet it's how easily they open pickle jars." Laughing, she slid out of the booth.
Mary said, "Let me take care of the bill, no, you're good I've got this, and I'll meet you in the parking lot.
Mary followed Crystal home and actually it was so close, they could have walked. "This is just three blocks, amazing. You never came to the bar before?" Mary asked when they got out of their cars.
"No, I didn't even know it existed. I always drive east, so I rarely go back that way, come on in, I think the house is fairly decent." Crystal held open the door for Mary.
Mary looked around and was stunned by the decor. "This is beautiful, did you decorate this all yourself?"
"Yes, I like nice, comfortable things. Plus I make decent money so I don't mind investing it on a house. But, thanks" Crystal replied. "Can I get you a drink?"
"No, three is past my limit, I'm a one to two beer kind of gal." Mary chuckled.
Crystal put on some music and indicated the living room. "Sit where you like, make yourself comfortable."
Mary sat on the chrome and leather couch and Crystal came over carrying a glass of wine and sat next to her.
"I have a confession to make Mary. I know this looks like I've brought you back to seduce you, get you naked and sweaty, and I really do want to do that, but I really do want to show you something." Holding up a finger she went down the hallway soon returning with a DVD. "I want to show you this." She crouched down and put the DVD in the tray, turned on the TV and came back to sit next to Mary. As the opening Playboy logo came up, Crystal put her hand on Mary's thigh and tenderly stroked the inside of her thigh. "Wow your thigh is like silk, so smooth."
On the screen a tall blonde was walking in from the side fully dressed, but obviously aware of the camera following her. Her name scrolled across the bottom which meant nothing to Mary, but she was stunned that this beautiful sexy babe looked just like her. As the DVD continued this beauty got completely naked and posed in various situations on chairs, stairs, the bed, etc.. The screen froze when Crystal paused it.
"Who is that? She could be my twin, except her boobs are bigger, but ever her hair is the same." Mary said. "This is why you picked me up at the restaurant? You like her and you..."
"She's a former Playmate of the year, and yes I picked you up because of her. But, not because I have the hots for her, I mean, I'd do her, she is gorgeous. I need you help with something, with an ex-boyfriend." Crystal looked pleadingly, "Don't freak out. I'm not seducing you so I can tie you up and have me ex come over to ravage you, quite the opposite. I want to torture him. Let me explain."
"My boyfriend Chip is obsessed with her. I've caught him jerking off to this video and to her pictures in magazines. I have nothing against guys who jack off, hell I do it, but he's even said her name when he was cumming in me. His wallpaper on his phone is not me, but a picture of her. I reluctantly put up with this, but a couple of weeks ago, we started to make out on the bed with our heads down towards the foot of the bed, which I thought was different, but what the heck. He was on top of me, we're both naked and he's dry humping me. Is this TMI?" Crystal asked.



"No," Mary said laughing, "this is getting interesting. Go on, and the detail is good."
"Ok, so I'm getting wet feeling his hard rod grinding against my slit, he'd never done that before so this was new and really stimulating. He's grinding away when I feel him licking and sucking my nipples driving me crazy, and just before I am about to cum, he stops and grabs the remote which was on the bed and turns on...this." Pointing to the TV. "He pulled back and drove his cock into me and started fucking the shit out of me staring at the screen. The only time he looked down was to watch my boobs bounce as he pounded my pussy. I felt like an inflatable fuck doll. You should have seen his face, so obsessed, so focused, it was like I wasn't even there. I was so pissed I shoved him off me before he came and while he was off balance I threw him out of the house without his clothes. I never did cum which sucks since I was so close."
"Wow, what an asshole and pretty damn narcissistic too. No wonder you dumped him, but how did he get home? Are you worried he might try to get back at you?" Mary asked.
"I'm not worried, he called the next day to apologize. In fact next Monday evening he's coming over to pick up his things, including this." Crystal said pointing to the picture on the screen. "He wants to get back together and make it up to me, but being just a hole he can stick his dick in while he gets off on another woman is not something I can forget."
"I'll bet, Ok. I'm in. whatever you want me to do, I'd like to help." Mary said excitedly.
"Thanks, but wait until you hear the plan. I want you to come over Monday before Chip comes over I want you to... I told you to wait before deciding...to get fully naked on the bed, and if you can, your legs spread wide, as invitingly as you can so when he comes in to get his stuff he sees you there. You can play with you pussy if you like - it is up to you. I just don't want you to cover up, or act any way embarrassed. That's when I come in and tell him you are my friend who came over to spend the night with me, so get his stuff and leave. And then I will leave the room to gather more of his stuff. I know he will take his clothes off, if not, you might want to drop hints, anyhow when he is naked say loudly, 'holy crap, you are huge.' and I'll come in."
"Is he huge?" Feeling excitement Mary asked.
"Hell no, not even average." Crystal laughed. "Anyhow, I'm going to come in and push him down on the chair in the corner and you are going to come over to him and lean over like you are going to suck his dick. You ok with this so far?" She asked.
"Sure, I like it." Mary responded.
"He will put his hands on the back of your head - he loves to control the woman's head when getting blown. You will grab his arms and hold them onto the arms of the chair and this is the fun part, I've got zip-ties ready to go on the arms of the chair and on the legs. We'll get him tied down to the chair naked and make him watch...us, with no way to touch himself for relief. Ok what do you think?"
"I like it except for one small thing. I've never been with a woman so I'm not sure if it will be erotic or comical." Mary laughed.
"I can take care of that. I'm a good teacher and as a trained actress know a bit about staging and lighting. Can you stay? Is Bob Ok with you being with me?" Crystal asked.
"Ok?" Mary almost choked, "Let's say he is counting on it. I told him not to expect me until morning, in fact I packed a change of clothes in the car."
Wow, you must think I'm easy, good judgement call. Well, let's start the training." Crystal put out her hand and led Mary back to the bedroom.
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Crystal lay down on the bed still dressed in her red top and tight white shorts and patted the mattress next to her. "Are you comfortable with this?" She asked?
"Yes, at least I think I am. I have butterflies in my stomach. It feels like the first time I got naked with a boy, but come to think of it I ended up with more than butterflies in my stomach. He told me it was really insulting to the guy to spit it out. What an asshole. Maybe we can track him down when we are done with Chip." Mary grinned and climbed up next to Crystal. "Can I ask you a question?"
"Sure, what is it?" Crystal responded with raised eyebrows.
"Is Crystal your real name? I mean, you work in a topless restaurant and even though it is not exactly a strip club...I mean, well, you know." Mary said blushing.
"I know, right? Just about every girl there has an alias, the other blonde in there the other day? Tiffany. She was following me around like a puppy when she first started and picked Tiffany, I guess to be like me. Yeah, I was born Crystal. I came out all pale with white hair and my parents already had a name all picked out, Jennifer, but when they saw me - they called me their little gem, they immediately changed it to Crystal. Crystal Evan Stone." Crystal said laughing. "I might change my last name, how absurd is that? I cannot see myself as a Jennifer though." Crystal was stroking Mary's face, neck and shoulders as they talked. "I think I'm the only girl there without a stage name, no one thinks it is real, so I wouldn't worry about asking." Crystal leaned over and gently kissed Mary who responded by opening her mouth and probing with her tongue.
Instinctively Mary and Crystal pulled each other closer while getting more urgent with their mouths. Finally Mary broke free and kneeling over the beautiful blonde breathing heavily on the bed beneath her said, "I want to undress you, I want to unwrap you like a gift." And reached down to untie the knot beneath those heaving mounds. Mary looked at Crystal and said, "God damn, you are sexy. I never thought I'd want someone as much as I want you right now." as she pulled open the top revealing those creamy globes topped by hard pink nipples with the swollen areola. Her hand gently reached down and caressed and felt the softness, the heat, the mass of those silky smooth mounds. She pulled the top off her shoulders and threw it on the chair. She then slid down and slowly unbuttoned, unzipped the tiny white shorts, with Crystal raising her hips, pulled them completely off those incredibly long legs. Mary gazed down at the tiny white thong and could tell there was no hair and started chuckling.
"What's funny?" Crystal asked?
"I'm sorry, remember when Tom confessed everything to me? Anyhow he told me I had a camel toe when we went to the beach years ago. I didn't know what he meant, so he described it to me. You have a beautiful camel toe." Mary took the back of her middle finger and softly stroked the thinly covered slit below her.
Crystal closed her eyes and let out a soft sigh and opened them when she felt Mary's finger leave her moist pussy. She lifter her hips and Mary pulled down her thong and off her legs.
Mary raised the thong to her nose and inhaled deeply. "Now I know why men I've been with like to do that. Your smell is arousing." She inhaled a couple of more times and put aside the moist thong and looked down and the completely naked form, lifted up Crystal's left foot and brought it up to her face and started flicking her tongue between the moaning girl's toes.
That's nice, that feels really niccccce." Crystal moaned softly.
Mary sucked on each toe like it was a little penis and then started kissing her ankle, her calf, the smooth, creamy inside of her thigh until her face was right in front of the completely exposed vulva. Mary took another deep breath and let out a sigh. Her hands were pushing Crystal's legs wide apart watching the dripping labia become more pronounced. Mary tentatively stuck out her tongue and probed the slit in front of her. Finding she liked the taste she became more aggressive with her tongue, spreading the labia and probing deeper. Crystal started writhing, thrusting her pussy into Mary's mouth. Mary reached up and grabbed those heaving breasts and started squeezing and kneading them. Then when her tongue found Crystal's clit she started gently nipping at it with her lips and sucking on it.
"That's it, yesssss... that's so nice, suck on my clit...ooooohhhhhhh" Crystal moaned.
Mary wet her fingers in the panting girls vagina, then reached back up and started pushing her fingers in circles around Crystal's puffy areola and rock hard nipples. She plunged her tongue as far as she could into the girl and flattened the back of it against her engorged clit. Her jaw was getting sore, but she leaned into Crystal hard and thrust her head into her as hard as she could fighting against the girl's bucking pelvic thrusts.
After fifteen minutes of Mary's constant hard licking, Crystal let out a scream, grabbed the back of Mary's head and slammed her writhing cunt into Mary's mouth over and over. "Shhhhhhhiiiiiiiit. Ooohhhhhhhhhh...ooooooohhhhhhhh ffffuuuuuuuuuck me. Oh God, this is intense."
Mary lapped up all the cum that she could spilling out and when Crystal calmed down she looked up at the breathless girl and said with her glistening face. "I guess I did ok?"
Crystal reached down and pulled her up and kissed her hard, licking the juices off her face. "Fuck, yes. You are a natural. I was going to tell you to start by playing with my boobs, then work your way down to my stomach..."
"I can do it again if you like." Mary leaned down sucking swollen, hard nipple into her mouth.
Crystal pushed her off. "Good God, no. I don't think I can take it right now, my whole body feels like one aroused nerve ending. That thing you did with your tongue? That was great - where did you learn that?"
Mary grinned, "It was my college professor...not while he was my professor, but later. I thought he was so hot so when the last class was let out, I asked him for advice on what courses to take next. We went back to his office and closed the door. I think he was surprised when I pulled the shade and locked it, but not upset. I walked to where he was sitting and like a total slut, sat on the desk and put my feet on the arm of his chair. I wasn't so slutty that I was commando, but I don't think he minded. He was the first man to sniff my panties appreciatively. I always thought it was weird until now. Anyway, after he had removed my panties he commented, 'I love blonde pussies, never shave this' and dove in. I pretty much repeated what he did to me, and sad to say, I pretty much screamed like you did when you came. We had to hurriedly straighten our clothes, though my professor kept my panties, and explain to security that the professor was not killing me - that this was a way to release tension with primal screams. We were asked to take our primal screams elsewhere." Mary laughed.
"So, did you ever fuck him? Or did you get your primal scream and leave him hanging?" Crystal asked.
"Sure, while security was there I told him that there were some cool caves in the hills off campus that would be perfect for primal screams since they would echo so well. I think we met there a dozen times over the next few months. God, I miss him, he was really talented. And a great professor." Mary sighed.
Crystal pushed Mary off her. "Ok, I really need to taste you, I want to see that blonde bush you have there. Is it really blonde, or are you like most blondes and have a dark bush? Ok, my turn to unwrap my present." Crystal unbuttoned Mary's blouse and pulled it off and looking down at the flesh spilling out of the flimsy, lacy bra started massaging Mary's huge breasts. "These are huge, and so soft...so firm." Crystal sighed.
Crystal reached behind Mary's back and unclipped the bra, "Well let's release them, let them breathe." as she pulled it down her arms and tossed it aside. "So perfect, you have wonderful breasts." Crystal leaned down and started kissing Mary's creamy white breasts, from one to the other avoiding the puffed areola and the large bullets poking up. Finally she swirled her tongue around each one before sucking the quarter inch long nipples between her lips. Crystal released Mary's felt nipple with a sucking pop and crawled down to the remaining clothes, unzipped the skirt and with Mary lifting her hips pulled the skirt down revealing that she was not wearing panties. "Oh you little slut," Crystal cooed, "You came all ready for easy access. I like that. Wow, you really do have blonde pubes, you must dye them. I've never seen pubes that light before, almost like gold." She ran her fingers gently through Mary's downy mons. "So soft." She leaned down and buried her face in Mary's golden patch and took a deep breath. "Yes, that is nice to do, you smell so sweet, let's see how you taste."
Crystal spread Mary's legs wide, began exploring her vulva from bottom to top tasting the sweet juices leaking from her tight slit. Mary responded by moving her hips up and down and Crystal noticed she had her eyes closed and her fingers were pulling on her nipples. Crystal reached up and pushing Mary's hands away, took over massaging those perfect, puffy nipples. Mary's labia eagerly opened up to Crystal's urgent probing. Crystal licked upwards finding Mary's clit inducing a sharp draw of breath then slid her tongue back almost to her anus...up and down gently, letting Mary get used to the feeling of a woman's mouth on her. Then sensing Mary was lost in the feeling, she drove her tongue deep into her vagina, driving it in and out like a small penis then pulled out and flicked across the clit again. Feeling Mary respond by the jerking of her pelvis Crystal latched her mouth onto Mary and began flicking the tip of her tongue rapidly across the engorged button and drove two fingers into her, pumping rapidly while sucking her mouth onto Mary's hot pussy even though she felt her lips being bruised by the impatient thrusting of the pubic bone.
Mary wrapped her legs around Crystal's neck and head and drove her hips off the bed in a climactic burst. "Jessssussssss Chrissssssst, I'mmmmmm cummmmming. Oh God, God, God, Goooood...there... don't stop...yeeeessssss...Oh fuck, I needed that," Mary panted releasing Crystal with her legs. Are you all right, I didn't mean to break your neck." Mary panted.
Crystal looked up with a huge sloppy grin. "Good Lord girl, those are some fucking strong legs you've got there. I was sure you were going to snap me in half." Crystal crawled up and Mary kissed her, driving her tongue down Mary's throat.
"You are skilled. I need you to come over and teach Bob that. Ok, I'm drained." Mary laughed looking and Crystal's dripping face. "I guess I came."
Crystal started to get up. "I think I'm going to shower, would you like to join me?"
"Sure, I think that sounds like fun." Mary said as she followed Crystal into the bathroom.
"That was nice," Crystal said, "I liked being soaped up by you, though I'm pretty sure my pussy has never been so clean." Pulling Mary close to kiss her. "Will you stay with me tonight?"
"Yes, I'd like that. Let me get my bag out of the car...I actually brought a toothbrush." Mary laughed. "How close are your neighbors? Should I put anything on?"
"At this time of night, no need, but I'd leave the outside light off." Crystal said and she admired Mary's tight ass as she left the bedroom. "Chip is not going to know what hit him," She thought, "He'll probably have a stroke trying to get at her Monday. This is going to be such fun." Crystal thought.
Crystal rolled over to kiss Mary good night. "I'm so glad you agreed to come over, that was some of the best sex I've had in my life. What time do you need me to set the alarm for?"
"Six is good, good is probably not the word," Mary groaned.
"Hang on, the alarm is on your side." Crystal said as she reached across Mary to grab the alarm her full breasts dangling over Mary's face. She was setting the alarm to six and was getting ready to set it back when she felt her left nipple being stimulated by Mary's tongue followed by her right being tenderly stroked and her nipple teased by Mary's soft hands. She spread her knees apart when she felt Mary's right hand pushing down her taut stomach, rubbing softly, pushing down more to her cleanly shaved pubis, just teasing, softly stroking, just missing Crystal's waiting slit. She moaned while thrusting her hips down to meet Mary's hand and being rewarded when her middle finger pushed across Crystal's aroused clit.
Mary sucked harder on the erect nipples, going from one to the other, sucked the tips into her pursed lips and flicking her tongue across each one with her nose buried in the soft flesh on Crystal's perfect breasts. Her middle finger pushed in, bending around the mons, across the clitoris and into her soaking vagina. Stroking, feeling the engorged button against her pressing finger, she slid her index finger into the eager pussy. She responded to Crystal's pelvic thrusts with her hand clutching the writhing girl's moist flesh, squeezing and pushing back against the urgent grinding.
"Oh, crap, don't stop. Uhhhh...uuuhhhhhh...uuuhhhhh...yeeeeessssss." Crystal collapsed on top of Mary's chest dropping the alarm. "Mary, you didn't have to do that, I never cum this much." Crystal panted reaching down to feel how wet Mary was. "Oh, you poor girl. You need relief or you will never get to sleep." Crystal's fingers opened Mary up wide while she ground the unsheathed clit with the ball of her hand.
"Uh, uhhhh, oh yesss. You don't have to do thisssss, I'm...Oh God, don't stop." Mary said breathlessly while pushing back against Crystal's hand.
Grinding her hand hard into Mary's clit and slit, Crystal climbed on top and began nibbling on the hard, puffed nipples set atop those magnificent fleshy mounds being pushed upwards while Mary arched her back.
"Feels so good, so nicccccce. Ahhhh." Mary moaned as she started pushing her thigh between Crystal's legs. She felt Crystal's slippery lips sliding on her thigh as she responded back.
Soon, both girls within seconds of each other started thrusting with more urgency, came hard, writhing, pulling, sucking, grasping each other until they collapsed in each other's arms. Tangled, sweaty, their lips locked together tenderly, they stayed like that until sleep took them.
*****
When the alarm went off at six, Mary had to regretfully untangled herself from Crystal who had been spooning her in the night. She was able to shower, get dressed and get to the office right on time.
Her call to Bob from the car went better than she feared. "Sorry I didn't call you last night, I was busy...You OK?...Really?...I miss you and somehow as great as last night was, I guess I feel guilty...I know you did...I know...I know. I cannot believe you aren't jealous...I get it, but not really. Look, I'm almost at work so when I get home...yes, three times. Look, I'm parked in the lot and I need to get inside. I'll see you tonight, I love you. Really, I really do...Me too, bye." Mary hung up shaking her head still not believing who she had become and her husband, really baffling. She got out of the car and headed into the office.
Tom knocked and came in. "So, how long did you stay after we left?"
"Another hour. You should have been there, though this wouldn't have happened. Three Julie joined us for a drink and three frat guys hit on us and the three of us started making out teasing them. Julie even grabbed Crystal's tit while kissing her! They decided it wasn't worth it and went away, but we couldn't stop laughing after they left." Mary said laughing.
"You're cruel. Maybe they just wanted company...or not." Tom laughed. "So what were you doing when Julie and Crystal were kissing? You said the three of you started making out..."
"Um, well, when the guys came to the table and asked if they could buy us a drink, Crystal swung her leg over mine and I actually reached down and rubbed her pussy. Their eyes got really big, but pretty sure that was not all. Can you believe I did that?" Mary giggled.
"Crap, I should have stayed, but like you said, no way would they have come over. I didn't know Julie was into girls."
"I'm sure she isn't. she was really red after that. I think it was just an impulse, but it sure was a great show."
Tom looked like he was imagining the scene, "I had the impulse all evening to grab Crystal's or your breasts, but now I regret restraining myself."
"I'm pretty sure you would have gotten slugged, so you made the right call." Mary replied. "Want to hear something weird? Crystal lives 3 blocks from the bar and never even knew it was there."
"So, I'm guessing you went home with Crystal. I would have bet anything you would have chickened out...or maybe you did."
Mary grinned, "No, I went home with her, she has a really nice house just down Oak Street. I'm pretty sure she will be joining us again. Hang on." Mary paused to pick up the phone. "Hey, good morning. I didn't want to wake you...yeah, me too...It was fun...Bob's fine...I know, I was afraid he'd have regrets, but he sounded really happy on the phone this morning...Really? I'll get those on Monday, and thanks again...Sure, it will be fun, but I'll admit I'm a little nervous...that's a relief...I agree, we'll play it by ear...Ok, I'll see you Monday, oh, should I come over early?...I agree, six will be fine...Ok...Ok...bye." Mary put down the phone and looked over at a stunned quizzical Tom. "What? You didn't think I'd stay the night?"
Tom laughed, "I didn't think you'd go over there, buy yeah, I didn't think you spend the night. What did you forget? Let me guess, your underwear. I'd better get back to my office since I'll be in no shape to walk through the office if I stay."
Mary walked past Tom and locked the door, "Yeah, but I brought fresh underwear, so don't get excited. Sit, I'll tell you everything, but again. Not a word of this to anyone. You're the only one I've told about Bob urging me to do this and no one can know...You hear me? No one." She said looking sternly at Tom. She pushed Tom's shoulder gently towards the couch. "Sit."
Sitting down, Tom said, "Ok, ok, you already have my word I'll never say a thing, so tell me did you and Crystal...you know...do it?"
Mary laughed. "You had no issue last week being graphic, now you're like a middle school boy too embarrassed to say...what? Do it? Seriously?"
"Ok, did you have sex with Crystal? What did you do? Did you lick her pussy?" Tom asked softly, "Did you get your pussy licked? Did you cum?" Tom rested his arms across his lap while asking.
"Yes, yes and yes." Looking down and Tom's attempt to hide his tent, Mary said. "Relax, I've seen it before. Men! Anyhow get this. She didn't invite me over because she wants to seduce me, but to punish her ex-boyfriend." Mary proceeded to tell him about the DVD and Crystal getting pissed and kicking him out and when she saw the resemblance in the restaurant a plan formed in her head. "So, she wasn't really hot for me, she had this great idea." Mary finished.
"So, are you really going to get naked and sprawl out on the bed and let a strange guy look at you? That is fucking hot..." Tom asked.
"I guess so," Mary said, "I'll need to really psyche myself up for that. Maybe naked with my legs together, it really seems slutty to be lying there all exposed..." Mary shuddered. "But, I think the situation calls for me to look open and available when you think about it...Oh Christ my stomach hurts." Mary moaned.
"Relax, enjoy it. It sounds very erotic. By the way, who was the playmate? Did you get her name?" Tom scanned Mary top to bottom. "Wait, I know who you look like, I cannot remember her name, but about 15 years ago...tall blonde, great tits, blonde bush...I know who you are talking about. I'm going to have to go online and do some research." Tom said still looking up and down Mary's body as if comparing. "You could be a playmate if you wanted you know."



"Right. That is my five-year plan, didn't you know? I should have known you would know who I was talking about. Christ, is all any of you guys think about is sex? Lately all it seems everyone I'm dealing with needs to talk about is sex. I've heard the word pussy more in the last week than the entire last year. On the other hand I've probably cum more in the last week that in the last 3 months...Sorry, TMI." Mary said softly.
"Mary, you are by far the most beautiful woman I know. You've dressed like a nun for years and it is only those rare times when we've gone to the beach, or late at night on the road when you've let your hair down, that you actually become the true you. Hiding is not who you are, this is who you are." Tom reached over and brushed the back of his hand up the opening in Mary's white blouse. "I'm so glad you are showing a little with two buttons undone, it makes you look like you are comfortable with yourself. I wish Bob would urge you to fuck other men...I really do." Tom finished while tenderly stroking Mary's neck and face.
"Thanks, but I think we'd better get to work. We leave Tuesday for Seattle and the client sure has a lot of requirements." Mary patted Tom's leg and stood up. "But maybe I'll go talk to Ed in engineering while you take care of that. There's tissues behind my desk." Mary unlocked the door and left leaving Tom speechless.
*****
Mary rolled over looking at the ceiling feeling bruised between her legs from the intense pounded she just took. "I'm amazed, no jealousy? None? I would be going nuts if you didn't come home and you were out with...Ok perhaps I cannot imagine you with another man, but another woman." Mary laughed. "You must have been awake all night."
"Actually I didn't sleep well, but it was more due to getting an erection every time I wondered when you were coming home and why you weren't. My dreams, wow, so real and erotic. You were being ravaged...I'll need a nap tomorrow to recover from tonight and last night." Bob told her while lying on his side caressing her breasts. "I love you so much. Thanks you for doing this, it is so hot."
Mary turned to look at him. "I love you too and I cannot say why, but I think I love you even more because of this, this line we crossed. I don't know why, but I felt closer to you when I was with her...this sounds absurd."
"No, I think I understand. You did this for me, but you like it...perhaps love it. You can express your love to many people in many ways and, it feels good...so to speak." Bob said tenderly.
Laughing, Mary said. "Yes, it feels good...very addicting. Are you ok with me torturing her old boyfriend? I assume you are because when I described the plan to you, you came immediately. I'll be naked in front of another man for the first time since before we started dating. You really sure? I won't be fucking him or anything, we just want to torture him."
"Actually I have no issue with you being naked and getting him tied to a chair and having sex with Crystal, but I think it is dangerous not to finally let him cum. Sure, torture him for an hour or two, but before untying him, give him some relief. I am afraid he will be really pissed and who knows, he might try to rape you or Crystal. I cannot even imagine what state of mind he'll be in." Bob said quietly. "Talk to Crystal, let the poor guy finally get relief."
"I was thinking that. I asked her if she was worried, but, say two hours with a hard on...he might fuck anything that moves at that point. I'm sure she won't do it, but maybe she'll let me take care of it. Relax, I'll talk to her."
*****
Crystal opened the door with a huge grin. "You came! I half thought you would call to cancel...or not show. Come on in."
Mary gave her a tight hug and they walked into the living room and sat on the same couch as the other night. "I wouldn't let you down. He does need to be taught not to treat women like that. I'd be just as pissed. But I talked to Bob and he suggests one modification. Torture him for a couple of hours with him watching us do everything...I want to really put on a great show, but before cutting him loose, at least give him a hand job."
"No way! I'm pissed at him and that would be a reward. I want his balls to ache and for him to regret treating me like and inflatable fuck toy!" Crystal replied with heat.
"I agree, make his balls hurt, but Bob suggested he might get violent when he gets cut loose. I know the original plan was for me to leave before you set him free, but I'm staying so he doesn't hurt you...rape you. Please?" Mary replied with her hand on Crystal's cheek.
"Chip is not a rapist. He really is a nice guy, but yes, I'd feel better if you were there. But he can give himself a hand job if he really needs relief...in his car...after he leaves. I think you are too soft, you weren't under him staring at another woman in the screen."
Mary nodded. "Ok shall we set things up...get ready? I might just keep my legs together, naked is naked. It just is a huge leap for me to just spread my legs for a guy I've never even seen before...not that being naked is more modest...I might need a drink though."
"Your call. I want you to be comfortable Whatever you do will be great, I'm sure. What would you like? I have wine, beer, everything, really." Crystal asked. "Think I need one too."
"Alcohol." Mary said laughing.
"Tequila it is then." Crystal chuckled while going into the kitchen. She soon returned with two tumblers half full of clear liquid handing one to Mary. "Here's to girls coming out on top...or cumming on top...or underneath...whatever it takes."
Mary laughed, and after clinking glasses, downed the entire glass, "Yikes! That fucking burns!"
"Um, you could have sipped it - we have 45 minutes until he is supposed to be here. Let's get some food and then go in and get you staged. Oh, and we can't call you Mary, probably better that way."
"Good idea...haven't you always wanted a flight attendant for a friend?" Mary responded.
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Crystal took Mary into the bathroom, pointed to the stool against the wall. "Sit, we're going to do some sculpting." She laughed.
Mary sat and when Crystal knelt with scissors and an electric shaver, she pulled back "What are you doing?"
"We don't have to do this, but check this out." She reached down and picked up a picture Mary hadn't seen before. "I thought grooming your pubes to match our girl here..."
Mary took the picture looked at it and compared to her slightly less groomed bush, turned the picture around, sighed and said, "Ok, it makes sense, I'll hold this for you." then spread her legs so Crystal could get in close to work.
"There, you look identical." Crystal leaned back and said proudly. She reached over, grabbed a mirror and held it for Mary to see between her legs, and seeing the beginning wetness. "Sorry, you kind of responded to the electric shaver."
Mary grinned, "Nice job, I'd do me." she said laughing, "I'd better get staged on the bed, he should be here soon."
Mary was lying on her back totally naked with the TV showing some movie feeling a good buzz from the tequila wondering what she was doing there and how she was supposed to get Chip naked. She was impressed with the lighting from the side. It made her breasts seem huge and her mons look like a small hill beneath her tight stomach. She felt herself start to leak thinking about Crystal's sweet pussy against her tongue, her boobs pressing into hers, their nipples crushed into each others' chests and unconsciously reached down to rub her moistening slit. It even excited her to imagine a strange man find her totally vulnerable and naked. She opened her legs up and let her finger spread her slick labia and probe the smooth channel men love so much. She barely hear the door bell, and closed her eyes and kept stroking her wetness with her legs spread wide she heard Crystal and Chip enter the room.
"Oh, Jennifer, I forgot you were in here. Chip, this is my friend Jennifer, she came over to spend the night. I guess I forgot to mention that. Sorry. Jennifer, this is my old boyfriend Chip - he is here just to pick up his crap, sorry I should have warned you he was coming over." Crystal looked apologetically at the girl with her two fingers stroking her pussy. "I'm going to the basement to get the boxes you have down there. You can clean out the drawers, closet and bathroom stuff." Crystal said to Chip before turning and leaving the bedroom.
Chip stood there with his mouth open not believing who he was looking at. "You...you...I'm so sorry. I'm totally at a loss for words." Chip stammered.
"I'm sorry, I'll put some clothes on," Mary replied. "This is so embarrassing, I had no idea Crystal was having visitors."
"No, no, please. You just look like, exactly like...an old girlfriend. I mean exactly." Chip sat down on the bed next to Mary. "Jennifer you say? What is your last name? Where are you from? How did you meet Crystal" Chip said while looking at Mary's still open legs. "My old girlfriend even trimmed her pubic hair just like yours is...same golden downy pubic hair..." He looked intently at her glorious form laid out on the bed.
"I'm from...Seattle, I'm a flight attendant with Western Airways and I get with Crystal whenever I'm in town. We sort of got trapped in a restroom on a flight when she reported an issue with the soap dispenser...So, why do I feel so underdressed...?" Mary looked at Chip expectantly while stroking her slippery snatch.
"I'm sorry." Chip jumped up and ripped off his shirt, hopped around trying to get his Air Jordans off, yanked down his pants, then stopped and faced Mary who was watching intently, slowly lowered his boxers revealing his hardening penis. "You like?" Chips asked smugly.
"Good Lord, you're huge" Mary burst out. "Let me see that closer." She swung her legs off the bed just as Crystal came in the bedroom. "Sit over there and let me taste you." Mary said as she pushed him back hard into the waiting chair, dropped to her knees between his splayed legs, leaned forward and started licking the head thinking this is not a bad looking penis, circumcised, nice and thick, tastes good. When she took the head into her mouth she felt Chip's hand on the back of her head pushing her onto his cock. "Easy boy," Mary said gently grabbing his wrists and putting his hand on the armrests.
Quickly Mary slipped the zip tie on the left onto Chip's arm and Crystal did the same on the right, then before Chip could move the secured this ankles to the chair leg.
Mary leaned over and took his cock into her mouth, sucking and releasing it with a pop. "Sorry, but I think Crystal and I have something to do." She slowly undressed Crystal kissing her body as she revealed more of it. "Girl, you make me wet thinking about these tits, this tight smooth pussy, this incredible ass whenever I'm in the jump seat feeling the vibration of the plane. I can't tell you how many times I've cum on that seat thinking of your wet cunt being lowered onto my face." Mary drove her tongue into Crystal's mouth as they fell back onto the bed.
With their breasts squished together and the legs intertwined, their crotches urgently grinding against each others' legs, the two women moaned writhed on the bed in front of the struggling Chip. "What are you doing, let me go. These are too tight...cutting off my circulation. Please."
Crystal broke the kiss and whispered to Mary. "I didn't think of this, this might be a distraction." She jumped up, grabbed Mary's panties and held them behind her as she went over to Chip. "They are too tight? You always loved it tight, now you complain?" She leaned forward and rubbed her breasts against Chip's face. When Chip opened his mouth the suck on her pointy nipples, Crystal jammed the wadded panties into his mouth. "I know you wanted to taste her, here you go so no more complaining."
She jumped back on the bed and pulled Mary close.
"My panties? You used my panties? They'll be soaked. What am I supposed to wear later?" Mary asked Crystal.
"Relax, I washed your dainties you left here Friday. Let's give him a show." She replied looking back over at Chip. "Damn! That's my grandmother's favorite chair." She said pointing.
Mary looked down between their bodies and saw that Chip's throbbing, stiff cock was leaking pre-cum down the shaft, over his balls and onto the fabric. "Too late now," Mary shrugged, "I guess you'll have to have it cleaned."
Mary pulled Crystal on top of her and started kissing her hard, then pulling the young blonde's body up so her dangling breasts were above her mouth said. "I've wanted these ever since the last time, you have the best tits I've ever tasted." And sucked the taut nipple into her mouth while reaching behind and stroking the dripping pussy. Popping the nipple out of her mouth ten minutes later she told Crystal, please let me taste you, no more fantasizing. Bring that tasty twat up here."
Crystal crawled up and swinging her legs on either side of Mary's head lowered herself onto her waiting mouth. "Oh yes, that is what I need. There, that's it, you always know what I need." Feeling Mary's tongue probing her slit, she started thrusting her pelvis against the eager mouth beneath her.
Mary grabbed Crystal's ass pulling her onto her sucking lips and invasive tongue, licking the wet pussy harder and harder. When her finger found Crystal's puckered anus she felt the girl's hips push back encouragingly. Mary slipped her finger in eliciting a soft moan from Crystal, and from Chip.
Chip was franticly trying to get his wrists free, but even though they were no so tight as to restrict his circulation, he was not able to free himself. Seeing his fantasy with her legs spread wide, her tongue in Crystal's pussy and her finger in her ass made his cock throb painfully and his balls ache. He wanted only to grab his cock and relieve the pressure, or jump on the bed and drive his cock into Jennifer's sweet twat, but these thoughts only made the pain worse.
He slid around on the chair frustrated he couldn't touch his throbbing cock for what felt like hours as the two stunning blondes ground their wet pussies together; licked each other in a passionate, writhing 69; Jennifer getting Crystal off by grabbing her huge tit and pressing that puffy nipple into his ex-girlfriends clit. Finally after each girl came 4 times, he saw them whispering to each other. His hopes were raised when Crystal looked over at him and smiled.
"Chip, we think it is time, but before we release you, I want to tell you what you did to me was insulting and degrading. Do you understand?" Crystal said and she rolled off the bed and stood in front of him removing the soaking panties.
"Yes, yes, I do. I am so sorry, I will never treat you like that again. I know how bad that was...I'm so sorry, please release my hands....by balls hurt so much." Chip whined desperately.
Mary came over and looked down at the large pool of fluids that were seeping into the antique fabric. "Crystal, I'm pretty sure you'll have to replace that upholstery, but in the mean time, can I give the poor guy a lap dance?"
"Shit." Crystal said looking at the chair, "Pretty sure Grammy and Gramps never had this issue on this chair." Looking over at Mary, "Yeah, you can rub your ass on his dick, but no fucking."
Mary slowly turned around and pushed her ass back onto the slimed penis and began sliding her well worked pussy lips up and down Chip's shaft. Every time Mary sensed Chip getting close, she pulled away listening to the disappointed groan.
Chip was mesmerized watching that incredible ass wrap around his painfully hard cock trying to thrust up into...into whatever hole he came reach. He felt sweat covering his body making Jennifer's legs slip up and down inside his thighs.
Mary felt herself getting more and more into it, feeling a strange man's penis so close to her married vagina wondering how it would feel inside her, how much cum would be flooding her vaginal walls. She sensed Chip getting close again so pulled away. "Crystal? Should I let him cum yet?" Mary said looking at Crystal.
"Ok, after I get our boy here to listen to some pointers for the future. Can you hold off for five minutes?" Crystal said as she leaned over to kiss Mary.
"Sure, I think you have his attention." Mary said as they both looked at Chip.
"Ok, Chip. First thing. You will never, ever look at another woman while you are making love to her. No pictures, magazines. DVDs, nothing. Got that?"
"I know, I will never even think of another woman when I am having sex." Chip said with conviction.
"Ok, that's just plain absurd. You can think of other women...I've thought of Jennifer here when I've been with you, sometimes you need fantasy to put yourself over the edge. Second, never cum on a girl's face. It is demeaning. Unless you hear the phrase 'Please cum on my face.' you just don't do that."
"Third, ask if it is alright before ramming your dick into a girls' ass. Some girls like it and some don't and do it gradually. It hurts at first...it really hurts bad sometimes, believe me, I know, believe me I know. Also, no girl likes cleaning off your dick after has been in her ass."
"He did that?" Mary asked incredulously.
"He tried, I slapped it away. He never tried it again, but for future women...Jennifer, do you have anything to add?" Crystal asked Mary.
"I do. When you are ready to cum, warn your partner, don't just squirt your jizz into her. She might not like that number one, but she might not be on the pill. Also, when you let her know you are about to cum, she might just need a little more time to get off, and she'll tell you." Mary looked at Chip who could not have looked more pitiful.
"I promise, I will listen to my partner...I will...please?" Chip pleaded.
"Go ahead Jennifer, I think we got our message across." Crystal said resignedly.
Mary stuck her legs through the arm of the chair facing the frazzled young man. She pushed her breasts against Chip's face who opened his mouth and greedily started licking and sucking like a starved man. Mary ground her slick cunt up and down that wet, hard shaft when she felt Crystal's hand come under her ass, gripping Chip's cock.
"Jennifer, would you like this inside you?" Crystal said softly, "I can't take torturing him anymore and he needs this...you..."
Mary lifted her ass up and felt Crystal line the swollen head up with her waiting cunt and when it nested between her labia, drove down hard onto his rock hard cock. She rocked her hips three or four times when she heard Chip gasp out.
"I'm going to cum, I can't hold it...please..."
Mary started thrusting her hips hard into him." Go ahead, fill me with your cum...that's it, empty those balls into me."
With a loud, satisfying groan Chip shot his stored up sperm into Mary's womb, flooding her so much that it was squirting out all over his balls and the antique chair. "Ooohhhhhhh... uuhhhh.... uuuhhhhhhh. Thank you so much, I felt like I was going to die...Oh God that was the best orgasm I've ever had." Chip looked at Crystal, "Please cut me loose, I just need to touch Jennifer once, just to know what those tits feel like. Please?"
"Jennifer, you want him to touch you?" Crystal asked holding scissors.
"Yes, I think we made our point." Mary said while still grinding against Chip's groin. "You realize this guy is still hard? I think we broke him." Mary laughed.
"Really?" Crystal said as she cut the zip ties holding Chip's arms. "Let me see."
Mary lifted her hips up releasing Chip's cock with a slurping sound. Crystal grabbed it and started stroking it while Chip grabbed Mary's breasts and was feeling them all over. "I guess we will have to take care of that too." Crystal said with a touch of sadness. "This sure went from punishment to reward really fast. Oh well, I guess that's how things go." She let go, wiping the cum onto her leg, and cut Chip's legs free. "Take it to the bed if you two are going to fuck again, though I think this chair is already ruined."
Mary climbed off, helped Chip up and got up on the bed on her hands and knees, wiggled her ass at Chip. "Ready? You want me from behind?" Mary asked.
Chip got up behind her and sunk his still hard cock into Mary's sopping pussy and started stroking hard while leaning forward and cupping Mary's dangling tits. "Oh God, you are so beautiful, this feels so good."
Grinning, Mary turned to Crystal, "Get over her and give me something to lick while I get my pussy pounded."
Crystal crawled over to get in front of Mary and before she could flip over onto her back, Mary grabbed her ass and started licking her pussy. "Ahhh, this is what I want. A cock pounding me and a nice sweet pussy in my face." Mary sighed before driving her tongue into Crystal's dripping labia.
Crystal buried her face in the pillow, arching her back pushed back against the probing tongue. "So nice...aaahhhh, this feels so gooooood, yeeesssss."
Chip was getting close and with both hands gripping Mary's swinging boobs, groaned."I'm going to cum....can I, can I..uuhhhh...cum inside you?" Seeing Mary nod yes and feeling her push her ass back into him he thrust himself into her and with long moan spasmed inside the goddess under him and finally spent, pulled out and sat back panting.
Crystal peaked at that time thrusting her ass back into Mary's face. "Oooooohhhh...yes...yeeeesssss." and rolled over on her side. "Thank you Jennifer, that was a great way to finish off the evening. Chip, get your clothes on, grab your stuff, including your DVD and get out of here. I never want to see you again. You're boxes are by the front door." She said to Chip while lolling with Mary, caressing her breasts.
After he left, Crystal kissed Mary hard. "I think we got our point across. You think?"
"I'm sure, he'll remember that until his next erection, guys don't think much when they get and erection." Mary laughed.
"That long? I'll bet by the time he gets home, you are so optimistic." Crystal replied ruefully. "Thanks for doing this. Regardless of how it ended up, I think he'll retain something..."
"It was fun, though I'm not sure I ever want to do that again. I found it kind of creepy to have someone...so, worshiping? Really weird." Mary sighed. "I enjoyed the sex though, but I wasn't sure I was ready to be fucked by another man, I feel like I did something wrong, even though Bob has enthusiastically supported that. I'll have to deal with that, but you have to admit - he was pretty excited to get into my pussy." Mary chuckled.
"I'll bet, I'm sorry I made you do that, I forgot that you were married." Crystal said softly.
"No, you didn't make me, I pushed myself right onto him, that was me. I wanted it. At least Bob will be happy."
"I have to ask. Why does Bob want you to have sex with other people, other than he gets off on it...I guess what I'm asking, is he small or something? You don't have to answer, but...I'm just curious." Crystal asked Mary.
"No, actually, he is normal length...I kid him that it's just five inches long, but he's really six inches, it just looks short because it's, um, quite thick."
"Thick, like how thick?" Crystal indicated different widths with her thumb and finger.
"Hold out your arm." Mary ordered, taking Crystal's forearm and wrapping her finger and thumb around it. She kept sliding up her arm until halfway up. "There, that feels about right."
"Good lord! How do you get that inside of you? Does it hurt?" Crystal gasped.
"I takes a lot of foreplay, but even though it hurts at first, being stretched like that is so worth it. I have to say I barely felt Chip in me, but I still enjoyed it." Mary stroked Crystal's face. "I have to go, I have a fight at noon tomorrow and I'd like to spend some time with him." Mary got up and headed to the bathroom.
When she came out Crystal was still lying on the bed, "I'd like to meet Bob some day, he sounds like a really great guy."
Mary started dressing, "I'll tell you what, when I get back, come over for dinner. I think you will find he is a really great guy, and maybe you can see for yourself..." She kissed Crystal and headed out.
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Bob collapsed onto Mary's back feeling totally spent. "I can't believe you fucked another man, and let him cum inside you, that is so hot." He panted. "I fantasized all evening you would be penetrated by a strange dick, wow...this was better than I thought it would be." He flopped over on his side next to Mary.
"Twice, but I definitely did not plan on that, but if you had seen the look on the poor guy's face, well maybe you wouldn't have...but I just had to do it. I keep crossing these lines, though. I'm almost nostalgic to the way things were, but then I remember we had sex, maybe once a week, and now...." Mary pulled Bob's arm over her as she pushed her ass back and felt his warm body pressed against her back. "But I have to get some sleep since I fly out tomorrow...today actually, for Seattle."
"I'll miss you, babe. You can do what you want with your co-workers, I have plenty of memories to keep me excited while you are gone. You just have fun, ok?" Bob said softly.
"Thanks, I'll be a good girl, I promise." Mary said stoking his hand covering her breast.
He fell asleep wondering what exactly she meant by that.
***************************
"Ok, we have three rooms, a double king and two single rooms with kings. I'd say let's draw for the singles, but Mary will be her usual married self and insist on having her own room, so..." Jack said as they headed for the elevators.
They ended up on the same floor with adjoining rooms, Tom and Bill sharing the double.
"Should we grab dinner?" Tom asked, "Oh wait - you and Jack are going to the Mariners' game tonight. Don't you have to leave in 30 minutes or so?"
"Yeah, we'll get something at Safeco, but you and Mary should find something." Bill responded. "Jack, let me get my crap put away and I'll pound on your door."
After they left, Tom gently knocked on Mary's door. "You feel like dinner? There's the seafood place we went to last time."
"We can, but I am so tired, it was a late night last night." Mary sighed. "How does ordering from room service sound to you, they have a great chef here. We can watch a DVD, I've got my laptop and there's a RedBox downstairs."
Tom laughed. "That's right, you and Crystal were plotting something...I actually didn't forget, but I was hoping you'd bring it up. I think I'd rather you tell me about that than a movie."
"I think a movie would be more appropriate, anyhow I spent last night telling Bob all about it, let's just go down get a movie and order dinner."
***************************
"I can't believe you haven't seen this movie," Mary said as she connected the HDMI cable to the back of the TV, "It's really good."
"I still don't know why we didn't get a movie you haven't seen..." Tom asked.
"Because nothing else looked any good and I'd like to see this again, plus if I doze off, I've already seen it." Mary said as she switched input on the TV. "You settled? Want anything to drink? Another beer?"
Tom settled back on the king and said, "Sure, are you having another?"
"Absolutely, these are great beers." Mary said as she pulled two IPAs out of the mini-fridge. "And it just doesn't seem right to watch a movie without a beer."
***************************
Half way through the movie, Mary leaned over and put her head on Tom's shoulder, "I hope you don't mind," She yawned, "but I am getting sleepy."
Tom wrapped his arm around Mary and when she rolled over slightly to see the TV better, he felt the side of her breast through her blouse. He didn't want to be feeling Mary up, but then again she seemed fine with it so he left his hand there. Soon he was gently stroking and feeling the warm, soft flesh pushing into his fingers and Mary rolled over more to straighten her legs out, but bringing Tom's finger tips over Mary's nipple. He immediately stopped stroking, but soon without thinking found his fingers rubbing across the hard bump under the silk blouse.
He thought Mary finally was aware that he'd been feeling her up when she rolled off him and got up.
"I'm going to take a shower and get ready for bed, I've seen this, and I know how it ends." Mary explained.
Tom started to get up. "I should head back to the room, you need privacy."
"Don't be silly," Mary said, "I'll close the door to the bathroom, but if you need to use it before I go in..."
"No, I'm good, you're sure?" Tom asked sitting up.
"Lie down, watch the movie, you'll enjoy the rest of it - it gets really good. Just hit the touchpad to start playing it again." Mary closed the door to the bathroom.
Just when the credits started, Mary opened the door and came out wrapped in the bathrobe. "How was it? Good? I hope you liked it." Mary said as Tom started to get up. "I hate recommending movies since everyone has different tastes."
"I liked it, I loved the plot twist, I never figured they'd leave him like that. Great ending." Tom said with a smile. "I'll be going now so you can go to bed. What time do you want to go down for breakfast?"
"Stay, I'm a long ways from being ready to climb into bed." Mary said as she walked back into the bathroom.
Tom watched her as she went back, "God I wish she'd drop that robe...she is naked right under there." He ruefully thought as he plopped back down. Tom switched the TV back to cable and found ESPN and was watching the highlights when Mary came back in.
She stood looking at him, "Sports? No porn? I'm disappointed." Mary said.
Laughing, Tom said, "I actually turned the volume way down and checked out the previews, but none of the girls were anywhere nearly as pretty as you and I wasn't sure you wanted the bill on your room."
"I'm sure the girls were very pretty, but thanks." Mary said, "What channels were they though? Show me."
"You sure?" When Mary nodded and looked at the TV, Tom went to the guide, selected Adult and went to the previews.
"Wow! They show a lot, I didn't expect penises." Mary gasped. "And you're blind, that girl there is gorgeous."
When the 'Order Now' screen came up, Tom surfed to another movie. "They show just enough to get you buy." He almost sprained his neck when he turned to Mary and found she had dropped the robe to the floor and was facing him with her full, tear-dropped breasts, tight, narrow waist with no visible fat, but his eyes were drawn to the golden patch of hair and the smooth vulva right in front of him.
"You still want to go back to your room?" Mary asked chuckling when she saw his jaw drop.
Collecting himself, Tom swung his legs to the floor, "I don't know, I haven't seen your ass."
Mary swung her arm and playfully punched Tom in the shoulder, making her tits flop around.
"Do that again," Tom choked, "You breasts...wow, they bounced wonderfully."
Mary looked at him with her hands on her hips, turned away from him and looked back over her shoulder knowing she was giving Tom a great view of her ass and her side boob. "Does this work for you, or should I just climb into bed and go to sleep?" Mary asked with a smile.
"This works." Tom said, "Come here."
Mary turned back and walked right up to Tom whose hands grabbed Mary's ass and pulled her into his face. He buried his nose in that golden patch of hair and started nuzzling Mary's pussy. He was intoxicated by how sweet she smelled and how soft and firm her ass felt. He lifted Mary's thigh up and when she planted her foot on the bed he pushed his mouth onto her moist vagina and started exploring with his tongue.
"I guess this means you are going to stay." Mary said, "Just keep going, this feels really good." She continued when she felt his tongue open her lips up. "Right there..." She took her hands and rubbed, pulled and pinched her nipples.
Tom was letting her flowing cum wash across his tongue as he drove deeper into her wet hole. His hands kneaded her butt and he felt her butt flex more and more urgently into his mouth as he pushed his upper lip into her hard clit. Driving his tongue as deeply as he could into her, he was rewarded when Mary's panting became more ragged and her thrusts against his face matched her ragged breathing. With a long moan she clenched her cheeks and pushed hard against his mouth while he saw her pulling her nipples an inch out from her heaving breasts.
"Ok...ok...ok...that's enough, oh that was niiiiiiccce." Mary panted and she turned and fell on her back onto the bed with her legs spread wide. After a minute or two she opened her eyes and saw Tom between her legs looking up at her. She let out a laugh. "Is this opening up enough for you?" She said looking at her obscenely spread legs and dripping cunt. She pushed herself up and quickly started unbuttoning Tom's shirt before yanking it off of his shoulders. Admiring his toned chest and abs, she ordered him to stand up.
Tom dutifully complied looking down at Mary as she yanked open his belt,, unzipped his pants and pulled then to his ankles and threw them aside when Tom stepped out of them.
"Ok, let's see this seven inches." Mary said licking her lips looking at the impressive tent in Tom's boxers.
"Seven and a half," Tom said, "all for you."
Mary pulled the boxers down and groaned when she saw that not only was it the longest cock she'd ever seen it was almost as fat as Bob's. She felt her an aching in her groin imagining that thing driving into her. "Oh my Tom. You were telling the truth, You want to put that into my pussy?"
"Yes, yes Mary. I've wanted to fuck you with this since we met." Tom moaned.
"We'd better get it nice and wet." Mary said as she started licking the head, bathing the head with her tongue. As she licked the tip she had to hold it steady since it jumped every time she touched it. "Very eager...you want to shoot your cum inside me...in my mouth...my pussy..." Mary cooed before sucking four inches into her mouth fisting the rest.
"Ahhhh...yesss. You look so beautiful with my cock in your mouth...your lips...aaahhhhh." Tom sighed. Mesmerized watching her bobbing head, her bouncing breasts, the intensity with which she attacked his rod, he started to feel a grwoing ache in his balls. He put his hand on Mary's cheek. "Stop...stop...I am going to cum....nnooooo, don't do that with your tongue....OOOOHHHHHHH GGGOOOOOODDD...yes..yes...yesss...yesss." Tom pushed Mary's face off his slick cock staggering backwards. "You didn't have to do that. I've never cum in a woman's mouth before, what you did with your tongue was incredible. You swallowed? Best blowjob ever."
Mary got up on the bed and patted the mattress. "Get over here, let's get that thing hard again so you can stretch me out."
Tom got on the bed, pulled her close and opened his mouth when Mary pulled his face to hers. He felt his cock stirring with her tongue wrestling with his and the bodies writhing together. He pulled away from the kiss, "Tell me about you and Crystal. Did you and her really fuck? Tell me."
"Amazing, are all men secretly voyeurs? Should I have just made a sex tape and handed it out?" Mary laughed. "Ok, yes we did, and she was my first experience with a woman. I can't believe I did it, but I actually went down on her and tasted my first pussy, I liked it. She is so soft and smooth, so much different from being with a man." Mary said as she ran her hands through Tom's hairy chest and over his hardened nipples. "She is completely shaved...down there, and her pussy is so perfect looking."
Tom groaned, "I wish I could have seen that, two of the more beautiful women in the world, two stunning blondes, licking and squeezing each other...what a great fantasy." He rolled over onto Mary spread legs, reached down, grabbing his now erect dick began sliding the head up and down Mary's slit, moving deeper and deeper with each pass. He looked down at Mary's beautiful face with her eyes closed, mouth slightly open, making an O each time he reached a new depth. When he felt her hands grabbing his ass, encouraging him to go deeper along with her thrusting hips he said, "Mary, are you ready, do you want all of it?"
"Yes, stop teasing, drive that cock of yours into my cunt. Fuck me, please." Mary panted.
Tom pushed halfway in, drew back and went in another half inch feeling Mary push back, not showing any discomfort regardless of how big his dick was. With a last thrust he was pressed against Mary's pelvis. "Oh yes you are tight, God you feel so good." Tom groaned. He pulled all the way out and drove in, bottoming out again making Mary mew. Soon he was rhythmically pounding her, watching her massive breasts bounce with each thrust. Mary purred each time his head pressed into her cervix.
After five or more minutes of exquisite pounding, Mary moaned, "God, you feel so good, but I want to get on top, I want to be on top of you."
Tom rolled over, his arms around the sweating blonde and pulled her up onto him, his cock jammed deep into her vagina.
Mary put her hands on Tom's chest with her thumbs rubbing his nipples and lifted herself all the way so Tom's head was just parting her lids and dropped down hard, "Ooooh" She pulled her ass up again and again thrust down hard. With each thrust she torqued her pelvis against Tom's cock, as if she were milking it.
While Mary was gyrating on his penis, Tom reached up and had his first feel of Mary's perfect breasts. His hands could not even fit around them they were so large, but they had no sag at all and proudly jutted out. His thumb found her erect nipples and he felt Mary respond by grinding into his cock with more intensity. leaning up he sucked Mary's right nipple into his mount and used his tongue to bath the entire pink, swollen areola and nipple.
Feeling that Mary leaned down into Toms mouth and pounded her pelvis against Tom, "Ohhhh...yesssss. Suck my titties...that feels sooo gooood."
Tom grabbed her ass with both hands while alternating between nipples, feeling her butt flex hard against his hands. When his middle finger found her anus, Mary groaned and pushed back against his finger. He pushed it in feeling his cock through the thin wall between her rectum and her vagina.
Mary's thrusting became more urgent and proceeded the grind against him as hard as she could before she collapsed on Tom after a series of staccato pants followed by a low guttural groan. "Oh..oh...oh, yes, that was very nice...you have a beautiful cock. I felt you, I felt you against my cervix. That was so amazing." Mary sighed. "Now, it's your turn. How do you want me?" Mary asked while still moving up and down on his cock. "You ready to fill me with your cum? Please don't pull out, empty your balls in me."
Tom grabbed her hips and pulled Mary off his erection, slid out from under her and gently pushed her back onto her hands and knees.
"Ooooohhhh. I get pounded from behind." Mary cooed while twerking her ass at Tom. "Ssssssssss" She sucking in breath as Tom drove his cock into her.
Tom grabbed her ass cheeks and thrust his hips repeatedly into Mary's pussy from behind. He looked down at her pink asshole and thought what it would be like to stretch that out...that one thought and Mary still twerking her tight cunt on his cock put him over the edge and with a gasp jetted his cum into her womb. He quit thrusting and savored the way Mary's rotating pelvis milked all the cum out of this balls.
Flopping back, he groaned. "Man, that was intense. What were you doing with your hips and your pussy squeezed my dick at the same time...How do you do that?" Tom panted. He crawled up and dropped his head back on the pillow.
Mary crawled up and lay on her back nestled in his arm. She reached down and stroked Tom's now soft penis. "You have the best penis I've ever seen...felt. You sure must have made a ton of women happy with that thing."
Stroking Mary's breasts, Tom replied. "Sadly not as many as I'd liked. It is strange, but I haven't dated a lot...haven't found the right woman, now if you and Bob ever decide...Sorry, I didn't mean that. I know you love Bob, but are you going to tell him about this? Will he be ok with it?"
"Thanks for asking after I blew you and we fucked," Mary said laughing, "but he told me to have fun and he would be happy with whatever I decided. It's a strange new world...anyhow you should get back to your room, I don't want Bill to wonder where you are. Please tell no one we did this."
Tom, pushed himself up, "You're right, they should be getting back from the game, and we'd better get dressed, you know they will knock if they see your light on. Trust me, no one would believe me anyhow."
After he left, Mary called Bob and found him awake and waiting to hear from her. "I've been bad...very bad." Mary whimpered into the phone.
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"Hey guys, sorry, we've been working over the new numbers with the bean counters. I'm afraid we won't get to join you tonight for dinner, we'll be staying late and making sure we can cover the entire scope...have you ordered lunch yet?" Tom asked as he and Bill sat with Mary and Jack.
"Yeah, we ordered. Let's do the hibachi place tomorrow since that's our place when we come up here. Jack, want to do the deli across the street?" Mary asked. Hell, maybe we can rent a DVD like Tom and I did last night." Mary glanced at Tom to see his reaction...and to see if he told the others.
Tom studied the menu partially hiding his red face, "Yeah, it was fun. Nice to have the RedBox downstairs, the latest movies for just about a buck. I think I'll have the Philly Cheesesteak." Tom said as he dropped the menu.
Relieved that Tom said nothing, she relaxed and decided on lunch.
"We'll probably see you guys at breakfast unless you are still up when we get done tonight." Bill said as they split up to work with the different teams. "Have fun tonight."
When Jack and Mary got back to the hotel, Mary said, "I'm going to change and go for a run, you interested?"
"How far do you want to go?" Jack asked worried Mary would want to do one of her half marathons.
"Just 5 miles or so out at Discovery Park. We can do less if you like, I just feel a need for a burn."
Jack was admiring Mary in her tight shorts and thin tee shirt over her jog bra. He was distracted seeing Mary's breasts bouncing in his peripheral vision and felt a stirring in his shorts. "I'd better get ahead of her so I don't get carried away." Jack thought as he picked up the pace. He was surprised when Mary shot past laughing.
"Try and keep up, old man or you'll be beat by a girl." Mary said as she turned around running at the same speed backwards. She spun back around when she saw Jack's eyes get wide starting at her breasts barely being held by the tight jog bra.
Jack was disappointed when she turned around by found himself in no better shape watching Mary's ass clearly defined by the lycra shorts. "Christ, that is a great ass, I could bury my face in that...stop it, look at the boats. These shorts are not made for containing...that's a nice ketch over there." Jack sprinted to catch up with Mary.
They got back to their floor and as Mary was putting her card in the lock, "That was great, the sound was beautiful today, you alright? You look really flushed"
Jack had been adjusting his persistent chubby standing behind Mary, "I'm great, I was pushing hard to keep up with you, but you are right, the burn felt really good, but now I'm going to stand under a cold shower right now though...really need to cool off."
"Knock on my door when you are ready, let's go across to the deli, food sounds good, but they have a great beer selection." Mary smiled at him as she disappeared into her room.
Coming back to the hotel, they turned to go to the RedBox. "So, you were a bouncer at a bar and a masseuse in college?"
"Yeah, I was a PE major and we had to take massage therapy classes. I have really strong hands and found some of the people in my class started to offer me money to work on them, then word of mouth, you know how that is...anyhow I was working on this guy who owned the main bar downtown that would get really hopping especially after football games. He asked if I would be interested in being a bouncer since I was pretty big. It was fun, I found people didn't want to mess with me and if they did, they were usually so drunk it was nothing to get them out of there."
"How much do you charge, for a massage not to be bounced? I was going to call down to see if they had a masseuse on call here. I seem to have worked every muscle in my body the last week or so, I really need a work over." Mary asked sweetly.
"Don't call down, I'll work on whatever issues you have. Shoulders, traps, glutes...you can tell me what you need. I'd like to get the latest Liam Neeson movie, seen it?"
"Nope, I like his characters, he does a great tough guy, perhaps you can give me a rub down while we watch the movie, but it might get hard if there are too many action scenes. Let's go up and I'll set up my laptop...unless you want to watch it in your room."
"No, your room is fine, I'll meet you in there, I'll get my oils."
"You carry your oils with you when you travel? You trying to get a job here?" Mary laughed. "How should I dress? I've never had a massage, I hope it isn't naked."
"Actually, the oil is for me. I run with you and my legs get fried, I have to push twice your weight on those trails, you are so light, you just glide along. When we got back I had to work the lactic acids out of my quads before showering. Whatever you are comfortable in. Seriously, naked makes the massage better, but I totally understand. Perhaps your running shorts and job bra? Anyhow I'll be back." Jack started down the hall to his room.
"Hang on, put your running shorts on, I can massage your thighs, you do me and I'll do you." Mary called down.
Back in his room, Jack shuddered at the thought of being in his running shorts and Mary rubbing her legs, so he dropped the shorts back on the bed, grabbed the massage oil, went back to Mary's room.
When Mary let Jack in the room, "Where are your shorts? I can't rub your quads through your khakis. Either go back and get your shorts or take those off. Boxers or briefs?" Mary asked.
Jack noticed Mary wearing a bathrobe and thought hopefully that that was all, "Um...boxers. I shouldn't take my pants off. It's fine - I rubbed my quads earlier." Jack protested.
Mary grabbed Jack by his belt and pulled him over to the bed, sat down and started to undo his belt buckle thinking about 24 hours before with Tom. Jack grabbed her wrists and tried to stop her.
"Look, if you are going to give me a massage, I'm going to return the favor. either go back and put your shorts on or lose the pants. Which one?" Mary glared up at Jack.
Helplessly, Jack pulled his hands away. "Shorts, boxers, pretty much the same thing. I was going to say be gentle, but I'm sure that will fall on deaf ears." He started to think about the work project...
Mary was intrigued when she dropped his pants to the floor and was greeted by bright red silk boxers barely hiding the shape of the snake hiding beneath, the large circumcised head right in front of her face, shaking her head she said. "Ok, get up on the bed." Indicating the towels spread out. "Just quads, or hammys also?" Mary asked picking up the massage oil. "Should we zap this for ten seconds? Warm it up?"
"Yes, ten seconds is fine, I prefer setting it in a glass of hot water, but we should have done that a while ago. Actually, yes. quads and hammys." Jack said as he placed himself face up on the towels.
Mary came back with the oil, climbed up on the bed and straddling Jack's calves, dripped oil on his hairy, muscular thighs. She immediately began kneading and working the balls of her hands into the bundled ropes in front of her. "Let me know if my technique needs work and tell me when you are the tightest."
"You're doing great, right under the heel of your hand is where it is needed the most." Jack found himself looking down the open neck of the bathrobe wondering what was under there, but immediately closed his eyes and went back to thinking about work when he felt twitching in his boxers.
Mary worked his legs, pushing as hard as she could when Jack's encouraging groans reinforced what she was doing. She couldn't help but check out the outline of a very nice penis under the silk boxers, and when she opened his legs slightly to work the insides, she saw an impressively large hairy testicle. Shaking her head, she continued to work, but realized she was sweating from the exertion and the robe was too much. "Sorry, I have to take this off, this is a great workout..."
Jack's eye opened hearing this and watched as Mary shrugged off the robe revealing a lacy purple bra and panty set. He could clearly see her nipples through the lacy thin fabric that barely contained her fleshy breasts, her narrow waist was smooth without a hint of fat and her navel, her navel was begging for his tongue to explore, and below her flared hips her panties barely covered her downy patch and her obviously shaved pussy. He panicked when he felt his cock come to life and snake from down by his leg...to his hip and on up pointing towards his navel. He closed his eyes and frantically thought of numbers, budgets, work...but everything he thought of was overlaid with the soft pinkish flesh straddling his legs.
Mary was stunned how fast Jack's erection grew and slithered up his silk boxers. She went back to kneading Jack's thighs moving higher and higher, pushing the legs up to his groin. "Is this what you mean when you talk about fast twitch muscles?" Mary asked sweetly.
"Aaahhhh. No...Ummm. I am so sorry, I need to think about something other than...than...I need to think about work." Jack moaned.
Grinning, Mary asked. "Should I put my robe back on? I'm sorry, I wasn't sure if I should wear my jog bra and shorts, but I really wanted a full massage and I didn't want to be naked...you know." Mary swung her legs off the bed and went over to get a tee shirt.
Jack stared at her exposed ass and how tight it looked flexing as she strode over to the dresser. "No, leave it. I need to learn to control myself." Looking down at the wet spot growing in his shorts he moaned, "Though I may have ruined my favorite shorts. Forget my hammys, I owe you a massage. Get over here and lie face down." Jack said as he rolled off the bed.
Mary brushed by him but not before stopping and pushing her ass against his rod tenting his shorts. "Does this help with your self control?" she asked chuckling.
"Mary, stop that. You're married and I don't sleep with married women." Jack groaned.
"I know, that was mean. Something makes me want to tease you, but you are right, I am married and just a massage." Mary said sweetly and got on the bed face down. "But, seriously, those shorts don't hide a thing. Lose them and get over here and give me a massage."
Jack started to protest, but looking down he saw the mushroom shape pushing through the fabric. He pushed them down and stepped out of them with his back turned to Mary. Turning around he saw she was focused on the bobbing penis projecting out from his dark patch of pubes.
"Nice cock." She said. "It doesn't matter now so just take the shirt off."
Hesitating, but then shrugging his shoulders, Jack pulled off his shirt revealing sculpted pecs, six-pack abs and no body fat.
"Jesus Christ, when do you find time to work out - to look like that?" Mary gasped as she rolled onto her side. "I expect you to say 'I'll be back' in an Austrian accent. Is every beer bottle a twist off for you? Now I'm afraid you'll crush me, maybe we should skip the massage and watch the movie." Mary felt her thong getting soaked and he hadn't even touched her.
Jack laughed. "I go to the gym before work - do free weights, you know just to keep in tone. Lie back down, I'm not going to crush you." Somewhat self-conscious Jack climbed onto the bed and knelt over Mary's legs, very aware of his balls hanging between her smooth calves.
As Jack massaged her, she was relaxing more and more. His hands though powerful, were also very gentle and as all her kinks and tight spots were kneaded out she lost herself in the full body pleasure sweeping through her. 30 minutes in she realized, not once did Jack touch her ass, though she was aware of his balls rubbing up her legs...dragging across her ass... nor do what every other guy who had ever given her a massage - open her legs and rub their hands right up to her pussy. Nor, when working on her tight lats did he once catch a feel of her boobs.
"Ok, if you turn over I can work your front," Jack said with a slap on her ass, that being the first time he touched her there.
"Are you sure, you haven't done my butt yet. Don't you usually do that?" Mary turned her head and asked.
"I do, but normally the client is naked, or naked under a towel and the oil tends to stain your underwear."
Mary reached down and pushed her thong down to her thighs and looked to Jack to help her with the rest of the way.
Even though the thong didn't cover much now Jack could see her smooth, clam shell like vulva and her pink asshole between her legs. Shaking his head, "Sorry," And pulled the thong the rest of the way off and threw it on the floor. "I do agree, the glutes are usually the area most in need of work." He proceeded to pour oil onto her smooth round ass cheeks. When the oils ran rapidly down her butt crack Jack said, "Sorry, too much." and drove his fingers down across her anus and pussy lips.
Mary groaned and involuntarily opened her legs giving better access. "Oohhh. No, that's fine. You can do that again." She cooed.
Jack laughed and went back to working on the firm silky cheeks, trying not to be aware that every time his thumbs rolled outward Mary's privates opened up right in front of him. He was very aware of his persistent erection and the pre-cum flowing out of the tip, but there was nothing he could do about it. He had given up an hour ago trying to think about work, instead just savored the unattainable beauty beneath him. When he was done with her glutes, he took a towel and rubbed all the excess oil off her back, slapping her ass again, he said, "Ok, now are you ready for your front? Here's a towel to cover your waist." He said holding a towel up ready to drape across her.
Mary scowled at Jack. "Really, a towel for modesty...didn't you already see pretty much all of me? And I'm pretty sure I've seen all of you." She pulled the towel out of his hand as she rolled over.
Jack methodically worked his way up from her toes, but kept stealing glances between her legs. He'd never seen a more beautiful vagina, wonder what it tastes like..." Jerking up, he went back to Mary's calves and knees. When he go to Mary's crotch, he could smell her arousal and see juices leaking out of her now swollen labia.
Mary groaned when his thumbs started working the area around the mons, but he never touched her clit or lips. He did stroke the golden patch of pubes with surprising gentleness after the strong manipulation of all her muscles. She lost herself again in the wonderful sensation of his strong fingers in her abs, her arms, delts, everywhere.
When he got to Mary's neck, he stopped and said, "Ok, that's it. How do you feel?"
"I feel so relaxed like I will never be able to get up again, you are really good at this. But, what about my pecs? You pretty much ignored those. Is it oil on the bra again? I can take that off." Mary asked.
"Mary, I can do your pecs, but I thought it would have been inappropriate seeing as how I would be seeing...Ok, I get your point." Jack said when Mary looked down ironically at both of their bodies. Here, lean forward." Jack said as he smoothly unclipped Mary's bra and let her massive boobs spill out. "Slight change, I might be able to do your pecs, if I can get to them..."
Mary laughed seeing Jack's expression. "Don't worry about those, push them out of the way."
Jack squirted oils on the fleshy mounds and started working, kneading and squeezing them assiduously avoiding her puffy nipples. His fingers pressed through to the underlying muscle and he heard Mary moan with pleasure while doing this. He felt her pelvis thrusting up when he got near her nipples.
"Please? All over?" Mary begged. "They feel so good, don't stop."
Jack sat back on his heels. "Mary, we can't go any further. You are married and I really don't want to take advantage of you, this is not a seduction."
Groaning, Mary said, "Jack, listen to me. I want this and I will guarantee you that Bob is fine with it. We have an agreement, if I sleep with anyone else, I just have to tell him. So, if you need help with that," indicating his throbbing pole, "take advantage of me, use me."
"Sorry, I can't," Jack said, "as much as I'd like to, I don't want to hurt your marriage."
"Wait," Mary said as she rolled over to grab her phone. "Hey honey, how are you? Were you asleep?...That's good, yes I am. Well, that's the thing, he says I'm married and he won't be the one to mess that up...I know, who would have thought?" Mary laughed and with an aside to Jack, "He says he had no idea gentlemen still existed." Turning back to the phone, "What's that? I missed that. Yeah, I'll put him on." Mary held out the phone for Jack.
"Um...hello? I'm sorry, we went for a run and I was giving her a massage...no, she is beautiful....In a flash, but....are you serious?....I'd be happy to, thrilled in fact....you too, thanks...I mean it, thanks." Jack handed the phone back to Mary.
"Well, what did he say?" Mary asked.
"He asked if I'd fuck you if you weren't married, so why won't I fuck you when the marriage doesn't factor in, then he asked if it would be very nice to get you all aroused and not give you relief? I guess I should finish the massage?" Jack asked pouring oil onto his hands and reaching for the pink tips....
After savoring the feeling of those puffy nipples with their rock hard tips, Jack reached down beneath his legs and ran a finger down Mary's wet slit, feeling the heat and the moisture oozing from her.
"So nice...you have great hands, but you have the greater need." Mary sighed as she pushed him off her onto his back and swung her leg over his thighs. She grabbed the oil and squirted up and down the pulsing shaft. She grabbed his dick and began working the oil all over it then reached down and cupped his balls. "Wow, these are heavy, is this all for me?" Mary asked. Then she released the balls and slid herself up and lowered her pussy onto the hard rod and began rhythmically sliding up and down the shaft pressed against his stomach. When she felt her clit hit that large mushroom shaped head she gently ground her hips down into him...over and over watching his face as it relaxed and apparently reveled in the growing pleasure.
He reached up and started kneading her dangling breasts and felt his balls start to boil. He gripped her breasts harder and found Mary pushing onto his hands so he was supporting her by her chest. He saw her eyes closed also lost in the stimulation derived from their genitals grinding, sliding against each other in an increasingly rapid series of thrusts and accompanying groans from each of them. Trying to stave off the impending explosion as he knew Mary was close was getting futile and when he heard her start to gasp, he thrust his hips up into Mary's clit and shot load after load up onto his chest and stomach while Mary cried out, writhing furiously grinding her aroused button into Jack's cock, then collapsed onto his chest breathing hard
"God, that was incredible, I've never cum like that, your pussy sliding on my dick, wow!" Jack panted feeling Mary's heaving chest sliding on the pools of cum. He found himself never wanting to get up with this beautiful naked woman splayed out on top of him, feeling her heart beat, her breathing becoming less intense, the smell of her hair.
Mary pulled her head up and kissed Jack, opening her mouth to accept his tongue, feeling his arms clutching her passionately before braking it off. "I'm not sure I'd ever want that much foreplay again. You touching me, waiting for you to stroke my pussy, grope my breasts, but you didn't, you are the best guy I've ever been with, why aren't you married?" She said looking down at Jack.
"I almost was, engaged and all that. Three days before the wedding, in fact it was when I came back to pick her up for some stuff before the rehearsal dinner, I found her with my best man, my best friend." Jack said sadly.
"I'm so sorry, I wish I hadn't asked. That had to be horrible...what did you do, were they...?" Mary asked.



"Yeah, they definitely were fucking and what hurt the most was, I cannot get this image out of my mind, he had her bent over the couch and he was fucking her ass. She didn't see me at first and I heard her say, 'Yes, fuck my ass, my ass is yours whenever you want.' Sadly I found out they had been screwing behind my back from even before we were engaged and that asshole still said yes when I asked him to be may best man. Want to hear something ironic? She wouldn't let me near her ass, saying it was dirty and only whores let men stick their dicks there. I wouldn't know since I've never done it, but it would have been nice to try, just once." Jack finished with a sigh.
"Well apparently she was right, what a whore...crap! Although it hurt, it sounds like your best friend did you a favor, she sounds like a bitch." Mary said angrily. "I wonder what Crystal would do?" She mused.
"Why? What would Crystal do?" Jack asked.
"Crystal's boyfriend pissed her off so she did this elaborate plot to get him....you don't want to piss her off I guess." Mary chuckled. "I'm sort of sticking to you, let's shower off." Mary pried herself up.
When they got out of the bathroom and flopped down on the bed, Jack said, "I should get back to my room and let you sleep. It's getting late."
"I'm not sure you mean that," Mary said as she stroked Jack's cock watching it grow. She leaned over and started nibbling on the head looking up at Jack. "You really sure you can't stay just a little longer?" She sucked the head into her mouth and let it out with a popping sound. Then she ran her tongue down the shaft and took each ball in her mouth before getting to the head again and engulfing half his cock with her sucking mouth.
"Ah, yesss. I should go, but don't stop, that feels nice." Jack said while rolling over onto Mary and tasting Mary's pussy for the first time. He felt Mary respond by thrusting her hips up while bobbing her head farther onto his cock. He inhaled deeply through his nose as his tongue jabbed into her vaginal folds. With a satisfying sigh he got up and pulled Mary's shoulders so her head hung down over the edge of the bed. He lined up his throbbing cock and pushed it into Mary's open mouth and started pumping into her, being careful not to go too deep and choke her.
Mary felt his dick hit the back of her throat and bent her head back more to allow it deeper penetration. She was mesmerized seeing his swinging balls getting closer and closer to her forehead and reached up to fondle them.
Soon with a great sigh Jack felt his cock go deep into her throat and Mary was expressing no discomfort, in fact she was now gripping his ass and pulling him against her lips. He leaned back down and drove his tongue into her sopping vagina and started fucking her face with a steady pace. He then, wrapped his arms around Mary's waist and stood up with his face buried in Mary's twat and her mouth clamped to his dick. He walked over to the dresser and attacked her wide open pussy until with a series of muffled groans she came all over his face.
Releasing his cock form her mouth, "Shit, that was different, but I really need this cock of yours inside me."
Jack effortlessly spun her around and when Mary wrapped her legs around his waist and started the lower herself onto his dick, he said, "Hang on, I don't have a condom."
Mary kissed him, tasting her juices on his face pulled away, and said, "Fuck the condom, I need that in me." and reaching down lined him up and thrust down onto his hard shaft while planting her lips back onto his.
Jack grabbed her ass cheeks and guided her bouncing body up and down on his cock, feeling her juices smearing her crotch. When his fingers started playing with her anus, she moaned encouragingly on his mouth and felt her tongue drive against his with increasing urgency. Soon they had a rhythm going and Jack had two fingers in her ass and he was approaching a climax when she pulled her mouth off his.
"Cum in my ass, I need you to fuck my ass, please?" Mary panted as she pulled herself off the stiff pole and dropped to the floor. She staggered over to the bed and bent over obscenely with her ass sticking up in the air and her legs spread.
"Are you sure, I don't want to hurt you." Jack said as he came up behind her, urgently wanting her to say yes.
"Yes, take it slow at first, but once you are in you can do what you want." Mary panted.
Jack pushed the head against her wet anus and when nothing happened he pushed harder. All at once the sphincter relaxed and half his cock was inside her, eliciting a long "Aaaaahhhhhh" from Mary. In a few increasingly deeper strokes he was buried in her ass and began pumping her with more and more energy, and without knowing it, more and more anger thinking back to the bitch Susan and asshole Todd, seeing Susan's ass in front of him, her fucking, cheating ass....tears of anger welling in his eyes.
Mary understanding what Jack was thinking cried out, "Fuck my ass and fuck your fiancé and fuck your friend, just don't stop. Dump all your frustration into meeeeeee....ooooohhhhh" Her fingers were furiously rubbing her clit while she received Jack's outpouring of anger against his ex. The intensity she felt from Jack caused her to cum and her hips involuntarily thrust back against the driving energy in the huge man behind her.
Grabbing Mary's ass and pulling himself into her as deeply as he could he exploded into her rectum. "Ooohh... fuck.... ooohhhh... oooohhhh." And pulling out fell back onto the floor with a cry. "Oh God Mary, I am so sorry, I can't believe I attacked your ass so hard, I don't know what came over me. Are you all right?"
Mary dropped down and threw her arms around him seeing the tears on his face, clutched him to her, "It's alright, I'm fine, it's alright, I understand. How long ago was this? How long have you been keeping this in? I never knew you were engaged before today."
After burying his head in Mary's shoulder attempting to collect himself, he pulled away and kissed Mary hard. "I should not have...pounded you that hard. You didn't deserve that. I'm sorry." He said as he stroked her face. "It was just before we all got together - just about five years ago. I know this sounds stupid, but I never got angry, never responded to the emails and voice mails. I blocked it out, until tonight. Man, I could have hurt you, I feel so bad." Looking at Mary with a new realization, he said, "You really didn't want anal sex, did you? You did that because of Susan...?"
"Yes, and I'm glad I did. I'm not a huge fan of anal, but I don't mind it as long as I can play with myself. I've done it in the past because guys like it. I might not be able to sit for a while...Lord, we have a plane flight in two days. Crap. Anyhow I felt like it was right and you needed it, something about the way you held me....By the way, you really are strong, you weren't even breaking a sweat when you bounced me up and down on your cock, were you?" Mary laughed as she wiped Jack's face. "Feel better now? Ready for bed?"
"Yeah, I'm fine and you really didn't deserve my anger...it wasn't against you, I'd better get dressed and get back to my room." Jack started to get up.
"You're not going back to your room, I'd rather you stayed with me tonight. You really want to be alone? Plus, don't we have a movie to watch?" Mary said as Jack puller her to her feet. She grabbed his hand and pulled him to the bed.
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The four met out in the lobby. Tom and Bill had conspiratorial grins, "Let's go over to the hibachi place, we have news." Tom said.
"Ok, so what is your news?" Mary asked. "Jack and I had the Michaels drooling over what we can do for their throughput and redundancy, however, they weren't sure if your guys would buy into it, we might have been too aggressive by basically restructuring their entire data center. Tom, which phases did they sign off on, the first three? That would be great, but four and five would be huge."
Tom looked doubtfully at Jack and Mary. "No, sorry they didn't sign off on the first five, nor the first three..."
"Then what, we license our software to them?" Jack asked bitterly.
"You didn't let me finish," Tom said, "Bill, you tell them, you were the real negotiator."
"Yeah, we couldn't sell them on the first five phases without all eight, so they forced us to draw up a contract for all eight phases. We are going to set up our first fully fiber, dedicated datacenter with all eight phases. Mary you meet with the Michaels tomorrow, all three, to go over and sign the contracts. This will a 10 digit contract." Bill finished with a huge grin. "I still am baffled how they found three guys named Michael to vet this project...no Mikes, just Michael." Bill and Tom laughed. "We need saké, who wants some?"
With a huge grin, Mary interrupted, "No, we need Champaign. Who wants to toast with some bubbly?" Waving over the waiter, "Not sure if you have it, but do you have Champaign?...You do, Yes want that and four glasses." Turning back, "This is why they put us together, We finally did it, you guys are the best...I want to kiss you all." Mary said with a huge smile.
"And, what is stopping you?" Bill asked leaning over to her. He pulled her head towards him and planted his lips on hers.
Mary pursed her lips and felt his tongue probing and pulled away wiping her lips with her napkin. "Easy boy." Getting up she went and kissed Tom and Jack full on the lips, came back and sat down as the wine steward was opening the bottle and pouring out the glasses. Raising her glass, "To the best team I've ever been part of, Bill, your eidetic memory, ability to read people and full understanding of the technology were critical to handling every objection. Tom, your architecting and project planning were key and the way you knocked 4 weeks off the conversion timeline with parallel networking was brilliant. Jack, your recoding for their needs on the fly blew them away, no way would this have happened without any one of you...to the best team and group of guys ever!" Mary raised her glass and downed the bubbly. "I love all of you." She ended with her hand over the top her left breast.
Tom took the bottle and refilled all the glasses, raised his, "Mary your total understanding of what we all do, hell you even pointed out a typo in Jack's code and no one understands that crap he writes, you showed all of us that we can be a power when we work together, but even though you have stressed we are all equal and there is no leader to this team, the reality is, you are our leader and all of this is you." He raised his glass and with the other two downed it.
Mary blushed and quietly said, "I am no more a leader than a puzzle piece, a piece that joins with three other pieces..."
The rest of the dinner was filled with excited chatter about demonstrations, numbers, conversations, the future, the commission...yes, the commission, and after the Champaign, saké and more saké.
"Holy shit," Ted said as they walked back to the hotel. "I've got a huge buzz." Shaking his head he turned to Mary and Bill. "Are you guys alright? You have eighty pages of contract to review for your meeting tomorrow."
Laughing, Mary said, "I'm fine. I nursed one saké and I only had the one glass on Champaign, you and Jack make me a little worried though. If we have questions will you be awake?" Mary looked over at the two grinning friends. "I guess they can wait until morning." She sighed. Turning the Bill, "You OK to answer questions?"
"I'm good, I have a nice buzz, but pretty sure it was just three drinks in all, though saké is pretty addicting, I easily could have had more like our friends here." Nodding his head over to Jack and Tom. "Let's do this in your room, I'd say come to my room, but Tom's snoring might be disruptive." Bill laughed.
When they got back to their rooms, Mary turned to Tom and Jack. "You guys relax and recover. I'm going in with just Bill tomorrow for the finalization and, finger crossed, signing." When Tom and Jack questioned that, Mary responded. "Relax, you guys did everything you could and it's perfect. I need Bill because he will be a terrific resource with his memory and his readings. Just relax, take the day off so to speak and then we can head out tomorrow evening to SEA-TAC with a signed contract."
Bill and Mary got the eighty pages of the specifications and contractual overview out and laid them on the desk. Groaning, Mary mumbled, "Who do I need to blow for a good cup of coffee?"
Bill spun around, "Be right back, black, right?"
Mary turned her head, "Yes please." She stammered. "No more drinking..."
Mary leaned over the desk shaking her head, 'who are you and what did you do with Mary?' Deciding to get out of the business wear if she had to pore over eighty pages, she went to the closet to change before Bill got back and put on a light top and shorts. She was aware her red bra was very evident through the blouse and decided to remove it since the fake front pockets would cover her nipples.
She was on the twelfth page when Bill knocked at her door. "Whoa, nice legs..." Bill stopped and appraised her from head to toe.
Mary was aware that he saw she had no bra on causing her nipples to harden, but with all the work ahead she was going to need to be as comfortable as possible and the bra was restricting. She took the proffered coffee and turned back to the desk. "Bill, weren't there supposed to be 7 34980 frames? Tom has six here and the HA cluster needs seven, or so I thought. Can you see if he is alive and ask him?"
"Sure, I'll be back, so I suppose my blowjob will have to wait." Bill chuckled.
Taking a sip, "I said a good cup of coffee, this is not a good cup of coffee." Mary said, "I'm afraid there's no contractual obligation when the primary party does not get satisfaction."
With a mock disappointed look Bill headed over to the room he and Tom shared.
Returning with a much refreshed looking Tom, Bill asked Mary, "Is this a good substitute for good coffee?"
With a quizzical look, Tom said, "I'm a substitute for coffee? Anyhow what was the question?"
Bill sat in the chair across the suite studying Mary's ass in her tight shorts as she weighted one leg and then the other, bending over and reaching out to point to a clause or something. He thought about driving his dick into that ass and listening to her squeal...with a jolt Bill realized every time she pointed over to the left her dangling left breast was fully exposed with her untucked shirt hanging down. 'Just walk over and slide you hand under the shirt and cup that monster...' He reached down to adjust his pulsing cock.
Finally Tom and Mary stood up, Mary said with a relieved grin, "So we are ok, the seventh frame is part of this other section. Thank God we don't have to go in with another quote." Mary gave Tom a huge hug and when releasing him said, " Go back and lie down, you look beat. Thanks for clearing that up."
After Tom left Mary and Bill went through the rest of the contract page by page. "Are you remembering all this?" Mary asked, "I am relying on you tomorrow. Where is the timeline for the fourth phase...?" She started paging back through the pile.
Bill came over behind her and grabbed her hand, "I got it." He let go of her hand and put his arm around her waist and reached into the pile and pulled out page 47. "It's right here near the bottom, relax, we are going to be fine, I mean, let's put this into perspective. Everything goes right and we make a huge sale, we blow it and lose the company 10 figures...when you look at it like that, where's the pressure?" Bill chuckled.
"Yeah, thanks for reminding me, but you are right. We've done our best and as Hawkeye Pierce said, 'Best is best.'"
"Sorry, that didn't help, what else do we have here?" Bill said as he stroked her back gently. I think we've covered everything." When Mary stopped shuffling papers and closed her eyes enjoying the hand rubbing her back, Bill slid his hand under her top and savored the soft, warm skin under his fingertips. His cock started the revive thinking about the bare breasts just within reach if he dared.
Mary let out a sigh and leaned over more enjoying Bill's soft stroking. "That feels nice, I guess I am so stressed, this feels good."
Bill moved behind her and slid his right hand under her top and began gently massaging her all the while watching as her top was pushed up more and more in front cupping her full breasts listening to Mary's breathing get softer and more relaxed. "Think about how this feels, how your skin tingles under my fingertips, relax and let the serenity of the moment silence the noise in your head." Bill watched as Mary's head relaxed and her chin rested on her chest. He moved closer pressing his groin into her ass and his hands slid around stroking her stomach, down to the top of her shorts and up 'til his thumbs met the bottom of her bare firm breasts.
Mary felt herself getting lost in the soft ministrations and when she realized Bill's erection was nestled between her ass cheeks and Bill's hand was pushing up against her breasts she sighed, "I'm married, Bill we can't do this, I'm married."
Bill didn't stop. "I know you are married, it's hot feeling my dick pressed into your married ass...I know you like it too, you haven't stopped me, in fact I feel your married ass pushing back." His hands moved up and when finding her soft fleshy mounds continued up wrapping his hands under and gently lifting and squeezing feeling how firm they were. Her top was now pulled over her breasts and Bill could see them in all their glory in the mirror over the desk. His thumbs flicked across her hardened nipples and pressed into her puffy areolas, watching her face crease with pleasure.
"Stop, we shouldn't be doing this," Mary sighed gently leaning into his hot hands and softly pushing her ass against his hard rod. "Why married women? You want to make them feel guilty? What about the husbands you are making the wives cheat on? You don't care that they cannot look their husbands in the face without feeling guilt? Why not single women?" Mary moaned while keeping her hands planted on the desk.
"Married women do more than single women, they seem to release all inhibitions, they give me blow jobs, suck me dry and swallow everything, then they tell me they never do that for their husbands." Bill whispered in her ear while pinching and pulling on Mary's nipples. "I drive my cock in their asses and they squeal with pleasure but they tell me they'd never let their husbands do that. The husbands win, I do them a favor since they call their husbands and tell them they have a treat for them, when they get home, they rip the unsuspecting guy's pants off and deep throat them for the first time in their marriage and when he tries to pull out of her mouth, she grabs his ass letting him squirt his cum down her throat, the continuing to suck she gets him hard and offers him her presumably virgin ass...Can you tell me where what I do is wrong?" Bill was grinding his cock against her ass more urgently. "Also, I want you, I've wanted you since last Beer Thursday when you flashed your boobs at us, I knew you wanted me to do this, by the way, you are the hottest team lead I've ever had...so to speak."
"I'm not your team lead," Mary gasped when Bill pulled harder on her inflamed nipples, "and anyhow wasn't George your last team lead, didn't he just get his stomach stapled?"
"Yes, but he was hot, ever see how much he sweated?" Bill chuckled in her ear. "Get ready, just relax and let me take charge..."
With a long sigh, Mary said, "That isn't me, please stop, it feels good but I shouldn't be doing this...letting you do thisssss."
Bill took her hand off the desk and with no resistance pushed it down to her moist crotch and held her fingers against the sodden fabric. "Tell me you are not wet and I'll stop, tell me your cunt is not pouring out cum expecting my cock to slide in...all the way in, tell me you don't want to drop your shorts and bend over eagerly offering your wet twat to me. Tell me I'm wrong and I'll stop." Bill's mouth was right in her ear and when he stopped whispering her ran his tongue in and around Mary's ear. His hands still working Mary's nipples, his hard cock pressing more and more against her responding ass.
She had to yank her hand away from her snatch when her cell rang. "Hi honey, how are you? Still up I see...yes...yes we'll be in bed soon...Oh, Bill, Bill is here, we are going over the contract for tomorrow...Yessss...yesssss...I'm sorry I was thinking about something else." Mary explained when she reacted to Bill removing her shorts and panties and running his fingers across her wet slit. "I'm really excited - we got the contract...yes the entire package, really huge package...yessss, huge...Bill? Yes, Bill has been great, his hands are all over...this contract...Honey, I've got to go, but have I got a treat for you when I get home...Ooooohhhhh yesss...yess...I love you too." Oh, oh, yes yes, fuck me damn it, I'll swallow his cum, but I'm not letting him fuck me in the ass." Mary chucked as she swept the papers off the desk and planted her face on the desk.
Bill marveled at how muscular and round her ass was as he buried his cock in her cunt. the only sounds were Mary's mews when he slammed all the way in and the smacking sound of his hips slamming into her ass cheeks. He felt her hand come underneath and start playing with his swaying balls which started to send him over the edge. "Stop, I don't want to come yet, I am too close...ah, yes...that's better."
Mary loved the feel of Bill's large balls and how mush sperm they must contain to be so heavy. When Bill told her he was close she eagerly attacked her clit with her fingers and felt the copious juices flowing out of her. 'Bill sure knows how to seduce married women, even if I weren't willing, I doubt I'd be in any other position.' Mary thought as Bill with renewed energy pounded he pussy. She felt the familiar aching between her legs growing and let out a moan while more roughly worked her clit, "Ooohhh, fffuuuuccckkkk...Yesssssss...yesss...yesss...sssssssss." She went limp on the desk feeling spent.
Bill pulled out and lined up his cock against her anus and gently pushed.
"No, please, I am...not ready for that." Mary gasped, almost saying she was too sore from the pounding Jack gave her the night before. "Cum in my mouth, or my pussy...sorry."
"I understand," Bill said, "love the feel of your tight cunt and I want to feel my sperm fill up that married cunt of yours." He slipped his cock back into Mary, continued pounding and when he felt her hand again gently stoke his balls, he no longer could hold back, grunted and spewed his cum deep into Mary's pussy, thrusting his hips over and over even after he was spent prolonging the glorious feeling of being inside the glorious golden haired beauty.
Finally he pulled out and cum poured out of Mary's abused vagina onto the floor. "Sorry," he said, "I should have warned you."
"No need, I told you you could come in my pussy, anyhow the coffee was actually great and I probably owed you a blowjob, would you take fucking me as fair exchange?" Mary laughed. She pushed herself up and cupping her pussy, she went into the bathroom to clean up, "Can you put the contract back in order, and perhaps avoid the cum on the floor? Thanks." She grinned as she disappeared into the bathroom.
When she came out, Bill was pleased to see she was still naked and wished he hadn't spent his erection when she took a towel and bent over to clean the cum off the floor. "Mary, you can do that in front of me any time you like."
Mary looked back over her shoulder and grinned, "Not very modest I guess," Stood up and flopped down on the bed. "it felt nice to cum here." She said winking at Bill.
"You don't cum while on these trips? Seriously, you don't masturbate?" Bill asked.
"That's personal, don't you think?" Mary asked shyly, immodestly lying on her back with her legs spread open.
"Come on, I just had you bent over, my penis...seven inches into your vagina and you think a simple question is personal?"
"Ok, sure, I do...I like it and it feels good, plus sometimes it takes the edge off being alone." Mary said softly
"Are the orgasms as intense as you just had or when you are with Bob?"
"Sometimes, it depends. Usually though, having a hard cock stretching me out is a lot better, more intense and longer duration." Mary said, now more comfortable with the conversation. "How about you, how is it for guys?"
"I cannot speak for other guys, but nothing compares to the unbelievable intensity of my cock head rubbing against a woman's vaginal walls when reaching orgasm, tonight, with you, and this is not hyperbole...fuck, my knees buckled. Your cunt is a work of art and even though I never fuck married women again after taking them...I really don't want to break up anyone's marriage, I want to feel that again."
"I don't think so, you definitely caught me in a moment of...not weakness, stress perhaps coupled with alcohol. This is a onetime thing...it was great though, you are really good with the seduction thing." Mary said grinning at him.
"Will you masturbate for me? I'd really like to watch...just close your eyes and imagine Bob, or me taking you."
Mary's eye's got really wide and seeing the intent look on Bill's face, his stroking his cock, his body language, his eyes drinking in her aroused lips spread wide open for him. She slid her hand down watching Bill's face and was rewarded when she slid down across her mons, her sensitive clit, her wet slit, but when she drove two fingers in she saw Bill's jaw drop and his hand work faster on his cock. Closing her eyes, she continued pumping her fingers into her twat and grabbed her breasts and pulled, squeezed and stroked each one. She felt the bed bouncing harder exciting her knowing what that was...she imagined Bill bouncing on top of her, pounding her with his hot sweaty body, pounding her pussy with his beautiful cock, driving deeply into her, listening to him grunt, his hard shaft grinding her clit...she wanted to be on her knees, her ass sticking up, legs splayed wide, shamelessly offering her hole, her holes to whomever wants them. She rolled over with a groan and buried her face in the pillow and thrust her ass up and furiously rubbed her pussy, her clit. She heard Bill moan eagerly and knew what he wanted. Her fingers slid up to her tender ass, not caring about the pain, sunk a finger in the cum soaked sphincter, then a second...the ball of her hand grinding her clit. She moaned in frustration wanting release, wanting a hard dick pumping a release out of her, imagining Bill's cock sinking into her pussy, her ass..Tom's huge cock in her pussy...Bill's in her ass and Jack pumping his cock down her throat she groaned louder. "Damn it, fuck me, fuck me anyway you want."
Bill stopped stroking his cock every 20 seconds or so when he felt his balls boil, watching Mary's unbridled passion, her ass opening as she rolled over thrusting her ass up at him, and hearing her plea, crawled over and when he pushed his cock against her open asshole, he pushed it in halfway, pulled back and responding to Mary pushing back drove his cock deep in her rectum.



"Yessss. Fuck me, fuck my asssss." Mary hissed.
Bill leaned forward onto her back and grabbed her swinging breast with his left hand and drove the fingers on his right into her flowing cunt. Soon they had a rhythm pounding, pinching, stroking her clit, feeling her urgent thrusts of her hips. He drove three fingers into het sopping cunt hearing her breathing catch and the mewing getting more intense and soon was hanging on when Mary exploded, writhing in pleasure under his driving hips, Bill riding it out and when she collapsed under him, he grabbed her ass with both hands smearing cum all over her right cheek and proceeded to fuck her ass hard.
Mary feeling the intense fucking of her ass started pushing back, milking his driving dick and when he responded to her pelvic thrusts and her milking, she felt him stop and let her push and pull her pelvis working his cock with a tight clench and silky smooth pressure all over, but when pulling all the way forward, he felt impending spasms when her anus clamped down on his sensitive head before slamming back against his pubis...out almost all the way, intense pleasure...slam back...out...balls starting to ache urgently...deep in her hot hole...out and no stopping slamming into Mary with a loud grunt...rapidly pounding her ass, flooding her rectum with his cum...sweaty chest sliding on her smooth back feeling his balls aching from being fully drained...collapsing bodies still connected on the bed.
"Fuck, Mary. I think you sprained my dick. I'll be out of commission for a week," Bill chuckled, "Definitely hotter than George." Bill said feeling how sweaty both were.
"So, the married women are safe for a week?" Mary mumbled, "I don't remember seeing George sweat this much, so you are probably right. You don't really just fuck married women do you?" Mary asked stroking his hand covering her breast.
"No, I mean not really, I did sleep with a married woman...nice memory, she was my first. My landlady in college. I was a late starter. But you really responded to it and it was fun."
"How did you know I'd cheat on my husband and sleep with you?" Mary asked.
"I've been reading you, in the last few weeks you have been a lot less guarded and you open up your posture to me...to Tom and Jack, you have been glancing at our...um...packages, you never did that before. You touch us, totally appropriately, but hands on shoulder, the backs of hands, inadvertent sexual references, laughing sincerely at our off-color jokes, you used to just smile with your eyebrows creased, a lot of things." Bill whispered into the back of her neck as they lay there.
"Damn, I got you on this team since no one in the company, probably no one in the state has your ability to read people like you do. You have many skills but your abilities to tell when people lie has been, up to now, your most valuable asset. So, from now on you'll pull that out." Mary's ass pushing back against Bill's cock, "whenever you sense that I'm horny? Remember what I told you last year about never playing poker with you, I'd lose my money and my clothes for sure, not to mention virtue." Mary softly chuckled.
Pushing his arm off of her, she turned her head to him and kissed him. "You go. I'm showering and getting sleep, thank God our meeting is not until noon, go!" She slapped his ass when Bill started snuggling against her.
With a groan Bill staggered to his feet, "Can I...we at least shower before I go?"
"No, sorry, you go back to your room and if Tom is awake and he sees you just showered, let's just say we wouldn't need your skills to know what happened, though you may want to clean up..."
While Mary was in the shower she heard Bill clean up and get back to his room. Sighing, she groaned, "I'm so sore and I'm pretty sure Bob will not allow me to recover tonight..."
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"So, how was your weekend?" Tom asked.
With a wry grin, "Exhausting. Bob loved hearing about everything we did, sorry to use you like that." Mary said chuckling.
"Yeah, it was terrible, I felt just like a piece of meat, when can we do that again?" Tom said smiling.
"Not happening, I'm not going to start having an affair, it was fun but better that it is a one-time thing...or perhaps a two time thing seeing as we have San Diego in a few weeks." Mary laughed.
"Oh, yeah." That might be awkward." Tom said. "We should be professional, we can't let something like this distract us...speaking of which, have you heard from legal? Are they happy?"
"I just heard back this morning, they are...I was going to say happy, but this is legal, let's say 'ok with it,' in other words ecstatic. We start in two weeks and can you and Jack be there with Ed to oversee the first week?" Mary asked. "I know it is the week before San Diego and you'll probably have to fly there from Seattle..."
"That's fine, I think you and I would be better since we know the architecture..." Tom said wistfully.
"Yeah, and Jack's architecture is not quite like mine...I got it." Mary laughed. "We doing lunch today?"
"Absolutely, we could go back to..."
"Tosh's, we could, they do have good burgers, let me call Crystal and see if she is working. Did Jack or Bill say anything to you about recognizing Crystal the other night? She said she'd waited on you guys two or three times before and she waited for them to say something Beer Thursday." Mary asked.
"Not a word, I don't think they ever looked at her face, I mean after all, her name tag was down there." Tom said looking at Mary's waist. "I have to get back - I've got a bridge call, can you let Jack and Bill know in case I don't see them?" Tom asked as he left Mary's office.
*****
"Yes, table for five, in Crystal's section - if that is possible." Mary said when they stopped at the desk.
"Who else is joining us? Crystal? The Crystal?" Bill asked looking around.
"Julie, she used to work here when they first opened, in fact her father came in to see where she worked and immediately signed over half his bar to her. Julie is part owner of our bar...did you know that?"
"Seriously? I thought she was a bar maid...an employee, that makes her much hotter that before." Bill laughed. "Speak of the devil..." He said looking behind him.
Julie stiffly walked up in with a light jacket over a thin black blouse and greeted them just as the girl came back to seat them.
"Follow me, we have a table back here for you." Leading the way she placed six menus and settings.
"We don't need the extra place setting, there's just five of us." Mary said politely.
"Oh, you didn't know? Crystal is taking a break...something about old friends, Tiffany will be your waitress."
Mary laughed, "This is going to be fun."
Crystal came over topless looking better than Mary remembered and groaned when she saw the three men sitting next to each other, "What is this, 6th grade sock hop?"
"Crystal, Hi, Oh shit. I'm sorry, I didn't...we didn't recognize you at the bar...we...I didn't...we were looking...Oh crap, I'm never digging my way out of this." Bill stammered.
"I was going to ask, 'Have we met, you look familiar'...you're not buying that, are you?" Jack asked bright red.
Laughing, Crystal nudged Mary and said, "Told you. If I showed up topless at the bar but with a bag over my head, they would have greeted me and asked how work was going. Now someone get your ass up and let's get boy/girl/boy/girl."
While rearranging the seating, Tiffany walked up with the full attention of the three men, plus Mary who was curious of the girl who worshipped Crystal. "This is going to be fun, " Tiffany giggled looking at Crystal. "I get to serve you, what would you like to start?"
They ordered their drinks and a nacho appetizer and watched Tiffany's great ass walk away.
"The boys here didn't notice. but she has quite the rack, real?" Mary asked.
"No, she was perfect, maybe a 'b' or 'c' cup, but I guess she wanted more. Sad actually, I really thought she looked perfect." Crystal said wistfully.
Crystal looked over at Julie and Mary and looked at their chests and raised her eyebrows.
With a knowing smile Julie shrugged off her jacket revealing a sheer black blouse and clearly defined perky b-cups with inch long nipples.
Mary excused herself saying she had to go to the bathroom with curious looks from Bill and Jack before returning their attention to the perfect tits poking out of Julie's blouse.
When Mary returned all five heads swung around watching Mary's fleshy mounds bounce up and down beneath a see-through top, with the top four buttons undone, open almost to her navel. Mary again saw heads all over the restaurant swing around and felt that familiar tingle between her legs. Sitting down, she looked at the menu, "I never actually read this, I just ordered a burger last time..." she said scanning the menu.
Jack and Bill looked at each other, "Mary has been here before? Is that where you met Crystal? Did you know she was going to...to, wow! You look good, Mary." Jack blurted out staring at Mary's breasts with the hard nipples poking out.
Tiffany brought the drinks and putting the tray on a stand picked up each glass and slowly placed it in front of each person rubbing her huge breasts on the arms, shoulder, cheeks, lingering before straightening up to grab the next. Mary saw Bill's tongue flick out making Tiffany stop and ask if they were ready to order as if nothing were happening. She took every order with every side and wrote nothing down while her now erect nipple was being bathed by Bill's tongue.
"She got our drinks perfectly without writing anything down, that was impressive. Let's see how she does with our order while getting her tit sucked on, I'm sure that is not proper etiquette," Mary suggested. "I hope she doesn't get in trouble."
Crystal looked at the disappearing girl, "She could be doing anything she wants, she has a 161 IQ and knows the answer to anything, but she likes doing this and I guarantee you, the order will be perfect. But, no, that is not allowed, so Bill perhaps you should not do that next time. You'll notice she never wiped off her boob, if she had the owner would have known and you would have been bounced."
Mary laughed, "I would have loved to have seen that, Bill you have to stop putting things where they do not belong."
Crystal looked at Julie's really long nipples, "You must have gotten monster tips with those things...those tips." She giggled.
Julie laughed, "You know how it is, bump into the boys with these," cupping her breasts, " and they all ask for more water, a condiment, one guy even joked he wanted a condom after his friend asked for condiments, that took balls."
"Julie, you came in walking stiffly, are you alright?" Mary asked.
"I did that fun run Saturday...fun, yeah, it was 95 and they decided that any level area was boring so it was all hills. I was fine yesterday, but when I woke up today..." Julie groaned.
Mary looked at Jack, "Julie, not sure if I should be volunteering Jack's services, but he is a trained masseuse, incredible hands, and he is really professional, I swear he does not do it so he can get in your pants."
Julie smiled, "You had me at great hands, but I knew there had to be a 'but'."
Mary laughed, "Julie, you're the client, you tell him what needs attention and how deep you want him...to rub." She said with a significant pause. "Jack, can you help out our friend?"
"Absolutely, are you working tonight?" Jack asked.
"Actually I am, so I don't know when it would be." Julie said sadly.
"Jack, you did such a great job last week, I was going to tell all of you this, you have the rest of the day off and tomorrow, corporate suggested it, so if you and Julie can find time this afternoon..." Mary said with a grin.
"Seriously? Corporate did that?" Bill asked
"I know, generously cheap of them, "Mary said, "The biggest contract in our history and they give you all a day and a half off. You guys have fun."
With elevated spirits and second beers since they didn't have to go back to work, the group settled into toasting the biggest contract ever, to next Beer Thursday, to the three guys being with the hottest babes in the place, to the wonderful exposed breasts, to future lunches, before finally breaking up.
Jack held out his hand to Julie. "I live five minutes from here and I have a massage table which is better than a bed, so if you have time...I usually tell my clients to perhaps wear their underwear, but..." he said looking at Julie's pointed breasts.
"Sounds perfect, I really appreciate this, my legs, my back, my butt are all really sore." Julie said smiling at Jack. Turning her head and whispering to Mary with a sly chuckle, "Did he say a table would be better than a bed? Is he as hot under those clothes as he looks clothed?"
"How would I know? Go and get a deep, penetrating workout." Mary laughed.
Crystal followed Mary back to the restroom, "So thanks for calling me. My boss was not happy when I told him I was going to take a break, but he keeps hoping I will owe him and...you know."
"Ugh, is he the guy standing over in the corner? I hope I'm wrong, but he sort of creeps me out, did you see how he walked by our table 20 or 30 times to get things" Mary asked as she took off her top and pulled Crystal close. "I missed you and thought about you in Seattle." Mary said before kissing Crystal.
Crystal held Mary, feeling their breasts, nipples, flesh, heartbeats against each other, "I missed you too, but I'm afraid there's someone else, someone, how can I say this...Oh hell, I'd better just say it. I found someone better in bed that you." Crystal said staring into Mary's eyes.
Mary looked shaken, "What? Who...it doesn't matter, that's great, who is it?"
"Jennifer, my flight attendant friend, I'm sorry Mary, but you are kind of prudish and she does stuff you cannot even imagine." Crystal laughed.
Slapping Crystal on the ass, she said "You are a little bitch aren't you?, I was going to invite you to dinner on Friday with Bob and me, but if you want to spent Friday with that slut Jennifer..."
"No, I'd rather spend Friday with you and Bob, between you and me, that Jennifer is a fine piece of meat, but she doesn't have much up here if you know what I mean." pointing to her head, "And I think she's had a lot of work done, I mean, who looks like that?" Crystal chuckled.
When Mary got her bra back on and buttoned her blouse, then threw her jacket over the sheer top, Crystal laughed. "You're like Superman...woman, go into a phone booth and come out as SuperSlut, then when you've saved all of mankind with those super powered tits, you become mild mannered Mary Kent.
Mary punched Crystal playfully in the arm, "I have to go meet with corporate now, I have to use my other powers since those guys might not appreciate my super powered tits, but perhaps they wouldn't notice, they are all pretty old..." Mary said.
"You didn't get days off?" Crystal asked.
"No, someone needs to get the final sign-offs and those guys worked 60-70 hours last week, they deserve it." Mary replied.
"So, corporate didn't give them the time off..." Crystal said.
"Of course they did, they didn't go for the entire week, but they agreed that a couple of days were well deserved." Mary said, "Sweetie, I have to get to work and I'm sure that perv out front has been looking for you, if you know how to get hold of your friend Jennifer, perhaps she could take care of him for you."
"I'll do that, I'll see you at Beer Thursday, I've rearranged my schedule...I hope you don't mind."
"That's great, we all love having you there, I am so happy you can join us, it's been nice having all three to myself, but that dynamic might have changed a bit in Seattle..." Mary laughed.
"You didn't, all three? At once or one per night?" Crystal asked excitedly.
"I never planned to, but one at a time, I thought I'd let the stories of you and me be sufficient to keep Bob happy, but each one, I swear this is true, just happened, however, there was this one time when I was...well, Bill wanted to watch me play with myself, I really got wet thinking about all three at once, oh God I'm getting wet now thinking about it. You cannot tell anyone you know, they all think that it was just a momentary lapse and they promised not to tell the others...did I say Jennifer was the slut?" Mary asked.
"No, I think it's great, but you'll have to tell me about it later." Looking around, Crystal added, "Ever notice how you can have the women's bathroom to yourself in this place, I wonder why that is? Anyhow I have to pee and you have to get back to work." Crystal said as she kissed Mary and spun away towards the stall.
Mary noticed when she walked out all heads turned towards her and immediately as if she were invisible looked past her down the hallway as if expecting someone. 'Some super power' she thought as she went out
*****
Julie led them back to the same corner booth, "I've reserved this for you guys every Thursday, thanks for letting me know last week you were in Seattle so I could free it up. Is it alright if I join you? I told my dad I'd like to take Thursday evenings off."
"How fun! Mary said, this makes it so much better, with you and Crystal joining our group it is more evenly matched, it was really hard fighting these guys off." Mary laughed.
"What do you mean?" Bill asked, "I thought you were a guy until a couple of weeks ago when you, you know, let your hair down, so to speak."
Mary laughed, "Then you have to explain to Tom and Jack here why you were stroking a guy's bare thigh last month sitting over there." Mary said indicating the table at which they used to sit.
"I was being polite, a guy goes to all the work to shave his legs, it is only polite to notice it." Bill grinned.
Mary looked over at how close Julie and Jack were sitting and how they kept sharing private jokes. "Did Jack take care of you Julie? I do hope he didn't take advantage of you. I vouched for his being a perfect gentleman..."
"I know you did, so I was ready for that, but man, he is stubborn. But I broke him." Julie smiled patting his cheek, "Jack you are so sweet, but I'm going to have to teach you how to read body language." Turning back to Mary, leaning forward, she shielded her lips from Jack. "Holy fuck, did you ever get to see his body? He is a fucking God!" She whispered to Mary who grinning, nodded her head.
"What are you girls conspiring?" Jack asked nervously, "Probably the scariest sight in the world, two women plotting."
"Nothing sweetie, I was thanking her for promoting your services. She was right, I was left feeling totally drained when you were done, you do have magic hands." Pulling his arm around her Julie put her head on Jack's shoulder.
Tom turned to Crystal, "What ever happened with whatever plot you had to get back at your old boyfriend?"
"What plot, what boyfriend?" Bill asked.
"I don't know, Mary knows what the plot was, but she won't tell me. I think it involved that strap-on..." Tom laughed, "Kidding, kidding...but am I close?" He asked looking at Crystal.
Crystal turned to Mary and said, "Crap, I forgot to tell you, Tiffany came up to me the other day and said 'I have to ask you something." She looked really nervous, I actually thought she wanted to ask me out, anyhow, she said Chip came in on my day off, and when Tiffany told him I was off, he said to her, 'That's good, because I wanted to talk to you.' He asked her out? Can you believe it?" Crystal said with amazement.
"Wow, he can't have you, so he gets your doppelganger." Mary laughed.
"Yeah, anyhow I asked Tiffany what she wanted, she said she wanted to go out with him, but wouldn't if I had any issue with that."
"What did you say?" Mary asked.
"I told her he was all hers. She really is a good kid, I give her crap the way she follows me around, but she told me she would turn him down since it would suck if I had any issue seeing them together. I had to grab her arm when she turned away. I looked her in the eyes and asked her, 'Do you like him because of him or do you like him because he was with me. If I weren't anywhere in his past, would you go out with him?' She looked surprised I'd ask and told me he's hot, and no, it has nothing to do with me." Crystal looked at the table all listening intently. "So, I told her he really was all hers and she should go out with him without guilt."
"That's pretty generous of you," Julie said, "I'd be pissed if a week after breaking up, a friend or someone I worked with went out with him."
"I know," Crystal said. "But," Looking Mary in the face, "she came to me today and had to ask me another question." Pausing, looking around the table, then looking back at Mary. "He asked her to tie him naked to a chair in the bedroom, she asked, 'Why would he want to do that?'" Crystal and Mary burst out laughing. "Collecting herself Crystal continued, "I don't think they are going out anymore." and started laughing again.
Bill, pointing at the two of them said, "Wait, you tied her boyfriend naked to a chair? What did you do to him? Did you...together? I've got great images in my head."
"We made sure he learned his lesson, so we did things...things best left unspoken. " Mary said seriously, then grinning she turned to Crystal. "I told you we broke him." Followed by the two girls laughing hysterically.
"I'm sorry," Mary gasped getting herself under control. "Crystal's boyfriend did...did something that was horribly self serving with no concern for her and it pissed her off."
"And, I decided to torture him with Mary's help. Mary has certain attributes that Chip, how can I say this, worshipped so she agreed to tease him while he was tied to a chair, and we, well we..." Crystal paused.
"Crystal and I put on a hard-core lez show while he was tied to the chair unable to move or touch himself." Mary said in a spurt, "We wanted him to learn his lesson, but I think we broke him." Mary laughed.
"You are into girls?" Bill asked. "I never would have called that..."
"No, it was a one-time thing, we had to make it look real." Mary said, "I think we did that really well, didn't we?" Mary asked Crystal.
"Mary was a champ, she threw herself into the role and we convinced him, maybe too well." Crystal said.
"I wish you'd asked me to join you," Julie sighed, "I've never done it with another woman, but this sounds like it was fun."
"Next time, we'll call you, for sure." Crystal said grinning, "You do have soft hands." She giggled.
They chatted about work and what they did on their days off before dispersing.
"See you tomorrow?" Mary asked Crystal when they walked out to the car so Mary could drop her off.
"Sure, should I bring my toothbrush?" Crystal grinned and Mary.
"You know my motto, 'Be Prepared.'" Mary said.
*****
"Crystal, come on in, this is Bob." Mary said ushering in the tall blonde. "Bob, Crystal."
Crystal ignored the proffered hand and gave Bob a huge hug that lasted a lot longer than initial hugs normally do, "I am so happy to meet you, Mary talks about you all the time, and it is all good, by the way. I've never heard her say a single bad thing." Crystal look back over at Mary, still holding Bob, "And you might not have been exaggerating about..." Looking down.
"Crystal, I never get a welcoming woody, why did you get one?" Mary laughed. "Bob, I'd prefer you don't screw our guest until after dinner."
Bob sheepishly replied, "Perhaps if I got that kind of greeting every time you got home you'd get a welcoming woody, not to complain but," holding out his hands as if they were arms of a scale, "hug with grinding pelvis - or - peck on the lips...hmmm."



"Crystal, is that true?" Mary said accusingly, "Are you humping my husband?"
"Come on, you know how it is when you feel a response, I wanted to feel him...you know, feel how big it gets," Leaning over to Bob she whispered loudly, "She said you are huge like a beer can."
Rolling her eyes, Mary led them into the living room, "Have a seat anywhere, what do you want to drink, we have pretty much anything."
"What are you having?" Crystal asked.
"I'm having a beer, an IPA, Bob is having 25 year old single malt scotch, he thinks it's wrong to touch anything, or anyone under 18 years of age, not a bad philosophy." Mary said.
Crystal looked at Bob and said, "You have a 25 year old scotch? Which one? Highlands, Islay, Lowlands?"
Bob looked stunned, "You know scotch? I'm having Glenfarclas, which is a..."
"Speyside, yes I know it, wonderful sherry like whiskey. It is listed as a Highlands, but that is too generic. If you are sharing, I'd love one, neat. I love the 17 year old they distill, so don't deprive yourself, incredibly smooth for such a full flavored whisky." Crystal said.
"Mary, get Crystal her a Glenfarclas and pack your things. I found someone else." Bob said mock-seriously.
Again, rolling her eyes she went back to get the drinks. "God, they'll be sampling Bob's whiskey collection all night, but then again maybe I'll get 8 hours sleep." she grinned to herself.
When she returned to the living room, she heard them in an enthusiastic conversation.
"I was so lucky, my dad owned a bar and the reps came in with samples. He was a bourbon guy and when I was 16 he had me do the tastings since I love scotch, though he made me spit them out. He was adamant that I not become an alcoholic." Crystal said. "And now when someone orders a scotch at the restaurant and the customer has questions, they bring me over."
"Here you go, neat with a single drop of water," Mary said handing Crystal her tumbler of scotch. Bob, you want me to top that up?"
"No, I'm good until after dinner," Looking at Crystal, "See? I trained her well."
"Lord, I feel like the family pet, I'm going to get dinner. No, sit. I got it." Mary said when Crystal started to get up.
Going into the kitchen he listened to them excitedly discussing cask strengths and whether a blend like Famous Grouse was on a par with...ah, well, it's going to be an interesting night, Mary thought.
She brought out the baked raviolis in a bowl and set the marinara, pesto and alfredo sauces in the middle of the table along with the antipasto and called them into the dining room.
"We have Valmorena Barbera and Chianti if you want wine, or we have tons of beer, "Mary said as the came in and sat down.
Pouring the wine, Mary said, "I hope you like toasted ravioli, the one over here is made with ricotta and various Italian hard cheeses, and this one has ricotta, pork and beef. Then, a creamy pesto, marinara and alfredo for dipping or just spoon it over. Whatever you like."
Bob took a bite of the ravioli, "Perfect Mary, this is exactly what I felt like. Mmmmm. So good, I guess you can stay."
"You made this? From scratch?" Crystal asked. "The ravioli is perfect, no way this is frozen."
"So easy, we have a pasta machine and it's so much fun to find recipes for fillings." Raising a glass, "To new friends, Crystal, both Bob and I love having you in our lives, though up until tonight...Anyhow, to a new friend."
After drinking and enjoying the meal they retired to the sitting room, "How big is this house anyhow?" Crystal asked. "You actually have a sitting room? What is this Dowton Abbey?"
"Bob, I need to put things away in the kitchen, so why don't you give Crystal a tour, just don't sit down in the bedroom chair if she is near you." Mary said chuckling.
"Mary, you know I won't do that to Bob without getting him naked first." Crystal protested, then turning to Bob, "but when I do, she's right, avoid the chair."
Twenty minutes later, Mary came in and found them going through their old college pictures and heard Bob say, "...and this one was Daytona Beach, we keep this because she doesn't actually remember being there. Oh hi, come on and sit with us, I was..."
"...embarrassing me with old pictures, Hey! Where did you get that?" Mary asked seeing her topless on the shoulders of a toned guy, and who the heck am I on top of?"
"I hate waking up and asking that question." Crystal mumbled.
"I have no clue, but you made no protest when they took your top off. We had to walk 4 blocks back to that sleazy motel with your arms across your chest. You were like the pied piper..."
"God, Mary you look exactly the same as when you were in college," Crystal said getting up and coming around to where Mary was leaning over, "I need to kiss you." She said taking Mary into her arms.
Bob watched as his wife and her stunning friend sucked on each other's mouths, hands rubbing their backs, sides up to feel each other's squished breasts, pulling themselves tighter by grabbing each other's asses. His cock was trapped in a fold of his pants as blood pulsed into it so he had to stand to make room, and the two women broke their embrace and held out their arms. Crystal drove her mouth into his and pulled his hand up onto her right breast with and encouraging moan.
Mary whispered in his ear, "You thought we were going to put on a show for you, that's not going to happen. I'm going to watch, I'll be in the chair, not tied down by the way, watching you ruin poor Crystal's pussy with that fat dick of yours." Taking their hands, she led then upstairs to the bedroom and proceeded to undress each one, slapping their hands away when they tried to do it themselves. Mary took Crystal's hand and held it against Bob's huge rod, watching the panicked expression on Crystal's face." Relax, if you can't take it he won't force it, your call all the way.
"Christ, Mary, how on earth do you make that fit." Crystal said as she dropped to her knees holding onto the massive piece of meat with both hands. She ran her thumb across the slit feeling the lube running out, feeling the ropey blood vessels throbbing, and with a jolt realized with both hands she was barely able to put her fingers around it.
"Taste it," Mary said from right next to Crystal on the floor. It's a powerful feeling putting that in your mouth.
Crystal hadn't even been aware that Mary had stripped and dropped down to the floor next to her. "Why do I feel like getting up and running screaming from the house?" She asked Mary.
With a laugh, Bob said, "That happened to Mary's roommate, before she and I met, I guess she wanted to see if I could fit in her on a dare or something, anyhow she was right where you are now and without even grabbing her clothes she jumped up and ran out the door just in her bra and panties." Laughing, "Stories like these are what true love is made of since Mary answered the door when I came over with a bag of clothes. Your girl here had to see for herself and in her room, before even asking my name, nor I hers, we had sex. I have to say it was love at first sight. We spent the entire weekend screwing. I miss college." Bob sighed
Mary stroked Crystal's hair, "Do what you want, he is a marvelous pussy eater, so get on the bed and you two have fun. I want to watch, unless you prefer I go?" Mary said.
Crystal stood up and pulled Bob over to the bed and pushed him down on his back. "Mary, I'd prefer if you'd stay, not that I'm scared of him, but perhaps as a relief pitcher...you know, if the starter can't go the full nine..."
Mary watched as Crystal crawled up and started licking up and down Bob's shaft, flicking her tongue un the head apparently tasting the fluids leaking out. Mary was impressed when Crystal arched her back and drove her gaping mouth down his cock and lingered with that choking log in her throat. Mary saw Crystal swallowing as she stimulated the bulbous head in her gullet.
With a gasp, Crystal pulled off and looking at Bob said, "This is incredible, I've never seen anything like it." and dove back down, proceeding to bob up and down. When Crystal felt Bob's breathing become ragged, she pulled off with a loud smack, "Ok, as much as I'd like to get dessert, I really need to see if this thing fits in me." she climbed on top of Bob and squatting over him started kissing him hard while grinding her wet pussy against the yule log under her. Bob reached up and started stroking and squeezing Crystal's wonderful breasts, flicking her nipples with his thumbs.
Crystal responded by humping Bob harder and harder, sliding her pussy closer to the tip and thrusting the pelvis down the shaft, she felt herself opening up, hoping she could take that massive girth, wanting to take that inside her and thinking this her body responded by sliding up over the head and pushing back against the head, feeling it pop across her clit with a jolt of pleasure, over and over and over she drove against that massive head until at last it caught on her pubic bone and slipped up into the folds of her pussy, opening her dripping labia and embedded itself two inches inside her. She stopped with a groan, before moving her hips up and down feeling the head push her poor flesh to its limits and she still pushed her hips, up and down, up and down continuing to put pressure on the log now half inside her. "Fuck, Mary, how much more is there, I'm so fucking stuffed." She panted.
Mary came over, "Three more inches, take a break, let your pussy get used to it, you are doing great."
Crystal felt Mary stroking her wet lips, her clit, her ass as she started pushing against the log inside her. When she felt Mary's finger enter her ass, she pushed back burying Bob all the way inside her tortured vagina. "AAAAhhhhhhh, Christ. Bob, you are too fucking huge, can you give me a minute?" Crystal panted while savoring the feeling of pain mixed with a wonderful feeling of being stretched to the max. Soon she felt the pain diminishing and started humping her hips enjoying how his huge cock reluctantly pulled out and resisted going back in. She though he would turn her inside out but began thrusting harder and harder on his cock, doing this, she realized that her clit was in constant contact with the fat shaft unlike other dicks she'd ridden.
Bob was in heaven with this incredibly tight, blonde-haired beauty sweating and writhing on his incredibly stiff penis. He loved how she pushed hard onto his thumbs when he pressed them into her nipples, head down, thrusting and thrusting against him, slickly grinding, her silky smooth shaved pussy hungrily sucking in his huge member. He grabbed Crystal's hips, "Crystal, Crystal, stop...I'm getting close...ahh."
Hearing this Crystal put more energy into her frantic humping and exploded in an orgasmic frenzy at the exact same time as Bob clutched her tight to him and pistoned his cock into the sweat covered girl groaning and panting into his neck. "JEEESSSUUSSS CCCHHHRRRIIIIISSSTTT!!...oooohhhh...ooh crap!" Crystal cried out.
Mary watched the passion subside and the two holding each other. When she saw Bob's now flaccid penis pop out, a flood of cum poured out of Crystal's gaping pussy. Rather than feel any jealously, she felt only love seeing two of her favorite people holding and stroking each other is post orgasmic bliss. She lay on the bed next to them rubbing her clit thinking how much better this is now...
Crystal slowly raised her head, nudged Bob, "I think we have to take care of this, should I, or...?"
"What do you think?" Bob chucked.
"Men, voyeurs all." Crystal mumbled as she crawled over to Mary and pulled her hand away. "I got this." She cooed and lowered her face into Mary's wet twat with her ass sticking up in the air. Her tongue easily dove into Mary's wet snatch she was so wet, with her mouth clamped on, sucking, probing deeply, swallowing copious amounts of fluids, riding the thrusting hips as she looked up at Mary's heaving, bouncing breasts before reaching up and grabbing each one. Using those fleshy mounds as leverage, she pulled on them to drive her face harder against the sopping, bucking, aroused cunt.
Watching this, Bob stroked his cock back to life, stunned how erotic the scene in front of him looked...his wife energetically writhing under the attack on her pussy, her flesh bulging out between Crystal's grasping hands, Oh, and Crystal's beautiful ass wiggling back and forth in response to Mary's writhing and Crystal's pendulous tits dragging across the sheet. Rolling over onto his knees behind Crystal, he lined up his now fully revived cock and pushed against her still soaked slit.
"Mmmmmmm...mmmmm." Crystal moaned into Mary's crotch while pushing back against the large bulb spreading her labia.
Bob watched as her lips spread wide and opened to a large 'O' as his cock slithered into her. Responding to her welcoming thrusts and happy moans, he shoved all the way in eliciting muffled squeal of pleasure from the writhing blonde beneath him...pulling back and driving in again elicited the same muffled squeal.
Bob, whatever you are doing, don't stop, her squeals are like being sucked on by a vibrator." Mary moaned. "Pound her pussy, she's been a bad girl."
Crystal groaned as Bob started pounding her and let out a long series of squeals and grunts when she felt Mary start to buck against her mouth, so pulling her tongue out of her twat, she drove it against her writhing clit. Hearing Mary scream and hump against her, and feeling Bob's pumping becoming less rapid and hearing him groan, she felt her groin explode in intense spasms of ecstasy as her womb was being pumped full of sperm.
Sweating, laughing all three rolled over and began kissing and hugging each other. Crystal laughed, "I'd like to tell people about this..." panting and catching her breath, "but simultaneous orgasms, with three people? Christ! But who would I tell? Pretty sure I'm not going to pick up the phone and say. 'Hey Mom, guess what just happened.'"
Mary rolled off the bed, "That was fantastic, best sex ever, and that's saying something.. but, I have to shower, who wants to join me, the shower easily fits three..."
Drying off, Mary turned to Crystal, "You are staying the night? We'd love it if you'd stay, in fact we'd like you to stay the weekend."
"I'd love to, but I have to work the lunch shifts Saturday and Sunday, but I can come back after my shifts, yes, thanks, I'd like that." Crystal said, "but he's not going be attacking me with that thing, is he?" Crystal said pointing at Bob's flaccid cock.
"I'm afraid so, there's not much you can do about that except just let it go where it wants. You've heard the old joke, 'Where does and elephant sit in a bar? Anywhere it wants.' so, you'll just have to grit your teeth and accept it, I'd protect your ass though, don't let it anywhere near you there." Mary chuckled.
*****
Crystal woke up alone Monday morning with the sun streaming in. Stretching with aching pleasure, she thought back on the active, sweaty last couple of days with a stab of pleasure in her groin. Lazily running her finger across her slit and feeling every bit of stimulus she received from fingers, tongues, that massive hunk of meat, she groaned thinking how many times she was pounded, rode upon, skewered...'Oh God, she thought. I'll never walk right again." With a feeling of sadness she realized her vacation was over and she'd be returning to her house, her life. Standing up, she threw on a tee that just covered her waist, she staggered towards the smell of coffee.
"Morning, we wondered if you recovered," Mary said, "Sorry, Bob couldn't get enough of you. Coffee?" she held out the pot.
"God yes, I feel underdressed," Crystal said looking at Bob and Mary in their work clothes.
"You look great," Bob said, stroking her bare behind as Crystal poured her coffee. "Though I'd prefer you were even more underdressed."
"Crystal, Bob and I were talking this morning and I know you have your life and we are probably way out of line, but we don't want you to leave...we want you to move in with us. You can say no without hurting our feelings, but honestly, Bob doesn't lick my pussy like you do and he wants someone to talk to about scotch." Mary chuckled.
"Are you serious? I would love to, but, and I'm really serious here, if for any reason I get in the way of you two, or you get sick of me, tell me and I'm out of here, but I woke up this morning sad that this had to end." Crystal said with a grin. "Plus, my cooking sucks and I sort of got used to your meals, Mary."
Bob groaned, "I was counting on someone who cooks better than me for those weeks Mary is on her trips."
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"Look Joe, you need to get out and get aerobic exercise, you're starting to get a bit of a paunch," Marie pointed out, "come biking with us, Jim and John are in great shape, but they are not experienced cyclists and we will not be going very fast and I'm sure we'll be stopping a lot, plus you know Baldy and they've never done it."
"Marie, biking is your thing, you go with Dad and I'll go out for a run and work on upgrading to Windows 10. You have fun and don't push dad too far, I'd hate to see him have a heart attack." Joe replied.
"Ok, this is depressing since last time we went it was beautiful and I keep thinking how much fun we had." Marie said sadly, "I'd like to spend more time with you. What if I call them and tell them that you and I are going riding and those guys can go on their ride, it's not like they can't ride without me. Let's do the old interurban, it's smooth, no hills and we can be by ourselves." Marie pleaded.
"No, you made plans with them, go. You tell someone you are going to be there..." Joe said sullenly.
"Damn! You sure are stubborn." Marie snapped. "I'm trying to be as flexible with my plans as I can, you want me to go running with you instead? Let's do that, we can run the old interurban." Marie said excitedly, "I love that trail, shaded, cool, runs along the river."
"Marie, I said I'm fine, go meet with dad and go biking, I actually have other plans..." Joe snapped.
"What other plans? I thought you said you were going for a run. You didn't tell me you had other plans." Marie replied.
"I'm going running with Michelle, she asked me if I would be her partner since she wants someone to push her, and I'm not sure if she wouldn't feel like a third wheel if you came along, it's not like I don't want to be with you, it's just...look, you and dad seem to have gotten really cozy and I'm guessing you really just want to be with him...and Uncle John. Go, I need to get ready for my run." Joe said heatedly. "I know you slept with them, with both of them and then didn't have the balls to just tell me, or make something up, like one thing led to another...or some other bullshit women always say." Panting, Joe paused in his rant. "Why is it all you women just fuck my dad and uncle and then every time, every single time say, 'Honey, it wasn't anything about you, you know how it is, one thing led to another and before I knew it I was filled with sperm, I really was going to tell you and it will never happen again.' Why not just say, 'Joe, I fucked your dad and uncle, I saw their huge dicks, I wanted their big dicks inside me. Will you forgive me this and the next time?'" Red faced Joe stopped and looked at Marie, "If this is not true, say something...tell me I am full of shit."
Marie looked stricken and placed her hand on Joe's arm which was snatched away, "I can't tell you that, I can't deny any of it. But, no, I wasn't going to tell you, I knew it would cause you pain, I don't want forgiveness and I'm not planning on doing it again. When did you know?"
With tears forming in his eyes, Joe softly added, "When you called me Joey. At least tell me you have regrets, regrets that you cheated on me, with my own father and my uncle."
"I can tell you I've had regrets for hurting you and what you must think of me, but I'm sorry for saying this, but I don't regret the love-making, no, the fucking we did. It was...different, so different from when you and I make love. I love you, I do, and when we make love, it is tender, and safe, and nice. I love that, I feel so close to you and love having you inside me, feeling your warm body on mine." Marie said pleadingly.
"Ok, I hear a 'but', I love being with you, but..." James said. "What about with them. What did they do, do to you that I cannot?" he continued bitterly.
"Joe, I'm sorry, but with them it was more exciting, raw...no love at all, simply animal lust. They didn't caress me and gently take me, they tossed me on the bed, they drove into me, pounded me and set off a series of mind blowing orgasms, basically I let them take over and use me any way they wanted, I loved the feeling of powerlessness in their hands. You father and uncle almost ruined me and I loved it." Marie said with dilated eyes and nipples now poking out of her tee shirt.
"Marie, are you leaving me for them? Is that what you want? You want to be used, pumped full of cum and left draped over the sofa by two men who have been using women like that for years?" James said seeing that she was getting excited. "You would rather have the lust and animal pleasure rather than love? Tell me and I'll leave." Joe said.
"If I had to choose one think and live with it for the rest of my life, I'd choose love, tenderness, your warm body close to mine...safe, comfortable love." Marie said softly stroking his face.
Joe didn't pull away, "But you'd like to have the other periodically, the raw animal passion. I'm not sure if I can live with that, with knowing my dad's cock is inside you," James continued painfully, "but I also love you and as crappy as this sounds, I really resented the fact you were the happiest I've ever seen you the last two weeks...the two weeks after you got pounded. Of course, we have made love a lot more since then also, Shit! I ask you to just love only me and you will always miss the raw fucking, I give my blessing, I let you go to my dad for passion, I will feel horrible pain." James slumped down on the seat with his head in his hands. "Perhaps breaking up is the best thing to do." He finished sadly.
"No! James I will not touch your dad or your uncle ever again, I choose you. I love you, I don't love them. Frankly, they are both assholes and I'm not sure how you ever turned out like you did, but if it causes you pain, then they will never touch me again...Ok?"
"ARRRGGHHHH!!" Joe pounded the heels of his hand against his forehead. "No, No, I cannot tell you to never touch them again, as much as the last two weeks hurt knowing it was them, those two with their stupid cocks, those cocks that brought you so much pleasure...No! I cannot tell you to stop...stop fucking them. If you are telling me to trust that...that you truly don't love them and that basically they are just hunks of meat you are using for your pleasure, them fuck them, fuck them and use them. A really bitter part of me wants them to love you, but never get that reciprocated, but I will not take that away from you if it is truly what you need." Joe stood up and hugged her close. "Do what you want, with whomever you want and just don't fall in love with them, but please never tell me about it, I'd really rather not know."
With tears in her eye Marie pushed him back and looked into his eyes studying them, seeing sadness, but resignation, and relief. She pulled him close and kissed him hard tasting her tears in the kiss. Pushing him back, Marie said, "Joe, I have one requirement. I will do as you say, I won't be seeing your dad that often, he is kind of a jerk, but I want you to fuck Michelle if you want to. Really, have you seen how she looks at you? I could be wrong, but when you run today see if she has no bra on and if she runs ahead so you can check her out."
"What? I can't just ask her if she wants to fuck." Joe sputtered.
"Definitely not your dad's son," Marie mumbled, "Actually you can, but perhaps a more subtle approach is more you, ask her in for water, fruit juice, whatever after the run, then before you sit down, 'do you mind if I take a quick shower, you know, just to rinse off? You can do a quick rinse off too, even go first if you like. Marie has clothes here that will fit you.' She likes you, she will suggest you shower together. And if she doesn't, ask her with a sly wink. Actually, she's pretty hot, I am getting wet thinking about soaping up those wonderful breasts, we could do her together some day if you like." Marie said noticing Joe's arousal at the proposition.
Marie dropped to her knees, looked up at Joe, "Let's make sure you have staying power with Michelle," yanked down Joe's shorts and started bathing the head of his cock with her tongue. When Joe mumbled she doesn't have to do this she sucked the hardening rod into her mouth and leaning forward, drove it all the way in feeling his penis push against the back of her throat. Listening to Joe gasping and feeling the jerking of his hips, she cupped his ass cheek with her right hand and reached up and fondled his balls with his left and started pounding her face against his pubes eliciting a huge groan and jets of cum splattering the back of her throat and as she rapidly swallowed, the constrictions caused Joe to buck harder against her face.
Joe pushed her still sucking mouth away and collapsed back onto the seat, legs spayed and a drop of cum stringing to the floor. "Holy fuck, that was intense. I've never cum so hard, never felt such an intense, almost burning in my balls, my dick." Joe panted. Apparently coming to a realization, "Is this want you mean, is this what you get from dad?"
"Actually, I gave that to your dad and uncle, you keep pushing me away when I want to suck your cock, but I'm really quite good at it. You think in the future you'll let me get you off this way?" Marie said with a sloppy grin. "I'll bet Michelle can't match that."
Even though Marie was now quite wet, she stood up and said, if you are quite sure, I'm going to brush my teeth, pack my clothes, and head out to pick up your dad to go riding. Call Michelle and tell her you're ready...I mean, call her when you are ready." Marie said smiling, looking down at Joe sprawled out below her.
Arriving at Jim's house, Marie grabbed her bag with her biking gear and walked up to the house and knocked. She was yanked in through the open door and hugged by Uncle John who slipped his hands down her pants and gripped her bare ass while kissing her. "Wow! She said," Pulling back, "miss me?"
"You know I did, how've you been? How is Joey? Does he know about...?" Uncle John asked.
"Yeah he knew when he picked me up but didn't say anything about it until today. I feel so bad that I hurt him." Marie said sadly.
"So, he still let you come over here? He isn't worried we'll do this again? Jim, Joey knows about..." John said when Jim came in from the garage.
"I'm sorry, did you two break up?" Jim asked coming over and slipping an arm around Marie.
"No, actually we talked and this hurts him a lot, but he also saw that I need this...this hard sex we had, the full release with no love involved, just fucking. He said he sees I need it, and never to tell him if I do it again. So, I will slice your balls off if either of you says anything about us, about anything we have going on physically to him ever, plus, if you ever want to see me out of my clothes, you will call him Joe, you will treat him with respect and you will thank him when he goes out of his way for you." Marie looked at each man as she was saying this ready to pounce with any sign of a smirk. "Do you understand, I will slice your balls off, you can trust me on that...Ok, that's the stick, now here's the carrot. You can still have this," pulling her top off and sliding off her shorts and turning to face them naked, "if you comply fully. Deal?"
"We have a deal, right John? It's Joe from now on, but Marie, get your clothes on, we..." Jim started to say.
"Holy fuck! Who the hell is that and can we have her when you are done?"
Marie spun around and saw two men, boys actually since they seemed about eighteen, standing in the doorway from the garage. She wrapped her arms around her chest and crotch and dove behind the couch. Looking frantically and Jim and John, "Who are they and why didn't you warn me? Give me my damn bag so I can put on my biking clothes at least." Marie snapped.
The two boys stood in amazement as the fire-haired full-breasted beauty dove over the couch in one quick motion.
John grabbed her bag and handed it to her while Jim went over and shoved the gawking boys out to the garage. "I'm sorry, we never had a chance to tell you that we're riding with the two guys who sold us our bikes - they're good kids and I'm sure now quite happy that you are riding with us. We told them you were coming and they were doubtful, apparently they don't ride with 'girls'" John told her as he sadly watched her cover back up. "I guarantee you they be trying to ride next to you all day."
When she was dressed Jim brought the boys back in and introduced them to the beet red Marie. "I am so embarrassed, I was...hell, I was trying to shock these guys and while I was making my point, Oh fuck, this sucks. Hi, my name is Marie and I'm seeing Jim's son, crap." She said with her head pounding from the rush of blood.
"I'm sorry, we were setting up Jim and John's bikes for the ride, truing the wheels, topping off the tires and didn't know you had arrived and we were wondering where Jim went. Sorry, I'm Chad and this is Rick, we promise never to tell anyone, but no promise that we won't periodically nudge each other and ask, 'remember when?'" Chad said smiling. "I've seen naked women before, but you are a godsend to Rick here, he never has. Look, if it helps, you were so quick we didn't see much, but sizable breasts, a nice patch of red fur...very nicely shaved, great ass." Chad laughed.
Marie hung her head, "I think I'll pass on the ride today," She said sadly, "I feel like a total slut." She started stuffing her street clothes into the bag.
Jim snapped at Chad, "Look, she is our friend and we've seen each other naked before, so don't get your imagination going and you'd better realize her IQ is probably 40 points above yours and I'm pretty sure you'll be trying to show off to her on the trails and she will rip your lungs out if you try." Jim said heatedly.
Chad immediately quit looking so cocky, "Hey, Marie, I'm sorry, I'm not going to apologize for Rick since he said nothing, and he immediately turned around when he saw you were naked, so I'm the piece of shit here, I'm really sorry, but I'd really like to ride with you, but," Turning to Jim, "I don't think she's going to 'rip our lungs out' as you say, Rick and I can hold our own with anyone."
"I don't know, Chad, sorry Marie, this is not a sexual reference, but Chad, look at her quads and her calf muscles, Marie can you let me see your hamstrings, check those out, look at those glutes. She is pretty buff, I wouldn't challenge her."
Marie stared at Rick who finally spoke and realized this was a totally honest kid. "Thank you Rick, I'm dressed, I've got my bike, I'll ride with you, but I doubt I can keep up with eighteen year old guys, but thanks Jim for your faith in me. I will hold my own though."
Unracking their bikes, Chad came over to Marie, "Gary Fisher, full suspension," whistling, "XTR, titanium...Very nice. Can't knock the gear." He put out his hand, "Chad Russell, pleased to meet you."
Initially confused, Marie took his hand, "Pleased to meet you Chad, I'm Marie."
"I wanted to start over, I was acting like a frat boy, which I guess I am, and I was slow to pick up on it, but you weren't feeling comfortable, and I made things worse, I'm sorry. I'd like to say, this is the real me, but that asshole you saw back at Jim's is the real me, this me is a strain, but I'll do my best." Chad finished and turned back to get on his bike and started up the trail.
Marie followed Chad and Rick on the single track heading up Baldy, reveling in the initial burn in her legs, her wind still strong. This was her kind of riding, scaling to the top, then screaming down the other side, letting the bike bounce all over while she stays steady on the pedals and the bars.
Rick turned back and asked her if she'd like to pass and she saw his breathing was beginning to be labored. She spurted around him thanking him and continued turning the low gear at 95-100 rpm enjoying her huge lung capacity. She looked back and saw that Jim and John were way back so she mentioned that to Chad.
"Let's pull over by the pine up there, there's a nice level area under it." Chad replied.
When Jim and John got there they were breathing hard. They climbed off their bikes and took a long pull of water. "How far up are we?" Jim asked.
"Elevation or how far as in half way?" Marie replied.
"God no, don't tell me the elevation, so we are half way up?" Jim asked hopefully.
"No, we are about one fifth of the way up, but you are doing great. Just keep the pace you are comfortable with, no one is racing and we will stop a lot, there are so many terrific views as you get past that outcropping over there." Marie said pointing to the ridge above them.
After resting up, Chad said to Marie, "I'm even more sorry now, I was pushing myself to drop you, then just stay ahead of you, but I thought I was going to have heart failure and you were barely breathing, so please, lead the way," Chad indicted the trail ahead, "but realize I'm still an asshole so I'll be checking out your ass, so I'm not really all that good."
Marie grinned at him, "You keep that up and I might not push you off up at Walter's Point."
Chad shuddered, "Man, that view from up there gives me vertigo, just being within ten feet of the edge."
Marie turned to the others, "Jim, John? You guys feeling rested? If you're still getting your wind back we have time, don't push it."
"No, we're good," John said, "pretty sure I'll be getting my second wind, I hate the first sections, I always feel like I'm just not going to make it."
Marie hopped on and set a moderate pace up the climb, spinning, maintaining even breaths feeling even stronger. She looked back behind her and saw Chad focused on her ass. "You want to go ahead? You're riding really strong."
"No, I'm good," Chad panted, "I'm pushing myself to keep your pace, you've got terrific endurance, plus the view is best ever." Chad laughed.
"Ok, I'd like to stop up around the corner, so I'm going to push myself, so do what you think best," Marie said as she changed gears maintaining her revs shot ahead and powered up the remaining 200 yards to Walter's Point.
When Chad arrived, Marie was standing at the edge, holding her arms out taking deep breaths. "Man, this has to be the cleanest air in the state." She said turning the Chad who was climbing off his bike. Looking at his expression, she said, "I take it you want me to back away from the edge. Sorry, I can't do that. I always feel like I could just fly...wish I could." Marie plopped down with her legs dangling off.
Over the next ten minutes the rest of the group arrived. Chad went over to Jim and took his bike. "You alright? You look beat. Here, take a protein bar." Chad handed Jim and John bars. "These give you great energy for rides like these. And Jim, I'll never doubt you again, Marie left me in the dust."
Marie turned, "You could have matched that last burst, but you just didn't want to waste energy for no real point. Good news, we are almost at the top and it will be downhill all the way, 17 miles of single track...I've got goose bumps thinking about it." Marie stood up and came back to the group. "You guys have ridden this before?" Looking at Rick and Chad who nodded, "Ever stop on the way down anywhere?"
"No, where? We just go balls out all the way down, I'd hate to stop since the rush is best when you scream all the way to the parking lot." Chad replied, "But if there's something to see, I'm in."
"Yeah, my favorite spot, in fact I've never seen another human being there, I'll lead and show you." Marie said.
Soon they were all rested and ready or the last uphill over the saddle and with a loud scream, Marie in top gear pounded down the steep pitch, Chad and Rick right behind her with John and Jim dropping.
Marie threw her arm out to the left and jetted over a four foot high ledge off the trail and weaved between the trees down around to the right. When Chad and Rick caught up they were stunned to see a bright blue lake with soft grass and when they got closer they could see clearly to the bottom.



"This has been here all this time and we never once came down here?" Chad asked.
"I was thinking of not telling you about this since you guys work in a bike shop and I selfishly want to keep this private since I like to skinny dip when I do this ride alone." Marie told Chad and Rick.
When Jim and John arrived they both whistled, "Beautiful, are we going in? I am so sweaty it has to feel great."
Marie was taking off her biking shoes, rubbing her feet she turned to Jim, "I'm just going to wade in since I really do not want to ride in wet shorts, and a wet top would be even worse with the cool air and wind on the descent. You guys do what you want."
Chad said "Screw this, "I'm going in, it looks too good." He ripped his shoes off, took off his shirt and slid down his shorts with no shame and sprinted down to the lake and dove in. "Jesus Christ, this is ice water." He screamed. Moving around, he finally started swimming underwater and splashing around. "I'm not going to be able to stay in long, but after the initial shock, it's not totally bad."
Maris was amused to see the young man's dick flopping around when he sprinted down and was thinking how much smaller it must be now. She walked down and waded in up to her knees thinking that this was not going to cut it if she wanted to wash the salty sweat off, so she went back to shore and pulled off her top and shorts and waded back in feeling all eyes on her.
Chad swam over as she was floating on her back, and said, "I thought I saw a bright red patch, I love the way it glows in the sun. You are a fucking goddess in the water." And swam away.
Soon all five were splashing and cooling off this a mountain lake, but mostly it meant swimming up under Marie and lifting her up and throwing her with hands placed between her legs, on her ass and grabbing her breasts. Marie finally decided that was enough and swam to shore and flopped down on her back on the grass with her legs slightly parted exposing her tight vulva, feeling the sun soak into her, she closed her eyes.
The four guys followed her out of the water admiring her shapely ass and when she lay down, how the sun coming across her body accentuated her huge, erect nipples and her mons. They all looked at her fiery red patch glistening in the sun and sighed.
She opened her eyes and was the four men standing over her admiring her glowing sensuality under the open sky. Glancing at their shriveled organs, she mumbled, "Not impressed." and closed her eyes again. Opening her eyes when she heard Jim's voice, she looked at them.
"Why is it women's assets get better with the cold and men's get worse?"
Looking down at her hard, pointy nipples standing straight up on the breasts, she reached up, pinching them, pulled them an inch up and released them watching them bounce and return to pointing at the sky. "Pretty impressive, huh? Why do you think I carry ice in my purse?" She closed her eyes again.
"Chad, I think you'd better help her out." She heard John say. "and you have to feel how fucking soft that downy patch is, she might slap you, but you will never regret it. I still remember the first time I touched that."
She opened her eyes seeing Chad with a tube of sun screen, "May I? You'll burn." He said.
"Is this just an excuse to feel me up?" Marie asked.
"Yep."
"Ok then, go for it." Marie said with a resigned sigh.
Chad knelt down and started with Marie's feet getting in between her toes and working his way up to her calves, then thighs. "I should have kept my big mouth shut," Chad sighed.
"Why? When?" Marie asked.
"When I said I'd kick your ass on the climb, you have perfect musculature." Chad said kneading the lotion into her quads.
"Is Rick really a virgin?" Marie asked quietly, "He really has never seen a naked woman?"
"Yes, I mean, we've all seen naked women in magazines, HBO, you know... he's never seen, until today, a women live." Chad said softly.
Marie turned her head to where Rick was sitting looking down at the lake with his back to Marie. "Rick, Chad needs some help here, can you give him a hand?"
Rick tentatively came over assiduously looking at Marie's eyes. Chad handed him the tube of sunscreen, "Dude, give me a hand before she burns, can you do her top half and I'll do the bottom?" He asked.
When he hesitated, Marie said, "Please Rick, the sun at this altitude can burn you in minutes. When you are done with me. I'll take care of you two."
Rick knelt down trying to hide his growing cock and started rubbing sunscreen on Marie's arm and shoulders then went around her massive breasts with swollen nipples and started on her ribs and stomach.
"Sweetie, you have to do my breasts, they are the most vulnerable since they never see the sun." she took his hand and put it on her right breast. "Please do a good job, you know how painful it will be to have sunburned nipples rubbing against my bike jersey?"
Marie closed her eyes felling the wonderful ministrations of the two boys. "So, you guys are in college?"
"No ma'am." Rick replied, "We're in high school, seniors."
"Please tell me you're eighteen so I don't get sent to prison." Marie pleaded.
Chad laughed, "You're safe, we're both eighteen, though Rick's birthday was yesterday."
Marie was aware her pussy was starting to leak thinking about a virgin and a barely legal one at that.
"Chad, have you been with a woman?" It just occurred to Marie that he was avoiding her vulva, "Please don't neglect my pussy, I really don't want to burn there, and Rick keep working the sunscreen into my breasts, you are doing a great job."
"Of course I've been with a woman, or girl actually." Chad said proudly.
"Are you still a virgin?" She asked softly, "I am not judging you, so how you answer won't change anything, I'm just curious. Yes, there, work the lotion in there..." she sighed.
"Yes, I've had hand job, but I've never, you know." Chad said.
"Put that beautiful cock of yours in a woman..." Marie finished. If I didn't have a boyfriend, I'd rectify that, but I think it is time for my back." She said rolling over.
Jim and John were sitting in the shade watching, "Man, imagine being a virgin and having that to be your first." Jim said nudging John. They got up to get closer and watch the beauty getting a rubdown.
When Marie finished the two boys, spending extra time making sure their ass cracks and balls were fully protected, then with both hands lubing up there amazingly stiff cocks.
Lying back down, she asked the two boys. "Can you never tell anyone about this place? I mean no one, even when you are riding with friends? I feel safe here because no one ever comes here." Marie asked.
Rick immediately agreed but Chad said, "I'm not sure I can do that, I get people asking me all the time for great spots to ride, and they want places like this."
"You'll ruin it, for me and for you if you want a place to get away from it all, damn, I never should have brought you here." Marie said bitterly.
"I'll shut up for a hand job," Chad said quietly.
"What? That's blackmail!" Marie sputtered.
"I would have held out for a blowjob." Jim said, "She is the best cocksucker I've ever had."
John echoed that, "I can vouch for her sucking abilities, go for the blowjob."
"You know what? I have leverage here," Chad said, "I want you to take Rick's and my cherry. You do that and we will never say a word."
Marie sat up between the two boys, reached out and started stroking their young hard cocks. "What assurance do I have you will never say anything, I mean I let you boys pound my poor little pussy with these huge, rigid rods and what assurance do I have you don't go back and tell your friends, 'wait 'til you see this place, there's a great lake and this babe spread her legs for us letting her do anything we wanted...we came in her mouth, her cunt, her ass..."
Chad yanked her hand off his cock. "Ok, stop or It'll just be a hand job. The only way I can see to make this a permanent deal is for us to promise never to tell a soul, never lead anyone here is for us to join you on your regular rides and we get to fuck you here, every ride. We would be killing the golden goose if we told anyone. Rick does that work for you?" Chad looked at Rick who looked like he was ready to cum, "Marie, let him go. You agree?"
Marie wiped her hands on her legs, "I think we have a deal," She said lying back spreading her legs, "but I would prefer you not cum inside me since I have to sit on the bike seat and young studs like you will flood my poor pussy. Please pull out, you can come in my mouth if you like."
Chad climbed between her legs, fumbled with his cock trying to line it up, so Marie reached down and pulled the head against her soaking labia. "Come on baby, fuck me, fuck me hard...oooohhhh yesss." she moaned when Chad started pushing in and out of her, grabbing his ass, she tried to get him to pound her harder, but he was surprisingly gentle, looking over at the two older men, "Relax, you'll get yours when we get home, but for now I need someone to play with my nipples. aaaahhhhh yeessss," she sighed when both men started sucking on her nipples. Chad had his face pinched, concentrating and rather than say "harder" she started teasing Chad, "Come on pussy boy, you got beat by a girl riding up the mountain, a little girl who is at your mercy, she needs to be pounded and your huge meaty stick ripping her apart is how you are going to punish her...She humiliated you, left you wheezing...come on make that bitch cry...yessss, Oh My Gooooooodddd." Marie cried when Chad began thrusting into her as hard as he could.
Chad felt a surge of power over this bitch, watching his slamming into her bounce her tits up and down, his huge cock stabbing into her hot, wet womb... her legs spread wide open, wide open for him, his huge member ripping into her, he felt himself cumming and at the last minute yanked out of her pussy and dove up into her waiting mouth causing Jim and John to jump out of the way. He drove his cock into her throat and with jerking hips, spasmed load after load down her throat. Falling over to the side, he moaned, "My God, is it always that intense? My heart can't take much more of that. Oh God...Marie, why did you make me hurt you, I shouldn't have pounded you so hard. I'm sorry, are you alright?"
"I'm fine Chad, I liked it, you're a strong guy and your thrusts when you got mad at me sent me over the top, way over the top. Thanks, sweetie." Marie said with satisfaction. "Rick, you want me like this, or on my hands and knees?"
"Whatever you want, I am happy, really happy however you want it, so..."
Marie got on her hands and knees and feeling Rick behind her, said, "Grab your cock and rub the head up and down my slit, and press your hips forward applying pressure on my when you do that, your big cock knows where the hole is...yessssss. Ahhhh, you found it, now lose yourself in the feeling of your cock rubbing my vaginal walls, your balls filled with sperm ready to fill me up...that's it..." Marie put her head down and lost herself in the feeling of a young cock slamming into her.
Rick was amazed how good it felt, how his cock felt like it was on fire and how erotic it was to see waves of taut flesh roll forward on Marie's ass cheeks every time he drove his spear into her, he was mesmerized as he pounded her harder and harder, he knew he wasn't going to last when he felt Marie playing with his balls, "No, no, no, no, stop, I'm going to cum."
Marie pulled off his cock, spun around and drove her mouth onto Ricks cock and began deep-throating him, instantly rewarded when Rick loudly made a guttural groan and shot his sperm into her throat and grabbed her head when she swallowed, clenching her gullet around his cock.
Rick fell over and moaning, said, "Best bike ride ever."
Marie laughed and looked at Jim and John. "Fuck you, You can't look at me with those pitiful bloodhound eyes as if, oh fuck." Marie said, crawled over and sucked Jim's dick into her mouth. Soon her back was arched and her lips were 3/4 of the way down his shaft. Pulling out and taking a deep breath, "John, you can get warmed up in my pussy, but like I told these boys here, no cumming in me." She dove back down onto Jim's tasty cock. "Mmmmmm...mmmmmm...mmmmmmm" she moaned on Jim's cock in response to John's huge curved member torquing her vagina. "Mmmmm...mmmmmm...mmmm." Marie jerked her hips on John's driving cock now fully impaling her causing her to moan non-stop.
Jim's groin began that familiar ache and he reached under and grabbed Marie's tits and using them as leverage pulled her mouth into his thrusting pelvis as he shot load after load down her throat, thrusting hard and finally, when drained released the oxygen starved girl.
"Hhuuuuuuuuhh" Marie gasped sucking in air, she punched Jim hard. "Holy mother of God, I almost suffocated...don't ever do that again!" She punched Jim again and rubbed her throat, turning to John she said, fuck it, cum on my chest, your brother ruined my throat. She pulled forward off of John's cock and lay down on her back, and grabbing John's shaft fed it into her now sloppy pussy.
John focused on those heavy flopping tits bouncing in response to his every thrust and when Marie leaned forward and started biting his nipples, he did one final thrust before pulling out and instantly shooting cum on Marie's face, neck , tits, stomach before dribbling out a small pool in her navel. "My God Marie, you have the best pussy I've ever been in." John said happily as he flopped over next to her.
Marie was wiping her face off and looking at the gobs of cum all over her chest as she groaned, "Never again, I feel like I've run a marathon. I hope you are all happy." She said as she staggered down to the lake to rinse off.
After she dried off and got dressed, they headed down to where they again found the trail and flew to the bottom and the waiting cars.
After they racked the bikes, Chad came over and gave her a big hug, "Marie, you are the best and I hereby absolve you of all future obligations and commitments."
"But, you won't tell anyone?" Marie asked.
"Hell, I never looked where you cut off and no, I won't, I never will tell a soul, but if you do ever need company on this ride again, Rick and I will start working out more and we'll give you a ride if you are up to it."
Marie grabbed his face and kissed him, opening her mouth to let his tongue in. She made no move to stop him when his hand slid up and grabbed her breast, in fact she took his hand and moved it under her jersey. Breaking the kiss, she said, "Perhaps we can do the ride before you get into peak shape, you like looking at my ass anyhow." Reluctantly pulling his hand out from the jersey, she went over to Rick.
"Was that good for your first time? I felt a lot of pressure since you've held off for so long."
"It was great, I cannot think of a guy in the world who lost his cherry in a more perfect spot and with a more perfect teacher." Rick kissed her and pulling away, "Sorry if we were rough with you though, I think it must have been a bit much for you."
"Thanks, Rick. Actually up until Jim there almost suffocated me, it was fine." Walking over to Jim, she said, "You know Jim, you really can be an ass." And punched him again.
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Anne was relieved to hear the garage door open since James had been working late for the last month, with no end in sight. Married 6 months and we already hit the middle-aged blahs. Jokingly all her friends at her bachelorette party urged her to let the fake cop cuff her and let him do a cavity search since in four to five years she'll regret not riding that monster sausage he kept waving in her face.
"I'm marrying James and he is very good in bed, more than enough man for me." She told them, turning to Becky, her matron of honor, "Perhaps you could distract him...maybe show him around the house? Bedroom?" Becky returned over an hour later and she had trouble walking. Four or five years? Try 6 months, Anne thought ruefully.
James is great, no doubt, but once every weekend is not what she signed on for, but he promised, tonight. Tonight we can make love, maybe he'll let her get off before he does...before he falls asleep. "Oh crap, stop it. Get yourself in the mood, think about his cock...getting stiff, and think how the head gets swollen and purple." Anne unconsciously licked her lips thinking about that spongy soft head pushing against her lips and her thumbs reminded her how sensitive her nipples were and how hard they get.
"Jesus, I go from depressed to raging nympho in 30 seconds." Anne shook her head and went to the oven to pull out the lasagna she made hours before, when James opened the door from the garage.
"Honey, you must be exhausted, another twelve hour day, come in and sit down. I'll serve you dinner and get you a beer." Anne said with a bright smile.
James wrapped his arms around the tiny blonde beauty in front of him. "Annabelle, I've got great news. We can go to the Bahamas in two weeks for two weeks, their sending me to set up the new servers and install the software packages. I want you to come with me, we can afford the ticket and the hotel room, but think how much fun you'll have." He said enthusiastically.
"Honey, I can't leave work in two weeks, it is the middle of the semester and I cannot just take a break from my classes." Anne said sadly. "I'd love to go to the Caribbean, but I can't exactly get a substitute teacher for two weeks. Thanks, but you'll be working during daylight hours anyhow and you'll be too tired to go out in the evening. You know how it is, you have fun and when you get back, we'll spend more time together." Anne pulled away to get a plate and dish out the lasagna.
James put his arms around her from behind and nuzzled her neck, "Perhaps I can make sure you are thoroughly spent by the time I leave so you won't do the mailman again." James said while feeling her breasts and amazed how hard her nipples were already. "I really hate that we have to name that kid Clyde." He continued to flick her nipples while pushing back against her ass.
"He said he had a special delivery for me, I'm not arguing with a civil servant, you know how tough it is to get through all that red tape." Anne sighed, "Plus we now get all our mail delivered first every day."
Anne gasped when James yanked down her shorts and pushed her face down on the kitchen table. She spread her legs listening to her husband unzip his pants and soon was rewarded with his nice bulbous head piercing her labia.
"I love getting the mail first, especially when Netflix arrives, but did you have to do him on the front porch? Couldn't you have at least done him on the floor of the front foyer?" James was pleased to feel how wet Anne was with no foreplay. "Tom next door is pissed because his wife wants to get their mail before ours, so she keeps trying to blow the mailman. I think the arrangement you have with the meter reader is far better." James proceeded the slowly drive his cock in and out of her while reaching around and rubbing her super-sensitive clit.
"Uuhhhh...uhhh...yesss." Anne moaned, "The utility room? Really, bent over the water heater and getting pounded from behind is not better than the front porch, can we just agree that the thing with Carl the pool boy is the best...ooohhhhh...yesssss...in the pooool. Fuck meeee." Anne felt herself getting close, "But no way are we naming the kid Carl Crowell, Oh God, Yeessss...I'mmmm cummmmmmnig." Anne thrust back against James' pelvis while clutching the kitchen table with her arms spread wide.
James pulled out and turned Anna around, pushed her back on the table, gripping both ankles spreading her wide open and drove his cock into her sopping twat with all his power he could muster, watching his engorged penis slide in and out of her slick pussy. "How many kids have you had with all these service guys?" James panted, "I'm thinking I should be opening a day care...." James groin started aching, his balls slapping against Anne's ass began boiling and he shot a huge load up into Anne's womb. "Oh yes," He moaned when he was done, "It's been too long, in need of this pussy every night...God, that felt good." James panted lying on top of Anne.
Anne pushed him off, "We have to clean up, the lasagna is getting cold. That was perfect, exactly what I needed, and who knows? Maybe the next kid will be yours, you never know." She said as she wiggled her ass at him and left to go clean up.
James watched her go feeling like the luckiest man in the world, 'what a great ass, I really need to convince her...' he thought as he pulled his pants up.
Upon returning, "I'm pretty sure I forgot to greet you with a kiss when you got home." Anne said reaching up and kissing him on the lips, " By the way - we have your company cookout tomorrow, it is tomorrow?" she asked.
"Yeah, it'll be hot but it should be fun." James said, "There's a lake and woods, a lot of booze if the company does it like last time and great food."
***********************************************************************************
Getting dressed for the cookout was easy. Forecast called for sunny and a high of 90, so James put on a white Izod polo shirt, khaki shorts and sandals with socks. When Anne came into the bedroom and saw him, she laughed, "I guess you won't have to wear the name tag with IT guy under your name."
"What's wrong with this? It's comfortable and cool." James said looking himself up and down.
"Nothing, nothing at all, you'll be the only one there in a polo shirt, everyone else will be wearing their AC/DC concert tees, but, hey. Your call. At least lose the socks." Anne said stripping off her clothes and walking over to the dresser.
James' reply got caught in his throat seeing her perky breasts bounce a couple of times when they caught on her tee shirt, and forgot to breathe when she dropped her panties revealing that small patch of strawberry blonde pubic hair, exactly the same color of her long straight hair. Watching her ass subtly wiggle as she went over to her dresser was causing discomfort in his shorts. "Um, what are you wearing?" James asked.
"Not a golf shirt if that is what you are asking. I love you, honey, but your sense of style..." She sighed.
James' jaw dropped as she pulled on tight powder blue shorts that cut right into her crack looking like they were painted on followed by a bandana folded and tied around her breasts. Eyes wide when she turn to face him, he sputtered out, "You can't wear that. It looks like...I can see your...everyone with be able to see your...."
"My what?" Anne said checking herself out. "Like you said, it's comfortable and cool. It'll be 90 today."
"I can see your ass, and your...your pussy...your nipples. I can see everything." James said with frustration.
"I am fully dressed and everyone else there will be dressed the same way and I'm comfortable, so deal with it." Anne said while slipping into her sandals, "Let's go, if you want we can leave early. But we're not leaving here until you take those socks off." She pushed by the stunned James.
When they got to the cookout, James looked around and saw that Anne was right, all the women were showing as much skin as they thought they could get away with and the men had more casual shorts and tees or sleeveless shirts. Groaning, he agreed that all he was missing was a pocket protector.
"I'll get us some punch, why don't you go say Hi to Rene," James said pointing to their left. "I'll meet you over there." He continued turning to the right where a table of drinks was set up.
Filling paper cups, she felt warmth to his left. "Hey Lexi, good to see you could make it." James said with a smile, "Can I pour you a drink?" James couldn't resist letting his eyes travel down to the copious cleavage bulging out, the clear outline of very dark nipples, her tiny waist and her short-shorts with an obvious camel toe.
"James, my eyes are up here, but I can tell you don't care." Lexi nudged him.
Bright red, James stammered, "I'm sorry, I was...I...you look great." He said looking at her eyes.
"Relax, do you think I dressed like this so guys could remember what color my eyes are the next day?" Putting her hand over his eyes, she asked, "So, what color are they? Not my nipples, my eyes."
James choked, "Uh...green with gold flecks, your right eye, I mean the eye on your right, your left eye has a small wedge of brown around 7 o'clock."
"Impressive! I have never had a guy remember my eye color, even when they are on top of my staring into them...how come you've never been there?" Lexi asked softly with her hand on his chest. "You might be the only guy in the building that never hit on me, I know it is not because you are gay since you seem happy to see me." She slid her hand down his stomach and across his awakening crotch. "Tequila."
"What?" James asked
"Tequila, you asked me if you could pour me a drink, and take your time, pretty sure everyone within fifty yards can see you like me." Lexi pointedly looked down at James' shorts.
Bushing furiously, James reached for the tequila and tried to turn so his erection wasn't showing, but worried that Anne was waiting for him looked to see if she were alright.
James was crushed to see Anne was engaged in what looked like an intimate conversation with the company president who was reputed to have slept with just about everyone's wives. He stopped and put down the bottle, started to walk over there when Lexi pulled him back.
"Where are you going? You still haven't poured me my drink." Lexi whined.
"I'm sorry, here..." James reached for the bottle and with a shaking hand splashed it into the plastic cup.
"Hey, are you alright?" Lexi said as she steadied his hand, seeing where he was looking she turned and saw a cute blonde being fondled by John Davenport, a sexual dynamo when he gets started and the man with the largest cock she'd ever taken, shuddering she thought, "That poor girl can't be 5' 1" and 95 pounds. 'He'll kill her with that snake between his legs...between her legs.' She thought. Lexi spun her head towards James. "Is that your wife?"
"Yes," James said weakly handing her the cup. "I'm...I, sorry, I'm going to go see what's happening down by the lake." And turned in the opposite direction of the horrifying sight.
"I'm sorry, I'm sure she will be fine," Lexi said as she ran after him and took his arm pressing her breast into him, "I can go over there if you want, but don't you trust her? Plus, she's a big girl, so to speak," Looking back at the dwarfed blonde next to John, taking his arm Lexi said, "I'd like to see the lake and the woods are so cool and peaceful, keep me company, let's just enjoy the beautiful day."
Anne made her way over to where her friend Rene was standing talking to four other women when she felt a firm hand on her hip, turning her to face a tall fiftyish man unabashedly looking her up and down.
"What is your hurry? You don't feel like mingling...meeting new people?" John's deep voice asked. He was taken by the golden straight tresses, her cute button nose with six or seven reddish freckles, her creamy white shoulders framing her perky, B-cups with her pointy nipples pressing through the thin cotton fabric. He pushed her back with the hand on her hip and took in the pronounced vulva barely hidden by the hugging shorts. Turning her, he was pleased to take in her fully defined ass before turning her back and looking into her eyes.
Acting as if being treated like a bitch at a dog show was totally normal, "Sorry, I didn't see you, I was going over to say Hi to my friend, Rene." Anne looked appraisingly at the distinguished looking man, "I assume you're the boss here?" Anne said swinging her arm around indicating the groups of people.
"You assume right, I'm the guy who is putting this on, showing my appreciation for all their hard work." John replied tiredly.
Anne was baffled that he sounded almost bored saying that, no boasting, no pride, but something else. "You don't like these affairs?" Anne asked.
"I love affairs," John chuckled, "I love love affairs, but I am not comfortable with a lot of people, I'm more of a one-on-one type of guy."
"Well, I should go see my friend, it was nice meeting you," Anne said aware that his hand was still on her hip with his thumb stroking her exposed pelvic bone.
"Ok," John said with obvious disappointment, "I was hoping we could talk since you are obviously intelligent, very beautiful and not trying to suck up. I get so sick of all the 'yes, sir' and 'as usual, you are right sir,' but what I hate the most is the loud cackling when I say something...funny or not. You sure you want to leave and get into your comfort zone? I'm John, by the way. You are...?"
"Anne, sure I can stay a bit, but then, I'm sure all the suck-ups will be pissed if I monopolize you." Anne said, aware that there was almost a 20 yard radius with no people around them. Looking, she was aware that many people were glancing over and quickly looking away before saying something to those they were with. Her thoughts were interrupted when John said something.
"I'm sorry, I was thinking, what did you say?" Anne asked feeling John's hand slip down to her hip and side of her ass.
"I asked, are you here with your husband? Where is he?"
Anne looked around and saw James in what looked like an intimate conversation with a bottle-blonde with large boobs and with a jolt saw he was getting a woody. "Um, I don't see him." She said, "Maybe he went back to the car to get something, perhaps sunscreen." Anne said. "We should have put some on before we left."
John reached into his hip pocket and pulled out a small tube and uncapping, squeezed some onto his hand. Rubbing it into his hands he said, "I can take care of that." And turned Anne around and rubbed the sun screen into her shoulders, back...paying a lot of attention to the top of the shorts barely covering the crack. He put more on his hands and began rubbing the lotion into the thighs and her ass cheeks; calves; slipping off her sandals, on the feet.
Turning her, he worked his way up the fronts of her legs and when he got to her upper thigh, Anne put her hands on his wrists. "I can take it from here, thanks."
"Nonsense, this is fairly oily until it dries and you don't want it all over your hands, I got this." John ordered.
Resignedly Anne let go of his wrist and looked around with embarrassment at all the people now blatantly staring and whispering to each other. She opened her legs when John pushed then apart stroking the slick lotion up her inner thighs.
John's face was right in front of that puffy camel-toe and he made sure she wouldn't get sunburned under the quarter-inch of shorts covering her inner thighs.
"OK, that's enough, pretty sure I won't get sunburned there." Anne demanded.
"Hey, you can't be too safe, plus sometimes this area gets fully exposed." John replied
"You're wasting your time." Anne commented dryly.
"Hey, you never know." John replied.
"I assume your hips would be shielding me if it came to that." Anne snapped back.
"Good point, very inefficient, but let's get to the rest of you." Still kneeling, John applied more lotion on his hands and began rubbing it on Anne's firm stomach and waist up to her ribs and down to her lower tummy with his thumbs sliding below the waistband as if to feel if she were shaved or not.
Again, Anne grabbed his wrists, "Like I said, wasting your time, plus every one is watching." She saw James staring at her, but with Barbie leaning in whispering in his ear.
"They always look, I'm the boss and they are jealous of you...you know how it is." John said, "I'll finish up and find something to wipe my hands off on and we can talk." John stood up and squeezed more goop onto his hands, worked the lotion onto her shoulders and arms. Rubbing his hands together then wiping them on the legs of his shorts, he said, "There, SPF fifty, always good to use protection." He deeply chuckled.
Anne pulled away from him, "Jesus, you are a hands-on boss, I should go find my husband." Looking around she saw James heading away towards the woods with Barbie draped all over him. "Where is he going with her, does he like those big boobs?" She thought.
"Anne, just stay here, I'm sure he'll make his way over here, that's the advantage of your being with the boss, I'm probably the tallest man here." John urged.
Resignedly, since her husband found someone to play with, she complied, "Ok, I'll stay, but no more fondling me, I'd prefer to go home with my pants still on." She laughed weakly. "So what do you do? Set up these cookouts on hot days so you can troll for willing women wearing skimpy outfits?"
"In a way, yes, but I'm not trolling for willing women, at least not willing at first. I like the challenge of an unwilling woman, one who eventually becomes willing, in fact becomes an enthusiastic participant." John replied. "And the skimpy outfits are good for two things, I get to shake the package before unwrapping and you women receiving leers from all the men means very little foreplay is needed for me to slide right in, so to speak."
"Wow! You really speak what's on your mind, but I'm not one of those women who will ever be willing...enthusiastic, except perhaps with my husband." Anne said with a twinge between her legs. "I'm sure you'll do better with that girl over there." Pointing to a stunning brunette with huge breasts, "I'm sure she wants you because she keeps looking over."
"Been there, done that," John said with mock boredom, "like I said, I like unwilling and turning that around. I'll bet if I gave her the word, she's drop to her knees and suck me off right here, and her husband," nodding in the direction of a balding man to their right, "would turn his back as if it weren't happening. But then again, I'm sure he knows since he really didn't deserve his last promotion and raise."
"Seriously, how fucked up is that?" Anne said heatedly, "Your employees whore out their wives so they can get promoted? The wives go along with that?"
"God, I love you! You are so naive. The men don't know, or I should say, they don't want to know, but they have to suspect. Are you that stupid, or innocent that you don't know how things work in the world, the man's world? Listen little girl, these women do what they can to help their husband's careers and women have tools...assets they employ when they need to, I'm not saying that women don't have brains, no argument women are as smart as men, maybe men are stronger, but women can do anything a man can do, but there are many things a woman can do a man could never pull off."
"Tell me one thing a woman can do a man can't," Anne demanded "and I'm not talking about giving birth, something useful in everyday life."
"Ok, how smart are you versus your husband?" John demanded.
"He's brilliant," Anne responded.
"I didn't ask that. You have a degree?"
"Ok, he's smarter, but not by much, Doctorate" Anne confessed.
"Thought so, if I were to give each of you a puzzle to work out, who should I put my money on?" John continued.



"My husband, but depends on the type of puzzle, but he's a great solver of puzzles," Anne responded.
"Ok, I will give $10,000 to which one of you solves my next challenge and you cannot ever share it, or make it joint funds. Ok? However, if you both fail, you collectively owe me $10,000"
Anne looked at him wondering where this was going. "What's the challenge?"
"I'll tell you, but first let me recap, your husband is smarter, though I doubt that, and he is better at solving puzzles, you each have access to the same amount of money, and he's stronger than you are."
Anne interrupted, "How do you know that, you have no idea who he is."
John looked at her, then appraisingly scanned her from head to toe. "Really? Does that matter?"
Laughing, "I agree, lord he'd have to be a real wimp...Ok, tell me the challenge."
Pointing over to a balding, chubby grey-haired man, "Neil over there bought himself a brand new Tesla, I want you and your husband, separately, to convince our boy Neil there to lend either of you his Tesla for the weekend." John finished smugly.
At first Anne looked thoughtful, but just a second later she realized there was but one true way to get the Tesla for the weekend. "But that just makes me a whore." She snapped.
"Don't act all high and mighty with me, I never said a word, not a hint, nothing at all about what tools you would use to solve the challenge, you have a vaster arsenal of tools than men do and consciously or subconsciously they come into every woman's thought process when confronted with a challenge, in fact Miss Above It All, look at you with your nipples poking out through the thin cotton top, your pussy clearly defined in those tight, spray-painted on shorts and your ass cheeks there for all to see. You wore these," pointing to her bandana and her tiny little shorts, "because men would get you drinks if you glanced at your empty cup, take your plate when you finish your nachos, and ask if they can get you more, hell, I don't know, carry you across a mud field. You are using sex, the promise of sex, or the hint of the possibility of sex the entire time you are standing here."
Anne took a step back stunned by the outburst, but didn't run away, "Ok all women act like that, but not all companies have this paradigm, you act all self-righteous, but someone had to create a culture where this is an option for wives to 'help out' their husbands' careers. How does that work anyhow?" Anne asked pushing herself against John, and putting her hand on John's chest feeling nothing but solid muscle, "Can we discuss that opening...the one my man is so qualified for, the VP of Prime Numbers? He lives primes, breathes primes, you have no idea, he talks primes when he is on top of me in bed...I hear him mumbling, 1, 2, 3, 5, 7, 11, 13...mmmmm, 139, 149...so hot, but when he gets to 967 if I haven't cum yet, I know I'll be finishing myself off, because when he gets to 997, it's over..." Anne sighed deeply, "I need a man who can get to 4 digit primes...I am so wet," Anne cooed up at him while stroking his hardened nipple with her thumb and pressing her stomach against his awakening cock. "Perhaps we could go check out your macho Hummer and we can talk about his other assets we can bring to the table. Christ! How the fuck big is that thing?" Anne burst out while jumping back.
John laughed, "Sorry you can't be rubbing your cute body against me like that," Seeing Anne look around, he continued, "don't worry about it, most of them, at least the women, have already seen it."
"At least cross your hands in front of...that thing." Anne urged.
"Hey, this is your fault, if you want to hide it, get back over here, but Lord I wish you'd ask me how you could help your husband's career, I'm tempted to break my own rule and suggest something."
"Ok, let's sit at this table, and I'm telling you upfront, what you see here," indicating her barely clad form, "is all you will ever see, and let's see how this works. You're kind of a sleaze, but damn, you have charm or something." Anne laughed looking down at his tented shorts.
"You are amazing," John said sitting down at the unused table, turning to face Anne, "How can I help you, would you like to discuss your husband's prospects at this company? I have to tell you, we really value him and hope we can do everything to keep him happy, to keep him here."
Anne chuckled at the abrupt change in John, "I know you don't know me, but my husband works his ass off for you and has been passed over for promotion twice. If you look at what he has done for you and how he takes on tasks others pass on, you can see he has earned the VP position, in fact it would be criminal to look at any other candidates. I'm here because I want to help him...no, help you, fill that position with the most fully qualified candidate you have."
"Hell, he's got the job! I was so unaware of his talents and accomplishments before now, you are so right, let's fuck." John laughed loudly causing the people around to look. "Sorry, I've never heard it go that way, let's do this. You be me and I'll be you."
"Oh goody, does that mean I can be on top?" Anne grinned.
"Let's not get carried away, I'm not sure I want to be crushed by such a massive hunk of manliness." John replied, "Ok, I'm a devoted wife and I've made an appointment to see you in your palatial office. Turning to close the door behind me, I verify sufficient number of buttons are undone on my see-through blouse and my braless nipples are on high-beams, I greet you, 'Hi Mr. Davenport, I'm Anne and I was hoping for a few minutes so I could talk to you about Ed, my husband. I know you have a lot of qualified candidates for the VP of Prime Numbers, but, hell, I'll cut to the chase. As my husband's partner, what can I do to make your decision easier?' I slide around your desk and rest my left butt cheek on it while lifting my leg so you can see I'm not wearing panties. If I'm not obvious enough, I run my fingers up and down the soft inside of my leg while slipping off my shoe. 'Have you narrowed the list down to the select few? Ed would be great on that list and tell me what I can do to make that happen.' I slide my foot up your leg and grip your hardening cock with my toes." John stopped and looked at Anne.
"I'm glad you came in, this is a huge decision and we know how this doesn't just affect the employee, but those close to him, and it's important we work together with the entire family, but I think I'll need to know how far you're willing to go to help Ed and you get what he deserves. I'm not really getting a sense that you are willing to go all out, all the way for this valuable promotion, let's face it Prime Numbers is the prime position here at Confounded Enterprises. Don't you two have a cute daughter?" Anne calmly responded.
"She's sixteen, sorry, can you hold off two years?" John laughed, "Ok, we digress. 'I'm in it as far as you need me to be, let me show you how far.' I unbutton my blouse, throw it aside, reluctantly take my foot off the anaconda in your pants, stand up and drop my skirt. Letting you drink in the lust emanating from me, I pause before I drop to my knees between your legs, unzip, with difficulty I might add due to the stress from the powerful member trying to burst free. I gasp and pull back visibly afraid. 'Mr. Davenport, I can't handle that...that thing in your pants, can I just give you a hand job?' I say woth a look of horror on my face."
"Look bitch, either suck my dick, or go home and bring your daughter in here and she'll take care of this, or get your bitch-ass on the desk and spread 'em." Anne said sternly.
"Crap, you're good," John said, "I'm impressed, you interested in sitting in for me when I'm on vacation? But you get the idea."
"That really happens? Wives come in half naked and strip down right there?" Anne asked
"You have no idea, but yes. I've seen every type of womanly wile you can dish out." John said proudly.
"Well, sorry to say, I won't be in your office any time soon, James is not really interested in a promotion, so I guess there's nothing in it for me if you were to put something in it for me." Anne said with a grin.
John laughed, "Well, crap. Who is your husband anyhow? And why isn't he with you? Did he abandon you for something or someone else? What department is he in, I might promote him since this is the most fun I've had at one of these, perhaps ever."
"James Crowell, he works in IT. Last I saw he was arm in arm with Barbie, I mean a bleach-bottle blonde with large knockers, walking down towards the woods. They looked really friendly." Anne said sadly.
"That's not good, would he cheat on you? I mean, here in front of everyone? I've never met him, but James the IT guy? He developed the banking software that's going to make us millions. You have no idea who he is with, she makes me look like a nun...or a monk at least." John sighed while standing up and offering his hand to Anne.
"Poor James." Rene muttered watching John and Anne head off to the woods.
James and Lexi walked slowly through the woods to the lake with her breasts pressed against his arm, "I'll can go back and make sure he gets distracted and doesn't take her home, but he loves new meat... I've seen many men looking lost when they see John drive off with their wives at these things, on the other hand they always seem to get promoted." Lexi chuckled.
"That's not helping, Anne wouldn't do anything, she loves me and would never cheat...How persuasive is Mr. Davenport anyhow? Who got pormoted?" James asked quietly.
"You have no idea, honey. He's persuaded the pants off of me half a dozen times, but they were undone to begin with so I doubt Anne would be easy prey for him. She did dress for it though...Anyhow," Lexi rattled of a dozen names.
"No shit, their wives got them their promotions, You saw Anne? You saw her, what did it look like to you? I told her she wasn't leaving anything to the imagination, but...Oh crap. I should go back, I need to make sure nothing happens." James spun around.
Lexi grabbed him and held him back, "You go storming up the Davenport, John Davenport in front of the entire company and you'll lose her and your job. Listen, if he wants her and seeing the tent in his pants, I'm pretty sure he does, then they are probably long gone in his car. Let's just wait it out together and perhaps I can make you forget..." She took his hand and put it over her breast. "We can find a shady spot and perhaps we could help each other until they are done, and you never know, you might get a promotion...you can't fight nature." She said feeling James begin to probe her fleshy breast with his fingers. Reaching down and stroking his rigid member in his shorts, "You are kind of excited thinking about your sweet wife with her wet pussy all spread open anticipating that monster head ripping her in half," She heard James moan as she worked his hard cock, "you want her to take that, to scream with pleasure when she is fully skewered on his pounded rod." She pulled James' hand away long enough to slip her bare breast out.
James felt how huge the breast was under his hand, easily three or four times the mass he was used to0 and was shocked to feel that they were real, and his balls started to have that wonderful feeling, but James jerked away from Lexi, "No, she would never, I know she would never, look, I think you are so sexy, so beautiful and if I were single I'd take you right now, but I need to get back."
As he spun away, Lexi grabbed him. "James, I'm sorry, I thought I was trying to help, but stop, stop and look at your shorts."
James looked down at the tent and the huge, growing wet spot.
"I'm afraid you are not going to be very convincing with your righteous outrage...follow me, really I'm not going to touch you." Lexi said as put her breast back in the top and grabbed his hand pulling him along. When they came to the edge of the lake she walked right in tugging him along until their waist were under water. "That's it, I can see you will be ready to face the world in a minute." She said kindly, "You know, you might be the sweetest most trusting man I've met, I hope she does nothing to change that, I know she won't, please think about how she looks at you and ignore whatever it was you saw earlier."
When they waded back to shore, James started laughing.
"What's wrong, what's funny?" Lexi asked.
Pointing down to her now transparent shorts, James said, "We trading in one problem for another.
Looking down, "I guess you can see I'm not a natural blonde." She laughed.
Laughing harder, James looked and pointed to a log over by the path from the woods, "I can track down Anne in a while, let's dry off before we go back. I know that they were just talking, plus like you said, and if not, maybe I'll get a promotion."
John and Anne found them sitting and laughing and telling stories to each other. "Where is my punch?" Anne asked.
"Oh crap, I'm sorry, I totally forgot...I guess I didn't want to disturb you and Mr. Davenport, you seemed to be having such a great conversation," James said with some bitterness. "did you enjoy yourself?"
"So, you wander off with a gorgeous blonde with huge tits and I'm the bad guy, sorry, I'm Anne by the way," She said holding out her hand, "No offense, they are spectacular breasts."
Lexi took her hand, "None taken, Anne I've heard a lot about you, you've got a great guy here, never let him go." John I trust you were a gracious host?
"You know me Lexi, always accommodating, though if Anne here starts coming to all these events I might quit leaving early," Turning to John, "Sorry to monopolize your incredible wife and very pleased to finally meet you, you are perhaps our greatest asset here," hearing Anne chuckle, "Ok, perhaps second to other assets, but still up there." John said with a grin. "Lexi, I hope you were taking good care of James here while I was delaying his lovely wife."
"I made sure he was happy," she said, "I hope you didn't engage in any discussions about jobs or promotions and bore her to tears," Lexi added.
"No, we were engaged in games, challenges, numbers and hypotheticals which the net result left me abased and humbled." John sighed. "Lex, Shall we leave these two? Say, know anything about prime numbers?" John asked offering Lexi his arm.
Lexi nodded yes, "Sure, my favorite is 6967, why? Want to check out this historic oak tree I've hear so much about? I have such an urge to see if it is as impressive as they say" Pointing back towards the woods.
As John followed Lexi back into the woods he heard Anne tell James, "Sorry, I don't think you're going to get that promotion you wanted, but let me know if you ever need any help negotiating...We don't have a kid named John yet, do we?."
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The ride home was quiet with Anne periodically commenting on things, but no mention of the cookout nor her time with Davenport. They pulled into the garage, James shut off the engine and went into the house without waiting for Anne.
Anne found him in the bathroom splashing water on his face, "Talk to me, if you are pissed at me, tell me, tell me why." She said quietly while James was toweling off his face.
"You know why, but since you don't remember I'll tell you. You pretty much let Davenport fondle you all over, right there with everyone watching. Did I miss anything?" James said bitterly.
"No, that pretty much covers it, I have to say he sure has confidence in himself, but I seem to remember seeing you with Barbie trying to hide a hard on. You realize the whole point of these cookouts is for the employees to let off steam? To perhaps let themselves go, flirt, tease, them go home and get relief from all that eroticism from their mates? I flirted with John, I loved it. I cannot tell if the man is a misogynist or not, but he sure is fun to verbally spar with."
James turned to face her, "Had I not been around, would you have fucked him?"
"Hell no, plus he's way too big" Anne said heatedly, "I was just sparring with him, which was fun, a lot of fun. He tried to charm the pants off me," Seeing James doubtful expression, "Ok, he tried more than charm but the point is, it was a cookout with people all over doing inappropriate things with other men, other women. I'll drop down right now and blow you and swallow your entire load if you tell me that you a Barbie did not do anything inappropriate." Anne said rubbing his cock though his shorts.
"Uh, no. But I was...wait, way too big? How do you know that?" James started.
"Never mind, I felt it against me Ok? So, you were inappropriate with another woman, that's it, no buts, or were there butts?" Anne pulled back and put her hands on her hips.
"No, no butts, Anne I was jealous, I saw Davenport with his hands in your crotch, with you opening your legs allowing it...in front of everyone!" James sputtered out. "Yes, I was with Lexi, her name is Lexi and she saved me from rushing over and...hell, I don't know what I would have done, I wasn't thinking that far ahead, but I'm sure it would have meant my job."
"Ok, I get that, but why were you hard, why, before any of that happened were you with her, looking intimate with an erection?" Anne demanded.
"I know, I cannot believe that happened, I was getting our drinks and she came up to say hi and when I turned, she was...I was looking, crap, I could see her nipples through the top and her..." James moaned.
"You saw her giant knockers, you got a hard on when you are with a woman whose boobs are bigger than mine, is that it? Should I get a boob job like she has so you get spontaneous erections?" Anne asked cupping her bandana held breasts.
"No, please, anyhow hers are real."
Anne looked at him, "So John was rubbing sun screen on me, that's my excuse, tell me again how you know her boobs are real?"
With a panicked look, James said, "Ok, we were both inappropriate, let's drop it."
"Not a chance, you are staying right here and tell me everything, I mean every word, every action...I mean it. Start talking."
Sighing James started telling Anne, "When we split up, Lexi came over to the drink table and said hi. You have to understand, she and I have been working together on the new system..."
"You work together? You have been putting in 10-12 hours days with her? No wonder we have sex just on weekends, shit! It's her jugs, isn't it? Is she going with you to the Bahamas?" Anne spit out.
"No, hell no, I mean yes, she's part of the project team so she is going, yes, but, you don't understand, Lexi and I work on the project, but we are at our terminals writing code and see each other when we meet in the hallways or in the datacenter, but I've never, we've never even thought about each other...that way, never even gone out to lunch, she seems to go out with a lot of the other guys...She always dresses nice, but that's what I'm trying to tell you, nothing like today. When I saw her this afternoon, basically showing everything I was stunned. All that skin, the cleavage...I looked, I couldn't help it and yes, I reacted, to her, another woman."
"Ok, I get that, she has spectacular tits, but why did you go off arm in arm to the woods?"
"I'll tell you the entire thing," James told about seeing Anne and Davenport, seeing his hand up in her crotch, trying to pour the drink and spilling it and being pulled back by Lexi so he decided to go the opposite direction..."So we headed down to the lake and Lexi was telling me how all the managers were promoted since their wives slept with him. I couldn't believe it and then she told me he was very convincing and that you were probably driving off somewhere and that I should accept it I almost went running back, but again she stopped me. 'You want to make a scene with John Davenport?' she said and told me to relax and accept it since it was inevitable, she put my hand on her breast and told me to accept that you were probably naked with your legs spread and John was pushing his fat dick into you, I got hard, I got hard thinking about that and feeling Lexi's breast, her nipples. I'm sorry." James said.
"Honey, none of that happened, and never came close, but this seems to strike a chord." Anne said gripping his now rock hard cock through his shorts. "Keep going, I am beginning to like this, but you were feeling her breast, not the breast through the top?"
"Yes, she pulled her breast out and started rubbing my dick while describing you and Davenport...John."
"Like this?" Anne asked as she gripped his throbbing cock.
"No, it was more like this," positioning Anne's hand, "and she was pushing into me with the heel of her hand, yes, like that."
"So how did her breast feel? You must have liked it, hers are twice the size of mine I'll bet." Anne said
"No, bigger, much bigger," James sighed with his eyes closed, "I'm sorry, I didn't mean that, yours are perfect." James said urgently.
"Thanks, but I know my limitations, and I even felt like reaching out and feeling them so don't worry about it." Anne calmly replied. "Her nipples also looked huge. Did you taste them?"
"No, I was almost ready to cum in my shorts when I pulled away since I felt incredible pain thinking of you being...taken by someone else, yet God! I wanted it to happen." James burst out.
Anne pulled off her bandana top and put James hand on her breast, "So, you didn't cum in your shorts? I'm sure she wouldn't have let you, I'm sure she would have dropped down and sucked that cock of yours right down her throat and let you cum in her mouth right when John was spearing me with his fat cock in the back of his Hummer and then shooting his sperm deep into me...that's it...let it go." Anne said pushing back on James' thrusting hips. "You should shower and change your shorts." She said licking the salty cum off her palm looking at the spent man slumped back against the sink.
Anne was sitting in the kitchen drinking tea when James came in. "Feel better?" She asked brightly. "Want to talk? Coffee?"
"Yes, I can get it." James said and sat down across from her with his cup.
"Why would I get so excited and feel such jealousy? I mean it makes my blood pressure go up when I imagine you naked with another man, I mean, that is part of the game we play, but when the reality of it was right there, I didn't know whether to jack off or punch him."
"Pleasure and pain, the old adage...pleasure and pain. Pain releases chemicals, endorphins, serotonin, melatonin, epinephrine, etc. which actually enhance pleasure, so when you are feeling intense pain, the sexual release is enhanced, which is why S&M is not a rare thing. I feel the same way, I felt jealousy thinking about you, with another woman's breast, a huge breast at that, being fondled, her hand touching you, you letting her, yet I got so wet hearing you talk about it. We always joke, talk about other men fucking me, but perhaps I'd like to hear about you, you having women pleasure you, you pleasuring them. I'm relieved you pulled away, relieved you, unlike any guy I've ever known, didn't take full advantage of the situation, but part of me is also disappointed you didn't fuck her, yet it would have hurt really good during sex had you told me that...pain and pleasure." Anne paused.
"What if I did fuck John while you were away, what if you knew I was fucking John, you knew his huge cock was splitting me in half, stretching my pussy to its limits, causing me pain but flooding my pussy with pleasure," She stood up pealing down her tight shorts and approaching James straddled his lap and began grinding into his rejuvenated cock, "and Lexi was straddling your angry cock and your hands were clutching those huge fleshy mounds, would you pull away from her? Your imagination has John's muscular ass flexing with his every thrust into me, my arms and legs wrapped around him pulling him into me enthusiastically."
Anne pulled off James lap. Knelt down and pulled off his shorts and underpants. She bathed the thick spongy head with her tongue, lapping up the leaking pre-cum, then opened her mouth and buried his cock in her face. Bobbing her head a few times, she pulled off, stood up, grabbed his cock and lowered herself onto him and while gyrating her hips on his stiff rod, "Which would you turn to, the rising pleasure coupled with the pain in your heart, but the promise of the best release you've ever had? The orgasm that perhaps might give you a stroke and make you pass out? Would you release those giant tits with the hard nipples pressing into your palms and go for the sorrow instead, push her wet, tight cunt off of your aching cock and wallow in the pain knowing I have more meat in me than I've ever had in my tiny little pussy? Ready to flood me with so much cum it will squirt out around that thick shaft all over his giant balls? Aaaaahhhhh, yesssss, that's my boy, cum inside meeeee. Oh yes, I see..." Anne ground her pussy into James cock with added energy and came hard, thrusting, grinding sliding on the spent, confused man beneath her.
"Oh God, you were right, I thought I was going to have a stroke. I fucking exploded into you, my balls actually ache." James weakly moaned.
Anne kissed her husband still rocking into his softening cock, "See how it is when you let it? Tell me what you were thinking, what did you see, what did you feel, when you came?"
"I heard you squealing with pain and pleasure being stabbed mercilessly by that monster cock, your hands gripping his back and heels dug into his ass pulling him into you deeper, and I felt Lexi's pussy milking my cock and her huge breasts being mashed under my gripping hands, I felt her ass when I reached down and grabbed her cheeks...so intense, so fucking vivid it is like it all just happened. You liked it too, I've never felt you so wet."
"I think you like this, I think you are one of those guys who needs this, no, don't argue with me, look who has is getting an erection again, look who can't seem to get enough." Anne reached down while pulling off James and grasping his slimed cock rocked her pelvis forward and pushed her asshole down onto this fully erect cock, "Tell me you've had enough...and I'll get off your lap, tell me you want to hear more and I'll drop down and you can go where no man has gone before..." Anne rocked her hips feeling James' penis open her sphincter, "Tell what you want me to do." Anne urged.
James grabbed her hips and pushed his cock into her ass, "Talk to me, tell me about how big he is, how deep it goes..." he panted thrusting into her. "Oh God, you are so tight."
Anne winced feeling him rip into her, but soon the pain went away and his pubic bone banging against clit was taking her into a new and interesting set of feelings, for nerves stimulated and excited to their peak levels. Ripping off her top, she leaned into James and hissed, "Ssssuuck my nipples, bite them, I'll tell you but I need you to ravage me with your powerful cock." She moaned when James attacked her ass. "You will be leaving me for two weeks, two weeks alone, you know I have needs, my fingers will not be enough, alone in my bed at night, yesssss...yesssss, pound my assss, ah, you can't believe your sweet little wife won't pick up the phone, uh...uhh...uhhhh, right there, two fingers, yessss, God! 'John, can you come over and look at my plumbing? Not that plumbing. Yes, you look at the plumbing and you can also check out my plumbing.' John is so nice, he comes over and checks everything out very thoroughly, you saw how careful he was today covering all of me with sun screen, ohhhh, yessss...I like it hard, he'll open me up and probe me with his big meaty fingers, his tongue and after he makes me get his cock totally wet with my mouth, Oh fuck...uuuhhhh...uuuuhhhh." Anne writhed all over James as he roughly pulled his fingers against her slimy twat and pounded her ass.
She collapsed on James' chest and felt his hands grab her ass cheeks and began pounding her harder while lifting and pulling her back down which induced another explosive orgasm from him, spewing cum deep into her rectum before letting go and sprawling back on the chair. She pulled herself off his cock and stood up, kissing him she stiffly went down the hallway to shower, regretting letting James back door access.
When she got out of the shower thinking no one ever again will get near her ass, she peeked out and saw James sound asleep in bed. Brushing her teeth and not bothering to put on her tee shirt, she exhaustedly crawled in next to her sleeping husband wondering if she really would try to fill that spot while he is gone for two weeks.
James came into the kitchen looking glum. "Morning, are you alright?"
"I'm having trouble sitting comfortably, that was fun, but trust me, you're not going to experience that again," Anne groaned, "How are you?"
"I'm good, but I need to ask, are you really thinking of sleeping with John Davenport while I'm in the Bahamas?" James asked quietly.
"No, no I'm not, I thought it was fun to get you all excited, but I wouldn't call him, no." Anne said.
"That's a relief, it was exciting, but I'm not sure I could handle it in reality, in a way it would be really great if I could." James replied, "But a thought just came to me, Davenport knows you will be alone and I'm pretty sure he wants...wants to do you, if he calls you, asks you to lunch, or...what will you say?"
"I see why you are so glum, I cannot answer that, I assume I'd accept his invitation, hell, I actually started to like the misogynist, but to sleep with him? I won't say. I know for a fact you will be sleeping with Lexi, so I am not sure about sleeping with John." Anne replied calmly.
"What? No way, I am not going to sleep with her, we will busy be doing the installs and setups and then...Oh crap."
"Yeah, I can tell you don't want to, or actually you do want to, but don't want to cheat on me, and you really mean it, but I am not naïve, she's fucking hot and you know it, plus she will be pressuring you, so I accept it. I'm not one of those wives who will have revenge sex, so you needn't worry about that."
"Wouldn't it hurt you to know that I slept with another woman? I don't want to hurt you, so I cannot sleep with her." James replied.
"That's not true, you cannot categorically say you won't sleep with her, you'll be in a strange country with one person you can relate fully to, plus you will be working elbow to elbow for 2 weeks, you are human, a man and she is a woman, or should I say a lot of woman. Close your eyes, no close them. Ok feel her breast in your hand, keep them closed dammit! Ok, feel it, how heavy it feels, how warm, the hardening nipples against your palm, how she responded when you stimulated those? Ok, open your eyes and look into mine and tell me you will 100% not sleep with her."
"I can't, but if it hurts you I won't."
"Listen, it doesn't matter. When you are in the Bahamas and you call home to ask me how my day was, even if I'm at the grocery store licking up milk and I don't answer the phone, what are you thinking? Who am I with?"
"John."
"And how painful is that going to be?" Anne continued, "Never mind, rhetorical question. So I'll feel pain knowing you'll be sleeping with Lexi whether it's true or not and you'll feel pain knowing I'm out with John whether it is true or not. We opened Pandora's Box so to speak when we were inappropriate with John and Lexi."
Anne continued, "Four possible solutions, One, you cancel the trip. We both agree that's not happening. Two, I go with you, possible, but college professors really cannot take personal weeks, we can do sabbaticals, but we know this doesn't qualify. Third, we live with the evils we've let loose and what happens, happens, and keep what happens to ourselves, Schrödinger's Cat." Anne looked at James. "And four, we resist the urges, but whatever happens we are totally honest with each other when we talk and after you get back."
"I'm leaning towards the fourth option. I am not prepared to cheat on you and I am definitely not prepared to allow John between your legs, but we have two weeks."
After two weeks of fucking every day, sometimes twice day telling each other about John's cock or Lexi's tight pussy or how John pinned her against the wall and fucked her, or when James grabbed those large tits and fucked them until cumming all over the chest and neck, it was time for James to go. Anne and James were quiet all the way to the airport, but when they pulled into the departures lane, James turned to Anne, "I cannot believe how fast the last two weeks went and how much fun it has been, God, "I'm going to miss that tight pussy of yours." He leaned over and kissed her.
When they broke the kiss, Anne looked at him. "Ok, we eliminated the first two options, so do we want to know if the cat is alive or dead? Or is the cat considered simultaneously alive and dead?"
"This is not just my decision, so I'm going to write 3 or 4 on this piece of paper and you do the same on this one," James said handing her a pencil and a torn piece of a magazine.
Revealing their choices, they looked surprised, but James kissed her and said. "Schrödinger's Cat it is."
James got on the plane and sat next to Lexi feeling excitement and a gnawing feeling in the pit of his stomach.
Lexi grabbed his arm and pressed her breasts into him, "We are going to have so much fun, did you know there's a clothing optional beach half a mile from where we are staying? That sounds like so much fun though I did pick up two really cute bikinis."
While James was battling with his feelings, Anne's cell rang while she was driving away, "Hello? John, how did you get my number?...I'll kill her, no it's fine...No, I'm really tired tonight and I've got to grade essays tonight...tomorrow?...Sure, where do you want to meet?...Yes, just dinner...sure, if you want to, I'll be ready at 7:00." Anne put the phone down with a new pain in her stomach...and a tingling lower down. "Crap!"
Anne pulled up and James was waiting with his bag by the curb, she jumped out and threw her arms around him and gave him a hard kiss. She broke it off and whispered in her ear, "I booked us a room and that Airport Hilton because I cannot wait to feel you inside me. Two weeks without you is way too long"
James thought it strange she said that rather than 'two weeks without sex is way too long,' but when his hands roamed up and down her and was pleased to feel no bra nor panties, he ignored the feeling, "I love you, I couldn't wait to get you into bed, into you, that is perfect."
After checking in, Anne asked, "Would you like dinner first, or...?"
"Dinner can wait, I really missed you and need you so bad. This was a great idea." James said as he quickly stripped off his clothes. He instantly grew hard watching Anne pull off her top and slip out of her shorts. "Anne, you shaved your...when did you do that?" he said feeling his erection grow harder.



"I wanted you to lick me and I thought a smooth pussy would be so much better for you, how did you get an all-over tan?" Anne said studying her husband's bronzed body feeling her labia becoming wetter.
"We had all last weekend off and there's a beach down from the hotel, nice bracelet, is that new?" James asked walking over and taking Anne in his arms feeling her warm skin and hard nipples poking him in the chest. "I've never tasted a shaved pussy." He said carrying her over to the bed and laying her on her back. He crawled on top of her with her legs spread wide, his cock felt the satin-like mons making him hump into her. "Oh God, I wanted you naked under me." He moaned grinding his pelvis into her. He slid down regretfully losing contact with her eager vagina and sucked each nipple between his lips, flicking his tongue on the hard tips in his mouth while sucking each nipple into his mouth and letting it slip out, then bathing her areola. He continued the rhythm going back and forth between each aroused bud.
Anne wrapped her legs around James waist and began to grind into him as he stimulated her nipples, with a small pang realizing that this was a new technique for him. She gripped him harder and held his head onto her as she exploded with her fastest orgasm she ever remembered. After writhing and grinding against his ribs, she relaxed and flopped back. "Oh my God that was intense, I don't think I've ever cum that quickly in my life, I sure missed you."
"I haven't tasted that sweet pussy of yours yet." James said as he slid down.
"No, wait, I am really sensitive there from cumming, I need to taste you. Get up here." When James crawled up onto the bed, she stopped him and slid up under him from behind and pulled his balls down into her mouth taking each one and swirling it with her tongue while her hand slowly stroked his twitching penis. She pushed her head up and licked under his balls almost to his anus and back down, still stroking his cock. Up and down, teasing his anus with the tip of her tongue, then back to gently sucking each ball. She heard James moan with pleasure and getting a sense he was getting ready to cum, she slid forward under him and with her hand gently massaging his soaked balls, and while pressing and circling his anus with her middle finger, she sucked his cock deep into her mouth and started bobbing her head on his cock while pressing her finger into his ass.
James was stunned at Anne's new skills and feeling the new bracelet against his back, let out a groan, "I'm going to cum, Anne...I'm cuuummmmmmmiiiiinng...uhhhhh...uhhhh...aaaaahhhhhh." He shot load after load down her throat feeling Anne hang on with her arm wrapped around his lower back, her finger pumping in and out of his ass, and her mouth sucking hard on his spasming cock.
Swallowing his entire load, Ann dropped back on the bed and let his cock slide out of her mouth. "I take it you liked that," Anne asked sweetly, crawling out from under him, "shall we go down and get dinner, then perhaps you like dessert?" She said stroking her smooth pussy.
Ed held the door admiring Lexi's derriere as she climbed in the Bentley. He was treated to an extended view of her wiggling ass as she kissed Mr. Davenport passionately. Closing the door he got back behind the wheel. "Take the long way home, sir?"
"Yes, thanks Ed, again you read my mind. Lexi! I missed you. How did it go with the IT guy?"
"Actually lousy, I tried everything, I even faked being exhausted and fell asleep in his bed. He never touched me. Even in the cabana, thanks for that by the way, both naked, he never made a move. Very demoralizing". Lexi said rubbing John's growing erection in his pants.
"You better either pull it out or stop, it's been two weeks of frustration, Christ she is hot! And tough". John moaned.
"Really? You struck out? Is that a first?" Lexi said as she let go of John's dick and stripped off her clothes. "Keep the partition down Ed, but focus on the road I know you've been wanting to see me naked." She undid John's pants and ripped them off, then swung her leg over, grabbed the post sticking up and lowered herself down on it slowly. Soon she established a rhythm on his lap. "Did you give her the DVD of the tiny girl and that monster dick?"
"Yeah, and it was my last copy too, oh God I need this,". John grabbed her tits and roughly used them to guide the panting girl riding his cock.
Writhing on his cock Lexi gasped, "Did she watch it?"
"Yes' and all she said was 'Thanks, that has some great tips.'l
With a groan, Lexi turned to the front, "Ed, are we near that brick road?" Turning back to her thrusting partner, "So, is that it? Giving up?"
"No way, she is going to be right where you are, she knows I like the game and she is just playing the part of the unwilling wife. I love it when they come around, they're open to anything. You?"
"No way, you wouldn't appreciate this but you should see him naked." Lexi groaned and gyrated hard on the huge cock skewering her..."
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Three months later
Panting, James rolled off Anne and looked up at the ceiling. "I love you and we promised not to say anything but I have to tell you, my cat is alive. Are you disappointed I blabbed?"
Anne turned head quickly and groaned, "I guess. You weren't supposed to say anything, I loved thinking about you and her...though the intrigue has been wearing off, God, I loved imagining you fucking her tits. You really never took advantage of those?"
"Oh, I wanted to. She wore nothing or almost nothing the entire time we were not at the bank and she constantly pointed out that you were probably cumming for the fourth time that night on John's cock, and that she knows this since no woman has ever eventually not opened her legs just to see if it would fit and how great it really does feel."
Anne looked at James, "Do you want to know if we have two cats or not? I know you cum almost as soon as I describe John shaving my pussy, but I won't say anything if you want to keep these images of me and John."
James rolled over and started stroking her dripping slit, "I felt sick when I first went down on you...looking at your clean pussy and wondering who else was where I was. Who has been inside you and when I bury my tongue in you, who else will I be tasting? But lately that pain has been fading so if you want to tell me, I'll be fine."
"I know,". Anne giggled, "John came over one evening with a porn DVD, something about Little Girls, Big Dicks and he suggested we watch it together. I told him it wasn't going to happen and he dropped the DVD on the counter and left. I was curious so I watched these tiny little college girls impaled, that's the only word to describe it, on these foot long cocks. I have to say I must have gotten off three or four times, but there were two things I got out of it. All the girls twats were shaved clean and one of the girls, Thai I think, licked and sucked this guy's really long and skinny dick, well you know how she licked and sucked, don't you? Anyhow, yes, the cat is alive, but not all is lost. John called earlier to say you and Lexi have a huge project in Vegas. He's thinking it will take a month to get done."
"You talked to John? When?" James asked.
"This morning, he calls me a couple of times a week just to chat. We've become somewhat friends while you were in the Bahamas, as I am sure you and Lexi have." Anne replied.
"What do you talk about? Let me guess..." James said bitterly.
"Well, yeah, that and other things. He isn't giving up, he seems to think eventually I'll break down and open my legs for him." Anne said softly while rolling over to face James, "Does that bother you?"
"Yes...yes it bothers me, I kind of wish we hadn't opened Pandora's Box because I am worried, no make that scared, you will finally succumb to his pressure. He always gets what he wants and I fear that either you will let him fuck you, want him to fuck you, or we will have to move to a different state. Can I ask, how much did you see him when I was gone? I know we weren't going to say anything, but I need to know, and you have every right to deny that." James looked at Anne while stroking her bare hip and ass tenderly.
"One condition, I'll tell you, but I will be totally open and you need to accept what I tell you." Anne sat up and looked down at her husband, "You agree? Make that two conditions, I want to know if it excites you, though you're sort of transparent in that regard." Anne chuckled.
"Agreed, I have thought the worst many, many times so nothing you can say will be as bad as my imagination. God! I hope not." James shuddered.
"Ok, I'll tell you, but slide up and sit up against the headboard so I can lean against your chest. I want you to play with my nipples and rub my pussy while I tell you."
After she settled back against James' chest she began, "You won't believe this, but ten minutes after I dropped you off, John called my cell. I didn't recognize the number, but the first thing I asked was where did you get my cell number - Rene! My friend Rene, gave him my number." Anne sputtered out.
"Why? Does she think you would be better off with him? I thought Rene liked me." James said, "Or did Davenport pressure her for it, I wouldn't put that past him."
"I have no idea, anyhow he asked me to dinner that night."
"Wow! I was still walking to my gate and he is already hitting on you, what an asshole!" James said angrily.
"Ok, you promised, whatever I tell you, accept it and damn it! Quit interrupting, I'll never get through this. Also, perhaps you could give one of my breasts a break and give my lonely pussy some attention." Anne ordered.
"That's much better, you need to get her ready because if I know you, you'll be pounding her again before the night is over. So, I told him I had schoolwork and he suggested Monday. I was free so I told him I'd meet him, but he said he'd pick me up. He asked if I like Italian and when I said I did, he said it if fairly formal. I asked what exactly does that mean and he asked me if I had a cocktail dress?"
James groaned, "You wore the blue strapless one..."
"Yes, I did, that's the only cocktail dress I owned." Anne stroked his hand.
"Owned? I'm interrupting, but owned?" James said with some intensity.
"I'll get to that, let me keep going." Anne said and proceeded to relate the missing two weeks, the story is as follows.
************
Anne answered the door wearing her skin tight blue cocktail dress with no bra since she never bought one that would work under the skimpy dress and all her thongs showed lines so she went without. She found John there with his arm out. "Would you like to come in for a drink first?"
John stopped and scanned her from head to toe, "Holy fuck you are hot!" He burst out. "I'm tempted to say yes, but I'm afraid we have reservations and looking at you, if I come in for a drink, we'll be having breakfast for our next meal."
Anne took his arm and was shocked to see a driver holding the rear door open on a Bentley. She crawled in aware that her dress would not have covered her butt cheeks as she bent over to get in.
John and Ed exchanged knowing grins and when John slid in next to her, Ed closed the door and got behind the wheel, "San Giogios, Ed, and we have plenty of time." John instructed the driver.
"Very well Mr. Davenport, 7:30 reservations?" Ed replied and when John confirmed he hit a button closing the partition.
"So, we have 25 minutes to continue to get to know each other, "John said as he stroked Anne's thigh, "What do you want to talk about? Perhaps James' promotion?" John took his hand off her thigh and laughed, "I already know the answer to that. Forgive me, I know you are not that easy. Can I say though that everything you wear makes me want you more?"
"Baba Ram Dass could use you as an example best exemplifying his most popular philosophy, I'm sure you are familiar with it?" Anne asked.
"'Be here now', yes I suppose that is my philosophy, or Steven Stills, 'Love the one you're with' also works, but I could be here with many women, but I've anticipated taking advantage of the, how can I put this, the fortuitous circumstances that your husband is out making me millions while his beautiful wife is making my evening memorable. I prefer Baba Ram Dass quote 'The heart surrenders everything to the moment. The mind judges and holds back.' which might be more appropriate for you perhaps, you need to listen to your heart"
Anne thought about the quote a second and responded, "Tempered, I suppose, by love. Perhaps one last quote from our friend Baba: 'I'm not interested in being a "lover." I'm interested in only being love.' and as desirable as you are, as you assume you are, I am in love with James. Plus, why me? Why not one of the many who can satisfy your needs? Please don't tell me about the challenge, turning me from unwilling to willing, I'm sure millions of women fit that description." Anne countered.
John looked shocked she would ask that, "Have you looked at yourself? You are beauty personified. You're perfectly proportioned, your ass is incredible, you have the most beautiful eyes I've ever seen, large blue deep pools that I could get lost in. What I'm trying to say is, any man that can have you will be forever cursed as all future lovers will fail by comparison."
Anne was amazed and the conviction in his face, his voice, "You cannot be serious. My husband right now is with every man's wet dream, Lexi has large, and according to James, natural breasts very few women are blessed with. She has an abnormally narrow waist and a perfect ass. Hell, I'm 100% hetero and I'd do her, how can you even begin to say I'm beauty personified. Do your bullshit lines work on many women? You can do better than that."
John sat back and in disbelief said, "You really don't know, you don't see it, do you?"
"See what?" Anne responded.
"Your hair glows like spun gold, your translucent skin is the epitome of perfection, your breasts are not large and they are not small, they are in perfect proportion to your frame, and your ass...trust me, every woman, including Lexi would kill for your ass. I cannot tell you how I long to see you in your total magnificence." John sighed.
"By magnificence, can I take that to mean birthday suit?" Anne chuckled.
"Yes, in your birthday suit. I've tried to imagine what you look like since the cookout."
"Mr. Davenport, we are here." Ed announced as the Bentley slowed to the curb.
The maitre d' jumped out from behind his reservations desk, extending his hand, "Mr. Davenport, so good to see you again sir, we have you table ready." and after releasing his hand, led Anne and John back to a corner booth. He held pulled the table out so Anne could sit easily in the booth and before he left handed each of them a menu.
Anne looked around and realized she could see no other patrons and that the table afforded complete privacy except for the wait staff. She listened as John ordered wine and spoke to the maitre d' and the sommelier in Italian and when they were alone she turned to John, "I hope you're not going to order my meal. Posso ordinare per me stesso, se è d'accordo con voi."
John laughed, "I can let you order, they do speak English here, but I like to practice my weak Italian when I get the chance. Vi prego di scusarmi."
Anne laughed, "No need to apologize, I really don't know much Italian, but I can get through Italy without going hungry...and I can always find the nearest sala da bagno. Apparently you've been here before. Hang on, here comes the vino."
Anne watched the choreographed wine sniffing, tasting and pouring and when the sommelier left she asked, "So, what's good? But, here comes our waitress, perhaps she can tell me."
John looked up, "Janine, so glad you are working tonight. This is my friend Anne. Anne, Janine is the best you will ever meet, I've tried to get her to come over to the company, but apparently she likes it here."
Janine laughed, "John, no need to flatter me, I quit putting things in your food years ago, and Anne, it is very nice to meet you. Can I start you out with un antipasto?"
John turned to Anne, "Perhaps you would like to order? Perhaps a couple of dishes?"
Anne looked at the menu and ordered olives and toasted raviolis, "I hope that is alright with you."
"Perfect." John said watching Janine walk away.
"She's beautiful, how was she in bed?" Anne asked.
"Why do you think I slept with her?" John asked.
"Outside of the fact you've met her before and she is a female? She flicked her hair off her neck and played with her top button when she was talking to you, but I think the kicker was when she bent over to top off your wine..." Anne responded.
"That wasn't for me, that was for you," John said, "I tried, but she set me straight, she was a lot more interested in my dinner companions that me, but she confirmed one thing."
"What's that?"
"She never did that with my other dates here, and that includes Lexi. Someone else thinks you're beautiful, she likes you, I'll tell you what, I'll stop pursuing you if I can watch the two of you..." John laughed.
"Hmmm. Tempting. Let's put that on the back burner since I like options." Anne laughed. "Changing the subject, a Bentley? I took you for the macho, survivalist type with a Hummer, not the stuffy British aristocratic type."
"It came with the company, when I bought out the company the former owner was so in debt he threw in his car without blinking so I'd close the deal. I was going to break up the company and sell everything off, but I kept it and the car." John said smugly.
"Oh, here comes our antipasto, looks good." Anne said looking at Janine coming over with plates balanced in her hand. "That was fast."
After Janine laid out plates in front of them and put down the antipasto, she stood up, "Are you ready to order, or should I come back?"
Anne looked at John and said, "Why don't you order for me?"
Surprised, he looked at Anne and turned to Janine, "Fettuccine Carbonara and Algio y Olio with angel hair, we'll share."
After Janine left, he turned to Anne, "These are my two favorite dishes here, I hope they are alright. But, after your earlier protest, why did you let me order for you?"
"I didn't know what was good and I felt you like it when you are in charge, I think you get a sexual charge out of it." Anne said smiling at him.
"I get a sexual charge out of being with you, but I cannot deny there is something to having you bending to my wishes that gives me a rush." John grinned.
"Ok, changing the subject. Who is Lexi? I mean, she is unbelievably hot, she makes me look like a boy and she is one of your top IT people? Or, is there another reason she is in the Bahamas with James?" Anne asked.
"Lexi is a lot of things, not sure there is a short answer. But first of all, no one can make you look anything but sexy and desirable.. You are right about her though, her sexuality. She radiates it. She knows she is good with men and she uses all her assets when she is with them. However, she is brilliant, not in James' class, but definitely the next best coder we have. And there is no personal agenda sending her and your husband to do the installation and set up at the bank. Strangely enough, she is terrible working with any other IT guys since they are so distracted trying to get in her pants, their work suffers, hers and theirs so when we saw how she and James worked together, well, you know, productivity went way up. We kiddingly called James, Sheldon Cooper since he is oblivious to her allures at work."
"He is not oblivious." Anne muttered, taking a long sip of wine. "You said nothing to her about seducing James while there?"
John reached over and refilled her glass, "Why would I do that? So you'll find comfort in my arms?"
"I wouldn't say comfort," Anne smiled glancing meaningfully at John's crotch, "but in effect, yes. I find he is cheating on me and perhaps I exact revenge on him. Is that part of your plan?"
John studied Anne's face, "I cannot deny that I would go pretty much to any lengths to get you into my arms, and though I can honestly say their pairing on this trip was 100% based on their skills, I will not deny the possibility...the possibility that you open your legs to me due to anger, jealousy, I don't know, lust?" John raised his hand briefly.
Janine was there in seconds, "What can I get you?" She glanced at Anne's hard nipples poking through the thin material, wishing...
"We'll need another bottle of wine, I know you have a 1990 Barolo, perhaps Rick knows which one I am referring to." John said. Noticing where Janine looked, he smiled at her and winked.
"I'll let Rick know, and your meal should be ready in 10 minutes." Janine said blushing before turning away.
"I'm not sure I need more wine, I'm starting to feel it." Anne protested.
"Relax, you don't have to drive and you are in good hands."
Rick came up to the table with a bottle, "Mr. Davenport, I assume you meant the Mascarello?" He said holding out the bottle.
"Perfect, I'm happy you have the best stocked wine cellar in the city." John said smiling. He sniffed, sampled and nodding to Rick let him fill his glass.
After Rick left, he pointedly looked at Anne's protruding nipples, "I like the affect the wine has on you, or is it my scintillating personality? Janine sure appreciated those."
Anne looked down and put her hands over her breasts, "I have to get a bra that works with this dress." She mumbled.
"So, do you trust James? Does it bother you thinking that he might be tempted?" John asked taking a sip of the wine.
"Yes, it bothers me. Who would I be if I didn't wonder if he would be true to himself, but it is not like I can do anything about it." Anne replied.
"It wouldn't bother you if right now, as we are sitting here, he is getting his cock worked on by 'everyman's wet dream?' That he is right now thinking not about you, but looking down at Lexi's sweaty body beneath him, her legs wrapped around his ass? I know you've thought about it. Or am I wrong?" John asked.
"Good Lord! You say whatever you want don't you? Of course I think about that, pretty much every minute he is with her, as I am sure he is thinking about you and me. I'm sure he is imagining me, under you, your cock pounding my little pussy, I know, I know it works both ways." Anne said, "But I trust he will make the right decision and he trusts me to make the right decision. Where you are wrong is that he would not be cheating on me, he would be cheating himself, and I would not be violating him, I would be compromising myself if I were to give in to you. I like flirting with you and I apologize if you think you will get between my legs, but I cannot do that, I cannot be that person." Anne said heatedly.
"I know think that, but every woman has a side just dying to be released, a side that explores pleasure unobtainable through a routine monogamous relationship and I also know you've been itching to know what it would be like, what having a large cock spread you open would be like. Will it fit? How deep can I take it? Would I surrender completely and want it again and again so you come to my office and close the door behind you, you say you promised the one time would be it, but, maybe just once more. I know for a fact you're getting wet just thinking about it, your cunt is secreting lubricants anticipating my big dick invading your married vagina." John looked at her intently,
"I am not getting wet, I am not getting prepared for your huge cock." Anne snapped back.
"Prove it," John said pushing her legs apart and sliding his hand up between her legs, "Prove to me that you are not getting excited and I'll stop since I'm giving it my best shot."
Anne grabbed his hand, "Stop it. You are not going there, you'll have to take my word."
"I would take your word, but I can smell your intoxicating arousal, you are breaking down and it won't be long. But perhaps after we get our meals." He said when Janine arrived with the busboy setting down the tray.
After Janine cleared the antipasto dishes and set down the dinner plates and bowls of pasta, she asked "Will there be anything else? How pepper? More bread?"
"Can you please sit with us a minute?" John asked. "I'd like you to settle a small dispute."
Anne looked at John with alarm, "What dispute? What are you doing?"
"Well, you won't verify my claim that you want me, at least that your body wants me, so perhaps Janine here can act as an independent arbitrator for our dispute. Janine can you check to see if Anne here is getting aroused? I'd do it, but she apparently is afraid that she will like it and that she is lying to me."
Anne looked at Janine with alarm and panic, 'Please.' she mouthed.
Janine said, "Anything you want John, we aim to please," and lifted Anne's leg up onto her thigh and slid her hand under Anne's short dress to feel her moist, hot slit in full state of arousal. She was not surprised finding a bare pussy as the dress would have revealed a thong. "I'm sorry John, but she is definitely not wet," She watched Anne's face as she stroked her pussy and was rewarded with a flash of pleasure as she probed with her middle finger. She slid her hand out wiping the poor girl's cum on the seat and held up her hand to John, "See? Perfectly dry."



Anne wanted to kiss her and silently chuckled thinking of the multiple reasons and looked down at John's crotch. "Apparently you do like to watch. Perhaps Janine needs to attend to her other diners?"
"Damn, you are tough, ok, let's enjoy the evening and talk about other things, fettuccine or aglio y olio?" John asked.
************
Later that week, John called and invited Anne to dinner at his house, "I'm to trust you, going to the lion's den?" Anne asked. "I won't be fighting you off?"
"No, I just want your company, I think you made your self clear Monday. Tonight I'd like to enjoy being with the most beautiful woman I know." John replied.
"Jesus Christ you are full of shit," Anne laughed, "but I admit I'm lonely, I miss James, and actually was hoping we could get together...together as in talk."
"I'll have Ed pick you up tomorrow night and dress casually, nothing like that incredible number you wore. It is just you and me lounging around."
Ed pulled up to a huge house and holding the door said, "Enjoy your evening Anne, I'll be here to take you home later this evening, if that is what you decide, that is."
"I am sure you'll be taking me home Ed, this evening. Thanks for driving me." Anne laughed.
John opened the door and was pleased to see Anne looking stunning in a tight tube top with tiny shorts as revealing as the ones she wore at the cookout, he stifled the rush of desire he had for her and showed her in, checking out her ass as she passed. "Anne I am so happy to see you and that you were free tonight."
Anne looked around at the minimalist modern decor, "This sure doesn't look like a bachelor pad."
"It isn't exactly, I rarely bring any women here, this is my sanctuary, where I can read, listen to music and unwind."
John escorted her into his living room and mentioned that dinner would be ready soon and asked Anne if she'd like a drink.
"Are you having one?" She asked.
"No, I thought I'd wait for the wine, I know you like the Italian reds and I found a case of Asti Barbara and am anxious to try it."
Anne was amazed at John's demeanor, no more flattery, no sexual innuendoes, just a fine meal with another couple of bottles of excellent dry wine.
"Would you like a tour?" John asked, "And I don't mean the bedroom, though I will point it out as we go through the house so you know where it is."
"Sure, and I was worried about you, I was afraid I broke you or something so yes, I'd love a tour." Anne smiled. When John held out his arm towards a hallway to the right and looked at her ass as she passed, Anne laughed, "That is the John I've come to know, go ahead and check out my ass."
John showed her the wine cellar stocked with hundreds of bottles up a circular staircase to his study on the third floor. John looked and that small, tight ass in front of his face and just wanted to grab it when he heard Anne ask him if she should slow down so he could look more. John laughed, "I'm that obvious?"
"I heard you sigh and I know it is not due to the stair climbing." Anne chuckled. "But, this is my favorite room." She said seeing an octagonal room with windows on seven sides and a glass door on the eighth. She walked around looking out in all directions. "What is out there?" She asked walking to the door.
"That is where I unwind, come on, I'll show you." John lead Anne out to a broad deck with comfortable looking chairs, lounges and a hot tub in the center, set down flush with the deck.
"That must have been expensive to put there, what is under there to support the weight and to maintain?" Anne asked.
"I can see James asking that, but I didn't expect engineering questions from you, but yes, it was hard to do. There is actually a utility room designed so that it not only supports the weight, but in case of catastrophic failure, the water is directed out to the yard. Sorry, I didn't think to make it part of the tour."
"I noticed a large space between your office and the guest bedroom, I thought it was a safe room if you get under attack or something." Anne smiled at the thought of John needing a safe room. "Or, better yet, where you keep all your assault weapons."
"Oh, that is down off the wine cellar." John laughed. "Would you like to use the hot tub? I can have a bottle of wine brought up and we can just relax."
"Um, I'm afraid I have no suit, but it sounds nice, perhaps next time." Anne said resignedly.
"Sorry, I don't have a suit either, you can wrap yourself in a towel and once you are under the water the bubbles with provide modesty. Hang on," Hearing his phone, John answered it. "Lexi! How is the install going?...Really, that's great. What did the director say about that?...You guys are incredible, I need to give both of you bonuses for this...No," Grinning at Anne, "no impending promotion for James...So tomorrow? Yes, and he is going with you, I'm glad to hear it, I'd hate to think about you there unescorted. Yes...yes...I'll be there when you get in, no it is nothing. Ok, finish up and take the rest of the time to enjoy the Caribbean." Hanging up the phone, "That's incredible news, the project is ahead of schedule and the Bank director is thrilled. Your husband and Lexi are the best, I need to give them a huge bonus when they get back, if this is a success they may be travelling all over to do installs."
"No promotion? Are you and Lexi in this together plotting?" Anne said angrily.
"Relax, it was a joke on Lexi's part, I'm sure she knows my attraction to you, but I've never actually talked to her about it."
"Sorry, where is Lexi going that she needs an escort?"
"Well, that one you might not like, there's a clothing optional beach down from their hotel and Lexi wants to go and James wasn't thrilled about it, but she asked him to go with her for obvious reasons. I wouldn't worry about it." John said stroking Anne's bare shoulder. "Look, I'll leave and get the wine, get undressed and get into the water and I'll see nothing. I'm not a rapist, but if you don't trust me, or yourself we can go back downstairs."
Anne looked at the spectacular views and after John turned on the jets, the thought of being massaged by the warm water sounded so appealing. She looked at John and nodded. "I'll be ok, James is really going to a nude beach with Lexi? Fuck it."
John was shocked when she pulled the tube top over her head releasing her bouncing perky breasts, then started to get hard watching her rock her hips trying to peel off her tight shorts. Stepping out of them she spun once around saying, "Is this my magnificence you mentioned?" and stepped down into the hot water with a long sigh.
Settling with her shoulders barely exposed, she asked, "This is really nice, are you joining me?"
Walking over to the intercom, John pressed and asked for another bottle of the Asti Barbara be brought up with two glasses. Unbuttoning his shirt he walked over opposite Anne and pulled the shirt off. Watching her eyes, then he undid the belt, unzipped his pants and as he stepped out he was thrilled to see Anne was staring at the tent in his boxers. He slowly pushed them down and heard Anne gasp as the restricted penis popped up and bounced when released by the waistband. He stepped away from the pooled shorts on the ground and walked to the edge of the tub with his cock making a slapping sound against his thighs.
Anne couldn't believe the snake writhing back and forth as John strode towards the tub. Her eyes were glued to the massive hunk of meat wondering what would happen when it got hard. She realized John was studying her face and found that her tongue was out licking her lips and she hadn't blinked since he dropped his pants. "Sorry, I shouldn't stare," Anne said, "but I...I've never...never seen a penis that big. Please get in the tub, you're making me nervous."
John slid in laughing, "I love seeing the looks on women's faces when they see that for the first time."
"I believe it, do you usually put on such a show?" Anne asked feeling her juices flowing.
"Actually no, mostly they reach into my pants and jerk their hands back, but not all. Remember the brunette you suggested, yeah her, anyhow we were in the back of the car and she took off her clothes, unzipped me, grabbed my dick and totally unfazed did wonderful things to me. Changing the subject, you are the first person I've allowed in here. I've kept this as my secret hideaway, I love looking out at all the lights in the distance, but you need to come up here for the fourth of July." Pointing over his shoulder and over in two other directions, "They have fireworks displays in those towns and they are really close."
"I'll bet that is incredible, I'm getting so relaxed in here, but how much is the wine and how much is the wonderful jets massaging me...?" Anne sighed. She watched as John stood up and waded over mesmerized by his cock parting the water like a submarine submerging, making Anne laugh.
"What's funny?" John asked.
"Just wondering if Moses was hung like that and parted the Red Sea with it." Anne laughed, "Sorry, I'm feeling tipsy."
John looked down and laughed at the image, "Here, sit forward, I'm going to rub your shoulders if you really want to be relaxed. Joseph, thank you for bringing the wine, just set it there and take the rest of the night off." John poured the wine and handed Anne a glass. Then slid behind her so she was between his legs and skillfully worked her shoulders, neck, arms and back eliciting satisfying sighs form the tiny girl under his huge hands. He kept resisting reaching around to cup those perfect mounds but every time he thought about it his cock gave a surge.
"You are really good at this." Anne said contentedly, "It feels good having three powerful appendages stroking me at once." She giggled. Then after a pause, she jerked upright, saying. "Please stop, sorry, I was getting lost, please stop, it is not that I don't trust you, I don't trust myself."
John wrapped his arms around her stomach tenderly. "Anne, if you want this why are you denying yourself? I'm just here to do what you want me to do, what you need me to do." His hand strayed up and cupped her breast, feeling her rock hard nipple for the first time giving his cock another huge surge, His tongue licked around her ear feeling her melt in his arms.
"Please no, please I cannot do this." Anne weakly pulled his hand off her breast and pushing herself up waded over to the other side sitting unabashedly on the edge. "John, I'm sorry, I feel like I've been a huge tease but I really am not going to cheat on my husband, at least cheat more than I apparently already have." Anne loudly gasped when John stood up and she saw the serpent ride out of the water and point up towards the sky. "Oh my God! There is no way in hell that would fit in my anyhow. How deep would that have to go?" She asked looking at her abdomen and then back at John's erection.
"Ok Anne, we won't do anything, but let me show you. You want to see how deep this will go? Lean back, yes, lean back on your elbows." John came over and opened Anne's legs. "Relax, I'm not going to put this in you, I'm just going let you see how long it is against your stomach."
Anne relaxed, not embarrassed that she was with another man with her legs spread wide and watched with fascination as John leaned forward and slid his snake up her stomach until she felt his balls smack against her tender, eager pussy. She saw that cue ball sized head was just an inch beneath her navel. "Oh my," she said panting as she felt John pressing the base of his cock into her clit, "That thing would shift my organs around. Ohhhh...ahhhh." She felt John slide back and thrust forward again slapping his heavy balls against her wet slit. "Ok, that's enough." Ann said after John leaned over and sucked a nipple into her mouth causing his hips to slide back and press his cock against her wet slit. She pressed her hand on his chest and finally John stood up.
"Believe it or not, all the women have been able to take it, take all of it. And they want it again and again." John said with his voice tinged with frustration feeling her juices dripping down his scrotum.
"I'm sorry, I get naked with you, open my legs, I'm just a fucking tease, I really don't mean to be, but I'm married, I'm in love with my husband and you are so fucking tempting, my pussy is screaming at me right now to let you stretch her out." Anne got up out of the hot tub, grabbed a towel and dried off. Seeing John sitting there with a sad look of her face, "Sorry but you'll have to take care of that yourself." Anne said sadly, "I really do wish I were single, or a different type of woman."
"That's fine, I set this all up to get you naked, to get you vulnerable, to get you wanting this, and...it all worked, but...anyhow I don't masturbate." John said.
"What? All men masturbate." Anne sputtered. "Why don't you?"
"I've had very good luck...good access to pussy, so I've never had to."
"Well, I'd say tonight you may want to, did you take a little blue pill or something?" Anne asked.
"No, no blue pill, no man would ever need a little blue pill with you, you naked." John said looking at the slender beauty before her. "Put your finger in your vagina and feel around, just do it, there, deeper. Ok now feel my hand."
Beet red, Anne did as he was told feeling the warm, slick velvety soft channel then felt John's large rough hand aware she was smearing her juices on the palm of his hand. "I see, I'm a lot smoother, but isn't that kind of dangerous to let that go?"
John took his hand and sniffed it. "Oh God you smell so good, can you do one thing for me before you get dressed and go?"
"Uh, sure? What do you want?" Anne asked nervously.
"Can I have one taste, one taste between your legs?"
"No! I'm not going to have to sticking your tongue up inside me." She sputtered feeling her pussy start to flow more.
"It is not cheating, I'm not fucking you, just a taste, a quick taste. I'm asking because I may never again have the opportunity and I've wanted to do this since I was putting sunscreen on you."
Anne looked at him, feeling bad she caused the painful looking erection, and shrugging her shoulders turned and walked over to a lounger, flopped down on her back with her legs splayed open. "Ok, but only your tongue, no fingers, and absolutely no anaconda."
John came over, knelt down and with his face millimeters away from that sweet tiny cunt, after taking in a couple of deep breaths he touched the tip of his tongue right above Ann's pink rosebud and flicked it slowly up, savoring the sweet taste and feeling her lips part as he wiggled it in. He reached the top and was rewarded with a hard knob that caused Anne's hips to thrust when he jabbed it with his tongue. He flicked his tongue rapidly against the clit listening to Anne groan before sliding back down and plunging his rigid tongue all the way into her. He felt Anne's hand on his head and rather than pulling his head into her, he was disappointed when she pushed him away.
"Holy crap, you are good with your tongue, but unlike you, I will need to be happy with my hand, my fingers when I get home." Anne swung her legs over the dejected looking man and walked over to get her clothes back on. "Thank you for a great evening...night and dinner, I will think about this for a long time, probably with my fingers stroking my pussy." Anne laughed, "I really wish I could take care of that, but do you think Ed is still available, not for you, but for a ride home?" Anne laughed weakly. "By the way, I really think you need to rough it tonight."
When Anne got home she ripped off her clothes and rubbed out an earth-shaking orgasm right on the living room floor, "Fuck, fuck, fuck I wish I could feel that thing pushing into me, fuck!" She panted. "I have no idea why I didn't let him have my way, James better not have fucked that cunt."
************
Sunday John called, "You don't give up, do you? I assumed you'd never want to see me again after how much in pain you looked." Anne opened.
"I deserved it, I threw my entire seduction arsenal at you and apparently you are tougher than I thought, but that's not why I'm calling. I'm replacing the entire media center since 4K is now pretty reasonable and I'd like another set of eyes and ears so, no I won't be seducing you, unless..."
"Unless what?" Anne asked "Unless I get excited in the back of you Bentley?"
"No, but actually yes. That sounds good to me, but I was thinking, unless you get off being in one of the private sound rooms they have." John chuckled.
"Ok. I'm free and bored, and I feel I used you too, I knew you were going to do whatever it takes, you are not very subtle and I let myself be manipulated. Thanks though..." Anne said quietly.
"Thanks for what? The dinner?" John asked.
"Thanks for a mind blowing orgasm when I got home, Holy Crap, you had me on the edge, you do have considerable skills." Anne said feeling flushed, "Did you break your rules and 'rough it'?"
"Actually I did, and it was pretty quick with the image of you on the lounge with your legs spread wide and the taste of you still on my lips. I hope you were thinking of me when you took care of yourself." John said quietly.
"Yes, you know I did, you know exactly what I was thinking of, and I hope I have time to change my shorts before you get here." Anne laughed hearing John groan in the earpiece.
John and Anne went to various stores looking at high end 4K TVs and exotic sound systems. They talked about the people they saw at the malls, and enjoyed each other's tame banter.
When they passed a jewelry store, John grabbed Anne's hand and pulled her in. "Look at this, this would look great on your wrist." Pointing to a bracelet with a deep green jade set in a gold band and a solid gold chain. Looking at the salesgirl, "Can we see this?"
"No! You are not buying me a bracelet, I am not your girlfriend." Anne protested.
Winking at the salesgirl, "Honey, you always put up a fight, at least try it on." Turning back to the confused girl, "Even the other night when we were naked in the hot tub she protests she is not my girlfriend," Shrugging, "what's a guy to do?"
Anne's jaw dropped hearing this, and sputtered, "We, I was not, oh crap, you always have to embarrass me. Fine. I'll try it on, but you are not buying it for me." she said holding out her wrist.
Both the salesgirl and John were amazed how good it looked against her creamy white skin. "We'll take it." John said.
"What? I told you you are not buying me jewelry, plus," looking at the price tag, "$5,500? Really?"
"I'm not buying it for you, I'm buying it for me, and I'll let you wear it." John grinned and winking at the salesgirl, "But with one condition."
"Let me guess, I sleep with you." Anne said dryly.
"No, you can have it until you convince me to fuck you, but when I finally relent and you impale yourself on my cock, you have to take it off and hand it to me." John laughed watching the girl look quickly at Anne.
Anne blushed and speechless looked at the shiny bauble, "I wish you were able to control what you say, but I will borrow it from you and when you finally give up, let me know and I'll take it off...get that look off your face, I'll take the bracelet off and hand it to you. I just had another thought, this would make James wonder, yes, I'll accept your offer." Anne said with and evil grin.
Clapping, the grinning salesgirl asked if she wanted it in the case and Anne told her she was wearing it and not taking it off, until...
"Ok, one more stop, and you say yes now or I'll leave you here and you can grab a taxi, Oh wait, you didn't bring a wallet. Perhaps you can get a ride from someone with those assets of yours." John grinned.
"Tempting, I wonder what the going rate is for a ride, 10 miles for a blowjob, 30 for a fuck and 100 for anal? Let me think." Anne said with her finger on her cheek. "What's a girl to do? Ok, I'll say yes, where to?"



John led her to a women's fashion store, "Here, I plan on taking you the San Giorgios again and you really cannot wear the same dress, pretty sure Janine would notice." He turned her over to this efficient salesgirl who measured and turned Anne around studying her, then went from rack to rack pulling off dresses.
John sat and gave approval or thumbs down when Anne came out of the dressing room with different outfits, finally the salesgirl snapped her fingers, "I totally forgot! We just got a shipment in from Paris, I'll be right back."
She came out with a short red dress in a plastic cover and slipping it off, she handed it to Anne, "This is gorgeous, but you won't be able to wear anything under it."
Anne came out in the tight red dress and when she turned John was able to see the nude panels running up the side and then her fully exposed back. "That's it, we'll take it." John burst out.
"Wait a minutes, I feel naked in this, I am naked in this. I cannot wear this out." Anne protested.
"Oh, you definitely can and will, remember you said yes and you are too modest, you will be the main attraction when we go out again." John said with a huge grin.
************
Tuesday evening Anne answered the door and was surprised to see John there. "What's wrong, are you ok?"
"I'm sorry to come over here unannounced, but I just had to see you, even for a little while. Are you busy?" John asked noting the bracelet on Anne's wrist.
"I'm grading papers, you have no idea...sad, anyhow, come on in. Can I get you something to drink?" Anne said stepping aside to let him in. Anne watched as John took in the pictures of James and Anne in various places at various times then around the modest house.
"I brought wine," John said holding up a bottle, "Just one since I know how you get with two, I feared you would take my virtue the other night." John chuckled.
"Have a seat anywhere, I'll get the glasses." Anne said pointing to the living room.
When she came back with the glasses and the opener she sat on the couch next to John, "Tell me something. You were joking, but why is it when a woman sleeps with a man, she has 'lost her virtue' but when a man sleeps with a woman, he scores?"
"I don't know, perhaps it goes back to Victorian times." John replied.
"Ok, and if - this is purely hypothetical, if I sleep with you, what does that make James, what term do they use for the husband?" Anne asked.
"They'd call him a cuckold." John said, "I see your point, I cannot think of the equivalent term for the woman when the man cheats or her. Hang on, let's ask Siri." John pulled his phone out, spoke to it and laughed hearing the answer. "Holy crap, there actually is a word, but I've never heard it before. Cuckquean."
"My point exactly, if James sleeps with Lexi, or has already slept with her, I'm expected to shrug it off with the philosophy 'Guys will be Guys,' and will most likely get hearty slaps on the back for you guys, but if I sleep with you, or anyone else outside of my marriage I'm a ruined woman, I've lost my virtue and I've made James into a cuckold. I don't think I like that." Anne said reaching for her glass.
"It is strange, I can see why you'd be pissed about that. It is more like women are owned by the men and the men are generous when they are true. I guess men have always made the rules. Let's change the subject, show me some of these papers you're grading."
Anne showed him some of the good papers and a few that showed an amazing lack of preparatory work. Throwing the papers down, she turned to John, "My back aches all over from sitting here, can I trust you to rub my back without getting grabby?"
"Absolutely, you know I'd do almost anything not to get that bracelet back, here," indicating the couch, "or on your bed? Your call."
"Ugh, I hate to say this, but there's a lot more room on the bed, God! Who would have thought I'd invite you into my bedroom, I must be nuts." Anne groaned and led him down the hall. "How do you want me?" She said lying down on her stomach.
"Actually, take off your top." When she gave him a sharp look, he continued. "I've seen you naked, if you want a great massage rather than a good massage, naked is the only way to go." John insisted.
"I need my head examined," Anne moaned, "I have only myself to blame whatever happens." She stood and stripped naked and flopped down on her stomach with her arms by her side. She felt John climb up and straddle her ass and start working her muscles. He seemed to know where every knot was and worked deeply to loosen them up.
John worked her muscles on her back, ass and legs for half an hour never once letting his hands stray and soon Anne was lost in a deep state of relaxation. He loved her pink asshole and her puffy shaved vulva, but resisted opening her up, but focused on the feel of her silky smooth skin. When he finished with her toes he reached up and slapped Anne on the ass, "Ok turn over." When Anne looked doubtful, he said, "I can skip the front, but it would be half a massage, you make the call."
"Ok, you've been a perfect gentleman so far, has anyone ever said that to you before? Anyhow, I don't want the massage to end..." Anne said as she rolled over onto her back.
John reached out and softly stroked her silky smooth thighs. I like that you shaved your legs, so smooth." John said softly. "Anyhow, let's get you back to your deep state."
This time John started with the feet and worked up her legs to her thighs and as he worked the muscles on the insides of her thighs, Anne opened her legs for better access. His one regret was that Anne now trusted him completely and as much as he wanted to brush his finger across her slit and feel the moist heat emanating, he worked around the achingly desirable area. He worked her hips and abdomen muscles and when he got to her breasts, he whispered, "You look so peaceful, but do you want me to do your pecs, your breasts?"
"Yes, everything feels so good, don't stop." Anne sighed.
John worked the muscles under her mammaries and around the sides and down between, then placing his hands on her breasts started kneading and squeezing the firm fleshy mounds. He intentionally avoided rubbing her nipples with his finger tips, but was very aware of the hard tips pressing into his palms and felt her writhe when he pushed down on them, he moved his hands all over her chest but kept contact with the palms against the aroused nipples. He felt her humping against his crotch as he was straddling her hips. "I have to stop and do your shoulders and arms." He reluctantly said eliciting a groan from Anne. When he was done he swung his leg off her and stood up. "There, do you feel better?"
"God, I feel great. Thank you very much, you have no idea how I needed that, but I've gained respect for you." Anne said softly getting off the bed to get dressed.
"Why? Because I give great massages?"
"No, you knew that I was close to giving you the bracelet back and yet you stopped." Dropping her clothes she came over to John and pulled his lips down to hers and kissed him hard and didn't push his hand off her breast when he grabbed it. After a minute of their tongues probing each other's mouths and John playing with her breast and nipple, she pulled back. "Thanks for being a gentleman, and sorry to bring that up." She said pushing her stomach against his erection.
"I do need to get back to grading papers since the little bastards are expecting the good news tomorrow. You can stay and watch something on TV if you like, I won't be great company, but..." Anne said softly to him. She turned and put her clothes on.
When they got back to the living room John started laughing.
"What's funny?" Anne asked with a smile.
"You said I can watch something, but I actually brought something over for you, us to watch. You asked how my cock would ever fit into you." He reached in to the coat he had thrown across the chair and pulled out a DVD called Big Dick, Small Girls. "I know roses are a bit more romantic, but this porn movie has guys with dicks my size and tiny girls, girls your size. After what you told me I'm now embarrassed to show you this, but you'll see, it does work, you will not only adapt, you'll revel in the feeling." Seeing the look on her face he dropped the DVD on the counter and said, "Perhaps you'd like to see it on your own."
Anne came over to him and put her arms around him, "Even when you are a lecherous sleaze you still have charm." She said as she kissed him again letting his hands roam. Breaking it off, "But I really do need to get to the papers, and I'm afraid you're going to have to rough it again." She said.
"No biggie, like you suggested the other night, I'll let Ed take care of it, I pay him enough." John smiled and let himself out.
Anne looked at the papers on the coffee table, but spun back to the bedroom tossing her clothes off and dove on the bed naked and already stroking her wet twat furiously.
************
James looked at Anne lovingly, "You pretty much cheated," he said, "but I'm not mad."
Anne punched James in the arm. "Mad? Really, you show you are pissed by getting rock hard and pounding my pussy? I thought we fucked like bunnies when you got back from the Bahamas, but, wow! The last two days with me telling you about my time at home..."
"No, I'm not mad, I'm impressed you had the power to stop yourself, it sounds like he took you to the edge time and again. Do you regret not fucking him?" James quietly asked.
Anne looked at James. "Do I regret not fucking him? No, when I look at you and I see how much you love me and when I feel how much I love you, I have no regrets. Does another part of me wish I'd let his cock slip in me at the hot tub? God, yes. I'll never know how that would feel and while it is not all that important, I'd like to know...to know if I can take it. Does that bother you?"
"No, I think it sounds honest and natural. Let's face it, no one person can be 100% for another person and we always will look at others with a certain feeling, a yearning for something more." James said.
"Like Lexi's breasts? I don't want to hear, your are great, no way...blah, blah."
"Ok, like Lexi's breasts, I do wonder what it would feel like to have my dick enveloped in those...Yeah, sorry about that." James said. "I do think had you given him a hand job it would have been alright, it is technically cheating and everyone would scream 'Harlot!' but somehow if doesn't feel right leaving a man like that."
Anne laughed, "I missed that one, anyhow how do you think I felt, I was left in the same state of arousal and I just took matters into my own hands, you didn't get a hand job from Lexi, did you?"
"No, sadly, she never offered." James said grinning. "But after we shower and get dressed, perhaps I'll tell you about the Bahamas."
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"I still don't understand the bracelet, he buys it for you and tells you you can keep it if you don't fuck him?" James said holding her wrist looking at the expensive piece of jewelry, "If he wanted to make me jealous by buying you something we cannot afford, it is working...I was going to say give it back, but you agreed to give it back only if you guys fuck. Crap, I hate this thing."
Anne looked at James, "I've thought a lot about this since at first it made no sense, but there's a possibility it was just a joke and there's no meaning to it, but..." Anne hesitated.
"But, everything Davenport does is with a purpose, you wanted to say." James sighed.
"Ok, let's look at this from his angle. First of all every time I look at it, I am reminded of the possibility, the promise of sleeping with him, plus every time you look at it, you have to be thinking the same thing. What if I shower and forget to put it back on and you come home from work...I wish I hadn't said I'd leave it on until...."
"Fuck him. Let's just take it off and throw it in the jewelry box, or give it back to him and tell him to give it to another of his willing women." James spat.
"No, I also like teasing you wearing this, and perhaps I'll intentionally leave it off some day. I know how excited you get thinking how close I came to...anyhow, I see other motivations for John. Let's say he bought me a $5,500 bracelet and I sleep with him because I am so grateful. That just makes me a whore and second, he wins me over not by this wit, charm and large dick, but by buying me. He doesn't want that, he wants me to come to him and let him take me willingly." Anne finished. "Also, he wants you to know he's had me, you see I no longer have the bracelet and I don't need to say a word, forget about Schrödinger."
"Why would a bracelet prove you came to him willingly...never mind. Crap, this raises the level of willingness, or rather eagerness. You want him so bad you'll be sacrificing this bracelet just to have sex with him. That would represent a huge victory for him, you open your legs and in effect you pay him $5,500 for him to take you." James said bitterly, "God, he's good, no way this was a joke. What about the cocktail dress, where is it? I want to see it on you."
Anne got up, "Stay here, I'll go get it."
Five minutes later Anne came back into the bedroom wearing...almost nothing, or at least that is what James saw. Anne twirled in a skin tight, thin satin or silk dress so short that it that barely covered her ass and pussy, her back totally exposed down to just above the crack of her ass, but the side panels were what drew James' attention. They were 6 inch wide sheer strips of fabric that went from her thighs to her armpits. "Anne! I can see your boobs from the side, and how will you wear a thong or panties? How the hell will you sit down?" James sputtered.
"I know, I am not sure if I can wear this out in public, but," reaching behind her she pulled on a matching light jacket, "this goes over it, so I can walk around without being totally leered at."
"Sit down, I want to see how exposed you are. No way can you go out with Davenport wearing that, no way."
Anne walked over to the chair in the bedroom, taking off the jacket she pulled down the hem and with great care sat in the chair with her legs tightly closed. "See, you can't see anything."
James looked at her, "Relax and let your legs just open naturally, yeah. See? I can see your slit right there."
"Maybe I should take it back, it is really revealing." Anne said sadly.
"Anne, I know you want to wear this, but how about this? You drape the jacket across your thighs when you are in the car and put your napkin on your lap at the restaurant. Nothing much we can do about the side-boob issue, but, damn! You look really hot in that. Come over here." James said.
James stood up and kissing her, put his arms around her, letting his hands roam down to her ass cheeks peeking out from beneath the hem. Anne's tongue was eagerly probing his mouth and he could feel her pubic bone grinding against his stiff cock. He slid his hand between them and found a slippery wet slit welcoming his finger inside.
"Oooooohhhhh, yessss. I want you to lick my pussy, lick my pussy with me in this dress." Feeling James' finger attack her pussy harder, she moaned, "Yes, you like that don't you, you like thinking about John's tongue right there, he'll surely want to do that seeing me in this dress..." She pushed James to his knees and opened her stance allowing James to press his face into her moist cunt. "Oh God yes!! There, there....fuck me with your tongue. Yes, that's it, deeper..." Anne moaned feeling James' finger push into her ass.
James started roughly finger-fucking her asshole while driving his tongue deep into Anne's wet hole, pulling her onto his tongue with his finger in her ass. His lips were getting bruised with her thrusting pelvis and was rewarded when she started panting rapidly and bucking harder against face. James had to swallow all the flowing juices and when she was done, he slipped his finger out of her ass and let her flop back on the bed. He stood up looking down and her drenched pussy exposed with her legs splayed wide and pulled his pants off.
"Wait," She said, "I want you to do me from behind as if you are just seeing me in this dress for the first time." Anne got up and stood in front of the dresser, pulling the hem down as far as she could. She felt James' cock first poke her, then press his dick against her ass.
He wrapped his arms around her, "I saw you standing here alone, where is your husband? Why would he leave you alone?" He said feeling the warm sides of her breasts through the sheer fabric before reaching around and cupping her breasts.
Anne rubbed her ass against his throbbing cock, "I think he is off tit-fucking some busty babe, or perhaps burying his cock in her ass, since he doesn't get that from me, you know how it is, boys will be boys. You planning on doing anything with that, or just hump my ass?" Anne purred as she bent over onto the dresser.
James felt her dress pull up as she bent over and her bare skin on his balls. "My wife won't let me fuck her ass either, where is this busty babe?" James said looking around, "Think he'll let me have a go when he's done?" He grabbed his dick and started sliding the head up and down her slit feeling the lips part.
"You really want to take me like that? I said he can't have my ass, I never said you couldn't." Anne bent forward pressing her chest onto the dresser, and when James pressed his cockhead against her anus, she pushed back letting out a moan as the cock readily slid in. "Yes, that's it, fuck my ass."
"I love your dress, I didn't even have to pull the back up to get at your ass, all the men here are going to love this, plus I love your shaved pussy when your juices flow. Your husband has no idea what he's missing." James said while rapidly rubbing her clit.
Anne was getting close to cumming and thrust back against James' finger and cock, "Crap, you feel good, why didn't I do this with the pool boy...ahhhhh, or the mail maaaaannnnn. Uh, God yes, there. We wouldn't have all these little bastards running around, Oh God, I'mmmm cummmmminnnnng." Anne slumped onto the dresser panting.
James grabbed her ass and started pounding her faster until he began to feel his balls ache and with a long moan filled Anne's ass with his hot cum. Slumping down on top of her he panted, "Ok, we're keeping the dress."
Anne groaned, "Why do I let you punish my ass like that? Let's get cleaned up and see if this thing is dry clean only." She said while peeling off the slinky dress.
"Ok, tell me about the Bahamas." Anne said as they settled on the couch in the living room.
"Yeah, ok. I was really nervous when we got on the plane and it wasn't made any easier when Lexi pointed out there was a clothing-optional beach down from where we were staying." James said, "And it didn't make my stomach feel any better with the thought of being naked with her and my assumption the Davenport would be calling you... ten minutes? He waited that long?" He added bitterly, before relating the trip to the Caribbean.
Lexi spent the entire flight leaning over to James making a point to press her sizeable breasts into his arm. She kept saying how exciting it was for them to be working so closely together and she knew they'd be even closer when the trip was over.
James tried to push the thought of Lexi and him out of his mind while also trying not to think about Anne and Davenport. "Lexi, I'm going to close my eyes for a bit since I need to catch up on sleep."
Lexi giggled, "I'll bet. You and Anne kept each other up to make up for the coming dry spell? But you seem bothered by something, don't you want to be with me on this trip?" She finished pouting at him.
"No, no, I like being with you. I'm just thinking about other things, don't worry about it."
"I know what's bugging you. You're thinking that John is going to be hitting on your wife while we are away. You're bothered that she'll like it." Lexi said seriously, "Actually, I know he will be. He told me that he welcomes the challenge, but your wife seems tough. Relax, you know that you can't do anything, so just enjoy the moment."
"He told you? You talked about Anne? Why would you guys discuss her and his...whatever, I'm going to sleep." James said angrily sliding the pillow behind his head.
"We talked about you too. He mentioned he saw how you looked at me and that I'd better watch out. It wasn't just about your poor little wife." Lexi said with a huff.
A while later James turned to Lexi, "I'm sorry, I shouldn't have snapped at you. I know you and Davenport are friends, strange friends, but what the heck. Let's just talk about the project. I think we can get through the hardware set up by the end of the day Tuesday. Then do the software installation and run some stress tests starting Wednesday."
Lexi turned to James, "I'm sorry too, I should realize that it has to bother you having John alone with Anne. She's a grown woman and not some innocent high school girl, unless John asks her to dress like one, he likes that." Lexi giggled, "Sorry, sorry, it was just a joke." She said laughing when James glared at her. "Come on, you've been apart before, haven't you?"
"Actually, no. You know we got married in January and I've not travelled anywhere, except on our honeymoon. And neither has she."
"I guess that's right," Lexi said, "I hadn't thought about that. Well, this will make future trips easier, unless...never mind."
"Yeah, unless. Can I trust her for future trips? On the other hand, perhaps I'll never know." James said quietly.
"Why wouldn't you know, you think she'd cheat on you and not tell you? I guess you know her better than I do."
James closed his eyes and tried to block out any images of Davenport and Anne, but that proved impossible so he faked sleeping the rest of the way.
The first few days were a lot of work at the bank followed by dinner meetings after which they both came back to their rooms with the incredible views of the ocean and flopped down and did very little other than sleep. Finally Thursday they were able got away and go find a meal on their own.
James looked over at Lexi after finishing a great meal with the sun showing off her great figure from the side. "You were really good this week, we got through the hardware and software installs without a hitch and all the testing went perfectly. Makes me nervous though, nothing should ever be that easy."
"I'm that easy," Lexi laughed, "though you won't even try? Will you? But, thanks, I was surprised how easy it all went, I think the president expected a lot of delays. Want another umbrella drink?"
"I do, but I'll pass since I hate to think how my head will feel in the morning as it is, but these really go down easy...Yes, I know, so do you." James laughed seeing Lexi start to speak. You just like teasing me, or do like sex a lot? Never mind, none of my business."
"I like sex a lot? I've seen you look down my top, you are fixated on my breasts and I know you'd like to see them, so I might tease you and flirt with you, but at least I'm honest. Tell me you haven't thought about your cock nestled between them."
James got really red, "I'm sorry, I try not to look, but your tops are so loose and...ok, yes, I would love to see them. What guy wouldn't, unless he's like the concierge, but even though I'd love to, I can't. I can't do that and live with myself knowing I'd cheated on Anne. But, be honest with me, if I were single, you'd most likely not even flirt with me, you like the tease. You like the challenge of getting a married guy on top of you." James responded.
Lexi looked thoughtful while scanning James' face, chest and arms, "I am not so sure about that. I agree, I love it when married men let go and go at me like they've never had sex in their lives, but you are different. You've got brains, and you're nerdy. Did you know everyone around calls you the IT Guy, even other people in IT? You focus on your scripts and tools and pay almost no attention to anything else, but you get aroused as quickly as I've ever seen," Lexi giggled looking down at the table, "but you don't let your desires overrule your loyalty to your wife, even knowing that she might be naked with John as we speak. Sorry, I know that's blunt, but here you are...not taking advantage of...me." Lexi paused indicating her form with her hands. "You know I'm not going to say no, you know I'm yours to do with however you like, you know I'll never tell anyone, especially your wife. But you still are not going to compromise yourself. So, I'm going to have another drink since I'll need to get myself drunk so I'll be easy when I take myself tonight." Lexi waved to the waiter.
"Whew. I guess I'm going to have one to after that." James said. "You always this honest?"
"You obviously won't be any help," Lexi laughed, "but, tell me, if you were single, or if you didn't mind cheating, would we be sitting here talking?"
"You know the answer to that. So, what is it about Davenport that he seems to get what he wants, who he wants?" James asked with a pain in the pit of his stomach.
"Are you changing the subject? You know why he gets who he wants? He doesn't quit until they say yes. I think he gets more pleasure out of the chase than actually screwing them." Lexi replied thoughtfully.
"I would have thought he gets more pleasure out of...well, the pleasure. What? He likes wearing their resistance down?"
"Yeah, and seeing them go from a total no to them giving themselves to him freely. I think he likes seeing them figuratively, if not literally opening up to him. The cake is when they open their legs and offer themselves to him, everything after that is icing." Lexi said. "Are you bothered that John is working on your wife while we are out here?"
"Yes, I am, but there's nothing I can do about it, is there? I can either think about it or block it from my mind." James said sadly. "But, you said you've slept with him and...."
Lexi laughed, "And I'm not really an unwilling partner, you are suggesting. No, we have fucked quite a few times, and we both enjoy it. All his conquests seem to come back to him. I hate to say this, but if Anne sleeps with him, she will be comparing your penis to his every time you put it in her."
James groaned, "So he has a big dick, so what? What about love and passion?"
"God! You are really naïve, aren't you? During sex, love has very little to do with it, though passion plays a huge role. It's all about the level of eroticism, enhancing the passion. What was it about the first time you had sex that made it so special? What about when you fucked your girlfriend and she insisted that they do it in her parents' bed? It was the added eroticism, enhanced passion...was it forbidden? Risky? When John takes a married woman, she is opening herself up not just to his big dick, but to all the risks and dangers that come with being with a man who is not her husband - and she often does things with him that she never would do with her husband...you. They screw him and when he cums, they eagerly suck his dick until he is hard again and climb onto his hard cock and ride him some more. When did Anne last do that to you?" Lexi said looking James in the eye.
"I can see that. It scares me thinking she may crave that level of eroticism, passion. She likes to tease and get men aroused, but I don't think she's ever cheated on me."
Lexi chuckled, "That you know of. Face it, there's all levels of cheating. She could have ground her pussy into some guy's hard on on the dance floor, let a guy squeeze her ass, let him feel her boobs. That could be cheating, or it could be foreplay for later and you are the winner. Nothing is black and white. I know some of those women get home from being with John and their husbands get off fucking their sopping pussies. Is that cheating when their husbands encourage that? Only you can define cheating. You asked about John's dick? Finish your drink, I want to show you something."
James laughed. "I thought that was my line. Ok, where to?"
Lexi winked at him, "Come up to my room, honey. You'll see."
When they got to their adjoining rooms, James said, "Hang on, I have to stop in here, I'll knock on the connecting door when I'm done."
"Ok, go pee in your bathroom, I'll just open the door on my side." Lexi laughed.
James knocked and opened the door and found Lexi sitting of her bed with her hand behind her back. "Ok, what did you want to show me?"
"You asked about John's big dick?" She slid her hand from behind her back holding up a fat clear acrylic foot long penis. "This is why I keep going back to John, this is why so many other women go back. They may feel tremendous remorse, but a week or two later, they call him up and arrange to have their pussies stretched to the limit."
"No way, there's no way his cock is that big." James sputtered. "And, there's no way that would even fit inside of you, let alone Anne."
"You would be amazed what women would do to make this fit. And, yes, this is exactly the same size as John's. In fact, this is from a mold I took and sent off to have made. Thank God for Viagra since he had to maintain his erection for quite a while, not that he had too much trouble since a girlfriend and I entertained him." Lexi stroked the huge shaft while she told him this. "We did both get him to fill us up after the latex mold hardened – all the way in, if you are wondering, and my girlfriend is not much bigger than Anne."
James looked at the billiard ball size head and the thick shaft and imagined Lexi taking all that cock, and felt his cock twitch thinking about Anne with her legs opened wide.... James shuddered and said, "I cannot even imagine."
"Watch." Lexi said as she slipped her shorts and thong off. She grabbed a vial of gel and squirting it all over the head, she proceeded to lube the entire shaft. "Stay there and watch, I know you want to see this." Lexi said when James started to back away staring. She opened her legs wide and pushing the glistening head against her obviously aroused labia, she worked the head into her.
James was stunned and the abrupt display of nudity. He couldn't take his eyes off her cleanly shaven vulva and the small dark patch of pubic hair on her mons. His cock ached to be free as blood rushed into it.
Lexi kept her eyes on James as she pushed the massive shaft into her, watching his unblinking attention on her vagina being stretched wide and the length getting deeper and deeper into her. When it was as deep as it could go she released a satisfied groan and was happy to see a large tent in James' pants and a wet spot forming. "Oh God, this feels good." She moaned as she drew it all the way out before slamming it back in, "Could you at least play with my tits as I do this?" She panted.



In a trance, James walked over to the bed and sitting down, reached over and gently grabbed Lexi's large breasts.
"Rip off my top, and play with my tits, and you do not need to be gentle...God, I needed this." Lexi gasped.
James pulled off her top and unclipped her bra and started mauling her tits, pinching and pulling her nipples, squeezing, pushing and pulling harder and harder the more Lexi pushed her chest into his rough hands, watching her cunt eagerly accept the rapidly pistoning rod.
With a long groan, Lexi arched her back and pressed the dildo hard into her pussy with her whole body jerking and spasming, she released a huge orgasm before collapsing on the bed. "Ohhhhh Gooooodddd. That had to be the most intense orgasm I've had without getting actually fucked." She pulled the dildo out with a slimy popping sound and rolled over to face her red faced companion. "Someone need relief, you want to put that somewhere?" Lexi cooed feeling his hard shaft, "It might feel loose, but a lot of men like that after John sends them home."
James stood up. "I'd like to, really like to, but I'd better get back to my room, I...I'm sorry."
As he went back into his room he heard Lexi say, "Don't think about John impaling Anne with this thing while you jack off."
Shaking his head, James tried to get the image of that huge cock pumping in and out of Lexi...out of Anne...ripping off his clothes, he dropped onto the bed and closing his eyes he saw Anne kneeling naked in front of Davenport, grabbing his monster cock with both hands and fighting it into her mouth. Stroking his dick faster and faster he imaged her taking half of it down her throat, seeing her gullet get stretched as the head pushed in farther and farther. With a gasp, she pulled her mouth off him and walked over to the bed and fell onto her back with her legs spread wide, her cunt dripping in anticipation, "Put that in me, I need it now." She panted. Davenport climbed on top of her and lining up his cock, pushed it into her eager lips eliciting a long moan of pleasure....her lips stretching wide welcoming the giant head. Seeing this in his head, James' cock erupted, spewing cum all over his chest and stomach.
He must have groaned loudly since he heard Lexi call out, "That sounded like a good one, feel better?"
James staggered into the bathroom to clean up thinking this will be a long week and a half....
Friday they showed the bank director what they had. He was enthusiastic that they were ahead of schedule and so far, no bugs. They demonstrated the reporting capabilities and how easy is was to import their existing data. He was so thrilled, he asked them to give a demonstration to his management team the following Monday and sent them off early to enjoy the beach.
When they got to the beach, a waiter came over and asked if they were the Crowells. James didn't correct him, but said yes. "We have a complimentary cabana for you if you would like to follow me. No, just leave your things. They will be brought along." He led them to a white cloth covered tent with vents directing the breeze in and around the area inside. There are two massage tables set up inside with towels piles up.
James looked around and asked, who arranged this? He was told his company arranged it, and the masseuses would be along and to undress and put on the robes. James looked at Lexi, "Did you know about this? We are getting massages?"
"I assume John arranged this. He is very considerate. Come on, get undressed." Lexi said as she took off her bikini and lay down naked on the table.
James shrugged his shoulders and did the same thing and just as he lay down the flap opened and two beautiful native women came in and introduced themselves and told them both to relax and enjoy.
James fell asleep under the soothing ministrations of the strong girl's hands and the cool soft breeze wafting through. He was awakened when she asked him to roll over offering him a towel. He draped the towel over his waist and again closed his eyes. He became aware of moaning at the next table and when he looked, he was shocked to see the now naked girl fingering and stroking Lexi's pussy. Lexi was writhing up into the girl's hands and her legs were spread and her fingers were stroking the girl's slit.
"Would you like the same thing?" His girl asked, "It is all part of the package." She said as she pulled the towel off his waist. Before he could answer, she was rubbing oils into his hard penis and stroking his balls.
He saw his masseuse was also naked and looking at him eagerly, "I'm sorry, I can't do this, I'm sorry, but please," He said sadly. "I think if you want to help your friend, Lexi might be happy if you massaged her breasts." James rolled over and watched as the two naked girls brought Lexi to three orgasms with their hands and lips.
After they left, James said, "Wow, that was hot. You were in heaven, pretty sure that was the best massage you've ever had."
Lexi sat up with her legs spread looking back at him, "How could you say no to that? I would assume your balls are aching now and you really need to put that in here before you do permanent damage." Lexi said as she stroked her dripping lips...No? Amazing, I'll just step out and you can take care of that." Lexi said with disappointment.
James didn't argue and when she left he quickly stroked himself off with the fresh images of the three gorgeous women writhing against each other.
James came out to find Lexi sunning herself in her tiny bikini and marveled at how she attracted men, even with James right next to her. Of course she showed copious amounts of skin and even asked a few of the men to rub more sun screen on her whenever James was away. She told all the guys she was with her husband on their honeymoon, so that was all they could do, but there didn't seem to be a limit as to where they could rub the lotion in. "Do you want me to leave so you can get new friends?" He asked when he came back to where they were lying on the beach.
"Hell no, I love seeing the look of jealousy on your face." Lexi laughed. "You can't make up your mind, can you? Anyhow, it is close to dinner, where should we go?"
After dinner they went back to their rooms and Lexi asked, "You want to watch a movie or something since you look pretty worn out?"
"Sure, though I probably will fall asleep. I'm sure there's something on."
"I'll come over after I change and we can watch in your room. Be right back." Lexi said as she went down to her room.
James opened the door between the rooms and saw Lexi was wearing a wife-beater and thong. He noticed that she was standing there letting him scan her from top to bottom grinning. "Christ, you look hotter every time I see you. God, I wish I were single...just for tonight." Lexi's breasts were barely covered by the thin, see-through fabric and her nipples poked out a good quarter inch.
Lexi leaned up and kissed James, "God, you make me feel good about myself, I just wish you would make me feel good. Let's see what is on TV." Lexi said as she bounced up onto the bed allowing her right breast to pop out of her flimsy top. "Oops, sorry about that." She said as she scooped it back into her shirt. "You may want to shift that, it looks painful caught like that." She cooed looking at his cock straining against his pant leg. "Come on over and lie here next to me." She said as she patted the bed.
James reached into his shorts and adjusted his aching erection and crawled up on the bed and lay down next to Lexi. He reached for the remote and as he was surfing through the movie selection, he asked "What are you in the mood for?"
"How about your hard cock pounding my wet pussy, we could have it in 3-D if you like." Lexi chuckled, "But if you are talking about movies, what about a good action flick? The latest Mission Impossible?"
"I mentally punched myself when I asked that question," James groaned, "and as much as I'd like that too, let's get the Mission Impossible movie."
"By the way, I'd like to go to the beach I mentioned down the coast. You are coming with me, aren't you? I'd hate to go by myself." Lexi asked sweetly.
"You mean the nude beach? I'm not sure."
"Clothing optional. You can wear what you want, though I'm going to come home with an all over tan. You've seen me naked, so it should not be a big deal and I promise not to look." Lexi chuckled holding up her crossed fingers.
"Ok, I'll do it, but I hope you don't have the guys swarming all over you like this afternoon. Even though we are not together, it sure is an ego blow when they totally dismissed me and tried to get you to go with them...like I wasn't even there. I hated that."
Lexi looked at him, "James, you know I wouldn't cheat on you, after all, we are on our honeymoon, now let's watch the movie." She pulled his arm over behind her and snuggled against his chest with his hand on her left breast. "That's nice, now we're ready for the movie."
Ay first James didn't move his hand, but soon he started softly rubbing the large fleshy mount, marveling at how much mass was the compared to Anne's. He guiltily tried to shake that thought out of his head, but even with his large hand, he couldn't cover the entire breast and feeling this made his cock get even harder. He knew that if he listened to the voice telling him over and over that he should go for it, rip off her clothes and jamb his cock into her, fuck her hard, no one would ever know...Anne would never need to know and he would feel so much better. He told himself that Anne was most likely with Davenport right now, naked under him, or on her hands and knees being pounded from behind, or perhaps she climbed on top, swinging her leg over him, grabbing his huge staff and lowered herself onto him with a gleeful squeal, her face contorted in a pleasure she never felt with him, her cunt stretched and filled with a massive hunk of meat, meat getting ready to explode and flood her womb..."
"Ouch! Easy on the boob!" Lexi cried. "You don't have to squeeze it that hard."
"I'm sorry, I was thinking...never mind." James said pulling his hand off her breast.
"You were thinking of Anne and John. I could tell. You are both really aroused and really pissed. You need to take care of that before your balls explode." Lexi said reaching down and stroking his painfully hard cock. "Look, I'll call John and just give him an update on the installs and perhaps I can find out if you have anything to worry about."
Lexi got up and went to her room and James lay trying to think of baseball or politics...anything but getting Lexi naked and under him or Anne naked and under Davenport. He heard Lexi come back in.
"Yeah, he was thrilled. Loves it, in fact he kicked us out after lunch and told us to hit the beach....Thanks, that would be nice. How are you doing with...? Should I tell James he's getting a promotion?" Lexi chucked, "Yes, tomorrow getting out to the beach, yes he is going with me. I'm a big girl and I can take care of myself and perhaps six guys....sorry. So, are you really picking me up at the airport? That's great – see you in a week." Lexi turned to James, "You can get the idea that Anne has cheated on you out of your mind, however, I heard the hot tub in the background so that status might change tonight."
"Anne's at his house?" James asked.
"I don't know. I know he is by a hot tub and Anne seems to be his latest fixation, so...." Lexi said as she crawled onto the bed. "Let's watch the rest of the movie and then get some sleep."
After the movie was over, Lexi threw her leg over James and ground her pussy into his still hard cock. "I can go back to my room now, or..."
James felt the heat from her grinding pelvis and reached down to squeeze her smooth, firm ass. "God, I'd love for you to stay, but I fear we wouldn't get any sleep and I'd do something that I'd both love and regret." Slapping her ass, he rolled her off of him.
"I'll see you in the morning then, think of me when you jack off." Lexi giggled as she peeled off her thong and tossed it to him and the pulled her undershirt over her head. Bouncing her breasts and licking her lips, she said, "I'd be glad to let you use these to jack off, I've seen how you look at them. Ever fuck a woman's tits before?"
James groaned, "Please don't do that. No I haven't and yes I would like to, but, God! I really wish I could, so quit teasing and go to bed."
After she left and closed the door, James pulled off his clothes and while stroking his cock imagined her soft mounds of flesh swallowing his cock, his hands roughly squeezing them together as he thrusted his cock between them. His thumbs kneading her nipples while he saw her breasts ripple with each stroke. He saw her open her mouth eagerly waiting for the jets of cum that would be shooting out of his cock. With a huge groan he exploded spewing cum all over himself and almost passed out from the rush. Lying there, he realized he didn't even think about Anne and Davenport, but when the images came into his head, he felt his cock twitch again. "Oh Christ, I have to clean up and get some sleep. I have a feeling Lexi will make life miserable for me tomorrow." He thought.
After a late breakfast, Lexi and James took the hotel shuttle to the beach with the driver leering at Lexi the whole time. While James was giving him a tip after they arrived he saw the driver starting at Lexi who took off her cover-up and was strolling down to the beach in her tiny bikini carrying her beach bag. Her hips swaying as she walked causing her bare ass cheeks to gently bounce and flex.
"That is a magnificent woman, sir, I will pick you up later, please call me." The driver said handing James his card. "I will be at your service this evening, if you need anything at all."
James thanked him and followed Lexi down to the beach. He saw her bending over with her back to him laying out the towels. "God, how am I going to make it on a nude beach with a hard on?" James thought. "And, now it's going to be tougher...." He thought as he watched Lexi undo her skimpy top freeing her large breasts and then untie and drop her bottoms. When she got down on the beach towel on her hands and knees facing away from him to reach into her bag, James knew he had to look around and check out the ocean or anything else. No matter where he looked, he couldn't shake the image of her ass...her pink puckered asshole...her cleanly shaved pussy offered to him...to anyone. He was jolted from his thought when he was dozens of men staring at her. He looked back at Lexi and saw she had opened her legs and was grinning back at all the guys staring.
"Lexi, stop that. Remember, we are here to relax and get an all-over tan, not get laid by every guy on this beach." James snapped.
Lexi rolled over onto her back holding up a tube of sun screen. "Sorry sweetie, I guess it is nice to get some attention from men. It's been a while. Get down here and put this on me, and don't miss a spot. And, if you're going to get an all-over tan yourself, you need to lose the shirt and shorts."
"Can't you put that on yourself?" James asked, "I'm in enough trouble already," glancing down at his bulging short, "I don't need any more reason."
"Ok, get down here on your stomach and when you settle down a bit, run down into the water. I can wait a few minutes for you to put this on." She replied while lying back and closing her eyes.
James took off his shirt and shorts and lay down on the towel, closed his eyes and thought about a piece of code that could be more efficient...if he used perl, compiled in a separate script, perhaps it would be cleaner.... Soon he was back to an acceptable state and feeling self-conscious he got up and strode down to the ocean and dove in. The water was perfect temperature and he dove into the waves as they came in feeling totally alive and refreshed. After 10-15 minutes of this he looked back and saw 3 guys sitting on his towel talking to Lexi and felt a pang of illogical jealousy.
Wading out of the surf and back to the towel, he approached the oblivious men all ogling Lexi. "Excuse, me, that's my towel." James snapped.
Lexi looked up and was impressed with James body, being the first time she'd seen him in the flesh. Even coming out of the ocean, he had a sizeable hunk of meat hanging down between his legs..."Oh, sorry guys, this is my husband, James. Sorry honey, they were just being nice and I told them I was married and we're on our honeymoon." Lexi smiled sweetly at James, then turned to the men standing up. "I'm Anne by the way, Anne Crowell." Lexi said as she sat up offering her hand. As each guy took her hand, they shook vigorously watching her breasts bounce.
"Sorry, James, she doesn't have a wedding ring on and well. God, look at her. She was worth the effort. You are the luckiest guy in the world." The blond one told James
"Tan lines, I took off the ring so I have no tan lines. As you can see, I'm working on bronzed perfection." Lexi explained waving her hands down her body.
"Well, we'll leave you two as I'm sure you want to be left alone on your honeymoon." They turned and went back to their spot.
"Anne? You told them your name is Anne?" James sputtered. "Why would you do that?"
"I thought it would be better that way since we are posing as a married couple it would be easier for you. Was I bad?" Lexi said pushing out her lower lip. "Does that mean you won't rub sun screen on me and I should ask those nice men to do that?"
"Give me the tube, "James said with exasperation, "and lie on your stomach and I'll do your back." Taking the tube, James began rubbing the lotion on her feet, ankles and working his way up being aware of her legs opening wider as he neared the top of her thighs. He was lost in the feeling of her silky smooth skin and the heat emanating from her crotch. When he reached her ass, he squirted the lotion on and began kneading those perfect, tight, fleshy globes and when he slipped his fingers down the crack of her ass Lexi raised her ass up offering him full access to her aroused vagina. He squirted more lotion on his hands and worked it into the pussy lips until he realized what he was doing.
Lexi groaned in disappointment when he suddenly stopped rubbing her excited pussy, but knew that he probably was right. She was content feeling his strong hands on her back and shoulders. When he reached her neck, she rolled over and when James offered her the tube she asked "What is that for? You can finish."
James looked around and saw everyone still staring. "Lexi, we are pretty much putting on a sex show right now, it would be better if you let me get on my stomach and cool down a bit."
"James, you're my husband...on our honey moon, what do they expect?" Lexi replied starting at him.
James shrugged and squirted the lotion on Lexi's neck and chest and when she started laughing, he asked. "What? What's funny?"
"You've given me a pearl necklace. Admit it, I've seen you look at my tits, you wish this were your cum splattered all over me. You know you think about fucking these" Lexi chuckled as she pushed her breasts together.
James moaned, "You are not making this easy, just lie there and shut up." James went back to rubbing the sun screen into her perfect skin. He loved feeling her soft mounds squish between his fingers, her hard nipples in contrast to the giving flesh. Again he realized he was spending too much time on her tits and moved down her stomach...to her hips and mons.
Lexi opened her legs and pushed her pelvis up into James hands as he rubbed the oils into her and groaned when he finished quickly and worked his way down her thighs. She was mesmerized by the size of his hard cock realizing it was the second biggest she'd seen. She had to get that inside her, somehow James was going to fuck her before it was all over. She felt her juices flowing down the crack of her ass onto the towel thinking these thoughts. She realized James was done and handing her the tube and yanked her eyes away from his cock.



"Ok, I'm done." He said as he handed her the tube and got onto his stomach thinking how exposed he felt with a full erection and everyone staring. He felt Lexi start to apply lotion onto his back and closed his eyes enjoying the feeling. Again he thought about his code and possible alternative logic statements to simplify queries. When Lexi told him to roll over he was happy to see that things were again back to normal.
Lexi looked down at his cock and was disappointed to see it was no longer hard, but still was a very nice size. She rubbed the lotion into his arms, shoulders and chest and loved the feel of his rock hard abs and when she got to his cock he grabbed her wrist, but she shook her head. "I let you feel me, now it's my turn." She grinned. She squirted lotion onto her hands and holding out het palm with the white cream running down, she said, "Remind you of anything?" Grinning, she cupped his balls and gently worked the sun screen into the soft flesh before moving up to his stiffening cock. She stroked the lotion over the head then up and down the now fully erect cock.
James grabbed her hand again and panting said, "Stop, that's enough. God, that feels nice, but I'd hate to get arrested here."
Reluctantly Lexi finished his legs and feet before lying down to soak up the sun. "Your loss," she mumbled as she closed her eyes.
James rolled over onto his stomach and soon fell asleep before being awakened by men's voices. He opened his eyes and rolled over to see six college kids all starting down at Lexi.
"If you want, we have the place right back over the dune. You and your husband are welcome to come in for drinks, if you like." One of the guys said. "Hi, my name's Tim, this is Ryan, Chuck, Paul, Ron and Jim." He held out his hand to James.
James shook his hand, "James. Sorry, what did I miss? I'm afraid I dozed off." He said looking at Lexi.
"These nice boys are here before heading back to college and rented the cottage behind us. They have tequila, rum and whatever we want. Let's do that, it sounds fun. Can we honey?" Lexi looked pleadingly at him. When she saw James shrug his shoulders, she turned to Tim, "We're in. I'm Anne and we just got in last night, this is our honeymoon. Let me get my cover-up..." Lexi got back on her hands and knees and reached into the bag.
The guys looked at her ass fully exposed to them, "No, that's not necessary, our place is fully private." Tim stuttered out.
"Oh good, I feel sticky from the sun screen so that might be more comfortable." Lexi said standing up. "Come on, honey, let's get a drink. The sun has made me really thirsty." She reached down and pulled James to his feet. She grabbed her bag and leaving the towels they walked back over the dune to a beautiful house with ten foot hedges all around. "Wow, this is private. You could have an orgy here and people 20 yards away would never know." She giggled.
Jim spoke, "Yeah, we thought about that, but no luck, so far." He said ogling Lexi. "Unless, you are willing to change that."
"No thanks, nice offer though." Lexi said licking her lips and checking all the hardening cocks. "I'm pretty sure I'd be the center of attention, though I'm really sure James would not like that."
They went inside and Lexi sat on the couch and before James could sit next to her, Ryan and Tim sat on either side of her. Tim threw his arm around the back of the couch and laid his hand on her bare shoulder, his fingers draped onto the top of her breast. "This is really nice, great cool breeze, a beautiful woman and lots of alcohol. Who wants what?"
James sat in a chair across the room and saw all the other guys pulled chairs over to surround the sexy naked woman in their house.
The guys got drinks for everyone and taking a sip, James choked feeling how much alcohol was in his. "Christ! Did you forget the mixer?" He sputtered. He looked around and saw knowing grins on their faces.
"Really? This is how we've been drinking these. I'm sure you can handle it." Tim said. Turning to Lexi he asked, "So, just married, huh? I'm sure you didn't save yourself and all that, but it still must have been fun doing it for the first time married."
"Actually, we have been together six years, but yes, we decided to save ourselves, so last night was fun, though James promised he'd make it more fun tonight." Lexi grinned.
"What do you mean, more fun. Dude, tell me you lasted more than a minute!" Turning to Lexi, "did he, like, last just a few minutes?"
James jaw dropped listening to this, "Excuse me, this is really none of your business. Honey, come on, let's go back to the beach, I'd like to go back into the ocean." He said glaring at Lexi.
"Honey, we just got here. Tim, sweetie, can you get me another?" She purred, handing her empty glass to the ripped twenty year old. "And honey, don't worry about it, you'll last longer than two minutes next time, I'm sure. And I enjoyed it anyhow."
The six guys started laughing, "Seriously dude? You lasted just two minutes? Fuck, I guess that sounds about right. If I were pounding this, I doubt I'd last that long." Ryan said stroking her inner thigh.
As Lexi reached for the refilled drink, she opened her leg up allowing Ryan's fingers to stroke her slit. "Thanks Tim, and Ryan, you are being naughty. James is the only man to be where your finger is but he doesn't seem to mind." Lexi started pointedly at James cock. "Do you like watching me sitting here naked between two young men with raging hormones?" She asked while reaching over and stroking Ryan's erection.
"No, I don't. Look, let's get going, this was a really bad idea." James said standing up but was embarrassed when everyone laughed looking at his rock hard dick sticking straight up.
Laughing, Tim said, "Relax and just enjoy the show. We are doing you a favor, no way will she ever stop wondering what other cocks would be like. Yours is very impressive, but she will always look at other guys wondering how they would feel inside her. We can solve that right now without her sneaking behind your back five years from now." Tim reached over and cupped her massive breast, "And, dude, with her body, these tits, there will be a lot of men lining up to fuck this."
James head was spinning, what the fuck was happening? Was he supposed to kick all their asses fighting for Anne or Lexi or whoever she was? He actually wouldn't mind seeing them fuck her, but for them to take joy in cuckolding him, when he wasn't being cuckolded...or was he? He slumped down in his chair thinking about Anne and being alone with Davenport at his house...in the hot tub. "Anne, please, can we go?" James said softly.
Lexi put down her drink and grabbed Tim's cock also. "So tell me. You can go off on a 'business trip' with that slut you work with, don't give me that look, you know you look at her, and the way she dresses? I know what you do on these trips. No way you haven't jumped her. She would open her legs to anyone with a cock, you know that. I accepted that since you are only human, but now I think I'd like my turn. I think I'd like my turn with these boys - I need to feel their cocks inside me. I'll make it worth your while later, I promise." Lexi purred pumping the two cocks on either side. She swung her legs over the legs of the boys on either side opening her cunt fully to their hands rubbing and probing. "Fuck, this is so much better than last night already." She panted.
Tim stood up and pulled Lexi to her feet and wrapping his arms around her started kissing her. His hands roamed all over her naked form and felt her writhing against his stiff rod. He spun her around and pushed her face down over the arm of the couch, "Watch this, dude. Your sweet little wife is about to get a pounding."
"Stop!" James shouted. "Fuck this, if you're going to fuck my wife, at least use a rubber. She's not on the pill and you can fuck her, but I'd prefer she doesn't have any one of you fuckers' baby."
Tim shrugged his shoulders and went over to the front table and pulled out a large box of condoms. "You made the right call, man, I'm pretty sure I wouldn't have lasted any longer than you did last night." He rolled on the rubber and stepping behind Lexi's upraised ass, he drove his cock deep into her cunt in one stroke.
"Aaaaaahhhhh yyyeeeesssssssss. Fuck me, God! I need this. Ryan, get your dick over her so I can suck it." Lexi panted.
James watched in awe as Lexi took both cocks deep into her as the two boys thrust into her at each end. Her big tits bounced furiously back and forth as they banged her as hard as they could. Tim had his hands on her ass with his right thumb pressing into her asshole causing Lexi to moan with pleasure.
"Have you fucked this beautiful pink asshole yet?" Tim asked looking at James. Seeing him shake his head no, "She loves my thumb in her, Hey Anne, you want my cock in your ass?" Smiling when hearing Lexi grunt "uh-huh," he grinned at James. Sorry man, I've got to do this. With a loud smacking sound he pulled out of Lexi's cunt and pushed the head slowly into her ass, deeper and deeper until he was totally buried. "Man, I pretty much have taken both her cherries if our man here just lasted a couple of minutes and never been in this tight back door. Wow, this is the best fucking bitch I've ever done." He boasted as he slapped her ass. Soon, his pace picked up and with one last hard thrust slammed into Lexi and came hard inside her.
As he was pulling out, Paul grabbed him and pushed him out of the way. He then drove his sheathed cock deep into her cunt and started pounding her while reaching over and grabbing both her breasts. "Uhhh, uuhhhhhhh, fucking Christ she's tight. Shit, babe, you have the best tits I've ever seen, ever felt. Oh Christ!" Paul gasped as he came after just a minute or two of fucking her. Pulling out, "Oh man, I owe you an apology James, I have never cum so quick, ever."
James watched as every boy there fucked Lexi two or three times each. They threw her around like a fuck doll and put her in whatever position they wanted. A couple of times Lexi was riding one cock while another was pounding her ass and she was deep throating a third, all the while having her tits mauled by whatever hands were free. Finally, Tim asked James if he'd like a turn. James stood up and said perhaps, but back at their hotel. He walked over to the exhausted passed out girl and picking her up, grabbed her bag and carried her out to the beach and down into the water and threw her in the surf.
"What the fuck did you do that for?" Lexi sputtered. "How did I get out here?" She said as she tried to stagger back to the beach.
James grabbed her and held her. "Lexi, relax. You needed this, you just let six men fuck you for four straight hours and frankly, I wasn't sure they were going to stop, but they ran out of rubbers and you passed out. They were going to get more, but with you out of it, I told them enough already. Come on, let's get you dried off and get back to the hotel, you could use a bath. So much for taking care of you, when you decide to do something, no one can stop you."
Lexi reached up and stroked James cheek, "Not true, had you just taken me this week, I never would have done that. I guess teasing you and not getting you to fuck me made me so damn horny, I had to have cock, and a lot of it. I'm sorry to make you look like a wimpy husband back there."
"I guess it doesn't matter, we'll never see them again, so I guess it made their trip here one they will always remember...I'm sure I'll always remember it. And you are right, I'm pretty sure I lasted just two minutes last night jerking off."
That evening after James took her into the shower and bathed her as she was still fairly out of it, Lexi lay nude on the bed with James watching a movie and when she fell asleep, James covered her up and crawled in next to her, turned out the light and mentally fought to get his erection to go down. He woke up the next morning with Lexi draped over him with her warm, soft breasts pressed against his back and her hand gripping his hard cock. He lay there aware she was still asleep by listening to her breathing and tried to think how to extricate himself without waking her. Finally he pried her fingers off his cock and slid out from under her and staggered into the bathroom. Realizing he would not be able to pee, he locked the door and stroked his cock and just remembering Lexi with six college boys made him jet cum all over the bathroom wall. He peed, showered and when he came out he saw Lexi on her back rubbing herself furiously.
"I tried not to wake you up, but I guess you're awake now," James said, "I'll go down and get us some coffee. Happy thoughts!" James said to Lexi, grinning.
The rest of the week, Lexi didn't bother wearing clothes around James when they were in the rooms, but also quit teasing him and trying to get his cock inside her. When she felt like it, she simply started rubbing her pussy as if James weren't even there.
As the project went far better than expected, they finished up early and had time to explore the island and see the old fort and historical sites. This was the first time they simply spent time talking about anything except work or sex and James found it a tremendous relief. All he could think of was how sore Anne's pussy was going to get with all the pent up lust he had inside him.
"And, I really did pound your pussy, though the blowjob you gave me when I got back was the best I've ever had. It was strange thinking I was benefiting from a technique Davenport taught you, and with a sharp pain in my stomach and an incredible ache in my balls, it might have been the most explosive orgasm I've ever had. And, with you, that's saying a lot. Anyhow, I managed to make it two weeks without fucking Lexi, but sure touched her a lot and saw her naked as much as I saw her clothed. So, I guess I can't get upset about you and Davenport. I probably saw a lot more of Lexi nude than you two saw of each other." James said finishing his story.
"Wow, I'm stunned you didn't take her, at least once. You just sat there and watched as 6 guys fucked her and you didn't just join in? I'm not only impressed, I'm a bit jealous of Lexi. How fun would that be?" Anne said grinning at James. "Can we go to the Bahamas? Perhaps those guys will be there?"
"No, I thought I heard them say they'd be in Vegas next week. I can't believe I'm going to be gone a month, two weeks away from you with Davenport doing all he could to fuck you and Lexi making my balls hurt from frustration was as much as I could take. I cannot say that I'll be faithful to you in Vegas, nor would I get mad if you weren't...I'd be hurt as I'm sure you would be, but these two are like terminators."
Anne stroked his face, "I know, there were a few times I would have loved to feel his huge chunk of meat spread me wide, just to see if it would fit...or rip me in two. And I know you would have loved to fuck those tits of hers. I'm sorry mine are too small to really fuck, though it is nice feeling your cock slide between my boobs." She sighed. "We'll just have to deal with what happens, but this time I want to call you, to have you call me. Fuck Schrödinger, I want to talk to you every night. The not knowing was agony, but not being able to just tell you how my day went was worse." Anne started giggling, "Pretty sure that 'John almost sank his cock in me and licked my pussy while I was naked on his deck' might have been a bit more that you wanted to hear. Oh look, you want to put that back in me?" Anne asked stroking his now hard cock.
Anne dropped James off at the airport and held him for a long time. "Please don't worry about me and you do what you think you need to do. Four weeks is a long time and you know I'll still love you regardless. I do love you." She said kissing him hard.
"I love you so much, it is going to be the longest month of my life. I can tell you that even if you and Davenport do...if you end up screwing him, it will hurt, a lot, but I know that you have been under a lot of pressure and I know that you are only human. I'll call you every night and if you are with him, you can just tell me you'll talk to me later. I'll understand." James said sadly. "I'd better check in, but I'll call you tonight." James said as he kissed Anne passionately before breaking it off, grabbing his bag and rolling in to the check in line.
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Anne watched him sadly before getting in the car and driving off. She picked up her cell and dialed. "Rene, Hi, it's Anne...yeah, he just left...I know and that's why I want to talk to you...Sure, I can be there in 30 minutes...Great, see you."
Anne parked and went over to the outdoor café and sat down across from her friend, "I hope I didn't drag you away from anything. I just need to ask you something."
Rene looked at Anne, "Yes, I slept with John, a couple of times. Charles came home and said they were going to let him go since they dissolved his project. I'd heard things, things about wives getting their husbands promoted, anyhow I was scared to death, but I went to his office and he, he took me right on his desk."
"I'm sorry Rene, I hate to ask this, but did it hurt? I mean, I've seen his cock and it is huge." Anne asked softly.
"Um, well, no. It wasn't like he ripped off my panties and bent me over his desk and just stuck it in, he was slow, patient. We sat on his couch and talked at first. He was amazing, he made no move on me even though he must have known that was why I was there. I told him I heard about Charles and I wanted to know if there was anything I could do to help him out."
"He told me that I was wasting my time and started to say more, but I put my finger over his lips to shut him up. I told him to just hear me out and I was willing to whatever it took to help Charles stay at the company...I actually said, I'd do anything...anything at all. He started to argue, but again I stopped him. I pushed him down onto the couch and...Anne, I pulled up my dress showing him I wasn't wearing panties, and...and I'd completely shaved."
"Christ, Rene, how did you have the courage to do that? You must have been beet red."
"I know, I loved the look on his face though, it was pure lust and desire. I took off my dress to show him I wasn't wearing a bra either and closed my eyes when he stood up and reached out to feel me, he was so gentle and tender, he felt every inch of me with his hands and his lips, everywhere. No man has ever done that before. I'm used to men just grabbing my boobs, or sliding their fingers into me, but he was amazing. Is this TMI?" Rene asked.
"No, this is helpful, I've been wondering about him, if it is all an act to get me into bed with him, but it sounds like he is real. Interesting. Go on, I'm getting wet listening to this and I need to hear more." Anne replied.
"Yeah, he is real, so, my eyes are closed and my whole body is tingling, every nerve ending is on fire and I swear cum is dripping down my leg feeling his fingers and lips tease me, my shoulders, back, ass, oh, and finally my pussy...so nice, he softly felt around and inside me, almost worshiping me, then while he was doing that his tongue found my nipples, nibbling, sucking, nipping them. I came right there, standing in his office, I'm sure flooding his hand when my knees got weak and he supported me, holding me up with his fingers inside me. Oh my, it was nice." Rene sighed with her eyes closed.
Anne could see Rene was almost ready to cum just thinking about it and her hard nipples were obviously pushing through her blouse, and realized her nipples had gotten hard also. Just then the waiter came over and asked if they wanted anything from the bar and surreptitiously stared at Rene's and Anne's pronounced nipples. After they ordered, Anne laughed, "Fuck, do you think he heard us? He sure never looked at our faces." She giggled.
"I know, pretty sure if we wanted to get laid we have plenty of takers." Rene said indicating other tables with her head.
Anne looked around and giggled. "Yeah, how fun would it be to be single right now? That table with the three guys...oh man, I'm wet thinking about it. I want to hear more about you and John though, what happened next?"
Sighing, Rene continued, "After I came he just held me and kissed me, have you kissed him yet? His tongue is wonderful, anyhow, he kissed me and then I broke it off and started to take off his clothes. He stood there as I stripped him down to his boxers and I almost fell over backwards when I saw the size of the tent. I looked up at his grinning face and gingerly pulled his underwear off him. Anne, you have no idea how hard it was to get the waistband over the head of that thing. My kid's tee ball bat is smaller than that cock of his."
"I know, I've seen it, his cock, not your son's bat. It's like a serpent with an oversized head. What did you do next, did you put it in your mouth?" Anne asked eagerly.
"I did, my jaw hurt for days afterwards. Charles kept asking me why I kept flexing my jaw. Anyhow, at first I was only able to get perhaps 4-5 inches in my mouth, but it was amazing. He apparently loved it since he was softly moaning and I could feel his hips gently thrusting into my mouth so I started bobbing my head more vigorously. Anne, I had to swallow constantly as he leaks so much pre-cum, I thought he was cumming in my mouth. I was hanging onto his rod with both hands and my lips still didn't hit my fingers. I pulled off his cock when I sensed he was getting close, and asked him, 'I want to taste your cum, but I want you inside me. You up for it?' He just nodded and grinned down at me. I dove back onto it, Anne you are a fool if you haven't put that thing in your mouth. It is a massive, soft, fleshy mass that totally fills your mouth and throat. Anyhow, I sucked on that thing like I was dying of thirst and kept swallowing his copious juices. I knew I was going to be rewarded when he started thrusting harder into my mouth. I opened my mouth as wide as I could and I swear his cock snaked down my throat. I fought off the gag reflex, but leaned into his driving rod and let him drive that thing down my throat until he grabbed my head and groaning loudly, shot what felt like a quart of cum down my throat. You would have been proud of me, I swallowed every drop."
"You didn't gag? I'm amazed since I've seen that thing. How deep in your throat was it?" Anne asked looking very flushed.
"It was at least eight inches since I released my left hand and grabbed his ass and my lips hit my gripping hand. I did gag, but fought it, and my chest and stomach were slimed with drool. But, I loved it and knew that I'd try another time to take more of him." Rene sighed. "God, are you in for a treat, if you let yourself."
"So, he recovered and you fucked him?" Anne asked squirming in her seat.
"You are really into this, aren't you? I should have you watch next time." Rene said. "Yes, he didn't take long to recover, but first he lifted me up and carried me over to his desk and laid me down. He opened my legs and drove that incredible tongue into me. Oh my God! Charles' dick is not as fat as John's tongue and no way wiggles around inside me like that thing. That man knows how to make a woman squirm. He fucked me with his tongue...licked my insides...my g spot...while driving his finger into my ass and pushing his teeth into my clit. I came within 30 seconds and came over and over. After ten minutes of this I was almost passed out and he pulled his head back with a huge slimy grim, 'Liked that, did you?' he asked. When he stood up I saw his massive serpent bobbing to life. He grabbed it and lined that fat head against my pussy and worked it up and down my wet slit. I was amazed as I watched it disappear into me inch by inch. I was spreading my legs as wide as I possibly could, this is where you would be better at taking him than me. You are so flexible. God! It hurt at first, but soon I relaxed and the pain was replaced by intense pleasure and the harder and faster he plunged that thing into me, the more pleasure I felt. I felt my cervix being pounded and my clit was scraping on his huge shaft. His phone and papers were being bounced off his desk and he didn't slow down a bit. He had hold of my boobs and was using them as leverage to pull himself into me as deeply as he could. I swear anyone outside his office could hear my squeals of pain and pleasure." Rene had sweat on her upper lip as she panted out the story to Anne.
"No way can I tell you how many times I came, which is amazing. I've never had more than one orgasm in my life with a man, in fact, with Charles I rarely cum at all. Anyhow, John started groaning and I told him not to pull out, dump his load inside me, I wanted to feel him cum. With a huge moan he rammed into me so hard he pushed the desk over half a foot and shot his sperm into me for at least 30 seconds. He let go of my bruised tits and collapsed on top of me, our sweat mixing together. Groaning like he just finished a marathon, he pushed himself up and actually kissed me. 'Rene.' He said, 'That was as good a fuck as I've ever had. I'd like to say that you saved your husband's job, but I had already found a new position in the company for him.' 'What?' I asked, 'You let me seduce you knowing it was not needed?' I spit out. Anne, I was pissed. I had never cheated on Charles, not once. And I just gave myself to a man to try and...Christ, I was pissed. But then I saw John grinning down at me and he was still hard. He was sliding his cock in and out of me while I was yelling at him and his thumbs were tweaking my nipples. Pleasure started to boil up between my legs again and I felt another orgasm coming on and my angry cries were replaced by moans of joy. I felt all his cum he shot into me running down the crack of my ass and he pumped into me. I actually felt a pang of regret I was on the pill..." Rene throatily explained.
"God Anne, that man turned me into such a slut...a whore. I wanted to be speared by him all day. I wrapped my legs around him and pulled him into me as hard as I could. He picked me up like I was nothing and walked over to the window and pressing me against me it he drove his shaft into me so hard I was banging against the glass like a rag doll. I didn't care that anyone outside could see us, I just wanted his cock to pound me all day. I cannot tell you what it felt like, you really have to feel it for yourself. Anyhow, effortlessly, he spun me around and pushed me against the window, plastering my boobs against the glass, and drove into me from behind, his arm around my waist and his other hand frigging my clit. Just while I was coming for what felt like the twentieth time, he drove hard into me one last time and filled me again with so much cum it was pouring down my legs." With a flushed face, neck and chest, Rene finished telling Anne. "God, I hope that was your question." Rene started laughing.
"Actually, yes, but my question was more along the lines of a yes/no variety," Anne laughed, "but no way was I going to stop you. I need your help. How do you feel about letting Charles know you're having a sleepover tomorrow night?"
"Sure, is this about John?" Rene asked.
Anne proceeded to tell Rene what she had in mind.
***********************************************************
James and Lexi went to the check-in desk at The Empress of the Nile. "Hi, we have two rooms." James said to the girl behind the desk handing her the confirmation letter.
"Oh, Mr. and Mrs. Crowell. We upgraded you to the Clio suite on the top floor." The grill said with a huge smile. "I see you are here for four weeks, you will be so comfortable in that suite, it has everything."
"You must be mistaken," James said, "we're not married, we're here to set up a new computer systems and we don't need a suite."
"Let me check. No, it says right here that Mr. Samson upgraded you, it does have separate bedrooms. I can call him..." She said doubtfully.
"James, don't be silly, why would this be any different from having adjoining rooms? We'll take it." Lexi said.
Looking relieved, the girl finished typing in their information and handed card keys to them letting them know they'd have to scan the card I the elevator to get to their suite. When they turned to grab their bags, they saw they were being wheeled to the elevator. "Enjoy your stay here and note that you have a private line on your phone to satisfy whatever needs you have."
Lexi started to go, but turned, "Whatever needs? What if my 'husband' here needs a massage with all the benefits?" She grinned at the girl.
Unabashed, the girl replied, "Whatever your needs are, don't hesitate to call."
"We're going to have so much fun here!" Lexi said grabbing James' arm.
"Lexi, we talked about this. I don't want a repeat of the Bahamas. We can have fun here, but it will not involve any teasing nor sex." James said quietly.
"I know, but I still think we can have fun." Lexi replied. "I understand and I am disappointed since I loved the excitement, but you have that stupid conscience."
"Excitement? My balls ached for two weeks." James said quietly getting the elevator as the bellhop help the door open.
The bellhop opened their door and The suite was huge with a sunken living room, dining room, full kitchen and an incredible view down the strip. He started to tell them where all the amenities are in the suite with blackout shades, ambient lighting, the huge television...
Lexi squealed when she saw the Jacuzzi set in the floor. "This is going to be great!" She went over to the switch on the wall and turned on the jets. "I can't wait to get in." She stripped off her clothes and slid into the bubbling water.
James turned to the gawking bellhop and handed him a twenty, "Thanks, I guess we'll figure out where everything is as we go."
After the grinning bellhop left, James turned to Lexi, "You do this stuff on purpose don't you? I'll bet if the Jacuzzi weren't here, you'd strip off your clothes for another reason," James laughed, "though I loved the look on his face when you did that."
James rolled his suitcase into the bedroom on the left, turning to ask Lexi if she had a preference, but her eyes were closed as she simmered in the steamy water.
Unpacking and putting all his clothes away, he then set up his laptop to go over the plans for the next morning. This project was vast covering four major casinos but centrally located in the new hardened datacenter built for this purpose.
"James, what are you doing? Get out here, this feel incredible." Lexi yelled.
James stripped down and threw on his shorts grinning thinking the last time he wore those in the Bahamas. Shaking his head, he went out to the living room and stepped into the hot, bubbling water. "How the hell did you just get in, this is hot!" James said.
"I like it hot, what's with the shorts? I've seen you naked before, lose those things or I'll rip them off you myself." Lexi said sternly.
Stepping back out, James was aware Lexi was fixated of his penis when he stepped out of the shorts and climbed into the steaming water. "Oh crap, that's hot." He said as he sank down rapidly.
"God, what a baby, it is not that bad." Lexi teased, "But, your modesty sure won out over the pain apparently." She laughed. "Sit in front of the jets, they totally relax your muscles, almost as good as the massages we got."
James leaned back against a jet savoring the pulsing blast pounding his back and swirling around his body. He closed his eyes and put his head back and fell into a totally relaxed phase. He opened his eyes hearing a soft moaning and saw Lexi kneeling with her crotch pressed against a jet. "Muscles a bit tight there, Lex?" James asked grinning.
Lexi turned her head around, "You have no idea. I might not get out for the entire month, it's like a hundred tiny tongues on my pussy. Oh God, it feels good." She panted as she pulled and tweaked her nipples. "I wonder what is you be like to get fucked in the ass and pushed against this, crap! I might have to call that bellhop back up here."
James smiled and closed his eyes happy she didn't try to get him inside her, but thinking that just made him hard anyhow. "I wish Anne were here," He thought, "How great would it be to drive into her ass like that..."
"That's it, stroke your cock, I like to watch you do that." Lexi said having turned around.
Embarrassed, James pulled his hands out of the water, "Sorry, you just looked so hot...Let's get dried off and find dinner, we have to get to bed early tonight to get started early, I told Cliff, their IT director we could get started at 6."
***********************************************************
John told Ed not to bother waiting and he's call him the next morning. Whistling and feeling his cock throb in his pants he walked up the Anne's front door. He was shocked that she called him last night and asked him over, saying she'd decided it was time to give the bracelet back. He had trouble sleeping all night thinking about that pussy, the tightest pussy he was ever going to have. He knew Anne would give in, after all every woman he'd ever been naked with had opened their legs. They all wanted to experience things no other man was capable of giving them. In a way, he was disappointed since he wanted to get Anne in a position where she finally moans out, "Fuck it, just take me and fuck me any way you want." But he'd never had to wait this long to get any woman to succumb, and that in itself makes this even better. "Christ," He thought, "that cunt of hers is so tiny, I cannot wait to watch her face as I slide my cock in, I'll bet it is so tight it'll take me 10 minutes to get all the way in." John had to take deep breaths and let his throbbing groin relax before ringing the doorbell.
With a thrill of desire he saw the sexy blonde wearing the red dress come around the corner to open the door. "I knew you couldn't resist...Rene! I'm sorry, did I...no, wait, she plotted this, didn't she?" John said looking at Rene wearing the slightly too tight red dress and the jade bracelet.
"Disappointed?" Rene asked, signaling for John to come in, pulling off the blonde wig. "I guess the wig isn't really needed now."
"Yes, I mean no. Christ, what did she tell you? I have to say I am thrilled to see it was you she got to stand in...or should I say lie in, for her." John grinned at her.
"Anne told me everything, you've been very persistent and actually, I'm not happy with you. I should have held out." Rene said pointing to the bracelet and dress. "Though, perhaps a larger size would be good." She said with a grin turning around and bending over exposing her ass and vagina. Hearing John groan, she turned back to him. "I'm all yours to do as you please and I told Charles I was having a sleepover so..." She turned and walked into the living room and sat on the couch.
John sat next to her, stunned at how little the dress covered as Rene had much larger breasts and was at least 6 inches taller. The dress looked more like a tight shirt with her tits bulging out the sides. "Rene, how the hell did you get that on? Your tits look like they are going to pop the seams." He reached over and felt her boobs from the sides and felt how tightly the material was being stretched. His hands though very large could not cover the entire breast. "I like this, I'm pretty sure this dress will be ruined by the time we are done."
John got off the couch and knelt down between her legs, pulled her forward so her ass was hanging off the edge of the couch. "You little slut, you are already soaking wet...you shouldn't be leaking all over the couch, I'd better plug that." He grinned before leaning forward and sticking his tongue into Rene's eager twat.
"Oh, yes...I've been bad, punish me with your tongue and make me scream." Rene sighed grabbing the back of his head. "Oh fuck, you are skilled with that thing."
John drove his tongue as far in as he could and as he tasted her he had to hold her thrusting pelvis down to keep from getting his mouth bruised. He looked at her flushed face and her fingers' yanking and pulling at the tight material covering her nipples while writhing against his face. She let out a long moan as she came. Her legs squeezed his head and she ground her cunt hard against his mouth.



Finally Rene collapsed back and panting said to John, "I'm sorry, I got carried away and almost suffocated you."
John looked up at her, his face glistening with her juices, "But what a way to go." He grinned as he stood up.
Rene sat up and reached out and undid his belt and opened his pants and yanked everything to the floor. "I've been practicing on various vegetables so you are in for a treat." She grinned. "If only Charles knew why we've been having a lot of zucchini recently." Rene started bathing his huge rod with her tongue. Moaning with pleasure she covered every square inch with her roving mouth, sucking on each ball, feeling the throbbing veins in the shaft with her tongue, before opening her mouth and sucking the huge head in, her tongue flicking all over the underside. She drove her face forward, taking half that huge thing and held it there swallowing against the head causing John to groan loudly and push against her face. Pulling the cock out of her mouth, she purred, "Like that, don't you, how about a couple more inches."
She stood up and pushed John down onto the couch and tore off the dress. "Sorry, it was getting hard to breathe." She said massaging her large tits. "Ok, let's see how much of this I can take." She said leaning over and driving her face down on his throbbing erection.
John felt this cock hit the back of her throat, but she kept pushing down. He was amazed to see she had eight inches and let out another groan when she flexed her throat muscles against his cock. She repeated that over and over going a little deeper each time and he knew he wasn't going to last much longer.
Sensing this, Rene pulled off with a large gasp and said, "You hold off, you can't come until my lips are buried in your pubes." With that she arched her back and drove down until she felt the first tickling against her nose, then pulling back, drove back down with more tickling, the third time she felt her lips made contact with his matted fur. She heard John panting and knew that she had to do it on the next plunge, so she pulled back and arching her back more drove all the way down until she felt her lips hit his pubic bone and her throat stretched to the limit. Listening to John groaning and his pelvis start to thrust she clenched her throat around his cock and was rewarded with and explosion of sperm shooting into her stomach and lungs.
When he was done, Rene pulled off coughing and gagging. John jumped up and held her patting her on the back. "Christ, Rene, you could have done permanent damage. Sit down let me get you some water." John ran into the kitchen and came back with water and handed it to the coughing girl. "Look, that was great - the best blow job ever, but don't do that again. I can't believe you did that, no one has ever come close to doing what you did." He sat next to her stroking her back as she cleared her lungs.
Coughing slightly, she said, "Crap, I never thought about you ejaculating down my windpipe, good thing I don't have a physical in the morning." She rasped out. Standing up, she grinned at John, "You have to admit it was not well thought out, the zucchini didn't come in my throat. I'm fine now, just had to get your sperm out of my lungs. Anne left us dinner and wine, if you're interested."
When Rene went into the kitchen, the phone rang. Looking at the caller ID, he saw Crowell, thinking that it was Anne calling to explain, he picked up the phone. "Hello, Crowell's, this is John...hello? Anyone there?" Hearing nothing, he started to hang up, and realizing Rene was still coughing he yelled, "Are you sure you are alright, I was really deep in you when I came." He put the phone back on the cradle. "Where is Anne, by the way?" He asked walking into the kitchen.
"Forget Anne, after dinner you'll be happy to know my throat wasn't the only place I put the vegetables, though it was a bit hard to sit afterwards." Rene chuckled
Coming back up to the suite the next day, James was very animated over the development of the server farm with state of the art fiber networking, water cooling and everything laid out perfectly. "We are going to set up the finest..." James stopped seeing Lexi strip down again, turn on the jets and slip into the Jacuzzi again. "You can't stay out of that, can you? You were wallowing in it when I got up this morning too. What do you want for dinner? Shall I order in?"
After he picked up the food in the lobby, James brought over the cartons, chopsticks and some beers and stripped down and got in the water. "This really is the way to live, isn't it?" James said putting Pad Thai in his mouth and savoring the rich flavor. "How is the Sriracha Beef?" He asked Lexi looking at her red breasts floating, and bobbing in the swirling water.
"Hot, but I like it like that. So, what did you want to do tonight? Walk the strip? Check out the water display at the Bellagio? Loll in this tub all evening?" Lexi sighed taking a sip of beer.
"I'm good staying in, I'd like to go over the steps we can get through tomorrow, we made great progress, but I just don't want a 'gotcha' tomorrow." James got out of the water and went over and grabbed his cell, "Hang on, I'd like to give Anne a call." He punched in the home number and put the phone to his ear.
Lexi looked up when she heard no talking on the phone and saw James just holding the phone to his ear. "What, what's wrong?" She asked when he finally dropped the phone onto the table. He stood there with his shoulders slumped like he was going to cry. Lexi jumped out of the hot tub and went over to him. "What is it, is Anne alright? You never said anything, did anyone answer?" She grabbed him by the shoulders forcing him to face her.
"I called home and Davenport answered...I couldn't say anything since I was so shocked that he would answer the phone...what was he doing with Anne the day after I leave?" James mumbled.
Lexi shook him. "Relax, it is probably not like you think, they might just be having dinner and talking."
"I don't think so. Before he hung up I heard him yell out to Anne, 'Are you alright, I really came deep inside you.' That doesn't sound like dinner, Oh fuck! I never actually thought she would cheat on me, I just thought it was a big game, a big stupid game." James moaned.
Lexi wasn't surprised since John never struck out with any woman and none had ever even held out as long as Anne had. Sadly she thought about how their marriage would be ruined since even as impressive as James cock was, it was tiny compared to the sausage between John's legs. She put her arms around him and held him. "I'm really sorry, you don't deserve this."
Standing there naked holding each other they were jolted when the door to the suite opened.
***********************************************************
Anne went up to the front desk pulling out her driver's license. "Hello Dan," She said, seeing his name tag, "I'm sorry to bother you, but I left my key card in the suite, the Cleo I think it is called? I'm Anne Crowell."
The guy behind the front desk glanced at the license and scanned the beautiful woman in front of him, braless in a tight white tee shirt and painted on red shorts before verifying the name registered. "Why yes, Mrs. Crowell, I can escort you up if you like, or issue you a new card." He looked at her clearly defined breasts and nipples for a moment before looking at her eyes.
"Call me Anne, I would love it if you would escort me up, but any chance I could get a copy of my key in case I do this again?" Anne said sweetly feeling her nipples harden under his stare. After getting the card encoded, Dan came around and led Anne to the elevators. Anne was grateful to have Dan escort her since she would have missed the card reader for James' floor.
It was a long ride to the 17th floor and Dan used it to check out Anne's ass when she turned to read a poster on the wall, when she turned around she caught him checking her out and apologized. "Sorry Anne, I didn't mean to ogle you."
"Why are you sorry? I'm flattered you are looking seeing as how we are in Vegas and there's no shortage of babes to check out." Anne replied.
"There's a shortage of natural babes. I guess if you like silicone, Vegas is for you, but that's not me. Sorry, TMI." Dan laughed.
"You don't think I should have these done?" Anne asked cupping them. "I wouldn't be mistaken for a boy sometimes." She laughed.
"We're here, but no. Never!" Dan said firmly. "It was really nice meeting you and if you ever need anything..." Dan handed her his card.
Anne grinned at him and slipped the card into her shorts. "Thanks Dan," she said, handing him a ten. "It was nice having company going up to my room."
Dan tried to refuse the money, but Anne just tucked it into his pants pocket, "Go out and have...what, half a drink?" She said laughing. "Thanks again."
She went to the door marked The Cleo, and with a fair amount of nervousness she hesitated. "God, what if he is not even there, what if he is there, but with Barbie bouncing on his cock...crap, I never should have just flown here without telling him." She put the card in the slot.
Opening the door she was shocked to see James and Lexi - both naked - hugging each other. "Shit! I can't believe it." She turned and went back out, slamming the door in tears and went back to the elevator and started pounding on the button to go down. She turned hearing the door open and a naked Lexi came tearing out.
"Stop! Anne, stop. You have to listen to me, you have no idea what happened." Lexi cried.
"I know exactly what happened, you and my husband are holding each other naked...perhaps just before you fuck him, or just after. Either way, I'm out of here!" Anne sputtered.
"Shut up and listen! Get back in the room and you really need to listen." Lexi grabbed her by the shoulders and forced her to look at her.
Seeing the sincere urgency and concern in the girl's face, she said, "Ok, I'll come in, but I cannot even imagine what you are going to say that makes this...this whatever it is, ok." Anne sputtered. She had to laugh seeing Lexi naked try the locked door.
"Um, can you let us in? I seem to have forgotten pockets." Lexi asked.
"Oh crap, come on." Anne said with a partial smile, "Let's see what the explanation for this is." She said opening the door for Lexi.
They found James standing in the same place looking thunderstruck. Lexi grabbed James hand and reached over and grabbed Anne's. "Come, let's sit down. Sorry we're not exactly dressed for this, but we were eating dinner in the Jacuzzi and, well...anyhow, just sit."
They all sat, James and Lexi still naked, next to each other on the couch, looking very uncomfortable, and Anne across from them on a chair.
"Anne, we are naked because of me, I told James he was a pussy for wanting to wear shorts in the Jacuzzi and anyhow, it feels so much better naked, you have to try it. Never mind, he got up to call you and after someone picked up he looked like he was going to cry. Turns out John picked up. What the fuck is John doing at your house if you are here?" Lexi asked, "Anyhow, John picked up and James didn't say a word, I guess because he was shocked John was there and would answer your phone. He heard him ask...someone, if it was not you, 'Are you alright, I came deep inside you.' Anne, he looked like he was going to collapse so I ran over and gave him a hug right when you opened the door." Lexi looked at James, "Did I get that right?"
James looked at Anne, "That pretty much summed it up. Where is the jade bracelet? Why aren't you wearing it? Why is Davenport in our house? Who did he fuck?" James sputtered. "That was the most pain I think I've ever felt hearing his voice..."
"I guess coming here and surprising you didn't work out as perfectly as I thought. Look, you both look really uncomfortable, so if you don't mind, I'd like to try out the hot tub myself, so can we talk in there?" Anne asked getting up. When the two didn't move, she said, "I'm sorry I freaked, I was actually worried I'd see something I didn't want to, which happened, but now I really understand and, I'm sorry. Really, really sorry." Anne turned and walked over to the Jacuzzi and stripped all her clothes off and without hesitation dropped into the hot water. "Holy fuck! This is hot. How did you sit in here?" She screamed.
Grinning, James and Lexi came over and slid right in. "You get used to it pretty quickly," Lexi said and she settled in with a sigh.
"We probably would have been fully clothed when you arrived if it weren't for the Jacuzzi, I can't keep Lexi out of it. On the other hand, Lexi never has any problems finding way to get naked...She actually stripped down and got in while the bellhop was here. I had trouble getting him to leave." James laughed, "I am so happy to see you, so happy it was not you that Davenport was talking to." James said wading over and lifting Anne in a big hug. He kissed her hard and held her with his hands under her ass.
"Um, I can leave you two, if you like, or I can stay and watch." Lexi chuckled.
James released Anne, "I am really glad you came, how did you get away? I really want to know who that is in our house, though."
"I can't tell you who it is, but I knew that John was never going to give up and I thought a restraining order might be problematic seeing how I accepted expensive gifts from him...not to mention how that might affect your job, anyhow, I arranged for a friend of mine to stay the night at the house and I called John telling him it was time he got the bracelet back." Anne explained.
"Oh God," James blurted out, "He must have rushed over there. Lexi, Davenport gave Anne a $5,500 jade bracelet with the stipulation that it would be hers until she slept with him. I know, it made no sense to me at first either, but basically she called Davenport and told him to come over since she was ready to let him take her. Do I know who you got to take your place?" James asked.
"Yeah, you know her, but I will never tell you, she is doing us both a favor and I'd rather not spread her name around. Anyhow, she put on the dress and the bracelet and wore a blonde wig, so if it all worked out she would satisfy whatever desires John has, give the bracelet back and you and I can go back to just having simple fantasies. By the sounds of it, she went above and beyond. I've never had a guy ask me if I was alright because we was too deep in me, no offense, James." Anne grinned at James, "Sorry honey, you are big enough for me. So, tell me something, what if I hadn't showed up when I did, was something going to happen?"
"I can't speak for James, but no, I decided the reason that I like him so much is that he has very strong morals and no matter how much I tried to pull him over to the dark side, he always backed away. I decided even before we came out here, that I would do nothing to make him cross over. Had he asked me if we could fuck, I'd have told him no. But Anne, you have to know, that even with that shock, I know he would have done nothing, I've gotten to know him that well." Lexi said, "But you have no idea how I wish he were different. Anne, you are the luckiest woman in the world."
Anne looked at James. "Would you? Would you have been so angry you would have gotten revenge sex?"
"I don't know. My mind was absolutely blown away when he answered. I knew you would never actually cheat on me, but this was no innuendo, it was explicit. I haven't cried since I was in 3rd grade I think, but I felt like crying when I heard him say that. No, Lexi might be right, but I have no idea what I would have done, what I would have wanted to do. So, I'm sorry, I can't answer that. But, you have no idea how relieved I am. I think we let this whole teasing thing get out of hand...though I did get somewhat excited watching Big Bang the other day and they brought up Schrodinger's cat." James laughed.
Lexi looked at both of them, "I have no idea what you are talking about, so I'm going to bed." She got up out of the water and grabbed a towel and started to dry herself off. "Anne, James may want to do something to you in the Jacuzzi, I'd watch your ass." She laughed as she walked back into her bedroom.
"Ok, what is she talking about?" Anne asked swinging her leg over James lap and straddling him. "God, I've missed you...by you, I mean, this." She giggled grinding her pussy into James hardening dick. You have designs on my ass and telling Lexi about it?"
"I never said a word, but the first night I was relaxing in here with my eyes closed and I heard Lexi moan. I looked and she was kneeling with her pussy right up on the jet. She commented how great it would be to get fucked in the ass while having the jet blasting her pussy. She basically says whatever is on her mind." James said while playing with Anne's ass and breast with his hands. "God I need to fuck you." He said as he kissed her. He humped back against Anne's slick twat grinding into him. He lifted her up and lowered her onto his cock.
Anne let out a soft moan, "I've been thinking about this since I got on the plane. I actually had an offer from the man next to me."
"Really?" James asked, "That takes balls. What did you say?"
Anne punched him in the shoulder, "What do you think? Of course I said yes. You know how bored I get just sitting. What a considerate guy." Anne panted as she slammed herself onto James' cock. "God, you feel good. It's great not being stretched out by a huge cock like the guy's was on the plane."
"I know, I like that all my girlfriends appreciate my small dick." James said as he put his finger in her ass. "It's good for me since they never know if it is my finger or my cock."
Anne started bucking harder feeling his finger up her rectum, "Ahhh. I am going to need you to fuck my ass again, fuck! This feels good, I love this bubbling water. I'm regretting not taking John up on his offer earlier this year in his hot tub."
Hearing this, James started to feel his balls start to ache, "I'm going to cum, slow down."
Anne began bouncing on James' cock harder and soon they both clutched at each other as they came, writhing, grinding and panting loudly. "God, that felt good, I really needed that."
"Yeah ,me too. Sorry to say, I have to get to bed, we've got a lot to do on the systems tomorrow. What are you going to do while we work?" James asked.
"I've got paper to grade. I worked it out with the dean the leave early and have my TA take care of the finals. Then she is going the overnight them to me." Anne said with a smile. "I then have 3 weeks off and unless you want me to be home alone, or not alone, knowing John, and you can be alone with Lexi, I can stay."
"Yes I want you to stay. You have no idea how relieved I am that you're here."
***************************************************
After having dinner the next night, including a few drinks each, they got back to the suite. Lexi immediately stripped down, turned on the jets and got into the hot tub.
"Not bashful, is she?" Anne asked. "I thought you were exaggerating. Should we join her?"
"I'm up for it. It really does feel good." James said as he stripped out of his clothes and waded in.
Anne soon joined them but slipped in and sat next to Lexi. "You must feel like a third wheel now that I'm here. I hope you're not pissed about that."
"Are you kidding? Seeing James so happy to see you and you're not being speared by John's giant shaft is great. I regret that he's been nothing short of a saint and he has the second best looking cock I've seen. You are a lucky woman." Lexi chucked, "And it sounded like you thought so too last night."
"You heard?" Anne asked.
"Actually, I peeked. You were really riding that thing, though I hoped you'd try the jets out while he pounded your ass."
Anne laughed, "James told me how you were...enjoying the jets."



"You haven't tried them yet? They're incredible. Imagine 6 million microscopic tongues licking your pussy. Get up and turn around." Lexi said as she pushed Anne up. "Kneel down on the seat and push your...that's it, I can she by your face you feel it." Lexi reached behind Anne and started stroking her pussy lips up to her ass eliciting a groan from Anne. "That's it, open your legs, really get the jets hitting you." She moved her fingers up and feeling Anne's ass, pushed her middle finger in. "You like that? Would you prefer James' cock?"
Seeing Anne nod yes while groaning, Lexi singled James to get over here. Seeing James wade over with his cock fully hard from witnessing the two beautiful women, she reached out and started stroking his cock. "Anne, I'm going the get his cock ready for you, ready for your ass." She leaned down and started sucking on James' hard cock, bathing it with her saliva loving the salty taste of his leaking dick. Pulling off, and smacking her lips, "God! I've wanted to taste that for the longest time," she guided his dick against Anne's anus and watched as Anne pushed back eagerly accepting the hard cock into her rectum.
James groaned feeling Anne's tight ass, but also the jets against his balls. When he sensed Anne was used to him being inside he began thrusting into her harder and harder, meeting her ass pushing back against him. "Oh fuck, this feels good, Anne you are so tight and the jets feel incredible against my balls." He groaned louder when Lexi reached under and started stroking his ball sack and then feeling Anne's hard clit.
Anne was lost in the feeling of the powerful water, James' cock and Lexi's fingers pressing against her clit, but was surprised hearing her voice say, "Lexi, get up here so I can taste you. I need to taste that pussy of yours." She panted.
Lexi jumped out and swung her legs on either side of Anne's head and sitting down, leaned back with her exposed twat right in Anne's face. "Have you ever tasted a woman before?" Lexi asked.
"No, no I haven't, but right now I need to." Anne said as she tentatively stuck out her tongue and probed up and down the wet slit in front of her. "Mmmmmm, I like the taste," she moaned, "why haven't I done this sooner?" Anne said as she dove back in.
Lexi put her hand on the back of the beautiful blonde's head and guided her actions...pulling when she felt Anne's tongue penetrate her folds and probe inside, eased up when Anne's tongue started flicking against her clit. She took one of the girl's hands and pulled it up to the breast. And when Anne began playing with her nipple and nibbling on her clit she knew she was not going to last and started to buck against the slimy face buried in her crotch. "Oh Fuck! That's it ,that's it, right there. Don't stop." She panted. "Yeesssssssss...yesssssss...yeeesssss." She sputtered out before falling back and going limp.
James watched the whole thing trying not to cum seeing what Anne did to Lexi. But seeing Lexi with her chest heaving and her legs spread wide immediately he grabbed Anne's tits and squeezing them hard, pounded his spurting cock as deep into her rectum as he could. As he came, he reached down and started rubbing Anne's clit rapidly and soon she too let out a long moan and humping against his cock and finger collapsed with her face buried in Lexi's crotch.
Anne lay there for 2-3 minutes loving the scent of the aroused girl and James' slowly deflating cock in her ass thinking, no way could it get any better than this. Unconciously she started tasting the wide open pussy in front of her, flicking her tongue up and down, periodically penetrating the tasty twat. She loved hearing the sexy girl's breathing become more ragged and respond to her ministrations. She just wanted to kiss this girl and feeling James pull all the way out, she crawled up out of the tub and laid on top of Lexi, between her spread legs, and feeling the girl's arm come around her she met the eager lips and tongue. Soon she was humping Lexi, grinding her hot cunt into hers and grabbing the huge breasts.
Pulling away with a gasp, she said, "Lexi, you do have the most incredible tits I've ever seen, or felt, I love these." She said as she scooted down to lick and suck her nipples. She was rewarded with Lexi arching her back welcoming Anne's mouth and her groin grinding against her upper abdomen. She felt Lexi's hands pulling her up.
"It's my turn, I need to taste that pussy John's been so eager to get at." Lexi said as she pulled Anne so that she was straddling her face. She immediately started licking the dripping wet slit swallowing the juices flowing and reached up and cupped her hands over the small tits. "Mmmmm," She moaned feeling how rock hard and how far out the excited girls nipples were.
Anne started gently humping against Lexi's mouth and tongue marveling how stiff she could make it when driving into her and then soft and teasing when flicking across her engorged button. She turned to see James stroking his cock watching his wife and coworker please each other. "Honey, I think you know where Lexi wants you to put that." Anne sighed glancing down at the beautiful spread legs behind her.
"Really?" James said. "Are you sure?"
James was stunned when both beautiful women said at once, "Fuck, yes!"
He waded over and leaning down started licking Lexi's seeping cunt, savoring the coppery taste and the amazing heat. Driving his tongue into her and grinding his upper lip against her clit he teased her knowing she needed his cock, but kept pumping his tongue into her and forcing his lip and nose against her bucking pelvis until he pulled off just as he felt she was going to come. He climbed between her legs he drove his cock all the way into her eliciting a scream of pleasure from Lexi and from Anne who benefited from the sudden vocalization against her aroused vagina.
James buried his face against Anne's ass and began pumping harder and harder into the tight cunt, grinding against her pubic bone hard with each thrust.
Lexi was lost in continuous pre-orgasmic spasms feeling that wonderful cock pound into her accompanied by the sopping pussy flooding her face. James cock was rock hard and kept hitting her in all the right places and even though it was not as huge as John's she was still being very pleasantly stretched out. James was great at grinding his shaft against her clit while driving into her, getting her closer and closer...she wrapped her legs around James' hips and pulling her hips full off the floor, ground herself against him as hard as she could letting out a long series of grunts before collapsing back down.
Anne turned and grinned at James, "Was this worth waiting for? I think our girl here enjoyed it." She said swinging her leg off of Lexi's face. "I think she expects you to cum inside her." Anne cooed leaning over to suck on James' nipple.
James looked down at the sloshing breasts as he pounded the willing girl grinning up at him, "I think I've been wanting to fuck those huge tits." He pulled out hearing a groan from Lexi, but she immediately squeezed her big boobs together welcoming his cock. "Oh my God! This feels great," he said as he felt the warm flesh engulf his penis.
Anne went behind Lexi's head and kneeling down grabbed her boobs and pressed them together watching her husband's cock drive in between and poke out on top. She took her thumbs and stroked the hard pink tips and she felt the shock waves travel through with each of James' thrusts. Still holding the breasts she leaned forward to kiss James and felt Lexi again start licking up and down Anne's slit. "Mmmmm...mmmm" She moaned as Lexi found her clit and James found her hard nipples. Grinding her sopping cunt against Lexi she again came hard, grinding, moaning, panting and gripping the fleshy mounds.
James, feeling the urgency of Anne's kiss and how hard she was squeezing Lexi's tits immediately came jetting pools of cum all over Lexi's chest, neck and face.
Climbing off Lexi and collapsing next to her and seeing Anne do the same on the other side, James sighed, "This might actually be a case where I can honestly say, 'What happens in Vegas...'"
"Oh, I don't know," Lexi said, "we have time to top this. Anne did James tell you about the dildo I made from John's cock?"
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Cheryl Matthews was still baffled at what happened before leaving work. She and Neil had never done anything like that before and their working relationship had always been strictly business. Shaking her head in frustration she put her purse on the kitchen counter and sat on the bar stool replaying the last half hour of work.
She had been in the files room pulling down a set of files off the top shelf when the box next to the one she was grabbing slid off and she managed to catch it with her right arm, but not without straining her shoulder. Sitting back at her desk, she rubbed her shoulder feeling a definite muscle pull when Neil pushed her left hand away.
"Allow me, what did you do?" He asked as he started kneading the shoulder and upper back on his co-worker. He'd admired the beautiful brunette since they started working together, but she was married with three kids and even though he had trouble not staring at her large, natural breasts, he never made any kind of move on her.
"The Stratford files fell off the top shelf and I should have let it go, but I caught the box and think I pulled a muscle." Cheryl groaned. "That feels good, right there." She said when Neil worked the muscles right above her scapula.
As he rubbed her shoulder, he watched as Cheryl's blouse opened and pulled on the restraining buttons. As he massaged her harder, he pulled the cloth to the side and was rewarded when the two top buttons popped open. When she reached up to close her blouse, Neil whispered, "Relax and just let your body heal. Feel the blood circulating and flowing through the injured area. In fact, pull your blouse down over your shoulders so I can rub your skin better."
Cheryl hesitated, but feeling the pleasure from his kneading fingers, pulled her blouse over her shoulders and down her arm. She had to undo a could more buttons to create enough slack. She then pulled down her bra straps when Neil began rubbing her shoulders again and fumbled across the thin material. Sighing, she leaned forward and drifted off, lost in the pleasure of this strong man's hands working her bare upper back. She jolted awake when she felt her bra come undone, but when Neil just continued down her back, she leaned forward more on her desk letting him gain more access.
"Aaaahhhhhh, that's nice. I barely feel the muscle strain anymore. Are you professionally trained?" She asked sighing.
"Yes, I actually worked the cruise lines, but got tired of the constant travel. I still volunteer at the retirement centers and let me tell you, it sure is nice feeling young, supple skin under my fingers."
"Young? I don't think I'd classify myself as young. But thanks for the complement." Cheryl said.
"Compared to the women at the retirement center, you're pretty much jail-bait." Neil laughed. "Stand up and lean over your desk so I can get your lower back." When Cheryl stood and looked around the office, Neil said, "It's just us. Everyone went to the retirement party for Ted."
"I forgot about Ted's party. Why didn't you remind me?" Cheryl demanded.
"I wasn't going to go, since Ted and I are not exactly best friends. I assumed you didn't want to go either after the Christmas party a few years back." Neil replied. "Hold your bra over your chest and take the blouse off so I can get your back."
Cheryl hesitated, looked around and decided to go for it. She unbuttoned her blouse and pressing her bra against her chest shrugged the top off her with Neil taking it and laying it across the back of the chair. Blushing, she pressed her face and chest against the desk, fully aware that her best feature, her tight, shapely ass was sticking right back into Neil's groin. "You heard about me and Ted?" She asked.
"I heard. He actually tried to get you fired for assault?" Neil asked.
"Yeah, when he came up behind me and grabbed my breasts, I swung my elbow into his nose and broke it. I've never heard a more satisfying crunch."
"Why did he do that anyhow? Was he drunk?" Neil asked.
"He apologized to me later, but said he never really told me why. He wasn't even all that drunk. However, he told Mike that he saw a porn flick with me in it, but since I've never done one of those..." Cheryl shuddered. "That's just creepy."
Neil worked his way down her beautiful back marveling at how she had almost no body fat. He longed to see more of her tits than what was bulging out onto the desk. "How do you stay so slim and toned working in this place?"
Cheryl laughed, "I like to bike and swim, but I really am not in the shape I was in a few years ago. Right there is good, I think I've had issues with sciatica in the past and where you are now feels good."
Neil worked from her lower back down onto her ass before stopping.
"Why did you stop? You are hitting right where I've had issues." Cheryl asked.
"I'm sorry, I want to either flip up your skirt or unzip it so I can work your skin. I hate rubbing through heavy wool, I can't feel the patient." Neil said softly.
Cheryl turned and looked at Neil questioningly, "You heard what I did to Ted, so...Ok, just unzip my skirt and take it off, but I'm keeping my panties." She felt the cool air on her ass as the skirt fell to the floor.
Neil was stunned at how perfect her ass was before him, encased in the sheer fabric. He immediately went to work on her doing his best deep-tissue massage and continuing down her legs when her encouraging moans reinforced what he was doing. On his knees, while rubbing her calves he inhaled deeply when he found his face inches from her obviously moist pussy.
"I heard that, are you sniffing me?" Cheryl laughed.
"I'm sorry, we should stop, you have to be the most arousing woman I've been with in years and I think if I go any further I might get my nose broken." Neil gently slapped her ass as he stood up.
Cheryl turned over and holding her bra in front of her said, "I won't break your nose and if you are up to it I'd like my front worked on also. I think it's flattering that you're aroused. Please don't stop."
Neil looked at her fleshy mounds being crushed by her arm and the dark patch showing through her damp panties and sighing, "I'll do your front but let's clear the desk off so you can lie down on top of it."
When it was cleared, Cheryl struggled up, modestly holding her bra across her chest until lying down, she dropped her arms to her side letting the bra drape across her. Again losing herself in the feeling of Neil rubbing and massaging her feet, legs, thighs...all the while enjoying the tension leaving all the muscles as he worked. She moaned both times Neil accidently brushed his fingers or thumb across her pussy, but as he immediately moved away, she knew it was an accident. His fingers probed her abdomen and lower rib cage, and Cheryl hoped he would pull off the bra and work her breasts, but instead he worked back down to her lower stomach and felt his fingers probe under the waistband of the panties.
Neil, kept rubbing deeper and deeper under her panties feeling her coarse pubic hair, listening to Cheryl's sighs and watching as her legs parts a bit more every pass of his fingers. He looked at her face admiring the beauty - her parted lips - her slight crease above her closed eyes. Seeing her in this state he decided to take a chance.
Cheryl felt Neil's hand pulling down her panties and without thinking she raised her hips. Her legs opened eagerly when his hands worked the inside of her thighs and groaned when he passed her dripping labia to stroke her dark hair on her mons. She reached up and pushed her bra off her chest and grabbing both breasts began squeezing and rubbing her mounds. Then she took his left wrist and pushed his hand down to her sopping cunt. "AAAAaaaaaahhhhhhhhhh, yessssssssss. Put your finger in me and rub me. Oh God, this feels good. Larry has been out of town for two weeks and I really need this." She panted.
Neil obeyed immediately and had to push hard against her thrusting hips with the heel of his hand while his fingers drove into her moist lips and across her pronounce clit. He leaned down and sucked her closest nipple into his mouth and ran his tongue all over the erect button. He felt her getting closer and closer to what he felt was going to be a powerful orgasm when he heard a noise.
Cheryl opened her eyes and saw the janitor staring at them and jumping up, rolled off the desk, grabbed her clothes and crawled over behind a cube wall. Mortified, she pulled on her blouse and skirt and stuffed the bra and panties into her purse. Covering her face, she fled out the door to her car leaving the pleased janitor and disappointed Neil standing there.
"How am I going to face them, I'm sure the janitor will have blabbed to all his buddies and Neil...Neil will probably keep this to himself, but he will expect...Oh God, I cheated on Larry. I've never cheated on him..." Cheryl moaned to herself. "Why did I let that happen, I took my clothes off...let Neil take my clothes off...his hands felt so good and his mouth on my nipple..." She absent-mindedly rubbed her thumbs across her hard nipples. "Oh, fuck, I'd better go upstairs and take care of this, I was so close." She thought.
Cheryl stopped and listened. She swore she heard someone fucking in the house. She tiptoed down the hall thinking it was in a bedroom, perhaps one of the kids, but Tracy was supposedly at her friends, Rick had football practice and Evan was off at college. She stopped and listened at the top of the basement stairs and heard a girl moaning and begging to be fucked. It wasn't Tracy, but the girl sounded familiar. She crept down the stairs and tiptoed around the corner to the TV room and saw Rick and three boys all holding their cocks staring at the TV...the TV showing a busty brunette getting pounded. She recognized all three, Bryan, Mark and Ryan.
"What the fuck?" Cheryl burst out grabbing the remote and turning off the TV. "What the fuck are you doing? Where'd you get that porn flick?" She demanded.
The four boys all stared at her while frantically trying to cover up their diminishing erections, except for Bryan. Bryan was proudly stroking his cock looking at Cheryl's braless tits and hard nipples poking through the fairly sheer blouse.
"It is mine, Mrs. Matthews, I brought it over because...because the girl looks like you. And looking at your tits, I'd say she looks a lot like you." Bryan said with a cocky grin. "And seeing how you turned it off so fast, I'm pretty sure you didn't need to look at it for long before you recognized it. May I say, you haven't lost anything with age, in fact, you look even better."
"Bryan, this is my mother, I know you said it could be her, but there's no way, this is just a coincidence. And put your dick away, she's married and has no interest in someone like you." Rick sputtered. "I'm sorry mom, I'll send the guys home." Rick stood up and finished buckling his pants.
"Sorry, no. I'm not leaving until I know for sure that your mom didn't make that skin flick. I know the girl's name says Amber Evans, but that means nothing. Plus, didn't she name your sister Evan? Come on Mrs. Matthews, prove that girl isn't you." Bryan reached forward, grabbed the remote and started playing the video, then paused it. "This girl has a butterfly tattoo on the ass, show me you don't have that and I'll give you the DVD and you can destroy it, or do with it whatever you want." Bryan looked expectantly at Cheryl.
"I'm not showing you boys my ass, now get out! Now! And I'm keeping the video anyhow." Cheryl strode over to the DVD player, and when she bent over to eject the disc, Bryan jumped up and in one motion, unzipped and yanked down her skirt. "I knew it!"
Cheryl whipped around but not before all the boys saw the exact same butterfly that they'd admired in the video. She tried to cover her exposed pussy and felt clumsy and vulnerable bending over to pull up her skirt. Zipping it back up, she sputtered, "That proves nothing, a lot of girls have butterfly tattoos and I'm telling your mother that you yanked down my skirt. Rick, please tell you friends to leave...Rick?"
"Rick stared at his mom, "No, mom. They can stay. I think they deserve to hear why or when you did...got fucked on camera."
"I said, it wasn't me. A butterfly tattoo means nothing, so I have nothing to say to you young man. Everyone, I'm ordering you to go home, now!" Cheryl inwardly groaned when she saw no one was moving, in fact, they all seemed to be coming closer.
"Mom, the tattoo alone isn't definite, even though this girl in the video looks exactly like you, perhaps a little younger, but still. There is no denying this." Rick turned to Bryan and nodded. Bryan rewound to where Amber first pulled aside her panties for the camera. Rick nodded again and walked up to his stunned mother, reached around and unzipped her skirt and when she grabbed for it, he looked sternly at her, "No mom, let it go."
When the skirt dropped to the floor, mortified, Cheryl did nothing to cover her exposed vagina. She knew what they were looking at. She knew that Amber had a small birthmark right next to her patch of pubes that almost looked like a tiny frog. She still has it and knew the boys were looking at it.
"When mom? When did you do this? Why? Did you need money or something?" Rick asked softly.
Cheryl opened her moistening eyes. "I could say I needed the money, but no, that would be a lie. I actually got a few thousand to do these, but I did it because...I'm sorry baby. I never should have done those." She moaned.
"Those? How many did you do and does dad know?" Rick demanded.
Cheryl looked at her 18 year-old son, nodding, turned and went over to the bookcase knowing the boys would be staring at her exposed ass. She reached up and pulled down a giant tome - Oxford History of something and flipping it open, pulled out 6 DVDs hidden inside. "I figured you would never open this, so we hid them in here. Your dad knows, in fact there are his favorite DVDs. They were originally on VHS tapes, but were re-released on DVDs."
Rick reached for them and the other boys grabbed one each and looked at the covers. "I can't believe you did these, I mean, It's not like I ever thought you were a virgin, but this is really weird."
"Amber, take off your blouse. I think you want to, don't you?" Bryan said.
Cheryl slowly unbuttoned her blouse and dropped it on the floor revealing her D-cup mounds. "I guess you guys have already seen every part of me you can, though I'm afraid time has made what is on the videos look a lot better."
"Bullshit!" Mark said, "Amber's tits were something, but yours are bigger and your nipples...wow!" Mark said as he pulled his dick out and continued stroking it. "Can I touch them?" When he saw Cheryl hesitate then nod, he reached out and cupped each breast. "My God, you guys have to feel these, I've never felt tits so huge, so heavy." Mark backed away.
Ryan came up and with both hands squeezed her breasts, then gently pinched and pulled her nipples eliciting a groan from Cheryl. He slid his hand down her stomach through her bush and ran his middle finger across her clit and into her slimy labia. Feeling her push back against his finger he pushed into her harder and ground his hand against her eager pussy. Pulling his finger out he put it in front of the panting woman's mouth and was rewarded when she sucked all her juices off his finger.
Bryan pulled Ryan away and said, "Let me feel those. Ah, yes, exactly as wonderful as I thought they'd feel when I first saw them in the video." Gripping Cheryl's ass he pulled her against his hard cock and began grinding into her. He pulled her face to his and drove his tongue into her mouth and sucked on her tongue when she responded. He ground his rock hard cock into her as she urgently pressed back against him.
He pulled away and smiled hearing the panting babe groan in disappointment. "Rick, get over here, it's your turn. You have to feel these. You did say you've been jerking off thinking of your mom."
"No, no, I'm good. Look guys, this is my mom and I know she might be a slut, but I really don't want you to do anything more. Please? Could she just put her clothes on and maybe you guys could just jerk off to the DVDs?" Rick pleaded.
Seeing the guys nod at Rick and turn away, Cheryl at first felt relief and not being gang-banged in front of her son, but then thought how close she came with Neil, how close to cumming, and her lower stomach ached with desire and she needs these cocks. Hell, Larry would probably be thrilled, seeing how many times he got off watching the DVDs with her pussy being ripped open repeatedly by the men in the vids with their huge cocks.
"Mom, get dressed, these guys aren't going to make you do anything." Rick said as he came over to her with her skirt.
"I never answered your question." Cheryl said simply.
"What question?" Rick asked.
"Why? Why did I do these videos, why did I let myself get fucked on camera? I knew that someday, they would come back to haunt me, I knew that these things never really disappear. I didn't need the money, your grandparents made sure I had everything I needed in college." She said softly. "You are right, I am a slut. I did these because I love cocks. Big hard cocks being driven into me by men who didn't give a shit what my name was, who saw me only as a ripe piece of flesh to penetrate however they wanted. I'm sorry that you have to see this side of me, but I've hidden it since before your sister was born." Turning to the three boys, "You boys don't have to leave."
Bryan grinned and stripped off all his clothes and stoop proudly staring at Cheryl, his cock pointing at the ceiling. "Amber, I really want to do the third scene in your video, I cannot tell you how many times I've cum watching you in that." He turned and moved ahead to the start of the third scene, hit play and turned back to Cheryl.
With a smile, Cheryl/Amber walked over to Bryan, dropped to her knees and stroking his cock, she ducked under his legs and started sucking on each of his balls, one after the other while continuing to stroke his cock. Then she stood up and pushed him back on the couch and knelt between his legs. She heard Ryan say, 'here it comes, the best deep-throater ever.' She turned and winked at him, then started sucking on the circumcised head, bathing it with the tongue, then licking up and down the entire shaft before licking her way back to the top. Opening her mouth wide she drove her mouth down around Bryan's stiff cock and buried her face in his pubes. She pulled off and drove her face back down again, and again...continuing to take Bryan's cock deep into her throat, swallowing around the shaft each time.
Bryan was hoping to last like the guy in the video, but he was fast approaching bursting so he tried to pull her off his cock, but she just drove back down again and grabbing her head he thrust hard into her mouth, her throat and jetted gobs of cum into her stomach. After what seemed like ten minutes he released her head and with a gasp pulled herself off his cock.
Wiping her mouth, she said with a grin, "You can do that anytime you want. I haven't done that in years and your cum tastes really good." She said as she leaned over and cleaned the last drips coming out of his deflating dick. Without turning around she said, "Come on, Mark, I know you want to fuck me, you've been back there the whole time, what's stopping you?" Putting her head down between Bryan's thighs she thrust her ass back and up into the air and groaned with pleasure when she felt Mark's cock drive into her with one hard thrust.
Bryan leaned forward and reached around grabbing her swinging breasts as Mark pistoned his cock in and out of her pussy. He roughly squeezed her flesh and pulled and pinched the rock-hard nipples while feeling his cock come back to life. He pulled her face up and winking at the sweating former porn star, "You said any time..."



Mark's eyes were glued to the perfect ass in front of him, mesmerized by the tiny shock waves generated when he slammed into her, her pink asshole which was filled by two different men in the last scene, her tits bouncing beneath her with each impact from his hips. He knew he was getting close, but he needed to hold off.
Cheryl thought how she missed the eighteen year-old boys and their incredible recovery time and again engulfed Bryan's wonderful cock, while savoring the friction against her clit from Mark's hard cock. After five minutes of being lost in the pleasurable sensations, she groaned when the teenager pulled out of her pussy.
"Amber, get on my cock and let Ryan get in on the action." Mark said as he lay on his back on the floor.
Cheryl pulled her mouth off of Bryan's cock and straddled Mark's purple cock and immediately started bouncing up and down on it. She started sucking on Bryan's cock when he knelt down next to Mark and soon felt fingers pushing some kind of lubricant up her ass. She stopped milking Mark's cock with her tight cunt so Ryan could ease his dick into her ass and then moaned loudly when he buried himself inside of her.
Soon all three established a rhythm and Cheryl was filled like she was back in college. Mark got past feeling Ryan balls slapping against his and reveled in the feeling of his and Ryan's cocks separated by a thin membrane sliding in and out of this beautiful slut, and how great her massive tits felt under his hands. He felt Cheryl cum over and over, writhing and grinding each time and her sweat mingle with his as they slid their bodies against each other.
Ryan was first to cum of the three guys and rose up on his toes and began pounding Cheryl's ass hard and with a final thrust shot his cum as deep into her rectum as he could. After a few more strokes he pulled out and collapsed on the floor exhausted.
Bryan was next and seeing Mark drive his cock into Amber's ass was too much so he grabbed her head drove deep down her throat and marveled at how his cock felt cumming down into her stomach while she swallowed. He will have to take advantage of her offer as much as he could before heading for college next year...perhaps he should go to the local college instead...Bryan flopped back onto the couch.
Mark flipped Cheryl onto her back and started pounding her cunt as hard as he could, watching her huge bags of flesh flop around on her chest as he drove into her.
"Come inside me, I want you do pump your seed into my womb." Rick's mother panted as she wrapped her sweaty legs around Mark's ass. "Do it, you never know, I might be fertile and I know what you want..." Cheryl said while staring into his glassy eyes. She could feel his cock pulse as he spewed his copious seed into her, again and again as he drove deeply, grinding into her as if to get as deep as he could, over and over until he was totally spent.
Lying on her back feeling cum flowing out of her ass and her twat, she looked at Rick sadly. "I'm sorry baby, I guess you'll never look at your mother the same way again. You boys should probably head out so Rick and I can have a talk. If you want you can borrow the DVDs, but I do want them back." Cheryl said sitting up.
With huge grins, the three boys all got dressed and coming over to Cheryl, thanked her for the best sex of their lives, all commenting at how they got to fuck a porn star. They all told her that her secret was safe and Bryan pointedly said to the other two, "If a word gets out about this, you'll be choking on your nuts I'll kick them so hard." Each one then somberly nodded to Rick before they left.
After the three boys left, Rick still sat there staring across the room. When his mom said, "Honey, are you alright?" Rick jumped up and ran to his room and slammed the door.
Cheryl sighed and could think of no way to undo what had been done so she got up and went to her room and took a long hot shower. She dried herself off and stood naked in the mirror. "I really haven't changed that much..." She thought as she idly felt the birthmark on her groin and saw how her breasts had hardly any sag in them. Then thinking about how she loved Neil touching her and the boys climbing all over her, she thought "...in more ways than one." She pulled on her silk gown and started to go to bed, but then stopped. She yanked it off, threw it on the bed and walked naked down the hallway to her son's room.
Without knocking, she opened the door and even though seeing Rick stroking his penis, she walked over and sat down next to him on the bed. "You think I didn't know you jerked off thinking of me? I've seen you peaking in the bathroom when I shower and I've been missing panties, that mysteriously reappear in the dirty clothes hamper. I never minded, in fact I thought it was flattering that you thought your old mother was still hot." Cheryl looked at her son lying naked on the bed trying to cover up his hard penis. She pulled his hand away and gently took his cock and started stoking it. "You liked it when your friends all fucked me, didn't you? I'll bet you fantasized something exactly like what happened...Yeah, I thought so." She replied seeing Rick subtly nod his head. Tell me what you thought about, I want to know. She laid down next to him pressing her breasts against his chest while continuing to stroke his cock. "I think we are way past shy here, tell me."
Rick felt her soft hand on his hard dick and felt her massive breasts on his chest and let out a sigh. "I always imagined it would be back out by the pool. I'd have a bunch of friends over and you would come out in a tight tee shirt, no bra and tiny shorts to bring us drinks. The guys kept teasing you to join us, but you kept saying no that you didn't think they could be trusted. Finally, you came out with snacks wearing that purple bikini..."
"You know about the purple bikini?" Cheryl asked. "I've never worn that around you."
"I saw your pictures from Hawaii...at the pool. All the men's eyes in the background were glued to your body in that suit. You know the picture you asked dad where he put it?" Rick rolled over and reached into his bottom drawer and pulled out the well-worn picture. "Sorry, I was just going to borrow it for a little while, you can have it back." Rick said apologetically.
"Keep it, I am incredibly flattered that you kept this. I have the digital copies, I'll print out a set of larger images for you, anyhow go on. I want to hear what your friends do to your slut mother." Cheryl said as she began stroking his cock again.
"So you come down to the pool wearing this and all the guys get out of the pool to come over and grab a snack and soon you are surrounded by wet, glistening bodies all ogling your tits bulging out of your suit, your silky smooth ass cheeks all exposed and the tiny patch barely covering your...your..."
"Snatch? Cunt? Twat? Pussy? What do you call it, you think your porn star mom will be offended?" She grinned at him.
"Your cunt...sorry, I just think that word makes you seem a lot hotter."
Cheryl sat up and facing her son opened her legs. "Do you like my cunt?" She said stroking her finger along her wet slit. "Why didn't you at least feel me when everyone else was?"
Rick reached out and ran his middle finger up and down her moist labia, "I wanted to, but I just thought that it might be better not to get a reputation as, well, you know." Rick trailed off.
"A motherfucker...yeah, I guess something like that would get through the school and pretty much ruin things, though it might make the girls a lot more eager to fuck you." She responded cheerfully. "So, do you want to be a motherfucker?" Cheryl asked as she took his hand and guided his finger into her cunt. Do you want to put this..." grabbing his leaking cock, "in here?" Hearing Rick groan she got on her knees and swung her leg over her son and grabbing his erection lowered herself onto him. With a deep guttural sigh she said, "Oh yes, you have a nice cock. You know, you're at least half again as big as your friends. Where did you get such a great cock, anyhow?" She moaned.
"Really? You are not just saying that." Rick said as he reached up and grabbed his mom's jugs.
"No, really, you are as big if not bigger than all those guys in the videos, and much bigger than your father." Cheryl panted. "But you are not allowed to cum until you finish your fantasy about your friends at the pool."
"Ahhh. Ok, but slow down. My friends all huddle around you and when one of the grabs your ass, you slap him and tell him that he needs to keep his hands to himself, but when you grin looking at his shocked face, you say, 'You can touch a woman when she shows she wants to be touched, when she does something like this.' You raise your arms and put your hands behind your head, arch your back and lean against him while putting your cheek against his. He immediately wraps his arms around you and begins rubbing your stomach, exploring the exposed flesh between the bottom of your breasts to the thin strip on material covering your...cunt and moan encouragingly when his finger strays across the fabric. You reach over and pull his lips onto yours and when he grabs your tit and squeezes it you suck on his mouth even harder. When my friends see this they all move in pulling off the tiny pieces of fabric and all these hands and lips are soon everywhere on your body and you are very vocal in urging them on...you reach out and stroke all the hard cocks around you...Oh fuck, I am not going to last much longer." Rick stammered.
"You can't cum until the story is over." Cheryl ordered. "But I guess the story is over..."
Rick grabbed her ass and bounced his mom up and down as he thrust hard into her releasing hours of pent up lust and soon he collapsed feeling his mom's and his cum flowing out of her onto his balls. "Oh, ohh man, that felt so good. I never thought I'd say this, but you mom, are the best fuck I've ever had. And, actually yes, the story is over. I never seem to get much further than that."
She leaned down and pressed her chest again her son's and kissed him. Pulling up slightly, "Perhaps we should find out where it goes...this weekend might be a good time to have your friends over for a pool party."
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Cheryl looked over at Rick lying back with a satisfied smile and felt a slight twinge of guilt. "We probably shouldn't have done this." She said softly. "I'm sure you'll be needing therapy in twenty years."
"I would have needed therapy sooner than that had we not done this. I've been fantasizing about you for years and jerking off 4 to 5 times a day thinking about you...pretty sure that's not exactly healthy. Plus, it never seemed to scratch that itch I've had, but now I feel like I finally reached it." Rick said with a grin.
"What kinds of fantasies? Different from the purple bikini and your friends?" Cheryl asked reaching out and stroking his firm cock.
"I have so many, I wouldn't know where to start. I want to hear how you got into the porn business." Rick replied reaching over and rubbing his finger across her wet slit. "How you decided to let them film men filling you up."
"I was wondering when you'd ask me that. It is such a cliché, I actually didn't like sex, I had just turned eighteen and lost my virginity to the quarterback in the back of his car and didn't really like it. It hurt and then was over really fast," Cheryl laughed, "and I was ready give up on the whole sex thing when I hooked up with a boy I knew at a school beach party. We hit it off and when he asked me to walk down the beach with him I agreed and I was so naïve it seemed logical that he grabbed a beach towel. I remember everyone smirking and whispering to each other when we walked away in the dark. Anyhow we walked about a mile down the beach and he spread out the towel and sat down. He indicated I should join him, so I did. Soon we were lying there looking at the stars and he leaned over and kissed me. It was so tender and slow. He seemed to just enjoy the feel of my lips, unlike the quarterback who seemed to like the feel of my lips, but not against his lips, but somewhere else." Cheryl laughed seeing her son's look.
"Anyhow, he started kissing my neck and chest. He removed my top and when he sucked on my nipples I almost lost it. He must have spent 20 minutes licking and sucking both breasts and I actually came humping against his stomach. He then worked his way down to my navel and then pulled my bottoms off and drove me crazy licking my pussy. He didn't stop until I'd cum 3 or 4 times. I pulled him off my super sensitive twat and kissed him, tasting myself for the first time. Then I leaned down, pulled off his shorts and that is when I fell in love with the taste of cock. I found I could take his cock deep down my throat and boy, was he happy about that. He came twice in my mouth and then after resting for half an hour, he showed me how great it is to get fucked by someone who cares. We spent the entire summer doing just about everything and I learned to deep throat him."
"So, that wasn't dad?" Rick asked.
"No, I didn't meet your dad until college. We ended up going our separate ways after the summer and the following spring break, some girls and I decided to do it right, so we headed for Daytona Beach. That was where I got the butterfly tattoo, we all decided to get one. I should dig up the pictures they took of me there, what a slut I was...still am, I guess. Anyhow we were enjoying all the horny guys ogling us when a man shoved a card in my hand and asked me if I'd like to make great money. I asked him what I had to do and he said just let me take a few pictures of you and I'd get $100 up front. If they liked the pictures I could make a lot more, maybe $5,000. I responded, so you want to take some nude pictures of me and perhaps get me to fuck some guy on camera. He grinned and said, 'Yep. Can't get any easier than that.' My friends all laughed and said do it, you only live once. I shook my head no, but later I called the guy and set up an appointment."
"I got there and it was a real studio, not a sleazy motel room. He made me feel really relaxed and took many pictures of me in varying state of undress. Eventually he had me with my legs spread and playing with myself. He stopped and said, 'Babe, you've definitely earned $100, but I'm giving you $200 since you are the best model I've had in a while. What would you say to earning more, perhaps $1,000?' I said, 'So, for another $1,000 I just need to fuck you?' He shook his head, 'Not me, I have a guy I use for these shoots, I want you to fuck him.' When I nodded ok, he went over and called the guy and after hanging up said 'He'll be here in 30 minutes, perhaps a blow job while we wait?' I knew this was going to happen, so when he walked over to where I was sitting, unzipped his pants and dropped them to the floor, I immediately leaned over and took a total stranger's cock in my mouth. You probably don't think much of me right now." Cheryl said looking at Rick. "On the other hand, your penis sure has recovered."
"No mom. I expected something like this. I'm sure someone didn't walk up to you and say 'We've got a starring part for you in a bunch of skin flicks.' But don't stop, I want to hear."
"So I started blowing him and did what I always did and soon had my face buried in his pubes and his cock down my throat and he was loving it. He grabbed my head and started fucking my mouth and throat like it was my pussy and it was not long before he shot his cum down my throat. He collapsed back on the chair and said 'Fuck, babe, where did you learn to do that? I want you to do that to Billy when he gets here and I know exactly which studio to send it to. You want to make real money?' So Billy shows up and he has a cock like yours, really fat and long. I performed really well and the studio called me a month later and we made a bunch of films...so, that's basically it." Cheryl finished.
"Why did you quit? Got tired of it?" Rick asked.
"No, I never got tired of it, but I was starting to see my grades slip and I needed to get my life back together and graduate...and right after that I met your dad. Ok, you tell me something, what other fantasies have you had about me?"
"A few months ago I came home from school early and apparently you didn't hear me. You must have just gotten out of the shower and when I saw your door open I peaked in to say hello and you were standing naked with your back to the door brushing your hair...God you were hot looking. Mom, you have the best ass I've ever seen and your breasts bounced as you brushed your hair. That was the first time I saw your tattoo, I denied it was you in the video, but deep down I hoped it was you. Anyhow, I rushed back to my room and fantasized sneaking up on you and disguising my voice ordering you face down, then pushing you on the bed and taking you as if you thought I were a stranger. That one has played out in my head a lot lately." Rick said while stroking his cock.
"Ohhh, that's hot. It's late, I probably should go and let you get some sleep. I'm going back and shower and then go to bed, and you need to go to bed also." Cheryl got up and went back to her bedroom and leaving the door open got into the shower.
Rick crept down the hall still naked after hearing the shower shut off and peeked into his mom's bedroom. Amazingly his cock got harder seeing her standing with her back to him in front of the bed brushing her hair. She had her silk nightgown laid out on the pillow right in front of her thighs. He tried to memorize every bit of her, her shapely legs from biking, her bubble butt with the tattoo framed by two dimples above, her broad shoulders and swaying tits. Tiptoeing in he put one hand over her mouth and another over her breast and in a hoarse voice said, "If you don't want to get hurt, don't turn around, don't look at me and bend the fuck over. You do everything I say and you'll be fine." He pushed her roughly and felt his cock press against her ass as she flattened her chest and face into the bed covers.
"Please, please don't hurt me." She whimpered, "I have money, jewelry, please. Leave me alone and take whatever you want."
Rick kicked her legs apart while pressing his erection against her fully exposed crotch. "Shut up, bitch. Of course I'm going to take what I want." Spanking her smooth ass as he said this. "You just keep your face buried and maybe I'll go easy on you." Hearing her moan, he continued. "I guess we understand each other. Who else is in the house? Where is your husband?"
Muffled, Cheryl responded, "No one, but my husband should be home any minute."
Smack! "Don't lie to me. I checked the garage and both your cars are there, so he must be out of town. Amazing that any man would leave such a fine piece of ass alone. But I know you want this, you didn't even lock your front door." Rick dropped down to his knees and put his face inches away from his mother's aroused pussy and her tight pink asshole. "Are you going to be a good girl?" He asked.
"Yes, I'll be good. He's not coming home for two weeks, I'll be alone the whole time. Please don't fuck me, please. I've never been with anyone but my husband and he always wears a condom. Let me give you a blow job, I can't have you...there. Oooohhhh, stop...noooo...noooo...don't...don't...stop." She groaned when she felt Rick's tongue sweep from her tender clit to her asshole and then separate her labia and penetrate deep into her.
Rick savored the taste of his mother's juices as he grabbed her ass cheeks and attacked her hard button and wet hole. He had to hold her ass down as she began humping against his mouth the more he probed, licked and sucked between her wide open legs. With the pillow under her stomach her hot cunt was laid out in front of him and he eagerly devoured it. He drove his tongue deep as he could and pressed his chin into her clit and ground his face hard as she writhed against him.
"Oooohhhh fuck! I'm cumming, ooohhh God! Ssssssstop, please stop." She cried into the bed writhing and panting.
When Rick stood up, Cheryl started to get up and Rick again slapped her ass. "I told you bitch, don't look at me, keep your fucking face down." Rick lined up his cock and slammed it into her cunt in one hard thrust.
"Oh Christ, you are huge. Please take it out, take it out. Ow! Sorry, I'm sorry, but please, at least wear a condom." Cheryl cried as Rick spanked he ass again.
"I don't wear rubbers, I like to feel the bitch's cunt as I rip it up, and yours feels incredible." He said as he began pounding her tight hole rapidly. "My friends are going to love this. And you are going to like my friends. Tomorrow, you be ready for them, ok?" Spanking her again, he said angrily, "You are going to open your legs and let them do what they want, you understand?"
"Yes, yes, I understand, I'll be ready and I'll be nice to your friends."
"Do you want them to wear rubbers?" Rick demanded.
"No, I want to feel them too, I want them to feel me, I want their cum inside me, I want your cum inside me." Cheryl moaned as she began humping hard against her son's huge driving piece of meat. "Oh fuck, fuck me, please cum inside me...just don't put it in my ass. You can cum in my pussy, just not in my ass."
Rick spanked her again and pulled out of her cunt and eased his dripping cock into her tight butt feeling her push back against him. "I'll put my cock where I want it, so shut up and take it." He said huskily as he buried his cock deep into her. He felt her hand come back and start rubbing her twat furiously as he pounded her. He leaned on top of her back and wedged his hands under her and grabbed her huge tits.
Feeling her ass being stretched as much as it has ever been, her clit being stroked and her nipples being pinched, Cheryl screamed and exploded into a writhing release. "Aaaaaahhhhh...aaaahhhhhh...aaaahhhh, fuck me! Yessssssssss."
Rick couldn't take any more and pulled almost all the way out of her ass and driving it forcefully in, began shooting his cum into his mother's ass. "Oh God your fucking ass is tight, oh Christ!" He moaned as he collapsed beside her on the bed.
Panting hard and seeing his mother's back rapidly rise and fall and seeing the sheen of sweat on her, thought what a great workout this is. He looked over and his mother was still face down. "Are you alright? I didn't hurt you did I?" He asked.
"You told me you'd hurt me if I looked." Cheryl said into the mattress. Turning her head and looking at him with a grin, "I'd hate to see what hurting me would have involved. Man, my ass stings."
"I'm sorry, I guess I got into it too much." Rick said sheepishly.
"No, it intensified things. We'll have to explore all your other fantasies, however we do have to get sleep now. I really hope Tracy didn't get home and hear us. Your father's flight comes in around 9 - that's just 9 hours from now." Cheryl moaned.
Rick woke the next morning with an achingly hard woody and immediately replayed the events from the night before. Stroking his cock, he thought of his mother stripping and fucking all his friends and then coming into his room naked and fucking him and, oh God, that incredible blow job. He saw her ass sticking up on her bed with the pillow under her, so exposed...her taste, smell, feel...so tight and vulnerable. All his. His mother eagerly offering him any hole he wanted. Pounding his dick faster he saw her in the videos getting every hole filled, cum dripping down her face, her tits, oh yeah, those tits. Big tear-drop tits, so firm, so soft with huge brown nipples. 'I have to fuck those tits.' He thought, 'I'll bet she'd let me do that, fuck she'd let me do anything she is such a slut, God I'm lucky to have a slut mother.' He came thinking of this shooting all over his chest and stomach. 'Fuck, that felt good, but I shouldn't waste a good erection on jerking off when I have a porn star down the hall.' He thought getting out of bed to clean up.
Cheryl woke feeling better than she had in years, such a sound, deep sleep. She thought about all those cocks, hands, lips worshiping her the day before and wondered how she deprived herself for 22 years, then with a pang of guilt she realized she had gone 22 years without cheating on her husband and it was like a slow leak had burst the dam. Even feeling the guilt, she thought how things were going to change with 4 young boys all knowing they would have full access to any hole, 'Oh Christ, I am a true slut,' she thought as her hand slid down and felt her slick cunt, 'I cannot see going back now, I loved all those cocks urgently stabbing me.' Her fingers rubbed her wet lips and clit harder as her other hand pulled her nipples. 'Rick better have that pool party after Larry leaves again next Saturday, I'll suggest he has his friends over Sunday...I have to get Tracy to go to the mall or something...what will Rick do, would he join in? You know his friends would want to see that, watch a boy fuck his mother in front of them. I hope they don't ruin the purple bikini, Larry loves that.' The thought of his friends urging him on, urging him inside her brought her closer and closer to an explosive release, but when she thought about all three of them in all her holes yesterday she couldn't hold back and thrashing and writhing on the bed ground her finders into her engorged clit.
'Holy crap!' she thought, 'I really need to get hold of myself or our marriage is in trouble.'
She got up, showered and went down to make coffee and start breakfast for whenever her remaining children roused themselves. Chuckling she remembered last Saturday thinking her kids must have been up late the night before having sex with their boy/girlfriends, but with an ache in her stomach she knew what kept Rick up late last night and hoped Tracy had as much fun. She jerked her hand away from her pussy and began getting the dishes put away and getting breakfast staged.
At 11 Cheryl heard the front door open and ran downstairs and threw herself into Larry's arms. "Honey, I am so glad you are home, you must be exhausted." She planted her lips on his and welcomed Larry's tongue and feel of his hands on her ass. "Mmmmmm, it's been too long." She moaned as she ground against his hard on. "I was going to ask if you needed anything to eat, coffee? But your thumb on my nipple makes me think you want something else. The kids are out, so we have the house to ourselves." Cheryl said as she slid down to her knees.
Larry groaned as he watched his wife pull his pants to the floor and drop his underwear knowing what was coming next. "Oh God, I missed that mouth of yours." He moaned as she bathed his balls and cock with her slithering tongue, "Shit, sometimes I think I deprived mankind marrying you and keeping this to myself. Aaaahhhh." He watched as she opened her mouth and began taking more and more down her throat. He reached down and pulled her breasts out of her tube top and renewed his memory of how they felt, the massive weight, the huge puffy areolae, the eraser size nipples, so sensitive. He recalled sucking on them and only them once and Cheryl came without any genital contact. "Yeeesssss, suck that cock, Baby, you are the fucking best cocksucker." He squeezed her breast and gently put his hand on her luxurious hair guided her bobbing head onto his cock and groaned every time his sensitive head hit the back of her throat, her lips mashed into his pubes.
He pulled her off, and pulled her to her feet, "Baby, I need to fuck that twat of yours." And led her into the living room. He stripped off her shorts and pushed her over the arm of the sofa and knelt down inhaling the rich scent of her arousal. He loved hearing her loudly pant and groan as he licked every part of her, outside and inside. Knowing she liked to wait on direct clitoral stimulation, he ignored her hard button and bathed everywhere else with his tongue, including her puckered asshole. Feeling she was ready, and being urged on by her humping, he drove the tip of his tongue against her clit and furiously attacked it with rapid flicking of his stiffened tongue.
"Jesus...oh God, yeeeessss...eeeesssssss...eesssssss" Cheryl gasped as she rammed her crotch back into his face as waves of pleasure shot through her. "Oh, Lance...my stud, you sure know how to kiss a girl hello when you get home. Perhaps I'm the one depriving women everywhere...Christ you're good, Yes, yes Lance, put you big dick in me, pound me, empty your balls in me, I'll bet they are really full...aaaahhhhhh yeeeessss." She moaned as her husband drove into her open twat with 2 weeks of pent up desire. "You just come inside me, don't worry about me. Come on Lance, splash your cream all over my womb."
Larry felt his balls begin to ache and looked at his wife's unbelievably firm ass, her puckered asshole and imagined the men in the videos using her...her holes, however they wanted. He thought about how hot it would be if Rick were to be right where he was, but as a teenager, he probably wouldn't last 20 seconds. As sweat formed on his forehead and chest, he imagined Rick and his friends taking turns, Cheryl opening up for them, letting them put her in whatever position they wanted...Tracy on his lap, on his cock, watching, his hands stroking those eighteen year-old perky tits, "Oh ffffffffffffffffuuuuuuccckk, ffffuuucckk...ffffuck me!" He groaned as he came hard inside her pounding into her tight hole as hard as he could.
Pulling out of her, he leaned forward and kissing Cheryl, said, "God I needed that, I spent every night in Hong Kong fantasizing about you and yet the reality is always so much better." He stood up and grabbed tissues and gave them to his spent looking wife. "Honey, I need to go take a shower, join me?"
After showering, Cheryl asked if he wanted anything to eat, but yawning, Larry waved his hand in a stopping motion. "Sorry babe, I don't think I can keep my eyes open any longer." He held her naked body against his and whispered in her ear, "No man in the world has anything better waiting at home for me. I have to be the luckiest guy in the world...and you can cook!" He finished grinning at her.



Cheryl slapped him gently feeling guilty about the last 24 hours, but decided to say nothing as she watched him climb into bed and fall asleep immediately. Grabbing her shorts and tube top, she picked up the latest Jack Reacher and went down to the pool to read.
Cheryl must have dozed off since it was a couple of hours later and she heard voices. Looking up, she saw Mark and Ryan standing there. "Hi boys. Rick went to the football game with Bryan. Did you come over to swim?"
"Hi Mrs. Matthews," Ryan said, "we forgot they were going. You look like you want to be alone, so we'll take off."
Sitting up, Cheryl said, "Nonsense, no one is using the pool, you might as well, but Larry got in a few hours ago on the red eye and he's sleeping." She said indicating the bedroom windows in the upper right of the back of the house, "So, don't make noise and I'm sure it's fine."
Cheryl went back to reading, ingoring the laughter and splashing but then saw the two dripping boys walk up to her. "What is it? You need something to eat, drink?" he asked.
"Actually, we want you to join us, come on in. The water feels great." Mark said.
"I don't have my suit on, but..." Looking at the boys' crotches and realizing what they hoped, "I could go in the bathhouse and put one on..." Seeing the expected flash of disappointment, she continued, "No, I'm not stripping down, Larry is right up there and if he wakes up..." She stood up and went into the bathhouse.
Ryan elbowed Mark and whispered, "Just be cool, she'll be naked in no time." They watched her ass as she strode to the door. Adjusting his hardening cock, he turned and dove into the pool.
'Too bad the purple bikini is upstairs, but this one seems pretty nice.' She thought holding up her red two piece. She stripped down and put on the suit. Looking in the mirror she realized this one wasn't much smaller than the purple one as her breasts leaked out around the top and the back of the bottom was no more than a 4" strip. 'Easy now, Larry is 50 yards away with full view of the pool area, though we do have the chaise lounges by the back of the pool behind the bathhouse...Fuck! Stop thinking like that, it is one thing to cheat on Larry when he's out of town, but this is ridiculous.' She thought as she opened the door.
Ryan and Mark sucked in air seeing their jack-off fantasy jiggle towards the pool. Her ass was fully exposed and her large mounds bounced and fought to stay confined by the flimsy material. Ryan whispered to Mark, "Holy fuck, she looks so fucking hot. How does Rick contain himself? If this were my mom, I'd be doing that every day."
"Yeah, I'd never jerk off again, I'd just go find mom." Mark whispered back.
"You boys plotting something? I feel like I'm on the catwalk and being ogled by a bunch of perverts...not that there's anything wrong with a good pervert." Cheryl laughed looking at the wide-eyed boys as she walked to the diving board.
Diving in she swam underwater to the shallow end and seeing their legs continued until she felt them with her hands. Arching her back she slid up one of the boy's legs, crotch, chest and surfaced pressing herself against him. "Mark! I was wondering who was whom."
"Crap, that felt good, Mrs. Matthews. Do that again." Mark sighed.
"You probably should call me Cheryl...I mean, it does seem a bit formal seeing as how I've had you boys inside me." She grinned and dove underwater and repeated the contact, but this time against Ryan. Feeling a definite boner, she turned and thrust her ass out of the water and swam around and crawled up Mark's legs and felt his hard cock against her face. She opened her mouth and nibbled on the head before coming up and planting a kiss on the young boy. Turning around again and holding her ass out of the water a bit longer she did the same thing with Ryan, loving how hard and stiff the boys were. Kissing Ryan, she felt his hands one her ass pulling her against that rigid rod.
Giggling, she spun out of his arms and dove under again and crawling up Mark's legs was rewarded by his exposed cock in her face. She immediately started sucking on it, cupping his balls. She didn't stop them when she felt their hands untying and pulling off her bikini. She focused on sucking the warm fleshy rod as long as she could hold her breath. Pulling off and coming up for air she gasped, "Aren't you two presumptuous? My husband is right up there and what exactly is it you expect?" She giggled while stroking both cocks under the water. Without waiting for an answer she leaned back and swam exposing her tits and kicked her legs out wide before diving under and returned to the legs on the left. She swam up and grabbed Ryan's now freed dick and took it into her mouth. She heard him groan, muffled by the water and attacked his meat with her mouth and tongue and sucked him all the way into her throat. She lifted her hips when Mark came up behind and grabbed her ass. She pulled off Ryan's hard cock and gasping said, "It might be better if you sat on the edge of the pool, nodding behind him. Ryan waded over and sat on the edge with his boner pointing at the sky. Cheryl followed and leaning over, drove her face down on the beautiful, throbbing piece of meat and pressed her face into his stomach. "Mmmmmmmm" She moaned as Mark drove his cock into her cunt and with his hands grabbing her ass, began pounding her.
"God I love this cunt," Mark groaned looking down at Cheryl's perfect ass with the tale-tell butterfly, "You really have to try it, Ryan." How was her ass last night?"
"Oh God, so fucking tight. I've never felt such a vice-like grip on my dick. After cumming my balls ached for hours afterwards." Ryan sighed, "But I cannot believe how great her throat feels, ooohhhh, yessss, she...aaaaa...she clenched her throat and, Oh God! Christ, you need to feel this." Ryan said as he humped into Cheryl's mouth. "I looked up Amber Evans last night and found dozens on videos on line, but...ooohhhhhhh yesss," Ryan moaned as Cheryl drove her middle finger up his ass, "God you're good at this," Ryan groaned. "Anyhow, I found a site rating best porn stars of and our bitch here was rated number one for best blow-job queen of all time."
Cheryl listened to the boys discuss her body as if she weren't even there. Were they aware how insulting it was to be discussed like a fuck doll, a piece of meat, how arousing it was, how her nipples ached hearing them? How she loved being called a bitch, but she didn't want Ryan to know that.
Ryan sputtered, "Oh, ok...I'm sorry, I shouldn't have called you a bitch, oh God, not three fingers...Aaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhh...aaaahhh...aaaahhhh, fuck" Ryan groaned as he shot his load down her gulping throat.
Mark pulled out of her tight cunt and pressed the head against her ass and when she pushed back, he reached around and jammed his fingers into the cunt and pulled her back against his cock. He let out a moan when he popped past her sphincter and slid into her rectum. Soon he was rewarded when Cheryl let out a low moan and with her pelvis grinding on Mark's fingers climaxed in a series of spasms. This pelvic action drove Mark over the edge and he too came in a rush, jetting his cum as deeply as he could with each stroke. "Oh God, Cheryl, you have to be the best fuck ever. Poor Rick has no idea what he's missing." He pulled out watching his sperm flow out her ass into the water.
Ryan jumped into the pool and dove under as he had gotten very hot exposed to the sun and Mark dove backwards onto his back and floated on top of the water looking exhausted. Cheryl admired his circumcised cock lying on his stomach and dove under herself.
Surfacing, she heard the back door open so she dove under and found her suit. She was able to get it on her and tied before running out of air and when she surfaced she saw Mark and Ryan had put their suits on and were running off the diving board and splashing into the water as if nothing had happened. Cheryl turned to see Larry in his suit walking down.
"Can I join you? I heard splashing and it sounded really appealing. Where's Rick?" Larry asked.
"He and Bryan went to the State game, no idea how they got tickets. Come on in, it feels great. I was trying to read, but these two forced me to get in with them. You know boys." Cheryl grinned. "Are you sure you got enough sleep?"
Larry felt a jolt go through his balls thinking about Cheryl and the boys, but just dove into the refreshingly cool water. "Sure, I could use more, but I haven't seen you in weeks."
After swimming around and splashing each other, Larry swam between his wife's lesg and stood up with her on his shoulders. Throwing her off with a laugh, he went and did it again, but this time said, "Sorry honey, I couldn't resist." He walked down to into the deep end and continued underwater to the far side before ducking out from between her legs and surfacing. "I didn't think I was going to make it," He gasped. "good thing you weigh the same as the day I met you, or I might have drowned." He grinned at her. Swimming back to the other side, he again got her on his shoulders and when they turned around, Ryan was on Mark's shoulders.
"Ready to eat water?" Ryan challenged, "Doesn't quite have the same ring as saying 'ready to eat dirt,' but anyhow, ready to get dumped?"
Mark waded over to Rick's parents and Ryan shoved Cheryl backwards and into the water.
Sputtering, Cheryl yelled, "I wasn't ready, Larry get me back up and let's show these little boys who's boss."
Larry got under her and standing up faced the two grinning boys. "Ok, you heard her, prepare to get dumped." He waded rapidly toward them and felt his wife lean forward and her pussy grind against his neck as Ryan and Cheryl pushed and pulled each other trying to unseat the other. Larry swept his leg out behind Mark's and saw the two boys fall backwards, Ryan holding a piece of bright red cloth.
Ryan jumped up with his trophy held high over his head, yelling, "I win, at least if this were flag football." He said grinning.
Larry looked up and saw his wife's under boobs and she was reaching for the top and making no effort to cover up. The two boys' eyes were glued to her flopping breasts. He threw his wife back into the water and demanded that Ryan give Cheryl back her top. Seeing the eager looks on the boys' faces made his cock swell and shaking his head, he grabbed the top and handed it to his wife. "Cheryl, you didn't even try to cover up, what's wrong with you?" He demanded.
"Oh relax, I'm sure these boys have seen a woman's boobs before and it won't be their last." She spat back. She threw the top over to the side of the pool and swam back over to her husband, hugging him whispered, "I see your woody, don't tell me this isn't fun for you too." She flattened her breasts against him and ground her pussy against his growing erection and kissed him." Pulling away, "Ok boys, we'll show you how to play this game without someone," Eying Ryan, "cheating by pulling off my top. Come on Larry, get under me."
This time Mark got on top of Ryan's shoulders and wading in his hands reached out and grabbed Cheryl's breasts, shoulders, stomach with Cheryl fought back by pushing and slapping at his persistent grabbing.
Larry was getting hotter and hotter seeing Mark grab his wife's tits and knew that the grinding of her crotch against his neck was more that incidental writhing. Finally, seeing Cheryl had both Mark's wrists, Larry waded backwards quickly bringing Mark flying forward splashing face down in the water.
Cheryl let out a victory scream with her arms over her head, her huge breasts flopping as she waved her arms around. With one more victory scream she flopped back off Larry's shoulders into the pool. "We sure showed those young boys who's boss," Cheryl said surfacing and hugging her husband, "I'm thinking you should take me upstairs for a victory celebration." She said loudly. "Or, are you not in any shape to get out of the pool?" She whispered into his ear while reaching down and gripping his hard rod.
Larry thought about turning around and pulling the strings holding Cheryl's bottoms, inviting the two young boys over and watch as she got attacked by their hard, adolescent cocks, filling her with their cum, but shaking his head he couldn't do that to her. Pulling away he dove under and swam the length of the pool, touched the wall and came back feeling like he was going have to inhale a lungful of water, but forced himself to go farther. Finally, when he reached the other end, he came up with a huge gasp and was relieved knowing he could safely get out.
Mark climbed out of the pool, "Thanks for letting us swim Mrs. Matthews, it was fun, and let me speak for Ryan, you really shouldn't be hiding those." He said staring directly at Cheryl's tits floating on the surface. "Thanks Mr. Matthews, we'll see you later."
Ryan waved as he and Mark walked out through the gate and headed home.
Cheryl reached down, pulled off her bottoms and swam over to her husband, still panting at the edge of the pool. "You loved that, didn't you, you were going to offer your wife's pussy to them, weren't you? You wondered whether I'd slap you or lie on my back with my legs spread welcoming those young cocks, didn't you?" She said as she slid off his shorts and stroked his now fully erect cock. Wrapping her legs around his waist, she lowered herself onto his rigid penis and welcomed him into her wet hole. Bouncing up and down she whispered in his ear, "Your hands are on my ass, you know how those boys were looking at like it was theirs for the taking, my nipples, hard and sticking out, ready for their lips, tongues...my tight pussy milking their stiff cocks, sliding up and down, urging them to saturate my womb with their fertile sperm." Feeling Larry drive into her harder and push a finger in her ass, she continued, "Yes, that is exactly what you wanted to see, Mark fucking my pussy and Ryan working his cock deep into my ass, you regret not telling them to stay? You want me to stop and get my cell over there and have them come back?" Cheryl softly said into his ear as her tongue periodically flicked his ear lobe and rimmed his ear.
Larry groaned, thinking how easy it would be for him to say yes, but he knew that she was just teasing and would never go along with it. He wanted to watch her with those boys, watch them attack her tits with their hands and mouths, seeing how they couldn't take their eyes off her. He would have loved to have this memory while jerking off in Hong Kong, or Sidney or any of the other far away cities keeping him from her. "No, honey, I couldn't do that to you, but you may have been pissed at me if I let them fuck you, but you would have loved it. I'll bet you would have cum over and over feeling both their cocks pounding you...pounding your ass and tight cunt." He slid his finger in and out of her anus as he told her this and held her writhing ass as she moaned and came hard against him, wrenching her pelvis so hard he thought his cock was going to break off.
When Cheryl's orgasm subsided, she slid off Larry's cock and turned around offering him her ass, "You'd better be as good a Ryan when you fuck my ass, you up to that?" She purred as she felt his large head pop into her.
Larry reached around and grabbing her breasts started driving into her with a steady rhythm and felt his wife's hand reach under and start stroking his balls. "This good enough for you, or should I call them back? Do you want all three of us to dump out loads in you?" Larry came almost instantly thinking about those two, and many other of Rick's friends using his wife's holes. "Oh God, your ass is so fucking tight, oooohhhhh." He groaned as he collapsed onto her back.
As Larry's penis slid out of her ass, Cheryl nudged her husband, "You might get your wish. I'm sure the game is over and Bryan and Rick should be back soon." She said quietly. "I'm pretty sure I wouldn't be pissed," She said with a grin, "Bryan is hot and looks pretty well hung."
Larry got off her back and slapping her ass, said "Do you miss your porn days with easy access to all those cocks? I hadn't thought how being married has limited your abilities to express yourself sexually. I know you love me..."
"I do love you and there is part of me that loved the variety, the sex, the attention and the multiple dicks inside me at the same time, but I love you and the kids even more, so I could never go back to that, though seeing those two boys...I don't know." She sighed.
"Perhaps we should find out, but I do need to clean up inside. Should I start the grill?" Larry asked as he pulled on his shorts and climbed out.
Cheryl fished around for her bathing suit and climbed out carrying them to the bathhouse where she dried off and put her shorts and top back on.
Cheryl was in the kitchen feeling refreshed from her shower, how many had that been in the last 24 hours? With a jolt realized she lost count. Shaking her head, she also realized she had no idea how many times she had a man cum inside her...10 times in the last 24 hours? Even when she was doing porn, she always knew how many times she had been penetrated. 'Crap, I cannot be that big a slut, but I guess I am.' She thought sadly. She turned when she heard her son and Bryan come in.
"Hey honey, how was the game?" She said cheerfully. "Hey Bryan, we are grilling steaks, are you staying for dinner?"
"We won, I mean, State won." Rick said, "It was a total blowout and fun! Bryan, you want to call your mom and ask her if you can stay?" Turning to his mom as Bryan went to call home, "Where's dad? I haven't seen him, is he out back?"
"Hey dad. Welcome home. I can't believe you're awake after, what was that, an 18 hour flight?" Rick said shaking his dad's hand. "Steaks? Sounds great, I'm starving. By the way, you have an extra one, Bryan is probably staying."
"I assumed that, so yes, I have plenty." Larry replied, "I got a few hours sleep but I feel great after an invigorating swim." He continued deciding not to mention his friends ogling his mother's breasts. "How's school going?"
"School's ok, I cannot wait to graduate. Man, the time drags. Hey Bryan, what did your mom say?" Rick asked when he saw Bryan come outside.
"She said ok. How are you doing, Mr. Matthews? Glad to be home?"
"Really good to be home. I hate being away from the kids and Cheryl, but you gotta do what you gotta do." Larry said sadly. "Tough to leave the wife alone, but at least this year she has Rick, Tracy and their friends. I'm worried how lonely she'll be when Rick and Tracy are at college next year."
Rick thought about that. "I will make a point of getting home weekends at least, I will only be an hour away. Tracy will be just 3 hours away so I think we can keep mom company."
Bryan added, "I'm sure Mark, Ryan and I can drop in on her from time to time when we are back in town. She's been good to us and we feel really at home here." He said without any sign of innuendo.
"Thanks Bryan, I appreciate it. It's a huge house and I cannot imagine how lonely it will get for her, some company would be great." Larry said while turning to the grill to hide the surge in his shorts thinking what that might entail.
After dinner, Larry got up and said he was going to watch the latest movie on HBO - the one with Tom Cruise and Tracy and Rick both said they'd not seen it.
Rick said, "Bryan, let's go and watch this, perhaps dad will let us have a beer."
"No, I've seen it, it's really good, but I'll help your mom with the dishes." He said standing and carrying plates into the kitchen.
"Seriously? You'll make some man a great wife someday." Rick jeered.
Tracy slapped him, "I think it's hot. Bryan, you'll find women love that sort of stuff. But, I'm going to watch the movie, so have fun and don't get your skirt wet." She said chuckling.



After they left, Cheryl told Bryan, "Get out of here, I've got this. Even a movie you've seen is better than doing dishes."
"Depends on the company, I suppose." Bryan grinned, "I'll wash, you dry."
Bryan and Cheryl made short work of all the dishes and as Cheryl was putting away the last plate, Bryan came up behind her and slid his hands around her and cupped her breasts suspended in her tight tube top.
"Hey, stop that." She said without conviction, "My son, daughter and husband are right beneath our feet." She gently pulled his hands off her breasts.
"You said any time...remember, you said I can do you anytime." Bryan breathed in her ear pressing against her ass and moving his hands under the top.
"I said you could stick your dick in my mouth anytime, and I expected you not to take advantage of that when my husband is here." She said softly while leaning back against him savoring the electricity flowing from her nipples.
"Semantics. I assumed you meant I could stick my dick in you anytime and since last night, all I've thought of is how great Mark said your pussy felt and how Ryan said his cock was gripped by your tight asshole." He pulled her top up and off her heavy tits, gently bounced them in his hands marveling at the weight, then gently pinched and pulled on her hardened nipples. "I want you to tell me where you want my hard cock." Listening to the hot woman in his hands groan, he repeated while pinching her nipples harder. "Tell me, where do you want my cock? Your tight, wet cunt? Your sweet little asshole? Where?"
"Aaaah, stop, stop pinching so hard, my cunt, I want you to put that thing of yours in my cunt." Cheryl pushed her ass into him harder saying this. She reached back and pulled her shorts off and bent over the island with her legs spread apart.
Bryan grinned and releasing her giant tits, yanked his pants down and grabbing his throbbing cock, lined it up with her red, swollen lips and drove it in feeling waves of pleasure go through his midsection as his cock stretched her cunt lips.
"Ohhhh yesss, yesss." She hissed as he started thrusting into her rapidly. She grabbed his hands and pulled them up to her raw-feeling nipples, her bouncing breasts and felt him rub, pull, tweak the ultra-sensitive soft flesh while pushing her hips back into his cock and the heavy slapping balls. Those huge balls kept banging on her clit, sending jolts of pleasure through her, slap, slap, slap...the steady rhythm continued as Bryan lasted far longer than he did last night. She put her head down and thrust her pubis back to increase contact. She wondered how many times a woman could come in a 24 hour period feeling the ache in her groin swell up and explode throughout her body. "Shhhhhiiiiiitttttt, harder, harder, pound me harderrrrrr." She hissed wanting those balls to slap her clit harder and harder. "Ohhhhh...yessss." She moaned as she rode the waves of agonizing pleasure rip through her before coming down and feeling tingling throughout her body. "Fill me with your cum, you know you want to." She panted thrusting back against his driving hips.
Bryan loved controlling the former porn star and focused on the butterfly wondering how many men had been right where he is now, and even though she could be acting, her aroused nipples, her pussy contracting around his cock told him this was no act. He responded to her gyrating hips by slowing down and pulling almost all the way out and slamming hard into her, over and over. He loved seeing her tits bounce, her flesh ripple across her ass with every impact. His best friend's mother giving herself totally to him. The thought that she would be alone and needing company next year made his balls throb thinking how many opportunities he'd have to fuck her tight cunt, her pussy, to bury his cock deep down her throat. "Oh shit, I'm going to cum, ahh..ahh.aaaaahhhhhhh." He pushed hard one last time and felt his knees turn to jelly as he flooded her womb with his cum. After his last spasm, he pulled out with a string of cum dripping off his cock and staggered back against the sink.
Cheryl spun around and scooped the goo into her mouth and engulfed his dick, milking the remaining cum from him with her tongue and sucking mouth. Pulling off his still throbbing penis she grinned at him, "You know me, I want my cock and eat it too." She giggled. She stood up and kissed him then whispered, "Thanks." In his ear before grabbing her top and shorts and pulling them on. "I need to get back to my book, seems that every time something exciting happens in it I get interrupted, so, if you'll excuse me..." She turned and left the boy panting against the sink.
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Cheryl rode the elevator up to her office packed in wondering who needed that much cologne and after taking shallow breaths she finally was able to breathe getting off on her floor. She was anxious to get back to work after Amber awoke after 22 years hibernating, she desperately needed to be Cheryl Matthews again. She went to her desk and started going through emails that arrived over the weekend savoring the normalcy.
She was engrossed in typing a response when she felt someone behind her, "Neil, hey, how was your weekend?" She stopped, thinking, 'Oh crap! Neil! I cannot believe I forgot about Friday...on this desk. Oh fuck I can't look him in the face.' She turned back to the screen knowing she was beet red.
"It was good, I just wanted to make sure you are ok." He said with his hand on her right shoulder, "I mean, how's your shoulder? Better?"
Cheryl turned to him, "Thanks, yes. In fact, I forgot all about hurting it until now. You have great hands. I am so embarrassed for letting myself go, I...I really have no excuse." Cheryl stammered
"It doesn't matter. As a masseuse I've seen many women let themselves enjoy the moment, you definitely are not the first, but I shouldn't say this, you're the most beautiful woman I've ever touched. But I totally understand if you never want me to touch you again, I did take advantage of your obvious vulnerability." Neil said quietly. "By the way, I talked to the janitor."
"What did he say, I mean, is he going to tell anyone?" Cheryl blurted out. "This could ruin my job here."
"Relax, he's not going to say a word. I need to talk to you though, so when you have some time and we can go somewhere private..." Neil said softly as their co-workers trickled in.
"Um, I don't know where we could...you up for lunch? I feel I owe you." Cheryl asked.
"Sure, that small Italian place off Walnut?" He replied.
After he left, Cheryl sat there wondering what deal Neil made with the janitor and why he wanted her alone. She felt herself getting wet thinking and shook her head violently getting her focus back on the response she was typing up, but regardless she couldn't think of anything but how her pussy throbbed.
They climbed into Neil's SUV and headed out of the parking garage and turned onto the street. Cheryl turned in her seat looking around the huge vehicle. "What do you need something this big for? It's not like you're a soccer mom. Don't tell me you volunteer as a little league coach."
Neil laughed, "Not a chance, never been a fan of kids. Like herding cats. No, I need the space since I have two massage tables I bring to the retirement homes and the rear seats come right out."
Cheryl looked in the back, "Christ, if my son had this for his dates..."
Neil laughed, "I'm sure he'd remember to put the seats back in, but you sure would have a popular son."
"So, tell me, what deal did you make with the janitor to keep him quiet?" Cheryl said, changing the subject.
"I'll tell you in the restaurant, we're here." He said slipping into an end spot around the back where there was shade. "I hope you don't mind walking a bit, this sucker holds the heat if I park in the sun."
After finishing their meal, Cheryl put down her glass, "So? The suspense is killing me. Do I have to have his baby?"
"I told you, he has no demands at all, just hear me out." Neil said firmly. "His name is Chuck. I feel he is a man of his word since he served in Viet Nam, special forces and when he told me he wouldn't tell anyone, I believe him. I asked him if there was anything I could do for him since, well, he looked a bit down on his luck. He replied, thanks, but there's nothing I could do. I did suggest he share a drink with me and he replied that he shouldn't drink on the job. Cheryl, this guy is a total straight arrow."
"Ok, but I'm not sure why this couldn't have been related at work." Cheryl said.
"Ok, I told him I'm having one anyhow and he sat with me. I got him to talk about his life, though he really didn't say much about Nam. He used to be a contractor, but his wife was having an affair with his foreman. Man, what an idiot that foreman must be. Fucking an ex special forces guy? Anyhow, he fired the foreman and his wife filed for divorce claiming negligence since he was working 14 hour days. What made me really pissed was, his wife and the foreman now own the contracting company he built up and they are getting married. Cheryl, you wouldn't believe how philosophically he is taking it."
"Shit, that really does suck, now I wish I could do something for him." Cheryl said.
"You can. His ex is having an engagement dinner with her friends at the Hyatt, with his money, by the way. I suggested he take you there as his date. It's this Wednesday, by the way." Neil finished.
"What? What does 'date' entail? I sleep with him?" Cheryl sputtered.
"Hell no, arm candy. You, lady are a prime piece of arm candy and if you throw yourself into the role, you could make that bitch squirm seeing her ex with you. I have no doubt you would be the hottest babe there, and if you show your assets to their max, "He said pointedly looking at Cheryl's breasts, "her fiancé might get slapped and she might see that Chuck is not suffering."
Cheryl felt her nipples pucker and immediately poke though her blouse, "I suppose I could do that, but I'm not sleeping with him. It depends on when it is and if Larry approves. Even though this is just dinner, I'm not going out on a date with another man unless he is fine with it. Is that it, anything more? Ok, I can live with this." She said when Neil shook his head.
After paying the check, they headed out to the Neil's SUV. Cheryl turned to him and said, "You know, I dreaded what demands you and Chuck might have since I was pretty exposed there. Thanks. By the way, I cannot see how Chuck is going to be able to afford the dinner, I suppose I should pick up the check?"
"All taken care of, I not only made reservations in plain view of their table, but they have my credit card number, so don't worry about it. I got this." Neil said grinning.
"Shit!" Cheryl said, "Now I really wish I'd let you do me. You are too good to be true."
"You let me know if you ever have marital issues and I'll be there for you, but for now we always have your desk...not quite Paris, but..." Neil laughed.
"Fuck, yes. I think it sounds like a great idea." Larry said hearing the plan to make Chuck's ex jealous. "We men have to watch each others' backs. What are you planning on wearing? Something really slutty, I hope." He said grinning.
"Larry, I'm not going as a hooker, just his date, or as Neil put it, arm candy. I'll wear the blue cocktail dress." She replied.
"Not a chance, we're going shopping. We need the equivalent of the purple bikini in an evening dress." Larry said enthusiastically.
"You realize you can't wear a bra nor panties with this." The young girl said handing Cheryl a weightless piece of fabric draped on a hanger, but I guarantee your man will do anything for you to get it off of you." She said with a wink.
Groaning and losing patience with the entire shopping experience she turned and went into the dressing room. She took off the bra and left her thong on and dropped the silky material over her body realizing with a jolt that the rippling soft fabric was driving her nipples wild. She looked in the mirror and saw that it was not possible for it to be any more low cut and in fact the vee cut allowed anyone to actually see her underboobs from the side. She turned and saw that the material started right at the crack of her ass and now knew why she would be able to wear her thong.
"Honey, get out here, let me see." Larry called through the door.
She pulled off her panties and opened the door a crack and peered out. "Is anyone else around?" She asked. Seeing Larry look around and shake his head she opened the door and walked out feeling like she was again naked on the set. "There's nothing to this, I can't wear this in public." She whispered.
Larry's eyes were huge and his mouth hung open. "Baby, we're getting this. I don't care if you wear it out on your date, but we're definitely getting this. You look fucking hot!"
The sales girl came over, "That dress was made for you, so many young girls like you try to wear this, but don't have the breasts to really give it shape, turn around, let me see your...Yes. Perfect. It needs no tailoring at all." Turning around she yelled across the store, "Mary, get over here and check this out."
Cheryl looked in the mirror and realized that as she moved, everything stayed covered. She had been afraid that if she were to sit, or turn suddenly, or just walk, something might bounce out, but the dress clung to her as if it were her skin. Fuck! It might as well be her skin seeing her puffy areolae pushing out the flimsy material.
"Oh my God, Kira, where did you find this girl? We've sold a handful of these regretting every one since they all looked like they were trying too hard. Turn around Honey and let me see...ok, walk over to the coats and come back. Hang on, Kira, go get those Jimmy Choos, in...7. The black ones. Hang on, we're going to see how this moves with you in heels." Mary said rapidly.
"Sir is this your wife? I'm asking because between you and me, if she's wearing this...it won't be on her long, make sure you stay with her." Mary said quietly to Larry.
"It's ok, I don't plan on leaving her alone in this." Larry whispered back.
Kira brought over the shoes and slipped them on Cheryl's feet admiring her beautiful legs. Looking up at Cheryl, she whispered, "If you ever need a personal fitting...let me give you my card."
Cheryl thanked her with a smile and became aware that Mary again was giving orders, "Ok, walk over there again, good, alright, I think this is going to be a huge success. Girl, there are going to be men all over trying to hide their endorsement of you in this dress, if you catch my drift."
When they got home, Larry dragged Cheryl upstairs and closing the bedroom door went over and flopped on the bed. Go into the bathroom and put that on. I want a fashion show."
"I have to fix dinner, the kids will be home soon and we don't have time for this. Plus, I am not ruining this dress tonight, I plan on letting Chuck rip it off me, so you will have to get me another." She said grinning. "Wow, you really are getting excited about this, aren't you?" Cheryl said looking at the tent in her husband's pants. "You really are getting into this. Should I pack condoms?"
Groaning Larry sat up, "No, you never like men to use them, ok, I'll take advantage of you when you get home from your date. I'll meet you downstairs." He told her.
When Cheryl was leaving she turned and asked, "Should I bring you a DVD of Amber?" Giggling she headed downstairs to get dinner ready.
Wednesday evening, Larry answered the door seeing a buff, approximately 60 year old man at the door. "I assume you are Chuck, come in, Cheryl will be down in a minute. I'm Larry and these are two of our kids, Rick and Tracy." Indicating the gawking twins by the kitchen door.
Chuck stepped in cautiously, "I really appreciate you letting me borrow your wife, Larry. I suppose I should just let it go, but Neil at work thought it would be a great idea. I seriously have doubts it will make any difference, but..."
"Hey, what's the harm in trying anyhow. You get a nice dinner and a beautiful woman as company, so just enjoy yourself." Larry said.
"I want you to know that she is safe with me, this is purely to make my ex jealous, and I'm not going to try anything." Chuck said quietly, "But your wife sure is a knockout."
Larry slapped Chuck on the shoulder, "Look, I want you two to have fun, please forget she's married and relax. You'll never pull this off if you look platonic, so I expect you to act like lovers, otherwise, who's going to believe it. Ah, Cheryl. Damn! Maybe we should kick Chuck out and you should stay home." Larry said turning to see Cheryl glide down the stairs, her unfettered breasts bouncing and her clearly defined nipples poking through.
"I really should have a jacket or something over this." Cheryl groaned. "I feel totally naked."
Larry laughed, "You could wear a coat, but you'll have to take it off sometime, so relax and get used to being ogled. Oh good, you took off the wedding ring."
Chuck walked to the bottom of the stairs and held out his hand. Cheryl looked him over and was impressed. Chuck had a well-tailored navy blue suit, starched white shirt and black Johnston and Murphys.
"Oh my God, Mother. Can I borrow that?" Tracy blurted out. "Next month is the prom and I would be asked to dance by every guy in school wearing that."
"Sorry dear, we are a little too young to be grandparents yet." Larry said. "Ok, remember what I told you Cheryl, tonight you're not married, you are Chuck's date and I don't want you to just put on an act. Be his date. Now go and have fun."
Chuck held the door for Cheryl fighting a throbbing in his pants as he watched her ass wiggle beneath the thin dress. As he was closing the door he heard Rick yell, "Don't forget protection."
"Ok, so you met my weird family, I should have warned you." Cheryl chuckled. "I think the eighteen year old mind deals with sex and, perhaps sex with a sidetracked thought about sex."
Chuck opened the door to his BMW Z3 causing Cheryl to groan. "Sorry, I guess I didn't think about the logistics of a woman in a short dress." He looked over at the houses across the way as Cheryl attempted to slid into the seat without flashing her beaver.
Cheryl laughed when Chuck got into the car.
"What's funny?" He asked
"You. You made a point of looking away in case I flashed my pussy getting in. You've already seen it...me." She said.
"I'm sorry, I really didn't look. I mean I came into the office and saw you on the desk, but..." Chuck stammered.
Cheryl turned to him. "Chuck, I know you looked, I know you memorized every inch of me, I know this because you're a man. And do you really think it makes me feel better to display myself and have you say you didn't want to look? I was lying on my back with my legs spread towards the door which is what? 15 feet from the desk? So it was not like you had to squint or anything. I really don't care that you saw me naked, in fact if we are going to pull this operation off, we have to act like we've been lovers, don't you think?"
Chuck was totally flushed and unprepared to discuss Cheryl's body and mumbled something and again reached to start the car.
"I'm sorry, I'm embarrassing you, aren't I? Look at me, I'm not dressed for Larry, or the waiter, I'm dressed like this for you. And I just have one question. Am I shaved or not?" She looked at Chuck.
"What? I'm sorry, what did you say?"
"You've had special forces training, you're trained to observe. Tell me, or I don't think this is going to work." Cheryl said.
Chuck finally turned to face her, "Shaved labia with a nicely trimmed dark patch above with a small birthmark on the right side, very nice pronounced clit, tight camel toe lips, your nipples are large and puffy, dark-reddish, you have no visible body fat, your ass is perfectly round and taut...a bubble butt I'd say, with a tattoo of a butterfly on your lower back, I'm thinking Eastern Swallowtail, your abs are well defined, your legs are unbelievably long and shapely, and I'm guessing 100 pounds, 5'5", 36 - 22 - 34. Can we go now?" Chuck replied staring at Cheryl before turning back and starting the Z3.
"Crap, I'll bet Larry couldn't describe me better, or any of that, you really like my ass?" Cheryl giggled.
"You have no idea, Cheryl. I've had that in my head for the last week, and I'm in no hurry to lose that image." He said grinning.
They were led to a table in the back corner, designed for lovers in that it was fairly secluded from the rest of the room and when the Maître d pulled the table out for them, they had a full view of pretty much every table. They saw the table at which Lisa was going to use for her engagement party and counted 14 places.
Cheryl turned to face Chuck showing a lot of thigh, "Tell me about Lisa, what does she look like, how long were you married. Did you have any kids?"
Chuck filled Cheryl in on their history, from meeting while he was in SF training to when she walked out 9 months ago...no kids, never had time. He finished with a long sigh as if he couldn't quite rid himself of a burden and expected it to continue to gnaw at his insides.
Cheryl put her hand on his, "Look, I know this is hard, but before they arrive you have to sell the fact you are over the bitch, look at me. No, look at me." She said indicating her barely covered assets. "You've been fucking this for the last, what? 3 months? You can't even remember what Lisa looks like, all you can see is what you have now and life couldn't be better. My tight pussy has driven all thoughts of what her sloppy twat felt like, and my willingness to take you anywhere, anytime and in any hole makes you sometimes forget her name."
Chuck looked uncomfortable and squirmed in his seat. Cheryl slid over then pulled his hand on her upper thigh, leaned in and whispered while gently flicking her tongue around his ear. "Are you telling me you wouldn't be all over me if I were your real date, dressed like this? I am your real date, I'm not married, I'm with you because you're a real man with a hard cock and you know how I like my pussy used. You've been sitting 2 feet from me as if I have leprosy, and if Lisa sees that, she'll think I'm your sister or something." She turned his head and kissed him as the waiter came up and cleared his throat.
"Sorry, I can come back." He said looking down at the copious amount of flesh exposed on Cheryl's chest and her puffy nipples stretching the thin fabric.
"No, that's fine, we're sorry. Sometimes we forget where we are." Cheryl said innocently looking at his name tag, "Honey perhaps Tony can get us some wine?"
Chuck patted Cheryl's thigh and picked up the wine list and scanning it for a minute ordered a French cab before turning to Cheryl, "Honey, remember you can't drink too much. Remember last time? I'd prefer not to get kicked out before dessert, and we never did find your dress." He said grinning at her.
After he left, Cheryl punched him, "I think you've got the hang of it, but did you see Tony adjust himself before he left. Let's make his life miserable, hey! Isn't that your wife?" Cheryl said while snuggling against her date.
Chuck groaned seeing his ex-wife and her 20 year junior boyfriend Ron stride in and take seats facing their table. He avoided looking over there and pulled Cheryl's face to his and kissed her. He was startled when she drove her tongue into his mouth and pressed her chest against him. Breaking the kiss, he stroked her hair and when she leaned away offering her neck he kissed her tenderly down to her exposed shoulders, surreptitiously seeing Lisa staring with her jaw dropped. He continued down, nibbling Cheryl's collarbone eliciting an audible sigh from the goddess in his arms. Out of the corner of his eyes he saw Lisa elbow Ron, her fiancé and jerk her head in their direction. Pulling his head up, he looked Cheryl in the eyes, "Man, Larry is one lucky guy. You are so damn sexy, but as much as I want to, we'd better stop. Also, thanks for turning me so I could check Lisa out, she looks pissed."
"This is really hot," Cheryl moaned, "I've never been so close to letting a man take me in public as I am now. I'm not going to look at her, and I don't think you want her to know you see her. Do you have any problem focusing on me?" Cheryl purred pulling the top away from her left breast. "And by the way, that's not Lisa over there, that's 'the cunt.' So for the rest of the evening, just say 'the cunt looks pissed.' Or, 'the cunt isn't eating.' Or, tell the waiter you'd like to buy 'the cunt' a Shirley Temple. Ok?"



"That works for me," Chuck said, "pretty much how I've referred to her for the last 9 months. You really don't hold back, do you? I'll bet you keep your husband busy." He chuckled.
"Except Larry keeps me busy. That man hasn't slowed down in 20 years. Tell me, when was the last time you had sex? I really hope it's been since your divorce. Sorry, if this is too personal." Cheryl laughed.
"Yeah, let's not get personal," Chuck said feeling Cheryl open her legs as he continued to stroke her thigh. As his fingers came up to her moist pussy, he continued, "I know how shy you are. But right now is the first time I've touched a pussy in over 10 months."
"Oh crap," Cheryl moaned, "you make it really hard on a girl to say no, don't you? Thank god our wine is coming...no, leave your hand there," She said grabbing his wrist, "I think Tony enjoys this."
As Tony poured the wine, Cheryl watched his eyes flick back and forth from the glass to Chuck's stroking hand to Cheryl's massive, partially exposed chest. They ordered their meals and leaned into each other laughing as they observed Tony's discomfort and how he kept the towel draped over his arm in front of his crotch.
"Do you think we'd get a comp dessert if I blew him?" Cheryl asked.
"Actually, I'm pretty sure he'll be offering us one later as it is." Chuck laughed. "You know, I cannot remember ever having this much fun. I know you're married and this is all for show, but for the first time in months I feel free from that cunt. Thank you." He said kissing her.
"I'm thinking we should stalk them and show up wherever they go. What do you think of that?" Cheryl giggled.
Assiduously ignoring the table with Lisa they sat touching, feeding each other, kissing and looking for all to see like lovers frustrated they had to keep their clothes on. After the plates were removed, Tony came up and held out a dessert menu.
"Complements of the house for being such a wonderful pair...whatever you desire..."
Grinning, Chuck said "I told you so, the blow job would have gotten us the entire meal, but too late for that. Next time perhaps you could work that out beforehand?"
Laughing, Cheryl replied, "I was wondering how the cunt could afford this and I think you pretty much answered that."
Check burst out laughing, "Oh god I'd love to see that, I'll bet if she had thought of that she would have been all over the entire staff...so to speak."
"Hang on, I need to go powder my nose." Cheryl said sweetly. She carefully slid out of the booth knowing everyone in the restaurant would know she shaved. As she came out of the woman's room, she ran in to Ron who was studying a piece of art on the wall in the hallway.
"Oh, I'm sorry, do I know you? You look really familiar." Ron said, his eyes focused down her dress. "If you ever want to get a drink..." He slipped his card under her dress and onto her right breast, his fingers lingering there before pulling them back.
Cheryl smiled at him and left him standing there watching her ass. She walked over to the Maître d's station to grab a couple of mints and as she walked by Lisa's seat she let Ron's card fall out of her dress onto the floor at her feet and was pleased to see the cunt reach down to see what it was she dropped.
Chuck stood up and helped her get back into the seat and asked what it was she dropped. He couldn't believe that on his engagement party he was hitting on another woman. "That was brilliant, how did you time it so it fell out at her feet?" Chuck asked grinning.
"Actually I was trying to drop it when I passed her the first time, but it got caught on my pubic hair and I had to seriously wiggle to shake it free on my way back." Cheryl giggled
Cheryl's phone chirped and as she reached into her handbag she sighed, "I wonder who that is. I get pages sometimes from work. Sorry, I should have turned this off." Reading the text she shook her head. "No way. Seriously?" She tapped in a response and shaking her head after reading the answer turned to Chuck with a sly grin as if she had a secret. Seeing him look questioningly at her, she held up her hand and looked around.
The Maître d walked up with what looked like the check on a tray and set it on the table. "Your brother asked me to bring this over." Cheryl tipped him and without looking handed the small tray to Chuck.
"What is this? Is this a room key?" Chuck sputtered. "Where did this come from?"
Cheryl held up her phone showing the text from her husband.
Room 305. Enjoy. See you in the morning. I told them to bring you the key.
Love, your brother Larry.
"Is this a joke?" Chuck asked, "Why would he do that?"
"I've suspected for a long time he's wanted me to have sex with another man, I'll bet he's hard as a rock right now thinking about it, and you can be sure he'll be rewarded, I mean REALLY rewarded when I get home. Look, I told you, he told you, I'm not married tonight. I'm yours, unless you don't want me." Cheryl said sulkily. "Plus, I'm thinking I can blow the staff in the morning for breakfast."
Chuck laughed. "I think I just won the lottery, but the Hyatt has free breakfasts already."
"I didn't say to get free breakfast," Cheryl laughed. "You have to admit this wouldn't be nearly as fun if I weren't such a slut."
"I like sluts. What guy doesn't like a slut?" Chuck replied.
After finishing their desserts, they left arm in arm without looking over at the table containing the bitter looking ex-wife who seemed to be finishing saying something to Ron, and walked straight to the elevators. Cheryl drew interest from all with her back exposed down to just above the crack of her ass and her breasts bouncing beneath the flimsy dress and her ass jiggling enticingly.
Chuck got in and turned around to see Lisa staring at him, feigning surprise he raised his hand to wave as Cheryl dropped to her knees and began to unzip his pants as the door closed blocking his view. Pulling her up, he hugged her. "Oh my God, you are great. You realize this is an untapped market, you could hire yourself out as a designated slut for poor souls like myself."
"I think there's already a class of workers out there, they're called hookers." Cheryl grinned, "But, go on, how's the money?"
Approaching the door for room 305, Chuck slapped his pockets and groaned. "Oh fuck."
Cheryl asked, "What's wrong?"
"I have no condoms." Chuck said apologetically, "I can run down the street and get some."
"Are you serious?" Cheryl asked, "You've got a dripping pussy to attend to, and you want to use a condom? Is there a reason you need some?" Cheryl asked him.
"No, no, trust me, it's been so long and only with...the cunt. But don't you...?"
"Open the door and get that dick of yours out, I've been wondering what it looked like all night. I would have seen it in the elevator had you not stopped me, I don't need you nor want you to use a condom, trust me." Cheryl urged.
Inside the room, Chuck took Cheryl in his arms and gave her a deep kiss, running his hands down to her ass and up across her smooth back while enjoying wrestling with her aggressive tongue in his mouth. He reached under her dress and cupped her tight bare ass cheeks moaning his appreciation. His hands moved up under the dress and as Cheryl pulled back allowing front access, he cupped those tits he'd fantasized about.
Cheryl reached around and grabbed Chuck's ass and pulled him into her and ground her naked crotch against an impressive feeling shaft in his pants. She raised her arms when Chuck pulled off her dress who threw it onto the chair. She stepped back allowing him to study her and when he dropped to his knees she welcomed his mouth on her wet pussy by putting her foot on the chair. Holding his head she felt his tongue tickle and probe her dripping labia and moaned when it parted her lips and writhed into her. "Oh yesss, I wanted you to do this all night. Ahhhhhh yessss." She moved her foot over more opening herself up more and thrust her pelvis against his face.
Chuck swallowed all the cum flowing into his mouth as he explored the lips parting up over his mouth, he rubbed his nose against her pronounced clit and hearing her breath get more rapid knew he needed to taste that too. He reached around and probed her puckered asshole with his finger while reaching up and grabbing her heaving tit. He fondled the rock hard tip couched on the silky soft puffy areola marveling at how her hips smoothly rocked against his mouth when he did that. When it seemed like Cheryl was not going to hold out and longer, he reluctantly pulled his tongue out of her tasty twat and drove it against her hard button and pushed his finger deep into her ass.
Feeling all this new stimulation, Cheryl jerked and writhed on his face, his tongue, his finger violating her tight asshole and exploded in a gasping release while pulling his head into her as hard as she could. "I'mmm cummming, aaaahhhhh...aaaahhhh...yesssss...yesss...yesss. Oh fuck me!" She cried as she released his head and fell tumbling onto the chair.
Grinning Chuck stood up and looked down at the young beauty before him sprawled immodestly on the chair panting, covered in sweat. He went into the bathroom and splashed water on his face before coming back and kissing the spent looking girl.
Cheryl put her arms around him and pulled him onto her. "You are a great pussy licker. I hope you're ready to get the ride of your life tonight. Get those fucking clothes off." She ordered, rousing herself.
She stood up and pulled off Chuck's jacket followed by his shirt. She ran her hands over his rock hard pecs and abs then circled his nipples. She leaned forward and sucked his nipple into her mouth and reached down and ripped his belt off while teasing the hardened, obviously sensitive nub. Undoing and yanking down his pants she released his nipple and fell to her knees staring at the impressive bulge in his underwear. She looked up at him questioningly. "You didn't warn me about this. No wonder you have no rubbers, you'd have to special order them." She turned her attention back to the boxers and tentatively pulled the waistband away and over the lemon-sized head. "Ssssshhhhit!" She hissed cupping her hand over it and feeling the size. She pulled the boxers down and felt the club bang against her head as she pulled the shorts out of the way as he stepped out of them. "Now I know why the cunt left you, she needed something smaller." Cheryl groaned.
Grinning, Chuck looked down at the girl putting both hands on his cock and explore the girth, the length as if she were sizing it up. He moaned when her tongue flicked out catching pre-cum oozing out of the tip and closed his eyes feeling her bathe the entire head with her tongue. Soon he felt her mouth open and the warmth of her mouth cover more and more of his fat cock.
Cheryl grabbed Chuck's muscular ass and pulled him into her mouth, pulling back, pulled him in farther. She'd never come across a cock she couldn't take all the way into her throat and she was determined to feel his thick bush against her lips and nose.
Chuck was stunned watching more and more of his meat disappear into Cheryl's lips and unconsciously began humping his hips into her and loved how she welcomed his thrusts by pushing back into him. "Oh my God," He groaned feeling his penis push down her throat.
Just as Chery's nose was being tickled by his pubes, she felt his hips jerk and knew he was going to cum. She heard Chuck tell her he couldn't hold off and when she felt him try to pull out of her mouth, she pulled his ass hard, driving his cock deep down her throat and for the first tame felt herself gagging, but kept swallowing and fighting the spasms in her throat. Finally, she pulled halfway back and began gulping against his cock and he shot jets of cum against the back of her throat. His hips jerking into her, her mouth clamped down on his cock, her throat swallowing the spurts she eased his softening cock out of her mouth sucking and milking the remaining sweet sperm out of him and swallowing all of it. Popping his cock out of her mouth she sat back on her heels, "Christ, haven't you jacked off? I would have skipped dessert to leave room for that massive load." She said wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.
Chuck reached down and lifted her up as if she were nothing and laid her on the bed. Lying down next to her he stroked her face. "Thanks, you have no idea how much I needed that, plus the cunt never wanted my dick anywhere near her face, so that was my first blowjob in over 40 years. I don't remember it ever feeling that good." He sighed. "I guess you can go home to your husband now if you like. You don't have to sleep with me tonight if you don't want to."
Cheryl sat up, "Are you one of those guys? Empty your balls in me and then kick me out?"
"No, no, I really want you to stay, I'm just letting you know if you feel like you've fulfilled some sort of obligation...Hell, what I mean is, please stay. I want to feel you next to me all night, plus, there's a slight chance even at my advanced age..."
"Good, I want to stay. Larry gave me a free pass, a ticket to ride, so to speak, and I plan on riding this as much as I can." Cheryl said stroking his soft, but still weighty cock. "I wonder how much a season pass would be to ride this?" She giggled.
"By the way, you really excelled at being arm candy, but are you interested in being lap candy?" Chuck asked.
Cheryl got out of the Z3 at 6 the next morning feeling spent after having Chuck in her sore cunt twice and her really sore ass once. Walking gingerly up to the front door all she could think about was how sleep deprived she was going to be today. Larry opened the door as she approached.
"Did you have fun? I missed you. The kids are still asleep, so get upstairs and shower and change. I assume you're not calling in sick today?" Larry said hopefully looking at the dress.
Cheryl looked up at her husband and before going up the stairs, "You have no idea how much I love you right now."
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"I really cannot believe you booked a room for Chuck and me. I knew you fantasized about me being with other men, hell, you wore out the VCR tapes of Amber and had to get the DVDs, but I thought you just loved my past. I need to ask you, why did you do that?" Cheryl asked softly stroking Larry's cock.
Larry groaned, "I don't know. When you left with Chuck last night, I felt jealousy, especially looking at the sun shining through your dress as you walked to the car. It really looked like you were naked with a glowing aura around you. Anyhow, we had dinner, which was really quiet, by the way. I am not sure the kids knew what to make of you going out on a date, in fact, they jumped up and did the dishes without even being asked." Larry said looking at Cheryl with a grin.
"Oh God. Perhaps if I start screwing the neighbors we can get them to do the laundry." Cheryl chuckled. "Or, heaven forbid, vacuum. So, tell me, why now, why do you want me to screw other men?"
Resignedly, Larry said, "When I got this new job a year ago taking me all around the world, I had no doubt that I'd miss you...I mean sexually as well and a companion, but when I was away in Sydney I was watching a movie about a woman who cheated on her husband when he was away, I felt...I don't know exactly what I felt. I was thinking you'd never cheat on me, then I scoffed at how naïve I was...an ex-porn star being faithful, but rather than feel pain, I got really hard. I'm sorry, this is sick, but man, the image of you under another man, of you with his cock down your throat, whatever, drove me up a wall. I always assumed I'd be pissed and want to kill any guy who touched you, but in the last year, lying alone in some hotel room my imagination painted more and more graphic pictures...even where Rick fucks you. See? I'm getting hard again just talking about it. Anyhow, I even fantasized about Rick and his friends gang-banging you...it seemed so real. I'm sorry, is that weird?" Larry asked nervously.
"No, no It's not. It's hot actually. So, you decided last night that it was the perfect set up. I'd be all worked up flirting overtly with Chuck and I'd go along since everything was leading there anyhow. Is that it?"
"Yes, I thought if I told you to get a room and enjoy yourself, either of you could have been responsible adults, but if the room were there, if your husband were enabling, encouraging you to sleep with another man...." He sighed, "And apparently you had no issue with it."
"I know I told you that I'd tell you everything, but I'll skip to the part where you texted me. I really think we were convincing and we had that cunt, sorry, that was what we agreed to call her, we had her fuming, when you sent the text. The elevators are right outside the restaurant entrance and she was sitting facing them. We went over holding each other like lovers and when we got on, Chuck turned and acted surprised like he didn't know she was there and as he waved I dropped to my knees and started to unzip his pants as the doors closed. He said her look was priceless, I wish I could have seen it. We laughed all the way to the room." Cheryl laughed.
Larry chuckled. "OK, start from the beginning."
Cheryl skipped over the part where Chuck had caught Neil and her, weighing when would be the best time to tell him, but took him through the entire night. She described the teasing, the getting Chuck to open up; getting him to touch her; getting him past that he was out with another man's wife; Ron hitting on her and dropping the card; teasing the waiter; never feeling a cock that far down her throat and the gagging; Chuck stretching her pussy from behind, doggy-style on the bed; being awakened in the wee hours with a stiff rod poking her when he was spooning her and her climbing on and lowering herself down and feeling pressure on her cervix; and before leaving the room, sucking him hard and telling him he was going to find out what anal was like since he had never tried it...how long it took for her to finally take the entire thing.
When she was done Larry got her up on her hands and knees and pounded her hard until he exploded in her.
"I guess I did ok," She said, her face pressed down into the bed with her ass sticking up waiting for Larry to pull out.
"God, yes, you were perfect. I cannot believe how erotic that was and somehow like we did that man a great service." Larry grinned down at his wife while still driving his cock into her. "We need to do something like that again."
"Really? Seriously, you want me to date other men? And are you still fucking hard?" Cheryl gasped.
"Yes, but just if you want to...to feel a new cock again. When you tell me it's the biggest you've seen...you're not exactly a virgin...And yes, I cannot get enough hearing about you getting fucked." Larry said as he rhythmically drove into her.
Cheryl moaned as he pounded her harder. He came so quickly the first time she never even came close, but as he started spearing her harder and faster she felt herself getting there. She reached back and cupped his swinging balls and also stimulated her clit while moaning into the bedcovers.
"Ah, that's it, play with my balls...Rick's balls. You would love to have your son fuck you, have his friends lining up to fuck you, wouldn't you? Shove their cocks into you all at once..." Larry thrust into her with more energy when he felt her begin to push harder against him. Knowing it was getting to her, he continued, "You've thought about it, haven't you, you want your son to fuck your tight pussy, your perfect ass, drive his cock down your throat, you need it because I'm away for weeks and you need a strong man to take you. That's it, moan his name, tell him to cum inside you."
Larry leaned over her sweaty back and grabbed her breasts roughly while listening to Cheryl moan over and over, "Yes, yes Rick. Put your cock in your mother, make your mother cum...Oh God! Yes, that's it you need to cum deep inside your mother while you squeeze her tits. Oooohhhhhhh ffffffuck!" She cried out, the entire bed bounced as she humped back against her son/husband's cock.
Larry couldn't hold back either hearing this and shot his second load in half an hour into her spasming cunt, slamming hard into her with each almost painful pulse in his balls.
They collapsed on their sides holding each other, Larry's hands still clutching her tits. As he regained his breath and stopped panting he heard Cheryl ask while panting, "So, when are you going out of town again?"
Cheryl felt sad after Larry headed off for another two weeks away. No doubt the money was great, but him being away for so long and only being home a week at a time was hard. It seemed that they screwed in that one week to last the two weeks off and Cheryl found herself longing for his hard cock as soon as he left. Rousing herself, she carried her empty coffee cup back to the kitchen. She cleaned up all the dishes before heading upstairs to get the laundry. Larry used to be wonderful helping around the house and it seems now all he has energy for is finding ways and places to get his dick into her various holes when he was home. Ironically, the kids started to pick up after themselves after she went out with Chuck. 'Oh God,' she thought feeling the pang travel through her groin, 'that man has a giant hunk of meat, he had to have taken Viagra, pretty presumptuous of him, but his recovery time was incredible and staying power....' She thought as her fingers slipped under her shorts. 'Fuck, why did Larry have to leave this morning...and why did Rick go out biking...Shit! Stop it, I have an entire house to clean.' She thought yanking her hand out of the shorts.
Sorting the whites; darks; underwear and bras; towels; sheets, etc., she decided to take off her panties and bra. Throwing them in the pile, she them decided to toss her shorts and top into their respective piles. Laughing to herself she thought about women who do household chores in the nude and up to now thought it was absurd.
Vacuuming naked in the living room, she heard the front door close and turned seeing a grinning Bryan. She threw her hands over her breasts and pussy automatically, causing Bryan to laugh out loud.
"Seriously? Modesty? I'm pretty sure we are past that phase, Cheryl. Keep vacuuming, I'll just grab a beer and watch, if you don't mind." Bryan said with a smug grin.
Cheryl felt a chill go down her spine. Something felt wrong with this and she realized she had never really been alone with Bryan and the way he was leering at her made her feel like a piece of meat, or as her mother said bitterly first seeing her video, a cum bucket. "Bryan, I have a lot to get done so I really need you to leave." She said turning away and starting the vacuum. She dared not turn to see if he responded, instead moved the machine around the furniture finally at the entry to the kitchen, turned it off and looked back and groaned.
Bryan was sitting with his pants off holding a beer in one hand and his rigid member in the other. "Come on over and take a break, the floor looks great, though you missed behind the couch. God, you have a great ass." he said idly, "and I checked your laundry, you have 30 more minutes."
Cheryl backed out and said, trying to keep her voice calm and firm, "Bryan, you put that beer down get your pants back on and go home. You cannot just walk in and illegally drink and accost me."
"Accost you? Baby, come here and start sucking on this cock you love so much. Sluts like you don't get accosted since you throw your legs open at the slightest smell of a manly odor." He jumped up when Cheryl started to back away and grabbed her wrists and pulled her back to the couch. He yanked her hard into him and grabbed her ass, "Come on, slut. I'll let you suck my cock and I'll leave your cunt and tight ass alone, for now, if you behave. Don't play this game, just admit you love this." Reaching between her legs, he shoved his finger into her, "Oh yes, you want this. Fuck! You're wet." He continued to roughly stoke her wet cunt at first getting no response, but soon the slender woman started responding, hips responding to his finger. Leaning down he attacked her now hard nipple and reached around with his free hand and circled her anus, and as he felt her push back, he pressed hard and was thrilled to hear the wanton bitch moan and thrust harder against his fingers deeply probing both her holes.
Cheryl was getting lost in the waves of lust, of agony, of the promise of exquisite pleasure. She clung to her son's friend, to this tall, muscular virile boy making her legs weak. "Fuck! Stop, please stop. Oh shit your fingers feel so good...fuck. Stop....don't make me cuuummmm...aaahhhhhhhh," She cried as she shook and writhed against this strong boy's ministrations. Her legs lost all strength as she came and collapsed onto her back on the couch with her legs spread open moaning as Bryan's fingers slipped out of her.
Bryan, grabbed Cheryl's ankles and spread her legs as far apart as they could go and looked down admiringly on the red, dripping cunt before falling on top of her. As he pressed his body into her chest, her lined his cock up and slammed it into her hot pussy loving the hot, tight super soft vaginal tunnel gripping his rigid shaft. Sliding out slowly, he slammed hard back into her, then pulled out and slammed back in.
"Please stop...damn it Bryan, stop. I really don't like it like this...you're raping me, stop." She moaned, tears welling up her eyes.
Bryan felt a rush go through him seeing her tears, hearing her say he was raping her and stopped pulling out slowly, but instead began thrusting in her as fast and as hard as he could. "Rape you? You threw yourself on the couch with your legs spread, your cunt oozing with desire, I'll bet when you're dutifully accepting your husbands tiny dick, you imagine it's mine, imagine my sperm coating your womb". He rhythmically pounded her, slap, slap, slap...on and on loving how his ball sack stung every time it spanked her ass. "That's it slut, push back against me...I knew you were nothing but a whore," feeling her pull herself into him. He put his head down feeling sperm boiling in his balls when he felt her hands grab his ass, grab him and pull him into her harder.
Cheryl again lost control being treated like a slut, a whore...the real her. She wrapped her legs around the sweaty teen's waist, her arms around his back and pulled her ass off the couch and against his wonderful cock grinding hard as both came in an explosive, sweaty tangle of arms and legs.
They collapsed on the couch panting, holding each other as they regained their breath. Cheryl weakly tried to shove Bryan off her. "Fuck you, get off me." She spat as she felt Bryan slip out of her.
Bryan finally pushed himself up and grabbing a pillow off the couch cleaned the sweat off his chest, between his legs and wiped the cum off his cock. "Thanks, I've needed that all week but as a favor to you decided to wait until you husband left." Throwing the pillow back on the couch, he reached down and grabbed his pants and pulled them on, then reached over picked up the beer and drained it.
"I fucking hate you. This is the last time I'll ever let you touch me." Cheryl spit out. "Get the fuck out of my house and stay away from Rick."
Laughing looking down at the flushed woman lying on the couch with her legs wide open, cum pouring out onto the fabric. "I don't think you understand, I own you. I plan on doing this and more whenever I want. That DVD would sure liven up the next team meeting you have at the office. So don't get any illusions you have any say as to when or how I fuck you. I don't want you to wear panties anymore and keep your ass lubed to make it easier for me. You got that?" Bryan grabbed her ankles and pushed them back over Cheryl's head and gave her a big swat on the ass.
"OW! What the fuck are you doing? Go ahead and show them the video, I don't care anymore. I never want to touch you again." Cheryl kicked her legs out of his hand and stood up. "Get the fuck out of here now. Or I will call 911."
Bryan grinned at her, "You can have it your way. I bought a half dozen copies...I actually have the names, Tracy, Evan, your parent, your grandparents, of course your office, the school broadcast center...except, I'm pretty sure when I show it to Tracy she would convince me not to give it to the school. I'm sure there's a wild side of her ready to come out, after all she is your daughter, in fact I might use this to take her cherry anyhow, she is one prime cunt...."
"Stop it, why are you doing this? I've been open to your advances, I fucked you with my family literally 10 feet away. You don't need to do any of this." Cheryl wept openly no longer able to hold back. "I'll let you fuck me any time, just don't, don't. Please leave Tracy alone."
"Ok, I'll leave her alone but," reaching into his hip pocket he drew out a piece of paper and threw it on the couch, "you be there Friday night and you dress like a stripper."
Cheryl picked up the paper, wiped her eyes so she could read it, stared at the address and looked at Bryan, "Who lives here, why should I go there? What is this for?" She looked pleadingly at the smug teen.
"It's a friend of my brother's. It is sort of a 4-year reunion for his high school buds and he invited me. You will love it, 15-20 guys, all young, all single, all horny. I want to surprise my brother by bringing a stripper. Growing up he never wanted anything to do with me and now I'm going to get to party with a bunch of college guys." Bryan said proudly.
"I'd better get Rick to drive me, and no one can know he is my son, or who I am." Cheryl said softly.
"Why? He wasn't invited." Bryan demanded.
"I've done parties like this before and every guy tried to get me drunk and I know I'll need a designated driver. Plus, hopefully you will tone, whatever this is, down." Indicating the messed up couch and bruises on her wrists.
"Ok, but he'd better just be there to observe." Bryan said, but then as if he had a thought, continued, "Yes, I think it is a great idea. Bring Rick." Bryan felt a stirring again in his pants. "I decided I need to fuck that ass before I go, you're the pro, get me hard again." He said shoving her to her knees.
Tears welling in her eyes, she undid his pants and pulled out his semi-hard cock and dutifully brought it to life with her expert mouth. Without a word, she got up and knelt on the couch, thrusting her ass back at him, wincing when he shoved his slick penis into her. He pounded her with no regard for her pleasure, ignoring her aching nipples and dripping cunt.
Bryan wondered how he ever had sex without taking charge. Having her at his mercy, there was no way she would keep Tracy from him, in fact he predicted in two weeks' time, he would be fucking both in Cheryl's bed and make them clean each other out. That thought was all it took, and he came hard into the willing bitch's ass thinking, 'If only Tracy were here to clean this...'" He slid out and pulled the tearful woman around and ordered her to clean his cock off.
Without a word, Cheryl licked the dripping cum off the tip, and then pushed her mouth onto the shaft and cleaned all the juices off. She pulled off him, and without looking at him, got up and left the room to go get mouth wash wishing Larry kept a gun in the house.
Friday came and Cheryl thought back to last week with Bryan becoming more and more insulting and brash. He fucked her all over the house with the kids in their rooms, or watching TV and came and went whenever he wanted, always without Rick or Tracy being aware. She found herself dutifully complying with Bryan's demands. All he needed to say was 'Ass.' and she turned, bent over and spread her cheeks, flushed with humiliation. She felt turmoil wanting to move to a different state, a different country...but just spent nights pounding the bed with frustration. She decided to tell Rick about Bryan blackmailing her to strip at the party, the rape, the daily submissions. She was mortified to admit while she hated it, hated him, she always came...always felt her stomach ache with yearning...hating herself.
"Mom I cannot believe he is doing this, perhaps he thinks it excites you. I'll talk to him, I'm sure he is just acting out a fantasy, you know, like you and me...I'm sure it is just a game." Rick said.
"No, he said he owns me and threatened to send the DVDs to everyone, my office, Grammie and Gramps, Tracy, Evan and the school broadcast center. But when he said he was going to use Tracy to convince him to not give it to the school...." Cheryl started crying.
Rick pulled his mother into his chest, "Ok, I get it. I'll go along, but there has to be a way out of this. Bryan is dead, but I'll figure a way out if this." He led her up to her room and laid her down and started to leave.
"Stay, please, just lie with me. I cannot think of a way out of this, but I feel a lot better in your arms." Cheryl said softly.
Friday they arrived at the address. They had to park two blocks away since there were so many cars.
Cheryl groaned, "Fuck! I hope no one carpooled. I dread this." She said and stopped. "I wish I could turn around and run, run far."
"Rick stroked her back, "You'll be fine. Look at me." He turned her to face him. "You're strong, you've fucked men before, many men. You never got to know them, they walked out onto the set, already ready for you with their cocks all fluffed and that's when you met them. You are so beautiful, so fucking sexy, these guys are going to love you. No one is raping you, I'll be there and I've been to these types of parties. They all end up worshiping the girl... you. They will be gentle. No one will hurt you. If you ever feel like someone is getting rough, yell 'stop!' and I'll be there." Rick wiped the tear streaks off his mother's face.



Cheryl internally shook herself thinking how weird it must be for her son to encourage her to strip in front of..., 'Holy crap, there must be 30 cars here, I hope people don't use their garages,' she thought as she looked around. Grinning at her son she said, "ok, who are you? You're not my son, so...."
"That's better, you're a distant cousin and are in town visiting my aunt and uncle and you work at a strip club back home in Spokane." He answered.
"That works for me, maybe I'll make it rain in there." She said smiling.
"They opened the door not bothering to knock as the music was too loud anyhow, Rick taking his mother's coat. "Whew, he said. Thanks for insisting I observe, you look really hot." He said admiring her.
Cheryl was wearing a full fishnet body suit with tiny white shorts, cut deep into her slit, a silk loose top barely coming to the bottom of her tits and too thin and flimsy to hide her hardening nipples. She was almost as tall as him in her 5" heels and looked like she was ripe to fuck. She stood and spun around letting him admire her and grinned seeing his appreciation. Sadly, she said, "I wish I dressed this way for you, just for you." Stroking his flushed cheek, "By the way, you'll see anyway and I'm ruining the surprise, but I am fully shaved and the body suit is crotchless."
Giggling, seeing the look on her son's face she spun and entered the room full of drunk, horny guys greeted by cheers and catcalls.
Bryan jumped up and announced, "I invited my friend Rick who knows a stripper. I hope you don't mind that I invited him." This was greeted by 'Hey Ricks' and variety of 'welcomes' and 'grab a beer.'
Bryan turned to Rick and said, "Why don't you introduce your friend."
Rick looked around seeing almost every eye scanning his mom head to toe and said, "Everyone, this is Jessie, my cousin from Spokane and she's an exotic dancer. She is here just to dance for you, that's it."
Cheryl mock curtsied and spun around with a grin. The boys all jumped up and pushed all the furniture out of the center of the room. Someone had changed the music to a driving, pounding beat and Cheryl walked to the open area in the room and immediately started gyrating, her tits bouncing up and down, peeking out from the bottom of her thin top, as she torqued her upper body to the beat. She went around to all the guys and pressed her silk cover tits into their faces and her ass into their laps. Returning the center of the room, she slowly peeled her top up revealing her huge flopping mounds barely hidden by the fishnet body suit before dropping it back down, repeating this over and over letting the boys see her hardened nipples poking through the mesh. Finally, after loud jeering and urging she pulled off the top and threw it to Rick who was gaping, still standing by the door.
She spun back and went around pushing her large tits into their open mouths and hands, mockingly acting offended as she weakly brushed their hands off her massive fleshy assets, her nipples sticking out of the mesh a half inch.
Rick was amazed at the transformation of his mother, she was made for this. This was raw unfettered sexuality at its finest and his mother was flinging it off her around the room as she spun and bounced. He found himself doing what pretty much every guy was doing, stroking his hard cock through his pants.
When Cheryl started to give one guy a lap dance, he pulled her onto her and humped her visibly, but when Rick was going to intervene, she gracefully spun off him and repeated the humping on the next few guys. Hearing the cries to take off the shorts, she stopping the middle of the room, put a finger in her mouth, cocked her hips and stroked the deep cleft in her crotch with her middle finger on her other hand, "Really, you think I should take these off? They really are small and really don't cover much. Plus, they are really tight and I'm not sure I am strong enough..." She pointed to a tall blond-haired man sporting an impressive bulge and beckoned him over. "Would you be kind enough to help me?" She asked innocently.
The boy jumped up and rushed over to her, reached down to unsnap the shorts, but Cheryl stopped him and put her hands on his shoulders. "You are so big and tall, I'm afraid you'll hurt your back..." she cooed.
The blond knelt down and made a show of burying his face in her shorts and inhaling deeply eliciting loud cheers and cries the take the fucking thing off.
Cheryl was in no hurry though, as the boy started to pull his nose out of the crotch, she pulled him back in and made a show of humping his face while gripping one of her breasts. With a look of orgasmic bliss, she panted, "That's it, God! I knew when I saw it I had to have that face in my twat." Finally, with a sigh she let him go.
With a huge grin, the blond looked around at his buddies, but hearing them yell at him, he turned and focused on the midsection in front of him. He slowly unsnapped the shorts, found the zipper, pulled it down and opened it up, again taking a deep breath. "Oh God," he muttered when he tugged the shorts off her hips revealing fabric free, shaved pussy right in front of his face.
Cheryl stepped out of the shorts and again pulled his face into her cunt and threw her leg over his shoulder. "Aaaaahhhh," She moaned when he started jabbing her with his tongue. She again humped his face, but this time more slowly, savoring the hard, slithering piece of flesh open her up. "Ah, ahhh, ok. Thanks," she said as she backed away from him and again began gyrating to the music. This time she went around thrusting her pussy at each boy and turning around, spreading her legs and touching her toes while twerking and wiggling her ass in their flushed faces.
Rick's pants had a huge wet spot on it and many of the boys just gave in, pulling their cocks out. He could not believe how unabashed she was at presenting these horny boys with her entire cunt and ass. He could see how her normally tight labia were getting swollen and like the petals of a flower opening up revealing her moist pink petals within.
Cheryl had to keep moving around as hands, fingers and tongues were all over her pussy and ass. She danced over to a stocky dark haired boy and leaned into him and whispered, "You look nice and strong, do you think you can rip this off of me?" She then spun around pressing her back into him and ground her ass into a sizeable bulge.
Rick almost came in his pants seeing this huge boy's hands reach around and shred the body suit off his mother. He yanked the remnants down to the floor and when Cheryl slipped off her spikes, he pulled the material off her legs and feet. When he stood up, Cheryl turned and kissed him and let him grab her ass and her tits before slipping her spikes back on and spinning away.
She went around to each guy, letting them grab what they could, but this time she reached down and stroked their cocks quickly, licking their juices off her hand. She returned to the center of the room and when someone changed the music to the faster pounding beat yet, she threw herself around, oblivious to the violent flopping of her massive tits. She went down on the floor and writhed to the music, spreading her legs wide and fingering her sopping cunt and ass. Pushing her face to the floor she stuck her ass high in the air and began twerking violently to the music and opening her legs as wide as they could go.
Rick saw half the boys overtly jerking off and a couple even cum all over their laps. He was amazed how skilled she was, how flexible, how agile when she stood up as the fast song ended and bowed, "I want to thank you, this was fun, but I have a plane to catch in the morning." She went around one last time getting felt up, fingered and squeezed before picking up her shorts and carrying them over to Rick. "I did it, see? That wasn't so bad." She jerked her head around hearing familiar moans and groans and saw Bryan in front of the 75" wide screen.
"Hang on Jessie, before you go, I really feel like I have to tell everyone something." Pointing to the girl riding a guy, being pounded in the ass and swallowing a long cock, "Please note the tattoo, the hair, the breasts, I'd like to introduce you to Amber Evans, the hottest porn star ever and according to Jizz Magazine, the number one cocksucker of all time. I'm sorry we played this trick on you and lie that she was just a stripper. Rick here brought us a real live porn star to do with as we please."
Cheryl gasped and looked around at the room at the guys standing up, many with their cocks in their hands. She looked at Rick who mouthed, "I don't know what to do."
Rick whispered, "We're fucked."
Cheryl moaned, "I think I'll be the one fucked. I'm going to kill him." She hissed.
Rick sadly chuckled, "And I'll help you hide the body, isn't dad replacing the concrete floor in the bathhouse?" He said quietly as Bryan came over and pulled the sweating, naked woman back to the center of the room.
Rick yelled, "Hang on," looking at all the eager faces and seeing Bryan turn and mouth 'Tracy,' he said, "Look guys, my cousin doesn't do this for free. I gave her $200 to strip and fucking her was not included. And I'm pretty sure you guys can't afford her."
Bryan's brother jumped up, went to each guy in the room and yanked whatever money they had out of their wallets then came over to Bryan and held out his hand. "Come on, little bro, you put her, everyone in this position, give me your wallet. Bryan reluctantly handed his wallet to his brother who pulled everything out without looking. Turning to Rick, "There, I have no idea how much is here, but are we good?"
Rick felt the over two inch stack in his hands and without looking down, nor counting it, nodded. He saw Bryan look like he wanted to kill him.
Amber was laid down on her back on a coffee table someone had found and Bryan immediately spread her legs wide. Holding his hand up for quiet, he announced. "Before we all get to fuck a real live porn star, to shoot cum inside her, which you know these guys," indicating the men fucking Amber on the screen, "never get to do, Amber here is going to do what she has been wanting, she's going to cum for us." Rick leaned down and as he went to kiss her, he whispered, "Give us a show, show these guys what a slut you are, what a whore, since this is for money, rub that wet twat of yours and trust me, I've seen you cum, I'll know if you are faking it." He put his mouth on hers and roughly pried open her lips with his tongue before pulling off with a grin.
Cheryl slowly slid her hand down and felt how wet she was, how her normally tight twat was engorged and sloppy. Her clit was painful to touch she was so aroused and soon was lost in the rush of being so exposed, so slutty, she took both hands and pulled her pussy lips open wide so the boys could see deep into her. Her juices were flowing out and down the crack of her ass as she plunged a finger into her wet hole. She stroked hard against her clit while pushing her finger in as deeply as possible. Closing her eyes, she brought her sopping left hand up to her mouth and licked off the cum off her fingers listening to the cheers and moans from the horny boys. Driving a second finger into her cunt with her right hand, she started clutching and mashing her breast with her left while getting more and more lost in the pleasure of being so exposed...so wanted...so ready to be speared by 25 to 30 dicks.
As she continued to stroked herself and open herself up for the boys, they all drew closer and watched her hump against her hand and spread her legs wider. Watching her tiny hand roughly maul her sloshing breast, they started yelling, "go, go, go..." Urging her to cum.
She opened her eyes seeing all the now naked boys holding their dicks in their hands, their eyes glued to her sloppy cunt. She became aware that the only sounds were the moaning and panting from Amber on the screen and as hot as Amber was, not a single set of eyes were looking at the TV and with a rush realized even as exposed as she was on the sets, this was more raw, more slutty. This final thought brought her to a crashing climax.
The boys at the feet were rewarded when she thrust her hips violently up in the air and with her fingers opening up her cunt, they could see deep into her. Collapsing back and letting her hands fall by her side she opened her eyes and said, "Ok, who's first?" looking at all the now naked boys.
While she was approaching orgasm, Bryan came over and whispered to Rick, "You didn't think she was going to do a little dance then leave these guys hanging. You have to admit she's fucking hot and quite the slut. Tell me you've tapped that," He said quietly. Seeing Rick shake his head, he yelled out just as the blond was ready to drive his cock into her, "Rick is first, guys, guys. It's only fair. Rick here brought us a porn star and since he's never gotten to tap that, let's let him have the first go at her."
The blond stood up and indicated with his hand 'All yours." But Rick backed up, "No thanks, I've known her all my life and she's family." The blond and Bryan pulled him to the center of the room and pushed him to stand between his mother's wide open legs.
Rick heard Bryan mutter, "This is going to be great," and when he saw his mother's eyes pleading him to just do it, he gave a whoop and said, "I've thought about this for years, sorry, Jessie, but I need to do this." He knelt down, lined his cock up and was stunned how easily it slid in, she was so wet. As he began rhythmically driving his cock into her, he was aware that everyone was watching and Bryan had taken his cock out and was pushing it into Cheryl's mouth. Many of the guys commented on how huge Rick's cock was which drove him to slam harder into her. He saw Bryan's cock disappear into his mother's mouth and heard him loudly grunting as his pubic bone banged against her lips. Bryan was squishing and mauling her breast and he could tell his mother was getting into it by the way her hips jerked and gyrated. Rick saw Bryan grin pointedly watching his friend drive his cock into his mother's twat.
Ignoring his sick, former friend Rick intensified his pounding knowing his mother was enthusiastically responding to his girth, his rock hardness stretching her open. He loved feeling her wrap her legs around him and pull her cunt hard against his driving hips.
As Cheryl came, her grunts were stifled by the cock driven down her throat. Her legs wrapped around and crushed her son's waist as she drove back against him, grinding, bouncing...cumming. Coming off the release, she reached between Bryan's legs and cupped his balls, squeezing and stroking them and when her finger slid up his sweaty ass crack and into his ass, he groaned and released jet after jet of sperm into her gulping throat.
Bryan pulled out of her mouth exclaiming, "Now that is why she was voted number one cum-sucker." Rick, you like fucking a family member? I'm telling you, this bitch loves it and will keep you so busy." He winked at Rick with a sneer as he staggered back, watching as one of his brother's friends took his place.
Rick couldn't last any longer and hearing the guys yell, cum onside her, he shot the biggest load of his life into the already sopping pussy. He pulled out and was shoved aside by Bryan's brother who drove into her wet snatch and proceeded to pound her hard focused on the woman's huge sloshing tits and came almost instantly inside her.
Rick was amazed how many guys came in her mouth and her pussy, he had the weird image of his mother on an assembly line being serviced by each worker as she approached their station. Rick heard the guy between his mother's legs yell, "I want that." Showing Amber on her knees and face pressed into the floor being speared in the ass. He pulled out and lifting her up as if she weighed nothing put her on the floor with her ass sticking straight up. He spread her ass cheeks wide and spit into the open rectum, turning to the cheering guys, said "Here goes, I am going here I've never gone before." And leaning into her, worked his fat cock into her ass.
The boy eased out and shoved in, driving in a little more each time. He looked down at the butterfly and over at the TV amazed this goddess was thrusting her ass back onto his cock. 'How did he ever get so lucky?' Pounding her, wanted it to last as long as possible since it might be the last time he gets to fuck anyone this fucking sexy....he reached around to feel that well used snatch, the porn pussy, rubbing, probing inside, thinking how many cocks have dumped their loads here. Soon he sensed Amber was getting close and began pistoning in and out of her, hearing her now urging moans.
Feeling a cock slapping her cheek, Cheryl had raised herself up onto her hands so she could take the boy's cock back down her throat and the two boys set up a rhythm so Cheryl was being simultaneously pushed hard at each end. A couple of boys were kneeling down grabbing her pendulous breasts as she was bounced around, pinching and pulling the erect nipples. Both boys fucking the hot slut exploded into her at the same time to the cheers of the naked crowd.
Rick went back to the door wondering when this would end and realized he was still holding the money. Looking around he decided to lock it in the car before Bryan or someone got ideas and headed out to the street. He abruptly stopped, seeing Tracy and her friend Allie walking towards him. "Tracy, what are you doing here?"
"Allie and I came home and you and mom were gone, no note, no mention of dinner and I got worried." Tracy said looking past Rick's shoulder.
"Look, you have to leave. I'm sorry, I can't tell you why, but go home." Rick said urgently, trying to hold Tracy's arm as she pushed by.
"Fuck you," she said. "Mom's in there, isn't she?" Pointing to the house with the music pounding. Looking back at the wad of money in Rick's hand she blurted, "That's not what I think it is..."
Rick looked sadly at his twin sister thinking her world is going to be turned upside down. "Come on, I'll tell you, but Allie, you stay here, this is for family. By the way, how the fuck did you find me?"
"I got mom's iPad since she has the find phone app on there. She uses it to track our whereabouts. She doesn't think I know," She said proudly. "Also, Allie is my best friend and I will be telling her everything anyhow, so let's go and you tell me now." Tracy said with her hands on her hips.
Rick led the girls back to the car and after locking the money in the glove box turned to them and told the entire story going back to mom coming home and catching them watching her as Amber. Tracy interrupted rarely, but comments like "Mom did porn? That is so cool, you have to show me." and "Does dad know?" and, "Seriously, she is doing this to protect me from that piece of shit Bryan?" But generally heard him out. Rick finished and looked at the girls.
"So, our mother, I mean Amber is in there letting 30 guys do what they want with her so word doesn't get out that she did something 22 years ago? Who remembers anything that far back?" Tracy looked at her friend, "Allie, I've got a plan. I happen to know something about Bryan that just might work in mom's favor. Rick, can you find an unused bedroom? Find one and let me know. Get going and give me the key so I can lock up, Allie and I need to talk. Wait, before you go, mom will recognize me and I can't actually say 'hi mom.'"
"Her name is Jessie and she's our second cousin. I told them she's an exotic dancer from Spokane, who is visiting and flying out in the morning. Never mind, here's the keys and I'll go with whatever you got. I hope it's good."
Rick went back inside and weaved through the naked, focused boys watching a guy groan and cum while fucking his mother's tits. He went back as if looking for the bathroom, checking out the bedrooms as he went. Returning to the front of the living room, he saw his mother straddling a guy on the couch and taking another guy up her ass with her head hanging down looking like she was close to passing out. She was being bounced up and down by the guys like a fuck doll, focused on emptying their balls in the porn star.



Tracy and Allie came in and Tracy burst out, "Jessie, why you little slut. I cannot believe you were able to book a party during your visit." Looking back, she saw Rick, "You knew about this and didn't tell me? I was wondering where she went this evening." She saw Rick's two fingers pointing to the right, nodding she loudly said, "let's find a drink," and headed to the kitchen. When she came back through the sea of groping hands, looking at the naked guys, she turned to Allie, "You know, this is not exactly my sort of scene, but want to watch my cousin get fucked?" Tracy saw Bryan sitting naked on the couch and his brother's friend Andy sitting on a chair on the other side of the room.
"Hey Andy, I remember you, I'm Tracy, your sister's friend. How's college?" Tracy yelled over as she went over and flopped down next to Bryan. When Allie sat down next to her, she instantly began stroking Allie's leg high up on her thigh, turning to Bryan she whispered, "How did you convince mom to do this?"
"Me? I had nothing to do with this. This is all your brother. He found out she did porn and decided to make some money. I'll bet he collected a thousand bucks."
"Really? He just found out? I can't believe Rick would do this though, shows how little I know my sick twin brother. So, how many turns have you had with her?" Tracy asked Bryan.
"Just one, I feel really bad for her, being used like this. So, why are you here?" Bryan asked putting his arm around the younger version of Cheryl. "Here to follow in mom's footsteps?" Bryan's fingers pressed into the flesh bulging out above Tracy's top.
Tracy snorted, "You wish, actually Allie and I were going out. No idea why, but I checked my find a phone app and saw mom and Rick were here, wherever this is, and wondered why Rick and mom were at someone's house. It was on our way so we decided to check it out." She shrugged Bryan's hand off her breast, "And as for following in her footsteps, this is not really our scene." She said putting her arm around Allie.
"Let me guess, you're a full blown lez?" Bryan sneered.
Tracy laughed, "The alternative being you? Yeah." She looked down at his cock lying there, "I mean, that does nothing for me, however," She turned and grabbed Allie's tit and kissed her hard, "Now this makes me really wet." Looking at Amber on the TV having cum dripping down her face into her mouth, "I remember seeing this part. Allie, remember this? If I remember right, you screamed 'Ew!' really loudly, bringing dad to the top of the stairs wondering what we were doing."
Andy had gotten up and came over to the couch, sliding down next to Allie putting his arm around her. "Hey Tracy, who is your friend?" He asked, his long arm draped over the petite girl's shoulder with his fingers tracing Allie's b-cup. Allie pulled his arm off her and patting his naked thigh said, "Sorry, not into the sausage fest. I'm more interested in Tracy's cousin there. Tracy, does she...?"
Tracy laughed, "I don't know. I'm thinking now is not the right time to ask." She turned to Bryan who was ogling Tracy's large breasts held back by the lycra top, "I'm sorry, something you see that you like?" She asked Bryan. "Allie, do you think Bryan would like these?" She said turning to her friend and bouncing her full-sized breasts.
Allie was fighting off Andy's hands on her and nodded back at Tracy. "I'm sure, but can we get out of here? I've thought about you, those, all week. With Jessie in here I'm sure there's an unused bedroom down the hall."
Tracy stood up and pulled Allie to her feet, "Ok, you convinced me. Let's find a quieter place." And pulled Allie through the crowd of grabbing hands and thrusting cocks.
Pulling Allie into the second bedroom, she kissed her and laughed, "Too bad this is not our scene, shit we could have fun." They closed the door and crawled up onto the bed and started feeling each other and probing each other's mouths with their tongues, Tracy broke off with a gasp, and whispered, "You ever done this before? Let's take off our clothes, so it looks real." Tracy yanked off all her clothes, suddenly feeling exposed, naked in a strange house.
Allie giggled, tearing off her clothes, "Hell no. God! I hope we don't look really stupid and fumbling. Where are those guys?"
Tracy held up her hand and lowered one finger every second and when she got to a fist she pointed at the door, which opened and let Andy and Bryan in.
"Oh fuck! You were right, Andy nudged Bryan." Looking at the two naked girls lying on their backs with their legs spread.
Bryan's jaw dropped seeing Tracy's huge breasts spread out over her upper torso with large, pink nipples, her soft brown fur on top of her virginal, tight cunt, trimmed but not shaved. He looked at Allie and licked his lips seeing her small tits with huge, pale pink puffy areolae and her nipples pointing at the ceiling begging to be sucked. His eyes were drawn to her downy, flaming-red haired pussy opening up with arousal. He got painfully hard seeing the two girls idly run their fingers across their slits looking at the two intruders.
"Hey! We closed the door for a reason, what are you doing here?" Tracy demanded. "This is girls only in here."
"Don't give me that shit. We know what you girls want, what every girl wants." Bryan sneered wiggling his cock at her.
Tracy turned to Allie, "Is that what you want? You're a girl, tell me, is 'Oh Wise One' over there right?" Reaching over and slipping her finger into Allie's slit, "You want that in here?"
Allie studied Bryan's erection, then squinted, "I don't know, you said you saw your brother's and it was really big. I wouldn't go near that since I don't want to be hurt, but that one looks ok." Pointing at Bryan' cock, "I'm sure it wouldn't hurt me." Allie responded seriously. "The other one, I'm not sure about." Pointing at Andy's fatter dick.
Bryan looked flustered then said, "You girls have never had the pleasure of being serviced by a hard cock? God, you're in for a treat." He said stroking himself. "Andy, we have ourselves some cherry picking to do."
Tracy turned to Allie, "This is kind of intriguing, haven't you wondered what a man's dick would feel like. Actually, I've always wanted to see the sperm shoot out, I wonder how far it goes."
Allie squirmed and said softly, "Tracy, you can if you want, but I think being poked by one of those sounds weird...kind of creepy."
Bryan said, "Look, feel it, there's nothing weird about it." Starting over to the bed.
Tracy stopped him as he approached the bed, "Yeah easy for you to say. Go ahead and touch something we find repulsive, you do it then, go ahead if it is no big deal." She said pointing at Andy's cock.
Bryan looked at Andy, his cock, and back at the girls who at this time were pleasuring the other with hands stroking their crotches. "Ok," he said and reached out and grabbed Andy's cock and let go.
Allie groaned against Tracy's fingers, "Fuck them. Tell them to leave so you can do that thing with your tongue." She said ignoring Bryan.
Tracy looked excited, leaned forward and while still massaging Allie's pussy, licked her lips, said, "Do that again, but longer." She groaned, watching Bryan go over and start stroking Andy's oozing dick. She pushed Allie's hand harder against her twat and moaned, "Stroke it, yes, oh God! That is so hot."
Andy closed his eyes feeling his friend's little brother stroking his cock and when Bryan started to let go he grabbed his hand and held it there.
Allie was watching, her eyes wide. She turned to Tracy and huskily said, "Maybe it isn't so gross, I mean if guys can touch each other's cocks, maybe I wouldn't mind touching one. But no way is he putting that in me."
Tracy looked at Bryan and Andy. "Fuck, I am so wet watching you touch his dick. I'll let both of you fuck me if you give each other blow jobs. Allie, you have to admit this is really getting me going seeing Bryan jack another guy off, but if I'm going to lose my cherry to someone, they better well earn it."
Bryan dropped Andy's cock and sputtered, "Fuck that! "I'll go out there and just fuck your..."
Allie interrupted, "Ok, you suck each other's cock and I'll let you be my first also, but swallow and you can also have my ass." Looking at Tracy and seeing her nod, "Our asses. And we'll get you hard by sucking your cocks."
Tracy nodded her head excitedly, "Isn't that 'Around the World?' Guys, you suck each other off and not lose a drop and you can go around the world with each of us...twice around the world."
Bryan stood there uncertainly, but Andy pushed the younger boy to his knees and said "You first," And lined his cock up and pushed it between the willing lips. Looking at the girls, Andy sneered, "Get ready to get creamed by the master, and that goes for you too, little Bryan." He proceeded to grab Bryan's head and pump hard into his face. Soon he was slowing down as if to savor it, but when Bryan reached up and played with his balls and slid his finger into his ass like he felt Cheryl do to him, he exploded shooting cum into Bryan's mouth, making sure he swallowed all of it. He stepped back with a groan and grinned at Bryan. "I think I'm good now, you have fun."
Bryan stood and yanked Andy back. "Not this time, you don't. This time I get to cum down your throat!" He pushed Andy to his knees and watched as Andy reluctantly took his cockhead and bathed it like an expert before opening his mouth and pushing his face onto the younger boy's dick. Bryan grabbed his head and began thrusting hard into the Andy's mouth thinking, shit, this feels as good as Cheryl's mouth, I could have been doing this with the guys all along. He looked over with a grin seeing Tracy and her friend Allie, wide-eyed and excited...spread eagled, naked with perky firm tits, rubbing themselves, getting themselves ready for him. He groaned with lust seeing Tracy lean over and take Allies huge nipple into her mouth. He was happy he stole one of his dad's Viagras and would have incredible recovery time and might just fuck 5 of those holes before this pussy Andy here recovers once. Returning his attention to Andy he croaked, "I'm cumming, drink this, you cocksucker." He closed his eyes and pounded hard against Andy's face remembering the times Andy left him to jack off after he'd given him blowjobs. Kept pumping into his mouth, hoping he was bruising his lips for all those times he was forced to such the older boy's dick, reveling in the power he felt over him. Soon the welcome ache in his balls rose to almost pain and he plunged his cock as deep down Andy's throat as far as it would go, releasing his thick cum into the boys' stomach...humping and shooting his cum...over and over until he was drained. He pulled out with a pop and with a huge grin turned to the empty bed....
"What the fuck?" Bryan yelled. "Bitches! Where are those fucking bitches, I'll kill them!" He turned to the open doorway to see Rick standing there holding his phone, a sad smile on his face.
"I'll tell them that, they had to get Jessie and head home. Sorry about that, they totally lost track of time. By the way, you'd give Amber a run for her money as blow job queen." He said holding up the phone. "Should I hit send?"
Rick and Tracy had to help their exhausted mother into the house with Allie running ahead to hold to door. They took her upstairs and into the bedroom. Allie ran into the bathroom and turned on the water in the tub. All they grabbed was her coat and when Tracy pulled it off her, she gasped seeing dried cum, hickeys, raw, carpet burned knees, and a note in magic marker on her stomach, "I came, I saw, I came again." Amazingly, there were hickeys on her ass and inner thighs. Furious with himself for not stopping it earlier, Rick left and left them alone, going back to his room.
Tracy and Allie helped Cheryl into the tub and bathed her, scrubbing all the cum off her, out of her hair and crusted around her bruised mouth. "Shit, mom. You look like you've been beaten up." Cheryl took the sponge out of her daughter's hand and said, "I got this. I'm tired, but I'm ok. I am so sorry that you saw me...what must you think of me?"
"Mom, it's ok. Rick told me, us. I think it's really cool you did porn. You know how girls would kill to have someone to teach them stuff. I mean, I'll bet you know everything." Tracy said with a smile, "And Allie's fine with it, I'm pretty she will be coming to you for advice also." Tracy looked at Allie who nodded, smiling.
Cheryl was able to dry herself off and pull her nighty on. Getting into bed and seeing the girls turn to leave, she told them to wait, patting the bed.
Tracy and Allie curled up on either side and Tracy said, "I'm so glad you are feeling better. Rick wanted to take you to the hospital, but I told him that they'd probably charge all those boys with rape and also, I was pretty sure no one was ever fucked to death. Are you ok? I mean, I know you're sore, but no damage?" Tracy asked stroking her mother's hair.
"God! I feel like I've been squeezed through a wringer, my every joint hurts and I won't be sitting for a while. How many guys were there?"
Allie quietly said, "35, counting Rick, did he...?"
Cheryl had a distressed look on her face and looked at Tracy. "Yes, he was the first one. They...Bryan forced him to intimating that he'd reveal I was his mother. Oh Christ! I'm sorry baby." Cheryl said hugging Tracy but releasing her, hearing Tracy laugh.
"Mom, relax. I've seen his penis and I've thought about giving it a try myself. How was it? It looks huge!" Tracy asked.
"Jesus! I'm having a conversation about my son's penis with his sister. I know it could get more fucked up, but I cannot imagine how." Cheryl stammered, "But Lord, that boy is gifted. I'm sorry, I cannot bless you to try it out, but trust me, it would be an experience. I could barely feel all the other boys, but no one was really rough with me." Turning to Allie, "Does your family have these little heart to hearts?" She asked grinning.
"No, we discuss the family meth lab, whose turn it is to have Uncle Ted's baby, it's Billie's turn and he's resisting, and who gets to sleep with the dog, you should see his tongue and...you think Rick is endowed...." She said grinning.
Cheryl suddenly asked, "Crap, how did you find us? How did you get me out of there? Where did you come from? Is Bryan pissed? God, I can't face him, not ever again." She groaned.
"Mom, it's ok. Allie, Rick and I took care of it. I hacked into your iPad and used the find phone app the track you and Rick. I got home no one was around and there was no note so I got worried. I saw your car parked, heard the music from the house up the street and saw Rick walking towards me holding a wad of cash. Crap, Allie, the keys are on the front table. Go get the cash. How much did our little whore here make tonight?" she said with a grin.
Allie ran down and came back up with a huge stack. Dividing it into thirds, they all quietly counted, Allie said, "I've got $636, what do you guys have?"
Tracy added the total up and gasped, "Mom, Shit! You made $2,298 tonight. Sadly, these guys sure hang onto their singles." Tracy said handing the money to her mother.
Cheryl pushed it back, "I don't want it. You kids keep it. But I need to know the story."
Tracy got up, "I'll go get Rick and when I come back..."
After Rick, Tracy and Allie all related their part and got to where Bryan relished getting his cock sucked and sucking another man's cock, Rick handed the phone to his mother and hit play.
After watching the video, Cheryl turned to Tracy and asked, how did you know Bryan would go for it?"
"Andy's sister, Lex, told me she came home and saw them in the basement. Bryan was on his knees sucking her big brother's dick. I never liked Bryan, thought he was undressing me...hell! Doing me, every time he looked at me, it was really creepy."
"I know," Allie said, "remember when the boiler failed at school? Bryan cornered me and pinched both my nipples that were really sticking out. He said 'Nice, I wonder what they'd look like when I make you cum.' I was going to report him, but he told that bitch Jennifer that I put his hands there and she slammed me against a locker and told me to stay away from her boyfriend."
"I don't think Bryan will be bothering you anymore. I found Andy's cell number and called him while you were bathing. I let Andy know his secret is safe with us as long as Bryan never comes close to anyone in our family again, plus you cannot really see Andy's face as I focused on Bryan. He told me we have his word that Bryan would be a good boy, what he said was, 'His ass is mine, literally.' and asked for a copy. I think he sounded pretty excited." Rick said.
Cheryl turned to Tracy and asked, "I cannot see, but were you girls...?"
Tracy looked stunned, "Rick? You could have recorded me and Allie...naked, and you didn't? I'm shocked, I assumed as the household perv, you would have taped us...Mom, we were totally naked, our legs spread, playing with ourselves...each other. I'm actually disappointed. I saw you on the TV, mom. You were so beautiful, so in control. I was jealous." Tracy said, "In a way, I wish you had taped us, Rick, but these things can come back and do you in the ass." She said chuckling. She looked at Allie, "Perhaps Rick here can make a private tape of us?"
Allie groaned, "You're cute and all that, but I'm not going to become a carpet muncher in one night."
"That was strange, I've never touched another girl before, and neither has Allie, but wow, I really need to get back to my room. Allie, you want to spend the night? We have a guest bedroom...or...."
Allie looked at Rick, "Um...Tracy, I'd love to, but I was wondering if Rick..."
Tracy looked down, but then with a smile, "Rick, I think what Allie is asking is if you'd let her spent the night in your bed."
"No, actually I was hoping to spend the night in your bed and Rick could join us." Allie said hopefully.
Cheryl sighed and turned over, "I don't want to know anything, so go to bed and I think I'll sleep in in the morning, oh, and Rick? Tracy's on the pill so don't let her make you wear a condom, I can't speak for Allie." As the kids left she turned off the light and was asleep before her arm hit the pillow.
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"You do want to have a kid, don't you?" Ashley asked her husband. "I mean, if you are having doubts, let's hold off."
"No, I really do. I love kids, but..." Brad hesitated. "I mean, I wish we could just..."
"What? We could what?" Ashley asked.
"I miss spontaneous sex...you know, just jumping you in the kitchen."
"You can still do that, but if we are going the take this seriously, we need to do this while I'm fertile, so we have to hold off until end of the week." Ashley said sadly, "I would love to feel you inside me, but you have to save that sperm of yours for when they'll do some good."
"I know, but you know how hard it is for me to get inspired when I need to perform on demand, can't we get some porn? You know how hot it makes me." Brad asked softly.
"No way. You think I want you fantasizing about some plastic bimbo while making love to me? Anyhow, how can you like that shit? Everything is so fake, I mean what woman moans, 'Oh yes, yes, yes, give it to me. Oh God, you are so big!' Who the hell says that unless they are acting? Anyhow, are you saying that I'm not sexy enough for you?" She spat angrily.
"No, really, you are sexy. You are the most beautiful woman I know, but there's something hot about watching someone getting screwed...I know it seems like they're sexier than you are, maybe because they are sluttier or something, but I find it erotic..." Brad said sadly. "At least can you wear that teddy I got you? You've never worn it, even tried it on." Brad looked at his stunning brunette wife. 5' 5" with long shapely legs, a small, tight ass, perfect clam-shell pussy, narrow waist, breasts...oh yeah, she has breasts. Large DDs that she rarely dressed to show off. If she would wear scoop necks, or v-necks, but she always wore turtle necks or buttoned up shirts. Her bras actually flattened her out, but at night, when she just wore her nightshirts...at least she always slept without panties. Ashley had actually had dozens of offers to model but wanted to focus on her degree...which she never used. But, his job paid enough and if they were to have kids, Ashley would be there to raise them. That was not all bad. When this pregnancy thing is all over he will love going back to jumping her whenever he liked and actually, no longer needing rubbers is not bad...though he doesn't last quite as long...looking at her in her nightshirt knowing she wasn't wearing panties he wished he could just fuck her right now bent over the kitchen table, but no...he'd have to wait until all the stars aligned.
"God, you men all love to treat women like sex objects. You know I hate that, anyhow those things aren't even all that comfortable...but I'll think about it. Let's talk about it later, you have to get to work."
All week Brad kept trying to get excited about making love to his wife, but with the daily reports of her temperature and ovulating schedule, he found himself just not able to get worked up. He resisted surfing porn since then he'd want to jerk off and Ashley stressed how the Doctor said with his low sperm count he had to save all he could for the egg. She told him Friday looked like the best time so he had to be ready. To make matters worse, Sherrie kept coming over for one thing or another and pressed her nice breasts against his arm, his back, even once she leaned over to grab the stapler and pressed her breast against his hand.
Thursday as he was leaving work, Jim called out to him, "Brad, where are you going? Not getting beer with us?"
Brad realized it was Thursday already and he'd been joining the guys on the dock for beers after work at the bar across the street. "Sure, I lost track of what day it was. Hang on, let me throw my crap in the car and I'll be there."
Jim, Ed, Ernie, Chuck and Rod were at the usual table and when Brad sat down, the beers were just arriving. "So how's the financial department doing?" Jim asked. "Also, how's Sherrie doing?"
Brad laughed, "Sure, the financial department...is doing great. As if you guys care. Now Sherrie. That is your real question. I've invited her to join us, but she thinks you guys are a bit crude. I mean, perhaps if you didn't leer at her every time she walked by she might like you guys."
"She likes you, though. We've all seen how she flirts with you on her way to the car, why the fuck haven't you tapped that? The melons on her! Fuck, I'd give anything to fuck those." Ed chuckled.
"I'm married. You guys know that. If I were single, I guarantee you, I'd be all over her, but I'm not going to cheat on my wife." Brad sighed thinking that Sherrie's tits were half the size of Ashley's. He was not about to mention that though since these guys as nice as they were could think about little else to talk about other than pussies (cunts, actually) asses and tits. He either deflected questions about Ashley or said she was pretty average. God, the first time he undressed Ashley and saw those huge mammaries he was stunned. How could she hide something that large? He really wanted to fuck them, but she said it was weird, but that night when they first fucked, he knew she was it, she was the one. The way she wrapped around him responding to his thrusts with thrusts of her own, and her soft mews when she came made him love her more. She told him he was her first and that was when she first told him she loved him.
"Brad? Brad, you there? Dude, your phone is buzzing." Chuck elbowed him.
"Oh, sorry, thinking about work." Brad mumbled reaching for his cell. "Hey honey, what's up? Really? Now? Ok. Let me finish my beer and I'll be right home." Brad hung up and apologized, "Guys I have to get home." He reached for his beer.
"The wife needs you home and you just jump up? Tell her you'll be home when you get home." Ed sneered and the other 4 guys all echoed that.
"I have to go, it sucks I know, but, well. We're trying to have kids and she plots out everything and I guess tonight is the optimal time...you know how it is." Brad said bitterly.
Chuck looked at him disbelievingly, "Seriously? Barb and I never 'tried' to have kids, they just seemed to happen. But, if you have to go back and fuck the wife, go. I am not sure why you look so down about it, Christ! What is she 23? I'd be in my car by now to slam my cock into a young piece of ass." He laughed.
"Yeah, I know. But this whole scheduled thing makes it more like a chore. I can't wait until it's over so It can just fuck her when I want." Brad said getting up.
"God, you've never shown us pictures of your wife, but perhaps you do need to tap Sherrie if it is a chore to fuck your wife." Rod added.
After Brad left, Rod turned to the others, "You guys ever seen his wife?" Seeing them all shake their heads, he said, "Where the heck does he live?"
Brad walked in and was stunned to see his wife on the couch wearing the white teddy. He stared at his stunning wife revealing more than he thought possible. Her large dark nipples and small patch of pubic hair were easily visible through the sheer fabric. Her breasts were spilling out around the small strip of fabric on top. Then he felt his cock stir as she opened her legs and revealed the slit in the fabric exposing her perfect lips.
With a grin, she picked up the remote and the TV came to life showing a large breasted brunette sucking a huge cock...the sound of moans and slurping echoing around the living room. "Close your mouth and come over here. Get that cock of yours out and let me take care of it."
Brad couldn't believe it. Ashley had put his cock in her mouth once and declared she didn't like it so this was a treat. Brad wasted no time ripping off his pants and standing in front of his hot wife. He looked over to the TV and hoped she could take his cock as deep as the girl could, but even if she only sucks on the head...
Ashley took his cock and gently stroking it, began running her tongue up and down the shaft. She gently stroked his balls with one hand while gripping his cock with the other. "Good lord, you are really hard. I guess I shouldn't stop." She purred. She opened her mouth and sucked the head in and was pleased to hear Brad groan with pleasure. She swirled her tongue around the head as she sucked more and more into her mouth. She reached around and grabbed his ass as he started to pump into her mouth. She thought perhaps this was not so bad as he thrust in and out of her mouth. She pulled her mouth off his cock, "Remember, you cannot cum in my mouth, we have to save that so you can knock me up."
Brad had no idea where she learned to suck cock like a pro, but decided it was something she picked up naturally. He looked down at her with her lips sliding on the shaft of his rigid dick and when he felt a familiar aching in his balls he put his hand gently in her head and stepped back. "Perhaps you'd better stop. I think I'm ready to fill you with all the sperm I've been saving up for the last week. Spread those legs, babe, I'm coming in." Brad ripped his shirt off and stepping between her fully spread legs, grabbed his cock and bent over to line it up with her moist pussy lips.
"Holy fuck! I thought he said she was plain, this babe is fucking hot You see those tits?" Brad was jolted upright hearing Ed's voice from the doorway.
"Get the fuck out of here, you cannot barge in like that." Brad yelled.
Ashley struggled to close her legs but Brad was between them and she saw the five strange men staring at her wide open crotch. "Brad, dammit, Brad get off me! Who the fuck are these guys? How did they get in here? Didn't you lock the front door?" Ashley screamed finally squirming off the couch and standing up. "What did he say? Did you say I was plain?" Ashley swung her fist hitting Brad in the side of the head as he was looking at the guys, making her left breast bounce out of the small teddy. She swung her arms across her chest and glared at the men standing in her living room. She was aware of the moans coming from the TV making her blush more.
"Get out of here, dammit. I cannot believe you are here." Brad sputtered, rubbing his cheek.
"Relax dude, we're here to help, you did say that fucking your wife was a chore and as your friends, we are here for you." Ed replied. "I cannot believe your wife is so fucking hot, I can't believe those tits! Sherrie looks flat compared to her. Get out from behind Brad, let's see you, babe."
"I do not fucking believe this, you told them I was plain and making love to me was a chore? What else do you not like about me?" Ashley screamed.
"Wait, wait, I never said you were plain. I just told them you were average since these guys are the biggest horn-dogs you'll ever meet. I didn't want them trying to meet you. They'll fuck anything that moves. And I did say, trying to get pregnant was almost a chore, but I've never thought making love to you was a chore. I'm sorry, but you don't know these guys. I'm not about to extol your virtues to them." Brad said pleadingly.
"I'm going to get clothes on." Ashley said angrily as she started towards the hallway.
"Hang on. Don't do that." Rod said, "It's not like we haven't already seen you, and trust me, you are far from plain. As Brad's friends, we're here to help with the chores, aren't we guys?" He said turning to the four men. "Ed can take care of the garbage, Chuck can clean the kitchen, Ernie, you feel like vacuuming, Jim...hmmm What other chores do you need done?" Rod asked grinning.
Ashley stopped and looked at the five men, thinking they weren't totally evil. "He really said it was a chore making love to me?" She dropped her arms down to her sides. "He really said that? And who is this Sherrie?"
"Let's see. It was something like, 'She schedules everything out making it seem more like a chore...' Something like that. That plus the fact he said you were just average looking, we had to see for ourselves. Sherrie is this hot babe he works closely with that keeps flirting with him. Brad has never led her on though, we kept urging him to take advantage, but he keeps saying he is married and totally happy at home. I can see why. You are 10 times hotter that her." Rod said with a grin. "You have tits I'd gladly be smothered between. Look, we'll leave, unless you think we might be useful around here, you know, with the horrible chores you make him do." Rod grinned looking pointedly at her hard nipples and large mounds of flesh bulging out around the teddy.
Brad started to protest, but Ashley cut him off. "You shut up. Apparently when you open your mouth you make things worse, so just shut up." She looked down at the bulges arrayed before her. "We have a lot of chores and you seem to be fairly handy, but how do I know if you have the proper tools?"
Chuck grinned and chuckled. "Babe, we'd better go, I'm afraid if you've gotten used to that," he said nodding at Brad's shrunken penis, "we might hurt you, and Brad will never satisfy you again."
"Give me a break, you men all brag how big you are and how my poor little pussy will be ruined by your monster cocks. Why do you do that knowing as soon as I see you I'll know you are full of shit." Ashley laughed.
Chuck looked at the others, "Should we? This bitch seems to doubt us." Seeing them all nod, they began undoing their belts.
"Hang on, I am not going to let you do this." Brad strode forward.
"I told you to shut up, Brad. You gave up any right to say anything when you told them it was a chore to fuck your plain wife. Go on, show me those 'monster cocks' of yours." Ashley said firmly.
Brad looked at his wife and didn't recognize her. Her nipples were poking out at least a half inch and he saw a trickle of moisture running down her leg. Her eyes were dilated and her breathing was getting deeper. "Honey, please..."
Ashley ignored her husband and watched as the five pairs of pants hit the floor. Then in awe she watched the boxers all slide down, her eyes darting from one large snake to another. All were twice the size of Brad's and they weren't hard yet. She stared at each one seemingly willing them to get hard.
She was jolted out of her trance when the tallest one said, "Get over here if you want a look. You'll see much better if you get down here on your knees."
Ashley moved over and melted down onto her knees with the five fat hunks of flesh right in front of her face. She reached up to feel how heavy one of them was, and let out a soft moan when it twitched in her hand. She marveled at how it pulsed bigger and bigger, growing huge and hard in her hands. She kept one hand on it and reached over to the one to the left and felt it grow also. Soon she had both hands stoking fat, dangerous looking spears pointing at the ceiling. Her fingers barely wrapped hallway around each shaft.
Brad sputtered, "Ashley, please stop it, I'm sorry I said those things, but please. Tell them to leave. I can't watch this."
Ashley looked back at her husband who was now totally shrunk down and looking like he was going to cry. "You're right, you shouldn't watch this. Guys, we're out of beer, so perhaps Brad being the good host should go get some, and I don't know, maybe pizza? Seems like the least he can do having such great friends to help with the chores." She looked back at Brad with a grin while stroking the two cocks. "Damn, these are massive. I see why you didn't want me to meet them." She turned and pulled one of the cocks into her mouth and reached out to stroke another to life. Slurping on the large head, she pulled her mouth off and looked up at the one who first spoke. "You'd better not cum in my mouth, I have eggs to fertilize and since Brad has low sperm count, I'm hoping you all can make up for that." Turning back to Brad. "What are you still doing here, these guys would like some beer."
"Yeah, Brad. Get us some beer. I'd like pepperoni on my pizza. What do you guys want?" Ed said. "Get going so your bitch here can focus on my cock. Shit, she sucks cock good." He said grabbing her head and pushing her face back onto his throbbing cock.
Brad looked at the five men he thought were friends all circled around his beautiful wife taking the rest of their clothes off. He sadly started pulling on his clothes wondering whether he should just drive off and leave her or get pizza and beer. As he walked to the door he stopped and looked back to see Ed stand Ashley up and tear the teddy off her and throw the shredded fabric on the floor. He stood there watching, wishing he could do something.
Ed He pushed Ashley over the arm of the couch and worked his cock into her tight slit. "Ok baby, let me see how tight this cunt is. Yes...nice and tight. Let's fill you with cum and get a baby going in there." He worked more and more into the tight hole knowing he couldn't possibly last long. He signaled to Rod to get in front of Ashley. "Come on bitch, get my friend Rod's rod ready to fuck you."
Ashley moaned while reaching out and stroking Rod's fat dick feeling stretched like never before. Soon she was thrusting her ass back against the invading shaft and grunting more and more. "Oh fuck, yes...yes...yes...pound my poor little pussy...my tight cunt...your cunt...take it...empty your balls in me. I need your sperm. Yes...that's it...yesssssssss." She screamed as she exploded feeling the spongy head push against her cervix. "Oh God, I need your cum, I want your cum inside me! Mmmmppph...mmmmmm," She moaned as Rod shoved his cock into her mouth. She opened her mouth wide letting him fuck her throat while she reached up and fondled the huge man's balls.
Ed grabbed her ass and with a loud gasp thrust hard into her and spasmed jet after jet of baby-making sperm into her fertile womb. Reluctantly he pulled out and stepped aside as Rod got off the couch and jammed his stiff dick all the way into the slick cunt. Ed knelt in front of Ashley and ordered her to clean him off and was thrilled to see her suck every drop of cum left on his softening cock.
Brad sadly shook his head and headed out to get beer and pizza hearing his wife cry over and over, "Yes...yes...yesssss...fuck me...God you are so big, so big..."
When Brad got back, Ed, Rod and Chuck were sitting naked on the couch watching the porn movie. "Dude, sorry about this, but she could have told us to leave. What kind of pizza did you get? Give me one of those beers." Ed said reaching out his hand.
Brad wondered where Ashley was until Ernie came out from the master bedroom his softening cock glistening with his wife's cum, "Ed, I think she wants to suck your cock, hey Brad, what kind of pizza did you get? Give me one of those beers."
Ed got up and grabbed a couple of the beers and headed back to the bedroom. Brad took the pizza and beer into the kitchen and put the rest of the beer in the fridge. Chuck and Ernie came in and elbowed Brad away from the pizzas and grabbed a couple of slices each.
"You got plates?" Chuck asked, "Where's a beer glass?"
As Ernie was walking out with his pizza and beer he called back to Brad, "You got any other porn? This is the second time through and though it's pretty hot, we need something different."
Brad sat in the kitchen thinking back to earlier in the week how hot it sounded to bend Ashley over the kitchen table and fuck her, but that seemed so distant, so unreal. Like it was in a different universe even. He could hear the sounds from the DVD and Jim grunting has he was fucking along with Ashley encouraging him to cum inside her - apparently when she wasn't sucking Ed's cock. He got up and went into the garage thinking he should straighten it up.
When he came back in, Ed, Rod and Ernie had apparently left and Jim and Chuck were sitting on either side of Ashley on the couch. They seemed to be sharing some kind of joke while their hands were still exploring each other. Ashley was stroking both cocks while Ernie was squeezing and cupping her reddened tits. Jim was apparently nibbling on her ear and whispering something.



"I'm going to go to bed," Brad announced, "I guess I'll sleep in the guest bedroom since I'm sure you messed up the bed in our room."
Jim laughed, "I wouldn't go in there either, we didn't leave that in very good shape."
Brad angrily shook his head and headed to the basement to the fold-a-bed hoping they weren't going to make much noise since the master was right above him. He had no such luck. He heard them come into the bedroom and Ashley groan with pleasure as one of them began rhythmically fucking her. He tried to wrap a pillow around his head, but he could hear his wife steadily moan over and over with every thrust.
Then he heard her say, "No, you can't fuck my ass, not yet, I need you to knock me up." Whatever Chuck or Jim said was muffled, but he heard her answer, "I suppose you are right. I've got 15 loads already, go ahead, you can fuck my ass, but go slowly..." He heard her giggle, "Yeah, no lubricant needed...Ok...that's it...go ahead...yessss...yessss...yessss...That feels great." Muffled men's voices again, "I know, I feel bad, they'll have to come back for this. Jim, or whatever the fuck your name is, let me get on top of you and you can both fuck me. Ahhhhh...yesssss...I haven't done this for a long time. Too bad the other guys left, I could have every hole filled like after prom. God I miss this. Fuck me...fuck me hard...God, yes. Pound my ass."
Brad jerked the pillow off his head, 'She'd done this before, she not only wasn't a virgin, she'd done anal, she'd done foursomes?' He thought bitterly. He thought he was going to cry, but he lost that ability years ago. Finally, even with the moaning overhead he fell asleep.
When he woke the next morning he saw Ashley sleeping in the bed with a large pool of cum between her open legs. Sadly, he couldn't decide if he loved her or hated her. He showered and dreading what he was going to face, headed off to work.
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Sue got lost looking at the five young boys by the pool, thinking back to when she was that age. "God, their cocks were rock hard and persistent." She felt her pussy throb remembering all the boys' cocks she'd had in her hands, in her mouth, and in her pussy. Then there was Frank, the biggest cock she ever saw...had. Actually, she really didn't like him, but whenever he came over her legs opened up without much prompting on his part, no foreplay, no conversation, no rubber. Sue slid her hand into her shorts thinking about Frank's cock and how he would just show up, somehow knowing her parents were out, dropping his pants right after he came over knowing she would drop to her knees immediately to get him ready. How he would often stay hard after cumming and keep pounding her until he came again and without a word, get up and leave.
She thought back and realized she had no memory of his voice since he never said anything. She knew he was using her and rather than that being something to be humiliated about, it turned her on. Then there was the time he brought over four of his friends. He stood in front of her and dropped his pants. Why did she kneel in front of him taking his cock in her mouth? He must have signaled them as she let them get her naked. Why didn't she protest? Why did she let them stay the entire weekend while her parents were away? How did she go all weekend without sleep? Why did she not get upset when they bragged to all their friends? Christ, she got more popular overnight and the boys sure started coming over. But it was Frank she always hoped would knock on her door. 'Where is he now? I've never cheated on Drew, but if Frank knocked on my door...' Her fingers worked her clit, sliding up into her slit...her nipples aching. 'Fuck!' she thought hearing the boys arguing, 'so close...'
"Fuck you, she is not!" Mark said hotly, "Go home and jerk off, you assholes!"
Sue yanked her hand out of her shorts as she watched her son come storming into the house and without looking at her pounded up the stairs to his room. She heard his bedroom door slam angrily. She looked back out the window as the four boys walked out the back gate laughing at an apparent joke as they disappeared around the corner. 'What was that about?' She thought. 'They never fight or got into arguments...what could have caused this?'
Sighing, she decided to go to her bedroom and take a bath and finish what she started. While the bath was filling she slipped off her shorts and top. Looking in the mirror, she admired how her large, tear-drop breasts showed no sag, and she had no discernable fat around her waist. Turning, she admired her ass, or as Drew called it, her bubble-butt. "I could pass for 20 still...in fact, I still fit perfectly into my cheerleading outfit. I'd sure love to model that for Mark's friends...like I did with Frank. He sure loved that short skirt without panties."
Groaning, she turned away from the mirror and slid into the steaming water. Her fingers went right to her swollen lips, her aroused clit, in her slippery hole. She closed her eyes and imagined the four boys coming back into the house to apologize to Mark but hearing her moans they would creep into her bathroom. They quietly peer around the corner to see her, to see her large breasts bobbing in the tub, her legs wide open with her fingers pumping in and out for her sopping cunt. Their cocks tenting their baggy shorts...then pulling those shorts down...those 18-year-old cocks bouncing a couple of times before pointing at the ceiling...Frank's cock, big and fat..."Uhhh, uhhhhh...uhhhhhhh, yesssssssss...Oh Fuck!"
Sue slid down and felt her whole body go limp. 'Shit, that was nice, but not great like being pounded by a young stud urgently driving into me with one goal, to empty his balls into my tight pussy,' she thought. Realizing the water was cooling off, she reluctantly pulled herself out of the tub and dried off.
She tightened the belt on her robe and went out to the kitchen to get some water and as she passed the stairs she realized she hadn't heard a peep out of Mark since he stormed upstairs. Wondering why he wasn't even playing music, she decided to check up on him.
Knocking on his door, she heard scrambling inside. "Hang on!" she heard him yell. Finally, after 30 seconds or so, Mark answered the door. She noticed his shirt was inside out and felt guilty for interrupting him. "I'm sorry to bother you, I know you were busy," She said with a grin, "but can I come in?"
"Sure, Mom. I was just getting ready to do homework, so any interruption is a good one." Mark lied as he swung the door open and stepped back.
Mark walked over and flopped on the bed wondering why his Mom closed the door. Her robe just covered her upper thighs and she had incredible legs. He tried not to think about that as she came over to the bed.
As Sue went to sit she had to be careful as she had on her short summer robe and didn't want to flash her son. "So, what were you boys arguing about? I've never seen you argue before. Are you ok?"
"I'm fine, Mom, don't worry about it. What are we having for dinner? Can we order pizza? When Dad's out of town we always do pizza one night."
"Sure, pizza's fine, but don't change the subject. Tell me, what was it that pissed you off so much. I've never seen you that mad," Sue put a hand on her son's thigh as she said that.
"I was nothing, it really doesn't matter, nothing you want to hear, anyhow," Mark said, looking down at her hand that was two inches from his crotch.
"C'mon, I'm your mother, you've always told me everything. I can take it. I'll order the meat lovers if you tell me," Sue said as she stroked his thigh reassuringly. 'Wow!' she thought, 'it's been years since I saw a bulge that big.'
"Promise you won't get mad? I mean, you can't get mad at the guys."
"Why...I mean, yes. I promise not to get mad at your friends, what did they do to you?" Sue asked.
"Nothing, I mean nothing to me. We were talking about girls, you know, guy talk. Anyhow, Chip said he preferred women, women with...you know...large..." Mark tailed off beet red.
"Large breasts? Big tits?" Sue said with a smile. "Why is that bad? I know you boys look all the time. Most guys say that but when they find the right woman her tits will be perfect no matter what size they are."
"Yeah, well...Chip said you were a MILF and wanted to see your, um...tits," Mark said softly. "Anyhow, I told him to take it back."
"What is a MILF? Am I? Is it bad?" Sue asked.
"I guess it is not bad, but no kid wants to hear their mother called a MILF," Mark said angrily.
"So, what is it? Why shouldn't I be called that? It must be some sort of insult. Why would your friend insult me? I thought they liked me."
"Oh, they like you, believe me, they do. It's not an insult, just crude. MILF stands for Mother I'd Like to...F..." Mark answered, "you, know fuck." He said blushing.
Sue looked at her son, thinking about his friends wanting to fuck her. "That's it? I think it's flattering. Someone thinks that about an old lady like me? Why did you get mad?" She felt her pussy throb again as she shifted around on the bed. The memory of the boys all coming into her bathroom, their cocks bouncing popped into her head.
"Mom! You are not an old lady, but I don't want my friends to think that way about you. You're my mother, not..." Mark protested.
"Not what? Not hot? Not sexy...not fuckable?" Sue said glaring at her son. "I know I'm not a cute 18-year-old but I don't think I've lost that much," she sighed.
"Yes, I mean no...oh Christ, can we drop the subject?" Mark stammered. "I don't want to think of you like that!"
Sue got off the bed with an angry look on her face. "Sure, we'll leave it with my son disgusted with his mother...grossed out thinking that someone would find me sexy." She spun and headed for the door.
"Mom, stop, Mom, please...I do find you sexy...really. I think you are the hottest woman I know." Mark said pleadingly.
Sue turned and looked at her son. "Are you just saying that because I'm pissed at you? Or, do you mean it? If you mean that, why did you get mad at your friends?" She stood with her hands on her hips glaring at the young boy.
"I got mad at them because they wanted to know if I've spied on you, they wanted to know what your bra size is, and if your...never mind," Mark stammered as he blushed. He felt slightly dizzy never expecting to have this conversation with his mother.
Sue came and sat down on the bed again, unaware that her robe opened up between her legs, "My what? I want to know what else they wanted to know."
"They wanted to know if you were a natural blonde...you know, if your bush was blonde, and also if you shaved between..." Mark looked between his mother's legs to make his point and saw her fully exposed pussy lips. He stopped and stared amazed at how beautiful she looked.
Sue looked where her son was staring and started to close her legs, but as she looked back at her son, she saw his cock growing more in his shorts. "Nice to get confirmation you think I'm sexy." She grinned at him as she nodded at his crotch.
Mark pulled his eyes away from her shaved pussy with the soft blonde patch of fur above and blushed. "Sorry Mom, I mean, you...you are showing your..."
"My pussy? My cunt? My vagina? I guess you can answer them now that you've seen me. Go ahead and look, I don't mind," Sue said and she opened her legs wider. The afternoon sun was shining in and she shifted both to feel the warmth and to expose her pussy even more. "You like?" she asked sweetly.
Mark couldn't believe his mother was doing this but wasn't going to argue. He took in the smooth shaved lips; the glistening drops of moisture leaking through; the small nub projecting out above; and the bright, golden pubic hair neatly trimmed on top. His cock throbbed angrily in his shorts. He wanted his mother to leave so he could pull it out and finish what he was doing before she came in...but wanted her to stay as long as she could. His eyes roamed up her robe to her flat stomach, her cute navel, and could make out the creamy underside of her right breast. He tried to imagine what her nipples looked like, how big were her tits?
Sue watched her son's cock grow and slither up under his shorts, she saw his unblinking stare...his focus switching to the vee in her robe showing considerable skin. She reached up and slowly pulled the robe open revealing her full boobs topped with huge pink areolas. Cupping her breasts and letting them bounce, she felt a rush seeing the look of lust on her son's face. "Still think I'm gross?" She purred. "What are you going to tell your friends when they ask again?"
"No, God no. You are beautiful. I never said you were gross," Mark blurted out not taking his eyes off her gravity-defying tits. "I'm not telling them anything, I promise."
"I'm glad you don't think I'm gross and I can see your appreciation. Why wouldn't you tell them? Boys like to brag all the time. I'm sure they'd want to know," Sue said as she pulled her robe closed and stood up. "I'd better go and let you finish what you were doing before I knocked," she said looking at her son's large tent.
"Wait, Mom. Don't go yet. I could tell them, but wouldn't that make you uncomfortable if they leer at you, thinking about...you know, about you being naked?"
"No, I think it's flattering to have good-looking young boys thinking about me...wanting to fuck me." Sue winked at Mark as she turned to leave. "I still am a bit insulted you don't want to fuck me, but..." she sighed as she turned toward the door.
"It'd be good to tell them I saw your tits, your pussy bit it sure would be great to tell them I felt them...felt your tits, I mean, every guy spies on their mom, but to...you know," Mark said as he rolled off the bed and came up behind his mother as she reached for the doorknob.
Sue stood with her hand on the handle. Without turning she said, "No, that's not going to happen. I'm your mother and I'm not going to let you pull my robe off...ohhh, you nasty boy," she said softly as she felt his hands slide her robe off her shoulders. "What kind of mother would I be if I let you feel me up..." She dropped her hands to her sides as strong large hands kneaded her shoulders.
"You are right," he said, "you can't do that. No mother should let her son see her naked, or touch her. But any mother would love a good massage. You should just relax, you seem tense." Mark said as he started rubbing her shoulders.
"Yes, that feels good...I know you can fantasize about me, but you never should touch me, feel my breasts, my hard nipples, my wet pussy...that would be so wrong." She moaned as the son's strong hands kneaded her upper back and sides.
Mark worked his hands down the smooth skin on her back down to her tight ass. He couldn't see her tits, but knew they were uncovered which made his cock ache more. Then he pulled her arms gently back, massaging her deltoids.
Sue could feel his hard shaft press between her ass cheeks as she leaned back against him. His strong hands felt good on her arms but her nipples were aching for attention which was nothing compared to the throbbing in her pussy.
As Mark worked down her arms, massaging her biceps she lowered her hands to her sides and reached back to grip the massive cock. His hands moved to her stomach close to her pussy, then up to just beneath her fleshy mounds. 'Dammit! Grab my tits,' she thought. She wanted to pull his hands onto her tits but just stood in front of the door panting. "Yes, that feels good, I was tense and this is really soothing. You have very strong, but gentle hands," Sue sighed.
Mark's thumbs brushed along his mother's underboobs and it was all he could do to keep from just reaching up and grabbing them. He stroked down her stomach and back up until he pressed up against the soft flesh then back down. He found himself pushing his rock-hard cock against her uncovered ass as his hands roamed lower, feeling the downy fur before exploring up, just barely pressing his thumbs into her heavy breasts. Then his hands roamed down burying his fingers in the soft down and his mother's ass pushed back against his raging erection so he let his fingers drift down farther across her slick pussy. He pushed his fingers against the hard button as his mother ground against him. Her moans of pleasure filled the room as did the scent of her arousal. He reluctantly slid his hands back up leaving a trail of juices on her stomach as he finally grabbed her large, full breasts, enjoying the weight of them in his hands. Again, she pushed back against his cock wedged between her ass cheeks when he pinched and pulled her hard nipples, enjoying the firm ass grinding against his thrusting cock.
"Oh God, stop. If you don't let go, we're going to do something we'll regret," she said as she pushed her son off her. "Thank you," she said as she pecked him on the cheek but rather than pull away, she pressed her body against his. She again kissed him but in the most non-motherly way possible. She pressed her aroused nipples into his muscular chest then ground her throbbing cunt against the rod in his shorts. Then she abruptly pulled away and picked up her robe, opened the door, and left.
Mark looked at the door not believing any of this happened. He wasted no time tearing off his clothes and flopped onto the bed. He closed his eyes and replayed the entire last half-hour...how she felt...her heavy tits...eraser size nipples...how she reacted to his touch...thrusting against his fingers...how she smelled...how wet she was, her slit... Why didn't I push my fingers inside her? I'll bet she is really tight...I should've slipped my shorts off...her wet pussy was right there, I could have slid right in.' With that thought, Mark exploded cum in ropes all over his chest and stomach...he was amazed at how much splashed all over his body, even shooting a rope onto his face.
Sue lay naked and panting on the bed with her fingers buried in her sopping pussy, 'That was really great,' she thought, 'maybe I shouldn't have stopped him. He certainly has a great-feeling cock...at least I should have pulled it out, looked at it, given him a hand job...or let him do the F in MILF.' She thought with an aching in her stomach. 'But, no. The poor boy will probably need therapy after what I let him do anyhow.' She drifted off to sleep an image of her kneeling in front of a huge fat cock. She was stroking it and looked up to see her son's face looking down at her.
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Brad realized he'd arrived at his desk without any memory of how he got there. He sat down wondering how he was going to focus on the emails and projects he had going on with the stunning revelation his sweet, innocent wife was not sweet nor innocent. He was sure had he been a different kind of man he would have gotten hold of a gun somehow, but that was never his style. He picked up the phone.
"Hey Jim...good, I mean actually not so good. Look, can you go through our assets and let me know how easy everything would be to split...I know, I don't want to get into it right now, but Ashley has...I guess changed. She has different priorities now and I want to explore moving on...You're right, we've never really had a fight, but...Sure, I'll have my cell on me. Thanks."
Brad tried to drive the last 12 hours out of his head and focus on work and actually felt it was easier having called his lawyer.
At noon, Sherrie came in with a Visio diagram for one of the projects and slid it on the desk, "Hey Brad, you look down. Any issues? Isn't IT responding?" She asked leaning over him with her hand on his shoulder.
"No, everything is great. What's this? Is this for Perkins?" Brad pulled the diagram over.
Sherrie leaned farther over pressing her right breast against his shoulder while pointing out the flow and where the project stands.
Brad was impressed with the project she'd made. "You got all the team not only to buy in, but actually get their parts done? Seriously? This is the best news I've had all day. How did you do it, these guy are stubborn as hell." Brad asked.
"Remember the last part of Erin Brockovich when they asked her how she got all the signatures? I'm really quite tired." Sherrie said with a grin.
Brad was surprised when he laughed. He looked at Sherrie and realized she was always upbeat and funny and even though she rubbed against him, she never actually suggested anything outside of work, not even lunch. "Sherrie you made my day, I really owe you lunch or something. What are you doing for lunch? Can I take you out?"
Sherrie stood up and looked at him. Brad had asked her to join him and the guys from receiving for beers, but she never liked them...there was always a leer or a suggestive remark...strangely, she always felt like she'd forgotten to wear panties and they knew it. He'd never asked her to lunch before. "I um, I brought a sandwich. I suppose I could have it for dinner, sure, I'd love to. Now?"
"Yeah. Let's head downtown and find something. I want to go somewhere I've never been before. What are you in the mood for - it's your choice since you earned it." Brad said standing up.
Driving back, Sherrie looked at Brad and wondered at the change in him. He seemed more relaxed as if a weight was lifted from his shoulders. He normally was fairly funny, but mostly business. Lunch was fun with jokes about work, the people there and baffling memos, though he changed the subject when she brought up the guys on the dock. They pulled into the back of the building to avoid a traffic jam in the front and as they drove around the lot and she suddenly blurted out, "Hey, isn't that your other car? The black Mini Cooper?"
Brad slowed down and looked, sure enough Ashley's car was parked back by the loading dock. Groaning he shook his head and drove back to the front of the building and pulled into his spot.
"What's wrong, is everything Ok?" Sherrie asked seeing the look of anger on Brad's face. When Brad jumped out looking pissed, she grabbed his arm. "Tell me, is that your wife's car? Is there something going on? Tell me."
"Look, I'm sorry Sherrie, but this is something I have to work out. That is her car and I'm pretty sure I know why. I'll meet you inside." Brad started to walk back to the loading dock.
"Hey! Stop!" Sherrie yelled at Brad. "Listen, I might have an idea."
Brad stopped and looked at her with a look of pain of his face, "What, what can you do? You're really great, and a good friend, but I just need to deal with this."
"I have an idea, so before you go back to the dock and perhaps do something stupid, come with me." Sherrie said firmly.
Brad stared at her and realized he really had no plan and what he was thinking would probably put him in the hospital. "Ok, sure, yeah...what's your idea?"
"You know Larry in security? They have cameras all over the building and perhaps..." Sherrie replied as she led Brad inside.
"I know - they have cameras monitoring the entries, the dock area, but not anywhere else."
Sherrie winked at him, "Just wait." She knocked at the Security room door. "Hey Larry, you know Brad, right?"
"Sure, Hey Brad, what brings you guys here? Lose your keys or something?"
"We thought we saw someone enter Receiving who didn't sign in and wondered about it. Do you have the video for the last hour or two? Just wanted to be sure." Sherrie asked. "I wouldn't bother you, but with the inventory issues we've had over the last few months...you know. I'm sure it's nothing."
Larry laughed, "Please, bother me. This job needs something to liven it up...let's see, that's camera 7." Larry hit some keys and the main screen showed the outside of the dock with 11:12:45 AM along the bottom. "This good place to start?"
Sherrie looked at Brad, "What do you think?"
Brad thought a minute, "Can you go back to 10:30 and start there?"
Larry swept the mouse on the screen and stopped at 10:23:34 AM.
"Good, let's scan forward." Brad said. "Stop, there!" He said. On the screen was Ashley entering the door held open by someone, he couldn't tell who.
Sherrie looked at Brad, then at Larry. "Can you scan forward to see if she left? Maybe she took some stuff with her." She asked.
Larry laughed, "I can do better than that. We have cameras inside the entire dock area."
"I thought we had no cameras inside." Brad said, "We couldn't tell when things went missing since there are no cameras in there."
"This is new. We never told anyone because no one likes to be watched all the time, but since so much stuff has gone missing..." Larry grinned. He hit a few more keys and put up camera 22 on the screen. "There she is, yeah no badge and she definitely hasn't signed in here. I'd remember those tits anywhere, sorry." He said bashfully looking at Sherrie. "She doesn't look like a terrorist. Oh crap, those assholes." Larry blurted out as the five men circled Ashley and began kissing and groping her. Ashley pushed them away and held out her hand. Rod pulled something out of his hip pocket and handed it to her. Looking satisfied she pocketed it, she smiled and reached out to stroke Rod's cock.
Sherrie and Brad watched as Chuck, Jim and Ed led Ashley back out of camera range and Rod looked around making sure no one could see. He said something to Ernie and followed the group back. Ernie lit a cigarette and stood looking around.
"That's a violation!" Larry said looking at the man smoking. Crap, they have been warned. Also, I'm pissed. They bring this hot piece here and didn't invite me?"
"Larry, can you see where they went?" Brad asked softly.
"Actually, we don't have any cameras facing back there since that is where their desks are, so we can't really see what they did." Larry said bitterly.
"Damn, I guess we just have this." Brad sighed. Seeing Larry typing some more and using the joy stick. He asked "What are you doing?" When he saw the camera turn and pan up he saw what he'd been dreading.
"Fuck me! Look at those guys go at it." Larry blurted out. "I hate to do this since they seem to be having fun, but I'm going to have to go back and break it up."
Brad stood there with a look of pain on his face as he saw his wife riding one guy, sucking another and getting her ass pounded. Another guy was standing there stroking his cock obviously waiting for an opening.
Sherrie tapped Larry on the shoulder. "We need copies of these, can you do that? Brad, you need anything else?"
"No, I'm heading back to my desk. I've seen enough, thanks Larry, I guess she isn't stealing anything, but you may want to call the cops, no one but a hooker would take on five guys like that. They must have pooled their money...but who knows? We can't have the workers bringing whores into the building whenever they're horny." Brad said bitterly. "Can you bring copies of the vidoes to my office? Thanks again."
Sherrie closed the door to Brad's office and sat on the chair next to the desk. That's why you looked out of it this morning, did those guys...last night...I mean, you didn't invite them over, did you?"
Brad slumped down in his chair and looked at Sherrie and decided to tell her everything. When he finished he looked at her. "I guess I'm not the man you thought I was, I mean who lets their wife fuck five men all night? Perhaps TMI, but can you believe she made me store up my...anyhow, that never happened."
"You mean do I expect that you should have gotten the shit kicked out of you? I'm disappointed you got beer and pizza, but I'm not disappointed you didn't start shooting or end up in the hospital, and perhaps pleased you weren't one of those guys who got off seeing his wife with other men. Wow! That was fast." She finished seeing police cars pulling into the parking lot.
Brad and Sherrie trotted over to the stairwell looking down at the dock to see the police be met by Larry and soon saw Ashley and the guys on the dock being led out in handcuffs. Brad felt a sadness and also felt that this could not be real. "Sherrie, thanks for your help and sorry to involve you in this." Brad turned and started back to his office after the cop cars left.
"Hey wait, I'm kind of tired of work today. Can I buy a friend in pain a drink?" Sherrie asked looking at Brad, "I'm pretty sure neither of us will get much done today.
Brad nodded, "Sure, I could use a drink, something stronger than beer. Let's hit the bar at the Hyatt since I need a place to stay tonight."
Later, Brad looked at Sherrie, "Shouldn't you be out with your boyfriend or something? It's Friday night, I'm sure you have plans."
"No, no plans. I broke up with Dan a few weeks ago when he actually was busted for being with a hooker." She started laughing, "Fuck! Who would have...sorry I just had an evil thought." She laughed harder with tears coming down her face.
"What, what evil thought?" Brad asked with a grin.
"No, sorry, I can't say, it is really not the time for that." Sherrie said trying to control herself.
"C'mon, it can't get worse that anything I've seen in the last 24 hours, what is it, I could use a laugh."
"Ok, sorry, but I had the thought, what if the hooker was your wife...I know, way inappropriate." Sherrie sputtered.
Brad looked at her and then burst out laughing, "That would explain the spending money she always seems to have, she always said that she should get a job to help out, maybe she did...Oh crap that's so funny, Sherrie, I love you..." Brad stopped, looking stunned, "I'm sorry, that just came out. I can't believe I said that."
"Relax, I'm not going to hold you to that, I understand, you like that I can make you laugh even though this is not really a great time for you. Plus, you've had three margaritas and perhaps we should get a room for you." Sherrie said smiling.
"Do you want me to come up? I mean, not to screw or anything, but I can stay. You don't have to be alone tonight." Sherrie asked as they walked away from the desk.
"You sure? I could use the company and you can leave anytime you want." Brad started laughing, "I sorry, just had a thought."
"What, what is your thought." Sherrie asked.
"Ok, don't hit me, but I was going to ask if you had cats that needed to be fed, you know, single woman..." He chuckled.
Sherrie hit him in the arm, "Just because I don't have a man at home doesn't mean I have cats." She started laughing, "I'll have to call my neighbor to feel them though. Oh God, are we clichés or what?"
When they got to the room, Brad's cell rang with an unrecognized number, "Hello? What do you want, I'm not sure I want to talk to you right now...really, prostitution? I'm actually not surprised...now? Sorry, I'm busy. Really? You told them that?...Perhaps tomorrow...no, no...call your parents, perhaps they care, bye." Brad clicked off, "I could have stayed at home tonight after all since Ashley seems to have other accommodations. Apparently she didn't take money from Rod. It was a memory card, I bet I know what was on that, what a fool. She couldn't not have expected to be treated honorably by those fuckers." Brad shook his head.
Sherrie gave him a hug, stroking his back. Pulling away, she grinned, "Wanted you to bail her out? Didn't sound like you are rushing over there."
"Yeah, she can wait. I'll call her parents in the morning. What about room service? Hungry?" Brad asked.
"Sure, starving, but didn't she want to call her parents?" Sherrie asked reaching for the room service menu.
Brad laughed, "Yeah, but she had just one phone call. She had no idea I saw the video, she thinks security just happened to discover them. This is just too fun, let's order more margaritas with dinner."
Lying on the bed after cleaning the plates, Brad took another sip of his margarita, "So, staying the night? I might have to go down and get toothbrushes. I'd like you to stay."
"I'll go, perhaps they have an oversize tee since all I have is this dress." Sherrie said rolling off the bed.
Brad came awake with a raging hard on and a warm mouth sucking on it. At first he forgot where he was and feeling the long straight hair realized it wasn't Ashley, but Sherrie. He let out a moan and began thrusting his hips. Sherrie took his hand and placed it on her hanging breasts while taking more and more of his cock down her throat. When Brad began pulling and pinching her nipples she moaned around his dick and sucked in more, feeling the hair tickling her nose. Brad's thrusts were getting more and more persistent and soon her lips were pressed against his pubic bone. She felt Brad reach down and pull her thighs towards his face so she eagerly swung her leg over his head and lowered her dripping pussy onto his face letting out a muffled squeal when she felt his tongue begin to explore her bald twat.
Brad loved feeling the warm mouth totally engulf his cock and the taste of the juices flowing into his mouth. He focused on the hot pussy pressing against his face, her tight ass flexing under his hands as he pulled her to his face. Her lips separated eagerly as his tongue wiggled deep into her silky smooth hole. He heard and felt Sherrie groan and moan louder as he fucked her tight channel with his rigid tongue. Then he pulled back and flicked the tip rapidly across her rock-hard nub causing her to writhe hard against his face and pulling off his cock, raise her head and gasp loudly as she exploded with pleasure.
Sherrie panted hard as she came down from the intense peak of ecstasy and release that went seemingly forever. With one last moan, she collapsed with her faced pressed against his hard cock. She weakly opened her mouth and returned to licking the shaft, enjoying the taste of cum leaking out. She then rolled off of Brad and crawled up to kiss him, driving her tongue into his mouth and enjoying the feeling of urgent passion returned by his warm lips and tongue. She pulled off and looked down at the beautiful man. "Do you have any idea how much I wanted to kiss you? I fantasized about tasting your mouth, but never thought your tongue would part my other lips first." She laughed. "So, you have a decision to make. Do you want to cum down my throat, in my pussy, my ass or, what the heck, between my breasts?" She asked with a grin.
Brad looked like he'd won the lottery, "Just one? Not all of them? I mean, it's not like we need to get home to feed the cats or anything." He grinned. "But actually, I'd love to slide into that sweet pussy I just tasted." He pushed Sherrie off onto her back who eagerly spread her legs. He lined up his cock and before he pushed the head in, "I don't have a condom, I'd hate to get you knocked up..."
"I'm fine, I'm on the pill, but I never told Dan that. I made him use rubbers since I never actually trusted him. Come to think of it, I've never been fucked without a rubber. That kind of makes me a virgin. Quit stalling, slam that thing into me." She urged.
Still gripping his stiff erection, Brad pushed forward and worked the head up and down the wet slit and felt the welcoming tight warmth hug his shaft as he pushed in more. He pulled back and slid a bit more in, then pulled back and as he was easing into her slippery hole he felt Sherrie's hands on this ass.
"Oh, fuck, give it to me!" She cried as she pulled his cock deep into her and ground her twat hard against him. "Ok, fuck me and don't worry about me, I came and it's your turn."
Brad looked down at the stunning blonde and as he began to rhythmically drive into her, he admired how her beautiful breasts bounced up and down in sync with his hard fucking. He watched them, remembering how intriguing they felt when she pressed them against him, wondering how he never felt the pointy nipples riding high on the puffy areolas. He leaned down needing to suck one into his mouth. He felt Sherrie respond as he nibbled and sucked on the creamy flesh. He popped it out of his mouth and studied her beautiful face, he studied her lips remembering how they looked wrapped around his cock and admired her eyes squinted shut, her long blonde hair splayed out on the pillow, her face lost in pleasure. He closed his eyes getting into in the exquisite smoothness rubbing against his penis...He thought about what her ass felt like flexing as his tongue probed her...her offering of her ass..."Oh God, uhhh...uhhhhh...uhhhhhhh, fffffuckkk!" He groaned spurting what felt like gallons of cum into Sherrie's womb. Collapsing on top of her, he felt the warmth of her breasts against his chest, her arms wrapped around him as he weakly humped in and out of her as his cock softened.
Lifting his head, he looked at the stunning blonde, he whispered, "I meant it earlier, I just shouldn't have said it so soon." He kissed her and fell exhausted onto the bed and as he lay sprawled half on her, he heard her whisper back "I love you too, I always have." Smiling, he drifted off to the best sleep he'd had in days.
Swallowing, Sherrie looked up at Brad in the shower with a grin, "Gotta love unlimited hot water." She said as she got up off her knees. "God, you taste good, makes me regret not making you shoot that first load in my mouth. So, did we leave anything off you bucket list?" She asked with a giggle.
Brad kissed her and held her tight. "Just one thing, but since we don't have handcuffs, perhaps it can wait."
"Hey, whatever you're into...except animals, not really into that." Sherrie chuckled. "Shall we get breakfast?"
"Sure, I'll bet lots of places server breakfast at 3 PM. But in the meantime..." Brad said walking over to his computer bag, "How much vacation time do you have left?" He asked as he pulled out two plane tickets and handed them to her.
"Hawaii? When is this...next week? Really?" Sherrie looked at him incredulously.
"Yes, next Saturday. I got a place on Kaanapali beach in Maui for three weeks as a surprise for Ashley, but that's not happening. Can you get away? You'll have to get someone to take care of the cats."
Brad put the phone down and looked over at Sherrie basking in the sun amazed how lucky he was to be on Little Beach with the most beautiful woman on the islands. "It's done. Jim got the papers and I'm officially single. I guess Ashley was just as eager since she signed them awfully quick. Apparently she moved in with Ed. I suppose I should be hurt, but I'm finding it hard to regret anything right now. Honey, I know you miss your cats, but with my investments and what I'll get from selling the house I'm thinking of getting a place up country. We could live here for a few years and then maybe somewhere else when we get tired of it."



Sherrie rolled over, "Are you serious? Just pack up and leave?"
"I'm serious, I can't go back to the job, too many bad memories, and even though the guys are long gone it would just be weird. I need to start fresh and I really want you to be part of that." Brad said stroking her hair. "You don't have to answer now, you can think about it while I fuck you back in the room." Brad said standing up.
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Sue sat at the breakfast table sipping her coffee feeling ready to explode. She couldn't get past the conflicting feelings inside her. She not only exposed herself to her son but let him feel her up, in fact basically told him how to go about it. Poor Mark will probably need therapy, since even though mothers have always been the focus of teenage boys' raging hormones, most let it run its course. She'd washed the sticky pairs of panties returned to the hamper and made sure her bedroom door was always latched when showering. She never said anything when drying off, she sometimes found the door closed, but not latched. She should have been angry; she should have confronted the boy. Instead, she started leaving the bathroom door wide open and leaving the towel on the towel bar across the room. She never caught him peeking, never knew when he was watching, but her pussy was always wet, always throbbing, always fantasizing he was watching.
Why did she let him see her, let him touch her, why did she feel so guilty and also desperately need his hands on her again? With a yawn, she realized she hadn't gotten more than two hours of sleep as every time she felt guilty, her fingers had found their way between her legs, into her wet slit, against her aroused clit...oh crap, I can't touch myself here, Mark could be down any second she thought, ripping her fingers from between her legs.
She stood up and adjusted her robe and felt her knees get wobbly as her thumbs accidentally brushed across her hard nipples. Putting her hands on the kitchen counter she tried to think about anything but cocks, lips, tongues..."Fuck it! Drew better get back into town or I'm going to borrow a cup of sugar from old Henry across the street. That man might be 60, but the bulge in his shorts...and the way he looks at me, my breasts...my ass. Drew hates him because he never looks at my face. What a fool, since he has no idea where this mouth could take him...Stop it!" Sue turned on the cold tap and splashed the icy liquid on her face, over and over.
"Mom? What are you doing?" Mark came up behind her. "You're not crying, are you? Are you alright? I'm really sorry about yesterday." Mark said hugging her from behind.
"No. No, I'm fine, I was just trying to wake up and thought cold water would be better than more coffee." She replied holding his strong arms wrapped across her stomach. "Why did you think I was crying?" She asked unwrapping herself and turning to look at her son.
"I got up last night to go to the bathroom and I thought I heard you crying in bed. I thought it was...you know, what I did yesterday." Mark said looking down at his mother. "I feel really bad and I'm sorry. It won't happen again."
"I wasn't crying, honey. I'm fine. I love you and I don't want you to worry about it, you didn't do anything wrong." Sue brushed her hand tenderly on Mark's cheek.
"Then what was that sound? I was worried and couldn't sleep afterward. Are you sure you're alright?" Mark looked worriedly at his mom.
Sue grinned. "Why were you going to the bathroom in the middle of the night? You didn't drink any pop last night, so why did you need to go there? Also, why were you downstairs? You have a bathroom upstairs."
"Mom, I was, you know, then I thought, maybe..." Mark sputtered.
"What? Tell me. I know you jerked off after I left your bedroom yesterday, so is that why you were up? Were you thinking about spying on me?"
Mark turned bright red, "Ok, yeah. I can't seem to get you out of my head. Every time I think about...You changed the subject, so you weren't crying, what was the noise?"
Sue looked at her son, "Honey, I wasn't crying, I was thinking of you, of you touching me. I was thinking about how your strong hands felt and your impressive bulge pressing against me. I was doing what you were doing."
"Really, girls jerk off? I thought guys just did that." Mark said pressing closer to his mother.
"Yes, and often too. I'll bet every one of your friend's mothers, all the girls in your school, they jerk off and you might be surprised to know how many have your face, your body, your cock in their heads while they rub their pussies. You're a strong young man and you must have the girls flocking around you. So, on that note, let's get you breakfast and get you off to school so you can graduate next month." Sue gently pushed Mark away and pulled out cereal and milk.
"Bye Mom, I'll see you later. I was kidding about telling my friends, I'll keep our secret." Mark said
"Really? I actually don't mind. If they think I'm a MILF, and you have access to me they don't, let's face it. You'll be their hero."
"Ok, I suppose so. Larry is always bragging about how his family has a place in Hawaii and Bill's dad drives a Maserati. I have the hottest mom and get to see her naked." Mark kissed his mother on the cheek and turned and left.
Sue spent the day cleaning and scrubbing the house trying to avoid thinking about how much she opened up to her son, how dangerously close they are to... 'Crap, I have to see that boy's penis. I wonder how big it's gotten. If he takes after his father, that would not be a bad thing. If he is in Frank's class...Fuck it!' Finally, after hours of absent-mindedly cleaning, Sue peeled off her clothes and lay back on the couch.
She closed her eyes and thought about Frank...kneeling in front of him the first time, seeing the scary shaft pointing at her, and how scared she was of it. When wordlessly he pulled her face towards that pulsing weapon. How naively she thought maybe he'll be happy with a hand job...her fingers slid down to her anxious cunt...the first time she held it...how it throbbed in her hand...the cum oozing off the head... Her fingers worked into her sopping hole almost feeling Frank's hot rigid shaft in her hand. His hand was on the back of her head pressing her lips against the warm, spongy head until she reluctantly opened her mouth, her first taste of his tangy fluids. She was pulling, squishing, stimulating her excited clit getting close, so close but fighting it, delaying the inevitable. She could see and taste the plump head streaming more fluids. His was the first in her mouth and she wondered why it took so long. Frank's approving grunts encouraged her to take more...not that she needed encouragement as this felt right...so right.
She was pinching her nipples, grinding her cunt hard with her fingers moving in a blur, her legs splayed as wide as possible, wanting, needing a cock pounding her, bruising her aroused cunt. Frank had pushed his fat penis into her mouth until she stopped him when she gagged...she thought back when silently Frank pulled out and pushed her onto her back. Frank actually said something, "You'll get better," was all he said, and she did...She remembered watching as he grabbed that monster and aimed it between her legs, the feel of the head spreading her lips...the pain when the head popped in...so big, and her hole felt so small. She screamed and he smirked hearing her, yet he pushed in regardless, ignoring her moans of pain. She remembered gritting her teeth trying to bear the pain but soon realized that wasn't burning she was feeling, but pleasure...intense pleasure bordering pain. The living room echoed with her moans, the sloshing of her pussy with her fingers diving into her flowing cunt. Four fingers were buried to their knuckles, her hips thrusting up off the couch desperately needing Frank's cock...needing it now...his large sausage filling her completely, stretching her past what she thought was possible. She saw Frank's face leering down at her and as she felt the room spin the face became Mark's but with the same expression, "OH FUCK!! AAAAHHHHHHHHHH, AAAAHHHHHH, aaaaaahhhhhhhhhh," she screamed. Her hips were raised way off the couch as she exploded as hard as she ever had before collapsing, legs splayed wide on the couch...images of her son's cock shooting ropes, splashing creamy white sperm all over her, in her, the wonderful taste...
She woke with a jolt and realized she passed out. Yanking her sopping fingers out of her pussy she looked around, 'Oh fuck, three hours? I slept for three hours? Mark is due home any minute unless he is here and saw me. Oh fuck!' She thought as she jumped up and ran down the hall to her room.
After taking a quick shower, she got dressed and came out to see Mark sitting in the kitchen eating cookies. "Hey Mark, when did you get home? Sorry, I was in the shower and didn't hear you."
"I just got home, sorry, I know you don't like me snacking, but I felt like having some cookies." Mark stood up looking bothered.
"What's wrong, did something go wrong at school?" Sue asked.
"You won't believe it, but Chris brought up our fight calling you a MILF and I told him he was right after all and...you know. I told them about you...seeing you...touching you." Mark looked angry, "They called me a liar...They laughed at me telling me it was too convenient that I got to see you and touch you right after our fight. Crap. I'm pissed."
"I was afraid of that, let's face it, they don't want to envy you...have what you have and they can't. I guess there's nothing much we can do. I'm sorry honey, you deserve cookies. Can I get you some milk?"
Sue poured a glass and handed it to Mark and put a half dozen more Oreos on the plate. "I have to run out tonight...you know, girl's night out, but I'll be home later. You going to be ok alone?" Sue asked.
"Sure Mom, I have a ton of homework. Apparently, I didn't get much done yesterday." Mark said grinning.
Sue laughed, "Another strike against me. The Mother-of-the-Year award is slipping away. Damn, I really wanted it too."
Mark laughed, "Perhaps you could drop your robe, I'm sure the voters would approve, it sure worked for me."
"God! You've surely become a horny young man. There's leftover lasagna in the fridge and don't forget to cut up carrots or something." Sue said walking out.
Sue stopped and turned, "Sorry about your friends. That really sucks. By the way, perhaps it would be better if you didn't bring those guys over tomorrow since I was planning on sunning myself by the pool tomorrow afternoon since it should be really warm. You know how I like as much coverage as possible. Study hard tonight, sweetie, I'll be back later," Sue said as she left to meet her friends.
Mark lay there with cum pooled on his chest wondering how far he could get his mom to let him go...could he really lick her pussy like he just fantasized...or fuck those massive tits? Groaning he went to the bathroom to clean up and get back to his calculus and physics homework.
Sue came home around 9 and knocked on Mark's door. "You decent? Not that I care..." she called through the door.
Mark opened the door, "Mom! You've been drinking. Whew!" He said waving his hand in front of his face. "I guess you had fun." Mark grinned and walked back to his desk.
Sue sat on the bed and thought about her handsome son, feeling hormones pulsing through her and knowing the alcohol was making being alone with her son dangerous. She stood up and shaking off the lustful feelings said, "Well, I just wanted to say hi and let you know I'm home. I didn't want to interrupt your studying." Thinking about Mark walking by her bedroom last night, she mentioned, "Mark, it's going to be a warm night, so you should probably leave your bedroom door open for ventilation, I know I'm going to. Goodnight sweetie," Sue said walking over and hugging her son from behind. Kissing him on the cheek she headed downstairs to her bedroom.
Sue brushed her teeth and cleaned up getting ready for bed. She looked at the open door wondering whether she should sleep in the nude or put on a nightgown. Feeling how warm the room was and how her pussy was aching for attention, she realized the gown wouldn't be on long anyhow. She crawled naked on top of the covers and turned the light off. With a feeling of excitement, she realized the full moon was shining on her fully nude body as she stroked her breasts and pinched her nipples. She fantasized Mark was watching her, looking at her spread legs, her fingers diving in and out of the pussy. She saw the bright square of moonlight on the bed and shifted so that her pussy was fully lit and facing the door. 'I could just walk upstairs and climb into bed with him, I could let him do whatever he wants...Oh fuck I need a cock,' she thought. "Drew better get back soon or I will be letting every man in the neighborhood have me," She muttered.
Her eyes closed, legs spread wide she wondered why she never left the door open before. 'You like that Mark? You stroking your cock thinking how it would feel inside me...oh fuck it feels good...' she thought as she rubbed her hard, aroused nub furiously. She took her fingers away feeling an impending climax and reached her slimy fingers up and began squeezing her copious mounds of flesh, making her nipples even harder and the areolas puff up even more. "God, Mark, come down here and take me, you know I won't stop you...you can even fuck my ass...just come down here." She moaned softly, returning her left hand to her peaking clit.
Mark watched from the shadows seeing the woman writhe passionately, her beautiful vagina eagerly humping against her fingers, her left breast bouncing as her arm stroked her wet slit. His hand was sliding up and down his erection, his cock feeling harder than it ever has before, He groaned when he heard her moaning something unintelligible and realizing how loud it was stopped, scared she heard him.
"Mark, Mark, are you watching your mother?" Sue said peering into the hallway, "I see you, you might as well come in." She said still stroking her pussy. She watched her son bashfully come in covering his genitals with both hands. "Seriously? You modestly cover yourself up while I'm laid out, fully on display? Get over here, I have half a mind to spank you." She laughed hearing her son let out a low moan, "Yeah, I'm sure that would be a punishment. Come here and get on the bed and take your hands away, let me see how big my boy has become."
Mark dropped his hands revealing his long, fat penis pointing at the ceiling. His eyes were glued to the glistening flesh between his mother's legs as he crawled up onto the foot of the bed. He leaned down and started kissing the insides of his mother's thighs feeling an almost painful ache pulse in his balls smelling her arousal. He thought how much stronger, how much better, how much more arousing the scent was compared to when he smelled his fingers last night. He'd never felt skin so soft, so smooth. He tasted her inner thighs loving the salty tang and soon his nose brushed against her warm, wet folds. Pushing her hand out of the way, he tentatively ran his tongue up the wet slit.
"Honey, you don't have to do that, I'm very wet...oohhhh, yessss," Sue moaned, "Ok, but stop if you don't like it...oooohhhhhh yessss," she panted. Then he flicked his tongue on her clit, "...don't you fucking stop..."
Liking the taste as his tongue explored the tangy lips, and her sensitive clit Mark wanted to feel inside her, and remembering how he regretted not putting a finger inside last night, he gently pushed his middle finger into his mother's hole. 'Amazing!' he thought. First, her inner thighs were so smooth, and now her unbelievably silky hole. And all those slippery fluids, I really need to get my cock in here,' he thought. When his finger began probing deeper his mother responded by raising her hips, so he began fucking her with his finger while licking up the leaking juices, and he knew he hit gold when his tongue flicked across her clit and she began urgently humping against his face. She opened her legs wider when he pushed a second finger into her and started panting rapidly. He reached up and grabbed a flopping tit and hung on to it as she thrust harder against his mouth.
'Oh, God! I'm going to cum all over my son's face, damn, he's good, Oh crap!' she thought as his rigid tongue pressed hard into her painfully sensitive clit. Not being able to take any more she grabbed his head with both hands pulling him into her cunt and let out a scream, "Aaaaaaaahhhhhh, fffffuuccccckkkkk! Yessss, yess, yess...Oh baby, you are so good at this," she moaned as she released his head and collapsed with her arms at her sides. "Thank you...I really needed that, ohhh yesss," she sighed.
Mark looked up at his mother with a grin. She was limply lying there with her eyes closed. Wiping his face off on his arm, he crawled up over her and lined up his aching cock and pressed the head between the swollen lips and felt her open up...almost sucking his bulbous head into her slippery cunt. Moaning with anticipation, he began to push harder feeling her lift her hips, welcoming him inside her. He'd never felt anything like it, tight, slick, smooth...he pulled back and thrust hard into her and she loudly moaned. He picked up a rhythm loving the feeling, loving feeling his balls smack against her ass.
Sue's eyes opened up and she suddenly panicked. She pushed her son off of her, "Oh sweetie, honey. I'm sorry. I would love to feel you inside me, but we can't. We really can't fuck since I'm your mother." Seeing Mark kneel back looking dejected she rolled over and threw her arms around him, "Don't look so sad. I can still take care of you, and I'm sure you'll be happy."
"I know, I'm sorry Mom, I just wanted to know what it feels like...what it feels like to be inside a woman." Mark groaned.
"You've never made love before? Never fucked?" Sue looked at her son with disbelief. "I assumed...I thought, I mean, you've had girlfriends and...can I ask how much you've done? How far you've gone?"
Mark blushed, "Mom, I..." Then he laughed, "I guess I just had my tongue and fingers inside you so that's fair. Ok, I've kissed and done some dry humping. Julie once rubbed my cock through my pants, but until I saw you, touched you last night, I'd never really done much."
Sue looked at her tall, beautiful son. "How can that be? You are almost ready to graduate and I remember when I was in high school, there were guys...actually, this one guy, but every girl wanted him. You would be that guy." Sue reached down and felt the large, stiff rod sticking up thinking how familiar it felt.
"I know, but even though there are girls who I guess were flirting with me, I was always going with girls who wanted to wait. It's fine." Mark said then added, "You know, you are now the first girl to touch my dick. It feels so much better than...you know."
Sue leaned forward and kissed her son, not like a mother, but like a lover. She let her son's tongue into her mouth and thought how much of her cum the poor boy must have swallowed tasting her pussy. She continued to stroke up and down the shaft of his cock amazing how long it was. She groaned in his mouth when his hands found her aching breasts, then played with her super-sensitive nipples. Pulling away, she looked at the poor boy desperately needing release. "Ok, here's the deal. You can put your cock back in me, you can feel what it is like, but only for a minute." She looked at the grinning boy, "You got that? When I say pull out, you will pull out and not push in 'just once more.' Agreed?" Seeing him eagerly nod, she continued, "But trust me, you won't be disappointed with what comes next."
Mark watched eagerly as his mother lay back and spread her legs wide again. He got over her and again lined up the head of his cock and pressed against her...the wonderful feeling of hot, moist flesh engulfing the head. He held it there a minute wanting to savor, to remember forever this feeling. He then pulled out and pressed a bit more and feeling his mother's hands on his hips stopping his movement and then pulled out again. Over and over he stopped feeling his mother guiding him.



Sue hadn't been this stretched out since Frank, "Christ, that's why Mark's penis felt so familiar. I really need to get a close look at him but it can't be." She thought as she moaned with each added penetration. Finally, she felt the familiar welcoming feeling of being filled, stuffed actually, and took her hands off her son's hips and moaned, "Ok, fuck me, fuck your mother, push it all the way in."
Mark was amazed and knew he'd never felt anything better and began thrusting into her harder and harder, watching with amazement how much he was making her tits flop around. But when he thought he might be getting close, he felt the hands on his hips again.
"Uhh, oh, oh, Ok. Fuck! Another minute," she panted. She pulled him inside her again.
Mark felt his balls ache, perhaps from the slapping or something else. His mother was holding his hips pulling him into her while thrusting her pelvis up against him. Then she must have realized they'd gone way past two minutes.
"Fuck!" she said in frustration, "We shouldn't be doing this."
Mark hesitated for a second. A voice in his head was loudly telling him to fuck his mother, she wants it as much as he does, but he pulled out slowly savoring the feeling. He was amazed that he could override his animal desires, his desire to fill that womb with his fertile sperm, but he'd promised and he didn't want to ruin the most incredible night of his life.
Sue groaned in disappointment feeling her now empty pussy and spun around to the kneeling boy and grabbing the slimy shaft, began stroking it and studying it in the moonlight. 'Oh crap,' she thought, 'this is exactly like Frank's, how could he have Frank's cock?' Then with a shudder, she remembered her bachelorette party and the masked stripper Laura hired. She told Drew she wasn't going to do anything with the stripper but his cock was so beautiful, she'd had so many tequilas, and the girls were urging her to touch it, to lick it, to suck on it. She did, of course, she did. Did she once in her life turn down a hard cock? Even on the night before her wedding?
Maybe it was the alcohol, maybe because Drew and she wanted to not do anything for a week before the wedding, perhaps because subconsciously she knew she had this cock before, but she let herself be led down the hallway to Laura's bedroom. The masked man took her in every way possible and left her naked, leaking, and sprawled out on the bed. She never saw him leave, but her friends were impressed when he proudly strutted back into the living room with his dick, still hard, dripping cum. Laura said he did six more of her friends before leaving. Laura must have hired Frank and told him to stay masked, and it wasn't Drew that got her pregnant on their honeymoon.
"Mom, are you ok?" Mark asked seeing his mother in a trance stroking his cock.
"I'm fine, I'm just amazed at how huge it is, how beautiful." Sue sighed before opening her mouth and then wrapping her lips around her son's cock.
Mark looked at his mother sucking on his cock, her lips stretched around his shaft. He put his hand on her head just to make sure he wasn't dreaming. He felt his cock tightly engulfed in her warm mouth, his head being teased by her active tongue as she pulled off. He closed his eyes and let the feeling in his balls and cock be his entire existence, feeling her nails gently scraping his scrotum, her throat clenching around his cock. Grabbing her breast, he rhythmically began thrusting his hips and was pleased when his mother matched his thrusting allowing his cock deeper and deeper into his throat.
Sue was glad to feel she still could take a monster cock down her throat and even though she regretted making him pull out of her cunt, she loved the sweet, salty taste of the cum leaking as she sucked hard on his cock. Her lips were stretched wide and her one hand was barely able to make it halfway around the veiny shaft. Soon his thrusting became more urgent and when he put his hand on her head and gasped he was going to cum, she pressed her nose against her fist and pulled way out, then drove his cock deep down her throat. As she heard his gasp she was rewarded with the first thick jet of cum against the back of her throat. Pulling back, she licked and sucked on the fat head while stroking furiously with her gripping hand as shot after shot of hot sperm jetted into her mouth. Finally, feeling him sag back, she sucked the remaining cum out of his cock and pulled her face off his dick. Swallowing, she sat up, looking at her son with awe, "Don't you jerk off? I mean, when did you last masturbate?" she asked.
"Um, this evening, why?" Mark softly moaned looking spent.
"You must have shot a half cup of cum down my throat. How can you have that much left if you recently jerked off?" she asked. "Ok, never mind. You have school tomorrow, and I have to clean up."
Mark looked at his mother wiping her lips and asked, "Does this mean I'm no longer a virgin, I mean I was inside your pussy."
"I guess it does, I'm sorry you didn't get to feel what it is like to shoot your sperm into my womb, but you'll have more chances to do that. There will be plenty of girls who won't let you pull out once they feel you inside them, but yes, you've lost your cherry," Sue said sadly, "I wish it could have been with a girl you love sharing this rather than with your mother."
"What do you mean, Mom? I love you, I really do. I love you more than anyone in the world and in all my fantasies, it was with you that I'd lose my virginity, so thank you. I love you, Mom."
Sue pulled Mark into her arms, "I'm sure you do, honey, but you'll find yourself feeling this way with a lot of girls after you've had sex with them. Anyhow, get going to bed. You'll be worthless tomorrow and the Mother-of-the-Year committee will be here to check things out...Crap."
"Can't I stay, sleep here with you?" Mark pleaded.
"No honey, if you do I'm sure you'll have the snake of yours inside me and fill my womb with your sperm. So off to bed, I'll see you," looking at the clock and groaning, "in four hours."
"Ok Mom, but I would never just put my cock in you, I just would like to feel you next to me in the bed."
Sue laughed and stroked her son's cheek. "I know you wouldn't but you're not the one I'm worried about," she sighed sadly. She watched as her naked son grinned, got up, and left, looking back one last time longingly before heading up to his room.
Sue set the alarm after cleaning up and lay there wondering how it got to this place so fast. Feeling her wet pussy, she smiled remembering how full it felt, but then groaned thinking she had to be the worst mother in the world, then drifted off to sleep.
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How Sue was able to get up and get breakfast made was amazing, but getting Mark out of bed was something else. He kept falling back to sleep, so she grabbed a glass of cold water and poured it on the sheet covering his bulge.
"FUCK!" Mark yelled, jumping up naked, "What the fuck did you do that for?" he gasped, rubbing his dripping crotch.
"Sorry, honey, but you're running late. You have to get to school. Anyhow, I should have done that last night, could have gotten both of us a lot more sleep." She grinned looking down at his shriveled cock.
Smiling as he remembered last night, he trotted off to the bathroom, modestly covering his crotch.
"You're a mean mother," Mark said as he came into the kitchen, "Every other mom lets their sons jerk off before breakfast. I think I'd like to try some coffee this morning, is that alright?"
Sure laughed grabbing the pot and pouring coffee into a cup. "Cream and sugar?" she asked. Seeing him shake his head no, she put the cup down, "I'm sorry about that, but perhaps you can jerk off at dinner tonight."
As her son was leaving for school he kissed her on the lips and said, "Fuck those Mother-of-the-Year assholes, you've got my vote."
She watched him head out to school and decided she had to finish cleaning the house since she got sidetracked yesterday.
Later, realizing she had to get to the store she went out to the garage and hit the automatic door opener and nothing happened, just a clicking. She went over to the unit and after hearing the clicking and seeing the light was on, there must be power. She looked for the release to operate it manually and pulled it loose, then tried to open the door, but it wouldn't budge. "Oh crap," She thought, "how am I going to get out? Fuck! I hate to do this..."
She checked herself out and realized she wasn't wearing anything too revealing, though he'd notice the lack of bra, she left to go across the street. Henry answered the door with a huge grin and she watched as he scanned her from chest to toe. "Hey Henry, you want me to turn around so you could check out my ass? Perhaps drop something?" She kidded.
Laughing, Henry said, "Yes. Could you? You've got the best ass in the county."
"God, you're one horny man. Sorry, but I came over with another purpose than letting you ogle me, do you know anything about garage doors? It seems to be stuck." She asked.
"Sure babe, I can look at anything you want to show me. Lead the way." He grinned.
She knew he was going to check out her ass and as he followed she dropped her keys and slowly bent down to pick them up eliciting a loud groan from the 60-year-old black man. Grinning, she stood back up and continued walking back to her house. Without turning, she commented sweetly, "You seem to be stiff this morning, everything ok?" She laughed, hearing Henry groan again.
She led him into the garage and pointed out where she'd released the door from the track and that it wouldn't budge. Pointing out what she'd checked, she reached up feeling the top of the track thinking maybe one of the rollers came out and immediately felt Henry's hands grab her boobs. Jerking away from him, she said sternly, "Look, Henry, a little flirting is fun, but no groping, no squeezing...nor touching. Perhaps this was the wrong idea, I'll call someone."
"I'm sorry...not really. I've never felt tits like those, ever. But, you're right, I shouldn't have done that. But sorry? Never. I'll always remember how those monsters felt." He grinned looking at her breasts, now with her nipples poking out. "You sure you won't reward me when I fix this with a flash of those puppies?"
"God Henry, I knew this was a bad idea. No! No, you are not going to see these. Can you help me or should I call the repairman?" Sue said angrily, but when her eyes flicked down to his loose shorts, her knees got weak. Doesn't he even own underwear? She jerked her head up and tried to glare at him.
"Easy Sue, I can fix it," pointing to the springs, "see how the left one is all coiled, check out the right-hand one. Apparently, it lost all tension. I got it, I'll come in when it's fixed, and actually, I was just fooling around. I shouldn't have disrespected you like that."
Henry came in wiping his hands, "You are good to go. I didn't have to replace anything, just loaded the spring and put the pin back in. By the way, you didn't hear anything? It had to make a lot of noise when it went and it's a good thing no one was in the garage. The pin was embedded in the back wall."
Sue looked at Henry and noticed for the first time he was looking at her eyes, "Would you like some coffee? Can I pay you for the work? I'd like to since I'd have to pay a repairman. Or would this suffice?" Sue pulled up her top and was totally exposed. Her breasts bounced a couple of times before settling into their tear-drop shapes. She grinned looking at his wide-eyed expression while holding her up her top.
Henry stared in awe and groaned when she finally pulled the shirt back down. "Yes ma'am, I think we are even, yes ma'am," he said grinning. "And I'd best be getting along, something just came up I'd better attend to. Let me know if there's anything else you need, like a new deck."
Winking, he turned and headed back to his house, but not before Sue noticed the log in his shorts. "I guess that man doesn't need Viagra, and what is it about this neighborhood, does every man have a huge dick? I wonder if Tom next door..." She thought with a grin. "Drew, please come home..." She grabbed her keys and headed out.
After putting everything away she noticed that it was mid-afternoon and if she were to get some sun, she'd better do it now. She changed into her mom-two-piece and looking in the mirror she realized this would leave some serious tan lines covering her entire butt. She threw the suit back in the drawer and pulled out the tiny bikini she got in Rio on her honeymoon. Slipping it on, she saw that even with the waxing and the trim, she'd have to shave a bit. She proudly noticed it fit her perfectly if by perfectly that meant her breasts were bulging out of the tiny triangles barely covering her nipples. Seeing all the flesh exposed, her aching nipples pushed the thin material out exposing more. Sighing, she went into the bathroom to clean things up a bit.
Slipping the bottoms back on, she admired herself in the mirror. Turning and seeing her alabaster white ass fully exposed, she knew it was time to get some sun back there. Pulling on a robe and grabbing a towel, she headed out to the pool.
Chris nudged Mark, "Where is she, dude? You told us she'd be sunning herself. Maybe she decided not to." Mark and his four friends were hiding in the bushes. Mark shushed them and whispered, "Look, you cannot make any noise or she'll hear you, just be patient."
The five boys sat there another minute until Larry whispered, "Mark, go see if she's there - maybe she's not even home."
Mark looked at his friends and remembered his dad criticizing his generation for needing everything now. They'd just gotten there and it hadn't even been five minutes. Groaning he crept back out of the bushes and turning once to be sure no one could see his friends from the road he headed around the block to his house.
Sue heard Mark slam the front door and stopped as she was about to head out. "Mark, is that you? At least, it better be."
Mark laughed, "Why, you expecting various men to drop by?" he said as he came through the dining room.
"Not after 3, they know better, but actually, you are just in time. Can you help me out?" She asked holding up the sunscreen.
"No, sounds terrible, do I have to touch you?" Mark grimaced.
"Christ, you're evil, never mind. That's fine, I'm sure Henry will be glad to come over and rub lotion all over my body. Can you please go get him?"
Chuckling, Mark took the bottle and as Sue walked out to the pool he wondered what she was wearing, how much he'd be able to see, touch...perhaps let his hands wander. He choked when he saw her drop her robe onto the chaise with her back to him. Her creamy white ass was fully exposed with nothing but a piece of string buried in her crack.
Sue heard Mark's breathing change and smiling she bent over to lower the back on the other chaise so she could lie on her stomach. She knew Mark most likely would be having issues in his shorts right now and was secretly thrilled. When she was fully on her stomach she turned her head, "Coming? I'd hate to burn."
"Yeah, I'm coming. Mom, where did you get this? It's nothing but twine." Mark said as he sat down beside her. "I'm not complaining, but wow, I mean wow!" He said appreciatively. He squirted some lotion on his hands and began working it into her shoulders, back, and arms.
Chris nudged Larry, "Fuck me, look at that ass. It's half the size of your mother's, and God! I hope she rolls over, did you see those tits?"
Larry sadly agreed, "Yeah, and on top of that Mark's mom has as much on top as all four of our moms do. That asshole Mark better get her to take that top off, I thought he was lying about last night, but maybe he wasn't."
When Mark rubbed the lotion deep into her skin and worked around the straps, Sue reached around and undid them, "Here, sweetie, these are in the way." She sighed. "I love the feel of your hands and fingers. You are so strong and this feels really good."
Mark shifted uncomfortably as his cock was trapped down the leg of his shorts and seemed to want to point to the sky. He tried to drive the lustful thoughts out of his head as he worked the lotion into his mom's flawless skin, not even a mole, he thought. He made sure her sides were completely protected and spent more time than necessary on her side boobs bulging out. Deciding it was time to cover her ass and legs, he squirted more lotion on his hands and rubbed it into her lower back and ass. Again he spent more time than necessary working the lotion onto her butt cheeks and when he squirted more on her ass, some trickled down her crack. As he worked all over her creamy, muscular globes he noticed her legs open slightly...he could smell her arousal and knew he was doing things right.
"Sweetie, you need to work the lotion that seeped in to crack, it kind of tickles." His mom said softly.
Taking his middle finger, he ran it down her crack and up again working the lotion in, and when his finger ran across the fabric covering her slit, his cock painfully jolted in his shorts remembering when she let him push his cock in there. How hot, tight, slick it felt, how he wished she would have let him stay there longer.
Feeling her son's fingers push the flimsy material into her slit, she opened her legs more, but then stopped herself, "Uh, Mark, honey? I don't think the fabric is going to burn...at least not sunburn. Can you do my legs now?"
Bill softly groaned, "I wish we could help Mark out, I mean, he is our friend. God, I'd like to fuck that..."
Jeff sighed, "I'm thinking Mom might like a massage tonight, she has been working hard lately."
Seeing his mother's legs open exposing her barely covered pussy and ass he whispered, "Mom, just so you know, the guys are behind us watching. I'm sorry, I couldn't resist, you know, showing you off."
"I don't care, I'm at a pool, wearing a bathing suit. It's not like they're peeking in my bedroom window since I leave the curtains open." Sue signed, "Keep going, I don't want to burn."
Mark squirted the sunscreen on her legs and let his fingers slide all the way to her warm, moist crotch, making sure no area was susceptible to sunburn. Reluctantly, he continued down her legs to her calves and feet.
When Mark worked the fluids into her feet and toes, she opened her legs more and groaned, "That feels good, I love getting my feet rubbed. Don't stop yet." She sighed as she took the free foot and pressed against Mark's fully aroused penis in his shorts.
"Mom," He whispered, "the guys, they're watching."
"Oh hush, just concentrate on my foot, I'm sure they can't actually see what I'm doing," Sue whispered back as she rolled over clutching the bra to her breasts. Looking down at her son and seeing the waistband being stretched up, she moaned, "Christ, Mark, you literally cannot keep that thing in your pants."
Mark looked at his mother now that she turned over and saw a narrow strip of fabric covering her pussy and two small triangles unable to cover anything more than her large nipples, in fact, he could see her areolas peeking out. He went back to rubbing her foot and when she wiggled the other at him, he picked that one up and rubbed more lotion into the soft skin. He didn't complain when her free foot found his cock again and stroked against it. He felt like he was going to cum soon seeing her thighs open and her clearly defined lips beckoning him. Shaking his head, he dropped the foot, "Mom, I'd better get sunscreen on your front, unless you want to do that."
"You're kidding, right? I have the hottest stud in the state offering to rub me all over and I'd turn that down?" His mother responded by dropping her top on the ground exposing her breasts, "And by all over, I mean all over."
"Fuck it," Chris said pulling out his cock, "you guys do what you want, but I need to do this." He said his eyes glued to those creamy white humongous tits. "You think she'll let him rub lotion into those? You guys ever seen tits like those anywhere?"
Larry pulled his cock out and began pumping it, "Fuck no. Not even online."
Soon the only sounds coming from the bushes were the panting of the four boys.
As Mark worked up his mom's thighs, she opened her legs wide to allow full access to the creamy smooth skin and her steaming crotch. "Hang on, this is in the way." She said as she reached down and pulled the strings holding the bottom on. She lifted her ass and pulled the string out and tossed it on the top. "There, I'd hate for you to ruin it with the sunscreen." She hesitated, then whispered, "Oh, crap. This is going to be all over the internet. Oh well." She lay back sighing.
Chris grunted squirting cum all over the bushes in front of him and soon Bill followed.
Larry looked at Jeff, "I'll bet I can hold out longer than you." Seeing Jeff nod still staring unblinkingly at the beautiful tight cunt, the golden fur glowing in the sun, he doubted he could last, but Jeff was red and sweating. "I get your motorcycle for a week if you lose and you can come with my family to our place in Hawaii next fall if I lose."
"Relax, Mom, I have their cells inside. I told them no videos, no pictures. Just lie there and enjoy the sun." Mark said admiring his mom's fully exposed pussy. He rubbed the lotion into her thighs in long strokes with no hesitation when his thumbs poked into her moist folds, if fact he loved watching her spread her legs farther with each pass. Then he squirted the sunscreen onto her stomach and in a circular motion spread it all around her tiny waist. As the circle expanded his finger crept down into her pussy and up onto her inviting mounds, now heaving with each deep breath and long sighs. Squirting the lotion directly on each nipple, he focused on running his fingers around both at once and pulled each hard tip and admired how waves spread out from the center the more he pulled and let them snap back.
Sue desperately wanted to push her fingers into her cunt feeling her son pull on her nipples, groaning she whispered, "Please, Mark. Please rub my pussy."
Mark continued to pull on his mother's nipple and a couple of times leaned down to suck one into his mouth. "I don't know, this really is inappropriate for me you touch you there," He sighed as he sucked a nipple and teased it with his tongue, "and also my friends are watching." He said as he pulled the nipple back into his mouth and felt his mother thrust her hips up.
"Please, please Mark. I need you to touch me. I know they are watching and I know they're jerking off. It is not fair they get to cum and I don't," She hissed.
Mark kept teasing the hard, swollen nipple alternately pushing into the puffy areola and sucking it onto his mouth. His hand was busy with the other tit, loving how he was torturing his mother, hearing her beg.
"Oh God, Mark!" She said breathily, "Let me cum, make me cum and you'll never have to pull out again."
Mark pulled off his mom and looked down, pleased, "Ok, I'll hold you to that." He reached down and slid his fingers across her hard nub and was amazed at how much cum was leaking out. He plunged two fingers into her hole knowing his friends were watching, knowing his mother wanted them to, and spread his fingers wide as he pulled them out opening her love-tunnel obscenely wide. Plunging back in he leaned down and attacked her nipple again encouraged by her loud moans. Soon he felt his arm tire as he pushed against her thrusting hips and taking his fingers out of her hole, he began pressing against her clit, popping it between his fingertips. "That's it, you little slut, cum on your son's hand with his friends watching, go ahead, you need it." He hissed.
Larry and Jeff both grunted at the same time seeing the woman lost in passion and splattered their cum through the bushes and onto the grass beyond. Sitting back holding their dripping cocks they looked at each other and laughed, "I guess that was a tie, Jeff said, "I guess we'll have to come back another day for round two."
Hearing her son call her a slut and aware that she was being brought off by her son, "Oh yessssss. Oh fuck. That's it, baby, rub your mommy's pussy, make her cum. AAAAHHHHH, AAAAHHHHH, AHH, AHH, aahhh, yyeessssssss," she cried not caring if the neighbors heard. Collapsing back, she groaned with a smile spreading across her face. Hearing the grunting coming from the bushes, she whispered to Mark, "I guess you're the only one who still needs release."
Mark was stunned when his mother stood up and pulled off his tee shirt and kneeling down, pulled his shorts down to his ankles, laughing when his now freed cock smacked her in the face. She began licking the tip, swallowing all the cum leaking out. Then swirling her tongue around the large head, she pushed her lips against the head and sucked it into her mouth. She pulled off and looking up at her son she asked, "Do you want to cum in my mouth or all over my tits?"
"Uh, tits. I want to spray my cum all over those tits of yours." Mark said looking down at the fleshy globes jutting out from her chest.
Sue proceeded to suck her son's cock for the second time in the last 18 hours wondering how much more she could take this time. Her fist gripping and stroking, she reached around feeling his glutes flex as he humped against her face. She had to keep swallowing the cum leaking out and wondered how much more cum he'd shoot out having 18 hours to recover. Her son's breathing was getting more and more ragged and when he gasped that he was going to cum, she reluctantly pulled her mouth off his swelling cock and began stroking his slick cock with both hands watching in amazement as thick rope after rope splashed all over her chest. His grunts became less vocal and more guttural as the stream subsided and finally, she milked one last dribble out of the shaft. She leaned forward and again took his cock in her mouth and sucked the remaining drops out of him and finally released his cock and let it pop out of her mouth. She idly rubbed the head all over her nipples, smearing the cum around. She finally let go when he weakly flopped back onto the chaise behind him.
"Sorry, I guess I should have warned you, I cum a lot." Mark apologized seeing his mother's chest completely bathed in cream, and strings of semen hanging off her nipples.
"I suspected as much, I was glad when you decided you cum on my tits since I wanted to see how much there was. What I didn't expect was how hard it blasted against my tits. I'm afraid most condoms would rip with that firehose of yours. You might have to get extra tough ones." Sue reached over and taking the towel cleaned off her son's still fairly hard cock before sopping up all the juices he sprayed all over her chest and down between her legs.



She stood up and dove into the pool. Swimming the length underwater, she surfaced on the other side and pulled herself out, water streaming out of her long blonde hair and down her large breasts. Walking over and standing naked by the bushes she said, "You boys want to stay for dinner? I'm thinking of ordering pizza. At least you should come in and hydrate. I know how you boys lose a lot of fluids at your age. I'm pretty sure you are too grown up for milk and cookies, but we have that also." She turned and started back to the pool and stopped when she saw a bottle cap. She grinned when she heard groans as she bent at the waist to reach down and pick it up. She could make out the shadows of the four boys as she looked back between her open legs.
Diving in and swimming back to the other side, she pulled herself out again and grabbed her robe and discarded bikini, and headed inside. Seeing Mark still staring at her, she turned and said, "Don't you have friends coming over? Shouldn't you greet them? It might be best if you put on shorts or something."
Coming out to the living room after a quick shower and drying her hair, she saw Mark and his four childhood friends all drinking pop and eating chips. All eyes were on her as she walked by them wearing a thin top with no bra, and just panties as she headed into the kitchen. As she came out with a beer, she asked, "So. Are you boys staying for dinner?" Seeing nods all around, she turned to Mark, "Can you get what kind they want? You know what I want - the aglio y olio with black olive and artichoke hearts." Seeing him nod, "Thanks, honey, do you need my credit card?" As she handed Mark the card, she went into the kitchen hearing the phone ring.
Mark got all the different types his friends wanted and waited until his mom was off the phone to call Angelo's for the pizzas.
Sue came out with a smile on her face, "That was your dad. He's coming home a week early and will be home late tonight. Thank God, these long trips of his are killing me."
Mark let out a whoop. "Man, I barely even remember what he looks like anymore. I know the job pays a lot more, but I miss throwing the football around and playing pool with him."
"I agree, I like the money, but I am not sure it's worth it. Anyhow, go ahead and call the pizza in, perhaps we could watch a movie tonight, have you guys seen the latest Jurassic Park?" Sue asked.
Taking the pizzas and cokes to the TV room, Mark watched his friends all jockey to sit on the couch with his mom in the dark room. His mom was still just in the wife-beater and panties. The boys on each side didn't get much out of the movie but spent considerable time stroking her bare thighs and her full breasts.
When it was over, Mark stood up and commented on the movie, "That was a lot better than I thought. The special effects for the movies you had as a kid sucked compared to these." Mark looked at the group on the couch all hip to hip. He never noticed but Chris and Jeff were on either side of his mom and he thought it was Larry and Mark when the movie started. "You guys want another pop or anything?"
His four friends all stood up reluctantly as if they were hoping Mark would disappear, but seeing he wasn't going anywhere..., "No, we're good. But, can we have our cells back?" Chris asked.
After the boys left, Mark commented, "Wow, did you see how they fought over who got to sit on the couch next to you? It was dark and I couldn't see what was going on, but did I see Chris grab your breast?"
"Actually, they all did at one point or another. I didn't want to make a scene, and I pulled their hands off me at first but it was too much work so I gave up. I guess I should have worn a bra. Don't worry about it, I'm a big girl. Your friends are really nice, but they can't compare to the stud I have here at home. Anyhow, I'm glad your dad's coming home early, but I feel bad telling you you could cum inside me. Sorry about that. I guess it will have to wait."
"No, don't feel bad. I miss Dad. I want him home and as great as the last couple of days have been, I'd rather see him here than not. It's not like we won't have our chances...trust me, when he leaves you alone again...God, think about how big a load I'll pump into you if I don't touch myself until after he leaves." Mark chuckled.
"And perhaps we could do a threesome with Scarlett Johannsen while we are straying from reality. Anyhow let's clean up since your dad will be home pretty soon, are you going to wait up for him?" she chuckled.
Picking up the plates and glasses, Mark responded, "No, I'll see him in the morning, remember last spring when he got home and I came down to greet him and he had you bent over the couch?"
"I remember you watching for 20 minutes before sneaking off, you didn't think I knew?" Sue smiled before kissing her son goodnight and pressing her body against him. "Good night, honey, sweet dreams."
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"Drew, you're home. Christ I've missed you." Sue threw her arms around her husband before he could even put down his bag. She pressed her body against the tall man and pulled his mouth to hers.
Finally pulling back, Drew looked at the object of his fantasies for the last month, "God, Baby. I've missed you, missed that. Missed a few more things, come to think of it." Drew shrugged off his bag and spun his wife around feeling her great ass against his crotch. "Is Mark in bed?" He asked gripping her plump tits and nuzzling her neck.
"Yes, he was tired and went to bed, we should go to bed...or not." She sighed as she felt her husband pull off her top and slip her shorts down. Fully naked she pressed her ass back hard against his engorged penis trapped in his pants. Though loving the attention her nipples were getting, there was something else begging for attention, so she pulled one of his hands off her excited breast and down to her dripping snatch. "Oh yes, I sure missed you, that's it, rub my pussy. So, what did you fantasize about? My mouth on your huge, powerful cock? Swallowing all your cum you've been saving up for me? My tight cunt? My slippery twat craving to be stabbed for the last month? Needing to be flooded with your sperm? My ass? Oh, that was it. You wanted to pound my ass. You're an evil man, you thought you could walk in and bend me over the coffee table and I'd just spread my ass cheeks wide for you?"
Drew groaned with desire as he furiously humped against his wife's perfect ass, loving her more now than he ever had. He stopped so he could drop his pants and pulling out his unyielding rod, he bent his knees, lined the fat head up and rammed it into the panting woman's eager pussy in one thrust.
"OH FUCK!" Sue cried, "Oh fuck, fuck, fuck...I've missed you, she's missed you. Fuck me...uh...uh...uh"
Drew looked down at the perfect ass in his hands, waves pulsing across them as his hips slammed into those tight cheeks. He felt his balls ache in anticipation and slowed down knowing Sue hadn't come yet.
"Don't wait, I know you've been thinking about filling me with cum." Sue reached back and grabbed his ass pulling him into her hard.
Closing his eyes remembering how the fantasies drove him nuts when he was alone, this reality was so much better...so much more erotic, his wife more wanton, wetter...he began pounding her twat in earnest while reaching around and rapidly stroking her hard clit. Soon he knew he couldn't hold back and erupted all the pent up desires into her womb at the same time he was aware that his wife was panting and groaning while pounding her cunt back hard against his driving hips.
Collapsing onto her back, idly stroking her clit, feeling the copious juices leaking out around the tight seal engulfing his shrinking penis he let out a satisfied groan. "Baby, you are a great fuck, anyone ever told you that?"
Her face pressed against the front table, she let the subsiding waves of pleasure waft through her. "God I missed your cock. It's good to see you too, but I really missed that cock of yours." She sighed. Pointing into the living room, she added, "I thought you wanted to fuck my ass with me bent over the coffee table."
"Too far away, I couldn't wait." Drew said, "Anyhow, this might be the last surface in the house we haven't screwed on."
"Sure we have, wait. Maybe that wasn't you. I need to write these things down. Can you get off me? Something is digging into my back." Sue groaned.
Drew got up and ran his hand down his shirt and tie, "Sorry, my tie tack." He said as he reached down and pulled his pants up.
"So impatient, most men take off all their clothes before fucking me so I'm not used to getting poked by tie tacks, just other things." Sue grinned at her husband as she pulled her clothes back on. "Are you hungry? No. I mean for food?" She laughed, seeing his look.
Lying in bed, Sue was enjoying seeing her husband's nice fat cock return to life. Stroking his cock after taking her mouth off of it, she looked back up at Drew lying with his head on the pillow. "So tell what you fantasized about while I suck on this piece of meat."
"I fantasized about you, about you getting fucked. You know." Drew sighed.
"You can do better than that. Tell me, who was screwing me? Where? Did I resist? Tell me?" Sue said, looking at the pre-cum leaking from the fat head in front of her lips. Licking it up and swallowing the juices, she added, "C'mon Baby, I know they're just fantasies and there's nothing perverted about them. We all fantasize. I mean, I fantasize you bring friends home for me. Tell me, why is it you never do that? Anyhow, tell me your fantasies and you can put this anywhere you want." She said stroking his nice erection.
Drew sighed, "Ok, but maybe you shouldn't have said anywhere. Did I ever tell you how great your ears look?" He chuckled, "I do fantasize that a deliveryman comes over and since you are so horny, so desperate for cock, you invite him in offering him a cold drink. You're wearing a thin sun dress with no bra or panties and when you stand in front of him, he can see up your dress. When you see him looking, you lean over to hand him the drink and the strap falls off your shoulder revealing an incredible breast. He reaches up, having never seen, never felt such a perfect breast. Oh God, keep sucking like that...Oh, it feels so good." Drew put his head back lost in the fantasy of the deliveryman reaching up...
Pulling off the cock buried in her throat, Sue gasped for air before plunging back down. Pumping her fist up and down the shaft while taking as much of the large penis down her throat, she reached back and began frigging her clit thinking about the FedEx guy that dropped by the other day...how hot he looked, how she wished he had grabbed her breasts. 'God, he had the best ass.' She moaned thinking about him.
"Stop, I want to fuck that ass of yours. Get on your knees and give me what you promised." Drew demanded.
Working his cock in, feeling the tight ring relax welcoming him, he let out a long groan. "God, I love your ass. So tight, so perfect...Ah yesss."
"It's all yours, baby. Tell me more. What other fantasies have you had? The deliveryman is hot, but he doesn't have the stamina you have...I guess it's that makes sense, they are trained for fast deliveries. What else? This is hot, I like hearing what you think goes on while you're away."
Pumping his cock in her ass, looking down at his beautiful, willing wife, he loved how eager she was for sex, any time, any place. How open she was to just about any suggestion, but he hesitated telling her the one made him explode whenever he thought about it, about them.
"C'mon honey, tell me. I know you think about more than just the FedEx guy, who else has been slipping it into your slutty wife? Your wife who never learned how to say no. God! Your cock is fat. Mmmmm." Sue groaned.
"Mark, I've imagined you and Mark fucking while I'm on the road." Drew groaned.
"Mark? Mark Stevens at your office?" Sue asked.
"No, Mark our son. Sorry, I guess that's sick." Drew moaned thinking he'd gone too far.
"No, go on! Tell me, you fantasize Mark is fucking his mom? How does he get me? How does he convince me to open his mother's legs?" Sue panted pushing her ass back against the cock driving into her, while reaching back to plunge her fingers into her sopping pussy.
"Ah, nice. He comes home from school and you've been frustrated playing with yourself, wanting cock and he comes home and finds you in the kitchen putting dishes away. You're wearing those running shorts and the jog bra. He comes up behind you offering to help and as you bend over you feel his young teenage hard cock press against your ass. You stop rather than pull away and he leans forward, pressing harder to take the plates out of the dishwasher to hand to you. When you reach up with both hands to put the plates on the shelf, you feel his hands slide up, covering your giant tits. You know you should tell him to stop, but you're enjoying feeling a man touching you, enjoyed how your excited hardened nipples are being teased, how his cock feels sandwiched between these cheeks. He hears you groan as he humps your ass and you make no move to stop him when he pulls your jog bra off, in fact, you put the plates on the shelf and you raise your arms over your head. When his hands return to your bare tits, feeling his hot breath on your neck, you turn your head and welcome his tongue into your mouth." Drew groaned getting close to cumming, "God, you feel too good." He panted as he started pounded harder, pulling her ass onto his swelling cock, feeling his balls begin the familiar throbbing.
Sue let out a long moan into the pillow under her face when she came thinking about Mark feeling her, fucking her. She felt Drew push hard one last time trying to shoot his cum as deep as possible into her rectum. When they collapsed panting, curled up next to each other Sue moaned, "Fuck, that was intense. I love hearing your fantasies. You'll have to tell me more in the morning, but we should get some sleep." She looked back at her husband and smiling seeing he was already asleep with his cock still buried in her ass, she grabbed the covers and pulling them over them. She closed her eyes and fell asleep dreaming of Mark's cock finding its way into her ass...
Carrying his first cup of coffee, Drew walked down the driveway to get the paper and heard Henry greet him.
"Hey Drew, I see you're back in town. Good trip?" Henry waved.
Drew looked up and nodded back, "Hey, Henry. Everything alright with you? Looks like it's going to be a nice day today."
"Yep, everything is great. Your wife tell you I was able to help her out? You tell that young thing of yours I'm here whenever she needs anything." Henry grinned.
Drew noted the way he said 'need anything' and forced a smile, "No, no she never said anything. Thanks for whatever it was, I hate not being around." Drew said noting the cutoff sweatpants Henry was wearing, obviously without underwear. 'What the fuck does that man have under there?' Drew thought, 'it's like a child's arm flopping around down there.' Pulling himself together he waved and the old black man across the street and walked back up the driveway clutching the paper.
"Sue, what did you need Henry's help for?" He asked entering the kitchen. "I saw the man when I got the paper and he mentioned helping you out. I really hope it's not..." Drew faded out his stomach acid burning.
"Oh, yeah, the spring on the garage door broke and I couldn't get the car out. He came over and fixed it." Sue said, flipping the pancakes. "You should go get Mark." She added.
"I will, but did he try anything? I just don't like the way that man looks at you." He said bitterly.
Sure pulled the pancakes off and put them on a plate. She turned and looked at her husband. "Actually, he did but he backed off immediately when I told him to."
"What'd he do? Did he try to kiss you?" Drew asked softly, dreading the answer. He thought about his wife and her constant hunger for cock, her hunger for large cock and the snake dangling in old Henry's shorts. He felt another sharp pain in his stomach.
"Crap, relax sweetie." Sue said, touching her husband's cheek. "I was reaching up checking the rollers on the track and he grabbed my breasts. I immediately pulled away and yelled at him. He was very apologetic and said he had to do that, but he'd never do it again."
Drew looked at her, "I can't blame him. Every guy wants to feel those things, but I'm glad you didn't let him do more. He just seems really creepy when he looks at you." He said sadly, "He didn't do anything else?"
"Actually, he didn't. I'm sorry, I thought it would be fun to tease him, but when I tried to pay him for fixing the door and he refused, I flashed him." Sue looked apologetically at her husband. "He left right after that with the comment, 'Something came up he needed to attend to.'"
Drew groaned, "I wish you wouldn't lead that man on, but just a quick flash is ok."
"Um, well, it wasn't a quick flash. I sort of let him stare for a while. Maybe a half minute. Sorry, honey, but nothing happened. But I could see that he was right, something definitely popped up." Sue looked down at Drew's shorts, "And I see something popping up here." She reached down and started stroking her husband's nice bulge.
"Ok, I guess it's kind of hot, but they are just fantasies and I don't want them to happen. I really do worry you'll cheat on me since I'm gone most of the time." Drew said, pulling away and sitting down at the table. "I'm so frustrated with being gone all the time. I know this is financially a great job, but I miss you, I miss Mark. Plus, I know you need sex every day and this has to drive you up a wall. I wouldn't blame you if you fucked the FedEx guy and Henry, but it hurts thinking about it." Drew said his hands rubbing his face in frustration.
Sue came over, "Look, let's talk about this later. I'm not dismissing your concerns, but the pancakes are cold and we need to get Mark down here for breakfast."
After breakfast, Mark announced he was heading over to the tennis courts and carrying his gear bag, headed out.
Drew watched his wife admire her son as he left in his tennis shorts and shirt. She looked back at him.
"Ok, we're alone. Let's talk, but I'd prefer to sit in the living room where it's a bit more comfortable." Sue said walking out of the kitchen.
Drew sat next to his wife. "Look, I need to do one of two things, quit this job and get something that doesn't take me out of town for weeks at a time, or..." He hesitated, "or we'll have to find an outlet for your needs."
"My needs? Me sexual needs? Drew, don't worry about me, I take care of myself. It doesn't compare to a nice cock, but it feels nice. But I'd definitely support you if you quit. I know you're making three times as much as you were before, and the money is great, but I'm not sure I'd rather have money if you're gone all the time." Sue said.
"I know we talked about this. I really thought I could do this for a year or two and save enough where we could really get our retirement portfolio up there. But I had a thought that might make it easier. For you...I was thinking...never mind. You know when you think something is a great idea but when you hear the words come out of your mouth, it just sounds stupid?" Drew chuckled.
"Ok, so say it, and we'll both laugh at how stupid your idea is. I won't love you any less than I do now." Sue said wondering what Drew was thinking.
"Alright, please don't hit me. Remember I said it was a really bad idea. Mark, I was thinking Mark could...you know, pick up the slack while I'm gone." Seeing his wife stare at him, he continued, "I know, really stupid."
Sue was stunned, aroused, excited, but looked at her husband waiting for him to continue.
Drew saw the stunned look on Sue's face, but plowed on. "I know it sounds really bad, you know, suggesting you as a mother let your son fuck you. God, I knew it sounded stupid. Say something, dammit!"
Sue thought about how to respond. "It actually has its appeal; I can see how you came up with the idea. He sure is one horny boy. Lord knows how many times I've had to retrieve my panties from his room, but it is one thing to jerk off thinking about his mom and another to actually fuck her...I mean why would a good looking boy like him want an old lady like me?" She asked.
Drew laughed, feeling relieved she didn't punch him, and actually seemed to embrace the idea, "Are you kidding me? You look 20, better even since your breasts are bigger than they were then. Every boy around here wants to fuck you, not to give you any ideas. Trust me, Mark's clothes would be off before you could even ask him what he thought about it. So, you don't think it's a stupid idea?"
Sue grinned at her husband thinking she'd just won the lottery, "Seriously? Every middle-aged woman around would love to have a young stud like that, I just worry that it will affect him somehow, you know, need therapy in the future. How on earth would we bring this up with him, I mean, what do we say? Mark how would you like to fuck your mom?"
Drew laughed, "Actually, it would have worked for me. Mom was hot."
"She still is; your mother is a babe...but let's not go there. We're straying off the accepted moral path as it is. So, you thought of this so I don't get tempted to see what Henry has slapping against his legs?" Sue said smiling.
"Yeah, something like that. I cannot stand the thought of that man getting with you. If he were not always leering and making suggestive comments, I doubt it would bother me so much, but then again, you are right about his...never mind." Drew sighed. "The thought of you and that thing kind of intimidates me."
"I'm a bit excited thinking about it, why don't you take me down the hall and show me how you'd take me if you were Mark." Sue said standing up and walking out of the living room swaying her hips exaggeratedly.
Drew jumped up feeling his cock come to life and followed her down the hall. Closing the bedroom door, he saw Sue was already lying on the bed with her head on the pillow. When he started to climb on the bed, Sue stopped him.
"Mark, sweetie, you can't just barge in and climb up on the bed. What do you need, lunch money?" Sue cooed in her best mother voice.
Drew stood with his hands held in front of his bulge looking shy, "Um, I just wanted to talk to you, about, well, you know. Just stuff." Drew said pointedly staring at his wife's tits. "I noticed you seem lonely, you know, since dad is always away and I was wondering if there might be something I can help with. Help make you feel less lonely." Drew said gently stroking his hard cock.
"Honey, it's rude to stare at my breasts, I mean, I'm your mother and all. Why are you holding your hands over your crotch? Let me see what you're hiding. Christ! Why do you have an erection?" Sue gasped.
"I'm sorry, you're so beautiful and you aren't wearing a bra, so I thought you and I, never mind, I'll go back to my room." Her husband said bashfully.
"It's ok, come over here. I'm sure every boy goes through this and I really should wear a bra around you. Take your hands away, it's natural for a young boy to get an erection." Sue said patting the bed.
Drew sat down and took his hands away from the tent in his shorts and looked down at his wife's huge nipples clearly visible through the thin tee shirt.
"I guess I should have worn a bra," Sue said taking her fingers and tracing the dark circles making her nipples harden more and poke through. "Oh dear, look what I did." She said pulling on the eraser-size nubs pushing through the cotton fabric. She released the hard nipples and pulled them a bit farther before releasing them looking at the drooling man, "You realize there's nothing special about women's breasts, we all have them." She said grinning, hearing Drew moan. "I mean, these are nothing special, are they?" She said softly pushing them together and squeezing them.
"Can I touch them?" Drew asked.
"I guess that wouldn't hurt anything," she said dropping her hands.
Drew reached out and cupped his hands over the large mounds, remembering how they felt the first time she let him touch these. "These are so soft, I love these." He sighed. He continued to gently massage the beautiful tits and without thinking he reached down and pulled up the tee shirt.
Without stopping him, Sue moaned, "What are you doing? You shouldn't undress your mother like this." She said while arching her back to make it easier for Drew to get the shirt off her. She even raised her arms as her pulled it the rest of the way off. "I'm your mother, you shouldn't be doing this." She said weakly.
Drew leaned down and sucked the closest nipple into his mouth and flicked his tongue rapidly all over it, pressing his face into her chest as she arched her back pushing her breast against his face. He reached out and began squeezing her other breast while continuing to tease and excite the hardened nipple in his mouth.



Sue reached out and began pulling Drew's shorts off.
As she yanked the belt off and pushed her hand inside her husband's shorts grabbing his rigid member, Drew stopped. "Are we dropping the role play?"
"Hell no, Mark, get your damn clothes off and fill your mother's cunt with your hot sperm." She cried tearing off the rest of her clothes and spreading her legs.
"Sure, mom, anything for you." Drew said grinning as he stood and stripped naked.
As he crawled up and lined up his cock, she said, "Please fuck me, fuck your mommy, but take it slow since you are so much bigger than your daddy. Oh yes, baby, put that huge cock of yours in your mommy. Yesssssss." She moaned as he slid his cock into her eager pussy.
"Mommy, you are so tight, you feel so good." He pushed all the way in and watched as Sue's breasts moved around with every stroke, thinking how it would look for Mark. He loved how his wife was so wet, so excited with the fantasy of her son's cock inside her. Looking down at the blonde hair splayed out; how Mark would probably not last seeing his mother in all her glory; his cock buried inside her; balls aching for release. Drew closed his eyes thinking back to the fantasies he had about his mother. Her long auburn hair, her shapely long legs, perky tits, small rock hard ass. The time he walked in on her with her dark bush, burgundy colored nipples, twin mounds like two half spheres with no sag. He remembered she looked at him and didn't cover up and even though he stood there staring, she went about picking up her clothes, shamelessly bending over before going into the shower. He couldn't jerk off enough that night and his mother never mentioned it, but never seemed to wear bras around him after that.
Drew opened his eyes as he felt heels on his ass pulling him hard into the slick pussy, he felt waves of electricity pulse through his body, his cock felt bigger than it ever had. He could feel his excited head push against her cervix. He looked down seeing his mom's face lost in pleasure, eyes squinted shut, her beautiful long auburn hair splayed out, her dark, erect nipples on her small perky tits and he lost total control. "Mom, can I cum inside you, can I fill your womb with my sperm?" Drew asked. "Oh fuck, mom...I'm cumming, I'm cumming inside you...oooohhhhh...ooohhh...ooohhhh God. I love you so much!" He collapsed on his mother's chest finally getting inside her, inside her dark, fur covered slit he'd jerked off hundreds of time thinking about.
Stunned at hearing her husband call her mom and how urgent his thrusting was, she let him lose himself in what must be a vivid memory in his past. Sue ground her aroused twat against her husband's shaft buried inside her as she came down from her own release. She kissed his neck and shoulder while rubbing his back. She let him stay wherever he was since she'd never seen, not felt such energetic fucking from him. Grinning, she remembered his son had similar energy and felt shots of excitement shoot through her midsection thinking about getting on top of Mark and feeling him again.
Drew opened his eyes and seeing the blonde hair jerked up and looked down at his wife. "I guess I got into the fantasy a bit much."
"So, how was it fucking your mother? Was that the first time?" Sue asked.
"Yeah, I guess I've had these fantasies for a lot of years. That was incredible, I actually got lost in it and saw her under me. I was actually fucking my own mother." Drew closed his eyes trying to retain every memory, every feeling.
"I don't blame you. Your mother is beautiful, really hot. And I don't mean for a 60 year-old. She still has the figure of a 16 year-old and her hair has no grey in it at all. God, the way it glows red in the sun, I'm so jealous. I think you need to go visit her, perhaps since your father died she's lonely." Sue said stroking his back.
Drew pushed himself off his wife and looked down at her. "You want me to go seduce my mother?"
"Sure, why not? I'll bet you she wishes you had years ago. You may have obsessed about her, but don't you think it might have been both ways? And I always knew you wanted to fuck your mother. Remember all your girlfriends? They all had auburn hair, they all had those perky tits and long legs. I was amazed when you asked me out our senior year. Blonde, a bit large on top, short, at least not tall. I wondered why, but regardless, your mom is still on your mind. You need to just see where it goes. See what she needs. Be a good son." Sue said crawling out from under her husband. "I'm getting in the shower, join me?"
Later Drew came into the kitchen and wrapped his arms around his wife from behind as she was preparing dinner. "So, since I'm pretty good at reading body language you like the idea of letting Mark take care of your needs while I'm away?"
Pulling his hands up to her breasts, she asked, "While you are away? I didn't think this would be so restrictive." She said pushing her ass against his crotch. "What if you run to the store, or you fall asleep early?" She turned her head and kissed him while enjoying the pleasurable stimulation of her braless nipples.
"I suppose that's ok. I'd prefer you wait until I'm out of the room at least." Drew said as his fingers found their way down to her cloth covered slit. "Shall we sit him down and ask him if he's up to it?"
Sue pulled away, "Ok, that's enough. He should be home any minute and being greeted by your hairy ass might kill his appetite and I'm making fettucine alfredo, his favorite. I'm thinking of not telling him. Wouldn't it be more fun if I dressed a bit more daring and let him see what he can get away with? Perhaps my shoulders are a bit sore? I think it might be more exciting for him if he feels like he seduced me." She said as she went over to stir the white sauce. "What do you think?"
"You are an evil woman. What if he doesn't try anything?" Drew asked.
"I'll bet he will. Have you ever heard of the term MILF?" She asked her husband. Seeing him shake his head, "Well apparently it's a term the kids use about us, I mean about us moms. It means Mother I'd Like to Fuck and he and his friends apparently think I'm a MILF." Sue said proudly.
"You mean Chris, Larry and the others? Did you know they thought that way of you? Have they tried anything? When did they say that?" Drew asked looking interested.
"Last week, and yes. They never had to say anything. Those kids have not yet learned how to check a woman out surreptitiously. And last night while we were watching a movie, a couple of them copped a quick feel. Of course I made them stop. Though, I kind of get off seeing the way they look at me." She said looking at her husband's shorts. "I guess you do too. Should I ask the boys to help out around the house periodically?" Sue said reaching into his shorts and gripping the hard cock. "Perhaps, one at a time or all at once? Ok, all at once!" She grinned feeling his member lurch in her hand. "Sorry dear, but you'd better go splash cold water on it because I see our son coming around the back." She pulled her hand out and went to the sink to clean up.
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Jeannie pushed herself, enjoying the burn. She grinned thinking about her conversation with Sue the day before. 'So her son and his friends think we are MILFs, not that I had any clue what that was before she told me. Who would have thought? I wonder if that is what Chris was dreaming about when I peeked in earlier?' Seeing the final long stretch up to her house, she picked up the pace, driving her legs hard dreaming of a hot bath. 'Do Chris's friends really look at me that way?' She thought about how they seemed to want to be around her when she worked out, how sometimes they joined in. She felt herself getting excited thinking about those tight young bodies, filled with raging hormones. Shaking her head, she turned into the driveway and circled around at a slow pace cooling down. Stretching out and then down, she saw her reflection in the picture window, 'Fuck, I do show a lot in these tight shorts and jog bra. I'd do me.' She chuckled, thinking about getting in the tub and letting her fingers do what they wanted.
Chris woke up and looked around disappointed he wasn't on top of Mark's mom after all. God, best dream ever. So fucking real. 'Fuck, that woman has a body. I cannot believe she let me feel her tit and leave it there for at least 30 seconds. Where is the flaw? Dad always told me, they look so beautiful, but there's always a flaw. Sue is every guy's wet dream, literally,' he thought, feeling his damp boxers. He got up with a groan and headed for the shower.
Coming down to the kitchen, he wasn't surprised to see his mom was out. Ever since she came back from her final deployment in Afghanistan, she'd been maintaining her conditioning by getting up at an ungodly hour and running 10 to 15 miles every other day. Marines are in a class by themselves.
Eating his cereal, he heard his mother return from her run. Getting up and grabbing water out of the fridge, he turned and handed it to her as she came into the kitchen. "Morning, mom. How many miles this time? Put anyone in the hospital?" He grinned. His mom had been running a few weeks back when a 30 year-old man attacked her and tried to drag her into some bushes. She ended up with slight bruising around her neck and he was hospitalized with severe testicular trauma and two broken wrists.
"Sadly, no. Actually it really adds to the cardio. I took a new route that came to 15 miles with a lot of hills, great route." Jeannie said after she downed the water, "You're up. Amazing, before noon on a Saturday. I think you should join me some morning."
Chris studied his mother. He looked at her differently after seeing Mark's mom naked in the sun. His mom was also a real babe. Tall, 5-11 with zero body fat. Standing there with her small running shorts and a jog bra that allowed him to notice her incredible, muscular ass, her rippled abs. But best of all were the hard nipples poking through the thin top. Perhaps he discounted the size of her breasts comparing them to Sue's, but she had a nice pair stretching the top. Shaking his head and looking at his mother's face studying him, he felt blood rush to his face knowing he'd been caught ogling his mother. "Why? You know I can't keep up with you."
Jeanne looked at her son overtly checking out her body and seeing him blush, grinned, "I heard groaning and panting when I walked by your room this morning. I peeked in and you were on your stomach apparently dreaming about swimming or running the way you were moving. Good dreams?"
Chris blushed more remembering the dream, the dream with his cock spearing a panting, begging Sue. 'Oh God how she begged, opening her legs as wide as possible. Her wanting my iron-hard prick inside her, my cum dumped into her.' Chris shook his head and stammered, "I guess I was being chased or something, I can't quite latch onto the dream fragments, you know how it is."
"You should at least come out for a few miles at first. I'd hate to see my baby get too soft." See said grinning. Her son was far from soft with some serious muscles from his work in the weight room.
"You wish. I could take you." Chris said grinning.
Jeanne thought about it, "Perhaps, but don't you remember, I'd have you tapping out in under 10 seconds every time."
"Get real, mom. That was 5-6 years ago. I'm grown a bunch since then. Come on, I'll drop you so fast..." Chris said grinning.
"Let me shower first, I'm so sweaty. Trust me, you don't want to be anywhere near me after a 15 mile run. Anyhow, it wouldn't be fair. My skin is so slick and with this outfit, there's nothing to grab onto."
"I'm fine with that," Chris said. "But be fast, I want you before you can recover from your run. I need every advantage I can get against Robo-Mom."
Looking at her grinning son, she shook her head. "Ok, you asked for it. I'll do it if you get rid of those baggy clothes. Get into your workout gear and I'll meet you downstairs."
Chris was on the mats stretching when his mom came down. He jumped up and danced on his toes, "You ready? You should stretch some first since older people can pull muscles." He grinned.
Jeannie glared at her son, "I'd watch what you say, you are about to get your ass kicked by this old lady." She said as she began going through a series of stretching exercises.
Chris was fighting a throbbing in his groin seeing how flexible his mother was. Her shorts were the tiny, nylon running type, her jog bra was smaller than the one she changed out of and didn't do anything to hide her nipples. She had her back to him with her head against her knees and her perfect ass right in front of him, the bottom of her ass cheeks peeking out and obviously wearing no panties. 'Calculus, yes, I have to think about my calculus homework...' He thought frantically since his lycra shorts didn't hide much...or for that matter, anything.
"Ok, the old lady is ready to put my son in his place." Jeannie said as she stood up and got into a crouch. She looked at the boy all grown up and outweighing her by at least 80 pounds. She began moving like a cat around the mat.
Chris responded in kind, trying to get low enough to get leverage on the wiry woman across from him. He thought that this was going to be a snap, he had a huge edge in power and strength. In a flash he lunged at her legs hoping to bring her onto her back, but just when he thought he had her, his arms grabbed at air.
Jeannie saw the boy's eyes flicker just before he made his move and quickly stepped out of the attempted grasp and spinning around, swept his legs right out from under him. She continued the move by falling on top of her son and put a crushing hold on his neck and head with her thighs.
Chris realized he was done when he found he couldn't breathe and was about to tap out when he realized his mom's crotch was right in front of his face. Impulsively, he stuck out his tongue and slipping it under the leg of the shorts, began licking her labia.
Jeannie was so shocked, she released her leg-hold and rolled off. As she tried to protest her son licking her crotch, she found herself being muscled over onto her back and in a hold that she couldn't seem to roll out of. "What the hell did you do? I cannot believe you licked me!" She sputtered.
Chris knew he had her and continued to force her legs up, with his arm and as he came close to pinning her, she hooked his shoulders throwing him off her and spun to get away and on her feet. In a last ditch effort to keep her from getting away he reached out and grabbed onto her running shorts and her momentum ripped them right off.
"Christ!" She screamed, "You've had it now. First you lick my crotch and now to rip my shorts off." Without trying to cover herself up, she watched as her son rolled away and threw himself into his crouch.
Chris tossed the shredded shorts aside and looked at his mother, breathing heavily and unabashedly showing her nicely trimmed bush with her wide stance. "I'm sorry mom, I just grabbed what I could." He could see her lips clearly and remembering how good they tasted began to feel his dick coming to life. He knew he was in trouble seeing the look on her face, and knew that even with 80 pounds on her, she was too quick and too angry. He saw her eyes flick down to the full erection in his shorts and look back with an evil grin. He flinched when she made a couple of feints and decided that he had to attack and get her off balance. His first lunge caused his cock to painfully bend and he abruptly jerked back.
"Wow!" Jeannie said, "I'm impressed, but you'd better hope I don't accidentally grab that thing of yours and ruin you for life." Grinning she continued circling.
Chris was mesmerized by his mother moving and opening her legs, letting his see her nice pussy. "Good Lord, she is shaved down there, who would have thought.' Before he could react, she came around and flipped him over onto his back and leveraged her arm behind his and had him pinned, her breast pressed against his face. The biggest problem was his cock was being twisted very painfully by her body and knew he had to give up, but not before gently biting the nipple pressed against his lips. As he tapped out with a groan he felt his mother release his arm and start to roll off him.
Smiling to herself, Jeannie thought, 'Time to claim my prize,' and spun around to put his head in the same crushing leg lock. As she did that. It brought her face right over that clearly defined penis in the stretch fabric. "Ok, winner takes all. You seem to use your mouth better than you fight, so go for it."
Chris was stunned when his mother said that, but was pleased to see her pussy up close and right against his face. Without hesitation, he stuck out his tongue and began exploring. He ran his tongue up and down the slit, letting her labia part and welcome his probing tongue into her most private area. He began licking deeper when she opened her legs wide and began humping against his tongue buried inside her. He swallowed the leaking juices and grabbed those tight, round glutes as she flexed against him.
Jeannie got lost in the waves of pleasure coursing up from her groin. 'God, no man has done this to me since prom, Bart Wilson had my dress up and my panties in his pocket. He never said a word, just began licking me, teasing me, making me feel like I'd never felt before. Damn, he was good, but I wish he'd let me cum. He just stood up and dropped his pants and drove his cock right into my virgin pussy and began sliding that cock of his in and out. The look on his face, eyes tightly closed, flushed and then when he came...the groans echoing across the parking lot as he pounded into me so hard I was bruised for days afterwards. Then he was gone and I was in the back seat of his car, cum leaking out of my pussy. I wanted to cum, but I needed to get back to Frank who had to wonder where I'd gone. Later, Frank was pleased to see I had no panties on and was already wet, but as nice as it was, it didn't compare to being taken by the All-State QB.'
Chris knew he was on the right track when his mother began seeping more and more juices, softly moaning. He pulled his tongue out of her pussy and flicked it across her hard nub, causing her hips to begin writhing against his face.
"God, yes." Jeannie panted, "That's it baby, lick my clit." She thought back to the only other time anyone had their tongue in her pussy. 'Oh God, she was beautiful,' she thought remembering Sarah's face buried in her twat. 'Ahh, the sight of my roommate's cute, freckled button nose buried in my dark pubes, her tongue frantically exploring every part of me, staring at me lovingly with those bright blue eyes. She was so skilled and loved to make me cum.' Jeannie lifted herself up feeling her son's hands slide up her torso, and groaned feeling his strong hands pull up her top and cup her aching breasts. She felt herself getting close when she looked down and saw the clearly defined cock wrapped in the lycra shorts. 'Oh God, it's beautiful,' she thought seeing the circumcised head beneath the growing wet spot. 'Christ, these shorts don't hide anything,' she panted to herself seeing the throbbing vein in the side of the shaft. She reached down and traced the outline, then stroked the shaft, feeling the heat coming off it. The intense feelings between her legs started growing, and she felt like she was losing control of her legs as she wrapped her hand around her son's cock and closed her eyes in ecstasy.
Chris began gently humping against his mother's hand wanting her to take his cock in her mouth, but also sensed she was about to cum, so pinching her hard, pointy nipples he attacked her clit with his tongue and lips.
With a long groan Jeannie exploded in a long series of agonizing waves crashing through her before collapsing onto Chris's crotch. She lay there feeling juices leaking out of her sopping twat onto her son's face and felt his cock humping against her face. Finally, rousing herself, she rolled off and stood up, grinning at Chris's glistening face. "Sorry, Honey. You need a towel." She said tossing him on from the pile.
Looking up at his mother, naked except for the jog bra pulled up above her tits, "Mom, you can't leave me like this. I need something...you." Chris pleaded stroking his cock through his shorts.
"You do. I can see that." His mother said pulling her top off and tossing it aside. "I told you, winner takes all. You want something, you'll have to take it." Hopping back and forth on her toes, she grinned down at her son, "C'mon, you little pussy, get on your feet and see if you can take what you want."
Tossing the towel aside, Chris rolled over and stood up. Seeing his mother's tits bouncing up and down, he peeled off his shorts and yanked off his top. "There. Get ready bitch, to get what you want, what you deserve." Chris was relieved to see his mother grin at being called bitch, so he continued, "You better be ready because my cock is going to find one of your tight holes, and whichever one it is, you're going to take it."
"This is going to be fun!" Jeannie said, "Way better than training at camp." She lunged at her son, but was surprised when he stepped into her rather than spinning out of the way.
Chris grabbed his mother's nude form and even as she tried to spin out of his grasp she slipped on a wet spot and fell forward onto her face. Before she could roll away, he was on top of her, his cock buried between her ass cheeks with his legs straddling her. Wanting her on her back, he pushed his arm under her and behind her neck and starting to roll his mother over.
Jeannie felt the strength and urgency in her son as he tried to wrestle her onto her back for a pin. She unconsciously spread her legs to provide resistance and groaned when she felt his cock slide down her ass and pussy lips. "Wait, no, you can't do that. Please, I'm your mother. Let me suck your dick."
Chris grinned feeing the head of his cock between the moist folds or her pussy and before she could close her legs, he pulled his together between hers. He pushed the head into her warm, smooth opening as he put his lips to his mother's ear, "Take it bitch. Winner takes all and I'm taking what is mine." Hearing her moan and feeling her legs open wider, he thrust all the way into her in one stroke.
"Oh God, mom, we really do need to work out together more." He panted, pistoning into his mother's pussy. "God, you feel so good, so hot, so tight. Your cunt is so silky smooth I'm afraid I'm not going to last."
"Baby, baby, please stop, you have to pull out. I'm not on the pill." Jeannie panted feeling the pleasure building in her womb. "Please put on a rubber at least."
Chris wormed his hands under his mother's sweating form and grabbed a breast with one and began fingering her clit with the other. "You said, 'Winner take all.' I'm taking what is mine and that means I get to feel every part of you and fill you with my potent sperm. So, open your legs and take everything I have."
Jeannie raised her hips to allow her son's finger access to the pussy and began aggressively humping back against his rigid cock. "Oh baby, oh God. You should pull out, but please keep fucking me. Your cock is so beautiful, so fucking hard. Cum inside your mommy's pussy, cum inside me, I need your cum...Oh God!" She screamed out as she came again, driving her ass back up against Chris's pelvis.
Chris couldn't take it hearing his mother begging for his sperm and pushing as deep as he could into her cunt, spewed all the pent up cum into her unprotected womb. He pulled out and drove in again releasing another huge load with a satisfying groan. He kept pumping into her until his ball were completely drained. He reluctantly pulled his softening cock out of her pussy with a slurping sound and rolled off his mother's incredible ass. Slapping it softly, he reached for the towel and wiped his cock off, before handing it to his mother.
Jeannie sat up thinking that wrestling her son was as good a workout as running 15 miles, and a lot more pleasurable. "You're going to have to have to start claiming other places to put your cock, or I'm going to have to go on the pill since your dad has had a vasectomy." She wryly smiled looking at her smug looking son.
Charles looked at his beautiful wife quietly eating her dinner and over at his son. "Man, you guys are quiet tonight. You mad at each other for some reason?"
Jeanne laughed, "No, just tired. Chris put me through a workout after I did 15 this morning. I'm really beat. I might have to make Chris come home right after school every day to help me stay in shape."
"I feel better than I have in years," Chris said, "Mom sure knows how to push me to places I've never been." He turned to his mother, "Can you pass the rolls?"
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Larry reached for the Kleenex and cleaned the cum pooling on his chest feeling a slight sense of relief, but mostly a longing for his fantasies to be real. 'God damn, Mark's mother has an ass. I would kill to be able to bury my cock in her. I know she'd let me if I could somehow get her alone.' He shook his head wondering how many times her jerked off since coming home the night before. 'Man, my hand was barely able to cup a quarter of that massive tit, and the way her nipple felt. I can't believe she let me feel her up like that.' Groaning, he finally got out of bed, showered and got dressed.
Coming into the kitchen he grabbed a cup of coffee and sat down to read the sports page. He looked up when his mom came in to put dishes in the sink. He realized even though she was dressed the same as she was every morning, he saw her a lot differently. Her long tee shirt came down to just below her ass and she had no bra on. He studied his mom for the first time sexually. He compared her to Sue and thought that his mom could hold her own. He loved the long brown flowing hair, her narrow waist, but especially her ass, 'Crap, she has a great ass, I'd love to bury my face in that,' he thought as she reached up to put away the cereal on the top shelf revealing her panty clad ass. He was reaching down to adjust his cock when she turned around, so he yanked his hand back up onto the table.
"Oh, Hi honey. I didn't see you there. Did you have fun at Mark's last night? What time did you get in? I hope you didn't annoy Sue with your noise."
Larry tried not to look at her shadows of his mother's nipples through the thin tee, the little tents created by the hard nubs, but his eyes kept flicking up and down. "Um, I got in around 1. It was fun. Mark's mom was great, she actually joined us when we watched the new Jurassic Park movie. Have you lost weight?"
Elaine spun around showing her son her ass, "You noticed? I've lost 25 pounds. I was thinking you wouldn't even notice. I've been running some with Jeannie, though not nearly as far. You like?" She asked patting her nice, soft ass.
Larry was struggling with his pulsing penis he shifted around in his chair, "You look great. I'm sorry I never noticed earlier, but God, you look good."
Elaine grinned noticing her son's discomfort thinking about what Sue told her yesterday. At first she was angry, but then thought about it; about these beautiful young men lusting after them, 'Maybe I am a MILF after all.' She thought. 'I think my boy is having issues.' "Can you give me a hand?" She asked sweetly, turning around to point at the blender that needed to go up on the shelf. She felt Larry come up behind her and reach around as she started to lift the heavy appliance. "We have to hold the pans to the side as we slide this in." She explained.
Larry tried to keep his erection away from his mom's butt as he reached up over her shoulder, but had to lean in since he otherwise couldn't reach. As he pressed his hard rod against her ass, he had his face in her long, brown tresses and took a deep breath. "Wow mom, you smell great." Pressing his cock against her harder to fully reach, they finally got the blender on the shelf. As he started to back away, his mom grabbed his arms and pulled them around her waist.
"Thanks, honey. That was sweet of you to say and to help since you just woke up. You might need to go back to your room and take care of this." She giggled, while wiggling her ass against his hard cock. Holding him close, she turned to look at his face, "But, perhaps a moment longer, it's been a while since I've felt appreciated."
Larry was stunned to hear his mother so blatantly sexual with him, "Mom, you are appreciated by a lot of boys, of men." He pushed his cock against her, feeling in heaven with her soft, pillow-like ass enveloping his throbbing penis. He began stroking her stomach, feeling how little fat was left and how toned she had become. His hand slipped under the tee shirt and let his finger slide up across her panties and onto her taut stomach. "You've also been doing crunches, or something. You're pretty tight."
Elaine closed her eyes feeling her son's strong hands caress her skin. 'Jim hasn't touched me in weeks, let alone with such tenderness.' She thought dropping her hands to the kitchen counter and letting her son's hands go where they wanted.
Larry felt the tee shirt fall away as his mother leaned forward against the counter. He let his hands roam higher and higher until he felt he bottoms of her breasts. He immediately slid his hands down thinking she'd be pissed, but she made no move, so he got brave and let his hand slide up and around the warm, bulging flesh until his hands were squeezing and caressing his mother's hand-size tits. He took the nipples between his thumbs and fingers and as he rolled and teased them, he felt his mother push back harder against his ass.
"Oh, baby, that feels so nice. You have such strong hands. Don't stop, this feels really good." She sighed as she pulled her tee shirt off and threw it on the floor.
Larry continued pulling and pinching her nipples with his cock buried between her cheeks and his face buried in her wonderful hair. "You are so beautiful, mom, I could stay here all day. I really do love your hair; the way it smells." He said taking a deep breath.
Turning her head, she reached back and pulled her son's lips to hers. Moaning with pleasure, she welcomed his exploring tongue into her mouth. As she kissed him she turned around to press her body against his. She pulled her mouth away and grabbed the bottom of his tee shirt and pulled it off. She wrapped her arms around her son and began kissing him again feeling his hot chest against her skin, his hard cock against her pubic bone. She again pulled away and reached down and slid her panties down to the floor and then got down on her knees and pulled the tented boxers away from his waist and reaching in, grabbed his cock and began stroking it. Looking up, she grinned, "I'll bet you didn't think your mother would be kneeling naked at your feet ready to suck you off."
Larry groaned seeing the sight more beautiful that any of his fantasies, his mother naked, her small, perky tits jutting out, her neatly trimmed, dark bush. He reached down to pull his shorts off and let his mother take over and felt a surge of lust seeing his cock brush against her cheek as she leaned over to push his shorts to the floor.
Elaine put both her hands around the pulsating cock in front of her and pulled it down, thinking how Jim's used to get this rigid. She stroked the shaft watching the uncircumcised head appear and disappear. Seeing a drip of pre-cum she stuck out her tongue and gently licked it up eliciting another groan from the boy standing over her. Opening her lips, she took the head into her mouth and bathed it with her tongue. Pulling it out she looked back up at her son. "Are you going to shoot your cum down my throat, baby? Do you want to cum in your mommy's mouth?"
"God, yes, yes. Please suck my cock." Larry groaned.
"Good boy." She purred as she sucked his cock into her mouth. As she stroked his shaft, she took her other hand and fondled his heavy balls. She thought back to her reputation her senior year. At first she was mortified and tried to get her parents to move, but she finally went into school and found that rather than be ostracized or jeered, boys who never noticed her were approaching her and asking her out. Even the other girls were coming up to her asking how she did it and if she could teach them. All because Brian Schuler bragged she deep-throated him behind the school at lunch. She should have thanked him, but he never got near her again. The other boys in the school couldn't say that though. It seemed she was booked every weekend her senior year.
Soon her hand gripping the shaft dropped off and grabbed his flexing ass cheeks as her face buried against his pubes. Hearing his loud groans brought back many fond memories of dozens on boys, dozens of cocks down her throat and she mentally counted down from 10 knowing her gullet was soon to be filled with hot sperm. When she reached two, she felt her son's hand on the back of her head and his thrusting become urgent and jets of salty, hot cum shoot down her throat. She swallowed rapidly, not losing a drop. As Larry pulled out of her throat, she grabbed the shaft and stroking rapidly, milked every drop out with her tongue. She sat back of her heals and grinned up at her son. "I'll bet you never knew your old mother was skilled at that, did you?"
"God, mom. You're not old, not at all. Your fucking hot, and Jesus. No, I never imaged you being a great cock sucker. That was incredible. In fact, you sucked me so dry, my balls ache." He reached his hand down to lift her up. "My turn now, I've wanted to taste you since you walked in here." When she went to sit on the table, he stopped her. "Turn around, I've wanted to bury my face in that incredible ass of yours...oh yes." He sighed when she pressed her chest on the table and stuck her ass out, exposing her shaved lips and puckered asshole. He immediately knelt down and began running his tongue up and down, tasting the salty, tangy juices flowing. He thought how aroused he made his own mother to get her this wet. He pressed against the tightly sealed labia and wiggled his tongue into her pussy, letting the juices flow across his tongue. He grabbed her ass cheeks and squeezed them as her worked his tongue deeper.
Elaine felt the tongue trying to penetrate the love channel and remembered how Jim always commented how tight she was initially, how hard it was to get his cock inside her. She reached back and spread her pussy lips for her son to allow him more access. She let out a yelp when he pushed his tongue all the way in her with his chin pressed hard against her clit. "Oh fuck, yes. Lick your mommy's pussy. Make your mommy cum." She panted, putting her hands back on the table edge.
Larry pulled his face away with his tongue as rigid as he could make it, and began fucking her with his tongue and mouth, enjoying hearing the mews every time his chin banged against her clit and his nose poked into her asshole. He had to keep swallowing all the cum flowing into his mouth, but still, copious amounts were flowing down his chin. When he sensed she was getting close he drove in as hard as he could and staying here, wiggled his tongue around inside her and ground his chin into her hard clit and his nose pressed hard against her ass.
Clutching the table, Elaine felt an almost painful surge building inside her and rather than releasing it kept building and building, until finally reveling in the feeling of the thrashing tongue inside her, exploded causing her to see stars and almost pass out. She felt herself humping rapidly against her son's face buried in her twat as wave after wave pulsed through her. Finally, she felt her entire body go limp as her arms flopped off the table.
Wiping his face off with his tee shirt, Larry stood up and looked down at the erotic sight of his mother's ass offering him what he long wanted. Stroking his own fully erect cock, he wondered what it might feel like to slip his cock in her pussy or her ass.
Elaine became aware she'd been lying on the table face down and without turning her head, "I know you're hard again, what are you waiting for? Or is it you can't decide? That is your call, but just so you know, I can't get pregnant since I've had my tubes tied."
Larry couldn't believe what his mother was offering him and stepped forward guiding his cock. First he gently pushed against her ass and hear a moan from his mom. Then he slid down and wiggled the head up and down the wet slit, watching it disappear bit by bit. As he kept stroking, he said, "I can't decide, they both look too good to be true, I want you to tell me where you want this."
"My baby can't make up his mind. I've always had to help you decide. What would you like for dessert? What should you wear? Ok, I think I want to feel you in my pussy. Fuck your mother's pussy...push that thing in."
Larry grinned remembering all the times she helped him decide and shoved his cock into her and grabbing her ass, began fucking her hard. He loved how the table was being moved across the floor, how his stomach slapped against her ass, how tight, so unbelievably tight her cunt felt.
As Larry was pounding into his mom, feeling his balls start to ache, they saw Jim pull up in the car. "Oh God, mom, I'm so close." He groaned.
"That's alright, we have time. Your father always comes in the front door, goes over to the dog and plays with him a while, then grabs his pipe and lights it up. Keep fucking me...empty your load in me, come on, baby."
Larry kept driving his cock into his mom, trying to cum when he heard the front door open. Thinking he might be caught he heard his mother groan like she was going to cum again and realized how exciting this is, how dangerous, how fucking erotic. He bit his lip and sputtered a hissing moan as he pumped his cum into his mom, and, as he was spurting into her, she reached back and grabbed his ass and ground back her twat into him.
After they both came down, Larry quickly pulled out and grabbed his shorts and tee shirt and threw them on while his mom yanked up her panties and pulled on her top, backwards and inside out. Larry sat down and grabbed his now cold cup of coffee as his mother finished putting away the dishes just as his father walked in, smoking his pipe.
"Unbelievable, it's noon and neither of you are dressed yet? Elaine, you know we have to be at the Albertson's by 2. You need to shower and get ready."
After his mom left to go shower and get ready, Larry's dad sat down across from him. "So, you're going to be graduating soon. Have you asked a girl to the prom yet?"
"No, what sucks is our class has 50-60 more guys than girls so if you don't ask anyone early enough..." Larry said miserably.
"What about junior girls?" Jim asked.
"Yeah, I could do that, but there're none that I know, really...and" Larry said.
"Oh yeah, the girls are all jail bait. Got it. What about your mom?" Jim asked, "Lord, can that girl dance. We used to be out all night dancing, fast dances, slow dances. Anyhow, if you ask her, I'd bet she'd say yes." Seeing the look on his son's face, "Yeah, I know. Kind of hard to get lucky on prom night when you're with your mom, but hey! You never know. Once she's had a few..." Jim laughed loudly, puffing on his pipe.
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Jeff woke reluctantly not wanting to lose the intensely erotic feelings infusing his dreams all night. 'Fuck me, Mark's mom is so damn sexy. How can that boy sleep with that in the house?' He rolled out of bad and threw on some clothes to empty his bladder.
He came back in looking longingly at the bed thinking how great it would be to return to the dreams filled with soft, smooth skin and pillow-like tits rubbing all over his body, her mouth taking his cock deep into her throat. Shaking his head, he started making the bed but he couldn't clear the images, the memories out of his head and his cock was demanding urgent attention. So he pulled off his clothes and flopped down on top of the covers. Closing his eyes, replaying everything he saw yesterday, everything he felt, all the incredibly realistic dreams, he furiously began pumping his cock.
"Honey, I hear you are up, I have a questio...God! I'm sorry!" Stacy yelped seeing her naked son jerking off. She turned her head, but couldn't get the image of the bulbous head projecting above the boy's fist.
"Mom! Don't you knock?" Jeff yelled trying to cover his cock and balls with his hands. "Get out, let me get dressed."
Stacy looked confused at first holding a folded pile of laundry, so she quickly walked over to his dresser and plopped the pile down and started for the door. Her back to her son, she said softly, "Please don't worry about it, I know you masturbate, all boys do." Hesitating, she turned around and she walked back and sat down on the bed. Putting her hand on her son's leg she said, "Can you just answer a question that's been bothering me and then I'll leave?"
Eyes wide with shock, Jeff looked up at his mother realizing his nudity didn't bother her in the least and her hand stroking his thigh did feel good. "Ok, but then you have to leave. This is really embarrassing."
"I'm sorry, but relax. I've walked by your room and it was pretty obvious what you were doing and it actually is really healthy. Anyhow, Elaine called me last night and told me you boys were talking about us, about us mothers and called us MILPs or something? I couldn't understand her clearly since she was laughing and then your dad called and I had to take it. What is a MILP?"
"Mom, it was just us guys joking around, don't worry about it." Jeff said, getting even redder. "And, it's not a MILP, it's a MILF. M I L F. Can you leave now? We can talk about this in the kitchen."
"MILF? Just tell me, I like a joke as much as the next girl." She said softly stroking his thigh higher and higher.
"Ok, if I tell you, will you leave?" Seeing her nod, he continued, "It means Mother I'd Like to...F. You know..."
"Fuck, so you boys were talking about fucking your mothers?" Stacy chuckled, "I guess I can't say that is shocking news. I've seen how you boys look at me, at us. Especially Sue. I'll bet she is the main MILF for you boys."
"No, mom, I mean yes. Crap. She is really hot, but so are you. Oh, God. I can't believe I said that." Jeff stammered
His mom laughed, "Relax, I know how you 18 year-old boys are. Any pussy will do. You know, wouldn't it be more accurate to call us MILDEWWs?"
"MILDEWs..what is that?" Jeff asked seeing her mother's grin.
"Mother I'd Like to Do Every Which Way." She said grinning, "I'll bet you think about more than fucking, like getting sucked off, playing with our tits and pussies. Christ, I'll bet you'd like to fuck those tits on Sue. Hell, I'd even do her. You were at Mark's house last night weren't you? Were you thinking about his mother when I walked in? I'll bet you were."
Jeff never felt his face so flushed, this couldn't be real. His mom using this language, taking frankly about Sue's tits...even suggesting she'd do her. Subconsciously he began rubbing his cock again. "Mom, should we be talking about this?"
Ignoring his son's discomfort, "That's what's wrong with men. It's MILF and not MILE. Mothers I'd Like to Eat, hell, we'd be there for you if that's what you wanted." She kept absent-mindedly stroking his thigh until she felt her thumb press up against his scrotum. She slid her hand back down his leg and up again to his ball sack. "So, who are you taking to the prom? I never heard you say."
Jeff's eyes were glued to his mother's hand sliding right up to his crotch, and realized she asked him a question, "Um, no one. I haven't asked anyone."
"Why not? There must be a girl you want to take to the prom. God, I remember mine. That was a night. Billy Schmidt. He was..." Opening her eyes and looking at her son, "I'm sorry, you don't want to hear that. Anyhow, there must be a girl."
"There is, I mean there was. Remember Shayla? She and I were...can we drop the subject?" Jeff said feeling his cock shrink.
"What? Look, I'm not going to laugh, or be mad. What happened? Couldn't you..." She asked softly.
"No, God no. We were in the back of the car and she let me play with her breasts, you know, under her shirt. Anyhow, it was the first time I'd ever touched a girl...so, she started rubbing my dick through my shorts and when she undid my pants and pulled out my cock...This is really embarrassing." Jeff faded off.
"You came? There's nothing really unusual about that." Stacy said kindly.
"No, it was worse. She laughed. I mean, it was a quick laugh, and then she caught herself. She apologized and said that we should go home and climbed out of the back seat." Jeff said, feeling tears welling up.
"What! What the fuck did she do that for?" Stacy looked at the despair on her son's face and felt tears in her eyes also.
"I guess she went and told her friends my penis was bent, so now the entire school knows..." Jeff said softly.
"Bent, what do you mean bent? I remember your penis, it never looked bent." Stacy said lifting Jeff's hands off his penis. Looking at it lying flaccid on his stomach, she said, "It looks normal to me." She reached down and began feeling the soft shaft before looking up at her son. "There's nothing wrong with this, why would that fucking bitch say those things?"
"Um, it bends when I get hard." Jeff said feeling his cock awaken under his mother's hand.
"Ok, let's check this out, I'm sure it's nothing." Stacy said stroking the boy's cock. She enjoyed feeling it get fatter and heavier as she stroked. Gasping when it suddenly doubled in size in her hand and curved up into a long arc. "Oh my God, this is beautiful." She said staring at it.
"Mom, you're saying that because you have to, you're my mother. Then again, I wonder how many moms actually tell their son's their penis is beautiful..." He said as he watched his mom keep stroking his cock.
"Baby, you have no idea what you have here. Not only is this not bent, it is rare and really good. Your cock is going to hit women in places that will drive them wild. Shayla is an idiot. If I'd pulled this out of your pants, my panties would have been ripped off and I'd been on this before you could even know what was happening."
"Why? Look at it, it's almost 'C' shaped." He asked looking down at his cock.
"Yeah, I guess you've never touched a woman. Have you ever heard of something called the G-spot?"
"No, what is it?" Jeff asked looking interested.
Stacy let go of her son's cock and stood up. "Ok, I guess it's time for show and tell." She said, pulling off her yoga pants and panties. She got back on the bed and faced her son with her legs spread.
Jeff's cock never felt so hard as he slid over to make room for his mom. He didn't even want to blink staring at the moist looking pink folds, framed by soft, red hair. Her pussy was nicely trimmed and it took all his will power not to reach out and touch her, feel inside her. He could clearly make out the clitoris that he'd heard about and it did look like a tiny little penis sticking out. Licking his lips, he wondered what she tasted like, what reaction he'd get from her if he flicked his tongue on that thing. Without realizing it, he reached down and began stroking his rigid cock.
"I guess you approve," Stacy said smiling. She reached down to his other hand and gripping his middle finger, pulled it to her mouth and began sucking on it and getting it nice and wet, "Before sticking your finger in a girl, it's a good idea to make sure you have good lubrication." She said after pulling the finger out of her mouth. "Ok, slip your finger in my vagina."
Jeff couldn't believe he didn't explode watching his mother suck on his finger and he had to release his cock immediately, hearing her tell him to stick his finger in her pussy. He watched as his mother leaned back, her arms supporting her. He slipped his finger slowly into the tight, velvety hole and began sliding in and out, feeling the juices cover his finger. "I don't think you needed to wet my finger," He said, "you seem really wet."
"I know, seeing your perfect cock made me really hot and I meant it when I said I would jump on that thing so fast...Ok, what you are doing feels nice, really nice, but now bend your finger and feel along the top wall of my vagina." She told him, then gasped and closed her eyes when he began pressing his finger along the top of her pussy. He immediately hit her spot, her G-spot, the one that made her scream when it was hit. "Oh fuck, yes. Rub your finger there...there...oh yesss." She panted reaching one of her hands up and squeezing her breast and pinching her nipple. She reached down and pulled her son's finger from her sopping cunt. "Ok, that's enough. I think you get the picture."
Jeff was disappointed when she made him stop. He'd never felt anything so smooth before. He immediately put the finger in his mouth and sucked the juices off. "God, mom, you taste good." Chuckling he added, "Another thing most mothers and sons don't say to each other."
"Thanks," she laughed, "I guess you can imagine what that nice curved cock of yours can do to a girl. Shayla may never find out that she has a G-spot because she didn't take advantage of this."
"Can I ask you something?" Seeing his mother nod, "Have you ever had...been...fucked with a cock like this?" He asked softly.
"Yes, back in college. It was beautiful, but not as big, nor as curved. God! He could use that thing." She sighed.
"You and dad. Does he hit you there?" Jeff continued.
Stacy laughed, "Hard to say this, but now we're getting personal. But, no. His cock is perfectly straight and he's never hit me there." Laughing, she continued, "Actually, he did once, but that is another story."
"What? Tell, me. It's not like we've been holding back here. This is fun." Jeff said smiling.
"Well, your dad did hit me there since there was pressure pushing him against the G-spot. We were drinking in his dorm with his roommate Don and, well, we started making out. I was getting hot with Don watching us, and well, soon your dad and I were fucking. I was on top and I felt Don's finger in my ass...and then his cock. God! So hot, why haven't we ever done that again? Anyhow, Don's cock in my ass pushed your dad's against my G-spot and I kept cumming and cumming. Most intense night ever." Stacy stopped beet red, "I guess that's enough, you now must think your mother is a slut."
"No, I think it's hot. I cannot believe you did two guys at once. I'm impressed." Jeff said.
"Actually, it was three guys." She said sheepishly, "I was making so much noise, your dad's friend across the hall came in and, well...I guess my mouth was available." She said blushing, "Now, you really must think I'm a slut."
Jeff crawled up and hugged his mother and whispered in her ear, "Hey, I like sluts. Some of my best friends are sluts."
Stacy ran her hands up and down her son's back, her head on his shoulder thinking how much she loved him. When he pulled back and looked at her, she brought her lips to his without hesitation and opened her mouth letting his tongue in. Falling back, she reached down and grabbed his ass, pulling him against her throbbing cunt. She groaned when she felt her son's hand on her shirt, over her sensitive breast.
Jeff pulled his face away and looked down at his half-naked mother, her bright red hair splayed out on the covers. He looked at the perky mounds capped by her pointy nipples through the shirt and down to the nice patch of red between her legs. "God mom, you are so fucking beautiful."
Stacy looked up at her son and saw love, lust and animal desire. Desire she hadn't seen in 20 years. She reached down and pulled her top off and reaching behind her, unclipped her bra. She watched his face as she slid the bra off and tossed it onto the floor.
Jeff wanted nothing more than to clamp his lips on those pale, pink, quarter size nipples so he leaned down and flicked his tongue all over the left one, before moving over to the right. He felt her hips grind against his pelvis as he teased each one and soon was sucking the right one into his mouth, roughly flicking his tongue over it while grabbing the left with his hand. He felt her thrusts against him become more urgent and he worked those aroused nubs.
"Oh, baby, that feels so good, sorry they're not as big as Sue's." She purred.
Jeff pulled off the nipples, "They're perfect, mom. And I'm not just saying that because you are my mom." He said grinning. "But, I need to taste something again." He said as the kissed his way down her taut stomach and onto the soft fur. His node buried in her red patch, he inhaled deeply. "God, mom, you smell really good." He moved between her legs and studied the soft lips and seeing the hard clit sticking out, her leaned in and began flicking his tongue across it, before moving down to taste the juices leaking out. He lapped up the fluids while squeezing his mother's breasts before remembering what he felt before inside her. He took one hand and licking his middle finger, stuck in into her smooth channel. As he probed with the tip of his finger, her sucked the clit into his mouth.
Stacy was going nuts with the intense stimulations and began bucking against her son's face. She grabbed her free breast and pinched and rolled her nipple hard. Jeff was hitting the spots perfectly and she wrapped her arm over her face as she climaxed hard, every nerve in her groin and chest painfully and joyously inflamed. Panting and groaning into her arm she writhed and bucked until collapsing back breathing heavily.
Jeff watched his mother explode in orgasm feeling proud that he brought a woman off for the first time in his life. Realizing she muffled her cries he asked, "Mom, mom. Where's dad?"
Lifting her head with a sheepish grin she said, "He's watching the Mets game he recorded last night." I forgot he was home for a minute, there." Seeing Jeff start to get up, she waved him back. "It's ok, he won't leave the couch until the game's over. I'm not leaving until you get to cum. I did rudely interrupt you, after all. You feel like fulfilling the F in MILF?" She grinned.
"Gee, let me think," He said looking at her wet pussy, "I could, but a wise woman told me never put anything in a girl's vagina unless it is nice and wet." He said rolling over on his back.
Crawling between his legs, Stacy looked up at him, "I said, wet your finger first. But, I guess it applies to this also." She leaned forward and began licking the head, swirling her tongue all around, bathing it in saliva, then she sucked the head into her mouth. She took more and more into her mouth, impressed with how rigid and unforgiving the shaft was. She was able to get just half in her mouth and pumped the rest with her fist. She was lost in the feeling of the cock hitting the back of her gullet before pulling off that she forgot he was due to cum and second.
"Mom. Um mom..." Jeff said pushing her face off his cock. "Sorry, I am so close."
Stacy smiled at him thinking she should just let him cum down her throat, sure that she could get him up again for her eager pussy. But then realized Michael won't be in front of the TV all morning. She crawled up to kiss Jeff who grabbed her tits and drove his tongue into her mouth. Straddling his cock, she reached down and grabbed the curved shaft and lifted it as she pushed her wet opening against the head. Lowering slowly, she felt the head push against the tender flesh and she gasped when it slid hard across her G-spot. She immediately lifted up since the pleasure was almost too intense. Feeling the head almost pull completely out, she dropped down, burying her son's dick deep inside her. She had to lean forward to take off the pressure of that head pushing against her vaginal walls as it was way too stimulating.
Jeff went still feeling his cock be enveloped by the silky smooth hole and was mesmerized watching his cock disappear into his mother's pussy. He felt her jerk as she gasped and pulled up and when she dropped down, it was his turn to gasp. "Fuck mom, this is incredible. You're squeezing my cock so hard, it feels so good." He reached up and grabbed her perky breasts and as she leaned into him, felt them mash under his palms.
Stacy began twerking her ass up and down getting blown away by the intense jolts shooting through her midsection with each pass. She closed her eyes and forgot where she was, who was in her and focused on the wave after wave of pleasure coursing through her. She was shocked when she came after just a minute or two of fucking and buried her face in her son's pillow and screamed in pleasure as Jeff kept pistoning in and out of her. His arms were now wrapped around her, holding her tight and she could hear him panting with lust. Coming down from that explosive release, she could not remember ever screaming so loudly and was glad she had the pillow or Michael would be up to see if she were alright.
Jeff held his sweating, moaning mother feeling proud he was able to make a girl cum with his cock and as good as it felt, did not want to cum yet. He had to bring her off again. He reached down and stroked her soft ass and felt her butt flex with each stroke of his cock. 'I'm doing this, I'm actually fucking a woman, and a beautiful woman at that.' He thought. 'God, what a great ass, perfect, like a sixteen-year old's.'
Stacy roused herself and thought that she's better get Jeff off since the game will soon be over, so she rolled over pulling Jeff on top of her. "Come on, baby, cum inside me. I know your aching for release and you can fuck me as hard as you want, fill me with your cum." She panted while gripping his ass and pulling him tightly into her.
Jeff raised up on his arms and looked down at him mother's tangled mess of bright red hair; her creamy, alabaster skin; her pale, pink nipples that felt so good between his lips; then down to his groin pressed against her red bush. If watched as he pulled his cock all the way out and slammed it all the way in. Then out and in again, harder this time. Hearing her yelps with each pass, he picked up the pace and closed his eyes basking in the unbelievable pleasure of his cock being totally enveloped in the velvety softness of his mother's cunt. Her legs opened wide, letting him lose his virginity...lose his innocence. Her cunt, opened wide, eagerly waiting for his cum. 'God, she'll let me do this any time I want, she loves my cock.' He thought as he plunged in and out of her.
He opened his eyes when he felt her legs firmly wrap around his waist and saw she'd grabbed the pillow again and was loudly panting and crying into it while humping wildly against him. Grinding back as hard as he could, he leaned down and aggressively sucked on her nipple.
Pulling the pillow off her face and letting her legs flop back down, she panted, "Baby, you have to cum, I can't take much more of your cock in me, the pleasure is too much."
She tried to push him off, but grinning, Jeff looked down at her and started pounding into her again, reveling in her red sweaty face contorted in lust, in pleasure. "You sure you want me to stop? I think you want to come again. You know you need to. You need to cum once more. I'm not cumming until you cum again." He said as he drove into her again and again.



Stacy weakly nodded, her eyes squeezed shut, wondering what she did, what she got herself into. She'll never be able to feel anything like this...this scimitar stabbing her, hitting her where no one else can. She replayed all the cocks she'd had in her, all the ones she felt in her hands, the hard, veiny shafts. The different heads, some like mushrooms, others like spearheads, but all with one goal, to inject their loads deep inside me. Any part of me; any hole; any time. Grabbing the pillow, she again began bucking and thrusting against her son's driving pelvis and exploded, feeling cum pouring out of her and onto the bed. Arching her back and pressing her chest again his, she felt her burning nipples getting pressing into his hot flesh, she let out one long moan and collapsed back and went completely limp seeing bright flashes of light before darkness...and peace.
Jeff pulled the pillow off his mother's face and saw she was passed out. He started to pump into her and thought that is felt wrong. Confused, not knowing what to do, what the proper etiquette was in the situation, he decided to stop and finish himself off in the shower.
Jeff got up and grabbed a towel and cleaned his mother off. She had sweat so much that the bedclothes were wet, but he dried her off as much as he could before cleaning the pool between her legs. "Christ, she came a lot." He thought smugly, "I did that." He covered her up and went to take a shower, closing the door to his bedroom behind him.
Stacy woke up and was unable to place where she was immediately. Putting her arm across her forehead, she realized what happened and where she was. She got up and looked between her legs and saw no trace of his cum. 'Didn't he cum inside me? Why didn't he cum?' She thought. Pulling on her clothes, she heard the shower running and went downstairs.
Coming into the TV room, "Hey, honey. How's the game?" She asked seeing her husband staring at the tube.
"Good game, seventh inning. 8-6 Mets. Join me?" Michael said not looking up.
"No, I can pass. I'm going to shower." She said turning and heading upstairs.
Jeff was jolted out of his reveries, his memories replaying in his head when the shower curtain opened and his mom stepped in.
"Mind if I join you?" Stacy said while stepping in. "I think I'll need help washing my back, and front too, I'm sure." She looked down at that powerful rod sticking out and reached down to stroke it. "You pulled out? You didn't cum inside me?"
"Um, no. It didn't seem right to be...you know, fucking you when you were passed out. I'm sorry I did that to you, was I too rough?" Jeff said apologetically.
"Are you kidding? Too rough...honey you were wonderful, incredibly so. Next time, don't worry if I pass out, I want you to cum inside me, you earned it." She said stroking his cock. "In fact. I want you back inside me, but from behind this time. And I don't want to cum, I just want you to. She turned and faced the shower wall and stuck her ass out.
Jeff looked at that ass for the first time and marveled at how creamy-white and smooth it was. He ran his hands around the globes and felt the silky skin. He then pushed his hands outward revealing her tiny pink asshole and perfect labia. Gripping his now raging cock, he guided the head against the slit and felt it glide smoothly in.
"Oooooohhhh. Yesss, that's it, baby fuck me. Don't waste that sperm of yours jerking off. I want you to come to me when you need release. You can have my mouth, my tight cunt or my ass, whatever you want, just let me know." She reached between her legs and cupped her son's balls as they flopped forward and back.
Jeff felt a rush of power knowing his mom wanted his cock, needed his cock and slammed into her, over and over. He reached around and grabbed her flopping tits and used them to pull himself deeper into her. In minutes he felt his balls ache, his penis throb and with a guttural moan, he jetting his massive amount of pent-up sperm deep into his mother. Savoring the intense feeling with each spurt he rhythmically drove in and out of her. Finally, he released her tits and pulled back. "God, that was great. I really needed that." He panted.
Rubbing her breasts getting the circulation back in them, Stacy turned and kissed Jeff, feeling his slippery body, his still firm cock between her legs, his hands caressing her ass. Pulling away, "Baby, you are the best fuck I've ever had, and no, I am not saying that because I'm your mother. I looked that one up, it is not in the handbook of proscribed things to say to your son." She said grinning. "Ok, now wash my back, and my front and let's get down and get you some breakfast."
Drying off, Stacy looked at her son. "Jeff, I want you to take me to the prom. I think I could pass for a 28 year-old friend of yours. I want to meet this Shayla and her friends."
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Bill's dreams of his cock being swallowed by Sue was interrupted by the soft knocking. "Honey, are you awake? Are you decent?"
Arranging the covers to cover the morning woody, "Sure Mom. Come on in." He saw the door open slowly and his mom's face peer around it. He could see her eyes flick down to his crotch as if she knew what state he was in.
"Sorry, I know it's early, but remember we have to clean the attic since we have to make room for your grandfather's stuff?" Ashley looked at her son sitting up with his bare chest and was struck how much he looked like her brother James. She noticed he was looking at her differently, also, like he was checking her out...no, that's impossible. Collecting herself before her thoughts strayed into forbidden areas, she turned to leave, "So, get up and I'll make breakfast. The earlier we start the better since it's going to be a hot day." She said as she left.
Bill's cock didn't come down what his mother came into his bedroom, in fact seeing her red bra beneath the old tee shirt and her torn cutoffs, it was even harder. 'God, first Mark's mom, now my mom. I really need to get laid,' he thought jumping out of bed and getting into the bathroom to shower, and perhaps calm down. Soaping up, it took all his willpower not to jerk off, but seeing his mom there, her long slender legs, nice breasts, long blonde hair. 'Fuck!' He thought turning the hot water all the way off and shocking his dick back down with the blast of icy water. 'Christ, how am I going to work in the attic with my mother the MILF unless I get some relief?'
Bill came into the kitchen and first thing he saw was his mother's ass...actually her tiny cutoffs showing the bottoms of her compact ass cheeks peeking out as she bent over to get cereal out.
Ashley turned around, "Cheerios ok?"
"Sure, mom, Cheerios are great." Bill said plopping down into the chair. "So how much stuff is dad bringing back to day from Grampa's?
"I don't know, but I figure we'll need half the attic cleared. I have no idea what we're going to do with all the crap up there. Hell, I never even went through your Uncle James stuff when he died. You have no idea how much I appreciate you helping. It is going to be really hard going through his stuff, I really miss him. I can't believe he's gone." Ashley tailed off.
Seeing the tears in his mother's eyes, Bill jumped up and took her in his arms. "I know, mom. It was so sudden." He said rubbing her back.
"I know, weird. Just goes to show, make every day count. He was here visiting and then he was gone the next day." Ashley said softly, "I would really hate to have anything happen to you, I cry sometimes thinking about that."
"Why? Nothing's going to happen to me. They said Uncle James had a blood clot and it stopped his heart. It was nothing they could have caught. I know you and he were close." Bill said thinking James and his mom were fraternal twins and grew up as close as they could be. In fact, he'd seen pictures of them at prom together.
"I know, but after James was gone so suddenly, I just panic every once in a while. Never mind, eat your cereal and let's go upstairs."
Bill was relieved when his mother let him go, and actually felt a twinge of guilt since he felt his cock stir holding his mother. 'What kind of son gets a hard on comforting his mother?' He though bitterly.
Following his mom up the attic stairs he could actually see her bare labia on either side of the inch-wide strip of denim in her crotch. 'She must shave there.' He thought. His cock stirred again thinking what she must taste like before stopping and shaking his head. 'Do I need another cold shower?' He thought.
Getting into the attic, they looked around. The area was actually quite huge, but with boxes, furniture, sporting equipment. "God, this is going to be tough." Ashley said, "Let's start be getting all our stuff over here," she said pointing behind them. "Then, we'll put James boxes on this wall and all the sporting goods in the other back corner. That will free up the left side for Grampa's stuff.
As it got towards 10, it was getting very warm and Bill had to take his shirt off. Tossing it down the stairs, he looked at the old tee clinging to his mother, "Look, I promise not to letch on you if you want to take that off. After all, you have a bra on."
Ashely looked at his glistening chest and down at her dirty tee and shrugging her shoulders, pulled it off and tossed it on a box. "Sure, you won't letch." She laughed seeing his eyes glues to her chest. She looked down and realized, her red bra was see through and very low cut. Shaking her tits at him laughing, she said. "Ok, you've looked. Now get back to work." Seeing him still staring he giggled. "I guess you'll have to deal with it." Shrugging her shoulders, she went back to moving and piling boxes.
Bill had to break his gaze away seeing her tits bounce and flop around, barely held by the flimsy bra. "I'm going to start on Uncle James crap. I am not even sure why we have all this." He said as he lifted a box.
She was pushing a box to the top of a pile when she heard Bill call out, "You were Miss South Carolina?" He asked holding up a picture with her in a one-piece and a sash across her chest.
"No, that was for a costume party a few years ago with your dad at James' house, I looked like Miss South Carolina few years back, you know the one who stumbled through her answer? No? You should Google her. She gave the best answer to why Americans cannot find the United States on a map."
"I personally believe that U.S. Americans are unable to do so because, uh, some, uh, people out there in our nation don't have maps and, uh, I believe that our education like such as in South Africa and, uh, the Iraq, everywhere like such as, and..." Ashley said this with an authentic southern drawl.
Bill laughed, "Damn that was hot. She really said that?"
"Yeah, I must have repeated answer that 20 times that night. There's a bit more, but that's the gist of it. You really need to Google that. I saw an interview with her later and she sounds quite bright, my guess is the pressure and cameras just gave her a brain fart. Anyhow, James sent me the link asking if that was me when he first saw it." Giggling, she went back to arranging the piles and clearing floor space.
Ashley was impressed which how much free floor space there was as she grabbed her shirt and wiped the sweat off her. All the boxes of book, old college memorabilia, coats and other stuff were all organized in the back corner.
She was reaching for the skis leaning in the other corner when she heard Bill blurt out, "Holy Fuck, mom." She walked around the chimney and saw him kneeling, looking down into a box with something in his hands.
Bill looked at the nude pictures, then back at his mother. "Christ, mom, had I known these were up here..." He held up a picture of Ashley when she was 18, lying back on her bed fully naked.
"Oh shit! Give me those, he was supposed to destroy those." Ashley said lunging for them.
Bill danced out of the way, "Hell no. No way are you destroying these. Mom, mom, just calm down and look at these." He said looking at her, "You were fucking gorgeous, a total babe, in fact," he said, looking intently at her boobs, "You still are. You haven't lost a thing."
Ashley was stunned seeing the look on her son's face and remembered Sue telling her the boys thought the moms were all MILFs. She told her that was absurd. What boy wants an old lady when there are ripe young things running around begging for their cocks. Realizing Sue might be right, she felt her pussy throb and swell. "Honey, you really shouldn't look at those, look at me that way. I'm your mother and, well, it's wrong." She said softly.
Bill sat on a box and patted it inviting her to sit down. "Come here and let's look at these. You easily could have been in Playboy."
Ashley protested, "No way, those women have big tits, mine are just average." She said as she reluctantly sat down. She reached out and took a picture of her on her hands and knees, her breasts hanging down, her pussy clearly aroused. "He kept taking pictures of me and begged me to pose nude for him. "I refused at first, but I let him take pictures of me in my bathing suit, but then the suit came off...my legs opened up and, well. These are the pictures. I haven't seen these since they were taken 20 years ago." She said leafing through them, "At least these aren't as bad as some of the ones he took." She said softly, feeling her face flushed.
Bill wanted to get a magnifying glass to see details, but could not believe how hot his mother was. "God, mom. Look at you, you really got off on this. Didn't you?" He said, looking at one with her fingers inside her pussy.
"God. This is really embarrassing. You can't show these to anyone, but I know you aren't going to destroy them. Is that all there are?" She asked, looking hopeful.
"I hope not. I have one more box to open." Bill said getting up. He walked over to the smallest box and peeled off the tape. "No, there's more." He said carrying a stack of pictures with an old rubber band around them. He handed them to his mother without taking off the rubber band. He watched as she pulled on it and it disintegrated to the floor.
"I'm really embarrassed if these are what I think they are. Before we look at them, remember, your uncle and I were really close...perhaps too close." She said tailing off.
"You mean you slept together?" Bill asked, "I always thought so."
"What? What do you mean?" Ashley asked looking at her son.
"God, mom. When he visited, you guys acted more like a married couple than you and dad. Always having these private conversations, always needing to run errands together. Hell, I never pursued this, but I figured you went into his room after we all fell asleep." Bill replied, "I didn't think anything about it, I mean, you guys were twins and grew up as close as any two people can."
Ashley sighed, "Yes, actually you are right. I'm not proud of it and your dad always knew and told me when he proposed that he accepted the fact that my brother and I were...intimate and he was fine with it." She started flipping through the pictures before finally handing them to Bill. "Get ready to lose all respect for your mother." She said sadly.
Bill took them and looked at his mother. "I won't look at them if you don't want me to, but unless there's picture of you and a horse, I don't think these will change how I feel about you. I love you, mom, and what you have done in the past makes you what you are today and I love what you are today."
Ashley looked at her son surprised at his maturity and that he didn't dive into them, "Go ahead, they're pretty graphic. You might want to change which magazine I could be in from Playboy to Hustler."
Bill started looking at each picture and looked up at his mom, "Gees, mom, you were so sexy. So beautiful." He held up a picture of her kneeling with James' cock in her mouth. Then he held up another, "But this is my favorite."
Ashley took it and blushing, remembered when James wanted the picture of his cock in her ass. The look on her face showed she wanted it there too. She handed it back and stood up. "We'd better get back to work on this. You can keep all those and don't think too bad of me when you jerk off to them." She said with a wry grin.
"Mom, could you...I mean I've seen you, but could you take off your clothes, I mean the rest of them? After all, it is hot up here and you'd be a lot more comfortable." Bill stammered.
"No, you definitely don't want to see this old body after you've see me at 18." She said with her hands on her hips.
"Mom, I want to compare, I mean look at your tits in this picture." He said holding up one of her posing on the bed, "Your tits look a lot bigger now."
Ashley sighed and reached back and unclipped her bra and tossed it on the box. Holding her arms out, she said, "There. Satisfied?"
Bill looked at his mother and back to the picture. "Hell, mom, your tits are twice as big now. Do you still have that blonde bush?"
She looked at her son and realized it was not going to end, so she unzipped her shorts and dropping them to the flood, stepped out of them. Then she pulled her thong down and kicked it onto the box with her bra. With her legs apart, she stood with her hands on her hips facing her son. "Ok, I hope that answers your questions and we can get back to work." Ashley felt a surge through her groin seeing the expression of intense lust on her son's face. She looked at his crotch and saw the impressive tent and wondered how big it was.
"Come here, mom." Bill said looking at the bald twat with the clamshell like lips. As she came forward, he tentatively pushed his finger along the slick crack and when her hips jerked forward, he began sliding it up and down the slit. He leaned forward for a closer look and saw the hooded clit peeking out and pinched it gently, eliciting a groan and a thrust of her hips. He looked up grinning at his mom, "I liked the blonde bush, but this is better, way better. And God! Look at your tits, so large, so firm looking." He said as he reached up to feel them, to tease them to make her nipples hard. "I think we need to get a new set of pictures, you did give me that Nikon for Christmas."
Ashley was frozen knowing she should leave, get her clothes on and get out of there, but seeing her son, her son who looked like her best lover...seeing his lust and how much he wanted her, she couldn't move. "Honey, we have to get back to work. When the van gets here, we have to have this place ready." Looking down at his enraged cock, she said "If I suck you off, can we get back to work?"
Bill stood up and pulled his shorts off, "No, as much as I'd like that, I want this." He said, holding up the picture of her with a cock buried in her cunt.
"Ok, but you have to be fast, we don't have a lot of time." She said resignedly as she knelt down in front of her son, "But I want this nice and ready first." She said grabbing the cock. "Christ, this is huge. Where did you get this? It sure wasn't from your father." She giggled as she took the head into her mouth. She took her tiny hand and tried to wrap it around the shaft as she began sucking on the head and letting her son push his cock into her mouth. When she felt he was ready, she stood up and put her hands on a box and wiggled her ass.
Bill looked at the vision in front of him and stepped forward with his slick cock in his fist. "Mom, I don't have a rubber."
"That's OK, I'm not fertile right now, go ahead. Put that cock of yours in me." His mother said breathlessly.
He pressed the head against those smooth lips and pushed. He slid right in when his mother thrust back and they both groaned with pleasure feeling his cock sheathed in her cunt. 'God, I've never felt anything like this, so tight, so smooth. My cock feels like it's going to explode.' He thought as pulled out and pushed in again. Admiring her ass, he grabbed hold and with increasing pace pumped in and out of her, enjoying the feeling of his balls slapping against her when he fully penetrated his mother's pussy. Hearing her grunting with every thrust, he reached around and pressed his fingers against her clit. This made her thrusts more urgent and powerful, so he wrapped his other arm around her waist and continued punishing her clit while rapidly plowing in and out of her. He continued this until he heard her groan and gasp, then as her panting increased he heard her begin mewing and breathing harder. As his own climax neared, his mother grunted over and over while jerking her crotch against him causing him to explode inside her. Shooting jet after jet of cum into her he finally stopped pounding her and pulled out with a soft groan.
Ashley, feeling better than she had in years, spun around and getting on her knees took the slimy cock in her mouth. She cleaned all their cum off it before standing up and grinning. Wiping her mouth, she said, "Now can you focus on the cleanup, or will you need a reminder in the next hour or so?" She went back to the area with the sporting goods and started staking everything by type.
Bill admired his naked mother and though immediately that she is twice the woman she was at 18. He went back to stacking boxes, making sure he kept all the photos, including the Miss South Carolina one, to take back downstairs.
William arrived home with the U-Haul and found his wife and son sitting in the kitchen drinking water and looking like they'd been sweating up a storm, their hair matted and totally messed up. "Sorry I wasn't here to help clean the attic, I guess things got hot up there?"
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Mark was laughing at Bill's account of Miss South Carolina and the YouTube video. "Oh my God, she looks just like your mom. We are all going to have to start talking to her in a southern drawl." Entering the front door, he called out, "Mom, dad? You guys here?"
Hearing no answer, no sound of television, Mark shrugged and said, "Let's grab some cokes and hit the hot tub. After that basketball game, I know I could use it. I've got board shorts in my room."
Chris, Jeff, Larry Bill and Mark headed around the back of the house carrying their cokes and towels and stopped, hearing the gurgling of the hot Jacuzzi. Stepping quietly around the corner, they saw Sue and Stacy giggling about something, sitting close to each other and holding wine glasses. It wasn't apparent whether they were wearing anything. There was an empty bottle and another half full and two robes draped over a chair.
"Mom, sorry, I didn't know you were here. We can go inside and play pool." Mark said while backing away.
"Hey, guys! Come on in. This thing fits eight, so there's plenty of room." Sue turned and looked at the five goggle-eyed boys. "Seriously? You're shy around women, or just shy around MILFs? Mark, can you please pour us some more wine?"
Mark walked over trying not to stare at Jeff's mom, but couldn't help but admire the perky breasts in the bright blue bikini top. He stumbled over a sandal before grabbing the bottle and filling the glasses of the two beautiful women. "Where's dad? I mean, I'd hate for him to come out with..."
Sue laughed like it was in inside joke, "Actually, his mom called. Her water heater broke and he drove up to fix it. He won't be home for a couple of days, at least. Get in and relax, the water feels great."
The five boys climbed in across from Stacy and Sue. "Sorry, mom," Jeff said, "I didn't know you were here and we thought..."
"What, you thought we might be naked?" Stacy laughed, "We could, you know. By the time we are done with this second bottle, who knows? So what were you guys up to this evening?"
"We had our intramural basketball game after school." Chris said.
"And? How did you do?" Sue asked, looking at the boys.
Larry laughed, "We left them in tears."
"Yeah, tears of laughter." Mark said bitterly, "You think just once we can get over 20 points? We suck."
"Hey, so what? Where do you think those guys are now? Sitting around each other patting themselves on the back? Where are you, sitting in a hot tub with two babes, so who's the winner?" Stacy said smiling.
"You're right. You know, mom? When I saw you sitting here with Sue, I thought...never mind." Jeff tailed off.
"What? What did you think?" Stacy asked.
"Well, last week you said...um...You know, let's drop it." He said blushing.
"I want to know. What did you say last week, Stacy?" Sue demanded. "This sounds intriguing. I mean look at the boy." Sue looked at the beet red face.
"God, I don't remember. I said a lot of things..." Stacy paused and then started laughing. "I remember. Jeff commented on how hot you look and basically said he'd love to, what was it? Fuck your tits? And I agreed and said, 'Hell, I'd even do her...you." She said to Sue.
"Hmmm. I may just hold you to that. I think if we do anything now, the boys might get too excited and want to join." Sue said.
"No, mom, we promise we will just watch, really. I think you should at least see if Stacy is a good kisser." Mark said.
Stacy looked at Sue, eyebrows raised. "We should at least see if we like kissing, that can't hurt."
Sue leaned over and whispered in Stacy's ear, "I'm less worried about the boys than I am with me. You look fucking delicious in that bikini. I might need to try kissing your other lips if we try anything."
Stacy moaned thinking about it and took Sue's hand and placed it on her breast as she leaned in. Pressing her lips to Sue's, she immediately felt her blood pressure rise and her nipples harden. Pushing her tongue into the blonde's mouth, she felt the soft tongue push back. She pressed into Sue's hand as she played with the darting tongue in her mouth. Stacy reached up and felt the large breast and began squeezing and massaging it harder when she felt Sue respond by kissing her more passionately.
The unblinking boys stared as Sue climbed onto Stacy's lap and watched in awe as the two women ran their hands all over the other's body and with their mouths locked together. All groaning in unison, they watched as Stacy pulled Sue's top off and took the large nipple into her mouth.
Sue closed her eyes and soaked in the intense feelings shooting through her breasts and the jolts of electricity pulsing through her pussy as she ground herself against the gorgeous redhead's cunt. Sighing she asked Stacy, "Are we being rude? We're ignoring our guests."
"No, no, not at all! We're good. Don't stop on our account." Bill said for the group.
Stacy pulled her mouth off the pale pink puffy nipple and looked over at the boys. "You sure? Perhaps you'd like a beer while you're just sitting there?"
Sue turned and added, "I'm sure your moms would approve, so why don't one of you go inside and grab a beer, or wine if you prefer."
The boys looked at each other and finally Mark climbed out trying unsuccessfully to hide a huge tent in his shorts. "Guy, what do you feel like, we have a lot of microbrews, wine, whatever." After getting their orders Mark looked down at the two women, their breasts mashed against each other. Groaning, he hurried into the house to get the beers.
Stacy reached for her wine, took a couple of sips and after putting down her glass, reached back and pulled her top off. "I guess we're the entertainment for tonight. Are you ready to perform for our audience? Sadly, we didn't have much rehearsal time."
Sue reached over and cupped Stacy's breasts and gently pinched the nipples. "We'll have to wing it." Feeling the girl's tits, she sighed, "Beautiful. These are perfect." She leaned down and flicked her tongue on the compact nipple, the pointy tip sticking out.
Stacy moaned holding her friend's head against her breast as Mark came hurrying back with the tray of beers. "Did I miss anything?" Mark asked, handing out the beers. Getting no response from the rapt boys, he climbed into the hot tub and noticed Stacy was also topless, but couldn't see her breasts.
Sue sucked on the nipple while pulling her face away with a smacking sound and got off Stacy's lap. She pulled the redhead to her feet and wrapped her arms around her and whispered in her ear, "You want my tongue in your pussy?"
Groaning, Stacy stood up and reached down to untie the strings holding her bottoms on and tossed them onto the flagstone. She turned and climbed onto the edge and sat with her legs open, revealing to Sue and the boys, the nicely trimmed, red bush and tight lips.
"I guess that's a yes." Sue grinned while also tossing her bottoms onto the deck. She kissed Stacy, then kept kissing down her neck, onto her breasts, spending time making sure they were as hard as possible, then on down her stomach. When she arrived at the juicy twat, she saw Stacy open her legs as wide as she could and her slit open up invitingly. She leaned in, remembering the last time she's tasted another woman. Frank had brought his girlfriend over and sat and watched as she and Kimberly licked and sucked each other. He sat there the whole time stroking his cock while she and Kimberly got off two or three times each, until finally he stood up pointed to the floor indicating they get on their hands and knees. Without any warning he knelt down and drove his cock into each of them, alternating until grabbing Sue's ass, he emptied his load into her with violent thrusts. When he pulled out, Kimberly immediately dove into Sue's dripping twat and sucked all his cum out of her causing Sue to press her face into the floor and explode in a final orgasm. Sue collapsed to the floor feeling spent and raised her head when Kimberly kissed her. Kim broke the sloppy kiss and said as she stood up, "Sweetie, Frank and I are getting married and that's the last load he's dumping in you. You'll have to find another man to fill that cunt of yours." They got dressed and left without another word. That was the last time she'd ever seen Frank.
Stacy saw the hesitation and lifted Sue's chin, "Look, you don't have to do this. Let me do you."
Sue shook her head and grinned, "I was reminiscing on the last time I tasted pussy. Sit back and enjoy." She said sticking her tongue out and tasting the salty juices flowing out. Running her tongue from bottom to top and back again, she felt the slick lips part allowing her to feel the silky texture of Stacy's hole and to take in more fluids. When she hit the clit sticking out, she heard the girl's breathing become deeper and more rapid and when she stuck her finger into her, she wondered how a cock could fit in there it was so tight. She pumped her finger in and out and sucked on the hard button and realized she needed a second set of hands seeing the girl pulling on her own nipples. "Mark, honey, can you help Stacy out. I'm sure she'd pay you back if you played with those perfect tits of hers."
Mark jumped up and came around to sit behind his friend's mother and grinned across at his disappointed looking buds as he reached around and cupped those creamy mounds. He watched his mother's tongue attack that pink slit and her finger pump in and out. As he pinched and pulled on those small nipples, he saw Stacy's cunt thrust harder against his mom's face.
Sue was pushing back against the thrusting pelvis when she heard Jeff say quietly, "Press your fingertip against the upper wall of her hole as you finger her. It will drive her wild."
All the other boys jerked their heads over to Jeff questioningly, who simply shrugged with a shy grin.
Sue bent her finger and felt the slick surface and immediately, Stacy started mewing and jerking. Mark slid forward and held her body close to his as she writhed in pleasure.
As she kept pressing against the spot driving the girl wild, Sue started sucking harder on the engorged clit and heard Stacy scream with pleasure and felt her face being flooded with cum. Finally, when Stacy calmed down and collapsed against Mark who still gripped those nice tits, Sue sat back. "You little slut, you showed Jeff where your G-spot is. I thought I was going to have problems getting Mother of the Year..."
Stacy sat up, "You know, I have no idea what you are talking about. You think I'd let my son put his finger in me?" She said smiling.
"You'd let him put more than that in you." Sue turned around and said to the stunned boys. "Does anyone else know what a G-spot is?" Seeing heads shake, she beckoning the boys over who were there in a flash, even Mark slipped down into the water in a flash. "Jeff, I think since this is your mother and you seem to know your way around in here, you should show your friends what the G-spot is and where it is." Sue got out to sit where her son sat and watched.
Stacy looked at the 4 eager looking boys thinking that things couldn't get any weirder. She was going to let Jeff's friends finger her, let them inside her pussy. It was weird enough that they were all within two feet of her exposed twat.
Chris started to reach out to put his finger in Stacy's pussy since he was closest when Jeff stopped him. "Dude, slow down. Always wet your finger first, it will slide in a lot easier...That's it, now hook your finger like this...See? Watch her face when you hit her G-spot." Jeff instructed feeling proud of his knowledge.
Chris started fingering her faster hearing Jeff's mom yelp with each pass and her panting increase while watching the pleasure wash across her face. He stopped when Jeff grabbed his wrist and told him there are others waiting for access. Chris looked really disappointed since her wanted to make her cum, but was thinking about getting home to mom...though holding her down so he could get his finger inside her might be a problem.
Bill wet his finger and stepped between her legs and eased it in, feeling how slippery smooth and tight her hole was. Bending his finger, her probed along the soft flesh until her heard her gasp and close her eyes tightly. He worked his finger against that spot and was rewarded when Stacy wrapped her legs around him and pulled him tightly against her, forcing his cock against the back of his hand. He watched her facial expressions and also Sue's pinching and pulling of those enticing nipples. He started humping against her wishing he no longer had the shorts on and when he felt himself being crushed harder against her cunt as she came a second time, bucking and grinding. He saw Sue put her hand over Stacy's mouth, muffling the girl's loud screams. Finally, she released him, and he reluctantly pulled his finger out of the wet cunt. He immediately put it in his mouth sucking off all the juices. "Damn, Jeff. Your mother is fucking hot and tastes incredible."
Jeff grinned and turned to his mother. "Are you alright? Mark and Larry need to feel your G-spot."
Panting, Stacy weakly smiled at her son, "Give me five minutes. Christ! This is hot. Sue, perhaps I should put my tongue in you pussy while they finger me." She said as she reached for her glass and drained the last of the wine. She lay back as Sue moved over and grabbed the blonde's ass as she swung her legs over and lowered her pussy onto her face.
Sue sighed feeling Stacy's tongue begin probing the folds of her vagina. "Nice, yes...there. Boys, I think you can continue fingering my friend here. I'll make sure her screams are muffled when she cums again. Chris, can you be a sweetie and play with my tits?"
Chris jumped out of the water and knelt by Sue and Stacy and began massaging those huge breasts. "God damn, these feel better now that last week." He thought as he squeezed them. He saw Larry take his wet finger and begin fingering Jeff's mom. He loved seeing her pelvic thrusts and hearing her grunts, muffled by Sue's twat on her face. His attention was jerked back when he felt Sue pull down his shorts and grab his cock and stroke it. He felt like he was going to cum seeing both women writhe with pleasure and couldn't believe it when he heard Sue.
"Chris, baby. Please let me suck on your cock. Stand up and put this thing in my mouth." She purred holding his cock.
Chris stood up and put his feet on either side of Stacy and groaned when his dream girl sucked his cock right into her mouth. His hips reacted by humping in rhythm with her bobbing head and couldn't believe how beautiful she looked, her mouth stretched and wrapped around his cock. He looked over at Mark apologetically, but seeing him grin knowingly, turned and focused on the boiling feeling in his balls. Reaching down and grabbing one of the monster breasts he gasped that he was going to cum.
Sue felt in heaven. Stacy's tongue was working her excited clit and Chris's humping was becoming more urgent and purposeful when he heard his say he was going to cum. Grabbing his ass, she pulled him into her throat deeper and as he groaned and grabbed her head. She had to gulp down spurt after spurt of hot cum while her body began spasming against Stacy's mouth the girl beneath her started to scream. Sucking all the cum Chris had to offer out of his cock, she pulled off him with a gasp for air, while climbing off Stacy's face. She looked down and saw the girl's face was slick with juices and her eyes were glazed. "Are you ok? I felt like I was suffocating you. You really are a screamer, aren't you?"
Stacy nodded that she was fine and grinned. "It sure made it hard to have sex when the parents were in the next room. I can't tell you how many times I've had a pillow pressed to my face, but this is the first time I've had a wet pussy. This is much better." She looked down at Mark. "Mark, I can't take anymore finger probing, it is far too intense. But I'm sure you get the idea."
Mark looked crestfallen standing there with his finger wet, but instantly perked up when she continued.
"I think I'd prefer a nice cock, can you fuck me instead?" She said softly.
Mark looked at Jeff who said, "Don't look at me, she wants your cock, dude."
Mark pulled off his shorts and grabbing his cock tried to direct it toward the wet slit, but he had to pull it down hard to get it lined up. He pushed in just a little at a time before pulling out seeing the redhead wince in pain. Finally he was fully in her and felt totally in power as he grabbed her hips and pulled her roughly against him with each thrust. He grinned as he saw his mother crawl over to Bill and ask him if he'd please stick his cock in her pussy.
Sue helped Bill out of his shorts and pushed him down on his back. She bent over showing her ass and pussy to everyone there as she sucked on Bill's cock. "You have a great cock. You should make a lot of women very happy with this." She said as she squatted over it and lowered herself onto him. She leaned forward when Bill eagerly grabbed her tits and rhythmically began fucking that young, hard cock.
Between pants, Stacy looked up at Mark. "Mark, can I get on top, like your mother is?" She said nodding over to the fucking couple. When Mark lay down, she groaned lowering herself onto his cock. "So nice, please play with my tits."
Mark reached up and cupped her breasts and pushed back as Stacy leaned hard against his hands. He felt her pelvis torque and grind against his stiff cock thinking she was trying to mild everything he had out of his.
Sue looked over at the three boy and grinned at Stacy, "You want to take care of these poor boys? I've got a couple of free holes."
Stacy laughed, "Don't be a hog. You got a nice mouthful of sperm, it's my turn." She turned to Chris, "You feel like fucking my ass while I suck Larry's cock? Jeff, I think you have your choice of holes there. Sue, any preferences?"
Sue groaned, "I really need a cock in my ass, Jeff, listen to your mother and fuck my ass."
As Jeff worked his cock into Sue's ass, he wondered if he'd feel any luckier if he won the lottery, this goddess begging him to fuck her ass. Soon he was buried deep in her rectum and felt Bill, Sue and him pick up a perfect rhythm. His face buried against the back of her head he inhaled through her golden blonde head of hair hoping this was not a dream. He marveled how much different a tight ass felt compared to his mom's pussy and knew he couldn't last long.
Chris pressed his stomach against Stacy's creamy white ass and as he pulled out, he couldn't believe how much suction there was pulling back against him. Thinking he was going to cum too soon, he tried to look around and distract himself. He looked at the redhead sucking on Larry's cock and noticed how differently she looked sucking versus when Sue was sucking on his cock. Her thin red lips looked more tightly wrapped around his friends shaft...He jerked away from that sight feeling his balls ache more and looked at Sue getting pounded by Bill and Jeff and with a groan, exploded inside Stacy's rectum. Thrusting hard into her, feeling the incredible release he shot his full load into his first ass. He pulled reluctantly out and got up and climbed into the hot tub and grabbed his remaining beer thinking how fucking great life is.
Stacy felt the emptiness and pulled off Larry's dick and looked up at him and flicked her eyes back. Larry immediately moved around behind and took his slick cock and slid it into her tight ass.
Stacy was groaning with pleasure, feeling Mark's fat cock pushing against her, against her spot now that Larry was pounding her ass at a different angle she gritted her teeth feeling an explosion coming on.
Mark looked up at Stacy's face and saw what looked like agony and knew she was about to cum released her breast and covered her mouth as she thrashed against the two boys and let out a loud scream even with his hand there. He was so amazed how hard she came, and with her pelvis working his cock so violently, he gripped her tit hard, pushed into her as hard as he could and jetted long spurts of sperm into her hot cunt. With a thrill, he realized he came inside a pussy for the first time.



Larry couldn't hold off any more hearing Stacy cum and knowing Mark just pumped his seed into the goddess beneath him, thrust his hips hard against the alabaster ass and injected his own seed into her ass before pulling back and flopping onto his side.
Stacy tried to clear her head, but felt light-headed anyhow after cumming for the third? fourth? time. She leaned down and kissed the grinning boy beneath her, feeling his cock still hard, still pumping into her slippery twat. "Honey, I thought you came." She turned to look at Sue who was squealing as she also came under the pounding of her son and his friend. She flopped onto her back and pulled Mark onto her. "If you want to cum again, go ahead. It feels really good." She panted feeling the boy thrust into her. "Don't worry about me, I've cum a few times, so just focus on cumming again.
Stacy closed her eyes feeling the huge cock drive into her, knowing it was the largest she'd ever had and loved how being pounded by a teenager felt. She felt a mouth on her raw nipples and opened her eyes to see Sue sucking on one and Jeff on the other. She tried to stop the impending orgasm since she knew she'd pass out, but grabbed her son's face and pulled him to her lips as she humped back against Mark's cock. She pressed her tongue into Jeff's mouth as she cried out in pleasure before everything faded out.
Jeff looked at Mark with a grin. "Don't stop, she does that after cumming a few times."
Mark closed his eyes and felt a second release coming on and seeing his mother looking eagerly at him, pulled out and knelt in front of her. He groaned, feeling her hot lips engulf his cock and spurted his load down her throat before collapsing onto his heels. "God damn, this has to be the best night ever."
The exhausted group all lolled around looking drained. Stacy was lying back on her son's chest while he softly caressed her breasts. Sue was on between Larry and Chris being touched tenderly all over.
Sue spoke up, "So not to change the subject, since this is definitely a good one, but prom is next weekend. Have you boys gotten dates yet? I'm sure there's plenty of girls who would be thrilled to be with such experienced young men. God, I remember prom..." She said wistfully.
Stacy responded, "Actually Larry is taking me. I'm so excited, I cannot wait to pick out a dress."
Larry nodded, "I'm taking mom also. It was actually dad's suggestion, but I like it."
Mark looked at his mom and was about to ask her to go when Chris piped up, "Sue, will you be my date?"
Sue looked at Chris and smiled, "Normally I'd love to, but Mark is taking me. I will save some slow dances with you though." She looked at Mark who had a relieved look on his face. "Bill, Chris, you'd better ask your moms if you want, we girls need time to get dresses, our hair done...you know."
Stacy put down her wine glass and rolled off Jeff. "Speaking of getting ready, it's 2 AM and we have to get home and get some sleep. Jeff I'll get dressed and you can take me home." She stood and padded naked around the corner carrying her suit and towel to get dressed.
Sue looked at the three other boys, "Perhaps you should get home and tell your parents I kept you out late."
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"Christ, who thought of this? I mean, didn't we already go through this?" Jeannie groaned at the other four women. "At least I didn't have to get my hair styled like Miss South Carolina over there."
Sue grinned back at the Marine getting a main-pedi looking like she wanted to kick someone's ass. "Relax and enjoy this, hair and nails are nothing, wait until we go and get waxed."
The prom preparations were frustrating. Nordstroms had a terrific selection of dresses, but trying to get all five women to agree on styles, colors, etc. without looking like they shopped together took an entire day. Then the next day, hair, nail, waxing and of course, makeup would kill the entire day of the prom. They discussed whether to go as the boys' moms, or use a cover. When they figured out, they had never met any of the boys' classmates and the salesman at Nordstroms guessed their ages (being told if he came within two years guessing, he'd get a $20 reward - each. He was off by 10 years on average.) at around 30, they decided on covers.
Ashley's was easy. She would use her southern crawl and say she was a friend of the family, visiting for a couple of weeks. Stacy worked as a paralegal at Jeff's father's firm. Sue was the widowed, next door neighbor who Mark helped out periodically. Jeannie was Chris's trainer at the club; and Elaine was Larry's aunt, by marriage.
Interestingly, all the husbands loved the idea of their wives going to the prom and it wasn't until Jeannie asked Charles why he was so enthusiastic that she found out they'd been planning a poker party and losing the wives for the night made it perfect.
The five boys hired a stretch limo for the evening that seated 12 and was stocked with all the luxuries. They couldn't wait to roll up to the Country Club in that with their hot dates.
Sue came down the hall from her bedroom in her white silk, body-hugging dress eliciting gasps from Drew and Mark. "Holy shit!" Drew said grinning, "I can't let you go out with Mark in that. I might end up with another child to raise."
"Dad! It's just a dance...and after prom stuff. Ok, looking at that dress, I might forget she's my mom." He replied sheepishly. Mark looked at the vee-cut dress exposing his mother's impressive cleavage and the fact she could not wear a bra. As she spun around grinning, he clearly saw no panty lines and hoped his did didn't notice that. As she turned back, her nipples were quite pronounced, showing her excitement.
"I feel like a teenager again, going to the prom with the best looking boy in the school." Turning to Drew, she leaned over to kiss him, "Dad, don't wait up, you know how prom weekends are. I promise I'll be good, really good." She grinned as she took Mark's arm.
Elaine bounced down the stairs giggling when the limo arrived. She kissed Jim and told him she'd be a good girl and wouldn't do anything she didn't do at her fist prom. Jim groaned remembering how she let him take her viriginities, all three, that night.
When Larry and Elaine were leaving, Jim slipped a half dozen condoms into Larry's pocket, "Hey, you need to be prepared." He said grinning when Larry looked at him confused.
When the limo arrived at the last house, Chris and Jeannie's, they all climbed out since Charles was going to take their pictures. Chris answered the door looking splendid, yet uncomfortable in his tux, but every eye turned to Jeannie in her emerald green, slinky dress hugging her perfect curves. None had ever seen her in a dress and it was Ashley how spoke up first in her perfect drawl, "Why sweetie, I do declare, you look absolutely radiant. Where on earth are you hiding your weapons?"
"God, I do feel naked without my gun, but this dress leaves nothing to the imagination." She muttered, looking down at her six-pack abs defined, and the tight material stretched across her ass. "I can barely take a full stride in this thing. I'm going to track down and kill whoever invented prom dresses."
Chris grinned, "She's been like this ever since she came back this afternoon. What was the last place you went to? She wouldn't say but did say she was going to track down some girl named Kristie."
Ashley, Sue, Elaine and Stacy all grinned remembering the angry threats directed at poor Kristy when she ripped the wax off Jeannie's twat. "Kristy will be fine. In fact she is probably over it with the large tip we felt it necessary to give her." Stacy said. "Ok, let's get our pictures."
The five couples lined up in front of the fireplace as Charles took a few group shots followed by the five couples individually. He actually regretted going to Drew's to play poker and wished he could have stayed home with any one of these beautiful women, especially Sue. "Fuck me, she is going to get a lot of high school boys hard tonight." He looked at her breasts bulging out wondering if her nipples could possibly stay covered. Then he looked at Elaine, in her bright red dress that accentuated her glorious ass, bouncing eagerly around looking like a teenager. Jeannie needs to wear her dress for him another time since he'd never seen her look so hot, so sexy, so female. Stacy was stunning in her indigo blue dress, cupping her nice tits while hugging her super narrow waist. "Crap, if I'm Jeff, I'm doing that...if I haven't already. She should be in Playboy." He thought wistfully. Looking at Ashley, his cock really pulsed. She did look like Miss South Carolina, and with her drawl, she was a vision of ripe, virginal southern womanhood just waiting to be plucked...fucked. Her turquois dress did nothing to hide all her assets as she moved, and boy could she move. He realized none of the women were wearing bras or panties as none of the dresses showed any lines. "Quickest game of strip poker ever." He thought with a smile.
He finished by taking pictures of the five boys lined up, all grinning and then the five women, arms around each other...tits pressed against each other. "This is a keeper." He thought.
As they all piled into the limo, the driver asked if they'd like him to drive around a while, or go straight to the club. After a little discussion it was decided that they have a drink or two first and told him to drive around.
"Ok, do we have our cover stories down?" Stacy asked everyone, "I mean it would really suck if all of a sudden people found out we were lying. You boys better not call us mom."
"We got it, Sue is my hot next door neighbor who's been having me clean the pool; Jeannie met Chris at the club and is training him for a triathlon; Elaine is his dad's brother's wife who is close to Larry; Stacy works for Jeff's dad as a paralegal or a paramedic...whatever. And Ashley is the mysterious friend of the family from Charleston who is visiting. We'll be fine. Actually, Sue has me clean the pool in a thong, but who really needs to know about that?" Mark laughed.
Chris threw a peanut at Mark, "Christ, why'd you have to say that. Now I'll never get that image out of my head."
Bill raised his beer, "A toast. To being with people I love, people I trust, people I need in my life and to people I hope will always be near me."
"Hear, hear." They all drank and then each gave their own. By the time they arrived at the club, they had each toasted enough, and all felt terrific.
As they unloaded, all the couples outside turned and looked. Many, who knew the boys, were amazed they had dates at all, let alone hot women on their arms. They nodded at the boys as they paraded into the ballroom looking around. Seeing a free table in the back, the girls put their clutches and wraps down and looked around.
There was a band playing good rock and roll; large trees with lights; tables piled with food and drinks. There were decorations everywhere and the room, though a huge rectangle, was broken up into sections allowing for quiet talks and privacy if need be.
Elaine grabbed Larry and pulled him out onto the dance floor and immediately started gyrating around. The others watched as Larry, stiffly tried to keep up, moving to the music. Finally, he seemed to relax and danced a little more fluidly.
As Stacy and Jeff headed out, Stacy whispered to her son, "Which one is Shayla?"
Jeff looked around, and nodded towards the table near the front, "Pink dress on the right side."
Stacy looked at the young girl with golden blonde hair in the beautiful pink dress chatting with a tall blond-haired boy. "Who is she with?"
"That's Stan. He's the star of the basketball tea, all state. Going to Duke next year." Jeff said bitterly.
As they got to the dance floor, the fast song ended and the band announced it was time for some slow music. Stacy pulled herself closer to her son when he put out his arms, and soon their bodies were pressed together, swaying to the romantic songs. Stacy looked over and saw the other four couples all holding each other close.
As the third slow song started, Mark felt a tap on his shoulder and saw Craig, the starting QB, asking to cut in. Hesitating, he finally nodded and let him take over. Sitting down, he saw his four friends all walking off the dance floor. "Crap, I guess we can be replaced." He said bitterly. "It looks like our dates are in demand." He said looking at the women being held closely by their classmates. He groaned when he saw Craig's hand slide down and grab Sue's ass and she didn't stop him. He looked away and noticed a few girls staring daggers at their boyfriends dancing with the hot women.
One of the girls, Marlene, the head cheerleader, came over and walked up to Chris. "You need to ask me to dance." She said angrily.
"Um, sure, Marlene, would you like to dance?" Chris said standing up. Taking her arm, he led her onto the dance floor.
Marlene reached up and put her arms around Chris's neck, pressing her body against his, "So, who's your date? I know she doesn't go here."
Chris laughed, "No, no she doesn't. She's my trainer and I've been working out with her for a while and since there are a lot more boys than girls in our class..."
"Why didn't you ask out a junior girl? There are a lot of girls who would have gone with you." She said, "But I'll bet they can't do what your girlfriend can...you know, after prom." Marlene chuckled while gently thrusting her hips against Chris's groin. "Yeah, I get it." She continued to sway with the music looking over at her date, Dan running his hands all over Jeannie. "You can stroke me while we dance, you don't have to keep your hands in the middle of my back." She sighed.
Chris began feeling her back and sides and as she pushed her crotch against him as he strayed down onto her ass, he kept going. He marveled at cupping the head cheerleader's tight ass and feeling her grind against him. When his hand moved up her side, she pulled away allowing him to feel the side on her breast.
"Ahhh, that feels nice,' She moaned, "your hands are so strong."
As his hand moved over her breast, he felt a powerful tug on his shoulder. "Can I cut in and dance with my girlfriend?" Dan asked, accentuating 'girlfriend.'
"Sure, sorry, Dan. I was just dancing with her...you know." Chris said apologetically. Looking over, he saw his mom being approached by another boy and he jumped in, "Say, Jeannie. Want to get something to drink, perhaps some food?"
Nodding and taking his arm, she leaned into Chris. "Thanks, Chris. I thought those boys would never quit taking turns humping me. You sure go to a really horny school." She said grinning. "Plus, I think Dan is pissed at you. Were you really grabbing her tit?"
"Yeah, she sort of wanted me too. I really do not want Dan pissed at me." Chris said ruefully.
"Why? You can take him." Jeannie said reassuringly.
"Maybe, but he always has his friends with him. Never mind, let's just have fun." Chris said.
When the song ended, another boy wanted to cut in and dance with Stacy, but she apologized and seeing Jeff dancing with a writhing, gorgeous black girl headed back to the table. "God, I'd forgotten how hard boys get dancing. And hands, such curious hands...all over." She thought smiling. Sitting down with a sigh feeling the weight unloading from her heels, she poured a glass of cold water from the pitcher and took a long draught.
"Um, excuse me, can we sit down?" A girl asked pointing to the chairs around the table.
Looking up, Stacy saw Shayla and six other girls all standing there. "Sure, make yourself comfortable. God! I hate wearing heels. What sadist invented these things?" She asked as the girls sat down.
The girls all introduced themselves and poured glasses of water. "I know," the cute brunette named Celeste, said. "They sure make it look easy on Dancing With the Stars." Celeste looked at Stacy and said, "Can I ask you a question? I mean, maybe a couple of questions?"
"You can ask whatever you like, though I can't promise I'll answer." Stacy said smiling.
"You're like...I mean you're not our age. I don't mean you're old or anything, but you're with Jeff, right?" Celeste stammered.
"You're wondering why I am going to prom with a boy 10 years younger than I am? He's nice. I like him." Stacy said.
"I know, but why...I mean, you're fucking gorgeous and he is, well..."
"Cute, I know he is." She said looking at the boy trying to fast dance with a girl who had to be made out of rubber, looking at her moves.
Shayla piped up, "But you could be with any guy, any guy you wanted. I'm sure Jeff's nice, but he's not a stud or anything and you are way out of his league."
"Ok, you're not going to let this go, are you?" Tracy sighed, "I work for Jeff's dad's firm as a paralegal..."
"I get it, his asked you to go to prom with Jeff as a favor..." Shayla interrupted.
"What? No, hell no. Actually, I was really excited when he asked me. Look, I met Jeff months ago when the firm moved to a new building. Jeff helped out...you know, all the boxes, file cabinets, books...Christ, that was a mess. Anyhow, they put Jeff and me in the archives to file thousands of files and organize the entire room. It was the worst job there. In the basement with hundreds of boxes. It took us all weekend. Things sort of happened. I guess if I go on, you might think I'm kind of a slut." Tracy said looking at the rapt girls.
"No, go on. We want to hear this. What happened?" Celeste asked.
"Alright, it was late, we'd been working for 12 hours and when one of the partners came down and told us we could quit, Jeff said he was fine and wanted to get through the boxes we were working on. I told him I'd stay with Jeff and the partner just shrugged his shoulders and left. Anyhow, this was really boring work and I was thinking of my boyfriend and how usually on Saturday night we...well, we do fun things together...clothing optional things." Stacy laughed. "I was feeling horny and I looked at this cute, skinny kid and asked him if he was a virgin, you know, to make conversation." Stacy said, blushing, "When he told me he was, I asked if I could help with that."
"You did? Really? You just asked Jeff if he would do you?" Celeste asked eagerly.
"I told you you'd think less of me. It was really boring work and usually at this time, I'm under my boyfriend, so I needed a break. Anyhow, his jaw dropped and stammered something, so I made the first move. I walked over and kissed him. God, he's a good kisser. I had to move his hand onto my breast, but he picked it up really fast. He took over from there and took all my clothes of and then his and started kissing down to my breasts and soon had me on the table and his tongue inside me." Stacy was really blushing telling this, and the girls were all leaning forward.
"Hey, there you are. Did you want anything to drink, or eat?" a boy said coming over to the table with three other boys.
Celeste turned and said, "Not now, we're talking to our friend here. Why don't you go and get something for yourselves and we'll find you." After the boys left, she turned back to Stacy, "So, he ate your pussy? Really? Was he any good?"
"God, this is so embarrassing. I never thought I'd be so graphic, telling strangers this stuff." She said blushing more. "Yes, he brought me off in minutes. God, I really needed that." She sighed. "I had to push his face from between my legs as he wanted to bring me off again. That was a first. I climbed off the table and knelt down and wow! His cock is perfect." Closing her eyes, she was imagining Jeff's cock in her hand, "I mean, you have to see it. I had to have it in me, so I didn't suck on it long, and I got back up on the table. You get the idea." She tailed off.
"No, what do you mean it was perfect?" another girl asked, "Isn't it bent or something?"
Stacy looked around at the girls, "So you heard about his cock? He said he was a virgin. Ok, yes, it's perfectly curved. It is amazing. Do you girls know what the G-spot is? No? Christ, don't they teach anything in sex education? Ok, the G-spot is a very sensitive place just inside the vagina and if rubbed, can make normal orgasms seem like a sneeze. Jeff has the perfect cock. It curves up..." Stacy closed her eyes thinking back and absent mindedly started rubbing her nipple through the thin fabric. Realizing she was doing that, she jerked her hand down and looked around. "Where is he? I might need a break in the limo."
"Go on, tell us the rest, this is getting really good." Celeste begged.
"Ok, well he looked so eager between my legs. I really hoped he would last, but then again he had brought me off with that skilled tongue of his, so it didn't matter if I came again. I had to help him line his cock up, but when he pushed it in I almost screamed the pleasure was so intense. I had to stop him at first since the pressure against that spot sent jolts of electricity up my whole body. He really needed to fuck me though, so I gritted my teeth and let him have me. God! He was incredible, but..." Stacy hesitated.
Shayla interrupted, "He came immediately, didn't he? That must have sucked. High school boys can't have the stamina your boyfriend must have."
"No. No, God. I wish he had. I came within a couple of minutes, came really hard. Then he kept fucking me and I came again and again, that young hard cock driving my G-spot wild." Stacy said softly, her eyes closed, again reaching up and playing with her nipple. "He fucked me so well, I must have passed out after I came a fourth time. He woke me up. Looking concerned and tried to help me up. His cock was still hard, so I asked if he came. I couldn't believe it, he has his cock inside a nice pussy and pulled out since I'd passed out. I cannot tell you how many guys would have not only cum inside me, but been on the phone inviting their friends over. When he told me he hadn't cum, I got off and had him take me from behind so that weapon of his wouldn't over stimulate me. God damn, he is good, I came again before he came, but I'll never forget the groans of relief from him when he emptied his balls inside me." Stacy sighed. "No, I'm not out of his league, he might be in a league of his own, but whatever league that is..." Stacy looked around at the girls, "I guess I'm not the only one who's going to jump my date as soon as I can...am I a slut or what?"
Celeste fanned herself, "Thanks, I for one don't think you're a slut, if fact, I'm really jealous. He sounds great. Um, would you..."
"Would I mind if you asked him out?" Stacy smiled, "Hell, no. We're not dating or anything. I hadn't talked to him since we did all that filing and was surprised he called. But, I hope he calls me for other things. You said, a couple of questions. What was the other one?"
"Oh, yeah. I totally forgot. Bill's date. You came with them, didn't you?" Celeste asked.
"Yes, Ashley. What about her? She's older than Bill also."
"Yeah, I know, but..." Celeste held out her iPhone. "Is this her?"
Stacy took the phone and saw the video of Miss South Carolina. Laughing, she handed it back. "No, of course not. It is just a coincidence; plus, do you really think Miss South Carolina would want people to know who she is? She'd most likely wear some sort of disguise."



"Ok, we just thought. She sounds exactly like her. Where is Ashley from?" A girl asked.
"I think she said Charleston, but I could be mistaken." Stacy responded getting up, Well, it was nice talking to you girls, enjoy the rest of prom."
Jeannie left the dance floor with Chris, "Jesus! I can run 5 minute miles, but this dancing is wearing me out. Do you want to go out and get some fresh air?" She asked her son.
"Yeah, this tux is really hot. I am amazed at your dancing though. You're incredible, Jeannie. Everyone was looking at you. Of course, every guy has been asking you to dance..."
"Yeah, I've seen all the girls ask you too, so don't give me that. I'm sure if I asked, you could tell me every girl's cup size. You really have active hands." Jeannie laughed, "But then again, all the boys here know I'm not wearing anything under this."
Jeannie slipped her heels off as they walked through the grass and took Chris's hand. "Thanks for asking me, I feel like a girl again. I like getting away from...things." She said softly. She stopped and kissed her son meaning it to be a motherly peck, but parted her lips feeling his tongue. Soon they were clutching each other, grinding their pelvises and allowing their hands to go where ever they wanted.
"Hey Chris! I'm really glad to see you out here with the little slut you brought."
Chris and Jeannie turned and saw Dan and three other football players standing facing them in a semi-circle. He looked and saw all eight hands were tightly curled into fists and stepped in front of his mom. "Relax, guys. You are really making a mistake. You want to go back inside a sober up."
"Fuck you. I saw you pawing Marlene. I saw she disappeared for a while, and I know she was with you. Did she suck your dick? She's really good at that. I'll bet she let you fuck her." Dan said angrily, taking a step forward. "And, once I put you down, me and my friends are going to fill this bitch's holes. By the time we're done with her..."
He took a step forward and swung his fist, which Chris expected. Ducking under the arm, Chris brought his fist up into the boy's kidney with all his weight behind it.
As Dan staggered back from the blow, the three other boys made a move to grab Chris, ignoring Jeannie who was pulling up her dress to allow movement. As soon as they touched Chris, her left heel took out one boy with a shot in his temple, the second went down clutching his knee. Chris grabbed the third and flipped him hard onto his back and who was out cold as his head bounced off the hard turf.
Seeing Chris kneeling over his buddy, Dan stepped in to deliver a kick to Chris's head, barely seeing the foot whipping up and into his balls. Collapsing in pain, Dan threw up before curling into the fetal position.
"God, I needed that!" Jeannie said. "All night I've been feeling the urge to express myself. Shall we continue our walk?" She asked sweetly smoothing her dress down. "Sorry to butt in, I know you could have taken them, but I can't let you have all the fun." She took Chris's arm and they left the writhing bodies and continued around the grounds.
Larry, Mark, Bill and Jeff all came over and sat down looking at the dance floor. "Crap, I can't believe how tiring that is. How do they keep going like that?" Mark said looking at their dates. Larry, your aunt sure is a hit. Look at her work her ass against those poor boys. They don't even know what hit them." He grinned.
"Yeah, thanks. My date is out there giving guys standing lap dances...standing dances? She does have a great ass, though." Larry said wistfully. "But, Bill. Your date sure is popular. They really think she is Miss South Carolina? Look at those guys. They are all taking selfies with her."
"We need to get out of here. My date has had three wardrobe malfunctions already, at least that I've seen. She really wasn't thinking about fast dances when she picked out that dress." Mark said sadly, "I can't dance more than one dance before someone has to cut in."
Jeff laughed, "You're dreaming if you think she wasn't thinking. She isn't all that shy about showing herself off." Looking around, "Where are Jeannie and Chris? I wouldn't mind leaving, but I'll stay if anyone else wants to."
Gathering their dates off the dance floor, they went back to the table and found Chris and Jeannie there, looking sweaty. "You guys go for a run or something?" Mark asked. "We were thinking of heading out."
"Something like that, just a little workout." Chris looked at his mother, "You ready to go? Dumb question." Chris looked back at the guys, "Yeah let's go. Where should we go now?"
As they were heading out, Celeste came up and pulled Stacy aside. "Sorry, I see you're leaving and I don't know if your into this sort of thing, but would you be...um...would you like to go an a date sometime? I mean, you, Jeff and me? I mean, if you don't want to, I understand..."
Stacy looked at the cute teen and felt her pussy twitch. "Celeste, you have no idea how much I'd like that. Give me your number, or talk to Jeff at school. I'm sure we can get together."
The five women giggled to each other, "We sort of were going to surprise you, but we booked the penthouse suite at the Hilton for the night. We all told your dads we'd be a bit late. Don't worry about clothes, we had the driver take some things over there." Sue said. "You guys up for a little fun?"
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"Wow! How big is this place?" Mark blurted out. "Holy crap, it even has a hot tub." Looking around the suite seeing the stairs to the left, hallways to the left and right and a huge living area with the steaming tub in the center.
The other boys walked in, jaws dropped while their mothers spread out giggling at their son's reactions.
"Great, they brought our bags up, we're going to have to find out who and get him a tip." Jeannie said, "I really need to get out of this dress." Hearing the eager groans from the boys, she laughed. "You perverts would love to watch, wouldn't you? Sorry, I'm going to change in private." Jeannie grabbed her bag and headed upstairs.
Sue and the others grabbed theirs also and headed up the stairs. "You boys going to keep wearing the tuxes? Your bags are right there." She said indicating the assorted duffles and backpacks.
After the women disappeared, the boy shrugged and grabbed their bags and changed out of their tuxes and into the casual clothes their mothers packed for them. Putting away the dress clothes in the closet, they heard the moms coming down the stairs giggling to each other. Turning, they were stunned to see their mothers all dressed...or not dressed exactly, in sheer negligees, teddies, gowns...
"Holy fuck." Chris said looking at the beautiful babes and then down at his tee shirt and jeans. "I feel under-dressed." He said laughing, "Though I'm not sure how I'd match you guys."
Elaine loved seeing the boy's penises snake up their pants and shorts showing their appreciation. Turning to Jeannie, "See, I told you no one was going to laugh at you." She took Jeannie by the shoulders and turned her around. "Chris, ever see your mom look like this? Better than the olive drab and camo?" She stroked the Marine's muscular ass appreciatively before turning her back around and reaching up and cupping the lace covered breasts.
Speechless, Chris nodded his head checking out his mother's exposed ass, and when she turned back, her hard nipples, bald pussy, everything totally visible under the see-through teddy. He went over to his mom and took her in his arms, "God, I love you, mom. I know this makes you uncomfortable, but fuck! You are the hottest woman here." He whispered in her ear while stroking her back. "Would you mind if I put some music on? I really want to dance with you again." Releasing her, he turned to the four other women, "I don't know how you did it, but thanks. I've always know my mom was a babe, but wow!"
Chris walked over to the radio and tuned into a soft rock station and went back over and took his mom back into his arms and held her as they swayed to the music. Soon, the other four couples were all holding each other.
Ashley held her son feeling his hands on her back, her ass, up her sides. She reached up and wrapped her arms around his neck allowing free access to her breasts and moaned when he cupped her breasts and gently pinched her sensitive nipples. She turned her head and met Bill's lips. Opening her mouth, she felt her son's tongue inside her mouth and groaned in pleasure as he began grinding his hard cock against her. She stopped, hearing moaning coming from the other couples and looked around and the grinding, humping, writhing pairs all seemingly oblivious to anything else but each other. She smiled at her son and whispered in her best southern drawl, "Perhaps we should mingle, you see anyone you'd like to press that hard cock of yours against?"
Bill grinned back at her, "I've always had a thing for redheads, but I saw you looking at Mark's tent in his shorts. Is that who you want pressing against you?"
"You naughty boy, you think a lady would notice those things? Think I'd let a nasty boy like that push his hard penis against me? I'm hurt, deeply hurt that you'd think so." She whispered before giggling in Bill's ear. "Perhaps a lady wouldn't do that, but she'd miss out on a lot."
Bill went over to Stacy and Jeff and tapped on Jeff's shoulder. "Can I cut in?" Jeff reluctantly nodded and backed away as Bill pulled Stacy close.
Jeff headed over to Sue who was now watching Ashley and Mark. "Can I have this dance?" He asked and welcomed into his arms, feeling her massive breasts press against his chest. He saw her face press against his shoulder as she was 4-5 inches shorter than his mother. He felt her move against him and moan when he stroked down her back to her ass and squeezed those cheeks that he fantasized about fucking, then again he fantasized about fucking every part of her.
"I know what you're thinking," Sue purred, "You'd like to fuck my tits, your mother told me." Looking up at Jeff, she reached up and pulled his face down and kissed him deeply and as her body pulled away from his, welcomed his eager hands on her large mammaries. "Hmmmm, so nice. Honey, before the night is over you can have anything you want, any woman you want. This is your after-prom, anything and everything goes." She sighed in his mouth, "Yesss. I see that makes you happy." She said as she felt his cock hump against her stomach.
Chris reluctantly stepped back and watched as Larry wrapped his arms around Jeannie and went over to Elaine, who looked eagerly at the strong boy. Chris took her hand and pulled her close, burying his face in her luxurious hair. He remembered her dancing against him at the prom, twerking her ass against him, so he reached down and grabbed those incredible glutes and pulled her hard against his cock.
"You like my ass? I'll bet you would have cum in your pants if the song hadn't ended. I know, because I felt you when you grabbed my hips." Elaine cooed in his ear. "Sweetie, if you're up to it, you're about to experience the best after prom any guy has ever had."
Groaning, Chris pulled the thin nylon up so he could better feel this ass that drove him nuts on the dance floor, and he thought back how close he came to exploding in his pants. Feeling the velvety ass and feeling her pussy grind against him, he thought he might cum again, so he released Larry's mom and spun her around. Pressing his bulge against her ass and reaching up and cupping her small tits, he whispered in her ear, "Should I drop my pants and stick my cock in your twat? Your ass?"
Holding the strong boy's hands against her tits, she groaned, "Your choice. I can suck that cock of yours, you can fill my womb with your sperm or you can pound my ass." Turning to the other couples, she said loudly, "Chris and I are going to use the bedroom down the hall here, he has something to show me." She grabbed his hand and pulled him quickly down the hall in to the bedroom.
Hearing what Bill whispered to her, Stacy pulled away, "I agree. Hang on honey." She went over to Sue and put a hand on her shoulder, "Sue, I think you should take my boy and let him fuck those tits of yours, but if it's alright, Bill and I would like to join you." Turning back to Bill, "I like your thinking. The four of us can easily fit on a bed."
Bill, Stacy, Jeff and Sue all traipsed upstairs, though, being the gentlemen they were raised to be, the boys let the ladies go first. Bill looked and Jeff with a grin seeing the bouncing asses and pussies clearly through the sheer fabrics.
*****************************************************
Ashley pulled Mark's hands out from under her silk top. "Is that cock of yours as big as it feels?" She said, as she dropped to her knees and tentatively pulled his shorts out, then down to his ankles. "Fuck me! This is a very nice cock, your mother wasn't lying."
Ashley began licking the head, tasting the fluids leaking out. Opening her mouth wide, she sucked the large head in and wrapping her lips around it, began pushing her face against his cock. Pulling off, she worked her jaw, "Baby, I'm not sure how long I can strain my jaw, but I'm thinking the hot water would make it better." She stood up and pulled Mark's tee shirt off and stepped back to admire him. "Christ, you're beautiful. Perfect youthful body..." She groaned.
Mark sheepishly grinned at being admired, but reached forward and grabbed the silk top and pulled it carefully off Bill's mom. He stopped and slowly reached out and cupped the perky tits with the puffed nipples. Groaning, he softly ran his thumb over the spongy areolas, watching as the nipple sank into the pink flesh as her stroked across them. "My God, these are beautiful." He said looking at the beautiful blonde with her eyes closed. He gently pinched and pulled the nipples out and let them snap back. Mesmerized, he listened to her moans and watched the breasts bounce in response to the nipples snapping back. Finally, he knelt down and lowered the tiny bottoms revealing the perfectly bald, clamshell pussy. He felt Ashley's hands on his head as he leaned in to inhale the arousing aroma. His hands stroked her smooth thighs and up onto her small, handful sized cheeks and pulled her moist lips to his mouth.
Ashley groaned and took over stroking her nipples when she felt the boy's tongue begin to probe. When his wiggling tongue spread her lips, she sighed, "That's it baby, your tongue feels so good." She opened her legs to allow him more access and was rewarded feeling his tongue spread her lips and drive into her tunnel.
Mark pushed his tongue as far as he could into the panting woman and felt his upper lip press against her clit. He pushed his face hard against her while licking her velvety hole, drinking her flowing juices. He felt Ashley get wobbly and knew she was going to cum, so he pulled his tongue out of her and clamped his lips on the aroused button and drove his middle finger into her, holding her up as he pushed his hand hard into her.
Ashley began bucking and pushing back against the boy as she gasped loudly and jerked against his hand and face as her legs gave out. "Oh, God! That's it...yesssssss." She panted as he laid her on the floor.
Mark looked down at the flushed skin, the sopping, engorged labia and the spread legs eagerly. Grinning down at her, he lay between her legs and kissed each of her nipples. As he sucked each one, he felt her pelvis humping against his stomach.
Ashley pulled the boy up to her and reached down, grabbed his cock and lined it up with her excited pussy. "Come on Mark, I know you've been waiting to stretch my poor cunt out. Put that thing in me, but take it slow. Oooohhhhhh." She groaned feeling the head spread her labia as wide as they'd ever been.
Jeannie looked at Ashley kneeling in front of Mark and looked at Larry. "I guess you're stuck with me, but feeling that bulge pressing into me, you're ok with that." She said smiling. "Come back to the bedroom and let me taste this thing that's been bruising me." She turned and led the grinning Larry down the hall into the other bedroom.
Larry watched the taller woman walk ahead of him into the bedroom with an ache in his stomach down to his balls, wanting to see this tall goddess naked. Watching her move fluidly and with incredible grace, he imagined her wrapping herself around his naked sweating body and...
"Are you going to stare, or are you going to join me?" The now naked Jeannie said patting the bed. "I promise not to hurt you, much." She grinned. "But, I think you'd be more comfortable without the jeans." She said, nodding towards his waist.
Larry ripped off his shirt and quickly unbuckled his pants and yanked them down and stepped out of them. He saw Jeannie was focused on the rod tenting his underwear so he slowly pulled them off and stepped out of them. He stared at the strong woman spread out on the bed, her shaved cunt looking swollen and ready, her ripped abs, her pert, tight tits jutting up from her ribcage. Those long, muscular legs, opened invitingly...those legs he desperately wanted wrapped around him...
Jeannie looked at the stick pointing at the ceiling and groaned. She rolled over to the edge of the bed and swung her legs to the floor. Signaling the boy to come closer, she grabbed the hard rod and with a pang in her stomach thought how fun it was going to be letting this boy put this in her married pussy...perhaps her ass. But for now, she needed to taste it.
Larry looked down as his cock was devoured by the toughest women he'd ever seen. Her mouth forming an O as she bobbed her head up and down his dick, groaning when she sucked hard on his super-sensitive head with each pass. He had to feel those tits, those small, but perky tits tipped with those hard, dark nipples. He cupped one and felt the firm musculature underneath, juxtaposed with the soft spongy glands and again, juxtaposed with the rock-hard tips. Squeezing, pinching each one, he closed his eyes feeling the slithery tongue caress his pulsating penis. Jeannie, stop, I'm going to cum." He moaned.
Jeannie pulled her mouth off the boy's cock. "Just once? I'll let you cum in my mouth if I can cum on yours." She purred. Seeing the eager look on his face, she said, "I thought you'd be up for that." And dove back on the pulsing cock. Cupping his ass, she pulled him deeper and deeper, until she felt her nose being tickled by his pubes. She reached down and began rubbing her clit as she felt his cock begin to jerk in her mouth and opened her throat as jet after jet of salty semen shot into her gulping gullet. Milking all the remaining juices from his still frim shaft, she did one last slurp and swallowed the last creamy drops. "Thanks, that was very tasty." She said as Larry's knees gave out and he slumped to the floor.
"Christ, that felt great. My balls actually ache. I can't believe how good that felt." Larry said as his eyes dropped to the open legs, spread wide as was sitting on the bed. He leaning in and ran his tongue along those silky smooth inner thighs and stopped just before arriving at the prize. He kept licking and nibbling on each side until he felt Jeannie grab the back of his head and pull him into her humping cunt. Lapping up the leaking juices he wiggled his tongue between her tangy lips and into her hole.
Jeannie didn't release the boy's head and in fact pulled him in tighter as he explored her hole with his tongue, grinding against his upper lips hard. Finally, she released him and pulled him up onto the bed and threw her legs over his face and lowered her sopping cunt onto his face. She closed her eyes as she humped against his mouth and invasive tongue feeling close, so close. She looked down at the cock recovering and doubling in size and knowing she was approaching a crashing climax, collapsed down with her face on the now hard cock. Groaning with pleasure, she felt Larry's finger push against her ass and felt all her aroused nerves, burning for release.
*****************************************************
Licking her lips, Elaine crawled over and when Chris stood by the bed, she reached out and stroked the ungiving, fleshy rod sticking straight out. "Hmmm. Nice. So fucking hard." She said gripping it. Getting on her hands and knees she opened her mouth and bathed the head and shaft with her tongue and lips before sucking on the whole thing.
Chris groaned feeling he tight lips take more and more down her throat. He was fascinated watching the shapely babe writhing as she pushed against him and groaned when she pulled off his cock.
"Let's try this, I think you'll like it." Elaine said with a grin. "You should be able to fit that nice cock of yours all the way down my throat. Please, cum in my mouth, I want to taste you." She sat up and pulled off her teddy revealing her compact tits and flawless body to the eager teen before flopping on the back, her head off the bed with her mouth open.
Chris could not wait to shove his cock in and couldn't get enough of the naked female form laid out below him...her tits sticking up, nipples pointing at the ceiling, her bald pussy, open and exposed to him as he leaned forward. Grabbing his cock, he looked down as he lined himself up with the mouth eagerly opened. Groaning with pleasure as he slid his cock into her mouth, throat, and feeling the woman's tongue massage the shaft as he pushed in, he was thrilled when he felt her hands on his ass pulling him all the way in. He immediately began fucking that mouth, being guided by her strong hands. He looked down at the spread legs with the eager cunt air-humping below him, and reached down and slid his finger along the slippery slit. He pressed back as she thrust up against his middle finger probing her hole and pushed hard against her bucking clit.
Rhythmically fucking her face, he felt himself on the verge and groaned he was going to cum and exploded feeling Elaine begin clenching her throat on his cock while popping a finger into his ass. "Ohhhhh...ooohhhhhhh...uuhhh...uuhhh..uuhhh...Fuck!" He groaned collapsing onto the soft, sensuous woman beneath him. He raised his hips and pulled his cock out of Elaine's throat and mouth, hearing her gasp. "Sorry, I didn't mean to choke you." He mumbled looking at the nice, wet pussy. Chris leaned down and put his mouth on her pussy and flicked his tongue up and down the bald slit, and then attacked her clit when she responded by wrapping her legs around him, pulling his face hard against her. He reached under and grabbing her ass, pulled her against his face. He could feel her pant and gasp, her face pressed against his cock and balls. His tongue eagerly tasted every part of her vagina, swallowing every drop of leaking cum. Taking his teeth, he gently scraped them across her hard button and heard the young mom loudly moan.
Feeling on the verge of cumming, Elaine pushed Chris off her and begged him to fuck her, "I want to cum on that nice cock of yours, and I want you to fill me with your hot sperm." She groaned in pleasure when the young boy spun around and drove his recovered erection into her in one hard thrust. She humped back against each thrust and soon felt all her nerves peaking and as she pulled on her nipples and wrapped her legs hard around his flexing ass, exploded in an exquisite release.
Chris felt a surge of testosterone seeing the beautiful woman brought to climax by his cock and rammed his cock as deeply as he could and came for the second time in 30 minutes, feeling like he spewed more cum this time than in the hot brunette's throat.
*****************************************************
Jeannie was lost in the manly smell pressed against her face, the boy's tongue attacking her clit and the finger deeply probing her ass, she writhed against his face, her groaning muffled by his hard cock and his balls against her face. "Oh yes...yessssss...yessssss..lick me, that's it...ahhhhhhhh ah ah ah ah ahhhhhh."
When she finished humping against his face, Larry rolled off Jeannie and turned to kiss her. "I hope I didn't crush you." He said.
"I like be crushed by a man, that was great. You want to put that thing where your mouth was?" Jeannie said pushing Larry onto his back and climbing on. "God, I miss 18 year-old boys and their recovery time." She said as she lowered herself onto his recovered cock.
Larry was entranced seeing the lithe woman grab his stiff cock and push it into her tight cunt. He knew he was in heaven as she torqued her hips against his cock and leaned forward with those perfect tits right in front of his face. He raised his head a sucked hard on the erect nipple and reached down grabbing her ass. Her ass was so hard, so firm, he almost came just feeling her muscles flex.
As Jeannie began humping on his cock faster, she clenched her cunt muscles around the boy's cock and saw his eyes widen. Rising up on her toes she rapidly bounced her pussy up and down on the hard rod and groaned when she saw his eyes squeeze shut and a guttural gasp escaped his lips as he ejaculated into her tight cunt.
*****************************************************
Sue and Stacy entered the bedroom and waited for the boys to enter. Sue kissed her friend, letting their tongues play with each other while their hands roamed the lingerie covering each other. Stacy pulled back to allow Sue to pull the lacy fabric over her head, and watched as Sue pulled hers off. She reached out and cupped the blonde's impressive rack. "God I'm so jealous Jeff is going to get to fuck these." She said bouncing them up and down, letting then slap against her palms. She turned to the boys watching, "Jeff, Bill, get undressed. I know you both need convincing." She laughed as they tore their clothes off. She turned and sucked a nipple into her mouth, teasing it with her tongue before releasing it with a pop. Smiling at her buxom blonde friend she purred, "Let me get your tits nice and slick for Jeff's cock." She pushed Sue onto her back and grabbing both heavy breasts, marveled at the mass and lowered her face back down between them. She ran her tongue all over the large cleft and bathed the entire area with her spit, while pinching and pulling the hard nipples.



Sue was losing control with the intense stimulation being administered by the pale redhead and reached down and jammed her fingers into her sopping twat. "Yes! God, Stacy, that feels so fucking good. I need Jeff's cock now!" She panted.
Stacy rolled off the writhing woman and signaled for Jeff to climb on. As the boy straddled the blonde's chest, Stacy began licking and sucking his cock getting it nice and slick. She then released her son's curved cock and grinned at him. "Ok, this is what you've been thinking about, isn't it?" She knelt back and watched as Jeff leaned forward and pressed his cock against those soft mounds and began humping Sue's chest as she pushed her tits together. Stacy had a pang of envy that she couldn't experience what that must feel like looking at the pleasure on her boy's face.
She looked over at Bill who was standing stroking his cock. "You want something, honey?" A nice pussy, perhaps?" She asked, sticking her finger between Sue's wet lips. Or something else?" She said, seeing Bill staring at her nude form. She got off the bed and walked over to Bill. Dropping to her knees she gripped his hard cock with both hands and looked up at the tall boy. "Very nice. So hard. Do you want to cum in my mouth, my pussy?" She asked looking up at the eager boy.
Bill stared down at the stunning redhead, naked, eagerly looking up at him, holding his cock in both her hands. Nodding, he reached down and tenderly stroked her cheek, feeling how soft her skin felt and guided her mouth towards his aching erection. Locking eyes with her, he felt a rush as she leaned forward and opening her mouth, sucked on the head of his cock staring into his eyes.
Running her tongue up the shaft and pulling off with a smack, "Ah, you already have something for me to swallow. Nice." She said as she again sucked the head into her mouth. She dropped her right arm down to rub her pussy and allowed Bill to reach down to grab her breast while pumping his cock with her fisted left hand. She sucked on the head and shaft as she pulled it in and out of her mouth. She felt the boy's hand on her head and the other grip her tit harder and he groaned and suddenly shot ropes of cum into her mouth as she milked him dry. Sucking the last drops out of the boy's cock, she swallowed, looking into his eyes. "Feel better? I know how hard it must have been for you all evening." She smiled.
Bill thanked her and lifted her to her feet and wrapped his arms around her and kissed her, then sighed in her ear. "Thanks! God, that felt good. It felt and looked incredible, better than I imagined."
"Glad you liked it, I'm sure Jeff won't mind if I suck your dick when you come over to visit." She said kissing him. They looked over to see Jeff humping Sue's chest holding onto the headboard as Sue pressed her big tits together. "Sweetie, would you like to take care of Sue's nice pussy, or should I?"
Bill grinned, "I was thinking the same thing. I'd love to." Bill kissed Stacy, turned and crawled up onto the bed and put his mouth against Sue's wet pussy and began licking the flowing juices.
Sue groaned feeling her pussy getting the attention it needed. She opened her legs wider letting the tongue have full access to her lips and sensitive clit. As she humped against Bill's face, she leaned forward and let the tip of Jeff's cock slip between her lips as he fucked her soft flesh. She felt Stacy come over and kiss her cheek.
"I'm going to leave you with these two horny boys and go down to Miss South Carolina and your son. I think she might need help with that boy of yours." She leaned forward and kissed the head of her son's cock before padding naked down the stairs.
*****************************************************
She saw Mark on top of Ashley, the woman's legs wrapped around his ass, her arms hugging him close, as he drove aggressively into her pussy. The girl was in the throes of an intense looking orgasm, letting out little yelps as she came. Stacy knelt down and put the blonde's head on her lap.
"Stacy, God! This boy has brought me off four times and still hasn't cum. I need a break. Can you take over?" Ashley panted.
Mark looked at the two naked women and grinned. "Let's all get in the hot tub. I think I want to splash around with two hot babes." He reluctantly pulled out of Ashley and stood up offering her hand. He pulled her to her feet and led her into the tub. Sitting down, he put out his hand helping Stacy in.
Swinging her leg over Mark's lap, she reached down and gripping his still hard cock, lowered herself down onto his cock. "Christ, you're so big. I remember this." As she raised and dropped down more. "God. You really are filling me up."
Ashley sighed, "He is amazing, I've never been so stretched. So, you've fucked him before?"
"Yes, last weekend, remember when Bill came home late? I have to say, Sue and I were sort of the center of attention. Next time we do that, I would love for you to be there. Oh, yes, yessss...he's all the way in. God he feels good." Stacy sighed.
*****************************************************
Sue kept leaning forward trying to catch the head of the beautifully curved cock as it slid between her breasts. She savored the feel of his heavy balls dragging on her stomach and ribs. That, along with her own pinching of her nipples and Bill attacking her pussy with his tongue, his finger hitting her G-spot, already made her explode twice. Jeff was softly moaning with every thrust, leaving a slick smear of cum as he pulled back, and as the juices increased, she knew he was close. She desperately needed his cum in her mouth and finally reached up and grabbing his ass, pulled him into her mouth just as the first huge spurt of cum shot out.
Bill looked up to see his friend humping in and out of Sue's mouth, her hands pulling him in...her throat gulping down the apparently massive amount of seed and felt her arch her back and drive her cunt hard against his mouth clamped to her juicy folds. He found himself swallowing mouthfuls of streaming juices as she writhed and ground herself against his face.
With a gasp, Sue released Jeff's ass cheeks and as the boy flopped onto the bed she reached down and pulled Bill up and guided his rigid cock towards her hungry twat. "God, Bill. You deserve something after that orgasm you gave me. I need you to fuck me. I need your cock inside me. Yessss. Fuck me hard."
Bill groaned as his cock slid between those sopping lips and felt those creamy thighs spread wide so he could bury his cock deep inside her. He pulled back feeling his head clear the warm lips and thrust himself hard into her. Hearing her cry out in pleasure he repeated that over and over, thrilled with the reaction he was getting. He loved seeing her massive tits slosh up and down her chest as he pounded her cunt and wished it could go on forever, but as he felt his balls begin to ache, he tried to slow down. When he started to ease up, Sue grabbed his hips and made him to fuck her harder as she lifted her ass repeatedly and thrust back hard against his pistoning rod and grunted loudly as she spasmed on his cock. This was too much for the poor teen to take and he slammed once more into the slick hole and jetted load after load into her womb. Collapsing onto her chest, he moaned softly and as he lay there panting, leaned over and kissed his friend's mother, letting his tongue play with hers. He pulled away and looked at her, "God, Sue. You're one beautiful woman. So fucking sexy, I think I love you."
Sue giggled at the boy's sincere look and stroked his face. "Honey, I'm sure you do, and when you drive that beautiful cock of yours into the other girls tonight, I'll bet you feel the same way with them. I know, right now though, that Jeff looks like he would like to show me how much he loves me." She said looking over at Jeff's obscenely curved piece of meat jutting off his stomach.
Bill grinned, "Sorry, I could stay here all night, but being taught to share my toys..." He pulled out of that marvelous pussy and rolled off of Sue. He watched as Jeff climbed between the wide open legs and pushed his hard cock against the wet folds of flesh and pushed his cock into the groaning woman. He was amazed how fucking hot it was to see his friend bury his cock into that tight cunt and begin fucking her rhythmically. He shook his head and leaned over and kissed Sue and whispered, I'll leave you two now and see what's happening downstairs. Looking one last time at the sweating pair, he left the room.
Sue immediately felt like she was being shocked as the spongy head pressed hard against her upper cunt walls, spearing her G-spot with every pass. Closing her eyes, she reached up and began pinching and pulling on her tender nipples as she wallowed in every stroke and felt her hips involuntarily jerk up with every pass. Feeling her nipples and the jolts shooting from her twat, she immediately began cumming. She wrapped her legs around the young boy's ass and pulled him deep into her and ground her clit hard against his pubic bone. "Oooohhhhh fffffuuucccccckkkk! Uuhhh, uhhh...yessssss." Groaning, she flopped back and let Jeff go with her legs, "Holy shit, Jeff. That cock of yours is dangerous. You need to cum soon, or fuck me from behind. I'm not sure I can take much more of that." She said as she held onto his hips, pulling him into her.
Jeff pulled out with a soft moan and knelt back as Sue flipped over onto her stomach and opened her legs. "Crap, you have a great ass," he said as he reached out and palmed those creamy cheeks. I wanted you like this when we spied on you sunbathing."
Sue looked back, "Like this?" She asked opening her legs wide.
Groaning, Jeff stroked his cock with one hand while sliding his finger into her sopping cunt, "Yeah. You showed us everything that day, I must have...thought about that a lot."
"You mean jerked off while you thought about that?" Sue said grinning as she torqued her pelvis.
"Yeah, I must have jerked off a dozen times thinking about being right where I am. You are so fucking beautiful." He sighed. He climbed on top of her back and slid his cock back into that tight pussy and moaned with pleasure feeling his cock enveloped by her snug hole.
Feeling him fill her up, she asked, "What do you fantasize about? Just fucking my cunt? Anything else?"
"Uh, uh, yes. Yes, I fuck your pussy and make you cum, then you beg me to fuck your ass and cum inside you." Jeff panted.
"Oh God, that's hot. I want that, I want you to make me cum on that beautiful cock of yours then fuck my ass. I'm yours to do what you want to." Sue groaned while thrusting back against the boy pounding her.
*****************************************************
Mark grabbed Stacy's cheeks and began lifting and dropping that nice pussy onto his cock while nibbling on her tender nipples. Mark felt he was getting close after holding off and thinking this was his second pussy in five minutes knew he couldn't last but wanted Stacy to cum first.
Stacy kept grinding against him, moaning with each time she had him fully inside her. She wanted to feel him from behind, so she pulled off and told Mark to sit on the edge of the tub. When he complied, Stacy climbed up and turning her back to him and lowered herself onto his slick cock. As she humped up and down on the fat cock, she leaned forward feeling his head press against her G-spot. "Oh, yes, yes...don't cum yet. This feels so good, Mark, you have a great cock." She moaned when Mark reached around and grabbed her tits.
Ashley got up and waded over and knelt between Mark's and Stacy's legs. She licked the large balls hanging down and rolled each one across her tongue, marveling at the heft of each. She loved watching up close that large piece of meat disappear into the pink hole, and loved hearing Mark grunt as she gently sucked each ball into her mouth. She moved up and licked his cock as it slid in and out, sampling her friend's juices, until she decided to just taste the source of all that juice. When she licked the protruding clit, she heard Stacy pant rapidly and knew she was going to cum soon.
Mark heard the redhead's impending climax and grabbed a towel and put it over her mouth just as she bucked hard against him and screamed into the towel. Mark pulled hard on her nipples and thrust hard into her cunt as she ground back against him as her screams turned to mewing and panting.
Ashley gave one last lick on the hard clit and went back to sucking on the boy's balls and felt elated when that triggered Mark's explosion into Stacy's twat. She turned to licking all the cum leaking out of the pussy with each thrust until the two lovers collapsed back on the tile, his cock slipping out and into Ashley's waiting mouth. She sucked the shaft clean and swallowed all the combined cum coating the veiny shaft before reluctantly letting it plop out of her mouth. Sitting up and wiping her face, "I figured it would take two of us to make him cum. God, I'm sore down there. That is one fat piece of meat."
Stacy moaned as she felt his cum flowing out of her gaping hole. "I know. I might need to let the other boys have my ass...but then again, I might be a trooper and let them have me however they want. Ashley, I think we are in for a long night."
Bill grinned seeing his mom and Stacy getting fucked by his friend and decided to head down the hall and see that Chris and Elaine were up to. Entering the room, he was greeted with Elaine's incredible ass rapidly bouncing up and down on Chris's cock and seeing this felt his cock harden.
Chris saw Bill enter and grabbed the MILF's ass cheeks and spread them invitingly. He looked up at the beautiful brunette and asked if she was ready for more. Seeing her nod and lean forward, Chris spread her ass cheeks wider.
Bill climbed up on the bed and pressing his cock against her ass, pushed gently until he felt her open up. Hearing her groan with pleasure, he eased himself fully in her ass. Bill buried his face in the luxurious mass of hair and was amazed how tight her ass was. Soon, he and Chris coordinated their fucking and soon had Elaine panting and cooing as she came with two cocks buried inside her.
Elaine was in heaven with her holes stretched out and the heat of two young men's bodies sandwiching her. "God damn, I missed this." She thought. The boys in the frat house next door were great at keeping her holes filled and even though she'd never cheated on her husband before, she often imagined being taken by a group of boys whenever she and Jim made love. Even though Jim is a terrific lover, she always felt like she needed more...more cock, more hole filled. When she came, it was like every nerve in her body lit up and she could feel every pore, every bit of skin pressed against her.
Jeff looked down at Sue passed out and slid out of her ass feeling his balls ache. He pulled the blanket over her and stepped into the bathroom to shower off. Soaping up, he thought about the multiple naked women in the suite and felt blood surging back into his cock. He got out and dried off and headed downstairs. He saw Mark, Ashley and his mom all lolling in the Jacuzzi and padded down the hall and saw Jeannie on her knees sucking Larry's cock. "Mind if I join you?" He asked.
Jeannie turned around grinning. "I was hoping someone would join us, I would love a cock inside me while I suck this nice cock." She said wiggling her ass.
Jeff stood at the end of the bed and looked at the perfect, muscled ass and lined up his cock and drove it right in. Before he could do anything, he felt Jeannie begin milking his cock with her cunt muscles and thrusting back onto his cock. He heard her muffled groaning around his friend's cock as she worked his penis with her gripping pussy. "Crap! Larry, how could you last with this...this pussy. Christ, she can work that thing!" He grabbed her ass, feeling her muscles flex and knew he wasn't going to last long. He bent over her back and grabbed those hanging tits and squeezed and pinched them as his cock was being yanked hard by the writhing cunt.
Larry was getting lost watching his friend getting the treatment his cock had gotten and feeling Jeannie groaning of his dick, felt himself ready to blow. "Um, uh, I'm going to cum. Oh God, if you don't...Aaaaaahhh...aahhh...ah, fuuuuucckk! He yelled as he shot his load down her throat.
Seeing this, Jeff pulled Jeannie's ass tight against his stomach and came hard inside the tight, pulsing pussy. He collapsed on her back and stayed inside her as they flopped onto their sides, breathing heavily. "Holy crap, Jeannie. Where did you learn to you that with your...your muscle? That was intense."
Larry looked over at him, "I know, right? My balls ache like never before." He reached over and pulled Jeannie's lips to his and drove his tongue into her mouth.
Jeannie welcomed the boy's lips against hers and savored being sandwiched between the friends of her son's. She closed her eyes as one of the boys pulled covers over them and turned the light out.
Mark woke up seeing the sun shining into the room. He looked around and saw he was under the covers with Elaine, Stacy and Ashley and naked and curled up together. He pulled himself out to pee without waking them up. He remembered his friends all falling asleep, Chris and Bill with his mom upstairs, Larry and Jeff with Jeannie and he and the trio of horny women fucked for another couple of hours. As he climbed into the shower, he felt his aching balls and realized he must have cum at least 10 times. "God! Who would have thought us, virgins a couple of weeks ago, would have the best prom night of anyone in our class?"



        Corporate Mergers Pt. 01

        Company needs his wife.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/corporate-mergers-pt-01

Title: Corporate Mergers Pt. 01

Author: barkirk

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Company needs his wife.

Tags: blonde, lesbian, blowjob, company slut, big tits, shaved

Series: Corporate Mergers


"Holy crap! You're perfect!" William Stevens blurted out when introduced to Carol. He scanned her head to toe and gently took her by the shoulders and turned her around, whistling appreciatively. William turned his head and looked around for his two partners before turning back to Carol and Stuart. "I'll be right back, sorry to do this, but you might be saving the company." He turned and strode purposefully off.
Carol looked wide-eyed at her husband, "What the hell was that about?"
Stuart looked back at his wife with the same baffled look. "I have no clue. Saving the company? What is he talking about, but it didn't look like a joke or anything."
"Should we wait here, or go over and get a drink? He studied me like I was a prime steer." Carol asked softly, looking nervous. "I sure feel like one now. Is this normal at your company?"
"No, this is weird. I've never even seen Mr. Stevens before. I'm way down the food chain from the three partners. I'm sure he hasn't a clue who I am." Stuart mumbled. "I don't know, perhaps we should go over and get a drink." He said as he took his beautiful wife's hand and led her to the open bar.
William grabbed Joseph and Arnie. "We just lucked out." He said looking back across his lawn seeing Carol and the new associate heading to the bar. "Check out the blonde with the guy we hired last month in HR."
Joseph and Arnie looked over and immediately both grinned. "Fuck me. I thought we were screwed and you'd have to escort Carmichael," Joseph smiled looking at Arnie. "She's exactly his type." He studied the gorgeous blonde. Her face looked beautiful from this distance, but that wasn't what made her perfect. She was obviously a natural blonde. Her hair sparkled in the sun, and he could see her eyebrows and sparse hair on her arms glowed blond also. And on top of that, she was stacked. Her sun dress couldn't hide her huge breasts and if they prove to be real, Carmichael would be really grateful to the partners. He continued to scan the curvy girl assessing her height, weight, age. "Perhaps 5'7", 115 pounds...18? Crap, she can't be that young, but..." He thought. "Please turn around, let me see your ass..." He mentally urged. "Christ, she looks perfect. We need to grab her and check her out. Carmichael is due her in an hour. How is her ass? I cannot see from here."
William grinned. "Twin bubbles. Christ, it was all I could do to resist grabbing those cheeks. Carmichael will be all over that ass. Let's go make the happy couple an offer they can't refuse." He led the other two over to the bar.
"Shit, here they come, and look how focused they look." Stuart muttered to Carol.
Carol looked over and took a big gulp of her Mimosa. "I feel like a lamb that got separated from the herd..."
William came over and put a hand on Carol's shoulder. "Boys, I'd like you to meet Carol...um, I'm sorry I don't think I caught your last name."
"Miller, my husband, Stuart Miller works for you." She responded softly, looking embarrassed for her husband.
"Of course, Stuart Miller in HR." Arnie replied, "I signed off on your activation form. You have terrific qualifications. We're really lucky to get you." Turning to Carol, he continued, "I apologize for this assault on you two. This should be an escape, a day to relax, unwind and get to know your new co-workers. However, we just found out a key...um, associate was taken to the hospital with appendicitis this morning and we have a huge, well, hole to fill." He said stroking Carol's arm smiling assuredly at her. "Perhaps it would be better to head into William's study here, so we can talk. Do you want to grab another drink, perhaps some food?" Seeing Carol look at her husband, he added, "You both. This affects both of you."
Carol looked at her husband and seeing him nod, turned to the three powerful men. "Ok, I really cannot imagine why you want to talk to me. I don't know anything about the packaging business, I'm a just a teacher." She blushed.
"You have no idea what your true abilities are yet. Come one, grab another drink. Hell, Bob, please bring us all another round to the study. Follow me and relax, we don't bite." William said firmly.
Settling in the luxurious soft chairs in the massive study, the three partners looked over at the stiff couple on the leather settee. Arnie smiled and broke the silence. "Look, this is nothing bad, nothing negative is going to come out of this, for either of you. We are in a bind and you Carol, you can help us out and both you and Stuart will be handsomely rewarded." He stopped when Bob came in with the tray carrying the drinks, though these were not in plastic cups, but expensive looking crystal.
When Bob let, Carol took a sip and looked over at the men arrayed in front of them, "Rewarded handsomely. I'm sorry, but when I hear that I get shivers. What do you I need to do?"
Joseph spoke up. "Ok, let me tell you up front that this will require both of you to agree. If either of you doesn't want to help us out, we all go back to the party and no one will ever hold this against you. However, if you agree...Wait, I'll get to it. If you agree, you'll get $10,000 and Stuart will get a 30% raise, effective from his date of hire." He stopped to let it sink in. Seeing them look at each other looking both scared and eager, he continued. "We have a problem. We have the opportunity to merge our company with another, one that would increase our value, but more importantly, stave off a hostile takeover by a Chinese company. Carmichael is our angel." He stopped and cleared his throat. "Well, to be blunt. We found out he is obsessed with, well...women like you."
"Women like me?" Carol blurted out. "Young blondes? Bit tits?" She looked at her husband with an angry look on her face. "Did you know about this?"
"No! Hell no. Look, I have just been there a month and I am not in the loop on this. Hell, I'm not in any loop." Turning to the men, he tried to hold back the anger he felt, "You want my wife to sleep with this guy? Is that it? Get Carol to whore herself out?"
"No, not exactly..." Arnie started to reply, but William stopped him.
"Actually, yes, the is exactly what it is. We were going to sugarcoat it, but yes. We are asking Carol to be Carmichael's escort for the week he is here and make him happy. If he wants to go to Coney Island and ride the Ferris wheel, then we want Carol to take him there. We want Carol to make him happy enough that he saves our company, our jobs, and I guess your job." He said looking pointedly at Stuart. "Because, if the Chinese take us over..." He said sadly. "Look, I have to admit, you have us at your mercy. Personally, if I were you I would tell the three of us to go fuck ourselves, but if you can see the benefits in this short, um, interruption in your marriage, you can become a lot more financially secure."
Not seeing them jump up and run out, Joseph added, "William is right, you do have us at your mercy. We need you. We're prepared to do what it takes for you to say yes. I could probably be a better negotiator." He said looking at his partners.
"Can you give us a few minutes?" Carol said looking at the men.
"You're not serious." Stuart blurted. "No way. I understand, but I couldn't take this...you being a prostitute. I don't know if I could last the week."
Carol turned to the men, "Please? Can you let Stuart and me talk?" She reached down and patted his thigh as the men left the room.
"No. I don't want to talk about it. Even if they sweeten the deal to 100 Gs. I love you and it hurts even thinking about it." Stuart said urgently.
"Sweetie, remember at school when you shared me with Tom? We made love at least three times a day for the next month after that you were so excited." She said stroking higher on his thigh. "Remember? I see you do." She said softly feeling his cock pulse beneath her fingers. "Imagine next week, next month after I get naked with you again how happy you will be to see me." She stood up and went over and locked the door to the study. Coming back, she slipped off her dress and knelt between her husband's legs. Looking up at his face, she unzipped his shorts and pulled out his rigid cock and stroked it. "You want me to stop? Do you want me to call them back in and tell them we're financially secure enough? Or do you want me to be a whore, whore myself out to a strange man?"
Stuart looked at his naked wife, her all natural DDs dangling as she hovered over his throbbing cock, her tongue flicking across her lips getting them slick and ready to take his cock. He reached down and pulled her face down and groaned as she engulfed the head and shaft in her hot mouth. "Yes, OK, God. That feels so good, don't stop." He sighed as he reached down and grabbed a soft, fleshy breast. He thought that another man, this Carmichael would be grabbing these, sucking on the hard nipples. He ran his hand between the snug valley between the huge mounds thinking, perhaps he'd also slide his dick here. "Oh fuck!" He groaned loudly shooting his load down Carol's throat. "God, yes...yes, swallow my cum you whore. I want you to whore yourself out. Let him put his cocks wherever he wants." He grunted as he thrust his hips against her sucking mouth.
Swallowing the last juices she sucked out of her husband's cock, she popped his slick member out of her mouth. Grinning she looked up at her sweating husband, "You really do like this, you love the thought of me getting fucked by other men. I told you you would after Tom. I really wanted to do that again, but I think you were in denial." She stood up and slipped her dress back on as Stuart lifted his hips to pull his pants back up.
Stuart sighed, "Fuck, but I both love it and it hurts. It hurts really bad." He said sadly. "But, like they said, it is only a week. Ok, you better go unlock the door."
Sitting down the men looked expectantly at the couple looking a lot more relaxed.
"I take it you came to a decision." William said, "And by the look on your faces, I think you are in agreement with whatever you decided.
"Yes," Carol said, "we have decided. We accept the challenge, with a couple of caveats. Make it $20,000 and 50% raise along with assured employment as long as he wants." If that is not acceptable, then no hard feelings." Carol looked firmly at the men.
"Great! Joseph, you were spot on." He turned to Carol, "Joe predicted you would demand those exact terms. We are happy to meet you there, especially since you are twice the woman as the girl we originally hired and Stuart has shown to be a terrific employee." Turning to Arnie, "Get Marilyn in here, we have to get our girl ready." Standing up, he went over to shake both their hands.
"Stuart, perhaps you should go back to the party as we have to get Carol ready for our guest of honor. Whatever you want, please tell my people and they'll get it for you." He pulled Carol to her feet. "Ok, honey, I'll need your wedding ring." He said holding his hand out.
Felling a sharp pain in his chest as he watched his wife pull off her wedding ring, he held out his hand, "I can take that, I'd feel better holding onto that."
William laughed, "Stuart, I'm not stealing your wife's wedding ring. I'm putting it in my safe and she'll get it back next Sunday. I'd hate for you to drop it, or misplace it. And we can't have it in your wife's purse, in case it accidently dumped over." He put the ring in his pocket. "In fact give me yours. It's only fair that if your wife is single for the next week, so are you."
Stuart felt a loss seeing her ring disappear into another man's pocket and pulled off his ring and handed it to William. As he sadly turned to leave he saw a woman hustling in.
"Marilyn, you're the best. Sorry to pull you away from the party, but can you get our girl here...um, perhaps we should call you something else, guys who does she look like?" He turned to look at the others.
Arnie piped up, "Jessica, like Jessica Simpson. She has her body, for sure."
"Ah yes, Jessica, or Jesse. Can you get Jessica here ready for Carmichael? We're going to leave you with Marilyn here. She will take great care of you." William said smiling. As he turned to leave, he saw Stuart standing by the door. "Stu, you're a single man now. Let me introduce you to some of the executive assistants outside." He said as he firmly pushed the anxious man out the door.
After all the men left, Marilyn turned to Carol. "So, we're going to need to hurry since we only have, maybe 30 minutes. Let's see what we have." She reached down and pulled the girl's dress clean off. "Nice, very nice." She said as she cupped the heavy tits and bounced them gently. Rubbing her thumbs over the nipples watching them get erect, she sighed, "God girl, you are certainly blessed. Let see how trimmed you are."
Stunned, Carol watched as the middle aged woman fondled her breasts before kneeling down and pulling her thong down to the floor. She stumbled slightly as Marilyn pushed her legs apart and ran her fingers along her slit.
"Wow girl, you're really wet. This excites you, doesn't it? Stepping out with your husband's blessing. I'm so envious. Anyhow, we have to do something about this bush. Come with me." She said pulling the naked blonde towards the door.
"Wait, I'm naked. We can't go out there." Carol protested.
"Relax, sweetie. You have nothing to be ashamed about. You should proudly let men see you as much as possible. Trust me, you have a limited window before gravity takes over." She laughed bouncing her own sizeable breasts through her dress. "But, don't worry. William told me we have to house to ourselves, and believe me, the dress he set aside is not much and you can't be shy when we go outside."
Beet red, Carol let herself be led into the master bedroom upstairs. She dutifully plopped down on the edge of the tub when Marilyn pointed.
Marilyn went to the closet and pulled out scissors, a razor and shaving cream and walked over to the blushing girl. She saw the red flush from her face run all the way down to the pale pink nipples and sadly thought how few blushes this girl would have left in her life after the next week. She knelt down and pushed her legs apart. "Wow, sweetie, why are you covering these beautiful lips up?" She said looking at the trimmed bush covering the girl's labia. She took the scissors and began trimming as much as she could before taking the shaving cream and rubbing it into the dripping pussy in front of her.
Carol opened her legs more and closed her eyes hoping she wouldn't cum. She'd never had a woman, except her OBGYN, touch her there. Stifling a groan as the woman spread the cool cream into her throbbing vagina she felt her nipples harden and pulse. It was all she could do not to grab her breasts and pinch those aching buds.
Marilyn grinned seeing her ministrations getting strong reactions. "I'm going to have to taste this before we're done," she thought. "Jessica or whatever you real name is, you have to stay perfectly still..." She said as she began scraping the blade across the soft lips until it was perfectly clean. She heard the girl panting as she stroked her thumbs up and down the silky smooth labia. She looked up at the blonde as she wiped girl's pussy clean with the washcloth and seeing the sweat on the upper lip and closed eyes, decided there would be no argument if she took a quick taste. She reached up and gently pinched the girl's erect nipples and leaned in and took the tip of her tongue and ran it up the dripping slit.
Carol opened her eyes when the older woman began playing with her nipples and groaned when she felt the probing tongue against her slit. She gasped when she felt the stiffened tongue flick rapidly on her aroused clit. She took her hand and caressed the back of Marilyn's head encouraging her to continue. Feeling close to exploding, she had to feel those breasts, feel another woman's tits. As she slid her hand down across the Brunette's shoulder, she felt Marilyn rotate her body to allow access down the front of her dress. Feeling another woman's tit for the first time, she was amazed how erotic it felt...the soft, mushy, warm flesh bulging between her fingers. The nipples, puffy and aroused; the eraser sized tip, bouncing like rubber as her fingers played with it. Hearing Marilyn moan softly and feeling the vibrations against her clit, she pulled the nipple harder and felt all her nerves begin to swell and tingle.
Marilyn had her fingers buried in her twat as she sucked the goddess's pussy and began jerking and spasming as she came against Jessica's wet pussy and her muffled groans triggered an equal explosion from the writhing blonde. When both came down, Marilyn leaned back smiling. "You wouldn't want to go out sometime after Carmichael leaves? Or perhaps, you and your husband?" Seeing the girl nod her head, she stood up and wiped her face off with the washcloth before gently wiping the red pussy spread in front of her. "Ok, let's get you dressed." She said pulling the blonde to her feet.
Looking in the mirror, Carol said, "Are you sure? This is totally see through and I'm not wearing any underwear."
Marilyn nodded with a smile. "It's perfect. Carmichael is going to love you, and you have no idea how much is riding on that." She looked at the girl. "Sweetie, how old are you? If I can ask, how many men have you been with?"
"I'm 22 and I've been with just two men...and now a woman." She said giggling.
"Ok, I just want to ask you if you are sure about this. You are basically another man's toy for a week. He is not expecting a sweet young thing like you. He expects a hooker, to be blunt. You'll be expected to do whatever he wants." She looked sadly at the girl who might be 22, but looked 16. "A lamb to the wolves..." she thought.
"No, I'm not sure. I'm actually nervous, no I'm scared. But we could use the money, and if I can get through the week, we'll be a lot better off." Carol said softly, "By the way, my name is Carol. I guess seeing as you and I sort of...I mean, you should know my name."
"It's good to meet you Carol. Ok, let's go. Those guys aren't going to be happy we're a half hour late, but I have no regrets, and shit! You are worth waiting for." Marilyn said taking the girl's hand. "By the way," she said handing Carol a clutch, "There's an AmEx card in there and some of your stuff from your purse. You'll just buy clothes and things as you need them. Needless to say, you cannot just pop home and grab a bag."
William was telling Carmichael about the art exhibition coming to the museum when he stopped. "Fuck me," He said softly. "Gene, I think you'll like meeting a friend I asked over today as your companion, if you want." They watched as the sun showed every curve under the sheer fabric, the large breasts bouncing up and down with every step, the rock hard nipples poking through. William could make out the golden vee between the young girl's legs, and could even make out that she was shaved.
Closing his mouth, Carmichael turned to the three men, "Seriously, this is my date?" He turned back as Carol walked up with a shy grin on her face.
Stuart stopped mid sentence seeing Carol bouncing up to the men and turned back to the hot redhead he was talking to when he felt a punch on his arm.
"Hey, she's out of your league. The partners got her for their money man. I'll bet she's $1,000 per hour. Close your mouth, you're making me feel plain." Linda, the redhead pouted.
"I'm sorry. Shit, she is pretty much naked. You can see everything. I shouldn't stare." Stuart apologized. "You are not plain, in fact you're twice as beautiful as she is." He said feeling like his chest was going to explode. "Do you want to get out of here? I've had enough mingling."
"Sure, let me get my stuff." Linda said feeling a twitch between her legs, "Come back to my place, I think I have the same dress. I'd like to be looked at like that." She said nodding towards Carol and the four men.



Stuart took one last look around seeing every man's eyes and most of the women openly staring at his temporary former wife's exposed body.
"Jessica, this is Gene Carmichael who I told you about. Gene, this is Jessica and since you are unfamiliar with the town she has volunteered to show you around. She should prove to be a very satisfying guide." William said taking Jessica's hand and pulling her gently into the group.
Carmichael took her hand and as he bowed to gently kiss her knuckles he noted no wedding ring, and he felt his cock jerk seeing the gravity defying tits right in front of his face. Standing back up he looked at the bright blue eyes, tiny button nose and soft puffy lips and inwardly groaned thinking about how those lips were going to feel wrapped around his cock. "Jessica, yes you look like a Jessica. I'm stunned to meet such a beautiful guide. I've usually had old retired men when I've been assigned guides, so this is a real treat." He said with a smile, "It's very nice to meet you. I hope they are not being presumptuous offering your services for the week. I'm sure you have a boyfriend and responsibilities."
"You make me blush," Jessica softly laughed, "I'm sure some of those men were pretty hot. No, no boyfriend, no responsibilities so I'm at your service while you are here." She smiled at the older man when she noticed Stuart walking by.
Carol felt similar pain watching as Stuart was heading through the gate with a beautiful redhead realizing that she had stupidly expected him to sit at home alone for the next week moping. "Crap, I hadn't thought that he was apparently also single for the week." She thought ruefully. Feeling a strong hand stroking her ass, she turned to study the man who was going to "own" her for the next week.
Gene was very good looking, but she was struck by how intense his steel-blue eyes were. He didn't bother dying his graying hair, which made him seem even more intense. When he was studying her face, she felt more exposed than she felt before and as those eyes roamed downwards, she wished she could have panties on as she felt her pussy begin to leak. He looked to be 65 to 70 and in incredible shape. His tight polo shirt showed taut muscles and six-pack abs. She caught a glimpse of something snaking down the left leg of his shorts when she felt his hands turning her around.
"You guys shouldn't have. I'm afraid I might be cancelling some of the negotiations we've scheduled for the coming week since I'm sure something more important might pop up." He said to the partners, as he checked Jessica out, "But, perhaps there won't be as much haggling this time as there usually is for these type of transactions. If I can beg your leave, perhaps Jessica can show me the grounds."
As Stuart stood by the gate waiting for Linda he saw Carmichael walking next to Carol with his hand fully stroking her ass, the shadow of her crack fully exposed. "Fuck me, why did I agree to this?" But seeing the older man's hand groping her right glute, he felt his cock pulsing and realized what hell really was.
"Is that for me?" Linda asked chuckling, checking the now prominent rod lying in wait under Stuart's shorts.
Forcing a grin, Stuart reached down and tried to adjust his cock, "Sorry. My bad, but perhaps I'm expecting something more than I should."
"Ooohh. You'll have to tell me what it is you're expecting. Perhaps you need a spanking." She giggled as she pressed her breasts against him as she brushed by the good looking man.
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Carmichael followed Carol/Jessica into the mansion, and as he listened to her pointing out where the library was, he couldn't take his eyes off that ass. Twin orbs beckoning to have his cock spread them apart, to have his stomach press against. He looked up at her face when he noticed she stopped talking. "I'm sorry, I was distracted. What were you saying?"
Blushing, Carol turned to face him. "I asked what else you wanted to see, but I'm afraid I know that answer. Perhaps we should go back to the party."
Gene reached up and ran a finger across her lips. "I'd like to see more of what these are capable of."
With a jolt, Carol realized the reality of what she had agreed to do. It wasn't that she didn't expect Gene to want a blow job, or to fuck her, or even anal, but she suddenly panicked thinking about what an escort does. "Am I supposed to let him cum in my mouth? Do I swallow? Fuck! I've never even put a rubber on a penis before. I've put them on bananas at school, but what if it is different? What about anal? Stuart never even put his finger in my ass." She thought. Mentally shaking off the fears, she let herself enjoy the man's touching and exploring her lips. She opened her lips letting him into her mouth as his middle finger slid across her moist lips. She wet it with her tongue and sucked on it as if it were a cock, taking it as deep as she could. She felt a rush hearing him groan with pleasure and wanted to find out how he would groan when she took his cock into her mouth.
Gene felt his cock stir and wondered if he'd need the blue pill with this beautiful girl letting him take her however he wanted. He loved the professionals. They acted all innocent and resisted him putting his cock in their holes, but he knew it was an act. They always demanded a condom, never let him feel their flesh against his, unless it is a hand job. Seeing the hesitation on her face, seeing how she looked unsure before sucking on his finger, he mentally thanked the men for finding one so skilled at acting the part. As much as he loved non-professionals; taking a young girl's anal virginity, cumming in her mouth for the first time, fucking bareback, frankly, it is just too much work to sometimes convince them. He couldn't remember the last time he came inside a woman without a condom. If only...He thought longingly looking at the lips worship his middle digit. This girl knows how to suck, as he pulled his finger out of her mouth, I'll love it even with a rubber. "Now I'm even more intrigued as to what you can do with that mouth." He said looking as her glistening lips. "Jessica, you are right. There's time for that. Let's go back outside and perhaps I can convince you to come back to my hotel room." Gene said stroking her golden tresses.
"I'd prefer that to mingling. I'm not exactly dressed for joining the groups discussing baseball, or what plants are deer proof. I feel really sexy, but a bit under dressed." She said looking up at the taller man. "If you'd like to go, perhaps we could stop and pick a few things up? I'm afraid when I came to the party I wasn't prepared for a sleepover." She said giggling.
"Really? I would have thought William would have arranged things in advance. Anyhow, sure. I'd love to go since I will be spending far too much time with them in the next week as it is." He looked down at her exposed charms and groaned, "I must admit though, that I'd prefer you stay dressed in this..."
She felt her nipples harden under his gaze and wondered why she let Marilyn convince her to wear this...this sheer dress without at least a thong. She saw Gene staring at her breasts, her nipples, and felt her clit tingle. "Oh Christ, this man is hot. I should close the library door and just let him take me." She thought. She reached up and grabbing the back of his neck pressed her lips to his. She opened her mouth letting his tongue invade her space and suddenly realized, Gene is the only other man besides Stuart to French kiss her. Even Tom never kissed her, he just drove his cock into her and pounded her until he came. Moaning at the memory, she pressed her body again Gene's and felt his hands explore her bare back, her ass and then let him slide up and cup her breast. She groaned and shoved her tongue into the man's mouth as he found her aching nipple and ground her pussy against his crotch.
Gene was amazed feeling the raw passion from the busty blonde and couldn't believe it was an act. He loved that she was one of the escorts who let men kiss her, but he could actually smell her arousal. This was something new. His huge hand wasn't able to grab more than half the huge mass on her chest, and as his thumb pressed into her hard, nipple, her writhing body pushed into his even more. He reluctantly let go of the breast and reached down, grabbed the hem of the dress. He was pleased to see her lift her arms immediately when he pulled it up and off her. He stood back and looked at the flawless, creamy skin covering the ideal hourglass shape. He reached out and hefted each breast, weighing them and ran his thumbs over the puffy, pink areolas, the eraser sized nipples. As he did this he saw her eyes close and a red flush grow across her chest. "This is not a professional," he thought, "She is truly into this. God, let it be true."
Carol felt her arousal growing more and more remembering the smaller, softer hands caressing her breasts almost identically just an hour ago. She desperately wanted Gene's tongue where Marilyn's was, but she knew, that was not why she was here, why the partners were paying her. She dropped to her knees and looked up at the gray haired man looking quizzically down at her. She looked at the bulge in his shorts and unbuttoned, then unzipped them and let them fall to the floor. She reached up and pulled the waistband of the boxers and pulled them down and tossed the shorts and boxers aside after Gene stepped out of them.
Gene looked down as the girl gingerly stroked his cock, caressing it to full hardness. Her small hands wrapping ¾ of the way around the shaft with a look of lust, of desire on her face. He looked closely at the left hand trying to grip his throbbing cock and groaned pleasurably.
Carol took both hands and gripped the hot, pulsing, fleshy rod and began stroking it. She saw cum dripping out of the slit and leaned forward and flicked her tongue, catching the fluid. She felt the powerful rod jerk and heard gene groan louder when she did that, so she began bathing the head, exploring the shape and texture, while capturing the leaking cum. Opening her mouth, she swirled her tongue around the head while wrapping her lips around the shaft and let his pushing hips drive his cock deeper into her mouth. Stroking the slick shaft with one hand while sucking on as much as she could take, she cupped his heavy balls and scraped her nails on the sack feeling him react by humping more into her mouth.
Gene had his proof she was no pro, but wasn't going to argue as he put one hand on the back of her head, and the other on her heavy tit and as he neared his climax, panted that he was going to cum expecting her to jerk him off on her tits, but instead she drove his cock deeper into her mouth. He impulsively slammed his hips forward as he felt the incredible release of his sperm down her throat.
Carol gulped down the massive amount of salty cum as she used her tongue to milk out all the remaining fluids. Finally, after she could get no more of the creamy juices, she pulled off and grinned up at him. "I guess we aren't mingling."
Gene pulled her to her feet and lifted her up feeling her legs wrap around him and kissed her deeply, tasting his sperm and her warm saliva. He walked over and plopped her onto the settee and kneeling down, opened her legs. "Beautiful." Looking up at the flushed girl, he asked, "Does this taste as good as it looks?"
"You don't have to do this, but I've had no complaints." Carol sighed.
Gene leaned forward and inhaled the aroma of a young girl in heat. He studied the smoothly shaved labia, the tight moist slit and the small pink clit, unsheathed, waiting for his ministrations. He reached up and ran his fingers through the downy golden tuft, neatly trimmed on the mons. He looked up at her and said hoarsely, "You have no flaws, even your pussy is perfect. You must make a lot of men really happy." He said looking at her face while running his finger down across the clit and into her moist hole.
"Like I said, I've had no complaints, but please. I should be taking care of you." She said gasping as she felt his finger hitting aroused parts between her legs.
"You did take care of me, and now it's my turn." Gene said as he buried his face between those creamy soft thighs. As she spread her legs almost doing the splits, he felt her lips part and lapped at the flowing juices while reaching up and palming those incredible breasts. Driving his tongue deep inside her, he pressed his nose against her clit and felt her respond with her hips pushing back. He slipped his tongue out and up the wet slit and drove it onto the hard bud and as she writhed against his mouth, he pulled hard on her nipples and scraped his tongue roughly against her clit.
Carol felt herself involuntarily thrust her crotch against the older man's face and as she lifted her ass off the same spot her husband sat as she got him off, she cried out and ground her climaxing pussy against his face.
When the girl finally relaxed and went limp, Gene got up wiping his face on his polo shirt and flopped down next to her on the settee. He threw his arm around her and as she snuggled up against him, he asked, "So who are you exactly? I know you're not a pro. Plus, I know you are married."
Carol jerked back and looked at the man who just brought her off and stammered, "I'm, I'm your date. Mr. Stevens hired me to, um. To be your date."
"I believe you, but you're not an escort. Have you ever done this before?" Gene asked looking at the girl. "Is your name really Jessica?"
"Why don't you think I'm an escort? Am I that bad?" Carol said starting to tear up, "I'm sorry, I knew I couldn't pull this off. I've never done anything like this before and I don't think you want me. You should have someone who is an expert and knows what she's doing." She burst into tears.
Gene pulled the young girl close, "No, I never said you were bad, please don't cry. What I meant was you're too much into this, you're too aroused. God! Please doing think I'm angry at you." He said stroking the girl's hair. "Who made you do this. Your husband?"
"How do you know I'm married? I mean, yes I am, but he didn't want me to do this." She said sniffling looking up at Gene. "My name is really Carol. Carol Miller."
"Hello Carol. It's good to know your real name. I knew you were married when I saw the faint tan line on your finger when you were stroking my dick. I figured one of those guys came up with that name since you have a body like Jessica Simpson and I knew that would be too much of a coincidence. Tell me the story. Did those guys threaten to fire your husband? How did they force you? He asked angrily.
"No, wait. It was nothing like that." Carol said urgently, "I'll tell you the entire story."
After telling him about being accosted by Mr. Stevens to being trimmed and shaved she stopped and looked at him. "I guess It was my call, I easily could have said no."
"So, you needed the money?" Gene asked sympathetically.
"Yes, the money is really nice since we are just starting out and we're renting, have an old car...you know, but something about this just, I don't know. Clicked?" She said softly. "We've been married just two years, but Stuart has been my only boyfriend going back to before school. He's the only boy I've ever kissed, until you, that is. I love him. I know it doesn't look that way with me sitting here naked with you, but I truly do." She stopped and looked at Gene. "Can we go up to the master suite? I think Mr. Stevens has something I can wear. I didn't come here in that dress." She said nodding towards the flimsy cloth draped across the arm of the settee.
After finding her dress and thong, Carol sat down on the foot stool where Gene was sitting. "Look, I'll understand if you want someone else. By the way, I'm sure escorts can get excited, and many must enjoy the sex. What did I do that made you so sure?"
"Carol, number one, you sucked my dick without a condom. Number two, you let me not only cum in your mouth, you swallowed. I've never been with an escort that would do that. And why would you think I'd want someone else?" Gene said smiling.
"I am not really skilled. I don't have any tricks, or...whatever escorts do. I'm afraid you get bored with me pretty quickly." She said blushing.
"Do you know what escorts do? What skills they have? Prostitutes, hookers, whores, escorts. They all have one thing in common. They'll get naked with a man and let him stick his cock in them. That's it. They are all usually sexy, pretty hot, but really, it just comes down to that. There's no strange acts they perform; no special muscles they use. They get naked and they are often quite beautiful. I'd say you covered those two things quite well." Gene said stroking her knee.
Carol giggled. "I probably would have blown it, so to speak, if I had tried to put a rubber on you. I've only practiced on a banana in health class. Stuart and I have never used a rubber. To be honest, that's why I liked the idea of being an escort, a whore. We've only had sex with two positions. Me on top, or missionary. I've let one other man screw me and it was Stuart's roommate and we'd been drinking. Stuart never let it happen again, but the memory made me hot for months, years after it happened." Carol looked at Gene, "I'm actually relieved I don't have to act anymore. I wanted to curl up into the fetal position out there, dressed liked that, all those eyes on me. I didn't need a sign around my neck that said 'Whore'." I know no one will ever forget me, ever forget what all my private parts look like and that makes me feel really mortified."
"If you feel that way, we can stop now." Gene said.
"I'm sorry. I just am torn. I got married and my friends told me I needed to get out there and get some experiences, or as Sheila put it, let a few men experience me. If I don't, I'd regret it the rest of my life. I guess, I'm saying that this sounded like a chance to get some experience."
"I can understand that. Let me be straight though, I don't feel like being used as a marital fling, a midlife crisis. I've become accustomed to my dates doing what I ask of them...without question. If you agree that you are not just doing this because of boredom of same ole, same ole, then I would love you to be my date for the week, but if you are timid, afraid of what I will ask of you, then let's shake hands and I'll not touch you again for the entire week, though I would like that tour of the town they promised me. We never need tell the partners, never change the deal you made."
"What? You mean you'd not ask me to at least blow you?" Carol asked looking doubtful.
"Yes, I won't touch you. I like the escort experience. Say I'm in the mood for anal, in no time she's on her knees offering. I want to share her with a friend and she walks over and undresses him without question. Of course, I can hear the cash register ca-chinging in her head. Sometimes I like to watch two women before joining in. A lot of the time, I like seeing discomfort, discomfort I like to see change to contentment, change to arousal; seeing women not just accept expanding their horizons, but leave them craving more. What I'm saying is, you are a beautiful woman, but I need your total commitment or I'm afraid it just won't be the satisfying experience I like." Gene paused and looked at the young girl. "Think about it. You make out either way and no one will ever be the wiser."
Carol stood up and swung her legs over the older man's lap exposing her thong clad crotch. She ground her pussy against his crotch and purred, "You aren't even curious how tight my cunt is? Perhaps you are regretting suggesting that, thinking about my virgin ass?" She said pulling his hands onto her ass. She felt his cock growing as she pressed her chest against his and continued grinding against him. "They expect us to share your hotel suite, and since you've seen me naked, are you sure you could resist throwing on the bed and forcing that fat cock of yours into me? I could say fine, I'll pocket the money and this snake of your will stay in its lair and not find a warm hole to burrow into. Are you really telling me that you can live with that?"
Gene groaned and felt his cock return to life quicker than it has in the last 20 years, even with the blue pills. He pushed the young, busty blonde off him and sighed, "Yes. I would not touch you, and until I hear you agree that whatever I say goes, then you will stay over there, "He said pointing to the chair across the room, "and I'll stay here." Gene looked up at the surprised girl, "I do want to feel my cock inside you, but it will be on my terms."
Carol pulled her dress off and slipped off her thong. She returned to his lap and pressed her body against his and nibbled on his earlobe. "Do I have to call you master, or sir? Did you want me to crawl across your floor naked?" She licked all around and in his ear. "Where would you like me to start?"
Gene grabbed her ass and pulled her onto his stiffening rod in his pants, "I need to feel your tight cunt, I need to be inside you." He panted.
Carol sat up and unbuckled his pants and pulled them down releasing his bobbing cock. She climbed down and kneeling between his legs. engulfed the fat piece of meat and bathed it with her tongue and mouth and when she felt it get fully stiff, she got back up and swung her leg over his lap and lowered herself slowly onto the wide hunk of flesh. Closing her eyes and groaning when Gene began massaging her tits, she finally was able to work the man's cock deep into her pussy.
Gene was amazed how much more sensitive his cock felt without the latex sheath. He just came not that long ago, but the natural tits squished between his fingers and the tight young pussy bouncing up and down of his cock were getting to be too much. He began panting as he thrust back against her assault on his penis.
Carol sensed he was going to cum and whispered, "That's it baby, that's it. Cum inside your whore's cunt. Fill my cunt up with your virile sperm, don't even think about pleasuring your whore." She leaned down and began licking and sucking on his nipple while increasing her rate of pounding in his cock and was rewarded when he let out a loud grunt, grabbed her ass and emptied his balls into her hole. When he was done he wrapped his arms around her and stroked her back as he held her.
"In all my other negotiations, I've just shaken hands. This seems much more binding and I might make this a regular part of sealing the deal." He chuckled. "Ok, then it's settled. First, let's get dressed and go back out. I want you to wear the dress you had on before though. You are my whore and I want to show everyone what they cannot have. You can wear the thong though. First, I need my cock cleaned off." Gene watched as Carol lifted her ass, easing the softening cock out of her, then jumped up knelt between his legs and cleaned all the cum coating the circumcised head and shaft with her tongue and mouth. Then she went and grabbed a warm washcloth and cleaned his cock and balls. When he nodded at her, she turned and dressed without question.
When she was dressed, she looked at the intense, gray hired man. "Can I ask you a question?"
Gene grinned, "Carol, of course. You don't have to ask if you can ask. You're my date for the week and this is not a master/submissive relationship. On that topic, you asked if you should call me sir or master? I prefer Gene from my friends. So, what was it you wanted to ask?"



"Well Gene, you looked really angry when you found out I'm not a pro and I am married and wondered if the partners coerced me and Stuart into this. Why? Why would that matter?" She asked.
"It didn't matter between you and me. Hell, I'd be fucking you either way." He said grinning. "But, this would have told an entirely different story concerning the merger. I never would have entered into any deal with them if they stooped to that level. The fact that they were 100% above board and actually laid it out for you and your husband makes me a lot more comfortable about this whole enterprise. How people treat those under their power when no one is looking says a lot, and I like to treat all my employees really well. The partners have no idea, but that one act had finalized my decision and I could go home now, but..." He said with an evil grin.
"...but, you want to use me as your plaything for the next week a milk this for all it's worth. You're really evil, you know that? My pussy's tingling thinking about what I've gotten myself into." She said with a similar grin, "I hope I don't disappoint you. Perhaps you should practice calling me Jessica."
"It's going to be tough since I like the name Carol for you better. Carol sounds like an innocent, yet horny kindergarten teacher. Jessica, more experienced, less innocent. What is it you do anyhow, Jessica?" Gene asked, looking surprised for not asking earlier.
Carol/Jessica laughed, "Oh my God. I'm a kindergarten teacher and this is spring break this week, so I never even had to get time off. How did you come up with that?"
Gene laughed, "I haven't a clue, but maybe it's your innocence with thinly buried lust underneath. What are the odds? I think I'm getting hard again."
Gene and Jessica walked back to the party and Bob trotted up, "Can I get you drinks?" He asked.
After Bob stroke off to get the single-malt and another mimosa, they walked around and mingled with the nervous looking employees. Gene had a way of making them relax and soon had many of the people there around laughing at his jokes and making their own.
William elbowed Joseph and grinning said, "I would bet you a grand I'll have to change the sheets in my bed. Fuck! That man sure loves his young, blonde pussy."
Joseph laughed, too bad you don't have security cameras. I think it's time you got into the 21st century. I'd pay you for copies.
Arnie came over with his head turned towards the crowd around Jessica and Carmichael. "Congratulation, William. I'm buying you dinner this week, you name the place. You fucking saved our asses. You see how they are touching each other? Hell, If I didn't know any better, I'd say they were married. She's a fucking natural. You think we could get her to do this full time?"
The three men looked over at her nodding their heads in unison.
As it was getting towards evening, Jessica started rubbing her arms and Gene put his arm around her, "We'd better go. I'm afraid your dress is not really going to cut it now that the sun is setting. Let's go find the partners and thank them for the nice party. I'll have them bring my car around."
After thanking the men and as the car was being fetched, Jessica spotted Marilyn, "That's my friend Marilyn over there, I need a quick word." She said as she broke away from Gene.
"Marilyn, sorry to interrupt, but can I ask a favor?" She said to the brunette who was with she assumed, her husband.
"Jessica, I see you've been having a good time. What is it you need? You're freezing" She asked reaching out and rubbing the goosebumps on the girl's arms. "Perhaps a coat? William has all that inside."
"Yes, please. I'm starting to shiver." Jessica asked pleadingly. "Would he mind terribly if I borrowed something?"
Marilyn waved Gene over and turned to her husband, "Honey, why don't you head home. I'm going to take care of my friend Jessica here and I'll be home later. Go ahead and eat, I'll fend for myself." She turned back to Gene and Jessica, "I'm sorry, I didn't think of this. Come with me." She said as she led them into the house.
When they were in the master bedroom, Marilyn shoed Gene out and shut the door. "Carol, how are you doing? Are you having regrets? Is he nice to you?" She looked into the young girl's eyes. "I've been worried sick about you all day, seeing all those letches leering at you, the way they all wanted to touch you. Thank God your husband left early."
"I'm fine. He's actually very nice and he knows. He figured out pretty quickly I'm not a pro. He is fine with it and I feel a lot better now. Promise me you won't tell a soul that he knows. It would ruin everything." Carol said, "And you really have to remember to call me Jessica."
"I'm really glad. He's still making you go through with this?" The older woman asked.
"Actually, no. He told me we could spent the week together and he'd never touch me if I wanted and the partners would never be the wiser. He said that he wasn't upset I wasn't a pro and was going to let it be my call whether I continue to act as one or not." Jessica said smiling.
"So, you're not going to let him have you? I'm really happy for you, but if it were me, I'd let him do whatever he wanted. I've heard he has an incredible cock." Marilyn said smiling evilly.
"Um, well actually, I'm his whore for the week. I guess a deal is a deal. The partners are paying good money for my services, my servicing Gene. I told him, I'd be his whore." She said looking guilty.
"Good for you. You would only regret passing up a chance for a fling with your husband's blessing. Ok, let's get you out of this and into something warmer." Marilyn said.
Opening the door, Marilyn waved the patient man in. "I hope this works for you, I'll bet you loved the last outfit though." She said smiling.
Gene looked at the beautiful blonde in the skin tight, form fitting dress with a high neck and long sleeves. Jessica was obviously wearing nothing under it as the lines would show. He whistled as she spun around and nodding, came over to the young girl. "Christ, you look more beautiful every time I lay eyes on you. Turning to Marilyn, "Does Stevens have something she could borrow for a few days? Nightwear, perhaps?"
Marilyn laughed, "I assumed that wouldn't be required, but yes, let me throw some things together."
Bag in hand, Gene took Jessica's hand, "Dinner? I'm sure you are starved. I hope you know of a great place. You're not a vegan or anything are you?"
Bursting out laughing, she said with a deep blush, "Not at all, I'm sure you saw I had no problem putting meat in my mouth and swallowing animal protein."
"Ah yes, I should have thought of that." Gene said grinning. "Marilyn, please join us, and don't say no. I heard you tell your husband you'd fend for yourself. I'd love to be seen with two beautiful women." He put both elbows out.
As they were walking out, Jessica whispered, "Marilyn knows. She is the only one I told, will ever tell. I feel like she's a good friend even though I just met her today. I know why you asked her to join us, by the way."
Gene smiled and opened the door of the limo for the two women.
"Wow, that was a terrific steak," Gene said putting down his fork, "I wasn't sure from the outside, but they grilled everything perfectly. I'd love to order and after dinner wine, if you'd like to help me drink it." He said looking at Jessica and Marilyn. Seeing them nod, he turned and raised a finger.
When the sommelier came over and Gene and when he came to a decision, Gene turned back, "I am amazed at the sharp contrast between both of you. Jessica here is creamy white, blonde, very Norse. You, Marilyn, are the dark sultry Mediterranean beauty, fantasies are made of, almost Sophia Loren. I've never been with two such beauties in my life." Looking at Marilyn, he saw her blushing, "You are very beautiful. Haven't men commented on how you look like Sophia?" Turning to Jessica, tell me, doesn't our friend look like her?"
Jessica studied the dark brunette. "She definitely has her lips, her breasts. She has that narrow waist, yes, I believe you are right. Gene, I think we should invite her back to your hotel for a night cap."
Gene smiled, "Great idea. Marilyn do you have to get home right away?"
Marilyn looked nervous, "I, um. No, I don't have to." She looked at the two pairs of eyes studying her, "Christ, you two planned this, didn't you."
"Planned what?" Gene asked, "Jessie, did we plan something?"
"No, not that I remember, but our friend here is right about one thing, she can be a part of our evening plans. Marilyn, Gene is fantasizing about seeing us naked together on the bed. Brown and white all tangled up. Are you up for that?" Jessica asked, taking a sip of her wine.
The sommelier inwardly moaned hearing the blatant conversation as he poured the wine. He had to hold the towel over the front of his pants as he walked away, heading towards the maître d to relate what he just heard.
Marilyn reached into her purse and dialed the phone, "Honey I'm afraid something came up. I'm going to help out Mr. Stevens and I'll just crash here. I'll see you in the morning." She dropped the phone in her bag. "I'm free for the night, I guess." She reached down and undid the next three buttons on her blouse, revealing her copious cleavage. "You really think Sophia Loren?" She said looking down.
Jessica laughed, "God I can't wait to feel those again. We're going to have so much fun and Gene said if we're good, he'd give us a bonus...or was that boner?"
"Christ, what have I gotten myself into? I'm an old man and I hope one of you knows CPR." He smiled.
As Gene and the two women entered the suite, Gene headed over to the bar. "Anything?" Seeing the girls shake their heads and begin to kiss, he took his single-malt over to the plush chair and sat down. Reaching into his pocket, he opened a pill case and popped a blue pill into his mouth, washing it down with a gulp of 25 year-old nectar.
"I've thought about you taking care of me this morning, taking care of my pussy. I need to return the favor." Jessica said as she kissed the brown-haired woman. She felt the soft lips, warm tongue and large breasts pushing against hers. She began exploring with her hands, the woman's back, sides, her firm ass. As she ran her hands up the sides of her new friend, she felt her pull back allowing free access to the soft mounds.
Jessica broke the kiss, "God, Marilyn, your boobs are so soft." She said as she reached out and undid the remaining buttons and pulled her blouse off. Reaching back and unclipping the bra, she watched as the cup fell away revealing massive tear-dropped tits, creamy tan capped with huge mahogany colored nipples. Reaching up, she grinned at Marilyn, "My turn." She said as she cupped the huge breasts and bounced them in her palms before rubbing her thumbs across the nipples. "Wow, Gene do you see these?" She asked turning to reveal the topless beauty. "Christ, Marilyn, you need to wear that dress I had on today. You'd have the men all over you with these things." She leaned down and alternately sucked on one nipple at a time, while unzipping and letting the woman's skirt fall to the floor. Kneeling down, she grabbed the panties and pulled them down, inhaling the scent of arousal. "You've completely shaved. Look at that, why didn't you shave me bald?" Jessica asked. "Gene, do you like? Marilyn, you need to go over and let Gene get a closer look."
Marilyn stepped around the kneeling girl and over to the chair. As Gene reached out and slid his hands between her legs, she opened her stance allowing his fingers to stroke the perfectly bald pussy.
"Very nice, look at these beautiful lips, Christ, she's wet! Jessica, you've excited our friend here." Reaching up, he grabbed the large, barely sagging tits and massaged them, feeling them slosh in his hands, feeling the weight as he hefted them." Looking up at the eyes closed and hearing the ragged breathing, he looked over at Jessica as he slid a finger into the dripping twat, "Jess, perhaps you should give a release. She's very wet and I'm sure eager for your tongue. He looked back up at the brunette, "She's is terrific with her tongue, believe me, I know."
Jessica got up and came over at took her friend's hand and led her over to the bed. Pulling off her own dress and tossing it on the chair, she pushed Marilyn onto her back and crawled on top of her, pushing her legs apart. She pressed her lips on to hers and welcomed each other's tongue into their mouths.
Gene felt the amazing drug working as he sipped his scotch and watched the pale blonde, between the woman's legs, hump the dark brunette as they writhed on the bed. He had a terrific view of the contrasting cunts, soft, creamy pink and deep red and tan. He knew he was going to have to join in soon, but wanted to let the girls enjoy each other before he disrupted the obvious chemistry between them. He groaned approvingly when he saw Jessica crawl down and thrust her gorgeous ass in the air as she buried her face in the other woman's cunt. He got up and stood by the bed, sipping his drink and rubbing his cock through his shorts as he looked at the creamy white face latched onto the dark, humping pussy. Her pale hands, grabbing and squeezing the tan fleshy mounds. When Marilyn pushed her ass off the bed and cried out, Gene almost came in his pants, but managed to postpone his own release.
As Marilyn relaxed and lay there sweating, she reached down to pull Jessica up, but without her face leaving the brunette's wide open cunt, Jessica swung herself around, laying her twat right onto the waiting mouth.
Marilyn groaned with pleasure feeling the tongue gently lapping up her juices as she pulled the pale pink cunt onto her face. She admired the work she did, the clean, smooth labia, the soft tuft of hair. As she tasted every bit of the young girl's pussy, she reached up and grabbed her ass cheeks. Knowing Gene was watching the show she spread the girl's ass wide open and began probing her puckered asshole with her middle finger. Opening that tight slit with her tongue, she simultaneously drove her finger into the girl's ass as she pushed her tongue deep into the tasty hole.
Gene couldn't take his eyes off that ass, the finger, the dark nose buried against the creamy flesh, and knew he wasn't going to be able to just observe much longer hearing Jessica mewing in pleasure, her cries muffled by the sopping twat pressed against her face. Gene reached down and stroked that beautiful ass and saw Marilyn reach up and pull his hand down towards that pink, puckered asshole, slightly open. He had to push his finger in and as he began fucking her ass with his finger, he felt her press back. Soon, she was crying out and humping up onto his finger and against Marilyn's face as she came with spasmic grunts and loud gasps.
After she came down from the incredible explosion, she realized having a finger in her ass added to the intensity. She wondered why Stuart never wanted to put a finger in her ass, she sure would have liked that. She roused herself and realized Marilyn was gently humping her face. As she returned to licking all the juices and attacking the aroused clit, she heard Marilyn groan and gasp out to Gene.
"Perhaps Jessica would like you to fuck her as I lick her clit." Her face slick with cum, she lifted the girl's hips, offering her dripping cunt and slick asshole. "Perhaps she'd like your cock in her ass?" Jessica, any preference?"
Jessica felt like a total slut with her ass being spread and pushed up into the air. "God, yes, I need a cock, but that's not my call. I'm just the whore and Gene can put his cock where he wants."
Gene smiled hearing this and pulled his clothes off and crawled up onto the bed. Looking down he chuckled. "I have my 'around the world' all lined up." He pushed his cock towards Marilyn's open mouth and groaned feeling the warmth engulf his previously frustrated cock. "Oh yessss." He moaned when the brunette pulled his ass and took the entire hunk of meat down her throat. Letting her hands guide him, he began fucking her mouth until he groaned, "Baby, stop, I have two more holes to fill here."
Reluctantly, Marilyn pushed his hips up and felt the large dick leave her throat and mouth. She grabbed the shaft and as his balls dragged across her face, she guided his head against the pink lips and let go when Gene took over and slammed into the young girl. Opening her mouth, she licked the large ball sack as it pendulumed above her face. Hearing the girl grunting, she slid down and pressed her tongue against the aroused clit and tasted the juices flowing out. She had never been this close to anyone fucking, her eyes, mere inches from the slimy shaft pulling out and disappearing into the stretched lips.
Gene closed his eyes reveling in the feeling of unsheathed flesh pulling against his cock, the millions of nerve endings sending jolts up between his legs. Knowing he couldn't keep this up, he pulled out and felt Marilyn's hand again on his cock, stroking him. He looked down and saw the brunette reach around and put a finger into Jessica's ass, then two and after a minute, a third. Hearing Jessica pant she was ready, ready to get fucked in the ass, he saw the fingers pull out and his cock be guided against the open anus. He was amazed how relaxed the girl was, having a dick in her ass the first time and soon was buried to the hilt. As he pressed into her, he felt the twin glutes give under his weight. He absorbed the feeling, knowing he wanted to remember how it felt the first time he buried his cock in this young girl's ass.
Marilyn returned to licking the dripping pussy and felt herself being repeatedly buffeted by the humping pair on top of her, but focused on the raw clit welcoming the attention.
Jessica had never felt anything like it, her ass stretched and completely filled, her clit screaming with arousing pain, peaking, searing and when she came she felt her whole groin explode with dizzying pleasure. As the spasms pulsed through her, she saw only flashes of blinding light until she spun off into oblivion.
Feeling the girl go completely limp, Gene chuckled and rolled off the young blonde. He pulled Jessica off of Marilyn and, grinned. "I think we killed her. Perhaps too much stimulation? Let me clean up and perhaps you'd like to help me finish up?" He laughed.
When Gene came back, he saw Marilyn with her face pressed to the bed, ass in the air and her crotch obscenely wide open. "Nice, he said, where would you like it?"
"I'm your whore, you can put it where you like." Marilyn sighed, "I just need a cock, a big fat cock inside me right now."
Gene knelt behind her and loved how easily his cock slid into that wet cunt and hearing the woman rhythmically grunt as he pounded her, he said, "I didn't use a condom, do you..."
"Shut up, don't stop. Fuck me, fuck my cunt, cum inside me, just don't stop." Marilyn gasped. "And I'm your whore, so don't worry about me, just focus on your pleasure."
Gene grinned and grabbed the woman's larger ass and pounded hard into her pussy, feeling the cunt muscles tighten and grip his peaking dick. As he admired the waves wash across each cheek as his pelvis hit hers, he knew it was time. With one last thrust, he thrust hard into her cunt releasing a large load deep into her womb and as he drove back in with each spasm, the heard the woman grunt and push hard back against him as if wanting his sperm deeper in her. Pulling out and flopping on his side, he looked over at the woman looking sweaty and used. He reached out and stroked her face. "You're not a whore, but fuck! Hearing a woman of your beauty telling me those things...Your husband is a lucky man."
Grinning back at the older man, "I cannot believe I said those things. I guess I heard Jessica here and wanted to be your whore also. It is really liberating being just a bunch of holes for your pleasure." Looking over at the passed out girl, "Should we clean her up and get her to bed? I should probably head home myself."



Gene shook his head, "No, not happening. You're my whore and I have you for the entire night. Anyhow I heard you tell your husband you'd see him in the morning. But yes, let's get sleeping beauty here cleaned up and into bed."
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Stuart groaned and opened his eyes. Sitting up, he looked around disoriented before remembering yesterday. He put his head in his hands and rubbed his face trying to forget, but then felt his cock pulse under the covers. He looked over at the creamy bare breasts rising and falling with every breath and saw the soft nipples remembering how they felt in his mouth, between his teeth. Shuddering he imagined that old guy with Carol's nipples in his mouth. Getting up, he padded to the strange bathroom and relieved himself having to push his cock down to direct the stream. He felt hands reach around and take over holding his cock and a soft, warm body press against his back.
"One or two shakes?" Linda asked? "I'm amazed you're almost hard again after last night. I haven't done it eight times in one night, ever. You were insatiable." Linda said while stroking his cock back to life. "Are insatiable. We haven't done it in the shower." She went over and started the water before turning back and wrapping her arms around the taller man. I can't believe I never noticed you at work before, but then again I never go to the HR floor." She said kissing him, "The water's hot, let's soap each other up."
Stuart pressed his cock against the tight ass he already had in the early morning and pinched the slippery nipples as he soaped up the beautiful redhead. He loved feeling her smooth body slide against his and her ass press back eagerly against his rock hard erection.
Linda spun around and pressed her lips against his and kissed him hard feeling his mouth open up and his tongue slide against hers. She put her leg up on the ledge and reached down and grabbed his cock and slipped it into her pussy. Groaning into his mouth, she wrapped her arms around his neck and thrust back against his driving cock. She moaned appreciatively when Stuart reached down and drove his finger into her ass and soon they were rhythmically sloshing under the shower spray. As she felt the strong man's hand return to her nipple she lifted herself up and wrapped her legs around him, letting him raise and lower her onto his iron-hard rod penetrating her cunt.
Stuart grabbed her flexing ass cheeks and pounded her well used pussy thinking how great Linda's cunt felt, how she was able to clench her vaginal muscles, squeezing his cock as hard as he'd ever felt. How much passion she had, how eagerly she opened her legs every time he got hard. He felt somewhat guilty since she thought it was her getting him excited, but it was mostly the thought of his wife, naked, under that man, being fucked. How many times have they done it so far? What did Carmichael make her do? Feeling Linda thrust harder against him and hearing her familiar grunts when she came, Stuart reached back up with one hand and teased her tender nipple as she writhed against him.
Letting her exhausted legs slide back down to the floor, Linda let the man's cock slide out and turned around putting her hands on the ledge. Sticking her ass up in the air, she wiggled it enticingly. "You want to fuck my ass again? You liked it earlier." She cooed. "Oh yes!" She grunted as he pressed his cock against her ass, "Take it slow, aaaahhhh yeeessss, nice. Ok, fuck me fuck my ass. Christ, how many times can you do this is a day?" She cried out as Stuart attacked her ass hard.
Stuart was wondering if Carol is taking Carmichael's cock up her ass, her young pussy. Whether he'd make her swallow. "Christ, her ass, the way he groped it with everyone looking like it was his." He thought as he jammed his cock angrily into the girl's rectum and shot another load into her. Finally, after releasing as much cum into her ass as he could he slipped out feeling his balls ache.
Linda picked up the soap and cleaned the softening cock off looking up at the intense looking man. Taking the shower head, she rinsed her hands off then sprayed his cock and balls, rinsing all the soap off. Returning the shower head to the bracket, she shut off the water and grabbed a towel. As she dried Stuart off, she studied his face. After they were both dry, she pulled him back to the bed and sat him down. "Ok, you need to tell me where your head is. I'm flattered when any man gets hard being with me, but no man would find me that beautiful to get hard and cum nine times. What's going on?" She looked at him waiting.
Stuart roused himself, and stroked her wet hair. "Actually, I believe a lot of men would have double-digit hard-ons looking at you naked." He hesitated before continuing, "Don't be mad, but it's something I can't deal with, something that I probably should have been upfront with you about. I'm married." He watched Linda's expression change to anger and did nothing to absorb the hard punch to his chest.
"What? Where the fuck is your ring? Why didn't you say anything? Where's your wife? I'm, I'm...I don't know what to say. Get your clothes on and get the fuck out of here." Linda screamed at the dejected young man as she paced back and forth. When he didn't move, didn't change his expression, but just looked at the floor, she cooled down and stopped in front of him. Squatting down, she saw the despair on his face and lifted his chin, "Ok, there's a story here. I'm sorry, but you have to tell me."
Stuart looked down at the naked girl between his legs, her breasts dangling, her pussy spread wide open and thought about how the mood changed with those two words. He looked into her face and asked, "You remember the blonde escort accompanying Carmichael? The one basically naked with her ass being felt up by him? The one you said was out of my league?"
"Yes, why? What? She's your wife?" Linda asked, looking shocked. "Why, why would she do that, is she a hooker?"
Stuart laughed bitterly, "Yes, I guess she is now. Yesterday at this time we were married and getting ready for Mr. Stevens party, and now...I don't know what we are." He tailed off softly.
"Did you agree to this? Did they threaten your job? What happened? Tell me." Linda urged.
After listening to the story, Linda put her arms around the sad young man and sighed. She said softly in his ear, "Made you an offer you couldn't refuse, or perhaps you could, but she couldn't. It's a great offer. Hell, he's very good looking. I would have done it for free. Sorry, sorry, that didn't help." She said, hearing Stuart snort. "So this is killing you and getting you hard every time you think about it, huh?" She said looking at him.
"Yes, that's pretty much it. I hate that she is with him, allowing him to take her any way he wants, but every time I think about it I get as hard as I've ever been." He looked at the beautiful redheaded girl looking at him concernedly, and sighed. "I'm pretty sick, huh?"
"I cannot say whether you're sick or not, but not about this. My ex was like that. He kept leaving me with his friends, or letting other men dance with me, feel me up in front of him. He even convinced me to take a job on a three week fishing charter through the Caribbean that he signed up for. He had me take an assumed name and watched as all the men shared me. I was only allowed to wear a thong the whole time, even when we came into port. I was free to anyone during the day, but the captain made it clear I was to sleep in his berth at night. Any man that had the urge took me in any hole, wherever I was and I was expected to love it. The captain was very clear what my role was on the boat. I guess I'm no different from your wife." Linda said ruefully, "I'll be honest though, that was the final straw. I left him soon after that, so I hope what you and Carol have is stronger." Linda said sadly. Looking up at Stuart she said brightly, "Let's get dressed. I know a great Sunday brunch. My treat. But you cannot think about Carol, in fact they said you're a single man. Go with it."
"I'm sorry I didn't tell you. That was unfair, especially since I sort of used you to work out my frustrations." Stuart said sadly.
"Yeah it was terrible, having to suffer through 12 or so orgasms forced on me by a hot guy. I'll never forgive you...until your next hard-on." Linda said blushing. "I might need to stay near you for the next week in case there's an emergency..."
********************************************************************
Carol/Jessica woke up and felt an arm across her chest. As she traced it back she noted the fine hair and realized it was her newest friend Marilyn. Seeing the woman turn to look at her she murmured, "Good morning."
Marilyn grinned, "We were worried about you. You passed out and Gene and I had to clean you up and get you to bed."
Jessica looked around, "Where's Gene?"
"He's in his bed in the other room, we have to sleep in the whore's quarters." Marilyn said ruefully, "He said he sleeps alone and he had a room for 'his date' as he put it.
"Thanks for being here, Marilyn. I would have hated waking up alone in a strange hotel room. Will your husband be upset?" Jessica asked.
"No, sweetie, he is fine. We have an unspoken arrangement He, um, someone in his platoon stepped on an IED in Iraq and he kind of lost some important parts. At least he didn't lose his legs or life...though I know he wishes he had lost his legs instead." Marilyn said sadly.
"Oh, how horrible. Oh my God, I cannot even imagine what that must be like." Jessica said sadly as she stroked the brunettes face. "He lets you sleep with other men? Doesn't that drive him crazy?"
"I'm sure it does. The first three years back, as he went through rehab, he yelled at me, swore at me, insulted me and tried to drive me away. Luckily, one of the therapists told me he'd do that and I had to let it bounce off me since he wanted to get me to leave and find someone who was whole. Finally, he collapsed and cried his eyes out and told me he didn't deserve me." Marilyn said with tears in her eyes, "I was bawling my eyes out also and told him he was all I ever wanted and he couldn't just toss me aside. Ever since then, he's been getting better, getting out and hiking. I miss the sex, but I love that he is next to me in bed. I know he knows where I am, what I am doing when I tell him I'm helping Mr. Stevens out. I think he knows I need the contact, the release. I don't do it often maybe once every couple of months and feel guilty about it afterwards, but..." The brunette finished sadly.
Jessica pulled the woman closer hugging her and stroking her back and as she felt Marilyn's hands stroking her back, they impulsively started kissing. As their mouths opened and their hands found each other's pussies, they tore off the covers and rolled over with Marilyn on top of Jessica.
Breaking the kiss, Marilyn looked down at the gorgeous blonde and sighed, "I need to be on top this time. Both you and Gene was almost too much last night...almost I said." Grinning, she moved down to get closer to those creamy mounds. She wiggled between the blonde's legs as she felt her open them up and began licking those pink tips, feeling the nipple harden. She took her right hand and worked the girl's other nipple, getting both nice and aroused. When the thrusting against her stomach became more pronounced, she kissed her way down to that pink slit and lapped at the sweet moisture coating her lips. Marilyn reached down and stroked her aroused pussy while sliding a finger into Jessica's.
"Oooh. This feels so good. Why didn't I ever let a woman do this to me before?" Jessica panted. "Oh, dear, we have an audience again." She moaned looking over a Gene standing in the doorway. "Can you help my friend here? She really needs a cock inside her." She said pointing to the brunette's humping ass.
As Marilyn opened her legs, Gene directed his cock into the wet twat and closed his eyes feeling the skin against skin he was missing for so long. Pressing himself as deep as he could he pulled back out and thrust hard into the slick hole. Over and over he pounded into the tight pussy listening to the grunts by both girls as he forced the brunette's face against the blonde's cunt. Soon, he felt the cunt muscles contract spasmodically on his cock as she came under his pounding fat piece of meat. When she relaxed her pussy, he pulled out and crawled over Jessica's face and looked down at her.
Grinning, Jessica opened her mouth and engulfed the cum coated rod and swallowed the juices coating it. Feeling in heaven with a tongue attacking her pussy, a cock invading her mouth, a man's hand gripping one breast and the soft, smaller woman's hand on the other, she felt her nerves peaking. She tried to focus on the fat tube of flesh in her mouth, but with grunts and moans, exploded with waves of pleasure shooting up her body.
As she opened her mouth gasping in her orgasm, Gene pulled his cock out of her mouth and as Marilyn rolled off the bed, he got down between the blonde's legs and slammed his cock into her. It didn't take more than a minute before he grunted and filled that young pussy with his hot jets of sperm. Pulling out, he waited expectantly as Jessica got up and again cleaned his cock off.
As Jessica got up and headed to shower, Gene reached over to the side table and handed her a bottle, "Here, I'd like you to use this."
"Citrus Body Wash? Mmmm, smells good. Thanks, "I'll be back. Marilyn, you want to join me?" She asked as she walked into the bathroom.
Leaving the hotel and heading for Gene's car that was brought around, they all took deep breaths. Gene stretched his arms and looked up at the clear sky, "What a great day. I need to get out somewhere. Are there any good place to hike around here?"
"Sure, we're surrounded by state forest land and there's a great place I like to go. It's over a ridge and the views are spectacular, but the best part is a hidden lake that's really great to swim in." She said thinking of Stuart and suddenly missing him. "One problem, though, your car might not make it. You really need four-wheel drive." Jessica said.
"Not a problem, Marilyn can you join us?" Gene asked.
"No, I'd better get home to my husband, I'm sure he's getting worried." She put her arms around Jessica and gave her a hug, "You take care of yourself and don't get too wild." She broke the embrace and looked her in the eyes with concern before turning to Gene. Her put her arms around the older man and pressed her lips against his, "Thanks for dinner and the fun evening. I really needed that. You guys go ahead. I'll catch a cab."
"No need, take my car. As our friend here said, we'll need something a bit bigger." He said handing the keys to the brunette, "I'll get it back sometime this week, enjoy it."
Marilyn stood there stunned, "Seriously, this is a Maserati. I can't drive this."
"Nonsense, I'm sure all the controls are where they normally are. Otherwise it'll just sit in the garage gathering dust. I'll see you in the office this week, I'm sure." Gene said, closing her hand around the keys. Pulling the phone out, he dialed, "Gene Carmichael, yes. Can you send a Range Rover over to the hotel. Yes, as soon as possible. Thank you." He glanced over and saw the white Italian sports car pull away from the curb, "How about we get some coffee while we wait, perhaps some food."
Arriving at the trailhead, they saw just one other car. Jessica smiled, "Nice. It looks like there's no one else here. I'm surprised, being a Sunday." She walked around testing the new walking shoes, "These will be great. I hate to immediately hike in new shoes, but I think I'll be fine. How are yours?"
Gene flexed his feet, "I'm sure they'll be fine. Ok, which way?" He said putting on his day pack.
Jessica pointed to the trail on the other side, "I like this trail better." Looking down at her thin sun dress, "I would have preferred hiking shorts and a shirt, but it's your call."
"You could have said no. I just thought on a warm day, a light dress would be a lot cooler, and from my standpoint, a lot hotter." He smiled clearly seeing the shape of her breasts, the shadow of her areolas and her nipples poking out.
"Yeah, thanks for hiding my bra and panties. I assume you want me to lead? God, I hope it doesn't get windy." Jessica said grimacing. "I'll give the wildlife a show."
Climbing to the ridge, Jessica stopped, "So, what do you think?" She said looking down at the city and the ocean stretching out to the horizon. "I love this view. All the cars look like ants crawling on their trails."
"Nice, this is really great. I wonder how many miles that is over there." He said pointing to a Ferris wheel way off in the distance.
"I'll bet 25 miles." Jessica said, "Do you want to rest, or shall we head down to the lake? Do you need a break, something to eat?"
"I'm good, I'll flop down when we get there, but one thing first. Take off the dress. We've seen no one and I like to see you naked." Gene said.
Jessica did a 360 and pulled the dress off and spread her arms, holding the cloth. "Happy?"
"You have no idea," Gene said taking the dress and folding it before putting in his pack.
"Hang on. If we hear someone, we hear voices, I need to put that on." Jessica said urgently.
"Really? Why? You'll probably never see them again, and it will give them a thrill. It's a lot more exciting being naked knowing you can't cover up, plus you'll be making someone's day." Gene said reaching into the day pack, "One thing though. Perhaps I should put on some sunscreen on you." He said squirting cream onto his hands.
Jessica stood there as Gene rubbed the smooth lotion all over her body, making sure every crack and crevice were covered. She was stunned at the reaction her body was having, buck naked, out in the open, being roughly groped and rubbed as the strong man worked the cream into her skin. Her nipples stuck out half an inch, and she groaned every time Gene pulled on them hard. Her pussy was leaking from the probing fingers, and she wondered if there'd be glistening streaks down her legs as she hiked. She was brought out of her reverie when Gene snapped the bottle shut and threw it back in the pack.
"Ok, let's go. Lead on, I'll be close behind." He said smiling, "Now, this is a good look on you."
Groaning, Jessica turned and headed down. After a mile, they came to a rocky outcropping and Jessica stopped, "Here's why this lake is so private, you have to go through these bushes and around to the other side of the rock and it's just a couple hundred yards down the hill. No one but us knows about it."
When they came down to the lake, Jessica held out her arm. "What do you think?"
"Fuck! I love it. Turn around. You've got a bitchin ass, but let's see the front."
Jessica whipped around holding one arm over her chest and the other hand covering her pussy. "Shit, no one is ever here. I didn't see you. This is embarrassing," she said looking at the three naked boys lying off to the side in the sun. Seeing as they made no move to cover themselves, nor did they stop staring, Jessica slid behind Gene.
Gene pulled Jessica back in front of him, "Honey, relax. This is just a few people enjoying the outdoors. Why don't you dive in and let the water cover you?" He pushed her gently towards the water. "I'm sorry to bother you boys, but my daughter and I come here a lot. She's sort of a nudist, has to skinny dip as often as possible." He looked at the blonde skimming across the water, "I for one, am not a huge fan of swimming, but I don't let her come up here alone. You know how it is, strange men and all and she actually being quite innocent. Anyhow, I'm sure she'd love the company." Gene said dropping his day pack and grabbing a book. Ignoring the boys, he leaned back against the tree and read his book.
The boys looked at each other, "Wow, I think we hit the jackpot." The tall one guy with the shaved head whispered to the others.
"No...really, I mean sure, we can splash around a bit, but with dad over there..." The dark haired guy whispered.



"Fuck you guys, I'll take what I can get." The tall blond said. He got up and proudly strutted down and dove in, hearing the other two following.
Jessica looked back and saw Gene was reading and totally ignoring the fact that she was being surrounded by three college kids by the looks of them, and as she could see down into the clear water, their dicks flopping were around as they kicked. "Does he want me to let them have me? What is he doing?" Jessica thought furiously, "I'm not ready to do three strange boys at once."
The blond came right up to her, "So, your dad doesn't mind you swimming with three naked men?"
"I guess not. I can't say I'm really comfortable with it, I think I'll get out." Jessica said as she tried to swim around the blond. Just as she moved, she felt an arm go around her waist from behind and pull her back.
"Are you sure you can't stay in a little longer?" The dark haired guy said pressing his cock between her ass cheeks.
Jessica looked back at the shore and Gene was staring at his book, "Stop it, take your hands off me. My father is right there and he carries." Jessica called out to Gene, "Dad, are you sure you don't want to come in?"
Gene looked up at the mass of flesh all packed together in the middle of the lake. "No, I'm fine, but if you kids are going to play and make a bunch of noise, perhaps over there on the ledge would be better. I'm trying to read this book and I'd be really happy if you'd keep it down." He said stifling a smile as he looked back down.
Jessica stared at Gene in disbelief and felt herself being pulled across the lake to the rocky ledge.
"Come on, were not going to rape you or anything, let's dive off the rocks, it'll be fun." The shaved boy said, "Don't mind Rick, he's always horny. I think he misses his sheep from back home in Montana." He had to duck as Rick took an open-handed swing at his head. "I'm Ron and the dumb blond over there is Steph."
"Jessica, I guess you're not going to try anything with my dad here. Ok, I do like diving off the rocks."
Soon the four of them were climbing higher up and diving from different spots, the boys paying close attention as she ran with bouncing breasts and dove way out. They jostled for position right behind her every time she climbed the rocks peering closely at that smooth pussy. Of course, Jessica was well aware of the nice sausage fest, with three boys all barely keeping their erections down. They must have had 20 dives each until finally, Jessica flopped down on the rocks and panted, "Ok, that's enough. I can't keep up with you guys."
Rick lay down right next to her and blatantly stared at her breasts and pussy. Ron sat behind her and lifted her head to rest on his stomach and Steph lay ay her feet looking up between her legs.
"God, I loved watching you run around naked, "Rick said, "your tits made quite the splash as they hit the water." He said grinning.
"Christ, do you have Tourettes or something? Anyhow, your dicks must sting they slapped against the water so much." looking up at Ron, "Does he say things like this to all the women?"
"Actually, yes. He's walked up to women in bars and accused them of having their tits done and more often than not within five minutes, he's verifying. Rick, no. Her dad is right over there." Ron said when Rick's hand crept up.
Jessica looked over and saw Gene's head lolled back against the tree and the book lying next to him. She saw all three pairs of eyes looking the same way.
"Well, Rick said softly, we'd better not wake your old man up." He said as he cupped her left breast.
"Hey, stop it. I'm not here for you guys to maul." She tried to get up, but, they pulled her back. "Ok, you can touch me, but I'm not having sex with you guys."
Grinning, Rick leaned over and began bathing the large pink nipple with his tongue while gripping the breast hard. Ron reached down and tenderly stroked the right one causing Jessica to softly moan, before she realized this was just egging them on. She felt Ron's cock dig into her back and Rick humping her leg. She closed her eyes when she felt her legs being parted and a tongue begin exploring her twat.
Rick looked down at Steph sliding a finger into the girl's pussy causing her pelvis to react and grinned, "Hey Jessica, I always believed that any girl who lets a man suck on her cunt knows it's so she gets nice and wet for his cock. Are you getting nice and wet for him?" He crawled up and knelt by the blonde's head and pushed his cock across her lips. He grinned harder when rather than pull away, or slap at it, she opened her mouth taking the head in. He pushed his hips forward and watched his cock slide between her lips. "Oh fuck, you have a great mouth. Suck my cock, oh yesss." He groaned as she began stroking his cock with her fist and massaging the shaft with her tongue.
Steph got up and pushed open the girl's legs and when she kept opening them wider on her own, almost came. He stared at the tight dripping lips and golden tuft of hair with the little knob peaking out. He grabbed his cock and directed it right into the slit and buried it in one thrust. "Ohhhh, God! This feels so fucking good. You came here to get fucked, didn't you? You came down the trail stark naked hoping some men would be here. You're not some nudist, some innocent girl who likes skinny dipping, you're a little slut, aren't you?"
Jessica nodded and moaned in pleasure having a cock in her mouth and another in her pussy and a pair of hands roughly squeezing her tits. Her pelvis had a mind of its own and as she reached down and felt the flexing ass muscles driving the cock into her pussy and reached around to feel the tight ass humping into her mouth, she exploded, gasping and grunting on the boy's hard cock in her mouth.
Feeling the girl begin to writhe, Ron pulled hard on her nipples, tweaking then between thumbs and fingers. When she came down, Ron suggested, "Perhaps I can get in on this?"
Rick pulled his cock out of Jessica's mouth and said, "I'm all for it. I have to try out that cunt of hers. Steph, perhaps she'll let you fuck her ass."
Jessica softly whined, "What? You can't do that, it's wrong." She sat up after Steph pulled out and looked at the three raging erections, "I mean, isn't there any other way? I've never let a boy do that to me. I could give one of you a hand job."
Steph laughed. "I'm not giving up this nice sweet cunt of yours for a hand job. Trust me honey, all girls eventually let a man fuck their ass, and it might as well be me." He pulled the blonde to her feet and directed her over Rick who was lying on his back waiting, "Ok, you'll love it. Now just sit on Rick's cock and I'll be really slow, really gentle."
Jessica looked back at the confident blond and swung her leg over the dark haired boy. She reached down and grabbed the cock and lowered her pussy onto it. Closing her eyes, she moaned feeling the meat slide into her. She felt Rick's hands on her ass raising and lowering her and when she felt him spread her ass cheeks as wide as they would go, she felt the pressure against her anus. As the head finally broke through, Ron shoved his cock into her mouth, stifling her moans. She couldn't believe how full and stretched out she felt. It was like nothing she ever imagined. Three men all using her for their pleasure. They all were grabbing her, pawing her and making her feel like a sex doll with no feelings and she loved it.
"Sweetie, where are you? You know I can't really see across there. Are you alright? I haven't heard you splashing around with your friends." Gene yelled across the lake. "You know we have to get to the evening service for communion in a few hours."
Jessica pushed Ron out of her mouth, "I'm fine daddy. We're just lying here soaking up the sun, you get some sleep and I'll be over to wake you up." She looked around at the three boys and mumbled, "Father O'Malley is going to love confessional this week." She then roughly grabbed Ron's cock and pulled it into her mouth.
Steph was thrilled to be taking a beautiful girl's anal virginity, and soon was beyond caring whether he made noise or not and thrust as deeply into the girl as he could and grunted loudly as he spewed his sperm into her rectum. After pumping shot after shot, he finally pulled out and walked over and dove into the water.
Ron jumped up and got behind the beautiful young girl and shoved his cock into the slick hole. As he pounded hard against that glorious ass, he reached around to grab those melons, flopping around under the assault on her holes.
Jessica felt herself reaching climax again and leaned down and pressed her mouth on Rick's to muffle the screams as she humped back hard against the cocks spearing her.
As Jessica collapsed, making her ass stick farther up in the air, Ron felt his balls begin to boil, and moaning, shot spurt after spurt in the girl's ass feeling his and Steph's leak out around his hard shaft. When he was done, he too got up and staggered into the water.
Ron felt like he could move now, really felt like he could feel his cock slide in and out, whereas before, he had limited ability to drive into her. He pushed Jessica up and off of him.
"I guess you want to fuck my ass now," Jessica said, "I suppose you're just going to take any hole you want." She said meekly.
Rick smiled, "Yes, but I want to be on top. I want to see those tits bounce around as I pound that sweet pussy of yours." As Jessica lay on her back and spread her legs expectantly, he said, "Go ahead, put my cock in that cunt of yours, tell father O'Malley how you wanted it, how you had to pull me into you. Tell him you fucked all three of us with your daddy 50 feet away."
Jessica groaned, "Fuck me, put your cock in me. I want you to cum inside me, push your sperm deep into my womb, onto my fertile eggs. Just shut up and fuck me."
Rick drove his cock into her and watching her breasts flop around; hearing her say her fertile eggs, he thrust forward, driving his cock as deeply as he could, and jetted as much sperm as he ever remembered. Finally, he collapsed onto the girl, gripping her breast. He leaned over and kissed her. "I guess you'd better get cleaned up...out, you don't want Father O'Malley to smell what you've been doing." He said as he stood and helped her up before diving into the water.
Hiking back to the Range Rover, Jessica smacked Gene on the arm. "You knew that was going to happen didn't you?"
"I had no idea that was going to happen. You told me no one ever goes there. However, I was hoping we come across hikers or something like that." Gene said smiling.
"Why? I mean, what was with the daddy stuff? Did you get off on that or something?" Jessica asked.
Gene laughed, "No, not really. I would have loved to be over there on those rocks with you instead of those guys. I'm not into being a voyeur, you were so beautiful with those three boys all over you. I did it for you. You wanted experiences, remember? I hope you're ready for more when we get back to the hotel."
"I do remember. I hadn't expected that, though. It was amazing feeling three cocks in me at the same time. I really liked it. Though I have no idea what Father O'Malley is going to give me as penance." Jessica laughed.
********************************************************************
Linda held Stuart. "I'm sorry, I'm so sorry. I thought getting out into nature would make you forget all about your troubles. I cannot believe she was there, I mean, perhaps with Carmichael, but he just sat there while they...I mean those boys..." She held Stuart tighter as she stroked his back. She pulled away feeling his rod in his pants, "You can't make up your mind, can you?"
Stuart sadly shook his head. "I get harder the more it hurts. You don't have to do that." He said as she dropped to her knees and pulled out his raging erection. She bathed it with her tongue before pushing her mouth over it and bobbing her head while stroking his balls. Hearing him groan she knew she was in for another long night. She pulled the cock out of her mouth and looked up at him. "I want you to pound my pussy, like you did this morning. I love the passion behind every thrust into me." She yanked off her shorts and turned and grabbed the tree in front of her.
Stuart wanted desperately to stick his cock into that beautiful red-furr framed pussy, but said, "Shouldn't we get off the trail a little?"
"Fuck 'em, just put that thing in me and use my pussy to vent your anger...God, yes!" She cried when the angry man slammed into her cunt and furiously bean pounding it.
Stuart grabbed the creamy ass cheeks and pulled them hard towards him as he pushed hard into her. He then reached around and squeezed her tits through her tee shirt, but wanting flesh, ripped her tee open and yanked her bra off her and then grabbed those fleshy orbs.
Linda almost passed out cumming for the third time when he ripped her tee, and pushed back with her ass, meeting his every stroke. She heard herself cry "Yes!" as he pulled out and pushed his cock into her ass. "God, yes, fuck my ass like those guys fucked your wife's ass." She started frigging her pussy as Stuart pistoned his cock in and out of her anus before they both cried out and ground against each other as they gasped and grunted.
Finally, Stuart pulled out and as he walked over to get his shorts was greeted with clapping. Two couples were standing there and must have been for a while. He quickly grabbed Linda's shorts and tossed them to her while trying to hop into his.
"God, that was hot. I'm sorry, but we saw you and I've," Looking at the other three who were nodding, "we've never seen anything like it. You guys are incredible, what amazing passion. I don't know if you're into it, but we'd love another couple in our group." One of the women said.
After they left, Stuart handed Linda his flannel shirt, "God, I'm sorry about that. I mean, what was I thinking, tearing off your shirt like that?"
"Stu, I loved it. I agree with that woman. I've never been fucked like that, ever. So much passion. Screw trying to distract you, I'm going to be bringing up your wife being fucked by other men a lot in the future." She said grinning, "I'm sorry, still a raw subject, but Christ! It sure gets you turbo charged. By the way, we should have gotten their numbers, they were pretty hot looking."
Stuart smiled painfully and pulled Linda close. "Thanks. I guess it does excite me and I really don't want to hurt you, but what an unbelievable release." He said stroking her silky straight red hair.
"Ever had sex as hot as that before?" Linda asked softly?
"No, Actually, the last 24 hours have been the hottest sex I've ever had. Maybe I should set you up with other men." He laughed as she punched him.
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Jessica woke, momentarily disoriented in the empty bed. 'I wish Gene would sleep with his whores. I guess he never has, but it would have been nice. It's so much nicer to sleep next to someone, preferably a man...though it was nice sleeping with Marilyn. But, a man is so much nicer, Stuart has the best morning wood. How many times did he have to take care of it inside me?' She thought bitterly, 'Fuck! I'll bet he's getting that redhead to take care of it right now.'
She rolled out of bed tasting the latex in her mouth, feeling proud of what she mastered. Quietly creeping into the small kitchen, she made coffee and as it gurgled, she thought back to last night. Gene wanted a blow job so she pulled off her dress and dropped to her knees and began licking the shaft and bathing the head. She leaned over and sucked on the shaft deeper into her mouth, and enjoyed the taste of the cum oozing out. She was able to take half his cock into her mouth but then stopped and looked up at the older man. "Can I interrupt this program for a question about the girls you hire?" She asked continuing to stroke the slick shaft.
"Ok, what do you want to know? Do they use condoms? Do they deep throat? You already know they won't let me cum in their mouths." Gene asked.
"Yes. The first two? Do they really use condoms? Also, I've heard that some girls can put one on a dick with their mouths. I'd like to learn that. Also, how many girls have you found that can deep throat?" Jessica asked.
Gene groaned, "I told you I prefer the escort experience because right now I want to cum in your mouth after watching you get taken by those three boys. Sadly, there's no way to help you learn either of these things after I cum, so..."
"I'm sorry," Jessica said, "I forgot you watched all that and wouldn't let me blow you in the car." She dove down on the man's cock again tasting the dripping cum leaking out.
Gene pushed her head off. "Ok, stop. I think I owe you this and rather than head out for dinner, we'll order up. I'll help you with both these, but you have to do one thing for me."
"Anything, you know I'll do whatever you ask." Jessica said.
"I want you to answer the door dressed as you are and sign for the meal. Let him watch you as you search for a tip." Gene said, "I guess I do get off on showing you off to men. You really have no idea, but there are girls like you in magazines and in movies, but in real life, very few with all the features you have. Those boys today will never be able to forget the day they spent with you. I find that incredibly hot."
Jessica looked down at her naked body and at her feet, covered with hiking socks and hiking shoes. "Even the shoes?" She asked.
"Yes, for some reason it's even hotter." Gene smiled, "Ok, what do you want to start with first?"
"I guess, the condom. I have some in my purse, and actually when the partners take it back, I guess some should be gone."
Gene felt his cock throb watching her breasts bounce as she got up and went into the bedroom. He couldn't take his eyes off the bubble butt, flexing as she strode and regretted agreeing to help her. "God, I need to fuck that again," he thought, "To have her ass in the air..." He smiled at her as she came back holding a string of condoms out proudly.
"Strawberry flavored! My favorite, how did they know?" She said grinning, "I had no idea they made flavored rubbers." She said handing the packages to Gene when he held his hand out.
"I never checked, but the women I've been with haven't always used a condom, but most do. I'm sure they spit out any pre-cum, but generally they have me wear a condom. They all put it on me themselves and most with their mouths. Once you've had a woman's mouth roll on a condom, you are not going to complain about having to wear one." Gene said smiling. "However, I've never done this, obviously, so I'll see if I can remember. Wait, I just thought of something," Gene said as Jessica spit on his cock and stroked the lubricant in. "My dick is usually dry. I don't think we want lubricant under it."
Jessica grabbed her dress and wiped Gene's cock off and looked at him expectantly as she stroked the smooth cock.
"Ok, open the package and put the reservoir in your mouth and I think the rolled edge gently in front of your teeth. That's it, now push your mouth onto my dick and let your teeth unroll...Yes! Wow, perfect first time." Gene said. "I was nervous telling you to use your teeth, but that was done as well as I've felt before." He said stroking her hair. "Leave it on and let's see how much you can take. Again, no expert. But I assume this is something you just need to practice."
Jessica tasted the strawberry flavor and thought how much better this tastes than a cock, but it was a different texture. She again bathed the shaft and head and when she drove the cock into her mouth, again gagged feeling it hit the back of her throat. She pulled back and pressed down and again felt the gagging. She held the cock there and willed the gagging to go away. She repeated that, again and again and proudly realized she had to let go of the base with her fisted hand. Sliding up and driving back down, the reflex was far less, though she was drooling copious amounts of saliva and Gene's balls were soaked. She looked up at the man and saw his eyes closed enjoying the practice, and as she dove down again she excitedly felt the tickle of his nicely trimmed pubes. She reached up and pinched his nipples as she pulled up and drove farther onto the shaft and choked when Gene grunted and thrust his hips driving his cock all the way into her throat and came in pulses into the rubber.
Pulling off and gasping for breath, Jessica grinned at her work. She slid the slick rubber off, using her thumb to milk the remained sperm into the latex sock. She got up and trotted into the bathroom and dumped it. When she got back, she licked the remaining drops off the head and cleaned the rest with her dress. "Wow! I cannot believe I could do that. It wasn't comfortable at all, but it was amazing. I could feel the shots of cum hit way down my throat as you came." Smacking her lips, "I like the strawberry taste, but it wore off so it makes you want to suck on the cock deeper to get the remaining flavor. Frankly though, now all I taste is latex."
Gene pulled up his pants and smiled. "That was worth it. You should have seen the look on your face. So focused, so determined. You weren't going to take it step by step, were you? I sort of thought you'd get to a point today and next time a bit farther...but I'm not going to complain." Gene said as he stood up and held out his hand for Jessica, "Ok, let's order dinner and when he comes, I think you need to reinforce what you learned."
"What, you want me to suck off the guy bringing the food?" She said looking at the intense man, "Yes, I guess you do. And I suppose if it's a girl, you want me to take care of her also?" Seeing him grin and nod, she groaned and went to put on a robe. As she walked back to her room, she said, "I'll be naked when they get here, but I'm a bit chilly right now, if that's alright."
When the knock came, Gene went over and sat in the corner where he could not be seen from the entryway. He watched Jessica toss the robe onto the couch and head for the door. He heard Jessica slide off the chain and ask who it was. He heard the man's voice announce room service as the door opened, and start to say something but end up stammering something meaningless.
Jessica opened the door and saw a tall, maybe 6'3" black man in his mid-twenties, Thomas printed on his name tag, and she waved him in as she turned to look for her purse.
Thomas had heard the experienced room attendants talk about women answering the doors naked and seducing them, he thought the stories were bullshit, until now. Shaking his head, he rolled the cart into the room and stopped seeing the perfect blonde bending over, looking under the couch. She turned and put her hands on her hips.
"Christ, where's my purse. I cannot let you leave without a tip. Fuck!" She said turning 360 degrees scanning the room. "I'm sorry, can I do something else?" She said reaching for the string of condoms. "I mean, it's not going to help you pay the rent and all that, but I thought it was...Oh Christ, It's over there by dad on the couch. We have to be quiet, he's sleeping. Fuck, he's beat from the day. We went hiking and it was a lot farther than he's used to." She looked at the good looking guy, "Sorry, I'm babbling." She dropped to her knees and ran her hands up the pant legs and onto the pronounced bulge. "Wow! So it is true." She said as she ran her hand up and down the shaft noticing how far she had to move her arm.
Thomas looked down in utter disbelief as the busty naked white girl pulled his pants down and got smacked in the face with his long snake. He smiled hearing her giggle and stare at his huge member.
She studied the circumcised head, tracing her fingers around it and gripped the pulsing shaft with both hands, stroking the length as if measuring it. Soon, defying gravity it was fully hard and pointing at the ceiling, pulsing in anticipation. Jessica felt a knot of fear wondering if this would fit in her mouth and regretting her instructions did not include getting impaled by this in her pussy. She reached over and grabbed a condom, but felt a hand grab her wrist.
"Sorry, those won't work. Too small." he said handing her one from his pocket. "Here, try this one."
Jessica took it and saw it was twice the circumference as the others and tore the wrapper off and slid the rubber into her mouth. Realizing it wasn't flavored, she felt like spitting it out, but positioning it like she remembered, she stood up and bent over to get her mouth positioned over the huge head. She was pleased when she was able to slide the rubber on the first half with her mouth and fisted the rest down to the base. She got the fat hunk of meat nice and slick and began feeling how much she could get into her throat.
Thomas was loving the feeling of the white girl's mouth on his thick black cock, but when he sensed her gagging he pulled her up, feeling her tits as they rose within reach. "Before you suck my dick, I need you to lick my balls." He sighed as the naked white girl worshiped his black balls. When he wanted to feel his cock in her mouth again, he pulled her up and watched as her pink lips tried to engulf his fat meat. "I'm too big for most women, perhaps it would be easier if I fucked you." He said.
Jessica looked over at Gene feigning sleep and nodded, "I think you're right." Grinning, she reached down and stroked the long shaft, "Do you ever get this all the way into a girl?"
Gently leading the white girl to a chair he pushed her forward and down until her ass was sticking up in the air. He wanted her back in this same position when seeing her looking for her purse. He leaned forward and licked the entire length from her clit to her asshole eliciting a groan. He pulled back and answered, "Sometimes. Girls like you who've never had a black cock often tell me to stop when I'm halfway in, but that's alright. I find white girl's cunts to be tighter and react more. You just relax and let your body tell you how much it wants." He returned to probing her pussy, tasting the flowing juices and when he felt she was ready, licked up to her ass, wiggling the tip of his tongue against her pink anus.
"What are you doing, I thought you wanted to put that in my pussy." Jessica moaned.
"You never know, I've had girls beg me to fuck their asses. It's good to be prepared." Thomas replied. He stood up and pressed the head against her wet lips and as he slid the head up and down her opening slit, he moaned softly feeling the tight cunt resisting his girth. He heard the young girl panting and jerk her hips as he pulled out and pushed in more.
"Oh God! Oh, fuck me! What did I agree to? You're fucking huge." Gasping, she turned to look at the focused black boy and said, "I don't suppose you want a tip instead now?" Feeling him force his way in more, "No, I guess not, fuck rent money." She groaned as the pain subsided.
Thomas plowed into the pink cunt deeper and deeper and felt a surge of power as he saw the girl's creamy flesh begin to glow red with excitement. As he felt his dark, curly pubes get mashed against the perfect ass, he pulled all the way out and slammed into her. He continued the pound this young girl, ignoring her constant grunts, thinking only how he'd love to fuck that ass. So perfect. The puckered pink bud, begging to be ruined by his fat snake. He pressed his fat thumb into her asshole, grinning when he saw his digit was the size of most white boys' little dicks.
Jessica cried out and came a second time when she felt herself getting anal fucked by that fat thumb. She looked back between her legs and was stunned by the swinging balls hanging down at least six inches. She reached back and cupped them, letting them bounce across her palm, impressed with their weight.
"Yes baby, they are filled with cum for you, too bad it will be wasted. Are you sure I can't get rid of this rubber and fuck your ass? Say 'yes' bitch and I know you'll like it." He grunted as he buried his cock into her cunt with every thrust.
"No, nice offer though, but I think you'd do permanent damage with that thing. No, I like feeling your meat in my poor pussy. Don't stop...Oh God..." She cried, coming for a third time.
Thomas couldn't take any more and rather than waste his come in the rubber, he pulled out and turned the girl around so she was kneeling in front of him. He tore off the condom and began furiously jerking off until rope after rope of sperm splattered all over the girl's tits and ran down in rivulets onto her stomach and between her legs. Leaning down, he slapped his still impressive shaft onto her creamy breasts as he milked the final bits of cum out. Standing up, he grinned looking at the soaked girl with red marks from his cock on her tits. He reached over and tossed her her robe. "You might want to clean up, or you could stay that way and give dad a good night kiss." He said with a huge grin.
Jessica took the robe and wiped off all the cream running down her chest and stomach and stood up to wipe between her legs. "I think I'd better get another robe, this one is soaked." She said, "And housekeeping is not going to be happy." She continued looking at the cum on the chair, wall and floor. She looked at the cooled dinner, "Good thing we have the microwave." She said as Thomas pulled on his pants.
Thomas looked the beautiful girl over one last time before heading out. "Please, ask for me when you next order. I'll make sure you get the best service."
********************************************************************
"Come on, we'll be late for work." Linda said pulling Stuart off the bed. "I'm as tired as you are. We both suffered because of that cock of yours, all night. God, I'm going to be worthless. On the other hand, I might not actually have a job." Linda said.
Stuart sat up on the floor, "Well that was rude. What time is it?" He looked around and realized they had an hour to get showered and dressed. "Ok, I'm sorry. What did you say about not having a job?"
"My boss, Richardson, retired Friday. I have no idea who I'll be assigned to. I hope it isn't someone like him. I swear he accidentally on purpose touched evert part of my body over the last two years. I'm sure he even knows if I still have my cherry." She said bitterly.
"Why didn't you report him?" Stuart asked, "I'm sure they would have reassigned you."
"I should have, but I kept hoping he'd retire, anyhow, those types of complaints follow you." She said heading to the shower, "You better not join me, my twat is really sore and needs a rest."
Both Stuart and Linda drove separately to avoid gossip and went in different doors to their respective areas.
Stuart sat down, powered up his laptop and began completing the forms that he'd been working on last Friday. He remembered feeling happiness that he'd be back with Carol that night. In her arms, her nice pussy...'Stop!' He thought shaking his head, 'I have to ride out the week, just let it go. Anyhow, she is getting hers, I'm getting mine. Linda isn't just someone to pass the time with, she's hot, sexy, beautiful and loves cock. I've not exactly been pure while Carol is getting fucked.' He thought.
He looked up at a woman holding out an envelope and as he took it, he thought he saw a knowing look. Opening the envelope, he saw it was a payroll check for $3,200. "Wow, that was fast. The partners are apparently men of their word." He thought.
As he saved the document he was working on, there was a soft knock. He looked up and a girl was holding boxes looking like she was going to say something.
"Hi, what are the boxes for?" Stuart asked.
"Hi, I'm Amy. Mr. Stevens needs you in his office and I'm supposed to box everything up." Seeing the look on his face, "No, no, relax. You're not being fired. You just getting a different office. You'd better get going, they are waiting for you." Amy said blushing when she realized she almost gave the good looking man a heart attack. 'Christ, I'd do him. No wedding ring.' She thought.
"They are waiting for you, Mr. Miller, go right in." Mr. Stevens' assistant said opening the large walnut door.
"Stuart, good to see you again. How are you holding up, I'm sure it has been a difficult couple of days." William Stevens said. "Please sit down." He pointed to a comfortable chair facing the three partners.
Stuart looked around waiting for the bad news, but their faces were open and friendly, "So, I'm sorry. Is there a problem? Is Carol alright?" He asked.
"Relax, there's no problem at all. We've not heard from Carmichael so I cannot say how Carol is doing, but that's not why we asked you here. Arnie, can you take over since you reviewed Stuart's resume?" William asked.
"Sure, I remembered your hire and I decided to look at your file since I remembered seeing something. You got your MBA at 21 and your Law degree at 23?" Arnie looked at the young man.
"Yes, last year. Why?" Stuart asked.
"Well, it seems to me that we are mis-using you. We were talking about who in our legal department should head up the merger and no one has your background in business and law. First in your MBA class at your age? Fourth in your Law class? What happened, started partying when you hit drinking age?" Arnie laughed seeing the look on the young man's face, "It was a joke. Look, you have no experience and I know that's why you accepted the job, but we can help you there. We want you to head up the legal team for the potential merger. We will assign experienced people to help you, but we want you to take point. Can you do that?" Arnie asked looking at the man leaning forward eagerly.
"Yes, I know I don't have the experience, but we've gone through many case studies in school and I know the process and would love to have a team to work with." Stuart said confidently.
The three men looked at each other nodding, seeing the confident body language and eagerness. William reached over to his phone and pressed a button. "Kris, we'll need the forms for Stuart Miller and can you call down to Marilyn and have her send up his executive assistant?" Turning to the men in the room, "I for one miss saying send up a girl or secretary over that mouthful. Oh well, we have to adapt with the times."
After signing for his new title with double the salary, Stuart felt a pain in his chest thinking how much he wanted to tell Carol. But, he also couldn't wait to see Linda that evening to tell her the good news.
Kris opened the office door and held it as Linda walked in. "You wanted to see me?" She asked looking over the desk nervously at William Stevens. "I'm Linda Connor."



"Linda, thanks for coming up here. I remember you now, you were Richardson's. Frankly, we should be giving you an award or something. That man's hands appear in more HR files and we have employees. You set a record for longevity by over a year. I'm sorry you had to put up with that, but that's not why you are here. Meet Stuart Miller, he's heading the legal team for the merger."
Linda whipped her head around seeing Stuart standing there. "Um, hi. I mean, hello Mr. Miller, it's good to meet you. I hope I can be of service to you."
"Stuart. I'm not comfortable with the Mr. stuff. I agree, I hope we can help each other out. It's great to meet you and I'll try to keep my hands to myself." He said grinning.
"Kris, will you take Stuart and Miss Connor to their office. I hope they got all their stuff moved up already. We definitely have a tight deadline on this.
Closing the door in his office, Linda threw her arms around Stuart, "What the fuck happened? I mean, you're buried in HR and the next thing...Were you serious about keeping your hands to yourself?"
Stuart kissed her and looked at her. "This is going to be hard focusing on work, but I'll try to resist the urge, seeing how you are Richardson's girl. A man has to respect another man's property." He grinned.
He told her what went on in the meeting and about the team.
Linda jumped up and grabbed the list. "I'll set up an appointment with the team. What do you think, right after lunch? One PM? We have a lot to go through to get you up to speed on all these files." She said pointing to the boxes. "I do have a pre-law degree, so I might be of help."
"I can use all the help I can get. I know I can do this, but you're right. There's a ton to go through. Yes, one o'clock should be fine, then let's see what order we can make of this. Oh, can you call my wife and tell her I'll be working late? Sorry, that was a joke." He said sadly. "Linda, you have no idea how much I appreciate you right now. Thank you. Really, thank you for everything." He said holding her.
Linda smacked him on the arm, "I know. I planned this whole thing so I could ride the coattails of the next CEO of this company...so hard to get the partners to notice your wife on Saturday and getting the other girl appendicitis. I also realized that meant doing things I find abhorrent, but you have to do what you have to do." She said grinning. "Let's get through today and perhaps you can do some more abhorrent things to me tonight."
"I already knew that. But I let you play it out so I could have you under my thumb and at my mercy to fetch me coffee. Black, please." Stuart grinned.
"Ok, now that's degrading. What is this? Fifty Shades of Gray?" Linda muttered as she left his office.
********************************************************************
Sipping her coffee, she still couldn't believe how big that cock was. She hoped Gene would want more room service, but decided it was his call. Thinking of Gene, she turned when he came out of his bedroom.
"Sleep well? You definitely had a busy day yesterday. Thanks." Gene said as Jessica handed him coffee. We don't have much time. We have to get into the office and I have a meeting with the partners. I'd like you to come along."
"Ok, but why? I'm not really business savvy." Jessica said.
"Ah, but you're a distraction. Let's see what Marilyn found for you to wear. My choice would be the dress I met you in, but that might be too distracting." Gene smiled.
"No, don't say that. I think you'd look great in it." Jessica said looking over the rim of the coffee cup. "Oh, you meant me wearing it."
When Gene pulled the Land Rover up to the front of the building and as Jessica and he got out, he handed the keys to the valet. Turning to Jessica, "We have 20 minutes, so if you'd like to use the ladies room, we have time."
Jessica looked at the tall building and looked at the third floor where Stuart worked in HR then up to the top floor and thought sadly that she wouldn't even catch a glimpse of her husband. She let Gene guide her with his hand on the small of her back to the elevators. After the door closed, Gene turned to her. "What department is your husband in? Do you think we'll run into him?" Gene tried to remember his name, but couldn't remember if she even told him. 'Stanley? Sheldon? Sheldon, it must have been that.' He thought. He wanted to ask the partners about him, but shook his head and gave up since he wasn't sure.
"He's in HR, and I'm sure he's never gone up to the executive levels. I'm sure we won't run into him." Jessica said with some sadness. 'I hope he's ok. I've been trying to catch up on sexual experiences at the cost of causing him pain and I doubt he will ever forget.' She thought. She was jolted out of her reverie when Gene spoke to her.
"You look really beautiful. I'm tempted to cancel the meeting and get you back to the hotel so I can have my way with you." He said, looking her up and down. 'This girl can wear no bra with tits that size better than anyone I've ever been with. The way they bounce when she walks, the way her nipples respond...Christ! Her ass.' He thought trying to get back to the upcoming meeting.
"I'd prefer that. I feel like I'm the scantily clad babe the illusionists like to have next to them to distract the audience." Jessica sighed.
"Yes, that is a great analogy. I'm hoping that what Ed presents will be accepted without too much discussion since I'd like to finish this up in the next couple of weeks." He looked at Jessica, "You just need to relax, perhaps read a magazine. This shouldn't take too long, then we can go to lunch."
Getting off on the top floor, Kris greeted them, glancing at Jessica but focusing her attention on Mr. Carmichael. "I'm sorry. They are in the office but on a call, if you could wait."
Gene grinned at Kris, "I knew they would be. In fact," he said looking at his watch, "they'll wrap up the call at 7 after." He turned to Jessica, "Let's go get some coffee down the hall while they wrap up their call. Kris, is it? We'll be back in six minutes."
As they entered the office at six after carrying their cups, Kris looked at her watch and back at Gene and smiled. "45 seconds to go. You might be right, but don't tell them I said that. I'll just deny it." She moved some things around the desk and looked back at her watch. "Ten seconds, we'll see." Just then her intercom buzzed, picking it up she listened then put it back down. She stood up and said smiling, "You were five seconds off." She opened the door and let them in.
"Gene! Good to see you. I see you brought your friend Jessica. Jessica, how have you been doing? I hope you've been a good guide for our guest here." William said to them.
"I've been good. He's and easy man to take care of, but I think I'll just sit over there and read." Jessica said as she picked up a trade journal and sat on the couch.
"Where's my man Ed?" Gene asked.
"Ah, sorry. He's here, but he went with our new project head to get copies made. Ah, there they are." Arnie said
Jessica looked up and saw Stuart walk in with a tall, young man in his 30s carrying documents. She saw him glance at her and after a brief look of shock, looked back away, so she looked down at the terribly dry reading.
Stuart glanced over and saw his wife looking sluttier and sexier than ever, before addressing the partners and Mr. Carmichael. "Sorry, Ed wanted some copies," he said as he handed out the folders to each of the partners and Mr. Carmichael, "and my executive assistant is finishing up the other folders and will be bringing them up."
"I'm sorry, Gene. This is Stuart Miller who is leading the project team for this potential merger. I think you know everyone else." William said, "So, let's see what you have here.
Ed took over after they all sat down and led them through the paragraphs in the folders. It was all Jessica could do not to fall asleep listening to the legal jargon and try to focus on strength to weight ratios and tensile strengths, but finally gave in.
Jessica woke up seeing the redhead Stuart left with walk into the office pushing a cart with more documents. She saw the girl glance over and detected a quick hostile look before turning back to the men sitting around. Wordlessly, she distributed the books to each and turned and pushed the empty cart out, but not before another disapproving glance.
"It's getting late. I hoped we could go through these in a couple of hours, but I'm afraid six hours was too much for my date." Gene said looking at the blonde curled in the fetal position on the couch. He went over to retrieve his suit coat covering her and took her hand, "Jessica, I'm sorry. That had to be the most boring six hours of your life. Actually, it might have been the six most boring hours of mine." He helped Jessica up and turning to the men all standing and watching, "Perhaps it would be best if I had my man Ed here work with your man and perhaps we could meet again, Thursday? Friday?" Gene nodded at the men and left with Jessica.
Ed, oblivious to the men's focus on Jessica leaving, turned to Stuart. "Shall we meet again tomorrow early? We don't have that much to iron out and I think we can make a presentation by Thursday to Mr. Carmichael." Turning to the partners, he shook each of their hands. "Gentlemen, we'll get the kinks ironed out. I'm impressed you were able to slide someone so effortlessly into this position without a blip." He turned and left.
William looked at Stuart who was still staring at the door. "Well that was awkward. How are you Stuart? That has to be hard watching that."
Stuart looked back at the partners. "It sucks, but it's not like I would have had time to spend with her this week anyhow, ironic, isn't it?" He said. "Look, promise me this position, this job you gave me has nothing to do with my wife being, you know. Anyhow, tell me."
Arnie piped up, "Actually, it has a lot to do with that. If William hadn't seen her at his party and she hadn't agreed to take on the task of being Carmichael's companion for the week, I wouldn't have pulled your file and seen that you fit exactly what we were looking for. Ironic, isn't it?" He said with a grin. "Look, you're young. You both will get past this and in time it will draw you closer. I know it must hurt, but look what one week will do for your future security."
William put his hand on the boy's shoulder, "I agree. How many years would you have languished in HR before we tapped into your real talents. By the way, when I told you you're single for the week, I hope you are taking advantage of that. If it were me, I'd be plowing some new fields." He said with a smile.
"I did find a friend and I know. I know Carol loves me and we'll get past this. I mean, it could be worse. She could be screwing someone behind my back. I can't believe I just said, it's better she's screwing someone with my blessing. Look, I'm fine, I have to get with Linda and find the data Ed needs." Stuart said leaving.
"Are we going back to the room? After that long meeting you must need a massage. I'm really good with my hands." Jessica said taking the man's arm.
"Maybe later, but for now, let's get some food. Are you up for people watching?" Gene asked.
********************************************************************
"Holy crap, can you believe he brought her to the meeting?" Linda spat, "I mean, what was he thinking? You don't bring your whores to business meetings..." She stopped seeing the look on Stuart's face. "I'm sorry, I'm really sorry. I meant..."
"I know what you meant and I thought the same thing. What the fuck was he doing that for? He should have given her the day off and let her shop, walk around. But he dressed her up as if she were a hooker..." Stuart said sadly. "Look, it sucks, there's no sugar coating the whole situation." He stopped and looked at Linda, "I mean, there's one bit of sugar coating." He pulled her close, "Fuck, what would I do without you?" He pulled back and looked into her eyes. "Linda, I'm afraid for you. I haven't felt this close to anyone except for Carol, and I'm really afraid I'm going to go back to her and you and I will just be...just be something that was, once." He saw the sad look on her face. "Should I stop being the needy one that you are there for? Should we try to be professionals and not let things get too deep?"
Linda looked back at Stuart, "I knew what might happen yesterday morning when you told me your story. I am in this, whatever you need. I promise, no Glenn Close in Fatal Attraction. You don't have a pet rabbit, do you?" She said smiling. "Can we just let this week be a Vegas week? Whatever happens...and all that? I like the sex and I like you. I've had one-night stands. I can manage a seven-night stand. I'll take what I can get, but you are right about something. We'd better order out and get to our homework assignments." She said.
"So, I guess no blowjob before we get back to it." He chuckled.
"I didn't say that and I'm sure if we're budgeting time for that, my pussy could use a little attention." Linda giggled.
********************************************************************
"People watching, that is one of my favorite past times. Do you ever do that?" Gene asked.
"Of course, doesn't everyone?" Jessica asked.
"Well, yes and no. I mean really watching, observing. I like to bring my dates to places like this. Places where trysts happen, where initial contacts leading to sweaty encounters are made. Look at the couple in the corner, I've noticed since we got here, she is at least six inches closer than she was before and I'll bet you, they are together on business. Sure, they both have wedding rings, but hers is platinum and his is gold." Gene said.
"I think you're right, notice she's slipped her heels off and has her toes under his pant cuffs." Jessica said smiling, "I like this. What about the man in the grey sport coat and the woman with the nice breasts? I say that because she is so aware of the affect they have, the way she leans forward, the way her arms casually push them up. I think they're married since there's little touching, but they're close. Inside normal personal space close."
"You're good at this, though I don't think they are married. I think they are cheating on their spouses and feeling a bit of guilt." Gene said.
"No, I see he's still in love and she's been straying and he wants her back. He wants to forgive her." Jessica said.
"I'll bet you $1,000 you're wrong. Come on, you're so sure. Put your money where your mouth is." Gene said smiling.
"I don't have $1,000." Jessica said, "But I am sure."
"You have the money, you told me you were being paid, not enough in my opinion. You're a $50,000 per week escort, if you ask me. But, come on, take a chance." Gene urged.
"Ok," Jessica said groaning, "I'll take the bet since you're wrong. I guess we have to wait it out to see."
Gene pointed to the man sipping and amber drink at the bar, "What about him?"
"That's easy, check out how he looks around, how many times he's studied me. Not because I'm showing everything, but I'll bet the drink is coke and water and he's a cop." Jessica said proudly.
"You are good at this. Go over to the guy in the back watching the TV. The one with the beer. Walk over and talk to him and I'll bet our man hear has an urgent need for the phone on the wall over there." Gene instructed.
Gene watched as Jessica went over, drawing all the eyes in the bar, especially the coke-drinker, and leaned over to talk to the man in the corner. He could tell by his body language that he was delighted to be with such a beautiful woman as he sat up and became more animated. Gene watched as the cop went over and picked up the phone and pretended to talk into it, but his attention was on the couple. The cop looked like he was straining to hear when Jessica slid right next to the man and whispered in his ear, her arm around his shoulder and her breast pressing into him. After a few minutes, he heard them both laugh and after Jessica pecked him on the cheek, she wove back to the table with most of the eyes on her.
"You were right, he did come over to the phone. Bob is really nice though and if you weren't here..." Jessica said smiling.
"So, what did you talk about?" Gene asked.
"He was watching SportsCenter and I wanted to know if he heard how Lebron is doing. Big game tonight." She said. "Good thing I'm not a working girl. That cop would sure make it hard to make a living." She said.
"Uh-oh." Gene said, "Our man said something and is not happy with the response."
Jessica looked at the couple. The woman picked up her phone when it dinged and looked at it, studying it before looking up at the man. Gene and Jessica watched as the girl slowly got up and pulled off her ring and placed it in front of the man; dropped the room key onto the table, and turned her back on the devastated looking man without a word. They watched as she crossed the room to the exit where a tall blond man took her hand and led her outside. Looking back that the man in the grey sport coat, they saw he was focused on the door with his drink still in his hand, shaking.
"Ok, I owe you $1,000." Looking pointedly at the cop, Gene said, "I hope you don't mind if I give it to you somewhere else?"
Laughing, Jessica said, "Yeah, though I was looking for new experiences. Getting busted for hooking might improve my street cred."
"So, you want to pick up that guy without getting busted?" Gene asked.
"Sure, I mean, I'm not really going to pick him up for money. Am I?" Jessica asked.
"Come on, no. You're not really a hooker, but the cop thinks you are. I'll bet you the grand I owe you that you cannot get that guy to take you to his room without you getting busted." Gene said.
Jessica looked at Gene, then back at the guy swirling his drink around staring at it sadly. She all of a sudden wanted him to have a turn of good luck so she turned back to Gene. "You're on, but if I get into his room, I'm not going to leave him hanging, I might come across as a hooker, but I'm doing this pro-bono."
Gene smiled, "I expect no less, but he's going to think you really are a pro so tell him you just have an hour and remember you have to put the condom on him."
Smiling, Jessica got up and weaved her way to the ladies' room, aware that the cop's and everyone else's eyes, except the man in the grey sport coat, were following her. As she wound her way back, she stopped and exclaimed, "Bill! Bill, how are you doing? I haven't seen you in ages. Remember those parties you used to throw before you were married?" She leaned down and hugged him whispering, "Play along, my friend over there doesn't think I can pick you up, and the cop thinks I'm a call girl."
Bill stood up and hugged Jessica and whispered back "Sorry, I'm not very sociable feeling tonight, but I'll play along."
She released him and asked if she could sit down. "Let me buy you a drink. What are you drinking? Still Dewars?" She asked loudly. Turning to the bartender, she pointed at his glass and held up two fingers.
"How did you know it was Dewars?" He asked quietly, "Is this a joke? What are you doing here? This is not a good time."
"I can smell it in your glass," Jessica said looking at the tumbler he was still holding. "I saw your wife dump you after being texted by her lover and I didn't like that. I'd like to buy you a drink and perhaps we could make use of this," She said tapping the room key. "if you give me the room number. Sorry to call you Bill, but I had to come up with something." She said smiling.
Bill laughed, "I guess it's better than John. And yes. He works at the garden center and I know all the married women like it when he loads their cars with bags of grass seed and other shit. I've known about it for a while and she promised it was over between them but..." He finished sadly.



After finishing their drinks, Jessica palmed the room key and said loudly enough for the cop to hear, "Hey, don't disappear again like that, you have my number. Let's you and Cathy get together. Ted would love to see both of you again." She noticed the cop still eying her suspiciously as she turned away.
She walked over to Gene and kissed him on the cheek. "Dad, I've got an early morning tomorrow, so I'll call you." She said loud enough for the cop to hear, and left out the door to the street.
As she walked around to the main entrance of the hotel, she could see the cop was back to nursing his coke and so she entered and went up to the fourth floor. She saw the room was one of those basic hotel rooms with a king sized bed and a TV on the dresser opposite the bed. She kicked her shoes off and flopped down. Not long after, she heard the door open and do the loud 'thunk' hotel doors do, and saw Bill standing there looking relieved. "I hoped you weren't here to rob me, and I hoped it wasn't a sick joke and you just ditched me."
Jessica rolled off the bed, "Quit worrying. Just enjoy yourself. Nothing we do is going to change your reality, you'll still have the feeling of loss, anger, but right now...right now I want you relax, enjoy, have fun. I'm here to be a pleasant distraction." Jessica said pulling off the grey sport coat and unbuttoning his shirt.
"My name actually is Bill. Can I ask yours?" Bill said.
"Jessica, pleased to meet you, Bill." As she did his belt and let his pants puddle to the floor and pressed her body against his. "Don't be shy, you can touch me." She said, feeling his arms straight down at his sides. "That's it." She said as he ran his hands from her ass up her sides to feel her breasts. "You can pull it off if you like."
Bill stepped back and reached down and pulled the dress up and over her head. Seeing her completely naked, he groaned and couldn't take his eyes off her.
Jessica stepped back, "You like? I'm yours, though really we only have about another 55 minutes before I have to get back to dad, but during that time...Tell me, what would you like? I'm yours however you want, wherever you want."
"Um, I guess whatever you want to do, um, I'm kind of at a loss for words. Jesus! You're beautiful. Are you real? Am I dreaming?"
Jessica grinned, "I guess I'll pinch you and see if it wakes you up." She said as she reached up and pinched his nipples. Hearing him groan and seeing his cock pulse under his shorts, she continued pinching his nipples, "So, did that wake you up? Still think this is a dream?"
Bill shook his head, he eyes glued to her creamy mounds and gasped, "I need to make love with you. I still cannot believe I'm not dreaming. These things don't happen to me."
She turned back and pulled his boxers off and stroked his cock, studying it. "If you are, I'll make sure it's a wet dream. Nice, very nice. I'll tell you what, why don't I suck on this to make you nice and slick for my tight cunt, then after you pound my pussy, I'll let you cum in my ass. I hope that works for you." She purred.
"Oh yes, yes that sounds really good. Why are you doing this? You don't know me." Bill asked.
"I watched as that bitch dumped you when you obviously were the one making every effort to make things right. That pissed me off." Jessica said.
She reached into her purse and pulled out a condom and held it up. "The one requirement." She said and she ripped it open. She led Bill to the edge of the bed and as he sat down, she put the condom in her mouth and slid it onto his cock as she took him deep in her mouth. Pulling off, she saw his wide eyes watching her service him. She gently stroked his cock with her hand as she lowered her lips to his balls and began licking each one, teasing them softly by rolling them along her tongue, then she moved up and licked the shaft, tasting the strawberry flavor until she got to the head. Looking right into his eyes, she drove her mouth onto his shaft and pulled off. She didn't break eye contact as she drove his cock deeper and deeper into her throat until she had her lips and nose buried in his dense pubic hair. She thought how much nicer an average sized cock felt in her mouth.
Just as she thought it was time to pull off and climb on his cock, she heard him grunt and felt his hips thrusting with urgency. Soon she felt the reservoir in the rubber pulse in her throat as he jetted his cum. She heard him grunting loudly with each spasm and felt his hips jerk up against her lips. She sucked on his cock while bouncing her head up and down the shaft until he flopped back. She pulled the cock out of her throat and slid the rubber off. She went to throw it away and brought back a warm wash cloth and cleaned him up. She crawled up on the bed beside him and looked at his sad face.
"What's wrong? It sounded like you enjoyed that." Jessica said, idly running her fingers around his nipple.
"I loved it, but I wanted...I wanted to feel your pussy, to feel your ass, I've never done that. Jennifer never let me near her that way. But no, I loved it, I've heard about women that could deep throat, but I never knew anyone that could do that. I'm sorry I couldn't last. I guess you're going to leave now."
Jessica looked at her watch. "No, you have me for a while more. My dad doesn't expect me back for another 45 minutes. You can get off as many times as you want in that time. You can cum in as many holes as you want. This is your dream, remember?" She said as she leaned over and flicked her tongue across the nipple.
"Can I ask you something? Don't take it the wrong way, but I'm curious." Bill asked.
"Sure, ask my anything." Jessica said returning to the nipple as she reached down and played with the flaccid cock.
"Are you a...a call girl, really? I mean, you said the cop thought you were, and you're not wearing the typical 'night out with dad' dress." He asked. "God, that sounds so rude." He blushed deep red.
Jessica looked at him. "Does it matter? I'm here for you. I'm naked, why would it matter?" She asked.
"Um, well, if you are, I just have fifty bucks and...Christ! I'm sorry." Bill stammered.
Jessica laughed, "Ok, say I am. What does it matter? I'm not charging you, it's pro-bono, so to speak." She said gently stroking his semi-soft cock.
"Can I ask how much you...ask...I'm sorry. This really is rude of me. I'll shut up."
"Rude, like how much for a ride at the fair? Like how much to bungee jump? Look, I consider myself a seller of experiences. It's $1,500 to ride for an hour. It's not rude to ask." She said feeling his cock come back to life.
"Do you kiss? Or is that forbidden?" Bill asked softly.
Jessica slid up and kissed Bill and opened her lips feeling his tongue press them apart. After kissing him and feeling it returned with startling passion, she felt his cock return to full tumescence and she broke the kiss, "No, I don't usually kiss, but then you never actually paid, did you?" She said as she put her lips back on his and kissed a minute or two more. She pulled away and went over to her purse and pulled out another condom and rolled back onto the bed with her head by his cock. "Better that you wait for my nice tight cunt before you cum again," she said grinning, "though, I did like the feeling of you cumming down my throat." She pressed her face on his cock rolling the condom on and he after bathing his cock and making it nice and slick, she looked up and asked, "How do you want me? Me on top? Hands and knees? Bent over the bed? You on top? Your call, sweetie." She said smiling.
"I want you on top so I can touch you. I want to touch your ass, your tits... fuck I want to touch you everywhere." Bill panted.
Jessica swung her leg over his waist and grabbed his cock and lowered her wet pussy onto his rigid shaft. "Oh, yessss... Fuck, that feels good. I love your recovery time. I'm really happy you're here for me. I was craving a nice cock." She said as she began bouncing up and down on the rod impaling her.
As Bill watched her breasts flop up and down he reached out and grabbed both, feeling the mass and unbelievable softness, "Oh fuck, this feels good, I really wish I didn't have to use this rubber, but I understand. God, you're beautiful." He panted as the gorgeous blonde tightened her cunt muscles and torqued her pelvis, making his cock feel like it never had before. "Stop, stop, pull off, I don't want to cum yet." He groaned.
Jessica pulled off and lay on top off him kissing him, breaking the kiss she hugged him. "You ready to fuck my ass?" She whispered in his ear. Feeling him nod yes, she got up and went over to her purse and grabbed a tube of lube and squirted some on the fingers and turned around so he could watch and worked them into her ass with one finger, then two. She looked at his focus on her ass and said, "I should have asked you to help me out, but I see you like to watch." She said as she crawled up and grabbed his cock and rubbed the lube onto his hard cock. She turned and straddled him reverse cowgirl and guided his cock into her ass. Feeling her anus relax as the head pushed in, she lowered herself onto him. "Ohhhhh yyeeessssssssss." She moaned feeling his cock stretch open her ass.
Bill watched in awe as his cock disappeared into that pink puckered hole. "Oh God, this is incredible." He panted as her ass pressed against his stomach. He reached out and cupped those cheeks as she raised and lowered herself on his throbbing cock. He began thrusting back as he felt his balls begin that familiar ache.
"Yessssss. Fuck yess. Fuck my ass. Please pound meeeee. Yess." She moaned, as Bill began thrusting hard into her ass.
Knowing it was his first ass, he tried to savor the feeling, but seeing those creamy perfect round cheeks being pounded and feeling the tight ring squeezing his excited penis, he gave one last thrust and groaned as he spewed his cum into her incredible butt.
When he regrettably finished pumping the remaining seed into her ass, he pulled out and flopped on his side, moaning softly.
Jessica jumped up and pulled the rubber off the panting man's softening cock, grabbed the wash cloth and cleaned off his cock. After throwing away the used condom, she came back and curled up next to him. "Was that as good as you thought it would be?" She asked. Seeing him grin and nod, she said, "Be gentle with your next girlfriend. Not every girl likes that."
"Do you have to leave?" Bill asked. "I mean, don't you have to get back to your father?"
"We can lie here a bit. He doesn't expect me back for another 10 minutes." She said looking at her watch.
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Over the next few days Gene was really busy. He thought there was not much to go over, but it turned out there were too many issues to ignore. Often he would get back to the room late and Jessica would be waiting up to greet him wearing a teddy that Marilyn lent her. He was so tired that she would just blow him after he got into bed and she'd go back to hers. She understood, but hated the boredom. She missed Stuart who was the one constant in her life, her entire life. He'd always been there and she had always expected he would be.
Thursday as she was reading a book she'd picked up in the lobby, Gene called her. "Hey Gene, I hope this means you're coming back to the room and we can have dinner and perhaps dessert?"
"Sorry I've been working so much, but yes, I'll be home. After dinner, though, Ed and Miller are bringing the final drafts over. I'm really impressed with the kid, young and misses nothing."
Jessica sadly put down the phone. "Crap. Not only do I not get alone time with Gene, but Stuart is coming over and we have to act like we don't even know each other. Christ I need a cock. Come to think of it, multiple cocks." She mused.
Gene came in a few hours later and hugged the naked Jessica. "I'm sorry to leave you in the room. I should have told you to get out and have fun. I can't believe you weren't bored out of your mind, but God damn, I could come home to this every day and never need anything else." Seeing her smile, he pushed her back onto the chair. Getting between her legs he saw the quizzical look on her face, "It looks like you need this more than I do, and I've been neglecting you." He said as he began licking her nice smooth pussy. "I love how you keep yourself so smooth." He said as he returned to the sweet juices flowing from her pussy. He felt her lips open up and her pelvis respond eagerly as tongue and fingers invaded her vagina.
After Jessica came, she started to get up. "Stay." He ordered as he went and got a warm wash cloth and cleaned her pussy. "Sometimes I feel the urge to take care of you. I sure hope this aberration in my personality goes away. I prefer being the user of people." He smiled. "Ok, you better get dressed, we have to eat and I have people coming over."
Hearing the knocking, Gene told Jessica, "Perhaps when we get down to business, you should go read in your room. This will put you to sleep again. However, it would be really helpful if you could get drinks, snacks, whatever they want before you do."
"Sure, whatever you want," Jessica said, "If you need me...just let me know." She said sincerely, kissing him.
Gene ushered in Ed and Stuart with the redhead. Jessica didn't know her name, but was impressed with how beautiful she looked. She felt saddened when the girl dismissed her with an angry glance and focused on Stuart. After getting them drinks, Gene looked at her and nodded towards her bedroom. Saying goodnight to everyone, she turned and left.
It was easy to focus on the book since the discussion in the other room seemed really amicable and after a couple of hours she looked up and saw the redhead standing there.
"Mr. Carmichael suggested you could help me carry some binders to my car." She said softly, "I'm sorry to bother you, and if you don't want to..." She tailed off seeing the blonde jump up.
"I'd love to. I don't think I could be any more bored." Jessica said. "Let's go, I'm all yours. By the way, my name is Jessica."
"Linda." The redhead said curtly.
In the elevator, Linda said, "You say that pretty easily, Jessica, 'I'm all yours.' Doesn't it bother you at all what Stuart has been going through?"
Jessica whipped her head around. "What? How do you know how easy it has been for me? You don't know me."
"I think I do know you. You whored yourself out knowing Stuart agreed only because you wanted him to. We saw you at the lake. We saw you fuck three strange guys at once. That is what I know about you. You took this as an opportunity to spread your legs for any man out there." Linda said bitterly. "He's your husband and you dump him for a sexual vacation and you knew it would tear him apart."
Jessica stood there holding the heavy box, tears swelling in her eyes. "You're right, you are 100% right. I knew it would hurt him, knew that he'd think about me fucking other men. I did it anyhow. I can't even look at him when I see him since I know you're right." She turned and looked at Linda. "Thank you for being there. I am sure he would not have made it without someone. Have you been with him all week?" She asked, her voice quaking.
"Yes, I've been with him. I've seen the tears and rages. He has said over and over, he should have said no. But he didn't and he cannot forgive himself. It's all he thinks about when he isn't distracted by work." Linda said bitterly.
Jessica put down the box and wiped her eyes before the doors opened, then picked the box back up and followed the redhead out to the parking garage. Putting the box in the back, she turned and started back to the hotel.
"Wait. Please. I'm sorry." Linda said. When she saw the girl stop but not turn, she continued. "Look, I shouldn't have said those things, but I saw you and hated you. I hated you for ripping Stuart apart, but I never stopped to consider there was another side of the story. Can you come back? I promise I'll listen." She stood there waiting. When she saw the tears gleaming on the girl's cheeks she almost went over and hugged her, but this was the girl who has been acting all week, who knows how to put on a good show. She stood and waited.
"You'll still hate me," Jessica said softly, "I have no good excuse. There was no financial need. Our tastes are simple and we had all the money we needed."
"Come sit in the car. I want to hear your story." Linda said.
When Jessica closed the passenger door she looked at Linda. "You are very beautiful. Did you know that? I'm really glad because Stuart is beautiful. He's the most beautiful man I've ever known." She said quietly, almost to herself. "I think he deserves someone like you more than me."
"He loves you, you know that, don't you?" Linda asked. "What made you say yes to those assholes. I heard the story and you could have said no."
Jessica looked at Linda. "Have you ever woken up in a strange place and panicked, wondering how you got there? Perhaps wondered if you really didn't wake up and you were still dreaming?"
"Of course, we all have. I'm sure you felt that way all week having to sleep with Carmichael." Linda responded.
"Yeah, that's true, but I woke up a week or two after Stuart and I got married and woke up in a panic. I couldn't figure out what it was, but I've felt that every day for the last two years. I love Stuart, but there was something wrong. I'm sorry, I'm not making any sense." Jessica looked at Linda. "Look, it's a lot easier for you to hate me since there's nothing I can say that will change it. Can we go back in?"
Linda actually felt sympathy for this girl, this girl who is able to morph into whomever they want her to be, "Jessica, Stuart told me all about how it's only ever been you and him. All through school, schools. Can I ask you something?"
"Sure, what do you want to know? How many men I've been with, or actually, prior to this week? How many men I've even kissed?" Jessica said
"Yes, how many."
"I've kissed one man. Stuart. I've...had sex with two men, I mean before this week. Stuart was on top of me and his roommate walked in. We'd been drinking and Stuart said, 'Tom, just wait your turn, dammit.' I thought he was kidding, but after he was done, he rolled off me and Tom got on and stuck his cock in me. He never looked at my face, he just stared at my tits and at his cock sliding into my pussy until he came. He got up and thanked Stuart. He fucking thanked Stuart for letting him have my pussy! I felt like I'd been raped. I'll never forget the gratitude on Tom's face when he looked at my boyfriend. He never looked at my face, just my tits, my ass any time after that. He constantly asked Stuart when he could do me again. Never addressed me, just Stuart. He would be really graphic and suggest fucking my mouth, my cunt, my ass, even my tits, but always asking Stuart."
"Crap, that must have been degrading. Why did Stuart put up with it?" Linda asked.
"I don't think Stuart ever noticed how weird it was, like I was his property, but I know why he never just told Tom to stop it. He loved it. He loved that he had something another guy wanted. He always said, "Maybe next time." The first few times I interrupted and said, 'Hello, I'm right here.' And they would ignore me like I was a piece of furniture. Every time after Tom asked to fuck me, right after he left, Stuart had my clothes off and was as hard as he could be. He would put his cock in my mouth or pound my pussy until he came. I Guess he got off thinking about me being with Tom, actually needed the reminder. He used to brag out how much he took care of me to his friends." She stopped and looked at Linda, "He's not like that anymore. He hasn't brought up Tom for three years, but when the partners suggested this, he got hard again, as hard as he used to get with Tom trying to convince him to let him fuck me."
Linda reached over and pulled the girl into her arms, "I'm so sorry. I said terrible things and I feel like shit since you'll always hear them in your head, but you're wrong about one thing, he hasn't changed. I know you don't want to hear this, but Stuart did me more in the last week than I've been done over the last year." She said softly into the blonde's hair. "Is that why you said yes? To get him excited again?"
Jessica sighed, "Not at all. How many men have you been with in your life?"
"Um, I guess 20." Linda said, before understanding, "Oh. Yeah."
"Yeah, I married Stuart and discounting the asshole Tom, I've been with one man. I remember my roommate in college. I was sixteen when I was a freshman, yeah, I know. I was brighter back then. Anyhow, she'd come back with her bra gone, wearing a different tee shirt, etc., almost every night. She disgusted me at first. I thought, 'What a slut.' But then I saw how she wasn't being used by men, she was using men. Using their cocks for her pleasure. I asked her about it. Asked her whether it gave her a feeling of power. You know what she told me?"
Linda looked at the girl who all of a sudden looked really young, really innocent. "What? She liked the feeling of power?"
"No, it was the opposite. She told me every girl, every woman has whore in her. It might be 1%, it might be 20%, but we are all, somehow whores. She said all it takes is the right trigger and we're on our knees servicing some man's cock. I couldn't imagine that since I'd never even seen a cock, but she told me she was more like 75% whore and it was a constant need. Like an itch she couldn't scratch. She felt powerless under the urges and would drop everything to search out a cock." Jessica said sadly.
"What happened to her, please don't tell me something sad." Linda said.
"She committed herself later my freshman year, I'm afraid to say I never heard from her again. She was so bright, smarter than I was actually, and perhaps she had some chemical imbalance, but ever since I wondered about what she said. How much whore is in me?" She looked at Linda, "You ever think about that?"
Linda looked thoughtful, "Not in so many words, but I sure have let it all hang out periodically. I think I understand what she said. I need to mull on that a while." Linda looked at Jessica, "But I think I know why you said yes."
"Yeah, when the partners suggested me being an escort, a door opened, I felt the panic suddenly lift. I realized I'd never dated, never had a one-night stand, never had a boy pawing at my breasts, never really even had a first date. I didn't even know the panic was there until it was gone, but I knew with incredible clarity what it was when it suddenly lifed. I was stifling base urges, smothering them. Never knew I even had whore in me. I now know, and I've been expressing it over the last few days." Jessica suddenly looked mortified, "Shit! I cannot believe I was so stupid as to take Gene to Stuart's and my secret place. Of course he would need to go there. It is so peaceful and I'm sure he'll never want to see it again." Jessica said bitterly.
Linda looked at the young girl. "You must have been ready to explode. What are you going to do now? Go tell Gene to fuck himself?"
Jessica laughed, "Actually, I have to fulfill my side of the deal. I think I could walk away, walk back into my old life now, but a deal's a deal." She looked at the redhead, "Ever get off just with the realization that you're simply a cum dump, to be crude. A buffet of holes for their cocks?"
Linda sighed, "More often than you can imagine. I just never thought about it. It is fun, when you realize that. It doesn't take much to make men happy. Think about it, they don't even need a hole. Lap dancers get men to cum in their pants without access to a hole."
Jessica laughed, "Oh crap. I hadn't thought of that. I need to learn how to give a good lap dance." She began laughing so hard, tears were streaming down her face. She buried her face in Linda's chest as the laughter became sobs and she released everything so long bottled up for years.
Linda felt herself crying also as she held the little girl. After seeing how she broke down after being so good at acting; so good at being what every man wanted her to be; so good at being everything other than what she needed to be; she finally understood that 'yes' was the only thing she could have said.
Finally, Jessica pulled away. "I'm sorry. I think you're going to need a clothes drier." She said looking at the soaked blouse. "It's beautiful silk, I hope I didn't ruin it.
"God, what is it about you Millers and my shirts? First Stuart and now you." She laughed, then she told about Stuart ripping off her tee shirt and bra.
"You didn't get their number?" Jessica asked.
"That's what you got out of that? Not that your husband basically raped me right on a public trail?" Linda asked.
"Yeah, I guess that was missing the point. Bad Stuart, bad!" Jessica grinned. "I could have warned you."
Linda laughed, "Yeah, though I loved it. I let my whore out with him. Christ, that man recovers faster than any man I've ever been with." She stroked the blonde's hair. "So, we better go in. Should I call you Jessica or Carol?"
"I'm Jessica this week. Carol is a sweet innocent kindergarten teacher. You'd find her really boring." Jessica said smiling. "Though, she really isn't the dumb blonde Jessica is. I cannot believe those boys think they smooth talked me into that threesome."
Linda opened the door and grabbed her purse. "Come on, we have to get you cleaned up and back upstairs. If I know men, they all assume you and I were off somewhere getting sweaty." She laughed.
"I'm sure they'll be pissed since they didn't get to watch." Jessica replied.
"Hang on." Linda pulled out her phone, "Hey Stuart. Yes. Do you need me? Jessica and I want to hop into the bar and get a drink. Ok? Great, thanks." Slipping the phone back in her purse, she said, "Come on, I'm buying you a drink."
After politely declining the fourth pair of men hitting on them, Linda grinned. "You know, perhaps we should let our whores out and make some money. Did you see the expensive shoes on that guy?" She said glancing back over to the guys walking away. "Christ, and their asses..."
Jessica smiled, "I'd do it, if I didn't already have a client," Jessica said, "perhaps we should get back up there."
"Yeah, I agree. I am so happy we talked. I cannot believe how much you learned. You really can deep throat?" Linda asked, "I'm not sure how, but I'd love it if you could teach me. Also, putting on the condom with your mouth?"
The two girls entered the suite and saw the three men sitting back. "Sorry, we basically found you guys pretty boring and needed some girl time. "Linda said. Looking at Stuart, "I hope you didn't need me for anything."
"No, we're good." Stuart looked at Gene, "Shall I present this to the partners tomorrow?"
Gene nodded, "It looks good, thanks. Both of you. I thought we'd be going over clauses and stipulations for the next two weeks, but I am happy with it. We need to celebrate." He looked over to the wet bar and Jessica immediately went over and asked, "What can I get you guys?"
Stuart felt a sharp pain seeing how she instantly reacted to Gene's tacit instruction. 'Christ, he has her so trained, I wonder what else he's trained her to do?' He thought bitterly. His thoughts were interrupted when Linda spoke to him.
"I'm heading home. I'm really tired, so I'll see you tomorrow." Linda said before turning to the others, "Jessica, it was nice talking to you, Mr. Carmichael, Ed, Mr. Miller." She nodded as she turned and left.
Gene held up his glass looking at both Ed and Stuart. "Gentlemen, good job. Ed, I think you earned my gratitude, so have fun." He said nodding at Jessica.
Stuart looked surprised seeing Ed stand up and take Carol's hand and lead her back into her room. He looked at Gene with raised eyebrows. "What are they doing? You reward your employees with...I mean, you let them...?"
"Relax, we're all adults here," Gene chuckled, "It's only a blowjob." He studied the young man, "Stuart, you've done a great job also, when Ed's done you can try her out. She's really quite good. As a matter of fact, I'm going to head to bed. You and Ed can let yourselves out." Gene put down his glass and stood up. Seeing Stuart get up and grab Gene's glass to take into the kitchen, he stopped him. "Leave it, Jessica cleans things up before she comes to bed."
Stuart was stunned. He watched Carmichael walk down the hall before turning towards the other bedroom. Hearing Ed's soft grunts, he looked and saw him lying naked on his back with his legs hanging off the bed. Stuart saw his wife's ass and pussy exposed as she bent over, sucking on the man's cock. As he crept around, he saw Ed was wearing a condom, but was amazed to see how effortlessly his wife was deep throating the man. He saw Ed open his eyes and grin, giving him the thumbs up.
"You might as well get undressed, no way I'm going to last with this fucking beautiful mouth on my dick." He closed his eyes and reached down and grabbed one of the dangling breasts and put the other hand on the back of the blonde's head. He looked down at the flopping creamy tits with the puffy pink nipples and wondered what it would be like to fuck those. As he groped the mass of flesh wishing Mr. Carmichael would let him plow that tight ass, he felt himself losing control. Letting out a guttural gasp, he thrust his hips up and pushed the blonde's face hard down on his cock, and pumped his cum into the girl's throat. "Ah fuck!" He said, "Mr. Carmichael always finds the best girls. Thanks, that was fucking great." He moaned as Jessica pulled the cock out of her throat and slipped off the rubber. Returning from the bathroom, she gently cleaned the man's cock and balls before turning to Stuart.
"I guess it's your turn, Mr. Miller." Looking at the cock pulsing as it pointed at the ceiling. "How would you like it, me kneeling, on the bed?"
Stuart was stunned at her acting, "Um, I'd love to fuck that pussy of yours."
Ed interrupted, "Mr. Carmichael never lets his associates fuck his girls. We're just allowed a blowjob, but believe me, it's the best you'll ever have. And you have to feel those tits. Holy fuck!" Ed said pulling on his pants.
Jessica dropped to her knees and stroked her husband's cock as she licked his balls. She reached over and grabbed a condom and after tearing it open, put it in her mouth and expertly slid it onto the all-too familiar cock wishing Ed weren't intensely watching so she could taste her husband. She slid her mouth over the pulsing head and soon had her nose buried in the dark pubes.



Stuart insides were doing flips seeing his wife as a professional, giving him the most incredible blow job ever. He started to forget who she really was and watched a beautiful whore expertly servicing his cock. Soon he was thrusting hard into her mouth, holding her head in his hands.
Ed sat and watched, wanting to memorize that incredible body, those flopping tits. "Man, you really have to feel those things." He watched as Stuart reached down and mauled Jessica's breasts and pulled on the nipples. He looked over to the doorway as Mr. Carmichael leaned in.
"Jessica, when you're done with those two, come to my bedroom. I decided I need to celebrate myself, and bring the KY." Gene said, nodding at his associate before turning and disappearing.
Hearing Carmichael say he wanted to use Carol, fuck her ass, he pushed her head away, jerked his hips back, ripped the rubber off his dick and aimed the sudden blasts of hot cum all over his wife's face. When the last spasms trickled out, he slapped his cock against her face before stepping back, "Jessica, you are a great cocksucker. Be sure and thank Mr. Carmichael for me, would you?" He said as he stepped back.
Without a word, Jessica jumped up and grabbed a fresh hot washcloth and cleaned Stuart's cock and balls before using the cloth to wipe his dripping cum off her face and chest. She stood back up and said, "I will. I'm sure you both earned this. Is there anything I can get either of you before you go?"
Ed and Stuart both said no and got dressed. On the elevator, Ed turned to Stuart. "If this deal goes through, in the position you are in, you can expect a lot of good head from the incredible whores he finds, though I can't remember one as good as Jessica. God, right now I'll bet Mr. Carmichael is plowing that ass of hers, I know I would be."
As Ed headed towards the parking garage, Stuart excused himself and headed for the bar trying to keep his cock from awakening as he thought back on Carol. First time in his life he ever remembered actually needing a drink.
"You asshole! You fucking bastard. You knew all along Stuart is my husband and you make me play the obedient whore." Jessica stormed in naked and fuming seeing that smug man lying on his bed. "Why the fuck would you humiliate me like that. Why would you do that to him?"
Gene calmly patted the bed. As Jessica plopped down, he pulled her chin toward him. "Look, any man who allows his wife to whore herself out needs to see first-hand what he signed up for. You think I would let anyone near you if you were my wife? For what? A nice raise and a few bucks that in a month will be gone? Look, he is an exceptional employee. Taking this over like he did and getting it done in a few days? That's impressive stuff. But letting you fuck other men, that's total crap."
Jessica looked at Gene, "What if it really wasn't what he wanted? What if I pretty much forced him to say yes? I told you before, I wanted to do this, and I guarantee you, he's in a lot of pain and what you did tonight was heartless." She looked at him, "And you don't care, do you?"
"I do care, actually. Not about his feelings, but yours. For that, I'm sorry. You are right, I shouldn't have done that to you, but for him to see that, you had to be a part of it. But hey, you wanted me to show you experiences. Let you catch up, as it were. This is another aspect, another memory. Admit it, he'll be hard as a rock thinking about you and Ed. About you acting the escort. I've seen him adjust his pants. He actually gets off on you servicing men. I came into the room to tell you to join me not only because I'd like to fuck you, but because I wanted him to hear it." Gene stroked her cheek. "I see in your eyes that I nailed it. I do get some things right. Tell me he isn't rock hard right now." He reached to the bedside table and picked up and envelope. "Here, I didn't forget."
Jessica opened the envelope and took out a check. "$32,000? What is this for?"
"I lost two bets and the 30 grand is what those cheap bastards should have paid you, that plus the 20." Gene said smiling. "You want my opinion? This is your money, not yours and Stuart's. I'd stash it for a rainy day. You never know."
Jessica leaned over and kissed Gene and sat back up. "Thanks, but you're still a fucking bastard." She said softly. "I'm going to shower and clean up and I'll be back." She said as she got up and headed back to her room. Coming back in, she climbed naked into bed with the eager looking man.
Gene rolled off Jessica and groaned. "Christ, you really are one hot woman. I'll always compare other women to you, and I'm not sure any'll come out ahead." He said looking at the sweating blonde. "No, just lie here," He said, "I want you to stay the night."
"Let me clean you up, I'll be right back." Jessica said as she trotted to the bathroom.
After Jessica crawled back into bed, Gene put his arm around the young girl and said, "Tomorrow night, we'll be signing the papers and I'd like to seal the deal with the partners like you and I sealed our deal last Saturday."
Jessica turned and looked at him, "You want them to fuck me? To cum inside me? They'll always look at Stuart knowing they fucked his wife. Are you sure?"
"I'm sure, they'll always look at Stuart as the guy who whored out his wife as it is. I thought your way sounded a lot more fun than shaking hands." Gene said smiling.
Jessica rolled over thinking about being gang-banged by four older men and sighed.
********
"Gentlemen and ladies. Come on in. I've reserved the spa tonight and we'll have food and drinks brought in. I've got robes and bathing suits for all." Gene said, indicating the folded piles. "Jessica was very helpful in selecting the women's suits, so blame her if they don't fit. We'll grab our stuff and go down to the changing room." Gene said as William, Arnie, Joseph, Ed and Stuart grabbed the clothes Gene indicated.
Marilyn hugged Jessica, "I'm sure she knows my size, Linda, I think the green one is for you." She turned to the men, "We'll meet you downstairs." She followed Linda and Jessica into to side bedroom to change.
Jessica stripped down and grabbed the red bikini, "I hope you like what I got for you. They're Sauvage. I guess they charge more for saving weight." She giggled. She looked at the naked redhead and admired her pale pink body thinking that Stuart has been all over it. She sighed softly making Linda look at her.
"I'm sorry, I didn't think...I forgot." Linda said blushing.
"No, I was admiring your body. Marilyn, tell me, is she beautiful, or what?" After seeing Marilyn grin and nod, she turned back to Linda, "Look, he was given the green light and frankly, he could have done a lot worse. Hell, I'd do you right now if we had time, but we'd better get dressed. I hope you like your suit"
Linda held up the suit, "Really? I heard these were 200 dollars. Gene paid for this? It's gorgeous. I'm not going to have to do him, am I?"
Marilyn laughed. "I think we are the eye candy for the signing of the deal tonight." She said, "but we'd better keep these on tonight or we might be walking bow-legged tomorrow."
Arnie whistled seeing the three women drop their robes on the bench and approach the large hot tub. Linda was stunning in her green bikini, barely covering her assets. Marilyn proudly strutted over in a yellow suit with her breasts jiggling as she walked. But, most attention was paid to Jessica in the bright red strings unable to contain her assets. Her slit was clearly visible as the half inch strip was buried between her lips. William stood and helped Marilyn in to sit next to him while Stuart hesitated before helping Linda get in. Gene stood and put out his hand helping Jessica in and put his arm around her as she sank into the hot, bubbling water.
"Here we are, soon to be partners in the second largest packaging company in the world. We have all the documents waiting to be signed and the hotel is sending Champaign for toasting, but I thought we would just relax a bit beforehand." Gene said. "Jessica, perhaps before you get settled, you could get us drinks?"
Jessica slid out of the tub and felt all eyes on her as she went to the bar, "What would everyone like?" She asked. She saw Linda jump up and come over to help.
Linda took the drinks to everyone, she heard the door to the spa unlock and a tall black man push a cart in with various appetizers. She saw him check out Jessica's red bikini covered body before seeing her face and recognition cross it.
"Thomas, you've been my personal attendant this week." Jessica said crossing over. She kissed him on the cheek and took over pushing the cart. "What would everyone like?" She said before grabbing money off the table and handing it to the man.
Stuart looked at the tall black man hold onto his wife's hand longer than necessary with his eyes studying his wife's tits and barely covered slit. 'What was that about?' He thought.
After they all were served plates by Jessica and Linda, they all relaxed and sipped their drinks, talking idly about the recent terrorist attacks in Europe, the upcoming election and how great the three girls look.
Jessica was surprised when she felt Arnie's hand sliding up her leg and between her legs. She saw Stuart looking and rather than push his hand away, she opened her leg allowing access. She closed her eyes feeling another man touching her where only two other men had ever been just a week ago, savoring the feeling. She was jolted out of the pleasant feelings when she heard the door unlock again and Thomas roll in a cart with the bubbly. She climbed out followed by Gene.
"Ladies. Gentlemen, perhaps we should dry off and get to business." Gene said climbing out of the tub and drying off as Jessica greeted Thomas pushing the cart with the ice bucket and glasses.
Ed handed out packets to the partners and Gene. Stuart and Linda sat in their robes on one of the lounge chairs and Marilyn sat by the bar.
William looked up from his, "What is this addendum? Public Relations Ambassador?"
Gene looked up, "It is a suggestion. It is by no means a deal breaker, but I feel we need an ambassador for the company. You know, to make clients feel welcome, more comfortable. I thought that Jessica would be the perfect person. Also, I purchased the top floor of the Excelsior overlooking the ocean as a welcome center. She could live there if she wanted, but it would also be a great place for clients and other friends to stay when in town."
Arnie looked at his partners and over at Stuart, then back to Gene. "You want Jessica full time?" He cleared his throat waiting for William or Joseph to speak up. "I mean, perhaps this doesn't fit into her agenda." He looked over at Jessica, "Did he talk to you about this?"
"No, I mean this is the first I heard of it." Turning to Gene, "What are you offering, for me to be the company whore full time?" She asked, her face turning red.
"Yes. Look, this isn't a bad deal for you. I don't know what your working arrangements have been, but a $250,000 annual salary can't be bad when it comes with a penthouse." Gene said smiling. Also, there's another piece. William, you've been having Marilyn drive you places. Here tonight, in fact?" Seeing William nod, he continued, "I'd like to donate a car to the fleet for her personal and business use. I just don't think you should be picking up a partner in the company in a 1996 Corolla." He said looking at the brunette. He tossed the Maserati keys to her. "I arranged for the lease company to transfer the title to us."
The stunned Marilyn caught the keys, "What? This isn't necessary. I like my Toyota." Looking at William and Gene waiting for her to accept them, she mumbled, "Ok, I do like the way it rides. Thanks." She finished blushing.
Arnie piped up, "Fine, I have no issue with the car. And perhaps Marilyn can give me a ride periodically...I'm sorry, that sounded dirty. I meant that in a transportation sense only." He looked at her apologetically, "but, the quarter million for a...you know."
William piped up, "I have no issue with it. Crap, the entire proposition screams write-off to me." He leaned forward and signed the papers.
Joseph shrugged as he looked at Stuart and also signed.
Arnie looked hard at Jessica and then over at Stuart before looking back at his partners. Seeing them sign, he also shrugged and put pen to paper.
After signing all the papers, Ed gathered them up and shook everyone's hand and headed to the locker room to change. Stuart looked around at the men and Jessica lounging in their robes and was bursting to scream out loud, but everyone seemed to take the whoring out of his wife permanently as business as usual, so not knowing what to do strode into the locker room.
Ed greeted him, "Holy fuck, Jessica available 24 7? Oh my God, I hope I get to tap that. You sure don't look happy about that. Come on, admit it. You'd fuck her in a flash." He said before pulling on his street clothes.
As they came out, they saw Marilyn and Linda waiting at the door. "They're not coming?" Stuart asked Marilyn looking over at the four men and his wife.
"They'll be along, I guess there's a few things they want to go over before heading home." She replied studying Stuart's face. She took his arm, "Come on, be a gentleman and escort us ladies back up so we can change."
Stuart turned and looked at Carol listening to Gene as he was speaking intensely before taking the brunette's and Linda's arm and leaving.
********
Entering the suite, Marilyn grabbed Stuart, who looked like he was ready to explode. "Relax, I'm sure Carol will make the right call. She is a smart girl, smarter than those men think, and perhaps smarter than you think she is." She turned to Linda, "Perhaps you should get us something to drink." She looked back at Stuart, "I want you to sit down. I think you need to get your head on straight before you head home." She accepted the glass form Linda and watched a Stuart downed the entire tumbler of bourbon.
Linda took the glass from the distraught man and looked at Marilyn. "I think we should get home since I know what he needs."
"Yeah, I can see that." Marilyn said, pointedly looking at the man's pants. "You don't need to go home, we have the place for a while. Trust me, they won't be up anytime soon."
"What? What do you mean? Fuck it, never mind. I know what you mean." Stuart said bitterly.
Linda looked at Marilyn, "You want to help me distract our boy here?" She smiled ruefully as she and Marilyn led Carol's husband into her bedroom.
Stuart looked back and forth between the two beauties and groaned when Marilyn pulled a red bikini out of the robe's pocket and tossed it on a chair, before shrugging off her robe. "Sweetie, Linda and I are here to make you forget all about whatever is bothering you."
********
Jessica listened to Gene and tried to fathom how he could suggest that in front of her husband without letting the partners know Gene was already aware who her husband was. "I understand, but I need time to think about it. I appreciate the offer." She replied.
"Ok, gentlemen, now that that is out of the way. Remember when you were kids and you swore a sacred oath to your friends? What did you do?" Gene asked, looking at the three other men.
Joseph responded, "Sure, we pricked our fingers and mixed out blood together, became blood brothers, so what?"
Gene looked at all three in turn, "I came up with a terrific way to seal deals. Rather than mixing blood, perhaps we could mix other fluids, and Jessica has volunteered to be our receptacle. You know, become cum brothers." He nodded to Jessica.
Jessica stood up and shrugged off her robe, revealing what the partners had fantasized about since seeing her in the sheer dress. She walked naked over to the lounge and lay back with her legs spread. She looked each of them in the eye as she slid a finger along her wet slit. She grinned seeing the reactions as her fingers plunged inside her.
Gene looked at the blonde beauty and back at the others. "Ok." He said holding up his fist, "Just like when we were kids, we draw for turns at that pussy over there. But this time, long straw goes first."
After the three men drew, Arnie whooped, "It looks like you guys get seconds." He tore off his robe and yanked down his shorts and climbed between those beautiful legs. He thought how great it was that his employee's wife was spread open beneath him as she grabbed his hard cock and pressed it against her cunt as he thrust into her.
Jessica looked up at the older man and felt his eagerness, his raw desire looking at her. She grabbed his ass as he pounded into her and felt her breasts flopping around on her chest, making him focus on those. "God, you feel so good, fuck me. I need your cum inside me." She panted as the man thrust his hips into her hard. She looked at William who had the next longer straw and licked her lips. She opened her mouth when the older man leaned over offering his cock.
Arnie watched his partner's cock disappear into the young blonde's throat and thought that perhaps Gene was right in hiring her full time. 'God, how would it be to take a lunch break and bury my cock in this every other day or so?' he thought.
William felt his cock go deep into Jessica's throat and thanked God for delivering her to his party. He saw her lips wrapped around his rock-hard cock and thought that not only was he going to fill her cunt with his sperm, he had to dump a load down that throat. 'Christ, she's talented. Does Stuart even know what kind of cash machine he has here? This chick makes all the other whores seem like amateurs.' He thought.
Jessica felt Arnie's ass clench and heard him grunt loudly as he spewed his cum inside her. She humped back, clenching her vaginal muscles, milking all his cum out of him. Soon he pulled out and staggered over to the hot tub and William pulled out of her mouth and climbed between her legs.
"Ok, Jessica, let's add to the deposit my friend left." He said as he rammed his prick into her. He felt the slick hole, still tight, still hot as he thrust into her watching her tits slosh with every stroke. He reached down and grabbed the left one, finally feeling what he dreamed about. "Christ, you're one hot bitch. I really hope you accept our offer." He grunted as he closed his eyes feeling the pleasure on his cock and Jessica's hands on his ass pulling him into her.
Jessica felt a cock press against her lips and saw Gene's cock waiting to get attention. She eagerly opened her mouth and felt the familiar shape, the fat shaft with the bulging vein and allowed him to begin pumping into her throat, fucking her face. She let go of William's ass and pulled Gene's ass as he thrust his hips. She felt her pussy tingle, then almost burn as she writhed under the penile onslaught and exploded, almost passing out from the attention.
William grinned seeing the beautiful young wife flopping around in pleasure and with a final thrust, shot jet after jet into her womb, pressing his pelvis as hard as he could against hers. "God! You are one great fuck." He said as he pulled out of her and went over to the hot tub to join Joseph.
Gene slipped his cock out of her mouth and instead of climbing between Jessica's legs, turned her over, so her ass was in the air and face pressed to the cushion. He lined up his cock and drove it into her.
Jessica moaned, feeling used by a third man. "Yes, fuck me. Use me, fill me with your cum. Yes, yesssss." She panted as she felt the powerful man aggressively attack her well-used cunt. As he reached around and grabbed her tits, they both grunted in unison and ground against each other as they came. Jessica felt her cunt oozing the men's cum as she milked all she could from the older man's cock. Feeling a hand on her head, she looked up and saw Joseph's cock and balls nestled in grey pubes right in front of her face.



After straddling the lounger, Joseph lifted Jessica's head up, "My turn. Suck my cock and get ready for the biggest load you've ever had." Joseph said, "I was screwed, drawing the short straw, but you're really going to get screwed since I had to watch." He pulled her head onto his cock and lay back as the hot blonde reached up and stroked his balls as her mouth engulfed his cock. "That's it, babe, get me to the brink, then I'll dump my load in that pussy of yours. God, yes! I love a great cocksucker." He moaned.
Gene, William and Arnie all looked over at the girl's ass up in the air; her breasts swaying as she deep throated their partner. William looked at Gene, "I was hoping you'd share her with us. When I first saw her, I considered just fucking her myself." He glanced back at that pretty pink asshole wiggling in the air and turned back to Gene, "So, did you fuck that ass? Really? Is it as sweet as it looks?"
Gene nodded, "It's incredible, actually. When Joseph's done, help yourself." He turned to Arnie, "I'm sure you want a piece of that also. We have all night, and the little blue pills sure are powerful. God I want to shake the hand of the man who invented that."
Joseph felt himself getting close and as much as he loved shooting his cum in a woman's stomach, he pushed Jessica's head off his cock and climbed behind her and shoved his slick cock into the girl's slimy cunt. He grabbed those ass cheeks and thrust his hips hard into her. Seeing that cute anus, he pressed his thumb into her and groaned, hearing her squeal. Her soft grunting as he buried his thumb in her ass triggered his long awaited eruption deep inside her, splashing his cum into the pool deposited by his business partners. Collapsing on top of the girl he sighed, "Fuck! You are the best fuck ever. I hope we can do this again, soon. I'd love you to take my load in your mouth."
Jessica felt like a piece of meat as the oldest partner slid his cock out of her pussy and after slapping her on the ass, went and climbing in the Jacuzzi. She rolled off and cupping her sopping twat, headed for the women's changing room, "I need to clean up. I'll be back, gentlemen." She said seeing all eyes on her.
********
"Told you." Linda said as Stuart pushed Marilyn to her knees and shoved his cock into her ass. She opened her legs wider as the brunette pressed her mouth to the slick cunt in front of her. "God, yes. Lick my pussy. That man has pounded it so much, kissing to make it better is exactly what it needs." She moaned.
Stuart wondered why he never fucked Carol's ass before. He loved the incredibly tight grip both Linda's and Marilyn's ass had on his cock. He imagined the four old men all taking turns with his wife, or perhaps all at once as the three boys did at the lake. He thought about her job offer. Her becoming a full time whore and perhaps having to book time to fuck her. How would that work, her married and living in the penthouse with visiting men. He brought himself back to reality and looked down at the sight beneath him, and found himself pounding hard into the woman's ass as he came for a third time that evening. "Fuuucccck. God your ass feels good." He gasped as he felt his cock spasm spurt after spurt into the smooth rectum. He pulled out and lay on his side watching the woman's tongue flick across Linda's clit, her hands caressing her tits and sighed. "God, you two are beautiful. I've never seen two women together." He said as he stroked his semi hard cock.
Linda looked over, "Christ, Marilyn, he's still not soft." She felt the woman's fingers slide into her pussy and gasped, "Fuck him, keep doing that, don't stop." She stroked the silky brown hair, "Yes, yes...that's it. Oh my God! Ahhhhhhh...ahhhhh...aahhh, yessss." She panted as she felt Marilyn take her aroused clit gently between her teeth.
Marilyn climbed up and held Linda, stroking her hair. "Should I come home with you to let you have some rest tonight?" She asked looking as Stuart's full-blown erection. "Did he take any pills tonight?"
Linda groaned seeing him hard again, "No, he's been that way all week. Let's get showered and, yes. I'd love it if you could stay with us tonight." Linda rolled over on top of the naked man and kissed him, "We're getting you in the shower and we'll take this up at home." She said as she rolled off him and pulled him to his feet. "Come on Marilyn, we'll all fit."
********
Jessica felt like she'd run a marathon and glanced at the clock. '3 fucking AM?' She thought, 'Those men are old enough to be my grandfather and they fucked me non-stop.' She looked at the rumpled bed and felt a flash of jealousy thinking about Linda and Stuart fucking, but them shook her head realizing how much sperm got injected into her pussy, in her ass and down her throat by the four partners. She dropped her robe and headed to the shower, but hearing Gene say something she stopped.
"How are you?" Gene asked. "You sure were the center of attention tonight."
Jessica grimly smiled, "I'm so sore, I don't want anything near my holes for a week."
"Sorry, I sort of encouraged them. You looked so beautiful while they were all over you." Gene said, "I want you to sleep in my bed tonight after you shower. I hope you consider our offer. I'd like this not to be our last night together."
She watched as the grey-haired man headed to his room. 'God, I forgot about the offer. A quarter million. But to be a full time whore. Fuck!' She turned on the hot water and climbed in to rinse the smell of men off her.
********
Stepping out of the hotel, Jessica looked over and saw Marilyn pull up in her white Maserati. Marilyn jumped out and ran over and hugged the blonde. "You look terrific. I felt horrible leaving you with those men last night, but are you ok?" She looked in the girl's eyes, "Are you?"
"I'm good. I sure didn't get much sleep last night. I really don't regret the last week, but letting the partners...I think that might just make it tough on Stuart knowing that." She sighed. "Where's Stuart? I thought he would pick me up, or is he upset with me?" She asked.
Marilyn sighed, "He's a bit bothered by the last week, but he's waiting for you at home. I told him I needed to take you back to Mr. Stevens' to pick your stuff up. Remember? Your wedding rings; your clothes?"
Jessica looked at her hand and back at her friend. "I guess I need those." She said softly.
"I wondered about that. Come on, let's drive around and talk." Marilyn said.
"You look good in this car," Jessica said looking over, "better than your Corolla?"
"Is that what's on your mind?" Marilyn asked, "Sure. The car's great, but I feel somewhat bad about driving it." She looked over quickly. "I mean, I am driving this because of you. I feel guilty driving this knowing what you had to do." She said softly.
"Nonsense. You are driving this because Gene saw that you've been schlepping William around and thought he should be driven around in style. You do look good in this and deserve it." Jessica shot back.
"Ok, but it will be a long time before I forget the events leading to this being assigned to me." Marilyn said, "But I need to know something. Did you accept their offer?"
Jessica sighed, "No. It really wasn't a decision. This was an aberration. I'm not really cut out to be a whore. Last night I felt like Lady Macbeth, but it wasn't blood I was trying to wash out." She looked out the window at the passing buildings, "I told Gene last night and he wasn't happy about it, but didn't push it. He actually just held me until we fell asleep."
"You slept in his bed? I thought his girls never slept with him?" Marilyn blurted.
"I know. The last two nights. Actually, I never felt like I was cheating on Stuart until that. There was something more than lust between Gene and me. It was actually very intimate." Jessica said.
"Carol, it is Carol now? I'm really proud of you. I prayed you wouldn't take it." Marilyn said happily.
"I guess it is Carol, I've thought of myself as Jessica for the last week, but feels like a year. I actually prefer Jessica. I'm not sure I want to be Carol anymore. Sorry, I'm rambling." Jessica sighed. "Anyhow, I'm flying to New York to meet with someone. Gene says he knows someone that would love to meet me." Chuckling, she continued, "As a person, not as a whore."
"Ok, Jessica it is. What is it about? A job?" Marilyn asked.
"I'd rather not say because if it doesn't pan out. Anyhow, I still have the kids. I cannot believe there's a class of 5 year-olds waiting for me on Monday. Wow! I will definitely have to adjust my persona for them."
Marilyn laughed, "Yeah, I'm pretty sure you'd be a hit during the meetings with the fathers, but maybe not so much with the mothers. Then again..." She said looking over with a smile. "I'm glad about one part of this. I really enjoyed meeting you."
They saw William waiting on top of the steps as they pulled up. Marilyn turned to Jessica, "You want to wait here? If it's uncomfortable..."
"No, I'm good. It's not like he is ever going to look at me without thinking about...never mind, let's go." Jessica said as she opened the door. Walking up the stairs she accepted William's hand and his warm embrace.
"It's good to see you again, Carol. I cannot thank you enough for all we put you through. You did end up saving our company. I hope you were able to get sleep after we left." He added as he released the girl. "Come on in, I have lunch ready. Marilyn, so good to see you, Robert is making your favorite meal."
"His famous omelet? Jessica, you've never had an omelet until you've had his." Marilyn said excitedly.
"Jessica? You prefer that over Carol?" William asked, "It does suit you."
"I guess I need to decompress from the last week, anyhow it doesn't matter, I'm the same person."
Getting up, Jessica looked around, "Where is this Robert? I'd like to complement him. Marilyn, that was the best omelet ever."
"Why don't you take Jessica to Robert, I'll go get her rings." William said to Marilyn as he turned to go into the study.
Jessica and Marilyn left the kitchen and headed to the study where they saw Jessica's dress and thong folded up, with an envelope on top. Jessica thought how embarrassed she would have been a week ago having her underwear on display in a strange man's house.
William stood up, "I need to know. Did you consider our offer? I think you would be terrific as our ambassador." He said looking at the blonde feeling his cock twitch remembering her holes and how great it felt.
"Thanks, it was a very generous offer, but I'm not sure I can take it. Stuart would have an issue with that and I need to get back to my normal life. It was fun while it lasted, though." She said stroking the man's face. She picked up the pile and turned to William, "Thank you for lunch, hang onto Robert. And thanks for letting me help you out. It was fun, but time to get back to the real world. Marilyn, shall we go?"
Marilyn nodded noticing the young girl made no motion towards the envelope containing her wedding ring. "Sure. William, thanks for lunch. I'll see you Monday morning?"
Marilyn sadly looked at the girl walking up the walk to her house, carrying her bundle. She waved back as Jessica stopped at the door and waved at her before opening it and going in. She looked at the closed door wondering...
********
Linda walked into the den, "Stu, are we going to Steven's annual party?" Seeing him look distraught, "I know. We don't have to go. I'll RSVP with regrets. I'm sure he'll understand." She said coming in and sitting down. "What's on?"
Stuart put his arm around the redhead and picked up the remote. "Some new series on HBO. It's called 'Amber! Alert.' The guide says a brilliant FBI profiler named Amber heads a team of agents who help out the locals find missing kids..." He watched the rating appear followed by the welcome N and SSC notifications.
Linda laughed, "Yeah, you love the nudity and sex in these HBO series. Who's in it?"
"No idea, never looked." His jaw dropped when Carol's face appeared on the screen before showing her smoothly flipping a much bigger man onto the pavement. He looked at Linda after seeing the actress' credit appear, 'Jessica Miller' before moving on to the other cast members.
Linda muttered, "Oh Christ. I'm going to need Marilyn to come over."
********
Ron quickly hit record on his Tivo before picking up the phone. "Ron, get the fuck over here now and pick up Steph...You'll see. Fuck yes, really important." He put the phone down grinning seeing Jessica's face on the screen. A few clicks of the remote later, he had record series set.
********
Thomas walked into the employee lounge and plopped down. "Fuck, my feet are sore. Jer, do you have water over there?" He said before looking at the TV. "What's on?"
Sarah replied, looking up from her her book, "Nothing, it's sort of just been background noise."
Jerry laughed, "She's just jealous. You should see this fucking chick. She's fucking hot." He said handing Thomas a bottle of water.
Thomas sat up with a start, "Fuck me! That's her. That's the bitch in the penthouse last year I told you about. Fuck me!" He laughed. "I had no idea she was a fucking actress, but I should have known. A chick like that had to be someone. Man, I cannot believe I got to fuck that." He said, looking at his co-workers with a grin.
********
Bill couldn't believe his eyes seeing what he'd come to call his 'Beautiful Blonde Angel' on the screen. He reached for the phone, but his friends never believed him when he told them what that Angel did for him that night. They'd never believe him now.
********
William rolled off Julie and got up to pee in the bathroom. As he peed, he looked out at the lights of a fairly large ship cruise across the ocean and thought about what a great perc it was having the company ambassador living here. As he padded back in, he saw the slender blonde sitting up watching the TV. He looked over at it and laughed, "I'll be dipped in shit." He said, looking at those perfect breasts bouncing under the actor. Seeing Julie looking at him questioningly, "I knew her...once." He said looking back remembering.
********
Gene picked up the phone, "I am...I'm watching her right now. She's great, I know. You're welcome. No, no, you don't owe me. In fact, I'm indebted to you. Yes, she is. Listen, I have to go, but this really looks like it's going to be as big as 'Entourage.'" Gene put down the phone and looked at the screen. 'Jessica, you were the only one. I'm really proud of you.' He thought sadly as he watched the flawless beauty on the TV.
********
"Honey? Didn't you say we needed to watch something tonight on HBO?"
Marilyn came in from the kitchen wiping her hands. "Yes. Something called 'Amber Alert.' Is it on? Remember my friend Jessica? She said she got a part in a new series and we should watch. I'm so excited." She said as she sat down. "She's blonde and has a great body, I'm sure we'll see her, but just keep your eyes open." She watched intently as the ratings screen faded out and screamed, seeing her friend's face full on the screen in front of her. "Holy shit! She just said she got a part, not the lead!" She hugged her husband hard before sitting back up. "I am so happy for her. I have to call her and yell at her for not warning me." Marilyn said happily, as she clutched her husband's arm, her eyes glued to the TV.
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Jessica left the set and climbed into her Tesla. All she could think of was heading to her apartment and climbing into a hot bath. She still couldn't get used to the travel, the hours of shooting, the need to act spontaneous over and over until everything clicks in the scene. But the toughest thing is being alone. She realized that leaving Stuart was the right thing, but going to bed alone and waking up alone never got easy. She thought back to the last time she saw him. How sad he looked signing the papers. He never said anything, just looked at her as he dropped the pen, turned and left the law offices.
She pulled into the underground garage and parked in her slot, got out and headed towards the elevators. She was startled hearing her name, or rather her old name.
"Carol, stop. Can we talk?"
She turned and saw Linda leaning against the trunk of a car. "I'm sorry. I didn't even see you there. How are you? What are you doing here?" She said as she turned to greet her ex's wife. "I haven't heard Carol in a year. So it didn't register at first."
Linda smiled, "I know you're Jessica now. I thought perhaps you'd be afraid I was a fan or, you know, a paparazzi or something if I said Jessica." She hugged the blonde and held her at arms' length and admired her. "You look exactly the same. I don't know what I expected, but..."
Jessica blushed, "I am the same, just not exactly." She looked at the ring on Linda's finger, "It fits you well. I'm glad. It was his grandmother's and it means a lot to him. Look, I know our entire relationship has been in parking garages, but can you come up?" Jessica waved her hand towards the elevator.
"Sure, I'd love to. I wasn't sure you'd be happy to see me or not. I mean, I did sort of take your husband." Linda stammered.
"And I never did thank you for that. Come on, I am actually thrilled to see you. It will be the first dinner in over a week with company." She looked at the car, "Do you have bags? Where are you staying?"
"I'll find a hotel, don't worry about it. I came from the airport and didn't know what time you'd be back..." Linda said.
"Ok, you're staying here. I have a couple of extra rooms and you can tell me what brings you to LA." Jessica said walking to Linda's car.
After setting the bags in the room, Jessica and Linda went out to the deck overlooking the ocean with a couple of glasses and a bottle of Shiraz.
"Ok, I'm dying to know how you found me and why you're here. Is Stuart alright? I hope nothing has happened to him." Jessica said settling back in the soft deck chair.
Linda listened to the waves, smelled the salt air and sighed. "I can see why you live here. This is so relaxing." Seeing Jessica looking expectant, "Ok, sorry. Stuart's fine, I just wanted to talk to you. Stuart won't tell me anything about what happened when you got back from the week. One day he was telling me that he's really excited that your week will be over and he'll be back with you, and he is all set to forgive anything you did. I know, it's weird him telling me this while he is with me, but I understood." Linda said, "Then on Monday, he walks into the office, is all business and didn't even mention your name until maybe Wednesday. That's when he told me you guys were divorcing." Linda looked sadly at Jessica, "I know it's none of my business, but now that your show is on, and I do mean on. They must air each episode 40 times each week on their channels. Anyhow, he really has withdrawn emotionally. I need to know what happened between you two..." She looked at the blonde.
Jessica looked at her glass and then at the redhead, "I guess you should know. But I'm feeling this wine and I don't know about you, but I need to eat. Can I tell you after dinner?"
Linda nodded, "Sure, I have only had plane food all day. Let me help, what are we making, or do you order out?"
"Actually, I was going to make an omelet for myself. William Steven's cook, Robert showed me how to make omelets before I left and I was in the mood for that. I hope you like them. If not, I have pasta, vegetables, whatever you feel like." Jessica said getting up and heading into the apartment.
"I love omelets. What kind of vegetables?" Linda said following.
"That was incredible, thanks for sharing the recipe. I never thought of nutmeg before." Linda said picking up the plates and carrying them into the kitchen. After putting them in the sink, she turned and looked at the young blonde staring out the sliding doors. "Are you alright?" Linda asked.
"I'm fine, actually. I wasn't sure how to put it, but I was going to ask you that. I mean, you flying out here to see me. To ask me questions. Knowing Stuart...U hope everything is ok between you two." She tailed off, looking at the beautiful redhead. "Come on, let's soak in the hot tub while I find out what's bothering you and if what I have to say helps you in any way." Jessica stood up and headed back out to the balcony carrying the bottle and their two glasses, pulled off her clothes and climbed into the steaming water.
Linda shrugged and knowing she was being studied by the woman she replaced, stripped naked and climbed in. "I guess being naked makes it hard to hide anything." She chuckled. "Can you tell me what happened between you two? For a week, I heard over and over how much he missed you, then..."
"Hard to hide anything while naked, I found that to be true, also. Ok, what happened between Stuart and me? I guess I'll start with coming home." Jessica said before taking a sip, sighing and sliding down and closing her eyes replaying the scene.
********************************************************************
Carol/Jessica saw Marilyn looking so she gave a small smile and a reassuring wave before opening the door and stepping into the familiar entry. She took a deep breath, inhaling the smell of oak, carpet and strange perfume. Looking around, she though how surprisingly the same everything looked. Shaking her head, she walked into the living room and saw Stuart rising to greet her. She set down her pile and welcomed his embrace. After 5 minutes of being tightly held, feeling his hard cock against her, being caressed all over and kissed on her neck, Stuart pulled away and looked at her.
"I'm glad you're back. I've missed you. The last week was the longest month I've ever had to endure." Stuart said, stroking her face and running finger across her lips. "Whatever you did, whatever happened, I want you to know I forgive you."
Carol jerked back. "You forgive me? You fucking forgive me? Did I apologize? I mean, should I apologize? When did she leave?" She looked around at the stairs leading to the bedroom, "It had to be within the last hour. You want me to apologize for that too?" She sputtered.
"I didn't mean that. I'm sorry, I meant that you have nothing to feel guilty about. I understand that we both agreed, we both let this happen. I don't except you to apologize." Stuart said holding his hands out.
"But, what you are saying is you will never forget. I don't need to apologize, but you will have the images of me with other men in your head for the rest of your life. Is that it? Like with Tom?" Carol said angrily.
"I don't know. I cannot keep the images of you, naked, getting fucked by those men out of my head, but I know they'll fade, but what about the next men? What about those you'll be fucking in that penthouse? Anyhow, Tom was different. You knew him and liked him, so you let him fuck you. I forgave you for that immediately." Stuart shot back.
"WHAT? You forgave me???? You let that sick fucking bastard basically rape me and you fucking forgave me? Do you have any idea how much that has haunted me through the years? How made me feel so little, so worthless? I love you, but whenever I remember how you rolled off me and told your friend he could stick his dick in me, let him cum inside me, I've hated you for that." Jessica spat furiously.
Stuart put his hands up and backed away under the raging onslaught. "I'm sorry, I thought you liked it. God, I'm sorry. I never knew." He put his hands on her shoulders. "But, you were awfully eager to become an escort for the last week, and I'm sure you're looking forward to entertaining those men in the company penthouse."
What men? What penthouse?" Carol asked, "You mean the job offer? The full-time company courtesan? The ambassador?" Carol asked heatedly making sarcastic quote signs.
"Yes, that. How am I supposed to deal with that? What am I supposed to be doing while you're under some man?" Stuart said sadly.
"What are you talking about? I told them no. I'm not really a whore, at least not a full time one." Carol said. "You thought I'd take them up on that?" She looked at her husband incredulously, then looked down at the angry bulge in his pants. "You're fucking hard? Seriously? You're almost in tears thinking I'll become a full time whore and you actually love it. Christ, why didn't I see this before we got married?"
"Why didn't you say yes? You're making what, 40 K babysitting a bunch of five year olds and you could be making eight times that. What other job can you get that pays you even half what they offered? A quarter of a million a year? Your own multi-million dollar condo? Fuck! I'm shocked you didn't say yes." He sputtered, red faced. "And, yes. I'm sorry it gets me excited when men want you. When other men take you. I cannot explain it, but I hurt but I feel an incredible rush thinking about it."
"I need to take a walk. I need to figure things out." Carol said turning away.
"Jessica, Jessica, turn around."
Carol whipped around hearing Stuart call her by her alias and saw him standing there, his pants on the floor and his cock pointing at the ceiling. "Really? I'm not feeling in the least part romantic right now. You just go and take care of it, or call your friend Linda. I'm sure she hasn't arrived home yet." Carol sputtered.
"No, I need you, I need Jessica to give me a blow job. Like you did the other night." He looked pleadingly at her. "You were so hot, playing the whore. God! I wanted to fuck you so bad, fuck all your holes." He said softly as he stroked his cock. "I guess I love Carol, but lust after Jessica. I want Jessica to deep throat me and swallow every drop." He saw her looking at his cock, "Please Jessica, please suck my dick?"
Carol took a step back, "You're kidding me. You actually wanted me to take that job, and not because of the money. So you could always have access to a whore. You wanted a girl whose whole existence is to please men and she would be yours whenever you want." She walked over and took over stroking his cock. "How would that work? You'd come spend the night in the penthouse when I don't have visitors? Perhaps, even when I do? You'd like to see me with them? Is that it?" She let Stuart undress her and when she was naked, she dropped to her knees. "Linda told me you were really hurt seeing me with those three boys at the lake, but she was wrong, wasn't she? How hard were you? How many times have you replayed that in your head?" She said looking up at his flushed face, feeling cum oozing out of the head as she stroked he cock. She licked the fluids leaking out before sucking the head into her mouth.
Pulling back quickly, she stood up. "What the fuck? Is that Linda's cum on your cock? You didn't even have to decency to shower after fucking that bitch?" She spit out the taste onto the floor when to get water to rinse her mouth out.
Stuart yelled at her as she strode away, "I didn't think you cared about that anymore. You just spent the week sucking, licking and getting fucked in all your holes. I thought that was what you whores liked."
She angrily strode back in and slapped her husband as hard as she could. "I should take that job. I have half a mind to take that job so I can get them put a clause into the contract that you are never allowed near the place. Never allowed near that place nor anyone employed therein. You think you could write that in when the partners come to you to do that? I'd really love to be there when they do." Carol said angrily.
Stuart rubbed his stinging cheek and felt his world crashing down, "Carol, look, I'm sorry. That was stupid. I thought that...fuck, I don't know what I was thinking. I thought I cleaned my dick off..." He trailed off sadly.
"Jessica, it's Jessica from now on. Since you'll never think of me as Carol anymore, then it's Jessica. When I leave, you can call Linda and have her take care of that." Jessica picked up her clothes and headed upstairs.
Stuart watched sadly as his wife rolled the suitcase to the front door. He knew there was nothing he could say as she walked over to the pile and tossed the envelope with the rings onto the coffee table, followed by her house keys and picked up the rest and stuffed them into her bag. He put his head in his hands and internally screamed as he heard the door open and close.
********************************************************************
"Holy crap!" Linda said, "I'm so sorry. I told him that you were coming home that morning and I should leave, but he wanted another...you know. I even told him he'd better shower." Linda rubbed her face sadly, "I feel like I broke up your marriage."
Jessica looked at Linda, "You didn't break up the marriage. I did. I did when I realized I wasn't anything more than a whore to Stuart all along. I never noticed it, but after Tom, we never actually made love. Stuart got hard and fucked me. I probably came just half a dozen times in all that time we were having sex because he wasn't there to make love. I think I came mostly before he let Tom have me and almost never after that." Jessica emptied the bottle into Linda's glass. "Sorry to call you a fucking bitch. I was pissed."
"God! I would have said a lot worse things. I cannot believe you put his...tasted...I'm mortified." The redhead replied. "I cannot believe I didn't tell him to just sleep alone and get ready for his wife to get home. I'm sorry."
"Come here." Jessica said, pulling the girl into a hug, "I meant what I said last year. Thanks for being with him. I don't hate him. I don't hate you. Actually, I used to hate myself, but I'm over that." She stroked the girl's face. "Did that answer your question?"
Letting go of the young blonde, Linda sighed, "Yes, actually that clarifies a lot. He watches the Amber show all the time. He doesn't know I know, but he watches the nude scenes over and over and then..." She laughed, "I was going to say, we make love, but he fucks me. It should bother me that he thinks of you when he is inside me, but that's the way it's been since the beginning. But there is one more thing." Linda said hesitating. Looking at Jessica waiting, "You mentioned Tom to me last year and this evening. Stuart was on the phone last Wednesday when I got home. He didn't hear me come in, but I heard him invite Tom to visit for a week and mentioned that Tom would love his red-headed wife."
"Christ, no wonder you flew out here. When is he coming to town?" Jessica asked.
"Next Saturday. He saw me walk in and quickly put down the phone and told me that his old roommate was going to be in town and he invited him to stay with us. Stuart lied to me and it bothered the shit out of me. I now know what he plans." Linda said miserably. "I'm not some whore...Christ, I'm sorry."
Jessica laughed, "Relax. Remember, we are all part whore. If your part is really small, then that's wonderful. Hey! Wait. I have a thought." Jessica pulled herself out of the water and dried off before putting on a robe.
Linda watched as Jessica grabbed her cell out of her purse and hit speed dial. She walked back and forth as she talked on the phone before dropping it back into her purse. Seeing the girl walk up with a huge grin and holding out her hand, she took it and stepped out of the hot tub.
"Come on, we have to get dressed. Leon just lives a block away and he's coming over to meet you." Jessica said as she grabbed a towel and hurriedly dried the baffled redhead off. "God, I love your body. I'm surprised Stuart can even remember what I look like with you around. Oh, yeah, Amber." She said grinning.
"I guess we're as ready as we're going to be." Jessica shrugged hearing the doorbell. She tried to fluff her still wet hair as she went to open the door.
Still baffled since Jessica didn't tell her anything, she also tried to fluff her wet hair, but being perfectly straight to begin with, it just flopped back down. She saw a middle-aged man hug Jessica before releasing her and come over and embrace her.
"Sorry, please excuse Leon. He might have great vision, but he relies on feel to get to know people. Leon, meet my friend Linda Connor, Linda the man groping your ass is Leon." Jessica said as she pulled the man off Linda.
Leon grinned, "You can tell a lot about a person feeling their ass. I know you work out and even though you are desk bound, you get up a lot and move around. I also can tell you drive a sedan or coupe, not an SUV." He looked at Jessica, "I've been wanting to know this ass for a while, but I've never had the pleasure." He laughed. "So, have you ever acted before?" He said turning back to Linda.
"What? Why are you asking me that? Jessica, what are you getting me into?" Linda said looking at grinning blonde.
"Leon, come on in and I'll get you a martini. I haven't told Linda yet why you are here." Jessica said pulling Leon into the living room.
Accepting the glass of clear liquid, Leon swore, "Fuck. I can see had I just been here 10 minutes ago..." He said looking at their wet hair and the footprints coming in from the deck.
"And have the girl you've been looking for jump off the balcony? I did you and her a favor." Jessica chuckled. "Linda, let me show you something." She grabbed Leon's tote and pulled out 8 by 10 glossies. "These are the girls the agency sent over for a part in next week's taping. We still haven't found the combination of raw beauty, eroticism and innocence. I have no idea if you can act, but I can't see how a reading can hurt. Are you up to it?" She asked looking at the shocked redhead.
Linda picked up the pictures and leafed through them. "They are all redheaded and Christ! They are all really beautiful. Why me? I've done school plays, but that's it."
Leon stood up and walked over to the girl holding a small video camera. "Relax, I do bite, but not while on the job. Stand up, let me see you. Nice. Ok, look at me. I want you to go to the door - you just heard the doorbell. Look surprised, hesitate and then go decisively go over and answer it." Leon looked at Jessica with an approving look when Linda instantly followed direction perfectly. "Ok, you just got horrifying news that your daughter was pulled into a car right in front of her school, and they just informed you. You let the police in, but walk over to the bar and pour yourself a drink and hold it as you try to process the information. You then turn to them demanding to know what they are doing about it"
Jessica had a huge grin watching the look on her Director's face as he saw the distress on Linda's face and the way the bottle shook, splashing whiskey onto the table.
Linda felt rage inside her as she thought about someone kidnapping her daughter, maybe someone who was going to sexually molest her, she turned and looked at Leon, "Ok, fine. You've done your job and informed the panicked mother, what the fuck are you doing here? What are you doing to find her? Oh God, what if you can't find her?" Linda burst out in tears.
After Linda's shaking hand slammed the glass onto the bar and she took the back of her hand to wipe away the tears, Leon started clapping, soon joined by Jessica. "Fuck! You really haven't acted since high school? I intentionally threw you into the middle of the scene to see if you could do it without breathing exercises and preparing yourself, to see how you'd do. That was brilliant. Jessica, get your agent on the line and let's get her card. There's not much time before shooting starts. Also, that was way better than what Steve put in the script."



Linda wiped the tears from her face, "But that wasn't really acting. If my daughter were taken...Christ."
Jessica walked over, "Perhaps that's what acting is. Reliving experiences that could happen. Experiences evoking real emotions triggered by real pain. Some people can do it..." She hugged Linda, "Can you perhaps stay a couple of weeks and shoot the episode where your daughter is kidnapped? Curiously enough, the family is entirely redheaded and it will be shot during the time Tom is visiting Stuart." Jessica grinned at the girl, "I mean, you'll have to call your boss to see about getting time off. Do you have vacation time left?"
Linda laughed, still wiping tears, "I do have a couple of weeks left. Sure saves calls when my husband is my boss. He is going to be disappointed I won't meet his old roommate, but I'd just be a third wheel."
Jessica laughed, "Yeah, wheel. That's what you'd be." She turned to Leon, "So you like her? Really? That's great. It's going to be so much fun working with you." She hugged Linda and as she reached down and grabbed the girl's ass, "How can you tell she has a car, not an SUV?"
********************************************************************
After Leon left, Jessica said, "Want to get back into the hot tub? I wasn't eager to let Leon join us because if you think he reads asses...never mind. Just keep your legs together around him." As they lowered themselves into the tub, Jessica continued, "Ok, I told you about Stuart and me, what happened after I left? You got married. I did get the invite, but I just couldn't."
"Actually, I didn't expect to see you there, wanted to, but I understand. Thanks for the present though. I didn't even know there was such a thing as a private island." Linda said.
Jessica shrugged her shoulders, "I would love to say I splurged, but the plane tickets was all it cost me. The producer owns that island. I've been there a few times. It is really a great place to relax and get away. I hope you and Stuart had a great honeymoon there."
"We did, but we keep talking about moving to some island somewhere. You spoiled us for the east coast. Thanks again." Linda leaned over to kiss Jessica's cheek, but when the girl turned her head, their lips met. Linda pulled back, "Sorry, I meant to kiss your cheek."
Jessica laughed, "Hey, forget it. Let's face it, it's not the first time I've tasted you."
Linda got beet red, "Oh Christ, I'll never live that down. I cannot even imagine what you must have thought tasting..." She stopped when she met Jessica's lips again. She moaned softly feeling the girl's tongue slide between her lips and their tongues meet. Feeling her breast being cupped and palmed, she reached out and stroked the large breast that she'd seen so often on the TV screen recently. Finally breaking away, Linda looked at the girl, "I take it you're not all that pissed."
Jessica smiled. "You were wondering what I thought? I actually thought that this was a poor substitute for the real thing. I wasn't pissed that you two had sex. Hell, I know Stuart and I actually was worried he'd put you in the hospital. No, I was just pissed he didn't respect me enough to clean your cum off his cock before he had me put it in my mouth."
"I'll bet. Actually, that pisses me off a lot. I wonder why he did that?" Linda said, "But, still I feel like I owe you."
"Owe me? For what?" Jessica asked as Linda pulled her up so she was standing in front of her. She looked down as the redhead leaned forward and put her face between her legs. "Oh, that. Yes, I suppose you do." She sighed putting a foot on the seat and her hands on the red hair.
Linda tasted the chlorinated water and first running down the blonde's body, but then welcomed the tangy juices flowing from the tight vagina. She reached around and cupped the girl's ass and giggled. She looked up at Jessica, "Is this how Leon wants to read your ass?"
"That and perhaps with a third appendage." Jessica giggled, "He's been trying to be where you are for six months." She pulled Linda up and kissed her. "Ok, I think you've tasted me a lot more than I've tasted you. Let's dry off and get under the covers and even things out, shall we?"
After they dried each other off, Jessica led Linda into her bedroom. As she pulled back the covers and climbed in she saw Linda looking at her nakedness and the bed. "I know what you're thinking, but you're wrong. You are the first person to join me here."
"Really? I mean, I just thought that after you left you'd..." Linda said sliding in next to the beautiful girl.
"I know. Actually I've slept with just four men in the last year. Did I tell you about Bill?" She asked.
After telling about Gene, taking her people watching and her acting the hooker and doing the grateful guy pro bono, she looked at Linda. "I think that was the only experience that week I truly liked doing. Hell, I came more that week than the rest of my life put together, but that's not why I enjoyed it. He really made love to me, even knowing I was a hooker. It was the only time I felt like sex had meaning. Anyhow, after I got out here and we started shooting the show, I'd go to bars and watch people. I can't say I was lucky enough to be there when guys got dumped, but anyhow, I was there. I acted the good Samaritan and did them pro bono. Those were my four men." She looked at Linda, "I'm afraid now that the show is out, those days are over. I'll miss that. Not the sex, but being able to make someone's day."
Linda looked at Jessica, "Fuck you, I know what you were after." She dove under the covers and spread the blonde's legs wide and drove her tongue into the tasty twat. She stuck her finger into the tight hole and felt around the smooth fleshy walls as she lapped up the cum leaking from her opening. She grabbed her large breast and felt for the rock hard nipple as she felt the girl grind against her mouth.
"Yes, God yes. I just wanted someone to take care of my cunt. Make me cum. Yesssss, right there." She moaned as she felt the tongue tasting all of her crotch. She loved it when she felt the slithering rod of flesh open her up and penetrate her cunt; when the girl's finger felt around her cum bathed anus and slide inside. She felt the mouth planted against her pussy sucking all her flowing juices, but knew she was going to get release when she felt the girl nibbling on her clit.
Linda gently gripped the erect clit between her teeth as she rapidly flicked her tongue against the tip while plunging a second finger into the girl's ass. She had to hang on when the pelvis pressed against her started humping and thrusting up against her face. She pinched and pulled the nipple hard as the girl spasmed, her hands pulling her face firmly into her cunt, and screamed out obscenities. After the blonde calmed down, she continued licking the flowing juices, swallowing the reminder of the intense orgasm she gave the young blonde. As she crawled up, she started giggling.
"God, that was wonderful. You've got skills. Maybe we should call Leon back so he can see for himself. Anyhow, what's so funny?" Jessica asked as the girl's slick face appeared.
"I just thought that I got to suck a movie star's pussy. Who would have thought? A small town girl like me. I feel so lucky." Linda laughed.
"Sorry, not a movie star, just a TV actress." She wiped off the girl's face, "Though if I make it as a movie star, I'm calling you, but don't expect me to return the favor, I'll have one of my people do it." She looked at her watch. "Ok, 23 minutes and 47 seconds. I tasted you on Stuart's cock for about 10 seconds, that makes 23 minutes and 37 seconds I owe you since I have no people yet." She said diving under the covers.
Linda opened her legs wide, groaning when she felt the tongue probe between her juicy lips and her nipples being pulled. "You forgot the five minutes in the hot tub, and I don't care what you say, I'm thrilled to have a movie star eating my pussy." Linda giggled, feeling her clit being attacked by Jessica.
After a mind blowing orgasm, Linda pulled Jessica up and kissed her. "Sorry, I didn't want it to end. I felt like I was going to cum at least six times before it got too much and I couldn't hold back."
Jessica laughed, "That's alright. I understand. If I had George Clooney between my legs, I'd probably hold off for a day at least." She rolled over and pulled a pad and paper out.
"What are you doing?" Linda asked.
"Just noting...let's see. 43 minutes and 45 seconds minus 28 minutes, 37 seconds. 15 minutes and 8 seconds, plus 50% gratuity, that's 22 minutes 42 seconds." She rolled over looking at Linda. "Oh, I understand, but I'm keeping track." Seeing the questioning look, "Ah, yes the 50% gratuity, that's for being allowed to lick a movie star's pussy."
Linda laughed, "I knew I shouldn't have sex with a working girl. It's all about the clock and the bottom dollar, isn't it?"
"Putting it that way, the gratuity is waved if we're talking bottoms." She laughed. "Hey, I just had a thought. What if I teach you what I learned? You know, rolling the condom on with your mouth, deep throating, how to act an escort...you know. Then, rather than let Stuart whore you out to Tom, you could go people watching with him. Perhaps save a poor man's evening. I guarantee it, he'll get off on it and you'll be doing a good deed." She looked at Linda. "I see you like that idea. You haven't met Tom, but after he...crap! I can't even say it. After he fucked me, I must have been in the shower for an hour. Please, promise me you'll never let Stuart give you to Tom." She looked at the doubt in Linda's eyes. "I mean, if you don't want to. Hell, perhaps he's the most incredible man you'll ever meet, but he sure was the opposite of that to me."
"I like the idea and I know how to broach the subject. Every time we refer to 'The Week,' he likes to act as if he's a client with me. He has me on my knees sucking his dick, making me act like I'm there to please him. I just need to suggest we take it to a bar where he picks me up, or perhaps let's other men try." She looked at Jessica, "Then, I'll suggest he actually lets men pick me up and I'll tell him about it later. I'll just make sure they're men who aren't scumbags and maybe men like Bill who need some cheering up."
"See? I was helpful. I give the best marital advice. 'Go out and let men screw you,' and your marriage with thrive. Shocking! I'm divorced and without a man." Jessica sighed.
Linda hugged her friend, "Stuart is a strange man, but I love him. I know you love him too." She broke the hug and suddenly asked, "I just thought of something. Is there nudity in worried mother part?"
"No, that would be a bit strange, but I'll bet you right now, Leon is calling Steve to write it in. I saw how he looked at you and looked over at the hot tub." Jessica said, stroking the girl's hair. "God, you have the most incredibly beautiful hair. It's like red gold, if that makes sense. When I saw you leave with Stuart a year ago I felt incredible jealousy seeing your hair glow in the sun."
Linda sighed, "Yes, and at the time I thought he was just ogling the blonde babe, but I know now Stuart was feeling incredible jealousy also." She sat up, "I have a great way for the poor mother to get naked. I mean, I assume you recover my darling daughter. I could show you how grateful I am...perhaps for 22 minutes and 42 seconds?"
"Oh God. I'm not even going to suggest that to Leon. He has Steve write in every way possible to get me out of my clothes. Being thanked by the families at the end of every show might be exhausting." Jessica laughed. "By the way, where did you tell Stuart you were going? Does he know you are in LA?"
"Actually, yes. I do need to see my brother. He was in a motorcycle accident on the 405 and he broke his leg. I'm not a very good sister. I rushed out here as soon as I heard and immediately went down on a movie star. Anyhow, he's in the hospital and I'll go over there tomorrow." Linda responded. "What kind of state allows motorcyclists to ignore lanes and get crushed between cars?"
"Crap, I'll drive you, if that's ok. I have the day off tomorrow. Which hospital?" Jessica asked.
"I have it written down. I'd love it if you could do that since these highways are a mess. By the way, when will the Amber episode with the redheads be airing?" Linda asked.
"It should be Sunday the 5th, next month." Jessica said as she rolled over to turn out the light. "I don't know about you, but I could use some sleep."
"God, Stuart will be shocked. My stomach hurts thinking about being on camera and acting, but if I pull this off...I almost wish there were nudity so instead of looking at you..." Linda said before kissing Jessica goodnight and turning her light off.



        All About Perspective

        Perhaps things aren't as bad as they look.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/all-about-perspective

Title: All About Perspective

Author: barkirk

Category: First Time

Description: Perhaps things aren't as bad as they look.

Tags: swallowing, virgin, stripped naked




Bryce jumped out of bed seeing the sun glowing through the leaves. Saturday! Time to get out and explore. Time to forget about the catastrophe last night. He pulled on his shorts and tee; laced up his hiking shoes and crept down the stairs.
"Hang on! You're going to eat something before you go." He heard his mom yell.
"Darn it mom, it's cool right now and you know it'll be hot soon." He walked into the kitchen and flopped down on the chair. "Alright, since you made french toast." He grinned at his mom. They had this game going on for years where he tried to get out and explore the woods while she tried to intercept him before he could get away.
"So, how did the competition go last night?" Liz asked her son.
"Not well, in fact it was a disaster. I cannot tell who did it, but someone hacked our code and inserted lines that made Charlie run amok. I think I know who did it, but Charlie ran after one of the judges and we had to send it a shutdown command." Charlie was the robot the robotics team had been working on for months. In trials, Charlie was able to figure out obstacles and overcome them repeatedly using their own logic they created. Bryce was hoping to blow away teams from MIT, Harvard, etc. that were all entered in the completion. He thought back sadly remembering all the laughing faces and how embarrassed the entire team was. And the poor judge who tripped and fell while being chased causing her skirt to fly up onto her back. She was pissed, but it's her own fault for not wearing panties. He was felt his cock pulse remembering see his first naked pussy and ass. Shaking his head, he picked up his fork and stabbed a piece of toast.
Kissing his mom on the cheek, he headed out the back door. Hearing music, he glanced over at the Nichols' house, sadly remembering how Pattie used to join him every weekend exploring. Then she reached puberty and she suddenly would have nothing to do with him. Now it was nothing more than hellos in the hallway which made him the envy of the robotics club. "Crud! Why didn't I even get to be like Larry or Brett? 6'1", 200 pounds rather than 5'5", 120 pounds. Even Patty is taller than I am...5" taller. I guess I'll never have a shot at anyone like that.' He mused. Turning towards the woods he stopped hearing Pattie's voice.
"Hey Bryce. Are you heading out exploring?"
"Yes, I want to get back to the lake and see what is coming up. This spring has been a long time coming." He waved and turned back to the woods.
"Wait. Can I come, or don't you want company?" Pattie yelled.
Bryce stopped, "Of course you can come. This is our lake and our woods." He watched as the beautiful girl tossed her magazine aside, bent over to turn off the radio, turned and held up a finger before dashing into the house. 'Crud, look at that ass.' He thought. As he thought back to the judge's ass exposed and he thought why couldn't it have been Pattie Nichols, he stopped and shook his head hard. Pattie was his friend...right. He looked up as he heard the door slam next door and saw Pattie running over, wearing tight shorts and a halter top that in no way was capable of supporting her nice breasts as she ran. Her waist had zero fat and he could see her six-pack abs. He smiled seeing her long blonde ponytail bouncing behind her as she ran.
"Thanks for waiting for me. I woke up this morning and realized I missed our explorations. I thought I'd missed you since it's a bit later than usual. Your mom catch you this morning?" She asked as she headed back on the trail.
"Yeah, it was terrible. Forced me to eat French toast." Bryce laughed. He felt suddenly alive and wondered why the fail last night didn't matter.
Pattie turned and gave a quick hug to her old friend. She looked down at the boy, "I heard about the Robotics Challenge last night. I'm so sorry. You've been working so hard on it."
Bryce was shocked, it never occurred to him that Pattie was even aware he was in the club let alone there was a completion. "Yeah, it really sucked. I found some code someone inserted that had to be a hack. I cannot tell who did it, but I have to debug a million lines of code to see if there's more." He looked up at the blonde seeing the concern, "How did you hear about that?"
"Um, well, it was on the news this morning. They showed the judge...I guess when she fell she showed a lot more than she should have." Pattie said softly.
Bryce turned bright red, "Crud! They showed that? We are going to be the laughing stock of the school and probably the entire robotics community. No way this is not going viral." He spit out.
Pattie hugged him close, "Hey, I'm sure people will get a kick out of it, but in a month, Miley Cyrus will do something to put all this in the past."
Bryce felt his cock surging in his shorts feeling those firm mounds pressed against his chest, and even though he couldn't think of anywhere he'd rather be, he gently broke the embrace. "Thanks, I know you're right, but I'm not sure I want to face anyone until then." He turned his body attempting to hide his raging boner.
Pattie laughed, "Relax, I think it's flattering. At least you're not like every other guy who grinds against me when that happens. Come on, let's go check out the lake."
He nodded his head, blushing furiously, "I'm sorry, I wish things like this weren't so darn obvious. Girls have it easy." He looked at the perfect girl, "I'd better lead since I'll never get under control looking at you." He stammered.
"Bryce, I'm shocked. I never thought you looked at me like that. Actually, that might be the nicest complement anyone has ever given me." Pattie giggled while putting her hands on her hips and posing for him. "Ok, lead on MacDuff." She said holding her arm out. She watched as her old friend strode off down the trail. Sadly, she wondered why she stopped joining him on these excursions. Her last few boyfriends all looked bored when she pointed out a hermit thrush song or to a kestrel. How much had she learned from Bryce exploring the woods?
Bryce stopped and whispered, "Listen. Over there." He said pointing to the right. They watched as a bobcat climbed up on some rocks and looked around. He heard Pattie gasp as the cat looked right at them before lying down on top of the ledge in the sun. "I hate to even move and spook it." He whispered. Suddenly the cat jumped up, looking over its shoulder and dashed off when a rock sailed over its head.
Bryce and Pattie saw four boys running up onto the ridge whooping and throwing more rocks at the retreating bobcat. "Hey! Stop that. Leave the bobcat alone!" Bryce yelled.
"Holy crap!" The tall boy yelled seeing the two kids standing there. "It's RoboFlop and Panting Nipples." He looked at his friends before leaping down the rock ledge. As he approached Pattie and Bryce he looked at the blonde, "This is the best you can do? I'm shocked you'd be seen with the most infamous failure in our school."
He went to hug Pattie and she pushed him away. "Don't touch me. And leave him alone. Someone hacked the program. That was not his fault. And I told you I never wanted you to talk to me again." She hissed at the tall muscular boy.
Bryce stood frozen looking at Pattie and the all state QB, Larry Munson glaring at each other. He looked at the other three classmates and groaned seeing his tormentors since elementary school, Jim Clark, Beans Benning and Cliff Devers. All heading to college on football scholarships.
"Look bitch, I'll talk to you whenever I want. I'll touch you whenever I want also, you seem to have gotten really uppity since the Homecoming dance. I remember you loved it when I had my cock inside you back stage." Larry said leaning into the girl.
Pattie stood her ground, her hands on her hips. "Thanks. Thanks for clearing that up." She said.
"Clearing what up?" Larry looked confused.
"Whether you put your dick in me. I was never sure and, well, you know. It's not the type of thing a girl can ask, you know?" She said staring at the angry boy.
"You fucking bitch, I think me and my boys here are just going to have to fill all your holes up right now. Believe me, we'll make you aware we are inside you." He looked at his friends, "You guys want a piece of the Homecoming Queen? Want to fuck the head cheerleader in every hole?" Turning back he reached out and yanked the halter top off of the young blonde who clutched her arms over her chest, and as he turned to toss it to Beans, he was knocked backwards with the flying Bryce.
"Get off me you little faggot," He screamed, throwing the light boy off to the side. "Hold him," he yelled to his friends, "while I get this fucking whore ready for all our cocks."
Bryce scrambled backward as Cliff came over to grab him while pulling out his iphone and hitting video. As he was grabbed he managed to lean it against the tree. He tried to cover his stomach as the huge football player began punching him in the stomach, curling up in the fetal position while listening to Pattie screaming. Then all went black as Cliff delivered a blow to his head.
He woke to crying and coarse laughter and saw Pattie stark naked with the four boys boxing her in and taunting her with her ripped clothes. He groaned and rolled over and grabbed the phone. He was able to tap in a series of addresses before yelling out. "Hey assholes, you want to go viral?" He held up the phone, his finger over send.
"You're bluffing." Larry spat, "Cliff, I thought you could punch harder than that. Get over there, get the phone and fucking put that faggot down."
"Ok. You asked for it." He went to hit send.
Cliff stopped, "Wait, who are you sending this to? How do I know what is on that?"
Bryce stood up and waved to Pattie, "Grab your clothes and get over here." Turning to Cliff, he said, "Give me your cell number and you can get a preview of what I have staged to go to all your athletic departments along with our local police." As Pattie came over he pulled off his tee and gave it to her. He punched in Cliff's number and hit send.
Cliff looked at his screen and held up the phone to the other three boys. Larry sneered, "You're bluffing, you don't have their numbers." Seeing Bryce tap on his phone, he looked over as Cliff held out his phone again. "Ok, you win, but if that ever gets out, I'll fucking kill you. I mean I'll fuck your faggot ass and then choke you with my cock, so you'd better guard that with your life."
Bryce laughed, "I'm the faggot? Christ! That has to be the most gay threat I've ever heard. Wait, stop." He looked at the boys who were turning to leave. "You ruined Patties clothes. I want you to all offer her yours. I mean all of your clothes." He glared at the boys. "Go on, or I'll hit send...go on!"
Bryce stepped back and videotaped as each boy stripped down and dropped their clothes at the feet of Pattie. He turned to Pattie, "I see what you mean when you couldn't tell if it was in you. How does that tiny prick ever reach anything?" He laughed seeing Larry's shriveled member.
Larry put his hands over his crotch. "Ok, you win now, but you'd better watch your back. I will never forget this." He looked at the skinny boy who was tapping his screen again, "What the fuck are you doing, sending it anyway?"
Bryce shook his head, "No, I emailed it to myself and stored it in the cloud, just in case you thought about coming back and taking my phone away from me."
Larry spat at the ground. "Some day, some day." He glared then turned and led the other three naked boys back the way they came.
Bryce turned and grabbed Pattie who was reeling and looked ready to faint. "Pattie, are you ok? I'm so sorry I couldn't stop them." He clutched her to his chest and felt the girl sobbing hard into his shoulder. He sat down and leaned back against the tree stroking her back as she cried.
Pattie felt the gentle hands on her back and felt an incredible rush of gratitude for her oldest friend who just saved her from being gang-raped. She didn't want to move, feeling so safe in the skinny boy's arms and felt guilty thinking how she turned her back on him as soon as she became interested in boys. She pushed herself up and looked at the boy. She realized she was uncovered below her waist and probably should cover up. It suddenly struck her, she was basically naked and he wasn't hard. "Thank you. I cannot believe you were able to record that while being grabbed. That was amazing. Actually, I wouldn't have been surprised if they killed us after raping me. They've been on steroids for years."
"Are you alright? How long was I out? Did they...?" Bryce stroked his friend's face, "I felt so darn powerless. I'm not very strong and I was so scared." He said feeling like he wanted to cry.
"No, they were playing with me. I could see they got more and more excited seeing me scared and vulnerable. Those fucking assholes!" She spat out, "I wanted to help you when I saw Cliff punching you, but they were holding me and ripping my clothes off." She stroked the boy's face. "I knew I was doomed and was ready to just let them do what they wanted to me and then you stood up holding your phone. It felt like a miracle." She kissed Bryce on the lips.
Bryce felt those lips he'd looked longingly at and realized he was close to becoming one of those boys and pushed her away.
"What's wrong? I wanted to kiss you. It's ok." Pattie said as the boy stood up.
Bryce reached down and pulled her to her feet. "Look, if you want to kiss me tomorrow, that's fine, but right now I don't think it's right. You're basically naked. Let's get you some clothes." He reached down and looked at her torn panties and tossed them aside. Then he grabbed her shorts and saw the buttons were ripped off. He held up the boys' pants and sighed, "I guess you could wear these, but they're like twice as big as you are. He looked down at his shorts and shrugged.
Pattie watched as Bryce pulled his shorts off and handed them to her. She giggled seeing the tidy-whiteys on the skinny boy. "I'm sorry, I just haven't seen you in your underwear since...well, you know. When we were kids."
Bryce went through the discarded pants and found the smallest pair and pulled them on. He grinned at Pattie as he held them out with his thumbs. "Perhaps we could share these." He found a belt and cinched the pants tight around his waist before gathering up the rest of the clothes and threw then into the middle of the clearing. "Want these?" He asked holding up her torn clothes.
"No, I never want to see them again, actually." She said taking them and tossing them into the pile. "You're not emptying their pockets? Their wallets are in there." She asked seeing him squat down and light the pile.
"No, why? They'll just have to get new drivers licenses and strip club membership cards I guess." He said as he moved the lighter he found in a pocket to other parts of the pile.
After they strewed the ashes and made sure there were no remaining embers, Bryce turned to Pattie. "When we get home, let me get some of my mom's clothes so your parents don't see you like this." He said looking at the girl's chest clearly visible through the old tee shirt.
"Why are we going home? I want to see the lake." Pattie said, pointing in the opposite direction.
"Really? Are you ok?" He asked looking at her. Seeing she looked fully recovered, he shrugged. "Ok, but I have to tell you, these aren't the most comfortable pants to hike in."
Pattie looked at him. I'll tell you what. Take those off and take your shorts back. Give me your underwear, these shorts are a bit tight anyhow." She unbuttoned the shorts and laughed as she stepped out of them, "Seriously, you're turning around? You amaze me." She stood naked from the waist down holding out the shorts. "Come on, give me those cute briefs." She watched as her friend dropped the pants and who started to turn around to take off his underwear before shrugging and pulling them off. She giggled, "Christ, those assholes would have been really pissed to see that." She said looking at the plump dick flopping between his legs. "Ok, I'm sorry." She said letting him pull his shorts on.
Bryce felt the sensitive head of his cock rub against the fabric and looked at the nice blond bush disappear under his undies as she pulled them on. "That's a good look on you." Bryce grinned, "I mean, it seemed like a dream thinking about getting in your pants. It never occurred to me that you'd be getting into mine."
"He jokes. I was worried about you. Look, nothing happened. Something could have happened, but because of your quick thinking, nothing happened." She spun around, showing off her outfit of see-through tee and boy's underwear. "I've never felt more free. Come on, let's go check out the lake." She started down the trail before looking back, "Deal with it. I want you to look."
Bryce jerked his eyes from her ass up to her face, blushing, "No problem with that. I preferred what you had on before though, I mean checking out my underwear...." He said following her.
They got to the lake and looked at the reeds shooting up, the red-winged blackbirds hopping around. Pattie looked over and exclaimed, "It's still there!" She pointed to the rope strung across the lake from high on the tree on the hill to their right. "Let's do it!" She cried running up the hill.
Bryce ran up behind her and watched as she scaled the tree, aware that he could see right up the baggy tee shirt. Finally, he scrambled up after her.
"They're still here!" Pattie said holding out the ropes and carabiners. "Come one, let's get wet." She said handing a beener to Bryce and hooking hers up. She turned to her friend, "I've wanted to do this for the last 6 years. I'm so sorry I quit coming here with you." She said kissing him. With a scream, she hung onto the handles and jumped out and screamed down the rope, her shirt blowing up to her neck until finally releasing it when she was 50 yards out into the middle of the lake. She shot up to the surface, "Christ, that was great. Get your ass down here." She yelled.
Bryce hooked his beener up and grabbing the handles shot down at what felt like 50 miles per hours until he saw the girl with her arms out waiting, and releasing the handles, felt himself flying until he hit the water with a huge splash. He swam over to Pattie to splash her, but saw her looking intently at him so he found himself pulling her close to him and kissing her, this time feeling her tongue enter his mouth.
Pattie wrapped her legs around his waist and felt that surprisingly nice cock grind against her pussy. She finally pulled away realizing the poor boy was furiously treading water for the both of them. "God, I missed you." She said, "I forgot how much fun you are." She gave him a quick kiss before swimming to the far side of the lake to recover the ropes. As she got out, she felt the wet shirt clinging to her body and as Bryce joined her on the shore, she turned to him and pulled the shirt off.
Bryce stared at the perfect breasts with the erect nipples while absent mindedly accepting the dripping tee shirt. He jerked back hearing Pattie's voice, "I'm sorry, what?"
Pattie laughed, "I said I hope this isn't too distracting, but it was really hard to swim with this dragging me down. Why don't you go over and hang it on the branch? In fact, why don't you hang up your shorts so they don't chafe you when we head back." She said as she slipped off his borrowed undies.
Bryce just stood open-mouthed watching the beauty unabashedly strut naked over to the tree and hang up his underwear. Finally, he shrugged and pulled off the wet shorts and came over next to her and hung up the shirt and shorts.
Pattie grinned, "Ok, let's go again. I could do this all day." She said as she ran around the lake to climb back up the tree.



Bryce followed, self-conscious of his cock flopping around and he ran. He got to the tree just as she began climbing and looked at the pussy, fully exposed in front of him. The lips framed by thin strips of soft blond fur. He could make out the nub at the top thinking that must be the clitoris where girls have bundles of nerves.
"Should I put my foot over here?" Pattie said innocently, as she put her left foot on a branch three feet over spreading herself wide for the innocent boy.
"I'm sorry, I never...I mean I haven't...." Bryce stuttered. He looked down at the first branch and started up. He kept climbing and got almost there when he looked back up and saw that Pattie had turned around and was standing on the top looking down at him. She playfully bounced her breasts before turning and hooking the carabiner on the rope and grabbed both handles and before jumping, "Dummy, I took my clothes off because I wanted you to look. Please don't disappoint me." She said as she ran screaming off the branch and sailed down the rope.
Mesmerized, Bryce watched the naked girl with the perfect bubble butt sail down the rope, until flying through the air and splashing into the lake. With a grin, he hooked in and ran out feeling the weightlessness before feeling the wind pounding him, then flying and then the impact with the water. He looked over and saw Pattie clapping, so he swam over and again hugged her close. As he kissed her, he felt her hand wrap around his cock and gently stroke the length as it grew to full size.
"Shit." She said, "This is really nice. Not scary porn star size, but really nice." She let his cock go and swam over to the far side. As he followed, she thrust her ass in the air and opened her legs before diving under the water. Getting out, she sighed looking down at his crotch, "Sad, I was hoping to see how big it gets, but...oh well." She shrugged mockingly before running around the lake back to the tree.
Bryce just grinned and shook his head and ran after her. Before she could get to the tree, he tackled her and pinned her down. "You never could out run me." He laughed.
As he released her arms and began to get up, she pulled him back. "Where are you going?" Seeing the micro expression she thought looked like panic, she asked, "Have you ever been with a woman? Are you a virgin?"
He sighed looking at his friend, "Yes. I mean, I never actually saw a naked woman until you, today." He let out a quick laugh, "I mean, except for that poor judge last night." He laughed harder, "Oh crud. I forgot all about that." He looked at Pattie lying naked beneath him; felt her pubic bone digging into his; felt her legs welcoming him. "Pattie, I don't want to do this right now...I mean I really want to do this right now, but I don't want this to be your way of thanking me and then that's it." He looked at her, "Also, I don't have a rubber, though I'm sure I felt some in the pants pockets before we burned them."
Pattie started laughing, "I'm sorry, I just had the most inappropriate image." She kept laughing.
"What? I could use a laugh." Bryce urged.
"I know it's absurd, but they brought rubbers to a rape fest? I just had an image of them ready to rape me and they stop and roll on a condom." She pushed Bryce off when she began laughing uncontrollably.
Bryce found himself joining in at the incongruous images in his head. And looked over at the beautiful girl still laughing. He felt almost painful love for the girl and then realized why it would never work. He stopped laughing and sadly sat up.
Pattie stopped laughing and wiped her eyes, "What's wrong? You look like your best friend died." She sat up and put her arm around him pulling him close.
Bryce felt more torn than he'd ever felt in his life. He wanted to both cry and also take this beautiful girl. He got up and paced holding his head in his hands.
"Bryce, stop. What's wrong?" Pattie jumped up and grabbed her friend by his shoulders. "Talk to me. Just blurt out what's bothering you."
Bryce felt ready to explode. "I love you. I've loved you since we were kids. I thought constantly about meeting you in the back yard and going exploring every day growing up. When you stopped, when you went off to find boys...boys who were not me, I was crushed." He looked at the girl, "I know. I am so darn stupid. I should just take advantage of you. To get to be one of those guys..." He looked with horror at what he said feeling her hands slide off his shoulders. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean you're some slut who's slept with a lot of guys. I meant one of the jocks. The physical specimens that always get the beautiful girls." He looked pleadingly at her, "I am not in your league and if we do...anything, it will be because of charity. I would never be able to look at you without wanting...wanting more, wanting to be with you again and again. And, any other woman would pale in comparison." He stopped and looked at her and saw tears in her eyes.
Pattie plopped down and looked out over the lake. "No, you were right the first time. I've been with a lot of guys, guys who are all muscle...no brains, well at least not your brains. I never would have noticed you at all if we weren't next door neighbors. I walk by guys in the halls and ignore them until I see one of the football or basketball players and all of a sudden, I see them." She looked at Bryce. "But, I see you. I've always seen you. Have I ever walked by you and ignored you? If so, I'm so sorry. You have always been in my head. Every guy I've been with I've compared to you." She patted the ground. "Please. Please sit down. Let's talk."
Bryce sat down, stunned hearing the confession. He'd taken jibes from his friends who told him that Pattie was a stuck up bitch ignoring them when she walked by. Then seeing her eyes light up seeing one of the pampered jocks who constantly tormented them, just made things worse for his friends. They were great guys, just not one of those studs on one of the teams. He looked over at her and shook his head, "What do you mean 'compared to me?' You've always been with one of the genetic celebrities who strut around as if they own the school. Hell, you are one of...." He paused, thinking, "Heck, you are the genetic celebrity in our school." Seeing her look, he patted her leg, "Look, I'd like to thank you, but let's be real. You girls look for appropriate mating material. Larry's an ass. He might have a small dick, but he has muscles and deep down that is what matters. You perfect physical specimens can get any man you want and you want the caveman who can protect you. It's evolution." Bryce said sadly, "I'm not one of those guys who can lift a car off you if need be. You will always be attracted to men with muscles, you need to breed with men with muscles."
Pattie laughed, "You're right. You're so right. God, how blind can I be? Who just used his brain, his quick thinking to save me? Hell, none of the guys I've been with would have reacted that quickly, or even thought of it. Actually, they all would have joined in. This is a new world and it's the information age." She stopped and looked Bryce in the face. "Let's say I change the paradigm. Let's say I try to look for a man to breed with best equipped to survive in this new technological world? Wouldn't that be better for me?"
Bryce looked at her, "I agree, but that's not how our urges work. You wake up feeling a rush of hormones. You need a man, you just have to find a man to have sex with. You're really horny. Who are you thinking about?"
"Right now, you." She said sighing, "But I see what you mean. I'm sorry, but it's muscled pecs, tight ass. Crap, I thought I had something there." She said stroking the back of his hand. "But I'm not lying. When I'm with some of the boys at school, I cannot believe how slow they are to pick things up. How they value the stuff that really isn't important." She looked around at the trees, "I think about everything we learned together. I know all the birds by song and can identify them on sight because of you. I know all the trees and plants. I miss you. I've missed you for years. I've missed this." She reached up and stroked his face. "Please forgive me."
"I never felt there was anything to forgive. I always knew that you were following your true fate, your destiny...your hormones." He sat back, "You really had sex with Larry? I don't remember you ever going with him." He said looking at her.
Pattie groaned and put her head in her hands. "It was at the homecoming dance. I was with Brett, but he'd disappeared to smoke some grass or something and I went to find a bathroom. I was behind the stage by the dressing rooms and Larry was leaning against the wall smirking at me. We never dated, but we'd flirted at parties, at the beach...you know how it is. Anyhow as I walked by he shoved himself off the wall and asked me where I was going. I told him the bathroom, pointing down the hall. He took my arm and walked me into the ladies room and pushed open the stall door. I told him to leave and he just grinned telling me he had all night. Finally, I couldn't hold it any longer and carefully reached under my dress and pulled my panties down. As I sat down, he knelt down and grabbed them and put them in his pocket." Pattie put her face in her hands, "This is really embarrassing."
Bryce softy stroked her hair, "You can stop. I don't have to hear this."
Pattie looked at him, "No. No, I guess you don't. Why are you like this?" Shaking her head, she continued, "I'll finish the story. Larry is kneeling in front of me and I can't pee. I mean, I'd heard about men who couldn't use public urinals, but there I was trying to just let it go and Larry, the all-state quarterback was watching with a huge grin on his face. He pulled up my dress and mockingly looked under, 'Everything alright down there?' he asked. 'Come on, you can do it.' He urged. I closed my eyes and finally felt a release while feeling my legs being spread and dress pulled way up. I was totally creeped out, but we'd flirted a lot and he'd grabbed a ton of feels, so this was just Larry being Larry. When I was done he slapped my hand away when I reached for toilet paper and he grabbed some and..." She blushed furiously looking at Bryce, "...and I let him wipe me. I'd never even heard of a guy doing that, but I got up and went to wash my hands and while I was running the water, I felt the back of my dress pull up and..."
"And he put his dick in you." Bryce finished.
"Christ. I was there with my boyfriend and I let that asshole screw me. He just put it in and I did nothing to stop him, in fact I leaned over more to give him better access." She finished, "I wish I didn't tell you that. I'm really a slut, aren't I?"
"Not for me to say. I'm not even sure what a slut is. Did Brett ever find out? I mean, aren't Brett and Larry best friends? Thank God I don't have friends like him." He looked at Pattie. "I'm not so pure. I've fantasized about doing something like that to you myself. Not the part on the toilet. That's just a little weird to me. But pulling your dress up." He started laughing. "Crud. I'm fantasizing about undressing you while I'm sitting next to you, stark naked."
Pattie laughed. "Shall I put something on so I can see that nice erection of yours again?" She looked at Bryce. "I want to make a deal with you. If you'll make love to me, I will guarantee it will not be the one time. I want you to know that I've never really made love to a guy. We've just really fucked and I want to know what it is like."
Bryce nodded, "Ok. I'd like that." He sighed when Pattie slid her hand up and cupped his balls and gently stroked them.
"I think I'd better do something else before I let you slide this thing into me." She pushed Bryce onto his back and crawled down and starting at the balls, ran her tongue up to the shaft and onto the head, eliciting groans from the eager boy. She looked up, "No girl has ever done this either?" Seeing him shake his head, she grinned, "Ok, then if you feel yourself ready to cum, let me know so I can pull off." Holding the rock hard shaft, she ran her tongue around the head amazed at the amount of fluids leaking out. She lapped at the slit tasting the cum and liking it, she swallowed the juices. She then plunged her mouth down onto the fat cock and with her fist stroking the base, she sucked on the top four inches, bobbing her head rapidly. She reached up and pulled Bryce's hand onto her dangling breast and moaned onto his cock when he began squeezing and massaging it.
Bryce had never felt anything like it before. He'd jerked off, but this was ten times more intense and he felt his hips thrusting up against that mouth. He looked at that beautiful face that he'd longed for, her lips obscenely stretched around his cock. His cock! In her mouth! He loved the sight and the feeling, but was amazed also at how much mass there was in his hand. He couldn't believe how great her breast felt slid his hand down until he got to the nipple and explored the feel of it. The soft, puffy ring and the hard eraser sized tip. He saw Pattie reach between her legs and furiously rub herself as he pinched and pulled on her nipple. Seeing this and feeling her increasing moans on his cock he stuttered out that he was going to cum and waited for Pattie to pull off, but instead, she pushed her face down farther and when he felt his cock head hit the back of her throat, he couldn't help himself anymore. "Oh God! Stop, I'm going to cum, oh God. Uh...uhhh....uhh....uhhhhh." He grunted as his hips thrust his cock into the back of her throat. Finally, he opened his eyes and saw Pattie swallowing and wiping her mouth.
"Didn't miss a drop." Very nice, your cum tastes really good. I know I told you to not cum in my mouth, but I couldn't help myself. She crawled up and when Bryce pulled her mouth to his and kissed her, she was surprised since none of the other boys ever wanted to kiss her after she blew them. Then again, none of them ever came in her mouth either. She pulled back and said, "Let me get you nice and hard again and you can put it in my pussy."
Bryce stopped her as she started to crawl back down, and pulled her up so that she straddled his face. "You may need to tell me what to do, but I've wanted to taste this since I saw you climbing the tree." He said as he finally tasted pussy. His tongue ran up and down the now swollen slit, lapping at the juices listening to Pattie moan. Encouraged he felt the lips part as he pushed against them, and when he felt her hips begin to grind against his face, he pushed harder into the hole.
Pattie was in ecstasy feeling the first boy to eat her pussy, feeling her first tongue inside her. She thought it was so much better than cock as he explored her insides with the probing member. She reached back and stroked his beautiful cock and leaned back and closed her eyes, reveling in the pleasurable feelings. She felt the cock grow hard and leaking, and wanted it in her, but she'd never been able to cum with a cock in her and really needed a release. She yelped when she felt Bryce's teeth scrape across her intensely aroused clit and when she felt him back off, she cried, "No, no...don't stop. Ahhhh ahhh yesss, that feels great." She let go of his cock and grabbed her breasts and mauled them as she thrust her hips against that tongue deep inside her and the bared teeth roughing up her aroused clit. "OH SHIT! Yesssss, yesss, ahhh, ahhhh, aaahhhhhhhh. Shit! You are so fucking good...." She exploded grinding her pussy against his face. "Oh my, that was incredible." She said crawling off his face and bending over to lick the juices off his lips and cheeks. "Fuck telling you how to do that, you should be out teaching the rest of the boys at school." She crawled back and grabbed his cock and lined it up with her wet pussy, "You ready?" She said sliding the head teasingly up and down her slit.
Bryce stared at his cock pressing against the slick opening, his head slowly disappearing. He nodded dumbly, unable to take his eyes off the sight and the feel.
Pattie grinned looking at the look on the boy's face and realized she'd never had a virgin before. She took her time alternately pulling almost all the way off and sliding on letting no more than a quarter inch more into her each time. Finally, she said, "Ok, enough torture." And dropped all the way onto him with a loud yelp. "Yow! I forgot how big you were. God, that was a bit too much." She groaned as she pulled off and began fucking that nice cock with her tight pussy. "Remember, we don't have a condom, so let me know."
Bryce groaned feeling his first pussy. It was as good as being in her throat, but deeper. Feeling her pussy bang down on his pubic bone, he loved the intense nature of being so deep inside a woman. He thought about the ovaries, her womb, his seed flooding her, making her pregnant. He was inside a woman. Inside, with no rubber. He groaned out loud thinking about this and reached up and grabbed those incredible bouncing breasts and hard nipples.
Pattie felt herself nearing climax and shook her head. 'Impossible. No one had ever gotten me off unless I rub my clit. Oh God!' She began grinding against his cock and pressing her chest against his hands thinking that this cock had never been in a pussy before, never felt what he's feeling and it's her cunt providing this pleasure. She thought of that and groaned out that she was cumming again. "Yes, yes, yesssss. Oh my God, yesssssssss." She panted, jerking her pussy rapidly against his wonderful hard rod and collapsed onto his chest. She looked at her friend and kissed him hard. Coming up for air, she panted. "You're incredible. I've never cum while fucking before. Get on top of me. Enough making love, I want you to fuck me. Pound my pussy." She said as she rolled over pulling him on top of her.
Bryce grinned, thinking he was making her happy. Giving her pleasure. In all his fantasies, it was mostly how women could make him happy, bring him off. This was actually more arousing hearing a woman beg him to fuck her. He looked down and found the harder he thrust into her, the louder she grunted and the more her tits flopped around. He felt her legs wrap around him and her crotch grind against him when she came a third time and as her panting slowed down, he felt himself ready approaching release, "Oh God. I'm going to cum!"
Pattie didn't want him to pull out yet and rapidly grabbed his ass and pulled him into her, "No don't stop. Not yet, it feels too good." She thrust against his attacking cock and began another small climax and realized Bryce was grunting and groaning as he flooded her womb with his seed.
"I'm sorry, I couldn't hold back. It was just too intense. God, I hope you don't get pregnant." He groaned as he collapsed onto the girl.
Pattie stroked his back feeling he cock slowly soften inside her. "I hope not, but just think, you'll get to breed me. Isn't that what you wanted?" She stroked his face. "Can I ask you something?" Seeing him look questioningly at her, she continued, "Are your friends also virgins? I think I like this deflowering thing."
Bryce nodded, grinning at her.
****************************************
The following Monday, Bryce was standing in the hall talking to his friends in the robotics club.
"What the hell do you mean, it's no big deal? This has gone viral. We're an online punchline now. Have you seen all the rob-this and robo-that jokes? The web is forever." Sam said to Bryce who just grinned at him.
John sighed, "He's on some sort of medication. Otherwise he would have been taking a chain saw to the lab by now."
Theo pushed Bryce's shoulder, "You're putting us on aren't you? This has to be eating you alive. I saw you Friday night. You looked like you were going to kill yourself."



"Look, it's all perspective. In a few week Miley Cyrus will do something and everyone, except perhaps that poor judge, will forget all about us. The web has a long memory, but the people accessing it get bored and move on." He grinned at his friends, "Look, I figured out the code and I recognized whose it was. Remember that guy kicked out of MIT last year? The one who tried to design his own search engine? He's over at South now. This is his code and I know just how to get back at him."
"Hey Bryce, guys." Pattie said coming up and giving him a huge hug. She released Bryce and looked at Theo, "Sorry about the hack on Friday. I cannot believe someone would do that to you guys. You did an amazing job with using the combination of light and strong materials for the chassis." She hugged the surprised boy and stroked his back. She turned and pulled John into and embrace, "John, I was impressed with the step down gearing solution you came up with, I'm just sorry there's some really shitty person out there." She turned to Sam, "And Sam, I know you will come back with something to prevent intruders and actually expose them. I can't wait to go and see their faces when you blow them away next month at the competition." She hugged him and kissed him on the cheek. She whispered in his ear, "You might want to hold your books in front of you, but thanks for the complement." She released the blushing boy and turned to Bryce, "You coming over tonight for movies? The parents won't be home until midnight at the earliest." She said before leaning down and kissing him on the lips and spinning away.
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Jennifer felt George getting hard and knew as a professional he would be able to hide his erection from the cameras. She moaned as she felt him hide it inside her. She saw him wink as her thrust into her making her breasts flop around.
"Christ, there he goes again." Leon moaned, "Camera two, back off and camera one, move to your left." He turned to Steve, "We spend more time editing his love scenes...let's write him out of the script next week. Can you do that?"
George grinned as he felt his unsheathed cock sliding into that tight pussy. The pussy no one in Hollywood had been able to access. He focused on the intense pleasure emanating from his fat cock, but responded to direction, kissing Amber, grabbing her impressive breasts, bending over and biting those nipples. He reluctantly climbed off his fellow actor when Leon wanted him behind her. He flipped her onto her stomach and kissed his way down her back, feeling his wet dick cooling, even under the hot lights.
"Camera one, let's zoom in and catch her expression, camera two, catch George from the side."
Jessica felt that large hunk of flesh slide out of her pussy knowing it would be back, but thinking she was in for a treat since George was into full realism in all his scenes. She felt his lips travel down her spine and onto her tailbone. She saw the camera zoom in on her face as she groaned feeling his tongue bath the crack of her ass and flick against her tender anus. She found herself opening her legs past where Leon wanted her to as the gorgeous actor attacker her puckered hole with his tongue and his fingers probed her wet slit and pinched her clit. Knowing her face filled the entire frame, she felt all her nerves peak and explode, "Ohhhh fuck, uhhhhh, uuhhhh, uuhh, uuhhh. Yeeeessssssss." She grunted out and when the feeling subsided she licked her lips feeling drool on the pillow.
"Camera one, you can back out now. Camera two get ready. Cut to camera 3, let's finish with an overhead."
George grabbed onto a cheek as Jessica humped against his ministrations and felt his fingers pumping her pussy get soaked. He crawled up and guided his eager cock into the wet snatch and pressed his wet fingers against Jessica's lips. He felt his cock slide into her as his co-star sucked passionately on his two fingers. He began pounding hard into that cunt, thinking back on how many time he'd tried to get her to go out with him. How many refusals. And here he finally was. He heard Leon tell the camera crew to shift as he felt his balls and cock begin the familiar climb towards his ultimate pleasure. With a loud groan, he gave one last thrust of his hips against her ass as he anticipated spewing his sperm into the beautiful girl's pussy.
Jessica heard George's breathing change and knew he was going to cum inside her and pressed her ass back up against his thrusts. "That's it baby, cum inside me. Ooooohhhh." She moaned as she felt the warmth spread throughout her insides.
"Camera three, back off and...Cut!" Leon strode over to the bed, "Fuck! George. I've told you. You cannot actually fuck your partner. This is TV, not Pornhub. Christ! We're going to have to spend hours editing this so it's fit for cable." He looked at the grinning crew, "What? Oh yeah, you'd like to spend hours poring over these tapes also." Suddenly he grinned, "Yeah, I guess there might be worse things." He looked at Jessica who was pulling on a robe while holding her hand against her crotch. "I thought you of all people would not have allowed that."
Jessica blushed thinking how many people were in the studio all watching her get fucked. "I couldn't. Not without ruining the continuity of the scene. You told us we had to show no restraint since we'd been teasing and building to this scene. Well, there you go. No restraint." She looked over at George who was proudly standing there stark naked and groaned, "Come on, George. Put it away. Christ!" She looked around the set. Seeing her makeup artist, she nodded and headed back to her dressing room.
"God damn, Jess." Her cute assistant said pulling her into a chair. "I am so going to make Tim happy tonight. Your scenes are always so hot, but this was the first time you..." Steph said fanning herself dramatically.
"That was not planned, but I sure needed that. It has been months since I've been with a man." Jessica sighed, "I hate being so well known. I'd like to meet a man who wants to see me, have dinner with me. Who wants to talk to me. This town has nothing but men who want to fuck me and then tell some reporter how great, or how bad it was."
Steph reapplied the makeup and unsnarled her hair to the straight golden tresses. "George is hot. I could talk to him. I could have dinner with him, but I'd be under him in a flash if that's what he wanted."
"I'm sure Tim would understand," Jessica said feeling a pang thinking how Stuart understood. 'God! Stuart. How did we go from best friends growing up, to convenient married couple...to exes. I just don't think he would ever had looked at me as Carol ever again. He may have loved Carol, but he needed me to be Jessica and here I am. Still Jessica. Jessica the whore.'
Steph finished brushing the beautiful blonde's hair and put down the brush, "Why don't you ever go out with anyone? You say you want to have someone to talk to, but you won't even go out on a date." She looked at Jessica who sometimes would suddenly look like a little girl, "You go home alone every night. You never even have coffee with any man."
"I'd like to, but in this town coffee means sex, dinner means sex, everything means sex." Jessica sighed.
"You don't like sex? You sure seem to play the part well." Steph asked.
"I love sex. I just don't need it all the time. Perhaps I'm a sucker for those movies where a boy meets a girls and they do a million things together until they finally get naked." She looked at Steph, "If I tell you something, can you keep it a secret?"
"Stephanie put her hands on her hips, "Please. You know me. I'd take whatever you tell me to the grave." She looked insulted.
"I know, that's why I stressed the need." She looked at the girl and pulled her into the chair next to her. "I've never been on a first date, at least in the conventional sense. I married the boy, the man I grew up with since I was four. We never actually went out on a date and, I don't know. I never thought anything about it."
Steph looked at her, "What happened? I never knew you were married. Are you still married?"
Jessica laughed, "No. No, we're no longer married. It's a long story, but circumstances arose where he worked, that sort of gave me an opportunity to experience other men. Sadly, when I was done with the week, he didn't want it to end." She looked at Steph, "Sadly, there is no longer any possibility to have a first date. Stupid as it sounds, I long for a man who I can learn about as he tries to get to know me. Around here, I run into people all day long who know me and just want to 'Know me.'"
"You're kidding. He actually liked you experiencing other men? I wish we had time, I'd love to hear about it. The whole first date thing is over-rated. I went on quite a few blind dates, arranged dates, even dates through dating sites. Guess what they wanted after they got to know me?" Steph asked.
"Pussy?" Jessica asked.
"Yeah. A few guys I really liked, and after four or five dates, we finally, you know. Did it. That was it. Never heard from them again." She looked really frustrated, "But Tim was different. I got really lucky. I had to actually rape him since all he wanted to do was bike and head up to Tahoe and hike. Finally, one night in the tent, I climbed into his sleeping bag." She grinned at Jess, "I don't recommend it...a bit narrow to, you know, spread your legs. Anyhow, after that we went at it every day." She looked at Jess, "There are men out there like that. You'll find one."
"Tim's great. He's so down to earth. When we've met, he seems oblivious to any glamour around him." Jessica said looking at her assistant, her friend, "Does he have a brother? Any friends who don't have a television...computer?
"Sadly, not that I know of. He has always been a kind of loner." She looked at the naked blonde, "Um, Jess? We have to clean you up...clean you up down there. The scene in the alley is next and we have five minutes." The girl told her.
**************************************
When Jessica got back to her apartment, she grabbed a glass of wine and slipped naked into the hot tub. As she felt her body relax she reached down and felt her pussy. 'Until today, six months since a man was inside me. I'm 23 and living a slutty, celibate life. Steph is so lucky to have found a man who shares all the things she loves.' Her hand came back up leaving her feeling a bit depressed. She sighed, thinking her only real sexual experiences were fake. They were fun, satisfying, rewarding and fake. Acting like a hooker doing pro-bono work to cheer up distraught men might be rewarding, might be fun but still left her empty inside. George being inside her should have been something for her and for him, but she felt nothing towards him, and right now George has a glass of 25 year old Macallum in his hand bragging how he fucked Jessica Miller. He'd acknowledge all the jealous grins and smugly swallow a huge gulp. Word will get around, if it already hasn't, and Jessica would now find every man wanting that.
Thinking how no other actor would be allowed near her twat on the set again, she climbed out of the tub. The dried off and heading into the kitchen to throw something together.
Friday was an off day and she headed to Pacific Coast Greens to restock, her head planning the meals for the coming week. She dressed on an old tee shirt, torn blue jeans and tennies. She didn't bother with the usual oversize sunglasses and baseball cap since they broadcast "Movie Star! You can't see me!" That actually made people study you more. She decided no makeup. Bed head and old clothes were a lot more comfortable anyhow.
She was reaching for tomatillos and looking at them thinking about the Green Chile recipe and ready to put a couple in her cart.
"Stop, those are too old." The man took the tomatillos from her and picked one up in the back, "Look for a bright green husk and the flesh should be soft and not wrinkled." He put a couple in her hand and with a smile, turned and walked away.
Jessica looked at the tall man. He looked confident in himself, wore clothes no neater than what she had on and didn't have that stubble all men in LA seemed to think was sexy. "Wait," She saw him stop ant turn, "how are you at picking out pablamos?"
He looked at her, "What are you making? Rellenos?" Seeing her nod, "Anaheims are better." He walked over to her cart and looked in. "This is the pork shoulder? How much are you making? Do you have serranos?" He walked over to the peppers and counted selected eight. He held them out, "These are perfect. Are these enough, too many?"
"I like to make a few and freeze the left overs so when I get off work it's easy to heat up, so whatever I make is fine. I was going to get some serranos, but I think they are out." Jessica said, studying the man. Relieved that he showed no signs of recognition when he looked at her face, "Look. I didn't come here to pick up men, but would you like to come over and help me make these?" She looked hopefully at the man, "I'm Jessica, by the way."
"Troy, I know. I blame my parents." He said holding out his hand. "My mother warned me about strangers approaching me, well you know how it is." He said studying the young blonde.
Taking his hand and feeling the rough callouses, she shook it feeling the firm grip. "You're safe. I know since I just old you and I don't lie. Trust me now?"
Troy laughed, "Whew, I was worried there, but that makes me feel so much better." He looked at his work clothes, "I'm not really dressed for going out. In fact, you'd be really happier if I took a rain check and got cleaned up."
"I have a shower and there's a lock on the bathroom door." She looked at him and added, "And there's a souvenir shop next door if you want to pick up clean clothes." She hesitated, "I mean, if you don't want to, that's fine too."
"No, I want to. A beautiful woman asks me to her place. I'm good with that." He looked at her, "I'm not getting into a car with you, though. My mom was really clear about that."
Jessica laughed, "Crap, and I had the handcuffs all set." She looked around, "I'll have to find someone else."
As they were loading the groceries onto the belt, the girl behind the counter just stared at Jessica and when she finished bagging, she blurted, "I think you are the greatest."
Jessica looked down and blushed, "Thanks." She picked up her bags thinking Troy would now recognize her and the entire dynamics would change.
Troy joined her and as they walked out, she found him studying her. "I get that all the time. It's my food selection. They really like it when you have all the basic food groups."
Troy laughed, "Ok, I believe you. I just hope you're not one of those stuck up actresses." He stopped seeing her abruptly halt. He looked at her and stammered, "I'm sorry. Are you an actress? Someone famous?"
Jessica looked at him trying to figure out if he was kidding, but his face showed no deception. "Yes. You may want to reconsider. I'm one of those stuck up actresses and you'd probably be better off somewhere else." She headed toward her Tesla.
"Stop. Please, I don't care. I never watch TV so I am an outsider in this town. Please stop." Troy begged.
"If you don't like actresses, then I'm afraid you won't like me. I'm that and a lot of other things, but I cannot see spending time with someone who labels me as that. Goodbye Troy." She turned and walked rapidly to her car. As she put the bags into the back seat, she felt a gentle pull on her elbow.
"I don't want to label you as an actress, but right now, that's all I know about you. I'm sure you are a lot of other things. Can you let me find out what they are?" He looked at her intently, "Take a chance. Perhaps we have things in common, outside of the acting thing."
She looked at him, "Ok, but tell me the truth. Do you recognize me?"
"You did look familiar, but I don't even own a TV and never make it to the movies. I really suck at Trivial Pursuit, by the way." He said firmly.
She pointed to a bus passing by. "That might be why I look familiar." She said bitterly.
Troy looked at the girl posing in a navy blue suit and white shirt exposing plenty of cleavage on the ad stuck to the side, and looked back at Jessica. "That's you?" He said raising his eyebrows. "I guess you clean up good." He laughed.
She punched him, "Thanks. It's my day off and I didn't bring my make-up girl home with me this time." She saw him glancing at her chest, "Yeah. Their mine also...yes, they're real."
He blushed, "Sorry, it was hard to notice anything else on the billboard. Come on, let's go get some fresh clothes and we'll go back and cook. Just don't expect me to put out on our first date." He laughed.
"Sorry, what did you say?" Jessica asked, "Never mind. Yes, let's call this a first date." She felt something lift as she laughed.
**************************************
Sitting at the table, Troy put down his beer., "Seriously? You've never been on a first date? How the hell did you ever even get married without dating?"
Jessica looked at him, "Ok, there had to be a first date. I guess what I mean is I've never gone out on a date with a stranger, or even an acquaintance. I grew up with Stuart and we did everything together. Our families even vacationed every summer together." She took a sip of wine, "We even went to University together and one day I was wearing a wedding dress and, well. That was it."
"Christ. I cannot imagine that. You're not going to think much of me, but I'm the opposite. I have been on more first dates than I can remember. There have been second dates and a few thirds, but not much more than that." Troy said sadly.
"Ok, what do you do? You know what I do. What defines you. What am I going to hear that makes me want to run?" Jessica asked, "Tell me what you do for your job. Then what you are outside of your job."
Troy paused, "You're not going to like it. I'm an architect." He looked sadly at her, "I know. I guess it's good I get that out of the way early. God, you have no idea. The paparazzi, the cameras...though, the babes tossing their panties at me. That's ok."
Jessica laughed, "I guess it helps when you go out with a woman and you know where her bedroom is...actually, that might be kind of creepy. Ok, outside of work."
"I actually am really boring. I love to get outdoors. Like to hike. Do some climbing. Love skiing, especially in Utah. There's just something about their powder. Anyhow, basically when I'm not working I like to play. Oh, it is not all hedonism. I volunteer, you know, Habitat for Humanity. Construction. I seem to know something about that." He looked at the girl. "I assume you don't do any of those things."
Jessica thought about her trails, the lake and thought how much she missed that, "Actually yes, yes I do. I grew up skiing, though it was on ice. We used to spend Christmases in Stowe. I mean, it wasn't all ice, but never really skied powder. And I love the woods. Getting out where the only sounds are streams and birds singing." She sighed, "I miss that."
"Well, if there is to be a second date, that might be something we can remedy." Troy said.
"Can I ask you something? It's fine either way, I'm just curious." Jessica asked.
"Sure, I mean why am I nervous all of a sudden?"
Laughing, she said, "Relax, I was saving the 'Would you like to see my padded room thing' for later. I am just curious. My friend Steph said that when she was dating, she found men she liked and as soon as they had sex, she never heard from them again. Are you one of those guys?"
Troy looked doubtful, "You know what? I think I am one of those guys. I probably am not the most committed guy you'll ever meet, but I've slept with women and then never seen them again. But I've also slept with women and went out with them after that. What always seems to happen outside of the sex, is I feel like walls are closing in. I don't know if it's real or not, but after sex, women treat me differently, like I'm theirs." He looked at Jessica, "I start looking for the exit when that happens."
"I never thought of that. You wanted a no-strings affair and when you feel the strings..." Jessica said thoughtfully.
"Hey, look. I'm sure I'm boring you. Why don't we screw and then you can induce me to leave?" He grinned at her, "Win-win as I see it."
Jessica laughed, "God. If I'd only known. If I want to keep you around, just keep my legs together. The more we don't have sex, the more I'll see of you. Can I have sex with other men while we're dating? I mean, a girl needs release." She grinned.
"Absolutely, and to be fair. I'll sit at home and write you poetry." He paused, "Not to woo you. As punishment. Every man you sleep with, I'll read you one of my poems." He smiled, "You have no idea how soon women open their legs for me after hearing my poetry. Of course I have to promise never to write another stanza."
Jessica laughed, "Christ, you're funny. Why don't you put on those shorts and get in the hot tub while I clean up the kitchen." She got up and picked up the plates.
Troy came in carrying glasses and silverware, "I'm sorry. I like doing dishes. So, go ahead, I'll join you."
Jessica looked at him, "Ok, I'll get my suit. Can I get you another beer?"
Troy slipped into the hot tub. "So, you use this a lot?" He sighed as he slid down into the water, "I sure would. This is great."
"I do. Every night after finishing work, I come straight here. God, it just makes all tension disappear." Jessica sighed. She looked over at him, "No, no one else. I've never been in here with a man before."



Troy looked at her, "I didn't say anything. I was thinking it, but I never said a word."
"You're a man. You see a hot tub. See a woman. Eureka! I've invented sex!" She chuckled.
"Are we that obvious?" Troy asked.
"Yeah, you are. Woman plus picnic. Sex. Woman plus car. Sex. Woman plus beach. Sex. Woman in hot tub...any water, Sex. Hell, woman plus 'fill in the blank.' Sex." She laughed.
"That's unfair. There are women...well some. Anyhow, it depends on the woman. I look at you and I can think of a dozen things that don't lead to sex." Troy protested.
"Ok, name them." Jessica demanded.
"Cleaning a septic tank, gutting fish, playing baseball...no skip that one, um...flying a fighter jet, though afterwards...ummm. Being coerced into massaging a hairy fat man...um. Uh. Christ! I'm out. You win." Troy laughed. "Give guys like us a break. You are really beautiful and perhaps that is what we focus on, but 99.99% of all women we meet, that's all we can go on. Their looks. And you in this hot tub, in that bikini...not fair. My brain cannot keep up with the possibilities." He climbed out. "I like you and rather than enter dangerous ground and perhaps ruin the chance for a second date. I'm heading home."
She looked up at him, "You want a second date?"
"Of course I do, but I do have to leave. My dog is going to be famished." Troy grinned, "She's not that bright. She can use the can opener, but cannot figure out how to dish it out." He shrugged as he grabbed a towel.
Jessica got out and dried off and when Troy came back in his 'I Heart Malibu' tee shirt, she walked him to the door. She handed him containers with green chile stew and rellenos. "These came out great. Thanks for your tips. You have my number and since we haven't had sex while you were looking, call me?"
"I will. You may be stuck up, but with a body like that..." He shook her hand, turned and left.
**************************************
"Seriously? He isn't putting you on? He doesn't own a TV? Does he have an iPhone at least?" Steph asked. "I so happy for you. Your first first date. Did you kiss him?"
Jessica laughed looking at the eager girl, "No, we didn't kiss. He shook my hand and left."
"You realize, most girls are not inviting men back to their apartment on their first date. That's not something you do unless you find yourself comfortable with him. I mean, perhaps he's a stalker or something. He did approach you in the store."
"Let me check." Jessica picked up her phone. "Hey, Troy, It's me. Yes. Me too. Hey my friend is wondering about something. Yes, actually, same one. She wonders if you're a stalker. Well, she pointed out you did approach me in the store. Oh. Thanks. That's a relief. This weekend? I think so." She put her hand over the phone. "We have Saturday and Sunday off, don't we?"
Steph thought a second, "Yes, there's the thing on Sunday. Yeah, we are off."
"This weekend is good. Ok, see you then." She put down the phone. "He said he's not a stalker and when he saw me fondling the tomatillos he wondered else I could fondle, so he decided to talk to me and find out. Anyhow, we have a second date."
Steph looked at Jessica, "Christ. You are so naïve. Of course a stalker would tell you he's not a stalker, though I have my doubts they'd mention the fondling thing." She paused, "He really said that?" Seeing Jessica nod, "I like him. So, where are you going on your second date?"
"I guess hiking. He wants to take me to Chavez Ravine." Jessica said, "I love getting outdoors."
Steph laughed, "Jess, you'll be outdoors, but Chavez Ravine is where Dodger Stadium is, you know, the baseball team the Dodgers?"
Jessica laughed, "Thanks. I can just see myself showing up in hiking boots and cargo pants...I don't think I own any cargo pants though."
"Do you know baseball?" Steph asked.
"Not really. Something about nine men running around the bases." Jessica said, "But hey, it makes playing the dumb blonde thing a lot easier."
As she headed to the set, George winked at her as she walked by. She stopped and turned, "Hey George."
He turned, "What's up Jess? We have no more scenes in this episode."
"I am probably too late, but it would be really nice if no one ever knew about yesterday's shooting. I mean, everyone here knows, but I just don't want to hear people referring to me as one of your...You know how it is." She said.
George patted her on her shoulder, "Leon read me the riot act. He read everyone the riot act. In fact, if I have any enemies on this set, I'm gone. He told us all, if a single word gets out about what we did, I'm off the show. I like this show and I prefer to stay, so..."
Jessica leaned up and kissed him, "Thanks George, I definitely don't want to see you go." She turned to go, and stopped, "By the way, it goes without saying..."
"Yeah, simulated sex. Leon stressed that too." George said sadly.
**************************************
Jessica looked around. "How many people are here? It looks like, crap I don't know, 50,000?"
Troy looked around and saw no empty seats, "Should be a full house. Around 53,000. Good guess. You like baseball?"
Jessica laughed. "I should punch you. We talked about sharing a love for hiking and you invite me out to Chavez Ravine. Thank God my friend straightened me out."
"I admit I may have been testing you. You never heard of Chavez Ravine before? Do you know who the Dodgers are?" Troy asked.
"Nope. Never heard of it. I do know who the Dodgers are. They were in Brooklyn up until the late fifties. My dad was not happy about that." She looked around, "So this is where they went."
"Have you ever been to a game?" Seeing her shake her head, "And you're not a baseball fan?" He groaned, "I guess that's it. I'm sleeping with you right now so we can end it."
Jessica looked around, "I've been in less public places, but what the heck?" She started to pull off her shirt. She stopped, "Wait, do you have a rubber?" She looked behind them. "I'll bet someone has one."
"Ok, hang on. I'll quiz you first." Troy looked sternly at Jessica. "How many teams are there in a baseball game?"
"Two?" The blonde replied, looking uncertain, "Yes, I'm sure it's two."
"Ok. We're good." Troy said. "I'll fill you in on the minor details."
Jessica found herself being drawn in by the sound of a ball well hit. The athleticism of the players and especially the sound of the ball hitting the catcher's mitt when Kershaw let one loose. Troy was impressed when she called the pitches after he pointed them out early in the game.
Periodically during the game, the camera focused in on one celebrity or another which caused Jessica great joy since Troy could name none of them. "You really are off the grid. Everyone know Brad Pitt." She laughed, elbowing him.
"I know her!" He said pointing.
Jessica turned and saw her face on the DodgerVision screen and sat down, feeling embarrassed. She heard the cheers for her but felt like running. Thankfully, the camera found Meg Ryan and she could go back to being unseen, though heads all over their section were turned her way.
Troy sat down and looked at her, "Hey. I'm sorry. It's one of the things you never get used to. It happens to me every time I come to a game. I knew going into the architecture business I'd never get privacy again...Jess, you alright?" He turned her face towards his.
"Sorry, I just forgot for a while that I was a brand. I liked being generic." She tried to smile.
Troy stood up, offering his hand. "Come on. You were not really wrong. There's a great trail that takes you up there, he said pointing at the hills. Great views of the city."
"But, it's just the fifth inning. I thought it went nine." She stopped and looked at the scoreboard again, "Wait. Sit down. Those zeros across the board means the pitcher is doing something special doesn't it? We can't leave."
"We're leaving. Come on. This trail is really close and I just feel like being alone with you. It actually is a bit weird seeing people turn around and stare constantly." He pulled her to her feet and saw all eyes on them as they went up the stairs.
**************************************
"God! You were right. This is a great view." She looked out over the city just as a huge roar went up in the stadium. It continued for minutes and Jessica looked over at Troy who briefly looked like he was going to cry. She took out her phone and found the final score. She looked at Troy. I'm really sorry, but this should have been something you would have liked to have seen."
He took the phone and shook his head. "No, not with you feeling uncomfortable. It would not have given me any pleasure."
She punched him, "God, you are such a liar. A perfect game is good, right? It says here it's the 26th no-hitter in Dodgers' history. How long have they been around?"
"130 years or so. Why?"
"How many games do they play in a season?" Jessica asked.
"Um, well, 162 now, but it was 154 before that and 140 before that...Why are you asking?" Troy said.
"Fuck! I owe you. They've played about 20,000 games and they have had 26 no-hitters and..." Jessica hugged Troy hard. "I am so sorry. I should just get over being poor pitiful me. Christ!" She pulled away. "You will always remember the girl who made you leave being witness to history." She flopped down on a rock.
Troy looked at the stadium and at Jessica, "Oh get real. I'm with the most beautiful woman in all of LA on a day without smog and got to see myself on the big screen. Could it get any better than this?" He sat down next to the distraught blonde and pulled her close. "Come on, there's a great view up ahead."
Jessica felt herself being pulled to her feet. "You would be a terrible actor. I can see missing out on being witness to a perfect game all over your face." She yanked up her shirt and bra and held the pose for a few seconds, "Ok, good to see that face gone. So, where is this view you are raving about?"
Troy stood there before stammering, "Um, view? Oh yeah. It's just ahead." He said as he turned and led Jessica down the path. He stopped and looked at her, "I feel my face coming back. Actually, it was only the second perfect game in Dodger's history. Perhaps a refresher?"
Jessica punched him. "Ok, so it's been done. I'll let you see more when you miss out on something less commonplace."
Troy almost ran into a branch thinking about those perfect creamy breasts and the girl's laughter. He wasn't sure which he liked more.
**************************************
"You made him leave Saturday's game? Kershaw was a God! Wait, I have it on Tivo. Perhaps you could invite him over and we could watch it. I'll call Tim to see if it is alright." Steph said, "Christ, you're high maintenance." She laughed looking at Jess.
"I know. I feel terrible about that. The odds of seeing something like that live are not lottery odds, but still really minuscule." She sadly looked around, "I have no idea how to make that up to him."
Steph jumped up. "Hang on, I have an idea." She ran out of the dressing room.
Jessica watched the girl run out. She heard voices in the hall, "...don't give me that. You fucking owe her. I know you can do it." She saw Steph dragging George into the dressing room.
"Ok, tell her what you're going to do." Steph ordered, her hands on her hips.
"Ok, Jesus." He turned to Jessica rubbing his shoulder, "She's a tiny little thing, but God! That hurt. Ok, yeah. Jess, Clayton Kershaw is a friend of mine. I'll call him and perhaps your friend could watch the game with him. Hell, I have no idea if he'd agree, but I'll check." He started to back out of the room.
"Now. Call him now." Steph ordered.
"Ok, I'll be right back." George said backing out of the room.
"He knows Kershaw?" Jessica asked, "How did you know that?"
"Hell, they've had so many pictures taken together. Anyhow, I'm pretty sure Troy might like this even better." Steph said grinning.
**************************************
George introduced Jessica and Troy as they walked in the front door, and this is Stephanie and Tim, friends of ours from the set.
Clayton shook each of their hands and when he got to Jessica he took a deep breath. "Good lord. You are my favorite actress. Had I known you were in the crowd, I would have never been able to focus on the plate. You really left halfway through? Let me rephrase that, you were my favorite actress."
Jessica groaned, "I know. Steph is right, I'm really high maintenance." She hugged the tall athlete, "You have no idea how bad I feel and I really appreciate you doing this for us."
Clayton nodded his head, "Not a big deal. I usually go through each game and check my mechanics and see how I could have pitched the players differently."
"18 strikeouts, no walks doesn't leave a lot of pitches to critique." Troy added. He looked around and the large place and stopped. "Hey, I designed this." He pointed down the hall, you have a spa down there and across from the spa is the media center." He looked around with a grin. "I know this is weird, but I feel like I lived here. I tend to walk through every room as I design the houses." He looked at the pitcher, "This was one of my favorites."
"That is so cool. I fell in love with this place first time I saw it." He held out his arm, "Lead on. You know where it is." He said smiling.
**************************************
"Wow! You were a hit." Jessica said looking at Troy driving her Tesla. "Clayton loved it when you gave him a tour of his own house."
"That was fun. I never get to see inside once they are built and get sold. He and his wife really decorated it well." He looked a Jessica, "Ok, you are so off the hook. Sitting with Clayton, getting a pitch by pitch commentary was so much better than merely being in attendance." He reached over and stroked her leg. "Thanks. Now I feel like I have to flash my tits to make us even."
"I was thinking that. It really isn't fair you know. Though I did see your chest in the hot tub. Very impressive." She chuckled. "Say, this is our third date, isn't it?"
"I guess it is. This is the pressure date." Troy said.
"Pressure date?" Jessica asked, "What's that?"
"The pressure date. Should I kiss you? Will you invite me up? Should we make out? How far should we go? Should I leave afterwards or spend the night? Should I keep your phone number or delete it from my contacts? You know. Pressure." Troy responded calmly.
"That's right. Once you've marked me, why bother coming back. You have a whole city of women all waiting for you to use them and move on. I see why it is called the pressure date. If you waste too much time with me, you might miss out on the next innocent young thing." She looked at Troy. "Ok, let's make this simple. Would you like to come up?"
"No, I have an interview with a sweet young thing that perhaps will flash more than just her tits on the first date." He looked at Jess, "Are you fucking kidding me? You need to ask?"
"It seemed polite, but perhaps you could call her and kill two birds with one stone? Perhaps do a casting call." Jessica responded as they pulled into her garage. "You can give her my address.
As they entered the elevator, Troy pulled Jessica close and pressed his lips against hers. By the time the door opened to her apartment, they were passionately kissing and exploring each other's mouths with their tongues.
Jessica pulled back to get her keys out and panting, said, "Ok. Thank God that's out of the way. Get in her and show me those tits of yours."
Jessica sat down on the couch after putting music on, and looked expectantly at Troy, "Come on. And none of that quick flash shit. I want it slow...I want to be teased."
Troy grinned and began dancing and swaying to the music. He rubbed his hands up his chest and down to his ass. He turned and gave himself a swat causing Jessica to mock groan. Encouraged, he slid his hands back up and began playing with his nipples and pulling on them.
Jessica watched the good looking man go through his routine, teasing her, but finally, she yelled out, "Quit teasing, bitch! Take it off." She stood up and grabbed the hem of his shirt and pulled it over his head. She wrapped her arms around him and kissed him, wanting to taste that mouth again. She loved his smooth skin and explored his muscular back, his jeans, feeling his ass. She pulled her chest away from his when she felt Troy's hands come up her sides, and groaned when he finally fondled her breasts. Feeling his gentle, but strong hands, she sucked on his mouth more passionately pressing her pelvis into him when she felt him harden.
She lifted her arms up when Troy pulled her top off and was impressed when he popped the clip on her bra with one hand. Tossing the clothes to the side, she let him discover and feel her breasts as she leaned back. She felt her pants being undone and being lowered to the floor. She let herself be led back onto the couch and put her hand on his head as he kissed her neck, upper chest and her large breasts.
Troy cupped both breasts, marveling at the weight and creamy smooth texture. He found himself totally absorbed in the taste of her skin, the softness of the flesh under his lips and tongue. His thumbs played with her hard nipples as he covered every inch of her tits with his mouth. Finally, he sucked the right nipple into his mouth and felt the blonde's hips rise up and grind against his leg. He went from one to the other as he felt the thrusting become more urgent. He smiled hearing Jessica's breathing get coarser and her humping get more rapid and sucked harder on the nipple in his mouth while flicking his tongue rapidly on the hard nub.
Jessica gasped as she came, grinding and humping against Troy's leg as the incredible feelings from his active mouth drove her over the top. "God, yes...Christ that felt incredible." She said as she let her body go completely limp. She looked at the grinning man sporting an impressive tent in his pants, "Ok. That was great. Shall we get together tomorrow? Oh wait, I'm busy tomorrow."
Troy stood up and grabbed his shirt, "Sure, sounds good." He headed towards the door. "I do have work I need to get to."
"Wait, perhaps I was a bit hasty." Jessica said pulling her panties off and opening her legs, "I mean, if you have to go I understand, but if there's anything that interests you, I guess you could stay a while longer." She reached down and rubbed the slick lips.
"I don't know. Perhaps if I get a closer look." He said as he walked back and dropped back to his knees.
She looked at his face a few feet from her moist pussy, "You sure you can see from there? You can look closer."
Troy leaned in and when his mouth was an inch from her crotch and he could feel the heat emanating from her, "Looks ok. I'm not sure though."
Jessica stroked his hair, "Perhaps a small taste?"
"That might work." He said as he opened his mouth and ran his tongue up her slit. He sat back and grinned, "Yes, this definitely works." He leaned in and pressed his mouth to that blonde furred pussy and began probing her with his tongue. He hadn't spent long before he felt Jessica pushing his head off.
"Not fair, I got to cum and I can't have you bringing me off a second time when you obviously need attention." She said pointing to the tent.
"Sorry, I got here first. You'll have to wait to get at my dick, if I let you at all. Quit being the prima donna actress you are and let me have my fun." He said as he went back to the sweet tangy juices leaking from the gorgeous blonde's twat.
Jessica was in heaven being patiently pleasured by the man. She'd never been with any guy who didn't drive his cock into her as soon as she was wet and felt herself open her legs wider and her body relax and sink deeper into the couch. Troy reached up and grabbed each breast as her separated her labia and licked up her slit, flicking her clit with every pass. He rhythmically continued that and even though Jessica felt incredible pleasure with each pass, she didn't feel herself close to cumming.



Troy was enjoying pleasuring the girl and was in no hurry to make her cum since he wanted to be right here ever since they first met. As he lapped at her pussy, he let his tongue get deeper and deeper, and as he did that. He pressed a bit harder against her clit with each pass.
Feeling this, Jessica could not take it anymore and began thrusting her hip against his mouth and tongue when he hit her clit and soon felt him attack her aroused button with his tongue in a rapid flicking motion and she groaned while thrusting her hip up and hard against his mouth as she came a second time.
Troy grabbed onto the breasts and rode that writhing twat pressed against his face as she grunted over and over until finally, she collapsed back.
Troy sat up and wiped his face and crawled up onto the couch next to the naked beauty. She snuggled against him and wrapped her arms around him.
"God, that felt good. I need to return the favor. Let me catch my breath." She said as she closed her eyes and began to softly breathe.
Troy reached over and grabbed the afghan and covered her.
"What time is it? Was I asleep?" Jessica asked looking around? "I'm sorry. We were in the middle of...Oh Christ. I did it again."
Troy stroked her hair, "Did what again?"
"I pulled you away of the perfect game. We were I the middle of sex and I...well, I got mine and fell asleep." She rubbed her face and looked at him. "You must be really frustrated." She said.
"Not at all. I figure it will even out. I mean, look how you made up for the game by letting me watch it with Clayton Kershaw." He grinned at her, "I expect no less from you to make up for you falling asleep."
"I don't know if I can do that. Hang on. I'll get George on the phone." Jessica jumped up naked and grabbed her phone, "It's worth a try but don't get pissed at me if Clayton won't have sex with you."
Troy jumped up and grabbed the blonde and carried her into the hot tub. "I'd hate to put him out, but perhaps you might do." He said looking at the girl bobbing in the water. "Perhaps you could call him later." He pulled her into his arms and kissed her.
Jessica pulled back, "Hang on. Remember I'm a stuck up actress?" She reached down and pulled off the wet shirt, "I don't want you to compromise your values..." She unbuckled his pants and yanked them down and off. They landed with a wet splat on the tile floor. "Also, I usually have my people take care of these things." She pulled his boxers off revealing his nice sized cock. She tossed the shorts over on top of the pants and stroked the fat hard shaft. She loved the shape, the length, perhaps 8 inches and the gentle curve. "Let me get my stunt double on the phone, she usually handles this part." She opened her mouth and began sucking on the head. She pulled back, looked up at him, "I mean, if this is really what you want." She licked the head some more and looked back up, "Perhaps we could read?" She opened her mouth and took four inches before bobbing on the shaft.
Troy groaned, "Thank God you have something in your mouth and finally shut up. I was about to interrupt you and read you some poetry I wrote." He felt her hot mouth on his cock and let himself be pushed back onto the edge of the tub without Jessica's mouth leaving his cock.
Jessica ran her tongue all around the nice fat head tasting his cum. She was pleased that she liked the taste, not that had ever mattered before, but it was one more thing she liked about this man. As she took more and more into her throat, she heard Troy grunting appreciatively and as she felt his cock press against the back of her throat, she felt his hand on her head stopping her.
"Stop, I don't want you to choke." He panted.
She pulled off, "Relax and just enjoy yourself. I usually have my stunt double do this, but I should be able handle something this small." She kissed him and went down between his legs. She lowered her head onto his cock and kept going until her nose pressed against his pubic hair. As she pulled off and dove back down he heard Troy's grunting become louder. With just the fourth pass, she felt him pulling her head up.
"Ok, I'm going to cum." He was amazed when she dove back down and began clenching her throat around his aroused cock causing him to jerk his hips into her as he spurted jets of hot cum down her throat. She stroked his balls and the swallowing increased the pressure on his inflamed head as he thrust against her face.
He flopped back onto the tile with a long moan. "Christ that felt good."
She stood up grinning, "My stunt double would be proud."
Troy lifted his head up, "Small? Really?"
"Hey, how would I know? I told you, I've had people take care of these things for me. Why? Is it big or something?" She grinned at him. "You tell me it's big and I'll believe you. Turned out you're not a stalker. You didn't lie about that." She stood up and pulled him into the hot water.
Jessica straddled Troy and kissed him again. "I really like you. You make me laugh, you can cook and most importantly, you tell me you have a big cock."
"Yes." Troy said.
"Yes, what? Yes, you like me too?"
"Hell no. 'Yes' to would you like to spend the night. Christ, you women. Always trying to get me to commit." He stroked her hair, "I'll tell you what. I'll keep your number on my phone for at least another 24 hours. Does that work?"
"Our kids are going to be beautiful, and smart!" Jessica said throwing her arms around Troy, "But seriously, are you going to fuck me with that thing or not?" she asked humping against his hardening penis.
"If I have to. Perhaps we could try the bed? I mean traditionally when a man and a woman consummate their contact sharing, isn't it in the cellular bed?" Troy asked getting out of the tub.
"You know, that's a good question. But, I'm blonde and if you say so..." Jessica said as she dried herself off.
Climbing into the bed, Troy held Jessica close, "I'm sorry, but I have to say this. I am falling for you. I don't want to leave in the morning."
Jessica waited for the punch line but seeing his look, stroked his face. "You're serious, aren't you?" She climbed on top of him and kissed him. "You aren't afraid I'll ask for a friendship ring? Ask you if we could go steady?" Seeing him shake his head she kissed him again, "Well, you can't say it but I can. I love you. I do. You're so much fun and I don't want you to leave either."
Troy hugged her close and stroked her back, "Actually, I would like to go steady."
Jessica leaned back and looked at him, "I'll have my people call the other 23 boyfriends and tell them it's over." She kissed him hard as she felt his hard cock grind against her. Pulling up, "But this is just plain annoying, came we find a place where it won't bruise me?" She said reaching down and lining his cock up with her wet pussy. As she felt the large cock slide in, she moaned, "Much better. If we're going to spend time together, you really need to be more considerate of that and put it somewhere it won't disturb me." She hugged him as she raised and lowered her hips, feeling his sizeable member slide in and out.
"Sorry, I'll make sure it doesn't press against you. And if we're spooning?" He asked feeling the tight pussy caressing his cock.
"Look, if we're going to be going steady, you'll have to make some decisions for yourself. Just put it somewhere." She sighed feeling the thick shaft rubbing against her clit. She sat up and lowered her pussy all the way down, closing her eyes as she felt the head press against her cervix. She felt Troy's hands on her breasts and reached up and put her hands on the backs of his feeling him mauling her breasts.
"I could get used to this, but nothing beats the first time." Troy said looking at the goddess on top of his cock. I'll let you know when I'm going to cum since we have no condom."
"Why? I'm on the pill. Unless you want to cum on my tits or something." Jessica panted as she raised and lowered herself on that hard shaft.
"Maybe next time...uhhh. God. Keep doing that." Troy panted feeling Jessica lean forward and rapidly twerk her hips on his cock. "Fuck, stop...oh God. Uhhhh, uuhh. Yes." Troy panted as he felt his cock get milked rapidly by those jerking hips. He stroked Jessica's sweating back as she fell on top of him, his cock still firm inside her. "You didn't cum. I'm sorry, it hit me so fast." He moaned.
"Relax, I'm happy right here. There's a lot more to sex than orgasms." She said as she held him.
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"Doug O'Malley, right?" Ed Matthews held out his hand, "How long have you been here, three weeks?" Ed looked at the young blond-haired, blue-eyed man.
Doug jumped to his feet, "Yes, sir, three weeks tomorrow."
"Sit down and cut the 'sir' shit, my name is Ed." The tall dark-haired man pulled up a chair. "So, I hope you've felt at home here. We really try to keep things informal. Sorry I haven't introduced myself earlier, but I just got back into town." Ed looked at the young man thinking they get younger every day. The man was obviously smart, he never would have made it past the first interview if not, and his superiors raved at how quickly he picked things up. But what struck him was how good looking he was and how he didn't bother the women in the office but had no wedding ring.
Doug plopped down and looked at his boss...rather his boss's boss's, boss's boss and shook his head, amazed that Ed Matthews knew his name. "Um, I have felt at home here. Everyone has been really helpful and I've been picking up everything you do here. This is an amazing place." Doug was immediately taken by the powerful charisma of the forty-year old chief executive. He had heard stories of his adventures: marathons, K2 and Everest, America's Cup, but until now had written those off as exaggerations.
"Come on, I'm going to lunch and frankly, I prefer not to eat alone." Ed looked over to Doug's manager's office, "I'm sure Blair can spare you for a while." He stood up and held waved his arm towards the elevator. "I'm buying."
"Uh, yeah, sure." Doug scrambled to his feet and grabbed his jacket.
Doug was impressed with the service, food and above all with the way Ed was treated by everyone. Ed was interested in his background, where he went to school, where he grew up. Doug was telling him about Stanford when two men walked up.
"Ed! I was on my way over to see you when I saw you sitting here. You have a minute?"
"Bill, Tom. What's up? Have you met one of my newest, Doug O'Malley?" Ed stood up shaking their hands before indicating the rising Doug.
"Hey Doug, you've got a great guy to work for." Bill said before turning back to Ed, "Look, we'll be quick. You still have the 90 acres out of Route 5?"
"95 acres, yes. Why? It isn't worth much since it is so out of the way. I've been hanging onto it in hopes they'd build that tollway." Ed responded.
"Ok, I am not supposed to say this," Bill said looking at Doug and back at Ed, "Perhaps we should wait until this afternoon."
Ed grinned, "Doug's fine. You're not going to go blabbing what you hear, are you?" Seeing him shake his head, he turned back to Bill. "Spill it. Are they going to go through with the tollway?"
Bill grinned, "Better. There is a very interested party in your land and he supposedly has a few members of the house in his pocket. So, if you could part with your land, I think we can get you a lot for it."
"Seriously? It is so far out of the way and even if they put the tollway in, who'd want to put their business so far out of the city?" Ed looked at the two men.
"Not a business...at least on paper. You know Jax Jackson? Yeah, I thought you did. His people called us and asked who owned your piece of land and asked for us to get it, if it is available. Apparently, he wants to open a ministry here and likes your land." Bill smiled seeing the eager look on Ed's face.
"Christ, Jax Jackson? Why that land? Never mind. What are you thinking. Hang on." Ed turned to the waitress and indicated getting a couple more chairs. After they all sat down and Bill and Tom ordered drinks, Ed looked at the two men. "Ok, spill it."
"This is going to be the easiest decision you'll ever have to make." Bill proceeded to explain the terms and when he was done, he finished. "Here's the deal. This is non-negotiable since he also has the power to block the tollway for years. Personally, I think he is offering a lot more that the land will be worth, even with the tollway, at any time in the next twenty years."
"I'm not disappointed with the offer. I'm wondering what the catch is."
Bill nodded, "I'll bet. First of all, he wants to meet with you face to face. He is a strong believer in looking men in their eyes before shaking hands. Also, our firm would take our usual cut, but that's it." Bill hesitated, "Except, Jax is, well...Jax and you've got that bachelor thing going. I hate to even suggest it, but perhaps if you could pull off being married it might make him more amenable to the deal. That might be a problem since he wants to meet you for dinner tonight."
Ed laughed, "Hell, for this amount of money, I might just get a wife. Hell, I could get a few wives. But, seriously, where would I find a wife on short notice?"
"Never mind, we'll just have to deal with it." Bill said shaking his head.
"Take mine. I mean, perhaps you could borrow my wife for this evening." Doug piped in.
"You're married? I assumed you were single since you never mentioned her and you're wearing no ring." Ed looked at his employee with his eyebrows raised. He took the proffered picture Doug pulled from his wallet. He softly whistled before handing the picture to the two men. "Sorry, but why the hell don't you broadcast to the world you're married to...to...Christ! She's fucking gorgeous."
Doug blushed, "I don't know. I guess I was never asked at work, and it's not the sort of thing I'm going to just blurt out. I took my ring off when I was waxing the car this weekend and forgot to put it back on. Anyhow, we haven't been able to get out much and I'm sure she'd have a blast...except..."
"Except, what?"
"Well, Christie is not exactly religious, hates religion, in fact. But, I'm sure she'd know better than to get into a religious discussion. Do you want me to call her?" Doug said looking at the three men.
"Yes, is she available to drop everything so we can prepare? And look. I'd be so incredibly grateful. If this deal goes through, you will have no issues dining out as much as you want." Ed said, looking perhaps a little too eager. "Sorry, but we need to find out the basics about each other before we pose as man and wife."
Fifteen minutes after Doug called, they all stood seeing Christie enter the restaurant and look around. Every man in the building looked like they hoped it was him she was looking for. She smiled and strode purposefully over, unaware of every eye following her. She came up and hugged her husband before looking at the other three men. "So, what is it that is so important?"
Doug introduced the others and then tentatively smiled at his wife. "We have a huge favor to ask. Feel free to say no, but Ed needs arm candy tonight...actually needs you to pose as his wife," seeing the look on her face, "I mean, just for dinner tonight, not like...You know Jax Jackson? Yeah, him. Anyhow, it would just be for dinner so that Jax feels...Ed, you explain it." Doug stammered.
"Christie, look at this like a free meal. I am definitely not the marrying type, but we felt it might be better in the meet if I looked settled down. I promise you it will be just dinner, no other...um, how do I say this..." Ed looked at the stunning blonde wearing the white sun dress revealing the tops of her creamy white breasts, snugly wrapping around her narrow waist and flaring out over her inviting hips. He realized her was overtly checking her body out and shook his head. "I'm sorry, what I mean to say is as fun as it sounds, I won't try anything. This is strictly business."
Christie felt the usual rush feeling the men's eyes probing and caressing her form. It wasn't accidental that she wore the short, flimsy dress and grinned at her husband's superior. "Sure, I got it. I don't know if Doug told you, but I've been on stage a few times and can play the role of Mrs..." She looked at Ed.
"Matthews. Sorry, I guess it would be nice if you knew your name." Ed smiled, indicating a chair for the blonde goddess and sat down gratefully hiding the stirring in his pants. "If you can spare the afternoon and evening, I'd like to get to know you better and you could get to know me better. Doug, can you find your way back to the office so Christie and I can talk? Bill, Tom, I assume I'll see you tonight? No? Really? Ok, send me the time and place and we'll be there."
Doug stood up and hesitated, stifling a powerful feeling of dread. What at first felt like just a meaningless break in their routine, now made his stomach knot up. "Yeah, that's fine. I'll walk back. It's only a few blocks." He looked at how his wife was studying his employer and how lit up her face was when he spoke and slowly turned to leave the restaurant. He stopped to wave and saw Christie laughing at something Ed must have said and saw she was not going to look up.
Ed was unaware that Doug and the others left as he talked to his temporary wife. "So, tell me your story. Where were you born, grew up...you know, all the basic facts about your life. Then I will tell you about my life."
********************************************
Mr. and Mrs. Matthews entered the restaurant and Ed was aware that no one noticed him, but he felt bathed in the glow of the stunning woman clinging to his arm. He spied Jax, a huge blond-haired man, at a large table in the middle of the room along with three young blond boys. "Christ!" He thought, "is everyone but him blond? Doug, Christie and now Jax and the three boys."
Jax stood and greeted Ed and his beautiful wife. At 6' 7", he towered over the couple and introduced the three boys, "Mr. and Mrs. Matthews, I'm Jax Jackson and these three here are Rick, Jimmy and Mike. Please sit down."
"Ed and Christie, please. Pleased to meet you." Ed looked around, "Interesting. I've lived here all my life and never been here." He looked back at the tall, powerful looking man and realized the charisma exuding from him and saw why he attracted millions of followers.
After ordering drinks, a lot of small talk, a superb meal, Jax put down his napkin, "So, you got my offer? I want to tell you, the land is absolutely perfect for my new ministry. I'm really hoping you'd do me the favor of parting with it."
Ed looked at the intense man, "I did and I have no problem with the offer. I was just curious why I couldn't sign the papers over at Jamison's and why you wanted to meet."
"I know. It generally isn't how these sorts of things are done, my people get with your people...Sorry, that is not how I do things. I like to look people in the eyes, see how they interact with others. Frankly, I'm impressed. Ok, this is going to sound contrived, but when I saw Christie here...this beauty who could have any man she wanted and she chose you, well frankly, that sold it for me. But I watched as you talked with the wait staff and my boys here and I find you a genuine person who isn't playing games. I would have walked out had I seen any dishonesty or arrogance." Jax held out his hand, "I think we have ourselves a deal, if I read you right."
Ed took his hand feeling somewhat ashamed he was posing as married, but felt relief that they were pulling it off. "Yes, I do believe we have a deal. Why don't we get together tomorrow and sign the papers."
Jax grinned, "We can do that, but I have a better idea. You are your own boss, right? I and these boys are flying up to the cabin I own in the Sierras. They are entering seminary next week and I'm taking them to the cabin as a final treat. A treat at a retreat...never mind. I'd like you and your beautiful wife to join us. We have plenty of room. I'm sure with the money you are making on this deal, you can take a week off to enjoy yourself. Plus, Christie, you said you weren't working and were kind of bored with all the hours Ed puts in."
Ed looked at the stunned girl and back at Jax, "I can make it no problem, but Christie's mother is alone and she looks in on her regularly."
"I'm sorry, is your mother ill? Needs special care? No? Then I'm sure she'd be happy for you if you could get a nice vacation. My plane is fueled and ready to go. Come on, as much as I like these boys here, I would definitely prefer the company of someone who represents the best of her gender." He winked at the blushing girl
Christie looked helplessly at Ed and back to Jax, "Ok, let me call my...mom, and make sure she is ok. Please excuse me, I'll be right back, oh Good Lord, don't stand up."
Jax looked at Ed, "Man, how did you catch that girl? I could tell by the look on the boys' faces, they are reconsidering their entering the ministry." He grinned.
********************************************
"I know, I just felt put on the spot. I wasn't prepared for him inviting us. Look, just say no and I'll come home...I know...No, nothing will happen. Ed is a really sweet guy and he hasn't been touchy or anything, even though he easily could have played the part of the lusty husband...Oh come on, they're like celibates or something. I actually will be safer with them than with you...I'll bet, but sorry, you'll have to take care of it yourself...God, I wish I could. Stop it, you're making me wet...I'll tell you what, when I get back you can put that anywhere you want. Christie laughed, "I knew you'd suggest there. I love you, now go think of me and where you can put that while you take care of your issues...Yes, I love you too." Christie felt flushed as she hung up the phone wishing she could take that beautiful cock in her now and not wait a week.
She waved the two men back down as they started to rise, "Mom's ok with me going, however I need to go pack some things. Is there anything I need?" She asked as she sat down.
Jax laughed, "Honey, just you. But you might want to pack a swim suit as I have a very nice heated pool. There's also a sauna and workout room, but other than that it's fairly rustic."
********************************************
"Rustic?" Ed blurted out, "You call this rustic?" He pointed to the sprawling estate on the side of the mountain. It looked to be made up of thousands of logs and most likely dozens of rooms.
Jax just laughed as they drove up to the circular drive and parked the Escalade. "Come on in and leave your bags. The help knows where to put them. Let me show you around."
Christie was shocked at the size of the rooms and how high the ceilings were. They were shown down hallways, by room after room, the pool area, the huge dining room, library, chapel and finally to their suite where they found their bags all unpacked and placed in the closets and dresser drawers.
Jax started to leave and turned, "Dinner is in an hour, so if you feel like cleaning up, you have plenty of time." He closed the door as he left.
Ed stood and looked at the door before looking over at the king size bed and then at Christie. "Relax, I'll sleep on the couch over there. You're safe with me."
"No, that's fine. I guess if I'm locked in a room with a rapist, it doesn't matter where you are. Plus, you know the 'help' will report on anything strange, like only one side of the bed mussed." Christie chuckled. I wouldn't doubt there're spy holes and secret passages in this place. I've never seen a house so huge...I've rarely even seen hotels this large. I have to get out of this sun dress, it is a lot nippier here than it was in back home." She giggled seeing how her nipples were poking out. "Yeah, you weren't looking...much." She opened drawers until she found her belongings and pulled out a change of clothes and went into the bathroom to change.
After dinner, Jax suggested they sip brandy in the library, telling the boys they should go find the dirt bikes and have fun. Christie asked if there might be a beer and was presented with a book listing dozens. As they sat sipping their drinks, Jax asked how they met.
"We were both invited to a concert by a friend of ours - to see Elton John. We coincidentally sat next to each other, but Christie was dating another guy, who sat on the other side of her." Ed started.
"Yeah, Ed never said a word to me, but I caught him looking at me dozens of times. My date, Cliff, was pretty high and started to paw me right there and I was fighting him off when Ed reached over and grabbed Cliff's elbow." Christie looked over at Ed with a smile, "and his arm just went limp. Cliff howled and Ed told him to relax. He told him the paralysis would go away in 20 minutes, but if he tried anything again, it might be permanent." Christie laughed. "That was the last time I ever saw Cliff."
Ed looked over at the beautiful blonde, "So I suggested I drive her home since her ride just fled the building and, well, we've been together ever since."
Christie grinned at Ed and turned back to Jax, "Ed was special Forces, Iraq. I never feel afraid while he's around."
"I'll remember that." Jax laughed, "I was planning on groping you, but maybe when Ed is not around. Kidding. I'm a man of God. So, tell me, are you both Christians?"
Christie groaned, "I was hoping you wouldn't ask. No, I'm not...I guess I'm not anything." She looked at Ed, "Sorry. I was raised Episcopalian, but it never took. I quit going to church when I was 15."
"Don't apologize, God loves everybody and so do I." He looked at Ed, "You? Are you a God-fearing man?"
Ed laughed, "I should be, but sadly, it never took for me either."
Jax shook his head, "I never understood that. I look around at all the beauty and see God's hand in all of it. I cannot accept all of this just appeared...evolved. It just makes no sense to me. Ed, you of all people should thank God himself for what he has given you." Jax said looking pointedly up and down Christie as she sat in the chair. "If that isn't God's work, then I don't know what is." He stood up, "Sorry, I think I should head off to bed. You're welcome to stay here, enjoy the pool...actually, whatever you want. There's a button in every room," he said pointing to one by his chair, "press it and just ask for whatever you need. I would be disappointed if we didn't have it."
********************************************
They had the East wing to themselves and as Jax pointed out, "Feel free to make all the noise you want, there's no one within a hundred feet to hear you." He told them earlier with a chuckle.
Christie looked uncertainly around wondering how she could keep her modesty with a man she'd met barely half a day ago. She pulled her long tee out of the drawer and decided to change in the bathroom. "Do you need to go, or anything? I think I'll change in there." She said to Ed.
"No, I'm fine, but I really would like to see the views outside, so go ahead and change. I'll be back in 20 minutes or so." Ed looked at his employee's wife, "I'm really sorry to put you in this position. It must feel so surreal, but I am happy you said yes and you have no idea how grateful I am." He said as he turned and headed out the door. Standing in the doorway looking at the beautiful vision, he added, "Actually, perhaps there is a God."
"Don't be sorry. I know I had no idea my day would end up like this when I got up this morning. I mean, getting into bed with a strange man in a giant wooden castle in the Sierras, but it's kind of exciting. Plus, I was thinking about trading in my husband on a different model, anyhow." She giggled.
When Ed got back, he saw Christie lying in bed reading a book which did nothing to cover her unfettered tits spilling across her chest under the thin tee shirt. Her nipples were jutting at least a half inch up and he found himself staring, unable to wrench his eyes away.
"I know. Christ! I can't do anything about these. I never go out without a bra, but I'll be damned if I'll wear a bra to bed. Go ahead and look since you'll be seeing these all week." Christie sighed, dropping her book onto her lap. Then she started laughing, "Christ! Aren't we a couple."
"God, I'm sorry, I...I've never seen...God, I am sleeping on the couch." Ed mumbled trying to cover the growing tent in his pants as he strode to the bathroom. When he got inside, the quickly unzipped his pants and released his trapped erection. He walked to the sink and splashed cold water on his face repeatedly until his cock returned to its flaccid state.



Christ looked up and smiled as he came out of the bathroom, "That was quick. Feel better?" She giggled seeing his beet red face.
"Please, I'm not 18 anymore. Thank God for cold water." He looked around, "I wonder if there's a blanket?"
Christie sighed, "Look. This is weird for both of us, but you are not sleeping on the couch." She reached over and was aware of how her breasts bounced as she yanked back the covers on his side. "I'll close my eyes and give you some privacy while you undress."
Ed stood there uncertainly, but seeing her eyes squeezed shut, he walked around the bed intentionally not looking at those remarkable nipples and undressed. When he pulled the covers up, he tapped he on the shoulder, "Ok, you can open your eyes."
Christie slowly opened her eyes remembering seeing a cock right in front of her face from a former boyfriend and was relieved when she saw Ed under the covers, "See? That wasn't so hard...God, I'm sorry. That wasn't what I meant to say." She sputtered hearing the man laugh. "Let's talk about something else. What is with the three boys? They never said much, but I got the idea they're really innocent."
"Why? It didn't look innocent the way they were trying to look down your top at dinner. Plus, on the plane, they all jockeyed to sit near you, at least across from you. You were aware you were showing a lot in that short summer dress. Anyhow, I cannot believe they are going into the ministry after seeing you." Ed laughed.
"Maybe I'm just imaging things," She laughed, "but you sure sound like the jealous husband, but are you serious? I tried to keep the dress pulled down, but it sure wasn't made for sitting in a seat that deep. Now I'm disappointed I wasn't going commando." She reached over and patted his leg, "Don't worry. I won't let them do anything, at least not all at the same time." She yanked her hand back. "Sorry!"
Ed groaned, "This is your fault. You plant these images in my head, and you really should watch where you put your hand. I'm going to have to take a cold shower now."
Christie got out of the bed and walked over to the closet, pulled on pants and grabbed a sweater. "Better yet, I need to call Doug. Why don't you take care of that and I'll be back." She grinned at him. "What do you think? 2 minutes enough?"
Ed laughed, "I'm sure Doug will want to talk to you for more like 20."
Christie walked over to the door and grinned, "Have fun."
After she closed the door, Ed yanked down the covers and pulled his clothes off and grabbed his raging cock, closed his eyes seeing the young blonde's perfect tits and began jerking away.
"Honey, I hope I didn't wake you. I lost track of time...Me too...Yes, I'm in the library and no one is around...You are such a cliché. I'm wearing my usual tee shirt and panties...Yeah, that is a problem, but I'm not going to wear a bra to bed, those things are such a relief to remove...I know you prefer me like that...Um, actually that is why I'm giving Ed some alone time, they really poke out...Come on! Don't even joke about that, this is not as easy as you think. I really miss you and really want you in my bed rather than your boss. I need that nice cock of yours inside me...Yes, even there. I know it's been just half a day, but I miss you so much...I know, me too. I'm so wet...What? I couldn't tell! You know, a cock, it looked big...Of course not. You are all I need...I am, I'm actually imagining it's you...God, I'd love to help you with that...Ok, hang on." Christie put down the phone and walked over and closed the door to the library and went back to the couch and took all her clothes off. After lying down on the leather, she picked up the phone, "Ok, I'm lying on the couch totally naked...yes, my legs are wide open...ahhhh...that would be nice...crap! I should have locked it...of course I'd let him if he came in here. You're not around and a girl needs a big cock inside her...oohhhh fuck, I am so close...yes, why would he have packed rubbers? But that wouldn't matter...Sure I'd let him, he wouldn't have a choice with my strong legs wrapped around his waist...You've told me, men love to mark their territory...You'd like that? You want to listen on the phone?" Christie's hand was working her peaking clit rapidly as she imagined Ed fucking her with Doug listening in. When she heard Doug's cry and grunts, it was more than she could take. "AAhhhhhhh Chrisssssssstt." Christie dropped the phone as she took both hands and mauled her aching pussy and breast while humping her hips off the couch.
Finally, she grabbed her tee shirt and wiped her sopping hand and pussy and picked up the phone, "Sorry...yes, definitely. I needed both hands. God, I love you. That was really fucking hot." Christie softly panted into the phone. "No, I won't do that...really?...Sure, before I met you and had to do something...I don't know, that might be strange...I'll think about it. Look, I'd better get back, I'm sure he is wondering if I got lost and might come in here...Yes, I love you too, so much." Christie kissed into the phone before hanging up. As she pulled on her clothes, she felt the dampness on the shirt and knew Ed would be able to smell her sex. Resignedly, she headed back to the room.
Ed was reading a book as she walked in, a Jack Reacher novel. "Doug loves those. I think he's read every one twice." She said as she pulled her pants off and dropped her sweater on the floor. "Stop it, it's not like you're the only one with a libido!" Christie laughed, seeing the look on his face.
"Was that the first time you've had phone sex? Where did you go?" Ed asked cheekily.
"That is not really your business, is it?" Christie said. Seeing him put down his book and look at her, she groaned, "Yes. I never even thought I could ever do anything like that. I wouldn't sit on the left side of the couch in the library though." She blushed, laughing. "Or knowing what a perv you are, I'll bet you'll be sniffing it." She began giggling uncontrollably.
Ed reached over and held her as she tearfully kept laughing until finally she relaxed and felt spent and at peace with the strong hands gently rubbing her back. Finally, she pulled out of his arms and grabbed a Kleenex and wiped her eyes. "I haven't had a giggling fit like that since I was a little girl." She looked at the grinning man, "It felt good. Speaking of which?" She raised he eyebrows and stared pointedly at his crotch. "All better now? Did you think of me?"
"God! You aren't shy, are you?" He looked at the beautiful face, "Yes, if you must know, I thought of you and your..."
"Tits? Doug told me the same thing. I have other assets, you know. I think I have great legs, a nice ass and, well perhaps something else you'll never see." She laughed. "I can see your brain spinning right now. You sure you're not eighteen?" She looked at the snake uncoiling and growing under his covers.
Ed groaned and rolled over on his side. "You are really evil, you know that? Perhaps you need to call your mom or someone." He sighed.
"Really?" Christie asked as she pushed him onto his back and checked out the rod tenting the covers, "That's really impressive, you know that? I mean, not the size...ok, that is also impressive, but the recovery time. Makes me wish we really were married." She patted his hip just by his hard cock, "I'm going to take a nice bath...perhaps 3 minutes?" She jumped out of bed and pulled off her top and panties knowing Ed was seeing her naked for the first time, albeit from behind and walked to the dresser and slowly bent over grabbing another shirt and panties, then turned and went into the bathroom grinning evilly.
Christie came out of the bathroom wearing her long wife-beater, her face and chest blushing when she saw how Ed was studying her bouncing breasts. She pulled the covers down and slipped in, knowing she was displaying a ton of side-boob.
"God, Jax was right, maybe I should thank God. Could he have made a more perfect woman? You have a great body, great..." Ed sighed.
"Ok, thanks, let's get some sleep." She crawled in and turned off her light.
********************************************
She felt a hard cock pressing against her ass and in her semi-sleep state, she mumbled Doug's name and pressed back against that nice, hard rod. She lifted her arm allowing Doug to slide his hand under her shirt and cup her breast and play with her nipples like he knew she loved, "ahhhh yesss," she moaned, "Remember, you need to put a condom on that before you put it inside me." She suddenly realized where she was and jerked away from her husband's boss.
Ed jerked fully awake, "Oh Christ, I'm sorry" He cried as he spun over to his side, "I thought I was having a dream. A really great dream." He covered his face and moaned, "Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit..."
Christie instantly knew he was telling the truth, "God. We are a strange pair, aren't we?" She pulled his arm off his face, "Two really horny people sleeping in the same bed. You tell anyone about this, and I'll kill you." She said as she yanked the covers down, crawled down straddling his legs and slipped his boxers down. She unconsciously licked her lips seeing the large, pulsating hunk of flesh beneath her.
Christie spit on her hand and reached down and covered his cock with her saliva and began stroking it. She felt the blood angrily pulsing though the shaft and saw a steady stream of cum leaking out of the head which she spread around the entire shaft. She loved that he was circumcised because she liked the pronounced mushroom capped head as her hand slid up and down the fleshy rod.
Ed groaned and lay back feeling how soft her hand was, "God, Christie, this feels so good. You don't have to do this, but I'll hate you forever if you stop." He moaned as he felt his hips thrusting up against her hand. "This is so nice of you...oh God."
"I kind of like it. I love the feel of a man's cock when it gets like a steel rod. I'm always amazed how something and go from flaccid to erect so fast." She realized she didn't need to spit on her hand any more as his leaking cum provided more than enough lubricant.
"You are so good at this. I'm guessing you've done this before." Ed sighed.
"Yeah. It got me through many a date when I wanted to save myself for marriage." Christie reached over and caressed his heavy balls while pumping her fist.
"So, Doug was your first?" Ed panted.
"Yes, I can't say it was worth the wait the first time, but he seemed to like it." Christie laughed.
"I'll bet he didn't last long. I know I wouldn't." Ed reached over and stroked her silky smooth thigh just below he panty-clad crotch.
"About 20 seconds, but he also has amazing recovery time, so I didn't have to wait long." Christie said softly feeling his hand get closer to her moist pussy as she lifted herself up.
Ed looked at her hard nipples poking through the this tee shirt, "Um, can you do something for me?"
She saw where he was looking and shrugged her shoulders, "Sure. I guess this an appropriate time to be inappropriate." She reluctantly let go on that warm cock and pulled her shirt off and slip up so her mound pressed against his balls. "Better?" She saw his cock twitching, so she reached down and jerked her hand up and down the hard shaft with the purple head with increasing speed as she felt him hump against her.
Ed was unable to hold off release watching the creamy breasts bouncing in response to her arm, but didn't want it to end. He reached down and let his fingers trace across her moist slit as he cupped her tantalizing tit with the other. He thought how close her cunt was, how hot and moist it felt, and how easy is would be to slip the thin material to the side...her unbelievably hard nipple poking into his palm nestled on that silky soft mound of warm flesh...He held off as long as he could until it was almost too painful and with a loud cry he exploded while unconsciously pulling on her pink nipple.
Christie moaned as his finger flicked across her aroused clit and his other hand pinched her ultra-sensitive nipple. She watched in amazement as rope after rope of hot sperm shot out of the man's dick and splattered against the headboard, his chin and his chest. "Crap! How much did you cum earlier?" She asked looking at the large creamy pools all down his body.
Ed felt like he was going to pass out when he came and panted rapidly until finally he moaned softly and opened his eyes. "Thank you. I never felt such a powerful release before. It has been a dry spell and I've been storing it up, I'm afraid. I'm sorry though. I know this is cheating, though not completely, but I vowed not to do anything with you."
Christie reached over for the box of Kleenex. "Oh, this was cheating alright, but you never would have been able to get back to sleep, and frankly, you made it hard for me to sleep also. I actually expected something like this to happen, so don't worry about it. We can't do anything more since I am married, plus I'm not on the pill...so..." She wiped her hand off rolled off the man she'd just met hours earlier. "Ok, now can we get some sleep?" She placed the wet tissue on the table and flopped onto her back. As she lay there, she felt a pang of guilt and hoped Doug knew what he was saying when he suggested she do that.
Ed leaned over and kissed her gently allowing her to relax and let his tongue tease hers. He pulled back and looked down at her naked beauty with just her white panties and sucked a nipple into his mouth. He felt her nipple swell and harden even more as his tongue flicked over it then reached up and covered her other breast with his hand. He heard her respond with low moans and her breathing become ragged. He moved his hand down, across her stomach and slipped under the waistband of her panties and felt the soft downy fur on her cunt. He pushed farther down feeling her hips lift up encouraging him and was amazed how sopping her slit was and felt his cock respond as his finger pushed into the wet tunnel.
Christie realized that she had to get hold of herself and reluctantly pushed his head off her incredibly sensitive nipple and pulled his hand out of her panties. "God, that's nice. I know cheating is cheating and it's like getting a little bit pregnant, but I think I should stick with a little bit of cheating. Let's get some sleep. I'm not ready for anyone but my husband to get me off. Also, unless you have condoms, we can't do anything. Thanks, though." She reached down and grabbed her shirt and pulled it on, almost gasping when it dragged across her hard, stimulated nipples. She leaned over and kissed him on the lips before turning off the light and rolling over on her side. She wished Doug were here to pound her hole, her holes. God, she wanted a cock ripping her in two with her legs spread...she jerked her hand out of her thong wishing Ed would just go ahead and take her already.
Christie woke first and slipped out of bed and went into the bathroom. She looked at herself in the mirror as if trying to find out who she was looking at. She looked down at her hand...the hand that just a few hours ago was wrapped around another man's cock. She groaned seeing the dried white sperm on her thumb and felt tears welling up. "God! What did you do? This is not going to end well since Ed will expect that every night, expect a bit more every night. Damn you, Doug! Why did you tell me to take care of him?" She felt her hardening nipples, "And why did I like it so much? God, his cock felt nice in my hand, right there pressed against my pussy." She muttered and she closed her eyes imagining she pulled her panties to the side and speared herself on that magnificent shaft, while her fingers reached down and pulled her panties to the side and pushed her fingers into her frustrated vagina. "Yes Ed, push it in me...yessssss," She hissed as she bent over the sink and jabbed two fingers in and out of her snatch and pressed hard on her eager clit as she did it. "Fuck me, fuck me hard...ah yes, cum inside me...that's iiiiit...yesssss. Uh uh uh uh uh uh uhhhhhhhhh, fuck!" She spat as her body spasmed and she fell to the bathroom floor. It felt so real she actually looked at her fingers to see Ed's sperm seeping out of her.
Christie groaned and put her arm over her face. "It hasn't even been 24 hours and I'm a cock-hungry slut. Damn you Doug! Why aren't you here?"
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Jax looked up seeing the couple slowly walk into the kitchen. "Something about the Sierra Mountain air does that to every couple that's been up here. I've been told, couples that were down to making love once a month were engaged three or more times a night."
Christie blushed and Ed busied himself getting coffee.
"I'm sorry, I embarrassed you. Look, I've been hearing confessions and I know how couples get excited and frankly, I'd be upset if you didn't find joy with each other while being my guests under my roof." Jax grinned. "This is God's gift to each other. You are worshiping our Lord in the purest sense with every act."
Christie sat down and thanked Ed when he handed her her coffee, and smiled at the huge man across the table. "I know what you mean. The air up here does something inside you. Ed did have a hard time getting to sleep but we managed to work it out." She giggled. "I really, we really want to thank you for inviting us up here. It is so beautiful. What's the plan for today?"
Jax allowed Ed to refill his coffee and when the other man sat down, suggested they drive over to Tahoe. "I like the town, though it isn't what it was 40 years ago. Also, perhaps you might need to pick up some things, if you need them."
Christie blushed and glanced quickly at the smiling Ed. "I'm not sure we need anything more than we brought. But I for one have never been to Tahoe, so I'd love to see it. I hear the lake is a beautiful turquoise blue and you can see way down."
"It is and the way the mountains rise up around it is inspiring." Jax said, "I feel closer to God there than just about anywhere I've been. That is why I have this place here. "There they are. How did you boys sleep?" Jax said seeing the three young blond boys enter the kitchen. "There's coffee and you know where the cups are."
Rick (or was it Jimmy?) sat down next to Christie and the other two sat across from her. Ed watched them studying her between sips of coffee and felt a twinge of jealousy. He stood and said he was heading back to the room to shower and get ready to go into town. He looked down at his 'wife' and asked if she were coming.
"No, I think I'll have another cup. I cannot imagine why, but I feel like I didn't get much sleep last night," she said grinning up at her 'husband.'
She looked at the three boys, "Ok, I apologize, but you're Rick, you're Jimmy and you are Mike?" She asked looking around the table, "Are you all related?"
Rick turned to face her, "I'm impressed you got our names right, but no. We never met until about a month ago when we were granted scholarships by the Jackson Ministries. There were quite a few of us, but for some reason the three of us hit it off and have been friends ever since." Rick looked up as Jax stood and excused himself, "Are you leaving?"
Jax smiled down at the boys, "I'm afraid I need to shower and get ready also." He grinned at Christie, "It they make you feel uncomfortable, tell them. They've not experienced a woman like you before." He winked and left.
Christie looked at the boys, "What did he mean by that? Good looking boys like you should have experienced a lot of women." She blushed, "Sorry, that is really none of my business."
Mike laughed, "It's fine. Yes, we are all three virgins. Perhaps that is why we were drawn to each other. Frankly, a lot of our future brethren have been, um, how can I say it. They've been collecting experiences for future lost times."
Rick chuckled, "We've been with girls, but just never...you know. But Reverend Jackson is right, we've never been with anyone quite like you. You are so beautiful." He blushed and stood up. "Sorry, I need to get ready also."
Mike jumped up and sat next to the stunning blonde, "I think Rick just blurts out the first thing that pops into his head, but he is right. Can I ask you something?"
Christie felt herself blushing furiously, and eagerly allowed the subject to change, "Sure, you can ask me anything."
Mike looked uncertain, "Well, I'm just wondering. Did you save yourself for marriage? Or...I'm sorry. I shouldn't be asking you something so personal."
Christie patted his leg, "Yes I did. I just felt that sex, or actually intercourse...fucking, wasn't something recreational, but an extension of love. I'm not sure if I intentionally saved myself, you know, I might have fallen in love earlier with someone else, but it worked out like that. The first man I fell in love with was Do...Ed." She stammered. "Ed was the first man who I totally gave myself to.
Jimmy piped in missing her stutter, "Was it worth it?" He looked at Mike, "I mean, well, I guess we've been saving ourselves..."
Christie looked at the two boys, "You're asking me if you should get laid? Isn't that something you should ask Jax?"
"I sort of wanted to know from a female perspective...I don't know how to say this." Mike sputtered.
Jimmy blurted out, "He wants to know if girls feel cheap and used, you know, getting laid out of wedlock just for our pleasure."
The young blonde laughed, "You really aren't that experienced. Girls have the same needs you do. We get horny. We check out the guys, you think we cannot tell when a man is excited to see us? We like a great ass and nice package, we look at you just like you've been staring at my chest and up my dress on the plane." She laughed seeing their reaction. "It's fine, it's fine. It's nice to be noticed. You think I dress like this accidentally? Look, girls like to be pleasured as much as guys do. Girls need to be pleasured as often too. You're doing as much for them as they are for you, as long as you're not selfish, so don't worry about it." She looked at the two grinning boys who took notice that her blasted nipples decided to poke out as she was telling them this. She stood and patted Mike on the shoulder, "On that note, I'm going to go see if my husband is ready and perhaps get ready myself."
********************************************
After walking down to the lake, Ed and Christie headed toward the town. Jax and the boys were taking a boat out fishing, but neither Ed nor Christie wanted to fish, so they decided to find a café.
Christie heard her phone, "Doug, sweetie...Yes, Ed and I are in Tahoe and looking for a place to eat...They're out on the lake fishing...Sure you would, but sitting and doing nothing isn't for me...Sure," She handed the phone to Ed, "He wants to say hi."
"Hey Doug. Can I tell you again how sorry I am this worked out like it did...No, she's been terrific. She is a hit with the other four men...I know, I've seen their reaction...What? Of course...You have no idea, though actually I'm sure you do...Yes...um, actually Christie wants to talk to you." He handed the phone back to Christie, his face red.
"Hey sweetie, what did you say to Ed, he looks kind of flustered...you said that?...Look, you basically told me to." She looked at Ed, "Really?...You are a strange man...ok...ok...ok. Of course...I love you too." She hung up and looked at Ed. "I cannot believe he asked you that."
"I know, I had no idea what to say. I am so embarrassed I couldn't control myself." Ed asked, "I need to take a cold shower before we get into bed."
Christie laughed, "And then you'd be shivering under the covers and I'll have to snuggle up to you to keep you warm. Let me know how you think that will turn out, Einstein."
Ed looked at her and saw that he'd better drop the subject. He wondered about Doug's comments and how Christie had given him a hand job. "Christie, let's grab a table at the diner over there. I am really hungry."
After they sat down, Ed noticed a pharmacy across the street and excused himself. When he got back to the table, Christie looked at the bag.
"What's that? I thought we had everything we needed."
Ed started blushing and put the bag on the floor. "Nothing, it's you know, just something to help me sleep."
Christie reached down and grabbed the bag and looked. She glared at Ed. "Really? You seriously expect me to...God! Men! I assume I should just resign myself to having you take me every night?" She glared at Ed.
"I'm sorry, I just...Oh Christ! I wasn't expecting anything. I just didn't want to be unprepared if, you know...Fuck! I'm sorry. I really wasn't expecting, but perhaps fantasizing...hoping." He looked around at the other tables suddenly more interested in their conversation than their own.
Christies face softened, "Look, we never talked about it this morning, but perhaps we should now." She looked around and saw the various people looking their way, "Though perhaps we should sit by the lake where there are fewer ears."
Ed sat a few feet from Christie on the sand, clutching his paper bag. "Look, I'm sorry. I should not have assumed anything. You're married and I'm not going to do anything to compromise that. Doug's a great guy and I'm sure he just thought jerking me off was all he expected." He looked at Christie, "God, it was nice. That was actually more erotic than pretty much every fuck I've had."
Christie smiled, "I'm over it. Let's face it, I'm just as horny as you are. I just don't raise a flag pole announcing it." She giggled hearing Ed sputter out a laugh, "Ok, bad metaphor. But I've thought about it. I've thought about letting you take care of me also." She reached out and looked in the bag again, "24 pack? Exactly how prepared do you want to be?" She read the box, "Textured for her pleasure." She held it up, "You realize these don't do much. I've never noticed the ribs, dots or whatever, but I can't say I've tried them all." She reached her hand and pulled Ed closer and put her arm around him. "But thanks. I know we are not going to use these...God, what is that look?" she laughed, "But it means a lot that you got something with my pleasure in mind. That and you wouldn't let me down if I just got too damn horny to wait until I got back to Doug and let you fuck me without protection. Hah! That's a better look. God, you're easy to read." Christie laughed.
Ed grinned, "I told you I wouldn't do anything. I'm not going to try to seduce you, but if you happen to slip your panties off and need a cock inside you, I'll have these ready. I'd never want to let you down."
Christie felt herself blushing, "This really is strange. I'm openly talking about having your dick inside me and we met, what? 26 hours ago? I think if you look up slut in Wikipedia, you'll see my picture." She groaned.
Ed laughed, "Sorry babe, you'd suck, so to speak, as a slut. A slut would literally have a dick inside her 30 minutes after meeting a guy." He thought for a minute and said wistfully, "I like sluts."
Christie laughed and pulled him into a tighter hug and kissed him. It was supposed to be a peck, but she welcomed his tongue and hands and lay back as she got lost in feeling a strong man arouse her. Finally, feeling the hard shaft against her thigh, she broke the kiss and chuckled, "I'm so glad you bought rubbers, it seems you need one." She pried the hand off her breast looking around to make sure no one was watching. Seeing no one, she sighed, "Christ. I like you, but this would be a great place to make love with Doug. It is so beautiful."
Ed felt the same pang of jealousy and shook his head, "Why would I feel jealous of her husband. She is not mine, she is his...but Fuck! I'd love it if she were mine." He thought bitterly. He stood up and tried to adjust his cock grinning down at Christie, "What? You haven't seen this happen before? You know what is really strange? I think I've been hard more than soft around you the last day. You are definitely not a good influence on an innocent boy like myself." He laughed.
"Innocent boy, my ass. You've been trying to hump my legs...and other things since we met. You knew my cup size before Doug even left the restaurant yesterday. I saw you study the girls." She stood up. "But that's a lot better than you not looking at all. I kind of like that you're feeling lust, just remember the rubber when you take me while I'm asleep." She patted his face and strode back up the beach.
Ed was stunned and tried to hide the log in his pants and settled on taking off his sweater and holding it in front of him.
When Ed caught up, Christie looked down at his crotch, "Everything under control?"
Ed laughed, "Not even close. When I take you? When. Not if. What were you saying?"
"Not a thing. I just mis-used the word. I should have said, if. Of course, I meant if." She grinned at the uncomfortable looking man, "By the way, I talked to the boys this morning. Now they are innocent." She related the conversation she had with them and Ed was amazed.
"I'm not into guys, but those three are really good looking and girls must be all over them."
"I know, and...I shouldn't say this, but unless it was an optical illusion, they have a lot to offer the girls. They were a bit excited by the conversation, actually. God! I love Doug and being married, but this week would be a lot more fun if I were single." She looked at Ed, "I never said that by the way. You never heard it and you will never think about it again."
Ed held up his hands. "Don't lecture me. You think you're the only one who wishes you were single?"
Christie groaned, "Let's get those papers signed and get through this week. Remember, that's why you are here to sign the deeds over. I'll stop talking about sex if you do."
"Deal, we'll talk about...I'm sure there are other topics we both feel excited about. Let me think about that." Ed chuckled.
********************************************
When they got back to the cabin, the boys ran off to put on their suits and Jax suggested the couple do the same, "The sun is warm as long as you dry off quickly but the water feels great. Make sure you put on sunscreen, though, people burn really easily here."
When they got into the room, Christie went over and pulled her bikini out of the drawer. She opened the drawer again and held up a red teddy. "Is this yours?"
"What, no. It was in your drawer?" Ed said, "That's really weird. Do you think Jax had the staff get that and put it there?"
Christie rummaged around, "My nightshirts are gone, but actually, all my dirty clothes are gone. I think they're doing our laundry. She looked at the teddy and groaned.
Ed looked over and saw her middle finger pushing through the crotch. "Crotchless? That works for me. What could possibly bother you about that?" He laughed. "Remember that when you fall asleep tonight..." Ed laughed making a point of opening the box of condoms and holding one up before placing them in the drawer.
"God! You're so evil. I think I should have picked up duct tape to protect myself." She grimaced, "Ouch. I just thought about what that might feel like pulling that off...actually, I know what that might feel like." Seeing Ed look curiously at her, "You know, Brazilian waxes." She put the teddy back in the drawer and carried the bikini into the bathroom, "I'll be back. We should put on sunscreen before we go out there though. I'll do your back, you do mine."
"I'd rather do your front." Ed grinned.
"No. Actually, I promised the boys they could do my front." She grinned back before closing the door.
Ed looked at the beauty come out of the bathroom and was not disappointed in the suit. It wasn't a teeny bikini, not a thong, but it did little to cover her amazing assets. Her creamy white Ds spilled out of the cups and she couldn't hide the obvious camel toe. He clapped approvingly then held out his hand for the tube of sunscreen. He started to rub it into her neck and shoulders and then stopped. "Look, this is not me trying to get you naked, but perhaps if you could lose the top while I do this..."
Christie looked over her shoulder and shrugged, "Ok, that makes sense." She untied the back and pulled the top off and held it at her side while enjoying the strong hands rubbing the lotion in. She was pleased that even though his hands moved around her sides, he made no move to grab her breasts. When he stopped, she thanked him and pulled the top back on and let him tie it. "Ok, turn around." She squirted lotion onto his back and started laughing.
"What's funny?" Ed asked turning to see if there was something on his back.
"I'm sorry, I just had a memory of white creamy stuff splashed all over you and this sort of reminded me. Never mind." She chuckled.
Ed groaned, "Just between you and me, I'd rather not think about white creamy stuff splashed all over my back."
Christie hesitated and then started laughing hysterically, "Oh God. That might be a bad thing. I mean, unless you're into that. There's really nothing wrong with that." She grinned at him.
"Just do my back and shut up. No, I'm not into that." Ed felt her hands working the sunscreen in and thought back to the beach with her hands gripping his back and how perfect it felt. He shook his head and pulled up visions of car accidents and burning buildings before he responded to the erotic feelings he was having. "Thanks." He said grabbing his shirt when she finished, "Let's get down there. I saw bathrobes in the closet."
When they got to the pool, Jax was lounging in the sun and the three boys were diving off the board. They all stopped what they were doing when Christie dropped her robe.
Christie looked at the still figures and laughed. "I feel like should go back and get my burkhini. It was pretty much 50/50 but I decided on this."
Ed laughed, "I told her the sunscreen was SPF 50 and pretty much the same as the burhkini." He went over the diving board and did a double flip and entered the water with barely a splash.
The boys all went over as he was climbing out. "Can you show us how to do that? Do you know other dives?"
Christie lay down on the chaise next to Jax. She couldn't get over how huge he was. Actually, a foot taller. At 5'7" she had no issues with feeling short around men, especially with heels, but even with 6" heels, she would be half a foot shorter. She looked at his huge arms, his abs and how she could detect no fat.
"I try to keep in shape." Jax said, "I know I tend to put on fat so it actually is a lot of work."
"I'm sorry. I was staring. I'm impressed. I always thought Ed was the most toned man I knew, but you are right up there. Maybe he wouldn't be able to protect me if you were to grope me." She grinned at him.
Jax looked at the creamy skin exposed and sighed, "Sadly, as much as I'd like to, it wouldn't make sense until the papers are signed." He grinned at her, "But after that, perhaps you'd better have him around." He looked at the beautiful girl, "So, you don't believe in God. What do you believe in?" He put out a hand, "I'm not here to convert you. I know hundreds of people who don't share my beliefs. I like to hear what comforts them - what motivates them."
Christie rolled over on her side and as her breasts spilled over, she saw Jax watching them and shrugged it off. "I don't think I've thought about it much. I realize religion has its purpose. Marx called it the 'Opiate of the masses' and I've always looked upon it that way. Not so much as a negative, but as a positive. I am sure of my moral compass, but I'm not always sure I trust other's and generally speaking, the church has provided dozens of morals, of rules to follow. But that didn't answer your question. I believe in causality. This happened, which caused that and eventually caused me. Perhaps that's my moral compass. If I do this, it might cause that and lead to something good or something bad."
"That's very astute." Jax said, "I confess I don't assiduously follow everything I read I the Holy Scriptures, but it is, on a whole, a great guidebook to leading a good life. I agree that the scriptures lay out many moral dictums and whether these come from God or not is almost unimportant. Are they reasonable and valid for a good life?" He looked at the young blonde, "You obviously don't believe in eternal life, in a heaven, but I obviously do. I don't believe you need to listen to a blowhard like me every Sunday, or to anyone if you lead a good life. If you lead a good life, I didn't say a pure life...there's a difference...if you do, I believe you will be rewarded eternally."



Christie nodded, "Ok, maybe there's not a lot difference between how you feel and how I feel, except heaven. But reasonable? What about celibacy?" She looked over at the boys awkwardly attempting flips and failing, "They need to be celibate? That is unnatural."
"Why is it unnatural, or are you thinking of the word chaste?" Jax asked.
Christie felt herself blushing. "I thought they meant the same thing."
"Oh no. Celibacy means we cannot marry. Chaste means not marry, nor engage in sexual relations." Jax said, "Of course, sexual relations outside marriage is a sin, so in effect they are one in the same for the priesthood. We take a vow of celibacy, not a vow of chastity"
"So, you cannot marry, but can have sex if you can accept the consequences of the sin. That makes no sense."
Jax laughed, "We sin all the time. You know there are the cardinal sins, and obviously, I try to minimize those, but there are many other sins. Lying for one. I lie, those boys over there lie, Ed lies and I'm sure you lie. Are those egregious sins? No. Lies, though perhaps labelled as a sin can do good. That is what I believe in. 'Do I look fat to you?' You say no and perhaps you've sinned, but you've done something good in the eyes of the Lord, good that way outweighs the sin. When you reach your judgement day, can you look at your balance sheet and see red or black? That is the best you can strive for. The Lord wants to see that what acts you've done were for the good or the bad." Seeing Christie looking interested, "Tell me something you did recently you regret. Something that even though it felt like it was done for the right reasons was still wrong." He looked at the girl's face flash something, "I'm used to confessions. I am bound by the Seal of the Confessional."
Christie thought about it. She looked at the huge blond figure in front of her and sighed, "Actually I'm pissed at my sister and cannot seem to get it out of my mind. I do have regrets, but this one act she did bothers me a lot more than things I've done. Would that work?"
Jax smiled, "Sure, though I suspect you are reluctant to discuss a personal demon. But, I think whatever happened, if it affects you strongly, is valid. Tell me what...what is her name? Tell me what she did."
"Janie. I know, my parents wanted girly names, so we got the ies. My oldest sister has the girliest name - Tiffanie." She laughed, "I can see the wheels turning in your head. Yes, they are. In fact I'm the plainest girl in the family." Hearing Jax scoff, she said, "Hang on. Let me get my ipad and I'll show you pictures."
Jax watched appreciatively as the young blonde ran into the house, he looked over when he heard the water stop splashing and saw four sets of eyes staring. He felt his blood pressure rise thinking of two girls with beauty greater that Christie's. When she came back, she held out the ipad. He took it and immediately felt the surge again, but even more powerful this time. Christie had chosen a picture of the three sisters all standing together on a beach in Hawaii, or someplace, wearing even less than she had on now.
"We were all vacationing in Maui and we had just put on our suits. You would have loved the shots of us when we were at the nude beach...Little Beach. Amazing how bold some people are with cameras in a place like that." Christie laughed, "But that's Janie on the left and Tiffanie in the middle. I was just eighteen at the time." Seeing him look at her chest, "Ok, for some reason these decided to grow right after that. Maybe it was the warm Hawaiian sun on them." She giggled.
"You are every bit as beautiful as they are, in fact you might be rated above them." Jax said looking at her.
"Thanks, that feels nice to hear, though you can't just sin like that." Christie chuckled. She took the ipad back before he could page through and see pictures of her and Doug.
Jax grinned, "Actually, I mean it. No lie, no sin. I've met you and talked to you and it is your image that draws me. What other criteria should I use?" He looked at the blonde wishing all three were in his flock. "Ok, tell me Janie's horrible act."
"Janie volunteers at the University Hospital, where she was changing bedpans, fluffing pillows, you know, the usual stuff. In fact, she told me it was as routine a day as she'd had until...until she walked in on a couple, um, doing it. The wife jumped off the bed, pulled on her panties and fled the room. Janie just stood there and didn't know what to do. The wife had left the poor guy exposed with his, you know, his erection sticking out. Oh, I forgot - he had gone over the handlebars of his bike and broken his shoulders or collarbones or something and had no use of his hands and couldn't cover himself up. Well, you've seen Janie. Imagine her in one of those cute candy girl outfits and you can understand this guy's erection wasn't going anywhere." Christie laughed, "God, I wish I could have seen that...sorry." Anyhow, Janie at first thought she should get a nurse, but realized how mortifying that would be for the poor guy, and also the floor nurse was more like Nurse Ratched, so she shut the door and went over and tried to help this guy out by putting it back." Christie stop and started laughing. "I wish Janie were here to tell you this."
Ed had to laugh since he was imagining the girl in that picture trying to get a guy's cock to go down. That is the definition of an exercise in futility.
"Anyhow, his penis wouldn't stay in the pajama bottoms and the blanket did nothing to hide his boner, so she decided to give him a hand job." Christie paused looking at the Man of God and continued. "I guess the poor guy was so embarrassed he couldn't relax enough and her arm was getting tired, so she decided that there was just one way to get him off quickly. Um, a couple of ways, I guess she didn't like giving a blow job." She looked to see Jax' reaction, "Is this too much information?"
"No, I've heard words like that before. I've used words like that before. Remember, I'm celibate, not chaste." Jax said, looking interested."
"Ok, she took off her outfit and climbed onto that erection and, well, you know the rest. He was quickly able to get his penis under control and apparently, no one at the hospital was the wiser." Christie said.
"I don't see the egregious sin, besides the sexual relations outside of marriage. I do see a generous act of kindness which far outweighs the sin. I don't see why this should upset you." Jax said.
"Because she's married! She cheated on her husband and had to tell someone, so she told me. Now every time I look at Theo I think how my sister cheated on him and I feel really bad for him." Christie said.
"Ah. I get it now. Listen. What you described was not cheating...wait, I know in the scriptures,
In Hebrews: Let marriage be held in honor among all, and let the marriage bed be undefiled, for God will judge the sexually immoral and adulterous.
But then there's James:
So whoever knows the right thing to do and fails to do it, for him it is sin.
How would God judge your sister? She brought no harm to her husband or the wife of the man in the hospital bed. She brought a critical situation that might have caused him huge emotional scars to a close. She gave him pleasure when it was apparent he desperately needed it. On balance the Lord would have not only forgiven her, but praised her for her selfless act." Jax looked thoughtful, "Of course did she happen to tell you whether she..."
"Climaxed? I guess she did. I was thinking more about how she violated the marriage. I don't remember. She could have accidentally spilled water on the man's crotch. Did she have to screw him?" Christie asked.
"My, my. I hope I never have you as a candy girl. I'm sure the Lord has forgiven your sister and you need to also. In fact, you should pat her on the back. That was quick thinking and saved that marriage from what could have been a terrible incident. Does that answer your question?" Jax asked.
"Yes, though why did you ask if she came. Had she enjoyed it, it would have lessened the selfless act?" Christie asked.
"In the eyes of the Lord, I doubt it, but in the young man's eyes it enhanced the act. Perhaps we should consider how he would have felt if Janie had mechanically brought him off, allowed him to violate her marriage vows and she gets nothing out of it. Perhaps he would have felt considerable guilt, felt mortified to be found in that position. No, I think she had to climax, or cum as you stated. It was that part that ensured it was a true act of kindness since she didn't allow guilt to tinge her actions." He looked at the young blonde, "I see you have another question. Should she tell her husband? Confess? Come clean? That is up to her and how well she really knows her husband. Her selfless act would be diminished if she were to cause him pain." He laughed, "On the other hand, there are men who'd be upset if she didn't tell them. You raise really good points about committing sin in the act of doing something that promotes the greater good." He looked at Christie, "Do you mind if I use your sister, sorry." He laughed, "That might be a bit too much for my flock. Do you mind if I use your story about your sister in one of my sermons? I'll change her name, obviously, but I think this could be a good lesson to all of us."
"Yes, feel free, but please don't use the hospital name, city or anything that might indicate..." She stopped and nodded seeing his assurance. Christie felt relief flow through her and realized she'd been focusing on the wrong thing all along. She smiled at Jax, picked up her ipad and yelled over to Ed, "I'm heading back to the room. I think I need a nap." She leaned down and kissed Jax on the forehead, "Thanks, I'm going to have to apologize to my sister when I next talk to her."
********************************************
Christie got back to the room and picked up the phone, "Sorry to call you at work, but I just needed to hear your voice...really? Yes, I'll wait for your call. Sure, 15 minutes. That's perfect. I need to shower and get the sun screen off me, anyhow." She pulled off her bikini and climbed into the shower. She knew she had to hurry, but her nipples exploded when she soaped up her breasts and her pussy begged for a more thorough sudsing. Somehow, she resisted and finished cleaning up. After drying off, she pulled on her robe and crawled onto the bed to wait for Doug's call. A minute later, the phone buzzed.
"Hi sweetie. I know, I just talked to you this morning, but I needed to hear your voice again...Yes, I'm enjoying myself. It truly is beautiful here...I think they liked it...the red one...no, maybe next time...Yes, Ed's been very nice...Oh, like that. No. I've told you, your cock is enough for me...I'm sure, I mean I know he does." Christie giggled, "He bought a box of rubbers...I know, a 24 pack." She laughed, "I know, he is a confident guy, but 24? You think he might invite friends?...Why'd I say that?...now that's all you will think about...No, I'd never do that...Ok, thinking about it makes me wet, but I'm not doing a repeat of last night since Ed might come back to the room any minute...Seriously, you're ordering me? Ordering me to fuck another man...I know, telling me, but telling and ordering are the same thing...Of course I think he's good looking, that's not it...Stop it...Ok, yes. I'd love to have his cock inside me...Fuck it, I'll let him if he wants, but I'm not going to rape him. If it happens, then it happens...I really love you...Thanks, but believe me when I tell you I'd rather it were you instead...I'm not going there...No...I'm not comparing your cocks...trust me though, you wouldn't feel bad if I did...That's enough. I love you...I'm hanging up now, bye..." She put down the phone and shook her head.
She picked up the phone and dialed, "Keiko. How are you?...No, I'm up in the Sierras...actually for business. Look, I need to hire your massage skills...Not for me silly, unless you want to fly out here...Yes, Doug is most likely pretty lonely with me gone...What does that entail? You can do more than that...Yes, I do mean that. I've seen how you he ogles you and how you flirt with him...You're welcome. Let me know how much and I'll write you a check when I get back...Really? You don't have to do that...Christ! He'll be happy, I make him wear a condom all the time...I'd love that...Yes, when I get back, that sounds like a lot of fun." Christie put down the phone feeling like everything was better now and she could finally rest.
Ed walked into the room and saw Christie curled up on her side sleeping in the robe. He saw the bikini on the back of the chair and hoped she was naked under that. He grabbed a throw blanket and covered her up as her legs and feet were exposed.
Christie stretched and put out her arms, "Aren't you tired? I know I got maybe just four hours of sleep last night." She held up the blanket behind her, "Come on, I won't bite."
Ed crawled under the blanket behind her and Christie pulled his arm around her and wiggled her butt to get closer to him. She felt Ed's hand slide under her robe and against her chest and sighed.
Ed felt her warmth, her warmth against his hand realizing she was wearing the red teddy. She knew it was crotchless, she knew what happens to girls who wear these with their men. He felt a huge rise in his blood pressure thinking she was his. His to do what he wanted to, whenever he wanted. Then he interrupted those thoughts with the reality of it. She was married to another man, a man like liked and didn't want to hurt. He decided to sleep and not over-interpret the situation.
He loved the feel of her ass pressed against his crotch and tried to think of train wrecks, natural disasters, children starving around the world, but it did no good. He pulled his groin back from the butt pushing back against him as he felt the hardening of his cock and knew she would be fully aware of it. He wanted this moment of comfort to last and not become another exercise in sexual frustration, for him or for her. He heard her this morning in the bathroom, obviously in need of sexual release, but he was not the one who she wanted to provide it.
Christy felt the reduced body contact and snuggled back against him. This time she felt the hard rod and smiled. She softly moaned and sat up. "Sorry, with the blanket I'm a little warm," and pulled off her robe, dropped it to the floor and snuggled back under the blanket. She pulled Ed's arm back over her, placing his hand between her warm breasts and wiggled her ass against his cock. "Hmmmm. This feels so good. I hope you're comfortable." She wiggled a little more and stopped. She turned to look at him "What is that scratchy thing - is that the draw string?" she asked pulling on the string with the plastic aglet partially torn.
"Yeah, sorry, let me put something else on." Ed said as he started to get up.
"Don't be silly, just lose those. You and I will both be more comfortable. I guess we've dealt with being naked together before." Christie sighed, "That's better, now we can get some sleep." She said as Ed's arm came around and cupped her breast and she felt his nice hunk of flesh nestle between her ass cheeks. She did nothing as Ed's hand explored farther up her chest and was fully on her thinly covered breast and she lifted her body up when he slid the other arm under her to grab the other. When he gently massaged those hard tips, she slowly pushed back against his cock rhythmically. "Nice." She whispered softly. "You have really nice hands."
Ed's leaking cock was now sliding up in the cleft of her ass against the lacy material. They subtly began rhythmically humping each other. But in minutes, both had set up an increasing pace as the feeling got more intense. Ed heard Christie softly moan every time the fat head almost entered the slit in the fabric and he made sure to lunge farther down with every pass.
Christie realized the makers of the teddy made it a bit more than crotchless as she felt the cock slide up into the slit and brush across her puckered asshole. She sighed, feeling the slick pre-cum lubricate his fat rod nestled between her cheeks. She wondered if Ed would take her virgin ass or whether he would slide it in unprotected into her tight, wet pussy. She wondered if she'd have to make that decision for him if he kept doing what he was doing to her nipples. She pulled the straps off her shoulders to give him more access to her creamy mounds.
Ed felt like he could cum all over that ass as they moved as one under the blanket. He wanted nothing more than to release his load all over her but didn't want to waste the chance to enter her...to splash his seed inside her. He reluctantly released the large breast under his hand and slid down to the warm, moist place between her legs and was encouraged as her legs parted, allowing him access.
"Nicccccce" So nice," she sighed. She felt his finger enter her and opened her legs more, urging him to continue. When he entered her with a second finger, he felt her legs opening encouragingly. "Yesssss. You know what you are doing, but perhaps you have something bigger?" She panted.
"I might, but are you sure? You said this could never happen." Ed said while feeling the juices flowing between his fingers and her ass humping back against him with more urgency.
"Here," she said holding out a rubber, "fuck me please. I need to feel you inside me." Christie groaned. "I have never needed a man inside me more in my entire life." She felt his body pull away, the foil package being ripped open followed by a gentle bouncing of the bed. Then she felt his body heat against her and her labia joyfully open up as the head spread her open. When she felt the hard shaft push between her legs, she reached back, grabbed his ass and pulled his ultra-rigid cock into her, eliciting a satisfying groan from both.
Ed felt like he'd waited his whole life to be buried in this sweet pussy. He wanted to push as deeply as he could and with every stroke pressed his stomach hard against that great ass. Ed grabbed her tit with his slimed hand and pinched her nipples feeling her writhe against his body in response. He forgot about his promise to his employee and about any deals and just focused all his being on the part of him buried deep inside this flawless blonde. His hand slid back down and felt for her sensitive clit and pushed down on it as her hips reacted by thrusting back against him. He felt a slick sheen of perspiration on that creamy skin and ripped the blanket off, taking in the glistening form trying to meld with his.
Christie's animal grunts every time Ed drove into her made him want to pound her harder, and he decided to turn her over onto her back so he could thrust into her with more force, being able to grind harder against that clit. When he pulled out, her hand came around and tried to pull him back in, but when she saw what he wanted to do, she rolled over and opened her legs as wide as she could, as Ed looked at the form beneath him. Her tits spread out on her chest, the lacy material pulled down to her waist. He looked at her swollen lips gaping open, waiting for him framed by the red lace, darkened by the seeping juices. He thought about crawling down to taste that moist cunt, but he was jolted out of his reverie when she grabbed his ass.
"Oh fuck!" He groaned as he plunged into her again. She seemed to love it when his shaft ground against her clit, so he raised himself up and began pounding, grinding into her harder and harder. Her grunts were getting deeper and more insistent as Ed became more aggressive with his thrusts. He watched those hard nipples swirl around her fleshy chest as he pounded into her. Wanting as much body contact as she could, wanting to feel those bare tits against his chest, he sank down on her and wrapped his arm around her. He kept pistoning rapidly into her sloshing cunt reveling in the feel of those massive tits crushed against his chest. He was grateful for the condom since he would have never been able to hold out this long when the young girl wrapped her legs up around his back and ground urgently against his persistent attack. Feeling this, he reached down and grabbed that glorious ass, probing for that pink asshole. When his finger pressed against her anus and she made encouraging mews, he plunged it in hearing her beg him to fuck her hard.



Christie felt her whole body go rigid as she did one last huge thrust, impaling herself as hard as she could on that nice cock and screamed out, "God, oh God, oh God, oh fucking God! Yeeeessssss...uhhh, uhhh, uhh, uh, uh...uhhhhhh."
Ed held onto her hard, pressing his whole pelvis into her. Grinding back against that beautiful cunt pushing against him, he felt himself getting bruised and reveled in it. Finally, he felt the girl collapse and go totally limp. He rolled off her and pulled her on top and stroked her back as her ragged breathing slowly returned to normal.
Christie reached up and pushed the sweaty, matted hair out of her face and looked down at the only other man she had let inside her, next to her husband...her other husband. "Sorry, I hope I didn't hurt you. I might have let myself go a bit much." She leaned over and kissed him, letting their tongues attack each other while she began milking his hard cock with her strong hips. She pulled away and looked down, "Ok, your turn. What can I do for you?"
Ed looked up at the flushed girl and patted her ass with his hands. "I'd love to do you from behind, doggy style. I really liked pressing against that ass of yours earlier, and something about those tits of yours hanging down makes me want to cum just thinking about them." He said with a grin.
Christie giggled and rolled off and got onto her hands and knees. She felt so alive and even though she just came, knew she could again. She never felt like such a slut before and found it incredibly arousing. "Oh yesssss." She hissed when she felt Ed's cock enter her all the way in one thrust.
Ed began pounding at that gorgeous cunt thinking how much better it would feel without the rubber, but this still was great...maybe she'd let him lose it and cum in her ass. He leaned into her and reached around her chest and grabbed those flopping mounds and felt his balls begin that welcome ache. Her breasts squished between his fingers and her grabbed and mauled them. As he wondered how good his cock might feel in her rectum, he groaned and felt himself begin to lose it and suddenly explode, spewing hot sperm into the rubber. He kept thrusting hard until totally spent, then with a satisfied groan, rolled off her onto his back.
Christie flopped over and reached down and pulled the sloshing rubber off his softening cock. She held it up, feeling the weight, "You ever thought of being a sperm donor?" She rolled off the bed giggling and carried it into the bathroom and came back with a wet washcloth. She began cleaning the man's cock and balls and wondered how she got here. Shaking her head, she continued to run the warm cloth over the bare skin below her.
Ed lay back with his eyes closed feeling Christie bathe his aching, but satisfied groin then gently wipe his chest and stomach. He opened his eyes as she came back again from the bathroom, admiring how even after that strenuous workout, she looked fresh and beautiful. She had taken off the teddy and was an incredible sight. She pulled the blanket over them both and put her head on his shoulder and soon they were both asleep.
********************************************
Ed woke to see the naked Christie looking at him. "Ah, this is the most beautiful sight I've ever awoken to. Have you been awake long?"
"No, not long. I wanted to thank you for being thoughtful and buying the rubbers. I don't think I could have made it through the week with you beside me and not inside me." She giggled. "You sure are a great piece of ass." She laughed seeing him grin.
"Thanks, but I'd refer you thought of me more for my mind that just a piece of meat." Ed replied reaching out and gently stroking her breast. "I get the feeling you won't respect me in the morning."
"Crap, I'm sorry. You have a mind?" Christie gasped. "I'm sure you do and I'm sure it's a good one." She rolled off the bed, "Anyhow, don't worry about it. I don't respect you now. So, get up and let's get down to dinner."
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Jax sat back and sighed, "I love coming here, but it is impossible to keep the pounds off." He turned to the girl refilling his wine, "Tell Jacques he's going to be needed spotting me in the workout room this evening."
The girl laughed as she topped off everyone's glass and went to get Christie another IPA.
"I've told him he's personally responsible for helping me work off the calories when he goes nuts." Jax said, "I think he just likes having someone to work out with."
Ed looked over at Jax, "I can spot you. You have weights? Free, I mean?"
"We have everything. I prefer the free weights, but I think we have just about every type of machine there is. I'd love the company if you want." Jax replied looking at the other man, "I get the feeling you'd have no problem keeping up with me."
Ed laughed, "Not really. I've been able to maintain my core strength, but can't press what I used to." He looked at Christie, "Are you going to be alright if I work out this evening? Or would you like to join us?"
Christie groaned, "Not a chance. I'm not going to put myself in that position. You guys stacking on the weights, me with just the one, or benching the empty bar." She smiled at them, "You guys have fun. I never got to go into the pool earlier and I might swim some laps."
Jax turned to Rick, who was nearest of the three boys to Jax. "Can you boys not go riding this evening and go swimming?"
"Sure!" Rick said, perhaps a little eagerly.
Christie laughed, "I'm not going to drown, I'll be fine."
Jax shook his head, "House rules. No one swims alone. I'd prefer to have someone there if you want to swim. Also, they ride enough every evening."
Ed looked at the boys, "I'd like to ride with you sometime. It's been years since I've ridden, but if you want me along..."
"Sure! How about tomorrow? We were thinking of trails above Reno. We did them a few years ago and would love to have both of you along." Mike replied.
"Sorry, I don't ride. Why don't you go and have fun. Actually, it might be nice to just relax. I mean, I did bring books to read." Christie said suddenly blushing.
Ed looked over and grinned, "Sorry." He looked at the three boys, "Sure, I'd love to. I assume you have all the gear."
Jax got up, "Well I'm going to go change into my workout clothes. Ed? Meet out in the gym in half an hour or so?"
Ed got up, "Well I am going to go change, so I'll see you back in the room?" He said looking at Christie. "You coming back soon?"
Christie laughed, "You go ahead, I'll sit here and finish my beer with the boys. Don't hurt yourself trying to match Jax."
Ed groaned, "Yeah, that guy looks like he could lift a house." He shook his head and headed down the hall.
Christie looked at the boys, "I really don't have to swim if you want to take the bikes out. I have reading to catch up on and plenty to do."
Jimmy grinned, "Actually, we don't need to ride every night. I love the pool, how warm it is compared to the cool air. Especially in the evening." He unconsciously flicked his eyes down to the girl's chest and back to her face.
Christie laughed, "You boys can say it. You want to see me in the bikini again and it wouldn't be terrible if I got out wet and hit the cold mountain air." See looked down at her chest and back up and giggled when she saw all three blush furiously. She stood up grinning and winked at them. "I'll meet you in the pool area in 20." As she started down the hall she turned knowing they were all looking and stopped to face them. "Oh, should I wear the one-piece or a two piece?" She grinned hearing them mumble two piece and went down the hall.
When she entered the room, she saw Ed standing there naked and stopped. "Oh Christ, sorry. I should have knocked."
Ed laughed, "Why? It's not like we haven't been naked together." He came over and kissed her, "Hi honey. Welcome home."
Christie pushed him away. "Better calm down, big boy. Jax might think that's for him. He seems like a man that would be hard to say no to." She laughed and went over to the drawer to grab her bikini.
"Really? I don't think I'd have a problem with saying no, or was that you speaking?" Ed said, looking at his 'wife.'
Christie turned, "Jealous? I do have to say I'm a bit in awe of the man. He simply exudes power and though he's made no move at all on me, I feel some sort of sexual vibes." She shook her head, "Relax, I'm sure he wants nothing to do with me. He's a man of God. Anyhow, you're not really my husband, you know, so somehow you being jealous cannot be a good thing when I get back to Doug." She looked at Ed, "There, that took care of things." Laughing she pulled off her clothes and put on her teenier bikini. She thought back to when she bought it and how she and Doug never made it out of the parking lot at the beach the first time she wore it. She looked back at Ed and saw he had the same reaction. "You might want to hydrate." Giggling, she grabbed her robe and left.
Ed stood there with his rock-hard cock pointing at the ceiling wondering how the boys would react seeing her in that...suit? Hard to call nothing nothing but strings and tiny triangles a suit. He thought about the boys seeing her in that and decided a quick cold shower couldn't hurt.
Christie was lying on a chaise under the infrared poolside lights when the boys came out. She immediately saw the boys noticed there was little fabric covering her body. She stood up and smiled at their eyes darting all up and down her. She put her hands on her hips, "Should I turn around, or is there any particular position you'd like to see me in?" She laughed seeing them blush and turned and dove in. She let out a huge sigh feeling how warm the water was, especially compared to the 40 degrees it showed on the thermometer.
The boys stared the whole time until they too dove in, realizing they needed to cool down. They watched Christie swimming up and down the length of the pool and decided to swim on the other side to let her do her laps. Soon all three were leaning against the side of the pool watching as that sleek form cut through the water, back and forth. They all found themselves getting hard watching that slick bare ass flex with every kick.
Rick punched Mike in the arm, "Come on, let's try some of those dives Ed taught us." He and the others climbed out into the frigid air and trotted over to the diving board.
Christie appreciated them giving her room as she did her laps and found herself getting lost in the effortless rhythm...one, two, three, stroke, one, two, three, stroke, breathe, one, two, three, stroke, one, two, three, stroke, breathe. The pool was large enough that the splashes from the ill-timed dives didn't disrupt the zone she found herself in.
Jimmy trotted over and tossed googles to the other boys and dove under to watch as the near-naked woman swam by. He felt Rick nudge him and point. He had already noticed how her breasts flopped back and forth with every stroke and nodded back at him.
Soon, tired of the feelings of frustration watching what they could never have, the boys climbed out and hurried under the lights, grabbing towels and dried themselves off. Rick and Jimmy grabbed the lounge chairs on either side of where Christie had her stuff. "How long has she been doing laps?" Mike asked.
Rick turned and looked at the clock, "We got here at 8:30, it is now 9:45. Wow! I wonder how many miles that is?" Seeing his friends shrug their shoulders he turned the watch that beautiful ass churning through the pool. "Damn, she has a great ass. I almost drowned when I stayed under too long watching her breasts. I swear that top must be glued on. I thought she flop out of it." He blushed hearing himself say that.
"No kidding. I can't take my eyes off that nice ass." Jimmy said.
"I can take my eyes off it." Mike said. Seeing his friends' heads jerk over to look at him, "If she were to start doing the back stroke." He grinned.
"Oh. That would really be nice..." Jimmy sighed. "I wonder if she's ever been to a nude beach."
Rick looked at his friends, "Oh wow. I'd have loved to have seen that. I've never been to a nude beach. You guys?" Seeing them shake their head, he said wistfully, "Actually I've never seen a nude woman." He suddenly grinned, "Actually, this is as nude a girl as I've ever seen." He laughed, "Ok, that's really pitiful."
Jimmy laughed, "Actually, me too. I didn't think of that. What about you. Mike, ever seen a woman naked before?"
Mike looked sad. "Close. My friends were spying on one of their sisters and invited me." He blushed, "I chickened out."
The other two laughed, "Mike, you crack me up. It is not a sin to look." But Jimmy looked thoughtful, "But it sure would be disrespectful to spy on a girl like that. Actually, I would probably have done the same thing."
Mike looked at his friends, "I felt good about it later, but I was watching a movie the other day and a dying man said 'To paraphrase Mark Twain, I regret the things I didn't do more than those I did. I wish I'd thrown off the bowlines and sailed from my safe harbor.'" He looked at his friends. "I think back to that day every time I think of that line."
Rick did a rueful smile, "I know exactly what that means." He looked over at the others, "We're entering priesthood next week. You have doubts?"
Mike nodded his head slowly and looked at Jimmy who looked sad, then back at Rick. Look, there is an old Filipino proverb, 'There is no glory without sacrifice.'"
Rick looked over at the form swimming back and forth, "An hour and a half now, I wonder how far she has gone?"
Jimmy laughed, "In my case, about 20 chubbies I've had to fight down."
The other two burst out laughing and nodding. "You got that right. We sure are a pitiful trio." Mike sputtered. "Perhaps it is better she's not doing the back stroke."
Christie swam a few more laps before coming to the end of the pool and stopping. She swam over to the edge and rested on her elbows, panting slightly. "Three miles. I like to get two miles in every other day, but this pool feels so good, I extended it." She looked innocently at the three stunned looking boys, "I don't usually do backstroke laps, but do I take requests." She giggled and flopped onto her back and swam with a dolphin kick which pushed her crotch out of the water. She mused how her breasts broke the surface of the water like twin whales and giggled thinking about the boys watching. Finally, she climbed out of the pool feeling the freezing air hit her wet skin. She thought her nipples were going to rip through the thin cloth and eagerly grabbed the towel offered by Mike. "Thanks, Christ! It's cold." She shivered.
The boys couldn't believe there could be nipples that pointy and tried not to stare, but it was impossible not to look. When Christie dropped the towel, she stopped seeing their eyes. She looked down at herself, "Actually, you can pretty much say you've seen a naked girl. I should have worn more."
"You heard everything we said?" Jimmy said with a look of horror.
"Of course." She pointed at the pool, "I was what? 15 feet away? It was great. Sometimes it can get boring swimming lap after lap, but I totally enjoyed the distraction." She looked at the crotches on each boy. "Really 20? I'm pretty sure there's a compliment in there." She grinned, seeing their discomfort. "Look, you don't have to stifle them on my account. I'll just assume they are not there."
She lay back feeling the heat from the lights warm her up and closed her eyes. She was glad her bikini bottom was wet since just thinking about three gorgeous young men with hard cocks just for her made her pussy throb and open up. She heard them move around and thought she sensed them standing over her. She opened her eyes and saw the three boys stand up, obvious tents in their shorts, "Where are you going?"
"Um, we thought it might be best to take a dip and, you know, cool off." Rick said.
Christie looked at their hands over their groins. "Not fair." She flicked her jutting nipples and looked down at bottom that had molded to her puffy labia and looked back at them. "So, you can see all I have to offer and I don't get to see?"
The three blushing boys looked at each other and back at the beautiful blonde, "Um, well...we..."
"Oh come on. Take your hands away." Christie ordered, "I told you yesterday, girls check you guys out as much as you check us out." She gasped when they took their hands away. She sat up and slid to the end of the chaise. "Holy crap! You boys have been with girls and they ignored those?"
The boys were beat red and looked like they wanted to run and when Christie stood up, they all took a step back.
Christie went to each boy. She reached out and gently hugged each one allowing the cocks to press against her stomach. Grinning, she pulled away. "I am not just saying this, but if I were not married I'd let each one of you inside me. Now I suggest you go back to your rooms and think of me." She reached around and pulled off her top and stood holding it for a minute watching their jaws drop. She felt a huge rush thinking how these boys are seeing their first breasts...at least on a woman. She giggled softly seeing their unblinking eyes. "Ok, I guess I'll see you tomorrow?" She grabbed her robe and disappeared into the house thinking back to the Mark Twain quote, knowing this opportunity lost would come back to her in later years.
********************************************
She opened the door thinking she'd have to relieve herself, perhaps on the phone with Doug when she saw Ed walking out of the bathroom drying his hair, totally naked. "Seriously? Do you just walk around naked hoping I'd come in here?" She laughed. Seeing him looking pointedly at her bra in her hand, she blushed. "I guess I had to give them something to think about when left. Pretty sure these are something they'll remember for a while." She said as she dropped her robe.
"You didn't show them that sweet pussy of yours?" Ed laughed, "That is so rude." He looked her up and down, then groaned, "God, you're beautiful, but tonight...tonight, I think I will leave you alone and let you sleep."
"Why?..I mean, ok. I was just expecting...Oh Christ. After those boys basically stimulated my whole body with their probing eyes, I was hoping you'd get me some relief." Christie said, "What's the matter?"
"It is definitely not you. Remember you told me not to try to keep up with Jax? I think I pulled every muscle in my body." Ed groaned. "And after earlier with those swimmer's thighs of yours..."
Christie laughed, "Figures. I can survive though. Why don't you go down to the hot tub and soak it off? She tossed her bra on the back of the chair and pulled off her tiny string bottoms. "I need to shower. Even without the chlorine, I feel the salts from the pool."
Ed looked at the naked girl and thought about perhaps...then shook it off realizing that he promised to go dirt biking with the boys and he'd better get some pain relief. He went over and got his shorts, threw on a robe and walked to the door, "Have fun." He groaned, "What do you think two minutes?"
Christie laughed. "Get real, you know I'm calling the boys down here, so perhaps come back tomorrow morning?"
Christie turned and walked into the bathroom and got under the hot water. She wondered what it would be like with three boys, three virgin boys. If they'd fumble around trying to stick those cocks in her...her holes." She realized she was pulling on her nipples, thinking how those boys wanted to be doing this exact thing. Perhaps they'd fight over sucking on her tits, or, she'd be on her knees with all three cocks trying to get into her mouth...bent over sucking on a juicy cock when another cock drives into her with 18 years pent up frustration...he'd cum and another cock would fill her...cum pouring out when he was done..."Oh my fucking God!" She gasped and collapsed to the floor of the shower rubbing her cunt furiously.
Finally, she picked herself up and finished showering realizing she violated so many things, but especially the "Please Conserve Water" plea on the wall.
She went over to the dresser and pulled out a long sheer white gown. She held it to the light and groaned, but then smiled thinking how considerate Jax's staff was to provide these. She pulled it on and looked in the full length mirror and felt a rush thinking how sexy she looked when her phone rang.
She put the phone to her ear and flopped back on the bed, "Hi sweetie, go ahead, ask what I'm wearing." She laughed, "This long sheer gown, totally see-through...I know...maybe they'll let me bring these back with me...I know, I miss you too. I've thought about you every minute...What? No, I'm changing out of it before Ed gets back...Why?" Suddenly her eyes welled up and she let out a sob. "God damn it, I'm sorry. I feel terrible, I did more than a hand job...Yes, I did, I mean no, I made him...I'm so sorry. I was so horny, I needed a cock...What? Seriously? I cheated on you...Ok, I know. I called her...It's fine, in fact I'm really happy. She has great hands." She softly giggled, "I wouldn't know about that...No, you can fantasize, but I'm not really interested, unless you make one of your margaritas...He did, I'm a real slut. I had it ready and handed it to him. No, not really, I am between cycles...Really? You are ok with this? God, I miss you. I love you so much...ok, I will, every detail." See jerked up hearing the door open and Ed walk in, "I'm sorry sweetie, but Ed just walked in." She giggled, "Yes, I think he noticed, No! I'm not doing that...I have to go. Yes, he seems to be staring. Bye...bye...I love you." She put down the phone and grinned at Ed.
"I found this in the drawer. Apparently, the help feels my tees are not exactly arousing." She saw where he was looking and she pulled up her bottom exposing her crotch. She took a deep breath seeing how focused he was on her bare pussy and slowly opened her legs. When her legs were open wide, she smiled at the dark-haired man she never met until two days ago and slid a finger up and down her moist slit. "Really a waste, this nice tight pussy all wet and ready and you all sore and all..." She reached over to turn off the light, exposing her ass, "You want to get into bed to sleep before I turn the light off?" She giggled when Ed jumped on the bad and pushed her onto her back.
Ed looked down at the sex goddess and leaned down to kiss her as he lay between her legs. He lifted his ass when Christie pushed his shorts down and he reached down and pulled them completely off. "I've thought about being in that sweet pussy of yours since this afternoon. But I also wondered what you tasted like." He slid down and stopped to take in those mounds fully visible through the flimsy material and nipped at those hard points jutting up.
Christie moaned feeling this strong man teasing her sensitive nipples and his hard rod pressing against her thigh. She pushed her leg against him and felt him hump back against her. "You sure? She's nice and wet, ready for you, ready for that nice cock to slide right into her."
Ed looked at that beautiful face, "Maybe I'll just drop by and say 'Hi' before impaling her. It just seems polite." He grinned as he slid down and placed his face right in front of that perfect slit. "Mmmmmm, nice." He said taking a deep breath. He flicked his tongue teasingly against her projecting clit and was greeting with a quick thrust of her hip. "Apparently, you like that." He said as he flicked his tongue over the nub a few more times. As he drove a finger into her cunt, he felt her hand behind his head pulling his mouth tighter onto the seeping slit and hardened clit.
"You fucker, you should know you need to tease meeee...Oh God. You need to work up tooooo...aaaaahhhh. Don't stop. Ahhhh. Yes, yesssss, oh God! Stop...I want to cum on your cock." Christie panted while pulling on a nipple. She grabbed Ed's wet face and kissed him when he crawled up on top of her. "Fuck me. I've been thinking about your cock since this afternoon also."



Ed reached over to the table to grab a condom, but Christie stopped him.
"I'm not fertile right now, so if you prefer to feel all of me...OH YES! Aahhhhhh!" She cried out as Ed drove his cock all the way into her.
"I prefer feeling all of you." Ed said as he ground into that clit, watching the pleasure flash across her face with each thrust. "Don't worry, I'll pull out." He said, his eyes glued to the bouncing tits under the sheer fabric.
"Oh God, shut up and fuck me." Christie panted, her eyes squeezed shut. "Feels sooo good, so good. Keep doing that. Mmmm mmmmmm."
Ed never made love to a woman before where he felt they so bonded and moved so much as one. He felt her hips thrust back, welcoming his cock deep inside her, her hips and thighs molding to his and cupping his body as he pulled out and slid aggressively back in. He loved how her hands were on his chest and her fingers circled his erect nipples, but he mostly loved that face lost in the pleasures he was providing.
Christie thought how nice it would feel on top, so she opened her eyes, "Can I ride that nice cock of yours?"
Ed rolled over, pulling her on top. He watched as she pulled off the sheer nightie and leaned over him. He felt a surge of lust seeing those dangling mounds right above his face as the young blonde began pleasuring herself on his fat pole. He sucked a nipple into his mouth and felt it grow as his tongue worked the entire rigid mass. He was again amazed how small his hand felt grabbing her huge breast and how heavy those mounds felt. His other hand reveled in her taut ass muscles flexing as she energetically rode his cock as he explored her butt. He realized that he couldn't possibly last this long had they not fucked earlier and tried to think of other things.
Christie was torqueing her pelvis on the iron-hard rod and knew she could cum soon when she thought how nice his finger felt in her anus earlier. She was going to ask, when she moaned encouragingly feeling his hand explore the crack of her ass. "Yesssss, oh God, I'm so close." She groaned as his fat finger pushed into her.
Ed felt his balls begin that familiar ache when the writhing babe on top of him exploded in a loud cry and ground her cunt hard against him. He suddenly panicked and cried out himself, "Oh fuck, wait, oh God! I'm cumming!" He tried at first to push her off, but when it was too late he hugged her, feeling incredible relief as jets of sperm shot into her womb. "Oh God, uh, uh ,uh, ahhhhhh."
Christie felt a man cum inside her for the first time as she felt bolts of ecstasy shoot up from her pussy and spread all though her body. She found herself clenching her vagina around his cock, milking all that sperm out of him. Finally, she collapsed on him and nestled her face into his neck, kissing him tenderly.
Ed patted her back, "I'm sorry, I really tried to pull out, but you're so fucking strong."
"It's fine. I don't think I'm fertile right now and it felt way too good to stop." She leaned down to kiss him, "How did you know exactly what I liked?" She asked after pulling away.
"You're really easy to read. I love how you respond to my hands, my mouth, my fingers...especially, my cock." He signed, "Don't you want to clean up, perhaps...you know, get my cum out of you?"
Christie laughed, "It is sort of squishy in there." She stopped and looked at him, "Are you still hard?" She asked humping against his cock. "Seriously? I didn't think that was possible." She continued to lift her hips up and feel that cock slide into her.
"I know. It actually is a pain at times, but every once in a while I stay hard. It will go down eventually." Ed sighed.
Christie thought about asking, but stopped herself. She thought about her promise to Doug, but didn't know how to ask this man. Finally, she looked down at him, "Um, can I ask you something?"
Ed laughed, "Gee, I hope it isn't personal." He thrust into her as he said that.
Christie giggled, "Yeah, there's not much of us we haven't explored." She looked at him, "Ok, have you ever done anal sex before?"
Ed looked at the blonde and reached down to grab her tight ass cheeks, "Sure. Why are you asking?"
"I promised Doug he could do me there when I get home, and..." She sighed, "I don't know if it will hurt or not." She looked embarrassed, "Have girls liked it? Did they not?"
Ed felt a surge of adrenaline thinking about fucking this perfect ass, and he responded to her as he kneaded those cheeks. "I've been with women who've loved it...demanded it. Others wouldn't even let me touch their asses. Frankly, most women don't like it, but those that do seem to really get off on it."
"Can I try it? I mean, can you put it in me and see if I like it?" Christie asked softly.
Ed laughed, "I could force myself to fuck that gorgeous ass of yours. I'd hate every minute of it, but I'm here to please." He stopped laughing, "You know, there's not a guy in the world who would say no to that offer." He stroked her hair, "Here's the deal, you need to relax. Let it happen and if you feel pain at first, that is normal. When you relax, if the pain is still there, tell me. I'll stop immediately." Seeing her nod, he gently pushed her off.
Christie felt excitement thinking about a cock entering her ass for the first time and looked at Ed, "How do you want me?" She rolled off him and the bed and stood looking at the naked man.
Ed got up and got behind her, "God! You ask the best questions. Ok, I think bent over the bed, yes. Nice, you have an incredible ass. I cannot believe Doug hasn't done this before." He got his fingers wet from the girl's leaking pussy and gently inserted one, then two fingers in her anus, feeling her sphincter finally relax, "That's nice, isn't it?" He asked.
"Hmmmm, yes. I really love it when men play with my ass. I'm ready. I need to feel you cock in me." Christie said pushed against his fingers.
Ed pulled his fingers out, slipped his cock into her wet cunt getting it nice and wet, pulled out, then lined it up, "Ok, just relax." He pushed and felt the slick head easily pop in.
"Aaaahhhhhh. It feels good." The girl panted, "Do that again."
Ed grinned and pulled the head out and slowly pushed it in again. He did that a few more times until he stopped moving and let the young blonde take over. He felt a rush watching, feeling, as she was pulling away and pushing back, taking more and more of his cock into her.
It felt incredible having a fat cock stretch her anus and drive into her. She reached back and found her dripping pussy and clit and as the man's cock speared her ass, she rubbed herself more and more furiously.
Ed had his hands on those creamy glutes as he took over and began pounding her harder and harder thinking how a couple of days ago he never imagined he'd be fucking this goddess in the ass. He thought about the hand job and it seemed like a month ago and it was just last night. "God, you are so fucking beautiful and sexy." He moaned. "Your ass feels incredible."
Christie felt herself getting closer and closer and rubbed her clit, feeling the gooey juices seeping out of her, when it occurred to her that it was a strange man's sperm. The thought drove her over the edge and she again came hard, "Ahhh, yes, yes, yesssssss."
Ed responded by attacking her anus harder and when she collapsed face down on the bed, her legs splayed wide, he joyfully came himself. Pressing his crotch fully against that sweet butt, he shot spurt after spurt up into her rectum.
Christie never felt more spent in her life as she felt the heavier man collapse on top of her. She felt his softening cock slip out of her and slide against her wet twat. "God damn, that felt good." She reached back and patted his ass. "Perhaps you'd like to join me in the shower?"
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Christie woke to see Ed leaning on his elbow looking at her uncovered chest. "Morning. Have you been studying long?" Christie asked.
"Sorry, I was engrossed in watching the rise and fall of your perfect chest. You realize your nipples are hard even when you are asleep?" Ed asked reaching out and tenderly circling a hard nub.
"Thanks. I didn't know that." She looked over at the clock. "You are meeting the boys in 30 minutes. Shouldn't you get going?"
"I think we have time for a quickie." He gently pinched the pale pink nipple and reached down and pulled her hand to his hard dick. "I could be really fast."
"Oh great." She stroked his cock, amazed he already had copious fluids dripping out of it, "You get off and leave me frustrated all day? I don't think so."
Ed leaned over and kissed her, loving how her mouth opened letting his tongue play with hers. His hand was back on her massive mound and as he humped against her hand, heard her softly moan. He broke the kiss and moved down to take the erect nipple in his mouth. As he flicked the tip with his tongue, he slid his hand down across the soft, downy fur and captured her clit between his fingers. As he gently pinched the sensitive nub, he felt her hips push against him. Popping the nipple out of her mouth he grinned at her. "I think you want to do something also."
Christie again glanced at the clock. "Ok, but just get off fast. You have 20 minutes to cum, get dressed and go meet the boys." She frowned at the older man, "But I will fucking hate you all day and you will pay when you get back."
Ed laughed, "So, I can expect Mistress Christie when I get back? Now I'm getting excited." He rolled between her legs and drove his cock into the slick cunt. "Oh fuck, you have a great pussy." He hugged her feeling those mounds pressed against his chest and focused on how great this girl's hole felt as he rapidly thrust into her.
Christie knew she could not cum before he did, but she still felt the stimulus against her clit as the man rapidly drove his cock into her. Too soon, she heard his breathing become more rapid and with a loud groan in her ear, he pressed hard against her pussy and emptied his balls into her.
Ed lay on top of her for a minute before rousing himself. "Sorry, and thanks. But I've got to go." He pulled out and trotted into the bathroom to clean up.
Christie scowled at him and rolled off the bed holding her hand over her dripping twat and joined him in the bathroom to clean up herself. "Trust me, that is the only time you will ever use me like that. Next time you can just jerk off. I'm going to be frustrated all day now, you bastard." Christie said bitterly.
Ed looked at her and pulled her into a hug. "I'm sorry. I was watching you for almost an hour and all I could think of was fucking that sweet pussy of yours. I'll make it up to you when I get back." He kissed her and hurried into the bedroom to get dressed. After Ed left, she put on her white dress, thinking perhaps a shirt and blue jeans would be more comfortable, but the men seemed to prefer this.
She just finished when she heard a knock. "Come in. I'm decent." She saw a beautiful Latina come in carrying sheets and towels.
"I'm sorry, I thought you were at breakfast. I can come back." The tiny girl with incredibly long black hair said setting down the sheets and backing towards the door.
"No, no please. I'm Christie, by the way. Ed has gone out to meet the boys and I was going to head out to get coffee anyhow." Christie walked over and put her hand out.
The girl took her hand and smiled, "I'm Maria. You are so beautiful...I'm sorry, I just had to say it."
Christie was shocked. This beautiful girl was complimenting her? "Maria, you flatter me, but you are stunning, so beautiful." She looked at her, "Can I ask you something?"
"Sure, you can ask whatever you want. Is it something you need?" Maria asked.
"No, I just am wondering. Is it you who has been providing the...the sleepwear?"
The girl laughed, "That's funny. The sleepwear. I'm guessing your husband liked them?"
Christie laughed, "I'm sure you know he liked them. But why? I'm sure these were very expensive and I hope we didn't, well, you know, ruin them."
"The Reverend Jackson wants his guests to be happy and enjoy staying here, so he insists I provide these to you and your husband. And ruin them all you want, they are yours to take back and enjoy." Maria looked at the tall blonde's figure, "I hope they fit. I had to guess your size."
"They fit perfectly. Thank you very much, and thank the Reverend." Christie replied.
Maria looked at her and over at the bed that was totally in disarray. She giggled, "Looking at the bed is all the thanks I need."
Christie blushed, "Yeah, well, at least the Mr. was happy this morning. Oh crap, I should not have said that."
"Oh. Mr. Matthews was in a hurry, I take it." Maria replied looking concerned, "Perhaps he neglected your needs?"
"It is not important. Anyhow, I warned him. I told him I'd make him pay if he really wanted...you know." Christie said blushing even more.
"Wait right here." Maria said as she turned and trotted out.
Christie wondered where the girl was going when she came back and handed her a velvet bag.
"Here, these have come in handy when my boyfriends have misbehaved." Maria laughed.
Opening the bag, Christie saw handcuffs and a key. She looked at them, then grinned, "Yes, I think these will do fine. Thanks Maria." She hugged the small girl and thought Ed is going to be a good boy when he gets back.
***********************************************
"Sit, we have all day until they get back. Why didn't you join them? Dirt bikes are fun." Jax asked. He walked over with the pot of coffee and a cup. "Black, right?"
Christie gratefully grabbed the cup and took a sip. "God, your coffee is good. I love it black and strong. Ahhh. So, why didn't I join them? I probably wouldn't have been able to keep up. Plus, I am tired." She blushed, "You were right about the mountain air. Ed has been having trouble, um, focusing on sleep."
Jan chuckled, "I believe it. Too hard to sleep with you in the bed." He grinned at her.
"Wow! A minister with a dirty mind. I like it!" Christie laughed. "I was always the one to laugh first and loudest when dad would tell a dirty joke. Mom groaned and said that was inappropriate for the girls, and my sisters just politely laughed. Personally, I find sex funny. Think about it. The guy has to grow this tool that really has just one purpose. To invade the body of, well generally, a woman and inject his seed. When he's done, he flops over and falls asleep. In effect, not much different that the praying mantis who bites the male's head off and he flops over for eternal sleep. Granted, it makes it tough for the female to have another go round." She giggled.
Jax smiled, "It is strange. I find the dance leading up to sex more interesting that the act itself. She wants it, he wants it but if the correct interval of time is not adhered to, then none of it works."
"I know. If I were to walk in and take off my clothes and climb on your lap, I'll bet you'd make a bunch of excuses why it's not a good time," Christie laughed and put her hands over her face, "I keep forgetting who I am talking to. I'm sure you'd find excuses. Sorry, I should have said 'my husband's lap.'"
"No, it is a good example. I'm a minister but I'm still a man. Remember, I'm celibate not chaste. I'm in no way resistant to the charms of a woman. Fornication is a sin, but I'm afraid I might explode if I didn't get release sometimes."
"What about masturbation?" Christie immediately got red, "God, I'm sorry. That was a totally inappropriate question."
Jan laughed, "Why? Because I'm a priest? Sure, I avail myself of self love, but it is no way the same release, not nearly as satisfying. But sometimes it's all you have. That to me is the problem I have with celibacy. I am not equipped to be chaste, which basically is what is expected."
"I know what you mean. When I...well, you know, take matters into my own hands, I'm left feeling empty. I almost need a cock more...Christ! I cannot believe I'm talking to you to about this."
"Actually, it's refreshing. I would prefer you not use the Lord's name in vain, though." He laughed seeing the shock on her face, "Strange, isn't it? You can talk about cocks, pussies, fucking, but I find the use of the Lord's name in vain offensive. What you're saying about sex has very little power compared to the name of the Lord." He smiled at her, "Relax, I know you'll make you best effort, but we've all done it, especially under times of stress."
"I'm sorry, I should have known. I'll really try, but I often don't even hear myself saying it." She blushed and started to ask a question.
"Go ahead, what were you wanting to ask?" Jax looked interested.
Christie was beet red and giggled out, "So, when you...finish, what do you cry out? I tend to cry out 'Oh God!'" She continued to giggle, "I'm sorry, I just had this image in my head of you in ecstasy crying out 'Oh dear!'" She looked at the smiling man and continued, "I'm going to hell, aren't I?"
"If you are, I'd be tempted to join you. Believe it or not, I never have this type of conversation with anyone. I find this topic interesting. Actually, I have been known to use the Lord's name during intense orgasms, but generally I cry out 'Yes!' Does that make you happy?" Jax grinned at her.
"But if I say God, when cumming, I'd be sinning in your mind?" Christie asked.
"Of course, and I would obligated to spank you on the spot." He chuckled.
"Hmmmmm, maybe this religion thing isn't so bad after all." She laughed.
"Let's face it. Even the most reverent of us use the Lord's name in vain during sex. I think the Lord will forgive them."
"So, you mentioned earlier that masturbation wasn't the same. I found that to be true also. Why would that be? Let's face it, I know exactly where to touch myself and what I like, yet when I cum, it feels two dimensional or something." Christie asked.
"Power, danger, risk, intrigue, pain, surrender perhaps, but most of all vulnerability." Jax replied.
"Really? I was thinking in another direction. I was thinking love, romance, affection. You lost me." Christie said leaning forward.
"Ok, let's try an experiment. Do you trust me?" He asked looking over at the intense blonde.
"Sure." She suddenly looked uncomfortable, "Wait, what am I agreeing to?"
"I'm not telling you. Just answer my question."
Christie felt her nipples harden hearing the power behind the voice. She thought before answering, then she nodded yes.
"Ok. How do you feel?" Max asked, looking at the blushing girl.
"Nervous. Ok, perhaps excited." She giggled softly.
"Ok, stand up and close your eyes. That's a beautiful dress. Take it off." Jax ordered.
Christie's eyes flew open. "What?"
Jax looked disappointed. "Ok, your call. Go ahead and sit down."
Christie slowly reached down and pulled her dress up and over her head and threw it onto the chair. She held her arms over her chest and down across her crotch.
"No. Put your arms down to your sides. And close your eyes. I told you to close them. Keep them closed no matter what I say or what you hear. I want to look at you without you knowing where I am looking. Very nice. Lose the panties, that's it. Nicely trimmed patch you have. Open your stance a little." He laughed, "Ok, that is more than a little, but very nice. Waxed? I like that. Turn around, let me see your ass." Seeing her hesitate, he said firmly, "Go on, do it. As great as I thought, seeing you in the bikini last night. Bend over and palm the floor. Good girl."
Christie felt a jolt of pleasure when he praised her and felt her nipples ache from being so hard. She had a pang in the pit of her stomach that shot down to her pussy. She could smell her arousal and worried Jax could also.
"Stand up and turn around and face me, that's a good girl. Very nice. Take off your bra, I'd like to see what you've been hiding from me...from the boys. Wow! Those are real?" He asked. Seeing her nod, he scoffed. "No way, I'll bet there are scars. Pull those up and let me see. No, by those impressive nipples, that's it."
Christie felt her face get hotter yet as she pinched her nips and pulled up her mounds showing the smooth crease under them. She let go of them with grunt hearing Jax give an approving sigh. She heard him get out of his chair and felt more jolts in her pussy.
Christie opened her eyes wondering if Jax coming over and seeing his glare closed them again. She heard him coming closer and walking around her and waited for his hands to touch her...grab her...probe her.
Jax grinned, hearing the flawless blonde groan as if wanting him, "Nice, very nice. You maintain those smooth lips regularly? Have you ever been fully shaved?"
"No, I've just recently started getting a bikini wax. D...my husband likes a little bush." Christie blushed.
Jax studied the vision before him and had to wrestle his fully hard cock in a better position. He waent back over and sat down to somewhat hide his arousal. "I like it, but I'd prefer you fully bare. Your cunt is too beautiful to hide from men. Tell me are you wet? Aroused?" Seeing her nod, he said more forcefully, "No, I need you to check. Are you ready for a man to take you?"
Christie opened her eyes wide again and looked at the powerful man.
"Ok, this isn't working. Bring your panties over here." Jax ordered. He watched as the young blonde reached down and grabbed the white panties on the floor and felt blood pumping into his penis seeing her breasts flop around.
Christie knew she was blushing down to her navel as she walked over and handed him her wet panties. She stared at the huge tent in his pants and wondered if he'd put that in her.
"Kneel down, no you're not going to give me a blow job. You cannot seem to keep your eyes closed." He said, taking the panties from her, putting them to his face and inhaling. "Wow! Nice. I guess you didn't need to verify. You really are wet. Ok, lean forward." He pulled the wet panties over her head and tied them so the covered her eyes. "That's better. Think you can find your way back to your chair? No, don't get up, crawl. It's not that far."
Christie feel incredibly humiliated as she turned and crawled over to her chair. She felt Jax's eyes on her exposed pussy and asshole as if they were touching her there. She wished her pendulous tits would quit swaying all over, when she suddenly stopped hearing the library door open.
"Sir, would you and Mrs. Matthews like more coffee?" She heard.
"Please, and also some of those scones. You can put them on the table by Mrs. Matthews, I suspect she'll be hungry soon. Thank you, Emile." She heard the door close quietly.
"I didn't tell you to stop, go on. Ok, I want you to stand up and bend over. I want more of that great view. Yes, but you can bury your face in the cushion since you'll need your hands free to touch yourself. Go on, that's it. Amazing, have you ever been this wet before without any physical contact?" Jax asked.
Christie moaned into the cushion, "No, sir."
Jax almost came in his pants hearing her call him sir. "That's it. See if you can hold off before Emile brings us a snack. Does that feel good? Do you think you can last and not cum until I tell you to?" Jax asked softly.
"Yes sir. I am really close though, my pussy is on fire. I hope he is not long." Christie heard herself beg. She heard a light being turned on.
"Open your legs more so we can get a better view of your womanhood. Very good, you will get relief soon." Jax said. "I think it is unfair to ignore that beautiful asshole. Don't you agree?"
Christie heard her voice grunting rhythmically and at first thought it was someone else. She began pumping her two fingers into her now completely sopping cunt and took her other hand and after collecting juices from her sopping cunt, drove her finger into her ass. She'd never felt so degraded and humiliated. How did she go from a strong, confident woman to a debased slut? She kept struggling not to cum, but it was getting harder and harder. She was actually grateful to hear the door open.
"Emile and Ronald, please put the trays over there. Oh, great thinking. I think she'll appreciate the warm washcloths. Please don't leave, I'm sure you don't want to miss her climax."
"Have you ever seen a vision like that? No, Ronald, she is married, though which hole would you choose?" Christie heard Jax ask.
"The lady's ass, sir. I think if she let me, I'd love to fuck that."
"I know. Sadly she wouldn't take advantage of this enticing offer since she's married. Christie, tell me, where is your husband?"
"He's not here. He's over in Nevada dirt biking." Christie grunted as she felt her the nerves in her pussy begin to peak.
"That's too bad. You obviously will be frustrated all day until he returns. Somehow that is just not logical. If you weren't married would you let Ronald here have your ass?"
"Yes, yes I would." Christie moaned.
"Emile, are you with Ronald? You want that ass?"
"Actually, sir, I'd love to plunge my cock into that beautiful pussy. I'd love to pump my seed in that. She seems to be getting close to cumming."
"Christie, are you close?" Jax asked.
"God, yes, so close...soooo clossssse." The blonde sighed.
"But didn't you say your orgasms were more intense when you were getting fucked? When a man speared you with his cock?" Jax asked. Hearing the girl cry yes, he continued, "And you still don't want help from these two men who offered their services?"
Christie heard a voice, perhaps throatier, but just like hers, answer, "Yes, I mean no. I need their cocks. Please?"
"Ok, but I think since you teased them, we'll make you wait. I think 5 minutes. Boys, why don't you get yourselves ready. Good Lord. Ronald, very impressive...so fat. That might hurt Mrs. Matthews so ease it in." And Emile, we'd better find out if that will hurt Mrs. Matthews, Christie, what is the biggest cock you've had in you? Seven inches? Did that fill you up? Emile, you'd better just put ¾ of it in her. I have to return her to her husband in one piece." Jax paused, "Ok Christie, these boys look really ready and eager. You just need to hold off for 5 minutes and you will get relief...don't cum yet or I'm afraid you won't get their cocks."
Christie groaned as she slowed her fingers down trying to hold off, desperate to get these cocks inside her when she remembering Ed saying a slut would be naked and take a man within 20 minutes. What a slut she was. Never having any cock in her but Doug's and now she is begging for more. She was going to take not just one cock, but two and she may never know who these men are...how much cum they'd jet into her...she tried to hold off, but...
"Oh fuck!! Fuck nooooo!! Ohhhhhh nooooo, ah, ah, ah ah, ahhhhh". Christie cried out, "uuuhhhh, uuuhhhh, uhhhhh...oh damn." She felt her tired legs give out as she collapsed to the floor, her chest planted on the seat with her knees splayed wide open, unconcerned that she was obscenely exposed to the three men. She lay there panting and moaning as she felt the electric jolts shooting from her cunt diminish and fade. She expected to feel a cock drive into her and knew she wouldn't make a move to stop them. She would welcome their fertile seed, welcome all their fertile seed.
"Thank you Emile and Ron. I guess she really didn't wants your cocks, did you Christie?"
Christie moaned, "I'm sorry. I really wanted both your cocks. I just couldn't hold off any longer." She rolled over and sat on the floor against the chair, her legs wide open, her hand idly rubbing her sopping cunt.
Emile and Ronald, before you go, perhaps she could use those warm washcloths, I'll pour the coffee. Oh, I think I'd like gnocchi for dinner, can we do that?"



"Yes Reverend. The Nero D'Avola?" She heard Emile ask.
"Yes, we still have the 2008?" Jax asked.
"Yes, I'll get it from the cellar."
Christie felt hands pulling her to her feet and when she stood, accepting the nice warm washcloth, she felt more than naked being blindfolded in a room full of men. She cleaned herself up and felt the wet cloth taken and replaced with a warm towel.
"Christie, I think you owe them a huge apology and perhaps a promise to make it up to them?"
"Yes, I am so sorry. I feel really bad to let you down and I'll make it up to you. I don't know who you are, or what you look like. How will I know it's you?" Christie said reaching up to pull the panties from her face.
"No. Leave it on. They will let you know when they would be ready to cash in on your promise." Jax said, "Now you two better go find Helen."
"Thank you, sir, ma'am. You know about Helen?" Christie heard Emile ask.
"Of course, I do. Who do you think did the final interview?" Jax laughed.
Christie heard the door open and close and heard Jax get out of his chair. She felt a jolt shoot through her crotch when she heard a zipper being pulled. She groaned loudly when she felt his hands on her ass.
Jax patted her ass, "Ok, you did great. Get dressed and perhaps you might be hungry."
Christie stood up, pulling the panties off her face looking incredibly flushed. She looked over at the door. "That was humiliating. You never said there would be an audience." She looked accusingly at the huge man. "I'll be the laughing stock of your staff."
"Relax. Number one, no one touched you. Number two, I know both these men and they will never tell a soul. Number three, have you ever had such an intense orgasm? I mean, while making love or taking care of yourself?" Jax asked.
Christie looked at the man, "I've rarely had such an incredible orgasm. I almost passed out." She smiled ruefully and then pulled on her panties and grabbed her bra. "I never did anything like that, ever. I feel like I lost all shame, but I totally get why my alone time has not had the same intensity." She pulled on her dress and looked at Jax. "I see you got control of yourself." She grinned looking at his crotch. "What did you unzip?" She asked looking around, "That freaked me out, though I probably wouldn't have stopped you."
Jax pointed to the towel warmer. "I was putting away the washcloth."
"So this basically is what makes sex exciting for women, fear, uncertainty, powerlessness, I assume men like the opposite. Men like to be in charge?"
"Not all women would respond like you did, in fact many would have strode out. You are blessed with trust and a submissive streak and let the experiment play out. Many other women get a thrill out of dominating a man, humiliating a man. Then there are those men who need to let go and have a women dominate them. Allowing yourself to release your inhibitions and explore those sides of your sexuality will make your sex life a lot more interesting. You were able to completely let go and you gained the rewards." Jax replied.
"Christ! I sure was rewarded. Oh damn! I'm sorry." Christie bent over, pulled up her dress and pulled down her panties. "Go ahead, I used the Lord's name in vain."
Jax smiled and walked over and gave that creamy ass a swat and when she stayed there, gave a few more. Finally, he told her to stand up. "I think you did that on purpose." He laughed.
Christie rubbed her ass, "I haven't been spanked in a long time. You don't hold back, do you? I'll bet that excited you."
"I did like it, I have to admit. Most men love dominating a woman. I will fantasize over this experience for years to come. You are a beautiful woman both inside and out. You are willing to give yourself away, to become what men want of you without reserve. It is a gift I'm sure Ed has come to appreciate." Jax looked thoughtful, "I envy him."
"That raises a question. You had me under your power, pretty much completely. Why didn't you...?"
Jax laughed, "How would that have been? I ask you to trust me, then use that trust to enter you? Sorry, as appealing the thought is, I could not have violated that trust."
"Thanks, I'm pretty sure I would have let you, welcomed you. Then later, I probably would have felt really guilty and pissed at you." The young blonde replied. "But, that was an intense sexual experience without being touched by anyone. I'll need to invite strangers over when I masturbate from now on. You think Ed would be ok with that?" She suddenly blushed, "I'll never be able to look Emile and Ron in the face when I see them. What must they think of me?" Christie muttered.
"Nonsense, those aren't their real names, you'll just have to wonder who came over and studied your remarkable pussy and ass. In fact, they were pretty much intrigued by those massive breasts hanging down." Jax grinned. "You might know who they were when you see them looking at that nice chest of your, but you'll definitely know who they are when you hear them claim their prize."
"Are you going to hold me to that? I'm not sure I could actually let another man fuck me." Christie sighed.
"That's between you and those two men. I guess you can decide what to do when the time comes. I'm sure you'll know how to respond when the time comes. You might be surprised how sure you will be when you respond."
Christie stood up and pulled on her clothes a second time. I better shower before I greet Ed." Christie said as she hugged the much taller man.
***********************************
Christie walked down the hall to their wing and wondered who the men were and what she'd do if they wanted her. She suspected that this had been for her benefit and no one would claim her. She felt her knees go weak thinking there were two men out there, who she could not identify she had promised her ass and pussy to. "Christ, Ed better not be sore after riding when he gets back. God damn it. Poor Doug. He is getting no rest when I get back." Christie thought. Then, giggling she realized she'd used the Lord's name in vain and remembered that huge hand spanking her bare butt. Twice, men approached her and she saw their eyes scan her body, her chest, but walk on by with nods and smiles. She found herself in their bedroom not realizing she had walked the entire way.
She climbed in the shower and as she ran her hands over her smooth flesh, wondered if she truly were sexier, more desirable, more beautiful than other women, or were these men just saying that to get her to open her legs. She's had to fight off boys, then men all her life, but assumed all girls had to do that. Giggling, she realized many girls she knew, never did that because they eagerly opened their legs and allowed those penises to use their holes. She used to mentally put them down and now she felt envious of their willingness to accept the pleasures offered them. She thought about the Mark Twain quote and suddenly regretting not throwing off the bowlines...
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After drying off, she went to get a fresh set of clothes and pulled out a fishnet garment. "What is this? Teddy? Gown?" She felt herself flush seeing it was a body suit and laughed thinking how she and her sisters used to wear the full body PJs, but this was so much different. First of all, it was made out of black fishnet with large enough gaps that her nipples would poke right through. And being crotchless was sure far removed from the flannels they wore. And, of course, no footies. "Maria sure has an evil mind. I like that." She put the flimsy garment back and pulled out her bra and panties. She looked in the mirror and smiled thinking that blue jeans and a warm top might not be sexy, but they were more comfortable here, especially as the evening drew close. She knew all the men enjoyed all the skin she'd been showing, but she suddenly thought about Ed using her this morning and perhaps she needs to be prepared. She pulled the netted garment back out.
She was admiring her body in the mirror and felt herself getting moist seeing her form encased in the back mesh. She giggled seeing that is was not just crotchless, but fully open. Her pussy was framed and totally exposed by a heart-shaped opening and when she turned around, she could see her entire ass accessible. Standing sideways, she saw her 1 inch nipples proudly poking out and easily pinched or sucked on by anyone who wanted. 'This is easily the sluttiest thing I've ever worn.' She thought.
Ed walked into the bedroom and saw his wife...actually, his employee's beautiful wife lying on the bed reading. He was disappointed seeing she was dressed in a long sleeve tee and blue jeans.
"What's wrong?" Christie asked. "You thought I'd be naked, legs wide open waiting for your manhood?"
"No, no, I was just admiring how beautiful you look." He looked around the room at the surfaces and with a relieved look started towards the bathroom. "I'd better shower. The riding was great, but really dusty."
After he closed the bathroom drawer, Christie got out the handcuffs and attached them to the headboard. Then, she grabbed a pair of her panties and slid them under a pillow.
Christie watched as Ed came out naked drying his hair. "You're not really modest, are you?" She laughed. "Or is it that you're proud and showing off?"
Ed looked down, "I guess I've become relaxed around you. I've never spent this much time with a woman before, and I guess this must be what marriage feels like." Then grinning at the blonde in the tee shirt and blue jeans, "So, I guess the honeymoon is over."
"You don't like this? At home, I rarely dress like a whore, but for some reason I've been doing that. But, don't look so down, dowdy is only skin deep." Christie got up and walked over and hugged the naked man. She kissed him and before he could drive his tongue into her mouth, she pulled back. "I thought you implied I wasn't sexy."
"God, no. You are sexy in whatever you wear, but some things that you wear are just a bit more revealing." Ed said putting his hands up.
Christie undid her jeans and pulled the shirt up and off her. She stood looking at the surprised face and laughed. "Told you. Only skin deep."
Ed looked at the virtually naked woman in front of him and how her breasts looked encased in the fishnet with those nipples. Those incredible nipples jutting out. He reached out and pinched each one, pulling slightly watching the material spread letting more flesh push through. "God damn, that is hot. I need to see..." He looked at her jeans.
Christie wiggled her hip, pushing the tight jeans down her legs and stepping out, she stood proudly with her hands on her hips.
"Holy fucking Christ!," Ed spat, "This is the best one yet." He twirled his finger in the air and moaned seeing that perfect bubble-butt framed by the same heart-shaped opening in the front. "I think you should wear this down to dinner." He said as he came over and dropped to his knees. He looked up at the blonde's face looking down at him, partially blocked by those massive tits. As he reached up and grabbed those fleshy mounds, he pressed his face against her puffy slit.
Christie softly sighed feeling the man's tongue wiggling against her twat, opening her up and tasting her juices. She put her hands on his head and widened her stance, pleased when his tongue probed deeper into her. "Ah, yes. I've thought about that mouth of yours on my pussy all day, you tongue inside me."
Ed pulled away, "You have? I've been planning on doing this to you since I left. I never should have left you frustrated like that." He dove back in and lapped up the dripping fluids. And feeling the girl's cunt jerking against his upper lip, ground back while moving his head from side to side.
Christie's legs got weak as Ed roughly popped her aroused clit as he worked his face against her. She was amazed how deep his active tongue was inside her and grabbing his head, she gasped out that she was cumming.
Ed reached down and grabbed the bare ass cheeks and rode out the girl's aggressive orgasm, feeling his face covered in the cum. As she finally went limp, Ed gently lowered her to the floor. And grabbing his towel wiped his face and her wet crotch. "Feel better? I should have done that this morning." He reached out and gently massaged her heaving breast. He thought for a minute and look at the beautiful girl he'd lucked into, "I am so giving Doug a huge bonus." He said softly.
Christie jerked up to a sitting position, "What? What did you say?"
Ed looked at the angry girl, "What's wrong? What did I say?"
"You and Doug worked this whole thing out beforehand, didn't you? What was the deal, a certain amount for a handjob, a fuck? A really big bonus for fucking my ass? A smaller one for a blowjob? I feel like such fucking whore," She paused, "wait, I never actually gave you a blowjob." She dove down on the softening penis and sucked it into her mouth. She pulled off and looked angrily at Ed, "Before I go much further, is it extra to cum in my mouth? More if I swallow? I'd hate for Doug to be disappointed." She thought a second, "Shit, that's why he urged me to fuck you, to let you inside me without a rubber. How much did he make off that? A certain amount for fucking me, bonus if you can cum inside?"
Ed grabbed her by her shoulders, "Stop, stop. Everything you are saying is way off base. Doug never said a word to me about anything happening. Believe me, we never discussed any of this." He let go of her shoulders and slumped down, "In fact, I promised him nothing would happen. I promised you were safe with me. All I told him was, if Jax bought the fact you are my wife and the deal goes through, I'd give him a bonus. No sex, just a believable wife at dinner, just at dinner."
Christie looked at Ed and panic in his face. She studied him and thought he looked sincere, but wanted to be sure. She got up and picked up her phone. "Hi, sweetie...I know, I guess I got busy, anyhow I have a question...no, nothing about that. What was the deal you made with Ed?...I mean, what are you getting out of it?...Really? Nothing?...I cannot believe that...Seriously?...No,...I'm sorry, I thought, um. I thought you whored me out, to be blunt...yes...yes...no?...ok. I'm sorry, I'm really relieved you didn't...ok...ok...ok...yeah, I get it. I have another question, why did you urge me to have sex with him?...No, you didn't have to do that. I can resist temptations...Seriously? God, I love you so much...So, just to check one more time, Ed never promised you a bonus if he could use me...Ok, that's good. I love you...I know, in three days...Yes, I am so jumping your bones. Say Hi to Keiko...yes, I hear her in the background." Christie laughed, "Ok, love you, bye." She hung up and sat down next to Ed. "He doesn't even remember you saying anything about a bonus. All he remembers is the guys saying you'd look a lot more stable if you had a wife and he just blurted out 'Take mine.' He thought it was for dinner and he was trying to be helpful. She looked sad, "That's Doug. He is always thinking about others." She put her hand on Ed's thigh and began stroking it, "I asked him why he urged me to have sex with you and he told me he knew I'd never be able to last a week without sex and rather than be frustrated..." Christie looked like she was going to cry.
Ed pulled her close, "I don't think Doug is wrong, you really do like sex. I'm sure you could have made it, but I'll bet you'd be ready to explode." He started laughing, "Doug better give me a bonus. I'm the one he whored out."
Christie laughed, "I never thought of myself as a slut, but since Doug and I first made love, I don't think we've gone two days without sex...sometimes 2 or 3 times in a day." She sighed, then looked at Ed. "You were wonderful when you got back here." She stood up and pulled him to his feet. She led him to the bed and jangled the cuffs. "I was really pissed at you and I had plans for these."
Ed grinned, "Really? Nice. Now I feel bad I was so attentive. I've never been cuffed, or were these for you?"
Christie laughed, "I was going to get you on the bed naked, then cuff you and...to be blunt, sit on your face." She stopped and reached under the pillow, "Oh, and these were going to blindfold you."
Ed took the panties and inhaled through them, "Really? They're clean? You were going to punish me by using clean panties? I am so disappointed in you." He grinned, "We're doing this, but I want a pair you've worn." He looked at his watch, "Sadly, no time. Perhaps after dinner?"
Christie took the panties and put them back in her dresser. Turning, she saw Ed's fat cock half erect and walked over and pushed him onto the bed. She knelt down between his legs and stoking his cock, said, "I cannot believe I haven't sucked on this yet. I do like a cock in my mouth and yes, you can cum down my throat." She smeared some of the pre-cum around, the head, "Too bad about the bonus though, I do plan on swallowing."
Ed laughed and watched as the most beautiful pair of lips he'd ever seen stretched around his growing cock. He felt her tongue swirling around the head before her mouth sank down on the shaft. Soon he could feel the head press against the back of her throat and waited for her to pulled off gagging, but she slid up and dove down deeper. Amazingly, he felt the head slip against her throat and slide down he gullet. "Oh my God, what are you doing?"
Christie felt her mouth try to grin as she fought the gag reflex and relaxed her throat. She proudly felt his pubes tickle her nose and with three more thrusts was rewarded when her lips mashed hard against his pubic bone. Ed's hands were caressing the back of her head as if trying to guide her and as she pulled up, she popped the large dick out of her mouth, "Go ahead, fuck my face, you know what you want." She dropped her mouth all the way onto the rigid shaft and began caressing the slick, spit covered ball sack.
Ed groaned and grabbed the thick blonde hair and began using it as leverage against his cock while thrusting. Soon, the rhythmic fucking and the fingers playing with his scrotum were too much and with a loud grunt, pressed her face against his crotch and shot the first jet into her stomach.
Christie rapidly gulped the salty goo spurting out of that fat hunk of flesh. She was relieved when Ed finally quick jerking his hips against her face and let go of her head so she could pull off and breathe. She licked the shaft and sucked out all the remaining sperm before sitting back. "You liked that? I taught myself that for Doug's 22nd birthday. To this day, he says it was the best present he ever had." She wiped her lips and slapped his thigh, "Just goes to show, the best things in life are free. Perhaps we should get to dinner?"
***************************************
Jax put down his napkin. "I was planning on working out again, feel up to it?" He said looking at Ed.
"Sure, I think I have a few muscles that weren't destroyed from last time." Ed said grinning. He turned to Christie, "Honey, are you going to be alright?"
Christie laughed, "I was hoping to do laps in the pool, by the way," she turned to Jax, "That is a huge pool. You could hold the Olympics here."
"Well, it's not quite that large, but it makes does hold a lot of people." He looked at the boys, "I assume you'll be there while she swims?" Seeing the look on their faces, nodded, "I thought as much." He suddenly thought, "Ed, I almost forgot, we have a noon appointment tomorrow in Tahoe to sign the papers. I also got a call from my architect and he is in town and would like to go over the plans. I was thinking of making a day of it if you and Christie would like."
"Absolutely, what time would we meet with your architect?" He looked at the borrowed blonde, "So, feel like watching us sign papers?" He turned to Jax, "The land is in my name only so she doesn't have to sign. The parcel has been in my family for 200 years or so."
Christie laughed, "When you put it like that, who could say no? Actually, you go on ahead. It sounds like it will be a full day for you and since you weren't interested in hiking, perhaps one of these nice men here could keep me company." She looked at the three boys.
Jimmy nodded his head, "I know where a beautiful waterfall is and the water is crystal clear." He turned to Mike and Rick, "You guys up for a hike?"
Christie grinned at Ed, "Astoundingly, I got a better offer than watching you sign papers. When do you plan on getting back?"
"That is a good question. I was planning on treating you both to dinner since we'll have a few hours after the lawyers before we meet with my guy. Maybe midnight or so?" He looked apologetically at Ed, "It's an evening meeting. I can send you back if you are not interested, but as it's a two hour drive I'm just going to stay." He put up his hands, "It's not a big deal, Arnie can come back with the car."
"No need. I'll stay. I'd actually like to see what is going on my land...your land." He laughed. "Plus, I'm sure Blondie here will love it if I let her rest a bit."
"Blondie is going to go put on her suit and swim laps. You boys have fun." She turned to Jax, "Take it easy on him, he could barely walk after your last workout."
After Christie and the boys left, Jax looked at Ed who had watched her go, "You can join her in the pool, if you want. I can grab Jacques to spot me."
"No, why? I need to work out." Ed replied as he looked at Jax.
"You can't seem to take your eyes off her. How long have you been married? It seems like you are both still madly in love and on your honeymoon." Jax said kindly, "I mean, I've dealt with a lot of in love couples, but after life erodes the initial luster of marriage..."
Ed laughed, "It has just been, what? One year and 10 months. No, we are still in love. I'm sure she'll begin to snap at my irritating habits soon enough, but for now I'll enjoy what we have." He looked at the doorway.
"I assume you realize she'll wear almost nothing and the boys will be very attentive to her needs. That doesn't bother you?" He paused, "I'm sure you are aware your wife is a bit of an exhibitionist?"
Ed laughed, "No shit. She is definitely someone comfortable in her own skin. Yeah, she'll make sure they get a good look alright. She's like the Pied Piper."
"As long as you're ok with that. I'd hate for you to feel jealous with those boys fawning all over her." He shrugged his shoulders, "I'm off to get changed, meet you in 20?"
*************************************
Christie walked out to the pool and saw all three boys watching her eagerly. As she dropped her robe, they didn't hide their obvious ogling, so she intentionally walked with a bit more bounce in her step before diving in.
The boys watched as she swam a few warmup laps and were surprised when she came to the side of the pool. Eyes widened as they saw her untie to top and reach out, holding it.
"Sorry, but this is just going to fall off. Can one of you boys put it on the back of my chair?" She giggled as all three rushed over to grab the top. Pushing off the side, she proceeded to do the back stroke knowing all six eyes were glued to her tits cutting through the water. Finally, she decided she'd better get her laps in and began the crawl, up and down the pool.
"Rick, where did you put the goggles?" Jimmy asked, "I feel the need to get in the pool."
Christie felt like laughing as she rhythmically cut through the water seeing three forms looking up at her. She knew her breasts were freely flopping around with every stroke and it excited her knowing they were watching. She wasn't wearing goggles, but she could still make out the huge tents in their board shorts.
Finally, the boys went over to the diving board and worked on the dives they'd learned. Christie felt a sense of peace being topless and feeling the water caress her breasts as she twisted her torso with every stroke. She remembered Little Beach with her sisters and all the men who moved their towels closer to them. She had a sudden thought that perhaps Doug has a fantasy about being with all three. She made a mental note to ask him. She owed him something like that. Finally, Christie stopped and swam to the edge.
The boys all watched as the perfect blonde pulled herself out of the water and walked over under the heat lamps. She took the towel offered and dried herself off before grabbing the top and putting it back on. Hearing the boys groan, she laughed, "I'm sure you'll have no problem remembering them. Even with the lamps, it is a cold evening." She pinched her nipples through the thin fabric to make her point. As she lay back on the lounge, she closed her eyes thinking how fun it would be to take all three of those virgin cocks. 'Oh, to be alone and touch myself.' She thought, 'or have these boys take care of me.' She shook her head and got up.
"Where are you going?" Jimmy asked, "It's not that late." The other boys echoed what their friend said.
"I should get back. I'm sure Ed is done working out and I need to get some sleep." She grinned at the rods poorly hidden under their shorts, "If I were a single girl, I'd make you boys very happy, and judging by the size of those thing, I'll bet you'd make me very happy, but since..." She played with her wedding ring. "Look, I'm sure you'll find a nice girl who will climb right on those nice looking cocks." She leaned over and kissed each boy on the lips before pulling on her robe and heading inside.
Ed looked up as Christie came into the bedroom and seeing the look on her face, laughed, "You missed it by about 20 minutes. I expected you to open the door when I got out of the shower." He patted the bed, "I saw you gave the boys a show."
Christie looked surprised and blushed, "You saw that? Did Jax?" She paused, seeing him nod, "Oh, wow. Perhaps I shouldn't have done that, but...I don't know. I liked being watched." She blushed.
"Hey, it's your body. Your call. And, you seriously think I'll pass up a chance to see you naked?" He laughed. "By the way, who is Keiko?" He saw her confusion, "You said to Doug to say Hi to her...it is a her?"
"Yeah, she's my best friend and an incredible masseuse. I sort of told her Doug might need a massage...or something." Christie was blushing furiously now, "I know, weird, huh?"
"God, I wish I were married to someone like you. I've avoided marriage since I cannot imagine having the same meal every night for dinner, no matter how great the dish it is."
Christie laughed, "I'm a meal? Perhaps a slab of beef? Relax, I get it. I never thought about it, but I realize now that something like this," she pointed to herself and Ed, "totally renews my libido." She reached for her iPad and scrolled through it.
Ed took the proffered device and whistled. "Crap. She's a total babe. Why didn't Doug offer her as my wife?" He ducked the jab from the blonde, "I mean look at her." He studied the picture with the taller Christie and a beautiful Japanese girl both standing in a gym in spandex. Keiko had the smallest waist he'd ever seen, but perhaps that is because her breasts were so large. He imagined what that amazingly long blackhair must feel like...He looked at Christie, "Um, can you give me her number? I mean, I love a good massage."



"Right, that didn't take long. Three days and already you're looking for greener pastures." She saw him studying the picture, "I know, she weighs perhaps 25 pounds less than I do and her breasts are the same size as mine. When we run together I've seen men literally run into sign posts." She sighed, "I hope I didn't do something stupid by sending her over to our house."
Ed put down the pad and laughed, "I don't think you have a thing to worry about. When he next sees you, he'll forget all other women. It seems you have that effect on men." He pulled her robe off and admired her barely covered form. Cupping her heavy breast, he looked at the girl, "Seriously? The same size as these? Can she deep throat also?"
Christie punched him softly and stood up. "Ok, perhaps you do need a lesson." She looked down at him sternly, "Take those clothes off...now! Get on the fucking bed."
Ed hurriedly ripped off his shirt, pants and underwear and lay back, spread-eagle.
Christie laughed, "I might have to punish you further since you were too slow." She leaned over and cuffed each wrist, then stood back up. "Drink it in because this will be the last thing you'll see for a while." She pulled off her suit, then padded over to grab her panties pooled on the floor. Getting back to the bed, she admired the man's cock pulsing up his leg and onto his stomach as he watched in anticipation. She dragged the panties across his balls and cock then up his stomach, chest and draped it across his face.
Ed was in heaven. He inhaled deeply, taking in as much of that sweet aroma as he could. He groaned as she pulled the used panties off his face and tied them around his head, covering his eyes. He gently writhed as he felt the girl's hands trace down his neck onto his chest and around his nipples.
Christie looked down at the muscular body below her and could find no trace of fat. As she ran her hands across his chest and circled his nipples, she watched his hips jerk and hump futilely against nothing. She leaned down and teased each nipple, feeling his humping in response. She sat up, "Easy, boy. You're not allowed to cum. You're not going to be putting that inside me. My tight cunt is off limits, my ass is going to stay intact. You're going to be pleasing me tonight." She leaned down and attacked his nipples again, gently biting them and feeling him writhe under her. She wished she had taken lessons from Keiko who told her about men who loved this torture. She kissed her way down his stomach and as she crawled between his legs, she admired the impressive package in front of her. His cock wasn't quite as long as Doug's, she thought as she ran her fingers around the shaft, but it must be a quarter inch thicker. She traced the veins bulging out, and as her fingers found the head, she spread the flowing cum around it before putting her finger in her mouth with a loud sucking sound. "Sadly, this is all I'm going to allow myself to taste this evening." She said, eliciting a frustrated groan.
Christie lowered her bare cunt onto the leg she was straddling and ground against the hard bone as she studied the man's balls. She lifted the scrotum and gently bounced them in her hand, feeling the weight. "These seem pretty full. I thought you'd be all drained by now. Too bad you'll just have to take care of this later."
Ed felt her soft hands drop his ball sack, her crotch quit humping his leg and the bed shift. He jerked his hips up eagerly, feeling her legs straddling his waist.
As Christie lowered herself onto the steel-hard rod lying against Ed's stomach, she had the urge to grab it and line it up with her dripping pussy lips, but didn't want it to end just yet.
Ed felt her hot slit press against his cock and begin sliding up and down the length. He felt the head catch against that sweet hole and reacted by thrusting up with every pass, but the blonde slid back down his cock immediately denying him access.
Christie reached down and pinched his nipples, "You're not fucking me, no matter how hard you try. And you better not cum, either. Remember how you left me this morning? And you seriously think Keiko is better looking that I am?" She closed her eyes and leaned forward feeling her aroused clit rub against that fat, fleshy shaft. As she felt herself getting close to cumming, she stopped and disregarding the disappointed groans, crawled up and straddled the man's face.
Ed didn't hesitate opening his mouth tasting that beautiful shaved pussy. He immediately had to swallow the juices flowing out of her and drove his tongue between those slick lips and into her hole.
Christie wished she hadn't cuffed him, wanting his hands on her breasts and maybe a finger in her ass, but she ground against his face, feeling that long tongue fuck her eager twat. "That's it, fuck my cunt with your tongue. You know that's all you're going to have inside me. Go on, deeper. I want your tongue deep inside me." She grabbed her breasts, squeezing and mashing them as she pressed against the man's face. She had to let up periodically to let him breathe, but she felt him inside her, exploring all of her. She looked wistfully back at that beautiful cock and sighed, "I know what would make you happy. Keiko's tits rubbing all over that frustrated disk of yours. Or, perhaps she'd suck on it for you. I'll bet her pussy is incredibly tight. You saw how tiny she is. Your fat cock my hurt her, but you'd love to try, wouldn't you?"
Ed groaned and humped the air wishing Christie would just touch him. He knew, one touch and he'd explode. He loved the girl's twat riding his face, but if only she'd decide she needed a cock inside her, if only he could get some release.
Christie's eyes were closed thinking about that cock ready to explode, how great it would feel pulsing inside her spewing millions of sperm into her womb. She suddenly couldn't hold back any more, remembering her Sex-Ed teacher telling the class there were 100 million sperm in each ejaculate and how all the girls got excited hearing that. "Oh fuck! Yes, that's iiiiiitttt, Yesssssssss. Uh, uh, uh, uhhhhh." She grunted as she exploded on his face. Feeling spent, she flopped over onto her side, breathing heavily. She looked over at the smeared face, the sweating body and the large pool of cum that leaked out of his cock. Shaking off the desire to lower herself onto it, she pulled her panties off his face. "I think I should shower now. Will you be able to take care of yourself after I get these cuffs off?" She said sweetly. Seeing the intense look on his face, she patted his cock, "Let me get the key." She rolled over to the bedside table and pulled the key out of the bag.
Ed watched as Christie's tits flopped around as she crawled onto the bed wanting to grab his dick as soon as he could. He stopped seeing the concerned look on the girl's face. "What? No, really? The key doesn't work?"
Christie looked at the key and the cuff and groaned, "Oh shit. It's the wrong key. Let me call Maria." She picked up the phone.
"Is Maria around? Sure...Maria, Um, it's Christie." She stared laughing, "Yes, They're great. Just one problem, you gave me the wrong key...I probably should have...Thanks. Yes, great, thanks." She looked at the naked man. "She'll be right here."
Ed looked panicked, "Wait, I'm naked. I mean, please cover me up." He said writhing against the cuffs.
Grinning, Christie grabbed her bikini bottoms and draped them across his balls. Laughing, she tried to adjust it, but his entire cock stuck out above the tiny patch. She jumped off the bed and grabbed her robe hearing the soft knocking.
Ed felt his face get totally flushed seeing Christie answer the door and let a beautiful Latina in. He saw the girl stare at his cock appreciatively before handing a key to Christie.
Christie, handed the key back to Maria, "Can you do me a favor? Can you get him out of those for me? I really need to shower."
Ed watched stunned as the blonde headed into the bathroom and the dark-haired girl sat on the bed and looked him up and down. "Please, can you get me out of these so I can get dressed?" He begged, seeing her hesitate.
Maria pulled the bikini bottoms off his balls and looked at them, "I should wash these for Mrs. Matthews." She dropped them on the bed and reached down and stroked his cock. "This is very nice, Mr. Matthews. Would you like me to take care of this for you?"
Ed paused hearing the shower go on, but as he felt the small soft hand stroking his aroused penis, he nodded. He didn't blink and the girl pulled off her dress, removed her bra and step out of her panties. His eye travelled down her body and saw the soft, furry triangle between her legs. "Maria, come here, I'd like to taste you." He said staring at the soft looking, dark bush.
Maris grinned and crawled up and lowered her pussy onto the older man's face. "I see you've been busy with that mouth of yours." She giggled, "I'll bet you make the Mrs. very happy doing that." She sighed "Oh, yes. Yes." She gently humped against the man's active tongue. She felt him explore all of her crotch and suddenly remembered that nice fat hunk of flesh. "Thank you, Mr. Matthews, but I want to taste you now.
Ed watched eagerly as the small breasted girl slid off his face and turned around and begin stroking his neglected cock. He wished he could reach up and stroke that beautiful trimmed pussy and rounded ass right in front of him, but forgot about that, feeling a warm mouth engulf his aching erection. He reveled in feeling her lips circle the shaft as she bobbed up and down...up and down. It felt wonderful, but he knew he wasn't going to be able to hold off, "Maria, wait...I'm so close." He said, hoping she'd let him cum in her mouth. But he wasn't surprised when she pulled his cock out of her mouth thinking she'd finish him off with her hand, but was excited to see her spin around, straddle his waist and lower herself onto his cock.
"Ooooohh. Mr. Matthews, this is so fat." She raised herself off, then took a bit more getting used to being so stretched. Finally, as she accommodated the girth, she dropped all the way down with a long moan. As she rode up and down the thick cock, she sighed, "Mr. Matthew, you have a very nice cock. So nice and thick. But, you need this more than I do so don't worry about me, you just cum. That's it, you can finish inside me." She reached back and stroked his balls, "Go on, just release all of it in me."
Ed couldn't take any more and raised his hips off the bed and felt relief flood though his entire body as he felt spurt after spurt of his cum splash against her cervix.
Maria ground against him, wishing she hadn't urged him on as she felt herself close to cumming. When she felt him collapse, she lay on top of him, "Feel better now?" She expected his slimy cock to soften and slip out, but was amazed to feel him still rigid inside her. She decided to grind against it pleasuring herself and grunted encouragingly when she felt him push back into her.
Christie dropped her towel and grabbed a bra and panties, "I should have warned you, Maria, he sometimes needs a bit more attention before he loses that thing." She pulled on a dress. "I'm heading down to the library to look at a book I saw earlier. Ed, you better make her really happy. You two have fun."
Ed watched in amazement as Christie left. He saw Maria reach up and undo the cuffs and as he rubbed his wrists he saw the girl sit up. "You probably should drop the Mr. stuff. Call me Ed."
"Ok, Ed, I like a cuffed man, but I prefer he has his hands free." Maria said as she pulled his hands onto her breasts.
****************************************
Christie was sitting in front of the fire reading when she heard the door open behind her. She heard a familiar voice asking if she wanted anything. Without turning, she asked nervously, "Emile? Is that you?" She watched as a tall man came around her chair, "It's Robert, actually. But yes. That was me in the room earlier. Can I get you anything?"
Christie sat stunned, "Um, I'm sorry. I could use some water." She hesitated, "I...uh...Did you want something?"
Robert grinned, "You have no idea. But I'm fine." He turned to the door, "Ah John, there you are, Christie, meet John, aka Ronald."
Christie stood up and suddenly felt naked knowing these two men watched her debase herself earlier in the day...knowing they look upon her as a slut, a woman easily taken. She was still wet from the attention Ed gave her and knew they could smell the sex on her. She shivered seeing them look at her knowing where their thoughts were. "I'm sorry about that. I've never done anything like that before. I'm not really a slut."
The men laughed, "Relax, we knew it was a game the Reverend was playing. You are off the hook." Robert laughed, "But we can get you water and anything from the kitchen."
Christie laughed, "A meal? Never mind, kind of an inside joke." She came over and hugged each man. "I really am sorry about earlier though." She hesitated, "I did say if...well, look. I'm not going to say I would, but perhaps don't take the option off the table yet."
Robert looked at her, "Why? I mean, I like to think that perhaps...but are you sure?"
"Christie laughed, "It is actually a bit exciting knowing there are two studs who I owe my pussy," she said looking at Robert, "and my ass to." She finished looking at John. "I realize I probably would say we can't do it, but I'm not saying that now. It makes me excited you two will be looking at me like that." She kissed each man on the cheek and headed towards the door. She stopped and turned, "I guess I'll pass on the water right now." She continued softly, "In a way I wish you'd called me on that. I am really curious what I would have said."
Robert and John grinned, watching the beautiful married woman leave.
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Ed looked at his employee's wife sprawled naked on the bed and sighed, "I really wish I didn't have to go into Tahoe. We fly out tomorrow and as much as I feel a bit guilty about being with another man's wife, Christ! You're so fucking sexy." He laughed. He studied her creamy form, the slit he'd pounded into so many times in the last few days, her massive tits spilling over her ribs as she watched him dress. "At least cover up so Jax doesn't get the wrong idea." He said looking at the tent in his pants.
Christie always knew she and her sisters had a powerful effect on men, but she never allowed anyone to take her until Doug. He finally showed her what she'd missed out on and she knew she wanted it as much as possible, but she'd never cheat. Then, here she was, sleeping with her husband's ultimate boss, posing as his wife letting him have full access as if he were her husband. In fact, she allowed him access to her ass which Doug had never been allowed near. Yes, she felt a bit guilty also, but as she checked out the fat package stressing the older man's boxers, she felt herself getting aroused. "Perhaps you could stay here. I think you have the same idea I have."
Ed groaned, "This is really tough. Sign the papers making me millions, or fucking that tight pussy." He grinned, "Fuck it, I already have millions." He stripped off his underwear.
Laughing, Christie opened her legs and reached down and stroked her slit, "Ok, now that might be the nicest thing anyone has ever said to me." She watched as Ed walked over, his cock bouncing eagerly. She sat up and leaned forward and kissed the head, sucking it into her mouth. Pulling off, then stroking the thick hunk of flesh, she giggled, "So, there's something more important than money? I'm shocked." She looked up at the man, "Actually, I was looking forward to being alone with the boys today." She gave the head another quick suck and then climbed off the bed.
Ed moaned, "God, you're mean. I'll be thinking all day about pounding the shit out of you when I get back tonight." He looked thoughtful, "You're not serious about the boys, are you?"
The young blonde laughed, "Good lord, you're jealous? Really. Jealous over three boys who desperately want to know what a tight cunt feels like? Who would do anything to get their hands all over me? Their cocks inside me?" She came over and hugged Ed and kissed him, "You realize, you're not my real husband."
"I know, but I don't know, I've seen how you tease them, how they look at you." He looked thoughtful, "Never mind. I do have to get dressed." He grabbed his underwear off the floor and pulled them on. "You know, perhaps you should let the boys know what it feels like...you know, feel what that beautiful pussy feels like."
"Seriously? You're jealous, then you're telling me to fuck the boys? I'm definitely not fucking the boys. I'm married, and this" she pointed to herself and Ed, "is just an aberration. Also, these boys know I'm married and they would not even allow themselves to do anything like that. They really respect you anyhow, you think they'd want to violate your trust?"
Ed looked at Christie and blushed, "Um, I might have told them it was ok if perhaps, you know, if you showed them the ropes, so to speak."
"Seriously? You sad that? You should get dressed. I cannot believe you told them that as if you're really my husband and giving other men permission to have me. What were you thinking?" She looked angrily at him, "Christ! Men!" She strode into the bathroom.
Ed looked sadly at the door and finished dressing. He sat on the bed and when Christie came out, he stood up, "I'm sorry. Look, I'm sure if they make a move, you can politely tell them no." He watched as she got dressed without acknowledging his comment, "Or do you want to? Tell me you haven't thought about it?"
Christie stopped and looked at him, "Ok, yes, I've thought about it. I've never had the opportunity to take a man's virginity, but now that I'm married I can live with that." She stopped, "What we have been doing I never would have done had Doug not urged me to help you out." She saw the look on his face, "No, that's not what I mean. I mean, if I were single I'd been all over you. You are totally hot, but you realize this is just for this week." She suddenly smiled, "It has been great, but you'll have to go back to your women friends and I'll be back with Doug."
Ed smiled ruefully, "Yeah, I can sleep with other women, but I'll be thinking of you the whole time. I'm not sure that even would be fair to them." He paused, "Perhaps if periodically we could...you know, get together for dinner...and..."
The girl pulled her tee shirt on, "Not happening. This was a one time thing and you know as well as I, as soon as your friend drops her pants, you'll forget what I look like. Get dressed, we have 5 minutes to get to breakfast." She walked over and kissed Ed, "You can have me as much as you want tonight, though." She went over and grabbed her blue jeans and pulled them on.
***************************************
Christie kissed Ed hard on the mouth before releasing him. "I love you, sweetie. Be safe. I'll miss you. Hurry back tonight." She said loudly enough for Jax and the boys to hear.
"I love you too," Ed said before kissing her again, sliding his hand down and grabbing her ass. He felt his cock start to rouse so he released her and turned to climb into the Tahoe thinking how easy it was to tell her he loved her.
Christie watched as the car pulled off and turned to the boys standing by the door, "Ok, are we going on that hike?" She started up the stairs and suddenly remembered what Ed told her about giving them permission and felt a twinge seeing how they watched her. "I'll get my pack and meet you back here?"
Mike jerked his eyes off the stretched tee and blushed, "Sure. The trail starts right over there. Make sure you put on sunscreen."
Jimmy smiled, "We can help, we're really good at it."
Christie laughed, "I already put some on. Perhaps I should have waited?" She turned and swung her hips just a little more than usual and went to her room to get her stuff.
She found all three boys waiting in the drive when she came out. "I have fleece and a rain jacket, I think I should be prepared." She looked at the boys wearing shorts and tees and wondered if she were going to be too warm in her jeans, "Is it going to be that warm today?"
"Actually, it will get cooler as we get closer to the top," Rick said, pointing to the mountain to the east, "but we'll be ok with warm tops." He started off followed by Christie not noticing Jimmy and Mike jockey for position right behind the blonde.
Christie was elated to smell the air filled with pines, spruce and firs. It smelled so clean and pure and she felt herself relax and absorb the warmth and beauty. When the climbed over a ridge, she gasped seeing the vast valley below and the unbroken forest. "So beautiful. How far is the mountain on the other side?"
Jimmy pointed at the left hand peak, "That's 25 miles and the creek down there," indicating a snaking opening in the trees, is just over ten miles." He pointed over to the left, "Now down there is a great lake for swimming. When we bike up here, we usually cool off." He looked at Christie, "You're not dressed for it, so we can continue up on the ridge."
Thinking how hot the sun was, even with the gentle cool breeze, she responded, "That sounds good. I wouldn't mind at least splashing water on my face even if I don't have a suit." She looked at the boys, "You can swim if you like. I'll be fine."
When they got to the lake, Christie took off her boots and socks and stood up and walked to the edge. As she stepped in, she was amazed how the water was not really cold, but in fact slightly warm. She pulled up her pant legs and waded at bit farther out. She turned around and looked at the boys, "Aren't you coming in?"
The boys looked at each other as if unsure what to do. Mike looked embarrassed, "I guess we didn't think this through, we usually just, you know...um, skinny dip."
Christie laughed, "Go on. I'll close my eyes until you get in." She put her hands over her eyes and soon heard splashing as the boys waded in. She heard Rick yell out that it was ok and as she dropped her hands and opened her eyes she heard Jimmy and Mike yell "No!" but she saw the two naked boys running into the lake naked, their cocks flapping around before diving under water. She couldn't believe her eyes at the size of those ropes dangling between their legs.
Rick was laughing as the boys attacked him and tried to push him under. Finally, they let him up, "Bastard! You did that on purpose!" Jimmy yelled at Rick as he splashed him.
"It's ok, I never looked." Christie grinned, "I totally missed out on two great looking boys with impressive cocks." She laughed. "I'm sure in the cold water, they'll be a bit less impressive now, though." She turned and waded back to the shore, climbed out and sat on a rock.
She watched the boys dive down and swim under water thinking how great that looked. Finally, she stood and pulled off her clothes aware how suddenly still the lake got. Knowing six unblinking eyes were glued to her naked form as she waded in. She felt the water getting colder, but feeling exposed, when the water got to her knees, she just dove in. When she came up, she saw the boys had come closer and pulling her long blonde hair back, she put up a hand, "Ok, that's close enough. You got to look, now I just want to swim." She dove back in and with perfectly efficient strokes swam to the far side. When it got too shallow she stood and dove back in and swam back to the side the boys were on. Soon she was back in her zone reveling in the clear water feeling cool and the warm sun on her back and ass.
The boys watched the girl swim strong strokes back and forth fully aware they were close to a naked woman for the first time in their lives. Mike decided to get out as he was starting to get cold and the other boys followed. After drying off and getting dressed, they watched as Christie finished her laps and boldly strode naked over to the boys.
"Can one of you hand me a towel?" She asked. Accepting it, she felt on display as she dried herself off. When she pulled on her thong, she stopped, "Sorry, I do feel like a piece of meat here...not fair. I just got a quick peak at you two. Did you boys get a good look?"
All three quickly looked away, "Sorry Christie. Um, you're the first naked girl I've ever seen." Mike looked at his two friends and seeing them nod, "I guess that goes for these two also."
Christie pulled off her thong and stood feet apart, in front of the three rapt boys, "Ok, I'll let you have just another quick look. She turned around slowly before leaning over and giving each boy a quick peck on their lips. "There, that should keep you for a while, we should get going." She turned and when she bent over, realized the three were getting a terrific view of her crotch. She calmly finished dressing and turned back to the boys. "You ready? We have to get to the top." She wondered where this exhibitionist streak came from, but she felt herself throb in excitement having been naked in front of these fully dressed boys.
***************************************
Putting down her napkin, Christie looked at the three boys. "I'm tired from the hike and I would have liked to shower before dinner, but...no time, so I think I'll head back to my room and read and wait for Ed to come back."
"Really?" Mike asked, "We were going to see if you wanted to play some pool, I mean, there's three of us and we could play teams."
"Yeah," Jimmy added, "I'm tired of beating these two and could use some fresh meat." He glanced at Christie, the quickly looked away with a slight blush.
"Give me a break, you won a few times, but Mike and I have both won games." He looked at Christie, "Do you play?"
The girl looked at the boys, surprised that they were competitive and perhaps like she and her two sisters were growing up. She thought back to the wars they had over the table realizing she missed that. She saw they were staring at her so the grinned and nodded, "Yes. I've played a few games. I'm pretty sure I'm not in your league though, but I'd like that."
"Ok, then let's go." Jimmy said standing up.
"I'll meet you there. I'd really like to get the sunscreen off and perhaps change. I'll just be a half hour. Where's the pool room? I don't remember seeing it."
"Sure." Mike said before turning and pointing down the hall past the library. "You know where the library is?"
Christie blushed remembering playing with herself on the phone with Doug, then in front of Jax, Robert and John. "Uh, sure...yeah, I know where it is."
"It's a couple of doors down past it. We'll play a game or two." Mike looked at Rick, "Perhaps we can beat the pants off Jimmy before Christie comes down."
***************************************
As soon as Christie stripped naked and was about to step into the shower, she heard her cell ring. "Sweetie! I miss you...I know...at this time tomorrow...No, Jax said he'd have a car waiting at the airport...I will, you better be ready...Yes, I remember...I meant it...Oh God, what did I get myself into, Ok, yes...God, you're making me wet...Sorry, I don't have time. I told the boys I'd play pool with them...No...no, I'm not doing that, anyhow they've seen me naked." Christie laughed, "No, nothing like that. We did the hike and came across a mountain lake and, well, you know, we went skinny dipping...No, I'm sure they would have loved to...actually, yes, I'm not telling you...no, drop it...You want to know?...Ok, they were really big, I mean I saw them for just a second at first, but later when we got out...um, you know how you say cold water sort of shrink...yeah, well if that's the case, those boys are pretty lucky...no I didn't want that...Stop it, why do you keep suggestion those things? Never mind, you have your dick in your hand right now, don't you...I'll see...Ok, maybe. Christ! You think I want to be an object of some boys' fantasies?" She grinned, "Yeah, I do like that, but you're still my one and only true love...Ok, look I have to shower and get to the pool room...Ok, I love you too."
The young blonde hung up the phone and thought about what her husband was urging her to do...actually, let the boys do to her. What is it about men that need to fantasize about their wives. She shook her head and heading back into the bathroom.
As she came down the hall, she heard the boys' voices clearly, though they were apparently trying to talk quietly. She stopped to listen.
"Man, I'll remember how she looked wading in stark naked for as long as I live."
"I know. Did you see her pussy? All shaved except for the golden-blonde patch of fur? I wish she weren't married. I would have loved to...you know."
"I know. It really sucks. Someone so damn beautiful and, well off limits. God! I wonder what making love to her would be like. I'll bet that would be as close to heaven on earth as you could get."
"I would do her even though she's married if she let me. I know, I know, it's wrong, but a guy can fantasize, can't he?"
"As long as it's just a fantasy. We couldn't do that to Ed, anyhow. He's a great guy and well, you know." Christie heard a pause, then a laugh, "Was he serious when he told us we could try with her? He had to be joking. Shit! I'd give anything just to know what her pussy feels like."
"Guy, look at us. Let's talk about something else or she'll flee as soon as she sees us."
Christie heard rustling and the boys talk about a sermon Jax had given and slid her fingers into her pants realizing she was quite wet. 'Christ, this is going to be a quick couple of games, then I'd better get back to my room...Where's Ed? He'd better get ready to get minimal sleep tonight.' She mused.
"Ok, you boys ready to take on some fresh meat?" Christie smiled as she strode in. "Sorry, got a call and got a little delayed. Did I miss much?" She looked around and saw a fireplace, wet bar, couple of tables, a couch and three blushing boys. Laughing, "Ok, so I can guess what you were talking about."
The boys stared at the blonde, taking in the tight pants, red bra showing through the white blouse and her cleavage on display with the top three buttons undone.
Christie looked down at her chest, "Oh crap. I didn't know I was this exposed." She buttoned the first undone button and seeing the look of disappointment on their faces stooped and undid it again. "Ok, but this might be a bit distracting when I shoot so I might button it again." She walked over to the pool sticks and grabbed one and sighted down it while turning it, "Wow, perfectly straight."
After settling on teams, She and Rick took on Jimmy and Mike...three games later, after winning all three, Christie put the stick back on the rack and turned around, "I saw how you might not have let me win, but you sure were looking somewhere not germane to the games. Ok, I want to see you boys compete. I heard a bit of trash talking at dinner and I'd like to see this." She walked over in front of the fire and sat in a chair.
After watching a few games of cutthroat and no trash talking, no glee over winning, Christie stood up. "Ok, this is depressing. My sisters and I used to shove our victories in each others' faces until the next game." She looked at her watch, "Since you guys aren't viscous enough, I should get to bed. Ed should be getting back soon."
"Wait, I guess we are distracted. I mean, you being here, I guess I don't want to look like an asshole or anything." Mike apologized.
Jimmy looked at Mike, "Perhaps you need to win first before you can look like an asshole."
Rick smiled at Christie, "That's how we are usually, but Mike's right. Jimmy didn't do his usual victory dance."
Christie saw Jimmy blush, "You do a victory dance? "I want to see it." When Jimmy shook his head, she saw Rick and Mike raise their arms over their head and jerking their hips lewdly. Laughing, Christie pointed at the boys, "That's your dance? My opinion? You're perfect for Chippendales."
Jimmy gently pushed Rick, "Ok, ok. Enough. I suggest we play for something."
"Like what? Money? You know we don't gamble." Mike said, panting after exerting himself.
"No, no money." Jimmy looked at Christie, "You want us to be more competitive, give us something to play for."
"What?" Christie blushed, "No way. What are you suggesting?"
Jimmy grinned, "Not that. The winner of the next game gets a kiss. I mean a real kiss, not a peck."
Christie looked at the boys and shrugged her shoulders, "Ok, as long as it's just a kiss."
When the game came to a close and Mike raised his arms, "There! Bite me, you guys. I'm going to claim my prize." He strode over to the girl and pulled her to her feet. He gently brushed his hand on her cheek and whispered, "Are you sure this is ok?"
Christie tilted her head back and pulled Mike's head down feeling the boy's lips against hers. She opened her mouth and let Mike's tongue play with hers and as he wrapped his arm around her, she felt him pressing into her.
Mike loved the taste of the girl's mouth and how huge her breasts felt squished between them. His hand roamed up and down her back and as they explored her sides, he felt her tits from the side. He knew he was rock hard and rather than pull away, he pressed against her. He knew he was doing something right as Christie squirmed against him and allowed his hands to grab her ass.
"Ok, ok. Time!" Jimmy called out. "I mean, we should have said there was a limit. Break it up you two." Jimmy watched as the couple broke apart. "I knew I should have left you an impossible leave."



Christie felt herself blushing as she sat back down, but not before checking out the tent in Mike's shorts. 'Holy fuck, how big is that thing?' She thought, 'What am I going to tell Doug if he asks?'
Rick and Jimmy teased Mike at how he got aroused.
"You're going to have to stand away from the table."
"No way can you win again, we're going to kick your ass this time."
Jimmy won the next game and tossed the stick on the table. He pulled Christie to her feet and lifted her up and mashed his lips against hers.
Instinctively, Christie wrapped her legs around the boy's waist realizing how suggesting this was. As her boy explored her mouth and his hands felt her all over, she was fully aware that Jimmy's cock had to be as large as Mike's. She could feel the shaft, but wondered how long it was and as she moved her hips up, she felt Jimmy respond by pressing back against her. Finally, hearing one of the boys yell "Time!" she was let down and flopped back onto the chair. "Ok, I wasn't thinking about what would be entailed with a kiss. Wow!" She looked at Mike, "I meant that for both of you." She stood up and walked over to Rick, "Guys, it's been fun, but Ed should be back soon and it might be best if he doesn't walk in here..." She looked at Rick, "Ok, it wouldn't be right."
Rick saw Christie come over and reach up and put her arms around the his neck. He felt his cock spasm to life as he tasted the girl's mouth, tongue and felt those incredible tits press into his chest. He reached down and grabbed her ass and pulled her against his hardness as he felt the girl respond by grinding against his fully erect cock. He almost came when Christie began sucking on his tongue realizing she was simulating sucking on his cock.
"Ok, time!" Jimmy said, "I'd say get a room, but I'd prefer if you came back to my room." He chuckled.
Rick and Christie broke their embrace, and Rick turned to Jimmy, "Ok, but be gentle."
Jimmy sputtered, "Not you. I meant...never mind."
Christie grinned at the two, "Now that's better. I like competitive banter. But, I've got to go." Just as she started for the door, her phone rang. "Hey sweetie. How did it go? Oh, great...really? Really? Crap." She walked out of earshot of the boys and whispered into the phone, "I am a bit anxious to see you...you know what I mean." She looked at the boys watching her, "I can't do that...seriously, you're telling me it's alright. You realize that you are not actually my husband and it wouldn't exactly be cheating on you...Sure, yeah I will." She turned and started back, "I love you too. See you in the morning."
"I guess we can play pool a bit longer. Ed's not coming back tonight. He and Jax are staying at a friend's place." She looked at the boys. "So, what would you like the next stakes to be?"
Rick looked at his friends the Christie's massive chest. "Perhaps we could feel those?"
Christie looked down at her chest and the three grinning boys, "I guess I was expecting that. You've pretty much already seen them...ok. What? 30 seconds of feeling for the winner?" She walked over to the door and shut it before walking back and grabbing a barstool.
The next game was a lot more intense with the boys yelling, cheering, groaning and finally a loud whoop as Jimmy won. He walked over to Christie and reached out tentatively.
Christie grabbed his wrist and pulled his hand onto het tit and sat back as the boy explored her breasts through her blouse. She did nothing when he unbuttoned her top and slid it off her shoulders.
Jimmy stared at the amount of flesh spilling out of her lacy red bra and ran his thumbs across her projecting nipples. He heard her sigh and saw her crossed legs moving and knew he was exciting her.
"Time! Ok, let's play another." Rick cried.
Christie felt her crotch getting soaked and wavered between fleeing and staying. She knew she couldn't let them fuck her, but she was wondering how she could possibly last until Ed got back in the morning. 'Christ!' She thought, 'I'm worried about cheating with these boys and waiting for the man I'm cheating on my husband with.' She became aware that Jimmy was out of the game and Mike and Rick were battling. She walked over to the table to watch and saw all eyes focused on her tits, so she leaned over to get a better look.
Finally, Rick threw down the stick and indicated to Christie to stay where she was. He leaned into her from behind and cupped those heavy breasts and squeezed them gently. His fingers moved all around them and as he slid his hands down from above, he felt those hard nipples against his hands. As he pinched them, he saw Christie reach back and unclip her bra.
"There, is that what you want?" She asked as she wiggled her ass against his steely rod.
Jimmy and Mike just started at the fleshy masses being kneaded by their friend. Realizing the time, Jimmy called out.
Rick reluctantly let go and walked stiffly over and grabbed the cue. "Wow, I've never felt anything like those. So soft and firm."
Christie smiled, "Thanks, but I guess Mike should have a feel now." She walked around the table and sat on the edge and put her hands behind her on the table.
Mike started at the beauty in front of him as he stepped between her spread legs. He was amazed as large as his hands were, he couldn't cover the girl's tits. He saw those beautiful blue eyes close as he rubbed his thumb across the erect nipples and on an impulse, he leaned forward and sucked one into his mouth.
Christie put a hand behind Mike's head feeling herself getting quite aroused with that massive erection pressed against her twat and the tongue rapidly flicking across her ultra-sensitive nipple. She opened her eyes when she felt a second mouth on her other nipple and smiled as Jimmy joined his friend.
Mike humped back against Christie's crotch as she responded to the stimulation on her nipples. He loved it as she slid forward increasing the contact and heard her softly grunt rhythmically and guessed she was cumming.
Christie couldn't believe she could cum with her pants on, but finally came to her senses and sat up. She felt the cool air on her wet tits and slid off the table, also aware that her crotch was wet. "Sorry, I kind of let myself go. I should really get back before I do something I'll regret."
"Don't go. We probably shouldn't have done that, but you're the first girl to let me touch her breasts and, well, I guess I wanted as much as possible." Mike said.
"Me too," Jimmy said, "I loved it. You are so beautiful I couldn't help myself." He looked at Rick, "I think this was a first for all of us." He paused, "Can we at least, maybe...you know. Play for just a little bit higher stakes?"
Christie felt herself getting wetter, if that were possible. "You mean, perhaps touch me...down there." She looked at her crotch and at the boys, "You just want to touch, right?" She slid her finger along the seam of her pants. "Like this?" She undid her pants and unzipped them before sliding her hand under her red panties, "Or like this?" Seeing the look on the boys' face, she pulled her hand out and licked off the juices, "Ok, like that." She grinned.
Rick grinned at her, "We've been so jealous of Ed...you know getting to put his dick there, in that hole." He pointed between her legs.
Christie laughed, "Which hole?"
They looked at her, looking stunned.
"I guess I should have kept my mouth shut, but," Laughing she continued, "That is just one of a few places I haven't been good at keeping closed." She giggled seeing their faces.
Rick looked stunned, "Ed does you in...in your ass?" He imagined what that must feel like. 'Damn, I wish I could find a girl like that...a girl who let me do her anywhere, especially that creamy ass.' He thought. He looked at the other two, "I'm sure to lose with the thoughts I have in my head now, but let's do it."
She could tell that each boy wanted to be the first and as the game got more intense, she pulled off her pants and sat on the bar stool with her legs generously parted watching the boys throw up their hands if frustration when they missed a shot, or do a fist pump when they made one. As the game came to a close, she stood and slipped off her panties realizing they would just be in the way and sat back down. Finally, she heard Mike scream in despair as Rick yelled in victory and came over.
Rick stared at the beautiful pussy, the first naked pussy he'd even seen up close and as the gorgeous blonde stood up, he dropped to his knees, looking at the smooth vulva, the pink lips and the moist slit. He reached up, sliding his finger along the crevice and was amazed how easily his finger slipped into her hole. They both groaned in unison as he pushed his middle finger all the way in. He was in awe feeling the velvety smoothness, the warmth engulfing his finger and the aroma of the girl's arousal. He felt her pelvis respond as he began pumping his finger in and out, feeling how her pussy eagerly sucked his finger back in. He moaned hearing one of his friends yell "Time." And reluctantly pulled his finger out. He put his juice covered finger in his mouth and tasted his first pussy.
Christie wished she were a true slut and was close to begging the boy to fuck her when heard one of the boys yell out time and was amazed how wet Rick's fingers were. She grinned down at him as he cleaned off his hand, "Sorry, I'm a bit wet, you know, being with three studs like you. You probably should clean off your hand before the next game."
Rick got up gingerly as his cock was uncomfortably rigid and went over and cleaned up.
Mike pumped his fist in the direction of Jimmy when he dropped in his last ball and dropping his stick on the table came over to Christie. As she stood up, he gently grabbed her hips and turned her around. Taking his cue, the naked girl bent over, putting her hands, then face on the barstool and opened her legs. Mike reached down and slid his hand across the exposed pussy, feeling the warmth radiating from it, the slickness down the center and the hard nub projecting at the base. He heard the blonde gasp as he rubbed on the clit and as he pressed gently against it, felt her push back. He suddenly realized, seeing the girl's arousal, that he could drop his pants and she would eagerly let him in. He stopped thinking that knowing he couldn't do that to her, plus the very though made him almost cum. Instead he drove two fingers into the tight hole and began pumping in and out of the girl.
When Jimmy, yelled "Time," Christie reached back between her legs and grabbed Mike's wrist, "Don't stop, I'm so close." She groaned in pleasure feeling those two fat fingers invade her cunt and the boy's thumb press against her asshole every time he buried his hand in her.
Jimmy looked at Rick and nodded. They got on either side for the girl and grabbed the dangling tits and as they squeezed, pinched, pulled they were rewarded when Christie suddenly cried out she was cumming and writher against their hands.
After grunting in pleasure, Christie slipped to the floor breathing heavily. She finally looked up at them and sighed, "You might not have much experience, but you have no need of being told how to please a woman." She saw the bulges and looked sad, "You've been really good to me. Perhaps I could jerk you guys off?"
Jimmy nodded, "I'd like that."
"I don't know, I'd like to try one more thing." Rick said. "Could we just feel what it's like?"
Christie looked where Rick was looking, "Oh, no. No way. You aren't going to fuck me."
Jimmy sighed, "Could I at least touch your...your pussy? I sort of missed out."
Rick looked at Jimmy, "Good point. We've been inside you, at least Mike and I have. How could putting out dicks in you be any different? We just want to know what it feels like...you know, to be inside a woman."
"Good lord, you don't think there's a difference? I know this isn't a good look for a faithful wife letting you boys finger me, but that's a bit different from fucking."
Mike looked eagerly at the girl, "I know what you're saying and I respect that, but I've never felt what it's like being inside a woman and I'd regret not urging you to just let us have one quick feel."
"One quick feel. Yeah, that's not going to work. You realize that once you are inside me, it'll take a herd of elephants to pull you out. I've heard these lines before from men. I just want to put in the tip; I promise I'll stop immediately if you say so; I promise to pull out. I won't cum inside you." She looked at the boys.
Seeing the boy's shoulder sag, "Although...Shit! I can't believe I'm going to say this, but, I could let you, perhaps put your dicks in me for 30 seconds. That's it. Then you can go back to your rooms and jerk off thinking about it. 30 seconds, no more? We have a deal?" She said sternly.
All three boys eagerly nodded and went over to the table before the heard Christie tell them to stop.
"Let's cut to the chase. I'm not going to sit here naked while you play another game. Flip a coin or play rock, paper, scissors or something to see who's first." She turned and walked over to the couch and lay on her back watching. When she saw Jimmy win and stride over pulling off his clothes, she looked at the sausage spring out and point at the ceiling. "Oh Christ. You're fucking huge." She sat up and gripped the purple shaft with both hands and looked up at the boy. "I'm going to get this nice as wet, but you go slow. I mean it. No slamming it into me until I say so."
Jimmy looked down as the head of his cock disappeared into the beautiful blonde's mouth and he felt the warmth envelop it. Unconsciously, he began humping against her face as she bathed his cock with her tongue.
Pulling her mouth off that fat cock with a loud slurp, she lay back and opened her legs wide. She put her arms out and as the boy lay on top of her, she reached between the boy's legs and grabbed his cock and found she had to forcibly push it down against her wet cunt. "Christ, you're hard. Ok, now push it into me. But stop when I tell you to. Then pull out and push it in again and you'll find you can go deeper."
Jimmy was wondering what would happen if that blonde face kept sucking on his cock, but his curiosity fled seeing that beautiful wide open crotch below him and lined himself up. He looked down at his dick pressing against that beautiful pussy, "Um, but perhaps the 30 seconds could start when I am all the way in? I mean if it takes a minute or two for you to get used to me..."
She looked at Jimmy and over at the two boys watching, "Ok, that's fine. Start the time when he is all the way in and that would go for each of you also." She rubbed the head up and down her slit feeling the head open her up. She felt the boy press and his bulbous head pop into her canal and she put her hands on his hip holding him there as she let out a squeal, feeling a bit of pain. 'Holy shit this is going to hurt. Maybe this is a bad idea.' She thought while pushing on the boy's hips realizing if she let go she'd get ripped apart. "Ok, slowly...take it really slow." She groaned as she let him go.
Jimmy realized what Christie meant and all he wanted to do as he pulled out was slam right back in. But rather than doing that, he pulled out as slowly as he could before he felt the cold air around his wet shaft. Jimmy felt the tight warmth grip his head as he plunged back in and it took all his will power not to push farther. Instead he let the head pop out and he pushed in again hearing the girl gasp as it entered her another inch.
Christie felt the pain fading and in fact felt warmth flood her lower regions as if welcoming this huge invader. As the boy slowly pulled out and pushed on farther each time, she found herself exploring the boy's stomach and chest with her hands, marveling at how rock hard this skinny boy's muscles were. When he was pressed fully into her, she groaned loudly as parts of her she never knew existed were being stabbed with that fat head.
Jimmy found if he slowly pulled out and pressed in, the girl quit stopping him and within a minute of thrusting he realized he was finally, totally inside a woman's vagina. He heard Rick say he was timing it and began pulling all the way out and slamming all the way in since Christie seemed to like it by the way she was gripping his ass.
Rick and Mike found themselves bending over and watching their friend's cock disappear into the beautiful pink lips. Her pussy lips stretched wide accommodating that thick shaft.
Her exploring took her to the boy's ass...rock hard flesh pulsing under her hands as the boy drove into her harder and harder. 'Shit, no way could I cum this fast.' She thought, 'Not when he will be pulling out soon. Why did I say just 30 seconds? Fuck! Forgive me Doug, this feels incredible.' Thoughts tumbled through her as the pleasure mounted.
"Time!" Rick yelled, "My turn."
Christie initially grabbed that hard ass and pulled herself hard against him hard before kissing the red-faced boy and letting him pull out. "That was really nice, Jimmy. You're going leave a lot of girls limp and totally spent."
Seeing Jimmy finally crawl off the blonde, Rick climbed between her legs and looked down at the girl, "Thanks for doing this. You have to be the most beautiful woman in the world and we are so lucky that you're allowing us to make love to you."
Christie felt the giant cock throbbing in her hand and almost laughed. 'I should be thanking you.' She thought as she lined his cock up. She realized Rick should have gone first since he had a smaller, spear-shaped head, with the same fat shaft and would have stretched her out a bit more easily.
Rick felt his cock enter a woman for the first time and as he pushed in, he stopped and pulled out as Jimmy did, but Christie grabbed his ass and pulled him into her all the way. He immediately began pumping in and out of the girl's pussy and groaned as he knew what was coming. Right when Mike yelled "Time!" Rick collapsed onto those beautiful breasts and felt to most intense orgasm of his life hit. No way could he stop so he thrust into that hole over and over until there was nothing more he could dump into her.
Christie knew Rick couldn't hold back and rather than push him off, ruining his first orgasm with a woman, she kissed his neck fiercely while wrapping her legs around him. When he was finally spent, she let him lie there panting while looking apologetically at Mike who was standing there stroking his fat cock.
Rick finally roused himself, "God, I'm so sorry. It just came up on my all at once." He looked down at the smiling girl, "God, I love you." He stopped and put his head down, "Crap, I'm really sorry. I came inside you. I should have pulled out, but it hit me so fast I really didn't expect it." He pushed himself up feeling his cock slide out of that slick hole.
"Don't be sorry. It's fine, I'm not fertile right now, at least I hope not. I understand, it's your first time and all. You'll learn to control that beautiful cock of yours." She pulled his head down to her and kissed him. "It was wonderful. You always want to remember this as a time where you gave me a tremendous complement."
Mike punched Rick in the shoulder, "I told you wouldn't last a minute with her." He looked at Christie and stammered, "We might have talked about the possibility...you know, perhaps..."
Christie giggled, "Fucking me? I'm shocked. Three virile boys such as yourselves wanting to fuck poor little old me?" She pulled Mike on top of her and felt that his cock was perhaps not as fat as the other two, but had a really nice curve to it and was perhaps a bit longer. She guided him inside her and felt him take over immediately.
Mike was in heaven. Even though he was third, her vagina still gripped his cock and he felt the girl responding as she wrapped her legs around him and used her heels to urge him on. When Jimmy yelled "Time!" he tried to pull out, but Christie held onto him.



"I think the 30 second rule went out the window when Rick decided to cum inside me. Mike, take as much time as you want and enjoy. You can cum inside me also." She looked at Jimmy, "Don't keep stroking that because you'll have your turn again."
Mike looked down at the creamy white, naked form under him; the massive mounds bouncing up and down with each stroke; the intense feeling boiling up in his balls until with a loud cry he exploded into a girl's pussy for the first time. He realized that he was not wasting his sperm for the first time in his life and after what seemed like minutes he collapsed onto the girl, feeling her warm tits against his bare chest. He kissed her earlobe and whispered, "Damn, you are so hot. I wish I could hold you all night...lie here and never let my cock leave your pussy."
Christie felt the same way. These three boys filled her up more than she'd ever felt and Ed and Doug might be a bit upset if they knew what she was feeling. As Mike crawled off her, she again looked at that large head on Jimmy and licked her lips. "Hey there, haven't we met before?" As Jimmy got between her legs she stopped him, "Just a thought, but perhaps you'd like to try a different position?"
Jimmy looked at her and grinned, "Could I fuck you from behind? I really love your ass." He sat back on the couch.
Christie turned over and on all fours, looked back at him, "I guess you know what to do." She wiggled her ass and as she buried her face in the couch she felt that huge head spread her cunt wide and drive into her with a single thrust. "Oh fuck, yes. That's it, fuck me." She moaned. She reached back and played with her clit as the boy stabbed her pussy over and over like a pile driver. The warmth flowed through her midsection
The boy looked down on the creamy with ass cheeks remembering his thought seeing those break the water in the pool. So far away, so untouchable, so off-limits and here he was, his painfully hard cock buried deep against these porcelain globes. He grabbed her ass and pounded against her and as his thumbs swept across that pink asshole, he heard Christie moan so he kept his thumb there and pressed.
Christie was getting closer and feeling the boy press against her ass, she encouraged him by pressing back and when she felt him enter her rectum she felt every part of her begin to lose control, even her nipples scraping against the couch were almost too intense.
Jimmy drove his thumb to the knuckle and as he fucked this tight, slick pussy he hoped he could last longer than his friends had, but understood how they came so quickly feeling that slick hole suck on his cock, the tight ring gripping his thumb...what would that feel around his cock? This was 100x better than jerking off and never wanted it to end. His determination to hold off was eroding away as he heard the girl grunt in pleasure louder the harder he drove into her. When she cried out it was more than he could bear and he pushed into her with all his weight and erupted what felt like gallons on sperm into her as she writhed beneath him.
They both collapsed on their sides on the couch, sweaty, flushed, panting. Christie felt Jimmy's hands reach around and cup her tits, feeling them, exploring how they felt. She looked at the other two boys and saw that they were stroking their cocks and watching their friend use her body, her married body for his pleasure. She felt the boy's cock soften and slide out releasing a flood of cum onto the couch. She immediately cupped her pussy and looked over at the boys, "Perhaps one of you could grab a towel or something?"
Rick ran over to the wet bar and found a clean towel and ran over and handed it to the beautiful blonde. He and Mike watched intently as she opened her legs and wiped all the creamy fluids they deposited in her. They were both fully hard watching and fully realizing they deposited their sperm in a woman for the first time.
Christie extricated herself from the boy and stood up. She checked the time and was stunned to see it was after one AM. She groaned thinking that even if she got to sleep now, she'd be exhausted in the morning. She walked over to grab her clothes and stopped feeling a hand on her shoulder.
"Wait, before you get dressed, I'd really like a hug...you know, skin to skin." Rick said. He pulled her close and felt his aching cock press against the girl's stomach. He whispered in her ear, "I'm sorry I said 'I love you'. I got carried away. Thank you."
Christie felt his rigid rod bruising her stomach and felt sad for the boy, "That's ok. I like hearing that." She looked at Mike standing next to her, his cock fully erect and over at Jimmy sitting on the couch stroking his cock.
She stepped away from Rick and looked at the three boys. "Ok, I can't just leave with you boys like this, but I don't think we have time for you to each fuck me." She looked down at the floor as if trying to decide...she suddenly realized she wanted this, she was no longer thinking that she couldn't leave the boys like this because of pity, she wanted to have three cocks inside her at once. Three huge cocks. This opportunity might never come up again. Time to throw off the bowlines.
She looked at Mike and told him to lie on the thick rug in front of the couch. She grabbed Rick's hand and pulled him over to where Mike was getting down. "I want you to fuck my ass and," looking at Jimmy, "I want your beautiful cock in my mouth again. We should finish what we started." She straddled Mike's waist, grabbed his cock and lowered herself onto the long, curved shaft. "Ahhhh, nice." She sighed. She raised and lowered herself onto that hard shaft a few times before becoming Rick, "Come here. I need to get that cock of your nice and wet so you can slide right into my ass.
Rick came over and groaned when feeling the lips wrap around his head, the tongue attack him, the warm mouth taking more of him in. Finally, she pulled off him and he saw his cock was dripping wet with her saliva.
"Ok, get behind and take it slow. Like Jimmy did with my pussy." Christie leaned forward and felt the boy press against her ass. "Ahhhh. Yesss, that's nice." She moaned as the head easily popped into her tight hole. "That's it, let me get used to you." She looked at Mike, "You can't cum quickly. I want this to last, sweetie. I want you and Rick to fuck the shit out of me as soon as he is all the way in." She looked back at Rick, "Ok, I think I'm good. Do what you want with my ass."
Rick couldn't believe that anything could feel better that Christies pussy, but the tightness, the heat, the feeling of his stomach pressing against that gorgeous ass was incredible. As he and Mike awkwardly tried to set up a rhythm, he was aware his balls were rubbing against another man's penis, but he didn't care.
Christie felt the two boys get in sync, amazed how filled up she felt, how intense all the feelings were and realized her mouth was available. She and beckoned Jimmy over, "Come here stud. I need your cock back in my mouth." After Jimmy knelt down beside Mike, she clamped her mouth onto that semi-soft shaft and sucked hard as she torqued her pelvis on the ungiving shafts stuffing her ass and cunt.
Mike reached up and grabbed those flopping tits and squeezed them as he felt not only the tight pussy hugging his dick, but Rick's cock furiously pumping in and out of the blonde goddess's ass. He loved how his body was being crushed under the weight of both Christie and his friend. He looked over and saw Jimmy's now fully erect cock slide in and out of the girl's mouth and was amazed how much she could take down her throat.
Jimmy loved the fact his cock was inside that gorgeous blonde's mouth and wondered if he should pull out, or if she expected him to cum in her mouth. He grabbed that long blonde hair and pulled her onto his cock and when she didn't resist, he pumped harder and deeper into her throat. He felt his balls begin that familiar ache and began to panic thinking perhaps he should pull out.
Christie felt the boy release her hair and his humping against her mouth slow down, so she pulled the cock out of the throat and mouth. She looked up at the flushed face, "Yes, yes you can cum in my mouth." She opened her mouth and dove onto the shaft and groaned happily when the boy grabbed her hair again and thrust hard into her face. She was soon rewarded with the hot jets splatting against the back of her throat.
Jimmy felt like he was going to pass out as he grunted out spurt after spurt on the rapidly sucking mouth and when the last pulse faded, he blissfully collapsed back onto his heels and lay on his side watching. He reached out and touch those bruised looking lips and whispered, "Thanks" as he closed his eyes and fell asleep.
Rick, feeling that ass beneath him and watching the girl swallow his friend's seed swore loudly that he was cumming and slammed into that ass hard, grunting out shot after shot into the slick, tight rectum before pulling out and flopping down on the other side of the fucking couple. He looked over, felt his eyes flutter, and also fell asleep.
Christie grinned down at Mike, "I guess it's just us. Interested in trying another position? I feel like I've been crushing you."
Mike hands explored the girl on top of him, trying to memorize those breasts, the smooth bare back, the wonderful ass, that face..."I just want you to cum on my cock. Would you like to?" He said stroking those rosy cheeks.
"Hmmmm. Yes, I can do that." Christie said as she ground her cunt against that nice curved cock. She arched her back and began rubbing her clit against the boy's shaft, feeling the raw stimulation against her. She reached up and pulled the boy's hands onto her breasts, "Yes, play with my nipples...yesss, like that."
The harder Mike pinched and pulled on the amazingly hard nipples, the harder he felt his cock being used and as he sucked a nipple into his mouth he heard the girl pant repeatedly and grind harder against him.
Christie felt wave after wave of pleasure wash through her as she humped up and down on that long cock, her pants turning into grunts as she felt her head spin. Finally, she collapsed onto the boy, breathing hard.
Mike held the girl feeling incredible love, realizing if she passes out he wouldn't get to cum again, but it didn't bother him. The most beautiful woman he'd ever seen just used his cock, used him to cum so hard she almost passed out. He felt his pride swell as he stroked the naked woman.
Christie pushed herself up and looked at Mike, "Ok Sweetie, you need relief now." She looked at that contented face and smiled, "You're very good. I've rarely ever cum as hard as that, but now it's your turn. You can use me however you like, any position you want."
Mike looked up at that beautiful face feeling incredible elation hearing this offer. He thought for just a second, "Perhaps bent over the pool table like before?"
She pulled off the boy and stood up. She put out her hand and pulled him to his feet. She led him over to the pool table and bent over, legs wide, looking back at him. "Does this work for you?"
Mike nodded and stepped forward and lined his cock up with the sopping pussy and drove into her. He heard Christie let out a low groan as he buried himself over and over into that wonderful feeling pussy reveling in the fact he had this woman all to himself as his friends had passed out. Bending over, he grabbed those marvelous flopping tits. "Do you like it from behind?"
"Yes, yesss. You feel really good inside me." Christie panted. "Mmmmm, yes. I like my nipples played with. Fuck me as hard as you want. Yes, uhh, uhhh fuck."
Mike groaned hearing the girl loving his cock. He continued playing with the hard nipples while sliding his hand down to stroke the girl's clit. She immediately writhed against him harder and her panting got more ragged. He pulled out as far as he could and slammed into her and hearing her grunts, he repeated this over and over reveling in how pliable the previously untouchable woman had become. He felt himself getting close and didn't want this to end, so he pulled out and turned the girl around. He lifted her up onto the pool table and pulled her legs open and slammed back into that sopping pussy.
Christie was amazed that this young boy had so much stamina, so eager, so fucking hard. She closed her eyes and grabbed her flopping tits as she opened her legs wide, accepting his long cock and wallowing in the pre-orgasmic waves of pleasure. "God, yes, fuck me." She panted. She looked up at the sweating boy, "Keep doing what you want. I love it when a man takes charge, takes what he wants. Uhhhh, yesss. Do what you want to me, baby."
"Damn, Christie, you are so fucking hot. I could do you all night, but I need to feel my cock in your mouth. Get up." Mike ordered, feeling a rush of confidence. He pulled out of her feeling the amazing suction on his dick. He stepped back and watched as the girl jumped off the table and knelt in front of him and took his cock into her mouth. As she cleaned her juices off his cock, she began sucking on it, pumping her fist around the shaft. "Oh yesss," he sighed, "Damn you are a great cocksucker." Hearing her groan in pleasure hearing him, he continued, "That's it, suck on it. Take it all the way down your throat, yessss."
Christie obeyed and opened her throat and allowed that long shaft deep into her gullet. Choking, she pulled off and looked up at the boy, "Sorry, I can't take you that way. But, perhaps if I got back on the table..." She stood and climbed up on the pool table and lay on her back, her head hanging over the edge looking at the glistening cock and huge balls right in front of her mouth, "Ok baby, fuck my mouth. Mmmm mmm."
Mike wasted no time shoving his dick in the girl's wide-open mouth and slowly pushed his hips forward. He felt Christie's hands on his ass pulling him deeper and deeper. "Oh gees!" he moaned as he pulled back out and thrust forward. He was amazed how the girl could take his entire cock into her throat and as he reached down to squeeze those fleshy mounds, he could see his cock expand her throat, 'Crap! I'm that deep in this beautiful woman's throat." Rather than cum as he knew he could if he stayed there another minute, he pulled out and leaned down to kiss the gasping girl. "Thanks, now get up. I want to spear you with my cock." He held out his hand and pulled her off the table and kissed her again.
Keeping his lips locked to the young blonde's, he grabbed her ass and lifted her up and effortlessly guided his dick into her waiting slit.
"Ooooohhhh." She grunted as she wrapped her legs around the boy's waist. As she felt herself being lifted and dropped onto that cock, she was amazed how strong this skinny boy was and as she ground against that cock, she began to feel a powerful tingling in her midsection that spread rapidly throughout her lower torso. She felt that hard, curved cock pushing against her vagina and suddenly thought about a G spot. She'd thought it was an urban myth but, this was new. She began grinding harder on that cock and soon exploded hard as jolts shot through her in wave after wave.
Mike felt the writhing, gasping girl go limp in his arms as she collapsed from what appeared to be a really intense orgasm and felt juiced flowing down his legs. He realized he made the girl cum so hard, her pussy flooded with cum. He carried her to the couch and lay her down on her back, his cock still buried inside her.
Christie felt herself spinning off in ecstasy and when things became clearer, she saw Mike looking down at her as he pumped his cock into her slurping cunt. "I passed out? I've never felt anything like that. What happened?" She asked. She looked over at the two boys sleeping on the rug and back at Mike. "You need to cum. We should get some sleep before the guys come back."
Mike nodded at her, "I've been so close for a long time. I just want to do one more thing." He pulled out and lifted the girl's legs up to her chest and when Christie grabbed them, he pressed his cock against her asshole and gently pushed in.
Christie groaned when Mike's cock slipped easily into her ass and she watched his clenched face as he focused on the feeling he must have and soon felt his thrusts becoming harder and deeper. "Wow, you do take what you want." She rocked her hips and ass up against the urgently thrusting boy knowing he was close...cumming.
"Oh fuck. Uhhh, uhh ,uh ,uh, uhhhhhhh." Mike groaned as he emptied his balls into the girl's ass. He pistoned into the hole a bit shallower and shallower until he drove all the way in one last time and collapsed on top of her. He looked lovingly over at the sweating girl and kissed her. As he felt his cock slip out, he opened his mouth and tasted her warm saliva while pressing his tongue against hers. Breaking the kiss, he looked down at her, "Thank you. I know you're married, but you made me...all three of us, so incredibly happy. I dreamt about what it would be like, this first time, but no fantasy ever approached this."
Christie looked up at the boy wondering why she felt no guilt, just a pleasurable exhaustion. "This is not a cliché, it was my pleasure. You boys definitely have serious gifts...cocks. Christ, I really love that cock of yours." She gently pushed him off, "But, as fun as this has been, I need to get some sleep before my husband comes back."
Mike lay there and watched as the perfect naked girl walked over and cleaned herself up. He sat up as she went over to get her clothes and grabbed her and pulled her close. "Sorry, I know this has to end, but I want to savor the feel of your bare skin against mine once more." He pulled her close and held her, stroking her hair. "I love you, Christie. I know I shouldn't say that, but I'll always love you."
Christie felt sad and leaned up and kissed the boy, "I know you do. I can feel it, but you'll love others also." She pulled away and pulled on her clothes. Turning around, she saw Mike pulling on his clothes. "I have to go to bed. You should wake them up."
"I will, but first I'm going to walk you back to your room. I wouldn't trust the streets out there this late at night." Mike grinned, taking her arm.
After opening the door to her room, Christie turned and kissed the boy again and when his hands rubbed her back, she pulled his hand onto her breast. Kissing him a little harder, she pulled away, "I am so close to inviting you to stay and let you use me the rest of the night, but..." She pecked him on the lips and gently pushed him out the door.
***************************************
Ed looked at the naked beauty lying on the bed and felt torn between stripping off his clothes; letting her sleep; waking her so they could catch their flight. They'd hold the flight since it's Jax' private jet and he'd been frustrated for the last 24 hours wanting just one more time with his employee's loaner wife.
Christie felt hands on her shoulder and looked up, "Oh, sorry. Hi. Everything go ok? You signed everything?" She sat up and kissed the older man. She looked over at the clock, "Oh Christ, I have to get dressed and pack. When are we leaving?"
"Relax, Maria and Robert helped me pack. You were out cold." He saw her look down at her nakedness, "Yeah, they did get a nice look. Robert seemed pretty interested, come to think of it, so did Maria....Kidding, I covered you up. They didn't see anything. We have an hour, so you have time. I guess you didn't get much sleep last night." He grinned at her, "Did the boys keep you up late last night? Do anything fun? Can you walk?"
Christie blushed, "Yeah. They were very entertaining. We played pool. I had no idea they could be so competitive." She climbed out of bed, "Get those dirty thoughts out of your head. You know, as a married woman, all other men are off limits." She strode into the bathroom to get ready to leave. Entering the bathroom, "Though, I did let them take certain liberties."



Ed wondered what that meant as she closed the door. He suddenly realized this might be the last time he'll ever see that perfect naked form. He sadly turned to grab his bags and set them out in the hallway.
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Sarah came in from the garage trying to be quiet as Dan had the boys from work over to watch the game. It was not that she didn't like them, she'd never even met them, but men and football always brought out the worst in them. Testosterone at its worst. Sexual innuendos, demands to fetch beers, make snacks...Christ, why would they think a woman with two doctorates, a college professor would want to be a bar maid? She shook her head. So, why would these men be different. She'd been blessed (cursed?) with a body men seemed to want. She looked down at herself appraisingly and felt proud of herself not complying to the overtly sexual way women are supposed to dress. Though, perhaps she sometimes drew attention to her all natural DDs, but nothing like on TV.
"Fuck me! He just waved at Charles. The dude plays like a girl." She heard someone yell. "They're playing like a bunch of pussies!" She was grateful Dan never talked like that. He was always very respectful towards her and all women. "Alright! Intercepted! That's how you're supposed to do it. Thank God for Alberts."
Sarah snuck into the kitchen to get some water trying not to make any noise. As she took a sip, she listened in as the group of men talked during the ads.
"So, Dan, when are we going to meet your wife?"
"I don't know. She hates football and goes into the university to get caught up on Saturdays." She heard her husband reply, "I'm sure you'll meet her someday."
"We'd better. The way you talked about her last Friday, I want to see for myself. Have you guys ever met her? What is her name again?"
"Sarah. Let's get back to the game."
"Fuck that. This game is done. Don't you have any porn?"
"No, sorry, but no porn." She heard Dan sigh, "Sarah would kill me if I brought something like that home."
Sarah smiled, 'He has that right. Women used and abused. Men seem to love women when they are simply a bunch of holes...receptacles for sperm. Who would allow themselves to be degraded like that?'
"Pussy whipped, Christ, you loved the DVD Bill had on last Friday."
"Yeah. You couldn't take your eyes off the screen. We had to deal you out for a few rounds when that bitch was getting all her holes pounded...God damn, she had a great set of tits."
"Sarah's tits are just like those?"
"No, Greg, Dan said they were better... Dan, you are so full of shit. That babe was gorgeous. No offense, but no way a woman that hot would be married to...never mind."
"Look guys, let's finish watching the game. Forget about Sarah, I really don't want you talking about her like she's some whore. She's extremely intelligent and beautiful and I never should have said anything."
"I'm going to get another beer, anyone need anything?"
Sarah panicked and dove into the pantry hearing a couple of men come into the kitchen.
"Do you see any pictures of his wife? I'd like to see if she has tits like that girl. Fuck, maybe he has some nude pics of her around."
"Dan? He watched that porn like a teenager seeing his first naked woman. No way he has anything like that."
Sarah heard a hoarse laugh, "Yeah, did you see how hard he got? He tried to hide it, but I think he got off seeing that girl do the five guys."
"I'm sure, he did say the girl could be his wife's twin, except his wife has bigger tits. Man, if he is even half right, I need to see the bitch." He was quiet for a minute, "I wonder if her pussy is shaved like that girl's. I've never been with a girl with a shaved snatch."
"Nah, from the sound of it, she might have a hot body, but she's probably a lie on her back type of girl." He laughed, "Dan must have been amazed to see what an accommodating little thing can do to a man...or rather men."
They both laughed and walked out of the kitchen, leaving Sarah fuming.
Sarah was amazed that Dan would ever discuss her like that with other men and wanted to burst into the living room and tell all these misogynistic assholes to get the fuck out. She opened the pantry door to hear the men laughing in the other room.
"Hey Dan, any pictures of Sarah? We want to see what she looks like. Any pictures of her dressed like that girl you liked so much? What was that she wearing, I mean at first?"
"Come on, you remember. The schoolgirl outfit. White blouse, plaid skirt. You missed the first 40 seconds of the movie, so you missed it. You remember, don't you Dan?"
"Yeah, your school teacher wife dressed like a young schoolgirl...you'd like that. She was so fucking hot." She heard another unknown man.
"Hey, Dan's getting excited thinking about it. I think he got off imagining that was his innocent Sarah taking care of 5 cocks."
"Guys, guys, stop it. Ok, I'll find a picture of my wife for you, but let's finish watching the game. Sure, it was hot, but you need to show more respect for her. This is my wife you're talking about."
Sarah heard the TV go back on and the men quit teasing Dan. She started to head up to their bedroom so she could slip out of her suit and perhaps get some reading in when she heard them whooping again.
"Look at that gang tackling. That guy was buried."
"Kind of like that girl who looks like your sweet wife was gang tackled in that movie the other day. Look at that, he's blushing. Christ Dan, you really fantasized that was your wife?"
"Come on guys, I never should have said anything. Let's get back to the game."
"Fuck, look at him. I swear he's getting boner thinking about his wife being gang tackled. Ok. Ok. I'll shut up. Man, we're just teasing you."
"God, Sarah would kill me and you guys if she could hear you."
Sarah wished she could see if Dan was truly excited, but amazed he would even think about other men screwing her...doing her. She actually found her breathing was deeper and she felt unusually warm.
"Ok, dude. Relax, we'll be good if we ever meet her."
"Good? We'll be great! We'll show her how she's always wanted to be treated."
"And that's why you'll never meet her. She'd never put up with your crude sexual innuendoes and advances." She heard Dan say.
"Maybe, but perhaps in the right circumstances. We should play some touch football. Then when we gang tackle her, you could realize your fantasy."
Sarah heard all the men, except perhaps Dan laugh loudly.
"Yeah, maybe we could convince her to wear that schoolgirl outfit when we play."
"Alright, can you just leave it alone... Yeah. The girl looked like Sarah. A lot like her, but she's not like that at all. Maybe that's why I thought it was so hot. Perhaps, some part of me would like her to be a bit looser... You know, do a bit more in bed..." Dan said sadly.
"Tell her. Tell her you'd like to try some things. Maybe she'll surprise you."
"I have. She doesn't like...you know, anything except the basics." Dan sighed, "I think she was raised pretty conservatively. Her parents never let her date and she was really focused on getting straight A's so I don't think she minded."
"So, you really did wish the bitch in the movie was her. You wanted to see your Sarah with cocks filling all her holes. Fuck, man! You're really sick, I love it! You never swear, never ogle the cute waitresses, but seeing that bitch getting gang-banged really got to you, huh?" The room was completely quiet. "Did it? Did that movie wake something up in you?"
"Yeah. It did." Sarah could see in her mind Dan looking around at all the other guys with those big brown eyes of his, "I've thought about that scene since last Friday. When I got home, I woke Sarah up and...you know. I imagined I was one of many guys...doing her. Her tits were bouncing all over the place I was fucking her so hard. God, she'd kill me if she heard me now, if she knew. I'm sure she suspected something when I needed to do her a second time"
"If she looks like that little cunt in the video, she'd know how I felt and what I wanted. My cock would have spent a lot of time in all her holes and she'd be offering them to me whenever I wanted. You have to take charge of this bitch, man. Life's too short to just fantasize about her. Take what's yours." Another voice said.
Sarah was shocked. Shocked to hear her talked about as a piece of meat, a bunch of holes. Shocked hearing her really sweet husband say fucking, describing her breasts as they made love...they fucked, telling other men about their private moments. She remembered how hard he was, how quickly he came. She should have known there was something up when he was hard again in 15 minutes and climbed on top of her again.
Sarah suddenly realized her fingers on her right hand were soaked and snatched her hand out from her panties. Blushing, she realized listening to the men discuss her like that was getting her excited. She heard someone coming into the kitchen, so she fled down the hall and up into their bedroom.
Not thinking, she began undressing and when she was naked, found herself standing naked in front of the full length mirror. She looked at her huge breasts, analyzing them as something sexual, something that drew men to her. She lifted them, feeling how heavy they were. She admired the large brown areolae and eraser size nipples. Her waist was still extremely narrow, which accentuated her flared hips. She played with her breasts as she studied her form. She gasped and her knees buckled as her thumbs flicked across the aroused tips. She looked down at the dark brown bush and thought about what the men said about the shaved girl. Her fingers ran through the soft bush and wondered what she would feel like smooth...hairless. Those guys needed to be taught a lesson.
She looked back up at her brown eyes and saw no doubt what she was going to do. She turned and headed into the bathroom and grabbed her razor.
****************************************************
The guys thankfully had gone on from Dan and the girl in the porno to Bill's pending promotion. VP of something...a new position that would put him over everyone in the regional office. Dan was still watching the game, not paying attention to Bill telling how he got it, the guys gasp and Bill blurt out, "Oh my God!"
He looked at Bill then spun around towards the kitchen to see a young girl with pigtails, a cute schoolgirl outfit... He jumped up, "Sarah! What are you doing home? What are you wearing?"
"Hi, sorry to interrupt your game. I just wanted to say hi." She giggled and looked at the five men gawking at her. "I had to run home and change. We're having role reversal day Monday and I need to come in as a student, you know, a schoolgirl. I hope this is alright." She looked around at the men, "Sadly, I never experienced much of the teen years in school since I graduated at 13 and immediately went to college." She looked down at herself. "I hope I look ok. Anyhow, I'm heading over to Dean Albrecht's office as we're having a faculty party and we're supposed to show up as students tonight so he can make sure we look the part.
He grabbed her by the shoulders and looked at her outfit. Her white blouse was half unbuttoned, displaying considerable cleavage, but as she had no bra on and her dark nipples were fully evident, it didn't matter. His hand immediately slid down and under the ridiculously short skirt to feel a bare ass. "Shit, you're not going over there dressed like that, you're not even wearing panties." He whispered to her.
"Wait, I've got a thong on. I thought you'd like this look." She mewed in his ear, "And actually, there is something completely bare..."
"Hey, ease up on her." One of the men said, "She's fucking hot, and she's doing it for you."
"Thanks, um...perhaps you should introduce your friends." Sarah said, looking at Dan.
"Sorry, um, this is Greg, Bill, Chip, Alex and Junior." Dan said indicating the five men. "Junior is really Steve, but his dad..." he said indicating the tall black man, before turning his attention back to his totally out of character wife.
Sarah looked around and sweetly grinned at each. She was taken how different they all were. Greg was short and looked extremely strong. Bill was obviously the oldest and was had the look of a manager. Chip looked like a Nordic Olympic athlete, Alex , freckled, a bit chubby, an accountant and Junior...Junior looked like a middle linebacker. She felt her juices flow seeing how big he was and her eyes snagged on the huge snake running down his leg as she scanned him. She jerked her look back to her husband who was pulling her face back towards his.
He looked back at his wife looking flushed. "I'm shocked. I've never seen you out of a pant suit. And you cannot go out like that, you really have to wear a bra." He hissed.
Sarah stepped back feeling quite exposed all of a sudden. "I'll run upstairs and grab one. I didn't think anyone would notice. Nice meeting you guys, but I have to go find a long coat and get to the staff party." She suddenly started giggling thinking of the word staff. She kissed Dan quickly and turned, flipping up her skirt exposing her bare cheeks.
"MISS NEWBERRY!"
Sarah abruptly stopped and turned to see the older man, Bill with his hands on his hips glaring sternly at her.
"Yes?" She said meekly?
"YES, WHAT?" The glowering man spat out.
"Yes, sir?"
"That's better. You weren't excused. Get your ass back over here." As Sarah meekly turned and walked over to her, all the guys except Bill and Dan were grinning in anticipation.
Sarah felt her stomach doing flips wondering why she was obeying this strange man she'd just met. She turned and walked over to him and stopped with her hands primly clasped in front of her.
"You know the dress code. Skirts no more than an inch above the knee." He ran his hand on the beautiful girl's silky smooth exposed thigh. "Girls' blouses with only the top button allowed undone, unless that leaves too much skin is exposed." He slid his hand along the open vee brushing his fingers across the massive mounds exposed. "What do you have to say for yourself?"
Sarah stammered, "Sir, I was hot. We were playing outside and it got warm." She looked defiantly at the gruff looking man, "Sir, the boys got to take their shirts off. Why couldn't I unbutton a few buttons?"
"Ok, this is fun, but let's stop this. Sarah, Go get your coat and go to your party." Dan tried to say forcefully.
"SHUT UP! SIT DOWN!" Bill snarled pointing at the chair in the corner. He turned to the blushing girl, "Ok, go get me a ruler. I'm thinking one swat per inch that your skirt violates the dress code." When Sarah didn't move but looked at her husband, Bill barked, "Now it's one swat per centimeter. Shall we make in one per millimeter?"
"Yes, sir." Sarah quickly turned and was fully aware how her breasts flopped under thin material as she moved across the room.
Dan plopped down and looked on frantically wondering what was happening. He didn't recognize the woman in the room...actually, he did recognize her. She was almost exactly like the slut in the porn video they watched. His cock was tenting his pants and he crossed his arms in his lap trying to hide his excitement. "Bill, this is great fun, but that's enough..." His voice trailed off seeing the older man turn his glare fully on him.
The five guys watched as the girl trotted back in, pigtails and tits bouncing all over. Her skirt kept flipping up tantalizingly until she stopped and handed the ruler to their boss.
Sarah felt her pussy leaking and wished she hadn't been so bold...stupid as to not wear full panties. She futilely tugged on the hem of her obscenely short skirt trying to make it a bit longer.
"Inches, only inches...Alex, get over here. You're the math geek." Bill said looking at the ruler. "Here, measure from her knees to the hem and you'll have to convert to centimeters since this just has inches. Don't forget to subtract the inch." He looked at Sarah, "That's what you wanted, isn't it? Wearing this bare excuse for a skirt. Were you hanging upside down on the jungle jim again? You think we teachers don't see what you do at recess?"
"Yes, sir." Sarah said softly as she saw the man with the round, wire-rimmed glasses kneel down in front of her as she pulled her legs tightly together.
Alex looked up and could see the dark shadow under the skirt, but couldn't make anything out. As he tried to measure, he looked up at Bill. "Mr. McDermitt, with her legs like that, I'm not going to get an accurate measurement."
Bill looked down, "So how should she stand?" He looked at Sarah, "We have to be very accurate, so listen to Alex...millimeters, remember?"
"Sir, I think if her feet were even with her hips," he reached up and put a hand on either hip and pulled back his hands about 16 inches apart. "I think about this far."
Sarah felt panic knowing how exposed she'll be to this strange man, but hearing Mr. McDermitt take a deep breath, she immediately opened her stance.
Alex softly moaned seeing the sheer strip of material barely cover her obviously fully-shaved pussy.
"Alex! We're not here for your pleasure." Bill snapped. "Get on with it."
Sarah heard snickers all around the room, even, she thought, from Dan. She felt the man's hands on her thigh as he held the ruler up against her leg. She knew he could see and smell her incredible arousal.
"14 inches, sir. So that makes 13 times 2.54...um, 33 centimeters." Alex stood up and winked at the blushing girl hoping later he'd get a better look...better access of that clam-shell tight cunt.
"OK, so let's get this over with." Bill said as he led the girl over to the couch. He pointed to the arm and as she hesitated, he said in a sinister hiss, "Millimeters?"
Dan watched as his previously conservative, strait-laced wife bend over the arm of the couch, exposing her ass cheeks. He wanted to jump up and put a stop to this charade, but he couldn't imagine how convincing he'd be with not just a huge tent in his pants but an obvious wet spot forming.
Bill flipped the skirt all the way up onto her back. "You are a very nasty little bitch, aren't you? Is this how you tease the boys at recess?" Bill looked around at the eager looking men, "Has she been teasing all of you?" Seeing them all come closer and nodding their heads, he sighed. "I guess it's only fair that these four boys all get a chance to punish you for teasing them." He reached down and stroked those beautiful creamy mounds. With no warning, he slapped her right cheek causing her to yelp.
The five men all watched the waves flow across the girl's reddening ass as he spanked her again and again.
Sarah found herself trying to pull away from the man's hand, but that meant her legs were parting and her intensely excited pussy was pressing into the arm of the couch. As she heard the man finally say "Nine." She felt something building, something strange. Could she be close to cumming?
Bill softly stroked the bright red cheeks, allowing his fingers to slide between them, across that thin strip unable to hide the brown anus (knowing he'd make sure his dick would become intimate with soon enough) and pressed against the moist material covering her slit. "Miss Newberry, I'm afraid you've wet your panties. We better take them off so you don't ruin them more."
Sarah tried to close her legs, "Please sir, I couldn't help myself, but I'm sure they'll be fine."
Bill reached up and yanked the thong completely off the girl and when she futilely attempted to close her legs he nodded to Alex who grabbed her right thigh while he grabbed her left and spread her open.
He looked around, "Ok, boys. Who has she been teasing lately?" Seeing Greg raise his hand, he had to smile. "Ok, but Greg, remember how strong you are. Be gentle on her."
Dan stared with glassy eyes wishing he could pull out his cock and jerk off as he could see his wife's shaved pussy. When did she do that? It was quite furry yesterday. He looked at all his friends' faces and was totally resigned to let this play out since they'd most likely just take what they wanted anyhow if he tried to stop them.



Sarah turned her head and looked at the size of the man's hand and shuddered. She felt the first smack and even though it was quite heavy, it was almost gentle.
Greg softly smacked the most beautiful ass he'd ever laid eyes on, ever felt and when he panted out "Six," he also ran his fingers down the girl's crevice and reaching her sopping cunt, pressed his middle finger into her hearing her grunt. With a quick flick across her protruding clit, he pulled his hand out. He turned to Bill, "Thank you Mr. McDermitt, I've wanted to do that for a while now."
"You're welcome. Alex, I see you are ready." Bill nodded at his employee.
Sarah found herself opening her legs up more and more as the men took turns spanking her ass, probing her excited pussy and found herself biting her lip as she came closer and closer to exploding. Finally, she "heard Bill call out "Thirty-three. Stand up." As she stood, she felt her legs give out and saw these huge dark brown arms snake around her chest pulling her up. Finally, although able to stand on her own, she was aware that Junior was not letting go, in fact his huge hands were attempting to fully cover her double-Ds. She was aware all five men circled her, looking at her with the same intense look.
"That's very good, Junior. But perhaps our girl is tired." He put his hand under her chin, "Are you tired, honey? Perhaps you should kneel down on the floor. 33 swats is a lot and I'll bet you'd like to rest."
Sarah nodded and let Junior lower her to the floor onto her knees feeling her nipples scream out as his fingers scraped across them. She saw she was at crotch level with five men, and she had very little space, not because they were standing too close, but because the five tents all around, right in front of her face. She felt like running realizing where she was, who she was. The only outlet for the angry cocks pointing at her.
Seeing the beautiful girl spin her head around looking at the incredible projections, Bill growled, "You know what to do. These are all your fault you know. You cannot tease the boys like this. It's not healthy for them to get a hard-on like that without release." As he watched the girl tentatively reach up and feel the cock facing her, Bill groaned in disappointment. "Tell me you didn't learn from 33 swats."
Sarah glanced at her husband saw him struggle to hide a huge tent, his eyes wide and unblinking like he was anxious to see his wife suck on another man's cock. She turned back and unbuckled the pants, found the zipper and lowered it, letting the khakis flop to the floor. She saw the perfectly shaped penis and traced the shape with her hand before pulling his underpants down gingerly. She watched as the pink penis appeared and was amazed how different it was from her husband's, even though it looked to be the same size. Dan's had head like a spear, whereas this had a fat mushroom cap. She shuddered thinking how this and the others would most likely spear her everywhere by the end of the night.
When the warm rod slapped against her face and the girl finally grabbed it and began to stroke it, Bill snapped, "Good lord, girl. Put it in your mouth. It's like you've never seen one of these before. You seem to have had a lot to say earlier. Now use your mouth for something productive." The girl's tongue came out gingerly at first exploring the head, but seemingly satisfied, began tonguing the entire shaft and head before pulling the resisting member down and pushing her mouth over it.
Chip groaned as he felt those warm lips wrap around his aching cock. 'Christ, how long had it been throbbing in my pants? How long since a women blew me?' He thought gleefully. He saw her gag with just a few inches of his cock in her mouth, but her tongue was really active, flicking all over his sensitive head. 'So close,' he thought.
"Greg, Alex, she whined earlier that the boys could take their shirts off and not the girls. I feel bad about the spanking. Let's make her more comfortable. And might as well get rid of the illegal skirt also." He undid his pants and stepped out of them, "Also, let's try to be more efficient. Get your clothes off so you have your cocks out, so she doesn't have to work for them."
Sarah felt Chip's hand on her head as she felt hands yanking on her blouse, popping the buttons. Her breasts suddenly feeling the cool air, nipples hardening even more. She reflexively lifted her knees allowing the men to pull off her skirt. She eagerly refocused on the warm, fleshy rod stabbing her face. She found if she gripped the shaft at the base, Chip couldn't press the head against the back of her throat. Why had she resisted doing this before? The slick, smooth rod felt so natural, so right sliding past her lips. She was stunned how much sperm simply leaked out of the tip and she found herself swallowing reflexively to keep up with the flow. Her head started bobbing more rapidly on the shaft hearing the men encouraging her. Telling her how well she was doing it. She felt so pleased since she'd tasted a cock just once...once and she was revolted thinking how that is where pee shoots out. Now, it was actually exciting thinking that. A man's dirty cock ready to shoot out his seed into her mouth...and she wanted him to!
Dan couldn't believe his wife was allowing men she's just met to strip her naked, to put their cocks in her mouth. In fact, the way she was attacking Chip's cock didn't look like she was unhappy about it. He finally had to pull his painfully erect cock out of his pants and stroked it as he watched his newly slutty wife surrounded by five quite impressive cocks. This was not happening. This had to be a dream, but he sat very still not wanting to wake up.
Chip looked down at those newly freed monster tits and saw how they bounced the more he pumped his hips into the girl's mouth and grabbing her head, grunted out as he spasmed jet after jet of his hot sperm into the girl's throat.
"Miss Newberry, don't you dare let any on that boy's sperm get on my nice clean floor. That's a good girl, swallow it all." Bill said approvingly.
Sarah grinned happily around the first man's cock to cum in her mouth, feeling a wave of pleasure flow through her as she rapidly swallowed the sour tasting cream.
With a satisfied groan, Chip pulled out of her mouth, hearing a slurpy pop and sat on the chair behind him. Has stroked his slimy cock as he looked over at Dan. Seeing the girl's husband stroking himself, he grinned at him and winked before turning his attention back to the girl, wearing only knee socks trying to open her mouth wide enough to take in Greg's fat sausage.
Dan's jaw had dropped seeing his friend cum in his wife's mouth. She just once had her mouth on his cock on their wedding night and that was for perhaps two minutes. Never again. She said she didn't like the taste and thought it was unsanitary. And, he wondered how she would ever be able to open her mouth wide enough to take in that fat tube. He used to think Greg was full of shit when he bragged how his cock was as fat as a coke can.
Sarah pushed, stroked and tongued the uncircumcised head in a panic thinking she would disappoint Mr. McDermitt, but finally felt her jaw muscles relax and hearing the men compliment her on how she was able to do this, she began pumping her face against the man, feeling the mass fill more and more of her mouth. Soon, she felt him slide past the back of her tongue and enter her throat.
"Good girl, you're learning to behave. Keep it up and we'll let you cum, but only after you've given these boys the relief they need. Are you going to be good and not tease them anymore?" Bill asked.
Sarah nodded her head as she sucked the juices out of Greg's plump shaft and slid her hands up his hairy ass. She opened her mouth wider and stifled the gagging as the huge head pressed harder against the back of her throat.
"Boys, look at those nipples, I think they're cold. I can't believe I have to tell you this, but get down there and warm them up." Bill ordered Alex and Junior. He nodded approvingly as the two men grabbed those pendulous, tear-drop shaped tits. Alex immediately leaned over and sucked a huge nipple into his mouth, hungrily attacking it.
Sarah felt her twat ache for attention with her tender nipples being roughly stimulated and she dropped a hand down to touch herself, God, she needed to touch herself.
"Sarah! Did I say you could do that? You need to learn to focus on the task at hand...or mouth as it were." Bill said sternly.
Sarah snatched her hand back up disappointed and aching to be touched, but obeyed and gripped the man's ass, amazed at how hard his muscles were, how they flexed with each thrust, how solid he was having to reach around him. She was shocked when she felt his mass of pubic hair against her nose realizing a man was fully fucking her mouth like some whore. She let him take over thrusting his hips when she felt something heavy slap against her chin. She reached around and would have gasped, had her mouth not been full, feeling the size of the man's testicles. With a jolt, she realized they must be filled with a massive amount of sperm and as she thought that, she felt the huge mitt on the back of her head pull her hard as hot, salty juices shot against the back of her throat.
"That's it Miss Newberry, good girl. Swallow it all. I've heard people say he can cum a quarter cup. You should be really happy he's giving it to you. Remember, don't let any of it go to waste.
Greg felt his knees get weak as he felt that fucking bitch's mouth clamp down, her tongue pressing hard against his shaft as he emptied his aching balls into the girl's stomach. He found that he'd been gripping the poor girl's pigtails pulling her against him and as she swallowed the last of his goo, he let go and slowly extracted his fat snake from her gullet. "God damn, girl, you're the best cock-sucker I've ever had." He leaned down and patted her head before flopping back on the chair.
Bill looked at the girl flexing her jaw and asked her, "Do you need a drink? Take a quick break?"
"Wine, I'd like some red wine." She said softly, "Thank you. I could use a drink and a small break. My jaw is pretty sore." She pointed looked at Greg's plump dick shriveling between his legs. "Christ, even soft it's fucking fat." She giggled.
"Go on, get yourself some wine and we'll all have beers also. Junior, give her a hand, no Dan, just sit. Junior has bigger hands and can carry more." Bill said as Dan started to get up to accompany his naked wife into the kitchen.
Sarah was attempting to make eye-contact with Dan as she walked by, but his eyes were glued to her completely bare twat, but as she passed she heard Junior compliment her on her newly found skills.
"Baby, you suck cock like a pro? Did you practice a lot in college?" He reached down and slid his huge hand across her ass. "Shit girl, you have an ass like a teenager."
Dan listened to Sarah giggling and telling him to stop it. He heard cabinets open, the refrigerator, bottles opening and whispering, but soon the giggling stopped and the kitchen was quiet. He strained his ears, but all he could make out was perhaps the sound of kissing.
"Junior! Miss Newberry! Stop whatever you are doing and get in here." Bill started towards the door, but stopped seeing the couple carrying beer and wine. Sarah looked flushed and he could make out large hand prints on her swaying tits. "Junior, I swear. If you were pleasuring our girl here I'm going to have to send you home." He looked at the girl, "Was he touching you?"
"It was just a quick kiss is all. It was my fault, I told him I'd never kissed a black man before." She nervously took a gulp of wine, "Please sir, let me have your cock and I'll be good." She finished the wine and putting the glass down pulled Bill over to the couch.
Dan shook his head disbelievingly. His powerful, self-confident wife was begging? He felt like slapping himself, but realizing they didn't bring him a beer he got up and headed in to kitchen. He heard Bill call out to bring the wine bottle in when he came back.
When he came back, he saw his wife on her knees, her face buried in Bill's crotch. Her ass was facing the door and he got a good look at her fully shaved pussy, but what he noticed the most were the juices flowing down her thighs. He also noticed all the other guys were staring at the pink, exposed pussy.
"That's it baby, take my cock all the way, good girl. Our boy is here with more wine, do you want to stop?" Bill asked as he reached under and stroked Sarah's dangling tits. As he saw her shake her head, "Just put it down." He grinned at Dan and picked up his beer. He took a long swig and tapped Sarah on the shoulder, "Here, at least have a sip of beer."
Dan returned to his seat and watched as Sarah let his boss feed her beer before pushing her head back onto his cock. He had his cock back out and wished he could drive his dick into that swollen cunt, but she was not allowed pleasure. He shook his head, realizing he was not permitted to touch his own wife.
Bill groaned, "That's it baby, I'm so close." He lifted a foot and placed it on the couch, "I need you to jerk me off while you lick my ass...go on. Ah fuck, yessss." He sighed as the girl rapidly pumped his cock, played with his balls and buried her face into his ass.
Dan thought he couldn't be more shocked with the events of the evening, but seeing his wife licking another man's ass was too much and he jetted ropes of cum all over his chest and chair. He watched in amazement as Bill took Sarah's head and jammed her face right down on his cock as he grunted loudly and shot his cum down her throat.
"Fuck me! Ohhh...Oh...oh God. That's it, drink all my jizm baby, I've been storing it up just for you." Bill released the girl's head and flopped back. He looked at Dan with half-lidded eyes, "Christ man, how is it you ever get any sleep with a great cum-swallower like this around the house?" He looked at the girl who was looking expectantly at him, "Oh, I'm sorry." He reached for the glass of wine, "You earned this. In fact, just let me know and we'll keep this filled for you." He said with a smile seeing her gulp the entire glass down. "Dan, you have any more wine in there? I'd afraid this is making our great little whore a bit thirsty." Bill smirked at the cum splattered all over the man's clothes.
Dan got up to clean himself and get the wine. He realized, the only bottle was the expensive one he got for their anniversary next week. When he came out, Sarah had moved over and was effortlessly deep throating Alex who was flopped back on the couch, eyes closed, grunting rhythmically.
Alex couldn't believe how this evening turned out. When the game became a rout, he actually was ready to get up and head out early. Perhaps, go into town and try to pick up a girl, though that never seemed to end up successfully. Shit, here he was, the hottest girl in the city, hungrily engulfing his cock with that talented mouth of hers. Dan must have been lying when he commented she wasn't into that. He stroked her hair and grunted louder as she raised his leg and sucked one ball then the other into her mouth. As he grabbed the dangling tit, he couldn't believe how much flesh there was.
Sarah was curious if men liked their balls licked, and since she'd already tongued a man's ass, why not try? She loved the furry feel of Alex's ball sack and the way he responded as she sucked on each one while stroking the veiny shaft. Soon she heard him gasp he was going to cum and not wanting to disappoint Bill, she dove onto the man's dick and was immediately greeted by the saltiest load yet. Her head bobbing, tongue lapping, she eagerly swallowed this man's load because it was the best tasting one yet. She felt herself being amazed...curious, at the variety of sperm in the different men. Swallowing rapidly, she found herself eager to see how a black man's would taste. Satisfied, drained, Alex had no more of his cream to give her, so she pulled off and saw Bill offering her wine.
"Thanks," She said as she took the glass and emptied half of it. "Ok, Junior. Let's see...Oh my God!" She gasped as she turned and banged her head against a baseball bat...or something. She looked up at the winking man as she tentatively gripped it...a penis, perhaps, but bigger. She felt it against her in the kitchen, but wow! Her hand could only grasp about 2/3 the circumference. Both her hands were gripping it and 4 inches was exposed. She pulled it down to her mouth and tasted the ooze seeping out. Liking the taste, she pushed the man down onto the couch and stood up and leaned over to get a better angle. Letting the cock enter her throat was easier than she thought.
"You like that, white girl? I love it when you little bitches get all panicked seeing this for the first time." He squeezed her tit, you know what it's like when men get all excited over size. You know it when a man sees those hooters of yours for the first time, that you own him. Now you know how I feel." He watched as the girl took more and more of his cock into her mouth.
Sarah was pleased when she was able to get half his massive cock into her mouth, into her throat and soon felt the man's hips reacting and knew he wouldn't last. Her fingers found his monster balls and as she played with them, she accidentally ran her finger across his anus making him jerk his pelvis. Seeing that he liked that, she pressed her middle finger against his ass and when she felt him relax, plunged her finger in, knuckle deep and began stroking in and out.
Junior couldn't take much after watching his friends get theirs, this porn-like babe get naked for them, and knew he wouldn't be able to last long, but when the little slut penetrated his ass, he gripped her shoulders and rammed his cock deep down her throat and spewed more cum than he ever remembered before. "Oh my fucking Godddd! Uh, oh God!...mmmmmmmm...mmm...mmm..mmmm...uuuuhhh. Shit." He flopped back as he felt the finger pull out of his rectum and his cock snake out of the beautiful girl's mouth.
Sarah grinned at Junior as she licked her lips. "Do all you black men taste so good?" She asked. She reached for her wine and took a couple of sips before downing the rest. She stood up and walked over to where Bill was sitting. "Sir, can I go to the bathroom?" Seeing him nod, she put down the wine glass and as she passed her husband, smiled.
When she got to the bathroom, her body screamed at her to get release, but she quickly wiped herself and headed back to the living room amazed at her willpower. She saw all the men sitting naked, except for Dan who was across the room from the others, fully dressed. She looked at Bill, "Sir, I haven't sucked all the cocks here." She nodded towards Dan.
Bill looked at the other four men, "Should we let her blow Dan? He has been a good host." Seeing doubt on their faces, he turned back, "I don't think so. He's not been really a part of the team. Get over here and show us that nicely shaved cunt of yours."
Sarah was disappointed, not because she felt like she owed it to Dan, but she was inflamed by curiosity to know what his cock tasted like, what his cum tasted like. She found herself thinking about all the men she worked with, dying to know how their sperm tasted. She looked sadly at Dan and turned to go over to the couch and stood in front on Bill. "Yes sir? What would you like to see?"
Bill sat up and pushed her thighs apart. "Show each of us how smooth your cunt is. Ask them if they'd like to see you, to feel you."
Blushing, Sarah opened her legs wide, and rather than simply standing with her legs apart, she bent her knees and opened herself wide and ran her finger along the smoothly shaven vulva. "Sir, would you like to see my pussy? Would you like to touch it?"



"Cunt, it's a cunt. Yes, I'd like to see your cunt. Open it up for me...that's it, a little more." Bill leaned forward seeing the beautiful woman pulling those cunt lips wide open for him. "Very nice. Have many men enjoyed this? How many have been inside you?" He asked.
"One sir, just Dan." Sarah said softly. "Please touch my cunt, sir."
"Ok, since you asked so politely." Bill said as he slid his finger into the wet hole. "That's it, thrust that cunt onto my finger, you like that, don't you?" He sighed as the girl pushed herself onto him, eagerly wanting to be touched. He flicked his thumb over the unhooded clit and saw the girl almost collapse. He pressed against the clit. "Why do women have this?" He asked.
"Sir?" Sarah sighed.
"Why do women have a clit? It isn't really necessary for procreation." Bill stated.
"It makes women feel good, Sir. If women like it, then they will be more likely to reproduce." She responded.
"Ok, then what is this for?" Bill asked pushing a second finger into her hole.
"Sir, it's for making babies."
"No, that's the uterus. This hole here, the vagina?
"It's the birth canal, Sir." Sarah said sounding confused.
"Why is it so tight if it were simply for ejecting the baby? So smooth? Seems to me it would be looser." Bill responded probing more aggressively.
"It stretches, expands when giving birth, Sir." Sarah sighed feeling her cunt being stimulated.
"Miss Newberry, I'm stunned you don't know the answer. It's nice and tight to stimulate a penis so it ejaculates a man's semen into your womb. Right there, where the millions of fertile sperm can search out an egg." Bill felt juices flowing down his hand onto his wrist. "So, you have a clit to make it desirable to take in a penis, it's pleasurable for the man, pleasurable for you. Interesting."
"Sir? Why is it interesting?" The teetering girl asked.
"Interesting you've just had one man make you happy. That you've just made one man happy." Bill said a bit harshly.
"Sir, I'm married. I've been faithful."
"Yet here you are. Another man's fingers in your cunt...fingers you begged for and your husband sitting right there."
"Sir, he seems to like it. I mean he seems to be quite erect." Sarah said looking over at her husband.
"I know. Ever seen him that hard before? I'll bet not." Bill said.
"Um, sir? I think I have." Sarah said softly.
"When was that? You're first night?" Bill asked.
"Sir, it was last Friday night when he got home. I've never felt him so hard." Sarah blushed.
"Did you ask him why?" Bill asked, "Why he was suddenly so inspired?"
"Yes Sir. He told me he'd been thinking about me all night. How much he wanted to...fuck the shit out of me." She mumbled.
"Did he tell you why he'd been thinking about you?" Seeing her shake her head, he continued, "Ok, so you let him. Were you aroused and ready for him?"
"No sir, he didn't seem to notice, I mean not the first time. I was more than ready the second since the first was over a bit too quickly."
Bill looked at the girl and pulled his fingers out of her sopping cunt. "Not like this initially, I'm guessing." He held his fingers up and immediately saw Sarah respond and suck all her juices off his hand. "So when a man needs relief, you're ok with him just taking it?"
"He's my husband. Yes, I mean it wasn't rape or anything. I liked it...Actually, I even liked it more because he was so intense...powerful...it felt so urgent." Sarah said as she felt Bill's wet hand play with her nipples.
"Like a biological imperative. Was that how it was?" Bill asked.
"Yes sir, it seemed like he wanted...something, something more than just to cum." Sarah said softly.
"Again, you were ok with that. Allowing a man to satisfy his biological imperative. So, I'm confused. Why have you just had one man fuck you? I mean you like fucking. He likes fucking. It makes you happy. It makes him happy. Don't you want to make men happy? Don't you like other men? Don't other men have biological imperatives?" Bill demanded.
"Sir? I'm married. I mean, I like other men and I'd like to make them happy, but I am faithful to Dan."
"Were faithful to Dan, you mean. You have five loads of sperm in your stomach which means you've now had six men inside you. Wouldn't it have been better for all had you let them all fuck that tight cunt of yours?" Bill asked as he stroked her wet slit and clit again. "I mean, isn't this all around the most satisfying place for everyone?"
Yes, Sir. But I'm not sure Dan would agree."
Bill snorted seeing the bulge and wet spot on the man's pants. "I think he loves it. You think he attacked you last Friday? You wait until we've gone." Bill looked up at the girl. "Explain to me why you have the perfect body to arouse men, to attract and entice men, the perfect cunt engulf and to satisfy them, to satisfy their biological needs. And you seem to derive great pleasure yourself. You like men, so making them happy shouldn't be a problem. They'd be grateful, which shouldn't be a problem. You'd be grateful for the pleasure they give you. So, if you're with a man and he would benefit and you would benefit, what the hell has stopped you? Some idea that Dan wouldn't like it? I think you need to reassess that."
"Sir, I don't know, Sir. I never thought about it that way." Sarah stammered.
"So, how often are you alone with other men?" Bill asked.
"Sir, All the time. I have conferences with students in my office...I meet with other faculty."
"And you like these people?"
"Yes Sir. Many of them are very nice."
"And do they notice your obvious assets?" Bill asked reaching up and gently slapping the girl's tits making them quiver. Seeing her nod, he continued, "And you have a few buttons undone? I mean, like earlier? Do you wear tops that are tighter than what might be more comfortable? I know you do, and do you tease them? Perhaps stretch...lean over?"
"Yes sir. I like it when men look at my chest. I often lean over when taking to them; put my elbows together on the desk with my hands covering my eyes as if I am rubbing them." Blushing she paused, "I sometimes lean back in my chair with my hands behind my head, looking at the ceiling so they can freely look." Sarah said meekly.
"So, you tease them and make them frustrated. I thought you liked these people. They walked around all day feeling frustrated...needing relief. What if that triggers road rage in the frustration you've caused? What if their grades slip thinking about this incredible rack, the nice, bald, tight cunt here? What if they didn't have something like you at home..." Bill snapped, looking over at Dan. "Think how lonely they must feel lying in bed without a way to satisfy themselves."
"Sir! I was just teasing. I didn't mean to be hurt anybody." Sarah whined.
"Ok, promise me you'll not leave these poor men hanging. You have to quit teasing, or you have to make sure they leave your office feeling satisfied, relieved. You'll be happier, they'll be happier and you'll be doing a society a favor. Promise?"
"Yes Sir. I don't think I can quit teasing. I'll make them happy." Sarah said feeling her cunt throb in anticipation of a couple of her graduate assistants.
"Good girl. And you'll make yourself and Dan happy as well. Tell me, are you on the pill?"
"Yes Sir." She looked at her husband and saw simply intense lust. "We don't want to have kids yet and Dan hates condoms."
"I agree. Condoms are terrible. But why would you deprive Dan of maximum pleasure?"
"Sir?"
"You know men feel stimulation when encased in this tight cunt of yours, and they feel the satisfying release when emptying their balls inside you, but if you are on the pill, don't they subconsciously know they are wasting their time? You basically agreed that your clit, the tight vagina, everything is really designed for procreation. Think about it. When a man explodes into a fertile womb, he is not only getting release, he's fulfilling the biological imperative. A need. You are depriving men of the total package...total pleasure." Bill said. "I want you off the pill."
"Sir? I don't want to get pregnant." Sarah stammered.
"You don't have to. You need to chart your cycles. Fuck like a bunny when non-fertile, then if you're fertile, you could have the men pull out and take their gift to you in your mouth. Perhaps pull out and fuck these incredible tits." He said gripping them and squeezing them together. "Hell, let them cum inside you if you feel lucky. I'll bet the danger increases your pleasure also." He slid his wet finger under her and buried it in her ass feeling her happily respond, "In fact, let him fuck that nice cunt of your and invite him to cum in your ass. You'd like it and he'd like it."
Sarah found herself getting closer to cumming discussing being a total slut and standing naked in front of all these men and sighed, "Sir, I'll get off the pill, but for now, can I cum? I'm very close and I need a release. I'll let everyone here fuck me. I just need release."
Bill looked at the guys, "I think that's alright. Miss Newberry, sit down here and open up that cunt of yours. After you've asked them all politely to look at you, to touch you, maybe we'll fuck you."
Junior got up, his cock eagerly pointing at the ceiling and offered Sarah his spot. When the girl laid back on the couch, he eagerly watched as she opened her legs wide and pulled her cunt wide open.
"Junior, please look at my sweet cunt, please touch me." As Junior knelt down and pressed his hand against her cunt, she sighed and moved her hands up to pinch her aching nipples. She felt impending waves of pleasure flow through her as each man stroked her, fingered her, but when Alex got between her legs, she felt his hot breath on her slimy twat. She watched as the first man ever began licking her pussy, her cunt. Any thoughts of it being dirty or unsanitary were washed away with the waves of pleasure emanating from the man's rapidly flicking tongue. She put her hand on his head and found herself thrusting her pelvis against his mouth while holding his head. "Oh my fucking GOD!" she screamed as she writhed against the man's face. "Yes, yes, yes, your tongue feels so fucking good!" She panted.
Alex was in heaven. He fantasized about eating a beautiful woman's pussy, but never thought he'd ever find himself between her legs like this. And in his fantasies, he'd drive her wild with his skill and technique, but he never imagined she'd react to him this strongly. Her whole body humping against his face as he brought her to a huge climax. Writhing, grinding, crying out as he felt his slimed face get bruised by her. At last, he felt the girl relax and go limp, her hands still holding his face against her sopping pussy, still happily mewing as he lapped up her juices.
Sarah had never, ever cum so hard in her life. She always thought the small spasms of pleasure were how you were supposed to feel, but this was so incredibly intense. She still couldn't focus after sparks and lightning bolts blinded her, her chest felt hot as if she were under a heat lamp, but her entire groin...Wow! Jolts of pleasure coursed through her entire mid-region. She found her breathing settling down as she felt the man probe her inner folds and swallow all her cum. "Thank you, Alex. That was fucking amazing. Could you please fuck me now? Please. I really want your nice cock inside me."
Alex looked up at her, face glistening, glasses askew, with incredible lust. He jumped up before she changed her mind and seeing Junior hold out a paper towel, took it, cleaned his glasses and wiped his face and crawled up between the goddess's creamy thighs. He felt the soft hands stroking his cock making sure he was good and hard, no issue with that, and as he pressed forward he groaned as his sensitive head slipped all the way in. He had to fight back the urge to cum immediately when he realized that his cock was just the second one ever to be inside this girl. He glanced over at Dan apologetically, but was brought back to where he was when he felt the long silky legs wrap around him, her whole body clinging to him.
Dan watched with jealousy and eagerness as his friend, his co-worker drove into his wife's pussy. He was stroking his cock, staring unblinkingly as he was seeing his wife take another man for the first time. Her legs wrapped around Alex's ass, urging him as deep as possible inside her. She seemed to want to become one with him, her ass rising up and grinding against him, over and over. He knew everyone there could see her being penetrated, her flowing juices coating her anus and wanted them to. He'd never heard her be vocal before, even when coming, but he heard her moaning rhythmically with each thrust. He loved watching Alex's free hand pawing Sarah's tit, how his friend's butt cheeks flexed with every hard thrust. He tried not to cum, but when he saw Axel's other hand come around and penetrate the slick brown bud, he exploded again, all over himself.
Sarah was close to cumming and as she felt that long, narrow finger penetrate her ass, she again exploded against this man. She cried out "Oh God!" over and over as she lifted her entire body up and against the man fucking her.
Alex felt incredible pride having brought the girl off with his mouth, but feeling her grind against his penis, how she wanted more and more of him, how she loved it when he took the chance of finger fucking her ass, how she came a second time, he also came, blasting his sperm as deep into her womb as he could. He held her under her ass as she tried to drive herself through him until again until finally she went limp.
Sarah flopped back and opened her eyes seeing the flushed face above her. She pulled him down and kissed him hard, letting his tongue into her mouth before pulling back. "Thank you. That was incredible...you are incredible."
"Ok, Alex. Get off our girl here. There are four of us waiting to get at that nice cunt." He sat on the couch next to Sarah. He patted his thighs. "Get up here. That's it, God you're wet." He said as Sarah lowered herself onto his cock. He reached up and gripped both massive mounds of flesh as he felt the girl torque her pelvis against his cock. "That's it girl, pleasure yourself on my hard cock. You like that? You want to beg for my baby making cream? Don't you wish you weren't on the pill now? Wouldn't it be a lot more exciting?"
"Yes sir, I like your cock very much." Sarah panted. "Please fuck my poor little pussy and maybe the pill doesn't work." She said as she ground against the man more and more rapidly." I've heard women getting knocked up even on the pill. I think it's when men are so powerful, so potent that it doesn't matter. Please fuck me and maybe you'll impregnate me...maybe any of you will." She looked over at Junior, standing there stroking his cock, "Maybe I'll have a black baby boy blessed with a huge cock."
Bill laughed, "You've been hiding the nasty little slut inside you your whole life, haven't you?" He reached around and slid a finger up her ass, "You dirty little thing, you need a cock in your ass right now, don't you?"
"Ahh, ahh, ahh, yes Sir, oh fuck, yes." Sarah panted.
"Then you should ask one of these nice boys for their cock." He said as he plunged a second finger into the tight ass.
"Oh, fuck...fuck, Chip, please? Please fuck my ass?" Sarah begged.
Chip stepped between Greg and Junior and put his cock in front of the girl's mouth, "You better get it wet, babe." He groaned feeling her lips warp around his cock and was amazed when she pressed her face all the way against his pubes, while licking his shaft, hungrily bobbing her mouth all the way onto his cock before pulling off with a smacking sound. He felt the slickness and nodding at her, knelt behind her, eyeing the brown puckered anus as he lined himself up. As he pressed against her, he realized he'd never done this and didn't know if he should just take it slow, or steadily work it in. Another thought hit him that he'd never had a girl deep throat him before, so this was two firsts in a matter of seconds.
Sarah was waiting for some sort of searing pain as that large head stretched her anus wide, but as he pressed into her, she found herself naturally relaxing until she felt the pop as his head entered her rectum. She felt Bill spread her ass cheeks wide to help out, but it wasn't necessary and soon the three picked up a rhythm. She closed her eyes feeling so many stimuli, so much pleasure from all over her body from her nipples, through her cunt and back to her ass. She thought about Junior's cock and how it tasted, "Please Junior, can you put that nice cock of your in my mouth? And Greg, I really need to stroke that fat hunk of meat you've got."
Dan watched as his slut wife leaned over and began sucking hungrily on the huge black cock while writhing against the dicks in her pussy and ass. Then she reached out and began jacking off Greg who was eagerly watching his friends take this married woman.
Sarah loved the taste of Junior, and made a decision to find out if all black men tasted this good, but then remembered that with Greg she hadn't been used to the taste yet, so she pulled the black snake out of her mouth and attacked Greg's. She was happy that he also tasted great and actually had more juices flowing.
Chip watched the girl alternate sucking the two cocks on his friends and felt the unbelievable tightness around his cock and even though he tried to hold off, he did one last thrust into the girl's brown hole and erupted, spewing what felt like a gallon of sperm inside her. With a groan, he pulled out of the slick, but really tight hole. He patted her ass affectionately and looked at his cream dripping out. 'God damn! I need to fuck another ass soon, perhaps this one.' He sighed as he headed to the bathroom to clean up.
Sarah slurped her mouth off Greg's cock and looked up at him and when she caught his eyes, she looked back at her ass. Greg didn't need to be asked twice, he climbed off the couch and pressed against the beautiful ass and forced his sausage-like dick into the girl's rectum. Sarah gritted her teeth feeling the pain she thought would happen initially and just as she was about to beg him to stop, she relaxed and felt a fullness inside her she'd never imagined before. She gleefully pulled Junior's cock back into her mouth and let all three men take over and enjoy her various holes.
Bill had been fighting it, but feeling Greg's fat cock sliding into the girl's rectum just through the thin membranes, he thrust hard into that tight cunt and shot, what he hoped, would be potent sperm into that hot cunt. As his waves of relief subsided, he tapped Sarah on the shoulder. "I think Junior wants to be where I am." He waited for Greg to quit driving into the girl's ass and pull off her when an agonized groan. As he got up, he saw Alex and Chip all dressed. "You guys leaving?"
Chip grinned at Bill. "I want to thank you for making this all happen."
"Yeah," Alex added, "That was the best fuck I've ever had."
"Hey, I make sure the guys who do a good job are rewarded. Imagine what might happen if we make all our numbers this quarter." Bill grinned. He looked at Dan who was sitting looking spent. "Hey, your guests are leaving. Don't you want to see them out?"
Bill looked back at Sarah and the two men, getting down on the floor. Soon, all three were lying on their sides, the girl facing the huge black man, lips crushed against his, and Greg behind her holding up her leg, slamming into her ass. He marveled at the two holes stretched wide, creamy fluids seeping out, the passionate grunting filling the room. He grinned thinking of future possibilities as he headed to the bathroom to relieve himself and clean up.
When he got back, he passed Greg who knowingly grinned at him on his way to the bathroom and felt his cock twitch watching Junior standing up, holding Sarah by her ass, effortlessly raising and lowering her into his huge cock. Sarah had her arms tightly around his neck, grunting non-stop "Oh God," and that she was cumming...over and over. Junior's huge hands had no problem covering the girl's entire ass cheeks and he was amazed how high the man was able to lift the girl up and still have cock inside her. Bill saw Sarah say something and grinning, Junior lifted her fully off his cock. Bill was amazed seeing the panting girl reach under her and guide that monster into her ass while lifter her legs up. After raising and lowering her slowly, her grunting became more urgent and soon she was bouncing up and down on that stiff rod. Bill saw she was coming again as apparently her clit was scraping on the man's hairy stomach.



Greg joined him, watching the couple effortlessly fucking before slapping him on the back. "That was a lot of fun, Bill. But I need my sleep. Say goodbye to Miss Newberry there. Christ, how does she do that? I'll tell you, that was my first anal. No woman ever wanted me near her ass before." He looked at those flopping tits, red ass and sighed, "Hopefully she'll be around next week." He said with a wink.
Junior actually was feeling his arm muscles cramp when he felt his balls boiling and increasing the pace, slammed his fat cock into the girl's rectum as he exploded into her. Finally, he thrust one last time, feeling his cock eject one last spurt of hot semen into the tightest hole he's ever been in. He carried her over and heard her squeal as he flopped down into a chair.
Sarah felt perspiration all over her body, her hair matted against her face. She realized that they yanked out her pigtails earlier and now she was a mess. As Junior stroked her body all over she kissed him and felt a huge tongue enter her mouth. She loved feeling the massive snake, still firm, inside her ass. She felt herself grinding her sore cunt against the man's stomach feeling like a starving person having finished their first meal in weeks. She loved his huge hands touch her everywhere and when lifted her off him, she couldn't believe how much was inside her. Finally, his cock slipped out of her ass and she felt cum flowing out, so she cupped her hand over her crotch and dashed to the bathroom.
Sarah saw Dan standing in the middle of the living room when she came back. Bill was lolling back on the couch, still naked, stroking his cock. Junior was getting dressed and she wished she could have had one last look at that amazing dick of his.
Junior came over and wrapped his arms around his co-worker's wife and kissed her. "Babe, sadly you've ruined me for other women, but that means I'll just have to try more out to see if one can top you." He said grinning.
Sarah slapped his ass, "Hey, don't give up on me yet. I can do better." She laughed. She walked the tall man to the door.
Dan heard kissing and finally the door closing. When Sarah got back she walked up to him and held him. She stroked his back and soon, Dan was stroking her back. He pushed her off him and looked at the spent woman. "Honey, I'm tired and I'm sure you are too. Perhaps we should call it a night?" Dan said, almost pleadingly.
Sarah looked at Bill, "Sir? Can I now be excused?"
Bill patted the couch, "No, I don't think so. I'd like to talk with you for a little while." He looked at Dan, "Go on. She'll be fine alone with me. What do you think I could possibly do that we haven't already?" As Dan turned, Bill barked out, "Wait. Don't you want to kiss your wife goodnight? She's been really good to all your friends. Terrific hostess."
Sarah got up when Dan walked over he pulled his head down and drove her tongue into his mouth. She felt him relax and actually grow hard against her. Letting him stroke her, she whispered, "Hold that thought. I'll take care of it. I love you. Thanks for allowing me to do this." She released him and went back to the couch.
As they watch Dan head up to the bedroom, Sarah turned to Bill, "Sir? What would you like to talk about?" She let herself be pulled onto his lap and accepted his tongue against hers, his cock back against her well-used cunt, his hands on every part of her. Moaning with pleasure at being so readily used, she thought about how many times she'd cum and couldn't figure it out. Too many times. She was able to figure out how many times the five men came inside her various holes amazed she could do it.
When Bill broke the kiss, he stroked the limp hair off her face, "I'll make sure Dan accepts the new you. I guarantee you he enjoyed watching, but he might have second thoughts." He felt her cunt squishing against his cock. "Come on, I'm going to get you cleaned up. I assume you have a bathtub in the guest bedroom?"
Sarah couldn't believe she was letting a man old enough to be her grandfather wash her all over. She was not allowed to lift a finger. As Bill suds-ed up her crotch, she looked at him, "Sir, I don't mean to be impertinent, but can I ask you something?"
"Yes, nothing should be out of bounds at this time." Bill responded.
"Um, I mean, Sir, you're not in your teens anymore. How could you, you know..." She gripped his rising erection. "I can understand once, but this is your third one." She blushed.
"Heavens, girl. You're really fucking sexy, but not that hot. No, I took a little blue pill right after you showed up in that cute little outfit. I had a feeling I'd need it."
Sarah grinned, "Pretty self confident, I guess. I like that. A man who takes what he wants. She slid around and grabbed the firm shaft and began sucking on it.
Bill moaned and stroked those slippery, wet tits feeling that great cocksucker work his penis. "Let's get you dried off and into bed. The guest bed looks really comfortable."
Sarah woke up feeling exhausted, spent, sore and more alive than she'd ever felt. She stroked the back of the older man with his head nestled between her breasts thinking back to all the events from the night before, earlier this morning. Bill fucked her long and tenderly when they got into bed, and then in the wee hours of the morning, she felt pressure against her ass and allowed him to enter her. She always thought anal sex was repugnant, but having a man's cock in your ass while fingering your cunt and playing with your nipples has to be the ultimate. She remembered cumming twice before Bill shot his load in her. She remembered he fell right to sleep, his cock still buried in her ass. She felt the older man stir.
"Morning. You were a good girl last night. Now I feel bad for spanking you." Bill said as he brushed the hair off her face. "You're really quite beautiful, you know that?"
"Thanks, but right now I don't feel all that beautiful. I have to face Dan and I'm really scared I blew it with him." Sarah sighed, feeling her eyes well up.
"You have no idea, but I kind of feel that might have been the best night of his life. He loved it. I was watching him, and he never looked pissed or unhappy. In fact, had he looked at all upset about it, I would have left with the others. I wanted to make his fantasy a bit more powerful." He brushed the tears of her cheeks. "In fact, I'll go make coffee and I want you to check him out. I'll bet there're a few used Kleenexes on the floor."
Bill got up and Sarah watched the naked man pad out of the room. She rolled off the bed and headed down the hall to the bedroom. She crept around and saw her husband asleep, clutching his cock and a half dozen used tissues on the floor. As she was getting clothes out of her dresser she heard Dan say her name.
"Hey sweetie. I didn't mean to wake you." She stroked his face, "I'm sorry I let things get out of hand last night. Are you upset with me?"
Dan found himself getting hard again, seeing his beautiful naked wife come in after sleeping with another man in his house, "Actually, a little, but it was interesting. I never thought I'd see you ever let go like that. I wish it had been me that triggered it, but I have to say it was so fucking erotic."
Sarah reached down and stroked his cock, "So, you're not upset with me?" She leaned over and licked the head, looked back at him, "I mean, if you are, say so, I'd hate for you to be upset you have a woman that needs cock." She took the nice cock in her mouth and tongued it while allowing him to jerk his hip into her face. She popped the cock out of her mouth and studied it, looking at it closely for the first time ever. "You know, your cock is perfect. It is the prettiest, best shaped of all the guys. It's ideal for sucking on, for fucking. I can't wait to feel it in my ass." She said stroking it.
"I would have thought Junior's." Dan said a bit bitterly, "You almost passed out riding his foot long dick. "I expected you to go home with him, you loved it so much."
Sarah sighed thinking back to that magnificent specimen of a penis. "God, yes. That thing is amazing. It's huge, but it is almost too big. Nice for a diversion, but your cock is still the best. Seven inches, the head has that nice spear-like cap and it's just fat enough for instant comfort and pleasure. No, if you told me this would be the only cock I'd even get to enjoy for the rest of my life, this would be it." She plunged back down on it, feeling the nice head bury against the back of her throat.
Dan couldn't believe how skilled his wife had become at cock-sucking, but wasn't about to complain. He found himself responding and as he thrust his hips into her, she pressed her lips against his pubes while clenching her throat, making the suction even more.
Sarah was thrilled that Dan's cock was not only the perfect shape, but his cum leaking out was almost sweet. She played with his balls, gently scraping her nails along the scrotum and it wasn't long before she was rewarded with the sweetest cum she'd tasted. When he was done cumming, she cleaned him up by running her tongue up the shaft, milking every last drop out. She grabbed a couple of tissues and wiped her lips dry and cleaned his cock. "Thanks, I was hungry. Nice tasting cum, by the way. The best yet."
Dan felt drained, literally drained. He'd just cum for the 6th time in...what was it, 14 hours? Amazing. Hearing noises downstairs, he looked questioningly at his wife, "Bill is still here?"
"Yes, he's making coffee. We should go down and get some...I really need a cup." She looked at Dan, "Um, before we go down. I sort of agreed to some things, you know, fucking other men. It was part of the game. I won't do anything like that, really. This was a one-time thing."
Dan idly stroked her breast thinking how she admitted to showing these off, "You won't tease men anymore with these? Stretch? Squeeze them together? You like it when men see you. I think you can keep doing that."
"I do like it, but I don't think I should... you know, take care of them afterwards, I mean, that is just wrong. So, I'll be a good wife and come home to you." Sarah said.
"Good, just one thing." Dan said.
"Yes?"
"When you do take care of them, can you perhaps set up your phone and show me the videos? I actually videoed your entire performance last night." Dan chuckled.
Sarah laughed, "Really? Can we watch it today?" She looked at him, "How did you know?"
"I had it charging across the room when we were watching the game and when Bill ordered you to come over and ordered me to sit down, I sort of turned on the camera and propped it up." He laughed, "Of course, if you can't get videos, promise me you'll describe each encounter." He rolled off the bed, "Come on, let's get dressed, get coffee and get Bill on his way."
As Bill left, he looked at Dan, "Are we ok?" he asked, "I mean, are you and Sarah ok?"
Dan smiled at Bill, "I'm doing great. I think I should thank you, I mean how did you know she'd do all that?" He looked at Sarah, "Actually, what came over you, why did you respond like that?"
Bill looked at Sarah, "I had no idea. I actually thought she'd tell me to fuck off from what I heard about her. Sarah?"
Sarah blushed, "It was the outfit. I've never, ever dressed like, alone, in front of Dan, ever, but especially not in front of a half dozen men...good looking men. I suddenly felt really naked, vulnerable and when you snapped out that order to me, I couldn't see refusing. I never thought I'd ever let myself go like that, but the more it happened the further I wanted it to play out." She walked over to Bill, held out her hand, "Thanks, that was fun."
Bill shook her hand and laughed, "This might be too intimate an act in front of your husband." He looked at Dan, "Football is at Chip's place next week, and Sarah..."
"Yes Sir?"
"Don't forget about the dress code and get a Metric/SAE ruler, would you?"
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Stacy came around the corner on her bike and stopped, seeing her grandfather in a heated conversation with two suits. She glanced up the street and saw the black Mercedes-Maybach S600 and did a double take. She saw the driver idly waiting and a man sitting in the back and figured, perhaps the mob? She looked back and saw one of the men punch her grandfather in the stomach. She threw down her bike and sprinted up to the porch and shoved the taller man away from Gramps. "Stay away from him. He's not a young man anymore and you could kill him." She screamed at the men.
"Who's this, Teddy? Your granddaughter?" The taller one asked as he reached out and grabbed her chin and looked at her. "You should just let Boss have this choice pussy. What is she 17? 18?"
Teddy tried to straighten up, but grunted out, "Leave her alone and get your filthy hands off her. She's just a girl."
The man pulled her closer and ran his hands across her breasts and down under her skirt. He looked at the glossy brown hair, the deep brown eyes and those full lips. He gauged those tits to be at least C-cup and if she trimmed that bush... "Fuck me, she's not a little girl. This is a ripe young woman. Teddy, you'd better make up your mind. The house or the whore. You're not keeping both."
"Fuck you, leave her alone. Take the fucking house and never come near us again." Teddy said pulling Stacy away from the thug.
The shorter man turned to the car and gave a thumbs up. Stacy watched as the older man got out of the car and walked up to the porch. "Rico, you should never hit an old man. He might have internal bleeding. Are you alright, Teddy? Let's go inside my house and I'll get you something to drink." He held out his hand towards the house and the three men all went in. Stacy was paralyzed on the porch not knowing what was going on and felt a hand on her elbow.
"Come on, honey. You have nothing to worry about. I'll talk to Rico about how he treated you. I always treat my girls well as long as the show proper respect." He pulled her into the house.
"Mr. Hampton, we negotiated an equitable solution to Teddy's debts." Rico said to the older man, "He is getting the deed to the property now." He stopped seeing Mr. Hampton glaring at him. "What? What is it?" Rico stammered.
"You treated this young girl with disrespect. You better apologize and I mean apologize as if you mean it." The old boss said quietly. "Honey, what is your name?"
"Stacy." She stammered.
Rico got down on his knees and took the girl's hands and looked sadly at her, "I am truly sorry for saying what I said and for touching you like I did. That was disrespectful and I was wrong." Rico glanced at his boss.
"Go on, show the young girl you mean it." Mr. Hampton said firmly.
Rico let go of the girl's hands and pulled out a switchblade and kept the sad look locked into Stacy's eyes.
Stacy was ready to jump back seeing the knife flick open and screamed seeing Rico cut through the base of his little finger. She swatted the hand with the knife away and screamed at Mr. Hampton. "Ok, he apologized. He will never do it again. Don't make him do that!" She ran into the kitchen and grabbed the first aid kit and knelt down if front of the man.
"So, Rico. Apparently you have an angel. You might want to remember that, the next girl you treat like a piece of meat. Stacy, you have no idea who you are saving. Those hands have offed more people that you probably even know. Go ahead, take him into the kitchen and clean him up." He watched as the tiny girl pulled his large associate down the hall. "So, Teddy. You are donating the property to our cause? That is really generous of you. Shall we sign the deed over? Jerry here just happens to be a notary."
Stacy cleaned the slice noting there seemed to be no tendon damage. She looked at the huge man, "You know you're going to need stitches, in a hospital, but I think in five to six weeks you'll just have a scar." She reached for gauze and stopped, feeling his hand on hers.
"I am sorry. I meant nothing by what I said or did, I was trying to scare your grandfather. Look, boss isn't going to let me go to the hospital to get stitches. Can you do it?" Rico looked at the girl.
"Sure, I mean I can do it, but I have nothing to numb it. The kit has sutures, but it will really hurt." Stacy said.
Rico laughed, "I was going to cut my finger off, a few pricks of a needle ain't gonna hurt much."
Stacy looked at him and grabbed the sutures and needle. After rinsing the wound with alcohol and sterilizing the needle, she bent down and went to work. She was amazed the man never once flinched and when she was done, she sighed, "I'm afraid a real doctor would have done a much better job. You'll always have a nasty scar there. Just keep this dry for the next month, but clean it daily with rubbing alcohol, otherwise it could get infected."
Rico looked at the work with an approving nod, "Where did you learn to do this?" He asked.
"What, you never played doctor as a kid?" Then, looking serious, she asked, "Why are you here, why are you taking our home?"
Rico looked at his finger and back at the girl, "Your parents borrowed money for their business and sadly they died before they could pay it back. You and your grandfather are your parents' family."
"Wait, that makes no sense, Gramps nor I ever borrowed any money from you, nor your boss. We shouldn't have anything to do with it." Stacy said angrily, "That's not fair."
Rico gently stroked the girl's face. "Honey, you had something to do with it, family is family. Boss wanted you as one of his girls. Someone always has to pay and I'm sure over ten years you would have made Boss a lot of money. Then he would have let you go. Your Gramps gave us his house instead. You might want to thank him. Give me your phone."
Stacy looked confused and reached into her pocket and handed the huge man her phone.
Rico took it and handed it back, "Unlock it."
The young girl took the phone and tapped in the code before handing it back. She watched as the beefy fingers tapped at her screen and accepted the phone back and looked at it. "Bernard? Your name is Bernard? Why do they call you Rico?" She asked, "Why do I have your number?"
"In my business, they ain't gonna listen to a Bernard. Look, you ever need someone like me, you call. Ok?" Rico said, looking hard at the girl.
"You mean...I'll never need anyone to do that." Stacy stammered.
"No one ever needs a guy like me until they need a guy like me. You'll never need me I'm sure, but when you do..." He pointed to the screen.
"Why? Why would you do that?" She asked.
"Because I always pay my debts. It is more than a finger. People see I cut my finger off and they see weakness. I can't afford that." He looked at her. "Look, you're going to be ok. Do you have other family?"
Stacy shook her head feeling tears welling up. "No, I mean yes, but Gramps would never. My mom's sister's husband. Gramps swears he killed her and would never...Oh Christ." The girl said beginning to cry.
Rico stood up. "Look, sometimes you do what you have to do. Come on, you have to pack. Boss says you can take what you can carry."
***************************************
"Gramps, I heard what they told you. What choice you had. Thank you." Stacy said.
Teddy pulled the car over and turned to face his favorite grandchild, "That was no choice. Paper or plastic is a choice. Coke or Pepsi. Those are choices. I never thought about that as a choice. You're my baby girl." He looked at the image of his daughter. "Look, we have to figure out where we can go. I hate to even suggest this, but..."
"Uncle Charlie's? I thought you hated him." Stacy said. "I mean, you told him you never wanted to see him ever again."
"I know, but sweetie, there's no one else. Everything we had is back in that house." He looked at the girl, "My feelings towards him should have nothing to do with you. I'll call him."
Stacy watched as her Grandpa got out and walked to a pay phone realizing she should have offered him hers. She then pulled out the phone and saw it was still on Rico's contact info. She hurriedly saved it and put it back in her pocket. Her stomach tightened thinking about Uncle Charlie and the twins. She couldn't understand why because they seemed nice, but there was always a feeling she got when they looked at her. 'Maybe it won't be so bad. The boys are her age and sure they were little demons growing up, but perhaps they've matured. And Uncle Charlie will be really old now. He couldn't possibly leer at her at his age. What is he? 55? He probably forgot his sick nickname for her. Gramps never forgave Aunt Carey for marrying a man 15 years older. Or maybe he just didn't like him. Gramps never believed him when he told the police she got drunk and fell overboard. God, I miss mom and Aunt Carey.' She thought as tears welled up. She looked up at to roof of the car, "Wherever you are, please make it a great place. And I hope dad is with you." She whispered as Gramps yanked open the driver's door.
"That really sucked." Gramps spit out. "I had to grovel and apologize, but they'll take us in." He looked sadly at the girl, "You're going to have to finish your senior year at a new school." He put the key in the ignition and started the car.
Stacy looked at the house remembering the stayovers and dinners when she was little. She shuddered remembering the boys trying the get her to play strip poker and look under her skirt. She saw the front door open and Uncle Charlie standing there in a wife-beater and baggy pants. She got out and grabbed her bag from the back and tried to smile when she greeted her Uncle. "Hi Uncle Charlie, I guess this is a surprise." She said putting out her hand.
"Well look at Jailbait. Wait, you just turned 18 didn't you. I'm sure men everywhere are thrilled to hear that." He hugged her close.
She remembered the man thought deodorant was for faggots and was fully aware that he hadn't changed his opinion, plus his hairy shoulders tickled her nose. She pried herself loose as his hand groped her ass and asked, "Where are Brett and Chip?"
"They're in their rooms. Go on up. I think your Grandpa and I have some talking to do." She walked upstairs carrying her bag hearing Uncle Charlie offering Gramps a beer.
She knocked at the door of one of the brothers and waited, hearing rustling. Finally, the door opened and one of the twins looked at her while tucking in his shirt. "Holy fuck! I was just thinking of you, and here you are. Come on in." He said as trotted over to the bed, sweeping a magazine off behind it. He yelled out, "Hey Brett, guess who's here. Jailbait!"
"I don't like that name, please don't call me that. My name has always been Stacy." She said angrily.
Brett walked in, "Hey, don't get all hissy. It's just a joke. I guess we've been calling you that for the last, what? Three years now? You know, since mom died and you quit visiting." Brett hugged his cousin and grabbed her ass. He let go and grinned at Chip. "She's right. She's no longer jailbait. We should call her Legal."
"I didn't get my hug," Chip said, "Come over here."
Stacy shuddered seeing the boy holding his arms out but went over and let herself be pulled into a hug. She quickly pushed herself away feeling the hard penis pressing into her and said angrily, "What are you doing, don't grind that into me. I'm your cousin and that's just sick."
Chip grabbed his crotch, "Hey girl, you have just yourself to blame. You're the one that interrupted me. These things don't take care of themselves, you know?" He grinned at her while eying her up and down, "Christ, I'll bet you do know. God, Brett. Look at her. Remember that skinny thing we tried to get naked years ago?"
Brett grinned, "Ignore him. What are you doing here? Last I heard, Grandpa and dad decided never to see each other again."
Stacy felt like crying. She looked at the boys. "I guess we coming to stay with you. Gramps lost his house and we have nowhere to go."
The boys looked at each other, "Wait. You're moving in? What does that mean? There's no extra bedroom." Brett stopped and grinned, "Dibs! You can sleep in my room. I have twin beds."
Chip interrupted, "Hell no, she stays with me. I have the queen size bed. No one likes sleeping in a twin."
"I'm not sleeping with anyone. I'll sleep on the couch or the floor." Stacy blurted out.
"She's sleeping in your room, Chip." Uncle Charlie's voice came from the doorway. "And you're sleeping in Brett's room."
Chip's grin disappeared fast hearing this. "Wait, I can't sleep in Brett's room. He jerks off all night. I'll never get any sleep."
"Right, I jerk off all night. Christ, look at the tissues in his trash can." Brett sneered while pointing next to the desk.
Stacy shuddered after seeing the overflowing waste basket. She looked at Gramps standing behind Uncle Charlie for help, but he just looked down at the floor.
"Get moving, Jailbait...I mean Stacy, you can help. Get your crap into Brett's room and then Stacy can make us dinner." Uncle Charlie turned and left.
Brett and Chip glared at the brunette. "You owe us. You'd better make this worth our while." Chip spat, "Start carrying my clothes to Brett's room, jailbait."
After clearing things out, Stacy looked at the huge closet and chest of drawers and started to cry. She collapsed to the floor and sobbed thinking how she woke up this morning with joy, thinking she might run into Jimmy at school. That perhaps he'd notice her...now this. A closet with 4 hangers filled. A six drawer dresser with 3 drawers empty. Finally, she stopped crying and thought, 'A job, I'll get a job, some clothes and maybe Gramps and I can get a place together.' She pulled herself together and pulled the covers off the bed. She shuddered seeing the multiple stains.
As she carried the bedding into the basement, she saw Uncle Charlie watching sports. "Is it alright if I use the washer, Uncle Charlie?" She asked.
"Sure, in fact I expect you to take on the laundry as one of your chores. You need to carry your own weight around here. The boys are pissed at me as it is, but I'm sure they'll come around when you take care of things only a woman can. And please, no more of that Uncle shit. I quit being your uncle the day Carey died. I'm just Charlie, ok?"
Stacy looked at him wondering at the comments, the comments about doing thing only a woman can. She looked to see if he had a leer or anything, but he'd turned back to the game. Apparently dismissed, she said "Ok." And heading down the basement. She saw her grandpa sitting on the chair by his bed. "Gramps, why did we come here? Can't we go somewhere else?"
The man looked as if he'd aged ten years, "I'm sorry honey. There is nowhere else to go. I'm sorry." He looked back down at the floor.
Stacy came over and knelt down, "Gramps? I'm scared. I know those boys are going to try something. And Uncle Charlie looks at me like he...he creeps me out." She said. "I'd rather live in your car." She looked for a response from the man who'd been taking care of her. "Gramps? People do that."
"Look, we can't live in the car. Where would we shower? Where would we get food? We have nothing, nothing left except what we carried with us." He looked at his granddaughter, again painfully struck how much she looked like her mother at that age. "You have to toughen up. Life isn't always easy and right now you have to do what your uncle tells you to do. Grow up, girl. If you piss off Charlie then we'll most likely starve on the streets." He got up and curled up on the bed with his back to the pleading girl.
As she carried up the third load of clean clothes, Charlie snapped at her, "Girl, why aren't you in making dinner? Go on girl, you had plenty of time between loads."
After dinner, she cleared the table and found herself alone. 'When am I going to be able to study? I hated the way those boys and Charlie kept eying me. I hope there's a lock on the door.' These thoughts and other poured through her mind, but when she thought that perhaps life would have been easier if Gramps had given her to Mr. Hampton, then the tears began to flow.
After finishing the dishes, she headed up to her room and looked at her books from her old school. She idly paged through them sadly, when she heard noises at the door.
"Whatcha doin? Dad's right, don't you think?" Chip nudged Brett. "Women should keep their heads in men's crotches rather than in books. Didn't your mommy and daddy teach you anything?" He sneered. As they backed out, he gave a parting shot, "Don't forget to lock your door tonight, jailbait."
Stacy woke feeling cold and opened her eyes. She had a terrible taste in her mouth, her shirt was pulled up and her panties were gone and as she grabbed at the shirt to pull it down, she felt something slimy on her. She turned the light on and saw milky fluids splashed all over her chest and crotch. They still felt warm and were dripping down her sides. 'Christ! This is sperm. Those boys must have jerked off on me. I thought I locked the door.' She jumped out of bed feeling violated and ran into the bathroom and took a washcloth and cleaned the smelly fluids off. She returned to her room and opened the underwear drawer and saw it was empty. She yanked open the remaining drawers and saw her bras were gone also. She slumped down on the floor in tears wondering how Gramps could do this to her. Starving on the streets had to be better than this hell.
She went over to the door and saw it was unlocked, so she relocked it and wedged the chair against the door handle and tried to get back to sleep.
She looked around in panic wondering how she was going to get dressed for school without any underwear. Her breasts were too big and the clothes she grabbed were too light weight to be walking around school. She felt herself ready to collapse again and remembered what Gramps said. "Grow up." She decided to wear a shirt under her blouse, and her skirt was below her knees so she should be fine.
Looking in the mirror, she groaned. Even with two shirts on, she was this was not going to work. First of all, just walking made her nipples rub against the fabric. Number two, she was cursed with easily excitable nipples. The girls in gym class called her 'bullets' because of how much they poked out. Realizing she was running late, she dashed into the bathroom and found band-aids in the medicine cabinet.
Sighing with relief, she saw she could get away with this until she got to the store. 'Shit! No money, how am I supposed to get clothes? Christ, showing up in a new school wearing no underwear. This has to be hell.' She thought. 'I have to get a job.'
The boys looked up grinning as she entered the kitchen and Uncle Charlie looked up. "Girl, you get your ass down here by 6 every morning and get my coffee ready. Also, the boys need a good breakfast before school and I want you to get that ready." He looked pointedly at her chest, "You're going to school like that?"
She looked down and saw the band-aids did nothing to contain her nipples. See clutched her hands to her breasts, "Apparently someone came into my room and took my underwear last night." She glared at the boys.
Charlie looked at his sons, "Did you take her underwear?" Seeing them innocently shake their heads, he turned back to his niece, "So, who did it then? Are you accusing me?" He reached into his wallet and pulled out a twenty. "There's an outlet mall down the street. Get yourself some underwear and quit trying to tease my boys here." He looked at her skirt, "Wait, are you not wearing panties? What kind of slut goes to school without panties?" He wiggled his finger at her, "Come over here."
Stacy hesitated, but seeing intense look on her uncle's face walked over. She stood in front of him waiting.



"Pull up your skirt, now! Or get the fuck out of my house." He ordered.
Stacy looked over her shoulder at the two grinning boys and her Grandpa looking down at his coffee. As she felt her uncle swat her hard on the rear, she tearfully reached down and pulled up the front of her skirt. As she exposed her furry twat she saw her uncle yank it the rest of the way up, exposing her ass to the boys and Gramps behind her. She shuddered as she felt her uncle's coarse hands slide up and touch her where no man had ever touched her. She stepped back and batted her skirt down. "I would have worn underwear if your sons hadn't taken them."
"Are you accusing my boys of being thieves and liars? They told me they didn't do it. If I didn't see that untrimmed bush, I'd think you were just a little tease, but what man wants to work his way through that forest?" He swatted her again, "Get going and when you get home, we're going to talk about your attitude, and maybe discuss your grooming." He said staring at her crotch.
Beet red, Stacy followed the boys out to the car and climbed in the back.
Chip jumped in beside her and laughed, "Christ, that was great. You have an incredible ass. I'd complain I didn't get to see your cunt, but you know that's not true." Laughing harder, he added, "Except, that we never did get to see it through that afro you've got down there." He pulled her close, "You looked great last night. You have great tits and those nipples! Dad said we can't fuck you, but he never said anything about you sucking us off." He took her hand and put it on his cock before she yanked it away. Chip laughed and held up a picture on his phone.
Stacy gasped, she had his penis in her mouth. He must have taken that last night when they broke in. Her face was clearly visible and it looked like she was sucking on his cock. She reached for it, but Chip yanked his hand back quickly. She groaned seeing him swipe through picture after picture of her breasts, vagina, nipples, all with a cock resting against her skin. She wondered why she never woke up, was she that deep a sleeper? "Please. Please don't show those to anyone." Stacy said feeling defeated.
Chip turned her face to his, "Hey, I'd never do that. Family takes care of each other. You take care of Brett and me and we'll make sure your reputation at your new school stays pure. If you're really nice, we'll help you find your missing underwear."
Stacy sighed, "What do you want?"
"Pull over into Reimer's field up here." Chip told Brett, "Stacy has decided to be nice to us." As the car pulled behind trees, Chip and Brett got out and signaled for Stacy to join them. "Come on, get your ass over here."
Stacy felt like she was going to throw up, but having missed breakfast, it would have just been bile. She walked around the car and waited for whatever disgusting suggestion the two boys might have. She looked up and Brett was reaching into his backpack.
"Here. I guess you mistakenly put these in my bag last night. I'm really glad I checked since how embarrassed would I have been if anyone had seen these." He pulled out her missing underwear. As she reached for them he pulled his hand back. "Go on. I'll hold these so you can undress."
She looked at the grinning boys and saw Chip hold up his phone, so she groaned and pulled off her blouse and shirt and blushed furiously hearing the boys guffaw seeing her band-aids. When she reached for a bra, she saw Brett shake his head and point to the strips covering her nipples. As she went to pull then off, Chip stopped her.
"I got those. Let me help." He reached out and quickly ripped each one off causing the poor girl to yelp in pain. "I'm sorry, did that hurt? Let me kiss them and make it all better."
Stacy felt like running as her cousin leaned down and began licking her nipples. She just stood there, letting him and fought the unfamiliar feelings between her legs. When he was done, he stood back up and grinned at her.
"All better? Ok, drop the skirt, then you can have your dainties, unless you need us to kiss you there," He said pointing to her vagina as it appeared, "and make that all better also."
Stacy accepted the underwear and quickly covered up. And saw the boys walk back to the car. She climbed in feeling relieved that they didn't rape her, or put their penises in her mouth.
Chip looked over at her, "You really do need to trim that thing. And, you stupid bitch, you really thought I wouldn't have a key to my own room? Just leave it unlocked, and forget about the chair. Remember, we share the bathroom."
After she finished the dishes she tried to walk softly enough to get by the living room and go upstairs but her uncle stopped her.
"I see you found your bra. Too bad. That was quite the look on you. Did you get your panties?" He signaled her to come over. Lifting up the skirt, he dropped it back down. "Too bad. I always liked my women to be ready for me." He reached over to the table and handed her a paper bag. "Here, I picked some things up for you."
Stacy opened the bag and saw scissors and a razor. She looked at her uncle questioningly.
"You do know how to use those things? If not, we can just go into the bathroom right now and I'll take care of it. I don't like my women to be too hairy. As a matter of fact, shave all except a nice strip on top." Charlie said before turning back to the Mets game.
Stacy almost laughed seeing her uncle's hair covered body, but then cringed with an image of that body lying on top of her. She nodded and quietly answered, "I know how to use these. I'll take care of it tonight." She felt dread knowing he'd check, like he did this morning. "Good night, Uncle Charlie."
"Charlie, it's Charlie. No more uncle. I hate that." He looked at her, "Good night. I'll see you in the morning," He said pointedly looking at her waist, "and don't forget to get down here by six and make coffee."
That night, her stomach hurting she crawled into bed wondering if she'd be able to sleep. She lay there listening to the sounds in the unfamiliar house, jumping at every creak. Finally, eyes fluttering, she drifted off to sleep.
She was awakened feeling the covers being pulled off and as she grabbed at them, she heard one of the boys hiss at her.
"Let go, remember our deal? You take care of us and we'll take care of you."
Stacy let go of the covers and let them remove her shirt and panties. "What are you going to do to me? Please don't rape me." She said softly.
"I told you, dad said we couldn't fuck you. Holy crap! Brett. Check out her cunt. She trimmed it." He pulled open her legs and saw the smooth labia, "Fuck me, she shaved for us."
Stacy felt blood rush to her face as the two boys stroked her vagina with her legs spread wide. She choked back a moan as one of them ran a finger up her slit and found her clit, but it was too late.
"She isn't a frigid bitch. She likes this." Chip said as he rubbed her pussy feeling the slickness increase with every stroke. "Wow, check this out, Bro, she's really wet."
Stacy felt two hands on her, fingers rubbing and pressing into her. Unconsciously, she felt her hips responding and her nipples harden achingly. She tried to push their hands away, but they were too strong and when she felt lips on her nipples, she collapsed back and let them do what they wanted. A voice in the back of her brain was screaming for her to get up. Push them off. But it was being increasingly muffled and smothered by the incredible feelings rushing through her body. She felt her hips pushing back against the fingers, her clitoris almost burning, her nipples throbbing under the aggressive tongue and suddenly felt like she had to pee. She writhed under them, fighting the urge and exploded in exquisite agony, seeing bolts of lightning and feeling her first orgasmic pulses crash though her body. She felt like jelly when it was all done and jolted back to reality seeing one of the twins climb between her legs.
"Stop, Uncle...Charlie said you couldn't put that in me." She panted.
"Relax, I'm just going to hump you. I can't put it in you, but that doesn't mean I can't get between your legs. That smooth cunt of yours just scream to be rubbed against." The boy lowered himself and ground his hard rod into her sopping cunt.
Stacy gasped feeling his pipe grind into her. She tried to ignore the intense stimulation directed on her clit, but was distracted when she felt something firm and spongy press against her lips.
"Come on bitch, open your mouth or I'll tell dad you begged Brett to fuck you. Dad would understand."
Stacy reluctantly opened her mouth and tasted the tangy fluids that were splattered all over her last night. She let him push his penis into her mouth, but when she felt like she was going to choke, she pushed his hips back.
"God, you suck at this." Chip laughed, "So to speak. Brett, she has no idea how to suck on a dick, go ahead and put it in her."
Stacy shoved the penis out of her mouth, "No, stop. Just tell me what to do. I can learn."
Chip grinned at Brett, "Ok, but this was your last warning. If I am not happy, Brett is just going to pop that cherry of yours and then I'll fuck your ass." He grinned at Brett, "Fuck, dad said not to fuck her. You think that just meant her cunt? I'll bet it did. Let's turn her over and you fuck her ass and I'll cum down this bitch's throat."
Stacy started crying, "Please, no. I'll suck your penises. I can learn. I pick things up quickly." She grabbed his cock and started licking it. When she put it in her mouth, she sucked on the head and licked the shaft. Hearing Chip moan and feeling how he grabbed at her breast, she knew she was doing things better. Soon she found her head bobbing on his penis in the same rhythm that Brett had going against her vagina. As she tried to pleasure Chip's penis, she felt herself getting more aroused and her legs wrapped around her cousin's hips. Lifting her ass off the bed as she came, she ground hard against the steel rod bruising her poor vagina. She heard Brett grunt over and over and felt his hot sperm splash onto her stomach.
Chip watched in amazement as the girl thrashed around on the bed and almost break his brother's back. After Brett rolled off her and mumbled he was going to bed, Chip looked down at the beautiful brunette. "You are a little slut, aren't you? You really love this. I hope I'm able to finally fuck you. You're a fucking little minx, aren't you?" He looked down and saw her legs were still spread wide. "God, you're beautiful. Stay just like that with that cunt of yours all exposed and finish sucking my dick."
Stacy inwardly groaned, mortified she got off being abused by these boys. She'd heard her friends talking about orgasms, but never knew what they were. She thought they were all lying when they said they couldn't describe them to her. She turned her attention to the penis in her mouth and as she sucked hard and bobbed her head on the slick shaft, she curiously reached up and felt the boy's balls. She was amazed how soft they felt, how thin the scrotum was. As she explored the dangling sac, she heard Chip grunt and her head being shoved onto his cock, driving it down her throat.
Chip watched the struggling girl as he jetted his built up cum deep down her throat. As the last trickle came out, he let go of her head and laughed as she rolled over and gagged his cum out onto the floor. "Good night, slut. You'd better get used to this, or beg us to fill that cunt of yours up with our potent seed."
Stacy finished spitting out saliva and cum as she heard her bedroom door softly close. After brushing her teeth and climbing into bed she buried her face in the pillow and cried herself to sleep.
At 6:30, Charlie came in and saw coffee made and breakfast cooking. "Good girl. You're learning." He sat down as she carried over his coffee. "Let's see." He looked up at her, "Let's see. Did you groom yourself like I asked?" He stared until she finally pulled up her skirt and lowered her panties. "Very nice he said. This is exactly what I wanted." He slid his finger along her slit and sniffed it. "Christ, you young girls smell so good." He let her pull up her panties and drop her skirt and get the food on the table for the other three men. "By the way, keep it down when you entertain the boys. I had trouble sleeping." He looked at the despair on the girl's face, "Also, just to be clear, don't get any ideas about running off unless you want to see Gramps pushing a beat up grocery cart down some alley."
Later, after dinner Charlie called Stacy into the living room after she finished the dishes. She saw Gramps, Charlie and the two boys. "What do you need? Another beer?"
"Yes, actually, but hang on. I was talking to your grandfather here and we decided that you should come with us to Miami. We're leaving next week and I just don't feel right leaving you two alone in the house. Also, I'm meeting with a powerful man and I need to impress him." He studied Stacy. "This isn't going to cut it. Tomorrow, we're going shopping."
Stacy looked at her uncle, "What do you mean? Shopping for what?"
Her grandpa spoke for the first time, "He wants you to be his girlfriend. He thinks a young innocent girl like you will impress this client he's meeting. I'm sorry, I told him I didn't like the idea, but..."
"But you realized it was in both your best interests." Charlie said holding up an envelope.
Seeing Gramps panic looking at the envelope, she wondered what was in it. Looking back at Charlie she softly responded, "Sure, whatever you need. I'll go get your beer."
Stacy crawled into bed naked that night and didn't even latch the bedroom door, resigning herself to being used by the boys. Earlier in the kitchen she drove a carrot down her throat repeatedly fighting the gag reflex until she could easily take twelve inches. She thought about the feelings the night before and for the first time, ran her fingers along her slit, feeling the wetness and her sensitive clit. She ran her other hand across her chest, feeling the hard nubs pop between her fingers. Shaking her head, she closed her eyes and tried to sleep.
She woke to a cock slapping against her lips. "Wakey, wakey. Come on you little slut. It's my time. To try that mouth of yours out. Chip, you said she took the entire length down her throat?" Brett asked.
"Well to be fair, I kind of shoved it all the way down, but she didn't seem to mind." Chip said as he opened Stacy's legs up and crawled between them. He ground against her, but got up and lowered himself with his face between her legs. He looked up at Brett enjoying his cock being furiously sucked on, "God, look at her. She loves sucking on hard dicks. So glad she moved in with us." He lowered his face onto the smooth cunt and ran his tongue up and down the slit tasting the sweet juices. Every time he flicked his tongue across her nub, he felt her hips thrust back at him and heard her moan. After he felt she was nice and wet, he climbed up and returned to grinding against her. "Ahhh, so much better. Christ, she has a great cunt."
Stacy felt herself getting more and more excited after having Chip lick her pussy and now press his fleshy rod against her. As she began to feel those intense jolts shoot through her, she grabbed Brett's ass and pulled him into her throat as she wrapped her legs around Chip's ass. "Mmmmmmppphh, mmmmppphh, mmppphhh, mmmm, mmmmmmm." Her grunts muffled by the cock choking her throat.
Brett was amazed how deep his cock was. He felt his pubic bone press against her nose and as he saw her writhe around, he groaned and exploded into her throat. Pulling back and pushing deep, he spasmed spurt after spurt feeling her gullet swallow every drop. As he pulled back, he heard his dad at the door.
"Very nice. You boys are to be congratulated but I told you, you can't fuck the girl." He said firmly.
Brett slid out of the choking girl's throat and slapped his cock against her face, "It's ok dad. We're just humping her. Christ that shaved cunt feels good."
Chip raised himself up, showing his cock resting on top of the girl's cunt. "See, it's not been easy, but we didn't want to disappoint you."
"Ok, I'd hate for you to ruin her for the Miami trip. You boys finish up and get to bed. I don't want you dozing off in class. You really should have started earlier." He patted the door frame as he left.
Stacy felt like a worthless piece of meat as Brett patted Chip on his shoulder and told him to be careful he doesn't slip his cock inside her.
Chip looked down at the young girl and returned to sliding his cock against her cunt. He fantasized about slipping into that virgin hole. So close, he thought, but with every stroke, he felt her lips open up and caress his aroused cock, the sensitive head popping against her hard clit. With a grunt he splashed ropes up onto her tits and stomach, feeling please he shot up her body twice as far as his brother did. Finally, he crawled up and dangled his cock in front of her face, "Clean up the mess. That's it, you love it, don't you? You were all naked and ready for us." He pulled his cock out of her mouth and slapped it on those raw looking lips. "Thanks, you little slut. I'll see you in the morning."
Stacy felt even worse about herself after cleaning herself up. She couldn't believe that tears wouldn't come even with the terribly humiliating treatment she'd had to endure.
When she got home from school the next day, she went into her room and stopped. All her stuff was gone and Chip's were back. She went downstairs and looked into the living room and saw Charlie sitting there. "Where's my stuff? I went upstairs and..."
Charlie didn't even look away from the television, "I put it in my room. I can't trust you to stay away from the boys. You're sleeping with me from now on."
Stacy was speechless and stared at the man, but when he didn't look over, she quietly crept out wondering what tonight held in store. She shuddered thinking about all that hair and body odor. She went down the basement to find Gramps and saw him lying on the bed reading a magazine.
"I heard. In fact, I moved your stuff into his room." He said without looking up.
"How could you? The man is gross. I'm like a third his age." Stacy whispered furiously.
"Oh grow up, little girl. We have nowhere else to go and all you've done is whine about how terrible things are. Look around you. You have a warm place to sleep, food on the table and clothes to wear. You could be under ten to twelve men a day working for Hampton, or out on the streets digging through garbage cans. Poor little girl." He said glaring at her.
She stared wondering if he'd had a stroke or something. This looked like her Gramps, her only real family left, but sounded like her uncle. She quietly turned and headed up the stairs.
As she went up the stairs, Brett and Chip were waiting. "So I get my room back, but no longer get you. This sucks." Chip looked evilly at her, "But it sucks worse for you." He looked at Brett. "We'd better keep music on to drown out the crying." He looked at the young girl, "I'm not sure what he does, but no woman since mom has ever lasted the night." He turned and headed down the hall to his room.
Brett looked at her and shook his head before going to his room.
Stacy turned and walked into Charlie's room. She heard him in the bathroom brushing his teeth and realized she'd have to share the bathroom with him, so she went in and began brushing hers. She shuddered seeing him in boxers and no shirt and when he saw her looking, he grinned at her.
"You're not used to seeing this much man, are you? You've had your appetizer with the boys. Now get ready for your entrée." He flexed his flabby muscles causing his aroma to waft across her face.
As she came out of the bathroom, she saw he was lying naked on the covers and patting the bed. She took off her skirt and began to climb into the bed when he stopped her.



"What are you doing? Get those fucking clothes off. Remember, we have to act like you're my girlfriend, so we have to get familiar with each other."
Stacy inwardly groaned as she pulled her shirt off and undid her bra, releasing her breasts. As she stepped out of her panties, Charlie pulled the covers down.
"Come over here and give your man a hug." He said as she crawled over to him. He pulled her on top of him and pulled her face to his and thrust his tongue into her mouth.
She felt like she was going to be sick feeling that slithering tongue probe her mouth and his scratchy hands groping her breasts and ass, his hair chafing her skin. He reached down and pulled her legs apart and she felt his hard penis push against her vagina.
"God I wish I could fuck you. You are such a prime piece. Get down there and show me how much you appreciate me putting up with you." He said as he pushed her down to his cock.
She almost gagged smelling his ripeness, but didn't want to anger him. However, she was relieved feeling the small cock and knew she would have no gagging issue with this. She shuddered as she licked his shaft and tried to drool as much as possible to minimize the sour taste. Her hand stroked and worked the spit up and down the shaft and when she finally sucked his penis into her mouth, most of the taste had gone. She felt his hand on the back of her head pushing her all the way down and soon had a rhythm going and by his grunts, knew he was going to cum soon.
Charlie watched the sweet brunette worshiping his cock. He reached down and roughly squeezed the dangling tit causing the bitch to cry out. He pulled hard on the nipple while pushing her face hard onto his cock and felt her struggle. As her cries got harder, he felt his balls ache and with a loud groan he shot his cum down her throat.
Stacy tried to get away from the intense pain of her nipple almost being ripped off and felt hot jets of goo shooting into her throat. She couldn't breathe and when he finally let up on her head, she punched him and rolled over trying to breathe. She heard the horrible man laughing and pounding her back as she finally coughed up the sperm he spurted into her lungs. She got up and ran into the bathroom and threw up in the toilet. Collapsing to the floor she thought there has to be a knife around so she can end this. Finally, she stood up and rinsed her mouth out and brushed her teeth again.
When she came back into the bedroom she saw his hairy back and ass and realized by his snoring, he'd fallen asleep. She wished she had that knife so she could bury it into that pasty back, but crawled under the covers and gently rubbed her bruised nipple wondering if it would be black and blue in the morning.
Charlie came into the kitchen with a huge smile. "You look radiant this morning. I'm guessing you got lucky last night." He laughed, taking the cup of hot coffee from her. We're going shopping today to get you some nice clothes. Can't have my girlfriend looking like a char girl."
Stacy could not understand how anyone could be that cruel. That insensitive to people, then she thought back to Mr. Hampton calmly ordering Rico to cut off his finger. 'Rico! Bernard!' She fell asleep seeing a light, at least a glimmer of a reflection of a light.
As Stacy was making coffee and getting breakfast ready, she realized she left her watch in the bedroom. She entered the bedroom and gratefully heard the shower running. She grabbed her watch and as she was leaving, saw the envelope Charlie was waving at Gramps sticking out of his hip pocket. She quickly crept over and pulled it out. Looking at the pictures, she quickly stuffed them back into the envelope and into Charlie's pants pocket. She crept downstairs feeling the last pieces of normalcy fragment and disappear.
Returning to the kitchen she began to see why Gramps was so cowed by Charlie and when he walked upstairs from the basement, she plopped coffee in front of him without a word.
Teddy saw his granddaughter ignore him coldly and realized she must have seen the photos. "Stacy. Stacy, look at me."
Stacy turned and glared ready to tear into him if he said anything making those picture seem ok. She stood and watched as her guardian dropped his eyes and mumbled something. "Did you say something? Perhaps you can explain the real reason we are here. The reason you are letting Charlie and the boys use me like a whore." She said angrily.
"I never wanted it to happen. When your grandmother died, Carey tried to cheer me up." He looked at the young girl hearing how lame he sounded. "No, no excuse. I should have told her to get out of my bed."
"Yes, perhaps you should have. It seems taking advantage of teenage girls is a family tradition. Why did you do it? And what about mom?" Stacy demanded.
"She was jealous, jealous seeing your aunt coming out of my bedroom in the morning. One day they were my daughters, the next thing I knew..." He trailed off.
"They were your lovers. They look young in the pictures. Who took them?" Stacy demanded.
"Your mother. She got a camera for her 18th birthday." Gramps said simply. "I forgot all about them, but I guess your aunt hung on to them." He said sadly. He looked at her, "Can you forgive me?"
"For what happened years ago? Sure, but for the last week, not anytime soon."
***************************************
Stacy looked out the plane window wondering what Charlie had in store for her. She couldn't believe the amount of money he spent on clothes, shoes and the hair salon. She definitely was not the char woman anymore. She looked around first class and watched the flight attendants reacting to every whim any passenger might have and felt her stomach tighten. When she got away from these horrible people...
Charlie lead the troop into the Ritz-Carlton, looking around as if expecting someone. Stacy felt him tug at her hand again as she lagged. She looked at the opulence but felt a feeling of doom rather than any joy. Charlie finally let go of her hand when he checked everyone in.
"Here are your keys." He said to the boys and Gramps. "You'll be sharing a room overlooking the pool."
"Where are you staying, dad?" Chip asked.
"We have a suite on the top floor overlooking the ocean. I need to meet with a client and impress him. He looked at Stacy, I think we have time for a little fun before he gets here. Let's go." He grinned at the poor girl as he headed towards the elevators.
Charlie looked at the sweet young girl dutifully deep-throating his cock and felt a tiny flash of sadness knowing he'd miss her, but shook it quickly off. He thought about grabbing those perfect tits, but didn't want bruises on that creamy flesh. "That's it. God! I swear I've never see a bitch like the taste of cock as much as you do. Did you do your gramps also? I bet you did, you little slut. Go on, touch yourself. I know you want to." He watched as she reached between her legs and began stroking herself. "I'll bet you want a nice fat cock in there. Don't worry, you won't have long to wait. Lick my balls, yes..." He felt like he was going to cum feeling her tongue bathe his balls and feeling her dainty hand jerk him off. He grabbed her head and guided it back onto his cock and fucked that mouth hard wishing it were her virgin pussy. "Come on you little cunt, suck my big dick. Ahhh, get ready." He gave one last thrust and blasted hot jets down the girl's gagging throat. Finally feeling the girl's ineffectual fists pounding on his legs, he released the gasping girl. "That was great. You've turned into a great little cock-sucker." He pulled her up, turned her and smacked her bare ass. "Go on, get cleaned up and put on your bikini. We're heading down to the pool. I want to show you off a bit."
Stacy felt naked getting into the elevator without a wrap or anything to cover up what the tiny strings that made up her bikini didn't. She'd never worn spike heels before and people stared at her as she walked by them. When they arrived in the lobby, she saw women put their hands over her kid's eyes and felt mortified. She felt Charlie's coarse hand on her bare ass as they strode out to the pool area. As they tossed their towels on the lounge chairs, Charlie dropped his robe and stretched, flexing his flabby muscles.
"Sweetie, could you rub sunscreen on me? I can do you next." He handed Stacy a bottle and lay down on his back.
Stacy was repulsed by the massive hairy body and couldn't believe she was going to have to touch him everywhere. She gritted her teeth and squirted the lotion on him and began stroking that rough fur.
Charlie looked around as the beautiful young thing rubbed his entire body and smiled seeing all the men looking on jealously. Finally, after he'd rolled over and done his front, he sat up and took the bottle from her.
"No, that's ok. I can do it." Stacy said feebly.
"Nonsense, you can't reach everywhere. Lie down and let someone take care of you." Charlie said with a grin.
Stacy tried to ignore all the men and boys who seemed to need to sit nearby as her uncle rubbed lotion into every part of her body, spending most of the time working the lotion into the bikini areas, front and back. Finally, he got up and leaned down to kiss her. She reluctantly let him put his tongue in her mouth and finally got up and flopped down on his lounge chair.
Sighing loudly, he said so anyone within 50 feet could hear, "God! Maybe we should have stayed in the room a while longer. I know how reluctant you were to get dressed to come down here, but we can stay in bed anywhere. Where else do you have such weather?"
Stacy felt herself blushing but kept her eyes closed knowing all men were checking her out, thinking she'd whore herself out to this gross man. She felt herself begin to tear up replaying the morning, but jerked out of the self pity thinking what her uncle said. Won't have long to wait. Didn't want the boys to take her virginity and ruin her. 'Oh fuck, he's got some sort of deal with his client.' She felt a panic growing and wondered what his plans for her were.
"Hey, where are the boys?" Charlie asked loudly. "Go up and knock on their door. Take your time, you wore me out last night and I might just take a nap. Let the boys know not to make noise when they come down here."
Stacy got up, trying not to show too much knowing there was just a half inch of fabric covering her crotch. She could tell by all the eyes, she wasn't very successful. When Charlie told her not to forget her heels, she reluctantly pulled them on, causing her legs to open up for the men again.
Chip answered the door, eyes widening. "Holy fuck! Brett, who is this at the door? Did dad send us a hooker? Come in, honey." The leering boy held the door open.
She felt the boy's hands exploring all the skin as she walked into the room. She saw her grandfather sitting at the table and Brett coming over to greet her. His hands cupped her breasts as he kissed her.
"We missed you. This swim suit is fantastic. It keeps you from getting arrested, but doesn't hide those pokies, the nice little slit. Christ, you're hot." He turned to his grandfather, "What do you think Grandpa?" He asked turning the girl around.
Seeing his grandfather look down, Chip trotted over, "Hey. What's wrong? Don't you think your granddaughter is beautiful? Don't insult the poor girl after she's gone to great lengths to dress up for us," He giggled, "so to speak." He turned to Stacy, "So, dad sent you up?"
"Um, yes." She stammered, looking at the floor, "He said he wanted you guys to come down to the pool."
"Brett, hear that? Our little cousin is a liar." Chip pulled off the girl's top. "Dad called to warn us you were on your way. Told us to keep you occupied for an hour so he can get some sleep."
Stacy tried to grab the top, but when the bottoms were pulled off, she gave up knowing it was useless. She felt herself being led to the balcony and as she pulled back, Brett and Chip pulled her to the railing. She saw Gramps looking at her and she never felt so naked before.
"Look at all those faces not looking up. We should yell down there so we don't disappoint them. See all those men? I'll bet you in another month you will have had more men inside you than you can see down there. Hey look, there's dad and Marco G.."
Stacy looked and saw Charlie talking to a tall dark skinned man and looked at Brett, "What do you mean? What do you mean I'll have more men?"
Chip slugged Brett, "Shut up asshole. Dad will kill us. Come on sweetie, dad says we can have fun with you before we have to go back down there."
Stacy pulled back, "But Gramps is here. Let me get dressed."
Seeing his grandpa get up, Chip hissed at him. "Sit down. You heard dad. He knows you want to watch, so just sit there and enjoy yourself." Chip turned to his cousin. "Get on the bed. We want to watch you play with yourself."
"No way. With you three looking at me?" The girl stammered.
Brett looked at Chip, "I was hoping she'd say no. We did warn her. Do you want her ass first, or should I? Come on babe. I want you leaning over the railing when I take that tight hole of yours."
Stacy jerked away from him, "No, please. I'll do it." She crawled onto the bed and lay back with her legs and tentatively slipped her hand between her legs and felt her wet slit.
"Come on, you can do better than that." Chip said, "Brett, why are we so nice to her? We keep giving her a break when she doesn't listen to us." He got up and approached the bed, "Oh! Good girl." He said seeing the cute cousin open her legs wide and obscenely stroke that smooth cunt. He looked at his brother. "Damn, look how wet she is. She's practically dripping. I love how she acts all innocent and is really a horny little slut." He looked back at the young brunette rubbing herself.
Brett got up for a closer look, "God, Chip, I wonder how tight she is? I'll bet a cunt like that would be really tough to break in." He looked over at his grandfather, "Holy crap! Chip, check out grandpa."
Chip looked over and saw the man trying to hide his pronounced erection. He laughed, "Hey old man. Is that your first hard on in a while?" He looked at Stacy who stopped rubbing herself seeing her Gramps' state. He looked back at Brett, "What do you think? I'd hate for the poor man not to get relief."
Brett grinned back, "Don't look at me, you take care of him."
Chip punched him, "Really funny. Hey Stace. Get over there and take care of your Gramps. Don't say a word unless you want our cum dripping out of your ass when you go back down to the pool." Nodding his approval seeing his cousin roll off the bed, he stopped her when she started to walk over, "No. Crawl over there. And you'd better get him off fast or we might get impatient. Go on, beg him to cum in your mouth."
Stacy was beet red as she got on her hands and knees and felt her breasts flopping as she crawled over. When she got between her Gramps' legs, she looked up at him, "Please, Gramps?" She looked at the boys who were pulling off their clothes and back at her Gramps. "Please cum in my mouth." She looked pleadingly at him.
Teddy looked sadly at what he'd done to his granddaughter and reached down and unzipped his pants and pushed them down, revealing his incredibly hard cock. He couldn't remember the last erection he'd had. It may have been 5 years. He let out a moan as the young girl stroked his cock and put her mouth over it. He saw his little grandchild bury her face all the way down and back up. He felt her beautiful long brown hair sweep across his naked thighs and he began to see her girl as the cute little slut they'd turned her into and found himself stroking that hair as he pushed her face onto his cock, over and over.
Stacy was amazed that even though her Gramps was pretty wrinkled, his cock was smooth and no different that the cocks on her cousins. She never thought she'd be comparing cocks, but with all the ones she'd been forced to service, she marveled at the different sizes, lengths, thicknesses and curvature. Gramps had a smaller head, but really fat shaft. Charlies' was short, fat and had a large head. The two boys both had identical cocks. Long and skinny.
"Hey, old man. You have to feel those tits. You've never seen nipples like that I'll bet." Brett said while stroking his dick. "Hurry up, I need those lips on my dick.
Teddy reached down and grabbed a dangling breast and gently squeezed it. It was true, he'd never seen nipples like those and he found himself exploring the length and hardness. As he gently pulled on it, he heard Stacy moan.
"Best ever, right? And is this the first girl who has deep throated you? Best cock-sucker I've ever had." Chip said.
Teddy looked at his grandsons, "Yes. She really is incredible. God, she's good." He looked down at the girl and told her, "Lick my balls, I need to feel that tongue on my balls."
Stacy was stunned to hear her Gramps talk about her that way and pulled off his cock and as she stroked the slick shaft, began sucking on the hairy sack, rolling each ball across her tongue gently. She panicked feeling something press against her anus and increased her licking. She heard her Gramps breathing become more rapid and stroked his cock faster until he let out a long groan and came in weak dribbles all over her hand.
She got up and as she headed to the bathroom to clean up, Chip stopped her. "Where are you going? Get over here."
She looked at the cum dripping off her hand and knew what he wanted her to do. After swallowing the last drop, she knelt down and began bathing the slender head with her tongue. She wondered what was going to happen to her as she serviced both boys and swallowed their sperm. She realized she now had four men's sperm in her stomach and that was all she'd eaten today.
As she stood up wiping her mouth, she saw Chip and Gramps already dressed and waiting. She looked around and saw her bathing suit hanging over the balcony railing. Shaking her head, she walked out and grabbed them and hurriedly dove back in, but not before she saw the man gaping at her on the next balcony.
"Come on, we have to get down to the pool. Dad's going to be pissed." Brett said pulling on his tee shirt.
As they started to step into the elevator, Stacy jumped out, "Crap! I almost forgot. Charlie asked me to get something in the room. I'll meet you down there."
Chip grabbed the door, "Hang on, I'll go with you."
"Seriously? I'm just picking something up in the room. I don't need a babysitter. I'll see you down there." She said as she pressed the up button.
When she got in the room, she dove for her phone and pressed Bernard. "Um, Rico. I'm sorry to bother you...Yes, it's me. I'm in trouble and I have no one to turn to...Miami...I know. But I think my uncle is giving me to a man. I just heard Marco G. Really? Yes, the Ritz-Carlton. Really? God, yes! I'll be there. Yes, got it...blonde...Helen."
She felt perhaps there would be a way out. She couldn't believe Rico knew who Marco Guteirrez was. She grabbed a couple of bottles off the bar and headed down to the pool.
She watched as the men all watched her as she came up to the lounge chairs. She saw the man she assumed was Marco stand up and felt goosebumps seeing him eye her from foot to head. She saw him nod to Charlie before stepping forward and putting his hand out.
"Marco, you must be Stacy." He bowed and kissed her hand. "Come, I've been looking forward to meeting you." He indicated the chair, grinning seeing the carpet burns on the girl's knees.
She sat down and looked at Charlie, "Here, your favorite." She said handing him two small bottles of tequila. He looked surprised, but then grabbed them with a grin. She sat back and listened to the men talk, but her brain was working on how to get to the restaurant at 1 PM. Looking at her watch she saw it was 12:30. She was brought back to reality hearing Marco talking about his boat at the marina.



"...The Santa Maria. She's my pride and joy. 100 foot yacht and is incredible on any kind of seas. Almost twice as long as the original Santa Maria. So, bring the girl and let's seal the deal tomorrow."
Charlie shook his hand. "Sounds great. I love the ocean. My wife and I used to sail until she had an unfortunate accident. Who knew she couldn't swim?" He laughed. "Join us for lunch? No? Ok, we'll be at the marina at 8 AM." He turned to Stacy, "Make sure you get us up early, honey."
After they sat down, Stacy wished Charlie would have let her put anything on. The Maitre 'd looked at her like she was trash as he seated them. She saw the clock on the wall and she looked around the table, "If you will excuse me, I need to wash up before eating. I feel really dirty for some reason."
She entered the ladies' room and saw a blonde washing her hands. "Helen?" She said tentatively.
The woman looked relieved. She turned off the water and dried her hands. She turned and put her hand out. "Stacy I assume. I thought I'd have to hang around in here for a while. Christ. How old are you?"
"I'm 18." Stacy said, "You know Rico?"
The woman laughed, "Yeah, Rico. I hear what you did after what he did to you. I want to thank you, he has great hands." She looked the girl up and down, "Is that all you have to wear?"
Stacy blushed, "Charlie won't let me put anything on."
"He's the fat hairy guy? That's your uncle?" Helen asked.
"Yeah, my mom's sister married him."
"Why? Never mind. Fill me in on everything." After listening to the story she sighed, "Ok, go back to the table and take this." She handed Stacy a quarter. "It's actually a GPS device. Keep it with you."
Stacy threw her arms around the woman and hugged her tight. "Who are you?"
"Someone who is going to get you away from them. Go, tell them something you ate must have gone right through you." She grinned at the young girl, "I think they'll forget about how long you were in here."
Stacy went back to the table and saw they'd already ordered and they laughed hearing her excuse.
"We wondered. You really need to gradually get used to your new diet. But, we didn't give you much choice." Charlie laughed too loudly.
"Dad, can we check out South Beach? I heard there are some real babes there." Chip looked at Brett, "What do you think? Maybe we could get lucky with a real babe?"
Brett grinned, "Hey, don't be rude. Wait until Stacy is out of earshot before wanting to see a true hottie."
After dinner, Charlie told Stacy to pack up her things.
"Why, are we leaving?" Stacy asked nervously.
"Not yet, but we'll be on Marco's boat for a day or two and I'd rather not leave anything in the room that can be stolen.
After brushing her teeth, she climbed naked into bed and as she crawled down to the man's waist, he stopped her. Her sense of relief was short lived as he handed her a tube of KY Jelly. She looked at it and back at her uncle.
"Are you that stupid? Look, that goes in your ass and on my cock. If you don't want to use it, that's fine. I actually like the screaming." He looked at the girl angrily.
Her hands shook as she squirted some in her fingers and reached back and with some effort, stuck her finger in her ass. She shuddered thinking how fat his cock is compared to her finger and added a second.
"That's it. Turn around and put your face against the bed and let me watch." He leered. He watched as her creamy white ass stuck up in the air and her two fingers penetrated her rectum. "Ok, stay there." He said grabbing the tube. He squirted some on his hand and got his cock nice and slick and crawled over and pressed his cock against her. He kept pressure against the tight ring not wanting to deliver her to Marcos with any bleeding. 'Damn, I should have taken this a week ago so she had time to heal.' He thought to himself. With a satisfied groan he felt the ring relax and his head pop inside.
Stacy grunted into the mattress feeling her ass being stretched open past what she ever thought possible. She reached back and spread her ass cheeks trying to relieve the burning she felt as her anus was being invaded.
"Good girl, you learn quick." He said as he put his weight behind it and shoved his cock all the way in. "Go ahead and scream. These rooms are really soundproof." He said as he pulled out and slammed back in. "Go on, play with yourself. You'll feel a lot better if you rub that virgin cunt of yours."
Stacy kept her face buried feeling the burning go away and reached under her and began rubbing her pussy. The cock in her ass now felt just uncomfortable, but her clitoris was beginning to get more and more sensitive and the more her uncle pounded her ass the harder his balls slapped against her. She suddenly realized if she played with his balls, he'd finish sooner, so she cupped the swinging sack with every pass.
Charlie looked at his coarse dark hands against that smooth creamy flesh, his fat cock stretching that virgin ass and when she played with his balls, he groaned, "You little slut. You want my cum in your ass, don't you? It's not your little virgin cunt, but now I'm making you into a woman. Do you like that? You like a man filling you up?" He asked as he felt his balls contract. "Fuck, yes! Ohhhhhhhh." He groaned as he pumped his cream deep into the girl's rectum.
When he was done, he pulled out and fell back, "Fuck me. Why'd I not do this earlier? Christ you have a tight ass." He grabbed the sheet and wiped his cock off and rolled over to go to sleep.
Stacy walked carefully into the bathroom and climbed into the shower. Washing her butt, she felt how much it hurt, but saw no blood. She washed and washed again trying to get his goo out of her. She wondered how long before she'd ever feel clean again.
When Charlie and Stacy arrived at the marina, Stacy tried to look around to see in Helen was there, but saw no one. They climbed aboard the boat and she stood back nervously watching the two men shake hands.
"My good friend, Charlie. Here's a small gift." Marcos handed a box to the man. He looked over at the young girl in the tiny bikini and winked.
"Cubans! I haven't had one of these since last year." He took one out and sniffed it. He grinned at the man, "Perhaps we should Lewinsky a couple of these for later." He said glancing at Stacy. "Anyhow, I have something for you." Charlie picked up the black duffle and handed it to Marcos.
Stacy had no idea what they were talking about and she was having trouble keeping her senses about her, feeling like her life was about to be over. She watched as Marcos opened the bag and was stunned to see stacks of bills. She had no idea how much was there, but it looked like dozens, maybe hundreds of stacks. 'What is Charlie involved in?' She thought. She wasn't surprised, seeing this, but right in front of her? No way they were letting her go. She felt the boat engine start up and as they left shore, she saw any prayer of ever being saved disappear. 'Where was Helen? And why did she give me false hope?'
"I said, come on!" Charlie snapped, "What is with you. It's like you've been in a daze all morning."
She followed him below and when he went into his berth, he stopped her. "I'm sorry honey, but you're going to stay in Marcos' room on this trip."
She looked in panic at him, "I know," He said stroking her cheek, "we had a good time, but you'll love Marcos. He impressive, I hear." He winked at his niece. "Go on, he's at the end there."
She watched as Charlie opened his door and went in. She went to the end door and hesitated before knocking, but finally did it.
"Come in chica." She saw him look up at her, "Ah, You are a vision. Let me look at you." Marcos said sitting at a table with stacks of bills. "Christos, Charlie said he had you trained. Get your bitch ass over here." As the girl rushed over, he pulled the strings on the bikini and took them off her. "Muy Bueno. Very nice." He said as he reached up and felt her breasts, groped her ass and slid a finger up into her vagina. "Good for Charlie. Nice. I like virgins." He turned her around and pushed her so she was bent over and spread her ass cheeks.
Stacy felt totally lost with the man probing her and even lifting her breasts and checking underneath. She felt him straighten her back up and she saw he was pulling his pants off. She looked at him expecting him to order him on her back so he could take her virginity, but instead pulled her down.
"Ok, perra, let's see if you're any good at sucking cock." He said firmly. As she dropped to her knees and looked up at him he laughed. "You wanted me to fuck you, didn't you? I'd love to, but I will make mucho dinero from some lucky man. Don't you worry chica, I'll pleasure el coño for you before I let any other man take you. I personally don't like virgins, too messy, too much crying." He pushed her face towards his hard cock.
She groaned see the size of the erect penis in front of her. She reached out and couldn't fit her hand around it and covered just a third of the length. The fat spongy head looked like it would choke her if she took it down her throat. She was amazed to see he was completely shaved and didn't realize men did that.
"Ok, that's enough admiring my cock, do a good job and I'll take my time fucking that sweet ass of yours tonight, but right now I need to see how skilled my new girl is." Marcos said firmly.
Stacy resigned herself to pleasuring this man and scared what it would feel like in her ass, she began licking the shaft and sucking on the head wanting him to be happy with her. She had to stand up to get her mouth lined up with the rigid member. As she took his cock into her mouth, she felt her throat adapt to the fat head. She was actually pleased he tasted clean, unlike Charlie and his boys. Soon she established a rhythm with her now slick fist and the mouth. Looking up, she saw pleasure on the man's face and felt pride that an experienced man like him was pleased with her performance. She had the urge to touch herself and reached between her legs and began rapidly rubbing her wet pussy and clit.
"Dios. You are good at this. I might keep you for myself." He groaned.
Encouraged by his comments, she leaned onto his cock and soon released the shaft and cupped his balls instead. As she raised up and dove onto the shaft, she took more and more down her throat and soon was pressing her nose against his smooth skin. She sucked his cock as she lifted herself up and the drove back down. As she sucked hard on his cock, she heard him groan in appreciation and began a rapid bobbing with hard sucking and after two to three minutes of that, she felt his hand on her head as if trying to lift her mouth off his cock and right after that felt huge amounts of hot sperm shoot into her stomach. She continued to suck all the cream out of him and proudly swallowed every drop.
Marcos was amazed at how skilled the girl was and as she stood up and wiped her face off while flexing her jaw, he looked at her more closely. She had no flaws, she sucked cock better than any girl or woman ever had. Perhaps she could be his wife. He looked at her. "You're going to love Cuba. Get dressed and let's go on top and enjoy the air. Forget the underwear." He sat there any watched as the girl pulled out a light cotton dress and pulled it over her head. He could still see the dark patch on her cunt and her dark nipples poking aggressively through the fabric.
She let herself be led up top and sat down when he held her chair. After her treatment of her by her own family, she felt herself being seduced by the man. She internally slapped herself remembering he was going to sell her body for the next number of years before she was too worn out. Then he'd probably have her dumped in the ocean.
Charlie came in to the dining area and seeing the smile on Marcos face, he grinned, "She's pretty good, isn't she? So, do we have a deal?"
"We have a deal. Jesus, bring us tequila. Let's toast." Marcos said.
Stacy never had alcohol before and felt herself reeling as she was led into Marcos' berth. She stood there and the man pulled off her dress and laid her on her back. She watched as he pulled off his clothes and stood proudly before her stark naked.
As she started to get up, he softly said, "Easy chica, let me taste you. I do like virgins for that one reason." He opened her legs and pressed his lips against her smooth labia and kissed her up and down her slit. She moaned as his tongue came out and flicked against her wet lips and clit. She instinctively reached up and began pinching her nipples while feeling her vagina caressed by the man's soft lips and tongue. She felt her labia open, welcoming the probing member as he slipped the tip up and down the awakening slit.
He looked up at the girl with her eyes closed and gently pulling on those incredible nipples. "You're opening like a flower." He said running his finger along the slick slit. He returned to that sweet pussy and sucked one of the fleshy lips into his mouth, then the other. He felt she was near so he sucked her clit into his mouth and rapidly batted at the end with the tip of his tongue. As she lifted her hips off the bad, pressing against his face, he pressed a finger against her ass and felt the tight ring relax, letting him in.
Stacy never felt anything like this. Was this being made love to? As he drove a finger into her ass, she felt the nerves in her crotch peaking and her hips start bucking on their own against that tongue. That tongue exciting her most sensitive area and groaned loudly as she exploded.
Marcos kept roughly pumping his finger into the girl's ass and pressed his mouth hard against her cunt as she writhed against him until she finally went limp. He crawled up between her spread legs and kissed her. She opened her mouth and wrestled her tongue against his.
Stacy thought the man was going to push his cock into her, and she actually wanted it, but as he leaned forward, he lifted her legs up and pressed his cock against her ass. Her eyes shot open and he hissed, "You thought I'd forget about selling your virginity? I'd like to keep you for myself, but that would just be stupid to throw away that kind of money."
She whimpered feeling her anus being opened up and when hearing gunshots. Saw Marcos quickly roll off her and dive towards the drawer next to the bed. She couldn't move as she saw the door fly open and Rico burst in pointing a gun at her then over at Marcos.
"Don't do it Marcos, we have you." Rico said. "Drop the gun and get on the floor."
Stacy finally closed her legs and rolled off the bed as Marcos spun and shot once before she saw three red holes appear in his chest. She saw him disappear behind the bed and saw a completely black clad Rico lowering his gun. She dove over and threw her arms around him. "Rico, you're here! I thought you forgot about me." She felt wetness and jumped back. "You've been shot."
Rico looked at his shoulder and shrugged, "Just a graze, I've been hit worse." He looked around and saw her dress, "Perhaps you should get something on."
"Bernie, I leave you for what? 30 seconds and you already found a naked girl?" She looked at Marcos on the floor and said, "All cleared up top also."
Stacy pulled away and saw Helen, all dressed in black holstering her gun. "Helen, my God!" Stacy hugged the blonde hard, "I didn't see you at the marina and I thought I was doomed."
Rico looked over with a grin, "I'm the one with the naked girl?" He pulled her off Helen and reached for the dress. He turned her back as she pulled clothes on and when she said she was decent, he turned back. "Good to see you are in one piece. When you told me about Marcos, we put it all together. Charlie and his sons have been under surveillance for child abduction, but we've never been able to actually catch them. We had no idea who his buyer was until you called me. Come on, let's get you some water or something. By the way, my name is Bernie, Bernard Stowe."
Stacy looked at him and at Helen, "Under surveillance? And you let me stay with them? Who are you? You're not a bad guy? Who was Rico and where did the Brooklyn accent go?""
"We had no idea he'd treat family like that." Bernie pulled out a card, "Perhaps we should have yelled FBI when we boarded."
Helen laughed, "You bought that accent? Christ, I grew up there and never heard anyone sound like that, unless they didn't wear a bike helmet growing up." She took Stacy's arm, "Let's go up top."
Sitting around the table in the dining area, Bernie introduced the other members, "Steve, Jack and Jose. You already met Helen."
Steve put out his hand and grinned, "Bernie was in a panic. I've never seen us get anywhere this fast. You must be pretty special to him."
Stacy blushed hearing this and shook hands all around amazed at seeing her saviors right when she thought she'd be gone forever.
Stacy looked at Bernie's shoulder and stood up. She pulled his shirt off and saw the graze. It didn't look like it would need stitches but definitely needed to be cleaned. She then pulled his hand towards her. She looked at the gauze bandage and saw it was torn and dirty. "You need this changed. Steve or Jack, can you go to the bridge and get the first aid kit? And I'll need warm water." She looked at the poor stitching job and groaned. Stacy cleaned his wound and rinsed it with alcohol then cleaned his finger before wrapping it up with fresh gauze. "Look at me." She ordered Bernie, "Promise me you'll go to a proper doctor and get this looked at. I am so sorry I didn't do a better job on the stitches."
Bernie patted her hand. "Look, every time I see the scar, I'll think of you."
Stacy felt free for the first time in weeks. She was with the FBI and away from..."Wait. Where is Uncle Charlie?" She looked around.
"I'm afraid he didn't make it. He pulled a gun and Jack shot him as he jumped overboard." Steve said.
Jack looked sick, "Who knew there were sharks right under us? God, if I'd slipped and put a toe in..." He jerked his head up, "I'm sorry, that was your uncle?"
Stacy felt no sadness, just phenomenal relief, "By marriage. Trust me, no one will miss him. I'm actually glad he finally made use of all that blubber." She said, before falling into a giggle fit that soon became tears.
Helen got up and crouched down holding the girl while the four men looked uncomfortable. She stroked the girl's hair and patted her back gently as she cried into the agent's shoulder.
Stacy finally leaned back and wiped the tears from her eyes and said, "I'm sorry. I feel like I can't get where I feel my feet are firmly planted. I'll get myself together." She looked around and said, "Thank you, thank you all very much." She stood up and hugged Jose, Steve and lastly Jack. She kissed him on the cheek and whispered, "Just in case killing my uncle bothers you, please trust me. The world is a hell of a lot better off now." She kissed his cheek again. She went over to Bernie and threw her arms around him. She pulled away and chuckled, "Helen may not have bought your accent, but you really sucked as a bad guy groping me. You could have taken lessons from Uncle Charlie and my cousins, they were so evil. Hey, what about them?"
Helen answered, "They are in custody and we'll get names out of them. There were a lot of girls who disappeared in their area. Sorry to say, prison will not be very welcoming. Sex offenders rarely make it out in one piece." She said as she nodded at Jack as he headed up to the bridge.
"I'm glad. They are as sick as Uncle Charlie was. He actually implied that he drowned Aunt Carey." Stacy said sadly. "I liked her."
"And that is my fault," Bernie said, "She called and said she found something out about her husband and before we could talk to her...We looked really hard into his story and since there were no witnesses..." Bernie added. "I'm sorry, her death has haunted me." He looked around, "Haunted all of us." He looked sadly at her, "But, you'll be happy to know that we got Hampton. I cannot see him walking this time and we should be able to get your grandfather's house back. So, you'll have a home to go back to."



Helen looked at Stacy, "Is that what you want?"
The young girl shook her head. "I'm glad for him, but I never want to see him again...ever. I'll figure something out. Maybe a friend from my old school. I miss them."
Jack came down from the bridge. "All set, just give me the word."
Bernie nodded at him, "Let's get the Zodiac loaded up and get out of here." He looked at Steve, can you go below and pack Stacy's things for her? I don't think she wants to go back down there." He got up and put his arm around the agent whispering something before coming back.
Stacy thought about the fore cabin with the piles of money, "What was all the money for? I never thought Charlie had that kind of cash lying around."
"We aren't sure. We think he was bribing Marcos to give him an in. He sure was working to get in on the opening of Cuba and building the new resorts. We know where he got it though. He basically swindled his partners. Apparently you were a gift to him on top of the cash." Bernie said. "Look, let's get into port and we'll get you a place to stay."
They all climbed into the inflatable boat and as they turned back towards shore, Steve pressed something and with a roar a huge fireball shot up and the 100 foot yacht disappeared.
Stacy gasped, "Why did you blow it up? That must have been worth millions."
"Marcos didn't own that boat. He may have had a few girls, but he could never have afforded that. The man who owns it has to think there was an accident..." Bernie said.
After docking the boat, Stacy walked with Bernie and Helen. She looked over at Helen, "You two?"
Helen grinned, "We two. Bernie is my husband and I'd have hated to look at that left hand without his little finger. Thank you, sweetie."
Steve came up, "I got adjoining rooms. Helen, I put you in with Stacy for the night. I suspect she shouldn't be alone. Stacy, your bag is in the room. Sorry it's not as nice as what you were in..."
"God, I am so tired. I just need to go to sleep." Stacy said falling onto one of the queen size beds. She groaned and got up, "I should clean up and brush my teeth." She went over to the bag and reached in to pull out her toothbrush and gasped. She turned to Helen with a couple of stacks of hundreds. "What's this? This isn't mine." She said, she turned and pawed through her bag. "There's dozens of them in here." She held a six inch stack out towards Helen. "You need to put these into evidence. I can't take these."
Helen walked over and took them from the girl and dropped them back into her bag. "Sadly, during the fight, some of the money fell into the ocean. Such a waste." She said as she turned to go into the bathroom.
***************************************
Stacy walked up the steps to her apartment and saw Bernie and Helen sitting there. "Guys! Why didn't you call? I was loafing all the way back from school enjoying the weather." She grabbed each of them and gave them a huge hug. "What are you doing here?"
Helen took Stacy's hand, "We thought it best to fly out and tell you. Your Grandfather passed away a couple of nights ago. He left this note." She handed the envelope to the young brunette. "It isn't a suicide note, it that's what you're wondering."
Stacy took the envelope and looked at it then back at her two friends, "Did you read it?"
Bernie nodded his head, "I don't think he ever forgave himself. But, you don't have to read it now if you don't want to. But I think basically he was a good man...a weak man, but a good man." He pulled Stacy into a hug and patted her back.
Stacy said, "I guess I'll read it later. I feel bad since I thought over and over about calling him. I just never did." She put the letter in her hip pocket, "Youze guys wanna come in?"
Helen laughed, "Christ, did he teach you that? Please don't do that again."
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Christie jolted back to reality, "I'm sorry, I'm so tired I think I might have dozed off for a minute." She said looking over at Ed.
"I asked if you liked the last week. I wanted to thank you again for letting Doug loan you to me." He grinned, "I mean as my wife, so I look a bit less wild. You sure were convincing." He looked at the beautiful girl in the same white summer dress she was wearing when he first saw her. "Jax told me he never saw a couple so much in love with each other...but..." He paused.
"But what?" Christie replied thinking how she looked like a total slut in front of Jax and a couple of his help.
"He suggested I keep an eye on you since you might have a pretty strong sex drive...um, that and you seem to attract men who perhaps would not observe your married state." He laughed. "I mean, did you see the way the three boys, Jax and the two guys who carried our bags out all looked at you..."
Christie thought back to leaving the massive cabin. The lingering hugs from Jimmy, Rick and especially Mike. Then Robert held her hand a bit longer while looking into her eyes with what she suspected was regret. Then the way John held her hand, helping her into the back of the limo. "I'm sure they were just being nice. I thought everyone was really nice this week."
"I'm sure you're right. I'll bet those nice boys are jerking off right now thinking about you." Ed smiled at her as her stroked that bare thigh.
"Oh, don't be absurd. Those boys have a lot more on their minds than me. I'm sure they are all excited about starting school." She sighed. "Just because you are oversexed doesn't mean everyone is." She looked down as his fingers slid under her dress, nearing her panties.
"Yeah. Those boys undressed you with their eyes the whole week. They sure were fairly focused when saw you take off your top in the pool...or was there more yesterday?" Ed looked at her seriously. "You really played pool all night?"
"God! You're pretty jealous for a guy who is screwing his employee's wife. Anyhow, give those boys some credit. They might have active libidos, but they also have active minds. They asked about a lot of things...things that they would like to experience. All in all, they're pretty innocent kids." She gasped when the older man's fingers creased her panty-clad slit. "You probably should stop that since the airport is just 15 minutes away, unless you want to tap on the window and have John pull over." She let the man lift her left leg and drape it over his thigh, allowing easier access.
Ed looked thoughtful as he felt the humid warmth between the beautiful blonde's legs. "Damn it, I really wanted to get back early last night. "I know you're married to a great guy, but I planned on wearing you out on our last night. I kept having to hide my boner whenever I thought what was waiting for me." He slipped his finger under the flimsy material and gently circled the girl's clit before sliding inside her.
"Oh fuck! Stop. Don't tease me like this unless you plan on finishing what you started." She looked at John seeing him look back, knowing he'd seen more than this, but it still was erotic knowing he wanted her. Jax might be right, perhaps most men wanted to have her. She stared at John with a smile while feeling the fat fingers probe her. "Oh God. That feels really good."
Ed looked at Christie and at the driver, "You like that he's watching, don't you?" Seeing her nod, he whispered, "Jax was right. He told me he thought you were a bit of an exhibitionist and suggested I allow you to explore that. Take you to nude beaches, perhaps to amateur nights at strip clubs." His finger was squishing into her pussy as he leaned over pleasuring the girl. He looked at her hard nipples straining the elastic on her sun dress, "You want me to tell the driver to put up the privacy screen?"
Christie shook her head knowing that John had seen more of her, a lot more of her, but now she finally saw the eagerness on his face. Her eyes never left the rear view mirror as she let Ed explore her tits through the sun dress.
"Driver, are you going to be able to concentrate on the road if we fool around back here?" Ed asked.
"John, his name is John." Christie sighed feeling a second finger enter her and the strong, rough hand maul her tit. She began panting as Ed pressed his thumb against her clit while pumping in and out of her with his two fingers. She saw John adjust the mirror to see down between her legs so she opened her right leg more and smiled when she saw his face get flushed.
Ed leaned over and kissed the gorgeous blonde, feeling frustrated, "Fuck, baby, I wish I could do you right now. You're so much hotter than all other women I've known, I'm not sure I'll be able to keep away. Couldn't we do lunch every once in a while? You know, as friends with benefits?"
Christie moaned feeling the strong hands manipulating her clit and was about to pant out, 'Yes, yes, any time,' when the partition rolled down, but bit her tongue.
"Mr. and Mrs. Matthews, you might want to get ready, we're three minutes from the airport." John said, "I can circle the airport a few times if you like."
Christie was aware that they were exiting and pulled Ed's hand out from between her legs and arranged her panties pulled to the side before putting her knees together, "No, we're good. Sorry." She looked at her husband's boss, "I'm not sure that would work out Sweetie, but it's a nice offer."
As he held the door for the flushed couple, he smiled at each as if nothing had happened. He unloaded the luggage trying not to think about what he saw and yet couldn't wait to get home and hope the wife would be willing...willing to do more than missionary. He ran around to the driver's side remembering that creamy white ass sticking up in the air...
***************************************
Christie looked around the cabin which looked a lot larger now that it was just the two of them, "Wow, this really is unnecessary. We could have just flown commercial, but I'm not complaining." She sat in the same seat she was in on the flight out.
Ed looked around, "I actually could afford one of these now, but I think I'll save the money. It is really nice, though." He sat across from the girl.
Christie laughed, "I see you're sitting where the boys sat. Trying to see up my dress? Perv." She opened her legs slightly.
Ed felt a throbbing in his pants when he saw the cute flight attendant.
"Hi, I'm Emily. Can I get you anything? Have you eaten?" The pretty dark-haired flight attendant asked, checking out the beautiful blonde with the brilliant blue eyes.
Ed smiled looking up at the girl, not trying to hide her assets by wearing her uniform short and tight with the right amount of buttons undone. "Yes, we both worked up an appetite on the way to the airport." He looked her up and down, "Perhaps a bloody mary would be good also." He looked at Christie, "What would you like?"
The young blonde saw the girl's eyes checking her out and felt her nipples harden, "I'd love a mimosa, if you could do that." She looked at the girl, "I'm in the mood for eggs or something, whatever you think is good." Christie was stunned to realize Ed had made her so horny she was appraising the pretty girl.
Emily smiled at the girl, seeing her eyes scan her body and looked over at the man and thought about how great this couple looked. She had to flashing image of the three of them naked before taking their orders and heading up to the galley.
After Emily left, Christie looked across at Ed, "Christ. We've been married just a week and I know what you'd like to eat. I'm not enough woman for you?" She laughed and settled back in her seat.
"I guess I was checking her out. Come on, even you would admit she is a very pretty girl." He scowled at the blonde, "So, who's jealous now?"
Christie shook her head, "Not at all jealous. She was more focused on my chest and legs than on you. I think she isn't really a threat to steal my husband." She laughed before closing her eyes.
Emily brought the drinks and put them on the table in front of the couple, "I'll bring breakfast in just a few minutes. Anything else you'd like? Perhaps some blankets?" She said, looking at the girl who looked like she had fallen asleep.
"No, we're good. She didn't get much sleep last night." Ed laughed. He prodded Christie, "We have food."
When the couple had finished, Emily took away their plates and glasses, "Anything else?"
Ed looked over at Christie who and back at Emily, "Perhaps we could use those blankets, I think my wife would like to sleep a little.
"I can do that, but the seats you are in can collapse to make a bed, you know, perhaps if you both..." The girl winked at Ed, "I can close the curtains up front to give you some privacy."
Christie looked at the girl, then at Ed feeling an eager pang between her legs. She saw Ed nodding his head and get up. They helped Emily convert the seats into what looked to be a queen-sized bed.
After spreading out sheets and a blanket and arranging the pillows, Emily smiled at the couple, "I'll let you get some rest. If you need me, just press the button there, and I'll get whatever you need."
Christie watched as the girls pulled the curtains closed and whispered to Ed, "Really? You want to have sex with Emily right there? She will hear everything we do."
Ed put his hands on the young blonde's shoulders, "Look, we can sleep. I am not going to do anything if you don't want me too. I know you're tired and that is your top priority." He slid a hand down her back, "Go on, let's just sleep."
Christie sat on the bed and looked at the man and groaned, "Yeah, but I'll never be able to sleep thinking about you wanting to get you cock inside me. You know, one last time." She ran her hand up the front of his pants, gripping the hardening shaft.
"Ahhh, yes. Actually that and I've always wanted to be in the mile-high club." He tenderly brushed the girl's hair, "And, the way I want you now, I'll be really quick." He laughed.
"Sorry, I don't buy it. You're never quick and you seem to need to keep going since you stay hard." She was now stroking his cock through his pants, marveling how fat it was. She suddenly stood up, "Hang on."
Ed stepped back and watched as Christie headed up to the front of the plane and peek through the curtain and apparently ask a question. He was wondering what she was asking, but looking at how her dress draped across her ass, between her cheeks he wondered how he'd ever be able to get over this beautiful girl. He suddenly felt something he didn't believe in and as he tried to drive off the uncomfortable feeling in his chest, he heard the two girls giggle.
He watched as she opened the curtain and hold it for Emily. After they closed the curtain, he watched as they both walked down through the cabin.
"Ok, Emily said she'd join us. I saw how you were looking at her and I thought if I couldn't keep up with you, Emily said she'd be able to help out." Christie said, grinning. She turned to the dark-haired girl, "Or, perhaps you have something else in mind?"
Emily reached up and stroked the tall blonde's hair off her face studying the creamy skin, the full lips and those startlingly blue eyes. She traced her fingers across those pink lips and as they parted, she felt a strong pulsing in her crotch watching those puffy lips open and suck on her fingers...that warm tongue flicking against her fingertips. She reluctantly pulled her fingers out of the girl's mouth and leaning up, kissed her, wanting to feel that soft tongue against hers.
Ed adjusted his swelling cock and turned to sit on the lounge chair. When the girls looked over at him, "Don't mind me, I'll sit here, cock in hand and enjoy the show."
Christie smiled at the smaller brunette and looked down at her cute body. She's never looked at another woman like she was looking at Emily. Emily couldn't have weighed more than 90 pounds and wondered what her cute little body looked like, naked. She found herself wondering what it was men like Ed saw in a girl and what she saw in front of her, was very nice. Her small, perky tits...her tiny waist...her cute ass. She found herself unbuttoning the girl's blouse wanting to see what her nipples looked like, how firm her breasts were. As the cute girl shrugged off the blouse, Christie tenderly cupped those beautiful lacy bra clad mounds and ran her thumbs across the projecting nipples. She saw the clip in front and releasing it, pushed the bra off the girl's shoulders. She turned to Ed, "These are so beautiful, perfect." She turned back and ran her thumbs around the puffy, brown areolae.
Ed was mesmerized watching the two contrasting women as Emily reached up and unzipped Christie's dress and let it fall to the floor. Emily's eyes were glued to the young blonde's massive breasts and almost buried her face in them as she reached around to undo her bra.
Emily moaned seeing the creamy-white, pink tipped tits in front of her and reached up to feel how heavy they were. She looked down at her own, much smaller breasts and back at Christie's and sighed. "I could open so many doors if I had these."
Christie laughed, "Yeah, as far as I've seen, the only doors offered to me have been bedroom doors." She squeezed Emily's mounds and shook her head, "Feel blessed. These are perfect. In twenty years, I'll have to give up jogging or they'll take my eyes out. Plus, as I keep having to reassure Ed, size doesn't matter."
"Hey!"
Emily laughed, "So true, but what I'd give to troll the bars with a pair of these for just one evening." She sighed squeezing the breasts.
"I'll lend them to you whenever you want. My husband seems to think I shouldn't troll the bars for guys anymore." She looked down at her large, tear-drop breasts. "Sad to see them go to waste." She leaned down to Emily's chest and licked a large nipple, "Hate to see these go to waste, also." Tasting another woman's nipple excited her. So strange to think that she'd never experimented before and as she sucked the breast into her mouth, she ran her tongue in circles around the velvety ring.
Emily closed her eyes feeling the soft lips, tongue on her breasts thinking back to when the couple boarded, she probably would be bored since they looked like they might sleep the entire flight. This is so much better. She felt the lips and tongue explore her other breast while hands unzipped her skirt, followed by her slip and panties being pulled down. She caressed the girl's head as she kissed down her stomach, and moaned as the tongue licked her navel while fingers pinched her sensitive nipples.
Ed couldn't take it anymore and yanked off his pants and underwear and lay back watching, stroking. He pulled out his phone and turned on the video recorder.
Emily looked over at the man with the fat cock and smiled for the camera. She tapped Christie on the shoulder, "Smile, I think we're being videoed."
Christie looked over at Ed, "I suppose we'd better let our director here, direct." Christie looked questioningly at the man recording her, "Perhaps you could tell us what to do?"
Ed grinned, "Ok ladies. I think the audience wants you both naked. The blonde here, still has her panties on. And you there, Emily, is it? Get over to the chair and open your legs up so Blondie has full access."
Christie stood up and pulled off her thong and knelt down between Emily's legs. She ran her hands up those smooth thighs and looked over at Ed. "How come she has a name and I'm blondie?"
Ed smiled, "Emily, can you find something for Blondie's mouth so the show can go on?"
Emily pulled on Christie's head, guiding her against her shaved twat, "You heard him Blondie. Put that mouth of yours to good use."
Christie had a tough time not smiling as she inhaled to rich odor of another woman. Inhaling that scent made her excited and seeing the perfectly smooth pussy in front of her made her want to completely bath it with her tongue. As the tip of her tongue ran up the girl's slit, she was aware of the tangy fluids seeping out. Her pussy twinged thinking that she was licking her first pussy.
Emily looked down at the blonde head as she played with her nipples, feeling the probing tongue parting her labia and entering her. She loved the feeling and knew the girl was avoiding her clit for now, but as more of her mouth covered her twat, she felt the firmness of the girl's face press against it. Felt her clit being tweaked as the mouth sucked hard on her pussy and moved from side to side.
Ed groaned seeing Christie's face fully buried between a woman's legs and hearing Emily's breathing get deeper and more rapid. "Wait." He ordered, "I want to see some 69 action. Get over on the reclined lounge chair and let's see girl on girl action."
Christie and Emily scowled at Ed, "She was really close. You can't interrupt a girl's impending climax like that. Oh wait, that's what guys do. The cum just before a girl has hers." She stood up and helped Emily to her feet. "Come on. I have a feeling you'll cum soon enough." Christie lay down on her back and opened her legs as the cute brunette straddled her face and dove down to taste her pussy. Christie looked up that that beautiful ass right above her and pulled that twat onto her mouth.
Ed grinned seeing what he'd always fantasized about, two beautiful women in this rapturous position. He held the camera up as he moved from one end to the other getting close-ups of the eager mouths. He loved hearing both girls moaning with pleasure and running their hands all over each other's bodies.
Soon, Emily pulled her head up and gasped, her body shaking, her pelvis pumping up and down on Christie's face, her whole body tense and glowing.
Christie rapidly tongued the girl's clit as she came, loving how she was able to get a girl off first time. She had hold of those perky tits, exciting the nipples as Emily arched her back in ecstasy.
When Emily's body relaxed, she let out a deep sigh and leaned down and return to exploring the sweet pussy beneath her. She felt the blonde's tongue licking and apparently swallowing her cum and loved how good it still felt, even after a crashing orgasm. She considered rolling over, feeling the cute blonde's weight on top of her and to give her access to those pendulous tits.
Christie saw Ed standing over her, his fat cock point at the ceiling. She patted the cute little ass, "Looking into something new?" She giggled. She pushed Emily's thighs open more.
Emily looked back and groaned, "God, that think looks angry. I suppose as director he decides where to put it." She returned to stimulating Christie's clam-shell like pussy.
Ed put the phone on the side table before getting between the tiny brunette's leg. He leaned forward, letting his cock slide across Christie's face and lips before feeling the head press against the girl's pussy, before pulling back, knowing he was leaving a trail of cum. He slid forward again, slowly, feeing a nice tongue bath his shaft before pressing against Emily's anus. He gave a little push testing her reaction and when she lifted he ass up in response he sighed. "I think I've died and gone to heaven."
Christie felt the girl respond to Ed's probing and continued licking whatever the man offered to her. When Ed pulled back, and started forward, she reached up, bent her neck back, and guided the cock into her mouth. "Mmmm...mmm...mmm." She moaned as Emily attacked her clit and that fat shaft snaked into her throat. She felt her self losing it as her clit was taken into a girl's mouth and sucked on like a tiny penis...she suddenly realized a girl was driving her crazy. Her long hair, brushing against her inner thighs, her cunt and ass right above her. "Uuuhhhhhh...mmmmmmm...mmmmm...mmm...mmm...mmm..." She hummed on Ed's cock, writhing on the girl's face as she came, grabbing Ed's ass and pulling him into her throat.



Ed almost came as his employee's wife hummed frantically against him, but was able to hold off until Christie released him and slowly extracted his plump dick from her mouth. He leaned down and kissed her before climbing back up and lining up his rod against the tiniest pussy he'd ever seen.
Emily raised her ass up to allow the best angle and let out a long moan as she felt that fat head part her tight pussy. She wondered what it would feel like as all the men she'd been with had been fairly normal, no more than six inches and slender. This must be twice the mass. As she thought that, she found out.
Ed took it slow, feeling how tight the girl was and every time he pulled the head out and pushed in he stopped when he sensed a slight flinching. Soon Emily's ass was pushing back against him with rapid jerk as he penetrated her, deeper and deeper.
Christie was fascinated seeing the fleshy rod incredibly stretch the brown-lipped pussy above her, and was anxious to see if the girl could take all of him. She knew exactly how Ed's cock felt to her, but what she thought of what Emily must be feeling was her own experience with the three boys, their inherited huge cocks stretching her wider than she ever imaging was possible. Hearing a satisfied groan from Emily, she saw Ed's pelvis fully pressed against the small girl's twat. She drove her tongue against the dripping pussy, over the dangling ball sack, and the slick rod as it pulled out. She reached down and grabbed a nice handful of that perfect tit and pulled on the projecting nipple as she went after the hard clit above her.
Ed no longer had any doubts. He was in heaven. The tightest cunt he'd ever been in with the most beautiful woman he's ever seen licking his crotch eagerly. 'Fuck me, I'd marry this woman in a flash if only...Fuck!" He thought. As he picked up speed, fucking the girl, he looked down at the brown-puckered asshole and pressed his thumb against it. He almost came when Emily thrust he ass up against his fat member and he buried it knuckle deep.
Emily was going nuts. She couldn't possibly keep track of the various stimuli, her clit, her rock-hard nipples, her pleasantly abused vagina, now a digit invading her ass no smaller than any of the dicks she'd had there. "Oh fuck, yesss. Yesss, yesss...ooooooooooooo"
Christie couldn't believe any girl could cum a second time so quickly and felt a pang of envy as she held the squirming girl tight.
Emily finally came down from intense jolts shooting through her and collapsed, her face again buried in the pink twat. She suddenly felt ashamed and turn to look back at the couple. "Christ, you let me cum twice and you still haven't gotten fucked?" She said apologetically.
"I'm fine. I was really happy to get you off, twice. That's amazing. Twice in what? 15 minutes?" Christie said, "I am so jealous."
Emily grinned, "I've been lucky to have many orgasms in an evening. Ed, I think your wife would like her pussy filled up. Plus, I'd like to return the favor." She said, wiping her mouth.
Emily stroked the man's balls tenderly as she watched that incredible cock slide into her new friend. She looked up at Ed grinning, "You must be in heaven now. Two beautiful women at your command. Perhaps you'd like to fuck your wife here and finish in my mouth?" She asked.
Ed groaned hearing this and lifting Christie's legs up, began pounding the young blonde's pussy for what he dreaded was the last time. He looked down and saw Emily rubbing Christie's clit while apparently mesmerized by the sight of his cock pistoning in and out of the pink hole. He heard Christie cry out with the familiar grunting and gasping as she came, her legs wrapping and pulling him hard against him. He thought how much he was going to miss that.
Feeling Christie cum, Emily slid up and began licking the man's hairy chest, flicking her tongue over the hard little nipple, and soon she heard him grunting that he was going to cum, so she pushed him out of the blonde and dove onto the fat cock just as the first jet shot out the plump, slimy head. Gripping, stroking, sucking, swallowing, she captured all the cream the man had before finally releasing him, she grinned, seeing him collapse down on the seat behind him.
As they were getting cleaned up and dressed, Emily looked at the flushed couple, "You know, we have layovers in the city, so...you know..."
Ed grinned, "That would be great. We'd love to have you." He stopped and glanced at Christie, "I mean, if Christie is ok with it." Realizing the idiocy of the assent.
"Sure. We'd obviously love to have you. Ed, why don't you give her our address." The blonde responded wondering how the hell that was going to work.
***************************************
Christie hugged Ed at the door, "Thanks, that was a pleasure." She laughed, "A lot of pleasure. Um, would you like to come in for a beer or something?"
As Ed was about to respond, the door swung open, "Chris, your home. Hey Ed, come on in. Let me grab your bag." Doug reached out a grabbed Christie's suitcase. Seeing the couple standing there, "Look, it's fine. I was just making dinner and I'll bet you two are hungry. There's never anything to eat on the flights anymore."
Christie and Ed looked at each other suppressing a chuckle when Doug turned and headed into the house. Christie followed and inhaled the wonderful smell of home.
Ed went back to the Uber driver and told him to go on, grabbed his bag out of the trunk and headed in.
***************************************
Closing the front door after watching his boss's, boss's, boss's, boss leave, Doug went up to his wife and hugged her, "God, I missed you so much. Christ, I couldn't believe how long a week could be."
Christie felt the love of her life holding her tight and all of a sudden felt like crying, "I'm so sorry to leave like that. I really missed you."
Doug looked at his wife and wiped away the tears, "Hey, it's all good. Look, I know you slept with Ed, and I hope the three boys, but I not only gave you permission, I basically told you to. I wasn't alone here, either. Keiko was very...distracting. Thanks for sending her over. But I'm so happy to hold you again."
Christie nodded, but couldn't believe how lucky she was to have a husband like Doug. "I love you so much, but I don't want to do that again. I just want to be with you."
"I'm fine with that, but I looked at it a bit differently. I love my job. I am no way interested in leaving it, but I cherish those three weeks of vacation a year. Not because I don't love my job, but sometimes a break makes the job better. I look at your week away having fun as a vacation from the marriage. A way to make the marriage better. Thinking of it that way, do you still feel guilty?" Doug asked.
Shaking her head, Christie replayed the week and thought about how much more fun she and Doug were going to have. "There's just one thing. I'd like to have Keiko over, and you know, perhaps the three of us...?" Seeing Doug's smile curl up, she grabbed him by the hand, "I've still been bad and I won't feel right until you punish my ass."
Doug felt his cock pulse as he let himself be led down the hall to their bedroom.
***************************************
"Doug, look, Christie told me there had better be no bonus for...um, the loan of her to me, but had we signed off on the deal at dinner and the last week not happened, I would have still owed you...What I mean is, you went above and beyond and made me a lot of money. So, I'm giving you this check to use as you like. Tell Christie if you like, and also two more weeks vacation. I can't even come close to expressing how in your debt I am."
Doug looked at the $50,000 check and back at the man, "I can't accept this. She told me she'd rip my balls off if in any way she was 'whored out' as she put it." Doug handed the check back.
Ed laughed, "I knew you'd say that. God, you're an amazing man." He tore up the check. "That's why I added $100,000 to your IRA. Good luck returning that."
Stunned, Doug watch the man stride away.
***************************************
"How long has it been since the six of us all had a dinner together?" Jamie asked. "I think it's been at least six months. She raised a glass looking around the table, "To family."
Christie felt so safe with her sisters, their incredible husbands and Doug. As she put her glass down, she looked at Tiffanie, "So I heard you might make partner. Tell me about it." She studied her oldest sister who still looked sixteen, "Christ Tiff, you don't look like you've been doing 16 hour days at the firm."
"I don't feel like sixteen. I've been getting almost no sleep, but maybe I'll have time later. Jim and I almost never see each other anymore with his travelling, which, by the way, is really an issue." The taller blonde girl looked at her husband, "His company has a team building getaway in the Adirondacks next month and it is quote, unquote, required for spouses. What is this, the 50's? Women work and cannot just drop everything." She looked at Jim, "You'll have to tell them it ain't happening. I've got the Andrews case along with...um, a merger I cannot discuss." She looked around the table, "Sorry, it's a sore point." She patted Jim's hand, "I've never met these guys, but they seem like something out of Mad Men."
Christie grabbed Doug's arm just as he blurted out, "Why not take Christie?"
Tiffanie looked over, "What? Wait. You're suggesting...that's not a bad idea." She looked at Christie, "You'd have time? You'd go along with acting as his wife?"
Doug and Christie looked at each other and when nodded at Doug, he turned back. "Actually, just last week..."
When Doug finished telling about the week with the owner of his company, Jim looked back at Doug. "That must have driven you crazy...I mean, I assume they slept together, you know, acting as man and wife..."
Doug shook his head, "I trust her. I'm sure whatever she decided to do was necessary to perpetrate the ruse." He looked at Christie, "You were a good girl, weren't you?"
Christie slapped his arm, "Yeah, I was good. Thank God Doug is not the jealous type." She looked at Jim, "I'd love to go to the Adirondacks as your wife, as long as Tiffs ok with it."
"I'm fine with it. I'm actually incredibly relieved. I'd hate for Jim's career to be hurt because I'm not Donna Reed."
Jamie started laughing, "Oh shit." She couldn't say much more, just looked over at her younger sister. She patted her husband's arm and sputtered out, "Theo, tell them."
"Um, Jesus Christ, I hate to ask this, but I was one of top salesmen and won two weeks in Cabo, but Jamie is finishing up her residency this fall and cannot get away and well, it's for two. I mean it's not career threatening, but to be alone in Cabo..."
Jamie looked over at Doug and Christie, "Please? Theo gets lonely." She laughed, them looked serious, "And that brings me to another request. I need a place to stay near Memorial Hospital, yeah, the one three blocks from here, in October. So, actually, if you allow me to stay here, Doug won't be alone either."
Tiffanie looked at Jamie, "Are you offering to sleep with Doug while Theo gets to sleep with Christie?"
Jamie laughed, "Theo is fine with it, and if Doug is..." She looked him up and down, "I'm good with it."
Tiffanie looked over at Christie, "Are you fine with that? I mean, um, if things happen with Jim, Oh Christ." She turned beet red.
Jamie laughed, "You didn't think of that, did you? Acting as man and wife might entail more than holding hands." She looked at Christie, "So, how many times did you and Doug's boss do it?"
Christie blushed, "Um, well, pretty much every night." She looked around the table, "I know, but you try to sleep with a strange guy with a raging boner!" She laughed.
Tiffanie looked at her husband, "Do you plan on having a raging boner with my sister?"
Jim also found himself blushing, "I don't plan on it, but Christ, I'd have to be dead not to."
"Fuck it then, Doug, I work nearby, any room in your bed while your wife and my husband play man and wife?"
Doug checked out the two sisters thinking that it might be actually possible not only to sleep with all three, but perhaps, someday, all three at once. He felt his cock getting hard and intentionally glanced down at his crotch before grinning at his sister-in-law.
He looked at Christie, "We need to print you up some business cards. "Loaner Wife." There needs to be an app for that, kind of like Uber.
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"Do you have everything?" Susan asked, seeing her husband folding and laying his tee shirts in his bag.
"God, I hope so. Every trip I have to pick something up I forgot." He looked over at his beautiful wife. "Are you sure you don't want to go? I checked and there are available seats on the flight." He thought about being a week away from the love of his life. Susan was tall, slender, and athletic - just as she was when they met in college. He never had trouble dating beautiful women, even dated Miss Connecticut for a while, but Susan was different. Something set her above the women he had been with, something...He'd assumed he'd never have a shot with her, but when she asked him out their senior year at Harvard, he was stunned. Head of the cheerleading squad, head of her sorority, and even later, class valedictorian or Sophia something award winner. But it was her looks. Her long dark hair that glowed red in the sun, her deep green (or rather hazel, what the fuck is hazel?) eyes that seemingly stripped away any pretense, and ah, those lips...full, perfectly shaped for kissing, kissing, and other things.
They, well, to be accurate, he met her one night at a popular watering hole. She must have lost a bet or a dare and was drunk for the first time in her life...passed out drunk. David saw three boys bearing down on the girl he'd seen and admired, staggering, then collapsing on a seat, her dress pulling up to her waist as she fell and felt instant panic for her. He rushed over looking entitled, shoved by the three leering boys, and immediately grabbed her, telling the boys he needed to get his sister back to her house. They backed off, putting their hands out as he stepped between them. He straightened her dress to cover her thighs and made sure she was decent before carrying her out. To be fair, he didn't feel like a knight in shining armor seeing her sheer tiny thong-covered, fully shaved mound, but he stifled the urge to study that. He had to carry her back to her house and found himself holding her hair, (I know, right? What a cliché.) as she puked all night in the bathroom. Later, in the morning, he got some of her sisters to put her to bed and headed back to his apartment to get some sleep, assuming he'd never see her again.
Weeks later, he was heading to one of his classes when we saw her with one of her sisters. The girl frantically pointed to him and yelled out, "That's him!" He remembered the feeling of joy when Susan ran over and hugged him...hugged him with dozens of his business major classmates looking on enviously. This dark-haired goddess looked at him, thanked him, and asked if she could perhaps make up for how horrible she'd been and take him to dinner.
David remembers stammering, as if he'd never talked to a beautiful woman before, but accepted the invite. He wished he had a video of the evening because all he remembered was how beautiful she was. How perfectly she bit into her food. How flawlessly she chewed. How she looked into him and knew she could tell when he was being fully honest, or perhaps hiding, evading some truth. By the end of the evening, he'd been laid bare and was so in love he could never imagine even so much as chatting with another woman. When they graduated, for some reason she joyfully yelled "Yes!" when he knelt, holding out a ring. No joy would ever top what he'd felt at that time.
He loved his job. He loved how he was the head troubleshooter that was so in demand, but those demands made him have to be onsite all over the world. He looked at Susan with the same feelings he'd had six years earlier and hoped she'd changed her mind about going with him.
Susan shook her head sadly. "You know I can't. I have to face the stupid HOA at their meeting next Wednesday. I wish you were going. You are a lot better at...you know, making words sound good." She grinned, putting a finger against her lower lip as she cocked her incredible hips.
David wanted to toss the bag he was packing on the floor and make love to that long-legged beauty, but, being an adult..."Sorry, Betty Boop, I have an entire corporation breathlessly awaiting my rushing to..." he reached over and grabbed his plane ticket, "...Frankfurt to save the day." He shook his head, "I'm not whining. I feel like I am the luckiest guy in the world. I have a great job, the most beautiful wife in the world, and a huge dick that drives her wild." He grinned at her, "What more could I ask for?"
"That's what I love about you," Susan smiled, "Your honest self-assessment. You know you can save the day in Germany, and...yeah, you keep telling yourself that about the last two."
"Ok, but going by empirical evidence, how did you put it last night? 'Oh yeah, Oh God, fuck me with that fat cock of yours, drive that shaft into me. Make me your bitch.' I think I got that right." He grinned.
"It was, 'Oh God, fuck me with that big cock of yours, make me your bitch.' I know, because I've been practicing that with Travis, that cute kid next door. He really thought it hit the right note." Susan posed again, her finger on her lip.
David chuckled and pointed to the bedroom trash can, "I know you're lying because there are no used condoms in there, and it hasn't been emptied in a few weeks. Ha!"
"Silly boy, you're thinking of Trevor, Travis's dad. Travis never uses protection. God! You really need to get out and meet the neighbors. That's a difference between you and me. I put myself out there. Anyhow, what time does your ride get here? I need to see if Travis is available this evening." Susan giggled.
"Sorry, not for 40 minutes."
"Ok, I should probably get myself ready." Susan reached under her tee-shirt and undid and pulled her bra out through the arm hole, "Travis ruined a couple of these already. I can't afford to buy new ones. Who chews off a bra? That was cute the first time..."
David looked at those perky breasts, snugly cupped by the tight tee shirt, those nipples that were currently trying to rip through the cotton, and groaned, "Oh God, seeing you like that might make my TSA screening a bit weird." He laughed as he picked up his bag and headed downstairs.
Susan shook her head, thinking of the game they play every time he leaves town. You'd think he'd want to leave reassured he has a faithful wife dutifully waiting for him but instead he apparently gets excited thinking she's with another man. Strangely enough, with this routine, she still never thought about ever cheating on her David. She knew the thoughts kept him busy when he was all alone, but she shuddered thinking how terrible it would be if she ever did the things she teased him about. She went over to the bar and poured him a scotch, another part of his routine. David was never quite comfortable flying and a single drink seems to relax him.
David sat down, thanking Susan for the drink, "You're not having one? Or wine?" He asked as she sat down next to him.
She put her head on his shoulder and stroked his thigh, "No, not on an empty stomach. I hate it when you leave. I mean, I understand it, but you are often 14 hours away and it just seems so far." She looked up at her husband, "I really miss you...already."
"Hey, I'll be home in a week and if the neighbors don't wear you out, perhaps I could make it up to you." He chuckled as he pulled her sliding hand onto his growing cock.
Susan gripped the shaft, thinking that's the positive part of him being away for a week at a time, he always is so intense, so powerful when they make love when he gets back. She felt herself getting wet just thinking how hard he can get after a week, how impatient he is to plunge into her. Her best orgasms are when she's roughly fucked and taken. She unconsciously unzipped David's pants and pulled out his nice cock. As she stroked it, she memorized the flared head, the plump veiny shaft, the pink slit, and the area just below that was so sensitive for him. How many times was she rewarded with jets of sperm just flicking her tongue there?
David groaned feeling those lips wrap around his cock. He'd imagined his next relief would be hours away in his lonely hotel room, but this was nice. He held her hair back, thinking this was so much better than being alone in a strange city. As he gently left her hair he slid a hand under her tee and felt those diamond-hard nipples and knew it was driving her wild as he teased them.
Susan pulled off her husband's cock and yanked her tee-shirt off and dove back down on his cock. She tried to get as much down her throat as she could but settled for half. She lifted her arm up onto the couch, giving David full access to her right breast, her more sensitive one. As she swallowed the leaking cum, she had a flash of actually letting Travis perhaps come over to help with some chores and instantly needed to dive her free hand into her shorts. She felt her slick, oily pussy lips that she'd always kept perfectly shaved, and moaned on David's cock. As she felt her sensitive nipple being pulled and as she stroked her clit, she pulled her mouth off David's cock, "God, David, you have to fuck me. I don't have to cum since there isn't much time, but I can't wait a week to have you inside me." She looked up at him as she rapidly stroked his cock.
David looked at his watch and nodded quickly. As his wife jumped up and pulled off her panties and shorts, he lifted his ass and pulled his dress pants down to his knees. He stroked his cock as he focused on that clamshell pussy he'd first seen in the bar. Still the most beautiful pussy he'd ever seen.
As Susan straddled her husband, she had a quick rush seeing her twat about to be impaled by a man in a suit. 'Oh God,' she thought, 'My favorite fantasy.' As she dropped down, burying that cock inside her, she pulled David's hands off her ass and onto her tits. "Play with these. I want you to remember what they feel like, what this nice tight cunt feels like. I want you to think about what you have at home...That's it, baby, fuck your wife's pussy." As she ground down hard against his pelvis, she cooed, "Feel that baby? You're pressed against my cervix, God damn, you're big. I want to feel your cum."
David was thrusting harder and harder in response to his writhing wife, wondering what inspired this, but hell, whatever it is he wanted this to be part of every trip out of town. He grabbed those fleshy mounds and felt his balls ache, knowing he should hurry, but holding back...'ooohhh, yes holding...this is going to be intense.' He thought as his hips thrust upwards.
Susan felt she was close, but knew David was closer, and that was fine. She'd finish off after he left using his cum as an added lubricant, remembering doing this a lot in the past. As she waited for David's explosive release she was jolted out of her lustful haze by the sound of her husband's phone.
David stopped thrusting, agonizing frustration feeling all his excited nerves die down. He reached under and pulled out his phone, "David. Hey Jennifer, really? That's great but, I have to leave for the airport in ten minutes. I don't have...What, Oh crap. Hang on!" He tapped Susan on the shoulder mouthing, 'My boss is on his way.' "Ok, Jennifer, thanks. I'll hold off until he gets here."
Susan jumped up and spun around trying to find her shorts and yanked them on as David tried to pull up his pants one-handed. She knelt down in front of him and pulled them up, snapped, zipped, and buckled. Still kneeling, she found her tee, and pulled it on, not realizing it was inside-out. When David got off the phone, she looked up ruefully at him. "What is going on?" She looked where she was and laughed, "Ok, I hope your boss doesn't walk in now."
David shook his head, smiling at his beautiful wife, "That was Jennifer and the test results for Frankfurt came back and she said my boss is driving them over." He picked up his scotch and took a sip, "Anyhow, they were going to email it to me, but now I'll be able to study them on the plane." He paused, "Why did she say my boss is driving them over? He's in Palm Springs."
Susan looked at herself and put her arms across her chest, "I'd better go get dressed." She pulled her arms away showing half-inch-long bumps sticking out.
David laughed, "God, yes. If it's Rich, he'll probably have a heart attack." He went over to the mirror to check himself out when the doorbell rang. He looked over to Susan realizing she'd never get by the front foyer without being seen, so she fled back to the kitchen.
David opened the door. "Ed, what the hell? I assumed...never mind. Why did you bring this over? I'm sorry, come on in." David held the door for the owner and founder of the company. As they walked into the living room, David was aware that it smelled like sex, but perhaps it was his imagination.
"I saw those come in and as I live out this way, I told your assistant I'd drop it off. This trip is really important to the company and I thought you'd like to go over this on the plane." Ed looked at the scotch on the table, "David, you'd better finish that, unless it's not all that great."
"Yeah, thanks. Do you want one? It's a 25-year-old Speyside single malt." David said walking over to the bar.
"And here I was telling Rich we don't pay you enough. Christ, yes. I'd love one." Ed said.
Susan was trapped in the kitchen listening to the man speaking and all of a sudden she had a flashback to high school. She crept to the doorway and looked out and saw who it had to be. Eddie Donaldson.
"Eddie!" David and Ed turned to see Susan burst out of the kitchen, looking really happy.
"Christ! Susan O'Donnell?" Ed blurted. "I mean, Susan McNeil? Are you two married? To each other?" Seeing her nod happily, he took the girl into his arms giving her a huge hug. When she pulled away, he looked her up and down before quickly looking back into her eyes.
David looked stunned at this. His wife knows Ed Donaldson...Eddie? From where? He numbly handed the glass of scotch to the man shaking his head, "Ok, I have to know. How do you two know each other?"
Susan looked happily at David, "We went to school together. All twelve years. I mean, it was something we never really paid attention you since we had our own group of friends, but I think it was 9th grade we figured out we'd been in at least one class together every year." She turned to Eddie, "So, I was going to ask what you've been doing, but, hey! You invented that thing and founded your own company. It is so good to see you again." She hugged the man again.
Ed felt the girl who he fantasized about for...too many years to count, holding him, pressing her breasts against him. He gently pried her away knowing something less than appropriate was going to come between them. He took a sip of the scotch and again looked her up and down.
Susan immediately clutched her arm across her chest, "Sorry, I'm going to put a bra on. The one I had broke...the clip, and I didn't think we'd be having company."
David and Ed watched the beautiful woman run upstairs, her dark hair bouncing as she ran. "So, that was strange," David said.
"Yeah, it was." Ed took a sip of the scotch, "Nice, really nice. What is this?"
"Glenfarclas. My stand by." David took a sip, his stomach feeling suddenly sour, "Um, can I ask? Did you two date or anything in school?"
Ed burst out laughing, "Not a chance." He looked up the stairs, "She was like up here in the school hierarchy," holding his hand high above his head, "and I was, well you know, the AV guy." He said while lowering his hand all the way down. "Hell, I was thrilled she even knew my name." He looked appraisingly at his employee, "Hell man, you are my hero. You are the one."
David looked confused, "What do you mean, the one?"
"We used to wonder who would be the one to marry Susan O'Donnell. We used to toss out names, well not names exactly, but we assumed we'd see her coming down the steps on Air Force One, or walking the red carpet, you know." He looked back at the stairs, "You have no idea how much I envy you right now. I've always thought highly of you, but now..." He turned, heard footsteps, and saw the vision he'd had in his head for the last ten years walking down the stairs. Bra-clad and her shirt right-side out.
Susan walked over and stood by David, "Sorry honey, I try not to throw myself at strange men when they come over, but you know how I am." She looked over at Ed grinning, "Eddie was the smartest guy in the school. I remember when...oh shit, I'm sorry. Your ride is here." She looked out the window hearing a quick beep.
David picked up his bag and the folder Ed had brought over, "Well I guess I'll see you in a week."
Susan came over and hugged him, before giving him a long, wet kiss, "Hurry back, I need you to finish what you started when you get back." She whispered in his ear. "I love you so much." She said more loudly.
Ed put down his full glass of scotch, "I'd better be going also," He looked at Susan, "God, it was good to see you again."
"Ed, you should finish your scotch," David said looking at the glass.
"Um, I could just chug it. It's too good to waste, but I can't stay. It wouldn't be right...you know, appropriate." Ed said walking over to the glass.
"Don't you dare. That is too good to chug. Relax, catch up on old times." David said, "Susan, you ok with that?"
Susan nodded, "Now that I don't feel like I'm flashing him, yeah. We'll be fine. I'd like to find out how this all happened." She kissed her husband goodbye and watched as he climbed into his ride. She waved back and sadly watched as he pulled away.
David never in his life felt such turmoil. Rationally, he totally trusted Susan, and Ed seemed like a real standup guy, but in his stomach, he thought about how aroused he'd gotten Susan without satisfaction. Now he's dashing off and leaving her with a man she'd known all her life. He shook his head and opened the folder. 'Have to focus on the issue at hand. There's nothing accomplished by worrying. Anyhow, Ed is not a rapist and Susan wouldn't...just wouldn't, regardless of how we play our game,' he thought.
"So, come in. Sit down." Susan said leading her old classmate back into the living room. She blushed seeing Ed sit down right where David was, where she was just five minutes before, naked, a fat cock filling her up. She felt her moist pussy throb eagerly and tried to shake it off.
Ed studied the girl he knew looking for signs of aging, something different. Sure, she couldn't have changed that much in 10 years, but he couldn't keep himself from studying her. She looked really flushed, but that must have been from her embarrassment of being a bit exposed. Her hips were slightly wider, and her waist looked the same, but he was sure her breasts were another cup size. Having admired her for so many years, he'd pretty much memorized every part of her.
"I feel like a prime hunk of meat, the way you're looking at me," she verified she wasn't showing anything much. Her nipples were now stifled by her bra, and her shorts were not too tight.
"I'm sorry. I was just, you know..." Ed trailed off.
"Looking for signs of aging. I know, I was doing the same thing to you. I'm amazed at how much stronger you look now." She said, suddenly blushing. "And," looking down at herself, "some things just are not quite as perky." She sighed.
"Thanks. I've been working with a trainer for the last few years. The stress of the business was getting to me and my Dr. told me to start doing weights, running, swimming, cycling, or something. I needed to get out from behind the desk." He looked her up and down, "I cannot say since I never saw you...well, naked but from what I see you haven't aged a bit." He blushed.
When Ed mentioned sitting behind a desk, a quick flash of an image shot through Susan's head causing a quick smile but sat down next to Ed. "Yeah, well, if you saw me then and now..."



Ed looked at his scotch, "I can tell you but being alone with one of my employee's wives might be a bit inappropriate. I should finish this and leave."
Susan got up and grabbed the bottle and came back and held it out, "Then let's make sure it isn't finished. Tonight, you're not my husband's boss, you're an old friend catching up. Look, David knows I'd never cheat on him. And I've known you or at least used to know you, all my life. I assume you're not going to rape me, so if you have no issue with it, David shouldn't and I don't - I need to hear." She paused, "Unless your wife is waiting for you."
Ed shook his head sadly, "I never married. I guess too busy." He held out his glass and let her splash some in. "Ok, it is really good scotch. Let me see that." He took the bottle then pulled out his phone and dialed, "Can you send a case of..."
Susan's jaw dropped listening as Ed ordered a case of David's favorite scotch. $250 to $300 a fifth. When he put the phone down she sputtered, "I can't believe you did that. That was not necessary. Actually, if you're trying to get into my pants, I'm more of a Barolo fan. I like the rich Italian wines," she laughed.
"No, I've been trying to think of a bonus to get David. He's incredible. The man has been able to rush into a crisis and fix any issues. No one in our company has his abilities and I need to reward him. But speaking of you, why am I drinking alone?"
Susan stood up, "That's much better trying to get into his pants and not mine," she laughed, "hang on, I'll get my wine."
Ed watched her walk into the kitchen and admired that ass he'd thought about all these years. He sighed, 'actually better, tight still, but fuller.' As she came back and plopped down, he clinked glasses. "To old classmates."
Susan took a sip. "That's a good point, we were classmates, but never really friends. Why was that?"
Ed laughed, "Susan O'Donnell, you were way out of my league."
Blushing, Susan shook her head, "No way. I remember that you and I were always competing for top grades in the classes we had together...well, I aspired to top your grades. I always admired you. In fact, my favorite dance at the prom was when you asked me. I'll never forget how good you looked and what a gentleman you were."
Stunned, Ed looked at the dark-haired beauty. "You remember that? That is the only dance I remember at prom. I waited all night for you to be alone, I'm sure my date was thrilled about that, and when you said, 'Yes,' with a real smile, I felt so good. I wish I had pictures of you that night. You were gorgeous in that red satin gown."
"You remember the gown? I still have it. Hang on." Susan jumped up and grabbed a book off the shelf, "In fact, we have photo evidence of the night."
Ed looked at the pictures flipping by, wanting her to stop as she paged through the photo album. He saw a series where she was in a bikini on some beach, but when she got to the prom pictures, he felt a rush seeing her in that red gown he'd fantasized about so often. He felt her warmth against him and struggled to focus on what she was saying.
"So, who was your date that night? I don't remember." Susan asked.
"Um, Mary Lou Franks. I guess that was the one time we went out." Ed said sadly.
"Ouch, though I hope you got lucky." Susan chuckled.
Ed laughed, "No, though Brian Smith apparently did with Mary Lou. At least, that was what he told everyone the next week. I don't know why, maybe it was because I danced with you, but Mary Lou never talked to me again."
Susan squeezed Ed's thigh, "her loss if Brian was telling the truth. She was a cutie, though. Huge boobs," she stopped and didn't say anything.
"What's wrong? I mean, it's like you disappeared," Ed said, looking at the girl.
"I was thinking how terrible it would be if I caused something like that," she replied looking sadly at Ed, "God, I just had a thought."
"What? God, it's frustrating trying to pry your feelings out of you." Ed chuckled.
"Never mind. Totally inappropriate. More scotch?" She held the bottle out.
"No, thanks. If you're not going to open up and just say what's on your mind, I'll just finish this and head out. Is there any non-family member who's known you longer? You can say anything at all to me and it will in no way change 25 years of my knowing you."
Susan put the bottle down. "Ok, but don't answer if you don't want to." She took a sip of wine, "Would that have been your first time, I mean with any girl, not just Mary Lou?"
Ed let out a laugh, "You sure know how to ask anything. Yes, I finally met a girl my freshman year at MIT who was, quite patient and gracious and a great liar," he grinned ruefully. "I'm sure she rushed out to tell her friends it was the best five minutes of her life."
Susan blushed, "I'm glad. I have to confess, when we were dancing and you, um, well, got hard. And how you kept looking at my low-cut dress, I assumed so."
Ed put his hands on his face, "Oh Christ, you noticed. That was so embarrassing. There is no way to hide a boner in those baggy dress pants."
Susan put her arm around the man, "Hey, It's fine. In fact, you were the only boy who danced with me and didn't insist on grinding that against me. You were a wonderful dance partner," she giggled. "You think sporting that tent when we stopped dancing, might have been why Mary Lou was a bit pissed?" She released Ed and laughed, "Oh Christ. David would be so proud. 'Yeah, we talked about old times, the prom, school, his erection. You know, the usual reminiscing.' I'm sorry, we can change the subject."
Ed laughed, "I'm really feeling this scotch, and I need food. Can I take you to dinner, a non-date dinner?"
Susan looked at Ed and said, "I like sitting here talking, let's order in unless you have to go."
"Ok, I'd like that, but...Never mind. That's not really appropriate to ask."
Susan slapped his thigh eliciting an "Ow!" "So, what hypocrisy. 'Say anything at all...'"
"Sorry." Ed said, rubbing the stinging thigh, "I was going to suggest, that is if it is easy to get to, putting on the gown as we eat."
"The red gown? Sure. Why don't you find something you like, order it, and we'll split the cost. Hang on, I'll go get changed."
Ed put down the phone and looked up, feeling his cock throb seeing Susan walk gingerly down the stairs in the same dress he'd spent many a night dreaming about. Her breasts were bigger, maybe two cups bigger because they were spilling out the top. The fabric was stretched across her hips, but her waist looked the same. He stood up and met her at the bottom of the stairs. "Wow! I mean really, wow!" He had his hands on her shoulders looking at her from head to toe. "My memory must be failing as you are a lot more beautiful than I remembered," he sighed.
Susan blushed, "I'm glad you think so since it wasn't easy getting the zipper up," she paused, "This song. Not sure if we danced to it but I remember them playing it."
He found himself taking her into his arms, feeling the smooth skin of her back, swaying to imaginary music. He instantly remembered the feel of the perfectly smooth fabric and suddenly realized he'd grown fully erect. He tried to pull away but she stopped him.
Susan laughed, "Christ, just like back in high school." She pulled him close, feeling the rod press against her. She felt him stroke her close to her ass, "You know before the prom I was hoping you'd ask me. I liked you, but you were always doing things. Involved in everything and, well I always hoped you'd ask me out." She pressed her thigh between his legs feeling his hard cock.
Ed felt his cock being crushed against the girl of his dreams and looked at her, "Seriously? Or are you just playing with my fantasies?"
Susan pulled away, "No, I'm serious. I never really went with any one guy, I mean I went on dates, but there was never any guy I went steady with. It seemed that every guy who asked me out was athletic, but not really an honor student. None of the bright boys ever asked me out. I have a confession also, I was a virgin when you danced with me." Blushing, she took another sip of wine. "But let's say I wasn't soon afterward," she laughed. "Of course, the entire experience lasted perhaps a fifth the time of your first time.
Ed laughed, "Seriously? You just verified the nickname we had for you," he said softly, enjoying her soft warmth against him.
Susan looked intrigued, "You had a nickname for me? Who did?"
"Well, you know. The guys in the science club, Latin club, chess club, the nerds. We had nicknames for a lot of you girls." Ed said grinning. The music had stopped so they went over to the couch and sat down.
Susan was intensely aware of the tent in those expensive dress pants as they sat. "Well, tell me. Tell me some of them, and I'll try to guess who they were," she asked eagerly.
"Well, there's 'Creamy Peanut Butter, easy to spread.'" Ed said looking expectantly.
Susan ran names through her head, "I got it, Carmen Paget Britton." She laughed, "Carmen PB. She didn't need the name to be called easy to spread. Hell, you didn't nail her? I cannot imagine the odds." Susan laughed. "Ok, give me another."
"Super Twat." Ed said.
Susan thought about all the girls she went to school with but finally shrugged her shoulders.
"Sue Peridot. I mean, it's pronounced Peridoh, but... reading it..." Ed looked at Susan, "Ok, not a great one. Here's another, 'Less Foreplay'."
"Easy, Leslie Fairplay. Actually, that was pretty accurate also, from what I heard. Who else?"
"PreJack," Ed said.
Susan thought a while and again shrugged her shoulders, "Who is that? There's no one with a name I can remember close to that."
"It's you. We called you PreJack since you were most likely to cause pre-ejaculation." Ed chuckled, "And from the sound of things..."
Susan frowned, "I'm not sure that's very nice, though, thinking about it, up until David..." She stopped abruptly, "Ok, thanks for telling me that...I think."
"Hey, it's actually a compliment. You were so hot, I mean you still are, that a guy has to be Superman to not cum immediately." Ed said blushing. "I admire that. I mean I'm all about efficiency you know."
Susan groaned, "Yeah, really great for the guy while I'm barely warmed up and left cleaning up the mess." She patted him on the leg, "I'll have to tell myself that it's more efficient." She stopped and laughed, "So, basically I could have done the entire chess club between classes?"
Ed laughed, "Actually, that would be the Latin Club. Our motto was veni, vidi, veni."
Susan thought for a second and burst out laughing, "Oh Christ. That's good. You've always been so funny, smart, and funny." She stood up still laughing. She went over and poured a little more wine, "That's why I was so happy when you asked me to dance since I didn't think you guys thought I was in your league. You know, mentally." She held out the bottle of scotch.
Ed was stunned. The girl who he fantasized about, the girl way out of his league was confessing that she felt the same way about him? "Are you serious? You and all the girls you hung with were those genetic celebrities. You know, the ones all we nerds used to masturbate thinking about." He got up with his empty glass and went over to the table.
Susan laughed, "You used to jerk off thinking about me?" She blushed, "Ok, you don't have to answer that. I know we can ask anything, but perhaps the wine on an empty stomach was not such a good idea." She splashed the amber liquid into the glass up to the point he indicated.
Ed looked at the girl in front of him, "Susan, Susan look at me." When she looked at him he smiled, "You have no idea." He led her to the couch and sat next to her. "I've been jerking off to you ever since high school. You in this dress, your cheerleading outfit. The day we all went to the beach and you wore that tiny white bikini." He looked down, "In fact, I'll be jerking off tonight remembering how you looked in that tee shirt when I first got here." He knew he was beet red, but felt somehow relieved as if he'd gone to confession.
Susan sat up and looked at him. She looked really excited, "Damn! Thanks for saying that. I've, I mean we, you know the girls I hung with, used to wonder if the guys jerked off thinking about us. We actually discussed it." She looked at the tent in Ed's pants. "Could you tell me? Tell me what your fantasies were...are? I've never heard a man admit to fantasizing, at least sexually about me. I cannot think of a greater compliment."
Ed took a sip, "Good thing he'll have a case when he gets back. Ok, you're going to think a lot less of me, but I'll tell you. Back in school, it was you, just you, in your cheerleading outfit. It got to me every time."
"That's it? Just me in my cheerleading outfit?" She asked disappointed, "I was hoping there was more to it."
Ed laughed, "There's a lot more to it, but you really don't want to hear it. It was actually more about you getting out of your cheerleading outfit."
"Why not? You don't think I'm aware men want to know how I look naked...do I trim? Shave? If I have a tight pussy? How do my tits feel? How do my nipples look, feel, and taste? Do I like it in the ass? Do I swallow?" She laughed, "Get real, I've heard a lot of fairly graphic sexual terms and managed not to dive into therapy." She stopped, heard the doorbell and looked at Ed's lap, and laughed, "I'll get it." She jumped up and grabbed her wallet.
She saw the stunned expression on the delivery boy's face whose eyes kept flicking to her bulging breasts, "Ok, so here's an extra $20. Thanks, that was really fast service." She looked down at her dress, "Sorry, laundry day..." Shrugging, she took the food and closed the door.
As she carried the food in she giggled, "We might be getting really fast service when we order from them again." She put the food down and went into the kitchen to get plates, cutlery, etc.. When she brought it out, she looked at Ed, "Why don't you serve. I'm going to change out of this dress so I can breathe again." She saw the look on Ed's face, "Plus, I really don't want to take this to the cleaner. Marinara sauce is so hard to get out," she added seeing Ed's eyebrows raise.
Ed memorized every detail as the girl turned and headed upstairs. The fabric outlined her ass perfectly. He wished he were alone now as he'd have no problem jerking off. He stood and adjusted his throbbing cock wishing for saltpeter or a cold shower. He dished out the food, refilled her wine, and decided a little more scotch wouldn't hurt any.
"Nice going, so artistic," Susan said causing Ed to quickly turn from the bar, spilling a little scotch. As he licked the alcohol off his hand he couldn't believe the vision in front of him...His wet dream, standing in front of him in the red and white cheerleading outfit. Tight crop top, incredibly short pleated shirt. Same narrow waist. White bobby socks...Does she have the red panties...?
"I really didn't know where it was, and," She sniffed her shoulder, "I'm afraid it smells like mothballs, but It still fits." She tugged at the crop top, but it was apparent it was a bit tight.
"Wow, I cannot believe this, but can I take some pictures of you in this? You know, for old time's sake?"
"You mean to jerk off to. I'll tell you what, when David gets home, I'll ask him if he could take some for you. Perhaps in the red gown and this, but somehow I'd prefer to say no right now." She went over to the couch and looked down at the plates, "Which is mine?"
Ed looked at those incredibly long legs, and the tight midriff and had the sudden urge to excuse himself to go to the bathroom to jerk off, but realizing how weird that would be..."Either one. Let's sit."
After eating, Susan turned to Ed, putting a leg up on the couch revealing her red panties. She quickly pulled her leg back seeing where he was looking. She blushed, "I no longer have those diapers they used to call panties and all I have is this thong. Sorry, I didn't mean to flash you."
Ed kept looking at her legs and sighed, "Ok, that was nice."
"Ed. Focus...or as a segue, you have to tell me about your fantasies. I want details, the particulars that perhaps take you over the top." She laughed, imagining jets of white cum shooting over the top.
"God, this might be the most personal, revealing confession I've ever done." He looked at the cheerleading outfit, "I've had dozens, but I guess my favorite is where I sort of rescue you, Ok, total cliché, but these things don't happen otherwise. I'm leaving the basketball game and it's pouring, I see you in your...this outfit standing in the rain next to your car. I pull up, tell you to jump in and you explain the car is totally dead. I turn the heater up full blast because you're freezing and I suggest you climb in the back, take off your soaking outfit, and put on my coat.
"I like it, and of course, I comply. Do you watch? I mean, you do have a rear-view mirror." Susan asked, hearing her voice sounding almost husky.
"Yes, I tell you I won't peek, but as you say, I have the rear-view mirror. Your breasts bounce out when you pull off your wet top, and your nipples stick out an inch. I love cold weather and warm breasts." He felt like he was going to cum looking at the rapt listener in front of him who'd unconsciously put her leg back up on the couch as she faced him. He could see a wet line in the crotch confirming she was getting as excited as he was.
Susan reached up and gently felt her nipples. Sighing, she said, "Yeah they do that. Do I take everything off?"
Ed finally took his eyes off that clearly smooth-shaven pussy and looked at the bumps on Susan's chest. "Yes, I mean you could catch a cold, so it was better for everyone." He had to adjust his cock which was rock hard and binding in his pants. He looked at Susan apologetically.
The girl grinned, "Hey, I have to adjust my breasts in my bra all the time, so what's wrong with men adjusting their junk when it gets uncomfortable. Plus, it's not like I am immune to seeing men appreciate me. Go on, I want to hear whether I reward you or not."
"Thanks. Ok, yeah, I watch as your skin glows under the streetlights, your breasts bounce, and as you kneel on the rear seat, I see that incredible ass."
Susan smiled and stood up, "You think I have an incredible ass?" She flipped up the back of her pleated skirt showing her bare ass. She flipped it back down and sat cross-legged on the couch, facing him. "I really shouldn't have done that," she said making sure her skirt was pressed down between her legs.
The first sight of Susan's ass did not disappoint. She was every bit as perfect as he had fantasized about. "God damn, that was nice. By the way, you are really red right now, not as red as the thong, but red." He patted her leg feeling the smooth skin on her thigh for the first time. "Ok, sorry, back to the story. You put on my coat, but it only comes down to your hips and you tell me that you'd be half-naked if you climbed into the front seat. I tell you that's fine, whatever makes you more comfortable, but the heater is ten times stronger up front. Again, I tell you I won't look."
"And I believe you? Ok, that's possible...or not. Ok, I'm stupid, I'll have to deal with that. Go on." Susan responded stroking his hand on her leg.
"No, you really had no choice. The car's heating system really was bad in the back seat and it was basically a matter of survival for you. Anyhow, I helped you climb over the seat, you're not very graceful for a cheerleader since you stumbled over the rear seat, your heel gets caught and you were stuck exposing your entire pussy and ass to me while you extricated it.
Susan lifted her shirt high, opened her legs wide, and looked at her panty-clad crotch. She looked up at Ed, "I'm afraid this story isn't very real. I'd never open my legs and flash a boy like that." She closed her legs and then dropped the skirt back in place, "Go on. If this were my story, I'd spank the little bitch, but hey..."



Ed felt a huge throb in his crotch thinking about spanking Susan, "Um, that's a different story. A really good one, but sorry, you don't get spanked in this one. So, you finally get back into the front seat, your ass and crotch fully exposed, but you are reveling in the heat. I watch you as you open the coat up allowing the hot air to blast against your clammy skin, your legs part allowing the warmth to hit your pussy and I watch as you recline back soaking up the comfort. Your nipples are pointing at the ceiling, rock hard and pointy. Finally realizing I've seen you naked and haven't raped you, you pull the coat off, thanking me, and then toss it in the back. I am so looking at you, studying every inch of your naked form when I suggest we go to a laundromat so I can take your clothes in and dry them, otherwise, you'll show up at home wearing just a coat or have to put on the clammy outfit.
Susan took a sip of wine feeling the chill from the cold, wet clothes. She nodded, "Good idea, and when they are warm and dry from the drier...God, I love that." She said.
"So, we drive there, and I park around the side where it's dark and no one can see your naked body...those tits with the erect nipples, the patch of fur above your cleanly shave labia."
"Um, that's nice, but I've always been cleanly shaven. I never liked the dark patch that showed through the cheerleading panties and summer shorts. See?" She said and she pulled up her skirt and lowered her thong, showing her bare pussy. She suddenly stopped and yanked her skirt down. "Ok, I'm too much into this story. I mean, since you've already seen me naked...except you haven't. Too much wine." She reached over and had another sip, "Or not enough. Christ, go on." She found her words slightly slurring and told herself to maintain control.
"So, I head into the laundromat and when I get back to the car I've gotten wet also. You look concerned and immediately reach over the pull my clothes off telling me I'll catch a cold," Ed pants out, feeling as aroused as he's ever been, "anyhow, I'm sitting there naked and I tell you that it will be 30 minutes before the clothes will be dry."
"And I believed you? Those driers take just 10-12 minutes." Susan stopped, "Oh yeah, not really bright." She looked at Ed's cock, "So, being a person who always pays her debts, I offer to suck on that cock of yours. No way I can resist such a strong, fat cock."
Ed groaned, "Um, sometimes. But this time I decline and say you still look chilled and suggest I help you warm up by breathing hot air on your pussy."
"Oooooooh," Susan squirmed in her seat wishing she were alone so she could rub one out. "I like you. Great hero stories need more pussy eating."
Ed felt a rush, "So you immediately swing around, your ass on the center console, your back against the door exposing your perfect pussy to me. I lean down and initially blow my warm breath on that perfect slit while taking in your sweet aroma. I cannot believe the girl of my dreams is not only naked but offering me her most private parts. I've never tasted a pussy before and being nervous, I touch the tip of my tongue to your moist folds, making you jump. As we get used to it, you tell me no man has ever done that to you before."
"Actually, that would be true, I should have looked you up senior year. Damn. Sorry, go on, I'm sure I'm dripping." Susan said, throatily.
"Well, usually at this time I'm sort of finished, but sometimes I tease you, tease your pussy, flicking my tongue all around, even licking your asshole, until I drive my tongue deep into your twat and fuck you with it. That drives you nuts and it's almost impossible to hold your writhing body still as you cum over and over." He felt incredibly flushed and patting Susan on the leg, got up. "Sorry, I have to pee and from an engineering standpoint, there might be complications." He said looking at the vertical rod in his pants.
Susan laughed, "Thanks for that. Every time I have penis envy I see another benefit of having internal organs. Try not to hit the ceiling. I have to pee also, just use to one down the hall there, perhaps splash cold water on...actually, your face might not be enough." She giggled.
Susan watched Ed come back, staring at the front of his pants, "Nice job. I thought we'd have to rush you to the doctor's office. You know, erections lasting over four hours..."
Ed sat down looking a bit tired. "I think that's enough of me describing my fantasies to you." He looked at the beautiful woman, "I'd like to hear about yours."
Looking at the mostly empty wine glass, "It might take a few more glasses of this, but let's take a break and talk about something else. Like, you went to MIT. Amazing we were so close since I went to Harvard we never ran into each other in the city."
"I never got out much, I mean to any bars. I seem to have been booked pretty much my entire time there. And then starting up this company, well, again, not a lot of free time." He stopped and looked thoughtful, "Christ, this is the first time in maybe six months I've been alone with a woman in a non-business environment."
Susan instantly felt a rush, "You mean you've not had sex for six months?"
Ed grinned sadly, "At least not with another person. This counts though, right?" He laughed.
"Sorry, I couldn't do that. The weeks David is gone seem like six months. I cannot even imagine what that must feel like." She looked up brightly, "Hey, I have a friend, actually a good friend, people think we're sisters. Anyhow, she's recently divorced and been talking about getting 'back into the game' as she puts it. I could introduce you, perhaps the three of us for lunch?"
"No thanks. Great offer..." He stopped when he saw the picture Susan was holding up. "Fuck me, is that her? Really? She looks like your twin."
"I know. Anyhow, she's truly a babe and I know she might not have these breasts..." Susan cupped her tits, letting them bounce appealingly, "but, who am I kidding, hers are much better. Anyhow, if you can overlook that, she is truly a great person and somewhat horny. This is good for you and good for her."
Ed looked doubtful, "I can do lunch this Wednesday. But if you are in any way pulling something over on me, I'll demonstrate the spanking fantasy I've had about you." He looked at the smiling girl, "You know, getting out on some dates might not be so bad. I've always thought if you're putting in fewer than 100 hours a week, the business would die."
"Ugh, David seems to have taken on some of that. I really wish he had a job that kept him here and he weren't out of town every other week." Susan said sadly.
"Ok, I'm not supposed to say anything. David has no idea, but we are expanding R&D and need someone more creative, and more innovative to lead it and David's name came up at the last board meeting. Rich was really against it since David is his best worker and hates to lose him, but there seems to be a lot of people who think your husband is the best man," Ed said, "But, please, please don't say a word to David or anyone. I should really have never opened my mouth."
Susan instantly felt her crotch get soaked and stood up. "You have a say in this...I mean, whose decision is it?"
"Well, I suppose, ultimately mine, but not really. I have to listen to my three VPs. Why?" Ed asked seeing Susan look even more flushed if that was possible.
Susan looked at Ed and slapped herself gently, "Oh Christ, we'd better call it a night or something. It's really late."
Ed looked up at Susan, jaw dropped, "What did I say? I thought maybe that would please you. David would most likely never have to travel again."
Susan felt her knees going weak and plopped down across the room, "Um, you asked about my fantasies? I want you to promise something, if I tell you, you cannot do anything. You might be tempted, but you can never take advantage of what I'm going to tell you...never act on it."
"Wow, Ok. I won't do anything. Susan, I know, without anything but my word, you can trust me. I would never sleep with the wife of an employee. In fact, I'd never touch a married woman, but first and foremost, I would rather have you back in my life as a friend than as a lover. So, trust me." Ed said urgently, "I really have to hear this." He finished grinning.
Susan was recalling the feeling of David's cock earlier getting her close then abruptly leaving her, the memory of Eddie's huge tent as she thought how to start...if she should start. She was feeling the bottle of Italian wine and with a man in a suit with an erection, she wondered if she could restrain herself. But she needed to tell someone her biggest fantasy even if it made her look like a cheap slut. But this fantasy of feeling exposed, actually being exposed has always been the most powerful trigger for her these last few years.
She took a sip of wine knowing she was blushing, "Ok, I have always been there for David. I mean, we are in everything as a team, so in my fantasy, he tells me that he is up for a promotion..." She stopped and looked knowingly at Ed, "I ask who he is against. He tells me it's down to three, and no one seems to have an edge. Of course, I am rooting for him but I feel frustrated sitting on the sidelines. I resign myself to hearing how fate plays out, but when he calls me and asks if I can bring in some paperwork..." She blushes, looking at Ed, "I cannot believe you are here dropping off paperwork...in a suit...this fantasy has been on the edge of my mind since you got here. Anyhow, I jump in the car and drive to the office and give David the folder. He jumps up, kisses me, and dashes into the meeting after telling me I've saved his life. I hear a man's voice behind me thanking me and turn to see an older, good-looking guy in a suit who introduces himself as David's boss."
"Good-looking guy? That wouldn't exactly describe Rich." Ed added.
"Ok, ... an older guy in a suit. Anyhow, as he turns away, I stop him, 'Um, can I talk to you?' I ask, frantically thinking of anything that could help the cause. I see him turn with a slight grin and put his arm out indicating his office. We get there and I find it strange he asks me to lock the door, but after closing it, I do."
Ed saw Susan was getting more flushed. Her eyes were half closed and her breathing was getting a bit more rapid. He internally chuckled seeing her hand stroking her inner thigh, but only so far up.
"I start to say something, but Rich interrupts me. 'I know why you're here. You want to urge me, maybe even convince me to give your husband that big promotion. I'm afraid you're wasting my time and yours.' 'Why?' I ask. 'Well for one, he's not at the top of the list. In fact, he's third. Also, I've not gotten the impression you're on board with his career advancement.' he says getting up and moving to the door."
"'Wait,' I said, 'I've not said anything. I thought you said we could talk.' He looks at me, I mean looks at all of me, obviously assessing whether I'd be worth any more of his time. I felt incredibly cheap and easily dismissed. This was a bad idea and I pick up my coat I'd thrown on the couch. Rich says, 'Perhaps we could hold off making a decision until you make an appointment and come more dressed to champion your husband.' It dawns on me what he means and I'm thinking of some bitter slam at him, when I instead ask, 'So, I'm guessing the other wives have come in here championing their husbands?' Seeing him nod, I continue, 'And apparently, they were not wearing a blouse and blue jeans under their coats?' He nods, a grin appearing on his face. I unbutton my top, and toss it aside followed by my bra, 'And did any of them have these to bring to the table?' I asked, cupping my large breasts.
Ed groaned, "I skipped over middle management. Perhaps that wasn't such a great idea." He said as he found himself adjusting his rod again.
Susan smiled at her old classmate, "Go on, you can stroke it. I know you want to," she sighed.
Ed blushed and slid his hand into his pants to grip his aching cock. "Shit! Please never tell anyone about this, but this is a lot better," he moaned.
Susan did the same with her hand under the pleated skirt. "A lot easier for girls, isn't it?" she giggled.
Ed nodded, "but go on. I want to hear what you'll do for David, might be something I file away for future reference."
Susan smiled, "That's why your business has been so successful, knowledge is power. Anyhow, seeing him look approvingly at my chest and go around to behind his desk and sit, I stroke my naked breasts and pinch my nipples," Susan's eyes were closed and her fingers were tracing the bumps on her crop top while relating her fantasy. "His eyes flick down to my jeans, nodding, I slowly unbutton the front and slide them off my ass and to the floor. When he circles his finger, I turn slowly around, showing him my world-class ass."
"It is world-class. But, God. Sorry to interrupt," Ed said softly.
"I know he'd be more excited if I bend over...men like that view. I look at him while doing my slow cheerleading splits, lowering myself all the way down until I feel my shaved pussy hit the carpet. I can hear him groan, so I arch my back and curl into a handstand, my legs spread wide, my pussy just barely covered by my tiny thong, with my tits flopping around. I can hear his breathing get quicker and when I stand up, I turn my back to him and slide my soaked thong down my legs, keeping my legs straight as I slowly push the flimsy garment to my feet. I have no idea where all this is coming from, this overtly slutty me, but the thought of those other bitches coming in here and stealing the promotion which rightfully should be a slam dunk for my David pisses me off," she trailed off speaking softly as if in another world.
Ed wanted to go over to the chair where Susan was seated. Her fingers were moving under her skirt and her eyes were closed, but he'd promised. He knew without a doubt if he touched her they'd be naked and fucking within seconds. He forced himself to sit back while still stroking his cock.
"I hear his zipper being pulled down and I am now aware I am in a locked room with a man with his fully erect cock out. A man with his dress pants open stroking his cock right there in his office, and I...I am fully exposing my cunt and my ass to this man I'd just met. It's a huge rush knowing what will happen, what I'm making sure will happen," she looked at the man stroking his cock and groaned. "Oh, shit! Remember...please stay there or..." she closed her eyes again. Her pussy was on fire as she fingered her clit.
Mentally shaking herself she picked the story back up, "Still bent fully over, I feel my pussy open up exposing my pink insides. I slide my hands up my legs slowly, and as they move up my inner thighs to my dripping twat, I can hear Rich groaning. I don't know how I get the nerve, but I pull apart my labia, revealing more of my wet, pink vagina, and plunge a finger in." Susan's voice was almost a whisper, a throated sighing whisper. She swallowed and continued, "I look between my legs and see this red-faced, this drooling man watching intently. I finger-fuck myself, staring at him, hearing the obscene sloshing of my wet cunt, for maybe two-three minutes before pulling out and standing up and facing him. I lift my left leg out to the side, then I pull the leg all the way up, so my toes are pointing at the ceiling, my cunt wide open. I can feel my slit smacking open for him."
Ed blurted out, "You can do that, you are that flexible?" he choked, "I mean not your, um smacking slit..."
Susan opened her eyes, "I still can after all these years." She looked at the expectant man, "Ok, don't laugh if I fall over, I've had a bit of wine."
Ed watched as Susan got up and did a few stretches, putting her palms on the floor. Then, straightening her skirt modestly, she raised her leg straight out to the side. She smiled to see how intently he was looking then wrapped her arm around her thigh, and pulled until her shin was against her ear and her toes pointed at the ceiling. Ed never blinked, not once as the view of the damp strip of cloth barely hid her obviously aroused pussy.
Susan held it then realizing how much she was showing dropped her leg down and returned to her seat. She took another sip of wine, "Steadier than I thought I'd be," she said before continuing, "that wasn't very ladylike," she giggled. "Anyhow, exposing myself like I just showed you...almost showed you, I held that, doing a 360. I know I have him, know I am a lot more woman that those cows he had in his office earlier. I see him furiously wanking himself and as much as I'd prefer not to touch this man, I decide the close the deal. As I walk around his desk, making a point of licking all my cunt juices off my fingers. His eyes are glassy, his lips parted. I can see his tongue unconsciously mimicking mine." She unconsciously had put her hand between her legs again.
Ed was too close to cumming, so he reluctantly pulled his hand out of his pants taking deep breaths hoping to stave off an embarrassing emission. He wanted to yell 'Stop!' yet wanted more and seeing Susan obviously playing with that beautiful pussy, he wished he were Rich...
"I drop to my knees and pull his hand off his twitching cock and tell him I can take over from here. I never had another man's cock in my mouth outside of David's, but as this is for Team McNeil, I lower my mouth onto the veiny shaft and begin sucking, tonguing, and swallowing his juices. He really seems to like it when I swirl my tongue all over his circumcised head. His hands are reaching under to cup my tits, roughly squeezing and pinching. With a groan, he pulls my head up and kisses me. He nudges me to get up as he slides forward in his chair, I'm aware of his dress pants around his thighs, his white shirt and tie draped on either side of his hairy groin. His cock is pointing at the ceiling and rather than facing him, he spins me around and as I straddle his legs, I lower my cunt right onto that fat head."
Realizing she was overtly playing with herself, Susan yanked her hand out from under her skirt giving Ed a flash of her pussy with the thong pulled to the side. She opened her eyes and blushed, "Sorry, this might be more graphic than it needs to be."
"No, no. I love it. You're doing fine," Ed said, "I assume Rich doesn't disappoint?"
Wanting to go on she smiles, "Rich is gifted and wastes no time. He grabs my ass cheeks and pounds his cock aggressively into me, I hear him ask me, 'Are you on the pill? Are you fertile?' When I groan out I'm not on the pill and I don't know if I'm fertile, he seems to drive his hard cock into me even harder. I hear his grunting get more urgent so I stop, pressing my ass onto him so he can't thrust into me," she looks at Eddie who flushed, eyes wide, "I ask him if I'm wasting my time and if I should stop? He groans and tried to fuck my pussy then pants out, 'I've moved David a slot up the list, perhaps even tied for the lead, but the other wives let me cum in their asses.' I lean forward as I feel his thumb open up my ass and I tell myself it's for David, it's for us as I hear myself beg, 'Please fuck my ass, I need your fat cock in my ass,'" she says throatily, "cum in my ass."
"Rich effortlessly lifts me up and turns me around facing him with my legs splayed on the arms of his desk chair. He lowers my ass onto his slimy cock, no preliminaries, no lube. I never let any man near my ass and suddenly know why, as I feel his cock fill me causing a searing pain as he thrusts hard into me. He ignores my cries of pain and I see him smile as he grabs my ass cheeks and roughly lifts me up and slams me down. He likes hurting me, humiliating me as he takes my virgin ass. I am relieved when I feel the pain diminish, and then become fairly enjoyable, and then really nice. He is staring at my dripping cunt spread wide in front of him. At first, he plays with my clit then he roughly plunges a finger into my wet pussy. His cock seems bigger now, his thrusts more powerful, his fingers now brutally fucking my poor abused cunt...I know he's close and I don't want to cum with any man but my beloved David, but even as hard as I try, I explode as I feel him flood my ass with his massive load of sperm. I find myself crying out and mashing my lips against his as I ride the exquisite waves of pleasure."



Susan stops, panting, sweating. She pulls her fingers out of her pussy and sighs loudly. "I love that fantasy. That is the most powerful one, but I have many. Another, he roughly shoves me on my face across his desk after I strip for him and takes both my holes as he presses my chest onto his desk. Or other times after I'm buck naked he tells me that promotions have to go through a committee made of the directors and picks up the phone. That's another of my favorites."
Susan opens her eyes and looks at poor Ed, his cock straining the fabric of his pants, his face flushed. "Sorry, you look really uncomfortable," she sighed. "If this were back in high school I'd take care of that...shit! To be honest, I'd take care of myself using that," she nodded at his crotch.
Eddie nodded, "if this were back in high school, I'd be in the end stall of the men's room on the east wing taking care of this." I might replay your story tonight when I get home."
Susan smiled, "I might also, and there's sometimes a bit more to my fantasies. I hear Rich tell me David's got the job but as part of the promotion I need to be available for the quarterly reviews." She slid back up in her chair looking flushed, "I'm sure you think a lot less of me now. Not quite the perfect girl, huh? Now you know why you being here, dressed in that $6,000 suit, me being horny, might not be the safe thing...you might not be a rapist, but if this goes any further, I might be."
Ed laughed, "Christ. If we were married, I'd make sure you told me your fantasies every night. I'd probably have to fuck you three or four times, but it's a sacrifice I'd be willing to make." He looked at his watch, "I'd best be off." He stood up and fished out his keys, staggering slightly.
"Hang on, you finished half a fifth of scotch. We're calling a cab or an Uber or whatever."
After Ed ordered the Uber Susan sighed, "Look, I know I said I'd have David take some pictures," she pointed to the phone as she posed.
Ed got some great shots of his dream girl, but none better than Susan repeating the pose with her toes pointed at the ceiling.
"There. I hope this gives you some good jerk-off material," she grinned, "a girl sure loves it when guys jerk off thinking of them. Wait! How far away is your ride?" she asked.
"11 minutes," he said looking curiously at the girl.
Susan turned and ran up the stairs. She was back in five minutes wearing the white bikini. "Ok," she said and she again posed, "how slutty would you like these to be?" she asked. She found Eddie like it when she lay on her back on the floor, legs slightly parted, and on her hands and knees.
When the car arrived, Ed put out his hand, "It was good to see you. I'd like to get together, you know, to reminisce more."
Susan ignored the hand and hugged her old classmate, "Ed, we'll get together, but I fear that it would be better to make it a couples thing, or at least with David here." She kissed him on the cheek impressed his hands never strayed even with all that skin. She felt like she was missing an opportunity as he walked slowly to his ride. She was sure the Uber driver was in no hurry either as she was framed in the doorway wearing her bikini.
Susan closed the door and ran upstairs. Within seconds, she was writhing on the bed, legs opened wide, her fingers slick with cum. She was moaning, "Ed 'Fuck me, put that fat cock of yours inside me now. Fuck my cunt and empty your balls inside meeeeeee." Her body thrashed all over the bed until she finally collapsed and panted out "sorry, David," as she fell asleep.
Ed was furiously stroking his cock, imagining his face buried in the glorious pussy he got to see earlier that night. Had he been any other guy, he knew he could truly have tasted it. He could still feel her silky smooth skin as they hugged. The Uber driver's comment echoed in his head, "You must have some place really important to get to to leave that behind."
He felt renewed lust, desire, and frustration for the carnal fixation he'd had for the last 15 years. He closed his eyes imagining Susan taking his hand and leading him upstairs. He heard her voice in his head, 'Get over here and fuck me, fuck my cunt, I need your big, fat cock.' He looked down and saw his cock right below that shaved pussy, and rather than ease it in, he slammed into her to the hilt. 'Oh fuck, baby, Oh God. You're so big, so powerful, ooooh, ooooh, oooooooh.' Hearing that, he felt the huge ache in his balls finally release as jet after jet of cream splattered all over his chest and stomach. He opened his eyes, somewhat surprised he was alone as the visions were so vivid. With a groan, he rolled off the bed and headed to the bathroom wishing he were more like Rich in Susan's story.
David unpacked exhausted from the long flight. He opened his cell and checked the security cameras around the house. He paused seeing Ed Donaldson's car still parked in the driveway. '3 AM? Please tell me there's an explanation for that,' he thought. He wanted to check the other cameras but for privacy reasons never put one in the master bedroom. 'Perhaps he called a cab or Uber. He was drinking,' he thought hopefully.
He decided that fretting wasn't going to get him anywhere and decided to take a nap. He had a few hours before heading over to the customer site but found himself fantasizing about Susan succumbing to Ed's charm and his power. He saw her on her hands and knees begging Ed to fuck her, and no, no rubber, she wanted to feel him and him alone. He imagined her dropping by the office to say 'Hi' before heading upstairs to visit with Ed. Ed bending her over his desk, her creamy ass sticking up in the air as she wiggles it at him, his cock lining up, parting her smooth lips..."Oh, Christ..." He groaned as his built-up frustrations from last evening were released in almost painful spasms...
He passed out and was jolted awake by the alarm. He showered and got dressed before checking the security cameras again. Ed's car was gone and with a feeling of dread called Susan's cell.
Susan grabbed the phone, "David! I'm glad you made it safely...Yes, I know...Very strange...Oh yeah, he stayed a while, you know, talked about school and stuff...Really, who? Do you have spies? Ok, let me look, yes, his car is gone. Do you want the good news or the bad news?... Ok, he sort of knocked off your fifth of Glenfarclas, but he ordered you a case...No, that's the bad news, the good news is he was feeling the half a fifth of scotch and got himself an Uber...so, no, your wife didn't sleep with your boss. Don't sound so disappointed, I know...I told him I'd love to get together with him again, but not alone. I think he and I both see the optics were not great on that. By the way, do you get quarterly reviews, Ok, no, no reason. Just curious. I love you and cannot wait for you to get home. Yes, I love you too. Bye."
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Earl Stevens quietly crept in the front door, softly closing it behind him. He stood listening and heard her down the hall humming. He checked out the living room and saw a couch with pictures of the blonde wife her husband. Everything was neatly in its place. The dining room was immaculate and looking prepared for a meal for two. He looked into the kitchen and studied the tall blonde. Her long tanned legs were fully on display as were her tight ass cheeks. It was all he could do to stay back and watch as she bent down to put the dish soap back under the sink exposing her shaved pussy. He inwardly groaned as her thin wife-beater hid nothing and a breast flopped out as she reached into the cabinet. He watched as she stood up, unaware her creamy white mound was fully on display, somehow defying gravity. As she reached into the sink, she apparently noticed her nipple press against the cold porcelain and quickly stood up and hefted her tit back under the flimsy cotton. He reached down and undid his pants freeing his painfully cramped erection and stroked it to full glory. Soundlessly coming up behind her, he wrapped his arm around her chest, covered her mouth with his other hand, while enjoying the feel of his raging cock slide up against the beautiful blonde's cunt.
"Listen, Angel, don't say a fucking word and everything will be fine." He hissed in her ear. When he felt her nod, he released he mouth and slid his hand down to feel the silky smooth twat and slippery slit, hearing her moan as his finger felt her hard button.
"Why are you doing this? Are you here to rob us? Ooooohhhh...Stop. Please take what you want, but you won't find much. My husband doesn't make much money so we just have the basics, but you are welcome to whatever you find." The blonde sighed.
"Don't lie to me...yourself, you want me to do this. You dress like this and leave the front door unlocked? Who leaves the door unlocked dressed like this?" Earl sighed as he felt her cunt welcome his middle finger.
"Don't be silly. I left it unlocked since no way could I answer the door dressed like this." She raised her arms up as the man pulled the tee over her head and tossed it in the corner. "Please stop, I have money in my wallet...not a lot, but take it all. Please don't hurt me." The blonde moaned as she felt his rough hands cup her tits and pinch her aching nipples.
Earl felt the weight of the warm fleshy mounds, marveling at how heavy they were and how fat the erect nipples were. "Hurt you? I plan on pleasuring you. I want you to beg me to fuck you over and over until you pass out. I have no interest in the crap you have in this house, you are the only thing I want." He kicked her feet apart and lined his cock up with the dripping cunt and drove it into her in one quick thrust.
"OH GOD! Stop! Please, you are hurting me...you're way too big...oooohhhhhh Christ." She cried as she bent over the sink and thrust her ass back at her assailant. "Oh God, oh God...you are filling me up. So big." She panted. She grabbed his hand and pulled it to her breast as she grunted with every thrust of the fat cock inside her. "Why are you doing this? Oh my God, how did you get that inside me? It feels so fucking big. Stop, stop it, I'll never feel my husband again. Please don't cum inside me...Oh , oh, oh God."
Earl pinched her nipples and as he heard her groan with pleasure, pulled on them harder. Soon her grunts became deeper and more rapid and as she came she drove her ass back onto his rod and ground her cunt against him for what seemed like two minutes. Finally, she collapsed on the sink and allowed Earl to rhythmically fuck her now sopping pussy until he too drove into her and felt the exquisite release of his cum deep in her womb. He roughly plunged his exploding cock into her, over and over until spent, he pulled out.
The blonde was relieved he was done, but felt herself being spun around and pushed down to the floor.
"Go on, Angel. Clean me up...that's it, clean all your cum off my cock." Earl looked down at the blonde head bobbing eagerly on his cock, his erection instantly reviving. "Keep going, that's it. I want you to swallow all of it, honey. Don't miss a drop." He saw her cheeks sink in as she sucked hard, "Good girl. God, your mouth is as nice as your cunt. How does your ass feel?"
"Mmmm mmm," The girl moaned shaking her head.
"You don't know? We might just have to find out." Earl said pulling her off his cock. He pushed her over onto the kitchen table, reached over to the butter dish and took a globful and smeared it all over and into her ass.
"Please, please don't fuck my ass. I promise to swallow all of your cum. I won't miss a drop. Please sir." The blonde cried.
Earl grinned, "Oh good, an anal virgin. My favorite." He lubed his cock with the remaining butter and pressed the head against the pink asshole. The girl reached back and spread her ass cheeks and as the head split her open he groaned in pleasure. "God, girl, your cunt is the best feeling one I've ever fucked, plus you suck cock better than any other girl I've been with. Now. Now, holy crap." He laughed at the reference, "Your ass is so fucking tight. You should thank me. Your husband's tiny dick will slide in here so easily once you get used to mine." He pumped his cock deeper and deeper until he was slapping his hips against her ass cheeks.
The blonde found herself getting used to the invader in her rectum and began rubbing her pussy, and felt herself ready to cum again as her assailant grunted and shot his cream up into her. She felt extremely spent and when the man got off her, she slid to the floor. She watched as he grabbed her grandmother's dish towel and cleaned his cock off.
"Thanks, that was a wonderful fuck. What's for dinner?" Earl asked.
Angel looked up at Earl and scowled, "Whatever you're cooking, I have to go clean up." She got up, snatching the hand towel from Earl. "I used to watch Nana dry dishes with that." She grinned at him and strode out.
Earl slowly came awake hearing the empty fifth hit the floor and sighed, "I really miss you, my Angel in the Sky." He looked around the living room at the dust covered pictures and began to sob.
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"Dad, I'm as qualified as anyone in your corporation to negotiate with the bank." Carol stared at her father.
"Carol, you cannot just step in and save the day. I know you've been doing a great job, but some tasks are best left to those..." George paused.
"Who have a dick? Is that what you're saying? Christ, Dad, sometimes I feel as if we're still in the fifties. I've got an MBA from Yale, 6 years on management experience, hell, I'm totally up to date on the finances since you had me buried in that for two years," The tall blonde spit out. She shook her head wanting to cry, but that was exactly what her father wanted. All her life she'd tried to live up to his incredibly high standards. She was the captain of her state champion basketball team, right. Dad never made a game. Work, he said. She gave the commencement addresses at her high school and at Yale. Dad was not in the audience. Carol stared at her dad shaking her head, "You've never forgiven me for mom dying in childbirth, have you?"
"Shut up! Get out of my office. Don't you ever bring up my wife again. And don't you dare call her 'mom.' She wasn't your mom, Judith was. She raised you, she changed your diapers. When you kill someone, you have no right to call her mom." George turned and faced out the window. "Leave." He said quietly.
George was angry every time he laid eyes on his heir, his first born. There should have been a George LeTour Jr., but instead he was stuck raising a cute little blonde-haired girl. What angered him was that his hair was dark. His features were dark. And although his late wife was blonde, it always gnawed at him that his daughter might not have been his. He would have had a paternity check done, but it hurt him enough losing the one woman he truly loved. He would have been crushed to find out she was with another man. He thought about how she'd grown though.
He looked back as she was leaving, 'God, if only...' Carol was easily 6' 2" tall. Straight blonde hair and although, you couldn't tell, a figure that should have been gracing the catwalks and not these halls. He tried to get her to model, use those God-given womanly charms, but she seemed to have this drive to be his son, always trying to live up what she thought a good son would be.
Carol crept out the door and headed to the ladies room, fighting back tears, fighting back the pain of her father's apparent hatred of her for nearly thirty years. Closing the door to the stall, all her emotions exploded, her whole body shook and she pressed her fists into her eyes. 'Why did I get an MBA? Trying to please dad? Why the hell did I take him up on his job offer, I had better ones, more lucrative ones. Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck.' She grabbed tissue and blotted her eyes and cheeks. A look of resolution came over her face, "I really should have taken those jobs, in fact I'll go get one of those now. I'm done." She stood up and opening the door, went over to the sink and splashed cold water on her face. Dabbing off the moisture, she looked at herself, and though her eyes were fairly red, she wasn't a total mess since she had no makeup to smear.
She strode down the hall, opened her father's office door and spat out, "That's it. I'm done. I quit."
She saw that asshole Carl talking to her father and both heads turn to her. "Bye." She turned and as she was going out the door, she heard her dad, "Wait honey. I was wrong."
'Holy crap,' she thought, her dad never called her honey. The great George LaTour never admitted he was wrong. She turned, "I'm sorry, did you say you were wrong? About what, exactly?"
"About you negotiating with the bank. Carl tells me you're the most qualified person we have here. So, I'm sorry to have yelled at you." He looked at Carol waiting for an answer.
"Ok, I'm listening. You want me to be on a team? To lead the team? What?" Carol asked.
Carl spoke up, "To lead the team, actually, it's just me and you. Wait, before you say anything, those guys are old school, men's club sort of thing. I told your father, who better to get through to them than his own daughter. It is really the next best thing to working directly with George himself. I have no real role, except they are a bit chauvinistic, and I can help smooth that out. I know these guys."
Carol's demeanor changed, "Ok, I can do this. Dad, are you totally onboard with this?"
George came over and grasped his daughter by her shoulders, "Honey, you might be the only person in this building who can pull this off." He looked over at Carl, "I assume you have the first meeting set up?"
"Yes, I'll take Carol to her office and we'll go over what I've sketched up." Carl said.
George looked proudly at the two, leaving his office together, knowing between them, they should be able to get the loan extension that would mean the difference between losing it all and huge financial security.
Carol sat behind her desk listening to Carl's plan wondering why she disliked him so much. He was treating her with deference and thoughtfully agreeing with her suggestions, but as convincing as he was, she felt uncomfortable. Anyhow, finally, it was all set. They had their first meeting scheduled with their account rep, Stephen Allen.
******************************************************
"I'm afraid you're both wasting your time, you guys are way in the red, your stock has slipped to what, 20% of what it was three years ago. I see this a simply throwing good money after bad." The 30 year old executive said dismissively.
"You're right, all your data is right. However, in six weeks when we release the RJ650, all that will turn around. Have you read the pre-reviews?" Carol reached into her briefcase and plopped down a half dozen magazines. "All these project the biggest thing since...Look, all we need is for you run this up the chain."
"Right, at this point they're pipe dreams. We cannot extend your line of credit unless you come up with more collateral. We owe it to our shareholders to not make risky loans." He pushed the magazines back towards Carol. He hated saying no, but they really were stretched to the limit and they had balls asking for more money. He chuckled to himself looking at the striking blonde who was dressed like a man and probably was packing a pair of balls.
Carol was about to say something, but Carl, who'd been studying Stephen, interrupted, "Can I speak to my colleague in the hallway a second?"
After Carl closed the door, she turned to him. "What? What are you going to say? I'm not doing something right?" Carol asked.
"Actually, you're doing everything right, except for one little thing," He reached up and ran his fingers down her jacket. When she batted his hand away he shrugged, "Listen, he's been studying you. Looking to see if there's a woman under all this. He's married, probably for the last 10 years, and he might not cheat on his wife, but he sure would like to window shop." Carl looked at Carol, "You actually look like a man. You always whine that women can do the same work as a man, but for Christ's sake, why didn't you just go for the sex change operation and get it over with? Why is it so important that you hide what could be your most convincing assets?" He opened her suit coat checking for breasts.
Carol was stunned, she'd always tried to look professional, but she realized she was trying to be the son dad always wanted. "Ok, but I sure can't change now. Ideas?"
"Let's say we need to go back, regroup. Look at our assets again and perhaps meet, say over dinner this evening." He again ran his fingers down her suit, this time Carol didn't slap his hand away. He looked back up at her, "Find something feminine, sexy. Make him wonder whether you have panties or a thong on, or you're going commando rather than whether you're wearing boxers or briefs." He led her back into the office.
Carol looked at Stephen, "Carl and I have some ideas. We're going to go back and look over our assets and can we schedule something later, perhaps around dinner time? We really have to finalize things soon."
Stephen stood up, "Ok, but it better be good. I sure can't take this," he pointed to the folder on his desk, "Up to my manager." He looked at his computer screen, "Can you do 7 at...I don't know, Amelia's? In the Hyatt? I have plans there later, anyhow."
"Sure, that gives us enough time. Thanks for meeting with us and we'll see you at 7." Carol said.
"Ok, we bought some time, but what assets do we have that they would accept? Hell, they practically own us as it is." Carol asked.
"Ok, you go home and change. And I mean it, if you can get the blood to his cock, maybe his brain will be starved enough to like what I come up with." Carl patted her behind and strode off. He turned and said, "I'll pick you up at your place, 6:30."
Carol looked in the mirror, 'This will never work, at least not in a business meeting. Maybe in a sleazy bar...' She looked in her closet and all she had were a half-dozen very short dresses, deep, scoop neck short dresses she used to wear in college, long wool skirts and pantsuits, boring, conservative pantsuits. Groaning, she slipped on her four-inch heels and headed to the door.
"Wow! Very nice." Carl said, admiring her as he spun her around. "I'm cancelling. Shit, did you stuff your bra? Wait, you can't have a bra. Where did you get the tits?"
Carol smacked his arm, "Ok, let it go. I feel naked enough as it is."
"Are you?" Carl said leaning down and pulling up the hem. "Oh wow, a thong. I expected briefs."
Carol was blushing furiously. She'd never been treated this way before and as much as it pissed her off, she also found it causing strange feelings. She smacked his hand away, "As much as you'd like to think so, I'm not a whore you hired for the night. You'd better remember that I'm a professional." She stopped, seeing him laugh, "Ok, funny. What did you find? Did dad have any assets he never put up as collateral before?"
"He did. I have the dossiers in the car waiting. Let's go." Carl said taking Carol by the elbow and leading her out.
******************************************************
They saw Stephen slide out of the booth in the back as the Maître'd led them back through the restaurant. Carol was stunned when the man took her hand and kissed her knuckles on her hand before helping her into the U-shaped booth. Carol had to yank her dress down as she slid over, but managed to get settled without incident.
"So, what are you both drinking? Wine? I was going to order a bottle." Seeing them nod, he turned to the sommelier and nodded, "Three glasses."
Carl slid over folders in front of Stephen and Carol. He watched intently as they opened them up and read through them, "I apologize that I was just able to print these out, but I think you'll find our stance is much improved from this afternoon.
Carol was shocked. 'Where did they get the mineral holdings and gas rights in South America? Dad never mentioned anything about those.' See looked at Carl, but Carl was studying Stephen's face.
"This looks promising, but you realize all of this needs verification from all parties before it can go up the ladder." Stephen said. "But let's enjoy the meal, and we'll see where this takes us."
During the meal, Carol was aware that the banker kept sliding his hand against her leg, nothing overt and just briefly. She chalked it off to the second bottle of wine as he moved a little closer to her.
Later, as they cleared the plates, Carl announced we was taking off as he had a date with a flight attendant.
Carol looked at him, "Carl, excuse me? You're my ride."
"That's not an issue, the hotel has complementary limo service. I'll make sure you get home safely." Stephen said reassuringly stroking her silky thigh.
Carol looked between the two men seeing trying to grasp the look they gave each other. "Ok, but as I have to get into the office fairly early, I cannot stay late."
Stephen turned and faces the gorgeous blonde. "Let's head up to my room and verify the assets, before I recommend this load extension to my manager."
Carol laughed, "Seriously? Not, would you like to see my etchings?"
Stephen put his hand on Carol's bare shoulder, his thumb stroking the top of her exposed chest, "Listen, you need to realize that your company is this close to disappearing and all 17,000 employees will be out on the street if we can't work together." He slipped his hand slowly down, "You decide, give me incentive to move this up the chain, or watch the trucks pull up to your doors."
She brushed his hand away, seeing heads turned in their direction, "Not going to happen. Carl found sufficient assets to make this viable. I'm not some whore that was sent over to sweeten the deal." She hissed at Stephen.
"Sure, you're not. You tell yourself that, but explain the dress. Tell me why did your boss send you and then conveniently have Carl need to run off. I've been around and you can believe what you want, but this proposal will never move an inch without the proper incentives." He glared at the girl, "Go on then, apparently you're not ready for the big time." He started the get up, "I'll summon a limo for you."
"Wait." Carol sighed, her insides in turmoil, "Ok, if I go upstairs with you, you'll move this up to your manager?"
"Depends on how you define, 'go upstairs.'" He said harshly, "I'll tell you when you've convinced me to put my neck on the line, for..." He dismissively tapped the proposal Carl had given him.
Carol nodded and slid out of the booth, so much in a daze, she was unaware her skirt pulled up to her hips, affording all around a terrific view of her thong and ass before quickly brushing it back down. "You'd better come through." She hissed.
"I always cum through," He patted her ass, "You can decide where that is."
******************************************************
Carol looked around the penthouse while Stephen went over and poured himself a drink. Seeing him hold up the bottle and slosh it, she shook her head. She would have been impressed with the room had her eyes not landed on the bed, fully understanding what she was about to do. She put her briefcase down and watched as the young executive walked over to the bed and put down his drink before yanking the covers off. She was stunned to see him immediately take off his tie, shirt, kick off his shoes, take his pants off, followed by his boxers. She tried not to stare, but it had been months since she's been with a man and seeing the decent sized penis dangling between his legs, she felt a twinge of arousal.
Flopping down on the bed, his legs proudly open, he picked up his glass and took a sip, "So, let's see what assets you bring to this meeting. Frankly, they better be fucking good because so far..." He reached down and stroked his cock, looking at the tall blonde in front of him. "How tall are you anyhow? 6' 6"? Christ I love tall women."
"I'm 6' 2"," Carol mumbled as she found herself staring at the growing cock in the man's fist. She wanted to glare at the man, but she couldn't take her eyes off the impressive scrotum hanging down with the pair of walnut sized testicles. She shuddered thinking of the sperm boiling in those ready to flood her vagina. She forced herself to look at Stephen and saw a knowing leer. That leer made her realize no matter how much she protested, how often she might say no, she inevitable would comply with whatever he wanted her to do. Resignedly, she kicked off her shoes, then reached back and unzipped her dress, letting it fall to the floor. She saw the man's face change from cockiness to total lust as her 36 Ds bounced free.
"Very nice. When I saw you in the office earlier, I swore you were a guy, cross-dressing, but Carl assured me you weren't. Tell me, what size are those, what's your bust size?" The man said
Carol blushed harder thinking how she'd always felt uncomfortable having men study her chest and mumbled, "36 D." Seeing him put his hand behind and ear, she said more loudly, "36 D. They're 36 Ds."
"Oh my God. Tell me you're not 36-24-36." He twirled his fingers in the air while stroking his cock with his other hand.
"No," she blushed, "36-22-36." Carol replied softly as she turned a 360, feeling his eyes on her.
"Fuck me!" Stephen laughed, "Actually, we'll get to that. Your company sure struck gold bringing you onboard, you might turn out to be the best fuck I've ever had. Your body is perfect. Fucking perfect. But to be sure, lose the thong. Let's see what you're offering to this negotiation."
Carol slipped her thumbs under the strings and pulled them all the way off and stepped out of them. She stood there, hands on hips fully aware she was being studied.
"God damn, you're beautiful. Nicely trimmed, perhaps you really do know why you're here." he pointed to her pussy, "Nicely shaved, small patch of blonde bush. All in all, a top shelf piece of ass. You sure you're not a pro? Turn around, yes...great ass. You like anal?"
"What? No, never." Carol sputtered, feeling vulnerable, her back to the hateful man.
"Too bad, apparently you've not been with a real man before. He would have introduced you to the joys of getting your ass filled. Now open your legs, bend over, farther...that's it, grab your ankles. Oh yesss." Stephen groaned.
Perhaps it was the blood rushing to her head, but Carol felt more flushed that ever in her life. She couldn't believe feeling the cold air against her twat, her asshole and in fact, she could virtually feel this horrible man's eyes touching her. She started to get up.
"Hang on, I didn't say you could get up yet. Tell me, are you wet?" Stephen asked.
Carol shuddered as she let go of her knee with one hand and reached up and slid her finder along her slit. She was actually stunned to realize she was very wet and felt humiliation that this terrible man was exciting her, "Yes. Yes, I am." She said, "Can I stand up now?"
"Alright, though I will always remember this view of you." He patted the bed, "I'm sure a pro like you knows what to do."
Carol felt her face burning as she got on the bed and crawled between his open legs, aware her tits were flopping around as she knelt over the man's cock. She studied the throbbing cock, seeing the pronounced veins, the circumcised head. She wondered how he could do this if he were married. Resigning herself to doing what she had to do, she gripped it, stroking the shaft, relieved it was just average in size because her jaw always hurt when sucking on a cock.
"Go, on. I know you like my cock, you sure seem fascinated by it. Feel how big it is? I know you know all the tricks. Let's see your cock-sucking skills."
The girl began licking the head, trying not to get the cum seeping out into her mouth, but realizing that was futile, just swallowed as soon as she tasted it. Soon she was allowing more and more into her mouth, thinking she was doing well feeling his hips respond.
"That's it. I owe Carl big time." He reached under and grabbed her dangling tits, "Christ, how on earth did you ever find clothes to hide these?"
Carol felt like crying, but she knew that was exactly what this asshole wanted, so she dove back onto his fleshy rod and forced herself to take more and more into the mouth. She felt the man relax and lie back, so she knew he was liking it and when she felt his hips pump back harder into her face, she thought he would soon cum and perhaps she could leave, but he abruptly pulled her head off his cock.
"Oh God, that was good. I almost forgot and let you taste my sweet cream." He pulled her up onto his lap, "Ok, you know what to do."
After swinging her legs over his waist, Carol reached under and grabbing the slick cock, worked the head back and forth across her wet slit, feeling the pleasure she was hoping to avoid as her twat opened to the unwelcome invader. Satisfied her pussy was ready, she sank down with a low moan, feeling a penis inside of her for the first time in months.



Stephen reached up and cupped those large tits, "Holy crap, you really are tall. I love having so much woman pleasuring herself on my cock." He pulled her nipples and watched them snap back, causing ripples to flow across her tear-drop tits. Feeling the gorgeous women react, he kept doing it, a bit harder each time. "You like that, don't you? Christ, these are truly great assets, and seeing them up close, these are incredible. Why do you wear such ugly clothes, hiding these?" The girl worked her pelvis against his rigid shaft, grinding harder the more he pulled on her nipples. "You want my cum inside you, is that what you want? Tell me what you want."
"Fuck me, I want to feel you cum inside me. I love your fat cock stretching me out." Carol responded telling herself she was just saying what he wanted to hear, but the way she effortlessly sighed saying it...she closed her eyes and leaned forward grinding hard against his sliding shaft. Incredibly soon for her, she felt the feelings, the aching increase in her pussy. She felt ashamed she'd let a man like this get her to cum and she tried to fight it, but realized it was making it worse, she resigned herself to the inevitable when Stephen stopped her.
"God I'm close, but I need to do you from behind, I need to see that ass of your quiver as I pound that cunt of yours." He grabbed her ass and lifted her feeling his hard dick slither out of that tight hole. He let her swing her leg off him and rolled out of the way so she could get on her hands and knees. He got behind her and admired the swollen cunt waiting for him. He had to spread her knees wider to lower her pussy level with his groin. He grabbed his cock and slapped her wet lips. He pressed the head against her erect clit and wiggled it hard back and forth. Hearing her mew every time his cock snapped against her erect clit, he continued to tease her. "Is this good, or do you need my cock inside you? Huh? What do you want?"
At first when coming to his room, she wanted him to cum as soon as possible to get this over with, but now she felt herself abandoning her pride, her restraint, all because she needed release. "I need you back inside me. Please fuck me, fuck my pussy. Please, I need to feel you deep inside me." She panted, she found herself pushing her ass back against him every time she felt the head of his cock against her.
"Ok, since you said please," He lined up his cock and drove all the way in grabbing her ass cheeks. He reveled in the tightness of the girl's hole, her squealing, but most of all how totally under his thumb she was. As he leaned over her, his cock got harder as her cunt responded to its invasion, pushing back in rhythm to his driving into it, her pelvis responding, torqueing, pulling, jerking on his fat shaft. He felt her tits brushing against his arms and reached up and grabbed a handful. 'God damn,' he thought, 'This one tit is more than my wife's two combined.' He rolled the hard nipple between his thumb and finger and found he could quit thrusting as the girl took over milking his cock. "Fuck my cock baby, I now know all that blushing before was an act. Come on, I'm so close and I know you want my cum inside you."
Carol felt a surge of arousal and even feeling humiliated, her body had different ideas. She buried her head in the mattress, grabbed her other breast and began rapidly grinding against the fat cock deep inside her, "Uuuuuhhhh, uuhhhhhhhh, uhhh, uhhh." She grunted as she finally felt the peaking feeling explode through her in waves.
Stephen grinned seeing the reluctant girl use his rod for her pleasure. He knew she would always remember how great a fuck this was for her, how great a fuck he was. He grabbed that ass and spread her cheeks. Seeing that pink little bud, he thought about perhaps finishing there. But feeling the girl's sopping cunt, still tight and sucking on his cock and as much as he wanted to hold out, he slammed into her and shot a huge spurt of cum deep into her, and quickly pulling almost all the way out, slammed into her again and jetted another large amount...over and over until he had just one last trickle left. He wished he had more to offer her and lay on her back feeling his cock soften, he groaned and pulled out.
Carol felt relief when the man rolled off her and flopped onto his back. As she started to get up, he pulled her face down to his softening dick.
"Go on, since we both know you know what to do." Stephen said. He grinned, seeing the girl lower her face down to his slimy crotch and lick all the juices off his cock. "Don't forget my balls, you sure got me drenched. Good girl. You can go clean up now. Oh, and I could use a refill." He held up his whiskey glass.
The humiliated blonde crawled off the bed and grabbed the glass from him. After cleaning up in the bathroom, she walked over and poured a stiff drink, hoping he'd eventually pass out.
Taking the drink, he indicated she should lie down. "So, tell me. What is it you've been doing at your company. I know I've never seen you before."
Carol lay down on her stomach, feeling somehow less vulnerable. She wished Stephen would let her put her clothes back on. "I work in finances. I've been doing a lot of auditing and cleaning up year and years of books to get up to date." Carol said.
"So why you? Why were you assigned to negotiate?" Stephen said, tenderly stroking the girl's back, "Come on, think about it. You know the answer."
Carol couldn't say it. Couldn't say her father was using her as a whore to get this extension. "I guess because I know the finances and all the assets as well as anyone."
The man scoffed, "Ok, lie to yourself. They have, what, 20, 30 people who know what you know." He looked at the girl, "Ok, never mind. Let's just agree you have talents the guys there can't bring to the negotiating table."
Carol looked miserable, "Ok, it's possible, but you saw, with the added assets you have no risk at all."
Stephen looked at her and nodded, "Good point, grab your copy, I want to review those assets again."
Carol was relieved thinking she could finish up, get dressed and get out of here. She went over to her briefcase and pulled the file out. As she handed it to him, he patted the bed.
As Carol lay back down Stephen flipped through the pages, until he got to the addendum.
Carol lay back on her stomach, looking over as Stephen reviewed the changes and thought she saw a micro-expression of surprise on his face, she looked again and all she saw was semi-boredom.
"Ok, I don't see anything too bad, these are great assets, hang on." Stephen dropped the papers hearing the phone ring. "Carl, hey. How is your date going with the stewardess? Nice. I'm sure you will. Cool, cool. Yeah, she's still here. Pretty much diving deeper into the assets, you know, making sure our ass is covered. Oh yeah, not to worry, she's been extremely flexible. I know, you did tell me. No, I cannot say that yet, I'd like to see what further commitment I can get." Stephen said as he let his finger slide down and push into Carol's ass. As Carol wiggled, trying to get away, it only seemed to allow his finger to penetrate deeper. "Look, I gotta go, you know, getting a little behind. I know, women. The things you have to do to please them. I know, thanks for reminding me." Stephen laughed, "You too buddy, I'll send her back when I'm done with her."
Carol, reached over and yanked his finger out of her ass, "Sorry, not happening." She started to get up.
"Ok. Then this was fun. Nothing but just a great fuck. I'll let my manager know that there are insufficient assets." He started to get up.
"Fuck you! You were just going to keep humiliating me all night without any intention of signing off on this." Carol spat, "This was just a huge game between you and that asshole Carl so you could get some pussy, is that it?"
"Actually, I was going to sign off all along as soon as you demonstrated you were sincerely engaged in this process. But now that we know you're not totally committed, I guess that's it for your company." He said softly.
"So, say I do let you fuck me in the ass. Then what? What else are you going to make me do? Walk naked out to the limo, through the hotel? Invite the entire wait staff in here to gangbang me? Where does it end?" She said standing, looking down on the man. She noticed as she yelled at him his cock was swelling up again, "Oh, Christ. This excites you?" She looked at the pulsing snake on his stomach.
"You have no idea. But I might have taken a little pill since I thought our negotiations might be extensive. Plus, when you wave your arms around like that, those tits of yours bounce all over the place. But to answer your question, I will sign off on this if you allow me access to that incredible ass of yours. I should have started with that seeing you bent over. That to me was the clincher, so to speak." He looked at her and saw her nod, "There's KY in the side table." He pointed and watched as Carol crawled over to get it. "God damn, you may not know it, but you easily could have the most fuckable ass in the world."
Carol groaned and handed the tube to the leering man and got back on her hands and knees. She shuddered feeling the cool gel smeared on her anus, then gritted her teeth feeling the man's finger plunge into her.
"Ok, you're a bit tall, lie face down and spread those legs." Stephen saw everything open up and moaned, "Fuck me. I really need to arrange for future relations with you and your company." He crawled between her legs and pressed his fat head against the virgin hole.
She knew what was coming feeling spongy pressure against her asshole and reached back and spread her ass cheeks wide. "Uuuuunnnngggghh, Christ." She spit, when the bulbous head opened her up and slid in.
Stephen looked down at those hands spreading those creamy globes and grinned. He loved getting women to take his cock in their asses. Especially elegant, strong women. He knew in every case they were anal virgins. This girl wasn't lying saying she was an anal virgin because it took a while before she relaxed. God, he loved how tightly the sphincter gripped his cock. Her groans stopped and became soft grunts and feeling the ass relax and open up, he began slamming harder and harder into her. He loved hearing the slapping of skin as he buried himself as deep as he could. He always loved being where no man had been before and thought about someday getting his wife to finally let him in.
Carol initially felt nothing but pain and wondered why some women liked this. As she let her ass be taken she tried to think of other things, she thought about the conversation she overheard with Carl. 'What were they planning? Carl knew all about this. He most likely went to her dad and planned the whole thing. What did he tell Dad?' She felt frustration as being used like this.
As she mulled over her current situation, she realized she'd relaxed and it didn't feel bad, really strange, but not bad. The pain was gone and though she couldn't wait for it to end, at least now she was aware of potential pleasure. As she thought that, she felt the man's hand come around and begin to play with her dripping pussy. She did not want to cum again being taken by this man, but Christ! It was starting to build up.
Stephen was amazed how the tall blonde began writhing as he found that pronounced clit and as he pressed hard against it, he drove two fingers into her recently used cunt. 'God damn!' he thought as he heard her grunting and gasping, 'She's been sandbagging me, she'd a real slut after all.' He reached under her chest and grabbed a giant mass of tit. 'So fucking huge', he thought again. Lying on her back, his arms under her, he leveraged his hips so he was penetrating even deeper into that ass. He felt her writhing in pleasure under him as he finger-fucked her. That, his cock filling her virgin ass, and him mauling her tit, he heard her began grunting with apparent building pleasure.
Carol bit her lip trying not to cum, but not being able to hold back anymore, bucked her hips back again the invading shaft and felt relief flood through her as she came hard, "Oh God...God damn it, I fucking hate you...uhhh, uh, uhhhhhhhh." She moaned as she buried her face in the sheets.
Stephen's arousal peaked riding the girl's orgasm and grunted out, "Here you go bitch, this is what you've been waiting for?" and jamming his cock as deep as he could go, jetted his sperm into her virgin rectum. Finally, after releasing spurt after spurt of sperm and feeling his balls ache from two great orgasms, he collapsed onto her back, before flopping to the side pulling her with him, his cock still semi-hard and buried in her ass. He lay there spooning this beauty, thinking how great it would be if somehow, he could arrange another tryst with her. He knew she'd be back for more. As he stroked that massive breast he felt the girl stir.
"So, are you done with me?" She asked, "Are you satisfied with our assets?"
Stephen sighed and pulling his hips back, felt the powerful suction on his dick as he slid out of the girl's ass. "You could have saved us both time had you led with that. I'll arrange a meeting tomorrow with our VP." He slapped her ass, "Now get dressed and go. I need to get housekeeping in here since it's my anniversary and I'm surprising my wife when she gets off work. She gets off at ten." He laughed seeing the blonde turn her head, "You think this was for you? Go on, you have ten minutes to get out of here."
************************************************
George held out his arms as Carol entered her dad's office. "Carl told me all about how you were able to convince the agent to approve the request...and get it on the VP's desk. I know the guy, it should be a piece of cake getting it to the board." He hugged her.
Carol wondered about the 180, but felt happy that her dad finally showed he valued her abilities, maybe even respected her. "Thanks, Dad. We'll see. By the way, how were you able to hide the assets Carl added to the proposal? Why haven't you used those before?"
George looked at Carl, who jumped in, "I'm afraid those were my fault. Remember last year when I was out of the office for a month? I was purchasing rights...you know, perhaps to diversify." He looked at Carol, "It's actually a good thing we can sweeten the pot."
************************************************
Carl studied Carol as the headed over to the bank, "I'm impressed. You got him to jump past the bank manager to the VP? Maybe I underestimated your negotiating abilities." He looked at Carol who was less conservatively dressed. Black jacket, undone showing a white blouse, sheer enough to make out she had on a lacy bra...a bra that barely covered her nipples. She actually had the top two buttons undone. Rather than the usual pants, she had on a tight grey skirt that nicely showed her amazing ass. He preferred last night's outfit, but perhaps showing up at the bank dressed like a hooker would perhaps be inappropriate.
Carol thought she detected a sneer, but let it pass since obviously Stephen filled him in on her negotiations last night. "Sure, so what do we know about who we are meeting?"
"Bruce Davis. He's 64, married. Considered to be fairly liberal with his loans. I think we have a great shot at getting him to sign off or at least put it in front of the board. I suspect it will be ultimately up to the board as we're talking a $600 million line of credit." Carl looked over at Carol. "You might need some of the same negotiating skills today." He looked at her blouse, "When we get there, pop that third button. A bit of a distraction can only work in our favor."
Carol groaned, seeing him wink. "And I'm sure you'll get called out leaving me alone to do all the negotiations."
"Oh, get off it. You got a really nice meal last night. Finally got out and got to dress like a woman for once and have men appreciate you. I had a date lined up. It's not like I knew we'd have a dinner meeting." Carl snapped back. "Anyhow, I get the feeling I would have been in the way."
************************************************
Bruce greeted both of them professionally. Carol was looking for any sign at all he expected the negotiations to entail anything like last night. She answered his questions as he went through the prospectus, turning to Carl for some of the recently added collateral. She mentally shook her head listening to incredibly vague details as to the assets, but Bruce seemed satisfied. When it looked like he was going to sign off, he surprised her.
"One thing I don't see. The certificates or copies of the certificates? I'm sure the board will need to see that Mr. LaTour has signed off on these.
Carl jumped up. "Oh Christ. I'm so sorry. They are in my office. I'll run back and get them."
Carol shot daggers at Carl, "I'll go with you. I think we need to talk."
Bruce looked back and forth between the two, "Am I to understand Carol is not up to date on the prospectus? She can't continue while you run back to the office?"
Carol knew something was up and her stomach turned sour, "No, I'm good." She glared at Carl, "You run along, Mr. Davis and I will continue without you."
"Jessica, please make sure I'm not disturbed for the next hour. Yes, I know, cancel it. Thank you, Jessica." Bruce put down the phone and stood up. He walked over to Carol and put out his hand, "Perhaps the couch would be more comfortable."
Carol inwardly groaned and took his hand, allowing herself to be led over to the leather couch. As she sat down, Bruce plopped down right beside her.
The older man looked over at the amazingly beautiful woman, "You know, this is a treat. I deal with CPAs, auditors and others who cannot compare to the charms you possess." He placed his hand on her bare knee and gently stroked, "So, how far away is your office?"
Carol felt totally resigned. She felt like just taking off her clothes, lying back on the couch, spreading her legs wide and just telling this man to fuck her and get it over with. How did she ever let herself get manipulated into doing these slutty acts for Carl, for her father? She looked at the man's hand slip under the hem and looked back at him with a smile, "Well, it's a 30 minute drive. He'll have to park, say 10 minutes to get to his office. He's pretty much a slob, so 15 minutes to find the certificates. I'd say we have to kill time for an hour and a half." She looked around the office, "This is really nice. You have a view of the entire city from here?"
"I do," Bruce stood up, "come, take a look." He led her to the window.
Carol looked out, and gasped. They were on the 70th floor and she could see past the river and down the streets. He felt the man press against her ass as he pointed things out.
"That's where your dad's plant is, and over there is the naval base." He pointed out as he leaned into the tall blonde. He was 6' 3" and never been with a woman his height before and found his cock springing to life in anticipation. Of course, little blue pills helped, he must thank Stephen for suggesting that. As he pointed out the sights, he felt the girl wiggle her ass back against him. He quit pointing things out and dropped his hands to her shoulders and gently rubbed them. "I know these negotiations can be stressful, but relax and enjoy the parts you can."
Carol knew she was going to get fucked. No game this time, and feeling the hard cock against her, she remembered Carl telling her to pop the third button. As she released each button she sighed, "That feels good. You have very strong hands. She allowed Bruce to pull the blouse off her and unclip her bra.
Bruce so much wanted to spin the girl around, but focused on the smooth, blemish free skin on her bare back as he worked the girl's muscles. He actually did have strong hands and enjoyed pleasuring the girl. "God, you're so beautiful. I used to work the cruise lines as a masseuse and I never would have left to go into banking had I had more clients like you."



Carol had her hands on the window thinking how strange it would be if it gave out. Her plummeting 70 stories, topless. She looked over to the left and saw three guys in a window just below, wondering in these were mirrored glass panes.
Bruce saw where she was looking and knew they could see in. He worked his way down to her waist and found the zipper on her skirt. As it fell to the floor, he knelt down got his first look at that ass Stephen told him in incredible detail all about. He kissed her ass cheeks while he pulled her thong off her hips, and it soon joined her skirt. He heard the girl sigh, so he stood up and ran his hands up the blonde's front. He groaned feeling the weight of the massive tits. "'D' cups?" he asked as he gently massaged them.
"Yes, 36 D. God, your hands feel good." She opened her legs thinking she was being watched. As Bruce's hand slid down to her pussy, she put a foot up on the sill, opening herself up for Bruce and to the men across the street. Bruce's cock seemed to get bigger against her ass and where before she was hoping it was small, she now wanted it to be large. She reached back and put her hand over it as he humped against her. 'Wow,' she thought. 'Stephen might have been a lot cockier than Bruce, but literally, Bruce was definitely a lot cockier.' She chuckled to herself thinking of the pun.
Bruce heard the girl's approving sigh and letting go of her tits, yanked off his clothes, freeing his trapped erection. He grinned when Carol turned and immediately squatted down and grabbed his cock with both hands. She looked up at him and smiled.
"Very nice. I assume this is all for me?"
He nodded eagerly, feeling like he did after prom when his date, Sue gave him his first blow job. He looked over across the street and saw a considerable group now and before closing his eyes and focusing on the terrific feelings Carol was providing, he grinned at them.
Carol attacked the head, smacking her lips as she popped it in and out of her mouth. Licking up the juices, stroking the throbbing shaft, actually finding herself totally enjoying sucking a strange man's cock. Soon, she was taking half to length into her mouth and wanting to make it more exciting, she straightened her legs, fantasizing the men across could see her ass and pussy.
Bruce was getting lost in the total erotic experience, this expert cock-sucker, the slut exposing herself to the world and his erection. Even with pills, he'd not been this hard in 40 years. He reached under the girl's chest and grabbed those huge mounds. Suddenly, he felt his balls ache and quickly pulled her off, "God baby, I'd so like to cum in your mouth, but I have to fuck you."
Carol nodded eagerly wanting his cock inside her and turned and put her hands back on the window. She closed her eyes and opened her mouth wide in a long moan as she felt that fat cock slide easily into her. She knew her tits were being flopped around as the man began pounding into her. She took one hand and grabbed her breast, pinching and pulling and sneaking a peek, realized they could see her as she saw dozens of faces, men and women watching her get fucked. At first, she wanted to pull away from the window but this has to be the sluttiest thing she'd ever done. They all were not only seeing her totally naked, they were seeing her getting fucked and loving it. They saw her as she fought so hard all her life not to be, an object to be used. This drove her totally over the edge and she stifled a scream as she ground back hard against Bruce's impressive cock. "Oh God, my fucking Goooooddddd!" She cried as she felt herself clenching against the fat cock inside her.
Bruce had his eyes on the group watching and feeling the tall blonde loving his dick inside her, grabbed her hips and slammed into her harder and harder as his aching balls finally found relief, emptying their creamy contents into the girl's cunt. Finally, panting, he laid his head on her back. "Holy fuck, you make me feel 20 again. I haven't cum that hard in years." He pulled out of the girl and when she turned around, kissed her.
Carol felt this man's tongue and wondered how she'd become such a compliant slut overnight, but this was so much better than being taken by that asshole Stephen last night. As she pulled away, she looked over her shoulder and saw the crowd clapping. She quickly dashed away from the window.
Bruce asked if she'd like to clean up and indicated the door at the back of his office as he sat at his desk. He watched Carol head to his bathroom and stroked his slimy cock idly, 'God damn. If all works out, I might be able to tap that regularly.' He thought.
Carol came out and walked over to his desk. She looked at the naked man, "You've had experience with that thing," She leaned down and kissed, it, "but you might want to clean up."
Bruce actually felt his cock reviving, but stood and headed to his bathroom. He turned seeing the girl sitting on the couch, 'No way I'll be able to get it up again, but fuck! I'd sure love to be 20 again.' He thought.
After the door closed, Carol jumped up and opened the drawer where Bruce slid his copy of the prospectus. She scanned through it and on the last pages...the pages which on her copy showed mineral rights, instead it had her name. She was stunned, but as she read it, she finally understood her dad's comment how she was the only one who could pull this off. She threw it back in the drawer and came to a decision.
When Bruce came out, he saw Carol, her back to him, kneeling on the floor in front of the couch. He felt his cock stir seeing that ass wiggling as she was reading something.
Carol turned around, feigning surprise, "Sorry, I was checking my email." She looked at his still fat cock and grinned, "You know, we have another hour. I'm sure I could help you out if you feel like putting that somewhere else." She glanced back at her creamy ass.
Bruce felt like he was in high school again as he walked over to the couch feeling his cock slap against his thighs, "God damn girl, I'd like that, but I don't have any...you know, lube."
"I know what men like." Carol smiled holding up a tube of KY. "Sit down and let's get you nice and hard again."
Bruce plopped down on the couch and slid his ass forward as the stunning blonde pulled his hips forward and after stroking his cock, again took it into her mouth. 'God damn,' he thought, 'Stephen has earned Jim's position when he leaves. I'll figure out how to just make it happen.' he thought as he looked down at the bobbing head. He stroked that silky hair and fantasized it splayed of his pillow as he rode her hard. He thought about passing on fucking that athletic looking ass and watching that throat swallow his cum. But, though he should have future access to this girl he remembered Stephen describe her tight hole, and since he'd never tried anal, he moaned reluctantly and pulled that eager mouth off his cock. "God, honey, you sure are a great cocksucker, but I really want to try that ass of yours."
Carol handed the older man the tube of KY and watched as he lubed his cock, then reached back and spread her ass cheeks as he drove a finger into her ass with a gob of jelly and put her head down, gritting her teeth. She felt the fatter head press against her, and when nothing happened, press harder. She felt the stinging when her sphincter relaxed and let the foreign object enter her. Even though it still hurt, she groaned, "That's it, sweetie, fuck my ass. I love your huge cock inside me."
Bruce gripped those creamy, muscular glutes and began pounding her harder and harder. He'd never felt anything grip his penis like that and knew he'd just become an ass man and had to have this feeling again. He closed his eyes and just let the feelings take over and loudly moaned when the blonde stroked his sack. As he felt his balls tighten, he looked down at his slick shaft, watching it pull out, revealing the slender hand cupping him, the stretched ring gripping his cock and the girl's cunt still dripping his cum from before. That was all it took, and almost passing out he lunged deep into the tight rectum and came even harder than he had before.
Carol found herself encouraging the man as he filled her ass with his second load. When he was done, she felt him collapse onto her back and reach up, squeezing her tits.
"My God, honey, could there be a better fuck anywhere in the world?" Bruce muttered into the blonde's mass of hair. Finally rousing himself, he pulled out of the slick ass, "Oh yes. That was incredible." He stood up and shuffled to the bathroom. He turned and smiled, "I need to shower. Feel free to clean yourself up at the sink."
After Carol came out of the bathroom, she went over to the window and grabbed her clothes. She saw one man stop and stare before she when back to the desk and got dressed. She quickly opened the drawer and pulled out the copy of the prospectus and then over to the door, her top still unbuttoned. She peered out at Bruce's assistant, "Um, Jessica? Mr. Davis wants four more copies," She turned her head back behind the door looking at the couch, before looking back at the girl, "I'm sorry, just three copies of this. And he needs them right away."
Jessica saw the blonde trying to button her blouse with one hand and bitterly took the document from her and nodded.
Jessica knocked on the door with the copies, the tall blonde opened it and told her Bruce was in the bathroom and to just put them on his desk. She knew why her boss was in the bathroom and felt slight jealousy. He always showered after they stayed late to catch up on things. She nodded to the blonde and closing the door went back to her desk. She sighed, thinking back how Bruce must have really got her off remembering the cries.
Carol hurried to the desk and replaced the original. She stuffed the copies in her briefcase and sat and waited. She looked up when Bruce came out of the bathroom.
"Sorry, I would have invited you to shower, but it's a tiny stall and I have meetings." He said as he pulled on his clothes. He looked over at the girl and imagined what else she might know how to please a man.
Carol saw how he was looking at her and turned to face him, "So are the assets all in order? I assume the board will be reviewing these?"
"Absolutely, hang on." Bruce picked up the phone, "Steve, hey. Bruce. Look, when does the board meet next? You know George LeTour? Yes, he is looking for a $600 million line of credit. Yes, it sure does. I'm sure the board will. Ok, I'll let them know." He smiled at Carol, "They meet Friday, and they asked you be there to present the, um offer. 1 PM sharp."
Carol stood up, "Great news. I'll be there. I assume you want Mr. LeTour also?" Seeing Bruce nod, she turned and headed out.
************************************************
"Uncle Bob, are you busy?...No? I'll be there in 20 minutes...Yes, yes it is. I have a huge favor to ask." Carol put down her cell fighting back tears.
She walked into Bob's office and closed the door. She looked around at all the law books and leather. It always seemed like a Victorian library in here and it was her refuge growing up. She leaned over and whispered, "Can we talk here? I mean totally privately?" She looked at the only man she currently trusted.
Bob stood up and came around the desk, "I'm thinking we should go grab dinner." He said looking at his smoke detector.
After Bob poured wine for Carol and himself, he looked over at her. He looked around, "This is about as private as we can get, I'm thinking everyone thinks I'm some sort of perv being with a woman 40 years younger than I am. He saw the girl he'd known for her whole life struggle with her emotions. "So, I've never seen that expression on your face before. I thought I'd seen them all. Are you all right?"
Carol reached into her briefcase and slid over her copy of the prospectus. She watched Bob scan through it until he was done. She then slid over the copy everyone else seemed to have. She saw Bob read through it periodically raising his eyebrows as if asking "So?" When he got to the last pages, he grabbed her copy again and opened them up side by side. She sipped her wine and prayed Bob had a way out of this.
"Holy shit!" He sputtered, "George knows about this? Who authored this?"
"Carl, I assume. But Dad did a 180 the other day, I assume after reading this." She looked like she was going to cry, but got herself back under control. "I was thrilled he put me as point man, or woman or whatever, anyhow I now know what he meant when he said I might be the only person who can pull this off." Her hand shaking, she took another sip. She proceeded to tell him about her meetings. About Carl seemingly setting her up as a whore. About how she swallowed her pride and did things that she would never have done. When she was done, she looked at the man she admired the most in the world. "I guess you don't think much of me now. Sorry, Uncle Bob."
Bob reached across and gripped her free hand firmly, "Look, nothing you've done changes who you are. You're the same incredible woman I've grown to admire greatly." He looked at the documents and back to the young girl, "I have to do some serious research here, but none of this adds up. What your dad wants you to sign, I mean, crap!" He studied those last pages wondering why George would do this to anyone. Let alone his own daughter. Then it came to him and he looked up at his pseudo-niece, "I have some idea where to look." He looked the girl in the eye, "I need to know how far you want to go with this. I know some people, they're incredible. Ever see 'The Accountant?'" Seeing her nod, he continued, "Ok, not so...anyhow, he's really good, but he's not cheap, but I think he can bring this home for you."
Carol put down her glass, "Do it. I have savings, investments. I don't really care how much." She looked at the man who was there for her every time something happened, "I will go broke, be homeless before I allow them to win."
Bob shook his head, "I cannot believe George would do that to his own daughter, I mean, put you up as collateral for a line of credit?"
Carol suddenly laughed, "Oh Christ." She responded to the questioning look, "I scored 27 against Fordham and the headline in the school paper read 'Carol Letour Damage.' I can't believe Dad would put me up as collateral." She laughed again, "And as Carol LeTour. I made all this happen, didn't I?"
"No, you were manipulated into it. I'm going to find out why he wants you to sign some of these clauses. They make no sense to me."
"Thanks, Bob." Carol squeezed his hand, "I owe you big time."
Bob smiled, "Ok, here's the plan..."
************************************************
Carol met with Bob Friday morning, "Tell me you have good news."
Bob looked sadly at Carol, "Ok, I think we can pull this off. They will have an updated prospectus with all the clauses apparently looking like their original copies, however, they cannot under any circumstances read them carefully. It turns the tables on them, but they have to sign them." He put his hands over his face and rubbed briskly, "I cannot believe I'm giving you this advice, but you have to be totally believable. You need to distract them, make them relax and think about what...who they get," he said looking at the beautiful girl, "...as soon as they all sign it."
"I can do that." Carol said. Then blushing, she continued, "I've got some pretty slutty clothes. Perhaps I should wear those?"
"Absolutely. Make them look at anything but the last few pages." I'm sorry sweetie, but, um, if they want to." He stammered to silence not able to suggest...
"...If they want to sample the assets prior to signing I have to go along." Carol said softly. "Can I ask? Who am I meeting with? Who would I need to...fuck." She said almost inaudibly.
"I'm sorry, honey. You deserve better, but just think where you'll be if you pull this off." He looked at her, then pulled out his notes, and pulled out pictures and slid them across the table. "Ok, Jim Dickers." He laughed, "I'm sorry, but..."
Carol giggled, "I'm going to get dicked by a guy named Dickers. Please tell me the others aren't named Assram or Butters."
Bob blushed, "No, thank God. There's Steve Smith and Sydney Wallace. Steve is 55, married...first wife. He's about 5' 10", 160. An avid tennis player." He looked at the girl, "You play tennis?"
"I do. I'm pretty good, too. At least we can talk about that. What about Jim?"
"Jim's the CEO. 65, not exactly an athlete. 5'8", 220. I'm guessing he'll be the guy you need to impress since it has to have been years since he's seen anyone like you. Finally, Sydney, or Syd. He's 6'1", 195, 45. He's their up and comer. Lifts weights, is a regular someplace and gets mani-pedis. Or guy ran into him there and chatted a bit." He looked at Carol, "What are those?"
Carol chuckled, "Manicures and pedicures. I assume he's got the fake-tan look and wear tight shirts."
"Exactly. Strangely enough he was hitting on both the girl at the salon and our guy." He shrugged his shoulders, "Ok, I think we can agree he'll be comfortable with a foursome." He stopped, "I'm sorry. My mind keeps going there." He looked at Carol, "Look, if there were any other way..."
"I understand," Uncle Bob, "I'm going to put my mind somewhere else. Remember when you and Darlene took me with you to Maui?" She started tearing up, "I'm sorry. I know you really miss her."
Bob shook his head, "I know you do to. You too had your heads together the whole time. I might have been jealous, but I did get a lot of golf in those two weeks." He looked at his watch. "Ok, you have to go home and get changed. I assume you have a nice long coat?"
************************************************
Carol got off at the top floor, carrying her briefcase. She saw her father and Carl there. When they stood, she smiled and greeted them both with kisses on their cheeks. "You guys ready?"
George looked at his daughter, "Look honey, I know I've been hard on you, but Carl pretty much set me straight. You're an asset to the firm. You've done what a son never could have."
Carol forced a delighted smile as her father hugged her. She felt like throwing up, but forced herself to imagine he was being sincere and truly appreciated her. Perhaps, even loved her.
George broke the embrace, "Ok, we all prepared? Carol, I'd like you to do the presentation. Really focus on the RJ650. The latest tests have come out...anyhow, you know what to do. I have complete faith in you."
The striking brunette executive assistant picked up her phone, listened and put it down. She stood and went over to the three and nodded towards the boardroom door. "I'm Lucy, they are ready for you. Can I take your coats?" Her eyes went wide when the tall blonde took off her coat and handed it to her. The girl was wearing next to nothing. Her cobalt blue dress was extremely low cut and it was obvious she had no bra since her back was completely bare. 'God, I'd kill for those,' Lucy though seeing the huge breasts, defying gravity, those eraser sized nipples poking out. When the blonde turned to head into the boardroom, she tried to make out a panty line, but saw none. 'That girl better be careful sitting because there is no way those men won't know if she shaves or not.' She shook her head and went to grab the folders they needed.
Carol blushed and turned to the boardroom. The three men stood up instantly, the same knowing look of eagerness on all their faces. Jim took her hand and pulled out a chair for her. As she sat, she tried not to flash the man, but knew it was useless. She pulled her things for the presentation out of her briefcase before she connected her iPad to the projector.
After getting water, coffee and whatever else they needed, Lucy left, closing the door behind her. Jim slapped the table, "Ok, George here has been doing business with our bank for what, the last 25 years?" He looked sternly across, "I have to say, you've always paid. Always on time, but your last model release was a fucking disaster." He looked at Carol, "Sorry, I meant total."



Carol laughed and looked at her father and Carl, "Yeah. Never heard that word before. Never heard a lot of words." She smiled at Jim, "I can take whatever you throw at me. I'm not all that fragile."
Jim smiled, "Ok, good to know. George, you've put yourself in a hole, and from where I am, it's a pretty deep one."
George put his hand out, indicating Carol. "Our lead on this has done a lot of research and I would like you to listen to her presentation. I'm sure you will be pleased with what we have for you"
Carol stood up, holding her iPad and the cord so it didn't pull out, "Ok, I think if you look at page one..." Carol was aware that all the men had turned the page, but after glancing at it were watching her. As she went through the presentation, she 'accidentally' dropped her stylus twice and when facing them, made sure she pressed her arms against her breasts.
Syd nudged Steve, "Fuck, she cannot possible have anything under that."
Steve nodded and tried to figure out what she had under that tight dress. 'Damn!' He thought, 'Turn around, please turn around.' He let out a grateful sigh when the beauty put down her iPad and turned to get a glass of water.
When Carol had finished her presentation, Jim stood and smiled gratefully at Carol, "Excellent, very excellent." He looked at Steve and Syd. "So, what do you think. Is this enough to go on?"
Steve looked over at Syd and back to Jim. He was thinking of standing, but thought perhaps he'd let things settle down a bit. "I like what I see, but I'd be more comfortable discussing this privately. Syd, don't you agree?" Seeing Sydney nod, he looked at Jim, "I know the time we allotted is up, but I can clear an hour or two to, perhaps verify things and get input for both of you."
Jim nodded and looked over at Carl and George, "Gentlemen, why don't you go grab a drink across the street and we'll call you. I'm sure you understand, $600 million is a lot to risk and we just want to be comfortable with our decision." He looked at Steve and Syd, "I could just sign now, but as my two executives have said, they just want to be sure."
Carol put her stuff back in her briefcase and stopped when Jim put his hand on her arm, "Hang on. One of you should stay in case we have questions." He looked over at George, "Perhaps since you are the owner, you might want to let these two kids go and we'll hammer this out?"
George wanted to laugh at how stupid, how naïve his 'daughter' was to be so obviously manipulated like this, but smiled, "Nonsense. Carl and I have some other things to go over. Anyhow, Carol knows as much about the collateral and what we are putting out there as either of us." He turned to the door, "Carol, I'm sure you'll make me very proud."
Carol watched as the door closed and heard another open behind her. She turned and saw Syd holding it open.
"Let's go in here. We have a bar and I don't know about you, I could use one." Syd said as he guided the girl through feeling the warmth of her lower back.
Carol saw Jim pouring an amber liquid in three glasses and hand them around, seeing him point to the bottles, she inwardly groaned, but decided perhaps it wasn't such a bad idea, "Tequila. Silver? Neat."
Taking the glass, she went over and sat in a recliner and as it went back, she realized she was showing everything between her legs. She tried to pull the dress down, but it was fairly useless.
Jim sat on the couch across, staring between those legs, "Carol, relax. We're friends. That's how our bank treats our customers. As friends. So, what do you do for you firm?"
Carol looked around and saw all three sets of eyes crawling all over her body, and to make things worse she felt her nipples harden. Bob had warned her that this was an inevitability, but she'd had hopes it wouldn't come to this. She relaxed and let her legs open as she took a sip of the burning liquid. She then just shot it and held out her glass. "That was good, perhaps one more?" As Steve grabbed the glass she looked back at Jim, "Finances. I've been doing the books for the last few years." She took the glass and sipped a bit more, "Can we cut to the chase? I mean, you have all the information. You know what collateral we are offering. I know this run contrary to general business practice, but can we just be honest?"
Steve coughed, "Um, what do you mean?"
Carol swung her leg off the recliner, giving the men a great shot of her smooth pussy and stood in front of them. "You could have signed everything, or had Carl or George come in here. Hell, we could have done this over the phone." She looked at each of them, "So, for the sake of efficiency, let's get to the meat of the discussions." She shot the newly filled glass and after putting the empty down, turned back to them and pulled the dress completely off. She stood proudly, fully naked except for her heels and watched as the bulges grew in their dress pants, "So, am I right? Or am I making a total fool of myself?"
Steve and Syd looked at Jim who immediately stood up. As Jim walked over to the naked beauty he shrugged off his suitcoat and began unbuttoning his shirt. He looked up at the most exquisite woman he'd ever seen and reached out and cupped one of the massive breasts, "No, you are not making a fool of yourself. But, Christ! What are you? 6' 6"?" He looked down at her feet, "No, leave them on and undress me."
Carol nodded and leaned down in front of the CEO and pulled off his shirt and undershirt. She ran her hands across his chest before kneeling on the floor. She saw the tent pushing the wool to its limits and undid his belt, opened the zipper and let the pants fall to the floor. She cooed softly as she stroked the hard rod in the man's boxers. As she gripped it, she was pleasantly surprised it was larger than she'd assumed. Nothing huge, but nice. She looked up at the older man, licked her lips and pulled his shorts off. She giggled when the fleshy rod slapped her in the face. She licked the head, bathing it and was happy he was very clean. Hearing him groan, she took it in her mouth and easily took most of it into her throat. As she sucked on his cock, she had to turn her head to avoid the sizeable belly hanging down.
Jim looked down and felt like pinching himself that in an hour or so, this whore would be contractually bound to them for ten years. He was wondering how he'd ever be able to make love to his wife again and thought about all the excuses he could to work late every day. He groaned as he felt his cock disappear deep into the girl's mouth and savored in the pleasures she was giving him. He really wish he were in better shape so he could see her suck his dick.
Carol pulled her mouth off the man's cock, and pumped her fisted hand on it, "So hard. So big. You want to come in my mouth? Make me swallow it?" As she stroked it, she looked over at the other two men and back at Jim. "Perhaps you want to cum in my pussy while those two fill my empty holes?"
Jim looked over at Steve and Syd, "Ok boys, what do you say? Who wants what?"
As both men yanked off their clothes, Steve went over and grabbed a remote. After hitting a couple of buttons, the chest against the wall slid over and a bed slid out into the room. He put down the remote and grinned, "I know now that Syd here wants just one thing." He knelt down and stroked that creamy ass, "I'm good with that clean-shaven pussy or her mouth, so Jim, Your call."
Carol was pulled to her feet and as she turned to the bed, she put up a finger, "Hang on, can't forget this." She said as she reached into the side pocket on her briefcase and grabbed the KY.
Syd grinned taking it and watched as that blonde angel was led to the bed and deftly lowered herself onto Jim's cock. He loved hearing her groan as a cock invaded her cunt and Jim roughly grabbed those huge tits. As she leaned over and began blowing Steve, Syd squirted gel onto his cock and when he was satisfied with that, climbed on the bed and drove two slick fingers into the girl's ass. As he pumped his fingers into her, he felt her relax and push back. He pulled his fingers out and lined his cock up and slowly worked it into the tight rectum. He listened to her deep, guttural grunts every time he drove into her ass and knew that Steve would be loving it.
Carol was amazed how Syd was able to loosen her up and get her to relax and soon began to realize taking care of three cocks felt totally natural. She distantly heard herself moaning as she felt her pussy and ass pounded, but the men seemed to know what they wanted. Jim was thrusting his cock up into her and even though she'd never been fucked by a man with a large belly, her stomach resting on his hairy abdomen felt right. He apparently loved her breasts as he sucked on one nipple then the other while grabbing and squeezing them. She had no problem getting nice and wet, but as for an orgasm, that was not on her mind. She prayed Bob's guy was able to swap out the prospectus and when they were done using her for their pleasure, they'd quickly sign and she'd be free. Her attention was diverted to the cock in her mouth as Steve apparently was getting ready to cum and though no man had ever spewed in her mouth before, she couldn't see how pulling off it and having Steve shoot cum all over his boss's chest would be a good thing.
Steve closed looked at those beautiful lips stretched wide around his dick and how she was able to take him deep into her throat. Her guttural moaning was driving him nuts and soon he felt the welcome release and he sputtered out he was cumming. He grabbed that mass of hair and drove into her mouth, fucking her knowing she'd soon be his whenever he wanted and as he felt the girl try to push him off, he jetted his cream right into her gullet. Finally, totally spent, every drop sucked out of his dick, he released her hair. The red-faced girl coughed and gasped for air now that his fat shaft was no longer plugging her throat. As he crawled off the bed, he patted her cheek. "That was great. A wonderful cocksucker."
Carol wanted that asshole's cock back in front of her so she could bite it off, but instead, smiled as she wiped her mouth off. She looked down at Jim and as she torqued her hip, cooed, "I love that fat cock of yours inside me. Don't worry about pulling out, I might not get knocked up." She leaned down and began sucking on his hairy nipple and in no time the older man pumped his hips rapidly against her and spewed his seed into her tight cunt.
Syd watched as his mates emptied their balls into their future in-house whore, and reveled feeling how tight her ass is and hoped over time in never loosened up. All those cock she'll enjoy. All those men, naked if front of her, behind her, under her, taking whatever hole they want. "Oh my fucking God!" He cried and he slammed repeatedly into her anus thinking how she'd grow to love taking all those hard dicks.
Carol felt Syd go limp, inside and on top of her and as he slid off, she climbed off the grey-haired man. She leaned down and kissed him, "Can I go clean up? Or do you need more reviews of the collateral?" She asked.
Jim nodded, "Sure, go clean up. I think we are satisfied with the assets." He reluctantly released those massive fleshy mounds and watched as she padded into the bathroom. After she closed the door, they grinned at each other, "I know we need to make her available to the big clients, but when she'd not otherwise engaged, we need to figure out a schedule." He grinned, "Think of the money we'll save offering her rather than performance bonuses.
Steve and Syd nodded as they pulled on their clothes, "Christ, she'd a great fuck. I mean, that's a lot more woman than I've ever been with.
Syd looked at Jim, "Not to call you short or anything, but when you walked over to her, her nipples were eye level with you." He started to hum, 'Climb Every Mountain.'
Jim laughed, "I always hated being short, but seeing those hooters right there, right in front of my face, Shit! There are positives."
They stopped, hearing the bathroom door open and studied their newest asset as she bounced over to her dress. It took her a lot less time to get fully dressed that it took them. Jim put down his phone, "Ok, I let them know. They're coming back over now. Carol, I'll let George know you are a wonderful asset. No way could he have pulled this off without you."
************************************************
Bob looked at Carol, "Christ, I wish I could have been there and seen their faces. My stomach hurt all day wondering if my guy switched the documents, if they'd catch on. I was even worried you would do some sort of tell, but you must have been brilliant. I wish I could have seen that." He stopped abruptly and stammered, "I mean, oh Christ. No, I'm sorry."
Carol laughed, "Come on Bob. You have a clear picture in your head what your little girl did." She took his hand, "I can never repay you, ever. That you found out about my mother and what Dad...fuck that, George hid from me all these years. I could be indentured to that fucking bank right now if it weren't for you." She wanted to kiss him, but held off. So, how did you find out Mom didn't die in childbirth...I didn't kill her, I mean all the records I saw. She died of the flu? I mean, perhaps she was weaker after delivering, but I never thought people still died of the flu."
"Forged. George was not going to let his wife's money pass onto you." He looked at the young blonde girl and saw the tiny thing who used to play in his office. Her pigtails coming pulled out since she was so active. He looked at her, "So, 30 next week. Had George not signed those papers, everything would have been yours then, but I guess he should have read before he signed. On the other hand, had you signed the originals..." He shuddered.
The waited brought the check and Carol pulled it over, "This is on me. This and I hope many others."
"Nonsense," Bob said as he reached for his wallet, "I'll get it."
Uncle Bob, "I'm a millionaire now. I think I can cover this."
"Billionaire, with a b." Bob said, "Ok, this time, but next week, unless you have other plans, I'd like to take you out for your birthday."
Carol laughed, "Uncle Bob, I'd hoped you'd ask. You are pretty much all the family I have left and are by far my best friend."
Bob laughed, "You have family, Carl."
"Yeah, except for Carl. I never would have guessed he was my half-brother. It explains a lot though."
Bob looked at her, "What was that."
"Carl slept with every girl in the building...and out. He never once hit on me. At first, I thought it was because George would be pissed, but we know that wouldn't have mattered. Then I thought, perhaps he didn't think I was pretty enough. But he sure was pretty attentive when I dressed the whore part." Carol said, "Who would have thought. There was a line he wouldn't cross."
Bob laughed, "By the way. My guy says you don't need that line of credit. Those mineral rights in South America are worth billions. Your call, but I'd say even if the RJ650 doesn't pan out, you're set."
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Dan walked down the hall to the copy room and stopped hearing his boss call out his name. He turned to see the fit 50 year-old man behind him. "Mr. Hill?"
"Dan, I was just coming down to see you. Bill said you play golf?" George Hill asked. He studied the young man who was recently hired on. He guessed, 25-30. 160 pounds, 5' 11". Athletic, at least he hoped.
"I do. Sure, Why?" Dan looked surprised at the question, "I originally had that on my resume, but Shannon had me take that off." He said grinning.
George laughed, "Your wife, I assume? Sometimes you have to go with your gut. Anyhow, if I can ask, what's your handicap?"
"I've been pretty much a 5." He looked at his boss, "Ok, I'm sure there's a point to this. I mean, I could see you asking about my coding languages or something like that, but my handicap?" He laughed.
George grinned at the young man. He was impressed by how relaxed he was. So many of his employees seemed to tighten up, but Dan was perfectly relaxed. "Yeah, good point. We have an annual scramble here and we have two fresh openings. I was hoping you had some skills since the two openings are in my foursome. You heard about Bob Drake and Theo Bernard?"
"I did, I'm really happy they just had minor injuries. I saw the picture of the car on the news. I'd love to play." Dan thought a second, "I need to ask, but is it only for employees? I mean Shannon plays and she better than I am."
George grinned, "Seriously? Better than a 5?" He grabbed Dan's shoulder, "We have quite a few spouses in the scramble, so what is her handicap?"
"She's a scratch golfer." Dan said, "I know, it really sucks. When we play, we both play the tips and she might not always outdrive me, but she is always in the fairway. It has probably made me a lot better golfer."
"Ok, it's settled. It's this Saturday at the Country Club. I'll have Janice email you all the information." George rubbed his hands together, "This is going to be fun. Maybe, just maybe, this is the year we win it."
*************************************************
"Really? A scramble? This will be fun. I've never met anyone where you work, so yeah, I'd love to." The tall blonde replied. She pulled off her top and skirt and padded over to the closet in her underwear.
Dan studied his wife. Perfectly proportioned. 5'11". Maybe 120-125. Perfect bubble butt, long legs. Not huge up top, but perfectly tear-drop shaped C-cup breasts with pale pink nipples. He loved her intense blue eyes, button of a nose and those full, 'I want to wrap these around your pulsing shaft' lips. Her hair hadn't been cut in years and those straight gold tresses hung down to her ass. Her ass. Best feature. He loved being behind her gripping those tight globes. He felt his cock throbbing thinking about being warmly enfolded by that tiny slit. She always could bring him off by the way she twerked her pelvis.
Shannon laughed, "There you go again. I know what you are thinking about." She bent slowly over to pick up her shoes and wiggled her ass. "You are so predictable." She stood back up and tossed the shoes by the bed. She walked over and put her arms around her husband and ground her pussy against the growing bulge in his pants. She felt her nipples get hard as he grabbed her ass and pulled her closer. "I want to be on top this time. I like it when you play with my tits." She melted down to the floor and undid Dan's pants and yanked them down, followed by his underwear.
"Do that and you can have me anyway you want." Dan sighed feeling those perfect lips stretch around his now, fully engorged cock. "God! That feels good, perhaps you do me and I'll do you?"
Shannon nodded as she pumped her fist and her mouth on that fat cock. She'd never gotten over the initial thrill, feeling the first erection she'd ever seen...felt...sucked. It still amazed her how hard it could get, as if there truly were a bone inside. She dropped her arms down, feeling Dan undo her bra and pull it off, and welcomed his hand as he groped her tit. She swirled her tongue rapidly against the underside of the head, knowing Dan loved that.
'God! This has to be the most erotic thing in the world.` The most beautiful woman he'd ever met, sucking on his cock. He looked at those pink lips gripping his shaft, her long, slender fingers sliding up and down and her bright blue eyes staring lovingly into his. That, and feeling the ideally sized tit in his hand brought him to his release a lot sooner than he'd liked, but he grunted out he was cumming and closed his eyes and he released spasm after spasm down her throat.
Shannon loved the taste of her husband's cum and eagerly swallowed all he had. Feeling the last spasms, she ran her tongue up the shaft milking out the last bit of cream and after swallowing, stood up. She kissed him passionately amazed he wanted to do that so soon after cumming in her mouth. All other guys wouldn't kiss her until a lot later as if they thought that might make them gay or something. Dan as far from gay, but very relaxed about doing anything in bed. She stepped out of her thong as Dan pulled them off, and opened her legs when he pushed his face into her pussy.
Dan had to swallow tons of flowing juices as his wife apparently was quite excited. He was always amazed how her long legs could open so wide and loved stroking her thighs as she lay back fully doing the splits. He licked her on either side of her swollen lips, flicking his tongue over her only mole, just to the left of her smooth labia. Her pussy was spread wide open allowing his tongue to probe her tangy slit and attack the exposed clit. He had to resist spending too much time on that hard nub as Shannon was incredibly sensitive there, plus what she really loved was when he shoved his tongue inside her. But for now, he teased her by flicking his tongue between those open lips, quick nibbles on her clit and her very sensitive area above her anus.
Shannon was beginning to get frustrated feeling her husband playing with her...licking everywhere, making her open her legs more trying to get that fat tongue of his inside her. "God damn it, fuck me with your tongue...I need to feel you inside me." She grabbed her tits and pinched and pulled on her nipples as she humped against her love's face. "Oooooohhhh, yyeeeessssssssssss." She hissed as Dan began driving his tongue deep inside her. 'God damn,' she thought, his tongue is just like a snake, writhing around inside me.
Dan had to grip his wife's thighs to hold her down as he stretched his probing tongue inside her hole. His upper lip was pressed hard against her clit and he made sure he ground hard against it as he kept swallowing her flowing juices. He knew he had her as he began pistoning his tongue in and out while popping that nub hard.
"Motherfucker! Oh God...uhnnnnnnn...uhhhhnnnnn." Shannon cried as she thrust her pussy hard against Dan's face, feeling the intense waves flow out from her twat. "Ohhhhh...yessss." She finally quit humping against his face and reached down and stroked his hair. "Damn, you're good at that. None of the other guys are nearly as good as you at eating pussy."
Dan looked up grinning, "That's because they don't care about you. All they think about is just shoving their cocks in this tight pussy of yours." He crawled up and kissed his beautiful wife, "You need to pick up guys based on something other than how big their cocks are."
"Honey, I've told you, size doesn't matter." She stroked his cock, "I mean, at least length doesn't matter. Now, if we're talking girth..."
"I love you." He rolled off his wife, "Now, I heard something about you wanting to ride this fat cock."
*************************************************
Dan pulled the two bags out of the trunk and stood them up. "Ok, let's go find out where we are supposed to meet. I think it's a shotgun start..."
As they walked around to the clubhouse, they saw a group of men and women gathered around a line of carts. "George Hill is the tall guy in the back," Dan told his wife, "He's president...um and owner and an avid golfer." He looked at his wife, "I don't know about you, but I've never felt so nervous before a round of golf."
Shannon smiled, "Relax, I've felt like that before the National Championships, but I found everything just clicked."
Dan looked at his with, "Yeah. I remember. You won and ended up as Player of the Year." He squeezed her thigh, "Thanks for doing this."
"Are you kidding? I love scrambles. I can let it loose and hope someone can pick up when I hit a bad shot." She grinned, "I've hit some of my best shots in scrambles. There's no pressure." She climbed out of the cart and followed her husband over to George Hill.
"Mr. Hill, this is my wife Shannon." Dan indicated his wife.
"Holy shit!" George looked at Dan, "You said she was a scratch golfer, you never said your wife was Shannon Davies. Christ, I was in Phoenix when you shot a 64 to seal the championships." He looked over the beautiful woman remembering how he dreamt of somehow getting to introduce himself to not only the best collegiate women's golfer he'd ever seen, but the most beautiful. He saw no sign that she'd aged, or let herself go, in fact, she might have filled out a bit...in really good spots. She always had the longest, sexiest legs. She wore a short skirt just like he remembered, showing off those fantastic thighs and a tight top that perfectly molded to her tits.
"It's Shannon Williams now, but I'm really flattered you remembered. That was some years ago. You must have been one of the 50 people there." She held out her hand, "Nice to meet you Mr. Hill."
The older man gripped her hand, "George." He looked at Dan, "You can call me George. Once we've we're done, you have to tell me how you captured the heart of this incredible woman." He let go of the girl's hand and looked around.
"Guys, hey. We are having a shotgun start and Leslie has the teams and the holes. Let's get going." He turned to Shannon and Dan, "We're starting over there," he pointed across the lake, "so let's head over."
*************************************************
"Sad." Shannon commented, looking back at the white tee box.
Dan shook his head, "Come on, go with it. I'd kill sometimes to tee off from the women's tees. At least then I'd never have to play 'dick-out'." He laughed.
"I haven't played a course from anything but the tips in years. Anyhow, what's dick-out?" Shannon looked at her husband.
Dan chuckled, "Well, actually, you couldn't play it anyhow. It's an unwritten rule that if men can't get past the women's tee on their drive, they have to play the entire hole with their dick out...I know, stupid."
"You ever do that?" She asked, looking intrigued. "I mean, we've played a lot of rounds and I'm sure you muffed the tee shot. Anyhow, I could lose the panties. As short as my skirt is, it might be the same thing."
"Yeah, no. I've heard it, but I don't know of anyone who actually did it." He glanced down and chuckled, "Sure would make it tough to line up putts." He looked back at the other cart, "Ok, you're up."
*************************************************
George looked at the score card. "Holy crap. Six under after five holes. Shannon you're fucking amazing. Every shot right in the middle of the fairway. And with Dan's putting, we own this."
Shannon grinned, "Pisses me off though. I would sure like to play back with you men."
George laughed, "We are all thinking the opposite. We'd love to play the reds. At least you should win the longest drive contest since I doubt any of the women can out drive you." He looked thoughtful, "Say Dan. Would you mind riding with Ed? I'd really like to get to chat with Shannon. And, you can get to know Ed who used to be in your group."
Dan looked taken aback, "Um, sure. I'll grab my bag."
George looked over at Shannon Davies...Here he was, sitting next to her in a golf cart. "I have to ask, but how did you two meet? I mean, you and Dan."
Shannon looked over at the president of the company Dan worked for and wasn't really sure how relaxed and open she should be. He was impressive, though. Looked the be 50, comfortable with the slightly greying sides, no dying. A strong looking man and no apparent body fat. He could outdrive Dan, which is no mean feat. She was mostly struck by his aura...powerful, self-assured and something else. An underlying surety in his sexual prowess perhaps? She couldn't place it, but it made her uncomfortable and drawn to him. Really strange. "Dan and I? He was my lab partner in college. Chem Lab. I'm pretty sure I wouldn't have passed if it weren't for him, which might have cost me my scholarship. One day he asked me out, but I refused as kindly as I could. I was really busy with golf, my classes and trying to hold a job in a bakery. So, I thanked him, but told him I just don't date. No time." She looked over and saw George was totally focused. "You passed your tee box. Let's tee off and I'll finish."
Dan looked at the cart ahead and saw they were so engaged they drove past their tee before abruptly stopping. He saw George climb out laughing and walk back to the tee.
"Shit, man. I got so absorbed in Shannon telling me how you guys met, I wasn't thinking."
Dan laughed, "She loves that story."
Between the next holes, George looked over, "Ok, so you turned him down, that doesn't seem very promising, something must have changed your mind."
Shannon blushed, wondering if she should make something up or tell the whole story. "Ok, this is kind of personal, but Dan was unfazed and laughed. Christ, I cannot believe the balls on that man, anyhow, he laughed and said he didn't like dating either, how about we just get together and screw."
George laughed, "I like him. That's good. What did you say? I assume yes?"
Shannon laughed, "Actually, no. You have to understand, I'm this big hotshot golfer and I decided rather than slap him or just laugh it off, I agreed, but only if...if he could beat me in a round of golf." Shannon giggled, "I mean, I needed to practice and, well, you know, perhaps this would kind of count as a date. I had no idea if he played at all so I just assumed I'd be sleeping alone that night."
"Christ, Dan is really good. But you're a lot better. So accurate. Tell me he beat you." George urged. "Hang on, we have to hit."
George climbed into the passenger's side, "You'd better drive. I almost drove past our balls. I'm having trouble concentrating. This is a good story."
Shannon pushed down on the pedal and pulled out, "Ok, we got on the school course and I quickly found out the man could play. I found myself down three with three to play and I was so torn. I did not want to lose, but Christ, I really wanted him to win." She stammered, "I actually would have gladly complied. After three hours of spending time with him I was totally in love." She blushed as she looked over at the older man. "I had this internal argument, but then I got pissed at myself for acting like a girl and vowed I was going to come back. The big strong man making my knees weak...fuck that! I eagled the par 5 then birdied the par 3, so we were tied on the 18th. We were both on in two, but he was, I don't know...60 to 70 feet away on the largest green on the course and I was three feet away. Plus, there were at least four swales, all in different directions between his ball and the hole." She looked at George, "I've felt pressure before in tourneys, but you wouldn't believe the look on Dan's face as he studied the putt. After pacing it back and forth, he walked back to his ball and suddenly he looked at me and shrugged his shoulders and grinned. God, I love that man, he has unbelievable ability to just shrug off stress. I could have played in the LPGA had I been able to do that." She paused.
"Ok, I can't shrug off the stress, what happened?"
"We're here. The green." Shannon grinned.
"Ok, finish your damn story." George mock growled getting back in the cart.
"OK, he shrugs, stands over his putt and I see his face totally harden. I watched his eyes travel from his ball, weaving across the green, all the way to the hole. He took a deep breath and with a huge back stroke, struck the ball and I swear, it followed the exact winding path he eyed all the way to the hole and dropped, dead center. I looked back at him, and he had this half grin and shrugged and if it were total luck." She looked at George, "You've seen him putt. The man can read greens like no one I've ever seen."
"So, you made your putt? Missed it?" George asked.
"I missed it. I was already thinking about the first hole, you know for a playoff. Where I'd need to put my tee, recalling where the pin was...and I lipped the fucking putt right out. I haven't missed a three foot put in a year, and I missed that one." Shannon said bitterly.
"Yeah, but it sounds like you won in the end." George said, "So...I mean, you paid up?"
Shannon sighed, "Um, I wasn't happy about the way I lost. I wanted a rematch and that asshole agreed."
"Seriously? I'd have taken you right in the golf cart...Sorry, that might be an inappropriate comment." George blushed.
"I know, right? Hearing him agree, I almost did him in the cart. Anyhow, we decided on best out of three over the next two days and I smoked him in both." She looked at George, "He asked me to marry him in the 19th hole after the third round and I said yes. I'd known him for 6 weeks and never went on a date with him and I've never looked back. Weird, never kissed, never held hands...Christ, never even hugged." She looked over at the man, "Ok, ask your question. I see it in your face."
"So, when did you screw him?" George asked.
Shannon laughed, "This is why I like talking to men rather than women. Instead of 'Ooooh, that is so romantic. Did you have a big wedding? When did you finally kiss?' I get, 'So when did you two fuck? Was it good? Did you cum the first time?'" The girl finished, giggling.
George blushed, "Sorry, I guess that is personal." He climbed out of the cart to grab a club. "Ok, this is the 'closest to the hole' hole. You and Dan might have your respective longest drive awards, but this is mine. I've had four aces on par threes, so be prepared to eat dirt."
"Oh, get over yourself. What do you want to wager on that?" Shannon spat out laughing, "And no, I'm not screwing you."
George blushed, "How about you flash those tits and I'll...hmmmm. I know, I'll give your boy a 3% raise."
At first Shannon was about to laugh off the suggestion, but 3%? "No, 5%"
"I'll do 5% but I want to see you totally naked...and I want to really look at you." George responded.
"Hmmm, 5% and 1 minute." Seeing George grin and nod, "Ok. It's a deal, but I'm not flashing everyone. I'll pay up if I lose, which is not happening, when we can get alone."
George grinned. "Now I understand the pressure Dan must have felt over that 70 foot putt."
Ed and Dan both teed off and were both about six feet from the hole, well outside the marker six inches from the hole, but both right in front. Dan looked at his wife and his boss talking and chuckled thinking how tough it must be for George to concentrate on the match.
George stood over his ball, looked up at Shannon and winked. His 9 Iron hit the ball with a clean plink and without looking at the flight, turned to the blonde and chuckled, "Beat that."
Shannon watched as the ball bounced once and rolled between Dan's and Ed's balls to within four inches of the hole. 'Oh shit.' She thought, 'No way am I stripping down for any man but Dan...fuck that! No way am I losing thousands of $ more per year. "That's it? Christ, you left me the entire far side to draw my ball back."
George was starting to feel a throbbing in his crotch wondering what those tits looked like. He looked over at Dan and grinned.



Shannon relaxed her grip on the 8 iron and looked out at the green. If she overshot by 10 yards and hit the swale behind the pin and drew it back, she might just get inside George's ball. She realized she was feeling the pressure...the dollars, the embarrassment. Then she thought back on Dan's grin and shrug and laughed. She stepped back, "Sorry, I just had the funniest thought. I'll focus, sorry." With the image of Dan's face, relaxed and enjoying the moment she slowly took her back swing and came back down hitting the ball perfectly on the downstroke. The ball sailed high and arched over the pin.
George let out a whoop, "Yes! I got you...Christ, wait...stop..." He sputtered watching the ball hit way beyond the pin and then spin back and roll just by the hole and stop an inch away.
Shannon turned and with a lopsided grin, shrugged her shoulders.
"Great shot, honey. That was almost a hole in one." Dan yelled. "Incredible since there was just one way to play it." He went over and hugged his wife. "You are definitely going to tell me what you two are talking about since you have him red as a beet."
Shannon kissed him, "We're just having fun. You know, friendly wagers."
As they pulled off, Shannon slapped his thigh, "Ok, I never made a clutch shot like that...I mean ever. Whew!" She laughed.
George groaned, "I don't know which bothers me more, the raise or not getting a good look at that sexy body of yours." He nodded, "I'm going with the body, particularly your tits.."
"Men. They're just breasts. Half the adult population on earth has them. That makes...let's see...approximately 6 billion tits on earth. We're not talking about some rare Van Gogh."
George laughed, "Ever been to a nude beach?" Seeing the blonde shake her head, "Well frankly, good ones are not that common. For some reason whenever I've gone, no one like you has been sunbathing."
"You go to nude beaches? I mean, alone?" Shannon laughed.
"No. I've gone with my late wife. She sure loved nude beaches. I was never a fan, but let me just say when we got back, she converted me."
"Right, I'm sure I could convert you to Buddhism if I lost my panties and let you have a look." She looked at George, "I'm sorry about your wife. Can I ask what happened?"
George sighed, "It was three years ago. Monday, she complained of a stomach ache and by Friday she was gone. A tumor that..." He stopped and fought to get his emotions in check, "Anyhow, she was to me what Dan is to you."
"I'm sorry, I cannot imagine going through that and hope I never will." She stopped, "Sorry, I never know what to say since words really suck..."
George chuckled, "No kidding, but I think we're coming up on our tee. Thanks." He patted her bare leg. "Nice." His hand slid up and down her silk leg, "Sorry, apparently you'd be a terrific therapist."
Shannon grinned seeing the snake fighting the fabric in his shorts, "Yeah, except..." She jumped out of the cart, "Hang on, I think George has honors from two holes back."
As they pulled away, George hissed at the girl, "I am so getting you back...not exactly sure how, but I will."
"Relax, no one noticed...except me and the foursome over by the other green, and Dan and Ed." She grinned at the older man, "Actually, pretty impressive package you got there, though I'm sure Dan will want to know how I got you in that state." She giggled, "Perhaps we should let the beer girl go by next time. Whew, I'm feeling just the two beers."
"Ok, there's a par three two holes ahead. Double or nothing?" George suggested.
"Wait. You mean another 5% or another minute of me exposing myself?" Shannon asked.
"Actually, yes." George said softly. "Ok, this is not how double or nothing works, but screw that. I really would love to see you in your glory."
Shannon thought about it. 'Christ, to let another man...Dan's boss, see her naked. How would she explain that to Dan?' She looked at George, "Maybe this is greed, but Ok. 5% plus 5%. Right?"
"Of course. A 10% raise." George said as he wondered if she were shaved.
"No, 5% raise and 5% on top of that. That would be 10.5%." She grinned.
George looked at her and laughed, "Shit, I need to hire you to do my negotiations. "Yes, Ok, 10.5%. Or, I get to see you for a full minute, totally naked. I won't touch you, but you have to assume any position I request."
Shannon blushed thinking of the most embarrassing positions he might demand. "Deal. No cameras...right?"
"No cameras." George looked at the score card, "Holy shit. We're 15 under par with 3 holes to go." He slapped her bare leg, "I know how you won all those tournaments in college, you, lady are a distraction."
"That may work on you men, but not so much against women." She rocked her head back and forth, "But then again..." She said thinking back to a couple of the girls.
Dan watched as his wife addressed the ball. 215 yard par three. She had her 5 wood and seemed to take a lot more time than she usually did. She stepped back twice when the fairly gentle breeze picked up. He looked over at George and saw incredible intensity on the man's face. He had to get Shannon to tell him what was going on. What the hell kind of competition did they have between themselves?
Shannon was able with difficulty, to bring up Dan's shrug and grin, finding it was helping her relax. Finally feeling all tension go out of her body and realizing that it wasn't as if she'd be sleeping with her husband's boss...just naked as if he came across her on a nude beach, she slowly drew the club back and hit the ball square in the sweet spot. She immediately bent down and picked up her tee and grinned at George, "That is going to be hard to top."
George watched as the ball flew straight at the pin and after two bounces, dropped into the hole. "Holy fuck! That was a great shot!" He grabbed Shannon and hugged her before allowing Dan and Ed to grab her also.
After being released by Ed she looked at George with a grin, "I guess that could be matched."
George's ball found the green, but no one seemed to care, since they could no way top that and since this was a scramble...
*************************************************
As they were sitting at the table waiting for the prizes, George came back with a grin. "19 under par...Holy Shit! We won by 7 strokes." He looked around the table, "I hope you are all available next year. I don't want to break up a good thing. Ed, your mid-range game was flawless today. Dan, I've never seen putting like I did today, did you miss even one?"
"Yeah, the 35 footer on 11. I miss hit it." Dan groaned, still replaying how it started off slightly to the right.
George looked at Shannon, "14 for 14 in fairways. That was amazing considering your length. I think Ed wet himself seeing how close he was to the green in one."
"Yeah, the red tees. Really special," Shannon moaned. "I felt cheated. "I like playing the tips so I get my money's worth."
Dan laughed, "Honey, you know the tips are never enough."
Shannon laughed and elbowed him, "I think I need to get my man home now. Someone needs a spanking."
George felt an ache looking at the couple, wishing...just wishing. "Ok, kids. They're announcing the winners."
*************************************************
Dan looked around at the other tables, "I'm not sure this was a great team-building event. We have all the prizes."
George sighed, "Yeah, next year let's not win everything." He stood up and looked around, "Ok, this was fun. Everyone have a good time?" he looked at the prizes on the table in front of him, "Thank you all for coming out here and spend more time with those you cannot wait to get away from on a daily basis...but the point is, we all got to get outside, play a round of golf. Perhaps get to know each other better," he looked at Shannon, "but most importantly, the company paid for the whole thing. So, let's focus on what really matters."
He sat down to appreciative clapping, "I guess I suck at this." He took a sip of beer and looked around the table. "Guys, I had a thought. Next month our company is playing 15 other financial companies in Pebble Beach, Spyglass. Another scramble...actually, a week long scramble. Let's see, the 22nd through the 28th. You guys up for it? I was going to throw a team together after seeing who was good today, but frankly, I didn't see anyone else but the four of us."
"Sure, I'm in, though I just have three more vacation days." Ed said.
"Shit, don't worry about that. This is company business, great, how about you two?"
Dan looked at Shannon, "Um, we've got my niece's wedding. Shit, you've never even met her. You go. Hell, we've not been able to get away for a while anyhow and you've played Spyglass, didn't you?"
Shannon looked doubtful, "I should go to the wedding, I mean, she is family."
"No, absolutely not. I'll explain you're in a golf tournament, I don't think it will be a big deal." Dan said, He looked at George, "Actually, I think she was three under when she played there."
"You sure? I mean, I really don't want to steal your wife away from you...actually, I do, but I would never speak that out loud." He laughed.
Dan grinned, knowing he could trust Shannon. "You can try, but it's really hard to sway her unless you know her trigger word. I thought that hypnosis class would be just an easy A, but..."
Shannon punched her husband, "Everyone knows my trigger word. It's chocolate."
*************************************************
"Ok, I have to know. What did you and Mr. Hill, George, talk about." Dan asked that night.
"You want the good news or the bad?" The cute blonde wife asked.
"I like good news. What's the good news?" Dan asked sitting up.
"Ok, I got you a 10.5% raise." Shannon said grinning.
"Say what? How the hell did you do that? Did you promise to sleep with him? Shit, for that amount, how many times do you need to sleep with him?" Dan asked.
"Ok, I'll tell you, but you promise not to get mad." Shannon told him about the bets on the par threes...exposing herself, being completely naked...When she finished, she reached across to pat his thigh and felt his huge boner. "Ok, I can see you're upset, so we should get some sleep and we'll discuss it in the morning."
"Holy shit! I never would have guessed you'd do that...I'm impressed." Dan said pulling her onto him.
"You're not pissed?" God, I was so afraid you'd be jealous or something. She kissed her husband, "I was so afraid I'd have to go through with it, I actually was thinking how I could get out of it when he hit that shot four inches from the hole. I tell you, that was the most clutch shot I've made in my life."
Dan slapped her ass, "You definitely would have gone through with it. It was a great bet...actually really great since you won."
"You'd be ok with me exposing myself to another man? I mean, alone with him, me fully naked?" She asked.
"Not really, but if you make that kind of bet and you expect him to follow through, no way can you ever renege. I would have totally understood and when you got home, all hot and wet...shit, you really are sopping. You, girl, need a good fucking to."
Dan rolled over on top of his wife and felt those familiar long legs open wide for his fat cock. This had to be the first time he was able to slide right in without him getting her ready with his tongue. "Damn, you're wet. Teasing George got you all excited." He put his hips into driving his cock deep in his wife's tight snatch. As she responded, bucking back against him he changed his rhythm to grind hard against her. He loved how this usually very passionate lover was even more excited than ever. Her eyes were closed and he knew she was imagining George fucking her...taking her married pussy as his. He reached out and roughly grabbed her flopping tit and mauled it, periodically pinching her nipple, imagining that would be how George would do it.
Shannon could actually feel George fucking her...plowing that sizeable cock of his into her. His rough hands feeling her tit, pinching and pulling her nipples. She'd never once in her entire married life found herself thinking about anyone but Dan, but this was so much more intense...so close...so close to cumming. She had this thought about George's cock...balls, balls filled with another man's cum and she never even suggested a rubber. 'Oh Fuck! Cum inside me, fill me with your cum." She gasped out as she grabbed the man's ass and pulled him hard against her as she found herself almost bruising her cunt as she ground hard against him. "God, Ge...I love your cock... Uuuhhhnnnngggg... uhhhhh... uhhhh... aaaaahhhhhh" She grunted and moaned until she finally felt the surges fading.
Feeling released and finally able to pump his cock into his wife's sloppy pussy, he grinned down at her, "I almost heard you cry out George's name." Seeing her look panicked, "It's fine, it's a fantasy. Hell, you can call out any name you like if it makes you cum like that." He chuckled, "And as long as it's me you're fucking."
"I'm sorry, teasing George got me so worked up. God, I wanted to jump you right on the course a couple of times today." She patted her chest, "I want you to fuck my tits so I can see you cum."
Dan grinned, he loved fucking Shannon's nice tits, though she was not a huge fan of having her face covered with his cream. As he nestled his cock between her breasts, he sighed, loving how those soft pillows engulfed his cock. He looked down as she pressed them together, her thumbs stroking her nipples. He could feel her pelvis humping air behind him. Seeing her eyes were closed, he knew she was replaying George's sick filling her up. As he got closer, he thrust harder and felt Shannon respond to him. Feeling her squeeze those perfect tits tightly around his shaft, with his cum soaked dick slithering between them, feeling his balls drag on her chest and her mouth open and licking his head with each thrust, he grunted out that he was cumming.
Shannon leaned forward and opened her mouth sucking the head in, swirling her tongue all around that fat cap and as she felt his first spasm coming, pulled out and stroked his cock furiously.
Dan looked down as the first shot landed right on that beautiful, flawless face and grunted loudly as shot after shot splashed on her nose, in her mouth, on her closed eyelids. As he felt the last fluids bubble up, he felt her lips suck his remaining drops, moaning like a starving person. Finally, he sat back on her stomach, Shannon's hand still stroking his slick cock. "Crap, that was great. I thought you hated it when I came on your face."
The blonde scooped the dripping cream into her mouth, not missing a drop. "Mmmmmm, I think it's really slutty, but if I'm fantasizing being used by George, I'm sure that's what he'd want." She grabbed her top and wiped the rest of Dan's sperm off her face. "Honey, I'm far from done, feel like putting your face between my legs?"
Dan grinned thinking how much fun things will be with her teasing George...other men. He crawled down and ran his tongue up her dripping slit feeling her open up a lot more easily than in past times. He decided rather than his usual pattern he'd mix things up as if he were feeling her out. He nibbled on her clit while pushing a finger into her. He felt her push against his middle digit, so he added a second one. He was amazed she didn't tell him "Too much." as he attacked her clit. In fact she pushed against him even more. He got hard again, hearing her cry out, "That's it George, lick my clit...make me cum." Dan's fingers were dripping with her fluids and on a hunch, he slipped his fingers out of her pussy and easily slid one into her puckered hole.
"Oh George, no...no...your cock is too big for my ass...Ok, maybe...if you're gentle...yes, it feels so good..." Shannon groaned as she roughly played with her tits.
Dan grinned knowing she was close and with a second finger in his wife's ass, he pushed his thumb into her pussy. Immediately, he found he had to hold her down as she exploded again, grunting and writhing on his face, all the while mumbling George's name.
Shannon felt totally spent and somewhat embarrassed to have let herself go like that. She looked down at the slick face and tossed him his shirt, "God, that was intense, but I feel really bad, calling out another man's name...Christ! You're rock hard." She looked at her husband sitting back on his heels, wiping his face. She thought for a second, "Ok, we're definitely going to have to take care of that. There's Vaseline in the cabinet." She said pointing towards the bathroom.
Dan felt a rush seeing his wife climb off the bed and kneel down on the floor, her face pressed against the mattress. He dashed into the bathroom, grabbed the jelly and came back to the bed, "Are you sure about this?" He asked, "You never even let me touch your ass before."
Shannon looked back at him, "Don't question it. I might change my mind."
Dan lubed up his cock and her asshole before leaning in. He knew his wife was gritting her teeth as he pushed in, so he took it really slow. 'God damn, she is fucking tight. So fucking tight...' He pulled most of the way out and pushed a bit farther in...he felt her relax, in fact her grunts were sounding more like pleasure. After a minute, he finally was buried completely in her ass with his chest pressed against her muscular back.
Shannon reached down and slid a finger into her pussy wondering why she'd never done this before and found herself humping back against the invading fleshy spear. "Fuck me, fuck my ass. You own me and can have me however you want."
"So, you like this, do you? I'm going to be making up for lost time in the coming weeks, so we'll just leave the jar by the bed." Dan said as he slapped against that porcelain ass. "I am so happy you had that talk with George." He slammed harder and harder and felt Shannon grind back hard and grunt out her third orgasm which brought him over the edge. "Fuck me!" He grunted as he felt surge after surge of his sperm shoot deep into her rectum. He lay there panting feeling his cock soften and slither out. Finally, he got up and staggered into the bathroom and grabbed a towel. He came back holding it out.
Shannon took the towel and grimaced, "Ok, that was intense, but my ass sort of hurts. Then again, there was something really erotic about having a dick in my ass. Something about being...I don't know, being used." She stood up, "I'm thinking we might want to shower before bed."
Dan held his wife and kissed her, "I love you so much."
"Even though I've turned into a slut?" She asked.
"Even though you are exploring the most natural act in the world, sex." Dan said, "Why does the act of pleasure have to be something bad?" He suddenly laughed, "Christ, I never thought I'd experience this, but I just got to go around the world!"
Shannon giggled, "Actually, not technically."
"What do you mean?" Dan asked.
"It means starting and ending in the same hole." She blushed, "Some of the girls on the team were discussing it. I'm sorry, but mouth to pussy to ass to mouth will never happen...at least with me." She looked at Dan's dick, "Nope, not putting that in my mouth until after you shower."
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Dan watched his wife pack and shook his head, "Come on honey, the one piece? I think the guys would prefer to see you in the yellow one. Yes, that one." He said indicating the skimpy two-piece. "Also, don't forget evening dresses. You'll be in some pretty nice places if I know George."
Finally, all packed, Shannon and Dan climbed into bed.
Turning the light off, Shannon rolled over to press her body against her husband. "God, I really do love you. You're the love of my life." She stroked his back. "I'm going to miss you so much." She felt a cramp in her stomach realizing she'd be actually spending the week with the man she'd fantasized about for the last three weeks.
Dan stroked her hair off her face, "I love you, too. I will love you no matter what happens." He felt her jerk, "I know, nothing's going to happen, but relax and enjoy it when it does."
"What are you saying? That I'm going to actually sleep with George? Never! It was a fantasy." Shannon spat out.
"I never said that. I know you'd never purposefully sleep with anyone else, but you're going to tease him. Have fun with that. I know who you're coming home to, so I'm totally happy as long as you are." Dan said stroking her face, "I totally love you and you are the best person I know. You'd never do anything bad." He paused, "I really shouldn't tell you this...I have no idea if this is true, but Roy was dating one of the executive assistants who told him the man has certain equine qualities."
"What? You men. Those stupid rumors invariably prove to be bullshit." She looked at Dan, "You are a really strange man. Tease him. Have fun with him, but leave him frustrated. What if I feel sorry for him and give him release? Maybe find out if he's packing or not?" She asked softly, feeling her pussy throb.
"So? Would you love me less? I sure wouldn't love you less." Dan looked at his wife, "That last three weeks have been incredible. We've had sex, what? Three times a day? So far whatever you might think about your fantasies about George, I've been the beneficiary."
Shannon chuckled, "We've been the beneficiaries, I was there too." She stroked his cock, "Who would have thought that I'd ever take a man around the world and love it. It used to make me cringe thinking about it." She crawled down and took his cock in her mouth.
Dan sighed, "You have to get up early to get ready for your flight, so perhaps just take me to France tonight."
*************************************************
George saw Shannon pulling her carry-on up to the gate, stunned that she actually looked more beautiful than he remembered. He instinctively opened his arms and gave her a huge hug, feeling her body pressed against him, totally aware of her breasts. "I'm so glad you could make it, though we're going to miss Dan's putter."
Shannon almost laughed thinking about Dan's 'putter', but kept it to herself. "So, who do we have as the fourth?"
"One of the HR people who supposedly is pretty good, though he has no idea what his handicap is. He says he shoots in the mid 80s, but who knows? That puts a lot more pressure on the two of us." George replied. "Dan is sure hard to replace. Really powerful and such a good putter." He reached into his bag, "Here's the schedule. Saturday, Monday and Wednesday, best ball. Sunday, Tuesday and Thursday, alternate shots. Friday singles. Everything will be scored based on total wins." He studied the sheet, fewest strokes will be the tiebreaker." He looked at the girl, "Never mind, we just have to play our best and we'll be fine. I'm just in this for fun. We've never been in the money, but it never bothered me." He grinned at the girl, "I'd love to see who has to play you in singles."
Shannon looked at the sheet and realized for most players, Friday would be killer. Your average golfer doesn't play seven rounds of golf in seven days. She suddenly had a thought, "Ok, so what is at stake here?"
George nodded, "Yeah. Well. Primarily pride, but the winning team splits $8,000. Second $3,000 and third, a thou. Relax, as owner, I put up the $3,000 entry fee for the team." He paused, "The rest goes toward reserving the course for the week...." He looked at Shannon with a grin, "Though perhaps we could come up with a way for you to cover your $750..."
Shannon punched him in the arm, "You can't let it go, can you? I'll tell you what. If you get a hole-in-one on any hole during the tournament, I'll let you see me naked."
"Hell, if I get a hole-in-one, I deserve more than that. I should get whatever I want while you're naked." George stopped thinking he'd gone too far, but he saw the girl blush but not reject it, out of hand.
"Christ. I cannot do that. You know I'm married to Dan, and may I emphatically add, happily married. I could never do that to him." She thought about it, "Perhaps something else...."
"I get it, but this has nothing to do with Dan. If I get a hole-in-one, he'd never need to know. However, you'd have to carry the burden, or not. That is your call." He glanced at his waist, "Frankly, I think you'd not have any regrets...at least the women I've been with seem to have been really happy."
Shannon grabbed her bag and rolled over to the gate shaking her head. When George joined her, she looked at him, "Teasing is fun. As long as it's harmless flirting, it's just fun and not cheating, but having sex with you would be cheating whether I tell Dan or not.
"Ok, like you say, the teasing is fun. It's had my juices flowing for the last few weeks. I just thought that having an outrageous wager, one that is nearly impossible to cash in on, would make the tension perhaps a little more palatable." He looked at the girl.
She thought about it. About how incredibly rare a hole-in-one is and how perhaps, any one of his shots that comes close might make her...she felt herself getting a bit excited...'Shit!,' she thought about Dan's 96 Civic. "Ok, here's the deal. If I get a hole-in-one, I know, another, then I want Dan to get a company car, a Tesla, the one with the best range."
"Isn't that a $100,000 car?"
"Something like that, but you can depreciate it, so it's not that much, plus you can lease it." Shannon said, "But why are we wasting time talking about this? It's not going to happen."
"Shit, Ok. But this week...if I get a hole-in-one I want you in my bed each night for the remainder of the week." George said.
Shannon looked a bit taken aback, then shook her head. "Sure, fantasize all you want. It's not happening, so sure. If you get a hole-in-one tomorrow, then you can screw me for the entire week." She grabbed her phone, "Hang on, I told Dan I'd call him before we board."
George felt his blood rush to his cock and nodded as Shannon dialed her phone.
"Hi sweetie. Getting ready to head to the airport? Yeah, we're getting ready to board. I miss you too. What? Um, yes. Christ, did you two talk?...I'm not telling, I want it to be a surprise....Yes...yes, sure I will. Like you say, a bet is a bet....I love you, too. Talk to you tonight." She put down the phone and looked at George, "He guessed what you'd want if you ace a hole." She giggled, "You get to ace another hole."
"Just one?" George laughed. Then he looked serious, "He's ok with it?"
"He laughed it off. I think he knows it ain't happening."
*************************************************
Shannon took the glass of wine from the flight attendant. She turned to the older man sitting beside her, "I have to ask. You're putting out a lot of money, perhaps to see me naked. Or the actually sleep with me. Why is that? Is it because I'm married?" She looked at her figure and back at the man, "I mean, let's face it, I'm quite cute," she giggled, "but there are millions of women as pretty as I am that would jump into bed with you in a flash."
George laughed, "Married? Yeah, no, that's not it." He thought a second, "I've slept with a few women, but never one who was married. Actually, I really hate men who prey on married women. Plus, I really like Dan." He looked at the girl, pointedly scanning her form, "Don't kid yourself, you're a fucking hot piece, but you're right." He looked at his clasped hands in his lap. "Remember when I told you I saw you play? You were wearing a tight pink sleeveless top and a white golf skirt. Then I saw that swing. The closest I've ever seen anyone swing like Ernie Els. Slow, effortless and wham! 260 yards right down the middle. Then I looked at those long legs and the way that top showed your marvelous breasts...and...um, I had impure thoughts. You know, having those legs wrapped around me...those breasts laid out naked beneath me." He looked embarrassed, "So, well, uh, whenever I was perhaps trying to get....you know...when I needed to get really aroused, I fantasized about you...with your legs...your tits." He rubbed his face, "This is totally embarrassing."
Shannon felt herself blushing, "You could have been my groupie!" A few of the girls on the team would go out partying with some of the guys...fans. I never did." She patted his leg, "Of course you were married then, so...."
George moaned, "Christ, that thought has been in my head for years." He looked at the beautiful blonde, "When Dan showed up with you...with the girl I've had in my head for years..." He sighed.
Shannon rubbed George's leg, "Sorry that I'm married. Had I known...." She grinned. "I was thinking. Perhaps we should have some wagers..." She winked at him. "Perhaps, you know, 5% or me nude?"
"You mean outside of the totally improbable hole-in-one?" He thought about it, "Sure, let's do that. It makes it hard with alternate shots, so instead let's do longest putt made per round." He looked at her and seeing her nod, "We'll just have to pace it off." He thought a minute, I have other ideas for perhaps if I win a second time. I mean, seeing you naked would be great, but you know, been there, done that."
Shannon laughed, "No, I understand. I am spectacularly beautiful naked. Totally flawless...perky tits...great ass, until you see me, and all your preconceived notions will get blown away by my totally normal body."
George laughed, "Gee, perhaps I'll pass on that then. I'd really hate to have my preconceived notions blown away...though the blowing part, doesn't sound bad."
"Nope, again, I'd hate for you to be disappointed when you get a hole-in-one and when I suck your impressive cock, you'll think, 'been there, done that." She said as she stroked higher. She looked down at his pants, "If only I could do something about that."
*************************************************
"Wow, you go all out. First class flight, now really nice hotel." Shannon looked around the resort. She remembered in college staying in the Super 8 in Monterey, and though it was nice...it wasn't this place.
"We all have rooms facing the ocean on the fourth floor. I'd like to get changed, head over to the course and practice my mid-range game." George said, winking at Shannon. "Let's go up and get changed and hit the driving range. I don't know when Ed and Richard are arriving, they were on a later flight."
Later, after practicing, they headed back to the hotel and found out Richard and Ed had arrived. George called their room and told them there was a get-together in the ballroom at 7.
Shannon decided to shower and change before the get-together and she looked at her dresses and realized they couldn't be worn with a bra. She kicked herself letting Dan dictate which dresses she should take. She slipped what she thought was the most modest one over her naked body and realized her nipples were poking right out. She looked at the rest of her clothes and outside of what she wore on the plane, they were either golf wear, or slinky dresses.
George whistled when she opened the door, "Fuck me. Go on back in, let's skip this thing." He said grinning.
Shannon groaned, "Christ, I swear I have dresses at home I can wear a bra with." She looked at where George was looking, "Are you sure you don't want to call down and ask them to crank up the air-conditioning in the ballroom?" She pushed by him and headed to the elevators. She heard doors open and turned to see Ed and apparently Richard come towards her. "Hey Ed, you made it." She gave him a hug, "And you must be Richard." She was going to shake hands, but hugged him also as he pulled her close. She looked at the two men. Both had wedding rings, both were approximately 35 to 40 and both were having trouble looking her in the eyes.
As she got on the elevator, she heard Ed whisper to Richard, "Yes, she actually is a good golfer."
'Christ,' she thought, 'they think I'm George's escort, or something. I'm going to kill Dan for making me pack these....'
As they entered, Shannon looked around and saw men. Men in groups, gripping drinks. Men sitting at tables chatting. Men standing by the open bar. As she looked around, she saw a single female standing next to a man at the head table. It was obvious, she was an executive assistant. She turned to George, "Is this a traditionally all men's affair?"
George sighed, "Yes. It never registered, but in the past, there might have been some women...I just don't remember any." He put his hand on the small of her back, "Let's go find a table and get some drinks...maybe not in that order."
"George Hill! How's it going? I see you're back to take your punishment." A tall, a bit overweight man guffawed. "Who did you find this year?" He looked at Richard and Ed before openly checking out Shannon from head to toe. He pursed his lips appreciatively before looking back at George.
George smiled politely, "Guys, this is Brad Caine. He's won it the last two years, at least his company has."
"Three years, but who's counting. This is your team?"
"Yes, Ed, Richard and Shannon. Ed and Richard work for me as does Shannon's husband." George said, introducing them.
Shannon looked at Brad, "So, where's your team?"
Brad pointed over to the corner, "That's Bobby, Jim and Stanley." He looked at them proudly, "All have a handicap under 8." He looked back, "You guys?"
George laughed, "Let's see, hard to say since two have never actually checked." He looked at Shannon, pointedly, "But we're here to have fun."
Brad looked over at Shannon and winked at George and turned to go, "Ok, well good luck this week."
They heard him snicker as he went back to his team and Shannon saw him make an subtle obscene gesture with his hands as he grinned at his team.
As he walked away, George laughed, "Look. We'll be lucky to finish in the middle of the pack, but listen. We are here to have fun." He looked around, "But Shannon, get used to being discounted. Half these guys bring their mistresses to these things. You won't find any wives here."
The girl laughed, "So, they basically think I'm your mistress?"
As they sat down, Richard looked over at the other three, "Sorry to ask, but what kind of golfers are you. "I pretty much shoot in the mid 80s. My best round was a 78, though I confess an 88 is more possible."
Ed nodded, "That's not bad. I shoot around 80, but these two are both, what scratch golfers?"
"Really?" Richard asked, "Both of you?"
"No, I'm not. I have a 9 handicap, which puts me in your category, but our ace in the hole here is Shannon. Keep this to yourself, but this is Shannon Davies, now Shannon Williams, former collegiate women's player of the year." He grinned.
"Wait, I remember you. SI did a piece on you. God, that was a really sad story why you never went pro." Richard reached across and gripped her hand, "I'm really sorry to hear about your parents."
Shannon felt herself tearing up remembering. Her dad had been taking care of mom who had MS when he suffered a massive stroke a week after the championships. She and Dan immediately found themselves taking care of both of them. Dan had urged her to get on the tour, but no way was she leaving Dan alone to take care of her parents. They worked jobs with opposite shifts so they could finish school and earn money. "Thanks, it was hard, but you know Dan Williams?" Seeing him nod, "He's my husband and no way could I have managed it without him."
"I'm sorry also, I had no idea." Ed said, "How are they now?"
"They passed away four years ago." Shannon had to stop and collect herself, "Um, sorry...."
George spoke up, "December of 2012, Her father passed away and the next morning her mother followed." He looked at Shannon. "I read it in SI, actually. There was a follow-up."
Shannon shook her head, "Ok, thanks guys, but were not going there." She looked at the other teams. "So, apparently I'm the team arm candy." She looked at the surprised faces, "I've over heard a dozen conversations."
"Yep, and they'll find out really fast that you're on the team because you can play. Anyhow, let's get some drinks and enjoy ourselves." He looked over at the bar, "Thank God we ate, looks like top shelf booze."
Shannon sipped her margarita and had a thought, "Crap, what time do we start in the morning?"
"6:30 we need to be ready to tee off. So, they want us to meet at 6:00 to get our carts and hole assignments. It's all by draw. It actually is possible to play the same pair twice, but that never seems to happen.
Ed looked over at George, "So how do we pair up tomorrow? I was talking to Richard and his strengths are driving and putting, so I was thinking we'd team up." He looked at Shannon, "Not that I'd prefer to be in the company...Sorry, that's harassment."
Shannon grinned, "Only if we worked together. Now if you want to get reported, perhaps making some comment about how great George looks in his khakis...." She looked at him, "You do, but any comments about me are I guess, fair game."
George chuckled, "I agree. I'm fine with that and we'll address it every morning. If things click tomorrow, I'm sure not going to mess with it." He looked at Shannon, "You mind having me as a partner?"
She elbowed him, "I'll answer when you add golf before partner."
The older man grinned at the other three, "She's really good. I'll keep trying though." He looked over to Shannon, "These two are married and might not respect your married status otherwise."
*************************************************
They met all the other players in the clubhouse after putting their bags in the carts with their names and hole numbers on them. Shannon looked around and saw no other women, which she expected. When they were introduced to the pair they'd be playing, the young one named Mike looked at her questioningly.
"Just curious. We're all playing the whites. Are you also, or are you playing from the reds?" He asked.
George, looked at the rules, "She plays from the reds."
Mike groaned and looked at the older man, "I knew we should have gotten a girl on our team."
"I'll play from the whites. I have no problem with that. Or, you're welcome to join me on the reds." Shannon responded testily, "I sure hope you don't lose to a girl."
Mike put his hands up, "Sorry, I didn't mean anything by that. It's just that sometimes you'll have an advantage getting by hazards."
Shannon shook her head and headed out to her cart and George grinned at Mike, "Oh goodie. She is going focus so much more now." He headed over to Shannon.
After four holes, Mike went up to Shannon, "Christ, I'm sorry. You are a really good golfer for a woman. I shouldn't have questioned you."
Shannon turned to George and whispered, "Can I hit from the whites the rest of the way? Please. Mike here plays really well for a whiner and I'd like to kick his ass without him having any excuse."
George shook his head, "Sorry, even though we are up four, I really think you should ignore him and play within the rules. If we win, we win."
George watched Shannon stalk back to the cart and turned to the older man, "Perhaps Mike should focus on his own game and not question Shannon's abilities because she's a woman.."



The older man, Earl laughed, "Seriously? With the dollars at stake here, this is business." He looked over at Mike, "He's right, though. You bringing in a chick when we're playing best ball just makes you a pussy, along with her. Why don't you play from the girls' tee?"
George laughed, "Hey Shannon. Grab your driver. These guys have serious issues with their manhood." He looked back at Earl, "Christ, you are going down so hard."
Shannon bent over to set her tee, hearing snickering from behind her. She looked down the fairway at the two bunkers on each side and grinned, 'Aim at the left bunker at 240, pull it back and it will follow the dogleg left.` she thought.
Earl elbowed Mike and said overly loudly, "Well done, son. Now that they are not taking advantage of the girls' tee, she'll be lucky to even reach the traps."
Shannon felt the gentle breeze off the ocean and felt so relaxed. This was where she was meant to be. She slowly wound up, started her downswing and as her club head approached the ball she suddenly felt an adrenaline surge and exploded through the ball. As she followed through, she watched the ball arc beautifully and pull past the bunker on the left and land softly in the middle of the fairway, bounce and roll to about 50 yeards in front of the green. She bent over and pulled her tee out and strode over to the cart without looking over at the three men.
George spurted out a giggle, "Fuck me." He looked at the two men, "You two better hike up your skirts. You woke up the tigress." He strode up to the tee and got ready to drive.
Mike looked at Earl, "Shit, that's over 300 yards. Sorry, dad."
*************************************************
George grinned at the three others, "Great start, guys. 2-0. Ed, Richard, you ok with best ball, same pairings?"
Ed and Richard nodded, "We really clicked today." Ed said, "Richard can boom the shit out of his drives. We never were that far from the greens."
George looked at Shannon, "This girl here...Oh my God. I wasn't even needed." He grinned at the two men, "They basically told her she was not really worthy of playing in a man's tournament and she destroyed them."
Richard looked at Shannon, "Really? Why? I mean, Christ. Women can play as well as men. My wife is terrific."
Shannon shook her head, "They thought it was unfair that I played from the reds."
George grinned, "And weren't very subtle about it. We were up by four when they started whining and we decided to put them in their places. She came back to the whites and ripped a 320 yard drive right down the middle. Oh Christ!" He said laughing, you should have seen their faces.
"Which hole was your fifth? We started on 9." Ed asked.
"We started on two. So, the sixth." George said. He looked around the table, "Shannon played really well, but I did get the long putt of the round, 45 feet."
Shannon smiled ruefully, "Yeah. Great putt." She looked at George, "You know, I could have made that."
"Nonsense, "George grinned, "I felt I needed to do something to add to our win." He looked at the two men, "So, how much did you win by?"
Ed looked at Richard, "Let's see, 63 to 69, so six. You?"
"60. Shit, it would have been nice to make a 59." George said. He looked up as the organizer of the event, Stewart, stood up at the head table.
"Great start, everyone. Strangely enough, everyone split today, except C&H, who beat Zellers 2-0." He looked over at George's table, "Good job, George. If I remember right, you just matched your win total from last year." There were chuckles around the room. He glanced over at Zellers, "A note. Apparently, this year we have a female golfer. The rules for this tourney, for all matches in the US and all matches worldwide, recognize the innate differences between men's and women's golf games and if anyone has an issue with our lone representative of the female persuasion can stuff it." He looked around and back at Earl and his table, "Are we clear?" He looked at Shannon, "I'd like to add that Shannon Williams decided to play from the whites after four holes, and," He looked at the score sheet, "She and George Hill won by 11." He looked around, "Any questions?" He looked back at Shannon, "Please abide by the rules and play the reds. We want this tourney to be played fairly."
Shannon blushed, then looked at the scorecard and pulled George aside, "Um, tomorrow one of us will have 3 par 3s and the other just one. I was thinking, let's just extend the hole-in-one challenge for any shot at the green over 150 yards." She felt a sudden rush, thinking how she might be getting drilled by this man since that reduced the odds significantly.
George thought about how many holes they'd gone for the green and nodded, "Ok, I can do that." He looked at her, "I'll have to be careful since you might have trouble playing bow-legged." He laughed.
Shannon punched him, "You are a walking cliché. Every man's dick is bigger than everyone else's."
As they headed back to the hotel to shower and change, George pulled Shannon aside, "Look, I made the long putt, but let's play best out of three. I understand, and Christ!" He grinned, "The way you humiliated those assholes more than made up for it."
Shannon hugged George, "Sorry. I shouldn't have let my emotions get the better of me. But let me shower. I'll call you and....Remember, no touching."
George climbed out of the shower trying hard not to think about what was waiting for him in the next room. He pulled on his clothes amazed how thick his cock was without actually being erect. As he finished up, he grabbed his phone, listened and with a grin, pulled open his door.
Shannon waited inside, wearing just a rode. She felt her pussy throb, her nipples ache realizing what she agreed to do. She'd trimmed her bush, shaved her legs and made sure she looked as good as she could. "Hello George, drink?" She asked as the eager looking, older man pushed open her hotel room door.
After closing the door, George looked at the girl in the robe holding her cell and felt his cock stir knowing she was completely naked under the terry cloth. "Um, sure. Scotch?" He sat on the bed as he watched the beautiful blonde grab two bottles out of the mini-bar and pour them into glasses. He looked up at her as she handed him the drink.
Shannon, looked down at the man and after taking a sip, sighed, "I'm afraid my plan of dropping the robe has a flaw. I'm too chicken to do it."
George stood up, smelling the sweet fragrance of her bath gel and pulled on the sash. As it came open, he looked at the six inch wide strip of nakedness and groaned. He gently pushed the robe off her shoulders and let it waft to the floor.
Shannon felt the cool air and his warm breath on her skin as she hit the button, "Ok, you have one minute." She tossed the phone onto the bed.
George stood up and circled the beautiful angel, looking closely at her breasts, her pink, hardened nipples her golden blonde bush and sighed. He sat down and looked up, into that flawless face, "Please turn around, I need to see your ass." He wanted so much to touch the creamy globes in front of him, but just studied their tight shape. "God, Shannon, you're fucking perfect. Where are your flaws? Do you have any moles?"
Shannon turned around, "I do. I have one here," she said as she put a foot on the bed and pointed to a spot just next to her pussy, "Dan did a thorough investigation and this is the only mole he found."
George's cock felt like it was going to explode as he looked closely at the beautiful pussy right in front of his face. He inhaled her scent of arousal and sighed, "Christ, I wish I'd not made the long putt. You're so much better than I imagined and now..." He imagined just sticking his tongue out and tasting that sweet looking opening. He leaned forward, inhaling her pungent scent but stopped, hearing the alarm ring on her iPhone.
She bent over letting him get a good look at her ass as she picked up the robe. "Ok, I'm going to go swimming. Meet you down by the pool?"
George adjusted his cock, "Yeah. I'd like to loll by the pool, but...I need to go back to my room and take care of something. Give me...oh hell, I was going to say half an hour, but I'll be down in five minutes." He laughed as he got up and headed back to his room.
After the door closed, Shannon dropped her robe and as she headed to the bathroom to get her suit, she found herself tracing where his eyes had been, and as she slid her fingers across her pussy, she remembered the look on his face, his tongue wetting his lips. She was stunned at how wet she was. As she pushed her finger into her vagina, she knew that George's cock would have slipped right in. 'Crap, if he'd simply asked I would have let him.' She pulled on her suit and headed down.
At the pool, most of the men, pretty much all with wedding rings offered her drinks, company and a few actually gave her their business card with apparently their room number on it.
Coming back into the room, Shannon felt tire from the attention. All she wanted to do was relax by the pool.
Dinner was easier with conversation mostly on how great certain holes were; tips on playing certain lies and how greens break.
She crawled into bed thinking about standing fully naked in front of George. Did she really open up her legs and let him get a good look at her twat?
Shannon woke up feeling spent and realized she'd had nothing but erotic dreams about George. Could that dick be as big as it looked in his pants yesterday? 'You'll never know,' she told herself, 'unless you get lucky and he makes a hole-in-one,' she heard a voice inside her eagerly respond. She slid her finger across her slit and plunged two in, imagining that apparently fat cock stretching her out.
*************************************************
They introduced themselves to Dave and Bryan. Both were the opposite of yesterday's opponents and were just happy to be outside and playing. Shannon was relieved since she'd felt pressure all day to kick Mike's and Earl's asses.
George pulled her aside, "Ok, alternate shot. This one is tough because it seems to put more pressure on the players. The final scores usually are in the 70s to 80s, so don't press. You need to study the holes and then choose even or add holes to drive." He looked at Shannon, "I'll defer to you."
As they drove out to the 12th tee and George looked at Shannon, "Ok, par three. This is a great hole to start out on." He looked out, "Shit, they put the pin on the left, right by the water. On the other hand, since you'll have to play it safe, you might just leave me a long putt."
Shannon looked at George hearing him speak for the first time this morning, "Are you alright? You've been sort of distant since yesterday. I know why. It's always a let down when you finally get to see what's under a woman's clothes. Sorry."
"Seriously? You actually think that? My imagination has always been really good, but in no way was I prepared for how fucking beautiful you are naked. I cannot get the image of you out of my head." He looked at the beautiful blonde, "We're not betting with you getting naked again, I'm sure I wouldn't be able to handle it, however, I have another...um, punishment for you."
"Ok, not I'm nervous, does it involve ropes and whips...wait, that sounds fun, actually."
George laughed, "We'll save that one." He looked at her, "You'll have to trust me. It'll be fun. And no. No one will see you naked. I won't touch you. But I guarantee, you'll actually like it." He slapped her leg, immediately remembering what her skin looked like and snatched his hand back.
"Ok, we're on, but this is not going to work." She grabbed his hand and put it on her upper thigh, "When you fall off the whores, you need to get right back on...unless, she's laughing so hard, then perhaps you should grab your clothes and flee." She looked at George, "Thanks for respecting my request to look and not touch." She saw they were at the tee, "Ok, here we are."
Shannon's tee started out right side of the green and pulled back and landed four feet from the pin and stopped just short of the hole. George was watching intently and let out a whoop when it didn't go in.
The two men looked at them, "Really? You're excited she missed a hole-in-one?"
George grimaced, "Not a good look, huh?" We sort of have a side bet." Seeing them look questioningly at him, "Perhaps it would be best not to discuss it." He winked at the opponents who grinned knowingly.
Later, as Shannon and George climbed out of their cart, he pulled her aside. "Look, this is a par five and it is almost impossible for me to do a fade, so I'm hitting the three wood. I'm thinking with your five you might get close for an easy chip.
Shannon nodded, I can do that. 'This is really narrow and in the fairway and short is so much better.' she thought
As the approached their ball, Shannon grinned at George. "Nice drive. 225-230, right down the middle." She pulled out her five wood. "I can reach this, you know. I just need to stay left and draw it up onto the green.
George stood back and looked down the fairway. It had to be 250 yards, no way she can reach that. The swing looked smooth, the sound it made was perfect and suddenly he realized he might have to lease a Tesla.
Shannon stared it down and watched as the ball curled up onto the green and stopped two feet from the hole. She heard whooping from their opponents.
"Holy shit! That was the best shot I've ever seen." One of the opponents yelled, "Hey George, you think you can make that?"
As they walked off the green, Dave sidled up to Shannon, "Look. At this point we're down seven with four holes to play, so basically I'm saying, 'Good match.' I heard about Zellers. I've always thought they were a bit full of themselves. Last year they whooped and hollered every time they made a good shot and totally humiliated us. So, thanks for kicking their asses."
Shannon looked at Dave and smiled, "Thanks. I have to say it felt really good, but it was George and me together." She looked over at Bryan and George talking, "I've enjoyed today, but not feeling the same satisfaction winning. Can't you be just slightly a jerk?"
Dave laughed, "Yeah. Sure, I can. Just ask my wife. She'll fill you in."
As they walked off the last hole, Bryan and Dave put out their hands, huge smiles on their faces, "Great match. You guys might just beat that...um, really great guy, Brad. I really hope you get to play them." Bryan said.
Shannon grinned, "I know. We met him the other night. Wow! That guy really is sure of himself." She glanced as George, "Say, you guys wouldn't mind joining us for dinner tonight? We were heading into town, to..."
"Little Napoli. I can call and change the reservation for four more." George said.
As they headed to their cart, George looked at the young blonde, "I'm glad you asked them. Frankly people as nice as they are, are a bit rare these days." He grinned, "By the way, good putt on 17. Who would have thought that a 12 foot putt was our long one, today."
"We sure played well. I've played a lot with Dan and do not read anything into this, but you and I are as good together as I've seen." She blushed thinking about her fantasies earlier.
*************************************************
Stewart stood and tapped on the microphone. "Good day for golf today. Almost no wind which for Pebble Beach is a miracle. Let's see," He took the print out from the brunette, "C&H are now 4-0. Great job George. We have 6 teams who are 3-1 so don't get too smug." He looked around, "So tomorrow we go back to best ball. Sylvia will be randomly drawing the pairs and we'll email them out this evening. You guys all have fun and we'll see you at 6 tomorrow."
As they headed to the parking lot, Ed asked where they were heading.
Shannon looked at the men, I don't know about you, but I'd like to do the 17-mile drive and perhaps explore Carmel.
Arriving back at their hotel, George stopped at his door, "Ok, I'm going to get a nap in, will you be ready to go at 6?" When he saw her nod, he went to unlock his door felt the girl hugging him from behind.
"Thanks so much for inviting me to this. I haven't played in a tournament since my parents got sick. I suddenly feel back." Shannon said before releasing the man and heading to the next room.
As they walked to the front of the restaurant, Shannon felt 14 eyes following her bouncing breasts and hardened nipples. She was going to kill Dan when she got back for picking out her dresses. She saw most of the men quickly look away as she looked at them.
Dave sighed, seeing the girl approach in the red, silk? or satin? dress. She hugged each on the men who all seemed to be reluctant to let go. When she got to Dave and Bryan, he pointed to his two other teammates, "This is Todd and Terry." He slid his hand off the beautiful woman, "You might want to sit as far away as possible from these two. Unlike Bryan and me, they're single."
Shannon chuckled, "So far that hasn't mattered." She looked at the two good looking guys, "Apparently Dave mislead you. This is really a really bad event for picking up women." She looked at the two young men, boys actually and thought how fun it would be if she were single.
"Yeah." Todd scowled, "We were going to talk to him about that." He looked at her ring finger, "Though perhaps if you're having trouble at home?"
"Geez, Dave. You were right." She laughed as they headed in. "George reserved the hot tub tonight and we were going to ask you guys to join us, but...."
For the third night, the men jockeyed to sit next to the tall blonde, but Shannon accepted the seat between Todd and Terry as it would have been rude not to. In fact, the waiter seemed to spend a lot more time leaning over and filling their water glasses than on any other table.
As they chatted about the course, Shannon was aware that each boy made sure to lean over and rub her bare thighs whenever they made a comment. She found her putting down the Zellers was the high point of the tourney so far, not just among this group, but throughout.
"Actually, we were joking about Shannon playing the whites last night when Brad went off. He thought having women playing golf was fine as long as they didn't make a joke of the matches by playing the 'pink tees' as he called them. Dave said, sadly. "He was putting down his sixth or seventh drink, and I confess, we were pretty much encouraging him." He laughed, "Christ, it was fun."
"Dave asked Brad what would women need to do to be part of a tourney like this." He looked at Dave, "You tell them what he said."
Dave chuckled, "Oh Christ." He looked at Shannon, "Please remember, I might have been goading him but I don't agree with him at all. I was just having fun."
Shannon pulled Todd's hand off her thigh as it was mere millimeters from her thong, "I know. I met him. Tell me."
"He said rather than play the 'pink tees,' women should...I can't say it." Dave said, blushing.
Terry grabbed Shannon's thigh and looked at her, "Women like you...He actually said, 'George's piece...should be tossed in as a prize to the winners...us'."
"Holy shit!" George said, "I am so going to lay into him tomorrow."
Shannon looked at the red-faced man, "Easy, George. Let's just hope we play them." She looked around the table, "I'm not so sure he's alone. Women should be in the kitchen, or doing laundry...or whatever, not on the golf courses." She looked sad.
As they left the restaurant, Dave asked George, "Did you really reserve the hot tub?"
"I did. It's very private and I just thought Shannon has had enough ogling for a while. You guys know where we're staying?" He told them, "So, come on over. I have wine, but bring what you want."
*************************************************



George slid into the hot water with a sigh. He looked over at the young girl, "Christ, you were right. It's just been two rounds and I'm so sore." He remembered seeing her naked and loved that he knew what her nipples looked like under that yellow bikini top. 'God damn, even now, her nipples are poking through.' He thought.
"I'm telling you, by Friday, most of these players will be shanking their shots." She looked at the other men, "How many rounds a week do you play, I mean normally?"
Todd, who claimed the seat next to Shannon, was aroused from his fantasy involving the girl's nipples and his tongue, "Um, I play maybe twice a week."
The others all said the same thing. Bryan looked at Shannon, "So how often do you play?"
"Usually around 10 rounds per week." She looked embarrassed, "My husband wants me to try out for the tour." She looked down, "I should do that, but it would mean being away ¾ of the time and, well." She blushed, "I would really miss him." She finished her wine and poured another.
"Fuck me!" Terry said, "My body would fall apart if I played that much, as it is, my back is really sore, just from three rounds in three days." He saw the questioning looks, "Terry and I arrived a day early so we could play a round."
George nodded, "Shannon has been a great help, she's played Spyglass three times before. In fact, she shot a 64 here, what? Your junior year?"
Seeing Shannon nod, Dave burst out, "Holy shit. You shot a 64? Why aren't you on the tour?"
Shannon realized she had to change the subject so she looked around, "I need to find the bathroom, perhaps someone could fill my wine while I'm gone?"
All the men watched as the perfect girl stepped out of the water and followed her until she disappeared down the hallway.
When she came back, she saw her full wine glass and seven pairs of wet shorts on the concrete. "Ok, no way I'm getting in there with seven naked men." She said smiling, "Though, I'm sure if I explained there were seven naked man, Dan would have to understand." She glared at George, "Your idea?"
"Guilty, but I reserved this area because I wanted everyone to relax, feel free." He said, grinning, "And, no one said you had to join us."
Shaking her head, Shannon slid into the water and grabbed her glass and took a big sip. She felt a rush thinking she was sitting in a hot tub with seven naked men. Her eyes kept flicking to the frothy water, both grateful and regretting the jets were turned on. "I think I'll pass since sitting here, outnumbered makes me feel as vulnerable as I want to be." She took another sip of wine beginning to feel the effects.
Todd winked at Terry who was on the other side of the beautiful blonde. Subtly reaching over, they each pulled the strings on the bikini bottoms.
As Shannon felt the cloth release, she squealed, "Ok, that's not going to happen."
"Why not?" Todd looked at the water, "No one can see and frankly, the water on my junk feels really nice right now." He gently pulled on the wafting fabric and felt the girl lift her ass. He held up the yellow bottoms and tossed them onto the deck behind him. "Now, don't you feel better?"
Shannon knew that she'd had too much to drink when she nodded. There was a jet of water just behind her and she wondered what it would feel like against her pussy. She reached for her wine, allowing her ass to lift up and she felt the forceful jet blast her bare twat. 'Holy crap!' she thought as she plunked herself back down, 'I am definitely coming down here alone one of these evenings.' She drained her glass and put it down.
Bryon looked at his empty glass and then around the group. "Um, who's going to grab a bottle?"
The men all had nervous looks, until Dave asked who finished the last of the old bottle. They all looked at Shannon who turned beet red.
"Hey, someone else poured it. I was in the bathroom." She looked at all the men intently staring at her and sighed, "Ok, this time."
Todd and Terry whistled appreciatively and they got a close look at the girl's ass and pussy. The other men all were studying her as she slapped over to the table and wrestled with the corkscrew.
Holding the open bottle, she turned and saw seven glasses held out, "No, you can pour your own." She started back thinking she'd just pour one as she got in, but soon found herself squatting down, trying to keep her legs together as she went around filling glasses. She had to go back and open another bottle and felt her pussy throbbing under their probing eyes. As she went around to the remaining glasses, she let her legs open more, feeling the excitement inside her build. Finally, she poured her wine, put down the bottle and stepped in. She made no move to stop Todd and Terry as they cupped her ass, making sure she didn't slip. One of the boys had his fingers right on her moist lips and sighed wishing she could take advantage of this.
"Thanks, Todd. No need to check, I lost my cherry a long time ago." She grinned hearing the men all laugh.
Seeing Shannon sit back down, George raised his glass and nodded at Shannon, "Feels good when you can just relax, doesn't it?" Seeing the girl nod, "Look, we're not going to touch you, but just take off the top." He looked around, "Everyone here is topless along with being bottomless."
Shannon though about how her pussy throbbed walking around bottomless and nodded. She leaned forward and pulled off her top and tossed it behind her. She looked down and knew the men were happy. Her breasts were bobbing in the roiling water and her fully erect pink nipples were pointing up.
The conversation pretty much died down and Shannon was aware the men's hands were under water and she wondered if they were jacking off, but there was no way to tell. She felt like doing the same thing, in fact she had this incredible urge to reach over to see if Todd and Terry were hard. 'What would that feel like?' She thought. 'Would they just let her, or would they reciprocate?' She sighed, 'I'm sure they would and I'm sure in no time I'd be passed from lap to lap, speared by seven different cocks.'
Shannon looked over to George, "I have to get to bed. Getting up at five is going to be tough enough." She pulled herself out of the water and dried herself off, knowing all these men will be jerking off tonight with her naked body in their heads. She pulled on her robe and picked up her suit and waved at the men as she headed down the hall.
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The man was on top of her, his fat cock was sliding in and out of her wet pussy. She couldn't move a muscle as she had one penis shoved into her mouth and the man's weight on her waist pressed her down. She tried to raise her arms, but they seemed to be pinned under the fucking man's knees. At first, all she could see was the tangle of pubic hair and the slick spit covered penis as he pulled back. She tried to remember how she got here, where she was. Did she go to the bar perhaps meeting some men, maybe in the elevator? Whoever was pounding his cock into her pussy wasn't being gentle, in fact, he seemed angry as he slammed against her with every thrust. She finally was able to look up at the leering face of Earl who pulled way back, leaving just the bulbous head captured by her lips.
"That's it, bitch. You like that, don't you. Oh yes, God! You really know how to use that mouth for better things than talking." The older man sneered. He climbed off her chest and knelt next to her.
Just before Shannon's head was roughly turned so Earl could continue to fuck her mouth, she saw Mike grinning at her. She flinched when her roughly slapped her tits. She opened her mouth and felt the fat fleshy rod slide in. "Why did I let these assholes in my room? Did they break in? Did I want this?" She wondered.
"Dad, Look! I'm getting a hole-in-one." He pulled completely out and with his cock half a foot away, drove forward, burying himself fully into that slick cunt. "Why did she say it was so hard to get a hole-in-one? I wonder how far out I can be and still sink it?" He pulled farther back and stabbed his cock into her.
She cried out, her voice muffled by the man's dick while she heard Earl respond, "That's great, son, but that's not the #1 handicap hole. Quit trying to play from the pink tees and try it in the back tee." Shannon shuddered, realizing what the men were saying. She couldn't stop wondering how they got in and why they were doing this to her. She tried to cry out for help, but the hot hunk of meat kept shoving farther and farther down her throat. She suddenly realized she wasn't choking even with that penis all the way down her throat and she could still breathe.
"Go on, son, go for it." She heard Earl order. "I'm close to finishing here and if you can ace the backside, I'll let her clean you off. She's a fucking incredible cocksucker." She felt her legs being shoved up to her chest as fingers scooped her leaking cum from her twat and drove the fluids deep into her ass. She tried to struggle, but it was if she were tied down. She tasted the bitter, salty cum leaking from Earl's cock and knew she'd soon have to swallow or choke. She screamed when she felt the boy's cock spilt her ass open, laughter filling the room.
She woke drenched in sweat, still hearing the boy's laughter at getting another hole-in-one. She yanked her hand away from her twat and turned on the light. She pulled down the covers and saw no creamy fluids leaking out of her and flopped back. 'Holy Mother of God! That was the most realistic nightmare I've ever had.' She looked at the clock, 2:22, and groaned. Her head was killing her so she rolled out of bed and grabbed aspirin and B-complex. As she sat on the bed, she realized she'd had on her long tee-shirt and panties when she went to bed. She looked around and saw them at the foot of the bed, the tee-shirt torn open...her panties on the floor.
Shannon picked up the phone. She waited as it rang and was about to hang up when she heard Dan answer, "Hi sweetie. I'm sorry to wake you. I just had a nightmare and needed to talk to someone, bad dream...Yeah, maybe not. I really miss you...I know." She told him about the last couple of nights, letting George see her, then the hot tub with seven naked men. Then she told him about the match the other day with Earl and Mike and then the nightmare. "I know, thanks sweetie. I feel better now, but that was so real...perhaps, yes, ok, I'm sure that's why...Yes, all seven, but I couldn't see anything because of the jets...Yes, I thought of that, I did. God, I really was thinking about it, so I got out...yes, totally naked...yes, anyhow, I got out and headed up to my room... yes, alone. Really? You would have been fine with that? Ok, I get it...yeah, I know." She shook her head, "You'd have a heart attack trying to satisfy all seven naked women...That's true, is that what you'd want on your grave stone?" She laughed, "God, I love you...No, I'm fine. I just need to get back to sleep." She looked at the clock, "Yeah two hours. Oh, I meant to ask. How was the wedding?"
Shannon lay back listening to her husband tell her about the highlights and soon found herself totally relaxed, "Ok, sweetie, I love you too. Bye." She dropped the phone and fell right to sleep.
*************************************************
"Feeling better?" George asked, "I think, perhaps we should start drinking less." He rubbed his temples, "I'm sure feeling the effects of the wine."
Shannon nodded, "Yeah. It was a rough night, but I feel so much better. Let's get some coffee and see how these guys are." She stopped, "By the way, are is Mike Earl's son?"
George thought about it and shook his head, "You know, I haven't a clue. They sure never called each other dad or son and they don't look alike. Why do you ask...hang on." He grabbed the folder for the tourney and flipped through the pages, "Yeah, you might be right. Earl Müller and Michael Müller." He looked at Shannon, "How did you guess that?"
Shannon rubbed her head, "I don't know, maybe their familiarity with each other, anyhow...today. Let's just focus on today. Crap, my head hurts."
As they drove to the 3rd tee, Shannon looked at George, "I feel like such a slut. Taking my suit off last night." She looked at him "Please stop me if I try to do that again. That and perhaps limit me to 12 glasses of wine?"
He laughed, "Sorry, not a chance. I loved it." He looked at the girl, "When someone with a body like your wants to show it off, very few men would deny you, and you sure loosened up after that last bottle." He looked around, "In fact, I'll bet you got as excited as we all were."
Shannon nodded, "Ok, I might have had to reduce stress when I got in bed..." She blushed furiously, "Christ, I've never said anything like that to anyone before."
"I'm shocked. Yeah, or not. You and all other women I know have to rub one out periodically. Otherwise you'll explode." He looked ahead, "Ok, so we're playing those guys." He pointed ahead.
"You know them?" Shannon asked.
"Yeah. Played them last year. Great guys, but they sure loved flirting with the beer girl." He waved, "Though, she had this crop top and kept bending over...never mind."
Shannon was greeted warmly by both men, Don and Fitz, short for Fitzsimmons apparently. Both eyed her appreciatively looking like they'd prefer to hug rather than shake hands.
After 6 holes, George pulled Shannon aside, "Christ, we suck. We're down three and we're making no shots." He hesitated, "I hate to ask this, but could you maybe distract them the rest of the way?"
"Like what? I'm not flashing them." Shannon said quietly. Seeing George shake his head and look down at her skirt she shook her head, "No way...I can't do that."
"There's a bathroom by the next tee, suppose you had to pee and..."
"Guys, hang on. I need to get rid of the coffee I had earlier," Shannon said as she climbed up to the bathrooms. As she approached the doors, she turned, "If you want to hit, go on, I'll just be a minute.
They heard the toilet flush and then a minute or so later, they all watched the beautiful girl walk down clutching something in her fist.
As she got to the cart, she placed her panties in George's hand, "Ok, this is going really low. I hope you're happy, and this better work." She climbed into the cart aware her skirt was way too short for modesty.
She bent over and stuck her tee in the ground and heard a soft gasp behind her. She stood over the ball, fully aware of the soft ocean wind tickling her pussy and had to try really hard to focus. She ended up hitting a decent shot down the fairway, just inside George's tee.
Lining up putts was tough. First of all, she didn't want to flash the opponents, but she was also aware of other teams on the adjacent tees glancing over. To compound the issue, she felt the breeze tickling her pubes plus periodically wafting her skirt up, but also the excitement was causing her to get a bit wet. She knew she'd have trouble concentrating feeling the cooling effect of her moist pussy as she addressed the ball, lined up puts, in general, just moved around. So, the wetter she got, the constant sensations got her wetter and a bit more excited. However, she now was playing without over-thinking it and making shot after shot. She just wished her skirt were not so unbelievably short.
The rest of the round, she saw that the two men were always opposite the hole from where her ball was. She knew squatting down she was totally exposed and had to keep her knees together. Then, when she bent over her ball, they positioned themselves behind her. As they approached their final hole, the 2nd, Don walked up beside her.
"I know what you did." Seeing the girl look innocently at him, "Come on, you can admit it, it worked. You're now up by 3 when, before this happened," He glanced at his scorecard, "we were up by 3."
Shannon blushed, "Oh shit. I was hoping you didn't notice. When I went to pee, my panties got wet from the violent flush and I somehow didn't think that would be very sanitary, you know pulling them on." She put her hands over her face, "Tell me you didn't see anything."
"No, we didn't see much. Though we were wondering if you were a natural blonde and we were able to answer that." He looked at the girl, "Don't worry about it. We were 0-4 coming in and we just wanted to make a match out of it. It didn't hurt our play any. It was that hole-in-one that did us in. Actually, this was worth it...totally worth it. It's a round I'll never forget." He walked away shaking his head, "First hole-in-one I've ever seen." He laughed at the double entendre.
Stewart tapped the mic, "Ok, It was a great day today. We have C&H still undefeated and two teams with just one loss," he looked over at George, then Brad and to a table in the corner. "Also," he said looking at two scorecards, "a first for us. We've had two hole-in-ones in the same day...or is it holes-in-one...anyhow, we had two of those today. James' team aced 12 and George aced 15." He looked over at the two tables, "Great job guys. You're buying the drinks." He grinned looking at all the tables. "Enjoy, well see you all in the morning.
George went over to Stewart, "Hey Stu, Shannon got the hole-in-one on 15, just to give credit where credit is due."
Stewart tapped on the mic again, "Sorry," he said waving the scorecard, "George informed me that his teammate, Shannon Williams got the ace." He put down the card and clapped followed by most of the room. "Ok, so if you could both give Sylvia your credit card number..."
Shannon blushed hearing the laughter and turned to George, "Look, the bet was stupid. Since you made the longest putt, let's let those cancel each other out." She whispered.
"No fucking way. We have four more days and I'll hold you to the same bet when I make one." He looked at the girl, "Trust me," he winked, "you'll really enjoy what I have lined up." He patted her leg.
Shannon heard the knock at the door and her stomach tightened. She'd been on pins and needles wondering what George was going to make her do. She pulled open the door, wearing the robe from her shower, "Ok, what horrible thing am I going to have to endure?"
"Hello to you too." George grinned as he stepped past her, "I've been doing some research on Teslas. I decided I'd get one for myself, apparently the 100D has the best range." He looked at the girl thinking perhaps seeing her naked again might not be better, but he instead handed her the bag he'd carried in. "Something for you to wear to dinner tonight." He walked back to the door, "Strange, isn't it? I got you something to wear rather than trying to get you naked."
Shannon watched the door close and tentatively opened the bag. She pulled out the box and groaned, 'Remote Control Vibrating Panties with Bullet Vibe.' She found the box had already been opened and as she expected the remote was missing. She held up the four inch black plastic egg and squealed, dropping it as she felt it vibrate. She giggled, knowing George knew exactly what she was doing. She picked up her phone, "Hey George. Are you serious? I can't wear this...I know, sure, but...but...shit! Ok, but you have to wait until you get me for dinner. That scared the piss out of me. No...no thanks, I'm sure I can insert it without your help." She hung up, laughing at what she'd gotten herself into.
She put down the phone and pulled off her robe. She read the instructions and pealed open the lube, smeared it all over the black cylinder and opened her legs and slid the shiny plastic object into her vagina. As she pulled on the panties, she was impressed how nice they looked, even with the evil lurking inside. She looked in the mirror and felt her nipples get aching hard thinking what she was in for. She felt the hard plastic right against her clit and shuddered. 'Oh crap, I've never liked direct stimulation right there.'
George headed down to the hotel restaurant and met with the waiter. After handing him the pager and making sure he fully understood, the headed back to the elevator. He knocked on Shannon's door and grinned seeing how beautiful she looked, "Christ, you look sexier every day."
Shannon felt the object buried inside her and waited for the man to press the remote, "Well, I guess that's because Dan pretty much picked out my dresses and I've been trying to find the least revealing ones each evening." She blushed, "I'm afraid by the time Friday comes around, we might get arrested."
Ed and Richard whistled as the met by the elevator, "Christ, Shannon, can you possible look more beautiful?" Ed asked seeing the flushed girl.
As she opened her mouth to answer, George pressed the button.
"Thanks...kss, Ed, Christ!" She suddenly hunched over before straightening up. She stammered an apology to Ed, "Sorry, sudden cramp." She glared at George, "I guess I shouldn't have had the shrimp at lunch."
George frowned, "Shannon, honey. I hope you're ok for dinner." He took her arm and looked at her.
"I'm fine. Fine. It just surprised me." She leaned forward and whispered in his ear, "Holy Shit! Don't do that until I sit down."
"Ok, that's great. Come on guys, I reserved their best table."
As they were led to the back, Shannon didn't notice the knowing look between the waiter and George. She gratefully slid into the far side of the booth and when they were seated, she felt her pussy still vibrating from before. Her stomach was in knots awaiting George's next stimulating shot to her twat.
Ed looked around, "Where's our waiter? I could use a drink and perhaps some menus."
George leaned over and handed a black remote to Ed, "Sorry, they gave me this because we are so far in the back, we can just buzz him."
"Oh, thanks." Ed said. He pressed down on the remote and as he saw the waiter look his way, he heard Shannon gasp again.
"Ok, ok, I think he sees us." Shannon moaned as she quickly grabbed Ed's hand. Feeling incredible relief when he stopped, she apologized, "Sorry, I just don't think it's a good idea the hold it down. If sure he got the message. You know the old saying 'Never piss off those that handle your food.'"
George pulled his hand out of his jacket pocket releasing his remote and greeted the waiter as he came over to the table. "Ah Ramon, we'd like some wine and menus."
"Ah yes, I would have thought we would have brought those back already. And I'll get the sommelier." He turned and snapped his fingers, "Can I get you rolls? Water?" After he came back with the menus, the wine had been ordered, he asked if there was anything else.
"Thanks, Ramon, we're good. We'll buzz you when we're ready to order." George looked around, "Six and 0. Hopefully we can keep it up." He looked at the table, "Oh damn, we need bread, Ed, Richard, can you buzz the waiter?"
At least this time Shannon was ready for it and gritter her teeth feeling the intense stimulation of her clit, 'Holy shit! They could not have designed this any worse.' She thought as her pussy flooded from the stimulation.
Richard kept pressing the button, "It doesn't seem to work. Is he out of range?" He wasn't aware of Shannon's subtle gasps.
George finally reached in his pocket and pressed his remote and they saw the waiter hurry over.
"Yes, what can I get you?" He asked, looking around.
"Bread, do you have some freshly baked bread?" George asked? He turned to Richard, "Hang on Ramon, let me see that." He took the remote and pressed the button, "Anything?"
"No, sir, let me see it." Ramon took the remote and held it down while checking his pager.
Shannon was turning red and leaning forward onto the table and tried not to gasp. She felt a thousand tongues attacking her clit and felt the onset of a huge orgasm. As Ed patted her on the back, she sputtered, I'm fiiiiiine, fine. I swallowed, fuck! I swallowed some water wrong." She coughed exaggeratedly.
Ramon shook his head. "Hang on sir, I'm sure we have more batteries." He walked off pressing the button absent-mindedly.
Shannon pressed her face into her arms as she spasmed through wave after wave of pleasure shooting through her. She found herself flicking her thumbs across her aching nipples as the vibrations shot through her vagina and up into her ultra-sensitive nub. Finally, the pulses stopped and she lay there, sweating, panting, feeling spent. She jolted back up when Ramon came back and handed the remote to George.
"I found some fresh batteries and I think it will work now." He looked around the table, "Are we ready to order?"
Shannon went last having not been able to focus on the menu. "I'll have the sea bass, thanks." She handed the menu to the waiter looking for any sign he knew what was going on, but he just took the menu and thanked them and left.
She looked over at George and said, "We seem to be dominating our waiter, perhaps when the food arrives, we can let the him attend to his other tables?"
George, Ed and Richard found many things the waiter had forgotten and were constantly picking it up and buzzing him. Shannon found she had to take her napkin and soak up the fluids seeping out of her slit constantly. Knowing she needed a fresh one, she accidentally spilled her water all over the table and immediately grabbed her napkin the mop it up. She bit her lower lip as Richard immediately grabbed the remote and pressed it. She found herself sitting back, her legs partly open and felt the stimulation flow through her midsection.
George's thumb was getting sore having to press the real buzzer for the waiter and when they finally paid the check and headed out, she saw George slip what looked like a hundred to Ramon. She was amazed no one caught on as all she could feel were the pleasurable waves still vibrating through her, and everything seemed to be colored red.
Ed and Richard headed the opposite direction as they got off on their floor. When they disappeared into their rooms, Shannon punched George, "Give me that! You fucker, I must have cum four or five times."
He grabbed her wrist, "It was torture, but fun, right?"
She looked down, "Yes, yes it was fun, but I don't need any more."
George pressed the button and Shannon threw her arms around him to hold herself up and pressed against him. He held it down as he wrapped his arms around the squirming blonde. His hands slid down and grabbed her ass and pulled her tightly against him...feeling the vibrations against his cock.



Shannon buried her face in his neck and couldn't help herself as she ground her pussy against the older man. Her body begged her to unzip the man, just let him do what he wants...what her throbbing pussy wants. She had no idea how she maintained her resolve as she gasped as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her. "Oh God, stop...stop it. Oooohhhh...yessss." His cock was so hard...so fat...would feel so great inside her...inside her screaming pussy. She thrust against him, panting until she let out a squeal, and as she grabbed his ass, she lifted her leg and furiously ground her cunt against that fat rod in his pants. "Fuck, fuck, fuck...I hate you...you bastard." As she came down from her most intense orgasm of the evening, she felt herself collapsing and George catching her. He released the button, took her card key and opened her door, nodding at the grinning couple walking by.
As he laid her on her bed, he placed the remote on her bedside table, "Maybe I shouldn't have done the last bit, but that was amazing." He adjusted his aching boner, bent down and kissed her and turned to leave the room, "I'll see you in the morning, I might need to take care of something that's popped up."
Shannon never felt so spent in her life. She sat up and pulled off her dress followed by the soaking panties. She idly wondered how she was supposed to wash these as she pulled the plastic object out of her vagina. She flopped back on the bed and stared at the ceiling, recounting all the intense jolts the men provided her. She touched her clit and felt how sore, yet perhaps not exactly sore, it felt. Her nipples felt so excited as she reached up and played with them and soon she found herself, legs spread, eyes closed imagining George's apparently massive cock opening her up. "Yessss." She hissed feeling her second finger join the first inside her. "Please fuck me George, God yesss, fuck meee."
She writhed on the bed feeling frustrated. His cock had been right there, right there, pressed against her throbbing pussy...just a zipper away. God, she needed a cock right now. She worked her fingers across her clit before diving into her slippery slit and back out. Soon, feeling tension build up inside her, she planted her feet on the bed and thrust her hips up in the air and exploded in a frenzied release, grunting and gasping with joy as she felt all tension pulse out of her body.
She woke at 4 AM and looked around. She was still naked and groaned remembering humping against George. There was no way she'd be able to look at him knowing she almost begged to be fucked. She remembers the words forming on her lips.
*************************************************
The next few days had nothing that compared to the last few as Shannon won the longest putts. Also, as the team was feeling the effects of so much gold, they cut down on the drinking. Shannon was the only one still feeling strong, but she'd never been a huge drinker, so cutting back felt much better. The only thing that bothered her was walking into the meeting room and saw Brad standing really close to George, so she walked over to hear what they were saying.
"Get real, George. No one here believes that. We've seen you together." Brad hissed.
"Brad, let it go. It isn't like that. She's the wife of one of my top employees. I'd never do that to her or to him."
"Sure. I know how that works." Brad sneered, "I've never done that to any of my top employees or their wives." He laughed, "At least that's what my employees keep telling themselves."
George shook his head and started to turn away but Brad grabbed his arm.
"It's just a friendly wager if either of our teams win this. My two-week timeshare in Maui for a night with that girl of yours. Come on, you know you're tempted and like you said, she's not yours anyhow."
Shannon ducked behind four men as George yanked his arm away from the man and walked angrily back to their table. Shannon wanted to drive the man's nuts into his stomach but instead sat down and took deep breaths, calming herself down. When she finally felt herself relax, she found George and asked what they'd been discussing. George passed it off as just a bit of showmanship on Brad's part trying to psyche him out.
*************************************************
Friday morning, Shannon actually found herself almost wishing George had made the putts. She wondered what she had deprived herself of. What would George had her do next? Every night, she'd had more and more realistic dreams about cocks...many cocks. Men taking her, George behind her, splitting her open as his bat-sized cock pushed into her. She'd awoken so often her fingers rubbing her wet pussy, she almost thought about tying them behind her back...though she hadn't worked out the logistics of that. Even going through puberty, she'd never had such erotic dreams. She kept thinking how badly she needed Dan and hoped he'd be up for some marathon sex when she got back. She was thinking of calling him to tell him to get plenty of rest. She turned her thoughts to the match. This is it, final day.
They were up 11-1, Ed and Richard having lost their alternate shots match. They were one up on Brad's team and if they swept the single matches, they'd win.
"Ok, guys. Just relax and play your game. Obviously, if we win them all, we win. That's pretty simple. But let's face it, we probably won't win them all and frankly, as good as Brad's team is, they won't either. So, just have fun." He looked around, "We all have some pretty good matches," he looked at Ed, "You've got Earl. You haven't played him, but Shannon and I did, first round. He's pretty much a jackass. Shannon, you've got Stanley, he's on Brad's team and probably their top player. He's going to be a handful, and since they are just one point behind us...no pressure."
Shannon tried to remember what Stanley looked like as George described the other opponents. She looked at George hearing her name, "Yes?"
"I suggest you say nothing. Do nothing. Just play from the reds and enjoy his frustration. If he's anything like Brad, he'll be pretty much a dick."
As the day went on, they got sporadic news from the other players on their team and all four were playing extremely tight matches. When it was all over and they met in the clubhouse, Shannon met up with the guys.
"Ok, how did you all do?" She looked at their faces trying to read them, but saw only fatigue.
"I won mine, but I had to chip in on six to clinch it. Holy shit, I shot par. I've never shot par in my life." George said. He looked at Ed and Richard, "You guys?"
Richard shook his head, "Sorry, couldn't pull it out. I ended up with a 78...lost by three."
Ed groaned, "Me too. I mean not a 78, but I lost by three anyhow," He looked at Shannon, "Tell me you won."
Shannon nodded, "He actually strutted to the first tee and did these pronounced strwtches. I swear he actually flexed his muscles, looking right at me. It was hilarious. Actually, the man can hit the ball, but as the day went on he hit the fairway less and less," She looked at the copy of her scorecard, "74, 72. God, that felt good." She looked at George, "So, 2-2 isn't bad since we know they lost one."
Stewart got up and looked out, "Ok. I know it was a grueling week, but we have the final tallies. George's team, C&H," He looked over at their gathering, "13 and 3." Brad's team, Consolidated Financials, also 13-3" He paused, "The tiebreaker is total strokes by each team, and" He shook his head, "1,036 to 1,036." He looked over at Sylvia, "Do we have any tiebreaker for the tiebreaker? No?" He looked at the two tables, "Ok, you want to split the first and second place winnings?"
George looked at his team, "We split $5,500 four ways. I'm beat, so I'm ok with that." He saw the other three nodding, "Ok, we'll..."
"Hang on." Brad's voice overrode the ambient noise. "I didn't come here to tie, so if George there wants a playoff, I think we could get an opening for this afternoon. Mano a mano."
Stewart looked over at George, "Look, this is your call. We've never had a tie like this before."
"I'm good with that." Shannon said. She looked at the other three, "George, you can take him. You're playing really well, you shot par today." She looked over at their table, "Frankly, they're jerks. I'd hate to share the glory with them."
George nodded, "Yeah, yeah, you're right." He turned to Stewart, "Ok, but better yet. Winner takes all." He looked at Brad who gave a thumbs up and pointed at George, challengingly.
Shannon laughed, "This is going to be fun. I'll drive the cart and be your caddy."
"Sorry, no Shannon. I'm going to drive. You're going to kick some ass." George said, "You're our best chance and you've played 36 in a day before..."
She looked at the guys all looking convinced she was the one, "Sure. I've played 72 before, but I'm not going to do it playing from the reds." She looked over at the other table, then back at the three men, "I'd like to beat him without the fucker whining about my unfair advantage."
"We're talking $11,000 here. Screw your pride." George said, "Use what edge you can and no one will ever question it."
Shannon shook her head, "Brad will. I want him to lose the game and lose some of that macho bullshit." She crossed her arms and scowled at George. She leaned in, "I'm tempted to suggest you take him up on that time share in Maui."
George looked at her, stunned turning red. "Ok, but on one condition." Seeing Shannon raise her eyebrows, he smiled, "Rip his fucking balls off for me."
*************************************************
"Oh, really?" Brad said looking at George, "Not man enough to fight your own battles?"
George laughed, "Holy shit, Brad. This is a friendly match." He looked at Shannon, "She's our best player and even though you didn't pick your best player, I'm not that stupid."
Brad got red in the face, "Fine with me. It'll be easy even if she does play from the pink tees."
Shannon spoke up, laughing, "Christ! I've heard a lot of crap in my time, but I'm not playing the reds. I always prefer the tips. You go ahead and play the whites since it's your happy place." Shannon pulled the driver out of her bag and strode back.
"Don't do it Brad. We've played the whites all week, you actually have an advantage knowing the course from there." Stanley urged the older man, "Plus, there are holes you just won't have the distance."
Brad shoved by his team, snatched his driver and strode back to the blues.
*************************************************
The four of them sat in George's room laughing and joking while pouring the champagne.
"Holy shit, Shannon, you destroyed him. I almost wet my pants when I saw you go to the back tees. How the hell did you know he'd bite? Actually, did you know he couldn't hit it that far?" Richard asked.
Shannon grinned, "I watched him take practice swings. He has no backswing, his club shafts are really soft, maybe rated for an 80 mph swing, so I figured I'd actually have an advantage if he over swung. Also, if I could keep driving like I have all week, I figured he'd press and with his ego, being behind me would eat him alive."
George shook his head. "I cannot believe he shot a 94. A fucking 94! I guarantee you he's never shot over 85 in his life." He got up and hugged Shannon, "Christ, you beat him by 20!"
George went back and flopped down in his chair. "God, I'm beat. I just played 18, but watching that match left me drained."
Shannon got up and put down her glass, "I'm getting my suit on. You have no idea how good that hot tub is going to feel. My body aches all over."
*************************************************
Dan opened the door as he saw Shannon walk up pulling her bags. "My conquering heroes," He said grinning, "Or is it heroine and hero?" He hugged his wife and told her, "I missed you so much." He looked at George, carrying her golf bag, "George, come in. Grab your stuff out of the car. I fixed dinner."
"No, that's fine, thanks. I'm sure you two want to be alone." George said as he carried her bag inside.
Shannon put her hand on his arm, "Stay." She looked at him, daring him to say no, "Dan's a great cook and if I have to jump him, we'll go into the kitchen." She grinned at Dan.
After eating, "Ok, Dan is a great cook. That was a really good meal." George said.
Dan stood and gathered the dishes, "Go. Go sit in the living room. I want to hear all about things."
They started out telling about the golf matches and how they swept the first few days and when they finished telling about the final match, Dan looked over at the two, sitting close together on the couch, "Ok, I wanted to hear about that, but what I really wanted to hear about are the bets." He looked at both, Shannon's told me some of it, but that must have been fun."
George felt himself blushing, and looked to Shannon for help.
"I told him all about the stripping down, the vibrating panties, the hot tub, naked with seven men." She looked at Dan, "But I'd like to hear what George felt about it." She patted George's leg, "You realize I was this," she held her fingers a quarter inch apart, "close to jumping you." She looked at Dan, "Christ, I'll let you have your fun while I wear those panties, but George had the entire restaurant practically getting me off."
George grinned, "That was the best part of the week. Ed and Richard still think they were summoning the waiter. I had the real pager in my pocket and I delayed, I don't know, five to 15 seconds before I pressed mine so they'd keep pressing it."
Dan laughed, "I wish I could have seen that." She glanced at the bag, "Though perhaps I don't need to wait."
Shannon shook her head, "No, no, no. No way..."
"Modest?" Dan asked, "George, didn't you see her naked? And from the sounds of it, you had her in your arms when she came." He looked over at his wife, "I got you a present, anyhow. It's on the bed."
She looked at the men's eager faces, "Oh shit. I cannot believe I'm doing this, but..." She grabbed her bag and headed up to the bedroom.
George looked at Dan, "I cannot believe you're fine with me flirting with our wife, I mean, if she were my wife, I'd probably be really protective."
Dan looked straight at George, "I trust her. I totally knew she wouldn't cheat on me. Flirting is fun. Flirting at parties with other men makes her feel wanted, and when we get in bed, I am guaranteed to get lucky." He smiled, "Win, win. I would be really jealous if she were to sneak behind my back, but I feel she told me everything. Did she leave anything out?"
George thought a minute, "No, I mean perhaps details, but everything she told you is all that really happened. What if I'd gotten a hole-in-one? Did she tell you about that?" George asked.
"Sure, she did. It probably would have bothered me, but I would never have stopped it since a debt is a debt. Anyhow, the odds of that happening..." He whistled. "Shit, last month when she aced that hole was the first time I'd seen her do that." Dan said.
"Actually, it did happen...no, not me. She got another ace." He said nodding his head, "She didn't tell you?"
Dan looked suddenly intrigued, "Ok, no, she didn't. Tell me, what did she win?" He looked up and saw Shannon walk down the stairs wearing the red teddy he'd gotten her and laughed, "Ok, that's getting into the spirit of the thing." He looked over at George, "I assume this is ok with you since you've seen her naked already."
George nodded seeing this vision in the sheer, lacy fabric. He watched as Dan stood up and pulled her into an embrace, running his hands all over her body. He wished it were him feeling her warmth against him, grabbing that ass. He jumped up as he saw Shannon holding out the remote to him. He took it and sat back on the couch as he watched the blonde wrap her arms around Dan and kiss him deeply.
Shannon felt that familiar and now welcome jolt as George pressed the button, "Oh fuck...yesss, my God that's niccccce." She hissed as she buried her face in Dan's shoulder.
George released the button, then pressed it again getting Shannon to hump against her husband. He loved watching her ass flex every time he hit it. He stopped, seeing Shannon whisper something to Dan.
Dan broke away, "Let me try that." He took the remote and watched as Shannon went over to the couch and straddled George's lap. He hit the button and saw his wife writhe against the man. He found if he hit the button for two seconds, then release it for two seconds, her humping against the man would match the rhythm. He saw Shannon pull George's hands up onto her breasts as she ground against him and soon he could hear her grunting over and over, 'Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck...' as he kept hitting the button. He hadn't noticed how it happened, but Shannon's teddy was pulled down to her waist and George's mouth and hands were all over her exposed breasts.
George felt his cock getting crushed, pulsed and rubbed and felt the rising aching in his balls and groin. Her nipples tasted wonderful as he flicked the hardened nub with his fingers and tongue. 'God, she's an incredibly sensual woman, so alive, so much into the pleasures...' He thought. George didn't want to mess up his khakis, so he tried to think of golf, baseball...He couldn't divert his thoughts seeing how the girl got lost in the pleasurable feelings going through her. He was loving how she pressed her chest into his hands, urging him to maul her tits, pinch her nipples, but most of all, he could feel the moist heat against his cock and soon she lost it, spasming against him as she got lost in the release. Feeling...hearing her explosive orgasm made George forget everything except the eroticism of the moment and as he buried his face between those breast he spewed his pent up sperm, soaking his pants.
Shannon collapsed onto the man, panting deeply. Finally, she turned her head and looked at Dan, "I really thought he was going to do that outside my room when he tortured me with that thing." She got up and strode topless into the kitchen to get a towel.
As Shannon handed George the towel, Dan chuckled, "I'm actually impressed you held out as long as you did." He pulled his wife into his arms, "Why don't you show George the guest bedroom and I'll meet you in our room." Seeing her look at him questioningly, "Hell no. He needs to earn it on the golf course, like the rest of us."
As Dan turned the lights off in the family room, he had a sudden thought. He turned to the two walking up the stairs, "Hey! I never did hear what Shannon won for getting the hole-in-one."
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Jeremy clutched his knees to his chest, "Oh, God...oh, God...oh, God...oh, God...oh, God...oh, God." He kept repeating as he rocked on his ass on the floor of his closet. His eyes kept darting around the room looking for...what? What could possibly make up for what he did. His eyes saw his school books on his desk, his laptop and he couldn't fight back the tears realizing he'd never see them again if he ran away. His head jerked towards his closed bedroom door hearing a creak. He strained his ears but not hearing anything more went back to rocking in terror.
Jeremy had just turned 18. His future seemingly glowing. He had just received his acceptance letter, his parents bought him his first car..."Oh, God." He cried, thinking about when his mom handed him the keys last week, a giant smile across her beautiful face. "What have I done? How could I do that?" He cried, the tears now flowing freely, his mumbling turning into sobs.
He cracked his head against the back of the closet hearing a scream followed by a door slamming. His stomach cramped hearing the feet pounding up the stairs. He tried to will himself to melt back into the wall behind him. He should have packed his bags and left. He should have hidden in the basement. He should have stood up to those guys.
The door exploded open and he saw his mother as furious...more furious than he'd ever seen her. He clutched his shins tighter feeling his tendons scream out as he stared wide-eyed at the half-naked woman.
"You, you little shit...you didn't, did you?" She screamed.
Jeremy tried not to look as she opened her robe, showing her nude form, tight breasts, muscular, taut waist, her clean shaven pussy and traces of cum running down her legs. He covered his face in his hands waiting for her blows. He wouldn't block them, he'd let her beat him as long as she wanted. He deserved it.
"Look at me you little shit. Get out of the damn closet and stand up like a man, since apparently that is what you think you are!" Stephanie screamed, her voice cracking. She watched as the skinny boy crawled out of amongst his clothes, the clothes she suddenly remembered lovingly washing and hanging up. As the boy stood up, she reached past him and yanked the shirts off the hangers and throw them around the room. As she raged, she saw Jeremy standing there, head down, tears streaming down his face and suddenly calmed down.
Panting from the rage, the screaming, her bare breasts heaving, her throat hurting from screaming she grabbed his shoulders and shook him. She reached between her legs and held up a white creamy substance. "Is this yours? Your cum? Did you fuck me? Did you fuck your own mother?" Seeing him feebly nod, she pointed down to her crotch, "And did you shave me? Why? Why would you do that? Are you acting out some sort of pent up frustration or something?" She slapped him once, hard. She thought about the violation of trust by her own son and she started crying and slapped him again and again.
Jeremy welcomed the blows. The stinging pain was nothing compared to the pain he had inside and did nothing to shield himself.
She stopped, seeing the pain in her boy's face, the tears pouring down his cheeks. Finally, she stopped. Seeing she was still completely exposed to her son, she pulled her robe closed, then reached up and stroked the boy's face seeing the vivid red hand prints. Her panting slowing, her breathing getting under control, she turned and strode across the room and stood facing the corner. Finally, she turned and came back and looked at the distraught face. "Ok, tell me why you did this? Why did you fuck your own mother?"
Jeremy looked up, deep, sad eyes, "I didn't want to, but I had no choice. I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm really sorry." He said crying again. He loved his mother, and never wanted to hurt her. Never wanted this to permanently ruin everything for the rest of their lives.
Steph looked at her son and saw real pain. She led him over to the bed and sweeping the tossed clothes aside, sat down. "Ok, I'm pissed as hell, and I cannot even imagine anything you could say..." She looked around the room, "Look around, this might be the last time you'll ever be here, so tell me everything. If you leave anything out, the clock starts. You'll have 30 minutes to pack what you need into your car and get the fuck as far away from me as you can."
Jeremy felt like throwing up. He'd never heard his mom ever use the 'f' word. He caused that, and as minor as that was, just added to his feeling of guilt. Straightening up, he knew that if the end was near, just get it over with. He thought about perhaps going to LA and trying to start his new life out there. He looked at his mom, "Ok, I'll tell you, then I'll pack up. I'm so sorry, I want to go back, undo everything, I do."
Stephanie was ultra-pissed, but also intrigued what came over her perfect son to basically rape her while she slept. She thought back to getting into the airport at 6 AM. Her body screaming out for sleep. Why had she let the Chinese take her out on the town to celebrate their deal? She was fairly hung over when she boarded the 16-hour flight and try as hard as she could, she could never sleep on planes.
She got home with a huge feeling of relief, all her senses taking in the familiar smells, sights, feeling of the perfect shower head, the satin sheets. Perhaps she should have put on a night shirt, but she was exhausted. She took a sleeping pill since she still felt a bit wired from the trip. Then waking up, remembering incredibly vivid sex dreams, dreams about being fucked hard, aggressively by a large cock, and when she woke, she felt throbbing between her legs. She touch herself, wondering if she was wet and found a strange feeling mound, like it wasn't hers. She sat up and saw a clean-shaven twat and as she felt the sticky fluids leaking out of her, saw obvious semen dripping from her fingers. Her pussy felt sore, almost bruised. In her confusion, she thought maybe one of the Chinese businessmen took her back to his room and did this, but then she looked around. Realization hit. She was in her own bedroom, back in the states and her husband would still be in Chicago, leaving just now. Jeremy! Her sweet, innocent son must have seen her sleeping naked and took advantage of her.
She jolted back to reality hearing her son's voice.
"I came home from school, trying to be quiet knowing you'd have flown home and I was in the kitchen getting a snack when the doorbell rang. I ran to the door, and opening it, saw the two men I'd seen before packing up the Barber's stuff. They asked if they could use our bathroom since the water was turned off at the Barber's." Jeremy looked at his mom thinking he was really stupid to let these strange men in. "I pointed down the hall and went into the kitchen to put the milk and stuff away. I suddenly realized the bathroom was cross from your bedroom and ran down the hall and..." He looked down at his lap, "I saw the men standing over you, and you were...I mean, you weren't wearing anything." He looked at his mom. "I don't know, did they take off your...things?"
Stephanie blushed, "No, I was too tired." She felt sudden horror, "Go on."
"I ran in and grabbed the older man's arm, 'Come on. You can't be in here.' I told him. He brushed my arm away and started taking pictures of you...of your..." Jeremy stammered, looking down at his mother's lap.
Stephanie looked horrified thinking men had pictures of her naked, "My pussy? Is that what you're saying?"
"Yes. I tried to stop them, but the older man hit me." Jeremy looked at his mom.
Stephanie had missed it in her rage, but Jeremy had a black eye. "Oh, God, I'm sorry sweetie."
"He asked me if I wanted a few bones broken along with the black eye. I felt like such a weak piece of shit when I shook my head. I thought about calling the police, but I knew they'd just beat me and rape you. I watched as the older man ordered, I think it was his son, to get a razor and shaving cream. He said he'd never find your hole with all that bush there." Jeremy stopped, blushing furiously. "I kept waiting for you to wake up. We no longer were whispering, and you just kept sleeping."
"That's alright, I was exhausted. So, they shaved me?" Stephanie asked.
"No, they told me to do it. I refused at first, I told them that you're my mother and I shouldn't touch you there." Jeremy looked like he was going to cry again, "But the younger one sneered and said he'd do it. He'd be a lot faster anyhow since he wouldn't worry about knicking you. Hearing that, I told them I'd do it." He looked pleadingly, "I'm sorry. I tried to be really gentle, I tried not to look, but they opened your legs wide and, well, I had to touch you and look carefully." He looked down at his lap.
Stephanie felt embarrassed thinking her son probably knew the details of her pussy more than her husband Jeff did. "Sweetie, you did what you had to do."
Jeremy vividly remembered seeing his first pussy, how complex it was. Layers of soft flesh, pinks, tans, reds. The hard nub he assumed was the clitoris. As he shaved he'd had to pull on the lips and shave with his mother responding to his touch. Her hips moving, her legs opening. He remembered the two men cheering him on, calling him a motherfucker. They ordered him to stick his finger into the slick pussy. It seemed to really excite them.
Stephanie saw Jeremy cross his arms over his lap and she knew he was getting aroused. She patted his thigh, "Go one. So, you shaved me. You were right to not let them."
"Yes, and when I got a towel and cleaned you off, the two men were arguing. I mean, they were fighting over...Mom, do I have to go on?"
Christ, she thought. This poor boy. Trying to keep to rapists away from his mother. "Yes, I need to know..." She opened her robe and indicated the cream seeping out of her slit.
Jeremy held his face in his hands, "Ok, the two men were arguing about who gets to fuck you. The older one was telling his son he couldn't." Jeremy looked in horror at his mother, "He slapping his son telling him he fucked up and got AIDs and would be locked up forever if he fucked you without a rubber. The kid yelled back that he's no cleaner. Apparently some woman named Star was suing him for giving her chlamydia or something."
Stephanie felt sudden panic, "Oh God, they didn't..."
"No, no Mom. I'm sorry, I'm so sorry." Jeremy cried, "I told them to leave. Told them they shouldn't touch you, but they all of a sudden had these evil grins and looked at me." Jeremy put his hands over his face and mumbled something.
Stephanie put her hand under his chin, "That's ok baby, tell me."
"They told me one of the three of us is going to...God, mom, I can't tell you. Shit, the older guy said 'Make up your mind because...'"
"One of the three of you isn't going to let a nice cunt like that go to waste..." Stephanie said softly.
"Yes, I mean, how did you know?"
"I remembered, or dreamt it. I, oh God, I remember you inside me. I thought it was a dream." Steph said sadly, "I...nevermind." She stopped herself remembering how huge the cock, her son's cock was, inside her. Could it be? "Go on, you can tell me, but I think I know what you did, considering you left...a deposit." She slid her finger along her smooth pussy. She looked up at her son, "I hate to ask, but weren't you scared, I mean how did you get it up?"
Jeremy turned beet red and looked down at his hands. "You. I mean they saw I wasn't hard and well one of them pulled out a rubber and said, 'Fuck it, if the faggot here doesn't make use of this, I will.' The other guy suggested perhaps, you'd suck my dick to get me hard." Jeremy looked at his mom as she licked her lips. "I'm sorry, but when I had to try something and when I put my dick against your lips, you immediately opened your mouth and started sucking on it." Jeremy felt like crying seeing the look on his mother's face, "I maybe played with your breasts, also. But I had to get hard...otherwise..."
Stephanie remembered the dream. Remembered how she almost choked on a huge cock in her mouth, remembered her right breast being grabbed. She reached under her robe and felt her right breast, "Yes, the right one." She closed her eyes and continued, "You crawled between my legs and you couldn't get your cock inside me at first...you needed to put it in a little at a time." She looked at her son and saw sadness, but also saw a tent in his shorts.
Jeremy tried to cover up his erection, but couldn't. "I don't know why I'm hard, I really don't. I'm sorry mom."
Steph smiled at him, "Men. I think you guys can get hard just hearing the word nipple." She patted his leg, "It's ok. Anyhow you were able to get inside me and you came, didn't you?"
"Yes, they told me not to pull out, but..."
"What? What were you going to say?" She asked, reassuringly stroking his leg.
Jeremy looked at him mother, "I could have stopped. I could have pulled out. I had my eyes closed and while I was, well, fucking you, I guess they left. I looked around and I heard the front door close. Shit! I should have pulled out, but I couldn't. I never felt anything like that before. I am so sorry." Jeremy cried.
Stephanie laughed. Laughed for the first time in a long time. "Oh Christ, Jeremy baby, you're a man, it's what men do." She looked up suddenly, "What do you mean you've never felt anything like that? Are you, I mean, were you a virgin?" Seeing him nod his head, she pulled him close. "God! I was my baby boy's first. I can't wait to tell all the other mothers how great a mom I am." She looked at him, "but how is that possible, you went with Leslie last summer. I thought she was a little fox."
"No, she just wanted to wait. She wouldn't do anything since she said it was against her religion."
"So," she asked softly, "I was your first...first blow job?" Seeing him nod, continued, "First...um tit?" She sighed, "Obviously, first pussy. Jeremy, I'm not mad at you. I think you did the right thing, but why did you have to shave me? Dave loves my blonde bush...loved my blonde bush. I cannot even think what to tell him."
"Oh shit. You can't tell dad. You can't. He'll kill me." Jeremy looked pleadingly at his mother.
"We'll think of something." Stephanie pulled her son close into a warm embrace. She realized she was naked as her robe opened, but figured he'd seen all of her already. Jeremy was stroking her naked back and she was feeling the heat of his young body against hers. As she held him, she realized his cock was hard and poking against her elbow. She pulled away and put her hand on it. "Honey? How big are you? I mean, have you compared?" She blushed, "Never mind, totally inappropriate." She stood up and pulled her robe closed seeing him scan her naked body. "Between you and me, I am getting to like the clean feel and look of my pussy. I'll convince your dad it was a spur of the moment thing and if he doesn't like it, he can stay away from it." She looked at her son, "Jeremy? I know you feel guilty about this, about fucking me, but don't. What you did was brave and strong. I am so relieved it was you and not two creepy men who took me." She stroked his face where she's slapped him, sad that the marks still showed. "Your first time should have been beautiful, tender. It should have been with someone you love."
"I know, mom. But it actually was. I do love you and I...never mind." He trailed off.
"What? You enjoyed it? That's good."
"No, I meant...you'll think I'm sick, but I always wanted it to be with you." Jeremy stammered.
"Wait. You wanted to be with me rather than some young hottie at school? What about Leslie?" She looked at her son, "Christ, she's beautiful. She's got a great body." Steph cupped her breasts, "She's got huge boobs. You can't compare those girls to this old body."
"Mom, your body is perfect. Your boobs are perfect. I've watched you clean house on the weekends and thought about...you, I mean you know, you and me." Jeremy blushed looking at his hands in his lap, "I mean, mom, you don't wear a bra and I've seen down your shirt."
"Is that what you think about when you jerk off?" Stephanie patted her son's leg, "Relax, it's healthy." She looked at his lap, "In fact, you'd better jerk off after I leave." Her hand moved up and gripped the hard rod tenting his shorts and stroked it gently, "Perhaps you'll have more of me to replay when you play with this." She couldn't get her hand more than halfway around the shaft and shuddered thinking that that was inside her. No wonder she was sore. She let go of her son's penis and stood up. "I guess I should tell you. When you fucked me, I enjoyed it. I thought it was the most realistic, erotic dream I'd ever had. I even remember cumming. But, it wasn't a dream was it? You did a great job pleasuring a woman with that nice cock of yours and I think there will be dozens more you'll make very happy."
"No, I don't think I can. It's really complicated, but..." He looked sadly up at his mom, "I felt horrible doing that to you, at the same time couldn't believe how good it felt. I don't know how to describe it."
"Actually, I understand. In high school, I was dating this boy and I wanted to wait, but I guess he wasn't very patient. Well, I somehow let him take my clothes off, you know, with the promise that we couldn't go all the way. I'm sure you figured out he managed to slip inside me." She sat down next to her son again, letting her robe open on its own. She looked at his face, intent on her story, "I tried to push him off, especially when he broke though. It hurt. It hurt a lot, but he didn't care. I hated him and wanted to rip his balls off, but he...he kept fucking me and well, I started to feel things. Things I'd never felt before." She reached up and stroked her hardened nipple, "He must have felt me relax because he started sucking on my nipples while he drove into me. I felt myself getting wetter and wetter and before I knew it, I came. I came and I thought it was going to do permanent damage it was so intense." She looked at her son's face, "I'd never had an orgasm before, but even while I hated this boy, my body responded. I've felt humiliation thinking back on that ever since, but hearing about you, with me, makes me realize your body can respond in spite of what your brain says."
"God, mom. I'm sorry. Did you rip his balls off? What is his name? I'd love to find him and kick the shit out of him."
"Actually, I didn't let him off easy. The asshole came inside me, knowing I wasn't on the pill and when he pulled out...I'll never forget seeing him. Seeing him stroking his cock and leering at me; the shit-eating grin on his face, him knowing he got to fuck the virgin, head cheerleader, and made her cum. I was so pissed and as he started to back out of the car, I did one of my powerful kicks right in his crotch. He fell backwards and rolled down the hill." She grinned at her son, "You know the curvy road behind the church on Aspen? Yeah, where your dad loves to go picnic? I never told him we had picnics right by where I lost my virginity." She thought for a second, "Yes, about 25 feet away. I'll have to show you. We could put up a sign." She started laughing and was really happy to hear Jeremy join in.
"Oh God, mom. Dad doesn't know?" He sputtered, "And we always grill sausages and kielbasas. God, I'm sorry, it's just too funny." Jeremy broke off laughing harder.
Stephanie couldn't contain herself hearing her son laughing and hugged him as she was cracking up and soon found themselves rolling around, holding each other. Finally, they were able to get hold of themselves and wipe the tears out of their eyes. She realized she was on top of her son, naked against him, her legs spread, her freshly shaved pussy pressing on his full-blown erection. She started to lift herself up, "I think we might be hugging more that your typical mother and son."



Jeremy pulled her back and stroked her naked back, "I like it. I feel warm and safe." He wiped a stray tear off his mom's face, "So what happened to that boy? What was his name?"
"Craig." She started laughing again. "I guess I never found out. I mean, it was his car, so I guess I stole it and drove home. He must have gotten home somehow, but I had his clothes and his car. I lived over on Elm, yes you know the house. What is that? 12 miles from the park?" She started laughing again, "Christ, I was so pissed, anyhow, he must have gotten his car because the next morning it was no longer on the street. I never spoke to him again and as far as everyone else in the school knew, I was a virgin when I graduated." She looked at her son grinned, "But, I sure was addicted to that orgasm thing. I know you jerk off a lot, but you have a long way to go to catch up with me." She pulled herself off her son, "Look, you need to take care of that and I need a shower."
Jeremy watched his mom stand up, take off her robe, drape it over her arm and pose. "You are so beautiful, mom. Thanks."
Stephanie looked down and ran her fingers across her mound and slit. "You did a great job."
Feeling the shower, with the water as hot as she could take it felt great, but the more she tried to drive the feeling of her son's huge cock inside her out of her head, she couldn't. She still felt the pulsing shaft in her hand when she grabbed it. As she soaped her silky smooth mound and labia, she realized how great it felt. Her clit felt more alive, more pronounced, so erotic. Soon she was rubbing harder and harder, her thoughts on taking that cock in her mouth, in her pussy...riding it...lowering herself onto that huge shaft. Teaching Jeremy all the positions...letting him cum inside her..."Yesss..yesss...cum inside your mommy...oh God!" She cried as a huge wave of orgasmic release rushed out from her cunt. She found herself holding herself up by one-hand, panting...the water blasting her back. Turning the water off, she got out and dried off. Throwing on the robe, she headed upstairs to Jeremy's room and knocked gently.
Jeremy had his cock in his hand and was finally close to cumming when he saw his door open, "Mom! I'm...oh shit."
Stephanie walked over, "I'd thought you would have finished by now. I sure did." She sat down and pulled his hands off his cock, "Christ, baby. You're huge. Look how fat it is." She stroked it, fascinated by the normal-sized head topping the fattest cock she'd ever seen. The base was like a small tree trunk tapering to a spear-like tip. She had an instant image of it plying open her labia before spreading them as wide as she could imagine. She shuddered thinking how often she enjoyed Dave's cock in her ass, but this monster looked deadly. Her hand was too small to grip the base, so she gripped it with both hands, "Why haven't you cum yet? Or is this seconds?"
"Uh, mom, that feels good. I came close a few times, but I keep remembering what I did to you. I just can't seem to get past...you, know...can't cum." He watched as his mother stood up and threw off her robe.
"Let's make sure this doesn't become an issue. I'd like my baby to get release whenever he thinks of me. It's every mother's dream." She took the shaft, and holding it, ran her tongue from bottom to top. She went back down and gently flicked her tongue under his ball sack, playing with each one, pulling one ball then the other into her mouth, while continuing to stroke his cock. She felt juices flowing out of the tip and needed to taste them. 'So sweet.' She thought as she sucked the head into her mouth. She realized this could be Dave's cock if she just played with the head, but feeling her lips stretch as she sucked more into her mouth, she knew it wasn't.
Jeremy was amazed. He'd jerked off fantasizing about his mom, right there, between his legs sucking on his cock. Her tits hanging down, her ass in the air. 'God, I'd love to be behind her, that round ass in my hands...' "Uh mom, I'm going to cum." He closed his eyes, totally amazed feeling his cock hit the back of his mom's throat as he exploded. The feeling was incredible, the hot mouth, her tongue stroking his shaft, how she sucked all his sperm into her stomach. His hips reflexively thrust up into her face, over and over until he flopped down, totally spent.
Stephanie pulled the fleshy tube out of her mouth, making sure to extract every drop of cum and sat up, flexing her jaw. "Wow! I'm impressed. I guess you were able to cum." She wiped her mouth and started to stand up thinking how she needed to get back to her bedroom and pull the black dildo out of the drawer.
"Wait, where are you going?" He sat up, "I have a favor to ask." He laughed, "I mean, perhaps I should say thanks. That was amazing, but I am so curious how to do that to you."
"You want to lick my pussy? It might not taste good, I mean, a lot of men don't like to do that." She walked over to the bed and lifted her son's hand and placed it on her wet slit. "Feel that? I exude a lot of juices."
Jeremy felt the slimy lips, the warm petals of her opening labia and let his finger slide inside her. He looked up and saw his mother's face, relaxed, eyes closed seemingly enjoying his touch. He scooped some of the fluids and stuck the finger in his mouth and licked it clean. "Get on the bed and open your legs up. I like how you taste." Seeing her hesitate, Jeremy added, "I came in your mouth. I want you to cum in my mouth...please? I owe you."
Stephanie climbed onto the bed, her head resting on the pillow and spread her legs wide, admiring her perfectly smooth mons. She let Jeremy open her legs wider and kneeling, lift a foot to his face. As her son kissed her feet, sucking on each toe, she wondered where he learned that, but no one had ever done that to her and she was excited to feel her pussy respond, tingles flowing through with every flick of his tongue, every toe sucked on. "God baby, that feels so good. Where did you learn that?"
Shrugging his shoulders, he continued to lick her feet, loving how exposed, how open her pussy was as he pulled up her leg. His hands travelled up and down the silky smooth skin, feeling her tight muscles. As he left her foot and nibbled and kissed his way down her leg, he looked at her face and saw the same look of pleasure, eyes closed again and lips parted as she breathed deeply. He started massaging both thighs, running his hands higher and higher, knowing she was enjoying this. He watched her pussy lips spread apart as his thumbs got close. Her chest was rising and falling a bit more rapidly and her slit was glistening. His thumbs were now mere millimeters from her labia and her pelvis was rocking as if trying to get his attention. He knew now would be the time as he lay on his stomach between her legs, running his tongue up that wet slit. 'Why did she say she might not taste good?' He thought as he instinctively lapped up her juices. He found if he listened to her breathing, her periodic sighs and moans, he could continue with what she apparently liked. He had never really known what the clitoris was, but it sure seemed to make her respond the most when he hit it. He looked up and saw the creamy under bottom of her breasts flowing out over her chest, pink nipples pointing at the ceiling, her chest heaving. He quit teasing her clit with just a quick flick every now and then and decided she wanted more, so he gently sucked it between his lips while reaching up and grabbing handfuls of tit. He found the more he probed her hard nub, the more she writhed so he was relentless.
Stephanie was almost ready to pass out from the aggressive stimulation on her clit when she felt the boiling up of all the feelings, sensations and cried out loud, "OH FUCK! Yesssssss." She grabbed his hair and pulled him onto her cunt as she exploded in wave after wave of glorious release. Her pelvis grinding, her juices flowing, her nipples almost burning under his thumbs, she panted out, "I love you so much, baby, so much."
When his mother finally went fully limp and she released his hair, he looked up at her with a huge grin. "That was great. Can we do that again sometime?"
Stephanie reached down and pulled her son up and kissed him hard, "Anytime, anytime you want. You have no idea how great that was. Thank you." She kissed him again and felt his body shift putting his cock head right between her pussy lips. 'He has to be aware where he is right now...how he's opening me up...oh God, inside me.' She thought, as their tongues pressed against each other. 'He stopped...God, push some more...' She opened her legs more and felt herself pushing back. She felt the head pop fully in. She wrapped her arms around his back and encouraged him, then moved her hands down and grabbed his ass and pushed..."Ooooooohhhh, yesss. That's it baby, fuck your mother...Oh my God. Wait! Shit you're huge... that's it, pull out and slowly push that thing into me...yes, baby, yessss...ok, a little more...God you're stretching me out...no, no. I mean in a good way. I love how you're opening me up...Wow! You're all the way in. I can feel you pressing against my cervix...that's it...nice and slow while I get used to you...God! You feel good, so good." She looked up and saw him staring at her tits as he thrust into her. "You like my tits, baby? If I get on top, you can play with them."
Jeremy nodded, "Yes, yes, I need to feel them again." He rolled off his mother, pulling her onto his waist and watched as she settled down onto his angry dick. He immediately reached up and cupped both breasts and saw that with his huge hands, he was just able to cup them fully.
Stephanie looked down and grinned, They're not huge, but I'd say they're a perfect handful for you." She began raising and lowering herself, pulling up just enough to feel the wide shoulder clear her lips, then savored the feeling of the widening flesh open her up until that spear-like head entered her cervix, opening her up. She felt an impending orgasm and leaned into his hands as she more and more rapidly torqued her pelvis against the invading organ. "Uuhhh, uhh, uhhh God baby, your cock feels so good, so good. Don't cum yet, I need you to hold off."
Jeremy was almost holding up his mother by her chest as she more and more rapidly drove her pussy down onto his cock, her hips a blur as she speared herself on his sensitive erection. He through about school, about history, about chemistry, no...Sue is his lab partner...not Sue, pimply Dean. Yes think about those huge pimples...Finally, he heard his mom gasp out profanities and she ground her pussy hard against him faster and faster until she let out a last mew-like moan and fell onto his chest.
Steph felt sweat all over her body and thought how this had to be better exercise than Pilates. She kept pumping her pelvis slowly, feeling that rigid cock slide in and out. She was impressed that Jeremy didn't come as she knew he was really close earlier. She raised her head off his chest, "Ok, your turn. You can fuck me any way you want. On top? Behind? You're strong enough, you could fuck me against the wall."
Jeremy remembered when she was sucking on his cock and immediately said, "Behind you. On your hands and knees."
"Ooohh. Doggy style. I love doggy style." She slowly pulled her wet twat off her son's cock until with a slurping sound it popped out. She crawled over and got on her hands and knees, facing away from him. She looked back as he son rolled over and knelt behind her. She waited for the pressure of his cock head, and soon felt the head sliding up and down her sopping slit. "That's it baby, drive that into your mother's cunt. Take it, take me." She squealed when she felt the powerful thrust bury the entire mass all the way, "God yes, you know what I want. Pound me...pound mommy's tight pussy. Fuck me."
Jeremy had never heard his mother ever swear until earlier and now she'd turned into a panting...slut. He couldn't believe this new side of her. He decided to play along, "You like that? You like it when I spear you with my cock?"
"Yes, yes, I love it. Spear mommy's cunt. Cum inside mommy, cum inside me." Stephanie found herself slamming back into him, responding to his aggressive thrusts. When she felt his thumb brush across her anus, she pushed her ass back. She moaned feeling his large thumb bury itself in her ass. She began pulling and pinching her nipples as another orgasm neared, "God baby, you are so good at this. You're a natural born fucker...oh God, oh God...shtiiiitttt" She buried her face in the bedspread as she came for a third time.
Jeremy felt his balls ache more and more and as his mom came, he slammed hard into her and jetted his sperm deep into her womb, spurt after spurt coating the inside of his mom's cunt.
They both collapsed onto their sides, their sweat covered bodies sliding against each other. Jeremy reached around and cupped his mom's breasts and soon fell asleep.
They were awaked when they heard the front door slam. They spun off the bed, having to pull out gently when Jeremy realized he was still inside his mother and scrambled to find clothes, robe, anything. When Dave looked into the bedroom, he greeted them with a smile. Honey, you're back. How was China? Hey Jeremy, happy to see your mom?"
Holding the shirt he was folding, Jeremy grinned, "It's great to have mom, I mean great to have her back." He looked at Stephanie drop the shirt she was folding and go over and kiss and hug his father, "That's ok, mom, I can finish reorganizing the closet. I think you and dad might want to spend some time together. Sorry to ruin your plans. She was going to be all showered and dressed by the time you got home."
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Dan came out of the copy room after grabbing his documents thinking about his next bridge call. He almost ran over George Hill as he turned the corner and spun away at the last second, "God! Sorry George. I was thinking about Reynolds and what to tell them."
George grinned, "Fuck 'em. They know what we're able to do and how far we can go. Use your best judgement, but if they walk, they walk." He started to turn but stopped, "Say, Dan," He looked up and down the hall, "I'm sorry if I went too far with Shannon, I mean, um, I'm not sorry actually about what happened, but sorry if in any way this has affected your marriage." He looked at the grin on his employee, "Or, perhaps you're alright..."
Dan laughed, "Look, when I get off this call I'll sit down with you and fill you in."
Hearing the phone buzz, George picked up, "Hey Sharlene...sure...no problem, send him in." Putting down the phone he walked over to the door as Dan came in. "How was Reynolds?" He indicated one of the lounge chairs and walked over to get coffee. He held up a cup.
"Sure, coffee would be great. Black. It went really well. They must have shopped around because they agreed to all the terms and we've got a contract. You'll see it couriered over later today." He took the cup and sat back feeling great as this will go a long way to meeting their quarterly goals. He looked at George and grinned, "Ok, I'm sure you really weren't all that concerned about Reynolds, what else would you like to discuss?" Seeing the older man scowl he chuckled, "Ok, Shannon. Us. We're great. I can't say for sure if Shannon told me everything, but I'm at a loss to find anything to be upset about. Without going into details we've been pretty happy to see each other the last couple of weeks. I almost had to call in sick a couple of days due to extreme exhaustion."
George laughed seeing Dan's face and the anxiety completely dissipate. "Oh good. That's really good news. I had no desire to hurt what you two have. I'm so relieved." He looked thoughtful, "I know what you said the other night was a joke, so I just want you to know that I didn't take you seriously."
Dan looked confused, "Ok, what did I say...Oh wait, I remember. "I said you'd have to earn it on the course like the rest of us." He laughed, "Yeah, I did mean it as a joke, but frankly that wouldn't be my call. I might be married to Shannon, but I don't own her." He looked thoughtful, "That's between you and her."
"No way. Now you are joking...No? Have you discussed this with her? You'd be alright letting her sleep with another man?"
Dan shrugged his shoulders, "It's not like you'll have a prayer beating her. No offense, but when she gets on the course, she is a killer. The only round I ever took from her was the first one and I was lucky enough to drop in a long put."
"I know, 70 feet. And from what I've seen, that had to be skill. I have to tell you I've thought about nothing but your wife for the last few weeks. I'm sorry, I still cannot believe you're not jealous."
Dan took a sip of the dark roast, "Go for it. Before we played in the scramble, we might have had sex three or four times a week. The last couple of weeks we've been a lot more active that that. I can only thank you for renewing what we used to have." He got up and poured another cup, "So, if you want to challenge her, I not only won't stop you, I'd probably thank you afterwards."
George laughed, "Christ, now I wish I'd changed the wagers at Spyglass." He looked at Dan, "Who are you calling?"
Dan held up a finger, "Hey sweetie...good, yeah, they came around and we got the contract...I know, I am so relieved...Thanks, I know. Changing the subject, remember I told George that he'd have to earn it...you, on the golf course?" Dan laughed, "Yeah, I know, but don't tell him that. Anyhow, he has a question for you."
George took the proffered phone, "Hey Shannon, look, Dan sort of put me on the spot...I know, he does...I'd like to, yes, but I'm not sure what to wager." He chucked and looked at his employee, "No, I'm still trying to figure out how to explain to the accountants the first one. Good try though...Ok, yes, that works, absolutely...Ok, you're on...ok...ok...that works for me. I'll tell him. I'll meet you there at 10 tomorrow. Ok, here he is."
Dan took the phone, "Sure, yeah I can do that. I'll see to around six." He looked at George as he put the phone away. "Ok, what does she want? I'm guessing she wants a Tesla also. By the way, did I ever thank you for that? I really shouldn't thank you since she wants to drive it everywhere and stick me with the Fusion."
"You nailed it, but I can't do that. I can, however, donate to The First Tee, so If I lose, I donate $500 in your and Shannon's name. That sounds like a great cause." He looked at Dan, "So, we're playing tomorrow. Are you sure you're ok with this?"
Dan thought about how hot his beautiful blonde wife will be tonight and after the round tomorrow and grinned. "Sure, I might call in sick Thursday, however."
******************************************
Shannon saw George leaning against his car as she pulled into the course parking lot. 'God, that man is hot looking. So confident, so fit.' She thought, as she got out to get he clubs out of the trunk. She accepted the warm hug from the distinguished older man aware he made no attempt to avoid pressing his groin against her. "God, happy to see me much?" She laughed.
"Sorry, I can't help thinking about the chance, the possibilities." He groaned pulling away. "So, did you talk to Dan? I'm not sure we discussed how this might work."
Shannon pulled the bag over her shoulders and headed into the clubhouse. "Actually, that was pretty much all we discussed...um, I mean all Dan wanted to talk about, I mean, when he was talking."
George saw the flush cover her cheeks, neck and chest. "So, I guess the thought of you losing a round to me wasn't distressing?"
"Yeah, if be distressing you mean me not getting much sleep, yeah, it was distressing. Christ! He absolutely loves that there's someone who wants to get me on my back." She said huskily, "I suppose it's not very modest to say I've have a few offers to cheat on Dan, but this is the first time Dan's been orchestrating it." She sighed, "Look, you're a good-looking man, but don't get your hopes up. I told Dan this and I'll tell you. I'm not losing a round of golf to you today, or any other day." She looked George up and down, "I simply don't like to lose." She stopped as they came up to the door, "Ok, here's what Dan and I decided. If you win, um, Dan doesn't expect to see me until he gets home from work tomorrow." She looked suddenly embarrassed, "I packed an overnight bag, you know, just in the off chance you take me..." she suddenly giggled, "I mean...I guess that's what I meant to say after all."
George felt a powerful surge of pressure in his crotch, "God damn! I am so going to love winning. You cannot even imagine how often I've had a perfect image of your body in my head." He pulled the door open, "Let's get checked in and grab a cart."
As they approached the first tee, Shannon was relieved to not be paired with another twosome. "I'm surprised how few people are out today." She said looking around, "We should be able to get through in less than four hours." She got out of the cart and pulled the driver, "I assume we're playing the blues?" She looked at George who looked thoughtful. "What? What is it?"
"I'd like to perhaps do some side-bets, you know if one of us wins a hole, perhaps the other has to do something."
"What? Like what? I'm not going to give you a blowjob or anything like that. Absolutely not." Shannon sputtered.
"Would that be so bad? I mean I could do you instead." He said looking pointedly at the girl's short white skirt. "No, I meant something else. You having to lose the panties, flash me, you know. Some samplings of what I'm going to be all over after this round today."
Shannon thought about it and felt her pussy pulse, "Um...ok, but what if I win the hole?"
"I'll donate $50 to The First Tee, or any other charity of your choice. In your name, of course." George grinned, knowing he had her. Seeing Shannon nod and walk over to the tee box, he had to turn and grab his driver hoping to see more as she bent over.
After four holes they were both even, but #5 was a long par five with a dogleg guarded by sand traps. George heard Shannon mumble "Shit!" as her drive found the far trap. Putting back his driver and pulling out a five wood, he grinned at the girl as he strode onto the tee. "I hope you're aware that you'll be feeling a draft up that cute skirt of yours soon." He played the ball 225 yards down the middle of the fairway, 30 yards short of the traps.
Shannon was suddenly aware of her crotch, her pussy as she climbed into the cart. She was trying to think about how bad the lie was and how she'd try to minimize the damage, but seemingly kept feeling the breeze between her legs. She watched George address his ball, still holding the five-wood and groaned when he put it 150 yards short of the green, dead center.
George grinned seeing the girl's ProV1 nestled against the lip knowing he might just win the hole and take a lead in the match. He watched as she took he sand wedge and blasted the ball out laterally into the middle of the fairway, but 300+ yards from the hole. "Bad break, Shannon. That was actually the best you could do under the circumstances."
As they walked off the green, Shannon stopped, "Ok, tell me what you want me to do." Seeing George point to her skirt, she groaned and pulled off her panties and put them in his outstretched hand. She slapped his arm as he put them against his nose and inhaled deeply. "God, you're a sex maniac. If I'd know we'd be playing strip golf, I would have worn more layers." She plopped her putter into her bag and decided it was time to bear down. No way was she letting this cocky man win, this handsome cocky man...the man she twice came as hard as she ever has while grinding against him. She felt certain things opening up and decided to focus on the par three and knew she had to get the score back even, or perhaps get a lead. "You have honors."
George realized he was not focusing as much as he should be when he shanked his 7 iron into the trees on the right. He smiled at the cute blonde as she put her tee shot in the middle of the green.
After futilely looking for the ball, George took the penalty and teed it up again.
"Bad luck George. On any other hole you would have simply pitched it back onto the green, but..."
"I'll get it back. I wasn't exactly thinking about the shot as much as I was thinking about something else." He scribbled the score down, "a three-stroke swing. Down two."
Then next few holes, George played terribly but wasn't disappointed as he saw that the cute blonde gave up trying to be modest and focused on analyzing the putts and just bending over to tee up her ball. Shannon, on the other hand, found herself more and more keyed into the match and oblivious to the show she was inadvertently giving her husband's boss.
Walking off the eighth green, George shrugged his shoulders, "I guess you wasted your time packing the overnight bag." He looked at the scorecard, "Down seven. What a slaughter. I dropped eight shots in three holes." He grinned at the girl, "However I'm delighted to see you've kept yourself shaved, except for that nice patch of gold."
Shannon giggled, "Yeah, I've been aware that you're always looked back as I check out the putts, but it's not something you haven't seen before." She checked the distances for the ninth, "You might get a stroke or two back on this one. The longest hole on the course."
George let out a whoop as his 35-foot putt rattled in. "An eagle! Finally."
Shannon came over and exchanged a high five with the grinning man, "Great hole. That was impressive." She suddenly realized George was going to have her do something, but what? She looked over at the man entering their scores and waited.
"Nice, just down four. Watch out, or you might just need that bag. Ok, I think I know what I want from you." He pointed at her chest.
"What? You want me to flash you? Here?" She looked around and saw they were in front of the clubhouse.
"No, I'm collecting undergarments. I want your bra."
"No way. This is a sports bra. I can't simply undo it and slip it out." Shannon shook her head at the man. "No way, not happening. Besides, this top is not exactly opaque."
"Ok, if that's the case I guess we can head over to my place since you're forfeiting the match. Oh come on, you can stand behind the bush by the cart. No one is behind us and no one will see you." George said gleefully. He followed the resigned girl past the cart.
"Turn around. I have to take my top off...oh shit, you aren't going to do that, are you?" Blushing, she turned her back on the man and pulled off her top. Then she reached down and pulled up her tight bra, feeling the bounce as they cooled in the gentle breeze. She was aware George had moved around so he could see her and felt he nipples achingly harden.
"Nice! I love those. Nice boobs!"
Shannon swung around to see the grinning beer girl and clutched her top to her chest. "I'm so embarrassed. I thought we were hidden...oh shit." As the girl got out of her cart, Shannon immediately was struck by how cute the young girl was. Tiny, painted on shorts, a crop-top barely covering her under boobs, tight, narrow waist. She suddenly looked away realizing she was ogling the girl.
The cute girl winked at Shannon, "Please. No, I won't tell anyone. Let me hold that so you can get dressed." She took the bra from the gorgeous blonde and wondered if perhaps she was into girls, or did she mis-read the her open-admiration. "You are so beautiful." She said as she handed the bra back. "So, can I get you anything from the cart? Beer?"
Shannon never felt so mortified and even though it was barely noon, nodded, "Yes, a beer would be nice." She heard the girl open a cooler, "I suppose you're wondering...I sort of lost a wager and had to lose the bra."
"Hey, I understand. I'd want you out of that bra myself, though I'd have first had you lose your...Oh. I see." The young girl sighed when George lifted the front of Shannon's skirt. "Nice, very nice." She handed the couple their beers and waved off the credit card. "No, this is on me." She climbed into her cart and as she waved she yelled back, "I'll be around again. Look forward to seeing more of you."
Shannon punched George in the arm. "I can't believe you did that. I've never been so embarrassed in my life."
Rubbing his arm, George chuckled, "We'll see. I'm sure I can embarrass you further." He looked at her thin top, hard points tenting the material that was unable to conceal the large, pink areolae. "She's right, you know. You are beautiful, and you do have nice boobs. And, I think she likes you. You have to admit, the girl's got serious looks. I saw how you were looking at her. You liked what you saw." He saw Shannon blushing, "Ok, let's hit the back nine. I've got to make up four strokes."
On number 12, she watched George's ball take one hop and drop in. "Crap. I cannot believe you chipped in. Shit, what can you possibly want me to do now?" Shannon said as George pulled his ball out of the cup.
"You'll see. I know exactly what I want, but it has to be at the right time. Actually, I think you'll enjoy it."
"What...oh Christ. You're going to keep me in suspense. You know, I was thinking I'd let you win the match since there's a part of me..." Shannon giggled as she flipped up her skirt, "...that wants you to win, but since you're an evil bastard, I'm going to have to bury you."
George laughed, "I knew I'd win you over. Most women really enjoy how evil I can be. I find my best experiences require extended time in the confessional, both for me and my dates."
Shannon sighed, "I definitely don't want to hear about it. Come on, you're down three and you have honors."
After George drove his ball right down the middle, Shannon headed over to the 14th tee but stopped hearing a cart approach. She walked back over to the path seeing the grinning beer girl.
George went over and reading the girl's name tag, looked at her and back over at Shannon. "Elise, my friend Shannon feels like she owes you a kiss for the beers. I just want to be sure that's alright with you." He looked over at the shocked blonde, "Come on honey, you told me you'd love to." He looked back at Elise, "I suspect you'd like the same thing." He saw the flush rise in the girl's cheeks and smiled seeing her lick her lips and nod. He held out his hand to Shannon, "Come on, I think you're going to get your wish."
Shannon found herself walking forward thinking about how she could gracefully get out of this, how hard she could knee George in the balls... She never looked at a girl like this girl was looking at her. She never experimented, never kissed another girl. But soon she felt herself being pulled into a soft embrace, felt the smaller girl's breasts mash against hers and the softest pair of lips she'd ever felt press and open against hers...felt the sweet tongue against hers...
George had to adjust his growing member watching as the two girls eagerly opened their mouths and softly moaned. Elise had a hand in Shannon's hair and the other sliding down onto her ass, under the skirt feeling bare flesh, gripping and pulling her against her.
Shannon felt the girl's pubic bone grind against hers and she couldn't resist pushing back, pressing, stimulating, especially as the soft hand slid under her skirt onto her ass pulling her closer. She was fully aware that George knew their pussies were grinding against each other. She was shocked to not resist the feelings, her ass being exposed, nor her willingness to open her mouth with another woman.
George had never seen anything like that before and wished they were somewhere private. His hand was gripping his hard cock he realized these two girls were lost in the passion.
Shannon suddenly realized she was getting too aroused and pulled back. "Oh wow. You are incredible, but I think the group behind us, as slow as they are, might catch up." She found her hand had been sliding up, nearing the girl's breast and as she pulled back, Elise took it and slid it under her crop top.
"There, I wanted you feel your hand on my boob." She pulled Shannon's other hand up under and closed her eyes feeling the deft thumbs play with her rock-hard nipples. "Oh God, yes. Wow!" I might have to let the four horny frat boys behind me get what they been suggesting, now." She pulled back and sighed. "You know, the pay sucks, but the tips and benefits just can't be beat. More beers?"
As the girl headed back, Shannon felt new thoughts, new possibilities with Dan. She was aware George was looking at her and she knew she was blushing furiously.
George looked at Shannon, "Should I head home? I'm thinking you'd like to spend some time with Elise."
"Don't be silly. That caught me off-guard." She looked thoughtful, "It was nice though." She looked back and grinned, "Perhaps she'll need help with the four horny frat boys. I hope they've got stamina."
George laughed, "I can drop you off." He looked thoughtful, "Barring a miracle, I'm guessing Dan is calling in sick tomorrow." His eyes dropped to the obviously hardened nipples.
The rest of the round, George was incapable of hitting a decent shot. Shannon had given up trying not to flash him, flash anyone actually, the marshals; the beer girl; other golfers; the cart guy, the guys in the pro shop. Plus, after the session with Elise, her nipples never relaxed, perhaps from arousal, perhaps from stimulation as the top slid across them as she swung her clubs. All he wanted to do was go home and get some relief from his aching balls.



Walking to the car, George looked at the scorecard. "If we do this again, no more side-bets. I thought it might break your concentration, but I think it enhanced it. 88 to 78. You kicked my ass. Let's see, that makes an $850 donation."
******************************************
"I take it you're not pissed." Shannon looked up after swallowing a Dan's huge eruption. "I mean, it took 12 seconds of foreplay and 30 seconds sucking on your dick to get you off." She looked down, "And you're still hard. Christ, the things I have to take care of around here." She swung her leg over the slick, rigid cock and gripping the shaft, slid the head up and down her wet slit feeling her lips part before lowering herself onto the eager rod.
Dan groaned as his cock plunged into the tight, slick hole. He reached up and grabbed her breasts, gripping them as his wife bounced up and down on his shaft. "God. I can't believe you flashed your tits to the beer girl and she loved it. Did you get her number?"
Shannon moaned thinking about a girl grinding against her, feeling her bare pussy against hers and how much she liked it. "Ohhh, yes. You feel so good." She ground against the rod and looked down at her leering husband. "I should have, but no. I know where she works though, and I thought perhaps, you know, just to be friendly we should invite her to dinner." Shannon ground her clit against Dan's cock and thought back on the intense feeling with Elise, "I know we would have continued had we been somewhere else. I never was attracted to another woman, but there was something about her that exuded sex. God, she has soft hand...soft lips...great kisser. I was surprised."
"Tell me more, you grabbed her tits?" Dan moaned feeling his wife clench his cock as she pumped up and down, "How did they feel? Did you grab her ass? Was it nice?"
"Tight, really firm. Extremely hard nipples...like erasers. I'm guessing C-cup." She sighed feeling Dan probe her bouncing breasts knowing his mind was elsewhere. "She had on a crop top and had I looked up I could have seen her entire breasts. You would have loved her." Dan's eyes were closed, his cock was responding harder as she talked, "But it was her ass I liked. She had on the tightest, smallest shorts I'd ever seen. I'm sure she had no panties on or they would have shown. Narrow hips, firm cheeks...You'd have loved burying your cock in her ass, wouldn't you?...She'd let you, she'd actually beg you...That's it baby, fuck that poor girl's ass"
Dan grabbed her waist and slammed hard into her, gasping and grunting emptied his balls for the second time in 20 minutes.
******************************************
Dan walked into George's office, "I've got the contracts you wanted. We've got everything lined up and Mike on it. Was that why you asked me here?"
"Damn it Dan. I've been playing Shannon for 10, 11 weeks now and all I've done is made First Tee really happy. I mean, great organization, but I'm not usually that altruistic. I mean my motives at a lot more base than that usually."
Dan laughed. "Yeah, you mean you'd like to fuck my wife. So, what do you want me to do? No way I'm telling her to let you win. Hell, frankly as intriguing as this whole game you two are playing is, I'd rather Shannon didn't sleep with you or any other man. I said what I said not as a challenge but as a joke."
George shook his head, "I know. I know, but I've been out with at least a dozen women in the last few months and slept with none of them. I've never had a dry spell in my life like that, well perhaps before when I was really young, but anyhow I just need to ask you something. Don't answer if you don't want to, but do you have any tips? Anything psyche her out?"
Dan grinned and shook his head, "Interesting you should mention that. She told me about your side-bets and was relieved you stopped doing them. She told me she scrambled the whole back nine thinking what evil thing you'd think up." He looked at George, "Dude, that's her kryptonite. She was distracted wondering what embarrassment you'd put her through." He walked over and poured coffee. "Actually, she's been wanting me to intentionally distract her on her back swing, while putting, chipping, et cetera. She's been trying to work on her focus." He took a sip marveling at the strong taste, "I have no idea what you can do with that, but as far as I know, her one weakness is losing focus."
"Christ. I didn't think of that. All I remember is making absolute zero shots once I was that sweet bush and those tits of hers...Sorry, perhaps you don't want to hear that." George looked at Dan.
"Gee, I had no idea...look, I'm aware that you and I have shared certain erotic aspects of my wife and as far as I know, she's never kept anything from me, so be blunt, though I am a bit pissed you neglected to mention that ass. Christ, she has a great ass." Dan chuckled.
George laughed, "No shit. Ok, I have to know, does she like anal? I mean, looking at her I've often imagined burying...you know."
Dan shook his head, "First you ask me to help you get into Shannon's pants and now you want to know how far you can go once you've gotten them off? You'll have to ask her. I'm sure that would be a fun interview." He looked at George, "Ok, look. If you tell her I told you anything I'll carve Wash Me in your new Tesla. She loves anal, but only if you play with her pussy. Also, she gives the best blowjobs. God, she's good. Always, always wants you to cum in her mouth and always swallows. Her favorite position? On top. She loves being in control. What she hates most? Just try cumming before she does. Don't even think about it." Dan shook his head, "No idea why I told you all that, but I expect you'll never be able to make use of any of this information."
******************************************
Shannon climbed out of her car and saw George sitting on the porch. She pointed back to it, "Like it? Dan was facing blistered palms if I didn't get my own Tesla." She grinned evilly, "And for some reason the P100D was the only one that would suffice. Zero to 60 in 2.3 seconds. Holy crap! An orgasm every 2.3 seconds."
George laughed, "I should have offered you a Tesla just to sleep with you since that's pretty much how much I've given to First Tee. I like it. I love the red. My black one always seems to be dirty."
"So, I'm sure you're here with an evil purpose. I've never met a man with more ways to get me naked, horny, aroused, embarrassed...you name it, in my life. So, go ahead, what are you proposing now?" She unlocked the door and held it open for him. She indicated the couch he sat in last time when she gave him a lap dance, "Have a seat in your happy place, I'll get you a drink. Scotch?"
"Yes, please."
Shannon brought him a tumbler half filled with Macallum 18. I know what you like."
George smiled thinking about what Dan told him about, "Not all, but that's why I'm here." He took a sip, "I'd like to modify our arrangement. You might not have noticed, but I've become First Tee's favorite donor in the last few weeks. I mean, gee, that's great, but I'd like to perhaps even the playing field."
"Ok, this doesn't sound good. I'm not playing left-handed, though come to think of it, that might be a good skill to pick up." She sipped her red wine, "Ok, I'll bite, what do you suggest?"
"Ok, remember our first match? How you destroyed me? I also remember, it was your worst score. Perhaps I blew it calling off the side bets. I think it bothered you. Look at me and tell me the truth, were you thinking about your naked pussy? Perhaps the wind exposing you? When you squatted down to line up your putt? I'm betting you were distracted by all that."
Shannon laughed, "Are you kidding? Sure. It was a huge distraction. I'm amazed I broke 100 with how little my mind was on my game. What's your point?"
"I'm suggesting just one more match. I just keep remembering Einstein's definition of insanity."
"One more match. Evening the playing field. Why does this make me nervous?" Shannon asked.
"It should. This will require all your strength. All your focus. What I'm suggesting is one trial, if you will, that will test you. Test your abilities to focus, but perhaps enjoy it at the same time."
Shannon glared at the older man, "Perhaps you could get to the point? What are you proposing?"
"Remember the certain gift I gave you at Pebble Beach?"
"Christ, no! No way am I playing a round of golf with you zapping my pussy with you remote. I'm sure you'd zap me on my downswings, when I'm putting. I can't even think about it. You'd make sure I'd never have a single stroke without you zapping me."
"Hang on, it wouldn't be every single stroke. Look, I said 'even the playing field.' You won by an average of 12 strokes over all. I'm suggesting I get just nine zaps, or nine seconds as I will limit each one to one second. Hell, that probably wouldn't mean more that four or five strokes over all. After nine zaps - I'll hand you the remote." George held his glass in both hands, leaning forward. "Think about it. At least you'll be able to work on your focus."
Shannon sat back thinking. At worst, she'd be spotting him, what? Nine strokes. Plus, this would be many factors better than Dan talking or coughing. "Let me think about it. But to be fair, the $500 donation seems low to me."
"I knew you'd say that. I decided, if this were to be the last match, I'd make it $2,000."
"Really? Let me talk to Dan. I'd really hate it if it looked like I was throwing the match so I could get the honor of your cock inside me." She laughed.
******************************************
Dan opened George's door and walked in. "You're one evil fuck, you know that? I really was thinking you'd start up the side-bets again. You know, using self-control to keep your head in the game. I never thought Shannon would agree to play you with those panties." Dan flopped down in the chair, "Black ones at that." He looked over at the coffee maker, "How the hell is she going to play with that...that thing inside her?"
"She agreed?" George asked.
"I think so. Actually, she's pretty excited about it. She wants me to take her out and zap her to see how she handles it. Problem is, tomorrow's Friday and I have to get with Mike and Stuart tonight. Anyhow, she said she had to let you know by 'End of Day.'" Dan got up, shaking his head. "This one makes me really nervous. I never should have said a word." He poured some coffee. "Why do you have the best coffee? Don't you always say, 'The employees come first?' Anyhow, I'm stealing some and keeping the cup." He looked at the mug. "I always loved this mug."
George watched his employee leave before doing a fist pump. A chance, all he wants is a chance, after all the prize at the end will be worth it.
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Shelley reveled in the adrenaline rush as she, her husband and their four friends flew down the long hill. The roar of the wind whipping by them made communication near impossible, but she could hear the men whooping and laughing around her as they sped down into the valley. She started to feel the cool blasting down her cleavage and tried to pull up the zipper but instead she felt it give.
She looked at the guys and realized if they were to look, her jersey had opened up fully revealing her lacy bra covered breasts. Letting them fly by, she put on her brakes and stopped by the side of the road.
Jerry saw his friend's wife pull over and slammed on his brakes stopping just below her, "Shelly? Are you alright?" He laughed, "Ok, apparently having a wardrobe malfunction." He laid his bike down in the grass and walked back to the cute girl clutching her top. "Let me see." He saw she was blushing and vainly trying to cover her massive tits. She was the closest thing he'd ever seen to that actress that plays Howard's wife in the Big Bang. Five feet, if that. Tiny hips, great legs and huge chest.
Shelly blushed furiously as her husband's ex-roommate walked back up the hill. She couldn't hold on to the pieces of fabric and fix the zipper.
Jerry grabbed the zipper and saw it came out of the track. He turned hearing a yell and waved, "We're good. We'll meet you guys at the parlor." He yelled down to them. He went back to his bike and grabbed his wind shell. "Here take off your jersey and put this on. I can fix this, but it'll take a few minutes."
Shelley nodded and pulled off the bike jersey realizing her bra was extremely light and her breasts were bouncing around virtually unfettered. She couldn't hand him the jersey and grab the shell while covering herself and knew Jerry could see her nipples through the worthless bra. "You better not tell anyone about this." She hissed as she pulled on the shell.
They went over to the grassy slope and sat as Jerry worked the zipper back into the track. His fingers were feeling pretty raw by the time he was able to get the mechanism working right again. He held it up, looking at it, "I cannot guarantee it'll hold so you might want to adjust it and don't touch it. He openly looked as the girl took off the top and pulled the jersey over her head. He looked at the dark nipples and estimated they were a full two inches across. He sighed a bit too audibly.
"Ok, easy there, Jerry. Did you get a good look?" Shelly spat out.
"No, not really. I've always wanted to see those puppies." He watched as she tried to set the zipper gingerly, "Hang on, stop." He held up a finger, "Without being a bit forward, those tits of yours put a wee bit of stress on this poor jersey." He had to grab the fabric right inside of where her nipples were to take the strain off the zipper as she got it just right.
Shelly felt so embarrassed as the man's hands released the cloth and accidentally brushed his fingers across her breasts. She watched as he got up and ran back to his bike and came back with some pliers.
"Ok, I have to do this so you don't show everyone down in Belle Valley those nice DDs." Jerry grinned as he put a hand inside her top and held the zipper pull while he gently squeezed the track tighter.
"Gs." Shelley muttered.
"What?" Jerry asked as he put away his pliers.
"I said, they're G-cups." She blushed. "I haven't been a DD since senior year."
"Nice." Jerry said, "I'd love to see those someday, but let's get caught up. I can taste the hot fudge malt already." He stood and held out his hand pulling her to her feet. "Look, we're even." He said as he glanced at her chest.
"Even? For what?" She asked.
"Jerry waved his hand in front of his bike shorts, "Guys pretty much show it all in these things, so me getting to see a bit more on you makes us even."
Shelley looked at the man's penis outlined in his tight shorts and could see he was circumcised, she looked away quickly and laughed, "Ok, I can't argue with that, however, we do pretty much have our own issues..." She bent over letting him see down her top.
"True, the things we do for exercise." Jerry laughed.
Shelly checked the zipper and it felt secure and when Jerry was back on his bike, they took off and soon forgot all about the embarrassment.
"So, what happened back there?" Kevin asked his wife.
Jerry smacked his lips after taking a huge sip of the sweet creamy shake, "Her brake cable. Not the best thing to happen with all those massive curves." He said before taking another sip.
"Man! You're not kidding! You missed it, John almost bit it the last turn and barely stayed on the road." Chuck laughed.
Shelly felt very grateful for Jerry making up the story and soon they were all laughing and discussing the route home. She caught his eye and winked at him before putting her straw in her mouth.
When they got back to Kevin and Shelly's house, they all flopped down in the grass. Chuck looked up at the sky, "Holy shit! My first century ride." He looked at the others, "I'm fricken beat."
"No shit." John said, "Why the fuck are we lying out here when you've got that great pool?" He looked over at Kevin, "You didn't drain it or anything, did you?"
Kevin stood up and grabbed his wife's hand, pulling her to her feet. "You guys brought suits?" Seeing them nod, he headed into the house. "We'll meet you out back. I'll grab some beers." He watched Jerry, Chuck, John and Al climb into the huge van and get changed. He admired his purchase remembering how tough it was to convince Shelley to buy it. He could fit eight inside with all eight bikes on the top. They'd had so many great excursions in that thing, camping hiking, biking.... He heard the guys laughing as he went into the house.
Shelly was standing there trying to undo the zipper, but finally gave up and just pulled it over her head. She found herself stuck when she heard Kevin, at least she hoped it was Kevin, enter their bedroom. "Help! I think I'm trapped. Hey!" She said feeling hands mauling her tits, "Not fair, I can't move." She felt her bra being unclipped and lips on her nipples, "Ok, have your fun, but when Kevin gets here, he'll be really pissed."
Kevin chuckled, "Christ, I love these things. I feel really selfish, I should go get the guys. He gently slapped them from below and watched them sway. "Ok, I'll help you." He grabbed the hem and pulled the top off his wife, having to work the neck around her head.
Shelley groaned, "I shouldn't say this, but thank God you were here. I'm not sure I could have extricated myself." She pulled off her bike shorts and walked over to the dresser, naked.
Kevin grinned thinking it might be a lot better to give the guys the keys to the van and spend the rest of the day alone with his wife.
"Ok, enough gawking, get out of your biking gear and get a suit on." Shelley ordered. She pulled out her one-piece she always wore and heard Kevin groan.
"Come on. We bought that bikini in Maui. You should at least wear it on the mainland."
She picked up the white two-piece, "Sure, and we went to Little Beach, too. I'm not heading out there nude, or in this skimpy thing." She wanted to add, Jerry had already seen enough of her already, as she dropped the tiny wad of strings back in the drawer.
Kevin shook his head, "Look honey, you got it, you should flaunt it."
"You're impossible. You told me in Maui if we went to the nude beach, you'd never bug me about it again." She glared at him, "We went. People checked me out. I'm sure if you go out to the internet, you'll find my tits out there." She grabbed the suit and pulled it on.
Kevin heard her suddenly laugh as he stepped into his shorts, "What's funny?" He watched his wife go through the ordeal of zipping up her suit, trying to mash her huge tits into it while pulling the zipper up. He walked over and grabbed a breast and shoved it in, then grabbed the other while she pulled the zipper up so it showed minimal cleavage.
Shelley thought about the zipper failing and had the image of this one breaking, "Nothing, I was just thinking how fragile zippers are...and perhaps I should invest in a little bigger suit."
He looked at the suit and even with her large mounds, the suit seemed to fit perfectly, "I'm sure you're fine. The nice thing about Lycra is it stretches a lot." He laughed, "Of course, those tits of yours sure verify that theory." He ducked as Shelley swung her hand at him, "You know. I was thinking, you could get a job testing the strengths of fabrics." He danced away.
As they headed back to the pool. Kevin lugging the cooler and Shelly carrying a pile of towels, they saw the three young men all running and dive into the cool water.
Kevin plopped down on the lounge chair and opened a beer as Shelley dove in. He looked around his yard and loved how perfectly secluded it was. They could see for miles to the south behind the pool and with the hill on the east side and all the trees on the west, no one could see them, unless they came into the yard. He felt his cock throb remembering all the times he and Shelley had fucked out here, totally exposed.
Shelley loved playing with the guys as they never seemed to grow out of the teen years. Even though they were all in their 20s, approaching 30, no one seemed to get serious...to mature. So, laughing and playing in the pool was such a blast. She felt Jerry swim under her and lift her up, so she was on his shoulders.
She screamed as he threw her backwards in to the water. She jumped up and dove on his back trying to push him under, but he was too strong.
Kevin looked out at the guys were taking turns tossing Shelley across the pool and smiled. He was feeling the century ride and the effects of the alcohol as he lay back in the lounger. He heard his wife do a different scream and saw her arms covering her chest.
"Guys. What did you do? Did you break my wife?" He asked. He saw her bare sternum under her crossed arms and thought about getting up to help her, but saw Jerry go over.
Shelley tried to get over to the side of the pool, mortified she'd twice in one day, exposed herself, but when Jerry stepped in front of her, she stopped. "Christ, Jerry. I need to reassess my fastener choices."
Jerry burst out laughing, "No shit. Hang on, just hold the side closed, I'll zip it up." He looked at the huge amount of flesh bulging out and wondered if the zipper might pinch her skin. He looked at the blushing girl, "Um, Kevin? I think this is something you might need to help her with."
Kevin laughed, "Hey, you broke her, you fix her." He looked at the crowd around her, lay back and closed his eyes.
Shelley glared at her husband and looked back at Jerry and the three other men and sighed, "Ok, since asshole over there won't help his wife, can you please push my boobs in while I zip this up?" She felt too many hands to count grab her tits and shove them under the Lycra as she pulled up the zipper. Without making eye contact with the men, she thanked them and climbed out of the pool.
Kevin opened his eyes feeling cold drips on his chest, "Oh good. They got you back together."
"Kevin! You pretty much told your friends they could grope me. I think all four of them know as much as you do about my tits." She hissed.
"Oh relax. You've known them for how many years? They were being helpful." He looked at his wife, "Have they ever done anything inappropriate? Ever suggested anything?" He looked over at them, "I trust these guys and I'll bet they didn't do anything more than was needed."
Shelley turned and grabbed a beer, "Hell, I guess I'll call them whenever I need anything. They'd just be doing me a favor."
She sat on the edge of the pool watching the guys play and thought about their hands. No one every touched her nipples, no one grabbed more than they had to. Maybe this was just innocent exposure and no one thought much of it. She drained the last of the beer, and maybe I'll look up and see a flock of pigs. She chuckled to herself. She looked over at Kevin and saw he was asleep and the bottle was slipping out of his fingers.
"Hey, wake up." Shelley said. She pulled the glass out of his hand before it fell on the concrete.
Kevin opened his eyes, "So tired. That was a hot ride." He looked at his wife and smiled before closing his eyes again.
Shelley took the bottle and put it on the table. She felt the heat of the sun and dove in.
Kevin kept drifting in and out of sleep and finally stood up and looked at the group splashing in the pool. "Hey guys, "I'm going to go in and take a nap." He looked at the cooler, "Don't forget the beers."
Soon the guys were back to throwing Shelley across the pool. They had a contest to see who could throw her the farthest and Shelly loved it. The combination of beers, letting completely go in the moment feeling hands all over her, Shelly soon quit holding her zipper and gleefully splashed into the pool.
Chuck loved putting his hands right on her pussy and ass as he shotput the tiny girl into the pool and remembered feeling the copious amount of flesh when he helped her back into her suit.
As John was swimming across the pool, he saw Shelley flying at him and he dove back as the girl pressed her body against his. He found he had handfuls of tit trying to break her fall.
Shelley looked at the man and down at his hands, "Um, I think I'm safe now." She giggled seeing him yank his hands off her. She'd been getting a bit aroused and thought about climbing out and waking up Kevin after four pairs of hands toucher her pretty much everywhere. She started to get out when she felt strong arms around the and was lifted into the air by Al. As she was let go, she felt all pressure on her torso release and as she puttered to the surface, she saw her suit had spilt completely open baring her entire chest.
"Oh crap!" Al said, I'm so sorry, let me get a towel or something. He looked at the huge tits capped by the largest pink nipples he'd ever seen. He thought about looking away and as he stared, Shelly just dropped her arms.
Shelly looked at Al and the others and all were just standing there staring. She gave up trying to cover her chest and reached down to pull up the suit, but saw the zipper had split and the pull was completely gone. She looked down at the bottom of the pool trying to find it, but gave up.
Chuck pulled off his trunks and threw them out of the pool laughing, "This is much better" He dove underwater, shoving his bare ass up as he arched in.
Shelley watched as three more pairs splatted onto the concrete and seeing the men just continue swimming and playing sighed and pulled her suit off and tossed it over onto the concrete.
In no time, the men were swimming under water right up to the naked girl. Sometimes they'd swim through her legs as she laughed. The men couldn't really see anything because they didn't have goggles on, but it didn't stop them from swimming underwater looking up as they swam between her legs. Sometimes they'd blow bubbles which tickled her crotch, but she found the entire playful acts fun and innocent. Then she felt Chuck's strong hands on her ass as she was lifted up and thrown.
Shelley was amazed how much fun it was to be skinny dipping with four men, men who found ways to touch her all over, all in fun. She jumped on John's back and tried to wrestle him but as he pulled her over his shoulders, she found her face pressed against his cock. On an impulse, she nipped it with her lips. As John yelped and jumped back as she swam away giggling.
The guys got a bit more aggressive after that and she found herself grabbed, held, probed by the laughing guys as if they were simply tickling her. Finally, feeling exhausted, she waded over and leaned back against the side of the pool, her elbows on the edge.
John swam over and put his face between her legs and blasted the air from his lungs against the pussy, before jumping up and tossing himself back exposing his cock and balls to her.
Shelley screamed and laughed, so the men took turns getting right against her pussy and squirting jets of water, blasts of air and periodically, a flick of the tongue, before following John's example. Shelley found herself enjoying the attention and opened her legs allowing better access to her privates and made sure she got a good look at the penises and scrotums flopping around. Her laugher became softer and soon she found herself panting.
As she felt herself getting more and more aroused, Jerry squirted water hard against her clit then began licking her slit, so she pulled his head against her pussy. She moaned softly as his tongue attacked her clit and hole. Suddenly, aware of what she was doing, she pushed him away and climbed out apologizing to her friend. "I should not have done that. We shouldn't be doing this." She walked over to the lounge chair and flopped back naked.
"Hey, it's fine. We were just playing, and Kevin sure had no issue when your suit first opened." Chuck said.
Shelley thought back how Kevin laughed it off and actually encouraged his friends to grab her tits. She could hear him laughing at her predicament. She looked up as the four men she'd known since elementary school stood over her. She looked at the fours hardening cocks and laughed. "Playing. Is that what you tell your girlfriends when you get like that? Wanna play?" She looked away and closed her eyes, "You'd better dive in a cool those things down." She heard the boys laugh as the dove into the pool. She stopped hearing splashing and opened her eyes and saw all four staring between her legs. Realizing her legs were opened wide apart, she pulled them together and leaned over to grab a towel.
"Please, no. We've all talked about your body and we've all wondered what you looked like naked, so please don't cover up. You are so fucking beautiful." Al said plaintively.
"Yeah, you know us. We're not rapists. We just want to look." Jerry added.
Sighing, she dropped the towel back on the chair next to her and flopped back. She listened to them whispering and sat up, "Ok, what? What are you plotting?"
Chuck climbed out, "We wondered if you were going to burn. You know, if you needed sun screen." He walked over and grabbed the spray can and held it out for her.
She took it and sprayed her body and was well aware how closely the boys followed her hands as the covered all her skin. Groaning, she tossed the can to Chuck. "Christ, go ahead. I know that's what you want." She looked and the others, "Come on. Make sure I'm fully protected."
Kevin rolled off the bed feeling like his bladder was about to explode and felt the onset of a headache. As he came back from the bathroom, he heard giggling. He looked out and was shocked to see his wife lying naked on her back as his friends rubbed lotion all over her body. Why were they all naked? Skinny-dipping? Without him? He shook his head remembering the zipper on her one-piece broke and figured they wanted her to be more comfortable. However, they sure seemed to be spending a lot of time rubbing her huge tits, but saw they were holding the can of sunscreen, but still....He was about to open the window and yell at them to stop when he heard Shelly tell them, "That's enough of my front," and roll over. He watched them cover her back, spending a lot of time between her legs but again, when he thought about stopping it, saw Al slap Shelly's ass and turn and dive in followed by the other three. Realizing they were just being friendly, he decided to crawl back into bed and soon was asleep.
John, Al, Chuck and Jerry got tired of swimming without the naked nymph and thought Shelly had the right idea. They all climbed out of the pool and flopped down on the lounge chairs on either side of their friend's wife, mock fighting for the closer ones. Jerry picked up the sun screen and started to rub some all over his naked form when he thought of something. "Um, Shell? I think you owe me...us." He held out the spray bottle. Shelly looked over at the boys on each side of her, their bodies completely exposed to the sun. Groaning she got up and patted over to Jerry and took the bottle. "I'll do your back. Roll over."



Jerry grinned at her, "We were very attentive when doing you. Front and back."
Shelly scowled at him and said, "Close your eyes." Seeing his eyes closed, she sprayed the lotion starting at his face and continued onto his neck, chest, stomach, waist, legs and down to his feet. She put the can down and rubbed the lotion all over his face, gently making sure his eyelids were protected. Then she proceeded down his neck and chest, impressed with how firm is pecs were. When she reached his waist and felt no body fat, she marveled at his six-pack abs. As she massaged the lotion in around his genitals, Jerry grabbed her hand and placed it right on top of his hardening cock.
"Please, I'd really hate to burn there." He asked. He sighed as the beautiful girl took his cock in her hands and stroked it as if she were jacking him off. "Yes, that's it, make sure I'm completely covered."
Shelly saw his cock grow to its full glory and her fingers couldn't get around it. She fisted it with both her tiny hands and still saw she covered just half the length. She stroked up and down feeling his pronounced veins; his bulbous head and a steady pulsing within. She realized she'd been stroking it for much longer than was necessary, so she slid her hands down onto his scrotum and spraying more juice, felt how big his balls were. She hefted them and gently stroked the slippery liquid around and under. Soon her face was mere inches from his crotch and her breathing was heavy and ragged.
Jerry watched his friend's wife unconsciously lick her lips as she worked the sun screen all over his genitals, leaning closer and closer. He gently reached up and cupped one of the monster tits hanging down and when she made no move to stop him, he gently ran his thumb across her nipple. He felt it instantly harden and respond and sensed she was pushing against his hand rather than pulling away.
Shelly smelled his musky sweat mixed with the sweet smell of the lotion and saw she was close enough to taste that throbbing, fleshy shaft and sat up suddenly. "Sorry, I guess I'm tired. I need to focus." She glanced up at the bedroom windows wondering if Kevin were awake, if he were watching. She thought about how often during sex he'd tease her describing this very situation. 'Shit! I wonder if he planned this. If he is watching and jerking off.' She hurriedly finished Jerry's legs and feet before telling him to turn over. She sprayed the sunscreen all over his back, ass and legs and realized she'd sprayed too much on his ass. She worked from his feet up and saw that Jerry intentionally opened his legs so she could get a good look at his balls. She wondered how painful it must be to lie on that huge boner, but as she worked her way up, she saw some of the liquid flowing down his ass crack. She instantly ran her fingers down his crack eliciting a groan from the boy. She was going to move on, but was fascinated seeing his butt rise as her finger traced around his asshole and over his balls. She wondered if he would cum if she kept it up. She realized Jerry was no different from Kevin who loved having his asshole played with.
"Ok, we're burning here. I think you've got Jerry worked up enough." Chuck called out.
Shelly finished up Jerry's legs and moved over to Chuck. "Sorry, I am not really used to being around naked men, outside of Kevin." She said as she worked her way down to Chuck's waist. She was determined to simply cover his hips and genitals and keep going, but again found herself mesmerized by the growing member in her hands. She saw it stretch out and grow, curving and pulsing as she stroked it. Chuck was responding with hip thrusts as she stroked his cock and his hand also found her tit and stroked it as she worked her way down to his balls. Kevin's were no way as large and heavy as these boys' were, were they? She made a note to check later when she and Kevin were alone. She wondered how this curved cock would attack her vagina and wished she could find out now. Finally, she finished Chuck's front and started on his back. As did Jerry, Chuck opened his legs encouraging her when her fingers slid down his crack and played with his anus. Her fingers teased his ass while she watched in fascination as his butt cheeks flexed while he ground against the lounge. She slid her other hand between his legs, happy when Chuck lifted his ass up, and gripped the slick cock as he pumped against her slick hand.
Al, Jerry and John were watching as Shelly was jacking off their friend, right in front of them. Shelly's boobs bounced as her arm pumped his cock. Chuck was groaning and panting and raised his arm up feeling for her dangling tit. Rather than bat his hand away, she shifted her chest to allow access. Chuck's hand groped the entire mass, pinching and pulling as he lifted his hips higher. The naked girl was stroking faster and faster and right when they saw her plunge a finger into his ass, they heard him grunt and grind into her hand harder and saw jet after jet of cum splatter the towel spread out on the lounge chair.
Shelly felt unbelievable power as she pulled her middle finger out of Chuck's ass and slid her soaked hand from under the panting, sweating boy. She patted his ass and said, "There. I hope you feel better now."
Lying on his back, John watched Shelly get up and swish her hands in the pool before drying them off and walking over to him. He realized his cock was fully erect and painfully throbbing.
Shelly sprayed him from head to toe and after working the lotion onto his face, stopped and sprayed sun screen all over her breasts. She then laid herself across his body, rubbing her tits all over him. She felt his tongue come out as a nipple crossed his mouth. She stopped and let him suck on one, then the other before continuing down his body.
John was in heaven, even though the wife of his childhood friend was driving him nuts, she was more woman than he'd ever been with. He felt her legs straddle his thigh and her pussy press rhythmically against him. As she worked her way down, he felt himself thrusting up against her, hoping to feel his cock nestle between those flesh mounds. "God, Shelly, you are so fucking hot. Your tits feel incredible against me."
As she slid down to his cock, she pressed her fleshy mounds against his urgently thrusting cock and felt a really fat shaft almost bruising her chest. Soon she and John established a rhythm that the boy seemed to love. His hands gripped the sides of her mashed breasts and his hips attacked her chest with increasing urgency. She found a nipple right in front of her and as she flicked her tongue across it, she heard John let out a deep, guttural moan and felt his hot jism splash onto her tits. It was an amazing feeling as she could feel each pulse shoot up the hard shaft and against her sweaty skin. She slid down when he was done, licking the hot sperm before grabbing the still hard shaft. She licked the head before sucking it gently into her mouth, her tongue working the remaining cum into her mouth. She popped the boy's softening cock out of her mouth and grinned up at her husband's friend. "Feel better?" He looked over at the remaining boy. "I think Al has been really patient." She looked over at the other boys, staring in rapt attention. "I can't believe I'm doing this, but think of it as a one-time thing, never to be repeated. Oh, and we can't fuck."
They watched as Shelly dove into the pool, rubbing the cum off her chest, before climbing out and drying off. She picked up the spray can and walked over to where Al was sitting. As she approached, the boy stood up and hugged her. He hands travelled down to her ass and back up, cupping her breasts until she gently extricated herself, pushing his hands away. She began spraying his neck, shoulders, chest and worked her way down, rubbing the lotion in until she completely covered his upper body.
As she rubbed the liquids in, she found Al was touching her everywhere, between her legs, her breasts, her ass but it was when she got to his cock that she found herself pushed to her knees. Grabbing the towel, she folded it and put it on the concrete. "I might not be down here long enough to need this, but just to be on the safe side..." She gripped the cock that was pointing at the sky and pulled it down and into her mouth. She flicked her tongue all over the head and opened wider as the boy pushed his hips toward her. Her hands went up his legs, onto his ass and gripped each cheek as the boy began pumping his cock in and out of her mouth.
"My ass. I want you to do what you did to Chuck....Aaaaahhhhh. Yes." Al said as he felt Shelly's finger penetrate his anus. "God damn that feels good. No one has ever done that to me before." He reached down and grabbed a tit, amazed how big it was. He ran his thumb all over the nipple, knowing this was driving her nuts. He thought about before, when he was working the lotion into the girls pussy and how wet she was, how tightly her vaginal walls gripped his finger. He looked down and saw those beautiful brown eyes staring at him as she took more and more of his cock into her throat. He grunted as her middle finger buried itself in his ass causing him to reflexively fuck her mouth. The harder her thrust, the more she took without flinching, without blinking and soon he felt a stirring in his balls, his cock. "God Shelly, I'm cumming." He tried to push her off but she sucked even harder as he exploded down her throat.
Shelly pumped her finger in and out of the boy's ass as she gulped furiously as jet after jet of hot sperm splashed against the back of her throat, never gagging, never resisting. She kept thinking he was done when he grunted out yet another spurt, then another. Finally, she felt him go limp and as she extracted her finger and felt the cock snake out of her mouth, her tongue milking all remaining cream, she watched the boy flop back onto the chair. Shelly grabbed a towel and cleaned off her face and her hand. She looked over at Jerry. "I guess you're expecting something."
Jerry grinned and helped her up. He led her over to the lounge chair and laid her down.
Shelly started to protest when he opened her legs, but groaned when she saw what he wanted. "Oh yes. I thought you were going to fuck me, but I can't do that with anyone but Kevin...Oh shit, that feels gooood." She said as she felt the boy's tongue flick up and down her sopping slit. "There...yesss."
Jerry looked up her body at her spilling mounds, rising and falling as she responded to his tongue. He reached up and pulled on those hard nipples as his drove his tongue into her pussy. He felt her pelvis thrust back, harder and harder and even though he knew his lips would be bruised, he attacked her hard nub with his rapidly flicking tongue knowing she was getting close. He felt her lift her legs, granting better access as his tongue slid below her slit and flick across her anus. But she really seemed to rise to the occasion whenever his tongue found her clit.
Shelly found herself lifting her hips up and shoving her twat into Jerry's face with more and more urgency wanting release, wanting to explode, her feet and shoulders holding her up. She hoped Kevin was watching, hoped this was what he wanted, wished she knew for sure if he wanted to see her impaled with all his friends' cocks. 'God, how great it would be if that was what he wanted.' She opened her eyes and saw Chuck and John standing over her, stroking theirs cocks and reached up and grabbed them. As she felt the rock-hard shafts she could no longer think or feel anything but the pulsing cocks and the nerves in her groin aching, nipples aching, cunt burning - nearing climax. She pulled a cock down to her mouth and sucked it in just as she felt her whole body release. "Ooohhhh shit! Aaaahhhh, aaaaahhhh, aaaahhhhhh." She writhed around in orgasmic haze as she felt Jerry deeply stab her pussy with his tongue, aware that he had to be swallowing furiously to keep up with her fluids. Finally, she came down, her body relaxed, and Jerry's ministrations were less urgent and more tender.
Jerry looked up grinning, "Wow! You sure cum a lot." He looked at the other boys, "Can you believe Kevin gets any sleep at all?"
Shelly pulled Jerry up can kissed him. Without thinking, she realized his cock was pressing against her slimy pussy and felt the head part her lips. Instinctively she opened her legs, pushed back more but coming aware as the head popped in, pulled away from the kiss, "Oh Christ, I want you to fuck me, but I just can't. I'm sorry, but I just...."
Jerry crawled off her and straddled her chest. Laying his cock between those G-cups he grinned down at her. "Ever since I helped you with your brake cable earlier I've envisioned my cock right here." As Shelly squeezed her tits together, Jerry began sliding his cock between them. He looked up as Chuck handed him the sun screen, so he sat up and sprayed lotion all over his cock and valley between those huge pillows.
Shelly felt hands against her pussy and ass as she watched the nice cock attack her tits. Soon, multiple fingers were in her ass, her cunt...probing, opening her up...getting her ready? She loved seeing Jerry's abs flex as he fucked her tits, his cock head appearing as he thrust more and more against her. She squeezed her breasts together. Her legs were being pulled wider apart and she was becoming less and less sure that she would refuse one of the boys to fuck her, in fact she was getting close to begging for a cock.
Jerry couldn't believe how those tiny hands tried to press such a massive amount for flesh and pushed farther forward seeing her face leaning down, her tongue flicking out.
She opened her mouth whenever that huge purple head got close and wanted him to just thrust a bit more, just a couple more inches forward....She looked up at him and saw a focus on his face. "Let me know when you're gonna cum, I want you in my mouth." Shelly ordered him. She was wondering, three, four fingers in her cunt? 'God damn I need a cock in me. I wish they'd just fucking take me.' She thought as the boys seemingly took turns with her various holes.
Jerry knew he was close and grunted out he was cumming. Shelly immediately grabbed his ass and pulled him into her open mouth making him groan with pleasure feeling that warm, smooth orifice sucking on his incredibly sensitive head. "Oh fuck! Uh, uhhhh, uuuhhh, aaaahhhh." Spewing an amazing amount of sperm into the girl's throat he kept pulling back and driving in. Finally, totally drained he reluctantly pulled out of her throat. I'm sorry, I could have choked you. I totally lost control."
Shelly laughed as she grabbed a towel and wiped her mouth off. "Except I pulled you all the way into my mouth. Relax, Kevin taught me how to deep throat." She looked over at Al, "I'm guessing I did ok."
Al laughed, "Ok? I've never cum in a girl's mouth before let alone been deep-throated. I was amazed. Plus, you swallowed. Jerry, I'll bet you've never had a blow job like that before."
Jerry crawled off the naked girl, "No. Never." He looked down at his friend's wife, "Um, perhaps we better get you cleaned up and dressed. Kevin has to drive us home."
Shelly got up and hugged each of the boys, "I appreciate you not fucking me. You have no idea, but if you tried I would not have stopped you. I cannot wait for Kevin to get back from dropping you guys off. Perhaps TMI, but I need him to pound the shit out of me." She said grinning.
******************************************
Shelly walked naked upstairs, pulled on a summer dress and went over to the bed. "I hope you're happy. That was for you." Seeing him lying on his stomach, not stirring, she went over to him. "Kevin, are you ok? I'm sorry to wake you but the boys need you to drive them home." Shelly said softly, sitting on the bed feeling like a total slut realizing Kevin wasn't even watching.
Kevin grabbed his temples, "God! Speak softly. My head is about to explode." He grimaced, "I'm sorry baby, can you drive them home?"
Shelly looked out the window, "You know I can't drive at night. Ever since I got Lasik...it's already dark and it's a two hour round trip." She sighed. "Honey, can't you take some ibuprofen or something?"
Kevin put a pillow over his head, "I took four already. I'm sorry, ask Jerry if you can sleep on his couch. Turn the lights off, I just need to get rid of this migraine."
Shelly went downstairs and saw the boys loading their stuff in the van. "Kevin apparently has a migraine, so I'll have to drive you guys home." She looked down feeling like if she said anything, a line would be crossed, "Um, Jerry, I can't see to drive at night, so could I crash on your couch?" She heard complete stillness as the guys all contemplated the drive in the van. She looked around and sighed. "One of you has to drive since it's already getting dark. Crap! I didn't mean it that way," she sputtered seeing their knowing looks at each other. Realizing the inevitable, she softly said, "Let me go pack a bag." As she turned, she added, "If you fold down the back two rows of seats it converts to a full-size bed."
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The tall, beautiful blonde wondered why she agreed. It actually made no sense putting herself in a position to be forced to give herself to another man. The previous rounds were barely contests as George couldn't keep up with her. It was strange as there was always a twinge of disappointment whenever she took the match. She shook her head, that's not happening. 'God, it felt huge.' She thought. 'Is that why I agreed to this? Get real, Dan always left her totally drained. A bigger cock wouldn't be better, just different.' She instantly felt a tempting spasm in her crotch, 'Different. God, different does sound nice.'
Shannon groaned, holding the panties and evil black cylinder. The thought of driving in with this inside her vagina wasn't overly appealing and suddenly started giggling. 'I wonder if somehow the Tesla might inadvertently activate this...'
She decided on a black skirt as the white ones she usually wore definitely wouldn't work with the black panties. She replayed the intense vibrations she experienced and was both scared and intrigued by the challenge of overcoming the distraction on the course. If she could ignore this, she might be able to ignore anything. She picked up the remote and pressed the button, instantly feeling her knees get weak. 'Fuck! Why didn't I test this out before I called him back yesterday?' She thought. She hit the button a couple more times and knew she'd be incapable of any decent shot if George does that.
She looked at her overnight bag realizing she'd most likely need it.
George drove up and parked next to Shannon's car. Grabbing his clubs, he saw her pull around with the cart. He threw his bag on the back and plopped down next to the fit blonde. "So, I assume you're fully equipped?" He grinned at her.
"Yes, and no, you're not going to verify." She handed him the remote. "If you hit the button now to test it, count that against your nine allotted." She said quickly seeing his thumb begin to squeeze.
As they approached the first tee, they saw two boys practicing their swings. Shannon looked at George, "Christ. We didn't plan this well. There is no way this is going to work."
George looked over at them, "We can do this. Look, what about we tell them there's a battery in your shoe and you're trying to improve your focus...you know, that way it looks like you're working on your game and this is just a tool..."
Shannon groaned knowing no one would believe her pelvic responses would ever be mistaken for a jolt to a foot. "Not the shoe, perhaps my lower back. Christ, let's just do it. I have a really bad feeling about this," She paused, "though I think the feelings might get worse. Fucking Dan. I was going to toss these, but he wanted me to keep them." She climbed out of the cart and walked over to the boys. "Hey guys, I'm Shannon and this is George." They shook hands with Brett and Cliff, "What are you playing? We'll be hitting from the tips."
Brett looked at Cliff, "But, I mean, wouldn't you play off the reds? I mean..."
Cliff slugged the other boy, "Brett, don't be an ass. Don't you know who this is? Look at her. You know, Shannon?"
"Oh shit, Shannon Davies. Holy crap! I'm sorry. Our coach showed us the tape of your final round in the NCAAs. You were 4 down at the turn and shot 28 on the back nine. Never lost your composure. He shows the tape to all his teams, analyzing every shot. He maintains it is the most perfect round he'd ever seen. Gusts up to 30 miles per hour and you were totally in control the whole way." Brett mock bowed, "Please accept my apologies."
Shannon laughed, "He should show you the third round. What not to do...But thanks, it's nice someone remembers that." She looked at the boys, "College? High school? What team are you on?"
"Jefferson High. We're twins, fraternal, obviously. Next year, we'll be playing for Texas, hopefully."
George whistled, "Nice. Shannon, Jefferson won State last year and looking really good this year."
"Sorry, I didn't know that. You must feel great. That's a huge accomplishment." Shannon said, shaking their hands.
"Thanks, Brett is the High School player of the year. Not quite the same as College Player of the year, but without me making him look good, he never would have made it." Cliff looked at George, "Is this your husband?"
George interrupted Shannon, "Yes, George Williams. Great to meet you boys."
As Shannon and George headed back to grab their drivers, she whispered, "Why did you say you were my husband? This will never work. If we tell those boys that I'm using this as a training tool, they'll want to know where they can get one...I'm not sure we'll have a good answer. Please, let's do this next week? Perhaps when it's just the two of us."
"Look, we have too much fun, or at least I do, with sexual banter and innuendos. If I say I'm your husband's boss, what will they think? Also, let's do this. You wanted a challenge. You wanted to work on your focus." He pressed the button three times.
Shannon gasped and clutched the side of the cart feeling electrical shocks shoot though her vagina. "What the fuck did you do that for? Christ! I almost fell on the ground."
"That's three. I have six left." He patted the panting girl on the back, "Grab your driver. Let's kick some ass."
After three holes, Shannon was up one stroke over the two boys and George was one back of them. Since Shannon had honors, she was addressing her ball when George pulled out the remote. Cliff looked at Brett nodding at what was in George's hand. As Shannon started her downswing, George pressed the button for one second.
Shannon felt the jolt shoot through her and plowed her driver through the turf a foot behind the ball and missed seeing where it went as she dropped the club and grabbed her knees.
"Dude, what did you do? What is that?" Cliff pointed to the remote.
George watched the ball roll 20 feet in front of the tee box. "This? Shannon's been trying to work on external distractions. You know, talking, coughing, cell phones. We came up with a method to force her to maintain focus...ok, it's a work in progress." He laughed. When Brett reached for it, George pulled back, "Sorry. She has an electrode at the base of her spine. I can press this just 6 times during the round." He looked over at the flushed girl, "That's one, honey. That wasn't too bad."
"Fuck you..." Shannon muttered. She picked up her club and walked back to the cart glaring at George.
Walking onto the green, Brett looked at the four balls surrounding the hole, "Cliff, you're away. Nice recovery, Shannon."
Shannon was relieved to par the hole in spite of the terrible tee shot. George bogeyed it and was not thrilled he wasted a zap.
"Christ, you recover well. I thought I had you after seeing our tee shots. I think I'll have to be a bit more judicious with my remaining chances." George said as the headed to the next tee box.
Brett stood next to Shannon as George teed off and after he shot, asked, "Where did you get that shocking device? Does it hurt? I mean, how many volts is it?"
George walked up, "I sort on made it in my shop. I don't know if it is available."
Cliff walked to the tee box, "Hey, I've got pretty much anything we'd need to make that. Do you have the schematics I could look at?"
Shannon glared at George as if to say, I told you so. "Um guys. We kind of lied to you. This is really embarrassing, but it's not exactly what you think." She blushed looked at the boys, "Um, they're vibrating panties. I mean, it works the same way, but I'm pretty sure they don't make them for guys."
George showed them the remote with the make and model on it. As one of the boys reached for it, he pulled it back, "Maybe later. I've just got 5 more I can use. I'll tell you what, if I have any left over, I'll let you see if you can make her jump." He glanced over feeling the daggers Shannon was shooting at him.
"Holy shit, look at this, Cliff." Brett said holding out his phone. They both looked at the blonde realizing what she had on.
Shannon looked at them staring at her crotch and felt mortified. She strode back to the cart and plopped into the seat.
A couple of holes later, the beer girl Elise pulled up, "Hey guys." She climbed of the cart and came over and hugged Shannon, "Sweetie you look distressed. What evil thing does George have you doing this time?"
"I'll tell you about it later," she scowled at George.
"Ok, too early for a beer? Ice tea? Ok, George, what are you having?"
The boys watched the beautiful beer girl hug Shannon for what seemed like a much-longer-that-Hi type of hug and looked at each other. After she grabbed the two drinks, she looked over at the boys, greeting them warmly causing a stirring in their shorts.
"Brett, Cliff, my two favorite high school boys, Snickers and Mountain Dew?" She turned and grabbed the candy and drinks. She looked back and went over to Shannon, "Let them have honors. Every Friday I look forward to the amount of sexual tension between you to. Spill it.
Shannon explained the boys think George is his wife and this is a way to increase focus...
Elise laughed and walked over to George who was getting ready to tee off and held out her hand, "Come on, let me see that."
The boys looked at each other, eyes wide, seeing the beer girl headed over to Shannon on pulled her into a tight embrace. They saw Shannon jerk her pelvis and softly cry out while being held tightly by the girl.
"Holy shit!" Elise said breaking the embrace. "That must be intense for you, shit! I'll be feeling that for the next hour." She gently rubbed her crotch as she kissed Shannon before turning and handing the remote to George. "You're an evil man, you know that. Wow! I might be calling you," she looked over at Shannon, "you know, for focus training. With teaching methods like that I might have done a hell of a lot better in school." She hopped on the beer cart and cheerfully wave as she sped off.
"Holy Christ. You guys know the beer girl? Every guy on the team has asked her out...hell, we've never even scored her number." Cliff said.
Brett elbowed his brother, "And now I think we know why."
Shannon felt her heart rate returning to normal, her respiration slow down and looked up at the boys, her hands on her knees, "What? Why?"
George laughed, "Sweetie, she likes you. And I'm guessing she's had a lot of lovers but is still technically a virgin."
"What, how? Oh shit." She groaned, "I thought perhaps she was being friendly. You know, to get better tips."
The boys laughed, "Tips? I'm sure she'd like more than that." Brett said. "OK, we've got a great gap between the foursome in front of us, so Shannon, collect yourself. Your shot."
The next few holes, both boys suggested George use it for this shot or that. Sometimes when she was lining up a putt, other times when she needed to blast out of a trap. Shannon started mis-hitting more shots, hearing the boys, aware that George was holding the remote and at the turn, she was actually behind even though he'd hit to button just once. "Would you just use the damn thing, already?" She hissed at him.
George grinned knowing he'd found her kryptonite. She was anticipating getting zapped so he made a point of faking pressing the button, shot after shot.
As they walked off the 18th, Shannon felt faint. She'd been walking a really fine line between teasing and cheating. Obviously, this would not exactly be cheating, but sleeping with someone other than her husband made her feel suddenly nauseous. She had the image of George's cock inside her, his hands gripping her breasts, her ass and it didn't seem real. She and Dan had used George's desires as foreplay...had acted out the fantasy of George taking her pussy, her ass, cumming in her mouth for so long, it seemed inevitable. But with the reality sinking in, she realized how unreal it all was, how utterly avoidable it was...she felt set up, but couldn't see how. She kept looking at the score card, the huge numbers after the turn. How could she get out of this? She thought how George fulfilled every wager he'd lost, the Tesla, the thousands to the charity. 'Shit!' she thought, 'I need to be his for 24 hours. I need to make him happy.' She resolved.
She put out her hand. "You did it. You beat me, finally beat me, and it was actually fair and square as you just had to press the damn button once. You psyched me out. You knew how I'd react, didn't you? I can't believe you knew that about me. Excuse me, but I'm heading to the ladies' room and disposing of these."
"No. No, you're not. You're mine for the next 24 hours and I'm planning on working off a ton of frustration." He looked over at the two boys, "I know you're not old enough to drink, but want to join us in the clubhouse?"
George slid the remote over to Cliff. "Want to try this? It's a lot of fun."
Shannon's eyes widened looking and George, "Hell no. This is not happening." She reached for the remote, but Cliff snatched up.
He looked over at the angry looking girl then at George, "Dude. I think you're going to be sleeping on the couch tonight looking at her. He held it out to Shannon. "Sorry, I can't do that to you."
George laughed, "Are you kidding? I think she wants you to. This just her playing the game." He looked at Shannon, "Honey, if you want him to have fun, you don't mind, do you? I mean, tell them where I'll be sleeping tonight."
Shannon sighed, "No, go ahead. George is right. It is kind of fun." She patted the older man's leg, digging in her nails, "Yes, sweetie, you'll be in our bed." She looked at Cliff and smiled, "When you're married you'll find games like these make our sex life a lot better." She looked brightly at George, "He doesn't complain when we're alone."
Cliff took the proffered remote and held down the button, eyes wide watching the girl gasp and shift in her seat. "Holy shit, this is cool. Brett, I'm getting one of these for Jennifer. Here try it."
Shannon felt blood rush to her face and to her pussy. She knew she was panting and when Brett hit the button, she dropped her head onto her folded arms feeling herself grinding her crotch against the seat as the intense waves hit her.
"Fuck me. This is amazing," He looked at Shannon, "It doesn't hurt or anything, does it?" He handed her the remote, "Here. You look like you've had enough.
"Thanks," Shannon grabbed the remote, "No, it doesn't hurt, but it sure is intense." She blushed looking at George and the boys, "It sort of has a strong vibration right against my...my, you know."
George looked at the boys, "We use it to spice things up and Shannon thought it would be a great tool to help her focus on the course. God, when we're alone, though..." He looked at the girl, "I think it's going to take a few more rounds to get you to really block distractions out, don't you think dear?"
"You have no idea. Let's come up with some other way since a root canal would be less distracting."
George looked at the boys, "Do me a favor. You can mention you got to play a round with Shannon Davies, Williams, but perhaps it would be better to keep this little bit of information to yourselves. Frankly, she hasn't shot 85 is perhaps 10 years, so you really didn't get to see her at her best."
"No prob, we could easily tell she fell apart with you waving that thing around." They got up, "Well, we have to head home, you know, homework." Cliff said as he and Brett got up.
Shannon and George rose, "Honey, I think we should head home also to work on so chores." He winked at the boys.
Shannon nodded and seeing the boys standing there, hugged each one feeling their bodies press against hers.
When they got to the parking lot, George looked at the two cars. "I knew I should have picked you up. I had a good feeling about today. Why don't you follow me? I'm guessing you need to call Dan."
Shannon pressed the button on the steering wheel, "Call Dan Williams."
"Shannon? You're calling me to tell me you won't be home tonight." She heard Dan say as soon as he picked up.
She immediately teared up, "God. I'm so sorry sweetie, I played horribly the back nine. I don't know why, but I couldn't hit a God damn shot." She wiped her eyes so she could see the road, "Look, I never thought this would happen. I thought this was just a really fun game, but...I'm sorry." She sniffled while trying to find a Kleenex in the center console. "How did you know?"
"I'm guessing you had a feeling. You really spent a lot of time shaving your pussy, you seemed to take a lot longer this morning packing the overnight bag, plus you never called after your rounds with George before. I'm guessing the underwear was too much to overcome?" She heard Dan say dejectedly.
"It was a terrible distraction. After the first zap, he'd hold out the remote periodically and I'd totally mess up the shot. He just pressed it the one time." She didn't mention the times before the round and in the bar. "You know I love you. I won't enjoy it. I'll let him have his fun, but I'm not going to enjoy it." She said.
Dan laughed, "Look babe. I know you. You get off with me just suggesting George is going to fuck you. I think you'll be fine. Don't worry about it, what's done is done. We knew this was a possibility. Look at it this way, when you get home, I need you to tell me all about it and I'm pretty sure we'll both benefit."
"You ok? Are you going to be ok knowing your wife is...will be, you know, with another man?" She asked as she turned left onto a tree-lined street.
"Actually, I have a lot of shows I recorded and I'm going to spend the evening catching up." She heard him pause, "Sweetie, I want you enjoy it. Make the most out of it. I mean it."
"God, I love you honey. I'll make it up to you. I mean that. I plan on exhausting you when I get home." She followed George into the long driveway, "Sweetie, we're here. I followed George home. I'll see you tomorrow. I love you."
"I love you too." She heard the connection drop and the music start playing. She got out of the car and handed George her bag. When they got inside, Shannon was impressed with how large the house was, how well decorated.
***********************************************
Dan put down the phone feeling a cramp in his stomach juxtaposed with a pulsing, rising cock. 'Why did I tell George her weakness? No way I wanted this...did I? Shit, she sounded really sad. I hope she's ok and George is gentle with her.' Dan headed into the kitchen to grab a beer and see what he might be able to make for dinner.
***********************************************
George pointed up the stairs, handing her her bag, "I'm sure you want to clean up. I put an extra towel in the master bath and there's a bag with your outfit on the bed." He pointed up the winding staircase, "Second door on the left."
Shannon took her bag wondering if George had all this ready every week, or if he just had a 'good feeling' about today. She went up the stairs dreading what the outfit might be. She found the second door and walked into a bedroom half the size of their house. She looked around thinking what was going to be happening here in the next few hours. The bag was sitting on the large bed so she headed over there. Setting down her bag, she reached in and pulled out a thin, black frilly...apron? She looked in the bag for something else, but that was it. She held it in front of her and blushed seeing it basically hid nothing. 'Christ, I hope he doesn't have maids, cooks or any help.' She dropped it back in the bag and unzipped hers, grabbing her toiletries.
She climbed into the huge shower, feeling vulnerable, being naked in another man's house and as she washed off the round of golf, she spent extra time cleaning her groin. Her clit was still incredibly sensitive, and she gently soaped up and rinsed off. Realizing she was putting off the inevitable, she turned off the water.



Feeling very naked, Shannon headed over to the bag and pulled out the apron. She slipped the strap over her head and tied the string around her waist. She turned and looked in the full-length mirror and groaned. The material covered from nipple to nipple, but not if she moved, but that didn't matter as it was sheer anyhow. Her pussy was clearly visible through the sheer fabric, but if she raised her arms at all, she was totally exposed. She turned and as expected, just strings providing no cover at all. She felt a pulsing in her pussy knowing she'd might as well be naked.
George looked up seeing the goddess striding down the stairs, all her glory exposed. He loved seeing the clean slit, her pink nipples bouncing up and down under the black mesh. He stood up, "Shannon, I've never seen you look so beautiful. Come on in, I poured some wine." He handed her a glass before twirling his finger in the air. As she slowly turned around, he loudly sighed, "God. I saw you naked in Pebble Beach, but you look even more beautiful, more...sexy. Maybe because I wasn't allowed to touch..." He reached out and cupped the girl's ass.
Shannon stood still as George's hands massaged her ass, probed between her legs, obviously appreciating that she was getting quite wet. She felt his breath on the back of her neck as his hands travelled up and slipped under the apron to explore her breasts, her nipples. She closed her eyes feeling herself relax and let go, "Nice, you have very nice hands." She sighed. She cooed when his fingers gently pinched and pulled on her nipples and ground her ass back against his cock as she felt it grow.
George turned the girl around and brought his lips to hers, tasting her tongue as she opened up immediately. He felt her responding to his hands exploring her perfectly smooth skin, her mons eagerly pressing against his rock hard rod, his tongue sliding across hers. She pulled away and slid down onto her knees and undid his belt buckle. He saw her look up at him, wetting her lips with a small smile, her eyes shifting to the prize in front of her as she lowered his pants to the floor. He watched to see her expression when she pulled down his boxers and his long, fat cock bounced against her face. He almost came seeing her eyes widen, her mouth open. He smiled down at her as she looked up at him, eyes widened in awe.
"George. This thing is huge." She stroked it, exploring the warm, fleshy mass. His fat hunk of flesh was so hard he was pointing up at a 45 degree angle, eagerly bouncing with each heartbeat, and even though she had fairly large hands, she had to use both hands to grip it. She opened her mouth and sucked the fat head in, tasting his creamy pre-cum. She felt George tenderly stroke her hair as she sucked more and more into her mouth. She used her hands to pump most of the shaft while pleasuring his head with her tongue as she bobbed her head on his shaft. She was surprised and thought she was doing something wrong when George stopped her.
George felt a pang of guilt thinking how Dan might be, how Shannon might dreading what his demands will be. "God, girl. You suck cock like a pro, but tell me the truth. The absolute truth. Are you ok with this? And is Dan ok? I like you both, a lot. I wanted this for so long without really considering the consequences. So. Be honest and if you are not happy with this. You can go home to Dan." He looked at the girl holding his cock, "I mean it. You get up, go home and we're good."
Shannon looked up at George, stroking his cock. She looked at the mass of flesh and back at George. "Who's Dan?" She laughed and sucked the cock back into her mouth. She took as much as she could before backing off, repeating that a few times. Finally, she popped the cock out of her mouth. She looked up, "Part of me wants to take you up on that, but have you ever reneged on any of our wagers? No, I'm yours...totally and unequivocally yours. That is, unless you're disappointed and want to cancel the bet." Feeling his large hands pull her face back onto his cock, she opened her mouth and let him push into her. His hands stayed on her head as he pushed his hips into her, deeper and deeper. She thought about how much cum he might have stored up and reached up to stroke those heavy balls. They felt twice the size of any other man's and knew she'd be swallowing a lot of sperm. Feeling George's thrusts become more urgent, she slowed down and stood up. "Why don't you sit down. I'm really quite good at this and I'd hate for you to fall down when you cum." She pulled him over to a chair and knelt between his legs.
"Oh Christ, you are good at this. I'm glad you and Dan are ok with this since I would have had to tie you up if you tried to leave."
Shannon popped the cock out of her mouth, "Crap! I should have tried to leave."
George lay back feeling the pleasure grow in his balls, the girl's soft hand cupping, weighing his balls, while her other hand pumped his lower shaft. Her mouth, warm, and tight, so much suction on his cock. He was ready to cum, feeling his balls ache when he was jolted back to reality by the doorbell. He sat up as Shannon knelt back. He looked at his erection and at Shannon, "You have to get that. I'm in not position to answer the door."
Shannon looked at her nakedness and sputtered she wasn't dressed.
"Go, hurry. If it's a delivery, it has to be signed for." George ordered.
Blushing, trying to figure out how to cover herself, Shannon went over and opened the door and peered around, "Yes?"
"I have a delivery for George Hill. I need someone to sign for it."
"Oh crap," Shannon said as she swung the door open. She was actually pleased seeing how the UPS driver was ogling her. It would have been mortifying had he just ignored her. "Sorry, I'm the maid. It's a special service we offer... you know, naked house cleaning." She took the pad and scribbled a signature and took the package. She heard George call out, just leave it on the table at the bottom of the stairs.
The driver stood there watching as the girl turned and carried it over to the side table, his cock snaking up his pant leg seeing that ass. He wanted to take out his phone and take some pictures, but tried to memorize everything, her blonde hair cascading across her shoulders, her toned, narrow waist, her ass. The absolute definition of a bubble-butt. As she laid the package on the table he was happy to see her clean shaven labia. He subtly groaned.
Shannon turned and came back seeing the man's eyes, unblinkingly scanning her. "Anything else you need from me?"
"Uh, no. Um, do you have a card? I mean, I might need maid service." He asked, blushing.
Shannon patted he chest and her hips, "Sorry, no, not on me. But, as of now we have no openings. Sorry." She gently pushed him out the door and closed it. She went over and picked up the package and carried it over and dropped it on George's lap eliciting an "Ow!" "Did you plan that?"
George looked at the package, tossed it on the floor and chuckled, "No, I didn't order this three days ago knowing you'd be here."
"That was embarrassing, of course you seem to be obsessed with putting me in embarrassing situations." Shannon said, again kneeling down.
"Honey, no. I enjoy seeing you embarrassed, for sure, but I'm doing it for you." George said stroking the golden tresses.
She scowled at the man looking down at her, "Seriously? Making me open the door naked for a stranger? All I feel is embarrassed."
George laughed. "Everything we've done...that I've done to you that made you flushed...that's not embarrassment, honey. That's excitement. You love it. You are what is known as an exhibitionist."
Shannon looked up at the man and felt the throbbing in her pussy, her nipples aching. She thought back to Pebble Beach and how erotic all her dreams were, how great if felt with seven men ogling her slick naked body, her willingness to relax and flash the people around her when lining up putts and groaned. "I never thought about that," she whispered. She looked up at George and smiled, "I'm not convinced, perhaps more tests are required. What are we doing for dinner?"
"Why are you thinking of dinner...but come to think of it, my favorite Thai place delivers. You like Thai?"
Shannon thought about how erotic it was being fully exposed to a stranger and how exciting it was, "Sure, I love Thai. Now, where were we? Did I hurt you? Should I kiss it at make it all better?" She stroked his softened cock, "You need to focus, should I go get the panties? I'm sure we could find a place to stick the vibrator." Her finger slide between his ass-cheeks. She felt his cock resurging as she stroked.
George grinned, "No, I'm good. I'll focus better when you shut up and suck my dick."
Shannon shook her head and lowered her mouth onto the now fully turgid member. She knew the man was really close earlier and she wanted to taste his cum, so she tried to take as much as she could into her throat. She felt his hips move more and more so she pulled off, "You suck as a host, by the way. I've had no lunch and you'd better put something in my stomach."
George had been really close when Shannon pulled her mouth off his cock, imagining spraying her face, but hearing she wanted him to cum in her mouth, that she told him she'd swallow drove him over the edge, "Ok, ok, yes, I've got...shit, I'm cumming..." His head fell back as he thrust up against the mouth, pulling, sucking, gulping down his hot sperm. Her mouth, her tongue eagerly sought out every spurt, every drop of cum as he thrust against her. "Motherfucker, that was good. Holy shit!"
Swallowing the last cum the man offered to her, Shannon gave a final kiss on the head and knelt back on the floor. "Saving that up for a while, were we?" She grinned at him.
"You have no idea. God! That felt really good. I love that you swallow."
Shannon stood up and went over to get their drinks. Handing George his scotch, she smiled, "I am just doing what I'm expected to. As you know, you won me fair and square so I am not going to say no...within reason." She looked down at him as he pulled up his boxers, "So, can I get you anything?"
George's eyes travelled down to the beautiful girl's waist and said softly, "I'd love to watch you play with yourself. I want to see that beautiful pussy of yours as you get it nice and wet."
Smiling, she turned and walked over to the chair opposite him and sat down. Seeing his eyes staring at the place her thighs were pressed together, she slowly opened her legs up. His eyes stayed glues as she knew he could see her slit, her mole, her finger sliding across the oily fluids seeping out. As she opened her legs more and more, she could feel her labia open, and got wetter knowing another man was looking at her pink inner folds...she let out a soft moan realizing his growing cock was going to be spreading those folds wide apart soon. From across the room, that half-hard penis looked even bigger than when it was right in front of her. She slid forward and put her feet up on either side of the chair, her pussy and asshole now totally exposed. She watched his face as she ran her finger up and down her slit, periodically tasting herself. Seeing him not even blink she folded the apron between her breasts and pinched her nipples with one hand while running her wet slit with the other. She put her head back on the chair, closed her eyes and felt herself getting closer and closer thinking how excited the boys were as they stimulated her clit, how eager the UPS driver was as he openly ogled her naked form, how big George's cock was, how great it's going to feel inside her...
George felt his cock recovering at a record rate seeing the girl play with her breasts and her pussy. As she slid down, her legs, now draped across the arms, opened up her entire crotch. Her pink labia, as she rubbed harder and harder, her tight asshole begging to be fucked. Her face showing more and more concentration as she plunged first one finger, then a second into her hole. Soon, she was rapidly fucking her pussy with three fingers while grunting with each stroke. When she pinched her right nipple, pulling hard on it, she cried out, her body leaning forward, her hips humping back against her sopping hand, juices flowing down across her ass hole. She kept rubbing as her orgasm faded until she flopped back, her legs thudding to the floor and lay there panting.
She finally opened her eyes and looked at George, leaning forward, his cock in his hand. Smiling, she stood up unsteadily, "Ok, I see you want something. Tell me what you want."
George stood up and pointed to the couch. "Lie face down over the arm. I have wanted to fuck that pussy of yours for way too long."
Shannon turned and lay down on the arm and opened her legs wide, "I believe that good things come to those who wait...Oooohhh. That's it, Christ! You're so big. Nicccce, nice, so big...that's it, aaaaaahhhh."
George looked at those perfect rounded cheeks, her puckered asshole, the cunt stretched out gripping his shaft and saw it was even better than his fantasies, "God, you feel good. Tight, so fucking tight." He leaned over her, feeling his cock enter her deeper and deeper. His arm wrapped around and grabbed a dangling tit. Shannon kept encouraging him to fuck her, to fill her up. Her moaning approvals of how big he was didn't sound like it was practiced, but more surprised, happier. Soon he was pulling all the way out then burying his cock deep inside her. He knew he couldn't last and asked if he should pull out. He heard her moan that he should fill her up.
Shannon was amazed feeling the man's organ press against parts she never even knew existed. She opened her legs wider, so he could get as much as he could inside her. She heard an unrecognizable deep, guttural sound that rhythmically matched each time George's cock was totally buried inside her. Realizing it was her voice, she felt herself losing it and when she felt the man's slick thumb press into her ass, she came again. She felt wave after wave of energy flow through her, but wasn't able to move her pelvis much as the man pounded into her harder and harder until she felt him rapidly speed up and with a loud grunt, spasm over and over and over inside her, grunting with every hot spurt.
George collapsed onto Shannon's back, feeling his aching balls empty inside her. He caught himself about to say, "I love you," instead he grunted out, "I lo...God you're a great fuck." He immediately thought that was the least romantic thing he could say.
Shannon grinned, feeling his weight lift off, "I love you too, George." She stood up and dropped to her knees and cleaned off his softening cock. She looked up at him, "Perhaps it's time to order the Thai?"
George headed upstairs, plopping his wallet on the side-table at the base of the stairs. "I'm going to grab a shower before the food gets here."
Shannon headed to the bathroom to clean up and looking in the mirror, straightened her wrinkled apron. She now felt totally fine with the outfit. It allowed for minimal modesty, but technically, all the good bits were covered up and as George was using minimal air conditioning, she was perfectly comfortable. She turned her body, admiring her fully exposed side-boobs and ass, knowing George would soon be requiring relief. Her pussy ached thinking how much she enjoyed being stretched out. Her fingers reached down and played with her wet slit and wondered how big a cock she could take, though she couldn't imagine there were many bigger than George's. Shaking her head, she turned off the light and headed back to the front room. She had just sat down when she had to jump back up hearing the doorbell. This time she opened the door fully and saw an older, apparently Thai gentleman holding two paper bags. "Come in, come in. How much is it?" She turned and walked over to the table and picked up George's wallet.
"Um, $41.20." The man said, sounding distracted.
"Oh, great, I've got three twenties. Can you bring them into the kitchen while I get your cash?" Shannon asked cheerfully.
The Man stared at the flexing ass cheeks as the girl headed for the kitchen, almost tripping over a chair in the hallway. 'Why was this girl dressed like this? Was she Mr. Hill's girlfriend? Niece?' he thought as he entered the kitchen.
"Set them down right there." Shannon leaned over knowing her breast would slip out from the apron and be fully exposed. Wrenching open the bag which made her breasts bounce, she looked in one and then the other bag. "Great, it looks like it's all here. Wait, I'm not sure if George has chopsticks. I don't see any." She handed him the three twenties. "Here, keep the change. Do you have any with you? If not, that's ok."
"Sorry, I have some chopsticks in the van, I'll go get them." He turned.
"Don't be silly. I'll come with you." She strode ahead and pulled the front door open and walked down the steps. "Beautiful day, isn't it?" She raised her arms to the sky.
Grinning, the food-delivery man stared at the exposed pussy, the late day sun glowing gold in her small patch. He hurried over to the van and slid open the door and leaned in.
Shannon grinned seeing the nice bulge in the man's pants, 'Christ, Dan and I sure need to do a lot more online shopping.' She thought. She accepted the packages of chopsticks realizing there must be ten of them in her hand. "Thank you," she said giving the man a quick hug before heading back up the stairs and into the house.
Adjusting his now fully erect cock, the man climbed into his van and turned left, heading back home to say hi to his wife, rather than to the right and the restaurant.
Shannon leaned against the door, laughing. "Oh Christ! That poor man." She looked up thinking she should help George dry off, but then realized she was starving.
Shannon had the table all set, the various containers of food warming in the oven but the time George came down wearing a robe.
"Smells good, what can I do?" George asked.
"Sit, sit. You relax. I couldn't find silver wear, plates, glasses nor placemats, but who knew Bed Bath and Beyond delivered? She carried in various bowls of rice, kung pao chicken, drunken noodle and pad thai and put them in the center. "The deliver guy was great. He kept running back for things I couldn't find. Amazing customer service. Oh." She looked around, "He left some 20% off coupons he said you can use for bedding supplies." She shrugged her shoulders as she headed into the kitchen, "Seems amazingly specific."
George grinned seeing the beautiful, unashamed girl sit down across from him. "God, this is like a dream. Sitting across from you, having dinner, you know, like a married couple."
Shannon looked down at her attire, "Pretty kinky married couple, don't you think?" She reached for the container of drunken noodle and scooped out a serving, "How did you know I wouldn't kill you making me flash all those people?" She took a bite and nodded appreciatively, "This is really good. Nice and hot."
"My favorite Thai place in town. Well, when we first started flirting, you know, teasing, you didn't slap me for being so forward and as things went on, you seemed actually eager to see what was in store. I wasn't 100% sure whether you liked the game or the flashing. It was the night in, or should I say, out of the hot tub that I could see you were a bit aroused. When you poured the wine, let's just say you open up when you get excited." George said as he took a bite of the kung pao. "This is really good. I hoped you'd like it spicy."
Shannon felt blood rush to her face and looked down at her food, "Christ. And all you guys noticed that, I'm sure."
"Well, I can't say all, but after you left, it was a topic of conversation. But don't worry about it, I'm sure next year at the tournament they'll have completely forgotten about it." He grinned at the girl. 'Amazing how her creamy pale skin shows her embarrassment, not to mention her arousal so well.' He thought. "Let's finish up and watch a movie."



"Fifty Shades of Grey?" Shannon asked.
"No. Something different that what we're going to be doing, the latest "Star Wars?"
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"If you liked your outfit, I have more in the top drawer." George said pointing to the dresser. "Sorry, I neglected to get anything to wear to bed."
Shannon untied and pulled off the black sheer snippet of cloth and went over and carried it to the dresser. She felt suddenly naked, which made her laugh realizing it hadn't really covered anything. She opened the drawer and pulled out the featherweight pile. First was a sheer white bra and miniskirt that couldn't have been smaller. She looked at him, "Apparently, this is not for warmth?" Seeing him shake his head, she plopped it back, "Ok, it's your party." Next, she pulled out a red fishnet bodysuit. She held it up to the light and signed, seeing no filtering. "Thank God we didn't make a skiing bet. I'd freeze to death with your choice of clothing." She headed to the bathroom to brush her teeth and get ready for bed, her pussy throbbing in anticipation.
She looked in the mirror to see if she could see any difference in how she looked. She felt completely different, but could see nothing in her eyes or anywhere else. She wondered how she was going to look Dan in the eyes tomorrow. Would Dan see something? She shook her head and rinsed her mouth out. She thought back on how big George's cock was, how it felt stretching her pussy out. It was exciting to think how totally she gave herself to this man. How he bent her over and took her, how he exposed her to other men. She realized there'd be no need of much foreplay, touching herself between her legs.
When she came back into the bedroom, George was lying fully naked on his back, stroking his hardening cock. She saw a tube of KY on the side table and sighed, "Thinking you'll get lucky, I see." Shannon laughed. She crawled up on the bed and took his hand off his cock, "I'm sorry, union rules. You hired me to take care of this and you touching it is a union violation. You really don't want the wrath of United Cocksuckers and Handjobbers coming after you." She licked the head, "Plus, you might hurt yourself with those huge hands of yours."
George grinned seeing his cock being tended to. It had been a long, long time since he came three times in a day, but he actually thought he could do a lot more than that with the beautiful blonde kneeling between his legs. He watched eagerly before plopping his head back, eyes closed, feeling her lips opening up and her warm mouth take in more and more of his aching cock.
Shannon felt George relax and get into her mouth pleasing his really fat hunk of flesh and looked up at him. Pulling off with a slurp, she indicated the KY with her eyes, "There something you'd like?"
George pulled her on top of him and kissed her, "Actually, yes." Reached between her legs and guided his cock against her wet slit. "This felt too good earlier and at my advanced age, I wasn't sure I'd get the chance to feel it again before our 24 hours is over."
Shannon sighed as she felt her pussy stretched again. She thought how she could get used to this, but shook that thought off and focused feeling this for now. "You might be older than I am, but you've got the libido of a post-pubescent boy. Don't give me that advanced age crap."
George chuckled and ran his hands all over the young girl's body. Amazed how flawless her skin was, how tight her stomach felt, how her butt muscles flexed as she raised and lowered herself, but especially, her nice tits. She had perfectly shaped tear-drop breasts. He guessed C or D-cup, just large enough his hands barely covered them, her hardened nipples scraping on his palms. His hands continued to explore every inch of her body, but were drawn back to those tits. He didn't need to know she was a natural blonde by checking out her golden patch, but because she had the perfect blonde's pale pink nipples. The areolas puffed out when she got aroused and her nipples hardened nicely under his ministrations. He looked at her face, eyes closed, apparently lost in pleasure and he had a swelling of pride that he was able to please this goddess. He lifted his head up and pulled a nipple into his mouth causing the girl's hips to move faster of his cock.
Shannon was loving how when she torqued her pelvis against the fattest shaft she'd ever had inside her, her clit grinding against it, driving her closer and closer to the edge. "Fuck, George, why didn't you get a hole in one in Pebble Beach? We could have done this all week." She gasped.
Hearing that made the older man almost cum, "I've thought about that over and over, ever since. Hang on. I'd like to switch positions. Do you mind if I get on top?" George asked.
Shannon groaned, "Ok, but damn, I'm close." The young blonde slowly pulled off the large shaft, savoring the friction. "You'd better be ready to pound the shit out of me. I need it." She panted, flopping onto her back, leg spread obscenely wide.
Grinning, George got between her legs and let her smaller hands guide him and as soon as he felt lined up, he drove into the sopping pussy.
"Aaaaaaahhhhh, yessss." She cried, "Fuck me. I'm all yours George...cum inside me...mark me as yours."
Hearing that, the man thrust harder and more rapidly into the grunting girl. He loved how her tits bounced all over her chest and her wide open crotch thrust up, welcoming his spearing. He tried not to cum too soon, but seeing the intense look of pleasure, her hands mauling her tits, her grunts, he prayed she'd cum soon. He remembered Dan's warning. "Oh God, Shannon, we have to slow down, I'm so close." He started to pull out when the girl grabbed his ass and pulled him hard into her and she came hard.
That was all it took and both of the sweating lovers ground against each other as they climaxed in unison. Panting, drenched in sweat, George collapsed on the bed, his chest next to Shannon's, his cock shill buried deep inside her pussy. "Fuck me, Shannon. I held off as long as I could."
"I love it when I get to cum at the same time as my lover. It means we are in sync." She felt his shriveling cock slip out, and juices begin to seep. She put her hand between her legs and rolled off the bed. "I think I'm going to go clean myself up."
*************************************************
As she lay in bed feeling scrubbed but exhausted, Shannon stroked the man's back, "I'm glad you won. I dreaded it, then wondered how to get out of it, but there's an aspect of this, perhaps because it's illicit, but it's more than sex, it's everything leading up to it, knowing you're not my husband. The forbidden fruit, as it were." She giggled, "Sorry, I'm rambling."
George laughed, "I understand. Believe it or not, my first thought was to cancel the bet. I'm happy I won, but I feel guilty. I didn't win fair and square. I feel like I had to cheat to win, but I'm over it." He laughed as he pawed one of those beautiful breasts.
"You did cheat, but I went along with it. I still cannot figure out how I didn't see that coming." She looked over at the side table, "There is something I thought I saw coming, didn't. I thought you'd want to fuck my ass."
"I did. I do. I know it won't be tonight, but I was enjoying what's between your legs so much, I really hated to stop. Plus, I've never had anal sex. I think I've been afraid of hurting someone and well, no woman has indicated she wanted me there."
Shannon thought about it. "Look, we can try in the morning. If I can take you, that's great, if not, I'll scream, most likely inducing a neighbor to call 911. I don't see the downside of at least trying." Shannon said softly. "But, you've worn me out. You wouldn't mind getting sleep, would you?"
Shannon turned and looked at the clock, 4:14 AM and felt a wave of sadness realizing she'd be in Dan's arms in pretty much 12 hours. 'What has he been thinking? Has he been able to sleep? Shit, shit, shit...please don't make my stupidity ruin what we have. Poor Dan. Please forgive me, Dan.' She felt strong tears build up and turning, put her face into the pillow and tried to get back to sleep.
Her thoughts returned to the man beside her and knew he'd want as much of her as possible. She shuddered thinking, could she take something that big in her ass? She rolled over and softly reached over and found that fat snake. Even soft she could barely get her hand around it. As she explored the flaccid shape, she felt it stir, grow, shift up from between his legs up onto his stomach. As she stroked it to full hardness she played with the ideas of sucking on it or climbing onto the man and riding it.
George opened his eyes and looked over at the beautiful blonde, her breasts bouncing gently with every stroke. He closed his eyes again and let her believe he was still asleep.
Shannon looked up and saw George was still asleep, she gently pulled down the covers to reveal the large snake. 'Christ, look at that fat head. That actually got inside me?' She felt the slight soreness and grinned. Very slowly so as to not wake the man, she crawled over and guided that wonderful hunk of flesh into her mouth. She could taste his cum seeping out and wanting more, wrapped her lips around him and took more and more of him into her mouth until he was hitting the back of her throat.
George slightly opened his eyes as he felt the girl's warm mouth around his cock, the tongue eagerly exploring his shape. He groaned feeling her soft hand playing with his balls and wondered if he had any sperm left, but that didn't make it any less erotic. He looked at her other hand stroking the base of his shaft and saw the wedding ring and felt conflicting emotions, 'Sorry Dan. As much as I love this, you're a good man.' But also, 'Fuck, right now, I'm the luckiest man in the world. Look at that body, those tits, those beautiful lips stretched around my cock...surely the biggest cock she'd ever see.' This last thought drove out any regrets and made the sensations in his crotch even more intense.
Shannon looked up and saw George looking at her and attacked his cock with more passion, taking it deeper, sucking on it harder. She lifted up her arm as the man reached down and grabbed her dangling tit. The deeper and deeper she took his cock, the more he responded by thrusting his hips against her mouth and soon she had to release his cock so he could drive deeper into her throat. His balls were becoming slick with her saliva and as she fondled those huge testicles, she brushed her finger across his anus and thought he pushed up a bit more. Testing his response, she continued to slide her finger across that tight bud and his responses became more urgent.
George was in heaven, his cock deep down the girl's throat, his balls gently and expertly stimulated and a finger now penetrating his ass. He wanted to cry out to stop that he was going to come, but feeling that finger drive deep into him he thrust his hips hard up and grunted out, "Unnng...nnnngggg...nnnng...Oh God damn..." As he exploded a surpriising amount of cum into the blonde's stomach.
Shannon swallowed as rapidly as she could but after the man finally stopped ejaculating his cream into her throat, she pulled off with gasping and coughing. She grinned at the man, tears running down her face. She let the man pat her back and she got the sperm out of her lungs. "Wow, I just assumed you had very little left after yesterday."
"Sorry, I didn't mean to choke you. Are you alright?" George asked?
Shannon rolled off the bed, "I'm fine. I think I'll splash some water on my face. Go back to sleep, sorry to wake you." She said grinning as she headed to the bathroom.
*************************************************
Dan looked at the clock and groaned. No sleep. He got up and looked out the window at the blackness outside and wanted to punch himself. 'Why did I give George the keys to open his wife's legs? It was stupid, stupid, stupid.' He thought about Shannon lying naked on her back. The large man grinning down at her naked body as he plowed into her. She'd mentioned he was hung, was she loving it? Was she dutifully allowing the man to do what he wants? Was she upset with where she found herself? 'I am so sorry Shannon. I am really, really sorry. This is my fault.' He hadn't cried since his dad died back in college, but felt on the verge now. He shook his head and walked back to the bed and looked at his favorite picture of her next to the bed. '4:23. No point.' He realized he wasn't going to get any sleep so he pulled on his running clothes and headed out.
*************************************************
George woke up and stretched feeling more relaxed and relieved than her had on months. He looked over and saw his prize was already up and smelled bacon and coffee. He looked over at the clock. 'Crap, 9:20?' He rolled out of bed and pulled on a robe and went downstairs.
Shannon smiled and hugged him, "I thought I'd have to pour water on you. You sure are a sound sleeper."
"I don't usually sleep through that much, but I guess getting sucked off at 4:30 left me a bit drained. I never even felt you get up. You just don't weigh enough to rock the bed."
Shannon looked thoughtful, "The milkman had to weight 200 and the paperboy...he probably was just 150, but we tried to be considerate. Anyhow, coffee?"
As Shannon served eggs, bacon and toast George looked at the beautiful girl wearing simply the small white apron and bra, "I have to ask, how did you cook bacon without getting painfully splattered?"
"I know, right? I used the microwave. Much better in a frying pan, but that might be dangerous without clothes on. So, what degrading plans do you have for me today?" Shannon asked taking a bite of toast.
"You want just the degrading plans? Or everything I have planned?" The man replied as he picked up a piece of bacon, "I'll have to get on Facebook to see what I posted. You know, at my age it's best to record good ideas."
"So, basically all your followers know what you have in store before I do." She looked at the man, "Ok. That's cool." She got up to get the pot of coffee and poured more for George and herself. "I'm shocked you didn't have me wear this on the course. Frankly, I felt just as naked losing my bra and panties."
George gathered the dishes and took them into the kitchen, "Hang on. I have to make a quick phone call, then I'll come back and do the dishes."
After putting away the dirty dishes and cleaning up, they headed upstairs. Shannon immediately went over and made the bed hearing George laugh.
"What? What's funny?" She asked fluffing a pillow.
"You. You put on a skimpy maid's outfit and, well, you pretty much act the part." Seeing her scowl at him he stepped back, "Just saying. I'm going to head out and get you a painter's outfit," he looked around, "this place could use some brightening up." He ducked as the pillow came flying at his head. "Ok, ok, I'm definitely leaving the MMA outfit in the drawer." He pulled off his robe and hung it up, "I'm going to take another shower, join me?"
Shannon opened the shower door and took the washcloth from the larger man, "Allow me."
Shannon admired the man's body. She hoped Dan looked this good in 30 years. She had to get on her knees to do his legs and giggled whenever his thick cock slapped against her head. She looked up at him, "Watch that thing. You want me to get a concussion?" She soaped up her hands and grabbed the dangling member, "I know. I can get it to point at the ceiling and get out of my way." She stroked the shaft, feeling it pulse larger and stiffer. Soon it was pointing up at a 45. Shannon looked up at the man with disappointment.
"Sorry, I guess there's too much mass to get any higher than that." He reached down and lifted the girl up. "I know one way to get it to point up."
Shannon squealed as the large man grabbed her ass cheeks and lowered her onto his cock. She had to reach down and guide him in, but she was so wet, he buried himself instantly inside her as she wrapped her arms around his neck. "Men. Just as nature abhors a vacuum, men abhor an empty hole. Always feeling the need to fill it up." She loved the slick feel of their bodies sliding against each other, "Nice job by the way filling up the hole." She felt her vagina being impaled even deeper than last night, it seemed. Her pelvis eagerly responded to each spearing as he lowered raised and lowered her effortlessly.
George loved feeling those ass cheeks flex in his hands as he bounced the girl on his cock. He felt her pubis grind against his shaft as she slid up and down. He slipped a finger against her asshole and pushed it in hearing her moans encouraging him. He was so aware how tight she felt, how tight her ass was against his finger, how hard her nipples felt sliding up and down on his chest and wondered how long he could hold out.
Shannon felt that finger invade her ass and realized George might be getting her ready. He did seem interested in anal, so she tried to relax and let it happen, "That feels good George, but remember, you won me. You can do what you want." She heard him groan and pull her off his cock.
The man's arms were getting tired anyhow and the implication he could fuck that beautiful ass was all he needed to hear. He stepped out and grabbed the tube of KY and feeling his cock ache in anticipation, turned her around.
Shannon put her hands on the glass wall and stuck her ass out, she felt the cold gel against her, then inside her. George's fingers were plenty fat enough to get her ready so when she felt the head press and slip in, she immediately relaxed her sphincter and felt the initial sting fade as George opened her up.
"Are you ok?" George asked, feeling the tightest hole he'd ever felt, "I'm afraid I've never done this before, so you'll have to tell me if you can't take it."
Shannon nodded and gently pushed back at him, taking a bit more. She'd never felt that much in her ass before and was thinking perhaps calling it off, but hearing George say he'd never done it made her determined to give him this pleasure. "I'm good. Fuck! George. That's a fat piece of meat you have there. I'm getting used to it." She felt it pull out and push back in more. "Please play with my pussy, that always distracts me until I get used to a cock in my ass."
George reached around and gripped her breast with one hand and probed her wet slit with the other. He was shocked that within a couple of minutes his hips were pressed fully against the creamy ass of the younger girl. "God damn, you're tight. Are you ok?"
"I'm good, fuck my ass and keep doing what you're doing with my pussy." She panted as she pushed back at his now pistoning cock. "Yes, yes, God, that feels good. Your fucking cock is almost too fucking big."
George felt the girl shudder and squeeze her legs against his finger buried in her pussy, the base grinding hard against her clit. He grinned feeling the girl's explosive climax clenching against him. His cock was being milked as Shannon jerked her ass as she gasped in pleasure. He couldn't believe how strong the girl was as she torqued against his cock, also how fucking tight his cock was being gripped. The pleasure was unbelievable, so much pressure on the head every time he pulled almost all the way out. Her ass ground urgently against him as she came.
Shannon was feeling like she was going the stumble to the floor, feeling intense waves shoot through her, George's meaty fingers in her pussy, his cock comfortably buried in her rectum. Finally, when the bolts of light faded from her vision and the waves of pleasure faded away, she returned to being aware of his needs. She wanted him to have the best orgasm ever and returned to grinding back against him. She knew he had to be close, but she also knew he'd be savoring the experience and welcomed him as deeply as she could. 'Christ, I can almost feel him in my stomach,' she thought. 'God, how great it would be for Dan to be in my pussy while George fucks my ass.' Imaging that, she immediately came a second time. Grunting and crying out, she pressed hard as she could back against him and felt and heard the man explode into her.



George felt incredible pride hearing Shannon cum a second time and as she worked his cock hard with her ass, couldn't hold back and jetted his cum into a girl's ass for the first time in his life. He wrapped his arms around her and plunged as deep as he could, feeling his balls empty, spurting way up inside her.
After extricating themselves from each other and cleaning up, they got out and dried each other off. Shannon looked in the mirror and over at George, "This might be visible to Dan when I see him later." She nodded to the large hand print on her left breast.
"Sorry, I never felt anything like that. Are you sure you're OK? You were fucking tight. I mean really tight." George said as he gently stroked the girl's breast.
"I'm good. I just relaxed and enjoyed it." She looked at the man, "I'm surprised no woman has ever offered you her ass."
"Well, some have, but I've never gotten past the initial entry." He laughed, "You thought you were joking about the neighbors calling 911." He hung his towel up and headed out, "Oh, perhaps another outfit?"
Shaking her head, Shannon headed out of the bathroom and over to the dresser. She pulled out the red fishnet body suit.
George watched the beautiful girl pull herself into the sheer outfit and when Shannon had it on, he nodded in approval. "Nice. I should have had you start with that."
The girl looked in the mirror and looked at her completely naked back exposing the top of her ass crack. She turned and saw her breasts clearly through the red material, her small patch of pubic hair pushing through the gaps and as she stroked down her body feeling the material, she gasped. Her eyes shot up at the grinning man as her finger found the crotch cut out and her aroused lips pushing through. "I feel very naked right now." She moaned.
"I think you're beautiful." He held up his iPhone, "Should I send a picture to Dan?" He clicked off a picture, and another as Shannon posed for him.
"I'm trusting you keep these to yourself. I don't mind you taking these, but please don't share them." She said looking back over her shoulder. As she bent over, looking back between her legs, she added, "I mean, Facebook's ok. No one ever goes there anyhow." Shannon stood back up, "So, no pictures of the other outfits?"
"I was distracted. Now that you've drained me of all my sperm for at least the next week, I'm able to think more clearly. Say, you wouldn't be interested of being my therapist and allowing me to think more clearly before tough negotiations, would you?"
Shannon laughed as she pulled off her outfit and grabbed the black maid's outfit. "Depends, is this a salaried position? Or knowing you, multiple positions?" She posed for the man as he held up his phone again.
She turned and followed the man's instructions as he snapped picture after picture, modelling the different outfits in more and more slutty poses. George seemed to love it the most when she went over on the bed and wearing the red bodysuit, slightly opened her legs for him. George's towel had long since fallen off and she knew it wouldn't be long before he'd want another of her holes. She reached down while grinning at the camera and slid her finger up and down her wet slit, so wet she was wondering if she'd ever been this ready for a good fucking. She responded to his hand signals by opening her legs more feeling sluttier than she'd ever felt in her life.
George looked at that vision and after snapping a few more pictures, put down the camera and knelt down between those legs and inhaled that arousing scent. He looked up at the flushed girl's face, "I've wanted to taste you for months. Lie back and enjoy this."
Shannon opened her legs even more as she felt the hot breath, then tongue and finally the man's mouth worship her pussy. She'd had oral sex before, but this was the first time any man spent so much time exploring her various parts. He licked and sucked on her labia, probed her vagina with his amazingly long, fat tongue, flicked tantalizingly across her clit and even licked around her ass. She pulled the bodysuit off her shoulders as his hands reached up for her breasts and pulled at her nipples. Her arms crossed over her face as she closed her eyes and felt another orgasm coming on. How many was that? How many times could I possibly cum in a day?' She asked herself. Her pelvis was responding on its own as this man continued to give her the best head she'd ever had.
As she felt an impending orgasm, she groaned when he apparently shifted his position and pulled away. Maybe he wanted to fuck her, maybe he wanted 69? Before she could pull her arms off her face and look, she felt him go right back an her sopping pussy, but this time more gentle, smoother...Wait!
Shannon jerked her head up and looked down at Elise. "What? What are you doing? How did you get here, get in here?" She started to pull away, but George laughed.
"I told you I had to make a phone call. I think you want this. I know you have thought about her. I called her and she was in her car before I could hang up." He sat down next to Shannon, "Look, if you want her to stop she will, won't you Elise?"
The cute brunette looked up grinning, "Not a chance. Ever since I first saw you I had to taste you." She went back and buried her face in the girl's twat. Her hands reached up and grabbed those heaving mounds and her fingers danced across the fully erect nipples. Knowing the girl was close, George had really gotten her going, she let her tongue focus on the hard clit and soon she felt that hard pelvis thrust against her, harder and harder.
George kissed the beautiful blonde as she came from another girl's ministrations for the first time in her life. He couldn't believe how much she was writhing around as she grunted into his mouth, her hand gripping his cock hard.
When the blonde went limp, Elise stood up and crawled up onto the girl and let herself be pulled into a kiss. Her hands roamed up and down that beautiful form beneath her and when she pulled off, she looked over at George, then down to the giant shaft pointing at the ceiling and back at Shannon. "Ok, that was fun, but perhaps a bit shorter than I'd have liked." Glancing back at the cock and shuddering, "How on earth did you ever get that inside you?" Elise asked.
"Oh, you know men. They'll make it fit. It's one of the few things they're actually good at." Shannon grinned at George. She looked at Elise, "Wait, you don't know men, do you?"
"Well, I've been with boys, you know, the usual pawing and sloppy kissing, but I've never, you know..."
Shannon took the girl's hand and put it on George's cock, "Never touched a penis? Never saw one erect?"
Elise wanted to pull away like it was something dangerous, something that might attack her. But was suddenly struck at how hard it was, how alive, how hot. She shook her head to the girl's questions and when Shannon released her hand, she explored the throbbing mass. She stroked it up and down feeling the pulsing veins, the varying diameter, the flared head looking much like a helmet. She looked at George, "Does that feel good?"
"Yes, you have really soft hands. If you're not comfortable, you don't have to do this."
"Mm mmm, it's so fat." She rolled off Shannon, knelt in front of George and looked up at him, "Does it hurt when it gets like this?" Seeing him shake his head she looked over at Shannon's twat and slowly reached over and slipped a finger into her. "No way, there's no way this can fit inside her." She pulled her finger out and licked off the juices.
Shannon looked at George, "Perhaps we could show her." She felt a rush, "I've never fucked in front of anyone else, but I think it might be fun." She saw Elise get flushed and nod her head as she looked up at the older man. Shannon climbed up to the head of the bed and lay back, legs spread.
Elise reluctantly let got of the first cock she's ever touched and watched as George crawled up and got between the blonde's legs. She leaned down and watched from between their legs as Shannon guided the head against her slit and rubbed it up and down. She felt like lifting the huge ball sack that was mostly blocking her view, but could see those lips part wide inviting the head inside. Finally, she did just that, so she didn't miss anything. She shook her head realizing she was holding a man's scrotum but watched as that now glistening shaft buried itself over and over inside the girl. She let the balls drag across her palm as the man thrust harder and harder into that pussy.
George kept his legs spread wide as he pushed in deeper every time. He loved feeling that soft hand fondle his balls and felt like he was soon going to cum so he slowed down.
Shannon knew George was close and after cumming on Elise's mouth knew it would be a while, if at all. "George, baby, don't worry about me. You and Elise were great. Go ahead and cum. God, you feel really good."
Elise crawled up and kissed Shannon. "This feels good? It doesn't hurt?"
"God yes. It feels great. I can't speak for anyone else, but there's no better feeling in the world than a man driving his cock into me." Shannon stroked the girl's face, "So you've never seen a man cum?" She looked up at the flushed man pumping into her. "George, pull out and cum all over my tits. Elise, when he pulls out, you can make him cum. Stroke his cock like you were doing before. Make sure you get your face out of the way." She looked down at the girl, "Perhaps if you get your clothes off, you might get to see him cum sooner."
George watched as the cute brunette pealed off her top, revealing nice perky tits topped by hardened dark nipples. He felt his balls bring that welcome ache as she rolled onto her back to pull off her shorts and panties. He grinned seeing that perfectly smooth pussy. "Nice. God, Shannon, don't you want to bury your face in that?"
Shannon looked at that pussy right in front of her face as the girl got back and knelt next to her. She reached up and slid her hand up that silky smooth thigh and as the legs parted let her fingers probe the slippery folds. Feeling the pelvis rock against her finger, she pushed in and felt the slick warmth envelop her digit. Curious, she pulled out and sucked the juices off. "Come here, Elise, I think I owe you."
Elise moaned as she swung her leg over the gorgeous blonde's face. She was intrigued by watching that mass slide in and out of the cunt and groaned feeling a tongue lapping at her pussy. "Ah, yes, that feels great Shannon." She leaned forward as she felt herself being pleasured by the beautiful girl. She was fascinated watching that cock go in and out and reached out and felt the girl's lower stomach. "I can see and feel his dick inside you." She looked up at George, "Is it nice?"
George was in heaven. He watched the naked girl hump against Shannon's face, the two sets of perfect tits jiggle as he pounded his cock into that tight pussy, "Uhhh, yes. It feels fucking great." He reached up on grabbed Elise's breast, "God damn, you're so beautiful. It's a shame you don't like cock." He closed his eyes and held off as long as he could but finally yanked his cock out of that heavenly cunt and swung his legs over Shannon's hips.
Elise reached down and grabbed the slimy shaft and pumped rapidly on it, staring intently at the purple head with the tiny slit. As she leaned forward, a jet of hot white cream shot out and hit her face. She kept stroking and rope after rope shot out and landed on her chest and arm. She giggled as the flow was reduced to a dribble. Instinctively her tongue came out and pulled a glob dripping down her lip and rolled it around her mouth. She looked up and the man who was now leaning back on his heels, "Ok, that was fun. I'd like to see that again." She closed her eyes feeling that tongue flick across her clit and lay on top of the girl, burying her face in the truly sloppy twat.
Shannon was beginning to get used to the taste and found that this was actually quite natural. As she felt George pull out, hearing his grunts and Elise's giggles, she kept probing the pussy on her face, gripping those beautiful ass cheeks wanting to bring the girl off. She never saw George cum, nor felt it and was somewhat curious where it all went, but returned to the open pussy pushed onto her face. She instinctively opened her legs feeling the girl return to licking her pussy.
George climbed off the bed and grabbed his camera. He moved around getting great shots of two of the more beautiful women in the world pleasuring each other. He knew he was done for a day or two at least, but wanted to dive in there and join them, but finally put down the camera and headed into the bathroom to clean up. When he came back out, he saw the girls lying naked next to each other looking at the pictures on his camera.
"These are pretty good." Elise giggled. "Can I have copies of these?"
Shannon groaned, "Wow. Just hours ago, these were for personal use only and now they're going to get shared." She patted Elise's thigh, "I'd prefer they were totally destroyed, but perhaps one or two of the not-pornographic ones."
*************************************************
Dan opened the door and pulled Shannon into his arms in a tight embrace. "Shit, Shannon. This had to be the longest 24 hours of my life." He kissed her hard on the mouth.
Shannon found herself tearing up, "I'm so so sorry. I never should have let myself get in that position. I love you so much and never wanted to hurt you." She looked at her husband, "Are you alright? You look exhausted."
"I'm great, now. I never actually got to sleep last night. Then I ran 15 miles this morning, so, yeah. I'm really tired." He kissed his wife again, "Let's not do that again, ok?"
Shannon laid her head on her husband's shoulder and thought about the last 24 hours and felt terrible for what Dan must have been going through, "No, let's not. The teasing was fun. I mean, let's face it has our sex life ever been better when George was trying? But it was the possibility that was so exciting."
Dan looked over his wife's shoulder seeing a car pull into the driveway, "Who's that? Are we expecting anyone?"
Shannon laughed, "Sorry, um how tired are you exactly? My friend Elise is sort of a virgin and would like to know what it's like to...well, you know...George and I met her on the course so I suggested to her that you might be interested." Shannon didn't want to mention that George was way too big for the girl and Shannon had left him completely drained.
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Jeremy lay in bed wondering what happened to his world. He'd always found his mom hot. She'd managed to keep a figure that girls his age would kill for. 'I wonder what she looked like in high school? I need to find her high school yearbook.' he thought as he stroked his cock. He thought about earlier today...just five hours ago. The men preparing to rape his mother, why didn't he stand up to them? He felt his dick soften remembering the raw evil in their faces. Their leers seeing him shave his mother's pussy, their victorious laughs as he slid his dick into his mom. He found his hand gripping a more solid member now. He suddenly thought about dad. What will he say about her new look? I hope he likes it. His stomach gave an unfamiliar ache thinking his dad was inside his mother.
Stephanie lay back, both hands pulling her husband's face against her aroused pussy. "God damn, baby, I would have shaved this a long time ago had I known you'd react like this." She felt her third orgasm coming on as Dave rapidly flicked his tongue against her sensitive clit, two fingers stabbing her vagina. "Oh fuck, aaaahhh, aaah, God!" She cried out humping against his face. As she rode the waves of pleasure she thought of ways to return the favor. She finally went limp and collapsed back. Not feeling her husband's mouth not leave her twat, she pulled him up. "Sweetie, don't you want to get some relief?"
He shook his head, "I love your silky smooth pussy." He crawled up and kissed his wife. "Thanks for doing this, I know I always told you I loved your nice bush, but this is so much better."
"Sure, honey. I'm happy you like it, but now I have to keep up with it, you know, stubble will be even worse." She reached down and guided her husband's suddenly normal feeling cock into her sopping pussy.
"Have Jeremy help. The boy needs more chores around the house." Dave opened his eyes having savored the great feeling of that tight cunt welcoming his fat cock and saw the look of shock of his wife's face. "What? It was a joke. I thought you'd think it was funny."
Stephanie slapped his ass, "Shut up and fuck me and don't even try to make me cum. I'm out of orgasms with that great mouth of yours." She held the older man as he vigorously attacked her somewhat sore vagina, "That's it, fuck me. Fuck that smooth cunt." She moaned thinking how great Jeremy filled her, stretched her. She stroked her husband's back, felt his flexing ass, focused on how great he felt inside her. What happened never should have happened, but it happened and it will never again happen. Finally, she felt her husband's release and held him as he grunted his sperm into her. She let him go as he rolled off her and staggered into the bathroom.
Dave handed his beautiful wife tissue and flopped down on the bed, "That was great. I missed you."
"I missed you too. How was your trip?" She asked, stroking his back. "I assume Chicago was cold."
"It was, but I thought about you, naked, horny from your trip to Shanghai." He stroked the firm breast close to him, letting the erect nipple snap back upright as he played with it. "How was it for Jeremy?"
"What? How was what for Jeremy?" Steph asked nervously.
"How was it for our boy being left alone for the first time? What did you think I meant?" Dave asked looking at his wife, "Why, did he do something?"
"No, no, the entire time we were away, he was perfect. I came home and the kitchen was spotless, everything was picked up." She patted his back, "Sorry, but I guess you didn't notice. He got in a fight and has a black eye."
"Really, what happened? At school?"
"I don't think so, anyhow, I guess he stood up to the bullies." Steph said, wondering how to change the subject.
"Did he get his satisfaction?" Dave asked.
"What? What do you mean by that? Someone punched him."
"Dad always told us, 'Boy, if we get in a fight, don't stop until you 'get your satisfaction.' In other words, don't stop until you're satisfied. He never believed in eye for and eye. If Jeremy got a black eye, he needed to give the bully two black eyes."
"Your dad was a mean drunk. I'd rather you didn't tell Jeremy any of that shit. Just be happy he resolved it to everyone's satisfaction." She patted his back.
"Oh good. I'll say it, I told you so. He's a great kid and has always done what he has to to make us happy." He slid a hand down and felt the smooth twat, "Ok, I have to know. What inspired you to do this?"
Stephanie groaned, "I was hoping you wouldn't ask. When I was meeting with the Chinese, Bob wanted to go out on the town and, one of the guys, Chan Li, suggested a nightclub. Had I known it was a strip club, I would have stayed in my room. Apparently it was an illegal, underground club Chan was a member of." She moaned feeling her husband's finger slide into her, "Um, anyhow all the guys encouraged the strippers to rub themselves all over me. Bob even paid a really beautiful woman to give me a lap dance." He felt Dave's cock grow against her, "I guess you're bored with this story. I probably should tell you about the great bathroom tile I found. Want me to get the samples?"
"Ugh. Now I know what to think about when I get close. On the other hand, that might be a great cure for the erection lasting over four hours." He bit gently on the nipple. "Keep going, inquiring minds want to know."
"Ow! Ok, anyhow this girl had a perfectly shaved pussy and was very generous showing it off." She reached down as her husband climbed between her legs and guided his cock inside her, "Her legs were spread wide on top of my lap and knowing she wanted me to touch her, she pulled my hand there." She put her head back and moaned feeling her husband's cock begin pounding into her, "Oh God, you are so hard."
"I want to hear more. What did she feel like?" Dave hissed.
"Silky smooth. Wet. I could feel her open up and I actually slipped a finger into her which apparently made her really happy. Her pussy ground against my hand as her hands opened up my blouse." She stroked her husband's back, "I guess I should tell you, the guys at work now have seen my breasts. Oooohhhhh, I guess you like that." She wrapped her arms around her husband's back as he slammed into her, groaning in pleasure.
Dave felt the last spasms as he came for the second time in 20 minutes, "Fuck me. I haven't cum like that in a long time, "Did you really take your top off for all those guys?"
"Well, it was just Mike, Bob, Alan and Chan who went to the strip club, but yes. They seemed to like it." She felt his cock slide out of her, "I was worried that the rest of the trip, someone would bring it up or make a pass at me, but not a word."
"That's too bad." Dave said as he handed her some more tissue. "I mean, I'd like to hear about them trying to get between your legs."
"Seriously? It excites you to think about other men fucking your wife. You've always been so jealous."
"No. I didn't mean that. It excites me thinking they want you. You are incredibly desirable you know, so sexy."
"Ok, I'll make sure I let you know whenever a guy makes a move on me." She had a sudden thought, "And maybe you're right, I'll see if Jeremy can add this to his list of chores." Giggling, she stroked her smooth twat, spun around and headed into the bathroom.
Dave lay there, feeling his softened cock pulse thinking about his son not just seeing, but touching that perfect pussy. He felt his cock stir and rolled off the bed to join his wife in the shower.
*********************************************
The week or so was strange in that it was totally normal, with some exceptions. Jeremy never brought up what happened and neither did Stephanie. He found he was jerking off more, replaying his mom's ass in his hands as he pounded that nice pussy. The taste of her breasts, nipples, twat. He fantasized she needed him, begged him for his cock. Other times he acceded to her request to keep her smooth-shaven...followed, of course, by a good fucking. But a couple of nights, he worried she'd come bursting in and tell him to clear out. Leave and never come back since she couldn't stand to look at him anymore. Those nights he didn't jerk off.
Dave couldn't keep his mouth of his wife's cunt. He doubted she had cheated on him, but his cock couldn't get any harder thinking she'd come close...almost wishing she would. He thought about men being where he was, hearing her breathing, panting, cumming. He loved making her cum over and over before eagerly pulling him inside her where he could cum without worrying about her cumming. Where before they'd been down to sex a couple of times a week, it was now every morning and every night.
Stephanie began feeling anxiety about how she was going to shave herself down there. She wasn't sure she could do it without nicking herself, perhaps causing damage. On top of that, Jeremy did a perfect job. If she wasn't thorough, perhaps Dave would ask who did it for her the first time if she confessed she couldn't do it herself. The worst thing was, she no longer could cum from her husband's cock. In fact, she wasn't even close due to how fast he always came and also, she couldn't stop comparing...comparing her son's fat member to her husband's. Sure, Dave wasn't in her long, but she knew it didn't matter. No longer could she feel him, actually feel him. He used to make her squeal as he pounded her, but lately he felt just nice. She felt like crying. Dave was perfectly adequate. His 6" cock had always pleased her. But now...now, just upstairs, there was a-lot-more-than-adequate cock, ready and willing to please her, to take pleasure from her.
*********************************************
"By the way, did you hear about the Barbers? Apparently getting the lowest quote for movers wasn't the best idea. Their stuff never arrived and they've filed a police report." Dave shook his head, "I cannot even imagine losing everything we own. Poor Ted and Jodie." He looked at his wife and son, "I told the police when they called I was in Chicago and you were in China when the movers were there. You didn't notice anything strange did you Jeremy?"
The boy and his mom exchanged brief looks before responding, "Um, well, actually they did seem rough to me, but I can't say I would have noticed anything else. I mean, they were loading the truck." He got up and put his plate in the dishwasher, "Ok. I have to head to school. Later."
Putting down his coffee, Dave rubbed his lips and cheeks. He looked over as Jeremy headed out the door. After the door closed he turned to his wife. "I'm thinking you might want to, you know, shave a bit down there. You're not quite as smooth."
"I thought this would be a one-time thing. You know, a treat. It was damn hard to shave down there. It's not like you shaving your face, you know." Stephanie said hopefully.
Dave grinned, "I wouldn't think so. I love it." He took a bite of toast and stood up. "I've got to get going. I'll see you tonight. I hope you manage to smooth things over..." He kissed her and headed out of the kitchen.
After the men left, Stephanie climbed into the bathtub and after soaping up, grabbed her razor. Following her leg shaving routine, she sat on the edge of the tub and rubbed the soap on her crotch and ran the razor up on the mons. Satisfied with the results, she opened up her legs and tried to maneuver the blade around her labia. Finally, she gave up since she had to head into the office. She realized what she had to do.
*********************************************
"Hey mom. What are you doing home so early? Can I have a Coke?" Jeremy said as he came in the back door, seeing his mom sitting at the table.
"Sure, but I need to talk to you when you're done settling in."
Jeremy felt his stomach turn, 'Oh shit. She's finally going to kick me out for what I did to her.' He forgot about the Coke and tried to act nonchalant as he sat down, "Sure, what's up? You have bad news or something?"
"Um, look. We haven't said anything about what happened a couple of weeks ago." She looked at her son's face, "I'm not mad, I mean it happened. But, now I...we have a problem." She felt herself blushing, "Your dad really likes the new look." She looked down at her crotch, "The clean-shaven look. You must realize that it's been a while and, well, I need your help, you know...um, shaving me." She felt herself blushing furiously.
Jeremy's cock throbbed realizing this wasn't a fantasy, but really happening. He tried to relax and not sound too eager, but his voice cracked anyhow, "Sure, mom. Sure, I'd be happy to. When do you want to do it?"
"Can we do it now? I left work early since your dad gets home before I do normally, and well, you know..." She stood up and walked to the door, "Come on. Let's try to make like this is not really weird." She groaned seeing the snake growing in her son's pants as he stood up.
Stephanie laid a towel down on the bed before pulling off her skirt, pantyhose and panties and lying down on it. She put her arm over her face as she opened her legs. She flinched feeling the cool cream get rubbed into her crotch. She was amazed how gentle her son was. He went around her slit, avoiding her clit and covering everywhere else. She kept telling herself not to open her legs wider, not to get exciting feeling those nice fat fingers. 'Please don't enjoy this!' she thought desperately.
Jeremy was being careful not to look like he was trying to arouse his mother, so rubbed the shaving cream just where he needed to. As he did, perhaps it was his imagination, but he thought he felt his mother's pussy respond by pushing up at his fingers. "You actually did a great job, mom. There's just a little touch up to do." He felt how long the stubble had gotten. "I'm surprised you waited so long, though." He carefully and gently shaved his mother's twat and when he was done, grabbed a wet wash cloth and cleaned her off, aware that a lot of the moisture was not from the water and shaving cream. His cock throbbed painfully as if reminding him that relief was nearby.
Stephanie uncovered her eyes and looked down at her crotch. As she reached down to feel, she saw the huge tent in her son's pants with a silver-dollar size wet spot. "Damn, Jeremy, that looks painful." She sat up and reached down and unzipped and freed the angry shaft of flesh. Pulling it out, she tried to get her hand around it, but failed again. She'd thought her memories how big it was were distorted by time, but it was actually bigger than she remembered. She reluctantly let go. "There. I didn't want my baby boy hurting himself." She ran her fingers around her wet slit and grinned up at her son, "That is great. I think we'll have to add this to your weekly chores." She heard Jeremy giggle. "What? Oh yeah." She laughed, "I'll bet your dad might notice this right under 'Take out trash and recycling.'"
Jeremy started to get up, but felt his mother pull back on his thigh.
Stephanie looked at the clock and back at her son, "You think we could take care of that in 20 minutes?" Seeing her son eagerly nod, she pulled him on top of her, opening her legs wide, "Oh Christ! Easy, let me get used to it. That's it...so fat. Ooooohh...ooohhhhh, fuuuuck!" She cried as she came as soon as her son buried his cock all the way inside her. She suddenly felt joy being able to cum while being fucked.
Jeremy felt his mother thrust up hard, pumping her cunt hard into him and felt so proud he could make her cum that fast. As she came down, he began pulling all the way out and driving hard into her over and over. He wanted those tits, so he started to unbutton her blouse, but was thrilled when his mom ripped open her top and pulled up her bra. He dove down and sucked a nipple into his mouth, flicking the rock-hard tip with his tongue. He felt his balls start that familiar ache and knew he was going to cum soon.
"Oh God, baby, I love your cock. I love your mouth on my tits. Come on baby, fuck me. Fuck me hard." She panted feeling another orgasm coming on. She gripped his ass and writhed up against her strong son as she came a second time in ten minutes. She wanted to cry out, 'Don't cum inside me.' But Jeremy responded to her thrusting and exploded his potent sperm into her tight hole before she could get the words out.
"Oh God, mom...I'm cumming...uhhh...uhh...uhhh..." The boy felt spurt after spurt shoot into his mother's womb until he collapsed on top of her.
Stephanie looked over at the clock and slapped her son's ass. "Baby, your dad's going to be home soon. I need to get cleaned up."
Jeremy groaned and reluctantly snaked his cock out of his mother's hole. "Damn. I could stay inside you all day." He finally crawled off her and stood up.
Stephanie looked at the now flaccid 7" cock, dangling between her son's legs...her juices glistening, a drip of sperm hanging off the end. She tossed him the towel, "You'd better get up to your room and clean up. I need to get cleaned up myself before your father gets home."
*********************************************
Dave looked up at his wife, "Christ you taste good. I'll bet shaving made you hornier than hell and couldn't wait." He returned to licking the incredibly soaked cunt wondering how much fluid she could produce. He'd made her cum twice already and looking how she was playing with her nipples and how her pelvis was responding to his mouth, he knew she was going to cum again, soon.
Stephanie was mortified at first when her husband immediately dragged her into the bedroom as soon as he got home and went down on her. Earlier, she tried as best she could to get Jeremy's cum out of her, but the boy drove it way up inside her. But, she soon realized, it added to the arousal seeing how excited the taste made Dave. Immediately she was lost as the first orgasm crashed through her. Her husband never let up after she came down and soon she came again. When she came down from having cum a third time, she had a thought, Jeremy hadn't ruined all her holes. "Honey, get the KY. I need you to fuck my ass."
Dave gleefully lined up his cock against that tight, puckered hole feeling so proud he could fuck such a beautiful woman in all her holes...how she was his and his alone. As his cock opened her up and she moaned, he imagined Chen or one of her co-workers doing this and felt like he might cum immediately.
Stephanie relaxed and reached back to play with her pussy as her husband drove into her ass. 'So nice. Feels so good to be stretched.' She thought as her husband picked up the pace. She knew he was close to cumming as he always drove into her faster when he was close. She waited for him to grip her ass and push all the way in, but surprisingly he slowed down.
"God, Steph. You feel great, but I just don't want to cum yet. Tell me more about Chen and your co-workers. They really saw your bare chest?"
"Really? I thought you'd be jealous...Right. Yes, they saw me. As a matter of fact, about 50 men saw me. At least I assume they did. I was right in front of the stage when the girl was on top of me." She felt her husband increase the pace. "One man, a guy to my right, reached over and grabbed my breast. I didn't do anything to stop him, but the girl did. She batted his hand away and said something in Chinese, something like 'This is mine. Keep your hands off.'" She had to stop talking as her husband threw himself hard against her ass and grunted over and over as he filled her rectum with his cum.
After cleaning up, Dave stroked his wife's face. "You're heading back to Shanghai next week?" Seeing her nod, "With the same guys? You know, I think they might be planning on taking you back to the same place. Maybe get a better look, maybe a feel."



"No way. I know these guys. They laughed it off." Stephanie sighed, "You don't need to worry about them."
"No, actually I'm not worried. I just want you to tell me all about it if it does happen. I know you were too embarrassed to tell me, but I actually think it's really hot."
"You're strange. You've come over to me at parties and interrupted conversations I've had with our friends...our male friends. I mean, I've always thought you were a pretty jealous guy. It never bothered me since I'd never do anything with any of those guys, nor with the guys at work, but this sounds like you want me to." Stephanie said leaning up on an elbow looking at her husband.
"I know...I know. I haven't felt like this since I lost my virginity. Something about guys touching you, seeing you, I don't know, maybe even other men fucking you makes me want to jump right on top of you and fuck your brains out." Dave said, sounding frustrated. "I mean, I'd hate it if you cheated on me, but I'd love it. Does that make any sense at all?"
"Holy shit. Look, we need to go out and make dinner. Let's talk about this later." She patted his arm, "I'm not going to sleep with any of the guys at work, but if perhaps they get to see a bit more of me, I won't be too quick to cover up." She looked at the eager face, "And yes, they can touch. Let's go get dinner."
*********************************************
"Ok, sweetie. I trust you won't make the same mistake. No one in the house while I'm gone. I don't want a repeat of what happened last time." Stephanie said to Jeremy as she was rolling her bag to the door. She stopped and looked back at the boy, letting her eyes stray down his body to his groin, "At least the part about strange men in the house."
Jeremy felt his cock pulse thinking on her last comment as the Uber pulled away.
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Shelly crept into the bedroom and quietly packed a change of clothes, wondering if clothes would even be needed. Kevin obviously didn't actually set that up, but now all the boys are expecting her to let them fuck her. As she was leaving the room she looked at her husband sleeping on the bed and turned back. Kissing him on the cheek, she whispered, "I love you so much. I hope you feel better when I get back in the morning." Hearing him softly moan made her want to cry. She thought about just letting Jerry take the van and they could drive down and grab it tomorrow, but perhaps Kevin wanted to be left alone. Plus, her pussy was aching for cock, and Kevin sure wasn't going to be available tonight. But, getting in that van with 4 guys would be crossing a line from which there would be no turning back. Maybe she could apologize and laugh it off as a joke. Could she? She finally sighed and headed downstairs.
When she got to the van, she saw Jerry behind the wheel. "So, did you get the bikes and all your gear stowed?" She asked as she climbed into the passenger seat.
"We did. God, this is a great van. I can't believe how roomy it is and how easy it was to put the bikes on top." Jerry grinned, "Though, I think the other guys expected you in the back." He looked over his shoulder.
Shelly saw Al, Chuck and John all sprawled out on the converted bed in the back. She could make out the fat snakes under their lycra shorts. She felt her pussy pulse thinking about what would happen if she went back and released those.
"You were right, the seats fold down so easily." Chuck said, "But if you have second thoughts, I'm cool with it. I might just crash until we get home." He said as he flopped back.
"Yeah, Shelly. It was a lot of fun, but if you're not comfortable with anything more happening, we're good." John added.
"Thanks, guys." She looked at their bare chests...the snakes, and groaned. Could she? Should she?. She looked at Jerry, "Do you need company to stay awake? I know how tiring it is to bike a lot of miles in the hot sun."
"I'm good. Go on back and lie down. Like they said, no one is going to do anything if you don't want them to." He looked over at his friend and could see she had no bra on and she obviously was very excited looking at her nipples.
Shelly leaned over and kissed Jerry in the cheek. "Ok, I am tired. What could possibly happen?" she giggled.
As she turned to climb back, she felt her summer dress pull up and hearing Jerry mutter, 'Nice,' she remembered she was naked under it having just pulled it on. She carefully crawled back and lay face down between John and Al, who made room for her. "I guess I am really tired."
John patted her on the back and lay down, "It actually has been a fairly draining day, um," he laughed, "sorry, I didn't mean it like that." He laughed, "But, I guess it's pretty accurate. I hope you're ok with what happened. We'll never breathe a word of it to anyone."
"Yeah, I'll replay it in my head, I guess a lot, but I don't want anything to hurt our friendship." Al added. He reached up and stroked the girl's back as he said it, but took his hand away as he lay back.
Shelly felt the two boys rubbing her back and sighed, "That feels really good, don't stop."
Al rolled back over and ran his hand up and down the beautiful girl's back listening to her encouraging coos. He looked over at John who was doing the left side and grinned.
Shelly felt both boys' hands on her and wished she had the nerve to pull off her dress since that would feel so much better, but obviously they'd take that as permission to do a lot more. When John's hand slid down over her ass, she unconsciously cooed a bit louder and soon both boys were joined by Chuck who crawled down by her feet. Shelly was getting lost in the sensations of Chuck's strong hands rubbing her toes, her arches and her calves unaware her legs had opened up making it easier for him, exposeing herself to him. John and Al's hands kept catching on the dress as they slipped up her thighs and soon her creamy globes were fully exposed. She was no longer cooing, but breathing hard, especially as John boldly explored her inner thighs. Finally, she rolled over and sat up.
John was getting close to her pussy, feeling the moist heat emanate from the area between her legs. "Sorry, Um, we thought you liked that." John stammered felling the girl pull away. "Oh!" He gasped seeing the dress being yanked off, freeing the bouncing breasts. He just saw them an hour ago, but seeing them again in such tight quarters, made him want to reach out and grab them, feel the mass, the heft.
Shelly looked at the faces and down at the fat rods straining their biking shorts, "Lord, that looks painful, perhaps you guys need to do something." She said as she lay back down on her stomach. She listened as three pairs of bike shorts were being ripped off and sighed, feeling hands all over her again. Her skin felt like it was electrified wherever they touched her. 'God, this has to be the horniest I've ever felt.' She thought as she turned her head and looked at the cocks pointing at the ceiling on either side of her. She licked her lips remembering how those fleshy rods felt in her mouth, while grinding her pubis into the mattress. 'Christ, three cocks. Shit! Only one way to take care of them all at once.' She shuddered thinking how she'd never let Kevin fuck her ass, though she did like his finger there. She opened her legs and raised her chest up when John and Al explored more of her.
Jerry looked in the rear view mirror and grinned. He found it hard to focus on the road while glancing back, but finally turned the mirror so he couldn't see the foursome. 'Shelly sure is going to be getting all her holes filled soon.' He thought. Even though he could no longer watch, he sure could hear.
Al was loving rubbing Shelly's upper back, her skin silky smooth. He made sure to rub her shoulders and neck, but also made sure to explore the sides of those massive tits bulging out. When the girl lifted herself up, giving him access to her dangling breasts and nipples, he almost came.
John grinned seeing Al's hands milking those huge breasts, but his focus was on slick hole his fingers were pushing into. His cock throbbed as her pelvis thrust back against his now sopping digits. He was mesmerized by that creamy ass juggling as she humped against his probing fingers.
Chuck watched as his friends explored the girl's body but seeing those soft feet feel for his cock, helped guide them and sighed as they began stroking his cock. "Guys, look at this. You have no idea how good this feels."
Al and John grinned seeing Shelly give their friend a foot job wishing she'd grab their cocks. Al moved up so his cock was right by those soft lips he enjoyed earlier and pushed forward as her mouth opened up instantly. "I don't know Chuck, but I think this feels at least as good." He grinned back at them as he thrust his cock into the eagerly sucking mouth. He felt like he was getting close when Shelly pulled off his cock and sat up.
Wiping her mouth, she looked at the three cocks throbbing eagerly and sighed, "I'm guessing you all need relief, and I've never done this before with anyone, but there's Vaseline in the first aid kit over there." She looked at the eager faces, and blushing furiously, "I never thought I'd hear myself say this, but who wants to fuck me where?"
Chuck spoke first, "I'd love to get sucked off, but I'll let you guys choose if that's what you'd prefer."
Al looked between those legs at the dark triangle. "God, I've wanted to fuck that pussy since I first saw her in those bike shorts. Remember her pronounced camel toe?"
John laughed, "Remember? That's all you could talk about. Hey, I've never done anal. I'd love to fuck that great ass."
Shelly listened to then discuss her parts like she was their sex doll and rather than getting pissed, made her all the more excited, "I'm glad you're not fighting over my holes. C'mon Al, let's get started." She pushed the boy onto his back before throwing her leg over his hips. She saw John crawl over, his cock bouncing between his legs, as he grabbed the first-aid kit. Her ass twitched in anticipation, but feeling the bulbous head sliding along her wet slit brought her attention back to what she really wanted. Gripping the extraordinarily rigid cock, she closed her eyes and lowered herself onto it. Pleasure flooded through her as the head popped into her vagina and drove deep into her. As Al grabbed her tits, she leaned into his strong hands. "Christ! Fuck me, your cock is fat." She sputtered as she began bouncing up and down the long shaft.
Chuck crawled up by Shelly's head and waited until she noticed he was there. Seeing the girl open her eyes and immediately grin, he pushed his hips forward watching those full soft lips greedily wrap around his curving cock. She moaned as he put his hand on her head to encourage her to take more of his cock.
Shelly had never had a cock in her mouth and in her pussy before and loved the feeling. It was actually two feelings, one of power, the other of submission. The power to pleasure multiple cocks with her various holes. Power to provide the ultimate pleasure. But there was an equally strong feeling, perhaps one that made this even more exciting. The feeling she was just a toy for these boys. A wet warm set of tight holes for their enjoyment. Something to be used. She immediately started cumming realizing they could easily dump their loads in her without asking. They could put her in any position, fuck her anyway they wanted. She put herself in that position and found it unbelievably thrilling to be used.
Al felt her cum and reached down to grab that ass as she ground against his cock, her writhing making it hard for him not to cum himself, but he fought it hard wanting this to go on forever. When Shelly's orgasm subsided, he felt John's fingers press between those incredible ass cheeks so the spread them slowing his friend to press the jelly into her ass.
Shelly moaned feeling the waves of pleasure diminish and a long finger penetrate her anus. She stopped humping as that hard spongy mass pressed against her puckered hole. She pulled off the cock in her mouth, her face grimacing, "Ahhh...aaaah. God!" She spat as the head popped in, "Wait, stay there. Ok, ok. Push in a bit more...Ow. No, you're good, I just need to get used to it."
John felt like calling it off, but soon hear Shelly tell him to push more in and soon begging him to fuck her. He never felt anything as tight as that. Her sphincter gripped his cock and he knew he'd never be satisfied with a nice tight pussy anymore.
Shelly was now letting both boys pound her holes while she took Chuck's cock all the way down her throat. 'God damn, having a cock in my cunt and one in my ass feels good. So fucking filled.' She thought as the three boys thrust into her openings. She was trying to figure out if she could get Kevin to suggest a threesome, or better yet another foursome as she felt herself being used. She realized all three were getting close to cumming as she could hear their breathing becoming shorter, three different gutteral pants as they seemingly were lost in the pleasure she was giving them. When Al sucked a nipple into his mouth, she suddenly came a second time. "Mmmmmpppphhh...mmmpppphhh...mmmmm...mmm" she grunted on Chuck's cock.
Jerry felt like pulling out his cock and jerking off listening but tried to focus on the road. 'Shelly sure is loving getting fucked, I sure hope Keven never finds out.' He thought ruefully. 'Unless, this was Kevin's plan all along. Christ, how does one ask a guy if this was good or bad?' he thought. His bike shorts were terribly restrictive but looking at the time, he'd be dropping Al off in ten minutes and could adjust his cock then.
Al felt that tight pussy clench his cock and John's fat shaft inside her and came instantly after. "I'm cumming...God, I'm sorry, I'm cumming inside you." He panted as he felt jet after jet of cum spew into the girl's vagina. His best friend's wife's vagina. "Oh God, that felt great, but I couldn't pull out. Sorry."
Shelly pulled off the long curved cock and grinned, "That's fine, sweetie, I'm on the pill." She looked back at John, "God damn, you feel really good, fill my ass up with your cum. Come on baby."
John was trying to hold back, but began pulling way out and slamming back in and soon the welcome ache started in his balls and try as hard as he could to extend it, finally drove in as deeply as he could and grunted out his hot cream deep inside her rectum. He collapsed on Shelly's back before realizing he was crushing the girl and his friend. Groaning, he slithered his cock out of that tight warm hole and flopped back against the side of the van.
Shelly crawled off of Al and grabbed a towel, cleaned herself off before looking at Chuck, "Ok, I'm all yours. Tell me how you want me and do what you want."
Chuck was feeling a bit abandoned when his friend came and Shelly quit sucking on his cock, but hearing her offer, he felt the most powerful arousal he'd ever felt, "I want to fuck the shit out of you. I want you on your back, with your knees pulled up onto your chest."
"Ooohhh, yes. You like being in control." The girl giggled as she rolled over on her back and, legs spread obscenely wide, pulled her knees up onto her chest. She was fully aware he had total access to either hole, in fact he could take advantage of her mouth just as easily. She felt her cunt pulse in anticipation.
Al and John, pulled on their shorts and tees after cleaning up, sat back and watched as Chuck climbed between the girl's legs. John whispered to Al, "five bucks says he fucks her then pulls out and cums in her ass."
"You're on. I'm betting he doesn't want to pull out. You didn't get a chance to feel that tight cunt. He'll never be able to pull out." Al whispered back.
Chuck looked down at the gaping holes wondering what that ass might feel like having never experienced it, but remembering how many times he wished she'd let him inside that nice pussy of hers, leaned forward, pressed the head against that slick twat and drove all the way in. He grinned hearing the girl squeal in apparent joy, so he pulled out and speared her again and again. He grinned over at his friends as he repeatedly stabbed that sweet pussy.
Al and John watched in fascination seeing their friend roughly slam into the girl causing her to cry out in pleasure. "First time. First time I've actually witness a live fucking. Christ! This is hit." Al mumbled. Both boys had their hands in their shorts gripping their resurging cocks. Getting hard again watching those massive mounds bounce with each thrust, the flushed faces lost in the pleasure, the cries and grunts.
Shelly kept thrusting back feeling that curved cock hit a spot she never realized even existed and an impending orgasm unlike any she'd ever felt. She lifted her ass off the mattress and ground hard against the boy's pelvis as she exploded in a rush of pleasure that seeming hit every pore in her body.
Chuck couldn't believe the strength of the girl as she rapidly ground her cunt against his crotch, her slick juices flowing against his cock and balls. He raised himself up onto his toes and responded by pressing back, wondering if he could hold off long enough to try out that ass until he felt her entire body go limp and flop back down.
As he began thrusting again, Shelly moaned out "Too much, fuck, too much," and grabbed his ass pulling him in as deeply as possible. She reached up and pulled Chuck into a deep kiss.
The boy couldn't believe the unbelievable passion as the girl drove her tongue against his and wrapped her legs around him. He soon grunted over and over into her mouth as he exploded inside her that tight pussy. He was amazed how long his orgasm lasted, how sensitive his cock felt inside that tight warm hole. Finally, he went limp on top of the sprawled naked form. "I love you...I'm sorry." He whispered in the girl's ear.
Shelly kissed him on the cheek, "I know, I love you." She whispered back.
"Wow!" John said as the watched the erotic sight in front of them. "Why the fuck didn't we get that on our cells?" He grinned over at the couple still fully entangled, "You guys alright? I'm amazed after the long bike ride and swimming you had that much energy." He looked out the windshield, "And guys, I think we're almost home."
Chuck reluctantly pulled his softening shaft out of that nice pussy, grabbing a towel as a huge glob of cream poured out of the girl. "Damn, Shelly. Sorry to be so crude, but you're the best fuck I've ever had. Shit, you have the best body of any girl I've ever been with." He looked admiringly at the nice pussy, the narrow waist and the large mounds spread out on her chest while trying to memorize everything. He sat back and cleaned the copious amount of fluids covering his crotch. He looked over, "Oh shit. This is my house." He leaned down and kissed the girl, "I better get dressed, sorry to fuck and run."
Shelly laughed, "Glad you had fun. Christ, I've never cum so hard in my life. What ever you did with that nice cock of yours was great." She sat up as she scooped all the cum leaking out of her and cleaned her pussy with the towel. She never felt so sore before between her legs. Her pubic bone was quite bruised from Chuck and her ass stung from having her anal virginity taken.
After Chuck, Al and then John were let off at their houses. Each boy kissed Shelly with a fair amount of passion, their hands reacquainting themselves with her tits, and thanked her for allowing them access to her sweet holes. As they climbed out of the van, each made a comment to Jerry suggesting he'd won the lottery.
Shelly lay back on the mattress feeling as spent as she'd ever felt. She thought perhaps she could just sleep in the van and wouldn't bother to put on her clothes. After a few minutes she saw Jerry had pulled up to his driveway ,groaning as she considered what he probably wanted...if she had anything left in her.
Jerry put the van in park, turned and grinned at the girl. "I'm pretty sure you are thinking of nothing but a bath and bed right now." He crawled back and handed Shelly her sundress. As she sat up. She saw how raw looking her pussy looked. "Come on inside, I'll draw a bath for you."
Shelly nodded and crawled out of the van. As she left, she considered leaving the windows open since anyone putting their head in would immediately know what happened. When she got in the house, she flopped down on the couch and listened as the water ran in the bath. Sounded so relaxing, so soothing...
Jerry came out and smiled seeing his friend's wife passed out. "Shelly, sweetie, wake up. That's it, let's get you out of this dress and into the tub." He led her up the stairs and helped her into the bath. She just let him take the wash cloth and clean her off. His cock was throbbing as the girl allowed him to soap up her large tits and opened her legs allowing his fingers to clean her pussy. When he was done he helped her out of the tub and dried her off.
Shelly felt refreshed as her good friend led her into his bedroom and pulled down the covers. She turned and looked as his stiff rod in his shorts and sighed, "Jerry, you need relief. That must have been frustrating having to focus on the road while your friends were fucking me." She reached down and pulled his shorts down. As his cock popped free, she knelt down and took his cock in her mouth.
Jerry sighed feeling that warm mouth engulf his aching cock, but reluctantly pushed her off. "Shelly. Look, you don't have to do this. You almost passed out in the van and you definitely passed out on the couch." He pulled her to her feet. "Come on, let me put you to bed."
The girl looked sadly looked at her friend, "I'm never that tired...too tired for a nice cock." She lay back and opened her legs. "Get on top of me or I'll call one of the guys to come over."



Jerry grinned and pulled off the tee shirt, stepped out of his shorts and crawled between her legs. As he leaned forward to kiss her, he felt a soft hand grab his cock and guide the head across that wet slit. He thought back to how close he was to sliding inside his friend's wife by the pool and ignoring the feeling of guilt, pressed his hips forward. "Fuck, Shelly. You're really tight for..." He stopped midsentence and focused on burying his cock inside that slick tight hole.
"For just being gangbanged? Thanks. I was actually wondering." She lay back and felt her third cock of the evening plow into her vagina. She had to grab her breasts as the man increased the pace to keep them from flopping around.
Jerry groaned, "Fuck, Shelly, you're so beautiful. Play with your big nipples and cum on my cock." He watched as the girl reached up and pinched and pulled her fat nubs, the masses of flesh under them flopping up and down with each thrust. He felt a powerful feeling seeing the previously exhausted girl eagerly hump back against his attack on her pussy. "God damn, you love getting fucked, don't you?"
"Yes, yessss. I can't tell you how many times...uhh...uhhhh...yessss..I've fantasized about you guys taking me...using all my holes for your pleasure. God, yes. Fuck me." Shelly grunted as the boy ground his pelvis against her clit. Her nipples never felt harder, more sensitive. She never felt like such a total slut before and rather than embarrass her, it made her feel all the more excited. The thoughts about all those cocks piercing her...all those cocks wanting her again and again threw her over the edge. "Aaaahhh...aaaahhhhh...aaaa...fffffuuuuck!" She pulled hard on her nipples feeling the blissful explosion.
Jerry reached underneath and drove his finger into her anus as Shelly lifted her ass off the bed when she came. He let himself be bounced against that wide open crotch as she seemed to experience wave after wave of intense release. When she finally came down and collapsed, he grinned down on the panting girl. "I guess you weren't too tired after all." He pulled out of that sopping pussy and rolled her over on her side. He lay behind her and pushed his crotch against her ass.
Shelly was about to suggest a lube if he wanted anal, but instead he slipped back into her vagina and began spearing her from behind. She lifted her torso up as he slid an arm under her to grab her right tit.
"I know you're tired, but I just need to savor this a bit more. I heard Chuck say you are the best fuck he's ever had and I have to agree. You are so incredible." He pressed his crotch against that soft, fleshy ass, grabbed both huge tits and let the feelings take him. "Your nice plump ass. Tight pussy. Fuck, your tits. You have world-calls tits." He panted, "Fuck me, you feel so good." Jerry eagerly felt the welcoming ache climb to as peak. "Oh God. Uhhggg...ngggg...Shit!" He grunted, as he released spurt after spurt deep into the girl's womb. He kept pumping even after he couldn't cum anymore.
Shelly reached back and patted his ass. "Ok. I think you've spent all your seed into me."
"Sorry. I want to stay inside you all night. I may never get this chance again." Jerry whispered.
"Oh, you know that's not true. There's the sleeping naked together and all you boys have morning wood to take care of." She turned her head and kissed her friend, "Let's rinse off in the shower and if you get hard in the middle of the night, I'm sure you'll be back inside me. I'm a pretty deep sleeper."
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"We're losing subscribers." John Martin looked around as he tossed some printouts on the conference table, "I mean faster than we've been in the last few years. Urban Scrawl once was in every other household in the city, now..." He looked around at his top men. Ted Roberts, his Managing Editor looked more worried than thoughtful, Mike Alford, the Editor-in-Chief studied the numbers, and only Steve Gerard, the Creative Editor looked thoughtful. "Ideas? Look, at this point, we are either going to have to fold, go digital...or come up with something that grabs our readers."
Ted looked up, "Maybe we have to get with the times. Perhaps digital is the way to go." He looked at the man next to him, "Mike and I discussed this yesterday, we've got great writers but people just aren't into print anymore."
Mike nodded and looked around, "It's inevitable. Look at all the overhead we have that the bloggers don't."
John looked at Steve, "You don't agree. I see it in your face."
Steve looked thoughtful, "I beg to differ. How many of you still have your old National Geographics; Life Magazines covering important events...you know what I mean. Print is lasting. I know people say once it's online it never goes away, but good luck finding it. Every minute, another million blogs, articles, and uploads are dumped out there." He looked at John, "I have a thought about option three. Let's give the community something they want."
"We give them what they want. We cover local news better than anyone. We recap the week like no newspaper can; provide in-depth reporting on issues concerning the city. We can do that digitally." Mike said.
Steve reached into his bag, "Look at this." He tossed a copy of Cosmo out on the table.
"Seriously? Dating advice? How to lose 20 pounds in 20 days? Are your breasts making the right statement?" Ted sputtered.
"No," Steve tapped the article at the bottom, "How to Tell if your Man is Cheating on You." He stared at the men around the table, "Look, there's a ton of articles like that, what if we write about how does it feel when your man or woman cheats on you? How to deal with it. Let's get real-life examples. What exposed the infidelities, the signs...Hell, the pain in dealing with it. Did they divorce? Work it out? Let's go out and find people affected by this."
Mike grinned, "Shit. We don't have to go anywhere." He looked around the table, "Anyone here not have their wife cheat? No? How about all the guys out there writing?" He laughed, "We can gather stories right here."
"No." John interjected, "It's a great idea, but relating how people dealt with it...that's not enough. Let's look at it from the other perspective. Has anyone documented a great marriage before the cheating? Then tracked all the events that led to the infidelities? I want a weekly column documenting a spouse falling into temptation. I want readers needing to see the obvious, even if the writer doesn't. Remember that coffee commercial a while back that made people want to watch the sequel ads to see where it was going? I want people to rush to the mailboxes and the newsstands when the Scrawl comes out."
"Who the hell do we have that hasn't been through this?" Ted looked out the door, "All our main writers are divorced or on their second wives."
"Mike, who's that new kid you hired that's doing copywriting?" John asked. "The one who looks like a high school intern. His wife is the perfect girl next door if the picture on his desk is accurate."
"New kid? Oh, Billy Walker. He's not exactly new. We hired him a couple of years back. You want him to write the articles?" Mike looked around the table, "Why would he agree to that?"
*********************************************
Billy sat down at the table looking nervous, He assumed he was here to be let go. He could see the numbers, he heard the talk. All he ever wanted to do was be a journalist, but he never thought he'd be let go like this. Perhaps he'd be called into Mike's office but by all the Editors?
Mike looked at the young man. "Water? Coffee? We have an offer for you." He looked at John, "Relax, you're doing a great job. I think you're going to get to do what we hired you to do. You're a terrific talent and have paid your dues." Mike looked at his colleagues and back at Billy, "We're known for reporting on the mainstream issues affecting all of us, but perhaps we've gotten a bit out of touch. So we were talking and we need a youthful perspective in The Scrawl, it would mean your own weekly article and byline. Hopefully, you're up to it."
John got up and grabbed the pitcher of water and carried it over and while pouring a glass, he smiled, "Look, if this is not something you think you can handle, your job is secure. But, it would entail putting yourself out there, on the other hand, you and your wife should find it entertaining." He sat back down "I have to ask you a fairly personal question though. How is your relationship with your wife?" He looked around the table and glanced out towards the news floor, "I'm asking because I think this job stresses marriages a lot more than normal. Perhaps it's the hours, or just that we journalists are pretty much assholes." He laughed.
Billy looked surprised at the question, "We're fine. I mean, we're still, you know..." He blushed furiously, "We've just been married three years, so everything is great. Why? I never thought this would factor into writing articles."
Steve laughed, "Christ, he's perfect. Do you have a picture of your wife? I know it's a strange question, but when you hear the assignment, it will make sense."
Billy pulled out his phone and swiped through pictures and handed the phone over to the Creative Director.
Steve whistled, "Nice. I mean, she's very pretty." He admired the long straight, reddish blonde hair, slim figure, peaches, and cream complexion. He swiped over and felt his stomach flip, seeing the girl in the tiny red bikini. The sun was from the side and her nipples must be poking out a half-inch. He handed the phone to Ted with a wink.
Billy felt like he stepped into a strange new world seeing the men admiring his wife. He wondered where this was going to go, but drank some water to help calm his nerves. When he got his phone back, he saw they'd swiped over and looked at the pictures he'd taken in Maui. He looked up, "OK, you really have to tell me what the assignment is."
"Billy, we want you and your wife to go out on dates, at our expense. Basically, we want you to review the night spots out there for you young people. You'll get a corporate card, obviously without our logo on it. We'll need receipts, but we want you to enjoy yourselves, then write about it." Ted looked intently at the boy, "Here's the tough part. You'll need to talk to your wife, what's her name?"
"Jennifer. Talk to her about what?"
"Well, here's what you're going to write about weekly. You and Jennifer will be hitting all the hot spots in town."
"Meat markets," John interjected.
"Yes," Ted continued, "The meat markets. We want you to write about how each of these places makes it hard or easy for married couples to go out and simply dance or have a few drinks. We want you to go out and see how badly your wife is hit on." Seeing the look on the boy's face, he continued, "Of course, you'll be jumping in and stopping these guys, but here's the thing. You are obviously a married couple. Flash your rings, do everything like you always do, but you'll need to get up periodically to interview the manager, perhaps the bartender...you know, leave an opening for the men to hit on your wife."
Billy sat back in his seat, "I'm not sure she'd go along with that. Hell, as much as I'd like to get off the Copywrite desk, I'm not sure how I'd react seeing men hitting on Jennifer." He looked at the three men.
"OK, that's fine. If this is not for you, I can understand." John looked at the two other men, "Before you decide, ask around. Every journalist here has had to make personal sacrifices to pursue the craft. We're not asking you to have Jennifer sleep with anyone, we just want you to review and rate all these places as 'Couples Friendly' or not. You can come up with your own rating system, but wouldn't this be helpful to every married couple in the city? Hell, perhaps there are married couples who want to go to the not so 'Couples Friendly' places if you know what I mean. Think about it. How many articles have you seen covering the 'Singles Scene?' You're not dead just because you're married. You want to go out, dance, drink and enjoy yourselves without worrying about guys stealing your wife away. This series will be a guide for couples like you who are looking for a safe evening out."
Ted jumped in, "You'll be reviewing the place. You'll need to interview the people working there to get an idea of what they think. This would require you to leave Jennifer alone, so just a warning. This allows you to see how fast the sharks move in. If you accept this assignment, you must let it happen, or else how would you know?"
Billy shifted in his seat, "You want me you leave her alone so guys can hit on her? Let them buy her drinks?"
"Yes, but just while you interview the staff. I mean, you need to be really subtle about this. You'll not be poking a microphone in their faces, you'll have to take notes later. Of course, Jennifer will be left alone. It makes no sense to drag her along while you do your job. She'll be fine unless you don't trust her." Steve added. "I have to be honest. If you in any way suspect Jennifer might, well, you know, be open to these opportunities, this just won't work. OK, OK. I get it." He said seeing Billy's expression. "That's great. Um, though the whole assessment depends on Jennifer looking hot. Perhaps not like that beach shot, but the school marm look might not really be a valid test."
John stood up. "Don't make a decision now. Talk to Jennifer. Tell her you're writing about married couples hitting the hot spots, but she can't be aware you're intentionally leaving her alone while you go off to interview the staff. Oh, by the way, this would double your salary if you accept and you'll be able to mostly work from home." He winked at Billy, "I'm guessing being home after going out might have side benefits."
***********************************************
"Seriously? What did you say?" Jennifer said, looking excited. "I mean, you can finally write. Plus, they actually are giving you a corporate card and we HAVE to go out to drink and dance?"
Billy thought about the opportunity, but a voice in the back of his head told him not to, "I know. This truly is the opportunity I've been looking for, but as fun as it will be, dancing, having drinks, meeting people, there will be times I'll need to go talk to the staff there..."
"And you'll be leaving me alone. Really? I'm a big girl. I think it will be fun to see the guys get shot down. I mean what kind of sleazeball would hit on a married woman? Actually, I do hope you let that happen." Jennifer grinned, "I'll gladly tell them where to go. When can we start?"
"Well, you know the old saying, if it sounds too good to be true, it probably is." Billy sighed, "But then again, never look a gift horse in the mouth."
Jennifer laughed, "OK, I see why you're hesitant. If all you have are clichés, then perhaps you better not take the assignment."
***********************************************
"Good call. I knew you'd see this as the great opportunity that it is." Ted slid over an envelope, "I know, you didn't agree yet, but here's a temporary corporate card and a list of the top night spots in the city. It's completely up to you where you start, but you probably want to geographically spread it around. I mean going to the one on Hall street one day and then visiting the one behind it on Elm might be an issue."
Billy took the card and scanned the list, "Some of these are pretty exclusive."
"Don't worry about it. Let us know and John will grease the wheels a bit. Oh, I almost forgot." He picked up the phone, "Henry. Can you bring the bag up? Thanks." He looked at the boy, "OK, I have to ask. What did Jennifer say about being left alone while you interview people? I hope she was OK with it."
"She looked excited about the prospect. I think she wants to flash her wedding ring and see their expressions." Billy sighed, "I wish I could share her enthusiasm for having guys hit on her."
"Look, I totally get it. Your wife is fucking beautiful. And I mean that in the best way. She looks like the girl next door every guy fantasizes about. It doesn't look like she even wears makeup. I hope she knows what she is getting herself into. She might be having to flash her ring a lot, but that's what's going to make your articles so good. Imagine how boring your findings would be if she were...let's say not Jennifer." Ted smiled at the young man. "I assume you trust her."
"I do. She'd never cheat on me. I just need to look at this as the great opportunity it is." Billy said swallowing his worries. "Actually, she gets hit on when we go to Applebees, so I think we'll get a pretty good sampling." He looked up as a guy he'd never seen came into the conference room.
"Henry, thanks. I was hoping you still had this. It works?" Ted asked.
"Yep. I tested it. New lithium batteries, blank SD cards. The works." Henry said. He smiled at the young man sitting there and headed out.
Ted plopped the shoulder bag down on the table. "Now this is really expensive, so don't lose it." He held it up and showed the seams on the inside. "This bag will record all the conversations while you're in the clubs. I know it sounds a bit cloak and dagger, but for your articles to be realistic, you'll need all the pick-up lines. This will really help your article." He grinned at his writer, "Actually, I'm a bit intrigued myself. You hear about pick-up lines, but you'll be collecting them."
"Crap. This makes me uncomfortable. I'm guessing you don't want me to tell Jennifer." Billy looked at the older man.
"That's your call. If you think it would help if she knew she'd be recorded, then tell her. On the other hand, you might want to wait. You know, perhaps her knowing might make her uncomfortable. Spontaneity is important." He put up a finger and dashed out.
Billy looked at his boss as he trotted out the door. He wondered what he was getting himself into. He accepted the mini-recorder when the man returned.
"Here. You can give this to her to see if she'd be comfortable. If she is, then your recorder and transmitter won't be anything sneaky. Plus, she might want to turn it off, you know, when going to the bathroom, etc. This will give her something to make her feel less...observed."
Billy took it and put it in the bag, "How do I know if it's recording? I mean the purse?"
"Give me your phone, oh, unlock it," Ted said and when the young man handed it to him, he pressed a few buttons. He handed the phone to Billy, "Need your Apple ID to get the app. Thanks." He handed the phone back, "OK, just open the app and click record. You can email the recordings, and clear the SD cards. There's an earbud that you can connect with Bluetooth. I think the range is probably 150 feet. You could listen in as guys talk to your wife if you like." He sat back down, "OK, don't forget we'll need receipts, so make sure you keep those. Also, let's start with about 1,000 words for each review, but don't worry about that." He laughed, "I'm sure you know about rewrites."
***********************************************
"You're going to wear that?" Terry asked seeing Jennifer wearing a white blouse and blue jeans. "This a probably a dress kind of place." He added. But he was thinking as pretty as she looks, few guys would be doing a double take when she walked in. He thought about some of her backless dresses which always made guys' heads jerk around. It was a strange feeling, wanting her to look slutty and available yet dreading her looking slutty...
"Why? I thought this was just a place to have a drink and dance some. This is really comfortable." The young woman checked herself out in the mirror. She then thought about what Billy needed to write about and unbuttoned the blouse, "I get it. You want the wifey to attract the boys. I'll change, but I'm not going to do the ho outfit you made me wear to Stanford's party, though come to think of it, we could use the extra income."
Billy laughed, "Christ. Did you see the looks on all our friend's faces?" He walked over and cupped those perky tits, "Man, you are so beautiful. I love you so much." He backed off as she batted his hands away and turned to the closet.
She hung up the blouse, "By the way, the point of this is to see if guys try to pick me up?" She asked, grateful she had her back turned as she felt her nipples achingly harden.
"Actually yes, but this is not some sort of game. I need to write whether this place is a comfortable club for married couples just trying to get out. You know, drink, dance, and have fun. So, if guys hit on you, just flash the ring and hopefully, they'll move on to better prospects." Billy felt a pain in his stomach thinking about guys trying to get his wife under them. "Anyhow, look at this as a fun opportunity at the magazine's expense."
"Those fools!" Jennifer laughed, "Wait 'til they find out you never planned on writing about it. But let me get something conservatively slutty on. Shoo! I'll meet you downstairs. I know all about you men, just trying to get your dicks wet." She blew her husband a kiss, "I'll select something between $1,000 per hour and '15 minutes in a back seat for a drink.'"
Billy inwardly groaned seeing his wife come down the stairs. She had on a flimsy, backless (and braless) dress. And even though she didn't need the support, she was more than blessed with expressive nipples. He lost track of the times he'd been able to tell her mood by how hard her nipples got. She never could hide her level of arousal. Sometimes she said she was eager, but her nipples gave her true level away. Other times she played coy but he knew he was in for an enthusiastic romp. Right now, her nipples showed an obvious excitement. In fact, if they weren't heading out, she'd let him take her right there on the stairs.
Billy opened her bag and handed her the small recording device, "They gave me this to record the pick-up lines and conversations in the clubs. I hope you don't mind." He said as he handed it to her. "Very simple. The on/off is the red button." He pointed to his ear, "I also have a Bluetooth earbud so if for any reason you need me to get back...we need a safe word, don't we?"
Jennifer laughed, "What kind of clubs are these? BDSM?" She punched her husband in the arm gently, "I get it. OK, what about 'Disco sucks', or more current, 'Techno sucks?'"
"That works. I'm sure you'd be able to work that into a conversation, 'Sure, I get that you're married, but let's go out to my car for a fuck.' The obvious answer is, 'Disco sucks.'" He laughed, "I guess there are no real great all-purpose phrases."
Billy and Jennifer arrived at the club. There was a line to get in and after creeping forward for 30 minutes, finally got past the doorman. They waded into a wall of techno music and bright lights, and looking around, saw a couple leave their booth. Shortly after sitting down a very pretty, very buxom waitress took their drink order.
Jennifer dutifully turned on her recorder and put it back in the bag. "I guess this shoulder bag is necessary so I wear it all night?" She saw him nod, "I can't believe it will track all my movements. That should be an interesting pattern," she smiled. "It's fine. It's pretty small."
As they sipped their drinks, Billy wondered where he should start, given that they could barely hear each other. How the hell could he do any actual interviews? He looked at the bartenders, the bouncer, and the waitresses moving between tables. He made sure he was recording and his Bluetooth earbud was turned on. He thought about checking out the bartender, but Jennifer pointed to the dance floor. Nodding, he got up, took her hand, and headed out to the floor making sure she had the shoulder bag around her neck. He had this fear of having to replace an expensive piece of surveillance equipment.



They soon found themselves energetically dancing around with the others, bouncing to the beat. It helped that they both were very good dancers and instantly got into it. Billy saw Jennifer was quite excited and wished she could have worn a bra, both to reduce the bouncing, but also to hide her excitement. Surprisingly, a cute young brunette stepped between them and putting her leg between his, ground herself into his thigh while writhing against him. He looked and saw his wife was already sandwiched between two rather muscular guys and could hear her laughing and giggling. He felt an erection coming on as the girl ground harder and harder against him, her thigh rubbing against his cock. He heard his wife gasp as the guy behind her apparently pressed himself against her ass.
Jennifer was loving the frantic dancing. It had been a few years since they went out like this. She had to giggle feeling the boys' hard cocks hump against her as she danced. She saw they were looking down her slinky dress as her unfettered breasts flopped around with the music, her nipples betraying her enjoyment. She looked over at her husband being aggressively humped by the girl and ground back against the cocks pressing into her. When she felt large hands gripping her ass, pulling her against an obvious erection, she finally decided to pull herself away.
Billy heard Jennifer laugh out, "Gotta go." while extricating herself from the two boys. He patted the girl on her shoulder so he could escort his wife back to the table. He knew if anyone looked, he was sporting a stiff shaft in his pants. Flopping down at the table he leaned over, "I saw you had some pretty serious admirers there." He grinned as he gulped down half his beer. He noticed the music wasn't as loud, or perhaps he'd already suffered hearing loss.
Jennifer knew she was very flushed and her braless nipples were obviously poking out. She took a huge swig and then put down the glass. "I haven't been in a place like this since spring break my junior year."
"You mean Daytona Beach? I wish I'd been there. I still can't believe you went up on stage." Billy laughed, "Are you sure there are no videos of that?"
"Oh, I'm sure there are. You should have seen all the phones being held up." Jennifer blushed, "I'll never do that again."
"Why not? You won. I never asked, did they use warm or cold water?"
"Cold. I mean, ice cold. I didn't need any help..." She looked down at her pokies, "But I'm sure it evened the playing field. Actually, I was shocked I won. I definitely had the smallest boobs there." She took another drink and looked around and saw a tall blond man coming up to the table.
"Excuse me, um, I hate to ask, but would you like to dance? I saw you from the bar and if your boyfriend doesn't mind me borrowing you..."
"Husband. So, can he borrow me?" Jennifer laughed, looking at Billy. "Didn't you need to talk to the bartender anyhow?"
Billy got up and patted the guy on the shoulder, "Sure, that's great. Just bring her back when you're done." He grinned down at Jennifer, "Don't forget how we feel about Disco."
As Jennifer was led out to the floor, Billy made his way over to the back of the club, where he saw a guy standing and observing. Thinking he might make a good interview he headed over while listening to his wife. He could hear the instant his wife began dancing. He stopped, realizing the panting, the soft grunts, and her pleased squeals were almost the same as when they had sex. His stomach clenched thinking he should cut in but shook his head. 'Can't be another cliché,' he thought.
Jennifer was impressed with how good the blond guy was. He had many moves and flowed between them seamlessly, sometimes writhing his arms and torso, and other times the writhing flowed down to his hips. Jennifer found it hard not to stare at the massive bulge in the tight pants in front of her and on a whim, she let her dancing take her down to a crouch with her face inches away from a package that had to be padded. She looked up at the man with a grin and saw him playfully thrust his crotch out toward her while leering down at her. As she looked back, she saw that there could not be any padding as the shape of a large, circumcised cock was slithering up the front of his pants. She suddenly realized, her loose dress was completely pulled away from her front and he could easily see both her breasts.
The man felt like reaching down that top and feeling those pointy nipples capping those puffy, pale pink areolas. He wondered how they'd feel being under his tongue. He'd never seen any like them and felt the blood rush to his cock as he pictured himself sucking on them. He was disappointed when the girl quit swaying around down on her knees so he pulled her in close when she came back up. Her crotch was pressed hard against his thigh and as was his crotch against hers. They were grinding in cadence to the beat as he put his mouth to her ear, "Christ, girl, pardon me for saying so, but I couldn't help but see. Your nipples are incredible." He heard her giggle and felt those hard buttons slide across his chest as they let their bodies react to the music.
Billy had seen her erotic dance, apparently acting out as if giving him oral sex, and remembered that was how he first became attracted to her. She never left anything out on the dance floor. Maybe this wasn't such a great idea after all. She probably had no idea as the music was so loud, but she was grunting to the beat, their pelvises glued to each other.
He listened to a stranger discuss his wife's nipples with her and her appreciative laugh. Billy excused himself from the bouncer who was telling him about working here and the peak times and headed back to the table. He felt like throwing up, watching his wife totally into the moment with another man, an obviously well-endowed man. He heard Jennifer say "What?" and lean into the blond.
"I know you're married, but I have to ask, how married are you? Do you step out and have fun?" He heard the guy ask. He expected Jennifer to pull away and tell the guy off, but heard her laugh, "Tempting, seeing what you have to offer, but Yes. I'm very married. You'll be able to take care of your obvious issue with one of those cuties over there." He saw her point to a table in the corner. The blond looked over and shook his head, "Girls in packs scare me." He heard him laugh.
Jennifer slapped his arm and shook her head with a smile, "But girls with their husbands don't? Anyhow, from what I can see, you might need a pack of girls to take care of things."
The blond put his hand on her lower back and led her off the floor toward their table, "Thanks, but I'm a one-on-one type of guy. Anyhow, most married couples here are looking for variety. That was why I approached you."
"Do you have a minute? I think my husband might want to hear about your observations." She led him over to the table. "This is my husband Billy." She looked at the blond, "OK, I have no idea what your name is." She laughed and looked at her husband, "Normally I get the guy's name before I flash him."
"You showed him your breasts?" Billy asked as the blond sat down across from him. He slid over to let his wife sit down.
"Well, actually, her dress is kind of loose and opened up." He put out his hand, "I'm John, by the way, and now I have to say the same thing, usually I get a girl's name before seeing her tits."
Jennifer giggled, "Yeah, I'm Jennifer. Anyhow, John was telling me there are a lot of married couples who come here for variety. You know, let themselves get picked up." She looked at John, "How common is it?" She patted Billy on the hand, "Perhaps this will help you."
"We've been looking into investing in a club in town here, and actually, that is interesting. So, there are married couples here that, what is the term?"
"Have an open marriage. Sorry if I hit on your wife, but I thought I'd scored big time," John looked over at the blushing girl, "but see that table in the corner? They're regulars. Then the couple dancing nearest us? She's married to the guy standing at the bar in the bright yellow shirt. I could go on..." He said, his head scanning the crowd.
"So, you've slept with them?" Jennifer asked.
"Sorry, not telling. I'm just saying, you need to watch yourselves." He looked at Billy, "So, how many of these are you going to be checking out? I might have been to a few of them."
Billy opened his phone and showed the young man the list.
"Oh cool. You have quite a few of my favorite spots, though...hang on. Let me make a copy of this and I'll add notes."
Billy watched John's thumbs move rapidly before handing the phone back. He looked through the list, "The Gs? What are those?"
"Gay bars. The Qs are the quiet ones. Great dancing still, but not as loud as this place. Cs are country bars. Great line dancing. I personally like doing that. But the best is a place like this. Loud, you know. The heavy bass makes the women...um, ready."
"You mean wet." Jennifer laughed, "I noticed that. The vibrations seem to travel through my extremities and end up..." She looked down at her lap. "I don't think guys would notice that as much."
"You have no idea. There are a few dark corners where a couple could have a few minutes. I've been happy to experience the vibrations you women feel, first hand...or first something else." He stood up, "Look, I'm not going to sleep with your wife. I get that, but do you want my number? I might be able to help you with your research."
Billy couldn't believe how frank this young man was, but nodded and handed the phone back.
John gave the phone back to Billy and laughed, "Anyone who saw that might have the wrong idea. I'm not one to frequent the G bars." He winked at Jennifer, "Let me know if you decide to try something new."
***********************************************
As Billy started to buckle his seat belt Jennifer stopped him. He leaned back in shock and his normally sexually passive wife unzipped and yanked open his pants. "Wait, what are you doing?" He stammered as she took his flaccid penis in her mouth and sucked on it until it was fully erect. He soon took over and put his hand on her head as she hungrily bobbed up and down. Jennifer periodically sucked his cock, but it was in a dutiful manner, this was as if she were craving it. Then, she always complained his cock was too fat for her jaw to be open that long. The next shock was when she pulled off and straddled him and after yanking her thong to the side, impaled herself on his cock. Never in a million years would he have expected her to initiate public sex.
"Oh, God! Your cock feels so good. Fuck your slut wife who let all those men grind their cocks against her." She pulled her dress off and tossed it onto the passenger's seat. She pushed her left breast against her husband's lips and as he sucked on it, began furiously grinding her pussy against him.
Billy reached up and roughly mauled her right tit and grabbed her ass cheek with his other hand. Yes, her nipples were as hard as they'd ever felt...definitely aroused. Soon the car was filled with loud grunts and deep, rapid breathing.
Jennifer's clit felt like it was on fire and even with the incredibly intense feelings, everything simmered just on this side of cumming. When Billy's fingers slid down between her ass cheeks, rather than push them away as she always had, she reached back and pressed them against her asshole. "That's it, baby. Fuck your slut wife. You know if you don't she'll have no problem finding someone who will."
She'd never let him touch her anus before and had never heard her call herself a slut, never suggesting she'd cheat on him. She ground harder and harder against him as he pressed against that forbidden hole and as his first knuckle popped past her tight sphincter, she screamed in his ear and rapidly thrust her pussy against him, cumming in waves.
Jennifer was close to passing out when the driver's door was yanked open, "Hey. Oh. Sorry, I heard a scream and thought..."
They looked over and saw a cop with his flashlight shining on them, or rather on her...her chest. Apparently, the cop was intrigued by the long nipples. Finally, he stepped back but kept the light on them. "Sorry. I have to ask you to climb off and step out of the car."
"What?" Jennifer cried, "I'm naked."
"Go ahead and put your dress on, and you sir, please zip up your pants and step out of the car." He stepped back again as they climbed out and got dressed, "I'll need identification." He watched as the girl crawled over to get her wallet and took hers and the guy's. He compared them before handing them back. "I'm sorry. I just needed to be sure you weren't a hooker. Look, you guys can do what you want, but keep the screaming down. I thought I knew what was going on, but when I heard the scream...OK. You guys get out of here and go home."
As he watched the car pull out, he picked up his radio. "Ed, I'm over at 1st and Holly. You need to see this. Thank God they make us wear body cams."
Jennifer pulled Billy inside the door and kissed him hungrily. Breaking away she panted, "Come upstairs, I need you back inside me." She ran up, tearing off her dress.
Billy entered the bedroom and saw his wife naked, bent over the bed. He eagerly ripped off his clothes and stroked himself to a full erection seeing his wife offering herself in such a manner...her pussy and ass fully exposed.
"Please just hump my ass for a minute or so before fucking me." She felt her pussy gush having another cock pressing against her ass. She felt close to cumming recounting the men who overtly offered themselves to her this evening. What was this, the tenth cock pressed between her ass cheeks tonight? Jennifer groaned as she felt her pussy invaded a second time in a half hour and reveled in the feeling she'd longed for on the dance floor. Would it be possible? Do people do that? No one could really see when it's that tightly packed. This is going to change their love-making, the feeling of submission being fucked from behind...Christ, she loved a cock inside her, being taken, helpless. Loved being used in such a raw, animalistic act. She soon cried out in a shockingly intense orgasm.
***********************************************
"You are so hot. I've danced with a lot of girls here, but you are the best. Best dancer, and the hottest babe. I like to practice when I'm not at the clubs. Give me your number and with a few sessions we can blow these amateurs away." The tall man told her.
"Sorry, being married I'm not sure my husband would appreciate me meeting with another man," Jennifer replied.
"Why tell him? You go shopping or get together with your girlfriends, don't you?"
Jennifer looked around, "Disco sucks!" And headed back to the table.
***********************************************
Mike slid the copy over to Billy, "This is great stuff. You got to two completely different clubs and were able to really capture the atmosphere of each. We made a few changes. You used your real names. Not a great idea. I know we told you you'd have your own byline, but let's wait for the final piece, you know, where you wrap up the entire experience. Also, we changed your wife to, hang on..." He picked up his copy, "...Maria, 5 foot 8, brunette, large breasts, much like Sophia Loren's little sister..."
"What? Why?" Billy asked.
"Think about it. You'll get to what? 20 to 30 clubs? You think your 5 foot 4, long straight strawberry blonde haired wife with...what? In the bikini photo, those are B cups?"
Billy blushed, "Yeah, B or C."
"Well, you want people out there knowing who you are, who she is? Making her a target of their lusts? Anyhow, we all thought this was better. Oh, and just keep writing her up as you like, Ted has already made up a list of your wives, including stock photos we have on hand." He grinned at the boy, "5-foot Japanese girl; Silver blonde Nebraskan farm girl; Willowy 6 foot black girl, with tits and ass to kill for; an LA beach blonde with implants, you know, like a Barbie...let me think. Ted can show them to you." He looked at the boy, "So she really flashed her tits? That's a great addition to the story."
***********************************************
"Where do you live? I'm asking 'cause I'd like to know where you go out to dance. My wife hates dancing and since I do, she encourages me to get out." The young man with the Australian accent told her, "I mean, I'd love to find a regular partner if you know what I mean."
Jennifer laughed, "You forgot the adjective, dancing partner."
"No, I didn't." He overtly scanned her up and down.
Jennifer danced away, telling the man over her shoulder, "You know, Techno sucks."
***********************************************
Cam grabbed his latte and headed towards the door, "Phil, what the hell are you doing here? Aren't you usually at your desk by now?" He headed over to the table seeing his friend reading. "A magazine? When do you read magazines? What is it?"
"Urban Scrawl." Phil replied, "There's a great article in here."
"I'm sure, they are great at keeping up with the latest zoning changes and minutes from the city council meetings." Cam laughed. "You were visiting your dad again?"
"Check this out. This guy has been heading over to the hot spots in town and writing reviews."
"Yeah, so?" Cam took a sip of coffee, "That's why we have Yelp and others."
"No, you have to read this. Get this, he's taking his wife and writing about how much she gets hit on. Dude, this seems real. He's totally oblivious to the fact that she will eventually cheat on him. I've been reading this for weeks, and check this out." He pointed to the address label.
"You subscribed? When was the last time you subscribed to a magazine? Wait, I remember, we sent ours in together. Highlights for Kids." Cam laughed.
"Here." Phil tore out a subscription card. "Trust me, you'll never get hold of one of these at the newsstand. Believe me, I tried. Also, I used to be able to catch up on the back issues at the library, but I guess they all got stolen. This is gold. We have a pool in engineering in which issue this guy reports that he's been cheated on. What a fool."
***********************************************
"I know you're married. I saw the ring. Does that mean you gave up fun?" The tall, dark-haired man danced closer, making a point of pressing his hard penis against her hip, "So, you no longer like cock? Desire a good fucking?"
Jennifer laughed, "You're pretty sure of yourself. I do like a good fucking, but I can get that at home. I'm here to dance not let guys pick me up so they can get another notch on their belts." She extricated herself, "I'm sure there're a lot of single girls here you can please with your impressive cock." He was good-looking with his beard and ponytail. She had the idle thought that if she were single she'd toss the three-date rule out the window.
He looked around, "Yeah, there are a few here I'd do, but none as beautiful as you. Plus, I prefer married women. How long have you been married? Or, actually, how long since you've had another man's cock taking you to heaven?"
"Holy shit! You are persistent. Three years we've been married, but we went together for four years before that." Jennifer laughed, "Don't say it. "I know, seven-year itch. Trust me, I don't have any itch for you to scratch. My husband is great at scratching my itches."
"I'm sure, but you know where to find me if you ever need a tool at reaches those really deep itches," He said as he leaned over and kissed Jennifer, his tongue pressing between her upper and lower lips.
"Not cool! Disco sucks," she spat out before wiping her mouth as she spun away to go back to their table.
***********************************************



John let out a whoop and grinned and Mike and Ted. "Guys! That was the Jerry. We've more than doubled our advertising. I'd understand if it were the clubs that Billy's been reviewing, but also condoms, ride services, various beverages...adult, of course. Anyhow, along with the increased subscribers, we are actually in the black this month. He looked at Mike, "How is our boy? I hope he's still enthusiastic. I notice that Jennifer has been a lot slower saying she's married on the tapes. I'm thinking she's like a cat playing with mice. She's making them squirm longer before telling them no. I can sense her considering going out to some guy's car."
"Billy's fine. I've asked him and he's either in denial or just too close to the situation. He's totally unaware."
"If she does cheat on him, and God forbid that would ever happen," he laughed while rubbing his hands, "do you think Billy can write about the experience of being cucked?" He looked hard at Mike, "That is the money shot. We need it."
"I'm not sure. Look, if he's in denial, he might not be able to string a few words together, let alone write a 5,000-word story about the agony of being cheated on." He looked at his colleagues, "I'll talk to him. Make him aware we need a wrap-up."
"Tell him...tell him, he nails the wrap-up and we'll give him a weekly column about whatever he wants." John said, "And if he really nails it, a $10,000 bonus."
***********************************************
"Really? I'm sorry. The way you've been teasing me, I assumed you were either wearing that as a prop, or you're in an open marriage. Fucking teasing bitch." The frat boy said as he spun away looking for better prospects.
***********************************************
Billy rolled off his wife, feeling his balls ache. No way could he complain. They used to have sex five to seven times a week, but in the last three months, it's increased to twice to four times a day. He thought back to last night when Jennifer came downstairs in a cream-colored satin top, tied under her breasts exposing her incredibly narrow waist, the entire shape of her nipples clearly visible...rock hard; buttery soft black leather skin-tight pants and four-inch heels. The shocker was when she pulled his hand between her legs and his finger slipped right into her twat. Crotchless leather pants? 'Holy shit!' He thought about telling her she couldn't wear that, but they were headed to one of the more exclusive spots, and this looked perfect. John Martins had given the manager their fake names and they were able to bypass the line and get right in, find a table near the front and get drinks fast.
Jennifer lay back ignoring the cum flowing out of her sore pussy. 'Damn, I need Billy's cock a lot now.' Her fingers played with the juices flowing out, 'But that guy who kept asking me to dance seemed really hung. Almost as well hung as John was.' She thought about what one of those sausages might feel like opening her up, but she'd never do that to Billy. She loved him too much to ever hurt him. She could see it on his face every time she got off the dance floor, his questioning look. 'Did you consider his overt offer?' Not for the last time she regretted having that recorder on her allowing Billy to hear everything.
Then there was the guy she wanted to torture, to tease. She loved the instant look of shock, then total lust on his face when she writhed down until her butt hit her heels and her legs spread wide open. She never considered that the tight slit in the leather might open so wide, but after her initial embarrassment, she continued to tease him before telling him she wasn't going to stray from her marriage vows.
She sure was popular seemingly never being allowed to get back to their table. She knew Billy could hear their comments, but she wasn't going to tell him about the number of fat fingers that found their way up inside her. These guys in this club were extremely open as to what they wanted to do to her. How they bragged about how big they were. How she owed it to herself to enjoy what each guy had to offer. 'Your husband will thank you. You'll be so grateful to get truly fucked for the first time, you'll teach him how it's done and you'll both be happier in the long run.' She looked over at Billy when he said that and saw his shoulders slump. That was this first time out of, what was it?...245 come-ons in the last few months? Anyhow, that was the first time she'd laughed and just shut the guy down, "Trust me. My husband knows everything there is about taking me where I want to go," she turned and headed back to the table.
Billy thought about the tall guy with the ponytail, the same guy she'd danced with a couple of weeks back, bragging about how he knew how to fuck and how grateful she'd be. 'Christ, her expression was terrific. Laughed right in his face.' He thought. But she never stopped dancing with him, pushing her body closer. She seemed to open her legs more as she writhed into him, teasing him. Then there were the guys who groped her. She never once pulled their fingers away from her exposed pussy. She either thought they were accidents or welcomed the attention. His stomach hurt thinking about it, but his cock gently pulsed. He turned and looked at her. Her perky tits were wonderfully projecting off her chest. Her nipples were still hard, they'd been like this for months. Her nicely trimmed pussy looked damp and matted, but that also has been a consistent look over the last few months.
When they left the club, Jennifer opened the back door of the car, lay back, and pulled his head right onto her pussy. Her crotch was soaked. The black leather was darker six inches on either side. He could taste the copious juices mixed with the leather, but soon had his mouth centered over her aroused clit and held there as his wife grunted obscenities until she exploded.
Jennifer thought about how great it felt being eaten out while fantasizing it was that great dancer who loved waggling his tongue as he moved so fluidly to the beat. She imagined grabbing that ponytail and pulling his head onto her hard as her hips bucked against his snake-like tongue. She immediately came, wondering what that serpentine object would feel like slithering into her pussy. "Fuck!" She spat out, "I really needed that. "Get your cock out and use me. Fuck my married cunt."
Billy had never heard her say cunt, in fact, hated it but yanked down his pants, made sure to close the door, and climbed between her legs. She grabbed his ass and told him over and over to cum inside her cunt, all the while clenching her eyes closed. Hearing her tell him that was too much and he blasted his pent-up emotions into his wife's pussy, pulling back and thrusting harder than he'd ever done before.
In her mind, Jennifer saw the pony-tailed guy's face leering down at her as he speared her sopping cunt. His middle finger was huge. If that was any indication...She almost blurted out how much bigger he felt than her husband but caught herself, instead letting out long cries encouraging him.
Her squeals of pleasure made him pound her even more. After he collapsed, he remembered her finally opening her eyes and looking at his face with momentary unrecognition. 'I must have totally sent her over the edge. She forgot where she was.' He thought proudly. He loved how much she craved his cock. 'Get fucked for the first time. Teach me how it's done...Fuck you, asshole.' He thought.
***********************************************
"No one knows who the couple is, by the way. We contacted Urban Scrawl and they maintain the articles are sent to them anonymously and cannot help us in our search for the twosome we'd most like to meet. On a related note, a fight broke out at Gnu's News today when apparently there were a half dozen people who wanted the last copy of Urban Scrawl. Three people were arrested, two others were taken to the hospital and more importantly, the last copy was irreparably destroyed. Gene?"
"That is terrible news, but mine better be in my mailbox when I get home. Did I tell you, the last two issues were stolen?"
"Yes, Gene. Actually, we can replay the tapes for you, but wasn't there another bombing in Syria you wanted to talk about?"
"Sorry, Amanda, I need more coffee," Gene replied. "I've been hitting the nightclubs a lot more recently. I've run into many of our viewers doing the same thing. Hoping we'll run into our couple."
"I hope you get lucky...Sorry, I meant...Gene, Syria?"
***********************************************
"Can I at least buy you a drink? Maybe head over to the bar and talk? I'd love to get to know you better, you know, as a woman, as a person rather than someone's wife."
Jennifer looked at the businessman. She thought he was in town for selling something and didn't hide his wedding ring, but she knew if she went somewhere with him, he'd try to get his cock in her. "No, thanks. Billy is sitting right over there and I think he's expecting me. Thanks, though. You're a sweet guy and if I were alone, I'd take you up on it."
***********************************************
"Christ. We've been asked to syndicate Billy's articles. That's totally unheard of. Apparently, people are reading this much like Penthouse Letters, but in a mainstream magazine." He looked at his Editorial staff, "We're coming up on six months. What are our numbers?" John asked.
"12 times the runs as before. We have had to turn away advertisers. Our subscriptions are through the roof. Oh, the main library called, they want 10 copies per branch now." Ted looked over at Mike, "Tell me. How's Billy doing? I talked to the staff psychologist and he thinks that our girl has to be close."
"Billy's good. He's worried, I'm afraid. He's heading back to the tables and cutting in a bit quicker now. I think he's hoping to wrap these reviews up and get her way from the temptations." He looked around, "He has just a dozen left."
"Mike, let's have him re-review some of the ones where Jennifer was hit on the most. Perhaps a 'Best of' article." John looked hard at Mike, "You know it has to happen. Our readers expect it."
"I'll talk to him. Tell him to revisit and get the take from the staff on what the initial review meant to the clubs. Perhaps have him sit down in an office, you know, away from the action." He looked around, "But I can hear it on the tapes. She's close, really close. I've half a mind to go dancing myself."
***********************************************
Jennifer looked around the restaurant. She saw at least a half dozen tables with a copy of Urban Scrawl, including this one. Her best friend was going on about how the articles have to be fake since no woman could put herself out there and resist the types of opportunities presented.
"I'd probably end up fucking at least one guy every night." Tiff broadcast loudly.
"Sshhh. You might get some offers now seeing how you just told everyone here." Barb scolded, "But you're right. This girl must be gay, hideous, a fucking saint, or just plain a dog." She whispered, "I mean, I get a chance to finally get a real man's cock? I'm not passing it up."
Tiff laughed, "As if you ever did." She looked around the table, "Let's face it, Jenny here is the only one with a man who hasn't let himself go and according to Carol, he comes fully equipped to take care of our girl here."
Carol slapped Tiff's arm. "We went out senior year, just a few times. I never said I slept with him."
"Never said you didn't." Tiff laughed.
"OK, perhaps I did two or three times." She blushed, "...per date." She looked at Jennifer, "Sorry. I never told you since I thought it might make you uncomfortable, but when I'm with Joe," she wiggled her little finger, "I often think about...Anyhow, let's talk about something else. Why gossip about people we don't know? Especially ones who are going to get someone's dick we can only fantasize about."
***********************************************
"Fuck! You can move. You must have been a gymnast." Jennifer heard the stocky, 40ish-year-old man say, "I used to be a lot smoother on the floor, but you know how it is...or, then again, you wouldn't."
"You're doing great. It just feels good to get out on the floor. You actually have some nice moves, so just relax and enjoy"
The man spun behind the young blonde and grabbed her hips, "Thanks for dancing with me. I'm at a show and don't know anyone." He felt himself getting hard as the cute blonde ground her ass against him. "I'm not sure you want to take a break from dancing, but I have some bubbly in my room upstairs. Perhaps you'd like to sit down somewhere quiet?"
Billy knew where his guy was going, but Jennifer had fielded every type of come-on there is, but couldn't believe the cajones of the guy. He held his breath waiting for the inevitable shut down and at least a minute went by before he heard, "Actually, I would like to sit somewhere quiet. But, I'm not coming to your room. I'd love to go sit for a few minutes in the lobby, or perhaps step out and get some fresh air."
"That's great. I would like to just spend some time talking to you."
Jennifer laughed, "Exactly the same as what we'd be doing in your room? Hang on, let me find my husband and tell him I'm getting some fresh air with a strange man. I'll meet you outside." As she walked back, she saw Billy coming towards her, "I guess you heard I'm stepping outside for some fresh air." She saw his expression, "Relax, he's lonely. He just wants someone to talk to. Plus, it's really hot in here. I do need to cool off."
Billy noticed she was happy to be chatting with the man old enough to be her father. He turned back and went to talk to the DJ.
***********************************************
"Last one," Billy said as they were let in the door. "OK, so this is really impressive."
Jennifer looked around. This was by far the biggest of the clubs they'd checked out. The walls were plastered with flat screens projecting images shooting around the room to the music. The music seemed to follow the patterns of light, making the light show seem like the source of the music. At the far end, there were stairs leading up to what must be an office with mirrored windows. All of it was almost too much, but feeling the beat all she wanted was to head out to the floor and dance. She dragged Billy out onto the floor and melded with the writhing mass.
Billy loved dancing with his wife since she put herself totally into it. Tonight she was wearing a flimsy silk blouse, braless as usual, and a tiny skirt with a slit up the side. She looked incredible, looked like she was determined to get cock between her legs before the night is over. She was a former gymnast and lost none of the flexibility. He got behind her and felt her ass immediately grind against him. He had a pang of jealousy knowing that at least 450 men had felt the same pleasure he was feeling as that tight ass brought him to full staff. He heard that familiar giggle when she felt the excitement of her partners pressing into her. He grabbed her ass and pushed back encouragingly, "Maybe you'd like to come up to my room and cool down a bit." He said in her ear.
Jennifer pulled her husband's hands off her hips and looked at them, "OK, sure. Your hands are big enough." She ground back against his cock, "My research has shown there's a 78% correlation between big hands and..." She ground her ass up and down on his erection. "...Big egos. I love men with big egos who know what they want and take it."
He spun his wife around and kissed her, grinding himself into her pubic bone. "I really do wish I had a room, but the anticipation will make tonight all the better."
Jennifer loved feeling her husband's desire for her, but when a boy, perhaps 21, cut in and showed his desire, she realized there was an additional level of intensity. As they danced, the young boy and the others who cut in went from glancing at her nipples to overtly staring at them. Three college boys replaced the older man who'd thought he'd get lucky, but as Jennifer writhed around, they got separated. Soon the three boys were fighting for position with her. More than once, each young man 'accidentally' slipped his hand into the slit on her short skirt, feeling her bare ass, or in front across her thong-covered pussy.
Then when one of them pulled her ass against his crotch she playfully ground back against him. His hands slid up from her hips to cup her breasts and instead of removing them, she leaned back before spinning out of his grasp. She long ago stopped taking umbrage when they copped quick feels and often was disappointed when they didn't at least try. She looked around and saw Billy had come back from an interview and decided to join him at a table that freed up. "Sorry, I should spend some time with my husband."
"Can I ask you to dance later? I really feel we have something." Her latest dance partner said, "I don't find women like you every day."
"Sure. I'm sure I'll be available for a guy like you." She teasingly flicked her eyes down to his crotch, suddenly wondering where that came from.
Billy stood up as Jennifer came to the table. "Wow, a full hour. You might need to cool off a bit." He looked at her, his eyes flicking to her chest to gauge her interest in the latest partner. 'Crap, pretty excited.' He thought. "I'm pretty sure you wanted a drink, so I ordered us beers."
"God! You're a mind-reader. I am so thirsty." Jennifer said as she fanned herself. "I don't remember getting this hot when we trained for competitions, though a lot was on the mats, stretching. This dancing is a hell of a workout." She looked over at Billy, "Thanks for doing this. I mean, you know, getting them to assign these articles to you. It is so much fun..." She looked up as the beer arrived. She downed half the beer and sighed, "Christ! That's good. What is this? Stone IPA?"
"Yep, great guess. They have it on tap." Billy took a sip and saw Jennifer had finished her entire beer. He looked up at the girl, "I guess we'll have two more."
"So, this is the last of the reviews. They'd like me to revisit some of the ones I rated as less-than-friendly for married couples to confirm. Apparently, the advertisers asked for that. If you're getting tired of this, I was thinking of asking your sister to pose as my wife, I mean, if you want to quit." He glanced at her pokies and saw she was far from tired of this.
"Are you kidding? This is a lot of fun. "I'd love to continue." Jennifer looked thoughtful, "I was thinking, though. What about my sister and I hit these places without you? Record the guys trying to pick us up, you know. She's single, I'm married?"
Billy felt panic, but tried not to show it, "That sounds intriguing, but I'll have to see what Mike says." He accepted the beers and paid the girl. "I'm not sure I'd like that. I mean, sometimes I feel that you've been treated pretty badly by some of the men."
"You mean, like being called bitch? Come on, I've been called worse." She reached over and held her husband's hand, "Look, you can tell me. Is this getting to you? Your wife being staked to the ground as bait?" She saw the look on his face, "Come on. I knew that was what you wanted from the start and went along with it. I dressed like a woman in need of being entertained, which actually isn't as hard as you might think since you left me alone so much. I get it. The whole point and all that."
Billy looked around at the men, paying particular attention to those obviously on the prowl. He'd developed an amazing talent to identify those who were most likely to overtly proposition Jennifer and shook his head realizing how many were here. "I'm sorry. I guess I was thinking about how jealous it makes me, but not about you. Look, let's make this our last review. We'll go out, but as a couple." He squeezed her hand, "Perhaps you won't feel the need to dress like, well, you know."



Jennifer snatched her hand back. "A whore? You are the one who told me not to dress comfortably, and now you put it back on me? Do you think I ever went into this thinking I'd love to be treated like a whore? OK, there was the obvious mistake with those leather pants, but nothing I wore said anything but 'Check out what I have to offer.' Then knowing I was dressed to fuck, tell me, what did you do? You hung back, time after time listening to what should have been really private conversations, yes, intimate conversations between my dance partners and me. I might have had fun with them, but I never once gave out my phone number. How many times was I asked?"
Billy felt like he was slapped, "And if you and your sister came here alone? How many guys would you have given your number to?" He pulled his hand away, "Look, I'm going to check with the A/V guy about the incredible system they have here." He looked at his watch, "I told him I'd meet him right around now. I'm sorry you're upset, but I don't think you'd ever give anyone your number."
Jennifer watched as Billy got up and headed to the back under the office. She sipped her beer and looked around. She felt a sudden shame realizing she'd been prick-teasing the men for months now and yes if she and Jackie were out together, they most likely would have let guys pick them up. She realized she felt like there were lost opportunities to see, to touch what seemed like wonderfully huge cocks. Her reverie was interrupted when a guy cleared his throat and asked if she'd like to dance.
"I would, but I just got off the floor. Perhaps in a few?" She replied. 'Christ, look at him. He's gorgeous.' She looked as he turned and headed towards the bar. She wanted to jump up and follow, tell him, "Sure, I've changed my mind," seeing his friends laughing at him. For the first time in the entire assignment, Jennifer wanted nothing more than to head home. She looked down at her chest and mumbled, "I see you guys aren't into this anymore, either."
Jennifer felt abandoned sitting alone at the table for the first time in years. She was close to calling an Uber when a man stopped next to her, "So, no. I don't want to dance. I'd actually like to be left alone. I'm sorry." When the man didn't move, she looked up and saw the guy guarding the stairs leading to the office looking at her.
He put out his hand, "Boss wants to see you. He asked me if you'd grace him with your presence." He repeated what he'd obviously been told to say.
"What? Why? Did I do something wrong?" Jennifer asked.
"Look ma'am, er miss, I don't know. He asked me to extend an invitation to the Aerie." He replied, nodding his head in the direction of the office.
Jennifer looked around the table and saw nothing being left and allowed herself to be escorted up the stairs. She glanced back and saw dozens of eyes on her. Jealous eyes; knowing eyes, curious eyes, and shuddered. 'The staked bait is being led to slaughter,' she thought.
As they approached the top, the door opened and she found herself taking the hand of a tall 50ish man, looking tanned and extremely fit.
"Thank you, Carl." After dismissing the guard, he turned and eyed the girl in front of him from head to toe, knowing everyone was watching. "Miss, please come in. Don't be afraid, I just thought you might need to be rescued. Come on in."
Jennifer was trying to determine what she was feeling from this man. He was tremendously handsome but in a practiced way. Every hair on his head was perfectly placed. His tan was not fake but obviously earned on a beach somewhere. He projected an aura of surety; control; confidence. His clothes looked to be tailored, but he wasn't wearing a suit. He had on a button-down shirt and jeans, jeans without a label. She let herself be escorted in and took the seat offered.
"Would you like a drink?" The man swept an arm towards a bar. "We have quite a few IPAs if you prefer that over Stone."
Jennifer was stunned, he knew what they ordered. What else did he know? "Stone's great. Thanks."
The man nodded at the bartender and turned, "Sorry, how rude. My name is Jeremy. Welcome to my club." He put out his hand.
"Jennifer. Sorry, but what am I doing here? I kind of feel like a deer in the headlights, or in another type of sights." She stood up taking his hand. The strength in his grip caused her to feel a throb in her pussy and to blush and wanted to cover her chest feeling herself respond.
"Thank you, Terry." He took the beer off the tray and handed it to the beautiful girl. He eyed her perfect form. She was no Barbie, no overly made-up girl trying to look like a woman. She could have been plucked from a Wisconsin farm, tending the cows, actually, no. Horses. She looked Nordic, pale blonde, with a hint of freckles. He saw not a hint of make-up, not even lipstick. His eyes scanned down, taking in the B, maybe C-cup breasts. High, perky tits. She'd tied off her silk blouse revealing her toned waist. He knew he could fit both hands around her without an issue. She still had almost boyish hips, but with that narrow waist and gymnastic-looking legs, definitely a woman.
"Shall I turn around now? Take off my blouse? Drop my skirt?" Jennifer asked feeling the intensity of his scrutiny.
"Sorry. I'm intrigued. I rarely see any women as beautiful as you, but it's not that." He looked out onto the dance floor, "There are thousands that try." He looked back at her, "But you don't try, do you?" Can I ask? Do you ever wear makeup?"
Jennifer blushed, "Well, no. I guess I don't like putting things on my body that might be absorbed through the pores...Sorry, too much information."
"No, relax. Look. I saw you sitting there alone. I guess your husband went and is getting a tour of the Audio Video system?" He pointed to a wall of monitors. The top left showed Billy enthusiastically engaged with a young man in a room full of computers, cables, and a lot of other techy-looking things. He turned back, "I'm fine with it. I approved his request, but why leave you alone? I saw men come over, obviously unwanted, and I thought, 'There's someone that needs rescuing.'"
"He does that. He is a huge tech geek or tech weenie. Anyhow, I swear he had an orgasm seeing your setup here." She blushed as she heard what she said, "But, actually, this is really impressive." She sat back down setting her drink on the table.
Jeremy came and sat down beside her on the couch, comfortably far enough away he wouldn't invade her space. He had a brief thought about what she might be like under him on the couch but stifled that.
"I'm curious. Many women are left alone, why did you think I needed rescuing? Are you a mind reader?"
Jeremy laughed as he stood, "Actually body language. Come over here." He took her hand and walked over to the glass wall, "Don't worry, no one can see in, but see that couple over there? She is obviously pissed at him and by the look of him, he went too far dancing with one of the other women. See how he's sitting back and she's rigidly sitting, back straight. And over there, that woman, she's married to the guy by the end of the bar who's watching, is trying to catch the eye of the blond guy."
"John! I didn't see John was here." Jennifer laughed, "Sorry, just met him once. Nice guy." She saw Jeremy studying her, "What?" she asked seeing the querying look on his face.
"You didn't. Interesting. I'm sorry, I was checking to see if you slept with him. John is really popular with married women. I'd say perhaps twice a night I've seen him go out with someone's wife." He looked at her, "You really didn't sleep with him? I've heard stories, maybe urban legends about certain gifts." He shook his head, "Anyhow, she's not his type. She used to be, but about six months ago he seemed to latch onto blondes. Especially ones who wore little makeup. Anyhow that's why I was surprised you never slept with him." He led her back to the couch, "So, how was I able to read you?"
"Yes. Though, I'm not sure I want to know." Jennifer took a sip suddenly realizing they met John six months ago. 'Impossible.' She thought. 'Simply a coincidence.' "OK, tell me. What did you see?"
Jeremy laughed, "Nothing anyone couldn't see. Your turkey pop-ups." He saw her confusion, "Sorry, but I'll be blunt. I watched you from the moment you came into my club. Your nipples seem to express your every mood. When you were dancing, they were so hard. When you sat down and talked to your husband...you had a fight? I thought so, they certainly settled down."
Jennifer blushed, "I hate that I cannot wear bras with these dresses, but I love dancing and the feeling of being unfettered."
***********************************************
Billy's head swam listening to the conversation in the office. He wanted to head back, but Jerry was so enthusiastic about everything he didn't want to be rude. Anyhow, no way was he getting by the bouncer he saw earlier at the stairs. Plus, apparently the bartender Terry was there. He went back to listening to Jerry's description of the clustered computers.
***********************************************
Jennifer stood up, "OK, this is weird. You seem like a great guy, but staring at my nipples all night?"
Jeremy quickly stood up. "Listen, I agree, but can you honestly tell me I'm wrong? You show your excitement as graphically as any woman I've ever seen. Look down at your chest."
"I don't have to." Jennifer said resignedly, "I feel them. They ache when they get hard. I actually use the term clenching when thinking about them. I'm not sure what I can do about that."
"Sit down, relax. I'm not trying t make to feel uncomfortable." Jeremy said. "You're beautiful. Look around. I love beauty. I wanted to be closer to beauty." He looked at the security monitor, "Anyhow, your husband seems pretty tied up."
Jennifer sat back down, "OK. I'd prefer you didn't rape me, but I guess talking is alright."
Jeremy smiled and got up, "Hang on, I need to check on something."
When Jennifer was alone, she reached into her purse and spoke into the recorder, "Sorry honey, I'm not comfortable having you listening in. I'll be down in a while." She switched off the recorder and dropped it back into her purse.
***********************************************
Billy felt sudden guilt. He never told her the bag actually was a transmitter/recorder and he could still hear her. He felt a sudden panic wondering why she didn't want him to hear. What was she going to say? Do?
***********************************************
Jeremy came back carrying a digital camera. "I'd like to get some pictures of you. Are you OK with that? If not, that's fine." He looked at the girl thinking how innocent, yet somehow hungry she looked.
"I'm not sure. What do you want me to do?" Jennifer asked.
"Stand up and come over to the light." Jeremy pointed to an area under some bright halogens. He watched as the girl came over and stood under the light. He started taking pictures. As he took picture after picture, he saw the girl begin to change poses. "Nice, very nice. Christ, you're beautiful. Turn, yes. Great, hold that."
Jennifer felt more relaxed as the man took her picture in different poses. She began cocking her hips, putting a finger in her mouth, turning, and letting him see the side of her ass as the slit opened up.
"God. You're a natural." He stopped and looked at the girl, "Can you, you know, pinch your nipples? Get them even harder?"
***********************************************
Billy stood down below the glass office listening to the instructions, feeling helpless. He knew Jennifer would not be doing this if they hadn't fought. If only he could talk to her. He thought about her phone and remembered she left it in the car charging.
***********************************************
Jennifer raised her eyebrows, "Seriously? What, you want me to play with myself?" Seeing the man nod, holding the camera, she reached up and pulled on her hardening nubs. She saw him press the shutter release and pulled harder. Suddenly she knew he'd next talk her out of her clothes and she'd be fine with that. She no longer had to play with her nipples with that thought, so put her hands on her hips and pulled up the back of her skirt, exposing her bare ass cheeks. She needed this man to desire her, so she turned and let him crouch down to get a close-up of her moist thong.
"God. So sexy. You are the ultimate woman personified. Squat down and open your legs, that's it. Fuck," he sighed, "I'm hard as a rock." Jeremy could smell her arousal. He stood up taking close-ups of the hard nips through the silk top, "Damn. These are God's best work." He looked up at the girl, "Please, can I see? Can you unbutton your top? I need to see your breasts."
***********************************************
Billy kept looking up at the office. 'Oh Christ, Jennifer. Stop now...please stop now.' He prayed. He felt like exploding, but he also felt an intense curiosity to see how far she'd go.
***********************************************
Jennifer looked over at Terry, the bartender, "We're not alone."
Jeremy looked over, "Terry, you'll be discreet? Good. He's fine. Terry is my most loyal employee."
Jennifer looked over at the young man behind the bar and back at the confident-looking man and shrugged. She undid the one button and untied the blouse before letting it slip off her shoulders, the slinky fabric flowing across her skin. She felt herself blushing as the material caught on her nipples, but Jeremy ordered her to hold still.
He couldn't believe how erotic it was seeing those creamy breasts half exposed as the silk blouse opened up and caught on her pointy nipples. He desperately wanted to touch that puffy areola. He took pictures from one side to the other before reaching up and fingering the material off those perky breasts. "God. Beautiful, so beautiful." He mumbled as the blouse puddled to the floor. He looked up at the girl and saw a dazed look in her eyes. Her nipples were jutting way out and her breathing was shallow and quick. "Your breasts are perfect." He loved how the light created shadows accentuating the tear-drop shapes. He flicked his eyes towards her skirt and saw no hesitation in her as that garment joined her blouse on the floor.
Jennifer looked over at Terry seeing his intense stare and turned so he could see her better. As she turned around, she let the men see her ass. She looked back at Jeremy who nodded encouragingly. As she slipped her thumbs under her thong she slowly bent over, letting the men see her bare ass, then her pussy as she kept her legs straight slowly pushing the tiny garment all the way to the floor. She looked back between her legs and saw Jeremy no longer taking pictures, just simply staring.
"Honey, you look good enough to eat." The man sighed, kneeling right behind that pussy with the cleanly shaven labia. He saw the golden glow of the lights through her pubic hair above, but the way she presented herself told him she welcomed cocks.
"So? What's stopping you? Ohhhh! Yesss." The girl moaned without hesitation as she felt a fat tongue part her labia.
***********************************************
Billy pulled out his earbud and turned it off. 'Shit!' He thought, 'Why is she doing this?' He put his head down on the table and looked up hearing a voice, "Can I get you a beer? The boss says to give you anything you want. It's on the house." He looked up to see the waitress.
The beautiful barmaid was studying him, "Are you a celebrity? I thought I knew everyone who was. Are you in a TV show?" she asked.
"Tequila. I'd like a shot of tequila. No, I'm the opposite of a celebrity. I'm nobody. Thanks." He said sadly.
"I'm not so sure about that, but if you want your privacy, I respect that," the girl smiled. "I'll bring you a couple of shots of Patron Platinum, my favorite."
Dying to know, he put the earbud back in and moaned sadly hearing nothing but the slurping of a pussy being eaten and Jennifer's soft, rhythmic moans.
***********************************************
Jeremy savored the taste of that young pussy. As he explored every part of her, he had to adjust his cock in his jeans as things got too painful.
Jennifer put her hands on her knees and pushed her ass back as the man's tongue probed her, teased her, excited her, and brought her close to cumming. She felt like reaching back and spreading her ass cheeks, but that seemed overly slutty. As he flicked his tongue on her clit, rapidly stimulating her, she felt her knees start to buckle. "Should we go over to the couch? You are driving me crazy." She panted. As she stood up and turned around, she noticed his bulging pants, "The problem with wearing such tight pants. Perhaps you should take those off." She knelt down and looking up at the perfectly composed man, saw beads of sweat on his forehead, and an eagerness in his eyes. She undid the belt aware of the large mass straining against the denim. Her fingers fought the stressed button before finally getting it undone enabling access to his zipper.
Jeremy turned his head and winked at Terry who grinned back as he finally felt the pressure in his pants release. Feeling warm hands on his cock as the girl freed his throbbing erection, he felt a surge in his blood pressure. He looked down with a knowing smile as her eyes opened wide and her nipples, already excited, seemed to harden even more. Her attention was focused on the now rigid shaft as she attempted to wrap her hands around it, stroking from the base to the purple-capped head.
Jennifer was impressed. Billy's cock was the largest she'd ever had but this was on another level. She'd been tempted for months having felt the large rods press into her, but having one in her hand, feeling the blood pulsing through it left little doubt in her mind about where it was going to end up. She held her forearm up against it and groaned, seeing it was almost the same length and easily the same girth.
Jeremy smiled down at Jennifer, "Go ahead. You want to taste it, I know you do." Seeing her lick her lips, he felt the throbbing anticipation seeing the fear mixed with determination. Her tongue came out to taste the sensitive head and the seeping pre-cum, then she licked the entire shaft before finally wrapping her lips around him. Feeling and seeing her lips stretched around his veiny shaft elicited a low moan.
His first thought when seeing this vision enter his club was to have her right here, naked with his cock in her mouth. It was a fantasy, couldn't possibly happen but here she was, naked, gripping and sucking on his cock like she never wanted to let go, he realized how heaven must be. As she took in more and more of his shaft, he reached down for his first feel of those tits. So firm, so soft, smooth, in stark contrast to the pebbly nipples. They felt like hardened erasers. He heard her mew as he pulled on them and saw her mouth open wider, taking more of his cock while skillfully licking under the glans
'These can't be real,' she thought as she cupped and weighed the man's scrotum. Her hands were by no means small, but she could grip just halfway around this smooth cock, and his balls barely fit in her hand. She tried to take as much as she could into her mouth but gave up with just a third of the length. As much as she was intrigued wondering how much the man would cum, her jaw needed a break. She pulled off and stood up. She looked over at the young man intently watching and back at Jeremy. "Does Terry really need to be here?"
"No, but why should it bother you? Remember all those people who watched you come up the stairs? Terry isn't seeing anything they aren't envisioning in their heads right now, including your husband." He turned the girl so she was facing the bartender and standing behind her, ran his hands up and down her body. He took his fingers and spread her labia. He sees you opened up, inviting him inside. "Does that make you more excited knowing that? Less excited?" He then pulled on her nipples, having to hold her up as her knees buckled.



"You do like that, don't you? Say it, say you like the idea of a stranger's cock inside you. He wants to fuck you as much as he wants anything in the world right now."
Jenifer groaned loudly and nodded, "Yessss, I would like that," she said.
Jeremy then whispered, "And other strange men? Would you object if I opened my door and invited a random few guys up to do what they wanted to you?" He slid his cock between her ass cheeks while sliding his fingers down the patch of soft fur, the hard nub, and into the slick hole. He lifted her easily and opened her legs wide, and then supporting her on his leg opened her labia, exposing her pink, moist hole. "Terry, you want your Christmas bonus early this year?" He stabbed his thick middle finger into her, "Or, do you want him to just watch as I give you orgasm after orgasm?"
"Stop, stop. Yes, I'd like that, stop teasing and fuck me. I need your cock inside me." Jennifer panted. "Please. Please fuck me. I want Terry to see you take me then he can fuck me when you're through with me."
Jeremy carried the girl over to the couch and laid her on her back. He tore off the rest of his clothes and crawled between her legs, looking down at her. "I'll never be truly through with you, but I'm a great boss and I do share." She was breathing heavily, her chest was flushed and her eyes looked at the fat spear pointing between her legs. Teasingly, he touched the bulbous head against her pussy and then pulled back. Every time he pressed against her, he kept his cock out of reach as the girl thrust her hips at him. "Tell me again. Tell me exactly what you want right now, what you need."
"Please, put that cock of yours in my pussy, please. I need to feel that thing inside me." Jennifer panted, shocked at how close she was to truly debasing herself for a cock.
"OK, but say cunt, tell me you want my big cock in your cunt."
"Yes, Please. I need your big cock in my cunt. Drive that fat cock of yours into my cunt. Aaaaaahhhhh, fuck, yesssss."
***********************************************
Billy looked shocked hearing his wife actually begging a stranger to fuck her, especially with an audience. He felt like screaming but realized he was rock-hard. Why the fuck would he be hard while his wife was begging for another man's cock? A fat cock. She hates the word cunt. She groaned every time they watched Game of Thrones and heard the word used over and over. "What a disgusting word. So degrading. Why isn't there an equivalent word for a man's penis?" She'd ask. He downed a shot of tequila wondering why he turned the earbud back on. He reached to turn it off, but the throbbing in his pants told him to wait and see what happens next.
***********************************************
Jeremy eased his cock into the girl knowing she could be quite damaged if she doesn't get used to it. He watched her face looking for flinching and after a minute or so, saw her relax and her mouth open wide expressing intense pleasure as he buried his cock deep inside her. Her hands explored his chest, back, and ass as he picked up the pace. He could hear the girl's breathing get more rapid, the muscles in her legs tightening, her toes pointing down, and knew she was going to cum, so he levered himself up and rapidly pistoned in and out of the really tight cunt.
""Aaaaaahhhhhhhh, fuck! I'mmmmmmm, uhhhhh, uhhhh, uhhhhhh...God!" Jenifer cried as she ground herself against the huge cock driving her against the couch. She thought about the man telling her he had a tool to reach itches Billy couldn't reach. She now understood where those itches are.
"Feel better? Get up, I want you on my lap so I can play with those tits of yours." Jeremy said as he slowly extracted his cock from the soaking cunt. He sat down and cupped that great ass as she lowered herself onto his shaft.
"Do you like my cunt? I hope it feels good for you." Jennifer sighed as she felt the head press against her cervix.
"I love your cunt, your ass, and your tits, your lust, your eagerness. Christ, baby, you are the whole package." He raised and lowered the lighter girl by cupping those silky smooth ass cheeks, "Damn I'd love to fuck this ass." He slipped a finger against that puckered anus he looked at earlier, "Tell me you want that."
"I don't know. I've never...oh, that does feel nice." She moaned as his fat finger slipped deep into her rectum.
"So, you've never had a threesome or a foursome?" Seeing her shake her head, he continued, "If you were my wife, every birthday and anniversary I'd invite my friends over so you can enjoy the pleasure of three holes filled at once.
"Oh, God. This feels so good. You'd let other men do your wife, that is if you're married? Your finger feels like a cock in my ass. I like it."
"Actually, I do. I don't wear a ring, but I'm married." He looked over at Terry, "Don't I let Marilyn have all the cocks she wants for her birthday?"
"Yes sir. And I thank you for letting me have her," Terry said. He came out from behind the bar seeing his boss nod at him.
Eyes closed, Jennifer ground harder against the man's cock imagining she'd have three men. She thought about tasting cock, having two men's dicks separated by a couple of millimeters inside her, and felt another orgasm coming on and thrust her pelvis rapidly against the cock and the finger. She thought about Billy inviting friends over, John...perhaps simply strangers and letting them use her. She felt something against her lips and opened her eyes and saw a very hard circumcised cock pointing at her mouth. She wrapped her lips around it and then sucked on it. She suspected she wouldn't be doing this for long as her jaw already ached.
"See? You need this. You deserve access to multiple cocks." He looked at his employee, "She's a terrific cock-sucker, but make sure you ask this time before blowing your load in her mouth. Many girls don't like that."
"Yes sir, can I touch those tits?"
"Jennifer? See how polite Terry is? Can he touch you? Keep sucking on his cock for yes, stop sucking for no." Jeremy grinned. "I think that's a yes. Aren't those spectacular? Have you ever seen nipples like those?" Jeremy said as he began to feel like he was getting close.
The girl abruptly exploded hearing the men talking about her and using her for their pleasure. Unconsciously, she'd buried her face all the way onto Terry's cock, deep-throating a man for the first time while pressing her ass back against Jeremy's finger, wanting more, wanting something fatter, deeper.
***********************************************
Billy heard the familiar cries as his wife came a second time, his mind spinning. 'Two men? She's sucking on a stranger's cock with another stranger's cock in her cunt? Not her pussy or twat, but cunt?' He now wanted to go up and not confront them, but take that ass. He wanted to fuck that beautiful ass as long as he could remember but she never would let him near her. He wondered where the jealousy, the pain went, but looked down at the tent in his pants and groaned. 'When we get home, all her holes are mine' He thought.
***********************************************
Feeling dizzy, Jennifer tried to focus on sucking that nice cock in her mouth while riding the massive pole impaling her. Jeremy had to be ready to cum and debated letting him spew his seed inside her or perhaps having him cum down her throat. She was brought back to reality when the older man asked her a question.
"Did you enjoy that? Cumming with a cock in your cunt and another in your mouth? How about one in your ass and one in your cunt?"
Jennifer pulled off the dick in her mouth, "I'd like to try, but what if it hurts?"
Terry stroked her face, "I'd never hurt anyone as beautiful as you." He got up and went to get something out of a drawer. "I'll take my time getting you ready and after I lube you up, I'll slide right in."
Jennifer felt Jeremy's finger replaced by Terry's with something very cool feeling. "This is not the first time you've done this," she panted.
"Actually, no, but the first time in this office. I normally don't let anyone up here. Amazing how loyal your employees are when you allow them the same pleasure you get access to." He shifted both Jennifer and himself down allowing Terry access to the girl's ass. "Relax and let it happen. It will feel totally normal in a minute. Then you'd be amazed how nice it feels."
Jennifer tried not to fight it, but being told to relax is not all that helpful. She tried focusing on the great feeling cock in her cunt, her clenched nipples when suddenly, she let go and the man's cock slid partway in. He didn't move. Letting her get used to the feeling. "Wow! I don't think I ever imagined feeling so filled up."
***********************************************
"Yes, another tequila. Thanks." Billy answered when the waitress came by. 'Holy shit! She's taking a cock in her ass.' He looked at the office wishing they'd at least let him watch. He could picture her total look of focus on her face. When she has a cock inside her, she closes her eyes and you can see her concentration on her pleasure centers. Looking around and seeing no one looking, he shifted his throbbing cock to another position.
***********************************************
Terry grinned at his boss, "Fuck, boss. She's unbelievably tight. I'm not sure you'll be able to get in here."
Jeremy laughed, "Not a big deal. If she wants to try, we can, but her cunt feels so good right now, I'm not sure I need to fuck her ass."
Jennifer felt the man's pace pick up and she was soon being pounded by that cock in her ass, while Jeremy's cock slid in and out of her cunt. "Oh God, Fuck meeeeee!" She squealed cumming for the third time.
Feeling the girl's sphincter clench around his cock, Terry tried to stave it off but gave up and pulled almost all the way out and as he shallowly pumped his cock, stimulating the end, he jetted cum inside the tight rectum. After cumming, he climbed off and went over and got a wet warm washcloth, and came back.
Jennifer never felt a man clean her up before, but loved his gentle hands on her somewhat sore anus. She watched as he turned and headed back to his bar, cleaning off his cock. Jennifer returned to the cock buried inside her and wondered why the man hadn't come yet. She barely noticed Terry walk over and look out at the dance floor. When Jeremy stopped her, she suddenly thought he might want her ass.
Jeremy pulled her off his lap and stood up. He led her to the window and looked out. He pulled her to the window and pointed to her husband. "I'm guessing your husband is not upset about this." He whispered. As she looked out he got behind her and drove his cock into her cunt from behind.
Jennifer felt that fat mass spread her cunt open and looked down at Billy. He kept looking up at the office and rather than looking angry or hurt, had a look of longing on his face and a tent in his pants. She closed her eyes and thrust her ass back against the man, "Do you want to fuck my ass? Is that what you need?" As her eyes were closed, she missed seeing Billy's head jerking up towards the office.
"Yes. I'd love to. Are you OK with it?" The man asked as he slithered his cock out of that sweet cunt.
Jennifer shoved her ass back, "Do me. I need to see if I can take that fat cock of yours in my ass. Hang on. Oooooohhhh, OK, deeper. Yes, yes. God damn, you're hung like a horse."
Jeremy grabbed that ass and began driving deeper and deeper into her, reveling in the tightest feeling he'd ever encountered. He reached around and while driving deeply into that rectum, stabbed fingers into the gushing cunt. "Come on baby, get ready for your second load in your ass. You have to be the best little slut I've ever done."
Jennifer felt herself going over the edge for the fourth time as her ass was roughly pulled back onto the man's crotch and as she cried out feeling warm fluids flood her rectum. After feeling the most intense series of waves crash through her, she finally was able to speak. "Holy shit! That was intense." She staggered back as Jeremy pulled out of her, but let herself be led over to the couch. She accepted the warm washcloth and cleaned herself up. She looked around at the men grinning at each other, knowing she'd been used. Rather than being angry or humiliated, she felt satisfied. She scored two cocks and had all her holes filled.
"I'd like to see you again. Let Jimmy know at the door and I'll take care of you whenever you want." Jeremy said while pulling on his pants.
Terry watched her walk over naked and grab her clothes, "Boss, next time, you think I could try out that pussy? I loved her ass, but there's something about a blonde bush I love."
"Sure, but it's up to our girl here," Jeremy replied.
"Damn. Very tempting, but if my husband doesn't dump me, I doubt we'd survive a second meeting." She smiled ruefully. 'Christ, poor Billy. What is he going to say? What's he going to do?' She thought sadly.
Jennifer got dressed and grabbed her bag and kissed both men before allowing Jeremy to hold the door for her. She saw Billy stand up, his hands held in front of his crotch.
***********************************************
"I still cannot believe I was gone two hours. I'm sorry I was gone so long." Jennifer wanted to blurt out what she did...who she did, but couldn't. "I'm also sorry I turned off the recorder. For once, I just didn't want you listening in."
"I understand, I've felt guilty, like an eavesdropper. I should have respected your privacy." Billy replied.
They walked into the house and she was immediately grabbed by Billy who kissed her hard and ran his hands all over her body. She felt herself respond to the passion powerfully and unexpectedly since she felt so much guilt.
Billy pulled off her skirt, yanked down her thong, and pushed her face first on the bed. He looked at the creamy ass thinking just an hour before, two different men were inside her. "Tell me what you want. I know how horny you get, tell me."
Jennifer had never heard her husband sound so strong. So demanding, and it made her juices flow. "I want you to fuck me. Take what's yours." She turned and looked at her husband who was yanking off his clothes. "You can fuck my ass if you want."
"Yes, that's exactly what I want." He went into the bathroom and grabbed petroleum jelly took a glob and plunged a fingerful into his wife's ass. He then lubed up his rock-hard cock feeling like he might come just thinking about it and tossing the container aside, ordering her to open herself up.
Jennifer pulled her ass cheeks apart wondering if Billy was going to just plunge in, or take it easy. Even if he didn't know exactly what happened, he had to know something did. Being escorted to the owner's office and hearing all the conversation up until she turned off the recorder made it very clear she was allowing herself to be seduced. She gritted her teeth and tried to relax but when his cock slipped into her, it was done gently.
Billy savored the feeling of that tight anal ring and as he eased into her, he replayed in his mind hearing both Jeremy and the young man Terry, groan when being right where he was now. "Christ, your ass feels good. Why now? Why all of a sudden did you let me fuck your ass?" He asked as he sank all the way in. He pushed his hand under her waist and began rubbing her cunt, "Is it what you did in that office? Am I not the first man to try out this great ass of yours?" He roughly began pounding her from behind, reveling in the loud slapping sounds with each thrust.
Jennifer began crying, "I'm sorry. I let them. I wanted them to fuck me. I begged them to fuck me. Oh God, I'm so sorry baby."
Billy pounded harder, "Tell me all about it. Tell me why I'm not the man to take your anal cherry." Billy listened as his wife told him everything. He was amazed how she owned up to all of it, how she welcomed it, begged them to fuck her cunt. "You called your pussy a cunt? You hate that word."
"I did. I loved saying it. I loved being treated like a whore. Oh, God! Fuuuuck!" She cried out as she came.
Billy found himself having to hang on as her ass bounced back furiously against him as she grunted over and over. As she calmed down, he remembered her multiple orgasms with the strange men and exploded, shooting what felt like a quart of cream into her ass. He collapsed on top of her and mumbled, "I'm sorry. I put you out there. I never should have taken the assignment."
Jennifer looked back with her tear-streaked face, "No, I don't know why, but there would have been no way for this to turn out any other way. How many opportunities have I had? 500? I can't tell you how many times we fucked and in my mind, it was someone else inside me. I've felt terrible about that for months.
***********************************************
"I'm impressed. We listened to the tapes. You left nothing out. Smart to leave out the name of the club and club owner, but all the dialogue, the seduction, everything is here. Also, you would be impressed with the faith we had that you could pull it off. John ordered four times the normal run and they all sold out in a day." Mike looked a Billy, "Are you alright? At first, you wanted to kill them, then you seemed curious, but soon seemed to be getting off on it in such a short period."
Billy nodded, "I'm fine. It's totally my fault she cheated. I used her. I used her as sexual bait. What did I think would happen? I mean, I assumed she'd get someone's number and perhaps meet up with him since she'd never just go outside for a quickie. I never expected the owner to be the guy."
"Oh, about that. You wouldn't want to share any of the pictures he shared with you? I still can't believe you met with him and showed him the article. So glad he signed off on it. One change. I'm not using your names as you wanted. Look, perhaps you're not done with your articles yet." He looked at Billy, "John and the others would like to meet Jennifer. We have a proposition for you both."
Billy shrugged and hit a few buttons on his phone, "I guess you've seen her naked, seen her getting fucked in your minds. The actual pictures won't change that." He hit send.
***********************************************
Jennifer blushed furiously knowing the men around the table must think of her are the biggest slut they'd ever met. She also knew Billy had shared the pictures of her naked. She looked at Billy and he didn't look any less nervous. "What do you think they want?" She whispered, "Please don't tell me I have to sleep with them to keep your job." She sat back up, hearing John address her.
"I'm honored to be sitting across the table from the most famous couple in the city. Actually," he looked at a page of numbers, "you guys are third nationally in mentions in various gossip magazines." He looked around the table, "They say there is no such thing as a secret when more than two people know, but so far, there have been no leaks." He looked around, "I'm proud of all of you." He looked at Jennifer, "Good lord. You are a lot prettier than your pictures. I hope we are not embarrassing you, but Billy's last article was amazing. The raw honesty and graphic descriptions were so powerful. I'm sorry if in any way it makes you look..."
"Like a slut, perhaps a whore?" Jennifer finished, with a nervous laugh, "I'm fine with it. It's not like the scarlet letter wasn't unearned." She looked at her husband, "Billy deserved better, I know that. I had a moment of weakness."
John shook his head, "Amazing. I prayed this wouldn't split you up. You both did an incredible job. We have the number-one-selling magazine in the entire state. Before Billy began his weekly submissions, we were this close to folding or going strictly digital." He looked at their hottest asset, "So, have you thought about what you'd like to turn to?"



Billy looked over at his wife, "Actually, we thought about taking a vacation. You know, clear the mind. Can I get back to you on that?"
"Sure, sure." John looked over at his Creative Editor, "Before you go, perhaps something to think about, Steve had some thoughts."
"I assume you're both tired of the nightclub scene...or not," he laughed seeing them look at each other, "but as you know, your articles are reprinted literally around the world." He looked at the couple, "I was thinking. Why this city? Why not other cities? We talked about it and thought you both could go around the States, three months spent in each place, and review the club scenes there. Then, come back, relax, and in a month head out again."
John added excitedly, "Hell, why just the States? Toronto, Vancouver, London." Our readers would love to hear about the challenges of a married couple trying to enjoy a night out."
Billy looked at Jennifer, "I don't know. We both have friends here and if we're away for three months at a time..."
"Along with three months a year paid time off." John interjected, "But, again, don't decide now. Go on vacation. Have fun."
"It does sound fun," Billy said to Jennifer, "We could travel, go places we've always wanted to visit."
"I don't know about this, Billy. I um, sort of slipped up on our last club." She looked around the table, "I actually feel so embarrassed that was so widely publicized. I don't even want to know what you think of me. If we go club hopping in other cities, I'd hope I don't give in to all the temptations..."
John nodded at Ted who slid a printout over to the couple, "Look at columns C and D. Circulation and Advertising Revenue. You'll see on top, the four weeks before Billy here started his articles." He looked at their eyes scanning the page. "Yep, notice the huge jump at the end, that's all you. Without your giving into temptations..."
"So you were counting on my fucking someone, weren't you? Now you want me to screw more strangers? I feel terrible as it is. I'm not some whore." Jennifer said indignantly.
"Good Lord! Of course not. Ted was simply pointing out the silver lining. All of us were hoping you'd stay strong and resist what had to be unbelievable temptations, but there's no denying it. Your straying meant sales went through the roof. All the numbers are terrific. This whole project is your call. You want LA? Go to LA. You want Omaha? Go. Hell, I'll bet the Honolulu club scene is incredible. You have the corporate card, use it. I'm sure you learned from your transgressions." John said.
"I did. I cannot imagine letting myself go again." The girl said, feeling her nipples clench as she mulled over the possibilities.
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Bill adjusted his tie as he came into the kitchen. He inhaled deeply, smelling the freshly brewed coffee and the subtle fragrance wafting off his wife. As he took the steaming mug from her, he looked her up and down and sighed. "I'm the luckiest man in the world. A wife that makes the best coffee, can cook, always looks good and seems to always know what I want."
Linda shook her head, "Give me a break. You say every cup of coffee is the best, you love anything as long as you don't have to prepare it and," she ran her hand across the front of his dress pants and licked her lips, "what you want is not that tough to figure out." She turned and picked up her toast. "Though, I didn't think you liked how I dress for work."
Bill looked at his wife. Grey linen skirt, not too long, not too short, but snugly showing off her third best asset, her ass. As she turned to face him, he looked at the matching coat over a white silk blouse revealing her deep cleavage between those gravity-defying DDs, her second best asset. His eyes strayed down to her hips revealing the lack of panty lines knowing she wasn't covering up her best asset, absolutely the tightest pussy he'd ever driven his cock into. Not fully shaved as she was proud of her super-soft golden fur. She loved the fact that she was a natural blonde and he thought back to the first time he saw that beautiful patch...tasted her. He looked back at her chest and knew she wasn't wearing a bra since she had sales calls today and she had explained that her unfettered breasts bouncing as she gave her presentations limited the objections. Also, as she leaned over to point to items addressing their few questions, they accepted whatever she said. He also saw evidence of her unfettered breasts as he saw the quarter inch bumps of her nipples under the thin silk and linen coat. He wondered how much they'd be poking out as she felt excitement. For confirmation that it was a sales day, he looked at her left hand holding the toast and saw she'd taken off her wedding ring. He looked at her grinning at him as he studied her, "I can understand no bra, but I'd feel better if you wore the ring. I mean, I was fine with you keeping your maiden name, but...I don't know. It just feels weird.
"Sweetie. You know I love you and there will never be anyone else. I need to sell the entire package. I've been the top salesperson at Nuxaware for the last few years and you know how cutthroat this business is. I need to get the clients sucked in. I need them to feel like they are getting the best Dev-Ops solution there is along with a strong relationship with the company." She came over and gently stoked his cheek, "It's window dressing. That's all it is. We could sell our products in manila envelopes, but we put tropical background pictures on the packaging to attract attention."
"Maybe you should just wear a bikini then, you know, continue the theme." He stopped, seeing her look. "Sorry, I know. As long as you leave your jacket on then you are obviously very professionally dressed." He sipped his coffee, so who do you have today?"
Linda reached for her leather-bound folder, "Let's see, we have Salient over on the east side. Then Arbitech and last, closer to home, LMT. I don't know them, but apparently they are opening up a new data center over on 35th"
"LMT? That's us. I mean, that's a new spin off and I'm the lead engineer. I'd love to have your software on our systems. Who are you meeting with?" Bill asked.
"Let's see, Cal Ripkin and Eric Walters." She looked up at her husband, eyebrows raised.
"Yes, Cal is actually Carl, but he likes to be called Cal, you know, for obvious reasons." He saw the blank look on his wife's face, "Um, a famous baseball player. Never mind. Both are good guys. They pretty much do all the procurement, so you don't have to worry about them 'Running it up the chain.'" He hesitated, "There's just one thing, um, they are both single and they've been pretty vocal about how lucky they've been with a few of the Customer Reps they've had call on them. I mean, perhaps it would be good to wear your wedding ring, you know since they seem like they...you know..."
Linda laughed, "Seriously? Don't you think I have a say in what happens? They can try all they want. You know there's only you. Relax, I enjoy the games you men play to get between my legs." She leaned over and kissed her husband, "Anyhow, for some men a wedding ring is like a red cape to a bull." She put her plate in the dishwasher. She looked over at her husband, "Actually, this might be a problem. If this is your project, there's a conflict of interest if you're involved. I'd love the commission, you won't be involved in the decision, will you?"
"Crap, I'm sure they'll consult me. But, actually I don't make these types of decisions so I'm sure it's fine. And they'll probably just forward the specs over to me. Let's play it by ear."
"Ok. I'd hate to give that asshole Bryan this account. I guess still having my maiden name should avert any questions." She quickly pecked Bill on the lips, "Look, I gotta go, I don't want to be late for my 9 AM." She turned and headed for the garage, "Love you." She said as she exited.
"I love you too..." Bill said to the closing door.
***************************************************
Bill clicked 'Send' and got up to head into the datacenter. This was a big day. It's finally all coming together. UPS fully up and tested. All the racks in place, waterfalls, fiber...all of it. Fully 10 Gb networked. He looked around feeling pride in the latest in technology. To his right, through the door were the pallets for the latest hardware, all fully converged network, storage...
He grabbed his phone as it went off, "This is Bill...yes, sure I can drive over. What's up?...Sure...yes I've heard of that application. I'll be right over." He shook his head. How could he forget Linda was meeting with Cal and Eric? He looked longingly over where the new hardware was stored, wishing he could open them up and admire...
***************************************************
"Hey Bill, this is Linda Franks...Linda, Bill Lincroft. Come in, have a seat." Cal slid over a stack of printed material to the end of the table. "We've been impressed with what Linda here has to offer and I think we're ready to pull the trigger, but 35th is your baby and we aren't pulling the trigger without your blessing." Cal looked at Bill, "Do you have time to go over this?"
Bill paged through the familiar brochures and spec sheets. "Sure, I've checked this out already, but I can review what she has here." He looked over at Linda who was assiduously not meeting his eyes, but instead looking at something on Eric's phone. He could see most of her left breast as she leaned forward. He forced himself to look back at the pile of papers in front of him.
Cal stood up, "Great. Eric and I missed lunch, so we're heading across the street to grab something. Linda, do you have another appointment, or want to join us?" He grinned at the beautiful blonde, "It's happy hour and they have an incredible selection of microbrews." He looked over at Bill, "We'd invite you, but you need to be able to focus." Cal leaned forward and whispered in Bill's ear, "She's been flashing us the whole meeting. I can't wait to get her over to the penthouse and out of those clothes." He slapped Bill on the shoulder and slipped an arm around the gorgeous rep's waist and guided her out the door, looking back at Bill and winking as he slid has hand lower. "Hey, buzz me after you've gone through that."
***************************************************
Bill sat there fuming, watching the door to the conference room close. He knew his wife used her feminine charms to get sales, but knowing, hearing about it was different than seeing it. He unconsciously spun his wedding band on his finger as he recalled how Linda playfully nudged Cal with her butt as he stroked her right cheek. He knew she was aware he saw that, but stayed in character as the available single girl. He was never happy with her playing the role, but he had never complained about the $250,000 annual income she brought in. As he stared at the door, he replayed how many times she'd call and explain she'd be late, "You know, I have to wine and dine the clients. Make them happy. You understand. I love you."
Bill tried to get rid of the images flooding his head and looked back over the tech specs. Soon, his left brain took over and he thought about how this very complete Dev-Ops application would apply to what he was building over on 35th. He really could see this as the best solution out there for their needs. He looked at his watch and saw it had been two hours. He picked up the phone and called Cal. "Hey. I reviewed every thing and I'd say it's perfect. If you want to come back we can discuss the necessary number of licenses and which modules would be best...No? Seriously?...Ok, no I understand...What? I guess I could...Alright, I could use a beer."
***************************************************
Bill walked into The Pub and looked around. He immediately saw where they were. Linda standing in front of a round bar table, surrounded by Cal and Eric along with a half dozen co-workers. Linda's jacket was off and on the back of the chair next to her where Cal was sitting. He stopped and felt like leaving seeing Cal's hand stroking this inside of her leg bare leg below the skirt. He looked at the other guys and most were trying not to ogle, but he saw their eyes flit down to his wife's chest and he could easily see her hardened nipples poking through the silk. Linda was obviously enjoying the attention as she reached out and stroked the arm of the man talking to her on her left.
He started to turn around when he ran into Joe from HR. "Bill, leaving already? Cal called me and told me it would be worth my while to hop over for a beer." He looked at his watch, "Damn, missed happy hour." He looked over at the table and let out a low whistle, "I guess that's not a big deal. Come on, you've obviously never been to one on Cal and Eric's parties."
Bill followed Joe over to the table, futilely attempting to stay away from his wife's line of sight. As he stood there, he saw her eyes flick over to him.
"Bill, isn't it?" Linda pulled herself away from Cal's hands and came around the table, "What are you drinking?" She looked over and caught the bar maid's eyes, "I'm buying, or at least my expense account is...are you hungry?"
"Um, I guess I'll grab a pale ale." He found himself glancing down to her chest feeling instant arousal. He looked back at his wife, "Sorry, I'd love a burger. Thanks." He felt the heat instantly leave when she smiled at him at turned back to the table. He turned to the girl and gave his order then felt Joe nudge him and nod at the table that just emptied and let himself be led over.
He chatted with Joe and two of his co-workers who came over since the other bar table was really crowded. He was amazed at how easily Linda made every one of the guys feel like he was her favorite. She turned to everyone when she was addressed and her body language expressed total interest, total focus on what he was saying. His stomach hurt with jealous feelings, but in his head he understood this was what she had to do. He couldn't help seeing every one of his fellow workers spend more and more time looking down at the swell of her breasts revealed by the gaping blouse. If she were disturbed by their openly checking out her breasts, she wasn't showing it. In fact, she alternated between leaning forward with her arms squeezing her breasts together, standing up and stretching, showing her hardened nipples and pressing her breasts against various men's arms and backs as she reached over for chips. She turned from man to man, but apparently kept returning to Cal and Eric. At one point, she even sat on Cal's lap, putting her ear to his mouth as he whispered something making her laugh. All heads turned seeing her chest heaving with her mirth.
The four men sat up straighter as she came over to their table, "Everything OK over here? Too bad Cal couldn't have grabbed a larger table. This is kind of like the kids' table at Thanksgiving." She laughed looking intensely at each man at their table.
Bill laughed too, not missing the subtle demeaning nature of her comment. How could anyone not love this woman? He grinned when she came around and stroked his back. She slid onto the empty chair and took a swig out of his beer, her hand still on his back. "I hope you don't mind. It's really warm in here." She put down the beer and pulled her blouse away from her body and flapped it to cool herself off. She turned to Cliff who was on the other side staring at her suddenly fully revealed breasts. She asked if there was anything he wanted. "Anything you want, just order it." She said softly while patting his upper thigh. She looked over at each guy and told them she was really happy they were able to get away since she'd never had so much fun and she wished she could work in a place with such great guys.
It wasn't long before the feelings of intense jealousy morphed into a combination of admiration and a desire for her attention to be focused back on him. He loved when she came over, when she pressed her breasts against his arm. When she looked him in the eyes as if he were the only man who mattered to her in this bar. Then, abruptly he felt the colors sucked out of the bar whenever she turned her attention to Cliff or someone else.
Linda loved Cliff's bright blond locks and even jokingly suggested their kids would be so blond. Bill noticed Cliff having to adjust himself as she moved on. Finally, she got up and returned to the main table and this time sat on Eric's lap. He looked at his watch and saw it was 9:35. He needed to get home, get some sleep, but it didn't look like this party was going to break up anytime soon. He looked at the faces of all the guys and saw an eagerness...a hope that perhaps she'd be going home with them. None of them was about to leave while she was still here.
He got up and walked over to the pool area and pulled out his cell. He quickly typed, "It's getting late. We need to get home. How much longer???" He hit send and waited until Linda reached for her phone. He saw her put up a finger to Eric and head over towards the front of the bar. Her slender fingers flew over the keypad and when his phone vibrated, he looked at it.
"Hang on. Don't want to leave without a contract. Give me a few. You can head back if you want. Love you." He read it and shook his head. Then he typed, "Ok, don't be long. Love you too."
Bill watched as she headed back to the table and leaned over and whispered in Cal's ear. Seeing him nod and stand up, Bill headed back over and walked up to the main table. "Hey guys, Linda, nice meeting you, but I'm going to head home and get some sleep."
"Hang on," Cal said putting a hand on his arm. "Do you have the number of licenses, modules you want, you know?"
"I do. They're in my car. I'll meet you back at work." Bill responded.
"Never mind, just text me what you want. Linda agreed she wanted to see the penthouse and since we have VPN there, we're going to head over and sign the papers there." Cal winked at Bill. He looked at Bill's ring finger, "You're welcome to join us unless you have to get home to the wife."
Bill shook his head, feeling the ache back in his stomach, "No, I do have to get back to the wife." He said looking intensely at Linda, "Nothing beats having a great woman at home."
Linda looked apologetically at Bill, "You sure? I guess you've seen the penthouse, but Cal made it sound amazing. Somehow it sounds a lot better than that conference room." Seeing him shake his head, she came over and gave him a quick hug, "Nice meeting you. Hopefully we'll see each other again." She then hugged each of his co-workers, hugging each just a little longer than she had him..
Bill nodded, seeing he was being dismissed and headed out. He felt like throwing up as he headed back to the office to get his car. He was getting ready to drive away when he remembered he needed to get Cal the numbers. Reluctantly, he reached in, grabbed his bag and after putting all the numbers into a text and hitting send he started the car and headed home.
***************************************************
His dreams were full of images of Linda and Cal, sweating, writhing, grunting in animalistic passion. He woke and looked over at the clock. 2:13. He tried to get all the images out of his head but couldn't. In fact, all he could think about was his wife with Cal, legs spread getting speared with his cock. That younger man looking down at his wife's flopping breasts as he pounded her. Bill's hand wrapped around his own rock-hard erection and began stroking while trying hard to rid himself of the graphic thoughts. He tried to think about past girlfriends or the first time he and Linda had had sex, but he kept coming back to Cal's hands on her breasts...His mouth on her wet pussy...Linda begging him to fuck her, how she needed his cock inside her. Her mouth eagerly opening as Cal thrust his cock towards her face...those beautiful lips stretched wide as the purple fleshy shaft invaded her mouth. "Aaaahh...ahh fuck!" he cried out as jets of cum splattered on his chest and stomach. He thrust his hips up as he came, his fist a blur as he pumped rapidly, his cock never having felt as hard, his orgasm never so intense. He lay there, breathing hard, feeling his heart pumping hard inside his chest, his stomach hurting, creamy liquids cooling off on his torso. He rolled off the bed and staggered into the bathroom to clean up.
As he crawled back into bed, the images flooded back into his head, his cock hardened and as he stroked himself again he felt tears of frustration begin.
***************************************************
He woke up as 5:30 when heard the front door close. "Shit, she comes crawling back home at 5:30 in the morning?" He thought. He sat up seeing the light in the hallway go on and stared at the door. He saw Linda peer in and notice him sitting up.
"I'm sorry. I'm really sorry. We signed the papers, had a couple of drinks and when it was time to go I realized I had way too many to drive. Plus, my car was back at your office." She came over and sat down next to him on the bed. She stroked his face, "I cannot believe I stayed out all night." She suddenly giggled, "Sorry, it just reminds me of when I as in college. God, I'm tired."
"You could have called, no, you should have called." Bill said angrily, "I don't think it's funny. How did you think I'd feel? You letting all those men ogle you. Sitting on their laps, hell, going back and spending the night with another man? Tell me, how should I feel about that?" He pushed her upright.
"You should feel pissed. I should have called. I thought about it, but I didn't want to wake you up. Nothing happened. They wanted to do...you know, but I was firm about it. I did spend the night with another man, actually two since Eric was there. Technically I slept with two other men as we all fell asleep on the king in the penthouse." She turned around and showed the wrinkles in the linen skirt, "I would have preferred to sleep in the nude, but that would have been tempting fate. But you know I would never cheat on you. I love you way too much." She stroked his face, "Look, if it makes you feel better, you have all the software you need plus I earned a huge commission." She looked pleadingly in her husband's face and not seeing any softening, "Here, see for yourself." She stood up and pulled off her clothes and proudly stood naked facing him. She did a 360 then took his hand and pulled him between her legs. "See, no man has been inside me."
Bill almost pulled his hand away, but instead ran his finger along his wife's tight slit. Feeling no unusual slickness he pushed his finger inside. He was again amazed how tight she was. So wet and she was so tight. He buried his middle finger all the way inside feeling her pelvis push back against him, her vagina slick with arousal. As he pulled out, he felt so much suction it was an effort to pull free.



"Yes, that's it. Flirting with all your co-workers has made me so fucking horny. All I could think of was getting back here to that beautiful cock of yours." She ground against his hand and reached down to pull his covers off. She grinned seeing that Bill's cock was rock hard, "Oh good. I've been hoping to find you nice and hard all night." She leaned down and wrapped her lips around his cock, totally engulfing his shaft while clenching her throat around his cock before slowly pulling back, her lips sucking on the fleshy rod. She pulled off with a loud smack. "Like that baby? God damn. Your cock is so fucking hard. I'm thinking I should have undone a button or two more last night." She lowered her mouth slowly all the way down again, again clenching her throat around that fat head.
Bill felt that ultra-warm mouth and throat and marveled at how she could swallow his 7 inch cock, how she clenched her throat on him. He reached down and grabbed those tits he'd lusted after in the bar and felt his balls start to ache remembering how bad he wanted her last night. He realized he had taken to looking at her as a bar slut teasing the guys and he would have gladly taken her out to the parking lot and fucked the shit out of her, even if it meant cheating on his wife...her.
Linda knew he was close and let his cock snake out of her mouth, "I need you to fuck me, but I feel like I need to make up for last night so of you want to come down my throat, you can."
She had never let him cum in her mouth and as much as he wanted to fuck her, he moaned and nodded as he guided her mouth back onto his cock. He grabbed her tit with one hand and gently put his other on the back of her head as she began rhythmically pulling almost all the way off before plunging onto him, her lips pressed against his pubes. Bill worried that perhaps after jerking off in the middle of the night, he'd take a while to cum and Linda's jaw would get tired, but he instantly remembered what was in his head and had an image of Cal's cock being where his is now and realized she just said no man had put their cock inside her pussy, nothing about her mouth. Gripping her hair, he thrust up and grunted loudly as he exploded down her throat. He felt the almost agonizing waves of pleasure shoot through his groin, aware of her having to rapidly swallow his cream.
Linda felt as if she were going to suffocate as her husband held her face on his spasming dick, until he finally relaxed allowing her to pull off, gasping. "Christ, you almost suffocated me. I've never felt you come so much for so long. I guess I deserved that." She rubbed her bruised lips. She crawled up and snuggled next to her husband. She stroked his softening cock and kissed his chest, "God, I missed you last night. I was actually thinking of dragging you back to the lady's room and fucking you right there in the bar. Having all those men staring at my boobs, looking like they'd gladly fuck me right on the table...each one taking turns. And you looked like a lost puppy not being able to let then know we were married." She felt his cock harden, "I feel really bad since I flashed my tits. But I felt free to let them see more when I saw how that excited you. I saw you checking me out, just like it was the first time. I could see you looking at me, hoping I'd lean forward, wanting me. Hoping I'd choose you. I shouldn't have teased you, but I just couldn't help it. If you could have felt my pussy you would have felt how wet I was." She stroked his cock harder and kissed him opening her mouth as his tongue fought with hers. Groaning, she swung her leg over and guided his now-raging erection against her slick twat, pushing hard against him until he popped inside her. "Oh yessss. God I love you," she hissed. She dove back onto his mouth.
Bill couldn't believe how urgently Linda was kissing him while aggressively grinding her cunt against his cock. She grunted rhythmically as her pelvis twerked rapidly on him. He grabbed her ass cheeks feeling her butt muscles flex with each thrust. He was surprised when she pulled off and climbed off the bed.
"Fuck me from behind. Really pound me hard." She put her face into the covers a struck her ass out and moaned loudly as her husband slammed his cock into her. "That's it, baby, fuck your slutty wife. Teach her who's boss."
Bill had never been able to talk Linda in to fucking her from behind. It was too demeaning and impersonal. He grabbed that ass and slammed harder and harder into her, watching the impact waves flow across her ass cheeks. On an impulse he spanked her and watched as his hand print turned red.
"Oh, fuck yes. Spank me. I've been really a bad girl. I let all those men see my tits. I teased all those men. Yes, yes, yes, that's it! Ahhhhh...Shit! I'm cumming, keep spanking your slutty wife's ass."
Bill stopped spanking her and reached around and slapped at her flopping tits as he pounded into her more deeply than he'd every been before. He heard her grunt and felt her hips thrust back urgently against him as he ground hard against her. He'd never felt her put this much of her whole body into lovemaking before and he felt his pubic bone getting bruised, but that was fine. He quit slapping her tits and gently stroked them when she finally let out a long moan and collapsed onto the bed.
He looked down at that cute ass wondering if Cal was right where he is now. Maybe inside that tight brown bud. His thumb stroked around her asshole as he fucked her tight pussy. He thought about Cal using all her holes and realized she said she slept with both Eric and Cal. He thought about her being speared from both ends or perhaps one in her pussy and one in her ass. He drove his thumb into her rectum wondering if this brought back memories for her and with a huge surge exploded deep inside her.
Linda lay there exhausted feeling her husband pump his sperm deep inside her. He'd never penetrated her ass before and she thought about objecting, but she had been bad staying out all night. Actually, she wondered why he'd never done that before? Most men had wanted her ass, why hadn't he ever asked? She loved feeling how unbelievable intense the entire fuck was. As he pulled out and flopped next to her she looked over at him. "Holy crap! I've never felt you so intense." She felt the stinging on her ass, "I think that was the first time you've ever really fucked me. I liked it. I might stay out all night more often."
"Excuse me? We fuck all the time. At least five times a week." Bill responded.
"We make love five times a week. I'm not criticizing you or anything. I love it when we make love. You're always tender, always ready to please. But this...this was incredible. I don't know what got over you, but if you can tap into that again, I loved it." She purred as she stretched. "I might stay out all night more often...kidding!" She rolled off the bed, "I'd love to stay here and let you fuck me all day, but I need to get into the office and enter your very nice order."
Bill watched as Linda walked into the bathroom, struck again how she never had to cup her crotch to keep his cum from dripping out. "God damn, she's got the tightest snatch," he thought as he rolled out of bed to go down and put on coffee.
***************************************************
Bill was pleased with the datacenter. They had all the servers racked, the first systems up and online. So far, no issues. He felt great having shepherded the entire project from planning through to implementation. He was looking forward to the report he'd be able to give to the board.
He headed down the hall to the main conference room and he stopped hearing Cal's voice, "Shit man, you should have seen her. We got to the penthouse and I swear, we were just 10 feet in the room when she had all her clothes off, not that there was that much. She was commando the whole time. Anyhow she was on her knees, my dick pulled out and in her mouth. I've never gotten so hard so fast. Damn, best fucking blow job ever."
Bill looked around wondering who the slut was he'd nailed this time. He stepped back and looked in and saw Cal, Eric and Cliff sitting in Cliff's office. "Hey guys, you heading to the meeting about the new datacenter?"
"No, we're not invited. I hear they're totally in love with you. On time and under budget. I hear 5 figure bonus. Sweet." Cal said with a grin, "Come on in, you have 20 minutes." When Bill sat down, Cal continued, "So she has my entire cock down her throat, I mean her nose was crushed against my pubes and she did this thing with her throat, I mean kind of like she was swallowing. I almost busted my nut right there, but she pulled my cock out of my mouth and took Eric here all the way. Fuck, man, what are you 8 inches?"
Eric blushed, "Actually 9, but he's right. I've never been deep-throated before and I swear I have to feel that again. But remember, I felt that before we got in the room." He looked around grinning. "Cal drove and I got in the back to be nice and she climbed in right after me. Fuck! She has the best tits I've ever felt." He looked around. "When I got her top off, I wanted to do nothing but play with them. You always wonder about tits when you catch glimpses, or see them through a tight sweater, but these are world class. Massive and they just jut out, her nipples just begging to be sucked on. But all she wanted was my cock. Damn, I love it when women first see my dick, but she pulled it out like she'd handled bigger than that and put her mouth on it immediately. She had just started on me when we got to the garage so she had to get dressed. I couldn't wait to feel that mouth on me again."
"Yeah, actually I was considering just fucking her right there, but as impatient as I was, I loved the thought of fucking the babe in the penthouse." Cal started laughing, "Ironically, we take the women back there because once they see the place, they get instantly wet."
"No kidding. I swear if we wanted to just strip her and fuck her on the hood, she wouldn't have said a word. Anyhow, I finally got to feel that great mouth on my cock again inside the penthouse, but Cal here had other ideas. He picked her up and carried her into the bedroom and literally tossed her on the bed. She landed on her back, legs wide open, begging for it."
"Yeah," Cal took over, "you should have seen her. Tightest slit you've ever seen and a beautiful blonde patch of fur." He looked over, "I'm sure you guys wondered if she was a natural blonde. Eric and I can attest, she definitely is. Softest cunt hair you've ever felt and like spun gold. I usually prefer my women completely shaved, but Christ..."
Bill felt the blood drain from his head and felt like he was going to faint. At first, he thought it was just bullshit, or another girl, but the details were too accurate.
Eric grinned, "I swear I saw Cal do something I thought he'd never do, he dove on the bed and buried his face in that twat."
"I'd never seen a prettier cunt than that. I'm telling you it tasted better than it looked. Christ, you should have seen her. Her hand was on my head pulling me against her as she ground her cunt into my face."
Eric laughed, "He's not lying. I'm hard as a rock seeing this babe rolling around, her massive tits bouncing all over and she actually grabbed my cock and pulled me onto the bed. I've never seen a women want a cock as much as she wanted mine."
Cal laughed, "No kidding. She pulled you all the way down her throat so fast. You guys should have seen that, Eric was literally fucking her face and she was loving it. It was like he was doing pushups right on top of her. 9 inches buried all the way." He looked at Cliff and Bill, "By the way, you can see for yourself if you like." He grinned at Eric.
"You know, that's not a bad idea. She certainly believes the more, the merrier. Shit, I think she got me off four times that night before I passed out. Cal, how long did you last?"
"All night. I was tired, but she never seemed to lose her enthusiasm. How many times... I lost total count, but let's see...twice down her throat, twice in that cunt, Oh, and by the way. Tightest cunt you ever felt. The amount of suction in incredible. I don't know how you ever were able to get inside her Eric, but you know the saying, if there's a will, there's a way. Anyhow, twice more in her ass. She fucking loves to be fucked from behind. I was pounding into her cunt hard when I decided to see how she felt about her other hole. She didn't pull away, just asked if we had lube. Thank God for KY. As soon as I came, she made sure Eric took over. Later as she was riding Eric I took advantage of the only available hole there was. Remember how she squealed with joy? You fell asleep after that and she and I climbed into the shower where she sucked me off. Man, that was great. I got no sleep that night. Later she said she'd better get home since she needed to get cleaned up before work, but perhaps had time for a bit more, I got to fuck those tits. That was great." He looked at Eric, "You need a nap before tonight. You slept though a lot of great pussy last time."
"I do have some catching up to do. I did like her ass, but I need to get into that pussy again. Never felt anything like it." He looked around, "Get this, she took, what? 4 loads and not a drop leaked out. Damn, she's tight."
"Oh, I mentioned you can see for yourself? You guys busy tonight? Cliff, I know you're single, but Bill, screw the wife. You'll hate yourself for the rest of your life if you don't join us at the penthouse tonight." He looked up at the ceiling, "Tonight I'll bet she's even hotter." He looked at Bill, "Man, you really have to come. It's because of your reviews of her software that the board decided to order for the other five data centers. If she were grateful for the one order, imagine how grateful she'll be for five more." He stopped and looked at his watch, "Oh crap Bill, your meeting starts in 5 minutes. You should get down there. If you change your mind, we're heading over at 6 to watch the video I put together with from that night. I'm so happy we got all those cameras put in. She's supposed to be there at 7."
Bill pulled himself to his feet, his head reeling. How the fuck could he have been so naïve? Linda acting like a nympho? She loves sex, but he had no idea she'd initiate it with two virtual strangers like that. "Tonight? She's doing a company-wide morale boosting session this evening at the Rockmore..." He walked in a daze down to the conference room trying to collect his thoughts. Soon he felt his left brain kick in. He has this. He stopped at the conference room door seeing the suits milling around. He pulled out his phone, typed in "Count me in." And hit send.
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Bill sat back down after reviewing all the latest developments over at 35th, the company's newest datacenter. He hoped his accounting was complete. His report glossed over pretty much any personal involvement rather stressing how so many of his co-workers and employees stepped up. He even extolled Cal's and Eric's involvement with procurement, getting great pricing and expedited shipping. His left brain was in full control of the entire presentation which was fortuitous since whenever his right brain was tapped into, he felt the resurgence of pain on being reminded how his wife had lied to him and betrayed him.
"I'm impressed," Ed Ripkin stood up and looked around the room, "We're impressed. Frankly, we had doubts anyone could pull this off by the end of the year, but here it is October and, well, we were wrong. You've been putting in very long hours." He looked down at his pad of paper before looking up at the young man, "Averaging 71 hours per week. Initially I thought a nice bonus check would be the perfect reward, but Henry over there was thinking of more. So, if you accept, we'd like to make you Vice President of IT Operations. James is heading over to that telecom company we all love, so there's an opening. Of course, there will be quite a bit more in your paycheck, a better office." He grinned, obviously having a sudden thought, "In fact, we freed up the corner office next to Cal's, so you two can work more closely together." He looked at Bill, "So, can I give the go ahead to have facilities put your name on the door?"
Bill stood up, feeling a thousand feelings and thoughts rushing through him, "Um, yes. I'm sorry, I was definitely not prepared for this. I expected a handshake and perhaps another impossible project, but yes. I'd love to take on this new role." He shook Ed's hand seeing Cal's blue eyes.
"My son actually was the one who initially recommended you. I should give him a bonus, but hell, you did the work." He reached inside his pocket and pulled out an envelope. "Here, take your wife to the Caribbean or Bali. Hell, get away for two weeks on us and enjoy yourselves. I'm thinking after all the hours you've out in, you may need to get to know each other again."
Bill looked at the check and grinned, "Thank you so much. This honestly is unexpected. I was just a part of great effort by everyone involved, but..." He stopped and handed it back, "Look, I'm grateful, but can you please distribute this among the team? It truly was their work and long hours that made this happen. My role was more of being an irritating nag." He thought a second, "In fact there were 12 key members that come to mind. Please give $2,000 to each of them and I'll be thrilled with the remaining $1,000."
Ed stepped back and put up his hands, "You can't be serious, though I see you are." He looked around the room, "Ok, give me all their names and I'll make sure every one gets $2,000, but only if you decide to cash this entire check and head to the beach." Ed pressed the button on the intercom, "Aurora, can you tell the guys to move Bill Lincroft's stuff into his new office? Thanks." He looked at Bill, "I guess I don't have to repeat the maxim I tell all my managers, 'The employees always come first.' Really good to know. By the way, I need to take you down and introduce you to your executive assistant. She's incredible."
**************************************
Bill headed down the hall tying to make sense of everything. He just got Cal and Eric bonuses even though they'd been fucking his wife. He'd been planning on confronting them at the penthouse, confronting his wife, but then how would he explain letting it happen in the first place, acting last month as if Linda were a total stranger. He looked at the CEO, Cal's father, and decided he'd now have to play along, or he'd be blowing the opportunity of a lifetime. He wondered if 33 were the youngest VP ever here. Linda pointed out she was the youngest to make top sales rep at her company at 29. He felt a sharp pain in his stomach wondering how much her apparent willingness played into her attaining that, then he had a sudden image of his wife, naked on a desk closing a sale. He pushed his thoughts back and turned on his left brain hearing Mr. Ripkin introducing him to his EA.
"I'm really pleased to meet you Aurora. You'll have to bear with me at first, perhaps help me with my new position." He looked at the pretty redhead smiling at him. Very pretty. Perfectly dressed for business, but he could envision she'd had her share of propositions here at work. Had he not been hap...he almost thought happily married, but had a quick mental check...he'd be tempted.
"Mr. Lincroft, all your things are being brought over now, so you'll be set up in your new office in no time." She looked down at her laptop, "Don't forget you have a meeting with Steve in 30 minutes and later I see you're meeting Carl Ripkin over at the penthouse at 6." She looked quizzically at Mr. Ripkin, but didn't ask.
Ed slapped Bill on the shoulder, "I've never been to one of Cal's get-togethers, but it's a good sign that he invited you. You'll have to tell me what goes on there, poker? Watching sports? Girls? I know the liquor bill pretty well, so I'd suggest calling an Uber to get back tonight." As Ed turned to head back to his office, "Oh, remind Cal we got that for entertaining clients, so perhaps this time he'll have invited someone outside of the company."
"Actually, he's meeting with the sales rep for Nuxaware. I heard Cal's ordering licenses for all the servers in the other data centers." Aurora turned to Bill, "Come to think of it, it's a good thing you're invited over. Now that you're VP of IT, perhaps you'd like to have input."
Bill had a sudden feeling of panic, he couldn't be involved in the purchase as that would definitely be a conflict of interest. He didn't want to appear weak or wishy-washy by declining. He thought a second, "Sure, however no way am I stepping on toes that have already gone down this path. I'm happy with the software over on 35th, so whatever was decided is fine. I'm sure I'll have a ton of catching up to do as it is."
**************************************
"Mr. Lindcroft, you might want to head over to the penthouse." Aurora stood in the doorway.
"Bill, please. Sure. I just need a couple of things finished up." He responded, "Head home. You are not going to be one of those EAs who never leaves before the boss, are you?"
"I am one of those, but if you tell me I'm no longer needed, I'll head home, but I really enjoy my job and if I can be useful..."
"Got it, let's see how fast I get up to speed, but I require just one thing from you. Total honesty. If you see me making a dumb decision or if I'm overlooking something, I need you to tell me. Actually, that is what you need to say, 'Bill, that's just dumb, Ok?" He looked at the girl to ensure she understood, "Also, if we're working late and you have to get home or if you have a date, or whatever. Tell me." He looked around, "What we do is important, but your personal life comes first. I really mean that."
"Thanks, um Bill. Ok, I'll say it." She looked up momentarily, "I see the ring. It's your call, but Cal's meetings at the penthouse are not really a place a married man might want to go." She paused, "Actually, the word I would have used is stupid. Going over there is a really stupid idea." She blushed and looked down.
"Thank you. Close the door and have a seat. I'm gathering you're not repeating gossip and have first-hand knowledge." Bill said.
"Yes sir, I mean Bill." She blushed harder, "Cal and Eric Walters, not sure you know him, anyhow, they offered to show me and a couple of the other EAs the penthouse. It seemed totally legit since we've often had to book meetings in the evenings there for our bosses. I didn't see anything actually happen because I left early, but Susan and Cheryl both apparently spent the night with Cal and Eric. They didn't attempt to coerce me or anything, but they sure kept filling our drinks and discussing how much fun they have there. It is an impressive place, but I'm not sure they use it for actual business much." She looked up at Bill, "Look, I'm not saying this is how it always is, but you know how you recognize a routine? A planned out set of seduction steps...that was what I saw and felt there. Susan called in sick the next day but Cheryl looked like she got no sleep. I hope I'm wrong because Susan's husband is a great guy."
"Thank you. I suspected as much. Apparently, there's a sales rep coming over, a female sales rep. I'll probably leave early. I'm not into that sort of thing. I appreciate you telling me this. Oh, Cheryl and Susan. They're ok, aren't they? I mean, they weren't forced or anything?"
"No, absolutely not. Both told me it was the hottest night they'd ever had. In fact, Susan told me she dropped hints, but she's never been invited back. I guess once they've 'been there, done that' they move on. I've been there, but not having been done, they've hinted I'd be welcome back." She finished off softly looking at the floor.
"Must be great to be young, single and have money. I was going to ask you along, you know to take notes..." Bill grinned at the girl, "Kidding. Go home. Do something fun."
"I would have come with you had you asked, but I will head home. My boyfriend has been talking about the new Mexican place over on Spring Street. See you Monday."
Bill watched Aurora open the door and head out. He played out how he was going to deal with Linda. It's hard to blame Cal and Eric. They'd be fools to pass up a chance to fuck a woman as beautiful as Linda, but Linda...how long? How many men? How could she unabashedly lie right to his face? He idly wondered how they're going to split the possessions. The husband loses every time, but how can he stay married? He shuddered feeling a sharp pain in his stomach imagining those perfect lips wrapped around another man's cock, someone else enjoying that tight pussy. He looked at his watch. 6:03. 'Oh well, fashionably late. Time to get it over with.'
**************************************
"Bill, come on in, we were just sitting down to watch the video I made. Wait until you see her naked. If you tell me you've ever seen a better body, we'll know you're lying. What are you drinking?" Cal asked as he turned and led Bill into the living room.
"Hey guys, we have a quorum. Congratulations are in order. Bill is the new VP of IT Operations. Do we have to call you Mr. Lindcroft? Sir? Your Highness?"
Bill laughed, "Come on, you know it's 'Your Excellency.' Shit, I really hope no one seems to mistake the title with who I am. Anyhow, nice place you have here."
Bill looked around. The entire top floor of the Reynolds building. 75" screen just brightening up, leather sectionals with recliners. He saw a full bar off to the side, fully stocked wine cellar. Behind him was a kitchen twice the size of Linda's and his, even though they had a 6,000+ square foot house. He looked down the hall and saw a few doors on each side and a king size bed in what was apparently the master bedroom. His stomach clenched thinking that was where Cal tossed his wife before impaling her every hole. He went over to the bar and grabbed a pale ale before sitting down as the video started up.
"Whoop! There she is." Eric yelled, "Watch this."
Bill watched as Linda was led in, Cal's hand on her lower back. As she shrugged off her jacket, he took it and tossed it on the back of the sectional closest to the door and as he turned around Linda had dropped her skirt reinforcing what he already knew, she had foregone panties. Her silk blouse soon followed as there were just two buttons left to undo. He saw both men stand there, eyes scanning her flawless body.
"I told you. Watch when she crouches down and blows Cal, look at that ass."
He watched as Linda wasted no time undoing Cal's belt, yanking down his pants and boxers, her hands reaching for his pulsing cock. Bill looked around the room to verify the camera locations and found them, all cleverly hidden. He looked back at the screen and was happy to see Cal's cock was no bigger than his. Linda seemed to like it though, staring at it as she stroked it to life. Then looked up at him, her eyes focusing on his as she pushed her face against that rigid cock. She gently kept pulling out and pushing in farther. In no time her lips were pressed against his trimmed pubes and Cal's face went blank and he was audibly moaning.
"I'm hard again just remembering her deep-throating me, her throat swallowing around my dick." He stared at the screen.
Linda finally pulled back and began plunging her mouth onto the cock, one hand gripping Cal's ass and the other stroking his balls. It wasn't long before Eric came over, his cock was out and pressed against her cheek. 'Holy fuck! Eric wasn't lying.' Bill thought. His cock was huge and pointing at the ceiling. She slurped Cal's cock out of her mouth and gripped it with her left hand while turning her attention to Eric's fat sausage on the right. He heard her apologize for not taking care of this on the way over, then she gripped it, licking the entire shaft before wrapping her lip around it, just part way in at first. Bill wondered if she could possibly get all that in her mouth, but found himself cheering her on along with the three other guys watching.
"No way, not a chance." Cliff yelled, "Oh my God, I don't believe it."
Bill was amazed, and actually proud to see that Linda was able to take in that entire mass of flesh when her lips smashed against Eric's cleanly shaven crotch. He couldn't believe how far back she had to pull her head before sucking that massive cock back in. He could see Cal's eyes watch Linda's breasts bounce with every bobbing of her head. Finally, in apparent frustration, he bent down and picked her up off the floor, extracting Eric's cock from her throat, and spun around. "Sorry, I need her now." He said.
"OK, now that was just plain rude. She just got started on me in the back seat, then, I'm in heaven..." Eric laughed, "But, as a guest I need to be gracious." He turned back to the screen, hearing Cal chuckle.
The next scene showed Cal coming into the master bedroom, throwing Linda on the bed, eliciting a squealing giggle from her. Cal didn't lie, Linda bounced on the bed and splayed her legs wide open, seemingly inviting the man to do whatever he wanted.
Bill looked around and saw huge tents in everyone's pants, in fact, he was realizing as angry he felt, he was also getting hard. It was almost exciting seeing a beautiful woman give herself freely. He just wished it weren't his wife.
"Look at that cunt! Have any of you ever seen anything that beautiful? Look at how smooth it is. So fucking tight..."
The men all watched as Cal dove between her legs, face pressed against her twat. They watched as Eric entered the frame, his jutting cock bouncing upwards, looking unnaturally large, as if it were photoshopped.
Bill had never seen Linda writhe around in pleasure as much as she was with Cal eating her out. He saw her reach over and grab Eric's cock and pull him right into her mouth where he instantly climbed on top of her, his cock aimed down her throat and began fucking her face. Bill was stunned seeing anyone fuck a girl's face like that, but Linda made no move to stop him. He could see her gullet expand as that plump rod drove in and out of her throat. He looked back at Cal who had pushed her legs up He hadn't say anything earlier about licking her ass, but it was obvious that was what he was doing. Linda was grinding back against him, her pelvis thrusting, one hand on Cal's head, the other gripping Eric's flexing ass.
"Wait for it. I'm about to explode down her throat." Eric said breathing hard.
Just as Bill saw Eric arch his back, obviously cumming down his wife's throat, Linda's throat swallowing rapidly, his damn cell phone went off. "Hang on." He said softly into the phone as he muted it and headed into the kitchen, "Sorry, watching a movie. This is Bill." He headed deeper into the kitchen hearing the grunts from the video. He looked back and the three men didn't even notice he'd left. He saw Cal try to push his cock into Linda's pussy and heard a satisfying groan when he popped in. He finally found a pantry with an attached office where he was able to focus on the issue and not fear they'd hear the noises from the video. A lost shipment, the datacenter manager had a crew there and no delivery. Soon, he was absorbed in trying to find out where the shipment went and was making call after call.
He looked around the small office and saw a cabinet with recording equipment. Feeling in his pocket he found a thumb drive and popped it in. "Yes, we can wait. It would have been nice as we have people in this weekend, but they'll be happy to have the weekend off. Ok, I'll hold." He found a control panel, easily found the date he wanted and pressed sync. "That's great, I think that's more than fair. Sure. I appreciate it." 56 Gb. Huge amount of video, but not even half the space on the drive. He looked and saw today's date and redirected to the USB port. "Yes, that's the address. Ok. I'll look forward to that."
He just finished up having found that the shipment went across town and he arranged that it would be delivered to 35th first thing Monday morning when he heard the door bell. He closed the cabinet with all the recording equipment feeling smug he'd have everything he needs, if or when he called a lawyer, He heard the TV turn to a football game and the door being opened. He looked at his watch, 7:05. That would be Linda. He was finalizing the call and just about to walk out to the kitchen when he heard Linda's voice. She sounded all business, not like some party girl, which made him pause. He put down the phone and heard Cal and Linda talking softly as they entered the kitchen.
"Ok, I'm here. You said you had something for me. I have a company thing I have to get to by 8, but you said it would be worth it for me to get here by 7. So, what's up? Good to see you again, by the way." He heard Linda say. He heard rustling which had to be hugging.
"Are you sure you can't stay? I do have something to make it worth your while, but please have a drink and sit with us." More sounds of clothing rustling...
"Stop it, I thought you would have memorized these last time." Bill heard what had to be kissing eliciting a low moan from Linda, then an abrupt end, "Cal, what we did a few weeks ago was a one-time thing and I'm sorry I got carried away, but I am not like that. Did you invite others over telling them how easy I was?"
"I might have mentioned it. Come on, you were thrilled."
"You can't invite your friends over to fuck me. I am not doing a foursome with you and...Christ, I forgot his name."
"Cliff. Actually, I don't know where he went, but there's four of us. I'm not following, maybe I misread you, but you couldn't have enough cock last time." He heard Cal say.
"Can I be honest? You two are the first clients I let fuck me. I've been really good at closing sales on their own, but in some cases, I've had to seal the deal with a bit of flirting and flashing, but I saw that no way were you and Eric going to settle for that." Linda said softly, "I am under a lot of pressure to close sales, so I decided I'd go further to make this sale happen. This once. Believe me when I tell you that was completely out of character. I heard the things you were telling me, things I should have shut down, but I was enjoying the flirting even when you got more graphic. I finally resigned myself to go that extra mile to close the deal. I'm a pretty good cock-sucker and I planned on just sucking both of you off, signing the contract and heading home. I've had to live with that. I lied to my boyfriend about why I was out all night, I doubt he believed me, but I can't be doing this anymore. I don't like lying to someone I love."



"Bullshit. You begged for our cocks. You wanted both your holes filled." Cal said somewhat angrily. "And no, you're not a pretty good cock-sucker. You're a fucking great cock-sucker. But, getting back to that being you or not. It was you who opened her up legs begging for it. You've been replaying that night in your head over and over. Look at your nipples. They're as hard now as when you were ridinf my dick."
"You're right. That was me, but it was because of you, of what you did, how you treated me. When you picked me up and threw me on the bed, it shocked me, but it triggered something inside me I've never felt. I don't know why, but I've always been in charge, knowing what I wanted, getting what I wanted, what I needed my lover to do to me. But when you threw me on the bed and I saw the look on your face, that was the first time I felt like I'd lost control. Christ, you and Eric could have invited your whole company over that night, but I felt terrible after that. I have no idea what came over me, but I wanted to be completely yours, no, actually that didn't matter, I felt like I was caught in a tidal surge. It wasn't that I wanted you and Eric to do whatever you wanted, I just no longer had a say in it, I did whatever you two wanted." Her voice got very soft and Bill had to strain his ears. "I'm ashamed to say that I came so many times, I can't even come close to remembering. I've never even had one multiple orgasm in my life before that. In retrospect, I wish that had never happened."
"So? The best sex you've ever had? Cumming over and over? Any woman would be thrilled. Being swept away by the animalistic urges of men and you the beneficiary? Now, four cocks available to stimulate every part of you? So, let us take you tonight. Cliff is so eager to fuck you, you can have him do whatever you want. I guess something you said to him and The Pub made you all he can think about." Bill heard Cal hesitate, his voice a tad louder, more forceful, "OK, let's see if this helps. We placed an order, a fairly large order with a 90 trial period. I hope we're satisfied with it. Also, In the other room is a spec sheet for five other datacenters. Let's see how good you are closing the sale tonight. If you're good, the next order will be five times the size of the last one. Let's see, we'll call a vote at the end of the night. I know, there are four of us, but let's just say my vote will count twice."
Bill wanted to step out and punch Cal for basically blackmailing Linda since it was already decided to put in the order and no way were they going to rescind the first. He shook his head wonderingly. She'd always been very happy after love-making, never complained. He heard Cal speak softly to the girl.
"Good, I can see you agree. So, you really shouldn't go to your company's thing tonight, and you have a great excuse. Perhaps if you called you boss explaining your making a big sale..." Bill heard Cal's voice trail off as the both went into the living room.
He crept out of the pantry/office and into the kitchen. He heard the guys greeting Linda, Cliff reminding her his name. He looked around the corner and saw Cal pulling Linda's coat off, revealing the dress she often wore for business events, black backless with the slit up the side, but 30s-ish, traditional rather than slutty. Though she couldn't wear a bra, the material was thicker across the chest. From where he stood, she must have been tremendously aroused as he'd never noticed her nipples when she wore that...tonight, however... Cal led her over over to the coffee table where the contracts were, his hand proprietarily low on her back. As she bent over to read them, he heard her softly whistle.
"Ok, I guess you were not kidding. Let me get my laptop and give you a quote." She said straightening up.
"Sure, right after you call your boss and explain you won't be making it tonight. I'm sure they'll forgive you." Cal said as his hand slid under the material around her waist.
Linda looked from Cliff to Eric and back over to Cal before nodding, "Ok. Let me get my phone." She said softly. As she dialed, Cal slowly slid her dress off her left shoulder, then off the right, not immediately sliding to the floor as it hung up on her jutting breasts. Linda made no move to stop him, instead stood there, cell to her ear as if nothing was happening. Cal reached around, grinning at the two men, and pushed the material off her tits and let it tumble down. He stepped back and took a bow as if he'd just performed a magic trick. "Al, can I speak to Jim? Is he there?" She stepped out of the puddled dress and moved her elbows away from her side as Cal reached around and cupped those huge tits. Cal turned her around so she was facing Cliff and Eric and slid a hand down to the golden blonde fur covered mons. "Ok, thanks. Sure I was planning to, but a client called. I know, I'm sorry, look we can team up at Reno next month. Ok, no, that's ok, I'll just hold."
Cal slid his finger down the soft patch of fur and across her bald slit. Linda did nothing to stop him, rather opening her legs up allowing more access. Bill could see the man's finger slip inside her before pulling out and putting the finger to her lips. She sucked him clean, then spoke into her cell, "Really, Ok. I'm not doing anything so...yeah, that's fine." Cal then slowly spun Linda around, theatrically displaying her features, her blonde pubes, his fingers pulling on them gently, then her breasts, which he bounced showing how firm they were. Bill saw him mouth, 'Totally real.' The as she was turned around, he cupped her ass and mouthed 'Wow!' He beckoned Cliff who immediately put his hands on Linda's breasts and palmed and felt them. Bill saw him press himself against her ass, eyes closed. Then he stepped back and gave Cal a thumbs up while adjusting himself with his other hand.
Linda took it all without protest, though Bill could see she was blushing furiously. She pulled the phone away from her mouth and allowed first Cal to kiss her, then Eric, before turning her attention back to the call. She let herself be led over to a chair and flopped down when Cal gave a gentle shove. "Jim, Linda. I'm over at LMT. Cal called me and asked me to drop by on the way over. I hope it's alright, but they had questions and possibly another set of licenses." She let herself be pulled forward in the deep chair, then allowed each leg to be draped over the arms, fully exposing herself to the men in the room. Her tight slit opening up. "Yes, actually that's what we have to determine, but it most likely will be about 5 times their first order." She looked questioningly at Cal as he pulled her free hand down to her pussy. Blushing, she slowly began stroking her slit. Her eyes were glued on the three men as they stripped off all their clothes and sat on the sectional opposite the chair stroking their cocks. Bill could see her glistening juices as she unconsciously licked her lips. "I know, you were right, it has everything they need... No, I'm fine. I had to run back to Cal's office to get my bag, we're meeting in the conference room...I know, I need to get back to working out...We can, yes. Anyhow, I don't think I'll make it over there, you know, an order this size is going to take me a while to draw up...yes, thank you sir...I know, Sherry wanted to team up with Al anyhow, so he'll be fine. I was really looking forward to it. Yes sir, see you Monday...Of course, you know I always bend over backwards to make the client happy." She hungrily stared at the cocks while saying that as her finger disappearing inside her pussy. "You too. Bye." She hung up and tossed the phone to the floor, put her head back and grabbed a tit as she rubbed her pussy. "Oh fuck, I hate you Cal, I really do..." Her fingers moved faster and faster.
"You love me. I reveal the real you." He looked at Cliff, "Didn't I tell you? Check out that perfect cunt, but as beautiful as it is, you'll love how your cock feels in there. She's fucking beautiful and she's all ours tonight."
Bill was stunned seeing his wife, not just totally exposed to a room of men, but masturbating in front of them, for them. He couldn't believe how rapidly her fingers were moving in a circular motion on her slick twat, or how hard she was pulling on her nipple, how red her upper chest and face were, her increasing soft mews as she was obviously close to cumming.
Cal, Eric and Cliff all were stroking their cocks when she let out a loud hiss, her legs going rigidly out and back on the arms of the chair, two fingers plunged into her pussy. Her gasps got louder, more guttural and rapid, then slower and softer until she collapsed, her legs dangling limply over the arms. He could see glistening fluids all over her now-red crotch. She opened her eyes and immediately slid up in the chair, "God! That was really intense. I'd never done that before, I mean, with an audience." She said softly, her face burning red.
Cal looked at the other two men, them back at the beautiful blonde, "And I think this will not be the last time. You liked that, didn't you?" He looked at Eric, "We should have grabbed one of the toys." He said nodding down the hall. He stood up, gripping his cock, walked over to Linda and pulled her forward.
Linda knew what he wanted and took his cock in her hand and looked up at him, smiling, then she licked the entire shaft before putting it in her mouth. Bill couldn't see how deep she took him, but he knew by Cal's expression he was deep in her throat, clenching on his cock. Her small hands were gripping his hairy ass has he flexed in and out of her throat. He decided to make an entrance and see how Linda reacted.
"Sorry, I had to figure out the missing shipment of servers...Oh crap! I'm not saying I ever thought you were full of shit, Cal, but I always wondered if you embellished your stories. I'll never doubt you again." He stepped around Cal and looked down at the chair, "Linda, isn't it? My God, you're more beautiful than Cal described." He reached over and slid the back of his hand on the side of her breast, "I really wanted to do this at The Pub the other night, but I thought that might get me slapped." He looked at her as if seeing her for the first time. He smiled as he saw Linda pull her head back and smack her lips, collecting the drool. Dozens of micro-expressions shot over her face before she obviously collected herself.
"It's Bill, isn't it? Yeah, I guess time and place for everything. Though, you were such a gentleman that night, I think would have let you."
"I guess I should have tried. Sorry," He stepped back seeing his wife's soft hand stroking Cal's erect cock. "I see I am interrupting." His mind was in turmoil, jealousy, anger, intrigue...not to mention a throbbing in his pants.
"Actually, it should be you right here," Cal looked down at the blonde, "Our man Bill here was just given a great promotion. He's now the VP of IT Operations and, hmm, he's technically my boss." He grinned at Bill, "But, since Linda is here because of me, you're going to have to wait." He pushed her mouth back onto his cock, "Christ, she's a fucking great cock-sucker."
Bill felt a quick spasm of anger, but stifled it and grinned, "Hey, your father gave me a piece of advice today, 'Remember, the employees always cum first.'"
"Oh, I will. He tells me that all the time." Cal said as he turned his attention back to those beautiful lips stretched around his cock. He grinned over his shoulder at Eric, "I don't know about you, but I never actually followed that advice."
Eric laughed, "No shit. Cal always leaves me sloppy seconds, not that I'm complaining..."
Linda's hands were back on the man's ass as he pumped against her face and when it looked like he was getting ready to blow, he abruptly pulled back. Stroking his cock, he held out his hand. As he pulled her to her feet, she squealed as she was lifted up, wrapping her legs around Cal's waist, and allowing herself to be lowered onto his cock. Soon he was standing in the middle of the room, the three men all staring as the beautiful blonde bounced up and down on his cock, her tits smashed against his chest as he slammed his cock into her over and over.
Linda wrapped her legs around Cal's waist, arms around his neck. Her eyes were clenched tight as her cunt was repeatedly impaled on the man's cock. When Cal drove a finger in her ass, she exploded, "Ohhhhh, yesss." She cried, "fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck...aaaaahhhh, I'm cummmmmming!"
Cal was almost knocked over as the girl gripped his torso with her legs and rapidly ground her crotch against him, grunting and grinding. Bill could tell his arms were getting tired, but he kept lifting her up and fropping her back onto his hard cock. Finally, when she went limp, he carried her down the hall and tossed her on the bed before climbing between her legs and driving his slimy dick back into her. Linda grabbed his head and pulled him down, kissing him hungrily, which made him thrust harder against her. Her feet were pointed at the ceiling, bouncing with each hard thrust.
The men watched, the naked men stroking their cocks, Bill adjusting his dick as it tried to come fully hard. Their eyes were fully glued to the action as the couple writhed on the bed, each one grunting together, his cock slamming against her tight cunt. It was apparent Cal spread his legs so they could graphically see how deep he was going, how he stretched out that pussy, her juices flowing out and across her asshole, balls slapping wetly. Cal broke the kiss and whispered something to Linda who at first shook her head no, but then after Cal said something more, nodded yes. Cal pulled out, stood up and pulled the girl off the bed. "Ok, Linda..." He turned her around and pushed her onto the bed face down.
"Bill, the KY is in the drawer on the left. Can you grab it? I've been thinking about this ass for weeks." He grabbed the tube and squeezed some out, then handed to tube to Bill before working it all over his cock. "Dude, favor. Can you get her ready? You'll thank me when it's your turn."
Bill almost took a step back, wanting to punch him, but instead took the tube and stepped behind his wife, "Brace yourself, this might be a bit cold." He squeezed some out onto that cute puckered bud and rubbed it around before pushing his finger into her rectum. At first, he felt her flinch, but in no time she was pushing back against his now fully buried middle finger.
"God, yes that feels good." Linda sighed. "Hmmmm. Two fingers, aaaahhh, yessss."
Bill felt Cal's hand on his shoulder, pulling him back, "Thanks, Ok babe, here we go. Did he loosen you up a bit?"
"Hmmmmm, yes. He has nice fat fingers, but still go slow." Linda moaned. "Oooohhhh, wait. There, ahhhh." The girl began pushing back and soon Cal was pistoning in and out of her ass while his fingers found her wet cunt which made her groan encouragingly.
Bill went into the bathroom listening to the couple grunting and as he was washing his hands, he heard Linda cry out in an apparent third orgasm, the bed creaking angrily under the assault on top of it. He came back into the room and saw Cliff and Eric had stepped closer, both stroking their impressive cocks ready to jump in.
Cal couldn't hold off any longer though he tried, and plunged hard against the blonde's ass and grunted loudly as he jetted his cum deep inside her rectum, pulling out, slamming in, over and over. Both he and Linda collapsed on the bed spooning, as his apparently still hard cock was buried inside her.
Eric tapped Cal on the ass, "It's either her or you."
Call immediately pulled out and staggered up to go into the bathroom to clean up. "Yeah, I've seen you hard. Not taking that chance," he laughed, as he left the room.
Eric and Cliff both climbed on the bed on either side of Linda, Cliff in front who immediately started kissing the blonde and grabbing those tits, Eric behind, his hands down between her legs, cock pressed against her ass.
Bill, the only one still dressed, stood in disbelief seeing two more men getting ready to put their cocks in his wife. A month or two ago, this wasn't even in the realm of possibility, not in his fantasies, nor in his fears. Linda had always appeared so true, but seeing this was painful, yet as he subconsciously rubbed his erection through his pants, unbelievably arousing. He watched as Cliff pulled Linda on top, and watched her hand gripping the man's cock as she lowered herself onto him, her loud satisfying groan sending a pain through his stomach.
"Odd man out. Don't worry. Look at it this way. When those two get their rocks off, you'll have your choice of holes. This slut doesn't know how to say no." Cal said as he gripped Bill's shoulder. They both watched Linda slide her feet forward and crouch over that long cock and pump her ass up and down on the man. "Christ! She's never do that to me. I'm getting hard just watching."
Cliff was grunting, his hands gripping hard on the bouncing tits, sweat on his chest and forehead. "Slow down...God damn. Your going to make me cum too soon." He grabbed her ass trying to slow her down, but she was too strong, "Damn Linda. I need to pull out, I'm going to cum."
Linda instantly picked up the pace, "I'm going to cum soon too, but remember what I told you, our baby will be so blond."
Cliff lifted his hips off the bed and slammed all the way in, groaning loudly as he spewed inside the girl. He pulled her cunt hard against him and instantly, Linda moaned and ground back against him as she came for a fourth time. She collapsed on top of Cliff and kissed him passionately, running her hands through his blond mop of hair. Her hips were still going up and down rapidly before she slowed down and looked at the younger man, "You're still hard?"
Cliff nodded and stroked her face. He looked over at Eric who was stroking his cock, reached over and grabbed the tube of KY and tossed it to him. "This is what you want, isn't it?" Cliff asked Linda.
"Yes, I want to make you both happy. I still can't believe how hard you still are. Did you fake your orgasm?"
Cliff laughed, shaking his head no, reached around and spread those tight ass cheeks as Eric crawled between their legs. "This is rare, but the only time it happened before was with a truly beautiful woman. Like this time."
"That might be the nicest thing anyone has said to me. You keep saying things like that and you can do anything you want to me, oh wait..." Linda laughed before Cliff pulled her lips to his, then she groaned as that fat, 9 inch cock slipped into her ass. "mmmmmmmph...aaaaahhh...mmmmm."
Bill was stunned. He'd now seen Linda do multiple things he never thought was possible for her to do. Especially, not with him in the room. He was wondering where all that cock was going to go as it stretched her asshole to its limit and steadily drove in farther and farther. Soon, Eric was buried fully into her rectum and the three established a rhythm.
Cal came back in holding a couple of beers and handed one to Bill. "You did say, 'Employees always cum first.'" He tapped the bottle against his and went over and sat down to watch, stroking his cock the entire time.
Linda looked over at Bill, then whispered something to Cliff who grinned. As Cliff shifted over, Linda looked back at Bill. "I hate to see you left out and I still can please you." She watched as Bill got undressed, whistling appreciatively as if this were the first time she'd seen him naked, "I love those six-pack abs. Damn, you're buff."
Bill crawled up and knelt next to the threesome and felt the warmth of his wife's mouth envelop his aching cock. For all the anger he felt, the pain of deception, the way his wife made herself so freely available, he suddenly felt like he won the lottery. He knew there was nothing she wouldn't do sexually for him, in fact, the more intense the act, the more eagerly she responded. He looked at Eric's arched back as he fucked Linda's ass, his face red with concentration, Bill could tell he was close. Cliff was busy sucking on one of her nipples, her large breast almost smothering him, his hand gripping the other fleshy mound, looking totally in heaven.



He could tell Linda was really trying to focus on sucking his cock while being taken over by the intense stimulation, but she obviously was losing control. Soon, she no longer was sucking, but panting on his dick, her hot breath blowing on Bill's crotch. We watched her pelvis grinding back against the assault on her holes, the two men working together knowing they all cum soon. He wondered who would be first. It was Linda. She let out a long moan on his cock and her eyes rolled back in her head as her hips went rigid.
Eric felt her rectum tighten as she came which sent him over the edge and grunting loudly, he drove against her ass, feeling like he was going to pass out as sudden relief flooded through his groin.
Cliff felt his cock being sucked hard inside her vagina with both Eric and Linda cumming, but the sudden increased activity sent him over the edge. "Mmmmph...mmmmm"." His cries muffled as he was sucking harder on the that hard nipple.
Bill found himself kneeling back, stroking his cock as he watched in amazement. He had never seen anything like that, simultaneous orgasms by three people, all moving as one, all grunting, moaning in unison. He felt sudden jealousy he wasn't part of it. He watched as Eric came down first, his arms apparently giving out as he pulled his hips back, extracting his snake from that creamy ass, then rolling off the bed. He slapped Linda on the ass, "Best fuck ever." He then winked at Bill before heading into the bathroom.
Linda pulled herself off Cliff, looked down at his slimy semi-hard cock and grinned, "You both were amazing, but I was worried we'd have to go again to take care of this." She crawled down and kissed the head of his cock and looked up, "But, I think you're done for a while," She licked the shaft before kneeling back and looking at Bill. "Ok, let's reward the new VP. I'd like to clean up a little, so don't go anywhere."
Bill nodded, seeing both Cliff and Linda head into the bathroom. He lay back stroking his dick and looking up at the smoke alarm, spotted the tiny camera. He had the urge to wave at it, but then heard Linda and the two men giggling. Finally, Linda came out with Eric and Cliff and crawled onto the bed and replaced his hand with hers. He saw the two naked men high five Cal before they headed down the hall.
"You been so patient, tell me how you want me." Linda purred before she put her mouth over her husband's cock. She deep throated it a few times while stroking his balls, "Mmmmm." She pulled off and looked up at him, "Feels like someone has a huge load to give me."
"Bill, you have to check out that cunt. I swear to you it's the tightest you've ever felt." Cal said, "But I'd finish in that ass. I know you can't get that at home. Of course, since you're married you probably never get a decent blowjob. Hell, I'll shut up." He finished, laughing. He patted the couch seats seeing Eric and Cliff come back in.
"I have been thinking about that pussy." Bill said as he pulled Linda up and kissed her, his tongue entering her eagerly opening mouth. He was happy to taste she'd rinsed her mouth out, but actually didn't care. He felt her grind against his aching cock that he realized had been hard for about an hour and a half and his balls ached intensely. He rolled over on top of Linda and as he lifted his hips, he felt her hand on his shaft, his ultra-sensitive head sliding up and down that smooth slit and groaned in pleasure as he opened her up, "Oh Christ, you're fucking tight. God! I've been needing this." He looked over at Cal, "Ok, that's the second time I doubted you, no more."
He felt her hand move to his ass as he popped inside and plunged all the way in, listening to her breathing increase, her panting soft mews get louder as the base of his cock pounded against her hardened clit. He almost pulled out just to lick that clit, to feel her lose control like she often does when being eaten, but no way was he going to pull out of that tight cunt. It was almost as if he were enjoying her for the first time. He reached up and roughly grabbed her right tit as his pace quickened.
"We should drink up boys, I think we're going to be up soon." Cal said, "Cliff, you haven't had her ass yet and Eric hasn't fucked that tight cunt, so how's that sound?"
"You sure? I would have thought you'd want that pussy, but I'm not going to argue." Cliff chuckled, "Cal, Eric told me not to expect you to be the gracious host. I guess he was wrong."
Bill listened to then divvying up his wife's holes and regardless of the jolt of anger, he also felt a rush of adrenalin go through him. Why was this so incredibly arousing? Linda had raised her legs up to her chest, encouraging him to fuck her hard and he reached around and felt her slick bud and slid a finger in.
"Yesss, yes, you can fuck my ass. Ooooohhhh. I need you to cum in my ass" Linda moaned as his finger penetrated her rectum fully.
Bill pulled out and slid his cock down, pressing against her anus and pushing hard until he felt her relax, allowing him to drive right in. He was instantly amazed how different anal sex was. He felt the tight ring gripping the entire length as he pulled out and drove in. Her vagina was more consistently tight throughout, but no way nearly as tight as her sphincter. He found himself pulling almost all the way out before slamming all the way in, more and more rapidly feeling that tight ring slide up and down his hard penis. He heard loud grunting and realized it was his voice mixed with Linda's orgasmic gasps.
Linda had never felt Bill so intense, so aggressive, really excited to be in her ass for the first time, he had to come soon, but his body kept slamming against her incredibly aroused clit. It seemed like he got more and more intense. She came almost as soon as he slammed into her ass but found herself cumming over and over, waves of never-ending pleasure as this different Bill used her ass for his pleasure. Her hands were on his ass, pulling him harder and harder against her, her body screaming for more.
Finally, Bill arched his back and groaned as he came, a fleeting image of Eric doing the same thing in the same hole. His eyes teared up as the release was so pleasurable and needed, his balls hurt. He could feel spurt after spurt jet through his cock into her tight rectum. At last, spent, he felt his arms give out and collapsed onto her chest. Knowing he was crushing her, he slid off to her side, feeling how they were both slick with sweat. He reached over and pulled the sticking strands of hair off her face. "Sorry. I got a bit intense. I hope I didn't hurt you."
Linda laughed, "I think I finally understand the crude jokes men make when they say, 'When I'm done with you, you won't be able to walk.' I don't know if I can walk after that." She kissed him, "That was by far the best orgasm I've had in my life. You must have the most satisfied wife in the city."
"Holy crap. Bill, save some for the rest of us. Linda, are you Ok? I'd hate to see you pass out."
"When did that ever stop you Cal? But no kidding, I think we need a short break to let Linda recover." Eric said chuckling. They got up and headed out to the living room.
Bill stroked her face and knowing the men couldn't see, mouthed, "I love you." He indicated with his eyes, the fire alarm, and whispered, "Camera."
Linda hugged him and nodded her head. She kissed him hard and whispered, "I love you too and am so sorry all of this is happening."
"Sshhh, shh, let's get cleaned up. You need to keep playing the single girl, no entanglements, no guilt. We've come too far to blow it now." Bill hugged her tightly, amazed that he no longer felt any anger or jealousy, just love. He rolled off the bed and pulled her to her feet and hugged her.
Linda laughed, feeling his still hard cock pressed against her, "I see Cliff isn't the only guy who can stay hard. Come on, I could use a shower."
As they soaped up, Bill still had his erection and leaned back against the wall as his wife took his freshly cleaned cock into her mouth. 'God damn, how does she do it?' He thought, as she buried her face against his pubes, clenching her throat before pulling off. He tried to hold back, but his mind replayed all the cocks she'd had in her mouth, pussy and ass recently and moaned he was cumming. He assumed she'd swallow, but she pulled off and stroked him rapidly, all the time looking up at him. He saw what she wanted and grunted as jets of sperm splattered all over her face, her open mouth trying to capture his cum.
When the last of his ejaculate splattered on her face, she sucked his cock back into her mouth and extracted what remained. She then took her fingers and wiped the dripping jizm into her mouth. Grinning happily, she stood up and ran her face under the shower.
Bill took her face in his hands and kissed her, "I love you so much. I don't see cameras in here, but I'm going to plead that I have to get home to my wife. You have to do what they want you to do. I don't expect you until morning, so have fun."
"Really? No, I can leave, they've all had their fun. I never should have let it go this far and I should stop now." Linda said as she held him.
"No, look, I overheard you when you were talking to Cal in the kitchen. I was angry at first when Cal bragged about what he and Eric did to you last month, in fact I looked up lawyers and started to list our assets. But, I don't think you're a slut or a whore but simply let things go too far and made a really bad set of choices." He turned that water off, "Come on, I have to get dressed and you have to spread your legs like a good single girl."
The three men were watching the football game as a fully dressed Bill and a freshened, but still naked Linda came out into the living room. "You leaving, Bill?" Cal asked standing up. "Wait, there's a vote. Just for fun we decided to vote on whether we're satisfied with our sales rep." He saw Bill's blank look, "Oh right, you weren't there. Hell, you look satisfied to me." He laughed, "Unless, knowing that, you want to do some further evaluations? I know you engineers, gather all the data before making a decision. We often go until 1 AM, though once we actually went all night." He winked at Linda. "Care to break that record?" He put his arm around her and pulled her close, his hand reaching around and bouncing her breast.
Bill smiled and shook his head, "I'm good."
Linda looked at Bill and laughed, "Oh yes, he's good. I sort of had to help him out in the shower. Though I don't know if I can break that record as the three of you will kill me at the rate we're going." She looked over at her husband, "But I'd be a lot happier if there were four studs taking care of me."
Bill shook his head, "Before tonight, I've never touched any other woman but my wife. I know this might be the hottest sex I've ever had, and I'll always have it on my mind when I'm with her. Sadly, you've really raised the bar, she'll have to go a long way to surpass tonight. Guys, it's been a lot of fun. I'll see you Monday." He said as went over to get his bag. He saw them all turn and head back to the bedroom hearing Cal's voice, "So, you're going to Reno on the 27th? Eric and I will be there, too. Where are you staying?"
He shook his head knowing this would never be the last time. Reno was just one event. All good sales reps have to wine and dine their top clients. He's just have to live with that. He heard giggling, the bed creaking and headed back through the kitchen.
He reached for the thumb drive and pulled it out wishing he'd be able to get the video of the rest of the night when he had a thought. He opened the console, checked the menus...
"OK, that should do it. God, I hope it works," he thought, as he exited the console. He picked up his bag and headed out. He heard someone, perhaps Cliff crying out he was cumming as he opened the door to the penthouse.
**************************************
Bill woke up and looked at the clock, 7:43. He felt better than he had in years. He listened, and the house was completely quiet. He wondered if Linda were on her way home or if she'd come home and crashed in the guest bedroom. He leaned over and opened his laptop and checked his email. He saw what he expected, two new emails. "Wow, 38 Gb, I would have thought the email provider would have blocked something that size." He downloaded the attachment, opened it and saw the three guys watching a football game...fast forward, Linda on the chair in the living room, sluttily rubbing her pussy, 'Christ that's hot.' He suddenly knew this was not the last time he'd be watching her do that...Eric on his back, arms out pulling Linda onto his cock as she wiped her mouth after apparently sucking him to hardness. Bill still couldn't believe that cock was real. Linda had to straighten almost all the way up to align his cockhead with her pussy...Cal fingering Linda's ass as she rode him backwards, Eric's cock in her mouth, her tits flopping, while Cliff, still naked was passed out on the couch. He checked the time stamp, 4:53. He went to the end which he knew would be 6 AM and saw all three passed out, Linda on top of Eric, his fat snake still buried in her pussy, her head resting on Cal's hip, his cock just next to her mouth. He closed the video and opened the other email.
"Reset complete. System reset to factory defaults. WARNING: This erased all data. 2.5 TB free." He smiled, and closed the email. He got up and went down to put on a pot of coffee when he heard the front door open. 'I hope she's hungry, I'm so in the mood for blueberry pancakes.' He thought.
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"Sarah! Get your ass down here." Ed yelled. He couldn't believe what he was reading.
"Dad! I was on the phone with Lexi, what's wrong?" The young girl trotted down the stairs, looking nervously at her dad.
Ed glared at the girl, looking her up and down as if trying to decide what to do with her. As usual, she was wearing clothes way too tight, too short and leaving very little to the imagination. He glanced up and saw Bobby creeping along the railing, looking down. "What is this? Why did a courier have to deliver this to me?" He waved the paper at his daughter.
Sarah turned beet red and reached for the letter. She looked at it and began tearing up, "I'm sorry. I was going to tell you. Both my teachers hated me this year. No matter what..."
"Shut up!" He pulled her arm and got right into her face, "No one hates you. No one is out to get you. Except maybe you. You might hate yourself and you definitely are the cause of pretty much all the bad luck you have. When...oh God! I've asked you this a hundred times, When the FUCK are you going to grow up and accept responsibility." He snatched the letter back, "You have to repeat senior year? When were you going to tell me?"
"I was going to tell you, but you're always so busy. You're never home. I mean, I know you have to work, but I've had to cook and clean ever since mom died." Sarah cried.
Ed's face melted seeing his little girl cry and pulled her close, "Look. No, look at me, you need to graduate, and I mean really graduate. You will get straight A's next year and you'll get into college. I've been working and putting every penny away so you and Bobby get college degrees." Then he realized this was a replay of so many encounters and pushed her away, "Sorry, I'm not buying it. You've gotten your way with tears for the last few years, and frankly, until you change your act, I'm not going to buy it." He looked up the stairs, "Bobby get down here, you're going to help Sarah get straight A's next year or neither of you are getting a red cent to go to college."
"Dad, I've never gotten anything but A's. Why are you punishing me?" Bobby whined as he came down the stairs.
Ed looked at his two children, both as different as two kids can be. 'Sarah, drop-dead beautiful. Slender frame, nice hand-sized tits, perfect body. I swear, the biggest curse anyone could ever have. She'll never amount to anything until she has to think her way out of situations rather than flirt her way out, check that, fuck her way out. Bobby, cursed with pimples, no charisma. Tall, skinny, no athletic abilities. Total nerd. But fucking brilliant, must have been from his mother.' He thought, looking at them, 'I wish Jenny were here. She was as beautiful, if not more than Sarah is now, but what a mind. She'd have done a much better job.' His eyes teared up, "Look, things are going to change. Sarah, you're 18 and are now an adult. You need to make a choice. I'll still be your dad either way, but if you go back to South, get your diploma, you will have a home until you get your college degree. If you decide that's not for you, I'll stake you some money, you can get a job waitressing, or over at the plant and you're on your own."
Sarah looked shaken, "Daddy, I can't get straight A's. I'm not like Bobby."
"Actually, you are. I talked to your guidance counselor last year. I didn't want to tell you, but your IQ scores are 15 points higher than Bobby's...and his are really high."
"Wait, what? Blonde Bimbo here is smarter that I am?" Bobby looked stunned, "I'm sure she blew the guy administering the test."
Ed grabbed Sarah as she went after her brother, "Look, stop it both of you." He glared at both, "Bobby, I want you to apologize, and mean it. Sarah, I'm afraid you've made your bed...you do seem to have manipulated the men and boys around you to get your way."
Bobby's face was bright red as he softly said, "I'm sorry. I didn't mean it."
"Sarah? Do you realize there was a bit of truth in what he said?"
Sarah looked down and nodded, "Yes, I guess I deserved that, I accept your apology."
Ed sighed, "Ok, here are the new rules. Both of you will be seniors next year. Bobby, I want you to sign up for Physics and Calculus in her classes, in fact, I want you in all her classes."
"Wait, I can't be in her classes! I need to take the advanced courses." Bobby sputtered....
"On top of that, Sarah wasn't wrong. You've pretty much done none of the chores while she has been cooking, cleaning, doing the dishes, laundry...what have you done?"
"Jerked off in my underwear in his room." Sarah fumed, "I never told you, but my panties are always missing, then in the laundry, crusty."
Ed looked at Bobby, "What? Seriously?" Not seeing a denial, he angrily stalked away, "Christ, I have no idea how to deal with this. What the fuck would Jenny have done?" He turned, "Both of you, go back to your rooms. Oh, and Bobby, don't jerk off in your sister's panties." He stopped, rubbed his face and sighed, "I never thought I'd ever say those words." He looked sternly at his son, "In fact from now on, you leave your door open until I can trust you again."
Sarah grinned at her brother as she spun and headed upstairs, stopping hearing her dad's voice.
"And you. This fall, I'm taking your phone away at 7 every evening until you bring home an A. And dating? Off the table. If you live here, no boys...none."
"Daaaaad!" the small blonde whined, "I need to talk to my friends." She heard Bobby snicker that she needs to fuck her friends.
"You 'want' to talk to your friends. You need to get straight A's and you need to graduate and you need to go to college. You can have to phone back 30 minutes later every day every quarter you get straight A's."
***************************************************
"You cooked dinner." Sarah said, looking at her dad, "I could have done that."
"No, I can cook. I'm sorry for dumping everything your mom did on you. I guess we both have to make changes." He looked up as Bobby crept in, his eyes on the floor, "Actually, I guess all three of us have to make changes."
As they sat down, Ed passed the baked ham around, "Ok, from now on, I'll do a lot more. I can help out with the cooking, Bobby, you'll be doing the dishes, morning and night from now on."
"Dad! I need to do my homework. I can't do dishes."
"Yes, you can. "What is it? Half an hour to do dishes?." He scooped up some green beans, "Sarah, I called one of your teachers and got reading lists for this next year. We're going to the book store and picking up some of these."
Sarah looked up, tears welling, "Dad! It's summer. I can do all that when school starts."
"Yes, you can." He looked intently at her, "But, tell me honestly. Will you? Or will you look at all the reading, all the homework and feel swamped? I'll let you think about it. Would you like to take your classes ahead of everyone else? Get a head start? Or feel helpless like you always do and fall behind? Think about it. Let's eat."
***************************************************
Sarah ran up and threw her arms around her dad, "You were right. I could answer all the teachers' questions since I had read everything." She stepped back, "And now the homework assignments are going to be a breeze."
Ed watched in wonder as his 19 year-old daughter ran upstairs to do her homework.
After dinner, Ed looked over at Bobby as the boy headed to the kitchen, "So, how was school? Actually, how was it with your older sister in your classes?" He put down the paper as the boy plopped down on the couch.
"Honestly? The same as always. Same girl, different crowd. She never even showed up for 5th period history. I guess she was out with Jed in his Vette." Bobby angrily replied, "and, she doesn't even look at me when she's with her posse of admirers."
"Wait, what? She told me that she was able to answer all the questions the teachers asked." He felt like punching the wall. "I wasn't asking you to spy, but you have to tell me. Is she going to apply herself? Is she going to get A's?"
Bobby slowly shook his head, "I don't know. I kind of got the feeling that having prepared she'd be able to hang with her new friends and ride out the first few weeks."
Ed got up and slowly walked to the base of the stairs. He looked up and slowly went up, looking like a man destined to be severely disappointed. He opened Sarah's door without knocking, and almost choked.
"Daaad, Oh my God, dad! What are you doing here?" Sarah screamed, rolling off the bed and trying to cover herself up, but all she could find was her childhood teddy bear which she tried to cover her pussy, then her breasts, but the back over her crotch.
Ed looked at the boy dashing for his pants, his cock glistening as it bounced around. "STOP! Don't fucking move!" He yelled. He looked as the boy stood frozen, holding his jeans in front of his naked torso, his little girl, no longer little, beet red, her chest heaving, her teddy pressed against her.... 'Oh crap,' he thought, 'look at that tight little body, perky, tennis ball size breasts, perfectly toned....' He shook his head trying to decide why he yelled stop. What inspiration would come to him now that he had their attention, "Sarah, please tell me this is homework for Advanced Biology or Sex Ed." He heard snickering behind him and turned.
Bobby was staring at his fantasy girl, drinking in the flawless skin, tits he and his friends had talked about getting to see, her perfectly tight ass.
"Bobby, go to your room, NOW!" Ed turned back, "You! What is your name?"
"Jed, sir. Look, this is not her fault. She wasn't responding to my texts, so I came over and climbed up the trellis and knocked on her window, she told me she was studying and she couldn't let me in."
"But he started knocking louder on the window and I didn't want you to hear, so I opened it." She started to cry, and pointed to books on her bed, "I was studying...."
"You, get the fuck out of my house. I'm putting a lock on that window, so if you want to come over and see my daughter, you'll ring the doorbell and you'll ask to be invited in." He watched as the boy yanked on his clothes, then rolled his eyes seeing him head for the window, "Christ, no. You know we have a front door? You do know what a door is for, don't you?" He stepped back as Jed fled down the stairs. He looked back and shook his head, "I took away your phone and since you couldn't sext him, you invited him in for actual sex?" He held up her red panties, noticing how damp they felt.
"No, daddy, I'm sorry. I didn't invite him over. I didn't even have my phone." She looked down and wrapped an arm across her chest, "Can I get dressed?"
"Yes, get dressed and come down when you're ready. We're going to have to redefine our agreement. I thought I could trust you. I know you read all the books this last summer. I tested you and you answered every question," He felt hot tears of frustration in his eyes, "I was hoping to trust you."
Sarah watched him go feeling like she wanted to explode. 'Fucking Jed! Why couldn't he listen to her? All day, all he wanted was to get her alone. Telling her that he'd get her back from lunch in time for History was nothing but a lie,' she thought bitterly. She looked around for her panties and grabbed a fresh pair, not finding them. 'Fucking Jed, he still found a way to grab a souvenir.'
Ed looked up seeing his daughter come down the stairs slowly, unwelcome images of her flawless body flashing through his head. He patted the seat next to him, "Sit."
Sarah sat down, unable to look at her father. She felt totally ashamed. Ashamed she'd violated his trust, ashamed he'd seen her on top of Jed, his cock buried inside her. She wondered how he'd ever look at her again without thinking of that.
"What am I going to do with you? You're 19 years old. You should be starting college and instead you're fucking some high school kid? Are you acting like a slut, or can't you help it because it's in your nature to be a slut? When are you going to start thinking about your actions? Everything you do has consequences, you choose to do the right thing, and good things ensue. You choose poorly, and you end up working at Walmart holding a baby." He said softly.
"I don't think they'd let me bring my baby to work...sorry, no I understand," she said, as she looked at her dad's red face, "I'll study, I will. I'll get good grades."
"A's. You'll get A's." He looked at his son who'd come down and was sitting at the bottom of the stairs, "Why can't you be like him? Christ! He uses his head, he get's good grades, he prepares..."
"He jerks off on my panties..." She glared at her brother. "He tries to rinse them out, but his stuff is still on them."
"I do not, I never touch your dainties." Bobby sneered.
Sarah stood up and went into the laundry room and came back, a handful of her panties in her hand and tossed them on the couch, holding up one then another showing crusty dried cum on each one.
Bobby laughed, "And we're supposed to believe that's mine? You're the slut, I'll bet all that is from some boy, or boys."
"Shut up, you pimply loser. You know this is from you."
"Whore!" Bobby yelled.
"Terminal virgin!"
"Stop it, both of you." Ed stood up, looking more angry that they'd ever seen him. "You both have to work together. You," he looked at Sarah, "need your brother to help you get you A's." He looked at his son, "And you need to fucking grow up! You're 18 now. You're too old to be jerking off every day." He looked at each one finally coming to a decision.
"Come over here," he said to Bobby, "we're going to settle this once and for all." He walked over facing the couch as Bobby sat as far away as he could from his sister. "Bobby, I forbid you from jerking off in this house ever again. Tomorrow I'm getting a security system and I'm putting cameras in every room."
Sarah grinned smugly looking at her nerdy brother, "You'll have to beat off in the restrooms at school."
"No, he's not. Here's the deal. Bobby, you will do your homework every night with Sarah right over there," he pointed at the dining room table. "Every night. Both of you."
"Dad! All my stuff is in my room, I can't study down here. Plus, I need all the time I have as it is for my own homework." Bobby whined.
"You'll have a lot more time since you won't be jerking off every four hours. Your time would be better spent helping your sister." He looked over at the dining room table, "Think of it as study hall. Sarah, you'll have Bobby check every piece of homework you're assigned."
"Wait, that's not fair? I have to do my homework and verify hers? I might as well be doing both." He cried.
"Sarah, Bobby is making tremendous sacrifices to make sure you get into college, so whenever he feels like jerking off, you're going to take care of that for him." He looked over at his son, "So, you feel the urge, you're going to tell your sister to take care of it. This will work as she seems to have developed considerable skills in that area, and you've got the study habits to help her out."
"Excuse me?! I'm not touching him. I'll bet he has pimples on his dick. He's my brother. That's incest. That's illegal," Sarah spit out, her face red. "Wait, what if I'm asleep?"
"Yes, you will. Like I said, you're 19 now and you can be on your own, or abide by my rules. If you're asleep, get it over with quickly so you can get back to sleep. No more boys sneaking into your room, so that won't be an issue. Apparently, you have no problem working on limited sleep as long as you have a hard penis available. If fact, Bobby is sleeping with you from now on to make it more convenient." He glared at both, "Problem solved. You won't have any boys sneaking in and Bobby won't be stealing your panties to jerk off in. You'll either accept this or pack up your things."
"I'm not letting him fuck me." Sarah sputtered, "And you want that perv in my bed?"
"See? This is why you need to start thinking. Your solution to everything is to spread your legs. There are other ways. Give your brother a hand job." He looked thoughtful, "Blow him, I don't care. Just get him happy so you get straight A's." He turned and headed down the hall the his bedroom.
"This is all your fault you know," Bobby whined, "How am I going to have my friends over if I have to spend every minute with you?"
"Me? You're the one having to rub one out all the time. I really couldn't care less what you do in the privacy of your room, but I keep running out of panties." Sarah looked like she was going to cry, "Jed will never have anything to do with me again." She mumbled.
Bobby stood up, "Look. Dad's pissed but he'll get over it. Let's show him that we'll be better. Let's get you good grades. Then at the end of the quarter, we show him we can be trusted and ask to sleep in our own rooms."
Sarah looked at her brother. Outside of the pimples, he wasn't a bad looking boy. He was half foot taller than she was and seemed in decent shape. Nice arms...'What the fuck?' She looked away and rubbed her face finding herself gauging if he had a cock worthy of her attention. 'This is my fucking brother, not some tool who will make me cum, give me release. Oh shit! Now I can't rub one out!'
Bobby actually felt sorry for his sister, even though she was ruining his life. His cock throbbed As he replayed seeing her nicely trimmed twat, first he'd seen in real life, her jutting breasts, those pink nipples...what ass. Tight, creamy bubbles. He shook his head, all those times he'd thought about hiding in her closet, walking in on her in the bathroom, it had to be with dad totally losing it to finally see her naked. He looked at that cute form, 'Poor Jed. I can't imagine how it must feel getting ready to blow and...shit! I don't even know what having my cock in a tight pussy would feel like.' He looked away thinking, 'Come to think of it, size must not matter. Sarah could have any guy in the school she wanted...' He chuckled, 'She probably has...except me and my nerd friends.' His cock throbbed more thinking that he'd be in the same bed as her, what does she wear when she sleeps? He had a realization.
"Sarah, um, do you? I mean do you sometimes need to jerk off?" Bobby asked softly.
Sarah's head jerked over, "What, of course not...crap! Ok, yes. Yes I do." She looked at her brother, "That is definitely going to make me go off the deep end. Dad at least ordered me to take care of you, he didn't even consider my needs." She saw the sudden eager look on his face, "No, not happening. I'll figure something out. At least he didn't say we had to shower together."
"I like jerking off in the shower too," Bobby grinned, "Hey, maybe we do have something in common." He stood up and put out his hand, "Come on. Dad said whenever I feel the need, to come get you."
"Oh shit," she looked pleadingly at her brother, "Now? Seriously?" She took his hand, feeling how unexpectedly strong it felt and allowed herself to be pulled to her feet.
"Sarah, I saw you naked. I've never seen you naked before and you're beautiful. Had there not been that huge scene, I'm afraid you'd have three or four more pairs of your panties missing."
Sarah blushed thinking back how her family burst in on her, a boy's cock inside her...now being led upstairs where she'd have to jerk off her brother. 'What would he require, to see me naked? I guess that's ok since he already has.' She shuddered thinking he'd want to touch her, 'That's what boys like. Feeling my breasts, my pussy.' She thought about her recent lovers and all had their hands all over her.
Bobby's cock was now achingly hard as he led the obviously compliant girl upstairs before stopping at the top of the stairs. "Um, your, I mean our bedroom, or my bedroom?" He asked.
"This is so weird. Is this really happening?" She asked, "I guess your room. That way I don't have to change the sheets if you..."



Bobby laughed, "Now you know why I need your panties. I have messed up the sheets and pillowcases."
'Pillowcases???' Sarah thought, 'No way. God! Even her non-macho brother lies. All boys lie. I'm sure he trickles out like every other boy.' She felt herself getting wet thinking about all the boys and their ejaculations. 'Brett could cum. That boy shot huge jets all the way onto his chest.' She really wanted to touch herself remembering cleaning him up, especially the cream that landed on that nice nipple. Which led to her having to open her legs up as he was instantly hard again. That was a really good night. Too bad it was in the back of his crappy Celica.
Sarah looked around the room and shook her head, Eliza Taylor, Amanda Seyfried, one of the Kardashians....cleavage fest. Of course, it had to be women with breasts 10x the size of hers. She stepped back seeing her brother yank off his pants and climb onto the bed. She stared at the shaft pulsing on his stomach, fluids leaking out and pooling into his navel! No way! She looked up at his eager face and as he reached for his cock, she resignedly groaned, "No, dad told me you are not allowed to do that." She climbed up on the bed and knelt next to his hips. She could smell his arousal, feeling his heat emanating. She reached down and grabbed he shaft feeling an amazing amount of resistance, weight. She started stroking his shaft, her hand not sufficiently large to cover it, so she leaned forward using two hands. She let go and gathering a wad of saliva, she spit onto the fat rod and continued stoking, listening to Bobby's satisfied moans.
***************************************************
Ed was lying on his back, images of his cute daughter in his head, Sarah swinging her leg over his waist, her eyes hungrily glued to his impressive cock, licking her lips. He looked down at her wide open slit, glistening with her juices, her lips opened up like flower petals. 'God, she looked so fucking hot. Her pussy dripping and aroused. Her creamy ass reddened where the boy was gripping her ass, her nipples, large pink and rock hard. I wish I'd been quieter and been able to watch for a bit.' His one hand pumped faster, his other hand covering his face taking full breaths through the used piece of clothing, getting ready, then quickly dropping his hand onto his cock as exploding into her red panties. He collapsed back thinking Bobby was onto something with these panties, eyes closing and falling asleep.
*************************************************** Bobby put his hand out and stroked that smooth exposed thigh, happy she let him touch her. At first, he thought having his sister going him a hand job would be no big deal, worse, in fact as he'd be naked, exposed. But a hand is a hand, right? But holy shit, her hands were so soft, felt so good. A hundred times better than doing it himself. He looked at her chest imagining her breasts, her pink nipples, but as she was wearing a bra under her tee, he had to just be satisfied with the replay the recent vision. He got bolder as the ache in his balls increased and slipped his fingers under the leg of her shorts and rather than her pulling away, she slid her knee over allowing him access. As his fingers felt her hot wetness he cried out.
Sarah ducked back as the initial spurt shot straight up, almost hitting her in the face. She stroked faster feeling his pelvis encouraging her, stunned watching stream after stream of sperm almost hit the ceiling and splatter onto his chest, stomach, onto her arms and in her hair. "Christ, how long since you last jerked off?" She looked at the red-faced, panting boy.
"This morning, but just once." Her brother moaned, "God damn! That was the best ever. Sorry, but Dad's right. You do have skills." He watched as his sister tasted the cum on her arms before licking it off. He remembered his fingers were under her shorts, against her damp panties. He waited for her to pull away, but instead she leaned forward and licked his cooling juices off his stomach and chest, causing his hand to slide farther under her shorts.
Sarah was in a daze, 'This is my pimply little brother? The totally ignorable geek that has been nothing but a curse to me? "Why can't you be more like Bobby? Why can't you apply yourself like Bobby?" Because I'm attractive. I'm desired by men.' She thought to herself, 'How can Bobby still be a virgin with this gift?' She licked up his chest and heard him sigh when she got to his nipple. Her hand was still gripping his cock and felt it growing. She opened her legs feeling those strong fingers probing her twat and sucked harder on that hardening nipple. 'I am really good at this,' she proudly thought, 'Bobby will never be happy with just his hand again. Her hand slid up and down the fully rigid shaft.
Bobby felt that pussy push back against his fingers and he found a hard nub just above where it was wettest and this seemed to please his sister. As he playfully flicked it, he heard her groan and attack his nipple harder. He took a chance and reached up, cupping the front of her shirt as she bent over him. 'Oh crap, I went too far,' he thought as she sat up, but his eyes opened wide as she pulled off her tee, reached around and deftly unclipped her bra and leaned back down onto his nipple. His hips were pushing back against her hand, his balls began that familiar ache as he reached back up feeling the velvety soft tits dangling down, the rubbery hard nipples sticking out.
Sarah ground back against her brother's probing fingers, amazed he, of all the boys, was the first to touch her exactly where it felt best. Most boys never knew what she liked, but they sure knew what they liked. She looked back down at the dark purple head and licked her lips.
Bobby was so close when his sister pulled back, his hand sliding out of her shorts, her breast almost out of reach, but he watched eagerly as she lifted up his erection and licked the head. He was embarrassed seeing his cock flinch, or jerk, but it seemed to please Sarah. He saw her looking up at him, mouth open tongue sliding up the entire shaft. He was able to reach down and grab her beautiful breast and heard her softly moan has he tugged on her nipple. He saw her hand go back and slip into her shorts as she opened her mouth and wrap her lips around his cock. "Oh my God!" He sighed, "I thought your hands felt good, but this..."
Sarah pulled her mouth off, "OK, but you can't cum in my mouth. Warn me when you're about to blow." She smiled at him then engulfed his cock again. Her fingers found her slimy twat and rubbed the juices around her clit as she was able to take more and more of her brother's penis into her mouth. Her pinched nipple was on fire, her pelvis moving against her hand on its own when she grunted out she was cumming on the boy's cock.
Bobby couldn't hold back seeing a live girl cum for the first time and was able to grunt out he was cumming and pull Sarah's mouth off his cock, but not before jet after jet of his hot cum splashed all over her face.
Sarah felt the burning sperm enter her nostrils and against her closed eyelids and in her position all she could do was open her mouth and gulp down the streaming fluids. Finally, after what felt like and eternity, she sucked the remaining cum out of the boy's cock and sit back, wiping her face. She suddenly broke out laughing, "No wonder you needed my panties. Holy shit, you cum a lot. I might stop brushing and use you as a water pik." She grabbed her tee shirt and blew her nose then cleaned her face off before looking curiously between his legs. She cupped his balls and grinned, "These are pretty impressive, did you know that?" She got off the bed, "Ok, I did my part, let's go down and do homework. We have about an hour before bedtime."
***************************************************
Both siblings stood by the bed, looking uncertain. Finally, Sarah shrugged and pulled off her clothes and climbed into bed wearing only her panties. Bobby followed suit and climbed in wearing his white undies.
"Um, just so I have an idea, how often do you jack off, anyhow?" She asked.
"Normally twice in the morning, you know when the alarm goes off, then right after my shower before I get dressed." The boy said softly, "but I'll be happy with once in the morning since when you do it, it's so much better." He stroked her bare back, "How about you?"
Sarah suddenly thought about how she has been accusing him always jerking off and sighed, "Actually, every night, I mean whenever I am not with a boy and pretty much every morning." She rolled over to face her brother, not caring when his hand brushed across her breasts. "I'm sorry I said all those things. I guess I am not really any different and I am sort of a slut."
Bobby took his hand off her tit and stroked her face. "That's just a word people use to make you feel bad. Perhaps, warm and generous girl might sound better. What you did for me was amazing. I expected you to basically be a bitch about it and make it as unpleasant as possible, but instead you were amazing."
"Like dad said, it's my skill." She said sadly, "Nice to know I'm good at something."
Bobby pulled her close and hugged her, "I'm really sorry. I love you, which is amazing coming from me. This evening when dad gave you a choice, I was rooting for you to say 'Fuck you' and pack up. But now...."
"I love you too. I've never shown it, but I guess you have the same sex drive I have. I have boys for an outlet, you have my panties." She laughed. She stopped and felt his cock hardening against her, "Um, are you going to be able go to sleep?"
He pulled back and groaned, "I'm sorry. I've never been in bed with a girl before, and as you are the most beautiful girl in the entire school, this might be really...tough..." He laughed, "I was going to say really hard, but I think you already knew that."
Sarah sat up and pulled down the covers, "Ok, let's take care of this. Staring tomorrow I'm going to bed fully dressed, in a down parka." She stroked his impressive cock using both hands.
"Thank you, but can I ask you a question. Sorry if it sounds, um you know, pitiful, but I've never seen any other guy with a hard on, but is mine Ok?" He blushed, "Never mind, I'm sure it's fine."
Sarah looked stunned, "What, are you kidding?" She began laughing.
Bobby pulled away and rolled over, feeling instantly hurt wishing he were back in his bed.
Sarah felt her face get instantly red realizing he totally got her reaction wrong, "Bobby, please, you misinterpreted my laughing...it had nothing to do with your penis. It was the question." She pulled him back over, "Look, you're a bright kid. As bright as any in our school, but that had to be the stupidest question you could have possibly asked." She saw the confusion on her brother's face, "Bobby, most likely, and trust me when I tell you that I've done considerable research, most likely you have by far the biggest cock in the school," she thought a minute, "Prpbably in the entire county, though I should probably get out there to be sure." She grinned at him. "Don't you ever watch porn?"
Bobby felt a huge rush, his pride swelling. He'd seen the other boys in the locker rooms, but he's also seen porn where a smaller cock grew to an impressive size so he had no idea. Hearing it from Sarah, the girl his group of friends voted most likely to...fill in the blank, was incredible. "So, that's good." He asked, tentatively.
Sarah was about to blurt out, "Well, yeah!" But stopped, "You know, that's a good question. Remember when I sucked your cock earlier? Yeah, of course you do, anyhow, I had to open my mouth so wide, even though it was a short time, my jaw was sore." She stroked his cock and thought a minute, "I'll tell you this. You'll most likely find a lot of girls won't let you anywhere near their snatch with this monster. And I know no girl will ever offer you their ass, that's for sure."
"Anal? Girls offer their asses to guys? I thought that would hurt, and frankly, I don't get it." Bobby replied, totally intrigued with this frank discussion. "And why wouldn't girl want me near their snatch, I mean you can accommodate a lot bigger than this." He nodded towards his cock, "You know, babies."
"This is true." She hesitated, "Ok, give me your hand." Bobby held up his hand and even with his thumb and four fingers bunched together, her hand wrapped farther around that she could around his cock. Then she wrapped her hand around his knuckles and nodded, "Well, it's not going to be a great test since your hand is actually bigger than your penis, but let's see what happens."
Bobby had no idea what his sister was going to do, but his eyes widened when she pulled off her panties and laid back. He didn't resist when she directed his middle finger inside her wet pussy.
"Ok, feel how snug just your middle finger feels inside me? What I want you to do, is stroke your finger in and out of my twat, you know, finger-fuck me. Then as I loosen up, make it two fingers, then three. You know what I mean," She lay back, legs fully wide and felt her juices flowing as her brother stimulated her pussy. "Yessss, that's it, one more....ah, ah, ahhhh." When Bobby added a third finger, she grunted out, "Uhhh, God! That's how a normal cock feels, just about that size. God you have nice hands."
'Amazing,' Bobby thought, 'slick velvet, so smooth,' he marveled as he explored her with his fingers. Even with three finger, she was so tight he had to push hard. The boy felt his wrist getting tired, his fingers coated with her cum, but he pulled out and pushed in now with four fingers. Her legs widened more, fully doing the splits, her pelvis humping against his hand and her breathing was more a series of grunts and gasps. He tried to push into her more deeply, but couldn't. On an instinct he leaned down and licked that tiny button. As soon as he did that, he found her hand on his head pulling his mouth against her, encouraging him. He flicked the tip of his tongue against that knob knowing she lied it, no loved it. Soon his head was bobbing up and down as she humped hard against him and his hand was drenched in her flowing cum.
"Shhhiiiit! Oh God, God, God, god, Ahhhh, yesssssssss." She hissed as she climaxed against her brother's face. She felt her body turn to jelly as the intense waves flowed through her. She had to push his head off the clit, his tongue not stopping, "Too much, Oh my God. That was incredible." She pulled herself off his hand, reached over and grabbed a half dozen tissues and handed them to him, "So, how many fingers?" Seeing the four, she nodded, "Well, I suppose We could work you inside me, but since you're my brother, perhaps that is a line we can't cross. Sorry." Watching him wipe off his face she smiled, "What inspired you to lick me? Guys normally don't like to do that...the taste or the mess, probably both."
"It seemed natural. I saw your clitoris and my fingers weren't touching it, so it seemed like that's what you needed. I hope it was alright." He stopped as his sister leaned forward and kissed him, driving her tongue in his mouth. He responded, pulling her close and cupping her breast as she crawled onto his lap. He couldn't believe how good it felt, her wet pussy humping against his aching cock, her tit in his hand, her aggressive tongue in his mouth.
Sarah had a sudden thought, she pushed him onto his back and began sliding her cunt up and down that plump cock, "This is called a cameltoe slide. I can't fuck you, but guys like this." She leaned forward allowing him better access to her tits while rapidly grinding her sopping twat up and down the entire shaft. She loved when she got to the head and she felt him slightly enter her before popping back over it, feeling an incredible stimulus on her clit.
Bobby gripped those tits, almost feeling like he was guiding her motions, his cock feeling better stimulus that he's ever imagined. He couldn't believe he'd ever be that close to a pussy, his cock nestled right at the opening....He watched the sides of his sister's ass as she rapidly humped against him and he had to feel those creamy globes. He reached around, feeling that perfect ass for the first time. His balls increasingly ached the more she ground against him, the more he saw her tits flop up and down in front of his face, felt more of her ass, until he reached around, his fingers brushing against her tight little bud. She wiggled her as so that more finger pressed into her and knowing what she wanted, slid his finger in up to his knuckle.
"Oh God!, yes, there...ahhhh...aaaaaahhhh, FUCK!" She spat out as the fat finger drove into the ass, her cunt grinding hard against that plump chuck of flesh, resisting just leaning forward and leveraging it inside her eagerly awaiting vagina.
Bobby pumped his finger in and out of the gripping anus, listening to his sister's grunting when he found he couldn't hold back any more. He plunged his finger into her, pulled her onto his cock and bucked hard against her, feeling cum shooting up onto his stomach and chest.
Sarah collapsed on top of him just as he came. She was still amazed with the copious amount of fluids this boy shot out. She felt herself sliding and sticking to his stomach as he spasmed his ejaculate all over them. When he was done, she pealed herself off him and looked at the clock, "Shit. 12:35. Come on, I'll wash your back and you wash mine."
***************************************************
"Sure dad, we've got a couple more chapters." Sarah looked at her dad standing in the doorway to the kitchen, "Can we just eat in front of the TV?" She looked at her brother, "What do you think? We have everything laid out."
Bobby nodded, "I'd hate to have to redo this. No way is Sarah getting a better score on the exam tomorrow," he looked at his sister, "Christ, I don't think you've missed a single question on any of our tests so far this year." He turned to his dad, "I was thinking, since Sarah and I are sharing the bedroom, why don't we convert my old bedroom into a study, that way we're not in your way when you get dinner."
Ed looked at them thinking, 'Who are you and what have you done with my children,' "I thought if you both get A's this quarter, you'd go back to your own room?"
Bobby looked questioningly at his sister, "I forgot about that, I'm fine where we are. I like that we've been able to talk about classes and the problems that are giving us trouble. I don't know, what do you think?"
Sarah nodded, "We're good. I was pissed at first losing my privacy, but the little shit here is a very quiet sleeper and he's right, we've been able to work out a lot of the issues we've had in our classes." She turned back to her brother, "What do you think Williams will ask? He spent time on the Krebs Cycle, but I don't know. He's a really hard guy to read."
Ed shook his head and headed back into the kitchen. 'Bobby is acting cooler, more confident. Even his acne is disappearing. Sarah has been bringing home better scores on her tests than her brother and initiating their study sessions. Why do I still not feel like Father of the Year?'
***************************************************
Sarah pulled off her clothes and crawled into bed and yanked the covers down for her brother to climb under. She felt a rush seeing that huge snake visibly growing as he'd watched her strip naked. She allowed herself to be pulled on top of him and opened her legs allowing her to comfortably straddle his cock.
Bobby stroked that nice ass, feeling her seductively hump against his now hard cock. "Is it alright with you if I eat you out first tonight? I've been wanting to taste you all day. Christ, when you got up in front of the class in those tight pants, you had such a pronounced cameltoe. All I could think of was yanking those down and sticking my tongue inside you."



Sarah pushed herself up and looked down at her brother, "What? Why didn't you tell me? Did anyone else notice?"
Bobby laughed, "You mean other than Miss Shelby and the entire class? He slid his hand across her slit, "You didn't see Bill and Erin nudging each other?" He pressed his finger into the slit to make his point. "And Miss Shelby's eyes were flicking up to your face and down to here," he wiggled his finger, "when you turned to answer her questions. I think she likes you."
"Oh shit, I mean I'm not doing that intentionally. You need to tell me these things."
"Ok, I will, oh, and also dad noticed. When we got home, he was watching TV and he asked us how our day was, well, when you were talking, his eyes were glued to your crotch, but enough of this." He tossed her off him and seeing her throw her legs open her crawled down and inhaled deeply, "God damn, you smell good." He took another deep breath before licking the entire length of her slit.
Sarah lay back, feeling great having the best cunt-licker she'd ever met eagerly pleasing her. Her nipples felt so raw, so sensitive as she pinched and pulled on them. His tongue hitting her clit sent jolts through her crotch and up through her body. She knew it was coming, but she moaned as he teased her, but there it was, Bobby making his tongue rigid and rapidly flicking up and down, driving it inside her. "Fuck yes. God damn Bobby, you're the best. Ahhhhhh." She moaned as his tongue had to be three inches inside her and his upper lip pressed hard against her clit, popping, grinding as his head moved side to side. "Uhh, oh God, God, you're going to make me cum....feels so fucking good." She grunted.
Bobby knew it was time and slid his finger down, gathering fluids and plunging into the writhing girl's rectum. He felt the immediate response against his mouth as she pushed her hips off the bed and grunting out something unintelligible, humped against his face. He loved how she demanded he finger-fuck her ass, how she writhed under his attention. Up until a few months ago, he'd only fantasized how he could attain orgasm having a girl do things to him, but this was so much hotter. Making the most beautiful girl in the school cum, over and over.
"Unngghhhh, unnngghhh, ah, ah ,ah, ah, ahhhh, mmmmmmm." She felt wave after wave of pleasure shoot out from her groin through out her whole body. She was amazed at the intensity, even her follicles ached. Sweating, panting, spent, she pushed her brother out from between her legs and groaned, "You're actually trying to kill me with pleasure, aren't you? I get it, you kill me, you'll no longer be getting the second highest grades on our classes."
Bobby grabbed his tee shirt and wiped his face off. "Damn, you got me. Now that you know, I'm doomed."
Sarah laughed, "Fat chance. The more I get you off the more I'm blasted with cum. You could drown a girl, you know. Ok, your turn how would you like it?"
Bobby slid a finger inside his sister, looking hopeful. "You realize, for all we've done, I'm still a virgin."
"I told you, not a chance. You're my brother, but also, you're too big for me." She looked at that cock longingly, "Though, it's tempting. You realized how long it's been since I've been fucked?" She stroked him, "So, I guess we both have to wait."
Bobby rolled over onto his back "I was thinking cameltoe slide, but actually, I'd like a blowjob. If I can't cum inside you in other places...."
"I'm not surprised. I don't mind because I could always use the protein." Sarah knelt between his legs and leaned over licking the shaft. "Mmmmm, you really do have a nice cock. I'll tell you what, tomorrow's exams. If you outscore me on either one, I'll let you fuck me."
"Really? You mean it? What if I outscore you on both?" Her brother asked, his cock throbbing in anticipation.
Sarah licked more of his cock thinking about it, "Not happening, but if you pull off that miracle, I guess you can fuck both my holes. But If I outscore you, you have to do laundry for a month and I want to sit on your face for an hour...that means you lick me everywhere, I mean everywhere." She said, looking him in the eyes. He pussy throbbed thinking how desperately she needed a cock inside her, but also how she'd never had a guy lick her ass.
Bobby nodded, "Deal. I can do this." He put his hands behind his head feeling powerful as he felt those warm lips wrap around his cock. His imagination started to run wild, but then was brought back to the present feeling his sisters tongue lapping at his cock. No matter how many times she'd sucked him off, it still felt like the first time. His hand reached down and put it on the back of her head, not pushing down, but encouraging her. He wished they'd left the light on so he could see those dangling tits.
Ed crept upstairs to get some of the spare towels for his bathroom when he saw the door to Sarah's room open. He looked in quietly, hoping perhaps she'd be lying there naked and was rewarded, her ass sticking up in the air, her cunt looking aroused and dripping, her cute puckered asshole looking ripe for the taking. He was shocked that Sarah was fully naked having expected she'd be dutifully jerking him off while staying fully dressed, but apparently she was doing her upmost to make him happy. He started to back out when he saw her reach back and stroke her cunt. There was no more thinking involved. He had his cock out, pants on the floor in no time.
Bobby was shocked to see his dad holding his cock come up behind Sarah, but said nothing as his dad crawled up behind her and shoved his cock deep inside his daughter's pussy.
"Mmmmmmpphhhhh....mmmmmppphh...mmmppph" the young girl groaned as she felt her vagina unexpectedly impaled. She started to pull off her brothers' cock and protest when she felt his hand pushing her head back down. Mentally shrugging her shoulders, she returned to sucking hard on that huge cock and opening her legs more, allowing her father's dick deeper access.
Bobby knew he couldn't last seeing the shock waves flow across Sarah's ass, his father gripping those cheeks, eyes looking down intensely at his daughter. He'd seen many porn videos of people fucking, but this was real. This was different. "Oh God, Sarah, I'm coming...uhh, uh, uhhh." He grunted out repeatedly as he felt the spurts shoot into her mouth and into her stomach. He finally let go of her head and collapsed back, his cock splatting onto his stomach, chest heaving.
Sarah looked back at her father, seeing his intense look and ground back against his rear assault. She put her face down thereby lifting her ass higher while reveling in finally being filled with cock. She groaned in protest feeling that nice fleshy rod slide out of her, but eagerly spread her legs after being pushed on her back.
Ed looked down at that cute body, the perky mounds of flesh, the blonde trimmed pussy and laid down between those legs, guiding his dick in inside his daughter. He saw his son roll off the bed and head to the bathroom, the image of that massive sausage between his son's legs shocking him. He saw Sarah, eyes glazed, looking up at him as he pumped in and out of her. He loved seeing those perfect tits bounce with each thrust and since it had been years since he felt anything like this, he tried to slow down, but his little girl suddenly grabbed his ass, ground herself against him and came, gasping in joy. She reached up and pulled him into a kiss, writhing against him. Initially, he was able to hold off, stave off the release and make the heavenly feeling last, but that supple body writhing against him sent him over the edge. His last thought was, 'I sure hope she's on the pill,' as he emptied his aching balls inside her.
Sarah stroked her father's back and ass having been taken by him unexpectedly, but hearing him breathing heavily, she felt nothing but love. Finally, he pulled himself up and kissed her, not like a father, but like a lover, before extracting his spent cock from her vagina. He rolled off the bed and stepped around Bobby on his way out the bedroom, "Goodnight, both of you. Get sleep tonight. Big day tomorrow."
"Goodnight, dad, love you." Bobby found himself replying automatically. His head was spinning as he grabbed tissues and cleaned the cum leaking out of Sarah's swollen pussy. As he crawled under the covers, he saw his sister was already asleep and as he gripped his raging erection, he groaned knowing he shouldn't wake her.
Bobby looked at the clock. Time to get ready for school. He thought about the exams, going over every lecture, every page in every book. 'Christ, I have to get perfect scores on both exams today. There's no way Sarah will miss more that one.' He looked at his sister sprawled naked on her back, remembering standing and watching their dad fuck her. He was totally shocked not just seeing that, but how happy it made her. He felt an ache in his stomach wishing he could make her that happy, but he knew he was prepared. He could do it. He reached down and felt his sister's pussy, amazing how totally tight and normal it looked. His balls ached having not had release. He gingerly tried to roll out of bed without hurting himself he'd gotten so hard.
Sarah woke and saw her brother trying to head to the bathroom, "Hey. Where are you going?"
Bobby stopped and looked over his shoulder, "Shower. We need to get ready for school."
"Turn around. You know the rules. Get over here." She rolled over to his side and lying on her back, hung her head off the edge and stared at the cock. "Get over here. If dad catches you jerking off in the shower, who knows what else he might do." She pulled him close, and as her brother stepped over her face, she grabbed that hunk of meat and opening her mouth, licked those heavy balls.
Bobby looked down, his sister stroking his cock with both hands, face buried under his croych, her tongue bathing his ball sack, her body laid out, legs wide open as if wishing...He let himself be guided into her mouth groaning happily feeling those warm lips wrap around his cock.
Sarah reached up and took hold of her brother's ass and pulled him in and out of her mouth. Stacy at school told her that was how she learned to deep throat, but Stacy did it with Alex and that would be more like deep-mouth, but hell. It's worth a try.
Bobby caught on quickly and had the image of dad's ass rising and lowering as he fucked his daughter's pussy. Soon he found himself doing the same thing, immediately backing off hearing his sister choking. He loved the erotic layout in front of him, his cock halfway into her mouth, her gullet just beginning to expand as he entered her throat, her perky breasts bobbing, nipples hard and pointing at the ceiling, pelvis futilely humping the air. He wondered if he should call dad to help Sarah out. She really looked happy last night. Happy letting dad do what he'd been aching for. Her legs eager for his cock, her cunt opened up welcoming all his cum. His thrusts were getting more urgent, maybe a bit angrier as he humped. Her gullet was expanding a lot more, her hands now frantically pushing him back.
Sarah had never felt her brother like this. She was having trouble breathing, her throat was getting bruised and even though she wanted him to stop, her nipples burned, her cunt was opening up. She was getting ready to push him off when he thrust forward, his cock burying itself deep in her throat and spasmed a huge stream down her gullet. She pushed his hips back and sucked hard on his shaft, choking on the massive amounts of sperm being injected into her stomach. At last, all juices spent, his cock softening in her mouth she felt him pull off her. She wanted to be angry, but her body was humming with arousal.
She rolled over and coughed over and over, Bobby slapping her back, "I'm sorry. I don't know what came over me. God damn, Sarah, I won't do that again."
Finally, the girl recovered and rolled back over, "I get it. You're jealous dad got to fuck me. Now get between my legs and fuck me with the tongue of yours. And bullshit, you won't do that again. Once I get used to it...fuck that, my cunt needs you." She pulled him on top of her and played with the boy's junk hanging in front of her face, moaning gleefully feeling her brother's mouth on her eager cunt.
Ed looked up as his kids came down, looking all fresh, having showered. He studied Sarah's face for any signs of shame, anger, but she just smiled at him and wished him good morning. She was dressed a bit differently, instead of jeans and a tee shirt, she was wearing the stereotypical schoolgirl outfit, white blouse, plaid skirt. Then he remembered, Jenny's Catholic school attire. "Good morning. I hope you both slept well. You ready for your exams?" He saw both kids nodding, looking confident. He saw a look between them, something, maybe competition? He wondered what deal they made. He saw Sarah's red lips and commented, "Wow, honey, I'd never thought Id see you wearing makeup, but I like it, not to mention, you look good in your mom's school uniform."
Sarah looked at her dad and realized, "Um, yeah, I also found a tube of mom's red lipstick." She looked down, blushing.
He looked concernedly at his beautiful daughter, 'I hope she's not coming down with a cold, she sounds like she has a frog in her throat.'
***************************************************
Sarah got home, threw her bag on the dining room table before grabbing a water out of the fridge. She headed into the living room and saw her dad sitting there, "Dad, what are you doing home?"
Ed looked up at his daughter sadly, "I'm so sorry about last night. I felt bad all day and begged off the rest of the day, saying I wasn't feeling well." He looked at her for signs of anything, but she looked the same.
"It's fine, daddy. Can I ask you something? How long has it been? Since mom died?" Seeing him sadly nod, "Christ, that's six years." She straddled his lap, her skirt splayed out and put her arms around him, "I love you daddy." She kissed him gently on the lips, then pulled his arms around her. She buried her head against his neck, "I miss mom, but I never truly understood what you lost." She sat up and looked at her dad, feeling a surge of love. "I'm sorry Bobby and I have been such little shits. I wish I could go back and undo everything. All I felt was losing mom. But now I realize you lost your lover, your best friend." She closed her eyes, "Christ she was beautiful. And you two were always hugging and holding each other. I never thought about you at night. Lying in that empty bed. How lonely and frustrating that must have been. Why haven't you ever dated?"
Ed clutched his daughter to his chest seeing her break out in tears, "It's ok baby. I lost Jenny, we lost Jenny, but we always had each other. I never thought about dating, especially seeing you every day. My bed was empty, but I was so happy to have you and Bobby." He pushed her away and looked at her, "You look just like her when we first met. I see her in you every day, so if I came home with any other woman, I'd always felt I'd be cheating on Jenny...weird, I know, but you have her mannerisms and expressions. You're so much like her."
"So, mom was a slut also?" Sarah laughed, "I'm sorry, I know you were talking about her other aspects."
"God. You're right. We've been on you for a while, ever since you started dating. Defining you as, well, a slut. You are so much more than that. I was wrong. I'm so, so sorry," he stroked her hair, "You're brilliant and talented and whatever you decide to do with your life, you'll blow them away. I'm so proud of you." He looked suddenly sad, "And honey, please forget what happened last night. You're not a piece of meat to be used like that. I will never forgive myself, but I hope someday you can. I'm trying to forget it ever happened"
Sarah shook her head, "Why would you want to forget? Not much of an ego boost having a man who just fucked you tell you he wants to forget. I'd like to think I'm the girl you bring up when you really want to be aroused, when you're close to cumming and want just that trigger." She grinned and kissed her father, feeling him not respond so she stopped and looked at him, "I've felt you kiss better than that." As their lips met, this time more eagerly, she was suddenly aware her panties were getting wet against his pants. She instantly ground against him as he responded, letting his tongue into her mouth, his hand stroking her back, then moaning as he slid his hand under her shirt, stroking her bare back. She pulled back and wiped a bit of spit off her dad's lips, "So tell me, why would you want to forget? Was I that bad?" She cupped her breasts, "Sorry, mom's were so much bigger. She was such a tiny thing and had those F-cup tits, I'll bet you miss those." She grinned at her dad, "I saw them. Every time we went to the pool, we'd shower afterwards. I always hoped I'd inherit those. Hell, if I saw those now, I'd want to dive my face between them."
"Damn. I don't think it would be possible to love anyone more than I love you now. But it's just that I'm your father and I read somewhere that fathers and daughters shouldn't fuck."
She pulled off her top and undid her bra, tossing it aside. "Really? More fake news? That's your excuse?" She cupped her breasts, "I'll bet you're not interested because these are so small."
Ed looked over at the door to the kitchen, "Wait, don't do that. Where's Bobby?"
"Friday, Chess club, remember?" She pulled his hands onto her breasts. "I mean if you're not interested in me now that you've had me, I totally understand." She started to get up but her father pulled her back,
"Look, we shouldn't be doing this. I'm your father. I will never forget last night. I seriously doubt I could if I tried. But...." He stopped speaking feeling her crotch grinding against his fully-hard erection. "You're making it hard...Yeah, right, I'm mean you're making it hard to say no to you." He turned back to those two perfect breasts in his hands, "Oh God, sweetie, your breasts are perfect. They're so beautiful, you're so beautiful." He leaned forward and sucked a nipple into his mouth.
Sarah increased her grinding, feeling her clit being crushed against the hard rod, feeling her aroused nipples being pleased. She climbed off her dad and knelt between her dad's legs and undid his belt.
"Honey, really, you don't have to do this. You're not a slut. Please forget we ever called you that." Ed moaned, but kept his hands at his sides.
"Oh, I am, trust me. I'm a skilled slut who knows how to make men happy but also a scholar and an artist and a lot more, but right now, do you need help with any ancient Greek history? What Transfer RNA is for? Sketch you a picture of all the bones in a human hand?" She looked around, "Perhaps you need to know the area under a parabola, you have any parabolas? Parabolae? We'll stay with parabolas. Perhaps you need me to paint a picture of mom. I can do that. I see you've got Nana by Emile Zola in French, I can translate that for you. I know mom was the one who loved those." She felt him lift his hips as she yanked off his pants and boxers, "Right now would you like me to apply one of my skills?" She saw her father nod, "Ok, which one? I'll bet it's the parabola one." She looked over her shoulder, "Why don't people ever have parabolas?"
Ed stroking his daughter's hair, "Could you paint the house?" He looked at those tiny smooth hands stroking his cock, the grinning sweet face, "Ok, why don't we find out how much you learned in school about this men-pleasing thing." He looked around, "Before we start, can I see your curriculum vitae?"
Sarah shook her head, "Daddy, you know these tests are oral..." She wrapped her lips around his cock and tasted his precum as she bobbed her head on the nice, fleshy shaft. She pulled off and stood up, dropping her skirt and panties before straddling his waist and guiding his cock inside her. "...vaginal...." she sighed happily, feeling herself being stretched out as she raised herself up and lowered herself all the way down. 'So much bigger that those high school boys,' she thought. Feeling her dad's hands on her ass cheeks, she grabbed one and guided him to her asshole. As he slipped a finger into her, she leaned forward encouraging deeper access and whispered in his ear, "...anal..." She flicked her tongue into his ear, "Remember, it's not my call. These pop quizzes can cover any of these, at any time. That's completely up to the examiner." She licked around her father's ear as her hips humped harder on the rigid rod.



Ed stood up, his cock impaling his daughter's pussy and carried her down the hall, "Right now, I'd like to explore vaginal, but don't ever let your guard down. Expect to be tested on any of the three at any time," he stated, as he landed on top of her on the bed.
"Oh good. My best subject. I majored in vaginal all last year." Sarah spread her legs wide feeling that fat shaft slide in and out of her.
Ed laughed, "I know. I should have chosen anal."
"Sorry, you know the rules. Once the area of examination has been posted, you can't change it. Holy shit! It's really being posted."
Ed began to pound into her, almost like his life depended on it. Sarah squealed, feeling the powerful man take her. No boy had ever manhandled her like this, lasted as long. She let herself be put on her hands and knees; pulled on top of him; turned around on top of him; bent over, face down on the mattress; on her side, her dad pistoning his cock furiously into her until finally pulled off the bed and with her back pressed against the wall, pounded harder that she ever imagined possible until he came inside her.
As they lay on the bed, she stroked her father's face trying to count how many times she'd cum, "Holding that in for a few years, huh? About last night. I was just wishing I had a cock inside me, and there you were. The last one I've had was when you burst into my room." She looked at her dad, "So, thanks. A girl has needs too, you know." She kissed him and got up. "We should probably get dressed. Remember Bobby often brings the Chess club over for cokes on Friday and It might be tough to work on my other classes if I walk out there naked with a room full of virgin guys."
She started for the door, "Look, house rules. No more masturbating. You know what to do from now on." She looked around, "Do I have to put up cameras? Hmmmm, not the worst idea ever."
Ed shook his head, watching his naked daughter pad out.
***************************************************
"So, tell me. Exam day. How did you guys do?"
Sarah grinned, "Good question, Dad, how do you think I did?"
Bobby looked at them quizzically, "What are you too talking about, never mind." He looked smugly at his sister, "Totally nailed all the tests. I would not be surprised if I didn't miss a single question. Sarah, how'd you do?"
Sarah looked really happy, "Nothing surprised me. I took everything they threw at me....basically, totally nailed it. But you know what they say about exams, you nail it or get nailed."
Ed shook his head, trying not to laugh. "So, when do you find out? Monday?"
"Yeah, they'll post the results Monday. I don't know about you, but I feel really good, really satisfied." Sarah said to Bobby, winking at her dad as she left the room.
***************************************************
"Oh fuck, it will never go in like this." Sarah groaned as she felt that fleshy mass futilely press against her. "Hang on, I have an idea." She pushed Bobby onto his back before padding naked down the hall.
Bobby stroked his cock feeling a strange buzzing in his stomach. He was about to lose his virginity, finally get to fuck that great pussy he'd explored in so many other ways. Sarah came back with a tube.
"KY, it's great for use in other holes. Too bad you just beat me on one of the exams, or you'd find out about that too." Sarah said as she squeezed some out and slathered it all over her brother's cock. She then applied a long dab onto her two fingers, flopped back and worked the gel inside her vagina with her fingers. "Ok, this is going to hurt, me, not you. So, take it slow." She swung her leg over him and found she had to her leg raised straight out as she slid that head up and down her slit. "Oh wow!" She sighed as the head suddenly popped somewhat easily into her allowing her to lower her leg.
'I'm actually inside a pussy!' Bobby thought. He resisted the urge to grab his sister's hips and slam all the way in, but let her raise and lower herself more and more. Her face was fully squinted, not sure if in pain or concentration, but perhaps determination. He groaned with every additional half inch inside that hot cunt.
Sarah yelped feeling the head press against her cervix, but otherwise, she felt great...stuffed to the max, but really great. She raised herself up and lowered herself down, her clit making complete contact with his shaft. "Oh God, you feel good." She mumbled, "Fuck me! You're fucking huge. So fat," she spit out as she felt her brother take over pumping into her. She let herself be rolled over onto her back and opened her legs up farther than she'd ever had to. As her brother slowly pulled out and pushed back in, she looked lovingly up at him, "So? Is it as good as you imagined? Feeling your cock buried inside a tight cunt?" She saw him grin, rapidly nodding his head. "Cum inside me, baby, I want to feel you power wash my cunt."
Bobby was in total heaven. His sister talking so dirty, his cock being snugly caressed inside that silky smooth channel. He looked down at his sister seeing the bright red flush starting above her nipples all the way up to her hairline. He'd never seen her that flushed, and her grunts were far more guttural than her usual encouraging moans. He fully realized he was no longer a virgin. He was actually a real man now. God! How great if he could tell someone, tell his friends, but he couldn't. Not without them asking who it was. He felt the velvety smooth walls of her vagina tightly grip his cock. Her mouth, her slick pussy lips, her hands always felt great, but this was another level of great. No part of his penis was not being stimulated and he suddenly realized he was inches from her ovaries. The thought of that drove him over the edge.
Sarah cried out as Bobby slammed into her, grunting out his jets of sperm into her womb. She actually felt intensely the jets of sperm against her cervix. She saw his face more contorted that she'd ever seen him, and his gasping sounded like he was trying to tolerate intense pain. She wrapped her arms around him, holding him close as his hips jerked spasmodically into her. She felt fluids flowing out of her onto the sheet below, her cervix ached, she had trouble breathing, but that was because Bobby had gone limp on top of her. She gently rolled him off, letting her hips follow so as to keep his cock inside her and laid beside him, wiping the sweat off his forehead. She hadn't cum, and gently ground her cunt against that fat snake embedded inside her. "Baby? Are you Ok?"
Bobby groaned and opened his eyes, "I'm sorry, I hurt you, didn't I?" He stroked her silky-smooth ass, "Christ. Your pussy is the best feeling thing I've ever felt. So velvety smooth and tight. Are all girls like that?"
Sarah laughed, "Now there's an area I haven't researched. I hope I don't get tested on it. Sorry, I'd assume so. Let's face it, every girl comes with this same equipment. You guys all want the cutest, the prettiest, but that's just the packaging. Where you really want to end up will all feel pretty much the same." She kissed him, "Ok, was it good? Your first time?"
The boy nodded, "So much better than good. You have to let me do that again." He pleaded.
"Sure, if you out score me on a test again. But, get used to blow jobs because as nice a cock as you have, no one gets inside me without showing merit." She laughed. "Come on, let's shower and go to bed." Feeling the massive amounts of cum leaking out she sighed, "You don't have to eat my pussy tonight. I'm sure you won't go near me after you dumped your load in me."
Bobby pulled out and got off the bed, "What are you talking about? Let's go shower, we'll change the sheets, then let's finish what we started. I know you need release. You're aching for my mouth on you, aren't you?"
***************************************************
Ed had to continually dab his eyes watching and listening to his son give the Valedictorian speech. He'd never been prouder of anyone in his life seeing both his kids up there on stage. Hearing his son repeatedly credit his him for who he'd become, who Sarah turned out to be, brought him to tears. Soon, his head was in his hands, quietly bawling as the mother next to him stroked his back. Bobby recounted the cancer that took their mother and how Ed dropped everything to be there for both of them. How he never saw his father cry upon losing their mother, his wife, his best friend, but stayed strong for them both. How they didn't notice. How they basically took advantage of his being a single father....how the guilt of that would stay with Bobby and Sarah forever. He finished up saying that no matter who they become, no matter how successful, they'd never be worthy of the sacrifices their dad gave for them.
When it was over and everyone stood, Ed couldn't move. All the years holding in his loss, his love and all the frustrations trying to do the right thing poured out of him. He found himself being held, tears soaking the woman's dress as he tried to get hold of himself.
"I understand. Let it out. You have two great kids there, you should be proud." The cute brunette stroked Ed's back while hugging him close. "That was a great speech your child gave."
Finally, Ed got hold of himself and wiped his eyes roughly on his sport coat, "I'm sorry. I haven't a clue where that came from." He sniffled. He looked at the beautiful woman, "I'm sorry, I'm Ed Granger."
"I'm Beth Novaks, Lexie's mother." She nodded up at the front, "Sarah and she are best friends." She wiped a tear off Ed's face, "Look, I'm taking Lexie out for a celebratory dinner, do you have plans, or would you and your kids like to join us?"
"Yes, but don't you want to check with your husband?" Ed asked.
"I would, but he passed away, actually was killed in Afghanistan seven years ago." She replied sadly. She looked at him, "I felt like your boy was talking to me since I been alone with Lexi and Bryan since then. Doing stupid things, negotiating, fighting...you know."
"I'm so sorry, I wish I'd known you earlier. I cannot even account for the huge number of mistakes I made trying to raise them." Ed replied, looking up at his kids surrounded by their classmates.
Beth shook her head, "I wish you had also. Christ, you'd think there'd be a manual for raising two pubescent kids alone. Come on, you look like shit, but you can hide behind me. I think they expect us up there to give them congratulatory hugs."
Ed allowed himself to be pulled to his feet and enveloped in a huge hug. He suddenly felt at peace, right where he wanted to be hugging her back. Finally, he broke it, "Thank you. I mean it, I never cried when Jenny died. I didn't think the kids could take it seeing me break down, they'd just lost their mother. I actually never thought I'd cry again."
"Hey, anytime you feel like crying, come over. I still cry for William. We were..." She wiped a tear, "Let's save that, Ok?"
As they walked up, two women stopped them, "Ed Granger, right? Your kids are Bobby and Sarah?" Seeing his questioning look his nod, one of them continued. "We're both single parents and we heard Bobby's speech. It totally blew us away. I know this is the wrong place, but we're putting together a support group for single parents and we'd really like you to come speak to us." They looked at Beth, noticing her, "And Beth, sorry. I know you're in the same situation. Please join us. Your kids are amazing."
The other woman added, "My kids want to kill each other. I can't even imagine leaving them alone, even for 20 minutes." She looked at Sarah and Bobby, arms around each other's waists, laughing at something one of their classmates said, "Look at your kids. They love each other. I don't know how you did it, but we have to know your secret."
Ed sighed, "No, it wasn't easy. It involved me blowing my stack a few times, drawing lines in the sand, redrawing lines in the sand and a whole lot of the F word." He thought a second, "I think it came down to them against me. They saw they needed to team up, become close, to really come out on top."
Beth laughed, "Oh we all know the F word. Frankly it must be the number one word used in our house." She grinned seeing the other women vigorously nod.
They looked up as Sarah and Bobby came running up, throwing their arms around their dad. "I'll bet you never thought you'd see this day." Sarah laughed. "Wait four years when we graduate from Northwestern."
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Malorie looked up as her son Martin came in the kitchen door. "Hey sweetie, how was school?"
"Great. I aced my physics test, Mr. Shelly loved my paper on the European colonization of the African continent and I'm taking Katerina Wilson to the prom." Her son replied happily as he grabbed a pop out of the fridge.
"Hey, that's great. You worked hard on that...wait, who's Katerina Wilson?"
Martin grinned at his mother, "Remember the redheaded cheerleader you commented on last winter at the Garfield basketball game?"
Malorie turned and looked at her son, trying to hide any suggestion of disbelief, "The one with the huge...long legs?" Seeing the big grin on her boy's face, she hugged him, "I remember her. Your dad told me he was leaving me for her and I told him I'd join him. That's great! She's really beautiful." She stopped, trying to ask...
"I know, right? She's in my Physics class and we've been lab partners, so when she told me she and Craig had broken up, I blurted out the question and she said yes." He blushed, "I was actually totally shocked."
"Who's Craig? Do I know him?" His mother asked. "I mean, this isn't going to be a problem."
Martin looked suddenly serious, "Yeah, well, I hope not. Remember 8th grade, the guy who kept beating me up? I never told you his name, you've seen him. He's the quarterback on the football team. Kind of the star of the school." He grinned again, "But hey, Kat said yes, so I guess that's his problem. I'm going up to start on my math homework."
Malorie watched her son bounce out of the room. As proud of her son as she was, she knew how social dynamics work in high school...hell, in life. 'Christ, I love him, but that girl is way out of his league.' She thought.
Mark came in from the garage and kissed his wife, "How was your day? Anything exciting happen at the store today?"
"Nothing. It was quiet all morning, however, um, remember that cheerleader I sort of tease you about?"
"The redhead?" Mark felt his cock throb. He looked back at the stairs, "Um, why are you bringing her up? Perhaps a quickie before dinner? You have the red wig? Martin's out with his friends?" He pulled her in close.
Malorie gently extracted herself, "I wish, but no. He's up doing his math homework." She looked thoughtful, "Actually, when he studies, we could pretty much do anything we wanted. But, perhaps that's a good segue. You know our boy is really bright, I mean off the charts. I mean, you could say he's a nerd?" She blushed, admitting this, but seeing the questioning look on her husband's face, "Ok, so guess who agreed to go to prom with him?"
"No idea. He's been out on a few dates, but nothing ever serious. Wait! You mean the cheerleader?"
"Holy shit! If you could see the look on your face right now." Malorie laughed, "Look, this is serious. I know where your mind is now...prom night, the cheerleader. But the prom is a month away and she just broke up with the school's quarterback."
"You mean Craig Wilson? They were going together? He's going to State this fall and pretty much the pros after that." He looked at his wife, "Oh fuck. I see why you're worried. She might have said yes to simply make Craig jealous." He rubbed his face, "I really hope you're wrong." He looked back at the stairs, "I guess we'll find out." He looked at his wife, "Unless you want me to talk to him."
"No. I mean, yes, but I cannot think of what you'd say. 'Son, I heard you asked a girl out who is way out of your league. I just wanted to be sure you know what you are doing.'" She laughed, "Perhaps we're just over thinking this.
***********************************************
Marty sat down in Physics lab and looked up with a grin seeing Kat walk in. His grin faded fast when she wouldn't meet his eyes. As she sat down, he looked at her, "Kat, what's wrong? You look like you lost your best friend."
Katerina looked over at the boy who'd been so good to her. Listened whenever she had fights with her boyfriends, helped her get through Math and Physics and couldn't think of what to say. Finally, she sighed and looked at Marty, "We should talk about prom. Can we walk over to Pizza Hut at lunch?"
Martin had a sinking feeling, but perhaps it's about the dress or where to go to dinner, or last-minute plans seeing as how it's just 10 days away. "Sure, that's fine."
When he came out the front door he saw Craig and Katerina talking. She pushed his arm away and apparently said something to make the larger boy back away, hands held out in surrender. As Craig passed Marty he glared at him and bumped his shoulder before heading back into the school.
Kat hugged the boy as he came up and broke away, "Come on. You're going to hate me. I feel really bad about this, but Craig came over last week and we sort of got back together."
Marty stopped, feeling all the blood rush out of his head, "What? He cheated on you. Slept with Laurie. Shit! He slept with your sister!" He looked back at the school, "What does someone say to make up for that?" He looked hard at the girl, "And you want to go to the prom with him rather than me. Is that it?" Seeing the apologetic look on her face, he spun on his heels and headed back into the school.
"Marty, Marty wait! I'm sorry. I'm so sorry." She cried.
***********************************************
Malorie looked up as her son slunk in the front door and head immediately upstairs. 'Oh fuck!' She thought, 'He has never done that. Never not greeted me before going to his room.' She went and got water out of the fridge and headed upstairs. Knocking on the door, she opened it and saw her son face down on his bed. "Hey sweetie, how are you? Something happen today?"
"Go away, mom. Sorry, but all I want now is to just be alone."
"Ok, I brought you some water." She put it down and started for the door, "Look, you don't have to say anything, but sometimes it's good to get it off your chest. What happened? Did you fail a test? Did something happen to a friend?"
Martin looked over, "No. Everything is fine. Except..." He felt like he was going to cry and swallowed hard, "Um, Katerina got back with her boyfriend and, well, I guess we're not going to the prom." He buried his face in his pillow.
"What? Just over a week away and now she's telling you? That fucking bitch!" Malorie swore loudly, "How did you find out? Please tell me she didn't text you."
Martin turned his head hearing his mother say fuck for the first time. "No, she actually tried to be really nice about it, but Craig! Christ, the boy is a slut. He's slept with half the school and she is taking him back. He even slept with her sister." He rolled over and looked at his mom, "Why? Why do really bad people seem to always win? I mean, Leo Durocher was right 'Good guys finish last.'"
Malorie hugged her son, "I know, right? I wish there was something I could do..." She sat up, "Look, if you want me to order out, anything you want, or if you want to go out to a restaurant, let me know."
"Thanks, mom. I'll just have to deal with it..." He looked suddenly panicked.
"What is it? You just had a thought." His mom asked.
"Shit, sorry, um, I pretty much told everyone the Kat was going to the prom with me." He covered his face and groaned, "I'm going to be the joke of the school. Also, now it's too late to find someone."
Malorie shook her head and stood up. "I'm sure everyone is wrapped up in their own world, you know, graduation, other plans..." She almost said prom plans but caught herself.
"Thanks, mom, but I doubt it. Now I have to cancel the limo, the dinner reservation, the hotel room." He rolled over and faced the wall.
***********************************************
Mark walked in and saw his wife drinking a glass of wine, "Ok, something's wrong. You never drink in the afternoon." He grabbed a beer and sat down next to her.
"Katerina is back with that quarterback and going to the prom with him. Christ, I knew this would happen. I knew it!"
"Look, you might have known this would happen, but what could you have done?" He looked up the stairs, "Shit, I feel like punching out that asshole Craig Wilson. That takes serious balls to steal someone's prom date."
"I wouldn't mind it if you did, but there has to be something we can do to make him feel better." Malorie sighed.
Mark took a swig of beer, "Um, don't get mad or anything, but what about your sister?"
"What? What about Annie? We haven't seen her in five years since she moved to Vero Beach and started doing..."
"I know. Call her. I think it's time you called in that favor." Mark said.
"What favor? Getting her back in the will? She deserved it. Mom and Pop should never have reacted the way they did."
"Yes, but if you hadn't intervened, think about how she would have felt...remember how she looked at the reading of the will? When she got her equal share? She didn't expect it. She owes you." Mark said.
"Ok, she owes me. What do you want me to do? Ask her to knock off a high school kid?" Malorie glared at her husband.
"No. I want you to call her. Get her to fly up, hell, I'll pay for the flight, but get her up here to be Marty's prom date." He looked at his wife, "See? Imagine everyone's face if our boy has Annie on his arm at the prom. The cheerleader is very pretty, but your sister is on a completely another level."
"Damn! I might have married you for that huge cock of yours, but you might actually be using another part of your body to think. How does it feel?" Malorie laughed, "That's a great idea." She got up and grabbed the phone.
"Hey, Annie. How are you? I know, long time. I was hoping I didn't get your voicemail, I have a favor to ask...Really? But wait until you hear it..."
Mark listened and saw the look of joy on his wife's face. When she put down the phone and came back, she kissed her husband, "You are getting the best blowjob you've ever had tonight. She's dropping everything and heading up tomorrow." She stroked his crotch, "Now I just need to call someone to give you that blowjob." She grinned. "Let's go tell him...actually, ask him if he's ok with us finding him a date."
***********************************************
Martin looked up at his parents, wondering why they would look so happy. Apparently, there's some other part of their lives that isn't a disaster. "Hey. Sorry about earlier, I was a bit upset." Martin watched as his dad sat in his desk chair and his mom sat on the bed beside him.
"You remember your Aunt Annie?" Seeing her son nod, she continued, "Well, did you guys get along?"
"Are you kidding?" Martin looked at his mom, "No offense, but most of your family treated me like dirt, but Auntie Annie was always great. I loved it whenever she came to visit since even though she was older, she always played with me at the family get-togethers, explored the woods..."
Malorie looked over at Mark hearing him chuckle, "Well it could be she's just five years older than you and my other brothers and sister are quite a bit older. Anyhow, I'm glad you guys got along. We just talked to her and she's coming for a visit and we thought you might want to ask her to the prom."
Martin looked thoughtful, "This seems out of the blue. I thought she did something that pissed off your family. I mean, I remember all of a sudden everyone quit talking about her and she hasn't come to any of the family picnics since, when? I was 13, so five years ago?" He looked at his parents, "What did she do anyhow? No one would ever tell me anything."
Malorie looked at Mark and sighed, "I guess we thought you were a bit young and Mom and Pops told us under no uncertain terms never to mention her name again."
"Your mother almost got cut out of their will also, when she confronted your grandparents about the will. In fact, she came home after telling them they can cut her out also unless Annie is put back in. They called that night to put her back in, but quite sternly told us if they ever heard her name again we'd be out also." He looked at his wife, "I've never been more proud of your mom. Annie has always been one of my favorites also."
"So, why? What did she do to Gramps and Gramma?" Martin asked.
"Nothing, actually. Look, remember that your grandparents were pretty religious. Annie is bright, really bright. She had acceptance letters from Stanford, Northwestern and Case Western Reserve in Cleveland. Her senior year she and some friends headed to Florida for spring break and well, she met a guy. This guy did films." She looked at her son, "Ever hear of an actress name Penny Nichols?"
Martin blushed, "Um, sure mom." He looked over at his dad, "I mean, I've heard the guys talking about her. She's, I guess she's an adult film star." He looked back and forth between his parents. "Are you saying Auntie Annie is Penny Nichols?" He glanced at his iPad.
Malorie laughed, "Yes. She's all that. Actually, she's extremely successful at it. Your father has been great at following her career. She's one of the few that's made money at it. She produces, directs and stars in her films now." She looked at her husband, "I'm sorry we never told you, but you were a bit young and well, we didn't want you to think less of her since you both seemed very close."
"That's cool. I mean, I've never really seen much porn, but I've heard the guys at school talk about her. I mean, they have pretty much described her and what she does." Martin blushed furiously.
Mark looked at his wife and back at Martin, "You don't watch porn? Really?"
"Well, I mean, I've seen it on phones, you know, when the guys want to...I guess you told me no porn, I just never wanted to disappoint you." He looked down, "I have sometimes clicked on links where there might be pretty girls, um, naked." He looked up suddenly, "Wait, you think she'd want to go to prom with me?"
Malorie could see the gears turning in her son's head, the humiliation gone, replaced by pride walking in with Penny on his arm. "Yes, Annie told me many times she always liked you the best out of all the nieces and nephews. I'm sure she'd be thrilled to go with such a great looking guy." She stood up and grinned at her husband, "I'll go fix dinner. I'm sure you need to do some research. Don't bother with Google, try PornHub."
Martin felt a rush realizing his parents pretty much told him to check out porn...Annie! He couldn't even think about how many times he'd thought about her. He felt his cock throb remembering fantasizing about that cute body, her great ass, her creamy skin always prone to blushing. He remembered wondering what she looked like under the tee shirts or tops she wore. She always had to wear a bra since she was blessed with humongous breasts. After the door closed, he grabbed his iPad and opened Safari. He stopped, hearing his parents in the hall outside his room.
"He'll be fine, look, the odds of seeing the one with you in it are slim. She's done dozens of videos..." He heard his dad's voice trail off as they headed downstairs.
'Holy shit! Mom was in a porn video with Auntie Annie?' He searched and soon saw hundreds of links to videos starring Penny Nichols and gasped. 'Oh wow!' He found a porn star review site and grinned. 'This pretty much describes her perfectly.'
"Penny Nichols is the quintessential innocent young girl, naively finding herself at the mercy of older men. Her peaches and cream complexion, tiny frame and willingness to please make her the go-to girl in many family situations. Her amazing figure is always a pleasing surprise when her clothes come off as she has such a girlish figure when clothed, but wow, when those natural tits spill out, tantalizingly bouncing free. This reviewer often has to scan to the moment she pulls her shirt over her head, sometimes replaying it over and over. Check out the attached link of a compilation of all her best moments and count the number that are just this situation. I cannot tell you how many raging erections Penny has triggered." Martin grinned feeling his pulsing cock under his stroking fingers reading this. The reviewer went on to describe the various shoots and situations and how no matter how many times he'd watched, the girl always seemed so fresh and unaware of the impending depravity she was to initially endure, then cum to embrace.
He clicked on the reviewer's favorite video and saw Annie walking in on what appeared to be the character's father jerking off. He smiled seeing the instant blush on her face and how she jerked back but was fascinated with what could have been the first erect penis she'd seen. She unconsciously slid her hand up her plaid skirt, apparently fingering her panty-covered slit then stroked her hard nipple with the thumb on her other hand. He fast forwarded to when she unbuttoned her blouse and unclipped her bra releasing the most beautiful mounds of flesh he'd ever seen. His hand shot down inside his underwear feeling his cock get instantly hard. He looked over at the door thinking he should lock it, but his eyes were glued to the screen. He knew that face, that figure immediately. He yanked his pants down, furiously stroking his cock as he saw those breasts he'd fantasized about. 'Fuck! He's right, they're huge, they're even bigger than I remember.' He came across a girl/girl one and couldn't believe his aunt was there, on his screen, eating pussy. He'd never seen a pussy being eaten before, but seeing that beautiful face buried between another blonde's legs, but when the camera panned back showing the clean shaven pussy, the pink puckered asshole, he immediately came shooting jet after jet up onto his chest.
***********************************************
Mark came up behind his wife, "I think we should act out your sister's video, you know the one where she submits to her boyfriend's boss?" He ground his hard cock into her ass while cupping her tits. I could bend you over the arm of the couch."
"Get real, Martin is right upstairs." Malorie sighed pushing back against that sizeable rod digging into her. "Do you think we did the right thing? I mean, prom night, wouldn't Marty expect...you know, to get laid?"
"So? That's an issue only if it results in a baby. I might be jumping to conclusions, but I'll bet your sister is on the pill." He laughed, "Fuck, if you really think incest is all that bad, why did you lick your sister's pussy in that shoot?" He felt like pulling off her shorts and panties right there.
"I guess. I still have no idea why I agreed to that. Annie told me not to judge until I tried it." She leaned back and kissed her husband, "I know this might sound weird, but what if Marty's cock isn't, you know...up to par?"
Mark looked thoughtful, "I assume he must be packing something. Not to brag, but he did acquire a lot of my other features. I mean, you're his mother, haven't you seen him naked?"
"Not in years, so no. I guess it is what it is." She pulled his hands off her tits. "Look, we can't do this here, now, you'll just have to wait until tonight." She pulled away, "Go, you have to go pick up the ribs. I promised Marty we'd have any dinner he wanted tonight."
Mark reluctantly stepped back, having to adjust his cock. "While I'm gone, perhaps you can peek in on our boy and find out if your sister will be happy. I'll bet you he's jerking off right now."
"What? I can't do that. I mean, he's probably not doing anything. He's probably studying." She looked at her husband's face, "Right, and he's probably reading the Koran in Chinese."
***********************************************
After cleaning up, Martin crawled back on the bed and thought about the comment his dad made about perhaps his mom being in a video. No search came back for Malorie or for Penny Nichols's sister. Finally! He felt a rush seeing his mother sitting on a couch reading a magazine. He checked the site, Moms Helping Out. 'Of course. Mom is 15 years older than Annie, that totally makes sense.' Apparently, she chose Molly Summer as her stage name...or someone chose it for her. He watched in fascination as the daughter's boyfriend knocked on the door. 'Holy shit!' He again yanked his pants down as his cock resurged, seeing his mom...HIS MOTHER! reach down and stroke the front of the boy's pants. He guessed this 'boy' was supposed to be a senior in high school. Perhaps he was held back a half-dozen grades, it's possible. Anyhow, the boy pulled back at first, but not that far. Then it happened. His mom pulled off her dress (He's actually seen her wear a dress maybe 20-30 times in his entire life) and reveal her amazing breasts, body. No underwear. The boy's eyes, as were Martin's, glued on the tear-drop shaped globes bouncing around as she ripped open the boy's pants.



His cock never felt harder watching his mom dropping to her knees and sucking on the boy's cock. Her lips were stretched wide around the shaft, her hand fondling the boy's balls. He couldn't get over seeing his own mother with a strange man's cock down her throat. He felt the cum in his balls boil, but took his hand away not wanting release yet. He continued watching as Annie burst in right when his mom was lowering herself onto the boy's cock. Her trimmed pussy spread wide open for the camera as it zoomed in for a close-up. He suddenly realized, she was married while this was being shot. 'Mom cheated on dad!' he thought, 'And he knows.' This was a tremendous revelation. His attention was brought back to the video as the boy and his mom pulled the protesting Annie down and stripped off her clothes. 'Oh my God!' Martin thought, 'Annie has spectacular breasts, but mom's are just as good.' Martin played back all the times his mom wore a bikini, came down in the morning just wearing the long tee...His attention was brought back to the video. Annie was tentatively licking the boy's cock and his mom's face was buried in Annie's pussy. 'Mom eats pussy?' Then the boy got up and crawled behind his mother and slapped his cock against a married pussy. He heard his mother's voice ordering him to hurry up and put it in her, but he kept slapping, kept teasing. Finally, he saw his mom reach back, grabbing the boy's ass and pull him all the way in. 'Wow, the look on her face. He'd obviously never seen her look like that. He instantly wanted her to look up at him with that look. He shook that off and returned to the video. Annie was pulling on those huge nipples, legs spread, pussy humping against her mother's face...eyes glued to a glistening fat cock rapidly sliding in and out of her mother's pussy. Her tits dangling, flopping in rhythm with the pounding she was getting...
His hand began stroking his cock harder, feeling an impending orgasm, but jumped and slammed his iPad over his bare crotch hearing his bedroom door open. "Mom, don't you knock?"
Malorie stood in the doorway and grinned seeing her son's embarrassment. "Hi sweetie, I just wanted to let you know dad's heading out to pick up ribs from The Ranch. What are you looking at?" She heard the familiar sounds of fucking on the device covering her son's cock. 'Ok, wow! Look at how it is teetering so high.' She thought. "Let me look." She walked over and pulled up the iPad making sure she got a good look at that nice cock. "Oh. I was wondering if you'd find this. I did it just that once, though it was a lot of fun. Your father sat over to the side over there watching the whole thing. Anyhow, I'll call you when dad is back with the ribs." She handed her blushing son the iPad, "Very impressive cock, by the way. Oh, the 69 scene while your aunt gets fucked is your father's favorite. I think it's because of Brad's balls on my face. It's near the end. Your dad is pretty kinky." She headed back to the door, "By the way, don't forget to wash your hands before dinner."
Martin couldn't believe the last hour or so. First Auntie Annie is actually porn star Penny Nichols, then mom is in one of her videos, finally, mom is totally unfazed by his jerking off and shows no shame in her actions. Martin lay there stunned, but hearing the boy's voice grunting, he turned back to the screen just in time to see Annie climb on top of his mom and lower her pussy right on his mother's face. Seeing the boy's, Brad's cock plunge into Annie's pussy and his massive balls slapping against his mom's forehead was too much and was soon shooting ropes of cum up onto his chest.
"So?" Mark asked, "Was I right?" He asked, then nodded with a grin seeing her flushed face.
Malorie walked by her husband, "Remember I married you for your big dick? When you get back, I'll need you to pack your things." She grinned, "Just kidding, you can pack tomorrow."
***********************************************
"Honey, your aunt is here. Come down and say hello." Martin heard his mom yell up the stairs.
The boy jumped out of his chair and sprinted downstairs. He stopped on the landing seeing Annie. She still had the same grin she always wore when visiting and seeing him. He found himself studying her, trying to see if she'd aged but she still looked 16.
"Marty, get down here and give me a hug." Annie scolded, "I've needed one of your hugs for years." She pulled him close and buried her face in his neck. "You have no idea how much I've missed you." She pushed back and looked him up and down, grinning. "Holy shit! You're, what? Six inches taller? Definitely not as cute as you were, but pretty damn handsome, a real stud." She laughed seeing Marty blush. "Come on, I want to see if you still have that poster of Princess Leia."
Martin let himself be led upstairs to his room. He looked around remembering the recent fantasies he had in the last day or two. "Sorry it's a mess, but have a seat anywhere." He nodded towards the desk chair but was surprised when his aunt jumped on the bed.
"Come on. How many hours have we spent on this bed talking?" She patted the mattress next to her, "Lie down. We're the same people."
Martin flopped down next to his beautiful aunt hearing her giggle when she almost bounced off the bed. He rolled over on his side and looked at her, "I missed you." He suddenly felt tears welling up, "I'm sorry, we were going to go to Cedar Point that summer after you got back from Florida but..."
Annie pulled her nephew close, "I know. I remember. It's nagged at me for years, but when I was told never to come home...It hurt. I was angry at my parents. Plus, I was told never to contact them ever again." She stopped and groaned, "I was being selfish. I should have called you. You of all people." She stroked his head as she held him.
Martin pulled back, wiping his eyes, "Sorry, I don't know where that came from. I understood. They told me you'd done a bad thing, never told me what it was, but never to contact you. Hell, I wouldn't have known how to even find you. No one would tell me anything."
She looked at the boy feeling the love she'd always had for him. "You know I thought about you every day..." She suddenly giggled. "I guess I should ask, has Mal told you what it is I do now?" Seeing him blush furiously and nod she smiled, "so I guess there are times I'm not thinking about you. So, what have you been up to the last 5 years?"
Martin laughed, "Right. Got up, went to school, got home, did homework, went to bed...rinse, repeat." He looked over at Annie and remembered how many times they'd listen for hours when the other had problems. Annie seemed to constantly find the wrong boy. She would say over and over that the next boy would be like Marty, but...He found himself asking before he could stop, "I need to know, why did you start doing porn?"
"And there it is, the question that has been most on your mind." Annie laughed, "I'll tell you. We, you remember Lexa and Madison? Yeah, them. We headed down to Vera Beach since Maddy had a brother who lived there, for spring break. He actually used this house to do shoots. I was really shocked, but let's face it, a little bit intrigued. He talked the three of us into doing a threesome and he shot it, edited it and gave it to us as a going away present." Annie had a faraway look in her eyes, "I actually shot two more when Maddy and Lexa were out windsurfing. Here, let me show you." She leaned over and grabbed Marty's iPad.
Martin turned beet red knowing what was on the screen but unlocked it anyhow.
"That's perfect." Annie laughed, "This is the second shoot. You never met him, but that's Maddy's father. God, that man had stamina. Maddy's brother and Marco have a small company and they gave me my first job. I got $500 for each shoot." She looked at her nephew, "$1,000 for four hours of work over two days. When I got back home, I took off right after graduation and well, the rest is pretty well documented here." She tapped the screen. "There are videos out there of Maddy with her dad and some more of Lexa. They regretted it immediately and they've never come back down to visit." She looked at the boy, does that answer your question?"
"It does. I...I don't know how to say this, but you're really good. I mean, you really look like the vulnerable, innocent young thing blindly getting seduced. You always seem genuinely surprised when, you know. I've checked out other actresses and they come across as eager from the get-go."
Annie laughed, "I need you as my agent. It's true, though, too many of the directors want them eager. The girls are fully capable of acting reluctant, but so many want the girls to get man's dick out, and in their mouths as soon as possible. One of my first shoots was like that, actually, it was my first audition with Marco." She looked down at the tent in Marty's pants, "Sorry. I guess we should change the subject. Mal said dinner is at 6. It's 5 til." She reached down and gripped it, but pulled back, eyes wide. "Marty! What do you have there? She pushed him onto his back and pulled open his pants.
Martin tried to stop her, but she had his cock out, both hands around it, staring.
"Fuck being my agent. Do you have any idea what you have here?" She said as she stroked the entire length. "John Fucking Holmes..." she mumbled. "Christ!" She pulled her hands off and told him to get into the bathroom and splash cold water on his face.
"What? Why? Ok, hang on." Martin went into the bathroom wishing the painful organ in his pants would go down. He was idly wondering who John Fucking Holmes is, was. Finally, only after splashing water on his crotch was he able to get comfortable. He came out of the bathroom and saw Annie sitting up, looking through his yearbook.
"Which one is the girl? You know, the bitch who fucked you over?"
Martin took the book and flipped to the cheerleader page. "That's her. The redhead in the middle."
Annie looked at the girl, arms out, showing amazing flexibility with her legs spread wide, a huge smile on her face. "Hmmm. I could use her in a shoot I need to do next month. I have a client really into redheads and really into flexible girls. I'm trying to find a former gymnast. That's actually not as hard as you think. It's the redhead part." She looked at Martin, "You wouldn't have happened to find out if she's clean down there. He wants a nice red bush."
Martin laughed, "Damn. I'm sure that topic has come up, but perhaps I wasn't paying attention."
"I thought you dated her. No?" She looked at Marty, "Wait, have you found out if any girl is shaved or trimmed? I mean, are you still a virgin?"
Marty blushed and was about to stammer out an answer when the door opened.
"Oh good, I was hoping that...never mind. Dinner."
Martin blushed, as his mom closed the door, "Let's get down there." He stood up and put a hand on Annie's shoulder, "Yes. Yes, I'm a virgin. I've actually just kissed a girl. My last two girlfriends insisted they didn't want things to go too far, so they never went anywhere at all."
Annie smiled, "We need to take care of that." She patted Marty's ass, "We're going to get you laid. This will be fun."
***********************************************
"So, did you officially ask Annie to the prom?" Martin's mother asked. "I mean, please don't just assume. Actually, I think your father might beat you to it."
Martin nodded, "Sorry, we talked about, old times. I'll officially ask her."
"I know what you talked about. I want to hear all about it. I've wanted to ask the same questions." Malorie looked at her son, "You know, what got her started, how many guys."
"Mom. I didn't ask how many guys." He suddenly nodded, "I did ask how she got into the business. Ok, next time we're alone if you let me have a beer."
"Deal, now grab the potatoes and let's get out there. Not that I don't trust your father, but I'd really wonder about him if he fully trusted himself alone with your aunt."
***********************************************
Martin and Annie walked down the street smelling the fresh air. "It's nice that summer is around the corner," Martin suddenly laughed, "Sorry, as if you ever think that down in Florida."
Annie laughed, "Yeah, we pretty much think the opposite, I mean, it's great getting out to the beach, head to the keys and scuba, but doing the day-to-day things are really hot. You've never felt real heat until you've crossed a hundred yards of asphalt in a parking lot in July." She took a deep breath, "You're right though, I used to absolutely love this first warm day of the year." She stopped, seeing her nephew pause.
"Annie, um, I know it's short notice, but the prom is next week and I'd really love to have you go with me, I mean I'll understand if you don't want to..."
Annie threw her arms around the boy, "Are you kidding? Getting dressed up, riding in a limo and having eye-candy like you on my arm entering the dance? I'd love to!" She said happily.
Martin was thrilled at how happy Annie was to accept. He worried she'd be upset that she was his second choice...check that, had he but known, he never would have asked Katerina. Then he had a thought, "Maybe I'd better reconsider." He looked into the cute blonde's eyes, "When did you last have your eyes checked, I mean I'd hate for you to run into a table or something. Eye-candy?"
Annie punched him and pulled on his hand heading back, "Come on. Let's get your mom's car. We have to go dress shopping."
***********************************************
Martin looked back at Katerina and Craig as he headed out of the room and ran smack into Drew. "Sorry, hey Drew, What's up?"
"Dude, check this out." He held up his phone showing Annie pulling her purple bag through the airport.
Martin was confused, how did Drew know his aunt, then it hit him. "So? Who's that? She is really pretty, but don't tell me you're stalking cute girls at the airport."
Drew punched him in the arm "Don't you know who this is? This is Penny Nichols. Christ! Here." He opened another page showing a video of his aunt riding a guy's cock.
"I don't know. I mean, she looks almost like her, but I'm sure there're a ton of girls who look like her. Anyhow, think about it. Why would a world-class porn star come to Smithfield?" He looked at his friend, "But you never know, maybe she's here to go to the prom with me."
Drew laughed, "Yeah, right, that'll happen." He slapped his friend on the shoulder laughing and headed to class.
Martin turned the other way and was slammed into the locker behind him, "Get the fuck out of my way, loser." Craig hissed, as he strutted down the hall. He rubbed his shoulder and continued to class. He looked around seeing all the boys showing each other their phones and hurried on hearing Penny's name mentioned over and over. 'Oh Christ, I'd better tell Annie we have to make different plans.' He felt like crying thinking he was cursed.
***********************************************
"So? This is my demographic." Annie laughed, "You seriously think there's a high school in the country with guys who haven't jerked off to me?" She looked at him, "Ok, have you?"
Martin blushed, "Um, I mean never until mom told me why you disappeared. I mean, I had to look up your videos and I might have..."
Annie laughed, "Oh good. I'd hate to think all my work isn't exciting." She put down her water, "Let's hop on the bikes. Mal kept my mountain bike and I really want to check out the woods."
Martin headed to his room to change into his biking shorts. As he was pulling on his tee shirt, he heard a knocking, "Come in."
"Hey, you don't have an extra pair of biking shorts, do you?" Annie asked as she stepped in, "Nice, Ok, I'm totally looking forward to the after-prom." She giggled looking at the snake in her nephew's Lycra shorts.
Martin blushed and headed over to his dresser and pulled out a pair of shorts, "Here you go, oh!" He looked quickly away seeing Annie pull off the jeans and thong.
"What's wrong? I thought you'd already seen me naked." Annie giggled, "Christ how long has it been since I saw a man blush?" She came over, pulling off her top then releasing her bra and letting it slide down her arms. "Turn around, ok. See? Nothing that isn't a standard feature." She slowly spun around, "All the basics...no enhancements." She glanced down, then stared at the now fat snake fighting the stretch material as it grew. She palmed that long bulge and giggled, "Ok, maybe this was a bad idea. Give me the shorts and come down after you take care of that."
Seeing that cute ass disappear as the door closed, the boy reached into his shorts and wrestled his uncomfortable cock up. He couldn't imagine he'd be able to leave his room until he took Annie's advice, so he peeled his shorts off and flopped down, stroking his rigid cock. 'Those breasts! Ten times better than they looked in the videos. So full, and the way they bounced when she laughed. God, that pussy. How would that taste? How would it feel if she let him slide his cock into it?'
Annie stood outside the door, her fingers rubbing her pussy, her ear to the door listening to the boy jerking off, obviously thinking of her. She grinned, hearing the cry and the rapid creaking of the bed. Forcing herself to head into the guest bedroom and get dressed was a lot tougher than she thought it would be. His innocence, his propensity to blush, how he looked at her with the mixture of love and lust made her so wet. As she pulled on his shorts, she realized they've definitely need washing before she returned them. She thought about just wearing the tight tee without a bra but she pulled on a jog bra, feeling sorry for him.
***********************************************
As they came out of the woods into the field, Annie begged Martin to stop, "Let's rest. I'm not in the best biking shape." She laid her bike down in the soft grass and flopped down. She patted the ground next to her, "Come on, the sun feels great. I don't bite. Nibble, suck, lick but never bite." She laughed. When her nephew lay down, she rolled over and put her head on his chest. "Have you been back here much since I left?"
"No, not really. I rode back here a few times at first, you know, maybe hoping you'd show up. But that was stupid." Martin said as he stroked the girl's hair. His eyes welled up thinking back to how he'd missed her. "I did find a great new place, though. Over off Springwater. You should see the herons. Or, since you won't have time while you're here, I have pictures."
Annie rolled over and looked at the boy, "What makes you think I won't have time? I'm not leaving right after prom. I bought a one-way ticket and I was thinking of hanging around with my best friend unless you don't like that idea." She said. Seeing his grin, she kissed him and hopped up.
Martin's jaw dropped seeing her jump on her bike and sprint off yelling, "See you at the pond, Bitch!" He jumped up grinning, and threw his leg over the seat and took off after the girl. She had a huge lead, but he could see that nice ass clearer and clearer as he gained ground. He saw the shortcut off to the right and cut over onto the trail and skidded to a stop in front of a downed tree. Swearing as he spun around, he quit trying so hard knowing she'd have beaten him by now.
Annie swam around before treading water hearing the boy come out of the woods. "Hey, I guess I didn't even need to cheat to beat you here." She yelled.
Martin jumped off his bike and grinned, "I guess things have changed since we were last back here." He pulled off his shirt, shoes, and socks and was about to dive in when he saw her clothes piled up.
"Yeah, I wasn't into riding back in wet shorts. But, you do what you want." She giggled. "That's the spirit!"
Martin peeled off his shorts then dove in and swam over to the grinning blonde. "God, it's been years since we've been here, but Fuck! It's cold." He said wrapping his arms around himself. "I guess it's a bit early yet."



"Here," Annie said as she swam over and wrapped her arms around the boy, "let's keep each other warm." She felt his penis bounce against her and her hardened nipples rub against his chest as they treaded water when she suddenly laughed.
"What's funny?" The boy asked feeling those rigid nubs scrape across his chest, feeling her incredible warmth.
"Never mind, "Let's get out and lie in the sun, it's truly cold in here." Annie turned and swam, to the cleft in the rock so they could climb back up.
Martin started after her, having trouble swimming as his focus was on that shining ass bobbing in front of him. After climbing up, they flopped down on the grassy patch they had planted many years ago.
"I can't believe it's still here and it's grown so big," She looked down at Martin's crotch, "Not the only thing," She laughed. "Nice recovery, by the way." She rubbed her hands across the large grassy swath.
Martin's eyes were glued to the vee formed by her legs when he realized she was looking at him, "What do you mean? Chasing you on my bike? I lost."
"No," she reached down and stroked his cock, "I laughed when we were in the water because I had a thought." She pulled on her nipples, "I get bigger, harder in the cold. Boys? Not so much." She stroked his cock, "This is what I meant by nice recovery." She looked at him, "Do you have any clue what you have here? What those cute little girls in your school are missing out on?" She stroked a bit harder, "You're thinking about them, aren't you?" She sat up and lowered her mouth onto his cock.
Martin stopped her, "You don't have to do this." When he felt her hot mouth on the head he moaned, "Annie, it feels so good, but don't do this because you feel sorry for me."
The blonde pulled off, "Really? Ever since I saw this the other day, I've been thinking about little else." She spread her saliva around the shaft, "I'm doing this for me." She looked hard at him, "We can't fuck because I'm your aunt, but no one said anything about this. And, if your hands aren't all over me, I'm going to be really insulted and hurt." She winked at her nephew and took his cock back into her mouth, moaning happily.
Martin smiled feeling the first time a girl did anything with him, to him. His eyes were drawn to the masses of flesh jiggling in front of him and cupped the breast right there. He was amazed at how heavy the soft flesh was in his hand, how much spilled out around his fingers. He was afraid of hurting her if her squeezed too much, but she arched her back pressing her breast harder against his hand. Her soft moaning enhanced the feeling of her mouth on his cock. He slid his other hand onto her ass, still soft and smooth, but somehow even more arousing. As she shifted herself, getting up on her knees, his hand slid around her ass cheek and felt the soft petals of her labia. He felt his balls ache as he touched his first pussy. He thought of school. Classes with books. Text. Pictures. Female Genitalia...as his fingers explored the texture of the warm wet folds, the diagram filled his head. 'Labia majora...really smooth, not hairy, labia minora...like flower petals, perineum, anus...is she pushing back?...smooth, little wrinkles all around, perineum, the vaginal opening...slick, not exactly wet, more like oily, clitoris...' As he traced the length, the shape of it, he felt Annie squealing on his cock, 'Nice!...the clitoral hood, the mons...her pubic hair is soft, not course like mine..." He slid his finger back down, '...clitoral hood, clitoris...vaginal opening, perineum, anus...perineum, vaginal opening, vagina!...ohhhhh" He felt Annie moan encouragingly causing a vibration through his cock. All thoughts of Human Sexuality faded away as he felt vaginal walls for the first time. He was amazed at how tightly she gripped his finger making him wonder how she'd be able to comfortably accommodate a penis. He added a finger and she felt just as tight. His hips were moving up now on their own, as were hers, his cock sliding deeper and deeper into her mouth.
Annie squirmed against his fingers wishing he weren't her nephew. She had felt plenty of cocks inside her, big ones, small ones, why did she so crave this one? She finally was able to press her lips against the boy's mat of hair. She had the idle thought that he'd need to trim, or shave...but why would he? The men all groomed themselves for a reason. That never would have occurred to Marty. As she pulled off and plunged down, she felt the boy gripping her breasts, her twat tighter. She knew he was trying to hold it, but she'd have none of that. Her lips tightened, her throat tightened and when he finally yelled out he was going to cum, she mentally grinned feeling his hands trying to get her to pull off. His balls contracted, and she welcomed the first hot jet splash against the back of her throat. She rapidly bobbed her head, tongue working against the hard flesh, swallowing all the salty spurts until his body went limp.
Martin collapsed back, breathing like he'd just ran the 400 meter, joints aching. 'Wow! That was by far the most intense orgasm I'd ever felt, it almost hurt.' He thought as he looked down at Annie grinning up at him. He felt her wiggle her ass and realized his fingers were still inside her. He started to pull out but stopped hearing her husky voice.
"Don't you dare. Keep doing what you were doing, but curl your fingers down, yessss, there!" She hissed.
'G-spot! I forgot about that.' He thought. He crawled to his knees and got behind her and looked closely at the beautiful sight in front of him. He could smell a pungent scent, the scent of arousal. He quit plunging his fingers into her and pressed his mouth against hers.
"Sweetie, you don't have to do that...yes, Ok. Oh yes!" She yelped as Martin flipped her onto her back and explored her entire crotch with his tongue. He didn't forget the G-spot, so he plunged his two fingers back in. He was unsure what she liked, or disliked...though, nothing he did elicited anything but encouragement, but it was his fingers pressing upwards that she seemed to like the best. As he nibbled on that hard clit, he saw the creamy undersides of her breasts heaving. He reached up and slid his hand over one. Her nipple was hard and pointy, kind of like an eraser. She seemed to love it when he pulled on it, in fact, he saw her pull on the other. Soon he focused on stroking upwards on her vaginal walls, pinching and pulling on her nipple while rapidly flicking his tongue against her clit.
Annie exploded with all the incredible stimuli, her pelvis rapidly humping against the boy's mouth. Hips raising a half foot off the grass. "Oh fuck, Yesss, there...there...there..oh yesssss."
Martin felt incredible seeing, feeling Annie cum hard because of him. He slowed down when she didn't writhe as much and, when collapsing, gently licked her slit, tasting the fluids leaking out.
Annie looked down lovingly at her former best friend and teared up, "Oh my God, Martin. I missed you. I thought about you every day and listen when I tell you this. I mean it with all my heart, what you did to me, everything you did was perfect. Best ever. Get up here, I need to kiss you."
Martin let himself be pulled up and opened his mouth when he felt her tongue press against his lips. He groaned in pleasure feeling the incredible sensation of the beautiful girl's tongue entering his mouth. His hand gripped one of her breasts. He loved being between the soft vee formed by her thighs and unconsciously began humping against that warm crotch.
Annie felt that hard cock enter her labia and she almost pulled him in, but instead stopped and pushed the boy gently away. "I'm so sorry. There's no man in the world I'd rather have inside me, but we can't. You understand?"
Martin nodded, "Sorry, it just seemed to come naturally." He climbed off his aunt and held out his hand, "Come on. I guess we shouldn't be late for dinner." When He got Annie to her feet, he hugged her, "Thank you. That was...I have no idea what that was. Indescribable."
Annie laughed, "Perhaps that's the best way to put it." She stroked the boy's face, "I really wish I could be your first."
Martin laughed, "Are you serious? You are my first. I don't care about technically losing my virginity, you will always be the first for me."
Annie grabbed his face and kissed him hard, then looked at him, "I love you so much and I'm really sorry you weren't my first, but know this, you are definitely the best."
***********************************************
"I saw her. I swear. I was at Macy's and she was trying on dresses. I mean, they were prom dresses."
"Come on, Maddie. Why would she be here? Look around, this is so far from anywhere, it's nowhere." Marie replied, "I'm sure there was a very pretty blonde in Macy's. Trying on dresses...think about it. Where else would anyone in a 50-mile radius go to buy a dress? Remember last year, you swore you saw bigfoot by your back pasture?"
"I did, I mean it really could have been. You're right. Sure, perhaps it looked like her. Really huge...you know. But, you're right. I mean, since that's all anyone has been talking about..."
This had to be the 100th conversation he'd overheard about Penny Nichols in town. He thought back to yesterday afternoon but stifled it feeling the unwelcome throbbing. 'Not on my way to gym class..."
***********************************************
Martin ran to cover second and before he could get there, he was blasted back into the dirt. He found himself lying on his back, desperately gasping for air. He saw his best friend run over.
"Oh man, are you alright? You flew like ten feet. Relax, you'll be able to breathe." Drew looked up, happy to see Coach run over. "Coach Davis is coming over. Man! Craig just went way out of the base path to level you. I told you asking Katerina out was a mistake."
"Craig, are you alright? Which shoulder did you use?" Coach Davis looked at their star quarterback. "Shit! That was just plain stupid. Use your left shoulder. Damn! If anything happens to your right, State will drop your scholarship." He pulled on his left hand, "I've told you if you have to hit someone, use your left." He looked down at Martin. "Get your ass inside and shower. Trying to wreck a promising boy's career?" He shook his head and escorted Craig towards the bench. "Everybody, pick up all the gear and put it in the bags. Then I want five laps around the field."
When Martin was finally able to get air in his lungs, he felt around and winced, "Ow. I don't think anything is broken, but I'm going to have on hell of a bruise." He looked at Drew, "I'm good. I don't want Coach Davis pissed at you too."
Drew shook his head, "What an ass. What a pair of asses. I hope Craig tears up his knee at State and they're stuck with Davis. At least the next grades won't have to put up with him." He helped his friend up, "Are you sure you're Ok?"
"Hang on, I think I hit my head," Martin put his hands on his knees waiting for the spinning to subside. "I'm good. Pretty sure no concussion." He saw the concerned look, "Really. I'm good. Don't worry about me, mom, let's do the Merry-Go-Round next." He grinned and walked back to the school.
Drew laughed and turned to pick up the rest of the gear and go run the stupid laps.
Martin was sitting by his locker, checking out a text from Annie. 'Hurry home. I want help choosing which dress. XOXO, Annie.' He looked up hearing the boys enter the locker room. He started to put down his phone when Craig and his posse entered and headed to the next row of lockers.
The boy rubbed the spot where his head hit the ground. He heard Craig begin his usual boasting, and on a whim decided to record it. Last week he'd been slamming Coach Davis for riding his coattails to State. Maybe today...
"I'm telling you, she's here for me."
"Oh, come on, a world-class porn star here to see you? I've had enough. You've been bullshitting about all the girls you've nailed here, and now Penny Nichols?"
He heard Craig snort, "Look, Peter, you live in your own little happy place. And you go on believing that Sherry is that sweet innocent virgin and she's been saving herself for you. After prom, if she lets you, check out the little heart tattoo right next to that nicely trimmed cunt. I'm sure she'll tell you she lost her cherry bike riding or something."
"Fuck you!" Martin saw Peter storm away to the showers and listened, but all he heard were chuckles and clothes being pulled off.
He heard Craig call after the boy, "Hey, hang onto her. You can always brag your wife lost her cherry to All-Pro QB Craig Wilson. What a pussy." Craig sneered. "What? You don't think I nailed her? Come on, every girl wants to save herself for Mr. Right, but whenever I show an interest in them, they melt."
A boy laughed, "Rather than 'Long Drive' you should rename your junk, Mr. Right."
"I like that, I think that's what I'm going to call the big fellow from now on." Craig laughed.
"Ok, so perhaps you did nail Sherry, but you'll have to do better than that to convince us Penny is here for you. Or even that she is here."
"Remember spring break? I went down with my family to the Keys? Yeah, I didn't recognize her at the time, I mean, she was dressed in a tee shirt and cut-offs, but one of the chicks I boned had to be her. I mean, she had incredible skills and told me that with my cock and my body I should be doing porn. I must have told her where I lived, though who knows? Maybe she saw me on ESPN, you know the profile they did on the next Tom Brady? All I remember is we sure weren't talking much. You'd think she'd be all blasé about getting fucked, you know a whore like that, but the way she hung on to me, clung to me, the way she squealed...So glad I insisted on wearing a glove. Just imagine. Anyhow, looking back, that was her. I wish I'd recognized her at the time. She had such an innocent look, I would have taken that great ass. I'll bet she's looking for me, you know, maybe to do a shoot with me. Oh, don't worry. I'm not having a video out there with some skank. I'll need to maintain my All-American Boy image to get endorsements and nail supermodels."
"I still can't believe you fucked all those chicks in Florida. You have the hottest girl in the school. Katerina is every bit as beautiful as Penny." Martin heard a boy say, eliciting snorts.
"I feel sorry for you. Have you ever been out of this town? No? Katerina is the hottest girl in the school, but you go to South Beach, and they'd laugh her off the beach. She's ham and cheese. Penny and those other bitches are all prime cuts of meat. There were at least 20 girls I turned down who were 10x prettier than Katerina."
"I always thought you and Katerina were going to, you know, get married." Martin heard another boy say.
"Seriously? I've got a future. Next Saturday night, she promised me I could pop her anal cherry. Once I've done that, you can have her. She's a great cock-sucker, great fuck, great tits, but tiny ass. I remember Penny had an ass I could really grab onto. Are you kidding me? Put that little thing away."
Laughter. "Christ, Billy. Go take a cold shower."
He heard laughter and a slamming of lockers, so he quickly put away his phone and hurried out to class.
***********************************************
"Oh shit! What happened to you?" Annie cried, seeing Martin looking at the huge bruise in the mirror.
"Nothing. I mean...nevermind. If it's alright with you, can I see the dresses later? I want to lie down." Martin said sadly.
"No. Let me see you. Who did this? Did you get hit by a car?" Annie ran over to the medicine cabinet and looked around, "No cream with painkiller? Come on." She led him back to his room. "Lie down, don't move. I'm getting something for that."
Martin wondered if he'd even be able to move this Saturday, let alone dance. He thought about Annie putting her arms around him, where could she without causing pain? He felt like crying. This morning, he actually caught himself strutting down the hall, finally feeling like a man. When school let out, he was gingerly walking. He put his arm over his head and lay back. He dozed off for maybe 20 minutes before hearing his aunt open his door.
"Sorry, sleep is good. I can come back."
"No, I'm good. What is that?"
"This is the best painkilling cream I've ever tried. I had to go to two stores before I found it. Come to think of it, that's just about the only two stores in town that could have it. Anyhow, this will be cold at first, but you'll see."
Martin lay there, feeling those soft hands rub the lotion into his skin. She was wonderful at working the cream into his skin without causing his ribs to hurt.
"Ok, while I do this, you tell me everything." Annie said, "Who did this to you? Was it that jerk quarterback?" She listened, getting angrier and angrier at that asshole, then at the coach. "Are you fucking kidding me? Wait until I tell Mal and Mark."
"No, don't I'm sure it was an accident." Martin sighed, "This does feel really good. Thanks."
"An accident? I've known a lot of athletes, college and professional. They know at all times what they are doing. They don't have accidents. I'm pissed. Really pissed."
"Then I won't tell you about what I overheard in the locker room." Martin sat up, "Were you in the Keys this last March?"
"No, why? I haven't been down to the Keys since we did a shoot, what was that, three years ago?" She looked at her nephew. "Why? Why do you look so relieved? I'll get it, stay there. You need your phone?"
Annie looked like she was going to explode. "I'm a skank, a whore? I need to meet this asshole." She looked at Martin, "You need to show this to Katerina."
"I can't do that. This will totally break her heart. Listen. I was crushed when she told me she was going with Craig rather than me to the prom, but I'm not mad." He suddenly grinned, "I'm going with a prime piece of meat rather than ham and cheese." He looked suddenly serious, "You should meet her. She really is beautiful. So much prettier than that yearbook picture. Her smile...Sorry."
Annie reached down and stroked the boy's cock, "I think you're in love. I think you'd like to have that pretty little redhead right here, wouldn't you?"
Martin sighed, "I've always liked her. Most of the popular girls wouldn't even step around me if I collapsed in the hallway. Katerina was always nice to me. I know, mom will tell you it's because I've helped her in school, but she was like that before. That's why I helped her."
"Then let's help her. I just had a thought, but first, let's take care of this." Annie pulled his pants down and licked his hard cock. "I think you're going to like this." She said as she got his cock nice and wet.
Martin felt like he was in heaven watching his aunt lick him, feeling that nice tongue of his cock, but when she crawled up and squeezed her tits around his cock and slid up and down on him, he knew he'd never feel anything better than that. "Oh God, Annie. This feels incredible." He stroked her hair as she looked up at him, licking her lips, her huge mounds mashed against his hips. His cock completely enveloped by the smoothest skin he'd ever felt. "Annie, um, Oh God!" Almost without warning, he exploded, his cum jetting against her chin and mouth as she rubbed against him more rapidly.
"Like that?" Annie asked sweetly before she lapped up all the splattered cum on his stomach and chest. "We can do that again, but wait until you feel the cameltoe slide." She winked at him.
***********************************************
"Ok, Marco. I guess we're set, I mean except for Stella. Am I forgetting anything?...I know, but this brought that side of me out," Annie suddenly laughed, "That would sure blow my fans away. I know, I'll do those as Penny Pain...Thanks, Marco. Don't worry about it, you've got my credit card number, great, whatever you need."



Martin looked at his aunt, "So?"
"Marco is the best, if he says he'll be here, he will. And Stella owes me, though this might cash in all favors. Anyhow, I think it's your call now." She said handing him his phone.
"Hey Katerina, really? I know, no, it's totally fine...I really understand, but I was wondering if you have the workbook for the lab...Oh good, what? Sure, I was going to come over there...oh, got it. See you in 15...Sure, Bye." Martin put down the phone. Actually, she's coming over here. He looked down at the floor, I guess Craig's friend reports back to him on her visitors." He looked at Annie, "Could a person be more evil than that? God! I hate him."
Annie grinned, "Oh yeah, we can be more evil, eviler?" She laughed, "Why do I think this is going to be so much fun?"
"You scare me, though I am getting hard." Martin grinned, "We have ten minutes."
Annie reached over and stroked the fat snake in the boy's pants, "It would take that long for me to work that thing inside me. Go on downstairs so she doesn't have to hang outside..."
"Hey Kat. Thanks a lot. I have no idea what I did with mine." Martin said as he took the book. He was surprised when Katerina hugged him. We winced as her arm hit the bruised ribs, but no way was he letting her know it hurt being hugged.
"I was so happy you called. I thought you'd never want to talk to me or see me again. What I did was the worst thing I've ever done to anyone." She looked up at him, "And to the one boy in the school who was my friend just because." She stepped back, "But I'm curious, why did you really ask me over?" She shook her head, "No, not the workbook. I watched you put it in your bag this afternoon. I was hoping you'd look at me. Oh God! I'm sorry." She reached out and gently placed her hand on the boy's side. "I heard what Craig did to you this morning. I want you to know that I'm calling him tonight and telling him we are off. I'm not going to the prom with him, or with anyone." She looked at Martin, "Please don't ask me, I totally fucked up and I don't deserve to go."
"Kat, don't be rash. You know you'll be prom queen. I'm voting for you." He stopped, Ok, you're right." He handed her back the workbook, "I wanted to talk to you. Nothing about this is easy and you'll not be happy." He rubbed his face quickly, "God! I really haven't a clue where to start. Can you come upstairs to my room? I really do have something to show you." He groaned, "Oh crap, that sounded really bad. Come on, they're just etchings." Martin laughed.
Katerina stopped dead in her tracks seeing Penny Nichols getting up from Martin's bed. "Wait. What? Are you...?" She looked at Martin and Penny standing next to each other. "I'm sorry. None of this makes sense to me. Is she who you wanted to show me?"
Annie took a half step forward, "Hi, I'm Annie, yes, I'm Penny in another world..." She looked at the boy, "Manners, you really should introduce me to your friends."
"I'm sorry, Kat, this is Annie, my oldest friend. Annie, this is Katerina." He watched as Kat put out her hand but was pulled into a hug.
"I've heard so much about you," Annie said, "Have a seat."
Kat looked like she might cry, "I'm sure you heard about me. What I did was unforgivable. It has haunted me all week. You must totally hate me."
"I've been there. I went to school also, I'll never forget how confusing everything was." Annie looked sympathetically at the obviously upset girl. "I can't hate you, Marty won't let me."
Martin sighed, "Look, water under the bridge, and no, I could never hate you. You've done tons of good things and one...a pretty stupid one, but stupid not because you hurt me, but because of what you...Shit! Annie, I'm totally screwing this up."
Annie led the cute redhead over to the bed and sat down next to her. She held out her hand and when Martin gave her his phone, she tapped it, "I'm sorry. But, Martin did not want you to hear this." She looked at the nervous looking girl. "This is not going to be fun."
Martin watched Kat's face as Craig's bragging voice filled the room, "...ham and cheese...anal cherry...can have her..." He wanted to hold her seeing the tears of rage that filled the girl's eyes, but Annie pulled her close.
"I knew he screwed around, hell, worst kept secret in the universe, but...wait?" She jerked away and looked at Annie, "Did he really, I mean..."
Annie groaned, shaking her head vigorously, "Never. I haven't been down to the keys in years, and frankly, every time I've been there, I've been surrounded by cameras and crew." Anyhow, I'm not going to ever let random guys fuck me."
Kat stood up, fists clenched and paced back and forth, she stopped and picked up the bottle of lotion, "Is this for...?" She walked over to Martin, "Stand up, let me see."
Martin pulled his shirt off hearing a huge gasp from the girl. "It's fine, Annie rubbed some in and it really helped, I mean a lot."
Annie looked at the girl gently stroking the boy's purple and green side, "It's time for another application." She started to get up but was stopped by Katerina.
"This my fault, I'll do it." She had the boy lie down gently applying the lotion, "Oh God, I want to cry. This is a huge bruise. It seems like you've been the person nicest to me in the entire school, and it looks like that might get you killed."
Martin felt those soft hands apply the lotion, so gently, so tenderly he wasn't sure he'd stayed asleep earlier and this was a dream, or if it were real.
She finished up and held up the bottle, "Where did you get this? He's going to need a couple of applications every day at school. I'll pick some up."
Annie grinned seeing Martin flush with pleasure, "I bought two, hang on." She headed out the door.
"Ok, you really have to tell me how you know Penny Nichols," Kat whispered.
Martin sat up, "Ok, as long as you tell me how you know who she is." He laughed, seeing the girl blush.
Annie came back in seeing the two standing so close, "I can come back, you know, I just remembered. I need to bike over to the store to pick up that, you know..."
Katerina looked serious, "I actually wouldn't mind that, but I have to head back and call Craig. He's going to hear a lot of what he should have been told a long time ago. Shit, why don't you get him charged with assault, I mean look at you."
"Wait. We, I mean Annie, has a plan. I told her you'd never go along with it, but she laughed me off. I think she thinks she knows you better than I do." Martin said.
Annie filled in Katerina what she, Marco and Martin had worked out.
Kat stood up beaming, "Oh crap! I love it, love it! But, wait. Nothing here sounds cheap. How can we afford it?"
"We got it. I've been saving everything I could. Marty has money put aside. We can just swing it." Annie replied. Hearing the girl offer to pay her way, Annie laughed, "Sweetie, you'll be paying your way, with that nice ass of yours. Besides, I'm pretty sure my guys will do this pro-bono when they hear the entire story...and once they see the star of the shoot."
She hugged Annie, "I need to look good Saturday. I want Craig to be thinking of nothing but my ass," she suddenly stopped and turned around, sticking her butt out, "Is my ass really too small?"
Annie laughed, "As a professional, it's actually perfect. I mean it. If you were in the business, the cameras would spend a ton of time on your tight little bubble-butt."
Martin grinned, "She's right, I was going to say, it's your best feature, but you have too many to count." He instantly got beet red.
Katerina laughed, "That's sweet, Martin thinks I'm fuckable." She kissed Martin, a first a peck, then with a bit more feeling, "Thank you for taping that. You saved me from...ok, the second worse mistake I would have made in my life." She turned to Annie, "Thank you for being there for my friend. I can tell he loves you." She went to kiss the blonde on the cheek, but Annie turned her head and she kissed her lips instead. She pulled back and smiled, "That wasn't half bad," and kissed her again.
Martin's groin suddenly throbbed seeing they were obviously kissing open-mouthed, "Ok, well, I'll be riding my bike to the store..."
Kat reached down and stroked Penny Nichol's ass then held up her hand, "I'll never wash this hand again. Wait until I tell my friends," she laughed. She started for the door, stopped and looked at them.
Martin saw tears welling up, "Thank you. Thank you so much. I feel like a huge weight has been lifted off my chest." She turned and left.
"Look at you. My little Marty is in love. I saw you looking. You noticed that not all the huge weights have been lifted off her chest. That is one impressive girl." She kissed him and headed out, "I have some more calls to make. You might want to take care of that."
At first, Martin thought he'd resist 'taking care of that,' but the taste of Katerina's mouth, seeing her sticking out her ass...seeing the two girls, mouths locked together...
To be continued...
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Annie stopped at the door. "You know this is going to be weird. Ok? Good, let's turn this prom upside down."
Martin looked at his aunt, chest swelling with incredible pride. Her turquoise dress hugged all her curves, showing off her 21" waist, her perfect ass, but it was her cleavage that he had the most trouble keeping his eyes off of. They'd studied the dress restrictions and even though she was well within the standards, some assets cannot be fully contained. He looked at her put the nose-gay to her nose for the umpteenth time, her blonde hair waving out onto her shoulders. Even if no one recognizes Penny Nichols, all their eyes will still be on her.
"I'm ready." He held open the door and a wall of noise hit them. He saw all his classmates, dressing in every color in the palette, all the guys looked grown up and all the girls looked like princesses.
He held out his elbow and escorted Annie into the ballroom. He heard conversations abort, shuffling of feet and within seconds, just the sound of Taylor Swift singing Bad Blood. He wanted to laugh thinking of the irony but looked around for Kat and Craig. He saw them over to the side. Craig was holding Kat possessively, his hand periodically sliding down to grab her ass. The boy was looking cocky as usual, his dozen or so worshipers hanging onto his every word. He turned seeing where the people were looking and his jaw dropped.
"Punch?" Martin asked, "I think Drew saved us seats. Let's go over there." He said as if totally unaware everyone stopped talking. "Hey Drew, Sarah. How are you guys? This is my friend Penny, Penny, this is Drew and Penny, this gorgeous girl is Sarah. Christ Sar, you look great!" He held the seat next to Drew and after Annie sat down, he looked around, "Anyone need anything? I'm going over to get some punch."
Martin headed over to refreshments and saw Peter standing while looking uncomfortable with Sherry. Neither seemed to want to meet the eyes of the other, "Hey guys. Peter, this is a much better look than those old ratty gym shorts you insist on wearing. Holy crap, Sherry. I mean you have to be the best-dressed girl in the school, but man! I'm impressed. He slapped Peter on the arm, "Lucky guy. Really." He looked hard at the boy as he said it. He turned to walk away, "Catch you guys out on the dance floor?"
As he was putting the glasses on the tray, he felt a presence next to him.
"Who are you trying to fool. You can hire some whore to bring to prom, but that just makes you even more of a fucking loser. How much did she set you back?" Craig backhanded a glass of punch and strutted away.
"God, sorry man. That was fucking rude." The bartender said as he grabbed a rag, "I take it you know him?"
"Our paths have crossed." Martin looked around, "But he's off to fame and fortune. Nothing can stop him now. I'm sure I'll not have to worry about him anymore." He laughed.
As he walked back, he saw Craig had dropped down into his seat. He placed the tray down and handed out the glasses, "I'm sorry Craig, you should have told me. I would have grabbed one for you. Actually, that's fine, take mine." He placed his glass in front of the boy, "Penny, remember I told you about my friend Peter? Come on, you need to meet him."
Craig put a hand on Penny's arm but yanked it back seeing the look on her face. "Ok, I guess I'll go back to my friends."
"Thanks, I'm used to guys pawing me, but he slid his hand through the slit in my dress right up my thigh. If I hadn't wrenched his arm out, he'd have found out I'm going commando. What an asshole." Penny muttered.
"Hey guys, Sherry can I have this dance? You don't mind, do you Peter? I love the Temptations." He looked at the boy, "I think my friend Penny would love to dance with you."
Martin looked over at Peter and Penny dancing. He knew he needed to play this out, but he still felt jealousy seeing a guy dancing with his date knowing this was to be the first of many, "So Sherry. Are you and Peter alright? Look, none of my business, but you two are not shy about showing...affection for yourself in the hallways, but I'm guessing not all is right."
"We're fine, I mean...not fine. I guess Peter heard something, about me. He's really pissed." She looked over at him then back at Martin sadly, "I screwed up, I mean royally screwed up. I don't know what to do."
"Peter loves you." He turned her face to his, "Look. Whatever happened, happened. He's desperate for any reason to forgive and forget. Why else would he not blow this whole thing off? Can I be totally honest?"
"Please, if you think there's something I can do," Sherry said looking in the boy's eyes.
"So, let's say hypothetically, this is totally hypothetical, that you were planning on letting Peter take your virginity tonight," he paused feeling her tense up, but as they continued to sway to the music she finally nodded, "and it turns out, Peter found out that someone had already taken it."
Sherry felt like crying and put her face against the boy's shoulder, "How? How do you know?"
"Not really important. What's important is how to make it right." He looked over at Peter, "You know who he's dancing with, right?" Feeling her nod, he continued, "You see how he keeps looking over here? I mean when he's not looking at my date's chest." He laughed and felt good hearing Sherry laugh, "You think he'd not be looking over here if he didn't really love you? I know both of you. A single lapse of judgment can't erase years of what you two have. Not to be too personal, aren't there other firsts you and Peter can try? Yeah? Now, if you want advice on that front, sit down with Penny. What she has are a very particular set of skills. Skills she's acquired over a very fun career. I'm pretty sure Peter will totally forget about any previous transgressions." He looked at his aunt, "Ok, I'm going to go over and cut in. I see Craig heading over to Penny. Thanks for the dance, and I meant it earlier. You totally rock that dress!"
"Can I? I'd really like to dance with my date." Martin tapped on Peter's shoulder, seeing Craig turn off out of the corner of his eye.
Peter started to walk away, "Wait, what did you and Sherry talk about? You looked really serious."
"You know, school, college. You'd better get over there. She said something about this going to be the greatest night of your life." He pulled Annie close, "Hey honey, meet any nice boys here?"
"Peter was great. I feel really bad for him. You talked to Sherry?" She pulled herself close to Martin.
"I did, you have any tips for her? I sort of suggested she find other firsts she can let Peter have."
"Oh, I have things she can do that will make his eyes roll back into his head." She giggled, "This is a lot more fun than I thought. You need to talk to Katerina, you know, make sure she is still on." She looked over at the cute redhead laughing at something a friend said. "She sure doesn't look nervous to me. She's a natural." Penny looked at Martin, "She's really beautiful, you know. This is not false modesty, but I'm so jealous of her looks. We call her assets money-makers."
"I'm going to tell her you said that. She's been beating herself up, but every girl likes to hear that. So, here comes Teddy. I think he wants to cut in. He's a really great guy, so I'd appreciate it if..." He patted Teddy on the shoulder and headed over to talk to Katerina.
As he passed by Katerina, he flicked his eyes down the hall where the restrooms were. He headed down the hall and went into a storage room past the bathrooms. He took off his jacket and sat down and waited. In about five minutes Katerina came in followed by Annie, "Hey guys. Annie, I thought you'd be dancing with Teddy."
Annie laughed, "I guess his date wasn't happy seeing him dancing with me, but she was really unhappy seeing the tent in his pants. Someone's not getting lucky tonight. Anyhow, Katerina, how are you doing? You look incredible, by the way."
"God! I swear, if he grabs my ass one more time, he'll have to sit out next season. My face hurts trying to smile at him like he's the best thing that could possibly happen to me. He kept telling everyone how Sports Illustrated is going to have him on the cover. I had to look happily surprised over and over." She stopped, "Sorry, but Annie, you are so beautiful. I wish I had your looks."
Annie laughed, "I think I just told Marty the same thing, I wish I had your looks. Anyhow, did you get an idea when you might be heading to the hotel? I'd hate to be caught setting up." She nodded when Kat said probably around midnight, "Ok, great Marco will be all set up and Stella will be waiting." She looked at the girl, "You do realize we'll be filming the whole time...the entire time. That means, you and him...naked. Martin, Marco and I will be next room watching on the monitor."
"Look, I don't have to watch. I'll play solitaire or something." Martin said.
Katerina laughed, "No chance. I'll be putting on a show, and I'm not trying to steal him from you Annie, but," she looked directly at Martin, "I'll be putting on the show for you."
Annie grinned at Martin seeing him blush furiously, "Ok, get out of here. They're going to be voting on king and queen. I think you need to be out there."
***********************************************
"You realize there is a whole class of boys who'll be watching my videos, looking at their hands and saying, 'I touched that. I touched her there, right there,'" She laughed. "But all night, all I thought of was seeing you dance with all those beautiful girls." Annie looked at Marty, "I didn't think I'd ever say this, but I was jealous."
Martin held his aunt tighter, "I'm all yours the rest of the night. But, I know what you mean. Every time we started to dance, someone cut in." He looked around, "Come on, what is it you have that all the other girls don't?" He looked down at her, "All the standard features, the basics, no enhancements. I don't get it."
She gently smacked his shoulder, "Silly, it's because I'm new. Those boys have seen all the other girls at least five days a week."
Martin laughed, "I think you've got that backward. These boys have seen a lot more of you that perhaps their own girlfriends. I'll bet they're just seeking their comfort zone, you know the memories of how many times they've held you in their fantasies. Most probably have seen you naked at least a hundred times in their dreams."
Annie ground against the boy, "Ooohhhh, I like that. You know, rather than the usual, 'Great guy, let's get together after graduation,' in your yearbook, you could have them write down their favorite fantasies involving Penny. Now that would make for some good reading." She felt the hardening lump in Marty's pants, "I think you have one or two of your own."
Martin laughed and hearing the song end, he looked around, "I think we better get going. I'll get Drew and Sarah." He looked back, "And don't sell yourself short. I think I counted three girls who will be bragging they touched you there," he slid his hand up and palmed her breast.
"Oh, I was dancing with Kyle. Big guy, by the way, anyhow he was pointing out the girls Craig claims to have taken their cherries. I totally lost count. He laughed about it, thought is was totally cool. Apparently, Craig was thrilled hearing about prima notca."
"Oh great. Just what we need, as if he need another rationale for taking a girl's virginity," Martin sighed.
***********************************************
"This looks great. Marco, I owe you so much for doing this. Dropping everything...This is Marty. He's the one I told you about."
Martin shook the older man's hand, "Yes, thank you. I hope it all works out, but Annie says you couldn't have prepared better."
"So, you're Marty. My girl here never once said she missed this town or her family. Just you. Marty, come to think of it, she rrely talks about her childhood, but when she does, it's Marty this and Marty and I, that." He laughed, "I don't see it. Kidding." He grinned as he turned back to the monitor. "Ok, we have the camera in the ceiling, right over the bed. One on the dresser, there. Another in the closet on the other side, plus one on the TV.
"How's Stella?" Annie asked.
"Relax. Stella's fine." Marco looked at Martin, "Penny's done over 200 shoots and never once looked nervous. This is something I thought I'd never see." He went over to the mini bar and pulled out a couple of bottles of tequila and handed one to Martin and one to Annie. "I was going to say, take two of these and call me in the morning, but it is morning."
"Marco, he's just 18." She reached for the bottle in Martin's hand.
The older man stopped her, "Honey, if what he sees tonight isn't enough to make him a man, a few more years won't matter." He smiled, seeing the young blonde nod then knock down the contents of the bottle. Martin took sips as if tasting it before finally downing his.
***********************************************
In the lobby, Drew and Sarah watched Craig come in with Katerina and with about a dozen other couples. They watched hoping they wouldn't all go into the room to party. He heard the front desk person say loudly, "Sorry Mr. Wilson, we had no idea who you were when you booked your room. I'm comping you the President's Suite on the top floor. If there's anything you need, please call down and we'll take care of it. The elevator to the luxury suites is over there." He pointed to the left looking at the other couples, "I'm sorry, but all your rooms are accessible through the public elevator to the right."
Craig pulled Katerina to his side, holding up his card key and said loudly, "Good to know even a dump like this knows royalty. Kat and I have some celebrating to do. When we're done, I'll give you a call and maybe even invite you up." He guided the redhead possessively towards the elevator.
Drew grinned seeing they weren't all going to go to the same elevator and sent the text. Seeing the rest of Craig's posse all clear out he stood up, "Come on, I'll bet you can't wait to get out of that dress." He pulled the cute brunette to her feet.
"Actually, it's really comfortable, I could wear it all night." Sarah replied, "though, often the suites my dates take me to are always so warm."
"And here you've been telling me for the last month I'll be your first." Drew sighed, "Oh well I should have known...a hot piece of ass like yourself."
"And didn't you instantly get that feeling in your stomach? All the guys love to hear that. Come on, you'll be my first today, I mean tonight...I think." she said, grabbing his ass.
***********************************************
Marco saw Martin give the thumbs up and switched to the camera on the private elevator. "Ok, showtime, here comes your Queen and King. Seriously? He's still wearing the fucking crown?" They watched as soon as the door closed, the boy pull out his cock and not so gently push Katerina to her knees.
Annie was impressed the girl didn't hesitate but took his cock in her mouth. She looked over at Martin and shook her head, "She's acting. This will be over soon." She looked back and nodded, 'Good technique, nice lips, very nice lips.' Annie felt a twinge remembering those lips on hers. She saw the elevator door open and as Kat tried to stand up, Craig grab her head and roughly hump into her mouth before pulling off. They could hear Kat coughing, but she immediately smiled as if it were a joke.
Martin's hands hurt as he found himself making fists the entire time. Hearing Craig's loud guffaw at Kat's choking on his cock made him spin around and head over to the bar and grab another tequila.
They watched as the couple came into the room, Marco reached down and turned up the volume. "This is really nice, isn't it sweetie?" They heard Katerina say as she looked around and all the furnishings, "You think they have anything to drink?"
"I'll bet it's fully stocked, but let's wait. They comped us but they're sure we'll make it up with a $20 bottle of water. What are you doing?" Craig asked seeing Kat lighting all the candles.
"I think it's romantic. Look at all the candles they put in the room." Kat replied as she followed their instructions.
"It's perfect Marco, you're lighting genius." Annie gushed, "When they turn the lights out, the shadows will be perfect.
On the screen, they saw the boy take off all his clothes, but leave the crown on. "Ok, fuck the candles, come over here and continue what you started," Craig ordered, as he stroked his erection.
Martin poked Annie in the side, "Come on, you sure you don't remember squealing with joy when that was inside you?"
Annie smacked Martin in the arm, "How could I forget something as unforgettable as that?" She watched as Katerina dutifully kneel down between the boy's legs. She shook her head, 'how can a guy so underendowed be so fucking arrogant?'
Craig lay back, holding her head. "That's it. Get me nice and hard. You're going to love it. I'll bet you've been looking forward to getting a great fuck tonight. All three holes. That's it, yes. God! You're a great cock-sucker. If only that little faggot Martin could see what a slut his sweet little Kat truly is."
They saw Katerina suddenly stand up and Craig get onto his elbows, "What's the matter baby, do really like that loser?"
The redhead shook her head and grinned, "Just shut up. I just thought you'd have an easier time fucking all my holes if I were actually naked." She unzipped and let her dress fall to the floor. Then, after stepping out if her slip, she reached back and undid her bra, tossing it aside. Even Annie moaned seeing those breasts flop around. "Damn! Those are as good as I've seen." She sighed. They watched as Kat slowly peeled off her panties, put them to her face and to Martin's surprise, look directly at the camera across the room, wink and deeply inhale, then she turned around and gently slapped her ass. She looked again at the camera before facing Craig and cupping her breasts. She then went over and turned off the lights, leaving just the warmth of the flickering candles.
Annie nudged Martin, "I think that was for you." She looked at the tent in his pants and whispered to him, "Want the cameltoe slide again while watching?" She giggled, seeing the boy not blink and just slowly shake his head. She reached down and gently stroked his cock through his pants.
Martin looked how bright it was on the screen, "isn't it really dark in there?
"Actually, it's really quite dark, I have the f-stops wide open." Marco replied, "Don't worry, the light's fine. Notice there's no light on that side and how it creates a warm glow all over the bed."
Craig stood up and pulled the girl into his arms, his hands all over her. "God damn, you are so beautiful. I can't believe you shaved." He said as his hand went between her legs. "Get on the bed. I want to watch you play with your nice pussy."
Martin had to gently push Annie's hand away, "Better stop. I'm sure there's an extra cleaning charge at the rental shop for this sort of thing." He looked at his aunt and saw she was actually getting aroused. Her cheeks were red and chest flushed. He looked back at the screen and saw Kat had crawled up on the bed and spread her legs wide open. Her eyes were locked onto Craig's as she slid a finger up and down her now wet slit.
Marco switched the view to the one overhead and they watched as the beautiful redhead closed her eyes and pulled on a nipple while rubbing her pussy more vigorously. He looked at Annie, "Babe. She's a fucking natural. Are you sure she didn't say she's done this before?"



It looked like she was close to cumming when Craig climbed between her legs, knelt between them and grabbed his cock and drove it into her.
"Fuck me!" Marco spat out, "That was a pussy that was waiting to be eaten." He looked at the boy and Annie, "Am I right?"
"No kidding. That poor girl, I wonder if she's ever had a guy ...or a girl, do that to her. Marty, write that down. Things to ask Kat on your first date." She looked back at the boy thrusting his hips hard into the girl. It didn't seem like Kat was feeling anything at all but it wasn't like she had a chance to get used to him being inside her.
They watch the boy slam one last time inside her and grunt out, "God, yesssss. Here you go baby, uhh, uh, uhhh, uuhhhhh." His hips jerked a few times and he collapsed on top of the redhead who was doing a swim move to get out from under the 210-pound boy.
"God, that poor girl." Annie mumbled, "That had to be the saddest thing I've ever seen." She looked at Marco, "You've shot over a thousand sessions..." She groaned when Marco just shook his head.
"One minute, 29 seconds. Christ!" Marco looked over at Penny, "So, how exactly did he make you squeal?" The man laughed. They saw Katerina finally extricate herself and cupping her pussy, roll her eyes at the camera on the dresser then walk into the darkened bathroom to clean up. "God, that girl has balls!" He sighed, "I think I'm in love."
They watched Craig roll over and look at the time. He began stroking his cock and when Kat appeared out of the shadows, he grinned at her. "You must be feeling great right now. That was a great fuck. You ready to feel my Mr. Right in your ass?"
"Wait, didn't he steal that off a Hallmark card?" Marco laughed, "Damn, I wish we didn't have to cut all this. We'd make a fortune if we marketed this a 'Worst of...'" He laughed. He looked at the boy and stopped laughing, "Sorry, but you have to admit, she's good. Annie here would have drop kicked his balls up his ass."
Kat crawled up on the bed and kissed Craig while stroking his cock, "I promised you. I love how a guy like you can get so hard so fast. I want to feel you go deep into my defenseless backfield." She purred.
Annie snorted seeing the little eel flop around in her hand, "Sorry." She felt for Kat seeing her suck on the soft cock, but when she apparently stuck a finger up his ass, he was instantly hard. She stopped sucking and turned around spooning him, pressing her ass against his erection. They could see he was lining his cock up with her ass when she suddenly got up.
"Wait, I forgot the lube. That might have hurt." She trotted into shadows towards the bathroom.
They watched as she came back and dove onto the boy's cock, obviously working it with her mouth. Then she slid up, lined her ass up with his erection and shoved her ass back onto it. They could see Craig gripping the girl's ass, grunting with every thrust.
"God damn Kat, you should have let me fuck your ass a long time ago. Damn! This feels good. You've got a nice cunt, but you're so much tighter here." His thrusts became more urgent when he reached around to grab a tit. It appeared as though he hesitated but immediately returned to slamming back into that ass, lasting a lot longer since he'd just come. "Take my cock up your ass. You love being my little slut, don't you? I'll bet your really wet now." He slid his hand down to her pussy and stopped.
"Marty, Marco, get ready to go over there. We don't want anyone hurt." Annie urged.
Marco clicked over to the dresser cam and saw Craig look over Stella's shoulder, his hand still on her/his cock.
"Ok, who are you?" Craig asked beginning to stroke the cock, "I'm not complaining since you really do have a great ass."
Stella reached around, sticking out his hand, "I'm Stella, Kat's cousin. She was scared about anal and asked me for advice. I told her I'd come out of the bullpen if she chickened out, and oooooh, I'm glad she did. Her loss. You have a great cock." He pulled his ass forward and got on his hands and knees. "Come on. I like it better like this. "Ok, big boy. Come on and fuck the shit out of little ole me."
Craig grinned and knelt behind that ass, lined up his cock and pushed in. As soon as he was buried in his ass, he began pounding hard into him while reaching around, stroking that cock. "Uhhh, uhh, uhh God damn. Do you live near here?" He asked.
"No, sorry. I'm from out of town. Just for the weekend. You're good. You've done this before." Stella grunted.
"Hmmm, uh huh, yes. I'm close." Craig groaned.
"Damn, I wanted you to be my first." Stella sighed, "but keep fucking my ass and stroking my dick and I'll get over it. Oh yes, that feels really nice. Older man or someone your age?"
"Shut up, I'm trying to concentrate. Uh, uh, Older man. My football coach, actually. Your skin is so much softer, your ass so much tighter. I love your tits." Craig bent over, grabbing a breast while pounding into that ass harder and harder. His face contorted, almost like he was in pain before gasping and falling forward onto the man's back, hips jerking as he was obviously cumming inside Stella. He pulled out and rolled off onto his stomach. "Oh my God, that was great, Where's Kat? I need her to clean me off."
The three looked at each other, shaking their heads. "Ok, that I didn't see coming, wait, what the fuck?"
Kat came out of the bathroom holding out the tube of gel and handed it to Stella before putting on all her clothes. They watched as Kat got dressed, shaking her head as Craig eagerly lifted up his hips letting Stella lube up his ass. "Bye Craig. It was fun, and oh, thanks for inviting me to prom. Stella, I assume I'll see you back at the house?"
"Wait, you can't tell anyone about this. I mean no one." Craig begged.
"My lips are sealed, besides, who'd believe me." She reached into her purse, "You know, this is yours. You earned it. By the way, we're no longer a thing." She tossed the tiara on the bed, opened the door and left.
Martin opened the door and hugged Katerina, "Oh my God, you were amazing." He looked at her, "Are you alright? I was really worried he might freak out. We were all ready..."
"Relax. Kat knew what she was doing." Annie said, "Come here you little slut! I'm so in love with you right now." She turned her head seeing what the redhead was staring at.
Craig's face was buried in the pillow, wearing the tiara, his ass up getting pounded by Stella's hard cock. Stella looked so happy wearing the crown. "I'm sure we can blur Stella's and Katerina's faces," she mumbled. They tried to look away, but couldn't.
Annie cried out, "Holy shit!" as Stella pulled out and quickly moved to Craig's face, expecting to just cum on the boy's face, but Craig immediately wrapped his lips around the man's cock and sucked hard. Craig looked delighted tasting cum in his mouth.
"Ok, I think we can safely say what we got exceeded our expectations. I'm going to close up, get everything packed." Marco looked at Martin, Annie, and Katerina. "Go. I've got this. I'll keep an eye on Stella just to be sure, but I might be watching all night. On the screen, they saw Craig, spooning Stella, fondling his fake boobs kissing the back of his neck.
Kat turned towards the door, "Christ, I'm leaving. I'm going to have to boil my body to cleanse it. Marco, thank you so much. Annie, Marty, have a great rest of the night."
Annie came over and slipped an arm around the beautiful redhead, "Fuck that. We have the entire top floor. Marty and I have some stress to work off, but not as much as you do. Do you really think we'd let you be alone after that? I think I can safely say that Marty would be thrilled if you could join us down the hall." She looked at the young girl who looked like she might break down, "Or, if you just want to cool out, it's got three bedrooms, but no way are you going to be alone, so grab one. Drew and Sarah are already there, I hope they left us the master."
She looked at her nephew and back at Annie, "I'd love to, but, thanks. I'd just be in the way."
"Wait. You go, I'm escorting you back." Martin held up his hand, "I cannot believe the strength it took to do what you did and frankly," he looked apologetically at Annie, "I'm not leaving you alone."
"Nor I. I hope your parents will be Ok if we stay in your room tonight," Annie said.
Kat looked at the two, "I'd be a third wheel, I'll stay on the other bedroom."
Annie looked apologetically at Martin, "Maybe you should stay in the spare bedroom. You saw that beautifully shaved pussy, didn't you?"
"You know, that makes sense, I saw you guys kiss earlier this week. I think I saw something there." He started for the door, "I can just jerk off to some porn, any suggestions?"
"Damn it! Ok, I'd love to come back. In the same bedroom. I'm not going to get in the way if you guys...you know." Katerina sighed.
Annie looked at Martin, "You Ok with this? She is a prime piece of meat."
"I don't know. She's a great cock-sucker, great fuck, great tits, but tiny ass." He laughed, "Kidding, definitely top sirloin. Anyhow, it's a good thing you're staying, Annie here is not used to being alone with a man."
Annie started to protest, then stopped, "Come to think of it, there are always a lot of people around when I fuck. What's up with that?" She took Kat's arm, "I have this sudden desire to screw a prom queen. Can you go get that tiara back?"
"Not going back in there. I hope to never see that boy again. Wait, Martin, you reminded me of what Craig said. Totally forgot. I'm sorry, I can't go with you. Craig told a boy once he'd done me, he could have me. Did you recognize who that was?" Kat asked.
"Oh yeah, that was Kyle, you know the defensive tackle, the really big one. What is he 6' 7"? We should call him." Martin took out his phone.
"Oh, come on, you two, play it again, he said 'once I've popped her anal cherry, you can have her.'" She looked at Katerina, "I'm pretty sure if it goes to court we've got footage showing that never happened."
"Ok, but...ever wonder if, you know, if certain things are proportionately larger?" Kat looked thoughtful as she was led out of the suite.
Marco grinned seeing the three leave. He thought back five years ago when he first met Annie. Best girl ever. He couldn't believe how relaxed she was. She sat on the couch answering all his questions. Standing up instantly, pulling off her clothes, with those huge creamy breasts bouncing free. So unlike most of the other girls who unconsciously covered their breasts with their arms, she flung her arms out to the side and slowly spun around. No hesitation when he asked if she masturbated, she instantly demonstrated how. If she liked sucking cock, on her knees immediately...her lips wrapped around his cock...how great that felt. But when she got on top riding him, grinding against him, her massive breasts bouncing...he looked at his huge hands and sighed, 'Best feeling ever.'
***********************************************
Across town, Peter held the door for Sherry and followed her into the suite. He put down her bag and went over to get the wine.
Sherry looked around "This is really nice." She looked at her only boyfriend, "You outdid yourself."
Peter handed her a glass, "It is nice." He paused, "I'm sorry, I can't get the thought of you and that fucking prick out of my head." He said softly as he put his glass down."
Sherry looked sadly at the love of her life. "I'll go, this was just a bad idea." She put her glass down, "At least stay and enjoy the room. I'll call a cab."
Peter grabbed her and hugged her close, "No. I'm sorry, it just hurts so bad." He held her a while before pulling away and looking at her. "I need to know, was it a groupie thing? Did he force you? I just need to know. I cannot wrap my head around it since we are always together. Every night. We either go out or we're studying."
Sherry led Peter over to the bed, "Not every night. Remember last winter when you blew me off to go play poker?" She saw him sit up straighter and nod, "I was pissed, really pissed. You made up some excuse like you'd get to play poker with the guys on the team, that we'd have plenty of nights to go out. I wanted to kill you, I was so pissed. So, I'm at home, fuming, when Craig dropped by asking for help with Calculus, so I was happy not to be thinking about you blowing me off. I really got into explaining the formulas, letting him lean closer against me when he kissed me." She looked down at her hands, "I let him. Hell, I would have let anyone kiss me I felt so mad." She looked at that angry face, "You know what happened."
"No, I don't. What is it with girls, anyway? 'We kissed, one thing led to another.' I'm sorry, what thing led to what? First, you made the choice to let him kiss you, I got that. Then what? What did the kiss lead to?"
Sherry felt like crying, in fact, she had to blot tears carefully so as to not ruin her mascara. "It led to this boy stroking my back, telling me how strange it was that I'd be alone on a Saturday night. It led to his hands under my tee shirt, then on my breasts. I was alone, so I didn't bother with a bra. I don't remember if I took off my shirt, or he did, but he was playing with my breasts, sucking on my nipples..." She tried to stop the tears but couldn't. "You know what happened." She said angrily.
"No, I don't. I'm waiting for you to say he raped you, or at least held you down...or that you willingly opened your legs."
"He didn't force me. I don't know how my jeans got undone, but I had to have helped, then he started fingering me." She looked at Peter, no longer crying, "I'm sorry, but you'd never done that and I wanted him to stop...to keep going. I even grabbed his wrist to push him away, but it felt so good, I held his hand against me." She put her head in her hands, then looked up. "Yes, I let him pull off my jeans. I saw his cock and I lay back and opened my legs. I actually guided him in. I'm sorry, I wish it never happened."
Peter looked at his girlfriend and sighed, "Ok, Fuck! Stupid me. I just wanted to know."
"Wait, ask me if I enjoyed it." Sherry looked at Peter, "I didn't. It hurt. A lot. And it lasted about 30 seconds."
"Really? Or are you just saying that?" Peter asked.
"No, I'm being 100% honest. He just shoved his cock inside me and came. That was it. He pulled out, kissed me on my forehead, pulled on his pants, thanked me for the Calculus help and left." She started to cry again, "I lost my virginity, and that's how I'll always remember it."
Peter hugged her close, but then suddenly stood up, "Wait, the night I played poker? That fucker!"
"What? Who? Craig? What did you think of?" The girl looked up
"Shit, I'm such a fucking idiot. I was played, you were played...we were played." He stopped and pulled Sherry to her feet, "Kyle came up to me that Friday and asked if I'd want to fill in for Craig. He said Craig had a meeting with a recruiter, or coach or something and playing with four would suck." After rubbing his face roughly, he looked at the only girl he ever loved, "I'm sorry. What happened was my fault. I was so eager to be invited to play poker with the cool kids, I thought you'd understand, but Craig knew you'd be pissed. I wonder how many other girls he used the same ploy on." He kissed his girlfriend hard, "God, I'm so sorry. Wait, do you really have a tattoo, a heart?" He watched as she held up a finger and stood in front of him.
"You have no idea how often I wanted to show you this." She said.
The boy watched intently, knowing he was about to see, touch, taste what he'd been longing to get at for years.
Sherry dropped her dress to the floor, then reached behind and unclipped her bra. She felt a pleasant tightness in her stomach as she pulled down her slip and stood in front of the boy in her white thong. She then slowly pulled that down her legs then stood back up proudly.
Peter looked at the little pink heart. He peered closer and saw his initials, PM in red. He looked up at Sherry, tears in his eyes, "When did you get this? Why didn't you ever tell me?"
"Remember when we were going to, you know, do it last New Years? But we could never get away from all our friends, then we were just too tired? Anyhow, I went with Sarah a couple of weeks before. It was going to be a late Christmas present." She stroked the boy's face. "I love you so much."
Peter ran his fingers around the heart, "Did it hurt?" Seeing her nod, "Then I'd better kiss it and make it better."
Peter pressed his lips right next to her mons, feeling her heat, sensing the tangy aroma of her arousal and one thing led to another...
***********************************************
Martin tapped on the bedroom door. When Drew opened it, he saw the boy standing in his boxers, a satisfied grin on his face. "Thanks, Drew. We did it!" Martin gave his friend a high-five, "Hey Sarah, I hope this didn't ruin your dream of what prom was all about." He looked at the happy looking girl under the sheets. "Well, I guess I'll leave you two alone. Whatever you need sent up, it's on us." He closed the door and headed down the hall to the master. He stopped, seeing the two most beautiful girls he'd ever seen, kissing. Annie's hand was in Kat's hair, Kat was passionately stroking Annie's back.
Seeing Martin, they broke off, "Sorry, we thought we'd start without you." Annie glanced down at the tent in the boy's pants and laughed, "Wow, how many times have I seen that tonight?" She pulled Martin closer and kissed him. She then turned his face to Katerina's. "She likes you." She saw the corner of the redhead's mouth turn up hearing that. Then she pushed the two together and saw both grind against each other, hands roaming farther. Suddenly, Kat pulled away.
"Wait," she looked down at the boy's crotch, "Seriously? At first, it felt really nice, but then I thought it was a joke, you put something down your pants." She looked at the nodding, grinning blonde. "Oh wow." She suddenly backed away.
"Relax, he'll be really gentle," Annie explained.
Katerina pulled off her dress, "No, it's not that." She saw the two looking at her and shrugged, "I'm pretty sure any sense of modesty I once had is gone, but I have to get a certain slimy feeling off of me. Inside, I'm Lady Macbeth but not just rubbing my hands."
Both watched as the beautiful girl got naked and unabashedly walked into the bathroom. "You know, it does have two showerheads and is quite roomy," Martin said.
Kat felt the water blast against her face. She opened her mouth wishing she'd be able to forget the taste for Craig's cock. She heard the stall door open and saw Annie come in and turn on the other shower head.
"I was thinking you might need some help." She took the soap and washcloth from the girl. "I really am jealous of this body." She said softly, "God, these are nice." Her hands slid over the girl's breasts.
Katerina allowed the beautiful blonde to soap up every part of her body, even letting her put her foot on the ledge so she could give her a thorough douching.
"That's the best I can do without the proper equipment." Annie stood up and hugged the girl, "I have rarely touched a more beautiful woman. I never liked it when redheads are clean down here, but your pussy is too pretty to cover up. Shall we go make Marty happy?"
"Wait," Kat said and she finished rinsing, "I'm not sure I can...you know, if that will fit." She stroked her pussy nervously. "How did you get that inside you?"
"I haven't. Um, I guess I should tell you the truth. Marty is my nephew. I've known him since he was born. In fact, I was the first to hold him. The Dr. handed him to me and when I looked down at that face, it was love at first sight. We grew up together as more brother and sister, or best friends. So, it just doesn't seem right if we were to screw."



"That makes no sense. You love him. Express that love. Sorry, not buying it, most of your videos are incestuous, this seems right in your wheelhouse."
"I knew you were going to say that, but in my films, none of the actors are related. Plus, I haven't seen Marty in five years. When my parents found out I did porn, the disowned me." She stroked the girl's face, "I guess they called me when you..."
"To rub my face in that stupid, stupid choice I made." Kat covered her face with her hands.
Annie grabbed a towel and began drying off the girl, "Look at it this way, you have a great chance to make him forget all about that."
Katerina took the towel away and kissed Annie, "God, here I am being pampered by Penny Nichols...I mean, wait until I tell my friends." She laughed, then looked serious, "It's not the fantasy I've had about you."
"I'll bet it's with my tongue inside you. Women tell me all the time that's what they fantasize about."
"You know the video when you catch your mom and your boyfriend in the kitchen and the three of you end up on the floor in the dining room?"
"Hannah Drake and Aaron Farr. She really is beautiful. Sure, I know that one, you want to catch Marty and me fucking?" Annie asked as they hung up the towels. "Then while I'm getting pounded by Marty, you force me to lick your cunt?" She didn't think those hard nips could get any harder, but she saw them crinkle and poke out a bit more.
"No, I want you to force me to lick your...cunt, while Martin, pounds me..." She turned bright red and continued softly, "punishes me for hurting him. I really need this."
"Ok, now I'm really wet. You're not kidding?" She touched those soft lips and when they opened slipped her fingers inside her mouth, "I'd love to have this mouth on my cunt."
"Wait, you never had sex with him? Does that mean Martin is a virgin? He seems so self-assured." She saw the blonde nod, "Oh, wow. I'm not going to be his first. You are...yes you are. Fuck the fact you're his aunt. Do you love him? He wants you to be his first and you want him to..."
"I do, but Christ, he really does have a beautiful cock." She shook her head, "I can't. I don't know." She looked thoughtful, "I can, but I know he wants you more."
Martin looked over as the girls came out of the bathroom and stood up, "I heard you guys having fun." He looked at the pink flesh, "I should have joined you."
"You're dressed?" Annie blurted out, "I assumed we'd be greeted by the nice sight of a naked man on the bed. She ran over and began pulling off his clothes, "Kat, get your tiny ass over her and let's get him naked."
Martin never thought that even in his wildest dreams that Katerina, totally naked, would be eagerly yanking off his pants, but there she was, breasts bouncing around. And there was Annie, also naked, pulling off his shirt. In no time he was totally exposed and he saw Kat stop and stare. "I know you guys have something planned, but can I ask that Kat bring that gorgeous pussy up here so I can taste it?"
The redhead stopped and gently ran her hand across the bruised ribs, then crawled up carefully and swung her leg over her friend's face. At first, she didn't know what to expect, but as the boy explored all around her crotch, she relaxed. "That feels really nice, but it's me that should be doing that to you, Ah!" she gasped as that fat tongue begin to narrow down the explorations. She closed her eyes and found her hips moving on their own in response, her hands mauling her breasts. "Oh wow! Oh my God!" Kat squirmed, her hips moving more and more rapidly. She looked down at the fat cock and making sure not to lose contact with the first tongue to ever lick her twat, leaned down and licked the plump head, then sucked it into her mouth. She was amazed how her jaw hurt trying to open wide enough. She'd only had Craig's dick in her mouth previously and he told her it was big, but that was more like a pencil compared to this. She groaned when Martin began flicking his tongue against her clit and found it hard to concentrate on trying to fit that cock in her mouth.
"I got this," Annie said, "He's good, isn't he? I said we never fucked, not that we never did other things." Annie kissed Kat before she wrapped her lips around the boy's cock and began bobbing her head on it. She loved the way the boy responded, subtly humping against her mouth. She listened to the girl gasping and looked up at her, "Tell me that's not the first time you've had your pussy eaten..."
Kat was pulling on her nipples, her hips rapidly twerking. She nodded, "Wow, I've never felt anything close to this. So much stimulus." She looked at Annie, "Ok, I need to cum, but I'm holding off until I see that cock disappear up between your legs. No, do it, please. I cannot hold off much longer." She pulled the blonde up, "And I want my first ever orgasm with a boy to be with his cock inside me."
Martin listened to the talk and felt a huge rush knowing he was the first to lick her pussy, then he heard Kat order Annie to fuck him. The girl of his dreams wanting to cum on his cock! She'd never got off at all, with Craig? He reassessed his earlier wildest dreams thought. This was so much better. He felt the cool air of his wet cock and felt the bed shifting. He felt Katerina climb off his face and looked down as Kat gripped his cock and lined it up with Annie's pussy.
"Oh fuck!" Annie gasped as the first 3 inches popped inside her, "it's official, this is the biggest thing I've had inside me, wait." She slid off a little, then lowered herself gingerly. "Kat, Christ, you might be hurting if all you ever had was Craig's little weenie."
"You mean 'Mr. Right.' I am so embarrassed." Katerina sighed.
Martin was actually close to cumming, but after seeing Craig blow his wad so fast, he had to be better, had to last longer. He was fascinated seeing his aunt's chest and face fully flushed, her breathing getting less ragged. His cock felt almost like it was in a vise, albeit a silky smooth, warm vise. As he tried to savor the feeling of his first vagina, the intense pleasure, feeling the almost non-stop eroticism of the entire night, he needed to distract himself, but it was seeing the apparent pain his aunt was in that tempered his pleasure the best. He was about to pull her off and tell her it wasn't worth it (a total lie) when her face relaxed and a look of pleasure took over.
"Ok, now that's better," she said as she raised herself up and lowered herself onto at least half his cock. She leaned over and kissed Kat hungrily, raising and lowering herself more and more, higher and deeper as she felt the most pleasure she'd ever had from a cock. "Mmmmmmmm, mmmm" she moaned into the redhead's mouth. Her cunt was stretched to the max, her clit scraping against the shaft, her breast being mauled by those small hands.
Kat had one hand on Annie's breast, another stroking her ass, feeling her glutes flex more and more rapidly and got an incredible rush touching another woman while she climaxed.
Annie fell forward and torqued her pelvis against that massive rod as her body was wracked with waves of such intensity screaming through her she thought she'd pass out. She heard a stranger's guttural grunts until she blushed further realizing they were hers. At last, the orgasmic agony faded, and she collapsed onto her nephew. She recalled with some shame, her attempts on film to fake orgasms. How lame they now sounded. Her first thought was to have Marco play it back later, then remembered where she was. "Oh my God!" She panted, "I thought I loved you before, but now I need a new word for it." She turned her head to the flushed looking redhead and hugged the boy, "Mine!" She giggled. "Thank you, though I think I knew I'd have to have this inside me when I first saw it." With an effort, she pushed herself up and looked down at the boy. "Ok, I think your friend here needs this. Look at her, I think she'll cum if you just touch her pussy."
Kat shook her head, "No, he wants to cum inside you. Look how he's moving his hips."
"But, if we do what you want, I'll be..." Annie protested.
"You'll be even more beautiful. Now get on your back and spread 'em, Martin is tired of us chatting." Kat said, her chest and face flushed with excitement.
"That's right, more fucking, less chatting." He laughed, "Another Hallmark card." He eagerly groaned as Annie pulled him over on top of her and opened her legs wide. He had no need of encouragement as he began pulling way out and sliding into that heavenly tunnel. He almost laughed wondering if that's where Tunnel of Love came from, an evocative play on words. He loved pounding into her harder and harder seeing her breasts bounce with every thrust.
Kat leaned down and sucked a nipple into her mouth and heard Annie gasp as she came again. She grabbed the other breast, rapidly flicking her tongue on the rubbery nipple while feeling the girl thrash under her. Just as she felt the blonde come down she heard Martin give a cry and try to pull out, but Annie had reached down and grabbed his ass.
The boy arched his back, pushing his pelvis hard against his aunt's crotch and felt himself flooding that tight womb with spurt after spurt after spurt.
Annie looked at the shocked redhead and nodded as she welcomed all that sperm into her cunt. When the boy finally collapsed, falling diagonally across the blonde, she smiled at Kat, "You asked for it."
Martin looked over and groaned, "I haven't felt this spent since Coach had us do all those laps. My God, that felt good." He slowly pulled his hips back, extricating his cock from that incredible gripping hole.
Kat leaned over and began licking the semi-hard cock and when Martin told her that she didn't have to do this, she pushed him back and climbed between his legs. She didn't mind the taste, in fact, the salty, tangy taste with the pungent smell was incredibly arousing. She soon had all the juices cleaned and his cock in her mouth. 'Incredible! He just came five minutes ago and now feel it pulse larger in my mouth,' she thought. She stroked with both hands while taking three, maybe four inches between her lips. She loved how his hips pushed gently back, how his hand felt on her dangling tit, when, "Mmmmmmppphhhh," she felt Annie move behind her and begin licking her pussy. Instinctively she opened her legs and arched her back opening herself up even more. She knew she was going to cum soon so she pulled Martin's cock out of her mouth. "I need you to fuck me now. Annie, bring your cunt over here, I need to taste you while your nephew punishes my poor little pussy."
Martin didn't hesitate and in no time he was behind that incredible ass. He slapped his cock against her pussy as he'd seen in the video with his mom. He had thought it might have been acting, but when he slapped a fifth time and pressed against that swollen slit and his head gently spread her labia, he saw Kat reach back, grab his ass and pull him into her. 'Oh yes!' He thought, 'So fucking tight!'
Kat could not believe how fat that cock was inside her. She'd been forced to watch videos of girls taking two cocks in the pussies and always just felt sorry for them. They never looked comfortable and she was sure she had the same look on her face. 'How could Annie have taken this?' But, Martin seemed to take it slow, stopping, letting her assimilate the invading snake and soon her pussy relaxed...still tight but the semi-searing pain was fading and replaced with a growing feeling of pleasure. She began responding to his thrusts and went back to licking and swallowing the plentiful fluids from the blonde's cunt.
Annie stroked the girl's hair, watched the impact waves shoot across her ass cheeks and marveled how much more easily Katerina took the entire length than she did. 'Oh God, she's hitting the clit harder...cumming again...' "Oh fuck, girl, you're...shiiit. Uhh, uhhhh, uhhh. Yessss." She flopped back, gently easing the redhead's mouth off her tender cunt.
Kat looked back at Martin, "Fuck me. I mean really fuck me. Remember how I hurt you by going to prom with Craig? I need you to punish me, punish my cunt...Oh, yes, that's it." She buried her face in the mattress between Annie's legs, stuck her ass up higher and felt that fat cock slam into her over and over until she gleefully exploded.
Martin gripped the girl's ass hard, driving his cock into her as hard as he could. He heard her gasps and grunts, felt her pelvis grind back against him feeling her orgasm. No way could any night in his life be better than this. The way the girl he'd dreamt about for years eagerly ground her pussy on his cock, how she begged him to fuck her hard. Her body finally went limp, so he slowed down his fucking and let himself be flopped on his side, spooning the panting, sweating girl. He wanted the feeling to go on forever as he reached around her, and under her to grab her breasts. He heard Kat softly moan with every thrust and just as he was about to cum, he heard her soft voice, "I do love you."
Kat felt the boy's cock pulse, his hips pump urgently against her as he came inside her. She felt the jets splash against her cervix, stunned when he finally was spent. She turned her head and looked at him. "Wow, I thought you drowned Annie, but Christ! How much have you been storing up?" She kissed him tenderly, "and sorry I said...you know, that was way too early to say that."
"God, Kat, I love you too," he kissed her again, tasting his and Annie's fluids and didn't care. They lay together, Martin exploring those breasts he so long admired, Kat feeling safe feeling Martin's warmth pressed against her back. His strong hands feeling so gentle on her chest.
***********************************************
Martin looked up hearing the girls coming out of the bathroom. He marveled at the amazing sight. Both girls looking flush, clean, glowing from the fucking and the rinsing off. Their skin so flawless, both with absolutely perfect bodies. This still seemed so surreal, so far beyond any fantasies he'd ever had, he idly stroked his bruised ribs wondering I he got knocked out and when he wakes up, none of this really happened.
Katerina grabbed the undershirt he was holding, "Thanks, I was wondering what to wear. We're ordering room service." The girl pulled on the white shirt and spun around. "I like it, soft, warm." She pulled up the material revealing that nice ass and pussy, held it to her face and took a deep breath. "Smells just like you. Can I keep this?"
Martin watched as the two girls claimed his dress shirt and undershirt. "What am I going to wear?" He looked around. He grabbed his boxers when Annie tossed them to him.
"We were going to keep you naked, but I guess you can wear those. Come on, let's call up breakfast." Annie said.
Drew and Sarah were under a blanket, curled up on the couch watching a movie, "Hey, we were going to get dressed and go down to get breakfast...Oh wow." Drew said, his eyes glued to the two girls, obviously wearing just the shirts. "Never mind, Sar, I just remembered. We have to, you know, do the thing we were going to do before breakfast."
They could see Sarah's hand stroking the boy's cock under the blanket and chuckled seeing them jump up and head back into their bedroom. Martin grinned, "You know Annie. Not germane to anything, but Drew told me he and Sarah often act out a scene from one of your videos. I haven't seen it, but apparently you burst in on your parents saying you had a nightmare."
"That's so nice" Annie smiled slyly, "I'm guessing you are Ok with me seeking comfort from the monsters chasing me?"
"It's a thought. A growing girl like you really needs her sleep, as much sleep as you can get," Martin replied while looking over at the bedroom door.
Annie looked down at herself and over at Kat and Marty, "Can I leave you two kids alone? Mal told me I'd act as date and chaperone tonight." She came over and kissed her nephew and Kat, then turned towards the bedroom.
Drew was humping against Sarah's mouth getting ready to ask her to get on her hands and knees when the door opened. "Daddy, mommy, I'm scared. There were monsters..." He heard a small, quivering voice say.
"Come here darling, you just had a nightmare. Your daddy and I will make you feel better. Come lie down between us. You're safe now." Sarah said. She looked excitedly at Drew, "Come on dear, she really needs to be held. Oh, honey, it's much too warm for that heavy shirt."
***********************************************
Martin and Katerina grinned at each other. "So, I guess we could finish watching the movie since it might be a while until we order room service," the boy said.
"I'm thinking we could finish watching the movie, play cards. Oh, I get it now. You wanted to get me alone. Wow! Pretty presumptuous for a science geek thinking he has a chance with the prom queen." She pushing him back onto the couch and straddled his waist. "You think because I blurted out 'I love you.' In the heat of the moment that you have a prayer getting into my pants?" She pressed her bare twat against that pipe. "Hell, you want to fuck the prom queen, you know, to brag to all your friends when you never even asked me to dance, even once?"
"I wouldn't tell, I mean, I never hide anything from Drew or Adam, but that would be it. Oh, my mom. We have an understanding. Also, it would hurt my chances with the girls if I posted it on Facebook, but I swear, that would be it. Plus, I can't get into your pants since you're not wearing any." He commented, stroking that tight ass. "And, I think that unofficially you abdicated, and Craig is now de-facto prom queen." He pulled the undershirt off the girl, "I guess if you're going to be like that, I want my shirt back." He stared at those huge breasts, "I was going to ask if I could suck on your royal nipples, but you'll just say no."
Kat pulled the boy's face to her breast, "We allow kowtowing and kissing the ring." She sighed, feeling the boy nibbling on the sensitive nub. She lifted herself up and fished out that huge rod, "Don't get any ideas, I'm just doing this because it's bruising my pelvis."
Martin grinned against that plump mass of breast as he felt his cock slide back into the velvety channel. He listened to her moans as she was stretched out more and more. He felt her ass flex each time she raised up and lowered herself farther onto his shaft.
"Ok, your thing down there was getting annoying, that is so much better," she said softly, "Like I said, don't get any ideas...except that one...that's Ok," she moaned feeling his hand grab her unattended breast. She increased the pace, amazed how high she can go with the boy still inside her, but she was baffled that she could take all that inside her. 'Where does it all go? I almost feel like he's causing damage, but Christ! This is incredible.'
The boy attacked that hardened nipple in his mouth while gripping her great ass when she buried her face in his neck and grunted that she was cumming. He couldn't get over how strong her legs were, how tightly she clung to him as she came. He heard her cry out, Oh God!" over and over as she writhed on top of him. Finally, she sat up and looked at him, "Oh wow. That was even better than earlier, I hope it always gets better, I'd love to find out." She slowly pumped on his cock, "Tell me what you want. I decided to let you have ideas after all." She said as she stroked his face, "I mean it. Anything."
Martin looked at that face he'd admired, "I want to kiss you. I want to cum inside you while kissing you," he replied, "Then I want you to order breakfast." He laughed.
Kat dove onto his face, kissing him hungrily as he pounded into her. In a matter of minutes, she felt him grunting into her mouth and she welcomed the flood of the boy's sperm into her pussy. After what seemed like a full minute, she felt him stop cumming inside her.



Martin's balls ached after cumming so many times in one night, but looking at the beautiful girl, he had no doubt if she wanted to...
Kat reluctantly pulled herself off the long snake and climbed off the couch, cupping her hand over her pussy. "I'm going to clean up, unless you want this back, too," she said looking at the shirt.
After cleaning up, Kat came back in, "Ok, first task done, what do you want for breakfast."
Martin laughed, "I am impressed. You remembered. Pancakes. I love pancakes and I know Annie does also. Hell, I know Drew does since he's been over many times."
After calling down, Kat came over and sat down still naked, picking up the undershirt. "Can I borrow the shirt again?" She saw the boy obviously considering something, "Oh God. I've seen that face. Remember what you did to Sally's science experiment? Ok, spill it."
Martin stood up and peeled off his boxers. "Let's see how daring you are." He looked at the naked beauty in front of him, "If we hear a female voice saying room service, I'll answer the door naked. If it's a guy..."
"No, I can't do that. Hell, in a small town like this, every guy has been to the games, has seen me cheer..." The girl protested.
"And has already seen you naked in their dreams, plus you'll be off to college in the fall. Anyhow, I didn't recognize anyone when we checked in. I'm sure they staffed this hotel with people from all over, you know, to service the national park. I saw no locals." He patted her leg, "but if you're too scared, yes, borrow the shirt," he said.
Kat tossed the shirt back down, "It better be a woman." She began stroking Martin's cock.
"Wait, don't do that" the boy protested but did not remove her hand.
"Not scared, are you? Ashamed to really give the woman a show?" Katerina giggled. Soon she found herself being kissed, her pussy being stroked as they tried to get each other fully aroused for room service.
They were so wrapped up, they jumped hearing the knock. They looked at each other waiting for the voice. When the knock came a second time, they both went over and looked out. "Guy," Martin whispered as he ran back to the couch, pulling on his boxers before ducking around the corner. He giggled seeing Kat flip him off then turn to open the door.
She looked at the 55 to 60-year-old man and smiled at him as she saw the cart piled high, "Sorry, I was just about to shower, come on in. That smells really good," she turned and walked towards the dining room table, "I hate to impose, but can you help me set out the dishes?" She looked towards the living room and couldn't see Martin. 'Bastard, I'll get him back.' She muttered.
Henry Fowler had been in the hotel business for 40 plus years and had his share of stories, but this one topped all. He almost choked seeing the body on the girl who opened the door. He almost pushed the cart in and got out as quickly as possible, but he couldn't keep his eyes off her amazing assets. How could those tits be so huge and not sag? How could any girl have such a perfect ass, but seeing that shaved pussy was what caused the discomfort in his pants. He's seen girls in porn completely bare, but the only pussy he'd seen live was on his wife and she hadn't done much grooming down there. He rolled the cart into the dining area, "Miss, it would be my pleasure."
Kat found herself getting into being ogled while setting the table, and could hear his soft moan when she bent over to pick up a napkin that dropped. She took the bill and signed, then pantomimed feeling for a wallet by slapping her ass, "I'm sorry, I don't have money with me to give you a tip. Can I add it to the tab? I mean, I want to make sure you're rewarded for your trouble."
"No need, miss. I think we're fine, this was no trouble at all." Henry said as he started to back the cart out.
"No, that's not right. This is how you earn your living. Can you hang on a second?" Kat went to the bedroom door and knocked. "Penny, do you have any cash, we need to tip the nice man who brought us breakfast. Oh good, you guys look like you're done." Kat held the door open for the girl.
Henry's jaw dropped seeing a girl who looked just like his favorite video star come out of the room, also completely naked and walk over to him. 'She said Penny. It has to be Penny Nichols.' He thought. He tried to hide the tent behind the cart, but he was too tall.
"I have a fifty, I hope that's enough," Penny said, "Smells like pancakes. That's perfect." She came around and hugged the older man, "You're a lifesaver. I am so starving." She handed him the bill, "Is this Ok?"
"It's perfect. Thank you. Please call down when you need this cleared." He looked over as a third naked girl came down the hall and wished he could come up with an excuse to stay, but found himself staring at the beautiful brunette with jutting breasts and great ass entering the dining area. "Um, enjoy your breakfast," He spun around feeling like he was going to burst through his pants. As he closed the door and headed down the hall, he pulled out his phone, "Hey Doris, would it be alright if we postpone dinner with your parents? Yeah, it's short notice, but I just want to be with you tonight, you know, maybe I'll pick up Italian...Great, Love you."
***********************************************
"It's been a week. It's your call," Annie said, "If it were up to me, I would have released the video."
Katerina shook her head, "I just think no matter how much an asshole he was, how badly he hurt Martin, this would be like dropping a nuke in retaliation for getting hit by a stone," she fingered the thumb drive. "Martin, what would you do?"
"I'm not mad at him anymore. But there has to be a way to put him in his place. What he did to all those girls. Sherry isn't the only one you know. If we send him this, tell him we'll release it if he doesn't stop...Yeah, bad idea. I agree. Bruised ribs are nothing compared to ruining the guy's life. I'd keep it around and use it if there's an actual need."
Drew suddenly piped up, "Guys, check out the news on your phones." He looked at their faces, "Speak of the devil."
Annie grabbed her iPhone and browsed, "Found it. We've obtained footage of 5-Star QB Craig Wilson who is committed to State this fall in an unusual after prom tryst. It's best to show the security footage released by the Munson Resort. Here you can see the boy enter the elevator and even though we had to blur out what the unidentified girl is doing, well, anyhow, that was around midnight. You can see the couple enter the suite. Note the time, an hour later the young lady leaves and there's no video of anyone entering. This is just after 9." They saw Craig come out with Stella, dressed in a cocktail dress.
The camera switched to the couple in front of the elevator, "So you can plainly see this is not the same girl, but keep watching. Yes, we have to blur this, but I hear there are a few dozen websites with the unedited copy of this. That's right, you can see our star QB on his knees pulling up her dress and, I guess you all can see I should have said 'his' dress. There's a lot more since after getting on, they paused the elevator. Please go to our website and you can click on the full, though edited video. On a related note, State issued a statement that Wilson's scholarship status is unchanged. Quote: What happens between the covers has no bearing on how we value a boy's actions between the lines. unquote. Daryl?" Annie looked at Kat, "I told Marty that we call your assets 'Money-makers,' but that's nothing compared to what you are holding in your hand." She looked around. "Man, that sure was fucked up. Are we going to head out to the lake?" She saw them all get up and strip down to change into their biking gear. She admired her nephews body for the umpteenth time, "Oh, did you ask them?"
"Oh yeah, Sarah, Drew, you joining us at the cabin this weekend?" Martin asked. He looked over at Annie and Katerina, who both nodded.
"Is it going to be clothing optional?" Sarah giggled, "If so I'm in." She looked at Kat, "Do you ever have nightmares? I think Drew wants to become a counselor."
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Grant White strode through the offices pridefully seeing every desk occupied, every occupant dressed in suit and tie. Old school didn't begin to describe his business philosophy. Everyone here was paid handsomely so their wives didn't have to work. He provided great housing at fair prices to all his full-time employees. Of course, there weren't many other options in this part of Alabama for secure career-oriented family men. There were requirements that had to be met to be hired here. You had to be married, faithful, attend church regularly...any church, any denomination as long as it's Christian. Don't even think about getting divorced. He wished he could somehow enforce no birth control but outside of not stocking condoms in any of his stores, there's not much he can do. He thought about John whose wife was caught with the gardener. That man was hard to replace when he insisted on dumping her after she got pregnant with a black baby. Actually, he still didn't have a head of QC he liked. Why didn't John listen to him and send her away for a few months and claim they adopted the kid when she came back? At least he didn't even broach the possibility of an abortion.
Grant settled into his leather executive chair and thought about his conversation with Richard Lock. Don was one of his better employees. This could be delicate, but given Richard's customer status, he really cannot be sloughed off. "Jimmy. Can you come in here?"
"Sir?" Grant's oldest and most trusted associate came in, "Is this about your schedule in San Diego this week?"
"No, wait. Call the hotel and let them know there will be two rather than one. No, not Carol. That's over. Can you believe she lied about being a good Catholic girl? She knew none of the psalms...anyhow, you know Don in sales?" He saw the knowing look on his friend's face, "I got a call from Richard Lock and apparently Don blew off a meeting with him and he's considering finding another supplier."
"I'll get Don in here immediately," Jimmy started for the door.
"Hang on, here's what I want you to do. The timing has to be right."
******************************************************
"Hey beautiful. Damn, I really wish I could work from home, but then again I doubt I'd ever get any work done." Don pulled his beautiful wife close, feeling those impressive mounds flatten against his chest. His hand slid up and tried to cover even half the mass, but happily failed.
Heidi had been waiting for this all day. She'd felt all the eyes on her when she worked out at the gym. Her trainer was always professional but sometimes she fantasized he'd suggest a rubdown after a good workout. Never happened. Of course, he most likely was gay, not that in this town he'd be able to come out. But, God. He sure was packing meat in those Lycra shorts. More than once she wondered what it would taste like. She pushed back against her husband's growing erection and drove her tongue into his mouth. She felt her pussy pulse in anticipation, her nipples harden and had the sudden wish Don would push her to her knees and make her suck his cock, but strangely enough, he never let her. Sure, she was a virgin when they married, but how many second dates would she have had in high school and college if she didn't do something. 'Oh...that's nice!' She thought as her husband's hand slipped inside her blouse.
Don was continually amazed that his beautiful sexy wife chose him. The guys in his fraternity all called her Barbie because she was tall, blonde, had huge gravity-defying breasts, a super narrow waist, and an incredible ass. They got together by accident when he came across her on the side of the road with her bike. Apparently, someone had screwed up the chain replacement. He threw her bike in the car and drove her to her house. He had a lot of trouble keeping his eyes on the road with this beauty clad in tight Lycra. They ended up talking for hours and got together again the next day. It seemed like they'd known each other for years. Both were regular churchgoers, Catholic. Both had as of yet not lost their virginity. He remembered her first stroking his cock and how shocked he was when she made a move to kiss the head. He wondered why he stopped her as he'd always wondered what it would feel like. On the other hand, that can not be very sanitary.
Heidi reached down and unzipped her husband's pants and felt them fall to the floor. She fished out that rigid circumcised penis and thought back to the first time she felt it in her hand. Don's cock always seemed 10 degrees hotter than any of the other boys' she'd handled. And how it pulsed eagerly made her almost forget her desire to wait to be a virgin on her wedding night. She stroked him, remembering that night. Her wedding dress yanked off and her legs finally opened wide. The way it throbbed in her hand as she worked that plump head up and down her wet slit made her even wetter. There was an energy, eagerness emanating from that fleshy rod. When the initial pain faded, she felt something she'd never felt before, something intriguing building. An indescribable feeling growing in intensity, almost like the relief of a long overdue pee, but 10 times better. Sadly, Don must have felt the same thing and exploded inside her before she was able to explore it further. They made love 4 more times that night, all missionary, all with Don climaxing fairly quickly, all with that teasing feeling in her crotch.
Don picked up his wife and carried her to the bedroom. He watched her quickly undress as he yanked off his suit and draped it over the chair. She was faster and as he stepped out of his boxers, he felt his cock ache eagerly seeing her lying on her back, legs opened wide. "I've thought about this all day. The last week with you being fertile has been hell. I know we're pushing it, but I'll pull out just in case." He climbed on top and felt again that tight slick hole gripping his cock. He began rhythmically pumping into her watching those mounds bounce with each stroke and let out a series of grunts before quickly pulling out and stroking jets of sperm onto his wife's tight stomach.
Heidi was disappointed she never even had a chance to feel that tingling in her crotch. "Feel better? I missed having you inside me also. Maybe in an hour or two, we can make up for lost time." She said as she reached over and stroked that softening cock. For at least the hundredth time she wanted to put it in her mouth, but she knew Don would not want her to do that. She also wondered what it would feel like if he put his face between her legs. She shuddered thinking how dirty he'd think that so she rolled off the bed and headed into the bathroom to clean up.
Don admired that tight ass as she headed out, but thought about how she was showing off her body every day when working out. Last year he hired a PI to verify that was all she was doing. Finally, after a couple of months, the PI told him to relax. He'd even tried to get a buddy of his who had no issue scoring with women to hit on her. She totally shut him down. Still, Don realized just about every guy in this town would love to get on top of her. He got up, feeling the sour cramp in his stomach he got every time he thought about her and any other guy. The only thing to do now was to try to forget about it.
Don was in front of the TV with his glass of single malt when he looked up and saw Heidi come downstairs. She's changed into her evening dress to make dinner and looked incredible. He would be sure to get her on her back again after she'd finished the dishes. What a life. A great job, a beautiful stay at home wife. What could be better? He heard the doorbell and knew he didn't have to get up.
Heidi opened the door and saw a distinguished, perhaps 65-year-old man standing there.
"Heidi Davis? I'm Jim Parker from Consolidated. Do you have a minute?" He stepped into the house as the gorgeous blonde held the door open wide. "I assume Don is home."
"Sure, but I can go into the kitchen while you guys talk." She led the man into the living room.
"Actually, I'd prefer you to stay as this concerns you too," Jim said as he shook hands with the standing Don.
"Hey Jim, what brings you here?" Don asked, his stomach souring again. Jim Parker was the hatchet man for Grant. He would not be the one to come over to tell you about the raise or bonus you're getting. He was the guy you'd cast holding a scythe and wearing a black robe. "Drink?"
Jim looked at the glass Don was holding. "Scotch? Yes, I'd love one. Never developed a taste for Bourbon." He took the proffered glass, "Really nice place you both have here. I assume you've settled in, made friends."
Don thought it was a strange comment seeing as how pretty much all the houses were the same, "Sure. We love it here. Go on, have a seat." Don pointed to the couch, but Jim went over to the lounger he had just vacated so he had to take the couch. His wife came over and sat down next to him looking nervous. This was truly strange. If he were being fired he'd have done it already. He looked expectantly at the older man.
Jim observed the couple. He knew their ages, 22 and 23, he knew their height, weight, shoe sizes, hell he even knew the blonde here saved herself for marriage. How the guys she'd been with allowed that is anybody's guess, maybe she and her 38 DDs dated only gay men. He knew there'd be no way he'd accept no and get her to take off her size 4 Jockey thong and open those legs up.
He put down his glass, "Ok, I'll get to the point. Don, you screwed up. Yesterday you missed an appointment with Richard Lock, and well, he's not happy. He was in town for the day and had to fly back to San Diego last night."
"Wait! I had no meeting set up." Don frantically yanked his phone out and swiped through his calendar, "Nothing. I haven't spoken to him in weeks." He looked back and forth between Heidi and Jim. "Where and when were we supposed to meet?"
"2 at The Grill. He waited for you but gave up. He called Grant last night and was not pleased. Apparently, there's someone else who he said would appreciate his business more." The man glared at the squirming associate. "He's talking over 10 million in business."
"I'll make it right. I'll get him on the phone and find out why I have no record nor memory of arranging a meeting. Hell, I didn't even know he was in town." He looked frantically at his wife and the older man wondering how he possibly could have forgotten a meeting with his biggest customer.
"Don't bother. It turns out Grant is going to fix this. He's scheduled to go to San Diego anyhow tomorrow so he's booked an extra seat in first class. Richard has agreed to hold off until he gets out there."
Don stood up beaming, "That's great. I'll move my appointments tonight. When is the flight?"
"Sit down," Jim ordered, "Heidi, he requested you accompany him. Pack a few things, just a couple of day's worth. Don't forget a bathing suit." He looked at the stunned faces, "Please now. Grant wants an early start so he asked me to drive you to his house now."
Don jumped up, "No. Not a chance. You want my wife to sleep with the client since he claims that I missed an appointment? This is a setup!" He yelled.
Jim coldly stared at the man, "You might want to stop and think before you say another word. You can say no. This is your wife and you have a say. If that's your decision, your choice, then I get up and leave here with the keys to this house, your badge and any hope you have for getting another job anywhere in the south. But you need to be a man and accept the consequences of your mistakes. Your mistake that could potentially cost the company 10 million and you 10 thou in commission." He stood up, "I'll be in the car waiting. Either bring your wife out with a bag packed or the keys and badge. Your choice. Thanks for the drink." He downed the last of the scotch, put down his glass and headed out.
Heidi sat there gaping at the two men discussing her as if she were chattel. Who the hell is telling her what she has to do? And someone has committed her body to another man? A stranger. 'Wait, I remember that man. He was that guy who told me he'd make sure Don was taken care of at work if I took good care of him while stroking the side of my breast with the back of his hand. What a piece of shit!'. She looked at her husband who was still red in the face and glaring at the door. Her brain was processing all the ramifications, the mortgage held by a Consolidated, health care, their pensions, his job, the non-compete agreement he signed and realized she'd have to do what they said. She felt like throwing up thinking about that odious man who then slid his hand down her back onto her ass, stroking it as he leaned in to tell her he'd have her screaming for more. She remembered him giving her his hotel room number as if it were a gift.
"Fuck him!" Don fumed, "not a fucking chance!" He looked at his wife, "I'd go homeless before I let another man touch you." He stopped seeing the look on her face. "No. You're not considering this ridiculous suggestion."
"Don, sit down. Could you have forgotten the appointment? I believe you if you say you couldn't have. You are the most organized man I've ever met," She looked at her husband sadly, "but does it matter?"
"Of course it matters, you cannot do this." He stood up looking angry, "I forbid it."
"Don, I say this as kindly as I can, but shut up. Listen to yourself. You forbid me? You don't own me. We're married. I'm your wife. But I make my own decisions. No, don't say a word. If you did something that might put us out on the street, no roof over our heads, no healthcare and there's a solution that won't kill anyone? We have to accept it. I know, I know, this might be a setup. But look at how we've put our entire lives in their hands. They could have been more blatant and just told us that I had to sleep with a client or you be fired. What would you have been able to do about it?" She stood up. "I'll go pack. No, you sit there and don't say a word. You might have not screwed up with the meeting, but you screwed up putting our lives in their hands."
Don sat there is a fog watching his wife walk out the front door with her carry-on. She glanced over, not with love but with a look of dread, resignation. How did it come to this? He realized now the fault was ultimately his, but he couldn't shake the feeling they'd been set up. After the door closed he hurled his glass at the wall.
******************************************************
"You made the right decision," Jim said holding the door to the limo, "let me put your bag in the back." He spent longer than necessary helping her in since she seemed to have the longest legs he'd ever come across and her dress riding up allowed him a great view.
Heidi saw the driver studying her and shuddered. He knows. He knows she is the latest whore he's delivering to wherever it is whores go. She suddenly noticed her dress had ridden up exposing her thong, so she quickly yanked it down as Jim climbed in. She looked at him wondering what he thought of her. Was she simply a piece of meat? Seeing his eyes study her chest, her lap, her legs she wondered if he was part of the deal. 'Christ, I'm getting wet.' She thought, 'I'm not some whore. I'm married and true to my husband.'
"Relax. Don't be nervous. Nothing bad is going to happen, in fact, you might actually enjoy yourself. San Diego is beautiful and the beaches are world class." Jim said softly.
"That's not the point." Heidi replied, "you think allowing another man to touch me is not bad? I've never been unfaithful to my husband."
"I know. Even at the gym, you've not even given anyone an opening to flirt with you." The man replied.
"How do you know that. Have you been spying on me?" Heidi spat.
"Actually, more than that. We throw temptation your way. Grant does not want any chance of scandal or and other issues. Had you been tempted, we would have called you into the office."
"So if I had a fling, you would have crushed it, but since it's for the good of the company you're telling me to spread my legs for a stranger." She sighed bitterly.
"He's not a stranger, you know that. But honestly, aren't you and your husband a team? Grant pays his employees really well so their spouses don't need to work. Now when you're called on to pull your weight you're upset about it? Grow up, little girl. As your husband's teammate sometimes you have to pull your own weight." He glared at the angry looking girl, "and if you think this was all fabricated we checked with Doris and she confirmed the meeting. We saw it on her master, your husband fucked up. Face it." He turned coldly and stared out the window the rest of the drive.
******************************************************
Grant opened the door and waved both Jimmy and the stunning blonde inside. He felt the rush of blood to his cock realizing he definitely didn't have to waste a pill. 'Fucking hell, she's hotter than the Penthouse Pet I fucked in Reno. On the other hand, she did things to me...' "Come on in, Heidi let's go into my study and I'm sure you have questions, Jimmy, just put her bag in my room."
Heidi let herself be led into the massive study and accepted the seat offered. She watched as the older man sat down studying her. She didn't want to speak first so ignored his eyes and looked around the room. It was apparent she'd be in his bed tonight, then given over to the client when they arrived in San Diego. What else was she going to have to do? She had to stop when she heard him ask her something. "I'm sorry, what did you ask?"
"Are you hungry? I fear Jimmy might have interrupted your dinner plans." Seeing her nod her picked up a phone and spoke into it, "we'll remedy that. Ah Jimmy, join us. We're going to have dinner in 15 minutes." He looked at the girl, "Ok, tell me what is going through your mind right now. I'm sure this all seems really surreal."
The girl looked at the two men, "What...what is expected of me? I mean, shit!" She felt tears building up, "sorry, but do you want me to sleep with this man? Is that why I'm here?" She looked at the owner of her husband's company, "I mean, am I supposed to whore myself out?"
Grant clapped his hands, "I'm telling you, Jimmy, she's sharper than her husband. Yes. That's exactly it. I can't say whether you'll sleep much with Richard, but you'll make whatever part of you he wants available. I don't think he cares if you scream or cry or whether you love it. All I know is to salvage his business you were his only demand. I had no idea why until I saw you come in."
Jimmy looked at the despairing girl, "Grant, she doubts that there truly was a meeting."
Grant stood up, "You should question this, you need to be fully aware we're not simply making anything up, come over here," he told Heidi. When she stood next to him on his computer she saw him pull up a huge schedule, "this is the entire sales force's meeting schedule, and look here." He pointed to 2 pm yesterday, "There's your husband's name and the Grill. Doris told me Don asked her to book the reservation last month, in fact, she forwarded me the email from Don. Here, see?. I'm afraid Don must have forgotten," He stroked the girl's back, "and left you to do his dirty work, so to speak."
Heidi looked at the man, "so what happens if I get the account back? Does Don still get the commission?"
"Seriously? No way. I have to fly out there and pick up the pieces. I have to deliver the incentive to get him back. All that costs money. What is Don doing to deserve the commission?"
"You mean, what is Don's team doing to get the account back? It all depends on me being a good little whore, doesn't it? What if I just lie there? I'll open my legs for him, but how inspired should I be?"
"Actually, knowing Richard, I think that's what he wants. Perhaps struggle, cry. Look, you're saving your husband's job, that should be enough." Grant replied.



"I can struggle. Cry if that's what he wants. The point is, if I read the situation right, I can make him happy or I can make him unhappy. What I do depends on more than keeping Don's job. If I'm working for the commission as a good little whore, then I'll need to earn it."
"I know you mean that, but looking at Jimmy's face, he agrees with me. We don't think you're heart will be in it, is in it. But, let's say this, if Richard is happy and we get his business back, the full commission is yours. But let's be fair here. This could end up costing us 10 million in lost sales and as great as your body seems to be, you'd never make that up with what's between those nice legs of yours." He challenged the girl.
"I'll get your account back, but if I can't I'll be your personal whore for a month." She softly said. She looked at Jimmy, "Both of yours."
"A year, and that means you'll be my whore to share with whomever we decide." He said feeling his cock harden. "That might mean enticing more clients."
"6 months, share me, use me however you like. That's it. Take it or leave it."
"Holy shit, Jimmy. All of a sudden I don't want Richard's business." He picked up the phone, "Jennifer, hold dinner. Something came up." He turned to the girl, "Ok, let's see how good a whore you are." He looked over at Jimmy who looked like he was going to go, "Jimmy, I think you might want to stay."
Heidi hesitated but nodded at Grant knowing what he expected. She stepped out from behind the desk and walked over to the study door and closed it. She went back to the center of the room and slowly pulled off her dress, bra, and thong, slowly doing a 360 for the two men. "Jimmy, do you still feel like leaving?" She then turned away from them and after widening her stance, slowly bent over and pressed her chest against her knees, fully aware her twat and ass were not just exposed but opening lewdly up.
The men stroked the front of their pants seeing those massive tear-dropped tits capped with generous pink areolas and eraser sized nipples, that super narrow tight waist, but when she bent over and they saw that tight cunt framed by her trimmed golden pubes, both felt like they'd immediately cum in their pants.
Heidi had no doubt she was having the desired effect on them hearing their ragged breathing and the rustling of their cocks being stroked. She had the sudden urge to do what Don had been denying her, taste a throbbing cock in her mouth. Up to now, she'd been doing what she thought a good little whore would do, but suddenly she felt her pussy throb eagerly thinking about a fat rod of flesh inside her mouth. She straightened up and knelt down facing them, her knees generously parted and began sucking on her middle finger. She let out an unconscious moan when she reached up and pulled on her nipple. 'Christ, I could cum simply be playing with my tits,' she thought, 'never have they been so sensitive.'
Grant immediately went over and stood in front of the girl, quickly dropping his pants and underwear allowing his rock-hard cock to spring up. He watched as the girl's eyes followed the bouncing member, so apparent that she was done acting the whore, but truly into the entire scene.
She reached for it, stroking it as if it were the first one she ever encountered, exploring the feel, the shape, the impressive size. As she let her fingers open as they came up on the fat mushroom head, her pussy throbbed more wanting to be stretched out and pounded. She knew Grant was waiting for her mouth, so she leaned forward and gently sucked on the fleshy cap, flicking her tongue around it. She then ran her tongue from the large ball sack up the underside until she opened wide and took him in. 'Oh yes, I really missed the taste of cock, salty hot flesh. Don is not going to push me away when I get back.' She bobbed her head, her mouth sucking on the smooth shaft and hoped he'd cum in her mouth so she could taste him. 'Heavy, God! His balls are huge,' she thought as she sucked and explored him, 'he must have a huge load to give me.'
He felt her hot breath and hoped he could hold off until he could bury his cock into that cunt of hers. He closed his eyes as her mouth warmly engulfed his cock, her active tongue driving him up a wall, her hands stroking his shaft and gently cupping his balls.
She had a sudden thought and pulled off and looked up at Grant, "So, am I a willing little slut or a scared little girl being forced by two much stronger men? I mean, how would you like me to be for you?"
Grant looked at Jimmy, "What do you think? A nympho whore demanding her holes filled or a blackmailed innocent housewife being coerced into depravity?"
Jimmy began pulling off his clothes, "I'd really love the innocent little housewife, but let's see if you can pull off the eager slut offering two strange men any hole they want. Make me believe you'll do anything if we stick our cocks in you."
Grant looked at the girl, "Yes, I agree. Let's see how slutty you can be, and you better mean it."
Heidi stifled a feeling of panic thinking about the commitment to all her holes but saw no way out...she felt like calling the whole thing off. But then, deep in her core was a growing feeling, a feeling wanting to let go, and though she felt like running she found herself thinking of the possibilities, the excitement of allowing both men to fuck her anywhere they wanted. But more, perhaps inviting others over who would use her for their pleasure. Never in her life had that urge ever entered her mind and she focussed on that urge and let it override all other thoughts. She looked over at Jimmy and seductively wiggled her naked ass before returning to the fat cock in her mouth.
She truly missed having a plump piece of meat in her mouth, the taste, the sounds men make when their balls ache and they know release is imminent. It was never a chore for her to take care of the boys. Her dates always were really happy even though she wouldn't let them fuck her. She felt the fat cock pressing the back of her throat and almost forgot about Jimmy behind her, but feeling his fingers apparently verifying how wet she was, brought her attention back. Soon this man she so recently hated would be only the 2nd man ever to fuck her. She felt an incredible rush when the other man knelt behind her and pressed the spongy head against her wet slit. She'd never been fucked this way as Don was only interested in her on her back and him on top...and then only for perhaps five minutes. Maybe she'd finally get past that tantalizing tingle she'd felt time after time with Don. "Mmmmmmm...mmmmmph". She moaned as her pussy was being opened up from behind for the first time.
Jimmy felt his cock slide into what had to be the tightest cunt he'd ever felt and felt the girl's hips respond eagerly as his thrusts were deeper and harder. He reached around and gripped one of the dangling tits, feeling how much it weighed. His other hand found the girl's clit and gently rubbed around it, eliciting encouraging grunts from the blonde. He felt the girl's hand on his pushing harder into her clit and soon was pounding aggressively into her cunt while roughly pinching her hard nub.
Heidi felt the world begin to spin, all her nerves almost burning when it happened, the rising tingling, the peaking...peaking...wow! "Mmmmmmm...mmmmmmphh." She had to pull the older man's cock out of her mouth as she screamed out, "Oh my God! Fuck me...shhiiiiittt, fuck me hard...hard!" She planted her face in the oriental rug, her ass thrusting back against the man and grunted over and over incoherently.
Jimmy grinned at Grant and pulled out seeing his boss wanted to take his place. "I think I know what you want and I'm so close I'll finish in her mouth," He patted the girl's ass, "all yours." He watched as his boss knelt down and slammed into the girl in one thrust and gripping those cheeks, speared her over and over like there was no tomorrow. Jimmy lay down by Heidi's head and was surprised how eagerly she plunged her mouth onto his cock. "That's it you little slut, you want me to cum in your mouth, don't you? You want both of us to fill you up at the same time."
Heidi grunted our happily as she tasted her own cum for the first time. She'd always let men cum in her mouth and always swallowed, but this seemed different. The taste of the 2nd cock, her own juices and being speared in both ends along with the residual effects of her first orgasm was the most wonderful feeling she could ever remember. She wondered if there were more men in the house that they'd make her take care of. She remembered the driver looking at her. She could hear Grant getting closer and wanted Jimmy to cum at the same time. She'd heard about doing this to guys, so she slid her finger between Jimmy's ass cheeks and felt his puckered bud. As she slipped her finger into him, he immediately thrust his cock hard into her throat and she stifled the gagging while jet after jet of tasty hot cum splashed again the back of her throat and into her stomach.
Grant saw his friend cumming, the girl rapidly swallowing and pressed hard against that ass and grunted rhythmically as he felt an incredible release, his balls slapping against her, cock gripped tightly, happily knowing she wasn't on any birth control.
Heidi immediately came again feeling those heavy balls smacking against her tender clit, the first man beside her husband to spill his sperm inside her. A voice in her head told her she might still be fertile, but that just enhanced the excitement. She clenched her pussy around that hard shaft and ground against it as she moaned loudly, over and over. Even though Jimmy's cock had softened, her mouth kept sucking eagerly until when she felt Grant slither his cock out of her. She finally released Jimmy's cock from her mouth and flopped down on the rug. "Oh my God," She sighed, "that was the best fuck ever." She looked at the two men, "ok, a year if I don't get the account back and 6 months if I do...fuck the commission." She flopped back on the floor.
Grant went over and picked up the phone, "Jennifer, can you bring some steaming hot washcloths to my study? Thanks." He went over and helped the girl up. "I'm almost ready to take you up on your counter-proposal, but I think we'll let you cool down." He helped her up as the door opened and a beautiful middle-aged woman came in with a covered tray.
"Here you are, Mr. White. I assume you'll be wanting dinner now?" Jennifer asked as she handed each of the naked people a hot washcloth and Grant a tube of KY jelly. "I think you might need this."
"Yes, thank you. We'll be ready in 20 minutes," he said as he unabashedly cleaned off his cock and balls.
Heidi was surprised she felt no embarrassment sitting there, totally naked, freshly fucked in fact, and a stranger walking in knowing that. She saw Grant go over and pick up a camera and hand it to Jennifer.
"Heidi, is it possible for you to look positively miserable? I'd like to see how well you play the blackmails victim. He walked over to the couch and sat down. He pulled the girl onto his lap and felt his cock begin to throb as she resisted pressing her cunt onto his hard rod. He grabbed his cock and pulling her roughly down guided it into the girl, "Jennifer, maybe give us another half hour before dinner. Jimmy you up for getting your cock sucked some more? Don't look so eager, look miserable." He pinched the girl's nipple hard, eliciting tears
As Heidi felt herself getting fucked again, tasting Jimmy's cock again she was conscious of being photographed from every angle. She tried to look like she was pushing Jimmy away from her mouth, trying to look like Grant's cock was hurting her, but gave up. Jimmy and Grant were now fully hard again and grunting as the pleasured themselves in her pussy and mouth. She felt her third orgasm coming on and she pulled Grant's hand off her breast and onto her ass. No one had ever touched her there and she wanted to feel it now. She exploded as that fat finger plunged into her. She ground rapidly against the man, sucked harder on the cock in her mouth and as she felt a second finger in her ass, the man grunt out as he injected his potent sperm into her a second time.
Feeling Grant's softening cock and realizing he wanted to get up, she pulled off and looked at Jimmy, "Please don't make me do anything bad, but I guess I'm all yours?"
The man grabbed her hand and walked her over to Grant's desk, "bent over right here." He looked at those reddened cheeks and guided his cock into that sopping cunt. "That's it you, little whore. You like this don't you? I'll bet you're hoping I'll fuck your ass." He saw the girl hesitate, then nod, "Grant, do you have any lube?" He pushed her face down and slammed his cock into her cunt.
"I'll get it, sir," Jennifer said, handing the camera to her boss and taking the tube of jelly
Heidi felt the added intensity, the eagerness in Jimmy's thrusts. She groaned feeling his thumb penetrate her anus and started to dread feeling his cock instead. At this point, she was actually feeling minor orgasms, over and over, too many to count. Nothing like the first one, but a lot more intense than any she'd ever felt with Don. She sensed the older woman come up behind her rather than hand the lube to Jimmy, she apparently applied the gel herself. The cool gel was soothing though she knew the feeling would soon be different.
"She does have an incredible ass, no wonder you want to fuck that. I feel like getting my strap-on and fucking that myself." Jennifer sighed. She finished with the blonde's ass and grabbed Jimmy's cock, squirting lube on it and stroking it. Still gripping the cock, she lined him up against the girl's beautiful puckered asshole, watching in fascination as it popped in. She'd engaged in anal multiple times, but this was the first time she witnessed the initial penetration.
Heidi's dread of the impending pain was soon replaced with curiosity and by the time she felt the head press against her anus, she truly wanted it and pushed back encouragingly. Telling herself to relax, she was surprised how easily it slid in and soon felt a whole new series of pleasures flow through her body. As Jimmy picked up his pace, he was driving two fingers into her pussy causing her to experience more stimulation than she'd ever felt before. Her vision went dark as she writhed against the assault on her ass and pussy and grunted over and over she was cumming.
Grant was standing there videoing Heidi's ass being filled with cock and saw the girl's teary eyes roll back in her head as she cried out. His cock was ready to explode and gladly let Jennifer fall to her knees and take his cock in her mouth. It had to have been 30 years since he had gotten so hard so quickly three times. Jimmy was now aggressively slamming into the girl, his face clenched in concentration. He watched as the impact waves flowed across the girl's ass cheeks, her mashed breasts flopping across his desk and her grunts welcoming the invading shaft in the ass. Finally hearing Jimmy grunt out he was cumming and the sounds of skin slapping stilled, he was ready to have his turn at that ass. He lifted up his aide and kissed her, "Thanks Jennifer, but you understand..."
Jimmy's balls ached after cumming a 3rd time in the last hour and staggered back. "Damn, Heidi, you have a world-class cunt, but Christ! Tightest ass ever. Grant, you're going to love it." As he plopped down, he let Jennifer clean him off with a warm washcloth. "Come here." He told the woman as he pulled her onto the couch.
Jennifer squealed happily as the older man flipped up her dress and pulled off her panties. "Oh yes," she sighed as the man flicked his tongue up and down her slit. She really wanted his cock, but she understood the whore they brought over was getting as much cock as they could give her. She'd been totally into getting fucked but never had she experienced the orgasms this girl apparently had.
Heidi felt so filled, so complete with a second cock in her ass and feeling even a better orgasm than the first two, she looked back at the older man, "I love your cock in my ass, so fat...cum inside me. Ooohhhhh...yesssss. I love being taken by men who take what they want." She groaned as she felt him pick up the pace.
Grant reveled in the feeling of a girl's tight ring grip his cock but she wanted to see those tits again. He heard her disappointed moan as he stopped and slid out of her ass, but she squealed with delight as he flipped her over and pushed her legs up, spreading her ass cheeks. "Jimmy, you might want to grab the camera. Jennifer, why don't you let Heidi take over for Jimmy."
Jimmy nodded eagerly as he wiped his face off, grabbing the camera off the desk. He grinned seeing Jennifer remove all her clothes and climb up onto the desk and squat over the blonde's face. Grant wasted no time shoving his cock back into that ass and fucking hard. Jimmy went around getting close-ups of Grant's cock stretching out the cute blonde's anus, the girl's tongue inside the older woman's cunt, the scene from across the room and the series of orgasms from each of them.
Heidi was amazed by how incredibly stimulating it was to be so thoroughly used by these strangers. Four hours ago, she would have assumed someone was from another planet if they told her she'd be getting her ass fucked while having her tongue inside another woman's pussy. Both would have disgusted her but now...now either one was actually very nice. Grant's pubic bone kept banging against her clit and the taste and aroma of Jennifer's pussy was causing her to cum almost continually. But feeling the woman suddenly grunt out she was cumming and hump against her face made her truly explode. She could hear Grant's breathing become more ragged and his plunging into her ass becoming more urgent and soon he too came.
Finally, after all three came and collapsed on the desk, Jimmy took a few last shots of the trio looking spent and rolling off the girl, revealing her condition. Her legs were limply draped over the edge, her arms splayed out. Cum leaking from her cunt and between her ass cheeks. Her once golden bush was dark and matted from all the bodily fluids. He was amazed looking at Heidi how the once perfectly groomed girl was now so sweaty, her face glistening with juices, so totally used and abused. He stepped aside as Jennifer came over with a washcloth to wipe the poor girl off. He handed the camera to Grant as Heidi was being cleaned up. Jennifer seemed fascinated with the younger girl's breasts, the size, the shape. But she seemed to spend most of her time making sure Heidi's crotch was totally cleaned up.
Grant walked over to his computer and after putting in the memory card from the camera, uploaded all the pictures onto his laptop. "Hang on, I'll just be a minute. I'd like to save these and clear space on the SD card." arranged an email and hit send. "OK, Jennifer, perhaps we could have dinner now. Please join us."
******************************************************
Don searched his email and saw with a sick feeling in his stomach that Jim was right. Last month he'd gotten an email from Richard Lock saying he'd be in town which he forwarded to Doris to make reservations. How could he have forgotten? And now, his wife was probably lying in bed with Mr. Parker who is sure to make love to her. He'd gone to the bedroom and saw a drawer left open. He checked it and saw she took the crotchless teddy he'd gotten her for their 1st anniversary. She never wore it saying it was objectifying and demeaning. Apparently, she felt like hurting him for putting her in the position. He wanted to smash his laptop, smash the entire house, but he felt all the rage flow out of him and despair take over when he saw the email pop up.
From Grant Parker with the subject line, "I think we'll have no problem getting the account back." It was a few dozen or so pictures showing Heidi reluctantly allowing lewd acts to be performed on her...her ass...tears on her cheeks and being forced to lock another woman. He put his head in his hands and cried thinking how horrible this had to be for his poor wife...all because of him. Heidi must hate him. Grant had added the note that they couldn't risk not verifying that Heidi was up to the challenge of making Richard happy, it was nip and tuck but she seems to have come around.



He slammed the laptop shut and went over to grab the bottle of scotch.
******************************************************
Grant led Heidi upstairs and when they reached the top he turned to her, "Look, I was planning to verify how compliant you'd be which is why I had Jimmy put your bag in my room, but if you'd rather sleep in the guest bedroom, I understand."
The young blonde looked at the man, "I'm your whore for the week. It's your call."
Grant grinned, "Well in that case, perhaps the bag is in the right bedroom." He led her down the hall and into his bedroom. "Feel free to shower if you like. I have some things to finish up in my office."
Heidi stood under the hot water and replayed the last six hours and how her life had been turned totally upside-down. Don must be going absolutely nuts. She's been told by her friends that he had to be the most jealous person they'd met. Of course, up until now, she'd never given him any reason to doubt her, but then again, he put her in this position. She touched her pussy and it was remarkably the same as always. She thought she'd be sore after the aggressive pounding by the two men. She reached around and her anus felt somewhat sore, but if Grant wanted her there, she'd be fine with it. But definitely a lot less sore than she expected. She rinsed off and stepped out to dry herself off. She wondered why she didn't feel guilty having cheated on Don but then realized he tacitly approved as he made no move to stop her from leaving. Is it cheating if your husband made it happen? Of course, screwing Jimmy and Grant were not what Don was told she needed to do, but still...
Grant finished up and quietly came upstairs thinking the poor girl would be sound asleep. He and Jimmy might have been a bit hard on her. Jimmy seemed angry as he pounded her ass and, well, he sure didn't hold back. Christ! Seeing those tits flop around and that pink pussy laid out like that was something he'll never forget. He knew she'd never done anal before, but seemingly embraced it. The momentary fear that flashed across her face when Jimmy suggested it made it obvious. He opened the door and stopped. He wished he had the camera with him. Both bedside lamps were on, shining across what was perhaps the most beautiful sight he'd ever seen. Heidi's golden blonde tresses were splayed out on the pillow, but it was how the girl was laid out that made him pause.
Heidi had put on the white teddy which hid nothing. The creamy skin of her underboobs was clearly seen through the flimsy material, her hard nipples actually were poking through. The massive swell of her breasts, the pink areolae were in no way hidden. She had been pissed when Don bought it for her telling him it was a whore's costume, but she had to giggle thinking how appropriate it was now. She knew Grant would not be long and the room was warm, so she arranged her hair, lay on her back and pinched her nipples to make them fully erect. She felt her pussy throb in anticipation while stimulating her breasts. Then she opened her legs, not really wide, but sufficiently open so that Grant would be able to see her glistening lips exposed by the crotchless garment. She'd never in her life played with herself being told over and over it was a sin, but if he didn't show up soon, she definitely was going to start.
Grant's cock pulsed to life seeing the vision on the bed. His eyes were drawn to the erect nipples accentuated by the side lights, her open legs exposing the pink slit. He could see she was excited by the glistening lips. He grinned at her, "Wow! You are a vision. Hang on, don't move." He turned and went out of the room. When he came back, he had the camera in his hand and began taking pictures from all angles. "This is going to be my wallpaper on my phone. You are fucking perfect." He stripped off all his clothes freeing his growing erection and moved closer, taking close-ups of that enticing cunt.
At first, she thought she'd close her legs modestly knowing he was capturing her immodestly, but remembering he'd pretty much seen all of her already, she closed her eyes and casually raised her left knee and let her leg fall open to the side. She was fully aware the older man could now see considerable pink and hearing his deep breathing knew he was totally loving her display. Her eyes jolted open feeling his face between her legs, his mouth on her pussy. "Grant, you don't have to do that. Don says it's not sanitary."
"Seriously? He doesn't lick this beautiful pussy? Lie back and enjoy this," the older man said as he pushed her back down. His tongue explored the wet slit, tasting the tangy juices. He was amazed at how wet she was considering she was here under duress. Perhaps she has potential working for him is this same capacity, she sure seems to have a knack for it plus there's no way she was faking those orgasms. He flicked his tongue side to side feeling and tasting those velvety soft petals open up. As her pelvis rocked up and her legs opened wider, he looked at those mounds spilling across her chest and had to touch them.
Heidi felt those strong hands massaging her breasts, feeling her nipples eagerly respond. 'So this is what this feels like. Don never has put his mouth there, never plays with my breasts when we fuck. God! He's so gentle, his tongue so rigid as he licks me...Oooohhhhh, he's inside me.' She pulled the straps off her shoulders and yanked the top down freeing her tits so he could stimulate them more. His thumbs immediately moved over, flicking back and forth over her hardened nubs making her hips thrust more against his mouth.
Grant had to keep swallowing the copious juices flowing out of the girl and he felt like his lips would be bruised but he continued to plunge his tongue in and out of her beautiful cunt. He felt her clit popping against his upper lip, her breathing getting more like panting and knew she was close. He had the urge to crawl up and slam his cock into her but knowing this was her first time she'd felt this, attacked her harder.
Heidi felt her whole body tense, her ass now lifted fully off the bed...humping, legs opened wider than she'd ever done and cried out as she came. "Oooooohhhhh, God! Yesssss. Yesss, fuck me! Ah, ah, ah, ahhhhh." She felt her fully clenched body slowly release and go limp as the intense waves of pleasure shot through her until she collapsed and lay back, panting.
Grant knelt back and grabbed his shirt and cleaned her cum off his face, "You seriously had never had a man lick you before?" Seeing her shake her head, he crawled up and pulled the girl into a spoon position, his hands reaching around trying to cup those huge tits. "But you seemed very experienced sucking our cocks today. How is that possible you gave and never received?"
"I dated a few guys in school but wanted to save myself for marriage. I knew that they wanted me, it's not much of a secret when a guy keeps trying to feel me up and his eyes are scanning me. Rather than leave them frustrated, I first gave them hand jobs, but one guy would have none of that and pushed my head down. At first my thoughts of that's where he pees and he smelled pretty strong were replaced by a rush knowing a man's penis was inside me. I mean, it was inside my mouth, but there was a feeling of danger, of vulnerability knowing he could be exploding in my mouth. Would he be a gentleman and pull out, warn me or hold my head on his cock and cum in my mouth? I came to love it. I loved the taste, loved feeling that hot fleshy shaft in my mouth, hitting the back of my throat, the anticipation wondering when he'd cum, what he'd taste like, but most of all the feeling of power over these boys.
"Power? You were, what? On your knees in front of them? Sounds more like a fairly submissive position," the older man replied as he felt his erection nestle between her ass cheeks.
"I know, right? But in my mind, I controlled their pleasure, their release. I could change what I was doing when I felt them get close to either delay their orgasm or to make them cum. That feels like power to me."
"So, your first blowjob, what did he do?"
Heidi giggled, "Oh yeah, I was initially happy he warned me thinking he was a true gentleman. He pulled out but then shot his cum all over my face as I was kneeling there, grunting out each jet. You do not want cum in your eye, it burns." She sighed, "That was the last time I went out with him. He asked a few times, but I never let a man do that to me again." She pushed back against that nice cock against her ass. "The next few boys all pulled out and just came all over my hands. The first time a man came in my mouth was my senior year in high school." Heidi's voice got softer as the replayed the experience, "My dad's boss came by to, I don't remember, drop something off, pick something up? Anyhow, I was in a two-piece in the back yard when he came around looking for my dad. It was apparent what he really wanted seeing him look at me and he was actually pretty good looking for an old guy," Heidi giggled, "Ok, perhaps not that old, maybe 40. Anyhow I saw the bulge in his pants and felt such a rush when he took my hand and put it on his penis. I didn't really hesitate, but unzipped his pants and pulled out the biggest cock I'd ever seen. This was not a high school boy, that's for sure." She suddenly groaned as she felt Grant's cock slide into her pussy. "Oh God! You're making it hard to concentrate. You want me to stop?"
"God, no. I want you to keep going. I need to know." Grant sighed as he lifted up her leg so he could plunge deeper.
"Nicccceeee. Ok, so I licked the head and the huge shaft, I was actually scared to put it in my mouth it was so large, but I guess you don't get to be boss unless you make things happen. He ordered me to suck on it. I mean, he didn't say it like that, but the way he said it I immediately opened my mouth and obeyed. I found it easier than I thought, but he never seemed to care and I was basically a warm hole after that. I'd never felt powerless sucking on a cock before, but he yanked my top off and I swear, had he yanked off my bottoms I wouldn't have been a virgin on my wedding night. Oh, by the way, that was the first time a man touched my bare tits. Anyhow he basically fucked my mouth while he mauled one of my tits and without any warning shoved his cock all the way down my throat and shot his load. I was choking and swallowing as rapidly as I could."
Grant's cock never felt so hard hearing this and pounded harder into the girl, "I'd like to say that's terrible, but sorry, that's fucking hot."
"Yeah, most guys would. So, he never apologized, never said a word but pulled out, slapped my cheeks with his wet cock, then grabbed my towel, cleaned himself off and pulled up his pants. He'd just finished when my dad walked out onto the deck and saw me just tying on my top. He yelled at me for sunning topless and made me apologize to his boss for embarrassing him. I don't think he noticed bits of cum splattered on my cheeks." She sighed as Grant began playing with her clit, "This feels so good, another first. So, after it was over, I replayed the entire thing in my head and realized unless a guy cums in my mouth, I wasn't getting the entire experience." She put her hands over his, "I've never done it this way, either."
"Wait, you've never spooned before? Impossible. Have you seen your ass? There isn't a guy around who hasn't thought about being where I am now." The man moaned as he felt those creamy smooth cheeks against his stomach.
"Except for Don," she stopped, "never mind. I'm not talking about my husband."
"Sorry, yes we are, are you telling my Don hasn't eaten you out, hasn't spooned you like this? What do you two do?" He felt himself getting close as her squirming increased. "Tell me he makes you happy."
"Damn you, Ok." She pulled away from the man and knelt and pulled off the teddy. She pushed him onto his back and as she straddled him, she grabbed his cock and lowered herself onto the hard shaft. "This, for one is something I'd never done. I like it." She pulled his hands onto her dangling breasts. "I was really excited on our wedding night. My girlfriends had told me about all the things their boyfriends and husbands had done to them and I was so wet thinking about it," she humped more rapidly on that fat cock, "but that night Don immediately told me no when I tried to suck on his cock and instead just fingered me a little while before climbing on top...I'd rather not talk about it."
"So, he just fucked you, rolled over and went to sleep?" Grant asked angrily? "Did he even try to make you cum?"
"No, until this afternoon, I'd never had an orgasm. Please just fuck me and cum inside me. We can talk more about this later, but I like this feeling of being on top with you playing with my breasts."
Grant shut up and focused on how tight that perfect cunt felt, how much flesh spilled through his fingers, the girl's rapidly increasing twerking on his hard shaft and felt himself getting close, "Easy, slow down. I'm close and I want you to cum...Oh shit! Ughh., ugh, ugh. fuuuuuck!" He grunted as he spewed his potent sperm inside the young girl.
Heidi felt the man spasm inside her and even though she urged him to cum, she suddenly felt herself getting close, so she closed her eyes and ground her pussy against his pubic bone, feeling that still fat cock fill her twat up. She thought back over the last few hours on all the firsts for her. First time with another man, two men. First orgasms, how many? First being eaten. First anal. First tasting another woman. First of many different positions. And now as she came, first taking responsibility for her own orgasm. She flopped off of the older man feeling incredibly satisfied. She thought about their flight to San Diego and what was going to be expected of her.
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"I have to go. Early seminar," Kat said as she rolled off the bed.
"Stop, let me look at you," Martin ordered, "Damn! You look more beautiful every day." He got up and pulled the redhead close. He felt those massive breasts mash against him, his cock stirring feeling her soft pubes press against him.
"Ok, that's enough. I see where this is going. I'll be on my back with that evil snake of yours ripping me apart again." Kat pulled away and slapped her boyfriend on the ass, "New rules. No more than six love-making sessions per day. My friends keep teasing me that I'm walking bow-legged." She trotted into the bathroom to get ready for her first class of the day. "Oh, and don't forget we have to get ready for Annie tonight."
Martin's cock was throbbing, and he tried to think about Calculus or Trig to get things settled down. He thought back to the last 24 hours and suddenly realized something, "Kat, it was only five times. You owe me a screw." He heard her giggle from the bathroom. Grinning he pulled on his pants and headed down to make breakfast.
***********************************************
Kat waved to her friend Laura sitting at the back and as she started up, she heard Professor Adams say something, "Yes professor?" She looked over at the 60 something man who'd definitely let himself go. Scraggly grey hair, that stupid macho unshaven look, a pronounced beer belly. On the other hand, a brilliant lecturer.
"Miss Wilson, please see me after class." The older man said as his eyes scanned the beautiful redhead from head to toe. His groin pulsed thinking about what he knew was under that sweater and blue jeans.
"What does Adams want?" Laura asked, "He totally creeps me out. "I swear he was staring up my skirt the first day when I sat in the front row. He even winked at me when I was not focusing on keeping my legs together."
"No idea. I'll let you know. Maybe my paper was the best he'd ever seen. I agree, though. His eyes sure try to see through my clothes." Katerina replied as she opened her laptop.
Laura laughed, "Everyone wants to see what's under your clothes. You have a body all the rest of us would kill for. Fuck, I'd do you and I'm not even gay." She looked at the girl's exposed legs, "And I'd love to have legs like yours. I'd wear even shorter skirts than you do."
The boy in front of them turned around, "She's right. I'm gay and I'd do you. I overheard what you guys were talking about and see the blonde front right? I know for a fact she's been getting extra credit after class once a week. She's a bright girl, but As on every test and paper?" He looked at Kat, "Leave the door open when you go in to see him, and can you lengthen your skirt at all?" He grinned at the girls and turned back.
"Well, you don't need to worry about that, you get nothing but As in your classes. Oh well, I am dying of curiosity, so you have to tell me if he tries to get you to do something. Christ, I just got creeped out just thinking about it. Good luck."
Kat waved goodbye to her friend as she headed down the hall to Professor Adams' office. She had a tight feeling in her stomach but couldn't think of anything she'd done wrong.
"Come in, Miss Wilson, please close the door." The man saw the nervousness on the girl's face and internally smiled. "I'll get to the point," he said as his eyes drifted down to the jutting breasts, "I'm disappointed in you. You've never been anything but the best student I've had in quite a while, but not turning in your term paper was quite a surprise."
"What? Wait, I turned it in. Last Friday I put it on the USB and..." She reached into her backpack looking and felt all the blood rush from her head. She pulled out the USB realizing what she'd given the man instead. "Um, oh Christ. I'm so sorry. This is it." She looked pleadingly at the man, "Can I have that back? And, here's my paper." She extended the USB to the leering man. When he leaned back, she felt like throwing up.
"Miss Wilson, can I call you Katerina? I see no reason to bend the rules for you. Every other student turned in their papers on time. If I allow you to have the extra days to work on yours, how is that fair to the others?"
Kat felt herself tearing up, "It was a mistake, I had the paper done but grabbed the wrong USB. Please, sir, I've done all the work, all on time. This won't happen again." She looked over as the man spun his monitor around.
"Look at it, don't look down. I know you've seen this. Look at it." He stood up and came around the desk, "Now, I cannot say for sure that this is you, but let's say it isn't. I should take this to the Dean to report students are giving me porn for what? Perhaps as an enticement to get a better grade? To perhaps seduce me into giving a better grade?" His hands were on her shoulders as they watched the redhead in the video lie back on the bed, spread her legs and play with her pussy. "Is that you? Great tits, world-class in fact." His hands slid down under her sweater feeling the smooth upper chest. "The boy in this is pretty lame, but it sure looks like you and since it was in your possession...Say, this looks really professionally done. Do you have other porn shoots?"
Kat stood up, pulling his hands off her, "I have another class. I have to get going. Can I have that back? Please just take this USB and grade me down for being late. It's actually really good." She felt herself being pushed back down in the chair.
"I'll tell you what. I'll let you give an oral presentation now and I'll accept your late submission. It's that or I share this with the entire department." He unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock.
Kat's head was in turmoil. She desperately wanted that USB back and her chance at keeping 4.0 intact, but this man disgusted her. Then again, she bit her tongue with Craig and got through that though she had nightmares about it for weeks afterward. She had a sudden thought that if he found out who the lame boy is he'd be able to sell it for thousands. No way could she have that get out. She turned and began stroking his hardening cock, "Ok, but I want that USB back. It was a mistake making it and I regretted it immediately." She wrapped her lips around the head and flicked her tongue gently against the underside.
"I'll think about it. You make me happy and I'll take your paper late without penalty, but unless you blow me away, so to speak," he laughed, "I was thinking more along the lines of what you were offering that boy. Was that prom night?" He laughed, "Sorry, you can't talk with your mouth full." He reached down and slid his hand inside the cute girl's sweater and grabbed that massive mound of flesh. "Take off your clothes. I need to make sure that girl in the video and you are the same. Slowly. Make it last."
Kat resignedly stood up and watched as the man sat in the chair and watched eagerly as she pulled off her sweater. She felt her nipples harden seeing him stare at her tight tee. She pulled the shirt out of the waist and pulled it over her head. She suddenly stopped hearing the professor order her to wait. The shirt effectively blind-folded her but she knew what was coming, gritted her teeth and felt his rough hands on her bra-covered breasts. "Ow, please not so rough." She cried out feeling him yank hard on her nipples. She stepped back feeling his hands leave her tits. Scowling at him, she threw her shirt on the desk, then reached around and undid her bra. She looked at the asshole and saw his eyes were wide and unblinking, so she decided to get it over with and slid the straps down her arm and toss it onto the desk.
Will Adams had never seen tits like those in all his life, maybe on that porn slut Penny Nichols, but never in person. He stroked his cock feeling it ache eagerly. "Hop up and down, no, drop your hands...ooohhhhh." Unblinking his eyes followed the large masses bounce as she jumped. He'd seen many great coed breasts through the years, most were small, perky. But even with the dozens of naked girls who'd been right there, none could compare, none as large, so obviously natural, so gravity-defying. He couldn't wait to get his hands on those again but acting irritated he indicated she keep stripping. "Go on, let's see that cunt of yours."
Kat couldn't believe it. She unzipped her skirt, letting it drop to the floor and stood in her thong hesitating knowing if she took those off, her last defense against his cock being shoved inside her would be gone, but seeing the look on his face, she resignedly pulled those down also. She'd never blushed harder in her life.
"God! You're so perfect. Come here." We pulled the blushing roughly towards him and grabbed those perfect ass cheeks. His hands stroked up and down the silky-smooth globes, his fingers feeling that tight crease, but his eyes were glued to the soft patch of red fur. He loved how she kept herself trimmed, and how the patch naturally was parted down the middle. She looked scared, looked embarrassed, but he could smell the tang of arousal.
Kat felt like screaming as the odious man buried his face against her pubes and took a deep breath. She couldn't believe she didn't resist when he lifted her leg up and placed her foot on the arm of the chair. She felt his tongue come out and probe her slit. She'll need thoroughly douche herself when she got home feeling that slimy tongue enter her. His rough hand grabbed her left breast, stimulating her nipple, his other hand sliding between her ass cheeks probing for her anus. "Stop, please. Let me give you a blowjob so I can get to class. Please stop."
Adams looked up at her, "I'm not done. I'll excuse you when I say I'm through with you. Who do you have next?" Hearing the name, he grinned, "That's great news. Scott'll be amenable to you working off any missed assignments. I'll call him later and explain why you were delayed. I'll make sure to cover your ass."
"No! Stop, you can't do this. Please don't tell anyone anything. I'm not a girl who is going to sleep her way through the classes." Kat cried out, her tears running down her cheeks. "Let me suck your cock and get to my class."
"That won't work. I never cum quickly with a blow job. I need a nice cunt gripping my cock, or this nice asshole of yours, your choice. And you'll miss your next two classes if you want me to wear a rubber." The look of panic on her face was replaced by resignation. Hearing her mumble she'd let him fuck her, he stood and pulled his pants off before sitting down again. "Ok, get on my lap and make me cum quickly and you can go to your next class." He looked at his watch, "You have 10 minutes." He grinned seeing the beautiful redhead climb onto his lap while licking her fingers and getting her cunt wet, her tits right in front of his face, then grab his cock and lower herself onto him. "Oh fuck, you're so fucking tight. Fuck yesssss." He groaned as she apparently got used to his plumb cock and soon began bouncing up and down on his lap. He grabbed those massive tits and squeezed and pinched them roughly as the girl aggressively torqued her pelvis against his cock. He wanted it to last and couldn't give a fuck whether she made her next class on time, but he'd never been so aroused. He needed to get her to ease up, so he let those breasts go and grabbed her hips to slow her down, but the girl was too strong and clenched her cunt around his cock taking him over the top. He didn't even consider pulling out as he spasmed inside her.
Kat felt sick knowing this disgusting man's sperm shot inside her, but ground her pussy on his cock, milking him completely dry. Finally, she pulled off him and cupping her crotch, went over and grabbed tissues to clean herself off. "I have to go. Can I have the USB back now?"
Adams sat there stroking his slimy cock, "Sure, after I cum in your mouth and cum in that great ass of yours. See you after class on Wednesday and Friday? Oh, and you got an A on your paper. Never read anything so incisive, penetrating and so tightly researched." He laughed. "Go on, but leave the bra and thong. I'll give them back to you Friday."
Kat felt like crying as she literally ran to her next class. Running seemed to add additional stimulation on her leaking pussy and her breasts were flopping around causing multiple boys to stop and stare. "Fucking Adams." She thought bitterly. On top of that, she was getting warm from the exertion and she'd in no way be able to take her sweater with this thin tee shirt and no bra. She dove into the Ladies' room and quickly cleaned off the cum running down her thighs.
She made the classroom just in time and started to sit in the back, but heard the professor stop her, "Miss Wilson, we have to get started, please just take the seat here." He pointed to the empty seat right in front of him. Suddenly she realized that fucking asshole Adams must have warned Dr. Scott about her condition. She sat down and felt herself overheating and heard one of the students complain that it felt like 80 degrees in the room. She studied the man to see if he knew what just happened and saw a quick expression of lust flash across his face. 'What do Adams and Scott have in common? He's something like 35 and Adams is 60? 65? They must share notes on the coeds.' She thought bitterly. 'At least he's a good-looking man who's kept himself in shape, why couldn't it have been him rather than Adams, shit! No! Ugh.'
Douglas Scott began his lecture and called on various students to work out problems on the board. He kept looking at Katerina hoping she'd finally take off her sweater. Finally, as he corrected a solution on the board for a very pretty girl, he saw movement out of the corner of his eye. The hot redhead was pulling off her sweater. Finally! Damn! Her tee wasn't see through, but tight enough the shape of those tits was totally revealed. He'd have to call Will and thank him for alerting him about Kat's lack of a bra. He saw her opening and closing her legs trying to cool off and wanted to verify she was not wearing panties, but couldn't make out any details. He called on one of the boys in the back to come up and do one of his new problems.
Kat saw Scott whisper something to the boy and saw him grin. She wondered what he said to him, but as they described the solution, she saw they both were staring at her damp tee and between her legs. 'Christ, are all the males on this campus rapists and sex addicts?' she thought. The boy finished up and made a point of walking down and slowly went right in front of her.
"Miss Wilson, please come up and solve this for the class." He pointed to a problem he'd written high on the board.
Kat looked at the board and sputtered, "But that's not anything we've covered."
"Miss Wilson, please come up here. Anything you have to say should be addressed to me and the entire class." Dr. Scott ordered.
Reluctantly and with an arm across her chest she walked up onto the raised platform. She suddenly realized the kids in the front row could easily see up her skirt and no way could she reach the top of the blackboard without her skirt lifting up.
"Ok, see what you make of this. It's in the next chapter but you're my best student and you'd have no problem solving any of the previous problems. This should be as easy as throwing together a home video. Come over here so you can see it better." He ordered.
Kat turned hearing Dr. Scott mention a video. Of course, that fucker Adams shared it. She looked around and realized all the students were staring at her breasts and resigned herself to the humiliation Adams and Scott devised for her. She decided to get it over with and immediately reached up and began rapidly writing out the solution. She was fully aware her ass felt the cool breeze of her exposure, not to mention her wetness and as she stretched, she had to open her legs and heard the whispering. Finally, she put down the marker and heard Scott clapping, soon to be joined by the rest of the class.
Blushing, Kat hurried back to her seat. The rest of the class was a blur and as she was leaving Larry stopped her.
"Um, Kat. I think you should know most of the kids had their phones out." He held up his phone showing her nipples clearly poking through her shirt. He swept to the next picture showing her bare ass and a clear view of her slit. The next picture showed her bright red bush and pink slit as she stepped down from the platform. "I'm sorry Kat, but I saw others doing this and I needed to capture your beauty myself. I've dreamt seeing you naked and, well, thanks."
"Please don't show those to anyone." Kat pleaded. "I didn't think it would be so warm when I dressed this morning." She saw boys walking by grinning at her, so she pulled on her sweater. She turned and fled down the hall relieved this was her last class of the day.
***********************************************
Martin came in and saw Kat sitting on the couch crying. He rushed over and held her.
Kat put her face in her boyfriend's chest and let all the frustration and pain out. She felt his strength as he calmly stroked her hair and back without saying anything. Finally, she felt the need to say something, so she lifted her head up and kissed him. "Martin, I don't know how to tell you what happened today, but it's not good." She shuddered not having a clue how to start, "I let another man fuck me today. I didn't want to...I really didn't want to. Please don't hate me." She cried.
Martin hugged the crying girl and stroked her back, "It's fine. Relax. I could never hate you. I love you and you would never do anything that would make me feel any different. Start from the beginning. If you were forced to do something you didn't want to do, you did nothing wrong. Tell me who made you do what and why."
Kat looked at Martin and sighed, "I feel like shit. I never ever thought I'd ever be with another man since we finally got together, but remember the paper on Zen Influence on the Samurai I did for Adams?" She softly related the entire tale.
Martin felt a surge of anger hearing how the perv blackmailed her into fucking him. He said nothing and tried to keep his feelings to himself until she was done. Hearing she agreed to lower herself onto his bare cock and allowing him to cum inside her made his stomach hurt, but his anger was directed at the man, not Kat. He stroked her back and let her express her anger, her frustration along with recounting what the man said to her. He was stunned that Scott was seemingly in on it also and gritted his teeth mulling over what kind of violence would be fitting and just.
Kat looked at Martin, "so, now you must hate me." She wiped her eyes, "I'm so sorry."
"What? No? What were you supposed to do? Hell, I might have blown him if I were in your shoes, but the man is a predator. He used his power over you, cornered you and made you act...wait, he recognized you but not Craig?" Martin asked as he handed her a fresh tissue. "If he figures out what he has, he'll call TMZ or someone and sell it. Not only will a video of you be out there, but Craig will probably get more praise for being so open and honest about his sexuality. I saw on ESPN this morning he's already broken a bunch of records for freshman quarterbacks in Division 1, and they made it sound even more amazing seeing as how he's dealing with having come out. Shit! I'm so sick of that asshole." He pulled Kat into a tight embrace, "we've figured things out before. Let's figure out how to get that back without the creep getting into your pants again."
"Really? You think we can do something? I mean before Wednesday? My stomach is in knots thinking about what I did and what he wants me to do. I should have made him use a condom," she said bitterly, "I feel like squatting in boiling water," she muttered, "but I had to get to my next class, and he had to cum fast or I'd be late."



Martin laughed, "let's not go there. We'll come up with something, trust me. Sorry, I just had a thought that might not reflect all that well on me. You sure attract really creepy people. What's up with that? You'll have no problem looking convincing if you ever play Lady Macbeth."
"I do. Is there something you need to tell me?" Kat hugged the boy, "I really love you. I need to pull myself together. Annie's going to be here soon."
***********************************************
Martin pulled open the door and immediately had to grab Annie's ass as she jumped up, wrapping her arms and legs around him. He held her tightly until she finally kissed him and slid to the floor. He hoped she didn't feel his erection which immediately pulsed to life.
"God! I was going to simply kiss you on the cheek and tell you I missed you, but as I got closer to your house, I got more and more excited. Where's Kat? I promise I won't jump on her, but she's getting a hug and a kiss,". She turned seeing the girl and pulled the redhead into an embrace and kissed her, "Hey, something's wrong. I've seen that face before. What happened?" She looked at Marty, "tell me you didn't do something."
Katerina pulled away and forced a smile, "I'm fine, look, you just got here. Where're your bags? We have the guest room all set up unless you prefer sharing the king? I know Martin sure would hate having to sleep with two hot women."
"I just have the one bag, wait." She went out on the stoop and grabbed her bag and rolled it into the living room. "Sit, tell me what happened." Annie looked at her two favorite people in the entire world and saw them resignedly sit down on the couch. Her jaw dropped hearing about Kat's professor and how he took advantage of the young girl. She shook her head, listening and when they were done, she stood up and went over and hugged the cute young girl, "Martin's right. You definitely did what you had to do. What an ass. We'll figure something out."
"I'm so sorry that your visit has to turn into major drama," Kat sighed as she felt the blonde stroking her back. "Let's change the subject. We're so glad you came for a visit and we're taking you out to dinner."
"Actually, get your coats on. I'm taking both of you out. We're meeting my friend Maddy." Annie replied.
"Wait, Maddy goes here? I thought she'd have graduated from school by now." Martin looked confused, "I remember her. She was always really nice to me when I was a kid." He looked at Katerina, "Madison Fields, Annie's best friend in high school, um Maddy, Lexie, and Annie all went down to Florida on spring break and, well, were introduced to acting in adult films." Martin delicately explained.
Annie laughed, "Yeah, we stayed with Maddy's brother who did shoots out of his house and well, you know. Hell, I loved it. Lexie and Maddy were not as happy after they did it. She still goes here, but she got a teaching position in the video arts department while she finishes up her doctorate. That's the main reason I came for a visit. She asked me to speak to the class as Penny Nichols," She giggled, "and it sounded just too much fun to pass up and seeing as how you two are here..."
"Wow, that sounds...strange. What are they going to ask you, or what are you planning on doing?" Kat asked. "I mean discuss the videos? What your favorite type of shoot is?"
"I guess. I assume Maddy has something planned out." She grabbed a coat, "come on, we'll ask her when we get there."
***********************************************
Annie saw Maddy immediately when they entered the restaurant. The taller woman had already grabbed a table and rose seeing her old high school friend arrive. "Christ, Maddy, were you always so tall?" She gave her friend a big hug.
Maddy pulled away and looked at her friend from head to toe, "Jesus, Annie, you look exactly the same as when you were 16." She looked over at Martin and Kat, "so who are your, crap! Marty! Look at you." She came over and gave the boy a big hug. "What are you? A full foot taller? I barely recognize you."
Martin grinned, "And you always called me Squirt." He looked her up and down, "Then again you were six feet tall and I was probably five-four?" He studied the girl, woman he'd lusted after all those years ago. She hadn't changed a bit. 6 feet of slender beauty. Her dark brown hair was still perfectly straight and hung all the way to her ass. Damn, he wished she'd turn around so he could see if it is still two perfectly tight globes. She probably still weighed 120 and those perky breasts showed no sign of change except perhaps they were no a bit larger. But those legs are what got him then and now. He'd never in his life seen longer, more perfect legs with a nice gap where they met. His crotch pulsed recalling his fantasies with his face buried between them. He realized he'd been staring and turned and indicated Kat, "this is my girlfriend, Katerina. Kat, this is Madison Fields, she, Lexie, and Annie were the Three Musketeers in school. Where is Lexie these days?"
"Out in California -- USC. She's getting her Masters in Psychology." She pointed to the table, "Come, sit. There's a lot to catch up on."
Kat looked at the beautiful girl...woman and understood why Martin had fantasized about her as a kid. Every inch of six feet tall, long straight brown hair, big beautiful brown eyes, full lips. But it was her legs that Martin kept mentioning, and she could see why. They could possibly have been the longest legs she'd ever seen on a woman and her ass was perfect. 'God, to have legs like that with that ass, I'd wear yoga pants everywhere, but she looks incredible in her jeans,' she thought. 'And on top of that, she's got no apparent body fat and tennis ball size boobs. She's perfect.' Kat looked over at Martin and saw he was not over his fantasies.
After they were seated and ordered drinks, Cokes for Kat and Martin and wine for those who were allowed, Maddy looked at Martin, "Christ. I had no idea you went here. Both of you are freshman? What are you studying?"
"Martin hasn't decided but I'm thinking about History. I love discovering different cultures, people and how different societies develop...or in some cases, regress." They all laughed, but then Kat looked serious, "But, perhaps that might be a mistake, I mean, well...never mind." Suddenly cheerful she smiled, "Anyhow, I'm dying to know what Penny Nichols will bring to your class." Kat replied.
Maddy looked at the girl and over at Annie, "What's going on? I saw that look. What happened? History should be great."
"Nothing, really, just an issue with a professor. I'll work it out." Kat replied, "Look, Martin and I are really curious about a film studies class involving Penny. How did you ever get that approved?"
Maddy looked sternly at the girl, "I'll tell you, but you have to tell me if there's been any impropriety between you and a member of the faculty. I am required to follow up and report on anything that might bring dishonor to the university."
Kat looked around to see if anyone was in earshot and seeing Martin nod at her, she leaned over, "You know Professor Adams?" She proceeded to lay out the entire story including Scott embarrassing her and obviously seeing the video.
"So, this video, it has Craig Wilson in it?" She paused, "Wait, you're not related, are you?"
Kat shook her head, "Actually, no, but it is how we initially got together, you know homeroom...being seated in alphabetical order."
Maddy looked thoughtful before speaking, "You realize if I report this, you'd not only have to go in and meet with the committee, you'd have to admit handing over a video of you and they'd demand to see it."
"I know, I thought of that. I guess I'm screwed." Kat giggled, "I mean again."
Maddy smiled at the girl, "Let me think. We might have something we can do." She looked pointedly at Annie and back at Kat. "So, Adams didn't recognize Craig. Well, that's a silver lining. I know the man, actually, I know both. They'd milk that video for all it's worth if they knew what they had, and I don't mean coercing coeds into having sex with them. Oh, and I guarantee you, the next office visit you have with Adams won't just be the two of you. I've seen them frequent the bars together. Never trusted them." She looked around the table, "Look, let's get the food to go. We have planning to do if we're going to literally save our girl's ass."
***********************************************
Annie got up and poured everyone wine, "Sad you couldn't have any at the restaurant, but you need this." She sat back down and looked at her old friend, "So, ideas? You sounded like you have a plan."
Maddy took a sip of the wine, "Ok, tomorrow is Tuesday. I made a couple of calls on the way over and found out they and another professor head over to a bar in Springhaven and try to pick up girls there, yeah, the girl's school. I mean, seriously?" She looked like she wanted to spit, "Anyhow I called this other professor and asked him if he could sit in for me tomorrow night since something urgent came up. Christ, I hope he doesn't perv on my girls, though most don't like men."
"Ok, I told you my woes, I wasn't changing the subject earlier, I'd love to know how you asked a porn star to come to a class." Kat cut in, "Sorry, adult video star," she looked apologetically at Annie.
Annie laughed, "Kat, think about it, Martin is sitting in a room full of adult video stars."
Maddy grinned, "That's what got me thinking. We have all been intimate. We've experienced great sex. We're in an age of sharing. Everyone has this urge to share everything they do. Facebook is filled with pictures of apple pies, glasses of wine. Lately, our generation is making videos of what have traditionally been the most intimate acts. Hell, how much longer before we start sharing our great craps. Anyhow, we are a generation that ignores the traditional resources. The internet is our resource library, Pornhub is our Kama Sutra. So I thought, maybe it's time to have a class on visual arts in the age of social media." She looked at Kat, "I'm sure the production of your prom night is adequate, but my philosophy is if you're going to do something, do it right."
Annie looked at Kat, "Perhaps you should show Maddy the video." As Kat went over to get her laptop, "I've seen it. It's pretty good," she told Maddy grinning.
Maddy took the laptop and watched as Kat undressed, lit the candles and undressed, "Christ, this is Marco's work. Tell me Kat didn't hire him to do her prom night memories," she blurted out after pausing it.
"How did you know this is Marco's work?" Martin asked, "The camera work?"
Maddy laughed, "You knew about this also?" Hearing Annie tell her to finish watching and they'd explain, she hit play. When the final scene with Craig cuddling with Stella faded out, she laughed, "This is a blackmail tape, isn't it? You set him up. What did you do to you?" She asked looking around.
"Alright, here's the entire story..." Kat replied, "...but after we made it, we couldn't go through with it. Then the tape outside the elevator was released and well, you know the rest."
"Wow. Annie, I'm really impressed. Remind me to never cross you, actually any of you." Maddy said as she smiled at the three.
"But that doesn't answer my question, how did you know it was Marco?" Martin asked.
"Marco Hernandez? Ever hear of..." she named three famous films. "He was lighting for all three. The man is a legend in Hollywood for his genius. He turned to doing adult films and I know his work. I'm telling you this is the type of video I want to show in my class. Too many of these shoots just remove all shadows and make the entire scene washed out. Real life has texture, darks, and lights. Marco understands that." She looked at Kat, "I don't suppose you'd let me show this to my class...no, right." She patted the girl's leg, "But if you change majors, come see me. You have a real talent in front of the camera." She suddenly laughed seeing the look on the redhead's face, "No, fully clothed. I meant that you are so relaxed, you're a natural actress. I could easily see you as a Bond girl, or in a Rom-Com with Chris Hemsworth."
She stood up, "Annie, are you interested in going to a bar tomorrow night?" She outlined the plan she'd come up with.
***********************************************
"This is a nicer place than I thought it'd be," Annie said as she looked around. "Though I really feel like this would be a really bad place to pick up guys."
Maddy looked around and saw close to 90% college girls, "On the other hand, this is a great place to be left alone." She looked back at her oldest friend and smiled seeing she'd have no problem being noticed. She was looking as plain as she could but still hot. No skintight see-through top, just a flannel shirt that was perhaps a bit small but anyone could discern she had no bra on. The few guys that were here made no attempt to hide their admiration of her tits and her ass. She sure made those jeans look good. Plus, it was amazing how great she looked without any makeup at all. Maddy ordered a red wine when the barmaid came around and looked at the door hearing it open, "Um, don't look now, but those two men? Douglas Scott and William Adams. Wow! Talk about being out of place." She laughed.
"Maybe not," Annie said nodding over at them as three girls came over and gave the men hugs, "I think they're regulars." It became apparent why as the men seemed to have bottomless wallets buying drinks for the girls. "This may not work. It's not like they'll be hitting on us with all this young pussy throwing themselves at them." She took a sip of wine, "So, while we wait for the pervs to notice us, tell me what you've been up to." Annie listened as her friend told her about college, her former fiancé and her upcoming dissertation.
When the brunette finished, she looked at Annie, "So, I need to know. How is it getting to experience a lot of cocks? I have to tell you I was tempted to pursue that, but I really needed to get on a career path, a different career path."
"Wow, you get right to the point, don't you? It was really great at first. I mean, being fucked by a guy I'd just been introduced to was strange, I'd cum soon after we started, but it became fairly routine after a while and I'd have to fake my orgasms. Though getting nicely stretched out by a fat cock is kind of nice and those are rarely an issue."
"Christ, you're blushing. I'm impressed. So, tell me, what is the biggest cock you've ever had? I mean, was it uncomfortable? I'll bet it was Aaron, damn! I've had many a fantasy about him being between my legs. I've been with so many guys who are small to average and lately I've been getting a bit obsessed with finding a big cock. Then there was that huge one you had, you remember that shoot you did a couple of years ago, you know? The one where your dad's losing at poker and you had to take care of those three guys? They never gave his name."
"Oh, yeah. You mean Jimmy. Wow, that was amazing, though it wasn't the largest I'd had. But he sure was packing a lot of meat. It was really good Justin and Mike got me ready." Annie blushed some more. "But I actually found someone bigger, maybe an inch longer and fatter."
"Wow! You really are blushing. Who was it? I thought I saw all your shoots. No one was that big." Maddy said, her eyes wide. "Why are you so embarrassed? You've had hundreds of cocks."
Annie looked down, "Um, Marty."
"Who? Marty who? No! Your nephew Marty? Squirt? Little Marty?" Maddy burst out causing those nearby to look over.
"Keep it down. I was never going to, but well, Kat insisted. She wanted me to be his first, so I was." She played with her wine glass, "It was just that once but fuck!" She looked at Maddy, "You should see it. The first time I saw it I thought of John Holmes. And he has no idea what he has. Most guys with huge cocks use them to humiliate the women's partners and to dominate their partners, Marty just loves pleasing women." She looked up as Adams and Scott came over to their table.
"Ms. Fields, I'm surprised to see you here. And who is this, if I might ask?" The two men studied Annie in recognition. "Don't stand up, please." Will Adams said as the two women began to rise.
"Dr. Scott, Professor Adams, and here we thought we were getting away from people we knew. This is Penny Nichols, Penny, Professor William Adams teaches East Asian history and Dr. Douglas Scott teaches Math and Calculus."
"Will and Doug. Please. So, what are you drinking? Are those cabs?" Will looked at the glasses, "Mind if we join you?"
Maddy looked at Annie, "I guess we covered everything, I suppose it'd be Ok." As the men grabbed a couple of chairs and sat down, Maddy continued, "I'm doing a course on Video Arts in the Social Media Era. And Penny has agreed to be my guest in the class as she has considerable experience with video arts. We thought we could go over the curriculum here, seeing as how we are not trying to attract attention. Anyhow, thanks for the offer, but my limit is one when I'm driving. I really should be heading back soon, but Penny if you'd like another, there's no hurry."
"Thanks, another Chianti would be great. So how long have both been at the university?"
Will signaled the bar girl to get a couple more beers and a glass of wine and told Penny where he went to school and how he had been there almost 40 years. They got around to asking about Penny's video career and what it was she did. They feigned ignorance at first, then confessed they actually knew who she was and asked how she got started, what were her favorite roles, positions. They both had to fight their boners listening to the beautiful blonde graphically describe her first cream pie - unwanted, first anal, first pussy and how they were. Will and Doug were both fascinated how open and honest she was about her experiences, the number of different men, who her favorites were.
Finally, Maddy stood up, "Penny, I have to get going. Let me drop you off at your motel. Doug, Will, good to see you both."
Annie nodded and got up, "Thanks for the drink, but Maddy's right, I should also get back to my room so I can get some sleep."
"Hang on, Will and I can drive you back, please stay. I for one have never talked to a real adult video star and you've got a lot more stories, I'm sure. Please, we old folks rarely get to live vicariously through young girls like yourself. Let's have another. I'd love to hear more stories."
Annie laughed, "I do have a few more stories I suppose and actually, none of you really has to drive me anywhere, I'm staying at the Inn right down the road." She looked at Maddy, "I'll see you at 10 tomorrow? If I remember right, Franklin building, room 206."
Maddy looked uncertainly at her friend and the two men, "Um, Ok. I'd watch out for these two. They look harmless, but I don't know." She smiled, "Actually, you're a big girl." She suddenly laughed, "Yeah, what could they do to you that hasn't already been done? Get some sleep. I'll see you tomorrow."
After Maddy left, Will raised his glass, "To a new friend. I'm not going to be coy and suggest I only know about you by reputation," he looked at Doug, "I am pretty familiar with your body of work and I am a huge fan. I can't get enough of the young innocent girl being preyed upon by a father figure. I often see myself in that role with you."
They talked a while and Annie put her empty wine glass down and stood up, "Ok, it's now time for me to head back to the Inn." She leaned over and kissed each man on the cheek. It didn't escape her they each tried to meet her lips with theirs and their hands stroked her back. "Goodnight and thanks for the wines." She grabbed her coat and turned to go.
"Hold on, what gentlemen would we be if we didn't walk you back or give you a ride. It's almost midnight and you can't be too safe." Will stood and pulled out his wallet, "Hang on, let me settle the bar bill. Be right back."



"You both don't have to do this...the Inn is what? Two blocks from here, oh wait. I get it. I'll have to invite you in for a nightcap and you're both thinking you'll get lucky with a porn star. Sorry, no. You're both cute but I'll be working with Maddy and her class the next couple of months and I can't be screwing around, especially with members of the faculty." She looked at the men as if she were considering it, "Though I am a bit horny after the attention I've been getting from you, but sorry, no."
"Hold on, we just want to walk you back. Will's right, who would we be if we didn't? Don't invite us in or do, but we're walking you back." Douglas Scott replied, "Will, here's a couple of twenties. We'll meet you outside."
Will looked on jealously as Doug guided the blonde goddess out of the bar. He suddenly noticed the remaining students were intently watching Penny, their conversations now whispers. Apparently, these girls were not strangers to the more salacious parts of the internet as they led Doug and him to believe. He suddenly realized if they score with Penny, their reputations here would be enhanced rather than harmed. He signed the check and gave the girl a generous tip.
"Thank you very much, Professor, um, she's going to be a tough one, but I hope you get lucky." The cute girl watched as Penny and Doug left before looking back at the older man, "I might need to get you and Dr. Scott to give me the blow by blow if you do," she said as she handed him his receipt, her number written on the bottom.
Will grinned, thinking how many times they'd tried to score with the young girl, "We'll see. I think we can make her feel welcome and not alone in a strange town." He hurried out to catch up with the couple.
Exiting, he stopped seeing a group of four girls all giggling and Penny signing autographs. One girl bared a very nice breast and sighed as Penny signed her name across the creamy swell. She groaned when apparently on an impulse Penny leaned down and sucked the nipple into her mouth.
"Ok, thanks. Always great to meet fans, but it's late and I'm guessing you girls have class in the morning." Penny laughed as she turned to head back to the Inn, "Look, guys, I got this. Outside of the scary gang back there, the streets are really deserted." As they each gently guided her and continued on, she stopped, "Ok, here's the deal. I could use some cock tonight. I have to say all your attention and those girls back there have me wanting to get back and rub one out, but I'll ask you guys in on two conditions." Seeing them grin and nod eagerly, she sighed, "Ok, no one, and I mean no one can ever know about this. There will be no iPhone videos, no recordings. Alright?"
"Here," Doug said, "Will, give me your phone." He took the older man's phone and trotted over to his car and put them in the glove box. He came back grinning and held up his hands, showing they were empty, "There. You have no idea how hard that was for me, though I was actually shocked to see Will was carrying his." He grinned at the older colleague, "Did you even know you could take videos on your phone?" He looked back at the gorgeous blonde wanting to see those tits in real life, his cock starting to throb, "Ok, what else?"
They started walking, "Ok, I am pretty sure you've never fucked anyone like me before, but after all the experiences, I really am not in the mood to be on my back while you each take turns. I like my men to be fully engaged in me and each other. If you are uncomfortable with that, then you should probably let me get alone so I can take care of this itch." She said as she slid her finger across the crotch of her jeans.
Doug looked at Will, "I'm sure we can be fully engaged, I mean, it won't exactly be the first time the two of us have made a girl or two happy."
Penny looked at the two and grinned, "I'm glad. I need a couple of cocks that know their way around. God, I need cock right now." She led them to her room. "Sorry, I really didn't expect to pick up a couple of good-looking studs." She went over and grabbed a bra and panties off the bed and put a few other items into her bag. "Hang on, make yourselves comfortable, I need to get rid of this wine."
Will grinned at Doug before giving a silent high five, "Fuck man. We did it. Too bad we can't record this."
Will pulled a phone out of his pocket and went over to the TV and after fiddling with it, propped it against the back, signaling thumbs up. He then pulled off his clothes and stopped when he was down to his boxers.
***********************************************
Maddy looked at Kat and Marty, "Those fuckers. They lied, though should we be surprised?" She looked at the monitors they had set up, "Marty, can you text Annie and let her know they set up a camera, let's see, just right of the center behind the TV?" She looked at her students who's volunteered to help, "Great job guys. The lighting and camera angles look totally professional. You're both my best students, but remember, this will never appear on your course credits or on any resume. Got it?"
Martin looked around at the room and grinned at Kat, "This feels a lot different from last time? I'm thinking I should make my major something along the lines of video surveillance." He quickly typed up a text and hit send.
"That isn't a thing. Ok, she sees it." They watched as Annie/Penny undressed and took a tube of KY and prepared herself before picking up her phone. They had set up a camera for just in front of the mirror and saw her make the Ok sign.
Maddy switched to the bedroom and saw the two men in their underwear climb up on the bed. She turned up the audio and listened in as the two men quietly talked.
"So, you never told me how Katerina was when she got to your class." Will said, "I mean was she really flustered?"
Doug grinned, "Flustered and I think she was excited. I mean, My God. Her nipples were sticking out a half inch, obvious even through that heavy sweater. I really wish I could have gotten her top off her like you did, but I turned the thermostat up to 85 in the room and she finally gave in and remove that thing. So glad you kept her bra. Christ, those must be spectacular tits." He laughed, "She sure was wearing a short skirt, so I put a problem on the board way up top for her to work out. I have no idea if she got it right or not. I was standing back admiring that ass as were all the students." He put his hand over his mouth and sputtered, "I must have seen 40 phones all recording that nice ass and pussy. A shame she shaves down there, I really love a nice red muff." He looked over at Will, "So how was that cunt? Did you taste it? Is it as sweet as it looks? I'll bet she's really tight. She just looks tight."
"God, she's sweet. Yes, and a horny little bitch. 'Oh, please Professor, please don't make me do this,' she whined. What a lying little bitch. I wouldn't have been surprised to hear her claim was a virgin. But her body didn't lie, she was so wet I slid right in even though you are right -- tightest cunt I've ever felt. And you know I've felt at least 50 of these tight little coeds. But shit, her body is every bit as good as Penny Nichols', but maybe better. You know my thing for redheads. Damn, I don't really care, but you know Penny's will be probably too used to be still tight. Anyhow, too bad you have class tomorrow or you could try that nice red cunt out. I'm going to fuck that ass of hers after class. She might be late to class again. By the way, should I grab the rubbers?"
"Don't bother, they test the shit out of these girls. I feel safer with Penny than any of the girls at the bar." Doug replied. "I'll cancel class. Sometimes collaborating with colleagues is more important than babysitting a room full of pampered kids."
Will nodded and looked over at Doug stroking his cock, "Christ, put that away. Oh, shhh, here she comes. This is going to be great."
Penny took a lacy nightshirt off the back of the door and slipped it on before turning off the light and heading into the bedroom. She saw the men's clothes on the floor and as she turned the corner, both men lying on the bed, Will's underwear nicely tented and Doug's cock poking out of his grey paisley boxers, his hand lazily stroking it. "Very nice, impressive display there, though I'd hoped to see you both getting each other ready." She grinned seeing them tentatively reach over and grab each other's cocks before gently stroking them, "God I'm wet. Seeing men touching each other is so fucking hot." She scooped up their clothes and dumped them on the dresser, accidentally blocking the phone, "Sorry, but I never put my clothes on hotel room floors." She headed over to the chair facing the bed and after sitting down, draped her legs over the arms exposing her perfect pussy.
Doug felt Will's hand stroking his cock and hated that it felt so good but seeing that pink cunt opened up and being stroked by the blonde beauty made it all worthwhile. He could feel the cum leaking from his friend's dick, and was impressed how fat it was. He'd never touched another man's junk before and this was not half bad, especially seeing the excitement on Penny's face watching them.
The blonde watched as the men stared at her exposed pussy, hearing them groan when she plunged a couple of fingers in and sucked off the juices. She actually did want those cocks inside her but decided to make them go a bit further, "God that's so fucking hot. Can one of you suck on the other's cock? I love seeing that." She leaned forward and pulled off the flimsy top then lay back furiously stroking herself.
Will started to push Doug's head towards his cock, but Doug resisted, "Hang on, I've got the doctorate so you should suck my dick."
Will laughed, "Doug, I've got almost 30 years tenure on you. It's only fair." He pulled the younger man down, "I know you want to."
Seeing the eager look on the girl's face Doug allowed his mouth to be guided onto Will's cock. His repulsion was replaced by instant curiosity. He'd tasted his own cum, I mean what man hasn't? But another man's? He opened his mouth and was immediately struck by the strong smell and taste. He tried not to swallow the fluids leaking out but really had no choice. Soon he was fully into it and relished hearing the girl encouraging him and the firm hand on the back of his head. He reached between Will's legs and gently stroked his balls. He wasn't happy knowing the older man's cock was fatter and longer than his, but he knew that wouldn't matter when he plunged his cock into that pink slit or that puckered asshole.
Will had no such repulsion knowing another man was sucking his cock. He didn't seek out these encounters but had been amenable to granting some of the boys in his classes extensions when they'd offered their mouths and asses. He was impressed at Doug's skills having always assumed he was not experienced. He suddenly realized he'd never actually reciprocated and crawled between his younger colleague's legs and wrapped his lips around that hard cock.
"Oh my God, I am so going to let you both do whatever you want to me," Penny cried seeing the two college professors in a 69, their hands stroking each other's asses, their mouths sucking eagerly of their cocks. She got up and knelt on the bed, rapidly stroking her wet pussy amazed how truly arousing the sight was. Finally, she blurted out, "Oh fuck, enough of that. I need my holes filled with those nice cocks."
She pulled the men apart and got on her hands and knees, "I'm feeling left out, do you guys know what a spitroast is? Yeah? Who wants...Got it, ok you both know what you want." She squealed with pleasure feeling Doug slide his cock into her pussy from behind and eagerly opened her mouth when Will knelt in front of her and slapped his wet cock against her face before lining it up with her lips. 'Nice. A lot fatter than I'd thought it would be and a lot harder. I love modern chemistry,' she thought.
Doug wanted to tell Will that he was wrong. 'This is a very tight cunt and so smooth. Fuck, so fucking tight!' He grabbed those creamy cheeks he'd jerked off to so many times and rammed harder and harder into the girl. Her squeals became louder as he felt his heavy balls slap against her clit. He parted those cheeks and saw she'd applied lube to her ass and drove a thumb inside her and felt like cumming hearing her muffled moans.
Will grabbed a handful of blonde hair and soon was burying his cock deep down the girl's throat. He'd never been deep-throated before and realized all the coeds he'd been using were going to learn if they wanted an A. He reached under and grabbed one of those flopping tits and squeezed. Penny was getting into it feeling her moans vibrating on his cock and without warning the girl spewed his cum down her gullet. He pulled out and flopped back on the bed watching his friend pound the shit out of the beautiful blonde port star.
***********************************************
Kat pulled Marty away from the screens and over to the bed, "Christ, I thought what I did was hard, but you realize she is totally acting, right? Just like I was?" She stroked the boy's face amazed he wasn't hard watching the erotic scene being played out, "We'll have some great stuff and get that asshole Adams back, and get the thumb drive back."
Maddy looked over at the two, "Why don't you guys get some sleep. The three of us will finish up and get something cut together." She looked at Daryl and Laura, her students, "Are you both good?" She suddenly laughed, "Oh Christ. You both look like you need release. Go ahead, there's not much to do here anyhow. Take the bed." She waved at Kat and Marty as they headed to the back bedroom.
The tiny blond looked at her classmate who was attempting to hide his raging boner, "Um, I have a boyfriend and I'm sure Daryl has a girlfriend, I really happy girlfriend I'm sure," she giggled seeing the embarrassment on the boy's face. She couldn't help but wonder if Daryl's penis was as impressive as it looked inside those baggy pants.
"I told you, anything that happens here, stays here. Go on, I know you both want to. I'll keep my back turned and give you privacy."
Laura pulled the boy's hand who willingly followed her over to the bed. They looked nervously back at their teacher before quickly removing each other's clothes. Fully naked, they crawled up on the bed and tentatively kissed.
Daryl felt the smooth creamy skin as he stroked the blondes' back and felt his cock press against that furry pussy when Laura threw her leg over his thigh. Her mouth was so sweet and her tongue was inside his mouth a lot more eagerly than Jenny ever did. In fact, he'd never felt Jenny hump against his cock like this or writhe as much in his arms. He heard her encouraging moan when his hand slid around grabbing that small breast and her humping get more urgent when his thumb pressed against her nipple, harder and more forceful as she encouraged his almost bruising pressure.
Laura reached down and grabbed the biggest cock she'd ever felt and opened herself up and guided him inside her. "Ohhhh, fuck, yes. God damn, you're big. Fuck me hard, please."
Maddy looked over and saw the couple on their sides, Laura's back to her with a very nice cock pistoning in and out of that tiny pussy. She admired the girl's incredibly small ass flexing eagerly in response to the assault on the vagina. 'Fuck, I didn't think about this, Christ! I need a cock bad, and that looks like a really nice fat cock.' She had to focus back on the screen knowing it would be totally inappropriate to join them. Annie was now on top of Will, leaning into his tit-grabbing hands as Doug got behind her and eased his cock into her ass. She wondered how that would feel. Two hard cocks inside her, two men looking like they'd won the lottery. Of course, it would be even nicer if they were bigger. Doug's ass was now almost a blur as he aggressively pounded the girl's ass. She heard loud moaning behind her and saw that Laura had climbed on top and was looking over at the screens mimicking the fucking she saw there.
***********************************************
Will couldn't keep his hands off those marvelous tits. He was trying to remember how Katerina's tits felt so he could compare. Back-to-back-to-back days fucking perfect sluts with perfect bodies. For what had to be the hundredth time in his life he marveled at how lucky he was, dozens of young cunts ripe for the taking. Doug's grunts confirmed that her ass must be incredible hearing him cum. He rode out the younger man's explosive relief until Doug pulled out and rolled off the bed. "Ok, I need to fuck that ass of yours. You have no idea how many times I've jerked off imagining spewing my cream inside your tight little ass.
Penny had now faked three orgasms and heard herself giggling happily as she reversed herself on the odious man's cock. She knew Adams would love watching her ass open up as she squatted over him. She felt his hands grabbing her ass, heard his happy moans as her sphincter opened up for his cock. He might be a total jerk, but he did have a nice cock. Fatter than Doug's, who was obviously done for the night as he came back from the bathroom and flopped down to watch.
Will pulled the girl back onto him and reached around and grabbed those tits again. Her legs were opened wide as he thrust up into her ass. "Go on, play with that cunt of yours while I fuck your tight ass, yesssss, that's it." He pinched those nipples and pulled on them and felt her respond as she writhed on top of him.
Doug was getting hard again seeing the blonde spread-eagled on top of his friend and crawled over and began licking that sweet pussy. She was incredibly wet and he found himself having to swallow a lot of her cum. He felt her hands guide him to her clit and her panting increased rapidly.
Penny was being stimulated as much as she'd ever been in her life and realized no man had ever eaten her pussy while another fucked her ass. This gave her ideas for her next shoot and the almost painful pinching of her nipples took her over the edge. "Oh, Fuck! Fuck, there, yessss," she cried as she exploded for the first time tonight. She was amazed she could possibly have cum with these two, but it all became too much. She felt Doug climb up and drive himself into her sopping pussy and aggressively pound into her.
***********************************************
Maddy was amazed at the stamina of the two men and desperately wanted to slip her hand into her pants but held off. 'Next time I'll be the bait and I'll have student tape me. God! When I get alone...' She looked over at her students hoping this would never get out, in fact, if she were sure, her clothes would be off, and she'd join them.
Laura felt initial embarrassment, maybe a little humiliation knowing her favorite teacher was watching her fuck, but seeing the erotic scene on the screen, hearing Penny cry out and feeling the biggest cock she'd ever had filling her up took her over the edge, "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck! Ah, ah, ah, ah, ah, ahhhhhhh," she cried, staring directly at her teacher idly wondering what her pussy tasted like.
Daryl was loving how active a lover Laura was. The small girl had legs opened as wide as she could, her tight pussy gripping and using his cock for her pleasure, her hips rapidly moving. Her body was almost snake-like as she writhed against him, encouraging him to drive deeper into her. She was making incredible sounds and look of total rapture on her face was the most arousing thing he'd ever seen in his life. He'd seen her in class, but she never fit his criteria, big breasts, tall, brunette, nice ass. Laura had small tits, tiny ass, blonde, short but was 10x the lover Jenny was.
When Laura came down from her best orgasm of her life, she eagerly kissed the boy, "Damn! You have a great cock." She pulled herself off and crawled down and cleaned her cum off that fat fleshy rod before wrapping her lips around it. Her hand found those huge balls and wondered how much cum he'd give her seeing how huge they were and the size of his cock. She was a good if not great cock-sucker according to her recent boyfriends and the way Daryl's hips were responding she suspected he was very happy.



Daryl moaned and stroked the blonde's head feeling that active tongue attack his cock, "Um, Laura I'm close, God, I'm...Aaaaaaahhhhh," he groaned as he felt the girl rapidly swallowing his jetting sperm. "Christ Laura, I could have pulled out. No girl has ever let me cum in their mouth before."
"I'm not going to waste it, and man that would have been a lot to waste. You almost drowned me." Laura said as she wiped off her face and climbed up to hold the boy. "You must think I'm a total slut, I mean before this evening I didn't even know your name, actually, I just know your first name."
Daryl stroked the girl's hair, "Yeah, I know. Thomas, hi. I'm Daryl Thomas. I'd seen you around and always thought you were cute, but until Ms. Fields asked us if we wanted to do extra credit..." He looked at her, "I never realized how beautiful you are." He welcomed the blonde's lips on his.
Maddy sighed hearing the young couple, but seeing the men roll off the bed she turned to the kids, "Well Daryl, get dressed. We should get over there and get our camera. Laura, you're up. How fast can you edit this and get something together? 'Wow! Nice cock. I wish I could follow Professor Adams' lead with this student,' she chuckled to herself. She admired the young girl's lack of modesty as she padded over and sat down naked in front of their equipment.
Laura looked at the amount of video files and looked up at her teacher, "Give me a couple of hours. I'll get both done. Thanks for letting me do this. This is a hundred times better than watching videos and reading books." She looked down at her nakedness, "I guess I should get dressed."
Maddy laughed, "I've never had a student say that to me before. But I don't care, and I know Daryl doesn't mind." Come on Bog Boy, let's go down the hall. She opened the door slowly looking out. She saw the two men laughing and slapping each other on the back as they headed to the elevator.
Penny heard the card in the door and got up. She hugged her friend as she came in and then hugged the boy, "Thanks for doing this. I hope you got what we need?" She looked at her nakedness, "I feel an incredible need to shower, so make yourselves at home and I'll come over when I'm done. She turned to Daryl and took his hands and put them on her breasts, "I know you want to. For all you've done, I owe you more than this." She reached down and stroked a pleasantly fat cock through his pants then kissed him before heading into the bathroom.
Maddy laughed, "Christ! You have incredible recovery skills," she said looking at the tent in the boy's pants. I can do this if you want to perhaps shower off. The shower stalls in these rooms are quite large."
Daryl laughed, "I'm good. Thanks for...you know, Laura and me. It was weird but really nice. I've never had an audience before and it added an element..." He grinned at her before they grabbed the cameras and the microphones they'd hidden and bagged them up. When they got everything in the bedroom Maddy told Daryl to get their stuff out of the bathroom. "Really? I mean, she's...Ok." He grinned.
Knocking on the door and opening it hearing it was Ok to come in, the boy saw Penny still naked, brushing her hair. "I'm sorry, but I need to get the camera and mic out of here."
Penny laughed, "You're embarrassed to see me naked and even if you never watched any of my shoots, you just watched two older men take me every which way. Look all you want, I like being seen. Hell, I owe you, big time. Look me up. I'm yours for a night if you want me." She reached into her makeup bag and pulled out a card.
Daryl groaned, "God, Penny, I couldn't. I mean actually, I could but. Ok. Thanks. Christ, you're a hundred times more beautiful in real life." He blushed furiously as he removed the equipment and took the card.
***********************************************
Adams grinned at Katerina as she climbed up to sit in the back. She wouldn't meet his eyes, but that's fine. He had no interest in her eyes, though she did have those big green eyes. He had to stop thinking about the prospectus of the redheaded little slut naked in his office and back to lecturing.
When he was done, he hustled back to his office and waited eagerly. Seeing the girl slowly come in, close the door and lock it, he overtly stroked his hardening cock through his pants. "Right on time, that will help your final grade. But leave it unlocked. I talked to Dr. Scott and he is canceling class for today and will be dropping by.
Kat blushed and unlocked the door kept her eyes on the floor and dropped her bookbag on a chair and unzipped it. She pulled out her iPad and set it on the desk. "Where do you want me?" She asked meekly, "On the desk?" She looked at the height and area imagining being naked on her back.
"Good girl, trust me, you'll enjoy it. Dr. Scott was really pleased to see you come into his class Monday and decided he'd like to see more. Perhaps you can get extra-curricular work in two classes," Adams chuckled. "Ah, here he is." He stood hearing the door open, "Douglas, good of you to drop by. Yes, better lock it."
Kat watched the two grinning men and picked up her iPad. "So, who have you shown this to?" She hit play on her prom night video. "I need to know if I'm going to have to fuck my way through the entire faculty in the University."
"No one, I mean I showed it to Doug, er Dr. Scott, but no one else. You just have to take care of us," the older professor chuckled.
"That's a relief, and how many copies have you made of the thumb drive?" Kat asked, not stopping the two men from undressing. "Eager, aren't you. I thought we had the afternoon." She did nothing to stop the two professors from stripping completely naked.
"I didn't make any copies. Doug has been upping his offer, but after this afternoon he may not be as interested," he pointedly looked at a camera sitting on the shelf across from his desk.
"You're kidding, was that there Monday?" Kat asked, looking angry.
"No, but damn, I only thought of it after you left," Adams replied as he came over to the redhead and started to pull off the girl's tee.
"Hang on. Perhaps I could show you another video to get you both in the mood," she glanced at the rigid boners pulsing on the two men, but I'm guessing you are already in the mood. Well, frankly this might get me in the mood." Kat switched videos and hit play on another.
Doug felt the blood rush out of his head...both heads seeing him on the bed with Will's cock in his mouth. He remembered feeling reluctant, but his expression was one of lust. And the way he was fondling the older man's balls made it look like he was the aggressor. "Ok, where did you get that?"
Kat stopped the video and scrolled back, "A friend of mine...well, not exactly a friend since he's a bit of a perv. You'd like him, anyhow he works over at the Inn and he saw some famous person I guess, check in and decided to see if he could get a video of this celebrity." She looked at their shocked faces, "I'm guessing by what he sent me it must have been an actor, a gay actor. Anyhow he heard this and asked me if this Katerina Wilson and I were one and the same." She hit play.
"So, you never told me how Katerina was when she got to your class. I mean was she really flustered?"
"Flustered and I think she was excited. I mean, My God. Her nipples were sticking out a half inch, obvious even through that sweater. I really wish I could have gotten her top off like you did, but I turned the thermostat up to 85 in the room and she finally gave in and removed that heavy sweater." He laughed, "She sure was wearing a short skirt, so I put a problem on the board way up top for her to work out. I have no idea if she got it right or not. I was standing back admiring that ass as were all the students." He put his hand over his mouth and sputtered, "I must have seen 40 phones all recording that nice ass and pussy. A shame she shaves down there, I really love a nice red muff." He looked over at Will, "So how was that cunt? Did you taste it? Is it as sweet as it looks? I'll bet she's really tight. She just looks tight."
"God, she's sweet. Yes, and a horny little bitch. 'Oh, please Professor, please don't make me do this,' she whined. What a lying little bitch. I wouldn't have been surprised to hear her claim was a virgin. But her body didn't lie, she was so wet I slid right in even though you are right -- tightest cunt I've ever felt. She had tears in her eyes but damn can that girl fuck. Her cunt gripped my cock like she was starving for it. Sad that so many of these girls don't have experienced boyfriends at home to take care of their needs. Ok, not really all that sad," He laughed, "she wanted it as much if not more than most of these bitches, and you know I've fucked at least 50 of these tight little coeds. But shit, her body is every bit as good as Penny Nichols', but maybe better. You know my thing for redheads."
Kat hit stop, "I assume that's me? Thanks for the compliment. I do like Penny Nichols. Very hot. So, I get this email this morning before my first class and I almost just hit delete, especially as there was an attachment. So, I called my "friend" and he told me this is a legit email. He told me he thought I might like this part, but he cut out all parts of the celebrity." She looked at their tiny little dicks dangling between their legs, "I'd like my thumb drive back," she closed the video, opened her email, "and I'll hit delete. Frankly, I have no idea what you guys see in these things. I felt like throwing up seeing you two." She watched as Adams went to his bottom drawer and grabbed the envelope with the thumb drive.
Kat opened the envelope and saw the familiar USB drive. She hit delete on her pad and then cleared trash. "Thanks. I'll be going. Oh, and by the way. I just want to stress that if you lied about making copies, my friend is a collector, perhaps even a hoarder...well, you get the idea." Picking up her book bag she headed to the door, "Oh, by the way, was it a celebrity? Anyone I'd know? Never mind actually, I really don't want to know. The thought of watching a movie and seeing this person might bring back a really bad taste in my mouth," Kat said glancing at Adam's tiny member. She pulled open the door, "Oh, Dr. Scott, I guess there's no class today. When would I have found out...? Yeah, I'm sure I'll see a note taped to the door. Real professional. I'll leave you two to your collaborating. Enjoy."
***********************************************
Martin stepped into the living room and saw Kat, Maddy and Aunt Annie laughing about something. He felt the happiness in the air and wondered what happened that was so great. He admired three of the more beautiful women in the world sitting in his living room and thought back just a year. He was sure he'd be voted the most ignorable senior at his school, except that would have meant no votes since everyone would have ignored that. Anyhow, he now had the love of the best girl at his school, his aunt was back in his life at least for three months and there was his pubescent fantasy laughing and giggling with the other two. He had trouble the last week shaking the images of those two odious men screwing his aunt. Kat was great that night and gave him a two-hour massage which led to a deep sleep. Others might have found the scene erotic and arousing, but all he felt was disgust. Truly sucks that these men are still teaching and still preying on the young girls, but Kat was insistent that they not release the video since the deal was just to get the thumb drive back.
"Marty! Get your ass in here and grab a glass. We're celebrating." Aunt Annie yelled seeing her nephew standing in the doorway, "As a parental figure I'm allowing you to drink, we have some good news." She pulled Marty in and plopped him down between Maddy and Kat. "I hope you like wine."
Maddy handed the boy a glass of red wine, "Not as manly as beer, but this is good stuff." She kissed the boy on the cheek, "We were going to wait for you, but..."
Martin grinned, "Ok, I like wine, but what's the good news?" He savored the warmth of Maddy's and Kat's thighs and bodies against his. It took tremendous will power to stifle a boner being this close to each girl he'd spent years fantasizing about.
"OK, wait. Actually, Laura and Daryl are on their way and I'd like Laura to tell you." Maddy stood up, "Hang on, I hear Daryl's car. I cannot believe that thing even starts." She went to the door and opened it, hugging each student as they came in. "Guys, I'm sure you all remember each other," laughing, she looked at Annie, "Maybe some more than others. Daryl, Laura, this is Penny Nichols also known as Aunt Annie. Annie is Marty's aunt and, well, you know, also a very accomplished actress. Come in and sit, we have wine."
Annie came over and gave a huge hug to Daryl and then turned to Laura, "Hi, we haven't met in the flesh so to speak, but thank you for helping out." She pulled the smaller girl into an embrace before turning to the group, "Laura here has been busy."
Accepting a glass then taking a sip, she turned to Kat, "You told us not to release the tape, but I'm pursuing a dual major, and you might have guessed by now, but Journalism is my primary. Your plight got me thinking so I got hold of Adams' class rosters for the last few years. I contacted those girls and women I could get hold of and compiled an incredible history of Professor William Adams using his position to get girls to provide sexual favors." She reached into her bag and pulled out a printout and handed it to the redhead, "Look, you tell me you don't want that in there, but the transcript of those two predators discussing your, um, well read it and let me know."
Kat took the paper and went to the section that Laura pointed to. Everyone was looking at her expression and when she finished she grinned, "This is perfect. Yes, sure! Use it." She handed the sheets to Martin who looked at it. "You truly captured their monogenism, but frankly I love being TC." She looked at Martin, "From now on I'd prefer you called me that," she laughed.
"Oh good, hang on." Laura pulled out her phone, "Jim, yes. I got TC to sign off. Run it...I know this is going to be an incredible story. Really? Who? Seriously? Ok, thanks." The girl put down the phone beaming, "My editor used to work for the Times, he sent my draft over to them, they want to run it in the Sunday edition and want to talk to me about interning. Wow, I'm just a sophomore." She beamed. She took a big sip of wine.
Annie gave her a hug, "Thank you. This was amazing how the three of you pulled this whole thing together in a matter of hours." She looked at Daryl, "I told him I always pay my debts and I'd owe you also, so if there's anything you ever need, let me know."
Laura looked at Daryl and grinned, "I know, he told me. He also said that as tempted as he was, now that we're together, "she giggled, "thanks to you...now that we're together he thinks it would be cheating if, well. You know. But what if I want him to? And what If I want to join in?"
"Hang on," Kat said standing up, "I'm the one who really owes both of you." She looked at her boyfriend, "Martin and I discussed it hearing Annie's offer to Daryl and he agrees, I also pay my debts."
Daryl looked like a deer in headlights and downed his entire glass, "Um wait," he looked at the three girls surround him and over at the grinning Martin, "Really? Are you Ok with this?" He felt his cock surge as six hands explored his body.
Martin gave a thumbs up, "I hope you've had your vitamins. He looked at Maddy and nodded over to the four, "You want to make it a fivesome?"
"I'm good Squirt, we'll stay here and maybe talk about old times. Anyhow, isn't this about professors sleeping with their students?" Maddy said patting the boy's thigh. The watched the foursome head upstairs, the three girls giggling, and the boy being pulled up behind. "So, what would you like to talk about? Katerina mentioned you had a childhood crush on me?"
Martin groaned, "She wasn't supposed to blab. She is so getting a spanking. I sort of mentioned that when I was a kid I might have fantasized a bit...you know, about you."
"Relax, Actually, that was what she told me, that you had fantasies about me. I think it's flattering. So, tell me one." Maddy said smiling as she continued to stroke the boy's thigh. Her eyes flicked down to his crotch noticing a lot there.
"A lot of guys fantasized about you. I wasn't the only one. Remember Tony Perelli? He called you Madison Avenue and talked about how he'd love to drive up your thoroughfare. Mike McCay, who by the way is now at Harvard, pre-law, called you an attractive nuisance." Martin chuckled.
"I'm not sure if that's a compliment or an insult." Maddy looked thoughtful, "What's it mean?" she said stroking closer to the boy's crotch.
"It's a legal term. We were talking about a burglar who attempted to rob a house. The homeowner left a ladder leaning against the house and the burglar fell off injuring himself. He sued the homeowner and won. Apparently, the ladder was called an 'Attractive Nuisance.' Anyhow, Mike heard that and immediately mentioned you were an Attractive Nuisance and how he was going to climb up you." He grinned hearing Maddy laugh, "I liked Joey Johnson's term for you. Madison Field. He said he wanted to play his home games on Madison Field and get to 2nd and 3rd base before scoring." Martin chuckled, "Of course we were what? 12? We'd go to all the high school plays and you always had the leads in those. God, you looked so hot in Mean Girls and as the slave girl in a Funny Thing Happened on the Way to the Forum." He looked thoughtful, "Then again I think I was the only non-virgin of the four of us when we graduated, and I got lucky prom night."
"I was so worried about the reviews back then. Perhaps I should have been polling the pre-pubescent boys." The dark-haired girl laughed. "But I notice you failed to say anything about yours. Come on, inquiring minds want to know." Her fingers were just scraping his jean covered scrotum and the mass was growing.
Martin looked down feeling his face turn beet red, "Ok, let's just say it involved me starting at your feet and kissing or licking up your legs to, well, you know. And you being naked of course and loving it."
"Really? Not me on my hands and knees, being naked of course? On my back, legs spread, naked of course?" Maddy purred, her hand now covering the large mass in his pants. She suddenly stood up, "Hang on, I'll be right back, and perhaps you might want to loosen things up. That sure looks painful."
Martin watched as the lithe girl trotted out of the room. He immediately loosened his belt, undid the buttons on his fly and grabbed his cock and straightened it out before trying to rebutton his jeans. 'Maddy was right, God! This was getting really uncomfortable.' He hurriedly tried to get things covered hearing the girl return, but now in bare feet. He looked over at the doorway and saw the most beautiful sight.
Maddy felt a huge rush walking into the living room stark naked, having never been so bold in her life. She saw Marty trying to cover up his huge erection and grinned, "I take it you approve?" she came over and knelt down, pulling his hands off his cock. "Holy mother of God," she sighed, "is this real?" She gripped the boy's cock with both hands as she freed it fully from his pants. She estimated it was at least ten inches long and fat. She licked her lips and suddenly needed to see more.
Martin lifted his hips up making it easier for Maddy to pull off his pants then pulling his shirt off over his head. He watched as his dreams were about to come true. Her face was inches from his balls, and it was as if she were weighing them with her one hand. Her expression was one of intense eagerness and desire. Her tennis-ball sized tits were unbelievably perky but what caught his attention were the erect nipples sticking at least ¾ of an inch out. 'Christ! How on earth can any bra contain those?' He thought.



Maddy had the urge to tell Annie she wasn't lying as she felt the fat pulsing shaft in her hand but walking in naked on the ménage a quatre upstairs might be a problem. Her thumb was massaging the cum leaking out while her mouth was sucking first on one ball then the other. She'd sucked on men's balls before knowing men loved that. She was always able to easily fit both in her mouth at once, but Marty's were too big to suck on more than one at a time. Curious how that head would fit in her mouth, how he'd taste, she licked her way up the shaft and wrapped her lips around it.
Martin moaned, feeling the warm mouth and active tongue on his cock. Her hands continued to stroke his shaft while she took more and more into her mouth. His balls and stomach ached or tingled in excitement as the brunette's mouth took more and more of him in. Her long hair fell off her shoulders and across his thighs and tickled his scrotum. He had to feel that breast so he reached under and found the soft yet firm flesh. His fingers gently pinched and pulled on the hard nipple and felt Maddy moan happily on his cock.
Maddy didn't want to the boy to cum yet and feeling his hips begin to respond to her sucking, she stopped and looked up at him. "I have a confession. I've had fantasies also," she looked down at the fat club in her hands and back at the boy, "I've been getting more and more obsessed about having a big dick shoved into me and Annie told me you had the biggest cock she'd ever had. We weren't left out of what's happening upstairs, Kat and Annie set this up. Annie told Kat and if you and she wanted to thank me..."
"Ok, I'm spanking both of them, no wait. I'll have them spank each other." Martin chuckled, "Well, this is a quandary. My fantasy is you make you cum so hard with my tongue that you pass out, but now I have to put my cock inside you? I mean, I want to thank you but now you're going to say you want me to fuck you? Between you, Annie, and Kat you women sure are high maintenance." He laughed. He stood up and pulled the tall brunette to her feet.
Maddy wrapped her arms around the boy and welcomed his tongue, 'Wow! Even his tongue is fat and strong.' She felt her pussy throb in anticipation. She pulled her chest away giving the boy's hands room and moaned as he grabbed her breasts and played with her nipples. Her mons was pressing against that steel rod so she reached down and stroked it. "Hmmm, Ok, I'll let you lick my pussy but be quick about it. I'm going to need this inside me pretty soon." She turned and sat back on the couch and opened her legs.
Martin knelt down admiring the tight lips, the nicely trimmed dark-brown bush, and the intoxicating aroma. He loved the taste of pussy and hers was no different, but what really excited him was when his partner writhed under his ministrations and had a mind-blowing orgasm. He felt his cock throb as he finally tasted Maddy's pussy. He realized he didn't need to do this. She needed no preparation for his cock as her pussy was sopping. As he lapped up her juices, opening her up more and more, his pelvis responded encouragingly. He couldn't believe how great she tasted and how happily she was responding.
"Ok, you can do this a while longer since you seem quite good at it. Oh Christ! There, Oh God." She cried as his rigid tongue attacked her clit. She pulled on her nipples and found herself unconsciously opening her legs more and putting her heels against the boy's back. It had always taken her lovers a long time to get her to cum yet now she found herself fighting the sensations she knew would lead to an explosive climax. As fun as this was, she really wanted to cum on the boy's cock since she was not a multi-orgasmic woman. She tried to push the boy back, "Please stop, I'm going to cum, Oh God, Shiiit!" She cried as her body wouldn't listen and rapidly peaked before releasing. The boy was merciless with his tongue as her hips thrust off the couch and pressed hard against his face until she finally felt all tension drain out of her body and she flopped back onto the cushions.
Martin sat back and grabbed his shirt and wiped his face off. He looked at the beautiful woman lying back, legs spread wide panting. He stood up, lay on top of her and kissed her welcoming her arms as she pulled him close. "That was great! Thanks," he sighed, "I've dreamt of doing that to you for years."
"Wow, that was great. You're very good at that, but now it's my fantasy." Maddy reached under the boy and grabbed his cock lining it up with her wet slit and groaned as the boy eased into her. "Oh God, easy now. Shit! You're big." The girl opened her legs wider feeling the cockhead ease out before pressing into her again. The initial pain was subsiding and a feeling of being fully filled took over. His cock was so fat for the first time she felt stimulation on her clit without even trying.
Martin watched Maddy's face and as she relaxed, he began pushing in more and more. Her face went from grimacing to eyes closed, mouth open and increasing gasps of pleasure. Soon she put her hands on his hips when he was ¾ of the way in, so he began fucking her a little bit faster. Maddy was grunting with every thrust, her nipples were even harder and more extended, so the boy leaned down and sucked one between his lips. The girl's pelvis was rocking in rhythm with his fucking along with her louder vocalizations. He kept slowing down every time it seemed she was getting close since he'd wanted to be right here for years and it was too pleasurable to end anytime soon.
Maddy's pussy was on fire, her clit scraped by that monster shaft and with the rough sucking on her nipples, she suddenly realized a first was about to occur, "Oh, fuck! I love your cock, fuck me, aaaaahhhh, aaaaahhhh, uh, uh, uh..." She thrust her hips up into him and grabbed his ass as she exploded in a second orgasm. She felt her cervix being pounded but it only added to the intensity of the climax. Finally, she collapsed back onto the couch, pulled the boy's face to her lips and kissed him hungrily. "Oh my God! You are incredible." She stroked his sweating face and sighed, "I need you to cum inside me now. You tell me how you want me, and don't even think about pulling out."
Martin grinned, "I've had these thoughts about you leaning against the wall..." He grinned as the girl pushed him up and led him over to the wall, turned, leaned against it and stuck her ass out. He ran his hands up and down her sides, stroking that beautiful ass, feeling her ribs and reaching around and cupping those perky tits. His cock wanted to be back inside and apparently so did Maddy as he felt her hand urgently grab his cock and guide him inside her. "Ok God, yes! You're so tight." He moaned. He loved that now she was fine with him no longer being gentle and was pressing back into him burying his cock fully into her. The rougher he mauled her tits the louder her guttural moans were. He picked up his pace slamming into that sopping pussy with more and more force feeling his balls slapping against her clit. He knew he couldn't keep this pace up without exploding but hearing the louder grunts, her gasps, he had to hold off until she came again, but feeling the girl's uninhibited passion was too much.
Maddy never felt so taken, so fucked, so speared in her life. Her pelvis was responding to each of the boy's thrusts which were getting more and more urgent, her sensitive nub was being slapped over and over, her knees were getting rubbery. She found that she was building towards another climax and wanted to fight it since it was Marty's turn for release, but just as the boy gripped her breasts harder and grunted out he was cumming, she felt herself spin out of control while he spasmed into her, her pelvis grinding hard into the boy.
Martin pulled on Maddy's nipples as she came and felt his legs almost give out with each thrust of his hip as he shot jet after jet of sperm deep inside her womb. He finally had to support her as he felt her body going limp as the waves of pleasure subsided. He pulled out, turned her around and felt the slickness of their two bodies sliding together as they locked lips. He guided the girl back to the couch happily realizing he'd fucked the girl of his dreams so hard she almost passed out.
Maddy had never cum more than once before while having sex and experiencing three crashing orgasms made her feel weak and totally drained. She flopped back and lay there watching as Marty went into the kitchen. She felt like she should get up as the cute boy came back with napkins, handing her a couple.
"Sorry, I should have asked before cumming inside you. I have to say, that exceeded my fantasies." Martin reached for his boxers and was pulling them on when he quickly grabbed his tee shirt hearing the others coming down the stairs and tossed it to the naked brunette.
Annie put her arm out to hold up the other and peered around the corner. She saw her bare-chested nephew sitting with her old friend on the couch. "Hey guys, I was worried you'll still be going at it." She stepped out into the living room and grinned at Kat, Laura, and Daryl before heading over and sitting on the other couch. She was joined by the young couple while Kat went over and sat on Martin's lap. "Daryl here was amazing. He tried to hold off but I guess we three were a bit much for him," she patted his leg, "but Christ! He sure recovers quickly."
Katerina kissed Martin, "So, should I pack my things? We sure heard you two, especially you Maddy. I guess you were happy with what Martin was doing to you." She looked at the deeply blushing teacher, "Relax, I owe you big time and anytime you have chores, I'll send Martin over."
"God! I feel like this has definitely been something they never covered when giving us instructions on dealing with students." She looked down at her hard nipples sticking out and the tee that just came to her waist. "This all came about because of a professor getting naked with a student. My outrage was fairly hypocritical, I now realize." She laughed.
Laura and Daryl looked at each other, "I don't see anything. Daryl, do you know what she's talking about?" She giggled seeing the tent in the boy's pants, "Sorry Ms. Fields, he's apparently much more observant." She kissed the boy, "Hold that thought. I'm definitely going to take care of that later," she told him.
"Screw it." Maddy got up, letting them all see her lower half as she went out to the dining room to get her clothes. She looked over her shoulder, "Maybe Daryl will get a better score since this will be on the final exam."
"So, did you have fun up there?" Martin asked, "I have to say Daryl looked like he was going to have a stroke when you were dragging him up to the bedroom."
"We did and he was a bit nervous at first, but definitely got into it," Kat chuckled, "He tried to play all nine holes, but he fell just short." She looked at Laura, "Apparently she owes him a free round on her back nine." She smiled then looked at her boyfriend, "I have a question I'd like to ask you. Annie and I were wondering what you thought about those two moving in? We have the 4th bedroom and, well, they were discussing getting a place together. We have the room in this big house and they said they'd help with the rent."
Martin thought about having the boy who'd just fucked his girlfriend living here and considered he might be tempted again, but on the other hand he didn't own Kat, just loved her and she loved him. "Actually yes, I like the idea. We actually have two spare bedrooms since Annie has been sleeping with us and maybe that boy over there can take some of the pressure to please you off my plate," he laughed as the beautiful redhead smacked him.
"Hey guys, I just got a text. Dean Wallace has suspended Dr. Douglas Scott and Professor William Adams pending a hearing. Due to a massive amount of video evidence it does not appear either will be retained at the university," Laura read. "We are also interviewing dozens of current and former students since apparently this behavior has been going on for a while. The university does not condone these types of actions by any member of the faculty or any other part of this institution." Laura looked over at Kat, "This is all because you did something. All the other girls just gave in and accepted their fates. Nice!"
"I'm sorry you had to go through that, but if you hadn't how many other girls would have been forced to fuck those assholes?" Martin asked. He looked at Daryl and Laura, "Kat mentioned you want to get a place together? We have a spare room, so you're welcome to stay. I'm guessing you're comfortable with hanging around with us." He grinned.
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Linda looked at Bill standing in the middle of the kitchen holding the coffee pot. She knew he was hurt. She'd whored herself out to a roomful of men to make a sale. Sure, the biggest commission of her career, but whoring, being a whore was still humiliating to her. And the love of her life, her husband not only found out about it but had to watch the entire degrading experience. She wanted to cry knowing she'd destroyed the best part of her life, how he'd never trust her again, how he could never respect her again. She thought about what kind of apartment she'd be able to find. Would the couch work in it, or would Bill demand the couch they first made love on?
"Coffee? Sorry, but you look like crap. I'm assuming you didn't get much sleep?" He reached for a cup, "Tell me they at least sent you off with some coffee..." Bill looked at his wife, the confusion, sadness, "Hey, come on. Let's go sit in the living room and you can tell me how your night went."
In a daze, the blonde let herself be led into the living room and sat down next to her husband on the couch. She looked at him, "You're not angry with me? I was so scared I'd come home and find you gone. I mean, you were incredibly convincing last night. You played along, saw me degrade myself...for what? A few extra dollars in my paycheck?" She took a sip of the back coffee. "Please say something. Please yell at me."
"There's nothing to say. Or, perhaps all I can say is this. You have been teasing the men, flirting to make your sales quota, but you had to know there were going to be men like Cal and Eric who prey on women like you." He studied her face not seeing defiance or denial and continued, "Cal was born with a silver spoon in his mouth. He has always gotten what he wants. Do you have any idea how many women have been where you've been?"
"I do know. He and Eric basically bragged about their 'Play Pen.' She pulled up her dress showing no panties, "I heard Cal and Eric complain they had nothing for the wall. That made no sense to me until I found out. They have a panel inside a closet in one of the guest bedrooms..." She rubbed her face, "Eric showed me when Cal was in the shower this morning. He said they were mostly Cal's, though he helped collect a lot of them. He looked disappointed saying that, but there had to be over 100 panties and thongs hanging on hooks." She put her coffee down, tearing up. She went over and grabbed a couple of tissues and dabbed her eyes, "I'm just another whore on his wall," she laughed bitterly, "but I didn't even make the wall. You should have seen them though I'm sure you will. Names, dates, and numbers. One to ten. M or S." She sniffled, "Damn! Why did I ever let that happen?"
Bill stood up and held his wife, "It happened. I'm sure part of you screamed out stop, but I saw you last night. There was a louder voice screaming, don't stop. More! Can you stop? Do you have it in you?"
"You're right. I do have two voices in my head. But I need to feed the voice of reason. The voice that knows I'm hurting you. I don't need to flirt, show my cleavage anymore. I'm a good salesperson. This was a big mistake, the biggest mistake of my life." She said defiantly.
"No, I didn't mean that. I guess I'm asking the girl I saw emerge last night, not you, now." Bill said, "I saw you...or someone. The person I saw last night was insatiable. She was begging for cock, any cock in any hole. How many times did you cum? See? You have no idea. The person I've always known would have been totally in control, would have been thrilled with one orgasm, gotten out of bed and gone on with her day." He looked at her, "Can you stop? Or will there be more mornings I wake up alone, wondering when you'll get home? Whether you'll call and tell me you'll be delayed?" Seeing her look, "Yes, Cal, Eric, Cliff and I may have used you, may have taken all your holes, but I saw the eagerness on your face. You wanted them hard again, you joked that four studs were better than three, remember? You worried they'd lose stamina, lose interest before you were done." He held her, stroking her back, "Do I have to worry you'll have a board with men's underwear on it?"
Linda stepped back and was stunned. She'd felt out of control, that she had to open her legs, mouth, bend over spreading her ass...but she kept rolling over and taking a softening cock in her mouth, stroking another. She remembered Cliff looking apologetic after he'd cum four times inside her and could go no further. How happy she was when Cal seemed to recover right after Eric or Cliff finished with her. Hell, even early this morning when Eric and Cal fucked her and both came she wouldn't let Eric pull out of her cunt and she actually thought about sucking life back into Cal's cock even though he'd just pulled out of her ass. She remembered the smell of sex when she woke up, her face pressed against his soft penis.
Bill watched the expressions on her face, the realization coming over her. He sat back down waiting for his beautiful wife to say something, to decide. He already knew the answer. He already knew what she'd say and how he'd respond. He calmly took another sip of coffee.
Linda finally stopped and looked over at Bill, tears in her eyes. "Oh fuck! I want to say yes. Say I will never do that again. God damn, I want to say that so badly, but...I'm sorry." She burst into tears. Her chest hurt thinking she'd just closed any possibility of their marriage to work. Why couldn't she be normal? Why couldn't she be happy with one man? The one and only man she truly loved? Why can't that be enough, but she was done lying to Bill. He deserves better. She dabbed her eyes and came over next to her husband...for how much longer? Who knows, but she took his hand.
"I'm so sorry for lying to you last month. I was trying to convince myself I didn't let that happen. I wanted to erase what I did from my memory, but I still never should have lied. Nothing hurts worse than knowing I hurt you and I'll pack my things..." She looked around the room, the house, their house, "I'll get an apartment and perhaps find a nice condo somewhere. I'm not going to lie to you again. I can't honestly say I won't allow myself to be used by multiple men. Let men have their way with me, it's too...too intense to forget." She stood up, trying to staunch the tears and headed to the stairs.
"Stop. I knew that's what you'd say." Bill stood up, "Actually, I was hoping that's what you'd say. No, not because I want you to fuck other men, I really hate that. No, I love you. I want to be with you, just you. I never want to face growing old without you by my side, but what I really hate, really never want to experience again, is you lying to me." He walked over and grabbed her shoulders, "If you feel a need to whore yourself out, get gang-banged, whatever, tell me. I don't need any details, just that you did it, or are going to do it." He shook his head, "One promise. Never, ever lie to me again." He looked at her and grinned, "At least we don't need to worry about Cal and Eric again. I've heard they never ask girls back, though...yeah, they did need that order placed."
Linda threw her arms around her husband, tears streaming down her face. "I love you. I know it will take a long time, but I desperately want your trust back. I need you to believe in me and I've damaged that so badly." She sighed. "I love you so much and I promise you if there are other men, there will never be any other men I love as much as I do you."
"Go on, get showered, they didn't give you coffee or let you clean up? Yes, I can smell them on you. And I know it will never happen, but wear some old pair of undies you don't care about. Maybe that's why they asked you back." He kissed her, "And I hope you're in the mood for blueberry pancakes."
Laughing, Linda said, "I may have worked up an appetite. Apparently, I missed dinner last night along with breakfast this morning." She gave him a quick kiss and turned. She stopped halfway up the stairs, "Oh, there's one caveat. I need you to let temptation get the better of you. If you get the opportunity to fuck another woman, I want you to, without reservations, go for it. I cannot live with the guilt of cheating on you unless I know you're getting a nice piece of ass also. And I guess there's a second caveat. Please don't tell me. I am not sure I could handle it. Pretty hypocritical, huh?" She smiled ruefully and headed back up.
***********************************************
Bill was headed back to his office and heard Eric's voice. "Hey, what's gotten into you? Those girls were eager last night and I really shouldn't complain, but you went and fell asleep in the living room? Julie even tried to suck you off and you pushed her away."
"I'm sorry. I just wasn't into it. Maybe I'm getting old." Cal replied.
"Old? Dude, you're 27 years old." They talked quietly and Bill had to strain his ears, but he heard Eric say softly, "It's Linda isn't it? Ever since that night two weeks ago, you've been less and less interested in the girls. Get over it. She told you she has a boyfriend, a boyfriend she is confident will lead to marriage and that was just business." He heard Eric scoff, "I should have known. I really should have known when you invited her back. We've never done a sequel. You always said none of the sequels ever were as good as the first runs. Ok, whatever's bugging you, get over it. One of the temps down in application support got all wet when I told her about the penthouse. She's coming over tomorrow night."
"You're right. By the way, I figured out what happened to the system. My bad. I was clearing old recordings and I must have clicked the system reset button. I feel like crap since I promised Cliff an edited copy of the night's activities. I hope he's fine with the video I made of her first night. Here, oh yeah, the second is for Bill. I hope he gets to watch it without the wife finding out."
"I see it in your eyes, don't even think about it. I'm sure Cliff would love it but getting her back a third time sets an ugly precedent." He heard Eric respond, "I'll drop these off with the guys. That was a great night, though. I was looking forward to watching what I might have missed."
Bill ducked into his office hearing Eric leave. His head was spinning. Ok, he could understand Cal wanting to nail his wife, but this sounds like he's falling in love. 'Crap!' He just sat at his desk when Aurora came in.
"Mr. Walters said you'd need this." She looked at her boss as she handed him the USB, "Are you Ok? You looked concerned about something."
***********************************************
A few weeks later, Aurora came into Bill's office, "You have a meeting with the board at 11. That means you won't get to make lunch with your wife. Want me to call her?
"No, I'll call her. Thanks." He looked at his pretty EA, "Something else? No, don't shake your head, you know the rules. Close the door."
The redhead came back and sat down and looked at her boss. "Look, totally none of my business, but I saw your wife in Cal's office last week. I mean, it's nothing, but I remembered you mentioned the sales rep from Nuxaware, the penthouse..." She felt herself turning beet red and stood up. "Never mind, I don't have a clue why I even brought this up."
"Sit!" Bill snapped, "Honesty. I never want you to hold back anything. What were you going to ask?" He looked around his office, "Oh, and how do you know what my wife looks like? I don't have a picture."
Aurora pointed to the bottom drawer behind him. "When I was putting all your stuff away from your old office, you had a picture of her, of you and her. I put it on the shelf...then I saw you put it in that drawer." She looked embarrassed, "None of my business, but it just seemed strange. I mean, she's beautiful. You should be proud to...sorry, way out of line here." She looked pleadingly at her boss she'd come to admire.
Bill looked at his watch. "It's fine. I'm sure you saw Linda with Cal, they do business together and need to go over..." He tried to think of how to tell her about the awkward arrangement when he sighed and told her everything. How they found themselves in a lie. How that made them lie some more and soon spiral out of control..."So, I'm caught between a rock and a hard place," he suddenly laughed, "No pun intended, but I have to hide the picture of her so the guys here don't know we're married. I have to allow, no scratch that, tolerate the decisions we made, no matter how much they hurt." He looked at the girl, "I know. You can think that about me."
Aurora looked at her boss, "You love her that much? I'm impressed. That would be hard to overlook."
Bill laughed ruefully, "Hey, that's marriage. You know how you find out about the little quirks, things that bother you. How she eats, how he keeps forgetting to put the toilet seat down, how she likes to fuck other men. The little things. You tend to overlook them when you're in love."
"Who doesn't like fucking other men?" She laughed, "Ok, perhaps men...or most men or lesbians...perhaps nuns." She looked at her boss, "I'd have killed my boyfriend if he did that to me, but maybe that's why we broke up. Maybe I never really loved him."
"You broke up with Chuck? Why didn't you tell me? I'm sorry, I liked him."
"Turned out, he was a slut." She gasped and put her hand over her mouth, "Oh Christ, sorry."
"Actually, Linda and I prefer 'whore' in describing what she's become, but slut is nice, too." Bill laughed. "I predict there will be other men, and soon. A woman as beautiful, as sexy as you are...Sorry, way out of line," he stammered.
"Did you mean it?" Aurora asked. Seeing him nod, she smiled, "Then, thanks. You know the full honesty rule works both ways. If you are telling me the truth, then you can say anything to me, I mean it."
***********************************************
"You know Eric and Cal are going to be there..." Linda said as she took a bite of toast.
"I know. But you don't have anything to go over, so I'd avoid them, especially Cal. You know, don't lead him on...he seems to have fallen for you." Bill replied, trying to sound nonchalant.
"I doubt it. I'd definitely put him in the category of use 'em and lose 'em. Eric told me not to worry about them endangering what I have with my boyfriend. We do have a new security suite. We think it will blow MacSpersky out of the water. Not your area since this is initially just for workstations, but, of course, next year we'll extend that to servers, you know Exchange, file and print servers, etc. But you're right, the conference center in Reno is huge and there will be thousands of people and hundreds of booths, the odds are I'll never run into him. Still, I'd love to get you guys on board with this."
"You know I'd love for you to make as many sales as possible, but something about Cal using you like this...Never mind, you're right. He might not be looking to replace what we have." He looked at his wife, "I'm not telling you to be good, to be faithful. But be careful. I don't want you to be hurt. This might just be my jealousy, but you're not just another pair of panties on his wall."
"Which I'm not since I wasn't wearing any. Ok, I get it. I was planning to throw in a free fuck with every sale, but last year we had over 500 sales." She looked thoughtful, "Perhaps every tenth sale would be better."
Bill laughed, "Nice to know you're cutting back. But listen, Cal thinks you're single. I think there's a danger there."
Linda looked thoughtful, replaying their experiences, "I don't know. He pretty much used me for my various access points. He never really treated me as anything but his toy," she shrugged her shoulders, "anyhow, you can relax. Jim has pretty much every hour booked. Every evening from seven to ten or so, we're meeting in his suite to go over the day. That won't leave any time for anything else."
"You don't know Cal...or actually, you do." He looked at the clock, "Go. Get your bag. The Uber should be here right about now."
***********************************************
"I'm not complaining, but don't you think you're showing a bit too much skin?" Al asked, flicking his eyes down to Linda's chest. He stepped back, hands up, "I love it, just that when you need to bend over, you'll be pretty exposed."
Bryan laughed, "If you ask me, a woman like you can never show enough skin." He playfully flicked his fingers across the vee formed by her blouse.
Linda glared at her co-worker and fastened one of the buttons, "Ok, but let's revisit this when new orders are not where they should be." She leaned forward, facing him, "Better?"
He could see her deep cleavage, but no longer the thin lacy bra, "no, not even close, but perhaps more PG-13 than R." Al laughed, "Seriously though, we'd set all kinds of records if we just had you out front, topless." He blushed, "Sorry, that's inappropriate."
Bryan came over and peered down her top wondering how his cock would feel nestled..."So inappropriate, maybe in a bikini top. That wouldn't be inappropriate, would it?" He laughed and headed to the front of the booth.
Al hung back trying to get his throbbing cock under control. He hated the fact she was all he could think of when he was around her. How it was her he saw under him when he was with his girlfriend. 'Get hold of yourself. She's happily married and to a really great guy,' he thought bitterly.
***********************************************
Cal and Eric followed their game plan of starting on the northwest corner and going up and down the aisles before ending up at the southeast corner. They checked off the various booths they wanted to spend time at. Neither one was eager to get free tchotchkes since they always were overloaded with brochures and pamphlets by the end of the week.
"Did you see Nuxaware?" Cal asked casually, "I didn't see their booth."
"Are you asking because you want their software, or are you looking for Linda?" Eric chuckled as he scanned the map, "They're over there." He pointed up the aisle. They headed over and saw the stunning blonde with three gawking men.
Linda looked up from the tech sheet she was holding to the trio from a German automaker, "Wir haben unternehmensweite Lösungen für kleine Startups..." She saw Cal and Eric coming towards their booth, "Entschuldigung, bitte warten Sie," she apologized to the men, "Hey guys. Let me finish up and I'll be right with you." She went back explaining in apparently perfect German all the features of the software suite.
Bryan came up, "Can I answer any of your questions while you wait? I'm Bryan Andrews, I work with Linda." Hearing who they were with, beamed, "Thanks for that great order, by the way. I hope she's satisfied all your needs." He saw how they were looking at her, "I know. We all look at her that way."
"She speaks German?" Cal asked.
"Actually, yes." Bryan chuckled as if it were a party trick. "She does that to impress the clients."
"How many languages does she speak?" Eric asked.
"Good question. I've heard Japanese, Chinese or Vietnamese, they all sound the same to me, um Italian, Russian, French, Spanish...Oh, I remember some Arab language." Bryan said, "But she looks busy. Can I show you our newest Security Suite?"
"Thanks, Bryan. I got this." Linda hugged each man, chastely, "So, here we are. What a zoo." She laughed. "Come on, I need a break from non-stop talking and Bryan's leering."
Sitting down at the table, Eric looked at the girl differently, "Were you speaking German, I mean fluent German?"
Linda blushed, "Ja ich spreche Deutsch," she replied laughing.
"Ok, we have to know, how many other languages do you speak?" Eric pursued.
Let me see...Je parle français, Yo hablo español, io parlo Italiano," She laughed, "Ok, sorry...Greek, Russian, Mandarin, Japanese...Oh, Arabic, actually Gulf Arabic. How many is that?"



"Nine? Oh, wait, actually ten. We forgot English." Eric laughed. "I'm impressed."
"We moved around a lot growing up," she said dismissively, "I was born in Athens." She took a sip of coffee. "I'm shutting up now, what have you guys seen? I'd love to hear where we stand against the competition. See anything that blew you away?" She listened as Cal and Eric talked about what they'd seen, who they'd talked to, what was new, excited them.
"I'm impressed. Not that I should doubt you, but our interactions have been more along the lines of you being a couple of frat boys. You know, sometimes you overlook the brains when you are distracted by the packages." She laughed glancing at their crotches.
Cal looked at her, "Can we get together while we're here?" He looked at Eric, "I think we're free most nights."
"Jim has us meeting every evening to go over what we learned, who we've talked with. I'm really afraid all my evenings are booked." She saw the disappointed looks on their faces, "Sorry, there's just time for dinner between the show closing and our meetings."
***********************************************
Reaching for the shower valve, she heard a knock. 'Damn that Bryan, he knows I'm naked...' She turned off the valve, pulled on her robe, opened the door and looked out, "Cal. What are you doing here? How did you know where I'm staying?"
"Sorry, Al mentioned it." He held up a take-out bag. "I thought you might be hungry."
Linda hesitated. She'd planned on showering, changing into something a lot more casual and grabbing a quick salad downstairs, but her mouth began to water smelling something mouth-watering. "Are those cheesesteaks?" She pulled the door open wider, "You're evil. I was going to send you away, but how the hell did you know that cheesesteaks are my weakness.?" She looked past Cal, "Where's Eric? I never thought I'd see you two do anything apart."
"He is out with a woman from Kyo-con. One of their reps." He walked over to the table and pulled out the wrapped sandwiches. As he set up, he commented, "Nice look, but if you want to get dressed, I'll not look."
Linda laughed, "Right, and I'll bet you came over here worried I might miss dinner. Oh hell, I guess there's nothing you haven't already seen." She walked by the man and patted his ass, "But I feel a need for a shower."
Cal turned and watched as the blonde pulled off the robe tossing it over a chair and heading for the bathroom. Hearing the water turn on, he followed her in, taking off all his clothes.
Linda wasn't surprised seeing the naked man climb into the shower. She turned her back to him when he took the soap from her hand, "That feels nice," she sighed feeling his strong hands stroke her shoulders, back, and ass. She opened her stance as the man knelt down and continued soaping her legs and feet.
Cal was tempted to bury his face in her ass when his hands slid up between her thighs. His soapy hand found her sex, fingers slickly sliding, pushing into her, and encouraged by her moans, pushed a second finger in. As she bent over pushing out her ass, his tongue found her puckered hole, his fingers pumped more rapidly inside her and his other hand gently played with her clit.
Linda found herself bending over more and more, opening her legs wider, panting, groaning. Cal was being so tender, so loving...she had the sudden realization that Bill was right. Her first thought was to stop him since this felt more like cheating than getting used by a room full of men. Feeling his tongue exploring her ass, her clit being stimulated drove those thoughts out of her head and her body was now bent completely over, her legs opened wide.
Cal was determined to give Linda the best orgasm she'd ever experienced. He probed inside the girl's vagina and by her gasps knew he'd found the spot, so he flicked his tongue rapidly against her puckered asshole while gently popping her hard clit beneath his fingers and heard her cry out as she exploded. He found his face being crushed between her cheeks as she ground back against him, cum running down his forearm as she unintelligibly grunted out her release. As her intense orgasm faded, he had to grab her as her legs went limp.
Linda fell into a haze as the waves crashed through her and found herself being held by the strong, younger man. She was aware of how tightly he held her, his lips pressed against her mouth, his hands exploring her ass, her chest. But what penetrated the haze of incredible pleasure was the knowledge that this man who'd been using her holes for him pleasure was making love to her. She opened her mouth and eagerly kissed him back knowing it was wrong, knowing she was encouraging him. Aware of his rigid member pressing against her pussy, she put her left foot on the bench along the shower wall, reached down and guided him inside her.
"Oh God, Linda. You have the best feeling pussy I've ever encountered. Oh, yes, that's it." He groaned as she took over and torqued her pelvis against him. "You're so fucking eager to get fucked. Damn, you know how to make a guy feel good. Oh God, stop, I'll never hold back..." He gripped her right tit as he found himself losing it.
"That's it, baby, cum inside me. You know you want to." Linda sighed, "Fuck me. Mark me as yours."
"God, Linda, I love you so much, FUCK!" He felt the peaking, painfully intense orgasm finally explode inside that great cunt. As spurt after spurt shot up into her, he felt his balls achingly relax as he staggered back, his spent cock sliding out of her.
Linda found she had to hold the man up, stroking his back as she held him. "You looked like you might pass out." She kissed him gently, "But we'd better get cleaned up. I've got just 20 minutes to get over to Jim's room. Her mind was in turmoil trying to figure out what to say to Cal if he repeated what he said while not in the throes of passion. She could not have this man or any other man fall in love with her. She felt the way he held her, gently stroked her and inwardly groaned. "Come on, let's dry off." She broke away, wondering how she would have to deal with this.
As Cal pulled on his clothes, he kept looking at the beautiful blonde. He could not get over how those perfect breasts bounced as she went through her motions yet returned to their perky shape immediately. He wanted to beg her to blow off the meeting as his cock throbbed in his pants. He reluctantly turned and left the bathroom, or he would not have been able to let her leave.
He sat on the bed and watched the girl dress. He'd never seen her in anything except a dress and his stomach hurt watching her as she finished up wearing a tee shirt and blue jeans. She was conservatively dressed, wearing a bra under a fairly loose-fitting shirt. "Wow, I never thought you could look more beautiful than when you're dressed up, but this is really sexy. I could come back at 10."
"Sorry, Cal. I'm tired. After our wrap-up meeting, I'm going straight to bed...alone. Aren't there a ton of women here that you haven't tapped yet?" Linda asked as she pulled on a sweater, "Come on, I would prefer we left separately since our whole team has this end of the floor." She walked to the door and before she opened it, she looked at the man. "I know what you said was in the heat of passion, but please listen. I really like you, but I love my fiancé and I cannot be with two men. I cannot see this as having a future."
Cal looked suddenly sad, but then cheered up. "I understand. I cannot say I regret what opportunities I've had, but as for not being in love with you?" He shook his head. As he stepped into the hallway he turned pulled her close and kissed her. "I meant what I said in the shower, but I'll respect that you are in a serious relationship." He kissed her again, his hand cupping her breast. "Ok. Last time, I might run into you tomorrow, as friends." He turned and headed down the hall.
Bryan looked out the peephole in his door seeing the man who'd come by the booth earlier kiss Linda as only a lover could while being allowed full access to her tits. 'Holy crap! I knew it. She's married but not going to let that stop her.' After seeing Linda close her door, he went to grab his bag.
Linda came out of her room and saw Bryan opening his door. "Hey Bryan, you ready for Jim's grilling?" She stopped seeing how he was looking at her, "What's up?"
"You've been a bad girl. I saw that blond guy leaving a few minutes ago." Bryan said smugly.
"Oh, come on. He stopped by for a brochure. You know his company has bought a ton of licenses." She looked angrily at him, "Are you peeping through your spyhole at me?"
"Yeah, that was sure a professional handshake when he left. I know that wasn't the first time his tongue was in your mouth nor the first time he'd felt those nice tits of yours." He smirked. "Where else has he been inside you?"
"Why you bastard, I am of half a mind to tell Jim. In fact, I'm going to do that and when we get back I'm calling HR." She spat as she turned to go.
Bryan put a firm hand on her shoulder, "Do that. Let's go down to Jim's room right now and tell him how his star sales rep has been spreading her legs to close sales. Is that what you want? Jim, who kneels by his bed every night praying to Jesus finds out you also kneel by a bed every night but not in prayer? The man who has never sworn in his life? How long do you think you'll last here when he finds out the whore of Babylon is on his staff? Let's not forget about Bill. I'd hate to do anything to hurt him since I like him, but on the other hand, shouldn't a friend tell him what his wife is doing?"
Linda stopped, "Ok, what do you want? You want the LMT account? You want the commission?"
Bryan laughed, "You sure don't get it." He started down the hall and continued, "Come across the hall at 10:30 tonight wearing nothing, not even shoes. We'll discuss how to ensure you keep your job at Nuxaware."
Linda started to protest when she saw Al come out of his room.
"You guys ready? I had two cups of coffee in my room to stay awake. I'm so beat." Al looked at them, "Come on, are you guys alright? We had a really good day today." He looked over as another member of their team came out of her room, "Hey Sherry. Get sufficiently caffeinated?"
***********************************************
Bryan had trouble focusing on the meeting. For years he'd wanted the blonde kneeling in front of him, looking excitedly at his impressive cock. He thought about how much a tease she'd been, not just to him, but all men who came in contact with her. He couldn't count the number of times he'd looked down that deep canyon between those plump tits wondering what it would feel like to slide his cock between them. It was really difficult to keep crossing his legs to hide how much he was anticipating later. All he could think about was what Linda looked like under those clothes. Those massive hooters of hers probably sagged, but hell, what girl with tits that big didn't? He loved pounding the bitches with huge knockers as hard as he could so their tits flopped around. When they tried to hold them, he firmly told them to let them go. He hoped she was shaved since he loved a smooth cunt, but she probably just kept herself trimmed. Hell, he owned her. If he didn't like her bush, he'd order her to shave it off. Her ass. Christ! What an ass. He hoped she did anal, but again, who cares? She'd be doing anal if he ordered, especially if that cunt isn't tight enough. Hell, he'd come across many women who looked perfect but had loose twats, but none ever had a loose ass.
Linda saw how Bryan was staring at her...saw how he couldn't hide his anticipation for later and desperately wondered how to get out of it. He did have a significant bulge but rejected thinking about that. She looked over at Jim speculating how he'd react if she came clean, but saw that perfectly groomed 65-year-old man who never missed mass once, who never took the Lord's name in vain, who never once even glanced at her exposed cleavage. He was still in full suit and tie, still perfectly groomed. She couldn't imagine what he'd do, what he'd say. She grabbed her notes from today when Jim came around to her and gave her observations.
***********************************************
Linda looked at the arrogant man winking at her as they arrived at their rooms. 10:05. She'd be knocking on his door in 25 minutes. The most disrespectable man she'd ever met, who'd made lewd comments to her since she started five years ago. What would he want her to do? The aching in her stomach increased her thinking of the possibilities, probabilities...everything. She turned away and went into her room. As she stepped in, she grabbed her phone hearing it ring, "Bill. God, I miss you." She plopped down on the bed and asked how his day was. Inwardly groaning when he asked the inevitable question, she told him he was right about Cal and that she was determined to never get with him again. Her mind was in turmoil when she finally decided she had to tell him, so she mentioned how Bryan saw Cal leaving and was blackmailing her. "I know you would. But Jim is really old school, really religious and I'd most likely get canned. I don't know what to do. I have always loathed the man and feel like I want to throw up...I could, I suppose I'd get another job...Yes, I know. I love you and I hate myself for having hurt you...Yes, I know...Seriously? Go on, say it...Say I told you so. Fuck, you're right. Shit, shit, shit. I promise you, I will not enjoy it. Love you, I mean it. I love you." She sadly put down her phone and undressed, seeing the clock. She went to the door and opened it slowly looking both ways. Hurriedly, she dashed across the hall and knocked, hoping he'd open quickly.
Bryan felt like skipping, he was so excited. He had little or no memory of what they discussed, or if he even said anything. He stripped off his clothes and went into the bathroom to quickly clean up, his cock rigidly bobbing as he walked. Never had his cock ached so nicely before. He looked at the clock and saw it was 10:31. He thought about calling her when he heard a knock. Grinning, he yelled out, "Just a minute." He went over quietly and peered out. 'Holy Mother of God!' he thought, 'she's really naked...stand back so I can see you. Crap.' He hoped someone would come down the hall and he'd get a chance to further humiliate the girl, but it was all quiet, finally, he had to see her in all her glory, so he whipped open the door.
Linda groaned, she should have known that sadist wouldn't answer the door immediately. Finally, after what felt like five minutes, Bryan opened the door wide and she saw him standing there proudly, fully naked. Immediately, she pushed past him to get out of the hall and stopped when she felt his hand on her arm. She tried to just glare into his eyes, but her eyes flicked down to the fat shaft pointing at her. She shuddered, looking at the girth wondering if he'd demand anal. She looked back at the horrible man trying not to stare, but her eyes kept being drawn to the veiny shaft. Eric had the biggest penis she'd ever seen, ever had, and his might have been a half-inch longer, but only half the girth. Fucking Bryan of all people had to have an impressive weapon like this. All those innuendos she'd shrugged off as just a man being a man, idle boasting, were actually valid.
Bryan smirked, seeing how the naked woman he'd lusted after, who'd constantly given him the cold shoulder was fascinated by his cock. He loved watching her eyes glance quickly down, then up as if she wasn't interested, then get drawn back down. He replayed all the women who couldn't keep their hands off it, had to taste it, feel it stretch them... Finally, he looked the woman over...no sag to those great tits, so perky, so big. Had to be fake, but best boob job he'd ever seen. Truly impressive. His eyes traveled down her narrow waist to the blonde patch of fur. Perhaps that can stay since it's so golden, but he'd find out soon enough whether her cunt lips are smooth. "Turn around, show me your ass...Nice. When did you get your tits done? Very good job." He asked.
Linda looked over her shoulder, "What? Fuck you, these are mine. Can we get this over with? Trust me, I'm not going to enjoy this."
Bryan laughed, "Sure, but let's see what you say after cumming more than you ever thought possible." He pressed himself behind her making sure his cock slid between her legs. He reached around and cupped those tits. His hands kneaded and squeezed the large masses of flesh. "Motherfucker, you're right. These are fucking real. Very impressed." He gently pinched and pulled on her nipples as he humped against that ass. "Let's go over to the bed and get started, shall we?" He led the blonde to the bed, "Ok, since you're not happy about this, let's start with you getting yourself nice and wet. Yes, lie down and open those legs up so I can see that cunt of yours." He positioned the girl after she lay back, opening her legs wide. "Nice, I love the clamshell pussy lips. Nice and clean." He slid his hand up the inside of that silky smooth thigh until he got between her legs, "Damn, you look tight. You'd better get yourself nice and wet or I'm sure it is going to hurt when I drive my cock into you."
"You want me to play with myself, in front of you?" She asked bitterly. She didn't expect much from this man but had hoped for basic foreplay to get herself ready. Seeing his look, she sighed and reached down and began stroking her pussy. She was surprised that she was already fairly wet, and as she watched Bryan lean against the dresser staring at her pussy as he stroked his cock, she felt a surge go through her. 'Oh fuck, I cannot let myself get excited about this. Shit, look at how his large hand barely wraps around that thing.' "Stop, oh Christ." She pleaded as Bryan picked up his phone and was obviously taping her playing herself. "Please, no videos." She closed her eyes as she thought about this asshole sharing this with his friends, with their co-workers. She realized her fingers were soaked and she was rapidly nearing an orgasm. Her legs opened wider and she unconsciously had plunged three fingers inside her cunt and her pelvis was thrusting back against her hand. She'd masturbated hundreds of times, but had never reached this state of arousal. Her eyes opened and stared at the huge slab of meat being now more rapidly stroked. 'God, so close...so fucking close,' she thought, her eyes glued, her hips thrusting, mouth open, her cunt totally exposed.
Bryan knew he had her. Her fingers rubbed that cunt more enthusiastically, her eyes were glued to his cock. He could see moisture glistening, her breathing getting quicker. "Ok, I think you're ready. Come over here and suck my cock."
Linda groaned. She was close to cumming and was torn. She wanted to cum, needed to cum, but she wanted to feel that cock, taste it. She rolled off the bed, came over and knelt down in front of her co-worker. She took hold of that shaft and was immediately struck at how hot it felt, how much it weighed. She could feel the blood pulsing through the prominent veins and the incredible rigidity. As she stroked, she instantly leaned forward and pressed the head against her lips. Her eyes looked up at the phone and she shuddered as the head disappeared into her mouth.
Bryan watched as that beautiful face lustfully was absorbed by his cock. There...there it was, finally. Those lips he'd fantasized about opening and wrapping around his shaft. He felt the warmth as more and more of his meat was taken into her mouth, her throat. He could tell she'd never had to open her mouth this wide for a cock before, but she never hesitated, never pulled back. The ease with which she handled his cock, how effortlessly she took more and more of him in was amazing. 'Christ!' He'd never been that deep in a mouth before nor felt a girl flex her throat on his cock like this. He was planning on getting nice and wet, then fucking her, or perhaps spraying her face, but both could wait. He took his free hand and grabbed a mass of that golden hair and humped into her throat. He felt his balls begin that welcome ache as he saw those lips he'd long admired stretched obscenely wide accommodating his cock. He tried to hold off, tried to make this demeaning position she was in last.



Linda's jaw ached and she clenched her throat around his penis harder wishing he'd stretch her cunt wide with this thing, but she knew he wanted his sperm in her stomach, so she reached up and gently fondled his heavy balls knowing he was close. She had the thought he'd cum and she could go back to her room without getting fucked. He must have been reading her mind as he seemed to instantly respond.
"Oh God, so close...don't worry, I recover quickly and you'll really love my cock inside that cunt of yours...nice...damn, keep doing that...oh fuck...Shiiit!" The man exploded immediately thinking about pounding into that tight slit. He had trouble holding the phone steady the release was so intense. His pleasure was heightened hearing her gagging and choking on his cock.
Linda rapidly swallowed the thick cream jetting into her stomach trying not to get the foul spunk in her lungs as he plunged his rod down her throat with each ejaculation. Her scalp hurt where he gripped her hair and her lungs were screaming for air as a seemingly endless spurt after spurt of bitter-tasting jism was pumped down her throat.
When he finished, he kept his hand on her head, allowing her to finally breathe, but not allowing her to pull off, "Damn, you're a great fucking cocksucker, but don't stop. I'll be ready for that cunt of yours in five minutes." He indicated his cell, "Smile. Bill will love seeing this if you ever have any ideas." He tried to get every angle he could, including her hand still stroking her cunt and especially of her married mouth stuffed with his cock. "Go on, keep playing with that cunt of yours. I plan on just shoving inside you and if you want to cum, do it now since you are here for my pleasure." He grinned, again reminded she was totally his.
Linda wanted to cry, even knowing he was doing this after years her rejecting his crude advances and he most likely was not like this with any other woman, but it still hurt being treated like a whore. She was mortified getting taped like this, but kept sucking on the still firm cock, amazed he was able to stay hard. Her pussy ached for release as she rubbed herself, and as much as she hated him, she needed him to touch her, to have his hands on her breasts, her aching nipples. Bryan finally let go of her head so she was able to pull off his cock. He sure was right about his speed of recovery. She gasped and flexed her jaw as she stood up and glared at him, "You're a fucking asshole, you know that?" She felt like slapping the shit out of him but just glared, "Go ahead and send that video to Bill. I'd rather face him than do anything more with you." She spit out.
Bryan grinned at the girl, "Who said Bill would be the only recipient? I have the company directory on my phone." He glared at the girl, "I am not going to give up what I've wanted for years, you on your knees, you naked, bent over. Hell doing a handstand if I order you to. Look honey, I own you and whine all you want, but whenever I get an urge for whatever hole I want, you'll take it."
She felt like crying, "You are a fucking bastard. Send the video to everyone. I will never be at your beck and call forever. I'd rather quit and move to another city."
"Ok, one more session if I get a video of you cleaning off my cock after I fuck that ass of yours. Or, three more sessions which can include as many of my friends as I want. Your call. Either way, I'm keeping the videos. I'll give you my word I'll never show them to anyone unless you decide to perhaps file a grievance with HR." He looked down at her, "But this is moot. You'll be coming into my office to get your itch scratched once you feel me inside you. You might try to just lie there, but I know you. You're a cock-hungry little whore and Bill's pedestrian dick will never be enough again. I'll have you cumming and cumming back for more."
"You're so full of yourself. No fucking way I'm sucking your cock after...Christ!" She glared at the man who grinned down at her. "I might cum, but that won't mean I'll enjoy myself. I'm doing this purely as a business deal. I have to ask you, why are you being such a prick? I've never done anything to you, never stolen a sale. Remember, I've been there to help you with problem customers." She stroked his cock unconsciously maintaining his erection. She looked at his cock thinking it was fat...long. She looked back up at him.
"It's not just you. It's women, girls like you. I missed out on a full scholarship because of one B. I had this professor who believed an A was truly special and gave one out each quarter. I aced every test and this blonde bimbo must have fucked her way to the only A. I know she never earned it since I'd seen a couple of her test scores, saw how they looked at each other. I wish I could have proved it, but, anyhow, I see you make top salesman, salesperson, sorry, and I know you're good but no better than I am, and seeing you naked, I can see how you've closed all those sales." Bryan said angrily, "How many customers have you sealed the deal with?"
"Fuck, just the guys at LMT. I wanted the sale so bad, knowing the potential, I decided to go that extra step. You have no idea how much I regret that. Look, I, we need sleep tonight. Let's get this over with." she said as she headed to the bed, "Ok, how do you want me?" She turned and stuck her ass out.
"Like that, bend over and spread your legs...wider, yes. You are going to love this." Bryan said looking at that tight looking cunt and puckered asshole. He took position between her and pressed the head against that slit and pushed. "Holy fuck, you're tight." He pressed harder and as her lips spread open and he popped in, he felt that incredibly tight cunt gripping his cock, tighter than any cunt he'd ever been inside of. 'Holy fuck, first best blowjob, now fucking tight cunt," he thought. Hearing the blonde groan loudly he decided he'd have to cum soon before this bitch came. He wasn't fucking her to pleasure her.
'Christ! He's huge...hurts...ow...' She thought as she pussy took more and more of him inside her. The pain faded, and pleasure took over as he buried himself deeper and deeper. "ugh...ugh...ugh..." she heard herself before stopping as she realized it was encouraging him. She reached back and rubbed her clit, trying to cum, and lifted herself slightly and was rewarded as her flopping breasts caused her nipples to rub against the bedspread.
Bryan began driving hard in and out of the girl hearing her unwilling grunts start up again, louder and louder. Her cunt was so velvety smooth, so tight, so wet he knew he wanted to cum before her, but didn't want the feeling to end. He gripped that ass, felt his balls slap against her, reveled in the slurping sounds and felt Linda was going to cum soon, but knew he was also. His eyes were drawn to that puckered asshole and wondered how it was going to feel. His cock had never been gripped so hard and the aching in his balls was rising too fast, so he abruptly pulled out eliciting a disappointed groan from the girl. "Sorry, I want this to last. Get on your back so I can see your tits as I fuck you."
Linda found herself flopping over and spreading her legs, almost too eagerly. She thought about looking bored but instead stared intently at the huge cock as the man laid between her legs and slammed into her. His eyes were glued to her bouncing breasts as he roughly drove into her. She felt joy knowing she was about to cum and thought about grabbing her tits, but didn't want him to see her getting pleasure when he pulled out. So close, peaking...
Bryan felt the ache in his balls rapidly peak and quickly pulled out and climbed onto the girl's chest and stroked his slimy cock as he felt the intense release.
Linda couldn't believe she was within seconds of cumming when the man pulled out. She tried to turn her head as rope after rope of hot sperm splashed on her chest and face. 'Holy shit! He'd just filled my stomach up and he still has this much?' she thought as he squeezed the last few drops out onto her left nipple. She felt like she could cum if he kept slapping that fat hunk of meat on her nipple, but instead, he climbed off her. "Shit, I am so close. You knew that. Please put your cock back in me. I need to cum." She looked pleadingly.
Bryan laughed, "I told you that you'd beg for my cock. All you women do."
She groaned and started to wipe the cum off her face when Bryan stopped her.
"Leave it until you get back to your room. You can finish yourself off in your own bed. Go on, get out of here. I need sleep." He said as he pulled her over to the door. "You have your card key? Ok, I'll see you tomorrow, oh, I have a meeting with that cute brunette in the next booth tomorrow night, so you'll have to find someone else to screw." He opened the door and gently pushed her out without checking the hallway.
Linda unsuccessfully tried to rub the gross ejaculate off her face and chest as she was shoved out into the hallway. She ran into three college-age boys reeling down the hallway who immediately grabbed her. "Wow! Didn't you just ask God for a beautiful naked slut?" The other boy laughed and pulled her close, "Damn, she must be a working girl. She's just been gang-fucked, look at the amount of cum on her." She tried to push by them but felt hands on her breasts, hips, ass and even a finger roughly thrust into her twat as she tried to get to her room. She felt incredible relief getting the door closed and being safely inside. She heard the boys laughing loudly about her cum-covered face and chest as they continued down the hall. She wanted to go over and pound on Bryan's door and scream at him for doing that but knew that would make him even happier. She felt like crying as she headed to take her third shower of the day.
Her body still throbbed from the aggressive fucking and as she rubbed her pussy she decided to dry off, crawl under the covers and find release. After toweling, she pulled back the covers on the bed, her body anticipating her fingers, she heard a knock on the door. Groaning, she walked over and opened it, using the door to cover her nakedness, she saw it was Cal.
"I'm sorry. I knocked softly in case you were asleep. I wanted to say how sorry I was to pressure you and I do want to remain friends, even if we never..."
Linda didn't let him finish. She pulled him into the room and began tearing off his clothes.
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"What are you doing, dad? How can I help?"
Rich turned to see his son, backpack slung over his shoulder looking around at the piles out in front of the garage. "Hey, Aaron." He looked around at his mess, "I'm hoping we can organize this so we can actually get three cars in here." His eyes scanned all the crap and shrugged, "Or not." He looked back at his son shrugging off his bookbag. "How was school? Feeling ready to graduate?"
Aaron went over to one of the piles and began to sort through it, looking for things he could give to Goodwill, throw out, or keep. "School's great. I might be the only kid there who will miss it. I really like my teachers and since the guys are all heading to different colleges, I think it might be tough." He held up his old skateboard, "Do you have a pile for Goodwill?" He went over to where his dad pointed.
They were soon done and what Rich originally thought would take all day into the evening was done by dinner. After the last box was loaded into the pickup, they took off their gloves as the door to the house opened.
"I'm impressed! I never thought you'd get this done today, let alone by dinner." Sharon walked around looking at the organization and all the space, "We'll get all three cars in here now." She kissed her husband and said quietly, "I'll pay off the bet later."
Rich grinned and looked over to see if Aaron heard that and seeing the question on his face he blushed, "Um, your mother didn't think I could get this done and we sort of made a bet." He looked at the floor, "Perhaps it would be best if you don't ask..."
Aaron laughed, "Dad's getting head! I'm so glad I was here to help out. Wait, I helped..."
"Shhhh. Quiet. Yes, that was the bet, but if you say anything to your mother I'll put sugar in your gas tank." He suddenly laughed, "Though it would be funny to point out to Sharon that you did half the work. I wonder..." He shook his head, "Sorry, better we don't go there."
Aaron blushed thinking about how many times he'd thought about what was underneath those tee-shirts, blouses, blue jeans...His mom was seriously hot. He had to walk over to the workbench thinking about their two weeks in Hawaii and seeing his mom in her two-piece. 'God! Her gorgeous red hair in the sun. Her tiny waist accentuating her large breasts and wide hips.' He remembered too many men to count approaching her and chatting her up, perhaps thinking she'd take off her wedding ring for an hour or two. Or many would have her leave it on as she stroked their hard cocks...He felt a surge through his groin and closed the bench drawer on his fingers to jolt himself back to reality before his dad knew what he was thinking about. "Hey dad, perhaps we should get rid of some of the older tools, you know like this Phillips head?" He held up a worn screwdriver.
"That's a good idea, but let's go through that tomorrow. I'm sure someone could use those." He walked to the steps leading to the house, "I'm going to go clean up for dinner, you might want to also."
Aaron finished his History paper and got up and stretched. He headed downstairs to get a Coke and saw his mom and dad, sitting on the couch looking upset. They didn't seem to notice as he walked by, they were so intent on whatever it was they were discussing.
"Is it really that important?" He heard his dad ask.
"Yes. I mean, Aaron's going to head off to college and, I mean..."
"We talked about this. I did the operation, but Dr. Samuels says there's no way to reverse it now. Believe me, I'd love to, but..."
Aaron's ears pricked up hearing his name and when he heard his mother sniffle, he knew she'd been crying. He put down the can and walked into the living room, "Mom, dad? Is something wrong? How can I help?"
Rich looked sadly at his son, "Sorry, Aaron, you've always been terrific when we've needed anything, but sometimes..."
Julia blew her nose, "Thanks, Aaron. We'll work it out."
"Ok, I feel terrible seeing you both like this. I'm sure it can't be all that bad." He saw their looks and nodded. "I'll be in my room. Just let me know if there's anything I can do." Aaron headed up to his room.
Julia watched as her only child headed out, "There. That's why I want a baby. We were so blessed with him and this fall, he's heading to college." She stared down at her hands. She looked at her husband and sighed, "I'm in no way blaming you. They said it'd be reversible. I know you never wanted to have the procedure in the first place. We were stupid. 18 years old and had no sense of how things can change." She kissed her husband.
Rich pulled his wife into his arms, "I guess we'll find a donor and sell some of the stock to pay for in vitro, it's just that..."
Julia looked up at her husband, "I know. Not a great option, I mean, Aaron is the best kid ever and frankly, we sucked as parents early on, so it has to be genes."
Rich laughed, "Yeah remember when I told him if he could reach the pedals he could borrow that car."
Julia started laughing, "Oh Christ. He put on that pair of 'fuck-me' pumps I wore to that costume party."
Rich hugged his wife hearing his wife happy and laughing, "I know. You almost yelled at him asking why he was wearing them, stopping yourself just in time saying..." Rich laughed with his wife, who suddenly stopped laughing. "What, what's wrong?"
"Oh God, this might be the stupidest idea ever." She looked at her husband, "Aaron, wearing 'fuck-me' pumps. He did ask what he could do. I'm not talking about actually, you know, fucking me, you know, as a donor. At least it's half your DNA."
Rich shook his head, "No, no, no. There's no way we could go to the fertility clinic with our son's sperm. They'd throw us out. Plus, are you going to go up to Aaron and suggest he jack off in a cup for us?"
Julia laughed, "You have no idea. I'm pretty sure he'd ask how many loads we need."
"Really? I never actually thought about it. I guess he is at that age."
Julia patted her husband's leg, "Sweetie he's been at that age for a while. You wouldn't know because it's not your panties that go missing."
She chuckled, "Didn't you notice that about 5 years ago I stopped walking around in my long tee and panties?"
"So, perhaps Aaron could help us out." Rich looked at his wife, his hands sliding up her thighs and cupping her warm pussy through her shorts.
Julia spun her head around, "Ok, no. Now I'm emphatically saying no!" She glared at her husband, "We'll come up with a solution." She started to pull his hand off, but frankly, she'd been getting slightly aroused talking about her beautiful son jacking off in her panties.
Rich held out his other hand, flicking one finger up at a time, "One: My DNA, or at least half. Two: A lot less expensive than in vitro. Three: Apparently a willing donor. Four: he rubbed the moist crotch, "A willing receiver." He held out his thumb, "Five: I'm out of town for two weeks and I'll not be in the way."
Julia sat up, "You have to be kidding. What about," she held up her hand, "Six: it's illegal, incest! Seven: What will that do you our boy, I mean how will he treat me? How about his relationship with you? Eight or nine or whatever we're up to, how would the suggestion even come up? Last: How would you feel while you're in Germany knowing your wife is getting done by another man?"
"You're right, if it were just another man, I'd be...jealous? Angry? Suicidal? But it isn't just another man. It's my son. My surrogate. All your objections are valid, but give me more options."
Julia sighed, "There's Frank." She cringed, "Sorry, bad idea, bad idea." She quickly said as she grinned at her husband, "I need a spanking." She thought about how Rich's brother Frank had made it his goal to steal every girlfriend away from his little brother. He actually came on to Julia the morning of their wedding, if by coming on pulling out his cock and pulling her hand onto it.
"I have half a mind to yank down those shorts and put you over my knee right now." He gently slapped that nice plump ass. "Look, this is 100% your call, but it would lift a weight I've been feeling ever since you brought up the idea of having another kid. I would love that."
Julia stood up and looked at Rich. "Go get Aaron, I'm getting a glass of wine." She stopped and looked back at her husband, "I cannot imagine cumming or even enjoying it because this is actually a bit weird, but on the other hand I'll do this for you."
Shocked at the sudden decision, Rich watched his wife head down the hall and stood up.
Knocking on the door, Rich thought about what Julia said and hoped his son wasn't using her panties right now.
"Hey dad," Aaron swung open the door, "I was just starting my calc homework. What's up? You and mom ok?"
"We're good, if you can take a break can you come down to the family room?"
"Sure dad, hang on." He turned off the music on his iPhone and switched off the light.
Julia pulled down her long tee realizing it was really too short to sit on the couch, but seeing the two men come into the room, patted the empty spots on both sides of her. "Ok boys, have a seat."
Aaron was glad to see his mom wasn't crying anymore and actually looked happy. He noticed his mother was wearing her nightshirt without a bra and tried not to look, or at least stare. As he sat down, he felt his bare leg slide against his mom's smooth skin. His mom immediately laid her hand on his bare leg as if being reassuring. He looked up when his dad handed him a beer.
"I know we don't allow you to drink, but you're going to graduate soon, and you're a man now." Rich sat down and gently slapped his wife's beautiful thigh. He looked expectantly at his wife, who nodded.
"Aaron, sweetie. We need your help." Julia said as she stroked his thigh.
"Sure, anything. You know I'm available for whatever you need."
"Don't say sure yet. I can't exactly predict how you'll feel about this, but...Shit!" She looked pleadingly at Rich.
"Son, your mother, actually, both of us have been talking about how you're going to be heading to college in a few months and we both decided," he held Julia's hand, "that we'd like another kid."
"That's great! I'd love a sister. Crap, I've always thought how fun it would be to have a little sister, or brother if that's what you have. I can come back on weekends and help out." Aaron said happily.
"Thanks, son, but there's a snag. Years ago, after you were born I got a vasectomy and, well last week the Dr. said there's no reversing it." Rich said sadly.
"You could adopt. There's a lot of great kids out there...what?" Aaron stopped, seeing his parents look.
"I don't know how to put this. We were blessed with the best boy imaginable. You have been everything any parent could want." Julia looked at her son, "I guess what we're saying is, we'd like another child like you."
"I'm really not following, now," Aaron said taking a sip of beer.
Rich looked across his wife, "We need your help making this baby. You know, your seed."
Aaron laughed, "I can do that. Let's go down to the clinic and give me a cup." He blushed, "I have developed a certain familiarity with the process."
His parents laughed, "Yes, I know. I've had to periodically restock my underwear drawer, but that's not exactly the procedure we need of you," she slid her hand a little higher while opening her legs slightly, "Rather than the technician injecting your sperm into me using the turkey baster, or whatever it is they use, um, I thought you could sort of deposit it directly."
Aaron almost choked on his beer feeling where his mom's hand slid to and hearing her suggest... "You want me to screw you?"
Julia pulled her hand back, "Oh, sorry. I'm sure the concept disgusts you."
"No, no mom. Not at all." Aaron looked intensely at his mom. "Pardon me for being blunt, but I might have sort of fantasized about that the last few years," He grabbed her hand, "I'd like nothing more." He shot a look at his father, "Dad? I mean...oh crap. Are you ok with this?"
"Yes, actually I'd be forever in your debt. We talked about getting a sperm donor, but the thought of some stranger's stuff inside my wife...well, you know, it just makes me..." He shook he head, "The thought that it would be yours changes everything."
"Wow," he looked at his mom and noticed her nipples were poking out a lot more than when he sat down, "Not to sound too eager," he looked over at his dad, "but when do we start?"
Rich looked over at the two faces looking at him. "Perhaps this is a bad idea. Ok, ok. I should probably head out early. I'll change my flight and head out Friday." He stood up and held out his hand to his wife, "Come on, we're heading to bed." He looked at his son, "I know this is a foreign concept, but you have to save your sperm. No jerking off."
**********************************************
Aaron fought an erection all day thinking about his mom, plus he couldn't remember the last time he went 4 days without jerking off and it felt strange. Being at school and walking the halls sure was a bad place to get a chubby he thought. As he was leaving school, Travis came trotting up.
"Hey, Aaron, where you going? Remember we're playing on your old Nintendo today?"
"Oh, yeah. Sorry, my dad's heading out for almost three weeks and I was thinking I wanted to say goodbye." He looked at the eager face, "But, sure. Come on."
Julia saw watched Rich climb into the Uber and head to the airport. She'd kissed him goodbye telling him she was having second thoughts. His response was to tell her to grit her teeth and bear it...to let the boy just cum inside her since it didn't matter if she enjoyed it, in fact, he preferred if she didn't, plus he'd not give her the chance. "He's an 18-year-old boy." He said, "He'll last 30 seconds if that." He told her to change into something a lot more revealing and just get it over with. Then he gave her a passionate kiss, told her he'd miss her and left. She changed into a cut-off tee which just came to the bottom of her unfettered large breasts.
She thought wearing this would make her a bit excited, but her general feeling was one of dread. What if Aaron compared her to those teenage girls? What if the concept made it hard for him to get it up? She did have assets few girls could boast. She cupped her breasts feeling the weight. Technically, she was a G-cup, but Rich loved to call them quad-Ds. She was proud of them and loved when men looked, but going braless with the way they bounced around was rarely an option. She was proud of the fact that even though her boobs were huge, they had yet to sag. She smiled seeing her tight cut-offs show off her ass and knowing she wasn't showing panty lines gave her hope her son would notice. She looked in the hall mirror and admired her pronounced camel toe wondering if this was too much. She was just about to run back upstairs when she heard the door unlock and Aaron and his friend Travis walk in. She quickly covered up and stammered out, "Sorry, I was cleaning and...oh, hell. I need to change."
"Sorry, mom. I forgot to tell you, Travis and I planned on setting up the old Nintendo." He looked her over and wanted to whistle, but Travis took care of that for him. "Dude, that's my mom. Please don't perv on her. Anyhow, I'm sure she let her hair down since dad took off for a couple of weeks."
"Um, yes. I hate it when he leaves town, but this trip will be the longest we've been apart since we got married." She held her arms across her chest, blushing. "I'm so embarrassed."
Travis laughed, "God damn, Mrs. T. No way I'd be able to get on a plane with this back at home." He walked over and pulled her arm down, pointedly admiring her chest. "Don't change. Aaron and I will be downstairs and you should feel comfortable in your own house." He whistled again, letting his eyes travel down her body before turning the Aaron, "Come on dude. I really want to try out some of those old games." He glanced back and winked as he headed down the stairs.
Julia looked down and saw what she expected, her nipples poking out and groaned realizing her plan to seduce her son fell flat. He's a teenage boy and playing video games is high on his list. She heard Travis jokingly suggest they invite her down to play the games with them. She hoped he wouldn't be stay long and Aaron would get between her legs soon and get it over with. Maybe she should get the KY out of the medicine cabinet. She'd lie there and being an 18-year-old boy, he'd cum quickly. She had a thought, perhaps she could convince Aaron there are other urgent matters and send his friend on his way.
Julia carried the tray down and put it on the coffee table. She saw the boys, consoles in hand barely notice her. Finally, they looked over, "I brought snacks. What are you playing?" She looked at the screen, "Super Mario. I remember that. I was sorority champion. I could kick your young asses." She laughed. Then she turned and nodded at the tray, "Cokes and snacks."
As she started up the stairs Travis stopped her, "Care to put your money where your mouth is?"
She stopped and looked down at the boy from halfway up the stairs, realizing they could see her under-boobs, "Sorry. I am not taking your money. You boys have fun."
Travis walked to the base of the stairs, "So, too much a pussy to wager perhaps something else?" He stared pointedly at her breasts as he suggestively untucked his shirt.
"Dude, let her go. Mom's not playing any strip games with us. Like I said before, no perving on my mom." Aaron said firmly.
Travis laughed, "I was kidding. It wouldn't be fair anyhow - you must be really rusty at your age." He turned and headed back to the couch.
"You little prick. If I were your mother, I'd put you over my knee," she laughed, "But I'll take your challenge." She looked down at her clothes, "But I'd better put on more layers." She indicated just the tee and shorts, "This is all I have."
Travis shook his head, "And this is all I have." He pulled his shorts down on the side indicating no underwear. "Let's see if you still have it, Mrs. T."
"Mom, don't do this. He's good, really good." Aaron said softly as she came down the stairs.
"Relax, muscle memory. I played this for years with my sisters and your dad." She looked like she had a thought, "And perhaps you should call me Julia since we seem to be crossing a line here." She looked at her son, "Let's draw for what pair plays first and since we don't have much to wager, every third loss cost an item of clothing. She looked at her son, Aaron, "If you're in, your shorts and underwear are one item." She decided this was going to be like taking candy from babies. She'd win, maintain her perceived modesty, send Travis home humiliated and looking down at the couch, perhaps get him a baby sister right here without needing any lubricant.
Aaron groaned but felt his cock throb in anticipation. He had no idea his mom could play any video games, but perhaps this would be fun.
They drew matches and Travis and Julia went first. Aaron now saw his mom was not lying. She was very good and soon had Travis on the ropes. OK, that and the distracting breasts bouncing out of the tee as she worked the console helped. They rotated games and match-ups and soon both boys had their shirts off and Julia had lost just one game.
Travis sat down and looked at his friend's mother, "Ok, you are good, but," he got up and pawed through the cassettes, "Have you ever played this one?" He held up an unopened came.
Julia got up, not unaware of the toned 18-year old bare torso, "No, never heard of it. Have you?" Seeing both boys shake their heads, she thought about it, "Let's play a few practice games first. Sure."
Grinning, the boy put the cassette in and found this was similar to another of the games. "Ok, I think it's you and Aaron," he said as he handed the console to the woman.



Travis watched them and thought he should study the game but found he couldn't take his eyes off those amazing tits as they flopped around. He gave Aaron a high-five when he won and took the console from him grinning at the red-faced woman, "You're mine and soon this," he pulled up the corner of her tee-shirt, his fingers brushing against the underside of her tit, "will be with those." He indicated the boys' shirts on the floor.
Julia thought she found the winning strategy, but all of a sudden realized she was losing She saw the final score and groaned, dropping the console onto the couch. She looked at the boys and saw an eagerness she hadn't seen since high school. As she started to take off her top, Travis stopped her.
"No, wait. Aaron was the one who beat you twice. Dude - take your mom's shirt off." Travis ordered with a sly smile, "Come on, you've told me how much you've wanted to see those puppies."
Aaron hesitated but turned and seeing his mom put her arms up, pulled he shirt up and off. His eyes were glued to her huge nipples topping the most mammary flesh he'd ever seen. He couldn't help himself and reached out cupping the left one feeling the mass. His cock pounded uncomfortably in his shorts as his thumb traced the brown areola. He saw his mom's eyes close and her lips part as he saw his friend's hand grab the other.
Julia's crotch pulsed eagerly and realized she was getting wet. This wasn't going to be the chore she originally thought after all.
The contrast on her breasts was arousing. Her son was gentle, loving whereas Travis roughly groped and pawed at her. But it actually felt better, more desiring, more claiming. She opened her eyes and pulled back, "Ok, you got even. Let's play." She stood up, "You boys are up next." She looked at the angry tents in both their shorts and grabbed a Coke.
The games were hotly fought as they grasped the skills required and took longer to finish. Travis lost his shorts first and Aaron stopped him, "No, only fair. Mom. You beat him. You should remove his shorts. No, better if you kneel down." He ordered.
Julia looked at her son having had never heard him like this. She hoped they couldn't smell her arousal, but knew they had to. She knelt down, reached up and unbuttoned the boy's shorts. They instantly flopped to the floor and his throbbing cock bounced free. She started to get up, but Travis pushed her back down.
"We got to feel your tits, it's only fair we allow you to touch us," the boy said. He looked down at those huge mounds and hoped he'd get the chance to grab them and bury his cock between them.
Julia wrapped her hand around the rigid hunk of flesh and instinctively stroked it. She saw the pre-cum leaking out, stroked it with her thumb before licking it off, tasting that tantalizing sweetness of a teenage boy. She listened to the boy's soft moans and licked a bit more. She didn't remember when he put his hand on the back of her head, but opened her mouth and began sucking. Her hand played with his balls and she rotated her shoulder back so he could grab a tit. She now knew that getting Aaron into her was going to be easy.
"Ok, that's enough." Aaron said, "Let's keep playing. Mom, you lose one more game and well, you know what you lose." He pulled his mom to her feet, his eyes drawn to the glistening cock on his friend, "Trav, you may want to cool off while I beat mom." He sat and picked up a console, "This is it. We have two losses each. One of us loses our shorts."
"Wait, what does the winner get?" Travis asked, "I'm fine with getting a good look that that nice pussy, but perhaps if you beat your mom, you and I could play for...you know, play for your mom."
Julia felt herself feeling faint, her nipples suddenly ached, her breathing became ragged. 'Holy shit I'm on the verge of cumming just sitting here!' she thought, "Um, that's not fair. What do I play for?" She asked, trying to calm down.
Travis looked at Aaron, "We'll each eat your pussy every night while your husband is gone and play with your tits." He saw her eagerness, "that's two orgasms each night. You'll really hope he stays away longer." He looked the beautiful woman up and down, "and if we win, you'll get even more orgasms."
Julia wondered how this got out of hand. She simply wanted to come down and get her son to cut the games short and get rid of his friend, but now she might be truly cheating on her husband. "Damn it, ok. I've never cheated on Rich, but Christ. I put myself in this position," she looked sternly at both boys, "but if you ever breathe a word of this to anyone, I'll Bobbitt you." She studied both boy's faces, "Deal?" She stuck out her hand.
"Deal," Travis said and shook her hand before pulling her into a hug, making a point of grinding his erection against her.
Julia felt that hard cock press against her and had a sudden thought she should throw the game. Instead, she broke the embrace, picked up the console and patted the couch next to her. She'd hadn't felt such focus since college when her sisters made her play against the Kappa boys. Had she lost, her entire sorority would have been their slaves for a weekend. But they were theirs, though perhaps the frat boys truly won seeing how many times they got to fuck all the girls.
Travis sat stroking his cock eagerly hoping his friend would win. He stood up cheering when he saw Julia throw down the console. He wiggled his finger at her and she got up and stood in front of him. His hands traveled up her legs to the bottom of her shorts. He teased her with his thumbs sliding up to her wet pussy. "Holy shit! You really want one of us to win, don't you?" He asked, "You're really into this." He popped the button and unzipped the cut-offs and pulled the shorts over his friend's mom's hips, inhaling the pungent aroma. He looked at the soft red-haired cunt in front of him and slid his finger along the wet slit. He looked up at her, "If I win, you need to shave this. Remember, we're playing for you and I want this nice and smooth." He pressed his face against her and tasted her juices.
Julia sighed and put a foot on the arm of the chair allowing the boy's tongue better access. "Yes, if you win, I'm yours to do as you want." She held his head against her as his tongue slipped inside. She felt her son's hands on her breasts and her hips pressed harder against the other boy's mouth. Coming to her senses, she pushed away. "Ok, let's play the final game. Aaron, if Travis beats you, you lose the shorts. Travis, if you lose, you get your tongue ready because I like to savor a good cunt-licking. Then Aaron and I play for all."
The next game was over sooner than she expected with Aaron making mistake after mistake. She didn't hesitate, but knelt in front of her son and eased the shorts and boxers down. 'Wow!' she thought, 'No longer than Rich's, but fat, perhaps half again the girth. Really plump cock.' She'd never had a guy stretch her out, and she couldn't wait for that cock to thrust inside her. Her lips wrapped around the head and found she could just take a bit more before her jaw hurt. She pulled off and looked up at the boy, still stroking his cock. "Ok, you ready to lose and not get relief?" She smiled evilly.
At last! The final game was over. Aaron came over to his mom. Cock bouncing eagerly, "Ok, mom. Time for you to pay up." He looked over at his friend, "Let's take her up to the bedroom. You have some serious pussy eating to do." He pulled his mom to her feet.
Julia had heard about women so excited they came when a man played with their nipples. She was past that. All she needed to do was look at the two large cocks pointing up at the ceiling and she felt urgent spasms in her vagina. She allowed herself to be pushed back on her bed, her legs splayed wide as both boys stood over her, stroking their cocks. Aaron broke the silence, "Ok Trav. You know what to do."
Julia felt the anticipation as the teenage boy dropped to his knees and pressed his lips against her sopping pussy. "Oooooohhhh." She moaned as this young boy skillfully probed her slit, periodically flicking against her aroused button. She had thought she'd cum immediately, but she found herself peaking and not climaxing. Her nipples ached as she pulled on them and her pelvis was rocking urgently against the boy's face. She hoped he wouldn't drown as he cheeks and lips were slick against her thighs. Suddenly Travis bit down gently of her clit and she exploded. "Oh FUCK! Oooooohhhh...ooooh, Yesssssss." She cried out, her ass lifted a foot off the bed. Her head spun as if she were going to faint and she heard a high-pitched buzzing. Finally, the waves of pleasure faded and she flopped back, every part of her body relaxed. She looked at the grinning, glistening face and sighed, "Travis, you're going to kill me. Christ, two more weeks of this."
Travis stood up, wiping his face. He pulled out a condom, "Mind if I fuck your mom? Or, even better yet, fuck those tits?" He asked.
Aaron shoved him towards the door. "Go on. Go home and jerk off. You lost, dude. It was all your idea and you lost."
As Travis headed towards the door, he heard Julia, "I expect you here every day after school for the next two weeks. Remember, you lost to an old woman."
He looked back, "I didn't mean that. You're a lot more woman than any of the girls at school, but trust me. I'll find a way to fuck you. There will be other challenges. I'll bet you beg me to fuck you soon enough and give you a pearl necklace." He grinned and headed down to get his clothes.
Hearing the door close, Aaron climbed on top of his mom and kissed her, "I thought he'd never leave." His cock was pressed against her opening and even with the slightest pressure, he felt her lips part. Teasing her with gentle thrusts he bent down and sucked a nipple into his mouth. He pulled back as her pelvis pushed against him, "You sure you want to do this?" he asked, "I mean, you did cum just now and maybe you want to sleep. I can just grab a pair of your panties and go jerk off."
Julia shoved Aaron off her and onto his back. She straddled his waist, grabbed his cock and plunged her cunt down that fat shaft. "Oh, God! So fat!" She rose up and slammed back down. She closed her eyes savoring how full she felt, how stretched. She leaned forward onto her son's groping hands and rapidly torqued against the stiffest cock she'd ever felt. "Uh, uh, uh, uh." She grunted as that fat hunk of meat ground against her, stimulating her clit and something else...something she'd never felt before. As she leaned more forward, the feeling inside her vagina increased and soon found herself pressed against the boy's chest, pelvis moving at almost a blur as she exploded again.
Aaron's hands were trapped as his mother pounded her pussy onto his cock seemingly oblivious to all else. Her hot breath against his neck was coming out in loud grunts and when she came, he wanted to grab her ass but instead gripped those huge tits hard. When she finally collapsed and went limp, he heard a long guttural sigh. He pulled her lips to his and plunged his tongue into her mouth and thrust his hips up against her drenched pussy.
Julia pulled the boy over on top of her, "Oh baby. Go on. Fuck me hard. Fill me with your potent sperm. I need you to pound that cock into me." She squealed as the boy began pistoning into her harder and harder. Rich said he's cum in 30 seconds? She found herself not only recovered from her crashing orgasm but now anticipating another. She'd never had more than one orgasm before, but then again had never been stretched like this before. "Oh baby, fuck your mommy. Open me up like no one ever has. Yesss, that's it, baby." She groaned, humping back against his attack on her pussy. She was getting close to cumming again when Aaron suddenly stopped.
"Hang on mom, I'm close, but I don't want it to end yet." He pulled out, "Turn over, I want your ass in the air." He ordered. He watched as she eagerly spun around, pressing her chest into the mattress as she opened her knees wide and thrust her ass up towards the ceiling.
"Yes, take me however you want. Ohhhhhh, yessss," she groaned as his cock stabbed back into her tight pussy. She felt him aggressively drive into her, his full weight driving his cock deep inside her. She knew he was nearing release when she felt his thumb press into her anus. "Oh Fuck, yes. Damn you, Aaron, you're going tooooo, aahhhh, ah, ah, ah fuck!" she cried as she came again.
As the boy felt the strong contractions on his cock, he plunged down and released a huge jet of sperm into his mother's womb. He pulled back and drove in again and again, each time spurting as deeply into her as he could. He couldn't remember the last time he'd cum so much, but going 4 days without jerking off helped. He flopped over, pulling his mother with him, his cock still buried inside her. "I love you, mom." He sighed. His hand reached around and tried to fit over her huge breast as he pumped his still rigid cock into her.
"I love you too, baby. Wait! Are you still hard?" She looked over her shoulder, "Should I call my sister to help out for the next two weeks?"
**********************************************
Julia walked slowly to the ringing phone, her hair still damp from her shower, their shower. Aaron wasn't satisfied until he'd cum three times and she'd cum even more than that. 3 hours of fucking. The last time she'd gone that long was in college, though that was more like 8 hours and there are 5 guys. But even then, she'd not come close to the number of orgasms she'd experienced this afternoon and evening. She really sucked as a mother. No dinner waiting. They'd had to order out pizza. She picked up the phone, "Rich. How was your flight? Nice, that's always good." She laughed, "I knew that would be your first question. Of course, yes. He was very dutiful, you know Aaron. No, but he said he'd try to last longer next time. Why would you ask that? Ok, I might have." She groaned, "Don't ask me that. No, that's not what I meant. I'm not discussing this. You want to know? Same length. Almost exactly. Yeah, a chip off the old block...got it. Anyhow, I miss you. It's going to be a really long two weeks." She chuckled, "Yeah, I'll find something to do with myself. You know housework, and hey! Remember Super Mario? Aaron found it downstairs. I should. I was the champion you know. I know - different stakes, or perhaps not. Ok, love you."
Aaron held out his hand and led her up to the master bedroom, "I hope you aren't too tired, I'd like to try that anal you suggested in the shower."
"You won me, remember. Of course, you can do what you want to me." She let herself be pulled up the stairs.
"Damn, this is really fun. I miss dad, but it's going to suck when these weeks are over." The boy said sadly.
"Why should that matter?" Julia asked, "School's out at 3 and your dad never gets home before 6."
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Brandon plopped down in front of the TV marveling how much just wasn't worth watching. He settled on an old movie with Mark Wahlberg and a crew stealing gold in Venice when he heard his mom come home. Turning off the TV, he got up to see her coming in from the garage. "You're home early. I thought you had class this afternoon."
Brooke groaned as she shrugged off her camera bag, "Preston gave us a project that I can't even begin to figure out how to do..." The tall slender woman plopped down on the couch next to her son. "I need a drink."
Her son looked over, "It can't be that bad, how can I help?" He started to get up, "Sit, I'll grab a beer...or wine?"
Brooke laughed seeing her son immediately stand up, "Honey, you're the best son any mother could ask for. It seems like you always want to help, and you have. I mean, with your father gone, it's great having everything taken care of, but I'm afraid, this is one time I'll have to work this out myself." She looked up, "On the other hand, you could make me one of your pomegranate and lime margaritas," she sighed. Where had her 18-year old son learned to make the perfect margarita? As she watched her son head into the kitchen, she yelled in, "Go ahead have a small one yourself if you want."
Brandon looked back into the living room, "But you always say I'm too young to drink."
"You're 18 now and as long as you drink here at home, I'm OK with it." She looked over, "Hell, you're taller and bigger than your dad was." She added, "I'm OK with a beer now and then if you drink good beer, that is. If you ever bring Coors or Bud in the house, well, you know how it's been a while since I spanked you?"
Brandon felt a thrill. His mom always told him not a drop until he was 21, so this was really a treat. He wondered at her other issue as he got out the blender, "Frozen or on the rocks?" he called out. Hearing on the rocks he poured in the ingredients.
"Thanks," Brooke said as she accepted the glass, "This is perfect. Just what I needed. I'm actually pretty stressed right now."
"Thanks, it is good. I've just had sips before to make sure they're all right. This is my first glass, oh. I forgot the salt. Damn." He saw his mother shrug so decided to ask, "So, what's the issue with class? I thought you loved it."
"I do love it, I mean, it isn't exactly what I thought it would be when I signed up, but I finally relaxed and began to enjoy it." She looked at her son, "I never show you my pictures not because, like I told you, I'm too embarrassed they might not be good, but, um...well, it turns out "Life Photography" is not flowers, fruit, and wildlife, but nudes."
Brandon laughed, "Mom! You've been taking pictures of naked people? You've always criticized any pictures with scantily clad women in them saying they're just selling sex. Hell, you used to tear out the pages that you said were simply smut."
"I know and maybe I was wrong." She leaned over to the coffee table and grabbed a magazine and flipped through it, "I used to just see the illogical juxtaposition between a car, or a hamburger and a bikini-clad babe...a babe with giant boobs, by the way." She glanced down at her fairly normal chest. "Maybe a bit out jealousy..."
"Seriously?" Brandon blurted out, "You are seriously hot. You're what my friends all mention when...never mind. Look, without being too weird, you're boobs are perfectly proportioned for your slender figure." The boy blushed, hearing himself discuss his mom's tits.
Brooke looked at her son, who'd never really talked about women or their bodies around her, "Thanks, but I'd never make it in a magazine...Wait, your friends say what about me?"
Brandon grabbed the magazine and leafed through it, "I'm sure there're models in here that are slim, svelte."
"Don't change the subject. What do your friends say about me?" She watched as her son turned page after page, "Don't bother. They're all DDs" She put her hand on the magazine, "Go on, just tell me. I like your friends, I'm sure I won't take offense."
Brandon squirmed on the couch and sighed, "OK, but I've never said this. They say you're the ultimate MILF." He looked down, "I'm not sure you know what that means, but..."
"I know what it means. Flattering, but kind of insulting, too. Look, I hope you understand, I can appreciate beauty, but women generally don't appreciate being rated as to how fuckable they are."
Brandon was shocked to hear his mom use the F word, "I'm sorry I mentioned it, but both Mrs. Thomas and Mrs. James might be a bit better gifted up top, but take it how you want, but my friends still think you're a lot prettier...a lot more, you know. It's your legs."
"More fuckable, you mean. I guess you boys put a lot of stock in that which I guess is nice, but you couldn't find any women in there with what I was 'gifted' with." She looked at her son, "Tell me you haven't thought about Aaron's mom. She has those...damn, they're huge." She looked thoughtful, "I can't believe she's pregnant. Now they'll be even bigger. That must have been a shock."
"Aaron says she's thrilled, both she and her husband. He's really happy hoping it's a girl. He always wanted a sister, anyhow mom, she's very much in our conversations, especially Travis's. That boy sure has some kind of thing about her. He's quite vocal in his desire to, you know."
"Fuck her, yes I can just hear his voice saying just that." She looked at her son, "What's a pearl necklace?" she ran a finger across her collarbone, "The other day when you boys were playing catch in the back, he came in to use the bathroom and checked out my chest, pretty blatantly and ran his fingers across here and told me he'd like to give me a pearl necklace."
Brandon spit out his drink, "He fucking said what??? I'll kill him." He looked angrily at his mom, "Trust me, he'll never come over here again."
"But what is it?" she asked. Seeing her son fight for words, she suggested, "It's dirty, isn't it? He's talking about cumming on my chest." Seeing him nod she sighed, "I hoped that wasn't what he meant, but yes, I agree. I don't want him here ever again. Thanks."
She tossed down the magazine, "Anyhow, that's not the issue." She looked over at her camera bag, "I need to...hang on," She got up and pulled a sheet of paper out of her bag, "Speaking of pearl necklaces," she laughed, "'Capture the raw sensuality of a member of the opposite sex. Convince him/her to explore his/her body without reservation. Capture the arousal, the passion, and the release. It's important to not only capture the erotic act itself but the facial expressions that tell the entire story.'" She tossed the paper onto the magazine and took a few gulps of her margarita. "Christ! He wants me to find a model who will masturbate while I take pictures." She put her head in her hands, "Where would I go to find someone who will do that, how could I even afford that?"
Brandon urgently wanted to help, his thoughts going through all his friends, knowing one or two of them would jump at the chance, especially Travis, but that would sure be an issue. Jim was more subtle, and Aaron probably would love to also, but the ache in his stomach made him blurt out, "I'll do it."
"What? No. No, I can't take pictures of you...you know, naked and jerking off." She blushed, "You're my son and I know I'll need to capture your expression, you know...Oh, Christ!" She took a big gulp.
Brandon got up, took the glass and went into the kitchen before returning with the glass refilled. He handed it to his mom, "I don't care. I'm pretty experienced at it...been practicing, you know? Plus, I won't suggest I never thought of you when I've jerked off," he paused thoughtfully, "But why? Why opposite sex? I mean couldn't it be a woman masturbating?" he asked.
"I asked the same question and he told us he wants us out of our comfort zone. To clinically capture our subject regardless as to how uncomfortable we feel," She looked over, "and to not get involved with the subject. In other words, if you were to photograph a pretty girl masturbating, could you resist perhaps coming on to her?"
Brandon laughed, "Shit no. I might be truly tempted especially if it were someone really hot, like you." He looked suddenly embarrassed, "Ok, I'll do it. This will be a great test for you. Can you not get involved? I'd hate it if you hit on me," he laughed, "kidding." He stood up. "When do we start?"
"Well, the project is due Monday, it's Wednesday. How about we do it on Sunday?" She paused, "Can you not...you know until Sunday so the release will be, um a lot more released?" She looked embarrassed, it's a lot to ask going 4 days without...releasing."
Brandon groaned, "Maybe I spoke too soon, I mean I've gone a day or two in the last few years without releasing, but 5?" He looked at his mom, "I haven't jerked off since yesterday morning after..."
Brooke blushed. She was to have left for work earlier but got a call which delayed her. She'd just showered and was drying off when Brandon came into the bathroom. She normally used the master, but she'd hung all the bras and things...anyhow, she was fully naked when he'd walked in. He'd apologized, but it took him what felt like a minute to tear his eyes away and flee back to his bedroom. And inexplicably, she'd not immediately covered herself up, but stood there, arms at her sides. She thought he must have been traumatized and didn't realize until now he'd gone to jerk off. "That excited you? I thought perhaps..." She looked down at the floor.
"You have no idea how fast I had to get back to my room." Brandon thought for a few seconds, "I shouldn't suggest this, but I had a lot more...release, you know, than pretty much ever. Just a thought, but if you were to show a bit of skin the next few days, I'm guessing you won't be disappointed."
I'm not going to parade around naked, but let me think about it. It seems somehow this is entirely wrong, but I'll tell you what, if you can make it until Sunday, I'll perhaps let you see a bit of cleavage or side boob." She laughed.
******************************************************
Brooke lay in bed and thought about how she should look when her son came down for breakfast. She got out of bed and went over to the box containing some of Tim's clothes. It made her feel sad thinking how her late husband's things were still in their closet. She couldn't bring herself to get rid of them, but she remembered his shirts. She picked one up, smelled it with a look of sadness and tried it on and modeled herself in the mirror. Brandon will like this, she thought.
Brandon yawned and quickly rolled out of bed. His cock kept waking him up all night remembering his mom's naked form, but he tried to think about school and other things. Finally, he could get up and get some coffee. He stopped dead in his tracks entering the kitchen. He'd hoped his mom would wear a tee without a bra and perhaps her granny pants, but he saw that bare ass as she was getting something out of the cupboard. He didn't know why he wasn't making any sound since he knew she was doing it for him, but he just couldn't wait to see her turn around. As she lowered her arms and turned, he saw her entire breast through the armhole in the wifebeater shirt, her nipple poking out almost an inch. And she was wearing panties, just that it was a very skimpy thong that simply outlined her labia.
"Hi Bran, I was making pancakes. Hungry?" She looked at the tent appearing in his boxers and giggled as the plump head popped out of the opening, "Is this going to be a problem?" She asked sweetly.
"Um, maybe I'd better put on some pants, I'll be right back." Brandon fled down the hall, his cock aching as it bounced out. He splashed cold water on his face but it did nothing. He couldn't jerk off and thought perhaps he'd have to just live with it when it finally went flaccid. He headed to his room and pulled on his blue jeans and followed the smells of pancakes.
School was long and tedious since he wondered what his mom would do next. He'd assumed she'd not wear a bra, but to expose her breasts the way she did this morning made it very tough to focus on the teachers. She complained her breasts didn't stack up to the models on the magazines, but holy shit! Firm looking, jutting out nicely, zero sag. He mentally had to keep slapping himself to get certain things under control.
Coming home from school, he headed into the kitchen not hearing his mom in the house. Maybe she was out shopping, he thought, or her day ran long. She took over her husband's business, but since Ed was really running the place she'd go in mornings to do paperwork and take care of the things she didn't want to delegate, but that meant she was often home by noon.
He went out the back and saw his mom splayed out in the back yard wearing the skimpiest bikini he'd ever seen. Her body glistened from the suntan lotion, her legs splayed out with her feet on either side of the chaise. He decided he'd better say something, "Hi mom, how was your day?" He was looking straight up between her wide open legs at her exposed labia on either side of the thin strip of cloth. 'Her slit, her vagina is just there,' he thought.
"Hi Bran, did you learn anything today?" she grinned. She used to ask him that question back in elementary school and hadn't asked it in years. She looked over as she sat up and saw how he was looking at her. "I'm sorry. Really not very modest and I can see you politely didn't stare...not!" she swung her legs over and stood up. "This is actually getting to be cruel." She led him into the house, "I think my boy needs a beer. I sure need one."
She looked at her son. "Should I go put something on...anything would be more than this." She swept her arm across her nearly naked body, "Your dad made me wear this in Majorca. Actually, just the bottoms, but you get the idea. It's just not appropriate for Madison I'd guess."
Brandon shook his head, "I like it. It's really hard," he laughed, "hard to not give in to the urge to jerk off, but I'm thinking it's a great way to get some discipline." He looked at his mom, "Though I stopped looking at you as my mother Tuesday and as someone I'd love to...never mind." He blushed.
"I know what you wanted to say and maybe I'm being cruel, but I want to hear it." She looked suddenly sad, "I mean, since your father died, not one guy has hit one me, flirted with me." She stopped, "Except for Travis, but that was just creepy."
Brandon pulled his mother close and stroked her back, "Not overtly, but all my friends would have you on your back before you could say their names. Trust me." He looked at his mom, letting his eyes run down her chest to her slightly opened legs, "Ok, I was going to say, I stopped looking at you as my mom, but as someone I'd love to make love to...ok, to fuck." He felt his cock throb again.
"That is so sweet," she laughed, "How would you do it? I know you've thought about it." She pulled away and lay back on the couch, her legs spread wide. She ran a finger up her slit, "Here? Like this?" Without waiting for an answer, she crawled down to the floor and pressed her chest into the carpet, her ass sticking up. She again ran her fingers across her slit, "Here? Or here?" her finger traced her puckered bud the thin material couldn't cover.
"Stop it, mom!" Brandon urged. "Stop it, or grab your camera now since I'll never make it to Sunday."
Brooke rolled to her feet, "Sorry, that was just too fun. If it's any consolation, I've not masturbated since Tuesday either. I was really late for work because after you saw me, I was naked on my bed, fingers buried in my twat." She blushed, "That was actually hot the way you didn't look away, but stared at me. Obviously loved what you saw." She stroked his face, "I'll stop teasing if you want, but I'm not going to get any release either until Sunday. You won't be doing this alone."
Brandon felt his aching cock press against his mother and hugged her, "No, I want you to get an A. I want yours to be the best. I'm not that weak I can't make it 3 more days. Do your worst."
Brooke felt the hard cock against her and wondered if she could go 3 more days, hell, even one more day before she crawls into bed with her son. "Ok. It will make everything worth it, I know." She laughed, "I wonder how many mothers have this sort of arrangement with their sons?"
Brandon had the worst dreams. He kept dreaming he'd cum and ruined everything for his mom. He loved her so much and wanted her to have the best photos. He quickly rolled out of bed when he found his hand wrapped around his throbbing cock. He pulled on pants and headed into the shower.
Brooke looked up hearing her son come into the kitchen, "It's Friday, so I thought eggs and toast, what?" She asked innocently.
The boy stopped in his tracks seeing his mom wearing a see-through teddy. Her nipples were rock hard and clearly visible. The front was vee-cut all the way to her pubes which were also clearly visible. She spun around as if modeling and he saw her incredible ass on display.
"You like it? I wasn't sure since it might be a bit mature for a boy your age, but your dad sure liked it." She thought a minute, "Actually, so did his co-workers." She laughed. "When you were at camp, what was that called? You know, when you were 13? Anyhow, I wanted to surprise your father with this and was waiting at the door, martini in hand and he'd invited over a half dozen of his co-workers." She blushed, "I'll bet you didn't think your mom could run that fast...and not spill a drop!" She laughed. "Actually, I didn't run far. Your dad called me back in, telling me it was rude not to go through the introductions. They insisted I stay and have a few drinks with them. After they left I think your dad and I woke up the neighbors." She laughed, "I know, TMI."
Brandon when over and pulled his mom close, "Damn! I wish I could have seen that. Dad was like that? Wanted to show you off to other men? That's really cool. I love you mom, more than you can imagine." He sighed as he stroked her back, her ass. He suddenly pulled away, "Ok, sorry, I need to keep telling myself you're actually my mother." He looked around the kitchen, "Fried. I like fried eggs."
Brandon thought school was tough on Thursday, but Friday was worse. He kept glancing at all the girls comparing their bodies to his mother's and found just three or four who could compare. At least a five times teachers would have to repeat their questions to him. He thought the day would never end, but finally he could head home.
Brandon stopped at the front door wondering in what state of tease his mother would be. He opened the door and heard a vacuum, 'Ok, this can't be bad. She's cleaning house.' He closed the door and as he entered the living room he saw her wearing nothing but a tiny apron. Her ass was completely exposed, her breasts unfettered and only half covered by the material. 'This is getting bad,' he thought, 'forget about needing to jerk off, I need to fuck my mother,' he groaned, 'I have to get hold of myself. Come on, just 2 more fucking...actually, scratch that. 2 more non-fucking days. I can do this, I can do this," he repeated to himself.
"Brandon, you're home. We have to get the house ready. I invited the Sampsons over for dinner tonight. You up for grilling? I picked up some steaks, they're marinating in the fridge." She looked down at herself, "I had to put on a housecoat when I went to the store. I'd forgotten how cold and drafty the grocery store is." She laughed.
"Wait, you went wearing just a coat and an apron?" Brandon asked.
Brooke turned off the vacuum, "Don't be silly. That's just weird, I didn't wear the apron. Anyhow, get ready, they're due here in about half an hour. Would you like a beer?"
Brandon's cock was pulsing angrily. He thought about his mom wearing only her coat, the coat that barely came past her hips...his mom, basically naked in the grocery store. Then, she invited over the Sampsons. Oh, Christ. Mrs. Sampson had humongous breasts and loved to show them off. Every time she comes over, she leans over and rubs her tits against him. Mr. Sampson always looked pleased with this overt display. Then there was Carli Sampson. Tight clothes. She was two years older than he was and must have quit buying clothes when she was 12 when she stopped growing taller. Perhaps that was why she never wore a bra. Maybe at 12, she didn't need one, but at 20, she had her mother's tits and nipples. He saw her last week walking their dog, breasts bouncing, white see-through top. She must have 3-inch diameter areolas. He shook his head. This is no coincidence having the Sampsons over. Mon is turning up the heat.



He put his books in his room and went out to start the grill, his cock still angrily demanding attention.
"So, Brandon, you're graduating." Carli said, "Where are you going to college? I meant to ask you the other day, but you seemed distracted." She giggled, glancing down at her chest and back at the boy.
"Um, staying here. UW. I heard you might be going back? I never asked, but why did you drop out of Stanford?"
"A boy," she laughed, "A stupid boy. He videotaped us, you know. A sex tape. When we broke up, he posted it all over the campus on chat rooms and blogs." She laughed as if it were nothing, "After that, I had way too many offers to go out on dates. With the guys and quite a few girls," she looked thoughtful, "and a half dozen professors. " she shrugged it off, "Anyhow, I thought it might be good to start fresh somewhere else, so I'm headed to UW in the fall." She took a bite of her steak, "Great meat by the way."
Brandon didn't know what to say, "Um great. I hope we run into each other there. It will be good to see a familiar face."
Mrs. Sampson laughed, "Familiar face. More than that. I'm sure you'll be Googling her sex tape. Hell, I'll give you a copy. She reached over and grabbed her purse, pulled out a USB and slid it over. It's actually quite good. I think Carli is wasting her time studying literature. She should be an actress." She took a bite, "This is really tasty, did you marinate it? Do I taste jalapeno?"
"Actresses are really waitresses," Mr. Sampson replied, "Perhaps Carli should go to culinary school and become a chef if she's going to pursue acting"
"Nonsense, I made a ton as a waitress," she looked brightly at them, "the tips were amazing."
Mr. Sampson laughed, "The tits were amazing, you mean." He looked at Brandon and his mom, "She wore a loose top, braless of course, and made sure to lean over as she served the dishes."
"Had you any experience in foodservice, it's all in the presentation." She looked at the two hosts, "So any good plans for this weekend?"
Brooke smiled, "Well Brandon has agreed to be my model. I have to take some pictures, you know, action photos."
"Wow, that's really nice of you. I'd love to get some action pictures of you. You're a really great looking guy, isn't he Carli?" Mrs. Sampson replied.
"Mom, you're embarrassing him. Brandon, what do you want to study at UW?" she asked, deflecting her mom's comments.
"Electrical Engineering. I'd like to get into computers, IT. You know." He replied, "You're studying literature? What area? French lit? British?"
"British lit. I really love the romances, you know, Jane Eyre, Pride and Prejudice." She replied, "I know, not a ton of money in it, but maybe mom's right. Maybe I should just get into acting, though in a couple of auditions all they wanted was for me to take my top off." She sighed, "I was hoping for more than to be the on-screen whore."
"Nonsense, on-screen is on-screen," Mrs. Sampson waved off her daughter's objections, "Look at Brooke Shields, she started out pretty much naked in her movies? Now, look at her career." She held out her glass as Brooke offered more wine, "Brandon, where are you staying at UW? Carli has a two-bedroom condo we got for her. Carli, have you found a roommate yet?"
"Mom, I'm sure Brandon wants to get a place he can bring chicks back to without feeling encumbered." She looked over and put a hand on his arm, "But if you can put up with me, you'd be saving my life. I just am afraid of getting some psycho as a roommate and having a great guy like you around during thunderstorms..." She smiled, "Of course, if you do bring chicks back, I hope you'll share," she whispered.
Brandon looked at the girl wondering if she were kidding, "Um, no. Mom and I were going to drive over there next week and check out places. I'd love, I mean it would be great to have a roommate, you know, someone I know." His cock and his brain were working out the ramifications.
"So, settled. Jim, tell our friends your plans for us after we get Carli out of the house." Mrs. Sampson said cheerfully. She leaned over pressing her breasts on Brandon's arm, "I hope you'll be around, Jim's heading to France and I'll be all alone for two weeks before I join him." She patted his arm and sat back pushing out her chest. "Do you have any home repair skills?"
******************************************************
"Holy shit!" Brandon said as he flopped down, "That had to be the strangest dinner conversation ever." He turned the USB over in his fingers. "Is this really what she said this was? Or was it a joke?"
Brooke put her hand out, "Give me that. I'd heard something about Carli at Stanford and knowing Cheryl, any publicity for her little girl is good publicity." She took the drive and slipped it into her pocket. "Sunday. After we get some good shots you can watch this. Hell, we can watch it together." She went over to the TV and plugged it into a port on the back. "There, I'm tired. Are you Ok to get to bed?"
Brandon nodded. He'd been fantasizing about so many possibilities now he felt like he was going to explode. "I might take a cold shower but otherwise..." He shook his head.
His mother laughed, "I got it. Better you don't sleep alone then," she took his hand, "Come on, take your cold shower and then come to my bed. I'll make sure you don't cave into temptation."
Brandon got out of the shower having started out luke-warm, but finished with a full minute of nothing but cold. He dried off, pulled on a fresh pair of boxers and headed down the hall to his mother's room. He was thinking this was another of his mom's ploys to get his balls filled when he saw she was lying naked on the bed reading.
"Hey honey, come on. You must be cold after that shower." She pulled the covers back. As her son crawled in, she felt his arm, "Honey, you really did take a cold shower." She pulled him close and rubbed his back as if trying to get circulation back. She'd wrapped her legs around his waist to help warm him up
The boy felt his cock harden and throb its way between them and out of the slit until it was sticking straight up and pressing against his mother's crotch. He tried to pull his hips back and hoped she wouldn't notice, but it was obvious she did as she pussy pressed against his hardness.
"There, I'm guessing you're feeling better." She rolled over and turned off the light. "Let's get some sleep. I love Friday nights. Sleeping in on a Saturday morning..." She sighed as she turned and pressed her naked ass against her son's raging erection. She wiggled around a bit as if getting comfortable.
Brandon didn't know what to do with his right arm, but his mom pulled it over her and placed his hand right onto her breast. He tried to think about non-erotic things, but feeling that firm breast with the hardened nipple poking his palm didn't help. 'Ok, the basement needs cleaning. Perhaps start by getting all the spiderwebs out between the rafters.' He tried thinking. Then his brain kept reminding him where he was, his hand and his cock. How close to one or two very appealing places to be...to Carli's suggestive comments. Was she being sincere? Suggesting a threesome? Mrs. Sampson telling him to come over after her husband left for France and the smile and nod he got from him? Mom going to the store wearing nothing but a coat? He could envision the looks she'd have gotten. He thought about his balls aching for another 36 hours and if he'd possibly make it. He felt his cock leaking pre-cum into his mom's ass-crack and unconsciously began pushing against her. Her ass felt great against him. He'd just allow it to get to a point and he'd quit.
Brooke felt her son gently humping against her and clenched her butt muscles and pressed back. She wondered how far to let the teasing go before one of them called a halt. She heard his breathing become deeper, his humping harder and she decided to either get her camera or quit exciting him, "Honey, perhaps you need another cold shower? Or, be honest, can you hold off until Sunday? If not, I'll grab the camera now."
Brandon pulled back and flopped onto his back. "Christ, I'm sorry. I'll be fine, I can do this. Just another day." He moaned. He rolled over and kissed his mom, "Goodnight. I'll think about something that doesn't turn me on."
Brooke looked over at her son the next morning feeling tremendous guilt, 'What mom teases her own son so mercilessly like this. Look at that cock...wait! Look at that cock!' she thought, 'I thought it looked big the other day and a lot was pressing against me last night, but shit!' Her hand hovered over the fat hunk of meat throbbing out of his boxers. She couldn't even see his navel, in fact, the head was resting almost to his sternum. Her finger slid across her very wet slit and her clit both of which were aching for attention. He can't jerk off, nor can I. She quietly rolled out of bed and headed to the bathroom for a cold shower.
Brandon came into the kitchen, "That was a really long night. Bad idea, mom. A beautiful naked woman lying next to me all night was almost too much." He looked at his mom wearing nothing but on old tee-shirt, her small ass totally exposed, "Christ, mom. You're pretty sadistic, aren't you?" He came up behind her and felt her tight ass, "You've been working out, haven't you?"
Brooke turned around, "I was wondering when you'd notice," she pulled up her shirt exposing her rippled abs. "Sadly, my boobs have gotten just a bit smaller," her shirt went higher, "but I guess you don't care about that, breakfast? What do you feel like putting in your mouth?"
Brandon studied those brown nipples hardening under his gaze, "Oh shit, maybe you'd better get your camera now, you are one seriously hot woman." He moaned.
His mom pulled down her top, "I guess I am a bit cruel. For some reason tormenting you is the most sexual excitement I've had since before your father died...actually, way before that." She hugged him, "I loved your dad, but he came up short in one area...literally." She stroked his hard cock, "I'm not sure where you got this, but it wasn't from him. Perhaps it skipped a generation, though I suppose I could go visit your grandfather and see." She laughed, "That sure would make him happy. I can't tell you the number of times he grabbed my ass."
"You don't have to do that, mom. Remember we used to all go to the country club? You, me, dad and Gramps?" Brandon blushed, "Um, I may not have known what I was looking at but Gramps wasn't shy in the locker room." He stepped over to the sink and splashed cold water on his face, "Crap! I can do this. How hard can it be to go 5 days?" He laughed, feeling his cock, "Actually pretty hard." He went over to the coffee pot, "Ok, I can make it until tomorrow. I'm actually curious, you know, how much...stuff I've stored up." He laughed, "Man! I wonder if other kids in my school have this talk with their moms."
Brooke looked thoughtful, "You know what? If you make it to, let's to 8 AM tomorrow. After I get some nice shots of you," she chuckled, "of you shooting, then I'll reward you," she chuckled, "I'll let you give me a pearl necklace." She laughed, "I know, it's been sounding more intriguing since you told me what that is."
"Deal, though I'd prefer to fuck you...Oh shit, I didn't mean that. It...I...Oh crap!" the boy sputtered.
"Wow, foreplay first. If there's anything you get out of this, you need to get your partner good and ready before you put that thing inside her." She reached down and stroked his cock, "Come on, breakfast."
Brooke leaned over her son's shoulder and picked up his plate pressing her breasts against him, "So, what would you like to do today?" she asked.
Brandon inwardly groaned thinking how spending that day with his mom was going to be torture. Would she parade around with the ass and pussy exposed? Would she just dispense with the feigned modesty and lose the tee-shirt? "I don't know. I had no plans, perhaps get with one of the guys and shoot hoops."
That sounds fun, but I need to go shopping over at the mall. I'd love it if I had some nice arm candy with me." She said as she took the plate over to the dishwasher, "I know, really boring shopping with mom."
Brandon thought about it, shooting hoops with the guys who always came back to how hot his mom was, or shopping. With a feeling of relief, he nodded, "Sure, I'll go shopping with you. When do we leave?"
"The stores open in an hour, so whenever you've showered." She replied, "I'm going to get dressed, so just come down when you're ready."
'Amazing how many people still shop in malls,' Brandon thought, 'I guess getting to actually touch the merchandise...' "So, where are we going first?" He asked.
"Norstrom," his mom pointed. "Just here and one other. I sure hope it's quick. Some things I hate shopping for so I'm glad you came along. I sure could use a second set of eyes."
Brandon didn't even ask what it was his mom was buying, whatever it was he was sure it would be truly boring. 'Not to be sexist, but women always have to try on everything, look at everything before making a decision. I walk over to what I need when I go to a store, pick it up and pay for it,' he thought. 'Oh well, so much better than...' His thoughts replayed the last 3 to 4 days and he felt the uncomfortable stirring in his groin.
"Here we are. Come over here and sit. The dressing rooms are right there so let me grab a few things and I'll be right back," she said cheerfully. She headed over to the racks seeing her son dutifully sit looking down at his phone.
Brandon looked up as his mom went into the dressing room with a bunch of colorful items over her arm. He suddenly realized what they were and hoped she'd just try them on in the privacy of the dressing room. Looking around he saw it was just him and two female saleswomen? Salespeople? Sales Associates? He turned, hearing the dressing room door open.
"Hi honey, what do you think of this?" Brooke asked, modeling the skimpy two-piece. She turned around showing her fully exposed ass.
The boy sat up and hissed, "Mom. You're almost naked in that." He looked around, "It's great. Now go back to the dressing room."
"I like that on you. I wish I had your figure," one of the sales staff said as she came over. "Turn around and let me see. Very nice, though I'm thinking you need a 36 top rather than 34? Perfect B-cup" She looked at the tag. "Where is this for? Hawaii?"
"I'd love that if I could convince my boyfriend to take me there, but probably the community pool," Brooke replied, nodding towards Brandon. "but a girl can dream."
"Well, either place you'll be sure to be noticed, that's for sure. Sir, there's a bench against the wall opposite her dressing room so all she needs to do is open the door." She held out a hand, "Much nicer for the husbands and the like."
The boy felt his head spinning. He let himself be led back and took a seat after getting a kiss from his mom.
"I promise not to take up your whole day, be patient with me, honey," Brooke said. She went in and kept the door open a half foot. She made sure Brandon could see her reflection in the mirror as she pulled off her top.
The boy tried not to peek, but his hormones had control of both heads. He watched as his mom's breasts were fully exposed, and even though he was the only one in her line of sight, it was tremendously arousing being in a public place. He noticed she kept her black thong on and assumed it was some sort of rule, but with her ass totally bared it didn't change things. He saw her put on a one-piece that was little more than sling from her pussy to over her shoulders. As she turned, he could see her full under-boobs and her nipples poking out through the thin material.
"What do you think about this?" She turned this way and that.
The sales associate looked happily on, "Daring. I worry only that your man here might damage it when he tears it off you." She laughed, "But it's a perfect fit." Turn around, "Very nice. Shows off your best asset." She looked at Brandon, "I see he approves."
Brooke knew what she was doing and now just left the door wide open for each suit. The poor boy's erection was not going down and both she and the sales associate kept glancing at it. Finally, she selected the three more daring suits and put on her clothes, "That wasn't so bad was it?" she whispered after kissing him, "Just one more stop. You may want to calm down before coming out," she glanced down at his jeans, "you've got a large wet spot there. I'll get these rung up." She looked at the girl who'd been helping out, "Where's the men's department, pants actually?" She asked cheerfully
Brandon sighed and hissed at his mom, "You're an evil bitch, you know that? You had the salesgirls believing we're lovers. Then both giggling over my obvious discomfort."
Brooke grinned and looked back at her son, "Oh I can be eviler, there's something I need to get in here." She turned into that high-end lingerie store. She stopped, seeing her son balk, "Come on. This will be much quicker, plus I have to be careful since getting you a clean pair of pants might be tougher. Not impossible, but I'm sure you don't want to run into any of your friends wearing these." She fingered a pair of white yoga pants on a rack inside the entry.
The boy trailed into the store trying not to look around too much and heard his mom greet the cute salesgirl.
"I'm looking for something that for those late evening moments with my lover," she nodded in Brandon's direction, "I mean, he's kind of young, and any old tee shirt seems to do the trick, but it's going to be our 1 year anniversary next week and, well, you know."
The girl laughed, "I know. My boyfriend quickly dispenses with the gift wrapping and gets to the gift, not that I mind, but it's a good thing I get an employee discount." She headed towards the back, "All these are very revealing and most are crotchless. Do you think you'd like that?" the girl turned and asked Brandon, "I mean what would you like to see her in?"
Brandon stuttered out, "Um, I don't know. I mean, maybe crotchless is nice." He blushed furiously.
She laughed, "First thing they all say." She looked at the woman, turning her around to see her figure, "It might help if we go into the dressing room. I'd like a good look at your assets, though I'm thinking the entire package is your best asset. Come on," she urged Brandon, "don't be shy. Let's see, this looks good. Nice lighting. Ok, I'm sorry, I didn't get your name." hearing the introductions, she responded, "I'm Christy. So, if it's alright, can you strip down to just your panties?" She stepped back and watched, "Nice, turn around. Very impressive. You've been to the gym. Good for you. At your young age, you definitely don't yet have to work at it, but it sure will show benefits later on. I love your breasts, full B-cup, and perfectly shaped nipples. Can you lower your, yes, that's it, will you ever fully shave?"
Brooke shook her head, "No, Bran loves my trimmed pussy, don't you dear?"
"Well, it's obvious he does, Ok, I'm thinking very sheer, a bit more than crotchless. Fully open crotch. Wait here, I'm guessing size 4?" She left the couple alone.
"Mom, please stop this. This is the last tease before tomorrow. No sleeping naked together, no wearing nothing while cooking dinner. I'm not sure I can handle any more of this." He pleaded.
Brooke heard the desperation in her son's voice and nodded, "Ok, this is the last time, but keep acting like you're my lover. We have to sound believable." She stopped, hearing the girl come back.
"Here are a few suggestions, but this is my favorite." She unhooked the garment from the hanger and handed it to the nearly naked woman, "Try this on." She stood back, helping pull up a strap and straightening the material out, "Perfect." She brushed her hands across Brookes nipples, "See how the material doesn't restrict? And for your boyfriend, notice that if you didn't have on this thong, how your very pretty pussy would be framed by the garment." She turned Brooke around, "I'm not sure how adventuresome you are, but here, bend over." She slid her finger up Brooke's entire exposed butt crack, "full accessibility. This is so much better than a tee shirt and panties. There is no man around who wouldn't stand up at attention," she glanced at the boy's crotch and did a double-take. She whispered to Brooke, "Christ, is he, I mean, hell, I wouldn't let him get too close behind me." She giggled.



Brooke looked over at the poor boy. "I'll take it. I fear trying on more outfits might give him a stroke. I'd better get him home, though I'll be lucky to just get the car door closed. Damn! I love how I can still turn him on." She looked at the girl and whispered, "I know this is forward, but we've invited others to join us. He's got tremendous stamina."
The girl looked back at the tent in the boy's pants and at Brooke's amazing figure and nodded, "Call me." She scribbled down her phone number her business card and whispered back, "I might be able to bring over a few items we can model for him."
***********************************************
Brandon rushed inside and stripped-down. He stepped into the shower and turned on the cold water full blast and stepped under the frigid blast.
Brooke grinned as she heard him cry out. She wanted to put on her new teddy, but she'd promised him to hold off. She really wasn't sure why she got it, perhaps as more of the tease. She didn't have a man around, at least a man that wasn't her son to induce to fuck her. She needed normalcy, something not making heat throb between her legs so she picked up her camera and headed out the take pictures of the early blooms. She loved the spring and all the fresh new colors. She handled the camera but now was feeling something, something different. She realized the next time she handled this would be with her son, her naked son stroking his full erection. She found herself softly stroking the lens. All this teasing was fun, but her pussy was soaked almost all the time now, and she'd had to change her panties at least twice a day.
She looked at the lawn chair, thinking back to sunning herself. She'd spun the chaise around so her crotch was facing the sliding door to the kitchen. Then, as she could see her reflection, she'd tried out different positions, knees bent, splayed open, slightly spread, fully spread. She'd looked over the fence to the Matthews wondering if that pervert Harry was watching. Finally, she'd settled on both feet outside the chaise which seemed like a natural tanning position though not very modest with the skimpy bottom. But still, she'd pulled the material in so the strip covering was as minimal as she could make it. She'd been feeling her exposed labia when she'd heard him come home. It was fun back then, her teasing. Later, in the family room she'd opened her legs, gotten on her hands and knees suggesting he could fuck her, knowing he'd not act and if he did, she'd stop him. Then in bed, her naked body inviting him, teasing him. She'd let him press against her bare ass, hump his cock in her ass crack, all the time knowing she'd be able to stop him, or more honestly, pray she'd have the strength to stop him if he went too far.
She felt her pussy throb eagerly, her thong getting soaked. She looked down at the chaise, still positioned and had the urge to strip naked, maybe this time on her stomach, legs opened as wide as they'd go and wait for him to come into the kitchen and see her. Screw old Harry next door. He's undressed her with his eyes a hundred times, so actually she'd be showing him nothing more than he's already seen in his mind. She'd let Brandon pull her inside, allow him to shove his cock inside her, probably beg him.
She felt like slapping herself. This is wrong. Brandon deserves better than a mother who makes him think about nothing but fucking her. He called her a bitch and he could have used much stronger language and been right. She felt like crying. In fact, she felt tears fill her eyes remembering how he said he'd help her with the project even though it would be truly uncomfortable for him. He deserves much better than a mother like her. She wiped her eyes and went back inside.
Dinner was quiet, perhaps due to the uncomfortable anticipation, or perhaps they both had regrets allowing their intimacy to go too far. She'd promised Brandon he could fuck her and maybe that was a bad idea. She hoped her son wasn't regretting saying he wanted to. Maybe a part of him wanted to go back to her just being his mother and not a potential sexual partner.
Brandon was relieved Brooke was dressed normally but she kept glancing at him. He hoped she wasn't worried about tomorrow. She'd stopped teasing him and he was relieved yet missed it. There was an intimacy that he'd come to crave, even while causing discomfort, truly strange dreams and many damp spots on his underwear and pants. "Are you alright, mom? I didn't mean to call you a bitch today. I was kidding."
Brooke looked up at her son feeling a rush of love, "No, you weren't kidding. I was being cruel. What started out as simple teasing, you know to increase your cum became a game. Seeing you sweat, seeing your cock get hard made me want to push you further. I was being a bitch and I now realize it was truly unfair to you. Truly, it was great to see a guy, a man get hard looking at me. I'm sorry. I was cruel and I was totally unfair to you." She looked down at her plate, "You can go jerk off. I'll tell Preston I couldn't find anyone." She stirred the food around on her plate. "Actually, I was thinking of dropping the class anyhow. I think he's a bit of a pervert anyhow ."
Brandon got up and came around to her seat, he put his arms around her, his head on her shoulder and hugged her, "Mom, this last few days have been the most incredible days of my life. I've never felt more anticipation, more reason to jump out of bed, more needing to get home from school. Maybe I'm a masochist, but I loved every minute of it." He kissed her and when she turned her head more and opened her mouth, he found himself kissing her harder.
Brooke knew she couldn't stop her son if he wanted to take this all the way and felt a thrill knowing that. She felt his strong, eager tongue against hers and his hands stroking her shoulders. She needed more than his hands on her shoulders and pulled his hands down under her low-cut top and moaned happily when he found her aroused nipples, "Oh God, Brandon, I love you so much." She turned and looked at the tent in his pants and stroked it. She reached for the zipper but felt her son's strong hands on her wrists.
"No, maybe after tomorrow. But I made the commitment to last until Sunday and I need to see if I'm tough enough." He traced his finger across his mother's lips, "You have no idea how many times I've fantasized seeing these wrapped around my cock." He leaned over and kissed her more tenderly, "I know it's been hard on you also, but let's see how we feel after tomorrow." He went over and picked up the plates, "My turn to do dishes." He stopped and looked back, "Go on. Don't waste it, you have just over 12 more hours to torment me."
Brooke looked at the boy who acted as if nothing had happened except for the huge tent in his pants, "Careful you don't hurt yourself standing to close to the counter."
Brandon finally felt his erection subside and was able to get through all the dishes without incident. He dried off his hands, made his mom a tart lime/agave margarita with a small infusion of jalapeno he'd prepared. He remembered salt this time and took it out into the living room. He stopped dead in his track seeing his mom lying face down naked on the sofa.
"Honey?" She held up a bottle of body oil, "I have been tense, could you give me one of your massages?" She saw the margarita and reached for it. "Ooohh, good. It's spicy."
Brandon was staring at her dangling tits as she pulled herself up on her elbow to take a sip. Her nipples were hard and sticking out a half-inch like pink erasers. He took the oil and decided to start on her feet. His cock throbbed again hearing the contented moans as he worked his way up her legs, above her knees and parted her legs to get better access to her hamstrings. He could smell her arousal, see her pubic bone rhythmically press into the carpet as he got closer and closer to slick pussy. He squirted oil onto her ass which immediately flowed into her ass crack.
"Oh, quick. Get that before it stains the carpet," his mother urged. "Oooohhh, yessss."
Brandon's finger stroked up from his mother's slit, catching the flowing oils and rubbed the excess into her pussy and onto her ass. Her hips were actively responding now, her one hand pinching her nipple, the other holding the half-full glass at a 45. He pulled the glass out of her hand, put it on the table and returned to rubbing he oils into that slick pussy. He could feel the energy as she humped against his fingers, she now guttural moans. He slid a finger inside her, feeling her vaginal walls he'd dreamed about for some time.
"Oh Christ, Bran, stop, we should stop." Brooke moaned, "I can't. I promised to hold off like you are."
"And you're keeping your promise. You are not masturbating." He slid and oiled hand under her chest and started pinching that slicked up nipple while his other hand had now two fingers inside her and another sliding hard across her clit. His wrist was getting very sore, very tired as he had to fight her strong pelvic thrusts.
"Oh God. Fuck me...I'm cumming...cumming on my son's fingers. Aaaahhhh, aaahhh, aaahh, aahhh...uh, uh, uh...shit!" she moaned as the intense waves finally subsided.
Brandon sat back and wrung his hands, "Wow, you have been working out. You're incredibly strong, um down there."
Brooke flopped over on her back, not bothering to show modesty, her legs spread wide, her perky tits nicely spread across her chest. She didn't move when she saw her son pick up the camera.
Brandon flicked the power on, checked that flash was off, set the F-stop for low light and knelt over his mom taking pictures of her nakedness. He started by taking up-close pictures of her slick pussy, her nipples, her breasts, her partially opened lips and moved back to capture her still heaving chest, down her waist to her dark patch of hair on her mons. Then, he got on his stomach between her feet and got a shot of just that red, raw-looking pussy. Then he got a little higher and captured her pussy with the twin mounds rising behind it.
Brooke wanted to stroke her pussy for him put her fingers inside her vagina, but lay there. She saw him sit up and indicate she turn over. She allowed her legs to be spread wide and heard the shutter release over and over. Instinctively she thrust her ass in the air, feeling the coolness as her cheeks opened up. The clicking of the camera continued. Finally, she heard the camera clink softly on the table.
"Come on mom, let's get you in the shower and get the oils off you." Brandon lifted up his mother and carried her down the hall to the master suite. He turned on the water and grabbed a towel and draped it across the hook. He took off his clothes and after stepping into the shower, pulled her in after. "I'll wash your back if you'll wash mine," he laughed, "Never thought I'd use that line on my mom."
Brooke was amazed. Her son could have, should have fucked her in the living room and resisted. He soaped up her entire body and got her off a second time with those skilled fingers, his hard cock nestled between her legs and he didn't try to get release. As he toweled her off she leaned forward and kissed the boy, "Best son ever." She looked over at the bed, "Sleep with me tonight?"
Brandon was determined to be stronger. He now welcomed the temptations and took pride in resisting. He snuggled up behind his mother, his hands now exploring every inch of her skin, his cock throbbing between her ass cheeks anticipating being able to jerk off in the morning. His fingers slid down to that wet slit and pushed in. She pushed back against his hand and they soon had a rhythm going. As her humping got harder, he plunged his fingers in deeper, the base of those fingers pressing hard against her clit. He felt his precum making his cock slide easily between her cheeks but resisted cumming.
Brooke was writhing against her son's fingers and cock nearing yet another climax and she sensed this one was going to be huge. She felt her anus grind against that hard shaft and fantasized he'd push it into her. She'd never had anal, had many offers from many men, but couldn't pull the trigger. Now it seemed like that was what she wanted most. The thought of Brandon's plump head stretching out her ass sent her over the edge.
The boy couldn't believe how much his mother ground against him, her soaking pussy eagerly thrusting against his hand, her ass grinding hard against his cock. This had been one of his many fantasies, his mother begging him to fuck her ass, his cock nestled right there, poised, ready. He clutched her breast hard, rapidly pumped both fingers into the pussy as she came. He was barely able to twice stave off cumming and as painful the ache was in his balls, he was happy about that. Only 8 more hours and he'd make his achy nuts happy.
Brooke held her son's hand against her breast as she felt her body quit tingling and her breathing slowed. "I love you so much. I like having you in my bed," she said softly. 'Tomorrow night, tomorrow night he'll slide into me...yes, that sounds nice,' she thought, as she drifted off to sleep.
***********************************************
Brandon looked at the time. 6 AM. He thought about getting more sleep but thought back to last night, how arousing that was. He knew his mom was close to begging him to fuck her. The way her ass was almost feeling for the head of his cock. He rolled out of bed, his dick fully erect trying to think of coffee or what was for breakfast. He headed to his room to get a quick shower and clothes on.
When he got to the kitchen, he anticipated his mom would be dressed to thrill and he wasn't disappointed. She had on the revealing outfit she purchased yesterday. He came up behind her and wrapped his arms around her, "I love you, mom. You are so beautiful." He stepped back as she turned around, "Oh wow!" He said looking down at her perfectly framed pussy.
"You like? It seems a bit revealing. I mean, feeling the cool air on my twat is a bit unsettling." She said, "Of course, this might be ok if I need to run to the grocery store later."
Brandon laughed, "And it's actually more than you wore the other day."
They sat down and had breakfast, finding conversation difficult. They had set 8 AM as the best time for the photography session on the bed in her master bedroom since the morning sun would be great lighting. It was a quarter 'til and they heard the doorbell. Brandon started to get up, but Brooke got up first.
"I'll get it, I'll just lean around the door and get rid of them," she said.
The boy listened curiously since there was a lot more conversation than someone being blown off, he got up and looked into the foyer. There was Carli talking to his mom. His mom was unabashedly wearing the revealing outfit. "Hey Carli, what brings you over?" He stepped out of the kitchen.
Carli held up a piece of paper, "I wanted to see if you'd like to check out the condo, but I need to get into this class." She came over to Brandon, "I'm really impressed. You'd do this for your mom?" She looked at Brooke, "She told me she'd gotten this to wear while you jerk off." She looked back over, "Do you have anything for me to wear? I can help with lighting, props, maybe fluffing?"
Brandon watched as his mother led the girl to her bedroom. He went back to the kitchen to get his coffee. He just reheated it in the microwave when his mom and Carli came in. Carli was in a tight red teddy that couldn't contain her huge tits but as it was quite sheer, she was fully revealed. He could tell her pussy was totally clean-shaven and her nipples were huge. He took Carli's hand and let himself be led back to the master bedroom. All the curtains were wide open and the sun bathed the smooth sheets. He put up his arms when the girl pulled his shirt up, stood there when she pulled off his pants and underwear.
"Wow! Nice." She purred, stroking his pulsing cock. "Wait. Let's see if your mama wants you flaccid and capture your growing erection." She let go and stood up.
Brooke came in the room, camera strap over her shoulder. A bag of lenses over the other shoulder looking like a professional photographer or stripper. Or a stripper dressed as a professional photographer. She saw Brandon laugh and looked down at the incongruity of her outfit, "I guess you're right. I wasn't prepared to get laughed at when I put this on."
Carli joined the laughter, "You do look like a pro, though what kind of pro is a bit ambiguous. She pointed to the dresser, "You change, I'll take care of giving Brandon something to jerk off to." She pushed Brandon onto the bed, "Relax, close your eyes and think about Mr. Dixon's breath." She ordered.
Brandon had forgotten how dangerous it was to get close to Mr. Dixon. Kids would look panicked when they were called up to the board to work a problem as he always came right up to them and explained what they did right, or what they did wrong. He lay back naked on the bed recalling the many timed he'd almost gagged in class.
Brooke came back in wearing a blouse and jeans. She looked at her son, his cock fully flaccid and over at Carli. She mouthed, "what did you do?"
Carli whispered, "Told him to remember a teacher's really bad breath and relax. I thought you'd want to capture the entire process."
"Perfect, ok. Brandon, where's a prop for you." She handed the magazine to Carli who looked at it, "Big Jugged Whores. Am I in here?" She leafed through it as she laughed. "Here," she handed the magazine to the boy. She kept glancing at the boy's cock wondering if that's as small as it gets. She shook her head, "Ok, what can I do?"
Brooke went over and set up another camera, this one just pointed at her son's face. Hearing Carli's question she pointed to an armchair at the foot of the bed, "Perhaps you could tease him, show some skin. In case the magazine doesn't do it." She took a deep breath, Ok, Brandon, you've just awakened and rather than crawl out of bed you decide to rub one out," she said.
"So, just like every other morning, got it." He crawled naked under the covers after putting the magazine under the other pillow.
Brooke saw him lying on his back, his soft cock outlined beautifully as the sun came from the side. She began shooting, getting his hand reaching down to stroke himself, leaning over to get the magazine, him kicking off the sheets making his cock and balls bounce around. Then, his legs nicely parted so she could get pictures of his large balls up to the bulbous head, she took picture after picture of the hand stroking faster and faster.
Carli put her legs on each of the arms and stroked her pussy watching the boy. His eyes kept darting from the pictures to her lace-covered crotch. She pulled on the snaps, revealing her smooth pussy and stared at the boy as his cock grew. She pulled her lips apart and pushed a finger inside. Their eyes locked lustily on each other momentarily and Carli thought how fun it would be to straddle that thing.
Brooke was thrilled the way she was able to capture the four inches of soft penis pulsing to...what? 9, 10 inches of rock-hard throbbing flesh. His breathing was getting more like gasps and she peeked over at the now naked girl, whose eyes were closed, furiously stroking her wet pussy.
Carli was fantasizing about Brandon's weight on top of her, his cock so deep she could feel it against her cervix, punishing her wet cunt when she heard him groan. Her eyes opened up as his hips raised off the bed and, well all she could think of was a geyser erupted. Stream after stream of the boy's cum shot halfway to the ceiling, noisily splashing on the boy's chest, arms, and neck. His hand pumping furiously, he finally milked the last spurts out.
Brooke had the rapid-fire setting on so she got 10 shots per second, starting from the side of the bed to crawling closer for the final spurts that only shot out a couple of inches. She took shots of the hand lazily stroking the shrinking cock, cum oozing out still. She put down the camera and sat back thinking she'd nailed it. Finally, she went over to her other camera on the tripod and turned it off. That one captured everything that occurred on the boy's face.



Carli was still rubbing her pussy staring at the penis draped over the boy's dripping stomach. She got up and went into the bathroom, returning with a warm washcloth and a towel, "I'm impressed. Total waste, if you ask me," she took a fingerful and licked it off, "such a waste." She cleaned off Brandon's hand, then his stomach and waist. She had to head into the bathroom twice to rinse off the slippery cum. Finally, she had the boy's torso cleaned and dried off.
Brooke was about to put her camera back in the bag when she saw Carli take the soft penis in her mouth. She pulled it back out seeing her son's cock throb back to life and hoped Carli wouldn't mind.
Carli pulled her mouth off, but kept stroking with her hand, "I'd get a fresh card and switch it to 1080 video," she said before leaning back down, licking the fat head. With little urging, she spun around allowing the boy to return the favor.
Brooke wished she were still wearing the crotchless teddy but slowly went around getting her son's tongue expertly attacking Carli's slit and Carli trying to get even a third of the boy's cock in her mouth. But it was apparent Brandon didn't mind as his hips raised up to meet her mouth and stroking fist. She was happy to get this on video rather than pictures as Carli's cute mews were intensely arousing. It was interesting that the young girl with such huge breasts would sound so tiny when stimulated.
Carli's mews were getting louder and she loudly groaned when Brandon began playing with the ass. She pressed back against his finger and humped eagerly against his mouth feeling his middle finger pop into the anus. "Ungh, ungh, ungh," she grunted as her climax was nearing. She pulled her mouth of the boy's cock as his tongue flicked rapidly on her clit, "Oh Fuck!" she cried as her hips rapidly humped the boy's face. Finally, she rolled off, legs spread, panting. She looked over at Brooke who'd paused the video, "He's good, he's really good. But you know that, don't you?"
Brooke looked at the girl, then slowly nodded, "Last night. No...fucking, just, you know," she softly replied.
Carli rolled off the bed, "Give me that," she took the camera, "Go on, get your clothes off. Come on, look at him. The boy needs some pussy and needs it now."
Brandon watched as his mom undid her blouse, pulled off her pants and was soon fully naked. What before was arousing, erotic, voyeuristic was now a reality and it caused a pleasant ache in his stomach. As she crawled on top of him, he welcomed her mouth, her tongue. He was aware of Carli moving around capturing this most taboo act, but it added to the arousal. He felt his mom reach down, stroke his cock a few times before lining her pussy up with the head.
Carli's nipples were rock hard, her twat eagerly twinging as she watched the boy's cock disappear into his mother's cunt. She zoomed in the capture each thrust penetrate deeper and deeper until almost all 10 inches of fat meat was buried inside the woman. "How is it? How does it feel?" Carli asked Brooke, "I mean, does it hurt at all?"
Brooke shook her head as she put her hands on the boy's chest, "It's incredible. So much inside me." She began raising herself up and lowering herself rapidly on that fat cock, over and over. She knew Carli was capturing her grunts but didn't care. For days now, she'd thought how frustrating it was to have such a beautiful cock in the house and not be able to get it inside her. She felt Brandon's hands on her chest, playing with her nipples, her clit dragging up and down on that hard shaft and tried to hold off...tried to make this last, but it was too much for her and she exploded.
Brandon loved it when his mom came. He'd found out last night she writhed in ecstasy when she came and this was even better with the tight pussy milking the hell out of his cock as she spit out obscenities, her language incredibly colorful. He couldn't wait to see the video of this morning. Maybe not of him jerking off, but Carli and mom cumming. He wanted to see their faces. He felt his mother pull her warm pussy off his cock and get up.
Brooke held out her hand for the camera, "You said it was a waste, all that cum splattered on his chest. You need a rubber?" She asked.
Carli grinned, "You sure you don't want to finish? I mean, I'm happy to, but I'm not going to let that nice cream go to waste." She crawled onto the bed and lay back, pulling the boy on top of her. She reached down, grabbed the hard cock and guided the head into her wet slit, "Oh motherfucker!" she cried, "so big, so big." She put her hands on his hips to slow him down and the boy took it easier, slower. But her hands soon slid onto his ass encouraging him to fuck her harder. Her initial soft mews became deeper, more guttural, her legs raised up and her arms hung onto the boy's ass he pummeled her pussy with his rigid cock. She couldn't believe how deep he was, how stretched out she felt. She knew her tits were flopping all over the place and his eyes were glued to them. She always found it arousing how boys loved her tits so much and apparently would pound her harder to make them flop around more. She turned her attention to her clit being mashed against that slick rod and focused on how good he felt plowing so deep inside her.
Brandon was amazed how big the girl's tits were, he'd seen them in her tight shirts, but the amount of flesh bouncing around beneath him was incredible. His balls ached for release but no way was he cumming before she came. He leaned down, still pumping furiously into her and sucked a nipple into his mouth. Her grunts got louder, her pussy grinding more against him and when his tongue flicked rapidly against that eraser-sized nipple he heard loud gasps.
Brooke moved around behind the couple hearing the girl's impending orgasm and zoomed in on her pussy rapidly rocking against that fat cock, her juices flowing out with each plunge of his shaft. It was incredible how the girl's legs were so high, her crotch was facing up allowing the most penetration possible. She'd never watched much porn, never watched any other couple having sex, but this was amazing. She needed to see more of this, to watch and be right there during what should have been a truly intimate act was the ultimate. She wondered if she could get Brandon to let her watch him with other girls some time.
As she came down from another great orgasm provided by this boy, Carli pulled his mouth to hers and kissed him hard, she looked at him and panted out, "Ok, cum inside me. I want you to pound the shit out of my cunt and fill me with your cum."
Brandon put his lips back on hers and focused on how great this pussy felt, how eager this girl was to have him fuck her. In no time his balls painfully released and he slammed hard into the sloppy cunt and felt jet after jet of cum splash into the girl's womb.
Carli held onto the boy, his hot breath grunted against her ear, his cock slamming into her cunt. She'd never had a man take her so thoroughly, even when they'd taken her ass. This was pure animalistic passion and she knew she had to have more of this. She held the collapsing boy as he went limp on top of her. His hips still moving, slowly fucking her sopping cunt. She looked at Brooke, her face red, sweat on her upper lip, "I hope you got that. I need a copy." She sighed.
Brooke nodded, "I got it." She turned off the camera, "I'm getting in the shower, you care to join me?"
Brandon kissed Carli and rolled off her, "I can use my shower. If you like, you and mom can use hers...or you can join me," he added.
Carli rolled off the bed, "Don't take this as a rejection, but I'd sure like to help your hot mom soap up," she said as she followed Brooke into the bathroom.
Brandon grinned, imagining those two hot women, naked lathering each other up. Fingers slipping inside each other...'Oh, crap, not again,' he thought, feeling his cock throb.
***********************************************
Brandon felt like he's entered another universe. Carli was leaning against him on his right, his mom on his left. None was wearing a stitch and they were watching Carli's sex tape.
"I don't know why I let him, but here's where he stuck his cock in my ass," she said taking a sip of wine, "the fucker didn't even grab lube. My ass hurt for a week."
Brooke sighed, "Men. Been there, done that. I will say that you show a lot of passion and enthusiasm when you fuck," she said. She looked over at the girl, "I am so jealous of your breasts. They are amazing. If I were a guy, I'd want my cock right there," she reached across and slid her fingers up the deep valley before cupping the closer one.
Brandon's cock was fully erect watching the video and now seeing his mom feeling Carli's breasts. He'd never been part of or been witness to such a blunt conversation between two women before. He long ago gave up trying to cross his arm over the verticle member.
"You and a lot of other boys. I can't tell you how many times I needed a cock in my snatch and all I got was a faceful of cum." She looked down at her chest, "I like these but sometimes I've wished guys paid more attention to my pussy. Yes, like that."
Brooke's hand slid down and stroked the wet slit. She got on the floor and crawled between the girl's thighs. She looked at the beautiful pussy, lips opened like pink flower petals. She slid a finger inside feeling the velvety smoothness. She looked up at the girl, "Very nice. I'd fuck you." She leaned forward and licked the juices then sat back smacking her lips, "I'd do a lot more than that." She got up hearing the TV go silent.
Carli laughed, "Mom has a strap-on. I should borrow it and let you fuck me with it." She looked at the TV, "Ok, let's see what we got this morning. I really want to see that cock erupt. Christ! That was impressive." She reached over and stroked the fat cock and looked at Brooke who was bending over putting in the USB she'd created. "You'd love to be right there, wouldn't you?" Carli asked, noticing Brandon's eyes were glued to the fully exposed pussy. "Go on. I'm sure she's in that position hoping..."
Brooke heard the girl encouraging her son and overtly parted her knees, bending over more as if trying to plug in the USB. She gasped when she felt that fat head easily part her labia and plunge into her. "Oh, God! Yes, fuck your mommy. Christ, you're fucking huge!" she cried.
Carli stroked her wet twat watching the erotic scene in front of her. The boy picked up the pace, his ass pulling back and slamming against the woman's ass faster and faster, his huge balls smacking loudly against her cunt. The girl's finger worked faster and faster keeping pace with the vigorous fucking in front of her. Brooke was apparently close as her grunts got louder, her body was thrusting back more aggressively against the attack and the loud sloshing meant she was tremendously aroused.
Brandon's hands clutched his mom's ass, his thumb close to that puckered bud. He slipped his thumb down and pressed against that anus. As his fay digit penetrated her brown hole he heard his mom cry out.
"Oh, Fuck! Cum inside me. Cum inside your mommy! Oh fuuuuuuccckkk!" she gasped out as she exploded on that fat cock. Her raw, excited nipples were scraping on the carpet, her clit being slapped over and over by her son's ball sack made this as intense an orgasm as she'd ever had. When the intense waves subsided she began thrusting back against the boy's cock, "Ok, now it's your turn. Cum inside me. Fuck me." She sighed. She glanced back at the girl, lets opened wide, fingers sloshing over her wet cunt, "Or, we could service that poor girl over there."
Brandon looked over and pulled out of his mom, "I have an idea." He stood up and pulled his mom to her feet.
Carli stopped stroking so furiously and seeing the evil leer on the boy's face felt a rush of excitement. After Brandon sat down he pulled her onto his lap, her back to him and allowed herself to be lowered onto that slick cock. "Wow, nice. I'd almost forgotten how fat your cock is." She began lifting her hips and lowering herself while the boy reached around and grabbed her massive tits.
"Mom, I think Carli would like her sweet pussy licked while being fucked." He suggested. He loved the feeling of that tight pussy totally envelop his throbbing cock. He savored how similar, yet different the two vaginas were. Carli's was slightly tighter, but his cock was apparently hitting the girl's cervix, so he made sure not to hurt her. He was able to fully bury his cock inside his mom's without an issue. He groaned feeling his mother's face against his crotch, her chin brushing his balls.
Carli never felt anything like this, her snatch fully stretched, her pussy being licked and sucked on by a beautiful woman. She knew Brooke was having to swallow a ton of cum as she humped rapidly against the face and the cock. The woman had done pussy-licking before. She knew just how much stimulus on her clit was perfect. Her head was swirling with all the pleasurable feelings. The boy figured out pulling on her nipples was what she liked, his cock was angled up hitting something she'd never felt before, her clit was being softly nibbled by those wonderful lips and this all sent her over the top. "Motherfucker! Ah, ah, ah, ah, ahhhhhh," she cried out, her pelvis grinding hard against the two people stimulating her.
When the girl's body went limp, Brooke sat back, wiping her face off. She wondered why her son hadn't cum yet but sat back while Carli climbed off the boy and beckoned her to get on top of her son.
"Go on. Finish what you started." She laughed, "I might be a bit perverse, but I really want to see him cum inside you."
Brandon welcomed his mother onto his lap and onto his cock. He loved her passion when riding his cock, her short gasps as he penetrated deep inside her. He gripped her tight, muscular ass cheeks and felt her hips grind against him. He found his mouth on hers, her tongue on his and felt himself going. Lips locked, cock buried deep, chests rubbing against each other, he wanted to hold off, but felt himself peaking.
Brooke felt the boy spasming inside her suddenly realizing she wasn't on the pill. She felt thrust after thrust of potent sperm shoot into her womb but held on to the boy. His grunts finally faded away and he released her ass and stroked her back.
***********************************************
Brooke looked at the color on the stick and wondered how to tell Brandon. Perhaps mention her breasts would be getting bigger. She dropped it when she heard the boy come in.
"Hey mom, tell me, did you get your grade back? Carli told me to call her as soon as I found out." Brandon tossed his book bag on the couch and flopped down.
Brooke pulled out the paper her teacher had given her and handed it to her son, "A+. He loved it. I got the entire 40 points. He told me he'd never seen that much ejaculate before and you must be some sort of god. He thinks you are a natural and asked who you are. Of course, I didn't tell him just that you were a model, and," she hesitated, "he wants more of you. I can get extra credit if I get more sessions with you, but I told him I really can't afford many more sessions, maybe one more." She pointed to the bottom of the review, "I don't know if you want to do this, but..."
Brandon read the bottom paragraph.
"Next Assignment. 40 points.
Capture the most intimate moments during intercourse, non-simulated, with the assumption that any of these photos could be used in a mainstream magazine or used in a major network broadcast. The points will be awarded for realistic expressions during climax, passionate coupling, and especially eroticism. Due next Monday."
Brandon looked up, "How can I help? I assume I should call Carli?"
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Walt and Diane looked around the showroom assessing the competition. This was the biggest mattress store in the entire region, selling all 4 of the top brands except for the Simpson Scientific Sleep System. They were posing as a couple in hopes of seeing why this one store moved so many units as compared to every other store.
Drew looked over at the couple at the door tentatively looking around and saw his co-worker was heading over before going back to the young newlyweds he'd been showing the latest in sleep comfort. "I'd tell you to sleep on it, but let's face it, a futon on the floor pretty much makes that impossible." He saw the look they gave each other, "Can I be blunt? Are you looking for a good night's sleep or a good night?" He nodded seeing their look and how red the pretty blonde got, "Look, it's pretty obvious. A young couple like yourselves...right now, sleep isn't perhaps the most important thing you are looking for in a mattress, and believe me, that's how it should be." He pointed around the room, "Every one of these companies stresses how great a night's sleep you'll get with this technology or that, but isn't a mattress used for more than that? A bed is a lot of things and you really have to consider all of it when making an investment like this, reading, playing with the kids, you know... Let me show you something." He turned and heard the girl whisper to her husband with a giggle as he headed over to a mattress by the window.
Walt glanced over at the salesman with the cute young couple and saw how he had them listening to his every word, and yet became perfectly attentive while they talked, asked questions. He turned as a salesman walked up, "Hey, we're just looking around...not quite ready to turn in the old mattress, but just need to see what's out there."
"Sure, go ahead and try them out. Sleep technology is advancing all the time." Jim said looking at the couple. If you need anything, just let me know."
"Thanks, oh, one thing. What brands do you sell?" Diane asked.
"We have the top four selling brands in the market." He listed the major manufacturers.
"What about the Simpson? I've heard it's very expensive, but some say it's worth it." Diane asked.
Jim looked at the couple and grinned, "Very expensive, but a lot of it is marketing. They sell you on custom construction when basically what you'll get is no different than finding the perfect match from an existing mattress. You want cooling technology, check out the Linear over there. You want firmness, the Excaliber is as good as it gets. Right here, you have the fully adjustable unit with individual settings for both sides. Let's face it, a lot of what the Simpson provides you'll find somewhere here." He looked at the couple and shrugged, "On the other hand, if you spring for the Simpson and you'll make more use of it since it sure eats up a lot of your disposable income."
"Thanks, that's very helpful. We'll just look around." Walt said with a smile. After Jim went back to his office he turned to Diane, "Well, that's pretty much what I expected. We need to revisit our marketing focus." He turned, hearing the young blonde ask about the Simpson.
"I heard the couple over there ask about the Simpson, I've heard it's twice as much as any top-end mattress out there, do you know anything about them?" The young girl asked Drew.
"Sure, they're great mattresses, or actually as the call themselves, sleep systems. You know we've talked about firmness, cooling, adjustability? All the differences between all these beds?" Drew swept his arm around the store, "Imagine being able to have it all. They not only custom make every sleep system for each person, but they also use dynamic technology that each user can dramatically modify the behavior of the system on the fly." He grinned knowingly at the couple, "Again, perhaps a bit blunt but a super-soft bed might be great for sleeping, but a bit, um, inefficient for certain other important uses of a mattress." He saw how the girl blushed, "The Simpson can be programmed not only for the individual but for whatever activity or activities you might have in mind."
"But you don't sell the Simpson." The young man responded looking at the salesman, "I mean, it sounds like you're selling it."
Drew shook his head, "If the Simpson is what you folks want, I would urge you to get it," He looked around the showroom, "we have nothing here that can fully compete. All I can say is we hope to come really close to whatever your needs are, but I could never promise you we'd be able to fulfill all your needs. The Simpson is probably the closest you'll find to the perfect bed." He sadly shook his head, "But you'll have to rationalize the added cost for everything they provide. Personally? I'd spend it if I had it. They say you spend a third of your lifetime in bed..." he looked at them knowingly, "...sleeping. I love Simpson and what they develop. Their technology will always trickle down. A lot of what you see here was first developed by those guys."
The young man spoke quietly, "Um, ok. What if Sherrie likes it, you know, from behind?"
"Billy!" the beet red girl hissed as she slapped his arm.
"That's what you should be asking," Drew looked at the couple. "Come over here where it might be a bit more private, but you're asking the right questions." He led them into the corner. "Ok, doggy style? Yes, I was going to suggest the Excaliber for you since you want firmness, but the Serenity with the pillowtop makes a lot more sense. Ever get done with vigorous intimacy and your knees and elbows hurt? The Serenity has the firmness of the Excaliber but cushioning for your knees. Also, with the tri-gauge springs it is incredibly stable, check this out." He pushed the foot of a mattress and they saw the mattress rocked forward four inches. Then he led them across to the other side and told them to push hard on the foot of that mattress. The bed barely rocked.
Blushing, the girl leaned over and asked quietly, "Ok, just out of curiosity, are there mattresses better for sex than others?"
"Great question. These we looked at are really geared for side-sleepers. Not great for the non-sleep activities. This one, and of course the Serenity are really great for some of the more-aerobic activities."
The girl giggled, "I like that term. So much less embarrassing."
"And I assume the Simpson is great for both?" Billy asked.
The young blonde pulled her husband close, "Forget it. We both really like the Serenity and it's a third the price of the Simpson. Maybe after we wear this one out..." She said as she stroked her husband's arm. "How soon can we get it?"
Walt and Diane watched as the salesman walked the couple over to fill out the paperwork. "Ok, that was amazing. We need to find out who that guy is. Sold that couple on a mattress while saying nothing but good things about the competition."
***********************************************
"Hi, I'm Drew. You don't look like you need a mattress, but what can I do for you?" he smiled, "Jim said you wanted to talk to me?"
"Why don't you think we are looking for a bed?" Walt asked.
"Sorry, it's just that couples looking around are dressed for flopping down, rolling around, getting a feel of the bed, you know. Plus, whatever you're sleeping on is working. No sign of neck cricks, achy joints. Both walking fluidly and pardon my bluntness, no bags under your eyes." He looked at them both, "When you walked in, I was thinking competition checking us out or buying for a friend." He looked at their hands, "You are married," he commented to the woman, "happily I can see, and you are not married."
Diane laughed, "Ok, do you check out everyone who comes in like that? How do you know I'm happily married, and perhaps he doesn't like wedding rings."
"You use your left hand to indicate things. You're proud of your rings, and well you should be. At least a 1-carat diamond set in a custom setting, platinum. He has an indent but has not worn his for at least a year. I'm not going to ask."
"Perhaps we're having an affair." Diane prompted, "We could be, I could be unhappily married but love the rings and maybe if I'm unhappy I'm looking for happiness with him.
"Could be, but sorry, you show no attraction to each other. Strictly business, plus you never actually looked at or got the feel of a single mattress in here. You checked out the signage, the staff and, well perhaps the general atmosphere of the store. When you go undercover, spying, it would be better to be a bit touchy-feely. Couples who mattress shop tend to touch each other a bit more than those who are looking at, say cars, or septic tanks." He smiled.
"Ok, you got us," Diane replied. She pointed to a middle-aged couple talking to Jim. "Them?"
"Dressed to check out mattresses. She's wearing designer and a tee-shirt, he's not wearing a three-piece," he glanced at the man, "Theirs is most likely an ultra-soft mattress from one or the other's previous marriage. He has sore hips, a side-sleeper on an overly firm mattress and see how he keeps trying to crack his neck? She's happy to get rid of the bed she and her ex shared and get something less firm to make him happy. See how she keeps putting her hand on his arm, he touches her lower back? Those are possessive signs, but also signs of intimacy. They are in the wrong store, though." Drew added, looking back at the couple.
"Why? Where should they be?" Walt asked.
"Number one, look at what they drove up in," he nodded towards the German sports car, "Number two, they may be wearing super-casual clothes, but his shoes, Berluti I assume, and hers, Jimmy Choos." He shrugged, "They are not compromisers. They can afford and want the best. I'd send them over to the Simpson store." He looked back at the couple, "I'd spend time with them of course, it's possible we have the exact bed for their needs, but I'd be sure to mention other alternatives early to see if they're wasting their time." Drew looked at the couple, "So, tell me what brings you into Sleep Center?"
"Can you take a break, perhaps lunch?" Walt asked, "You were pretty much right on." He fingered his empty ring finger.
***********************************************
Drew took the offered seat and looked expectantly at the two, "So Simpson?," seeing them nod, he continued, "I thought so. Why did you come into our store? We're not really your competition." He looked at both, "I really admire what you've put together. Great materials, great product."
"Actually, your store sells the most mattresses in the state. So, we wanted to see what you're doing. You know, perhaps our sales staff could be better trained, maybe our marketing." Walt looked at Diane, "But we think it's a lot to do with you."
"Me? Not really. We have a great staff and though they are not Simpsons, we carry solid lines that work well." Drew replied.
"Diane made a few calls, you've been there two years? Your store went from 17th to first in sales, nationally."
"But what I found interesting is that you're the top salesperson, but only by a slim margin. Why is that?" Diane asked.
"Ok, wow. How did you get all that information so easily?" He looked at them, "Never mind. One thing I'd like to correct, I don't consider myself a salesman, I'm a troubleshooter. People don't come into the store, any store with their lives perfect. They have something amiss, something broken. I troubleshoot and suggest a solution. Whether it fits or not has a lot to do with how honest they are and how carefully I listen. But making sales is important in our line of work. Most of our pay does come through commission. Sure, we work for that % and I could be that guy, the one who stands by the door and grabs the customer before they have time to breathe, but that's not very nice to them, plus it makes them open up less. Two things bug the shopper, being ignored and being pounced on. Let them come in, get the lay of the land, hell, let them approach Lexi if they want a female associate, Jim if they like his demeanor. But for my customers within a minute, I like at least do a walk by, greet them, make some sort of non-sales comment and appear unthreatening. I always like to look like I'm going to that side of the store for another reason, go over and straighten a sign that's been bothering me, or refill some brochures. Then ask them what brings them in. That puts the customer at ease, makes them open up more." He looked at the couple, "But, others I work with hate to see a customer unattended. So, many times I'm not the one to get the sale." He didn't look upset about it.
"So, let's say you don't have a customer and Jim perhaps doesn't know the answer, does he engage you?" Diane asked.
"All the time. We are a great team. All of us step in as needed." He looked happy, "Best group I've ever worked with."
"No stolen commissions? What about return customers? Say Jim talks to a couple, they go home to think about it and Jim's not there when he returns?" Walt asked, "Who gets the commission?"
"Jim, no question about it. I know what you're thinking. They come back in, have a few more questions and I spend an hour with them. I close the sale...right?" He shook his head, "Still Jim's. They came back because they liked what he said, showed them. He sold them on the store." He looked at the two, "Is that why we're here? To see if you can pick my brain about sales techniques?"
Walt looked right at Drew, "We came to see how the store did things, but soon it became apparent the difference is you." He stuck out his hand, "Walt Keller, CEO, Simpson. This is Diane Arnolds, CMO, Chief Marketing Officer," he nodded to his colleague.
Drew shook each hand, "Drew Larson, I'm impressed. I expected a couple of director levels to be sent out. Hands-on, impressive," he nodded
Diane smiled, "I agree with Walt. After listening to you, it has become apparent we need a different approach to how we are structured. We have me, the marketing department, Robert, who heads up sales, the store managers and on. Anyhow, we all work together, but side-by-side rather than integrated. Walt and I talked and we'd like to offer you an opportunity. This is really a rough sketch of what we envision, but if we had you manage our store over on Park Lane, give you free rein to rehire as necessary, train as needed, suggest marketing that fits your clientele, even sets a pay structure that you think provides the best motivation and enhances sales, I'm sorry, solutions." She watched as Walt slid over a folded piece of paper.
Drew picked up the paper and looked at each. "Ok, this is a surprise." He thought a minute and slipped the paper in his pocket without looking at it. "I really am intrigued. Let me talk it over with my wife. I hope this is not a 'we need an answer now' kind of offer."
Walt laughed, "Not at all. Perhaps before the end of the year, but please, take your time." He looked at the man's pocket, "You didn't look at the offer, aren't you curious?"
Drew laughed, "I see only sincerity from both of you. The offer isn't really the dollar amount, it's the opportunity, the challenge. That's what I'm going to mull over. I'll walk into the store with Laura, my wife, look around, see where you are. If I can't see any obvious areas I can perhaps enhance, this might not work out. This will only be a good move if I can actually make things better overall. Plus, this will mean a lifestyle change as this will come with longer hours, that's a given, and I'd like to know what Laura thinks." He padded his pocket, "This can't factor in until after I decide."
Diane asked, "What does your wife do?"
"She's an actress, pretty good, but can't seem to land that big part. She's been in a few of the prime-time series," he rattled off a dozen or so.
"I watch Dead-Line religiously, which episode, what part?" Walt asked, "Great show."
"Last season, episode four, I think. We have them all on our DVR. Anyhow, she played the woman accused of hiring the hitman to kill her husband, you know in a way that made it look like an accident."
"Wait, the tall blonde? Diane, I told you her name, Larson, yes, Laura Larson. Of course." He said, "She is good, really good. Amazing I haven't seen her in some blockbuster."
"Thanks, she'll be thrilled that someone checked out her name. A lot of times she's 'that blonde,' but I agree, I think she is a really good actress."
Diane pulled out a business card, "Walt gave me her name as a potential actress in case we expand our marketing to television."
***********************************************
Laura greeted her husband with a hug, "You're taking me to dinner. Three auditions and nothing." She sighed, "am I wasting my time?"
Drew hugged his beautiful wife and stroked her back, "Sure, Luigi's? I remember you telling me about that crime drama and the sorority comedy, but what was the third? And no, you're not. You've had a lot of good parts in some really great series. You'll get that one role that will kick off your career."
"Thanks, you've been really patient. Anyhow, Teddy called and said while I was at the studio there's a role in a new movie by Massey. I wanted to hug him over the phone...best agent ever. Anyhow I did the first two readings and they said they loved me, but I was too pretty. Too pretty? I can do not pretty, you've seen me first thing in the morning!" She sputtered.
Drew thought about his wife and could see why the casting directors might have an issue with that. She is a knockout, even compared to most actresses in LA. They cannot have a bit-part player outshine the stars. Tall, long straight natural golden blonde hair, 5'10, long legs, lithe form, perfect ass with girlish hips. Her boobs are not huge, but still nice...very nice according to Jim. C-cups and firm. He knew that many of the casting directors assumed she had them done, but nope. He thought about what Jim said about her body after seeing her braless, in a thin tee shirt working in the garden, 'Many women wear bras that perfectly shape their breasts and not that seeing bare breasts is a letdown, let's just say that they'll never look as good unsupported. Laura has tits that look just as perfect unsupported as supported.' He envisioned the first time he'd seen them in the flesh, perky, full, jutting out erotically from her narrow ribcage above a super-narrow waist. He thought about the roles she'd turned down because they required nudity and as much as he respected that, he knew out here it is almost impossible to get cast as an unknown without that being expected. On the other hand, he suspected many wanted her to bare all during casting simply to see her naked. There was that role in an animated G-rated movie where they asked her to read her lines in just bra and panties and she was just to be the voice of the princess. The explanation was her character was supposed to sound more sultry.
He kissed his wife, "So, what about the Massey movie?"
"They had me read a hooker. The dialogue was ok, but the reading was tough." She hesitated, "It was with the lead actor, Henry Martin, yes him. I had to simulate giving him a blowjob in the back of his car while he was completing a business deal." She stopped, "I was fully clothed as was he, but after they said they loved it, they asked if I could do it without clothes, or at least topless to add realism." She teared up, "When I said no, they dismissed me." She looked at her husband, "Should I have done it? I would have been a pretty large bit part in a Massey movie. Teddy was pissed."
"I can't answer that for you. I told you to expect that." He wiped the tears gently off her cheeks with his thumbs, "I think you have to face reality. It's either nudity to get your break, or hell, it's not going to be easy in this town." He paused, "Personally, I have no idea how'd I feel seeing you naked up on the screen, or for than matter if fans were to come up to you asking for an autograph, would I be thinking about how they'd be thinking how great you look naked?" He shook his, head, "But in reality, we all have to make sacrifices for our crafts. We all do, no job is perfect."



"But, during filming, you wouldn't get freaked out? You know, your wife naked with another man? Him naked?" She asked. "Remember how you felt with me playing Juliet back in high school?"
"Of course, I'd hate it...I did hate it, but if it's just acting, for a role, I'd accept it. You'd be doing your job, not out cheating on me. That is if you are ok, comfortable with it, then please don't worry about me. This is your career, your body." He replied, but he was thinking back to her and Brett in Romeo and Juliet. The director wanted realism in all the scenes and demanded the leads be fully naked during the love scene though with no lighting on the stage. The entire audience knew though. There was ambient light and they could see her body with those tan-lines, bare breasts, her blonde patch, her tight ass. That was bad enough, but one night when she was done with rehearsal, she had a wad of cum in her hair. He'd been waiting in the parking lot when she finally came out. Being that they'd been together since the 8th grade and had done nothing more than heavy petting, this almost destroyed him. She broke down and explained that the director ordered them to share a dressing room to get used to being in various staged of undress around each other. That night she and Brett had practiced the love scene for the first time naked and when they got back to their dressing room, he had a raging hard-on and it wouldn't go down. He'd blackmailed her into anal sex and then finished shooting his cum on her chest. She'd thought she'd cleaned up, but had missed a glob in her hair. He had his doubts about this until their wedding night and she was still a virgin. On the other hand, after that, she finally relented and allowed him to see her naked, give him handjobs and eventually, she sucked his cock. He swallowed his doubts and looked cheerfully at his wife, "Come on. Let's head over to Luigi's."
***********************************************
"So, I've unburdened myself. So selfish of me. I can be really self-centered. How was your day?" Laura asked as she poured a splash more Chianti into her glass.
"It was good, a great couple, newlyweds ordered a Serenity. I think these are my favorite customers. You're them, this is their first really big purchase and they'll hopefully spend a lot of time there." He chuckled, "and I met the CEO and CMO of Simpson." He smiled at his wife, "Offered me a job managing their store over on Park Lane." He suddenly remembered, "And they're fans of yours, knew your name from the Dead-Line episode you did."
"Wow! A fan. That's amazing, I had no idea I even had one. Here I've been rambling on about my problems and here you really have some great news. Did you take it?" Laura reached over and gripped his hand, "What was the offer? I'm sure it will be a lot more than you're making now."
"I haven't looked. I wanted to talk to you about it first. Managing a store is a 12 hour a day gig, perhaps more. I can't make that kind of commitment without talking to you, looking at the store, you know, seeing if this would be a good fit." He pulled out the paper, "Here it is, but don't tell me, not even a look. I need to weigh everything else before making a decision and I'm not going to take any job just for money. Keep it, I'll look at it when I decide."
Laura looked at the offer and stifled a whistle. She kept her face blank, folded the paper and put it in her purse. "The hours would be a factor, I agree. On the other hand, you are so bright, and these would not be work hours, but doing something you love. Don't worry about me. I have plenty that keeps me busy and so many of the auditions are at odd hours."
Her thoughts went to the Massey part and felt like kicking herself for not complying. What would it have hurt? She then shuddered thinking back to Romeo and Juliet. She looked over at the great guy she'd committed herself to and how close she came to blowing it. She still couldn't believe Director Hessler told them they had to share a dressing room so that they'd be comfortable with each other. Brett just sat there and leered at her whenever she undressed, sometimes even overtly stroking that large bulge in his pants. She was pissed at him, but a bit intrigued having never seen an erect penis before. She tried to always have basic undergarments on at all times and keep her back to the boy, but then they had to rehearse naked and his hands were all over her which Hessler loved. The director kept repeating, 'make it real, make it real, you've been repressing your passion for two acts. Express it!' which Brett was more than happy to do. His cock almost entered her a dozen times as they writhed around. He did nothing to hide his stiff cock as they pulled on robes and hurried back to their dressing room. Her thoughts were interrupted hearing the waiter ask something, "Sorry?"
"Have you decided on your meal, or should I come back?" He asked.
She looked over at Drew, "I'd like the fried ravioli with marinara, or were you going to order that?" She realized they could just have one or the other order for both as Drew shrugged and ordered the Aglio e Olio with angel hair. That was what they seemed to always order, either one or the other as they always shared.
Drew thanked the waiter and looked back at his beautiful wife, "You look bothered. Was it the offer? Maybe I should look at it."
"No, sorry. The offer's fine. I was thinking about the Massey audition and whether I should have just taken my clothes off." She reached over and took his hand, "It still haunts me how bad I hurt you back in high school. That stops me every time."
Drew kissed her hand, "Then you need to get over that. That was a long time ago, it happened and you've given me no reason to doubt you ever since. I love you and trust you. It's true. At first, I had my doubts about what happened knowing Brett but when he never bragged he nailed you, well it confirmed what you told me. Plus, I'm no longer 18 and insecure, jealous. If you take your clothes off pursuing your craft, then that's a lot different from you cheating on me or having an affair. So, please don't think about how I'll react or worry about hurting my feelings."
Laura nodded, "Ok. It would open up roles for me. I'd hate to get a reputation for being hard to work with." 'Affair,' she thought. Was that what it was with Brett? She never was honest with Drew, never could be. She remembered what happened after one walkthrough.
After an extended rehearsal in act 2, as soon as they got back to their dressing room, the boy quickly shed his robe and tossed it on the chair. He looked at Laura, who'd pulled off her robe and was facing away from him. He came up behind her, his erection pressed between her legs and stroked her stomach. Laura tried to push him away, but his cock pulsed against her stimulated pussy, his touch going from her pubes to the undersides of her breasts was making her slow to react. She knew she was wet feeling his fleshy rod slide between her swollen labia. She so much wanted to finally feel a man's cock inside her, but it had to be Drew's, not this boy's. She pushed him away and gasped out they had to stop. She was shocked at the firmness in Brett's voice telling her 'No!', that she was responsible for an incredibly painful erection and she had to take care of it.
"Get on your knees, or up on the table. Your choice," he demanded. When she didn't move, he picked her up and bent her over the table in the middle of the dressing room. He pressed his cock against her pussy, pressed the head in and loudly sighed feeling her slick lips eagerly part. His cock felt great as more of the warm hole gripped it.
"Stop," she cried, frantically trying to push his hips away, "No. I'm a virgin and I'm saving myself for Drew. Let me just give you a handjob."
"A handjob. Really? No way a hand will ever top this. Fuck that, this feels way too good," he said as he pushed in a bit more. He looked down at that ass and had a thought. He grabbed his phone and took pictures of that creamy ass, her tight brown anus and his cock buried in her cunt. He and his friends had rated all the girls in their school. Brittney had the best or actually biggest tits. Now that he'd seen Laura's he realized biggest weren't necessarily best. Jenny had the best legs. Laura was voted best for both ass and cunt. They'd seen her in her cheerleading uniform and her panties did not hide the pronounced cameltoe. He couldn't wait to show those guys where he was and show them the beauty laid out below him. He wanted to press in and take her cherry, to be the one. But as he looked down at that ass he remembered the number of times they'd all wanted to fuck this girl's ass. Plus, there was the homecoming queen/head cheerleader factor. The points she'd gotten just from those two things put her so far ahead of every girl and teacher in the school, no one was even close, except perhaps Miss Browning and that was because every boy in school had that issue with Girls of the Big Ten.
Laura felt the boy's finger press against her anus and squirmed, "No, please Brett. Just let me suck your cock. I can do that. I'll even swallow, please let me suck your cock."
Brett felt his power over the most beautiful girl in his school. "No, that might have been good enough five minutes ago, but now I want to fuck you. I'd prefer to fuck this nice, tight virginal cunt, but if you beg me, I'll spare your virginity and fuck your ass. That way I get relief and you can honestly say you're still a virgin." He waited and wondered what the girl was going to say. To give her incentive to make a decision he pressed his cock against that barrier, pulled out and slid in again.
Brett relaxed his hold on her as his cock felt better and better and she suddenly rolled out from under him and staggered back, "Stop! I'm not doing this. I'm reporting this assault. You tried to rape me!" she cried out.
Brett grinned at her, "Suit yourself. I'm sure these pictures will help your case, should I forward them to all my friends since they'll be entered into the public record anyhow?" He held up his phone and swept across with picture after picture of her naked showing breasts, ass, pussy and lastly, a close-up of his cock entering her twat. "I'll let you make the call, your ass, your cunt or your reputation. Pick two, since you can only leave here with two of those intact.
The girl's face flushed, "You're a fucking asshole, you know that?" She stood looking and realized there was just one way out, "Ok, you can fuck my ass, but just this once. And then you'll never come near me again." She stopped and blushed, "except for the rehearsals and the showings. Christ, you are worse than my friends said you were."
"Nope. These rehearsals are stressful, and I'll need that ass every night. When we're done with the play, I'll delete all of these." He pulled the beautiful blonde over to the dressing table. "Bend over and spread those cheeks. I'm sure you know what to do."
Laura's first impulse was to take a swing at him but instead nodded. She tearfully bent over, spreading her ass cheeks. "Will it hurt?" she asked fearfully, "Will it fit?"
Brett chuckled thinking he really didn't care, but thought about it, "It will hurt a little at first, but you'll adapt and should come to like it. Many of my girlfriends prefer it." He replied as went over to the make-up table and grabbed a container.
She groaned, "Ok, but this is absolutely between us. I want you to swear you'll tell no one, show no one those pictures. I cannot believe you'd take those, but I blame myself for not realizing what a fucked-up asshole you are." She glowered at the boy, "Promise!"
Brett nodded, then spoke up, "I promise. You let me fuck your ass and I'll never breathe a word of this to anyone. Your Drew will be blissfully ignorant on your wedding night, or whoever it is you're saving yourself for. But here's my stipulation, you have to beg me to fuck your ass. Beg me like you're a cock-hungry slut, can you do that? Otherwise," he showed her his phone, "I'll send this picture to Drew." He pushed her down and pulled her hands onto her cheeks, then put opened the camera on video and hit record.
Laura was mortified. She dutifully pulled her cheeks apart knowing this was the ultimate of surrender. How had she gotten herself in this position? "Please fuck my ass." She pleaded, "I need your big cock in my ass." She felt a cool glob being swirled around her anus, the one place she's never imagined anyone come near, though some of the girls on the squad bragged how they'd let their boyfriends fuck them there. She gritted her teeth as his finger invaded. She wanted it to feel terrible, to be agony, but it actually felt good. Laura pressed her chest to the desk feeling the strong finger slide in and out of her anus. It was feeling better and as she had already gotten unwillingly aroused, she felt her pussy responding. She could feel her labia open up and get moister. She stifled a groan as Brett added a second finger and remembered Drew was waiting for her in the parking lot, "Stop playing and fuck me. Fuck my ass, go on. Cum in my ass."
Brett grinned, "Ok, you asked for it." He pulled his fingers out, wiping them off on those creamy cheeks and lined up his greased cock. He pressed against the girl and quickly popped in. He was amazed at how relaxed she was as most girls unconsciously fought it. He heard a low guttural moan as he plunged all the way inside the girl's rectum.
Laura felt no pain yet felt unbelievably filled up and not in an unpleasant way. As Brett began fucking her, she tried to think of her classes, her friends and what plans they'd been making. She tried hard not to enjoy his, but his ball sack was repeatedly slapping against her clit and she became aware of an unfamiliar heat, an ache in her groin that was growing with each thrust. 'Damn it!,' she thought, 'This is not supposed to feel good, this is a rape, but ooohhhh, Christ!' she thought as her ass began thrusting back in its own, her legs were opening wider and she heard her alien-sounding grunts get louder.
Brett thought about turning the girl over so he could grab those nice tits, to see them flop around but he sensed she was getting close to cumming and suddenly needed to humiliate her further by having her enjoy this. He reached under, slid a finger up that sopping cunt and pressed on her clit. As he kneaded it from side to side, drenching his hand, she came, her body writhing back against him, her chest lifting off the table, her rectum clenching his cock.
Laura was amazed. She'd never felt anything like this. It was almost like she'd squatted onto a light socket and electricity was flowing through her. Her first orgasm! She felt like her back muscles were going to rip they were so tight. When she finally collapsed, she lay on the table panting. Her feelings of mortification could not be any worse.
The boy pulled out deciding he had to see those tits. He easily rolled the girl onto her back and looked at those perfect twin mounds rapidly rising with each breath. He was about to push her knees up and reenter her ass, but instead climbed up and nestled his cock between those masses of flesh.
Laura closed her eyes thinking he was going to shoot his sperm on her face but then felt her breasts being smashed by his hands and cock. She'd come across porn videos, so she knew what he was doing and assumed he'd dribble out his cum on her chest and not on her face. She'd obviously never seen a man ejaculate in real life and suddenly wanted to see this. In the back of her mind, a voice was crying out that this was wrong to want to see him cum. It should be Drew who was the first, but this was the cock in front of her, the one her unblinking eyes were focused on.
Brett thumbed those pink nipples as his cock easily slit in that soft warm channel. He saw the intense look on the girl's face, her lips parting and wished he could finish in her mouth but without cleaning himself, he wouldn't do that to her, not yet.
Laura was curious and grabbed the boy's ass feeling those muscles clench with each thrust between her breasts. She heard the boy start to grunt and though she'd never seen nor heard a man orgasm, she knew what was coming. Suddenly a jet of hot cream splashed against her mouth. Another followed against the underside of her chin. Then one shot up onto her forehead, and then onto her neck. She'd always imagined that ejaculate would amount to no more than a teaspoon, but it seemed half a cup of hot jism was splashed all over her face, neck, and chest. Her tongue automatically came out tasting the cream running off her face and spit it out realizing what it was.
Brett felt incredible relief having been hard for almost two hours and climbed off the table. He grabbed a towel and tossed it to the girl. "Sorry, that was a bit more than I'm used to," he chuckled seeing the beautiful blonde girl try and wipe off all his cum. He'd always taken pride in the amount of cum he splattered on girls' faces and chests, but this seemed twice as much as usual. "Next time, I'll just cum in your ass. Much less messy," he said.
Laura rolled off the table, "Christ, next time. I fucking hate you. You sound like it would be such a favor to dump your load in my ass. I will never let you near me again." She said angrily.
"Oh, yes you will. Look, babe, your ass is now mine." He pulled her close and kissed her, "And don't try to say no if you don't want your Drew to find out, not to mention everyone in the school. I'm sure when your parent sees this video of you begging me to fuck your ass, they'll send you away to some all-girls school somewhere.." He glared at the girl, "I recorded it." He held up the phone and her voice came over extremely loud, "Stop playing and fuck me. Fuck my ass, go on. Cum in my ass."
Laura wanted to cry hearing her voice and seeing the stern look on the boy's face. He owned her and if he insisted on taking her virginity, could she deny him? Even she knew there was no sign of duress in her voice. She actually sounded eager, not impatient like she remembered saying it. She thought back to the heat throbbing between her legs remembering the desire she'd felt for the first time in her life. She'd read those crappy romance novels and scoffed at the girls who became so pliable when a man aroused then. She no longer felt it would be that hard to suspend belief if she were to read another. "Ok, you win. But please, please, please, never let this get out. I'll bend over for you and you can fuck my ass whenever you want but leave my pussy alone and tell no one."
He slapped her ass and went over to get dressed. "Deal. Get dressed, it's been nice doing business with you."
She sadly finished cleaning up, got dressed and ran to the parking lot knowing Drew was waiting and had been for 45 minutes. She remembered the mortification when he kissed her and he'd jerked back looking at the hand he'd had in her hair. The panic and the lies she had to tell. Her horror that the boy she'd loved for years and knew she would be marrying had another boy's sperm on his hand. She remembered how he'd smelled it and instantly recoiled. They'd unofficially separated until after the play and she'd thought that was it. But he came up to her one day and asked if she'd go out with him again and she threw her arms around him. After that, she made sure that Drew's needs were taken care of even if she wanted to preserve her cherry.
Brett was not true to his word, telling one boy, but for some reason, this never got out. He'd insisted on fucking her ass after every rehearsal and it got to the point where she'd strip off her robe, or costume, or clothes immediately and get on all fours on the floor. They'd found it was far more satisfactory like that since Brett liked access to her tits as he pounded her ass.



She found out about the other boy after she had just showered after a cheerleader practice and was heading to her car when she heard Brett and another boy talking. She ducked behind one of the few cars left in the lot and saw the two boys heading over to a Jeep.
"I'm telling you, I have the 50 bucks, but getting to fuck Laura Westbrook's ass is worth every penny." Brett said softly, looking around, "I'll set it up. Just tell me now," he pulled out a wad of money, "this or that incredible ass?"
The boy Laura barely recognized shook his head and pushed the money back, "You are so full of shit, but if by some miracle you are right, I'd love to fuck her. I'd prefer her pussy though. Why not let me fuck her pussy?"
"She's saving herself," he sneered, "for Drew. Can you believe it? She's been begging me every night to fill her ass with my cum so she can wear white at her wedding. But listen, has that bitch ever once even looked at you? Ever said 'hi' or been nice to you in any way? What better way for you to get her attention than by sticking your cock in her ass?"
The boy nodded, "Ok. If you're shitting me, make it 100 bucks. I think you're full of it and no way would she ever cheat on Drew. They've been a thing since forever."
She heard Brett laugh, "Deal. You'll see. Ever done anal before, no? You'll never want pussy ever again. It's the best. Oh, that's right, you've never had pussy either..."
As they headed off in their vehicles, Laura was fuming. 'How the fuck can that asshole whore me out to pay off his debts?' All night she wondered how it would happen. There was just one rehearsal left, then the play was this weekend. All three nights were complete sellouts. Word had gotten around that she and Brett were going to be baring it all and everyone in the school snapped up as many tickets as they could. She'd heard people paying $200 for a scalped ticket.
All during the final walkthrough, she kept glancing out at the seats but couldn't see the boy. She'd asked around and found out the boy was named Duane. She wasn't a snob, ok, maybe a bit smug in her unattainability, but the last person in the school she'd thought would be fucking her was this boy. She had to look him up in the yearbook as she'd never noticed him. He wasn't even cool enough to be in Chess club. In fact, she tried to see if he was in any club but failed.
Brett led Laura back to the dressing rooms, "Last night. I'm going to miss our get-togethers, though I might be calling on you periodically." He grabbed her ass, "Christ, more than that."
"Look. I can't keep doing this, being your slut you can tap whenever you want," she said, "Drew has forgiven me for that huge mistake I made the first time and I can't jeopardize what we have." She stepped back, "No way are you owning me forever. I made a mistake and you've had your fun."
Brett laughed, "You're funny. You think all I have are those pictures? I set up a camera above the mirror and I have hours of video. And too bad you never resisted, or cried because I have so many clips of you cumming, moaning loudly. I should show you the clips of you thrusting that ass of yours against my cock. I am not about to let those go to waste." He grabbed the tub of petroleum jelly and tapped it while nodding to the floor. His cock throbbed seeing the most beautiful girl in the school strip naked and carry her clothes over to the dressing table and plopping her phone down angrily on top of them. "Go on, we don't have all night, I mean I do, but your naive boyfriend is out there waiting for you in his car," he sneered. "That's it, here." He handed her the tub of jelly and watched as she prepared her ass. He calmly looked over to the door, hearing the soft knock. "Stay there, I'll get rid of whoever it is."
Laura took a towel and wiped the grease off her finger when she almost jumped up hearing the door open and Brett greet someone. She looked over her shoulder and saw Brett open the door and let the skinny boy in. She started to get up but was instantly ordered to stay there.
Duane stopped, mouth agape as he looked at the homecoming queen fully naked on her hands and knees looking back at him. She looked like she wanted to cry and he almost called the whole thing off, but for the first time in his life another head took over his decision making. His eyes scanned her whole form, the tanned body with all her untanned choice parts practically glowing, but it was her ass, her vagina that caught his attention. He saw how swollen her pussy looked and seeing the glistening anus he knew she was lubed up for him. He might be a virgin, but he'd seen plenty of anal porn and knew what to do. He unzipped his pants, pulled out his raging hard-on and walked around looking at her tits, her ass, the pleading look on her face, her eyes licking from his face to his erection. His cock pulsed eagerly seeing the girl who've never noticed him eyeing his stiffy.
"I told you. See? She seems so innocent as she struts around school, but wait 'til you drive your cock in her, you'll see, a real slut at heart. Get behind her and lube up your cock, this is not like a nice cunt that is self-lubricating, not that you have any idea about that." Brett said. He handed the boy the tub before kneeling down to slip a bit more lube in her ass, moving his finger in and out, "Look at how she loves it. Don't worry about going slow, just fuck her." He slapped her ass, "Tell him. Actually, ask him to fuck your ass, or he will probably choose the tight cunt of yours."
Laura wanted to spit on the boy but looked back at the school nerd stroking his cock and softly pleaded, "Please fuck my ass. I want you to cum in my ass," she said in a monotone.
She sounded scared and sad saying this and he thought about stopping and telling Brett it was off. But he also knew that would never happen. Whatever Luara had done to get under Brett's thumb, that was her problem. There she was. The girl most of his friends fantasized about, he'd fantasized about. He remembered just the other night jerking off and cumming just imagining his hand slipped under her cheerleading top. As perfect a body as he dreamt about, and she must be excited as her pussy lips were swollen and those pale pink nipples stuck out like erasers. His cock had never been this hard, ached so badly. He tried to totally etch this incredible sight in his memory, but at Brett's urging to get going, he knelt down behind her.
Duane opened the girl's ass cheeks studying that brown asshole and aroused pussy...that pussy whose lips opened up like pink flower petals, the way she canted her ass up at him as if offering both of her holes. He'd heard guys mention the pink and sort of knew what they meant but seeing Laura Westbrook's pink made him almost cum right there. He knew Brett told him he couldn't fuck the girl's pussy, but he had to feel what a vagina felt like. He slipped his finger in and felt that slick velvety hole grip his finger. He pulled his finger out and pressed his cock against her. 'Oh my God!' he thought. 'So warm, tight, so smooth.'
"No, stop. Fuck my ass, please." Laura cried. She tried to push him away but he kept pressing in slowly.
Brett snapped at the boy, "No. I told you, you can't fuck that pussy!" he stopped and thought a few seconds, "But, I'll tell you what, If you want to take her virginity, that will be $500. Take it or leave it. You'd be the boy, or actually the man who took the Homecoming Queen's cherry. If not, you've given me an idea. I could auction off this virginal cunt for a lot more than that. Or be happy with her ass for the 50 bucks just this once and we're even." He knelt down and held down the blonde's shoulders as she struggled to get up noticing his cock was right in front of her face.
Duane had the money. To be the boy who took Laura Westbrook's cherry? He'd be the school hero. But on the other hand, he really liked Drew. He remembered in gym Drew stepping in immediately when Joe Simmons was about to beat him to a pulp. "Never mind, this is nice but I'm sure her ass is too, but I've never felt anything so good in my life. Let me just feel this for a minute. How about for 20 bucks I just go in as far as I can for a few minutes. I'll stop before I bust her cherry."
"Ok, 20 bucks. You have two minutes." Brett said. He looked down at Laura, "Relax, I'll split the $500 with you if he can't resist or really when he can't resist." He laughed, "Fuck, I know I almost couldn't. You can just tell Drew you have no idea how you lost your hymen. It's not like you haven't already been lying to him."
Duane gently stroked in and out of her entrance feeling the suction on the head of his cock, plus he could see her pelvis respond. He could stay here forever and as he felt the barrier he thought how easy it would be to just thrust forward. It's just money, this would be something for the rest of his life. His balls started to ache thinking about it and instantly pulled out not wanting this to end yet. Then, with a deep sigh, he forced the feeling to subside before he pressed against the shiny hole and slid right in.
Laura couldn't believe it. The biggest nerd in the school will always be looking at her as he was looking at her now, his cock buried to the hilt in her ass, how he'd recently pressed repeatedly against her hymen, forcefully enough that she felt it begin to tear. She felt like crying as she realized how unobtainable she'd made herself to 99% of the school and perhaps the last person she'd ever wanted fucking her was doing exactly that. She felt his much smaller cock than Brett's slide into her but still unconsciously emitted a groan. She was horrified to hear herself sounding pleased. The boy didn't hesitate and eagerly began slamming into her ass, his arms wrapped around her and hands gripping her breasts roughly. She could feel his hot breath against her neck as he fucked her, his chest pressed against her back. She wanted to laugh envisioning a dog humping her, but when she felt Brett's cock against her lips, her mouth was full and all that came out was a series of muffled grunts.
Brett looked at the pimple-faced boy fucking the head cheerleader, homecoming queen and the girl every guy wished they could fuck. He wanted to laugh seeing how rapidly Duane pistoned into the girl, his face beet red, the violent impacts making waves flow across her ass, how her initial protests now sounded like pleasurable grunts, but as he felt Laura's mouth on his cock for the first time, her active tongue, how she literally sucked on his cock, he instead focused on himself. Why hadn't he had her suck his cock before? She was a natural, sucking eagerly, allowing him deep in her throat.
The boy couldn't believe it. He'd ogled this girl for years, seen her walk by as if he were invisible, jerked off imagining her. Never had he even gotten close to imagining fucking her, let alone fucking her in the ass, both hands gripping those bare tits. His cock never felt so good, her breasts being kneaded in his hands were incredible, the feeling of those creamy cheeks against his stomach and her rock-hard nipples against his palms sent him over the edge. "Oh God! Ugh, ugh, ugh, ugh," he cried out, his mouth sucking on her neck as he spasmed his cream deep inside her rectum. He collapsed on the girl's back panting and lay there a few minutes before finally pulling out. He sat back and looked at the gaping anus slowly closing, his white sperm leaking out, her glistening pussy with those lips opened up. On a whim, he leaned forward and licked the girl's twat. He liked how she pushed back, so his tongue became more aggressive and even though he was licking his own cum, he kept going. His tongue explored her tangy hole wondering if he could pop her cherry doing this. He felt her encouraging him and he wanted nothing more than to make her cum.
Laura was trying hard not to enjoy this, but her body was betraying her. First cock in her mouth and now the first boy to lick her pussy. She opened her legs wider encouraging that snake-like tongue inside her twat. She grunted loudly as the boy's finger penetrated her ass and screamed on the fat cock in her mouth as she came.
Brett had his hands in the blonde's hair and was fucking her face. Her body was writhing against that pimply face her mouth opened wide, and her cries vibrated through his sensitive cock. Soon she relaxed, her opened mouth clamped back onto his cock and returned to sucking. She was taking more and more down her throat and much like how she accepted his cock in her ass, she wasn't bothered by a cock down her throat either. He'd not been in her mouth as he'd always been happy to take her ass, but this was something he was determined to explore further. She saw the boy lean back, wiping her copious juices off his face. He was just thinking about pushing the kid out of the way to get at that ass when he saw Duane get up and shove his cock back into Laura's ass.
"Hey, the deal was you get to fuck her once." Brett exclaimed, "That's another 50 bucks."
The boy nodded eagerly and rapidly fucked that tight ass, "Absolutely, I have the money." He grunted, then as if he had a thought, he looked at Brett, "can I cum in her mouth? It looks like she's a really good cocksucker."
The girl was amazed. Being fucked in the ass, sucking her first cock and now a boy demanding to pull out of her ass and cum in her mouth. She was unable to protest, but violently shook her head no on the boy's cock, but she heard Brett agree for another 50 bucks. The thought of that dirty cock being shoved into her mouth disgusted her, but also to her disgust was curious how it tasted. To be used like this after strutting around school for years was a shock. Two weeks ago, she'd never touched a cock, never let a man touch her and no way was any men ever going near her asshole. She couldn't believe Brett was now selling her ass, her mouth and had tried to sell her virginity. All these thoughts rushed through her head and she couldn't take it anymore and started cumming again, this time it never seemed to end, but seemed to explode over and over as the two boys used her mouth and ass.
Duane looked at Brett's face, his look of concentration, his cock disappearing all the way into the beautiful girl's face and thought how great it would feel, but he now knew he wouldn't last. He gave up the thought of cumming in the girl's mouth who'd ignored him for years, punishing her for her arrogance, but as she began cumming, emitting soft whimpers as she was being used by these boys he slammed once more into the tight rectum and released his second load of the night.
After the boy came, Brett pulled out of the blonde's mouth, shoved the boy aside and took his place immediately adding his cum to the two loads in her rectum. He collapsed onto the girl's back feeling spent. "Christ. You're a true little slut, aren't you? Duane might have come up with a great idea. Plan on swallowing my cum after I fuck your ass next time." he whispered in her ear, "Since Duane decided he wasn't man enough, I'm going to auction off your cherry. You've turned into a real cash cow," he laughed as he simulated milking her udders. He stood up and pulled her to her feet.
Duane got dressed and came over, fascinated by her breasts and pussy when she stood up. She had a stony look on her face as she let him fondle her before kissing her, his tongue trying to push into her mouth, which she reluctantly opened. Duane looked at Brett, "What do you have on her? I mean, no way are you in her league and what did she do?"
"She didn't check to see if I was taking pictures of her. I have quite a few and also videos that everyone in the school would love to see."
Duane gave looked at Laura and mouthed, "I'm sorry," and left.
Laura watched him go realizing her abasement was complete and decided she could not do this anymore. She then decided that this would spiral out of control and inevitably everyone would find out, by then she'd no longer be a virgin and out on the streets earning Brett money.
After the door closed, she'd slammed Brett against the wall, got in his face and hissed loudly that if he ever used her again as his personal whore she'd rip his balls off. Her hand was gripping his scrotum hard as she spit out her frustration and anger. She looked at the bills in the boy's hand and yanked them out. She told him that if he wanted to blab and tell the world, then just fucking get it over with. No more! She shoved her phone in his face. If he told the school, she'd play the video she's recorded of her body being sold to a classmate, in fact, she'd go to the police and tell them she was being blackmailed into being his whore. Her reputation be damned! She squeezed hard and as tears appeared in the boy's eyes, he threw up his hands and gasped out 'Ok!' After that, except for the three showings of the play, Brett never approached her. It was then that she decided if she were ever an actress, she'd never, ever do a nude scene. Never let another man than her boyfriend or husband see her, touch her while nude. This whole spiraling series of degrading acts haunted her for years and no way could she unburden herself on Drew. It was hers to bear.
The play was a hit and what was supposed to be a very dark love scene wasn't very dark. Even with all the stage lights off, there were plenty of other lights in the auditorium. The other problem was her tan lines. Apparently, her untanned chest, crotch, and ass seemingly glowed in the dark. This was not something she'd thought about until people showed her their videos. She also was sure the lighting crew left various lights on low accidentally each show. Brett put his all in it, in fact, two of the three nights his cock slipped into her pussy, just enough, but she didn't want to push him out while on stage and in character and went with it. She'd overheard dozens of her classmates claim they'd jerked off repeatedly to their erotic display. So many people came up to her saying she was a great actress, though she knew what they really meant.
Side note: This was when she knew she could act and be an actress. The sight of Brett disgusted her, his touch repulsed her and yet Hessler raved over their chemistry, even suggesting this might be the start of something between them. She even kissed him passionately on the lips, glowing at him during the curtain calls which elicited a doubling of the loud applause. She felt happy she did not allow any of her feelings to interfere with the believability of her playing the role. The local paper predicted 'We'll be seeing Laura Westbrook on the big screen sooner than later,' though there was no mention at all of her co-star.
Side note 2: At first, she turned her back or went into a room when seeing Duane in the halls, but finally decided to face her fears, her humiliation head-on. She dreaded that first encounter wherever it might be, but she saw him at lunch and came over and sat with him. He smiled happily seeing her and they talked as if they'd known each other for years. Duane asked if she'd dealt with Brett and was happy she had. He also thanked her for taking his virginity and sadly told her he'd felt tremendous guilt taking advantage of her like that and wished he could do it over. She patted his leg and laughed, "You're a guy. It would make you superman to pass up a naked girl when offered. And, to be honest I did cum a few times which meant you weren't hurting me. But, please, you can never tell anyone. This has to be between ourselves, our secret." After that, every time she saw him and said hello he had a very happy look on his face. It made him a hero amongst his circle of friends who elbowed him and jokingly urged him to ask her out. The fact was, though she had no idea he'd even existed before that night, it turned out he was extremely funny and bright. A few times she plopped down at his lunch table to see how he was doing and to just talk. The boy never once intimated he'd like another tryst with her and treated her with respect. Later, on prom night, she went over to his table and sat and asked him how his night was going and if he'd like to dance. His face lit up having the prom queen ask him out onto the dance floor in front of everyone. She enjoyed the boy's attention and ending up dancing at least one dance with every one of his friends. At first, she was keeping him in her good graces just in case, but truly appreciated he didn't cum in her mouth and never said a word. When they graduated, she came up to him, hugged him and told him to keep in touch and meant it.



All this went racing through her head while holding her husband's hand. Her heart ached knowing what she'd done while they were dating but there was no way she'd ever tell him any of that. She'd lived with this guilt so long it was hard to remember what it felt like not bearing it. She let go of his hand as the sommelier came over with the wine.
***********************************************
Drew and Laura visited the Simpson store and looked around, chatting with the sales crew acting as if they were customers. Drew came away impressed. No hard sales and those he'd talked to were very knowledgeable.
"Ok, what do you think?" he asked Laura, "I need your opinion. Is this a good move given the increased time commitment?"
"I do. I love the store. Twice the size of yours and I like how it's broken up into different rooms with differing displays. Yours is great for showing everything at once. But it looks like a sea of beds." She laughed with a sudden thought, "Hell, potential customers could have sex on any of the mattresses if they were left alone. But all joking aside, it's really nice to lie down on a bed without everyone in the store looking at you."
"That's a good point. Ok, let's go home and I'll check the offer. If it's anything reasonable, I think I'll take the plunge."
"I can tell you what it is now, but if you want to wait that's fine with me. But trust me, it's a lot more than reasonable," she said happily giving him a hug.
***********************************************
Drew gave his former employer a 2-week notice and then immediately started at the Simpson's. The first month was spent touring the manufacturing plant, the various other stores, national headquarters where he was greeted warmly. Then on to training for two weeks.
A few months later, he saw one of the sales consultants put a glass of water on a mattress, then flop down on the other side without it spilling. That gave him an idea for an ad. He tried to imagine how it could possibly work but finally dismissed it. He almost forgot about it when he got a call from corporate. "Diane, how are you...great, I think we're expanding our reach, I know." He laughed, "Hey. I had a thought. You know how I've mentioned that we're missing the entire value of a great mattress, you know, focusing on sleeping on it? This is absurd, and I wish we could pull it off, but I had an idea what would really put us out there." He told her about the glass of water and what it triggered, "Look, what I'm going to describe is definitely non-pc, but what if we had a couple drinking wine in bed and they were to get amorous. Ok, say they inadvertently put the glasses on a tray next to them on the mattress. If we could blur the couple out, focus on the wine glasses not spilling. To be blunt, even with vigorous humping by the couple, the wine still doesn't spill." He stopped and listened to silence, "Um, sorry. Perhaps that might not...Really? How would that work? Sure, I'll be here. Thanks, yes, great."
Drew was amazed. She loved the idea and was flying down with some of her marketing guys. She'd called back and said Walt wanted Laura to be the actress. He rubbed his hands together thinking how this might put Simpson on everyone's lips. He grinned hoping they could pull it off. Imagine if everyone who saw that would not fast forward but watch it. Simpson would be a household name.
Laura laughed, "How on earth would any network air something like that?"
"Good question. Diane thinks they can do it. Look. They asked for you specifically. Can you come to the store tomorrow? Are you busy?" Drew looked at his wife, "I think this ad will go viral if we do it right."
***********************************************
Diane greeted Drew, "Impressive numbers, by the way. A 13% increase over last year while the overall mattress market has been really flat."
"Thanks, this group I inherited is really good. By the way, this is my wife, Laura. I think you know her from the shows."
They went through the introductions. Walked around and discussed the logistics of filming. What might be used to block certain parts of the couple, etc.. The man who would be directing the shoot was particularly taken with Laura loving her height, her long legs, her figure. "Marvelous, simply marvelous." He kept muttering over and over.
"She's perfect. Her long blonde hair will be useful for draping across certain parts of her anatomy, her lithe figure exudes sexuality." He exclaimed. "We'll have to make sure a wine glass blocks those breasts, but that's no issue."
They discussed the issues with an ad like this being aired, had legal research on how far they can go without being censored. In the end, it was a go with an offer to Laura to be the actress. They had a man in mind who worked in New York and were seeing about flying him out.
***********************************************
"Why can't you play the husband?" Laura asked, "I'm not thrilled about another man humping me, even if it is simulated." Her thoughts went back to high school.
Drew laughed, "Look, it's fine. It's like I told you a few months ago. It's not like you are having an affair. Hump away as enthusiastically as you want with this guy. You'll be acting. It won't bother me. Will it bother you?" He looked at her, "You might be the most recognizable actress in the world if this gets noticed like I suspect it will. Imagine what roles might just open up."
***********************************************
"Ok, we'll be filming next Thursday." Director Russell pulled Drew and Laura aside, "I'd like to make a request. It's important to show real passion," he looked pointedly at Laura, "so, I know this is not really something I can demand, but I'd like you two to not engage in any sexual activity for the next week. I told James the same thing."
Drew looked horrified. He and Laura hadn't missed a day unless one of them was sick or out of town since they were married. "Um," he looked at his wife, "I guess we can do that."
"Good, good. It's for the craft. Realism," he turned to a girl carrying a clipboard, "Sarah, do you have everything we're going to need next week?"
Laura looked at her husband, "It's ok for you since you can jerk off, but I'll be ready to explode next Thursday night, so you'd better get a ton of sleep before then," she giggled. She leaned into her husband and whispered, "A girl needs her daily cock, you know, but I am allowed to suck your cock or give you a handjob."
***********************************************
The director took charge immediately. "Ok. Listen up. That cliché, time is money? It is not a cliché, so cut the chatter, make each shoot count and last of all, let's have fun. We're going to be shooting basically nothing but a really blurry porn flick." He laughed. He looked around, "Ok, everyone who is non-essential, go. I'll call you back if we need a set change, some makeup or whatever. Lighting, make sure we are backlit on the couple and very focused on the glasses."
Drew sat to the side watching, fascinated. He'd never actually seen a movie or an ad being made and wondered how anything ever came out of such chaos. He wondered where James, the actor they flew in and Laura were. His stomach had a sharp pain wondering if they shared a dressing room but quickly quashed those thoughts. This was not that way it should be, this was being professionally done. He sat up seeing the couple open the door and ask something. Laura had on a black teddy with flesh-colored bra and panties. He already knew that, but it was strangely disturbing seeing how touchy-feely they both were. He'd been warned that they'd need to get in the roles, but knowing and seeing were two different things. James was wearing paisley boxers and a white tee shirt.
"Ok everyone, get in your places. Quiet on the set...action," Russell ordered.
The door to the bedroom opened and the couple came in, each with a fairly full glass of wine. Candles were burning next to the bed, a Simpson Platinum Mattress with quilted pillowtop and adjustable firmness. The bed had four king-sized pillows, a tray with flowers and a white bedspread.
"Stacy, I want tonight to be special. I always dreamt of the day we'd get married, but never imagined you'd actually have me," the man said as he took her in his arms, "now here we are on our 10th anniversary." He kissed her deeply. "I love you more now than I did 10 years ago."
"I know you do. You've shown me every day how much you love me. And I feel exactly the same way," she purred. She looked around, this is so romantic!" Her open mouth clamped onto his again.
Drew wondered if this was standard, their tongues in each other's mouths, their free hands stroking each other, his getting precariously close to her breasts. He wanted to yell 'Stop!' but also wanted to see how far they'd take it. The kissing became more passionate, each holding out the wine carefully so as to not spill any. Laura dropped to her knees and pulled the front of his boxers away and made like she was blowing him. He held her head for a bit, then pulled her to her feet and over to the bed. As they lowered themselves onto it, the man took his glass, put it on the tray, then took Laura's and put it next to his. Their kissing and stroking became more intense and with a quick motion, James threw Laura onto her back, her legs open wide and dove on top of her. The tray with the glasses barely twitched.
Drew wondered if this was acting as the man's ass was rising and lowering rapidly as if he were actually fucking Laura.
"Cut!" the director yelled. "That was great until you got on the bed." He looked around, "Anyone here want to laugh? Yeah, comical! Ok, let's reset. Donna, get in here and straighten out the bed, Sarah, take the glasses back. Laura and James, come over here," He led them near where Drew was sitting, "Look, you're not feeling it are you? I didn't think so. What's the issue?"
Laura looked at James, "We're Ok. I mean, if we maybe...James. Please ignore what I said earlier, touch me like we've been married for ten years, don't worry about me." She nodded at the director.
"Ok, but I also want you to get naked, I mean as much as you can. No one will see any details since the camera will be narrowly focused on the glasses. We need to believe you're actually doing it, not acting like you're doing it." He strode away, "Let's move camera one over, say six inches."
Drew looked at the actor, unashamedly showing his massive bulge in his boxers. He tried not to look but couldn't figure out how his member was not popping out. He watched them walk back, heads together. The lights again came down, Russell ordered action and again the bedroom door opened. Drew watched, listened as the couple embraced, kissed and then after putting the wine on the tray, Laura knelt down, now pulling the boxers down and off. Drew could see that apparently, James was wearing a flesh-colored jockstrap which explained how he could keep his junk inside his boxers. Laura was acting from this angle like she was sucking his cock.
James pulled her to her feet, "Oh darling, I want to be where I was on our wedding night, the night you finally gave yourself to me." He kissed her and peeled off her teddy revealing her perfectly matched flesh-colored bra. His hands instantly covered her breasts as he kissed her, then lowered the teddy to the floor and threw her onto her back, her legs spread wide. "I have been thinking about being here all day," James said as he began humping aggressively against Laura's crotch.
"Cut! Am I the only one who thinks this isn't going to work? Even when we blur this, we can see they're wearing underwear. Let's reset, go back and lose the bra and panties and James, lose the jockstrap." He looked at the couple, "Are you going to have an issue with that?" He turned and looked around, "Sarah, you and Donna take a break. Let's not have a huge audience."
Drew wanted to jump up and protest but realized how hypocritical that would sound. He'd told Laura repeatedly that nudity when acting was not cheating and often necessary for the role. Many times, he'd thought the sex was gratuitous, but hell, this is an ad with a couple vigorously making love. It might not work as well without the nudity and if they block the key bits... He needed to swallow his jealousy. He told himself, see this as a great director creating a masterpiece that would send Simpson's sales through the roof.
"Action!" James and Laura came in, the teddy failing to hide her nipples or her blonde patch. Their kisses were getting more familiar, their hands easily gliding everywhere. When Laura tore off his tee and pulled down his boxers, he could see the very large cock pop out and slap against her cheek.
James put his hand on her head and pressed his cock against the girl's face. He wished they weren't acting as she was as a more beautiful than any woman he'd been with. Her lips formed an O as if his cock were actually in her mouth.
Laura went along with it, simulating sucking on his cock which was sliding across her face leaving a trail of pre-cum. She wished Drew weren't watching. This must be really tough seeing her with another man's cock against her face. She felt her pussy throb wondering what it would be like to have a cock that size inside her, then remembered Brett and how it almost killed their future. She felt herself being lifted to her feet and felt a small amount of panic as the actor pulled down the top of her teddy. She instinctively put her arms across her chest, then stepped back looking at the director, "Sorry, sorry. I guess I need to get used to being actually naked with someone other than my husband." She fled out the door.
"Ok, let's call it a day. James, come here." Russell ordered, "You're doing great, but talk to your co-star. If she can't handle this, then we need someone who will. We gave ourselves two days for this and I think we might have been overly optimistic we'd get it in one." He looked around and saw Drew, "You need to talk to your wife. Get her loose, a bit more relaxed around a man she's been married to for ten years. Can you do that? For God's sakes, she's not having an affair, she's playing a fucking role." He looked around, "Madison, Get her waxed. We can't have that much pubic hair showing."
Drew headed back and saw Laura, head in hands crying. James was holding her, telling her it's ok.
"It's ok honey. You're doing great. Is this your first nude scene?" He asked as he stroked her back.
"Well, not exactly, but first in a film," she sighed, "I'm sorry." She looked at Drew, "I think I can do this. It's just acting, right?" She put her head against the man's bare chest. "I can't imagine how this makes you feel."
Drew knelt on the floor not happy seeing another man comforting his wife, his wife with a shiny smear up the side of her cheek, "Um, yes. Actually, I understand. It's incredibly hard watching you and I mean that in a good way. My stomach hurts because you're terrific. I truly believe you're in love with this man and it really hurts. I hate it, but I know you are just an incredible actress." He stroked her bare leg, "You just need to put past experiences in the past and throw yourself into the role." He stood up, "Tell yourself you're his wife, that he's your husband, you are a great actress." He pointed to James. "You love him more than any man in the world." He stood up, "I'm leaving. Why don't the both of you work on getting comfortable with each other, and Laura, go into a room with him and let him see you naked, not for him but so you'll get used to it."
"That's a great idea," the director said, "Can you too go somewhere and get acquainted?" He looked at Drew, "Did you mean that?"
Drew had trouble responding, the blood pounding in his head, "Yes, I do. She's the best actress you'll find for this role. She can do it. I know she can. She's a great actress."
"Ok, then here's what you two are going to do. James, take her back to your room. Get undressed. Get used to being naked with each other. Order room service, get whatever you want from the minibar, but get comfortable with each other. I want to see you two unabashedly doing whatever it takes to make this film real. Can you do that?" He looked at Drew, "I assume you'll be ok with this? Great!" he said seeing the man nod and quickly turn away.
James looked at Drew but saw he was stiffly walking out before turning to Laura, "Are you ok with this?"
Laura was staring at her husband, knowing he was trying really hard to swallow his jealousy. She nodded then said "Yes, that's a great idea. We can do this." She looked at the director, "We're not going to screw or anything, just get comfortable."
"Whatever, I really don't care. I want you both to remove all your clothes as soon as you get back to the room and not put anything on until tomorrow at noon when the car picks you up. Can you do that?"
...to be continued
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Drew arrived at the empty house. He'd heard Russell's instructions and Laura's claim she'd not do anything, but he also saw the man's equipment and wondered whether it was true about size. He sensed his shriveled cock in his pants and had always assumed 7 inches was plenty. He tried to think about getting dinner, perhaps turning on the TV and seeing if there's some sort of escapism. He finally gave up as no matter what he did he kept seeing his naked beautiful wife lying in bed, her arms around James. James' hands on her breasts, on her ass, between her legs...He wanted to hit his head against the wall repeatedly to make the thoughts go away. He finally found telling himself that yes, she was naked with another man, but it is just her preparing for her role. She is not cheating. She's doing it for the craft. He went over to the door and pulled it open after hearing the doorbell.
Madison wondered what she was going to say, "I'm here for an overnight bag so your wife can spend the night with that Adonis?" She looked at Drew, "Oh, Mr. Larson, um, they asked me to pick up a few things for Laura, you know, toothbrush...um..." She couldn't think what else Laura would need as she'll be naked all night.
***********************************************
Laura stood in the doorway to James' room. She felt like fleeing or running home to Drew and holding him. She knew this had to be eating him alive, but he had repeatedly reassured her he knows it comes with the territory. She replayed the image of his stiff spine, his legs moving as if on auto. She knew he was in pain and decided to call him. She looked over at the man who immediately stripped down, "James, bear with me." She looked at his impressive physique, his chest, his abs, that sausage dangling between his legs.
James shrugged and flopped down on the bed. He picked up his phone and thumbed through his emails. He hoped they'd be able to get through this. He was intrigued with being naked with this beautiful woman, especially since he'd found tapes of the parts she'd played and was taken with her great acting ability, but also with that body. He could find no instance where she'd removed her clothes and he knew many directors who'd have done anything to see this girl naked. On the other hand, he was a bit frustrated as he'd canceled the dinner date he'd arranged with Sarah who he knew was eager to get at his cock. Being with an uptight married woman was going to prove to be a long night.
Laura turned her back, not wanting to see the man's genitals while talking to her husband. "Drew, honey. How are you? No, I'm actually not, not yet. I will, but I'd prefer it to be with you. Why? I can act without needing to...Really? I love you. I will. I'll remember that and please don't worry. Trust me, nothing's going to happen, I know, I saw it a lot closer than you did I hope," she laughed, "Don't worry. It is you I'll be thinking about all night. Ok, I love you...Bye." She put down the phone and looked at the man, "Ok. Let's do this, but I'm only doing it for the craft."
"Laura, I know you are married. I'm an actor. Let's get used to each other. I promise I won't try to steal you away from him. I believe in the craft also." He looked at the girl reach up to unbutton her blouse and realized even without getting laid this might be a good night, "Hang on," he held up a finger, "Let's do this right," grinning, he pressed a button on his phone and 60's burlesque music started playing. "Come on Baby! Take it off," James cheered.
Laura saw the mirth on the man's face and relaxed. She closed her eyes, began swaying with the music and slowly unbuttoned her blouse, popping each button right on each beat. As she opened the blouse up and slid it down her arms, she looked at James whose cock was now pulsing up his thigh. She felt a rush through her groin seeing his reaction and tossed the blouse over to a chair. His cock though still soft had now exceeded the size of any cock she'd ever seen. She thought about popping off the bra but instead popped each button on her jeans, her eyes locked on his.
James' eyes widened as he saw how relaxed and into the strip tease the previously shy girl was. He wanted her to go slowly yet couldn't wait the finally see her fully naked body. That which he'd seen was perfect and he hoped that she'd live up to his imagination.
As she worked the tight jeans off her hips, she saw that his cock was now looking nearing full tumescence and creeping upwards. She kicked the pants to the side, turned around, reached back and unclipped her lacy bra while looking at him over her shoulder. Watching his eyes travel down to her ass, she bent over letting her bra fall off her arms. She then reached back and slipped her panties over her ass then down her legs where she kicked them aside. She bent all the way down and looked back at him between her legs, knowing she was exposing her pussy and ass to the man she'd just met.
James wanted to stroke his cock really badly but resisted. He checked out that nice slit and that tight asshole, resisting the urge to bury his face between those cheeks. He watched as she slowly rose up and spun around, arms out to her sides. He clapped enthusiastically and put his fingers to his lips and whistled. He loved how red she was as she ran over and flopped onto the bed. He turned the music off and looked at her, "You realize you were supposed to draw that out until the piece was over. You'll get a lot more tips that way," he laughed.
He was warming up to this girl. Maybe she wasn't as cold as he thought, in fact, he saw her labia were a bit swollen and her nipples were rock hard. He felt his cock angrily throbbing and realized just watching he was as hard as he'd ever been. He had to resist leaning over and touching her...kissing her realizing he'd never been alone in a bedroom with a woman who stripped naked who wasn't there for sex.
Laura wanted more than she ever thought to grab that huge throbbing cock. She so much wanted to feel how rigid it was, how fat it was, but most of all taste the cum seeping out of that fat head. She looked at James, "This might be a problem for you." Her eyes flicked down to his cock.
He groaned, "You have no idea. We'd better discuss the script and how we want to do it tomorrow since you are having a really bad effect on me," he looked at her, "though if I can make an observation, you're getting a bit wet down there." His eyes flicked down to her bush.
"What? No. I'm good, really." She protested.
"Go on. Check. Ten bucks says you're a bit dewy down there," he grinned at her. He reached over to his pants and grabbed his wallet. "Here's my ten."
Laura blushed, opened her legs slightly and felt, 'Holy shit, I'm soaked!' She flopped back with a loud groan before getting up, padding over to her wallet and pulling out a ten. "Here, and that wasn't fair. I did give you a good look," she threw the bill at him. She lay back down and looked at him and started giggling.
As she giggled louder, James could not take his eyes off her jiggling tits, but put a hand on her arm, "Ok, what's funny?"
Getting control of her giggling she rolled onto her side and looked at him holding the money, "I was thinking if this acting this doesn't work out, I could become a stripper, but," she pointed to the money, "If I have to throw bills at the audience I'm not sure I'd make a very good living."
James grinned at her, took both bills, folded them up and tucked them between her breasts, "There. When you make it big, I want you to remember where you got your start." He reached over and grabbed the menu, "I think we'd better order room service. I'm really getting an appetite.
Laura took the bills and sighed, "This might match how much I've made as an actress." She tossed them over to the table on her side of the bed. "Ok, let me see that. My mouth is watering for some sausage," she giggled. "But seeing that is not on the menu, I'll have the quiche and salad, blue cheese dressing."
He looked over at the girl. Making a point of staring at her tits, "I'm in the mood for a chicken breast, not sure why, but a pair of nice plump breasts sounds wonderful." He took the menu, "Which they have. Nice. I got it, I'll call it in. Should I have them send up wine?" Seeing her nod, he made the call and looked back at her after hanging up.
"So, you said you'd done nudity before, but not in a film. What, local theater?" James asked.
"High school. We did Romeo and Juliet senior year. The director came over from Berlin and insisted we do the love scene in Act 2 in the nude. They shut the lights on off stage, but they didn't think about the rest of the lighting, fire rules I guess, because we were very well lit up. I saw some of the videos audience members captured and, well I was definitely naked." She laughed, "looking back, it was I guess funny but at the time, you know, being 18 in high school I wanted to hide under a rock."
"I can imagine. I never heard of a high school having nudity in a play. I'll bet the parents were up in arms." James said as he stroked the beautiful thigh.
"They were. The director was forced to resign and headed out to Seattle last I heard. It was interesting the amazing amount of furor over this, but all three shows were SRO." She laughed, "They hated it so much, tickets were being scalped for $200 a pop." She looked at him and paused, "Look, let's make a deal. If I weren't married, I'd have that cock in my mouth by now. I've never seen one that big, didn't know they came that big," she commented, "special order? Anyhow, I can see you look up quickly when I look over at you. Go ahead, I get it. Look all you want, that's the point of this. Isn't it?" She sat up, crossed her legs and faced him.
James sat up, "Ok, getting comfortable being naked is just part of it. But there's more. We're going to play a married couple and having never been married I'm not speaking from experience, but isn't pretty much every bit of modesty gone? Can Drew touch you anywhere? Do you close the bathroom door anymore?" He looked down between her legs at that enticing pussy, "Can he do this if he feels like it?" He reached between her legs and gently felt her wet slit.
At first, Laura's eyes widened, her arm jerked as if she were going to grab his hand, but then she relaxed and closed her eyes and sighed, "Not enough anymore, but yes." She opened her eyes and pulled his hand away, "Ok, let me get a bit more relaxed before I get totally comfortable with another man's hand touching me there." She looked at his cock, "How would you feel if I did this?" She reached over and gripped his cock, stroking it. Seeing him grin, she pulled her hand back, "Ok, bad example."
"You have the right idea though, by tomorrow I'd like us to feel...I guess the word is open or unabashed around each other. If you want to be believable, you have to not flinch when I touch you." He had a thought, "You studied acting, I mean where did you last go?"
"Well, under Wallace, Dennis Wallace." She said modestly, "Last summer."
"You were in New York last summer? And you got into one of Wallace's classes? I mean, those are really tough to get into. You must be good. What are they, a dozen students per quarter?"
"16, yes. I was lucky. He's so good." Laura said proudly.
"Ok, I know he stressed this, but if you're doing a scene and someone dies, you call up incredible painful memories so your tears are real, so your micro-expressions match the sorrow. If there's a funny scene, you have to tap into the time you and your girlfriends had that laughing fit since by take 20 the joke has lost its humor." He stroked his hand up to her pussy, "When doing a love scene you need to remember the most erotic thing that ever happened to you, you need to be wet." He said as his finger again felt her slit.
She wanted to push his hand away, but he was right. Acting and being had to become one. "I can do that. I can show passion, but this is still a role. It's acting. I don't want you to fuck me. I don't want you inside me." She said softly.
"Of course, you don't. And during the death scene, you don't want your fellow cast member to actually die, but you have to believe he's dead. It's called acting. It's called dedication to the craft." His finger slipped inside her, "And when making love, having sex, being raped or whatever, you have to be raped, be fucked, be into the act at least in your head or the audience will know. Whether your cast member is actually inside you, you have to feel his cock opening you up, penetrating your vagina." He picked up her left hand and fingered the wedding ring, "And that's not cheating. It's called professionalism. And Drew knows that. Whatever we do, wherever I touch you or you touch me, it will not be cheating."
"I can do that. I'll get into it, I'll get so I look like I'm really turned on and hot for you."
"You missed my whole point," James said as he stood and looked back at her, "Didn't Wallace teach you anything? It isn't the tears showing your emotions, it's the emotions creating tears. It wouldn't be my cock inside you that matters, it would be if you feel my cock inside you, whether it is there or not. Close your eyes and lie back. Open your legs wide. No, close your eyes, I won't touch you." He looked at the girl, "Ok, I want you to remember the last time Drew fucked you. Remember how you felt when he parted those slick lips? Now stop thinking about it and focus on feeling that cock inside you, the warm pressure between your legs. Touch your nipples, do it, there, feel how raw and sensitive they are? That's it, you feel it don't you? You can feel him getting bigger inside you. You feel him penetrating you with more energy. He's not going to pull out."
Laura felt herself nearing orgasm, yanked her hands down and sat up, "Holy shit. You almost had me cumming right here." I see what you are saying. We can be believable without you actually putting your cock inside me."
"Yes. I could for the sake of believability actually fuck you, it would make everything easier, but it is not required. It's in you to feel me inside you, to express the intense feeling of my cock fucking you to show the arousal, the joy, the pleasure you truly feel that matters. That's what the audience will see. They might suspect my cock is inside you, but your expression, your reaction is what makes them know it is, whether it's there or not." He got up and headed for the bathroom, "Think about it. I thought I'd shower before they bring up dinner and frankly all this talk about fucking you is going to require a long cold shower."
Laura looked at the man, weighing his motivation, but she'd remembered Wallace pretty much preaching the exact same thing. 'Be here now.' He used to preach. 'Be more than the role, become the role you've immersed yourself in and once you do that, you no longer need to act.' He was right and James is right. She can do this, she can do anything if she stays in the present, stays in character.
They heard the knock. "Can you get that? Oh, and don't bother getting dressed, you know. Get used to nudity." James said, peaking out the bathroom door.
Laura looked angrily at the man knowing he was loving this. She rolled off the bed and picked up her wallet as she went over to the entryway. She opened the door and turned back into the room as if being naked was totally normal. She saw the man trying to not look at her, but his eyes kept flicking over. "Relax, I lost a bet with my husband and he expects you to look. He's pretty much a pervert...it's the only way he can get it up." She looked at the dishes, "Perfect, here. Let me sign that." She handed back the pen and handed him a large bill, "Thank you very much. Oh, tomorrow morning we'll be needing breakfast. You won't be working then will you?"
The man smiled thinking how he'd have to swap shifts, but it would be worth it, "I might, I'll have to check the schedule. Do you know what time you might like breakfast?" He asked.
She looked at him, "Probably early. We are both early risers, perhaps 7 or so? And coffee, it would be nice to get a generous pot of black coffee."
"We put out coffee in the lobby every morning...Oh yeah," he laughed as Laura swept an arm down her nakedness.
After the door closed, James came out grinning. "Was that fun? I was impressed. I was listening and you're a natural. There's hope for you yet." He put an arm around her and reached over and picked up his chicken. "Mmmmm. Nice juicy breast."
"That actually was fun. Once he realized why I was naked and he played along he relaxed. By the way, husband, you're a pervert and have certain issues," she chuckled.
"I did hear that. I was thinking someone needs a spanking," he swatted her ass. "I guess the shower will have to wait."
Laura jumped back laughing, "Ok, this is fun, but I think I'd like to eat my quiche while it's hot." She looked at the bottle, "Open the wine, won't you perv?"
James watched as the girl plopped down seeing she was a lot more relaxed and a lot sexier. He opened the wine, poured a couple of glasses and anticipated getter her ready. "This is great. I am starting to feel like we can pull off the passionate couple," he said, "I meant it when I said you must be good. What is the ratio, 1 student for every 3,000 applicants? Impressive. Maybe you should be coaching me."
After putting their dishes back on the cart, the room phone rang. James picked it up, listened, "Ok, come on up. She can't get much more ready." He hung up and grinned at the cute blonde, "Your barber is here to do a little trimming." He went over and flopped on the bed.
Laura answered the door and ushered Madison in carrying what looked like a medical bag and Laura's overnight bag. "Sorry, we were told we didn't look at ease enough being naked around each other. Actually, I wasn't, as you can see James is fine with it." She nodded at the naked man lying on the bed.
Madison laughed, "I feel overdressed. Let's use the other bed, I was going to say, please get your clothes off, but..."
"I'm going to grab that shower now," he winked at the girl, "Have fun. Oh, and I would remove it all since you might feel more open, more available. Just a suggestion."
After showering, James came out to see the beautiful blonde lying on her back on the bed, one leg pushed open to the side and Madison kneeling between her legs wiping the girl's crotch. "Can I help? I heard a few yelps. I hope she's ok."
"She's fine," Madison said, her eyes flicking over to the man's large genitals, "Actually, Director Russell asked me to get you a bit cleaned up also." She patted Laura on her pussy dismissing her, "Go on. Shower. When you get out I'll need you two to rub this soothing lotion onto your newly bare areas. It will make you feel a lot better." She handed a white tube to the blonde.
Laura headed into the shower. It was strange washing her labia feeling no hair. She'd always kept herself trimmed, but everything was as smooth as before puberty. She felt where the girl waxed around her anus. She hadn't realized she had any hair there, but hearing the girl's tsks when she turned her on her side made her realize she must have been a bit furry there. She got out and dried off. When she left the bathroom, she stopped.
Madison was now completely naked and kneeling between James' legs. She was holding his rigid cock while wiping all around his crotch. Apparently, she'd removed all the hair from his ball sack along with between his legs and his ass crack. She wasn't amazed he was hard. The tiny make-up girl was gorgeous. Tiny ass, small waist, perfect little tits. She had a look of innocence yet just seemed fuckable. Laura had never been tempted to do anything with another woman, but the way she was squatted down, her legs spread wide, her torso bent over with her face right next to what probably was the largest cock the young girl would ever see, made Laura want to go over and hold her.



Madison looked up, "He told me he'd only allow me to do this if I also got naked. I'm not particularly shy, but I have a long way to go to get to this man's level of immodesty." She stroked his cock and looked up with pity at the actress, "this looks dangerous. I'm going to clean up, get dressed and head out before he follows through with his threats." She got up and gathered all her paraphernalia.
James winked at Laura and headed to the bathroom to do a quick rinse off. When he returned, he handed her the tube, "You do mine and I'll do yours."
Madison looked back at the girl lying on the bed, legs immodestly spread wide. She was really happy Drew could not see this and turned to go, "You guys have fun. I'll see you at the shoot tomorrow." She left wishing they'd asked her to stay, but she understood.
Laura felt those strong fingers rub the cream all over her pussy and ass. It was actually incredibly soothing like Madison said. He had strong feeling hands and his fingers were a lot fatter than Drew's but immediately stifled that thought. As his finger slipped inside her and her pelvis responded, she sat up, "Ok, that's good, get on your back and I'll do you." She felt a rush seeing the man lick the finger that penetrated her as he lay back, legs opened wide. She grabbed his erection in one hand and rubbed the lotion all around the bare areas. She was interested to compare the heft of this man's balls to Drew's but again clamped down on the thoughts. She finished up rubbing the lotion all around James' crotch and sat back. "Is it painful? I was wondering because you've now had erections on and off for probably six, seven hours and as far as I know, you've had no chance to get relief."
"Actually, yes. But, let's do a quick shower. Or I will, yes? Ok, let's wash each other and when we're done, I'll finish up with the water on cold."
Laura dried off and dried her hair. She grinned hearing James' gasp as apparently he was hit with the cold water. She remembered feeling his hands on her body, all over every inch of her, being very thorough in places. Her breasts and crotch were a lot cleaner than the rest of her, though she probably spent a lot more time soaping up his genitals than the rest of him. She went out to the bedroom and lay back thinking about the shoot tomorrow. She looked up as James came out, his skin red.
"Ok, work. I've been thinking about this afternoon, how do you want to do this? I don't like us kissing and immediately kneeling down to suck your cock. That might be great if I were a prostitute you hired for the night, but as a married couple?" she looked at the fat cock, "I mean you do have a nice penis, but I'd think a bit more tenderness might be better."
James got up, "I was thinking about that also. We are obviously still hot for each other, but you immediately going down is pretty much like you described, not that I'd know from personal experience. Should I ask how you knew that? Anyhow, here's what I was thinking and you tell me if this would be how two people married for 10 years would act." He started to kiss her, "Hang on. Fuck the director. We need to be in costume." He went over and grabbed the teddy out of the bag and handed it to the girl.
Laura took the teddy, "then again, perhaps I've come to crave that cock of yours, but it seems so contrived. I mean, the way we've been told to do it is really not terrible...I still like sucking your cock first as if perhaps you've grown tired of this sagging body and need a bit of help, but not that way," she said as she pulled on the piece of lingerie. Laura felt a bit more protected even in this piece of nothing, but it at least was something. She looked at James now dressing in pants and shirt rather than boxers and shirt. "I like that. We would be dressed like this. I'm trying to reignite the spark and you're still dressed as if we just got back from dinner, but let's not come into the room together." Laura waved James over to the door before returning and picking up the glasses and tray. After arranging various things, she sat on the bed holding to glasses of wine. "Oh, honey, aren't you coming to bed?"
James faked coming into the bedroom and stopped, "Stacy! Oh wow. Where did you get that?" he asked as he eagerly pulled off his tie, shirt, and pants. He walked over in his boxers and accepted a glass from his now standing wife.
"Here's to ten great years," Laura said raising her glass, "I wouldn't have wanted to spend them with any other man," she raised it before taking a sip.
James smiled and put the glass to his lips before kissing her, at first just a peck, then he looked again at his partner's lips and pulled her head close and kissed her open-mouthed. His hands seemed fascinated by the teddy and explored her body freely, stroking the bare skin on her back, down to her ass and then cupping a breast, happy she actually pulled her arm up around his neck giving him unrestricted access. He finally pulled back, and looked at her, his hand still on her chest, "So much better than your tee shirts."
Laura smiled up at him, took their glasses and put them on the tray. She held up and finger and trotted around to take it off the bed since this mattress wasn't going to be quite as bounce free. She came back, acted like she'd rolled over to put the glasses down and sat on the edge of the bed, looking directly at his crotch and smiled up at him, "I love how you show how much you still find me attractive," she stroked the front of his shorts then sighed as she pulled down on the waistband. At first, she simulated sucking on his cock, but looked up at him, "Not working is it? I think this would be better," she said before wrapping her lips around his fleshy rod. She was going to just wet the head and move onto the next stage but was suddenly curious feeling how much her mouth had to open. How much more could she take in of this plump cock?
James sighed and looked up at the ceiling in pleasure as this was no simulation. He'd excepted her to pop his cock out of her mouth and say something like, "ok, I suck for a bit and then we..." but this was real and really good. Drew must be a really happy guy, he thought, feeling that active tongue and mouth. "Ok, I think now Russell would want us to get on the bed," he said softly, not really wanting her to stop, "if you like, we can work on this later, but I think it's time I return the favor." He pulled back, picked up the girl, and threw her on her back on the bed.
Laura screamed happily as she bounced and landed, head on the pillow, legs opened wide and a big grin on her face. She lowered her arms and lifted her butt as James pulled the teddy off her, her legs immediately opening eagerly. She felt an electric surge being again naked around basically a stranger, and even though she'd been exposed all evening, her fresh nudity felt a lot more erotic.
"For me?" James asked, "I've been wanting you shaved down there...Wow. Best anniversary ever!" He lay down his face pressed against her pussy and tasted that juicy pussy. Laura must have been aroused for a while since not only was she seeping a ton of fluids, and he looked up, "An aside. I'm not the only one who's been aroused for seven hours," he grinned. Laura had thought he'd just go through the motions as he licked her, but he knew what he was doing and hit all her favorite spots causing her legs to open wider and her pelvis to respond to his stimulations. He reached up and grabbed one of her generous tits and gently pulled on her nipple.
'Holy crap!' she thought, 'this man is good. Christ! There, yes, it took Drew a year to...' she writhed as he found her clit. She reached down and pushed him off her, "Ok, we'll practice that later. I think Russell wants us to get the bed bouncing."
James looked up at her, wiping fluids off his face with his arm, "I agree, missionary?"
"Well, that's probably the best way for you to throw your weight into...the, um fucking," she giggled, "That, or on my stomach. Come to think of it, like this. I'm totally in love with you and want as much intimacy as possible, you know kissing, grabbing breasts, looking into your eyes..." she straightened the crooked pillow, "I sure do like the Simpson mattress and pillows a lot better," she said looking back at the man, "Ok, fuck me."
James felt his cock surge as he lay between her thighs, "Penetration, or simulation?" he asked.
"Let's do simulation. As much as I want to get into character, I'm still married to Drew, so have at me," she chuckled.
James pressed against the smooth crotch and began bouncing up and down, but soon he rolled off her and both were laughing hysterically. He got up and knelt stroking his cock, but not because he was pleasuring himself, but trying to rub out the almost painful bruising.
Laura was rubbing her pubic bone, "Ow! That's not a boner, that's a fucking steel shaft! Shit, that hurts. Oh, Christ, that was bad." The blonde laughed. She looked at James stroking his cock, "New plan, do you have a condom?"
James shook his head, "We could call down to room service. I'm thinking our previous guy just went and bought some." He flopped down next to the girl still stroking his cock. "I've never had so much fun in bed before. Damn, Ok, let's try to focus," he said as he tried to regain control, "Let's take a quick break. My dick is a bit bruised and I'd like to ask some questions...you know, find out likes, turn-ons, turn-offs." He looked at her, "Don't answer. You know. 'plead the fifth,' if you don't feel comfortable."
Laura felt herself getting serious, "ok, ask away," she looked at the man, "I'm feeling a lot more comfortable with you now, though this is still really strange."
"How old were you when you lost your virginity?" he asked.
"Um, hmmmmm. Define virginity. No, nevermind. I was 21 when Drew popped my cherry, but 18 when I lost my, um anal virginity." She said softly.
"Wow! Ok, that's rare, but lucky Drew." He grinned, "I've never actually tried that, um, most women are not up for it with me." He saw the girl blush and turn away. "Wait, what? It wasn't Drew?"
"Remember the high school play?" Laura proceeded to tell him everything, including Duayne and being whored out. "Look, you can never tell anyone about this. Promise?"
"Wait, Drew doesn't know? This is not your fault. Why wouldn't you tell him?" James asked.
"It's complicated, but I told Drew later it was just that once and it was basically rape and didn't enjoy it. I really wanted to mean it when I told him that in my mind he was first. He wasn't, not by a long shot. Brett had me a dozen or more times and even the school nerd got to fuck me first, even though it was my ass. I couldn't do that to him. Also, remember how the audience saw me naked? That was the first time he'd gotten to see me. Trust me, that really bothered him that Brett saw me naked along with pretty much the entire cast and crew before he did." She felt like she was going to cry, "I've never forgiven myself for putting his through that"
"Wow, yeah. I'll never tell anyone, but you need to get rid of the guilt. Well, I guess the only consolation is he has a wife that does anal." He saw her shake her head, "No? Why not, is he not into it?"
"I don't know. He's never asked and I never offered. Perhaps because I told him it hurt and also because it reminds me of Brett," she said softly.
James shook his head, "Fuck that, literally. Brett claimed your ass and you're playing right into his hands whether he knows it or not. Drew needs to claim it. He needs to pleasure you, make you want his cock inside you. Make it his," he said. "Ok, none of my business. Next question. I was going to ask to whom did you lose your virginity, but I need to know your favorite position?"
Laura blushed, "You would ask me that. I like them all, but you did say favorite. This might sound sick, but I love getting fucked from behind. As degrading as it was to be used by Brett, it was also arousing. Something so slutty about my ass sticking up, both my holes there for the taking. Pretty sad, huh?" she asked.
James laughed, "I would have guessed that. Brett got you off, didn't he. Look, you are an intimidating woman. I doubt very many men have the nerve to hit on you. You like being in control so sometimes it is a rush to be taken, to be used." He looked at the girl, her eyes wide, "Look, how often do we read about some CEO being busted in a BDSM club? This is a great release, it's healthy. It hurts no one and you get great pleasure. Wallow in it."
"Thanks, I will. I do love the feeling of powerlessness. Wait, I want to ask a question. To whom did you lose your virginity?" she asked.
James laughed, "Ok, that's fair. My aunt, yes, my mom's sister. Ok, it was my 18th and my mom threw a huge party for me. All my friends, relatives who were in driving distance, it was a big deal. I got a ton of presents. Anyhow, everyone pretty much left and I was checking out my new cell phone, you know how that is, and my aunt comes in. Let me tell you about my aunt. She was 40, 42 at that time. She had something about her, well she had huge breasts for one, but even though she'd perhaps put on a little weight, she oozed this sexuality. She came in and said she never got to give me my birthday kiss. I thought, Ok, fine. I'll get a peck on the lips and then I can get back to my new phone. Her tongue was in my mouth, her warm soft body was on top of me and her crotch was directly over my stirring cock. There was no hesitation on my part, my hands were drawn to those tits I'd studied for so long."
He paused and looked down at his cock, "Still might be the best night of my life. I found out later, my mom, my uncle and she planned it. Somehow mom knew I was a virgin and I'd lusted after Aunt Lilly's tits. She spent the entire night and we got no sleep. Uncle Ted picked her up in the morning and slapped me on the back as he left asking if she was gentle with me." He chuckled, "Apparently Aunt Lilly mentioned that I was a bit bigger than most to my mom since she later asked me about it. I acted really innocent and when she wanted to see, I sort of ran away. I think she wanted to, try it out herself. Not sure why I thought incest with my aunt was ok but not with my mom, especially since mom was in a lot better shape, actually really hot, now that I think about it," he laughed. "Ok, my turn. What's your trigger? You know, you're getting fucked and you decide it's time to cum, what memory, what fantasy, or where on your body do you go?"
"Wow, we are getting personal. I'd like to plead the fifth," she thought a minute, "Ok, never mind, I'm sure you already know. Remember the nerd who Brett allowed to fuck me?" she looked at the man, "It is that memory. The ultimate in being degraded, at least at the time. I was homecoming queen, later prom queen, head cheerleader. Getting my ass fucked, not once but twice by that boy still is incredibly arousing. I wish Drew would touch my ass, finger me there, but I get off remembering the feeling." She looked at James. "This is really embarrassing."
James leaned over and kissed the girl on the lips, "Look, do you realize how far you've come since this morning when you flinched at my touch?" he gently stroked her breast, "We are so going to kill it tomorrow and you're going to be on everybody's lips when this ad airs." He looked at her body, "Don't take this the wrong way, but I think I might be able to answer the same question. It was my aunt's soft breasts, but now I suspect I'll think back to you, to this naked body lying unashamed next to me," he traced his finger around her soft pink areolas and down to her bare snatch. "As close to perfection as I'll ever see, feel, touch."
He sat back up, "Ok, last question. What is your favorite fantasy? Drew is out of town and you need to take matters in your own hands, what situation or with what person do you find yourself?"
Laura laughed, "I'm going to sound like such a cliché, but a gang bang. Not just any gang bang but with Drew's friends. Somehow, he has to dash off when we're entertaining and I'm left with six great-looking guys," she looked at James, "They don't actually exist, though he does have great-looking friends. Anyhow, we all start reminiscing and they pick up our high school yearbook. They see the cheerleading squad and I brag that it still fits me," she groaned, "I know this is lame, but they tell me to prove it. I do. They tell me to do some of the cheers. I do. That's when I realize I was not completely in costume. My panties didn't quite cover as much as those grannie panties they made us wear. As I'm about to run up to change, one of the guys tells me his fantasy was always to kiss a cheerleader. I'm not about to disappoint a really hot guy, so I do. Soon I'm being passed from guy to guy with more tongue, more hands and less of my outfit on me. By the time Drew gets home the guys have all left...the house and deposits inside me." She looked at James, "Pretty much a slut, huh?"
The man laughed, "Hell, I need to get to be friends with Drew. He seems like a great guy." He stroked her cheek, neck and upper chest, "I can see this gets to you. With your creamy skin, it really shows when you get flushed."
She looked at her fellow actor, "Can I ask you something? There's one part of this that I'm frustrated about. It's one thing to crave a cock in my twat or my ass since I do have a man at home who would give me that. The problem is, I crave a cock in both at the same time. I'm almost going nuts curious how that would feel." She paused, "That is definitely not something I can ask Drew."
"Why not? I mean, not like that, but couldn't you suggest a threesome? Aren't there friends, other couples that might be adventuresome? Try inviting a girlfriend to join you and then invite one of his friends," he sighed, "If that happens and you casually ask if the men would be interested in doing both your holes, you'll find takers. I am definitely going to be a lot nicer to Drew." He sat up, "I hate to suggest this, but it's going on 11 and we should go through our scenario and Russell's. He got up to put his clothes back on.
Laura could not believe she'd just spent the last hours or two opening up to a man she'd just met 12 hours ago. Of course, she was just about to fuck that same man. "Wait, so we don't fumble around, I mean unless you think missionary would be all that's needed, shouldn't we demonstrate the stability of the mattress in a variety of positions?" She pulled on her teddy, "We could do you on top...me on top...doggy...me on my stomach. I don't know, what do you think?"
"Good point. They'll tape whatever we do and 99% will end up on the cutting room floor, but it would be best to give them a lot to choose from," he said as he grabbed a notepad, "Ok, let's do this," he sketched out a series of five positions and showed them to her.
Laura assumed her position and Drew walked over. Said the lines, kissed and when Laura pulled down his boxers, her sucking was real and the way her hands explored the man's chest and abs was believable. James started to forget why they were here as the gorgeous blonde hungrily attacked his aching cock. "Um, honey, let me return the favor," he said as he extracted his cock from her throat. He kissed the girl with renewed passion before tossing her onto the bed.
Laura landed on her back, giggling and lifted her hips as her 'husband' pulled the teddy off her. She opened her legs wide anticipating his mouth on her newly bare pussy and loudly groaned when his large tongue slid up her slit and flick across her clit. She couldn't believe they'd both been fully aroused for a full half-day and her need for release as increasing. Her pelvis was rocking up and down seemingly trying to press against that face harder. Her fingers stroked and pinched her nipples and she was so close to cumming.



James heard the girl's ragged breathing and how she rocked her pelvis and knew she was close. He slid a finger down and pressed against her slick anus. As he popped inside, Laura cried out and grunted loudly as her pussy ground against his face. His tongue flicked hard against that clit and he had to swallow a ton of fluids.
Laura almost blacked out from the release. She'd been getting hornier, wetter and more eager for this man's mouth and cock and when his tongue stayed on her clit and he pushed a fat finger in her ass, it as too much. She looked down at the man and sighed, "Christ, I needed that." She pulled him up and kissed him, "Look if you need to cum, please do it. We can still rehearse while you recover so don't worry about me. Oh, and I'm on the pill and if you don't have any of the worse STDs we'll be ok." She reached down and lined up the head of his cock, "Ok, imagine Russell yelling 'Action!'" she giggled. As he opened her up and pushed inside her, she loudly groaned, "Oh, fuck! Damn, your cock is big. Yesss, fuck me."
James felt a rush as he pressed his cock against her wet slit. He'd fantasized this might happen, but knew the odds were slim. He assumed as her labia were so swollen that she'd be fairly loose, but as he slid in he was thrilled to feel such a tight pussy. At first, he took it slow, but soon the girl was urging him to fuck her, fuck her hard. He remembered why they were doing this and sighed, "Ok, let's see if we can knock over the wine glasses on the side table."
Laura found she was cumming again and again as this powerful man pounded her from on top, then again when she was on top. She loved those massive hands gripping her flopping tits in that position. They switched to doggy, it seemed like the orgasms came over and over as he drove his fat thumb into the anus as he pounded her cunt. Then she was face down, legs spread wide and his cock was hitting her somewhere she'd never felt before and had the most electric full-body orgasm she'd ever had. Finally, they fucked on their sides, her legs wrapped around his body, one hand gripping that nice breast and the other fingering her ass. This position was the best and had never done it like that and as she came down from another orgasm, she flopped back.
"Holy fuck! How can you last that long? I know we wanted to get through all the positions, but we could have taken a break so you could recover." She kissed him, her tongue battling his, grinding against his cock buried so deep inside her. "I hear Russell yelling cut," she said as she broke the kiss, "and sadly you never came." She pulled away from him and got off the bed.
James had been close to cumming at least a dozen times and groaned, "Wait, what? Where are you going?" He took the girl's hand as she pulled him to her feet.
"We have to go back to the dressing room since we finished the scene." She led him over to the chair where her overnight bag was, pulled out a tube of gel and handed it to him, "Being a good cast member. I need to make sure you are happy with the ending, she knelt down and pressed her face onto the seat, "Make sure you get your cock good and covered as well as my ass."
James felt a huge rush, "Are you sure? I mean I really don't want to hurt you."
"Fuck that and fuck my ass. I want you to take Brett's claim away and take it for yourself." She sighed, "I'll let you know if you hurt me."
He took a towel and cleaned his fingers off, knelt down and pressed his cock against her anus. Finally, he was going to get to feel what so many of his friends raved about. He heard a happy grunt as his cock popped in and he couldn't believe how different this felt. The rectum was tight and smooth, but the way the sphincter gripped his cock was incredible. He heard her grunt out, "Fuck me, fuck me hard. Go on, I love your cock in my ass," and soon was driving into the girl's ass harder and harder.
He reached around and drive fingers into her sopping pussy, grinding against her clit and soon they were both cumming. She screamed out she was cumming right when he cried out, "Oh FUCK! Ugh, ugh, ugh, God yessssssssss." He felt what had to be a gallon of cum being spurted into her ass before collapsing onto her back.
He lay panting on the girl's back thinking he could fall asleep right here when the phone rang. He slithered his still fairly hard cock out of her ass and picked up the receiver, "Hello. Oh, we are so sorry, we changed channels and the volume was a lot louder, Yes, I know. Thanks, I understand. Ok, bye." He started laughing, "I guess they've been getting complaints from the floor above, below and all around us on this floor."
Laura got up, "This is embarrassing. You know they'll be looking through the peepholes when we leave tomorrow." She walked towards the bathroom, "I'm cleaning up and going to bed. I feel bad we disturbed the neighbors." She suddenly stopped, "Wait, I just had the best idea if they wanted to do a sequel to this ad."
***********************************************
They arrived at the studio just after noon and Laura was worried she'd be walking as if she ran a marathon. They did three more walk-throughs on the original ad and two more ad ideas. She saw Drew standing with the marketing woman and a distinguished gentleman.
Drew turned and gave his wife a hug, acting as if she had just returned from the grocery store, "How was it? Did you get your lines down?" He kissed her, "I missed you last night, damn that house is big without you around," he whispered to her.
She kissed him back and nodded, "We have ideas. Perhaps Diane would like to hear what we came up with?"
Drew took James and Laura over and introduced them to the Simpson executives, "Diane you know, this is Walt Keller, CEO. Walt, this is my wife Laura and her co-star, James McNally."
Walt took her hand in both of his, "Damn! I have to tell you after seeing you play the single mother in Crimopolis I managed to get hold of pretty much everything you've been in." He pulled a pad of paper out of his inside pocket, "I know this must get tiring, but can I have your autograph?"
Laura laughed, "I didn't even know I had a fan and had actually only given maybe a dozen autographs before." She took the pad, signed her name and wrote a bit more before handing it back. She thought to herself he could not be real. If they were to cast a CEO, greying temples, tanned, fit, well-tailored they could not have done it any better.
Walt looked at it and grinned, "Thanks. He beamed, "she wrote that she wished she could do an episode with me." He laughed. "Drew said you two had ideas?"
"We have ideas. I know you budgeted for just this one ad, but what if it were a series, you know, an ongoing story." She looked at James as if suggesting he take over.
"Laura came up with this idea, actually early this morning." He told them their idea a prequel, the one they were currently shooting, then a follow-up and then a fourth.
"These could be 30 seconds easily enough and for lower ad-rate times 60 seconds. We imagined someone who looks like you Walt, for the second one." She smiled at him.
Walt looked at Diane, "Let's get Russell over here to see what he thinks. Lady, gentlemen, we're going to discuss this idea and see if we can afford the added amount."
Drew looked at the two, "I hope they do it. This is exactly what I wanted and have been stressing for years while selling mattresses. You guys should probably go back and get ready," he kissed his wife and grinned, "Knock 'em dead...or break a leg."
Laura kissed him, then as she pulled away, she kissed him again, "I hope you are ready for this. It might be tough to watch but we have it down and it is not going to be simulated," she whispered.
"I expected that. I saw how awkward you both looked trying simulated sex was yesterday, almost comical. Relax, I know you. I know this is you playing this all the way. I assumed as much and I assumed you rehearsed last night with that in mind. Look, it's fine. You're an actress and a great one." He kissed her again, "It's what I've always loved about you, a true dedication to your craft."
"I love you so much and I hope you'll not be disappointed," she said feeling tears begin to well up.
Drew watched the two head back to the dressing rooms and saw Diane signal him over.
"Tell me what you think about this," she asked Walt, "We divert about 30% of our annual ad budget into purchasing four 30 second spots during the Super Bowl." She looked over at Drew, "We think this might hit the millions watching plus the millions more who go online to replay best Super Bowl ads."
Walt put a hand on Drew's shoulder, "Plus we offer some longer versions without the censorship, you won't see details as the cameras' focus will be on the foreground with the, um, nudity blurry in the background. What I'm asking is would you be ok with that, as your wife?"
Drew nodded, "She's an actress. I've assumed there will be roles that require her to take off her clothes and as uncomfortable as it makes me feel," he patted his stomach as if it hurt, "I expect it. As long as we're not talking an explicit porn flick."
"Good! Russell, we'll get an actor. Let's get the first shoot wrapped and we'll extend shooting for another day so we can get the others." Diane looked around, "We're not going to leak any of this. No getting the word out to make sure to check out...you know, this has to be a visual surprise, a shock. I want people to remember, to open up a browser and search for these," Diane ordered. As the others went to take care of things, Diane pulled Drew aside, "I know you're hurting seeing your wife naked with another man, and her body out there for all to see, but I thought you should know Walt flew in specifically to see your wife, um, naked." She put a hand on his shoulder, "He'll never act on it, never make any kind of move on your wife, but he couldn't resist. Don't think less of him."
Drew laughed, "I get it. I'd go see a shoot with quite a few actresses if I had the opportunity, it doesn't bother me in the least. He's a fan who happens to be paying for this."
***********************************************
Drew hugged Laura close, "This is going to be incredible. You are going to be famous in the next 4 hours. Oh, sorry James, you too. I was so impressed with how they were able to mask everything yet leave no doubt what you two were doing." He said looking over at the recliner.
"No, you were right the first time. With your wife in the shot, I could be a table lamp. I wanted to thank you for inviting me over for this. I would most likely be sitting my apartment in New York alone tonight," he looked over at the couple leaning close to each other feeling sadness. Since the three days of shooting James had gone out on various dates but never felt the same bonding he'd attained during the time with Laura. He'd tried to get some of the same honesty she'd shown and instead gotten deflections and lies. "You have no idea what you two have," he replied, "I have to admit I'm jealous."
Laura got up and hugged James, "You will always remain one of my closest friends. I want you to know that." She sat on his lap and stroked his face. "We'll get those parts in the McNeal thriller, I know we will, but either way, we'll always be good friends," she kissed him, got up and went back sat back down and pulled Drew close, "Nothing will ever change that." She looked at Drew, "Do you have the ad schedule?"
"I do. Let's see. The first one is during the first time out after the first change of possession or scoring play. The next is during the first half two-minute warning. The third one will be at the start of the third quarter, and then later, during a change of possession timeout, the last one." He tossed down the sheet. "Let's get some more wine before kickoff, James, another beer? Oh, and she's great and all that, but I did let you sit in the best chair so that's not bad consolation."
James laughed, "This is a really nice seat and frankly Laura is a bit boney, so thanks."
Laura threw a handful of popcorn at the man and got up to get more refreshments. "Let's not call the kettle black," she laughed.
They all leaned forward when the game faded out. The first ad came one. Stacy (Laura) and Adam (James) entered the Simpson Scientific Sleep Systems store. The salesman listened to their needs, whether they were side, back, stomach sleepers. Whether they tossed around are tended to stay in the same positions, then rattled off a multitude of technical terms, materials, and construction which faded to white noise as the man pointed to this part or that. Finally, Stacy interrupted, "So, bottom line. Which mattress will accommodate our sleeping styles and since I tend to toss around and he doesn't...?" she asked looking at all the beds. Yawning, Adam nodded in agreement.
The scene cut to the happy couple taking delivery, then later to Stacy, wearing nothing but a tee-shirt and panties climbing into bed, followed by Adam in his boxers. After kissing goodnight, the camera focused on Adam lying on his side through the night with Stacy switching positions constantly. Adam didn't move a millimeter whatever position Stacy moved to. The message scrolled down, "Simpson Scientific Sleep Systems, for those who value a good night's sleep."
"That was good. You looked good, even in that old tee shirt. Where on earth did you find that?" Drew asked. "Man, even five years ago they never would have allowed even that. He looked at his wife's chest, "Your nipples will be etched in everyone's minds after this."
Laura slapped her husband's arm, "It's not like any woman would ever wear a bra to bed, it had to look real."
They watched the game, checking out the other ads but saw none that pushed the envelope like they knew theirs would. Then came the timeout.
They groaned seeing a beer ad, then an ad for some salty snack, then there it was. Stacy came in in an evening dress and quickly grabbed a bag and went offscreen to get changed. When she came back on screen, her dress was gone and the camera showed just her bare shoulders and head. "Honey, are you coming to bed?" A shot of the bedroom door opening, Adam stepping in and abruptly stopping, the camera panning back bringing Laura's bare back into the shot. A view of her barely clad body comes into view as she stands and hugs, then kisses her husband. She gave him a glass of wine.
"Adam, I know it's just been ten years and we've gone through a lot, so many changes. But you have been the one constant. The one thing that I always knew would be there and know always will. I love you so much."
Adam took a sip and kissed his wife, "And you, me. We've gone from eking by, to being tested, to managing, to today, but through it all, you've been a rock. I love you more today than I did ten years ago." He kissed her harder, the passion evident.
Laura looked over at Drew as she and James kissed on the TV, her body blocking where she knew his hand was. She heard the rustling she knew was her crawling onto the bed to put the glasses on the tray, then returning to the edge of the bed, her face in front of the man's crotch. She looked as her hands pulled down the shorts, her head blocking what she was doing, though Adam's bare hips were visible on either side of her head. She could still taste that warm cock in her mouth while watching this. She glanced at Drew whose eyes were glued to the screen.
Drew was remembering the arousal he'd felt watching this couple celebrating their 10th anniversary, both realizing it was his wife and the character in the shoot. It was an incredible feeling of slight jealousy coupled with a strong sense of voyeurism. He remembered his cock throbbing in his pants as it was now.
Laura looked back to the TV as the camera panned back and focused on the two full glasses of wine as the couple flopped onto the bed and began a vigorous love-making session. Their bodies were blurred, and the glasses blocked their torsos, but it was obvious what they were doing. The wine in the glasses barely moved, just periodic waves coming in from the sides. They changed positions and the camera moved this way or that keeping their naked bodies blocked by the two glasses. The audio was nothing more than both breathing heavily with periodic gasps. The couple collapsed and the closing words scrolled down, "Simpson Scientific Sleep Systems, for those who could give a _____ about sleep."
"That was really good," Drew exclaimed, "I mean I thought it was erotic without crossing any lines, realistic and captivating." He looked at both, "This is how I've been selling mattresses for years yet marketing always ignores the various uses of a mattress."
Laura laughed, "I thought it was hot, but what he said. You looked so manly, James, I might be a little wet right now."
James laughed, "I was getting a bit uncomfortable watching, but I agree, it does sell what I consider the most important part of a good bed."
Drew groaned, "Ok, yes, it was hot. I might have felt a bit tight in the pants watching you two," he looked at his wife, "but I wasn't immune to how incredible you two looked during the shoot either."
They watched the game which was actually entertaining and when the next ad came up, they again leaned forward.
Stacy looked up as her husband arrived home and stood to greet him. "Darling, you're home early, everything alright?"
Adam looked worried, "Um, I invited John Hollings over for dinner. I have no idea why I did that, especially without warning you." He kissed his wife, "I know you don't like him but please, please be nice to him. It's down to Tom and me for the district manager position, and I don't have a prayer. Those two play golf every Thursday, but I guess perhaps if we have a nice evening..." James' character said.
"It's fine, I actually have plenty for three, or is it four?" Stacy asked. "I'll be nice to him. I just hate how he always seems to undress me...never mind, I'll put on something nice."
"It's just him. He said his wife is visiting her mother. I hope it's ok since he did sort of hit on you." He looked sadly at his wife.
"It's fine, the day hasn't come where I can't handle a man like him," she said, "I need to change, something sexy, I assume."
Adam opened the door and a distinguished 50-year-old man stepped in, shook Adam's hand and looked over his shoulder.
"Where's that young wife of yours? I hope this didn't inconvenience her," he said. "Oh, there she is," he said as he pushed past Adam.
Stacy was wearing a short sundress, her long legs exposed, her figure accentuated by the slim cut of the dress. It was obvious she had no bra on, but it wasn't quite as obvious as when she had on the tee-shirt. She let herself be hugged by the man a bit longer than a normal greeting, his hand exploring her bare back.
The next scene cut to the three in the family room, John holding a scotch on the rocks, Stacy with a glass of wine sitting next to each other on the sofa.
"I'm sorry, but I have that 6 AM at the plant in the morning. No, sit. Please relax and finish your drink. Stacy, are you going to be ok to entertain our guest?" Adam asked.
Now the camera cuts to Adam, lying on his side sound asleep, his body exactly as he slept in the first ad. It is the same angle used for the wine glass ad. The bedroom door opens and Stacy is trying to fend off John, whispering loudly enough to hear, "He's asleep. Please, you were a true gentleman and saw me to my door, umph..." she stopped as the man pulled her close and kissed her. Her hands were on his chest, but she slowly relaxed and moved her hands behind his head as the kiss continued. His hands dropped below and it was not visible since Adam's sleeping form was in the way, but had to be on her ass.
Stacy made no move to stop him and as the depth of field shrunk making the couple very fuzzy but it was obvious she allowed her dress to be pulled off as she lifted her arms above her head. Her motion indicated she was pulling off his clothes and by the unbroken flesh tones, they both were naked, but any bits were blocked by Adam's shoulder. Then Stacy dropped down and just John was visible, not showing what she was doing, but the position of his arms made it apparent where Stacy was.



John reached down and tossed Stacy onto the bed, on her back and climbed on top of her. During all this action, the sleeping man never moved a millimeter. Again, the couple engaged in vigorous love-making, changing positions until the man got up and left. The message scrolled down, "Simpson Scientific Sleep Systems, when you don't want to disturb the neighbors."
They looked at each other and James spoke up, "You have no idea how tough it was knowing you and Alan were having fun next to me. Good thing the camera didn't show anything below my waist."
Drew laughed, "Or checked out the crew. I've never been on set, but during every shoot, you could hear a pin drop, except for the two of you. Oh, and Diane told me Walt wants to get invited over for dinner."
"I'll bet," Laura said, "He's never made a single move, but he was really attentive throughout the last two days of shooting." She looked over at James. "I took your advice and totally became the character, but now I'm not Stacy, though Walt is really cute."
They finally got to the last timeout and again sat forward as Adam and Stacy held up their wine glasses, "To your promotion. You deserve it. When does it become official?" she asked.
"On the ninth. I still cannot believe I got it. I mean Tom is better qualified, he's got seniority and he plays golf with John. Anyhow, never look a gift horse in the mouth. This will mean a lot since we incurred all those debts a while back," he took a sip. The camera focused on Stacy who had a wistful smile.
They got back home, went to the bedroom and began undressing. Stacy went over to Adam in her bra and panties and hugged him, "I think we should continue celebrating, you know perhaps I could play your new executive assistant?" she cooed.
Adam kissed her, but backed away, "Sweetie, I'd love to, but I have to get over to the plant tomorrow by 6, again. I'm not going to miss this part of my job," he sighed. "Can we try that tomorrow?"
The scene changed to Adam, again on his side in the exact same position as before. Stacy came into the shot apparently from the bathroom wearing her tee-shirt and panties and lay down on her back. Though out of focus, it was obvious what her right hand immediately began doing, and when she sat up and pulled off her top and slid her panties down it became more obvious. The only sound was her breathing getting heavier and heavier as the motion of her arms and hips increased and soon she emitted a series of gasps and then went quiet. The message scrolled down, "Simpson Scientific Sleep Systems, for those who value sleep and for those who value the other important things."
Drew felt his cock throb, "Wow. I still cannot believe you masturbated in front of the entire crew and actually came. I could never do that."
Laura blushed, "I was so hot after spending time with James...Adam, then with you the night after the second day." She looked at James, "I needed sleep, but Drew had other ideas, quite a few come to think of it." She stroked Drew's thigh, "Damn, we need a Simpson. When is ours arriving?"
"It came today when you were picking up James at the airport." He looked over at the man, "We made up the guest room, but apparently Laura has had something on her sexual bucket list she was always too embarrassed to tell me. Care to lend a hand with this?"
***********************************************
"The academy released the nominees for this year's awards and in a surprising twist, relative newcomer Laura Larson was nominated twice in the best actress category. Also, Mossad Mujahideen received 11 nominations..."
"In business news, Simpson went from 4th in sales to 2nd following the controversial series of Super Bowl ads. On a related note, the company announced Drew Larson has been named CIO following the departure of Lawrence McDowell. Interestingly, you may have seen Drew Larson on the arm of the hottest young actress in Hollywood and star of those same ads, Laura Larson."
"Video-sharing giant, TrueTube has reportedly acquired footage of all four shoots of the now-famous Simpson Super Bowl ads and will be offering access to premium subscribers only. In case you've just been rescued from a desert island, this series of four ads starred Laura Larson and James McKinnon in, how shall we say, amorous coupling."
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"You have the window seat," Grant indicated as they entered the first-class cabin and stopped by the third row. He nodded at the two flight attendants, his eyes lingering on the blonde. He briefly thought about hitting on the cute female but thought better of it.
Heidi looked around. She'd never been in first-class and she was amazed how much room there was, in fact, she could easily lie fully back. She took the blanket and the pillow from the flight attendant realizing she'd be asleep in no time. Grant was happy to take her two more times in the night and told her he'd truly never been with a more beautiful woman in his life. He sounded sincere, but she knew any woman lying naked with any man could sincerely be told that. It occurred to her that she may have had more minutes with cock inside her in the last 12 hours than in her entire marriage to Don. He never lasted more than 5 minutes and in many cases just a couple. She quickly stopped thinking about that, feeling guilty arousal. She was not supposed to enjoy this. After they took off, they turned the cabin lights off seeing as this was a very early flight so Heidi covered up, put on the sleep mask and closed her eyes.
As they reached 30,000 feet, Grant looked over at the girl and sighed. He truly hated to give her to that ass Richard. She fucks like a total nympho but reacts like an innocent schoolgirl. Amazing body, amazing sexual appetite. He slid his hand under her blanket and onto her bare leg. She opened her legs up and sighed as his fingers traced her clit through her panties. He whispered to her to take off her panties. He watched as the girl slipped the tiny thong down her legs and hand it to him before lying back and pulling the blanket up to her neck. She made no move to stop him when he reached under her cover and pulled the straps off her shoulders and the top of the sundress down, releasing her bare breasts. "Show me. Show me and anyone who is looking at you those great tits of yours." He whispered.
Heidi pulled up the mask, opened her eyes and looked around the cabin. She felt an incredible rush thinking about being basically naked in a plane full of people and sighed. She looked around and saw no one was looking, so she pulled down the blanket exposing those creamy-white mounds before pulling it back up to her neck. She almost came feeling the cloth slide across her aroused nipples but pulled the sleep mask across her eyes, laid back and allowed Grant to explore her body.
"Do not for any reason remove your mask until we land. Got it?" He whispered, "You'll comply with whatever I tell you to do and you'll allow me to do what I want? Ok?" He saw her blush intensely but nod which made his cock swell. "Good girl." He slid his hand under her blanket wished he could get her to climb on his lap. Grant's hand explored every part he could reach. Her breathing was ragged as he pinched her nipples and stroked her wet slit. He thought he might need to cover her mouth when his fingers pinched her clit or penetrated her cunt. He heard rustling across the aisle and saw the two men leaning forward to get a better look. He lifted the blanket away from her chest and saw their grins. He whispered to the girl, "Be right back. Too much coffee earlier." He got up, carefully covering the tent in his pants with his jacket as he headed to the lav. He nodded to the man across the aisle and winked before glancing over at Heidi.
Jason had thought flying out to California with his sales manager was going to be a real yawner, but seeing an opportunity, he never hesitated. As soon as the lav door closed he slipped across the aisle and took the older man's seat. He looked over at the frustrated Phil and grinned while sliding his hand over the blanket on the girl's thigh and up across her mound. When she let out a low moan her continued up onto her large breast. He could feel how erect her nipple was through the cloth and needed to feel her flesh. He slid his hand under the girl's blanket and onto that huge tit he glimpsed earlier. "Wow!" He mouthed to his companion, "fucking huge!" He turned his attention back to the gorgeous blonde and lifted the blanket to see more closely that perfect body. He held up the cloth and leaned back so Phil could see what he was missing. He then turned his attention back to the girl and explored both breasts having never felt any that large without being fake, but these were so obviously real, as they were so soft, so pliable. He thought he'd better explore the girl's body a bit more, so he slid his hand down and as his fingers crossed her navel, he felt her legs open expectantly. His cock was straining in his pants and as fun as this was, he thought about the frustration of no release, or worse yet, cumming in his pants. But logic was not going to prevail and there was no stopping his explorations as he combed through that soft patch of pubic and down into the wet slit. He slipped his middle finger inside her and sighed feeling how slick, how tight, and how hot this cunt was. He pushed in deeper feeling her pelvis lift in response and began finger-fucking her. Jason pulled out hearing her breathing getting more rapid and slid up and gently pinched her hard clit. Her hips jerked against his fingers, but he slid back up and grabbed a tit when he thought she was close.
"Damn it, Grant, stop teasing. I need to cum. Please? I'll let you fuck me any way you like when we get to the hotel," Heidi whispered. She reached over to feel the older man's cock, but rather than wool dress pants she felt khakis and realized Grant wasn't the one pleasuring her. She hesitated before spreading her blanket over the strange man's lap and unzipping his pants. She extracted his hard rod and felt her first non-circumcised penis. She explored the foreskin and wondered how it would feel and if he'd taste different. She then gripped his cock and stroked the entire length while wishing she could climb onto his lap.
Grant exited the restroom and momentarily stopped, seeing the man across the aisle sitting in his seat, his hand between her legs, an obvious tent bouncing up and down as Heidi fisted his cock. As he approached his row the man looked up and quickly yanked his hand out from beneath the blanket. Grant smiled at him. "Sorry if I shocked you, Grant White." He stuck out his hand.
"Um, Jason Davis. Sorry, I wanted to say hi to your..."
"Wife. That's fine. She said she wanted to get some sleep, so I'd be glad to swap seats since I'm somewhat of a conversationalist. If you don't mind, I'll chat with your traveling companion." He sat down and introduced himself to Phil.
Jason felt his hand being pulled back under the blanket and guided between the beautiful blonde's legs. He knew what she wanted and slid two fingers into her pussy and as he pumped in and out, he ground against her nub. She was incredibly wet and had they been in bed he would have wasted no time shoving his cock into her. Her soft hand was driving him crazy and he kept trying to focus on pleasing the girl so he wouldn't cum.
Heidi had never felt so aroused in her life getting groped by not only a stranger but a man she had never seen and cannot see. She suddenly wanted to giggle realizing she knew his name but not what he looked like. His uncircumcised cock was so fat and hard she knew he had to be just as excited. The man apparently alternated between focusing on pleasuring her and enjoying what she was doing bringing her almost to climax over and over. It seemed every time she was about to cum she let out a low moan so he stopped stroking her. She thought about releasing his cock so she could cum, but that would be simply rude. She desperately tried to let herself go and felt the intensity beginning to peak when he suddenly put his hand on hers to stop her so he wouldn't cum on the blanket. On an impulse, she leaned over the armrest knowing she'd be exposing her bare chest and climbed under his blanket. She felt frustration as her imminent orgasm faded feeling his fingers leave her twat. Her tongue circled the fleshy foreskin before pushing her lips over his cock. She liked the taste and aroma and wondered if it were possible to climb onto his lap.
Jason couldn't believe his luck as the gorgeous blonde wrapped her lips around his cock. He saw Phil staring at the bobbing head under the blanket, his jaw slack. Her husband acted like nothing was happening and continued to chat with Phil after glancing over. The female flight attendant simply grinned at him as she walked down the aisle. The blonde's right breast just happened to flop into his slick hand as he leaned back. He worked her juices into that hard nipple and with her great cock-sucking skills and that silky-smooth skin he felt the world spin. He held her head onto his cock and exploded in a sudden and intense climax, his aching balls and cock intensely spasming. He lifted his hips off the seat and shot spurt after spurt of cum down the girl's gulping throat. He never had a thought about letting her pull off knowing he'd never see her again and loved how she initially resisted but gave in to her fate. Finally, he collapsed back, released her head and enjoyed her mouth and tongue bathing and cleaning up any residue before climbing off him and lying back in her seat. He started to reach back between her legs and felt a tap on his shoulder.
Phil couldn't take it anymore and when Grant got up saying he wanted to see about getting coffee, he immediately jumped up and pulled Jason out of the seat. "Um, if it's alright I'd like to see the view out this side of the plane." He eagerly sat down, lifted the blanket and looked at the near-naked girl. Huge fleshy mounds spilling over her chest and below her bunched up dress golden blonde bush on top of her pronounced mons. He drank in the valley between her nice hips and imagined kneeling on the floor, his face buried against that beautiful pussy. He lowered the cover and felt the right breast, then the left. He felt her hand grab his and pull it down between her legs. His cock throbbed realizing she knew he was not her husband and a total stranger and wanting him to please her.
Grant came back holding his cup and nodded at Phil before sitting down next to Jason. "I see you got Phil to take my seat. She was no problem, was she? She likes to put her head on your lap when she naps, which can be a problem if she drools in her sleep. I'd hate to think she might have spoiled your flight."
Jason looked at the man and smiled, "No, not at all. She's a great traveling companion. You've been married a while?"
Grant looked over and saw Heidi's head under Phil's blanket, "A few years, let's see? Fours years this July 10th. Wow! Hard to believe it's been that many years."
Jason looked over and saw Phil had both hands on the girl's blanket-covered head, hips thrusting, head back as he gasped out an obvious orgasm. After fastening his pants back up, he headed for the lavatory to clean up. As the girl sat back wiping her mouth, the male flight attendant came down the aisle checking if everyone was ready for landing.
"Please put your seats in the upright position, store your trays back and fasten your seat belts. Miss, is your seatbelt fastened?" He leaned over and lifted the blanket, "Here, let me get that for you." He sat down and lifted the girl's bare ass off the seat and grabbed the belts, "These are sometimes tricky." He pulled the dress down after memorizing that great looking pussy before buckling her seat belt. He then pulled her dress back up and helpfully smoothed the fabric out covering her breasts with his hands. He raised the seatback to the upright position then sat back. "There, you're all set. I hope you fly with us again." He smiled looking at the blushing girl before getting up and continuing his rounds.
Grant came back to his seat. "I hope you got some sleep. Richard wants me to drop you off on my way to the hotel. Apparently, he's going to be busy tonight and wants to meet with you earlier."
Heidi groaned and pulled off her mask, "You planned this, didn't you?" She looked angrily at the man, "You knew those men would touch me and get me feeling horny and leave me hanging. Then when you give me to that bastard Lock he'll have me all wet and ready to go." She looked around wondering who saw her naked and whose cocks she sucked. She glared at Grant and whispered angrily, "I might be acting like a whore for this, but I am in no way enjoying the humiliation." She looked out the window before turning back, "And if I remember right, the proposition was for me to whore myself out to just Richard, no one else. I'm feeling taken advantage of."
"Don't get all self-righteous. You told Jimmy and me you could be a good whore so that your husband gets the commission for the sale. You are doing what it takes to earn the commission. Do you want to renege on your agreement? Just tell your husband you couldn't go through with it? That way you can tell yourself you didn't whore yourself out, you just fucked and sucked a few men because you're a slut?" Grant glared at the girl, "And look. You think I am thrilled with watching you suck those guys cocks and knowing I'll get none of that? Though, come to think of it. I might get you to suck my cock in the limo on the way over, in fact, yes. Since until I drop you off, you're mine. So, your call. Are you in or out?"
Heidi looked at the angry man, her anger fading as the thrill of being used took over. She tried to hide it, "I'll do what you demand. I don't have to enjoy it, but if that's what you want..." She wished she could rub her pussy thinking about all the cocks she'd tasted recently and how many more she might be allowed to taste.
******************************************************
Grant winked at the limo driver as he relished the blonde's mouth on his cock. "Heidi, perhaps you should pull off your dress and let our driver get a good look at you. A good whore like you should consider marketing herself." He said loudly enough for the driver to hear.
Heidi glared at the man but leaned back anyhow and pulled off her dress. She looked back at the driver whose eyes were wide open and staring. She went back to sucking on the current man who 'owned' her feeling the ultimate humiliation. The taste of Grant's cock was great but knowing another man was looking at her bare ass...pussy was a bit unnerving. She knew it was impossible, but her exposure made her think that someone could come up behind her and take advantage of her exposed holes. As she got into sucking on Grant's cock, unconsciously she found herself opening her legs, arching her back and exposing her twat even more to the driver. She truly wished he would stop the car, get in and slam his cock into her pussy. Hell, even her ass. She'd been wanting attention between her legs for hours now and as she sucked on that hard cock, her pelvis was humping air.
The driver was being really careful to keep watching the road but seeing that white ass with those glistening pink lips made him want to pull out his cock and jerk off as he drove. He had thoughts of pulling over and asking if he could have a turn, but unless the man who owned this whore offered her he wasn't going to do that. He looked at where they were and announced, "Sir, we're five minutes out. You might want to, um, finish soon."
Grant grabbed the girl's hair, closed his eyes and began fucking the girl's mouth in earnest. The sounds of slurping and smacking filled the cabin and in a minute or so he felt his balls throb and exploded into her mouth. He could hear her gasping for air, but he reveled in the feelings of power and control as she swallowed all his cum. He finally released the girl and patted her back as she coughed trying to clear her lungs. "Sorry, it felt so good I couldn't resist."
Heidi finally was able to breathe and pulled back coughing. She spit out cum and saliva and gasped for air. She slapped the man on his leg and croaked, "Christ, you were choking me. If you'd held off a minute longer, I'd have suffocated." She took the bottle of water the man offered and took a few gulps.
Grant handed the girl her dress and pulled her thong out of his pocket, then pulled up and zipped his pants. "We're pulling up now. Nice place. Oh, here, you probably should use this before you kiss one of our better customers." He said as he handed her a bottle of mouthwash.
Heidi looked out and saw they were pulling into a long, palm tree-lined driveway and quickly threw on her dress and thong. She took a swig, swished out her mouth and spit it into the water bottle. She looked at Grant and whispered, "I hate you. I don't like men who treat me like that. Plus, I've given three men release now and all of you bastards simply left me hanging."
The man smiled at her, "You told me you were doing this out of duty to your husband. A true whore's job depends on focusing on the client. Making him happy, satisfying him. Are you saying you're doing this for your own pleasure? And better get used to being treated like a piece of meat. You'll think of me as being saintly if what I hear about Richard is true. Now put on a happy face. I'll pick you up in the morning. Remember, make him happy. Be a good little whore and your husband will get a nice check and keep his job. No pressure."
Heidi looked at the man and at the house shuddering. 'Is it possible he's worse than how Grant just fucked my mouth?' She thought back to the dinner she'd been at with Don and remembered how he looked at her, touched her and what he said. As the driver opened the door she looked ruefully at Grant and forced a smile. She accepted her bag and rolled it to the front door.
******************************************************
Richard had been watching as the limo drove up. He'd been hungry to get his hands on Don's wife for months and when the man missed the lunch appointment, rather than just call him, he decided to threaten taking his business elsewhere knowing Grant would come through. He didn't rise from tenements in Queens to one of the richer men in San Diego by not only seizing opportunities but creating them. His stomach felt the anticipation of the next 24 hours. The plans he had for this young tease, the ways he'd take her made his cock throb. He stood back as Gerald opened the door and escorted the girl in. "Let me take your bag. I'm so happy you agreed to meet with me. I fondly remember our one other meeting. I assume you are hungry, so I had lunch prepared. Gerald will take your bag to the back."
Heidi was surprised how nice Richard was as she handed over the handle to her bag who handed it to his man. She looked around and saw nothing but normalcy. There were pictures on the mantle. Flowers on the coffee table, nothing to think that this was anything but a normal household. She looked at the man, not as bad looking as she remembered, perhaps not as old. Perhaps this wasn't going to be the horror that Grant intimated. She was impressed when he held her chair like a true gentleman and the entire lunch was pleasant. He asked her about her schooling, her degree in finances and why she never pursued it. He asked about Don and how they got together. Heidi thought this might not be so bad after all, but then she saw that same look he'd had on his face after a few drinks. His eyes didn't just flick across her body, they drifted down and stopped at her cleavage, her breasts, flicked back and forth openly. Grant insisted she wear no bra and this sundress was not designed to be worn without something. She felt her nipples respond involuntarily.
Richard looked at the perfect blonde and imagined her sitting there naked and then realized he didn't have to imagine, "Tell me, what did you expect would happen here? Yes, Marie, coffee would be great." He looked over at the blonde, his blonde, "coffee?" he nodded to the girl, dismissing her. "Tell me explicitly what you think will happen in the next 24 hours."



Heidi watched the young girl head back to the kitchen thinking how open and honest she should be. She considered how far she'd gone out of her comfort zone on the last day and looked back at the man, "I expect you'll tell me what to do. I expect to comply. I expect you'll try to humiliate me, and you'll take me however you want," she looked at the man, "but I don't think you'll make me scream like you promised last time we met. I'm happily married to Don and while I'll not say no to anything you tell me to do, but I'm not here to get pleasure out of it." She scowled at Richard, "I know what you did. If Don forgot about meeting you, you could have called him. Instead, you used this as leverage to get me to whore myself out. Well, here I am."
"It appears to have worked, and yes, you're here. You don't need to lie to me. Look at those nipples and I'll bet if you check that sweet cunt of yours, you're already wet. I'll make you a promise. You'll always look back on today as the best sex you've ever had. We'll see, then let's start, shall we?" He slid his chair back, "Take off your dress and let's see what you have to offer. I've been thinking about seeing you naked since your husband decided to bring you to our dinner." He was pleased how quickly the girl stood up even though Marie was pouring the coffees and Gerald was over by the door.
Heidi knew she was blushing and knew he hoped she would balk at getting naked while his help was around but didn't want to give him the pleasure. As Marie poured the coffee, she pulled her dress over her head and stared at the man ignoring Gerald and Marie.
"Here, I'll take that," Marie said, admiring the blonde. She accepted the dress and watched as the girl looked down at her thang covered pussy before sliding them down her legs. "Shoes and thong too, yes thanks. You'll get all these back tomorrow." The girl said. She smiled knowingly at Mr. Lock and carried the girl's clothes out. She hoped her boss would share her this time. She also hoped the blonde was reluctant to lick her pussy. 'Nothing feels better than one of those stuck-up bitches with their tongue in my twat,' she thought.
"Nice. Christ, you're perfect. Turn around, let's see that ass. Do you like getting a hard cock up there?" Richard asked.
"I'm not sure that matters. I'm yours and it doesn't matter if I like it," the young blonde said softly.
"Come over here. Let me feel those tits," he grinned. Seeing she was unsuccessfully trying to walk smoothly so her huge tits didn't bounce and that she was blushing furiously he anticipated taking all her holes. This was going to be a great night, he thought. His eyes drifted to the narrow waist, her nice wide pelvis and her soft golden bush. He'd have ample opportunity to confirm, but he could see she had a perfectly smooth clamshell pussy which was his favorite.
Heidi shuddered as if his gaze was physically grazing across her skin. As she approached his chair, he spun a quarter turn to face her, his legs opened up inviting her between them. She closed her eyes expecting rough hands to grope and probe her but instead felt the soft back of his hand pressing against the side of her left breast. Then she remembered that he did the same thing when she was to his left at dinner. Don had excused himself for a call with another customer leaving her alone with this man. He'd told her he'd make her scream and Don would be taken care of at work if she came to his hotel room. At the time, it seemed simply impossible and yet here she was. Don will be rewarded with his commission and she would be this man's sexual plaything. She wasn't going to scream, though the unwelcome throbbing in her crotch and the image of the fairly sizeable bulge his pants she'd seen as she came over made her unconsciously lick her lips.
Richard looked at those creamy breasts, the pale pink nipples hardened and excited. He could smell her arousal knowing he wouldn't have to force her to do anything. Her breathing was deeper than normal and as his thumb traced her areola, he saw her nipples harden even more, her knees buckle slightly, and she emitted a soft moan with each breath. He reached up with his other hand and cupped her right breast, pressing his thumb against her eraser size nipple, rolling it under the pad of his thumb. Her response was immediate. She unconsciously leaned into his hands, a red flush spread down her neck and across her upper chest. He slid his left hand down feeling her flawless smooth skin onto her ass. It felt even better than when he was in Alabama. He'd shaken hands with Don and as the man turned, he'd reached around and stroked his wife's ass. This ass. He remembered jerking off which he rarely ever needed to do, imagining this blonde babe with her face buried in the pillow, ass raised eagerly welcoming him...begging him to fuck her however he wanted.
Heidi felt like she was approaching an orgasm and the man hadn't even touched her between her legs. She felt momentary panic as his hands slid down hoping her body wouldn't betray her. As he stroked her ass, she thought back to the restaurant and her disgust with the liberties he'd taken, and the feeling of powerlessness since she couldn't actually protest to anyone. On the other hand, she was eager to get Don's cock inside her when they got home, and she'd had the most tingling she ever felt before. She actually had the urge to pull his hands between her legs or to drop to her knees and pull out his cock and taste it when she was jolted back to reality.
Richard dropped his hands and turning the girl he ordered, "Ok, go back and have a seat before our coffee gets cold. Do you drink yours black?"
Heidi staggered back, turned and headed back to sit down, "Um, black. I don't take anything." She mumbled. 'Christ! How the hell did I almost beg this piece of shit to fuck me?' She resisted reaching down to feel how wet she was but realized she didn't have to feel the slickness between her thighs. She sat and put her napkin in her lap surreptitiously wiping her legs.
After they finished their coffees and a small dessert Richard stood and nodded to Gerald.
"Madam, if you'd accompany me to the back of the house, I'm sure you'd like to shower and freshen up. I'll show you to your room." He held out his hand to the naked girl. Mr. Lock had had many women in this house, many who'd without question stripped naked, but he'd never seen a more perfect female form in real life. Perhaps in magazines or in film, but he'd always suspected special lighting, filters or other enhancements were employed. On top of that, she radiated both innocence and lust. It was a strange juxtaposition as if she had a cartoon devil and angel each urging her to follow their powerful suggestions. As he led her to the back of the house, he hoped Mr. Lock would send her to his room when he was done with them as he often did.
Heidi padded down the tiled hallway feeling mortified being led naked through a strange house by a perfect stranger. She looked around as she entered the room and saw that it was actually two rooms, though the divider looked strange in here. It was a wrought-iron fence from floor to ceiling not actually blocking the view from either side. She heard Gerald tell her the bathroom with towels was to her left, the dresser and closet had her clothes, not that she'd be needing them, and to let him know if there is anything she needed. She thanked him and headed into the bathroom thinking a shower would feel good.
As she was drying herself off, she felt like kicking herself having not gotten herself off, but two things stopped her. She knew Gerald would still be in the bedroom waiting for her and he'd know what she was doing if she took too long in there. Also, something inside her didn't want to somehow give Richard the satisfaction of knowing he'd aroused her. She wanted to look like all this was if not torture, at least a total inconvenience to her. She was actually a bit taken back by his actions. He'd been gentle, almost loving when he caressed her. She'd expected him to be rougher, to immediately toss her on the bed and take her. Maybe this won't be so bad...actually might be tender, loving.
She wrapped the towel around her and left the bathroom. Gerald was still there as she suspected and strangely enough, she now felt even more naked just covered by the towel, even though he'd seen all of her already. She started to go over to the dresser to find her underwear, but she felt a hand on her arm.
"Madam, please step over here if you would." He said firmly taking her by the arm.
He led her around the divider, and she noticed cuffs attached above and started to pull back, but his firm hand pushed her back against the metal. Soon she found herself spread-eagled, wrists up high and her ankles wide apart. She looked panicked at the man, "Why are you doing this? What are you going to do?"
"Relax, I'm following Mr. Lock's orders. No one is going to hurt you, in fact, many of the girls he brings home ask to be put here. Now you won't be needing this anymore." He pulled the towel off and took it back to the bathroom and hung it up. He came back and pulled a Velcro strap around her forehead keeping her from being able to turn her head.
Heidi was feeling increasing panic as the cool air wafted across her naked breasts, her damp crotch and her ass. 'My ass, wait, my ass feels open, spread open. Shit, this is a sex wall. My holes are accessible to anyone, and I'm powerless, I hate being powerless,' she shuddered. She heard Gerard come back in, but now behind the divider. "Wait! Stop! What are you doing?" She blurted out as she felt cool gel being shoved into her rectum. "Oh, God." She cried. Then she gasped as a fat object was eased up inside her
The manservant came around wiping off his fingers, "You'll thank me soon enough for that little intrusion, but maybe not. Maybe you like it rough," he said as he gently slapped her breasts. "Yes, I'll bet you do. Anyhow, what you have up that great ass of your is a butt-plug. It will make getting fucked there a whole lot less painful, though I can't really guarantee it will be pain-free." His hand slid between her legs and her mortification was complete feeling his finger penetrate her so easily. She saw his knowing leer as he roughly fingered her.
"Damn! That excites you. Maybe I should remove the butt-plug so you'll enjoy more pain. You really are a horny little thing, aren't you? Mr. Lock told be how you are here under duress, but hell! I think that's just an act." He pulled his finger out and grinned as the girl instantly opened her mouth and cleaned off the juices. "Well, I think you're ready. I'll go get Mr. Lock. Have fun." He looked around the room to confirm the recording lights were on the video cameras. He knew she couldn't see them from where she was, but even if she did, it's not like she has any say in it. He glanced down to the one in the floor knowing that was the one he'd use the most of when he edited the final cut for Mr. Lock.
Heidi pulled on the Velcro cuffs on her wrists, tried to turn her head, but they were much too well made. Her ass stung with the foreign object shoved up there, but maybe Gerald was right, she felt excitement, maybe anticipation. She internally slapped herself and told her this was degrading, humiliating and that she was a married woman. She saw the bedroom door open and Richard wearing a bathrobe, come in.
"I'll have to reward Gerald later, he is so valuable. Look at you, all excited and ready for fun. Your chest is already flushed and your nipples are rock hard. So, what do you think of my invention? It allows me and my guests total access to eager little sluts like yourself. Your cunt is wide open and easily accessible, but what I'm most proud of is the positioning of the bars against your ass. They spread the cheeks wide, which I'm sure a horny slut like you can appreciate. There are steps on either side so you can enjoy a good face-fucking. I really hope you like it, if not, feel free to cry out, the room is totally soundproof." He grinned at the panicked, yet slightly panting girl.
He reached out and pulled on a hard nipple and saw her eyes close in pleasure, "Damn! Go on. Ask me to fuck you. Beg me," he laughed. He ran his hand up the inside of her thighs and held up a glistening finger. "Want to tell me again how you don't want this? I'll believe you. Really." He licked the juices off his finger, "Since you've been such a good sport so far, I'll let you decide where I should put my cock first." He undid his robe and shrugged it onto the floor.
Heidi was stunned. She'd seen and handled many cocks, but this was the biggest by far and it was still flaccid. Her eyes were glued to the pulsing member dangling between the legs of a man with an impressive body. Richard was in shape. Six-pack abs, narrow waist, but her attention was drawn to at least eight inches of plump meat hanging off to one side as his ball sack was huge. He was circumcised and the head was like a small fist. She shuddered thinking about that in her ass, but even as her pussy throbbed in anticipation, she wondered if he'd permanently damage her vagina. She jerked her eyes up hearing the man's voice, "I'm sorry, what did you say?"
"I'll never get over the look on a girl's face the first time she sees what she gets to have. I asked you where you wanted me. Start with your tight cunt? Ass? Perhaps you'd like me to fuck those perfect lips of yours. My favorite is to fuck a nice tight cunt, move to the even tighter ass and finish in the girl's mouth, but I'll let you make the call." He slid his middle finger into her mouth making a fucking motion, "Oh I get it." He laughed she sucked eagerly on his finger, "sure, mouth it is."
He easily climbed up and pressed his cock against her lips. She opened her mouth tasting the fat cock. Initially, it was a comfortable fit, but as he pushed in and out of her mouth, she had to open her jaw wider. She panicked, wondering if it would get too large but she was able to accommodate the mass with her jaw fully opened. She was pleased that he'd also showered and enjoyed the feeling of her mouth stuffed with such a massive amount of flesh. Her lips wrapped around the shaft, her tongue bathed the fat rod as he drove his cock against her face. She opened her gullet as that huge head pressed against the back of her throat, and then past that and soon felt the tickling pubes against her lips. She felt a surge of pride thinking she could take so much cock down her throat.
Richard was amazed at how much of him the girl could take. Just about every girl he'd had here had gagged on just a third of his shaft in their mouths. He definitely didn't want to cum in her mouth, but no girl had ever swallowed so much of his cock before, in fact as he fucked her face he felt his balls smack her chin and her lips press against his pubic bone. He gripped the bars and began taking long strokes in and out of her mouth, being careful not to bruise her lips as he wanted them to be available tonight. Soon he felt that familiar boiling in his balls so he reluctantly pulled out of her mouth and climbed down. "Damn girl, Don is one lucky man. You are the best fucking cock-sucker I've ever been with. I'd love to cum down your throat, but let's save that for later. I have some other holes to try out." He stepped between her legs, pressed the head against the wet slit and felt her open up as he thrust his hips hard against her.
"Aaaahhhhhh, Oh God, wait. Slow down." Heidi felt the searing pain as her vagina was being opened up more than it ever had. She briefly thought about begging him to stop and felt tears running out of her eyes, "I know you want to fuck me, and I hate to tell you this, but you are too big. It hurts. Please take it slow." She felt him pull out and gently push back in. She gritted her teeth as he continued to penetrate her more and more and she suddenly realized the feelings were still incredibly intense, but rather than intense pain, there was a growing tingling. That tingling she once desired but now tried to fight. Inside she was experiencing a tantalizing turmoil. Part of her wanted to give in and feel these incredible tingles grow and explode. Another part dreaded rewarding this horrible man who was using her for his pleasure. She was married, she loved Don. She was forced to let this man fuck her, but in no way was she going to enjoy it. Oh, Christ! There was a lot to not enjoy.
Richard was gripping a breast as his fucking picked up speed and intensity. He was aware that the girl was getting excited but fighting it. He could hear her grunting in pleasure with every thrust but then she must have been aware of that and stopped. He pinched and rolled her nipple as he speared her harder and harder, grinning when he felt and heard which internal argument lost out.
"Oh fuck! God damn it, fuck me! Fuck my pussy, you fucking asshole. I fucking hate you. Holy fuck! Your cock is fucking huge." She cried out, not realizing she was saying this out loud. Her body took over and she was dimly aware she was loudly grunting as her pussy was being pounded, but she no longer cared as waves of pleasure coursed through her. The intense tingling became a burning, her nerves on fire as she came over and over. She felt sweat all over her body and she was now staying up solely because of the restraints and Richards cock inside her. She groaned in disappointment and actually heard herself beg when he pulled out. "No, so close...so close..." She pleaded now feeling her, what? 4th orgasm coming on?
Richard felt total glee hearing the girl give in. He knew that she as had many other girls would never be satisfied with their boring, under-endowed mates. He knew that every time he'd meet Don, they'd both know who truly satisfied his wife. He'd seen men's wives look at his crotch longer than they should and their husbands looking angry. He was close to cumming and as much as he'd have loved to climb up and jet his load down her throat, that ass beckoned. He pulled out and kissed the panting girl, "Don't fret. I guarantee you'll have plenty of cocks tonight. I'm not done fucking the sweet cunt of yours. Also, I would love to get that mouth on my cock again." He shook his head, "No wonder Don missed the lunch date, he was probably exhausted from fucking all these tight holes."
Heidi knew what he wanted as he walked around behind her. She felt her ass was sticking out obscenely and gritted her teeth waiting for the invasive finger or cock.
Richard admired that ass he'd fantasized about. He reached out and cupped those cheeks. "Do you have any idea what you have here? I mean my God! You have the perfect ass. Round tight little globes just begging to be grabbed. I'll bet men cop a feel all the time, don't they? Oh yeah, I remember. I knew I had to be here someday." He slipped the plug out and tossed it aside. Her ass was still gaping wide as he slathered gel on his cock before pressing against her anus. "Relax. Trust me, by the end of today you'll be able to handle this and more." He felt the tight ring loosen and easily slid into the girl's rectum. "Oh my God!" He reached through the bars and gripped as much of those mounds as he could, "You like that, don't you? I'll bet you act sweet and innocent in public, but begging to get fucked when your alone with men aren't you?" He listened to the girl grunting with each stroke and reached down to play with her clit, "Come on, tell me. You've already quit the sweet innocent routine, tell me you like getting your tight ass fucked." His fingers rapidly flicked over her clit as her hips responded eagerly. "You want me to stop? Are you really the sweet little girl? If you tell me you really are just a young innocent I'll stop and I won't touch you the rest of your stay. Or tell me you're mine to do what I want with and I'll make sure you feel everything you desire." He took his hand away from her cunt and began slowly withdrawing from her rectum. "Go on, say it. Say you're mine and you're nothing but a little slut, my slut."



"No, stop, please fuck me. I'm yours to do with what you want. Fuck my ass. I'm a slut, your slut. I need your cock, please don't stop." Heidi heard herself say, "Fuck me, please fuck me."
"I like that," he said as he shoved his cock back into her ass. "I like hearing you say you're mine. I'll remember that when I fly in quarterly to renew the orders. Maybe I'll bring my son. He needs to learn what it takes to run the business."
Richard looked over at a camera and winked. He couldn't wait to send a copy of this to Don. He reached down and pinched that hard clit and felt the girl's body writhe, "That's what you want, isn't it?" He pulled on her nipple as he went back to slamming into the best ass he'd ever seen. He could hear the orgasmic grunts as the blonde gave in totally and he had a sudden thought, "Gerald, please come in here." He stroked the girl's twat, "I'm thinking you'd prefer a nice cock inside you while I'm fucking your ass."
Heidi was stunned as she heard herself respond, "Yes, God yes." She watched as the manservant pulled off his clothes and walked over to the divider. He also had a very nice cock, but she wondered to herself if there were any other kinds. She eagerly opened her mouth as he climbed up and pressed his dangling cock in front of her. She tasted a lot of precum and felt the fleshy rod pulse as she sucked hard on the growing cock. For years she craved cock in her mouth, especially a semi-hard cock she brought to full-hardness. She loved feeling Gerald's cock enter her throat, his heavy balls slap against her chin, but she knew she wanted him inside her pussy and was happy when he pulled out, climbed down and pressed against her wet slit. "Oh yes, that's what I need, fuck me, both of you." She grunted as the two men slammed into her holes dimly remembering she was married and had always been faithful...to, um, Don. The stimulus got to be too much with her holes being pounded, her nipples pinched hard and when the peaking feelings between her legs exploded she thought she heard a girl screaming as everything went dark.
******************************************************
Heidi was aware of a cool damp cloth on her skin and she opened her eyes and looked around. Nothing looked familiar "What happened?" She put her hands over her face, "Oh Christ. I said all those things then I passed out." She looked at the manservant and Marie who were taking a cool washcloth to her naked body. "I'm sorry I passed out, was Mr. Lock upset?"
Gerald laughed, "Upset? I think he prefers it that way, though I prefer my women aware of me when I'm fucking them." He grinned at her, "Don't worry. It didn't deter me. You have an incredibly tight pussy, did you know that?" He looked at Marie, "Anyhow, I'll leave you to getting Heidi ready for dinner and after." He leaned down and kissed her, "You should rest," he whispered, "To be honest Mr. Lock is not all that concerned that you get enough sleep tonight. I'll see you later Heidi."
Heidi had a sudden thought. She's not been called by her name since she arrived. She'd been almost dismissed as a person and treated as an object. She looked at Gerald and saw a flickering of tenderness as he turned and left the room. She wondered what getting ready meant and not getting sleep. She looked at Marie who was laying out what looked like a dress. She allowed herself to be led into the bathroom where she saw a steaming tub.
Marie didn't let the gorgeous blonde wash herself, but stripped down and climbed in. She savored the silky feel of that pale skin as she had the girl stand back up. She couldn't wait until this evening, at least she hoped Mr. Lock keeps his promise. That tight pussy, that mouth, those breasts. So impressive. Her fingers probed the girl's twat, ass and everywhere else. When she finished she instructed the girl to rinse off before pulling her out of the tub. After drying her off, she couldn't stop herself. She pulled the girl into an embrace, her hand stroking a breast, lips pressed against hers. She was pleasantly surprised to fell the girl's mouth open up instantly and welcome her tongue.
Heidi had never kissed a girl before, but any resistance to sex had long been pounded out of her by various men. She was now compliant with whatever anyone wanted and allowed herself to be led back onto the bed. She didn't need to be told as she kissed her way down the girl's body, spending time sucking on the tiny hard nipples, squeezing her small tits while pushing her stomach back against the humping pussy. She's tasted just one twat before and that was just yesterday. She could not believe just 30 hours ago she was so innocent.
Marie gently prodded the blonde to continue down her stomach and onto her patch of course pubic hair. She opened her legs wide as the girl kissed her way down and between her legs. "That's it, Blondie. There, oh yessss, oh, oh," she moaned as Heidi's tongue flicked between her labia, opening her up before penetrating her. The girl knew what she was doing as she probed inside her, flicked her tongue against her clit and explored down to her anus. "Christ girl, you've munched carpet before. There! That's it," she sighed as she opened her legs wider and pulled the girl's face harder against her.
Heidi felt the girl's pussy hump against her face as she licked harder and when she found her mouth being guided onto the hard nub, attacked it with her rigid tongue. She gripped the girl's ass, sucked the hard clit between her teeth and flicked her tongue against it. Her hips ground hard as she came, flooding Heidi's face as she spurted cum.
Marie was shocked. She'd never cum like that before. The bed was soaked as was the cute blonde. Her hair was matted and cum was dripping off her grinning face. "Oh wow! That was incredible. I'd love to meet the girl who taught you that since it's obvious you've had experience." She leaned down and kissed the blonde before pulling her off the bed and back into the bathroom to clean up...and to return the favor.
******************************************************
Richard stood as Heidi came into the dining room. He looked at the dress Marie had picked out. It was really nothing more than a double apron tied on the side. Her entire nakedness was evident as the thin cloth barely covered her front and back.
Heidi blushed with Richard and five strange men all standing and studying her as she came in. She felt like fleeing as she knew her crotch and ass would be on display as soon as she sat down. Richard held a chair for her between two of the men.
"Gentlemen, this is Heidi Davis, on loan from her husband. She will be our eye-candy for the evening among other things. Heidi, the gentleman to your left is Wallace Simpson, to your right, Pierce Wilson. Over here is Edwin Templeton, Ronald Schmidt and on the other side is Brandon Mills." He indicated the seat, "Please. Sit. You must be tired from your busy day so far
."
Heidi tried to sit modestly and pull the flimsy cloth down but gave up. She looked down and saw her blonde patch fully exposed and by the cool air on her behind, she had no doubt her ass was also fully exposed. She wondered if he'd told them about her being used in the bedroom, but hearing him tell about her flying out early and traveling across the country, she assumed that was what he'd meant by being tired. She looked at Wallace who'd asked her about her trip and how she was settling in and if Richard was as gracious a host as he'd been led to believe. He'd placed his hand on her thigh, stroking high up as he turned to talk to her. She tried to sound happy to be here and to carry on a normal conversation, but her nerves were being stretched as another rougher hand stroked her other thigh, rougher and bolder. Her leg was pulled over and a finger circled her clit as she answered.
Richard looked over suppressing a grin. Wallace and Pierce each had used their wealth to stave off potential black marks on their names. Wallace's daughter-in-law has a beautiful house in Pebble Beach after she claimed he'd planted an unwanted baby inside her. Pierce was aptly named as he'd had to give generous settlements to three of his household staff claimed he'd tied them up in their beds and repeatedly raped them. All had happily accepted hundreds of thousands to back away from the claims. He saw Pierce's hand abusing the girl and how she struggled to continue her conversation with Wallace.
The blonde's leg was now draped over the older man's granting full access to that tight cunt. Pierce's finger plunged in, amazed first of all how tight she was and secondly how wet. It was obvious their host had been inside the girl. He pulled his finger out and the cute blonde turned and cleaned it off without being told. He liked that. His cock throbbed hoping Richard would let him have 15 minutes with the girl. He saw that Wallace had pulled the girl's hand onto his lap, her creamy-white hand with the sparkling diamond on her wedding ring stroking his bulge. He looked over and saw their host smile knowingly at them both before turning back to Edwin. He was impressed the girl was able to still focus on eating while being finger-fucked by one man and now with her hand inside another man's pants. He wished he could see her stroking Wallace's cock, not because he was at all interested in another man, but to see her wedding ring on her gripping hand. He pulled out of her slick hole and leaving a wet trail as he moved up under her weak excuse of a dress onto her huge breast. At first, he'd thought they were fake, but as he mauled it he was fully aware these were all-natural.
"Pierce, perhaps you could save dessert for after the meal?" Ronald asked, "Or at least pass dessert around so we may all have some." He laughed, "Richard, you planned this, didn't you?" He nodded in the direction of the two men abusing the uncomfortable looking blonde. "What did her husband do to you, anyhow?" He looked over at the girl, "Heidi, you should know. Richard once literally shipped an employee to Antarctica when he was caught embezzling. Not his wife," he looked knowingly around the table, "who was, well, treated a lot more warmly I should say. I still cannot believe you have an outpost there doing research."
"She cried when her husband came home. Cried because she had to leave here." Brandon laughed. He looked over at Richard, "How is Laura doing? I miss her."
"She's good. She came to the office the other day. She's lost none of her youthful enthusiasm. I suspect Gary might be embezzling again, at least she may have been suggesting that when she showed me a very nice bracelet he'd given her." He laughed. "We might be seeing her around again. I miss her also." He stood up. "Come, let's head into the library. Gerald has the table all set up with everyone's favorite drinks. We'll let Heidi take a break from all your perverted leering. He nodded to Marie who came over and took the blonde's hand.
"Come on. The men will be playing their monthly poker game. I need to get you ready." She said as she led the girl out.
Heidi's head was swimming. Could the man be that cruel? To send a man away for three years and fuck his wife during that time? She looked at Marie, "Is what he said true, about Laura? Gary?"
"True. He did steal over $50,000 from Mr. Lock. He could have pressed charges but didn't. He didn't even fire him or demand the money back. He was still being paid while counting penguins or something. Mr. Lock is a good man who treated Laura very well." She looked at Heidi, "Actually it was she who helped design and perfect the wall in your room. Gary is a nice guy, but I think she was a lot happier here." She pointed to a rolling food cart. "Come on, let's prepare dessert for our guests."
******************************************************
"I promised you a treat. I hope you left room for dessert." He rang the bell and looked over to the door. "Gentlemen, we have our final course for the evening." He stood and put his arm out as the door opened. "Shall we take a small break?
Marie pushed the food cart in feeling the cool air on her naked body. She looked down at the blushing girl feeling the anticipation of what Richard planned. Her pussy throbbed remembering the incredible orgasm she'd received from this girl.
The men stood up and walked over to stand around the cart. Heidi was naked except for whipped cream on her tits and her cunt. A single cherry topped each mound and the girl's arms and legs were tied down making her completely vulnerable. Wallace took a finger and swiped up the girl's crotch and licked it off with a pleasurable sigh.
"Gentlemen, please. I promised that to Marie. We'll draw for who can clean off those sweet tits. Shall we say the two high cards?" He held out the deck of cards, "I'll sit out as I may have sampled her this afternoon."
"Ace of spades!" Brandon held up the card, "My luck continues." He grinned at the other men.
"I think we have our winners. Gentlemen, shall we take our drinks over to the chairs and let Edwin and Bran enjoy their desserts?" Richard said. "Oh, and Marie, please don't neglect our guest." He looked around at the eager looking men as his maid climbed up on the table and straddled the blonde's face.
Heidi did not know this was coming but seeing the wide-open pussy lowering onto her face, she didn't hesitate. Her mouth opened and her tongue explored the tangy twat. She heard the men cheering her on, telling her to eat that cunt...suck that pussy.
Marie made sure she bathed her entire crotch from mons to her anus, moving her crotch over where she wanted attention. She wanted more of this girl who never hesitated even when she offered the blonde her asshole. She stayed there feeling the rigid tongue probing, circling, pleasuring. Then she slid forward wanting that tongue inside her, pressing down on that mouth feeling the eager separating, entering her.
Heidi always took pride in being a great cocksucker and now felt pride that she was a great cunt-licker also, allowing the girl to dictate what she should lick. She felt two men attack her tits having licked off all the whipped cream sucking hard on her nipples, her incredibly sensitive nipples. Unconsciously, she found herself fighting the restraints on her ankles, not to pull her legs together, but to spread them more.
The four other men watched, crotches throbbing as the blonde girl pleasured Richard's maid, her thighs pushing open, her cream-covered pelvis vainly pushing against nothing. Marie was grinding against the girl's face more rapidly, her hands mauling her small breasts and pulling on her nipples. Seeing that the blonde's tits were perfectly cleaned, Richard spoke up, "Brandon, Edwin, perhaps Marie would like her dessert now." He patted one of the men on the shoulder as he came over, "Don't worry, you'll have a shot at the rest of her, perhaps a few shots," he said as Marie leaned over and began licking the whipped cream off the girl's cunt. "Come on, let's give them some privacy," he laughed, "We'll continue our game." He led the men back to the poker table and picked up a device, setting it. "I have this set for 30 minutes. When it goes off, whoever has won the last hand can take a break if they choose and do whatever they want to our guest." He looked at Pierce, "Within reason. No permanent marks...at least visible ones, got it?"
Edwin laughed, "I'm not sure Pierce knows how." He looked over at the writhing blonde, "After tasting that silky-smooth skin I cannot wait to fuck that. Shit, those are the best tits I've ever felt. I can't believe they're real."
Heidi listened to the men offer her body, not that it was any surprise, but hearing it made Marie's mouth and tongue feel all that much better. Her labia were fully opened, her hips thrusting up against the girl's mouth. She wished she could free her hands as she had this urge to grab that tight ass right there. She'd never been this close, visually, to another woman's pussy and ass. She'd twice before licked their twats, but there was something incredibly arousing seeing the girl's ass cheeks spread wide and her slick asshole right there.
Wallace grinned as he raked in his third pot. He watched intently as Brandon dealt hoping his next hand would be as good. As they were picking up their cards, the men looked over hearing Marie cry out. The girl's head was thrown back, her mouth open, her ass humping rapidly on the blonde's face. Richard looked at his cards and tossed in a chip, "I'm in." He looked around, "Relax, Marie is done with her and will be cleaning her up." He looked over at an alcove in the corner of the library, "Whoever wins," he looked at the timer, "in 17 minutes will find her back there. Do what you want as all her holes will be prepped and Marie will clean her up so she'll be ready for the next winner. Does that sound good?"
Heidi's nerves were frayed. She was so fucking close and suddenly the girl's mouth left her eager twat as she almost came. Rather than finish, Marie climbed off and pushed the cart out of the library. She heard her voice pleading, "Marie, please. Touch me. I'm so close. At least release my wrists." She sighed when the girl's finger slid down and stroked her slick cunt. She knew what she was doing as her fingers on either side of her clit pinched together and mauled the sensitive bud. "Oh fuck, yesssss, uhhh, uh, uh. Oh God" she cried as she almost instantly exploded. She looked up at the girl, "Thank you." She was surprised when Marie leaned down and kissed her.
"I hope Mr. Lock arranges to get your husband sent away and you'll come and stay here. You've already made Gerald forget about Laura, perhaps you can make me forget about her too." Marie said softly, "Ok, let get you ready. Be prepared for anything. These men are not romantic types." She said sadly, "I hope you know what you've gotten yourself into." She looked around, "With Pierce, you'll want to cry out early and often. He will get rougher until you do. Just grit your teeth and get through it. Watch out for Wallace. He loves the fuck a girl's ass until she passes out." She kissed the blonde again and undid all her restraints. "We have to hurry and get you cleaned up and prepared."
******************************************************
Richard grinned. "Hell, that's a first. I'll be back gentlemen." He stood up and headed to the alcove, pulling off his clothes. He came over to the naked girl lying on the couch, "We have to keep meeting like this. I'll bet you've thought about nothing but getting me back inside you."
Heidi let herself be guided to his pulsing cock, "I still hate you. The more I hear about you, the less I like or respect you." She said softly. She stroked his cock before putting the head in her mouth. She wanted to hold off since she didn't want to appear too eager, but she had been thinking about this cock, its girth, its length. She had been tied up before and couldn't hold it in her hands and was constantly wondering what it would feel like.
Richard grinned at the girl, "You obviously don't hate everything about me. You sluts are all the same, 'Oh poor me. Look what you make me do. Look how deep you are inside me, how many times you make me cum.' He thrust his hips forward into the kneeling girl's mouth. Seeing her take more and more without complaint, "You want me to cum down your throat? In your ass? Want me to fuck that cunt of yours?"
Heidi found herself nodding hearing the word cunt, wanting to feel him on top of her...pounding her...stretching out her pussy again. She couldn't believe how much was snaking out every time he pulled back, and how much slithered in as he thrust his hips forward.
Richard pulled out and turned her around. He saw her anus was slick with lube, her cunt seeping fluids. Pressing his bulbous head against her, he softly ordered, "Beg me. Beg me to fuck your cunt. To fill you up or I might choose another hole." He pressed his cock against her puckered brown bud.



The men laughed hearing the young blonde cry out, "Fuck my cunt. Please fuck my cunt...Ooooh, yessss." Brandon looked at the others and groaned, "I'm out," and tossed down his cards, "Christ, when I first saw her, she looked scared and really innocent." He looked around the table, "You think that was an act?" He turned to the other end of the library hearing the girl's grunts of pleasure get louder. "I was hoping to perhaps get to take her home and let her use the guest bedroom...Marilyn might be a heavy sleeper, but..." He laughed. As if to punctuate his observation they heard the blonde scream out her first orgasm. They all laughed.
Brandon sighed, "I'm sure first of many tonight...Who's still in?" He thought about when it was his turn and he'd press the girl's face down and bury his cock in her ass.
Edwin looked at his hand and tried to see if he could stretch out the bidding since his full house should hold. He was feeling an urgency to get his cock down that girl's throat and in her ass.
They heard the girl cry out a second time, this time it was almost as if crying with happiness. That was soon followed by Richard's rhythmic grunting as he spewing his seed into the girl.
******************************************************
Wallace was on his feet as soon as the timer dinged. "Gentlemen," he said as she strode to the end of the library, removing his clothes. He saw the blonde sitting, looking nervous, "Hi again. I want you face down begging me to fuck your ass, can you do that? But first," he stroked his cock in front of her face, "get me nice and hard."
"Yes sir, I'd like that," she locked her lips as she leaned forward.
The older man looked down and thought back to when his son brought back his new bride. The bitch was asking for it from the moment she walked in. Wearing those incredibly tight shorts and a halter top just to tease an older man with what he could never have. Then when her husband wasn't around, she came out in that skimpy bikini, displaying herself in the sun just to make him even more frustrated. God! She played it perfectly. Struggling just enough, crying out no over and over while opening her legs wider as he pressed between them. She'd turned her head away sobbing yet though her cunt was sopping. He'd fucked her on the lounge chair by the pool and she never resisted, in fact, it seemed like there was no way she could open her legs more. Just before he came inside her, he'd felt her stifle an orgasm. Then he led her meekly back to his bedroom and fucked her twice more and she didn't stop him when he pulled her on top of him. His cock throbbed angrily as he thought back to how she seemed to remember to resist when he shoved his cock into her ass, but she still came twice all the time playing with her cunt. He was shocked when he'd gotten the letter from her lawyer a couple of months later since she'd even come to his room the next morning. She'd waited until his son had left to play golf and slipped into his room just as he was getting up. She'd wanted her cunt and ass taken again and again. He felt his balls begin that ache and pushed the girl off. "Ok, tell me you want my cock in your ass." He ordered.
Heidi let herself be roughly pushed onto her stomach and reached back and pulled her ass cheeks apart, "Please Mr. Simpson, fuck me, fuck my ass." She said more loudly than she intended. Did this excite her? "Take my ass. Cum in my ass...oooohhhh, yesss." She cried as she felt herself being filled in one thrust.
Wallace grinned as he pounded hard against the girl, the slapping sounds of skin against skin; her happy grunts being pleasured by his cock. He reached under and wrapped his hands around those huge tits. 'Christ, bigger than Sheila's,' he thought, 'and I paid good money for those. But these are a lot more pliable,' he thought as he compared the blonde's tits to his wife's. He wished he could compare Sheila's ass to this girl's, but his wife had always told him to look elsewhere for that outlet. He grinned as he thought about the maids; the girl who came to help gardening; their temp they'd hired to help raise the boy; her son's third-grade teacher...He couldn't hold back remembering Miss Templeton's ass in his hands as she was bent over her classroom desk. The way she cried as he left the room was one of the more convincing acting jobs he'd ever seen as she never said a word about it.
Heidi thrust her ass back up against the onslaught. She could actually feel the hot fluids being pumped into her rectum. She hadn't been able to play with herself, but she was glad that she'd made the man happy. She felt the man slide his slick snake out of her rectum and head to the bathroom to clean up.
When Marie led her back, she heard the bell and felt her crotch throb in anticipation...who would be next to take her?
******************************************************
Heidi had been used by everyone at least once but had somehow avoided Pierce. Wallace had won her three times and was amazingly up to the task each time. He gleefully filled her ass, her vagina and her stomach with his sperm. Unlike with Richard and Ronald, she felt next to nothing and made herself loudly responding hoping this was what the man wanted. Brandon wanted nothing but her ass, taking her twice and apparently loving it when she faked being in pain and cried. Ronald actually made love to her. He got between her legs and kissed her gently at first, then more passionately. Later, he had her get on top so he could play with the tits, stimulate her nipples and encourage her to cum. He actually kissed down her body and licked her clit, though avoided her leaking slit. She came three times with him and the last time he'd told her he'd be contacting her. Edwin shoved her face in the cushion and pounded her ass before pulling out and cumming in her ass. She hoped never to see the man again.
Marie was right there after each man left with washcloths, KY jelly and mouthwash to get her ready for the next winner. She had assumed she'd become numb to the constant spearing of her holes, but her body felt like it was strumming or vibrating. She actually went from dreading the sound of the ding to wanting it. But she was hoping it would be over soon as two of the men warned her about Pierce and so far she been lucky. It was nearing 2 AM, 6 hours of fucking when she heard a roar of triumph from Pierce.
"Finally. You limp dicks have gotten her ready. Now let's see how she handles a real man." She shuddered, hearing him brag to the others before striding over. She looked up and saw the man taking off his clothes, his cock already hard and pointing at the ceiling. 'Christ, he's as big as Richard but with a nasty curve.' She thought. She considered running, but since he blocked the only exit...
"Ok, slut. Get on your knees and suck a real man's cock. No, grab me with your left hand. That's it. I love seeing you married women with another man's cock in your mouth." He grabbed the girl's hair roughly and pulled her all the way against him, her lips against that hand with the sparkling wedding ring, "Aaahhhhh. That's it. Sure, act like you don't like this." He said harshly, "Ok, you can let go, don't fight it. That's it!" He said as his cock slid down her throat. He hoped she'd gag, or panic, but she seemed just accept it. He held her face against his crotch longer until tears appeared on her cheeks before letting go.
Heidi couldn't breathe as the terrible man held her face hard against his crotch, his cock deep down her throat. Finally, he released her hair and she pulled off gulping breaths. She looked up at him tears streaming down her face, gasping for air. She opened her mouth as he plunged back in, taking as deep a breath as she could. Over and over the man forced his cock down her throat. Finally, seeing her crying harder, he picked her up and pulled her legs up against his chest and dropped her onto his cock, stabbing into her cunt causing her to cry out louder.
"Pierce, remember. No permanent damage. I do need to return her to her husband in one piece." Richard yelled over. "He worries me sometimes," he said to the others, "oh well he'll do what he'll do, whose deal is it?"
Pierce always loved the name his parents gave him and nothing ever felt as good as when these little sluts cried out as he pierced their cunts harder than they'd ever felt. This girl was no different. She was as tight, if not tighter than any woman he'd been with and so wet. Christ! How much cum could a girl produce? He gripped those creamy ass cheeks and roughly slammed into her over and over. His middle finger slipped into the ass and the sobs became grunts, her hips began responding and soon the girl was crying out that she was cumming, grinding heard against him. Without warning, she lifted her up, lined his cock up with her anus and let gravity take over.
Heidi gritted her teeth waiting for the pain, but with the recent invasion of her ass by all the other men, she felt nothing but pleasure. She grabbed onto the man's neck, her body being crushed, her ass stretched wide as she was effortlessly being bounced onto that rigid spear. She wondered why it didn't hurt, but in fact, felt good. She knew she should keep crying and tried faking sobs, but her cunt was dragging on the man's six-pack abs and the amount of stimulus on her clit was incredible. She's had the idle thought that perhaps Don should do this to her, but thinking how much smaller he was, she let out a laugh instead.
Pierce had never had one of his sluts react like this. His cock was big, very big, he knew that. He was brutally pounding her ass and she was panting, laughing and grinding against him, her sopping cunt sliding against his stomach. Not that he cared, but women rarely came when he was fucking them, but this sweet-looking girl was cumming on his cock, He could feel her pelvis involuntarily twitch hard against his stomach, her anus clench and grip his cock. He found himself kissing the girl, his hands stroking her ass and back as he quickened his assault on her rectum.
Heidi was amazed. It was as if all the anger left the man and even though he fucked her ass as hard as ever, it seemed he was trying to make love to her. She torqued her ass against his cock knowing it would feel better and with his tongue eagerly exploring her mouth, she knew he was going to cum. The thought of this intense man shooting his cum into her rectum and perhaps making her clean his cock off, set her off again right as he came.
The men looked at each other open-mouthed hearing the blonde cum a second time immediately followed by the muffled grunts on their friend. "Is he kissing her?" one asked. "I've never heard of that. And did she really cum twice?" He laughed, "What a slut. Richard, she's a keeper. When can we expect her back out here?"
Richard looked thoughtful, "I don't know. There must be a way." He looked around the table, "I know Pierce would vote for that. I wonder if that's the first girl he ever got off?"
Pierce sat down with a smirk, "Sorry boys, but I've fucked women before but none writhed against me like that. In fact, she told me no man has ever taken her like I did," he grinned at the other men, "I'm in. Whose deal?"
"Ok gentlemen. Last hand and I am feeling incredibly gracious. I'm adding Heidi to the pot and whoever wins, gets her for the night." He looked at each man around the table, "Of course as you are all married I'm sure your wife will understand when you tell her it was really late and you decided to spend the night." He looked over to the doorway, "Oh good. There you are." He indicated with a subtle wave for her to come over.
The blonde saw all the men looking at her eagerly and came over to the poker table dreading what might happen next. She assumed they'd take turns, or take her all at once on the table. She stood naked between Richard and Brandon looking expectantly at all the men. She had the sudden realization that being naked in front of a group of men she'd just met no longer felt like something in a nightmare.
"I decided that for this last hand that you would be the prize, so one of us will be spending the entire night with you. I'd like you to go shower and get in your bed unless you prefer the wall. In 20 minutes or so I expect you to be gracious and accommodating to the winner." He reached up and thumbed a nipple, "I know this thought excites you. Is there one of us that perhaps you secretly want to win?"
A couple of men groaned, a couple more laughed and Pierce grinned when the blonde unconsciously looked at him. Richard slapped her ass and sent her off to get ready to be used by whoever won the last hand.
Hiedi's head was in turmoil. She wanted this trip to end and get back to Don, but her pussy throbbed eagerly anticipating being a willing whore for one of the men. She was actually shocked by her instant glance at Pierce when Richard asked her that question as she'd thought Ronald would have been the safer, more tender choice. Did she like being aggressively used and taken by these men? As she climbed into the shower and soaped up, she felt her pussy and ass and was amazed she was slightly tender, but not really sore. So far, most of the men had aggressively pounded her seemingly without any concern for her at all, but perhaps this is how she liked it. She tried to count how many times she cum in the last 24 hours...or 36 going back to when she first walked into Grant's library and couldn't. She shook her head and yanked her hands off her hard nipples wishing she'd be crying rather than enjoying this abuse. How could she have cum over a dozen times in one day...or rather in her life?
Looking at herself in the mirror and seeing that she was ready, she turned off the light knowing whoever won was already in the room. Rather than dread, she was reminded of being a kid on Christmas morning. The eager ache in her pussy was shockingly intense as she looked over to the bed. "Hi. I'm assuming you're not here to sleep," she said as she climbed into bed next to the man her pussy eagerly pulsing. This might just turn out to be a really fun night.
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Heidi woke up and looked at the clock. 'Oh shit! Grant is supposed to be here in an hour.' She looked over at the sleeping man and remembered Pierce gloating when he won the last pot, bragging how she'd need a wheelchair in the morning. At first, she was a bit scared, but while he'd been forceful in his thrusts, he turned out to be incredibly tender. She felt her ass and vagina and was amazed they felt no worse for wear. Her jaw hurt since the man loved making her clean his cock off every time he came, but that was all.
She climbed out of bed and opened the closet and stopped. She looked in the drawers and realized she had nothing to wear. Shrugging her shoulders knowing everyone had memorized every inch of her she finished cleaning up in the bathroom. She looked back longingly at the snake outlined through the sheet and thought about kissing him...it goodbye. She turned and went down the hall to the kitchen, resigned to her nakedness knowing they wanted her to be humiliated one last time. 'It's done. The terrible things Richard did to me, made me do, gave me to other men to do is in the past.' She then felt her nipples harden thinking how Grant will demand one last fuck from her when they got back and who knows what he has planned on the plane, but then man was right. Grant was nothing compared to the degradation she was put through by Richard. Amazingly, she felt a certain homesickness for Don's 30-second fucks. She stopped dead in her tracks upon entering the kitchen.
The four boys looked up grinning, "Motherfucker. Who is that RJ?" one of the boys asked. "Is that your mom? Tell me that's your mom."
"Oh shit!" Heidi jumped back out of the kitchen. As she fled down the hall she felt a firm hand on her arm, "Hang on. We won't hurt you." She stopped and saw a blond boy, "Come on. You look like you could use some coffee," seeing her look embarrassed, he laughed, "We've seen you. If you cover up, we're still going to just see you as you are now. My dad always said, if you step in something, own it. No one can laugh at you then." The boy took her elbow, "Come on, coffee?"
Heidi nodded and let herself be led into the kitchen. Seeing the boy walk over to the coffee pot she said, "Please. Black." She sat in the proffered chair and looked at the four boys.
RJ put the coffee in front of the girl, "Well this is a pleasant surprise. I'm guessing you're the wife of one of dad's employees?"
"Why? Is that how your father gets his women?" she shook her head and took a sip, "Wife of one of his suppliers." She mumbled.
RJ laughed, "I'm not surprised. Dad sees, dad gets. I'm guessing he saw you and sometime after, you were forced to be his plaything." He brightened up, "but hey. I'm RJ, Richard Junior. This is Ronnie, Todd, and Chip. Stand up and let Chip get a good look at you. This is his last day on earth as a free man." He laughed, "That came out wrong. Chip is getting married tomorrow."
Heidi got up and went over to Chip and went to hug him, but also kissed him on the cheek, "Congratulations." She let herself get pulled into the hug and felt the boy's hands explore her body. She extricated herself and sat back down. Looking around, she said, "I need to find Marie or Gerald to find out what they did with my clothes. My husband's boss is picking me up on 45 minutes to get our flight." She looked up to see Richard come in.
"I'm surprised you're up and about." He looked at the boys, "Poker night. Pierce won the last hand..." He looked at Heidi, "Are you alright? I was afraid that perhaps unsupervised he'd be a bit rough." He said with concern.
"I'm fine. He was a very attentive man. I'd like my clothes, though. Do you know where they are?" She asked.
Richard turned and called out to Gerald. "I'll have them brought into the kitchen." He looked around, "We might be on our own since Marie was up late last night. Can I get you anything besides coffee?" He looked at Chip, "Congratulations. So, are you all excited to get married to Lois? You scored big-time there. If you want my opinion." He looked at Heidi, a thought forming in his head, "So, while Gerald gets your clothes and you're already perfectly attired, please give our groom-to-be a lap dance." He pulled the girl to her feet. "Chip, why don't you make yourself comfortable in the den."
The four boys eagerly followed Mr. Lock and the naked girl into the den. Chip sat down on the chair pulled into the middle of the floor. Everyone could see his excitement anticipating the naked girl climbing onto his lap. Richard gently guided the girl over, "Ok, remember, in strip clubs, there is a rule. No touching the dancer, no pants undone. We're not in a strip club. There are no rules. Have fun. I'm going to see where her clothes are."
Heidi felt her nipples harden as she came over and straddled the boy's lap. She ground against him and at first he was not sure what to do, but soon had his hands on her breasts, ass and holding her hips. She felt her nervousness fade and soon was grinding eagerly against his full erection. She pressed herself hard against him, sliding her crotch up and down its length. His hands were all over her, squeezing her breasts, grabbing her ass, even pushed between them to finger her pussy. She enjoyed the young boy's attention and hearing the other boys chant, "Fuck her, fuck her, fuck her," she reached down and unzipped his pants, pulling out a nice cock. She had no need to stroke him and when she raised herself up, lining up his hard rod, he slipped right into her.
"Oh yes!" Chip sighed as she plunged onto his cock. He looked around at his friends, "I wish you could feel this, but Christ she's tight." He grabbed her ass and began bouncing her up and down on his cock loving how the girl put her arms around his neck to help out. Her soft grunts as he drove deep into her, along with her skillful torquing of her pelvis were making everything even more arousing. No way he was going to let this end quickly. He got up, easily picked up the girl and walked over to the couch and dropped her down onto her back, flopping on top of her...his cock still buried in her tight pussy. He stared at her flopping tits while pistoning in and out of her tight cunt.
Richard led Grant into the den. "She's a bit occupied, but we have paperwork to take care of. I think you've earned back my business."
Grant was surprised the see Heidi naked on the couch, fucking a young kid with his friends cheering them on. He wondered how many men the seemingly innocent girl had had to fuck for Richard. He turned as Richard led him out of the den.
RJ saw his dad head out with a man he'd never met and trotted after, "Dad, do you have a minute?"
Richard stopped, "Grant, this is my son, Richard Jr., RJ, this is Grant Hill, he's here to pick up Heidi. Are your friends just about finished with her?"
"Well, that's just it. You know Chip's getting married, and well, we have a stripper, but she's just that. She said that no way would she be providing any sexual favors." He hesitated, "I'd be a hero if I could provide pussy for tonight's bachelor party, especially one as gorgeous as the blonde in there."
Grant shook his head, "We have to get back. I have things I do at our church every Saturday and her husband is expecting her."
"Dad, can't you perhaps do something?" RJ pleaded. "Look how happy Chip is. I'd like all his friends to get some of that snatch...I'd like to get some of that." He indicated the boy lying on the creamy blonde, her large breasts squeezed out under the weight of his torso, his ass rising and slamming back down as he drove into her rapidly. They could hear both party's happy grunts as they unabashedly fucked in front of their audience.
Richard looked at the eager faces on the boys and back at Grant, shrugging he said, "hang on, let me make a call." He said apologetically.
Grant felt like joining the audience watching the couple on the couch but stayed in the doorway. He was proud of Heidi and would have to tell Don how lucky he is. She definitely came through. He looked back as Richard came back into the Den.
"Ok, I talked to Sam in purchasing. What would you say to increasing our quarterly order from the $10 mil to $40 million? He hasn't been thrilled with...another supplier so if you can meet the new orders, could you postpone your return trip for a day? Also, I'd require her to be present at all future reorders of course, but I'll let you that out with Don."
Grant grinned, "Hell, for that amount I'll leave her here. Kidding...or perhaps not. I'll talk to Heidi when she finishes." He thought about how much profit they'd be making on this one trip and it was all because of this blonde. What an incredible asset for his company, he thought. How else could he use her assets? He looked over seeing the boy straighten his arms and arch his back, his pelvis pressed hard against her crotch. Obviously, he didn't ask whether he should pull out first, but happily leaned down and kissed the girl's nipples before climbing off and staggering towards the bathroom. He saw a couple of the boys step forward to the naked blonde girl splayed out on the couch so he immediately came over. The boys turned and headed back to the kitchen, looking disappointed.
Heidi started to get up when Grant sat down next to her, handing her some tissues. He put his hand on her thigh and looked at her. "What's happening? Don't we have to get to the airport?" She looked around, "Still no clothes?"
"Change of plans. We're staying. They asked you to stay another day. Richard's son really wants you to stay. Apparently, you made an impression on him."
Heidi stood up and hissed, "No. No fucking way. I've pretty much had it with being whored out. I did everything you asked, everything and more!" She found herself tearing up and her final words came out as sobs.
Grant stood and pulled the girl close, "Look, I'm sorry. I should have asked. You can say no. If you do, we'll get your clothes and fly back today. You have been great but hear me out. If you still want to go, we'll go." He looked at the people standing and watching from the doorway, "Can we have some privacy?" He waited until the doors closed and they were alone.
"Ok, I'm still going to say no since there's nothing you can say to make me want to be used further. I've had to swallow any pride I have or will ever have to make myself available to strange men." She spat. She sat as Grant patted the couch. "I initially thought I'd play at being a whore, but sometime last night I quit playing, quit thinking I was playing. I don't know when it happened, but now it is just a faded memory and I feel like a whore."
The man looked sadly at the girl, "Look. I know I'm using you. I realize now I put you in a horrible position. I had no idea it would be anything more than just Richard Lock...fucking you." He hesitated, "I know now what you had to endure." He held up a USB. "I haven't seen all of this, but everything they did to you, everything you had to do is on video. Gerald sent this to me this morning and..." he hesitated, "Your husband has been getting regular videos also." He looked at the horror on the girl's face, "I also may have sent him one after you came over a couple of days ago. I was angry with him. I didn't know that Richard would do that." He took all the punches to his stomach and chest and when she was done, he held her again. "I am so sorry. Perhaps I value money more than the feelings of my employees and their wives." He patted her hand, trying hard not to just stare at those gravity-defying breasts. "Look, Richard has an offer. You'll make more money for just one more day of...um, work."
Heidi wanted to spit on the man, tell him to shove the commission up his ass, but they could use the money. "Making me even more of a whore, just a higher-priced one." She mumbled. "Ok, why should I stay?" She asked.
Grant looked at his hands folded in his lap, "Richard's son asked for you to 'entertain' tonight at his friend's bachelor party. Wait, before you say anything," he said quickly as the girl started to stand up. "Richard made a call and they can up the quarterly order from 10 mil to 40 mil. Don will be getting a 1% commission on that...you both will be getting that." He looked at the girl.
Heidi blanched, "a $40,000 commission?"
"Quarterly," Grant replied looking at the girl, "but before you answer, there's more." He looked at the girl, "He requires you be present at all future reorders."
Heidi groaned, "It will never end, will it? Once a whore, always a whore." She shook her head, "I so desperately want to go back to being just Don's wife..." she looked at Grant. "I can't make this decision without Don. Can we call him and lay it out?" She suddenly shuddered, "Oh Christ, what will he say to me after seeing how I've whored myself out?"
"You'll have to find out sooner or later anyhow." Grant held out his phone.
She started to dial and stopped, "Can I please put some clothes before I call him? I feel like I've betrayed him enough and sitting here naked with you while I talk to him..."
Grant stood up, "Remember, he fucked up. He put you out there to bail him out." He went to the door and opened it, "Richard, do you have Heidi's clothes? We'll have an answer for you in a few minutes. Oh thanks," he said as he rolled Heidi's bag back into the den, closing the door behind him.
Heidi felt even more naked being watched as she pulled on her thong and a bra. When she grabbed a pair of blue jeans and a tee-shirt, she finally felt protected from the older man's eyes. She held out her hand for the phone and dialed.
"Hi honey," she said softly, "How are you? I know, I'll bet. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry you had to see all that. I know, I know. I didn't, I mean at first, I hated it. Really? I had no idea it was that many. But look, it was not wasted. Richard signed the order...yes, the entire thing. And look, Grant, er Mr. White is honoring the commission. At first, he wanted to not give it to you, but, well he changed his mind. Yes, he feels bad about...everything. I haven't, no. Is it bad? God! I cannot imagine. Look, there's more. I know you must hate me, but Richard, I mean Mr. Lock asked that we stay another day. Well, it's for his son. No, he doesn't want to sleep with me, ok, yes he does, but that's not what he's asking. His friend is getting married tomorrow...sorry yes. They want me to be there. Ok, yes, they want me to entertain." She put the phone against her chest and looked at Grant.
The man held out his hand and she handed him the phone, "Don, hang on, hang on. Let me lay it out for you. I explained to Heidi and was impressed she immediately said no, but was open to helping the company but only if you want her to. Richard has made us a very generous proposition. He will increase his quarterly order by $30 mil and you'll be getting the 1% commission on that. Yes, quarterly. That could mean $160,000 commission annually from this account only." He looked at Heidi, mouthing "He got suddenly very quiet." He handed the phone back to the girl.
"Don, are you there? If you want to say no, I will get on the plane today. Let me rephrase that. Please say no. We'll be very comfortable with the commission we have from this sale. Really...before you say yes, listen, listen. Richard insists that he wants me engaged for all the quarterly sales renewals..." She held the phone to her chest again, "He's not happy," She put the phone back to her ear, "Yes, that would be what he means by that. Me? I'm not happy with it, but you know I'll support you in...Don, Don. What? You owe me," she looked over at Grant angrily, "you really owe me...both of you. Ok, here he is."
Grant took the phone, "You good with this? I'm proud of you. It's for your good and the good of the company. Yes, I promise, ok. I'll tell her. I'll make sure." He hung up the phone, "He agrees. He asks I accompany you to the party." He grinned, "I was hoping to get an invite anyhow. He thinks I'll help you keep your virtue intact." He laughed.
Heidi looked at him unhappily, "I was hoping he'd say no. I can't help feeling cheap being used as a whore, but I thought I'd feel better if it were with the blessing of my husband. What bothers me is I asked him to say no and he told me I've made my bed, might as well get max use out of it. He didn't sound unhappy or apologetic. I guess we all have our price." She looked at Grant. "Let's let the boys know. Nice to be wanted, I suppose." She smiled sadly.
******************************************************
Don put down the phone and rewound the video back to where the older man flipped Heidi over and opened her legs wide, her hands reaching back and spreading her ass for him. He couldn't believe she didn't scream as the man lay on top of her ass and plunged his cock deep into get rectum in one thrust, in fact, she seemed to be loving it. He stroked his rigid cock thinking of the possibilities when Heidi gets home.
******************************************************
Gerald led her back to her room, "Get some sleep. I fear there will be little of that tonight." He took the girl by the arm, "You are a lot tougher than you think."
Heidi lay down, her head spinning replaying all the men and women she'd had. She didn't want to correct Don. It was more than the 11 he'd counted on the videos. There were the two men on the plane and then Chip this morning. That is going to be strange, the groom getting a last fling with a woman he'd just that morning fucked. She was sure that doesn't happen every day. She drifted off, visions of cocks spinning in front of her face.
Gerald woke her up, "It's dinner time. Actually, in a half-hour. Why don't you clean up? RJ dropped off your costume." He indicated a bag on the table, "I recommend you perhaps wear something else to dinner." He got up to leave, "The party starts at 8 I was told to tell you."
Heidi watched him leave wondering what was in the bag, but instead undressed and headed to the shower. She had a vague feeling of dread thinking about a group of frat boys all wanting to fuck her. What would they make her do? Would it be right there in a main room with everyone watching or would they have her take Chip back to a private bedroom where she'd spread her legs for him? She wasn't naïve, he'd want to fuck her ass seeing as how most girls don't allow that. She found herself douching a bit longer than she usually did, her vagina and her ass. So many loads of sperm inside her. She had a sudden thought. Before she left, Don had pulled out since she was so close to being fertile and yet hours later Grant and Jimmy had emptied their balls inside her. Later, Grant dumped two more loads into her. Then the next day...She shrugged. At this point, there's nothing she can do about it.
******************************************************
She came back to her room and opened the bag. She pulled out a small flimsy lace skirt. She held it up to the light and saw clearly through it. She pulled out the top, a matching lace crop-top and feeling around, nothing else. Of course not. She can only assume as revealing as this outfit was it would be temporary. She looked in the mirror and hoped they wouldn't get pulled over. The skirt was little more than a wide swath of cloth that was way too short to sit in. She tried to pull it down, but her pussy and ass were barely covered...though she was happy her pubes were blonde rather than dark. The top was a joke. It must have been designed for a barbie doll it was so small. It was white, with more gaps than thread and did nothing more than drape across her nipples. She could clearly see her underboobs and there was no way to fasten the bottom so even the faintest breeze would reveal her full chest. She looked around for safety pins, something to hold down the fabric but gave up. She'd feel less naked if she were actually naked and she'd have to be careful when walking. She shrugged her shoulders and groaned seeing her nipples pop free. 'Ok, no shrugging,' she thought as she headed down the hall.



Richard whistled, seeing the girl, "I'm impressed. RJ couldn't have selected a better outfit." He handed her keys to a car and directions, his eyes glued to the magnificent tits.
"Wait, I assumed I'd be driven by Grant or RJ." She looked at the keys, Mazda. She looked questioningly at the older man, "I'm new here. I don't know my way around." She jangled the keys, "What is this? How do I get there? I can't drive anywhere, I've never been here before."
"Nonsense, the party is just a few miles from here. It's a Miata. I hope you know how to drive a stick. Also, Grant will meet you there. He's getting the new orders written up. Anyhow, take a left out of the drive and at the first light, get in the left lane. Turn left, when you get to the Hyatt, make a right. You'll see the Pines ahead. It's gated so you'll have to give them the address on the paper I gave you. The directions are there also. It's easy. I'd drive you, but I have some business I've put off."
Heidi felt like crying. Richard's driver opened the door for her and she knew he was checking out every bit of her as she had to open her legs to get into the low driver's seat. He reached down and fastened her seat belt while getting a better look at that clam-shell cunt. Beautiful, "You have fun this evening. Drive safely." She wasn't great with a stick having not driven one since she was 16 and now in a strange city no less. She felt like covering her chest with her arm, but that wouldn't work as she had to grip the steering wheel and the gear shift., "Sorry, I'm going to be late."
The man stood up, resisting adjusting his package, "Remember, left out of the drive and continue on. I hope you have a pleasant evening," he wished her as he backed away.
"Oh wait. Is there a way to put the top up?" She asked looking at the controls.
The man laughed, "This is San Diego, there isn't one," he said as if pointing out the obvious. Mr. Lock promised him a copy of the video from the cameras situated inside the car, but seeing a video was one thing, seeing the perfect girl in the flesh was something else. "I'll be here when you get home. Please just pull up here," he smiled at her. He smiled wider as the girl turned on the engine and the enhanced ambient lights came on. Her blonde bush glowed like spun gold. "Mr. Lock loves this car so he had this interior lighting modified." 'Ok, so the camera under the steering wheel will be the best angle,' he thought happily.
Heidi put her foot on the clutch and felt her legs open and as she put it into first, she could feel her right nipple slide out. This has to be the stupidest outfit ever made, she bitterly thought. She was fully aware the man was observing the whole thing and wanted to tell him to go jerk off, but it wasn't his fault. She turned on the headlights, let out the clutch and was happy when the car smoothly rolled forward without a jerk. She pulled out onto the road and as soon as she hit 20, the wind blew the top completely off her chest. She found if she kept the speed under 30 and held down the middle of the top between shifts, it was a bit better, but seeing as the speed limits were 40 to 50 around here she was worried she'd be holding up traffic. When she got into the left lane at the light and looked over, she saw two guys staring at her. "Sorry, costume party." She told them. When they asked if they could come, she shook her head and turned on the green arrow hearing catcalls.
The patrolman saw the girl driving at half the speed limit and turned on his lights. He walked up to the driver's side and looked down at the scared looking blonde. "License and registration, ma'am." He shined the flashlight onto the girl's body and saw she was basically naked, "Ma'am, please step out of the car." He held the door open. She was a lot prettier than Mr. Lock had described. "I pulled you over since you were driving so slowly, and I needed to find out if you're under the influence."
Heidi looked around and saw she'd stupidly stopped under the brightest streetlight she'd ever seen. Resigning herself to the inevitable she got out and after reaching into her purse, handed the patrolman her license. "I've had nothing to drink today, officer, I'm driving slowly because this stupid outfit blows up if I drive..." She heard the loud catcalls as cars drove by knowing she was basically flashing everyone. Every time a car went by, a puff of wind blew the top up. She tried to hold it down but was told to keep her arms out to her side.
"Ma'am, please stop reaching, you're making me nervous. Registration?"
"Um, it should be in the glove box," she said quietly, "can I go over to the other side..."
"Ma'am, quick stalling, just lean over and get it or I'll have to take you in." He watched as the girl bent over and leaned across the seat to get into the glove box. His flashlight fully lit up her entire ass and exposed crotch. The cars were going by more slowly, all seemingly filled with men until the girl finally crawled back out and handed the paperwork to him. He looked it over, "Proof of insurance?"
Heidi groaned and crawled back over and rummaged around the glove box, but found no paperwork. She crawled back out and started to cry, "I'm sorry. It's not my car, but..." She pointed back the way she came. "I was just going over to a costume party..."
"Ma'am, come with me, I'm afraid you're going to cause an accident. I'm going to have to take you in for public indecency, driving without insurance, trying to seduce a police officer and I'm guessing solicitation of prostitution." He led her around to the back of the patrol car, cuffed her wrists behind her back and pushed her in. He wanted to laugh since trying to seduce wasn't even a crime. He sat down next to her and watched her cry, "Ma'am, please stop crying. Look, are you telling me the truth about the costume party? This looks more like a hooker's outfit. Remember, lying to an officer is also a crime."
Heidi looked up, "I'm supposed to be a stripper at a bachelor party. I was supposed to be there 15 minutes ago. The best man had me wear this fucking outfit and had me drive over in a convertible that...oh shit!" she cried. She felt an arm go around her and put her face against the man's chest. As she sobbed out her story. "I knew this was a really bad idea."
"Ok, look. I have to ask and be honest. Are you being paid to provide any sexual favors at this party? Are you planning on doing anything with these boys? Don't lie to me, because if I suspect you're lying, I'll stop by and check." He said softly as he stroked the bare back. He nodded to her hands behind her back, "You're married? I saw a ring."
She wiped her tears and looked up at him. "I'm not being paid. It's a favor to the best man's father. Yes, I'm married, and my husband is ok with this." She started to cry again, "Fuck it, I'm sure I'll have to let them all fuck me, but I'm not getting paid for it unless being a tool to clear up my husband's latest fuck-up is getting paid..." She felt herself being pushed back.
The patrolman looked at the girl, "Ok. I'll let you go, but please drive the speed limit and don't draw so much attention to yourself, but I need you to do one thing..." He unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. "No, not a blow job. I want this." He said as his fingers slid across her damp slit.
Heidi shook her head. 'Is there a man in the world who doesn't find a way to get his cock inside me?' she thought. "Wouldn't a blowjob be better? I am good at it."
"Enough," the man said as he pulled down his pants, "I'm sure you know what to do." He shoved her head onto his cock which was hard in no time. She was good at this but no way was he going to pass up that incredible looking cunt. He pulled her mouth off his cock and sat her back up. He took out a condom, rolled it on and pulled her onto his lap, "I got this," he sighed as he lined up his erection with the slick cunt. "Christ, you're wet. Hang on," he slid his uniform pants farther down to his ankles, "Can't have you getting my pants all wet, can I? Oh yes, motherfucker. You're so tight," he moaned as he lowered her onto his cock. The blonde took over and obviously knew what she was doing. Even without the use of her arms she skillfully bounced up and down on his cock, grunting in pleasure, though perhaps as a pro she was good at faking it. He gripped her ass cheeks and slammed into her while sucking on her nipple right in front of his mouth. His other hand pushed the fabric out of the way and tried to get his hand over the other mass of flesh. "You're a truly gifted whore, I'm not surprised you found yourself in this line of work. Off the record, how can I get hold of you? I'd love to get you in a hotel room for an hour or so." He sighed, "Never mind, you must be too expensive for me if you're working this area." He looked out at the mansions lining the boulevard. His hand on her ass slid into her asshole, "I'll bet this is top-dollar. Fuck, to be rich..."
"Stop it, I'm not a pro. I'm a housewife and this is not me." She panted as the man ground against her clit, "Oh Christ, fuck me." She pushed against his hand and mouth and felt herself explode, her hips rapidly grinding against his hard cock. As she came to her senses she realized she was really running late. She felt herself clench on his cock and began torquing her pussy on him to get him to cum quickly. His panting increased and in less than five minutes he slammed one last time into her and jetted his sperm in that warm tight hole.
The patrolman flopped back and considered hauling her in anyhow to share her with the guys at the precinct, but Mr. Lock had been a loyal supporter of the Policeman's Charity, he couldn't do that to him. He didn't want to tell her she wasn't actually late but was supposed to be there at 9. It was more than enough time for this entire pull over. He lifted the girl up and off his softening cock and pushed her onto her back, legs splayed open. He pulled off the spent rubber and looked over. "I'll bet in better circumstances you'd have enjoyed this more, or maybe you liked it like this. Anyhow, sorry about the cuffs. He opened the door and crawled out after doing up his pants. He looked at the near-naked girl on her back in the back seat, her slick cunt looking freshly fucked.
Heidi wanted to cry after being basically raped by a cop. She tried to get up, but she had little leverage with the hands behind her. She saw the man crawl in and flip her over, her ass now pointing at the roof of the car and thought perhaps he wanted her ass next, but instead, he undid the cuffs.
"Thank you, Mrs. Davis. Get out and try to cover yourself up. This is a respectable neighborhood. You might want to get yourself under control before you get to your client's house. I hope you have an enjoyable rest of your evening. Oh, and if I'm wrong and see you hooking around here, I'm not going to let you go so easily." He stepped back and held open the door. As Heidi got in the car, he handed her the license and registration. "I'm going to give you a warning this time. Driving half the speed limit at night is very dangerous. Please just drive the speed limit, my fellow officers might not be so accommodating." He held back his grin as he climbed into his patrol car and turned off the lights. As she drove off, he saved the video onto a USB and deleted it from storage. 'I wonder what time she'll be heading back this way,' he thought. 'I should tell Bob.' "Mr. Lock, yes. It went exactly as you said. Yes, I have it. When I get home, I'll email it to you. You're welcome, but actually, thank you, sir. Really, thank you."
When Heidi arrived, her nipples were rock hard from the wind blowing against her bare chest and her pussy was dripping. So many cars slowed down next to her and one or two tried to get her to stop. She still couldn't believe she'd gotten out of going to jail by fucking a police officer. She'd heard about that happening, and no way was she ever going to do that, yet she willingly opened her legs. Who was she that she'd spread her legs for a strange man she'd just met? When she got to the gate to get into the development, the guard made sure she was who she said she was by shining the flashlight fully on her. She was sure he'd gotten an erection, but with the light on her, it was hard to tell.
She had to park a couple of blocks past the address she was given, looked at her watch and saw it was just before 9. An hour late! She passed a few couples walking dogs and heard their loud disapprovals. She knocked on the door, and a boy she'd never seen opened it and pulled her in. He turned his head and yelled, "Alright, the feature attraction is here. Come on in baby, let's see if the guys were right." He whistled, "No shit. I think you'll be a real prick-pleaser tonight." He pressed his hand against the small of her back, "Hey Chip, take a good look. Your last chance to get some non-marital pussy."
Heidi saw the now-naked stripper giving Chip a lap dance and at least 25 boys and men holding drinks. The TV was showing a porn flick with a girl being done by a roomful of men. She let herself be led in, accepted a cup of beer and passed from guy to guy who stroked and grabbed different parts of her body. The girl got up, kissed the groom and came over.
"Right on time," she said as she pulled Heidi away from the groping hands, "Gentlemen, let me get your guest star prepared. Man, you're beautiful," she smiled. "RJ tells me we're to do a bit of girl-on-girl first, then you're to take our boy back here." She led them into a guest bedroom. "There's a bath over there to clean up between...you know and KY on the nightstand. And in the top drawer are what looks like over 100 condoms." She looked the blonde over, "You look like a mess, what the hell happened to your hair? Tell me you didn't ride a bike dressed like that."
"RJ had me drive over in a Miata without a top." She looked in the mirror and saw her hair was a tangled mess and her outfit was all askew. "I'm Heidi, by the way."
"Rita, well, the boys think I'm Star, but my name is Rita. Are you really married?" She looked at the ring, "Seriously...I assume you didn't tell your husband?" She laughed, "Right, none of my business." She picked up a brush and smoothed out the girl's hair. "I'd love to know what you charge for this. I've never let any of the clients fuck me, though I've had then cum while I've given them lap dances. If you're going to do all the guys here, I sure hope you're getting at least five digits. There, I'll leave you to freshen up. I assume after your wind-blown drive over..." Rita started to leave, "Oh, are you a dom or a sub?" She saw the confused look on the girl, "Oh, right. Sub it is. I'll see you out there."
Heidi cleaned herself as well as she could after her encounter with the policeman but as he used a condom there was not much to do. When she came into the bedroom, she saw Rita holding out her hand.
"You're so good at this," she said admiringly, "You really look like the scared little girl. Here let me put this on you." She looked at her and kissed her, "Ok, you know the drill, this is just an act, but if it gets out of hand, the safe word is koala."
The boys were getting anxious for their entertainment and whooped when they saw Star leading the blonde girl in on a leash. The girl meekly followed on her hands and knees wearing a dog collar and a flimsy excuse for clothing. She meekly complied as she was pulled between the stripper's legs after the girl sat on a chair in the middle of the floor and opened her legs wide. Each guy leaned over for a better look as the beautiful blonde knelt with her ass and pussy fully on display to the entire room. As she kissed the girl's nipples and down her stomach, her pelvis rocked and they could all see by her labia that she was fully aroused. There were so many comments about who'd get to spear what hole and who would be after Chip that it almost became white noise.
Heidi realized that no matter how degraded she'd felt, how humiliated, there were people who would make debase her even more. The comments made her want to cry, her brain screamed out that this was wrong, wrong, wrong, but her pussy throbbed eagerly as if unaware of what the rest of her felt.
"Ok, bitch, you know what to do." The girl ordered loudly as she pushed the blonde's head down to her waiting cunt. She looked down and sighed as the blonde's tongue began probing her slit. Her nipples got hard feeling her cunt being bathed, opened and teased by the skilled mouth. She pulled on her nipples and lifted her legs onto the arms of the chair, groaning loudly as that tongue explored down to her bleached asshole. "That's it, bitch, lick my ass." She looked around, "Christ, are you boys going to have fun tonight. I don't think she knows how to say no, so whatever you boys want her to do..." She pointed to her bag, "perhaps our groom-to-be would like to pick out a toy. Look at how she's opening up her legs. She needs attention. Oh, I like that one. Modeled after that huge porn star. Don't forget the lube."
Heidi was feeling humiliated, first being led in like a dog, her totally bare ass exposed for all. Licking a strange girl's ass in front of 2 dozen strange men and now having them shove a dildo in her. "Mmmmph, mmphhh," she cried as she felt herself being stretched wide by something cold. Rita now had both hands on the back of her head pulling her against her pussy, her hips rocking against her, juices smearing her face.
"Oh wow, I didn't think you could push it all the way in, yes, grab that one. Twist the base, all the way, yes, like that. Hear the loud vibration? She'll never be happy with just a cock after this." She flopped back felt herself getting close as the young blonde began groaning against her cunt. "Ooooh, yes. That's it. You, blondie, grab that black one, lube it up and shove it up her ass." She felt a rush through her pussy as the girl responded with louder grunts against her clit, "Oh God! Push it in harder, yesss, yesss. You know what to do with those, ram them home! Oooohhhh, fuck meeeeee!" She screamed as she came on the beautiful blonde's face. Her pussy was rapidly humping, her legs opened as wide as she thought possible, the girl's tongue rapidly flicked against her incredibly sensitive clit and plunged inside her.
Heidi felt tears of humiliation run down her cheeks, but also incredible arousal as the fat vibrator pulsed through her and a boy rapidly fucked her ass with another fat toy. On top of that, she felt pride in how she got the experienced girl off. Her mind thought about one of the other wives back in Alabama who made a pass at her and now wondered how she would taste and enjoy her newly found skills.
As the waves of pleasure faded, she flopped back and pulled the girl off and kissed her, "Oh my God you're good at this," she drove her tongue into the girl's mouth tasting her tangy juices and held her. She broke the kiss and whispered, "I've never actually cum before at one of these. I always fake it, but not this time." She looked around at all the tented crotches, "I'm pretty much done here. You're on your own after this. Tempting, but my cunt is sore just thinking about all those cocks."
"Ok, boys. Let's get put the toys away. Chip, come back in five minutes and our little whore here will make you forget your future bride's name...just kidding...or not."
Chip pulled the large shafts out of the blonde, tossed the toys back in the bag and felt hands on his back, words of encouragement and suggestions they'd see him back out here in two minutes. He headed back passing Star who gave him a quick hug and saw Heidi on her back, legs spread wide looking expectantly at him. He yanked off his clothes and crawled on top of her admiring her perfect body he'd admired just this morning. He stifled the thought that as beautiful as Lois is, she couldn't approach the raw sexuality of this blonde. He crawled between her legs and was about to lay on top of her, but she pulled him up so his cock was in front of her waiting mouth.



Heidi tasted the boy she'd fucked earlier and hoped he wouldn't cum in her mouth, but he had to be excited with all the stimulus he'd received already. She played with his scrotum as his cock drove farther and farther down her throat. When she felt his ball sack tighten and his breathing get more ragged, she pushed him off and guided him back between her legs.
Heidi remembered fondly how tender and loving the boy was in the den and saw the look of desire on his face, "So, we meet again. I hope this isn't a letdown," she sighed. She reached down and guided him inside her, "Oh yes, I remember this," she said as the boy's cock instinctively thrust in and out of her. "Look, you can fuck me any way you want. This night is all about you." Her hips responded to the eager boy's thrusts, "I mean, this is how we, you know, in the den..."
Chip looked at the girl, "Really? I um, I've always wanted to try anal." He mumbled, "I mean if..." he trailed off as the girl gently pushed him off her. At first, he thought he'd made a mistake, but when she handed him the KY and faced away on her hands and knees, he felt his rock-hard cock get even harder, "then that's a yes."
"Get your cock nice and covered and take a generous amount and spread it around before pushing some into my ass, that's it. Nice, that feels good. Slow, slow...how does that feel?" Heidi asked as she pressed her face into the mattress. He was not hugely endowed, perhaps a bit underendowed, but she could feel his eagerness, the energy he was holding back as he eased into her. She turned to him, "Remember, I'm your slut for the night, treat me any way you want."
"Really, I don't want to hurt you, but God! It feels so great, so tight. I hope I don't cum too soon." He said but began pushing in harder. It seemed the harder he slammed into her, the more she grunted happily and the more intense that gripping ring felt on his cock. He thought about those tits and how he needed to see them and asked, "Is there a position where I can fuck your ass and play with your tits?"
Heidi nodded, thinking how Pierce took her twice last night. She had a sudden thought that her expertise at all these various positions was just 48 hours old. "Pull out and let me get on my back, I'll pull my legs up." As the boy lined his cock up and slid back into her ass, she found she was enjoying the smaller cock inside her and thought how nice it will be when she got home to Don who was basically this same size, but then inwardly groaned thinking how he'd think it dirty.
Chip felt his cock back in the girl's rectum and savored the tight ring as he pulled back and thrust back in. She groaned happily and rocked her hips as he fucked her ass, "Thanks for letting me do this. I doubt Lois would ever want me here." He sighed regretfully.
"Ease her into it. Get her to enjoy her ass being stimulated. When she's nearing climax, play with her ass, then maybe finger her ass as she cums. Oh yes, do that...I mean, keep doing that to me." She gasped as the boy stroked his thumb against her clit, "Yes, ah, ah, so, ah when she cums she'll remember her ass being filled. Oh, God, I 'm so close, please pound my ass, fuck me with your big cock," she panted.
Chip pressed his thumb harder against her clit as she writhed in ecstasy beneath him and when she began panting, her crotch twitching against his cock, he leaned forward, grabbed those massive tits and pounded into that tight ass. He instantly felt guilty thinking how small Lois' tits were and wondered if he'd ever get her to try anal...whether he'd ever get to try anal again. He also wondered if he should fuck those tits realizing even if Lois let him he never would be able to since she wasn't endowed like this...or at all. He paused as he felt the rapidly increasing ache in his balls and thought about pulling out so he could fuck her tits, but gave in to the urge and pumped his sperm deep into her rectum. He collapsed on top of her feeling totally spent.
Heidi stroked his back feeling his hips slowly pull out and back in again, apparently savoring the feel of her ass. She wondered if he were one of those guys who stayed hard, but soon it was obvious he wasn't. She was surprised when he kissed her, his tongue entering her mouth, but suddenly pulled back.
"I'm sorry. I just had the urge to kiss you. I know you working girls don't allow your, um clients to kiss them." Chip sighed, "But ever since this morning, I've thought about kissing this mouth." He traced his finger across her lips.
Heidi pulled his face to hers and opened her mouth as their lips met. His hand slid up and gripped her right breast, his other hand stroked her face. His tongue actively played with hers and she could feel his passion increase. She felt him grow fuller in her ass and soon he was fucking her again. He was slower this time and his mouth never left hers. She listened to his soft grunts with every thrust into her and found she was echoing him at the same time. This was true love-making. Up to now, all the men aggressively fucked her ass with no concern for her comfort or pleasure. She could feel the boy's crotch grind against her clit with each thrust and her hips responded.
Grant walked into the living room and looked around and wondered where Heidi was. He grabbed the beer shoved into his hand before seeing RJ and going over to greet him.
"Mr. White. I'm glad you could make it," the boy said as he shook the older man's hand, "Your girl is in good hands," he nodded down the hallway. He chuckled hearing the orgasmic cries, "very good hands I guess." He looked at the beer, "We have wine and various whiskeys if you'd prefer." He led Grant over to the bar and poured a scotch for the man. "Oh, you missed Heidi with her face buried in our stripper's cunt. Wow! She is a very enthusiastic little whore." He looked around, "Oh, by the way, when Chip is done with her," he nodded towards two older men, "Jim Simpson and Bryan Walters want to double-team her," he laughed, "You know, bonding between the two newly formed families. Jim is Chip's dad and Bryan is Lois' dad, you know, the bride." He slapped Grant on the shoulder, "You've already had her I assume, I mean blondie, not Lois. Anyhow, you'll get your turn tonight. No man left behind," he laughed as he went over to the two fathers.
Grant took a sip of his scotch and looked at the groom getting high-fives from his friends as he came out of the back bedroom. "How was she? As great a fuck as she looks?" one guy asked, "Did you get to fuck that ass? Man! I never saw a better ass than that chick has." Grant looked down the hallway as the two fathers went in the back bedroom. He felt a sudden pang of jealousy and wondered where that came from. He headed over to the bar for another scotch trying to shake the urge to take her out of there.
Heidi came out of the bathroom after cleaning up and saw two older men taking off their clothes, "Oh, hi. I wasn't sure..." She stammered.
"Jim, Bryan," one of the men nodded over to the other, "father of the bride and father of the groom," he added. "Bryan, you still want her ass? Girl, lie down and spread your legs. I want a good look at that cunt of yours," he ordered, "Christ, take a look at that perfect clamshell twat." He pointed to the blushing girl's crotch, "I'm going to be fucking the shit out of that nice slit unless you want to. I'm going to defer to the father of the bride since it's her day tomorrow, therefore your night tonight" Jim laughed.
Bryan whistled, "Damn! I wish Louise would shave down there, but no way is her pussy close to this. Honey, turn over and stick your ass in the air, Christ! That's it." He looked at Jim, "Tell you what, I'll start with that cunt then have her get on top of you, then I'll fuck that tight bud. Man! Look at that. She's perfect. Sweetie, open those cheeks, that's it. I can't wait. I don't know about you, but I haven't been this hard since high school. We'll have to see where Richard found her. I'll bet she cost him a pretty penny."
Heidi wanted to blurt out she wasn't for sale but realized she actually was. It seemed like ever since a couple of days ago she'd been debased further than she thought possible. Her stomach felt sour hearing these men want to simply abuse her any way they pleased with zero concern about her comfort or pleasure when she felt hands on her ass and a plump cock press against her pussy. She let out an audible groan as the man plunged into her and without letting her get used to him and began pistoning in and out of her pussy. She felt his heavy balls slapping against her clit and as she raised her head, mouth open in a gasp, Jim shoved his cock between her lips. She felt like she was simply a bunch of holes for these two men who commented on her body; how tight she was; how tough it would be to go back to their wives; if she were available for a week in Malibu for a party one of the men was having. She couldn't speak or even shake her head with a long shaft of meat buried down her throat.
Jim finally pulled out of her mouth, "Before you fuck that ass, have you ever been deep-throated? I felt like my cock was in her stomach," he chuckled as he stroked his slick cock. He crawled off the bed and as he passed Bryan gave him a high 5 before getting back on the bed and kneeling behind that perfect ass. He reached down and slid his finger into her pussy and laughed, "Motherfucker. She's incredible. How many cocks has she taken here and she's still fucking tighter than hell." He grabbed his cock and lined himself up and plunged in, feeling that tight cunt engulf his cock. "Oh, man. I suspected you were getting close and I can feel why." He saw the red handprints on that creamy ass and gripped the girl there also as he began aggressively stabbing his cock into her.
Heidi was in a haze feeling herself being fucked even harder than any of the men last night, her lips being bruised as Bryan drove his cock down her throat. She limply complied when they repositioned her on top of Jim who pulled open her ass cheeks to make it easier for the other man to penetrate her anus. She cried out when Bryan slammed into her without warning.
"Ohhhhh, you have to try this," Bryan sighed, "now I'm in love. Honey, just say the word and I'll put you up in an apartment with anything you want."
"I'm in. Something like her can bring our families closer together. I mean, it's nice Lois and Chip are getting married, but having a piece like this really is a bonding experience," Jim chuckled as he mauled those massive tits hanging down above him.
Heidi gritted her teeth not wanting to say anything, but she was beginning to loathe both these men. They both finally shut up and she tolerated their stabbing her with their cocks and soon welcomed the sounds of their impending orgasms. First Bryan came and after he pulled out he slapped her ass painfully hard. He laughed loudly as he headed to the bathroom and Jim roughly pushed her off him and flipped her onto her stomach.
Heidi gritted her teeth as the man kneed her legs wide apart and lay on top of her driving his cock deep into her rectum. Her hearing was almost damaged when Jim yelled into the bathroom that Bryan was right about the girl's ass. His face was pressed next to hers and his breath stank of scotch and cigars. She wanted to laugh hearing his grunts sound almost like a cartoon chimpanzee but felt too much disgust. She could barely breathe with the 250-pound man's weight not just fully on her but his fat stomach rising and plopping back down on her. She felt herself nearing passing out when his grunts got louder and was relieved when he finally came and he rolled off her. She lay on her stomach feeling fluids leaking out of her ass while welcoming air back into her lungs when Jim came back in, got dressed and sat down next to her.
"Sorry if we treated you like a piece of meat, but seriously. We can put you up in style and you won't have to suffer through any more..., well, many more of these gang bangs." He turned her over onto her back, his eyes taking in her entire naked form. He cleared the strands of hair off her face before reaching down and palming her breast, "You are truly a beautiful woman. Hell, I'm tempted to divorce Janet and marry you even if you are a whore."
Heidi sat up, "I'm not a whore. I am married and through a screw-up by my husband, I put myself in this degrading position, but I am not a whore."
Jim stood up and laughed, "Oh, keep telling yourself that. Whatever gets you through the night." He opened his wallet and pulled out ten 100s and tossed them on the bedside table. "There, now it's official. Unless you'd like to give that back."
Heidi reached for it to toss it in his face, but Bryan came over and added a thousand more, grinning at her. As much as she wanted to, she couldn't bring herself to throw away $2,000. She dropped her hand and rolled off the bed to get their putrid fluids out of her and the tears off her face.
After Todd, the best man came back and enjoyed all her holes, though a lot more tenderly, the rest of the wedding party took turns with her. When the three ushers left, she was thinking the night of debasement was finally over and staggered into the bathroom to clean up once more. All the boys saw the pile of money and opened their wallets and tossed bills onto the pile. She was itching to count it wondering how much was there, but also humiliated that what she'd rationalized earlier as being a good wife had now morphed into her officially being a whore. She came back out of the bathroom having cleaned up for the 8th time that evening when she saw RJ standing there holding the leash and collar.
"Why are you holding that? I'm not being led in like a dog again. That was too much." Heidi said firmly. "And, since I've been used by the entire wedding party, I'd like to go home now." She looked past RJ, "Where's Mr. White?"
"No idea, but sure, if that's what you want. I'll call dad and let him know you decided to not fulfill your end of the bargain. I think you just did this so you'd get a ton of cock before heading home to your pencil-dick husband. Or put the collar on and we'll finish your part of the bargain. Many of the boys asked me to lead you out there so they could take you from behind." His cock throbbed envisioning this beautiful blonde on all fours being taken by all the guys. He shook his head, tossed the collar and leash on the bed and reached for his phone. Hearing a noise he looked up and saw the blonde fastening the collar around her neck.
"I'll let you lead me in, but I won't crawl like a dog," she hissed. "I'll be your fuck-toy for a while longer. They can have me, but not with me crawling in on my hands and knees," she spat out. "I've been more than accommodating and your father knows that."
RJ picked up the handle of the leash and patted the girl on the head, "Good girl. I'll make sure we all give you something to remember when your hubby is on top of you for your weekly five minutes of heaven."
She desperately wanted to defend her husband and say that he was plenty big and could last a long time but couldn't bring herself to lie. "Just shut up and let's get this over with," she sighed. She looked at the boy and shook her head, "You should know that before I flew out here, I'd only ever been with one man. So, you might be right that I'll be replaying this in my head, but I wish you were a bit nicer about this."
RJ stopped and looked at the girl, "Ok. I'll tell you what. If you go out there and beg all those boys to fuck you and look eager...I mean really wanting their cocks, we'll ditch the collar. Then, just one last thing. I'll drive you home and I want just two hours alone with you so I can just make love to you. Deal?"
Heidi nodded and pulled off the collar. She stepped by the boy and headed down the hall. "Ok boys. Who hasn't had relief yet? Or need relief again?" She looked at all the boys stand up as she entered feeling panic and wanting to run. Were there really 30 boys and men here earlier? She stifled her fears and forced a grin, "Oooohhhh. Who's going to be first to give me that cock I need?"
******************************************************
Grant looked over at the blonde leaning back in the first-class seat. Her eyes were closed and she was fast asleep. He thought back to just a few hours ago when the naked blonde entered the room and asked who would like to fuck her. For five hours she took cocks in all her holes and in her hands until the last boy left happy. He knew he'd have to join in if or go jerk off feeling his cock swell as she bent over the coffee table so her head hung over one side and her ass and pussy were available to everyone on the other. He remembered the boys came up with a challenge to see who could jet the most cum in her mouth after fucking her holes. They knelt down in front of her and he remembered her mouth opening wide, her tongue eagerly trying to capture every spurt.
After the last boy was done and she'd staggered back to clean up, he barely recognized her with the cum streaming off her face, hair, chest and down her legs. Then after showering she shocked him when she told him she was being driven back to Richard's house and asked that he pick her up in a couple of hours. He fingered the USB with the recordings from the bachelor party wanting to count how many men fucked her and as he was thinking that he felt that pang again in his stomach. She'd immediately fell asleep in the limo after weakly suggesting she take care of him, then again while they were in the boarding area. He could imagine her exhaustion having seen a bit of all the recordings from the night before. His thoughts went to Don and how he must have reacted getting all the emails containing these same recordings. He had been planning to take this beautiful girl back to his house for a last fuck before returning her to her husband, but he felt she'd been through enough and it was important she ger sleep.
Heidi's dreams were filled with cocks...hundreds of cocks spurting gallons of sticky cum all over her face and into her mouth. Then she found herself naked in the middle of a train station, her hand unable to staunch the flow of cum pouring out of her vagina onto the floor. All the people were pointing, many laughing, others hurrying by while muttering 'Whore!'. A maintenance man with a mop and bucket was yelling at her to clean up after herself as she looked down at the widening lake of sperm. In another, she was holding a baby girl in her arms and studying her face and was recognizing the father's features, Richard's features.
Grant had never truly been in love and always knew he wasn't the type of man who could, but sudden doubts about that crept in as he adjusted the blanket around the girl's shoulders. It was hard for him to put a finger on the feelings, but he wondered if there was a way to get her to stay with him, perhaps next month travel to his island and spend a couple of weeks basking in the sun. He already knew that Don wouldn't say no. He shook his head. This was business and she is a terrific business tool. Then he felt remorse having these thoughts about such a great girl, a wonderful wife of his best salesman and a person so tough to have put up with all they put her through. He heard soft whimpers and wondered what her dreams were about.
Regardless, he couldn't help but feel joy over the huge orders the girl enabled. In just two days what she'd accomplished was amazing. This would mean millions more in profits that might allow the company to expand into other areas. He thought about how to leverage her assets in the future outside of Richard's quarterly reorders...and how to find a way to get time with her again. All thoughts of that worthless sentiment love were dispelled by the dollar signs flowing through his thoughts.



Don looked at the clock again and saw it was just 5 minutes later. He paced the living room glancing every so often at the dent his scotch glass had made in the wood two days ago. Two days! Was it only two days? It had to be at least a week. He was torn between rage over all that his sweet innocent wife had been put through along with jealousy over her obvious pleasure she'd derived from all the men then how she'd come through for him. He thought about the massive commission checks; but then his humiliation seeing the size of the cocks on some of the men; but then the possibilities opening up having this much more income; anger over Mr. White's enthusiastic use of Heidi; yet there was the anticipation seeing his wife again; a flush of eagerness anticipating the huge increase in his paycheck. He was shocked to feel his cock throb thinking about Heidi helping him get future orders, thinking of that construction company in St. Louis and the brothers in Chicago who were so tough to get to expand their business.
He looked at his watch. The plane was due in at 2:33. now 3:35. She should be here soon...unless Mr. White decided they should stop at his house along the way for one last fuck. Of course he would. He had that huge grin on his face when he looked over at the camera when he was fucking Heidi. And the way he winked! He felt like punching the wall but also hated the throbbing in his pants. He thought about getting Heidi naked, freshly back from having dozens of men use her. Would she look different, act differently? Would she even want to make love for the first few days? He had the sudden worry he'd not be able to perform if that was what she'd want having jerked off at least a half dozen times since she'd been led away by Jimmy.
He heard a car and looked out the window. Mr. White was opening the door and helping Heidi out of the limo while the driver was grabbing her bag. She looked so much the same...no differences at all that he could see, even was wearing the dress she had on when she left. He started to step back, but paused as the older man pulled her close and kissed her...not a fatherly peck but with passion. He wanted to yank the door open and scream at the man but instead tried to fight the bulge growing in his pants as the older man's hands explored her lightly-clothed body. No way could he greet his wife with an erection derived from seeing her being groped by another man.
Heidi felt that now familiar wetness and tingling and both hoped Don was watching - for what he'd put her through - and hoped not as she raised her arms around Grant's neck allowing him full access to her breasts. She pulled back and looked at the man, "You did that on purpose, didn't you? You really did want to punish him."
Grant nodded, "You're right. You have no idea how damaging the loss of that order would have been for the company, but you should know that your willingness to put yourself out there not only saved jobs but most likely will be responsible for a lot of new hires as we step up production," he stroked her face, "but on a more personal note I'll never regret using you except for how limited the time was we spent together. You are not someone any man can have just once."
Heidi laughed, "Once?" She ticked off on the fingers, "Let's see, in your library - twice; how many times later that night? Then I sucked you off in the limo on the way to Richard's." She looked at her house, "And don't tell me that wasn't you who took my ass this morning. I might have had my mouth full, but I recognized your cock," she laughed. "In all, that's a lot of access to the wife of one of your employees, don't you think?" She kissed him once more, turned and rolled her bag up the walk.
Don opened the door, his brain in turmoil. We wanted to yell at her for letting all the neighbors see her kissing another man; drop to his knees and beg her forgiveness; hold her and welcome her back...but instead he simply took her bag and kissed her on the lips, "God, I missed you. I'm so glad you're home."
The blonde felt relief wash through her. She enjoyed being used by most of those men way too much and was worried Don wouldn't want anything to do with her. But when he kissed and held her, the tears started to flow and soon she was sobbing on his shoulder, "I'm sorry, but I missed you too and was so worried you'd be angry with me. I heard Richard sent you videos of the last couple of days," she said sadly, "I'm afraid to ever see them and really sad you had to."
Don looked at his wife, illogically shocked she looked exactly the same and sounded the same, "It wasn't easy. He's a sadistic bastard and I am tempted to give Andrew the account, but he has turned into the best customer we have." He hesitated, "There is one thing, though. I wasn't thrilled to see you look so eager when you told all the guys at the bachelor party you need them to fuck you," he said softly while remembering how hard it made him. "That really hurt...a lot."
Heidi felt herself blush furiously, "Oh Christ! They taped that also? Shit, shit, shit." She wanted to hug her husband and beg him to forgive her but knew he needed to know the reason. "I am so sorry you had to see that. I assume you saw Rita lead me in by the leash when I first got there," she felt like crying, "RJ had me put on the collar and was going to do the same thing and offer me to the guys. I begged him not to and suggested instead I go out there with a bit of enthusiasm so I wasn't so humiliated." She hoped RJ didn't have any videos of her screaming out in pleasure as he fucked her over and over after the party. That enthusiasm was not faked. She dreaded being used by him until he pulled out the largest cock she'd ever seen and was very good at using it.
Don nodded, not wanting to doubt her, but not really believing she was that good an actress. On the other hand, he'd fucked up and put her in that position so if she were miserable why would that be better? He told himself it was good she'd enjoyed herself but how the hell could she cum that many times and not pass out? He looked at his wife, "I get it and again, I'm so sorry I screwed up and made you do all that. How can I make it up to you?"
Heidi thought about all the things she could get her husband to agree to but realized there was one thing she wanted more than anything else, "There is one thing. This whole weekend was about men using me for their pleasure. I want a man...you, to lick my pussy until I cum. Then I want to ride your cock until I cum again. I want to use you to get my pleasure so you can't cum until I tell you to. Can you do that?" She looked sternly at Don, "You have to hold off as long as it takes. If you can do that, I'll let you cum in my mouth or my ass. Your choice." Seeing him hesitate, then nod, she led him up to their bedroom.
******************************************************
"Don, Richard will want me to stay after dinner and anyhow, you'll need to get back to relieve the babysitter. I should be back by noon hopefully or maybe early afternoon since RJ is flying in with him." She went over and pulled the baby out of the crib and looked at her, "you are so sweet, so beautiful. You'll be nine months old tomorrow...getting to be such a big girl. I'll make sure I'm home as early as possible." She kissed little Rachel on her head and rocked her, "She's so beautiful," she looked over at her husband. "By the way, a John Edwards called and wants us in St. Louis this coming weekend. Did you set something up? I'd really prefer you ask me before making these plans. I've told you before that I am not going to be closing every sale for you." She stopped, remembering something, "Wait, this Friday Grant is taking me to Monterey for his 30th reunion." She sighed, "I'm his arm candy."
Don shook his head. Ever since he'd fucked up a year and a half ago, he'd jerked off more to the 30+ hours of recordings of Heidi being screwed by almost 50 men that he knew of than he'd jerked off in his entire life. Also, their lovemaking had changed considerably. He wasn't allowed to fuck her until he'd gotten her off with his tongue. At first, he hated it aware that dozens of men had dumped their loads inside her, but on the other hand his cock had never felt so hard. Then he found the joys of anal sex, though he also loved cumming down her throat and it was always one or the other, though he strongly suspected that was a rule just for him.
Their relationship changed in other ways. Seemingly word had gotten out and more of his customers had insisted she join them for dinner or drinks. Sales were increasing monthly and she was constantly in demand by his customers and by Mr. White. Often Heidi was called on to get suppliers to give the company better pricing and he'd received many a bonus from her assistance. At least his job was secure as he was the top salesman every quarter. Heidi had urged him to take advantage of the widow Dolores down the street when she wasn't home at night, but he just didn't know how to go about it. Plus, he had the recordings which never failed to provide incredible visual stimulation that made his orgasms stronger than ever.
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Cassie closed her locker and turned towards Physics. Her brain was trying to rationalize why she'd lied to her parents. Stacy would cover for her, so that wasn't the issue. It must just be guilt. Plus, she'd told Adam over and over they couldn't go all the way. She wanted to save herself and he knew that was important to her. That wasn't an issue either. He'd been content with mauling her breasts while kissing her even though he rubbed his erection against her eagerly. She always felt bruised after his rough groping. Once he'd tried to get under her shirt, but she'd stopped that immediately. Bare breasts might be nicer, perhaps he'd be more gentle but once boys get that they don't want to stop. Tops come off, then bottoms and before you know it, you're another teen mother. On the other hand, he had to anticipate she'd be wearing just a tee-shirt and panties if they are to climb into bed together. As long as her panties stayed on this weekend she'd be fine.
She sat at her desk and wondered what sex will eventually be like. Frankly, she had no idea why Stacy sounded so enthusiastic about sex with Brett. If sex were anything like making out with Adam, then she'd better find something to occupy her mind and have towels handy. The way he slobbered all over her face reminded her of trying to eat a popsicle in July, just not as sweet. If what Stacy told her was true, her crotch would be twice as messy. Then there's the pain. Having a penis rip through her makes her shudder. What if the whole act is nothing but pain?
On top of that, what was it about Adam that attracted her? He was not the brightest, definitely a poor listener, but had what everyone told her? His perfect body. All she could think of was all the girls suddenly noticed him when he transferred over and when he'd asked her out, she never hesitated. Was it just that he was totally hot? The jealous comments from her classmates? But then there's Brett. He always seemed to know how and where to stroke her whenever they'd danced. She'd experienced a throbbing between her legs at times with him, but he's with Stace and no way can anything ever come of that. She cleared her head and sat up as the teacher stood up.
Adam was floating down the hall. His parents were leaving him alone for the weekend and he'd have the house to himself, or rather he and Cassie would have the house to themselves. When he first got to Franklin, the guys told him Cassie Edwards was the ultimate conquest. He nails her and he's legend here. He couldn't understand how she was still a virgin when he thought about her body, her face, her lips. She reeked sensuality, in fact, Mr. Roberts asked her to come up to the front of the class when comparing males to females in Biology. It wasn't anything sexual, more like leg length to torso ratio, elbow angles, things like that, but it was no shock she was selected. She reeked sexuality, responded with heat to his kisses, but always stopped him whenever he tried to get her clothes off.
He should have been used to that at his other school having all his girlfriends stop him short of getting his cock inside their pussies. He'd been really good at getting handjobs and blowjobs though, but Cassie had no interest in touching his cock. The way she responded to his kisses and how she seemed to enjoy his caressing her tits makes it inevitable she'd be welcoming his dick inside her soon. Soon as in this weekend or Brett....
He thought about his preparations. His parents left this morning and he'd staged a porn flick in the DVD player. He'd set the TV to automatically start it and was going to be so shocked that his parents or his older brother had inadvertently left that in there. He already decided he'd jump up and go to stop it but then would hesitate and ask if perhaps they should see what the fuss is all about. He'd swapped out the light bulbs in his bedroom for softer ones and found red satin sheets that his mom picked up for special occasions.
He nodded to Eddie as he plopped into his seat. He wondered what it was going to feel like. Eddie had told him he'd never be able to go back to his hand or a blowjob once he'd felt a warm tight cunt grip his cock. He heard the History prof mention something that perhaps he should have paid attention to, but thoughts of a naked Cassie, blonde hair splayed out on the red sheets, legs opened wide, those tits spilling out over her chest, creamy skin against those red satin sheets made it hard to pay attention. Would she finally comply and give him access to more than her bra-covered tits? A few times he thought he could feel bumps through the thick layers and wondered what her nipples looked like. 'I'll bet her areolas are huge and her nipples have to get hard if he could feel them through those thick bras. What is her bush like...I'll bet it's golden blonde? Does she trim or shave? Brett told me if she shaved her labia, she expects me to fuck her. Does she have a clam-shell pussy or fleshy lips?' His thoughts were shattered as Dr. Samuels asked him a question.
Stacy came up to Cassie after class, "Soooo, tell me? Now that you're 18 and things are opening up for you...like your legs...are you going to you know with Adam this weekend?" She handed her blonde friend a bag. "Here. Just in case," she laughed as the went into the Girl's restroom at the end of the hall. She found herself getting aroused just thinking about her friend getting nailed for the first time. She also hoped that Cassie would open up as Brett would not be the only person who'd enjoy getting her naked.
Cassie punched her friend after looking at the rubbers in the bag. She blushed and looked around happy that they were alone, "you know nothing will happen, though I might, well, you know...touch him." She blushed furiously, "I could give him a handjob. I Googled how to," she said quietly.
Stacy laughed, "Oh sweetie. I love you so much. Once you have his cock in your hand, you'll have to taste it. I love having a cock in my mouth. It makes me feel so powerful. And then once it's really hard and he's ready to blow keep him there and taste it. Guys will do anything for you if you swallow. But what he'll really want is to fuck those massive tits of yours," she cupped her friend's breasts. "Damn! These are huge, hell, seeing these gives me penis envy. I'd love to fuck these. Brett has repeatedly asked me if you'd join us, though I think all he wants is to put his cock here," her hand pressed between those masses of flesh. "I told him to go jerk off and you're not interested in getting your face splattered with his cum. Plus, there's no way I'm letting any guy I'm with compare our naked bodies. On the other hand, you make sure to call me if you can't go through with it. I'll be your stand-in...or lie in...on my knees is good, also."
Cassie laughed, but blushed again, "Come on, you're a babe, but did Brett really say that? I mean, guys like that?" she asked.
"Look at this," Stacy thumbed through her phone and hit play.
Cassie felt that strange feeling below her navel seeing a large cock humping a girl's chest. She was almost as well-endowed as Cassie was and she looked like she enjoyed getting her boobs mauled and bruised. "I don't get it. I guess she is just letting him do that to make him happy. I guess I could just lie there if I had to." She pushed the phone away, "Let's get to Calc."
As they left Stacy called over her shoulder, "I'll pick you up at 6. Make sure you're packed, don't forget your raincoats."
After school. Cassie changed out of her school clothes and packed her overnight bag. She looked at her usual pajamas and decided instead to wear an old oversized tee-shirt to bed. She looked around making sure she had everything and headed to the door when she heard Stacy's car pull up.
"Bye, mom. I'll have my phone on if you need anything." Cassie called out as her friend's car pulled up. "Yes, I have the DVDs," she replied when her mom asked if she'd grabbed the Toy Story movies.
"Hey, you little slut! You ready for a weekend of nudity and debauchery?" Stacy giggled as her friend climbed in. "Is that cute twat of yours tingling in anticipation?"
Cassie groaned, "Look. I'll jerk him off or maybe let him put his dick here," she patted her chest, "but I'm not going any further than that. Also, he did promise me it was just so we could spend the weekend together. He told me he wouldn't pressure me or expect anything more than we've already done."
"Wow! And you believed him? Check his bedside table. I'll bet you he's got a box of Trojans waiting," Stacy said, "and look in the DVD player. He won't have Toy Story 3 in there. You know he will be so shocked when he finds someone left a porn flick in there. On the other hand, the one Brett discovered was pretty good. It was about a girl on a boat with five or was it six guys? Anyhow she had to please them all or they'd toss her overboard," the brunette sighed, "Some girls get all the fun." She looked over at Cassie, "Though if it were you, I'm pretty sure you'd be swimming for shore."
Cassie laughed. Stacy always expressed a side of her that she would never admit to. She never told her to stop it or tone it down. There was something about her banter that made something deep inside try to wake, "Actually, that is a good question. Given a choice between drowning and having sex with a half dozen guys...are they cute?"
Stacy chuckled, "Ok. Let's say...ok! I got it. The Chess Club guys. You either have to swim 5 miles back to shore or you have to let each of them fuck you as many times as they want. What do you do?"
Cassie looked thoughtful, "They're nice guys. I'll bet they'd tell me I can stay if I asked nicely and they'd not touch me." She thought a couple of seconds, "Plus, aren't there 12 guys in the Chess Club?"
"OK, forget the Chess club. 6 guys from the football team, yes, the linebackers. All 6. They won't be as nice and probably a lot bigger." Stacy shot back. "Ok, my little cum dump, what do you do?"
Cassie couldn't understand why, but she felt blood pulsing in her crotch, "Ok, they won't be as nice. As many times as they want? Would they want to do me in the ass? How choppy is the water? How cold is it?"
Stacy groaned, "You are hopeless. I feel really sorry for Adam. At least we got you nice and waxed down there. I'm so jealous. You have the prettiest pussy I've ever seen. Don't be afraid to show it off," she looked over grinning, "I was this close to tasting you. Ok, we're here. I'll pick you up at 8 on Sunday, Ok? Call me, sweetie, if you need me to come over sooner to get you...or relieve you." She leaned over and gave her friend a hug. "Love you."
"Love you more," Cassie replied, blushing. She thought back to her friend studying her private region and suspected she had those thoughts. She grabbed her overnight bag from the back, "Oh, here." She handed the Toy Story DVDs to her friend, "I still cannot believe you and Brett have not seen these. They are really good."
Stacy took the DVDs and held one up, "You should keep one and swap out the porn flick he 'accidentally' left in the player, though maybe not, some of them are pretty good."
Adam opened the door and hugged his girlfriend. He felt those huge tits press against his chest and her pubic bone against his hoping this was a small sampling of the full-body contact to come. He kissed her and slid his hand up and squeezed her right breast while his other slid down and cupped that world-class ass.
Cassie gently pushed him away, "Ok, easy now. At least close the door so we don't give your neighbors a show."
Adam took her bag feeling something...something exciting. This is the first girl's bag he'd be taking to his room. He wondered how many more he'd have in his life. Most likely dozens. First girl to sleep in the same bed and hopefully the first girl he'd have naked in his bed...first pussy. 'Please, God!'
Cassie felt a feeling of anxiety as her boyfriend wheeled her bag down the hall. He'd told her to make herself comfortable in the living room, so she didn't follow, but thought about what Stacy said. Does he really have a supply of condoms waiting? She then remembered she was allergic to latex and when she'd put on gloves to help her dad paint the boat, she'd broken out in a painful rash. Oh well, it wouldn't be coming to that anyhow. Then she thought about how Stacy had taken her to be waxed 'Just in case.' Why had she done that if he'd never see her there? She thought about her friends and how many of them stated they didn't expect it and one thing led to another. She didn't believe them. No one gets a penis inside them unless they opened their legs for it...unless it's rape. But they never said anything about being forced. They called it making love.
Adam looked around the room wondering if he should light the candles yet but decided against it. He inhaled the lilac scent he'd purchased and hoped Cassie would like it. The bed is perfect, there was zero clutter. He'd even taken down the Avengers posters and put up Van Gogh prints which Cassie liked so much. He turned off the light and headed back to the living room. Cassie stood up from the couch as he entered, "Sit. Can I get you a coke or something? I have Vernors. I know it's your favorite. We'll be getting pizza delivered in about 10 minutes."
Cassie laughed, "I thought you hated ginger ale, but sure. I'd love a glass. What kind of pizza, wait, let me guess, sausage and mushroom." She looked shocked when he shook his head and said ham and pineapple, "Wow! You always sneer at that when I order it."
"I've actually come to like it. You know, the sweet and salty combo." I never really disliked it, I just liked teasing you," he laughed. "So, you're house-sitting next week. I still don't understand why a house would need sitting, but if they want you to do that...perhaps we can do this again next week, I mean between Fiddler and school. Crap! Of all weeks to be booked almost solid."
Cassie looked at her boyfriend, "Tempting, but I promised Mrs. Lawson that I wouldn't invite anyone over, boys or girls. Anyhow, they have a greenhouse and the automatic sprinklers aren't working, also a lot of house plants, two cats, plus a bird. It will actually be a lot of work. I'm glad they hired Brett to fix the sprinklers so after that It won't be as bad. On the other hand, they'll be paying me $50 per day and I'll need the money to help with college next year."
"Brett is coming over but I can't?" Adam asked suddenly feeling a pain in his stomach, "He's a boy."
Cassie slapped Adam on the arm playfully, "Yeah, but he's going with Stace and he's more like a brother." She looked at her glass, "I'm going to get more Vernors. Want anything?"
After eating Cassie excused herself to go clean her hands after eating pizza. She went into Adam's bedroom and immediately saw all his movie posters were gone and, wait! Starry Night? The Langois Drawbridge, oh, and her favorite, The Café Terrace. She went over to each one and admired them. She stopped and sniffed. Was that lilac she smelled? She looked around and noticed the light bulbs were not nearly as bright and there were candles on his dresser and next to the bed. Seeing the bedside table, she went over and opened the drawer and groaned. Stacy was right. She picked up the Box. Trojan G-Spot Premium. She quickly dropped the box back in the drawer seeing the picture and the description.
Adam put away the dishes and swished water to get the taste of cooked pineapple out of his mouth. 'How can anyone eat that?' he wondered. The ham is alright, but a weak substitute for sausage. He pulled the bottle of wine out and uncorked it. He hoped his dad would not miss this since from his supply.
Cassie came back into the living room and was stunned to see the lights were off and Adam had lit candles. She had to admit it was nice but reminded herself that she would not let herself be seduced and he'd promised not to try anything. "What's this? Wine?" She took the glass and took a sip. It was good. It wasn't like what mom has sometimes. That was almost sour. This was slightly sweet. "What is this?" she asked.
"It's a Merlot. Mom and Dad let me have some at dinner sometimes. I thought you might like it," he said as he indicated the couch. He looked at his watch, "You said you've never seen Love Actually and it starts in 10 minutes." He turned on the TV and the opening credits for a movie came up and immediately showed a girl on her knees putting a cock in her mouth. "Holy crap! I had no idea Mom and Dad watched stuff like this. Hang on, I'll eject it," he quickly got up but stopped as if he'd never seen anything like it.
"That's ok unless you don't want to watch it. I've never seen one of these and it might be fun," she lied. Stacy had shown her plenty, but never on a 75" television. She patted the seat and Adam sat back down. She looked over at Adam to see his reaction to the girl on the screen. Blonde, about 5' 5" tall. Huge breasts without a bit of sag. Narrow waist with perfectly flared hips. Cassie wanted to ask if he'd picked this out because that described herself perfectly. If it weren't for the completely shaved pussy, that could be her on the screen, at least she'd kept a blonde patch. It was impressive that he'd pretty much found an almost identical girl's body even though he'd never even seen her in a bathing suit. What was also impressive was the fat rod in the girl's mouth. She'd never seen an actual penis erect in real life and remembered telling Stacy that these guys had to be mutants.
The movie was pretty bad actually. There was no plot except for the girl playing the babysitter and taking off her clothes and allowing every person in the movie access to her vagina, mouth, and ass. First, there was the father who stopped short of her house when he drove her home to thank her for being so great with the kids. Cassie remembered babysitting and being driven home dozens of times without even a handshake. The fathers were often very tired and wanted to be rid of her as soon as possible. This father was a lot warmer and friendlier. It seemed so natural the girl would go from a goodbye hug to pulling his cock out and sucking on it. Apparently, the girl was different in other respects also as she seemed incredibly flexible to have sex in such a small space. At first, she felt like laughing, but she was aware of a hardening of her nipples and a throbbing between her thighs.
Adam was trying not to let Cassie know he'd gotten a painful stiffy and felt an urgent need to adjust himself. He wondered if she was reacting the same way, so he glanced over and was surprised to see her nipples poking through her bra and tee-shirt. He'd barely ever even felt them through her clothes before. He paused it, put his arm around her, his hand draping across a breast and kissed her. "This is pretty hot. I'm really glad my parents left this in there. He looked at her and saw she was fairly flushed, "You like it? She isn't as beautiful as you are, but still really hot!"
She nodded and got up, "I need to use the bathroom, plus it's late so I'm going to change into my sleepwear," she said feeling warm. She looked back at her boyfriend and nodded at his uncomfortable-looking erection, "You better adjust that. It looks painful." When she got to the bathroom, she grabbed her phone, "Stacy. You were right. Yes, that one. How did you know? Ah, that makes sense. Really? She does, but...no kidding. Anyhow, I decided to give him a handjob. I don't know. I've never seen his thing. Really? How would I do that? Ok, I'll try....love you more."
Adam stood and wrestled his erection up wishing he'd worn sweatpants or something. The shorts were too tight around his waist to accommodate his chubby. He had just felt his cock soften when he saw Cassie enter the living room wearing just a long tee-shirt. His cock immediately throbbed back to full staff as he stood back up. Was she wearing panties? She sure wasn't wearing a bra seeing her breasts bouncing freely and her beautiful nipples barely hidden by the thin material. He pulled her close, his hand immediately sliding down to her ass to verify whether she had panties on. He was just mildly disappointed but then thought how fun it will be to slide them down her legs. He'd never seen or touched a bare pussy in person. Obviously, he'd seen hundreds if not thousands on various screens, but in real life? Never. He craved tasting, smelling, feeling her, but most of all felt an urge stronger than any he'd ever had to experience his dick inside her.



Cassie felt herself getting wet as the boy explored her ass and breasts, obviously fascinated by what she'd kept from him for their entire relationship. For the first time, she wondered what he might feel like inside her...in her hand, her mouth. She stepped back, "Maybe we should see if Alex has to screw both the father and the uncle at the same time." She pulled the boy over to the couch and pushed him down. "Ok, I can see this is not going to work for you," she said as she knelt down and undid his pants. She reached for the remote and hit 'play' before pulling them off him.
Adam couldn't believe it. The video was working. He'd never seen Cassie look so flushed, her breathing so deep. He lifted his hips and allowed his beautiful blonde girlfriend to pull his shorts and underpants down his legs. He almost came seeing her tits fully exposed as she bent over. He wished she'd take off her top at least, but seeing how she unconsciously licked her lips looking at his cock was incredibly arousing. Was she going to suck his cock? He let out an audible sigh when she gripped his cock and stroked the entire length.
Cassie could see why Stacy told her that few things feel better than a pulsing cock in her hand. She was wrong about one thing though. She could easily wrap her hand around his cock and her one hand gripped the entire length. Did Stace have smaller hands? No, they swapped gloves all the time. However, it did have a fascinating shape, much like a spear. In fact, the head was triangular and flared out from the veiny shaft much like an arrow. She'd never really noticed the uneven texture and yet how soft the skin was. As she used two fingers to stroke him, she remembered that she needed to spit on her hand to make it slippery. That must be better hearing Adam let out a soft moan. He sure leaked a lot of fluids and soon she began rapidly pumping and on an impulse licked his ball sack, then gently sucked a testicle into her mouth. He immediately grunted and she watched as spurt after spurt of white goo shot out of the head.
This was ten times better than jerking off, Adam thought as he felt the incredible release. He'd never once come close to cumming more than dribbling out onto his stomach, but he felt a splash of warm sperm hit his chest. "Oh God! That was incredible Cassie. I love you so much," he moaned. He flopped back as his girlfriend padded into the kitchen to bring back some paper towels. He took it from her and cleaned himself off. "That was amazing. I've never cum so hard in my life. Let me do you now."
Cassie put out her hand, "No. I'm good. It's late and perhaps we should save the second half of the movie for tomorrow night." She pulled him to his feet and noticed his penis had shrunk to a third its recent size.
Adam leaned down and grabbed his shorts and pulled them on thinking how easy it was going to be to get her naked and between her legs. Mike was completely right and wished he could call him to thank him. But he'll see him Monday and give him a blow by blow. His cock throbbed thinking how close Cassie was to sucking his cock. The fact that she licked his balls was a lot more than he'd expected. He pulled the girl close, "You have to be so horny now, and I do really feel like I owe you," he said softly.
Cassie kissed the boy, "No. Maybe another night. I'm tired and could use the sleep." She wondered why she didn't let him touch her but knew if he did she'd never be able to say no to everything he suggested after that. Her body was screaming for release but her parents had pounded into her over and over that Jesus wanted her to be pure at her wedding. At this point, it seemed like a hundred lifetimes away before she'd get any relief. Stacy had urged her to at least masturbate and even offered to do her herself, but she just knew that once she started there would be no holding back. She excused herself when they got to the bedroom after grabbing another pair of panties and headed to the bathroom. As she pulled them off, she thought she'd lost bladder control the old pair was so wet, but she wasn't that naïve.
She came out and climbed into bed after Adam passed her on his way into the bathroom. She lay back and hoped she'd made him happy and after a bit of snuggling, they'd get some sleep. She reached down and felt her pussy, snatching her hand back when it felt like she shocked herself. She tentatively touched her clit again and stifled a groan feeling how tender it was. 'God, this is going to a long night,' she thought. 'Adam better not try anything. I hope I made him happy,' she thought. She looked around and noticed the candles again. She got up and opened a drawer and found a lighter.
Adam spent more time than usual brushing his teeth and then washed his crotch. He knew Cassie would want to taste more of him and by Sunday he was hoping he will have taken her cherry. He had initially regretted making the bet with Brett since the $100 stake was more than he could afford to lose, but after how willing she was to lick his balls...perhaps getting to cum in her mouth, taking her virginity would make the bet worthwhile. He thought back on the bet. He'd scoffed off the bet but with Brett teasing him that he had no shot and upping it to five to one, he stupidly agreed. If he manages to take her cherry, he gets $500. If he fails to, then he loses the $100 and Adam has to back off for one week allowing Brett to try to get between Cassie's legs. Coincidentally Cassie agreed to house sit while Stacy and her family fly out to Hawaii, then Adam was going to be tied up with the school play that same week. The way Brett shook his hand then grabbed his crotch made his stomach go completely sour. This was it. Either he takes Cassie's cherry or no way would Brett fail. He'd seen how she looked at him, talked to him, stroked his arm when they were together. Plus, she'd often spent too much time dancing with him at parties, but she always told him it was because Stacy urged her to. He looked in the mirror and headed back to the bedroom hoping Cassie had taken all her clothes off.
He looked at the burning candles and laughed, "I was going to light them you know, to make the ambiance better." He wasn't completely disappointed that she wasn't naked when she pulled back the covers showing her bare legs and panties as she patted the mattress.
"I'm actually impressed. You went to a lot of work setting all this up," she looked around, "I mean, most guys would probably have not even picked up their dirty clothes." She pointed to the Van Goghs, the candles and took a deep breath, "All for me," she said as she pulled him close.
Adam felt himself getting hard almost immediately when she brought her lips to his. He still couldn't get over how much better her braless tits felt without the extra material. It seemed so natural when he found himself between her legs, his cock grinding against her pussy. He could feel her pelvis responding and she did nothing when he pulled off his underpants and now felt himself pressing against her panty-clad crotch.
Cassie was surprised how eager she was to allow Adam to slide his hand under her shirt. She knew this had to please him feeling his first bare breast, at least that was what he's told her. His grinding against her was getting harder and more rapid, "Easy, slow down. Remember, we can do a lot without you putting your thing inside me, but my panties stay on."
Adam groaned as his hand had slid down and started to push down the waist of her undies. "But what if I promise not to put it in you?" he ground his hard cock against her, "Wouldn't it feel better? You know, skin against skin? I promise not to put my dick inside you, I just want to feel closer to you."
Cassie stopped and thought, 'That's stupid. He won't be able to stop, but I'm strong. I can stop him. And this is starting to really feel good. I'll be ready if he tries anything.' She kissed him and nodded, "Ok, but promise. We cannot go all the way." She rolled him off and pulled off her tee and then slid her panties off. Adam stopped her as she went to pull the covers back over her.
Adam wanted to turn the lights on, but even with the flickering candlelight, he could see she was flawless. He'd watched hundreds of hours of porn and few girls could hold a candle to Cassie. His fingers traced her nipples and down her stomach to her nicely trimmed blonde bush. He almost came seeing her smooth pussy lips. 'She shaved! She was ready for a good fucking.' Her pubes had a golden glow in the dim light and he wondered how she'd look in the sun. He realized almost all the girls he'd seen were completely bare, but this was even more arousing. His fingers went between her legs and he was surprised when she opened them for him. 'Damn, she's wet,' he thought happily.
Cassie gasped when Adam's fingers pressed against her clit. She'd never felt anything like it. It was like 100 volts shot up into her crotch. Maybe Stacy was right. Maybe she should start masturbating. She wanted more but was disappointed when his fingers continued down to her wet slit and felt just inside her.
'There! There is where I need to get inside,' he thought to himself. It was all he could do to restrain himself from immediately climb between her legs and shove his cock inside her. He felt the walls inside her and was amazed at how velvety smooth she was. He pulled his finger out when she grabbed his wrist. He had no idea where her hymen was but apparently, he was getting too close.
Cassie pulled Adam up and kissed him while opening her legs so he could get between her legs again. It really was amazing how they fit together like pieces of a puzzle, except for his hard cock bruising her. Having it inside her would make things a lot less uncomfortable, but she held him as he ground against her. She had a thought that might stop her pubic bone from further pain, "Would you like to...you know, put your cock between my boobs?"
Adam looked at her and nodded, "You want me to do that?" He crawled up as she pulled on his waist and straddled her torso wondering how the actors make it look so easy. He found if he leaned forward, he could nestle his cock in that deep valley and as Cassie pushed her tits together, his cock was completely encased in warm flesh. "Oh wow! This feels so good." He gasped, "Hang on, it would be better with some lube." He rolled off her and trotted into the bathroom.
Cassie stared at the cock bouncing out in front of her boyfriend, 'I never thought how fascinating those things are,' she thought. 'Ok, for sure I'm going to see how it tastes. We may not be able to go all the way, but he'll be happy by the end of the weekend,' she thought.
Adam came back and took a bottle of aloe gel and rubbed it onto his cock before applying some between her breasts, "Ok, this should be better," he said. "Ahhh, yessss." He felt his cock slide between her tits and wondered how her pussy could possibly feel any better than this.
Cassie found his humping her chest to be mildly uncomfortable, but tons better with the aloe. She watched the purple head pop out as he thrust forward and hoped he wouldn't shoot his stuff in her face but wanted to taste it also. Maybe one spurt onto her lips.
Adam felt his balls begin that welcome ache and humped harder against her chest and grunted out he was cumming.
The girl was ready and closed her eyes, but all she felt was some warm fluids on her collarbone and at the base of her neck. She had the idle thought that maybe they enhance the cum shots in the movies because Adam's were mere trickles. She took her hands off her breasts as the boy rolled off and went to get a washcloth. When he'd left, she dipped a finger in the cream and tasted it. 'Strange, bitter, but not bad. Maybe Stacy was right. You let a boy cum in your mouth and he'll do anything for you.' She swallowed the little bit she'd tasted and felt like laughing, 'Stace would be so proud. I swallowed!'
Adam came back and looked at his beautiful girlfriend lying on her back, cum pooled at the base of her neck and her legs splayed wide open. He wiped up the splattered cum and took the washcloth back to the bathroom. When he came back out, he was disappointed to see she'd covered up, "Ok, your turn. Let me do you."
"No, I'm good. I'm just glad you liked that. I wondered what that might feel like. Come under the covers and let's get some sleep." She pulled the covers back showing she hadn't put anything back on, "It's late and we have all weekend for any perverse ideas you have. I'll stay naked but promise me you won't try anything."
Adam nodded, "No, I would never. I mean, unless you want me to," he replied, hoping she'd relent and let him inside her. 'All weekend, patience, we have all weekend and she'll finally let me in.' he thought as he climbed into bed and snuggled against her back. His cock hardened as it nestled between her ass cheeks. 'God! Maybe she'll let me fuck her ass by Sunday.' He thought.
Cassie awoke feeling something pressing against her...inside her, "Adam! What are you doing?" she screamed as she fought against him. At first, he pressed down against her and kept trying to thrust his cock into her but when she beat of his chest he rolled off the bed, hands out apologetically. "Were you trying to screw me?" She grabbed her shirt and panties and looked at the clock, 12:35. She glared at the boy. "You fucking promised," she said as she probed her vagina, looking relieved when she saw no blood, "You tried to fuck me while I slept! I trusted you." She pulled a blanket off the bed, grabbed a pillow and stared at the boy. "I'm sleeping on the couch. It's too early to call Stacy but you and I are going to have a talk in the morning."
Adam felt like throwing up. He'd awakened, his cock aching he was so hard, nestled between her cheeks. She'd rolled over onto her back in her sleep and he'd been able to easily lie on top of her. He was pleased when she'd opened her legs, so he began humping against her and when she didn't respond, he'd slipped his cock between her legs and slid the head of his cock up and down between those lips. She was so wet he could hear the slurping sound as he worked his cock against her pussy. He must have been doing something right because he'd felt her pelvis respond and soft mews come from her mouth. She was so fucking tight he had no idea if he'd be even able to enter her, but as he worked his cock against her, he suddenly popped inside her entrance. He was inside a pussy! Not far and he could feel her barrier, but he was inside her. He didn't want to go too far, but gently pulled out and pressed back in again feeling her fluids leaking out. He was just beginning to feel like he was going to cum and was considering just burying his cock all the way inside her when she woke up and all hell broke loose.
He put his arm over his face as she stormed out wishing he could do it all over again...but he realized what he'd probably do all over was to push all the way inside her. He'll never win the fucking bet now.
Cassie tossed the throw pillows onto the floor, pulled on her panties and top, lay down on the couch and pulled the blanket over her.
******************************************************
Cassie lay there feeling a phantom penis inside her. She had a vague memory of it and what she'd felt was nice. She'd never felt this wet before and thought about how close she's come to losing her virginity. 'Fuck! How could I have trusted him?' she thought, then she ran her hands up her body before reaching inside her panties, 'Stacy did say he'd have to be a saint to resist. Am I really that hot? I mean, people tell me that, but maybe they're being polite.' She thought, 'Christ. I'll bet if I....Oh wow!' she hit her clit and felt her hips lift off the couch. Her fingers moved around her wet pussy exploring and she felt an aching begin as if her bladder were full.
Cassie yanked her hand out of her panties and hissed, "Go away. We'll talk in the morning."
"Ok, sorry, but who are you?" a strange man's voice asked.
Blushing furiously and praying it was too dark for this strange man to have seen what she was doing. She reached up and turned on the light, yanking the blanket against her chest. She saw a tall, perhaps 30-year old man standing in the room holding a bottle of water. "I'm sorry, I thought...I'm Cassie. Adam's...friend. Who are you? Wait! Are you Andrew?" she asked as she stood up still clutching the blanket.
The man nodded, "Yes. Sorry to scare you. I was in town and decided to crash here rather than drive back up to my apartment." He indicated the couch, "Please, don't stand up on my account," he said as his eyes scanned her naked thighs. He plopped down at the foot of the couch and looked at her. No way could this girl be Adam's girlfriend. She was fucking hot, girl-next-door meets Amanda Seyfried. Natural blonde for sure with the light behind her, nice breasts it seems. "So, you and Adam...?"
Cassie studied the man. He was gorgeous. Thick dark hair, intense brown eyes, at least 6' 3" and in shape. His tee-shirt molded to his body...."Um, yes." She blushed as she realized he'd caught her checking out his body. "We've been dating for a few months."
"And, with Mon and Dad gone for the week...." He looked at her questioningly then down the hall.
Cassie felt herself blushing, "I was in his bed, but he tried to...you know. I thought it would be safer to sleep out here," she stammered, "I mean...Sorry, rambling."
Andrew took a drink of water, "No, that's fine...actually, that's not fine. Are you saying my little brother tried to rape you?" he looked angry.
Cassie thought about it, "Um, I guess so, but it's my own fault. If I hadn't awakened, I assume he'd have...you know." She rubbed her face, "But let's drop it. Were you needing to use the couch?"
The man laughed, "I was, but since you've claimed it, I'll go into the den and use the recliner." He looked at the girl, "Are you sure you're alright? I can go get Adam and make him apologize, I mean, no one should ever get away with that. I'm pissed at him."
The blonde looked down the hall, "No. I stopped him and hopefully, he learned his lesson. Can I ask you something though?" She leaned forward and patted the foot of the couch.
"Shoot. I have nowhere to go," he said as he plopped down.
Cassie wondered why she felt so comfortable with the brother of the boy who tried to force himself on her but did. She sat up unaware that the blanket had fallen to her waist, "OK. This is embarrassing so please never breathe a word of this to anyone. Um, I'm saving myself, you know, for my wedding night and well, I guess you know that Adam tried to...he put his dick in me while I was sleeping," she finished so softly that Andrew had to strain to hear. "Did I expect too much from a guy to be naked in bed with him and think he wouldn't try? I mean, he did promise."
Andrew looked serious, "Your question is a good one," he glanced at her chest clearly making out the size and shape of her nipples through the thin material, "It would take a saint to resist the urge, but if you said no, then he should never have forced himself on you." He looked at those blue eyes, "Even if you both were in bed naked. I would never, I can tell you that, but on the other hand, I was not the person lying next to someone like you." His eyes drifted down her body and felt a stirring, "it would be a challenge, but I'd never...can I ask you something?"
"Why would I save myself?" seeing him nod she looked down at her hands, "I was raised in a fairly strict, quite religious home. My mother stressed over and over that good girls save themselves and those that don't a destined for hell." She looked up, "I don't want to be one of those girls who never make it to college because they have to take care of a baby alone." She looked back up, "Plus, I just think it would be a wonderful gift to give my husband on our wedding night. It's not like mom spent all that time trying to scare me. She told me my husband would treasure that more than anything I could do for him. And since my dad died, she's been really protective of me."



"I'm sorry to hear about your dad, but would you treasure that from him? I mean, if you were his first, would you treasure that?" the man asked. "Plus, I'd wonder what man would enjoy your pain and bleeding on what should be the most wonderful night of both your lives. I can see giving yourself wholly to your new husband, but I cannot grasp why you'd want to wait for a man you perhaps haven't even met yet." He pointedly scanned her body with his eyes, "From what I see, you must have to fight all the guys off and every girl I've ever been with has liked sex as much if not more than I do. I always wondered about those that save themselves. I've been with partners that were, well, best to say we weren't very compatible." He leaned forward, "Let me ask you this, do you really think you'll find a man who has saved himself for you and also turns out to be a great lover?
Cassie looked up and laughed, "What are the odds of that, but if it were to happen? I guess. I never thought about it."
"Yeah, no, you didn't. And I'll answer your question. You'd hate it. Trust me and let's try something," he said. "Close your eyes and envision your wedding day. Close them. See yourself getting ready? Feel the anticipation? There you are in your white dress, your impressive cleavage on display hoping to entice your husband-to-be." He saw the girl blush, "Oh yeah, you'll be showing a lot of cleavage, trust me. You've taken the time to get yourself waxed knowing the first man ever would be given access to your treasure, plus yours would be the first he'd ever had access to. You feel yourself getting wet in anticipation and wonder if you'll have to change your panties before the pulling off of the garter." He stopped, "Close your eyes. I'm trying to paint the complete picture," he said when the blonde looked at him questioningly, "Is anything I'm saying way out there? Am I being too graphic?"
Cassie closed her eyes and shook her head. These were very familiar thoughts. She had often thought what the day would be like, "No, go on." She felt vulnerable knowing her nipples had hardened as he talked and the stupid tee-shirt she wore was barely there but didn't want to draw his attention to her breasts by pulling up the blanket.
"Ok, you've taken your vows and you're being led out onto the dance floor first by your new husband then by all of your new husband's friends. You know what you are gifted with. You've seen how they look at you. Every guy is glancing down at your tits bulging out of your low-cut wedding dress. They've let their hands slide onto your ass, in fact, a few of them have pressed their boners against you. Now you are thinking of one thing. Getting through this reception crap, getting to the hotel room and getting your first cock. You know your new husband is thinking the exact same thing, being reminded constantly by his friends how lucky he is being able to slide his cock into such a beautiful, sexy woman."
Cassie looked at the man and felt her chest and face get flushed, then closed her eyes again, "Thanks," she said softly.
"You feel your pussy throb eagerly as you're carried across the threshold and laid on the bed. Hell, your nipples are so hard, you worry they'll pop through your dress. You allow him to undress you...unwrap the gift you've been saving for him your whole life. Soon you're completely naked, lying on your back on the bed, your eyes eager to see his nakedness, his hard cock. See it?" he saw her tongue licking her lips, "Yes you do. You want to taste him, don't you? He comes over and stands in front of you and you grab his cock, stroke it then you open your mouth to taste your first penis. You tentatively let him push in remembering what your friends told you, watch your teeth. It isn't bad, and you find that slightly sucking on it makes his breathing change. You're enjoying this and could keep going but something tells you he might cum, so you pull off him and slide back up and open your legs. You're hoping he's going to return the favor, taste you, but instead he crawls up and grabbing his cock, slides it into you."
Andrew felt his cock grow hearing the girl's deep breathing and seeing her breasts rise and fall, "He starts out gently, but you grit your teeth waiting for the pain you know is coming. When he plunges in, you yelp but he doesn't seem to notice and lies down on top of you, his cock urgently pounding into you even though you're hands are on his hips trying to hold him back due to the pain. But he's oblivious since he's been waiting his whole life to be inside a girl, and he feels things that are better than he ever dreamed. He stares at your naked body, your impressive breasts bouncing around and within a minute, he lets out a loud groan and shoots his cum inside you." He stops and looks at the expression on the blonde's face, "Then he rolls off you, staggers into the bathroom and after cleaning himself up brings you some tissues. Your body is screaming for release. You spent the entire day in what was virtually foreplay leading up to 60 seconds of pain." He looked at the girl when she opened her eyes. "Sorry. That is what it will be like."
She looked at Andrew, "You painted the worst-case scenario. He might be slow, patient. Maybe he'd been itching to taste pussy." She stopped and looked down the hall, "Ok, maybe it is more accurate than I first thought. But then he'd recover and be a lot more attentive to my needs."
Andrew shook his head, "Sorry. He'd have been drinking all night at the reception and he'll fall asleep. The next morning he'll make love to you again, but with one thing on his mind, feeling that incredible release inside you. I hope he makes it two minutes this time." He looked at the girl, "I know Christianity spends a ton of time urging women to be chaste, faithful and save themselves, but think about it, why is that? Why just women? You're not allowed pleasure? If that is what you want, go ahead and save yourself while the guys are out getting their rocks off on the satisfied women. Jesus would be proud of you."
Cassie glared at him, "You wouldn't want your bride to save herself...be honored? So, you're not a Christian," she said.
"I'm a Christian, I mean I go to church a couple of times a year, but that doesn't mean I believe everything I was taught in Sunday school. Number one, my bride will be a lot happier when I bring skills into the bed that night. Number two, I'll be a lot happier if she brings her skills. Number three, why the stigma if a woman is tainted, can't wear white and all that other shit if she loses her hymen. A guy loses his cherry and now he's a man. Let me ask you something. Are you less a person if you lose your cherry? Will people look at you and point? What about if you lose your cherry in other ways. Dancing, riding horses, hell! Even just inserting a tampon. So, is your new husband going to be disappointed in you if there's no pain, no blood on your wedding night? I just don't get it."
Cassie looked at him, "So, you'd prefer a slut. A girl who has been opening her legs to any guy she meets," she hissed. "What about the idea that this has to be special knowing she'd saved herself for you."
Andrew glared at the girl, "I wouldn't care either way. When did I even suggest a girl's sexual history has any bearing on whether I fall in love with her or not? And maybe I should think about that. Given the choice, I'd prefer a girl who knows what she wants, gets what she wants and doesn't wallow in guilt if she's made herself happy. If she likes getting a lot of cock and then tells me she'll be mine and mine alone, hell! That is the ultimate compliment. Then on our wedding night, we'll make it one to remember and not because of pain and disappointment." He stopped and took a deep breath, "Sorry, I guess I got carried away. Look, it's your life. Don't listen to me." He looked suddenly sad, "I don't even have a girlfriend anymore."
She saw he looked like he was going to cry and leaned forward, "What happened? I mean, you look like something recently happened."
He let out a laugh before putting a hand over his mouth, "Sorry," he whispered, "it was rudeness. I never realized how much I valued manners until I saw how hurtful rudeness could be." He saw Cassie's questioning look, "I came home and she never got up or greeted me," he looked at his hands, "I guess having her mouth full while naked on her knees had something to do with it." He looked back at the blonde, "I should have known. My best friend always said he'd love to do her. I just thought he was talking."
Cassie crawled over and hugged the man, "I am so sorry. That must have really hurt." She looked at him, "So that's why you're here. You couldn't go home." She was aware her pantie-clad crotch was right over a very firm bulge.
Andrew felt his cock harden and gently stroked the girl's back, "Um, I hate to ask, but how old are you? I mean, you're not very dressed and I'm...well responding."
Cassie laughed feeling pressure against her panty-covered crotch, "Men! I try to comfort them and that's where their minds go. I'm 18," she sat back, "sorry, I'm not trying to...I should have worn a bra. I guess you noticed," she said, cupping her breasts. Sitting back cross-legged, she said softly, "anyhow, you take the couch. I can go to the den. This is better for you."
"No, I'm fine, after driving around for 8 hours and being able to talk to someone feels great. Did you know that after a certain time there're almost no cars on the road and it's all semis?" he laughed, "Please, can we talk a bit more?" he asked as his eyes now traveled down to the exposed panties.
"Sure, I have to ask you something else anyhow. What is the big deal with sex, anyhow? I get it why guys like it, but why would a girl seek it out other than to make her guy happy? I mean, Adam and I did some other things which should have satisfied him, but he sure was intent on getting his dick inside me." Cassie asked unaware her crotch was fully exposed.
******************************************************
Adam woke up with a painful erection. He remembered Cassie storming out but then thought back to why. He stroked his cock remembering the feel of her vaginal walls and how tightly she gripped his cock. Maybe after she cools down, she'll realize it didn't hurt, perhaps felt good and she'd let him try again. He felt his balls ache when he heard laughter. 'Who is laughing and why?' he thought. He was close, so close and wanted to finish, but knowing Cassie was out there he had the terrible thought that somehow Brett came over in the middle of the night. He crept down the hall and peered around the corner. Andrew was home! He hadn't seen his older brother of months. He wanted to go out and greet him, but then he saw Cassie crawl onto his lap, straddle his waist and hug him. He couldn't hear what they said but the way they were looking....His hand stroked his cock seeing Cassie grab her breasts while saying something to him. He could make out his name being said periodically.
******************************************************
"You're kidding. You've never cum? Had an orgasm? Adam hasn't taken care of you? You truly don't masturbate?" he asked. "Wow, look. This is something perhaps you should go wake up Adam to take care of. I'm glad to talk to you, but I'm what, 12 years older than you are and to me, you're not much more than a kid. A really well-developed kid, but I can't tell you. You need to feel it and that would mean someone making you feel it."
Cassie sat back, "So I'm just a kid?" she said as she bounced her breasts, "Perhaps I should go back and play with blocks and coloring sets?" Her eyes glanced down at his growing bulge, "Apparently you don't see me as a kid unless you're one of those creepy old men."
"No, that's not what I meant. Look, I am a lot older than you are and I don't think I should spend much more time with you, especially when my brother is right down the hall." He looked at the girl, "I've actually never been with any girl...woman as sexy and beautiful as you are. But you are my brother's girlfriend and almost half my age."
Cassie blushed, "Guy will say anything to get between a girl's legs." She looked down at herself, "I'm cute, but I'm not beautiful but thanks for saying that."
"Sorry, but you're full of shit. I'll guarantee you there is no girl in your school sexier, prettier or more beautiful than you are." He stood up, "On that note, I'm going to head to the den and try to get things under control," his eyes flicked down to the obvious discomfort in his pants.
"Wait. Can I...we, um. Look, I've never kissed anyone but Adam and I'd like to see...feel what it's like. Can we...?"
Andrew looked at the blonde, his crotch feeling more uncomfortable and nodded, "I hope you realize what you are asking."
Cassie got up and kissed him and wasn't unhappy when he opened his mouth. This was not the slobbering of Adam's kisses, and not as rough. His tongue was gentle as if tasting her mouth. She was surprised hearing herself let out a soft guttural moan. Even though he was taller, she could feel their waists line up, or more specifically, his cock press against her pussy. Unconsciously she pressed against his as they kissed, their breathing getting deeper.
******************************************************
Adam wanted to rush out and yell at his brother and his girlfriend to stop, but with his hand on his hard cock, he couldn't move. The pain in his stomach was nothing compared to how much his balls ached watching the couple. Seeing Cassie's breasts bounce free when she yanked off her tee-shirt proudly displaying her nakedness before getting them sucked on by his older brother was more intense than watching porn. His brain was bouncing between 'How could she do this? How could he do this to me?' to 'Touch her, feel those tits!'
******************************************************
Cassie opened her legs and ground against a very hard, very large erection. Andrew pressed back, but his hands never strayed from rubbing her back. She knew what he wanted to feel and pulled a hand onto her breast and moved her pussy up and down what felt like twice the length of Adam's hard cock. "There, do I feel like a kid?" She clamped her mouth back onto his, her tongue now exploring his. She'd have to change out of these panties hoping her juices weren't getting his pants wet. She needed more and broke off to pull off her top and stood back as the older man gasped admiringly. She moaned as his lips wrapped around her sensitive nipple. "Oh crap! This is almost too much,...No! Keep going. Oh fuck!" she cried out, forgetting Adam was right down the hall. When it got too much and she felt like she was going to collapse she pulled his mouth back to hers and welcomed his rough hands on her breasts. She was now feeling herself spinning away. 'Is this want true passion feels like?' Andrew was circling her nipples with his thumbs and it was making her feel things in her groin. Adam had always just gripped her boobs and mauled them, Andrew was stimulating her nipple, unlike anything she'd ever felt. She pulled away and took a step back, "This might be a bad idea. I've never felt anything like this. Can we do a little more without you...you know, fucking me?"
"Ok, but you tell me to stop at any time and I'll stop. I might have to go jerk off somewhere, but I'm not going to do anything you are not comfortable with." He led her back to the couch and laid her down. He kissed her, but then began kissing her neck, upper chest and around her breasts. He intentionally ignored her nipples, instead, he buried his lips into those huge mounds of flesh. He was aware the girl kept turning her torso to line up her amazing erect nipples with his mouth but enjoyed teasing her. Finally, he granted her wish and sucked that hard nipple into his mouth while flicking the other with his thumb.
Cassie put her head back and held the back of the man's head. 'Oh my God!'' she thought, 'This must be what it's supposed to feel like. So fucking intense.' She had the sudden desire to feel his bare cock against her pussy and heard her voice moan, "Can we get naked and do this?"
Andrew pulled off of her and gently pushed her back, "It's your party, sure!" He pulled her panties down her legs and as she parted them, he saw she was fully aroused. Her labia were opened like flower petals exposing her pink insides. He'd seen videos and photos of pussies this beautiful, but hers was the first in person. He pulled off his clothes and saw her eyes grow wide seeing his cock bounce free. He had to first taste that pussy though and put his face between her legs, inhaling her hot aroma then kissing her inner thighs before finally running his tongue up her drenched slit.
At first, Cassie was disappointed he didn't go back to her nipples, but as his lips and tongue explored her thighs and when his probing tongue arrived at her pussy, she couldn't open her legs enough. He reached up and pulled and pinched her nipples while his tongue bathed her crotch causing the first orgasm of her life. Right then she understood what sex was all about and wondered why she'd ever considered waiting.
******************************************************
Adam was furious. He wanted to rush out and pull his brother's face out of Cassie's pussy, but his shorts were on the floor and his cock was in his hand. How could he be so angry, in such pain and so hard? Cassie's ass was a foot off the cushion, her legs opened as wide as they could possibly be and Andrew's tongue deep inside her. He also felt total mortification seeing what had to be almost a foot of giant cock sticking out from his brother's crotch. Why had Andrew been gifted that while he just had 5 inches? Cassie drove her crotch higher off the couch, grabbed a pillow and screamed into it as she came, her body thrashing around. Then what happened next shocked him. After grunting rhythmically for what seemed a full minute, she pulled him up and pressed his face to hers, reached down as they kissed hungrily stroking his huge cock before pulling him on top of her, unable to see if she put Andrew's huge cock inside her. Adam felt lower than he'd ever felt as his cock deflated. He picked up his shorts and slunk back to his bedroom, closing the door quietly but not before hearing his girlfriend moan happily.
******************************************************
Andrew tried not to hurt the girl was he ground his painfully hard erection against her pussy, but she pushed back against him if he tried not to bruise her. He knew he could hold off but also knew it would not take much to explode all over her stomach. He grabbed a breast as he ground against her and knew she was close again.
Cassie felt that ache begin again and knew what Andrew was talking about when he said her husband would want that same feeling again. She grabbed that muscular ass, opened her legs wider and ground against the man's cock. She felt his rod slickly opening up her labia and wondered what he'd feel like inside her. She found if she rocked her hips up, his fat head would press briefly against her aroused clit. Soon she held his hips so his cockhead popped across her sensitive nub, even feeling him briefly enter her. "Oh Fuck!" she cried as her vision blurred and her body writhed against the man.
With a last soft grunt, Cassie lay back and opened her eyes, "Oh wow. I can see what you mean when you say your girlfriends want this as much as you do." She felt the head pressing against her labia and knew he could slide right in, "You need to cum. Would you like to just go a little way inside me? You know, without...."
"I can, but I can also just jerk off if you want to stop." He sighed, "I'm afraid if I enter you at all you'll have no treasure to offer your husband on your wedding night."



Cassie pushed him off and got on top of him. "Ok, tell me if I don't do this right." She crawled down and guided the cum-covered cock into her mouth. She'd never tasted herself but found it wasn't gross, in fact, it was arousing, especially her aroma. As she licked the shaft and the head, she felt a sudden panic, what if she couldn't fit this thing in her mouth? Her hand just wrapped halfway around it and that was the shaft. His head was even fatter. Looking up at him, she saw his eyes were closed and he seemed to like what she was doing. One way to find out, she thought as she lowered her open mouth onto the dangerous-looking weapon. Happily, she realized she could take that fat head and a couple of inches in her mouth. Whatever she was doing must be right as his hand found her breast and kneaded it. She reached up and cupped those huge balls thinking Adam's seemed the size of marbles.
The man looked down at the young girl, her breasts hanging down, her mouth opened wide taking her first cock in her mouth. Her soft hand played with his scrotum and he felt that familiar ache begin, "Ok, stop, I'm going to cum." He tried to push the girl's mouth off him, but she sucked harder and took more of his cock into her mouth, "Oh God!" he cried as he felt the first jet splash into her mouth.
Cassie rapidly swallowed thinking how proud of her Stacy will be, but soon wondered how much she'd have to take into her stomach. Her fist rapidly stroked his slick cock, her mouth bobbed up and down as jet after jet shot against the back of her throat. At last, he seemed to relax and go limp, so she cleaned off the remaining sperm and knelt back looking at him. "I take it no complaints?" Her eyes looked at the wet cock she just had in her mouth and had the sudden urge to get that inside her vagina.
"Yes, it was too good, and I couldn't hold off," He grinned. "I was shocked that you swallowed. I've been told I cum a lot. I should have warned you."
Cassie grinned. She crawled over and lay down on top of him and sighed, "Maybe we can share the couch." She pulled the blanket over them and turned out the light.
******************************************************
Andrew woke and needed to look around to remember where he was and felt a rush seeing the blonde between his legs, his hard cock back in her mouth. "Hey, good morning. It's my turn to do you."
Cassie looked up grinning, "Oh, you will." She looked at the sun streaming in, "I was going to let you sleep, but I need you to do one more thing for me."
"Hmmm, sounds good, what is it?" The man sighed feeling his cock being stroked. He looked over at the clock, "On the other hand, perhaps we shouldn't. Adam will be up soon."
Cassie nodded, "Or we could be quick. I want to feel this inside me, you know just enough so I'm...you know, intact. I woke up really wanting this inside me."
Andrew looked down the hallway, "Ok, we do need to be fast. He always was a deep sleeper and I'm sure he'll be another hour, but I'd really hate for him to catch us." He sat up and pushed the blonde back and put his face between her legs, "This is what I've been thinking of. I really want to taste you again. It's like honey," He sighed.
Cassie felt that strong tongue explore her slit, periodically flick across her clit but also probe her labia. She felt herself opening up as he penetrated her, his tongue feeling fatter than Adam's cock did earlier this morning. She placed her hand on his head wondering if she could cum again but wanted to cum with that huge cock at least partially inside her. "Ok, please. Put your cock inside me. I need to feel it."
Andrew looked up and felt his cock throb, "Ok, you need to tell me when I'm in too far." He crawled up and let her guide him into her. As his head popped in, he immediately felt the barrier, "Oh Christ. That's it," he sighed.
Cassie groaned, "Fuck! I need to feel more." She pulled him into her and moaned, "This feels too good. Can you fuck me without going in deeper?" Seeing him nod she panted, "Fuck me. You can pull out, right?"
Andrew barely felt the tip of his cock being engulfed by that tight pussy and as much as he'd have loved to plunge all the way in, he resisted. "God, girl, you are so fucking tight. Tight and hot as hell."
He blonde reveled in the feeling of her vagina being stretched, but there was no way she'd cum like this. It felt like Andrew was barely inside her and it felt incomplete. She looked up at him and moaned, "Ok, do it. I need to feel you inside me...all the way inside me as this is just frustrating to both of us."
"Are you sure? I'm not going to argue since I feel the same way, but I don't want you to regret this."
Cassie nodded, "Fuck me. Fuck me with that huge cock of yours,' she said as she grabbed his ass pulling him inside her.
******************************************************
Adam rubbed his eyes as he came out of his bedroom and stopped. 'Fuck! They're still there.' He'd heard Cassie's voice begging Andrew to fuck her as he peered around the corner. He heard her yelp out and watched as his big brother began driving his cock deeper and deeper into his blonde girlfriend. Again, he wanted to scream out for them to stop, but his cock was instantly erect and in his hand. Then he heard Cassie say she never loved him and felt his cock soften as he turned back to his room, the image of her naked body being pleasured in his head.
******************************************************
"Wait," Andrew sighed, "I need a rubber. And are you sure? Shouldn't this be with someone you love?"
"I'm allergic to latex and as that guy sang, 'Love the one you're with,'" Cassie sighed, "I don't think I ever loved Adam. Perhaps I wanted to, but I'm not sure I felt anything. But I'm between cycles so you can cum inside me."
"Stephen Stills," Andrew moaned as he gently pushed into her, "Fuck, you're tight. I don't want to hurt you."
Cassie put her hands on his hips guiding him deeper and deeper inside her. When she felt pressure against her hymen she grabbed him and pulled him in hard, "Ooooohhh, Christ! That stung. Stop for a second," she sighed, "Ok. I think that's better now, hurts a little, but so does being stretched out." She stopped guiding him and ran her hands over his naked body as he picked up speed and power. "Yesss, my nipples, suck my nipples," she sighed when he bent down taking a nipple in his mouth. "Oh Christ, I'm cumming again. Oooohhhh yessss."
Andrew had been inside many women, all loved getting his cock inside them, but never had he been with anyone who came as much as this blonde. They'd been fucking for just 15 minutes and she'd already cum three times. On a whim, he picked her up and grabbed her ass and stood in the middle of the living room dropping her onto his cock over and over causing her to grunt loudly with every plunge of his cock. He was past caring but knew Adam would be awakened by her cries. She clung to him, pelvis grinding against his cock and she came again. He wondered how long he could hold off being inside the tightest pussy he'd ever felt, the most passionate girl he'd ever fuck writhing against him, but he did not want this to end.
After what seemed like her 20th orgasm, Cassie kissed the man and groaned, "I want you to fuck me from behind. Use me, fuck my pussy and cum inside me." She climbed off the man and went over to the couch and bent over the arm.
Andrew looked at that perfect ass, legs opened wide and wondered how soon before she wants to try anal. He looked at that puckered brown bud, but knowing what she wanted, drove his cock into her wet hole.
******************************************************
Adam decided he'd had enough, of course jerking off for the 3rd time that morning didn't hurt and stormed into the living room. Cassie was grunting over and over as Andrew slammed into her from behind, his cock slick with cum every time he pulled out. "Stop it! I'm right here and I cannot believe you are fucking my girlfriend," he yelled.
Andrew stopped and started to pull out, "Sorry bro. I wasn't planning on this, but it just happened."
Cassie reached back, grabbed Andrew's ass and pulled him back in, "No, I'm really close. Adam, you had your chance and blew it. Andrew, please don't stop. Fuck me and cum inside me." She looked over at the boy, "I'm sorry Adam, but I could use some coffee when we're done.
Adam shook his head in disbelief as Andrew renewed his pounding into that pussy he'd wanted so bad. "Why? Why did you let him fuck you and not me?"
Cassie looked over, "Because he listened to me. He understood how I felt. He earned it," she considered all the steps Adam had taken to seduce her, all the work he put in, "In fact, he worked for it." She put her head down and thrust her ass back at the stiff cock pounding into her, "Please go away. Go make coffee or something. I want to focus on this beautiful cock filling me up."
As Adam slowly headed to the kitchen, he heard Cassie say, "Play with my nipples, I know you're close and I want us to cum together."
"I don't think my brother will ever talk to me again," Andrew sighed, "but it's worth it," he laughed as he gripped those breasts. He felt his balls begin that ache and heard Cassie's breathing get more ragged and just as she cried out, he felt the release of agonizing pleasure as he slammed into that tight pussy and he exploded inside the virgin womb.
Cassie could swear she felt the man's sperm blast against her cervix, his hips rapidly slamming against her ass while burying his face in her back. She was having trouble breathing but he finally pulled himself off her and extracted his still-hard cock from her vagina. She had to immediately cup her pussy as gobs of cum poured out. "Christ Andrew, didn't you empty your balls once already? Can you go get some paper towels? And if Adam made coffee, black would be nice. Damn, I'm really tired."
Adam felt like kicking his brother in the balls but knew he'd get his ass whupped. His eyes kept flicking down to the 8 inches of sausage dangling down as Andrew grabbed a couple of cups of coffee and paper towels.
Andrew looked at his brother, "Sorry, man. I guess I said something right." He looked out at the living room, "Where the fuck did you find her? She's fucking gorgeous! Anyhow, I hope we're good." He turned before his brother could answer and headed back out.
Cassie was lying back, legs open with her hands over her pussy. She grabbed the towels and cleaned herself off. "Thanks," she said as she grabbed the coffee, "How did Adam look?"
"Not happy. I think he was considering kicking me in the nuts. I think we'll be alright. He owes me quite a few favors, though this might clear the entire slate." He looked up as Adam headed into the living room carrying his cup.
"I think I'm going to head over to Eddie's house and perhaps shoot some hoops," Adam said looking at the naked couple on the couch. He looked at Cassie, "I'm sorry, really sorry about last night. I thought, well no. I wasn't thinking and I'm sorry." He looked down the hallway, "You two probably need sleep so go ahead and take my room. I'll be staying at Eddie's tonight." He started for the door.
Cassie jumped up, "Adam. I'm over it. It scared me when you seemed intent on....anyhow, look. It's fine and I'd like to be friends." She hugged the boy, "Thanks for inviting me over." She said softly. She watched as her ex-boyfriend left and sat back down.
Cassie looked down the hall, "Did you have plans this weekend? I'm thinking we could go back to Adam's bedroom and you could show me what else I can do to please my husband on our wedding night. What other positions are there?"
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Kevin looked down at his wife's tits flopping around on her chest as he pounded into her tight pussy. He imagined letting all his friends experience how tight she is, how wet she gets when aroused. He thought back to when he saw them all skinny dipping and they took turns rubbing sunscreen on her naked body. He must have jerked off a hundred times imagining she'd let herself go and opened her legs for them. As he imagined his old roommate Jerry crawl between her legs and line his cock up with Shelly's aroused slit, he tried to slow down feeling that familiar ache in his balls. He almost was able to get himself back under control when the image of another man's cock penetrate her other hole sent him over the edge.
Shelly was close to cumming and stifled a disappointed groan as her husband collapsed on top of her spasming inside her. She stroked his back, his hips jerking sporadically against her. She wondered again if he knew or suspected she'd let all his friends fuck her. When she'd gotten home the next day, her vagina sore, her ass stinging he'd immediately taken her to the bedroom, stripped her naked and with little foreplay aggressively fucked her. He didn't last long, but stayed hard and came twice inside her before she could cum herself. He'd apologized, telling her he'd awakened with a huge boner and couldn't wait for her to get back and offered to orally please her. She desperately wanted it but told him she was fine wondering how much residual sperm was inside her.
The weeks had gone by without getting together with the boys and Shelly wondered about that. The frustrating thing was she had no idea how much he'd seen and had no idea how to bring the subject up, but not having them over for so long was simply strange. She stroked his back as his breathing returned to normal. When he got up to shower, she would get off, but not without the accompanying guilt. It was always the same fantasy. Shelly being penetrated by all the boys at once. She'd never had as much pleasure as when she'd had a cock in her mouth, one in her twat and another in her ass. It used to disgust her when Kevin would put on one of those movies where the sluts would gleefully let the men have access to any hole they wanted, especially when they went from ass to vagina or ass to mouth. But now in her head, she was the one opening her legs and mouth when the boys wanted to switch holes.
Kevin roused himself, "I'm sorry, honey. I've just been so horny recently. I cannot get enough of you." He kissed her and rolled off the bed, "Tonight. I'll make it up to you. When I woke up with this aching hard-on I wasn't thinking..." He rolled off his wife, taking in her unbelievable beauty before heading into the bathroom.
Shelly grabbed a tissue and cleaned the cum leaking out of her and was about to finish what Kevin had started when the phone rang. She heard the water running in the shower and wondered if she should ignore it, but groaned and rolled off the bed, grabbing the phone. "Jerry! I haven't talked to you in a long time. Kevin is in the shower...Oh, sure, I'll ask him." She put the phone against her chest and opened the bathroom door, "Honey, it's Jerry. Are you up for a barbeque with the guys tonight?"
Kevin opened the door, "That would be great. We've been so busy and I'd really like to get together again. What time?" He started to close the shower door, but stopped, "Ask him if he'd rather have it here since it will be really hot and we have the pool. Plus, we got that new gas grill and I'd love to break it in."
Shelly relayed the question and smiled, "I'm sure you would, but that was a one-time thing. No, I never...I get it. Sure." She laughed, "Who else is coming...ok, sure, that's fine. Ok, see you at 3."
Kevin felt his cock pulse, 'What was a one-time thing? Did she...they...?' He looked at his blushing wife, "What was a one-time thing? Are they coming here?" he asked as he stroked his cock behind the door where his wife couldn't see.
Shelly thought about Jerry suggesting she pick them up and drive them all home afterward...perhaps crash on his couch, but smiled as she replied hoping she wasn't blushing too much, "He wanted to know if I was going to wear a swimsuit with the weak zipper again. I told him no. I'm not getting naked with your friends again, especially if you're not going to be there."
"But if I am there is still a possibility..." he laughed, "Look. It was all in fun. These guys would never take advantage of that," he said studying Shelly's face. He saw her get redder, her nipples harden and felt his cock getting harder. For the hundredth time, he wished he knew how to ask her what happened the night he'd gotten that damn migraine.
Shelly turned seeing how Kevin was looking at her, "Fine. We can skinny dip if you're there and after everyone else leaves, but it better just be them. I'm not about to parade naked in front of strangers, especially a bunch of horny guys."
Kevin thought about the possibilities as he closed the shower door and stroked his raging erection.
Shelly saw his look and thought he'd finally ask if anything happened with his friends and her, but he didn't. So many times she was prepared to tell the entire story if he just broached the subject, but it seemed like he was never able to bring himself to actually phrase it. On top of that, she was unsure how to ask Kevin to fuck her in the ass now that she'd tried it and liked it. 'Honey, the guys fucked my ass and I would love it if you'd fuck my ass also, you know, for variety?'
She was about to get back on the bed but decided to cook breakfast. As she got dressed, she thought back to the night with Jerry. Kevin's libido has been incredible the last few weeks getting her on her back or on her hands and knees two or three times a day, but Jerry was a machine. She'd never been with any man who could get it up after 10 minutes all night long. She might be off in her count, but he took her eight times right up until she told him she had to drive back. She'd gotten no sleep all night, but never once wanted him to stop. Once he'd discovered her ass they must have tried four different positions, each one more arousing than the last as he never neglected her pussy and nipples. He was very skilled at getting her to cum multiple times. She shook her head. If Keven would only hold off long enough for her to cum once she'd be thrilled.
******************************************************
"Guys, long fucking time since we've seen you," Kevin said as he gave each of his friends a quick bro-hug. "I really expected you to call or come by this summer since it's been so hot."
Jerry looked at his friends and grinned, "We expected to hear from you, you know, let's go riding, skating come over for a swim...but since you never called we thought you were busy," Jerry replied. The truth was, he and the others had at first thought perhaps Kevin had set up being alone with Shelly so they could all fuck her, but as they'd not heard from their friend for a month they all had the fear that he was pissed they'd fucked his wife.
"Come on back, Shelly is still changing. She'll be thrilled to see you. She was running around all day getting the house cleaned, setting up the pool area, getting beer and snacks. Christ! I have no idea where she gets her energy. I swear she can go all night," Kevin laughed.
Jerry almost blurted out, 'I know,' but bit it back in time. "Who else is here? I invited a few friends from work and in my neighborhood if it's ok with you."
******************************************************
Shelly turned and looked in the mirror letting out a groan. Kevin must really want her to expose herself to everyone. This suit would get her arrested at a public pool, and it might be fine for when just a few friends are over, but this was going to be around 30 people, most she didn't know. Her ass was fully exposed with just a string running between her cheeks. She bent over and could easily see her anus. She turned around and looked at the tiny triangle covering her mons. She opened her legs seeing her shaved labia exposed as there was a one-inch strip of fabric covering her slit. 'Where the fuck did Kevin find this?' she wondered, 'I might as well be naked.'
She heard laughter outside and looked out. She smiled seeing Jerry, Chuck, Al, and John. She missed them and had replayed that night many times with her fingers buried in her twat, and though it might be weird seeing them for the first time since they'd fucked the hell out of her, they were still her friends. She looked back at the mirror and tried to adjust the top so the cups covered her massive breasts, cups being a generous term, but was able to just get the small triangles to cover her large nipples. Shrugging her shoulders, she slipped on the coverall which she hoped she'd be able to keep on for a while.
******************************************************
Jerry grabbed Chuck and nodded towards the house, "Shit, if she's wearing what I think she is, this will be a fun night." They watched as the short blonde walked across the lawn, her obviously unsupported breasts bouncing freely beneath the thin cover. "Hey, Shelly! Now the party can start!" He turned to a couple of guys, "These are guys I work with, Eddie and Tom. Guys, this is Shelly our hostess."
Shelly saw a couple of guys their age, both scanning her body before jerking their eyes back to her face, "Welcome. I hope you found everything you need. Jerry, why don't they have drinks? You know where the beer is." She spanked Jerry's ass, "What would you guys like?"
Eddie looked over at the cooler, "I'm not really a beer drinker. Tom and I brought some wine if you have a corkscrew," he replied distractedly while picking up a couple of bottles, "we can use the cups over there."
Shelly laughed, "Nonsense, come with me. We have everything you need in the kitchen. Don't be shy, mi casa es su casa. Get what you want, you don't need to ask." She turned and headed up to the house.
Eddie couldn't take his eyes off the ass on this girl as they followed her to the back door. The coverall she had on was far from opaque and her figure seemed perfect. Her ass jiggled wonderfully as she walked and he turned his attention to the house and the landscaping when he felt a stirring in his crotch.
"We really appreciate you inviting us over. Jerry has told us about the times he'd been over here and what a great place this is." Tom said, "I mean, the pool is bigger than we thought and the privacy here is amazing."
At first Shelly worried they knew about the skinny dipping among other things, but their tone was more innocent than that. "I'm glad he invited you then. Kevin and I really love having people over. It is private here. We never hear or see our neighbors, though I did warn them about perhaps excessive music tonight," she laughed. "Come on in," she said holding the door, "The kitchen is to the right."
Tom watched the girl come in and saw that her breasts were even more spectacular up close. He took the corkscrew and opened the first bottle while watching the blonde reach up trying to grab a couple of wine glasses. He turned to face the counter worried things might show as her full ass came exposed as she raised her arms.
"Hey, let me help you," Eddie said leaning against the girl and reaching over her. "You really need a step-stool in here," he laughed. He took two glasses down quickly pulling his crotch away from the girl's warm soft ass.
Shelly blushed as she felt the bulge pressing against her, but suspected it was innocent. She was short and the glasses were on the top shelf. She did wonder about the amount of mass she'd felt against her and wanted to check out how much he was packing. 'When we swim, I'll have to look. The nice thing about swimming is the way the men's shorts cling to their bodies when they get out,' she thought. She turned and smiled at the boys, "Anything else you need? You might want to leave the bottle in here so it doesn't get hot in the sun. She hugged each man, "Again, thanks for coming over."
After she left, Tom needed to adjust his cock, "Christ! She's fucking hot. How on earth can Jerry and the others come over here without fucking that?" He stared out the window at that ass as she headed back to the pool.
"I know. If I came over here regularly, I'd find a way to get between those legs. Look at her ass. Christ! I'd just love to bury my face between those cheeks."
Eddie nodded, "Come on, let's go hit the pool and maybe we'll get a chance to perhaps see a bit more of her. She has to take that thing off eventually."
******************************************************
Kevin met Shelly as she was heading back, "Babe! I love you. I hoped you wouldn't chicken out." He held her by her shoulders and looked her up and down before turning her around. "Wow, this really looks great on you."
Shelly blushed, "And you aren't the only one to appreciate this. You better not leave me alone with all these horny guys this time. I know you weren't feeling well, but I'm afraid Jerry's friends might already have ideas and I'll need you here to keep the guys from trying ..."
Kevin looked back towards the house, "Why, did they say anything?"
"No, but maybe I'm reading too much into it, but Eddie helped me get down the wine glasses and pressed his...you know, against my ass."
Kevin laughed, "Honey. I'm sorry. You always jump to the worst-case scenario. Those glasses are on the top shelf and you're not exactly tall. He was just being nice. Now had he grabbed your ass or a tit, I'd have to have words with him." He looked back at the pool, "Now come on and let's make introductions."
******************************************************
Shelly finally took off her coverall and when she did, conversations stopped and most eyes turned to her. A few of the girls grabbed their boyfriends or husbands and swiveled their heads back, but even many of the girls' eyes scanned her figure, though perhaps looking for faults. Jerry immediately came over, picked her up and tossed her into the deep end before diving in. This became a macho game as each guy tried to prove who was strongest, but in reality, it was an excuse to grab Shelly anywhere. She finally excused herself and went to grab a beer.
"Watch out for Eddie and Tom," Jerry said quietly as he came over to the cooler, "They've gotten a reputation for going after married women."
Shelly laughed, "Unlike you and others who would never sleep with a married woman? She punched him softly, "No, sorry. That was a mistake..." she stopped and put a hand on his arm, "Actually, that was not a mistake," She looked at her friend, "still might be the best night of my life and I really never thanked you."
Jerry wanted to kiss her and glanced around, "Um, I've been feeling guilty and I wasn't sure if you were upset with me...with us, but I'm relieved to hear you say that. I'm not sure I'll ever be able to top that night." He looked over at Eddie watching them, "But I'm guessing Eddie would have no guilt if things were to happen."
Shelly looked over and realized she'd been kneeling by the cooler, her ass fully exposed and Tom and Eddie staring. She immediately stood up and blushed, "I guess I need to be careful wearing this suit also."
Jerry laughed, "You'll be out of it soon enough if all these guys, me included get their wish." He put down his beer and ran over and dove into the pool.
Shelly went over the Kevin and flopped down on the chair next to him, "This is fun but I think I'm going to change into something a lot less revealing. I'm causing a bit of a distraction," she looked around at the eyes on her.
Kevin laughed, "I've noticed. This is great honey. Admit it, it's making you hot. All these guys want you and after they leave we'll use this as foreplay and have the best sex ever."
He reached over and stroked her leg and she didn't stop him when he reached the tiny triangle covering her crotch...just closed her eyes feeling the need to cum she'd felt all day. She grabbed a towel and draped it over her crotch and opened her legs slightly as her husband played with her pussy with all these people around.
"Ok, I think you'd better cool off," he said softly, "I'd hate for you to come with all these people watching." He laughed as he watched the guys try to throw a couple of other girls across the pool, "You know, that does look like fun. I'll bet I could throw you the farthest." He stood up and dove in.
Shelly watched as her husband's hands were all over the different giggling girls as suits accidentally came off before being quickly put back on. She saw two or three of the couples head over to the area behind the trees and felt a pang of jealousy no one was taking her back there. She watched as suits flew out of the pool and soon all the men were naked and all the women were at least topless. Her husband had a naked Carol on his shoulders playing chicken fight against Chuck and Lexi, who were also naked. Most eyes were on the shimmering bare breasts bouncing in the sun as they wrestled to knock each other off. Carol screamed and raised her hands over her head in victory as Lexi splashed into the water. Carol slid off Kevin's shoulders, wrapped her legs around him and gave him a big kiss. Shelly felt jealousy seeing that, but it was brief, and the girl dove off and swam over to the diving board.
Other couples paired off and a competition of sorts was brewing with people screaming out they were the champions. The sun was getting to her and she was about to get up and dive in when Jerry and Eddie climbed out and came over and pulled her to her feet. She saw her husband grinning at her as the two men took off her top and bottom without asking, then picked her up and carried her over to the pool edge. She screamed as she was hurled halfway across the pool before splashing in. Two guys immediately came over to try to get her naked body on their shoulders. Being small was not an advantage and with her limited reach, the almost 6-foot tall Carol and other women easily knocked her off, but none of the men was deterred and she found herself in demand challenging Kevin and Carol and other pairings.
It occurred to her she'd been manhandled by every guy here except Kevin who was glued to Carol. She knew why. His porn choices had always been tall, slender blondes. He was very interested in her interactions with all the other guys, though. He watched as the various guys kept coming over and picking her up putting her on their shoulders and then the various women grabbed at her arms and chest, or when she was turned, her ass. She wondered if he was getting hard seeing all the men ignore any modesty she might have when they put their hands on her lifting her up. Her pussy was soaked from all the stimulation and her breasts had red hand marks on them from men and women - many of whom seemed fascinated by her big boobs.
"Ok, enough!" she giggled, "Kevin, you need to start grilling and I need to get into the kitchen to get the side-dishes." She climbed out and toweled off but when she looked around for her suit, it was gone. She saw Jerry grinning at her so she put on the coverall which really covered nothing. She looked at herself and realized being the only one dressed, but in a totally revealing wrap made her feel even more naked. She shrugged off the outfit and headed up to the house.
"Hey, need some help?" Carol asked, "Tell me what to do." She looked around, "Do you have an apron for me?" she asked seeing Shelly wearing just that.
Shelly took a moment to look at Carol's body remembering the kiss and her blonde bush pressed against Kevin's crotch. "Sure, here." She thought about how Kevin loved tall blonde women, "You and Keven ever lose a match out there?" she asked, "I never saw you go in."



Carol put on the apron and tied it behind her, "No. He is really strong and held onto me tightly." She looked at the short blonde, "Look, I hope you weren't jealous or anything. It was just in the spirit of competition."
Shelly shook her head, "Hell no. We have parties like this all the time. As far as I know, he's never cheated on me and he's really competitive. Hell," she said looking her up and down, "I'd choose you as a partner also. What are you 5' 10"?"
Carol smiled, "Actually, six feet even. Yeah, it wasn't really fair with my reach against the other girls." She looked at the short blonde, "Especially you. Sorry. I might have accidentally grabbed those amazing breasts of yours. I'm so jealous."
Shelly laughed and pulled her apron off her neck exposing her chest, "And which hand-prints are yours?"
"Wow!" Carol laughed. She pulled hers off, "Should I feel bad? Not a mark on me. Perhaps it's my reach but I think most of the girls," she looked outside, "and guys made a point of copping feels when being with you." She stopped and looked down, "Ok, I might have intentionally missed where I was pushing once or twice." She looked around, "You really need to rub some lotion on your chest. Some of those marks look like they might sting."
Carol held out her hand when shelly came back with a tub of skin cream, "Let me. I'm not lezzie or anything, but hell, I've never seen breasts like yours and my boyfriend and I used to watch a lot of porn." She took the tub and taking out a large dab, turned the short girl away, reached around and began working the lotion into the girl's breasts. "Sorry, I may have gotten too much on you."
Shelly felt those soft large hands work the cream into her breasts and closed her eyes. She did not object when those long fingers spent a long time on her nipples and considered reaching down to play with her pussy feeling the girl's warm body press against her back. "Carol, this feels nice, but we need to get the food ready."
Carol turned the girl around and scanned her body, "Um, yes. Look. I've never in my life touched another woman's boobs like that, but are you by chance, or would you like to..." She backed up letting the shorter girl turn around.
Shelly looked up at Carol, "I never have, but I'd be lying if I told you I hadn't thought about it. Thanks, by the way, you have great hands," she picked up the lotion, grabbed a daub and reached up, working the cream into the blonde's breasts. "I've never touched another woman's boobs before, but I could get used to this." She circled the girl's nipples which puffed out under her thumbs. "Wow, look at these. Incredible." She looked at the girl's face, eyes closed, lips parted as she stroked her. She dropped her hands and stepped back, "Christ. I don't know about you, but I wish we had time to finish this, but we do have to get going." She leaned up and kissed the girl, "To be continued..."
She pulled up her apron, turned and grabbed a pot. "I made baked beans with molasses and onion and there's potato salad in the fridge. Let's see, we need the hot dogs and burgers taken out."
"Jerry, why don't you grab someone and get the burgers and dogs. The grill is pretty much ready." He was wearing nothing but an apron and everyone else had left their suits off. Even the girls who'd kept their bottoms on had now lost them. He looked around for Carol, but she was still in the kitchen. He considered asking Shelly if she were interested in a threesome with Carol but he'd seen her looking over at the two of them and worried she'd be angry with him. He was shocked when she'd agreed to wear almost nothing in the way of a suit today as she tends to be very modest and basically embarrassed with her body. On the other hand, Carol seems like she'd be a dynamo in bed. When she wrapped her legs around him, she ground her wet slit against him suggestively which forced him to remain in the pool for five minutes after that. He dropped the train of thought as he felt himself getting hard again with the image of those incredibly long legs wrapped around him in bed.
"Honey, I'm home," Jerry called out as he entered the kitchen. "Chuck and I were tasked with hauling meat to the master of the house." He stopped seeing the two blondes' asses exposed and when they turned very nice side-boobs. "Man! I should have volunteered for kitchen duty." He took the tray of burgers and Chuck grabbed the dogs and both turned quickly feeling unwelcome pulsings.
Carol nudged Shelly, "Christ, did you see those cocks? What a girl would give to have those both inside her." She looked at the blushing girl, "I'm just kidding. You are so innocent." She looked out the window, "It's a real sausage fest out there. Or pussy fest, anyhow no one except Kevin has anything on." She grabbed the carrots and started slicing them up.
Shelly thought back to when Al, John, and Chuck were all using her holes and wondered if at any time in her it might happen again. Was it a one-time thing? She hoped not. She looked out and saw at least 20 naked men, but she nudged Carol. "Do you know Eddie?"
"No. I never met him before today, why?" the tall blonde asked. "Which one is he again?"
"The sandy-haired guy over by the diving board," Shelly pointed, "There," she said as the man turned towards them.
"Oh my God!" Carol exclaimed, "I do remember him. I just never caught his name. He's huge. That's really unfair, you know. Tim, my ex had perhaps a third of that between his legs."
"I know. He pressed that against my ass a few times in the pool. What do you think it looks like when it's hard? What do you think there is there? 8 inches soft?" Shelly sighed.
"I wonder. Are there women who'd run away screaming? I sure wouldn't." She looked at the smaller girl, "You better avoid being alone with him. I think you'd be split in half."
Shelly felt herself blushing as she imagined lowering herself onto that spear. "Um, yes. But a girl has to at least try. She owes herself that." She patted Carol's ass. "You're single. You should go for it and let me know. I would need all the deets."
Carol laughed, "I'd rather do Kevin...Oh, Christ. I said that, didn't I?" She whipped around and hugged the girl, "I would never, ever. You're a friend and he's married to you."
Shelly laughed, "Relax. I understand. I married him for arm candy. Of course, you can fantasize about screwing him, hell, in my head I've had 10 different cocks inside me." She looked out the window and back at Carol, "Just thinking, but perhaps circumstances might present themselves tonight..."
Carol nudged her new friend, "You hide it well, but you're a horny little thing, aren't you?" She looked out, "So hypothetically, you end up tonight with all the girls gone and there are eight naked guys left. Could you handle it...them?"
Shelly looked out there, "Depends. Is one of them Eddie? I might not be to take another cock once he tore into me. But on the other hand, as hostess, I'd make sure all my guests' needs are met. It's the Martha Steward way."
Carol laughed, "Put me on speed dial if you need any help with your entertaining, ok?"
They turned as Tom came in.
"Sorry, am I interrupting?" He looked at the near-naked form, "Kevin asked me to grab a spray bottle, you know, with water."
Shelly nodded and went over to a cupboard, opened it and tried to reach up, "It's on the top shelf."
Tom pressed against the girl's ass who didn't move out of the way feeling his cock slide between those incredible ass cheeks, "Um, hang on, you don't have to move, I can reach."
Shelly grinned at Carol as the man ground against her ass trying to grab the bottle. "Thanks, that was nice but next time use protection," she laughed.
Tom looked embarrassed as his cock was sticking out a bit more than a minute before and was about to leave when Carol stopped him.
"Wait, since a nice tall man is here, perhaps you can get the serving tray up there," she pointed to the top shelf. She leaned back against the counter, legs open and apron pulled up revealing her blonde bush. She closed her eyes as the man pressed against her and had to get up on his toes to get the tray. He made no overt move against her, but he felt hard as a rock.
Shelly looked at the two and grabbed the bottle, "While you are here, we need all the napkins and plasticware up on the next shelf, Carol, perhaps you can show him? I'm going to take Kevin the spray bottle." She turned and winked as Tom again got between the girl's legs. As she was exiting, she heard Carol moan, "there, yes. Put it in me. Christ your cock is fat."
She stayed and chatted with the guests until she saw Tom exit the back door before excusing herself to get back to the kitchen.
******************************************************
The remaining guests were all sitting around the large gas fire all looking spent and perhaps a bit drunk. Shelly had told Carol to sit next to Kevin while she picked up. At first, the taller girl protested, but Shelly smiled and whispered, "Circumstances."
She looked over at Kevin who looked questioningly at her and winked, "Anyone need anything?" She looked at the remaining guests. Jerry, Chuck, Al, John, Eddie, and Tom looked like they were going to pass out. Jennifer was leaning against her husband Bill who was stroking a breast. Lexi and Rose were on the other side flopped back in chairs, the opposites in physical appearance. Next to them were Larry, Rick, and James who worked with Kevin. She looked around, "Ok, we have 5 bedrooms, and, how many couches?" she hesitated, "5 couches. There are..." She counted the people, "there are 16 of us. 5 Women and 11 men. We might have to share some of the sleeping arrangements"
She looked at the diverse group. The 5 women had some similarities, but many differences. Lexi was exotic looking. Dark features, perky, perhaps A or B-cup breasts, but with large chocolate-colored nipples, narrow waist with a dark bush. Iranian descent? Rose was a creamy redhead with the palest pink nipples she'd ever seen. Her breasts were like orange halves with no sag. She couldn't have weighed more than 100 pounds and had the best ass here, but she knew every guy would want to run their fingers through her soft red pubes. Jennifer was dark-haired but with stark blue eyes, breasts almost as large as Shelly's but with a totally clean-shaven pussy. She could see why since she had that tight-looking clamshell labia and it was eye-catching. Shelly wondered how it would be to run her tongue around that smooth twat. Carol was the most striking though. She could see Kevin's attraction to her. Super tall, very narrow waist with C-cups, the longest legs she'd ever seen on any woman, a golden bush between those legs. She wondered how to reward Kevin and get those two together.
Eddie groaned, "Damn. I'd prefer the opposite numbers."
Carol laughed, "As if! You'd be overmatched with your one cock, as impressive as it seems to be." She looked around, "We women are a lot more efficient. You just have that one penis, we each have three holes. You wish you could please three women at once. Plus, we can orgasm repeatedly and as far as I've seen, once you guys cum it's curtain time." She looked around, "I can't speak for any of the other girls here, but I'll share a bed with two or three guys here."
Jennifer raised her hand, "Excuse me. I'm happy with just one man." She patted her husband's leg while looking apologetically at him, "but you're not wrong about curtain time. Bill is snoring within 5 minutes after finishing."
"Hey, it's more like ten minutes," Bill laughed. "There are times I think Jenny would love to have a relief pitcher come in...so to speak." He said, looking embarrassed. He looked at her, "I know you've thought about it, so..." Seeing her initially shake her head, then slowly nod, he turned back to Shelly, "Jennifer and I are in if we need to share a bed."
Kevin stood up, "Let me propose something else. Rather than Shelly and I invite someone to join us, or Jenny and Bill engage another guy, let's make it random. Perhaps to spice things up we draw names from a hat?" He looked over at Shelly who looked ok with it, "It only seems fair."
After all seemed ok with this, Jerry stood up and came over to Shelly, "let's go get the drawing set up. You can number the bedrooms and we'll draw men's names by each number, then the girl's names. Damn! You guys always have the best parties."
"Wait," Rose said softly. "Um, can I...?"
Shelly inwardly groaned expecting this quiet shy girl to beg out of the lottery. She looked to be 18 and could possibly have been a virgin and was the last to lose her top and eventually her bottoms. But she was incredibly beautiful with her pale features and perfectly proportioned body. She glanced around and could see the men looking a bit dismayed, "Rose, don't be shy, I mean outside of being naked in front of a bunch of strangers," she laughed. "Do you want...?"
Rose looked down at her wringing hands, "Could I have three guys? I mean the numbers are...you know, 2, 2, 2, 2, 3 for each of us girls," she said indicating the men. "I've always wanted to have three guys at once but never could get it to happen." She looked down, suddenly embarrassed, "I mean, if any of you guys want to do...me..."
Chuck, John, and Al all immediately stood up and went over to the cute redhead. Chuck held out his hand and pulled the girl to her feet, "It turns out, the three of us have some experience with this very situation. Can we have to blue room? It has the morning sun," he asked Kevin and Shelly. "Damn, I love a redhead, and someone as beautiful as you are doesn't come around very often."
Shelly laughed, "I'm good with one if you'd like 4 guys, but sure." She went over to the girl, "on the other hand, I was secretly hoping I'd draw three but since you called dibs..."
Kevin stood up, "Ok, this makes the drawing easier. 4 Bedrooms, 4 women, 8 men." He looked at the remaining girls, "Damn, this is going to be fun. Ok before we draw, ground rules. We men outnumber the women here, so here's how it's going to go," he looked around at all the remaining people, "All us guys will do whatever the girls want...in reason. I'm not into other guys, but you know what I mean." He looked at each female there, his eyes lingering on Shelly last, "This is your party. Think of it as Christmas," he suddenly laughed seeing everyone was naked, "Ok, perhaps without the unwrapping, but we will be your toys to play with all night if you like."
Carol stood up, "Shelly I'll come with you guys so I can stage some lubricants in each bedroom," she said softly, "I mean, perhaps if the girl makes her ass available..."
******************************************************
Shelly led Eddie and Rick into the master. "We scored big time getting this room. Best bed, best bathroom..." almost saying best cocks. She thought back to when Jennifer's name was called and she'd blurted out Carol to sleep with Kevin. Jennifer looked nervous when she was paired with Jerry and Tom. She would be in good hands, though it occurred to her that every time Jerry or any other guy got near Jennifer, Bill was right there asking if she needed anything. Kevin must be thrilled to be with Carol and Bill looked eager also. She looked at the two men. Eddie's cock was pulsing at half-mast which meant it was twice the size of most cocks. Her eyes jerked away as he saw her staring. Bill had nothing to feel ashamed about either. All-in-all, this would prove to be a very satisfying after-party. She thought back to the drawing and outside of making sure Kevin had his shot at Carol she'd not cheated for her drawing, but these had to be the two more impressive cocks here tonight.
"We did score big time," Eddie said as he pulled Shelly in close. "I've wanted you since you came out of the house earlier." He cupped her breast and looked at Rick, "Jennifer is a babe, but tell me. Ever seen or felt anything like these?" He asked.
Rick came over, his cock fully erect and felt the other breast. "Damn, Jenny has nice D-cups, but this is like twice what she has." He looked at Shelly, "Do you know what you have here? Could I fuck these later? I love fucking tits."
Shelly's hands were on each cock stroking them, "You can fuck me any way you want. I'm yours tonight and you don't need to ask." She dropped to her knees and took Rick's cock in her mouth while trying to wrap her hand around Eddie's. She was able to just take a third of him, but he tasted wonderful. Salty with tangy fluids flowing out. She pulled off and opened her mouth wide to taste Eddie's. She knew immediately her jaw was going to ache if he wanted a blowjob and felt a sudden panic hoping her vagina would accommodate the girth.
******************************************************
Rose looked nervously at the three men, all naked, all with very nice cocks. "I hope you aren't disappointed. I'm sure you all would have preferred Carol or Shelly or..."
Chuck came over with a grin, "As soon as they suggested this Al whispered your name and I immediately looked over at you. John, you have second thoughts?" he stroked the girl's ass.
John shook his head and came over to kiss the redhead, "Rose, you're the most beautiful woman here at the party and we are so lucky you wanted all three of us since we'd have had to fight over you, and these guys are like my brothers." She stroked her face, "I can speak for all of us. You tell us what you want and we're yours for the night.
Rose's face brightened up, dropped to her knees before gripping two of the boy's hard cocks and taking the third into her mouth.
******************************************************
Jennifer fest a sudden panic. She'd never been with anyone but Bill and actually she'd only been on top a few times as most of the time Bill would climb between her legs and after cumming inside her would roll over and go to sleep. What if these guys wanted her to be able to do things...she'd tasted Bill's cock but he'd happily moved between her legs as soon as he was hard. No man had ever tasted her or taken her from behind. She suddenly shuddered thinking they'd want to put their things in her ass.
"Jennifer? Are you Ok?" Jerry asked, "Sit down. Can I get you some water or anything?"
"Yes. Please. I could use something to drink," she said softly.
"Got it. Be back, Jerry? Another beer?" Tom asked.
"No, I'm good. Here, put this on if you'd be more comfortable," Jerry said bringing over a robe he'd found in the closet. "I get it. Have you ever been with anyone but Bill?"
The beautiful brunette shook her head, "No. I was shocked when he wanted to do this. I mean, he was next to me all day whenever any guy tried to talk to me." She looked up at Jerry, "would you be pissed if maybe I gave you hand jobs or something? I'm not sure I can do this," she said softly. She waited for Jerry to interject that right now Bill most likely had his cock buried in some part of Shelly, but he didn't.
"Sure, oh hey Tom. Thanks, here's your water," he said as the other man came back into the room. "We don't need anything, but hell! It's been a long day so..."
"I heard," Tom said handing Jennifer the water, "I'm tired too. Come on, let's get in bed and perhaps we can get up early for a morning swim. That has to be the largest backyard pool I've ever seen," he looked at Jerry, "Do they have parties here often?"
Jennifer relaxed hearing the two talk about non-sexual things so she took off the robe and crawled under the covers, "I'll sleep in the middle since I'm sure..."
Jerry turned off the light and looked over at the girl, "Relax. Tom and I are not going to do anything," he chuckled.
"Yeah, we're not rapists," Tom said as he fluffed up his pillow.
"That's too bad," Jennifer said before gasping, "Shit! Did I say that out loud?"



Jerry laughed, "Fantasies?"
"Should I tell you? It's really embarrassing." the girl asked, "I mean...oh Christ. It's strange, but I never thought I'd be in bed with any man but Bill, but I might have had a few fantasies about being with...fucked by other men. You know I'd never cheat on him so, well I have these burglars coming into the bedroom when I'm alone and," she looked at the two of them, "there's always been two of them. I shouldn't have said anything." She felt her pussy throb eagerly and wished she were alone so she could pursue this feeling with her fingers. "Anyhow, they aren't very happy seeing someone home, at least at first, then they are quite happy..."
Jerry stroked the girl's thigh, "Fantasies are healthy. Sometimes you need something that you couldn't possibly get otherwise and if there vivid enough, they can satisfy the urges."
She looked over wondering why he wasn't stroking higher and sighed, "yes, sometimes they are very vivid, very intense, but they never quite satisfy...you know, reach that spot...never mind. We should sleep."
Jerry looked over at Tom, "Hey, Kevin has that pool table downstairs. Care to get your ass kicked? Let's let Jennifer sleep." He patted the girl's leg, "We'll be quiet when we get back so we don't wake you."
Jennifer watched as the two men left, her hand going between her legs stunned how wet she was. 'Why didn't I fuck them? Let then fuck me? Their cocks looked so damn ready to...' She closed her eyes, fingers moving rapidly as she raised her ass off the bed...
******************************************************
Lexi looked warily around the room, eyes focused on the king-sized bed "I'm a bit nervous. I've never been with more than one guy and," she went over and picked up the tube of KY, "I've never done anal." She said softly, "I hope you guys are ok with me."
James laughed, "Ok? Seriously? Damn, you're fucking hot, so beautiful. Look, whatever you want to do is fine with us, but I'd love to teach you anal if you like. It's my favorite. Larry, what do you think?"
Larry came over and stroked the girl's ass. "I'm happy as hell just being here with you. I'll be happy with whatever you'd like to do, Lexi. This is your party."
Lexi reached down and gripped each cock and stroked them, "Ok. But please be slow and stop if it hurts too much. James, you get the lube while Larry starts fucking me." She led Larry over to the bed, pushed him onto his back, got on her hands and knees and started sucking on his cock. She opened her legs feeling James' tongue explore her pussy and was surprised when he started licking her anus. The shock morphed into pleasure as she got used to it. She was amazed at how good it felt and also how much more cock she was taking into her throat than ever before. Was there a correlation? She'd been wet all day seeing all the cocks and knew what she really needed. She climbed onto Larry and guided his cock inside her, "Ohhh, nice. God, this is something I've wanted all day," she smiled down at the man, "this party was like eight hours of foreplay." She looked back feeling fingers against her anus.
Lexi tensed momentarily feeling the cool gel against her asshole, but relaxed as he gently pushed inside her. She ground against the rigid shaft inside her vagina as the man's finger went deeper and deeper inside her. When she knew what was coming she told herself to relax, to let it happen when his finger was replaced with the spongy head of his cock. "Oooohhhhh wow!" she moaned as she felt herself being stretched open.
James looked at that perfect ass as his cock easily slid in, "Damn, Lexi. You're a natural. Larry, you will need to try this ass. She's tight but relaxed immediately." He said softly as he matched the other man's rhythm against the girl's holes. "I take it you don't want me to stop."
"Oooohhh, fuck!" Lexi hissed, "So full, so fucking full!" She pressed her chest into Larry's hands as he played with her nipples, "Now I'm jealous of Rose. A cock in my mouth would be really nice right now," she moaned."
"What are there, 15 guys in the house? Tomorrow morning why doesn't our horny little slut here suck every one of us off as a going-away present?" Larry asked while staring into Lexi's eyes. He ground back against her as she pressed against him.
"All of you? Would you make me swallow?" she groaned, "Force your cocks down my throat? Ooooohhhhh."
The two my gripped the writhing girl as she exploded, her hips rocking hard against the cocks buried in her holes.
******************************************************
Carol looked around the room, "This is a guest bedroom? How big is the master?"
Kevin looked around, "It was owned by a large family but the kids, well, I guess they were a bit destructive, so Shelly and I got this for a song. We tried full or queen-sized beds but we had to go with kings," he laughed, "I never thought how fortuitous having all king-sized beds would be." He looked at Carol, "I can't speak for Bill, but I really have wanted to taste that pussy of yours all day."
Carol giggled, "Ok, but remember this is my party. Remember in the pool? I want you to fuck me standing up, and," she looked over at Bill, "I want you to fuck my ass. I'll tell you what, let me suck on this nice cock here," she stroked Bill's cock, "while you eat my pussy."
Bill allowed himself to be led over to the bed wondering what an ass is going to feel like. 'Jenny would never allow anyone near her ass, would she?' He had the sudden image of sweet innocent Jenny on her hands and knees with Jerry's cock slamming into her ass. He had to think about something, anything else as he flopped back on the bed as the tall girl took his cock into her mouth. Again, this was something Jenny didn't like doing, but Carol had a really eager look on her face taking his cock deeper and sucking harder than he'd ever felt.
Kevin knelt behind the girl admiring her trimmed pussy. Her labia were swollen exposing her pink inner lips. What he'd not noticed before was her pronounced clit. He couldn't wait to attack that with his tongue.
Carol spread her knees wider apart feeling the man's tongue tease her. Bill's cock fit comfortably in her mouth and she could easily deepthroat him. She knew he'd never felt anything like this by the way he was responding. She'd been the school favorite for blowjobs, even many of the girlfriends of the guys she'd sucked off came to her for advice. Those were the most fun having engaged eager volunteers and seeing these sweet young things taking a strange boy's cock down their throats. She knew Bill was close and pulled off wanting to save him for her ass. "Go grab the oil on the side table," she looked back at Kevin, "Everything you're doing feels great, but I've wanted that cock of yours inside me all day."
Kevin had to take one more taste driving his tongue into the girl's twat. He lapped up the juices flowing out before getting up onto his knees behind her. On a whim, he started slapping his cock against her pussy and smiled when he heard her muffled groan of frustration and she pushed her ass back against him. "Ok, if that's what you want," he said as he lined the head up and slammed into her.
Carol's mouth opened wide as she felt that fat cock plunge into her pussy. "Ooohhhhh, fuuuuckkkk," she gasped as she looked back at Kevin. "Christ! That was nice. Do that again," she begged.
Bill watched as the other man pounded into the tall blonde's pussy, his cock being stroked by her long soft fingers. He had to pull her hand off as he'd never watched a girl being fucked before and this was almost too much.
Carol felt what she hoped was one of many orgasms coming on, pressed her face against the man's balls, and as she gently sucked on into her mouth, she exploded.
Kevin gripped the girl's ass as she ground against him feeling her vagina grip harder on his cock. He did not yet want to cum and was able to stave off the growing feelings in his balls. When the girl collapsed onto her side, his cock still buried in her pussy he wrapped his arms around her. "I'm guessing you want to sleep now?"
Carol looked back at the man, "I'm good for another few hours. Are you up to it?"
Kevin rolled off the bed, "Ok, let's get you up. Bill, grab the oil next to the bed and let's get this girl screaming." Carol jumped up and wrapped her legs around his waist. cupping her ass he lifted her and lowered her onto his cock. He was finally able to feel long legs wrapped around his waist...a tight pussy gripping his cock.
******************************************************
Chuck moaned, "Hang on Rose, you're too good at this," he backed away, "really good at this."
The redhead looked up at the three men, "Ok, here's what I want next. Find something in the dresser over there, blindfold me and after that do whatever you want to me...I mean anything and everything," she sighed.
Al went over and found a scarf and brought it back to the blushing girl. He watched her chest rise and fall as he tied it securely over her eyes.
Rose felt hands touching her everywhere, pinching her nipples, sliding across her wet slit, fingering her ass. She felt herself being led over to the bed and lifted up and onto her hands and knees. They then roughly opened her knees wide. "Oooohhh," she moaned as fingers pushed into her vagina. As soon as her mouth opened she felt a cock push right in and began eagerly sucking on it. 'Damn! Whose is this? Chucks? Als? Ah, Chuck's, his cum is slightly saltier.' Her attention was diverted from the cock in her mouth feeling a man's fat finger push a cool gel into her ass.
John's cock throbbed feeling the girl's tight sphincter grip his finger. "Christ, this girl is fucking tight. Have you ever been fucked in the ass before? Oh sorry, your mouth is full, push back against my finger for yes, pull away for no. Oh, then you are in for a treat." John looked at the other two, "I call dibs on this virgin ass. Fuck! She's so tight."
Chuck felt his cock go deeper and deeper into the girl's throat, his pubes pressed against her lips as she bobbed hungrily on him, "Hang on, I'm too close," he pulled back, "Al, get over here. I need to pace myself. She's really a great cocksucker."
Rose allowed herself to be lifted up again and straddling one of the men who she suspected was Chuck. "God! Yesss," she grunted as her pussy was suddenly filled with hard cock. Eagerly opening her mouth for Al's cock, she was now two-thirds of the way to her ultimate fantasy. She felt Al take hold of her hair and pull her face onto his cock and fucked her face energetically. She reached up and grabbed his muscular ass encouraging him. Chuck was deep inside her pussy and she suspected he would not be able to last long when she felt a hard mass press against her anus. If she didn't have a cock in her mouth she'd most likely be gritting her teeth. This was it, she was finally going to lose her anal virginity.
John was in love with this girl's ass. Creamy with, tight, her cheeks opened wide showing her small puckered bud. He lined up his lubed cock, pressed, then let off, next time he pressed against her he felt her relax a little, the third time his cock plunged in causing the girl to cry out though muffled by Al's dick in her mouth. He worried he wouldn't last long with this much stimulation on his cock but leaned over the girl's back and slammed repeated against that creamy ass. He knew if he came soon he'd recover. The way she writhed under him after eagerly sucking on their cocks was amazing.
******************************************************
Jennifer's eyes came open as a man roughly pressed a hand over her mouth. She couldn't see who he was, or who they were as the covers were ripped off. "Mmmmpphhh, mmmmpphh," she grunted as she felt her legs being pulled apart. She had a recollection of her arms being raised and realized they were restrained somehow. Tied to the bedpost? The men were dressed in black with full facemasks holding flashlights.
"Damn, look at this cunt. Fully shaved and looked how wet the bitch is," the taller one said softly, "Damn, we don't have time for this. I heard guys playing pool downstairs and there what must be a lot of fucking in the other rooms, so look for some jewelry and let's get out of here."
The girl watched as the two flashlights explored her body, hands roughly squeezing her breasts, pulling on her nipples and fingers stabbing into her pussy.
"Fuck a few baubles. I'd rather have this. Go grab something we can shove into the cunt's mouth so no one will hear her scream."
Jennifer's eyes were going back and forth trying to see if these were Jerry and Tom, but they were too well covered and their voices didn't sound like them, they were more gravely, sounded a lot older. 'Oh Christ, what if these really are burglars?' she thought as she struggled against the restraints. She started to cry out when the taller man removed his hand but was too late as a wad of cloth was shoved into her mouth.
"Go make sure the door is locked while I fuck this bitch first. Man, I cannot wait to feel that tight cunt grip my cock. I've been horny all day," the taller man said as he yanked down his pants.
Jennifer tried to keep her legs together, but he was too strong and when she felt the fat head spread her lips apart, she relaxed and let it happen. 'Oh fuck! I hope these are the guys, but who cares?' she thought. The man's cock was a lot fatter than Bill's was filling her up as she'd never imagined. She heard herself grunting with each plunge, her legs opening wider to get more penetration. She could hear the wet sounds of her pussy being used by the man and wishing she could feel his skin, she started cumming. "Mmmmmmphhh, mmmmm, mmmmphh," her muffled grunts sounding loud in the darkened room.
"Look, this is fun but we do have to get out of here. Hurry up and fuck the bitch, I found some necklaces and rings, but we really need to go," the shorter guy hissed. "Shit! Look what she keeps handy on the bedside table. Christ! I love a bitch who likes a good ass-fucking. Oh fuck it." He came over and hissed in the girl's ear, "I'm going to untie your arms. You do anything and my friend here will hurt you. You understand?" He suddenly laughed, "Hey, look at this. The bitch's married. I love married pussy. They cry and struggle and then ask when you'll be back."
Jennifer nodded and felt her wrists being untied. She then felt herself being rolled over and pulled on top of the man fucking her. "MMMPPPHH, MMMMPPHHHH, MMMMMPPPHHHHHH" she tried to cry out as a cool finger pushed into her ass. She'd never had anyone near her ass before but the feeling wasn't terrible. She put her head down knowing what was coming and bit down hard on the cloth feeling the man's fat cock work itself inside her ass.
The two men got into a rhythm and the sounds of their pleasurable grunting filled the room. Jennifer had just cum for the 4th time, each one louder than the previous, which was 4 more than she'd normally cum with Bill when she heard the men's breathing change.
"Dude, we can't cum inside her. You know, DNA swabs and all that." The shorter man said as he pulled out of that tight ass and came up to the girl's face. "Ok, you'd better be nice or you know what will happen," he hissed as he pulled the panties out of the girl's mouth and shoved his cock between her lips.
She'd never imagined she'd get fucked in the ass, never imagined she'd have that same cock then shoved down her throat but opened her mouth just the same. She wasn't a great cocksucker as Bill never spent much time in her mouth, but she did know what to do. Sucking and pressing forward while stroking his huge balls, she felt the man tense and his grunts become louder. She tried to swallow as much as she could as jet after jet of hot tangy sperm shot down her throat. She was just cleaning off the last bits of the man's cum when she was pulled off the cock, rolled over and had the other man's cock shoved into her mouth.
Jennifer had never imagined she'd be eagerly sucking on a cock as if starving for the man's cum. Gripping his ass, she took more and more down her throat until she felt his balls slapping against her chin. She felt herself cumming a 5th time without even being touched. Her hands stroked the man's ass and soon he too was shooting large spurts of hot cum down her throat. She flopped back as he rolled off her, pulled up his pants and went over to the other man giving him a high-five.
"Don't say a word of this to anyone. We know where you live," he growled, "Come on. Let's check the study for cash and get out of here."
She watched in stunned silence as they unlocked the bedroom door and quietly sneaked out. She went into the bathroom, found some mouthwash and rinsed her mouth out. Could they have really done that? Jerry was always so nice and Tom was really quiet. It had to be them, it had to be, but no way was either guy the type to treat a woman like that. She felt her sopping pussy which buckling her knees. She'd rarely been able to cum while making love...being fucked. She'd always had to finish on her own, but tonight she'd cum multiple times. She went back into the bedroom, straightened out the sheets, turned off the light and lay back. She looked over upon hearing the bedroom door being opened.
"Shhh. I'm sure she's asleep. I really should have gone off somewhere and jerked off I'm so horny," Jerry whispered.
"Don't look at me for help there. I know what you mean though. I really need to get my rocks off," Tom replied.
Jennifer leaned over and turned on the light. She looked at the two naked men, Tom shorter, Jerry taller. Her eyes studied their cocks trying to get some recognition.
Jerry stopped, "You're awake? Sorry. We thought you'd be asleep." He looked around at the open drawers before bending over to pick up wadded up panties, "What are these and why are these open?" he went over and looked inside, "Were you looking for something? Panties?" He held up the pair. "Are you alright?" He came over and sat on the bed, "You look really flushed." He put a hand on her forehead.
Jennifer thought for a second before reaching over and stroking Jerry's cock. It grew in her hand immediately and she inwardly groaned, 'No man can recover that quickly. Jerry didn't just cum in my mouth.' She thought. 'Who were those guys? It had to be a couple of the other guys, but how?'
"I thought you, ohhh, nicccce," he sighed as she wrapped her lips around his shaft. He stroked her back as she sucked harder on his cock. "Christ, you must have heard me. You're good at this." He nodded to Tom who came around and lifted the girl's ass off the bed, spread her knees apart and worked the head up and down her slit. "I hope this is alright. You earlier said you didn't want to do anything, but seeing how wet you are, I'm guessing this is what you want now?"
Jennifer grunted while nodding her head, this was definitely what she wanted. Tasting Jerry's cock and feeling the familiar veiny shaft invade her mouth, she knew who'd fucked her earlier. She was amazed they both were able to recover so quickly, in fact, she felt incredible pride that she was sexy enough to excite them like this. She pulled off of Jerry's cock and looked up at him, "Why don't you fuck my ass this time and Tom can cum inside my married cunt."
"Um, how did you know it was us? We disguised our voices and tried to walk and act differently. Sorry if we were too rough on you. It had to seem real," Jerry added.
"Your cock. I have only had one other cock in my mouth before tonight, and I'd recognize this anytime. And no, you made it perfectly realistic. But now I need you both to fuck me just as hard. Don't hold back. Use my cunt and ass any way you want."
******************************************************



Shelly was amazed by how high she could raise herself on Eddie's long cock before plunging back down. If was a relief when she'd gotten used to the girth and the pressure on her cervix, but the discomfort now was replaced by growing pleasure. She kept having to remind herself to suck Rick's cock but it wasn't easy as Eddie's cock filled her more than she'd ever imagined and his hands were all over her breasts. She wished that Rick wanted to fuck her ass, but he didn't seem interested.
Eddie was stunned how tight this girl was along with how much flesh bulged between his fingers, and he had huge hands. He needed to last, hoped he would last but as the blonde grunted out she was cumming and torqued her tight cunt against his shaft. "Uh, Shelly, oh God!" he spat out as he erupted inside her.
Shelly's head was spinning and she hadn't even noticed Rick's cock had slipped out of her mouth, all her attention on the spasms emanating from her crotch. She'd never felt so wet before and wondered if she'd squirted but realized it was the massive amount of cum the man injected inside her. Before she could come down from the intense orgasm, she felt herself being pulled off the still-hard cock and onto her back. She opened her legs and moaned happily as another large cock slammed into her.
Rick looked down at those flopping tits as he pounded into this girl. He'd met her a few times before and always suspected she was an ice-queen since she'd never flirted and rarely flashed any skin. It was a shock seeing her today in that tiny bikini and later without. He now knew she was anything but an ice-queen, knowing she was an eager little slut and hoped she and Kevin had more parties like this. He looked at those lips and leaned down.
Even though she'd just cum, Shelly was getting increasingly aroused seeing the intense look on Rick's face. His eyes stared at her boobs which men loved to make bounce around as they pounded into her. She could hear the fluids sloshing as his nice cock pounded into her. She wondered how much he'd deposit inside her when he leaned down to kiss her. Opening her mouth, welcoming his tongue, she felt his weight on top of her, a hand gripping a breast and his pace of fucking increasing. She wrapped her legs around him wondering if Kevin had Carol's long legs wrapped around him? She imaging the girl's tight ass being gripped, legs opened wide as her husband's cock was buried in her tight pussy. As she thought that, she felt herself climaxing again.
Rick felt the girl writhe against him, her mouth clamped eagerly to his while he ground his cock against her clit making her grunt over and over into his mouth. As she came down from what seemed to be an intense orgasm he looked at her, "I've never fucked a girl in the ass, would you mind?"
Shelly laughed, "Mind? I'd love it. A nice hard cock inside my ass? I'm always up for that. I love it when a man dumps his load inside me there." As Rick pulled out of her she rolled over, sticking her ass in the air. After the man got her ready, she hoped this wasn't a mistake as she'd not had anyone this large inside her.
Rick was amazed by how great her ass felt. The way her sphincter gripped his shaft was unlike anything he'd ever felt. He loved feeling his hips slap against her perfect ass cheeks, his chest pressed against her back, but most of all her pleasurable grunts every time he drove into her rectum. He reached under and pressed his fingers against her sloppy pussy rubbing all the leaking cum against her clit making her grunt louder.
Eddie sat back stroking his cock wondering if Shelly would allow him to fuck her there. He'd been with dozens of women, none as tiny as her, but none had allowed him near their asses. He heard the girl cumming again and knew Rick was not far off.
Rick tried, but could not hold off, "Oh Christ, Shelly, this feels so good...ahhh. ah, Fuuuuck!" He felt the intense ache release from his balls as he drove his cock deep in the girl's rectum. It seemed like the amount of cum would never stop as he slammed into that creamy ass over and over.
Shelly could feel cum running out of her twat and knew there'd be more running out of her ass, but before she could get up, Eddie was behind her where Rick was. She looked back at his questioning look and nodded, "Go for it, but go slow."
Rick wondered if the rest of the house heard the girl cry out as Eddie buried his giant sausage deep in her ass.
******************************************************
"Ok, I need to sleep now. You guys totally wore me out." Jennifer looked over at the clock, 4:15. Jerry and Tom were able to recover quickly all night. She was used to one erection per day with Bill. They had what they considered an active sex life, but that meant three or four times a week. She just had that many loads pumped into her in the last hour. She'd lost count how many times both these men were able to recover in just 10 to 15 minutes. "If you get hard again, you can take care of each other," she sighed as she closed her eyes.
Jerry crawled under the covers and pressed his body against hers, "Sorry about earlier. I've never in my life treated a woman like that, but you seemed to respond to it...still, I feel bad."
"Relax, you were perfect. I really wondered if it was you guys doing me and I actually was afraid but incredibly aroused." She turned and kissed him, "Don't lose sleep over it." She kissed Tom who'd joined them under the covers, "The only issue will be that Bill's leaving town Monday morning for the entire week and as this felt so real, I'll probably be too afraid to sleep. I'd hate for real burglars to break in especially with that spare key hidden under the right-hand planter. Oh well, good night."
******************************************************
Shelly smelled coffee as she gingerly came into the kitchen. "Oh good, you found everything," she said to Carol.
"Lexi helped. Thanks for loaning me your husband last night. It just occurred to me that I drew the two married men. I feel like a real home-wrecker," she giggled. "I feel sorry for Jennifer. Bill really enjoyed his first anal last night, well, and a couple more times this morning. He might want to try with her. I hope she's ready." She looked at Shelly, "But inquiring minds want to know, how was that horse-cock?" Then she laughed, "Oh yeah. I saw how slowly you were walking."
Shelly groaned, "Careful what you wish for. Eddie is huge. My twat and ass are going to need a break for a few days. I hope you wore Kevin out so he leaves me alone." She looked at Lexi, "How was your night?"
The girl grinned, "Great! I never knew I was multi-orgasmic until last night." She looked over at Shelly, did I see a hot tub out back?" She looked over at the doorway, "Hey guys. Grab some coffee."
Jennifer and Rose staggered in looking disheveled. "Damn! Remind me to never ask for three men again unless I can get them to leave after they cum. All night they had to try different positions and fuck! I am so sore." The redhead sighed as she poured herself a cup. She looked over at Jennifer, "Coffee?"
Jennifer nodded, "Please. Black. Did I hear hot tub?"
"Out back, I guess we don't need robes," Shelly said standing up, "This is going to feel good. I vote no guys if any wake up soon."
"Aaaahhhh." Carol sighed loudly, "This feels great on my poor crotch."
Shelly laughed, "Want me to kiss it and make it better?" She suddenly blushed, "Joke, it was a joke."
Lexi sighed, "I wish someone would kiss my crotch and make it better. That was a real workout, but Rose. Tell us about getting three more notches on your bedpost last night. Were you a good girl or were you nasty?"
"Well, I now know what anal feels like and having all my holes filled at once," she paused, "Fuck me! I really liked it. Around 4 AM when they finally let me sleep, I had the refrain from The Night Before Christmas, '...and visions of sugarplums danced in their head,' except I had visions of penises and spurts of cum dancing in my head."
Jennifer laughed, "I know exactly what you mean. Can I give you guys some advice? Do not fuck Jerry and Tom at the same time," she looked around at the other three, "They would cum and 10 minutes later be hard again." She moaned, "It wasn't fair."
Carol started laughing, "Wait, you were with Tom and Jerry? Any G-rated scenes you remember last night?"
Lexi chuckled, "Weren't Tom and Jerry cartoon cats? So there were three pussies in the bed last night?"
"I could have used extra pussies in the bed last night, any of you ever slept with Jerry or Tom? No, be prepared for seconds, thirds, fourths...You know what I mean. Wow!" She looked over at Shelly, "I need to know, how big does Eddie get when hard? I was having trouble keeping my eyes off him walking around the pool."
Shelly held her hands 11 inches apart, then put her hands together making a two-inch diameter circle. "My cervix is bruised but I barely notice that the way my ass feels."
Rose gasped, "You let him...I mean, did you let him or did he...?"
"I felt sorry for him. He told me he'd never tried anal, well you can guess why and Rick had just pulled out..." She looked over at Carol, "You could kiss it and make it feel better." She laughed when Carol exaggeratedly puckered and blew her a kiss.
"I've never been to a party like this," Lexi sighed, "I hope there are others."
"There will be," Kevin replied, as he and Jerry came over to the hot tub, "I need to clear it with Shelly, but there seems to be a consensus inside to make this a 'last Saturdays of the month' tradition. You up for it Shell?"
Shelly groaned, "Sure, but coffee. Go get me more coffee," she held up her empty cup.
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"I'm going to miss you," Harry sighed as he held his wife. "When I get back let's make up for all the time I've spent preparing for this." He thought about all the nights he'd stayed late all for this goal. He reels this in, and they'd be set financially.
"I get it," Laura stroked her husband's back, "I hope you nail it, but knowing you, I have no doubt." She kissed him and moaned, "Though we'll have to invest some of that in a new little helper. I may have worn him out the last few weeks."
Harry laughed, "We can buy you the full range of sizes, but if I land this you won't need them. I'll be home a lot more." He thought about the realistic cock he'd bought her a few years back as a gag. She'd never used it until the last month while he prepared for the meeting with Linstrom Group. He'd wanted her to use it while he watched, but she'd adamantly refused, saying only that this was solely needed when he was not around.
She quickly kissed him, "Go. Your ride is here. I'll see you tomorrow." She kissed him again, this time open-mouthed while pressing her lithe form against him. "I'll let you try another hole if you nail this thing in Vegas."
Harry stepped back, "Wait, I need that in writing. Ok, never mind. I don't have time." He patted her ass, "I'm taking you to court for breach of contract if you don't comply with my demands when I get back."
Laura watched her husband load his bag in the Uber and head off. She could have gone with him, but what would she have done. She hated the whole gambling ambiance and the shows were very expensive. Plus, it was for one night, maybe two if there are things to work out. She thought about her promise and realized she'd better prepare as Harry always came through when he was well-prepared.
Harry thought about what his beautiful wife said just before leaving. Anal sex had been high on his bucket-list since high school. He'd never been with any girl who'd seemed open to taking him from behind, even though he was simply average in size. He'd tried once with Malorie in college, but as soon as he put a finger inside her, she'd rolled off the bed giggling which pretty much killed the mood. Later he'd been able to finger Laura's ass when she came, but she smacked him after she'd recovered telling him that was disgusting.
Laura went upstairs past Harry's study and into the bedroom and pulled out the bottom drawer. She looked at the toy Harry had bought her as a joke and felt her ass softly throb in anticipation. She felt slight guilt but with his long hours and her increasing horniness, she'd finally experimented with putting this in her ass. At first, she wondered why anyone would like this, but as her anus adapted to it and with the vibration turned up to max power, she'd barely touched her clit when she'd had the most powerful orgasm she'd ever experienced. After that, she'd needed this in her ass two or three times a day. She'd been hoping Harry would be home to make love to her and she'd perhaps hint he could try it from behind, but it had been six weeks since they'd last had sex.
She dropped the realistic cock on the bed and pulled off her clothes. Looking up, she saw herself in the mirror, "Damn it, Harry! I'm in my prime. Look at this body." She ran her hands over her taut stomach and onto her flared hips. In high school, Danny had told her she had the most perfect baby-making hips, but he'd say whatever it took to get a warm pussy gripping his cock. Running her fingers through her trimmed bush and under, she felt moisture leaking out. 'You slutty little cunt. You need cock, don't you?' she sighed. She turned and looked at her ass. Tight globes of creamy flesh. She had to sudden thought, 'If I were a guy, of course, I'd want to put my cock between these cheeks.'
She stopped her study hearing the phone ring. She padded over and picked it up, "Sue. What's up? I can do that....of course, you're my favorite sister." Shaking her head, she dropped the phone back onto the table and longingly looked back in the mirror. Maybe it was cool in the room, but her nipples were as hard as she'd ever seen them jutting out from her grapefruit-sized breasts. 'Sorry, I'll attend to you guys later,' she sighed.
She pulled on her clothes wondering where Danny was now. She shook off that train of thought knowing it would not lead to any good. Danny was the only guy she'd dated that she could not say no to...actually not dated but hooked up. Her pussy twitched remembering how great his cock felt inside her, how it filled her up. She'd never admitted to anyone she'd let him take her virginity since he wasn't the type of boy she'd ever be seen with, let alone eagerly opening her legs for.
Ok, let was generous. She'd been out on a date at a concert with her boyfriend, perhaps had too much to drink and staggered outside to get some air. She'd run right into him almost knocking him down, but he was strong and held her up. He led her over to a bench in the adjoining park, stroked her back, then her front and somehow he was between her legs pumping that fat sausage into her virgin pussy. She'd never orgasmed before but after the pain subsided she found she loved the feel of his cock and came almost immediately causing him to cum at the same time. Without a word, he pulled out, pulled on his clothes and left her lying naked with her legs spread open on the bench. It was a miracle no one came by and after pulling on her dress she went behind the bushes and threw up. After using her panties to sop up the cum flowing out of her, she tossed them into the bushes and went to find her boyfriend.
The next day in school she nudged one of her friends, "Who is that boy? In the green army jacket?"
"Him? That's Danny Warner. His dad's in prison, armed robbery or something and his mom, well I heard she works the conventions, you know, a whore," her friend said quietly, "Stay away from him. Julia said he'd raped her, but who knows. That girl will open her legs for any guy."
She'd watched him turn and look at her, but then looked away without a glimmer of recognition. This angered her since she wanted to confront him, accuse him of raping her, but also for leaving her in plain view as if she were an empty candy-wrapper. Boys did not treat Laura McKellen like that. But it mostly angered her because she was special. She was the hottest girl in school, desired by every guy, at least the straight ones and he looked like he never noticed her, had no interest in her. How could the same boy who'd made...fucked her, used her, not recognize her?
Later she'd seen him head over to his aged Pontiac and confronted him. "Hey! You, Danny!" She grabbed his shoulder, but he quickly spun around and restrained her from behind.
"Don't sneak up on me like that. I don't care if you're a girl. Don't do that unless you want to be hurt. What do you want?" he asked releasing her. He looked her up and down remembering how she looked naked.
"You don't recognize me?" she spat, "Last night, outside the Orion? Park bench?" She shook her head, "Christ! You basically raped me right there in plain view on anyone who might have walked by!"
The boy laughed, "That was you?" He looked her up and down, "Wow, I guess you clean up pretty good." Laura tried to punch him but he caught her fist, "Look, if you want more cock just say so. I'm busy tonight but you can meet me tomorrow night at nine over behind the War Memorial. Oh, and put some effort into looking good ok? A Dress. I like feminine girls."
She stood, fists clenched as the boy roared off wanting to scream. She looked down at her outfit. It was basic. Pink tee and jeans, but why should she care? For a boy like him? No way was she going to meet him. It was a mistake to drink too much, a mistake to tell her boyfriend she'll be fine, a mistake to confront him. That's it. No more mistakes.
He lasted a lot longer the next night on the wall surrounding the fountain. She had scrape marks on her hips and thighs from the stone as he ruthlessly fucked her from behind. She made sure after that to cover the rough surfaces with her discarded dresses.
Her parents and friends would have been appalled had they ever seen them even talk to each other, let alone meet a few times a week for fuck sessions. She never thought to date him, he asked once, but she shot that down immediately, but it was always the same, he took off her clothes, made her suck his cock, took her pussy, make her cum multiple times, came inside her and left. After graduation, he'd joined the Marines and that was it.
It was between sophomore and Junior years that her parents set up a dinner with Harry's parents at the country club and they hit it off. Harry never asked about her past sexual history, she never volunteered she wasn't a virgin, but they held off until their wedding night after they graduated. She was so ready for a cock inside her that she never cared how small he was. She ground against him eagerly and they went all night.
Her panties felt damp as they absorbed the fluids from her earlier anticipation. She wondered again how to get a toy somewhat the same size as Danny's cock was, but she wasn't sure how Harry would react if she spend the money on that and how to explain why she needed something larger...but she felt her panties get a bit damper thinking about her little helper in her ass and the larger one in her pussy. She had to get herself together as she pulled up to her sister's house.
"You are a life-saver," Susan cried out as she opened the door, "Jimmy is not feeling well," and I need to help with Bill's parents. I should be home this evening."
Laura watched her sister drive off and went to check on her nephew. 'So much for getting some relief,' she thought as she headed down the hall.
***********************************************
Harry rolled his case over to the check-in desk. He was anxious to get up to his room and prepare for the meeting later that afternoon. "Harold Demmings, I have a reservation?"
"Yes, sir. We have your room ready to go. There's wi-fi throughout, the password is on the inside page...."
Dan Walter's head spun around. Harold Demmings? Laura had married a Harold Demmings. The stuck-up bitch basically told him she'd not be seeing him again since she needed to find someone who could take care of her in more ways than between her legs. He'd written her off, but lately, he'd thought about her. She probably had let herself go, but she had been better stacked than any Playboy Playmate he'd ever seen and the way she responded! He'd once got her to cum just by sucking on her nipples, and then went off like a firecracker when she'd pulled him inside her. Fuck! That bitch could do things with her hips, her cunt that no other woman had come close to. He used to brag he could fuck for an hour without cumming if he wanted to, but the first time they'd fucked she torqued that cunt on his cock and he came in five minutes.
"...8011, the elevators are to the left, take the right-hand bank...."
'It has to be him. Custom-tailored suit, designer shoes, money. Laura's parents were constantly trying to set her up with someone in their class,' he watched the man stride purposefully away.
He strode over to the desk seeing the man roll his bag towards the elevators, "Hey Darla, Harold Demmings? Where is he from?"
Darla looked up at the tall dark-haired security guy, "Hey Dan, California, Santa Barbara. Why? What's up?"
"Unbelievable," he muttered, "Amazing, I went to school with his little brother, Rick, or probably Richard now. They were made of money back then." He came around to the back, "Can I see where he lives now? Maybe he can tell me where Rick is. He never came to our 10 year last September."
***********************************************
Harry pulled out all his notes, going over the presentation one more time. If it's perfect, they'll sign, and he'll have landed the largest contract in company history. He checked his printouts, his Powerpoint presentation and realized he'd neglected to call Laura.
"Hey, Laura. Miss you. Sorry I didn't call immediately. I was checking over...never mind. Call me when you get this." He tossed the phone on the bed.
***********************************************
Harry flopped took off his suit coat and flopped down on the bed. 'Damn it! I answered every question, handled every objection, totally nailed the presentation. Now I have to change my flight. get with them on Wednesday? And if they agree to terms want their CFO to come in on Friday. Shit, shit, shit!' He tore off his tie and decided to call Laura. "Hey, still not around? Maybe you had to leave and forgot your phone. Anyhow, I'm stuck here until Thursday or Friday. So frustrating. They want to think it over. Anyhow, I love you and miss you. See you later this week." He put down his phone and wondered how he was going to make it until Friday to get to make love to Laura. He changed and headed down to the front desk to get his room for the rest of the week.
***********************************************
Laura realized she didn't have her phone and ran out to the car. She groaned in frustration having played over in her mind Harry's cock in her ass all day. She had the whole thing planned out. She'd finally let him watch her playing with her little helper and after she buried it deep inside her, invite him to slide into her lubed asshole. She took water back to her nephew and tucked him in. 'Poor boy. At least his fever's coming down.' She thought.
She hurried over to grab the phone, "Sue, oh sure. No, he's feeling the same but he's down to 100.7. Yeah, I will. What? No stay. Harry called and he's stuck in Vegas for the rest of the week, so you do whatever you need to do...Yes, I love you too. I'll make sure of it." She put down the phone, 'Now I can't even get satisfaction at all.' She flopped down on the couch and turned on the TV.
***********************************************
Danny was walking by the desk when Darla called him over, "Hey, your friend or your friend's brother just extended his stay until Friday if you want to talk to him. He headed out, not sure where."
"Thanks, I do need to do that. I would like to catch up. We had some great times." He went over to the desk, "You off at 10? Do you still have that cute red dress?"
Later, as Dan was looking around, he saw the tall brunette striding over to the elevators, "Stella, hang on." He overtly looked her up and down, "You know the elevators are for guests only, can I ask? Are you here for business or pleasure?"
"Hey Dan," she put out her hand passing over folded up bills, "Pleasure, but not what you're thinking. I'm here to meet a friend from high school."
Dan pocketed the cash, "Sure, high school friend, what room is he, or she in?"
"Damn, you have a dirty mind. She's a she, 8011. Now, can I go see my friend?"
"Ok, but you know the law. Go on, have fun with your friend, and by the way, the temperatures are dropping tonight so you might want your friend to lend you a pair of panties."
Stella turned and swung her hips exaggeratedly as she headed to the bank of elevators.
Dan started to do his rounds and stopped. 8011? Wait, shit! That's Demming's room. His brain started turning.
***********************************************
"Dan, what's up?" Ed looked up from his monitors as the security guard came in. This was nothing unusual in a casino. They had cameras everywhere and retained the videos for months.
"I'm checking on a complaint from a guest. 8th floor, west tower, outside room," he checked his notepad, "Room 8009. Do you have the footage from around 9 this evening? I just want to see if anyone looked suspicious in the hallway."
They looked at guests coming and going but Dan told Ed to stop it, "There, can you go to the camera facing back this way?"
"Is that the girl? She's not a guest." Ed said, "Ok, there. We can't see the guy, but I'm pretty sure she made her milk money."
Dan looked at a man's bare shoulder and arm stroking the tall hooker's body before she left. He could easily make out the room number, 8011W on the door after it closed, "Yeah, that's Stella. I'll talk to her. Look, can you put that on a thumb drive. I know it's not much, but I need to put the fear of God into her."
***********************************************
Harry's head was killing him. At first, he had no idea where he was, it was not in a hotel room in Vegas but apparently in the back of a van driving on a freeway. His hands were bound behind his back, a cloth bag was tied over his head. He could not remember what brought him here. The last thing he remembered was leaving his room to go down for breakfast.
Dan looked at the house, 'Fucking huge, but of course it is. What else would the spoiled rich bitch live in?' He knocked on the door and when no one answered, he looked in the garage window. A silver Mercedes CLS but not another car. She must be out. He had no issue opening the side door to the garage. After pulling the van in and closing the door he went into the house, disabled the weak security system and went to look around.
***********************************************
Harry woke up and looked around to get his bearings. 'Fuck!' He was tied to a chair in his office. He turned his head to see if anyone was around but swung back looking at six wide-screens mounted on the wall in front of him. 'What the fuck?' He couldn't understand what was going on. Why were there TVs in his office? Why was he tied to a chair naked? Shit! Where was Laura and were there burglars in the house? What if they rape her? Where is Laura and why didn't she ever call back? He tried to call out, but the tape over his mouth made it impossible. He remembered getting the contractor over to put in the office and Laura insisted they soundproof it if it were to be next to the bedroom.
Dan came back and let himself in the front door. He'd stashed the van down the street and waited for Laura to get home. It wasn't like he needed to hurry. He'd told his boss his sister was ill and needed to be with her. That was no problem since he's accrued so many days off.
Harry watched as a stranger let himself in and headed for the kitchen. He realized he had earbuds in and could hear the man walking around, opening the fridge and getting himself a beer. 'Who is this and what the fuck does he want?' He thought about Laura coming home and finding him here and struggled against his bonds, but they were too tight. Then, surprisingly he saw the man leave. He looked at the screens. The front entryway, the living room, dining room, kitchen, master bedroom, and bathroom. He looked at the bed and saw Laura had left her little helper out and groaned. He might have a headache, but he was still horny for Laura. When she gets home, how can he let her know he's tied up in the office?
***********************************************
All the way home. Laura was worried she'd get a speeding ticket as all she could think of was slamming her little helper into her eager vagina. She couldn't remember the last time she'd been this horny for this long a time without relief. She pulled into her garage, 'Finally home. I really need to call Harry, but first I need to get upstairs,' she thought as she climbed out of the car. She went in and not hearing the beeping groaned thinking she'd forgotten to set the alarm when she'd left. 'That was stupid. What if...oh well.' She tossed her keys on the counter, grabbed a bottle of water and headed to the stairs.
Harry woke up hearing the keys clatter on the kitchen counter. He tried to rock the chair and yell, but the chair wouldn't move and Laura seemed unaware of any sounds he was making. She was at the bottom of the stairs when the doorbell rang. He wanted to scream out 'No!' but he watched as his wife opened the door and stepped back in surprise.



"Danny, what the fuck? I thought you were in the Marines. What are you doing here?" She asked as she stepped back as the large man let himself in.
"I was, but I'm working in Vegas now." He hesitated, "At least can I get a hug? It's been ten years," he pulled the girl close.
Harry was expecting Laura to resist but instead hugged him like a long-lost friend. Her hands stroked his back before breaking it off.
"I did miss you. We graduated and Mark told me you'd enlisted. Why? You never even said goodbye," she said, "Come on in. You want a beer or anything?"
Harry wondered about the cameras and mics, 'when had he had time to put all that in? Were they visible? How am I going to pee?' he suddenly thought feeling his bladder ache. His attention was brought back to the top right screen as the couple sat down next to each other. There was an intimacy he'd not expected to see.
"Ok, I know you. You are not the nostalgic kind of guy. You have a reason to be here and no, we're not fucking. I'm married and happily at that. Harry's a great guy."
Dan looked at the woman he'd known. She was more beautiful now than she was before, but she was wearing shorts and a tee. "I'm not here for that. I came to show you something, but can you perhaps dress up, you know, for old time's sake? Remember the dress you wore the first time? I've had that image in my head ever since."
Laura blushed. She'd had on that short dress which showed off her long legs and Danny had insisted she wear dresses or nice skirts or he wouldn't touch her. "So, you are here to get in my pants, or at least up my dress," she responded, "you always insisted...."
Dan laughed, "Hell, a guy can dream, can't he? It's not like I'd ever rape you. You willingly climb on my cock, I'm supposed to turn that down? Come on, for old time's sake. Go change."
Harry watched in dismay as Laura headed upstairs to change. She entered the bedroom and went over to the closet and leafed through her dresses. She pulled out a black strapless that she'd told Harry it was only for special occasions as it was so short and could not be worn without a bra. He watched, his cock illogically throbbing as she stripped completely naked before pulling on the dress. She looked at herself in the mirror, reached in and pulled up each breast to make them stick out more. Then she went over to her underwear drawer and pulled out her only thong. She pulled it on, then hiking up her dress, looked at her ass in the mirror. Harry pulled at his bonds again, but all he got out of it was stinging pain as he pulled against his abraded skin.
Dan stood up as Laura walked in and whistled, "Wow! Turn around, let me see your ass. Ok, get over here and give me another hug," he ordered.
Laura made no move as the man stroked her bare back before sliding down to grab those tight cheeks. He slid the dress up so he could feel her bare ass and laughed, "You always said thongs were for sluts and whores. Which one are you?"
Laura stepped back and slapped him on the shoulder, but she was smiling, "One of those, but you'll never know which. So. I cleaned up. Why are you here?"
She sat down next to the man and Harry could easily see her crotch as the dress was so short. Also, her nipples were poking out a half-inch through the thin dress. She didn't seem to care as she let one leg open as she turned to the man.
Dan looked suddenly serious, "Ok, I'm working security at one of the casinos in Vegas. You know prostitution is legal in Nevada, I mean in parts. Not in Clark county. As you can probably guess, I've gotten to know a lot of the girls who work outside of Vegas, you know, as security in the casino. Anyhow I saw this one working girl come in and she claimed she was visiting an old high school friend. Oh, I should have mentioned. I heard Harold Demming's name when he checked in and was given room 8011." He looked at the girl, "I did hear you got married to a Harold Demmings. Anyhow, the girl said her friend was in 8011...."
Laura stood up quickly, "No way, no fucking way. Harry would never, ever cheat on me. He'd never especially cheat on me with a hooker." She stopped when Dan held up a USB, "What's this? You have cameras in the guests' rooms?"
"Go on. Put it in the TV and play it. Of course, we don't have cameras in the rooms, but we do have the hallways monitored." He watched as the girl bent over, her ass fully exposed as she put the USB in the back of the TV. She turned it on, went to input and selected the mp3 file and hit play. She saw a door open and a girl step out, a beautiful girl in a tight dress. She was stopped as a bare man's arm pulled her close, his hand gripping her ass, another sliding over her breast. She dodged a kiss before stepping back laughing. She pulled up her dress teasingly then turned and headed down out of the frame.
Laura watched hoping it wasn't Harry. It couldn't be him, but that could be his arm. Why wasn't there a camera right in front of that room? Her eyes focused on the plaque on the door after it closed, 8011W. She looked back at Danny, "you sure?"
"Yes, "I watched him go over to the elevators. I saw the register, 8011. There are two towers, but he headed to the West elevator." He stood up. "Sorry. This isn't how I saw our seeing each other again, you know, with me ruining your dream marriage." He patted her leg, "I'm so sorry Laura. I truly hesitated before coming here." He pulled her into a hug and stroked her back. He felt her warmth and felt a throbbing knowing he'd be getting more familiar with her warmth. He broke the hug and stood up.
Laura felt those large hands stroke her and felt slight disappointment when he didn't try anything and stood up.
"I should go. I wanted to drop by and see you for years, perhaps talk about old times, but I'm not sure this is the right time." he started to step back, but Laura stood up and put her arms around him, holding him close.
Harry's bladder finally let loose sending a stream of urine across the room. He thought both about having to clean the carpet and an incredible ache seeing his wife hugging his captor warmly, her body pressed tightly against his, her arms up around his neck. He tried to cry out, "Not me, that was not me," but all that came out was "mmmmmmpppphhhh, mmmppphhh, mmmppphhh," in the soundproof room.
Laura felt lips on her neck, hands roaming from her bare back to her ass. She felt herself getting wet and remembered urgently needing a toy the same size as his cock. She pressed against the growing rod in his pants and pulled her chest off his as a hand slid up cupping a breast. "Ohhh, yesss," she moaned as she felt those strong fingers pull on her hard nipple. She thought about stepping back and telling Danny he should go but she also thought Harry cheating on her which removed any objections to Danny's exploration of her body.
Harry watched Laura respond to the man's kisses and caresses. He wanted to cry when her tight dress was pulled off her and pooled on the floor. He couldn't see but knew his hands were all over her breasts, and he remembered seeing how hard her nipples were which meant they were aroused and sensitive. The way she writhed against the man she was close to coming just with this attention. He could hear her heavy breathing as the man's hands touched her everywhere. He knew what was coming next seeing her hands move down between them and he tried to look away as she dropped to her knees gripping the largest penis he'd ever seen. His next shock was the way his wife held it. She'd stroked it before, she looked like she was greeting an old friend the way her hands caressed it.
Laura sighed feeling Danny's cock again. She'd missed it but hadn't realized how much until she felt it back in her hands. She stroked the length, feeling the fat veins, the rigidity, the length. She looked up at the man, "I have thought about you." She looked back down at the throbbing penis in her hand, "Well, to be honest, I've thought about you," her head jerked up towards Danny's face, "Him not so much, but I've missed you." She kissed the plump head.
"I'm sure. When your average-dick husband tries to please you, you have to think back to when a real man filled that tight cunt of yours. You know what to do, yes. Suck my cock," he moaned as she wrapped her lips around his fat head.
Harry wondered why she was so eager, why she didn't defend him, but her mouth opened wide and she took more and more of that fat shaft into her mouth. He saw the man looking right in the camera, a smirk on his face. Harry had a vision of that face collapsing inward as his fist smashed into it.
"That's it, bitch, you always loved my huge dick. Want me to cum down your throat? I'll get hard again soon. I'll be able to fuck that tight cunt of yours soon enough."
Laura nodded. She'd sucked his cock many times, but he'd always stopped her before he came wanting do deposit his load in her pussy but they'd never had much time. She'd fantasized often about him forcing her to swallow when she was alone playing with herself. She wished she could get her little helper in her ass while he forced his cock down her throat. Her pussy throbbed in anticipation as she tasted the man's penis in her mouth. She had to swallow repeatedly as his juices flowed out with each bob of her head.
Harry wanted to scream, but as she seemed to naturally take the man's cock into her mouth and agreed to swallow, his frustration turned to anger. The man kept looking up and smirking knowing he had an audience which made his thoughts go to severely maiming or shooting the man if given a chance. He had no idea how to deal with his slut wife eagerly sucking another man's cock. He watched as Danny's face clenched in a grimace as he grabbed Laura's head aggressively pumping his sperm into her stomach. Harry wondered if she'd taken him all the way down her throat and if her lips were bruised, but he couldn't tell from the camera angle.
Laura swallowed rapidly realizing this was the first time a man had cum in her mouth let alone into her stomach. She stood up wiping her mouth with the back of her arm. She made no move to resist when Danny took her arm.
"Come on, let's check out your bedroom. You do want my cock inside that little cunt of yours, don't you? I thought so. You were always the easiest fuck in school." He led her up the stairs and into the bedroom. "What's this?" he asked reaching onto the bed and picking up the toy. "This is so cute. Where'd you find this? The young boy's department? Wait! Are you telling me this is all the size Harold is? You must be going nuts," he laughed.
"Harry is great. He's a better lover than you'll ever be. He might not be huge, but he knows what he's doing in bed. I've always been satisfied," she spat.
He held up the toy and turned it on, "Which is why you need this, yeah right," he said as he tossed it on the bed, "Ok. You tell yourself that, but how good are you for him? Is there a reason he had to order out last night?" He pointed to the phallus, "Let's see what you do with it. I need to get hard again."
"I'm not going to masturbate in front of you." Let me suck on you again, I can get you hard."
Dan turned to the door, "Nah, I've had you suck my cock already. I need something new, something arousing. If you're not interested in feeling my cock inside you, I'll be heading back to Vegas. I've got my regulars who are probably already missing me." He started for the door.
"Ok. Stop. I'll do it because I really do need a cock." She pulled off her thong, crawled up onto the bed and picked up her little helper. She watched as Danny took all the rest of his clothes off and sat in the chair opposite the bed, stroking his semi-hard cock. Opening her legs wide exposing herself to another man, a man not her husband made her pussy throb eagerly. She had the sudden horrible feeling of guilt, what if Harry could see her now? How pissed would he be since he'd asked her many times to masturbate with the toy for him? She swallowed those thoughts away and put the toy in her mouth getting it wet.
Harry couldn't take his eyes off the middle screen. He watched as Laura worked the head of the toy up and down her slit. Her nipples were harder than he'd ever seen them, poking up from her heaving chest, her legs open wide. Her flared labia were obviously incredibly aroused. He felt himself getting hard as she pushed the toy inside her. Her neck and chest were glowing red as she buried the toy all the way in and turned it on.
"That's it, aren't you glad you did this? Have you ever felt this aroused? Have you ever done this for Harold?" Danny asked as he picked up his smartphone.
"It's Harry. He likes to be called Harry. No, he wanted me to, but it seemed too embarrassing. What are you doing? Don't tape this..."
"But you like it, look at you. I've seen you cum dozens of times but never seen you this aroused. Do you like being watched? Knowing there will be a video of you out on the internet? Are you hoping I'll share this with my friends?"
Laura closed her eyes and sighed, "No, No...Yes. Damn you! I hate you."
"I can call some of my old friends over, should I do that? It could be the 10 year reunion of sorts, though you never hung out with these guys. We'd have to bring in more chairs," Dan said looking around. "Oh wow, you do like that suggestion," he said feeling his cock get hard again. "You know you'd have to take care of them. They'd love to watch, but my friends are fairly hands-on so you'd take care of them, right?" He saw her nod, but ordered, "Say it, tell me what you'd do to them or let them do to you?"
"I'd let them fuck me. All of them, oh God! I'd...shiiiit, fuck them...fuck meeee!" she cried, her hips thrusting against her hand furiously pumping the vibrating toy in and out of her pussy. After two days of frustration, she finally felt the waves of pleasure shoot through her and when the last bit faded away, she collapsed back.
Laura started to pull the toy out of her vagina, but Dan stopped her, "Don't get rid of it. Get on your hands and knees and put it in your ass. I want that buried in your ass when I fuck you. That's it. Damn! I never thought I'd see little miss rich bitch with her fingers in her ass."
Harry was mortified he now had a raging erection watching his wife grab the tube and plunge her fingers into her ass. He had always treated her as if she were a classy delicate girl so there was little experimentation. The toy had been a joke, but he'd also hoped it would open her up more. This piece of shit had her doing and saying things he'd never imagined, but how the fuck could he be this pissed and frustrated yet be so hard? He couldn't believe it seeing his perfect wife looking back over her shoulder as she easily slid the toy into her ass. She had to have done this before as it was way too practiced.
Dan set the phone on the dresser, the camera aimed at the bed, "You really are a little slut. Have you been fucked by two men at the same time yet? No? I think you need to come to Vegas to visit. I'll get you access to many cocks, cocks of all sizes, though it might be hard to find one as small as your husbands." He got up stroking his long shaft and knelt behind her. He reached forward and shoved the girl's face into the mattress while kneeing her legs wider apart. Pressing his bulbous head against her, he pushed his cock right in, "You really are eager for this. Fuck! You're wet. You miss having a man-sized cock inside you?" He pulled out and slammed back in causing Laura to cry out. He did that over and over, the girl's cries getting louder. "Tell me. Tell me you missed having a fat cock inside you."
"I did miss having your cock inside me. Shut up and fuck me. Ooohhhhh, fuuuuck! I love how you feel in my pussy," the girl groaned.
"If Harry were here right now, what would you tell him?" Dan ordered.
"Nothing, if he were here I wouldn't be doing this. Shut up and fuck me, please. I love Harry, he's a much better man than you'll ever be," she moaned.
"Better man?" Dan laughed, "In what way? Money? Does he cry watching movies with you? Does he pleasure you with his tongue after he fucks you since he can't get you off with his tiny dick?" he growled, "Feel this? Feel this cock inside you? He must do a lot to make up for you barely feeling him inside you."
Harry's cock shrunk down listening. He always felt embarrassed when the girls he was with would first see his cock. He'd always wondered how they really felt with his five inches, but all were very happy when he got them off with his mouth. He was an excellent pussy-eater by all accounts, but he'd never had a woman writhe under him as Laura was as that fat hunk of meat slammed into her sopping pussy. He could hear the slurping sounds was the man's cock drove repeatedly into her.
Laura felt Danny pause and fiddle with the toy in her ass and groaned when he turned it on and dialed it to full. "Oh fuck!" she cried as she felt the familiar vibrations travel through her groin. She pushed her ass back against the man as he renewed his assault on her pussy. She screamed out she was cumming while thrusting her ass back against the man's cock. "Aaaaaahhhhh, fuuuckkk meeee!"
Dan pushed in as deeply as he could as the girl's ass humped back against him. He looked up at the camera and grinned. He knew Harry's sweet little wife had never came like this with him. When the girl finally came down from her explosive orgasm, Dan pulled out, flipped the girl onto her back and drove his cock back into that slippery hole. He now could feel the vibrating toy against his cock better and closed his eyes savoring the intense feelings against him. He felt Laura's soft hands stroking his chest and nipples.
"Go on, cum inside me baby, just like you used to." It is true,' she thought, 'Dan was a lot more man. His pecs are rock hard and he has no fat on him.' She reached around gripping his ass cheeks and almost came feeling the glutes flex with each thrust. She was so taken with his body and his muscles that the feeling of an impending orgasm surprised her. "Fuck me, fuck me with your fucking huge cock," she moaned as she ground her pussy against him.
"Do you want to cum? Tell me, do you want to cum again?" He pulled back and gently pushed in teasing her.
"Damn it, Danny, fuck me, yes. I'm so close."
"I will when you quit lying to me and tell me you never could feel Harry's little dick inside you. Tell me and I'll fuck you so hard you'll pass out," he growled at her.
"Yes, Ok, yes. I never could feel him inside me. Yours is the only cock I've ever felt inside me. Please fuck me, please fuck me with your big cock."
Danny looked up at the camera a grinned, "Ok, I'll fuck you. I'll let you cum then I will empty my balls in this nice tight cunt."
Laura closed her eyes and put her head back as she felt that massive rod piston in and out of her.
Harry had his head down in disbelief but looked up to see his wife scream out, her ass thrusting off the bed as she exploded a second time. He'd never seen her like this. She always let out soft mews when she came or had she been faking it? As her whole body went limp he wondered why Dan pulled out but saw what he was going to do.
"Wait, no Danny. I've never....Oh Shit!" she cried as the man flipped her over, pulled out the vibrator and tossed it off the bed. She felt her chest and face being pressed into the mattress again, but her focus was on the spongy head pressing against her anus. "Ooooooohhhhhhhh. Noooo. Stop, stop, stop...." She cried as the searing pain grew. "Too big, please stop!"
Dan wasn't going to stop and growled, "Shut up bitch and relax. I'm not stopping, not when it feels this good."
Harry pulled on his restraints again watching the large man bugger his wife. She no longer was struggling and the grimace on her face was relaxing. He saw her arm reach underneath her...'she's playing with herself! She's enjoying this.' He thought. At first, he was angry with her, but she didn't ask for this...this was basically rape.



Laura rubbed her pussy harder as she felt the pain fade away. This was different than being fucked in her pussy. It was fuller, had more pressure, it was more demeaning. As she thought this she felt another orgasm coming on, 'he's treating me like a whore, a trailer park whore,' she thought as she plunged fingers into her twat as the intense feeling grew, "That's it, Danny, use me, fuck me. You always knew you could take me any way you wanted....Shhhhiiiit!"
That was all he needed and as that cute ass humped back against him, he erupted deep inside her rectum. His balls aching as much as he'd ever felt as he released jet after jet of sperm.
Harry watched as the couple rolled over on their sides, Laura still gently stroking her pussy with Dan's cock buried in her ass. Dan reached back and pulled covers over them then put an arm around her, strangely tenderly after the rough fucking he'd just given her.
***********************************************
Dan put down his cup, "I have to head back to Vegas, but I'll make sure to let you know when I'm in town," he said as he kissed her. He didn't expect much of a kiss in return and was surprised when her arms went around his neck and her tongue pressed into his mouth. He gripped her ass pulling him against his cock, "Baby, we'd better stop, or I'll never leave." He studied her naked form and couldn't wait to get her in Vagas with his friends.
Laura stepped back, "Yeah, I probably shouldn't have done what I did. Seeing a whore leaving his room made me angry, made me want to hurt him somehow. I always trusted him and never thought he cheat on me, especially with a hooker. I wonder how many other times he's cheated on me?"
"Well, I guess that's something you'll need to talk to him about." He pressed a few buttons on his phone, "I sent you the video if you want to rub this in his face," he said as he leaned down to kiss the woman. "Oh, after you shower and get dressed, I heard something ding in the room on the left upstairs. A fax maybe? Call me when you're next in Vegas," he said as he headed out.
***********************************************
Harry looked at the check in his hand. He'd thought he'd feel elation or perhaps happiness with the settlement, but all he felt was emptiness. He'd loved Laura. She was the one thing in his life he knew he'd always be able to depend on. Ironically, a courier delivered the final divorce papers yesterday and today the same courier delivered the check for 65 million.
He thought back to the beginning of the end. Laura had screamed seeing him tied to the chair and backed out of the room initially. Then she'd rushed in and cut the zip ties binding him. He'll never forget the look of horror on her face when she saw the TVs knowing what she'd done and said. When she tried to explain he'd stopped her. He never said a word, just called the hotel and asked that they email over his room information. When it arrived he pointed to the screen, 8011E. "I was in the East tower. This," he held up the USB, "has 8011W on the room. Completely different building."
She was incredibly apologetic, but he remembered feeling disgusted at how she demeaned and humiliated him. She'd cried that she had no idea he was listening and was just telling Danny hat he wanted to hear and had she known.... He just looked at her until she realized how that sounded even worse. That was not all. He was let go by the company when he missed his appointment with the Linstrom Group and they lost the account. Even after he'd reported that he was kidnapped and he'd in no way been responsible, they decided to let him go anyhow.
Daniel Warner was sentenced to federal prison for 20 years, which seemed short. Harry didn't care either way. He was able to sue the Casino for allowing use of the security tapes that enabled Dan's kidnapping and coercion for Laura into having sex with him. Ironically, he'd received a bill from the hotel for the stay since his company had canceled his card immediately. The second irony was Media Center billing him for the security cameras and HD TVs. He happily told them they were a mistake and let them come for them. Last he'd heard Laura was working at a Norstroms and they'd had no communication since the meeting of the lawyers. That was the emptiness. He'd filed for divorce but never felt his heart was in it. There was a part of him that wanted to forgive and forget, but he wasn't sure how that was possible.
***********************************************
Dan headed to the showers when he stopped as something didn't feel right. He started to turn and was staggered back from a blow to his head. As he fell backward the large man holding the 10 pound weight towered over him. "Mr. Moretti told me this is just the first installment for costing the casino 65 million. He leaned down between the naked man's legs and swung the weight against the man's crotch crushing his balls. He stood up, stepping away from the stream of blood and looked down as the writhing man clutched his damaged groin. He didn't even look around hearing the loud screams echo through the shower room, "No one is coming. They all know the drill. Expect this every month, asshole. 64 payments left." He kicked him hard hearing bones snap in the man's hands and walked away to tell the guards he was done.
***********************************************
Harry sipped his coffee and looked out at the ocean. He'd loved the beaches in California, but the rest of the area held too many memories. He had no idea why he decided on traveling to the Grand Caymans but when he'd gotten here, he decided to stay. He found a bungalow off the best beach he'd ever seen and basically did nothing all day. He was thinking about getting back into dating, but he could not pull the trigger. After he'd gotten the settlement, there were many girls who'd flirted overtly with him, but that was just depressing. He looked down and saw a beautiful woman in a white bikini walking along the beach smiling happily as she side-stepped the lapping waves and felt something he'd not felt in years.
He studied the woman who looked familiar. He was too far away to see her face and her hair kept blowing across it, but there was something about her. She looked up and over at him and stopped.
"Shit! Harry?" She stared over not believing her eyes, "No way." Her first thought was to run, then to step back and just go back to the hotel, but instead, she stood frozen.
Harry stood up and walked, slowly at first, then more rapidly as if afraid she'd disappear, "Laura? It's you, isn't it?" He stopped in front of her. It had been ten years, but she'd changed little. She still had that perfect skin, shiny brown hair, nice figure, but the bright beaming smile was missing, especially around her eyes. He stood stiffly and looked her up and down, "Why are you here?"
"I'm here with my parents. Um, I..." she held out her wrists, showing him the scars, "...and failed. I should get back. I'm sure they're worried about me,' she said softly and turned.
"Wait. Can we talk? I've...missed you," He blurted out. "Coffee?"
Laura turned, "Harry. I can't. I am not who you want to be with. I said and did things that you'll never unhear, never unsee," she stepped back a few steps, "I never stopped loving you though."
Harry stepped forward and gently held her shoulders, "Yes, you did. At the time they weighed heavily on my mind. Outweighing every other feeling I had about you. Now...now I don't know. It seems more and more I remember things you said and did that make me miss you. Can we just talk?" He looked over at the beachside bar, "They make a great mojito over there." He smiled seeing his ex-wife nod, "Ok, do you need to call your parents, you know, tell them where you are?"
Laura studied her ex. He looked fit and healthy, but he wasn't as animated as before, nor was he as quick to laugh. "I'm sorry. With all my heart, I'm so sorry. I've been wanting to tell you those words for years. I cannot take back any of it, but hurting you was more than I could bear most of the time," she glanced at her wrists.
Harry reached across and looked at the scars, "The world would have been duller, less interesting if you'd succeeded. I'm sorry you felt you had to try and happy you failed," he said looking at those eyes he'd always loved.
Laura looked up at the man, "Thanks," she said softly, "I missed you too." She pulled her hands back and covering her face sobbed. She'd had everything and for revenge, for pleasure, she destroyed all of it. She wiped her eyes and looked up at Harry, "Want to hear something I've wanted to say to you over and over?" Seeing him nod she looked down at her hands, "Um, I said you had a small penis. I told Danny that, but you want to hear the irony in that? It's always been my favorite penis. It's the one attached to you. Any other would be nothing more than a little helper," she said. "I never fell in love with a penis, I fell in love with the entire package," she said softly, "and I totally fucked it up."
"The little helper, ironic," he chuckled, "I get it. I always thought you deserved more. I even wondered what would happen if I allowed you to...sleep with a guy better endowed."
Laura looked up, "Seriously? That's stupid. I mean, the toy would have been nice, but unless that guy fills me with love, it doesn't matter how much he fills me elsewhere...."
Harry pulled her hand back over, "I'd like to take you to dinner. Can you tell Sandra and Dave you're going to be out on a date tonight?"
Laura laughed, "They wouldn't believe me. I've not been on a date since...but yes. I'd like that."
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"Come on, don't be such a fucking pussy, we're in fuckin' Vegas baby!' Lennie cried as he pulled Walter to his feet.
"I told Mary I wouldn't go to any strip clubs," Walter said quietly.
"Then you're going to be fine, this is a magic show. That and hypnosis. Anyhow this guy is great. Come on, I'll make sure no evil woman takes advantage of Mary's widdle boy," he said sneeringly. "Also, I learned how to hypnotize from this guy. He's great!"
"You can do hypnotism?" Walter asked, "That's cool. You can help people lose weight or quit smoking."
"Yeah, that too. Anyhow, let's get going. Andy and Frank are downstairs waiting," Lennie ordered as he handed Walter his jacket.
"Why did you invite Walter? I mean, nothing against him but this is not going to be his scene." Andy asked Lennie quietly, "Though I suppose not inviting him would have been rude. I'm just surprised he said yes."
Lennie thumbed through his phone, "He actually didn't. I pretty much had to drag him down here." He held up a picture on his phone, "Here's why."
"Holy shit! Who the fuck is that?" The other man asked.
Lennie nodded over to Walter, "His wife."
"Seriously? This is Julia Roberts and Lyle Lovett but worse. How the fuck did Walter land this girl, what's her name anyhow?"
"Mary. Mary Andrews Manners. Look up Mary Andrews when you have time. Runner-up for Miss Teen USA in 2012 or something. Apparently, she's really into brains." They looked over at the short skinny co-worker with glasses.
"I will. Christ! He just went up a few notches in my book," Andy sighed, "So how does inviting Walter to come along have anything to do with Miss America here?"
"Walter is the kind of guy that will return invites. We get invited over to his house, we make nice with Mary Andrews...well, you get it. She has to be somewhat in need of a real man. Look at this as the long game with this as the prize," he held up a picture of Mary Andrews captured on a beach. "Ok, that must be our ride."
***********************************************
"You're kidding, right? First I have to sign a form that you told me not to bother to read, then I don't drink but I have to buy a $12 beer anyhow?" Walter moaned, "I knew this was a mistake."
"I got it, I'll put it on the company card. Team building and all that," he looked at the waiter, "Bring him an IPA and I'll have the same." Lennie looked around, "Standard crap if something happens you accept full responsibility and the establishment absolves itself...blah, blah, blah. Great table, right in front of the stage. Hey Frank, you going to volunteer this year?"
"I might. Sampson has incredible taste in women," he said looking around at the potential prospects and seeing quite a few.
Andy nodded over to the right of the stage, "Blonde, huge tits, I actually think they're real. You know she'll be picked."
They stopped talking as the lights came down and Sampson and two barely-clad girls came out carrying chairs. The routine was fairly vanilla with various volunteers going up and being given suggestions, doing ridiculous things, the audience laughing and everyone enjoying it. After a few volunteers, the music got ominous, the stage darkened and the girls took away one of the chairs and came back with an ornate four-poster bed.
"I'm sure you can guess what's next, but remember ladies and gentlemen, this is an adult group and if something were to happen...don't blame me!" he laughed, "I'm here simply to provide suggestions. Let's see...hmmm, you, Miss?" He pointed to the blonde to the right of the stage, "Can you come up here? We won't bite."
Walter wondered why she'd say yes, but her companions and apparently her husband nudged her towards the stage. He saw why Sampson chose her. Stunning was an understatement. Her blonde hair glowed naturally and as she took the steps, her breasts bounced verifying those were also natural. He looked around for what guy was good-looking enough and heard laughter as the hypnotists asked the girl questions, was she married, and which man was her husband. Before tonight had she ever cheated on him? That brought clapping and loud laughter. Walter felt sorry for her. She was blushing and looking pleadingly over at her husband who was looking eager.
Sampson sat her on the edge of the bed, "Ok Sheryl, look at my hand..."
Walter watched as the girl closed her eyes, shoulders slowly slumped, body relaxing. She sat motionless as Sampson quietly gave her instructions, whispering in her ear. Everyone seemed to be leaning forward, but no one could make out what he was saying.
"...think back, you are in college, a single girl, you'd broken up with your boyfriend and you're horny as hell. When I say the word reunion you will see the man of your dreams walking toward you. He will be the most handsome and gorgeous man you've ever seen, and you'll not be able to resist his charms," Sampson whispered, "then when I say Lake Titicaca, you'll come back over here, making sure your hair is just like it is, your clothes are all adjusted and you'll remember nothing. When I say reunion a 2nd time, you'll wake up feeling like all your needs have been satisfied." He stood up and looked around at the audience.
Walter was watching Sheryl's husband who was looking proud the hypnotist had selected his wife, a big grin on his face. He felt himself being shoved and heard the audience laughing. He looked at the stage as Sampson and his two assistants beckoned him up. He tried to push back, but Andy and Lennie hoisted him to his feet, "No, I have stage fright," he mumbled. He had no memory of how he managed the stairs but found himself standing next to the tall man facing the audience, "I'm sorry, what did you ask?"
The man laughed loudly and put a hand on his shoulder, "can you tell us your name and who you do accounting for?"
"Walter, Walter Manners," he said softly, "How did you know I'm an accountant?" he asked as he nervously took off his glasses and cleaned them on his shirt, blushing furiously as the audience roared.
"Just a guess," he grinned out at the laughing audience, "And are you married, is your wife here?" he continued seeing the man nod and then shake his head. 'This is just too perfect,' he thought. 'What a nerd!' "Relax, no one here is going to bite you, except maybe Alexis," he grinned looking over at his blonde helper, "Andrea, please bring our guest a chair," he looked over to his brunette assistant. "Ok, Walter, I can tell you are extremely nervous. When we are done you will never experience stage fright again. In fact, I guarantee you'll feel as comfortable in front of a large group of people as you would if you were alone. Does that sound good?" He chuckled seeing the man clean his glasses on his shirt again, "We also can take care of those nervous habits people have, like cleaning glasses..."
Walter felt himself being led over to the chair facing the audience. He felt dizzy and wondered if he'd pass out. Sampson had him focus on his hand and as he listened to the man's words his beating heart slowed down and he became very quiet inside.
"Crap, I'd love to know what he's telling Walter," Lennie complained. I've seen couples get very amorous at these, but Sampson always stops things before they get out of hand."
Andy groaned, "Please don't make Walter take off his clothes. No way could I take that...on the other hand, that girl Sheryl is incredible. If she wants to get naked..."
"...Ok, remember. You're coming home from work and your kid sister is back from her junior year abroad in France. You and she are incredibly close. When you hear me say the word reunion, you'll rush over to see her. Greet her, and make her feel welcome back home. You know, open up your arms and your heart to your favorite sister. When I say Lake Titicaca, you'll come back over here, straighten your clothes and forget everything that happened," he patted the man on the shoulder, "When I say reunion a 2nd time you'll wake up feeling incredibly satisfied."
Sampson turned to face the audience, "Ok. We have a situation here. Walter is just coming home from work anticipating his kid sister he hasn't seen for a year. Sheryl hasn't had her...um needs satisfied in over a month and she'll be seeing the most handsome man she'd ever seen coming over to her," he grinned as he heard scoffing from many of the audience, "...not her brother since she doesn't have one," he paused as most of the crown sneeringly laughed. He could not have picked out a better 'most handsome man' had he hired someone. He looked around, "shall we kick off the reunion?"
The audience stilled as both Sheryl and Walter opened their eyes. Walter stood and looked over at the girl who was looking at him with...what, happiness, joy? "Sis! I've missed you," Grinning, he strode over to the girl who threw her arms around him. He went to give her a brotherly kiss and was shocked when her mouth opened and shoved her tongue in his mouth. The attempted peck was soon more passionate than he'd have liked and he didn't know what to do with his hands as his sister wrapped her leg around his ass and humped against his hardening cock.
The audience was laughing hard seeing the skinny man fight off the blonde babe. And she was extremely aggressive. Her hands were everywhere and she was rubbing her body all over his.
Sheryl felt herself getting wet and pulled up her dress to get more contact with what felt to be an impressive cock. As she ground against him, she felt frustrated with not having enough skin so she pulled off the man's shirt and kissed down his neck to his chest, her hands stroking his nipples, "Oh baby, I need you," she sighed.
"We can't. It's not right, Sis, please..." He groaned as she yanked open his pants and pulled them and his underwear down to the floor. He blushed as his erection bounced free.
Sampson started to say Lake Titicaca when Alexis grabbed his arm and whispered something while pointing at the couple and out at the crowd. He looked over and his jaw dropped. The five-and-a-half foot nerd was sporting what looked to be a foot of cock sticking out from his skinny waist and he looked back out at Sheryl's husband who looked intensely on. He looked at his assistants and they shook their heads.
Walter was beside himself, "Sis, no you can't do this, Oh please stop...Oohhhh God, we shouldn't" he groaned as the girl took his cock in her mouth.
Sheryl had never felt so hungry for a cock in her life. Sure, she'd sucked on Ben's cock, but that was just foreplay so he could get hard and fuck her pussy. This was different. This tasted better, filled up her mouth better, and was harder than any cock she'd ever had. Her fists pumped rapidly while her mouth tried to take as much as she could wanting this man to cum down her throat
Andy nudged his friends, "Ok, anyone here ever thought our Walter Geek would have the world's largest cock? Damn! That explains Miss Teen USA. Incredible. She must be the happiest woman in the city."
Walter seemed to get hold of himself and pushed the girl away just as he felt himself nearing orgasm, "Sis, I love you but this is wrong, you shouldn't be sucking my dick."
Sheryl pulled off her dress, unclipped her bra tossing it aside as she stood up. She yanked down her panties and pulled Walter back onto the bed. He tried to resist but she was stronger, "I agree, baby. Let's not waste it." She opened her legs and humped against that massive rod trapped between them. "I need you inside me. Please. I have been waiting for this for weeks. Please fuck me," she cried out. "Please? You say you love me. Show me."
"We should stop this," Sampson said to Andrea, "we could get arrested."
"Then pay the fine. Word of this gets out and you'll be SRO from now on," she hissed back, "Plus look at the audience, everyone is leaning forward," she chuckled, "There's not a dry pair of panties in the house and every cock is rock hard including Sheryl's husband's.
Sampson looked over and could see a tent in the man's pants, and also an eagerness on his face, "Ok, but go lock the doors. I don't want anyone coming in and breaking this up."
Sheryl reached underneath and grabbed that monster sausage and lined it up with her wet snatch and felt him enter her. When he tried to pull back, she grabbed his ass, lifted her hips, and screamed out as he tore into her tight pussy, "Yes, That's it, fuck me! Holy shit, you're big!"
"Sheryl, we shouldn't, we shouldn't do this. Oh, Christ! You are so damn tight." He looked down at the girl's bouncing breasts and let his body take over. He knew this was wrong, but he no longer cared. His sister felt too good and he was not going to pull out of this tight pussy.
"You like my cunt? You like fucking my cunt? My cunt is yours. That's it, baby, fuck me. Fuck me as much as you like...Oh, shiiiit! I'm cummoooooooh oh, oh, oh, ohhhhh ffffuuuuckkk!"
As Andrea headed back to the stage, she could see hands in pants and fingers under dresses obviously jerking off. She'd been worried about Sampson's future shows as attendance had been down, but word of mouth was incredibly powerful, and this might make attendance shoot through the roof.
Sheryl felt the last spasms of her orgasm fade and wanted more. She pushed on the man's chest and hissed, "Let me get on top so you can play with my tits and ass." She let herself be rolled over so she was straddling the man. She was unaware she'd turned so her cock-filled pussy was spread wide open directly at her husband. Had she known, she would have been mortified as only her husband and those in the medical profession had ever seen her naked.
Walter reached up and grabbed the large handfuls of tit as the girl raised herself high up on his cock and slammed down. When he pinched her nipples, she groaned loudly and pressed against his hands. He had always had stamina, never once coming even close to premature ejaculation, and even though this was his sister he didn't want it to end. Then he had a thought, "Sis? Are you on the pill or anything?"
"Of course," Sheryl moaned, remembering when she and Ben were at Yale. "I love it when you call me sis, cum inside your sister, cum inside me baby."
Ben sat up. He'd been lost in the eroticism of the whole thing but realized Sheryl had gone off the pill three months ago when they decided to have a kid. He wanted to stand up, but he doubted anyone would listen with the tent in his pants.
"My ass, I'm close and I need you to play with my ass," Sheryl sighed, "Yes, like that. God! You have nice long fingers."
Ben could see the man's middle finger bury itself in Sheryl's anus and pump in and out. He'd never known she liked that as he'd never touched her there, but he could see by her rapidly torquing pelvis that she liked it and he soon heard her scream out she was cumming...again! She rarely came once let alone twice with him.
Walter's finger felt like it would be sprained as the girl clenched and ground against him. When she collapsed on top of him, her breathing rapid but slowing down he felt her mouth on his as she hungrily sucked on his tongue.
Sheryl had never cum like that before. Never cum more than once if at all but now she didn't want this to end, "Baby, I love you and want you to fuck me from behind. Then I want to feel you pound the shit out of my cunt, please baby?" she cooed.
Ben wanted to yell out, 'Fuck her all you want, but please don't cum inside her!' but didn't make a move. Instead, he watched his beautiful wife press her face to the mattress and thrust her ass up like a cheap whore. He tried to look away but seeing the huge erection jutting out of that skinny frame kneeling behind his wife was more than enough. He tried to distract himself but seeing that massive head push into her swollen cunt before fully burying inside her fertile womb, he felt everything peak and release. He put his head on the table as his friend patted him on the back thinking his groans were because of sorrow.
Sheryl was becoming more vocal as the man pounded harder and harder into her inflamed pussy. No longer did she feel herself nearing orgasm, now she was rapidly experiencing a chain of mini-orgasms over and over. Their intensity increased when Walter plunged his thumb into her ass.
Just when Sheryl was about to cry out 'No more!' she felt the man grip her ass and pull out and slowly push back in. Doing this twice he grunted out that he was cumming and flooded her unprotected womb with his potent sperm. They collapsed onto their sides and as she passed out, she felt that huge snake slithering out of her sated pussy. Her last thought was how she felt more satisfied than she ever had in her life.
Walter's head was filled with how could he face sis after this, and what is mom going to say if they don't get up and get dressed. He then wondered why they'd never done this before...and with those thoughts, he drifted off into the most peaceful, most satisfying sleep he'd ever had.
Alexis trotted back to get towels and she and Andrea cleaned off the cum pouring out of the girl's twat and off the man's cock. They both took turns wiping his stiff member and waited for it to become flaccid to no avail. They giggled at each other, each wishing she could feel that monster slide inside them. "We should have brought two towels," Alexis whispered showing Andrea the soaked cloth. They looked over at Sampson and shrugged.
Sampson came over to the sleeping couple and shook them. He had to say Lake Titicaca three times before they opened their eyes, stretched, and went over to get their clothes not even noticing each other. The audience could see bright red hand marks on Sheryl's breasts and ass. And as she stood, a stream of sperm poured out of her swollen pussy. Walter seemed unaware his huge cock was pointing straight out as he grabbed his clothes.
Sheryl pulled on her clothes as if she were alone, straightened them out then ran her fingers through her long hair. She apparently never noticed the man right next to her pulling on his clothes, having a bit of a problem getting his large appendage back inside his pants.
After the two parties went over to their respective seats, Sampson walked to the front of the stage, "Well ladies and gentlemen. That extended demonstration took so much time we'll not have time for another show." he paused and looked around, "though I see hands begging to be picked," he laughed. "Next show, please," he looked intently at all there, "Tell your friends about this but don't tell the authorities. I'm not sure this was within code. Anyhow, how about a huge show of appreciation for our wonderful volunteers," he held his hand back to Sheryl and Walter who looked out impassively as the thunderous applause rang through the building. "And ladies, can I remind you, he's married," he said holding his hands a foot apart, "But she can't be home all the time, right?"
He turned to the couple, "And now, it is with great reluctance that we put an end to this happy, joyful, sweaty, warm, heartfelt, and incredibly arousing...reunion!"
Walter looked around. 'That wasn't bad, but why is everyone standing and clapping so hard?' He then felt humiliated that he'd gotten hard while he was under. He should have thought about that since he always woke with morning wood. Mary loved it and would always take care of it, but this is not quite as private. He wanted to stand but put his arms across his lap causing laughter. He felt himself blushing but also felt like he'd had the best meal in his life. It was a strange set of juxtaposed feelings.
Sheryl yawned and stretched as she came to. She blushed to see all the people standing and clapping. She looked around at the nerdy man sitting on the chair and felt sorry for him. She instantly knew Sampson chose her since she was fully aware of how hot she was. But she also knew that he'd picked this poor man for the opposite reason. She hoped they didn't embarrass him. He looked nice and like he wanted to run and hide. There was something else though. Something about him made her want to give him a hug. She saw a kindness, a warmth. She looked over at her husband and saw something else there...anger? Lust? His face was red, in fact, he almost looked proud of her, but the way he was standing with his hands over his crotch was weird. Did he wet himself? Spill a beer in his lap? She smiled and mouthed, "I love you," to him before letting herself be led over to the front of the stage.



Walter tried to ignore Andrea's hand pulling him to his feet, but now that his cock had settled to half-mast, the tent was not that pronounced. He hoped no one would look at him since the girl was much easier on everyone's eyes.
"Ok, you've all been a great crowd, how about one more round of applause for our wonderful volunteers, Walter Manners and Sheryl Dobbs." He beamed out as not a single person had left. He glanced over at Alexis and Andrea thinking how eager they'll be tonight after this show. He put out his hand, "And also recognize the beautiful Andrea Southing and Alexis Travers without whom this entire evening would not have been possible!"
Andrea and Alexis came up and gave deep bows, giving the crowd a ton of cleavage.
***********************************************
"I really wish you guys would tell me more about what Sampson made me do, made us do," he pleaded. He looked at the guys he'd recently become friends with. It wasn't just curiosity, though there was a lot of that, they'd started treating him differently. A lot differently. It wasn't overt before, but there were remarks, snide comments. Nothing he could pinpoint later and replay as being insulting...perhaps it was the tone of voice but he'd always felt inferior after spending time with them. Like he was the butt of their jokes and he couldn't grasp why they wanted him along. After the hypnotist, they were respectful, no longer laughing as if there was a joke he wasn't in on.
"Lennie did tape it, Ow!" Andy cried as Lennie smacked him. "He'll find out sooner or later. Crap, everyone videotaped it. Look, Walter, tonight we'll come over and show you the video so relax and show us how to use this piece of shit," he pointed to the massive multi-function printer. "Are you going to be home? You might want to see this without your wife there."
"I think Mary is out with her friends tonight, but I'll check. It'd be nice to have you guys over." Walter said as he pointed to the menu on the screen and showed them the steps.
***********************************************
"I think it's great you have guys from work coming over," Mary said, "I'm canceling my night out since I've never met anyone you work with. Should I change? I can look like your trophy wife if you like," she undid the top two buttons showing her nice cleavage, "Or perhaps your teenage niece?" she put a finger in her mouth, pulled up her skirt showing her white panties and thrust her hip out. "Oh wait, how about your slut wife who eagerly makes them all hard?"
Walter pulled her close, "You're such a tease. Wear whatever you like, you know they'll all get hard anyhow," he said as he slid a hand up her skirt, "but perhaps not with granny panties."
Mary smacked him, turned, flipped up her skirt and trotted away chuckling, and headed upstairs. "Got it, lose the granny panties," she giggled.
"Not lose, replace..." he sighed. For the millionth time he wondered how someone that alive, that vivacious was with him.
He watched her and hoped the video wasn't too embarrassing. It was probably him being told to sing a college fight song or walk like a chicken or something lame. He wasn't worried. It had to be good since he'd felt great afterward, and his friends...co-workers all said he was great. Along with never feeling better, two things improved. He no longer compulsively had to clean his glasses and he was able to stand up in meetings without any fear at all. Sampson was true to his word.
***********************************************
He answered the door and let Andy, Lennie, and Frank in. "Come on in. I can't believe I never invited you guys over before," he indicated the living room, "Make yourselves comfortable. Let me get Mary," he said as he headed up the stairs.
"Dude! You should have warned him not to let Mary see this!" Frank hissed, "This might kill their marriage and Walter's a good guy."
Lennie shrugged, "Hell, maybe she'll want to show us her appreciation. Anyhow, it wasn't Walter's fault, he was hypnotized." He pulled out the USB and plugged it into the TV. "This is really good. I have a video from a guy I know who was on the other side I spliced in so we have some great angles."
Andy shook his head, "I'm outta here. Walter's a good guy and he won the lottery with Mary and I'm not going to be part of this." He stood up and headed to the door, "Give Walter and Mary my regrets.
"Wait up," Frank stood up, "I'm with you." He looked back at Lennie shaking his head.
Lennie stood up, "hang on. Stay. I'll tell you what. If this turns bad you can both tell them it was all my idea, but it might be better to have more friends to help Walter out. If I overstep or say or do anything, I'll back off."
They looked uncertain, but came back over and grabbed a couple of seats. They stood right back up seeing Walter and Mary come down the stairs.
Lennie stood up, "Hi, I'm Lennie, I work with Walter. This is Frank and that's Andy." He looked at the blonde girl. Her pictures didn't do her justice, though he'd love to compare her in a bikini to the pictures he'd found on the web. Her skin was perfect peaches and cream, and her blonde hair was obviously untouched by any dyes. Her figure was amazing with a narrow waist, perky tits, and flared hips. She was wearing a white tee shirt and shorts which looked like they were painted on.
"It's really great to finally meet Walter's co-workers." She indicated the couch and chairs, "Can I get you anything? We have beer, wine, and other, you know liquors."
"A beer would be great if you're having one. I know Walter doesn't drink and I don't like to drink alone." Lennie replied as he sat down. He heard the other two just say beer also. He watched the girl's incredible ass as she headed into the kitchen.
Walter was used to men ogling his wife and plopped down at the other end of the couch. He stood up again as Mary came back carrying a tray with an IPA, a stout, a Coors, a glass of red wine, and a glass of cola.
"Thanks, how did you know I liked IPAs?" Lennie asked as he accepted the glass and bottle.
"Frank likes Coors, Andy drinks stouts and you like IPAs, at least that's what Walter observed in Vegas. Speaking of which, we finally get to find out what that hypnotist made Walter do. It's been driving him crazy all week. I cannot even imagine how they got him up there. You should have seen how nervous he was at our wedding and during the toasts," she said gripping her husband's hand. She looked at him, "you were, but I was impressed by how well you did." She kissed her husband.
Lennie looked apologetically at Mary and Walter, "I'm sorry, but maybe I should show this to Walter first. It's kind of embarrassing and I wasn't thinking that you'd be here when we came over." He stood up to get the USB.
"I agree," Frank spoke up, "We thought you were out with friends and it really would be a lot better for Walter to see this first, then show it to you."
Walter laughed, "She already has every worst-case scenario there is in her head." He looked over at his wife, "You do. Anyhow, I've spent my life being embarrassed and being the butt of jokes. I've learned to live with it."
Mary put her arms around her husband and kissed him. "You've gotten so much better though. He was so shy when we first met, I had to ask him out on our first three dates," she said looking at Lennie. "He saved me in college first as my lab partner, then later getting me through all the math required courses." She grinned, "Come on, you just said that to keep us in suspense. By the way, I really want to thank you for taping it."
Lennie laughed, "Hold your appreciation until you see it. You may be asking me to destroy it, just saying," he picked up the remote, "I put it in the TV already.
"Wow!" Mary looked at her husband, "What did they make you do? Kill someone?"
"Damn, I hope not, but how bad can it be? This was supposed to be just for fun, though I did have to sign a waiver when I came in," he sighed.
"Seriously?" She looked at Lennie, "I guess this is standard for these audience participation shows. Ok, let's see how bad it is. Actually, I'm really curious about this. I always assumed these were all faked. I mean if someone doesn't want to be hypnotized how could they be?"
"It's real, you'll see. I could hypnotize you if you like, I mean later. I learned how," he looked over at the girl.
"Maybe. Let me see how much wine I have. I really don't like losing control," she said, "Ok, quit stalling."
Lennie felt the girl's warm thigh against him and hoped he wouldn't get too hard watching this. He went to the menu, found the file, and hit play.
"Wow! She's really pretty," Mary said watching the hypnotist talk to the woman before sitting her on the bed, "Tell me the bed is just a prop," she glared at the two men. Then she giggled seeing Walter being dragged up the stairs by the two girls and led over to the chair. She looked over at Lennie, "What's he saying?"
"You'll see, but basically he's setting up an awkward and funny situation," Lennie said, "Here, he'll basically reiterate the instructions he gave Walter and the woman."
Mary gasped hearing Sampson, "...Ok. We have a situation here. Walter is just coming home from work eager to see his kid sister he hasn't seen for a year. Sheryl hasn't had her...um needs satisfied in over a month and she'll be seeing the most handsome man she'd ever seen coming over to her..."
She grabbed the remote and paused the video, "Are you telling me they, Walter, and this girl are being set up to make out on the bed?" She looked back and forth, "You knew about this?"
Lennie put up his hands, "I knew nothing, we were as baffled as you are." He looked at his friends.
Walter looked panicked, "Oh man. Tell me we didn't kiss or anything in front of all those people," he groaned, "Why didn't you stop this?"
Lennie stood up, "Perhaps we should stop it here. Bad idea."
"Screw that!" Mary hissed, "Sit down. Let's see this play out. It better not be bad."
Lennie sat back down and hit play, "Your call."
They watched the girl attack Walter and Walter try to fight her off. No one said a word as the girl took Walter's cock in his mouth, dragged him on top of her, and then forced him to fuck her. Lennie had an issue with a tent in his pants but Mary and Walter sat there in stunned silence. Andy and Frank looked nervously at Walter and Mary. They could see the girl was steaming.
Mary was the first to speak after it was all over. She looked at Walter, "You fucked a strange woman in public, in front of an audience? And you were almost too shy to kiss the bride, me," she looked back at the blank screen, "How did you ever..." She looked at Lennie, "Tell me that's legal. I mean, these were not exactly two consenting adults."
Lennie looked apologetically at Mary, "I couldn't have stopped it if I wanted, but actually it was really hot. Even the girl's husband was into it."
Mary smacked her husband, "You cheated on me. You may not know it and don't remember it, but there it is." She shook her head, "Every one of my friends told me, 'at least you can be sure your husband won't cheat on you,' and there you are." She pointed to the screen.
"I'm sorry. I don't remember any of it!" Walter cried, "I thought he made me sing a stupid song or cluck like a chicken. Please forget you ever saw this."
"Right. I think I'll forget a lot of other things before I forget that. How on earth did you let yourself get hypnotized? You really need to get tougher or people will take advantage of you," she spat. She turned to Lennie and the two other guys, "And you knew what Walter was getting into. He told me you'd been to this guy's shows before. Is this what normally happens?"
Lennie looked sheepish, "Ok, I guessed Walter might get called up. They love to set up situations with a great-looking guy and a nerdy or plain girl or, well this," he pointed at the screen.
"Ok, I get it, beauty and the geek. But they then have a sex show?" Mary asked.
"No, or maybe a little. Look, I don't know what goes on in every show, but what I've seen is the couples make out a little, then he steps in and says the word to get them out of the trance. This was a shock. I saw Sampson and his two assistants discussing whether they should break it up. I think they saw the audience wanted this to go all the way."
He paused and looked over at the couple, "In my experience, there are those that seem to be able to fight whatever instructions they are given that they don't like, but others who seem to get totally absorbed in the situation. I'm just saying but Walter is, I guess innocent is the word, trusting and that makes him a great subject and the girl must have been a bit submissive."
"That's bullshit!" Mary cried, "You said you can hypnotize people?" She looked at Walter and back at Lennie, "Go ahead. Do me and let's see how far I'll go."
"Wait! Mary, don't do this. I'm really sorry, but if I had sex with another woman, I have no memory of that at all," he said softly.
"That would really suck," Lennie sighed, "That babe was hot. To have sex with her would have been the highlight of my life, though," he looked at Mary, "you're much hotter than the women he, um fucked...so Walter has nothing to regret."
Mary shook her head, "That's how you rate your sexual experiences? Whether your partner is a six or a seven or a ten? Nothing to do with love?" She glared at Walter, "If you had more backbone you wouldn't have had sex with another woman. Let's see how hard it really is. I'm not going to have someone tell me what I did later. Walter, don't let your friends touch this," she stood up and set up her cell to record and stood in front of Lennie, "Ok. Do whatever it is you do to put me under. Should I sit? Stand?" She looked over at Walter daring him to open his mouth before turning back to Lennie, "go ahead, I want to see if I can resist doing things I shouldn't be."
Walter watched as Lennie gave Mary instructions and soon saw her shoulders slump and her eyes close.
"Ok, you're in a safe place here. You are feeling totally at peace with yourself. It's just you and me. The only voice you can hear is mine. Do you feel safe?"
"Yes."
"What is your name?" Lennie looked over and winked at both Frank and Andy who were leaning forward.
"Mary Manners," she replied.
"How old are you?"
"24"
"What are your measurements?"
"34, 22, 34"
How much do you weigh?"
"105."
"Do you like sex?"
"Yes."
"Do you like watching porn?"
"Yes."
"What kind of porn? Couples making love? Gang bangs? Interracial? Big cocks?"
"Gang bangs. I like seeing a girl having multiple men using her."
Lennie grinned at his friends who were now watching intently. "Have you ever made a sex tape? Done your own porn?"
"No"
"How old were you when you had your first kiss and where were you?"
"Twelve at my best friend's party."
"Was he your boyfriend? Girlfriend?""
"Neither, he was just a boy playing around and it was just a peck."
"How old were you and with whom did you lose your virginity?"
"Lennie, stop this. She doesn't need to tell you that," Walter hissed.
"I was 18, prom night. It wasn't my date though. It was one of the teachers. Mr. Lincoln."
He gave a warning glare at Walter, "Tell me more. How did he get you alone? Was it at the prom? After the prom?"
"It was at the prom. I went out of the service door since I had a fight with my boyfriend who was hitting on that slut Sarah Martin. I saw Mr. Lincoln coming down the hallway and I guess I was crying. He was very kind. He gave me a handkerchief, held me, and then kissed me. He suggested he could get a room so I could freshen up, you know redo my makeup." She said quietly.
"Was he a good lover? Did you cum?"
"No. He was very quick. I didn't cum. It hurt."
Walter was sitting, face in his hands. "He looked up pleadingly at Lennie, "Ok, you've proved your point. She'll watch this and she'll see."
Frank stood up, "I agree, Mary you can come out of it now."
"That won't work. I told her she can only hear my voice. Dude, she wanted to see if I'd make her do anything she didn't want to. She's pissed you fucked another woman. Do you think she'll listen to her answer a few questions and forgive you? She needs to do something truly embarrassing to make up for what you did to be acceptable. You can leave if this makes you uncomfortable."
"Mary, tell me, how many times have you had to fake an orgasm with Walter?"
"None."
"None? So, if you don't cum you just tell him?"
"I always cum with Walter"
"Have you cheated on Walter?"
"No."
"Have you thought about it?"
"Yes."
"Why don't you then?" Lennie asked.
"Because it would be cheating."
"Would you fuck another man or have another man fuck you if Walter said it was ok?"
"Yes."
Lennie grinned over at Frank and Andy, "So still want to leave?"
He looked back at the girl whose face was getting flushed, "Do you masturbate?"
"Yes."
"How often?"
"Not very, maybe once a month."
"Why not more?"
"If I want pleasure, I tell Walter and he always says yes."
"Do you like big cocks?"
"Yes."
"Is that why you married Walter?"
"No."
"Really, his big dick wasn't a factor? What made you decide to marry him?"
"He's the funniest, nicest, smartest, most caring person I know," she replied with a smile on her face. "His penis is a bonus."
Lennie decided on another tack, "Which nipple is more sensitive? Right or left?"
"My right one."
"Show me," Lennie said grinning at Walter.
They watched Mary take her hands and pinch her nipples through her tee shirt and bra.
"Mary, this isn't working. How can you feel your nipples through your bra?" Lennie asked.
"I can, a little, but not as if they were bare," she replied still pinching her nipples.
Lennie held his hand out in a stopping motion at Walter, "Ok, then go on. Get them bare."
Mary pulled off her tee shirt and tossed it on the couch followed by her bra. Lennie fought the urge to reach out and grab them. They weren't huge, but they were perfect. Perky B-cups with large pale-pink areolas and eraser-sized nipples. Lennie had to adjust his member pulsing in his pants seeing her pulling and pinching her nipples. Both Frank and Andy stood and came over for a closer look.
"So, the right one still?"
"Yes."
Does that make you wet?"
"Yes."
"Do you shave your pussy?" Lennie's voice was a bit huskier.
"No, I have it waxed."
"All of it?"
"No. Just my labia."
"Are your nipples sensitive right now? Does it feel good?"
"Yes."
"Does it make you want to touch yourself?"
"Yes."
"Go ahead, use the couch. Take off your shorts and panties," he said as he looked sternly at Walter. "You need to cum and you see you are all alone. No reason to put it off."
Mary unbuttoned her shorts, peeled them down her legs then pulled off her panties. She sat on the couch putting both feet on the coffee table, her knees spread wide exposing her swollen labia.
The men all came over and looked at her smooth twat with the small patch of golden-blonde fur. Her lips were aroused and open exposing her pink slit. Her one hand still pulled on her right nipple and her other hand stroked her pussy in a circular motion. Everyone except Walter was adjusting their hard cocks in their pants while the girl's breathing became louder, increasingly more like gasps.
Walter couldn't believe his friends were watching his wife put on a show and seeing the tents in their pants suddenly worried they'd want to fuck her. He stood up, "Guys, guys, that's enough. Mary, stop it!" When no one moved and Mary's gasps became soft grunts as her fingers moved more rapidly he spun on Lennie, "Come on Lennie. Stop this now. Say the word and you guys can all leave."



Lennie just pushed Walter out of the way so he could watch Mary as she came.
Mary's ass lifted off the couch as she cried out. She plunged her fingers into her vagina as she grunted over and over. Finally, she collapsed back with a long happy sigh.
"Mary. You should go into the kitchen and get a towel and clean yourself up, but don't you want to lick your fingers clean?"
The girl stood up licking and sucking her juices off her fingers as she walked naked into the kitchen. When she came back, Lennie told her to stop. "Did you like that?"
"Yes."
"Was it as good or better than being fucked?" Lennie asked.
"Not as good. It always makes me crave a penis more."
Lennie looked at his friends, "Anything you'd like me to ask?"
Frank looked at Andy, "Ask her if she likes sucking cock and if she spits or swallows."
Lennie relayed the questions.
"I do. I like the taste. I always swallow."
Andy asked, "why gang bang porn? Is it because that's what you want?"
"I imagine it's me with all the men using me. Yes, I would like that."
Lennie looked at the two other men, "Why haven't you done a gang bang?"
"That would be cheating."
"What if Walter invited men over so you could have a gang bang?"
"That's different. Then, yes, I'd do it." Mary said softly.
"Look around, you are no longer alone. See Walter? See how he's nodding yes to you? He invited all of us over since you wanted a gang bang. We are here for you."
Mary looked around and smiled as if seeing Walter give the Ok. She went over and hugged her husband, "Thank you, Walter, this is what I've always wanted." She kissed him and then went over to the three men. She reached out and cupped Frank's crotch feeling the outline of his cock and closed her eyes when she felt hands stroking her wet pussy and sensitive nipples.
Walter had been shaking his head vigorously and was pushed back into a chair by Andy as he tried to intervene. He thought about getting up, but the three men were all over his wife, their hands exploring her entire body, sucking on her nipples, fingering her pussy.
They all tore off their clothes and surrounded the beautiful girl. She stroked their cocks and alternated kissing each one. She put one foot on the coffee table allowing access to her crotch as hands moved all over her and into her.
Lennie grinned at the two other men, "Mary, please kneel down and suck each of our cocks. You've never tasted better cocks than ours and you need our cum in your stomach," Oh yeah, that's it, baby." He looked down as Mary pumped his cock with her fist and hungrily sucked on his head. She then moved to Andy's and bobbed her head on his dick before taking Frank's in her mouth. She returned to Lennie's while stroking the other two cocks.
"Mary, you have three holes. Would you like all three filled?"
The girl nodded not taking Lennie's cock out of her mouth.
"Where is your lube so we can do your ass?"
She pulled off, "Upstairs in the closet in the bathroom, the second shelf on the left," she replied before plunging her mouth onto Frank's dick.
"Hey Walter, since you're not doing anything, go get the lube so we don't damage that great ass," Lennie ordered.
Walter slumped back, arms crossed on his chest, "Fuck off. Get it yourself!"
Andy turned and headed up the stairs, "I'll get it. I get first dibs on her ass!"
Lennie pulled Mary over to the couch and as she straddled his waist, he guided his cock inside her. She let out a satisfied sigh as his cock slid easily into her sopping hole. "Shit, babe. Your cunt feels great, we all are going to have to get to try this out. You like a cock in your cunt, now you can have a cock in your mouth," Lennie said as Frank climbed onto the couch and presented Mary his cock.
Frank groaned as the girl's beautiful lips eagerly wrapped around his cock. Seeing someone that beautiful was one thing but she was skilled and enthusiastic. Her tongue was active as she sucked hard along with her hand stroking his balls.
Andy came down the stairs two at a time carrying a tube. He came up behind the girl and as she stopped bouncing on Lennie's cock he plunged a fingerful of gel into her tight rectum.
Walter felt like screaming or throwing things around as he watched Lennie grinning at him with his cock in his wife's pussy. Then there was Andy preparing her ass and then plunging into her, and Frank humping her face. The room was quiet except for soft grunts and the slapping sound of her pussy being fucked and her mouth slurping on the man's cock. He'd never imagined he'd see his perfect wife allowing herself to be taken by three men, let alone so-called friends of his.
Andy was getting close, his cock tightly gripped by that virgin ass. Lennie had to bite his lip to keep from coming since the girl was a genius at gripping his cock with her cunt, plus he had those tits mashed in his hands. Frank's eyes were glued to the beautiful face plunging onto his cock and a great view of the girl's creamy ass being penetrated by his friend's cock.
Lennie was fighting the urge to cum, not helped as he was considering ways to get Walter out of here. Then he could give Mary a trigger word for whenever he weanted to fuck her. He closed his eyes while gritting his teeth as the aching built.
Walter was about to get up, head out and drive around when he heard Mary pull Franks cock out of her mouth and said, "Stop! This was fun, but I need a bigger cock. I need to be filled up." She shrugged off Andy, pulled herself off Lennie's cock and stood up, took Walter's hand, and pulled him so his feet, "Come on baby. We're even now. Your friend got my ass ready if you've ever had the urge for anal." She grabbed her phone and turned off the video while looking over at Lennie, "Ok, I guess I spoke too soon, I have made a sex tape." She looked around and shrugged, "We can clean up later," and as she was dragging her husband upstairs, she looked over her shoulder, "Please forgive us for not seeing you out. Thanks for the foreplay."
***********************************************
"You really weren't under?" Walter asked as he stroked his wife's back. What about all those questions?"
"All true. I would have answered any one of them for you had you ever asked." She kissed her husband, "I could have stopped it earlier, and you might not remember but you really did fuck the shit out of that girl. I was really impressed. It did look like you both enjoyed it. It seems criminal not to remember something that intense"
Walter sighed, "I heard about these hypnotists that can help you recover lost memories. I was thinking about making an appointment."
Mary smacked her husband. "Rather than that, let's track down that blonde and her husband and invite them over. They seemed nice."
"So, were you serious about the gang bang? You really want me to set that up for you?"
"Only if you're ok with it. It's a fantasy but it doesn't haunt me or anything." She stroked his face, "Just not with those guys. You realize they planned this whole thing, don't you? At least Lennie did. I could see how he looked at me. Still gives me the shivers."
Walter stroked his wife's back, "Let me think about that. I want you to be happy."
***********************************************
Coincidentally, just across town a couple were at the doctor's office, "you're going to have a baby boy," the obstetrician said happily, "Congratulations, Mr. and Mrs. Dobbs."
"Are you sure? It's just been 14 weeks and, well we were told it could be 20 weeks before..." Ben asked surprised.
Sheryl thought back to when they were in Vegas. Ben never would tell her what she did on stage, just saying she and the nerdy guy made out but a woman knows when a man fucks her and she throbbed for a week after that. Plus, there was no hiding the seeping cum.
"Oh, I'm sure, really sure. Either that or you have a three-legged baby," the girl giggled. "Your son is going to be gifted...I mean gifted," she looked at the husband then his crotch and then winked at him.
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"You are aware that these guys probably want to see some of the shows, you know topless places?" Brett asked his wife. "Plus, we'll be at the show every day so you'll be on your own."
Stacy laughed, "Of course I know that. Tell me one other reason they always have these shows and conventions in Vegas...ok, gambling. But I'm a big girl now. All grown up and I can handle being on my own or seeing a bare breast," she looked down at her bust, "You realize I have looked in the mirror. Look, if you think I'll be a distraction, say so, but I've always wanted to just visit the city, the Strip. I've been to Vegas many times but always because of shoots and those are so exhausting."
Brett sighed, his eyes straying to his wife's impressive chest, "All I'm saying is...never mind. I'll check with Dave." He kissed Stacy and headed out to his car. He wasn't worried about Stacy's ability to take care of herself, but the guys always had everything planned out. He was sure Dave had tickets to each show they were going to see already, had reservations at every restaurant. He was the most organized person he'd ever met. Plus, this would make it a lot harder to hit the tables with her around, not that she didn't like him gambling since he did it infrequently, just that he could go all night. And as much as he loved having sex with Stacy he also suspected she wanted to come along as she never could go more than a day without his cock inside her. He mentally went through the conversation with his boss.
***********************************************
"That's great! I've been trying to get my wife to come along, but she says sitting around all day waiting for me then suffering through business dinners and recaps of the day sounds a lot less than what a vacation should be. I would think it might lighten things up. I'll tell the others that their wives are welcome. We could use a bit of diversity on our trips."
***********************************************
"Ok, Dave said yes, in fact, he was thrilled you're coming with us. I expected I'd have to cover the room difference, you know and food. But he said he'd cover it. We just need to pay for your plane ticket."
"Yay!" she grinned, "What should I pack for some of the shows? Should I try to blend in, you know a lot of skin and feathers? I know that's not going to happen, those feathery hats are just too unmanageable. Seriously, though, It will be warm, the 80s every day so I'll wear my most comfortable dresses and shorts."
Brett groaned thinking how his boss and co-workers would react if Stacy wore some of her lower cut dresses and tops. She denied it, but she was definitely an exhibitionist, "I guess," he shrugged, "When in Rome...." She made a memorable first impression. He thought back to when he'd first seen her. Senior year at UMass. He'd gone out alone since all his friends were cramming, his girlfriend and he had mutually parted ways and as he'd already finished his exams, he went to shoot pool and have a beer. The only other person in the rec center was this stunning blonde...out of his league girl. Tall, slender, except for her large breasts and nicely flared hips. Tight tee-shirt, tight little shorts, long legs, very little left to the imagination. He normally would never have had the nerve to talk to any girl as beautiful as she was, but he wanted to shoot pool against someone and well, she was it. He was a bit shocked when she smiled and eagerly accepted. A year later she accepted the ring and a few months after that she said, "I do"...the kiss at the altar had to have given the minister a chubby.
He'd often seen both his co-workers and neighbors try to get her alone, then, as her modeling career took off, she was often stopped on the street by guys asking if they knew her, their eyes taking in all of her while totally ignoring him. It both excited him and made him a bit jealous, but she never once seemed to lead them on but was unfailingly polite and nice.
***********************************************
"I'll see you after the show? What are your plans for the day?" Brett asked as he was about to head out, "Dave has dinner reservations at the Edge, it's a great steakhouse."
Stacy trotted over to the dresser and pulled out her skimpy bikini, "The pool. I was going to relax, read and work on my tan. I haven't been by a pool in months."
Brett stopped and looked at the tiny pieces of fabric, "Um, perhaps you want to go shopping, check out the different casinos?"
"I will tomorrow. I really do want to see the entire Strip but today I want to blob by the pool...go, go have fun at your show. I'll be fine," she laughed, "I'll make sure they all use protection if they're cute," she laughed. "Now go. Don't think another thought about some stranger plying me with drink since that's never been necessary."
Brett just shook his head and headed out, "I'll see you around 5." He mulled over how she always seemed to know how to make his cock throb by teasing him with her fantasy of cheating. He knew she'd never...had never, but she always knew exactly what to say.
***********************************************
Stacy spent considerable time rubbing sunscreen on every inch of her skin coming from sea level. She'd experienced burns before at altitude and didn't want a repeat.
"Hey, let me help you. You missed a spot."
Stacy turned and saw a college boy, maybe 20 or 21. She handed him the spray bottle, "Please. I'm flexible but I can never be sure I reached everywhere. I'm Stacy, by the way."
"Drew. Are you here alone?" he looked around.
"I am at the pool alone, but not in Vegas. My husband is over at the Convention Center." She lay down on her stomach. "Thanks. I really have to burn." She wondered how this boy appreciated her near nudity with simply her thong and a couple of strings holding the top on.
Drew sprayed the lotion on his hands and rubbed the lotion onto her feet, between her toes and up onto her calves. As he worked the sunscreen in, he studied the girl's creamy cheeks. He wondered how old she was. 20? 25? She had the ass of a 16-year-old, but tits of a 25-year-old. He wondered how married she was. As he worked his way up her legs, she parted them to more easily cover her inner thighs. The thin material barely covered her pussy and he could easily make out her tight lips. His cock was becoming an issue as he thought about the possibilities. He made sure to cover all exposed skin so she doesn't burn which made the throbbing worse.
Stacy knew the effect she was having on the boy but also on her as she felt a swelling in her pussy, resisting humping the lounge chair. "You're really good at this," she sighed, "and your hands are really strong and huge, do you do massages?" she sighed. Then as he moved higher,
"but as nice as this is, only my husband is allowed where your fingers are now," she said softly as his fingers stroked the edges of the thin strip of fabric, "or at least for those buy me dinner."
Drew laughed and slid his hands from her crotch onto her ass, "Sorry, didn't want you to burn. But, yes I do massages. I'm a trainer back home and I've had to massage many a person, though I prefer massage as foreplay," he grinned. "So, interested in a massage?"
Stacy looked back at the boy, her eyes flicking down to the pronounced bulge, "If I were single, yes. Am I causing that?"
"Sorry," the boy blushed, "Sometimes it gets me in trouble, but most of the time it brings great pleasure to my partners, ok, and to me." His hands slid onto the girl's ass. "Damn, you have a tight ass, you must run or work out." He kneaded her butt muscles and felt his cock harden more as she perceptively ground her pelvis once against the chair. He thought about asking her to lunch, perhaps a drink or two then up to his room. As he stroked her back and came to the strap, he untied it without asking and paused seeing those massive tits bulging out.
"I do work out, but I'm afraid to say most of this is just genetics, can't take credit for it." She reached back and untied the string around her neck and considered straying for the first time. She'd never had hands that large on her before and her glance back told her there was a possibility that the old adage about the correlation between hand size and penis size might have some validity. She put her arms out above her head as the boy worked the lotion down her ribs and on her side-boobs. "I think my breasts are pretty well covered," she chuckled as the boy spent a bit more time there.
"They say you should put sun-screen on under your suit also since most clothing has very low or no SPF rating," he said as he worked up to her neck.
"Really? Are you just saying that? Is this an attempt to grope me, I mean grope me more than you already have?"
"I'm serious, but you're right. It would be totally inappropriate. On the other hand, how are you going to do that yourself? Sit up and expose yourself?"
Stacy thought about it and looked around. There were few people at the pool, in fact, the only others were a couple under an umbrella reading. "I could prop myself on one elbow...oh hell, be fast," she sighed as she raised herself onto her elbows. She let out a gasp as those strong hands came around, gripping her breasts and rubbing the lotion in. She felt his hot breath against the back of her neck as his manipulation of her nipples sent jolts of pleasure straight into her vagina. She was both intrigued by how intense this was and wanting to put a stop to it.
Drew had large hands, but he couldn't possibly contain the masses of flesh dangling underneath her. He had to get more lotion as there was too much flesh to cover. He heard her short breaths...he loved women with ultra-sensitive nipples and knew he was very close to getting her upstairs to his room, married or not. He forced himself to sit back, slapping her ass as he did, "There, you're ready for whatever the sun has in for you...except perhaps for under the front of your bottoms."
She'd become lost in the intense feeling shooting from her nipples to her crotch and lay back down, tying her top back on. She was ready to say yes had he suggested the massage again but just thanked him as he climbed off the chaise. Clearing her head of erotic thoughts, she looked at him, "I'll stay on my stomach then, thanks for your concern. You should dive in and get that snake of yours under control." She looked at the massive bulge, "I'm really sorry that I can't do anything with that," she said as she stared at it while her mind was fighting her throbbing pussy. "I'd say I wished I were single, or a less faithful wife, but I do love Brett, but I'm not sure it would work anyhow."
"Why? What do you mean?" the boy asked.
"Ok, this is a lot more information than I would normally tell a perfect stranger, but I've been with a few men and most are, well, small to average. All have had trouble getting inside me and have told me that I have a really small vagina. I've never had a large cock so I'm not sure...you know," she said blushing, "But it's moot anyhow."
Drew grinned, "Hey, I understand. Your husband is a really lucky guy," he hesitated, "but now I feel like this is a challenge. Aren't you curious? I mean just to try? I know I'd like to. I'd see if it fits, then pull out."
"You have no idea..." she said softly, "but I just can't. There are just things I'd never be able to live with. Sorry."
She watched the boy dive in and swim around feeling like she missed an opportunity. She looked over at the couple who'd put their books down and were watching her before quickly picking their books back up. 'Oh great! I just flashed strangers and let a strange boy grope my boobs, what else am I going to do?' she thought. She put her head down and fantasized how she'd greet Brett fully naked, suck on his cock and then have him slamming into her eager pussy before heading for dinner. Then after that, she'd lube up her ass and make him an offer he can't refuse.
***********************************************
Stacy got to her room after a few hours by the pool. Drew had laid down on the chaise next to her and they'd had a good conversation about each other and he'd respected her married status. There were a couple of times when he'd climbed out of the pool and the shorts draped across his large member that she might have acquiesced had he suggested they go back to his room. 'Damn it, Brett! Why is your show all day?' she thought, 'but then again. I did invite myself,' she thought as she went out on the balcony and looked out. She saw Drew lying on his back, eyes closed enjoying the sun. 'Christ! His cock must be eight inches soft. Look at it outlined against his leg.' She realized her hand had slid over her bikini bottoms, so she fled back into the room, stripped off her clothes and climbed into the shower.
Drew peered up marking the balcony and felt like grinning seeing the beautiful woman studying him, her hand rubbing her pussy. That unobtainable...at least unobtainable today pussy. 8th floor, seven rooms from the end of the hall. It's possible...probable since she's here all week.
***********************************************
Brett was distracted all day thinking about Stacy. He knew she would never cheat on him, but he also knew she had a very strong sex drive.
He thought all day about guys buying her drinks, offering to put on sunscreen, playing in the pool, their hands all over her. Of course, there as no denying the effect her teasing and flirting had on him. His brother told him he was a fool to be marrying such a beautiful woman. She might be the truest, most faithful wife in the world, but every guy she meets will be subtly or overtly trying to seduce her. How much temptation can she withstand?
He thought back to the many times she'd been groped by various men, the VP who'd come over and suggested his wife could be a huge help to his career; the new hire in the mailroom who'd ogled her breasts and Brett had subtly suggested he pair up on the waterslide and perhaps he'd accidentally cop a feel. Then Bill in sales who kept trying to get Stacy to check out his new Tesla at the company party. What happened between them behind the bushes at the neighborhood picnic last summer? He bit on his lower lip feeling his cock throb with these thoughts.
Finally, they headed out to get back to their rooms to get rid of their crap and change for dinner. Dave told them to meet in the lobby at 6:30 to head over to the steakhouse. Drew looked at his watch and thought about showering and changing. An hour and 15 minutes would be plenty. He hoped Stacy wouldn't take long since she sometimes made them run late due to her preparations.
Stacy go up from the chair and gave Brett a hug, pressing her bare form against him, "How was your show...do we have time for a quickie?"
Brett pulled the naked woman into his arms, his cock getting instantly hard, "The show was...well, a show. You have no idea, I've thought about you all day. What got you wound up?"
"Um, well, perhaps I shouldn't tell you," she stroked the front of his pants.
Brett groaned, "Ok, now you have to." He picked up his wife and tossed her on the bed. "Remember our rule, no secrets." He climbed on top of and between her eagerly opening legs, "Or did you just want a spanking?" he asked as he ground his hardening cock against her.
"Oh wow! Door number one or door number two...Well, remember you reminded me to put sunscreen? Relax," she said hearing his groan, "I made sure he used protection. Kidding, kidding, but a boy help put sunscreen on me."
Brett had images of a strange man rubbing lotion on Stacy's naked body and was shocked to feel a hard reaction from his crotch, "Ok, so it was just a good Samaritan helping you out, you know doing your back? A Boy Scout doing a good deed? Or a horny boy using this as an excuse to slip inside you?"
"Well, perhaps the last one," she sighed as she pulled off her husband's shirt and reached down to undo his pants, "I mean, at first it was the middle one, but this was no Boy Scout." She stroked his rigid cock, "I think...no, I know he was trying to get me up to his room. His hands kept straying into areas reserved for you. Of course, told him I was married," she said as she felt his cock as hard as he'd ever been, "He was very understanding but I let him...Oh, hell. He made sure my breasts didn't burn," she quickly finished.
Brett lifted himself up as Stacy pulled down his pants the rest of the way, then take him in her mouth. He groaned pleasurably wondering if she let him cum in her mouth this time, but as he felt himself getting close she flopped back and handed him the foil package, "Wait, what? Were you topless?" He pulled out the condom and rolled it on. Just once he'd like to have sex without one of these, but he found he could never last unless he dulled the pleasurable feeling of her great pussy. He was surprised how easily he slipped in but had a nagging feeling that perhaps he wasn't the first today. Most of the time he'd have to spend time licking her and teasing her, and only then was he able to push his way in. He never complained as no other woman was nearly as tight as she was in his experience, but here she was, sopping wet and eager to get his cock but still incredibly tight.
"No, but I did take my top off, at least untied the strings so he could cover my back. I thought he was total bullshit but didn't want to take the chance...oh, fuck you feel good inside me. Harder, fuck me harder," she grunted.
He started slamming against her and as her legs opened wider welcoming his assault on her, he tried to drive as deeply as he could, he had trouble following the conversation but, "a chance of what?"
"That's it, baby, fuck your bad wife. He told me most clothing was not SPF rated and I could burn through my top. It is really flimsy. I let him rub sunscreen on my bare breasts, I just propped myself on my elbows. Oh God! Wait...oh, not yet, Shit! I'm so close!" she held her husband as he spasmed his cum inside the rubber. Stroking his back, she sighed, "You've never cum that quickly before. I thought you'd be angry with me."
Brett groaned feeling the ache in his balls fade and pulled out of his wife's pussy. "Sorry, I have no idea what came over me. I am pissed that you let another man touch you, touch your breasts," he said as he turned quickly to get tissues. He was baffled that what his faithful wife told him caused such a huge rush while also making him jealous. He handed her the tissues, pulling off the rubber from his still firm cock.
"You're still hard. Where are you going," she asked, "I haven't cum, yet."
Looking at his watch, he sighed, "We have to go. We need to shower and we're meeting Dave and the others in a half-hour." He pulled his wife to her feet, "We can talk about you letting other men fondle you tonight."
Stacy groaned, "Shit. I'm so horny right now, can't we blow off dinner and you can fuck your bad wife anyway you want?" she asked as she stroked her ass suggestively.
Brett stopped and looked at his wife, "Seriously? You've always told me, 'Never gonna happen,' are you that horny?"
"You have no idea. I'd so make it worth your while..." she purred as she stroked his fat cock, "stay and abuse me any way you want. Please? I'll even let you fuck me without the rubber." She sank to her knees and licked his shaft.
Brett thought about it, very tempted but stepped back, "Stacy, honey, you have no idea how tempting this is, but this is not just dinner. This will be also a business dinner. If you need to stay here...you know, take care of things," he looked down at her, "or I will make you scream tonight.



Promise...though I still think you owe me for what you did," he said firmly lifting her to her feet.
Stacy stood up, her body ready to explode, "You know masturbating just makes me want your nice cock even more. You damn well better be ready to fuck the shit out of me after dinner." She spun and headed to the bathroom. She decided she'd make Brett's evening miserable with the dress she'd decided on.
***********************************************
"I still can't believe you're wearing that to dinner," Brett said softly as the entered the elevator, "I mean, I can see your tits from the side when you move your arms. Where did you get that?"
Stacy raised her arm and looked, "It's just a bit of side-boob.
I got this to wear for our 5th next month. It was going to be a surprise. You like it?" she giggled, "Amazingly little fabric for what it cost."
Her husband laughed, "Um yeah. It's great, but you are not capable of little side boob, let alone little any kind of boob," he sighed as he felt under her dress, "Wait, aren't you wearing panties?"
"Cant. This material outlines anything I put under it, and I want you to have instant access when we get back," she stroked the front of his pants, "I'm wondering why you bothered to wear yours." She giggled as the stepped into the lobby.
Brett introduced the team, "Stacy, this is John, Louie, and Dave who you already met," he indicated his wife, "Guys, this is Stacy."
"We definitely met," Dave said as he hugged the beautiful blonde, "I had to rescue you from Steve at the Christmas party. Sad that a VP can't seem to keep his hands to himself. I'd really like to apologize for his behavior. That is not how we do things here." Dave stepped back, "Ok, let's head out."
Dinner was fairly boring as they talked about the show, their plans for tomorrow, however, the food was excellent, and Stacy's mind was going through the various intimate acts she'd be doing with Brett after they got back. Her thoughts were drawn back as she heard her name and saw the men looking to her, "I'm sorry, what was that?"
"Dave suggested a club down the street for a drink well, he remembers how much you like to dance," Brett replied looking unenthusiastic, "If you're tired and want to get back...."
"I am tired and I'm sure after your day on your feet..." she said but stopped when Dave put a hand on her arm.
"You have to. I remember you were the best dancer at the Christmas party. Look, come to the club and I'll make sure you're both home by midnight," The older man said softly, "I'd really prefer dancing with you than these guys," he indicated John and Louie.
Louie laughed, "Hey, don't let this body fool you. I'm really quite graceful."
***********************************************
"Holy crap!" John muttered, "Look at the line. We'll be out here all night."
"I got this," Dave said, "Come on, I know the owners. Great guys." He gently guided Stacy and the others to the bouncer guarding the door, "Gene, can you get us in?" he indicated Stacy and the three men behind him, "We'd really like to see Samuel and James," he named dropped.
The massive man stood up, "Mr. Davis, of course, but just you and your date, I'm afraid it's a full house tonight," he held open the door and stepped aside.
"Wait, Brett!" the girl objected. She stopped and looked back feeling the large man's hand on her lower back guiding her in.
"It's ok, Stace. We'll be fine. I'll see you back at the room," Brett said, not unhappily, his mind planning out what tables at which casino he'd be hitting. "Dave, take care of her."
Stacy felt herself being led into the noisy club and was shocked to see topless girls dancing in cages, "What kind of place is this?" she asked, "A strip club?"
Dave laughed, "No, this is a nightclub, you know, for dancing, drink?" He led her to a table that had just opened up, "What would you like?"
"Margarita, silver, please." The girl replied trying to pull down the hem of her dress. She looked around at the bouncing breasts and felt small relief that her minor exposure would not even be noticed, but then again, this dress....This was a mistake wearing something so short with no panties, she thought. If she moved with too much exuberance, her breasts would pop out, and the hem was so short she'd be flashing her trimmed bush to everyone. And how the hell was she going to sit on one of these stools?
She finally decided it was better to perch on the front of the tall stool to maintain her modesty. She suddenly realized she didn't have her purse, so she didn't have her room key or any identification, plus she didn't have her cell phone.
Dave looked back at his employee's wife and sighed. He'd rarely ever been with a woman as beautiful as that and he'd remembered back to the company party. For weeks afterward, he'd made love to his wife with images of this incredible blonde's breasts bouncing beneath him. She could not have worn a shorter dress and he was sure she was not wearing any underwear. This might have been a mistake, "Sorry, yes. I'd like a silver margarita, salt, on the rocks and a Dewers neat," he looked back and sighed, no way could he jeopardize his employee relations by being anything but a perfect gentleman. He watched as a group of three guys came over to her. He picked up the drinks and hurried back.
Stacy looked at the three men all overtly checking out her body, "Sorry, I'm here with someone," she told one of them when he'd proposed a dance. "Oh, here he is, thanks for the compliment though," she smiled at them.
"Thanks, they thought I was working, you know, a hooker," she laughed, "You saved me, or perhaps cost me a good bit of spending money."
She looked at the three guys who weren't bad looking. "What could I have made?" she asked Dave, "Sorry, that's probably something you wouldn't know."
Dave laughed, "I don't know from first-hand experience, but we've had to, well sweeten the deal sometimes," he studied the girl, "Actually, I do know. I've heard about $500 an hour, but I'd think you could charge more. Shall I call them back?" He looked over at the three men, "They look like they could afford...perhaps $3,000 for the hour, you know, 3 times $1,000," shrugging, he said, "I'd have to take a 30% cut of course."
Stacy looked over at the men and grinned, "$3,000? For doing what I enjoy...a lot? Yes! Call them back," she laughed. Then she looked serious, "On the other hand, I'm sure these women have developed skills and are really good at sex."
"How are you at spreading your legs or giving blowjobs?" Dave asked, "Sorry, really inappropriate, "Look, let's dance so I make all these guys envious." He held out his hand to lead the beautiful woman out to the dance floor.
Stacy held up a hand, "um can you call Brett? I don't have a room key, nor my phone. No idea how I'm going to get back into the room," she sighed. "I'm pretty sure they won't let me in without some identification."
Dave pressed a few buttons and held the phone to his ear, "Brett, Dave. Look, Stacy doesn't have a room key...I do, sure, but. Ok. I'll check with her," he held the phone away from his ear, "He's at the Bellagio and they just sat at a blackjack table," he hesitated, "Are you ok taking my other bed? I've got two kings," he looked hesitant saying it, "Look if this is not going to work, I'll tell him we'll call him when we leave."
Stacy shook her head, "Fine, I get it. He really loves gambling and he's really good at it. If you don't mind, I don't snore or anything," she hesitated, "Though," she looked down at her dress, "perhaps we could pick up a souvenir tee-shirt or something?"
Dave laughed, "I have shirts, come on. I've wanted to dance with you again for months," he led the girl out onto the floor.
***********************************************
"So, you're not worried Dave and Stacy are alone together," John asked looking at his 8 and a 6. "Crap!"
Louie snorted, "Seriously? Isn't he like, what 60? I'll bet he hasn't had a hard-on in ten years, plus the guy is deeply religious."
Brett laughed, "Hey, 60 isn't dead, but you're right. He's the straightest arrow I've ever come across. Plus, think about it. What woman would be attracted to a guy so old?"
"Damn! I hope I never get like that. If I were alone with your wife, I wouldn't give a shit that you're my friend, I'd have her screaming my name in no time." John laughed. "Though I'm pretty sure she'd be a bit scared at first seeing something so large."
"John! This is our friend. You don't say stuff like that to him. It would be, 'dude, we have your back. Trust us...' then when he leaves us alone with her, we'd have her screaming our names. Plus, she'd giggle seeing how small you are after she sees mine. Hey, two aces. Sweet!" He split the cards.
"Damn! You guys really are great friends to make sure my wife is taken care of when I'm not around. Come on, hit me with a couple of face cards...Nice! Blackjacks!" Brett said gleefully. He had the sudden image of Dave pressing his naked body between Stacy's legs but shook that off seeing the chips being pushed over.
***********************************************
Getting off the elevator, they recounted the number of men who'd tried to cut in, rubbed against her or overtly groped her. "The worst was that frat boy who ground his erection against my ass. What was he thinking? That I'd give him a lap dance right there on the dance floor?" She blushed thinking back on how at least a dozen times a boob popped out and there was no way to dance without her ass and crotch being full display. She was impressed Dave never once made any move on her.
Dave grinned, "You give lap dances? I've never had one," He stopped, "Sorry, my bad. I guess spending time with you has given me lecherous thoughts about the wife of one of my better employees. Come on, let's get into the room and get some sleep."
"I can't believe Brett and the guys are still over at the Bellagio, they'll be worthless tomorrow. Thanks for putting up with me tonight. I'll bet you didn't expect to babysit the wife of an employee." She was happy to see two beds just as he'd said. Stacy had rarely felt so safe alone with any man as she did with Dave. He'd made a joke or two but he'd made no move on her, his hands never strayed, and he defended her against a multitude of men and boys in the club. After brushing their teeth, he left the room when she needed privacy to get ready for bed. She lay back feeling her pussy throb from all the men's hands and their bulges and wished she were back with Brett and the attention he promised her. "OK, I'm decent," she yelled hearing the knock, "Thanks for this. You are a really great guy."
"Not really," Dave said as he pulled off his suit and tie, "I've had to stop myself a hundred times from saying or doing anything...you know suggestive or overt."
"Doesn't that make you a nice guy?" she asked as she turned to face the wall to let him get undressed, "I mean, that's what nice guys do.
Show respect for women, you know, not rub their erections overtly against their asses," she laughed. "I assume you're human, a man, and have all the same needs...desires...lusts."
Dave saw the girl wasn't looking and stripped down and climbed into bed, "I suppose, but it has more to do with not wanting to screw up my relationship with a great employee than any real decency. I confess it has been years since I've gotten spontaneous erections, so that wasn't going to happen. Also, I'm married, happily for 35 years and never once strayed."
Stacy rolled over and looked at the man, "So, if I weren't Brett's wife and a single girl, and you were single, what would you have done? I mean, what kind of moves would you have put on me, that is if you find me attractive. I'm asking because guys my age seem to be really overt and crude and you have a kind of class. At least five guys simply asked me if I wanted to blow off my father and go back to their rooms. You're a gentleman. I'm not sure I've ever met one before," she laughed.
Dave laughed, "It's been so long, but I'm sure I would have accidentally brushed my hands across your ass and your chest. I definitely would have found a time and place where we could have kissed. I would not have suggested we sleep in separate beds." He looked over at the girl, "Do you have any idea how gorgeous you are? I've never even remotely come close cheating on my wife, but that thought has been in my head all night so don't even suggest I wouldn't find you attractive." He rolled over and looked at the girl, "In fact, I think I'm going to cut this conversation short and get some sleep since seeing you lying there is giving me impure thoughts." He reached over and turned out the lights.
"I know you're not that tired. Tell me how you and your wife met," Stacy ordered.
They talked about Dave and Toni's marriage, their kids and his grandkids, the trips they'd take when the A/C went on making it hard to hear. He was about to suggest she turn away so he could get up and turn it off when he heard Stacy's sheets rustling. Dave was surprised when the girl climbed out of her king and crawled into his. "Stacy, I sleep in the nude and, well...."
Stacy laughed, "I just have on this tee-shirt which barely covers my hips. It's just too hard to talk from across the room. You were telling me about your trip to Paris on your 2nd honeymoon, I'd love to see Paris."
They continued to tell each other about their experiences until Stacy yawned, "Ok, now I'm tired. I wasn't sure I'd be able to sleep without...never mind," she sighed. She rolled over and kissed the man, her hand inadvertently sliding over a very rigid erection, "Christ! You're hard. How long have you been like that?" she asked, wondering how big he was as she softly stroked him.
Dave tried to roll away, but Stacy's hand on his bare hip pulled him back towards her, "Please, this is really inappropriate," he said softly, though making no attempt to fight her. When her fingers wrapped around his cock and he heard an appreciative moan he reached out and stroked the girl's thigh, "All night. I tried to think of other things, anything at all but the thought of you almost naked in the next bed, then in my bed...."
Exploring the length from his large balls to the fat head she asked, "How the hell were you going to sleep with this thing?" She reached over and turned on the light then pulled down the covers not caring she'd exposed everything below her waist also, "My God! This must hurt." She sat open-legged and stroked him, "So this has been aching for the last hour and a half?" She looked at the man whose eyes were glued to her open pussy, "I'll bet you were hoping you could jerk off and take care of this, then you were stuck with me," she said sadly as she stroked him.
Dave felt close to cumming with those soft hands gripping his cock, her thumb expertly massaging the precum leaking out against the foreskin.
She'd been around a penis before and knew exactly what made him feel good. He reached out and ran his hand up the silky-smooth thigh. When she made no move to stop him he continued up to that aroused looking pussy, "And how long have you been like this? A lot easier to hide, but you're really wet," he asked.
Stacy laughed, "Aren't we a pair. All day," she looked at the clock, "or rather yesterday until now. First, a boy tried to seduce me at the pool helping put sunscreen on me, then Brett and I had a quickie before meeting you guys in the lobby...um, well at least he enjoyed it. Then the dancing...you get the idea. Pretty much for the last 18 hours." She pulled off her tee-shirt, "I was just getting to a state where I thinking I'd rub one out in my bed when I came across this. I've never been with any man but Brett since we were married and perhaps I'll regret this tomorrow...or later today, but I need you inside me unless you don't want to"
Dave sputtered, "Don't want to? Possible the best offer I've had in my life, but I'm surprised you'd want anything to do with a man 35 years older than you." she said softly, "but I'll be damned if I'm going to question that." He pulled the girl against him, his hands finally getting to explore this incredible body, those breasts he'd thought about all night. Kissing her, he felt her crotch eagerly humping against his cock so he rolled over on top of her. "I guess I should also tell you I've never been with any other woman but Toni and I don't have the same body I had when I was 20, so I hope I don't disappoint."
Stacy reached down and gripped his cock and guided him against her wet slit, but let the older man take over as he slid the head up and down her slit, "Now I feel bad. I didn't want to make you cheat, but I guess I'm in the same boat, maybe we sometimes have to do what we have to do. Screw the age, you have no idea how good you looked on the dance floor, hottest guy out there tonight, but enough foreplay, I need you to....shiiit, yessssss"
'Fuck! This girl has to be the tightest I've ever felt.' He had trouble entering her even though she was sopping, and the amount of grip of his cock was amazing. He finally was able to bury his cock to the hilt as her hips thrust back against him. He was at first a bit saddened he'd finally strayed in his marriage, but the thought didn't last long with the girl writhing eagerly against him.
Stacy had a sudden thought, "Um, I should have asked sooner, but do you have a rubber? I'm not on the pill, but I doubt that's an issue right now," she asked.
Dave groaned, "Sorry, no. I haven't used one of those in 35 or 40 years. I'll pull out. I'm great with my tongue."
Stacy groaned, "Fuck, no. I've never needed a cock so bad before, but I hope you can hold off. I want this to last," she sighed. "Can I get on top so you can play with my tits? I love it when men play with my breasts, especially my nipples." She let herself be pulled on top of him then pulled her legs up and squatted on his long shaft. She knew Brett loved it when she did this and apparently Dave was no exception. She leaned into his hands as he grabbed her breasts as she rapidly worked his hard cock with her pussy. Every time she plunged down onto him, she savored the spear-like cock stretching her out and burying itself deep inside her. She felt a surge of excitement feeling a strange cock inside her ready to spurt sperm into her unprotected womb.
Dave gritted his teeth not wanting to cum before Stacy did, but it was hard to ignore her tight, skillful cunt pleasuring his cock. He was thinking and some of the spec sheet, bulk pricing, and other mundane things when the blonde gasped out she was cumming.
"Oh, my fucking God!" she cried out, "I love your fucking cock, oh yesssss, yesss, yesssss," she sputtered as she felt the welcome release she'd needed all day. She realized her arms had gone limp and it was simply Dave's hands on her chest holding her up as she rapidly ground hard against the hard rod impaling her.
Dave held the girl as she collapsed onto his chest, stroking her back tenderly. He was thinking he'd roll her over and get on top when she kissed him, her tongue pushing into his mouth. He let out a low moan as she began humping, her cunt clenching his cock even tighter than before - her pelvis moving faster and faster. He thought he could last, but she knew what she was doing and he tried to push her off, tried to let her know he was cumming, but soon had his hands on her ass, gripping her tightly as the increasingly intense ache in his balls peaked and he felt spasm after spasm of his potent sperm flood her vagina.
Stacy grinned against the man's mouth knowing he'd never felt anything like her vagina clenching his penis and was just slightly worried about getting pregnant. She was surprised how long his orgasm went on though, as Brett and every other man or boy she'd been with finished in 10 to 15 seconds. She didn't time it, but he had to cum for at least 30 seconds. She broke the kiss and looked down at her husband's boss, "I wasn't the only one who needed release, but we'd better clean up." She felt the long shaft take forever to slide out of her as she pulled up her hips. She cupped her crotch as she rolled off the bed and grabbed tissues.



Dave studied the girl's perfect body as she headed into the bathroom trying to memorize every bit of her. Huge breasts with no sag, but a truly enticing bounce, narrow waist with flared hips. Her trimmed blonde bush didn't hide her pussy but seemed to frame and display her sex. Incredibly long legs and tight round ass cheeks.
Stacy felt the man's eyes on her as she headed for the bathroom. When she came back she saw his unblinking eyes on her, so she did a few sultry poses. She saw how much he appreciated how she looked so she reached over and picked up his phone. She hesitated, then handed it to him, "Ok, you can take some pictures, but I'll kill you if you ever show them to another living soul, promise?"
Dave nodded, "Are you sure? I mean, I'd never share these or let anyone see them, but wow! I cannot get over how beautiful you are. Did you read my mind or something?" He accepted his phone and unlocked it.
"It wasn't that hard seeing how you never blinked when I got up, more light?" she asked as she hit the switch next to the other bed. She stepped back and posed facing the man, letting him capture her front and back, then she crawled onto her bed and lay on her side. Feeling a bit risqué, she slowly raised her leg, opening herself up more and more. At first, she'd thought a few nude poses would be all she'd let him have, but a renewed arousal prompted her to let it all go. She rolled over onto her back, spread her legs wide and felt incredibly slutty as the man stood on the bed and took pictures of her as she stroked herself.
Dave's cock was now back at full staff as the girl began playing with her wet pussy, her eyes staring hungrily at his cock. It had been years since a woman looked at him that way. He was thinking of turning it off and climbing between those legs when she rolled over, got on her hands and knees and stuck her ass out towards him.
Stacy had never done anything like this before. Brett hadn't suggested it, and no one had ever photographed her nude, let alone in any of these positions. She'd gotten dozens, maybe hundreds of propositions to pose nude or to shoot a video, but she'd shaken all those off. She had no idea how hot this was and maybe she should have agreed to some of those...or say yes to future ones. She pressed her face into the mattress, opened her legs wider knowing her ass and pussy would be fully exposed and reached between her legs. She looked back at the man who'd stopped taking pictures and was now stroking his long cock.
Dave couldn't take it anymore, turned off the phone and knelt behind the girl. He deeply inhaled the pungent smell of her arousal before running his tongue up her dripping slit. He had never tasted his own cum, but he didn't care as there was no way he'd pass up a chance to lick this beautiful pussy.
Stacy looked back, "Dave, you don't have to do that....Oh Christ, there. Yes...Oh wow! That feels incredible." She pressed her face back into the mattress and pinched and pulled on her nipples as the first guy since a guy named Jack in high school licked her pussy after cumming inside her. Or to be truthful spent more than a few seconds, Brett had once tasted her, but after five seconds he'd climbed up and fucked her again as he was still hard. Dave's tongue opened her up and plunged inside, but it was when he moved to her clit that she began gasping and humping against him.
The man gripped those creamy cheeks and attacked the girl's hard nub. Her moans turned into grunts and low screams with her face buried in the mattress. His face was smeared with cum but he flicked his tongue more rapidly on her clit as she screamed out she was cumming.
Stacy's world spun as she felt her second orgasm in a half-hour never realizing that was possible. She pinched her nipples harder and ground her crotch back against him as wave after wave of almost painful pleasure exploded from her uterus.
Dave finally sat back, wiping his face with his arms. He looked at her ass sticking up and moved forward, lined up his cock and drove into her. "Oh God! I haven't gotten hard again this quickly in 30 years." He buried his cock in and pulled back out. With her encouragement, he slammed harder and harder into her tight pussy. He heard cries that she was cumming again and felt his balls begin that familiar ache.
Stacy could believe the number of small orgasms she felt as that huge shaft speared her, but she wanted to taste his cock, especially after that incredible pussy-eating he'd done. Even with her head still a bit dizzy, she looked at him, "I need you to cum in my mouth. I really would love to taste your cock," she sighed.
Dave didn't wait as he was really close. He pulled out, crawled up and groaned as the girl eagerly wrapped her lips around him. He felt the girl's tongue explore the shaft and the head as she took him deeper and deeper into her mouth. Between her fist-pumping the base and her tight mouth he felt himself peaking, "Oh God, Stacy, I'm....oh yes, uhhh, uhhh, uhhhhh, uhhh, ahhhhhh," he grunted as he felt the girl rapidly swallow his load.
Stacy cleaned every drop of cum from the fat pulsing hunk of flesh in her mouth before flopping onto the bed, "Incredible. You are a great lover. I've never cum more than once before with any man." She sighed.
She looked at the clock, "3:15. Don't you have to get up at 6?"
Dave looked at the clock, "God, yes. I'm sure I'll be dragging all day, but no way will I ever regret this," he said. He leaned down and kissed the girl, "I'm thinking you're worth more like $5,000 for an hour, do you take checks?"
Stacy laughed, "I was thinking more along the lines of paying you, so we'll call it even. You weren't lying about your skilled tongue. Toss me the tee-shirt?" she asked pointing back to his bed, "Sleep would be nice right now."
Dave tossed her the shirt, "It might be better if we both shower quickly. I'm not sure Brett wouldn't notice a certain ambiance when he comes to get you in the morning," he said as he rolled off the bed. He turned to her as they headed into the bathroom, "It would be really great if you didn't tell Brett about this. I really don't want him to be unhappy, he's really a great guy."
***********************************************
Brett gently knocked on his boss's door, hoping Stacy would not be pissed with him for gambling all night and leaving her to spend the night with an old man.
Dave opened the door putting a finger to his lips, "Sleeping," he whispered. "We danced until really late. Sorry about the club, I was surprised he just let the two of us in," Dave said quietly.
"I'm the one who's sorry. I hope she wasn't a pain or anything. I feel really bad for heading over to the casino without even thinking she had no room key. I was the one who told her not to bother carrying a purse." He looked over at the two rumpled beds, relieved to see his wife sleeping in the other one wearing a white tee-shirt. "She looks so peaceful." He pulled out her room key and cell and put them on the bedside table, "Let's get downstairs, John and Louie are holding a table for us."
Closing the door as quietly as he could, they headed down the hall to the elevators. "She wasn't a pain at all. She's a terrific dance partner and has incredible stamina. I don't think she needed to take a break once."
Dave sighed, "At my age, I was sitting out every other song, but there were plenty of volunteers wanting to dance with her."
"I know, we can't go anywhere without some guy trying to get in her pants, you have no idea how grateful I am it was you taking care of her last night."
***********************************************
Stacy looked at the clock, "Wow! 11:35!" She rolled out of bed and instantly felt a soreness in her vagina. 'Christ! That man sure has a really fat cock,' she thought. As she padded around the room, she felt muscles her never knew existed ache. 'Dancing or getting fucked by that nice cock?' she wondered, either way, she felt really stiff. She pulled off the tee and folded it on the dresser, then pulled on her dress and shoes and headed back to her room.
After showering she decided to tour the strip. As appealing as lolling by the pool sounded, she saw Drew hanging out and wasn't sure she wanted any sexual banter with the boy right now. Last night was fun, but a terrible mistake. Not just screwing Brett's boss, but also all the men she allowed to grope her and rub against her on the dance floor. She never should have allowed them to do that, especially the three men who took turns verifying she had no panties on.
She was looking at The Venetian and the intricate designs when she noticed a man standing right next to her.
"Beautiful, isn't it?" he asked, "First time seeing this?" he asked.
"Yes. I've been in Vegas maybe a dozen times, the first time as a tourist though," she sighed, "I'm always working when I'm here, never had time to just stop and smell the roses."
"So, working girl or on business?" he asked.
Stacy looked at the man, had he just asked if she were a hooker? She thought about her outfit, thigh shorts, tight top, but flats. She was not walking the strip in heels. "Why do you ask?" she heard herself respond, "Either way I'm not currently working."
He pulled a card out of his pocket, "I'm staying here when you decide. I'm here for the week," he studied her, "When you are back on the clock, how much would you think I'd need to budget," he asked softly.
Stacy wanted to just tell him she was playing with him, but took the card and looked at it, looked at him and said with a smile, "$2,000 for the hour," waiting for the man to scoff at it...which he did, but not like she'd thought.
"You're joking. You should get a new manager," he pulled out an envelope and handed it to the girl, "I was willing to pay this," he watched as the girl opened the envelope.
Stacy gasped, "How many are in here?" she asked looking at the bundle labeled $50s.
"A hundred. I don't know who told you your value, but you should have a talk, no keep it," he said when Stacy tried to hand it back.
Stacy blushed, "I'm sorry. I was playing with you, I'm not that kind of working girl, I mean I have a job, just not that kind of job. Please take this back," she said. "I am not really good at jokes."
The man backed up, "It's yours. If you decide to earn a bit of extra cash I'll sweeten it. Call me, otherwise, I'll think of this as an investment...a gamble if you will. Sometimes they pay off, other times they don't. You take care," he said as he turned and strode away.
Stacy looked at the envelope and at the card. No name. He never told her but he looked vaguely familiar, but just a room and his cell, she looked at him stride away.
***********************************************
Brett walked in thinking he'd catch Stacy, but the room was empty. He got undressed and climbed into the shower and changed into business casual as the restaurant would be not upscale. He wondered where his wife was as he got dressed and turned hearing the door open.
"Sorry, I could have taken the shuttle, but I wanted to walk," Stacy said as she came over to give her husband a hug. "Let me shower quickly and change," she said as she tossed her purse on the dresser. "Unless you want another quickie before dinner?" she suggested as she pulled off her top and tight shorts. Seeing him tap his watch she gave him a sour look and headed into the shower. She thought perhaps she should call the man. He looked nice and having $5,000 spending money...crap! She thought about how she'd ever be able to explain this to her husband. No man would ever hand over any money let alone that much unless he either got something in return or expected something...$5,000 would probably demand a lot of something. She decided to call the man and tell him either take it back or she'd donate this to the local homeless shelter.
Brett sat up seeing his beautiful wife come out naked. She seemed to look better every time he saw her bare form, "After dinner, let's come back and I'll make up for my lack of attention to you," Brett said as he watched Stacy getting dressed, "Though looking at how hot you look right now, perhaps we could skip dinner," he said as he came over to her.
"Right. Skip what basically is a business meeting with your boss. Not happening," she said as she stroked his crotch, "Though after dinner you can excuse us from any evening shows so I can feel this nice cock inside me." She went to the closet and pulled on a dress, then grabbed her heels.
Brett felt his cock harden and pulled her hand away, "Let's hold off on giving me a chubby until we're back here," he looked at the red dress hugging and accentuating her assets, "Christ! I really feel like I blew it last night not being there for you and sticking you with a senior citizen all night. I hope he didn't snore or anything."
Stacy laughed, "He's not a senior citizen. You should have seen him on the dance floor. He has incredible moves, you could learn a thing or two from him," she turned away to put on her shoes, "And no, he didn't snore.
We were both so tired we were out like a light." She looked at her husband realizing he never said anything about his luck at the tables, "How'd you do last night? I forgot to ask."
Brett grinned, "I got on a roll and hated to stop, but came out $786 ahead. I'd love to get back and see if my luck holds, but I'm thinking I can get lucky in a better way tonight," he chuckled.
Stacy stroked his pants, "You better say stuff like that, though I know how much you were looking forward to gambling a bit here. Tomorrow night you can see if your luck holds at the table. Tonight you can see how your luck holds in bed," she said softly as she patted her ass.
"Really? I thought were kidding yesterday," he looked at her eagerly.
"Perhaps it's how horny I've been but I'm up for anything right now, so make sure you get us back here right after dinner." She turned and crawled up on the bed. "In case you have ideas about trying your luck elsewhere tonight," she purred as she buried her chest on the bed and pulled up her dress.
Brett looked at his wife lewdly thrusting her ass in the air, her pussy and puckered asshole offered to him and felt like calling Dave and canceling dinner when his cell rang, "Sorry, yes. We're just leaving the room now...K, got it, be right down." He took Stacy's hand as she climbed off the bed grinning at him, "Evil, so fucking evil," he moaned, "I hope this settles down before we gat down to the lobby," indicating the front of his pants.
Dinner was excellent, but the conversation was again boring. Stacy sat back and listened while the four men discussed all the day's activities but hearing Brett ask her something, she turned, "I'm sorry. I was, actually, I was trying to stay awake. You guys are truly dull. What did you ask?"
Brett chuckled, "Sorry, but you don't have to pay attention. Then it's even more boring. Anyhow, you're going to hate this, but Dave and I have to meet with Simpson Group at 9. I hope you don't mind me leaving you for another night, but I promise I'll be back to the room right after." He looked over at his boss, "How long do you think?"
Dave looked at the girl, "Sorry Stacy. These guys are talkers. I am just taking Brett because he's more to the point than these two, plus this is his win, so you'll probably be asleep."
Stacy felt a bit disappointed wanting her husband to take care of her, but shrugged it off, "I'm the interloper here. I did invite myself along so that's fine. I am halfway through The Martian, so I'll stay in and read tonight.
Louie nudged John, "You think Eva would be pissed if we check out that show over at Caesars?"
The man laughed, "Of course she would. You know her as well as I do, so let's make sure she never finds out." He stood up, "Louie and I are going to go back and change," he looked at Stacy, "Can we give you a ride?"
Brett got up as his wife did, "Sorry honey. I'll be quiet when I come in tonight. I guess this is a really bad vacation for you, perhaps things will get more exciting tomorrow evening," he said as he kissed her, "Love you."
He looked at his boss, "Where are we meeting them?"
Stacy climbed in the back of the cab between the two men. They were still joking about this woman they both seemed to know well, "Who is Eva? I mean you both seem to really know her."
John laughed, "My ex. Louie's current wife."
"Oh wow. That must be really tough. Isn't that weird?" Stacy asked.
Louie looked at his friend, "Not really. John. Eva and I all went to the same school, then college. It was strange, but I went with Eva in junior high, then we broke up and she started dating John. Then in college, they broke up and we got back together, though there was a year or two where we were both dating her. John then got together with a girl he met in his history class and after graduation, I got a job in Detroit and she and John got back together."
"I asked her to marry me, June of 2010 and Louie was best man," John continued. "We both joined this company and I think it was in 2014 that the three of us were at a company picnic and we suddenly realized what Eva and Louie had was stronger than what she and I had. I mean, no cheating or anything, but her face lit up every time he talked to her. I don't think I ever noticed her look at me that way," John said sadly, "I mean, I loved her, still do, but the spark those two had was unmistakable. I asked her about it and, well she broke down," his voice quavered, "Um, anyhow I decided not to stand in the way. We're still really good friends, but she does admit she misses getting a big cock," he laughed.
Louie reached across and smacked his friend, "You wish. I think that was why she preferred me. I mean, didn't you get tired of hearing, 'are you in me?'" he chuckled. He opened the door and climbed out at the hotel before John could answer.
Stacy laughed hearing the sexual banter between the two interrupted only when they each gave her a hug at her door. She felt like she was younger since she'd not heard men tease each other like that since college. She wondered about the three of them, though. How fun would it be for Brett to invite another man into the bedroom? She undressed, pulled on her long tee and climbed into bed. She had just read where Mark Watney blew himself up in the hab trying to make water when she heard a knock on the door.
"She is probably asleep," John suggested, "or not," he said as the door cracked open.
Stacy peered around the door, "Hey guys. Done measuring your dicks, or did you come to borrow a ruler?"
Louie laughed, "I suggested it but John backed down. No, we actually thought it was rude not to ask if you wanted to join us since Brett will be tied up all night. We're heading over to see a show."
Stacy looked down at her shirt and thought about getting dressed and going out or lolling in bed, "Tempting, but I am tired. I would be up for company if you wanted to hang with a boring married woman," she suggested.
John looked at Louie, "It might be better than the show, which is almost sold out. I'm ok with staying in. Do we anything to drink?"
Louie brightened up, "I picked up a couple of bottles of wine...Eva's favorite, but I can get more. Hang on," he said as he hurried back to his room.
Stacy was going to tell them to wait while she put something on, but seeing John standing there, she shrugged and opened the door looking embarrassed, "Please ignore my skimpy attire, I wasn't expecting company. Let me get something on over this," she said, stepping aside.
John stepped in openly admiring the thin cotton draped across those large breasts, the outline and shape of her puffy areola and hard nipples apparent, "No, please. Your room, you dress and relax however you want." He stepped in and went over to the small kitchen area and grabbed glasses, "So, I really hope we're not ruining your evening. I wasn't really all that excited about the show, I mean it's well done but seeing naked women and not having one around for relief is just frustrating," he laughed, "Too much information?"



Stacy laughed as she went to the closet to get a robe, but turned to open the door, "Yeah. I was raised by nuns and wasn't allowed to know anything about sex until just last month," she felt Louie's eyes travel over her form as she held open the door, "So John tells me you passed up ogling naked women to drink with me? I suddenly feel a bit of pressure."
The man laughed, "Sure, a lot of naked women, but that gets old after a while...though I haven't found that quite yet," he opened a bottle, "Ok, let's at least toast to landing the Simpson account." He looked at Stacy, "You realize that your husband landed the largest sale our company has ever made and Brett will be getting a huge commission?"
"Seriously? We haven't had even a minute to talk all week. That's incredible. Ok, I'll definitely drink to that," she grinned as she accepted the glass. She thought about getting the robe, but they'd had an eyeful and passed on ogling strange women, so why not her? Plus, it was suddenly feeling warm in the room.
They talked about the sale, then they asked Stacy how Brett and she met, then as they started on the second bottle she couldn't help herself, "Ok, I have to ask. Have you...Ok, maybe I don't know how to phrase this, but does Eva...has Eva done both of you at the same time?"
Louie laughed, "No. John and I have suggested it, but she is very adamant. She is with me and John is in the past."
"I know, right? I do miss that with Eva," he blushed, "She really is active in bed. Louie is a really lucky guy." He looked down at his hands, "I've been with a few women but they all seem...I don't know, maybe not as passionate as Eva." he looked at Louie, "No biggie, it's all good," he chuckled.
Stacy listened to their banter but could not get comfortable. She tried to sit on the bed modestly, but the shirt was not that long, and she knew they would easily make out the fact that her nipples were hard. She accepted more wine and held up the glass as if toasting, "This is really nice, Italian?"
Louie told them about the region and what years produced the most robust grapes. They talked about where they went to school and Stacy found herself relaxing, though she also noticed they'd almost finished off the 2nd bottle. She was aware their eyes kept glancing at her crotch and quickly closed her legs having unconsciously sat cross-legged, "Shit, sorry. I totally forgot...." She blushed.
John kept having to adjust his junk seeing the woman's pussy totally exposed. He always loved smooth pussies and Stacy's was perfectly clean with a smooth vulva. He'd heard the term fortune-cookie snatch and never realized what it really was, but hers was like that. He could see a glistening of fluids seeping out and considered how easily his cock would slide in but pulled his thoughts back as he was not about to sport a tent in his pants. He knew Louie was also having issues, but he didn't want to hurt his relationship with Brett so he tried to talk himself out of looking. "No, please. This is your room and we sort of intruded. We should go, it is almost 11 anyhow and Brett and Dave should be about done." He stood and leaned over to kiss the girl on the cheek, "Trust me, though, if you weren't married to a friend of mine, I'd suggest I stay, and please do not be embarrassed."
Louie got up and saluted Stacy with a grin, "Thanks. It has to be the wine talking, but I've rarely seen anything so beautiful in my life. We were actually debating whether you were a natural blonde and I was right," his eyes flicked down towards her crotch. "But goodnight. It was fun, but I think it'd be better if you didn't have two men in your room when Brett gets back," he said as he turned towards the door.
Stacy laughed, "Christ. You could have asked. But that is not always reliable. I know quite a few natural blondes with dark bushes. Mine just happens to be light. She got up to see them out when they heard John's phone buzz. "Who would text you at this hour?" she asked, "Are you on duty or something?"
John laughed and held up the text, "Guys? Are you still out at a show? Want to hit the tables for a few hours? I'm at the same table as last night." He looked at the woman, "I hope this doesn't piss you off. He won a ton the other night. I was amazed."
Stacy shook her head, "No, he loves hitting the tables when he gets a chance to come out here. I've never seen him bet on anything back home but getting to sit at a blackjack table...." She looked at the bed, "He might not need sleep, but I do," she went over and picked up the half bottle of wine, "though we could just finish this."
They sat back on the bed having distributed the last of the wine, "So we've talked about Eva and us, I'd like to get perspective. Can I ask you some questions of a personal nature?" Louie asked.
Stacy laughed, "I've sat cross-legged without panties, my twat totally exposed. Please tell me you're not going get more personal than that," she made a point of confirming her legs were together and tee-shirt pulled down.
The man chuckled, "It might be, but you look really uncomfortable. We already saw you and if you flash us again so what? Anyhow, we joked about who had a bigger cock, you know John and me, but since we're not, um, involved with you, how much does it really matter to women? The cliche, does size matter?"
Stacy blushed hearing this. She almost blurted out that up until last night she thought it didn't matter, but instead she considered all her experiences. "Ok, I can say that, um, being, crap! Being screwed by someone with a large cock is a bit more pleasurable, but it would make a difference only if all the other factors were the same," she looked at them "I mean, passion, love, how patient or urgent my lover is. The quantity and quality of the foreplay. How long he lasts, does he hold off until, you know..." she blushed and looked down, "This is really personal."
"Ok, hypothetically, you've had sex with two men. One has a small cock but is highly skilled with his tongue, knows what triggers you but when he puts it in, you barely notice. Or another guy who basically does the minimum to get you wet but has a long fat cock and when he puts it in, well let's say you know. If they have identical stamina, which would you prefer?" John asked, "This is actually really intriguing," he chuckled.
"God! You guys are really blunt, aren't you? Look, perhaps there's another factor I didn't mention, love. Are we in love, or are these one-night stands?" she asked.
"Quick fucks. You're at a party and you are chatting with a guy and he suggests he shows you the house, and you've read Penthouse Letters, you know what happens," John said. "Actually, the opposite of love, never even get their names."
Stacy felt her nipples get hard as John nailed her favorite fantasy and she suddenly realized it was the 2nd guy. She looked at the two men, "Ok, this might be shallow, but getting stretched out by a fat cock is really nice," she shifted on the bed trying to stifle the throbbing between her legs, "Can we change the subject? Maybe play cards or something?"
Louie laughed, "Sure. Sorry if this made you uncomfortable, I've always been curious." He watched as the beautiful blonde rolled off the bed and went over to her purse.
Stacy reached for the deck she'd put in thinking she and Brett might play a few hands of something when she saw the cloth measuring tape she kept for when she went clothes shopping. She pulled it out and grinned at the men, "Care to finally find out?" She quickly tossed it back in.
"I'd do it, but we both know Louie'd prefer not to," John laughed.
"Screw you, come on. Let's do this once and for all!" He looked over at Stacy, "Just hide in the bathroom, but toss me the tape," he said firmly, "we've joked about this for what? 10 years?"
Stacy hesitated that groaned, "Seriously? Ok, but I'll do the measuring. I have touched penises before." She looked at the men kneeling on the bed, "Well? Or is this more male bullshit?"
John got up off the bed and pulled off his pants and boxers. Soon Louie joined him. Stacy came over and sighed, "This is just not going to work," she stroked the half-hard cocks. "Ok, you tell anyone about this and I'll rip these off, but I assume you'd like to be fully erect?"
John groaned as he watched and felt those warm lips wrap around his cock. He thought about trying not to get hard to prolong this, but both the image of his co-worker's wife's perfect lips stretched around his cock and her obvious skills brought him to full erection. He sighed loudly when she pulled her mouth off him.
"That worked," she said happily. She took the tape and measured from the root to the head, "Ok, I'm impressed. 8 5/8". Nice." She then measured the fattest part, "6 7/8" around. Impressive." She kissed the head then jotted down the numbers, "Ok, you can put that away now," she chuckled. "Ok, let's see what Louie has to offer."
Louie was almost fully erect seeing how hard the blonde's nipples were and how deftly she handled a cock. She wasted no time sucking on his head then taking half in her mouth. He wanted to grab that golden hair and use that warm mouth but resisted. He also groaned as she pulled off. "Not fair, you sucked on John's longer."
"Take pride that you're more efficient. Ok, let's see..." she measured his length and girth, "Hmmm. I cannot say who is the winner." She looked at John, "Yours is longer, 8 5/8" to Louie's whose is 7 3/4". That's almost an inch. Both are way above average by the way, but Louis has you in girth," she said, still stroking the fattest cock she'd ever seen, "7 3/8" to..." she looked at the note pad, "6 5/8"." She sat back on her heels looking at the two cocks, thinking back to the night before, how big was Dave compared to these guys? Bigger, smaller? She hadn't really paid attention except for how great it felt inside her. She almost chuckled wondering how she could get with him to measure.
She saw that she was still stroking both cocks and pulled her hands away, "I am tempted, but you'd better put those away -- perhaps go in and splash cold water on your faces."
Stacy considered telling them they had to leave so she could attend to the urgent pulsing in her crotch but saw they still each had half glasses of wine left. They both looked a lot less hard when they came out. She held up the cards, "Blackjack, spades?"
Louie got up on the bed, "Right now all I can think of is strip poker," he laughed, "but I'm sure there's another game was all know," he said.
"I wondered which of you would suggest that, though I pegged John for that," she laughed.
"I was thinking that also," John chuckled, "But it wouldn't really be fair," he looked at her one item of clothing.
She laughed, "Hell, I complimented you on how efficient you were getting hard. The point to strip poker is to get naked. This would be really efficient, though not much of a tease," she said softly. She was shocked she was actually considering it wanting to see those cocks again. She was about to suggest gin rummy when Louie took the deck from her.
"Ok, it's settled. Strip poker it is, but to make it a bit fairer you just need to raise your shirt up a fifth of the way every time you lose. When you lose the fifth hand, you lose the shirt. We basically each just have 5 pieces of clothing on." He looked at the others while shuffling. Seeing Stacy blush, he put the deck down for her to cut, "Ready?"
All three felt an ache in their midsections thinking about what they were doing. Louie and Stacy were married and all three were considering the consequences of screwing and the effect on Brett. Rather than stopping this, it made it all the more exciting. "Ok, deal. I guess you've seen my twat already, I've seen your cocks, very impressive ones if I may say, so what do we have to lose?" she asked quietly.
Stacy and John lost the first hand, John lost his socks and Stacy pulled up her tee so her crotch was once again uncovered. Shrugging her shoulders she got comfortable sitting cross-legged.
As the clothes came off and Stacy's shirt rose up, the conversations stopped. Stacy had the shirt tied just under her breasts, John and Louie were in their boxers. Stacy picked up the deck, "This is it. I win and I get to see those great looking cocks of yours. I am tempted to then send you both back to your rooms while I keep your clothes."
Louie laughed, "Damn, you're evil. And here I thought I couldn't get any harder." He put out a hand stopping the girl from dealing the first card, "Good point though. The two losers have to go get ice." He grinned.
"Wait, there's no ice machine on this floor," Stacy observed, "We'd have to go up or down a floor in the elevator." Seeing Louie nod, she grinned, "Oh you see the look on someone's face when you two get on the elevator sporting those logs," she laughed.
John looked at the girl's chest, "Hell! When you bounce down the hall and bend over to fill the ice bucket, I'll wish I had won."
"I fill the ice bucket, why not one of you?" Stacy spat out.
Both men shook their heads, "If you lose, you need to fill it and I'm thinking one ice cube at a time," Louie chuckled. His cock throbbed thinking about it. He was so hard he worried he might suffer bruising, but this whole night was incredibly arousing. "I'll tell you what," he looked over at John who nodded, "Deal yourself a sixth card to make it fair. If you lose with that advantage then you have to do that and I mean one cube at a time," he said staring at her nipples that seemed to get even harder.
She dealt the cards and looked at her hand. Even with six cards, she had crap. After drawing she tossed down the cards, "Had I not dealt I'd have accused you of cheating," she sighed as she untied then pulled off her tee. She looked at John stepping out of his boxers, his cock jutting out parallel to the floor. Both men 's eyes were glued to her breasts. She rolled off the bed and grabbed the bucket.
"Hang on," Louie said coming over to her, "Let me see these. Wow!" he sighed as he hefted them, "Talk about huge. I knew you were pretty well stacked but these are impressive," he stroked her rock-hard nipples.
Stacy backed away feeling her knees begin to buckle, "I never said you could touch, just look. Ok, let's do this."
Louie pulled on his clothes, "I'm coming along. Someone has to be sure there's no cheating. Come on guys, I trust John, but with your womanly charms he might convince you to cheat."
Louie waved them out into the hallway. "You should be fine. It's one in the morning, but it's clear," he laughed.
Stacy found herself walking faster as she headed down the hall to the elevators. She glanced at Dave's door remembering where she was just 24 hours ago and hoped he wasn't looking out. John was fast and got to the elevators first and hit the up button. She couldn't believe she was doing this as she'd never been an exhibitionist. The doors opened revealing a pair of women, and Louie stepped in first acting as if he didn't know the naked couple. The two women stepped back and blushed seeing the naked couple step into the elevator.
"I love Vegas. Aren't you glad I talked you into coming now?" one of the 60-something women giggled.
"Helen, you told me there were shows, but..." she tapped John on the shoulder, "Excuse me, are you part of the entertainment here?"
John turned and smiled at them, "Yes ma'am, we are. You just need to ask for the special room service menu," he said. He held up the ice bucket, "For the champagne," he said.
"Evelyn, he's got as much between his legs as Don and Fred put together." Helen sighed. She reached out her hand to grip the log dangling between the man's legs but stopped hearing her friend hiss at her while slapping her hand back.
"It's fine," Stacy said cheerfully, "It's part of the service so go ahead and sample."
Both Helen and Evelyn reached out and stroked the man, sighing loudly as he grew hard again. When the door opened they pulled their hands back and stared as the couple got off at the next floor, "We hope to see more of you."
Louie had immediately gotten off and headed left as if he were not with them, while the others looked to the right. Stacy started giggling, "And here I thought I was the one to be ogled. I'll bet you could have made some decent pocket change back there," she said. "Christ, why is the ice machine at the far end?"
They both walked quickly to the vending room and Stacy sighed seeing that filling the bucket meant kneeling down. Louie leaned against the wall grinning as that gorgeous ass was fully exposed as she got down to fill up the bucket, "Remember one cube at a time and not with your hands. That's just unsanitary. Use the scoop." He felt his cock throb seeing her cheeks spread open, he puckered hole and wet slit on full display. He looked over as a couple of college-age boys came down the hall. "Hey guys, my friend here would be glad to fill your ice bucket for you," he nodded down to Stacy as they looked into the room.
"Wow! How did you get her to do that?" one asked.
"This is Vegas and my friends here will bet on anything. Stacy, sweetie, please fill their bucket for them," Louie asked cheerfully.
Stacy sat up accepting the bucket knowing they were checking out her breasts before kneeling back and scooping ice. She felt their eyes on her exposed crotch so she quickly filled the pail then turned and handed it back but Louie interrupted, "That's not very polite, shouldn't you stand up when greeting people?"
Stacy muttered she was going to kill Louie, but stood up and handed the two boys the bucket, "I hope that's enough," she said.
Neither boy said a word, their eyes scanning the naked form, their eyes spending considerable time on her breasts, nipples, and pussy but finally nodded, "Sure. Yes, thanks, I mean it. Thanks." one said before turning and heading back to their room, both glancing back repeatedly.
Stacy knelt back down and scooped up one cube at a time thinking how exposed she was. How easy it would be for either one to kneel down and drive his cock into her. Her forearm brushed against her dangling breast and almost came from the stimulation. By the time she was done filling the container, she'd felt slight disappointment neither man had taken her. She stood and looked at both seeing neither was trying to hide their erections, "Ok, let's hope we get back to the room without an issue."
They passed a couple on the way back getting on the elevator. The woman immediately pulled her husband away and down the hall in a huff. It was a relief for Stacy getting back into the room, but she started giggling immediately. "I've done nothing like that since college. Wow, that was strange," she giggled. She looked at the naked man and had a sudden realization, she'd never been naked with a man in a room before without getting fucked. His impressive cock was still very plump and she wondered what it would feel like inside her, but she shook that off.
"Well guys, this was fun, but I might be able to sleep in but you have that 7 AM breakfast," she looked over at the clock showing after 2 AM.
Ok," Louie said, "but you'll always wonder."
"Wonder what?" Stacy said as she pulled on her tee-shirt.
"Whether a fat cock that stretches you out feels better than a big cock that reaches places you've never felt." Louie said as he pulled out his fat cock, "We can show you. You might never get an opportunity like this again," he said, "though it would be better to engage a guy with a small or average-sized cock to really compare." He glanced over at Brett's suitcase as if implying....
Stacy was about to protest and defend her husband but decided to bite her tongue not wanting to go there. She looked at the two men, their cocks looking abnormally large sticking out. "Nice offer, but I am married to your co-worker, and..." she stopped, hearing her phone buzz. Scowling, she went over and saw a text from Brett. After reading the screen, she tossed the phone on the table, "on the other hand, it seems Brett is occupied."



Louie picked up the phone and read the message, "Sorry to wake you, but I didn't want you to worry. I am on a roll and I'll be quiet when I get back around 6 so I can shower, etc.. Love you." He looked over at the blonde, "Are you sure? Just because you're pissed at your husband...."
Without a word she pulled off her tee and knelt down between the two men, "Are you seriously going to question this?" she asked as she stroked both cocks. Soon she took John's cock in her mouth again amazed how wide she had to open her jaw. She parted her legs and thrust her ass back as Louie crawled down and pressed his mouth to her throbbing pussy.
Stacy's jaw was starting to ache, but the man bathing her crotch with his tongue knew what he was doing. Her knees parted wider and she felt that active tongue press inside her. Louie's hands were stroking her ass, his tongue bathing her crotch periodically brushing against her anus. She knew that was what they'd want, to take both her holes. She's never done anal, never even came close, but she was not sure she'd stop them if they wanted her. She felt close to cumming but pulled off the large cock and looked up at the man, "I think you're ready. Let's do this on the bed though. I think I'd like to try longer first if that's ok with you Louie," she said looking over her shoulder, "Damn, you're really good with your tongue, though."
Louie helped the girl to her feet and kissed her. "I've wanted to do that as much as anything," he said. We're going to need a towel or two on the bed so we don't make a mess."
Louie went and grabbed a couple from the bathroom and laid them out so John led her over to the bed.
The man looked at the beautiful woman offering herself to him and stroked his cock as she lay on her back, legs opened wide. "I'll take it slow, but you have to be honest with us. There will be no hard feelings, but you need to tell us which is better length or width," he said as he crawled between her legs.
"But what if I hate both?" she asked as she gripped that long cock and lined the head up with her slit. "Also, I'm not on the pill and Brett uses rubbers, though I'm not currently fertile, I just don't think it would be a fair test for Louie if you flood my cunt with your sperm," she said, "but you can cum in my mouth."
"Ok," John sounded disappointed, "I really wanted to cum all over your tits, but I guess I'll cum in your mouth," he chuckled, "but if you hate it, obviously you tell us but I'll apologize in advance as that is not going to stop me from fucking you," John chuckled. "Oh God! You are so fucking tight!" he gasped as he slid into the girl, "Louie, you need to feel this cunt. Wow!" He pulled out and drove deeper into the girl each time feeling the incredible grip on his cock. "Shit, no way can I last," he sputtered.
Stacy cried out as she felt a cock press against her cervix. She'd heard girls tell her they'd been bruised by a man's cock there, but she never believed them. This wasn't painful, but strange. She heard a strange grunting every time he plunged into her realizing it was her voice. Louie had come over and grabbed one breast while attacking her other nipple with his mouth. This was too much for her as she thrust her hips hard against him while grabbing his ass and came as hard as she ever had.
John kept trying to hold off but as the girl's cunt gripped his cock and her pelvis ground against him, it was too much. He pulled out and as Louie rolled off the girl he quickly climbed up to the girl's face, "Oh fuck, I'm cumming, Stacy...oh fuck!" he grunted as he felt the welcome release. He shot a jet against her face before he felt her mouth suck eagerly on his cock as spurt after spurt shot down her throat. He'd been horny for days and had stored up what felt like a quart of cum.
Stacy swallowed rapidly and smacked her lips as the man pulled out of her mouth. She sighed, "Damn, you almost drowned me, but you felt really good inside me." She grabbed some tissues and wiped the cream off her face before turning her attention to the fatter cock, stroking it eagerly as she again lined the head up. "I love being on top, but for the purpose of the test, fuck the shit out of me just as John did."
Louie sighed loudly as he pressed hard before popping into the girl, "Holy shit! You weren't kidding." He looked down at the blonde, "All night I've been admiring those tits of yours but fuck me! You have the tightest cunt I've ever felt. I hope I'm not hurting you," he moaned.
"Oh fuck! Shit, you're big. There, yes more," Stacy panted as the man worked more and more of his cock inside her, "Ok, fuck me, yesssss." She stroked the man's chest, "It's only fair since John got to go first, you can cum inside me or in my mouth. Oh, wow!" she threw her head back feeling Louie's cock bury itself inside her.
Louie leaned down to suck on her nipple as he began thrusting into that tight cunt. He felt a rush as her arms went around him, stroking his back passionately, her crotch thrusting eagerly back as he pulled plunged back into her incredibly tight pussy. His balls ached more than he'd ever felt having been teased and aroused by this girl for hours. Her squeals got louder the harder he pounded into her, and her arms gripped him encouraging his assault on her cunt. She cried out as she came, her feet planted on the bed as she thrust her pelvis against him.
The girl felt almost agonizing waves of pleasure erupt from her womb and shoot through her body. Her orgasm with John had been as powerful she'd ever felt, but this was even more intense. 'G-spot?' she thought. 'I always assumed that was a myth.' She ground enthusiastically against the man as he was getting close to cumming. "That's it, baby, fuck my poor cunt with your fat cock. Cum inside me. I want you to fill me up," she panted.
Louie wanted it to last but the way she writhed under him made it impossible. With a loud moan, he slammed into her and felt spasm after spasm of hot sperm release into her cunt. He could hear all the mixed fluids sloshing and leaking out onto the towel. His arms gave out and he flopped onto his side, his cock still buried in that tight cunt.
John came back with wads of tissue and as his friend's cock popped out of the swollen pussy, a stream of cum flowed out onto the towel.
He handed her most of the tissues and the rest to Louie, "Sorry. I should have warned you, I cum a lot and the way you've been keeping me aroused....I hope I didn't choke you, I was a bit excited," he said as she finally cleaned the dripping cum off her face before cleaning between her legs.
"Me too," the other man moaned, "Shit! I fell like my dick was caught in a vise. Brett must be the happiest man in the world," he sighed as he rolled off the bed. He staggered into the bathroom soon joined by Stacy. "Man! If anyone had ever told me I'd be standing naked next to any woman as hot as you, I'd have laughed it off. You are a great fuck with the tightest cunt I've ever felt if it's ok to say that," he chuckled.
"Ah, that's really sweet of you to say that. You should write for Hallmark, but thanks. I'm always afraid I'll be a letdown...I mean, men have told me I'm sexy and well...." She kissed him, "You have an incredible cock, by the way." She stroked him, "Eva must be really happy."
They came out and John was already dressed, "I'm going to get my usual three hours on these trips, but we need your ruling, long or fat?"
Stacy blushed, "I'd like to do more research, you know, me on top, taken from behind, bent over the arm of a couch...but you did ask me to be honest." She looked over at Louie as he pulled on his pants, "Getting stretched out was a little better, but before you feel bad, yours were by far the two best cocks I've ever been fucked with." She looked down, "I shouldn't have said that, but I guess it's true. Brett's cock is great, but...you know...." She picked up her tee-shirt, "Also, I'm intrigued by the thought of you buried deep in my ass, Louie in my pussy. No man has ever come close to filling me up with as much cum as you both did. You sure have some impressive balls, too." She kissed each man, "Ok, get the fuck out of my room while I look for some air freshener, oh and take these empties and glasses out of here."
***********************************************
Brett quietly crept in knowing he'd have to shower quickly to make the 7 AM breakfast. He took out the wad of hundreds and put them in the dresser drawer hoping it would make up for not coming back to the room last night. He looked over at his beautiful wife. She looked so calm and happy sleeping. He noticed the deck of cards and her iPad next to the bed. He shook his head sadly knowing she had to be really bored if she played solitaire last night.
After dressing, he crept over and kissed Stacy, "Sorry to wake you," he said as she pulled him against her body. His hand slid under the shirt and felt those breasts he promised to stimulate last night. "I love you and hopefully we can spend the evening together tonight."
Stacy stroked her husband's back, "I totally understand. I did invite myself and you have to attend to business, plus I know how much you've looked forward to playing blackjack." She kissed him, "How the hell can you function without sleep?" she asked. "Or is that not what's on your mind?" she purred feeling his erection as he rolled between her legs.
"I could skip the breakfast meeting. I really do owe you. At this rate I'll have to bury my face between your legs for a couple of hours," he said softly, "Christ, you have too good a body to not take advantage of daily."
"So, your take on this is you need to use me? Not satisfy my needs?" she asked, "Kidding. I understand." She pushed him off, "Look, go to your breakfast meeting. I need to get my ass out of bed and explore more of the strip...though I might go down to the pool again. Maybe that nice boy who helped me with my sunscreen is there," she said as she looked towards the window.
"I'm not sure I like leaving you alone. I'm thinking I should stay here and make sure you don't try to scratch that itch you always seem to have," he chuckled.
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Drew stood up seeing the vision from the other day walk towards the pool, "Hey Stacy. I've been wondering where you've been." He indicated a chaise, "Join me?"
Stacy felt a rush remembering the thoughts she'd had about this boy, "Sure. What do you do, just hang out here trying to pick up girls?"
"Do, or do not. There is no try," Drew said in a Yoda voice. "I've done quite a few," he looked around at a few of the women around the pool, "This is like shooting fish in a barrel."
Stacy lay down, "Seriously? Be honest. How long have you been here and how many women have you scored with?"
"Ok, I got here Monday and..." he flicked up fingers, counting, "Seven. I hoped it would have been eight," he said looking pointedly at the blonde's body, "You would have been my best score"
"Wow! Wait. It's Wednesday. You're capable of...really?" she asked, "I'm impressed," she sighed, seeing him nod. She looked around, "Ok, who are you planning on seducing next?" she looked around, "The Asian woman over there is very beautiful, or the redhead by the hot tub," she pointed out.
"You, I'm afraid they pale in comparison to you," he said, "Every woman I've been with after seeing you, feeling you on Monday just made me want you more," he reached over and stroked her thigh. "I already know what I'm going to do to you, and I think you know it too, I can see it in your face and by how hard your nipples just got."
Stacy made no move to move his hand, somewhat intrigued by the brashness of the boy. "You're pretty confident in yourself. Maybe my nipples are hard because a cool breeze just came up and I can imagine what it is you want, I am married. My husband seems to demonstrate what guys want a lot."
"Then why are you here? I know you want to lie by the pool, but why next to me? Perhaps you remember when I showed you how much I was attracted to you?" he asked, "I see," he laughed as Stacy's eye's flicked down to the boy's crotch, "Just ask," he said as he looked around. Seeing no one was looking their way he repeated himself, "You want to see it, don't you? Am I as big as you thought? How fat am I? What would I feel like inside you? How long can I last? Don't lie to yourself, you've been asking yourself those questions."
Stacy shook her head. Those were almost the exact thoughts she had in her head. She stood up, wrapping the towel around herself, "You are full of yourself. You think all women just want a big cock? There is so much more to sex than that," she said, "I'd better go in since I forgot sunscreen and I am sure to get burned if I stay here," she turned and walked towards the hotel door.
"Wait. I'm sorry. I might have assumed too much, I'll walk you in and I promise not to stick my cock in you while we're walking, I might rub it against you or perhaps adjust it," he said sincerely looking around, "This is a rough part of town."
Stacy laughed, "Ok, I guess that's fair. You keep that thing in your pants, and I'll keep my knee out of your crotch." She looked him up and down, "Come on, just as far as my door, but then you'll just have to find a woman to stick your cock in other than me.
On the far side, two women looked knowingly at each other, "Lucky girl," one of them said. "I could barely feel Tim inside me the other night, so maybe we should warn her."
The other giggled, "I actually asked Jim to...um, to...you know, take my other hole so I could feel him," she blushed furiously.
"Lois! You didn't...um, how was it? Did it hurt?"
"It felt great but as you said, I couldn't feel much of him in my twat so I needed to feel something," she sighed. "Why won't he do us again?"
"I think you can see why," the woman sighed.
Stacy scanned her key and started to open the door, "Thanks. I feel so much better with a big strong man like you to protect me, now go, I can do this myself."
Drew grinned, "I knew it. I knew you wanted me. Had you invited me in I would have thought you'd be determined to just tease me and leave me hanging, but you don't trust yourself alone with me. I know it's just a matter of time," he made a fist pump and turned to go back to the elevators.
Stacy shook her head, "Shit, ok. You can come in, but just because it's amusing how full of yourself you are." She held open the door, "Ok, hang on while I grab the bottle."
Drew's eyes scanned the beautiful form as she walked to the bathroom. He wanted to press his face between those creamy cheeks...then bury his cock there. He adjusted his package so it was not so obvious what he anticipated would happen. He watched the woman come back holding out the lotion.
"Ok, since you're here, you can put this on my back, then we can get back to the pool. I'm not about to get all weak in the knees just because a good-looking guy is in my room," she turned away to let the boy apply the lotion. She suddenly wondered why she'd forgotten to grab the sunscreen. It was something she always did...she internally smacked herself thinking the obvious.
"Man! Such flawless skin. You are so lucky, here, I've got to undo these," he said as he pulled the strings on her top.
Stacy held the top against her breasts as the boy's strong hands rubbed the lotion in. When he got to her lower back, she stopped him as he tried to untie the bottoms, "I can do the rest, thanks."
Drew stroked the lotion onto the backs of her thighs, "You can, but why? I've already got it on my hands and I can ensure you are totally covered. I understand if you don't trust yourself," he stood up, holding out the bottle.
Stacy laughed, "So true. I'm this close to dropping to my knees and sucking on that huge cock of yours. Go on, you can finish," she said as she tossed her bikini top onto the bed. "I guess you've already seen me topless. She felt a rush as the boy's fingers pulled on the strings of her bottoms knowing she was now fully naked in front of a virtual stranger...except for her sandals. His hands did feel good as he stroked her ass, thighs. When he finished with her ankles, she felt the unwelcome pulsing in her crotch as he turned her around his face right in front of her pussy.
Drew took in a deep breath, the pungent aroma of her arousal was intoxicating. He was pleased to see she was truly a natural blonde, keeping a nicely trimmed patch above her smoothly shaved pussy. He slipped off her sandals and looked up at the woman, "A lot of people burn here, and that can make wearing shoes painful. Why don't you sit on the edge of the bed...great. This will make it easier," he said.
Stacy knew all that, and also knew he wanted her on the bed to more easily see between her legs. Would she let him apply lotion there? Or would she insist that that is something she can do herself? She could smell her arousal and hoped the boy wouldn't notice. She suddenly realized that before this trip to Vegas, Brett had been the only man to see her naked since they'd met.
Drew took a leg and lifting if up worked the sunscreen in, intentionally opening her legs wider. His favorite pussy, a clamshell. She acted like this wasn't affecting her, but the glistening fluids leaking out told the real story. He made a point of stroking just up to her eager pussy, then back. He went over to the other leg, repeating the process. She'd laid back, eyes closed and her breathing was a bit deeper. On this leg, he spent a bit more time on her upper inner thigh, gently stroking and teasing. His cock felt like it was going to rip through his shorts as her lips swelled and opened like small petals. He wanted to run his tongue between those two pink flaps.
Stacy unconsciously opened her legs wider feeling his thumbs rubbing the lotion just outside her labia. She sat up, "Ok, I can take it from here," she held out her hand.
Drew nodded, "You can, but do you really want to?" he asked as he squirted more on his hands. He ignored her hand and pressed the lotion against her crotch and gently worked it in with his strong fingers. He smiled seeing the woman drop her hand and flop back. As much as he'd have liked to stay there for the next hour, he made a point of efficiently covering every part of her then moving up to her stomach.
Stacy almost cried out when he gently flicked his fingers over her clit and quickly moved on but bit her tongue. She thought about stopping him but gave up trying to resist, flopping her arms down to her sides as the boy's hands covered her breasts. Unlike when he'd applied the lotion on her twat, he seemed determined not to miss any part of her breasts, especially her nipples. The girl lay back, her legs opened wide, pelvis humping air as the man stimulated her nipples.
Drew was fascinated with her tits. He'd been with plenty of women with breasts as large as hers, but they flowed off their chests, while Stacy's mounded on her chest. Her areolas were large and smooth with long fat nipples. He felt the girl's hips move every time his thumbs circled the puffy pink flesh. But when he flicked those hard nubs she let out little gasps. He sucked the right one into his mouth, gently nipping on the rigid flesh with his teeth. He reached down and slid his fingers across her wet slit, his finger sliding easily in as her legs opened.
Stacy's mind was telling her to stop, to push the boy off just as his finger grazed across her clit and plunged inside her, "Stop...fuck, oh God! Drew...please we can't," she sighed.
The boy heard her, but her hips thrusting against his hand said something else. He pulled his finger out and looked at the girl, "Truthfully? You want me to stop?"
Stacy groaned, "Yes...no, but we shouldn't do this...shit, you were right, go ahead...do what you want," she panted. She reached down and tried to push down his shorts with one hand and was happy when the boy pulled them off and climbed between her legs. "Yesssss..." she hissed as that fat head parted her labia, "fuck me, God! you're huge," she groaned as she gripped his hips trying to adapt to his girth. 'Shit! His cock is fatter than Louie's' she thought.
Drew had never felt a tighter cunt than this one. He pulled out and had to press hard to enter farther into the girl. She was practically doing the splits as he plowed deeper and deeper into her, his attention focused on her soft grunts with every push. He wondered if he'd be bruising his cock pushing so hard, but it was worth it. He loved how she thrust back against him, how she held him tight. He prided himself on being able to hold off, sometimes for a couple of hours but not with this pussy, he doubted he'd last 20 minutes. He closed his eyes reveling in the incredible pleasure of this tight cunt.
The girl grabbed his ass and pulled him in, grinding her crotch hard against him, feeling more filled up than she'd ever imagined possible, "Fuck Drew, you're fucking huge," she panted. Her hands roamed all over his chest as he began plunging hard into her over and over. She wondered if those walking down the hall could hear his loud grunts, but then she realized they were hers. She was close to cumming when he stopped.
Drew was feeling like he might cum, so pulled out and grabbed her legs and pushed them so her knees were against her chest. Her tight cunt had closed up and he had to again push his way in but was soon buried deeper than he'd been before. He knew it was good for Stacy hearing her guttural moans, louder this time.
There it was again, the feeling she had with Louie, fuck! it felt good. This boy was hitting something she'd never felt before earlier this morning and she clung hard to him as he aggressively attacked her pussy. Almost without warning the intense feeling exploded and heard herself let out a long cry as she came.
Drew had never had a stronger woman cling to him as she came and he ground back hard against her almost as if they were trying to become one. When she finally came down from her release and relaxed he wanted to see those tits bounce again so he pulled her legs apart and looked down as he aggressively slammed into her cunt.
Stacy's fog cleared after almost passing out and she saw how the boy was watching her breasts bounce around. She stroked his chest, playing with his nipples which she saw sent him over the top, "Cum inside me, fill me up with your cum," she sighed, "unless you want to fuck my tits and cum all over my face."
Drew's balls suddenly ached urgently so he pulled out and climbed onto her chest, sliding his cum-slimed cock between those warm pillows, "Oh, fuck!" he sighed as she pressed them around his cock. He knew he was close and apparently so did Stacy seeing her open her mouth expectantly. He thought about putting his cock between those lips, but as he thought that, he closed his eyes and felt the aching rapidly peak then release.
The girl thought there'd be a few splats on her chin, but had to close her eyes abruptly as hot cum splattered all over her face. She was able to catch some in her mouth but most jetted off her cheeks and eyes. She even got some of the burning cream up her nose.
Drew humped against those tits with each spasm before he sighed happily and rolled off the girl, staggering into the bathroom to get a towel for her. He regretted not warning her, but as he came out, he heard her giggling loudly while scooping the cum into her mouth.
"Holy shit! I was thinking earlier that looked like a firehose between your legs. I was right in more ways than one, thanks," she said accepting the towel. She wiped her face off and rolled off the bed. "I need a shower, join me?"
Stacy shouldn't have been surprised at how quickly the boy recovered, plus they were not good at conserving water as he easily lifted her up and speared her with his huge cock while pressing her back against the wall. By the time they got out, her legs felt like rubber having cum two more times and she was thinking Drew must work out a lot as he easily held her ass as he enthusiastically fucked her.
******
Stacy called down to the front desk to get more towels. They had to be wondering what the hell was going on in this room this was the 2nd time today she'd requested more. Brett would be back soon and she was fairly sure she'd cleaned up all traces of the boy having been in the room. She'd had to clean off the bedcover having had globs of sperm splash off her face onto it. She thought she'd better get dressed as the maid would be dropping off towels soon...unless it's a good-looking guy she internally chuckled. 'I've definitely broken my wedding vows this week. What's one more?' she thought.
As she got dressed and finished cleaning up, she felt her pussy. She was sure she'd be really sore or bruised, but she felt normal, though with a residual tingling. She flopped down on the bed and returned to reading The Martian. She'd been sure she'd have finished it by now but apparently getting fucked by every guy she'd met in Vegas occupied her time. She wondered why she felt no guilt having cheated on Brett. Would he be really angry, sad, depressed if he found out?
She tried to remember Brett getting jealous but couldn't. She replayed the many instances men had hit on her, some more overtly than others. There was Dave's boss's boss's boss...she couldn't recall his name. Anyhow at the Christmas party, she was seemingly in high demand as a dance partner. This was most likely due to wearing that tight dress and nothing under it, not by her choice as much as with Brett's insistence. He seemed to like showing off how sexy his wife was. She'd danced with quite a few of his co-workers, but when she'd finally sat down to catch her breath, this tall older man came over to the table. Brett and the others immediately stood up to greet him, but he held out a hand to her, ignoring all the men at the table and asked if she'd like to dance.
At first, he was very gentlemanly, keeping a decent 6 inches between their bodies as there were a series of slow dances. She later suspected he'd ordered those and also a dimming of the lights. He very smoothly maneuvered them towards the back and the space between them decreased until she was pressed against him. She's glanced back at the table and Brett was glancing over at her but seemed unconcerned as he laughed at a joke or responded to something.
The man told her how beautiful she was and how lucky Brett was. As he told her these things his hands strayed down onto her ass and up her flank feeling the sides of her breasts. She kept looking at Brett and he didn't change expression, though it might have been impossible to see what this man was doing. She found herself with her back to a wall, a hard cock pressing against her and a strong hand having slid through the arm-hole kneading her breast. She wondered who could see, what they could see but also whether they'd make any kind of move. When she felt his finger slide into her, she gently pulled away and excused herself. "I really should get back to my husband," she'd said. She remembered his reply, "I understand, but think about it. You can do a lot for your husband's career."
Brett never said he'd seen, but his actions told her he had. He wasn't at all upset and was a lot more passionate that night. Then last summer at WaterWorld that his company had taken over for a company-wide event. Stacy was a roller-coaster type while Brett preferred nothing more thrilling than bumper-cars. So, she found herself climbing alone to the top of the monstrous water slide while Brett sat with some of his co-workers drinking beer. Somehow, she'd gotten paired up with a boy who worked the mailroom and they slid down together many times. The third time the boy inadvertently grabbed her breast on a turn but kept it there.
She never made a comment nor pulled his hand away. That might have been a mistake as he freely grabbed her breasts every time down. She remembered Brett grinning at her, she thought he assumed it was accidental. Again, Brett was extremely passionate in bed.
Then she thought back when she was waiting tables in college and a group of guys was grabbing her ass every time she walked by. She thought Brett would do something, but just laughed it off, "Hey, I'll bet you got a lot better tips from that table," he'd said. She wasn't too upset having had many grab her, but it was strange that her boyfriend had watched and not said anything. She had started dressing in more revealing clothes at his urging and he was right, her tips went up.
She went back to reading and the crew was finally told about Mark being left on Mars when she heard the door open. She rolled off the bed and greeted her husband, "Wow! You look tired." She led him over to the bed, "We're still meeting for dinner at 7?"
Brett kissed his wife and plopped down on the bed, "Crap, no, I mean yes. We're meeting a few people from the Simpson group at 7, or at least they're sending a car over. Last-minute dinner date I guess. Damn, I need some sleep, but it's my bad. I should have come back a lot earlier last night. I'm so sorry to leave you alone with those two. They act like frat boys at times."
Stacy looked at her husband suddenly afraid of what they told him about last night...this morning, "No, they were great. We had some wine and played cards..."
"Yeah, they told me. Next time don't be afraid of hurting their feelings if you want to go to bed. Anyhow, I need at least an hour, wake me up around 6:30? Oh, and can you, well you know, look really sexy? I'd like to impress them tonight."
"Wait, I'm invited?" seeing him not she continued, "Sexy? That depends, where are we going? Is this a dive bar, diner, upscale restaurant? You need to give me more than that," she said.
"Knowing them, this will be really upscale. How about that silk blouse?" he rolled over, "Anyhow, I just need an hour."



Stacy thought about the blouse. It was very nice, expensive but the top button was actually right at her sternum. She'd brought it along on Brett's urging but had never worn it outside of their home as it could not be worn with a bra. She remembered turning this way and that in front of the mirror and seeing each breast exposed. Then there was the issue of her nipples. The silk simply did nothing to hide the shape of those.
In fact, the smooth cloth seemed to make them more excited, more pronounced. These must be important people for Brett to want them to see that much of her.
******
Stacy carefully climbed out of the car as Brett was insistent she go commando even though her skirt was really short. She'd have to limit her drinking with having to be extra cautious to not flash her boobs or her twat to everyone. She was sure the driver got a great view as there was an overhead light right by the car. The way he smiled at her confirmed it.
Brett felt incredible pride seeing the three stand up, their eyes checking out his wife. He remembered their soft whistles and comments when he'd shown them her picture. He shook the CEO's hand and did the introductions, "Don, Daryl, June, this is my wife Stacy. Stacy, this is Don Lemmons, CEO, June Stanton, CIO and VP of operations, Daryl Andrews."
Stacy blushed as she noticed how all their eyes spent a bit more time than was normal on her breasts. Why did she listen to Brett? She might as well be topless, in fact, that might be less alluring. As she sat down between Daryl and June she was fully aware of them studying her, which made her nipples even more excited.
"So, what do you do?" June asked, her hand gently touching her leg.
"I'm a model." She rattled off a few athletic lines, "Mostly workout wear and running gear," she said. "It's sometimes extremely busy some weeks where it keeps me flying all over to weeks of nothing."
"Really? Have I seen you in magazines, catalogs?" June asked.
Stacy laughed, "That depends or actually probably, but so often no one ever looks at the ads." She pulled out her cell and opened a site, "Here, that's me. There are probably a few dozen more here and well, let's see, I've had shoots for about 17 major clothing lines."
June laughed, "That's you? My God, it is!" She looked over at Don, "remember that dress I wore to the shareholders meeting?" She held up her phone, "I'm embarrassed to say I did not do it near the justice it deserved," she sighed.
Don took the phone, "You're a model? Why didn't we know that? We need Gail to contact her. We have that new line coming out next fall." He looked over at Brett, "When you showed us that picture of your wife, you never said anything about her being a model.
"You showed them, my picture, when? Why? Which?" she asked dreading which one.
Daryl reached into his coat pocket and pulled out his phone, "This one. I'm afraid I asked for it and Brett shared it."
Stacy groaned seeing which one, "I hate this one. I told him to delete it," she sighed. It was the shot of her splashing at the end of the waterslide, her legs up in the air, a huge grin on her face. All that was fine, except her nipples stuck out a half-inch and the force of the water had wedged her suit into her slit and the resulting camel toe exposed her vulva. It was not obvious at first as the suspended droplets and spray masked a lot of her crotch, but once you saw it, you saw little else.
"Sorry, they wanted to know what you looked like the other night. I showed them the three other pictures...Daryl was pretty intrigued with the red bikini one," he said softly, "I thought it would be ok."
"Not a very modest one," she mumbled. She looked down at her outfit and decided they'd seen a lot of her anyway.
The dinner was excellent even though Stacy had trouble keeping her blouse closed as she passed the dishes, bread or a bottle.
"So, more wine anyone?" Don asked, "Brett and I have business but you three can get another bottle if you like," he looked around. "On the other hand, I rewarded June with that 100-year-old cognac. Have you opened it yet?"
June grinned, "Not yet. I can't seem to crack it open. It has to be the right time, it's not just a bottle of liquor you know."
Don laughed, "That I do know. Set me back 4 figures, but hell, you came through for us," he waved over the waiter and asked for the check, "So Stacy, it's been really enjoyable. I'm hoping we can see more of you and I apologize for stealing your husband, but there are some things we need to go over as I'm flying back in the morning."
"That's fine, I'll grab a cab back to the hotel. Thanks for the terrific dinner, it was incredible," she said wondering why the customer was picking up the check.
June put a hand on her arm, "No way. I just decided to crack open that bottle and as great a guy as Daryl is, I'd really prefer to share it with you also," she looked sweetly at Stacy, "I'll make sure you get to bed early. That's ok with you, Brett, isn't it? You mind sharing your gorgeous wife with Daryl and me?" She stroked the girl's back, "Plus we have two spare bedrooms in the suite. She'll be fine with us."
Brett laughed, "As long as I get her back in one piece." He kissed his wife, "Go on, have fun tonight. I'll see you in the morning."
******
Stacy was amazed at the penthouse suite they had, "This is all you?" she asked? She studied the girl for the first time. Probably 35, maybe 40 years old. Toned, definitely kept up with her exercise program. Brunette, undyed seeing how the auburn hues glowed in the light. She was very beautiful, her figure a perfect hourglass. She suspected she'd had perhaps a bit of work on her breasts which were as large as Stacy's...though perhaps not, as they did bounce naturally as she walked.
The woman laughed, "Hell no. Don's room is down there, Daryl is right here and my room is on that side," she said pointing to the hall on the other side. "We actually have two other bedrooms, but this was all they had when we booked it." She put down her purse, "Make yourself comfortable while I go get the bottle and change out of this dress."
Stacy tried to find a seat where she wouldn't expose herself and settled on sitting on the leather couch. She looked up as Daryl came back in wearing blue jeans and a tee-shirt, "I wish I could change, this is not an easy outfit to loll around in," she blushed.
"Nonsense, you're very beautiful. We are all adults here." He went over to a set of shelves, "Music?"
"Sure, whatever you like," she said and was happy to hear that it wasn't jazz, but orchestral. "I'm surprised, I took you to be a Brubeck or Corea type of guy."
He turned back, "Two of my favorites, why? Would you prefer that?" he asked.
"No, I love classical and Sibelius...what is this, number 5? Among my favorites," she smiled, "I love his major-key symphonies, but his fifth is great." She looked at him close his eyes savoring the opening winds. She felt relaxed with the man and when June came out wearing yoga pants and crop top she groaned, "Ok, now I really feel over-dressed."
June plopped down next to her, three brandy snifters and a very old looking bottle. "Nonsense, you look great. Where did you get that blouse, I absolutely love it," she said running her fingers on the material between the girl's breasts, "I'd kill for a body like yours," she sighed, "Anyhow, let's open this. Daryl, are you going to hide over there or join us?" She nudged Stacy, "After seeing your picture he's been asking when we'll meet you. I think if you weren't married, he'd have asked you out by now," she whispered as the man came over to the group of seats, "though I'm not sure he's overly concerned with that.
Stacy kept her legs crossed as Daryl sat directly across from her and was looking directly up her skirt. June lolled against the corner of the couch, totally relaxed with one leg crooked out. She didn't intentionally look but it was obvious she'd not worn panties under the tight pants and was obviously fully waxed. She wished she could be so relaxed, 'Damn you, Brett, I really should have worn panties,' she thought bitterly.
June sat up, handing a snifter to Stacy and holding out another. "Be a dear and hand this to Daryl?" she asked, "I have no idea why he sat all the way over there," she sighed. She sat back and she watched the girl had to uncross her legs and lean across the coffee table to hand her co-worker the glass. She watched the man's eyes bore between the girl's legs and then down her open top as she leaned across. She should have sat over there, she thought jealously. She smiled back at Daryl who nodded at her.
The man loved how well he and June worked together. Making the young blonde reach across the table was perfect. His eyes were glued to the shadows under the skirt knowing she'd have to open up her legs. There! She uncrossed her legs and could not hide her bare pussy. He wished he could compliment her on her shaved vulva and the blonde patch above but leaned forward to accept the proffered glass. He knew she was studying his eyes but didn't care as he took in those two massive breasts bouncing around as she stretched across the table, "Thanks. I'm thinking this will be a great night," he said raising the glass. He looked over at June and subtly nodded as they'd wondered if this babe was going commando. He wanted to adjust his throbbing member but didn't want to be obvious.
"Tell us about modeling," June asked the girl. "I've always been told it's grueling, tiring and mostly unglamorous, though what we the public sees is only the glamour."
Stacy looked over and nodded, "It is. I doubt any of us would do it if it weren't for the pride we feel in the finished product, oh and the money," she laughed. "A single shoot could take 16 hours just for the dozen or so shots anyone would ever see."
Daryl leaned forward, "So, I've always wondered," she looked at the girl, "When you're changing, is it private or is the crew just walking through? I've always seen chaos in the movies with no possibility of modesty."
June laughed, "Why am I not surprised he asked that? Daryl has a fairly dirty mind. It is a good question though, do you change in front of everyone?
Stacy chuckled, "It varies. We sometimes have someone hold up a sheet or towel. We can use a car. Hell, we did a shoot once in the middle of the wilderness and I had to go behind bushes that hid very little. I'm sure the crew looked, they wouldn't have had to try hard but I guess a lot of them have been there, done that so we are pretty much ignored," she said.
June shook her head, "No way. No way could I possibly ever see you being ignored," she nodded over to Daryl, "He's slept with probably a 100 women and his eyes haven't left you once."
"And yours haven't?" the man spat out. "Sure, I'm looking. You're as beautiful a woman as I've ever seen and if you flash a bit of skin, I'll be looking."
"We noticed," the woman smiled, "We were wondering if you went sans panties and he confirmed that," she sighed, "Frankly, with your body, I'd wear even less. Make the men as frustrated as possible." She looked over at Daryl, "I feel bad seeing how uncomfortable you look. He's seen your pussy, your breasts. He'll not be unseeing them anytime soon, so you should just be as comfortable as you can be." She got up and pulled the girl to her feet. "I could offer you something to wear, but it just seems criminal to hide what you have. She turned the blonde so she was facing Daryl, "What do you think? Do you like how he looks at you?" Her hands stroked her sides down to her ass.
Stacy blushed seeing the look of lust on the man's face, "I do, but I'm married. I'm not dressing like this to get laid by men I've just met," she sighed.
"Oh, but doesn't the thought excite you?" she asked, her hands reaching around brushing her hand across the mons. "I thought so, married or not you still can dream. You dress like this not so you can show off this incredible body," she slid her hands up cupping her breasts, "but so you can get erotic thoughts in your head so when your husband puts his cock inside you you'll imagine another's, perhaps Daryl's."
"Stop, this is not going to happen," Stacy protested, but her arms stayed by her sides as she felt those hands massage her breasts, pinch her nipples. "Oh please...married."
"Are you sure?" the woman sighed into her ear, "or have you wondered what Brett meant when he said, 'Have fun, see you in the morning?'" her thumbs flicked more aggressively on those hard nubs, "You think he doesn't know what we want to do to you?" she asked.
Stacy turned to look at the woman, "He'd never...he's...why would he do that?" she asked as she felt the buttons being undone on her blouse.
"I saw how pleased he was when he showed us your picture. It was not just how happy you looked, how beautiful you are, it was how exposed you were and that excited him." She slid the blouse off and tossed it on the empty chair.
Stacy looked at the fat rod running down the leg of Daryl's tight jeans wondering if that hurt. She closed her eyes as the soft woman's hands stroked her breasts and nipples. "So, this is a routine for you two?" she asked. "You prepare your victims for Daryl?" She pulled June's hands off her breasts and turned to the woman, "Or do you take her first, then share her with him?"
June stroked the girl's face, "I usually let Daryl do what he wants, then hopefully our guest...I prefer guest over victim, is, well flexible."
"So, tell me," Stacy ordered as she unzipped and stepped out of her skirt, "What would happen if your guest wanted nothing to do with this? Or does that not happen."
Daryl chuckled, his eyes taking in the girl's perfect form, "June is really persuasive though there are guests who just prefer my cock and June has to take her own measures," he sighed, "I'm afraid she's not fit to be around the next day. But, you're right, some women want nothing to do with us or with cheating on their husbands. We apologize, thank them and call the car around to take them back to their hotel."
"I guess you'll not be calling the car," she sighed, "I hope you're right about Brett." She walked over to Daryl and made him stand. She knelt down unzipping his pants, "Sorry, it just looked painful," she said as she fished out his hard cock. She stroked it and looked back at June, "Best case scenario?"
June pulled off her top before pulling off her tights, "Daryl finds she wants all her holes filled by him, finishing in her mouth. Then she crawls between my legs and knows what she's doing."
Stacy nodded, "Nice. So you're both hoping I'm an eager slut who will basically spend the night pleasuring both of you," she stood up, "Sorry. I am a bit of a slut but I have another scenario," she said as she walked over and picked up her glass. After savoring the liquid she put it down, "I'd love to be fucked with that nice cock, but I'd like to be licking your pussy and you licking mine. I've had fantasies about being fucked and having my pussy eaten." She sat back on the couch, opened her legs and stroked her wet pussy. "I've always thought about a man eating my pussy, but now that I think about it, the girls I've been with are more skilled."
June looked at Daryl, "I like that. I'm in," she said softly, looking at the girl pulling on her labia showing her pink.
"Wait, I'm not done. Then I want to eat your pussy while Daryl fucks you." she plunged a finger inside her looking at the two, "Than you both can do whatever you want to me the rest of the night."
"Never happen," Daryl said sadly, "June won't have anything to do with a cock."
"I'm in," June interrupted, "I did say never again, but with your mouth on my cunt I don't care where he puts his cock," she stroked between her legs, "but I can't have him cum inside me as I'm definitely not on the pill, plus it's not like I haven't had dildos and strap-ons inside me."
Stacy stood up, "Settled then, he can cum in my mouth when he's ready. I'm not on the pill since Brett used rubbers so it would be better if you don't cum inside me either, though I'm not fertile right now," she said as she stood up. "Where? Here on the couch, a bed?"
June took Daryl's and Stacy's hands and led them down the hall to her room. She lay down with her feet up by the pillows, legs spread wide.
Daryl never thought he'd ever been harder than he was right now, first having lusted after June for years and now with the hottest women he'd ever seen. He stroked his cock as Stacy climbed on to of the older woman and the couple immediately pressed their faces into the other's pussy. He saw June watching him, her eyes on his cock. Stacy's ass was so appealing, he crawled onto the bed and buried his face between those cheeks and began licking that puckered hole.
Stacy groaned as two tongues and mouths pleasured her between her legs. She had trouble focusing on licking the woman's pussy as skilled as both were, but he'd taken pride in college that she was a proficient cunt-eater and attacked the tasty bare pussy beneath her.
June had to swallow the copious fluids from the girl's cunt and she was sure Stacy had to also the way she was sucking on her pussy. She watched as her friend knelt behind and lined up his cock so she lowered her face to give him room. It had been at least 15 years since she'd been that close to a penis after realizing with her ex that they were not for her. She felt a brief revulsion smelling the male member but then felt a rising arousal seeing that plump head penetrate the girl's twat. She reached up and tentatively stroked his balls no longer repulsed, but now anticipating having her cunt penetrated.
Stacy moaned on the woman's pussy as she felt, what was it? The sixth different cock to push inside her in three days. She truly was a slut, a cock-loving slut. Even though Daryl was no bigger than Brett, he still felt great inside her. Her moaning was obviously exciting her partner, the woman's pelvis humping against her mouth.
"Holy crap!" Daryl gasped, "You're so fucking tight!" He had to pull out and push in deeper each time. This was not because he had a huge cock, in fact, he was pretty much average. He was just about fully inside the blonde when he felt June's hot breath on his balls and ass as she came. He'd seen her cum before, but only when she'd watched him take some of their guests. This seemed a lot more intense. He eagerly pounded the tightest cunt he'd ever fucked as his friend cried out.
June felt all the arousal peaking as the girl moaned against her twat, her tongue now flicking hard on her clit. She watched as that fleshy shaft buried itself into the girl's cunt, but it was the heavy ball sack slapping against her forehead that sent her over the top. She'd watched Daryl fuck many girls, jerking off as she watched from the other side of the room, but never this close, the wet sounds, the pungent aromas, the moaning and grunts of pleasure made it all too much. As she came down, her face was slick with the girl's cum and sensed Daryl was close.
Stacy licked harder as the woman came, focussing more on pleasuring her partner than savoring the man's cock inside her. Sadly, after the giant fleshy rods had stretched her out, this man's cock was pleasant but not incredibly arousing. She didn't mind though as June's tongue was very skilled. She sensed the man was getting close by the sounds of his breathing and wasn't surprised when he drove into her and stopped. She heard the gasps of frustration as he couldn't hold off and when he started to pull out she sighed, "Go on, cum inside me."
Daryl felt a flood of relief as the agonizing ache in his balls released. He plunged in deep in the girl's cunt spewing spurt after spurt of his sperm inside her.
June looked up as her co-worker's ballsack tightened up and he drove hard against that wet pussy. She wondered if she'd get a face full of cum when he pulled out and was right. As soon as Daryl extracted his cock, a stream of his cum flowed out of the slit onto her face. She didn't like the pungent smell and tried to turn her head. She pushed the girl off her face and grabbed a towel to wipe her face off.



Daryl started laughing, "I'm sorry. I haven't cum that much in years." he pulled his friend into a hug, "I never thought I'd see you with cum on your face.
Stacy got up and went into the bathroom to clean up, then came back out seeing Daryl and June kissing, "I can leave you two alone...no?" she said as they pulled her into their embrace.
June kissed the girl, "I never saw Daryl do anything like that before, at least that close. Now let's get him hard again so he can fuck me," she said as they both pushed the man onto his back. June watched as the blonde licked and sucked on the semi-hard cock. She looked at the ball sack and crawled between his legs and tentatively sucked a testicle into her mouth.
Daryl felt his cock swell as his lesbian friend sucked on his balls and a skilled mouth sucking on his cock. This blonde girl had incredible skills with her mouth and he was soon rock hard.
Stacy sat up, "Ok, let's fill up your tight little pussy. Get on top of me," she ordered. As June straddled her face, she stroked the woman's ass and pulled her pussy against her mouth. She tasted June's excitement as she had to swallow rapidly to keep up with her flow. She opened her eyes feeling a fat hunk of flesh against her nose and grabbed the hard cock and pressed it against the wet slit. She licked the shaft as he pressed against the woman and heard a squeal as the head popped in.
June was actually used to having a fat rod penetrate her cunt having used and been the recipient of strap-ons. Somehow this was different, still hard but softer and a lot warmer.
Daryl gripped that ass he'd lusted after and pulled out a bit and pushed in. June had been teasing him for years, opening her legs and stroking her pussy while he was fucking their guests, then he'd watched her get fucked by those women who liked the strap-ons and now his cock was buried inside this cunt she'd been teasing him with. He remembered the times some of the women had even fucked her ass.
Stacy felt June pant against her pussy, no longer licking her as she felt a cock bury itself inside her for the first time in years. She was able to flick her tongue against the clit a lot more easily as the man's cock opened her labia up. Her face was smeared with cum and she realized she'd not orgasmed even with all five senses being incredibly aroused, but the night was young. She saw Daryl's thumb press against the woman's ass and hearing and feeling her pleasurable squeal as he plunged in made her wonder if the woman often enjoyed being fucked in the ass. She knew June was close so she reached under and found the woman's hard nipple. Her breasts weren't as large but were softer than Stacy's. The way the woman responded she enjoyed having her nipples pinched and pulled.
June felt another orgasm coming on and really wanted to focus on pleasuring the girl's cunt right in front of her face but with all the stimuli it was impossible. She decided to make the blonde incredibly happy later. She squealed happily as Daryl buried his thumb deep inside her anus and exploded again, this time many times more intense, "Yessss, yesss, fuck my cunt you fucker...ahhhhh, aaahhhh."
Daryl aggressively pounded her pussy as she came feeling his balls slap against Stacy's face. He may have just cum, but finally getting into June's cunt and making her cum he abruptly pulled out and as the blonde opened her mouth, he shot a warm spurt of cum straight into her mouth. He stroked his cock aiming each jet straight into her open maw. He grunted happily as he felt the aching release into the girl's mouth.
Stacy kept her mouth open until his last dribble then sucked the cock into her mouth and milked out the remaining sperm. Swallowing all he had to offer, she pulled off with a smacking sound, "That sounded like you enjoyed her pussy. Maybe if you're nice to her she'll offer herself again."
Daryl rolled off the bed, looking down at the two incredibly beautiful women and sighed. "I am done. You bitches wore me out and I'm hitting the shower and then my bed," he leaned over and kissed each woman, "June, when you're done with her if you want to send her over to my room I might get a second wind," he said grinning. Slapping June's ass playfully he turned and headed down the hall.
June rolled off the bed and walked gingerly into the bathroom. She stopped at the door, Daryl has the right idea. Come, let's shower. I am sure you need to get off, but I could use sleep. I'm really quite skilled at licking pussy so don't worry, I will take care of you," she held out her hand.
Stacy had never slept with another woman before, but June was right. She'd dropped to her knees and brought the blonde off with an incredibly skilled tongue. After drying off Stacy had texted Brett letting him know she'd be sleeping over in the penthouse and would get a car back in the morning. She crawled in naked with the older woman and fell asleep with the naked form pressed against her back.
******
Brett looked up hearing the door open. He'd expected Stacy to get back late as she must have been up drinking and socializing at the penthouse late into the evening. "Hey, how was it? This is a switch. I've been the one not coming back to the room," he laughed, "Wow, you look as exhausted as I felt the last few days." He kissed her and held her, "I'm really sorry I've not spent much time with you this week. It's really a good thing you always seem to find things to do," he stroke her back. "Tonight. We'll spend the evening here all night. We can blow off dinner and order in," he said softly, "I don't think I've neglected your needs for so long since we've been married. You must be ready to explode," he slid a hand up cupping a breast.
Stacy kissed him wondering why she felt no guilt. She'd always thought cheating would be a huge mistake as her conscience would nag her for the rest of her life. She was not one to ever tell Brett, to confess since that might assuage her guilt, but it would cause him tremendous pain, so she would never tell him. "It's fine. I've been able to find distractions. That's what Vegas is good for, distractions. I do need your cock tonight, so I'm in if Dave lets you blow off dinner," she replied. "Now go, you are going to be late for breakfast."
******
Stacy made up her mind to give the money back. She looked at the card and saw the man's hotel was just a mile away, so she put on jeans and a tee-shirt and decided to walk over. Starting now she was going to be the most faithful true wife in the world. The last few days were simply an aberration, not her...fun, really fun but she can live without the exquisite pleasure the various man and woman had given her.
The front desk clerk was about to ask Simone to take over to take a break but saw the incredible blonde walk in. He stopped and hoped she'd be coming over. He quickly scanned her perfect shape taking note of her natural braless breasts enticingly bouncing under the thin tee, her narrow waist, and her tight blue jeans. She walked up with a smile. "Yes, Miss? How can I help you?"
"I'm here to drop off a package for..." she hesitated, "I never got his name but he's in the Presidential Suite?" She held out the envelope.
"Yes, he actually left a note here in case you dropped by. Yes! Here it is. 'Please have the young lady go on up, under no circumstances should she leave the package at the front desk,'" He looked up, "Sorry miss, but if you take the first elevator over there..." He watched the girl look over at the elevator and at the entrance as if deciding. Either way, he'd be getting a close-up view of her ass. He saw her nipples harden as she turned towards the elevator bank. Wow! Perfect bubble butt. His reveries were interrupted feeling a smack on his arm.
"I saw you. You cannot ogle the patrons," Simone said, "Move over so I can see her better. Christ! I wonder how much she costs per hour." she sighed, "If I had a body like that, I'd never have to be on my feet all day, I'll tell you that."
Stacy knew what he was planning. He'd find a way to get her naked, then on her back or knees. Not happening! She'd be giving him back the money and head down to the rest of the strip she'd missed the other day. She put on her determined face and knocked.
Jonathon had been alerted and opened the door as soon as she knocked. "Come in, I was just about to have lunch and could use the company," he swept an arm towards the suite.
Stacy held out the envelope, "I'm sorry. I have to be going, but here. This was very generous, but I cannot take it, it would be wrong as I am not prepared to be...to fulfill..."
The man laughed, "Don't fulfill. Eat. Look, I'll take the money back if it bothers you, but why not give me company while we eat? You realize some escorts are basically arm candy with no sex involved. I'd like the company of a beautiful woman. He still had his arm out and smiled as she nodded and came in still holding the cash.
"Do you always get your way?" Stacy asked, "I mean, never mind. Nice place, all for one person?" she asked she looked around.
"I like large spaces. It gets annoying to be stuck in a single room for a month," he sighed, "It seems like a waste of money, but money is really only being wasted when it isn't in circulation. I'm helping the economy." he tapped the envelope in the girl's hand, "You are being unAmerican by giving that back and not spending it," he walked over to the table, "Sit, I hope you like Thai, I was in the mood."
Stacy sat down realizing she'd missed breakfast and was very hungry, "Are you serious or incredibly full of shit?" she asked, "No one stays wealthy if they just give their money away."
"True, but I retired last week, or rather I was forced out of my company and decided to spend the money I've been hoarding for decades." he looked around, "I was Best Western's best customer for years," saying as he looked around the suite, "This is a bit more spacious. I like the feel." He dished out the plates, "Let's eat while it's hot, wine?"
Stacy nodded and accepted her plate and wondered why she'd said yes to the wine as she never drank before late afternoon.
The meal was delicious and the man was funny and charming and when they were done, they moved to the living room and talked about her modeling career. She was surprised he'd known she was a model but mentioned seeing her pictures in magazines and in fact, it was his company that had been her first shoot. "I will never forget when we saw the shots of you, I knew then you'd have a great career. I wondered why I approached you yesterday as I've never in my life done that. I guess you looked familiar and I hoped you were really a working girl since I might have had a fantasy or two about you. I wasn't trolling for hookers, I just happened to have the cash for something else."
Stacy blushed, "Those bikini shots were for your company? I remember being so self-conscious. I had never shown that much skin before that," she said looking down, "But thanks. I really liked the suits, though. They were so colorful and fit really well." She thought of something, "So, you didn't have the cash in your pocket to find a hooker, why then?"
"I've never gambled and thought if I went in with a fixed amount of cash and lost it, I'd stop there," he sighed, "I didn't have any credit cards or anything else if I were tempted. Needless to say, I still have never tried my hand in any of the casinos," he smiled. "But money is nice and all that, but I liked the jackpot gambling on you better," he laughed.
"Flattery will get you everywhere," she laughed, "I had a thought. Brett is really skilled at these games, especially Blackjack. As far as I know, he's never lost." She held up the envelope, "Maybe he could teach you using this as a stake." She had a thought, "Wait, you saw me and decided to see if I were...do you make a habit of spreading your wealth around for those who spread their legs? Aren't you married?" she asked looking at the ring.
The man looked serious, "I was. This has been a bad year I guess. Sheila was killed by a drunk driver as she was sitting outside a Starbucks this May, then the company I founded decided it needed a younger voice leading it, though I do admit I wasn't as energetic at my job after..." he paused, "But hiring a girl...I never have. My company might have engaged a girl or two, you know, business and all that, but personally I never saw the need."
"Crap! I am so sorry. I shouldn't have..." she looked sympathetically at the man.
"It's Ok, how would you know? I'm finally starting to look at life as possibilities rather than losses. I think you were the first woman I looked at and thought about, well since I got married many years ago," he sighed, "I wasn't sure how to approach a hooker...working girl."
She had a sudden realization, "Sheila? Sheila Hawkins? Oh my God! I am really sorry to hear about that. I thought I recognized you yesterday, you had us all over after the shoot and your wife Sheila was incredible. She kept the men off us and really made all of us feel welcome...almost like she was our mom." Stacy teared up, "Since then when I've done stupid things or been about to and I always seem to ask myself 'would Sheila approve?'" She turned to face the good-looking man, "and you saw me yesterday, you knew who I was...you remembered me," she stated.
"Actually, no. There was a familiarity, but your hair is a lot shorter now, you had that ponytail and, well, um other parts have filled out more," he sighed as he glanced at her chest, "Also you were a lot more tan, but I had thoughts about being with a woman for the first time since...well, anyhow perhaps I acted impulsively hoping you really were a working girl."
"So you've been with no woman for the last 6 months?" she asked. Seeing him nod she stood up, "I'm hoping Sheila would approve of this, I'm thinking she would," she sighed. She looked Jonathon in the eyes and pulled her tee off and tossed it on the couch. She saw appreciation and lust as she unbuttoned her tight jeans and stepped out of them. Hesitating a second since psychologically the flimsy panties blocked access to her married vagina...not much of a barrier, but seeing his eagerness she slid those down and off. She stood posing before turning slowly around, "I hope your memory hasn't made this a disappointment," she said softly.
Jonathon watched those breasts he'd fantasized about bounce as the blonde undressed, his cock instantly responding. Then what he'd hoped to see, her perfectly trimmed blonde bush. He had the sudden memory of his late wife joking about this exact girl...he'd laughed it off at the time.
He stood and walked over, eyes scanning her body, "Christ, my memory is what let me down. You are a lot more beautiful than I'd remembered. Ironically, Sheila told me that if anything happened to her I should look you up, she was obviously joking but I think she liked you a lot," he sighed. He studied the girl, "This is what I've thought about for years. Ever since seeing the shots you did in the bikini...though being naked is a really good look on you." He came close to her, "Do you mind if I touch you?" Seeing her shake her head he cupped a breast and loudly sighed, "Impressive. I've felt my share of breasts, but yours are the best I've seen or felt," he looked at her, "Years ago I was tempted to have my assistant track you down, but you had such an innocent look and I just couldn't do it having been true to Sheila. What 18-year-old would want anything to do with a 58-year-old man?" he sighed. "Then again, what 25-year-old woman would want anything to do with a 65-year-old man?"
"Sexy is sexy, age doesn't matter," she said, "You have that something." she stroked the front of his pants, "Yes, you definitely have something," she smiled.
The man sighed as the beautiful naked blonde knelt down and unzipped his pants. His cock was difficult to pull out having grown so hard, but her hands were soft and she was very careful not to hurt him. Seeing those lips wrap around the head then her tongue flick along the sensitive underside with those huge tits bared he groaned loudly, "Christ, Stacy, you are a gift from God," he stroked the soft blonde hair.
Stacy was pleasantly surprised how hard the older man was able to get, plus he was a nice size. She'd never once before this week thought about size, but after Daryl's average-sized cock she was ready for something larger. 'Nice balls,' she thought as she stroked them. She took more and more of the man into her mouth and when she'd felt that was as much of him as she could take, she realized she would probably be able to deep-throat her husband. She didn't care if the man came in her mouth, actually hoping he would, then perhaps he'd be able to recover soon and fill up her pussy. She pulled his cock out of her mouth, "Don't hold back, I have all afternoon so if you want to cum in my mouth..." she went back to stroking and sucking on his fleshy shaft.
Jonathon had never had any woman suck his cock this long or this well savoring the feelings, nor had he ever cum in a woman's mouth but was thinking about making her stop. He reached down cupping a breast while stroking her soft hair with his other hand, "Oh God, Stacy. I'm close and if you're sure..." he sighed feeling an ache in his balls he'd not felt for over a half year. He felt her mouth tighten around his cock, one hand stroking the base of his cock faster, her other hand stroking his ass, "Oh Fuck! Oh, yessss..." he spat out as he felt a huge stream of cum release down the girl's throat.
Stacy swallowed the massive load and sucked hard on the pulsing cock as jet after jet shot into the back of her throat. She felt a throbbing in her pussy knowing he'd be wanting to fill her up there also. She used her tongue to get the remaining sperm before sitting back on her heels, grinning up at the man. She wiped her mouth and smiled up at him, "You weren't lying, that had to be months."
The man's knees felt shaky and he would have loved to just flop down, but he knew that would be totally unfair after getting the best blowjob of his life. He helped the girl to her feet and pulled her into an embrace, "Thank you. That was incredible," he said as he lifted her face and kissed her. He no longer felt like resting as the girl's crotch ground against his semi-firm cock. He looked at the blonde and decided to return the favor.
Stacy felt anticipation as she was led over to the couch. She sat down, then allowed herself to be slid forward with the ass right on the edge. She had a sudden thought that here she was, naked with another man, not her husband. She had vowed never again to be with another man a few times this week and caved in to temptation again and again...but as his kisses covered her inner thighs and moved closer to her throbbing pussy those thoughts faded.
Jonathon loved how velvety smooth her skin was on her inner thighs and could have spent the entire afternoon just feeling the softness against his lips, but the scent of her arousal drew him in. He'd never seen such tight labia before nor had he ever been with a woman whose vulva was completely shaved. This makes eating pussy a lot better he thought as he explored the girl's crotch with his tongue. His hands had been stroking her thighs and ass, but as he looked up at the blonde he knew what he needed to feel next.
Stacy groaned as the experienced man's tongue probed her slit while periodically teasing her clit. He obviously knew what he was doing and she responded by opening her legs wider and humping against his mouth. Then she felt those strong hands try to cover her breasts, feeling them, finding her sensitive nipples. For a long time, he'd just tease her, opening her pussy with his tongue, flick across her clit...She knew she'd be cumming soon as his tongue spent more time on her clit and his thumbs flicked across her nipples, but when she raised her arms over her head and his fingers gently teased her armpits she felt a rush from all the various areas being stimulated, "Fuck Jonathon. I'm close, there...yessss, Oh God!" She writhed as he brought her to a peak and drove her over the edge.



The man planted his mouth on her hard nub, teasing it as he rode out her orgasm. He was impressed by how strong she was as she lifted her ass off her couch and ground against his face buried between her legs. He eased off as she flopped back panting and looked up at her heaving chest. He happily felt how firm his cock felt and knew he'd be able to plunge into the girl's pussy soon.
Stacy's head and body cleared of the pleasurable waves and reached down and stroked the man's head, "I can tell this is something you've done a lot and take pride in," she sighed. "Come here," she pulled him on top of her and kissed him. She could taste herself in his mouth wondering how much he had to swallow but feeling the snake press against her she looked at the older man, "How can you be hard again so soon, not complaining, but..."
Jonathon chuckled, "The wonders of modern medicine. I might have gambled you'd be dropping by today. The first time I've ever tried one and I am really impressed with it," he smiled, "Not that I thought I'd need it for the first erection and maybe I was hoping, but I fantasized I'd like more than just one."
"I don't know. You were really good with your tongue and perhaps I should get going," she reached between them to stroke his cock, "You could call for maid service. I'm sure a place like this provides a wide range of services." She slid the head up and down her dripping slit.
"I could," he sighed as he pressed against the girl, "Let me think about it," he said softly as he pressed harder, "though I'm kinda liking how this feels," he moaned as he slid into the tightest pussy he'd ever felt. "I hope you don't mind if I do this while I consider calling room service."
"Ahhh, nice. Um, well I guess I could check my email while you're thinking, Oh fuck! You're hitting me right...shit, yessss, there," she sputtered as Jonathon pushed into her at an angle, 'Christ, he knows how to fuck,' she thought.
The man looked down at the immaculate creamy skin, the massive breasts bouncing with every thrust, her beautiful face contorted in pleasure. It had been years since he had such a beautiful young naked woman under him if ever. There was no doubt though that hers had to be the tightest his cock had ever enjoyed. He stopped fucking the blonde and slowly pulled out, "I guess you're right. I can call down for service."
Stacy grabbed the man's ass, thrust her ass up off the couch and pulled him back inside her, "Not a chance. You didn't get where you were by not finishing what you started...damn you feel good inside me," she sighed.
"Jonathon chuckled, "I got where I was by delegating to people I hired with skills...perhaps I should call down..." he plowed harder into the girl hearing her soft grunts. We knew she was into it seeing her nipples puff and harden and a red flush creep down her neck. He was glad he'd cum in her mouth as he doubted he or any man could last that long inside such a tight hole. That and those perfect breasts bouncing with every thrust were incredibly stimulating.
Stacy pushed him off, guided him to sit on the couch, straddled his waist and lowered herself onto his cock, "Maybe you should. I'm pretty sure the man behind the desk downstairs looked interested, plus he's very attentive, I'm sure he was scanning me for any concealed weapons before sending me up. Christ! Yes, play with my tits," she leaned into the large hands stroking her breasts. She increased her humping on his shaft savoring how he filled her up.
The only sounds in the room were the girl's pleasured mews, the man's periodic grunts, and the wet sounds of their bodies slapping together. Jonathon wished he could see that creamy ass going up and down on his cock, her hips torquing with each plunge. She seemed to try to grind against him more and more and as he sucked a nipple into his mouth, she moaned louder. As she neared orgasm, he bit gently on the hard nub between his teeth.
Stacy's eyes rolled back in her head as she felt the pleasurable pain on her nipple. She ground hard against the man, crying out as she came," Oooohhhhhh, fuck! Yes, bite my...Ooooh, Christ!"
Jonathon grabbed her ass, bit harder on her nipple and held the writhing girl as she gasped out her release. He felt himself getting close but had no desire to have this end. If he came now, she'd clean up, get dressed, give him a kiss and disappear from his life forever. He knew she was married and did not want to break that up, but also wanted her to remember this day, this fuck and perhaps want to see him again.
Stacy collapsed on the man, her pelvis gently spasming on his rigid cock. She felt the waves fade as he gently stroked her back, no longer trying to thrust into her. She wondered why he wasn't trying to fuck her instead held her as she came down from the wonderful release. As soon as she came or even during, most men were eager to continue pleasuring themselves using her hole. She kissed him and sat up, "That was nice. Ok, tell me how you want me," she said as she began moving up and down the still rigid shaft.
Jonathon thought about wanting to see that ass and nodded, "I love where you are now, those perfect breasts right here," he said as he gently cupped them, "but I'd love to fuck you from behind." He sighed as the girl lifted herself off his cock.
Stacy regrettably felt that fleshy mass leave her vagina and stood up, "Ok, doggy-style? Bent over? Against the wall?" she looked around. "Or on the balcony for everyone to see?" she laughed, "That one was a joke." she looked at the pulsing rod sticking angrily out as the man stood up.
"Damn, that was my first choice," the man smiled, "I never tagged you as one of those prudes, but come over here." He led her to the end of the couch and gently pushed her over. 'Oh wow! What an ass,' he marveled. 'Perfect creamy globes framing her wet slit and brown puckered asshole.' He opened her legs wider as he stepped against her and without warning, drove his cock inside that tight pussy. He felt a rush hearing the girl's happy squeal. He grabbed those cheeks and began fucking the girl harder in response to her encouraging gasps.
Stacy thrust her ass back against the man feeling incredible arousal at her vulnerability. She usually liked being in control when fucking but loved as this older man took charge, using her for his pleasure. Jonathon was taking her, marking her and even if she wanted to, he was too strong, too powerful to stop him. "Take me, you know you can do what you want to me...fuck my cunt...oooohhh, yessss..." she spat out. Feeling his thumb press against her ass, she groaned, "Yesssss, you can fuck me any way you want, God! Yes!" she grunted feeling his fat thumb pop past her sphincter.
The man knew he had fat fingers and his thumb was most likely as fat as a lot of men's cocks. As he pounded her pussy and fingered her ass, he considered dumping his load in her ass. Toni was a huge fan of anal sex but she was usually prepared and he didn't want to take a break to find a lubricant. He felt like laughing thinking he could call down send some up. He felt himself getting close and again didn't want this to end. He angled his cock hoping to hit the girl's G-spot and hearing her grunts, he knew he was right.
Stacy gripped the cushion feeling that hard cock hit her...oh wow! She felt an almost agonizing pulsing in her womb grow as both her holes were filled and his cock press against her upper vaginal wall. "Oh Fuck, fuck, fuckkk me..." she grunted as she came a third time with this man. Her ass lifted off the arm of the couch as she thrust hard back against his assault on her crotch. She'd never cum this hard before, nor had it last as long. As she came down she felt as if her body was totally flushed.
The older man was now fighting the urge to cum and when the blonde collapsed after what seemed to be an explosive orgasm, he pulled out and picked her up. Her body was completely limp and she felt warm. He carried her into the bedroom and laid her down on her back, spreading her legs wide. He crawled between those creamy thighs and slid inside her. At first, the girl lay there softly moaning, then she pulled him down and kissed him, her tongue battling his as he rhythmically fucked her pussy.
Stacy had never cum as many times in a single love-making session and felt the weight of the man's body on her as he aggressively pounded her pussy. She knew he was close and stroked his back down to his flexing ass as they kissed. She felt him try to hold off as he slowed down, "Cum inside me, fill me up with your sperm," she panted before locking lips with him again.
Jonathon couldn't take it anymore and with a lunge, drove hard against the girl, his balls aching more than they'd ever before. "Mmmmmphhh, mmmmmm, mmmmm," he groaned into the blonde's mouth as he felt incredible relief. As jet after jet of hot sperm shot against the girl's cervix, he thought that he'd meant to ask if she were on the pill. As he felt the last spasms fade he collapsed on the bed next to the young blonde, his softening cock still inside her.
Stacy stroked the man's back, "That sounded like it was ok for you," she smiled. "I was worried you were going to go all day and night. I do have to get back to my husband eventually you know." She kissed him then looked at the clock, "Oh Christ. It's...Holy crap. We, you fucked me for over two hours!" she pushed him off feeling a bit disappointed as his cock slid out of her. She cupped her pussy and trotted into the bathroom to clean up. When she came back, she handed the man some tissues, "I hate to fuck and run, but I should get back to the room before my husband gets there." She looked at his naked body, "How the hell did you last that long? I know men tell women stuff like this all the time, but I've been told I am pretty tight and few men...hell, no man has ever lasted that long," she asked.
Jonathon sat up, "Incredible will power, but had you not sucked me off beforehand, I doubt I'd have lasted two minutes. And listen, men do say those things and I'm no expert having not been with a lot of women, but your...um, vagina is amazingly tight...tightest I've ever felt." He stood up and hugged the girl, "Thank you. I mean it. You are a gift from God." he kissed the blonde, "After Toni died I assumed I'd never, you know, make love ever again. Then yesterday...there you were."
Stacy looked up at the man and stroked his face, "Don't. Don't deprive women of the gift you have. You're a great lover." She kissed him and went back to the living room to get her clothes on.
As she was leaving, Jonathon stopped her, "Here. I'm not giving this to you for," he indicated the couch, "but as a gift. I want you to treat yourself to something. Get a present for your lucky husband." He held out the envelope.
Stacy hesitated, "ok, but I'm thinking more along the lines of helping the homeless or a women's shelter." She took it and suddenly laughed, "Maybe I'll whore myself out and donate all the profits. Use my cunt for charity!" she giggled.
Smiling, he handed her his card, "If you do, I'll be your best client."
She looked at it, "San Diego, I've been there...sorry, yes. You knew that," she blushed. "Who knows, maybe I'll have another shoot there," she said as she pocketed the card.
******
"Well, it was a good week," Dave said looking around the dinner table. "I'd say it was an unexpected success," he said, his eyes glancing at the blonde. He looked at his employees, "We signed two very lucrative contracts and generally had a good time." He looked back at Stacy, "I for one am glad you came. I know it must have been boring for you, but Vegas has a lot of distractions so I hope you were able to find things to do," he smiled at her.
"Yes, I am really sorry I was busy or spending time at the tables this week," Brett sighed, "If you decide to come along next time I promise to take you out, spend time with you."
They had decided to dine in the hotel restaurant so they could get back to their rooms and relax. Stacy looked over and behind Brett was Drew, apparently on a date with an older woman. He'd seen her and winked before focussing on the brunette. She looked at John and Louie thinking here she was, in a room with five men she'd slept with this week and that wasn't all of them. She looked at Brett and patted his hand, "No, I intruded. I saw it on your face when I invited myself along. You immediately thought you'd not be able to hit the tables. I meant to ask, did you win this week?"
Brett grinned, "I cleaned up. I came away about $5,000 ahead. Of course, it took me about..." he calculated the hours at the tables, "about 20 hours, but that's $250 per hour."
Stacy choked, then laughed. She thought about the two-plus hours where she'd earned the same amount. She wanted to say something, but instead smiled, "But it's not about the money, is it? You really just like the playing." She looked at the three other men quickly, "But I think I'll let you focus on your work on the next trip. This was fun but I am sure I was just a distraction."
All four men blurted out no, that she wasn't at all, but Dave continued, "I for one think a welcome distraction is needed on these things." He looked around the table, "I'd like to invite you to San Diego next month if your schedule allows. Hell, I don't know if you've been there, but the beaches are incredible."
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"I'm surprised you, well, you know. You said that was it between us and I was, I guess, really sad about that," Cal stroked Linda's cheek. He looked again at her perfect breasts still rising and falling from her third or fourth orgasm. He'd been with dozens, maybe hundreds of women, but none ever were as enthusiastic and willing as Linda and definitely, none was anything close to being as beautiful. Cursed fate had promised her to another and she seemed unswayable. Last night he'd gone back to his room feeling like he'd drink himself into oblivion but for no logical reason decided to go back and apologize for pressuring her. He worried he'd become a stalker as her hesitated knocking on her door. He was incredibly shocked yet pleased when she pulled him into her room. She was the aggressor this time, begging him to fuck her harder and in all her holes. He slid his hand down cupping a tit, his thumb circling her nipple.
Linda felt the waves subside still feeling light-headed and dizzy. Perhaps Bryan's aggressive fucking and then Cal taking her every which way left her totally spent. She glanced at the clock and saw it was 4:30 AM and groaned. At best she'd get 2 hours of sleep. She looked over at the boy, the man who seemed to own her, "I'm sorry. I meant what I said. I cannot get emotionally involved with you. I do love my boyfriend, my fiancé." She turned to face him, "You might be the greatest lover I've ever had, but can't you just be happy with periodically having me under you?"
Cal sighed, "I can. It will be torture for me and if I had a brain I'd get up, say goodbye and leave." He looked at those lips, her eyes and perfect nose, "I will abide by your wishes though, but I'll say it one last time. I love you. You can dismiss it or accept it but you can trust me when I tell you I've never said those words to any girl or woman before." He leaned over to kiss her, "Don't say anything. I'm going to get back to my room so you can get some sleep."
Linda felt like crying. All of this was a mistake, flirting to make sales, sleeping with clients. Christ, the only clients she'd slept with had to be working for the same company as Bill! How did she ever make that mistake? She watched him leave feeling a pain in her chest, 'Oh fuck! Am I falling in love with this boy also?' She reached for her phone, "I'm sorry. I needed to hear your voice..." Linda tried to say more but quietly began sobbing. She heard Bill's voice on the other end sounding concerned and she was finally able to get herself under control, "I...Cal just left. I told him we couldn't...you know, anymore but Bryan was...he used me and threw me out of his room and then Cal knocked to apologize..." she started sobbing again.
"I know. You did tell me so and I'm going to straighten it out, really.
I never wanted any of this to happen... You did and you were right... Yes, you were right about that., too...He told me...He told me he'd never said that to...Christ, what should I do?" she listened, "Ok, I can do that. I do love you, I really do. I'll see you Friday...Love you, bye."
The rest of the week was busy and Linda got very little sleep. Cal spent every night with her but was told she'd make herself available to do as he pleased, as often as he pleased, but she was not going to fall in love with him. Then after Reno, they'd have nothing but a professional relationship. The last morning as they lay panting from another incredible orgasmic session, she looked at him and said softly, "So, this is it, ok? We were able to get this out of our systems, but it's back to the real world." She suggested they stay friends, but Cal shook his head.
"Sorry. I cannot imagine how hard it would be to just be friends. I'd be thinking of ways to get you into my bed." He stroked her naked body trying to memorize it. Would this be the last time he'd be seeing her naked? He felt his softening cock inside her ass and when he pulled out, would that be the last time he'd be inside her? His thumb circled her nipple and he looked from there to her eyes, "I won't ever forget what we've been able to have. It's more than most guys could ever dream of," he said softly. He grinned suddenly, "Fuck! I'll have better memories than just about every guy has fantasies!"
After showering and they were fully dressed, Cal put out his hand, "Miss Franks. It has been great doing business with you. I hope sometime in the future we can get together, but for now, I have to get back and write up orders."
Linda took his hand and shook it, "Mr. Ripkin, it's been a pleasure, a lot of pleasure doing business with you. Let me know if you need quotes or any specs." she stepped back before pulling him into a hug, "Christ! I wish life weren't so complicated. You really are a great guy and you might never find the one girl I'm sure you'll enjoy a lot of great girls who will enjoy you while searching."
***********************************************
"Hey guys, "Eric said standing up, "Are you on the same flight?" He looked at the Nuxaware team coming into the gate waiting area. He looked over as Cal was coming back with a couple of sandwiches then moved their bags to the floor.
Cal came over and shook hands with the group that had joined them. He acted like Linda was merely an acquaintance and asked Jim how sales went. He could see out of the corner of his eye that Linda was studying him but decided to play it cool.
"It was great, actually. Exceeded expectations." Jim looked at the two men, "I assume Linda went over the Security Suite?" He looked at the blonde questioningly.
"Yes, we did. They have all the information they need. We have an appointment next Thursday," she said nodding at the two men, "I'm hoping to at least get our foot in the door. Once you've seen how seamlessly we can transition to the new suite I expect they'll be calling me for an expanded presence," she said as she hoped she'd not ruined any chance of their business.
Call nodded, "We'll look it over. We need to talk it over with Bill Lincroft since ultimately he'll need to sign off on anything of this magnitude." He added, "But he's been good about staying on top of the latest technology so it shouldn't be an issue," he looked at Linda, "I might invite him over Thursday. You remember him, you guys met a couple of times."
Linda tried not to blush, but with her creamy complexion, she couldn't help it, "Yes. I liked him. He dove into the spec sheets enthusiastically and absorbed all the information very quickly. I'll make sure we get the file over to him."
They picked each other's brains over what they saw at the show and what their future plans were when they were called to board. Eric came over to Linda, "You're back in Business Class, Cal and I are in First Class and he suggested I switch with you." He looked unhappy but shrugged, "I get the penthouse next weekend," he smiled at Linda, "I met the most amazing girl."
By the time the plane landed, Linda felt a lot better about the potential future sales with LMT. Cal seemed totally over his rejection and the joked and laughed and just enjoyed each others' company during the flight. Not once did he put a hand on her, or suggest anything.
As they rolled their bags out of the terminal, Cal looked at the Nuxaware group, "Does anyone need a ride to the south side? Eric lives out west, I'm south, Linda?"
Jim nodded, "Linda is south. Al, Bryan, Sherry, and I are pretty much central. Linda, why don't you grab a ride with Cal, if that's alright."
Linda looked startled, no way could Cal see where she lived, with whom she lived, she paused, "I'll just grab an Uber, it's fine. Anyhow, I wanted to stop by at the office and get settled before I go home." She pulled out her cell.
Cal put a hand over her phone thinking this would finally allow him to see where she lived. She was unlisted and refused to tell him, explaining she and her fiancé were slumming it and it was not worth seeing. "Come on. I'll hang around while you to what you need to do. I drive right by your office, it's right off the highway." He leaned closer, "I'll try not to put any moves on you."
Linda had an idea that should work and nodded at Cal, "Sure, that would be great. I shouldn't be long."
"Nice car," Linda said, "though I took you to be more of a 911 kind of guy," she chuckled. She put her bag in the back of the Cayenne and climbed into the bucket seats. "I'll bet it's great for trips," she said looking around.
Cal laughed, "I had a 911 Turbo. I got tired of buying tires for it, plus I prefer entertaining the ladies in the back of this," he looked suggestively over at the blonde.
"Christ, I should have been so lucky," she looked in the back, "I think it's been 10 years since I've been fucked in the back seat of a car though this is a bit more upscale than what I was in, actually a car rather than a pickup." She looked at the floor behind her, "Yep, no empty Lone Star beer cans."
"Who the hell were you dating?" Cal asked, "the Dukes of Hazzard? I'll bet you looked great in those Daisy Dukes."
"Why Cal, aren't you the sweetest thing," she drawled, "I always tried to look my best for the boys." She looked over, "I was born and raised in Texas. It took a long time to lose the Texas twang, but it comes back when I drink a bit too much." She looked over and smiled, "And yes, I did look great in my Daisy Dukes, if what I was told was true."
Cal shook his head, "I'm getting hard imagining, please don't tell me you cut those shorts so short your ass cheeks were exposed." He groaned as he looked over and saw her nod her head.
She spaced her thumb and forefinger about 4 inches apart by her hip, "About that much demin left. My parents had a fit the first time I left the house wearing those, but eventually, they just shrugged their shoulders and sighed. I suppose it will make it hard to focus on driving if I told you I wore bandana tops and tees cut off right about here," she indicated her underboobs. "I liked teasing the boys, um and also the men, and I found they were a lot more receptive if I forgot the bra," she sighed. She looked up. "Oh, we're here."
They got out and after Linda badged in she had to fill out the paperwork for Cal to get a guest badge. She chatted with the security guard briefly before going up. She like all of them and Jerry was always joking with her, making her laugh. They went up to her office and she pointed to a waiting area, "I'll be no more than 15 minutes. Want anything? Water?"
Linda went into her office letting the door automatically close behind her. She sat at her desk looking out at Cal making a call. She picked up her phone, "Sarah, hey...I know, but I need a favor, huge favor. Can you leave a key under the right-hand pot...yes the geranium? I need to crash there tonight...no, no we're great. Long story and I'm at the office...sure, Oh, I owe you. Thanks." She opened her IM and texted Bill, "Something came up and I need to crash at Sarah's. Be home in the AM. If you need me, call me there." She hoped Bill wouldn't assume she was going to spend the night with Cal but didn't want to express that. She got up and put her paperwork away, made some notes on her laptop, and looked around to make sure she had everything.
Cal looked up, "That was quick, do you have another set of specs for the Security Suite?" He took the folder when she came back out, "Great, there's just one stop before I take you home...at least drop you off," he sighed. "I assume you're not going to ask me in," he looked out the window at the distant lightning flashes, "It might be dangerous for me to drive."
"I'm sorry. I'm just not ready to be involved with two men at the same time. You're incredible and not to give you a swelled head but you're the best lover I've ever been with and it's most likely I'll tap into the memories of the fun we had from time to time." She hugged him briefly, "Can you be happy with that?"
Cal nodded, "Unhappily yes...if that makes sense. I do need to keep up my image of being a studly guy, I don't suppose you'll give me five stars on Yelp," he chuckled. "I would like to kiss you every once in a while, I think I'll miss your lips on mine most of all," he said sadly.
Linda looked at him, "Seriously? From you, I'd have thought my tight cunt or ass or lips somewhere else on your body." She shook her head, "You constantly surprise me," she sighed. "But yes, you are a really good kisser."
Linda picked up her bag and turned as Cal pulled her face to his, 'He is a great kisser,' she thought as she opened her mouth. Her juices began flowing again so she broke the kiss and stepped back, "Ok, yes. I think you can do that when no one is around," she said a bit more huskily that she'd wanted.
When they got to the car he started to open the passenger door, "Wait, come here," he said opening the back door, holding as if suggesting she climb in.
Linda stepped back, "Seriously? You want to make out in the back seat?"
Cal nodded, "Yes, I might not see you again, at least alone, for weeks or months and I'd like to just kiss you," he urged. "Plus the thought of you in the back seat in your Daisy Dukes, braless...Christ!"
Linda looked back at the entrance and saw the car was not under a light so Jerry would not be able to see what they were doing. She shrugged, 'Ok, maybe it would be fun,' she thought. On the other hand, she couldn't remember ever getting into the back seat with a boy where she didn't get her pussy filled with cock. This time would be different. "Ok, but just making out," she reached under her shirt, undid the bra and pulled it out of her armholes, "There, will this help your fantasy?" she asked. She looked at her chest, "This is the last time I'll do this for you," she said sternly.
Cal grinned widely. He didn't know if she'd allow him to touch her breasts again, but perhaps she liked that and wanted it as much as he did.
She scooted over as the man climbed in. She felt her nipples get hard anticipating what Cal would try to do and wondering if she had the will-power to resist. His lips were on hers, his tongue in her mouth as soon as he'd closed the door. It had been years since she'd been in the back seat making out and she put her arms around his neck while leaning against him.
Cal felt his cock grow as the blonde responded. He fought the urge to explore her body, instead savored the taste of her mouth, her body pressing eagerly against his. He stroked her back, her hair and neck really wanting to feel those breasts, slide his hand down her pants but he told her it was just to make out.
Linda felt her arousal grow, especially as Cal wasn't groping her. At first, she was prepared to push his hand away and sternly remind him of their agreement, but as she felt herself getting wet she felt a need for more. She'll stop before it goes too far. She climbed onto his lap, groaning in pleasure when she felt his hard cock against her crotch. She pressed against him, her mouth opened wider, their tongues more aggressively attacking each other.
Cal moaned and humped back against the girl. He hated feeling blue jeans between him and a nice pussy but could feel her heat even through the thick cloth. He started stroking her sides, his hands moving closer to her front with each stroke. As he massaged the bulging flesh on her upper ribcage he thought she was going to stop him when she broke the kiss.
Linda looked at the man, "I'm not getting naked and we can't fuck but this is nice," she said as she pulled his hands onto her tits, "there, I know you've been really good at not grabbing my breasts but I don't mind if you do," she sighed as she leaned back to kiss him again. She arched her back as his hands explored her chest, his palms brushing against her nipples. "Mmmmmmm, mmmm," she moaned, now grinding harder against his hard cock.
She remembered back in high school being in the same position, the boys grabbing her tits, though not even close to Cal's gentleness and attention to her nipples. It always ended the same way, with Linda naked on her back, or on her hands and knees, the boy fumbling with the rubber before shoving his cock into her. Then the next day, the other boys would leer at her knowingly even though each promised never tell a soul. At least she never had an issue getting date, they just never amounted to more than a drive-in movie and a wet pussy.
Linda felt his hands go down to her waist, hands fumbling with her jeans and a release of pressure as they were undone. She lifted her hips allowing his hand to slide inside, "Ohhh, fuck!" she groaned as welcome attention was paid to her aroused clit. She could feel how wet she was and considered how much better being fucked on this nice leather would be over the crappy cloth seats, but she couldn't. She decided as long as she kept her panties on, he could take off her pants. She lifted her ass up as Cal pulled down her jeans.
"I need to feel you. I promised we wouldn't fuck, but I need to feel you against me, at least your nice panties." He pulled the tight jeans off her legs, then pulled up on her tee-shirt. When she looked at him then raised her arms over her head, he pulled it off her. Undoing his pants and sliding them down he pulled her panty-covered cunt onto his bare cock. He wished he'd pulled off his shirt also to feel her bare breasts press against him but as she passionately kissed and rubbed against him he did not want to stop. He felt close to cumming as she ground up and down the length of his shaft, his hand cupping those huge breasts and her rapid breathing into his mouth. He felt her try to push his cock inside her, even with her panties blocking him.
Linda was close to pulling her panties to the side after pressing her pussy up to the head and actually feeling him stretch the crotch of her panties inside her. She had the thought that he was so hard he'd rip a hole and plunge all the way in...she hoped that would happen so she could say it was an accident they fucked. His thumbs were driving her nuts as they flicked across her erect nipples. She couldn't take it anymore and blurted out, "Oh God, Cal, Fuck me...Oh Shit!" she tried to scramble off his lap seeing the headlights. She frantically tried to find her shirt and pants bu they froze as a flashlight shone inside the back of the car.
"Please open the door and step out. This is a private lot," the guard ordered. He saw the door open and a man step out looking sheepish as he pulled up his pants. He looked in and saw a naked blonde trying to find her clothes. "Miss, please get dressed and step out of the car." The woman's arms were over her head as she was struggling with the tight tee-shirt, her magnificent breasts on full display, her open legs exposing her obviously damp pussy. As she exposed her face he stepped back recognizing her. "Oh crap, I'm sorry!" he blurted.
Linda pulled on her shirt, picked up her pants, and climbed out, "Hi Dave, Jim." She stepped into her jeans and buttoned them up, "I feel really stupid. This is my friend Cal and we, I should have known better."
"Ms. Franks, If I'd known it was you, or it was your car..." he turned off his flashlight he'd been shining on her as if suddenly realizing he'd been shining it right on her body, "You might want to get home. There's supposed to be a big storm coming." He turned to go back to his car, stopped, "Um, I, we won't say anything about this. We'll write it up as a couple making out in the parking lot. Your secret is secure, right Jim?" He turned to go back to the car, the image of the breasts he'd fantasized about imprinted in his brain.



"Guys, wait. I appreciate it. Tuesday, lunch. On me." she went over and hugged them both. "I've never felt more embarrassed...if Bill ever found out," she whispered.
Cal and Linda climbed in just as the first large drops hit the car. She slumped down in her seat and covered her face with her hands, "Oh shit, shit, shit, shit!" she cried, "I see them every day, how are they going to look at me now?"
Cal leaned over and pulled the woman into a hug, "You made their day. You think they haven't wondered what you look like under your clothes? And so you were, well we were sort of fucking, that happens. They'll be jerking off or fucking their wives or girlfriends tonight with your naked body imprinted in their minds."
Linda looked at Cal, "but they know I'm, um engaged. What do they think of me after that?"
"Human, you're human. Let's get going. It's starting to come down and the wind's picking up," Cal said as he started the car. "We'll make our next stop quick then I'll get you home," he looked over at the blonde, "With this weather, perhaps you'd invite me in to ride it out?"
Linda looked over, "Cal, I could, but I'm not sure Bill would like that," she paled realizing she'd said her actual husband's name.
"Your fiance is named Bill? Seriously? Remember Bill Lincroft? Of course you do. His wife's name is Linda. That's a coincidence," Cal laughed.
Linda collected herself, "Really? She must be gorgeous," she laughed.
"I actually have no idea. I've never met her nor does he have any pictures of her in her office. All I can think of is 'poor girl,'" he softly chuckled.
"Why? I liked Bill."
"No, Bill's great. Linda Lincroft? I don't know, it just doesn't sound right," he sighed. "I am guessing you've had to explain why you were out all night a couple of times to Bill?" he asked. "That must have been uncomfortable," he said softly.
Linda nodded, "Yeah, it wasn't pretty. He really is a great guy and I know I've hurt him with what I've done. He told me he understood and if I need to get certain things out of my system before marriage, well..." She looked over at Cal, "Look, I know you love me and I have pretty strong feelings for you, but I truly love Bill, and causing him pain is the very last thing I ever wanted to do." She looked down at her lap, "I don't want to cause you pain either, but I can see happily spending the rest of my life with him and when I think of you I see you getting bored with just one woman and moving on, admit it. You're not by nature monogamous."
Cal shook his head, "I always thought that too, but now I don't even see other women. I glance at them and dismiss them since they're not you." He shook his head, "but I totally understand. I'm not going to pressure you to break up with your fiance." He peered through the rain-splattered windshield, "I think this is it, can you see if this is 4916?" he asked.
Linda stifled a gasp. This was her house, hers and Bill's. She looked over asking, "Where are we? I see an address sign, 4916."
"This is Bill's house, Bill Lincroft's" He looked out the window, "Maybe this was a bad idea, it's pouring out," He reached back feeling around and pickup up her bra and tossed it back on the seat, "Hmmm, here it is," he handed Linda the umbrella. "I'll run, but come on in. I told Bill I was going to drop off some crap I'd picked up in Reno on my way home tonight."
Linda pushed the umbrella back, "I don't need to come in, I'll wait here." She hoped they'd do whatever it is they'd need to do and let her hide in the car. She'd thought her being caught naked with a man not her husband by the Security guards was the worst thing possible...until now. She saw Bill open the door for Cal and then both wave her in. 'Why?' she thought as she considered grabbing her bra and putting it on but they were looking right at her.
Bill felt turmoil seeing Linda jump out of the car and run up the walk in the downpour. Her massive breasts bounced freely obviously unencumbered by a bra. Where was her bra? She flew back from Reno like that? He saw her shirt was now transparent as he ushered his wife in. She had texted him that she'd be staying at Sarah's tonight and she'd explain it all later, but this wasn't what he'd expected. "Let me get you a towel," he said. He almost added 'you know where they are,' but bit his tongue until he got the lay of the land. He turned and went upstairs.
Cal admired her body as she was trying to shake off the rain, "Wow! That is really a good look on you," he laughed. His eyes were glued to the thin material clinging to her chest and her pink nipples clearly visible. He desperately needed to get her alone again feeling the aching in his balls. He saw Bill coming back with a towel, "Bill, you remember Linda. Sorry to disturb your evening, but where's Linda, I mean Linda your wife?" he looked past the man, "I've never met her."
"Out, she went to visit her dad on the west coast," Bill replied. He watched his wife dry off realizing he was ogling her, "Um, here. This is a shirt I'm sure my wife wouldn't mind if you borrowed," he said handing her a flannel shirt. "Oh, I thought..." he stammered as Linda pulled off her wet tee and finished drying herself off. He wondered how to get Cal to leave without Linda feeling frustrated having been without sex for a week and seeing his wife looking so hot.
"You've both seen me naked, and this shirt wasn't hiding much," she sighed as she pulled on her favorite rainy day shirt, "Sorry, I really did not think anyone would see me, but the bra was just not very comfortable. This is a great shirt, you sure your wife won't mind? I'll make sure I wash it and get it back to you," she said. She looked at the two men looking at her, "Does your wife have a hair drier, or did she take it with her?"
"I don't know. Follow me. Cal, go grab a beer or whatever you want out of the fridge and make yourself at home."
Bill led her upstairs, "Ok, what the hell is going on?" he asked, "Were you lying about Sarah's and going to spend the night with Cal?" he hissed.
Linda felt like crying, "No, it just got so weird all of a sudden. Jim asked who was driving where after we landed, um, Eric and Cal were on our flight so we all walked out together. Anyhow Cal was the one who lives down here and I didn't know how to get out of his offer of a ride. That's when I thought about staying at Sarah's but I had no idea he was going to stop here," she started to cry, "I'm so sorry. This whole thing was a mistake from the beginning."
Bill held his wife, "Christ! I thought you were lying to me again, but that was smart. I'm sorry to doubt you. I've missed you so much and...I've had thoughts, many lewd thoughts about getting between your legs. I cannot think of any way to get rid of Cal without him thinking I'm cheating on you...with you," he sighed. He suddenly chuckled, "On the other hand, he of all people would understand." He stroked his wife's wet hair, "I've missed you and was not thrilled seeing your text."
Linda kissed Bill, "I'm so sorry. I'll make this right, make it go away. Oh, by the way, you might want to look around to ensure there are no pictures of us. I think all we have are the family pictures. I'm not in any of them unless he comes into our bedroom." She turned to get her hair drier, "Oh, and Cal might ask to see a picture of your wife, perhaps the one of Becky?"
Bill nodded, "That works." He rubbed his face in frustration, "This keeps getting better and better," he said as he went downstairs.
Linda came down and saw Cal and Bill standing in front of the mantle looking at pictures. Bill was also showing the man some pictures on his phone.
"Hey sweetie," Cal said, "I finally got to see Bill's wife. Wow! She's as hot as you are," he beckoned her over, "Show her the ones from Hawaii," he told Bill.
Linda knew which ones. Bill's sister Becky and her husband joined them in Maui last year. The two girls decided to torment the men and purchased the skimpiest bikinis they could find. Becky's body was even better than Linda's at least Linda thought so, and her G-cup breasts were spilling out of her tiny top. She took the phone and whistled, "Christ, was she arrested for wearing that?" she asked.
Bill laughed, "No, but we couldn't stay very long. Linda and her sister found the most outrageous bikinis I've ever seen. All these men were walking back and forth checking out both women and whenever they went in the water, they were surrounded. The most attention they got was putting sunscreen on each other. It was fun and they were flattered but they finally decided enough was enough. Linda's never worn that since, though I've tried to talk her into it," he chuckled.
Linda shook her head, "I'm sure it would go over well at the community pool," she smiled. She looked at the beer in Cal's hand, "Is there one for me?"
Bill stepped back, "Sorry, manners. Would you like a drink? We have various beers, wine," he suggested.
"I'd love wine, red?" Linda suggested.
"We have a few, come with me," Bill said as leading her to the kitchen. He looked back and saw Cal was still studying the pictures, "This is exhausting. Cal waved off my suggestion I drive you home as he will be driving right by Sarah's. I almost suggested since my wife is out of town, perhaps you'd like to stay but that's just not me, not something I'd ever do." He got the bottle of Italian as Linda opened the cupboard grabbing a glass.
Linda laughed, "Even with a shot at some of this?" she waved an arm down her body, "No, I understand. That's one reason I love you so much," she sighed. "I'll stay with Sarah tonight, I am not going back to Cal's. We talked and I told him this just is not working, oh, by the way, I might have said my fiance's name is Bill. He thought it was funny two couples with the same names." She kissed Bill, "I don't know why you stay with me. You deserve better," she sighed.
Cal looked up as the two came back from the kitchen, "I was wondering," he laughed, "The wife out of town and Linda here, can't blame you," he laughed.
"Cal! Bill has been a perfect gentleman. Not a single comment or suggestion...unlike you," she looked sternly at him.
Bill shrugged, "Hey, it's tempting. To be honest, I've looked at no other woman outside of my wife except for that one night with you," he sighed. "Strangely I cheated on her, but it just never felt like cheating. Maybe it was the opportunity was too good to pass up," he smiled.
Linda put a hand on his arm, "I'm flattered." She went over and sat in her favorite chair, finally relaxing, "Damn, I'm tired. You don't mind if I sit, do you?" she asked. She thought back over the last week and she'd gotten sleep when Cal's cock was not inside her somewhere or between her tits, but it couldn't have amounted to more than three hours a night on average.
Bill nodded, "I really am a sucky host. Cal, please sit anywhere. So what did you bring me? What did you find out about our cloud solution?"
Linda sipped her wine and listened to Cal filling in Bill on what they'd seen in Reno. She finished her wine and must have dozed off.
"Hey, baby. We should go. The storm seems to have gotten worse," Cal said as she opened her eyes, "You need to get some sleep," he laughed. He looked at Bill, "I might have kept her awake all week." He shrugged, "I can't seem to get enough of her, but you didn't seem to mind, did you, babe?"
Linda groaned, "Cal, nice. Really makes me look like a slut." She got up and looked out, "Christ! Look at it out there."
Bill tried to clear the jealous thoughts in his head, "Let me get you a raincoat. Linda has a nice one in here," he said as he went over to the closet. He watched his wife put on the coat feeling the most frustration he'd ever felt in his life.
Linda accepted the coat and after putting it on, kissed Bill on the lips, "I hope your wife realizes what a great guy you are. She couldn't have gotten luckier," she said looking intently in his eyes, "I hope to see you again soon," she said softly before following Cal out.
Bill went around slowly in the now incredibly empty house picking up the glass and empty bottle. He was turning off the lights when he saw headlights come up the drive. He opened the door seeing Cal's car and both jump out and run to the door. He held it open as they rushed in, dripping water on the floor. "What happened? Was there an accident or something?"
Cal shook his umbrella outside, "Wow! We thought it was bad when we left. I couldn't see more than 20 feet in front, then the road disappeared. Not disappeared but really hard to see where it was with a half-foot of water in places." he sputtered.
"Cutter bridge is out, I mean totally washed away," Linda continued. "We almost went into the river but I screamed out before Cal saw it," she groaned, "Sorry Cal." She looked at Bill, "I might have damaged his eardrums."
Cal nodded. "I was looking at flashing lights in the distance and wasn't looking down at the road. I swear half our front wheels were over the edge." He hugged Linda, "You fucking saved our lives and I mean that literally." He pulled out his phone and looked at it, "we have to call that in so no one gets killed. Do you have a landline? No service," he said.
Linda and Cal took off their wet garments as Bill called the local emergency number. He put down the phone and came back.
"They asked if we can go back and guard it with our flashers on, it seems it will take them a good half-hour to get down here," Bill said, "can you lend me your car? Or move yours?"
"No biggie, I'll go. I'm already wet. You two behave yourselves while I'm gone," Cal said as he ran back out the door.
Bill looked at his wife, "Ok, this is strange. I guess we'll have to make up the guest bedroom for...you and him?"
Linda sighed, "I'll sleep on the couch. You can say it, I told you so," she moaned.
"About you and Cal? I've been telling you that for the last few months," he responded.
"Ok, but I was referring to when we converted two of the bedrooms to our offices and another to a library. You told me we might need two guest bedrooms...I wanted the library. Maybe I could sleep in there on the floor," she said brightly.
Bill shook his head, "You really think Cal will accept that? Come on, let's get some sheets and make sure there are no pictures of you in the guest room.
After making the bed, Linda reached down and stroked Bill's cock, "We have time for a quicky. Cal won't be back for probably 20 minutes or so." She got on her knees, "This might be weird, but I like the feeling of cheating on Cal," she said as she unzipped her husband's pants.
Bill was going to tell her to stop, but his cock throbbed eagerly anticipating her mouth sucking on him. He sighed happily as she licked the underside of the shaft, gently sucked on each ball as she stroked his cock. "Mmmmmm," he moaned as her warm mouth wrapped around his fleshy rod, tongue flicking right under the cap. He suspected 20 minutes was more than enough time as Linda was a skilled cock-sucker, but then she pulled off.
Linda stood, undid then yanked down her pants, "Fuck me. I need you inside me," she said as she pressed her face and chest onto the guest bed. "Ohhh, yesss. You do what you want to me. Fuck me hard," she spat.
Bill felt that unbelievably tight pussy engulf his cock as he slid easily in. He wondered if he was the first tonight as she was sopping but was past caring as he gripped her ass cheeks and slammed harder and harder into her. He felt himself getting close and sputtered, "Oh Christ, I can't cum inside you, Cal...I'm going...fuck," he pulled out and stroked himself rapidly shooting cum onto his wife's back. "Oh God! I never have cum so fast in my life," he moaned as he flopped down next to her. "Sorry, I've never left you hanging before." He crawled off the bed and knelt behind his wife.
As Bill began licking her aroused pussy, she groaned. She did not want him to stop, almost screamed out to keep going but Cal would be back soon and she needed to clean up. "Stop, I'd love for you to do this but I need to get your cum off my back before Cal gets back." She stood holding up her shirt looking at her back and saw that Bill had shot cum onto it. "Oh crap, I need a clean shirt now." She looked surprised, "Impressive. I've never seen that much cum splattered on me before. Good job!" she grinned. She pulled off the shirt and wiped all his sperm off her back and ass, then tossed the shirt into the dirty clothes hamper.
After she pulled up her pants, they headed to their bedroom where Linda changed into another shirt, one she'd explain would be more comfortable to sleep in. Both knew it was lame as Cal would have that off her within seconds of them climbing into bed, but it sounded like a better excuse than 'Bill came all over the other one while you were gone.'
They checked out the spare bedroom and removed a couple of pictures, straightened out the bedspread where they'd just fucked, and made it downstairs just as they saw Cal's headlights.
After hearing about the number of cars he'd turned away and the cops coming to set up the signs, Bill stood up, "Well, I showed Linda the spare bedroom and we put sheets on it. I'll leave you guys and head to bed. Do you need to be awakened at any time?" Bill asked.
Cal grinned, "We might be in bed until late." He looked over at Bill, "Please tell me you weren't being the good husband and took advantage of being alone with Linda when you made the bed," he chuckled.
"Bill isn't like you. He doesn't have to fuck every woman he sees." She stood up, "In fact, I'm going to sleep on the couch," she pointed across the room, "I'll just need a blanket."
Cal came over and hugged her, "Sorry, I'm sorry. Come on. I was just joking. I know Bill is not a cad like me, but he's as much a man as anyone and you are the most fuckable woman I've ever met. Joking. Come on, I'll let you sleep and tell me a warm bed wouldn't feel better," he said stroking her back. "I won't bother you if all you want to do is sleep."
Linda looked over at Bill and rolled her eyes but nodded, "Ok, yes. I'd like to sleep. I think we're both exhausted after everything." She pulled back and looked over to the bathroom, "I'm going to get some water, glasses in a cupboard? I'll be back," she said.
After she left, Cal looked at Bill and asked quietly, "I hate to ask this, but Linda might want anal and, well, do have anything...?
Bill nodded, "I'll go up and put a tube in the side table." He tried to act as if it were nothing as he went up the stairs.
Cal decided he'd grab some water also when she came out. She saw Bill coming back down the stairs and went over and hugged him. "I promise you. This will be it. Ever. I will never be with anyone but you ever again," she said quietly before kissing him, "I love you so much."
Bill shook his head, "I believe you believe what you're saying, but we'll see. I love you too." He looked up the stairs towards the guest bedroom, "Never in my worst nightmares did I imagine this."
The three walked upstairs, Bill hesitating by the guest bedroom to say goodnight, resisting kissing his wife before heading to the end of the hall to the master. Cal pulled Linda into the room after she'd hesitated hoping to catch Bill's eye.
"This is nice. A lot better than the room back in Reno," he indicated the bed, "and a king." He climbed into bed naked then held the covers open as Linda climbed in after pulling off her pants.
"We have to be quiet. Bill's room is right there," she pointed at the wall behind them, "and the bed looks like it squeaks," she said having almost said it did squeak. She had been steeling herself to say no, to stop Cal before he'd fuck her, but she knew he was still aroused from making out in the back of the car, in fact, thinking that made her want to put her fingers between her legs herself. But no matter how horny she was, no way could she be fucking another man with Bill just feet away.



Cal humped testing for noise, "Not too bad. I'll bet we can do a lot without making a sound, except for when I make you scream with pleasure," he smiled as he slid a hand under her shirt.
Linda had been determined to resist whatever Cal tried, begging modesty at not making noise, but as Cal leaned over and kissed her tenderly, his hand stroking her breast, all the feelings she had in the car came back. "Ooooh, damn," she sighed, "Ok, but can we just do what we were doing in the car?" She allowed herself to be pulled on top of him, her panty-clad crotch pressed against his already erect cock. "Wow, you are hard already? Can we just do this and then go to sleep?" She raised her arms as the man grabbed the hem of the shirt.
Cal pulled off her shirt and sucked a nipple into his mouth, circling her hard nipple them flicking his tongue across her hard nub as she loved. He stroked her other breast with one hand and her ass with the other. He nodded hearing her request but knew she'd be begging for his cock in minutes. "Sure, we can do this. I was so close to cumming when you were grinding your cunt against me," he moaned softly. 'Sure we can,' he thought,, 'then we can just me slide into your tight cunt, just for a minute or two...' he thought happily.
Linda pulled the man against her trying hard not to make noise, but as his cock kept popping against her clit and his teeth gently pulled on her nipple, she let out little squeals. She hated the slight penetration the head of his cock made pressing her panties into her slit. Frustrating not being filled with a fat cock.
Her cunt was grinding harder against him as he teased her nipples knowing she was beginning to lose her resolve. He felt her pelvis explore the entire length of his cock, pausing and pressing into him when she reached his head. She was trying to get him to rip through the thin fabric it seemed and he was more than happy to comply.
Bill tried to sleep, but he was aware of the soft voices in the next room, the brief squeak when they'd moved and he knew Linda. She might have incredible resolve until foreplay. He'd experienced that on their first date. She firmly told him she would not go all the way. He'd not pressed the issue and was fully prepared to honor it being content to play with those breasts, but she'd suddenly gotten on top moved her panties to the side, and plunged down on his cock. He'd never been with a more passionate woman and they'd gone all night. He'd barely cum for the 6th time when he'd had to pull on clothes and run to class. He rolled over, pulling a pillow over his head as he heard those familiar soft moans.
Cal gripped her flexing ass as she ground against him more aggressively. Her panties were soaked and his cock was being smeared with both their juices. He wondered if she were staying strong and if she were determined to cum on his cock and get him off by this humping when she gasped out "Fuck it!" and yanked her panties to the side and slammed down on his cock, "Damn you, fuck me," she spat.
Cal rolled her over onto her back, pushed himself up knowing exactly what she wanted. His hips began flexing into her, slamming his cock into her cunt harder and harder watching those large breasts flopping around. He had the brief thought that he'd somehow have to get Bill's wife Linda in this same position. Imagine those huge tits laid out under him. He allowed himself to be pulled down, their mouths open as they sucked each other's tongues, their chests mashed together. They both seemed unaware of the loud squeaking as their sweating bodies writhed against each other. His hand gripped her flexing ass, probing for her puckered hole.
Linda felt an incredible release as she let go. She no longer was in a room next to her husband, she was in the arms of a man who loved her and knew exactly how to bring her pleasures she'd rarely ever felt. Her raw nipples were sliding against his chest, her clit scraping on his fat cock and as his finger found her ass she cried out she was cumming, "Shhiiiittt! I'm...ooooohhhhh fuck meeee," she spat
Cal gripped her tightly as she came, dimly aware that Bill was most likely not able to sleep, but on the other hand, he was probably jerking off listening to them make love. As Linda collapsed under him, he kissed her tenderly, "Better? I'm guessing you've been wanting that for a while," he sighed.
Linda kissed Cal and stroked his back, "Ok, and I'll bet you need release now too, tell me what you want," she said softly.
"I'd like to fuck your ass," he said pulling out of the blonde.
"Wait, how? We would need..."
"Got it," Cal said happily, "I asked Bill if he had anything, apparently he and Linda get kinky every once in a while," he grinned as he rolled off the bed. He opened the drawer and pulled out a tube of gel, "Ready?"
Linda buried her face in the pillow not wanting Cal to see the look on her face as she stuck her ass in the air. She felt the cool gel and the fat finger penetrate her. All she was thinking is how to get this over with so she could go to sleep and no longer making all the noises that had to be driving Bill crazy. "Oohhhhh, ffffuck!" she spat as Cal's cock pressed against her before popping past her sphincter.
Cal groaned loudly feeling her tight ring grip his cock immediately stifling it thinking about Bill. He pulled out and pushed back in, and sensed she was not as into it as she usually was. He wondered why but leaned over her back, his cock pressing into her more and reached between her legs and stroked her wet pussy. He didn't feel she was getting any more excited but he continued fucking her ass and fingering her wet slit and soon she seemed to arouse from whatever was bothering her. She began humping back against him pressing her chest more against the mattress.
Bill gave up trying to sleep hearing the bed squeaking increase. He put on his headphones and listened to a book on tape, but even the noise-canceling function did nothing to totally hide the moans coming from the next room. He remembered how aggressively Cal fucked and Linda was responding more and more enthusiastically, though he could tell she was stifling her encouraging grunts.
Linda was feeling the rising tingling in her crotch as Cal pinched and pulled on her clit while slamming hard into her rectum. She thought about Dave and Jim seeing her naked, their flashlights steadily shining on her tits, her open crotch. She could see the snakes outlined in their uniform pants and knew they wished they could be fucking her right now. Maybe she'd let them. After all, they were great about not writing her up and she did owe them. Cal's balls were now slick with her cum and were loudly slapping against her pussy...her clit was agonizingly being teased. "Fffffuuuuuuck!" she spat out, her ass thrusting back as she exploded a second time in the past 15 minutes, "Uuuh, uhhhh, uuuuuhhhhhh ...aaaaahhhh..." she groaned as the waves flowed through her.
Cal reached under and gripped her left tit as she came, the other hand roughly stroking her drenched cunt. As she came down her slammed into her a couple of times more and grunted loudly he was cumming, "Oh God, fuck! Your ass is so fucking tight. Uuunnnnghhhh, ungh, unghhh," he collapsed onto his side pulling her with him. He felt the damp air combined with their sweat start to cool their bodies off so he grabbed the bedspread and pulled it over both of them.
Linda could feel Cal's rapid heartbeat against her back and pulled his hand onto her breast. "I'll bet you were needing to cum for a while like I was," she sighed.
"I was. I don't think I'd ever been as close as when we were making out in the back of the car and then..." he kissed the back of her neck, "Are you alright? You usually love anal, but maybe it wasn't right tonight? You should have said something," he said softly.
Linda stroked his hand, "I'm fine, maybe a bit tired." She turned her head and kissed him, "It was great, it felt great," she said. "I am tired. You didn't let me sleep all week." She pulled her ass away feeling his still firm cock slide out, "Let's clean up and get some sleep."
After washing they both climbed naked into the bed. Linda turned off her light and snuggled against Cal, "Ok, I told you last night was going to be the last time we would be doing this, but I'm not stupid. You'll want to fuck me as much as you can until we have to leave tomorrow so...I guess you're going to do what you're going to do." She kissed him and rolled over, "Wake me up when you need somewhere to put that," she sighed feeling more than a little anticipation. Cal always seemed to get better as the nights wore on and she remembered cumming many times every night all week.
***********************************************
Bill crept down the hall hearing Linda's and Cal's moans in the guest bedroom. They'd fucked at least a half dozen times during the night but it got to the point where their rhythmic moans and the squeaking were actually soothing and he was able to sleep through most of the sessions. He found he could understand almost everything they said, which was disturbing in one sense, but Linda never once told Cal she loved him or made any comparison to Bill. He shook his head, as enthusiastic a lover he thought himself to be, he couldn't imagine getting it up that many times in a day let alone in an 8 hour night. He put on a pot of coffee wondering if they'd be ever coming down or if they'd stay in bed and fuck all day.
He sat and read the paper and realized the thumping bed sounds had stopped. A short break? Perhaps they'd be getting up and he'd have to face them...his stomach soured thinking about what he'd say, how he'd feel. He put down his empty cup and looked outside. Leaves and branches were strewn everywhere and there were more pools of water than patches of grass showing. Between the thunder rumbling outside and the passionate groans and cries, he wondered how he got any sleep at all. He tried to figure out how to get Linda home, or at least over to Sarah's then back. She'd have to head out to the interstate, get off on highway 56 then curl back through Stinton. That's a good hour to go a half-hour away.
He headed up to shower, stepping lightly by the guest room door when Cal opened it and stepped out.
"Morning," he whispered. "Linda is pretty spent," he sighed. He opened the door for Bill to see.
Bill felt the sourness get worse seeing his wife lying naked on her back, her breasts red, her blonde patch now dark and matted. He figured Cal had just finished fucking her and had crawled off the bed leaving Linda with her legs opened wide, her pussy still swollen and red. He could see white cream flowing out and he abruptly turned and stepped back, "I don't think she'd be happy being exposed like that, couldn't you at least pull the sheet over her?" he asked.
Cal sighed, "I did, but she pushed them off. We really did work up a sweat last night. I hope we didn't keep you awake?" He looked back at the bed, "We might have to wash those sheets," he grinned. He patted Bill on the shoulder, "Look, the wife's out of town and she'll never know. I'm sure Linda would be more than happy to thank you for letting us stay here last night," he pointed to the naked form.
Bill shook his head, "No, thanks for the offer but I'm going to hit the shower, get dressed and figure out if the roads are passable today." He nodded down the stairs, "There's coffee and the cups are above to the right." He closed the door behind him to get undressed, shower, and get ready for the day. 'Who else has Cal offered Linda to?' he wondered, 'and does she comply?' he rubbed his face in his hands trying to get the images out of his head.
***********************************************
Bill held the door for Linda and slumped back against it after closing it. It wasn't until after one that Cal and Linda headed over to Sarah's. Bill had waited an hour before driving over to pick her up, hoping Cal was not there. He needn't have worried as Linda would not let him near the front door. She'd kissed him on the cheek and thanked him for the ride.
Sarah had opened the door for Bill and immediately gave him a hug. Linda had explained the whole thing and Sarah was not judgmental or critical. In fact, she nodded as if this were a logical turn of events.
Linda looked tired, more tired than he'd ever seen her and he suspected it was more than just an exhausting night of fucking but also emotional turmoil. He wanted to get her home and in bed, not as Cal would but through concern for her health. They said their goodbyes and took the long circuitous route back home, neither saying a single word.
Bill took Linda by the hand and led her upstairs. As they passed the guest room he felt his wife shudder and hesitate.
"Maybe I should move in here. I'm sure you want nothing to do with me after this horrible thing I did to you," she cried.
Bill realized these were the first words he'd heard from her since picking her up. "No. You are my wife and will be unless you decide differently." He kissed her, "We are going to rearrange these rooms, though. We never should have had the guest bedroom next to ours. I'm going to move my office here, we're getting rid of this crappy bed and getting a solid one and the guest bedroom will at the other end of the house.
Linda stroked his face, "I love you so much. I'll say it again, you deserve so much better and I need to be a better wife, a better person," she sighed. "I told Cal when he dropped me off at Sarah's to treasure the memories since we'll be making no more, it's just too complicated," she sighed.
Linda crawled naked into bed and put her arms out, "Unless you're disgusted with me, I need to hold you," she begged.
Bill undressed and lay down next to his wife, "Look I'm sure you're sore and perhaps a bit tired so we don't have to do anything," he said, "I love you and always will."
Linda reached down and stroked his cock, "I'll never be too tired for this," she said softly as she slid under the covers and licked his hard shaft."
"Linda, you don't have to do this, but...aaaahhhh, damn! your mouth feels good," he sighed. He loved how skilled she was even though in the back of his mind he realized she'd gotten better, doing more with her hands, kissing and licking his balls, his ass which she never did before Cal. Rather than being angry he suddenly wondered what else she'd picked up. "Oh Christ, I'm getting close. I need to be inside you," he gasped as he tried to hold off the aching feeling in his balls.
Linda knew he was close feeling his scrotum tighten up and as much as she wanted to taste his cum she crawled back up, "You taste good, really good but I want you to fuck me any way you want." she said still stroking his cock.
Bill thought a second, "I heard Cal ask you to squat over him last night, I want that," he grinned, "Oh trust me, I was able to hear everything." he patted her back as she looked suddenly mortified, "Relax. It's not like I wasn't aware of what you were doing in there, hearing you or not I knew what you were doing." He lifted her up, "Come on, show me...Wow! Nice!" he spat as she straddled him.
Linda wasn't a fan of this as it was a real workout on her hamstrings, but Cal and Eric loved it. She climbed over Bill, squatting on her heels and lowered her pussy onto his cock. It was arousing knowing the men could see her cunt opened wide as she repeatedly plunged down on their cocks. This never worked well in the past with smaller dicks, but that was not a problem with Bill. She picked up the pace as her husband grabbed her ass.
Bill looked at the sight of his wife literally stabbing herself with his cock, her tits flopping around as she more rapidly thrust her pussy onto him. He could feel her tight ass muscles as she fucked him harder and harder. He remembered her begging Cal to fuck her ass earlier this morning, so he slid his middle finger inside her.
Linda immediately started cumming was her husband's finger drove into her rectum. She plunged down onto his cock, rapidly torquing her pelvis against his hard shaft as she grunted loudly against his cheek. "Fffffuuuuuccccckkkk, yeeessss."
Bill held her as she came. He'd been worried in the back of his mind that she'd just fuck him and take little pleasure out of it after cumming over and over last night with Cal, but as she came down from what seemed to be an explosive orgasm, he held her as her body went limp, slightly twitching.
Linda groaned, "Oh my God, that felt great!" she said. She roused herself, kissed her husband hungrily, and raised herself up again. "Cum inside me baby, I know you were close and I tried to time it, but you felt too good," she panted.
Bill gripped her breasts as she against squatted over his cock, her tight pussy gripping him hard. He tried to hold off, but her rapid bouncing on his cock was too much, "Uuummmmphhhh, uhhhh, ffffuuuucccckkk!" he grunted as jets of pent up cum blasted into his wife's womb. He could feel the aching in his balls fade as a long night's buildup emptied into her. He idly wondered how many cups of cum had been unloaded inside her in the last week.
Linda collapsed on top of her husband, "Thank God, you came," she rubbed the back of her thighs, "Fuck pilates, this truly works out your legs." She kissed him and buried her head against his neck, "I missed you so much."
Bill realized he was no longer jealous. The sour feeling in his stomach was gone. Linda might be fucking other men, but she always comes back here. Comes back to him regardless of the men who use her. He hoped she was right and Cal would never touch her again, but if he did, so what?
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"When you come home on break I have an idea for your father's 45th birthday, Um, I know this sounds cryptic but can I go over it when you get here?" Malorie asked softly. She had the whole plan worked out but now that she was on the phone with her son it seemed totally screwed up. "It is just an idea, you know how those are."
Martin paused wondering what made his usually self-confident mom sounding so unsure of herself, "Sure mom, Friday. We can talk about it then," he said now intrigued.
"Oh, I hope you don't mind but I assumed you and Kat and um, you know will be sharing your bedroom so we got rid of the full and got you a king, so..." his mom said softly.
Martin smiled, "Thanks. Wow! And whose birthday is it this weekend?" he'd thought about Annie, Katerina, and himself sleeping together in the smaller bed at home. He'd decided they'd make it work, but this is so much better. "I love you, Mom. I'll see you Friday...we'll see you Friday."
"I love you too, give Annie and Kat a big hug for me," she said thinking about the conversation and what their reaction would be, "Bye." She put down the phone. "Stupid, stupid, stupid. Perhaps there's something else he'd like better," she snorted then shook her head, "right..."
***********************************************
Martin got up seeing his beautiful redheaded girlfriend come in, "Damn! Where were you?" he asked pulling her into an embrace, "I was hoping we had time before Annie got back for a bit of fun," He kissed her then looked at the bags she was holding.
Kat grinned, "Ok. Stay right there," she stroked his fat member, "hold that thought," she giggled and trotted upstairs, the bags noisily rustling as she went up.
Martin plopped down on the couch wondering what she was up to, but he didn't have long to wait. He hadn't heard her come back down the stairs, but he saw her head peek around the doorway. "Ok, what are you wearing...Oh crap, not much!" he laughed.
The cute redhead stepped out wearing most of a black teddy. Most because her breasts were fully exposed and when she turned he could see the entire crotch was missing. He felt his cock throb eagerly looking at her. He started to get up, but she held out her hand.
"Easy boy, we strippers are strictly hands-off," she smiled as she came over, turned, and touched her toes. She looked back between her legs at the snake pulsing up inside his pant leg.
Martin looked at her beautiful crotch fully exposed with the flimsy material covering half her ass cheeks. He wanted to reach out and run his finger up the wet slit to her pink asshole, wait! Pink? "You bleached your asshole?" he asked, "For me?"
Kat reached back and stroked her anus, "Of course not for you," she sighed, "for my other boyfriends." She stood up, "Actually it was Annie's idea. I guess all the girls do it for the porn shoots and she thought it would be a good look on me," she blushed, "I guess you like it, but back to being an anonymous whore," she looked at the large tent in his pants. She saw he was resisting touching her, so she stepped back, "Remember, big boy. No touching. Go on, sit on your hands so we don't get in trouble. By the way, my name's Candy."
Martin's cock ached as he complied and put his hands under his thighs. "Oh wow," he sighed as Kat knelt down and popped the button on his pants with her teeth. She was giggling as she had to lean around his cock tenting his pants. She tried to unzip him, but with the pressure he was putting on the fabric, she gave up.
"Fuck it," she sighed, "when they taught me this routine they never had anyone with a cock this size." She unzipped his pants and yanked them off. "Ok, remember, no touching," she said, "Oh and I'll need a credit card when we're done. And, it's an extra $100 for a happy ending," she said as she straddled his waist. "I'm impressed," she sighed feeling his hard shaft against her bare pussy, "when I saw you all I thought was what a cute nerd-boy, but you're packing some serious equipment." She pressed her wet pussy against the long shaft and ground up and down the length.
Martin tried to suck a nipple in his mouth, but Kat jerked back, scolding him. His cock was slick with her cum and she kept teasing him as she pressed her slit against his plump head before sliding back down. He tried to press his cock inside her, but she anticipated his attempts and kept moving away.
"You are a bad boy, first you try to suck on my nipples," she said softly as she pressed her tits against his face, then slapped his cheeks with them as she pivoted her chest, "then you are trying to get us in trouble by putting that huge cock inside me," she said firmly. She ground harder against him feeling her own arousal increase, "Oh crap, I suppose you expect me to take care of this," she said as she crawled down, gripped his slick shaft, and stroked it. She looked up at the boy, "Did I say $100? Silly me, I meant $200." she stroked him more rapidly. She looked around to see if anyone was watching, and whispered, "If you don't tell anyone I'll suck you off for $300, you can fuck my cunt for $400 or my virgin ass for $500," she leaned down and licked the underside of the head. "And I'll even let you touch my tits," she whispered, "just tell no one."
Martin reached over, grabbed his wallet, and pulled out the credit card, "All I have left on here is $437, will that be enough to fuck that nice pink asshole of yours? Please? It looks so pretty."
Kat took the card, "I'll be right back, I need to run this, why don't you take off all the rest of your clothes." She held up the card, "Not that I don't trust you..." she said as she headed upstairs, her huge breasts bouncing.
Kat came back and gave him the card, "You had $487 on there, I took it all. Thanks." She handed Martin the lube, turned, and bent over. "Wow! Your finger is bigger than my last boyfriend's dick, nice...deeper," she sighed. She hoped mentioning Craig would not be a problem, but she heard Martin snort immediately as she said it. She knew what was coming as Martin pulled her back onto his lap, pressed his cock against her pink asshole and she lowered herself down onto him. "Holy fucking God!" she cried out, "Easy...Ok, you can push a little...not so much. OK, yesssss." Kat leaned back against the boy raising and lowering herself more rapidly as she adapted to the large mass invading her rectum. "Shiiiittt! I'm going to require at least a thou for something this size next time," she hissed.
Annie walked up the steps, opened the door, and stopped, "Hey guys! You started without me?" She looked closer, "I see Martin saw that cute anus of yours, I was going to ask if he liked it..." She pulled off her clothes, knelt between her nephew's legs and licked his balls. "I hope you're not close yet, I want in," she said as she went back to sucking on one ball then the other.
Martin was in heaven. Katerina's tight ass gripped his cock tightly as she squatted over him, his one hand was filled with the softest tit he'd ever felt, his other buried inside her tight pussy while his aunt was sucking on his balls. He knew he wasn't going to last long but he also knew he'd recover quickly if his aunt wanted his cock.
Kat reached down and stroked the blonde's tits and cooed as Annie moved up replacing Martin's fingers with her mouth. "Oh yes, there...Oh, God!" Kat cried as Annie sucked her clit into her mouth and gently nibbled it. She opened her legs wider as the blonde's tongue flicked rapidly on her tender nub and her boyfriend's fat pole filled her rectum.
Martin gripped the girl's tits lifting and dropping her on his rock-hard shaft hearing her squeal every time. He pinched and pulled on her nipples when her squeals became a series of deeper grunts knowing she was close. He knew Annie's cunt-licking skills were taking her over the top and he felt Kat's ass was now beginning to jerk in response. He kissed the side of her neck as she came feeling her strong pelvic muscles hump on his cock and against Annie's face. He loved how passionate and how open to anything sexual his girlfriend was. He was thinking just six months ago he was not only a virgin but had never even touched a girl's breast, even through clothes and now...now he had two of the more beautiful women in the world naked, pleasuring themselves and him.
Kat collapsed back against Martin, panting. She stroked Annie's hair as the woman licked the leaking fluids from her throbbing pussy. "Damn! That was incredible. Annie, come here and kiss me," she sighed, her hands pulling the blonde up, "I love you," she said as their lips met.
Martin stroked Annie's full breast as he held Kat's marveling at how similar yet different they felt. Kat's were slightly softer, slightly fuller...heavier, while Annie's were firmer and inexplicably warmer. He slid his hand down and as he reached between his aunt's legs, she put a foot on the couch giving him full access.
Annie broke the kiss with a smack, "Ok you little slut, it's my turn. Nice outfit, by the way." She sat back as Kat had to straighten up high to get Martin's cock out of her ass. "I guess our boy liked your pink little hole, huh?" she laughed. She got up to get a washcloth to clean Martin's cock while Kat stiffly stood up.
"I guess I owe you a happy ending," the redhead sighed, "But my colleague, Bubbles will take care of you," she said kissing the boy. "I told him it was ok to touch and I ran his credit card."
"Bubbles?" Annie asked, "Seriously, Bubbles?" the now naked blonde said while holding the warm cloth.
"Sorry. My bad," she said to Martin. Then softly, "She hates that name. She prefers her stage name, Gertrude. Forget you ever hear her real name...it's Bubbles Banning." She kissed the boy, "Ok, I'll go fix dinner while Gertrude finishes up in here. Ouch!" she yelped as Annie's hand smacked her bare ass.
Annie tossed the wet cloth on the floor and climbed onto Martin's still hard cock, "She's incredible, isn't she?" she asked as she felt her pussy get pleasantly stretched, "Wow! Every time is like the first time, yessss," she sighed holding her nephew. "I like her teddy. I've never seen one like that. Hi." She kissed him, "I thought about this cock all day in class," she panted out as she raised and lowered herself, "I had a few of the kids ask me who had the biggest cock I'd ever had...oh yesss, there," she put her head down as she ground against the base of his fat shaft, "I had to lie. I told them Aaron but I was thinking about you."
"Size doesn't matter," Martin sighed as he gripped his aunt's firm tits, "I prefer tight." he softly chuckled. He lifted her so she was now standing on the couch, "You weren't the only one thinking about something," he said as he pulled her pussy against his mouth. He wiggled his tongue between her labia, then made it rigid and plunged inside her. He knew she loved being tongue fucked and attacked her hole, pushing in as deep as he could as he bent his head back.
Annie put a foot on the back of the couch marveling at the skill of this young, inexperienced boy. She'd been with men, many men who were decent lovers but none who seemed to intuitively know how to please her...please a woman. She reveled in the incredible feeling of his fat tongue exploring inside her vagina as she thought about his skills. As far as she knew, he ate out Kat completely differently and the girl always came. He also never seemed to give a whit about his own pleasure, his own orgasm. So many men seemed to focus on cumming, not on their partner's orgasm, but their own. She felt the rising ache in her womb, her thoughts fading as she tried to open her cunt to him more, "Oh Fuck! There, yes!" she cried out as he raised his upper lip, scraping his teeth on her clit, "Oooohhhhh, ooooohhhhh, God!" she spat as she pressed her crotch hard against his active tongue, her hands pressed against the wall.
Kat checked the boiling water grinning, 'That is Martin and his amazing mouth!' she felt herself getting aroused again. She almost went out to look, but then she'd have to join in again.
Annie collapsed onto her side next to Martin, "Oh fuck! Go on, put that cock of yours wherever you want. That was incredible, how deep were you inside me?"
Martin crawled over, flipping his aunt on her back, "Not as deep as I wanted to be, but I'll work on it," he grinned as he opened her legs wide and lay on top of her, "I hope this hole is alright, it was the closest," he said as he entered her again. Martin began slowly fucking the woman, picking up speed, plunging in harder with each thrust as he knew she liked. Kat loved long slow strokes and Annie liked to be pounded. He remembered the one time he'd heard her beg, 'harder, fuck me harder,' and he'd felt embarrassed for not sensing that.
Annie thrust her pelvis up in rhythm to the boy's intense pistoning into her pussy already feeling a rising second orgasm, "Oh, yesss. That's it, fuck my cunt," she panted. Her hands were exploring the taut muscles, his chest, his stomach, his ass. The base of his shaft ground against her clit as he pressed against her cervix and she knew it was coming, rising inside her...she cried out, "Fuucccck! God, yesss, yesss, yesssss, ssshhhhhhiiiiit," she grunted out.
Kat nodded and went to set the table anticipating that Martin would allow himself to cum now that his partner had cum twice. She looked down and realized she was still wearing the teddy and they had guests coming for dinner so she'd better change. She looked around the corner just as Martin arched his back and grunted out he was cumming.
Martin felt the last waves of his aching release and collapsed onto his aunt's chest. He heard a noise next to him and saw Kat standing there, "Oh Hi, Candy. Bubbles was incredible," he sighed. "I'd tell you to add in a good tip, but as you saw, that was the last of my money," he panted, "so worth it.
Kat looked at the two sweaty faces looking up at her, "I hate to break this up but remember Madison and her new boyfriend are coming over in," she looked at her watch, "a half-hour and we might want to...you know, clean up," she grinned, "Though maybe Maddie would be happy to see you like this," she spanked her boyfriend, "Nice ass!"
Annie sat up after the boy pulled out of her and stood up. Cupping her crotch knowing he always dumped a lot of cum in her, she followed the boy up the stairs to shower.
Martin was washing his aunt's back as Kat stepped in, "Just in time. I'm just about done with Bubbles, time for Candy," he sighed happily.
Annie rinsed off, kissed Martin, and stepped out, grabbing a towel, "It's always time for Candy," she chuckled, "Bubbles? Where the fuck did you get Bubbles from?" she asked the redhead as she dried off.
Kat laughed, "You'll hate this, but I was watching a NatGeo show about beavers and they were telling about tracking them when they swam underwater and one of the men pointed and said, 'Look! Beaver bubbles.'" She laughed, "I thought of you." She ducked as a bottle of lotion flew over the shower wall which Martin deftly caught.
"Hey, let's calm down. She was just joking, but when we go to bed tonight, I might sit in the red chair and bring this conversation up again," Martin laughed.
***********************************************
They had to flip the cushions as there might have been a couple of damp spots before their guests arrived and Annie grabbed a rag after noticing her handprints on the wall. They chuckled wondering if they should leave them there as a conversation starter. Hearing the door, Martin went over, opened it, and got an immediate hug from Madison.
"Squirt! It's been a while, this is Brant. Brant, this is one of my older friends, I've known him since he was...what? seven?"
Martin nodded and shook the man's hand. He was surprised that he was at least 15 years older than the tall brunette was but had rugged features and seemed to be in shape.
"So you're Martin. Maddie has mentioned you quite a few times," he looked the boy up and down. "She tells me you have incredible intuition about people," he slapped the boy on the shoulder, "A great gift and not one you can easily pick up."
Martin had no idea what to say to that so he just nodded, "Thanks. I'm not sure I agree with her, but come on in." He looked at Madison and how she looked at Brant and saw she liked this man. For some reason, this made him feel a lot better. "This is my girlfriend Katerina, and this is Annie," he indicated the two beautiful girls coming out of the kitchen. "Daryl and Laura are living here also and they're due home soon. You'll like them."
"Annie, good to finally meet you. I feel I've known you for a while, though as Penny Nichols, but, I'm been looking forward to meeting the person as often these stage personas are usually misleading," he smiled. He looked at Kat, "It's nice of you to invite us over."
It was an interesting dinner conversation as Brant wanted to know about the dynamics of the adult video industry. It turned out he was a producer of documentaries. His interest in Penny was more along the line of the production, "What I found most intriguing about most of your work, I'm afraid the series with the stepfather to be almost comical, sorry, but the lighting was overdone, glaring actually and way too many close-ups...sorry I digressed, about most of your work, right. Most have the perfect balanced lighting, shadows to accentuate, tease. Brilliant work. Then a lot of panning shots and full-frame views of the coupling. You do employ close-ups, but briefly, I suppose to appease those voyeurs who demand it, but I sense you use those reluctantly." He put down his glass, "I'm sorry. I've been rambling. I suppose I've always wanted to meet whoever was responsible for that high-quality of work, and..." he raised his glass, "here you are."
Laura nodded, "She's helped everyone in the class with all their videos. I've, well," she blushed, "Daryl and I have been putting together quite the library." She looked at Madison, "Ms. Fields and Annie have been terrific at critiquing our work," she said as she looked down at her plate.
Madison patted Laura on her shoulder, "She and Daryl both got As last quarter and were great at tapping into what Annie has to offer. Annie produces most of her work, I'm not sure about the stepfather series, not even sure If I've seen them," Maddie observed, "Annie, which ones are those?"
Kat got up, "I got my iPad right here." She handed the tablet to Madison and grinned, "Brant is right about the close-ups. If you want to see a cock filling up your entire screen, these are the videos for you. This would be quite scary on a 75" TV," she panicked suddenly, "I'm sorry, these aren't yours, are they?"
Annie laughed, "I hate those. Bill Martins did those and I wish they'd disappear." She looked down at her plate, "My gynecologist hasn't seen that much of me," she sighed, "Anyhow, Brant, thanks for noticing all that. I hate close-ups unless it's on the players' faces. I started producing and directing since I felt too many great scenes were ruined by poor lighting, poor camera work, and something you didn't mention, the psychological state of the actors." She looked around the table, "These girls often are given drugs or told drinking will help them relax. What I found is many get quite ill from this lifestyle and are usually numbed during the shoot. That's why you rarely see a real orgasm from the girls," she chuckled, "of course the guys have a real tough time faking theirs. Anyhow, I try to get girls who enjoy it and none of the men make them do anything they don't want to do. I don't drug test, but I urge my performers to be fully into it. I was in one shoot...nevermind." She stopped and looked around apologetically, "Wow, Ok. Enough sermonizing, let's go into the living room and relax."
After dinner, Kat looked around when there was a break in the conversation, "Um, I picked up a game today when I was shopping for clothes," she said softly, "It's not Chutes and Ladders," she blushed.



Madison looked shocked, "Why you little slut, you got a sex game? Which one? I love those," she said. She looked at Brant, "You in?"
Seeing Brant nod and already knowing Annie's opinion, she looked over at the grinning couple who nodded. Kat patted Martin's thigh, "Deciding vote," she said.
"Does this involve unnecessary nudity and perhaps touching of the opposite sex? Or...would you have to submit to degrading acts with these men here?" Seeing her nod, "Ok then. Go get it!" He got up after Kat bounced off the couch and ran upstairs. "Wine, we're going to need more wine for this." he headed towards the kitchen.
Madison joined him, "Let me help," she looked at the boy, "I might have told Brant that you were the one man who I ever had multiple orgasms with, thus his comment I guess," she said. She looked back at the living room, "He asked me why...what was it you did and I might have said something to the effect of 'You sensed what I needed before I knew what I needed and fully penetrated my erotic self,'" she sighed.
"Wow, I might borrow that to put on the card when I get Kat flowers," he laughed, "I guess it's not completely wrong," he said as he kissed the woman, "I was quite aware of what made you happy...call it my probing sixth sense," he chuckled. "You were quite aware of what I wanted too. I replay that night in my head a lot, " he said stroking her face. "Come on, they might be worried we'll be starting the game early," he said picking up the three bottles and a couple of glasses, Madison grabbing the rest.
After the wine was poured, they pushed the couch and chairs back and sat on the floor in a circle around the board. Kat had set aside a large cardboard container labeled "Advanced game only: Playing pieces." She read the rules, which were in a nutshell, 'Land on a space, draw the gender-appropriate card, follow the instructions, or face a penalty.' In the center were two landing areas marked with ♂ and ♀. Kat paused before reading the final line, "Ok, here's where you might want to get up and beg out, 'The game ends when one player of each gender lands in their respective home squares. That couple has the next 8 hours together and the remaining players cannot participate in any sexual activity until the 8 hours is up.'" She held up a timer and looked around, "So basically two get to screw and the rest of us get screwed."
"Wow! That is fucking diabolical," Madison chuckled, "I mean," she glanced at Brant, "I almost feel a desperate need for cock right now. Wait! No sexual activity? Not masturbating?" She looked around and saw nodding, "Ok, hang on...Oh hell," she looked at Brant, "We better fucking win. At least it doesn't say the losers have to watch or anything."
Kat groaned, "I might have left that part out, but it does say, 'Optional penalty for losing, the celibate players all will attend to whatever needs the winning couple demands for the duration of the 8 hours,' which I'm guessing would be watching. I thought Monopoly took a long time to play," she sighed. "We can forget that part. It will be bad enough knowing your partner is fucking another person. Why the fuck did I buy this?" she asked rhetorically.
"I'm intrigued, I'm going to set up a shoot with this game," Annie said, "I can see a few people I'd love to cast for this," she looked around, "Besides, I'm hoping I lose since there is someone here who needs to give my poor snatch a rest," she looked at the shrugging Martin. "I vote we keep that last part in, selfishly since I'd like to see the reactions on the loser's faces for the shoot." She saw reluctant nods and looked at Kat. "I guess we should have a bit more wine and get started."
Kat had been looking at some of the cards, grinned, and looked over at Madison, "I don't think you need to worry about your bits being ignored, wow!" She tossed the dice, "Ok, high roll starts and it goes clockwise from there."
The game started slowly with tasks to kiss the girl two to the left; get the boy to your right hard with just your lips through his pants, you have one minute; blindfolded, All the girls line up, and touching only their breasts identify them. If you fail, go back to the beginning, succeed and claim their bras; put your panties in the boy's mouth to your right, if you are not wearing any, move ahead 5 spaces; and others that created a lot of laughter and goading.
As they got deeper into the board, the instructions got more...more. Martin sat only in his boxers and leaned forward to pick a card. "Pull the girl on your right onto your lap and put nothing but the head of your cock inside her vagina. Hold that until it's her turn again without moving," he read. He looked at Laura and put out his hand. "It also has this in small print, 'If the girl can make the boy cum without additional penetration, he's out. If she can cum, she moves immediately to the home square and is a winner of her gender,'" he looked around. "Ok. Got it, do not cum inside the beautiful sexy girl pressing her nice pussy onto your cock...what could be easier?" He laughed.
Brant looked over at Madison to see her intense look as the boy pulled off his underwear. He suddenly realized why she seemed evasive when he'd asked what the boy did to get her off three times. He mentally shrugged realizing she spared his male ego. He leaned over and whispered, "Thanks. I now see how he did it. I'm impressed."
Madison kissed her boyfriend, "Sorry. I had no idea how to phrase something like that, but" she looked over at the naked Kat, "I've seen you look at our redheaded friend. I would venture a guess if you were to win the boy's side you'd be praying for Katerina, am I right?"
Brant grinned, "Guilty. Not that I don't love you, but let's face it, I've had a thing for redheads my whole life," he said and he looked back at the slender blonde crawling onto Martin's lap.
Laura shuddered looking down at the boy's cock. She'd seen it, but being a small girl always assumed it might rip her open. She pulled off her panties and squatted down facing the boy.
"Hang on," Kat said, "Your nice ass hides how far in he is, you need to turn around," she said twirling her finger in the air. "Of course, perhaps we could bend the rules and ha can put just the tip in your ass," she chuckled.
Laura groaned knowing everyone will be looking at her pussy. Had she known she might have trimmed or shaved, but Daryl liked her golden blonde pubes and spent many hours with his face pressed against them. She turned, pulled up her tee-shirt, and lowered herself onto his cock.
Kat said softly, "Relax, trust me. At first, it stings, like when you lost your virginity, but then it really feels great." She crawled over, gripped Martin's cock and slid the head up and down the girl's dripping slit, "Wow girl, you as positively dripping," she looked at the other women, "I'm guessing we all are."
Laura let out a loud gasp as the boy's head popped into her. When she heard the challenge, she'd mentally shrugged, "Ok, so what. Just the tip was how she started out with the boys, then she followed with handjobs and blowjobs without ever wanting more...feeling much of anything. But she'd never felt stimulation on her clit from simple penetration before. She moved around a bit, side-to-side, front-to-back, then in circles and found a small torquing of her pelvis and the feeling increased. Her shy nature ran contrary to ever wanting to orgasm in front of a room full of people, or open her legs wide exposing her twat for all to see, but here she was, her legs wide open, a fat cock obscenely stretching her vaginal opening and she was trying to grind against him. She had an image of just plunging all the way down...down, 'Oh God, I might lose but who the fuck cares,' she thought.
Martin felt the lithe girl clench her pussy on his cock and the way she moved her pelvis was like she could milk the sperm right out of him. "Ok, Annie, roll the dice already dammit, she's trying hard to get me to lose," he groaned.
Annie picked up the card and rolled her eyes, "Fucking sexist game. I guarantee you no guy is going to have to suck cock. She looked at Madison, "Take off your panties, bitch, 'Put your tongue as deep as you can into the girl's pussy to your left for one minute,'" she read before getting up and walking around Brant. She led Madison over to the couch and pushed her down. "Kat, you're the game master, you timing this?"
Kat blurted out, "Hang on, if you just eat her out like that, we can't see." She got up and laid Annie onto the couch with her legs up the back and her head hanging over. "There, now Maddie, you just lower...yes, I think you two have done this before," she sighed. She went and sat back, her boyfriend looking flushed with Laura's cunt gripping the head of his cock as she moved her hips in circles. She looked at Maddie, now playing with her tee-shirt-covered breasts as Annie's face as pressed hard against her pussy. She knew exactly how that felt as Annie has a great tongue and loves the taste of pussy. She looked over as Brant rolled.
"Get fully naked and engage in 69 with the fully naked partner of your choice until it's your turn again, and blah, blah, blah...what Martin read earlier," he read. He looked at Madison who was just sitting down looking flushed and Annie of his other side wiping juices off her face. He got up, stripped off his remaining clothes, and put out his hand to Kat.
Kat grinned having felt left out of the more sexual acts so far and let herself be led over to the couch, "I think me on top? But your card, your call," she said. She crawled on top of the taller man trying not to knee him. She finally got settled with her pussy right over his face. Gripping his cock, she bathed it with her tongue before sucking more and more of him in. After Martin, she had no problem deep-throating the man and hoped to make him cum. On the other hand, perhaps she should focus on his obviously experienced skills at eating pussy.
Martin was feeling his balls ache and after watching Annie eat Maddie's pussy and now Kat enthusiastically sucking cock, he tried to think dreary, depressing thoughts. He saw Daryl get up and stand in front of Madison, stroking his cock in front of her face.
"We don't have to do this, I mean you are my teacher," Daryl said softly. He looked at Brant and wondered what he thought of a boy just six feet away with his cock ready to go into his girlfriend's mouth, though the man seemed occupied with his face buried between Kat's legs, and his hands exploring her dangling tits.
"Actually, you're not," Madison said reaching for the boy's cock she'd seen when she was his teacher. She pulled the cock into her mouth and began taking more and more down her throat.
"Oh, God. I hate to say this, but I've fantasized about this," he sighed. "But does this mean I can't sign up for your class next semester?"
Madison pulled off, "That's a good point. I'll ask that at the next faculty meeting, but for now, I decided on the first day of class when I put my name on the board, I'll add, 'No fucking the teacher,' how's that?" she asked as she took his cock back in her mouth.
Martin looked where Kat's place was and over at his girlfriend's face pressed against Brant's pubes, "Um Kat? It's your turn," he said.
Kat pulled off and looked over, "Busy, go on. Take your turn," she said before diving back onto the man's nice dick.
"Ok, get off my cock," Martin laughed, "Wow! That might be the only time in my life I'll ever say that. Christ, the things you can do with that pussy of yours..." He playfully smacked the girls ass as she stood up.
Laura turned and kissed Martin, then in her best Arnold voice said, "I'll be back," and flopped down to look at her boyfriend getting a great looking blowjob. She picked up Daryl's card, "Hey Ms. Fields, it says to suck him until he cums, yes, right here," she pointed to the fine print. "You spit, you lose and go back five spaces, you swallow, you move ahead five spaces."
Martin rolled, moved the number of spaces, and picked up a card. "Oh wow," he looked at Annie. "Fuck the girl to your left. You have ten minutes to make her orgasm. You orgasm, you lose and go back to the beginning, she doesn't get off, you lose and go back 5 spaces. She orgasms, you go to the home square and are your gender's winner.
Kat and Brant came back over looking sweaty and both close to climaxing, but they both looked frustrated that had run out of time.
Annie groaned, "This is almost unfair," she stroked the boy's cock, "I refuse to cum...I can do it," she turned to the group intently watching, "I can, he's not that great. Just another cock," she said softly as she stroked the entire length.
Martin got between her legs and as he pressed his plump head against her slit he heard her gasp out 'Wait! Yessss, there." He paused as she held his hips then pulled back and pressed in more.
Annie had been so horny since the game started that holding back was hopeless, and as soon as he was halfway in she felt all the erotic thoughts and sights pour through her head...through her cunt and as she rode the peaking waves she cried out obscenities, "Motherfucker! Fuck me, yesssss," she clung to her nephew, arms and legs wrapped around him as she exploded grunting rhythmically.
Kat looked over at Madison, "Lucky girl, why didn't I get that card?" She looked at Brant and Daryl, "Sorry guys, there wasn't a chance in the world Annie, or any girl can last 10 minutes without cumming at this point in the game." She looked at her watch, "One minute, one fucking minute. Annie, you should have been able to hold out at least five! You guys still have a chance, Martin has to make it through the entire ten minutes with his cock buried in a world-class pussy," she sighed. "Annie, you owe it to your gender to get him to dump his load in you."
Annie actually had orgasmed three times when Kat called out time and Martin reluctantly pulled out. He had no idea how tough it was to think non-erotic thoughts with all the sexual acts, all the bare skin, and all the sounds. While he was fucking Annie, he watched Brant fuck the now more than willing Laura doggy-style for a minute; Kat having to bury a 12" dildo in her pussy and work it in and out for five minutes without cumming; Daryl had just sat down looking happy and flushed having the only cock not rock hard and looked up hearing Madison groan loudly.
"Seriously? My ass?" She looked at Daryl, "Two to the right, that's you. I suppose you won't be able to...Ok. Wow!" she chuckled seeing him stroking his cock back to full erection. "I need to check the faculty handbook to see if this is permitted. I'm sure blowjobs are ok as that's a standard motivational tool, but allowing students access to my ass..." She crawled over to the other box where Kat found the dildo and help up a foil packet, "This game sure comes with everything you need." She got on the hands and knees, turned away so all could see her ass.
The boy happily plunged lube into his teacher's rectum, then after preparing himself, pressed the head against her puckered hole and felt her relax and plunged in. "Damn! You feel so good. This is going to make it hard to focus next quarter when you turn to write on the board," he sighed.
Madison groaned, "Fuck! Ok, you have ten minutes, you cum, you lose and go back to the beginning, I cum without any other stimulation I win and go straight to the home square," she read before dropping the card and pressing her chest into the carpet. She sighed, "My first anal without my partner playing with my twat..."
The redhead flopped back, stroking her pussy having just finished with a dildo as large as Martin's cock wondering when the game will end and what else will she have to do. "Martin, you go to the home square and you've won," She looked over at the other players, "Sorry guys, I'd suggest you no longer need to hold back. Girls, let's not make it easy on them...though, I better get someone's cock in me soon or I'll explode. Martin, here. Take the timer since I'm hoping I'll be too busy to be game master."
After he realized he'd won and was just supposed to watch, he'd thought it would be boring to sit and watch the others engage in sexual acts, but Martin was constantly hard seeing their expressions, hearing their happy moans and seeing all the naked forms writhing together. Strangely he had no preference who he'd be spending the next 8 hours with and when Madison slammed her token in the middle and jumped up, her arms raised in the air, he stood and clapped.
He went over and pulled the tall naked brunette aside, kissed her, their arms wrapped passionately around each other for show then whispered in her ear. She looked at him, then at the others and nodded.
The others sat back looking depressed. Brant was looking at his girlfriend and the one man who could make her cum more than once and looked down at his aching unsatisfied erection realizing he was screwed doubly. He'd been so close with Kat when she rode him reverse-cowgirl, but Martin gad called time and she'd pulled off just as he started to feel the boiling in his balls. Daryl had said something to Laura who shook her head sadly, apparently telling him rules were rules. They all looked up hearing Madison speak.
"As winners, we're going upstairs to use the master bed, sorry Kat and Annie. And as winners, we'll have plenty of needs and as losers, well we expect nothing but cooperation from all of you." She looked at Martin, "Marty and I talked about this and, well perhaps with more time we can come up with more degrading acts you'll all be required to do, but...well Marty?"
"Ok, I'll just say this once since you are all our slaves for the night. Kat, I want you to take care of Daryl, oh, and put on that outfit you picked up today. By the end of four hours I want no cum left in him, and Daryl, if she doesn't have at least 4 orgasms you will owe her and be in her debt until she does. Laura and Annie, wear out Brant's cock. Use all your holes, spare none. Brant, you have the same requirement, but times two, That's 4 orgasms each. Then at," he looked at his watch, "5 AM, Brant, you and Daryl switch bedrooms. You both are required to provide 2 orgasms to each partner using whatever tools you have left. Am I clear?"
***********************************************
Maddie held Martin, her panting getting under control, "Fuck me," she sighed, "You're mean. The other girls just have to suffer through six orgasms and you've tortured me with, what? Was that the eighth?" she sighed.
"Don't blame me," Martin groaned, "I was spent a couple of hours ago. You're the one who insisted I had another erection in me, let alone two. That thing with your throat, you're able to get really tight on my cock. I love that," He kissed her, "But I don't understand things. How is it possible?" he wondered out loud.
"How is what?" Maddie asked.
"Look at me. I've been invisible to the opposite sex my whole life and now I'm blessed with being able to be intimate with three of the more beautiful women I've ever met. What have I ever done to deserve this?" he asked sadly.
"You were never invisible to Annie. I always wondered why she'd invite you along when we went to Cedar Point or the movies, I mean no offense, but I always thought you were this nice enough kid, but still, just a little kid. She told me so many times there was an honesty, a deep perception of things around us that she loved. I remember her turning her full attention to you when you asked a question or made an observation and I felt a bit go jealousy. I swear if she could have asked you to prom or a dance she would have." Maddie stroked the boy's face. "And Kat sees that too. I've gotten to know you and you do see inside people, you always seem to know what to say and when making love, when to change things up or to do more of what is working." She put her head on his shoulder, "You are worth knowing and getting to know better and everyone who missed out on that? I have nothing but pity for them."



Martin looked at the time, "Well we might want to get dressed as our time is almost up I say that only since I am guessing Brant was not happy losing you for the night," he looked at the brunette, "He likes you, you know, I can see it in the way he looks at you." He stroked her chest, "Though I'd like to do this again. Few things in life feel as good as being between your legs."
Maddie shook her head, "Sorry but I cannot think of anything that feels better than having you between my legs," she groaned as she crawled on top of him, "Ooooohhhh, not totally spent, are you?"
***********************************************
Annie stroked Laura's hair, "You have the most beautiful colors in your hair, " she said, "Golds and reds, so jealous," she sighed. "I owe Marty big time for allowing us to spend the night together."
Daryl scoffed, "Christ! I have two incredibly gorgeous blondes in my bed and what am I, a piece of furniture?"
Laura looked over Annie's large breasts at the man, "I don't know, you think he's a piece of furniture? I know...he's a dining room table, let's eat off him," she giggled.
Daryl rolled onto his back as the two girls pounced on him, Annie going down and licking his balls and Laura licking his cock and as he got hard sucking on it. Soon she was practicing relaxing her throat as Annie taught her and felt a swell of pride as her lips pressed against the man's pubic hair. Annie was as into enjoying the sexual opportunities as she was showing the young blonde moves and techniques that she knew Daryl was looking forward to.
***********************************************
Brant stroked Kat's back, "Wow! That was incredible. When we started the game I hoped to at least see these tits of yours, then your beautiful pussy, but to spend a night fucking..." He kissed her, "I know this was a one-time thing and I am impressed your boyfriend didn't make us suffer, but I'll be hoping for another love-making session with you," he sighed as she looked at him, grinned and crawled down to his bruised, aching yet willing cock. "I can see why Martin loves you so much," he said softly, cupping a large breast.
Kat thought about it, "Not out of the realm of possibility, but the night's not over," she felt his cock grow hard and thought about the positions they'd tried. She looked up at the older man stroking his cock, "I think there's one position you haven't done me in." Kat got on her hands and knees, "You did take me from behind, remember around 7? But that was anal," she said softly.
***********************************************
Martin poured himself a cup of coffee and looked up to see Annie and Laura come in, "Morning, I'm making waffles, and Madison ran to the store to get fresh fruit. Coffee?" He kissed Annie, "I hope you had a good night," he said.
One after another they all traipsed in. Martin served the waffles and the conversation was subdued as everyone was exhausted from no sleep. Annie looked over at Kat and Martin, "Brant made me an offer last night," she said.
Laura nodded, "She has to take it, I mean if she wants to."
Martin looked at Kat, a sour feeling in his stomach. 'Maybe this was a bad idea,' he thought.
Brant put down his glass, "I'm spinning up a film company to do nature documentaries, you know, try to capture the disappearing wilderness. I need a director, someone intimate with lighting, framing, getting every shot from the best angles, anyhow after observing Annie's work I truly think she is a natural. She sees, I know that makes no sense, but she sees things which translates to the screen. That is not something you can teach, it's innate and I think she's a natural. and I think we can do great stuff together.
Martin looked at Kat, "Um, that's great. Hell, we knew your stay here couldn't last but do it! It sounds great," he said looking quickly away feeling a tear form in his eye.
Annie reached over and gripped his hand, "I don't plan on going anywhere. If I take the job, I'll have to travel but I plan on coming back here if you guys aren't sick of me." She looked at Brant, "And I, we, were firm that this would never involve any intimacy." She looked at Kat and Martin, "Unless you two want this houseguest gone so you can have time together."
Kat got up and hugged her friend from behind, "We were sick of you weeks ago, but we've invested so much time and energy trying to put up with you and all your sexual needs, we can't let all that go to waste, right Martin? We've come to tolerate our Bubbles," she immediately ducked as a waffle came flying at her.
***********************************************
"Wow, that was a fun party," Martin said, "I am going to go take a nap. You two want to join me?" he asked.
As they crawled into bed, he thought of the call earlier, "Oh, by the way. Mom called yesterday and has an idea for dad's 45th. She was quite cryptic, I mean, at first, I thought she was going to tell me, but then she said it can wait until we get there tomorrow. You guys hear anything?"
Neither had any idea so the boy pulled the two naked women against him and fell right to sleep.
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Bev looked up hearing the doorbell. She slowly went over as if dreading whoever it was. "Yes? Thank you," she said accepting the official letter. Her hands were shaking as she opened it, and after seeing what was there, slumped into the chair letting the letter flutter to the floor.
Desmond came home to see his beautiful wife of 12 years looking distraught, then noticed the letter. "They decided not to prosecute, didn't they?" he said softly picking up the document. "...a scant amount of testimony, witnesses and lack of evidence..." he read, "Evidence? What about the medical results?" he stormed, "What about your testimony and the marks on your wrists, ankles, and...?" He calmed down, "Bev, I'm so sorry but there's still a way to make those boys pay," he stroked her shoulders wishing he could move his hands down and touch more.
He'd come home a month back wondering where his wife was. He'd found the front door unlocked and in this upscale area no one went even for the shortest outings without locking up and it was very quiet. "Bev? Honey? Are you home?" he'd yelled. He looked in the kitchen, her office then upstairs to their bedroom, and saw his wife, at least he assumed it was Bev. On the bed, facing the door were her spread legs, pussy, and ass exposed as her feet were tied to the bedposts along with her wrists. At first, he thought she wanted him to take her like this, her ass lifted off the bed, crotch obscenely spread open facing the ceiling, but something wasn't right. Her pussy was red and swollen and white fluids leaked out.
Dez was glued to the floor at first in confusion then as what apparently happened sunk in, he moved over to her. He saw her brown hair was sweaty and matted, and duct tape was covering her mouth. He had no idea what to do first, untie her ankles, hands or rip off the tape or leave everything and call the police so they wouldn't complain he'd disturbed a crime scene. Then he realized he'd put in the security camera system so they could see everything anyhow. "Oh God, honey, this is going to hurt," he sighed as he slowly pulled off the tape which surprisingly came off easily.
"Fuck! My arms and legs, please! Untie them, I can barely feel my toes and fingers. Christ!," she spat as the blood rushed back into the extremities, "Thank God you're home. I thought I'd lose my hands and feet," she moaned as Dez briskly massaged her feet as she wrung her hands, "If we hadn't put in these padded cuffs and the boys used ropes instead I'm sure I would have," she said tearfully.
Dez had noticed cum leaking out of her before, but now looking between her legs he saw a huge stream rapidly leaking out of her swollen pussy and ass onto a half-foot circle of fluids staining the sheets. "Who? What boys?" he asked, somehow knowing the answer, somehow dreading the answer. They'd had a neighborhood barbeque a few weeks back and Ted and his wife brought over TJ their college son who was on summer break from Harvard. He was a cocky kid who strutted around with his three friends. They'd spent considerable time splashing in the pool with Beverly, insisted on sitting at the same picnic table and jumping up to get her beers or take her plate.
Dez had ignored it as Beverly Justice was a walking sex-machine and she seemed to always have men following her, or detouring to walk by her but she'd never cheat on him. He remembered first meeting her in college and she was at least eight feet behind him and he'd felt dizzy, or faint, and couldn't figure out what was going on until his buddy let out a low whistle while looking past him. He'd turned and in the mass of a dozen people, his eyes went straight to her green ones. He'd felt an ache or a hole deep in his stomach when she'd smiled at him. They'd found themselves in a corner talking and later moving in together, but he'd never lost the effect of being near her. His friends all commented on that and warned him to beware. They all said they would never touch his girlfriend, then his fiance and later his wife, but they all said there was something about her that made them almost forget who she was with.
At the barbeque, the boys would step in front of him as if he weren't there when he was talking to his wife. They'd suggest a game or ask where the bathroom was, does she have a spare towel or myriad other requests to get her alone. He'd suspected they'd groped her and that night after everyone had left, she was unusually aggressive and demanded he fuck her harder than he usually did. Then the next week, she'd put a gift next to his place at the dinner table with a grin on her face. They were four padded pairs of velcroed cuffs and when he'd looked at her she blushed.
"They're for the four corners of the bed, not for you, for me," she'd said softly, her nipples hardening noticeably. The next couple of weeks were even more incredible as she'd insist on being tied up, blindfolded and taken by Dez who used different voices, different techniques, and varied paces of fucking her. This drove her crazy imagining Dez had invited different men over to fuck her. Then just last week he'd undone the cuffs, flipped her over, and put a couple of pillows under her hips. He'd never heard her scream before when cumming, but she'd not only done that but had multiple orgasms for the first time he ever remembered. The next night he added in putting tape over her mouth and fingered her ass as he fucked her as hard as he ever had while whispering in a gravelly voice how great it was going to feel when he took her virgin ass. She'd exploded immediately hearing this, humping hard back against his cock and his finger buried in her anus.
He remembered her screams as he drove his cock into her ass for the first time just a few days after that. He thought she'd divorce him or murder him in his sleep, but as his father had always told him, 'In for a dime, in for a dollar,' so he'd pushed into her well-lubricated hole. At first, her cries sounded angry, then changed to guttural moans and soon she started pushing her ass back when an amazing thing happened. As he pounded her ass she came and kept cumming even without him touching her pussy. For what must have been 10 minutes he drove his cock into that writhing ass over and over listening to her loud rhythmic grunts and just as he was about to cum, she passed out. Had he not been close he would have immediately pulled out but instead pumped his cock in and out of her rectum until finally plunging in, achingly emptying his balls inside her.
He cleaned up and came back, uncuffed her then removed the tape. He was worried perhaps she'd not been able to breathe, but when she came to she hugged him and climbed onto his lap, grinding her pussy against him. He'd gotten hard right away and they fucked sitting up, their mouths locked together, his cum leaking out of her ass onto his legs heightening the arousal he'd felt. She came a couple more times and told him how much she loved him.
Then just the night before he'd come home finding her apparently having been assaulted, he'd had a thought. This all started at the barbeque. He'd always wanted to check out the video recordings but never had. She'd been a lot more aroused in bed ever since those four boys were following her around as if she were the Pied Piper. So, he had an idea. He strapped her on her stomach, pillows under her hips, then left the room for 20 minutes without saying a word. He'd made sure to close the door loudly and start the car, driving it down the block and parking it. He'd then come back and yelled out. "Hello? Mr. Justice, Mrs. Justice? Anyone home?" In a different voice, trying for the baritone of the blond-haired kid, "I don't think anyone's here. Let's go." Then he did his best TJ voice, "Come on, let's just see what kind of panties Mrs. Justice wears," he said as he walked up the stairs.
Bev obviously knew who it was as he could only modify his voice so much, but he could tell she was going with it. He'd continued doing the various boys and Bev went nuts. She writhed beneath him and when he took off the tape, she eagerly sucked his cock which she never really like doing. He'd gotten a dildo and fucked her ass with it while she sucked him off. He'd periodically pulled out the dildo, making the fictional boy complain he wasn't done, then in another boy's voice bragging how he had a bigger cock that the other boy, plunged it back in. Just a week ago she'd cum just once per session, but that night and the few before that she'd cum so many times no one could count.
Looking at his crying wife and reality of the games they played sank in. This wasn't a game. This was real. He looked at his wife looking older, worn out, and felt like crying.
Bev looked at her husband, tears flowing down her face, "The boys, you know Tom's son and the others?" she slumped down. "I may have let them think...Oh, Christ, I'm so sorry," she cried.
Dez insisted on calling the police even though Bev begged him not to. She did not want any more people probing, touching, and otherwise having access to her privates, but Dez was furious and wouldn't listen. She was so mortified with telling the police what happened; having the policewoman make her strip so she could photograph the hickies, bruises, and swollen labia then probe her vagina that she wanted to hide. After the assault and all the invasion of her holes by those investigating Dez decided he couldn't tell his wife about the security cameras he'd put in.
This letter was the final insult. She knew the real reason for the refusal to prosecute, the DAs office did not want to go after the children of four of the more prominent families in Dreysville. This was an election year and even with almost a half cup of semen recovered from the sheets, her vagina, and her rectum showing conclusively these four boys had engaged in intercourse with her, it wasn't worth pursuing in their opinion.
She looked at her husband, "Drop it, ok? Just drop it. I can't take any more of this," she sobbed as she ran upstairs.
Dez looked down at his clenched fists feeling frustration. First, he'd been living with the memory of seeing the love of his life having been sexually assaulted, raped, knowing who did it without a doubt, and the DAs office refusing to press charges. Second, they'd had sex just once in the last month and she wasn't even there. She just lay there, her head turned to the side and he felt like he was fucking air she was so relaxed. He knew that no matter how fat the boys' cocks were, she'd return to her normal tightness, but this was more like she just wasn't trying to please him. He still felt shame he'd cum, but he was getting desperate for sex and this was better than his hand.
He looked at the card in his hand. This guy was supposed to be a shark in the courtroom and brought fear to his opponents. He picked up the phone and called. He didn't have a smile on his face hearing the man enthusiastically agree to take the case since he wasn't sure doing this without Bev's approval was a good thing. He'd heard rape victims say the trial often felt like they were being raped again but worse. It couldn't be that bad especially if Big Jake was right and they had an eight-figure check in their future.
***********************************************
"Relax, this will be uncomfortable, but you're an adult, and discussing sex in front of strangers might be a bit strange, it's not that bad once you get through it," Big Jake, or Jake as he told them to call him, patted the woman's hand. The first time they met in his office he'd wanted to come up with a reason to meet with her one-on-one but stifled that thought. There was something incredibly arousing about her, but he was unable to figure it out.
"All Rise. The Honorable Judge James Colfax presiding," the bailiff cried, "The court is now in session."
They'd decided to spare Beverly not to have four separate civil trials, and accuse the four boys of Assault and False imprisonment. They were hoping the boys would admit to what they did, the damages were secondary. They'd settled on a 12 person jury with was made up of 4 women and 8 men which displeased Jake to no end.
Both lawyers presented their cases, Jake saying that the boys were invited in, but under false pretenses, then once in they forced Mrs. Justice into the bedroom they stripped her, then tied her down taking advantage of her utter helplessness to penetrate any hole they wanted. When they were done, rather than release her, they kept her tied up compounding her humiliation. He suggested this was a way to get at Mr. Justice for some unknown insult.
The defendant's lawyer never disputed the boys came over, and yes, under false pretenses which is understandable as Mrs. Justice had flirted overtly with them at a recent picnic at her house and they hoping perhaps she would be receptive to having some innocent fun. This turned out to be a good call on their part as the horny housewife had previously encouraged their groping, kissing, and sexual advances.
Jake started off presenting a summary of what happened that day. He then went over, picked up a folder and turned to the judge, "I'd like to put into evidence these photos showing the abuse my client sustained while being restrained," he gave a warning look to both his clients.
"I apologize for the graphic nature of these photos, but," he handed one picture after another showing Bev's breasts covered in hickeys, the marks on her wrists and ankles, a series of full nude pictures taken in a 360. He then pulled out a couple more, "These show how aggressively they penetrated her anus and vagina," he said softly.
The final photos showed her red and bruised looking labia, cum still seeping out. Then as she bent over spreading her ass-cheeks, her red anus also seeping the boys' cum. The men all spent more time studying the pictures what the women who seemed to glance and quickly pass them on. Bev tried not to crawl under the table mortified that strangers were studying her private parts. More than once she'd thanked God the boys either never captured a video of the session or denied there was one. She could just imagine seeing her nakedness splashed on some screen here in the courtroom.
Bev was the first to testify, relating how she'd answered the door and happily let the boys in as they'd explained they might have lost one of their wallets in the yard or in the house. As soon as the door closed one of the boys kissed her and she felt hands all over her body. She struggled but as they outmatched her in strength she was carried upstairs, stripped, and raped repeatedly by all four boys. Jake asked her a few times if she'd ever said yes or in any way indicated she wanted this. She spat out vehemently "No! not at all."
The other attorney approached the woman, hesitating as he felt something, arousal or enticement but stepped over to the jury box instead. He turned and looked at the woman, "So, you maintain you never once told the boys no, yet you made it perfectly clear you did not want their attention, is that true?"
"Yes, I wasn't able to say anything as they put a hand over my mouth immediately and then later tape, but I struck out and tried to kick them."
"But you kissed the first boy, why didn't you stop him then?" the man asked.
"I thought it was just a kiss and we sort of knew each other," she replied.
"So you didn't say no when the boys came in, and when you had the opportunity you didn't say no, then you couldn't say no, but this was still non-consensual sex, is that correct?"
"Yes, I definitely did not want to have sex with these boys. They tied me up and did what they wanted with me," she said firmly, "What was I supposed to do, shake my head?"
"That would be a start, did you shake your head, Mrs. Justice?" He paused, "Nevermind, this is a pointless exercise, Tell me, Mrs. Justice, do you always have consensual sex with your husband?"
"Of course, he's my husband!" she spat.
"Yes, we know that, but there are thousands of cases where a husband takes what he wants, whether you have a headache or it's that time of the month, so are you sure you and your husband have always had consensual sex?" Ben Rogers asked. "And he has been made aware it's consensual?"
"Yes. of course," she paused realizing where this was going, "I've willingly opened my self up for him."
"Opened your legs up for him, you mean," he asked eliciting chuckles from the courtroom.
"Objection!" Jake cried.
"Sustained, Mr. Rogers, please don't make crude innuendoes."
"I'm sorry, your honor, but I do have a point to this line of questioning. Mrs. Justice, you open yourself, as you put it, to your husband making him aware you're receptive to, well, accepting his penis inside you, is that correct?"
Bev looked over at Jake wondering why he isn't objecting but turned back hearing the judge ordered her to answer, "Yes, that's true. Unspoken consent," she said softly.
"So, by your testimony, you were gagged, your legs were wide open and you then conveyed your displeasure over this treatment how? Were you wet? I mean was there sufficient internal lubrication for the boys to put their penises inside you comfortably?" He asked. "I'm saying this because there was no internal tearing or other damage when you were checked over, is that right?"
"I was. But I had been, um. I missed my husband and might have been, you know..." she trailed off.
"Mrs. Justice we don't know. Can you please tell the court exactly what you were doing before you invited the boys in?"
"I was masturbating, ok? I was rubbing my pussy thinking about my husband and what fun games he might have up his sleeve," she said feeling mortification.
"What kind of games? I'm assuming being tied up. Perhaps role-playing games?" He strode over to the jury box and turned, "Perhaps him making you believe multiple men were in your bedroom with you helplessly tied down?" he looked sternly at the woman.
"Yes," she sighed. "Games like that."
"I'm sorry, Mrs. Justice but you'll have to speak louder. Can you please repeat your answer?" Judge Colfax ordered.
Bev looked as the eager faces in the jury box suddenly realizing she was the show, "Yes. we role play. He uses different voices, changes things up while I'm blindfolded."
"So, you were home alone, frustrated your husband wasn't there to scratch that itch, as it were. Four boys, you found attractive come to your door and you let them in, am I leaving anything out?" He asked.
"I didn't let..." Bev started.
"It's a yes/no question? Were you horny? Yes or no? Was your husband home? Did you let these boys in?" Ben Rogers asked.
"Yes," Bev said meekly.
"And, your husband," he pointed over to the table, "did he ever roleplay suggesting that these boys," he indicated the defendant's table, "were in your bedroom doing what they wanted to you?" He waited for an answer seeing her blush furiously, "Nevermind, I think that answers my question. Ok, in your words, your way of indicating consensual sex is to get naked, open your legs, get nice and wet which you were all of, yet you tell the jury, this courtroom that you clearly meant no?" He shook his head, "ESP?"
"I struggled! I didn't want them touching me, let alone..."
"Mrs. Justice, do I have to remind you...?" Judge Coflax interrupted her.
Ben held up his hand, "Nevermind, let's just say as you never said the word 'yes,' then you were not consenting to sex," he shook his head in disbelief, "We most likely need to charge your husband with rape as you never explicitly say yes to his advances to give you pleasure," he said shaking his head, "No further questions, your honor."
Jake stood up and came over to the witness box, "Mrs. Justice, tell us exactly what you were feeling when the boys overpowered you, gagged you and tied you up, what was screaming in your head?" he asked quietly.



"No! I was screaming no, no, no, over and over as I pulled at the restraints. I might have been wet, I might have had a fantasy or two about them, but to be taken like that? To be raped? Never! I never wanted that!" she spat out looking at the jury box, "You saw the abrasions on my wrists and ankles. Would that be from consensual sex?"
Jake looked at the judge, "No further questions, your honor. I think the witness has been victimized enough."
Ben Rogers stood up, "I have just one follow-up, then I'll let you step down," he looked at the flushed face, "Mrs. Justice, did you orgasm? Or rather, how many times did you orgasm when you had sex with these boys?"
Bev looked shocked, "Um, yes. I did cum. I tried not to and fought it, but I am so ashamed..."
"How many times? Or was it too many to count?" the man snorted.
Bev looked over at the jury, "Um, maybe two or three times?"
Ben looked at his notes, "I'm sorry, maybe I didn't hear you right. You do know you are under oath," he said firmly.
Bev looked apologetically at her husband, "Too many to count. It was a lot. I couldn't help it," she cried.
Jake then questioned each boy trying to get them to admit she was trying to kick them, claw them, or otherwise express her unwillingness. He accused each of having non-consensual sex with this housewife they'd found alone at home, asking if she'd told them no at any time during this assault, eliciting laughter from the jury when one of them snorted, "Of course not, we'd put tape over her mouth."
Ben Rogers strode up to TJ, "Just a quick follow-up, tell me, was she, how is it your generation phrases it, a good fuck?"
Jake yelled out "Objection!" and the judge angrily waved it off.
TJ smiled. "Yes, she was. I was amazed at how wet she was and how easily I slid inside her. Also, when we took off the tape so she could suck our cocks, she opened her mouth immediately, taking in as much as she could." He paused, "I've been with girls, I mean quite a few girls, but none came as many times as she had that day. It was amazing! You should have been there," he choked and apologized, "I mean, not like it turned out."
"So, again, I'll ask. Did you rape Mrs. Justice?"
"Hell no," TJ responded vehemently, "She was very nice to us just a few weeks before, I mean we'd kissed," he looked at the table with his friends, "she kissed all four of us, let her touch her. She was nice," He paused, "She asked us to stop as she had to get back to the guests and we immediately stopped. She even felt our hard-ons. We all took that to mean she wanted us back," he said.
Dez looked sharply at his wife, a shocked look on his face.
The judge sat forward, "Let me be clear. You've had relations with this woman before? When was this?"
TJ looked over at the woman, "Yes. There was a neighborhood barbeque at her, their house. She, Mrs. Justice was very nice and accommodating and showed us around the house and her bedroom. When we were there we kissed, and well, she let us touch her everywhere," he said remembering how she felt. He adjusting himself in his seat feeling the throbbing.
"Where specifically did you touch her? What do you mean everywhere?" The attorney asked.
"Her tits, I mean breasts, pussy, um, inside her pussy..." he said proudly, "We had her naked in no time" he smugly stated.
"That's not true!" Dez yelled out, "My wife would never..."
"Mr. Jackson, get your client under control. I will not abide by outbursts in my courtroom. One more and that's contempt, are we clear?" Judge Colfax glared at the table, "Ok, show me where and how you touched her, Mr. Jackson, bring your client over here," he pointed in front of the bench. "Mr. Johnson, please step down and stand over here," he pointed to a spot. "Mrs. Justice, you are still under oath and will ensure this is an accurate reenactment of the event."
Dez stood up abruptly, "He raped her, they raped my wife and now you're having him touch her?"
Judge Colfax slammed his gavel loudly, "That's contempt, 30 days. Bailiff, please handcuff this man to his chair." He looked back, "In fact, find some tape. Mr. Rogers, please bring your other clients up here also, in fact, let's have them move over in front of the jury box. Mr. Jackson, your client, please! I am losing my patience."
TJ looked over at his friends wanting to do a high-five with each but sprawled back looking over at Mr. Justice, a smirk on his face.
Bev was in a daze as she walked over to the spot where the four boys stood. She remembered when they were in the bedroom and how she'd later regretted it, but they were making suggestions all day and finding herself alone with them...
TJ stepped over and kissed the woman trying to stifle the increasing pressure in his pants. What was it about this woman that made him hard just being near her. He stepped back, "Your honor, perhaps this is a bad idea. When I'd kissed her before she opened her mouth and her tongue was inside my mouth before I could react and her arms went around my neck," he said.
"Mrs. Justice, please show us exactly how you reacted and what you did, remember you are still under oath."
Bev groaned, looked over at her stressed looking husband, and nodded. When TJ came over, she was sideways to him and she opened her mouth, letting his tongue play with hers, then felt his hand slide up cupping her breasts, other hands stroking her pussy, then felt like running as she heard herself let out an unwelcome moan.
One of the boys spoke up, "It was a lot hotter than this as she was wearing a bikini, and just touching her skin was incredible."
"Mrs. Justice, are you wearing underwear? Yes? Ok, please strip down so we get a clear picture of how you made these boys feel," he saw the woman step back, arms across her chest, and then turned to look at Dez who was trying to stand and yell through the tape over his mouth, his chair crashing to the floor. "That's another 60 days for contempt. Mr. Jackson, Mr. Rogers, please bring your clients to my chambers." He banged the gavel, "It's time for a break anyway. We'll reconvene at 1 PM." He stood and headed out the door.
The judge sat behind his desk glaring at the four people, "I've never had to keep order like this before in my courtroom. Let me say this once. Next time I give an instruction, any instruction no matter how ridiculous you think it is, your clients think it is, you will do it immediately, without objection. Am I clear? Mrs. Justice, take off your dress keeping in mind what I just said," he glared at the women.
"Do it," whispered her attorney.
Bev reached back, unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor. She felt the cool air in the room, but also the heat emanating from the three men who were taking in all her bare skin. She suspected Dez was happy with the admiring looks but also jealous.
"So, this is more or less what you were wearing when you led the boys into your bedroom?" the judge asked.
The woman wanted to object to the phrasing of what happened but simply nodded, then spoke up as if she were in the courtroom, "Yes your honor, this is about the same..." she thought about the red bikini with the tiny cups and thong bottom. "Though, this bra covers a bit more," she said softly.
He studied her shapely body, great flared hips, he remembered his father calling them baby-making hips. Her narrow waist, not a trace of fat and those breasts! She had to have trouble finding a bra or two-piece suit to contain those. "Well, it will have to do. Do either of you have anything to add? No? Get your lunch and we'll get started. You can put your dress back on," he stood as they left his office. He grabbed his lunch bag wondering how the hell every man isn't tempted to screw this woman. He hadn't had an erection in the 3 years since his wife died, nor had a single thought until this case and now he felt an old familiar throbbing.
Dez was led in handcuffed, feeling all eyes on him. He had fresh tape over his mouth and flopped down in the chair, his handcuffs now attached to one arm of the chair. '90 days in jail?' his stomach had never felt so sour. His mind was whirling. why hadn't he ever looked at the recordings from the barbeque? She kissed these boys, let them touch her, finger her? Now he wouldn't have access to the recordings until he got out of jail unless he can appeal or make bail. Bail? What would bail be? They were strapped since Bev was put on furlough a few weeks back.
"Order, Ok. Lady, gentlemen. Please show the jury what happened in the bedroom on the day of the party. Oh, and why did she ostensibly lead you boys in there?"
"She told us from the upstairs window she could see the ocean, your honor," TJ replied.
"How was the view," he asked.
"Great! Personally, I've never seen better, but sadly we never made it to the window," he chuckled, then grinned hearing the courtroom laugh loudly.
Judge Colfax smiled, then forced himself to look serious, "Ok, please refrain from unnecessary comments. Now reenact the time where Mrs. Justice got you alone at her party."
Again Bev wanted to scream out objecting to the innuendoes but stepped over in front of the jury box, looking apologetically at her flushed-looking husband and undid, then dropped her dress. There was an audible gasp from everyone in the courtroom and then dead silence. She suddenly realized there was a TV camera in the back, but couldn't think about that as TJ's tongue was in her mouth, a hand softly stroking her stomach and up to her breast and the other cupping her bare ass.
The jury had the best seats as the four boys took turns kissing her, feeling her and removing her two items of clothing. They felt pity for the woman who was blushing furiously, but also arousal at the thought of how into it she appeared. Her breasts were spectacular and her nipples noticeably hardened, the men's eyes were unblinking, the women were looking at her, then at each other. They heard her moan as fingers penetrated her, and lips sucked her nipples into the boys' eager mouths. As she unconsciously parted her legs, the jury was presented with undeniable proof of her arousal as her labia swelled and opened up.
Bez suddenly realized this had gone on twice as long as she remembered. "Ok, stop. That was it," she said as she scrambled to grab the clothes to pull them on. She looked tearfully at the judge, "Is that what you wanted?"
"Excuse me, your honor, the boys all testified she'd grabbed their erections after asking them to stop," Ben Rogers stated.
"Mrs. Justice..."
Bev went to each boy, kissed him while palming each hard rod in their pants. She looked back at the judge blushing furiously, "Can I...?"
Judge Colfax was happy he did not need to stand up as a tented judicial robe would look far from judicial, "Yes, Thank you. Please take your seat."
The four boys all quickly dove back behind their table sporting large tents in their pants.
Bev remembered little of the rest of the first day of testimony. She was led out of the courthouse by her lawyer realizing she was going home alone. Bail was set at $100,000 and she had no idea where they'd get $10,000 for a bail bondsman.
***********************************************
The news anchor tried to stifle a smile when showing shots of the trial, apologizing for the "mosaic effect," when showing the close-ups and the woman being pleasured by the four boys. He promised more footage at 11 after the children had gone to bed, though again apologized for the mosaic effect.
That night, Bev felt arousal. She'd felt nothing in the weeks following her rape and was loathe to even touch herself, but lying in bed she missed her husband's cock. It started slowly, but soon she was naked rubbing her pussy, pulling on her nipples so hard they hurt, but for some reason, she felt a need for the pain and when she came, she had the memory of a fat cock in her mouth and two other hard cocks pounding her holes.
***********************************************
The next day trial continued with no revelations until the other lawyer stood up, "We call Desmond Justice to that stand," he announced.
Dez took the stand and after being sworn in looked confused as to why he was called up.
Ben Rogers strode up, buttoning his custom-made suit, "Mr. Justice, please state your full name for the record and your relationship to the supposed victim."
"Desmond Justice. I'm her husband."
"Tell me, Mr. Justice, how did your wife convey her eagerness to have sexual relations with you?" The attorney asked.
"I'm sorry, why is this important? What I and my wife do..."
"Mr. Justice, please answer the question, unless you want to be more in contempt," the judge spat. He looked over at the boys smirking and giving each other daps.
"She shows her willingness by how she kisses, touches me, opens her legs, why are you asking what is blatantly obvious?" he asked in frustration.
"So. you're saying she never has to say the word yes, yes to having sex. You go by body language, by her actions, is that correct?" the man asked.
"Yes, exactly. That is what I'm saying," Dez spat out.
Ben Rogers looked at the jury, "So you know when she wants sex, wants your penis inside her by how wet she gets, how she rubs against you?"
"Yes and if she doesn't want anything or if she's tired, she tells me, 'sorry, not tonight,'" he said.
"And you made a statement to one of the pretrial depositions that your wife's vagina didn't feel as tight, didn't feel the same the one time you've had sex after she entertained the boys, sorry! I misspoke after you maintained my clients assaulted your wife," he smirked, "perhaps suggesting these boys might have damaged her is some way, can you explain what you meant?"
"It was just an off-hand comment. We," he looked apologetically at his wife, "have not exactly been intimate after her...encounter with the boys and the once we did, well, I don't know. Nevermind," he said softly.
"I'd, we'd like to hear it. Were you suggesting my clients hurt or injured your wife?" Ben Rogers demanded.
"No, in retrospect I think I was imagining things since she was fairly unresponsive, I just felt like she wasn't as...as tight," he said softly.
"Ok, we'll move on, though I warn you about suggesting my clients might have injured your wife in any way."
Dez answered that and a few more before, "And how long have you had a camera in your bedroom?" Ben Rogers asked.
"I'm sorry, what?" Dez responded looking over at the horrified look on his wife's face, "Um, could you repeat the question?"
"How long have you had a video recording device in your bedroom?" the smug-looking Rogers asked.
"We, um I put in security cameras around the house a year ago after there was a slew of robberies in the neighborhood," he said softly.
"Speak up, Mr. Justice. Ok, a year. So tell me how the system works, I mean you're not going to record the empty rooms for say, two weeks while you're on vacation. Do you turn it off?" he asked.
"It's both motion and sound-activated," he replied more loudly, "so it does nothing unless someone or something enters the room," he replied. "It's always on."
"So, you have in your possession a recording of the night in question and you didn't even bother to present it as evidence?" he asked incredulously looking at each jury member, "It sounds to me like this might totally exonerate my clients and you withheld this evidence?"
Dez looked sheepishly over at his wife, "I put it in without telling Bev after our neighbors were robbed. I obviously wanted to tell her, but the longer that time went by the harder it was. I considered telling her, telling the police about the recording but she'd initially didn't want to report the assault as she didn't want the embarrassment of it. I thought a graphic tape would be totally mortifying for her..." he finished.
"Your honor, I have a subpoena for the recording of the night in question and any other pertinent recordings that might be germane to this case. I'd like a recess to obtain, review, and put into evidence the recordings," he said.
Bailiff, release Mr. Justice, escort him and his wife back to get the recording. We'll need three copies," he said.
"Your honor, my clients will each need copies. If they were being recorded without their knowledge, well I think this is something we might want to pursue," he said glaring at Dez angrily.
"Ok, make a dozen copies and I'll distribute then as I deem fit. Adjourned. We'll meet back here tomorrow, 9 sharp." He looked at the attorney, "Ben, can I ask? How did you know about the security cameras?"
"I was doing financial checking and saw the charge. I called the company acting as a referral and he told me everything," he grinned at the judge. He moved closer, "You know, Jim, I've always wanted to get these trials over as quickly as possible, but," he looked back as the plaintiff left the courtroom, "I'm enjoying certain aspects of this."
"This is interesting," the judge looked at his friend, "I'm actually feeling things I haven't since Doris died."
"Good, I've told you to get back in the game. This might be the impetus you need to get out there, and frankly, off the record, you really do seem cranky," he chuckled. He glanced over his shoulder, "I'm sure you'll need to confer with the plaintiff at one point or another," he punched the judge on the shoulder gently.
Jim Colfax headed back to his chambers mulling over that Ben had said. Had it been three years since he'd been sexually aroused?
***********************************************
"In an interesting turn in the Justice assault trial, it turns out the plaintiff has been secretly recording their bedroom activities. We have obtained a copy of the reenactment from another angle, again please excuse the mosaic effect, but here's a pretty good view of what the jury saw. It was obvious that Beverly Justice was touched everywhere. What was also clear was her enjoyment of the act.
Bev plunged the dildo into he twat hard while pinching and pulling on her nipples. She came hard for the third time before finally passing out and getting sleep.
***********************************************
"This session is now in order," the bailiff announced.
Bev glared at her husband her stomach in knots after seeing the huge TV rolled in and placed to the side. She'd thought her humiliation was complete after being stripped naked and felt up, the close-ups of her privates shared with 12 perfect strangers, a courtroom full of spectators and a now national audience, but a four-hour video of her being used by the boys? When Dez came home, if she ever let him, she was going to kill him, she fumed.
Ben Rogers stood up, "We'd like to call Robert Hudson to the stand."
Jake looked over at Bev, "Who's Robert Hudson?" Seeing her shrug he stood up, "Your honor, we were not made aware of this witness."
"I called this person in response to Mr. Justice's testimony that his wife's vagina might not feel as tight, that my clients may have permanently damaged her." Ben Rogers smiled over at the other table.
"I'll allow it. Your statement could increase the damages incurred by the defendants if the verdict goes against them," the judge stated looking straight at Dez.
The tall, well-built man took the oath and sat down. Dez looked over at Bev and saw a dawning look of horror on her face. He tried to get her attention but she just stared at the man, her face pale.
"Mr. Hudson, can I ask if you know Beverly Justice, the plaintiff?" he pointed at the other table.
"Call me Rock. I actually knew her as Beverly Lewis, I was the entertainment at her bachelorette party," he replied winking at her.
"Can you please tell the court what that entails, for those of us not ever blessed to be invited to a bachelorette party," he said getting chuckles from the court.



"I come in, dance, I'm a really good dancer, by the way, then I tease the bride to be, you know show some skin, press my package in their faces," he smiled.
"So I assume you have a standard costume?" Ben asked.
"I have a few, you know, it depends on the client. In Bev's case, her maid of honor requested I dress like a biker, you know, Harley jacket and all. It all just comes off with a pull," he looked over at the women on the jury.
"So, are there extras? I mean I assume you strip down to say a jock-strap or loin cloth but are there extras that perhaps the bride-to-be partakes of?"
"You mean, does the bride-to-be sometimes want to fuck, sure. But that is usually prearranged as it adds to my fee." He looked back now at Bev with a knowing smile, "I know what you're going to ask me, did Bev's maid-of-honor request the extra treatment? No, she did not."
"She didn't. So you danced for her and how much skin did you show her?"
"All of it, I prefer not to wear those confining banana hammocks. I feel they cramp my style, so I was as naked as I could be."
"I have to ask, I mean, I'm a guy. What makes you so special you qualify as a dancer, I have moves, I can dance," Ben asked.
Rock grinned, "10 inches," he said smugly, "If you are a great dancer and have all the seductive moves and when you yank off your pants and five inches flops out, well I'm just saying that might cool the evening down. You release a 10-inch cock, and the room gets warm fast," he said smugly.
"Your honor, this is a farce. My client attended her own bachelorette party as I'm sure millions of brides-to-be have, exactly what does this have to do with this case?" Jake asked standing up.
"I have to agree. While I'm sure this is educational and saying as a man I'm feeling a bit less happy having married off three daughters, but what does this have to do with the case at hand?" Judge Colfax asked.
"Your honor, the plaintiff's husband stated for the record he thought his wife's vagina was perhaps damaged and not as tight. Let me ask one more question and present another piece of evidence to counter this claim."
"Go ahead, but my patience is running thin," he replied.
Ben looked back at the witness, "Rock, Mr. Hudson, you stated your client did not want the extras but did you have sex with her after all?"
"Yes I did," he grinned.
"Excuse me, but that was 12 years ago and you've had how many clients since then?" Ben asked.
"Let's see, perhaps three per week on average, that's 156 per year times 12...around 1,500 girls. But I remember Bev as she was the only one I ever fucked pro bono. There was something about her, I can't say what it was but I'd never felt so hard and I remember regretting the maid-of-honor who, if I remember right was the groom's sister, declined the special ending. But when she took my cock out of her mouth and looked at me and said quietly, 'Take me back and fuck me, I need your cock,' I picked her up and carried her back to the bedroom one of the girls pointed to."
There was dead silence in the courtroom when Ben Rogers held up a USB drive, "I have a grainy recording from that night I was able to get from one of the guests, may I?" he asked pointing to the TV. He strode over, plugged in the USB, and turned on the TV.
Dez watched in disbelief seeing his beautiful fiance leaning forward eagerly watching the younger Rock dance and when he pulled off his costume and his sausage flopped out, the way she reached for it, stroked it enthusiastically.
Bev tried not to watch, but she knew what was next and hearing the slurping sounds she looked up, her mouth open wide, her lips stretched to the max wrapped around the man's huge cock. She remembered feeling frustrated with getting a normal-sized cock and thought this might be her last shot for the rest of her life. There, she heard her voice come through the speakers, "Take me back and fuck me, please? I need a big cock."
Ben turned off the TV as the girl was carried out of the room, "So your memory of what was said was very close, or did you modify it to save hurt feelings?" he glanced at Dez.
Rock nodded, "I remember it as if it were last night, but most women are stuck for a lifetime of sex with underendowed men but that isn't anything they can help, so yes. I didn't want to put another man down."
"So, Mr. Justice over there are claims that his wife's vagina is looser to paraphrase, how's your memory of how she felt back then?"
"Like yesterday. I've replayed that night over and over for all these years. I can still feel that nice tight cunt grip my cock," he sighed. "In fact, I remember all five times we fucked that night. Especially the last time. I was just cumming inside her and she saw the clock, jumped up in the middle of what appeared to be a powerful orgasm, and told me she was supposed to be at the church in an hour."
No one objected to his language, instead, all eyes were on the blushing woman.
"Your honor, as an unbiased witness he can verify whether the plaintiff's vagina feels the same or different," Ben replied, "and as far as we know the only other person to have been inside the plaintiff's vagina other than her husband or the defendants in the past years..."
"I object, first the witness hasn't felt or been inside my client for over 12 years, second how does he expect to verify? Will he be penetrating her vagina with his penis? Isn't this what this case is all about, people putting their penises inside my client's vagina without her consent?"
"Mrs. Justice. This is your call. I'm not going to force you to let another man...insert his penis in you, but I'm also sorely tempted to suggest the defendants have a strong slander case if you do not comply," he said looking intently at her, "Your call." He looked out at the courtroom, "30-minute break. I'm sure Mr. and Mrs. Justice have things to discuss.
Jake looked at the couple, "Ok, I'll admit this is the strangest case I've ever been a part of," he looked at Bev, "Any other fucking surprises I should know about? You folks have the biggest video history I've seen for someone not a president." He sat back, "Ok, get over your perceived slight, Dez, women and men do things at their stag parties that should never see the light of day, but this still needs an answer. I'm not sure what they expect, perhaps you and Rock get a hotel room, he comes back and testifies, or maybe they just block off a restroom, anyhow is this something you are willing to do?"
Bev looked at her husband, "I told you. I told you I didn't want our private lives discussed in public, hell fuck lives, my privates are being discussed as if it's a dent in my car's fender." She looked like she wanted to cry, "Ok, if blabbermouth over here hadn't..never mind, water under the bridge. Yes, tell the judge I'll do it."
"Ok, settled. I decided that my couch is as good a place as any, Mr. Hudson, will you be able to...um perform an act like this on short notice?" the judge asked, "Though I assume you are called upon to...never mind."
"Your honor, your chambers? The 12 jurors should see this, plus I'm sure her husband wants to be there to ensure her safety. I'd like to be there so..."
"Ok, ok I get it." The judge looked at the bailiff, "Please get the table in the back and set it up in front of the jury box," he glared at the enraged looking couple and their lawyer, "Go on, say something. No? Good!"
After they were seated, loud groans could be heard after the judge asked the bailiff to clear the court of all except those deemed to be interested parties. For no logical reason, the TV camera and crew were allowed to stay as it preserved their first amendment rights.
Bev watched in stunned silence as the table was brought over and staged perpendicular to the jury box. She's assumed they'd want to see the coupling from the side then she realized that this was to confirm how tight her snatch was and...oh fuck! She was led over to the table and looked back at Dez, his face in his one available hand.
As she pulled off her panties, the judge interjected, "Your dress and bra, too, please." He looked at Rock, "unless she was fully dressed before."
"No sir. She tore off her clothes so fast," he chuckled as he stripped completely naked, "I thought perhaps she had a costume like mine." There was an audible gasp from those left in the courtroom and heads were being bent this way and that to check this guy out. His cock was already rock hard and jutting out a foot from between his legs. He climbed up and lay back, his feet facing the jury box, idly stroking his cock. He was used to being naked, being erect with an audience and this was not much different than some of the venues he'd performed at. He watched as the girl, now a woman he'd dreamt about for years undressed.
"Ok, Mrs. Justice, first please make sure Mr. Hudson is fully hard, no! Not like that, we saw how eager you were on ...yes, that's it." Judge Colfax ordered.
While it was apparent the man couldn't get harder or bigger, they all watched as Bev tentatively at first, then enthusiastically sucked on the man's cock. Then, seemingly satisfied with that she stood, still stroking the huge member looking apologetically at her husband. You could hear a butterfly flapping its wings as the woman climbed up and straddled the man's waist lowering herself onto his cock. Everyone heard her loud groan of pleasure, quickly stifled followed by just the sounds of both parties audibly groaning and an increasingly loud wet slurping sound. The members of the jury were all leaning towards the center as the longest, fattest cock they'd ever seen plunged repeatedly into the stretched pussy, those large hands gripped the flopping breasts and that great ass repeatedly plunging down of the fat hunk of flesh.
Dez heard the wet sounds of the couple fucking and heard one of the jury members say to another, "If he thought she was loose before..." and felt his face redden.
Bev had her head down fighting off a rising ache but Rock was not helping as he stroked her nipples while squeezing her tits.
The judge broke the silence, "Well. I think that is sufficient to get Mr. Hudson's observation. Can you attest as to how tight the plaintiff's vagina is?"
"Fuck yeah, I'm sorry, but I think she's tighter. This might be the best cunt I've ever felt, you've been doing exercises haven't you?" he asked Bev, "Keep doing that, it feels great."
Bev nodded her mind focussed on the fat cock stretching her out trying not to cum, but she was starting to lose it, "Oh fuck!" she spat, "uhhhh, uuhh, uuhhhh, shiiiittttt!" she spat out, her ass rapidly bouncing up and down on his huge cock. She realized everyone watched her cum on a man's cock and wondered where she could hide.
"Your honor, it would be unfair and perhaps do harm not to let Mr. Hudson get his release." Ben Rogers said quietly.
"I agree, let's take a 10-minute break and let this couple finish." the judge replied. He looked at the two attorneys, "That, gentlemen is consensual sex," he chuckled.
Dez looked over as he was being led out. First, he had to endure his wife riding another man's cock, her tits flopping around, now he has to leave her alone with the man who was turning her over to get on top and between her wide-open legs. He couldn't understand how far the man pulled his ass back before plunging in and yet still seemed to be inside her.
Des came back and Bev was sitting at the table as if nothing happened. His world was turned upside down and they hadn't even shown the recordings. He dreaded seeing the boys, seeing his wife cum countless times under other men, with other cocks.
"All rise..."
Ben Rogers walked over to the TV and put in the thumb drive, "Ladies and gentlemen of the jury, what is on this recording is over 4 hours long. I discussed this with Judge Colfax and Mr. Jackson and we will arbitrarily skip parts as there is a lot of sexual activity. We will be providing all of you with the over fifteen hours of pertinent recordings," he looked at Bev who was sitting on the stand again, "Remember you are still under oath," he then turned and started the recording when Bev answered the door.
The audio was clear as was the picture. A voice was heard commenting on how much better digital video is after 12 years, referring to the bachelorette party clip. Bev looked confused as to why the boys were there but was heard explaining that Dez wasn't home and she'd found no wallet. She finally let them in and closed the door. As she turned TJ kissed her, then pointed towards the back. She wiped her mouth and looked confused then as she started to follow, each boy kissed her. It was then that TJ came back, not just kissed her but pulled her close, his hand sliding up and cupping her breast.
Bev apparently fought hard, pushing back on the boy, but he seemed to be enjoying it. The four boys picked her up and after a brief scream, was carried upstairs to the bedroom a hand firmly clamped over her mouth. The scene changed to the bedroom with the camera focussed on the bed. The writhing, kicking woman was tossed onto it, and laughter was heard from all four boys.
"Holy shit! She was expecting us!" the boy named Stu laughed pointing to the restraints hanging from each bedpost, the tape, lube, dildo and, eyemask on the bedside table.
Ben Rogers stopped the recording and turned to Bev, "Is that right? Were you expecting guests?"
"No! No! Never, I...we, well the night before Dez and I were," she put her face in her hands, "Shit! We were screwing, OK? We left those out and I have no idea these boys were coming over or going to be carrying me up to my bedroom," she finished.
Ben nodded, "You may step down. Your honor, I'd like to call Desmond Justice to the stand."
"I remind you, you are still under oath. Now Mr. Justice please explain to the court why you had all these sex paraphernalia set out and invited these boys over to assault your wife, did the sex games you play get boring?" he asked.
Bev looked over, her same question ever since this happened. Wasn't it the night before that Dez had assumed the various boys' voices, forced her to suck his cock while they took turns on her ass? It was just the dildo, but the fantasy wasn't far off the assault.
"No! No way! That's not what happened," he sputtered, "I, we left those there, stupidly, I know, but when we were done we fell asleep, and then I went to work..."
"Right. Ok, so you coincidentally left all those out the day four boys happened to drop by when only your wife was at home and you had a camera all set up and ready, is that a true statement?"
"Objection, your honor, he's testifying for the witness," Jake blurted out.
"Sustained, please rephrase your question," the judge ordered.
"I'm sorry, your honor. Mr. Justice, please explain the purpose of each of those items," indicating the screen. "Start with the restraints, those look like top of the line."
Ignoring the chuckles in the courtroom, "Um, those are so Bev can be restrained. I found she seems to react stronger the more I do, blindfold her, tape her mouth, you know. We've been experimenting..." he trailed off.
"The plastic toy, what's it called?" Ben asked.
"It's a dildo, she likes it when I put it in her," he sighed.
"Ok, and where is your penis when you are putting this dildo inside her, what her vagina, her ass?" he asked.
"Objection, your honor, why does Mr. Rogers care about what a married couple does in bed? Is he vicariously getting off on this?"
"Mr. Rogers, I hope you have a point other than as Mr. Jackson suggested."
"I do your honor, I'll get to the point. Is the point of the dildo so your wife can fantasize another man is in the room? Another penis perhaps attached to another man using one of her holes?" the man asked.
"Yes, but I'd never..."
"Just answer the question," Ben sighed theatrically. "And you blindfold her, lube up her ass and surprise her when you make-believe assault her with it, is that true?"
Dez hesitated, but then said, "yes."
"And tell me, have you acted out any particular people? People perhaps she knows?" Ben asked.
Dez felt he knew where this was going and realized they looked at previous recordings, "yes."
"Did you perhaps, in a previous session, intimate to your restrained, blindfolded wife while she was face down with her ass in the air that my clients were assaulting her? And while you had your penis in her mouth, did you mimic my client's voices?" Ben strode over to the jury box. He turned when the man finally said yes.
Dez felt like he was going to faint or have a heart attack when the lawyer hit the play button. He watched as the boys taped Bev's mouth, stripped off her clothes, and restrained her. She finally gave up struggling apparently knowing it was futile. He looked around the courtroom and all eyes were on the huge TV with the camera centered perfectly on his wife's wide-open snatch. He could see she was actually getting aroused as her labia were swollen. Did she think this was set up by him as a game? He looked over at her and she was glaring at him. He vehemently shook his head but she was turning away and he wasn't sure she saw it.
Ben jumped ahead and showed Bev with a cock in her mouth, her ankles now unrestrained and two boys sandwiching her, her hips turned uncomfortably at 90 degrees to her torso, a cock in her ass and another in her pussy. Her leg was raised as if to allow better access and she was noticeably humping against their assault on her holes. Ben Rogers must have known where to restart as the entire courtroom heard Bev grunt loudly she was cumming even with TJ's cock buried in her mouth.
Ben paused it, looked at the jury box, then around the courtroom. He turned to Dez, "Does this look like an assault to you? Never mind, I have a question for you," he paused pointing the remote at the TV, "Tell me again, why did you put in the security system?"
Dez looked confused, "I put this in after the series of burglaries in the neighborhood, " he replied.
"Smart. I'm sure the police would be thrilled to capture the features of the burglars. So, where is it you or your wife keep your valuables?" he pointed to the screen, his wife's crotch frozen for all to see. There were chuckles around the courtroom seeing just the face of the dresser at the bottom of the screen. "Please tell the court the real reason you put a camera in the bedroom that for all purposes would be useless in case of a burglary?" He glared at the man, "Never mind, I'm sure everyone here doesn't want to hear more about your private fetishes, anyhow let's look at this." He stopped the recording and opened another.
Dez's fears were confirmed. There was Bev, face down with his cock in her mouth and the dildo being aggressively pumped in and out of her ass by her husband. She was cumming hard as he used the various boy's voices and then he remembered this was when he pulled out of her mouth and came in her ass.
There were chuckles seeing his small cock sticking out, then laughter when one of the female jury members said softly, "no wonder he thought she felt loose."
Ben grinned knowing he had them, "Your honor, I just have one more clip to show, then I'd like to rest my case, and I'd like to excuse Mr. Justice and ask Mrs. Justice to return to the stand.
After Bev was given the reminder, he turned and hit play. They all watched, their eyes glued to the beautiful woman wearing the tiny bikini, her breasts spilling out and her ass fully exposed. Even though they'd seen all of her, there was something incredibly erotic about seeing the married woman as close to being as naked as she could be leading four obviously horny boys from one room to the other.
Bev felt both mortified and aroused as TJ pulled her into a kiss as the entered the master bedroom. His hand slid up cupping or trying to cup her large mass of flesh, his thumb circling her hard nipple. She put her arms around his neck allowing full access to her breasts. She could see her ass flex as she remembered feeling his fat cock against her pussy and remembered how wet the fabric between her legs was when she checked later.



One boy was sliding her bottoms down her legs, another was unclipping her top and soon she was naked being passed from boy to boy, their hands on those huge tits and between her legs. It looked to all like this was about to end up on the bed, when she gently extracted herself from their hands and lips. She was smiling at then as she stepped back into her bikini bottoms and before putting her top back on, went to each boy and him as she stroked his cock through their shorts.
Bev realized how that looked. It was if she was postponing their chance to access her body. She looked up as the attorney came over.
"Mrs. Justice, are you ready to admit that you and your husband set all this up? I understand. We all understand completely how sex in a marriage gets stale and these games are fun. Well, fun until you try to press charges or extort money from innocent boys," he paused, "Never mind. I withdraw the question. Your honor, the defense rests."
Jake stood up, "Your honor, I'd like to go back to the original recording," he said as he took the remote from the other attorney. He clicked and fast-forwarded to when the boys undid the restraints from the foot of the bed and pulled them up to the headboard. She now was uncomfortably bent, her ass pointing at the ceiling and her legs spread wide. Each boy came over pounding her pussy and ass, going from one to the other until they came inside one of her holes. Jake stopped it with TJ's cock buried to the hilt in her ass, "Tell me, Mrs. Justice, was this comfortable for you? Did you want this?"
Bev tried to look away, but she'd never seen herself from this angle and she had the dumb thought that it wasn't very flattering. "No, absolutely not! My back hurt for days afterward," she cried.
Jake turned off the TV, "I have no further questions, your honor."
Ben Rogers stood up, "Just one more follow-up, your honor, "How many times did you cum while the boys pleasured you in this position?"
"A few, I came a few times," she mumbled.
"You need to speak up Mrs. Justice, but I think we understood. Ladies and gentlemen of the jury. Please deliberate and we'll reconvene once you've reached your decision."
***********************************************
"The suburban housewife trial concluded today, but not without some graphic recording from the couple's bedroom, including the alleged assault. Here are some of the more important scenes, again we apologize for the mosaic effect. Tonight at 11:30 we will be presenting a half-hour special with a lot more clips of the trial. You'll want to stay up for that," she said as they showed various views of Bez being taken by the boys.
***********************************************
"Has the jury reached a verdict?" the judge asked.
"We have, your honor. We the jury find the defendants not culpable in the sexual assault on Beverly Justice, in fact, we believe this was a game that they later came to regret."
"Is there anything else?" the judge asked, "Restitution for a false claim?"
"We have, though," the woman foreman hesitated, "I'm not sure this is legal or you'd permit it. We all agreed it sounded just and fair," she paused.
"Go on, what is it? I can deny or modify as needed," he replied.
"We suggest 300 hours of community service for Beverly Justice, specifically going to the county jail and making herself available for those without company for their conjugal visits. On top of that, we'd suggest her husband would be required to be present to ensure her comfort and safety," she added, "Our reasoning would be to show the Justices' the error of their ways corrupting these fine boys with their sexual games then further humiliating them by suing, your honor."
The judge nodded, "I'll take that under advisement. Mr. Jackson, I'd like to see your clients in my chambers before I give final sentencing," he looked up, "Court is adjourned."
***********************************************
"You have to be two of the stupider or unluckiest people I've ever come across," the judge said after the couple and their lawyer sat down. He stared at each of them before pointing out to the courtroom, "I'm going to have to go out there and let four rapists walk, not only scott-free but giggling all the way home while their victim has to make restitution."
"Wait, you know she was truly raped?" Dez asked.
"Of course. I saw their smug looks. These were not innocent boys being corrupted by the wiles of a horny older woman, but Christ! Could you have done a more complete job of framing yourselves?" he sighed. "Look, I cannot even think of how to let both of you walk out of here without some sort of slap on the wrist." He looked at Dez, "I'm releasing you from your contempt charges. I think you have endured enough. And Mrs. Justice..."
"Bev," she said quietly, "after everything you saw, everything the entire world saw, I'll never accept an honorific in front of my name again," she looked like she wanted to cry.
"Bev," he leaned forward, "I will not sentence you to being the fuck toy for convicts, you've obviously also suffered enough. I'll have to think of something."
Jake spoke up, "Your honor, can I make a suggestion? Perhaps community service is not a bad thing, but 300 hours is very excessive. Can I suggest 100 hours of volunteering at retirement homes or at the hospital instead?"
"I'll have to think that over," he sighed, "It's a lot less than the 300 hours proposed."
Bev stood up, "I know this will sound like I'm trying to bribe a judge, but perhaps, if my husband agrees, 20 hours of public service here, in your chambers and like Mr. Jackson said, 100 hours working with the sick or elderly since," she sighed, "I'm not sure they'd allow me to work with kids."
The judge looked at her, "Explain 20 hours of community service here, are you suggesting..."
Dez stood up, "She is suggesting providing assistance to a hard-working public servant with whatever you need. I'm sure there's filing, organization, perhaps basic cleaning required. I speak from personal experience, she gives a great shoulder massage and has other stress-reduction skills," he said. "Look, I feel we've been through hell and if you could find it in your heart to cut us some slack, we'd appreciate it."
Jake stood up, "Jim, think about it. These people were trying to get justice for a violent sexual assault. Why don't Dez and I go get some lunch and you can show Bev what she might be able to do around here." He looked around the office, "I'm guessing it's been three years since someone's helped you straighten things out," he smiled at the judge.
Judge Colfax nodded and sighed, "It has been a long time, yes," he sighed resignedly, " Ok. Go to lunch and I'll discuss with Bev what she might be able to fulfill around here," he looked at the bookshelves and filing cabinets.
Bev stood up after the door closed, "I'm very grateful for considering anything but me being whored out the convicts," she said as she came around the desk. He unzipped her dress and let it pool on the floor. Then she undid her bra, lowered her arms letting it join the dress. She paused letting the older man get a close look at her breasts and sighed as his hands tentatively reached up and softly stroked them.
It had been years since he'd felt a woman's chest and perhaps never any as heavy or with such a perfect tear-drop shape. He dropped his hands, "I'll make my ruling. You and your husband are free to go without any further restitution," he looked up at the woman, "I'm tempted, but I just can't." He stood and bent down to hand the near-naked woman her clothes.
Bev looked at the man, not getting dressed. "We still have two hours. I'd like to hear about your wife is you feel up to it," she said, "I know you miss her."
Jim Colfax looked at the woman and nodded, "She's actually the reason I can't do anything to compromise my judicial oath or to ever stray in any other way. I still hear her voice asking me, 'Are you sure that's what you want to do?' I have been on the straight and narrow ever since she died." He led her to the couch and offered her a seat, then joined her. He looked at her bare breasts and sighed, "You really are gifted, you know that don't you? I'll divulge something I would prefer you never repeat," he said softly.
Bev stroked his leg by his knee, "Of course. I'm not the one in the family who needs to record everything," she chuckled.
"I was driving back from a late conference with...not important, and I got a call. It was Doris and she was screaming someone was," he choked and put his head in his hands.
Bev stroked his back dreading what he was going to say, then pulled him into a hug, "It's ok. If you don't want to..."
Jim shook his head and looked at the woman, "Um, No. I never told anyone after the police interviewed me, but she screamed someone was with a knife," he gulped back a sob, "and, and there was a solid thunking sound, a man's laughter and the phone went dead." He paused getting his emotions back in check, "I called 911 and broke every traffic law in the book and got there after the police but was too late, way too late."
She held the man as he sobbed that he was supposed to take her out that night for dinner and he was held up by a needy attorney. She held him tight as he released his grief.
Jim finally got hold of himself and wiped his eyes, "An employee at the restaurant saw the reservation and well, he went over to what was supposed to be an empty house and was surprised Doris was there." He looked at his lap, "It was quick. That's the only thing I was grateful for. They found the guy," he looked at Bev, "the security cameras caught a unique tattoo on the back of his hand. Ironic, considering how your footage worked against you. Anyhow, I haven't looked at a woman or thought about intimacy since she died. I wasn't there. I let her down. I've not imagined I deserved any pleasure at all," he looked at her bare chest, "Then you showed up in my courtroom. I, um, well got hard for the first time since Doris was taken from me," he said softly.
"What would happen if someone found out I suggested sexual favors for reducing and removing the findings against us?" she asked.
"I could get disbarred, charged and if convicted perhaps five years in prison," he sighed, "But that's not what stopped me. Doris was in my head asking me..."
Bev laughed bitterly, "TJ said I was a good fuck, but I'm not worth destroying your career. Now Jake knows what was proposed, call him, and tell him no go. I'll do the 300 hours at a hospital or retirement home. Tell him you changed your mind."
Jim went over and picked up the phone, "Jake, yes. Jim. Look, Bev and I talked, and frankly, she's very pretty but definitely not worth jeopardizing my career...Sure, No thanks, I pack a lunch. See you in the courtroom at two. Ok, oh Tell your client I apologize but ethically I just...Right. Got it." He hung up, turned, and stopped. "Wait, what?" he stammered.
Bev had taken off her panties and was lying back on the couch naked looking up at the man, "I cannot see how any actions at this point would hurt my reputation nor am I interested in influencing your decision, but..."
Jin sat down next to the naked woman trying to stifle his arousal, "Why? I'm not a hottie as your generation describes potential mates, I am a lot older than you are, probably older than your father," he asked.
Bev looked thoughtful, "I like you. I think you're a decent man. I like sex and my husband gave his blessing," he sighed as she reached over stroking his now hard cock, "you have a penis and you heard everyone in there, I'm a slut who needs cock."
"Is that the only reason? I'm guessing this is a pity fuck," he sighed, "I told you my sob story and you feel sorry for me," he said pulling her hand off his erection.
"Ok, yes. So what? Also, there's something intriguing about being fucked by a man who has been celibate for three years, but you're a good-looking man, and you are older than my dad but I'm doing this because I want to and it feels right." She slid her hand back onto his tented pants.
"Honesty. I like that. I wish I heard more of that," he said now eyes her perfect body. He stood up and took off his clothes, "I accept your pity fuck and yes, it has been a long time, too long," he knelt down and kissed the woman, his hand cupping that large breast.
Bev's hand stroked a very nice-sized cock and let out a low moan. She broke the kiss and pulled him up so she could get his cock in her mouth. She licked the shaft as he moved his hips up over her face then as he pulled back she sucked on the fat head. She had to open her mouth wide and thought how great this will be opening up her pussy.
"You don't have to do this, but it feels really good," he sighed.
Bev popped his cock out of her mouth, "You're right, I don't, but I want to." She looked up at him as she stroked his cock, "I want this fuck to be about you. Do you want to recreate some of the things Doris did or want to do things Doris wouldn't ar rarely did?" She took a ball in her mouth as she swirled it with her tongue.
The judge chuckled, "Frankly, what Doris did was lie on her back. I loved her so much, but she was not very adventurous in bed, so what you are doing now is already more then she or any woman has ever done to me. I have had a woman suck on my cock, but only for a few minutes each time," he sighed as her tongue flicked along his perineum. "Oh, wow. Yessss" he sighed.
Bev pushed him gently until he got off the couch, "Ok, this is going to be fun," she said eagerly, "You're going to love this." She led him over to his desk and eyed the height. She moved all his paperwork to the left, climbed up and lay on her back, her head hanging down and pulled his cock into her mouth.
Judge Colfax might never have done anything like this, but he knew what to do. His cock slid perfectly into the girl's mouth, her tongue flicking around the plump head. He tried to not push too far forward as he didn't want to make her gag, but she had her hands on his ass pulling him in deeper and farther down her throat until he felt his pubic bone against her chin. He soon stopped worrying he was going to choke her as she encouragingly pulled on his ass. Soon he was fucking a woman's mouth the same way he used to fuck his wife. He felt his balls slap against her nose which made it even more arousing. This was incredibly erotic seeing her nakedness displayed on his desk, her soft mounds being jostled by her upper arms as she pulled him into her throat, her legs flopped over the other side of the desk, her mons forced up and her pelvis slowly humping air.
Bev heard his deep rhythmic grunts and knew he was going to cum soon so she clenched her throat and let him fuck her mouth more aggressively.
Jim tried to think about the driest case he'd ever sat through but images of this beautiful woman in the courtroom, on her bed, her holes used by the various men were too much. "Bev, Christ! Beverly!" he gasped as he tried to pull out of her mouth. He immediately knew it was no use and plunged into her a couple more times now savoring the images, the incredible feeling of being sucked by a skilled mouth and exploded down her throat. In the back of his mind, he hoped he wasn't hurting her, but the head that had now taken over his thinking made him pull out and plunge in over and over as he jetted long-pent up sperm into the woman's stomach.
Bev swallowed rapidly feeling as if anyone touched her pussy she'd explode. When the judge was done, she finally let him pull out. As he staggered back and collapsed on his couch, she rolled off the desk, wiping her bruised lips. She sat down next to him, "Wow, I was going to grab a bite to eat before my husband gets back, but thanks! That was a lot of cum," she sighed. She reached over and stroked him.
"Thank you, that was great and long overdue, "he sighed happily. "I loved that. I've never cum with a blowjob before, but I hated to waste it."
"Waste it? The nice thing about an erection is it's a renewable resource," she chuckled, "And see?" she said feeling his cock grow in her hand. She looked at the judge, seeing his face looking more relaxed, younger, "I am not happy with you, however. Speaking as a woman, representing women everywhere, you have been very selfish in depriving them of getting pleasure from this nice cock. Three years of disappointed pussies everywhere." She leaned over and took the hardening member back in her mouth.
Jim leaned back, now letting all the recent events and images to flood his head and was happily surprised how quickly he'd regained his erection. He was stroking her back but slid a hand around to her front cupping that wonderful breast. He felt slight guilt remembering Doris' smaller breasts but feeling the mass under his hand drove the feelings away.
Bev pulled off, "There! See? I knew you wanted more of me. Now you have a decision to make, fuck me from behind? Or, if you like, in my behind?" she looked over at the desk, "Bent over your desk?" She suddenly giggled being lifted onto his lap. "Or this works also," she moaned as she gripped his cock, lined him up and sank down onto him. "Oh God, yessss," she groaned, "I've needed this since I first tasted you." she leaned into his hands gripping her breasts and pumped her ass up and down on his hard rod.
Jim wished he had more hands as he felt the heavy masses of flesh bounce in his hands as he also wanted to feel her incredible ass. He leaned forward and sucked an eraser-sized nipple into his mouth and took hold of those toned cheeks as she flexed against his cock. He had little experience with any women other than that of his late wife, but what had he been missing out on? This woman was writhing eagerly, her pussy gripping and clenching his cock as if starving for his cum. He stopped her as he felt the ache begin, "Wait, I'd like to try other positions."
Bev pulled off, "As I said, you can try anything, anything at all," she purred. "You do what you want and I'll be thrilled to feel you use that thing on me."
Jim led the girl back to the desk, "I felt something when you suggested this earlier," he said as she eagerly positioned herself face down on the desk, legs parted wide. "Oh God!" he hissed, "I'll never sit behind this desk again without thinking of you," he chuckled, "Christ, you have a really tight pussy," he sighed. He almost wondered out loud why the hell her husband ever thought she was loose.
Bev thrust her ass back as the man drove into her aggressively, she grunted encouragingly the harder he fucked her. She had the sad thought that perhaps this might be the last fat cock she'd be able to enjoy since she was sure Dez had not set all that up to make her happy. How was she supposed to relish a lifetime of a smaller cock she wondered as she savored his balls slapping against her clit. She forgot about Dez and his cock feeling the welcome throbbing ache grow. Her sweaty chest was rubbing on his desk, her nipples stimulated as the slid on the grainy wood. She thrust back, grunting louder and Jim responded by plunging into her harder and grinding against her.
Judge Colfax gripped her ass as the girl exploded. He held onto those hips as the pressed back against him, her loud grunts muffled by all the books and furniture. She seemed to cum for a long time just like in the recordings. When she finally relaxed, he stopped fucking her and pulled out. He lifted her up, turned her around, and after she sat on the edge, he slipped his cock inside her.
"Thank you," Bev signed, "I know you think I'm easy and a slut, but it's been a long time a man I like made me cum. I've endured cocks pleasuring me, cumming on them while feeling shame." She pulled his face close and kissed him, "Thanks, that really felt great."
"I'm happy to be of service," he sighed, "You should not feel shame as you have passion and that should be celebrated."



Bev kissed him again and sighed happily when he drove into her, his face clenched in concentration worrying he might not last, but found he had stamina perhaps because he'd cum down her throat. He fucked her with her straddling him in his desk chair, then facing away, over on the couch in missionary, behind her on their sides, then with her lying face down.
Jim was fucking doggy-style for the first time when he tentatively felt her puckered hole with his thumb. He heard her moan and pushed against her checking if she liked it. The girl humped back against his thumb so he pressed harder and as he popped inside her, felt the tight ring grip his digit hard. He fucked her ass with his thumb and wondered how a cock would ever be able to enter her there, but he saw her take a cock, many cocks in her ass, and those boys were not small.
"I know you want to, do it," Bev moaned, "Finish in my ass, fuck my ass. please."
Jim looked at the clock, "We do have to finish, but I have no lube here," he chuckled, "Though there is some out in the courtroom as evidence."
Bev pointed over to the chair, "My purse, in my purse." She groaned as the man pulled out and then suddenly laughed, "You must think I keep it in the for just this situation. I use it when my elbows or knees feel dry," she blushed. "I'm not that much of a slut." She thrust her ass up as the man took a glob of gel and pressed the lube into her ass, "I do like your fingers, nice and fat. Make sure you get your cock nicely lubed also and take it slow."
Jim was unsure he'd even be able to enter her anus, even with her hands spreading her cheeks, but with just a little added pressure he popped in, "Oh my God!" he grunted feeling a sphincter tightly grip his cock for the first time in his life. "I'm not hurting you?"
"God, no, fuck me, it feels really nice, but play with my cunt. Yesss, like that," she grunted. This really did feel good, his fat fingers plunging into the wet snatch, his plump cock filling her rectum, but her thoughts went to the clock. They had just 15 minutes left and they'd been fucking for over an hour.
Jim saw the girl glance at the clock and between the ring gripping his cock, the writhing naked body under him, and the images still in his head he felt the rising ache which continued to grow. He bent over the girl, pounding harder and harder trying to hold off, trying to maintain this incredible peak feeling but then gasped loudly as he felt the almost painful first release into the tight rectum. He grunted loudly as jet after jet of sperm shot deep inside the girl.
Bev felt the man finally relax and they both collapsed onto their sides, both breathing heavily. She pulled his hand onto her breast and sighed, "You're a great lover. You owe it to all us women to get out there and circulate," she said softly, "but for now, you'd better get dressed and look more judicial before they come back. Ohhh, wow! You'd better get tissues," she sighed as she felt his cum leaking out.
***********************************************
Dez and Jake tentatively entered after knocking. Bev was sitting on the couch reading a large case tome, Judge Colfax was making notes while reviewing another case book.
Bev looked up, "Hi honey, the judge and I have been looking for various precedents that might apply to this case."
Judge Colfax pointed to the chairs and the couch, "I'll be done in a few minutes. Have a seat."
Dez sniffed the air and looked at his wife, "You had sex with the judge, didn't you?" he whispered.
Bev whipped her head over and glared, "That would be totally unethical." she looked at the judge, "Does he look like a man who wouldn't have instantly thrown me in jail had I tried to seduce him?"
Dez shook his head, "I guess not. Sorry, I just have been feeling really jealous recently," he sighed.
Judge Colfax closed the book and sat up. He pressed the intercom, "Julie, please send in Ben and his clients. Thank you," he said releasing the button.
After the four boys and their attorney came in and sat down the judge looked at the assembled people in front of him. The boys were smirking over at Bez who looked like she was trying to hide in the corner of the couch. Dez looked nervous and the two attornies looked expectantly at him.
"I have just a few questions before we go out and I give my verdict." He looked pointedly at Dez, "First, let me remind you that even in here, you are still under oath. Mr. Justice, did you ever indicate to these boys your desire for them to come over and have sex with your wife?"
No! Never!" he spat, "I would never," he said more softly looking over at Bev.
"Mrs. Justice, did you in any mode of communication ask these boys over, suggest they come over or otherwise give them permission to have sex with you?" he asked.
"Absolutely not! In fact, I told them at the barbeque after I gave them too much access to my body that that had been a mistake, a huge mistake," she said firmly, "and it would never happen again."
"But, might you not have assumed after your husband teased you with their voices the night before that he'd set this up? As a present for you?" the judge asked looking at Dez.
"No, no way. Dez and I have played games in the bedroom but he'd never do something like that. When the boys came over I had an initial thought that he might have set that up, but then I realized he wasn't that kind of man to do anything like that without telling me. I asked him later and he instantly denied it," she said.
Judge Colfax looked at the boys. "Tom, TJ. Why did the four of you go over to the Justice's house that day? From what I hear from Mrs. Justice, she told you that what happened was a mistake. Did you not understand what she meant?"
"Ok, we might have been going on what Mr. Justice suggested a week before that. We ran into him and I'm guessing Mrs. Justice teased him with how far she let us go. Anyhow he asked us to come over and do what we wanted with her," he grinned at the angry-looking woman.
Judge Colfax quickly stuck out his hand as Dez started to yell that this is a lie. "OK, sounds reasonable. The Justice's sure do like their sex games and you were more than happy to comply with Mr. Justice's request? Did he suggest paying you? Did he ask for you to record it so he could jerk-off later watching his wife get taken?" he asked calmly, his hand still out towards Dez.
TJ looked proudly at the judge and his friends, "No need to pay us, but no, he said he'd record it and promised us copies. The dude is pretty kinky, but you know that," he laughed.
"Yeah, I guess we've all seen that, so you ran into him, that must have been coincidental, and really good fortune on your part," he chuckled, "Where was it you met?"
TJ looked at his friends, "Um, Starbucks. Starbucks over on High Street."
"I guess not much of a coincidence as that's down the block from where he works. What day? I mean it's probably tough to remember, but about when?"
"Damn! I'm guessing Tuesday the 12th? Could have been Wednesday, but it was about 10 AM," he looked at his friends, "Yeah Tuesday. Right after our pick-up game."
Judge Colfax looked at the four boys, "You all attest to that?" He looked at the beet-red man and back at each, "Mr. Justice asked you to assault his wife, have sex with her?"
"Yes, sir, yes. He was buying a latte or something when he turned and saw us," one boy said.
Another nodded, "He even offered to buy our drinks."
The fourth smiled, looked at his friends, "What they said. He for sure asked us to have fun with his wife, even told us when she'd be home and how late he'd be working."
Judge Colfax glared at Bev and Dez before looking at Jake. "Mr. Jackson, please inform your clients if I hear a single word from either of them, they will be held in contempt," he said firmly before looking back at the grinning boys. "You may all go back into the courtroom. I'll be out after I finish up a few items before I render my verdict."
***********************************************
The judge looked down at his notes before looking up. "Ladies and gentlemen of the jury. I thank you for your time and energy spent on this case. I know you suggested 300 hours community service and I agree with that, though the suggestion she whores herself out to convicts is not one I would deem just. Mrs. Justice, you will perform your 300 hours, but I leave it up to you to select the charitable cause as long as the court deems it to be valid." he stopped and looked over at the defendants hearing a loud snort.
"Mr. Rogers, one of your clients has something to add?" he glared at the four boys, "Ok. Good." He turned back to Desmond Justice, "I think you've been duly punished for your outbursts in my court and I am rescinding any further time for contempt. Bailiff, please remove his handcuffs. You are free to go when this is done." He started to look over at the boys but looked back to Dez, "One quick question, where were you the week of the 10th? I mean, this last July 10th?"
Dez looked stunned at the question then slowly smiled, "Houston, your I was on business in Houston," he said happily.
Judge Colfax nodded, "Yes, that lines up with your statement at the deposition." he looked over at the boys, "I'm exercising my obligation as judge to reverse the finding by the jury and find for the plaintiff, Mrs. Justice, please accept the court's apologies for how you were treated and portrayed as some sort of harlot. I'm surprised you weren't ordered to wear a red A on your chest." He looked over at the boys, "For perjuring yourselves, 90 days each and then 300 hours community service. For assaulting this friend of your families, 180 days and $50,000 restitution each to the Justices."
"What! Fuck that," TJ pointed to the jury, "They found that the Justices were wrong, they wronged us! And you fucking overrule them? What? Did she blow you for that?" he yelled. He stopped abruptly as his attorney clapped a hand on his shoulder and hissed at him. The other three boys all had blurted out similar objections but fell silent as Rogers shushed them all.
Judge Colfax stood up, gavel in hand, but grinning. "Thank you. I was hoping we'd see the true nature of you boys. And yes, I can do that. When you are given access to books or the internet, look up NOV, or Judgement Notwithstanding the Verdict," he said glaring at them. "I've watched you throughout the trial smirking, congratulating each other, but there were things about your testimonies that didn't feel right." He looked over at the couple, still standing with shocked looks on their faces, "Whereas these people over there were totally honest in all their answers, willingly telling the truth even though it ruined their reputations, their standing in the community. Mr. Justice acted innocent about the camera angle, but he actually was telling the truth. I called your Security installation company and was told they decided to aim the camera at the bed since most clients want it like that. I asked if you requested it or were informed and was told no to both. I recommended they come back out and make it truly a security camera."
He looked back at the boys, "Please, do another outburst. That's 1 year for contempt and another 600 hours community service." He glared at them daring them to open their mouths, "You're welcome to appeal my ruling on this civil case but as for the contempt, good luck with that. You boys better hope your new friends you'll be meeting don't find out about your hobbies. There are certain standards even convicts have." He looked back at Bev and Dez, "Again, my apologies. Consider the 300 days community service already served."
***********************************************
"In a surprising turn, the judge invoked his right to overturn the verdict after catching the boys in a lie. Then they yelled this," the tape of the outburst with various beeps was shown. "I can only say that Justice was served," the commentator said. "I don't know about you, Ted, but I was hoping this trial would have gone on longer, but on the other hand the Justices will have more than their 15 minutes of fame. At least we won't have to use the term 'mosaic effect' too many more times. Ted, you have an update from Washington?"
"We really fucked up, didn't we?" Dez asked his wife as they lay together on the couch.
"Yep," she sighed, "I am no longer welcome at church, the neighbors all glare at us. I'm just waiting for a brick to come through the window." She kissed her husband, "If I hadn't teased them or led them on, none of this would have happened," she sighed.
"No. They did this. No one rapes anyone no matter how flirty they are. They crossed whatever line there was and violated the person I love most in the world. We both did stupid things," he paused, "Bill called me into his office today. I thought I was going to be fired but he offered me a position in Portland." He looked at his wife, "It's on the other coast and green year-round. It would be a new start where everyone we see doesn't smirk or point at us," he said softly.
***********************************************
Bev smelled the clean sweet-smelling air outside Portland. When they first moved she thought it always rained there but was pleasantly surprised not only did it not rain all that much, but it was a lot less muggy than the east coast. They'd made the transition to Oregan smoothly. Des knew many of those at the company he was joining and they warmly welcomed him. Their neighbors were very friendly and as far as she could tell, no predatory college-age kids hanging around.
She was picking out lettuce when she heard someone close behind her.
"Yes! It's you, the mosaic effect woman! Can I have your autograph? You were amazing," the woman cried out loud. Bev looked and saw a dozen heads turned her way. "Steph, this is Beverly Justice!" she yelled over to a woman holding a melon.
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"I'll be back tomorrow unless you want to come with me," Henry looked hopefully at his wife, "I sure could use the company."
Doris shook her head, slowly at first then emphatically, "I think I'll stay. We have to pay for the room tonight regardless, we should at least make use of it," she turned away, "Why on earth did you agree to drive six hours, one way?" she turned and glared at her husband, "to pick up our nephew? Can't he take a bus? A plane?" She went over and flopped on the bed glaring at her husband, "We finally get away with a chance to get some private time and you leave for an entire day?"
"Andy's 6 foot 7 and would you want to sit shoulder to shoulder with a bunch of strangers on a bus for eight hours?" the man asked, "At 18 he probably could hitchhike, but Dick is coming down from Tahoe tomorrow to drive him home and who knows how long he'll be standing out there before he gets a ride. I owe him for last year when he drove to Seattle to get me." He came over and sat down next to his wife, "We have the rest of the week and I plan on wearing you out, but we do have some time before I leave, perhaps a quickie," he said stroking her thigh. He looked down at the hot and sexy woman. This was a celebration of their 30th anniversary and as neither had ever been to Vegas it just seemed like the right place. Doris had changed little since they were married, except for a few tiny wrinkles, and a couple of grey hairs on her lustrous blonde head, but she weighed almost the same except for a couple of pounds that settled on her already impressive chest. His hand slid under her dress finding her panty-covered mound. Another difference. When he first hooked up, she barely trimmed but now she just had a nice patch of pubes on her mons. It made it a lot nicer when he tasted her.
The woman sighed as his hand slid up to stroke her pussy. This was one reason they wanted to get away. Their youngest, now 18 was not like their two older daughters and was always home. Also, her mother had moved into one of the girl's bedrooms which was right next to the master and since then they'd had few moments where they could enjoy each other, especially since Doris was often vocal when she came. She opened her legs as his fingers pulled her panties aside.
Henry looked at the clock. If he drove fast perhaps he could be there on time, but he'd also need to cum quickly. He slipped a finger inside her wet hole sensitive to his wife's breathing and how aroused she was. He couldn't remember the last time he'd had a quickie with his wife but driving down to Phoenix would feel a lot better having been intimate with this beautiful woman. He pushed up her dress, then pulled off her panties, "I will need to be quick, but even if I'm a little late I'm sure it will be fine," he said pushing her dress higher and off as she raised her arms over her head. He stopped, her face hidden, arms trapped, and pushed her bra up over large breasts. One thing about her body had changed since they'd met, her B-cups had become C or even D when she'd gotten pregnant and stayed that way.
At first, Doris wanted to free her arms, free her head from the dress, but they'd played with light bondage, it's been 20 - 25 years, but she remembered she'd loved the vulnerability. She felt herself eagerly wanting his cock inside her as he first played with her nipples, then sucked one then the other into his mouth. She opened her legs hearing his belt and zipper anticipating what she'd craved since they planned this trip.
Henry gripped his hard cock and pressed it against his wife's slit. Sliding right into her tight hole they both groaned at the same time. He was glad he'd decided to be a bit late as he drove into her harder and faster.
"Fuck me, Henry. Damn! I've needed this," she sighed.
"Tom, it's Tom," he pushed her leg up to her chest and spanked her ass, "You know how I hate it when you call me that wimp husband of yours," he moaned in a Boston accent. "I hope you never fuck up by using my name with him. "
Doris was shocked and suddenly more aroused. Five years ago, their neighbor Tom had groped her when they were alone at a party. He'd kissed her while pushing his hand under her top to feel her breasts. Tom was a big man, apparently in multiple ways as he had the only hands able to entirely cover her tits, which she still fantasized about. They both had been drinking and Doris had responded at first but when his hand slid into her panties and his fat finger entered her she'd come to her senses and pushed him off. He had been incredibly apologetic and backed away. Henry was sounding exactly like Tom with the Bostonian accent. "I would never...he is always working anyhow and we never had time alone anymore, so fuck me with your huge cock, Tom," she moaned.
Henry felt more power in his thrusting, slamming into her harder to make her tits bounce, "Fuck! I love fucking a woman with big tits," he hissed, "I wish Sue had tits like yours." He leaned down and sucked her nipple into his mouth hard. "Next week when your husband's out of town I'm fucking these."
Doris was losing herself in the feeling of being fucked by Tom as she often found herself wishing that the man had gone further and taken her. She'd sensed he was gifted down there when he'd humped against her and if there is truly a correlation between hand size and...but she'd immediately felt remorse letting Tom touch her and later when she and Henry had crawled into bed she'd started crying and told him what happened. At first, he'd been angry, but then he pulled her close and told her it was ok. Then he surprised her asking if she liked it. If it aroused her. She cried that it felt good having a man desire her and in seconds Henry was inside her, aggressively fucking her. They'd never spoken of it again other than a year or so later he'd commented out of the blue that Tom probably needed to feel real breasts as Sue was very flat and he couldn't blame him.
Henry grabbed a flopping breast, mauling it unlike he'd ever done before eliciting a loud moan from Doris. "I never asked, but where are you in your cycle? I know Henry got snipped, but no way I'm fucking pulling out of a cunt this tight," he sighed.
"I don't care, you can cum inside me, it's close to my fertile time but I'll suggest his vasectomy wasn't done right, his brain is as small as his penis," she panted. Then she decided to try something out, "I'm surprised you didn't want to fuck me from behind this time. You always prefer that."
Henry pulled out, grabbed his wife's hips, flipped her over, her head and arms still trapped in the dress, "Ok, you asked for it. Maybe this time you'll let me finish in your ass...you keep promising someday," he said firmly as he pulled her ass up in the air and plunged into her. He didn't hesitate but put his whole weight behind his fucking while pressing his thumb against her puckered hole.
"Oh, my fucking Goooodddd!" Doris yelled out as she exploded. She'd never felt anything like this. Her pussy was being slammed hard as her husband drove repeatedly into her and feeling her sphincter open up increased the feelings of complete surrender to the man's taking her. She pushed back against his cock and thumb while grunting out obscenities, things she'd never said before.
Henry rode out her orgasm and as he drove his thumb to the hilt in her anus, he felt the aching in his balls rapidly increase, "Ok, let's get you knocked up. I'm cumming...Fuck, yesss," he sputtered feeling spurt after spurt fill her womb.
They collapsed together on the bed, both breathing heavily. Henry was still using the Boston accent as he stroked her large breasts, "I'll finish in your ass next time," he said softly.
Doris chuckled, "Wow, what came over you Tom? Usually, you fuck my tits before taking my pussy, you're not usually in that much of a hurry," she sighed, wondering how far Henry wants to take this, "You fuck my tits, then make me suck your cock, then you fuck me, though you always threaten to fuck my ass then cum in my mouth. Henry is much nicer. He treats me like a lady, you treat me like a whore, not that that's a bad thing," she said pulling off her dress the rest of the way. She turned and kissed him, "I'm surprised. I always thought you were angry with Tom and me for what happened."
"I was, but I suddenly realized, you know, once when we were showering, that if I were married to Sue as beautiful as she is, my hands would be itching to feel you. You have a spectacular body that all men would be thrilled to be able to touch...to get between your legs," he sighed.
She snuggled against him, "You realize I made all that up about Tom, it was just that one time he groped me. I hoped you'd see it as..."
Henry laughed, "I know. You've always been honest with me. And as for that time with Tom, If you'd, you know, let him fuck you I'd be over it by now. I was thinking how we were all drinking that night and I got into that dart match with Bill. I did leave you two alone downstairs, you with those incredible tits and Tom lusting after you," he said as he pulled out and got off the bed. He looked down at his beautiful wife, "I love you more today than I ever have, but I need to go."
Doris rolled off the bed, kissed her husband, and went to shower. When she got out, Henry was just getting his coat on, "I'll miss you. Hurry back," she looked around the room then patted the bed, "This is going to feel empty."
Henry took in the naked blonde beauty in front of him, "I'll be back around this time tomorrow. I liked the role-playing," he chuckled, "Hell, I'm getting hard just thinking about it." He kissed her, "I'd like to do that again. You sounded so real. I love you. I'll call you when I get settled tonight, perhaps you could be naked?" He stroked her pussy, "I hate leaving you alone in a strange city," he stroked her bare breasts. "I love you. I think it's going to be the longest 24 hours of my life. I'll call you later, though I hope it's after the guys you pick up leave. Oh, this time perhaps you could get their names?"
Doris laughed, "I always forget, but I'll make sure I do. Love you, drive safely. And no speeding...I mean, more than you usually do," she smiled. She kissed him and watched him leave.
***********************************************
Doris was led to a table in the corner. She never liked dining alone since it made her feel...well, alone. She decided since she was in the hotel bar she'd have some wine while she read her book. She looked around and saw a lot of families with kids, couples, and a few college-age kids. She had just ordered when four boys came in and were seated at the table next to hers. They were obviously on break from college and were laughing and joking about what they'd done in Vegas.
She tried to ignore them replaying how real Henry sounded using Tom's voice. He nailed the deep baritone along with his inflections. She had no problem believing it was the larger man fucking her as she'd spent many hours with her fingers inside her imagining being under him. She took a sip of wine thinking she'd need to get back to the room, get naked, and revisit this fantasy. She'd always been torn between the guilt of letting Tom go as far as he did and the intrigue wondering if he was as large as he'd felt against her, inside her. That finger was almost as fat as Henry's cock. She felt her pussy getting wet and her nipples harden as the waiter brought over her meal.
"...what about that blonde last night? She was fucking tight. I mean, even when I fucked her the second time her cunt still gripped my cock. That was even more impressive as she'd had what? All four of us inside her by then?"
Doris tried not to look over hearing the graphic conversation. She started eating a bit faster so she could get back to her room. Between the way, Henry took her, the replaying of Tom's fat rod against her, and the horny boys at the next table, she felt her panties getting soaked. She picked up her book and tried to drive out all these lewd thoughts from her head.
"Ben, when you took her virgin ass I thought security was going to be pounding on the door," the shorter boy laughed. "Holy crap, she screamed! Then later she begged us to fuck her ass again, amazing."
"No shit! I guess we should have asked first," one of the boys chuckled, "I thought a slut like that would have had cocks in all her holes at least once, but on the other hand not sure if she could have responded with her mouth full." the blond boy chuckled. "She did get to love having multiple cocks in her." He looked at his friends, "Tonight, let's hit the casinos, prime meat at those slots. Remember last spring we met those two older women?"
"Oh yeah," the shorter kid responded wistfully, "I've had trouble fucking younger girls ever since. Maybe it's their mid-life crises or that they're married and bored with the same cock night after night, but they demanded we fuck them all night long every which way." He looked over at Doris who was engrossed in her book and said softly, "I do love a horny older woman..."
The blond boy laughed, "Not just older women, but married older women. Night after night? They'd be thrilled with once a week," he chuckled, "God! I love them, they never say no to anything," he said loudly.
"Carter, cool it. We're not alone here," the boy hissed before looking over at Doris, "I am so sorry, Carter has no filter in public," he said apologetically.
Doris laughed, "At my age there's nothing I haven't heard. Besides, it sounds to me like he was being very complementary to the young lady. What girl doesn't like being told she has a tight cunt, though it is considered polite to ask before putting your cock in a woman's ass." She smiled at the four boys before returning to her book. She looked up seeing the first boy, Carter standing there.
"Ma'am, I am truly sorry. Will's right, I have no filter. Let me buy you another glass of wine," he said with a deep bow. "A way of expressing my deep remorse."
Doris laughed, "Wow! You sure cleaned up your language in a hurry. Look, don't worry about me. I have 3 children all about your age. I've heard it all and one glass is enough."
Carter sat down, "Seriously? You have children our age? You look like early to mid-30s...that's incredible," he said. He looked over at his friends, "I'm telling you, dudes, women get hotter with age." He stood up, "Please. We'd love it if you'd join us. Dining with a beautiful woman like you would be an honor. Are you staying here? Yes? Then no worries about driving or anything. Have another glass." Carter turned and pointed to the empty wine glass as he got the attention of the waiter.
Doris looked at the boys and realized they were safe, "Bullshit, but I do prefer company at dinner, though I'm not the married slut you're looking for," she chuckled, "I get it. I have a few friends who I should probably hook you boys up with." She sat down after the boys moved around making room. Carter introduced the boys, Ben, Josh, Will. They all looked like they came from nice families, "So, college, I assume?"
They all were from UCLA and talked about their classes, majors, and why they decided on Vegas for break. Carter was pursuing an MBA, Ben wanted to teach art, Josh was studying Physics and Will wanted to be a personal trainer.
"So, you went to college? What did you study?" Carter asked.
"English Lit, "Doris replied, "I love the classics, Bronte, Austin, Browning, Shakespeare, you know all the romances," she replied sadly, "But I met Henry, got married and pregnant immediately and never got a chance to teach."
"So, were you wild or a bookworm?" Josh asked. "I'm guessing you were a good girl, am I right?"
Doris laughed, "At school? Yes, I was a good girl, but I had my fun," she blushed.
"Then you know what we mean. I'll bet when you were in college and headed to...let me guess? Daytona Beach? You were looking for cock, weren't you?" Carter said loudly.
"Dude! We're with a nice lady. Jesus! Clean up your language," Will hissed looking over at the family glaring at them.
Doris laughed and waved him off, "It's ok. I'm not offended. Hell, try watching cable without hearing worse." Doris patted his hand, "Lauderdale one year, San Diego another, and my senior year we went to Cozumel and I wasn't looking for a boyfriend if that's what you're asking. I might have even gotten their names..." She looked at the boy named Ben, "come to think of it, I'm not sure I ever did, though I don't remember giving them mine either," she sighed.
Will laughed, "I know how that is, you went to mate not to get a mate."
"How was Cozumel," Ben asked. I've heard it's really beautiful. The water, the beaches..."
Doris blushed, "I guess. All I remember was thinking that all the hotels must have hired the same contractor to do their ceilings," she blushed, "Christ, that sounded a lot worse than what was in my head. But you're right. All those weeks partying and having fun, I never once got any boy's number or address. I did know which boys I wanted to have fun with, though."
"That reminds me of a Sociology professor, he said most people when first meeting others of the opposite sex, size them up subconsciously and rank them as potential mates," Carter added, "so," he looked at his friends and back at Doris, "who did you rank first when you saw us?"
The older woman blushed realizing she'd done exactly that, "That would be telling, wouldn't it?" she asked assiduously not looking at Will. Changing the subject as she saw the eager looks on the boys' faces, "So, you came here to get laid," she laughed. "And the blonde, was she a college girl, or an older woman you picked up in a restaurant?"
Carter smiled at her, "Had we found an experienced blonde like you we would probably not even looked her way, but she was a college girl, yes," His eyes scanned her chest, "but she was lacking in one area," he sighed staring at Doris' breasts.
Doris grimaced, ignoring the boy's overt stare, "That's bad. Does that work for you? Anyhow, I'm married and probably older than any of your mothers," she sighed.
Will looked at Ben then back at Doris and chuckled, "if any of our mothers looked like you, we'd be spending break back home rather than here." He looked at his friends who nodded, "We're not trying to pick you up anyhow, we just like your company. Outside of Carter, you can feel safe with us."
"Why not Carter?" the woman asked, "He seems safe to me." She also was wondering why she felt a twinge of disappointment when he'd said they were not trying to pick her up. She'd thought again how great it would be to be young and single.
"Carter always seems to get what he wants. The blonde last night? She goes to USC and wanted nothing to do with us. I don't know, what was it, 15 minutes? Anyhow in a really short time, she was naked sucking his co...Sorry, sorry." Will sputtered.
Doris laughed, "cock, got it. Was she good at it? I learned in college that a skilled cocksucking is a highly sought after skill." She looked interested at the boys, "Tell me about the girls you've used this week."
Carter sighed, "Will you be here at the end of the week? Sadly just the one so far, but we're hoping..." he looked at his friends, "She wasn't that tough. She acted like UCLA guys were beneath her, but she soon had four UCLA guys on top of her," he chuckled, "I could see it in her eyes, she wanted us to take her." He looked into the distance, "Christ, she loved opening her legs." He looked at Doris, "Can I ask you something, well personal? I realize we've been there already," he looked at her expectantly.
"Ask away, I may not answer, but I can't imagine I'll faint," she laughed.
Carter smiled, "You loved cock when you were in college by the sound of it, then you got married, do you still crave cock as much as you did? I've dreaded getting older and losing that drive. I'm not saying you're old, but hell, you're not 18 anymore. I just want to know," he asked.



The woman looked thoughtful, "I cannot say if I crave cock as much as I did at your age, but I still enjoy a good love-making session. Craving a cock, let me think about that," she said softly, "A different cock?" She looked at the boys, "Henry and I still make love pretty much every day so he is great at satisfying my need for penis, but I might periodically fantasize it's attached to someone else," she blushed, "but that might be more than you asked."
Ben laughed, "since you're being open and honest...ok, the joke is, marriage is the end of blowjobs, is that true? I mean, girls I know seem to like it, but maybe that's just trying to please me."
She nodded, "I get it. I remember doing a lot more what my partner wanted when I was dating but I always enjoyed a cock in my mouth, so we would usually go down on each other when having sex," she said, "You know when dating."
"You let him cum in your mouth?" He smiled when she nodded, "Swallow or spit?" Carter asked.
"Wow, ok, this is getting down to it. Most of the time, Henry, that's my husband, prefers to cum inside my pussy, so I suck his cock and when he feels ready he fucks me. Sometimes he doesn't want me to stop so I let him cum in my mouth, so yes. I swallow. But back when I was dating, I always swallowed. Boys always seemed to look happy when I did that."
"You're right. The blonde chick last night spit it right out, but at least she let us cum in her mouth." Carter looked at the women's ring finger, "So, where is your husband this evening? You didn't come to Vegas alone, did you?"
"Driving down the Pheonix to pick up my nephew...long story. Anyhow, I don't mind. I have a really good book and like the thought of having time alone," she said. She finished her wine and got up, "On that note, I'm going to head up to my room. Gentlemen, it has been a pleasure. I hope you find a nice tight pussy for tonight and any other tight holes." She looked over and signaled for her check.
Carter laughed, "Maybe we already did, sorry. Just kidding."
Doris blushed having had images flash through her mind of their cocks all pointing at her. "You boys, anything with tits you want to fuck." She stood and patted Carter on the shoulder, "I think you can do better tonight, but thanks for thinking of me."
The boys stood up, "Wait. We'll walk you up. What floor are you on?" Carter asked.
"8th, but I doubt I'll be mugged. You boys should go over to the table there," she indicated where two girls were sipping margaritas, "Tequila was always good to get me to open my legs," she laughed, "ok, wine, beer...yeah...anything...even water actually," she laughed.
"Cute, but not as sexy looking," Carter said taking the check from Doris' hand, "Come on. Will, can you settle the bill? We'll repay you." He put a hand on her lower back, "Show us your room," he said firmly.
Doris found herself being led to the elevator, then to her door which was at the very end of the hall by the four boys. She stopped and hesitated, "Look, boys, this was nice of you," she said as she held up her ring finger, "but I can take it from here."
Carter looked at the door, "No way. I'd like to compare rooms. We have two rooms somewhere in the middle and we've wondered what the rooms looked like at the end of the hall. These are the luxury suites." he took the card from her, scanned it, and opened the door.
Doris laughed, "Maybe this is a lot more money, but it had just the one king. It does have a separate living area from the bedroom which is nice if someone wants to watch TV while the other person is sleeping," she said as she opened the door. She thought about her underwear and dress she'd left on the chair and started to go in, but the boys all strode in before she could stop them. She came into the large room and saw all four were impressed by the size of the place.
"This is twice the size, maybe three times the sizes of our rooms," Carter said, "Nice. Look, even the TV is twice the size of ours." He picked up her underwear, feeling the bra and panties before going into the bathroom. He came back out, "Dudes, check out the shower. Two showerheads and room for all five of us." He led them into the adjoining bedroom, "Nice! Look at the view down the strip," he marveled as he stepped out onto the balcony.
Doris looked at the four boys. Initially, she was going dine, then come back and masturbate thinking of Tom's large cock fucking her. Then as the dinner conversation went along she decided instead to fantasize about having all four boys fuck her...she was working out how that would be possible, obviously her pussy, her ass, her mouth, but how could she jerk off the fourth? Regardless of the logistics, she felt her pussy throb in anticipation. She was wondering how to get them to leave so she could get naked and looked around for a place to sit. She wanted to laugh having not noticed it before, but there were four chairs in the room and all were turned to face the bed. She was not about to sit on the bed, "I'll go get a chair from the other room, you boys need anything? Water?"
"What were you planning when you got back to the room, Doris?" Carter asked, his gaze fixed on her making her stop.
"Read," she held up her book, "Lie in bed and read my book," she said softly as if he knew she were lying.
"Come on...why are you not as comfortable telling the truth now?" he looked at his friends, "You were very honest, refreshingly honest with us at dinner." He looked at his friends, "Did you guys think she was shy or hiding something at dinner?"
Doris saw them each shake their heads and stare at her. She felt her nipples harden under their gaze, "I was. I was going to read," she blushed seeing them shake their heads, "Ok. I might have thought about masturbating, but I'm married and I need you boys to leave." She started for the door hoping they'd take the message and follow, but they didn't move. She turned and saw all four pairs of eyes staring, unblinking at her. Carter pointed to the spot she was before in front of him and for some reason, she complied.
"What were you going to fantasize about," Carter asked, "Do you have a favorite? Mine is being with a married woman's hotel room when her husband is out of town," he said softly, "a beautiful woman with huge tits."
Doris blushed, "Please. I'm married and have never cheated on my husband..." she looked at the intense stare and shivered, "Ok, I might have thought about you boys, you know, all four of you..." she whispered.
Carter nodded at her then at the bed before staring steadily at her. There was no sound in the room except the clicking of the fridge and the soft whir of the airflow from the A/C unit. "So, had we left, you would have taken off your shirt, jeans then your bra and, oh, are you wearing panties? Yes? And then you would have gotten on the bed naked. Do you masturbate on your back or your stomach?"
"Ok, that's enough," she tried to say forcefully, the impact dulled as her voice cracked, "You should leave," she pointed at the door. She slowly let her arm drop, the boy's eyes boring into her.
"Stomach? Or Back? Or do you like getting on your hands and knees?" Carter asked. He looked at his friends, "Remember the redhead who masturbated for us in Texas? She liked sticking her ass in the air. I think she loved showing us that nice cunt and ass of hers. Come to think of it, it was she who introduced us to anal. Fuck! She loved a cock in her ass." He looked back at Doris and glared. After a minute he said almost inaudibly, "Show us. We've had your naked body in our minds already, there's no need to be shy as we have vivid imaginations."
The other boys looked at each other and smiled knowingly. Their friend never failed once in their memory getting a girl or a woman to do what they wanted. Even though the blonde from USC was pissed when Ben had fucked her ass, around midnight she was begging for a cock in there again.
Doris wanted to protest, wanted to run out of the room but looked back at the boy less than half her age. She looked at the bed and back at the boy and found her hands were moving as if on their own unbuttoning her jeans. She never stopped looking in Carter's eyes as she stepped out of the pants. The boy brought her panties he'd found on the chair to his nose and inhaled.
"That's good Doris. I love that you're wearing tiny panties," he indicated she should continue, "the top next."
She pulled her tee-shirt up and off and stood facing him in just her bra and panties. When he spun his finger in the air she turned 360 degrees.
"Nice, guys, don't you agree? Flawless body." He looked back at her, "Go on, finish what you started, let's see all that perfection."
The woman felt herself blushing furiously as she reached behind, unclipped the bra, and let it slide down her arms onto the floor. She slowly turned to face each boy as Carter again spun his finger in a circle. When she was facing him again, she put her thumbs in the elastic waistband and pushed her panties to the floor. When she stood back up facing Carter she saw an approving nod, making her blush with pride and happiness.
"Ok, before you go onto the bed, grab a pillow and put it on the floor in front of the one of us you desire most," he said softly.
Doris felt her pussy give an aching throb and even though there was a voice in her head screaming 'No!' she went over, grabbed a pillow. She looked at Carter then turned towards the window and plopped the pillow on the floor between Will's now opened legs. She didn't remember undoing his pants but found herself stroking a penis other than her husband's for the first time in 32 years.
Will grinned at his friends then moaned as that warm mouth engulfed his aching erection. "Oh God! That's it, yesssss." He looked over at Carter, "Thanks, man. You were right," he sighed.
Doris felt humiliated having obviously been their target, but also very aroused and pleased that these boys still found her sexy and appealing even at her age. Her tongue explored the foreskin as she'd never seen an uncircumcised cock before. She wondered is it would feel different in her vagina, but also she'd never had a cock with that much curve inside her either. She opened her mouth and pressed down until that soft head pressed against the back of her throat. She then started bobbing her head taking more and more of the fat cock into her mouth and down her throat.
"Play with that cunt, go on. That's what you would have been doing by now," Carter ordered. "Open those legs for us and show us your cunt. Nice, I knew you were a slut at heart," he said happily.
The older blonde reached back and slid her fingers up her wet slit, pulling her knees wider apart, immediately soaking her hand. Will reached down cupping a breast wishing he could watch the older woman play with herself. As he listened to the slurping sounds as she took more and more of him into her throat, he was aware of the wet sounds of the finger rapidly stroking her pussy. He wanted to hold off, but feeling her lips press against his pubes he put his head back and let out a loud groan.
Doris was close to cumming when the boy gripped her tit harder and came. She swallowed rapidly as jet after jet of tangy cream was pumped into her stomach. Feeling the boy go limp, his hand loosening his grip on her breast, she pulled off the softening cock and ran her tongue up the shaft milking the remaining sperm from him, swallowing it while staring into his eyes. Will was looking happily down at her, stroking her hair. She stood and looked expectantly at Carter
The boy pointed at the bed, "Go do what you wanted all along," he said before picking up her fresh panties. He sat back down, and put those against his face, inhaling deeply the pungent aroma of a truly aroused woman. He looked at his friend, "Here you go, you won these as her preferred mate," he tossed the wet panties to Will.
He looked back at the woman, "You never answered. Back? Stomach? Hands and knees?" He looked at his friends, "I'll bet she's a lie on her back girl, you know, open, vulnerable, submissive..."
Doris had never, not once in her life allowed any man, not even her husband watch her masturbate before tonight. She was sure Henry assumed she did but had never asked. He'd have been surprised to know she'd been attending to that itch four or five times a week for their entire marriage. She wanted to touch herself, but seeing four pairs of eyes staring at her made her want to hide in the bathroom but also lie down and open her legs as wide as she could, allowing the boys to see what she'd only allowed her husband to see. She looked at the expectant boys and softly replied, "Back, on my back. Yes, I fantasize I'm being taken."
The intense gaze of Carter was more than she could stand, so she turned, crawled onto the bed and laid back, legs opened, and stroked her wet slit. She was so wet she wondered why cum hadn't been running down her legs. 'Submissive? Is that what I am?' she thought. 'Oh God, I need this. I need those cocks, look at their tents, that cock. Will's getting hard again...nice...oh yessss,' her eyes were looking from one boy to another.
Carter unzipped his pants, pulled out his erection, and stroked himself watching the woman stroke her cunt. He stepped out of his pants, pulled off his shirt, and stood at the foot of the bed looking right between her legs. His mind was working out what he was going to do with her. He watched those large breasts bounce with her upper arm jerking against it as she rubbed her cunt. Her nipples were huge, fully erect, and sticking up. He stroked his long, fat cock and licked his lips. "Damn I love huge nipples, don't you guys?" he asked.
"And they stick out a half-inch," Ben sighed, "so suckable. How did her tit feel, Will?"
"Heavy, really heavy and firm. Remember the girl we picked up in that bar in Anaheim? Like that," Will said softly.
Doris listened to the boys talking about her, but her eyes were glued to Carter's long purple member sticking out. He had large hands yet was covering just half the length as he stroked himself. Her eyes traveled up his torso and saw his six-pack abs and nice pecs. He and all the other boys worked out. It had been years since Henry had any definition on him. She tried to stop comparing her husband to these boys, as it wasn't fair as he was a lot older. On the other hand, age hadn't made his cock any smaller and all four boys had angry-looking shafts of flesh fatter and longer than Henry's.
She looked around as the other three boys were now fully naked and standing watching her, staring between her legs. As embarrassed as she was, she illogically opened her legs wider, pulling up her knees exposing more of herself...her anus. Her eyes went from one cock to another to another noticing the different shapes and sizes. Ben's was very long and skinny with a spear-like head. Josh's was just a bit longer than Henry's but so much fatter with an almost plum-sized head. She shuddered as she wondered how it would feel opening her up or if he wanted her ass. Will's was long with an arcing curve. fat, but not as fat as Josh's, but the only uncircumcised cock in the room. She studied it for a moment never having seen a cock like that before and also wondered if it could find her G-spot. A couple of her friends had told her that having a G-spot orgasm was another level of pleasure.
She looked down her body at Carter's cock. It was the longest of all the boys and was truly impressive. She felt and heard the increased sloshing of her wet cunt as she thought about the boy crawling between her legs and pressing that large head against her. "Oooohhhhh," she groaned before catching herself.
The boys watched eagerly as the woman closed her eyes and rapidly stroked her cunt while lifting her ass off the bed. She pinched a nipple, pulling on it as she came hard.
"Oh fuck! Oooooohhhh, Godddd, yessssssss..." she cried out loudly. Plunging two fingers into her sopping cunt, she writhed around on the bed feeling an incredible release coupled with a sluttiness she'd never felt before. Her thoughts were filled with knowing they were all hard as a rock and would soon be wanting access to all her holes, wondering if she could get a say in who would fuck her cunt, her ass, and who she could suck on. But she knew they'd take what they wanted and that thought made everything even more intense shocking her with another orgasm right after the last. She again groaned as she furiously rubbed her sopping cunt, ass off the bed, her legs opened as wide as they'd go. Two orgasms in a matter of minutes! That had never happened before in her life.
Doris felt the latest waves of pleasure flow away and opened her eyes looking around. She felt a massive rush seeing the boys all stroking those cocks, now looking fatter and longer. She pulled her fingers out of her wet snatch and licked them off before again stroking her throbbing pussy. Looking around she reached out and wrapped her fingers around Ben's cock. "Oooh, niccce," she sighed, "I assume you all want to fuck me now?" She looked down as Carter climbed onto the bed.
Carter crawled between her legs and looked at his friends, "We'll all get to fuck this, but so it doesn't get too messy, let's cum in her mouth, ok?" He lined himself up and pushed his cock slowly into the woman, "Shiiiittt, this is nice." He felt her slick lips resist then open up allowing him inside. "Married cunt, nothing better. Especially if it's my cock breaking your vows for the first time. Almost like taking your virginity," he sighed. He pulled back and then in again feeling his cock go deeper. The woman grunted loudly with each additional inch penetration. She let out a long moan as he buried himself fully inside her. He looked down at the woman, "Tell me, has any man ever been where I am? Am I hitting places your husband doesn't?"
Doris shook her head, "No, God, yessss. I feel so...Damn, you're big. You're hitting me...deep, so deep inside," she grunted. "Fuck me...slowly, yesssss," she sighed as she held onto the boy's hips.
Carter looked down at those soft breasts as he picked up speed, making them flop around more and more with his increasingly hard thrusts. "When we came into the restaurant, we asked the girl for the table next to you. I knew when I first saw you that you were a horny slut and wanted our cocks," he said as he leaned down to kiss her. "I was right, wasn't I?"
"Yes, I did wonder what...shit, do that again...Oh damn." She pulled the boy down driving her tongue between his open lips. Doris grunted into the boy's mouth with every stroke pounding into her. She felt her body crushed against his, their skin becoming sweaty and sliding against each other, her aroused nipples scraping against his chest when her cell rang. She quickly broke the kiss remembering, "Oh crap, I have to get that. It's my husband." She looked at each boy as Carter lifted himself, now slowly fucking her pussy. "Not a sound!"
She put the phone to her ear, "Hi sweetie, did you make it alright? That's great, but you must be exhausted. Ohh, uh, uuhh, Sorry, I um...yes, Ok, this is embarrassing, but I was. I missed you...nothing, I'm completely naked. I'm on the bed...you are? You wish you could fuck me right now...I miss your cock...I can feel your cock inside me. I was, I did. Ok, I have to tell you, I am not alone. I picked up four boys in the restaurant and they're taking turns...no, of course not...Want me to call down for rubbers? I did, yes, Carter, Will, Josh, and Ben...Yes, bigger, at least the first boy's is. I haven't had the others inside me yet." she looked at the three cocks being stroked while holding a finger in front of her lips. "But wait, I'm not on the pill...really, inside me? I might be, Oh God. He's pounding my cunt harder...Oh God, fuck me...pound my pussy, that's it. I'm sorry sweetie but he's hitting me in places I never felt before...oh fucccckkkk, aaaaahhhh, aaahhhh, ahhhh..." she spat out as she came.



She'd dropped the phone as she grabbed Carter's ass and pulled him hard into her. Josh held the phone to her ear as she rode out the intense orgasm. "Christ, that was incredible, no, yes, I did. We should do this more often, yes? I can. Right now, Carter, that's his name, is stretching out my cunt like never before. Josh, Will, and Ben are standing next to the bed stroking their cocks waiting their turns. I was thinking about that, but you know, I never have...yes I brought some. Of course, but I think Carter is getting ready to cum, ok I'll tell him...my husband says to cum inside me, that's it...that's it, fuck my married cunt...oh wow!... That sounded like you liked that, baby, was it good?" She again urged the boys to be quiet, "Now you can rest. You must be exhausted from your drive. I know, I feel a lot better now...I hoped you liked it...Yeah, I will, then I'll get back to my book...love you too, sure, tell Andy I said 'hi' and it will be great to see him again. Bye." She hung up and tossed the phone onto the bed. She looked at the other boys, "he says to fuck all my holes. There's a lubricant in my makeup bag in the bathroom."
Carter was close and was fighting the urgent feeling in his balls throughout the entire conversation, but he didn't want to grunt out that he was cumming while the woman was on the phone. "Holy shit! That was hot," he looked at his friends, "From now on, we need the have the women call their husbands, boyfriends or whoever," he looked at the woman, "Ever done anal before?"
"No, never. I've told Henry no time and again, but there're too many cocks to say no to any hole you boys want," she groaned, "The tube is in the purple-flowered bag on the counter."
Ben was closest to the bathroom and when he came back, the blonde was on top of Carter riding him hard. He took some of the gel and lubed his cock, then crawled behind the woman.
Doris stopped fucking Carter feeling the cool gel pressed against her. She felt herself tensing before relaxing while feeling the finger penetrate her ass. Just this afternoon she would have said yes to Henry had he asked and it probably would have been better had it been Henry with his smaller cock, but there was no turning back now. Carter pulled her lips to his, probing her mouth with his tongue as she felt the fat head press against her anus. "Mmmmmmpppphhh, mmmmm, mmmm" she moaned as her sphincter relaxed and she felt her rectum filled with a fat fleshy shaft.
Ben groaned along with the woman as he popped into her ass. He loved anal sex and this woman's ass was incredible. He marveled at how perfect she was, especially at her age. He and Carter picked up a rhythm fucking her two holes, the impacts sending waves across her fleshy ass cheeks.
Doris felt something next to her face and looked over at Josh's cock brushing against her cheek. She opened her mouth tasting the salty flesh with the leaking fluids. She wondered briefly if this boy had ever had a girl deep-throat him as she bobbed her head taking him deeper each time. He responded by humping against her face until she felt her lips tickled by his rough pubes. The bed sank on her other side so she reached out gripping Will's recovered cock. 'So this is how a woman takes care of four men at once,' she thought. She alternated sucking on one cock then the other, stroking both as Carter was gripping her breasts holding her up. She was amazed at how strong the boy was and how large his hands were. Henry's hands could barely cover half a tit, but Carter was cupping each breast fully.
All night the boys fucked all her holes, sometimes just one as the others dozed off, other times in pairs. Doris was amazed at how eagerly she opened her legs; staddled a boy's waist; got on the hands and knees; bent over the desk, or otherwise complied with their demands. She finally was allowed to sleep when the sun came in through the balcony door.
They were roused by a knocking. Doris looked at the time, "Oh shit! That's maid service!" She rolled naked off the bed looking back at all the stains they'd left. She opened the door and stuck her head around it, "Can you give us...me an hour? We'll be out by then," she asked. She quickly closed the door seeing two women looking at her bare breast hanging down.
She came back, "You guys have to go." She looked at the clock and did the math, "My husband is due back in about two hours and we need maid service."
Carter grinned, "We have an hour." he pulled her into the shower and turned on the water.
The other three came in and watched their friend shove his cock into the woman's cunt as she tried to soap up. She gave up as he pounded harder against her ass and braced herself against the wall.
"I'm next," Will said as he stepped under the other showerhead. He had just rinsed off when he heard Carter grunt out he was cumming. Doris didn't move as he stepped past his friend and shoved his hard cock into the woman, "Please give us your address before we leave." He kissed her back as he gripped those large breasts, "Best fuck ever!" I mean it and we've fucked a lot of women," he sighed, "Oh Shit, you feel as tight now as you did last night."
After each boy had a turn at her, Doris was finally able to quickly bathe. She stepped out to see the four boys all dressed.
Ben stepped forward, "Thanks. Really. This will forever be in my head as the hottest night I've ever spent." He kissed her and stepped back as each boy came up for a last feel and kiss.
Just before they opened the door to leave, "Hang on. I feel truly stupid for doing this, but..." She trotted over to the desk and scribbled her address and cell number, "If you're ever in Columbus..."
Carter grinned, "Count on it. Enjoy the rest of your vacation," he said.
Doris saw the knowing grins on the two maids standing outside the room three doors down as she headed to the restaurant to get some lunch before Henry got back.
As she ate, she felt a feeling of guilt wash through her. She'd never kept anything from her husband and she knew this would be no exception. She looked at her plate wondering how she was going to spill she'd been fucked over a dozen times last night...not something easily segued to.
***********************************************
"I missed you," Henry said as he gave his wife a brief kiss, "Remember little Andy?" he grinned.
Doris couldn't believe it when she hugged her nephew. Her face was against his chest, "Holy crap! You were what, 5 feet tall last time we saw you, Christmas of 11?" she asked.
Andy looked at his aunt, "Yeah, but wow! You look great!" he blurted out. "I'm sorry, but you know how it is after nine, ten years. You always wonder how people look, but wow. You look just as hot now as you did then," he said blushing.
Doris slapped his arm, "You were seven years old, you weren't looking at girls back then," she laughed. She looked at Henry, "Where's Dick? I thought he said three?"
Henry shook his head, "Delayed. His clutch went out in Ely. He's getting a rental but he'll be down tomorrow. We'll get Andy a room," he sighed.
"Nonsense," Doris said looking around, "If there's one thing we have is room." She looked at the couch, I was going to say he could use that, but..." she eyed the six-foot-long piece of furniture. "I can sleep there and you guys can use the bed," she said. She looked at the two men eyeing each other, "or not. Homophobia...got it."
"I'll take the couch," Henry said, "That is if you guys are ok sharing a bed," he glanced at the two.
"He doesn't want to sleep with an old woman like me. Maybe getting a room isn't such a bad idea," Doris said.
"I don't mind. I don't snore, that I know of and it's a king. It should be fine," Andy looked into the bedroom, his thoughts on just getting sleep, "It has been a long day and I can even sleep on the couch if that works best for all."
"Settled, I'll sleep on the couch. I'm beat, a long day...very tired. Let's get dinner and come back, maybe watch a movie or something," Henry said as he picked up his wallet and room key. "Should we get another key for Andy?" he asked.
After Andy excused himself to put away his bag and get ready for dinner, Henry pulled Doris close, "My God! That was fucking hot last night. I mean you had me with your voice, your description, how you were panting. I thought you were truly getting gang-banged." He stroked her breast, "Look, I'm out of town last week of this month, can we do that again?" he asked quietly.
Doris blushed, "It was hot. I'd had a couple of glasses of wine with dinner and I was so horny for you, I imagined your cock inside me and could feel you filling me up," she whispered, "I don't think I've ever cum as hard as I did with you on the phone." She felt his hard shaft, "I think you sounded like yours was just as good."
Henry looked back at the room where his nephew was unpacking, "Bad timing, I know. But we'll have the rest of the week," he paused, "Um, just one thing...oh never mind," he sighed softly.
"What?" Doris looked around thinking perhaps the boys left a trace of their being there, "Go on."
"This is going to sound stupid, but after we got off," he laughed, "I mean the phone, I was a bit disappointed. It was weird but I truly wanted it to be real," he blushed. "I know, tell me how stupid I am."
Doris laughed, feeling relieved. She thought about blurting out the truth, but with Andy right there, it might make things uncomfortable. "No, I like your vivid imagination. Sometimes they're fantasies that are just so outrageous you know they'll never happen, other times they seem so real you want them to have happened. I get it, but that is what makes for great sex. Keeping those fantasies alive and real at the same time," she gripped his hard cock, "I fantasized you were watching as those boys all fucked me, stroking your hard cock," she nodded over to the chair Carter was sitting on, "waiting until they were done so you could fuck me hard, punish me."
Henry groaned and pulled away as they heard Andy finish up and say he's ready. He had to keep his body turned away from the boy as they headed towards the elevators imagining sitting across from the bed as his sexy wife got her holes pounded by a group of boys.
Dinner was strange was they were seated at the same table where she met the boys last night, by the same waitress who winked at her. It didn't help that Henry was asking Andy about his girlfriends and if they were as open to sex as he'd read about.
***********************************************
Andy blushed seeing his aunt come out of the bathroom in a short tee-shirt and panties. He quickly turned his back. "Sorry, I shouldn't look," he said quickly.
Doris groaned, "Jesus, Andy. Remember when we visited you and I wore the bikini? It covered a hell of a lot less than this," she sighed.
"Yes, but..."
"Yes, but what?" she asked looking down at herself, "Turn around, what's so bad about this?" she asked. Inwardly she was grinning knowing her nipples were poking out enticingly through the thin material.
Andy's eyes flicked down to his aunt's breasts and those nipples. He'd never seen anything like those, or actually, he had. The Farrah Faucett poster his friend Dan had on his wall. He used to stare at that for hours when he'd go to his house and play video games.
The blonde laughed seeing his eyes glued to her chest, "Ok, but the lights will be out soon and these," she cupped her breasts, "won't be bothering you anymore." She opened the door and went out to the living area, "Goodnight, sweetie," she leaned down and kissed her husband. Reaching under the blanket she squeezed his cock, "I'll close the bedroom door so you can take care of this." She looked around before going into the bathroom. She came back with a wad of tissues and handed them to him.
Henry reached up and cupped a breast, "It would be better if you closed the door from this side," he said as his hand slid down between her legs.
"That's it, get me all wet before I climb into bed with an 18-year-old stud," she said softly. "Go take care of that. You can think about those four boys I spent the night with last night, but since they never let me get any sleep, I'm really tired." She looked back at the bedroom, "Too tired to let Andy have his way with me, I'm afraid." She stood up seeing the blanket moving up and down. She heard her husband chuckle, "What? What's funny about you having this nice erection and me not being able to enjoy it?" she asked bitterly.
Henry stroked his wife's inner thigh, "I was thinking about all those stories, you know, a boy forced to share a bed with his mother or aunt and how we joke about those things?"
"God! Men. In real life, these boys have all these young tight pussies and see us older women as...I don't know. old." She thought a second, "But on the other hand I'll have no problem getting his name this time," she grinned. She kissed him then headed back to the bedroom and closed the door.
Andy looked up, "I assumed you'd want to be alone with Uncle Henry, you know..."
"We'll, you-know, tomorrow. We don't have to you-know every day," she sighed, "It's nice to but we'll survive." She leaned over and turned out the light. "I don't snore, by the way."
Doris lay in the dark feeling the warmth emanating from her nephew. She replayed being with the four boys last night and rather than being worn out, she was instead now wanting more. Her pussy throbbed remembering how easily Carter talked her out of her clothes and onto the bed, legs spread wide. 'Oh, God! I'm exhausted and all I can think of is getting pounded by a cock. No, multiple cocks,' she mentally groaned. She listened to the soft breathing of the boy next to her and pondered going out to the living room and taking care of Henry...or rather, getting her own needs taken care of. On the other hand, Henry would be exhausted and had probably already taken care of himself.
She and Henry had watched porn where the family members are forced to share a bed and in most instances the male finds himself pressed against the female's ass. This rarely displeases the mother or sister...or aunt, she thought. What would that feel like? What would she do? 'Damn! I need to get hold of myself. Of course, this is not going to happen. Just think about something else, shopping...' Henry can take care of his needs, but Andy might have trouble sleeping if she attended to her own. Her exhaustion took over and she spun off into erotic dreams.
The cock in her mouth was huge, not just long, but fat. Her jaw opened wide to take not only the plump head but a good quarter of the length. Her hand cupped and stroked his heavy balls, her other hand explored the length of his shaft. This was a good dream, so realistic she could smell his pungent aroma, taste the saltiness of his sweaty shaft, and the tangy fluids leaking out. She wished her partner in her dream would reciprocate as she knelt over the long hard cock. She groaned as fingers stroked her wet slit then opened her folds and slid inside. This is how dreams should go...
Doris gasped and sat up as she wiped her mouth, "Oh Christ! I'm so sorry," she whispered, "I thought I was dreaming. Oh shit," she said softly as she sat back savoring the feel of his cock in her mouth not realizing she was still clutching it.
Andy lay back looking up at his aunt, his fingers still inside her wet pussy as she sat up looking flustered. He extracted his digits as the woman yanked her hand off his cock and collapsed back on the bed rubbing her face. He wished he could see better, but the room was dark with just a little light creeping in from the strip. "It's fine," he said softly, "I thought I was having the best, most realistic dream I'd ever had about you," he hesitated, "It would not have been the first," he said softly as he took over stroking his cock. Her legs were open and he knew her pussy was exposed as he could make out the white strip of fabric pushed to the side.
Doris looked over at the boy, "What? Wait, you've had dreams about me?" She realized she'd sat up immodestly cross-legged. She wanted to reach between her legs and cover herself up, but it was dark and she was sure he couldn't see.
Andy nodded, then spoke realizing she couldn't see him in the dark, "I've had many dreams about you, about your...um, breasts," he sighed, "I know it's weird but when you visited us you were the first woman I ever considered...as a...," he sighed, "That was nice, you have a warm mouth," he said softly. "I wish it weren't so dark in here. I'd love to see those, see you, but we should get back to sleep. I totally get it that this is wrong."
Doris thought a second and looked down at the boy still stroking his cock and realized she was thinking the same thing. She rolled off the bed and went over to the backout curtains they put in all the rooms and pulled them open letting in all the light from the strip. She turned and stifled a gasp seeing a good ten inches of flesh sticking straight up. She felt her nipples harden under his scrutiny knowing he'd be frustrated as she was just backlit so she walked over to his side of the bed so he could see her fully. She pulled off her top and stepped out of her damp panties. "I hope this is not a letdown," she said softly, "I'm not in my 20s or 30s anymore." She sighed as the boy swung his legs off the bed, his knees between hers. He placed his hands on her ass and pulled her closer then ran his hands up her naked body.
"Better than I...God, you're so beautiful," he softly moaned, "Bigger, better...so soft," he sighed as he cupped her large breasts. He was at eye level with the woman being so tall and pulled her lips to his, his hands still exploring the soft masses of flesh on her chest.
Doris felt her labia swell as the large tongue entered her mouth and the boy's hands slide down her stomach towards her pussy. "Mmmmmm, mmmm," she moaned feeling a finger slickly trace her slit and gently open her up. She realized she'd had smaller cocks inside her than this boy's finger. She broke the kiss, "Lie down, I feel I have unfinished business," she whispered, "Look, this can just happen this once and no one can ever hear about this," she said as she crawled between his legs, "I'm your aunt and your mom would kill me if she found out."
Andy lay back as he felt that warm mouth engulf his cock again, "Oh, nice. We don't have to do this," he said softly, "Of wow! I've never felt..." He lay back feeling that warm mouth engulf his throbbing dick. He looked down at those lips he fantasized about stretched wide, her huge breasts hanging down...his hand reached down weighing, cupping the fleshy mass.
Doris took as much of his cock down her throat as she could, hoping she could feel his pubes against her lips soon. She pulled off and grinned at the boy, "Sure we do. I know you were being nice but no woman can ignore this once they've seen and tasted it," she whispered before plunging back down. She'd never met a cock she couldn't deep-throat and was surprised when she had her first gag reflex since high school but still had a good two inches to go. It was the size of the head. The bulbous head stretched the back of her throat and caused the choking sensation. She knew it was just a matter of time until she could get past that, but she sensed the boy was getting close. His breathing was now more like gasps and his hands on her breasts were gripping harder.
Andy felt his balls ache as his aunt was taking more, a lot more of his cock down her throat than any of his girlfriends had been able to. At first, he was concerned the loud slurping noises wouldn't carry to the other room, but now he was becoming unaware of all except the warm gullet gripping his cock, the soft breasts against his hands, and the rising ache in his balls. "Um, God! Aunt Doris, I'm going to cum," he tried to lift her head, but she sucked his cock deeper down her throat. He had a brief thought he'd prefer to cum in her pussy, but with that..."Oh fuck, uuunnnghhh, uuuuggghhhnnn, aaaahhh, ahhh," the boy grunted as he felt jet after jet of burning sperm shoot down his aunt's throat. This was even more incredible than any of his fantasies he'd had about her.



Doris rapidly swallowed but still got some cum into her lungs. She resisted coughing and gagging until the last of his cum spewed from his cock and pulled off. She grabbed her pillow muffling her coughs until she'd gotten the last of the cream from her trachea. She looked at the boy, "I'm fine, I guess having you that far down my throat might be an issue." she chuckled. She climbed onto the bed and lay back, "Ok, now you should be able to sleep, so goodnight."
Andy's body was still buzzing with arousal. Normally after cumming he'd be satisfied, not that being next to a naked beauty wouldn't interest him, but he'd have to work up an erection to please her if she wanted or needed more. This was different he thought as he got between his aunt's legs, his face pressed against her chest. He'd dreamed about this for years, sucking on these huge nipples, feeling her warm body writhe against his.
Doris opened her legs pressing her pussy against the boy's stomach. She'd had a feeling of ambiguity when the boy came down her throat as she wanted to taste him but also wanted her pussy stretched out but now that seemed not to be an issue as she could feel his hard shaft eagerly pressing against her. She'd had men dutifully take care of her when she'd sucked them off but this boy was a lot more attentive. He tongued her nipples, teasing them as she'd remembered back in high school. They'd stimulated her as much as possible so she'd accept their cocks. Little did they know she'd have opened her legs without much teasing, but she'd played their games and acted reluctant and innocent.
Andy felt his aunt's pussy grind harder against his ribs, her legs opening wider so he kissed his way down her stomach to her trimmed mound. He inhaled the strong smell of arousal and felt his cock pulse eagerly even though he'd just cum. He intended to return the favor and get her off with his mouth, but after a couple of minutes he heard her moan, "Fuck me dammit, get up here and fuck me." He felt himself being pulled up, his cock being stroked eagerly as she guided him to her wet slit. "Um, I have a condom in my pocket over there, oh fuck, yessss," he moaned as she pulled him into her tight, warm hole.
"Oh God, you are so fucking huge," she hissed, "I don't care, I want you...your skin inside me...your cum inside me," she sighed happily.
"Oh, God. You know what I want. I want to feel your nice tight pussy gripping my cock. I've dreamt about this for years," he moaned as he pushed more deeply into his aunt's tight hole. He looked down at the mounds of flesh spilling off her chest, her narrow waist above her flared hips. He stopped and pulled slowly out feeling her hands holding his hips. He was halfway in and let her get used to him before thrusting more of his shaft into her. 'She's so fucking tight! So much better than I imagined,' he thought as he buried more and more of himself inside her.
Doris closed her eyes feeling the stinging sensation of being stretched fade. She grabbed the pillow, burying her face in it, and groaned as Andy's cock hit her where only Carter's had. He was being gentle and slow but other than giving birth she'd never felt so much mass in her vagina. There...she felt him press against her cervix, the bulbous head softly hitting her where no one ever had. She felt the rising intensity as he pulled out and pushed back in when the boy pulled her legs up to her chest.
Andy increased his pace as he fucked the sopping pussy and knew he was doing something right as her muffled groans became cries and her pelvis rocked rapidly against his cock. He could feel her juices coating his ball sack as he drove deeper and deeper into her, no longer caring about the sounds of his aunt's moans, his grunts, or the slapping of his ballsack against her ass.
Doris felt her world spinning away as the boy aggressively pounded her raw pussy, but it was that plump head hitting what had to be the G-spot that sent her over the edge. She felt her hips rising off the bed matching his thrusts, her whole body engulfed in the intense waves that flowed through her. Feeling the agonizing feeling peak break she wrapped her legs around the boy, grinding her cunt hard against him as she screamed into the pillow covering her face.
Andy was a strong, athletic boy but her legs felt like a vice as she wrapped them around his waist. After her writhing body relaxed he instinctively picked up the pace, thrusting harder and deeper. He thought about Uncle Henry in the next room hearing his aunt's happy grunts, but the sight of those tits flopping with every thrust, her tight pussy gripping his cock was all he cared about. He thought about slowing down as he felt the increasing ache in his balls but instead slammed harder into her as he tried to stave off the release as long as he could.
Carol felt waves of please burst through her as the boy pounded her cunt mercilessly. She knew he was getting close so she grabbed his ass reveling at the tightness of those strong muscles flexing with each thrust. She pulled hard as he grunted out he was cumming and could feel the pulsing inside her.
Andy felt like someone kicked him in the balls by the time he slammed into her and loudly let out a moan as he exploded. He felt each intense jet of hot cum blast into his aunt's womb as he instinctively thrust his cock as deep as he could inside her.
Carol stroked the boy's back as he finally collapsed, his sweaty body heaving, his still firm cock still slowly sliding in and out of her sopping pussy. "Damn! That was nice," she sighed, "You're going to make a lot of girls happy with that thing between your legs."
***********************************************
Carol rolled out of bed, careful not to disturb the boy. It wasn't purely her concern for his need for sleep, but three more times during the night he'd awakened and wanted relief. They tried every position in the book plus a few she'd never considered. Two straight nights with no more than two hours sleep and she wondered how she'd stay awake when she and Henry would finally have alone time.
Henry looked up as his wife came out of the bedroom, "Morning. I just made coffee." He went over to get her a cup. "Sleep well?" he asked with no irony in his voice.
Carol studied his expressions, but couldn't see anything indicating he'd heard anything happening. "Um...sure. Beautiful morning. I was thinking about lying by the pool before breakfast, you know before it gets too hot." She kissed her husband, then realized she'd not brushed her teeth after being with the boy last night. "I should shower and get presentable before Andy gets up," she looked at her long tee-shirt and panties.
"Go for it, but I think it would be good to give the boy a thrill. I'm sure none of those high school girls can compare to you," he grinned. "In fact put on the red two-piece."
Carol groaned, "I was reluctant to even pack that...Ok, shit!" she groaned, "Next time why don't we just go to a nude beach if you want me to expose myself?"
Henry laughed, "Already in the works. Ever hear of Little Beach in Maui? Right down the hill from where we'll be staying this fall," he grinned at her.
***********************************************
Carol spent more time than usual washing her crotch feeling guilt over the last two days. Never once had she strayed since she'd met Henry except perhaps with Tom. That wasn't cheating though. She'd stopped it immediately...well, almost immediately. 'What a slut! I did let Tom touch me. I could have instantly pulled away but I didn't. I could have said no. I could have been firm with those boys, then last night I never hesitated to take off my clothes. What a slut," she mentally moaned. 'How can I tell Henry...when should I tell him?' she wondered.
After drying off, she put on the two tiny pieces of material. She looked in the mirror and decided she'd better keep her robe on until she got to the pool, though in Vegas showing a lot of skin wasn't all that unusual...at least for the performers. As she entered the bedroom she saw Andy had already gotten up, and amazingly had made the bed. She felt relief thinking how messed up the bed covers had gotten with all the activity and how Henry would have had no doubt what messed them up had he seen them. Unconsciously her finger felt along her slit through the bikini bottoms remembering how great that monster felt inside her and regretted that this was a one-time thing. 'It has to be a one-time thing. No more! No more cheating on Henry. He's a great guy and ruining that...shit, shit, shit,' she thought.
She walked to the sliding door hearing voices on the balcony off the living room. She gently slid open the door a crack.
"...I told you. Was it good?" Henry's voice.
"Oh man, you have no idea," Andy laughed, "Though perhaps you do. It was incredible. Thanks so much."
"Hey, anytime. We're family. We take care of each other," Henry hesitated, "Was that really your first time?"
She could envision the boy blushing when he softly said yes.
"Wow! You're finally a man. I'm jealous. My first time was fumbling around in my girlfriend's bedroom with her parents below us watching TV. We had to be so quiet and I don't think either of us enjoyed it," Henry said softly. "I'm guessing you did and I heard the familiar sounds of Carol liking it."
"Can I ask you something? I've heard men complain that after a few years, um, well there's not as much sex. I mean, well you know..."
Henry chuckled, "Normally you'd be right, but Carol hasn't lost any of that. She still has an appetite for, well you know."
"I need to find a girl like her. I might have trouble getting enough sleep but hell! It would be so worth it," he laughed. "Thanks again, though you might have ruined me for any of the girls I know. She is pretty amazing," he sighed. "I'll always remember last night as long as I live."
"Well, perhaps next summer we can arrange to get you some more memories at the family reunion," Henry said softly.
"Really? Oh, man! That would be great," he hesitated, "Um, Danny is turning 18 in June and, um...he's still a virgin also."
"I think that might work out. We'll have the cabin at the lake and hundreds of acres of woods. I'd suggest you and Danny ask her to show you the waterfalls. It's her favorite spot."
At first, Carol was pissed hearing she'd been set up and was being set up but then realized it was for the boy, and all in all, she wasn't unhappy about it. She pulled on her robe and opened the bedroom door. Henry and Andy had stopped talking. "I'm heading down to the pool. I thought I'd grab something in the bakery downstairs. Do you have any cash?"
"Sure, check my wallet. Andy, did you want to hit the pool? If you don't have a suit there's a shop downstairs," Henry added. "It's by the TV. Take what you want," he told his wife.
Carol pulled out a twenty when a piece of paper fell out. She started to stuff it back when the name caught her attention. "Carter, 310-555-3510." She looked back at her husband talking to Andy wondering if...Quickly she looked up area code 310 on her phone. LA, UCLA...
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Liz finished dressing. 'Very professional,' she thought. White blouse buttoned all the way up, grey wool suit/skirt combination, though there was little else to choose from this part of her closet. The rack in the back had various dresses and skirts Jay had purchased in the hopes...but she had to maintain a certain level of authority being Director of Operations at a large corporation. Her skirts and dresses never rode above her knees and her upper chest was always covered. She wanted the men she worked with to focus on her intellect, her ideas, and not her figure. She remembered her orals presentation for her MBA. It was apparent the panel of men were focused on her and not what she said. It was a bad decision on her part as the flimsy summer dress must have hidden very little with the windows behind her. Happily, they awarded her high marks, but in conversation with a couple of the professors later they had no memory of some of her stronger points.
"Jason, honey? You have to get up," Liz said softly. Ever since he was little her son was the deepest sleeper she'd ever known. She had the routine down. Quietly talk to him, then gently shake him awake. Come back in ten minutes and repeat the process. She'd accepted the need to get up 30 minutes earlier than she'd have liked every weekday morning to go through this same routine. She closed the door checking her watch, ten minutes from now...
Jason stretched sleepily and rolled out of bed. He looked at the clock, "Fuck!" He dashed into the shower thinking if he spent no more than five minutes then he'd be able to get dressed and grab a piece of toast then get out to the curb in time for Brad to pick him up. 'Tomorrow, tomorrow I'll get up when mom comes in so I am not starving by lunch,' he told himself for the 100th straight school day.
***********************************************
'Shit!' Liz moaned seeing the clock. She sprung out of bed naked grabbing her robe. Jay had been gone for a week and last night had wanted to make up for lost time. He'd put on one of his classic DVDs and even twice making love was not enough. She trotted down the hall and slowly opened the door to her son's bedroom. One of her bigger fears was catching him being a high-school boy doing high-school boy things.
"Jason, Ok, now you have to get up. I need to get in the shower and you need to get dressed and get your...what?" She paused and saw where he was looking. She quickly closed her robe hoping she didn't flash too much of her boobs, "Sorry. I was in a hurry this morning. I overslept," she sighed as she slapped her son's thigh. "Ok, seeing as you are fully awake, get ready and I'll meet you downstairs." She hurried from the room holding her robe closed. Normally she'd be dressed by now, but she was running late due to the late-light conference. She briefly wondered how much her boy had seen, but hurried into the bathroom to get ready for work.
Jason had opened his eyes and right in front of his face was a great view of his mother's cleavage. Just a bit more and he could have seen her nipples. He had awakened more quickly that was normal for him and had to stifle the throbbing feeling between his legs that he had no time to attend to. His mother had just turned 40 and had those genes where she never seemed to put on weight or lose tone. Jim described her as five and a half feet of walking sex. "Perfect hourglass figure, baby-making hips, golden blonde hair, huge tits, and a mouth meant for cocksucking," he'd described her to his friends who'd never met her. Brad was always looking past him as he got in the car to catch a glimpse. Jason noticed that these friends were more friendly on the days his mom had picked him up from school.
Jason thought about earlier this year when Jim was over and had gone to take a leak, but was taking longer than what seemed reasonable. Jason caught him looking through his mom's underwear drawer. He yelled at him to get out of there but the boy just smiled and said, "36 DD, I win!" He and some of Jason's other friends had a bet going on as to Liz's bra size.
Jason remembered being angry at first, but then realized he'd never wondered about her bra size but always accepted she was gifted. Jim had held up the bra and asked if he could borrow it to show the guys that he'd won the bet and Jason had dumbly nodded. "Look, it is a loaner. She'll miss it eventually, so I'll need it back."
He looked up from his cereal as his mom came in, his eyes checking out her chest before looking at her face, "Morning. I forgot to mention, Jim and I will be staying late after school to help with the preparations for the dance," he grinned, "turns out, we'll be the only guys," he chuckled, "I love school spirit."
Liz or Elizabeth Parks stopped, stunned to see her son already up and dressed. This was a first. She briefly wondered if he were feeling well but then became fully aware that her son had checked out her chest when she'd come in. How much had she flashed him? Was that what woke him up? As far as she knew, he'd never checked her out before but maybe now that he's 18...anyhow, she grabbed her travel mug and filled it with coffee. "Ready? I assume you have a ride home this afternoon?" Seeing her son bounce up she internally groaned, 'I could have saved so much time each morning had I known..."
***********************************************
Liz whispered, "Come on, Jason. You are not going to make it to school on time," she shook him, "Get dressed, Brad will be here in 30 minutes," she said as he slowly opened his eyes looking not at her face, but lower. She'd had to come in three times already and it seemed like he wanted nothing more than to go back to his dreams. She shook him a little more roughly while feeling her breasts bounce. This time it was obvious where his eyes were when he'd opened them.
She was thinking about yesterday and how quickly he awakened. She remembered her mortification that she'd shown so much skin to her son, but then again...maybe he needed just a little incentive to get up. "Ok, it looks like you're awake. Remember I'm taking you to school today."
She looked up, "You'll have to take a banana or apple since we have to leave now," she said as her son came into the kitchen. "I was going to make lasagna for dinner tonight, sound good?" she asked aware that her son scanned her body before pouring his coffee.
***********************************************
Outside Jason's door, Liz looked at her robe and realized it was perhaps closed a bit much. How open was it the other day? She loosened the sash and opened a gap of perhaps four inches. She saw the deep crevice between her breasts all the way down to her navel. She started to turn away, 'This is wrong. I shouldn't be doing this. Shit! Just this once,' she thought. Opening the door quietly she crept over to the bed, "Jason honey. Time to get up."
The boy opened his eyes slowly, then wider seeing the creamy mounds exposed inches from his face, "Um, sure mom. I'll be down in a few..." 'Wow! I can almost see her nipples,' he thought.
Liz held her grin until she'd turned, 'Damn! I could have saved hundreds of hours over the last few years had I thought of this before,' she thought. She closed her robe and headed to her room to get ready for work.
Jason came into the kitchen with plenty of time for breakfast, glanced at his mom, then looked back. Her flowered blouse was not buttoned up as high as it usually was. She'd always buttoned her blouses to the top, but today she had the top two buttons undone, exposing a creamy vee of her upper chest.
Liz saw where he was looking, "Yeah, it's supposed to be in the 90s today and modesty be damned. There's cereal or I could make you eggs and toast?"
***********************************************
Jason opened his eyes more quickly this morning, a generous five-inch gap welcoming him to a new day. It was not as generous a view as earlier in the week, but he now could see her nipples were hard and poking against the terry cloth, though perhaps they were also the previous days and he'd not noticed. He'd jerked off the night before, images of his mother sitting right there, fantasizing that he'd had the balls to reach out and open her robe to cup and stroke her huge tit. His friends all commented on how stacked his mom was and he remembered their huge sighs and soft whistles when he brought in pictures of mom and dad on the beaches of Hawaii. He wished he were that guy who would reach out...but he wasn't.
"So, you have that Dr's appointment after school today, don't forget," Liz said as she unconsciously smoothed out the sheet, "I'll pick you up at 3:30 at school?" She idly scratched the inside of her right breast opening the robe a bit wider. She watched her son's eyes as she acted embarrassed and quickly closed her robe. "Sorry, I need to get dressed myself. See you downstairs?" she asked doing a double-take as her eyes strayed to the hard shaft outlined under the thin sheet.
Jason looked up wondering if he had time to jerk off, "I'll be ready. Can we stop at that Mexican place on the way back and get take-out? Dad's favorite..." His eyes darted back to her bare legs wondering if she were completely naked under the robe. He blushed as he felt his cock throb. Did his mom check it out?
Liz nodded as she pulled her robe closed as if unaware of the attention she'd been getting, "Sure. Jay loves their burritos. I'm up for that. Anyhow, you get ready for school. I need to shower and get dressed. Another scorcher today," she said idly as she got up and left the room. After closing the door she leaned against the wall and felt the wetness between her legs, 'Shit! What am I doing?' She thought about seeing the outline of her son's penis through the sheet and tried to get it out of her head, 'This is wrong. Get hold of yourself. You're a mature, experienced woman not a hormonal teen anymore," she thought as she headed to shower.
'Wow! Mom sure is ready for the hot weather today,' he thought. She was wearing a see-through blouse with a lacy white bra that barely contained those huge tits of hers. "Um, morning," he mumbled as he went to get a bowl. He glanced back and saw now the top three buttons undone and when she turned, he could admire the top of the lacy bra
Liz looked down, "Sorry. I know. I'll be wearing a jacket over it at the office, but when I'm outside this will be a lot cooler." she turned to pour coffee, "I really wilt in the heat," she explained. She looked at Jason, "You think I should change? It might be too risqué," she asked looking down at herself.
"No! I mean, you should be comfortable. It is going to be a hot day," he said quickly. "Also, if you wear the jacket no one can see anything."
***********************************************
Liz stood by the bed and looked down at herself. She'd opened the robe carefully to expose as much of her chest as possible, but just hiding her nipples. Even on network TV, they show a lot of breast but it's ok as long as they don't show any nipple, so there's nothing wrong with this. The belt was looser and she could see the waistband of her panties. Considering perhaps covering up more she finally bent over and shook her son's shoulder gently, "Honey? Time to get up. I know it's Monday, but you'll feel more awake after a good breakfast," she said softly. She felt a pulse shoot through her groin as the boy's eyes opened and widened taking in the exposed skin in front of him. "I'll be over at Lois's house this evening so you and your dad can heat up the leftover casserole I made."
Jason wanted nothing more than to spread the loose robe more to see more fully those creamy tits hanging down. He thought about just reaching out to grab the huge masses of flesh but nodded dumbly. "Um, sure mom. I'm sorry, just waking up," he sighed ripping his eyes off her chest. Christ, he even saw strands of pubic hair peeking out of the top of her panties. He stretched and pulled a blanket across his waist trying to hide his aching erection.
"I'm sorry. You always look so peaceful and I hate to disturb your dreams," she leaned down to hug the boy and sat back up not realizing her right breast was now fully exposed. Seeing Jason's eyes, she looked down and yanked the robe closed, "Sorry. Very inappropriate! I'll make sure I'm fully dressed from now on" She started to get up, but the boy put a hand on her thigh.
"Wait!" Jason ordered. "I know what you've been doing. I have been getting out of bed more quickly," he said softly, "I like it. You're so beautiful and you should be proud of your body."
Liz shook her head, "I'm sorry but this might have gone too far," she stood and headed towards the door. Hearing Jason's voice made her stop.
"Wait. If this is the last time, perhaps a quick flash? Please, just show me your chest just this once," he said firmly.
The woman turned and nodded, "Ok, but just this once. Then you get ready for school," she sighed. She loosened the sash and pulled the robe open feeling her nipples harden as her firm breasts narrow waist and tiny white panties were fully revealed to her son. She was going to close her robe immediately but hearing the boy suck in air and sit up made her hold in place. Finally, she closed her robe and as she eyed the tented sheet, "take care of that and come down for breakfast," she said softly as she turned to leave.
As she closed the door she could hear the rustling of his sheets and she rushed back to her bedroom knowing the boy was stroking what looked to be a very impressive cock thinking of her. 'I can't do this anymore. It's wrong,' she thought as her fingers felt her soaking slit.
***********************************************
"Honey, get up. You need to get up," Liz said softly.
Jason opened his eyes and looked at his mother now wearing a red silk robe rather than the terry cloth one. He could clearly make out the puffy areolas and her erect nipple. "Morning mom," he sighed as he looked at her face, "I like this robe, is it new?" he asked.
Liz looked down acting oblivious to her exposure, "Your dad bought it for me when we were in the Bahamas," she looked at the appreciation in her son's eyes, "Ok, I said I'd stop but it makes me happy to see how you appreciate how I look." She ran her hand down the fabric opening it up a bit more. "I don't know why I never wear it. It's really soft, feel it," she said as she took his hand and put it on her hip.
Jason's cock pulsed feeling the smooth fabric covering his mother's waist. He could feel her skin through the silk and out of curiosity felt around her ass wondering if she were wearing panties. He could feel her smooth cheeks and realized it was almost a thong. He wished he could see it...her.
Liz ignored her son's hand now stroking her ass, "Jay is taking us out to dinner tonight, so don't dawdle after school. This will be a treat since he's usually so tired in the evening." She patted his thigh glancing at the fat rod outlined under the covers and stood up, "Ok, anyhow, time to get ready," she said as she stood up.
Jason saw the robe barely covered her crotch and sighed, "Damn! You're so fucking beautiful," he clapped a hand over his mouth, "Sorry! Slipped out," he gasped as his mother quickly turned.
"Thanks," Liz looked at her blushing son. "That's a very nice compliment. And because you're so nice..." she undid the robe and opened if fully watching the look on his face. "I said just this once yesterday, but perhaps just this once more. Ok, I think you should get ready for school if you aren't sidetracked," she chuckled eyeing his crotch.
The boy rapidly stroked his cock, the image of his naked mother with just that tiny pair of panties on filling his head. As he remembered the pubes straying out he exploded cum up onto his chest.
Liz looked up as Jason came into the kitchen, "Feel better now?"
The boy blushed but then nodded. "Um, yes, thanks." He went over and hugged his mother, "I meant it. You really are beautiful," he said.
"Fucking beautiful?" she smiled, "I liked that."
Jason blushed and nodded. He's never heard his mother ever use the 'F' word and it made his cock throb hearing it. He looked at the blouse and nodded, "This looks great, mom. Don't wear a jacket.
"Don't be silly. I can't show up at the office like this," she said indicating the white blouse showing her white half-cup bra. She'd had to wear this one as all her others were in the laundry. "Everyone will be checking out my chest."
"They do anyhow. Grab your jacket and come with me." Jason stood his mom in front of the full-length mirror, "Ok, put on the jacket and look at your figure. Now turn sideways. See?"
Liz looked and looked at her figure, really looked. Her chest definitely bulged the material and when she turned sideways she could not miss how far her boobs stuck out.
"Get it? Every guy has been checking out your chest no matter how hard you try to hide your assets. See?" he asked as she took off her coat and looked, "It really doesn't change much. You still are going to get looks, just now they might go back to what they were doing rather than studying your chest to make out how impressive you are."
Liz sighed, "Ok, just this once. I'll see how people react and if it gets weird I'll explain the record high temperatures make wearing too much, well too much," she said as she went back to get her coffee.
***********************************************
"Morning sweetie," Liz spoke quietly regretting waking her son up. He was softly moaning with a smile as his dream must have been a good one, his hand was gripping his fat erection.
Jason was just lowering himself between his mother's eagerly opened thighs when he felt himself being gently awakened. He opened his eyes and there they were - those beautiful thighs. His mother had sat on the bed and as she'd leaned forward had opened her legs. He could see her black panties outlining her pussy. He could make out her slit and her patch of pubic hair. He snatched his hand off his cock and rubbed his eyes quickly to mask his attention he'd been paying to her open legs, "Um, hi mom. Sorry, I thought I was still dreaming," he said before he realized he'd admitted to dreaming about her.
Liz looked down and smiled, "I seem to flash more and more every day." She leaned over and kissed her son, a bit more than the usual peck but not quite as a lover would. She stood up and smiled, "I'm sure you want me to leave so you can, um, get ready for school. She started to turn and stopped, "You don't have a lot of time. Maybe this will help," she said softly.
Jason felt like grabbing his raging erection as he watched his mother peel off her underpants, her ass and pussy exposed as she bent over. He caught the damp lacy undergarment and as soon as she closed the door behind her, he put the panties to his nose and inhaled deeply.
Liz looked up and smiled as her son came into the kitchen, "Wow! I'm impressed," she giggled, "That was fast. As an efficiency expert, I'd say you passed."
Jason hugged his mother, "You always know what I like. It's like you're reading my mind," he sighed.
Liz laughed, "Good joke. I have no mind-reading skills as far as you men go unless it's the other decision-making part of your bodies," she grinned as she looked at the front of his pants. "Ok, eat your breakfast, and let's get going."
Jason fingered the open blouse, "So, I'm guessing this was ok yesterday?"
Liz blushed, "It was. At first, I thought I'd have to put the jacket on, but after the initial stares, everyone went about their business." She paused, "I shouldn't say this, but your father sure loved it and um...showed his appreciation last night," she blushed.
Jason laughed, "Mom got lucky! Ok. I have an idea." He looked at his mom's chest, "Go take off the bra and wear the jacket over it. I'll be over at Larry's house tonight. Dad will love it when you get home from work and take off the coat."



I can't do that!" she spat out, "Everyone will know, will see," she said as she ran her hand down her cleavage.
"Go on, take a chance. I know you'll be careful and you know dad will be happy," Jason said softly. "I'll help you," he said as he unbuttoned the top button on her blouse.
"Ok, I can manage," she said as she pulled his hands away from her chest and left the kitchen.
Jason grabbed a piece of toast and was starting on his second when his mother came back in, her grey linen jacket on and draped across her breasts. He could clearly see no bra and nodded. "It looks good, still very professional. We should go," he said as he picked up his book bag.
"I'm doing this just this once. I am not going to make a habit of this," she said as they headed to the car.
***********************************************
"Wake up honey, I made pancakes," Liz said softly.
Jason opened his eyes slowly, then popped them wide. His mom was sitting on his bed just in a pair of skimpy purple panties. Reflexively he reached up and cupped a breast and when his mom leaned away he immediately dropped his hand, "Sorry mom. Wow! You look incredible," she sighed. "I guess dad was pleased yesterday," he asked with his eyes on those pink nipples.
Liz laughed, "What do you think? He expressed his appreciation three times before you got home," she blushed, "I have no idea why I am telling you this," she stood up. "Ok, I'm going to go get dressed and you should, well you know..."
Jason rolled off the bed, unconcerned his underwear was tented, "It will help me...you know if I can have another quick feel," he said.
"No! Look, this has been fun, but..." her eyes were focused on how far out the boy's underwear was stretched out, "um, ok, but just this once. I don't want you mauling me whenever you feel like it." She sighed as his wark hands cupped her breasts. She was prepared for the boy to grab and squeeze her boobs as all the boys did back in high school, but he was gentle, cupping, weighing her breasts, his thumbs circling her nipples. She closed her eyes feeling her knees weaken.
Jason was amazed at how heavy his mother's tits were. He gently bounced them in his hands then stroked her nipples with his thumb. He saw her face go slack, lips parted, eyes closed as her breathing increased.
Liz felt her pussy throb as the soft thumbs circled her nipples and press into her sensitive puffy flesh. She felt his warmth get closer and soon the hard rod was pressed against the front of her panties. She thought she should step back, but leaned into his hands, her clit pressing against that plump head. She pressed harder against him, letting out an audible moan. Hearing herself she stepped back, "Oh God. Ok, that's enough. You have something to think about as you take care of that," she said looking down at his erection. She stepped back and seeing her son stroking his cock laughed, "I wonder if your friends are as modest around their moms as you are."
Jason flopped down on the bed replaying the last few minutes. None of the girls who'd let him under their tops had tits even close to the size of his mother's. He stroked his cock still feeling the warm silky mass against his palms. As he imagined taking her erect nipple between his lips he exploded all over his chest.
Liz posed as her son came into the kitchen. She'd never worn so little to work before but she'd also didn't remember feeling in a constant state of arousal before. Perhaps when she was in high school, but there was something more intense, more...taboo. She thought about Jay's porn flicks about incest and how passionately they'd make love after just a couple of scenes. It was apparent why Jay loved those movies so much as Kay Parker's body was almost identical to Liz's. From the neck down it would have been hard to tell them apart. But she also wondered about the incest part. Does her husband fantasize about her and Jason? Totally absurd.
Jason stopped and gawked, "Where did you get that skirt? I've never seen you wear anything above the knee," he asked, "I mean, I love it." He spun his finger in the air and softly whistled as she slowly turned. He couldn't help the throbbing in his pants seeing her tight ass stretching the material, her perfect bare legs on display.
Liz blushed under her son's gaze, "Bill at work suggested I show a bit more leg. I'm not so sure," she said as she lifted the front of the skirt a couple of inches exposing her panties. She then opened her jacket showing she wasn't wearing a bra again, "This sure didn't go unnoticed and both your father and a few of my co-workers told me how great I looked."
Jason came over and pulled the jacket off, "Then you won't be needing this," he said as he looked at his mother's blouse. "It's not see-through at all, unlike the one you wore last Wednesday." He looked at the white blouse, the top button undone and her hard nipples poking out.
"Jason! I can't go walking around like this," she spat, "Look," she ordered as she left the kitchen before turning and striding in. "See?"
Jason's eyes were glued to the unfettered tits bouncing as she came towards him. "I see, but your breasts always bounce like that when you walk. It's going to be up to 100 today and having that extra layer on will just be uncomfortable." He walked over to his mother and unbuttoned the next two, "Ventilation. You'll thank me." He stepped back admiring her form, "So beautiful. I wish there were any girls at my school even close to you."
***********************************************
Jay gripped his wife's ass cheeks as he pounded into her, "Tell me again how Bill came up behind you. Did he really press his cock against your ass?"
"Ooohhhh, fuck. Yes, he acted like it was accidental, but...shit! There! Play with my tits. Oh fuck," Liz moaned as her husband picked up the pace, "He was actually half-hard or really big since I felt him...his cock between my cheeks...there! OH fuuuuckkkk!" she spat out as she felt her second orgasm come on.
Jay pulled on her nipples hard knowing that was what she loved as she came. He'd been holding back his intense arousal. He knew he was the luckiest man on earth having such a sexy lusty wife who loved to fuck, but lately, she was even more eager, more aggressive than usual. Perhaps turning 40 did it? Maybe she was having a mid-life crisis, but whatever triggered this, he wasn't about to complain.
Liz buried her face in the pillow as she came down from an extremely rare second orgasm. "Fuck, you feel good." She looked over at the television. Kay Parker was licking her son's balls. She saw the intense look on Jay's face. "You like that, don't you?" she asked softly, "Would you like it if I sucked Jason's cock? Yes?" she gasped as her husband thrust harder into her pussy. She was shocked when he cried out and jetted his sperm inside her so quickly. She had never felt him press so urgently into her nor felt as hard as she felt him flood her womb with his cum.
Jay groaned and collapsed onto his back, his slick cock splatting against his stomach. He looked over feeling relief and embarrassment having reacted so strongly hearing his wife voice his most arousing fantasies.
"Wow! I guess I nailed it, didn't I?" Liz asked as she stroked his still hard cock, "Do you fantasize about stuff like that often?" she asked indicating the actress lowering herself onto that impressive cock. "I was wondering. At first, I assumed you liked these movies since she and I have similar bodies, but I was doing some research and she's done dozens of movies and," she indicated the screen, "these, the Taboo series, are the only ones you bought."
"They're just fantasies," Jay sighed. "I guess it arouses me to think that when I'm out of town, you and Jason...you know," he said softly. He looked over quickly hearing his wife scoff.
"You're joking, right? Why would I wait until you're out of town?" she asked still stroking his cock, "You leave for work so ridiculously early I suck Jason off every morning," she grinned feeling his cock throb back to full hardness. "I find it wakes him up more quickly to come into his room with my robe open," she said throatily as she leaned down to take his cock in her mouth.
"Ooohh, God! You let him touch you? Feel those tits of yours?" he groaned. He reached down squeezing a tit imagining his son getting to enjoy the heavy feeling against his palms. "Fuuccckkk, that feels good. You suck his cock?" He felt a surge hearing his wife grunt 'Uh-huh.' "You let him cum in your mouth? You swallow?"
Liz nodded as she sucked his cock deeper down her throat. She knew he was close as his hand gripped her breast more firmly so she pulled off and sucked and licked the head while stroking the shaft. She heard his grunts and was soon rewarded with his hot cum jetting into her mouth.
Jay looked over at his wife wiping her mouth with her tee-shirt, "That was incredible. You know they are just fantasies. I mean they sound kind of sick, but for some reason, they are incredibly arousing." he sighed.
Liz kissed the husband, "I need sleep. I know this is all just fantasy," she said as she turned out the light, "I don't let him cum in my mouth," she said softly, "he prefers my cunt."
Jay felt his cock throb again hearing his wife use a word he'd never heard her say before.
***********************************************
Jason felt his mom's warm mouth engulf his cock. This dream was more realistic than his previous ones as he'd never felt anything as intense before, nor had he imagined her playing with his nipples. His eyes flew open and he gasped seeing those beautiful blue eyes looking at him, those red lips stretched around his cock, her soft fingers pulling on his nipples.
Liz pulled off and grinned, "I had to taste you, just this once," she purred. "You can cum in my mouth," she said as she pushed her mouth onto his cock again.
Jason couldn't believe how good this felt. None of his girlfriends even came close to more than the occasional handjob. This was so much better than it looked on the porn sites. His mother lifted her shoulder as he reached down to grab a dangling breast. "God! Mom. Mom, I'm not going to be able...I'm going to...shhhiiiitttt," he grunted as he came in his mother's mouth. He almost blacked out it was so intense.
Liz swallowed rapidly tasting the second load of sperm in the last 8 hours. What a slut she'd become. She looked up grinning at the boy wondering if this were his first blowjob. She sat up wiping her mouth, "Ok. Now you have no excuse to skip breakfast," she suddenly laughed, "and it seems I've just had mine."
"That was incredible," Jason sighed. He looked at his fully naked mother. "I can't believe the last week or two, but I'm not complaining. I love you mom," he said blushing.
Liz stood wondering how she ever got to this, "Look. I'm not going to make a habit out of this. I came in and saw that you...um, you were hard so I thought I'd take care of it for you. Don't expect this every morning. It's just this once."
"I understand, thanks," he hesitated, "That was nice. No one ever did that for me before," he said softly.
Liz looked at her son, "You're still a virgin? I assumed..."
"Yeah, I mean I suppose I might have...um, I guess Lori wanted to wait and Julie and I never got that far." He looked down at his mother's blonde fur-covered mound, "I would like to return the favor someday, and perhaps...you know, you could teach me how to do it right?"
Liz felt a throbbing in her pussy, "Um, sure. Maybe someday," she smiled, "and then you'll want me to show you how to put your penis inside me?" She laughed, "I'm kidding, but you are a man now and that has always been the ultimate goal of men." She bounced her breasts, "Men always start with these, but these are simply appetizers. The main course will always be a nice tight pussy. Now get showered and dressed. School," she ordered.
Jason stopped when he entered the kitchen, "Mom! Wow! Where did you get that dress? I don't remember ever seeing you in a dress like that before," he said appreciatively. His mother was showing more skin than he'd ever seen...at least dressed for work. It was a vibrant shade of red, but what really caught his attention was how low cut it was and how much leg was showing. "Mom you should wear clothes like this more often. You have great legs."
"Not too much? Ed wants me to go to lunch with corporate today. We need to go over...you don't care about that, but it's outside at the Luxor. I thought this is a summery dress and would be appropriate," she said as she spun around.
Jason frowned, "Um. This won't work." He walked over and pulled on her exposed bra strap, "Your open back pretty much precludes you wearing a bra," he sighed. He looked down at her ass and felt her panty line, "Actually the dress would look better without panties also."
"No way. This dress is way too short for that. I'll be flashing everyone all day. I'm going to change," she said as she turned to go.
"No, I mean, please don't. I've never seen you look more beautiful. Keep your napkin in your lap at lunch and you'll be fine at your desk. At least try it to see," he said softly. He smiled as his mother stopped and looked at him.
"Ok. But if I'm showing anything at all..." she sighed.
Jason went and poured himself some coffee as he waited for his mother to return. He turned almost sippling the coffee seeing his mother come back in. "Nice! The dress looks perfect," he said.
Liz looked down at her chest. It was one thing to show that much cleavage, but she was sure her nipples were clearly outlined through the thin fabric. She sighed resignedly, "Ok, one other thing and you have to be 100% honest. Sit," she ordered. "Can you see anything up my dress?" She asked walking across the floor. She went over to the counter and leaned against it and looked back over her shoulder.
Jason smiled, "Not a thing. Close and you'll have to be careful," he said as he leaned down, "But nope. You're good."
***********************************************
Jay stopped and whistled. "Is that for me? Where's Jason?"
Liz shook her head, "I wore this to work. I was hoping you liked it, Bill certainly did," she grinned as her husband tossed down his bag and came over and pulled her into a kiss. "Jason is over at Brad's house. Some sort of game tournament thing."
Jay felt her ass and pulled back, "Commando? You went to work without panties?" he asked. He felt his cock throb when she nodded, "Did Bill notice?" He looked at her chest, his hands coming up, "I'm sure he noticed you were braless," his thumbs stroking her pronounced nipples.
Liz slid down to her knees, "Oh, he noticed alright, but he's too professional to do anything overt. He did need to get the coffee creamer in the lunchroom and leaned against me. It confirmed my previous suspicion that the man is packing some serious meat between his legs," she giggled. She unzipped her husband's pants and wrestled out his stiff cock. Licking the underside and looking up at him, she purred, "Ok, he might have braced himself when he leaned forward by putting his hand on my ass and his cock nestled in my crack. I think he wanted to be sure I wasn't wearing panties."
Stroking her blonde tresses as her warm mouth wrapped around his cock he moaned, "God damn, I'll bet he's jerking off right now imagining you doing this exact thing. You are a mean person. It isn't nice to leave a man in an aroused state without relief."
Liz stood up, taking Jay's hand, and led him into the kitchen. She leaned over the counter, pulled up the back of her dress, and looked over her shoulder, "You think he'd be interested?" She squealed as the fat cock drove into her. She thought about Bill doing this to her and Jay's comment. Was he serious? Could she cheat on Jay, or had she already with Jason? Then she thought about his comment on how it isn't nice to leave a man in an aroused state. What about a woman? She'd been wet all day. At least a dozen times she'd had to go to the ladies' room to dab at a bit of her leaking moisture.
Jay slid his hands under his wife's dress to get at her tits, but as it was too tight he instead pulled it up and over her head. Gripping those warm masses of flesh he slammed hard into her tight cunt. "This is how you let a man get release. I would have been ok with it since we men have to stick together when hot women like you tease them," he grunted.
Liz felt a growing ache in her groin thinking about Bill's cock rather than Jay's inside her, "Fuck, you would hate it if I did that, plus you're snipped and I'm not on the pill," she panted.
Pounding harder into her sopping pussy, the loud slapping sounds echoing around the kitchen he thought about potent sperm being shot into his wife, "God! He could wear a condom."
Liz knew he was close and ground back against his assault, "Not...uh, oh God! Not efficient. He'd need to be quick to not get caught so he'd have to be bareback inside meeeee, Oh fuuuccckkk!"
Jay plunged into his wife as she came feeling the painful boiling in his balls peak, "Oh fuck!" he cried as he spasmed his cum inside her.
Feeling her husband collapse on top of her as she came down from one of her more intense orgasms, she groaned. "You're going to kill me with your fantasies. They feel so real, but I know you don't mean it," she said softly.
Jay kissed the back of her neck, "What makes to think I don't mean it?" he asked.
***********************************************
Jason came home expecting to find his parents in the family room watching television but instead heard the rhythmic creaking of their bed. 'Wow! Dad must have noticed what mom was wearing today," he grinned as he grabbed some fruit juice from the fridge. He headed to his room to check out the actress from the 80s Brad told him his mom looked like. Then thinking how hot his mom looked today he made a bee-line for his bedroom.
***********************************************
Liz stood outside the bedroom door. In the shower she thought about Jason having her way with her. She looked down at her body and knew he'd be thrilled, but it was wrong. Everything she'd been doing was wrong. Jay might get excited watching a porn flick, but reality is different. She was determined to go back to being the good mother, the mother who just makes her son's breakfast, and asks how school was, not the mother who teases, who gives her son blowjobs. That was a one-time thing. All the teasing, the flashing was with the purpose of rousing her son, not arousing her son.
She slowly opened the door and stopped. Jason was lying naked on his stomach, the covers kicked off. She looked at that muscled ass and back, suddenly imagining gripping that ass as he drove his cock into her. She felt faint thinking these thoughts when the boy moved, his ass flexing rhythmically exactly as if he were fucking. 'Oh, God! He's dreaming that, maybe about me, inside me,' she felt her knees get wobbly.
She untied her robe and let it puddle to the floor followed by her panties. Gently crawling on the bed she slid her naked body up her son's back, breasts pressing against his young skin.
Jason's dream diverted from his cock buried deep inside his mother's pussy to her warm naked body pressed against his back. He was eager to get back inside that tight tunnel, but this was nice also, warm, soft. He wanted to feel her against his front so he slowly rolled over as he realized this was not a dream.
Liz looked into her son's eyes seeing happiness, "Morning. You looked so peaceful and comfortable I hated to wake you," she said, "I suppose you'll want to..." she couldn't finish as Jason's lips pressed against hers. Without hesitation, she opened her mouth and her legs feeling his hard cock hump against her, his tongue in her mouth, a hand cupping a breast. She felt a thrill knowing they were going to do this.



Jason rolled over on top of his mother and moved down to her breasts. Brad was right, that beautiful actress did have a body like his mom's, but these might actually be bigger. He knew he was doing this right as he sucked a nipple into his mouth hearing his mother sigh. He loved the texture as his tongue circled the hard nub, so soft and spongy. He could stay here all day, but he'd been fantasizing about tasting something else.
"You don't have to do this, I...oh God yessss," she sighed as his mouth and active tongue covered her mound. The boy didn't need instruction as he alternated licking her slit and flicking his tongue against her clit. His hands gripped her breasts, thumbs teasing her nipples. "That's it, baby, there...oh yessss," she panted.
Jason wondered what pussy tasted like and always thought it would be unpleasant, but this wasn't that. It wasn't sweet like honey which he'd heard, but tangy. What made it great was how his mother's pelvis responded to his mouth, his tongue. He knew exactly what to do as she humped against his face.
Liz had been orally pleasured by many men, but most either missed the mark or focused on her clit. Jason intuitively seemed to know how to open her up, probing inside then gently finding her aroused nub. She felt herself getting close but wanted to cum feeling his cock inside her. "I don't want you to stop. but I want you inside me," she sighed, pulling him up. She looked at the boy, "I hope this doesn't permanently scar you, but I doubt we can stop now," she said as she gripped the boy's cock.
Feeling an incredible rush, he pushed against his mother's wet slit as she guided him against her. He'd seen men slam in and others slowly work their way in and decided on the latter. "Oohhhh, fuck!" he panted as her hot hole gripped the head of his cock. He pulled back and pressed in a bit more while listening to his mother's soft gasps. Encouraged by her pleasured sounds he increased his thrusting, driving a bit deeper each time. Finally, with a thrill, he realized he was buried all the way in his first pussy. Instinctively he pulled all the way out and drove into her wet snatch, pulling out and driving in again.
Liz opened her legs wider as the boy's enthusiasm increased. It had been decades since she'd taken a boy's cherry and had forgotten what a rush it is. She remembered back to her senior year where she'd opened her legs for four boys who pounded her with the same energy Jason had. "That's it, baby, fuck me, fuck your mother. God! You feel good inside me," she groaned. She had a sudden thought, "Um, you have to pull out before you cum. I'm not on the pill," she said softly.
Jason nodded as he focused on the incredible feeling. He'd gotten the blowjob yesterday and he'd been jerking off, but neither had felt like this. So smooth, so tight, so warm. He wanted to get his mom off before he came so he leaned down and sucked a nipple into his mouth. He found if he ground his cock upwards as he fucked her, she seemed to respond with encouraging grunts.
'Holy crap! He's hitting me perfectly,' she thought. Her pelvis ground back against him with each thrust and with a rush she felt her orgasm explode. She gripped his ass while hers raised off the bed pressing hard against the boy's cock.
Jason felt his mom's pussy throb on his cock and grunted out, "Mom...mom, I'm oh, fuuucccck!" He tried to hold back but reluctantly released spurt after spurt of potent sperm into his mom's womb. He felt his mom collapse as he spent the last of his ejaculate inside her. "I'm sorry. I couldn't hold back and you were gripping me so hard," he moaned as he flopped down beside her.
Liz kissed her son, "I know. It, my orgasm was so intense I felt like I needed to...I don't know, needed you against me. I'm sure it will be ok. I'm close to being fertile and if something happens, didn't you always say you wanted a little brother?" she asked.
"I love you mom and thanks. I know you wanted to...you know since I was a virgin It was just this once," he sighed happily.
"Please, I should be thanking you. Damn, you're good at this." She stroked his face, "And no. I don't think it will be just this once. I think we both know we opened a door that we can't close." She kissed her son and rolled off the bed. "Get showered and dressed. Brad will be here in 20 minutes, so you don't have much time," she said.
"20 minutes, I know what we have time for," Jason grinned at his mom while stroking his cock.
***********************************************
"Hello, Hi Jay. Yes, but can we talk about this at home?" Liz sighed. She'd hoped not to have this conversation at her desk at work, but she held the phone tightly against her ear, "It happened. I hope you're ok with it, but our boy is no longer a virgin," she whispered.
Liz spat out a quick laugh, "Seriously? No. Why would I videotape something like that?" She hesitated thinking of the DVDs, "OK, perhaps. We'll talk about perhaps setting something up tonight," she sighed.
"Yes, yes I am and it was nerve-wracking since it's really windy today. And I'm wearing the blue skirt you got me. The one where you can see my butt-cheeks if I bend over at all." she said softly, "I've had my sweater wrapped around my waist...Yeah, he'sd here. I can't. Really?" She stood up looking to see where Bill was. Seeing him head into the lunchroom she sighed. "Ok, I'll do that. There is, we have an unused conference room upstairs. Love you, even though you're a pervert." She hung up, undid the sweater, and headed into the lunchroom.
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Malorie flung open the door seeing Martin's car pull into the driveway. Did her only son look taller, more filled out? she wondered. He'd always been very lanky, somewhat awkward but there was more fluidity in his motions, "Hey sweetie! So good to have you home, even if it's for the week. Katerina, you look so pretty," she quickly hugged her son and the redhead. "Annie, come here and give me a hug, great to see you," she said, her face beaming.
They came in, put away their bags, and joined Martin's mom in the living room. Martin looked around for anything that had changed and he felt a small comfort seeing nothing new.
"Mom, it's really good to see you. I've missed you, this place. How's dad doing?" he looked around. "Not home?"
Malorie chuckled, "He's out biking."
"Dad has a bike? I cannot remember him ever riding a bike," the boy said.
Malorie got up, "I should show you something," she sighed. She looked at Kat and Annie, "Why don't you help yourself to whatever you want in the kitchen, "We'll be right back."
Malorie entered her bedroom and hesitated. 'Bad idea, really bad idea,' she thought.
Martin put a hand on her shoulder, "Ok mom, what's going on? First, you were really cryptic on the phone when you mentioned dad's birthday present, he's out biking and you're acting...secretive now," he looked at his mom.
She looked quickly at her son, then sighed, "Your dad is going through a middle-age crisis is all I can think of and I'm not blaming you, but I think you triggered it...which sounds like I'm blaming you," she chuckled. "Right after prom when you and Kat...and Annie got together, well he started working out in the morning on the way to work. Then after you left for college he bought a bike and he's been going farther and farther."
Martin shook his head, "What does that have to do with me? I mean, maybe because I took my bike to school?" He stopped, "or he's maybe jealous?"
Malorie blushed, "Ok, this is something that you cannot ever tell anyone," she paused, "especially your girlfriend." She went over to her dresser and bent down to open the bottom drawer.
Martin gasped as his mom pulled out a cheerleading uniform and red wig. "Is that my school's...?"
"Hang on, sit," she pointed to the bed.
The boy watched his mom disappear into the bathroom. He heard her rustling aware she was undressing fighting the feelings of intrigue as he imagined his mom getting undressed right there.
Malorie looked in the mirror and nodded, 'Ok, here's where Martin loses all respect for his mother, though he did watch me in that video.' Shrugging, she opened the door, stepped out, and posed.
Martin stood up, gaping. His mother looked just like Kat. Perhaps a little taller, but the hair was a perfect match to what it was back in high school, her cheerleading outfit was the school one, perhaps a little shorter and, "Mom? Are those green contacts?" he asked. He came over, turned her around to look at her feeling unwanted arousal. "Oh, wow! And you got this after Kat and I got together?"
Malorie blushed, both for discussing his father's fantasies but also seeing how her son was looking at her. She knew he'd seen the video of her totally exposed, but this was something different, something more. Maybe because she could see his reaction and the outline in his shorts. "No, I got this as a treat for your dad a couple of years ago when we first saw Kat. You remember the Garfield game in your sophomore year? I mean...at first...I just got the wig, then I saw this outfit last year at the consignment store...then I was at the eye doctors and they had these contacts," she said softly, "It seemed every time I added to the ensemble, the fantasy...well, you can guess the rest," she sighed.
Martin shook his head, "I'm impressed. You really look like her." He pulled her into a hug, "A bit taller, but wow, you even have the same...yeah, well...." he blushed.
"Boobs, I know," she said as she bounced them, "It would not have had the same impact without your girlfriend's impressive assets." She blushed as her son glanced towards her crotch, "No, I haven't gone that far," she giggled.
"I'm sorry, how far?" Martin asked, "Oh! Never mind," he blushed. "Ok, you still haven't told me much, except that I now have impure thoughts about my mom."
"Yeah, sorry. Hang on, I'll go change," she said, "Then I'll show you some other stuff. Relax. This was the really bad one," she sighed as she headed into the bathroom
Martin quickly tried to get his cock to not so obviously show in his baggy shorts before his mom came back. When she came back out he was suddenly aware of how good she looked in her skinny jeans and tight tee-shirt. Why hadn't he noticed how hot she was before? He mentally slapped himself and changed the subject, "Ok, what else?" He followed her to his dad's office.
Malorie went over to the desk, opened the bottom drawer, and pulled out a pile of brochures, "Here. He's been stopping at car dealers and these are what he's been looking at.
Martin took the colorful pamphlets, Mustang, Corvette, Porsche Boxter, Acura NSX... Martin looked up, "So you're saying he's having a midlife crisis." He nodded, "He is going to be 45 and, well," he said sadly. "So, what's your idea for his birthday? Get him one of these?"
Malorie shook her head, "Look. This is a stupid idea. Please say no if you agree. I just thought it would make your dad really happy," she paused, "I know this makes no sense to you, but when you get to be our age and things begin to sag, you're not as firm as you once were, you begin to feel like life's passing you by. The guys or girls no longer check you out. Anyhow, I thought if Kat were willing, um, you know...shit!" She put her face in her hands but then stepped back and plopped into the desk chair, "Stupid idea. It sounded dumb in my head, but this...." she pointed to the colorful pamphlets, "I thought perhaps she'd want to spend the night with Mark...Oh shit! That couldn't have sounded worse."
"I think it's a great idea. Kat can renew dad's confidence about himself, fulfill a fantasy, though I was really impressed with how much you looked like her, but this is totally up to her. She has commented on how she thinks dad's hot," he paused, "I see why you didn't get right to the point. I can just see Kat's expression if I ask her if she'd like to get laid by a great guy," he chuckled. "I got it, you go back and change again. I'll bring her up and summarize the whole midlife crisis thing."
"Oh, God, do I have to? I was going to ask that you never breathe a word of that to her, to anyone," she blushed.
"Relax, I think she'll be really flattered," he turned to go downstairs, "Five minutes?"
Kat stood up, "Ok, we've speculated on a whole bunch of things, but spill!"
Martin grinned, "Nothing bad. You'll see. Follow me."
"I'm coming too," Annie jumped up, "You have all this cloak and dagger shit and I'm going to sit here?"
The three went upstairs and stopped at the master bedroom door, "Mom? You decent?" He nodded hearing her assent and opened the door, "Katerina, meet your doppelganger," he said.
"Holy shit, wow!" Kat blurted out, "Why? How? What?" She looked between Martin and his mom, "Is this like a joke or something, wow! Did I already say, Wow?" She walked around the woman, admiring her, "I look really good," she looked questioningly at Martin. "What's going on?"
Malorie took the girl's hand and led her over to the bed, "I'll try to make this as short as possible, but...." she proceeded to go through all she'd told and shown Martin.
Annie nudged Martin, "So, isn't this just what you wanted to hear in graphic detail about your parents?" she whispered. "I always knew Mark was a really horny guy, but having Mal dress up as your girlfriend?" She patted her hip pockets and whispered, "I have the name of a great therapist here somewhere." she giggled softly.
"So, that's when I came up with pretty much the stupidest idea I'd ever had," she looked over at Martin, "Um, I thought that...."
"She had this idea that perhaps dad's midlife crisis might be mitigated by being able to spend the night with a girl he's fantasized about for a few years," Martin said, "I think it sounds great, but I'm not the one who will be...spending the night," he trailed off as images suddenly flooding his brain.
Kat at first looked shocked, then slowly smiled, "He is hot," she looked tentatively at Martin, "I've thought about it. I'd love to, but you don't mind someone sleeping with your husband?" she asked looking at the blonde.
Malorie scoffed, "He's been fucking you for the last couple of years, pardon my language," she indicated her outfit, "You might not have felt it, but I sure did."
Kat laughed, "Or another way of thinking about it, Martin has been sleeping with his mother and didn't even know it," she looked over at the boy, "Think about it."
Martin looked at Annie, "You have the number of that therapist?"
Annie went over and stood both up, "Holy crap, even the eyes, though yours are a bit greener," she felt both pairs of breasts, "Very close. Turn around, let me see those asses," She looked over at Martin, "I'm thinking about Oedipus right about now," she giggled feeling both girl's asses. She turned both around and nodded towards Martin's shorts, "I'd suggest a mother, son talk later. Totally inappropriate!" she laughed. She sat down on the bed and patted it for Martin to join her. Looking at her sister she asked, "so, how is this going to work? Just have Kat sneak into bed with him while you drive this boy to therapy?"
Malorie laid out her tentative plans and looked expectantly at the three, "Well? Any holes? Any issues?"
Kat looked at Martin, "So, first you. How will you be if I'm sleeping with another man, your father?" she thought a second, "I mean, every time we get together with your family will your dad look at me and remember? Or, will you be wondering?"
Martin looked thoughtful, "Strangely enough I like sharing you with someone I love. Dad's a great guy and if you're happy with it, I'm thrilled to make dad's day...or night I guess," he smiled.
She looked at Malorie, "And you laughed it off, but seriously. Your husband's penis will be inside another woman. Um...as far as you know, has he ever been with any other woman in the time you've been married?"
Malorie vigorously shook her head, "Never. I know he's never strayed. Daphne hit on him hard last year at the picnic and he politely told her thanks but no thanks."
"Ok, and will you be ok? And will you always look at me with resentment?" she looked at the woman who could someday be her mother-in-law.
Malorie nodded, "It is my idea, after all."
"I know, but have you really thought it through?" Kat looked at Martin, "I'm not naive and I might be seeing something in the future that will never happen, but if, um, I become your daughter-in-law I'd hate for you to resent me...."
Martin looked at his mother, "Mom? I know you've given it thought, but have you really? I'm not suggesting he doesn't love you, but Kat has been the object of a pretty powerful fantasy and it's one thing to play-act..."
Malorie looked at Martin, "I want Mark to be happy. I know he loves me and I know he's not leaving me for Kat and he loves you and he'd never do anything to hurt his boy, so no. I'm not at all bothered by it," she patted Kat's leg, "In fact if anything, I'm a bit jealous of Mark." She looked the girl up and down, "You are one seriously hot babe," she laughed. "No, seriously, if you become my daughter-in-law I'll probably love you even more because of this."
Martin snorted, "Here I am with perhaps the three more beautiful, sexy women in the world, and not one of you has any reason to feel jealous of another," he looked at each, "I'm ok with it, but only if I can split the dinner and room with you. I'd like this to be a present from both of us." He looked at Kat, "Dad's a great guy and I think you'll have fun." he said.
Annie coughed, "What about me? Can't I get a present for my favorite brother-in-law?" She went over to Malorie, stood her up fingering the cheerleading outfit, and looked over at Martin, "Think this would fit me?"
Malorie grinned, "Are you suggesting...wow! As far as I know, Mark has just had two women he's told me he's been fantasizing about, you and you." She looked at Kat, "can you dig up your cheerleading outfit?"
***********************************************
Mark looked around the table, "This has to be the best birthday ever," he sighed, "Getting the family together and being seen in public with three incredibly gorgeous women, and um, my son," he chuckled. "Really, thanks a lot for coming home for this, not sure it could get better."
"We have more for you, dad," Martin said as he took a box out from under his seat and handed it to him.
Mark opened the presents from everyone and happily held up the ornate antique shoehorn, the bottle of 25-year-old scotch, the soft thick bathrobe, and the gift from his wife, a collection of 12 miniature sports cars, each one a replica of one he'd looked into.
Malorie looked at her husband admiring the cars chuckling that she had more in store for him. She reached into her purse and pulled out a couple of room keys, handing him one with the room number on it, "We have all night. I packed some things for us and already took them up," she said.
Mark grinned, "Evil thoughts," he glanced at his son, "perhaps I should keep those to myself before I make Martin bang his head against the table but they involve lubricants, lots of lubes."
Martin faked hitting himself in the head. "Well, on that note...perhaps we should let these kids have some alone time," he stood up and pulled the chair back as Kat stood up. He then held Annie's before going over to his mom, "Thanks for inviting us, this was a lot of fun. Dad, do you want me to take your gifts home, or are you going upstairs with mom to play cars?" he asked.
Malorie grinned, "He's not going to have the time nor the energy to play with those cars tonight," she chuckled. "Plus, I packed various other toys I'm sure your dad would love to play with."
"God, mom! TMI, TMI," the boy gasped. He picked up the boxes and looked back at his mom, "I'll see you guys at home and I know you want to go upstairs and do things I'd rather not think about, but," he waved over to their waiter, "I ordered you both a surprise."
Mark looked over as a tray was brought over with a flaming dessert and back at Martin, "You're not sharing this with us?"
The boy put up his hands, "This is made with 90 proof vodka, and Kat and I are underage," he sighed, "Annie? You are welcome to partake."
Annie took Martin's arm, "I might be hungry for some other dessert. Let's leave these two horny kids."
Malorie looked at the dessert, "Oh my God this looks rich, I'll kill that boy," she sighed, "Wait, what are you doing?" she asked as Mark slid the plate toward him. She pulled it back, "You didn't believe that bull that I didn't want any of this..."
Mark sat back and patted his stomach, "Forget best birthday, best day ever, and I have a feeling it's only going to get better," he said reaching across the table. "I love you more now than when we were married. I'm glad those annoying kids left us alone. Shall we?" he asked.
Malorie waved over the waiter and gave him the card. She looked shocked when the waiter put up his hands telling her the check has already been taken care of. "I'll kill him, but thanks," she smiled, "I assume he left you a good tip?"
As they approached the elevator, Malorie stopped and smacked her forehead, "Crap, go on. Go on up, I forgot...nevermind, it's a surprise for the morning. I'll meet you up there. Oh, by the way, careful when you go in, I asked them to send up some refreshments so I assume it might be right inside the door," she said spinning around. She went over to the concierge's desk, leaned forward, and asked, "Did my husband get on the elevator?"
The man looked over seeing the doors closing, "Yes he did," he replied looking curiously at the beautiful blonde.
Malorie smiled at the man, "Thanks, that's all I needed to know. I hope he has a really fun night," she winked at the man before heading out the doors leaving the bewildered man watching her. She hugged Martin then put out her arm, "You pick out the movie, I'll make popcorn," she said as she was being led to the waiting car.
***********************************************
Mark's stomach had butterflies much as he felt on prom night. He wasn't young anymore and Mal was never reluctant to open her legs, but lately, she'd been more aggressive, more responsive, more eager to please him which in his experience was saying a lot. So many of his friends would whine how their wives were no longer interested in sex or were more passive than they'd been earlier in their marriages but Malorie never stopped mixing things up, keeping it fresh. He just knew she'd come up with a new twist and he couldn't wait to find out what it was.
He opened the door, turned on the light and saw the cart with a bottle of champagne and glasses. 'Nice bottle,' he thought as he considered stripping down and lying on the bed waiting for her, or changing into his normal lounge clothes and turn on the TV. He stopped seeing two Katerinas sprawled out on the bed, "What? Wait. Katerina. Holy shit!" he laughed, "Annie?" He went over to the bed marveling at how similar they both were, yet how different. Kat's breasts looked larger, more spread out as she lay on the bed, and Annie had longer legs, though Kat's were more muscled. They both looked spectacularly sexy lying in their cheerleaders' uniforms, their legs parted invitingly looking up at him.
"Aren't you going to read the cards and unwrap your presents, Mr. Thomas?" Kat asked.
Mark laughed having not noticed red bows tied to the upper thighs of each girl. He crawled between them and pulled the ribbon around Kat's leg noticing her flawless creamy skin. He opened the card,
Happy Birthday, Dad!
Perhaps fantasies do come true.
Love, Martin, and Katerina.
"You shouldn't have," he chuckled. He leaned the other way and undid the bow on Annie's leg, then read the card,
Happy Birthday, to my most loyal fan.
Please enjoy unwrapping whatever you want, I'm the present that keeps on giving.
Love, Penny Nichols.
He sat back at the two grinning girls, "So I assume Mal outsourced her ultimate birthday present to me," he sighed.
"She said something about wanting to catch something on HBO tonight," Kat sighed, "and asked if we could help out. It truly is such a bother, especially since she warned us about how creative you can be and that you'd want to put your huge cock in places no man has gone before," she chuckled, then sat up. "Your wife was so nervous asking if I'd do this, almost too embarrassed to ask, but when I said yes and Annie suggested she join me, she asked if you remember that old Doublemint gum ad?" she grinned, "I had to Google it."
Annie straightened out her skirt, "We're yours, yours without reservation," she said, "So perhaps you'd like something?" She reached over to the side table, "She gave me this with instructions to say, 'Here, take this. I'm sure you've never needed this in your life but I'm guessing around 3 AM you'll thank me,'" she handed Mark a little blue pill.
The man rolled off the bed and grabbed some water. He turned to look at the two girls on the bed, "I'm having trouble deciding if I prefer you both in the outfits I've fantasized about...or out of them. I'm just a bit aroused looking at you two beauties in the cheerleading outfits."
Kat glanced at Annie, "Sadly, there are not complete," she sighed as she pulled up both their skirts revealing no panties. She looked at the man's eyes glues to the pair of young pussies, "So, is this a disappointment to you?" Kat asked as she opened her legs wider.



Annie looked over at Kat, "I've known Mark pretty much all my life and this might be the first time I've seen him speechless," she chuckled. "Mark, you should blink. I know what the problem is," she said as she rolled off the bed, "You'd better help me with this, I think blood has rushed to the head he's thinking with right now and there's too much pressure."
Kat joined Annie kneeling down in front of the man and all four hands undid and yanked down his pants, "There, wow! It really was trapped," she sighed as she stroked the fully rigid cock, "Wow, are they supposed to be this big?" she looked at Annie.
"This explains a lot," Annie sighed, "my sister is always whistling or humming a song when she does things around the house." She stroked the cock also, her hand below Kat's. "She looked at the redhead, "I'll bet you can't take all of this down your throat," she purred.
Mark looked down as both mouths and tongues attacked his cock. Kat was taking his cock in her mouth while Annie had her head between his legs licking his balls. He'd had hundreds of fantasies about Katerina and Annie, but always just one of them at any one time. He stroked the girls' hair as he felt more and more go down Katerina's throat. Annie's neck seemed bent awkwardly as she was now licking behind his balls on his perineum, just skimming his anus, and now Katerina's face was pressed fully against his pubic hair and she was doing incredible things with her throat.
Kat pulled off with a gasp. Even though Mark's cock was not as big as Martin's, it was still huge. She wanted to ask Annie how this ranked among those she'd had. She let Annie take over and watched as she sucked the fat head into her mouth. Kat let herself get pulled up into a passionate kiss. She felt an urgency from him as he stroked her back never straying to her ass nor her breasts. She pulled his hand onto her left breast and groaned as he immediately slid under her top.
She knew he'd lusted after her long before Malorie had shown her the outfit. It was obvious the way he'd kept looking at her and quickly looking away when she was visiting. She'd started to wear tighter tops with no bra and Malorie had pulled her aside after she wore the first top, which was almost conservative, "You look very nice, don't be afraid to push the envelope when you're here. I know you're teasing him and I'll be thanking you later," she'd said glancing pointedly at her husband. Kat now knew Martin's mom probably had on the red wig after she'd gone home. She started wearing tops tighter, thinner, more see-through. She got happy nods from Malorie and more embarrassed expressions from Mr. Thomas as he quickly looked away.
Mark felt the large soft mass of flesh he'd dreamed about and as the girl lifted her arms over her head he pulled off the top. 'Finally!' he thought, "Fuck, they're perfect,' Her tits were even more beautiful than he'd imagined with huge pale pink puffy nipples. The areolas were velvety smooth and the eraser sized nipples just begged to be sucked on. He felt his cock now deep down Annie's throat and as he played with one breast and sucked a hard nub into his mouth he felt a rising ache in his balls and gently pulled away from the gorgeous redhead, "Christ, Annie. I don't want to cum yet, but wow!"
Annie sat back wiping her mouth, "I see you couldn't wait to take off your top. Such a little slut," she grinned. She stood, pulled off the red wig, fluffed out her blonde tresses. "Sorry, I gotta be me," she giggled as she stripped off all her clothes. She pulled Kat into a kiss and when the girl shyly backed off, she sighed, "You've never kissed a girl before?"
Mark got even harder seeing the girl blush and tentatively kiss Annie again. She looked tense at first, then relaxed and seemed to melt as Annie's hands massaged her chest. He pulled off the rest of his clothes and plopped down in a chair, stroking his cock as he watched Annie pull down the girl's pleated skirt.
Annie looked over at her brother-in-law then back at Kat, "I think Mark wants a show. I take it you've never been with a woman before?"
Kat blushed and shook her head. Annie felt a surge of love for the girl who could not have played a more believable young innocent.
"I can do you and if you feel like to, you can do me," Annie said softly as her hand slid between Kat's legs. Hearing the redhead gasp and close her eyes, Annie looked over a Mark, "I think that's a yes." She led Kat to the bed, turned and whispered back at her brother-in-law, "Don't worry, she'll have her face buried between my legs in no time." Annie felt a surge of love for the redhead who was acting the reluctant lesbian perfectly
As Annie pushed Kat back and spread her legs, she looked up at the girl and winked. Even though Annie and Kat had enjoyed dozens of sessions together, they decided that Kat playing innocent would make things more arousing but she had no idea Kat could blush so well on demand. She'd need to talk to her later to discover how she does that.
Mark watched eagerly as Kat opened her legs and he got a better look at the pussy he'd dreamt about. He loved that she didn't fully shave and her red patch of fur looked so soft. His mouth was watering as he watched Annie's tongue slide up those tight lips. 'How is she going to taste? I'll bet she's so sweet and tangy,' he thought. He stopped stroking his cock as an ache grew in his balls.
Annie knew Mark was getting aroused as she licked Kat's tasty pussy. He might not know he was doing it, but he was softly groaning and she sensed he was leaning forward in the chair. She crawled up on the bed and knelt spreading her knees wide, welcoming the feeling of her labia opening up. She smiled hearing Martin's father loudly groan in appreciation.
Kat felt herself getting closer after the last 24 hours of anticipation. Martin and opted out of his usual half-dozen sex bouts so Kat would good and horny for his father. She couldn't remember going more than 24 hours without getting her pussy pounded ever since prom...in fact she knew she hadn't. She realized it had been almost 48 hours and her eyes flicked to the man's impressive cock and subconsciously licked her lips. She saw how eagerly he was looking at her and realized even with the most beautiful porn star in the world exposing her crotch to the man his eyes were on her. Kat closed her eyes, gripped her breasts, pulled on her raw-feeling nipples gasping out she was cumming.
Annie held onto the girl's thighs as she humped against her mouth. Few girls she'd ever been with came so easily and enthusiastically. She felt her cheeks getting smeared with the girl's cum as she writhed against her tongue and as she finally collapsed back, Annie felt the redhead pull her up.
"God! That felt good," she sighed. She kissed the wet lips tasting herself, then kissed Annie's cheeks. "Sorry, I guess I messed up your face a bit," she sighed. She tentatively reached under and slid her finger up the blonde's slit, "I guess I should try doing that to you?" she said in her little girl's voice. "I hope I do it right."
Annie kissed the girl and whispered in her ear, "Damn, girl. You are really good at this. Did I tell you I love you?" she kissed the girl's ear. Then more loudly, "Only if you want. I'm sure if you don't want to, our friend over there wouldn't be a bit disappointed to fuck your tight pussy I got nice and wet."
Kat looked over at Mark who was looking eagerly at them then back at Annie, "I'm not a mind reader but I'm getting strong vibes he wants to watch me lick my first pussy," she sighed.
Mark watched eagerly as Kat and Annie swapped positions. Kat lay between Annie's legs, their breasts mashed against each other, and kissed her. Mark's eyes were drawn to the two perfect pussies grinding against each other, their labia swollen and parted showing bright pink. He began stroking his cock again thinking how great it will feel when he finally gets a chance to drive his dick into each of those holes and maybe they'd let him fuck their other holes also.
As Kat slowly kissed her way down Annie's body the blonde sighed, "Not every girl likes doing this, so if you don't like it, be honest," she said as the redhead moved down to her breasts. "Yesss, like that. Wow! Perfect, just a little teeth," she panted. "I thought you'd never been with another woman before."
Kat loved acting the first time lesbian and looked up at her blonde friend, "You tell me what you like and don't like," she sighed. She felt Martin's father's eyes on her crotch and as she slid down Annie's body, she pulled her knees up exposing her crotch fully. She knew her labia were swollen and spread open and wanted the man to anticipate plunging his cock into her twat. Annie gently pushed her head indicating she wanted attention farther down her body so Kat kissed her way to the girl's soft bellybutton.
Annie loved having her navel licked and Kat knew that, swirling her tongue around her innie. She thrust her pussy up against the girl's breast nestled between her legs. Kat relented knowing what Annie wanted and moved down to the patch of golden fur.
Kat's legs were now fully spread wide as she'd kept her knees where they were which opened her up more as she kissed her way down the blonde's body. Mark had his cock in his hand, eyes glued to the opening folds revealing her pink vagina. He reached for his phone and took a few pictures, then put it on video and propped it up. He hoped it was alright and would delete it if the girls objected, but no way was he going to interrupt the incredible scene on the bed by asking. Plus, he knew Malorie would love to watch with him.
***********************************************
Malorie felt a little tipsy after the wine at dinner feeling a bit of regret that Mark wasn't here to take care of the ache between her legs. "Why don't you pick out the movie while I get out of this dress and into perhaps jeans," she sighed.
"Mom, jeans? It's late so just put on what you feel comfortable in, you know, what would you wear with dad?" he said, "What movie do you want? We have the new Tom Cruise one."
"Sure, let's watch that. Um, I just wear a long tee shirt when you're not around. I'll wear something more fitting to hang out with my son if that's ok with you," she said as she went down the hall to her bedroom. She looked at the king thinking how huge it looked as she'd be sleeping here alone. She had a sudden ache in her stomach the realization of where Mark was. What if he wants nothing to do with her after screwing those two younger girls? What if the reality of fucking Katerina is so great that he'll want more of her? She tried to get the images of her husband thrusting into Kat's twat out of her head. She's been unconsciously stripping fully naked and pulling on the long tee when she realized she forgot to wear sweats or something less revealing. Shrugging, she pulled on a pair of panties and headed out to the living room.
Martin did a double-take seeing his mom's breasts bounce freely as she came to sit next to him. He was about to mention she didn't want to show too much but bit his tongue. "I queued to the movie. Would you like me to get you some wine?"
"Yes, I'll make the popcorn and help yourself to whatever you want. I know you're underage, but I'm so impressed you allowing your girlfriend to sleep with your father, or should I say both your girlfriends?"
Martin stood up, "Is that weird? I mean Kat, Annie, and I get along so well and I don't know, we never seem to fight about anything," he sighed. "But, you're right. My stomach is in knots. I'm not worried or anything because I know Kat loves me, it's just...I don't know," he sighed. He looked at his watch, "It's been an hour and I miss her, I miss both her and Annie."
"I do know. Look, it's just one night and let's not think about it and watch the movie. I heard it's good, so..." Malorie said, "the bottle of Italian on the right side please," she said as they entered the kitchen.
At first, Malorie lolled against the left side of the couch, trying to keep her legs together, but soon just relaxed as her second glass of wine hit her.
Martin's eyes kept flicking between his mother's legs but tried to focus on the movie. When they paused it for a quick break, Martin was happy to see his mother come back carrying a blanket and sit on his side.
Mal sat down, snuggling up to her son, and draped the blanket across them both. "I need this distraction. Going to the bedroom I was reminded where your father is right now." She looked back at her son, "Not that you are any less in need of a distraction."
"I know. I keep shoving thoughts out of my head. I never thought it would bother me, but...."
Malorie chuckled, "Aren't we a pair. Why did we agree to this? Mark will never look at this old body again after being with Kat and Annie," she sighed.
Martin laughed, "Are you serious? Last year we were comparing mothers at school and, well Drew called you the ultimate MILF and there were a lot of nods of agreement. I'm sorry, but you know what a MILF is?"
Malorie chuckled, "It's not much of a secret, is it? It's flattering I guess."
Martin hesitated, "Um, Bill mentioned that...nevermind, let's get back to the movie," he said as he picked up the remote.
"What? Now I'm curious," she turned to look at her son. "Just tell me. How bad can it be? You just told me your friends want to fuck me."
Martin blushed, "He called you a TILF, you know, T for tits," he blushed.
Malorie laughed, "I do have these going for me," she bounced her breasts. "Ok, nice to know there are men who appreciate me still." She turned her head and kissed her son, a quick peck on the lips, but then looked at him and kissed him a bit less motherly, their tongues playing with each other. She broke the kiss, "Ok, I guess we should change the subject." She pulled the boy's arm over her shoulder and across her chest as she sighed happily. Hitting play on the movie she said, "Ok, let's see how he gets out of this."
Martin's hand was right on her left breast and didn't want to move thinking perhaps his mother was unaware or otherwise unconcerned. Feeling her nipple harden and poke into his palm made his cock throb which he tried to stop with distracting thoughts.
Malorie felt the boy's hand on her chest and blushed unconsciously after placing it there on purpose. She thought about pulling him off, but he seemed unaware he was grabbing her there. She then felt her nipples harden and scrape against his large hand and suddenly desired his touch. Then she felt the pulsing against her back and had no doubt he was aware. She decided that perhaps this was wrong and pulled his hand off her breast but then changed her mind. 'Fuck it. I know what I want right now,' she thought.
If Martin had any doubt his mom was aware that he was feeling her up he knew she realized her mistake when she removed his hand from her breast. He thought she'd put it on her stomach or arm but instead, she placed it on her bare skin below her neck, pushing down gently hinting what she wanted. He felt the smooth skin of her upper chest as he pushed under the loose shirt. Her skin was like silk as he felt her upper chest, then then the swell of her breast, the puffy areola, and the erect nub. He wasn't as cautious now exploring the shape and texture of her nipple. As he pulled gently on her aroused nipple he heard her sigh contentedly.
Malorie closed her eyes feeling the large hand gently stimulate her nipple and draped her left leg over his as her son's other hand stroked up and down her thigh. He kept getting closer to her panty-clad pussy but stopped short every time. She glanced down and saw his pants tenting. She'd seen him once before, though partially erect wondering if he were as large as Mark. If not, then what would happen if Kat wanted more of Mark's huge cock?
Martin could feel the heat emanating from his mother's crotch as he stroked the silky-smooth skin just below her crotch. He loved how this area on a woman's body was always like velvet as if making it easier for the man to nestle between. He felt the edge of her panties and his fingers circled around the hollow made by her stretched tendon. He could feel the moist warmth just next to his fingers and rather than close her legs modestly, she's opened wider, her thigh pressing against his erection. Her breathing was deep with periodic gasps. Should he touch his mother there? He tentatively slipped under the hem.
"Ahhhh," Malorie sighed, "We shouldn't do this," she said while opening her legs wider, "I'm your mother...Oh fuck, damn, you have a nice touch, fat fingers." She turned her head to kiss him again, this time her mouth was more open and she welcomed his tongue into her mouth. "Hmmmmmmm," she moaned as his finger penetrated her slit and pumped in and out of her. Her body was screaming for more, for his lips, his hands, his cock while a small fading voice in her head was telling her this was wrong.
Martin's hand was drenched as he stabbed into his mother's pussy with his middle finger. He knew what she liked as he made sure to press against her clit as he finger-fucked her and pinched and pulled on her nipple feeling her body respond as she writhed against him. He wanted to make her cum, make his mother orgasm and even though his wrist was getting tired, he ground his finger harder against her sopping pussy.
Malorie felt the burning ache in her belly begin to grow, the intensity increase as that fat finger slurped in and out of her, her nipples being pulled hard, and her son's tongue in her mouth. Her son! She couldn't believe she was allowing...no, encouraging her own son to touch her, to arouse her... "Mmmmmpppphhh, mmmmphhh, mmmmm," she exploded, her hips lifting off the couch, legs opened wide humping on the boy's hand.
Martin gripped his mom's pussy hard as she came, now with two fingers inside her. Her mouth was still locked on his, but now sucking on his tongue as if it were a cock. He wondered how her mouth would feel on his cock or if she'd let him fuck her. Maybe that was too much for her since she is his mother, but he'd be happy with a handjob.
Malorie collapsed back breathing heavily. She looked at her son and pulled his fingers out of her and off her chest. She got up and looked down at the tented pants and sighed. "I am torn," she sighed.
"It's ok. I understand," Martin grinned at her, "This was fun but you know...."
Malorie laughed, "No sweetie. I'm torn between giving you a handjob or sucking you off," she said as she pulled off all her clothes.
Martin saw his mom's breasts for the first time in person and he'd known they were large, but seeing how firm they were and how large her pink nipples were caused his cock to ache against his tight pants. Even though she and Annie were both golden blondes, Malorie's trimmed bush was darker than Annie's but her lips looked just as tight, even after his probing. He slid down on the couch cushion lifting his ass when his mother pulled his pants off him. His cock sprang free, slapping loudly on his stomach.
"Holy fuck!" Malorie gasped sitting abruptly back, "You're fucking huge!" She looked at the fat veiny shaft pulsing on her son's stomach reconsidering just a handjob. She tried to get her hand around him but failed. She and Mark were avid porn watchers and loved the guys with big cocks, but they both knew a lot of that was due to camera angles and smaller actresses. She had the sudden urge to call Mark and tell him about their son, but he was most likely busy right now. Also, the next time she saw Annie she needed to find out how Martin's cock compares with some of her co-stars. No way were any as large as this. She felt an incredible surge of pride knowing her son was truly gifted.
***********************************************



Annie felt the cute girl's skilled mouth tease and pleasure her pussy and would have loved to just enjoy it, but Mark's eyes were staring at the two of them, specifically at what must be the most tantalizing vision he'd ever seen, Kat's swollen pussy and ass spread wide open facing him. She wiggled her finger and pointed to the creamy ass thrust up. "I know you wanted to watch us, but I think it's time to see how she can handle a huge cock."
Mark stood up, his throbbing erection in his hand eyes focused on the swollen pink lips. He knelt behind the girl and pressed the plump head of his cock between those soft slick folds briefly thinking that he'll be fucking a pussy that his son has also been fucking. He remembered various girlfriends telling him that once they'd adapted to his huge cock they could not be satisfied with their other boyfriends' smaller dicks. He hoped Kat wouldn't be ruined for Martin, but he mentally shrugged. 'I love the boy, but he'll have to have a decent sized cock being my son.'
"Relax Kat. You'll get used to him but at first, it might hurt a bit," Annie said softly. She watched as the cute redhead lifted her head up from licking Annie's pussy, her eyes closed, her lips making a large O, a low guttural groan rising deep in the throat. "Take it slow, Mark. I don't think our friend has the same experience with fat cocks as I've had," she giggled. Annie was proud of Kat. Mark's cock was impressive, but she'd been easily taking Martin's much longer and fatter cock many times daily. She wanted to hug the girl for her acting skills. The only thing better would have been if she had nervously confessed she were a virgin.
Mark grinned, his cock throbbing eagerly as the girl's velvety hole gripped his cock. He'd dreamed about this for years...play-acted with Malorie too many times to count and now here he was, his cock opening the young girl's pussy. His hands stroked her creamy cheeks as he buried more and more of his throbbing rod into the girl. Mal had been the first woman to take all of his length and he hoped Kat could also, but even if she could only handle so much, he was in heaven.
Kat pressed her face into the bed, arching her back opening herself up more for the man's cock. "God! So big, so big...." she murmured. She knew she could take all of him easily but decided to play it out as she and Annie had planned, "Stop. Let me get used to you," she sighed. "Wow!" she looked back at him, "Feels great. Go ahead, let's see if I can take more....ooooohhhhhh, yessssss!" She looked back, "Fuck me, yessss. I've never felt so full, so....fucked," she sighed. "Oooooohhhhhhh, ffffffuuuuuck!"
Mark took a chance as he was 3/4 inside her and plunged the rest of the way in. At first, he thought he hurt the girl hearing her cry out, but as she thrust her ass back against him more and more urgently, he felt a powerful surge go through him. He decided to treat the girl to his full power and slammed harder and harder into her. He internally grinned hearing her encouraging grunts along with the loud sounds of his hips slapping against her ass cheeks.
'Wow!' Kat thought. He might not be as big as Martin, but as he increased his thrusting she found herself being fucked harder than she ever had before. No boy ever came close to the powerfully rapid fucking she was taking and she loved it. She wondered how to get Martin to fuck her like this. He was an incredible lover but this was animalistic rutting.
Annie slid down and cupped Kat's massive breasts, pulling on her nipples. She could tell by the expression on the girl's face that she was in another world. At first, when Mark began aggressively fucking her, she might have to intercede, but hearing Kat cry out she felt herself getting wetter wanting the same treatment. Her breasts were mashing against Annie's hands, her face pressed into her pussy.
Again she thought how terrific Kat's breasts were. Penny was known for her spectacular natural tits in the adult video world but this girl's were fuller, perkier, and those nipples! Pale pink and puffed out as if begging to be sucked. She just held her hands palms up as her brother-in-law aggressively slammed into the girl, feeling those rock-hard tips slide across her palms with each thrust.
Kat buried her face in Annie's pussy. her intoxicating aroma enhancing the feelings from being pounded aggressively by her boyfriend's father. She heard herself doing guttural squeaks as the man used her cunt, her voice sounding totally alien.
Mark pulled the redhead unto her knees feeling a huge rush seeing her ass cheeks open up. Leaning into the girl he pulled all the way out and slammed into her, repeating it with more power hearing her pant out, "Fuck me, fuck me," over and over.
She felt used. Simply a tight hole being stabbed repeatedly by a rock hard steel rod. She felt like a little girl being skewered and the orgasm she'd felt coming on for a while exploded. "Oh fuck, there...there, aaaaahhh, aaaah, yesssss," the girl grunted out as she came so hard her consciousness almost spun away.
Mark held onto those creamy ass cheeks as the girl ground her young pussy against him and he'd thought he pull out at this time so he could try Annie's pussy he'd dreamt about for so many years, but Katerina felt so good he pulled out and flipped her over. Even after what must have been a draining orgasm, the redhead eagerly opened her legs and guided his cock back into her wet snatch.
Kat's hands explored Martin's father's chest, impressed with how toned her was. When her fingers found his tight nipples, she heard him groan and his strokes became even more urgent.
"God! Fuck! You feel so good, are you on the pill? I'm so close," he spat.
Kat sucked a nipple into her mouth and looked up at the man, "Does it matter? I can't see you pulling out right now." She grabbed his ass and flicked her tongue on his nipple again hearing him, feeling him explode inside her.
***********************************************
Tom Cruise saved civilization so Martin grabbed the remote and turned off the TV. He thought back to his naked mother sucking on his cock and how she kept pulling off to stroke him with both hands, her eyes on his cock like she'd never seen one before. She moaned happily when he came, stroking furiously as rope after rope splattered onto his chest. He thought she'd just lie back after he cleaned up, but she wouldn't let him put his pants back on and lay naked on the couch gripping him until she fell asleep.
Then he internally shuddered perhaps for the hundredth time about his dad with Kat and Annie. He'd never felt jealousy after Craig and Kat, but all night he felt an ache thinking about her in bed...but shockingly he felt the exact same ache thinking about Annie. It occurred to him his love for both was almost identical. How is that possible? His thoughts were interrupted as his mother's hand started stroking his cock again.
Malorie opened her eyes, "Did he save the world?" she asked.
"He did. It was nip and tuck but he did it, but more importantly, he saved the girl," he grinned, "How the hell could you sleep through all that noise?" he asked.
Shrugging, "I might have dreamt about helicopters and explosions and telephone poles so it wasn't great sleep," she yawned. "I'm going to bed." She hesitated, looking at her son, "I really hate to get into that bed alone." Her eyes strayed down to his semi-flaccid penis and unconsciously licked her lips, "But it might be inappropriate..." her voice trailed off.
Martin chuckled, "Whatever seemed inappropriate a year ago now seems to be the norm. I'd prefer not to be alone also. I hate to admit it, but I feel a lot more jealous than I thought I'd be. It's stupid since we all know it's a one-time thing.
Malorie stood up and hugged her son, conscious of his firm cock nestled between her legs, "I know. My stomach hurts thinking how Mark will feel about me after sampling those taut young bodies. But what if they don't want it to be a one-time thing? I hope we haven't opened Pandora's Box," She chuckled, "or Kat's box..." She hugged her son, "How ya goin' to keep them down on the farm once they've seen the city?"
Martin felt the warmth of his mother's velvety skin, "Feel something poking against you? And that is with me trying to stay under control. You have no idea how incredibly hot you are if you think Kat or Annie will make dad desire you less." He stroked her breast and her ass, "Also, it's strange you used the word taut as I thought that exact word when you stripped naked earlier." He kissed her feeling her respond against him, "If you like, I'll spend the rest of the night demonstrating how desirable you are."
Malorie let Martin easily lift her up wrapping her legs around his waist. Any doubts she had about not being wanted or letting her son fuck her dissipated as she felt the fattest cock slide into her. "Oh baby, yessss. Fuck me, take me upstairs and fuck meeee," she hissed. She groaned louder as the boy took each step driving him deeper inside her. She never knew her boy was this strong as he effortlessly carried her up the stairs and into the bedroom, throwing her down.
Martin looked down, his mother's legs spread wide, the look of pure surrender he'd come to love. Rather than continue fucking which he wanted more than anything, he picked up a foot and began kissing his way up her leg towards her waiting sex.
***********************************************
"Yes. You don't need to ask since I'm yours," Kat purred. "Every part of me."
Mark grinned, "But I don't want to hurt you. Have you ever...?"
Kat blushed, "No, but should that matter? We told you, we're your presents. Please do what you want with us. Annie, can you grab the lube?" She winked at her blonde friend as Mark took the tube and got her ass and his cock ready.
Annie crawled around and knelt by her brother-in-law, "I should have brought a strap-on. Doesn't she have the prettiest cunt? Prettiest ass?" She leaned down and licked the girl's slit and sat back up, "Here, let me help," she ordered gripping the fat cock as he pressed forward. "If you want you can finish in my ass, I've seen how you look at me when I walk away." She let go of his cock hearing Kat yelp as the head popped in.
Kat was able to fake feeling any discomfort and gave a guttural moan as he worked more and more inside her rectum. She loved anal sex and remembered back when Martin and Annie DPed her. She thought about next Thanksgiving and maybe Mark and Martin might want to do some father/son bonding.
Mark felt a machine. He'd fucked both girls multiple times, once alternating between the two as they pressed their chests into the bed, asses thrust up towards the ceiling inviting his cock into their cunts. Here he was on his 6th erection of the night getting to fuck that ass he'd first seen at that basketball game. He nodded at Annie, "Get your ass ready, I think I'll take you up on that," he groaned as he felt the girl's ass cheeks press against his hips. He was about to let her get used to him but heard a pleasured groan and stopped thrusting as the girl took over and pushed her ass back against him.
"O,h fuuuuccck," Kat moaned, "Damn this feels good." She looked at her blonde friend, "You told me but I didn't listen."
Annie reached between her friend's legs and stroked her wet pussy knowing exactly what she likes when getting her ass pounded. "I did tell you. Wait until you have two cocks. One in each hole," she purred in the girl's ear. "Would you prefer to have your ass filled with his cum? You would, wouldn't you?" She looked up at her brother-in-law, "I think your fuck-toy here wants you to cum inside her ass." She patted her own ass, "Perhaps we should save something for your next birthday," she grinned at the man. The redhead was grinding back against Mark's cock and Annie's hand more urgently, "You are a little fuck-toy aren't you? Your next birthday? I'm going to get some of my friends to fly in and use all your holes, you'd like that," she whispered in the girl's ear while pulling on a nipple.
Kat felt another orgasm coming on listening to Annie call her a fuck-toy, her ass filled with cock and thinking about a group of strange men taking her, "Yesss, yes, fuck meeee, take all my hooooollllessss," she cried out.
Mark's hands gripped the girl's ass as she writhed against him. She still had that muscular cheerleader ass that he'd admired and even though he'd already cum 6 times he couldn't hold back.
***********************************************
"Again?" Malorie asked with a smile on her face as she felt a hard cock pressing against her ass. Earlier after Martin skillfully brought her off with his tongue, he'd mounted her and she remembered the thrill of feeling her cunt being stretched out like no man ever had. But it was when he buried himself inside her and she felt his cock hitting parts she never knew existed that she felt heard herself cry out loudly. She almost didn't recognize her voice as it was so deep, so guttural. That orgasm came just five minutes after the last one.
Malorie had been feeling down thinking perhaps she'd made a mistake arranging the night with Mark and those two young women. How appealing would she be to him after he'd sampled their tight pleasures? She responded to Martin's hard rod as he shifted and shoved it between her thighs. "Ohhh, fuck," she moaned as that fat head slid across her wet slit before hitting her clit. She opened her legs as the boy guided his cock inside her for the 5th time that night. Any doubts she had about her sexual appeal had been literally driven out of her by her insatiable son.
***********************************************
Mark woke up seeing the sun leaking through the curtains. His cock was nestled inside the beautiful redhead's ass still after they both collapsed when he came inside her. The warmth of Annie's body pressed against his back, the feel of Kat's huge breast in his hand made him consider staying here forever. He felt his cock throb and as he pressed into the girl he felt her press back.
Kat purred feeling the man's cock grow inside her, his rough fingers playing with her nipples, his other hand opening up her pussy. The men in this family are horny as hell, not that she will ever complain. She opened her legs allowing better access and turned her head to kiss the man, "Morning. This is a great way to be awakened, a big fat cock inside me," she sighed.
Annie groaned, "Again? I'm showering since check out is in two hours unless we extend our stay." She crawled over the two humping bodies kissing each, "Don't be too long unless you want to go home without cleaning up," she giggled seeing the older man humping against the young creamy-skinned girl. Martin apparently inherited his father's stamina and desire. The pill helped but only so much. The rest was hormones or something else. As she climbed into the shower she couldn't think of any male performer she'd been with who would have been able to keep up with either man.
She was just rinsing off when the shower door opened and Kat stepped in. She pulled the girl into an embrace, "Sweetie, you look like you can't even walk anymore. Did that mean man abuse your poor twat?"
Kat groaned, "My twat, my ass, my mouth, my tits," she sighed, "I love this family."
Annie laughed, "We are a pretty slutty bunch, here I got this," she took the washcloth from the girl. "I remember the first time we showered together. It seems like years ago," she said softly. "I never thanked you for convincing me to be Martin's first. It remains one of my best memories."
Kat smiled and nodded, "Mine too." She braced herself against the shower wall feeling exhaustion as Annie bathed her from head to toe. Her twat and ass felt sore as Mark's cock might not be as huge as Martin's but he was a lot more aggressive. Martin always makes love to her which she loves, but his father fucked her every which way. She'd never been used like that and never came some many times either. This is not something she could take every night but perhaps once a year on his birthday might be fun.
***********************************************
Martin hugged his mother, "This has been a fun weekend, but I guess we need to get back." He looked at his dad, "Happy birthday again. I hope it was everything you dreamt it would be," he grinned.
Mark laughed, "I'd tell you all about it, but perhaps not," he grinned, "Suffice to say, best day ever let alone best birthday." He turned to Kat, "Thanks. Really. My son has to be the luckiest guy in the world to be with someone like you," he hugged her feeling those incredible breasts pressed against him.
Kat felt the man's warmth against her remembering the many times he'd taken her a couple of nights ago. As he released her, she pulled his face down and gave him an opened mouthed kiss. She pulled back and looked at him, "Happy birthday. Someday I'd like to celebrate birthdays with my boyfriends' families and be able to walk the next day," she said before kissing him again. She turned to Malorie, "Sorry that you and Martin had to spend a boring evening at home while you sicced your husband on us," she grinned, "And speaking of the other horribly abused party, here's Annie."
Annie held out a memory stick, "Here. This is my last adult video. I'm selling my share of the production company to Marco and going into business with Brant Copper doing documentaries on endangered species." She looked over at Martin and Kat, "I'll be traveling but I'm not going anywhere."
"That is so cool," Malorie grinned, "Going from the least endangered to the most endangered. What are you guys calling the new company?"
Annie grinned, "That was the easy part, Copper Penny Productions. It's fitting as the penny is close to being endangered," she sighed.
Mark took the stick with a questioning look between Annie and Kat, "Is this....?"
Kat nodded, "We thought at your advanced age you might forget some things so we set up six hidden cameras. Annie and I spent the morning cutting and editing." She looked over at Malorie, "It was your wife who suggested it."
Mark took the stick looking at his wife, "You sure?"
Malorie quickly hugged Kat, Annie, and Martin, "Drive safely. I'm sure you're anxious to get back," she smiled at them. Taking her husband's hand she pulled him up the stairs to their bedroom.
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"Dave, you're coming to the party tonight. I have a few people that want to meet you," Ray Peoples said looking uncomfortable, "Look, I'm sorry. I really am but you need to get out sometime and as this is a company-wide gathering..." he stopped seeing Dave nod, "Ok. Great." He stopped and looked at his most valuable employee, "I wish I could say something, anything...um, thanks. I talked to Cherie and well. um...look we'll see you there, Ok?" He turned and headed back to the elevators.
Dave Stansfield looked at his screen. It had been three months. Three months since he was sitting right here when he got the call from Denise at the front desk that a couple of policemen were here to see him. It was one policeman and one policewoman but it didn't change the bad news about the accident, the crash that ripped his reality right out from under him. He didn't remember falling to the floor, but the memory of Denise kneeling on the floor, tears streaming down her face will forever be stuck in his mind. Everybody loved the twins. For the last 7 years, they were the most spoiled little girls on the planet. Denise, Jennifer, Jessica, and others always got them birthday presents, always remembered.
Dave wiped away the tears and thought about Leonard Hofstadter's mother saying "Buck up sissy pants," and tried to get hold of himself. There had been a few company get-togethers since the accident but he couldn't face the sympathy, the genuine tears in the eyes of his co-workers. He looked at Mr. Peoples as the doors closed. He loved the man who was more like a father than his own. This caused Dave to chuckle. His father walked out when he was in kindergarten. He'd gotten home and half the furniture and all his clothes had been cleared out. He couldn't even remember the last time he saw him or what he'd last said.
He stood up trying to suppress the bad memories that always seemed to flood his brain once the gate opened. His father leaving him and his mother, and all the memories of being teased since his mother was apparently hot and so many of the other boys kept offering to ease her loneliness. It got more graphic as the boys got older and they finally understood what they were talking about. Chip Davies was the worst as he slept with his mom their senior year. He shuddered remembering coming into the kitchen and seeing Chip behind his barely clothed mother, hands under her tee-shirt playing with her breasts.
Dave felt like slapping himself. 'Stop with the memories!' he thought, 'Don't even think about Laura at the prom, don't...' the images of his date naked on the grass behind the auditorium, lavender dress tossed aside, Chip's ass rising and falling between her legs flooded his brain. He picked up the phone, "Jennifer, can you tell Mr. Peoples I'm leaving early so I can get ready for that thing tonight? Thanks, you too. I know. It was more than a suggestion. Later," he sighed as he hung up.
"Cherie," Dave smiled as he climbed out of the car, "I thought you'd still be at work."
"I was, but Ray called and told me to make sure you, we get to the party tonight on time. I guess there's a bunch of execs flying in," she frowned, "and we both know how much you hate mingling with those types."
Dave nodded, "Christ! Usually a bunch of self-important puppets mouthing the same clichés and somehow using verbs and nouns and nouns as verbs. If I hear 'what is the ask' one more time..." he moaned, "Nevermind, don't worry about me, I'll be ready and on time." He held the door checking out how nicely dressed she was. The red outfit hugged her curves, accentuating her impressive assets, and was as short as possible without being slutty.
Cherie chuckled, "I love how you've never gotten tired of looking at my legs," she commented.
"I love how you call Mr. Peoples Ray."
"I'm don't know, Mr. Peoples sounds formal, he's told you over and over to call him Ray. Anyhow, I've called him Ray for as long as I can remember. I know how you guys are and if calling him Ray doesn't work for you, call him dad?"
"You can call him dad, I'm not going there. Anyhow, I'll get changed, and let's grab dinner over at Angelo's."
Cherie nodded and looked at the picture on the mantle, "This is my favorite picture," she said with tears in her eyes, "They were so beautiful," she said wiping tears from her face.
Dave took the picture of the three blondes at the beach, the two girls looking like their mother. They would have been 8 years old next week. He hugged Cherie tightly, "Mine too. I remember Hanna saying it was the best day ever and Hailey grinning and nodding," he choked back a sob.
Cherie held on, "And just a week later..."
***********************************************
"Excuse me, I have to go greet somebody," Ray said to the three men he'd been talking to. "Dave, great to see you here and on time. Cherie, I knew I could count on you to get our boy here," he kissed the girl on the cheek.
"Hey, when Ray Peoples gives orders..." she grinned, "It was good to get him out of the house finally."
"I'm amazed you were able to get him here on time," he chuckled.
"I'm right here," Dave grumbled, "Where's the bar? I think I need a drink, then I'm going to find a place to plug in my laptop. You know the issues we've been having with the memory leak? I think I narrowed it down..."
"Over there, Cherie, grab his laptop bag and I'll lock it safely up. It's a time to relax, though we have a half dozen suits flying in from St. Louis that want to meet Dave, three are candidates VP of Operations. They heard about the work Dave's done," he patted the man on the shoulder, "I'll find you when they get here. I haven't met them yet," Ray looked over towards the entrance. "Some guys named Edward Sykes, Chelmsford Davies III, and Fred Smith," he sighed, "all MBAs with managing Operation teams. Chelmsford the third. I'll bet that guy got beat up a lot in school," he muttered.
"They're the guys from MilliTech?" Dave asked, "I heard they are pretty cutting edge with their infrastructure and DevOps implementation," he sighed, "I hope they're more than just suits." He looked at Mr. Peoples, "No offense but something about the tie must choke off logical thought."
"Damn! I need to put that on my signature," the CEO laughed. "Go on, go loosen up. Cher, I'd like to talk to you later if you have time away from babysitting," he smiled then turned to go back to the group of men he was chatting with.
Dave and Cherie went over to a table in the corner, "You hate these things but I love them," she looked around, "All the women are dressed to the nines and the guys are looking hot," he grinned, "You're allowed to look. Who is the redhead in the slinky black dress over by the plants?"
"That's Megan from Business Objects," Dave looked over, "She is pretty, and knows her shit. What a brain," he sighed.
"Ask her to dance," she suggested, "Are those real?" She sat up as the woman turned.
"I never asked nor has the subject come up," he chuckled, "I'd rather dance with you," he stood holding out his hand. "I prefer being seen with the most beautiful woman here."
"Wow! I never thought you paid attention. Thanks, I do love this song," she sighed happily.
Dave found himself feeling a peace he hadn't felt in months. Cherie was a lithe, graceful dancer who was skilled yet eager to be led. They were playing soft, slow music perfect for holding onto a partner and losing oneself. Into the third song, he became aware of a boisterous set of male voices. His stomach suddenly felt sour as one sounded familiar.
"Dave Stansfield, is that you?"
Dave turned to see the tall suited man approach, hand out. "Um, yes. Hi Chip," he said, trying to sound confident yet failing as he firmly shook the man's hand.
"I go by Ford now or Chelmsford," the man grinned, "I can't believe it." He looked at his buddies, "We went to Westfield High together and he was the smartest kid in our school. You work here?" Seeing him nod he grinned, "That is so cool. What do you do? What division are you in?" He stopped, "Shit! We'll get to that. Man, we had good times back there. I often think back as those might have been the best years of my life." He turned to the two other men, "Peter Brice and John Benson with MilliTech. I guess after the merger we're all part of SkyHill."
Dave shook hands with Peter and John noting all three wore very expensive custom suits, "Dave Stansfield, good to meet you and um, welcome to SkyHill." He turned to the blonde standing there, "This is Cherie, um, she doesn't work here." he wondered why he didn't include her last name or any relationship details, but no one seemed to notice.
Ford held out his hand, "Really great to meet you," he said, his eyes overtly checking out her chest and hips. He looked back at Dave still holding the blonde's hand, "Anyhow, what do you do here? I'll bet it's IT."
Dave nodded, "Yes, IT. Senior Unix SA," he said trying to make it sound more...anything.
"Of course you are. Dave was the AV guy back in school. He might have been a nerd but always seemed to have great taste in girls." He looked back at Cherie, "Can I borrow your wife for a dance?" He looked around, "I probably shouldn't. It would be better to work my way up to the most beautiful woman here but I can't resist," he said holding out his hand.
Cherie grinned at Dave blushing, "I'd love to dance. Are you ok with this?" she asked, before looking up at the tall, powerfully built man."
Dave stepped back, the sour stomach he always had around Chip or Ford or whatever the fuck he wants to be called. "Sure, I need to go..." he trailed off as Chip led Cherie out onto the makeshift dance floor.
Dave looked at the two men who gave Dave a worried look, " Well, it was nice to meet you, but there are some people I need to talk to. Why didn't he protest, why did he not say anything? 'Am I always going to be bullied by guys like Chip? I could have corrected him, I could have said no,' he thought to himself as he went over to where Mr. Peoples was standing.
"So you're Dave Stansfield," the man said with a grin, "Damn! I expected a short guy with glasses, you look like you should be in sales," he said looking at Ray, "So he's the guy that made this merger possible?"
Ray looking proudly at the 28-year-old man with pride, "He did. It was his engineering and drive..."
Dave tried to look interested in the recount of his recent successes, but it no longer seemed to matter. He looked out as Cherie and Chip dancing and the man's hands no longer were on the small of her back but further down. He knew Cherie wouldn't say or do anything and he couldn't understand why it mattered, but perhaps anyone but Chip dancing with..."
"Yes, I am the lead on the Jupiter project," Dave responded aware they were now talking to him, "We have a great team of six pretty much devoted to it," he looked at the grey-haired man. 'Why was Cherie pressing her body against his?' he thought.
"Dave go grab a drink and let's show Ted, Michael, and Sherman the schematics. Gentlemen, you're going to love this. Totally cutting edge and could possibly save us millions," he said proudly.
As Dave went around the dance floor, Chip came up to him.
"Cherie had to hit the ladies' room, I have to say you scored big time," Ford said with a grin. He looked up as his two friends joined them, "Guys, what do you think of this guy's wife? I know, right?" He grinned at Dave, "On the other hand he has the hottest mom you'll ever meet, and wow! Is she eager in the sack," he patted Dave on the shoulder, "Then there was Linda or Emily, hell! Anyhow, tight? She almost passed out during the prom. I know you saw us. I remember now. Her name was Laura. She didn't go to Westfield, some other school?" he slapped Dave on the shoulder. He looked at the two men, "Do you think I might make the trifecta with Cherie?"
Peter spoke up, "Dude, leave her alone. Dave looks like a nice guy and you just can't screw his wife," he looked at Ford.
"Oh I can, there's never been a question of that. But you're right, it's if I should," he winked at Peter, "Dave, I always liked you so I'll give you a break. Your wife won't be ruined by finally getting a huge dick inside her."
Dave stepped back wanting to punch the man, "Sure, ruined is a pretty accurate statement. You have no idea what you're talking about but you really should back off and find someone else than Cherie, not for me but for your own sake. Anyhow, I doubt she'd slum it with a guy like you." he said as he turned away. He was stopped by a hand on his shoulder.
"You think I'm not good enough for blondie? Ok, here's the deal. I'll bet you $100 I will be between your wife's legs by the end of the night. Hell, I'll give you 10 to 1 odds on that." He said as he pushed his face right into Dave's.
Dave stepped back, "Not happening. I'm telling you, there is zero chance of you laying a hand on my wife, so go find someone else to prey on. It's an impossible bet for you to win."
Ford grinned, "50 to 1 says I'll be fucking your wife by the end of the night and on top of that I hope she's on the pill because I don't plan on using protection," he spat.
Dave saw Peter and John try to pull their colleague away but Dave stopped them, "Ok. I'll take your wager. $100 if you screw my wife or $5,000 if you don't. Dude, you set yourself up here and you don't even know it. Never in a million years will you get even close to my wife," he spat.
"Good! Here's the deal. You can't go get her and drive off. You have to stay until at least midnight and you stay away from her. No interfering. Got it?" Realizing he'd raised his voice he looked around to see if anyone heard and there was just a couple at the next table apparently not paying attention.
Dave looked over as Cherie approached, "Got it." He kissed the blonde on the cheek, "Mr. Peoples wants me to show some guys around, will you be ok if I leave you with these guys?"
Cherie wondered what they'd been talking about. At first, it looked like a fight, but she must have been mistaken and both men looked happy. "Sure, I can't see a downside to being with three great-looking guys," she grinned at Dave, "I'll see you later?"
Dave glared at Chip, "Please be good to her, she's a great person," he said. He looked at Cherie thinking this was a mistake then smiled at her, "Watch out for these guys, especially Ford. But you're a big girl. I'll catch you later." He turned and headed over to get his drink.
Cherie found herself dancing with one after another of the guys. All seemed to like pressing their bodies close to her, their hands straying to her ass, the sides of her breasts mashed against their chests. She wondered what Dave was doing as she'd assumed they'd spend time together here since he was always working, but these guys were so attentive she'd found herself happy being the center of their attention.
"Look, here's the plan." Chip looked out at Peter and Cherie grinding against each other. "Can you go check out some of the offices to see if there's a place I can take blondie? It will also need a closet or side office where you can capture us on video. I'm sure Dave will require proof," he said as he handed John his phone, "Hell," he said looking out at his friend grinding against the girl, "As a bonus, you and Peter can fight over who gets sloppy seconds," he laughed.
Cherie had never been so groped in her life and that is saying something. She was blessed with the perfect body, long shapely legs, a tight perky ass, flared hips with a narrow waist and breasts. It was the breasts that caught men's eyes first. DDs on her fairly small frame seemed larger. She fanned herself as she headed back to the ladies' room having to get rid of all wine she'd been drinking. Peter always seemed to know when her glass was getting down and appeared with a fresh one. These guys weren't nearly as bad as she'd first thought. She wondered why Dave originally looked unhappy to see an old classmate. He was charming, gentle but obviously powerful and was seriously packing between his legs.
She washed her hands and looked at herself. Maybe this dress was a bad idea. The flimsy material clung to her curves more as she perspired and it seemed the vee was exposing more of her impressive cleavage while her nipples poked through the thin fabric. She wished she could have worn a bra but she wanted Dave to think about something other than the accident. She headed back out to the main area where the music was getting louder.
Dave finished up showing the executives the projects, the datacenters, and everything else they wanted. He was told about his role in the upcoming merger and the new VP of Operations. He didn't care as long as whoever it is lets him do his job. He looked at his watch seeing it was 11:30 and headed over to where he'd last seen Cherie.
Cherie had just sat down and was fanning herself from the many dances when she saw Dave approach. She jumped up, giving him a hug, "Holy shit! What did they make you do, show them every line of your code?" She looked at the three men, "On the other hand, these guys might have gotten to know my every line of my code if you hadn't shown up," she smiled.
"I knew you would find a way to entertain yourself. It's getting late, shall we head out?" he asked.
Chip was about to protest as it wasn't yet midnight, but relaxed hearing Cherie decline.
"You go ahead. I could dance a bit more and I need to head over to my parent's house after this. Mom needs help with Gram's stuff and I told her I'd be there. You go on. I'll talk to you tomorrow?" She said before kissing him, "You get some sleep." She said feeling a bit tipsy.
Dave nodded but heard his name, "Or not. I guess I am needed again," he sighed, "At least I've just had half a drink," he said. He looked at Chip, "Nice seeing you again, and meeting you guys." He turned and saw the three men looking at a folder.
Chip nodded at John as he sat back down next to Cherie, "So now that we're alone..." he laughed.
Cherie felt the effects of the wine and didn't stop the man as he stroked her bare thigh higher and higher. She'd been feeling an increasing need between her legs the more the men groped her and was feeling frustrated that she committed to her parents and would not find a release for this itch. On the other hand, she was feeling more and more relaxed as the night went on.
Ford felt the dampness in her panties and rather than push his hand away she'd opened her legs slightly under the table. "You have any idea how beautiful you are?" he asked as he listened to her breathing get heavier. He took a chance and slid his fingers under the leg band.
"Mmmmm, I could look like a horse and men always say how beautiful a woman is when his fingers are inside her," she giggled. She pulled his hand out, "That's enough. I like this song," she said standing up, "Come on. I couldn't possibly have worn you out yet. The night is yet young," she laughed.
When Ford got back he saw John nodding at him from the doorway, "Excuse me. I need to ask John something," he said as he held the chair for the incredible blonde. He knew that in no more than ten minutes his cock would be in the tight cunt. He'd been wanting to smell his finger ever since he'd felt how wet she was but he knew he'd be able to taste the source of that nectar soon. He'd taken many wives and he knew the signs. She was already fantasizing about having his cock inside her and most likely wondering who would be taking which hole.
"I found the perfect room. Down the hall, take the stairs to the left. Room 218. I'll grab Peter. Give us five minutes," John grinned in anticipation.
Ford stood by the blonde, "You said you know this building well, I'd like that tour now," he smiled.
Unsteadily standing, Cherie looked around, "Sure, but where are John and Peter? They said they wanted a tour also."



"They had to go meet someone but we'll be here next week. I know you don't work here, but there couldn't be a hotter tour guide in the company, so..."
"If I didn't know any better I'd suspect you just want to get me into one of those empty offices, but since you're a friend of Dave's I'll give you the nickel tour. Come on, we'll start over here," she said leading him down the hallway John and Peter went.
They peeked in doors and down hallways when Ford put a hand on the girl's shoulder and pulled her into a kiss. At first, she resisted but opened her mouth then let out a soft moan when his hand fulling covered her large breast. He felt his cock throb to full hardness feeling her response by grinding against it. He internally grinned with the multiple positive thoughts running through his head. First, and this was by far #1, he relished the thought of fucking this babe. Then there's the added satisfaction of fucking a married woman, someone's with, but this is Dave Stansfield's wife and that twerp always made him feel insecure about himself with his brilliance back in high school. But then he thought about how great the meal will taste when he spends the $100. For some reason food and pussy always tastes better when it is taken from someone else.
Cherie pushed the man off realizing anyone could see them. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and sighed, "Let's continue the tour. What would you like to see next?" She laughed, seeing where his eyes went, "No, I meant what part of the building?"
Ford looked around, "There," pointing to the stairs, "What's up there?" he asked. "More offices?"
"Yes, those are the executives. Come on, I'll show you. There's a boardroom at the end where I'm sure you'll be meeting a lot." She glanced at the huge tent in the man's pants before turning and leading him up the stairs. She knew he was checking out her ass and playfully flicked up the back of the dress exposing her tiny panties.
Ford hadn't felt this hard since he led Laura out the back door of the auditorium at the prom. She was resistant at first, but once she touched his cock, stroked it he knew she was his. Man! What a body she had. Where the fuck did a nerd like Dave find a girl like that. He remembered how warm it was that night yet how hard her nipples got when they were exposed to the night air. His one regret was he didn't take his time. How was he to know she was still a virgin? Anyhow it was seeing the shocked look on Dave's face, that he felt the most unbelievable rush of blood to his cock he'd ever felt. The look of shock, the tears in his eyes were so fucking arousing.
Cherie felt the man's hands stroking her ass and stopped. "You want to do it here on the stairs?" she chuckled, "or there's the conference room at the end of the hall," she pointed. She reached out gripping the front of his pants, "Wow! I think you would do it right here."
Ford groaned as she let go and ran up the remaining steps. He was surprised when she came to the door marked 218 and opened it. He turned the lights on and grabbed the girl's wrist when she went to turn it off, "Leave it on. We can draw the shades. I want to see you," he said as he went over to the windows.
Cherie felt butterflies in her stomach having never done anything like this before. She's had sex in the back of cars, in bed, on couches, even on the hood of a car but never in an office building. She couldn't believe how wet she felt. It reminded her of that day in college with the two brothers on the golf team who took turns with her behind the 16th green. They hoped no one would hit the ball long and discover them, but she took four loads of cum with dozens of golfers chatting and hitting within 20 feet. She'd always wanted to repeat that, but never could get it to work.
Ford walked back over to the table noticing the door to the dark room open 6" and the blonde perched on the table directly under a bright overhead light. She opened her legs letting him get close and welcomed his tongue back in her mouth. His hands slid up her creamy thighs and gripping the hem pulled the dress up and off her body.
Cherie groaned feeling the cool air on her bare skin and worried that someone would look in the window in the door, then felt a rush hoping someone would. She stroked the man's hair as he attacked her breasts, his hands trying to feel all of her, his lips biting and sucking on her nipples. "Damn, you don't waste any time, do you? Yesss, so good, feels so good," she sighed.
The two men watched as their friend spent considerable time pleasuring the blonde's tits and they could see why. They were huge with very little sag and large nipples. "Fuck, my mouth is watering watching his suck on those," Peter whispered, "If he lets us fuck her I am fucking those tits."
"Damn, yes. Oh, shit, look at that pussy. I love blonde cunt," John whispered as Ford knelt to pull off her panties. The girl stepped out of the damp looking garment, then slid up onto the table, legs opened wide. They watched as the man pressed his face against that furry cunt and drove the girl over the top almost immediately. John realized his tongue was out and flicking the empty air.
Cherie couldn't believe it when as soon as Ford's tongue hit her slit and her clit, she felt an orgasm coming on. She opened her legs wide imagining someone watching her sluttiness with a man she'd just met and when he flicked his tongue back and forth on her sensitive nub, she exploded.
Ford gripped those flexing ass cheeks as the girl came and when she was done he stood up, but when she reached for his cock, he stopped her, "Hold on. I've been fantasizing about that ass all evening. Yes, that's it. You are a little slut, aren't you?" he asked as she turned around onto her hands and knees as if reading his mind.
Cherie mewed loudly as she felt that mouth on her sensitive pussy again but it was his tongue flicking up and onto her anus that drove her nuts, "Oh fuck! You don't have to...Oh shit that feels good," she cried as a fat finger plunged into her twat.
John was stroking the front of his pants while holding the phone steady capturing the scene in front of them. The blonde's tits were pressed against the wooden table, her back arched while she thrust her ass in the air. He could see by the way Ford's arm was moving that he was roughly fingering the girl, his face buried between her cheeks. He saw Peter was doing the same thing, except his hand was inside his pants. He almost came when the girls cried out she was cumming again.
Ford's fingers and hands were dripping when the girl came down from her second orgasm. He wasn't always as attentive to the sluts he picked up, but he wanted this one to always think about him when she was with that asshole, Dave. There's no way had she ever cum so quickly and she hadn't even gotten to the main course yet.
Cherie rolled off the table and as the man unbuttoned his shirt she knelt and worked his pants undone and onto the floor. "Holy mother of God!" she spat out, "This is huge," she gasped as the fat sausage spring free. She tried to wrap her hands around the pulsing shaft but couldn't.
"Biggest you've ever seen? Ever had?" he asked. Seeing her nod, "Bigger than..."
"Stop. Ok. It's the biggest," she spat out. Yes, bigger than his and his. That's the definition of biggest. I hate it that guys need their egos stroked." She looked back at what was in her hands and felt the large bulbous head. She had a sudden feeling of dread as to what this could do to her, but the urgent throbbing in her pussy indicated someone wanted to find out. She felt his hand on her head and allowed her mouth to be guided onto his cock.
"Wow, your mouth feels so good," he sighed, "Sorry, you're right, oohhhh yessss," he groaned as the girl began sucking on his cock. He'd been fairly hard all night and with relief now in sight, he wanted to cum so badly, but he needed to hold off. He wondered how to spend the entire night with her. "Damn girl, you've done this before."
Cherie didn't want him to cum in her mouth yet wanted to taste him, 'Damn men! All they can do is one shot and they're done for the night.' she sighed regrettably. She liked the taste of cum and it was a treat when it happened and frustrating as most men have no interest in sex after cumming. This guy wasn't going to leave her frustrated. She popped his cock out of her mouth, wiping her lips with the back of her hand. "I need you inside me. How do you want me?" she asked.
Ford grinned, "Christ, so many ways, but first..." he turned her and pressed her chest onto the table. Gently kicking her legs apart he gripped his cock and pressed the head against her dripping slit.
Cherie gritted her teeth waiting for the expected pain, but instead, she felt a tight pleasure. The man might have been somewhat of an ass, but he was patient and took his time working the fat length inside her.
Peter had to yank his hands out of his pants as he was close to cumming seeing the look on the girl's face. It was like 100% of her awareness was directed to her cunt as the man worked more and more of his abnormally long snake into her. He loved tag-teaming with Ford as women were always more than eager to get fucked over and over after he loosened them up. Not their cunts, their resistance to a gang bang. "Wow! is she cumming a third time?" Peter whispered, "Poor Dave. He'll never satisfy his wife ever again."
"I never could figure out of most women can take that thing," John whispered back, "I mean, where does it go?"
Cherie was wondering the same thing as she felt the head press repeatedly against her cervix. She'd never actually had a penis hit her there, but she felt it more and more as he became more aggressive. Even with that discomfort, orgasm after orgasm exploded through her body. She felt almost limp when the man pulled out and flipped her over onto her back. She let her legs be pulled up to her chest as he plunged his cock back into her sopping hole.
"I love how you take my cock. Many women can only take 3/4 of me." He grabbed a tit, "You are the whole package, aren't you? A body made for fucking, great tits, tight cunt, I'll bet a great ass," he groaned as he picked up the pace. When he reached down and slid a finger into her anus she came again. He'd lost count of how many times she'd gotten off and knew this was a fuck she'd cherish forever. "I saw you look over to the door, no one is watching. Or, maybe they are," he kissed her as she humped harder against his assault.
Cherie thought about someone watching her being a slut, then wondered where Peter and John were. It wouldn't surprise her if Ford arranged for then to see him fuck her. Her thoughts about the other two men watching were driven away as another orgasm crashed through her.
Ford held onto the girl, his mouth crushed against hers as she writhed against him. He knew it was time for his friends to help as he desperately needed to cum inside this tight cunt. As she went limp, her breathing ragged he asked, "You like that thought, don't you? Peter and John are right there watching. Their cocks are rock hard and ready to fuck you. Say it, tell me you want them to fuck you, say it."
"Yessss, fuck yes," she sighed as she looked over at the door. "I want them to fuck me, take turns filling me with cum," she panted.
Ford picked up his pace feeling the aching in his balls increase, "I'll cum inside you then I'll tell them to come in and take over, ok?"
She grabbed his ass pulling him into her harder and harder, "Fuck me. Cum inside me...ohhhhh, fuck!" she groaned, "Yes, yes, yes, let them fuck meeeeee," she cried as they both came together.
Ford felt the pleasurable agony peak then release as he jetted more sperm than he could remember into the girl's cunt. It was a rush having her pull him in deeper as if hungry for his sperm to reach her womb. When they both collapsed onto the table, Ford stroked the sweat-matted hair off her face, "You're the best fuck I've ever had. How can you cum so many times?" he asked.
Cherie giggled, "I haven't a clue. I never came more than once and most often I don't cum at all," she sighed as she stroked his face. She looked around, "We should get dressed..."
"Maybe not. Guys?" Ford said looked towards the back. Seeing the look of shock on the girl's face he nodded, "You were right but not through that door, though there might be someone out there also. They watched the whole thing," he kissed the shocked looking girl and slithered his long cock out of her, "Your call. They are more than happy to add to my deposit," he grinned. "You did say..."
Cherie looked at the two men then the cocks in their hands, "Fuck it," she spat as she knelt in front of them.
While the blonde alternately sucked on his friends' cocks, Ford cleaned himself up and got dressed. His balls ached from cumming so hard and he felt a throbbing thinking maybe the night was not over. He picked up the phone and began recording as the three climbed up on the table, spit-roasting the girl. Dave will be shocked to see what a fucking slut his wife is, he thought.
Ford turned off the recording and saved the video file. He looked for Dave Stansfield's email in the company directory and after encrypting the files attached them to an email. He put in just two words on the subject line "The Trifecta," and hit send.
Putting away his phone he went over to the naked girl sprawled out on the table, creamy fluids leaking out, "Had enough? I haven't and since you're not expected home but heading over to your parents perhaps we could continue this in my room?" He stroked the front of his pants, "I might not be able to sleep unless I get more of you, plus there are so many positions we haven't tried yet."
Cherie looked at the three naked men, "If it's for your health then I'd better come back with you. I hope you have some lube since there are three of you," she smiled thinking that perhaps her #1 fantasy might come true.
***********************************************
Dave looked around still not seeing Cherie. He checked to see if she'd left him a voice mail but saw an email with two attachments. They were labeled Fall party1 and Fall party2. He saw who they were from and hoped the idiot did not tape his conquest of Cherie and send it through company email.
"Linda, sorry to bring up business, but there are two attachments I don't trust, can you...?"
The Director of Cyber Security looked at his phone and nodded, "I can look at it Monday, or if you like we can head up to my office now," she said.
"I'd like to get it resolved sooner than later," he said thinking this could be embarrassing for Cherie. He hoped it wasn't what he feared but knowing Chip...
***********************************************
"You guys go ahead," Ford told the three, "I'm going to thank our host," indicating Ray Peoples sitting with a couple of C-levels. "unless you guys..."
"No, I'd better not, I mean I don't work here," Cherie quickly said. "If you guys want to, I'll meet you outside."
"We should." He handed the blonde a car key, "We're on the black Audi parked in the back left side lot," he pointed in the direction. "This late it's probably the only car back there," he smiled, "We'll be quick," he chuckled, "The only time tonight."
The three men went over to the table, "Mr. Peoples, I wanted to thank you for the fun evening. I met a lot of great people and I'm looking forward to being part of this new venture," Ford said as the CEO stood.
Ray looked over at Edward, "So this is the guy you suggested should take over as VP of Operations?" He looked at the strong-looking, well-dressed man, "Did I hear right that you went to the same high school as Dave Stansfield?"
Ford was momentarily taken aback. How did he know that and how does a CEO know an IT guy? "Sure, yes. I wouldn't say we were friends, but our paths crossed," he replied.
Ray smiled and looked at the other execs, "This might move Ford up among the candidates since he has a personal relationship with our best asset." He shook Ford's hand, "Let's talk Monday. I'll have Jennifer carve out an hour. I'd like to get to know you a little better,' unless you have some time now?" He looked at the other two men, "Sorry, I'm Ray Peoples. I assume you all work together at MilliTech?"
***********************************************
"Christ!" Linda looked at Dave, "Why would he send this to you?" She grabbed her laptop and stood up, "Come on, I don't think this can wait."
"I haven't a clue, but it's bad, definitely against company policy, but wouldn't it be just misuse of company resources?"
"Let's let Ray decide," Linda strode out of her office, Dave trailing.
"Um, Linda, can I hang back? I mean this is a bit embarrassing and all."
Linda came back and hugged the man, "Yes, I totally understand. Let me detach these and I'll leave your name out of it."
"Thanks and I feel like I might scrub my laptop after seeing that," he groaned.
***********************************************
"Best asset?" Ford asked, "He's a systems admin, right?"
Ray grinned, "When he started on his first day he saw a piece of code on one of our servers. It was gathering information and had the output been sent would have bankrupted the company. Joseph, the director of Operations wanted it deleted and the server rebuilt, but Dave tweaked the code and rather than sending the information, it reported back to us the originating IP and the serial number of the device." He grinned, "Cost Samualson Enterprises $600 million in fines. He went on to tell the three men about a dozen other huge wins for the company and how it directly impacted the stock prices and the bottom line.
"So, we calculated, with saving and profits how valuable Dave Stansfield is even without the $600 hit on a major competitor, it's come to over $250 million," Ray said proudly. "The man is like a son to me and with the recent tragedies in his life, I'm hoping someone, someone like you with history will bring him out of his funk," he sighed. "The last three months have been tough on him and his performance has suffered hugely." he slapped the man on the shoulder.
"I never heard about a tragedy. What happened," Ford asked nervously.
"In June his wife and two incredibly cute twin daughters were crushed when a bridge girder fell on their car. At least it was instantaneous," Ray finished trying to hide the choking in his voice.
Jennifer stood and patted Ray on the shoulder, "Dave's wife was a saint, but their kids were angels. Monday when we set up the meeting I'll show you the picture of them I have on my desk," she said sadly.
Ford's head was spinning. Who was, is Cherie? He replayed all conversations and realized never once did Dave indicate Cherie was his wife and the way he was so adamant that no way would he ever touch his wife...He wanted to throw up. Not only did he fuck up the personal connection he could have exploited, but he is also out $5,000. Plus if they talk to Dave, get his opinion, recommendation...He plopped down in the chair. He felt like throwing up realizing he was that guy. The guy who just tormented a man who'd lost everything. He let out a low moan.
Ray patted him on the shoulder, "I know. Isn't that the worst thing that could have happened to a great guy? Hey Linda, I'd thought you'd left," he said seeing his Cyber Security Director approach looking nervous, "What? What is it? Have we had an intrusion? A breach?"
Linda stopped when she saw the man in the video sitting there, "Um, maybe we better, um" she stammered as she nodded to the side.
"Sure, can you guy excuse me?" Ray asked feeling a pain in the pit of his stomach, "Tell me it's not bad," he asked as they sat at an empty table.
"It's bad, but the company is fine. You're not going to like this though," she looked over at the tall man, "It's your daughter... and him," she nodded over at the other table, "The tall one, well at least in this video. The other two..."



Ray's face got redder and redder and when he looked at the three men he wanted to hurt someone, but instead he slowly stood up, "Out. All three of you out now. Wait, where's my daughter?" he demanded. "What do you want?" he barked as a couple of his employees walked up.
"Um, sorry. I, um we didn't know if we should speak up, but we overheard the conversation and thought you should know something." The girl related all they heard, "Sorry to tell you that but it angered both of us and thought you should know."
Ray rubbed his face roughly, "So Ford was going for the Trifecta? Is that how he put it?" He looked back at the man, "My daughter, she was used for...?"
"Yes sir and Dave tried to get Cherie away from them and looked like he would actually punch the man but finally just threw up his hands," the girl said softly, "I'm sorry. We love Cherie and..."
"No, Cherie is a big girl and she's a single adult. I'd prefer not knowing about...anyhow, thanks. Oh, can you go out to the parking lot and ask my daughter to come in?"
***********************************************
Dave opened the door and pulled Cherie into a hug, "Are you ok?" he asked. "I was worried. It's been a week."
"Ray was...is furious. He'd ground me, take away my phone and no TV privileges for a month if he could," she sighed, "I wasn't sure I could face you. I'm so sorry about what I did."
"No. Absolutely not. I feel responsible. I feel like I put you in that position. I mean, when I bet I was just thinking the asshole would finally lose, be put in his place. I forgot that someone I love would be the stake. I'm so sorry," he said sadly.
"You love me?" Cherie asked. "Really?"
"Of course I do. I've always loved you," he said softly. "I know it makes no sense since you've always just been a friend and mostly Jessica's friend, but I wanted to punch walls wondering where you were...with him. I have no right since we're..."
Cherie led Dave into the living room and looked at the picture again, "You know I do look a lot like she did. Damn, I miss her too," she said as she went to sit down next to the man. "I've always loved you too. Jessica used to suggest we just 'get it over with,' as she put it. Remember Cedar Point? She didn't get food poisoning. She sent us up there with the girls so you and I could spend time together. She loved you so much, she really did," Cherie started crying.
Dave held the girl feeling emotionally spent. "Aren't we a pair," he sighed. "I want to undo everything that happened at the party. I never should have let my temper get the better of me leaving you with those assholes."
Cherie laughed, "And here I was thinking it was the best sex of my life, and that's saying a lot. You know I've never been much of a prude," she said softly.
"Really? It was good? I'm glad. I feel less guilty for putting you in that position," he sighed.
"Look. I'm an adult and can take care of myself. I allowed it. I found the attention of three good-looking guys flattering and overtly flirted with them. I'll be blunt, I was horny and they were my outlet." She stroked his face, "I liked it. Not emotionally satisfying, but in an animalistic sense..." she trailed off. "I saw they didn't fire those guys. In a way I'm glad. I hoped Ray wouldn't do something like that just because they fucked his daughter," she groaned.
"Speaking of that, guess who stopped by Monday? Chip, or Ford. Anyhow, he looked totally cowed by the whole thing. I invited him in and he gave me this," Dave reached over and grabbed the check. "I figured I'd never get it, but at least he's a man of his word. Then he apologized over and over telling me he submitted his resignation. He actually told me he was an ass to me and I didn't deserve what he tried to do to me." Dave looked at the check, "I tried to give this back telling him if he resigned he'll need it more than I, but he wouldn't take it."
"I didn't think he was that bad a guy," Cherie said, "But it seems guys are always really charming when I wear slinky dresses," she laughed. "Did he sound sincere?"
Dave nodded, "He did. Then he picked up the picture," he nodded towards the mantle "and I saw tears. I mean real tears." The man looked down at his hands. "After he left I called your dad and told him firing them or forcing them to resign might open up an unjust termination lawsuit. If everyone who engaged in sexual activities at company parties got fired, there would be few of us left to do the work. I talked to HR yesterday and they are not going to be resigning, but Chip is out of the running as VP of Operations. In a way, it's too bad as he has overseen quite a few successful projects."
"You're incredible," Cherie sighed, "You get a chance at sweet revenge yet you look at the ramifications first. I would have been dancing as they were led out," she smiled. "Wait, no. That's yours," she pulled her hand back from the proffered check.
"Take it. I'll tear it up if not. I don't want it because of what memories it brings up," he sighed, "I co-signed it so you can cash it. I have enough haunting me at night."
"Well then, maybe you need someone warm next to you every night?" Cherie slid off the couch and knelt in front of the man she loved, "Dave Stansfield, will you marry me?" She took the check from his hand, "We can apply it to our wedding."
"Sure, um yes!" Dave sputtered, "Really?"
Cherie crawled up onto his lap and kissed him, "Really." she said happily. "What?" she asked when her future husband quickly laughed.
"It just occurred to me, when we're married Chip can brag he pulled off the trifecta after all."
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Linda sat at her desk, the pile of orders from the show. She was almost through verifying the delivery of every one. She never liked finding out there was a missing shipment or other screw-ups from the customers. She thought about last weekend and how Bill had to act the host as she and Cal spent the night together as if they were boyfriend/girlfriend. He wasn't angry, wasn't acting hurt after they'd gotten back home, and was surprisingly tender. But then during the week, he became more distant, explaining his mind was on complex projects at work. She never mentioned Cal, tried her best not to even think about him. Last night Bill suggested dinner at Chez Teresa's and she immediately agreed. She sensed he had something he wanted to talk about.
Then this morning he'd gotten up early, showered, and left before she'd awakened. She hoped that perhaps he needed to get to work early, or her actions had been preying on his mind and he just needed to get away. She couldn't blame him. She reluctantly picked up the phone seeing who it was, sighing in frustration as she'd managed to avoid the man all week long.
"Bryan, what do you need?... I am, yes. I can't, no. Bryan, I am having dinner with Bill tonight. Seriously? You're an ass. No, no don't do that, I'll call him." She slammed down the phone. Dinner with Bryan? That sounds unappetizing, she thought.
It was hard telling Bill dinner was off and felt like crying, but she managed to push aside the feeling in the pit of her stomach and get through all the paperwork. These were days she hated anyway preferring to be out on calls, but it was necessary.
***********************************************
After finishing up his day, Cal decided to head over to Nuxaware as Linda had been on his mind all week. It was Eric that forced him out of his office telling him to go and see the girl. "Get her out of your system. We've had no women up to the penthouse in weeks and you need to get your head straight," he'd urged. Then he'd laughed, "Ok, I get it. We never did a rerun before we fucked Linda and I don't blame you since she is so enthusiastic. I sometimes replay fucking her when...you know when," his friend had sighed.
He'd wanted to call her so many times in the last week as she was all he could think of. But, she'd been firm, ordering him to let her be as she was in love with her fiancé. It wasn't like him to break up relationships, perhaps test them, exploit flaws in them, but never stealing away another man's woman. He always thought of married women as a crime against nature. Why were they off the market when they loved how he pleasured them always careful to let them know he was after their pussies, not their hearts? Until Linda, that was always mutually worked out. They'd wanted nothing more than his cock and he was content with their various orifices. He groaned remembering how he'd cuddled with Linda last weekend and suggested they stay in bed all day just holding each other. Had he become one of those guys? Ok, maybe cuddling always works to break down resistance, to get them to open their legs, he'd never cuddled after fucking.
***********************************************
Linda replayed the call she'd made to Bill. He sounded disappointed, a lot more disappointed than he'd sounded before. She put her hands over her face and quietly sobbed. She was ruining a great thing with her husband, the best man she knew, well perhaps not the best in bed, but in all other aspects. She wanted to go back and undo all the stupid decisions she'd made. They were wrong and caused Bill pain. She knew it did. She could hear him mentally shrug off the disappointment as she said bye and hung up.
She wiped her eyes and looked at the back of her office door. If there were doubts about the purpose of her being there, the dress Bryan ordered her to wear blew them away. She sighed and walked over to it and lifted the hanger off the hook. 'Shit!' The red dress couldn't weigh anything and if she'd closed her eyes she'd have thought all she was holding was the hanger. She turned it around and realized she couldn't wear a bra even if he hadn't ordered her not to. "Here you go. This is all you'll be wearing tonight. This and these shoes," he'd ordered.
Shiny red 5-inch heels...fuck-me shoes. She'd never worn anything that high before and she'd look nothing more than a high-priced escort in the flimsy red dress and spiky heels. She closed the blinds and stripped naked. She looked in the mirror knowing she would be seen by someone else sometime this evening. 'When did I become a whore?' she thought.
***********************************************
Aurora peeked in the office, "Bill, you should get ready to leave. Your dinner reservations with your wife are at 7," she stopped when her boss groaned and slapped himself. "What" I'm sorry, is everything alright? Did I...?" she asked tentatively. He'd been quiet all day and she hoped it had nothing to do with her work. He was on a fairly secretive call earlier. She'd hoped it wasn't with a divorce attorney. She like Linda. Come to think of it, he'd been on a few calls with the door closed. He never closed his office door. 'Shit!' she thought.
"Close the door. I'm sorry I snapped at you earlier. No. Of course not! No. You are the best thing going on in my life right now," he pointed to a chair, "I just forgot to cancel the reservation. Linda called and said her co-worker Bryan wants her help closing a sale, and I...."
Aurora looked at the man and nodded, "It might not be what you think. Perhaps it's her knowledge and expertise...."
Bill snorted and told his EA about Reno and what happened. "I should go over there and, what? Punch the man out?"
"That will work. You'll be in jail where you'll have a lot more opportunities to work things out with your wife. Great plan," she sighed. "Look, I'll take care of canceling the reservation. Why don't you go home and see what happens? She may be there purely as a technical resource," the redhead stood up, "Try to think of something else."
Bill stood up and went around the desk, "This is inappropriate, but," he hugged the girl who hugged him back, stroking his shoulders. He sighed and looked at the girl, "Do you have plans? It's a really nice restaurant and I was in the mood for their chateaubriand. It melts in your mouth. Chez Teresa's. My favorite spot in town."
"Wait, she is turning down a date with you and chateaubriand? She definitely needs to get her priorities straight. I'd love to, but we're going dutch, I insist."
"Then sorry. I either pay or you'll have to try out that frozen meal you were telling me about, your call," he grinned.
Aurora laughed, "I get to spend the evening at home with my cats or with a hot guy dining in style on his dime. These are those tough decisions they pay suits like you to make every day." She kissed the man on the cheek, "I need to rush home and change, this," she looked down at her business casual, "will not fit in. I'll meet you there at 7."
***********************************************
Cal drove into the Nuxaware lot and as he got out he stopped. There was Linda, 'Wow!' he thought. What is she wearing? She was heading to a car between Bryan and another man. With that dress, it couldn't be simply a business dinner and when her co-worker grabbed her ass, it was confirmed. Even though she swatted his hand away, the look on her face told the whole story. 'That fucking asshole. He's whoring her out to close a sale!' he fumed. Then he internally chuckled, 'That's my job.'
Linda felt more naked than had she actually been naked. Bryan wouldn't let her put on a coat even though it was getting cooler out and when she'd walked the halls all the eyes were glued to her body. She knew without feeling them, looking at them that her nipples were displayed prominently through the thin material and her breasts were bouncing freely with every step in these ridiculous shoes.
Edward Sykes grinned seeing what Bryan had set up for him tonight. He had an anticipatory ache in his stomach thinking about being between those long shapely legs. His lips on those nipples. His cock plunging into her tight ass. He thought the man had oversold the girl but he'd undersold her assets. She'd be worth spending the entire night exploring every inch, and his mouth watered thinking about that pussy. Earlier, when she'd come into Bryan's office he could make out her pubes under the silky fabric. He loved unshaved cunts after he'd pounded them and they looked wet and matted. Seeing his cum seeping out of a used hairy cunt is the best.
Bryan hissed at Linda, "I'll do what I want when I want. Tonight you will do whatever I tell you. Whatever Ed tells you," he slid his hand back onto her ass feeling the bare skin under the dress to make his point. When they got to the limo, he opened the door letting the older man slide in first. "So, Ed. I was thinking about the number of units. You told me your max was 25,000. Are you sure you aren't forecasting enough? What about St. Louis? You'll be expanding your facility there early next year." He pulled up on the hem of the dress exposing his co-worker's entire body.
Linda wanted to scream as the man pulled up her dress baring her body to this old man. He had to be 70 years old and never once had he looked at her face, instead openly leering at her body. She could see that fat tongue in his mouth unconsciously moving as he looked at every inch of her. She shuddered as she felt his plump finger slide across her slit, mortified that she was wet.
"Linda! I'm so glad I caught you. There's a shit storm over at LMT. I'm so glad you're still here, your secretary said you're gone for the day," Cal yelled over as he strode towards the limo.
Linda yanked down the dress and stepped around the door, "Cal, what are you....what's the issue?"
Cal looked at the two men, "Really sorry to interrupt your meeting, but the keys. Not one works. We have the cutover this weekend and with 20,000 licenses. I hate to ask, but shit! I'm sorry. You're in the middle of...."
Bryan stepped between Cal and Linda, "Yes, we're in the middle of a sale. Linda can call you in the morning," he hissed. "Get lost. I know what you're doing. There are no issues with keys."
Cal grabbed the taller man by the balls, squeezing hard, "Linda told me what you did and you're backing off. You'll never touch her, or leer at her, or arrange her to whore herself out or I'm going to go talk to Jim and explain the whole thing. Plus I'm going to contact Philip Samuels, you know who that is? The DA. I'm sure he'll want you to explain the legitimate business reasoning behind your blackmail. If that doesn't work, I'm driving off with these in my glove box. Got it?" He gave a quick yank. Seeing Bryan nod, tears of pain in his eyes he let go, "And I'll be checking with Linda on Monday. Every video you've taken, every picture, everything you're holding over her you'll turn over or delete. Got it? You will never, ever touch her again."
Bryan backed off after Cal released him, "Um Ed. Let's go get dinner without my, um, associate. She's needed for one of her clients." He walked gingerly to the car, stopped, and glared at Cal before sliding in.
After the limo disappeared, Linda threw her arms around Cal, "Shit! Thank you so much, so much!" she said before kissing him hard. She held him briefly and looked at him, "Why are you here? Is there really an issue? We've never had any problem with license keys before."
"I'm sorry. I wanted to see you. All week long I've done very little except think about you, how great it was last week in Reno, then at Bill's."
"Oh shit," she sputtered, "I forgot. I canceled dinner with...what time is it?" she asked?
Cal looked at his watch, "7:15. You canceled dinner with your fiancé because of that ass? That has to suck. Anyhow, can I take you to dinner? I know I'm your third option, but...hell, looking like this? You need to strut your stuff. I haven't eaten and it looks like you lost your date for the evening," he held out his hand towards his car.
***********************************************
Bill stood up seeing his EA enter the restaurant. He looked at his watch, 7 PM sharp. He wasn't surprised as she'd never missed anything. He thought about the call from the Bay area earlier and wondered how'd she react. He stood up, "Wow! You look incredible. I'm definitely going to require a different dress-code in the office," he grinned. "Sorry. Please don't report me to HR," he chuckled.
"You're fine. We're not at work. You can leer all you want," she sat as he held her chair. She felt pleased as she threw dress after dress aside until she found the perfect one. It made her felt sexy but not slutty, not that she minded looking slutty with Bill since he'd never done anything suggestive with her. She liked how he looked at her. She wasn't blessed with a lot on top, but all her boyfriends seemed happy with her figure. Her current boss was the first to look her in the eyes seemingly never checking out her body.
"Ok, you look beautiful. See? I said it," he chuckled. "I've never wanted to be one of those pervs who take advantage of their positions in the workplace, on the other hand, it bugs me when you come in looking nice and I feel I can't say anything."
Aurora sighed, "I know. Sometimes when I get dressed it just feels like I nailed it and I'll go the entire day without anyone noticing, or at least it feels that way." She paused, "I don't think any woman working would mind a sincere compliment. If I come in looking nice and you observe. 'Hey I like your outfit,' or 'you look nice today,' and you're not overtly checking me out, I'd like that. On the other hand, um, before I was your EA my former boss stared right at my breasts and complimented my blouse. I'm not sure how sincere he was as it got really cold and I'd neglected to wear a coat," she sighed.
"Joe. I remember other women talking about his looks. That must have sucked, but he's right, I like your top," he looked at her exposed cleavage before looking back up and laughing.
"Damn! At least tell me that when I'm wearing a top. This is a dress, and," she looked down at her chest, "barely one at that," she smiled.
"So, I've been meaning to ask, do I detect a western accent? Are you from Colorado?"
Aurora described where she grew up, went to college, and the cities she'd lived in. Bill seemed interested in her stories and experiences and before she realized it an hour and a half went by without Bill changing the subject. "Ok, that's it. I should have said this a lot earlier, but enough about me," she groaned.
"Christ, no," Bill said, "I'm fascinated. You've really lived all those places? I could see that if you were an army brat, but you've made those moves on your own and you're still so young. I'm impressed."
***********************************************
Cal looked over at Linda and saw the look of stress on her face, "This doesn't work for you, does it? I mean carrying on relationships with multiple men," he said softly.
Linda shook her head, "No. I want just one man in my life," she looked at Cal, "We've had fun but I don't know, I don't like it when my...fiancé looks at me like he's waiting to be disappointed."
"You never even told me when you're getting married. Have you set a date?" Cal asked, "I hate to pry but you never talk about him, never seem to say you miss being with him," he paused, "What I'm asking is, do you really love him?"
Linda looked at the man wondering how she could answer. "Of course, I love him, but there's no date set, at least not in the future. We've talked about dates, but we've both been so busy we just haven't finalized it, then there's the venue. I'd like a June wedding, he likes the idea of the fall colors in Vermont. I like that idea also, then we discussed the beaches on Maui. But that would be winter of course." she sighed. "What are you doing?" she gasped seeing a small box in his hand.
"Say no if that's what you really want, but Eric told me I'd be a fool to at least not ask, will you marry me? Be my wife?" he opened the box and held it out to her. He saw a look of shock on her face but also another type of response seeing her nipples harden under the light fabric. "I know you love him, but perhaps as you haven't yet taken the plunge you might consider an alternative? I know you know this already but I love you with all my heart."
Linda was speechless. It was an incredible rush having a man who obviously loved her ask her...but how could she say yes? Hurting Bill...ok hurting him even more was not an option, but she felt a throbbing between her legs thinking about spending every day, every night with this man.
Cal set the ring down in front of the most beautiful woman he'd ever met, "I know. It's not really something you can just say yes to since you're already engaged, but don't answer yet. Take this home and try it on. Do you even have one from your fiancé? I will tell you one thing, I don't believe you when you say you just want one man. I'll arrange sessions with other men and make sure you are pleasured every day," he said softly. "I want you to be the happiest woman on earth."
Linda's shock didn't fade, neither did her aching nipples. The thought of being used by various men and not feeling guilty was incredibly arousing. Having Eric drop by for friendly visits and being stretched out by that huge member of his triggered an ache between her legs. She picked up the ring and slipped it on, "It's beautiful, and fits my finger..." she quickly pulled it off. "Ok, I won't answer immediately. Let me sleep on it." She put the ring back in the box.
"I'm glad you're going to think about it. Dessert? Perhaps more wine?" he asked.
***********************************************
Bill sat back looking at Aurora. "Ok, I need to tell you something. That call I got today? It was from one of my classmates, a friend from school. Anyhow, we've been talking about an opening in his company out in the Bay area. I've been remotely interviewing and discussing the opportunity all week. It's intriguing as it is a larger company with more challenges."
"That's great. What did Linda say?" Aurora asked.
Bill laughed, "That's funny you should ask. Tonight, right here, I was planning sitting across from a beautiful woman telling her this and asking if she'd like to move to the Bay area." He looked at the girl, "And now I am. This works. I'll need an EA out there but I'd hate for you to give up your life here and all..." he trailed off.
Aurora grabbed his hand, "You know I will. You're the best boss I've ever had, and..." she let go and sat back. "Just that I meant," she said softly. She looked at the man she'd come to love, "You can count on me."
"You look sad," Bill said leaning forward, "I haven't said yes. I obviously need to talk to Linda about it, but I thought it was a bit ironic that I also needed to talk to you about it." He looked at the girl, "I changed my mind. I'll leave the dress code alone. I'll never be able to concentrate if you looked like this in the office, one because you are a pretty powerful distraction and two, we'll have all the men drop by my office for one reason or another." he sighed.
Aurora blushed, "We can't have that, I mean the men bothering you part," she looked at the man, "I shouldn't say this as you are married, but I wanted to look nice for you. You've been so good to me," she said softly.
Bill took her hand, "I've been good to you? You've been a saint listening to my whining about my marriage. I am sure no EA should ever have to put up with that shit," he said. "But I'm glad you did. I needed someone I can talk to."
Aurora laughed, "This is true, but most marriages are boring. Everybody else would have put me to sleep, but what you and Linda have should be in a movie script," she gripped his hand, "and I will always listen, even when your marriage gets back to being boring."



***********************************************
"We're three blocks from the penthouse," Cal suggested, "Just saying."
Linda sighed, "I was wondering when you'd suggest that. I wondered if you chose this place because it's close to there or if it's close and you are familiar with it and like the food," she looked at her plate, "It is really good." She saw him looking expectantly at her, "But no. I feel like I'd better get home. After skipping out on dinner and then if I were to stay out late...you know how that would look." She took his hand and looked at him, "Thanks. Thanks for saving me and I'll really think about it. I can't say it isn't an ego boost to have two men want me, but that is also bad as I don't want either of you hurt."
Cal pulled into the lot and next to one of the few cars left. "Call me immediately if Bryan doesn't bring everything he has on you to you on Monday. He shouldn't bother you again, but if he does I need to know about it, ok?"
He got out and opened the door. "This really is a good look," he chuckled seeing her uncovered crotch as she swung a leg out. "You sure we don't have time for a quickie? If we were married I'd have invited the waiter and the sommelier over. I don't remember ever getting such attentive service there before."
Linda pulled her dress down, shaking her head. "Damn! You really make it hard to say no, don't you?" She stroked his cheek then kissed him. Opening her mouth she savored the feeling of his strong tongue against hers thinking how exciting it would be to have him every night. She leaned back slightly as his hand slid up cupping her breast, moaning into his mouth as his fingers gently pulled on her hardened nipple. Feeling his hard cock press between her legs she broke the kiss. "God! You know exactly what buttons to push. I was just thinking I'd drop to my knees right here in the parking lot...." she stepped back.
Cal nodded, "I was going to beat you to it. I was just thinking how great that pussy of yours tastes." He indicated the car seat, "There's still time..."
"I do love you," she sighed, "and I love your incredible pussy-eating skills, but I need to get home. Go find some nice young girl to abuse tonight. Take some stress off," she chuckled. "You know, you might have come up with the most persuasive way of proposing while getting down on your knees."
"I should have done that, damn! Right when you're ready to cum, hold out the ring," he grinned.
"I have to go. I do love you and I'll seriously think it over. Thanks again for saving me and for dinner," she kissed him on the cheek. She stepped back as Cal nodded, got in his car, and headed out. She took out her badge to get to her office to change into less slutty clothes before heading home to face her disappointed husband.
***********************************************
"Aurora, thanks. I mean it. Here," he handed her the box containing the remainder of the chateaubriand, "Let me know if this is as good as the frozen Salisbury steak you were going to have."
The redhead took the box, "I doubt it, but we'll see. Those Stouffers folks have some pretty good chefs," she giggled, "But are you sure? Wouldn't this be good for dinner with you and Linda?"
Bill pushed the proffered box back, "We'll manage, maybe we'll check out those Stouffers folks tomorrow." On an impulse, he kissed the girl who returned it willingly.
Aurora's head was spinning as she pressed her body against the taller man. She could feel his heart beating rapidly as hers was. In fact, they seemed to beat as one.
Bill broke the kiss and stammered, "I'm sorry. I just...I don't know. I'm sure there's something in the employee handbook..."
Aurora grinned, "It's under the section titled, "Employee satisfaction," she said as she pulled his face towards hers. "It's a start," she said after breaking off the next kiss.
***********************************************
Bill pulled into the garage just as Linda's BMW pulled in. "Wow! Great timing," he said as she got out, "How was your dinner with the client?" he asked.
Linda came over and hugged her husband, "Long story. Can we go in and get some wine?"
"So, I guess Bryan will back off now. If Cal hadn't shown up when he did...." she shuddered. "Sykes is a really disgusting man and that would have been hell. I cannot believe Bryan would just assume...."
Bill looked at his wife, "I feel like going over to his house and kicking his ass. You never told me he basically raped you in Reno. You told me you were reluctant, but shit!" He stood and paced, "I never thought I'd say this, but thank God Cal was there. I'd like to thank him, but not sure how that would come off," he spat.
"That's not all, Linda said softly looking at her hands, "Um, Cal asked me to marry him," she said.
"Oh, fuck! I knew something like this would happen. Damn it, Linda! Here we are because you don't wear your wedding ring, and flirt with your customers." He paced the floor, "How did he take it when you said no? I mean I hate this strange thing you have going on with him, but he's a nice guy. I like him," he said.
"I didn't. I didn't say yes, but I thought it would be bad to immediately just shut him down. I told him I'd sleep on it," she said looking up at her husband, "I'll tell him no tomorrow. I'll need to give him back the ring," she said.
"You have the ring? Can I see it?" Bill asked as he sat next to his wife. "Wow! This is huge," he sighed looking at the rock, "I wonder what this set him back?"
"It's probably $10,000," she sighed, "It's a Harry Winston and they're pretty steep," she said as she slipped it on her finger, "I think I'll start wearing mine since I do like the look on my finger." She kissed her husband, "I'm so sorry. This was a really bad idea and I let it get way out of hand," she said softly. "One man is enough and now I have one husband, a fiancé, and another waiting in the wings."
Bill chuckled bitterly, "Well, I was going to say, you made your bed but with three men I'm sure you'd mess it up again. Sorry, it was just a thought."
Linda laughed ruefully, "You're right, I probably would. Haven't you ever fantasized about being in bed with three hot women?"
"I can't say I have, but if they were all as hot and active in bed as you, I'd better have EMTs standing by," he chuckled. "Come to think of it, you mentioned a dress? Where is it?"
Linda groaned, "In the car. I'll get it," she stood up.
"Perhaps you could change in the garage? I'd like to see it on," he grinned. "Bryan can't be the only man to perv on you."
Bill filled both their wine glasses as he waited. Hearing the garage door, he sat up, "Holy shit! That's little more than a negligee," he sputtered, "He made you wear that? In public?" He stood up, "Wow! I can't believe you wore this, and those shoes!" he looked down at his wife virtually standing on her toes. His hands ran up and down her body savoring the feel of her bare skin under the silky fabric. "No underwear. I'll bet you have been aroused for hours. Did you and Cal...?"
"No, I wanted to, but I felt terrible about canceling dinner with you so I sent him home frustrated, and by the look on his face, really frustrated."
"Poor Cal, though I don't actually feel bad after listening to you two all night last weekend. On the other hand, I feel you are in need of attention," he said as he sat down and pulled his wife up onto the couch, her pussy right in front of his face.
"Oh, God, yes!" she sighed feeling a man's tongue part her sopping lips. All the way home she'd regretted turning down Cal's offer and actually felt slight regret not letting that disgusting older man use her. As she drove she had one hand between her legs and came close to releasing a couple of times.
Bill cupped her creamy cheeks pulling her juicy pussy hard against his face as his tongue probed inside her. He looked up seeing her stroke her nipples and felt her knees buckle. Knowing she was about to cum, he pushed her away and onto her back. Yanking off his pants he crawled between her legs and guided his cock against her slit.
Linda grabbed his ass and opening her legs wide pulled him inside her, "Oh fuck! Yessss, oooohhhhh yesssss," she moaned as her husband picked up the pace. She never remembered him ever being so hard, so aggressive and she loved it. She came almost immediately still clutching his ass, her hips thrusting up against him, "Ssshhhhhhiiiiitttt! Ughh, ugh, ugh, ugh."
Bill ground back against his wife's writhing crotch as she exploded. She always came quickly but this was a record but he wasn't surprised. With her evening and what she was wearing she had to be ready for a good fucking. He felt a surge of happiness it was him and not Cal who was able to pleasure her and get her off. As her body went limp, he continued pumping his cock in and out of her tight pussy. As he considered the number of men who'd expected to be emptying their balls into this hole just this evening he tried to hold off but couldn't, "Ahh, Oh God! Ahh, ah, ah, ahhhh."
Linda held her husband tight as he spewed his cum inside her. She knew why he came so soon. He was thinking about all the men lusting after her. It would upset any man, any husband but he seemed to slough it off and she was glad she'd saved her pussy for him. She stroked his back as he collapsed next to her on the couch.
Bill felt the warm flesh grip his cock and began stroking in and out again. He felt himself get hard again and soon Linda was responding with enthusiasm.
As both had more staying power, the couple switched to multiple positions, her on top, from behind, her body bent over the dining room table, then the coffee table, and finally back to missionary on the floor as they both came a second time.
"Holy shit," Linda sighed. That was great. She looked around, "We missed a few places. Perhaps in a half-hour we can try those out?" she asked.
Bill groaned, "I'm not so sure. Let's clean up and get ready for bed. Maybe we can try out the dresser and the ottoman in the bedroom," he grinned.
Linda came into the bathroom as Bill was brushing his teeth. "Think Bryan wants this back?" she asked holding it up.
Bill laughed, "I'm not sure." He looked at the multiple cum-stains on the red fabric. "Or maybe we should return it anyway," he chuckled.
Lying in bed, Linda kissed her way down to his semi-flaccid cock. As she stroked and kissed it, she sighed happily as he grew hard. In minutes he was rock-hard and buried down her throat.
At first, Bill thought it would be futile to attempt another erection, but his wife was skilled, very skilled and he felt his cock throbbing eagerly and balls aching for release in no time. He pulled her up but instead of her straddling him and lowering her pussy onto his cock, she leaned over and pulled a tube of lube out of the drawer.
Bill groaned as he felt his cock plunge into that tight ass. He gripped her huge tits as she squatted over him, energetically rising up and plunging down onto his cock.
"Don't worry about me, I want your cum in my ass," she grunted. "God, you feel good!" She reached down and played with her pussy as she bounced faster on his hard shaft.
After a while, he thought it looked like his wife was fatiguing so he sat up and pulled both off the bed, his cock buried in her ass. He plopped her onto the dresser, held her ankles up as he pistoned in and out of that tight hole. He thought about how he was fucking her ass and until Cal, she'd never been into anal, now it is one of the holes she seems to need filled. He loved watching her furiously rub her pussy as he plunged into her rectum. She was leaking out his sperm and her fingers were slimy with the white cream. Even though she'd said not to worry about her cumming he gritted his teeth and was relieved feeling her climax. "Oh Fuck!" he cried as they ground together, his third load of the night jetting up her rectum.
Spent, they extricated themselves and staggered into the bathroom to clean up. It was after two AM when they lay in bed, Linda's head on her husband's chest.
She was pondering how to let Cal down easy when she heard Bill quietly tell her something.
"Look, perhaps this can wait until tomorrow, but I wanted to discuss something with you over dinner."
Linda felt the blood drain from her face, "I'm so sorry I canceled. It sounded important, I didn't know how to get out of Bryan's demand that I be there," she sighed, "What is it?"
"Remember Dave from Stanford? He called me last week about an opening out in the Bay area at DriveSoft. Basically the equivalent position I have now but their infrastructure is at least 10x ours. It would be an incredible challenge," he said. "This morning I had a final interview and they made an offer."
"Really? That's great, I think. You like the offer?" She said sounding doubtful. "What did you tell them?"
"I do like it, but I told them I needed the weekend to think about it. It's a lot to ask, I mean, you'd have to quit your job unless Luxaware has offices out there. On the other hand, I like the money and the opportunity." He stroked his wife's back. "Also, it seems like a way out, I mean with this Cal thing. I can't go into work anymore hearing Cal talk about you as if you're his girlfriend. It bothers the hell out of me."
Linda was silent for a while. It did make sense. It is way out of the tangled mess she'd made of their lives. Cal would be free of her and could find someone else. There have to be dozens of sluts who'd love the lifestyle he's offering. She'd sure love it. She felt an ache in her heart thinking she'd never see Cal again. Then she thought about her job. She was good at it. She was the top salesperson there. Sure Bryan was an asshole, but she liked everyone else. "How much is the offer?" she asked quietly.
"It's over a hundred grand more than I'm making now. It's a lot more responsibility, so it makes sense, but we would easily be able to afford to live like this even with the higher cost of living out there." He stroked her back aware she wasn't thrilled, "Look, just sleep on it. I can say no if you want. It has to be our decision," he said softly.
***********************************************
Bill came down to the kitchen, poured some coffee, and sat down across from his wife. "You got up early," he said.
"I didn't sleep. My stomach is in knots and I don't know what to do," she sighed.
"Is it the job? Moving to California," he hesitated, "Cal?"
Linda nodded, "Cal. Look, I know I've been stupid letting it get this far, but when I think about moving across the country, quitting my job what hurts is...I think I'll miss Cal the most."
"Do you love him?" Bill asked quietly. "I know you get off on the physical aspects of your relationship, but what about love?"
Linda paled and nodded, "I do. Shit! I do love him and it hurts since I love you, too," she cried, "Fuck! Why can't I have both of you?"
"I get it," Bill sighed. "I'm going to go for a run." He stood up, "I'm not going to stand in your way. Maybe moving out to California isn't the worst idea since I can't go on the way things are but if you're happier here," he spun his wedding band, "perhaps this is where it ends." He placed his ring next to her coffee cup, "you'll need to tell him the truth someday," and left the room. As he closed the door he could hear the sobbing.
***********************************************
The divorce was amicable, neither party contesting a single asset. They sold the house splitting the profits. Bill headed out to Cupertino with Aurora and Linda moved in with Cal. Cal was shocked and broke out laughing when she told him about her ex-husband, Bill. It was ironic as she was still with the VP of IT Operations after Bill left.
A year later, Bill walked into their house, the beautiful redhead jumping into his arms. He carried her into the living room and plopped down with her on the couch, "Ok, what made you so happy?" he asked.
Aurora pulled the stick out of her pocket, "I'm knocked up!" she giggled.
"Oh wow! That's great!" Bill hugged the girl, "Wow, I mean when do you think....?"
"Well, as near as I can tell, our wedding night," she smiled happily, "or early the morning after, or later that morning or it could have been mid-morning or even noon," she sighed, "My mother warned me about pervs like you."
"Damn!" Bill moaned, "So does that mean in eight months I'll have to get a new EA to harass?"
"Forget it. I already arranged for Steve to fill in while I'm out," she grinned.
"Is that the gay guy down in Corporate Communications?" he asked, "He is cute."
***********************************************
Linda looked up at the ceiling, then over to the sleeping Cal. She admired his perfect body with the morning light coming in through the penthouse window. It made her wedding dress glow. She wondered how many old biddies spun in their graves when she came down the aisle wearing white. Then she turned and looked over at Eric whose cock was huge even when soft. On an impulse, she reached down and stroked it, then feeling the weight of the fleshy rod in her hand, grabbed Cal's. Soon each cock was hard and throbbing in her fists.
"Good morning Mrs. Ripkin," Eric grinned, "I thought you begged off a few hours ago. Something like, 'Go away! If you stab me on more time with those evil spears I'll be maimed for life?' or something like that."
"It was 'quit stabbing me with those fucking evil spears or you'll kill me and let me get some sleep,'" Cal moaned. "I guess you changed your mind?" he sighed.
"Ok, I was tired after the wedding and the reception. How many people did I dance with, anyhow?" she asked.
"A lot. Every guy there including the minister," Eric laughed, "Did you see the tent in his pants he was trying to hide?" he grinned as Linda pulled him between her legs. "Damn you have a tight cunt," he sighed. He looked over at Cal, "Dude! I never thought you'd be able to close this sale, but you did it!"
"Oh fuck! Niccccceeeee," she cried as the biggest cock she'd ever seen stretched her pussy out for the 4th time since the reception. She giggled as they were flipped over by Cal who drove his cock into her ass. She was in heaven being aggressively fucked by the two men who'd originally set her off down this path. She thought back to the wedding, her dress barely covering her nipples. Eric was right, the men all fought over who could have the next dance and she knew they liked it feeling all shapes and sizes of hardness against her. When the reception was over she'd looked at Cal and nodded towards Eric and it felt like Christmas morning when Cal waved him over and all three climbed into the limo.
Cal looked at his watch, "We have to be quick. Eric, you need to get into work since you have that meeting at 9, and Linda and I need to get ready for our flight to Maui." He slammed against that perfect ass feeling happier than he ever had in his life.
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'Who is this guy?" Janice asked, "Do I know him?"
"He's in from Springfield and been here for the last two weeks. I think he's an analyst or contractor they hired. I told you sales are down 10% from last year and he's been..." He trailed off, a sick feeling in his stomach. "I'm sorry to spring this on you but I couldn't say no."
Janice laughed, "Sure you could have. 'I'm sorry, my wife needs more notice. Perhaps Monday?' or 'Tonight is the night we reserve every month with our phones and TV off. We call it our renewal weekend,'" she spat. "Christ, Art, you know how every third Friday...fuck it, do I need to change? Stupid question. I'll change into something...did he tell you what he's wearing?"
Arthur Andrews looked at his ash-blonde wife dressed in clothes that closely matching those she was wearing when he'd first seen her. Tight shorts looking like they were painted on, her chest accentuated by a tight bandana halter top. She had incredible assets. Her breasts were perfect, not huge, but large enough and cone-shaped. He'd seen porn videos where they were called banana or torpedo tits, but whatever they were called they begged to be sucked on. When she was incredibly aroused her nipples hardened, sticking out a quarter inch. Her ass was also perfect and he'd buried his face between those cheeks many times before taking her from behind, her favorite position. She kept her pubes trimmed and when she opened her legs, the band of course dark fur framed her clam-shell pussy that opened like flower-petals when aroused.
It was right after both their senior years that she was working the donkey ride for the very young kids when he'd first set eyes on her. He'd made a point of walking by as much as he could, his date finally smacking him and striding off realizing what he was doing. Janice noticed and came over asking if he was all right. That night he'd dined on all her perfect assets and brought her to her first orgasm...the first of many. He never forgot kissing his way up her smooth thighs, her legs opening eagerly, and seeing nothing but a half-inch strip of demin covering her pussy. Then there was the tangy-sweet aroma of her arousal.
They'd been together ever since but five years ago after trying to get pregnant and being told Art was shooting blanks he'd gone into a funk. They'd tried therapy as Art couldn't perform with any consistency anymore and that was getting to be a problem in their marriage. What came out of it was the suggestion to recreate their first weekend together, act out fantasy scenarios. Jan had joined a gym, not to lose weight but to get her muscle tone back to where it was when she was 18. Art joined her when he could, but he'd not been all that athletic to begin with.
This became something anticipated, planned out, and willingly followed by the unsuspecting participant. Various themes were, Art as a burglar; Janice in a bar looking to cheat; Janice captured by enemy forces and interrogated; Art sitting at a bar and approached by a hooker; Janice seducing Art's boss, played by Art in a suit. They enjoyed all these, but mostly they returned to their first night after he'd picked her up at the fair. Art chose the theme odd months, Janice even.
It had worked and become a monthly event that got the juices going for the weeks after and the weeks ahead in anticipation. Neither knew what the other was planning until the morning of when they were told when, where, and how to dress. Art never wore his Stand-Up shorts and Yankee's tees any other time and Janice reserved her tiny cut-offs and halter tops for the third Friday if that was what they chose. It was nice there wasn't much there as Art always quickly removed it just like on their first encounter.
"He said for you to dress nice," he stammered. "He said all he has are his custom-made suits. Look, we'll still have tonight after he leaves and all weekend. I'll make it up to you," he sighed, "He told me after sitting with men day after day you'd be better on his eyes, so maybe something low-cut?"
"He what? Who is this guy? Oh yeah, you'll make it up to me. I'm going to wear your mouth and cock out," she glared at her husband. She'd felt herself getting wetter all day long thinking about changing into her outfit, his tongue and lips pleasing her, his hands gripping her ass as he drove into her from behind. It was another unproductive Friday knowing she'd be getting satisfied all weekend by her husband and now she'd have to curb her base appetites...on top of that, a total stranger was telling her how to fucking dress? "I'm of half a mind to call your brother and see if he has dinner plans," she huffed.
"I know, but I really should tell you about the last two weeks," Art sighed, "Hang on, I need something to drink." He grabbed a Dr. Pepper from the fridge and sat down, "Ok, Monday, the 2nd, I get a call telling me I need to meet a man at the front desk and set him up in the Hotel office, you know, that spare office...anyhow..."
***********************************************
Art got the call and headed down to the lobby. He wasn't told a name or what the man looked like, but just one person was waiting. He had to be 6' 6", a very fit-looking 50-year-old with greying temples and a custom-made suit.
"Arthur Andrews, or Art," he'd said holding out his hand as he looked up at the man. The handshake was very firm and held moments longer than he'd been used to as the man intently studied his face, his eyes.
"John Smith," he'd said in a way daring Art to question it, "Where's the office I'll be using?" He finally released Art's hand allowing him to lead the way to the elevators. 'Decent handshake, not confident,' he thought.
The first week Art had seen little of the man, but various co-workers had been in closed-door meetings all day with John. They'd had lunch delivered and outside of bio-breaks they never appeared. None would say a word about what they'd discussed, nor made the usual jokes about suits and often would take the following days off. He'd wondered if their whole department was getting fired when on Tuesday he'd received a calendar invite to meet in the Hotel office, Friday the 20th. He was instructed to cancel all conflicting meetings and appointments.
Friday morning he'd come in, his stomach in knots. After getting his coffee, he knocked on the office door.
The entire day was mostly a blur as Mr. Smith pulled out stacks of folders having Art explain how he handled this sales call and that meeting with a client. He was grilled about what was going on in his head and did he consider saying of doing something differently? He had to explain every option he'd had at those times.
The man plopped down the last folder, "Ok. I think we've covered the last year or so. I need to know more about you...you personally outside of work, married? Hobbies?" he looked at the ring.
"Yes, Janice. We've been married six years. We both love to bike and cook. Um, Mr. Smith?" He looked at his watch, "Is there much more? Jan is making dinner and..." he stopped seeing the man smile for the first time as he stood.
"Perfect. What time? I was about to suggest I take you and your wife out but getting to know a person in their home is much better." he said as he looked down firmly at the shorter man still sitting.
"Um, 7. Sir? I'll need to call her..." Art wondered if he'd ever get rid of the sharp pain in his gut.
"Excellent. I have your home address. I'll be there at 6:30. Tell," he looked down at his notes, "Janice to dress up," he indicated his suit, "This is all I brought with me and I'd hate to be overdressed, plus no knock against your co-workers but I need something easier on the eyes. You might want to change also," he'd said as he sat back down dismissing Art, "6:30. Have your wife get the door, I value first impressions. You can go."
***********************************************
"Wow! He really said that? Does he always get his way?" she felt her nipples harden wondering if it was due to her being pissed or something else. "Ok, let me make sure the dishes are ready and I'll change. I'd suggest turning on the grill when he gets here so it'll be ready."
"Look, I'm sorry. I didn't expect our weekend to be...I couldn't tell him no, could I?" He hugged his wife, stroking her back, "I know you're pissed but this is important. You were an actress in school, act like you genuinely like him, ok? We'll have him over, play nice then I'll take you out to the hot tub and fuck you like you've never been fucked, ok? No making love or any of that crap," he said feeling his cock throb in anticipation.
"Ooooohhhh, I like this side of you. Spending time with that man might have been a good thing, maybe invite him over more. You can use my panties to blindfold me," she sighed, pressing her mound against his hardening cock and grinding back and forth. She pulled back and looked at Art, "Ok. I'll play nice and send him off thinking how lucky you are going to get as soon as he's gone, but I'm still pissed he ruined our weekend." She patted the front of his pants, "Good thing you're not going to answer the door," she giggled.
She then thought about their weekend being ruined and scowled once more at her husband before heading down the hall to their bedroom. 'First impression! Bullshit! The only reason for this man to have me open the door is so he can check out my body. No way was he going to study my eyes, blue, dammit, they're blue!' she remembered telling various men. Fuck this man! She'll wear something comfortable, not revealing. Her breasts were not for anyone but Art. Then she thought about this man being on the road for a month and having to go back alone to his hotel room. She tossed the black dress on the floor and reached to the back of the closet.
Art came back in from the deck and stopped, "Holy shit! You can't wear that! I can see your nipples, your tits..." he went over to push her back down the hall, "I mean if it were just us I'd be thrilled, but this shows off your entire body," he hissed.
Janice blushed. She'd found the red cocktail dress she gotten for their honeymoon but never had the nerve to go out in it as she could not wear a bra and it outlined every part of her figure. "Shit! Ok, yes, sorry. I thought you wanted to send him out feeling frustrated," she looked at her nipples, "I'll go change...fuck!" They both turned hearing the doorbell.
Art groaned and nodded at his wife who went over and opened the door. He saw John standing over Janice looking her up and down. Not a word was spoken for at least 30 seconds when Janice finally spoke.
"You must be Mr. Smith. I'm Janice, or Jan. Come in," she stepped back, her arm outstretched.
Art could see his wife's nipples poking out fully erect and her chest was flushed. He had no idea how that was possible since it took him a while to get them like that and he'd assumed she was pissed at the man, or at least embarrassed that she was barely dressed.
"Call me John," he smiled, "I'm surprised," he said looking the slender woman up and down, his eyes staying on the jutting breasts clearly outlined through the silky material. "I assumed Art would have a fairly plain wife, but you're a real knockout." He looked over at Art, "So, nice house, very nice. I like the neighborhood. Looks very well maintained." he said looking around, "I'm impressed, nice place," he looked back at the woman, "very beautiful wife. It's obvious you know how to close."
Jan was blushing even more now but gathered herself, "Drink? We have various whiskeys, beer, wine..."
"Whiskey. Bourbon, that is." He looked at the girl, "What are you drinking?"
"I like wine, Chardonnay," she said, "Rocks? Neat?" she started for the kitchen.
"Neat. Art? What are you drinking," John asked. "I feel we left you out."
"He doesn't drink, "Janice explained, "Never liked the taste nor the effects."
"Nonsense! Get him a Bourbon, neat." John glared at Art, "You better get over that if you're in sales. You cannot embarrass the clients when you take them out by not drinking. Learn how to nurse a drink," he ordered.
Art wanted to protest or to suggest a beer instead but watched Mr. Smith's focus on his wife's ass as she went to get the drinks. He knew what the man was checking. He couldn't see any panty lines either so Janice was either wearing a thong or...Why don't you come sit down?" Art indicated the couch. "I assume you had no issue finding our house. You were right on time," he said lamely. He looked back at the kitchen wondering if he should help out his wife.
"Of course. Why wouldn't I be?" the tall man said as he plopped down on the couch. "How long have you lived here? I like it, tasteful. Your wife decorated I assume?"
"She did a lot. All this, the master bedroom and bath. I designed and had the back deck done. Built-in gas grill, hot tub, I even put in a putting green," Art said proudly.
"I'll have to check it out. It sounds great. I'm sure being married to Janice you use the hot tub a lot," Mr. Smith said matter-of-factly as he studied the ass disappearing around the corner. Muscular, no visible fat, he thought.
Janice entered the kitchen and pressed on her nipples willing them to relax causing her knees to buckle. 'Shit! We need to get this man out of the house soon.' She thought back to how the man looked at her and realized this was the first man to make her feel like she was truly undressed by his eyes. There had been no need to wear this dress as it was as if he had x-ray vision. He knew how quickly she was aroused under his scrutiny, he flashed that quick smirk. Did he know he'd caused her arousal, her excitement? Did he like how she looked naked under his gaze? She gasped at the thought, 'I hope he approved,' went through her head. 'Where did that come from?' she wondered.
Finally, she took the tray with the drinks out to the living room. "Here you go, I hope you like it. It was a gift from Art's brother. Bulliet Bourbon. I guess it's very potent." She handed one to John and one to her husband. She sat next to the older man who'd patted the cushion next to him before looking over at her husband as he shuddered slightly after taking a sip, "I never thought I'd see the day you would be holding a drink. I've always hated drinking alone. How is it?"
"Interesting. A lot sweeter than I thought it would be, but not bad," he took another sip letting the liquid seemingly evaporate on his tongue. "It sure clears the nostrils," he smiled over at his wife, but Janice had turned to look at Mr. Smith who'd asked her a question. He took another sip thinking it wasn't as bad as he'd always thought but could taste the high alcohol content. He put it down not wanting to be one of those guys who got drunk and did and said stupid things.
Janice felt those eyes strip her bare again and tried to focus on responding to his questions about growing up, school, and her youth. He asked innocuous questions, but he studied her face, her breasts, and her legs as she responded. A lot of the questions were about her growing up, her physical activities, outdoor things...any sports? She told him she was on her college's tennis team.
"I'll bet you were really good, long arms, long legs. I'll bet you move well. Would you like to play?" he asked. When she nodded, looking eager, he smiled, "That's great, what are you doing tomorrow? I have to stay another couple of weeks and there are tennis courts over at RockMore Resorts. I've been looking out my window at them and they are always empty," he said.
Janice looked over at her husband, "Yes. Art doesn't play and I'll be really rusty but it would be good to hit a few," she looked thoughtful, "Art, would you mind? I mean, we..." She thought about their destroyed weekend and spending it with this man was not part of the plan and looked apologetically over at her husband.
"He can watch," John smiled at them, "the courts have a bar but I suppose if you don't drink or play..."
"Go. We'll do, um...our thing next weekend. I need to put in the storage units in the garage anyhow." He saw her hesitation, "It will be fine. You haven't played in years and I've seen you taking the racquet out and just swinging it."
They agreed to meet in the morning after John called to reserve a time. Then she answered questions about her matches, her ranking, and all and other activities in school. All seemed innocent up until John slowly got more personal.
Art jerked his head up. Did he ask that? He looked at his wife expecting her to shut this line of questioning down, but she looked like she was trying to remember. She told him about puberty, playing sports, and beating most of the boys, not being fully aware she was a girl until after she turned 18.
I thought I'd be flat until halfway through my senior year months after I turned 18. Not sure why that age made my boobs grow, but I wasn't complaining. All of a sudden the sports changed, I seemed to be tackled more enthusiastically, no longer by the legs but up high. I found I had to wear bras when running but otherwise..." She looked over at her husband, "I soon found out what I had and started wearing thinner tighter tops," she giggled, "There was something about seeing the boys and the men no longer look past me but at me that I liked. Of course, none could pick me out of a line-up with just my face, but it's nice to be appreciated."
John nodded, his eyes still on Janice's breasts then drained the last of his drink and looked over at Art who jumped up offering to refill it.
Art took Janice's glass when she held hers out and headed to the kitchen. As he was leaving he heard another question making him stop and listen to her answer to 'When did you first get a boy excited? Was it on purpose or accidental?'
"Accidental. At the homecoming dance. He wasn't my date, but I'd worn the first dress that showed cleavage and I was pretty excited about wearing it. I was dancing with Tim a friend I'd known since elementary school and felt it. I mean really felt it," she giggled. "He was so embarrassed and tried to pull away from me, but I wanted to feel it, feel how hard it got, I mean it hit me right here," she pressed her hand on her crotch. "I couldn't believe it was so hard, I mean like a rock or steel rod," she sighed. She looked at John, "So not the first one I ever saw or touched, but the first erection I'd ever caused. That was hot. It was then I was determined to see one live, make it hard on purpose."
Art's head was swimming, from the whiskey or the intimate conversation Janice was having with a man she'd met 20 minutes ago he didn't know, but he had to lean against the counter and take deep breaths. He finally gathered himself and refilled the glasses, "Here you go. Janice, we need to start grilling the steaks and get dinner," he said.
As she started to get up, John put a hand on her thigh, "I'd prefer someone keep me company, someone beautiful and intelligent. Can he handle it?"
Janice looked between the two men. Art looked distressed, perhaps the first whiskey he'd ever had, or...she looked where her husband's eyes were. John's large hand was still on her thigh, casually stroking the bare skin high up her leg. John had a look that seemingly dared either of them to object. "Sure, sweetie, you'll be ok, right? There's the casserole in the oven that should be done in about," she looked at her watch, "8 minutes."
Art sighed, pulling his eyes away from the man's hand within inches of his wife's privates. "How do you like your steak?" he asked, "Jan and I like ours rare, so..."
"Rare," John looked down where his hand was, "Bright pink and juicy," his fingers flicked across her crotch as he said it. "So just like yours," he said looking directly at Janice, "So, how about the first time you touched a cock? Did you initiate or did he? Were you intimidated by it?"



Art shook his head as he headed into the kitchen. He looked around and had a thought, "Janice, can you come in here a second? I need to know what you want in the salads," he asked.
"Sorry to make you do all the work. The endive lettuce is freshest," she opened the fridge, grabbing the package.
Art looked at his wife. Her cheeks. neck and chest were bright red and her nipples were still hard as a rock. He'd only seen her like that a half-dozen times after what appeared to be explosive orgasms, "Jan, he's asking you incredibly personal questions and feeling you up!" he hissed. "Why are you letting him, encouraging him?"
"Nonsense," she whispered, "First of all, you told me to be friendly. I have no problem with that. He's interested in hearing about when I grew up. They're just questions," she went back to the fridge grabbing more vegetables, "Oh, I bought some excellent peppers, red and yellow. Put those in also. Oh, don't forget to wash them even though they're organic." She kissed her husband and went back out to their guest.
"Sorry, back of my boyfriend's BMW...yeah, his parents were pretty rich. No, not intimidated at all, more like fascinated. I reached over and unzipped him. I wanted to touch it, stroke it," she said, "I was disappointed at first as he was already hard, but I still wanted to see him blow, I didn't know the word cum yet, so I stroked him and was looking so closely he shot his stuff in my eyes and all over my face," she giggled.
"So, you weren't grossed out?" John asked his hand now scraping the woman's moist crotch, "He didn't warn you?"
Unconsciously Janice had opened her legs as she turned to talk to the man. She always felt comfortable around men but there was something irresistible about this man. She felt disarmed, willing to tell him anything, "No, but that was ok with me. I got to taste sperm for the first time and got a great close-up view of him ejaculating. I'd always been really curious having read about it. He wanted to get dressed and take me home, but I wanted to see him get hard again so I took his soft penis in my mouth. It wasn't soft or little for long," she giggled. "I was being asked out a lot after that. I guess he told all his friends, and instead of being pissed I looked forward to fulfilling their expectations," she laughed.
"Who was the first boy you let between your legs?" John asked.
Art internally grinned knowing he was her first but choked when he heard her answer.
"Bobby Allen. He was the captain of the football team, the quarterback. He came over after school senior year about calculus or something. It didn't matter as he was there for me to suck him off. I guess he felt left out as most of his friends had had their cocks in my mouth. I'd been saving myself, you know, perhaps thinking how virtuous it would be to be able to wear white. Anyhow he had other desires. That was when I discovered the pleasures of being taken from behind."
"He raped you?" John asked sounding angry.
"Hell no, but I'm sure had I resisted I would have been. He had the nicest cock I'd seen and I was more than compliant," she blushed. "I reached back to guide him in. I don't think he realized he popped my cherry." She sat silently, "It wasn't very good though. It hurt and it didn't feel all that great so it wasn't until Art that I let another boy inside me."
Art shook his head and missed the next part having to go out to the deck to put the steaks on. He tried to ignore the conversation, but it was impossible hearing Janice talk about the first time she'd lost her virginity, first time she'd orgasmed. She'd never mentioned with whom she lost her cherry but was shocked to hear it was his best friend in his parent's hot tub. He'd spent hours there bullshitting with his friend after many a practice. Then the next question piqued his curiosity. He paused to listen as he laid out the silverware.
"From behind. I love it when a man takes me hard when I'm on my hands and knees," she said softly. "Or with my face and chest pressed into the mattress," she blushed.
"Why? Better penetration? Having a man's balls slapping your clit?" John asked.
"Well, no. Art's balls aren't that big to reach my clit but he penetrates me fine. I just love feeling him inside me from behind. I'd guess it's being at his mercy or we're just animals rutting, I mean I have no control over what he does back there. I'm totally open, totally exposed and I can only trust he won't take advantage and use my other hole," she felt a rush saying this as her secret desire with Art has been for him to do just that. John's little finger circling her clit felt good though she wished he'd slide under the thong to do that.
"You've never had anal? You're kidding. It's incredible for the woman if the man does it right." John told her. "First time with Art, was it good, satisfying?"
"It was incredible. I'd never orgasmed before that night... the first time a boy went down on me, the first time I was taken from behind, Art was wonderful. I've never had a complaint except...well later," she said softly.
"Dinner. The steaks are done and everything else is on the table," Art interrupted.
***********************************************
"I'm impressed," John sighed as he put down his napkin, "The steak was perfect and the broccoli cheese casserole was delicious. Nutmeg? I thought so," he smiled at Janice who started to clear dishes. "No, put that down. I want to hear more about you. Art, are you ok clearing the table? Your wife is fascinating. We'll need refills also." he pushed his empty glass forward and got up.
Janice looked guiltily at her husband, "You ok with this?"
"Fine, it's fine. I'll take care of this, you entertain our guest," he said. He tried to ignore the conversation, but he found out things he'd never known. Janice had often faked her orgasms so Art would finish; she'd picked up men for quick sex in the back of their cars in college whenever studying became a chore; had experimented a few times with other girls in college and liked it; had a desire to be taken by multiple men, definitely all strangers and no more than three at once. She said she'd be too embarrassed if Art were involved. His head was spinning at how easily she divulged her most personal secrets to this man and how little he'd known about his wife. As soon as Mr. Smith left he'd be exploiting this new-found knowledge.
"Sit, finish your drink and get another," John Smith ordered when Art came back into the living room. "Go on, just drain it as it's probably pretty stale by now." He nodded when the man drained the last of his whiskey.
Art coughed feeling the burn as the hot liquid went down his throat. He thought about telling Mr. Smith that one was enough but then decided another small one wouldn't hurt anything. When he came back and sat down, he was stunned to see Janice's right leg was draped across Mr. Smith's leg and his hand was under her dress fingers moving up and down. He wanted to say something, or get his wife's attention but she was seemingly unaware and chatted with him as if they were discussing the art show at the museum.
"I like how relaxed you are with your sexuality. In a perfect world, what would you like to be? Nun, perfect loyal wife, adventurous wife, willing slut, or ravenous sex fiend?"
Janice giggled, "Can I be both a willing slut and ravenous sex fiend? I love my husband and would never cheat on him, but only because that is what is expected of me. If I were single or if Art gave me a free pass I'd like to be with other men." She looked over at Art who had a shocked look on his face, "Just fantasies, desires...I've never acted on them," she smiled at her husband, "but that doesn't mean when you're fucking me I'm not picturing someone else like your brother pounding his cock in my pussy." She said naturally before turning her attention back to John.
"Do you have multiple orgasms? No? That's sad," John sighed. He looked over at Art, "You need to work on that. I've never met a woman who couldn't cum over and over. I find bringing her off with my mouth but not letting her come all the way down, continuing to pleasure her before climbing between her legs is very effective." He stroked her crotch as if making his point.
Art tried to block out the next questions hoping this night would end soon. Then he heard it.
"We tried. We tried for a year, you know how it is. Plotting ovulation, taking my temperature. Art hated it because we couldn't have sex, he couldn't jerk off, you know...for the week leading up to me being most fertile. You have to realize how tough this was for him as before this we never went a day without sex. He was great though. He took care of me so I wasn't frustrated. I still owe him. Month after month went by with no luck so we went to a fertility specialist," she said sadly.
"I think he gets the idea. We couldn't have kids," Art interrupted. "We've talked about adopting, but haven't started the process. Can I get anyone another drink?"
John glanced over at Art then back at the beautiful blonde, "Sperm count. I assume that by how quickly your husband wanted to change the subject...men hate that. It must be emasculating," he looked sympathetically over at Art.
"Yeah, it was for him. The Dr. was kind of rude and just stated that he was shooting blanks," she sighed as she looked at her husband, "It's alright. A lot of men can't conceive," she smiled, "and as far as I can see it's no longer an issue with you."
John looked over at Art, "There's artificial insemination, but you'd need a donor. I always wondered who'd you get. It just seems random," he said.
"I know, right? I suggested his brother but Art shot that down. I guess they had a rivalry growing up so with him always knowing...anyhow, I'm good with adopting. There are a lot of great kids out there that need a family."
Art found he'd been sipping more at his drink and had finished the second glass. His body felt heavier and his lips were numb. He suddenly realized he'd dozed off hearing Mr. Smith ask where the bathroom was.
Janice came over, "Sweetie? Are you falling asleep? I hope not because I've never wanted some of that nice cock of yours more than now. Maybe I should make some coffee," she sighed.
"He looks beat," John said. "Art, go to bed. I think I've overstayed my welcome. I'll just finish my drink and chat with your wife so you two can go back to your routine," he smiled.
Art pushed himself to his feet, letting Janice take his arm as he stumbled sideways.
"I'll be right back," she told John, "Top off your glass so we can chat more, the bottle is on the sideboard in the kitchen."
Art let himself be led down the hall wondering why she'd suggest he refill his drink if he just said he'd finish...he flopped on the bed and was dimly aware he was being undressed as he passed out.
"Is he alright?" John asked, "I guess two of these would pack a punch if it's your first time." He looked at his glass, "This is terrific stuff. I may need to pick some up."
Janice looked at the glass he was holding, "You didn't refill it..." she felt relief that she'd get to climb into bed with her husband and disappointment as she'd been feeling more arousal as the night went on and didn't want it to end.
"No. I was about to refill it myself but then I like watching you from behind," he smiled holding out the glass.
"I figured. It's a real ego-boost the way you look at me. I feel like I'm naked and you're not unhappy with that," she giggled. "It's nice to feel appreciated. We'll need to invite you over more often."
"I have a thought. Let's have our drinks in the hot tub," he stood up. "Art was raving about it and, well, I feel like it would be a great way to end a great evening."
"You have a suit? I can go put on mine, but I'd hate to wake Art up," she looked down the hallway. "Or are you just trying to get me naked?" she grinned.
"Not at all. I knew when you answered the door it would be no problem getting you naked," he sat back looking at her. "If I'd told you to pull off the dress, would you have? Be honest."
Janice nodded, "I think I would have. There's something about you...do people ever say 'no' to you?"
"Rarely. It's fine if they do, but I prefer having my wishes fulfilled, one of which is for you the take the dress off," he said. "Go on, you've known all night this was inevitable. Slowly, I want to savor each part of you."
Janice hesitated, glanced down the hallway wishing she'd closed the bedroom door then turned back, "Ok. Since it's inevitable," she said as she lowered the straps off her shoulders exposing the tops of her breasts. She looked at his eyes as she inched the material down so just the pink areolas were exposed, then popped the seam over her hard nubs before letting gravity take over, pooling the dress on the floor. She then pulled the thong to the side exposing her trimmed pussy before pushing it down with the dress. She picked both up and draped them on the couch.
John wiggled his finger beckoning her and watched her breasts bounce as she walked over and stood in front of him. He could smell her arousal, could see her swollen labia, and knew she was eagerly waiting for his cock. "Very impressive. Your skin is perfect. I'll bet you can cum with just having your nipples sucked on, am I right?"
Janice nodded thinking back to how sensitive they felt in the kitchen. "I never tried but yes, I love having my nipples played with. That is something I've always wondered, but before I get there the men want to be inside me." It occurred to her, outside of the medical profession this was the first man she'd been naked with in the last 8 years but she felt no guilt just anticipation. What will he do to her, how will he use her to satisfy his primal urges? She stood in front of the man wishing he'd touch her, feel her breasts, her wet slit but instead he handed her his empty glass.
"Ok, go refill this. I want to watch but go slowly. Very nice. You have a world-class ass," he sighed as she slowly walked away. He'd seen many women naked, many wives and he never got over the thrill of getting them fully compliant late in the evening. Over the last weeks, he'd had every wife and girlfriend naked just like this, and in some cases, the employee was sitting and watching in shocked silence or looking eagerly on. A few had been bold enough to take their pathetic little cocks out and stroke them while he brought their wives to places they'd only imagined.
It baffled him that so many the married men just assumed that their wives would never stray, never desire another man's cock inside them. Art was one of those. He's seen the look on his face, seem how close he'd been to ruining his career, but in the end, his slumping shoulders told the story. He couldn't believe how naive they were. All women love to be desired, to be shown men want them, to display themselves to a stranger in their full glory, to be appreciated, admired, to be touched...really touched, not groped, penetrated...ok, perhaps not nuns...or maybe not.
This last couple of weeks he'd had half the women pass out after multiple orgasms, a few more say they'd never cum more than once before, three who'd given him their anal cherry and begged for more. Last night Dave crawled between his wife's legs after John dumped his load and eagerly cleaned her out. He'd gotten every wife's cell number if he were ever back in town.
Janice felt weak as she filled the man's glass. As she came back, she felt her boobs bounce and adapted her stride to make them bounce more. "Here you go, shall we?" she asked pointing towards the sliding doors off the kitchen. "Here, let me help you," she said as she put down the glass as the man stood up to undress. 'Wow, he works out,' she thought as her hands opened up his button-down shirt. Tight pecs, six-pack abs, she thought, but it was the pronounced tent in his pants that intrigued her.
John looked down as the naked beauty knelt, her eyes glued to the front of his pants. He heard her gasp as she palmed his shaft through the fabric. Then she unbuckled his belt, popped the top button, and unzipped.
"Oh Christ," Janice hissed as she carefully pulled the pants and underpants over his jutting erection. She'd been with many boys and men but none had anything like this. A powerful-looking shaft of veiny flesh bounced out from his torso, which she had to feel, to weigh with her hands.
"I meant to ask earlier," he said softly, "How big was the biggest cock you ever had?"
Janice stroked his fat member and looked up, "Before now? About this long," she indicated 3/4 of his total length, "and about this big around," she made a circle with her two hands that was about 3/4 of his girth. She spit on her hand and stroked his cock expertly. She looked up at him "How many women have you hospitalized with this thing?"
"No more than a dozen," he grinned, "Apparently there's a female equivalent of having an erection lasting over four hours - an orgasm lasting that long," He laughed, "Just kidding. They never last more than an hour. Go on, I know you want to taste me." He looked down as the blonde licked the entire length of the shaft, then licked his balls. "Oooh, nice," he sighed as she pulled him down and wrapped her lips around the head. "That's it baby suck it. I've been looking at those lips all night wanting to see them wrapped around my cock." He groaned as more and more cock went down her throat. He felt his balls begin that welcome ache and put a hand on her head.
Janice had always finished men with her hand even though he never minded the taste, she just liked to watch the jets of cream spurt out, but she knew John wasn't interested in that.
He stepped back groaning, "Fuck! You're a great cock-sucker and I know you want my cum," he sat back on the couch. He put his feet up, "I'm close but don't want to cum yet so lick my ass and stroke me."
"I've never done that, but if that's what you want," she purred as she pressed her face between his ass cheeks. As she licked his anus he let out low guttural moans. His heavy balls draped across her nose and the manly aroma was so intense she thought she could cum just by inhaling. He lifted his legs higher giving her better access to his ass and his cock seemed to get even harder as she felt his bud open up. His grunting was getting louder and she felt him get close so she dove onto his cock while pressing a finger into his wet ass.
"Oh fuck!" he cried out loudly as he exploded in an almost painful release. Her mouth sucked rapidly and she had to constantly swallow to keep up with the jets of cream shooting down her throat. He held her head as he aggressively fucked her mouth and when he spurted out the last bit, he let go and flopped back.
Janice licked and cleaned the remailed cum off his cock and sat back wincing as she wiped her mouth. "I don't think Art would like it if I kissed him goodnight after that," she chuckled. She could feel the hot path his cum took down her throat into her stomach. Swallowing wasn't so bad and it had the advantage of being a lot less messy. "I guess you needed that," she grinned.
John sat up feeling an incredible tingling from his ass to the tip of his cock, "Wow! On a scale of one to ten, I'd have to give you a 15," he sighed. He stood and pulled the girl to her feet. "Let's climb into the tub. I feel I owe you."
"Aaaaahhhhh," Janice sighed as she sank into the hot water. She watched as John stepped in and was pleased to see his cock never shrunk down like most men's. It may not have been fully erect, but if she wanted...and she really did want...she could straddle him and he'd be rigid enough to enter her.
"God! I'll have to get one of these though I'm rarely home. This is nice," he looked across at the beautiful blonde. He waded across and lifted her, kissing her. He felt those breasts slide against his chest, her soft pubes against his, and his cock throb back to life.



Janice let herself be turned around and bent over the side of the tub, "Oh yessss," she sighed as the man's lips and tongue explored her crotch. She waited for the man to lick her a few times then fuck her, but he probed her wet slit, flicking his tongue back and forth until he penetrated her. He periodically teased her clit before exploring inside her. This was new. Art had licked her from behind as he wanted to get her ready for his cock but never spent nearly the time John is spending, and as for the boys in school, they never went down on her at all. They were more than content to play with her tits, finger her and push her head down to their laps, "Yess, there. That feels so good," she sighed as she pressed her chest down and her ass up higher as his tongue drove into her pussy.
John felt that tight cunt grip on his finger as he pumped in and out of her, her loud groans echoing off the stonework as his tongue flicked around her puckered anus. He thought again how marvelously smooth women's cunts are as he worked a second finger inside her. The girl was thrusting back against his fingers and his tongue, her grunts becoming louder. He got up behind her stroking his rock-hard cock after hearing her begging him to fuck her.
"Fuck!" she spat as he pussy was stretched beyond anything she'd felt, even her toy she had hidden under her sweaters. He was patient and took his time and at first, it hurt but in a good way. She realized she'd known all night he'd be inside her having seen the look of appreciation on his face when she'd answered the door. "Fuck, don't hold back. I want to be fucked like I've...ooooooh, yeeesssssss," she hissed as she felt the man plunge into her. "God damn, Yesss," she spat feeling his heavy balls slap against her clit. 'So this is what I've been missing,' she thought. She felt his thumb against her anus and groaned loudly. "Yesssss...my assss, fuuuuckkk!"
John gripped a cheek as she slammed into the girl and as he drove his thumb into her rectum she exploded. His thumb matched the pace of his cock as he impaled her cunt. He couldn't understand half the obscenities she spat out as she writhed under him. He felt a rush of pride as her orgasm seemed to go on forever suspecting it was the most intense she'd ever had.
Janice felt the world spinning as the waves exploded from her vagina all through her. Her body was reacting violently against the attacks on her holes and her brain was screaming out for it to go on forever. Finally, after what felt like an eternity, she realized her face was planted onto the concrete deck in a pool of her saliva. She wiped her mouth and looked back, "Wow! That was..." she sighed.
"Just the beginning," he smiled. I can go all night and plan to." John pulled out and flipped the girl over. He looked down at those amazing tits, opened her legs, and drove his cock back into her. He finally grabbed those tits as he pounded the girl's cunt harder this time. She didn't protest his aggressive attack on her cunt, rather she thrust back against him gasping out she was cumming again as he felt that welcome ache.
Janice grabbed the muscular ass feeling him flex over and over as he punished her pussy. They'd been at it for 40 minutes and she'd cum seemingly every ten minutes or so. Even though he'd just cum down her throat she was still impressed with his staying power. She was starting to feel another orgasm coming on when the man tried to slow down his pace and she remembered she wasn't on the pill. She was about to put her hands on his hips but was too late. She sputtered out, "I'm not on..."
John groaned and plunged once more into this girl's tight cunt and felt a huge spurt release deep inside her. He gripped her tits hard pulling himself in deep over and over as he came. He was aware she was gasping out something as he was cumming, but he wasn't listening. He collapsed on top of her, his breathing as if he'd just finished a marathon.
Janice stroked his back as the man recovered wishing she'd been louder, more urgent to pull out. She was sure the man never heard a word. His cock now at half-mast still filled her up more than she was used to and she'd had more orgasms so far than she'd had all week. She thought about the man's potentially potent sperm inside her and tried to calculate her cycle.
John finally roused himself and pushed himself up. He started to pull out but her cunt felt so good he pushed back in. He could feel the copious amount of cum slosh against his cock and knew when he pulled out it would pour out of her. He picked up the girl who wrapped her legs around him and sat in the water holding her perfect ass. She wasn't ready to take a break and lowered herself onto his firm rod and repeated the act as if savoring the feeling.
At first, Janice just wanted to feel his fat cock slide in and out of her, but the more she rode him, the harder he got. 'Holy crap!' she thought, 'Did this man take a blue pill before coming over?' She leaned forward and moaned loudly as his lips wrapped around her left nipple and pinched and rolled her other nipple. Her pelvis took over as she rapidly torqued against the fat shaft spearing her. His fat finger plunged into her ass causing her head to swim. She no longer cared if the neighbors heard them she was so lost in the pleasures exploding from her cunt. "You're so big...so fucking big!" she moaned. She felt one orgasm fade and another swell inside her as
Art groaned as he woke up and looked at the clock. 1:23. He rubbed his temples feeling the throbbing in his head...this must be what a hangover feels like. He sat up and looked around. There was light coming from the living room and Janice had not yet come to bed so he rolled off and sat rubbing his temples. The fog was clearing in his brain so he got up to see if she was cleaning up before coming to bed. He stopped in the doorway seeing her dress and panties on the couch and Mr. Smith's clothes folded neatly. He felt the blood rush from his head as he headed out to the kitchen hearing grunting and splashing sounds coming from outside.
He stopped and reeled back against the doorway seeing his beautiful blonde wife bouncing up and down while Mr. Smith's mouth was glued to her breast. He'd never heard her make sounds like that, so deep, so animalistic. He watched as she screamed out she was cumming again making his stomach churn. He started to go back in and try to forget all he saw when Mr. Smith lifted Janice and took her over to the lounge chair plopping her down on her back, her legs eagerly opened wide as he stood over her stroking his huge cock.
Art wanted to turn away but his eyes were glued to the obscenely large erection as the man crawled between her legs. He heard his wife cry out happily as her pussy was suddenly filled with that massive tool. Art turned and headed back to the bedroom trying to make sense of this. Why would Janice cheat? Why didn't he run in and pull the man off her? Was this something Mr. Smith does with all the wives? This must be why half the men took the following day off after their sessions. He also wondered why he wasn't thoroughly pissed off. He stopped and leaned against the wall as he heard Mr. Smith cry out and he suddenly remembered seeing no rubber on that fat rod. 'Do they even come in that size?' he wondered as he crawled back into bed.
Janice's arms were wrapped around the strong torso as he pounded into her with a sense of urgency. A small voice in her head kept telling her she already had potent sperm flooding her womb and more would be a bad thing, but another part urged him to bring it on as her womb was already flooded. She knew the signs when a man is no longer trying to extend the fuck. John's eyes were glued to her flopping tits and she could imagine his thoughts so she pinched her nipples and pulled on them moaning happily as his thrusting became more powerful, more urgent.
John looked at the best tits he'd seen in years and when the girl roughly pulled on her nipples he felt the aching in his balls keep rising, getting almost painful. "Oh fuck!" he spat as he released ropes of cum inside the girl. With each release, he reared back and slammed into the sopping cunt trying to drive his sperm as deeply as he could. He thought about the dozens of children he'd fathered on his tours of the plants as he collapsed on top of the panting blonde and hoped he'd have another.
***********************************************
"I feel bad," John said looking at the woman.
"Why, you fucked the shit out of your employee's wife?"
"No, when I first came in and saw the couch, that was where I imagined we'd fuck. Now I feel like there's unfinished business."
Janice laughed as the tall man pulled on his clothes, "Next time. Next time you're over I'll make sure to remind you." She went over and kissed the man, "Ok. I need to get to shower before I crawl into bed next to my husband," she said as she started for the door.
"Walk me to my car," John ordered. "No, leave them," he said firmly as she turned towards her clothes. "It's still warm out."
"What? No! I'm naked," Janice hissed as she stopped. 'Fuck! 2 AM,' she nodded as she headed for the door.
John hadn't parked right in front, but across the street in front of Reynold's house three doors down. Of course, he did that. I'll bet he had this humiliation all planned out. Then again, she felt the buzzing in her stomach anticipating being naked in public. She felt the warm night air on her skin, though a bit cool on the skin between her slick inner-thighs. She looked around and there wasn't a light on anywhere nor anyone out, but the street was well lit. 'Damn streetlights,' she internally groaned, 'how many times has Art written to the HOA to have them removed? This might not be the best argument for getting them removed though,' she thought.
"Thanks, you were a great hostess," he said as he pulled her close. "Damn, you have a great ass," he sighed as his hands cupped those tight globes. "I could spend the night pressed against these globes." He let her go, "Do me a favor. Walk over to the red BMW. Get your tits nice and wet," he slid his fingers between her legs and wiped the fluids on her breasts, "then press them against the windshield and come back. I want to watch you," he said firmly.
Janice would have blushed if she weren't already. She studied all the windows on each side of the street as she walked to the car. She had no issues gathering enough liquid to smear all over her boobs and climbed onto the hood hoping their neighbor didn't have an alarm system. When she was done she looked at the windshield and the clear imprint of her tits. There would be no question what made those, but who. Ted might never wash that again, she thought. She walked back feeling more fluids running out of her pussy.
John grinned seeing the girl come back under the streetlights. Even more beautiful in this lighting than before. He felt his cock pulse in his pants as he pulled her close, feeling her wet cunt before he kissed her. "I think I'm in love. You liked that, didn't you? I suspect your neighbors will be getting surprises periodically from now on."
Janice did enjoy that and was thinking the same thing. She hugged the man thinking she'd better get back inside before someone wakes up when he pulled her mouth to his. As they kissed, she felt her nipples scrape against the wool suit and his firm cock press against her mound. She felt him press harder and wished he hadn't parked right under a streetlight but happy he did. She groaned on his tongue in her mouth as she felt him release her as to undo his belt and pants knowing what he was going to do.
John turned the blonde around and pushed her chest onto the hood of his rental. He'd never been with any woman before who could get him aroused so quickly before and even though his balls ached from the previous sessions, he needed one more good fuck. Previously he'd made sure she came first but now all he wanted was to take full enjoyment from this tight cunt.
Art sat up having heard the front door close so he went back out to the living room. He saw that Mr. Smith's clothes were gone, but Janice's were still on the couch. He looked out the front window and groaned. They were down the street. His wife was bent over the front of a car her legs spread wide apart, her arms outstretched gripping the hood. It was like out of a porn video with Mr. Smith's ass glowing under the streetlight as he pounded into her. The lighting was perfect. Was he fucking her ass? Her pussy? So, she walked him to his car to see him off, but naked? At least he didn't drive off with her. He almost laughed as he felt gratitude the man hadn't taken Janice back to his hotel room. 'So fucking gentlemanly of him,' he thought. As he staggered back to bed he wondered if Ted Sinclair got up at 2:30 on Saturdays also. If so, he could finally get that good look at the woman he desired for so long.
Janice groaned as another load of potent sperm splashed against her cervix. She'd have to douche when she got back inside. At first, the hood felt cool but her body had warmed the metal up by the time John had finished fucking her. She wondered if he'd be as attentive as he had inside, but this was simply a fuck. She opened her legs letting him use her cunt for his pleasure and he didn't take long before he was satisfied.
John stepped back, the wet cock dangling between his legs, "Can you?" he asked pointing at his cock, "I hate to ruin the suit."
Janice knelt feeling the rough asphalt under her knees as she cleaned off his softening cock. She wondered if he'd finally go soft and as she licked their combined juices off she sat back, "I think you're good to go now," she wiped her mouth and stood up. She looked at the hood and giggled, "Ted won't be the only one with my mark."
John grinned seeing the imprints of her tits in the otherwise shiny paint job.
***********************************************
Art opened his eyes slightly and regulated his breathing so she'd think he was asleep. She'd crept in naked, tossed her dress into the clothes bin, and opened the door to the master bath. Art could see her incredible naked form highlighted by the nightlight. Her tits jutted out, her nipples still fully erect, her tight globes...were those handprints? She turned to close the door and Art could see they were, at least on this cheek. Huge red handprint. As the door closed he shuddered when he noticed the glistening liquids flowing down her thighs. He tried to stay awake so he could, what? Confront her, hold her? Fuck her? But finally fell asleep to the soothing sounds of the water splashing in the shower.
Art groaned and thrust his hips upwards feeling a warm mouth on his cock. He assumed he was still dreaming since all night images of writhing naked bodies swam through his head, breasts, tight asses, hard cocks.
Janice looked up and grinned, "Morning sleepyhead. You've had this hard cock all night and I didn't want to wake you, but I decided it was too good to pass up," she said happily as she took his cock into her mouth again. She took more and more and hoped with more practice she'd be able to deep-throat his cock. She heard him groan and lifted her shoulder as his hand reached down to cup her breast.
She'd never taken even half his cock before and now her nose was almost touching his pubic bone. He felt a flash of jealousy thinking Mr. Smith had taught his wife how to deepthroat, but that faded fast as he felt that soft warm flesh pressed against his hand and her lips gripping his shaft. She was doing something with her throat while plunging her mouth down on him which was bringing him closer every time. He waited for his wife to pull off like she always did, but she seemingly was unaware he was close. He mumbled he was close...cumming, but she never hesitated. His last bit of curiosity before exploding down her throat was 'why aren't her nipples as hard as they were last night?' but the aching release drove that away.
Janice swallowed every drop, then stroked the shaft working out every last drop, "Thanks. I was hungry for some cream this morning. Get dressed and come to the kitchen. I made breakfast," she said as she sat up wiping her mouth.
"You let me...you swallowed," he said lamely.
"Get dressed. I'll be in the kitchen," she patted his leg as she got up and headed down the hall.
He stopped and took a deep breath, waffles! His favorite. He started to grab a plate but his wife stopped him.
"Sit. I got this. How's your head? You didn't have much but I'll bet you're feeling it this morning," she smiled. She grabbed a plate and put two waffles on it and took it over to him, "Blueberry waffles. Decided to go all out this morning," she grinned.
Art took a bite and wondered the last time she'd made waffles. It had been over a year, "What's the occasion?" he asked thinking she'd apologize for last night.
"Ruined renewal weekend. I felt terrible this morning that you had planned the entire weekend and, well. Anyhow, I hope these and waking you up as I did will make you feel a bit better."
Art took another bite thinking that perhaps all was not lost, "I know, but we have all today and tomorrow. I plan on taking advantage of that cute body of yours the entire time," he grinned. "I took one of those pills I got for...you know."
Janice groaned, "Oh Christ! I have to leave in half an hour. Remember? I'm playing tennis with John. Please come with me, I know it will be just to sit and watch, but I love you and want you there," she grabbed his hand. "Please?"
Art looked at his wife and thought about it. A sharp pain in his stomach told him he couldn't watch those two in an athletic endeavor. "Sorry, I forgot. Totally forgot about tennis. You go and have fun. I do have the storage units..." he looked at his wife thinking about what brought Mr. Smith to their facility, "No, it's fine. I think it will be nice to make him happy, I mean, make his trip here enjoyable." He stood up, "I'm going to get started. Great breakfast," he said.
He'd been clearing off the back wall thinking about the blowjob, jealously wondering how she learned that thing with her throat and how to almost deep-throat him and to swallow. He felt a pain in his stomach that another man showed her...yet he felt his cock harden in anticipation of future bouts with her. What else has she learned? He stopped as Janice came out carrying her racquet bag. That's what you're wearing?" he asked.
Janice looked down at her outfit. Loose crop top, tiny white skirt. "What, it's going to be warm," she said, "This is comfortable."
"You can't play tennis without a bra! Are you even wearing panties?"
Janice remembered John's instructions, "No bra, tiniest thong you own. I need you to distract me since I've been working on my focus," he'd said. She doubted he had any issue with his focus, but she felt her nipples harden thinking about his eyes on her body. "It's fine. He says no one will be around and frankly, this is almost the same as what I wore last night. He's seen me, so he probably won't even notice. She pulled up her skirt showing her tennis panties which were more like small shorts, "I'm good," she said. "I'll see you in a few," he kissed him and opened the garage door.
Art watched as she climbed behind the wheel. She did look good with that flimsy top and no bra. At least she was being sensible with those panties. He watched her check her lipstick in the mirror. She closed the sun visor then did something that looked like she lifted her hips, pulling off her panties. What was she doing?
As Janice started the car, she saw her husband coming over. As she rolled down the window she straightened her skirt out and pushed the panties under the seat, "Hey, what's up?"
Art looked down at her legs, but couldn't see anything, "On the way back, we're low on milk. Can you stop at the store?"



***********************************************
Janice found the room and knocked. When John answered the door he was dressed in his full tennis gear. "I thought all you had were suits," she said looking him over.
"They have shops here, come in," he held the door. "Grab a water. We have the court reserved."
Janice stopped him, "Look. I just want to be clear. I don't think last night was a mistake, or that it shouldn't have happened, but I came over to play tennis. That's all. We're not doing a repeat of last night."
"Last night was incredible and far from a mistake," he came over putting his large hands on her shoulders, "but you're wrong. You'll be the one demanding I fuck you. Be honest with yourself. What positions were you wondering we'd be trying on the way over?" he looked at her hardening nipples. "I thought so. Come on. Let's see what you've got," he turned to get his racquet.
At first, Janice was not getting to the balls as she was fully aware that her boobs were flopping all over the place but then down 5-love she internally smacked herself and began attacking the balls with no concern for her modesty. She was aware that a couple of dozen people from the pool area had come over to watch, mostly men but some women also.
John collapsed into a chair, "Wow! You had me right where you wanted me, didn't you?" he panted, "I had three set points yet you came all the way back." He looked at the girl drinking out of the bottle, her lips wrapped around the top, "You're the first person to beat me in over a year. Best out of three?"
The crowd had grown, many with their smartphones out taping the match, or rather recording the long-legged blonde wearing no bra and a tiny red thong. She unfortunately had worn a top that became somewhat transparent when she sweated and a flimsy skirt that blew up under the gentle gusts. All were cheering loudly for the girl to beat the man which she did for three more sets.
Janice blushed hearing the cheering as she and John left the court. "I thought you said we'd have the courts to ourselves," she hissed. "I'm going to be the next internet sensation after that." She put her racquet and balls in the bag, "Thanks for the matches. I missed playing. I know what you're thinking but I need to get home to Art. I feel I've neglected him."
John shook his head, his hand wiping the sweat off her shoulder, "You can't get in your car like this. Come on. You can grab a quick shower and then get home to your husband. I won't stop you."
"You're wrong," she said, "I can resist your manly charms. I'll shower, get dressed and leave," she said firmly, "Plus I must have had a half cup of your sperm inside me so I'd hate to ruin my car seat driving home," she sighed.
Janice felt the cool air of the room and wondered if that was why part of her body reacted. When John pointed out the towels and where the shampoo was, she shrugged. 'He'd seen me naked and maybe without alcohol I wouldn't look quite as good,' she thought as she pulled off her top and stepped out of her skirt. She giggled thinking she was about to step into the shower with her tennis shoes and socks on.
John looked at that ass as she bent over to take off her shoes remembering how it looked under the streetlight as he'd fucked her. He had idly wondered if they woke the neighbors when each came but he really didn't care. That was their problem if they didn't have air-conditioners and had their windows open. He thought about dropping to his knees and bury his face there but decided to wait. "I'll go down to the shop and get you something to wear, size 2?" he asked. "These are pretty wet," he explained.
"You don't have to...Ok, Yes. 2. Thanks," she stood back up. She'd seen where he was looking, "Not sure I should say I'm impressed you resisted or disappointed you couldn't," she smiled as she headed to the bathroom.
She felt the hot water rinse away all the salty sweat and thought back to the many men watching her, seeing her near-naked crotch. When she'd gotten into the elevator she blushed furiously seeing her nipples clearly through the wet top in the mirror. Had she really been outside with an audience virtually naked? Then again, she was outside early this morning literally naked. She thought about getting home and jumping on Art after showering. She felt a throbbing thinking he'd take charge, to use her, to take her any way he wanted. She felt her knees getting weak as she frigged her twat images of Art's cock pressing against her ass. 'God! How would it feel to ride John's cock and have Art's in my ass?' she wondered. She was close when the shower door opened, a naked John grinning at her.
"Let me help you with that," he said as he turned her away and knelt behind her. "A beautiful woman like you should snap her fingers and man would come running the make you happy," he said as he parted her cheeks and ran his tongue from her tangy slit to her ass.
Janice had never had a tongue on her ass before and had wanted someone to do this to her for years. Maybe John was right, she thought, as she bent over more to open her crotch up to the man. He was expert at barely flicking his tongue periodically on her clit and wiggling inside her vagina, all the time keeping her on the edge. Then he circled her anus, teasing before returning to her aroused clit. She tried not to say it, tried to bite her tongue, but, "You're a fucking asshole, you know that? Get up hear and fuck me, fuck my cunt with that fat cock of yours!"
John grinned hearing what he had been waiting for, stood up, and drove his cock into her with one thrust, "Ok, admit it. This is what you were hoping for since you got in the car and drove over," he hissed in her ear. "All the cock you got last night wasn't enough. Ask yourself, will enough ever be enough?"
"Yes, I hoped, I thought...oh fuck!" she spat out as a sudden orgasm hit her. She grabbed the shower handles as she humped back against the man's attack on her pussy. "oohhh, ohhh, oh, fuuuuck!" she spat out as the waves went through her.
John held onto her ass as she bucked against him looking down at that pink bud. He could...he should...but as he was thinking that he felt the sudden rise in throbbing in his balls. He slammed hard into the girl and spurted jets of cum into that tight cunt. He enjoyed fucking married women for the first time, but it was an even bigger rush when they came back for more. As he injected the last of his sperm into her womb he knew she'd demand his cock again before the day was done. She'll deny it now, but she'd open her legs up again...soon.
After drying off, Janice hugged the man, "Ok. You were right, but I do have to get home. Thanks for the tennis and the..." she indicated the shower.
"Sure, it was my pleasure," he smiled. "Here, I got you something to wear back home," he went over to the bed.
Janice looked at the lavender and violet patterned dress and smiled, "It's beautiful," she took it and held it to her body, "Looks right." She pulled on the dress and looked in the mirror. "I'm surprised. I assumed you'd suggest we wash my outfit and let it dry which would keep me here for a couple more hours. Instead, you got me something to wear so I can go home," she said. "Thanks. It was nice meeting you," she kissed him on the lips.
As she was gathering her stuff, he stopped her. "You know. I was planning on dining alone, but why don't you call Art and have him meet us downstairs for dinner?"
"What time? I guess I could drive home and meet you back here," she said wondering what Art would say to the invite.
"Call him. It's after four and I have reservations for seven. You don't want to drive back 45 minutes each way. He can meet us here," he took the bag out of her hand.
Janice put down the phone, "Ok. He's taking an Uber since I have my car here, so I guess..." she looked at the bed.
John grinned, "Yes, but first I want to have something to remember you by," he picked up his phone.
Janice watched as he pressed some buttons and pointed it at her. She hesitated, slowly pulled off her dress leaving her naked. She turned slowly so he could capture all sides. She pointed to the bad and when he nodded, she crawled up aware he was filming her ass and swollen pussy.
"Lie on your back, play with yourself. I want to capture you cumming," go on." he ordered.
Janice opened her legs, her eyes glued to the camera. She surprised herself feeling so relaxed and into the feelings her fingers were giving her. "I'd rather cum on your cock," she sighed, "at least let me see it." "Fuck! It seems to get bigger every time," she panted.
John stood at the foot of the bed stroking his cock as he watched the gorgeous blonde gasp out she was cumming, raise her ass off the bed, and cry out. He propped the phone on the dresser, took off all his clothes, and crawled between those amazingly long legs.
***********************************************
Art looked around and saw the couple...his wife and Mr. Smith...sitting close together in the corner. They already had half-empty drinks and it was exactly seven, "Hey Jan, good tennis match?" he asked as he sat across from them. It felt strange sitting in the chair with his wife sitting cozily with another man on the padded bench. He thought about suggesting they switch seats but there was an awkwardness to this that he couldn't place like he was stag at a couples-only event.
"Let get you a drink, I need a refill," John said as he waved over the waiter.
John and Janice discussed the various shots made and the come-back in the first set. He felt a stab of pride his wife had beaten this man 4 sets to none. Then she asked him about the garage so he told her it was almost all done. One more day and they'd have their dream set-up. Mr. Smith told them he'd be in town another couple of weeks as he had a few more employees to get to know. It all seemed innocent but Jan's nipples were still fully erect and she was wearing a dress he'd never see before. Where had she gotten that? And did she truly play tennis commando? When he'd gotten to the resort he saw her car and checked, and sure enough, her panties were under her seat. He was sure she wasn't wearing any now and suspected where Mr. Smith's hand was. Ok, more than suspected seeing the flushed cheeks and chest and the slow rhythmic motion of the man's arm.
Art put down his napkin, "Thanks for dinner, but we should be going. I'm sure you're tired. I'm not sure how late you were over," he lied, "but I know it was early this morning when Jan crawled into bed."
Janice nodded and started to get up, "Yes, thanks. Hopefully, we'll see you again. We'd love to have you over for dinner sometime."
John pulled his hand back wiping the juices off on his napkin, "Unless...Look, I know you're tired, but there's a great jazz club down the street. A sax player who knows his shit. I'd like to go, but sitting in a bar alone is just pathetic," he looked pleadingly at both.
"Art hates jazz, but we should still go," she put her hand on her husband's shoulder. "It would be fun. You love concerts."
Art shook his head, "No. She's right, I don't like jazz but really dislike saxophones. I think he'll be fine alone," he hesitated, "unless you want to go. I know you like jazz," he said softly.
"I love jazz." She looked at each man, "Are you sure?" she looked at her husband and back at John, "Will it be a late night? I am tired," she said, "You wore me out today," she blushed before quickly adding, "four sets," she thought how it was four on the tennis courts then four more back in the room. 'Where does this man get his drive, his stamina? And he takes just minutes to recover, it seems," she thought.
"It occurs to me that Janice drove and you took an Uber. Give him your keys and I have a limo on standby if you want to see this band, but you really should treat yourself. You won't regret it, best I've heard in years," he slid out and stood next to Janice, "Plus, there were a couple of guys there the other night that were hilarious. You'd like them," he smiled.
Janice sighed, "Ok, but I'll need my stuff. I left it in your room," she blushed.
Art followed them into Mr. Smith's room, immediately noticing the bedcovers messed up and could smell the distinct aroma of sex. He took her car keys and started for the door.
Janice came up and hugged her husband, "Thanks. I mean thanks for letting me go listen to jazz. You know how much I've always loved it. I love you and I'll see you later," she kissed him on the lips, "Drive safely."
***********************************************
Art looked at the clock, 7:37. He looked over at his wife's side of the bed and collapsed back. She'd texted around one saying she was too tired to drive home and she was going to crash on the couch in his room. It was all too much thinking about how she'd eagerly given herself to the cold man all weekend, violating her vows. He rolled out of bed and went down to make coffee. He started to put in the same amount he'd been making for the last 6 years but resignedly made a half batch.
He went out to the garage continuing the project and was able to forget all about what his wife had been doing, was doing when his phone rang.
He hung up and slumped down to the floor wondering why he'd agreed. She'd called to ask if it would be ok to play some more tennis without apologizing for not coming home last night, just she was tired and a bit tipsy when they'd gotten back and she knew he understood. As if either precluded her from sitting in the back of the limo Mr. Smith had offered. It just seemed so natural that she had her freshly cleaned tennis outfit and someone to play against.
Janice put down the phone feeling guilty for lying to her husband but took the cock she'd been stroking and put it back in her mouth. "I can do this and we're no leaving until I do, ok?"
John laughed, "So demanding. It's a tough job but someone has to do it," he chuckled.
Three times last night she'd been able to take more and more of him down her throat. This morning she was so close to feeling his pubic hair against her lips and was determined to get past the annoying gagging reflex. Her fingers were dripping as she furiously rubbed her well-fucked cunt and was thinking perhaps she should just climb onto this cock. But she wanted to be able to deep-throat the man as she knew it would please him and give Art a thrill...though at this point she was well past that length. She'd come close twice last night but almost threw up a couple of times on the man's crotch.
John lay back watching the beautiful woman's mouth stretch wide around his cock and humped encouragingly as he felt her throat clench against him. "That's it, babe. You're doing it, getting so close and when you swallow the whole thing I'll let you take my cock in your ass. If you can't then sorry. No cock for your cunt or ass," he sighed.
Janice's fingers were working her pussy close to release but hearing the man's offer, she reached around and slid a wet finger into her ass. It did feel good having something stretch her out there. She pressed past the point that had caused her to gag and found she was able to control it. Lifting her body up, she plunged back down and felt the tickling on her lips and the musky smell of his sex. The tickling increased, then became the feeling of course texture, then hard pressure on his bone. Soon she was bobbing up and down on his cock, bruising her lips against him.
John was getting close but he wanted that ass, "Ok. Get on your hands and knees. I have the tube right here," he ordered. He grinned as this was a treat. Most of the wives and girlfriends had been adamant about no cock with be entering their rectums. Janice never said no, but always put it off but when she asked him to teach her how to suck cock better he'd made the deal. He made sure his cock was good and lubed, then took a glob and smeared it around her ass before driving the rest inside her anus.
The girl pressed her face into the well-used sheets feeling her ass open up wider. As the man's fat finger pulled out she felt a buzzing in her stomach thinking as John had suggested, "Being the entire fuck package in bed will make Art so much happier." She thought about next week's session and how happy her husband will be to get deep-throated and when she offers him her ass..."Ooooooohhhh, fuuuck!" she cried as his plump head popped inside her. She gritted her teeth telling herself to relax...relax and just accept him. "Oohhhh, oooh, yes. Deeper, Oh God! Wait!" she spat.
John took his time and soon he felt the woman push back and then it wasn't her telling him to slow down, but fuck her, harder, deeper.
Janice realized that even in her ass the man's huge balls slapped against her clit. She unconsciously thrust her ass back trying to open her crotch up more to increase the contact. Wow! she thought, it's amazing having a cock in her ass, but how would one in her ass and one in her pussy feel? She'd need to arrange it. Ted from down the street, Art's brother...he'll be visiting this fall.
John felt like he owned this girl now. He knew every time he flew in he could set up a tennis match and she'd drop everything. He reached under and plunged two fingers into her sopping cunt, pressing hard and rubbing her clit beneath his fingers. He knew it was coming and he hung on when she exploded against the assault on her ass and pussy.
The orgasm was so intense she almost passed out and she couldn't hold herself up anymore as the last waves pulsed through her. They collapsed together spooning with her ass pressed against his belly as he renewed his pistoning into her incredibly tight hole. He was able to reach around to grab those tits as he savored the ring gripping his cock. "Fuck, Janice. You have a great ass. I wish you'd have let me do this earlier this weekend," he groaned. "Fuck, you're tight!"
The blonde pressed back feeling the warm fleshy rod deep inside her, his rough hands mauling her breasts and his hot breath against the back of her neck. This was as animalistic as it gets, she thought. Her hand went done to play with her pussy and she lifted her leg high as she lost herself in the feeling of total surrender to a man she'd never laid eyes on just 48 hours ago. She found herself hoping he could hold off as she was getting closer to another orgasm when the door opened.
"I'm so sorry. I knocked and no one...I'm so sorry I'll come back." She tried to turn away, but the blonde woman was so beautiful and the man's cock had to be huge the way it stretched out her ass. "Um, ok. Sorry," she turned.
"Wait, we'll need more towels when we're done and could you give us five minutes and change the sheets?" John said matter-of-factly without missing a stroke. "Also, the trashcan in the kitchen is pretty full, don't let us hold you up." He played with Janice's nipples and whispered in her ear, "You like being seen, don't you? Did you see her studying you? She might like girls...if fact I could ask her," he said softly.
Janice couldn't take it anymore and knew the girl looked over as she came instantly, "Oh fuck, yesss, uuuhhhhh, uuuhhh, uhh, aaaaaahhhhh," she cried out wondering how she could cum with a perfect stranger watching.
John grinned and winked at the girl. He held open Janice's legs as he repeatedly penetrated her ass. The room was filled with the sounds of skin slapping on skin and the moist sounds of a cock sliding in and out of her tight hole. He liked how the girl was looking at them, her hand inside her white panties. She looked innocent but he knew she wasn't. When he slipped a finger inside Janice's cunt she saw the lust on the maid's face. All these girls welcomed a man who could release their inner slut. Her eyes were glued to his cock as he pulled almost all the way out before plunging back in. He made a point of showing as much as he could but soon his thought focused on the wonderful ass he was fucking and knew he couldn't last.



The maid increased her rubbing and opened up her top with her other hand letting the man see her small pert breasts. She felt pride as the man came as soon as her nipples were fully exposed. She felt a rush coming on and flopped down in the chair behind her as an abrupt surge pulsed through her. As she came down from the wonderful orgasm she stood, straightened her clothes, and said, "I'll get your towels now, sir. I assume you'll be showering now? Ok, I'll do up the bed while you're in there. Relax, let me get a couple of warm washcloths," she said as she went into the bathroom.
John and Janice came out naked pleased to see the bed all made and everything picked up. Janice pulled on her tennis clothes as John went over to his wallet, pulled out a hundred, and handed it to the girl, "I don't think the management realizes what a gem they have here. I'll be sure to let them know," he smiled at the girl. "If it's alright with you, I'd like to have you assigned my room." He went over and picked up the phone. "Yes, great, everything's great. Say, I told the front desk when I checked in that every fourth day would be fine, but I like the job Christine does and I'd like it if she came in every day. Yes, but is it possible to make my room the last stop? It is? Thank you." He turned to the maid, "I get back from work around six every evening. I hope that's ok."
Christine nodded perhaps too eagerly then looked apologetically at the blonde who simply smiled back. "Thank you, sir. I hope you both have a wonderful rest of the day." She looked at the sausage hanging between his legs and left to find her co-worker who would be wondering where she was.
***********************************************
Art went into the office wondering how he'd face Mr. Smith who'd spent the entire weekend with his wife, but all he got was a tiny nod as he escorted the man in. All week long he'd show in never hearing a word. The men and women who'd been chosen to spend the day being grilled still looked shell-shocked and often took the next day off.
He wondered why he never confronted Janice about the weekend or asked any questions. On one hand, the garage never looked better, on the other, they no longer mentioned or planned another renewal weekend since Janice was horny every night for sex and so was he. Her cocksucking skills went to another level and she was eager to show him how easily she could deep-throat him and how she now insisted on swallowing. Then there was the demand for anal sex that baffled him. She'd always been reluctant to even discuss it, but now he was required fuck her ass at least once a week, maybe more. He wasn't about to complain as he'd never known how great a tight anal ring felt.
Art wondered what was going to happen when his brother came for a visit as he'd hit on her every time. Would Janice cave in? He wasn't sure he'd put up with that but he mentally shrugged thinking he'd cross that bridge...
A few months later Mr. Smith was back. He'd arranged for half-hour meetings with all 22 of the sales staff. Art hadn't spoken to Mr. Smith since the dinner at the RockMore and was curious if he'd ask about Janice. He closed the door and sat down expectantly.
"Art, good to see you again. I know my last visit was both unexpected and fairly cryptic, but Burroughs sent me down with strict instructions to explain nothing, but here it goes. I was told to cull the herd, so to speak. We determined that your sales force should be closer to 16...you know where I'm going with this?" he paused.
Art felt the blood rush out of his head, "Um, so you're firing some of us?" he asked. "Six of us?"
"Yes, but relax. I heard Janice is pregnant. Congratulations. You both must be thrilled. You were on the bubble, but we're not totally insensitive, and with your wife expecting your job is secure. Interestingly, seven of you are all expecting so we moved your names up the list. You've been doing a great job and you'll both have job security as long as I'm around," he stood up and held out his hand, "You're a good man and we're lucky to have you." The grip was more powerful this time, he thought as he sat back down.
***********************************************
Mr. Smith, welcome back," Art smiled as he greeting the man in the lobby. "Good flight?"
"Fine, I assume I'll be in the same office?" John Smith replied as they headed for the elevator, "How's Janice and Joanna?" he asked.
Art was surprised the man knew the name of their 3-month old daughter, "They're great. I'll have to show you pictures," he smiled.
John shook his head as he pulled out his phone, "I've been getting updates. She's beautiful, just like her mother," he smiled. "Your wife has been great at keeping me up to date on how you guys are doing."
Art felt the old pain come back. He'd denied that Mr. Smith had anything to do with Janice getting pregnant having told his parents, brother, and close friends that they got lucky, but deep inside he suspected...then his wife delivered a 9 lb. 3 oz. girl, he came to accept it as a gift, a blessing. She became his whole world as soon as he held her. Janice insisted on Joanna saying she always wanted a little girl with that name. Now she's keeping in contact with the real father. He smiled at the man, "That's great. I guess it never occurred to me that you even knew we had a child," he said softly.
"I keep track of the high-valued employees. I care about how you're doing at work and at home. I'll see you tonight," he smiled as he opened the Hotel office door.
"Tonight?" Art asked. "What's tonight?" He thought about a missed email or calendar invite but could think of nothing.
"Janice didn't tell you? Strange. She invited me over for dinner with you two tonight. I hope that's alright," he said dismissively as he went into the office, closing the door.
Art didn't remember how he got to his office but wondered why Jan said nothing about her keeping in touch with this man and inviting him over for dinner. Then he yanked the wastebasket out from under his desk and threw up as he recalled her grinning comment this morning that she was entering peak fertility.
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"It's not cheating," Ted sputtered, "They're just videos, movies."
Tracy glared at her husband, "So, you're telling me watching a busty beautiful blonde getting her cunt pounded is just like watching a movie? You never once imagine it's your cock inside the bitches cunt?"
"I might, but that's no different than when you watch Claire and Jaime rolling around naked in that series you love so much," he shot back. "You tell me now that you don't imagine it's you rolling around naked with that actor," he replied.
"But they never show anything. Tell me you'd be happy with just bare breasts, bare butts? You want close-ups of these women degrading themselves, being treated like a bunch of holes for the guy's pleasure," she spat back. "Jamie and Claire are in love, what they are doing is just expressing their feelings, their desires," she finished softly. "And these are just short scenes making up the whole story. I'll guarantee you fast forward past the clothes part to the bare breasts and spread legs in your slut videos," she argued.
Ted chuckled, "What a hypocrite," he spat, "I've seen you rewinding those naturally flowing scenes with your hand in your panties when you don't think I'm looking," he said as he held her shoulders. "I never minded...I love it since it is pretty much foreplay. I've never said anything, never complained that you're fantasizing Jamie's cock is inside you since they are just actors, and you're just enjoying their performances. They're doing their jobs, playing a role, not meeting somewhere to fuck. And if they're not cheating, I mean you realize these actors are often married, if they're not cheating, how could watching them be cheating?"
Tracy blushed, "You've seen me, shit!" she said softly. "Ok, but...shit. I was going to say you jerk off to these women with big tits but I guess I might have rubbed one out looking at Jamie," she sighed. "Ok, porn is not cheating, but it better never get to where you like looking at them better than climbing between my legs," she said as she stroked the front of his pants. She looked at the screen. The girl's beautiful lips were stretched around a huge cock, the man's hands squeezing her massive tits. She dropped to her knees and pulled down his pants.
Ted shook his head. Tracy was furious just minutes ago catching him looking at a blonde getting spit-roasted, fortunately, he'd not been jerking off when she'd opened the door but this abrupt change was unexpected. Tracy never sucked his cock...never would. She'd been adamant, angry when he'd first asked her to.
"Should I lick your asshole also? You pee out of there and you have no idea how funky your crotch gets by the end of the day," she'd told him.
"You don't have...fuck, where did you learn that?" he sighed as she took most of his length into her mouth.
Tracy remembered her ex-boyfriend, Phil, who'd insisted she suck him off every day though it became her being face-fucked and being left with painfully bruised lips. The problem was, if she didn't suck him off, deep-throat him, and swallow every drop, he'd cum inside her within 30 seconds. He'd told her it was for her own good, and she did benefit since he knew how to fuck her pussy, but she knew better. He liked the control he had over her. She suspected he came quickly to punish her for not blowing him. Blowjobs, missionary, from behind. That was all he'd allow but Tracy came every time...came a lot. She hated how he'd treated her, used her, and she'd broken things off after a year. She'd never questioned her decision but never once experienced multiple orgasms since. A small price to pay for getting her self-respect back...though no man had ever come close to the 2-3 times per day he'd given her.
"Oh my God!" Ted groaned when her lips pressed against his pubes. He reached under her tee and grabbed her tit as his wife began pulling off then plunging back onto his rigid cock. He pulled on her nipple seeing her eyes glance at the screen and widen.
Tracy slid her hand inside her panties as the biggest cock she'd ever seen open up and slide inside the bent over blonde. That had to hurt, she thought, but the girl cried out happily in pleasure as she took all that length in one thrust. Then, eagerly opening her mouth for the other huge cock she took all of him in. At first, she thought 'That poor girl,' but rather than looking used, she looked like she was using the men's dicks for her pleasure. She'd never looked at porn that way before. She'd seen worse as Phil loved his BDSM videos and those girls did not look like they enjoyed the attention.
"Fuck, Trace...I'm...oh fuck!" Ted hissed as she gripped his ass. The first spurt felt like it would have hit the ceiling and each spasm was almost as intense. He could feel his wife's throat rapidly swallow as he pressed his pelvis against her mouth. Finally, he felt the last couple of dribbles and groaned happily as Tracy slowly sucked on his cock, milking the underside of his cock for every last drop. She looked up at him as she wiped her mouth, "Maybe sucking cock is not so bad," she said, "as long as you return the favor."
Ted grinned, "Holy shit! You do that and I'll put my mouth where ever, whenever you want!" he said happily. He pulled up his pants and stepped back seeing her yank down her shorts.
"I'll take you up on that...now...here," she said as she stripped off her clothes. She shoved all the papers aside, climbed up on the desk, and put her feet up on either side of her hips.
Ted knelt and took in her raw beauty. She had an incredible body, even though she didn't have huge tits. She made up for it with her long slender legs, cute ass, narrow waist with no trace of fat, perfect tear-drop shaped B-cup breasts, and glowing strawberry-blonde tresses that came down to her ass. She normally kept it in a ponytail which somehow made her even sexier.
Tracy had never once just opened her legs for him like this. She didn't insist on having the lights off when they made love, but she'd always kept her legs closed as they made out, only opening them up when he got between them. She had a beautiful pussy, small tight labia which now had opened like lily petals showing her smooth pink inside. Previously she'd refused to let him do this perhaps because she did not want to return the favor, but his cock throbbed in anticipation of the future. He inhaled her arousal and began by kissing the insides of her thighs. He could see her hands stroking her nipples as his kisses, nips, and licks came closer to her moist folds.
Tracy felt her pussy throb as her husband teased her, almost hitting her slit, just next to her clit. Her nipples had hardened and were feeling like they were on fire as her pelvis started humping trying to line his mouth up to what she wanted. "There, yesss," she spat when his tongue swept up from her perineum to her clitoris. He'd never done this to her before, but he knew what he was doing as he alternated working inside her labia, probing her vagina to gently teasing her clit down almost to her anus. She was getting more aroused, wanting him to spend more time on her clit when he seemed to read her thoughts.
Ted could taste the increased fluids and she was pulling harder on her nipples letting him know she was ready. He drove his tongue deep inside her once more then slid up onto the swollen nub. Playfully he rapidly flicked the tip, pressing harder into it as he heard her cries. Slipping a finger inside her, he tongued her clit, circling, then pressing against it as her pelvis thrust up against him. Not knowing why he did it as she'd angrily swatted his hand away when he'd touched her there, he pulled the slick finger out of her pussy, pressed in against her tight bud, and slid it in.
"Uuunnnnghhhh, uuuunnnghh, unnnghhh," Tracy's world spun as the pressure and penetration in her ass caused the most abrupt and explosive orgasm she'd ever had.
Ted ground his tongue against her tiny nub, his middle finger fucking her ass as she opened her legs wider thrusting hard on his face. He didn't stop until her orgasm finally faded away and she flopped back on the desk. He pulled his finger out of her ass marveling at how tight it was and wiped the copious juices off his face with the shirt.
"Damn! That was good...you're good. I should have let you do that to me years ago," she sighed. She sat up, "We should shower then get packed. We have an early flight."
Ted hugged his wife's slippery body, "I love you. So glad you could get time off from work. I am dying to know who taught you to deep-throat," he said, "but don't tell me. We decided never to discuss former lovers," he kissed the back of her neck, his soap hands caressing her perky breasts. "But I'd love to send him a thank-you note," he laughed.
Tracy reached back to stroke Ted's cock, "Not something I'd like to remember. He wasn't a good person and I only married you to change my name to make it hard for him to find me," she sighed, "But if it came to that, I'd like to do the same with the woman that taught you how to eat pussy," she sighed. Her nipples were getting hard and aroused again. She guided his cock between her ass cheeks down and hesitated, 'Why did his finger in my ass feel so good?' she wondered. Playfully she pressed her anus back against that spongy head and smiled hearing her husband moan happily. "Maybe later," she purred as she slid his cock farther down to her wet slit.
"No condom?" Ted asked, but as she put her hands on the wall and shoved her ass back, he pressed against her slick hole and grunted as he easily popped inside. Normally he had to work more and more of his cock inside her, but as he entered her, she'd shoved back burying the entire shaft inside her. He pulled out and feeling her response slammed back in. This was not the usual tenderly making love, this was fucking. He'd never actually fucked Tracy before and he could tell the difference. This was raw, animalistic and he loved the guttural cries she was making and the sounds of his balls, his hips slapping against her pussy and ass.
Tracy bent over as far as she could, opening her legs wide wallowing in the incredible feelings of stimulation as his cock plunged into her cunt, his body slamming against her ass, hitting her clit. She reached back, moving his left hand from her ass to between her cheeks. "Yesssss," she grunted feeling his fat thumb press inside the anus. She replayed the end of the video he'd been watching. The girl had been happily riding that monster cock and the other guy had come behind her. She watched in fascination as that fat head easily opened her ass up and slid right in. 'Oh Christ!' she thought as everything started boiling inside.
Ted's thumb was buried inside his wife's ass as she screamed out she was cumming. He slammed hard into her over and over as she writhed against his cock and his plump digit.
Tracy's legs gave out as she came taking them both down to the shower floor. She pressed her face into the wet tile as Ted aggressively slammed into her cunt. "Fuck me, use me," she spat out. Her fingers found her pussy and rapidly frigged herself as she felt another orgasm coming on.
Ted had no idea the sweet demure Tracy could get so worked up and as she came another time he drove as deep as he could, hitting her cervix, and dumping his sperm inside her for the first time. He'd always worn a condom or pulled out before, but thinking he was injecting his potent cum inside her was doubly arousing. As he felt her tight pussy milking the last of his sperm he collapsed on her back. He had to rouse himself as the water splashing on his back started to cool.
Tracy sighed as the fat snake slid out of her, "Christ! That was a first. We might need a bigger water heater if this becomes a habit," she said as she quickly cleaned her leaking twat.
"I'm going to get one put in after we get back from Vegas," he grinned. He finished rinsing off and gout to dry off wondering how soon she'd let him fuck her ass. 'Wow! That sure would be a tight fit,' he thought.
***********************************************
"Great room, "Tracy said as she went to the window. "Your company is putting you up here?" she marveled. "I need to get a job there. My company would do No-Tell-Motel if they could," she chuckled.
"I know, and when I asked if you can join me for the week, they didn't blink an eye," he said as he came up to hug her, "I plan on being exhausted every day at the show," he cupped her breasts, "Shall we unpack and check out what's downstairs? Or would you like to pass out screaming in pleasure?"
"Oooohhhh, I like the sound of that. I saw a dealer downstairs who looked more than capable of making me scream...huge package," she sighed, "But let's unpack and shower. I always get stiff after a plane flight," she turned and stroked his pants, "Don't worry, we have all night to get a reason for them to change the sheets in the morning." She went over and picked up the folder they'd gotten when they checked in. "Wow, this is impressive," she said, "complimentary champagne, a free 30-minute massage, free dessert at Martinez downstairs," she read. She looked at her husband, "Nice! I get the dessert, the massage and we can split the champagne," she grinned.
After showering and getting dressed, Ted looked at his beautiful wife, "How about we hit the craps table and you can be my arm candy," he grinned.
"How about you sleep on the couch tonight?" she said as she slapped his arm, "I prefer blackjack and I don't want any distractions," she said. She picked up the coupon, "But I have another thought, I'll make use of this free massage while you make enough where we can retire in Maui."
***********************************************
The girl looked up, "Do you have...nevermind, you are one of the lucky ones who get the half-hour massage in their welcome packets," she said. Is this for the lady?" the girl asked looking at the couple, "Or we have couples massages if you're interested in that."
"No, just me," Tracy said, "This is a Godsend. I get so stiff after flying, you have no idea," she handed the coupon over. "I know it's short notice but I'd prefer a female...um, person."
"Therapist, Massage Therapist. All out therapists are board-certified...let me look. We are busy this afternoon," she punched in the number on the coupon, "Your name?" She sized up the woman...girl. She was married...25? 28? But looked 16. Great figure, in terrific shape...perfect.
"Tracy Wallace, room 8024 if that matters, and don't worry, anyone with really strong hands will be great," she smiled.
"Holy sh...!, Sorry," the girl grinned, "You hit the bonus." She looked happily at the couple as there was a loud dinging coming from her computer. "This is incredible! Every 10,000th customer gets a free upgrade to our deluxe treatment. That's a two-hour full-body treatment; a complimentary dinner for two at Mark's Steakhouse; a voucher for $500 in chips out on the floor and unlimited bar access anywhere in the casino for 24 hours...holy crap, you're a winner!" she stood up grinning. "Wow! This is the first time I've been on the desk when we had someone so lucky!"
Tracy put her hands to her face, "Seriously?" She turned to Ted, "Oh wow! Can I...I mean do we have time for a two-hour..." she looked at the girl, "what was it again?"
"Full body treatment. We have special herbs and spices we use that open up your pores, clear your lungs, and make you feel like you've just been reborn. Warm compresses, a patented stream infusion...I confess I've never tried it as even with my employee discount, I cannot afford it," she grinned. She looked at the happy couple, "I'd recommend coming back if you don't have time since the two-hour treatment involves lotions and ointments and you'll want to use the steam room and shower after the treatment. So, two and a half or three hours?" she finished.
"Can I?" Tracy asked, "I know you wanted to hit the tables a bit and explore the Strip since you'll be at the show all week, but..." she looked pleadingly at her husband.
"Go for it, I might have something to do in the meantime," he grinned thinking about the $500. He'd budgeting $100 on gambling for the entire week. "I'll be fine if you want the entire treatment now," he smiled.
The girl reached under her desk pulling out two towels and a white bathrobe, "Mrs. Wallace, you're in room 7...I confess I've never even been in there. There's a side changing room and wear whatever you feel comfortable in. Many women prefer to keep their bras and panties on for modesty's sake, but the best overall experience is to suspend modesty as all our Therapists are professionals. Congratulations again, and sir? Here's your voucher. Just go across, yes there. They'll not only give you the chips but a gold card good for 24 hours. I am so jealous!" she smiled. She picked up the phone, "June, we have a client for room 7. Yes, thanks," she put down the phone. "Mrs. Wallace..."
"Tracy, please don't call me Mrs. Wallace...it's so..."
The girl grinned, "I know. I've always hated that. Makes you sound old which you are obviously not. Anyhow, Tracy. Make sure you remove all jewelry and you can lock it in the safe, but your wedding rings are fine," she said. She picked up the phone again, "Kelly. Your 2 o'clock is here in room 7...yes, she is. I know...I will, thanks," she blushed as she hung up. "Tracy? This is June, she'll take care of our special client today...so jealous," she finished.
Ted's eyes swept down to June's legs wondering how he couldn't see her panties it was so short. As she turned he could see why as she had none on, her cute cheeks flashed as the material flared. He suddenly wanted the couple's massage but felt the voucher in his hand. Ted kissed his wife thinking about having a lot more to wager at the tables than he'd ever allowed himself and turned to go. He stopped to watch his beautiful wife head back when he saw him. Kelly Alexis. He choked and turned, a sudden urge to yell out to his wife, 'Stop!' but couldn't. The man was stepping out of a room, wearing a tight tee-shirt over baggy shorts.
Kelly Alexis hosted a massage site, not one of Ted's favorites, but when he wanted to see new girls he went there. He specialized in getting reluctant married women to loosen up and taped their barriers being broken down. He'd jerked off dozens of times to these unsuspecting women being slowly and methodically turned into raving sluts...and they were always married, always straying for the first time. He knew these were not established porn stars like that bus one always had, but innocent women being used. Then there was another factor he'd never noticed, Kelly could have been that actor's brother. He didn't know his name, but the actor who played Jamie in that time travel series.
"Sir? Are you alright?" the girl asked, "I have some water if you need it," she stood up looking concerned.
Ted shook his head," No...no, I'm fine. I was just thinking...about work. It's nothing," he said as he left, his stomach in knots, and headed to the cashier's booth.
***********************************************
Tracy never said a word about her Full Body Treatment other than to grin and swear she wished she were wealthy and could pamper herself like that every day. Perhaps Kelly struck out which wouldn't have surprised him. On the other hand, Ted had experienced good luck at the craps table and now had over a thousand in chips and his wife was happy, horny, and enthusiastic in bed. He asked her if the massage was professional and she nodded happily, "Very! I've never had such a thorough massage, left me drained but ironically with renewed energy for some time in bed with you," she'd said as she pulled him into the bedroom. By morning he'd been worn out, his balls aching having to reluctantly stagger off to the show, kissing his sleeping wife goodbye.



The entire week had been fun, but exhausting. He'd initially been worried she'd be bored as he'd be occupied at the show but she found tons of things to go see and do. Every evening she told him all the things she found to do...she got to see the control center for the fountains; a tour of the newest casino being built; got to meet some of the famous showgirls and had lunch with them among other things, and every night she was more aggressive, more adventurous. She came up with various ways the suck his cock, lick his balls, even gave him his first rim-job. Then there was the anal. She came to bed the third night having pre-lubed and he finally got to enjoy the wonders of anal-sex.
By Friday he'd forgotten seeing Kelly Alexis and as he'd always assumed he shot his videos in Florida questioned whether it was him at all. What he did know was every year Tracy was getting gift certificates for massages.
***********************************************
A few months after they'd gotten back from Vegas, Ted had opened his browser to check out porn. It had been a while as there had been little need, but Tracy had to fly down to Miami for a convention so he was on his own. His balls still ached from the goodbye sex and considered taking a nap, but thought about that incredible blonde. Perhaps while he had been otherwise occupied there might be new videos with that incredible chick Gadriel Carver. Christ! She had the most perfect natural tits he'd ever seen. He had the thought that perhaps he'd get a massage and there would be Gaddy wearing a super short robe. He was stroking his cock thinking about massage so he searched massage videos.
"God, that Rita chick has the best tits," he moaned, his eyes glued to the screen. He surfed through and saw Kelly's newest. He wasn't a huge fan as it seemed degrading to the women, but in a way seeing their resistance being broken down was a turn-on. The girl was perfect, really large tits, and kept batting his hands away. He wished he could see the entire video as they cut to her allowing her massive tits to be massaged. He felt himself getting close and had another thought. He closed that video then searched on slender blonde massage under Kelly's videos. His balls were aching for release, but he thought it would be a rush to find a girl who looked like Tracy and imagine...
'There! That looks just like her,' he thought as the blonde undressed in the changing room. His stomach soured instantly as he recognized the tee-shirt and shorts. He paused it, his cock deflating as he wondered how far she went. She had to let him fuck her, otherwise, why would the title be Young Blonde Takes First Real Cock? He hit play, no longer stroking.
Tracy admired her naked body in the mirror, then put on the short robe. Kelly greeted her asking if she'd like to be covered with towels. It cut to the tall man with huge hands professionally working her back muscles and her legs. Then he went to pull the towel off her ass, Tracy reaching for it quickly. He could hear her plea to leave it on which he did, but his hands when higher between her legs under the towel. It cut to Tracy's legs being spread apart, Kelly rubbing just below her pussy. 'Did Tracy open her legs or did Kelly pull them apart?' he wondered as it jumped ahead.
"Oh fuck it!" he spat. He grabbed his credit card and clicked on the link. After registering he searched and found the full video. He wanted to watch every second but found he needed to see what happened and had his answer. Tracy had brushed his hands away a half dozen times as he moved under her towel but finally relented as his hands worked their way up her inner thighs again. Then when he pulled a leg towards him, she loudly sighed as his hands found her pussy. Another camera focused on her open crotch and he'd seen her in that state before...the state where she's begging him to fuck her. Her lips were swollen and flared open invitingly. She sucked in a huge breath as a fat finger probed up and down her wet slit, her legs opening more.
It sounded like she was disappointed when he moved up to the shoulders and neck. She couldn't see as her face was in that hole thing, but he was not wearing underwear under the loose shorts and a huge tent was sticking out above her head as he rubbed her muscles. Then she felt it as his cock pressed against the back of her head. She looked up and gasped as the hard rod poked her in the face. She put her head back into that hole.
Kelly grinned at the camera and told Tracy to roll over so he could do her breasts. Her resistance was gone and Ted felt slight disappointment that Tracy didn't put up more of a fight as so many others had. She lay there, the towel over her hips still in place as those huge hands stroked her tits. She groaned loudly when he focused on her nipples, making no move to stop him. Ted could see Tracy's hips humping the air as her face flushed in excitement. He knew what she was feeling having often made her ready and eager to fuck by pinching or sucking on those pink tips.
Kelly looked down at the woman's face, eyes closed, mouth open and again grinned at the camera as he quietly sild off his shorts letting his famous nine-inch cock spring free.
Tracy groaned loudly as Kelly stepped to the side, still massaging those tits and pulling on her nipples but then he leaned forward letting his hard cock brush across her parted lips. At first, she did nothing, not close her mouth nor open it wider, but acting like it wasn't there. Then Ted saw it...saw the pink tongue come out tasting the fleshy shaft as it slid across her mouth. She made no move as Kelly pulled off the towel and slid his hand over her mound. This time she was the one to open her legs as she turned on her side.
Ted's cock was now rock-hard. Tracy never looked so slutty. The camera angle showed her from behind. An arm was reaching around to grip the man's ass, her legs were wide open and he could see the large hand stroking her cunt. He couldn't tell, but it looked like she was deep-throating the monster snake and her ass muscles were flexing as she humped against his hand. It occurred to Ted that Kelly's middle finger was almost as long as Ted's cock. Then he saw it happen, she stopped sucking and her ass flexed rapidly against his hand as she came. He could hear her muffled cries as she grunted on his cock. Kelly looked at the camera and winked, still stroking the blonde's cunt.
Tracy started to suck the man's cock again and looked upset when he pulled away. He pushed her onto her back, holding his slick finger in front of her mouth which she eagerly cleaned off. Watching this, Ted suddenly erupted and collapsed back in his chair.
Ted crawled into bed with his laptop. He'd been putting it off, not wanting to see Tracy with another man's cock in her pussy, but the curiosity was too much. He opened the browser and restarted the video.
Tracy popped the finger out of her mouth and stroked it as if sizing it up. She looked at Kelly and grinned, "Bigger than many of my boyfriends," she said. She reached out and stroked his cock, "definitely bigger than any of my boyfriends," she said before pulling it into her mouth.
"Bigger than your husband's?" Kelly asked. As she nodded he grinned into the camera, "Are you ready to feel a real man fill you up?" he asked.
Kelly shook her head, "No, I can't but I will suck you off," she said.
"Ok, this is your treatment and whatever makes you happy, but let's do it this way," he said as he stepped back.
Ted watched as Kelly lay on his back and Tracy climbed on...her legs on either side of his head and his cock back in her mouth. The camera switched to the man's face between her legs as his obscenely long tongue bathed the dripping girl's twat. It was obvious he was doing it right as she humped against his mouth. Then the camera switched to the other side and Ted was amazed to see Tracy's lips buried against the man's shaved crotch. She expertly pulled to the tip, licked the head, then plunged back down without any gagging or apparent discomfort.
Kelly looked like he was getting close and tried to get the girl to stop but Tracy looked determined. He cried out he was cumming and humped against her mouth as he came. Ted watched Tracy's throat as she swallowed every drop and the man's balls flex with each spurt. It occurred to him that he'd watched dozens of videos with Kelly and never once had he cum in one of the girl's mouths. Looking at the man as he collapsed back, it looked like this was a first for him also.
Kelly rolled the girl off him and he laid her on her back, his face again between her legs. His hands reached up and pulled on her nipples as he buried his tongue inside her. Ted had to give the man credit. He may have just blown his load, but his cock was still fairly hard and he lost none of his enthusiasm for pleasuring Tracy.
Ted realized he'd been stroking his cock again as he watched his wife, her legs spread as wide as he'd ever seen humping against the man's mouth. He wanted to tell Kelly she loves a finger up her ass, but with both hands on her tits, he was occupied pleasuring her.
Tracy gasped out she was going to cum and Ted knew what she was going to say and felt slightly ill hearing it, "Fuck me, fuck me with that huge cock. I want to cum on your fucking cock," she spat out.
Kelly climbed up, stroking his cock, and crawled between her legs. As he lined up he asked, "should I put on a..."
Tracy grabbed his ass and pulled him inside her, "Ffffffuuuuuccccckkkkk! Oh fuck, you feel so good," she gasped.
Kelly grinned again, "So I guess bareback. I hope you are ready to get your cunt flooded with my cum," he said as he picked up the pace.
Tracy cooed, "Oooohhh, bareback, I like that. Tell me how potent your sperm is," she hissed, "I'm not on the pill."
"I'm fucking your married cunt bareback and I'm not pulling out. Nothing on Earth can make me pull out now," he hissed, "if I knock you up it will be just another married woman with my baby, I have so many I've lost count," he panted.
Tracy reached up and pulled his face to hers, kissing him as she wrapped her long legs around his ass. They were fucking so fast it was almost a blur and she was cumming over and over. The camera switched to between their legs and Ted saw copious fluids leaking out as the fattest cock he's ever seen pistoned into his wife's cunt. Then he saw the man's balls contract and his cock plunge in deep as spasm after spasm of his potent seed emptied into Tracy's womb.
Ted stroked his cock as he watched the man pull out, his cream flowing out onto the table. "Oh fuck!" he spat feeling his release coming as he imagined how Kelly must have felt inside her tight pussy.
Ted finally watched the remainder of the video after resting and having dinner. He knew it had to happen and they'd fucked another time. There was no longer any pretense of being massaged, but Tracy telling Kelly, "We have 45 minutes. I hope that's not it for the full-body treatment," and then sucking on the man's cock to get him hard again. The man was hard in no time and took her from behind, her on top, reversed on top, bent over the table and on their sides, a great view of Tracy's ass flexing on the man's cock as he again emptied his balls inside her cunt.
Ted didn't know what to make of this. She'd never said a word, he never had an inkling she'd been fucked. He looked at the link to the video and saw the name at the bottom, Tracy Luxxx. She has a name? He clicked on her name and came across another video. It was titled, "She couldn't stay away." This time Tracy lay down and June came in. She'd never once mentioned she'd even experimented with another woman, but her pussy-eating skills were on a par with her cock-sucking skills. He stroked his cock as June lined-up the strap-on taking his wife from behind. Tracy was crying out, "Fuck, me, fuck me," over and over, her face buried against the table, her ass thrust up in the air. June reached over, grabbed a bottle of oil, squirted it into Tracy's ass then pulled out of her cunt and pressed against her ass. Tracy's scream did not sound like she was in pain, but the opposite. He tried to hold back as the cute girl drove the plastic cock into her rectum, but it was no use.
He cleaned up wondering what inspired her to do it the second time and who named her and why? He then had a thought. He opened one of the bigger free porn sites and searched Tracy Luxx and gasped. "Search Results: 22 videos," it said.
He felt sick as he clicked and saw the previews, all with his wife in different situations. Anal, group sex, cheating wife, DP...when did she find time? he wondered. Then he saw her getting fucked in a control room...the one for the fountains? He scanned other videos and found her being taken by construction workers...six of them. He was shocked to see another where she was servicing showgirls and being serviced by them. He recalled her relating how fun it was having access to these places.
Tracy called every night sounding cheerful and happy. He wanted to ask, wanted to find out how she...when she...but all he could do was say he missed her. She told him she missed him too and encouraged him to relieve himself looking at big titted women getting their cunts pounded or perhaps women getting massages. At least a half-dozen times he wanted to call her Tracy Luxx but decided to confront her when she returned from her business trip.
Ted hung up feeling depressed, but horny. He'd found he was no longer interested in the big-breasted babe videos, but spent more time viewing Tracy Luxx. He had to admit she was terrific, sexy, and always enthusiastic. He opened the browser and searched Tracy Luxx and sat back seeing 31 videos! He looked and saw some new ones. Tracy at the beach; Tracy Luxx fishing; Another with Tracy looking like a schoolgirl bringing drinks and snacks to her 'father' and his friends around a pool with palm trees. What was this trip she was on?
***********************************************
Tracy rolled her bag in, clutching the fat envelope wondering how Ted would take it. He looked tentative as he stood up to greet her. "Ted, I missed you so much, this was the longest we've been apart," she hugged him and looked at him, "You look upset or worried, but I brought you a present," she grinned. She held out the packet. "Open it!"
Ted took the envelope studying his wife's face. She looked just the same, but images of her face contorted in orgasmic pleasure from her videos quickly overlaid her face as she studied his reaction. He started to say something, started to accuse but opened it. He gasped and looked at his wife then back at the fat pile of $1,000 bills. Then he looked at the thumb drive, "Is this...?"
"The entire collection of shoots and all the money from them," she grinned, "$35,000 and hours of video," she smiled.
"Tracy, I saw...I came across..." he sputtered.
"I was sure you would," she said, "I told you to surf your porn while I was gone. I made these for you," she said happily, "And I figured we'd take that trip to the south Pacific with my earnings." She hugged her husband. Come on, I haven't watched any of them, I mean, I was there, but I'd like to check out the lighting and how I looked," she said as she pulled her husband into the living room. "I had a friend put all these on one thumb drive - it had to be a full Terabyte to hold all 41 of them," she grinned.
"41? But you slept with 41 men?" he sputtered. He flopped down on the couch, his head spinning as he watched his beautiful wife go over to plug in the USB.
"Don't be silly, there were over 60 men and a dozen women, I didn't enjoy those as much... a lot of licking, but I did like the cocks. There were a lot of cocks. I should probably watch all these and make a tally," she said as she sat down next to her husband. She turned on the TV and switched to the device, "I can skip any you've seen, but I'd like to see them all eventually," she said. She looked at her husband, "You seem upset. Oh, I had no idea he had cameras in there," she sighed.
Ted looked at the screen showing Tracy admiring her nude body. "You cheated...I mean, you slept with 50 men..."
Tracy looked in shock at her husband, "But you said...you said porn is not cheating," she pointed to the screen. "I didn't sleep with anyone unless there was a camera. You said even the actors are just doing their jobs so it wasn't cheating," she said. She picked up the remote, "Hang on. I'd like to go to when I first saw that thing. Have you seen this? He was fucking huge! I can still feel him stretching me out."
Ted felt his head spinning, 'my shy, conservative wife did all this? Happily let herself get fucked by 6 dozen people?' he thought.
"Do you know how many times I was checked for STDs?" Tracy asked, "Dozens! I had no idea they were so careful but no one gets close to anyone else unless they're clear. Oh, and I got on the pill," she said. "Can we go to the one...let me see, I think it's called "The Catch of the Day," she said as she picked up the remote. She hit play, "These guys wanted to pay me to go on their fishing charter so they could fuck me, but my agent refused unless they filmed it. That never occurred to me. If I'd fucked those guys for money, it prostitution but turn on the cameras, it's art," she said happily. "I love these loopholes."
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"Go to sleep Paul. You're drunk." Sherry mumbled as she rolled over.
"Drunk? On three beers? That will be the day." Paul spat back.
Sherry rolled over and looked at him. "It was the entire six-pack. Six high-alcohol IPAs. I'm sleeping in the car if you don't relax and calm down."
Paul scowled at his girlfriend, "Easy for you to say. How relaxed should I feel when you encourage my friends?" He looked at her lying there. Her thin tee covering her large breasts. Nipples protruding like they always do when she gets excited, angry, aroused. He was guessing angry at this point. His eyes traveled down to her exposed navel and tiny thong. With the full moon shining through, he could make out her pronounced slit and trimmed bush through the white fabric. "You walk around all day, wearing little more than this, teasing Bill and Alan."
"Fuck you." Sherry said, "You're the one who told me no bras on this trip. And what do you call telling Alan he should get my back completely covered with sunscreen? You make no sense. You tell me to wear as little as possible, to tease them, then you get really excited and don't even wait for me to be ready before you fuck me...yes, fuck me. This was not making love," she spat. She rolled over on her stomach and faced away from him.
"Maybe, but you don't look like you're doing it for me when you rub your tits on their arms...when you give them hugs." He looked angrily at the young girl, "What did you do when he grabbed your ass? Giggled...that was it." He reached over and spanked her, instantly regretting hitting her so hard. But, dammit, she was a tease.
The girl yelped when her boyfriend slapped her ass. Sherry rolled off the bed and grabbed the sheet. "Give me the keys, I'm sleeping in the car."
"Fuck you. Get them yourself. Use the back seat, it's your happy place." Paul rolled over and pulled a pillow over his head.
Sherry headed out the cabin door, stopping herself from slamming it, realizing they were in a campground and everyone can hear everything. She looked down seeing her skimpy attire and thought about going back in for shorts, but shrugged and opened the car and crawled in. As she sat there, she wanted to cry. Small seat, 'fucking Sentra,' no pillow, just a sheet, and a really hot interior. She rolled down the windows and tried to lie back and get comfortable. 'Oh shit!' she thought, hearing the nightmarish sound of mosquitos. She would have to keep the windows rolled up, but with record highs, it would be like a sauna...even at...she looked at the dash clock, 11:15 at night. As she sat up to close the windows she jumped, "Bill, what the fuck? You scared me."
"Sherry, what are you doing in the car?" He shook his head, "I get it, Paul had a few. Sorry." He looked around, "Aren't you being eaten alive?" He swatted his shoulder. He opened the door, "Come on. Grab your sheet. We have room in our tent." He opened the door wearing nothing but his boxers.
Sherry crawled out of the tiny back seat. "What are you doing up?"
"Paul wasn't the only one drinking beer. I had to hit the bathroom." He looked and the nearly naked girl. "Nice look."
Sherry quickly wrapped the sheet around her. "I guess I left in a hurry. That man pisses me off sometimes." She hesitated telling Bill that Paul smacked her then shrugged it off. She looked at his muscles in the moonlight, perfect pecs, sculpted abs, and shuddered. 'The man is perfect.' She thought. 'No wonder Paul doesn't trust me around him.' Her thoughts were jolted back.
"I don't need to get into the tent. It's so warm. Want to walk around the lake?" Bill asked. "Seems as long as we keep moving the mosquitos won't bother us."
Sherry looked down at herself and laughed, "Sure. Why not. You're wearing just boxers and I'm wearing a thong." She felt the shirt stick to her skin, "You guys are so lucky." She said pulling the damp fabric away from her body.
"I don't know," Bill replied, pulling on his boxers, "Want to add up the weight of our clothes?" He looked at her bare ass. "Wait, did you leave the keys in the car?"
Sherry stopped, "Oh shit. Another reason for Paul to get pissed at me." She started back.
Bill gently grabbed her shoulder. "No one's going to steal Paul's car it's a Sentra. No one steals Sentras. We'll grab the keys when we get back. Come on, everyone's asleep except us." He put an arm around her shoulder and led her along the path.
They walked the lake listening to the frogs, splashing of fish, crickets, and savoring whenever there was a gentle breeze. They compared notes on old boy/girlfriends, who they knew was doing whom. Sitting on a rock across from their campground, Sherry asked, "Why is it you never asked me out?"
"I've thought about it. You were either going with someone, or I was." He looked over at the girl, "Trust me, you're high on my list, but since Paul's my friend...even if he weren't, I don't like stealing girlfriends."
"I like that about you. After I broke up with Ted, you were going with Anne. Hey, whatever happened there? I was sure you guys would be married or engaged by now."
"Remember when we went up to Carmel? She disappeared when we were staying at the club. I chanced upon her and some guy in the back of the pool area. Actually, I heard her crying out in pain. I thought she was in trouble...and perhaps she was, but not as I originally thought. The gist of her cries was, 'Your cock is so big, so fat, so fucking fat,'" Bill laughed. "I can still hear her saying it over and over. I can't say it was the high point of my life. I mean, normally every guy loves hearing his girlfriend cry that out, but it's better if he's actually there when it happens." He looked over at Sherry. "Ever happen to you?"
"Hear a guy cry out, 'You're so big, so fat?' With another girl? That wouldn't be so bad." She smiled, "No. As far as I know, every guy has been faithful." She put her hand around his shoulders and hugged him. "Sorry, I never knew about that."
"I guess I never told anyone," he looked at the girl, "Do me a favor, keep that to yourself. I actually still love her, and she was apparently extremely sorry. Her excuse was he'd bragged how big he was...she told him to prove it...but there are some things to can't unremember." He held Sherry next to him, feeling happy. "I do remember the drive back was really quiet."
Sherry felt like she could fall into his arms...kiss him, but then looked at the boy she'd known for years, "We should head back, get the keys and if you don't mind, let me sleep in the tent. This is nice, but I am really tired. I hope we don't wake Alan."
They stood and headed back around the lake, "You know. Remember when we all went skinny-dipping? That was fun." Bill looked out at the lake.
"Sure, you want to go skinny-dipping?" Sherry asked.
"I do but without a towel, just your sheet," he felt the folded up sheet Sherry had been carrying, "we'd be pretty wet when we crawled into the tent." Holding up a palm, "And, it's so humid we'd never dry off anyhow. I was just thinking about how great the water would feel."
She punched Bill in the arm, "You just want to see me naked again."
"Nah. Been there, done that. Not a big deal," he chuckled.
"You prick," she slapped him, "Come to think of it, you never check out my chest...I mean, most guys are pretty obvious about it. Paul always seems to talk to these," she pointed to her breasts, "when he's telling me something. He was the one who tossed my bras back in the drawer when we were packing. You realize, he didn't know what color my eyes are when I asked him the other day?"
"Green. Bright green inside with a brilliant gold outside ring." He stopped and put his hand under her chin and as she looked up at the moon, looked at them and sighed, "The most beautiful eyes I've ever seen." He turned and started walking, "Of course, these are the first things people notice as they usually precede you by a few seconds when you enter a room."
Sherry slapped him again, "They're not that big." She cupped the masses of flesh. She added, sadly, "When Jack and I were together, I did overhear Jeff and some guy talking and heard him say, 'you know, the brown-haired girl with the giant hooters?' And the guy said, 'Oh yeah, the girl going with Jack. That's all he talks about, fucking those tits.' He added some kind of observation that if it weren't for these..." She stopped and looked down at the ground, "I guess it's not as bad as what Anne did to you, but shit! That hurt."
Bill hugged the young girl, "Jack is a piece of shit. I never knew what you saw in him, except that his daddy's rich." He rubbed her back, "You can do better."
Sherry looked up at Bill, "What do you mean, I can do better? Are you talking about Paul?"
"No. I like Paul. He's a great guy, sometimes he just drinks too much." He broke the embrace and looked at her.
"I guess I should tell you. I was in the car because Paul smacked me, or slapped my ass, hard. It hurt. A lot." She said softly.
"Wait, what?" Where? Let me see." Bill turned the girl around and looked at her ass. "Holy shit, I can see a bright red handprint. That asshole." He gently stroked that smooth ass. "I would never have thought he'd ever hit anyone." He hugged his friend, "Does it still sting?"
"Yes. But the fact that he hit me stings worse, I mean a smack on the ass, what girl doesn't like that? But, this was in anger." She shook her head, "I mean, he drinks, but he's always been tender and funny. This really shocked me."
"I'd better kiss it and make it better," he laughed. "Really? Ok," he said seeing the grin on her face as she turned around. He couldn't believe he was kneeling down behind her, her ass sticking out as she slightly bent over. He had the strongest urge to use his tongue but settled for enjoying the feeling of his lips against the silk-like flesh. His fingers twitched to pull down the thong as he covered the entire left cheek. He pressed his lips against the velvety skin, moving around to cover the red mark, but when he strayed towards her crack, she stopped him.
"Ok, thanks. That feels much better." She stood up, "You know, the last time anyone 'kissed it to make it better' was my mom, though I'm pretty sure she never went there," she giggled. "Come on, I could use some sleep."
When they got to the tent, they saw Alan heading back from the restrooms, "I guess we don't have to worry about waking Alan up." Sherry said. "Hey, Alan."
"Hey, where were you guys? Paul came out and yanked open the tent looking for you. Scared the shit out of me. He looked really pissed." He jerked his thumb towards the cabin, "You might not have a ride home. He took off, woke the entire campground."
Sherry's head spun over and saw the Sentra was gone, ripped up tire tracks in the dirt. "Oh shit!" She ran over and flung open the door to the cabin. Their bags were gone and the bed was overturned.
Alan and Bill watched the girl slump the cabin porch and headed over. "Come on Sherry, he'll be back. He just needs to burn off some steam." As they headed back to the tent, they heard a distant siren. Bill laughed, "Or not. I think we know where Paul will be spending the night."
"I think I know where my clothes are also, we had just the one bag." She started laughing, "My clothes are going to jail. I wonder if they'll all have stripes when I get them back?" She let them lead her over to their tent, suspecting they were not simply being gentlemen allowing her to crawl in first.
Sherry settled on her back in between Alan and Bill. She lay there knowing it would be a while until she could get to sleep, plus it was stuffy in the tent. She looked at the two boys, lying there with bare chests and she had the sticky tee-shirt. "Fuck it. I'm going for comfort." She pulled up on the hem of her top.
Alan and Bill watched as the girl sat up and yanked off the shirt, her breasts bouncing as they came free from the tight shirt. The tits they'd fantasized about were finally exposed to them. Mesmerized, they watched as she flopped back, her massive mounds spreading out over her chest, spilling over the sides.
Sherry mumbled. "Deal with it. I'm not going to lie here, suffering modestly."
Bill sat up and looked over at Alan. He rolled back and yanked off his boxers. "Deal with this. You have just those tiny panties, so..."
Sherry whipped her head around, seeing Bill's cock bounce free. Then she looked over at Alan's has he pulled his off also.
"Shit, this is a lot better. I've wanted to do this all weekend, but no way I was doing this alone with Bill." Alan turned towards Sherry, "Thanks for allowing us to do this." He couldn't take his eyes off the largest breasts capped he'd ever seen. They looked bigger than he'd imagined, but the size of her areolas was what made his mouth water. His fingers were itching to feel them, feel the creamy smooth flesh under his hands, urgently curious how much would fit in his hands. Feeling his cock straightening out and tickling his thigh, he closed his eyes and tried to think about other things, but the damage was done.
Bill wasn't doing any better as he lay on his back studying the pattern of the seams above him.
Sherry was flicking her eyes between the two boys suddenly aware she'd put herself between two naked boys with growing erections. There was always something fascinating about a guy's cock, first dangling down between his thighs, then slithering out and out to the side, pulsing, twitching, growing as it finally points up toward his chin. So many boys had these tiny little worms that grew to be angry snakes ready to strike. Her eyes flicked between one and then the other. What if they wanted to do something? What might they make her do? Why would that be so bad? Her pussy throbbed as she watched both cocks, now rigid pulsing on their stomachs.
The two boys closed their eyes trying to find distractions from the near-naked angel lying between them. Even though it was a hot night, neither had any desire to move away from the heat emanating from their friend's girl.
Bill was thinking about the miles they'd have to cover biking back. 650 miles in six days...sleeping alone in a tent every night with no relief. He had the intense urge to turn on his side and quietly jerk off, but they'd know what he was doing.
Sherry sighed as she realized she was now the only one wearing anything so she reached down and pulled off her thong and lay back, her eyes closed. She sighed, "When in Rome..." Her twat was throbbing knowing the two boys were looking at her. Thinking about touching her. Opening her legs and touching her there...would they take turns fingering her, or would she have two fingers at once? She wished she were alone so she could put a hand between her legs. Then she considered this had better possibilities than being alone and let her legs part a little, pressing again hot bare skin on either side. She wanted to open her eyes as she heard the sleeping bags rustle as the boys turned on their sides facing her.
Bill looked at his friend then back at the naked form. The moonlight from the side highlighted those perfect breasts and the tight slit. He saw that both he and Alan were rock hard and it occurred to him, he'd never seen another guy's erection before, at least not in real life. They can't do anything to the girl he thought and was about to roll over when her thigh pressed against his aching cock.
Sherry stretched her arms over her head and parted her legs more. With a jolt, she felt her left thigh hit a warm hard rod. She felt a cool wet trail as she moved her leg. Rather than pull away, she pressed her thigh against him and felt Bill push back, encouraging her.
Bill looked at the beautiful naked girl spreading herself and stretching her torso, badly wanted to touch those breasts, kiss those nipples and when he felt her leg push more aggressively against his aching cock, he gently reached up and slid his hand up her stomach to the start of the creamy mounds. Then hearing no objection, let his hand climb the silky flesh until he had the warm mass under his palm. Hearing her breathing deepen, he allowed himself the thrill of exciting her nipple. Feeling it grow and harden. His cock ached painfully as he felt his finger circle the areola and nipple. He listened to the sighs as he stroked and felt the thigh push harder against him. He leaned over and sucked the nipple between his lips, Sherry's hand stroking his hair.
Sherry opened her eyes and saw Bill worshiping the left breast and looked over to Alan who was stroking his cock, watching. Her eyes flicked to her right breast and put her hand on the back of the other boy's head guiding his mouth onto her other hard nipple. She opened her legs more and cooed softly as both nipples were getting the attention they craved, though there was another part of her needing attention even more. She now had both boy's cocks humping against her thighs, leaving wet trails on her leg.
Bill and Alan thought they were going to be stopped when Sherry moved their heads off her chest but reached out grabbing her tits as she knelt between them and stroked their hard cocks.
Sherry had felt her share of penises, but never two at once. She sensed she was getting wetter and wetter as she explored how different they both felt. Alan's shaft was a bit fatter, but with a smaller head. Bill's head was mushroom-like, plump and spongy soft, then under that flare, rock hard with a smooth texture, not as veiny as Alan's. As she gripped them, she felt the two boys hump against her hands, their fingers focussing on her erect nipples, but she wanted their finger somewhere else.
Bill felt her legs spread so he pushed her back and grinned as Alan began attacking her nipples with his mouth and he began kissing and nibbling his way up her inner thighs. He inhaled that tangy aroma and sighed before his lips pressed on either side of her wet labia. Her legs were now open so wide her feet were pushing against the walls of the tent on either side. Her pelvis was writhing as if trying to line his mouth up with her pussy, but he kept kissing and licking the moist lips on either side.
Sherry blurted out, "Stop teasing, lick me." She took a hand and pulled the boy's face directly against her pussy, reached over, pulling Alan's ass so he came over to straddle her face.
Alan eagerly slid up and knelt over the girl's chest, feeling the soft flesh on his inner thighs. He thought back to Jack bragging that no guy ever felt anything until they fucked those tits. He thought it was a crude thing to say about his girlfriend, but as she took his cock in her mouth he knew he had to experience that for himself. He looked down at those lips he'd admired for so long, that tongue lapping at the leaking tip, her breasts warmly supporting his ass, and hoped he could last more than 20 seconds once she took him in her mouth.
Bill was fascinated by how Sherry was obviously enjoying his mouth-work and also how focused she was on his friend's cock. The sight of those beautiful lips wrapped around his friend's cock, his ass flexing as he carefully pumped in and out of the girl's mouth made him hump the sleeping bag. He wished he could have captured this on video but he made a note to memorize the entire scene.
Sherry no longer was guiding the boy while gripping her ass and reached up to play with his nipples. She'd had many boyfriends who loved this...not Paul, but Alan was responding. The boy's hips began pushing at her face, putting more urgency behind each thrust. Knowing he was going to cum soon, she thought about delaying it hoping to have both boys come at once. She pulled her mouth off, "Let's try something different. Alan, lie back so I can get more of you down my throat. Bill, I need that cock of yours inside me."
The three of them shifted around despite the tight quarters and soon Alan was lying back watching those lips wrap around his cock, tightly sucking, tongue stroking...getting deeper and deeper down Sherry's throat.



Bill pressed that plump head against the sopping slit and put his head back feeling the warm, tight hole engulf his cock. It had been a couple of weeks since he'd had any opportunity to get relief and he hoped he'd last, but if not, he'd quickly recover. Soon he was fully buried inside her, pulling out and slowly driving in, but the girl didn't want slow and she pushed back urging him to increase the pace. He was pounding hard into her, loving hearing the gorgeous brunette grunt every time his pelvis slapped against her ass, so tight, so warm.
Sherry never dreamt she'd have two cocks at once and wondered why not. The whole arrangement seemed totally natural and knew she'd do this again. Alan's hands reached under her chest and grabbed handfuls of flopping tit while Bill's finger found Sherry's anus. She didn't know if that was what she wanted, but as her mouth was full, she couldn't say anything. No one had even touched her ass before and even as strange a feeling as it was, it seemed to make the entire experience more arousing, dirtier perhaps, but definitely better. She began pushing back against the probing finger and moaned loudly as it invaded her colon.
Bill felt himself getting closer and when he saw Alan throw his head back and explode into Sherry's mouth, he drove his cock hard as he could into the hot, gripping, slick hole and blasted a couple week's worth of sperm into the girl's womb.
Sherry was shocked when Alan didn't give her a chance to pull off his cock and then Bill came inside her unprotected womb. Her shock instantly became arousal as she grunted and felt a huge orgasm flow through her. She ground her ass back hard against Bill's cock and finger as she sucked Alan's cock dry of all his cream. Finally, she pulled off the boy's softening dick watching it slap on his hard stomach. She then pulled forward, feeling Bill's member slither out of her sopping pussy, his finger slip out of her anus. She flopped back and looked around. "Christ, that was great, but it would have been nice if you'd asked first before coming inside me. She looked at Alan, "I've never let a guy come in my mouth before."
"I'm sorry, I got totally lost looking at Bill fucking you, feeling those incredible tits of yours. I will never do that again."
She turned to Bill, "And you. You should know better than that. I'm not on the pill and I'm fairly fertile right now." She looked around. "Do you have a towel or anything?"
Alan looked around, "Paul left his sweatshirt here yesterday." He handed it to Sherry who immediately put it between her legs, cleaning all the sperm leaking out. She looked up and Bill, "Holy shit. There must be half a cup here." She handed it to Bill who cleaned himself off.
"Sorry, since I've been with Alan every night, you know." He stroked her leg, "Listen, sorry I came inside you. You know, whatever happens, I'll be right with you."
Sherry smiled, "I know. It wouldn't be the worst thing in the world to have your baby." She looked at the two boys, "You must think I'm a slut. I've never been with two men before. I cannot say what came over me, but I can say, that was really nice."
They finally fell asleep around 2:30, legs, arms, butts all intermingled, pressed together. Sherry woke up feeling her pussy filled with cock and opened her eyes and saw Alan's sleeping face in front of her. She pulled Bill's hand up onto her breast, opened her legs, and sighed. She wondered how long Bill had been fucking her, but it had to be a while considering her nice dreams. As the full moon had not yet set, she looked down and had a good look at Alan's cock lying across his thigh. She remembered the taste, how urgently he seemed to want her mouth on his cock. She turned and whispered to Bill, "Is that fair? Don't you think it's Alan's turn? By the way, how long has it been since you had...release? I still can't believe how much flowed out of me?"
"Bill grunted, "Um, two weeks. Since before we went on this bike trip. Let Alan sleep, maybe you can be nice to him in the morning."
"It is morning. It's 4 AM, but it's morning." Alan whispered.
"You're awake," Sherry said as she reached down and grabbed his hardening cock. "Bill doesn't like sharing my pussy." She felt the nice hot member grow to full size, "Can you wait?" She hears Bill groan as he pulled out.
"You're right. I'm not playing nice." Bill pulled out and rolled onto his back stroking his slick cock as Sherry crawled down and licked and sucked on his friend's cock. He had to slow down his stroking seeing her tits dangling, her ass lit up by the moonlight through the tent, the smeared juices glistening.
Alan had to feel that slick hole on his rod, so he pulled the girl on top of him moaning as Sherry swung her leg over him and ground her slimy slit against his aching cock. As he grabbed those two marvelous tits, he felt her hand on his cock and the head press her lips open. "God, yes Sherry. You are so fucking beautiful," he sighed as he lined the head of his cock against her tight slit.
Sherry closed her eyes and sank fully onto that warm shaft, "Oooohhhh. Nice. I'm sure you say that to every girl who impales herself on your huge dick. But thanks." She leaned into his hands and began humping hard onto the boy's cock. She heard slurping and smacking sounds as she rode the hard cock and knew he wouldn't last long. 'Hell,' she thought, 'I'm not going to last long.'
Bill crawled over and started stroking the bouncing ass and as his fingers slid across her crack, felt the nice tight anus he'd felt earlier. He spit on the bud, working the lubricant into her ass. At first, he was unsure how she'd react but as she pressed her chest onto Alan's chest, he lined up and pressed against that tight hole. He stopped as Sherry yelped, and was about to pull back out, but she pushed back encouraging him.
The combination of spit and her leaking fluid was apparently enough and Sherry was no longer groaning but panting as the three licked up the pace.
"Does this hurt?" Alan asked, "Are you OK?"
"God, yes. Better than Ok. This feels incredible...so filled up. Alan, are we crushing you?"
Alan grinned feeling Bill's cock press against the thin membrane, the tightness increase dramatically, the girl's tits being smashed against his hands. "Great, I could do this all day."
Bill finally felt his pelvis slapping against her ass, his cock encased more tightly than he'd ever felt. He listened to Sherry's rhythmic grunts as he began pistoning in and out faster and faster praying he could hold out until she came. He saw the tits flopping above him and bit gently on the pink nub.
Sherry found her head spinning with so much stimulation and wondered if she'd pass out. Her body was being bounced from the boy's thrusts and she felt that even if she tried, she'd not be able to respond, but she really didn't need to. When she felt Alan suck a nipple into his mouth, she screamed out as her nerves exploded in a series of jolts shooting through her. She was blinded by white lightning, it was so intense. Her body thrashed as she lifted Bill's torso up with each spasm.
Alan tried to keep the hard nipple in his mouth by sucking hard on it and thrust his pelvis up hard against her clit as the girl came. He almost felt like his cock was going to be pulled off, but the intensity brought him closer to the edge.
Bill was amazed at how strong Sherry was as he drove into her ass deeper yet with her violent humping. Finally, as she collapsed onto Alan, panting, Bill kissed her ear and whispered, "Sorry to put you through that."
Grinning, Sherry looked over her shoulder, "Sometimes a girl's gotta do what a girl's gotta do. You can cum in my ass, and Alan, there's no need to pull out. You should have the same chance to knock me up," she sighed.
The two boys were so close and both came within a minute of each other before they rolled off and lay panting on their backs. Alan cleaned off his cock with Paul's sweatshirt before handing the cloth to Sherry.
Bill tossed the ruined shirt in the corner of the tent and laughed, "I sure hope he doesn't come back for that later this morning."
Sherry opened her eyes, seeing the sun hitting the tent, sat up, and stretched. She realized she had just her tee and thong and looked for something else so she could head to the bathroom to pee and shower. She looked over at Paul's sweatshirt and saw smears of cum all over it and started to laugh, thinking how he might suspect she'd been cheating on him.
Bill woke up feeling Sherry's ass wiggling against his cock. At first thinking she was crying, he asked, "Are you alright?"
"Oh yeah. I was thinking about Paul accusing me of cheating on him..." She pointed at his sweatshirt.
Bill grinned, "We could say that Alan thinks he's hot and jerked off on his shirt."
"Not funny, dude." Alan sat up and looked around, "What time is it? Where's my phone?"
"Oh fuck!" Sherry said, "The asshole took my phone. He took all my clothes, my phone, not to mention my purse. How the hell am I going to get home?"
Bill and Alan looked at each other. "We might be able to get you a rental, but we'd have to bike out a ways since there's no signal here at all," Bill said, holding up his phone.
"Do you have anything I can put on?" Sherry asked. "Shit, do you have a spare towel?" She felt like she wanted to cry. No clothes, no towel, no money, no phone.
Alan handed her his towel. "Wrap this around your waist. It will look totally natural."
Sherry thanked him and pulled on her thong and tee shit. She grabbed the towel and crawled out of the tent. It seemed like everyone she passed looked at her as if they knew she slept with two men. 'God, they can always spot the walk of shame.' She thought. She looked back and saw Bill and Alan heading in the other direction towards the men's showers.
The shower felt great and after drying off, she had to put on her old, dirty clothes. Sighing, she headed back to the guys' tent. When she got back, Alan was already dressed and climbing on his bike. "Where are you going?"
"I'm heading into the town we passed to see if I can find Paul. There's no cell service here and perhaps he's just cooling off. If not, I decided to at least get you some clothes." He looked her up and down, "Though. Let's face it, I really like this look."
After Sherry gave him her sizes, she looked at Bill. "Ok, so what do we do while we wait?" She laughed, "Stupid question." She looked around and saw the people at the other camping sites had their backs to them so she pulled off the towel, her top, and her thong and made a show of crawling into the tent.
Bill looked over his shoulder as that creamy ass disappeared into the tent and saw four boys coming up from the lake. As he made eye contact a couple of them gave him thumbs up. Laughing, he crawled in after the girl. "You looked back, but not towards the lake. I think there'll be a few boys jerking off thinking of you."
Sherry crawled over and looked out the door, "Where? Shouldn't we invite them in?" She giggled as she felt her ass being dragged back in.
The boys stared back at the tent before looking at each other. All four felt their cocks throb having seen those nice tits flopping around as she crawled into the tent. All wished they could have had a closer look at the red slit between the girl's legs. They listened to the giggling and all felt the urge to go somewhere private. They finally turned and headed back to their campsite when they saw the door zip shut. As they headed back, they could distinctly hear the couple inside.
Bill pulled off his clothes and looked to where the girl was staring. His eyes traveled up and down the naked body lying on the sleeping bags and felt his throbbing erection rouse. He looked down at his cock and back at the girl, "Something you'd like?"
Sherry watched as the fat protrusion grew to four times its size and soon was pointing at the ceiling, bouncing with each heartbeat. She looked back at her old friend, "Yes, I never really got a good look at this last night." She swung her legs underneath her and knelt facing him. As she reached out and gripped that purple shaft, she remembered how it felt inside her cunt, her ass but realized she hadn't tasted it yet. She bent down and licked the head. His had to be the fattest cap she'd ever seen and felt her pussy twitch remembering how it felt opening her up. She looked up at his grinning face and pulled off. "What are you grinning about?"
"The last two weeks I've fantasized about fucking you and it's always started out with you on your knees sucking my cock. I feel like pinching myself to make sure I'm not dreaming."
***********************************************
Alan looked at Paul, "Look, you know you fucked up but you better go apologize to Sherry. She deserves better," he glared at his friend.
"I did fuck up," Paul sighed, "Where is she?" he looked around expecting the girl to be sitting on the chairs in front of the cabin.
"Dude, you took all her clothes. She's probably in the cabin cleaning up the mess you made or catching up on sleep in our tent," he said as he got out of the car.
After checking the cabin the two went over to the tent and stopped hearing the low moans. Alan tried to stop Paul as he rushed over and ripped open the zipper revealing a naked girl on her hands and knees.
"I knew it! I knew you'd be screwing Bill!" He looked back and his other friend, "And I'm sure the little slut opened her legs for you, too!" He looked back into the tent as he heard Sherry order Bill to keep going.
Sherry knew she should be mortified to be caught with her ass in the air as a man was pounding her pussy hard from behind, but she wasn't. It felt too good and she no longer gave a single fuck what Paul thought. "Leave us alone, Paul. Apparently, you decided to end it between us last night and I found another boyfriend," she looked past the red-faced boy at Alan, "I meant two boyfriends. Paul, move aside so my other boyfriend gets his turn fucking my ass," she ordered.
Alan didn't wait for his former friend to move aside, yanking off his biking clothes as he crawled into the tent.
As the zipper was sealing the door, Paul heard Sherry tell him to go in and straighten up the cabin so the three of them could use it before they headed back tomorrow. At first, he thought he'd rip the tent apart, then he thought back to how angry he was when he'd slapped her ass and then how he'd decided to drive back, stranding her. No more drinking, he thought. No more ever.
***********************************************
"Here's how this is going to work," Sherry said feeling happy she was finally able to put on fresh clothes. You lost your license and have to fly back in a month for your court date. I'll drive back and I'll let you come along if you say nothing all trip...not a word unless I ask you something. Also, I'm taking all their gear so Alan and Bill can ride faster and I'm sleeping with them in their tent while you sleep in the car. You can have a sheet and the back seat. Got it?"
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"I'm good for it, ask these guys!" Jack sighed. "Or, the Vette. I'll put up the Vette...it's worth thousands."
Eddie looked at the host for the poker party and shook his head, "Just toss in the hand. It's over." He picked up his empty bottle and headed to the kitchen, "It was just not your night," he said as he passed the younger man, patting him on the shoulder. "Oh, hi," he said as the front door opened. 'This is a definite improvement,' he thought.
Julia hoped her husband's poker night would have been over by now, but seeing the six men she closed the door, tossed her coat on the chair, and came over to the table. She knew Larry, Mike, Stephen, and John, but didn't know the tall blond man holding the empty beer bottle. "Hi guys, I assume you left something in our bank account for food," she smiled.
John stood up, giving the beautiful blonde a hug. Each of the others all came around the table, the hugs getting a bit longer each time, each one with a different fantasy, though all had the same theme of this goddess being totally unclothed. When Jack landed this girl in college, they all assumed it wouldn't last, but here they were, married for six years. She defined the ideal nordic beauty, tall, lithe, radiant skin, shapely...very shapely. Larry had found a receipt from a dressmaker last year, 36-21-35. She was aware that she was perfect, not in an arrogant way, but how she dressed, tight, only covering what was necessary.
"Julia, this is..., um my lawyer handling the divorce," he stammered, "Ed Mitchell, or Eddie," John said pointing to the last man.
Julia was taken aback as the large man hugged her, kissed her on her cheek then stepped back looking her up and down. She felt her nipples harden under his scrutiny. At first, she wanted to cross her arms over her chest or scold him for overtly studying her assets, but when he looked up at her and smiled she felt a rush of pride she'd gotten his approval. 'Who is this?' she wondered. Many guys had ogled her, some surreptitiously, others overtly, but none seemed to be evaluating her...critiquing her body. His smile affirmed he'd found nothing to complain about which was both insulting and arousing. "Are you a good lawyer?" she asked.
Eddie looked over at Jack then back at the woman, "Why? Looking for legal advice?"
Jack stood and kissed his wife then looked over at Eddie, "I'm sure she does not need legal advice," he said before looking back at his wife. "Honey, he's a divorce lawyer and I doubt there will be a day when you'll need anything from him." He looked at his wife, "But, do you have cash stashed away? I have a great hand and I just need to match a thousand to clean out Eddie."
"Say what?" Julia looked at the men, "Your games are always $10 or $20. What happened?"
Larry looked up, "Stupid idea. We normally stake $100, but these guys decided $500 sounded more fun. Jack and Eddie cleaned the rest of us out. It's been the two of them hand after hand." He pointed to the pile of chips in the center of the table, "This is the last hand," he sighed.
"And, all I need is a thou and it's all ours," Jack sighed. "Eddie won't take a check or my car as collateral..."
"Your '57 Vette? You're betting your baby? You won't even let me drive it," she sputtered.
"Yeah, bad idea Jack. Take your losses," he looked at his watch, "It's late and I have a meeting with my client in the morning," Eddie said flatly. "I'm not a car guy anyhow...now can we wrap this up?"
"There must be something," he paused thinking how the man openly showed his appreciation for Julia, "What about my car as collateral and...hang on," he said pulling his wife over.
"No. I know what you're going to ask. I've seen the stories you read where the innocent wife is put...what would that be? Put in the pot? Used as a bet?" she glared at her husband, "No. I'm not some whore to be used like that. If I am going to fuck someone outside this marriage it will be because I think he's hot, but I would never do it because my big strong man insists," she hissed.
"Excuse me," Eddie interjected, "Look, I know what you're suggesting, and from what I've seen, neither the Vette nor your wife is worth the pot, anyhow I'm a divorce lawyer, I get pussy and paid regularly by some truly beautiful women," he smirked. He looked the blonde up and down, "Very nice, but pass."
"Wait, excuse you? Excuse me!" Julia spat back, "I doubt any of your frustrated divorcées have anything close to this," she put her arms out to her sides, "Don't make me laugh," she said, "Once you got between my legs you'll barely remember another pussy," she stroked the pronounced cameltoe looking at the man.
Jack looked at his wife's red face, "You know, he's right. I concede," he said turning towards the table, "Anyhow, I was going to suggest a flash or a lap dance, not..."
"Wait!" Eddie ordered, "You are pretty sure of yourself and what you have to offer," he looked at the table, "That's a lot of cash. Show me. Show me the cunt that will make me forget every other pussy I've ever had," he grinned evilly.
Julia sighed, "Ok, I was pissed. Never mind. You're an asshole, you know that?"
Eddie laughed, "I'm a lawyer, John told you that. It took you that long to figure out I'm an asshole?" He snorted, "But Jack's right, "I'm not going to throw away a pile of money for an ok body. John, let's grab our stuff, this was a fun night."
Julia! Julia, fucking don't! Oh shit," he spat as his wife yanked off her top.
Julia was furious. As she tossed the tight vee-neck to the side she saw she'd torn the side hem. She glared at the blond man as if daring him to laugh at her body as she reached back, unclipped her bra, and tossed it onto the same chair.
"Not bad...but nothing special," the arrogant man chuckled, "but go on. Let's see if that world-class cunt is worth thousands," his eyes staring at the tight pants. "I'm sure you're a pleasantly loose fuck like most women."
"Honey, please...please don't do this," Jack sighed. He looked around and all his friends' eyes were unblinking taking in the vision of the most incredible tits they'd ever laid eyes on. He wanted to cover her up, but she stood there proudly, chest out, thumbs inside the waistband of her tights.
"Shut up Jack. You opened this box and there's no putting things back in it." She glared at Eddie, "I'm sure you've had your share of pleasantly loose fucks. Your tiny little dick can't stretch a woman out, so you accuse them of not having tight cunts? Pathetic," she said harshly as she yanked down her tights revealing she'd not been wearing panties.
"Nice, fucking nice..." Larry sighed. "Stephen, you own me $50. I knew she didn't shave."
Eddie walked over to the woman, studying her. He turned her around to look at her ass, "It's an ok body." he turned her to face him, sliding a finger across her slit.
Jack came over to push the man away, "Ok, that's enough. I told you I conceded," he stopped as a strong forearm held him back.
"You say you're tight?" he asked looking into the bright blue eyes. He smiled seeing her wince as he plunged his middle finger into her oily slit. "This has potential, but I guess I'll have to take your word for it since I doubt Jack here will let me truly try this out," he smiled as he began working his finger in and out of her cunt. He pulled out his finger and grinned at Jack as the blonde took his hand, guiding his finger into her mouth. Eddie felt a throbbing as those full lips and tongue cleaned her juices off.
Julia popped the finger out of her mouth, "Ok, the Vette as collateral, a blowjob or handjob...or both. Ok?"
"No! That's..." Jack sputtered.
"I said shut up, Jack. You are not part of this unless you'd prefer giving Eddie a blowjob yourself," Julia said angrily.
Eddie turned away, "Fuck that. I don't want his piece of shit car. I might find a use for you, however. I want all of you...all of you for a week. You will wear no clothes, even if we go out...and then only a coat. You will never say no to anything I order you to do," he smiled thinking about the possibilities, "and for my part, I'll make sure you pass out screaming in pleasure every night.
Julia scoffed, "That's a joke. One night. You can have one night with me and I'll do whatever you ask, within reason," she stared at the man. "I know how to please a man in bed and I suck cock like a pro," she said proudly.
"Enough!" Jack yelled, but all the other men and Julia all said "Shut up!"
John grinned, "Hell Jack, even you never saw this part of your wife. Admit it, you want to see where this goes. I don't even care about the 500 bucks I lost tonight. This is so worth it."
Eddie shook his head, "Not worth the thousands on the table...not just for a night. I'll tell you what, show me how good a cocksucker you are and I'll make it three days and nights, but you'll still do as your told," he undid his belt letting it flap open.
"How good is your hand?" Julia demanded looking at her husband.
Jack was in a state of shock. His wife was completely naked in front of his friends and a perfect stranger, then she is contemplating sucking on his cock to demonstrate what a good slut she was. Who is the person? he thought. "Don't...don't do this..." he said softly.
"Jack, how good is it?" Julia repeated, her hands on her flared hips.
"Um, best hand I've had in weeks," he said resignedly.
"Ok. If Jack agrees...three nights and I'll be...be your slave." She looked over at her husband, "You better not be bluffing or this?" she swept a hand down her body, "Take a good look. This might be the last time you'll ever see me naked." She turned to go over to the taller man.
Jack started to put a hand out but as his friends glared at him he watched his previously faithful wife go over and kneel in front of the lawyer then pull down the man's pants. The leer on the man's face as he looked directly at him as if daring Jack to intervene made him feel sick.
Eddie gently gripped the blonde's wrist, still staring at the other man. "Last chance. Fold? Or watch your wife suck my cock?"
Jack's face felt flushed and he looked at the man then down to where Julia was looking up expectantly at him. His brain screamed out to say 'No!', but he simply nodded and mumbled, "Go on." The pain in his stomach got worse as his wife seemingly had trouble fishing the man's penis out of his pants and when the fat member flopped out he had to sit down. This was no tiny dick and hearing his wife's gasping, "oooh," didn't help.
Julia had to take both hands to stroke the semi-firm cock, unconsciously salivating as she felt and saw it grow. She licked the underside from his scrotum to the head a few times and when she felt he was fully erect, she opened her mouth, sucking on the plump head. She felt a sudden panic feeling her jaw opened to the max and no more than the fat crown in her mouth. She opened as wide as she could while pressing her face onto the hard shaft. It took some doing, but she felt her jaw relax as she was able to take more into her mouth, her throat.
"Fuck!" Mike sighed looking over at Jack. "Dude, she's taking all of him...man! I vote for poker nights here every week. Think about the final pot."
Julia now had a cock hitting farther back in her throat than any one she'd ever blown, and she had to swallow as she repeatedly milked loads of pre-cum out of the shaft. She hated men who held her head, but he was gentle but strong and she knew what he wanted. She didn't want to disappoint and felt a surge of pride when his trimmed pubes tickled her nose and lips. She decided to make him suffer as she clenched her throat around the fat rod, and was rewarded with a loud moan. She pulled off, wiping her mouth as she sat back on her heels. "There. Is that a sufficient demonstration?" she asked.
Eddie nodded, looking down at the girl, her nipples now fully erect. He knew that if he demanded proof she had a tight cunt, she'd bend right over but he'd find out before the night was over either way. He almost came just thinking about being buried inside that slick hole as he'd been getting more aroused as the negotiations went on. He chuckled to himself realizing he'd gotten hard during many of the divorce settlements when he'd gotten his clients a lot more than they'd expected, but this level of arousal was incredible. "Ok, do we have a deal?"
Julia looked over to her husband, "I can't answer that. I'm simply the stake. Your call," she said.
Jack wanted to punch Eddie, punch John for inviting him but simply nodded.
"I'm sorry," Eddie said, "I'll need to hear you say it," he looked at the other men, "with witnesses."
"Ok...you can, um, take my wife if I lose the hand," Jack mumbled.
"And your car," Eddie added, "I mean, if it were for a week then it wouldn't be necessary, but for a couple of nights..."
"And the Vette," he spat. He stood up, "Ok, let's see the cards."
"You first," Eddie demanded. "Wait!" He turned to the beautiful naked woman, "Come over here. I want you next to me when your husband loses you to me. Plus," he held up a finger, "We need this in writing and signed by all parties. Do you have a legal pad and a pen?" he asked Julia. He slapped her ass as she turned to get what he'd asked.
When the woman came back, they all waited as Eddie scribbled legal jargon on the pad before plopping it on the table. He sat down, pulling the beautiful wife onto his lap knowing she felt his hard cock pressed against her cunt.
"Three days making full use of this nice cunt, among other things...for the whole enchilada," he grinned sweeping his hand over the table. He signed the bottom of the last page, handed the pen to the naked blonde, who angrily signed. There were spots for witnesses, which John, Mike, then Larry, and lastly Stephen signed, all wishing they'd have a chance at both the woman and the car.
"Can we finish this?" Jack snapped as he grabbed the pen. After signing he threw the pen down, glared at the taller man, "Straight flush, King high!" he said proudly. "Come here, Jules, you won't be needing to degrade yourself anymore."
Julia started to get up feeling both relief and disappointment. "Sorry, Eddie. You'll just have to make do with exploiting your clients' pussies," She felt him holding her down so she kissed him briefly, "You need to let it go. Too bad you'll never find out what a truly tight cunt feels like," she grinned.
Eddie put a hand on her hip as she stood up, "Wait. At least let me savor your beauty one last time," he said turning her so she faced him, gently kicking her legs apart. "I apologize for what I said earlier, you are spectacular, but as they say, it's not over until it's over." He looked around at Jack, "Be a good sport and let me delay the inevitable," he sighed as he picked up his top card.
Julie was surprised when the man rubbed the card back against her wet pussy. She thought she should pull away but opened her legs a bit wider allowing him easier access looking over her shoulder at her husband expecting him to do something.
Jack started as the man put his fingers between Julia's legs but stopped as the ten of spades was slapped onto her left ass cheek. He didn't like the look on the lawyer's face. He was sure it was the same look every defense lawyer in every series had when they provided exculpatory evidence absolving their client of guilt. He felt knots in his stomach as the wet back on the second card was pressed against the right cheek, the jack of spades.
Eddie turned the naked woman so she was facing her husband and his friends. He felt his cock throb anticipating the coming hours and days as he picked up the next card. Julia moaned softly as the queen of spades was rubbed against her wet slit.
The card was placed on Julia's left breast followed by the king of spades on her right. The four friends now were all silently rooting for the Ace of spades as Eddie picked up the final card.
"What is it?" Jack asked quietly, "Please, not the ace of spades."
Eddie took the last card, palmed it, and pressed it against the woman's cunt before letting go. He grinned as he looked over to the ashen-faced man, "You'll have to get down to see," he ordered.
Julia knew what it was even though she couldn't see it. She didn't play poker but knew a royal flush was unbeatable, and the look on her husband's face confirmed it. She was in a fog when Eddie pulled her onto his lap, putting her legs on either side of his exposing her cunt to everyone in the room with just the playing card providing modesty. She shuddered as John came over, pulled the damp card off, and showed it to her before sniffing it with a huge grin, his eyes dropping to her swollen pussy.
Eddie looked like he was daring Jack to stop him as he effortlessly lifted the girl onto his fat erection and pulled her down.
Julie felt the blood rush from her head as she was lowered onto the tip of his cock and gasped as she felt her sopping cunt being stretched as he popped into her. "Ooooohhh, fuck!" she gasped as the huge mass split her open.
Eddie grinned at Jack, "She wasn't lying, tightest cunt I've ever felt," he gloated, "Tiny dick?" He put her feet onto his thighs and groaned happily as she took over impaling herself on his stiff rod. "Tell him, tell Jack what you're thinking right now."
"Ok, fuck you. It's nice, not tiny," she panted. She looked at her husband, "I'm sorry, oh God! I'm fucking sorry," she spit out, "Damn! He's huge...so fucking huge."
Eddie flicked the cards off then cupped those huge tits, his eyes glued to Jack, "Tell me, who else has been inside your nice cunt?"
"No one...just Jack," she panted. "Yes, like that...pull on them," she said feeling the large hands play with her nipples.
"Jack, here's another offer. You come over here, kneel, lick your wife's cunt while I fuck her, then after she cums, you suck on my balls until I dump my load in your wife's cunt, and the stake would be one or the other, car or wife."
Jack hesitated, then knelt on the floor, looking at how painfully wide Julia's pussy was stretched. He felt her hand pull his head onto her slick pussy, moaning happily as he lapped at the open slit topped with her aroused clit.
The four men all were rubbing the front of their pants as those incredible tits bounced up and down, the flushed face and chest on the beauty they'd secretly lusted after, and their friend's mouth locked onto that perfect pussy.
Julia desperately wanted to hold off, but with Jack's tongue flicking on her clit, knowing he couldn't help but lick another man's penis, the tremendous feeling of being pounded by the monster cock and the anticipation of her husband licking another man's balls was too much. "Uhhh, uhhhh, uhhhh, oh, God...Fuck!" she cried as she humped against the cock and the flicking tongue.
"Ok, Jack. You can stop now and I drive off with your wife in the Vette or,...aaahhh, that's it," he sighed as a warm mouth engulfed his left nut. "Wow! You've done this before," he chuckled. It wasn't as good as last summer when the client's husband blew him to get a share in the summer house, but this was still incredible.
Jack felt like throwing up not liking the smells nor the taste, but this was too important and the better job he did, the faster it would be over. He popped the one ball out and sucked the other into his mouth, his tongue flicking on it gently as he'd done to his wife's clit. He suspected Eddie was close as the fucking was getting faster, their breathing heavier. He knew whatever happened, he'd never forget the sloshing sounds, the smells, the taste or the feeling of Julia's fluids flowing out of her abused cunt onto his face.
"Did you know your husband would do that?" he asked Julia. "He's good. You might think about picking up a guy and bringing him home for the two of you to pleasure," he said. "Tell him. Tell him that it's his fault for putting you and him in this position. Tell him," he ordered.



"Jack, this is your fault. You couldn't just quit while you were ahead," she panted.
"Tell him how you really feel now. Are you angry with him?" Eddie asked her as he pulled on her nipples.
"Oh, Christ! No...not angry...thank you Jack...thank you for losing. I didn't know...I never knew that size matters, but Christ!" she moaned.
"Shit, Jack will never live that down," Stephen said, "What's more humiliating? Hear your wife tell you your cock isn't that big or licking the man's balls who's fucking your wife?" He looked thoughtful, "Christ! I have no idea but if I had a wife like that, I'd be doing the same thing to keep her."
"Wow! I'm not sure I could do that," Mike whispered to the guys, "Ten bucks says he chooses Julia."
John snorted, "You're on. He loves that car."
Stephen looked at his friends, "Seriously? If Julia were my wife, I'd never let her go...but then again, I'd have never let it get this far. Ok, I'm with John."
Unconsciously Jack reached up, stroking the testicle he was not sucking on when he felt the man's anus. He found Eddie's breathing became deeper as he brushed against it so he pressed a finger into the tight bud. It was no different than feeling Julia's he rationalized. When his finger slipped in, he felt relief knowing his humiliation was almost over as he heard the man grunt that he was cumming. It was a jolt realizing Julia wasn't on the pill and Eddie wasn't wearing...but then as the salty cream hit his tongue he tried to pull away but with Julia's hand on his head pressing his mouth against her clit, he had to press his tongue against the shaft and her sopping pussy. She was cumming a second time! She'd always maintained she wasn't multi-orgasmic and seemed fine with it. As both the coupling parties groaned Jack found he had to swallow all the fluids...the conjoined cum of his wife and the only other man to fuck his wife.
Eddie let out a deep moan, "Fuck me! That had to be the most intense...Wow! How was it for you, Julia? Did you like your husband licking your cunt as a stranger fucked you?"
Julia opened her eyes as she came down from the crashing orgasm, still amazed how'd she'd cum just ten minutes before. This is going to open up new possibilities when making love to Jack she thought. She turned her head and kissed the man before realizing she hated him, but it seemed so natural after getting off on his fat rod buried inside her, and with his hands still massaging her sensitive breasts. She looked down at her husband wiping off his mouth, "I hate to say it, but that was a fucking rush," she said softly. She patted her husband's head, "As I said before, the box has been opened...things are never going to be the same."
Jack watched as with a loud squelching sound his wife lifting herself off the still firm cock, white creamy fluids pouring out. He got up and walked quickly to the bathroom where her gargled, washed his face, and scrubbed his middle finger. When he came back out he grabbed a beer and had a few gulps...he knew it wasn't the right decision. It would never be right, but he looked over at Eddie, "Ok. You can take...oh shit, I'm sorry, but you can take Julia."
"What? Are you fucking kidding me?" the blonde spat out. She went over to her husband and slapped him hard, "I knew it. I knew if it came down to it...oh fuck!" she yelled as she closed her fist ready to break that fucking nose. She felt strong arms around her waist as she was pulled back.
"It's...it's only for three days," Jack said weakly. "The car...I mean, you know...that's forever."
Eddie laughed, "You're a fool. Read the fucking contract," he laughed louder. "I knew it. I know from the beginning he liked that fucking ancient piece of shit more than your wife. It was all you talked about all night," he told the pale man.
John picked up the contract and groaned, "Dude, you've been had." He handed it to Jack and turned to his friends, "It doesn't even mention the car. If he weren't such a fool he could have had the car and Julia, but now..."
Eddie smiled, read the rest," he ordered.
Jack mumbled, "...as long as Julia is capable of not orgasming for 24 hours, in which case she can return home. However, if she orgasms even once, she is Eddie's for 24 more hours." Jack looked up, "What does this mean? It's not for three days?" He felt like crying.
Eddie shook his head, "Always read before you sign." He looked at the naked woman, "It's up to you now. I'm very good, and I always get my woman off. If you can resist...not sure why you'd want to seeing how little he cares about you, you can go home. But you might want to say goodbye to your husband since I can tell you're a horny little slut who craves cock. Why don't you go grab some things...a toothbrush perhaps. Not sure what else you'll be needing," he gently slapped the blonde's ass and admired her as she headed down the hallway. "Oh, remember, just a coat."
He looked at the four men, "Choices. Don't you love them? It says more about the person than anything else in life." He looked at Jack, sitting head in hands then back at the four men, "Your choice. Your friendship with Jack or come back to my place and use all his wife's holes for your pleasure."
"Jack, thanks for having me over. It's been a blast," he said as he grabbed his coat and car keys. Julia had returned in minutes carrying a small bag wearing a very short coat. He looked at the four men all grabbing their stuff and chuckled, "Hell, with friends like that, who needs lawyers?"
***********************************************
The divorce went through smoothly. After six months it was obvious that Julia would not be able to fight the orgasms...though she never actually tried. At first, it was the cock, and the aggressive fucking she loved, but then it became the man. He wasn't the asshole she'd originally thought but was kind, caring, and an extremely intelligent conversationalist. After the first night where Jack's four friends used her every which way, Eddie never shared her again with anyone. Then at least a half dozen times when she wasn't entirely into it, she'd worked herself up to a pleasant orgasm so she wouldn't be sent home, but most of the time that was far from necessary.
Jack never looked at his car the same way after that and sold it for half of what it was worth a few months later. He tried dating after the divorce was final, but no woman he'd met had the quick sense of humor, affection, or ability to converse on a wide range of topics...a body even close to Julia's. He also never bet on anything again.
He sat back on the couch looking at the pictures of Julia he'd never taken down, then picked up the paper rereading the marriage notice. "Fuck!" he sighed.
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Bob stepped back and looked around the room. Everything was perfect. Beth might have problems with the new table, but it was out of the way of the TV and just barely affected traffic flow in the family room. He couldn't wait until later that evening when his friends came over to see the perfect poker room.
He dismissed the twinge of anxiety in the back of his mind. His wife accepted his love of the weekly poker games and he'd showed her pictures of what he dreamt the perfect poker setup would look like. He regretted there was insufficient room for a wet bar, but getting up to stretch your legs periodically is more healthy...on the other hand if he could convince Beth into serving them...
"Wow! When did you get this?" Phil gasped seeing the new table. He walked around it, setting down his beer so he was facing the TV, "I claim this spot," he grinned. "Did you get any porn? Is Beth going to be around to serve us?" he joked, "Right. When hell freezes over. Dude, how did you ever convince her to get this?"
"I guess we'll find out," he sighed, "but she knows how much I love poker. Plus, there's an advantage to being the sole earner in the household," he smiled. He picked up the remote, "I put a USB filled with some great videos," he said as he handed it to his friend.
Bob looked at the assembled group proudly observing how impressed they were with the setup. "Ok, standard stakes? Jerry, glad you could join us. Mike told us he worked with a guy who loves poker. I hope $200 isn't too much," he smiled at the taller man.
"It's fine. That's in the general area I like to play. Not so it haunts me if I lose and enough to make it fun," he smiled. "Thanks for inviting me," Jerry responded. It was a great setup, though he'd have liked to see television behind him hearing the moans.
***********************************************
"Fuck!" Bob sighed. He looked over at Jerry, studying his face, "What do you have?" he mused. "Tell you what, I'll bet my watch, Titanium. Almost new. Beth got it for me for my birthday."
"Hey! Not a chance!" Cliff blurted, "I helped her pick that out. You have no idea how many stores she dragged me to," he said firmly. "Look, if you can't bet, fold. You know the rules."
"I know. Damn! I hate having the best hand of the fucking night and not being able to cover the bets," he sighed. He looked over at the television a stupid idea forming in his head, "I know you've never met my wife, but..."
"Fuck you!" Cliff spat out, "Dude, you watch way too much porn. No one in real life ever bets their wife. Plus I won't allow it. She's my little sister, and knowing her, she'll rip your balls off before she allows you to wager her. She's 5 years younger than I am but she scares me at times," he said urgently.
Bob ignored his brother-in-law, "I'll convince her. Plus I can't see losing so the risk is not that great," he said looking intently at Jerry.
"Sorry, no," the blond man sighed, "Look, I joined you guys hoping for a good poker night. I'm not going to get into weird things with your wife, Ok?"
Steve grinned, "If you won't, I will. Man, she's fucking hot...sorry Cliff, but you've even said so." He looked at Bob, "Show him. Show him a picture. She looks like the stereotypical farm girl. Golden blonde hair, creamy freckled face, the tightest body you've ever seen, incredible..."
"That's enough," Cliff spat, "Please don't talk about my sister's tits," he groaned.
Bob picked up the remote, "Cliff, close your eyes if you don't want to see this, but here's my wife Beth." He opened a different folder on the USB and hit play.
The 5 guys all gasped seeing the blonde dancing to a Taylor Swift song wearing a short transparent robe, her perky breasts bouncing to the beat. She seemed free and relaxed being filmed while erotically dancing, or perhaps unaware as she was singing to the music.
"Ok, you can turn it off now," Cliff said unconvincingly unblinking eyes staring at the screen. He'd never seen his little sister naked...other than when she was a baby. He watched as his sister dropped the robe and began stroking her body, fingers tracing between her legs, cupping those jutting breasts, and pulling on her nipples. Her swaying slowed down as she pulled on a nipple while rubbing her pussy. She flopped back down on the bed behind her, opened her legs...
"Shit, why'd you turn that off?" Steve asked. "Can I have a copy of that?"
"I'd like one, too," Phil said. "I remember seeing her in that little bikini when we went sailing, but this tops that by a ton."
"She didn't know you were taping that, did she? Has she seen this?" Cliff asked.
Bob shook his head, "No and I'd appreciate it if you don't say anything. We had a break-in out at the cabin so I got a motion-detection camera and was setting it up in the bedroom before work a few weeks ago. When I got home I saw there was a recording. I have no idea if she knew it was on, I mean there is a red light on it, but she never looked at it, so...what do you think?" Bob looked at Jerry who was turning back around, "She's hot, isn't she?"
"Fuck!" Cliff sighed. "She's my sister and I'll never get that out of my head."
Mike looked over the table at the tent in his friend's pants, "you look really upset," he chuckled. He looked at Jerry, "Dude if you don't take him up on it I will." He looked around the table, "You've never met her but every one of us would do her in a flash...yes, you too Cliff," he chuckled.
Cliff sighed, "Yeah. I would, but I'd feel really guilty about it. Still, there isn't a chance in hell she'd go along with it. I know my sister."
Jerry sighed, "She's hot and I'd do her in a flash if the circumstances were different. But I'm not going to take any woman without her consent no matter how hot she looks. Let me see that watch," he said.
***********************************************
"Hey guys, wait, what's this?" Beth stopped as she came into the family room. "Where did you get the table? It's huge!" she looked around. "How much did this set you back?" she asked.
"Hey, Beth. We'll talk about this later. We were just finishing up. Want a beer?" Bob stood up.
"No. Where did you get this...when? It wasn't here when I left for the hospital," she glared at her husband. 12 hours of volunteering at St. Mary's and she comes home to see this monstrosity in the middle of their family room. "I can't believe you'd do this without discussing it with me first," she spat.
"That's not the worst thing he's done tonight," Cliff mumbled.
Beth's head spun over to her husband, "Worse? Than this?" she asked.
"Guy, let's call it a night. I think I need to talk to my wife." he stood up.
"Not happening. Cliff, what did you mean?" She glared at her brother, "Don't look at him, you said 'That's not the worst thing he's done tonight,' Tell me, or would mom like to hear the real reason you missed her birthday last month."
"Sorry man," Cliff glanced at his brother-in-law, "Look, it wouldn't have mattered since he won the hand anyhow," he looked down at his hands, "He sort of suggested...he was short and he...Christ! He suggested you'd cover him if he lost the hand. But he didn't. He won, so all is good," he stammered.
"That's not terrible," she patted her purse, "I could have covered the bet. How much was it?" she asked. She looked at the men all slowly shaking their heads, "Seriously? He bet me? As in I'd spread my legs for...who? Who did he offer me to?" she glared angrily at all 6 men.
"Look, Hi. I'm Jerry. He suggested it to me, but I told him I don't force myself on women so he withdrew the bet. Anyhow as Cliff said, his hand was better and he won."
"How about you other guys, would you have taken him up on that?" She looked at each man, even her brother, "Christ! I feel really safe here with a bunch of perverts, except you. Did you really tell him no?" she asked.
"He did, even after...nevermind," Mike stopped realizing...
"Asshole!" Bob spat. "Look, really. Let's talk bout this after they leave. I'm sure no one wants to..." He glared at his wife, "You're blowing this way out of proportion. I couldn't lose, therefore betting you was simply...simply as a placeholder. I knew it would never come to that."
"Come to what? Me being sent home with a man I'd never met? What was your hand, what was the winning hand?" she asked
"Four aces. I had four fucking aces. Virtually unbeatable," he cried.
"Virtually, means 'Not, in fact,'" she said angrily, "Guys, what beats four aces?"
"Straight flush," Cliff mumbled. "Very hard to get."
"But not impossible. You were willing to take that chance? I wouldn't. I married you...forsaking all others, but I guess there should have been a caveat, forsaking all others unless your husband tells you to," she said angrily. "What were we talking about, oh yeah, "Cliff, spill. Even after what? Did you convert that spare bedroom into an office yet? Bob might be needing a place to stay tonight," she said glaring, "Go on. What else....?"
"I'd rather not say. I have to go," Cliff stood up.
"Cliff! Tell me. I'm losing my patience."
Phil picked up the remote and pointed at the TV. He just hit play when Bob snatched it from him, but it was too late. He turned the TV off, but there was Beth, singing to Taylor Swift, her near-naked body swaying to the music.
Beth's jaw dropped. "You...you...you taped me? Is there a hidden camera in our bedroom?" she spat blushing, "You showed them that?" She sat down looking like she might cry.
Cliff went over to his sister, "It's not as bad as you think, it's actually a great compliment. You're beautiful and he just showed the beginning. He told us it was an accident he taped you and I don't blame him for not deleting it."
"Really. Having you and our friends see me...doing something that was personal. Really personal. And," she looked at Jerry, "he's a perfect stranger. He must think I'm a total slut."
"Actually not. I'm sure he thinks your gorgeous and there's not a guy in this room who hasn't been jerking off since they figured out they could," Cliff stroked his sister's back.
Beth stood up and looked at Jerry, "You really told my husband you weren't interested in winning my body?"
Jerry laughed, "I wouldn't say that. I was extremely interested. I just told Bob I'd never use a woman without her complete consent," he looked at the blank screen, "I never saw a more beautiful sight in my life," he sighed. "Trust me, I was mentally kicking myself for being virtuous." he laughed.
"Then that makes you twice the man my husband is," she said. She walked over to the tall man. Not bad looking, apparently in good shape, nice blue eyes and great dimples on each cheek, she thought. "Tell me, if the other voice in your head won...and you'd won the hand, what plans did you have for me?"
"I didn't think that far, I mean, you know...something with you naked?" he blushed.
"Not this?" she asked as she dropped to her knees in front of him, undoing his belt.
"Really, you don't have to do this," the man sputtered. He took hold of her wrists looking down at the beautiful woman. "I know you're pissed at him, but it was in the heat of competition. I know he would have instantly regretted it, plus I'm not the saint you think I am. I might have gotten tight in the pants seeing you dancing.
"Ok, focus on that. My husband won your money, but what if instead, you'd won? The bad boy voice inside you won and I've resigned myself to my fate, what should I do first?"
Jerry could see down her open sweater at those perky tits and sighed, "I'd tell you to shut up and get my pants down," he said softly.
"Hang on," Bob spat, "I won the hand and I realize now it was a mistake."
Beth opened the man's pants, pulling them to the floor. She looked at the large shaft outlined by the white underpants. She gripped the warm pulsating mass of flesh and looked at her husband, "A calculated mistake. What would you call buying the table without talking to me, or spying on me when I thought I was alone? You've lost any say in what happens the rest of the night. Sit down and I hope to never hear another word out of you tonight."
Beth looked up at the man, "If I go further will it compromise your values?" she asked. "I think it's important for you to play along if my soon to be ex-husband learns his lesson."
Jerry shook his head, "No, I get it." He grinned at the other guys as he felt his underwear get pulled down allowing his painful erection to spring free. "I can't even remember what values I had before this."
"Damn!" Beth sighed, "Definitely twice the man my husband is," she smiled over at Bob. "Did you think about this before you proposed whoring me out?" she asked stroking the stiff cock with both hands.
Bob sat down as his innocent-looking wife stroked another man's cock. He looked at his friends wondering if he should send them home or kick Jerry out...but then he'd have to deal with his wife's wrath. He knew she had a temper, but this was the angriest he'd ever seen her.
Beth looked up at the man, "So I assume I'd be required to suck on it?" Seeing him nod she sighed, "Ok. But I'm not sure I can get all of you in my mouth. I'll try, but I'm not used to a cock this big," she grinned.
Bob groaned hearing his wife and seeing the glances from his friends. He shuddered as his wife's long tongue ran up the underside of the man's dick, her face pressed against him. He closed his eyes as she opened her mouth so he wouldn't have to watch her take that plump head into her mouth.
Jerry looked up at the ceiling as the warm mouth engulfed the head of his cock. She knew what she was doing as she flicked her tongue under the head before taking more of him into her mouth. She now had a rhythm going, bobbing her head onto his shaft taking a bit more each time. He assumed that was it when she was halfway onto him and he could feel the back of her throat, but she kept pressing farther.
Beth's anger was fading away. At first, she wanted to punish Bob by sucking another man's cock in front of him, but the hot flesh in her mouth was arousing. She cupped his balls while stroking his cock aware of his breathing. She was torn between letting him cum in her mouth, swallowing to make Bob hurt as she never let him cum in her mouth, or stopping and exploring this punishment further. When she had to drop her hand as her lips pressed against it, she took more down her throat. He was leaking a ton of pre-cum forcing her to swallow constantly.
Jerry felt the aching in his balls increasing and was about to let the girl know, but she pulled off, sitting back on her heels as she wiped her face.
"I assume that you'd want more than a blowjob, what's next?" she asked, "You know, this is all hypothetical, but I'll bet you want me naked," she sighed. "In front of a room full of men. I'd guess a whore would have no qualms about doing this." She looked at the other men, "If Bob says a word, stuff my panties in his mouth," she ordered as she started to pull off her sweater.
"Hang on, sis!" Cliff said grabbing his phone. "What song was that? Bad Blood?" he laughed, "Wow! That's really fitting."
Beth swayed to the music and slowly peeled off her top, throwing it aside. She knew her nipples were clearly visible through the lacy bra but didn't care. She danced up to Jerry and slid down his body rubbing her breasts on his cock. She stood up and danced over to Steve, turning to look at Jerry, "I assume you'd want me to tease them also?" Seeing him nod while stroking his cock made her smile, "You're such a nice guy."
Steve groaned as Beth ground her ass against his crotch as she pulled off her bra. She made no move to brush his hands away as he reached around cupping her freed mounds.
The girl grinned as she went over to Mike, pulling his hands to her jeans swaying her hips as he complied by pushing her pants to the floor. She stepped out of the legs now just in her tiny panties over to Phil.
The man pulled her close, his hands on her ass as she humped against his crotch. He groaned as she centered her pussy on his bulge grinding hard on it. He let go of her ass and grabbed her tits feeling like he could cum any second before she pulled back and went over to her brother.
"Cliff, it's up to you. Should I let all these men see my little pussy? Should my big brother take off the last bit of modesty I might have left?" she cooed.
Her brother didn't hesitate as he knelt and slid her panties to the floor. Her dark blonde pussy was right in front of his face, her warm pungent aroma wafting into his nose as he inhaled deeply. He was close to pressing his mouth between her opened legs but hearing the guys tell him to turn her around, he stood, spun her around then put his hands on her hips pressing his erection against her ass. "Damn! I wish you weren't my sister," he sighed.
Beth kissed her brother then kicked up her panties, caught them, and handed them to Phil, "Remember, if he says a word...." she said as she glared at her red-faced husband. She went over to Jerry, making sure her breasts bounced with each step, "Ok, I'm naked. I assume you want me over on the couch?" she asked.
Jerry let himself be led over grinning at the other men. He shrugged off his shirt, stepped out of his pants as the beautiful woman stripped him. She pushed him down then straddled his lap, grabbed his hard cock, and lowered herself onto him.
"Beth, fuck! What are you doing? You're not on the pill," Bob yelled out.
"Phil, Cliff. I warned him. Bob, if you ever want to touch me again you'll stuff my panties in your mouth and keep still the rest of the night!" she spat. Seeing her husband push the last of her panties into his mouth, she turned back to Jerry,, "Now where were we? Oh yeah," she sighed as she wiggled her pussy onto the long spear. "Did I say twice the man? Ooooohhhhh, God! I misspoke. You're a lot more than that," she groaned as she bottomed out. She put her hands on his shoulders and moaned happily as the man's thrusts matched hers and his hands groped her tits. "Damn! You feel so good," she sighed.
The other men all had tents in their pants, even her husband. Beth's ass was spectacular as she bounced on the man's cock. Phil finally gave up, pulled down his pants, sat and stroked his cock, eyes glued to the pink slit stretched wide, the puckered asshole, and the creamy ass cheeks.
Bob's eyes were wide open and his hand slipped inside his pants initially to adjust his aching cock, but then to stroke it.
"Since you're not on the pill, I'll let you know, but I'm getting close," Jerry grunted. He wished he was like that Indian goddess with the many arms. He'd love to touch her everywhere but was happy to stroke one cheek, grip one tit, and suck on her other nipple. He could hear the squelching sounds as his cock penetrated deep inside her.
Beth ground against the shaft, her clit scraping against his flesh as she impaled herself over and over. "Why? My husband was willing to let you do what you wanted, so if you want to cum inside me, do it. If you want to cum on my tits or face, or inside my fertile cunt, apparently he doesn't care. If you were to have won, what would you do?" she asked.
Jerry lifted the smaller girl and flopped her onto her back on the couch before driving hard and deep into her. "I'd love to fill you with my cum, over and over all night, but since I didn't, maybe I'll cum on your tits," he groaned. He slowly fucked that tight pussy staring at her tits as they bounced with every thrust.
"This is how you fuck a whore you won?" she panted. "I want to know how a true whore would be treated, how hard would you fuck that cunt?"
Jerry grinned and drove into the girl harder, faster, his balls slapping against her ass. "This is what you want, bitch? You'll have trouble walking for a week," he grunted.



"Oh God, yessss," she cried, "take my cunt, it's yours to use as you want." She grabbed his ass, "fuck me, fuck me with that huge cock of yours," she wrapped her legs around him as he picked up the pace even more. Beth felt more stimulation than she'd ever felt before and with the audience, she felt the ache growing in the womb. She gripped the sweaty back as she cried out she was cumming.
Jerry felt the writhing, sweaty body against his and tried to pull out, but the girl was too far lost in the orgasm throes and her legs were incredibly strong so he let it happen.
Bob wanted to jump up but also to do what Phil saw doing seeing his guest grunting out he was cumming and spasming inside Beth's pussy. He knew she was at her peak and she always made him wear condoms during these periods. He resigned himself to knowing another man was emptying his balls into his wife's womb for the first time. He'd never seen anything so erotic in his life as the sweating couples held each other tight and writhed against each other. He thought it might be over and everyone would get back to their lives when he heard his wife's voice.
Beth grabbed the man's face as he came, their mouths locked together much as their crotches were attached. She wanted to merge with the man, pressing her cunt hard against his cock reveling in the knowledge a man she'd just met was spewing his sperm deep inside her. When both went limp, she stroked his back, "So, since all this is just hypothetical, if you'd won the hand would you keep me to yourself or offer me to your friends?" she panted.
Jerry looked over, "Hypothetically? I'd prefer to keep you to myself all night, but that's being selfish. I see no reason I wouldn't let anyone who wants use you any way they want to have their way with you," he said.
"Ooooohhhhh, I love how you say that. So, tell them hypothetically what they can do to me," she said breathlessly.
Jerry got up, his long slick cock dangling between his legs, "Guys. She's yours. Why don't you three," he pointed at Phil, Mike, Steve make use of this fine piece of meat," he smiled hearing Beth groan happily as he said that.
As she stood up, she looked at Phil, Mike, and Steve, "Guys, I'll need some lube, so I'll grab that and clean up a little so get naked and I'll be back." She walked naked over to the poker table and pressed down hard on it, "This is a solid piece of furniture, it'll work," she smiled. "Jerry, you want to shower? I'll get you a towel."
***********************************************
Jerry came back in and looked over to Cliff and Bob, their eyes glued to the sight of their three friends covering the smaller girl. "Bob, Cliff. When they're done you both look like you'll need some of that," he smiled thinking how nice he was to allow Beth's husband access to her holes. "Sorry to tell you this, Bob, but I don't remember ever cumming so hard. She's an incredible piece of ass."
"Yeah. I know," Bob mumbled. He looked over at Cliff, "I assume you..." he looked back as the grunts were louder.
Beth was on top of Mike with Steve thrusting into her ass while Phil was being deep-throated by the girl. The table was solid as it barely wobbled under the weight of the four naked people.
"I'd really love to but I can't," Cliff sighed, "She's my sister. She'd never let me."
"She was. Now she's a horny slut who is eagerly opening her legs for a hard cock. She'll pull you inside, trust me," Jerry said feeling his cock coming back to life.
Bob sighed, "I really fucked up, didn't I?" he said mostly to himself. He'd rarely felt harder and wondered what a used pussy would feel like. He'd taken the panties out of his mouth to drink a beer and he was stroking his cock with them.
"Fucked up? I think you opened up an exciting new chapter in both your lives. Did you know she did anal?" Jerry asked. "I didn't think so. She's the best cocksucker I've ever experienced, she's incredibly tight and now she'll offer you her ass?" I'd say you won in the long run."
"I don't think he's thrilled she's letting all their friend fuck her. We've hung out for years and these guys have overtly flirted with her at pool parties, barbeques, the cruise in the Caribbean, and other get-togethers with nothing but frustration. She's been the most lusted after wife or girlfriend of our group," Cliff sighed. "I confess I might have jerked off once or twice fantasizing I'd get her naked," he said looking over at Bob, "Sorry man, but it's true."
They watched as Beth swallowed rapidly when Phil cried out he was cumming. Bob sighed seeing this, "And that was also a first," he said. "She never even let me cum in her mouth let alone swallow."
It wasn't long before Steve also cried out he was cumming in her ass, leaving Mike alone with the disheveled blonde. He whispered something in her ear and the other men watched as they climbed off the table.
Beth pulled Mike close, kissing him while her left leg wrapped around his waist. She looked at him and whispered, "I want you to fuck me hard, but cum in my ass. I want to feel what being fucked in the ass is like without...you know, other cocks inside me."
The two men grinned at Bob as they headed towards the bathroom to clean up, "She's incredible," Phil sighed.
"Better than incredible," Steve grinned. "I hope I get to fuck that cunt of hers next time." he looked back before heading out.
Phil and Steve came back and sat down on either side of Bob. Beth's chest was pressed into the table, her ass cheeks rippling with each impact as Mike pounded her cunt. They could not believe the flirty but off-limits girl they'd know for years was eagerly begging for their cocks. Phil looked over at Bob, "Are you ok? I mean you don't seem upset, but how will you feel about this tomorrow?"
The man snorted watching as his friend pulled out and drove his cock into his wife's ass. "I fucked up. I get it now. I took her for granted not considering her feelings. I hope once she is done tormenting me she'll have gotten it out of her system." He sighed as Mike cried out he was cumming, pressing his hips hard against that tight ass.
Beth was walking slowly as she headed out to the bathroom. She glared at the men sitting there, "It's your fault if I can't walk tomorrow. You guys are mean," she grimaced.
Beth padded back into the family room after cleaning up as best she could. It seemed like no matter how much cum she wiped leaking out of her, more kept coming. She finally felt a bit less messy and brushed her hair before heading back. The aching in her crotch had faded and she felt anticipation for what she wanted next. This would be the sluttiest thing she'd ever done in her life.
Cliff smiled at his sister as she came back in, "Feel better now? I think Bob learned his lesson," he said. "Really?" he asked as she pulled him to his feet leading him over to the couch. "Are you sure about this? I'm your brother."
"Not tonight. Bob established I'm nothing more than a whore to be used by various men tonight...wow! I see you aren't really against this," she sighed
Cliff had let his sister take off all his clothes then sat down when she was done. Her small hand on his cock and her tongue licking up the shaft was just like many images he'd had about her. It was incredibly arousing seeing her kneeling between his legs her mouth opening over his cock.
Beth felt a rush knowing she was crossing a line as the plump head pushed between her lips. Feeling many sets of eyes on her she intentionally opened her legs wide as she knelt between her brother's legs further exposing her swollen cunt and ass. She moaned happily as her brother pressed her face onto his cock wanting more.
Cliff had never been sucked off like this before amazed by his sister's skills and assumed she'd just suck him off since fucking would be taboo but when he felt himself getting close as her lips kept pressing against his pubes she stopped.
Beth wiped her mouth off, pulled her brother to his feet, and lay back on the couch legs spread wide. "Ok, brother. I know you've fantasized about this. Come on and fuck your sister," she smiled.
Cliff looked over at his friends, "Not a word of this. No one can know," he ordered.
Beth nodded, "I doubt mom would be happy, though dad? He'd ask when he gets to...Oh shit! Nice!" she grunted as her brother's cock slid all the way in. Her hands explored her brother's naked back and ass as the man tenderly fucked her. She thought about all the different ways all the men drove into her. She then realized until now, she was used, her various holes were simply there for their pleasure. Cliff was the first to make love...to slowly savor her pussy. His mouth was on her nipple, a hand cupping her ass as he plunged his cock into her slick pussy.
Cliff wanted Beth to cum first but his level of arousal had been increasing all night watching the various acts performed on or by his sister. He tried to hold back but hearing her soft voice in his ear telling him it was ok he arched his back, driving in as deep as he could as the wonderful aching jets of cum splashed into his sister's womb. He finally collapsed next to the beautiful girl on the couch. "Sorry, I should have pulled out and I feel really bad. I never cum before my partner. I hope you don't get...I sure unloaded a lot inside you."
Beth stroked his face, "Yours and a few others," she sighed, "Bob always wanted kids and who knows? Maybe we'll have a blonde kid, maybe brown-haired." She kissed her brother, "Don't worry about me. I lost count of my orgasms a long time ago." She slapped his ass, "Let's get cleaned up."
***********************************************
Beth and Cliff came back in having both showered and looking refreshed. The blonde went over to her husband and straddled his lap, "In the future, don't assume. You want something, ask," she looked over at the table. "It's a good table, but it seems such a waste to use it just once every couple of months. Rather than have it at different houses each week...why not have the weekly poker nights here?" She ground her bare pussy against his cock, "I'll change my volunteer shifts to Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday so I can be here every Friday to get you guys beers or whatever you desire."
Bob nodded, "I'm sorry about tonight...last night, but are you sure about this? Won't the guys expect...?"
"Expect us to be good hosts? I'd hate to disappoint them," she smiled. She looked over her shoulder at the five men, "You wouldn't take advantage of me being a good hostess, would you?" She looked thoughtful, "I need to go shopping. I just realized I don't have a maid's outfit." She looked over at the table, "Doesn't that seat eight? Who else can you invite?"
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"He's in a meeting," Jennifer checked the principal's calendar, "Can you come back at 3?" the school secretary asked in an uninterested monotone. She was past her prime, mid-sixties, white hair, but still was a powerful presence at the school. No one got past her to Mr. Robbins without her scheduling it.
Brittany sighed and nodded. It was just an hour before the end of the school day and she wanted to get out of her last class, not because Spanish was tough but because she wondered how she'd be able to sit with her ass stinging as it felt now. "Ok, but," she looked at the soft padded seat, "could I wait?"
Jennifer looked at her screen, "Miss Baker, you have Spanish. This isn't an attempt to get out of class again, is it?" She scowled at the girl, "Go on. I'll make sure Mr. Robbins knows you're meeting him at 3." She looked down without another glance at the departing blonde girl and shook her head. 'When will someone put this girl in her place? What is it this time? Being bullied? Her teacher giving her a low score on a test because he was being mean to her? Or is it she doesn't like the food? Who would? It's cafeteria food and that's why the kids are allowed to go out to the fast-food restaurants. When did it become the school's responsibility to serve gourmet meals to the poorer students? And who the fuck doesn't like meat? Whatever,' she thought turning back to the morning announcements she was preparing.
Brittany gingerly took her seat in the back. Senora Martinez was her favorite teacher and if she didn't have the appointment with the principal, she'd have liked to talk to her. She didn't come from one of the area's wealthy families and seemed to like her. This school was a tough one to go to if you weren't rich. The parking lot was mostly populated with Mercedes, BMWs, Audis, Lexuses...Lexi? and other shiny extravagances. Any one of those cars cost more than her mom made over at the Parkside Eatery. 'I wish we'd never left Lincoln,' she mentally sighed, 'Laura, Janie, and Bethany are worth a dozen of these stuck-up bitches. But after dad left mom wanted to come back to her home town...no idea why...' She looked at the chattering groups of girls wondering what it would be like to be included. She opened her book as the beautiful dark-haired teacher came in.
***********************************************
Brittany looked up and down the hallway before entering the principal's office not wanted people to see her going there. "Miss Lawrence, Hi. I'm a few minutes early," she said softly as she sat down in one soft cushioned seat, putting her flowered bookbag next to her. She wondered how long this woman in her 60s had been there. Probably when they'd opened the school back in the 70s.
"It's fine. He's due back any minute," Jennifer said dismissing the girl. She'd pondered texting her boss to suggest he find some emergency to avoid another time-waster with the biggest whiner in the school but perhaps he'd enjoy just checking her out.
"Miss Baker, Jennifer told me you wanted to talk. Sorry, I'm late," he said even though it was 2:58. "Come in, have a seat," he said opening the door to his office.
Brittany never liked this office even though she'd been there a few times. It was large, bright, and airy, but there was always an oppressive feel. She suddenly realized why. It was absolutely soundproof. The main highway was outside his window and there wasn't even the slightest road noise. This was a school and hundreds of kids were leaving, chattering up a storm just outside the office...not a sound. She put her bag on the one seat across from the desk and sat in the other wondering why a principal would require a soundproof office. She shuddered considering the reasons.
Edward Robbins sat and looked at the girl. She'd been in the office many times and he suspected why. She was easily one of the top ten if not top five beauties in the school, but the others were all spoiled debutantes with studied and practiced beauty, whereas Brittany was all-natural. She looked like the Nebraska farm girl, peaches and cream complexion, no make-up he'd ever seen, perfect body...flawless if that's possible. Long legs, an ass even the other girls looked at, narrow waist, perky tits, B? C? Either way, a walking wet dream.
Sadly, she wasn't popular as she was spurned by the other girls and that was why she'd been a frequent visitor complaining about various perceived slights. Like not being allowed to try out for cheerleading because Lexi wouldn't even allow her to enter the gym, saying that it was tough enough without having to smell the horse shit on her. Or, being knocked into the mud on her way out of school to catch the bus by Laurie, the homecoming queen who shrugged her shoulders when confronted saying, "I'm supposed to step around every insect there is?"
He looked to see what it was this time, "So, I know you want to get home to play with your friends. What can I do for you?"
Brittany looked at her hands then up at the 60-year old man who might at one point been good-looking but had given up any attempt to maintain it years ago, "I want to...Mr. Trask, um grabbed me and hit me," she said softly, indicating her white blouse and skirt.
"What?" Mr. Robbins asked, "Are you sure you weren't just accidentally bumped into?" he suggested, almost verbatim to what he'd asked when Brittany had accused the sweetest girl in the class of knocking her into the mud. "You seem to come in here every time you get jostled. You need to toughen up. Is that all?" he asked.
"Sir," Brittany said more firmly, "it was not accidental when he pushed me onto his desk and put his hand between my legs," she said, her face red. When I tried to elbow him off her pulled up my skirt and slapped my ass, hard! It hurt. It still stings," she said. "I'll bet it's still red."
"Show me," Edward said but then put up a finger, "Scratch that, we need a woman in here. I don't want you going to the board accusing me of...hang on, "Jennifer, can you please ask Mr. Trask to come to my office, then come in here. Thanks."
A few minutes later, Jennifer came in looking curious, "Mr. Robbins?"
"Miss Baker accused Daryl Trash of fondling her and spanking her. Can you please ask her to show you where and verify if there's a red mark? I'll be outside, buzz me when I can come back in," he sighed.
Jennifer turned to the girl thinking every teacher in the school and everyone in this office would love to take turns spanking this girl. "Ok, show me," she ordered.
Brittany stood and lifted her skirt showing her panties. "Right here, it stings still," she pointed to the white fabric of her white cotton panties.
"Pull them down, in fact just take off the skirt...it's ok, I'm not going to do anything," She knelt behind the girl as she stepped out of her skirt and pulled her panties down. She nodded, "That's definitely a large hand," she sighed. Hang on. put the skirt back on a minute. I'm going to need to take a picture of that, I mean if it's ok by you?" she asked.
Brittany nodded and grimaced as she pulled up the wool skirt hoping the older man would not come in. When Miss Lawrence came back in closed the door, she obeyed the woman's instructions, dropped her skirt, then bent over the desk. She felt more vulnerable than she'd ever felt before. Being naked below the waist in a man's office.
"Relax dear, if we're going to confront Mr. Trask we'll need proof," Jennifer said kindly as she inhaled the sweet scent of the young girl's pussy. "How old are you, honey?"
"18. I just turned 18 last month," the girl said as she felt a bit more comfortable.
Jennifer stood, "Ok. Can you show me where Mr. Trask grabbed you?"
"Here," the young blonde said, her hand gripping her right breast. "Then when I pushed him away he...um, he grabbed my crotch telling me I'd better cooperate or I'd be failing his class," she said haltingly as she fought tears.
Jennifer stroked the girl's arm, "It's ok. We'll make sure this doesn't happen again. Take off your top. I want to see if there are handprints," she ordered.
The young blonde looked over at the door hesitating, "Can you lock it?"
Jennifer laughed, "No need. Do you really think they'd come walking in? Go on, let's make this quick." She stifled a gasp as the girl dropped her bra and stood naked in front of her. "I see," she said, "I can see what'd I'd guess is a thumb and over here are a couple of fingers. He was rough, these are slight bruises," she said, her fingers running across the silky skin. "I have to ask, have you perhaps been sexually active with another boy who might have done this?"
Brittany shook her head adamantly, "I've never even kissed a boy. I can still feel his hand squeezing me," she said tearfully.
"Ok, get dressed. We'll have a talk with Mr. Trask. When you're ready I'll tell Mr. Robbins.
Jennifer saw the girl was dressed and pressed the intercom, "Mr. Robbins, we're done."
The door opened and Brittany stepped back seeing the angry-looking Calculus teacher. She knew he'd be out there, but she felt suddenly intimidated as he and the tall principal seemed to glare at her accusingly.
"Miss Baker, please go have a seat while Jennifer informs me as to what she found," Mr. Robbins ordered.
Brittany wanted to ask if he'd need to see the pictures but quietly left the office and took her seat.
***********************************************
"Daryl, what the fuck were you thinking?" Edward snarled, "I've told you time and again to be careful. #1, never hit on the rich girls, but you slept with Laurie and slipped her the SAT test the night before she took it. We had to accept her score, but no way could that bimbo score over 1,000 let alone over 1,400! Then you were caught in the parking lot last fall at the game with your cock in Lexi's mouth. What we had to do to cover those up...Jesus! At least those were after school, but you grab a young girl's tits and cunt...right in your classroom?"
Edward Robbins glared at his teacher. "Second, stop being so rough! Jennifer saw the marks, bruises on her tits, and a red handprint on her ass. Christ! I cannot keep covering this shit up for you. Look, I get it. Brittany Baker is a cute little slut, but invite her over for some tutoring, run into her at the mall and ask if she needs a ride home. What the fuck were you thinking?" he strode over to his desk and sat down.
"You need to get your urges under control, Daryl," Jennifer said softly, "I took pictures." she held out the phone.
Daryl Trask had multiple times gone to SAA, Sex-Addicts Anonymous, but got kicked out for using it to meet horny women. He took the phone and grinned, "Can you blame me? Look at that ass," he swiped the picture over, "and those tits!"
"Let me see that, "Edward ordered, "Shit! Ok, I can't blame you for copping a feel, but I can't ignore you doing it on school grounds, even with trailer trash."
"I'll deny it. She's just like her mother was. We all remember how easy it was to get between those legs. I don't care that you have pictures. A hand? Whose? I'll bet she's got to have a ton of boyfriends. With a body like that, I'll bet dozens of hands have been there." he said smugly, "Prove it was me. You have video? No, I didn't think so."
Edward sighed, "It is her word against yours...ours. Jennifer, bring Miss Baker back in here. I think we need to decide how to handle this."
Jennifer opened the door. "Brittany, please come in here."
The girl got up slowly wishing she'd just kept her mouth closed as she came back in but hoping for once they'd believe her. She didn't make things up...there was no cry for attention as she'd heard before.
"Please close the door and come over here," Mr. Robbins ordered. "You've made some pretty serious allegations against one of our finer teachers and before we go on, have you reconsidered? Perhaps exaggerated or embellished your story?" He looked at the girl's body language knowing she was close to caving in, "Perhaps an issue at home? I can understand if there are things in your life...you know how your mother is."
Brittany saw the expressions, saw her accusations would be ignored, but hearing this man suggest..."No. I was groped, hard! By him!" the blonde looked angrily at Mr. Trask. "My mother works her ass off seven days a week, double shift when she can get it so I'll be able to go to college," she said angrily.
"Ok. Mr. Trask denies anything happened, but we can at least confirm before we go any further. Please disrobe," he said firmly.
"What!" the girl spat out, "I can't...won't..."
"Then I guess we'll just have to..." Mr. Robbins started to say.
"Look, honey. It's ok," Jennifer interrupted. "I'm here, but we want to see if the marks on your body match Mr. Trask's hands. It's the only way you'll be able to verify it wasn't...you know, one of your lovers," she said stroking the girl's back gently.
Brittany felt tears well up looking at the men's faces. She'd seen that look when she'd been at the restaurant and how some of the regulars looked at her mother. She slowly unbuttoned her blouse and was going to leave it open on her shoulders, but Miss Lawrence pulled it off her and draped it over a chair. She hesitated taking off her bra but under the intense scrutiny, reached back and unclipped it. The girl wanted to cover her breasts, especially how focussed the men's eyes were on her chest, but gritted her teeth and unzipped her skirt.
Daryl had to control his urges to jump up and run his hands all over the perfect female form seeing her step out of her panties but seeing Edward glaring at him, he realized he might be looking too eagerly at the naked form.
"That's good, Brittany, can you face the desk? Daryl, please come over here and, yes...exactly," she said as she leaned down to where the man cupped the perfect ass, "Mr. Robbins, I'm not sure. Perhaps this mark was made by a smaller hand?"
Daryl felt the creamy cheek under his fingers and could not help himself as he flexed his fingers into the soft flesh.
Edward pulled his eyes away from the perky teenage tits and came around, "Maybe she was bent over more, Brittany, please bend over...yes, like that," he sighed. He looked at Jennifer and Daryl smiling as they were also impressed with the tight-looking cunt exposed in front of them. "I think your hand is bigger, Daryl, but I guess we could have some of the other faculty come in to verify. For now, let's check the marks on her chest. You can stand up and turn around," he ordered.
Brittany was mortified but there was a pleasant throbbing or pulsing in her crotch as she turned to face the adults. She closed her eyes as Mr. Robbins ran his fingers around her breast where Mr. Trask had grabbed her.
"Daryl, let's see...wait, Brittany. Were you facing him are was he behind you when he allegedly groped you?" Mr. Robbins asked.
"He grabbed me from behind," she said softly, "it didn't feel alleged."
"Young lady, please keep your comments to yourself. We'll get to the truth. Daryl, grab her as she accused you," he asked.
"How can I know how another man grabbed her?" Daryl said angrily, "She made all this up! I'll bet she grabbed her own tit to frame me."
Brittany, I guess you'll have to put his hand on you like you say he did since...don't argue, do it," he said softly.
Brittany cringed as she pulled the large hand onto her breast, "Here, please don't squeeze as hard, it hurt," she said softly. "There, he grabbed me like this, but harder."
"What do you think, Jennifer, is that a match?" Edward asked.
Jennifer lifted the man's fingers checking how they lined up with the marks, "Daryl, can you slide your hand over more, there." She looked at Mr. Robbins, ignoring the soft cries from the girl, "I don't think they match." She pulled the teacher's hand off the blonde's breast and went behind and grabbed her the same way Daryl had, "I assume my hand is too small?" she asked.
Edward nodded and held up his hand, "I think my hands are the same size as Daryl's but let's see," he said as he replaced Jennifer's hand with his. He squeezed the firm breast gently feeling the erect nipple under his palm. "Guys? What do you think? One of the high-school boys?" he asked peering over the girl's shoulder at his hand and the marks. He stepped back, "Ok Brittany. I'm not sure we have a match," he looked at the other two school employees. "What do you think? Two weeks suspension for trying to destroy a man's career? Is that enough? Perhaps we should call the police," he said glaring at the girl.
Brittany stepped back, tears now running down her face, "It's true. He grabbed me...What are you doing. let me go!" she screamed.
Edward grabbed the girl and shoved her face-first onto his desk and spanked her hard. Daryl grabbed the blonde's wrists when she tried to get up as the principal smacked her again and again. "I've wanted to do that ever since you waltzed in here whining about your classmates and now you attack a teacher?" He went over and grabbed the girl's wrists, "Daryl, I think you deserve to perform the proper punishment," he said firmly. "Little girl, if you think you can come in here and attempt to destroy a man's like with accusations of sexual assault then you'd damn well be prepared to accept the consequences."
The middle-aged teacher felt his cock throbbing eagerly as he unzipped his pants and went behind the tight ass he'd been lusting after all year. He nodded at Jennifer who'd grabbed some rope and was tying the young girl's left ankle to the leg of the desk.
Brittany was trying to struggle as she realized punishment was going to be more than a spanking, but with her wrists being held firmly and her one leg secured to the desk, she could barely move. She felt the firm spongy object press against her pussy and closed her eyes anticipating the pain she'd heard other girls talk about when to her relief she heard Miss Lawrence's voice stop him.
"Daryl, what are you doing?" she yelled, "Put on a fucking rubber! At this point it's this little slut's word against ours but if you leave your cum inside her..." She went out to her desk and came back with a box, handing a foil packet to each man, "Damn! I would have thought you two would have learned by now," she sighed. She went over to the girl, "I brought lube, but she doesn't need any. What a little slut she is, just like her mother," she smiled as she plunged a finger inside. "Christ! She's tight. You'll like this."
Brittany sobbed as she felt the pressure followed by pain realizing her dreams of losing her virginity to a boy expressing his love for her were shattered. "Please, I won't say anything. It was a mistake, ooowwwww!" the girl cried out, Please stop, please. Why are you doing this?"
"You're a beautiful girl and you've been teasing me since you came into my classroom. Do you know how sexy you are?" he asked. "Great ass, great cunt, great tits which I need to see. If we untie your legs will you struggle? I personally like that, but Mr. Robbins might not like his stuff messed up," he asked. "Or we can take turns fucking you like this with that nice ass of yours begging for one of our cocks," he hissed. "Tell me, tell us. Would you like us to fuck your ass or tight cunt?"
"Stop, please. It hurts. Neither. Ow!" she cried when Mr. Robbins came over and slapped her ass after having Jennifer take her wrists.
"Mr. Trask asked you a question. Your cunt or your ass?" the principal said loudly.
"My...pussy," the girl cried.
Edward grabbed his cell, "Ask us nicely. Ask us to fuck your cunt. Tell us how good it feels. You have one shot at this or..." he hit record, holding the phone by those full red lips.
"Please fuck my pussy, please. It...it feels good," she said softly. She saw a look of disappointment on the principal's face. "Please, sir. Fuck my cunt, you both can fuck my cunt," she said more loudly. Something inside made her feel both horrified and pleased that she sounded so convincing. "Aaaahhh," she unconsciously sighed when the man slid his cock out of her pussy and felt her ankles get untied.



Mr. Robbins came over and cupped the young blonde's tits, "You are so like your mother was, it's uncanny," he sighed. "Ok, get up on the desk, spread your legs, and ask Mr. Trask to fuck you," he ordered.
Reluctantly Brittany crawled up onto the desk wondering how to maintain any modesty at all, finally giving up. She'd never allowed any man to see her privates as her doctors were women and her dad left them when she was 5. She knew she had to be blushing furiously as she got up and lay on her back.
Daryl pulled her legs towards him and opened them up wide. "Look how fucking aroused you are," he chuckled. "I love when you little bitches act so innocent but are horny little sluts underneath." He gripped his cock and shoved it back into that tight hole.
Jennifer came over and pinched a nipple. "She is just like her mother, isn't she? Same puffy pink nipples." She leaned over and sucked a nipple between her lips.
Brittany was fighting the strange feelings, clamping her mouth shut when she realized the soft grunts were hers. She closed her eyes as a larger hand gripped her other breast, roughly pulling on her nipple. Her breathing was ragged as if she'd been running track and her pelvis was rocking in response to the hard shaft driving into her, faster and harder.
"Do you like it now?" Mr. Robbins asked. "It no longer hurts?"
"Yes...it doesn't hurt, but I think I might have to pee," she panted.
The three adults laughed, "Let it go, don't worry about it little girl," Mr. Robbins grinned, "You'll come to look forward to releasing that urge, won't she Jennifer?"
The woman smiled, "Honey, you have no idea. I waxed this last weekend and I'm glad I did," she unzipped her skirt, pulled her pantyhose and panties off, climbed up on the table then straddled the girl's face. "Ok, honey, I'll show you what to do, open your mouth and use your tongue," she sighed.
Jennifer, you'll scar the girl for life dropping your cunt onto her face like that," Edward laughed. "I wanted to scar her with my fat cock in her mouth, but it looks like Daryl is getting close so I'll bust my nut inside that young cunt."
Brittany tried to turn her head and it was tough to breathe with the pungent odor emanating between the woman's legs but she felt her head being turned and pressed against the moist folds of the older woman's fleshy labia. Tentatively she opened her mouth and licked the tangy juices leaking out of her swollen slit.
"That's it, honey. There, Oh my dear, you're a natural," she sighed. She closed her eyes and pulled the young girl's hands onto the large breasts. She wanted to feel more as the girl instinctively responded by gently massaging her breasts so she unbuttoned her white blouse and pulled off her bra. "That's it, sweetie, yesss, put your tongue inside me."
Brittany was swallowing rapidly as the older woman's pussy ground against her face, while she tried to get her hands around the huge masses of flesh. She found if she just played with the woman's nipples it made her pant louder. Even with trying to concentrate on pleasing the woman, she was aware the man was assaulting her pussy more aggressively and soon heard him grunting loudly. She wanted to laugh hearing a man that old sound almost like a monkey but she realized even with the condom he was ejaculating inside her.
"Oh shit!" Daryl spat out as he pulled out, "The fucking rubber broke!"
Jennifer quickly rolled off the desk, stood with the others between the girl's legs. "Oh crap. Dammit, Daryl. Must you always push the limits?" She looked over at Mr. Robbins, "Well, on the bright side you won't be needing yours. "I'll get dressed and call Jess to clean this up," she sighed.
Edward Robbins stroked his cock, then drove deep into the girl, "Aaaaahhhh, yesssss, She is fucking tight. You were right." He wanted this to last, but as Jess would be up here soon to clean things up so he focussed on those tits flopping around with each thrust.
Daryl got dressed looking sadly at the girl, "I'm sorry. Really sorry for cumming inside you," he sighed.
Brittany couldn't understand why he was apologizing and actually heard herself say, "I understand. It was an accident." She turned her attention to the principal of the school, naked standing between her legs with his erect penis inside her. It was as strange and surreal a situation as she could possibly imagine. She was numbly lying there, the juices on her face finally evaporating when Mr. Robbin slammed into her and groaned loudly.
"Impressive," the maintenance man grinned, "Can I have a shot before I clean up?"
Brittany tried to get up but found herself held down, tape being slapped across her face. She felt a rising panic as the attitude of the adults changed. They were suddenly cold and efficient.
"You can do what you want after you get her out of here," Jennifer scolded the man. "Are the hallways clear?"
"Everyone's gone. I have the van out by the loading dock so it shouldn't be a problem. Where are her clothes?" the older maintenance man said with a leer on his face.
Jennifer picked up the blonde's clothes, stuffed them into a garbage bag along with the backpack, before turning to the man, "Let's get her hands and feet taped. I see no reason to dress her if you want to have fun on your way to the recycling center, just make sure you aren't seen, Ok?"
Brittany started squirming and pulling on the restraints when there was a loud crash and men dressed in black slammed into the office.
"FBI. Hands up! You! Asshole! You try to pull up your pants and I'll shoot your balls off," an agent with an automatic rifle yelled.
Brittany felt a flood of relief seeing the four being thrown to the ground and handcuffed. A woman in a blue FBI jacket came rushing in, pulling it off quickly, and draped it over the naked girl.
"It's ok sweetie, you're safe now," she turned to the man in the suit, "Brad! You fucker! I told you when the transmission went dead that she was in danger." She took out a knife and cut the tape off the wrists and ankles, then gently tore the tape off the girl's mouth.
The man nodded sadly, "I...I should have listened, but we needed evidence, hard evidence," he came over to the blonde girl, "Brittany, I am so sorry. When we lost contact we even tried to use the laser on the windows to eavesdrop, but this room is built like a fortress," he tenderly brushed a hair off the girl's face. "Julie, you can write me up if you like. You were right," he looked around. Everyone, get out of here so Julie can take care of our girl." He looked back at the blonde, "You were incredible. It was hell for you, but you've saved dozens of other girls a horrible fate."
Brittany watched through her tears as the four were handcuffed and led out of the office. "They were...they wanted to kill me?" she sobbed.
Julie held the girl, "It's ok. I'm so sorry it went as far as it did, and yes, they were planning to. When we asked you to do this, we simply suspected they were responsible for girls disappearing, but not this...I couldn't believe how quickly we were able to assemble the team when you called me. I feel terrible they did all this to you, are you alright?"
"It was scary since I didn't know for sure you'd be there...and it felt so final...so real," she sighed.
***********************************************
The FBI lost their eyes and ears while Brittany was meeting in the principal's office, but they did have a complete recording of the degrading things said and done even when Brittany had to wait outside. The chair facing the desk was perfectly angled for the camera in the girl's book bag to capture all of it. It was more than enough, Brittany had received many congratulations from many in law enforcement, though the young blonde was never comfortable seeing the knowing looks on everyone's face who'd viewed the recording.
The principal, his assistant, Jess, the maintenance guy, the former coach, and three faculty members were convicted of multiple counts of rape, assault, and murder. Jennifer broke first ratting out all her co-conspirators getting a reduced sentence, but even with that, she'd be in her 90s before she'd breathe free air. With Jess's confession, the FBI found graves of four girls who'd gone missing over the past 30 years, all from poorer families, all written off as runaways. The only consolation was that it brought closure to the mourning families.
Brittany was awarded the FBI Director's Community Leadership Award for her help in exposing the crimes committed at Riverview High School. On top of that, she was awarded a full scholarship to State where the head coach was also charged and convicted of rape while he was at Riverview. It was one of many crimes the staff covered up and it finally brought some closure to Brandy Baker, Brittany's mother who was never believed.
***********************************************
"Julie! I'm surprised to see you here. I just got back from class, what's up?" Brittany asked. She'd stayed in touch with the FBI agent, becoming friends but it had been mostly over the phone since she went away to college.
"I thought I'd bring you this," she handed the girl an envelope. "Your GPA in high school wasn't impressive, but you've gotten nothing but As here and..." she smiled as the beautiful blonde girl's face lit up.
"Really? This is for real? she gasped. When the agent nodded happily she threw her arms around her. "This is like a dream...a really good dream! My mom...my mom would have been really proud," she said as she suddenly teared up.
"And, if you accept, I'm going back to Quantico as an instructor," Julie said softly. "I can't replace your mother, but I'll be there for you whenever."
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"Shhh, quit moaning," Brandon Fredericks said as he picked up his phone. "Doug, what's up? I'm balls deep in something important right now, make it quick." He was so close and not happy his phone rang.
Doug Marshall hated calling his new boss. The man rarely had anything to say in meetings, never seemed on top of issues critical to the business, yet was named VP of Operations most likely because he was the son of the founder and President, Brice Fredericks. "Sorry, It's quick. My wife, I'm not sure if you remember her from the picnic last summer, anyhow Laura is meeting me for lunch at noon and I was hoping I could have an extra half hour?"
Brandon slowly kept fucking that tight cunt. He'd fucked dozens of women, but looking down at the creamy tits, tight waist and trimmed pussy he couldn't remember any of them so perfect. "I guess. Are you up to date on Apex? You know I need that by end of the day." He pulled out and put his hand over the phone, "Get up and bend over the desk," he ordered. Her ass was spectacular and he needed to see it...fuck it.
"I'm almost done. You'll have it," Doug sighed. He knew the man would toss the report in a drawer and look at it just before heading to the board meeting where he'd take all the credit.
"Good. Ok, come in early tomorrow to make up the time, but you can have the 90 minutes today," he sighed. The employees were such a pain, "Which one was Laura? Nevermind, bring me something back. Where are you going?" He gripped his cock and pressed into the wet snatch, unconsciously letting out a satisfied moan. "Damn! I had that itch in the center of my back all morning," he quickly said.
"Chesters. I've never been there, but Laura has with some of her girlfriends, so I am not sure what's on the menu," Doug said softly. He did not want to pick up the man's lunch.
"Pick me up the prime rib with the garlic-cheddar mashed potatoes. And have your wife bring me my lunch, I'd like to meet her. Gotta go, I need to focus on...bye." he hung up feeling his balls ache as he slammed harder into the sopping cunt. He dropped the thought of finishing in her ass, but fucking a man's wife while talking to him on the phone was an unexpected turn-on. "Ok, bitch get ready...Oh Christ!" he grunted as with the hardest push yet exploded into the tight hole.
Laura Marshall gritted her teeth as the arrogant man used her pussy for his animal desires again. She thought back to the picnic when he cornered her, letting her be the first to know he'd be taking over the Division, and if she wanted Doug not only remain as Senior Director but to keep his job she'd be compliant to whatever he wanted...whenever he wanted. She almost slapped him and hissed "Fuck off!" but when he'd called his dad over and made a few comments about getting rid of the deadwood and clearing house, she'd met the odious man behind the poolhouse where he'd ordered her to strip naked and suck him off. Then he pushed her against the back wall of the building and slammed into her pussy, aggressively pounding her until he pulled out quickly and shoved her to her knees. She'd never had anyone cum in her mouth or swallowed before that and hated the taste, almost throwing up.
"Ok, get dressed, no! No panties. I'd like you to think about me when you're having lunch at our place. You owe me. Why the fuck did you have to go and ruin my favorite restaurant by telling your husband?" he asked bitterly.
"We talk. He asks me about my days and I've told him I met girlfriends for lunch, and," she started to answer.
"Shut up! I really don't give a shit. Get dressed and get out so I can do some work," he spat.
The blonde thought of grabbing the letter opener on the desk and plunging it into the man's neck but angrily pulled on her bra and dress. She felt the fluids leaking out even after a handful of tissues and hoped her husband wouldn't be able to tell she was freshly fucked. Putting on her shoes, she opened the door in the back of the office and took the service elevator to the back dock where she'd left her car, Brandon never looking up once.
***********************************************
"Hey babe, looking for a good time?" Doug asked playfully as he met her in the lobby. He gave her a hug inhaling her musky scent. "You look like you've been working out. Did you hit the gym on the way over?" Laura glowed. Her cheeks were flushed, her chest above her summer dress was flushed as she looked after they'd made love. He went to kiss his wife but she turned her head at the last minute offering her cheek.
"Sorry, no, but I got a late start and didn't have time to shower. I'm afraid I might have stressed out a bit in traffic thinking I'd be late," she said quickly, "I grabbed an onion bagel and..." she trailed off. Just a half-hour ago she'd had another man's cock in her mouth and should have gargled or something before meeting her husband for lunch. "God, I'm sorry," she said quickly seeing the look on Doug's face. She pulled his lips to hers and opened her mouth.
Doug tasted no onion but did catch of whiff of her arousal. He thought back to last night and how eager she was. "Wow! Let's get into the back of my car instead of going to lunch," he gasped when they broke the kiss.
"Get a room, you too. You're scaring the clients," Ernie chuckled from behind the security desk. 'Christ,' he thought, 'To be married to a woman like that...I'd never leave the bedroom.'
Doug laughed and escorted his wife out to the car, his hand straying down to her ass as he grinned back at the guard. "Commando," he mouthed.
***********************************************
"I guess I should get back to my desk," Doug sighed as he kissed his wife. "I still cannot believe you went out without panties, but I'm not complaining," he smiled at her. "All day I'll be thinking about getting home and bending you over the arm of the couch." He kissed her harder and slapped her ass gently. "I love you."
Laura felt a sudden alarm remembering Brandon had ordered her to take him his lunch and was about to say something when she heard her husband swear.
"Fuck! I'm so sorry, but...shit! Brandon wanted you to take his lunch up. I guess he doesn't remember meeting you at the picnic...anyhow, can you do that?" he asked. "Thanks," he said as she nodded and took the bag from him.
"Um, where is his office?" she asked, feeling like screaming.
"Hey, I know that look. If you don't want to do this, that's fine. I'll tell him he can meet you next time," he said reaching for the bag.
"No. I'm fine. I was just worried since I haven't showered...I got this. Where's his office?" she asked softly.
Doug pointed to the elevators on the right, "Take one of those up to 18. He's down the hall on the right...name's on the door. Thanks for doing this. I understand and I'll make it up to you," he sighed. He kissed his wife and watched her head down the hall. She walked as if she were heading to her execution. He wondered why she looked so bothered by this. "Oh, make sure he gives you cash," he said quickly. "You know, for the meal," he added as she looked back at him questioningly.
***********************************************
"Right on time," Brandon nodded at the women, "Take off your clothes and set the table for me," he ordered. "Now!" he snapped as Laura stopped and stared at him. "And lose those librarian-lady flats and put on these," he held out a pair of red spiked heels.
The blonde felt like crying as she pulled all her clothes off and folded them on the leather couch before slipping the uncomfortable shoes on. 'What is it with men and high heels?' she thought. "Didn't you get enough earlier? Don't you ever do work?" she spat.
"This is my lunch break and pleasing you takes a lot of work. I try but you must be frigid since you never cum. I work hard trying to make you cum, but if you can't release your inner slut, I feel bad for you...ok, no I don't. To be honest, feeling no pressure to please you allows me to just enjoy that incredible body. Bring your clothes over here," the man ordered. He took them and put them in the bottom desk drawer, "Don't worry. You'll get them back. Now layout my lunch."
Brandon sat back watching the beautiful naked woman put the food on plates, fill a glass with water, and layout the silverware. She never flinched or turned away as he grabbed whatever parts of her came closer. "Nice. Ok, I'll let you dine on my cock as I eat my lunch."
"Didn't you get enough earlier?" Laura asked. "I have things I need to take care of at home."
Brandon glared at the woman, who looked down and resignedly crawled under his desk.
Laura felt like throwing up as she extracted his soft cock from his pants as he'd obviously not cleaned up after their previous activities. She put off taking him into her mouth, but that wasn't for long as he pushed her head down.
"That's it. You're a great cocksucker. You really should put that on your Linkedin page. A lot of employers would value having someone with your skills on their staff," he chuckled, "Get it? Staff?"
Laura just wanted to get it over with so she took more of his cock down her throat and pumped her fist on the remainder. He usually lasted a long time and this was no exception. He'd finished his meal and was leaning back watching her as she bobbed up and down on his rigid member.
"Don't stop, you're doing great. I just have to make a quick call," he said.
"Doug, thanks for picking up lunch, but I need to pay you...She did, and I had my wallet out but I guess she forgot. Can you come to my office and bring what you have for Apex while you're at it? I have an update meeting in an hour...great, thanks," he said as he hung up.
Laura tried to get up, but Brandon pushed her head down so she choked on his cock.
"Look bitch, keep sucking. I'll get rid of your innocent husband quickly, unless..." he said threateningly.
Laura tried to get the man to cum quickly now, sucking harder and more deeply, but the man's breathing didn't change. She resigned herself to kneeling naked under his desk, a cock in her mouth as Doug came into the office. She hoped Brandon wouldn't humiliate her and destroy their marriage.
"Yes, he can come in. Thanks, Jennifer," he responded to the intercom.
Doug came in looking expectantly at his boss. He assumed the man would get up to greet him, but was sitting back.
"Here. I had this out for your wife, I assume $30 should cover it?" he pointed to the money on the desk. "She's very sweet. You got yourself a good one," he smiled at the man. "She's really supportive of you, isn't she. Had nothing but good things to say about how bright you are, how hard you work."
Doug came over and stopped hearing the slurping sounds. "I guess you want to be alone," he said quickly hoping this wasn't his wife under that desk. He looked down and was relieved to see the red high heels rather than Laura's brown leather flats sticking out from under the desk. Who would ever demean themselves like that? he wondered.
"Nonsense. She's almost done, aren't you Julia? Have a seat. You need to relax and try out this girl's cocksucking skills. She's got a killer body and sucks like a pro" he grinned at his employee.
"Sorry, no. I can't. I'm married," Doug stammered. "Um, thanks anyhow."
"It wasn't an offer. If you want to keep your job here, you need to be more flexible, be a team player. I'm sure after how many years you've been married the little wifey doesn't drop to her knees anymore. Come on," he said firmly. "And when happens in this office, stays in this office. Wifey will never know. Plus she takes it in the ass and if you've never tried that..."
Doug walked to the door, "Then fire me. I'm not cheating on my wife. She might never find out, but I'll always know." He started to open the door but stopped hearing his boss laugh.
"I'm glad. I don't like employees who cheat. I would have lost all respect for you had you agreed to this great blowjob, especially after meeting that sweet wife of yours. She looks just like the perfect innocent wife. Sad, though. You have no idea how good she is. Go, and thanks for picking up lunch for me." He looked at the girl under the desk, "That's it...Take it...Oh, fuck!" He glanced at Doug, "Get out of here so I can enjoy this...God! Uh, uh, uh...ahhhhh," he grunted as his employee quickly fled.
Laura felt the hot tears run down her cheeks hoping the evil man would cum soon so she could rush home and soak in the bath for an hour or more to wash his scent off.
Brandon's ball began that familiar ache and he quickly pushed the blonde's mouth off his cock. "Get up and come over to the window. I want to fuck you from behind."
Laura wiped her mouth and her cheeks and crawled out from under the desk. She started to get up but the soft hand pushed her back down.
"No. Crawl...slowly. That's it. Wow! You have the most incredible body," he panted as he stroked his cock. 'What an ass!' he thought. His cock throbbed as the girl crawled slowly over to the window looking out over the southern suburbs. She played the reluctant innocent, but her pussy was swollen and opened up invitingly. He grinned loving how she faked loving his cock anticipating entering her a second time that day. "Stop! Hang on," he ordered.
Laura knew what he was going to do next and dutifully pressed her chest and face into the floor, gritting her teeth. She wanted to punch herself hearing her let out a groan she the fat finger pressed the cool gel into her ass. This had become a routine for them and had been surprised earlier when he'd cum inside her pussy.
"Fuck! You're blessed with the tightest cunt and tightest ass. Ok, you can get up," he ordered. When she stood he pushed her against the window, her hands pressed on the glass, gripped his throbbing cock, and slammed into her pussy.
Laura let out a yelp feeling the painful invasion of her vagina and stuck her ass out to give him a better angle. She looked to the right at the rooftops and trees wishing she were home. She knew the glass would hold as he'd done this to her many times before but now wished it wouldn't and they'd both plunge to their deaths.
"Which house is yours?" the man asked, "The one across from the elementary school?" He grinned as she nodded, "So convenient. You're off the pill as I told you?" Again, seeing her nod he panted, "Are you fertile now? Tell me, when are you most fertile?"
"In two weeks," she sighed. "Please just cum in my ass."
Brandon smiled, "It's like Russian roulette, isn't it? Will I shoot my fertile cum into your womb or ass? Perhaps Doug is the one who doesn't want a kid," he hissed in her ear. She'd told him she not only was on the pill but Doug always wore a condom as he like how it made him last longer and being doubly sure wasn't a bad thing. "Say the word and I'll give you a baby," he said softly. "I just decided Doug needs to fly to Frankfurt next week for the Automation Symposium. It will be nice to reward him for all his great work and two weeks in Germany is just the thing.
"What?" Laura blurted, "He'll ask me to go. We've been talking about going to Europe since we got married."
Brandon shook his head, "Sorry, not this trip. He'll be heading the team and I don't want any distractions," he felt his balls start to ache thinking about his plans for the girl. He pulled out, pressed his cock against that tight puckered hole, and drove in.
Laura cried out feeling the searing pain, moaning as his hand slapped over her mouth.
"Relax, you know how good it starts to feel. I'm afraid I might not last long enough for that though. Damn! You have such a great ass," he sighed as he rhythmically thrust into the tight hole.
Laura gritted her teeth even after the pain subsided as she felt her ass being bruised by the intense attack from behind. Why was he so mean? Why had he picked her out? She felt the tears well up blurring the view of her house.
Brandon let go of her ass cheeks and grabbed those full mounds. He loved gripping those tits as he came. They were so firm, so full." Oh, fuck! Ungh, ungh, uh, uh, uhhhhh, aaaaahhhhhhh," he grunted as the aching in his balls faded. He let go of the woman's tits, reluctantly extracted his softening cock from her rectum, and staggered over to the side table. He looked over at the girl curled up on the floor and sighed. "So dramatic. Get up, clean yourself up, get dressed and go. And, your husband will be flying out on the 29th. I'll be over that evening. I want all his clothes out of your bedroom, I mean closet and drawers."
"What?" she stared at the man, "You're...oh, Christ. I should have known." She got up trying not to cry anymore and pulled on her clothes. She slipped off the heels and threw them across the room, "You can keep your fucking whore shoes," she spat.
"You should keep them," he laughed. "You are every bit the whore. What do you think you've been doing? It sure wasn't because you're a slut. You are making sure you and your hubby are financially secure. Money for sex. Who are you know?" he asked.
"A better person than you are," she spat as she crossed the room and opened the door, "I'll be your whore but I'll never have anything but feelings of disgust for you." She spun and tried to slam the door, but with the soft-close mechanism, it just hissed slowly shut.
Brandon grinned as he went back to his desk. He picked up the phone. "Tony. Yeah, she just left. Say, can you rearrange Frankfurt? I'd like Doug Marshall to go too...I'd like him to head it up...You're so smart. I'll send you their address and you can tell the others. We'll make a party of it, I mean of her," he laughed loudly. He hung up the phone feeling that familiar throbbing.
***********************************************
Laura pressed the service elevator down button suddenly feeling her legs go weak as she slipped to the floor. She put her face in her hands and uncontrollable sobbing wracked her body. How had it come this far? How could any person be so thoroughly evil?" She heard the elevator doors open then close, vaguely aware she was supposed to have been on it.
"Miss, are you alright?" the older man asked.
Laura jerked her head up and quickly wiped her eyes. She tried to get up but the man quickly took her hands and gently pulled her to her feet. "I'm sorry. I should go," she quickly hit the button again.
"Hang on. I'm not mad or anything, but there's just one way into this part of the floor," he said softly, "Are you Ok?" He looked at the tear-streaked face. "Were you attacked...um assaulted...you know..." He wondered through whose office she got back here.
"No, or yes," she sputtered, "I don't know what I was. I have to go...please," she cried. She looked up and stopped, "You're...Mr. Fredericks," she said feeling like running. If the son was so evil, where did he get it from? "I really should go. I'm sorry. I knew I shouldn't be back here."
The man took out his phone, "Edith, can you come out to the service elevator. I think we have an issue and I'd like you to be here. Thanks." He looked at the girl suddenly recognizing her, "Your Doug Marshall's wife," he said remembering how fun and happy she was at the picnic, "Laura, isn't it? My assistant, Edith is coming out. There she is."
Laura allowed herself to be led into the President's office. Edith was a super kind woman who glared at her boss as she showed her the executive bathroom.
After the door closed Edith went right into her boss's face, "This is Brandon's doing. You know it is. We met her last summer and you saw how your son looked at her. You know who she reminded him of!" she spat.
Brice nodded and sat down rubbing his face, "I saw that also. She was even dressed similarly to how Julia used to dress." When Brandon was at Stanford, his girlfriend broke up with him leaving the boy devastated. He'd stalked her and one night pulled her into an old office building and raped her. The family lawyer arranged a nice financial settlement which averted a trial, but Brice had always regretted not letting justice take its course. He knew the girl was financially compensated, but what about the damage done? He looked up and saw the girl come out looking better.



"Laura, I'm glad you are looking better, but how are you? Can you tell us what happened to upset you?" he asked as he indicated the most comfortable looking chair.
"It's ok dear," Edith said, "If this is concerning who we think it is, Mr. Fredericks would like to hear it."
"Brice, please call me Brice," the older man said softly. "Edith is right. I'm not going to suggest what happened, but I fear you'll hate me if I don't show surprise," he stopped to rub his face, "Look. If you want to go home and tell us nothing, that's fine but if anything happened that...I was going to say, puts our company in a bad light, but that just a shitty way of saying, if someone violated you we need to know so that person is held accountable...no matter who he is," he finished.
Laura looked at Edith who nodded reassuringly. "I guess I should say that this is going to be the same old story, she said, he said, but even though I question whether anything will come of it..." she stopped as she teared up again.
Edith handed her the box of tissues, "You don't know Mr. Fredericks. I've never known a better man."
"You need to get out of the office more, Edith, but thanks. I try to do my best," he sighed.
"Ok, it can't get worse," she said softly. She proceeded to tell the story starting at the picnic and finished up to her telling them about Brandon sending her husband to Germany for two weeks during her fertile period. She looked at the horror on their faces and stopped. "I'm sorry. I am not trying to make your son look evil, but perhaps I can't keep my feelings out of it. I'm not sure you believe me, but that's my story."
"Well, shit!" Brice spat. "We never should have let him off back in college." He looked at the woman, the girl, "I'm going to tell you a story that might explain to you why he's...Back in college..."
Laura looked back and forth, "And I look like her? Can I ask her name? Sorry, but my older sister went to Stanford in the early 2,000s and dropped out. We were baffled and never found out why. Um, her name is Julia Stratton." She stopped hearing both of them gasp, "Oh shit! After she dropped out she moved to Montana to work on a ranch. She was...is brilliant but we never knew what happened to her to make her do that. Did people call Brandon Fred back then? That was who she said was her boyfriend...you know...before she dropped out."
"Christ. I am so sorry but it seems my son has it in for your family. Look, here's what I think we should do." Brice proceeded to lay out a plan.
When he finished, he looked at the girl, "Can you do that?"
The young blonde nodded. "I can do that. I'll be home," she sighed.
***********************************************
"What are you doing here?" she spat out seeing Brandon at the front door. "Doug's not here. He told me he had to meet some people at work," she said as she tried to close the door.
Brandon pushed it open and slammed it, "You think I don't know that? Your sweet hubby isn't due back until after 11. I know because I was invited but told dad I had previous plans," he said as he tried to pull the girl towards him.
"Stop, stop it!" Laura screamed as she tried to pull away.
Brandon caught her wrist and pulled her into the living room, tore off her dress, then ripped off her bra. He threw the girl onto the couch but froze hearing a man's voice.
"Don't move, motherfucker. One little twitch from you and my finger will twitch on the trigger." The FBI agent grabbed the man and pushed him face down on the floor, cuffing him. "You have the right..."
Edith came running in with a blanket, throwing it over the girl. "Are you Ok? We wanted to stop him when he first attacked you, but he was so quick," she cried. She pulled the girl into a hug glaring at the agents, "Get him out of here so Laura can get dressed. I know you rushed in as fast as you could, but she needs..." she hugged the girl, "Damn! After all that you've been through..."
***********************************************
Doug came home anxious to give Laura the great news but stopped seeing the black SUVs out front. He rushed inside fearing the worst. "Laura! Where are...what happened?" he asked rushing over. He stopped as he saw Mr. Fredericks and Edith sitting with Laura. "What's going on?" he asked.
Brice stood and put up a hand, "It's good. It's all ok. I'm afraid that my son might have had a breakdown. He came over and attacked your wife. We're here because Edith informed me that Brandon was acting strange yesterday afternoon and overheard something about Laura. Then when he told me he couldn't make the meeting...I told her to call her brother at the FBI, so he came over to talk to your wife when Brandon came over. She's fine and my son is in jail," he said softly.
"What?" Doug spat out, "Brandon attacked Laura? Why?"
Laura said sadly, "Julia. Remember she dropped out of college and moved to Montana? It was because of Brandon. He was obsessed with her and attacked her. We look...like sisters and he never got over Jules," she sighed, "I was wondering why he always looked at me strangely, you know, at the picnic and when you had me take him lunch?"
"Did he attack you then? Are you Ok?" Doug asked as he sat down and took her hand.
"I'm fine. Really. My dress," she pointed over to the floor, "however, is beyond repair."
Doug looked at the torn garment and bra. "Christ! He just tore those off you? Thank God you thought to call the police," he looked gratefully at the Brice and Edith.
Edith looked over at her boss, "Well? Are you going to tell them?"
The older man nodded, "I've contacted my lawyer to set up a scholarship for your sister if she wants to go back to school. Any school, any level of degree. I figure it's the least I can do. Also, I have to apologize to you, Doug. You were one of the candidates for VP of Operations but there were those on the board that wanted Brandon groomed for...hell, I don't know, anyhow I agreed. It should have been yours."
Brice stood, "We should go. I'd guess both of you need some time alone. Take the next few days off and we'll talk when you come into the office Monday. I'm going to the board to propose you take over as VP of Operations," he said before leaving the house.
Doug pulled his wife into a tight hug. "I'm so sorry. If I had just taken up his lunch none of this would have happened." He felt like crying. "I do have good news. Tom called me and told me that you are welcome to go to Germany with me in two weeks, though I wonder if I get VP position..."
Laura stroked her husband's face. "I love you so much. Let me clean up, maybe shower and I'll let you take me to dinner. You never know, perhaps if you ply me with wine, you'll get lucky tonight." She wanted to ask if VP of Operations came with the same office, but perhaps they could make new memories in there.
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***********************************************
"I can't believe you're going," Henry said resignedly. "Why did she say she wasn't going to make it?"
Terry sighed, "Christie had to fly back home, family emergency, but look, these kids have never been outside of the city. They think nature is what they see in the vacant lots between 21st and 55th. It's just a couple dozen kids and I can handle them," she said firmly. "Anyhow, it's going to be a beautiful day to get out to the country, why don't you call in tomorrow and join us. You love the country. Anyhow it's just this once. She'll be back and on the next field trips I'll be staying in the classroom."
The older man shook his head, "Damn! Just about any other day, I'd say yes but Jeff flew in to go over the upgrades in the plant, and..." he looked at his wife worried about her being alone with inner-city boys. He never wanted her to take the job teaching there. She had offers at many of the schools in the suburbs but was adamant about making a difference. He looked at his wife. She was 20 years younger than he, perhaps out of his league, and incredibly beautiful.
"I just wish you weren't having to keep a bunch of little kids in line alone," He said.
"Little kids? These kids are all 18 years old. They can vote and in some states drink," she laughed, "Trust me, these are far from little kids."
"Ok, maybe that's what worries me," he sighed.
"Geeze! You read too many of those stories online. Those kids are a lot more interested in their classmates' tight little bodies than...have you seen how some of these girls dress at school?"
Henry shook his head, "Ok, maybe I should take more interest in what you do. I should come by," he grinned.
"Nope, I don't want to explain who the dirty old man is perving on the schoolgirls," she grinned, "I want him perving on me and only me."
They'd met right after she'd graduated from high school at an art auction. She had little interest but accompanied her parents. He'd been struck by her almost perfect features, golden blonde hair, an hourglass figure with generous breasts above a tiny waist, but it was her ass that grabbed his attention. Full tight globes under her painted-on shorts that had parts of him throbbing as she bent over to pet a dog. He'd come outside to smoke his pipe and she just was bored. He felt almost like a pedophile being so attracted to a girl so much younger but she brightened up as they talked making him forget their age difference.
They were deep in conversation when her parents came out. When Terry looked disappointed to break off their meeting they'd invited him to join them for dinner and he'd asked her out the following night.
That night went from intelligently discussing a wide range of topics to her being naked on the couch. When he'd taken off his tie and playfully wrapped it around her wrists her breathing instantly changed. He took a chance and attached the tie to the side table and she came without him even touching her pussy. She'd told him later no one had ever done that to her and as much as she liked it, perhaps they should stick to love-making.
Terry felt humiliated she'd cum in such a vulnerable position and without being touched but it was the force of the orgasm that scared her. She'd often had pleasant releases but this sent intense waves of pleasure throughout her body.
He became a regular visitor at her parents' house with just a minor concern he was 38 and she was 18 and they never raised an eyebrow when 6 months later he'd proposed. Perhaps they were happy he'd be paying for her college, but they also saw their genuine love for each other.
"Ok, it's just this once?" he asked. "I will be distracted all day thinking about you and these horny boys."
"Sorry," she nodded, "I get it though. It's too late to get another teacher but it's just this once, but let's get to bed. I'm tired and this might not have been the best movie to pick," she chuckled. "She does look like me and I'd hate for you to get any more ideas in your head." She reached over stroking her husband's cock.
Henry laughed realizing they had been watching a movie about a girl being sent to a farm and being seduced by the three boys and the father. "Good point, promise me you'll at least resist a little bit tomorrow? Not like when the actress was bent over the hay bale looking at the chicks. You'll remember to wear panties?"
Terry slapped her husband's thigh as she stood up, "You think panties will stop these horny high-school boys? Come on, let's get into bed and I'll show you how good I'll be tomorrow. Do you have that flannel shirt still? I think Farmer Henry wants to plow some fertile fields," she giggled.
***********************************************
Terry stood at the front of the bus, "11, 12, 13, 14, 15, 16, 17, 18..." She looked around, "Where are Latisha and Maria?" she asked. She looked out the door and sighed. "Ok, sit tight, I'll be right back.
Darnell watched as his favorite teacher strode up the walk toward the school. While her summer dress was fairly modest, it was nice and tight around her ass and chest. He felt that familiar throbbing in his groin every time he checked out her ass. It was so full and perfect. He had jerked off that morning imagining being balls-deep in the cunt pressing against her creamy cheeks.
"Dude, what the fuck! I was telling you about Julie and you didn't hear a word I said," Jim punched the large boy in the shoulder. "You still perving on Ms. Jenson?"
The taller boy laughed, "I can dream, can't I?" He looked back as his teacher was leading the two girls down the walk. Her large breasts bounced freely under her summer dress. He loved it when she wore the flimsier bras allowing her tits to bounce generously.
"I prefer this view of her. She has a great ass but no one I've seen has tits like hers," the boy grinned at his friend, "Man, I wished I'd gone with you to the shore last summer."
Darnell folded his arms over his lap to hide his reaction to the vision of the beautiful blonde approaching the bus coupled with the memory of seeing her in her bikini on the beach. At first, he thought she was with her father, but then he'd stroked her bare ass playfully. She pushed his hand away but then handed him the bottle of sunscreen. Definitely not her father," he sighed.
"Tell me again what she was wearing and how she looked," Jim said softly.
"A tiny red bikini...so tiny, her nipples were barely covered. So much tit exposed," he sighed again. "Then a tiny thong. Christ! What an ass," he moaned. "She has to shave or have just a tiny strip...fuck! I still cannot believe that old guy gets to fuck that every night." Then he sighed, "if he can still get it up."
"Shit!" Jim sighed, "and no pictures. I still cannot believe you didn't have your phone with you."
"Ok, find seats. We're going to be guests at Thomas's farm so I want all of you to make your school proud, and I know you will." Terry announced after seeing the two girls find seats. "You were all chosen to be in the first group as you are the best and the brightest Jefferson students. I know you will all have a great time. We'll be breaking up into 3 groups as our hosts will be taking us around behind their tractors."
Darnell and Jim looked around hoping they'd be assigned to Ms. Jenson's group. They missed most of the bus trip lost in fantasies involving hay bales and their teacher bent over them.
***********************************************
Terry decided to put the toughest and most unruly of her students with her so she could keep an eye on them. "Gary, Drake, Earl, Bob, sorry...Robert, Darnell, and Jim, you are with me and Mr. Thomas. Julie, Marie, Britney, Franklin, Jones, Ben, and Laurie, you are going with Mrs. Thomas. The rest of you will be shown around by Jacob Thomas. This is a teaching farm, so there are various structures dedicated to the different types of ranching and farming spread out over thousands of acres. We'll be heading in different directions, but we'll be meeting right behind me at noon for lunch, which should be a real treat as they have been kind enough to cook us a feast all from this farm."
Terry introduced each of the boys and herself to the farmer. At first, the man looked over at the underdressed school girls listening to his wife but put his whole attention back on her.
Terry smiled at him knowing he'd have preferred to be escorting the cute 18-year-old girls around, "I'm sorry Christie couldn't make it. I'll be filling in for her this week. I mean I'm sorry because she grew up on a farm, whereas I am a Chicago girl. The only cow I know is Mrs. O'Leary's," she chuckled. "I know, that's a myth, but I'll be as much a student as the boys here."
"Carl Thomas. You're fine. By the end of the day, you'll be as comfortable on a hay bale as in bed," he chuckled. "We have the largest teaching ranch in the country, thousands of acres, and a half dozen separate farming areas. I'd love to hear your favorite at the end of the day." He looked at her, "You could pull it off, you know, the blonde hair, peaches, and cream complexion. You look the part already," he smiled. The woman did look the part. If he were to cast a movie with a farmer's daughter, Terry Jenson would be top of the list. He turned as the tractor pulled up.
Terry felt his eyes travel down her body and suspected he was wondering how she looked out of the summer dress but dismissed that thought. Not the first time, not the first man...or woman. He had to be the same age as Henry, but that was the only similarity. Carl was taller, beefier, and looked to have no body fat, large arms, large hands, most likely large... "I'm sorry? I was thinking about..." she said.
The man chuckled, "Our ride is here. You'll get your first sampling of a hay bale."
Terry climbed on, the memory of the girl in the movie bent over... "Thanks," she said accepting the farmer's rough hand as she sat down.
The John Deere tractor pulled the trailer with the stacked bales on it over to the chicken farm, where the boys all made comments about McNuggets, hot wings, and other ways to prepare the feathered creatures. Terry loved how they flitted around and their plumage was so varied. She looked around for chicks remembering the scene in the movie where the girl exposed herself kicking off the incredible sex scene, "Any chicks?" she asked.
Carl shook his head, "you're a week or two early. We get chicks each spring right around this time. They are a huge hit with the kids," he smiled.
The next visit was on the far side of the ranch, and the boys were treated to the sight of a bull servicing a cow. The farmhands had to forcibly pull the bovine into the restraint, the metal bars holding the cow firmly while the bull mounted her from behind. At first, the boys were making jokes but soon fell completely quiet. "Do you always have to secure the cow? I thought that they'd...you know, want this," one of the boys asked.
"No, not usually, but Terry here has been one of our best breeding cows but never seems to want Bruno's attentions," the farmer chuckled. "She becomes compliant every time though." He looked over at the blonde, "Sorry. That's just what we named her." He decided not to point out the restraint was called a rape rack.
Terry looked around at the boys, "No comments, please. I know I'm not in the shape I was when I was 16, but no cow comparisons," she patted her ass, groaning.
The boys all chuckled, their eyes going between the huge penis stabbing hard into the cow's vagina and their teacher's ass, and how her unblinking eyes focused on that massive shaft.
Terry could almost feel the fat meat penetrate her wet vagina. She wondered what it would feel like, though it would probably cause injury as Henry's 6" cock felt great every time..she'd always felt grateful that he was no larger. She smiled at her kids as they made jokes about the coincidental name and what was being done to the grunting Terry.
"If I hear a single word about this back at school, it might be good to remind yourselves who does your grading in English class," she said, her voice sounding surprisingly husky.
The farmer saw the flushed look on the girl's face, her chest rising and falling with her deep breathing, and her nipples trying to rip through her top. 'Just give me 15 minutes with her...just 15 minutes,' he thought.
After the breeding demonstration, the boys kept near Ms. Jenson for the rest of the morning. They were much quieter as they visited the sheep pens, trying their hands at shearing, then the pig pens, and lastly the horse barn. The kids all trotted in hearing the clopping and other sounds.
Carl Thomas stood facing west, frowning. He gently stopped Terry and nodded at the darkening sky.
Terry saw where he was looking, There were some dark clouds on the horizon but they were far off. "That is typical of our weather forecasters, it was supposed to be clear all day, but a guess a few clouds won't hurt."
Carl shook his head, "Look at the height, the anvil shape. We'd better get moving. I don't mind getting wet, but you young lady are not dressed for a good soaking," he studied the incredible form wondering what she might look like under that flimsy dress...or how the wet dress would look clinging to her. He'd pointed things out after the breeding site but the boys seemingly never heard a word he'd said. They glanced over at whatever he was pointing out then turned their focus back to the blonde teacher. He wanted to chuckle but he'd been no different. It had been years since he'd ogled another woman and he constantly had to force himself to remember why they were there.
The group went from stall to stall, Carl telling the kids the differences between quarter horses, mustangs, thoroughbreds, Arabs, etc.. He stopped as the sunlight dimmed dramatically.
Terry went over to the barn door and looked out. The dark anvil shape had completely blocked the sun and was approaching rapidly, "Wow! That sure is a fast-moving storm," she said to the farmer as he joined her.
"Yeah, I guess we'll ride it out. At least we're not stuck by the pig sty...the aroma is not for everyone." He noticed the girl's nipples were still hard as she looked at the black curtain approaching.
"Come, I have something you'd like," Carl said guiding her, his hand on the small of her back. She felt warm without any discernable body fat. "I know you'll get excited seeing our newest addition."
"Oh wow! So cute!" Terry squealed as they arrived at the last stall. She pressed her face against the bars watching the tiny colt nursing. It was so tiny, so cute. She'd grabbed her phone and was taking pictures of the newborn as the storm hit. She heard the roar on the walls, windows, and roof as the massive rainstorm pelted the building. Through the windows, she could see the dense sheets blowing across her view and wondered how they'd be able to get back to the bus...would it be too muddy? Would there be floods?
Darnell pointed to his teacher's ass, a leer on his face. He grabbed his crotch obscenely enjoying the responses from his friends. He then stepped behind the tight ass, exaggeratedly thrusting his pelvis as he grinned at his classmates. He saw the farmer smiling also and increased his humping.
Jim winked at the other guys and went over behind his friend and shoved him against the woman's ass.
He yelped as his friend shoved him feeling his crotch slam into the firm yet soft behind. "Oh, shit! Sorry!" he blurted as he heard the woman scream.
"Ow!" Terry cried out as the massive weight of the boy slammed into her. She saw stars feeling her ears almost rip off as she popped between the thick steel bars. She attempted to pull her head back out but even by wiggling her head she couldn't get back out. She was stuck and feeling helpless. Her ears felt bruised and she felt tears well up knowing she was trapped between the metal bars. "Damn it! Help me. I'm stuck."
Carl Thomas came over, "How the hell...? You, tall one, see if you can pull this one, I'll take the other."
The men's arms showed they were putting their all into it, but the 1" bars didn't move a millimeter and her head would not fit back through. Terry's eyes widened seeing the massive muscles bulge with the strain. Carl's arms were the size of most men's thighs.
Carl stepped back, "I still cannot believe you got your head in there in the first place. How did you even get in there...?"
"I'm so sorry Ms. Jenson, but these are really thick bars." Darnell bent down and picked up her phone. "Um, here, or should I hang onto it?" he asked lamely. He felt terrible he put his favorite teacher in this position.
"Shit! Can you put it in my pocket for me?" she asked plaintively. She gripped the bars holding herself up as the tall boy went around. She felt him pawing her dress and wondered what was taking so long when she felt cool air on her ass. "Darnell! Careful."
"Sorry, Ms. Jenson." The boy said sheepishly studying the creamy ass under the white bikini panties. He admired her pronounced pussy cleft between her legs and could have stood there for hours. He'd be jerking off tonight replaying the vision.
Carl looked out the door at the sheets of rain, "You need to hang in there. On the other side of the other barn is the workshop and I have just the tool to get you out of there. Are you ok? Boys, go grab that towel so she doesn't chafe her neck." He listened to the boys' comments as they tried to make their teacher as comfortable as possible. He noticed they all had trouble hiding their interest in the perfect ass and remembered what it was like to be 18. He looked at the woman's butt barely covered by her dress. He admired her long legs, impressive thigh gap, and the bottom of her ass cheeks.
He took on his teaching voice as he stepped behind the kids' teacher. "I guess we shouldn't let a little thing like this side-track the tour. Here at the farm, we have to adapt to the ever-changing conditions. If the forecast calls for a massive change in the weather we might change out the crops. If the market demands call for more milk, we increase the herd. Sometimes we restrict any newborns, other times we want to increase the newborns." He looked at the boys and then patted the teacher's ass, Does this remind you boys of anything?"
Terry wiggled her ass trying to shake off the man's hand, but she felt two things. One was the rapidly increasing throbbing in her pussy, and the other was how huge Carl's hand was.
The farmer continued, "as you saw earlier when the females are reluctant, we've had to restrain them, but can any of you tell me what happened next?"
Jim raised his hand, "The bull put his...um, cock...huge cock inside Terry and fucked her."
Terry listened to the boys and the tone of Carl's voice, "Can we talk about something else? What about potatoes? How can you tell when they are ready to harvest?"
The farmer ignored the blonde, "You're right, and how did Terry react when she was getting fucked by the giant cock? Did she look unhappy? Did she struggle?"
Darnell grinned, "Well, she sure let out a loud moo, but she sure looked happy when that fat shaft was deep inside her. I'd guess her grunts were grunts of pleasure."
Carl lifted up the skirt, "What does that tell you?" he asked stroking the creamy ass. All the boys had leaned forward to get a closer look at their teacher's ass.
The girl tried to wiggle her butt away from the man's hand but she couldn't do much and stopped. "Please don't. Carl stop. This is inappropriate. These are my kids, my students and I'm their teacher," she cried. "Ohhhh, nooooo." The throbbing was becoming almost agonizing. She couldn't...wouldn't cum like this. It was too degrading, too...shit! she bit her lips feeling the room start to spin.



Carl slid his finger down her ass and pressed against the slit, "Boys, come over here and feel this. She's soaking wet and I'm sure you all know what that means." He stepped back as Jim stepped over and ran his fingers over his teacher's pussy.
Each boy grinned at the farmer as they stroked the restrained woman's soaking panties, all having to adjust the growing bulges in their pants. She must have enjoyed it because she didn't say a word and her gasps sounded encouraging.
Terry tried to protest but all that came out were grunts.
"I told you before that Terry was reluctant at first but ended up being really happy," he smiled as he pulled her panties down to the floor. "Would she have run away had we removed the restraints after getting the bull's cock inside her?" Her legs were limp as she allowed him to lift one foot and then the other to get her panties.
Gary raised his hand, "Sir. I don't think she would have. Her grunting...I mean, it sounded happy, not in pain."
Carl grinned at him, "You're right. I don't speak bovine, but I'll bet she was saying, 'Fuck me, fuck me, over and over." He stood up and spread their teacher's ass cheeks, "What do you think this little slut here will be saying?"
Terry wanted to protest, wanted to yell out stop especially hearing the man call her a slut, but all she heard was loud panting and a few groans. She felt more cool air on her back as her dress was pulled up farther.
The boys watched in awe seeing that great ass appear and stepped forward as the older man kicked her legs apart. "Go ahead. I leave it to you boys, see if she really is upset about being restrained. Maybe she did this on purpose, go on." he ordered.
Each boy came over and plunged their middle finger into their teacher's pussy, proudly showing off their glistening digits. They couldn't help but notice that their blonde teacher didn't try to close her legs or pull away, in fact, she was getting wetter with each finger.
Terry felt like she was about to explode as her kids, her students fingered her married pussy. This was so wrong...so terribly wrong she thought while she was thrusting her ass back and widening her stance.
"I don't know about you boys but I'm going to give your teacher what she's been quietly longing for," he said as he undid his belt buckle.
Some of the boys were stroking the front of their pants as the farmer's impressive cock bounced free and the man stepped up to the quivering ass.
Terry started crying, "Please, please don't. I'm married and I've never...Oh, shit!" she screamed as a cock twice as fat as her husband's pressed into her wet hole. She wasn't surprised by how wet she was remembering the bull's penis and the various boys touching her. Her pussy had been throbbing eagerly ever since seeing her namesake getting fucked hard and she felt a surge of pleasure even while crying out. "Noooo, please nooooo," she moaned as she felt herself being stretched out more and more. Oh, God, oh, God...aaaaahhhh, shit!" she sputtered as the man buried a cock at least twice as big as she'd ever had inside her. 'Don't cum, don't cum, don't cum,' she tried to convince herself.
Carl looked at the boys, "Damn! This bitch is fucking tight. Let's see those tits." He pushed the girl's dress higher but went back to gripping that creamy ass as a couple of boys came over and pulled the material up onto their teacher's neck, baring her chest and shoulders.
After unclipping her bra, each boy cupped her flopping tits grinning at their classmates. "Holy fuck, she's huge," Gary sighed, "She's bigger than Laurie. Oh fuck, man, you need to feel these," he said to his friend Drake.
"Please stop...oh, oooohhh, ooooohhhh shiiit!" she grunted out feeling an orgasm coming on. Between the fat cock aggressively slamming into her and the various boys taking turns squeezing her breasts and pulling on her nipples, she tried unsuccessfully to hold back. "Oh Fuck! Ffffffuuuuuuccccckkkk me. Ahhhhh, aaaahhhhhh, ahhhhhhh...Goooodddd!" There it was. The massive full-body orgasm she'd had with Henry when they first made love.
Carl leaned over the girl's back and brushed the boys' hands away, and grabbed those massive tits. He gripped them hard as he buried his cock as deep as he could, "Oh, God bitch. I hope you're on the pilllll, shhhhiiit!" he grunted as he released jet after jet of hot sperm deep inside the girl. He felt the intense ache in his balls fade with every spurt and when the last bits seeped out he pulled out and looked around at the boys. "Are you all gay or something? I assumed you'd be ready to take over. You need to take it while you can," he ordered. He fingered the girl's anus, "on the other hand, if you like a nice tight asshole, here you are."
Jim was first to pull down his pants and step behind his teacher. He gripped his throbbing cock and pressed against the trimmed slit. "Oh yesssss," he sighed, eyes closed, head back. He stroked that creamy ass as he pumped his cock into the tight hole. "Not gay, not even close...damn, Mr. Thomas, you're right. This is too fucking good to pass up." He reached around to grip those massive tits, closed his eyes, and drove his cock hard into his teacher's sopping cunt.
Terry's eyes were closed fighting the waves of pleasure going through her. She was not going cum again. That just encouraged them, but it was as if her nipples were on fire as those rough fingers pulled on them and those heavy balls slapping against her clit felt incredible. She struggled with the humiliation and the incredible arousal and felt tears start to flow as her thoughts and feelings fought with each other. She'd never be looked at the same, never shown the respect as a teacher she needed to have while always remembering the spectacular orgasm...orgasms she thought to herself. She could feel another building and as the thunderous downpour pounded the stable she knew she was in for a long day of fucking.
The man grinned and looked at Gary who was stroking his cock, "Go in there and stand on the bales of straw. You saw those lips. You learn on a farm not to waste anything, so don't let that sexy mouth of hers just sit there idly," he chuckled.
The boy went into the stall, stepped onto the hay bale, and pressed his cock against the blonde's lips. "I'm sorry Ms. Jenson, I know this is not right, but...oh nice!" he sighed as he felt the warm mouth wrap around his cock. He felt bad seeing the woman's tears but her mouth told a different story. She was sucking tightly on his cock while her moans vibrated through his cock to his balls.
Terry had instinctively opened her mouth, mentally slapping herself for not looking reluctant but realized struggling was hopeless and decided the faster they all got off, the faster they'd be done using her. She was going through all the ways she'd get back at them, call the police, and report them to the school board. Hell, if she swallowed they could pump her stomach and get the DNA, and with Jim slamming hard into her vagina, the police would have his sperm along with Carl Thomas's as evidence. She felt the boy's hands on her breasts, his hot breath on the back of her neck, and was surprised to feel the other boy's pubes tickling her nose. She had the idle thought that Henry would be happy with her new ability.
"Come on, Jim. Hurry up! I need to fuck her next," Drake ordered his classmate.
"Hell, no! I'm next," Darnell said, "I'm the reason she's letting us do this. You can have her mouth."
"No way!" Earl yelled. We've all seen your cock. You'll ruin her for the rest of us. You're going last."
Terry felt another orgasm approaching. She rarely ever came with Henry and here she was being raped and getting off multiple times. Jim was pulling hard on her nipples and his balls were slapping hard on her clit. "Mmmmmm, mmmmmmm, mmmmppphhhh" she grunted around the cock fucking her mouth as everything around her spun. She'd never felt so stuffed with cock. She'd laughed off the 'size matters' comments she'd often heard, but yes! Size does matter. She was being hit in places she never knew existed.
Jim couldn't hold back anymore, a feeling of regret that he'd be done soon as he felt the rising urgency in his groin. "Ahhh, damn, ahhhhh, yesssss," he groaned, feeling his release inside his teacher's cunt.
Drake pushed Jim out of the way and slammed into the beautiful woman's cunt. "Oh, God! So this is what a cunt feels like!" he grinned. "I was saving myself, but I'm not passing this up. Life's too short," he groaned. "Oh, shit! Damn iiiittttt," he sputtered as he came almost immediately. He pulled out and sat back on a bench behind him, looking longingly at the swollen pussy. He watched Gary grip Ms. Jenson's hair as he came in her mouth immediately replaced by Robert.
Earl looked at Darnell, grinning. "Relax. I won't be long. Then you can fuck her all you want," he said as he guided his throbbing cock into the sopping hole. "Wow! Still fucking tighter than shit!" He spread the woman's cheeks and looked back at the farmer, "You have lube? Not gay, but I've always wanted to feel a nice ass."
Terry tried to protest, but her A student had his cock buried in her mouth, his hands in her blonde tresses. She felt the cool grease press into her ass, then, "mmmmm, mmmmmmmmm, mm, mm, mm," she grunted as the first cock popped into her ass. This boy didn't last long either and she had the idle thought that the police would be having to search a lot of holes to gather DNA evidence. Her attention was brought back to the cock in her mouth as she choked on the hot ropes of cum being shot against the back of her throat.
"Sorry Ms. Jenson," the boy said softly as he stepped off the bale, "I hope I didn't choke you." He felt bad as his teacher gagged the white cream onto the straw-covered floor.
Terry coughed the burning sperm from her trachea just as the fattest cock yet pressed against her pussy. "Ohhhh, wait! It hurts," she coughed. She couldn't believe how fat the boy's cock felt but she parted her legs more and thrust her ass back making it easier for him to enter her. "Ohhhh, yessss," she sighed, "Fuck! You're huge! Who is that?" she tried to see. If she felt stuffed before she now felt skewered...put on a pike. "Fuck me! Fuck me with that huge cock of yours." She wanted to turn around to see who it was, but another cock was pointing at her mouth and she didn't hesitate.
Darnell was patiently working his cock deeper and deeper inside the cunt he's just dreamt about. Drake had recovered quickly and was humping eagerly into Ms. Jenson's mouth and he felt like laughing when he lasted not much longer than when he'd fucked her. He was now 3/4 the way in and he heard incredibly guttural groans coming from the otherwise dainty-looking blonde woman.
Carl walked into the stall grinning at the boys, "Told you. They're all sluts at heart. Aren't you a little slut Terry?" he asked. When she didn't respond, he slapped her cheeks with his fat cock, "Tell me you like this, tell these boys they are doing exactly what you want them to do." He grinned down at her vacant look, the cum dripping down her chin and her mouth open. "You want this, don't you. You've been fantasizing something like this would happen all day. Say it, say 'Fuck me, fuck me, boys,'" he growled.
"No, no..." she closed her eyes as Darnell buried his massive tool deep inside her vagina, "Oh fuck it! Yesssss, yesss, fuck me," she sighed as she opened her mouth eagerly. She had trouble doing much more than letting Carl just fuck her mouth as orgasm after orgasm swept through her as the huge cock pounded her pussy.
The next few hours were a blur as the boys all took turns with all her holes, loudly laughing and comparing what felt best. A stream of cooling cum flowed down the insides of her thighs and she wished someone would grab a towel.
***********************************************
Terry had forgotten how fast 18-year-old boys could recover and as the downpour showed no signs of letting up, they each had used her three holes at least once. She lost count of how many orgasms she'd had, but each one seemed more explosive than the last. Thankfully, early on one of the boys asked her how she was doing. Carl suggested she'd be more comfortable with a hay bale under her knees since her legs were getting wobbly. She had always felt disgusted whenever Henry or a boyfriend suggested anal, but there was something deeper and more powerful cumming with a cock in her ass, and kept hoping a boy would fuck her there as he stepped behind her. She found herself wishing she were free so she could get DPed like some of the girls in the videos.
Carl hadn't felt like this in years and rapidly recovered as if he were 18 again. He was just finishing up deep in the blonde's rectum with his 4th orgasm when the steady roar outside subsided. He stepped back and grabbed his pants he tossed aside and pulled them on.
"Ok, it looks like the rain's let up. Give me a few minutes for the water to run off and I'll go over to the shop and get a tool to spread the bars. In the meantime, if anyone wants another go at our slut's cunt or ass, do it now," Carl grinned at the boys. "Come to think of it, say the word and I'll have them bring the other boys over here. Breeding is one of the more critical parts of farming and every kid should get an intimate demonstration. Terry, would you like to make the other boys happy? Expand their knowledge of agricultural science?" He patted the blonde's ass as she limply pressed herself against the wall. "I guess not. With practice, you'll build up plenty of stamina for a couple of dozen boys."
The farmer came back with what looked like a giant clamp. "You boys done?" he asked. Drake was fucking Terry's ass. The boy might cum quickly but this had to be the eighth time he'd gotten it up.
"Oh God!" the boy sputtered as he spasmed inside the tight slick rectum. He stepped back, an exhausted look on his face as he sat back on a hay bale, idle stroking his craw-feeling cock.
"Ok. You boys all done with her?" he looked around, "I'll need a hand getting this on the two bars, thanks," he said as Earl came over.
Terry looked at the boy's now flaccid cock replaying how many had been in her mouth, ass, and pussy but lost count somewhere in the twenties. She'd never had a more foul taste in her mouth wanting to throw up knowing the boys or Carl didn't bother cleaning their cocks after fucking her ass.
After Carl freed her, she glared at Carl and the six boys. She pulled on her bra and then pulled down her dress. She looked around for her panties and snatched them up. Before she could pull them on, Carl handed her a washcloth and pointed to a bucket of water.
"You might want to clean up. Oh, and thank the kids. They gave you exactly what you've been wanting ever since we saw Terry getting serviced." He stopped her as she started to protest, "before you say anything, be honest with yourself."
Terry looked shocked, "You're kidding. They raped me and you...you encouraged them, in fact, you were first!" she spat. She stopped as she saw the grin on the man's face. "What? What is so funny? Would you like to be bent over and used...?"
Carl laughed, "Look at your nipples. You're still excited...in heat. You'd comply if any of us wanted another go at those sweet holes of yours. You're not so innocent, so pure. You're a horny little slut," he stared at her daring her to protest. He looked at the kids, "You feel like you're the adult, needing to set a good example, that you're a respectable woman. You can tell yourself that, but if you stop and think about it, it was the best sex of your life and you are already wondering how to set this up again," he said as he took the washcloth. "Here, I'll clean you up," he smiled at the blonde. He smiled up at the girl as he took the wet cloth and cleaned the leaking fluids out of her two holes and the insides of her thighs. "You can lie to me, to all of us, but tell yourself the truth. Won't you always look back on this and get wet?"
The girl stood there and looked at the boys, none of whom would return her gaze. Finally, she let out a loud sigh, "He's right. It was the best sex of my life, but I'll not be thanking you. Next time you want to fuck me, you ask, ok?" She saw them look up and smile. "I know, I said next time, but only if no one ever hears of this. Deal?"
***********************************************
The bus ride back was strange. Most of the students were intermingling talking about the horses, sheep, chickens, and the incredible open spaces. Six boys sat in the back of the bus quietly talking amongst themselves. Ms. Jenson sat in the front looking straight ahead. She remembered boating and for hours after she could feel the rocking of the boat even on dry land. Now she could feel cocks driving into her ass and pussy, and feel the boy's heavy ball sacks slapping against her clit. Every once in a while one of the students would come up and ask her something and even though she responded and engaged with the boy or girl, she didn't encourage conversation.
Darnell, Jim, and the other boys discussed what happened and wondered if their teacher was truly suggesting a next time. They all were pissed at themselves that no one thought to tape the event, but then again, if there were any legal repercussions, it would be better not to have a video.
When they got back to the school, Terry looked surprised that the principal was waiting. After the kids all dispersed he took her into his office. Her brain was roiling with how to protest, how to angrily describe her treatment by the farmer and her students. She was taken aback as the man smiled at her pointing to a seat and spoke.
"You made the school proud," he said, "The farmer called and hoped you enjoyed yourself, but he said you showed enthusiasm and were totally engaged. He said because of you, the students got more out of the experience than any other group of kids that came there," the older man smiled, "He said, and I quote, 'Her engagement with the kids and the activities on the farm brought to life the joy of working with nature. Most students in past visits were unfocused but hers put more into the visit than any I've ever seen. She mentioned this was a one-time thing but I hope she will become a regular here at Thomas Farm.' Incredible praise from a man of few words," the principal smiled. "Please reconsider just doing this the one time. If you agree to take this on we'll be adding in a bonus. We've never had any positive feedback from the Thomas farm,'" he sighed, "We've had our share of complaints...but our kids are basically good kids they just have lived in unstructured environments."
Terry remembered nodding with any thoughts of going to the police driven from her mind. Her head was spinning as she headed to her car. She'd been taken against her will, yet felt a huge rush considering going back to the farm with Carl and a new group of boys. She should have felt dread and anger. She sat in the car and felt between her legs. Rather than being bruised and sore, she felt alive and ready for more. She closed her eyes recalling Darnell's huge cock and pondered how to have a private session or perhaps tutor Drake so he could develop stamina. She saw hers was the only car in the lot, started the engine, and headed home.
"How was it?" Henry asked his wife as he came in the front door. She looked radiant, glowing. "I think that country air did a lot of good for you." He kissed her and held her close. His hands stroked her back, her breasts, then between her legs, "Wow! The fresh air made you really wet!"
Terry kissed her husband. She'd barely beaten him home and had hoped to clean up. "You have no idea. But, before you get too frisky I'm going to shower and get the farm smells off me," she smiled as she pulled away. "Make me a drink and think about these lips wrapped around your cock while I'm showering." She sucked on his middle finger before letting it pop out. She flipped up the back of her dress as she headed to their bedroom.



Terry came into the living room, a towel wrapped around her. She smiled and let the damp material fall to the floor and dropped to her knees. She started sucking on the head of his cock like she always did, but then slid her hands up his stomach to play with his nipples as she drove her mouth onto his rock-hard cock.
Henry sat back on the couch savoring the incredible feeling of his cock pressing against the back of his wife's throat. She'd always just sucked on the head while stroking the shaft, but this was a full-on blowjob.
Terry pulled off and grinned, "I've been practicing, you know, with bananas and carrots. I wanted to surprise you." She went back to sucking on his cock and when he cried out he was cumming, she buried her lips against his pubes wishing he hit more than just the back of her throat. She had no problem swallowing all his ejaculate, sucking him dry before sitting back and wiping her lips. "So, where's my drink?" she asked looking around.
"Oh, man! What got into you?" he asked, "Not that I'm complaining, did something happen at the farm to get you so...horny?" he said as he reached over to grab the gin and tonic.
Terry wanted to tell him what happened, tell him she'd been fucked by seven men, perhaps a half-dozen times each, and ended up loving it. "Um, well, this might sound weird but they have this cow that had its head restrained and this bull..." she closed her eyes feeling her pussy throb.
Henry's cock was just recovering from his wife shockingly deep-throating him while imagining her being gangbanged by her students as his beautiful blonde wife climbed onto his lap and guided his cock inside her.
"Still hard. I'm impressed. Aaaaahhhhh, yesss. Oh, baby, you should have seen the size of this bull's cock. It was huge, and...ahhh, fuck!" she sighed as Henry sucked a nipple into his mouth. "The cow, oh, by the way. She was named Terry, she was. The boys all looked at me when the farmer told us that. I know my nipples were rock hard and they all saw..all looked...looked at me wishing I were restrained like that."
He slid a finger into his wife's ass as she humped rapidly on his cock and this time she pressed back against him. He hoped she'd give in one day and he felt her whole body shudder as he plunged his middle finger into her tight anus.
Terry gripped her husband as she exploded, her breast smashed against his lips, her cunt, and ass filled with hard members, "Uhhhh, uhhhhh, uhhhh, ffffuccck!" she spat out. As she came down, she was impressed Henry hadn't cum yet, though he had just cum in her mouth. "Yes," she sighed in his ear, "yes."
Her husband took his mouth off her hard nipple and looked at her, "Yes what?"
"Yes, you can fuck my ass. You can take me from behind like that bull did and you choose what hole you want." She stroked his face while grinding against his cock, "Take me any way you want." She climbed off his lap and let herself be led over to the coffee table. She'd never seen him like this, but he pushed her face down onto it, her hands gripping the edge.
"Don't move," he ordered. He went into his closet grabbed some ties, then grabbed a bottle from the bathroom, and came back, his cock throbbing eagerly in anticipation. He tied her wrists to the table legs, then took the gel and prepared her ass. He then took a tie and blindfolded her. He got behind his wife, pressed his cock against her tight bud, and felt her open up. Soon his shaft was buried deep inside her rectum and he leaned over her back and whispered in her ear, "I forgot to mention, Bill, Ted, Jerry and a couple of other guys are on their way over to play poker."
"Wait, what?" Terry groaned, "Tell me you're kidding, Oh God! It's Friday, isn't it?" she moaned.
Henry's pace picked up as he fucked his wife's virgin ass. She was raising her hips with each thrust and she wasn't struggling to get up even knowing his friends would be letting themselves in the front door as they always did. "You like the thought of all my friends fucking you, don't you?"
"Yeeessss, fuck yesss," she cried out feeling another orgasm coming on.
"All Jerry talks about is getting his cock inside you and Ted wants to see those tits of yours, to feel them. He's fascinated by your huge tits," Henry hissed against the back of her neck. "Tell me, tell me you want them to take turns with you, use you...fuck you," he said softly. He wanted to slow down, the aching in his balls rising, but her ass was clenching his cock, and her hips her humping against him so he gave in.
Terry couldn't take it anymore and felt that incredible full-body orgasm hit her just as her husband let out a long groan, emptying his balls into her ass. They both grunted and ground against each other before she felt his weight on her. "Oh God, you're too heavy. Ahhh, wow! That was incredible," she sighed as she felt his cock snake out of her ass. "Untie me unless you really do want all your friends to fuck your wife," she said softly. "If that gets you off, I'm all for it but I suspect...too bad," she sighed as Henry undid the ties.
Henry helped his wife up looking at her, "Would you have let them all fuck you," he asked, "Really?"
Terry kissed her husband, "If that get's you off, I'll open my legs for anyone you like," she said in a husky voice. "I'll be as true to you as you like, how you like, with whom you like," she smiled.
"Oh wow! How about your kids? Your students?" Henry asked feeling his cock harden again.
Terry picked up her towel, grinned at her husband, and nodded, "As long as they're at least 18 but what makes you think I haven't fucked them already?" she giggled and ran upstairs hearing footsteps on the front porch. She saw her husband dash into the bathroom with his clothes and wondered if his friends looked in the window before coming to the door.
***********************************************
Henty looked across the breakfast table at his wife. "I still cannot believe your transformation...I mean sexually. That was incredible yesterday." He hesitated to ask...but was desperate to know.
"What? Go ahead. I see it in your face," Terry smiled at her husband.
"You, um, you weren't freaked out when I had you tied up naked in the living room when I reminded you the guys were coming over," he said softly, "Would you...could you have allowed that?"
Terry laughed, "I knew you were joking. I know you. You'd never allow that to happen, so it's moot."
Henry looked at his wife, "You didn't answer my question. If I weren't kidding...?"
Terry felt her nipples harden and seeing Henry look at her chest she knew she had to tell the truth, "It would have been strange at first. I might have protested but it would have been...great, I mean, what girl doesn't like being appreciated, and wanted. Yes, I think I would have loved you more than ever." She looked into her husband's eyes, "Are you serious?"
Henry didn't want to answer, didn't want to tell the truth, but nodded, "Yes. I'm getting hard just thinking about it," he said softly, "plus I had trouble sleeping last night thinking about those boys, you know at the farm using you," he trailed off.
"I never thought you'd..." she took his hand, "but whatever makes you happy," she said. "The boys did get a bit excited, you know...seeing the cow get serviced, seeing my hard nipples," she said softly. "I should have worn a padded bra.
"Or no bra," he said softly. "Um, I told you I didn't like you going out to remote areas with a busload of horny boys...maybe I was wrong. I mean, if you wanted to..if they did you...I liked how you were when you came home yesterday." Henry said.
"That's good because apparently Mr. Thomas called the school and requested I be the chaperone for the next groups of kids. I guess we got along ok," she blushed. "On the other topic, you're hosting poker night in six weeks. Still want me to make myself scarce?"
Henry laughed, "Last night Jerry asked if we'd just fucked. I guess we left a certain ambiance in the living room." He looked at his wife, "A part of me wished I left you tied up to the coffee table."
Terry shook her head, "No, that's not going to happen."
"It's ok, I was kidding anyhow," he sighed feeling disappointed.
"That's not what I meant. That table's an antique. We'll need a stronger table. I know how aggressive you men get when you have a girl at your mercy. Plus, Jerry weighs what? 230?" She took a bite of toast. "If you're serious, we'll head down to Furniture Row and find something more suitable, stronger, and padded."
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"Damn! I've spent years jealous that you snagged the most beautiful girl at State, but fuck that, now I can't believe you snagged the best cook at State," Larry sighed, "That was incredible. I've had meals at 5 Stars that wouldn't top this."
Brad grinned, "She's a great cook, but I have no doubt it will change how you look at her," he chuckled. In college and ever since Brad and Jennifer graduated and got married, their one single friend had overtly admired her attire and made subtle comments about the tall blonde. "But there's more," he said in a mock infomercial voice, "she got a promotion at work which doubled her salary, and on top of that, you ever heard of 'Tell me Beth,' the advice column?" he asked his friend.
"You're not supposed to tell people who I am, "Jennifer protested. "Christ! Larry, you can't ever say a word to anyone," she said firmly.
"I might keep my mouth shut if you do something for me," he grinned as he stared at her chest. He put up his, hands, "Kidding, kidding. I would never...unless you both wanted me to," he sighed. "Sorry, no. I haven't heard of it."
"You've never changed," Jen chuckled, "Ok, just a flash," she said as she whipped up her tee and back down, briefly exposing her bra-covered breasts.
"Jen! No more wine for you," Brad sighed. "Let's see, one glass before, two here. Yeah, you're cut off."
Jennifer held out her glass as Larry picked up the bottle, "It's this sort of stuff that women and girls write in about," she said. They as me how I'd handle...well, men suggesting sexual favors in return for something, or their husbands or boyfriends giving orders," she looked at each guy.
"Sorry. I was kidding," Brad said. "She's really popular. She answers every letter under the pseudonym but can only publish maybe 10% of the replies." He looked proudly at his wife. "Check her out in the News. Her column is in the Living section."
Larry took a sip of his beer, "You'll have to tell me about your favorites." he asked, "I'll be there is a lot you can't put in the paper."
"Yeah, those I write directly back, actually I write back to all, I just don't submit all of them to the editor. I get a lot of the workplace sexual harassment ones, boyfriends wanting...more, you know, anal, threesomes.
I have few good ones and my favorite, which I decided to publish since it was so well phrased was....hang on." She got up and grabbed her tablet.
Larry admired the best ass he'd ever seen wondering for the thousandth time how it would look without the jeans. Her breasts seemed a size larger than at school but her waist was still incredibly tiny. 'God! Look at that triangular thigh-gap,' he thought.
Jen sat back down but not before noticing the intense look on their friend's face. She looked at her husband, "I remember when you looked at me that way." She smiled and tapped a few times on the screen, "I'll save the best for last, 'Tell me Beth, has your husband ever sent you to his boss's office to get a promotion? Last week my hubby and I met for lunch and when I went to kiss him goodbye he stopped me. He asked if I could take some papers up to the 12th floor to this VP's office. I was baffled why until I got there and was expected. Long story short it was three hours before I got to my car and my hubby got the Senior Director job. What would you have done? Signed Bent Over.'"
"What did you say?" Larry asked, "Shit, that takes balls to set your wife up like that."
"Dear Bent, I hope he used protection since that is standard for...can I say it? Prostitution. Next time lay down the ground rules, hourly rate, no kissing, rear access is extra, etc.. I would also lay down the ground rules with your pimp/hubby as it is unprofessional to get into an intimate relationship with your pimp. You should not fish off the company dock and all that."
She looked at the two men, "I might have been a bit harsh on that one. I think what I told the next one would have been better, but hard to take back."
"Ok. Listen to this one. 'Tell me Beth, has your boyfriend or husband ever told you to do something as strange as this? Last night we had friends over for a party and my beau's old frat buddy helped us clean up. We were sitting in the living room and he looked conspiratorially at his buddy before ordering me to disrobe and crawl over and give the guy a...well it rhymes with Rob Lowe reversed. I refused and stormed out. Now he's not speaking to me. Has any of your men ever told you to do something like that? Signed, Ordered to Oral."
Brad shook his head, "Ok, I might have suggested you had enough wine, but I'd never do that," he sighed. "I'll bet you told her to dump the guy."
Larry nodded, "Not so uncommon. So what did you tell her?"
"Let's see...Ok, 'Dear Ordered, Actually, no, but remove the order from the situation. Was he cute? Would you have wanted to give him a Rob Lowe if you were single and you were on a date? If yes, then I think I would have played the game your boyfriend wanted to play. On the other hand, if this guy didn't interest me, I'd have laughed it off and told them both I was tired and left them to watch West Wing,'" she finished.
"Nice," Brad said, "I cannot believe any guy would do that." He looked at his old friend, "Is that weird or what?"
The taller dark-haired man shook his head, "There are all kinds out there, but almost all men like to show off their girlfriend's...um skills or assets. Look how proud you are about Jen's cooking, her promotion, the column. Let me ask you something, how well does she suck cock, or how great is she in bed? Rhetorical! I don't want you to answer but think about it. A lot of men are incredibly proud of their wives. They all enjoy walking into a crowded room seeing heads turn, eyes on...well, Jennifer." He looked at the most beautiful girl he'd ever met, "You love it and if you deny it, you're lying. All men love it."
Brad blushed thinking back to the weekend before. They weren't entering a crowded room but at the beach. They'd found a quiet corner but it wasn't quiet for long. The boys came over and kept sitting closer before asking Jen about things. He wondered why he didn't object when Jen playfully asked one of them to put sunscreen on her back. He remembered feeling, what was it? Pride? He shook his head, "I'd never. I might appreciate the looks men give her, but that's it."
"You'd be surprised," the friend sighed, "That feeling of pride as you see the men ogle your wife, knowing they are undressing her in their minds is not just an ego boost, it arouses you. It excites all men knowing other guys would love to be enjoying your wife's assets," he grinned at the woman, "Sorry to talk about you as if you weren't here, but your husband is in denial."
Brad blurted, "Bullshit. I might take pride in seeing how men look at Jen, but it's because it reinforces how I feel about her. If I get excited, it's because this renews my admiration for her...charms."
Jennifer chuckled, "Was that it last Saturday night?" She blushed, "Sorry, it was just...well, after the beach, we didn't get much sleep," she said softly. "You sure seemed to have noticed my charms for the first time in...I don't know."
Larry nodded. "I'm telling you, first it excites you seeing how men look at your wife, then it's arousing to see her dancing with someone who shows how much he desires her and only you can have her, then it gets even more arousing when they test the limits as they touch her intimately." He looked at Jennifer, "Order probably had flirted with his buddy, maybe danced and been physically close and her boyfriend wanted the added excitement of seeing her offer one of her better skills, you know, show his buddy what he can't have every night."
"Ok, I get it. I'm sure there are a few guys, but not all," Brad said, "I'd hate it."
Larry laughed, "If I had a dollar for every guy I've heard say that...you want to know why I'm still single? Married woman. I'm not talking about cheating, I'm talking about being the guy getting Rob Lowe'd while the husband watches. I'm telling you, these are not unhappy guys...quite the opposite." He paused, "You can't imagine how happy they are until you've been there. I've yet to come across any guy who didn't get off on it"
"You just did," Brad said a bit more loudly than he'd liked, "You've been lucky or you hang around with perverts."
Larry chuckled, "Dude, you know at least three of the couples. No, I'm not saying who, I don't kiss and tell, but you guys see them frequently."
Jennifer looked at her husband and mouthed a couple of names questioningly.
"That may be..." Brad's voice trailed off as he ran through their mutual friends. "I guess we'll settle on perhaps some guys like seeing their wife...."
Larry stood up "I have to pee, but as I said, don't knock it until you've tried it." He put his hands on his hips and looked at the couple, "I'll make a deal with you. Give me 30 minutes making out with your wife here on the couch with you watching and if you don't get hard, I'll take you both to dinner...any restaurant, you name it."
"No way," Brad sputtered, "This is just a ruse to feel up my wife...to, fuck her."
"Dude, give me some credit. I'd do nothing you both were uncomfortable with. You are two of my older friends and that is a lot more important than...I take that back...she'd be worth it," he chuckled. "No, I mean I'd do nothing more than you both wanted me to.
"Marcello's?" Jennifer said softly, "We have always wanted to eat there." She looked at her husband, "Let him try. I know you. You'll be fuming and never get off seeing me make out with another guy." She looked at Larry, "Just to be clear, I can say no to anything you try? If I stop you, you'll stop?"
Larry nodded, "I'm not a sexual predator. I have never forced myself on any woman...I mean...unless that's what they want."
"Hang on, "I'm not agreeing to this," Brad said firmly. He looked angrily at his wife, "You're agreeing to this?"
"Of course, look, neither you nor I were virgins when we got married so it's not like I haven't made out with guys before, some you even know, so what's the big deal?" the cute brunette sighed. "It's not like he's some stranger. We've known him since college. Look, either let's do this or you're taking me to Marcello's yourself. We've always wanted to dine there, but one meal cost as much as a night at the resort."
Brad sighed. He looked at his wife and over at one of his older friends, "I guess. I mean it's not like you're having an affair or cheating. I'll be right here," he said softly. "I'll sit over there," he stood to go over to the chair.
Larry gently clapped his hands, "This is going to be fun," he looked at the girl he lusted after since freshman year. Tall, slender, long legs. In college, she had perfect perky tits he'd seen a lot of as she spurned bras even though her nipples always seemed rock-hard. She still had those eraser-sized nipples, but even though she now wore bras on her larger breasts, they were eagerly poking through.
"Jen, for this to be a valid test, can you put on something a bit sexier? Not for me, but if Brad is going to get off on a man admiring his wife..." he indicated her jeans and tee-shirt. "Brad, those jeans your wearing won't allow...well, you know. Are you wearing boxers? Great. Sit there in your boxers so we can see if this excites you."
Larry headed down the hall to the bathroom feeling anticipation. If Brad doesn't react, it will be a small price to pay to get to feel those tits, that pussy he'd dreamt about. If Brad does get off of seeing his wife with another man, there will be no stopping him from fucking this girl...this woman he'd been jerking off to for years. Brad looked depressed, resigned but there was something else about how wide his eyes were that perhaps there was a sense of eagerness.
He came back in and sat on the couch and looked at his friend, "One of our friends told me he'd never felt a more powerful orgasm than when he jerked watching me fuck his wife on his couch. I've been invited back a couple of times after that. You'll see what it's like. Don't feel shy if you want to stroke your cock, it's completely natural," he stopped as the tall blonde entered the living room, "Fuck me! That's not fair. Brad must be getting hard just seeing you in that!"
"Not really," Jennifer blushed, "After 8 years of marriage he's seen a lot of me, but thanks. I rarely get to wear this."
Larry whistled as he offered her a seat next to him on the couch
Brad wasn't unaffected which surprised him. He had seen her a dozen times in the red silk cocktail dress she'd picked up for the company party a couple of years back. The first time she put it on he'd almost decided not to go. Then he thought back to the many men who'd approached her at the bar, at their table asking her to dance. They'd had the most incredible sex that night.
He stifled that thought as his wife sat right next to his friend. She looked incredible, her cheeks flushed, her nipples as hard as he'd ever seen them and her dress was so short he saw the matching red satin thong. It was as close to her being completely naked as anything she owned. He never got tired of how the flimsy fabric draped over her jutting breasts. He felt a twinge of jealousy knowing what was about to happen and with seeing the look in his wife's eyes as she shifted to face the old friend.
Larry sat down patting the girl's leg, "Ok. I'll start the timer when you both say we should proceed. Any second thoughts?" He looked at each of them, "No? 30 minutes." He put down the phone and shifted so he was facing the beautiful woman. "I don't care if Brad gets off on this or not," he said as he gently kissed her lips.
Jennifer thought he'd be more aggressive, but his kisses were soft and gentle. His hand gently stroked her arms and occasionally the smooth skin on her exposed back. She opened her mouth allowing their tongues to meet as she felt his hands softly caress her. She was prepared to push his hands off her breasts if he decided to take liberties but relaxed as he made no move to come close to her front so decided to just enjoy his attentions.
Larry broke the kiss and sighed, "I've dreamt about kissing you and if Brad stops us now, I'll happily treat you both to dinner."
"Shut up and kiss me," Jen breathed as she pulled his head towards her. His strong tongue tasted great and she'd never felt hands that large on her before. She no longer was planning on stopping him if he took liberties instead shifted her body closer to the man.
Brad had warring thoughts as he watched his wife and friend. He wanted to jump up to stop them...stop what? Kissing? Larry wasn't doing all the much. He hadn't immediately grabbed Jen's firm tits or her ass but was tenderly kissing her. He closed his eyes as he felt the blood pulsing in his crotch knowing his flimsy boxers wouldn't hide his reaction, but hearing a soft moan from his wife, he had to look. She had shifted to face him more and opened her legs, but it was her left thigh rubbing against Larry's tent that got his attention. He tried to think about the 8 mil budget shortfall for his department or trying to replace Eddie who'd suddenly retired but it was no use as he felt cool air on his hard cock. He heard a voice in his head urging Larry to grab a tit. 'Look at that hard nipple just waiting! Crap! I could move money out of...how long is that cock? She wants to know also, look at her leg. Grab her tit, asshole, she wants you to,' he thought.
Jennifer felt the man's strong hands stroking her back and side now wondering why he hadn't felt her up. She shifted to face him more and her knee pressed harder against the fat iron-hard shaft. She let out a groan as she tried to feel how long it was unaware she was opening her legs immodestly. She pressed her hand on the man's chest impressed with how firm he felt.
Larry's cock was straining against his pants but felt the girl's arousal increase. He wanted her begging for him, for his cock so he kept stroking her flank, feeling those ribs, then down near her ass but resisting the urge to touch her intimate parts. He broke the kiss and looked over at Brad then smiled at Jennifer, "I don't think I'll need to take you to dinner."
Brad's hands were gripping the arms on the chair and his 7" cock had popped through his shorts. His face looked like he was warring internally but his eyes were glued to the couple across from him
"Ignore him," Jennifer glanced over and sighed, "we have another 20 minutes." She straddled the man not caring her dress rode up exposing her thong and ass. She pressed her crotch against the largest erection she'd ever felt as she leaned forward. As their lips met she pulled his hands up onto her sensitive breasts prompting a long moan. She leaned into those strong hands while grinding her pussy harder against him.
Larry's hands were full of soft tit and he was aware of the girl's moist warm folds exploring the length of his throbbing erection. He penetrated her mouth with his tongue and groaned as the blonde sucked on it as if it were his cock. He reached down pulled up her dress higher so he could stroke her smooth ass and lower back, impressed with how firm her butt muscles were.
Brad gave up trying to hide his excitement watching his wife's exposed ass-cheeks flex rapidly. The man's hands explored her chest and ass and he again heard the voice in his head, 'under the thong! You need to slide your hand under the thong, feel that wet pussy!' He knew what Larry was feeling, though it had been years since Jennifer had eagerly writhed against him as she was right now. He gripped his cock and began stroking it almost cumming when Jennifer stopped kissing.
Jennifer looked over at her husband stroking his cock, "Last chance. You want me to stop? Please say no," she panted.
Brad shook his head, "No. You look like you're enjoying yourself," he sighed.
What started as a fun experiment with her knowing Brad would be angry and never get aroused and they'd stop and laugh it off, now became a growing arousal with but one end...Jennifer was going to get this huge cock inside her before the night was out and Brad was encouraging her to go all the way. When she came to that realization she felt her pussy get even wetter so she broke the kiss and started to pull off her dress, offering Larry her breast. She stopped as the tight dress caught on her shoulders and felt the electric shock of his tongue attacking her aroused nipple.
Larry sucked eagerly on the hard nub as his hand slid between her legs pressing the thin fabric into her wet slit. "Fuck me, baby, you're so wet." he groaned.
"We will...don't worry. Just keep doing what you're doing," she said with dress trapping her arms above her head. She'd never felt her nipples so sensitive before. A new set of hands? Lips? Being blinded? Brad watching? All of the above? She didn't care as she felt the mouth attack her hard nubs. She lifted her hips as the large hand slipped inside her panties, a large finger penetrating her sex. "Aaaaahhhhh, yessss," she moaned.
Brad now wanted to see what Larry was doing to his wife and all he could see was his hand moving under the red thong. 'Damn it! Take that off. Show me...' a voice in his head urged. He could always tell how aroused Jennifer was by how far down her neck and chest the red glow crept, but he'd never her flushed almost all the way down her back. He felt that small part of him that wanted to break this but he hadn't seen the love of his life so excited, so happy and he wanted her to enjoy this as much as she wanted.
Jennifer moaned as she tossed her dress onto the floor, "Your fingers are nice, but I'm hoping you have more..something bigger," she sighed. She looked over at Brad realizing what she just suggested but felt a rush seeing him looking at her eagerly. She pulled off the man's shirt then stood up, slipping off her sopping thong then crawled onto the floor, her hands undoing his belt and pants.



Larry looked over at the woman's husband and grinned as he lifted his ass. He saw Brad flinch hearing the blonde woman gasp loudly as his cock sprung free. He never got tired of hearing the 'ooohs' from women who'd never seen or touched a cock his size. But the expressions on the husband's faces topped that. 'What a fucking rush!' he thought as he grinned back at his old friend. He had to close his eyes to focus on the warm lips engulfing the head of his cock.
Jennifer licked the entire shaft before taking the head in her mouth. If she had to strain her jaw this much, how painful was it going to be when he opened up her vagina? She worked more and more into her mouth, her tongue flicking the underside as Brad loved. She listened to Larry's soft moans as she took more of him into her throat, feeling a sense of pride that this was another of her skills.
Brad stopped stroking as he felt the welcome aching in his balls. He stared at his wife's wide-open ass wishing he could jump up and drive his cock between those wet folds. She probably wasn't aware of it, but each time she plunged her mouth onto that huge shaft she torqued her hips as if imagining being fucked. He made a note to see if she does that when she blows him next time.
Jennifer's mouth was open wide and hoped Larry wouldn't want to cum in her mouth as her jaw began to ache. She wondered if a jaw ever cramped up painfully. Her pumping fist was slick on the fat shaft from her drool and she had to swallow copious amounts of pre-cum.
Brad had to let go of his cock again praying the intense ache would fade while watching his wife obscenely sucking on another man's cock. He suddenly admitted to himself he'd fantasized about this, about Jennifer pleasuring another man's cock but it had been a lot less intense, less passionate, not her making love to the huge cock...worshiping it. He wondered why this didn't hurt or make him angry. Maybe because he loves her so much and if this makes her happy... He began stroking again happy the arousal faded, his eyes flicking from his wife's mouth stretched obscenely wide around a huge cock and her swollen lips glistening with leaking fluids. He let out an audible moan as his blonde wife sat back wiping her mouth before climbing up onto the naked man's lap. He felt a small sharp pain she hadn't looked back questioningly before letting another man fuck her, but he understood.
The blonde wife no longer had concerns with stepping outside of her marriage thinking only how desperately she wanted to feel how much this incredible cock would feel inside her. How many times had she joked or heard her friends joke that size matters, but Brad's had been the largest she'd enjoyed. It was great and she'd never thought about anything larger...but now...now she wanted nothing more. She lined up the fat head, rubbing the head to add slickness before letting gravity do the rest. Right when she lowered her wet cunt onto that rock-hard shaft, both she and her husband cried out.
"Ooooohhhh fuck!" Jennifer groaned as her pussy was more filled than she ever thought possible.
"Fuck!" Brad spat seeing the wide shaft plunge into that beautiful hole only he'd ever enjoyed. She'd leaned forward when she opened herself up so he saw graphically her cunt stretch wide as the slick shaft slid inside her. Her puckered anus glistened from the leaking fluids beckoning attention. Thinking this he exploded hot sperm onto his chest and stomach as the man's entire fat cock disappeared into his wife's cunt. He closed his eyes while cumming but opened them up immediately as the spasms faded to see and hear the couple fucking. She began slowly at first but after bottoming out a few times accompanied with happy cries she began picking up speed. He flopped back stroking his still hard cock and his wife's ass bounced up and down on the slick shaft faster and faster.
Larry grabbed those perfect perky tits as the girl plunged down and ground against his throbbing cock. He tried to get her to slow down but he saw she was close to cumming, her face scrunched up in concentration. The aching in his balls was nearing critical mass as the girl pressed her lips onto his, moaning into his mouth as she came. Somehow Larry was able to hold off as she writhed energetically on his cock and against his chest.
Jennifer panted into her friend's mouth as she slowly humped against the throbbing shaft inside her. She felt a quick pang of guilt realizing she was fucking another man...cumming on his cock for the first time since she met Brad but she also wanted more. Larry's cock was pressing against parts of her she never knew existed. She sighed happily as the man stroked her back, apparently feeling no urgency to satisfy his own needs. She broke the kiss and looked at the man. "That was incredible. How would you like me next?" she asked.
Larry grinned at her, then over to the husband stroking his cock, cum dripping on his chest. "Turn around. I think your husband wants to see your cunt filled with my cock as I fuck you. Would you like that Brad?" He laughed as the man nodded while looking intently at the two lovers.
Brad watched as his wife got up and lowered herself back onto Larry's cock. That was the first time he'd gotten a good look at it and felt his eyes widen. Jen's pussy was red and swollen as if she'd been gang-banged as she lined up the fat 10" cock and plunged onto it, but what caused pain was the size of the man's balls. They were huge and as he thrust into Jen's pussy they bounced up almost slapping against her pussy. His wife held herself up allowing Larry to do the thrusting, but her tits flopped up and down as she was being thoroughly fucked.
Larry grabbed those tits as he pounded her. He wished he could see the expression on Brad's face but by the girl's sounds he must have been hitting all the right spots and that was what counted. He slid one hand down, stroking her clit, his fingers soon drenched from her sloshing fluids.
Brad wished he'd recorded this as he'd seen plenty of porn, but none as arousing as his previously faithful wife being fucked by an old friend, a guy gifted with the largest cock he'd ever seen. He stroked his cock back to full hardness in record time as he heard Jennifer cry out again.
Larry held onto the girl, his finger popping the clit back and forth as she seemingly came harder than the last time.
Jennifer almost passed out from the intense orgasm and when the man finally quit torturing her she leaned back against him. "Fuck! Ok, you need to cum and cum soon. One more orgasm like that and you'll kill me," she panted. She pried herself off his lap and his cock and stood facing him, "How do you want me?"
Larry grinned as he stood up. "Any way I want?" he asked.
Jennifer looked over at the eager look on her husband's face, "Any way you want," she nodded.
"Come with me. I want to fuck you in your bed," he said taking her hand.
Brad jumped up and followed the couple into the bedroom. Larry and Jennifer tossed the clothes she'd been wearing before onto the floor while he took a seat across the room, still stroking his cock.
Jennifer lay on her back, legs opened wide. When she'd agreed to any way he wanted she wondered if Larry would want anal, but she didn't expect this. She grabbed the throbbing shaft to line it up and cried out as he drove it deep inside her in a single thrust.
Larry's fantasies about fucking his friend's wife always included this...in their bed with her naked, those amazing legs spread wide as he pistoned into her sopping cunt. He knew he'd been lucky not to have cum at least a half dozen times and there was no way he'd last that much longer seeing those tits flop around as he pounded her.
Jennifer heard herself grunting loudly over and over which surprised her, on top of that were the loud wet sounds of their bodies coming together. She'd laughed at the porn videos hearing the girls cry out with every thrust and yet here she was. She looked at the sweat-sheened man, his six-pack abs flexing as he fucked her hard. Her hands explored his taut muscles in his chest and torso but when she grabbed his hardening glutes as he stabbed her over and over she felt another orgasm coming on. Brad had never fucked her ever half this hard and she was loving it. What first seemed like a fun game had become serious, more intense than anything she'd ever experienced.
Larry had a fleeting thought he'd ask her if he should pull out, be the considerate lover but as she raised her ass off the bed crying out with her hands pulling him inside her he stopped considering anything but enjoying the impending release. If she gets pregnant, so be it. He couldn't stop if he wanted to.
The couple's loud animalistic grunts filled the room as the glistening bodies moved as one on the damp sheets. Jennifer was shocked at the intensity as she'd now had the three strongest orgasms of her life. She was additionally shocked that her orgasms normally lasted around 30 seconds but these were easily a full minute and Larry's was almost as long. She felt embarrassed comparing, but Brad's never lasted more than 15 seconds. Maybe it was the size of his balls. She swore she could feel the jets of sperm splatter against her cervix.
Brad had known the man was close as his scrotum tightened up, still huge but no longer slapping against Jennifer's ass. He felt his cock throb to full hardness as his friend grunted out he was cumming and his wife exploded on the man's lap. He stroked his cock rapidly as the couple writhed against each other in their orgasmic bliss.
Panting as if she'd just run a mile, Jennifer held the man as he collapsed onto her chest. "Fuck me! That was incredible," she breathed into the man's ear, "Don't tell Brad but that was...something else, I mean I felt that...those in my whole body."
"I'm not just saying this, but I've never been with a woman so passionate," Larry softly said, his hands stroking her tenderly, "Best body, really tight cunt. I know this will sound like hyperbole, but you're the best fuck I've ever had. So into it."
She kissed her old friend then looked over at her husband. "I think I need to take care of something, you know, do my marital duty," she said as she kissed their friend one last time.
Larry grinned, "I'm sure it will be quick," he said as he slowly slid his cock out of that slick hole, rolled off the bed, grinned at Brad, and staggered into the bathroom.
"There are towels on the top shelf, feel free to shower if you like," she said to the disappearing man. She felt cum leaking out of her as she extended her arms welcoming her husband between her legs, "Oh fuck baby. I'm sorry it went so far but I need you inside me. Fuck your bad wife...ooohhh, yesss," she sighed as the smalled cock easily slid right in.
Brad thought she'd be looser but she was still nice and tight but there was no doubt what sloppy seconds meant as the increasing loud sloshing noise echoed around the room. He felt a release of something innate, instinctive as he pounded his wife's well-used cunt harder than he'd ever done before. A small voice in his head told him he was hurting her but quieted as she suddenly grunted out she was cumming again.
Larry looked out the door as Brad arched his back and pumped his sperm into the already sopping cunt. He wished he had a picture of the couple both pressing their bodies against each other as they came. It was beautiful.
***********************************************
It seemed so surreal to Brad. Larry dressed and sitting on their bed as they came out of the bathroom. Jennifer walked naked over to the dresser and pulled out a long tee.
"I guess I should be going," the man smiled, "This was fun. I hope you two are ok with..." he swept an arm over the sheets.
"I'm good, but," he looked at his wife, "you could stay, I mean," he looked at the clock, "it's after midnight. There's a spare bed, and Jen makes the best omelets, I mean if you want."
Jennifer came over and straddled their friend's lap and looked over her shoulder at her husband, "We have a big bed. I'm sure we are all so worn out so we'll sleep like logs." She grinned when Brad nodded, "Oh goodie. I get to sleep between two studs. It doesn't get any better than this." She pulled off her long tee and tossed it onto the floor before crawling into bed.
"Are you sure?" Larry asked, "I'm beat but not so beat I can sleep through the night with something like this next to me."
Brad laughed, "Now you know why I'm always so tired. Man up and get undressed."
They crawled into bed, turned out the light each one replaying the events of the evening in their heads with just the bright moonlight coming in the bedroom windows.
Later Brad was awakened by movement and looked over. The two were on their sides, Jennifer had her back to his with her leg draped over Larry's hip and he could easily see her pussy penetrated by the man's pistoning cock. He'd never fucked her in this position and liked seeing her ass flexing in the dim light, their lips mashed together. He rolled over putting a pillow over his head and fell asleep.
Later the man was awakened again. Jennifer was on top of Larry, a look of intense concentration on her face as she rode the man's cock. 'How could he possibly have gotten it up again?' he thought as he rolled over again.
Daylight was starting to fill the room as Brad opened his eyes. He looked over and saw his wife bent over the chair, Larry behind her. "Did you two get any sleep at all?"
Larry looked over, not slowing down a bit, "Um, we...she..."
"God, keep fucking me. He kept pressing that weapon of his against me all night. I had to take care of it. This is not exactly princess and the pea," she panted.
"I'll make breakfast. Sorry, Larry. I'm not the cook Jen is," he laughed, "I'm not a lot of things Jen is apparently."
Brad got up as the couple entered the kitchen, "Coffee?" he asked the exhausted couple, "Christ! I should have slept in the guest bedroom or we should get a Simpson Mattress if those Super Bowl ads were even close to being real." He kissed his wife as he handed the two cups out.
Larry sighed, "This was the best night of my life but I should have asked hours ago, are you on the pill?"
Jennifer laughed, "A bit late for that question but no. We are pretty careful but I'm between cycles right now so I'm not worried."
***********************************************
"Hey, Larry. Jennifer is out back. I can get her," Brad answered the phone.
"I wanted to talk to you. I wanted to make sure you guys are ok. I've felt like shit for the last week after...taking advantage of your hospitality," Larry said softly. "I mean, you're one of my best friends and..."
Brad laughed, "Dude. Relax. The last week has been incredible...at least sex-wise. I've gotten very little sleep since last Saturday. Best sex of our lives." He hesitated, "I'm not sure I'd like to go through that again at least as a spectator," he said as he looked out at his wife doing laps in the pool. "Um, you mentioned we know other couples. If I told you you can share our names..."
Larry laughed, "Dude! I can. Bill and Allison, Tom and Stacy and Stephen and Lexi. All would love to get together with you guys."
"They told you that?" Brad asked.
"They told me that. In fact, all three guys have had a thing for Jennifer since college. You might want to invite them over for a barbeque or something," Larry said happily.
"And you also, I assume," Brad asked.
"I'd be a third wheel, but I do see this fight attendant periodically when she has a layover. We can talk about it. I'm just glad you guys are ok." He hesitated, "I don't know if this is appropriate, but I feel I owe you still. I'd like to take you both to Marcello's, on me. Then afterward if you like...there's the Hyatt across the street, you know. Make a night of it," he finished softly.
Brad thought a second then nodded, "Jennifer would like that. She hasn't said anything when were...you know, but I know she's thinking about it. Sure, let's do that but keep the after-dinner surprise between us, ok?"
Larry laughed, "No problem, though how would you get her to pack overnight things...never mind, I'll let you deal with it. Talk to you later."
After saying goodbye, Brad stripped off his clothes and went out to the pool, images of the powerfully built Stephen and wiry Jimmy double-teaming his wife...Larry and him pleasuring Jen. This might finally be the time when he gets access to that perfect ass of hers.
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Susan and Jeff Jackson stood in front of their first house, not believing their luck. Right out of college Jeff got a job offer at a small manufacturing company outside of Philadelphia. Part of the offer was an extremely low-interest rate for a house so rather than rent for a while then finally bite the bullet, they were able to find a very nice house in one of the newer neighborhoods.
"I hope the neighbors are nice, "Sue said happily, "Everyone's yard is perfect." She admired the flowers, the flawless lawns feeling the anticipation of a happy life.
Jeff nodded, then picked up his wife and carried her to the front door, and after Susan unlocked and opened the door, he carried her across the threshold. "I should have planned that better," he laughed, "I'm going to make sure the door is unlocked first with my next wife," he groaned.
"You'd better, no way would your next wife be as light as I am. My next husband is going to have money so the butler will be opening the door," she replied. "Plus, he'll be able to carry me and my luggage."
"You're kidding, right? With all your muscle you're a fucking load to carry," he chuckled. "Shit, you should have carried me!" he said as he patted her firm ass.
Susan had worked her way to a sixth-degree black belt in taekwondo and worked out regularly. Jeff was right as Susan not only had quickness and flexibility but strength. Looking at her, you'd assume she was about 100 pounds, but with close to zero % body fat she weighed 115.
They were thrilled on meeting their neighbors, especially the ones on the west side. The couple, Cheryl and Tom, was a bit older with an 8-year-old kid named Jason and they found they had a lot in common. Over the years Susan and Cheryl got involved in many charitable events and soon were seen as a team within the community. Tom and Jeff had identical handicaps and became regulars on the local courses.
Since Susan and Jeff found they could not have kids, they became almost second parents to Jason who they came to love. He became a fixture at their house and it was not unusual for him to crash there overnight. He was a tiny kid, usually, the smallest in his class, and sadly was periodically bullied. That is until the 15-year-old Jason came home with a split lip. It was heartbreaking to see the small boy, not ever 5' tall yet being tormented.
Susan was furious. Jason would not say a word who did this but the following day, she parked across from the school and watched as four senior boys surrounded Jason taking his book bag, then throwing it up a tree. She's seen those boys before. They were three years older than Jason, and twice his weight. She got out and calmly walked over and told the boys they had one minute to climb the tree or...she patted a 4" diameter dead branch above them...they'd be using this as a crutch.
The biggest boy laughed, "Shut up bitch, or when we're done with you you'll be the one having trouble walking, or at least not bow-legged," he snorted. "Hell, a skinny cunt like you might just be a lot of fun. Shit! Let's take the bitch behind the school and teach her some manners."
Susan jumped, spun, and with a sweeping leg kick snapped the large diameter branch right off. Without missing a beat, she caught it, broke it in half across her knee, and studied the two parts. "I think this might just be right. You have 20 seconds now to decide," she held out the pieces of the branch.
All four boys jumped up the tree and scrambled up to get the suspended book bag.
Susan looked at Jason, "These the boys that split your lip?" she asked. When the boy nodded she waited until all four were back down. She pointed to the lip, "Which one of you hit this boy?" She spun the branches in her hands menacingly.
They all looked nervously at each other, then the tallest stepped back, saying, "I did it, and I'm sorry," he said quickly.
Susan stepped forward, "You have a choice. I could split your lip doing the same as I did to the branch, or one of your buddies can do it. Either way, you'll be spitting blood...how much blood and whether there will be pieces of teeth is up to you."
The taller boy stepped back again, "I said I was sorry, please don't..." he pleaded, his voice cracking as tears filled his eyes.
"Oh, fuck it! It wouldn't be much of a challenge," Susan sighed. "Come on, Jason, I was on my way to Jerrod's Ice Cream. Join me?" she said cheerfully. She tossed the branches onto the ground, "You know what? I can teach you how to do that. Let's have some ice cream and we'll get started."
After that, the young boy was glued to Susan's side. She kept her part of the bargain and trained him not that it was needed after word spread that Jason's neighbor lady kicked a tree over.
***********************************************
"Sad," Cheryl sighed, "We're losing our kid in a few months. Can you believe he's 18?" she said.
Susan nodded, "I never thanked you, I mean, Jeff and I can't have kids and we thought about adopting but saw no need with your great kid," She said, "I mean sharing him with us. I really love the kid."
"I hope he wasn't a pain," Cheryl sighed, "I swear he's been over here more than at home."
"Susan laughed, "I needed someone to work out with and he's great at helping out. He actually took out the trash yesterday morning before Jeff even got up. You raised a great kid."
"We raised a great kid. Can you believe how much he grew this year? I think at the end of last year he was 5' 2". Now he's 5' 11"? I've been buying him jeans every three months," she smiled. Cheryl paused, "I'm a bit worried though. He's grown physically, but he's still the smallest kid in his class, I mean inside. He hasn't asked any girl to the prom."
"You worry too much. He's a great-looking kid. I'll bet there are a few girls who'll ask him. He's shy, but he's not dead. I'm sure some pretty young thing will hint around or just ask him," Susan said hopefully. "He should ask me," she laughed, "Just kidding. My senior year my parents were in a car accident, me in the back seat. Drunk driver swerved into us. I was in the hospital prom night. I had the most beautiful dress...still have it," she sighed. "Anyhow, he'll find a girl. I'm sure of it."
Cheryl hugged her friend, "That's sad. I'll never forget my prom night," she blushed, "It was...well, over quick. At least the first time. I thought it would last longer," she chuckled. "I made sure of it the next 6 or 7 times," she said softly.
Susan laughed, "At least I didn't miss out on that," she said, "I might have been a bit of a slut."
"Looking back, I wish I have been. I mean marriage is great and all that, but those were the opportunities lost," she sighed.
Jason stopped by later that afternoon. Jeff was sitting in the living room and Susan had just gotten back from a run and was heading up to shower when the boy walked in.
"Hey, Mr. Jackson, dad told me you got two eagles yesterday? I've never had even one," he said as he gave the man a high-five. "Mrs. Jackson, you went for a run without me? I'm going to have to kick your ass tomorrow," he laughed.
"You can try," the tall brunette chuckled, "You're getting better but maybe you just want to rest since you spend a lot of time on the mat downstairs," she chuckled.
Jason sighed, "But last week I surprised you. I've been practicing."
"You boys want anything for dinner? I can start after my shower," Susan asked, "Your parents told me about the awards banquet tonight so you'll be stuck with us," she sighed.
"I told Ed I'd help him entertain a couple of his top clients at the downtown Marriott. I will most likely need to get a room, you know how Ed loves his martinis," he chuckled.
"Got it, just Jason and me. Jason, you think about what you want and after my shower..." she trotted up the stairs.
"I agree," Jeff smiled at the boy.
"What? Agree with what?" Jason took his eyes off that tight muscular ass to look at Mr. Jackson.
"She does have a great ass, great everything," the man smiled "but I'm sure there are a ton of cute girls at your school with great bodies. I remember high school, so many great girls," he said with a tone of wistfulness.
"I wouldn't know," the boy sighed. "I've never actually gone out with any."
"What? Not my business, but you're a good-looking kid, not that you should ask my opinion, but you are," he said.
"I guess kids still see the smallest guy in the class. The girls just look right past me," he sighed.
"Damn!" Jeff sighed, "Can I ask? Are you...?"
The boy blushed, "Does kissing count? I kissed a girl at the homecoming dance, or she kissed me," he stammered.
"Holy crap! I guess we can drop it, I'm not trying to embarrass you," he patted the boy's leg.
Susan dried her hair considering for the umpteenth time whether it is worth it. She just had it trimmed, never cut her whole life. Jeff loved how it looked draped on her back down to her ass. She studied herself in the mirror. Vainly she flexed her abs seeing the clear definition, turning she did the same with her ass. All in all, she had changed little from the cheerleading days at Westfield High and State. Maybe a bit less body fat and her breasts had filled out a bit. She always felt a bit left out back in high school as the other cheerleaders had B, C, or D-cup breasts and she was stuck with As. But over the last decade or so she had developed nice firm Bs. She cupped her breasts admiring them. On the other hand, she'd always had nipples the other girls periodically jealously commented on, large, pink, and puffy when she got excited.
The two men looked up as Susan trotted down the stairs, her breasts bouncing enticingly. Jeff looked at the boy and winked, "Again, I agree," he whispered.
Susan stopped and looked at the two, "What? There's something conspiratorial going on," she demanded.
Jeff laughed, "He's a boy. He admired your ass going up the stairs and, well, we both were admiring the front as well," he chuckled.
Susan looked down at herself. She'd thrown on a tee-shirt and shorts over her bra and panties. Perhaps the tee was a bit tight, but it wasn't see-through. She looked up, "If this is sexy then you boys both need a cold shower," she groaned.
"I was his age once and a babe in a burlap sack would get my juices flowing," he smiled. He looked at Jason, "Too bad Susan doesn't still go to your school, she and a couple of the other cheerleaders had a, what was it called? The School Spirit Project?" he asked.
"Ok, let's change the subject," the brunette blushed, "Have you thought about what you want for dinner? I'm thinking since Mr. Jackson is being a jackass we take his credit card and do the town. What do you think?"
"Um, sure...what was The School Spirit Project?" the boy looked at each of the neighbors he'd grown up with. "It must be bad, I've never seen you so red," he said softly.
Susan sighed, "School Spirit Mandate. Three of us girls on the cheerleading team were sort of between boyfriends...Christ! This is going to make you think I'm a slut," she sat down across from the boy. "We were joking around how...um, certain needs weren't being met," she paused.
"Cock. The girls were whining they weren't getting their daily dose of cock," Jeff laughed. "Damn! I love it when she gets that flustered," he chuckled, "Do you know this is a once-in-a-decade occurrence?"
Susan stuck her tongue out at her husband, "Ok, we were complaining we weren't getting cock," she blushed more, "so Lexi suggested we do something beneficial for the school and ourselves," she said softly. "Raise school spirit one virgin at a time, 'man date,' get it?"
Jeff finished, "They found a boy in one of those clubs, I don't know, chess, Latin, anyhow, they had him find out which boys were still virgins and he'd suggest to one of them, you know, ask Susan or another girl out on a date," he chuckled. "They were not told that they'd be getting lucky just that the girl didn't have a date that Saturday night, or whenever and was bored. It was always stressed it was a one-time thing and were sworn to tell no one what happened on the date. How many cherries did you take?" he asked.
Susan put her head in her hands, mumbling something.
Jeff laughed, "I might just get a room at the Marriott tonight as long as I'm there since otherwise, I'll be sleeping here tonight," he patted the couch.
"Shit! You should check their monthly rates," she sighed, "Don't think bad of me," she said, "but there were about a dozen boys I dated."
Jason looked stunned, "Wow! I mean, is that a lot?"
"For a high school girl, yeah!" Jeff said, "But it wasn't as if she were a slut or anything, imagine how many lives she changed. I'd consider her for sainthood if I were religious," he said. He looked at his wife, "I have always admired you for that. You have the biggest heart in the world and it's the main reason I love you," he smiled.
Jeff started to get up, "What do you plan on doing tonight?" he asked.
Susan thought a second, "Good time to watch our favorite movie," she said looking at Jason, "Our boy here has never seen The Martian. How's that sound?" she asked the boy.
"Great, but a movie without popcorn isn't a movie," he grinned.
Jeff laughed, "I agree, with extra butter. Crap, maybe I should stay." He went over and kissed his wife, "Have fun tonight," he said, "I'll call you later to confirm whether I'll be in any shape to drive." He looked at his watch, "I'll call no later than 11," he sighed. "if I haven't passed out by then."
Susan was used to this. Ed Martin was a lush, and he made it tough on those with him to stay sober. "Go. I'll have the bed to myself I assume," she kissed her husband. "No macho shit trying to match him drink for drink," she sighed.
***********************************************
After dinner, Susan started the movie, "It's a fairly long movie so if you get tired, let me know and we'll pick it up tomorrow night," she said.
"I'm good," he moved closer to her, "Is it ok if I just imagine this is a date?" he asked. He suddenly realized what he'd said, "I'm sorry. I don't mean like you did with the unpopular boys in high school...I meant...never mind," he stammered.
Susan laughed, "Damn! A hot guy like you? I'd love to have you as my date," she patted the seat next to her on the couch. She leaned against the boy as he tentatively put his arm around her shoulder.
Jason felt the warmth of a woman next to him for the first time in his life and had a difficult time concentrating on the movie. He was stroking her shoulder and arm while watching wondering what would she do if he stroked her bare leg pressed against his. He kept having to fight the pulsing in his shorts aware of the feel and scent of the beautiful woman next to him.
Susan sensed the boy was looking at her, so she paused the movie, "You don't seem to be watching," she sighed, "Tired?"
"No. I like it, but..." he hesitated, "Perhaps I should sit over here," he patted the far side of the couch.
"Why? I'm sorry if I'm crowding you, sure. We can do that, I feel bad, I like to snuggle against a man," she sighed.
Jason felt a rush, "It's not that, I guess I like it too much," he said softly.
Susan chuckled and looked at the boy's lap, "I can see that. Tell me you've snuggled up with a cute girl before," she looked at the boy who shook his head.
"I um, haven't been very lucky in that department," he sighed.
"Aren't there girls at your school you like?" she asked.
"Sure. I asked a couple of girls out on dates, but..." he trailed off.
"But, they said no?" she asked.
"In a way. One gave me a blank look, walked away, and before the end of the day, everyone was talking about how I had the nerve to ask Stacy Ryan out," he said sadly, "Then another just said, 'As if!' and laughed as she joined her friends. I don't know, maybe I shouldn't have asked the cutest girls in my class out."
"Wow! Ok, then the opposite of how we were with the less popular kids. and that is just plain rude," she sighed. She looked at the boy, "You're a great kid, great-looking and bright. Any girl would be so lucky to have you as a boyfriend." She said softly. He was a good-looking guy, perhaps skinny, but she saw the potential, but at 5' 11" 122 pounds he was fairly gawky...not exactly one of the hotties at his school.
Jason chuckled, "And here I am on a Friday night, sitting at what is pretty much my second home," he said sadly.
"With your second mother. That does suck," she sighed.
The boy snorted, "I quit looking at you as a second mother some time ago," he said, "Let's get back to the movie. I still can't believe they won't tell the crew!" he said.
Susan turned to face the boy, "I need you to be honest with me. How do you look at me?" she asked.
The boy blushed, "I think we should drop it, I never should have said anything." He shifted uncomfortably on the couch.
"Oh! Like that. Wow! I never considered that," she said softly. "I'm flattered. I am a lot older than the girls at your school and I never thought you considered me more than a...babysitter or another mom," she said.
"I hope this doesn't affect our friendship," he said, "I'd hate for you to feel uncomfortable around me, but it's just that you're so beautiful and, um...sexy," he said.
Susan thought a minute then looked at her hands then back at the boy, "How much have you done with girls?" she asked. Then she sat up, "forget it. You don't have to tell me," she paused, "It's none of my business. I feel we crossed a line somewhere."
Jason looked down, "I kissed a girl once," he sighed. "That's it."
Susan lifted the boy's chin, "That's absurd. Was it just a kiss, not, you know, not a french kiss?" When he shook his head, she smiled, "Would you like to?" she asked softly.
Jason nodded feeling a rush through his stomach and was taken aback as Mrs. Jackson leaned over and kissed him. It was not like she'd done many times before, the quick peck on the lips, but this was with pressure, tenderly sucking on his lower lip, then gently nibbling before opening her mouth. He felt an instant throbbing in his crotch as she pushed her tongue into his mouth. This is what french-kissing is, he thought as her tongue gently played with his. He stifled a low moan as their mouths opened more.
Susan planned on giving him a taste of a good kiss but she felt something inside as the boy shifted himself pressing more of his body against hers as they locked mouths. At first, his hands just were on her shoulders but then began stroking her back while pulling her closer. She was surprised how much into this she became and was aware of how aroused the boy was. Any previous thoughts they'd stop were fading as his passion was infectious. Ok, not just his passion. She'd not felt like this in 10 years. She let out a soft moan as he untucked her tee and slid his hands under it, stroking her back.
Jason felt her smooth skin, her muscles flexing as she pressed herself against him. He slid his hands over the bra strap aware of what was right there on her front. He never felt his cock so hard before as it angrily throbbed in his pants. He tried to lift his leg to hide the tent but gave up.
The boy might be skinny, but his hands felt strong as he explored her back. She had the sudden image of Jeff or Cheryl walking in and stopped kissing the boy. She sighed loudly, "Wow! You don't need any tips on how to kiss a woman or make her feel wanted," she smiled. She looked at the boy's crotch, "I feel bad but I'm almost your mother and, well...this might be inappropriate to do anything more."
Jason nodded, "I get it. I should splash cold water on my face," he said sadly. He started to get up but the woman's strong hand on his upper thigh stopped him.
"Screw it. I'll take care of it, "she said softly, "You can never tell anyone...ever," she said firmly. Susan slid onto the floor, undid his pants, and pulled them off as he lifted his hips. She smiled as the hard member popped free, 'Not everything on the boy is skinny,' she thought happily.



The boy slouched as Mrs. Jackson's soft hands stroked his cock. She knew what she was doing as she spit on her hands, spreading the saliva all over the fleshy rod. He closed his eyes as she gripped him, stroking slowly. He thought about the smooth skin on her back and slid a hand down the neck of her shirt feeling that smooth skin. He opened his eyes as she let go of his cock, thinking he was taking too many liberties.
Susan knew what the boy wanted, pulled off her tee-shirt, unclipped her bra, and tossed them onto the floor. She gripped the boy's throbbing erection, leaned forward, and flicked her tongue around the plump head. 'Too bad there's no way to feel this inside me,' she thought, 'this is a nice fat cock.' She took the boy's hand stroking her back and moved it to her front. "I'm sucking your cock, I think you can touch me however you want," she sighed. She took his cock back into her mouth, skillfully sucking the fleshy shaft. She was prepared for the boy to cum remembering previous encounters with the dates back in high school. She'd realized quickly she had to let the boys cum in her mouth, but she always spit rather than swallow.
Jason groaned loudly, his hand exploring the warm fleshy mass against his palm. "Um, Mrs. Jackson, Oh God! Stop, stop, I'm...oh, shit!" he cried out as her lips clamped hard around his cock. He lifted his hips as the agonizing release came. His head spun as the woman's mouth took each jet of sperm, swallowing rapidly. As the orgasm faded he collapsed back replaying the entire feeling. He'd never felt such an intense ache in his balls before and anything like the tight warm mouth sucking on his cock.
Susan cleaned the remaining cum from the boy, wiped her mouth, and sat back. She smiled as the boy's eyes were glued to her bare chest, still stroking his softening cock. "I take it you liked that?" she giggled.
He stared at those perfectly shaped jutting breasts before looking up at the beautiful woman's face. He nodded, "Wow! That was amazing," he sighed.
She patted his leg, "Go clean up. Let's finish the movie so your parents don't worry about you when they get home," she said as she leaned down to grab her tee-shirt.
The boy got up, admiring those nipples stretching out the fabric, "You're so beautiful," he sighed.
"Thanks, but just so you know, most girls don't like it if you cum in their mouth...I know you warned me and I could have stopped sucking, but...I'm just saying," she said.
Jason grinned, "I'm glad you didn't. That felt incredible." He pulled on his shorts and trotted down to the bathroom.
Susan went into the kitchen and rinsed her mouth out. 'Why did I do that?' she thought guiltily, 'I never let Jeff cum in my mouth let alone swallow.' She wasn't going to drink, but red wine sounded good, so she poured a glass and headed back out to the living room.
When the boy came back, he had a huge grin on his face. He felt the pleasant residual throbbing in his balls as he came back in. Even though it was getting late he seemed to have more bounce to his step.
They returned to watching the movie but Jason sat closer now, his arm draped over her shoulder onto her upper chest. At first, Susan thought she'd stop him if he wanted to assume liberties by feeling her boobs, but soon relaxed and snuggled against his chest. She made no move as the boy's hand was now cupping her breast.
Jason was having trouble concentrating on the movie, not getting much of the science behind the solution to each problem as he found Mrs. Jackson seemed to like it when he played with her nipple, especially when he pinched and pulled. She just sighed when he slid his hand under her shirt to feel her bare breast.
Susan was getting wetter and wetter as the boy got bolder. One hand was down her top, the other was now stroking her bare leg. She lifted her right leg over his and softly moaned as the boy's hand stroked up and down her inner thigh.
Jason felt her heat every time his hand slid underneath the bottom of her shorts. He now just left his hand high inside her thigh and gently stroked her silky-soft skin below her panties. He looked over and the woman's eyes were closed and he could feel her breathing deepen under his hand on her bare breast. He knew she wanted him to keep going so he slipped under the warm damp cloth, his fingers discovering the slick folds of her pussy. It was wetter and more fleshy than he'd imagined...and hotter.
Susan moaned loudly, opening her legs more as the boy's fingers entered her. She reached over to grip his hard cock, stroking it through his pants. She wanted to stop him, wanted to be the responsible adult but it felt so good being fingered by a boy feeling a pussy for his first time. First time! She felt her pussy throb thinking back to the boys she'd dated her senior year.
Jason's fingers were soaked in the woman's fluids and he remembered the kids in the locker room bragging how they got their dicks wet. Now it all makes sense, he thought. He had a strange feeling...was it a feeling of power? Mrs. Jackson was humping against his fingers, now two inside her, her eyes closed breathing heavily. She opened her eyes, kissed him, and pulled his hands out from under her clothes. His disappointment faded fast seeing why.
Jason watched as the beautiful brunette pulled off her tee and yanked down her pants before straddling his waist. He had a short view of her dark-furred pussy opening up and she climbed on. He groaned as the naked woman ground eagerly against him, her mouth pressed back on his.
Susan was warring inside whether she should get that hard cock out or stay faithful, but a voice inside her told her it was inevitable and to quit fucking around. She reached between them, undid his pants, pulled out his cock then lowered herself onto the plump head. "Oooohhhh, fuck!" she moaned as she felt the welcoming pressure opening her pussy up.
"Oh, God! Mrs. Jackson, this is....oh wow!" the boy groaned. "Tight, really tight!" he said happily. "This is better than I ever imagined."
"I think you'd better call me Susan or Sue since you're fucking me now," she sighed. "Better than the blowjob?" she asked.
"Man! That was incredible also, not better, not worse. Different but great," he moaned. "God! I cannot believe this is happening Mrs...Sue," he sighed.
Susan kissed the boy as she bounced on his cock, his hands eagerly groping her tits. She felt an orgasm coming on when her cell went off in the other room. She looked at the clock and groaned. "Sorry," she said as she pulled herself off the boy. She sprinted into the kitchen to grab her phone.
Jason got up and followed the naked woman into the kitchen stroking his wet dick.
"Hey Honey, how's the dinner meeting going?" she tried to stifle her panting from the exertion of sex and running. "How many? Christ, can you even walk?" she sighed. She looked over at the neighbors, "No, I made up the guest room for him. The lights are still out next door and I couldn't send him home to an empty house....No! Of course not. He's a great kid. He'd never do that," she said as she felt the boy press himself against her ass. "I'm like his second mother....sure he is, but," she closed her eyes as the fat cock pressed into her wet pussy. "You know he would have nightmares if...ahh," She closed her eyes, "Sorry, a bit out of breath," she lied.
Jason gripped the creamy ass, looking as the wet folds open up as his fleshy shaft slid inside. He was slow and gentle as Sue was on the phone with her husband but he heard her soft gasps anyway as he pushed in deeper. She moved her arms out making it easier for him to grab her tits and he heard her stifle a moan.
"No, I was getting ready for bed and left the phone in the kitchen. I ran in so the ringing didn't wake Jason," she said softly. She pushed her ass back and opened her legs as the boy picked up the pace. "What time will you be home?" she asked, stifling a groan as the boy pulled out of her. "I get it, Oh yeah, he loved it," she laughed, "I know. 2 years without pussy? I know you wouldn't survive," she chuckled.
Jason knelt, lifted her leg, and buried his face against her wet crotch. He'd watched enough porn to know what to do and Susan put her leg onto the counter as his tongue explored her tangy slit.
"You're going to a stripper joint? Seriously? I'm not sure Ed is a great guy to hang around with...look, you get going to stuffing dollars into g-strings and I'm going to get ready for bed. Love you...ok...bye," she said as she tossed down the phone.
"Yesss, there," she sighed. "Damn! That's mean. I'm sure Jeff thought I was being fucked or playing with myself," she cried out, "Shit! Don't stop...How do you...oh fuck!" she arched her back sticking her ass out more while pulling on her nipples. She had been close to cumming a couple of times and had been horny ever since Jeff reminded her of the virgin boys she'd dated back in high school. Jason may never have done this before, but he must have done research as everything he did was perfect, "there, right here...Oh God!" she spat out as the boy took her aroused nub between his lips and flicked the tip of his tongue rapidly against it, two fingers pumping into her cunt. She gripped the counter as the intense release ripped through her. She had the fleeting thought that the boy could teach Jeff how to eat pussy.
Jason felt a swell of pride as Susan screamed out knowing he'd made a girl orgasm. He gripped her ass as she humped back against his face for what seemed like a full minute before she went limp. He stood up, wiping his face as the woman turned and kissed him hard.
"Fuck me, that was incredible," she panted. She sat on the counter opening her legs, inviting the boy inside her again. "I know the couch is more comfortable, but I need you inside me again...now!" she groaned as the boy hesitated at first, then plowed hard into her. "Holy fuck! Yesss," she cried out. "Fuck me, sweetie, fuck me as hard as you want," she panted.
Jason again felt the strange feeling of power as he put his weight behind each thrust, at first observing if he was hurting her, but as she grabbed his ass he quit holding back.
'This boy catches on quick,' she thought, 'Damn! He's hitting me there...oh God!' she felt another orgasm building. "That's it, baby, you are a natural. Yesss, yesss, yesss, yessssss..." she hissed as she closed her eyes. The boy's hands were no longer mauling her tits but playing with the aroused nipples.
The only sounds were the soft grunts and moans, her periodically panting "fuck me, fuck me," and their bodies wetly slapping together. Jason gripped her ribs, thumbs pressing into her nipples as he watched his cock disappear inside her warm tight pussy. He was stunned by how wide his cock stretched the slit, the white cream coating his cock and her swollen pussy lips. Her mouth had been so warm and her tongue active on his cock, but her pussy was tighter, a lot tighter, and velvety smooth. He couldn't imagine ever going back to his hand after feeling this smooth snug hole.
Jason concentrated on not cumming as fast as he did when she'd sucked his cock, focusing instead on her breathing, or to be more accurate, gasping. He'd worked out with her over the last two years and never heard her breathing sound so labored. She closed her eyes with her head back as he slammed harder while tracing those puffy nipples with his thumb. It was a huge rush realizing after all his sexual fantasies where he was being given pleasure, giving pleasure was even more arousing. The other powerful feeling came when he realized the strongest woman he'd ever known was compliantly letting him do what he wanted to her.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," Susan was grunting. She put her feet up on the counter, opening her legs as wide as possible so the boy's cock was hitting her cervix and his pubic bone pounding her clit. Jeff was a good lover but she'd always had to play with herself when they'd made love and this was incredible. She might have just orgasmed but felt the pulsing ache rise, "Fuck me, fuck me, fuuuuuccccckkkk meeeeee!" she cried as the boy slammed into her, grinding himself against her pussy.
Jason felt the woman humping hard against his, so he pushed back aware of her tiny nub popping back and forth under their grinding. He felt elation as he'd just made a woman cum for the second time and a huge rush when she began to relax and put her arms around him, kissing him hard.
Susan moaned happily as the boy renew the assault on her pussy, their mouths locked together, her legs now wrapped around his ass. She was surprised that the skinny kid easily lifted her, and stood in the middle of the kitchen fucking her energetically.
The boy felt like a stud as he jabbed his rock-hard cock into Sue. He was fucking the most beautiful woman he'd ever met controlling her as she clung to him. "Hhhmmmmm, hhhmmmm, hhhmmm," he moaned into the woman's mouth.
Susan sensed the boy was getting tired as his hands weren't gripping her ass as hard, so she broke the kiss, unwrapped her legs, and lowered herself to the floor. "Ok, stud, I want you to fuck me from behind again." She gripped the counter and bent over offering herself to him. As the boy slid his cock back into her, she realized this window faced the street and anyone walking the dog could glance in and see her bouncing breasts. Taking a break to turn off the kitchen lights wasn't happening as she sensed he was getting close. The boy's pace licked up, and she was beyond caring who saw what and again marveled how perfectly the boy was hitting her. Now it was his heavy balls slapping against her more and more rapidly as he was approaching climax.
"Cum inside me, but don't worry...God! You are so good at this and your cock is huge," she panted. His hands seldom left her tits as he groped her and stimulated her nipples expertly. The boy was a natural-born fucker and would be making many women happy, she thought. But who she could tell...?
That was all the boy needed to hear. He never wanted this to end, and as his balls began to boil he tried to resist, tried to hold back but finally, he grunted loudly, plunging deep inside the woman's pussy jetting his sperm inside a woman's vagina for the first time.
As the boy finally collapsed onto her sweaty back, Susan felt an unresolved throbbing. How could that be? She'd cum twice already and all her previous lovers had made her very happy with just a single orgasm. Perhaps the boy's eagerness and intensity coupled with his incredible staying power added to the arousal.
Jason pulled out, staggered back, and plopped down on a chair, breathing heavily. He idly stroked his softening cock hoping there were more opportunities with Mr. Jackson gone for the night. He wondered if now that Mrs. Jackson...Susan had popped his cherry she'd pat him on the head and tell him they couldn't do that anymore.
She ducked down as Mr. and Mrs. Baxter walked by glancing over to their house. A minute earlier and they would have seen the kid down the street fucking the shit out of the married woman next door. Edith Baxter was more efficient than Twitter. She finds out something and the entire town would soon be filled in on all the juicy details.
Jason admired the flushed woman, her hair sticking to her glowing sweaty skin as she cleaned the leaking cum from her crotch with a dishcloth. "Sorry. I could have pulled out," he said softly. "In health class, they went over all that."
"What, fucking the woman next door?" Susan laughed. That would be an interesting class. Don't worry about it, at least with me. I can't have a baby." She turned suddenly motherly, "But promise me. You will always use a condom, or make totally sure it's safe. Cheryl would be devastated to be a grandmother right now, maybe in a few years but not now," she said firmly. "Ok, we have to finish The Martian. Jeff will be quizzing you on it," she sighed.
"How do you feel? Any different? I mean, you're the same great kid but you stepped over a threshold in life. You're no longer a virgin," she smiled as she held the remote. This sure was different than when they'd watched the opening scene. Now they were snuggled close with nothing but a blanket covering them.
Jason smiled at the woman, "It's strange. I thought I'd feel taller, maybe stronger but I feel different in just one way," he hesitated, "but I'd rather not say," he said almost sadly.
"What, I guess it wasn't the fantasy losing your virginity scenario, but wasn't it good?" she slid over putting her arm around the boy.
"It was great, incredible...but...but I can't stop feeling this..." he looked at the woman and kissed her. He broke the kiss, stroking her face, "I love you," he said sadly. "I know you felt sorry for me and helped me, you know, to lose my cherry, but I can't help what I feel," he said as a tear ran down his cheek.
Susan hugged the boy hard, "I love you too. I mean, I've always loved you, ok, it was more like a mother or an aunt, but I do love you and it wasn't pity but a desire to make a boy I love happy," she said softly. "I get it though and I'm happy you love me." She wiped away his tears, "I get it and I would be surprised if your love hadn't shifted to the less platonic love to...sexual desire. I guess my love for you has shifted also, but I'm sure you understand that I'm married and..."
"I get it. We'll always have Paris," he sighed. Jason hugged the woman tightly, stroking her back. He started laughing then stopped.
"Ok, what was funny," she asked.
"It's just that...well, I always wondered or fantasized my first time. There was in a bed, couch but the most likely place seemed the back seat of a car. I've heard about so many of the guys in my school talking about that," he said. Never did I fantasize screwing in the kitchen," he chuckled.
"Here's the deal. We get through this movie and you somehow resist sticking your cock in me, we'll go out to the garage before bed. It sounds like fun, takes me back to high school," she sighed. Then she looked serious, "Your mother would kill me if she knew I was keeping you up so late. We'd better have all the lights off when they get home, or she might come over to get you."
Jason's cock was hard and throbbing painfully through the entire last 20 minutes of the movie and more than once he wanted to throw Sue on her back and crawl between her legs but resisted. He'd hoped she'd stroke his cock, or let him play with her tits or pussy, but she ordered him to watch the movie. How a couple could be naked like this for a long time and not act on their desires baffled him. He sighed when it was over wondering if Sue still wanted to...
Susan yanked off the blanket, stood, and put out her hand. "Damn! I never thought the movie would ever end." She led Jason out to the garage, opened the door on the Lexus then lay back on the back seat. She felt butterflies in her stomach remembering the dozens of times she'd fucked in the back seats of various vehicles...or front seat for that matter. A lot of boys had pickup trucks and more than once she'd be forced to get comfortable around shifters and steering wheels.
Jason felt excitement seeing this gorgeous woman on her back with her legs spread, looking expectant. He'd had a hard time not staring at her breasts rising and falling with each breath and how her nipples seemed even more pronounced in the light from the dash. He wasn't sure how to start, but he didn't need to.
"Ok. When you get your girlfriend in the back seat, try not to look too eager, too sure she's going to put out for you. Take it slow, let her body language dictate what she'll let you do, what she'll want you to do," she said as the boy lay on top of her, his cock pressing against her entrance. She broke the kiss, "Fuck it, just do what you want to me." She panted as the boy reached back to close the car door.



He chuckled, "Who needs body language?" He happily complied and was able to keep his legs bent he plowed into the girl. He was struck by how wet she still was and how hard his cock was after cumming twice already.
Any thought she had that this would be a good teaching moment was driven out by his pistoning cock inside her. 'What a slut I am,' she thought, not with disgust or embarrassment but excitement. She doubted too many high school girls would be this slutty as she lay back, her hands on his ass encouraging him to fuck the shit out of her. "Oh damn! Fuck me, fuck my wet cunt," she groaned.
The windows had steamed up as had both of the naked bodies. The car reeked of hot steamy sex and the confined space echoed with sloshing slapping sounds of their bodies meeting. Susan idly thought she should take the car in to check the suspension hearing a rhythmic groan from the rear of the SUV. She held onto the boy as he stabbed her again and again, hitting her perfectly. She cried out she was cumming just as the boy grunted the same thing. She gripped his ass hard pulling him inside her as the ground their connected midsections against each other.
Susan stroked the boy's smooth wet back and sighed, "I know women will be telling you these things, and while they might mean it, a few will be saying that because...I don't know, they want you to feel good, but you're the best lover I've ever had and I'm telling you that because it's true," she said softly. "You do everything just right, hit me just right, and you last a long time," she stroked his face.
The boy felt a surge of pride. He never imagined this event, this night of losing his virginity would be everything it had been so far. He looked down at the beautiful woman, her breasts splayed out on her still heaving chest, the flushed skin thinking he did that.
Susan looked around, "Perhaps another word of advice, at least crack the windows," she sighed. "I'll need to air this out before Monday," she chuckled, "I'm taking my boss and the director of sales out to lunch, and," she sniffed the air, "that might be awkward to explain." She slapped the boy's butt, "Ok, get off of me, we need to think about bed. It's," she looked at the clock on the dashboard, "12:30."
The couple climbed out of the car, Susan noticing the pool of cum and the rear seat, "Good thing I ordered leather, that would never come out of fabric," she sighed. "Another piece of motherly advice," she smiled, "perhaps have towels to lay down handy."
After cleaning the car and rolling down the windows, they went back inside. Neither bothered getting dressed and Jason kissed the woman, tenderly stroked her face, and sighed. "Thanks. I'll see you in the morning," he said outside the guest bedroom.
Susan laughed, "And how long before you decide to check in on me? You know, make sure I was tucked in and all that?" She pulled the boy into the bedroom, "Let's clean up, brush our teeth, and perhaps you could control yourself enough that I can get at least an hour of sleep tonight?"
***********************************************
Susan looked at the clock and groaned. She'd gotten barely two hours sleep. She'd forgotten how 18-year-old boys not only recover quickly but lose none of their horniness for a tight cunt. What surprised her the most was when he played with her ass, then pressed his cock against her bud and she'd told him to grab lube. She might have fucked dozens of boys before marriage and done just about everything with Jeff, that was the one thing that was off-limits. Her orgasm was something else as he filled her ass and played with her pussy...it was deeper and ripped through her whole body.
Jason opened his eyes seeing those beautiful breasts jutting from her chest and reached out to stroke them. "Morning beautiful," he sighed.
Susan laughed, "Wow, you must be in love. I look like I was fucked all night...wait, I was," she tried to run her hands through her long hair but failed. "Let's shower, get breakfast, and look like mother and son before Jeff gets home. I'd prefer he doesn't find out about this," she sighed.
"Please, no telling him. I mean, it's up to you but he'll hate me and never look at me the same again," the boy sighed. He held up the covers showing his full erection, "Are you sure we don't have time?" he asked.
"Another piece of motherly advice, never fuck a girl's ass then stick your cock anywhere else without a thorough cleaning or a fresh condom," she sighed. She pulled the covers off, "Come on. We can shower together and perhaps you'll get lucky."
After the shower and all the hot water was used up, Jason looked sadly at the naked form of his fantasy woman, "I guess this is it," he sighed.
"This is it," Susan said looking at the boy, his cock finally flaccid. "We can never do this again, I know you understand but I'm not about to have an affair and cheat even more of Jeff."
"I know. I like Mr. Jackson. I hope he never finds out." the boy sighed as he left to go get his clothes from the living room.
***********************************************
Jeff pulled his car into the garage, his head still throbbing from the massive amount of alcohol he'd consumed. That wouldn't stop him from hoping Susan was feeling intimate. He knew what she was doing when he'd called last night and when he'd crawled into the hotel bed he'd imagined her talking to him on the phone with the blue dildo buried in her tight pussy. She tried to hide it and would never admin she used it, but it changed places in her bottom drawer so she'd had to have played with herself.
Susan was in the kitchen when he came in, "Sorry I wasn't here last night. Did Jason like the movie?" he asked.
"He did. It was fun, we had pizza and popcorn. It reminded me of movie dates back in high school," she smiled. "You look like crap," she looked at his bloodshot eyes.
"I know. I should have listened to you, but Ed and the clients are bottomless. I never should have tried to keep up." He pulled her close, "I may look like crap but all I could think of last night and all the way home was what you were doing when I called you," he grabbed her ass.
Susan felt herself go pale. How did he know, she thought. She was about to stammer out an apology, but Jeff continued.
"I know you'll never admit it, but I know you had that fake cock inside you when I called. You tried to sound normal, but tell me, you were just about to cum when I called, weren't you.
Susan nodded, "You caught me. I was close, really close. Your timing sucked," she sighed, "but I recovered quickly," she smiled. "I missed you last night, "she stroked the front of his pants, grinning, "but it was waking up and not having you there," she smiled, "I know how you get that morning-wood after a night of drinking. You poor baby," she said. "Oh well, you better get ready. You made the noon tee time," she sighed. "You need to get changed."
***********************************************
Cheryl hugged her friend, "Thank you," she said.
"For what," Susan asked, confused.
"I know," the woman said, "I know what you did for our boy. He didn't say anything but the last week he's been more upbeat, almost strutting," she looked at her friend, "I am guessing you didn't have to make the bed in the guest room last weekend when he stayed over."
Susan blushed furiously, "I'm sorry. I didn't want to tell you, but it bothered me that he..."
"Was still a virgin," the woman sighed, "me too. I was going to ask you, at least I was trying to go through that conversation in my head," she sighed.
"Really?" Susan asked, "Wow! I thought you'd be pissed at me...you know, preying on the innocent boy," she looked at her friend.
Cheryl laughed, "Hell! If you'd turned me down I was considering it. I just wanted my boy to feel the joy of...sex, intimacy before he graduated." She paused and looked at her friend, "Can I ask?" she said softly, "Was he good? Or was it over fast?"
"I need a drink," Susan sighed, "Let's grab some wine and have a seat in the living room," she said.
Susan took a sip and sighed, "He was great, and please, please, please tell no one, but best lover ever. He's a fucking natural," she said softly.
"He...you...I mean, did he get you off?" Cheryl asked.
The younger woman laughed, "You have no idea. We made love...fucked 9 times that night and I came at least once every time," she said, "You must think I'm a slut but your boy is insatiable. He kept...getting aroused," she blushed.
"Holy shit!" Cheryl laughed, "Tom and I don't make love that many times in a month...hell! Two months," she sighed. "Did he...you know, go down on you?"
"Damn! This is really personal. Yes, he did and I didn't have to tell him what to do. It was as if he already knew exactly what I liked," she said blushing.
Cheryl sighed, "Now I wish you'd not taken care of that. I felt there was a line a mother shouldn't cross but now I'm envious."
Susan chuckled, "Don't be. That night has been on my mind and I know it can never be repeated and somehow that is sad," she sighed. "Just so you know, I let him do what he wanted so, ok. To be blunt, the boy is no longer unfamiliar with any of the three possibilities in bed. Look, please don't tell Tom or Jeff, or for that matter, anyone. I feel bad enough about what I let happen," she said softly.
***********************************************
Jeff saw the boy walking on the sidewalk, "Jason, have a moment?" he asked.
The young boy felt dread hoping the man he admired so much wasn't going to confront him about sleeping with his wife. He'd been walking on air ever since last weekend and even though it was a one-time thing, he felt what he'd learned would open doors in college with other girls. None as beautiful as Sue, but just the same, he now had confidence he could score and make her happy. His thoughts were dashed hearing his name. "Sure, what's up Mr. Jackson?"
"Come on in, grab a coke," the man said. He was unsure how to bring the topic up but decided to bite the bullet. He sat down on the chair across from the couch as the boy came back plopping down looking expectant.
Jason hadn't sat in this spot since Sue had lowered herself onto his cock and he officially lost his virginity. He forced the memories out of his head and looked expectantly at the man.
"Sorry to grab you off the street like this but I have a favor to ask," he started. "Have you asked anyone to prom yet?"
Jason shook his head wondering where this was going, "No sir, there're very few girls left who..."
Jeff nodded, "Yeah, that was like my prom. You needed to ask early and ask often," he chuckled. Anyhow, Susan never got to go to her prom as she was in the hospital due to a car accident. I've seen her pull out this incredible dress she'd gotten, looking at it. Look, say no if you think this is weird. I know Susan is like a second mom to you, but if..."
"You want me to ask Mrs. Jackson to the prom?" he asked, taken aback.
"Look, never mind. I'm sure you'll find a girl..."
"I'd like that," the boy said smiling, "She's very beautiful and I'd be honored if she'd go with me," Jason finished. "You think she'd say yes?"
Jeff smiled and nodded, "Thanks, I owe you. I know you don't have a lot of money, but here," he reached into his pocket and pulled out a credit card, "I want her experience to be the best. Don't worry about how much, just get the best limo, find the best restaurant, hotel, you know. Whatever you need put in on this," he said handing the boy the AmEx card.
"Hotel?" the boy blushed, "I mean...are you suggesting I...?"
"Relax, I know Susan. She'll play along but I think your classmates might wonder if you don't take your date to a hotel afterward. Just play along," he smiled at the boy who was like a son. "I'm sure she'll say and do all the right things to make your classmates jealous. Hell, book the room for the weekend, make it look real. I remember how tough it was in school and you pull this off and you'll be amazed at how much more you'll be included."
Jason felt his head swimming and Mr. Jackson must have noticed.
"You look doubtful, just play along. I know she's like a mother to you and kissing her would be like kissing your sister, but she deserves it and I'm sure you'll be the envy of all your classmates," Jeff said.
"It's not that, but this might not work. Between prom and graduation, there'll be the senior parties and I'll need a date...then I guess my head is swimming trying to think of all the plans I'll need to make," he sighed.
Jeff laughed, "Let's not get ahead of ourselves, do you want to do this? I thought so, I'm sure Susan would play along if there are parties, but right now I'd like her to finally go to prom," Jeff said, "The best prom ever."
Jason held up the credit card, "I won't let you down...Mrs. Jackson either," he smiled.
Jeff laughed, "You'd better start calling her Sue. I'd hate for you to screw up at the dance. Call me Jeff also, You're a man now."
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"Here you go, you can take the elevators just over there," the check-in guy said as he appraised the woman. They get a lot of beauties here and Mrs. Sabrina Wallace just moved into the top ten of all he'd ever checked in.
Sabrina did a double-take, "Excuse me. 407? Is that the room that overlooks that pretty park?" he asked the young man.
"Yes. My opinion? The best room we have. You're timing was perfect this week as it is usually booked by newlyweds but there was a last-minute cancellation, great view with the trees blossoming, and the canopy bed. Very romantic," he blushed, "Not that you care about that," he quickly added. He looked at the gorgeous blonde in her business attire, "You know that room?" he asked.
"I do. It is romantic. This is surreal actually," she said softly, "It's our 10th anniversary and I have to attend this damn show this week, but this is where we came for our honeymoon," she looked sadly at the envelope containing the key card. "The same room..same bed...thanks for," she waved the envelope sadly.
"Do you want another room?" he asked. "I mean if you being alone or you know..." he asked hopefully.
Sabrina laughed, "I'm a big girl. These things happen and knowing Mark I'll be more than pleased with the celebration when I get back home," she said.
The smile the girl gave him almost made him faint before she rolled her bag to the elevators.
The room looked the same as she remembered. There was a different flowered wallpaper and the chair in the corner was new, but the bed looked the same. She went over and pressed on the mattress, 'Thank God. This is a lot firmer than last time,' she smiled. She looked sadly at the bed remembering being underneath Mark for the first time...being on top...spooning...
She stifled those thoughts and memories and threw the suitcase on the bed and proceeded to unpack. She'd sure packed different outfits than when she was last here...nothing with lace, all business, except...She carefully lifted the red satin dress out. She hoped it still fit after ten years, but she'd not gained that much weight. She remembered the cocktail lounge across the street where she and Mark sat in the corner booth, the happiest couple in the entire world. She fingered the slit on the side making it impossible to wear underwear. She closed her eyes remembering his strong hand discovering her sex for the first time as they'd both been saving themselves. It was almost like in the movies when he'd waved over the waiter and said "Check please!"
Smiling at the memory and the hours of energetic activity in this bed she went over and hung up the dress. She'd packed that on a whim thinking she'd go out and have one drink and toast to 10 happy years...alone. Maybe it was a bad idea packing that, she thought sadly...that's just pathetic, sitting alone in the bar celebrating...what?
After unpacking, she decided a shower and dinner were in order. After drying her hair, she went over to the window admiring the trees blossoming. She opened the window inhaling the sweet aroma of the fresh blooms. Closing her eyes she could almost feel Mark coming up behind her, removing the towel and taking her while strollers passed by obliviously beneath them...they might have seen them but she was too involved to have noticed or cared.
Standing up, she looked over at the closet, coming to a decision. She stood in front of the mirror, dropping her towel to the floor. She cupped her breasts, bouncing them gently. Perhaps a bit less perky, but larger. She had the tiniest little bit of fat on her stomach, but nothing much. Her hips and ass were the same as always, she knew that as she was still able to comfortably wear the same size jeans. She ran fingers through her light-colored bush remembering when Mark first knelt to admire her pussy. His deep brown eyes looking up at her, his tongue... 'Shit!' she sighed as she yanked open the closet door.
Sabrina admired herself in the mirror. It was tighter than she'd remembered it, especially in the chest. She'd known her boobs got a size bigger and this dress was for a C-cup. Should she wear this? She turned and saw a bit of side-boob and her cleavage was a lot more pronounced. She looked at the slit up the side, smiling as she recalled Mark and other men studying her ass trying to discern if she was going commando.
Throwing on a coat even though it was warm out, she headed over to the lounge. She was surprised and happy that it was named the same, Marquis, and nothing else seemed to have changed. She stopped to look around ignoring the men who were overtly checking her out and the women redirecting their attention. She hung her coat on an old brass hook and went over to the bar.
"Hello, appletini?" the bartender asked as he laid down a napkin.
"What? How do you know what my drink is?" she looked surprised.
The older man indicated the corner booth with his eyes, "You and your husband sat over there, what was it? 5, 10 years ago. The happiest couple I think I'd ever had in here. You told me I made the best appletini you'd ever had," he smiled.
"Wow! You have an incredible memory," she smiled as she fingered her ring, "Do you remember all your customers?"
The man laughed, "Hell no." He eyed her dress, "but I'll never forget the dress," he said. "I do remember you, but I wouldn't be able to pick out your husband from a line up I'm afraid. I admit looking over at you all night," He looked past her, "Where is your husband? Or, should I keep my mouth shut?" he said more softly.
Sabrina shook her head, "Bad stretch for us, not our relationship, being in the same country. He had to fly to Hong Kong last month and I have a show over at the convention center this week, so we'll, um, this is our 10th anniversary today and strangely enough, I'm in the same hotel room, sitting in the same lounge as when we were just married," she said sadly. "I thought I'd celebrate alone...you know. Never mind, stupid." She hesitated, "Sabrina Wallace," holding out her hand.
"Brad Berry," he shook the girl's hand. Then he looked around, "I doubt you'll be alone for long," he looked back at the woman, "but I think you know that," he said. "That dress is like red to a bull and looking around there are a lot of bulls here."
"I'm not looking for anything like that," she sighed. "Tonight, I wish I were that type but I just wanted to toast 10 years of wedded bliss, albeit just toasting myself," she sighed. She took a sip and grinned, "Still the best," she raised her glass to the man.
"I'll pay for that," a voice said behind her.
"Sorry," Sabrina said quickly, "I'm just having this one and I'll not be great company. Sorry."
The bartender went over to serve others as they came in and the stunning blonde found she could have had a dozen free drinks had she accepted them, but she was very polite spurning the offers. When he came back he raised an eyebrow, "You know, you could make it plain that if you accepted the drink it would go no further than conversation."
"And they'd believe me?" she asked. She looked at her dress, "I look like a hooker, don't I?"
The man laughed, "No way. You look like a high-priced escort, not a hooker."
She blushed and glanced around, "Are you serious? What does high-priced mean, I mean how much do those girls make?"
"Dead serious," he said. If you'd played along just about every one of those men would have made you one to two thousand richer," he said. "Depends on what you wanted to do...you know what I mean."
"Christ! I'm in the wrong business. Hell, I might look into it as a second career," she grinned. "Kidding, of course. I enjoy love-making but..." she visibly shuddered.
"Your call. At least you'd not be alone on your anniversary and you'd get some spending money out of it," he smiled. "You'll have your pick of the men here with how you fill out...spill out of that dress, well..." he nodded at her chest. Then he grinned at her "I'm kidding. Let me get you a refill," he said, "You don't need to worry about men buying you drinks as they're on the house."
"I'll get this one," the man said, "And I'll have a single malt, Isley, neat, single drop of water," he said as he sat next to the beautiful blonde.
Brad was about to say something, but the woman looked surprised at first, then thanked the man so he went back to get the drinks. He thought he was a superb judge of character but he obviously was mistaken seeing the blonde shift to face the man. I guess she thought him a lot better looking than all the other men, he thought. But she might be feeling vulnerable but she's a big girl, he thought, a very big girl. She shifted to face the man with a genuine smile on her face, the dress opening up exposing her entire leg. 'Lucky fucker!' Brad thought to himself.
"I've never seen you here," the man said as he checked out her chest and bare leg. He wondered if she were wearing panties under the flimsy dress. Obviously, no bra and he was pleased to see she responded to his attention. "I'm glad I decided to grab a drink. I'm...,"
"Sssshhh, no names. No, this is just the second time I've been here. Best bartender in town, though," she said trying to make conversation. She thanked Brad when he brought the drinks, taking a sip trying to ignore the look he was giving her. It sent shivers through her body, especially between her legs as it had been over a month since she'd been with a man and there was something about this guy that was different than to other men in the bar...as if he could see through her. She felt her nipples harden as he appraised her and his look was one of approval...arousal.
"I'm glad you decided to stop in, I thought I'd just have a quiet drink by myself. Never expected such beautiful company. Ok, no names, what is it that you do?" he asked.
Sabrina was about to tell him her real job but looked over at Brad who was raising an eyebrow. She replayed every movie scene she'd ever seen with a prostitute deciding to play the game. Let's see where this goes and maybe it will be a huge laugh, she thought. "Private Consultant. I'm self-employed," she stroked his thigh saying that.
"What kind of Private Consultant?" he asked.
"It depends on the client, physical therapy, stress release, mostly of one-on-one sessions, I modify each one depending on their personal needs, you know, client-driven," she said as her hand slid higher on his thigh.
The man chuckled, "I would qualify. It's been a stressful month. I assume you have referrals?"
"I do, most of my clients engage me through word of mount, tell me, what is it you do?" she asked.
"Acquisitions, you know...mergers, corporate takeovers, boing stuff compared to your job," his hands slid up her bare leg.
"I'm surprised, you look like you're in law enforcement," she eyed him.
Laughing, "Hell no. My job is closer to the other side of the street. He took a sip of his scotch, "I could use a private consultation. I travel a lot and am away from my wife, sometimes for weeks. Can I ask the going rate for stress release and perhaps some physical therapy?"
"Sabrina thought he'd laugh her off, "$1,000 for an hour session," she said as confidently as she could.
"How does your schedule look?" he asked without flinching, his fingers getting close to the warmth between her legs.
"I was supposed to be booked this evening but it looks like something just opened up," she said softly as she parted her legs.
"Is there a special rate for the entire night?" he asked as his fingers probed her wet slit.
The woman let out a small gasp, both at the sensation of a man touching her for the first time in a month and that he never hesitated after hearing the outrageous sum, "Yes, $5,000 for the entire night," she opened her legs a bit more not caring that both Brad and this man could now clearly see her bare pussy.
"Then I think we have a deal," he smiled. "That is if, and I'm sure this will not be the case that I won't be hearing, 'Oh, that costs extra.' I just need to know how much I need to transfer to your account."
"I hate those hidden costs also, no, as I said, it's a client-driven service and I'm available for whatever your needs are," she said huskily as a finger entered her. "I usually fulfill certain needs that your wife," she indicated his wedding ring, "is unwilling or refuses to do," she said.
Brad came over when the man signaled, took his credit card, winked at the beautiful blonde, and went to ring up the tab. He couldn't stop himself from shaking his head. No way would he have bet on this woman ever doing what she just pulled off but hell, he might do the same thing for $5,000 he chuckled. He picked up the bill for $15 and saw two $100 bills. It was too late to say anything as they'd already left.
"I have a room down the street at the Hyatt," he said, "does that work for you?" he asked. His stomach buzzed anticipating getting this goddess out of her dress and...the jumble of images of her naked form in various positions flooded his brain.
Sabrina shook her head, "No need," she pointed across the street, "I have a room with a great view...you will love the sunrise hitting the blossoms in the park in the morning," she said feeling his strong hand stroke her back and ass.
The man looked surprised as they entered the room. Sabrina watched as he took in all the furnishings and the canopied bed. "Ok. You own me for the night, tell me what bit of stress you'd like relieved," she smiled seductively.
He went over, slipped his suit coat off, and sat in the chair then pointed to the spot right in front, "I'd like to see a slow, seductive reveal of what I bought...and I mean really slow," he said. "Then I want to watch you make yourself wet for me," he pointed to the same spot, right there. "In fact, I'd like you to get yourself off. No faking...truly orgasm," he ordered.
"I never fake anything," the beautiful blonde smiled. "I assume your wife never lets you watch her getting herself off? That's just selfish of her," she said as she slid her hands up her body, stopping to stroke her already hard nipples, then slid her hands down between her legs.
He shook his head, "I know. I've asked. There are few things as erotic as a beautiful woman pleasuring herself," he sighed. His cock throbbed in his pants as the most stunning woman he'd ever seen pressed her finger between her legs, her eyes closed, face flushed. He resisted taking his cock out and stroking it as she moved her hands slowly back to the shoulder straps, letting the right one slide over her shoulder, the fabric sliding off the full breast and hanging up on her erect nipple.
Sabrina enjoyed the look on the man's face as she slipped the left strap off her shoulder and her dress now was hung on both her nipples. She unconsciously licked her lips seeing the tent in his pants and circled her erect nipples slowly. Pulling the fabric away from her left tit, she held the dress in place over the other to let the man get a good look at her full breast. She wet her finger, she circled the nipple again, letting out a small moan in response.
The man watched eagerly as the red nub popped back every time she fingered it. He regretted telling her to be slow as he was anxious to see the trimmed pussy he'd felt at the bar. It had been years since he'd had his hand on a bare pussy in a bar.
Sabrina released the dress from her right breast knowing it would stop on her hips. She cupped her tits, "I hope you approve," she sighed. "I'd like your cock right here," she sighed as she licked the fleshy valley.
Groaning, he nodded, "so many choices...so many..." he sighed.
"Don't worry, you're not leaving this room until you are 100% satisfied," she purred.
He smiled at her, "And if I'm not 100% satisfied?" he asked.
"I'll give you a voucher that you can use...to use me as you will," she smiled. "My motto is: leave no position unturned and no hole left behind," she turned and stroked her ass as she said this.
"God! You're so fucking sexy," he sighed. "Great ass, great tits."
She slipped the dress off her hips letting it puddle on the floor, "Not even my best asset," she purred as she put a foot on the arm of his chair exposing her trimmed pussy, "at least that what all my other clients say."
She let the man run two fingers across her throbbing pussy before stepping back. She looked at the tent and sighed, "This looks uncomfortable," she said. Kneeling down she undid his pants, pulled them off before gripping his cock, and stroking it. "Impressive," she purred, "When you travel do they make you check this, or does it fit under the seat in front of you?"
"Depends on the TSA officer," he sighed, "The men are a pain, but the women are very helpful." He watched as those lips he'd been admiring opened up to take his plump head into her mouth. "Ohhh, fuck! It's been too long since I've felt this," he sighed.
Sabrina took more of the fat cock into her mouth, pumping a few times then pulled off. "I should pay you," she moaned, "I take it the little woman doesn't provide this service?" she asked.
"Rarely. She's more of a...'skip the foreplay and screw me' kind of woman. Not complaining, but you know how it is," he said as he stroked the beautiful blonde hair off her face.
"A shame, a cock this perfect would be hard to ignore. I know you wanted me to play with myself but I had to have a taste after seeing something this powerful looking," she said stroking it. "Ok, please let me suck you off when I'm done. I'm hungry and missed dinner so you owe me something to put in my stomach."
"I thought you...Private Consultants demanded I use a condom," the man said, "I have some in my briefcase."
"Judgement call, Ok, I confess, you're the first man I didn't require a...," she looked at the plump cock, "But look at this. I want to feel you, all of you and not latex against me. I hope that's alright," she sighed.
"So, every other client uses a rubber, then hell yes," he grinned.
"Well, if I'm going to be rewarded with this in my cunt I'd better get to it," she sighed, looking disappointed as she stroked his cock. Finally, she knelt back, then lay on her back. She never let Mark see her doing this and had denied it for the first five or six years of their marriage. At first, she wondered if she'd possibly be able to get off but when she looked at the man's huge balls bouncing as he stroked his cock, she felt the feeling rise up. He wasn't modest at all with his legs spread wide. She thought about letting a man cum in her mouth for the first time...in her ass for the first time and felt a massive rush knowing what she'd committed to.
Stroking his cock careful not to cum, the man watched the woman open her legs wide, her feet planted out so she was splayed open as far as possible. He saw her slick labia opening as she rubbing in circles, her pink teasingly revealed. She had a pronounced clit which she was starting to rub more. He moaned as she plunged two fingers into her cunt and her hips were lifting up as she was getting more into it.
Sabrina had never seen this view of a man and loved it. His entire crotch was exposed, his hairy ass cheeks to his scrotum to his veiny cock. She could almost feel that fat fleshy shaft penetrating her pussy, those huge balls filled with sperm. She and Mark had decided it was time for a child and she'd gone off the pill and was going to surprise Mark when she was fertile...and she'd just promised no condom. As she considered her cycle and realized the danger she couldn't hold back. "Oh fuck!" she spat as the orgasm ripped through her.
"That's it, babe. You like it when a man watches you jerk off, don't you?" he said softly. "Damn! You really are a horny slut, aren't you?"
Sabrina flopped back on the floor panting, "I am...but I'm a cock-hungry slut and as nice as that felt," she breathed, "I need that," she crawled over, replaced his hand with hers taking him back in her mouth.



Sitting back, the man stoked that golden head of hair as the lips and mouth warmly stimulated his eager cock. He looked across the room happy to see the full-length mirror showing that incredible ass opened up as she sucked his cock. 'Damn!' he thought, 'what a vision. Those beautiful lips opened up, her cute puckered asshole looking inviting...'
Sabrina sucked harder feeling a cock go deeper into her throat than she'd even allowed. Mark had always wanted more but she was not a fan of the taste of cum, even the pre-cum leaking out, but she was determined to not only let this man cum in her mouth for the first time but swallow. 'His balls are very heavy,' she thought, 'I wonder how much he'd been storing up. What is the correct etiquette? Let him cum in my mouth, open my mouth showing him before swallowing?' She pressed past where she felt the gag reflex convincing herself it wasn't really choking her.
The woman plunged deeper onto his cock and he felt himself being deep-throated for the first time in his life and tried to hold off but gave up, "I'm going to...fuck!" he grunted as she tongued him under the head taking his jets of cum into her mouth. The release was as intense as he'd ever felt and moaned loudly as the blonde sat back displayed his mouthful of cream then swallowing before running her tongue up the underside of his cock, milking the remaining cum into her mouth.
Sabrina felt a rush that she'd swallowed and liked it. There was a feeling of...what was it? Submissiveness that she found arousing. She could have jerked him off onto his stomach, or let him cum in her mouth then spit, but by swallowing she'd demonstrated she was his to do with as he liked. "I see by the look on your face, wifey's never done anything like that for you," she smiled.
"Wow! No, never. I'll have to try to open her up a bit more. That was incredible," he sighed.
Sabrina stood up and pulled on the dress, "I don't know about you, but I've not eaten. Can I buy you dinner then we can come back and you can do whatever you want to me?" she asked.
Nodding, he stood, pulling up his pants, "I could eat. Sure, that will give me time to recover," he smiled.
***********************************************
"I should engage your services permanently," the man smiled. "I cannot remember a more attentive waiter, I'd take a sip of water and within seconds it was refilled," he said.
Sabrina groaned, "I've never had my nipples this excited for a long time. It must be the suspense as to what degrading thing you'll demand of me next," she said as she palmed his firm mass in his pants, "I hope you don't disappoint me with missionary...unless that's what you want," she purred.
"Oh, we'll get to that but I have a slew of other things we can do," he grinned. "For starters, I'd like to try something I've never done," he said as he undressed. "You can take the dress off more quickly this time and I assume you have some lube?"
***********************************************
Sabrina felt the man stir behind her. After he'd taken her virgin ass they'd cleaned up and climbed into bed. During the night he'd finally enjoyed her pussy in multiple positions before finally falling asleep. She looked at the clock realizing she had an hour and a half to get ready and get to the show.
"Morning beautiful," the man said as he pressed his hard cock against her ass, "We have time for a quick fuck?" he asked. "I'm not sure how long these all-night packages are good for."
Sabrina turned and gave him a kiss, her mouth open, their tongues eagerly exploring each other. She grabbed his hard cock, stroking it, "I'm sorry. The contract expired at 6 AM. If you want to continue, you'll have to deposit more coins," she said in a monotone.
He flipped her onto her back, his cock lined up perfectly, and plunged in, "I'll make a deposit alright," he said. She was more than ready, grabbing him as he thrust rapidly into her, her moans telling him she wasn't ready for the best night of his life to end.
"Ok, this works for me," she panted. With all the activity through the night, her pussy was almost feeling bruised but that didn't lessen the sensitivity of her nipples and clit as they fucked in the one position they'd ignored all night. "Oh God, fuck me. So big..." she sighed. "Don't worry about me, just cum inside me."
His cock aching from all the activity he aggressively pounded the well-used pussy. He replayed the evens of picking up this slutty woman, watching her play with herself, suck his cock, offer her ass...the image of the blonde bent over the edge of the bed, her ass sticking up...his cock popping past the tight ring, almost triggered another orgasm. He counted four loads already he given her, two in her pussy, and knew another was coming. He fantasized he was impregnating the woman as the aching in his balls increased. "Fuck!" he grunted as the arousal peaked and exploded.
Sabrina pulled the man's ass against her as if wanted his sperm as deep as possible, "Yes, yes, yes," she panted as the grunts turned to groans before he collapsed on top of her. She rubbed his sweaty back and sighed, "I think you successfully released all your stress. I hope you are 100% satisfied," she said softly.
"Damn! I am. I'm going onto Yelp and give you five stars," he sighed. He propped himself up and looked down at the creamy body, "I've never been with a woman as beautiful as you," he sighed. "I love you so much, happy anniversary," he said just as he kissed her.
"Sabrina mashed her mouth against her husband's, breaking away and looking up at him, "Happy anniversary. I thought you were stuck in Hong Kong another two weeks she said happily. I was shocked to see you there. How did you know...?" she asked.
"I called your office, they told me the hotel and I just figured..." he kissed her again, "but I have a flight later this morning to go back. I told the guys there was a family emergency I needed to attend to," he smiled.
After dressing, Mark kissed his wife, "I'd get some rest tonight before bringing a guy back here. We got only two, maybe three hours last night," he said. "I'm sure you can pick up some pocket change the remaining evenings.
***********************************************
Brad looked up to see the woman in the red dress with a baby, "Sabrina! You're back" he greeted her. He was surprised to see the man who'd picked her up with her, but put down napkins, "Appletini, single malt, Isley, neat, with a drop of water? Milk?" he asked as he looked at the cute little girl.
"Please. Brad, this is my husband Mark. We decided to come here every anniversary, after all, you do make the best appletinis," she chuckled.
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"Fuck! Did you hear?" Jerry asked his buddies, "They are never reopening the rec center. It's been sold to some rich fuck!" he said bitterly.
"Man! Really? We grew up there and what are they going to do, put in a strip mall or something?" Alex said, looking shocked.
"Christ. We were waiting for them to get their budget shit straightened out and instead they sell it?" Blair sighed. "Now where are we going to go next summer? It was our last chance to have a blast before college."
Gordon nodded, "There's always the beach...I know, it's an hour and a half drive. Look, we'll find something to do. We always do," he nodded at his friends.
25 acres of ball-field, tennis courts, Olympic size swimming pool, and clubhouse with pool table shut down over budget cuts the previous year. Now sold. The word was a rich guy from Shaker Heights had bought the entire park for 25 million. A million per acre! The average lot was 2 acres and normally sold for 50 thou. The town council jumped at the offer even though it was widely told that they could have negotiated a higher price as absurd as that sounded. This solved the entire Greensville budget problem. They were able to rehire the four police officers they'd laid off, reopen the library, and finally replace the 1974 fire engine with a new one.
None of that sat well with the kids of the town who'd grown up splashing in the pool, getting in heated battles on the tennis court, or gone to extra innings on the ball field. Almost every kid over four and most of the adults had too many memories to count at the community park.
A month later trucks arrived. Trucks with workers who dug, poured, cut, hammered until a huge mansion took shape. The pool was dug out and rebuilt with marble steps, gazebos, and other outbuildings, and the tennis courts were redone, one in clay, the other some composite.
The boys watched in disgust, "Our last year before heading off to college," Jerry hissed, "I heard it was some 70-year-old rich fuck from New Jersey."
"Why would an old guy like that need a pool, two tennis courts, and all that land?" Gordon asked.
"Maybe he has a cute granddaughter," Alex said hopefully.
"Or daughter. You know these rich guys, they all have these young trophy wives. Perhaps they have a daughter or two," Blair added.
Later that spring the trucks rolled out leaving a massive three-story mansion behind 10-foot walls, the sod was laid down and the chk-chk-chk of sprinklers echoed throughout the neighborhood. Then the moving vans arrived. Not just one, but three. All day the neighbors watched from across the street as men carried ornate furniture, chests, and boxes into the 15,000+ square foot palace. Who are these people? was on most of the people's lips.
Gordon had one of the better views as his bedroom window was above the wall and could see the front and side of the house. He'd be able to see who these people were when they arrived and if they had exotic cars.
***********************************************
"Dude, get over here. The lights are on next door. They must have moved in last night," Gordon urged. "I'll call Blair you call Alex. We need to see who these people are!"
The four boys gathered in front of the two windows facing east overlooking the sprawling estate. "Man! I never thought in a million years I'd be getting up at six AM to watch the grass grow next door," Alex sighed. "Look, the lights went off in the room upstairs. Maybe they'll come out. I wonder what they drive?"
They took turns playing video games while one kept watch and a little after 9, Blair urged them over.
"Shit, is that him?" the boy looked through the binoculars and studied the old guy. "He handed them to Jerry, "Didn't you say he was 70? He looks a lot older than that."
The boy looked at the man heading over to the 8-car garage, "Wow! I'm guessing closer to 90." He put down the binocs, "Maybe a great-granddaughter?" he said sadly. Their hopes of a cute young thing their age were rapidly fading.
"At least he's got a nice car," Blair sighed as the Roll Royce Silver Cloud rolled up to the iron gates.
They were about to head down to the kitchen when Gordon took one last look, "Hang on, shit! Who is that? Daughter? Granddaughter?"
The three other boys fought over the binoculars, Jerry winning out, "Holy fuck! Are those real? Have we seen her before, you know on one of those reality shows?" He handed the glasses to Alex.
"I don't think so, but where's she going dressed like that, here?" he sighed as he passed the binocs over.
"How old is she? I'm guessing 25, maybe 30 tops. She looks like a natural blonde, I mean look at the colors, highlights in the hair. You never get those out of a bottle." Alex said.
"Man! How do you know these things?" Jerry asked as he grabbed the binocs. "Ok. I see what you are saying. Wow! Great ass. I hope she's a single 25-year-old. 18 - 25, that's not so bad," he sighed.
Blair laughed, "I don't think the age difference matters. She could be 18 same as us and she's way out of our league." He nodded, "What do you think...yes, they have to be real. Watch them bounce as she walks. Man! I love heels on girls."
Tiffany Seabanks looked around appraisingly. 'What was Walter thinking moving out of the city to this backwater?' she sighed. 'The Greensville Playhouse is the one cultural asset here?' She strode across the cobbled driveway regretting the 4" heels. She checked her appearance, pleased with the ensemble. White silk dress, silver necklace, earrings, bracelet, her platinum/diamond ring flashing in the sun. 'I hope the downtown has something to offer,' she sighed, 'but I'd better get out and see what Walter found so great about this place. If I'm stuck here without my friends I need to find something to do.'
She pressed the button and the closest garage door opened and her Tesla Roadster rolled out and stopped in front of her. Pleased the glowing white car matched her outfit, she climbed in unaware that four boys next door were watching.
"Oh shit!" Gordon gasped, "No panties! Dudes, she'd going commando." He jumped up, "We're going shopping."
The four boys spotted the White car in front of Hava Java so they parked up the street. As they were coming back, they spotted her coming out stopping to appraise the stores on Main Street through her large dark glasses.
Tiffany was oblivious to the stares from all the townsfolk. That was actually passable coffee. Not burned like that ubiquitous chain coffee, a sweet aftertaste, definitely some Ethiopian in there, she thought. Noticing the book store she nodded and walked down the street.
The boys followed the woman in, getting a better look at her. They now suspected she was closer to 20 than 30. Granddaughter for sure, they thought. They headed over to the magazine rack, paging through the car and video game mags, watching the blonde out of the corners of their eyes.
"Christ, I'm getting a chubby just looking at her, especially since I know she's sans panties," Blair whispered. He looked at Gordon, "Shaved I assume?"
"No. Trimmed, Alex was right, a natural blonde," he whispered back.
They watched the woman walk up to the checkout counter where Mrs. Long was trying not to stare.
"Hello, did you find what you were looking for?" she asked sweetly. Not deterred by just the curt nod she asked, "Are you visiting? New in town?"
The blonde reached into her purse, pulling out a card, "Yes. Do you take American Express?"
"Sorry, no, we take Master Card and Visa though," Mrs. Long laughed nervously, "and of course cash."
The boys put the magazines back, waiting a few seconds before going to the counter, "Hi Mrs. Long. Did you catch her name?"
"Hi boys, I never see you in here, why yes," she said, "Tiffany Seabanks," she said happily. "Is she the..." but the four boys had already dashed out. She shook her head sadly, 'Does no one ever listen to me anymore?'
They saw her go into the local market and as they were hurrying to get there, they saw June Davis, Gordon's mom approaching.
"Hey boys. Out early. Had I known I would have sent you out for..." she held up the shopping list.
"We can help. Things are boring now that the rec center is gone," he held the door for his friend's mom.
"Ok, I guess we can split up," she said. "I'll head over to produce if you could..." she lited a few items sending the boys off in different directions.
Blair was coming back with two gallons of milk when he saw Mrs. Davis approaching Tiffany.
"Good morning," she said pleasantly, "Are you our new neighbors?"
The blonde looked at the woman, nodding dismissively before walking by.
Mrs. Davis looked back bewildered, but just shook her head and went over to the pile of tomatoes.
After shopping, they gave up and headed back to Gordon's. Did you see how rude she was to your mom?" Blair asked. "It was like in the movies where servants are dismissed without a glance. What a stuck-up bitch," he fumed. "She might be the hottest chick in the entire county but there's something rotten inside. Nothing a good spanking wouldn't fix." he chuckled.
"I can just see that," Alex laughed, "that white skirt pulled up...I just decided I need to run home and take care of something," he sighed.
***********************************************
School let out, the boys graduated and frustrated their last summer before heading off to start their independent lives and their main haunt was gone.
The story of the girl came to light, both grossing them out and intriguing them. She was Mrs. Seabanks, wife of 66-year-old Walter Seabanks. 23 years old, graduate of Barnard. Her maiden name was Ashton, yes that Ashton. The multi-billionaire family from Connecticut. It was a political marriage between the most powerful family in New Jersey and the Ashtons. No one had a clue what induced Walter and his young wife to move to this midwestern town, but soon everyone just went about their business and it was almost like the estate next door was in a different state altogether.
The people of the town were surprised the couple had no house staff, expecting butlers and maids, but all that they seemed to require was a single maid, periodic grocery deliveries, and a cleaning service coming in every Saturday.
"I miss that fucking pool, I mean whenever it isn't inundated with screaming brats." Alex sighed. He looked at his friend, "Your dad told us this property cost $100,000 more just because it was next to the park. He must be pissed."
"I miss that diving board," Jerry sighed, "Have you ever heard them using it?" he asked his friend.
"You know, I don't think I've heard a sound. What a waste!" Gordon sighed. They looked out as the blonde climbed into her Roadster, a gear bag tossed into the rear, "I never know whether I want to ride her or drive the car more," he sighed.
"Where's she going?" Jerry asked, "Tennis?"
"Looks like it. I have a thought. Tuesday is the day the maid is off and since the house is empty, I found a tree we can climb to get over the wall. I want to see what they did with the pool. I heard it was really upgraded." Blair urged.
Gordon nodded, "It was," he looked thoughtful, "You know. Grab some shorts from my drawer. Let's do this. I want my last summer here to be memorable and what better place than the pool we all grew up enjoying," he said angrily.
"Gordo's pissed," Blair smiled, "Fuck! I am too. They walled off the best part of this fucking town!"
The four boys had no issue climbing the tree and dropping over the wall. They'd tied a rope to the large branch so they could easily get back over and laughing, ran across the perfect lawn to the pool.
"Motherfucker!" Alex cried, "Look at this, two diving boards, a huge slide. This is ten times better than it was." He looked at his watch, "An hour. We'd better clear out before the bitch gets back," he said.
The boys lost track of time and as they were getting out, they heard the angry voice.
"Who are you and what the hell do you think you're doing?" the blonde yelled as she strode across the lawn. She held up her phone, "I'm calling the police!"
Alex ran over to her, slapping the phone out of her hand, "Shut the fuck up, bitch. This was our pool, our place to play and you waltz in here as if we're nothing and destroy the best part of this town. Do you even use this pool? Have you ever gone in?" he asked.
Tiffany suddenly felt exposed, fearful. These four boys outweighed her by at least 70 lbs. each surrounding her and she found it hard to sound firm "Listen, this is my property and you need to leave, now," she ordered in a cracking voice. "Wait! What are you doing?" she cried as two of the boys picked her up.
Jerry and Blair carried the writhing, kicking girl down to the pool and tossed her halfway across when her screams were swallowed up as she went under.
They all dove in as the girl tried to swim to the other side, but they grabbed her and pulled her into the middle of the shallow end.
Tiffany tried to strike out at one of the boys but felt her wrists grabbed easily. "Stop, stop it, what are you doing?" she cried out.
Gordon went under yanking off her tennis skirt and thong while Alex tore off her top and bra. They released her, stepping back rethinking what they were doing. The girl wrapped her arms across her chest and shoved one of the boys out of the way as she quickly waded to the side.
"We can't let her, Oh fuck!" Blair blurted out.
Jerry caught the girl right at the edge of the pool, "Don't think about calling the cops," he hissed in her ear. His cock started throbbing as he wrapped his arm around the girl, a firm tit under his right hand. He pulled her close, pressing his crotch against her ass.
Tiffany felt the firm shaft pressing against her and felt rising panic, "I won't say a word, please let me go. Don't rape me, please," she cried.
The other boys came over just as Jerry released the girl. She quickly turned and kneed the boy who grabbed her and as he fell back she scrambled up, but Gordon caught her ankle and held her in place as he got out of the pool. "I am so sick of a stuck-up cunt like you taking over this town treating us like we're trash and you're some sort of goddess," he hissed into her ear.
The other boys climbed out, looking down at those flopping tits, trimmed bush. "Without your Yve Saint Laurents and Guccis, you're just another little slut, aren't you?" Blair hissed at her.
Tiffany was kicking and struggling as they carried her over to one of the lounge chairs. They tossed her down and held her there panting. She looked wide-eyed at each of the boys and whimpered, "please, please don't hurt me, don't...stop!" she said as Blair grabbed a breast.
"They're real," he said, "feel them. Damn, she's fucking gorgeous. She might be a cunt, but wow! What a babe!"
Gordon grabbed a breast, squeezing hard. Her nipples were rock hard and she had gone limp knowing resisting was futile. "Wow, I've never seen any all-natural tit so big before," he sighed, "Unless we're talking Stephanie, but she's what, 250 pounds?" He pulled hard on a nipple causing the girl to cry out.
"Guys, check this out," Jerry said. He'd recovered from the blow to his nuts and was standing at the foot of the chair. The girl's furry labia were swollen and opened up, "The little slut is excited." He slid a finger along the girl's slit and held the glistening digit up.
"This is all an act, isn't it?" Alex asked. He yanked down his shorts, letting his hard cock spring free. "Is this what you want? You sluts love getting your cock on the side, don't you?"
Tiffany looked as the four boys stepped out of their shorts, all sporting cocks twice the size of Walter's, not that that was saying much. "No, please, I'm not a slut," she said plaintively. "How about I just suck you boys off, then I'll never say a word. Believe me, I've only ever been with one man."
"How about we see," Gordon ordered, "You can start with me," he said. He and the others watched warily as she got up slowly and rolled off the chair, to kneel in front of the boy.
Tiffany was skilled at this as Walter demanded she gets good at sucking cock, instructing her to take all of him while fingering his ass. She proudly remembered after a month after he'd cum in her mouth flatly telling her that she sucked cock like a pro. Hours of practicing with various fruits and vegetables paid off...though sucking Walter's soft shaft was tons easier. She was now hoping the boys would be happy with her skills and leave her alone.
Gordon was surprised how skillfully licked and sucked on his cock. He'd assumed a stuck-up bitch like this would never deign to put a penis in her mouth, but she was as good if not better than Laurie at school...and Laurie was rarely without a date.
The boys looked at each other, but Alex trotted over and grabbed a towel, "Here," he said as he laid the folded cloth next to her knees.
The girl looked gratefully at the boy, "Thanks. This hurts the knees," she said before taking the cock back into her mouth. She saw two boys standing close so she reached up to stroke the boys' cocks. She did that to get it over with but then shuddered as she realized it made her look too eager. Internally sighing, she sucked harder and took more of the boy's cock in her mouth. It felt fake as it was so hard. She hated herself for admitting it, but this was so much better than the limp dick Walter mustered after a lot of foreplay.
Jerry felt left out but saw that nice ass so he knelt behind the girl and slid a hand between her legs. She tried to wiggle away but she couldn't hide that she was dripping. When he slipped a finger inside her she moaned loudly on Gordon's cock and lifted her ass. He opened her legs, lined up his cock, and pressed the head against her wet snatch.
Tiffany wanted to cry out to stop, that this wasn't part of the deal and she wasn't on the pill but this felt good. This was a hard cock, a fat firm shaft of flesh. Not the noodle Walter had to work inside her. 'Damn you, father,' she thought for the thousandth time, 'You and your fucking business deals,' she fumed.
The girl tried to make it hard on the boy but as the head popped inside her, her loud groan did not sound unhappy, she stopped wiggling and relaxed as he entered her. She was extremely wet and he had no issue burying his cock inside her. He gripped those perfect creamy cheeks, pounding his cock harder into her sloshing snatch. He looked at the tight brown bud and pressed his thumb against it. "Fuck guys, she has been a bitch all along because she's not being satisfied."
Tiffany felt her pussy responding to the building pressure as more of the boy's cock entered her. She no longer wanted to resist, to run, and heard a strange guttural grunting with every thrust the boy made. She stopped immediately realizing it was her. Women of class never sounded like rutting beasts, never begged for a penis. She stifled another deep moan as the fat cock pressed against her cervix and a fat thumb penetrated her ass. Never in a million years had she envisioned herself with a cock in her mouth, one in each hand and another pounding her vagina...wait! The boy didn't have a rubber and she and Walter had been trying to give him an heir.
Gordon stepped back as the girl suddenly gave a frantic push, "Sorry, was I choking you?" he asked.
Tiffany looked back at Jerry, "Stop. I'm not on the pill and I'm fertile right now. Walter and I have been trying to have kids for the last year," she pleaded. "Can't you just let me suck you off?" she begged. "I promise, swear to God I'll tell no one...please?"
Jerry watched the girl put her head down as he continued to fuck that tight cunt, "Are you sure? I think you like this," he said.
"Oh, God, oh, God," she panted, "Ok, can you at least pull out, please?" She felt the boy pick up the pace accompanied by the foreign-sounding grunts coming from deep inside her. "Damn!" she sighed as she put her head down. Never once in her life had she imagine being taken like this...a cock on her mouth and another in her vagina. One of the boys reached under to grab a breast and she felt an ache, a burning in her groin as he pinched and pulled on her nipple. She realized today was the first time in her life a boy or man had ever touched her breasts and she was shocked at how good they felt.



Blair joined Alex playing with those huge natural tits, grinning at each other. The girl's back was completely flushed and she was pushing back on the long shaft stabbing her. The sounds of her wet snatch being invaded and her increasingly loud grunts echoed off the walls of the two outbuildings. Gordon had knelt and the girl eagerly opened her mouth.
The blonde's humiliation at being treated like a whore was fading as the almost painful aching increased and a cock began stabbing the back of her throat. She felt a surge of pride being able to take a penis twice as long as her husband's down her throat. Then there were the boys playing with her breasts. She'd always had somewhat sensitive nipples making it hard to wear the open-backed dresses and gowns, but now they were on fire, almost painful in their intensity.
***********************************************
Hers was a strange life, mapped out from the day she was born to one of the richer families in the world. Her mother drummed into her that her duty was to family first and to ignore any distractions...distractions like boys. She was promised to the scion of another rich family who required an heir. Walter had never been married, never actually was seen with any woman other than as ornamentation at balls and other social events.
Their marriage was one of political expediency and even though it was the event of the year in certain social circles, it was just a sham. Their marriage wasn't even consummated until weeks after the event as the man showed no interest in his new wife, always driving or flying off to attend to his businesses.
Tiffany was wondering if she'd die a virgin and had been trained to please her husband for years. Her mother had spent hours showing her how to take care of a man, but all that seemed meaningless as she never even was in the same bed. When he finally came to her, he did something mother never covered, he'd demanded her ass. She'd finally lost her virginity a few days after that and she'd found out her maid had reported to Mr. Seabanks she was at her peak. At least he lasted a long time but made no effort to please her. His eyes were closed the entire time and never touched her breasts as mother told her he would. "You have a spectacular body and Walter will most likely spend a lot of time here," she'd cupped her daughter's breasts, "and I'm sure he'll be putting his penis here," she added.
She went to an all-girls private school then attended Barnard graduating Summa Cum Laude, but with little chance of ever using her degree. There were few boys and those that there were were fully vetted by dad and mom and all dates were with a chaperone so she could get comfortable in social situations. It was known in their entire social circle she was promised to Walter Seabanks and hands-off. Until her wedding night, she'd never seen a penis though various boys had surreptitiously pressed her hands on the front of their pants. She remembered overhearing a boy at the reception telling a friend that he'd never seen such a waste of good pussy in his life. She thought it was incredibly rude to say that so she'd gone over and slapped him.
The wedding was attended by hundreds, all toasting the happy couple but Tiffany remembered little of the ceremony or the reception. What she did remember was her being told over and over that she needs to produce an heir quickly. She'd met her future husband just a few times over the years and liked him...but more like a favorite uncle. He was a kind man, old, but always kind to her. It struck her as strange that he was as old as her grandparents, but dad always looked at her proudly whenever the coming nuptials were mentioned.
Tiffany had butterflies in her stomach anticipating their wedding night. Her friends smiled knowingly, telling her at first it might hurt a little, but then she'd love it. That night, Walter sat on her bed...she'd been given her own boudoir...asked her about where she was in her cycle. This struck her as an odd first question but she told him it was safe, and when she went to pull him towards her, he'd nodded and got up and left the room. She'd gotten not even a kiss.
It was two weeks later that they'd consummated the marriage but it was her bent over as he stuck a finger in her ass before replacing it with his penis. Then a few days later, expecting her ass to be taken he'd surprise her by ripping her hymen. It wasn't pleasant like mother insisted it would be. After that, he'd come to her room and insist she suck his cock, bend over and if she were fertile, cum in her pussy and if not, put himself in her ass. He no longer seemed to need the maid to inform him of her cycles, insisting she prep her ass to let him know how to get his pleasure. Her family, specifically her mother, was asking more and more when she'd have a grandchild. Walter seemed disappointed in her every time she menstruated but didn't know what to do about it.
***********************************************
Jerry felt himself getting close as he thrust harder into the blonde. She was now enthusiastically responding vocally, her ass humping back against him, nipples now rock-hard and her grunts no longer restrained. He was shocked at her response as she seemed such a cold fish whenever they'd seen her but she must have realized she'd have to make the best out of this situation she was in and decided to enjoy herself. "Who knew this bitch was in heat?" he chuckled to his friends.
Tiffany suddenly felt an uncomfortable ache in her bladder...in her uterus. She couldn't stop the boy and felt humiliated she was going to pee all over the boy behind her if she couldn't hold it. "Mmmmmmpppphhhhh, mmmmmppppphhhhhh, mmmmmppppphhhhh," she moaned as the intense ache became too much and she felt her insides explode. She felt warm fluids gushing down her thighs and started crying as she grunted loudly.
Jerry's balls and cock were soaked as the woman came and he grinned at his friends, "Wow! I've never been with a squirter before," he chuckled. "Wait, Gordon. She's crying," he said as he pulled out of the wet cunt.
The boy was close to cumming in the woman's mouth but stopped seeing the tears streaming out of the woman's eyes. "Shit, did we hurt you?" he asked. "Ok, crap! I think we got carried away," he said stepping back.
Tiffany collapsed onto the chaise panting, "What was that?" she asked. She looked back at the wet pool on the stone, "Did I pee? It was so intense...did you damage me in some way?" she cried. "Oh, Christ. This is so humiliating."
Jerry sat next to the naked woman, "You came." seeing the blank look on her face, "You came...orgasmed. You never orgasmed before?" he asked surprised. "A babe like you must have had hundreds by now," she said softly.
The girl's large blue eyes looked up at him, "No, never. It hurt at first but...then something...snapped inside and that felt good," she said softly. She started sobbing again not sure why...but it was as if the frustration of 23 years of being under someone's thumb had been released. She felt the strong arms of the boy hold her.
Jerry looked at his friends. "Look, I know we'll probably all be in jail by nightfall for losing it as we did, but I feel like shit. Let's take you inside and clean you up before you call the police."
The three other boys looked at the tear-streaked face then at each other and nodded, "I guess you're right. Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" Gordon spat, "What were we thinking?"
Tiffany put her arms around the boy's neck as he carried her to the house. She realized it had just been a half-hour since she looked out the door and saw the boys splashing in the pool. "You can put me down," she sighed, "and relax. I'm not calling the police," she said. "I get it. This was your rec center and my husband bought it and walled it off...and I've been a bitch," she sighed. She looked at the naked boys, "Would you like something to drink?"
Blair laughed, "You are amazing," he said. "Beautiful, sexy, and amazing." He took her hand, leading her to the expensive white leather couch, "I want to give you another orgasm," he said.
The girl looked shocked, "But I just had one, at least that's what you said it was," she blushed. "Don't I have to wait until I have another?"
"You can have another," Gordon smiled, "You can have multiple orgasms...tell me you've never heard of those," he said. Seeing her shake her head, "Can we show you how?" He looked over at a clock, "When is your husband getting home?"
Tiffany sighed, "Late. It seems when I'm fertile he works later than other nights. I feel bad though, I orgasmed but you boys haven't," she said looking at the half-hard cocks all a lot larger than her husband's. She let herself be laid back on the couch and was surprised when the tall boy knelt between her legs and began kissing the inside of her thighs.
Alex and Jerry came over to each play with a breast, sucking on an erect nipple. Gordon was watching the four naked bodies when the women's hand reached out to stroke his cock.
"Come here. I think you must be feeling frustrated," she sighed as she stroked his cock. She then gasped as she felt lips and tongue on her pussy for the first time in her life. At first, she was embarrassed the boy must be disgusted with her sopping crotch but the way he pressed his face against her and how his tongue probed and entered her while moaning happily, she forgot all about it.
Gordon leaned over and felt the girl eagerly take him back into her mouth. What a sight. The girl had put her feet on the couch, legs splayed as wide as she could, her ass lifted and humping against Blair's slick face, two other boys' lips clamped onto her flushed breasts and her mouth engulfing his cock. He'd watched hundreds of hours of porn and had never seen anything so erotic.
Tiffany felt it again and wondered if it would be as intense. She had only Walter's orgasms to compare and his were quick and then he'd be uninterested in sex until the next night. She had an incredible renewed desire for sex. She'd endured intercourse up to now, neither her husband's cock in her ass nor her vagina doing much of anything for her. Was it being taken by four virile boys? Raped? Or was it the attention given to pleasuring her? 'Wow!' she thought, 'My nipples feel like they're on fire.'
Blair felt it was time, directing his attention to the hard nub and by hearing her gasps muffled by his friend's cock in her mouth, he suspected she'd be cumming soon. He slid s finger into her velvety cunt, pumping into her rapidly as she humped harder against his face.
The girl was now sucking harder and moaning on Gordon's cock and he had never had a girl stick her finger in his ass and just as he gasped out he was cumming, she pressed her face against his pubes and grunted rhythmically. He felt her throat rapidly swallow as she also orgasmed.
Blair flicked his tongue rapidly against her clit as her pelvis ground against his face. He was disappointed she didn't squirt having heard it was incredible to taste but was happy to have gotten her off.
Tiffany felt those wonderful waves of pleasure peak, wash through her entire body then slowly fade. It left her feeling more content than she'd felt ever in her entire life. She never quit sucking on the fat cock in her mouth through the entire orgasm milking all his cream from the shaft. Walter stressed early on that she would always swallow and was surprised when the boy apologized for cumming in her mouth.
"Sorry, that was rude of me," Gordon said softly, "I've never just done that before," he sighed. He looked down at the naked woman, "Christ, you're beautiful," he sighed.
Tiffany sat up looking at the three hard erections sticking straight up or out from their lean bodies. They sure were different than Walter who'd acquired a generous stomach over his much smaller penis. She had a thought and started laughing, "You boys came over, stripped me, raped me, and gave me more pleasure in one hour than my husband has the entire marriage," he looked at each, "and other than your friend here, none of you has used me as promised." She stood, taking two of the boys' hands, looking at the third. "Let's go up to my bedroom so you can finish what you started," she said.
"You have your own bedroom?" Jerry asked, "Rich people, never understood them."
The blonde nodded, "Walter. He prefers sleeping alone," she sighed.
Alex took the woman in his arms and kissed her, "He's probably smart. If I had you lying next to me I'd be hard all the time," he said, his hands exploring her ass to the chest. He felt his cock throb to full hardness as she put her arms around his neck.
Tiffany wanted to feel this boy inside her remembering how it felt with the other boy. Pushing the boy down on the bed, she climbed on and guided his cock inside her wet pussy. "Ooooohhhh, yessss," she sighed as two hands grabbed her tits. "I think I like it like this." She looked over at the boy who'd been screwing her by the pool, "In the top drawer, you'll find gel," she said.
"Really?" Jerry asked, "I guess I didn't expect..." he said as he went over.
Blair knelt on the bed next to the woman, stroking his cock. She leaned over and took him in her mouth, looking up at him. She pressed her face forward until her lips met his pubic hair.
Gordon watched as Jerry got behind that great ass and pressed his cock against her tight bud. He shook his head in disbelief as the woman groaned happily as Jerry buried his cock in her ass. You just never know, he thought.
Tiffany had a thought and quit sucking on the boy's cock, "I'd like all of you to orgasm in my vagina. I know I said we're trying to get pregnant but I don't think Walter's heart is in it and if you boys can help out, I'd be forever grateful," she said looking at each boy. "I'm at peak fertility right now so if you want to take turns..."
The rest of the afternoon and evening, the boys took turns with Mrs. Seabanks, though she told them they could call her Tiff or Tiffany. When the last boy climbed off her, she lay back feeling different, more at peace than she'd ever felt in her life. It was strange, the throbbing in her groin, the aching in her nipples and she knew she'd never want to go back to being poked in the rear most of the month by her husband.
"I suggest you boys leave now. Walter will be home in about a half-hour but I know you picked today as Tuesday is the maid's day off. I'll see you next week? Same time, same place? And you're wrong, I use the pool. I swim laps daily," she smiled at the four.
***********************************************
Walter Seabanks looked up as the maid trotted in, a big smile on her face, "What is it, Maria?"
"Mrs. Seabanks is late. I'll be helping her with the pregnancy test and I'll let you know. If it's positive I have an appointment with Dr. Samuals to confirm! Isn't this the most marvelous news?" she beamed.
Walter nodded and smiled at the girl. "Thank you, Maria, and please keep me apprised. Oh, and who are these town boys Mrs. Seabanks hired? Is this something we need?"
"Oh, no, we don't need them but there's been a bit of unhappiness that the household hasn't been helping the community so Mrs. Seabanks thought hiring some kids for summer jobs might help alleviate that," she said nervously.
Walter nodded, "She came up with that idea herself?" he sounded disbelieving. Seen the young girl nod he sighed, "It's not much so tell her it's a good idea."
Maria waited to be dismissed but the man was buried in his spreadsheets so she turned and left.
***********************************************
There was an outpouring of support from the Ashton and Seabank families on hearing that Walter was finally getting an heir. Some had been maneuvering to be in a position to get whatever piece they could had he died without a child and they were not so celebratory. Others were extremely glad and Tiffany found herself being visited by her parents, cousins, and other relatives until she finally put her foot down pleading a need for rest.
The boys were daily visitors, doing odd jobs and meaningless projects while earning money for college...except for Tuesdays where their duties changed. Their parents couldn't understand why their three hours per day jobs became eight hours once a week, but they were happy they were at least bringing home paychecks.
Tiffany was also relieved that Walter never visited her late at night anymore, apparently happy he was to have an heir. She didn't miss the disinterested pokes with the tiny penis instead eagerly anticipating the weekly romps with the virile young boys.
The boys were more careful with Tiffany when she started her third trimester, but she was even more eager for their cocks. They'd been going through the mansion screwing the woman of the house in each room, on each surface and this day they had the blonde bent over the nine-foot billiards table, taking turns fucking her ass when the buzzer at the main gate went off.
"Oh, Christ!" Tiffany moaned, "I was so close. Hand me my clothes and you boys better get out until I find out who that is." She kissed each one and shooed them out. She pulled on her yoga pants and the loose top, went over the intercom, "Yes?"
"Mrs. Seabanks? This is Sherriff Grant, um, can we talk?" the voice asked.
Tiffany had a bad feeling and pressed the release on the gate, "Come on in, I'll meet you at the front door," she said. She looked down at herself wishing she could shower first but there would be no time.
She opened the door and saw a pair of policemen. "Come in, sorry to keep you waiting but I was in the very back of the house," she smiled. "Can I get you water, juice...anything?" she asked politely.
"I'm sorry, Mrs. Seabanks, but were here on official business. This is Deputy Carlson, I'm..."
"Sheriff Grant, yes. Come in. Please. Let's find a place to sit," she said nervously. "And please, call me Tiffany."
"Mrs...Tiffany, I'm afraid this is not good news...your husband, um had a heart attack earlier this afternoon, um. Christ! He was at a motel over in Springdale when we got the call," he said softly. "By the time the paramedics got there, he was gone."
Tiffany put her hand over her mouth and fell back, "He died? In a motel? Where's Springdale? I never heard of it. Are you sure it was him?" she babbled.
Deputy Carlson nodded, "Ma'am, I was first on the scene and he..yes, it was him. His Silver Cloud was out front and he had his identification on...well in his clothes, that is," he finished.
"Oh, God!" she cried, "He was with someone, wasn't he. Shit! Another woman was it?"
"Not another woman, a man, a William Staley. Do you know him? What we know so far he's a lawyer with your husband's company and the guest book shows they'd been meeting there for months. Did you know your husband was...um, gay?" Sheriff Grant asked.
"Christ, no. He's gay? He likes men better?" she asked wondering why she'd never realized that sooner. So much makes sense now, she thought.
***********************************************
There was no prenup, not that in the case of death any was needed and now Tiffany Seabanks was a multi-billionaire. She donated the house and grounds to the city asking that it be named the Walter F. Seabanks Memorial Park, bought a more modest house down the street, and became involved in the community. The upgraded pool was a huge hit with all the kids, the house was turned into a library and museum, and the walls bordering the property torn down making access easy for all.
Tiffany was bogged down in corporate meetings for a couple of months before she was satisfied the new management structure was staffed with those she trusted, then she was nearing the due date so she forced herself to take it easy. The birth was easier than she'd heard and instantly fell in love with the tiny thing.



It was early June and the boys were over sipping lemonade and taking turns holding the baby boy, "You know who he looks like," Tiffany asked them, "Look at the hair, the eyes," she said as she looked intently at Gordon.
"Really?" the boy asked peering at the cute face. "I thought he looked more like Jerry, but I'd be thrilled if it were mine," he smiled.
"It's the five of ours," the blonde said. "I want to discuss something else. I want you boys to go to college...I know you took a year off after graduating to help out and you've been great but you need to get on with your lives. Don't worry about tuition. I talked to your parents and they are...well, very happy I offered. I want you all to be part of Wally's life growing up, I want you part of mine but you need degrees, ok?"
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***********************************************
"Fuck!" Aaron groaned, "I can't believe..."
"It's true," Jerry patted his friend on the shoulder, "I saw her with that guy from Jefferson, you know, with the black Beemer. Harper and I went up to Treetop to make out and saw them pull in a couple of cars down. I wasn't sure it was her until she got out to pee behind some trees, but it was Bethany. What do you want us to do?" the boy asked as he looked around the locker room, "We can take him."
The tall QB shook his head, "No, let it go. I never told her we were going steady or gave her my class ring or anything. Shit! I'd love to take down that cocky asshole but I can't do anything that will hurt my scholarship at State."
"It's your own fault, you know," Brandon sighed, "You always are going with the girls with the best bodies, biggest tits. Every guy wants to get naked with your girlfriends."
Aaron Johnson laughed, "Yeah, I do seem to always find the hottest chicks here. Damn! I can't wait for the fall to start, when I was recruited I met a few of the cheerleaders, and man! It's going to be sick working my way through all that prime flesh," he grinned evilly. He looked over at Doug Crandall, his favorite target, "You're lucky...I mean Hannah is beautiful but...you know," he said.
Daryl laughed, "No tits? Man, why does she even bother with a bra?"
"I'll bet it's her nipples. Does she have those nipples that poke out when excited?" Brandon asked the taller boy.
"Guys, let's not talk about my girlfriend like that. She's a great person, ok?" Doug said as he shoved his gear into his gym bag, "I'm outta here."
"He's lucky for other reasons than her not getting hit on. You didn't know?" Lucas said from the bench behind them, "There was an article in some Journal, British or something that they did a study and found a correlation between breast sizes and vagina sizes. Smaller tits, tighter cunts. They stressed it was a generalization but Doug can tell us, is Hannah really tight? I mean, she has no tits at all so she must be almost constricting."
The boy picked up his bag and headed for the door, "I'm not going there. She's way too good for any of you guys," he spat.
After the door closed, Aaron looked bemused. "I wonder if that's true?" He laughed, "I'd never have considered it since I love melons...and not just for breakfast."
***********************************************
Hannah stroked Doug's back, sighing happily. "That was amazing. Usually, you wait until the parents are asleep. Good practice today?" She felt his plump shaft sliding slowly in and out of her as she basked in the post-orgasmic bliss.
The boy's cock was still firm in the blonde's tight hole as he kissed his way down the blonde's neck. She responded as his lips crept down her right breast by arching her back offering him her erect nipple.
The boy took the half-inch long nub between his lips, flicking his tongue rapidly as he gently sucked. She was blessed with the most beautiful nipples he'd ever seen, areolas that puffed way out, those larger-than-erasers sized rubbery tips eagerly offering themselves to his mouth, so sensitive he suspected he could get her off just by sucking on them.
"Oh, baby, yessss," she sighed. She always had to wear padded bras as even the softest cloth would arouse and stimulate her nipples. She might have tiny boobs if you can call them that but actually increased her chest size when aroused. She'd wondered about that and with her nipples quiesced she was 34" on top, but when aroused she was 36". She always bought 34A bras but wished she knew how to ask the bra-fitters at the department store whether that mattered. Doug was hard again and she squealed happily as he flipped her onto her stomach, opening her legs wide. "That's it, take advantage of me you evil man," she groaned as his hard shaft re-entered her wet slit.
Doug wondered whether Lucas was full of shit or not, but didn't care. Hannah was the love of his life and tight or not, big tits or not he loved just being with her. On the other hand, she's got an unbelievable pussy. He loved this position with his arms wrapped around so he could stimulate her nipples, her tight ass cushioning his thrusts, and the way she humped back as he pounded her.
Hannah's nipples felt like they were on fire. Doug had never recovered so fast before and his pinching had never been so rough and she had never cum more than once when making love but that was going to change now, "Oh fuck! Yesss, yess, yessss," she cried, her ass slamming back up, slapping sounds echoing around the living room.
The boy kissed the back of Hannah's neck as she came, pulling harder on those hard nubs as he felt the welcome aching in his balls. "Oh fuck, baby, I'm...uuhhhh, uuuhhh, uhhh."
The girl opened her legs wider as she pressed her crotch back taking his sperm deep inside her vagina. She might be on the pill, but the thrill of a virile boy emptying his balls inside her was so arousing. When he was done and he'd collapsed onto her back, she reached back, slapping his sweaty ass, "We might want to get cleaned up and I suspect flip the cushion," she said softly aware of their fluids leaking out. "Why do we always forget to put down a towel?" she sighed.
After cleaning the couch, and flipping the cushion, Doug sighed, "I wish I didn't have to go, but I need to get to the store." He kissed his girlfriend, "Sucks. Can I come over at 9 tonight? My shift ends at 8 and...well, I still want to make love again."
Hannah kissed her boyfriend, "I'll leave my bedroom window open. Mom and dad always watch NCIS so they'll be oblivious," she smiled thinking how great it will be later that night.
***********************************************
"Sorry I have to blow out of here, but Jim wants me in early for the sale. I'm afraid we'll have to make it up tomorrow," he groaned noticing how hard her nipples were. 'Crap! I've never seen her so ready for sex before and God damn it!' he thought bitterly.
Hannah sighed, "I've been wet all day thinking of your cock, but it will make it all the better tomorrow. You'll make it up to me, I guarantee it," she kissed her boyfriend and sadly watched him leave. 'Dammit!' she thought. She'd been anticipating sex with Doug ever since he'd gone down on her the night before. He never complained when doing this but after twice stopping to pick hair out of his mouth she wanted to surprise him. She waved as he took the walkway in front of the living room picture window on his way to the driveway. She looked at her tee-shirt and shorts thinking she'll surprise him tomorrow. He had to see how aroused she was and that would probably bother him all night.
The blonde had come home from school, stripped down, and climbed into the bath. Julie had told her how to clean up down there so she took the razor and shaving cream and carefully shaved her labia perfectly smooth. Then she'd shaved her dirty-blonde bush into a narrow landing strip. After drying off, she'd put on a new lacy bra and matching thong. This was not the type of bra she'd ever be able to wear to school, but for a bit of personal time with Doug...'Oh well,' she thought, 'I'd better change since every move I make just makes them harder,' she brushed her thumbs across the two bumps causing her knees to buckle.
Doug stopped at the main road, waiting for a Z3 to go by, groaning as the car turned into his road without a turn signal. 'Asshole!' he thought, then looked in the rearview mirror. 'Was that Aaron?' he thought. 'Does he know someone else on Hannah's street or is he there to see her? That makes no sense...or does it?' He'd mentioned in gym class that he'd be tied up at the store all day for the sale moaning he'd not be able to play softball with the guys. 'Crap!' he wished he could go back but he promised Jim he'd be there at 3.
Hannah was about the head to her bedroom when she heard a car in the driveway. Not her parents as they were heading downtown for some business function...Doug? She saw Aaron Johnson get out of his car, so she went to the door, opening it after he'd knocked. "Aaron? Doug's not here," she said before he could speak.
"Oh, that's Ok. I really just want to ask you about the Physics test tomorrow. Do you have time?" he asked.
Hannah was the top student in their class and was acing Physics along with every other class so this wasn't unusual. What was unusual was how aroused she was feeling and she wanted to give an excuse, but saw the pleading look on the tall boy's face, "Sure, come on in." She blushed as the boy looked at her chest for more than a glance before smiling and stepping in.
'Holy crap!' Aaron thought, 'those cannot be real.' He tried to act nonchalant as he went over to the couch and pulled out his textbook. "I just can't grasp..." He opened the textbook to the latest chapter, "How the hell am I going to pass the test Monday with this crap?" he asked.
Hannah had sat down on the couch but moved closer to see the section to which the boy was referring. "No one gets it," she sighed, "I mean, perhaps Einstein and a few others but it's best if you just memorize these formulae here and here," she stifled a groan the thin bra scraping across her nipples as she pointed to the entries.
"Are you alright?" Aaron asked?
"Sorry, I might have pulled something in my back during PE today," she lied. She reached over and turned the page leaning a bit closed to the boy, "These will be on the exam also so just memorize them," she said.
"Hey, you do look stiff. Here," he said tossing the book aside, "I've had hundreds of massages after practices and games, I can make you feel a lot better," he said as he took her shoulders turning her back to him.
Hannah wanted to protest but allowed the boy's strong hands to work on the muscles in the back and shoulders. He was good and she did feel knots being discovered and worked, but her nipples were now screaming as the bra was being pulled one way and the other as he kneaded her flesh. She felt an unwelcome feeling between her legs as her stimulated chest sent jolts down to her crotch. She closed her eyes trying both to ignore and to savor the intense feeling and unconsciously raised her arms as the boy pulled off her shirt.
Aaron looked at that tight back, the lacy purple bra strap, her rib expanding as she took deep breaths. He knew she was aroused and he had her but he took his time, "You feel better? I can work on these muscles if you lie on your stomach," he said as he stroked just above her shorts.
Doug drove up the highway thinking he'd call Hannah but that just seemed like he didn't trust her. Aaron might be visiting anyone on her street and even if he did drop by, a lot of the kids came to her for schoolwork help. His musings were broken by the ringing phone.
"Hello? Hey Jim. Really? When? Ok, yeah, no...it's all good. I'll see you Monday... yeah good luck." He tossed the phone on the seat as he turned around. 'What the fuck!' he thought, 'Gas leak the day our annual blowout sale starts, weird,' he thought.
Hannah lay on her stomach, nipples aching under the pressure of the cushion as the boy skillfully worked the kinks out of her lower back. She wondered idly if her wetness seeped through her shorts but didn't want the boy to stop. He seemed to be very professional as he spent time on each tight area he encountered so she relaxed and let him continue onto the ass.
"Do you mind if I slip these off? I assume you have panties," he asked. Seeing her sigh and nod, he reached around as she lifted her hips and undid the shorts. "Oh wow!" he gasped seeing the purple thong, "Nice underwear," he said softly.
Hannah blushed having forgotten what she'd worn for Doug. She just softly said "Thanks," and lay on her face feeling her face redden even more. She wished she knew how to stop the boy as his kneading spread her ass cheeks knowing the lacy crotch would be dark with her fluids.
Aaron inhaled deeply, the warm sweet scent of arousal wafting up. She had the cutest puckered asshole he'd ever seen, 'Do flat-chested girls also have tighter assholes?' he mused. He continued down the back of her thighs making sure he moved her legs apart. 'Holy crap! She's soaking,' he thought, "She'll be so ready...so eager,' he felt excitement in his groin. He looked at her ass cheeks subtly flex as she humped the couch.
The blonde realized what she was doing and stopped hoping the boy didn't see that. She was now groaning as he hit the muscles in her legs and feet. She'd never had a massage before and wondered why. Not as good as sex but close, she thought.
"Turn over so I can do your quads," Aaron ordered. He was pleased she never hesitated and rolled onto her back. He groaned seeing her pronounced mons, sopping slit, and her nipples sticking up a good half-inch from her otherwise flat chest, "I'm sorry, but you are fucking gorgeous," he sighed.
Hannah opened her eyes seeing his gaze look up and down her body. She'd talked to her friends about him and all said he was obsessed with large tits so she was surprised. She patted her chest, "But not your type I hear," she smiled.
Running his hands up and down her muscular thighs he chuckled, "I'm reconsidering." He looked at the thong and could tell she'd shaved except for the tiny patch, "beautiful...really beautiful," he said. "I'd better finish the rub down and go before I attack you," he chuckled. "Pardon me for saying this, but I love the bra and panty set, great color."
"Thaks, I got them for Doug, but I guess that didn't happen," she sighed, her eyes catching the tent in the boy's pants. "I'm sure you'll resist any urges since Doug is a good friend and teammate," she said softly.
Aaron kneaded one thigh then the other, his fingers intentionally brushing the wet crotch. Her quick gasps with no sign she didn't like it made him bolder. He bent one leg up as if working her adductor muscles and let his fingers slip under the damp fabric. Her breathing was getting heavier as he worked and her pelvis was rocking up every time he reached the top of her inner thighs. He then bent the other leg also working the inner thigh muscles. She made no move to straighten the first leg so she was lying back, legs spread wide. Her warm aroma was incredibly arousing and he'd never felt his cock so hard before.
Eyes closed, Hannah was now loudly grunting as the boy periodically touched near or on her clit fighting to impending orgasm. She hoped he'd stop accidentally brushing his fingers across her clit while wishing he'd stop fucking around and rub her there. She sighed either in disappointment or relief when he crawled between her legs and gently rubbed her abdomen before massaging her obliques. His hands went up her sides and around her breasts avoiding contact with her aching nipples.
Aaron still didn't want to rush, wanted to tease rubbing her pecs, latissimus dorsi, and serratus muscles. As he leaned forward his thigh pressed against her wet crotch and he felt her hump enticingly against him.
Doug stopped at the end of Hannah's driveway disappointed to see the grey Z3 parked in front of the garage. He considered pulling in, but instead parked down the street and walked back.
Hannah was losing control of her will as she ground her pussy against the boy's muscular leg and cried out when he finally slid his hands across her chest. "Oh fuck!" she grunted as an abrupt orgasm hit her.
Aaron was shocked having never seen a girl cum without him spending a lot of time stimulating her pussy. He pinched her nipples as she writhed against him, face and chest fully flushed, grunting out "Oh God, oh God," over and over.
Hannah felt the last intense waves flow through her and collapsed back feeling tears well up, "Oh Christ! I can't believe I came," she cried. She put her hands over her face, "Sorry...sorry, this is embarrassing," she softly panted.
Aaron lay on top of the girl, his boner pressed fully against her still wide-open crotch, "It's all good. You obviously needed that," he said just before he kissed her.
Hannah opened her mouth wrapping her arms around the boy aware of the massive hard shaft pressing against her twat. She found herself opening her legs more and grinding her still aroused pussy against him.
Doug crept up to the living room window and peered in hoping to see nothing. Instead, he stepped back as if being punched. There was his friend and teammate lying on top of his naked girlfriend. He'd never even taken off his pants and was fucking her and she was totally into it. He staggered back bumping into the small sports car. At first, he thought he'd smash the windshield or kick in a door, but decided on something else.
Aaron was stroking the girl's chest, his thumbs flicking across her nipples as she sucked eagerly on his mouth. She raised her chest then her ass as he took off the last items she had on. When he yanked down his pants, the girl helping, he looked at her, "should I put on a rubber?"
"No, no need, fuck me," she sighed. "Oh, God! Wait...wait...wait...ahhhhh...yessss," she moaned as the fat head popped inside her. My God, you're huge," she grunted. "Take it slow...yesss, like that."
Aaron wanted to grab his phone and call Lucas to tell him he was right. He'd fucked dozens of girls but none had a cunt nearly as tight as this blonde's. His balls throbbed eagerly as he patiently worked his large cock inside the small girl and when he'd finally buried his cock fully inside her, she moaned loudly.
"Damn! I never thought...oh wow! Fuck me, fuck me hard," she said haltingly as the pressure became pleasure rather than pain.
The boy began driving into the girl whose head was turned up enjoying her grunts of pleasure. Her hands were gripping his back, her legs spread as wide as they would go when she cried out she was cumming again.
The blonde almost passed out as the arousal peaked and exploded through her body. She felt the spongy head slam over and over against her cervix as wave after wave pulse through her body.
After the girl relaxed, and no longer tried to meld with him, Aaron returned to a rhythmic fucking and felt himself getting close faster than he ever had before. He started to pull out but her hands on his ass pulled him against her.
"Cum inside me, I want to feel you empty your balls inside me," she panted.
Aaron closed his eyes as he savored the wonderfully tight cunt and continued to pound into that tight pussy. He felt it coming, his balls aching more, and just as he grunted out he was cumming, the girl gripped him hard and explode at the same time.
Doug had finished what he decided on and looked in the window once more, dreading the vision. He stared as he heard both cry out they were cumming with the image he'd never forget of the fat shaft buried deep in the fully shaven pussy of his girlfriend. He had the idle thought, did she shave for him or Aaron. He ducked back as the team's QB pulled out and stood looking over at the window.
"Wow!" Hannah sighed, "I'd never cum that many times before. I'll have to get more massages...never had one before, but I like it," she giggled.
Aaron looked back, "That was incredible. I know it's short notice, but do you want to go to the prom with me? Apparently Bethany and I are no more," he sighed.
Hannah stood and came over, "I can't," she said kindly, "Doug already asked me."
The boy nodded towards the picture window, "He might retract that," he said sadly.
The blonde gasped as she saw the boy glance back, an angry look on his face as he headed down the driveway.
Aaron deftly caught the fainting girl. He carried her to her bedroom and laid her on the bed. She looked up at him, sadness all over her face. "I'm sorry that happened...sorry he saw us, not sorry I was given the gift of fucking you," he said as he sat down. "I'll let him punch me on Monday or something," he said. Standing up, he sighed, "I should go."



Hannah looked at the still plump cock and groaned, "Mom and dad won't be back until late if you want to study more," she said, her hand stroking the pulsing cock.
Aaron didn't find out until 1 AM and then was halfway home when the TPS alarm sounded in his car that all four tires were going flat.
***********************************************
"You're so lucky," Brandon sighed. "You could have gone to State with Aaron and then found out. It's better this way," he said consolingly.
"Wow! You guys sure have weird a definition of lucky," he said looking down at his gym bag. "I still feel like I've been kicked in the balls over and over."
"I guess, but it would have been worse had you found out before changing your school and been stuck with the asshole...and Hannah.
Doug nodded. Hannah had also committed to State after both he and Aaron were successfully recruited so it was better to find out now. He thought about how strange it was. Here he was going to prom with Bethany, not because of any attraction they'd had for each other but since they were both suddenly without dates. On the other hand, she introduced him to tit-fucking and anal which he found he couldn't get enough of. Ironically, he accepted a scholarship to a school the next state over where the well-endowed girl was also going.
Hannah seemed to take on sudden popularity and found herself being asked out by just about every boy on the football team with Aaron encouraging her even though they began dating themselves. She loved the attention but she never got over her first love which she fucked up.
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***********************************************
"What did we forget?" Brock looked in the hatch. "Clothes, all toiletries, camera, I know there's something," he sighed.
Lauren came over and hugged her husband, "You can't have forgotten anything, I mean, you have two lists you've made. I'm sure if there's a single item there will be stores on the way," she chuckled.
The man nodded and looked at his beautiful wife. "I have you so all this other crap is superfluous," he kissed her.
The slender blonde felt a stirring as they played with each other's tongues in the driveway. It had been a week since she felt his hardness against her and was tingling in anticipation of the long-needed vacation.
Brock headed up a renovation project at work that took 18 months and was finished three months ahead of schedule. Their sex life had gone from two to three times a week to two to three times a month and even though they were both 40 they hadn't lost their drive, just the time and energy required for intimacy. When the project was completed Brock gave notice he was taking a four-week long overdue vacation and driving from Seattle to Naples Florida. The drive was long but he'd purchased a new Tesla Model S with 400 miles range and wanted to get it out on the road, plus Lauren had never been to half the lower 48 states and this would allow her to see much of the country.
"I'm wet already," she whispered in his ear, "I've been wet for months waiting for them to give me my husband back," she said as she pressed against him.
Brock felt her eagerness, sharing her frustration, "Every night...we have a year and a half to make up for," he said as he stroked her tight ass. He might have picked up a bit of a stomach but was in otherwise good shape. Lauren on the other hand was still the same girl he'd asked out freshman year at Gonzaga, 115 lbs. large perky breasts, narrow waist, tight ass...tight... "Fuck, I know what I'm forgetting," he slapped his forehead and trotted back into the house.
Lauren laughed as he came back with the pouch containing the fur-covered handcuffs her brother had given as a wedding present. "You're kidding, who is going to wear those? Not me," she giggled.
They made sure everything was off, locked up, and climbed into the car. "This is going to be fun," Brock grinned, "we might be sick of this car by the time we get back but right now I cannot wait to see how it does. We'll supercharge for 20 minutes over off Union then next stop, Lewiston."
"Look," Lauren pointed over to the I5 freeway entrance as they headed over to the charging station.
Brock looked and saw a tall boy with a sign walking towards the entrance, "Miami, Florida. Good luck getting a ride that far," he laughed. "I wonder how long that will take him?"
"Five days," Lauren looked at her husband, "We can give him a ride."
He pulled into the slot to charge and after plugging in, looked at his wife, "You're kidding I hope. I...we planned on me fucking your brains out tonight in Montana. How would that work out with a boy with us? Maybe he can't afford a room...I mean he does have a sleeping bag," he sighed.
Lauren stood by him and glared, "Be a good Samaritan. I'm sure he has money to get a room, but if you drive by that boy, don't expect anything for the next week, got it?"
Brock groaned, "Ok, he'll probably be picked up by a trucker long before we're done charging, but if he's still there we'll stop. Since this is your idea, you can clear out the back seat and put the crap in the frunk or the trunk."
Lauren felt disappointed as they came to the entrance not seeing the boy but then pointed, "There he is. He can't be 18 and looks like a good kid," she smiled. "Thanks, you're getting my best blowjob...when we're alone," she smiled.
"Yeah...when we're alone, I won't hold my breath. Now that you mention it I was hoping to get on as I drove, but now..." he sighed as he pulled in front of the kid opening the hatch.
Lauren leaned out the window, "Need a lift? Toss your pack in the back and climb in," she said.
The boy had never been in a Tesla before and commented on the screen and the seats before asking, "So how far are you going?"
Brock laughed, "Naples...Naples, Florida so we can take you all the way. Are you going to University there? I'm Brock and this is Lauren."
"Wow! Seriously? You guys are great. I was giving myself over a week to get there and yes, I'm starting my freshman year. Oh wow, I cannot believe my luck," he sighed, "Really great to meet both of you. Jason, Jason Walker," he smiled, "The way things have been for the last few...anyhow, thanks for stopping."
Lauren leaned back as to look at the boy, "Hey Jason, you sound like you're not used to getting lucky," she suddenly laughed, "I meant, having good luck," she smiled. "You can't have any issue with getting lucky."
The boy blushed, "Um, yeah. I mean it's been a tough last four years. My dad died when I was a freshman so my mom and I have been living place to place and she made sure I graduated from high school. Then out of the blue, I was awarded a full scholarship to the University of Miami...I guess my student counselor or someone put in my name so instead of my mom working two jobs...sorry, I'm rambling," he sighed.
They chatted over the front seat until Brock pulled off into a rest area, "I need to use the facilities but perhaps you should just sit in the back so you don't get a stiff neck?" he suggested to Lauren as the boy hopped out to head into the building.
"Really? Are you going to be Ok driving? I feel like I should be there to make sure you don't nod off."
"You're ignoring me anyhow," he chuckled, "Go on, he seems like a really great kid that has had a bad string of luck and things are finally looking up."
Jason was thrilled to sit next to such a beautiful woman in the back seat and was bashfully grinning when she climbed in.
"Ok, we're finally alone," she smiled, "Just ignore the driver. He won't even notice us," she patted her husband's shoulder.
Jason was finally able to see the woman he'd been talking to and she was as hot as any of the girls at his school.
Lauren put a hand on his leg, "Relax, I'm sure you've been in many a back seat with a girl before."
Jason shook his head wondering how old this woman was. 30? 40? She had few lines on her face and her body looked tight, but the eyes gave away she was no longer in her 20s. Her legs were muscular and slender, as shapely as any girl's he ever met, but it was her breasts that were most appealing, so upright, jutting out from her narrow chest under a very tight top.
Lauren turned to face him, "Should I turn around? Brock says I have a spectacular ass," she smiled.
"God! I'm sorry. I was staring. I've never seen...um, never been...never mind. Why are you going to Naples?" he asked.
"Never what? Been in the back seat with a girl?" she asked. Seeing him shake his head she looked shocked, "How is that possible?"
"No car," he sighed. "And no money so no girls," he sighed. "Can I ask something?" he looked at his hands, "It's a lot to ask, but can I sleep in the car when you guys stop at a motel? I have enough money for food and I planned on sleeping in fields on in barns on the way," he blushed.
Lauren looked at her husband, "Dear, we can get rooms with two queens, can't we? We're not going to make Jason sleep outside, are we?"
Brock looked back quickly, "We can, but..."
"I know," Lauren sighed, "We can wait until we get to Florida," she said softly.
Jason looked between the two, then suddenly blushed, "I get it, don't worry about me, I can sleep anywhere."
Lauren laughed, "Hell no. We'll be fine. We're not horny teenagers anymore. "It's settled, you're our guest so you'll not be sleeping outside."
Brock was focused on the drive and wasn't paying attention to the conversation though they were speaking in soft voices and he suspected Lauren was getting the boy to open up about his life.
By the time they arrived at their motel, both Jason and Lauren were asleep in the back seat. "Hey guys, we're here. It's 8 so let's grab some dinner and get some sleep," Brock said as he got out pleased there was a destination charger open.
When they got to the room, the three looked around before Lauren grabbed some clothes. "I'm going to change in the bathroom first, then you men can do whatever it is you do."
Jason took one bed and Brock the other one that was closer to the bathroom. "Do you have everything you need?" the man asked.
The boy nodded, "Um, sorry. I mean Lauren was telling me how much you've been working and um, you've um...anyhow if you want to..." he blushed, "you know, I'll cover my ears," he stammered.
"I might take you up on that," Brock chuckled, "You have no idea how tough it is to lie in bed next to a woman that hot...or perhaps you do, but you get the idea," he smiled. He started to undress and was surprised at how skinny the boy was. Did he get enough to eat? He made a note to make sure Jason ate well as they drove across the country. He looked over as he heard the bathroom door open.
Lauren came back in carrying her clothes wearing a short thin tee-shirt revealing her black panties. He saw Jason quickly turn around but not after checking her out. She laughed and went over to stand in front of the boy, "Hey...look at me. See?" she held her arms out and spun slowly around, "if we're going to travel together I'm not about to modestly crawl under a blanket."
Jason blushed furiously as he sat there, the tight panties barely covering the first pussy he'd been close to. He could make out the curly pattern of her pubic hair and the cleft between the two puffy mounds between her legs. He looked up at the now-unfettered breasts beneath the flimsy cotton able to make out the large pink areolas. He crawled under the covers as his cock quickly filled with blood, "Sorry, I should get some sleep," he sighed.
Brock chuckled as his wife came over to the bed, "You're cruel. The boy will get little sleep after that and when he does, his dreams will wake him up," he said as he pulled the covers down. After she climbed under the covers he stroked he back under her shirt and whispered, "So, what did you two talk about?"
"He's a virgin," she whispered back, "He's never even been on a date. His mom works as a maid being paid next-to-nothing and since his father died, they've been virtually homeless. I feel so bad, I wish we could do something for him and his mother," she said as she stroked his hard cock, "I can see there's something you need," she said softly.
Brock slid a hand over his wife's breasts feeling the erect nipples, then down under her panties. She was soaked. "I'm guessing you'd like us to quietly get intimate," he whispered.
"Could we?" she asked, "I can be quiet...if you stuff my panties in my mouth," she grinned.
"I know what you want to do," Jason said in the dim light, "I'll be fine," he said turning away with a pillow over his head.
"Sorry," Lauren said to the boy, "we'll be quick," she suddenly giggled, "I mean he's not usually...fuck it!" she sighed.
The boy tried not to listen but could hear the low moans and gasps as a couple fucked right next to him. His cock grew rapidly, throbbing as he stroked himself. He tried to limit the rhythmic sound of his hand brushing the sheet and had made no preparation for what happened when he came but he wasn't thinking about that. He imagined that tight body he'd stolen glances at in the back seat all day now naked, her soft full breasts against his palms, her tight pussy gripping his cock.
Lauren gripped Brock's ass as he slowly drove into her, whispering, "Just cum inside me, don't worry about me, baby. You must be exhausted from driving all day."
Nodding, the man closed his eyes imagining it was the boy and not him slamming into her tight pussy and suddenly let out a loud groan as he exploded inside his wife.
Jason felt his balls aching and slowed down his stroking hearing the man in the bed next to him cumming, his soft grunts telling the boy how pleasurable it was to orgasm inside a woman. It sounded a lot better than jerking off and wished he could experience that. He stopped stroking his cock and acted as if he were asleep, but watched as the naked form trotted into the bathroom, her hand cupping her crotch. He wanted desperately to jerk off seeing the first naked woman he'd ever seen in person but focused on regulating his breathing.
The woman came back out after cleaning as much as she could out of her vagina, looking at the boy's face as she walked back to their bed. She inwardly smiled seeing his eyes were not fully closed hoping he was getting a good look. She slid in next to her husband and whispered, "he was watching me. Listen," she said.
Brock could hear the soft swish, swish, swish as the boy stroked his cock and kissed his wife. Speaking a bit more loudly, "I'm exhausted. Do you think you could sleep with Jason tonight so I can get a good night's sleep?" He kissed his wife, "I mean if you don't mind sharing your bed."
Jason rolled over to look at the couple, "What? Um sure." He felt his cock achingly throb as the naked woman got up and sat next to him on the bed.
Lauren picked up her phone that was plugged into the charger, pressed some buttons, "I'd better turn on the White Noise app," she said to her husband, "we're right off the freeway."
Brock looked over at his beautiful wife wondering why he'd suggested that she sleep with, check that, fuck the young boy, and nodded, "Thanks. I'll sleep a lot better. Love you," he said as she turned up the volume in the phone.
Jason pulled back the covers feeling the angry throbbing as he felt her warmth against his body. He was itching to cup those breasts, feel between her legs but was unsure what to do.
The blonde snuggled against the boy pressing her bare chest against his, her thigh feeling the large rod as she pushed her leg between his. Stroking his back she felt his ribs, tight muscles, and his beating heart against her chest. She felt the boxers and snapped the waistband, "It might get warm with both of us under the covers so if it gets uncomfortable you should take those off," she whispered.
The boy reached down and yanked off the shorts then let himself be pulled on top of a naked woman for the first time. His aching cock was pressed against her soft pubes and as she'd opened her legs, he could feel her moist heat against the shaft and scrotum. He kissed the woman, her mouth opening, their tongues immediately exploring each other, and felt himself instinctively humping against her naked crotch.
Lauren moaned softly feeling the large hard rod press against her twat feeling a need to cum after being fucked by her husband without release. She kissed the boy's cheek and neck then whispered in his ear, "Fuck me, put your huge cock inside me and fuck me," she urged.
Jason felt a huge rush as he lifted his hips, her hand gripping his throbbing erection, and slid the head up and down her moist slit. He could feel her open up, his plump head enter her, and with a huge rush realized he was no longer a virgin as she pulled him inside her.
Brock looked over, smiling as he saw the boy lower himself into Lauren's tight hole, her head thrown back in pleasure, wondering how that must feel for the boy - his first pussy. He was surprised he felt no jealousy but happiness that they were able to help out what seemed to be a great kid who'd had terrible breaks in his life. He rolled over and fell asleep almost immediately.
Lauren stifled a groan feeling the virgin cock fill her cunt fully as the boy needed no instruction on what to do. She stroked the boy's back as he picked up the pace and whispered, "I know you'll not be able to last, so just let it go...fill me with your cum."
Jason felt like he was in heaven, a tight hole gripping his cock, her naked breasts bouncing in the dim light under him, and her soft voice urging him to cum inside her. This felt a thousand..no a million times better than his hand, he thought as he repeatedly plunged his cock into the slick hole.
Despite what she'd said the boy seemed in no hurry to cum and her thoughts went to how arousing it was to be fucked by a virgin boy. She stroked that muscular ass, her pelvis responding more to his attack on her pussy, and suddenly felt the impending orgasm, "fuck me, fuck me, fuck meeeee," she spat as she got the long-awaited relief.
As the woman came, the boy leaned over sucking a nipple into his mouth, grinding his crotch against hers as she writhed beneath him. He was oblivious to the creaking of the bed and moans from the woman as he savored the experience of getting a woman off on his cock.
After all the waves of pleasurable release faded away, Lauren flopped back and sighed, "I assumed you'd cum fast, but wow! That was intense." She pulled the boy's mouth off her nipple and kissed him, "You need to cum now so we can get some sleep, and you can fuck me any way you want. How do you want me?" she asked softly.
"Could you get on top so I can play with your tits?" he asked.
"My favorite position," she smiled. She moaned as the nice plump shaft pulled out and climbed onto the boy as he lay back. His hands were on her breasts before she was able to grip the impressive shaft and lower herself onto it. "Oh, baby, you've got a nice cock," she hissed as she bottomed out on the fleshy shaft.
The boy had his hands on bare breasts for the first time in his life as the beautiful woman took control of fucking his cock. She was doing something with her pelvis, rocking on his shaft as she rapidly bounced up and down. Even with his large hands, he could barely hold all of the masses of warm flesh but he was becoming aware that he was nearing an orgasm so he let go of her tits and explored her smooth skin. His arousal increased seeing the large breasts flop as she fucked him and she seemed to like it as he felt her ass and probed between those smooth cheeks.
Lauren whispered, "Oh baby, yes...fuck me...touch me there," she sighed as his fat finger pressed against her anus.
Hearing this the boy pressed his finger against the tight bud and as it popped inside her she plunged down against him and cried out she was cumming again. He was happy she'd put on the white noise maker as she was even more vocal this time. He held her as she rapidly ground her pussy against his pubic bone, her ass opening up allowing him to finger her deeper, her mouth latching onto his.
As he sucked on the woman's mouth he felt the rising ache in his balls and felt the room spin as he exploded inside her. He'd never felt such an intense orgasm as he could feel jet after jet of hot sperm splash inside a woman for the first time in his life. He had the idle thought that he wanted to do that again and again and hoped the woman would let him.
The couple collapsed, sweating, panting on the bed, his cock barely softening as they lay there holding each other.
***********************************************
Brock woke briefly a couple of times in the middle of the night, only once seeing his wife and the boy fucking, this time doggy-style. The other time they were sound asleep, legs and arms wrapped around each other, but he could see glistening sweat on their bodies so they must have just finished. That was the only time he felt jealousy but he shrugged it off and went back to sleep.
He looked at the clock seeing it was 6 AM then over at his wife lying between the boy's legs sucking on his cock. "I'm going to get in the shower then pack up the car. When you finish up let's pack up and hit the road. There's an IHOP at the next supercharger where we can grab breakfast," he said smiling at the shocked look on Jason's face. "I'll make some coffee."



Lauren nodded happily as she sucked on the fat fleshy rod wondering how the boy was able to get hard for the eighth time that night. She knew she wouldn't have much to swallow but he'd wondered what a blowjob felt like so...
After putting all the bags in the car, Jason got in the back and before Lauren could get in the front, Brock stopped her, "I'd have assumed you'd want to both sprawl out in the back since it didn't seem you'd gotten much sleep last night," he smiled as he handed her a blanket he'd pulled out of the back.
The blonde looked at her husband before nodding, "You're right, but what makes you think we'll be sleeping?"
The man laughed, "I'm sure you'll fit it in."
Lauren laughed, "I'm sure he will. I love you so much," she said as she climbed into the back with the boy. She held up the blanket, "If you get tired and feel like sleeping we can put this over us," she said.
***********************************************
The entire trip to Florida was non-stop fucking for the two. Every night, Lauren would fuck her husband then crawl into bed with the young boy who seemed to have limitless capabilities to recover. During the day they'd simply undressed and spent the time on the road sleeping or screwing.
Dropping the boy off, Brock stepped back as Lauren and the boy gave each other a long, intense hug.
After kissing the boy then stroking his cheek she stepped back, "You get good grades and find all the young pussies you can, ok?" Lauren smiled at the boy.
Jason looked sadly at the woman then went over to her husband, "I don't know how to thank you for the lift and...um...Shit! I feel bad you know..." he blushed.
Brock laughed, "I was happy to get some sleep," he looked at his wife, "You now know how tough it is to get a good night's rest with a woman as horny as Lauren next to you. You did me a favor. Ow!" he said as his wife smacked him. "I think I might get some more sleep tonight."
The happy couple drove from Miami back over to Naples and the next two weeks made love more than they'd done in the last three months. It turned out the joke handcuffs were used more than once and Lauren soon was handing them to Brock as soon as they climbed into bed a few times. Blindfolded and cuffed, more than once she cried out Jason's name as her husband pounded her sopping cunt.
They were sad to check out but felt that they could carry the renewal of their passion back home to Seattle with the memories they'd acquired on the trip.
"I can drive back," Lauren said, "It only seems fair since we burdened you with all the driving down here."
"Ok. If you get tired let me know but I was hoping to try out the full self-driving as you sucked me off," he sighed.
Lauren chuckled, "That sounds great. I'll put on a skirt and forego panties and I'll let you suck me off."
As Lauren turned onto the I75 on-ramp they saw a cute 20-something girl holding up a sign saying "Portland, OR." "I think we could do the Good Samaritan thing again, don't you?" she asked. "I'm guessing we'll need two queens again every night," she chuckled as she pulled over and stopped in front of the young brunette. "Need a lift? You can throw your bag in the trunk," she said to the girl.
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It was often mentioned that Adam and Eve were a match made in heaven. They'd started dating in junior high and when he went to seminary she attended the community college next door. They'd married right after their graduation looking forward to a blissful future.
"How was the interview," Eve asked brightly as she greeted her husband with a cold drink. "Did they have any openings?"
Adam kissed his beautiful wife. For the millionth time, he thanked the Lord for bringing them together. From the gawky girl, all legs and arms back in elementary school and junior high, she'd developed into a rare beauty. Blonde hair, peaches and cream complexion, tight body. He tried to stifle the lustful feelings but he was human. She had flared hips, perfect for childbearing, large full breasts just waiting to suckle multiple babies, and the ability to please her husband in bed.
"It went well, I mean, there are no open parishes but they liked my business acumen and offered me a job in Colorado Springs. Executive Director of Consolidated Christian Charities," he said proudly.
Eve hugged her husband, "That's great, I mean I know you wanted your own ministry, but you can help a lot of people this way. When do you need to let them know?" she asked.
"I already did. I start in two weeks. This is great, no more living with your parents, a steady income. I'm hoping in three maybe four years we'll be able to afford a house."
"Wait! You said yes without even discussing it with me?" She stepped back, glaring at her husband.
"Why would I? I mean sure, it would have been a nice gesture but it's my decision. As my wife, you're bound by your marital vows," he said dismissively. "That's settled, what's for dinner?"
***********************************************
"I think I'm getting a handle on all the various charities," Adam smiled as he took a bite of his dinner, "There's the homeless charities, food banks, shelters. Also, support for single mothers and battered women. We have various...What's wrong?" he asked his wife. "You aren't even listening."
"Sorry, I'm glad you're so excited about your job, but I need to do something. I could teach. I put my name in as a substitute teacher," she said softly. "I was over at the high school and they'd love to have me."
"You don't need to work. I am the provider and this position pays well. And it's not like being a housewife isn't work, there's the cleaning and cooking, and when we have children they'll need a mother here full-time," he added, "That's final," he said as his wife started to argue, "My wife is not going to work."
"Adam! You can't be telling me I can't work. I was working when we met in elementary school. Remember I was a model for Danforth's Department Store? I loved doing that and it helped pay for college." she protested. "I hate the small allowance I get each week. It's hard to buy clothes and things on $50 a week."
"Then do modeling. You had that hobby when you were young, I'm sure you could pick it up again. I do not want my young wife at the mercy of those horny high school boys. If you want to model clothes for department store catalogs, then I'm ok with it," He said. "If you're bored, why not take cooking classes or something useful. I plan on entertaining a few of my colleagues...local clerics and it would be great if you learned some of the southwestern dishes people seem to love around here." He took a sip of wine, "I'd like some more meatloaf," he said as he put down the glass.
Eve went into the kitchen wanting to cry. Hobby! She was making good money doing it but he'd almost yawned every time she'd told him anything about it. She should have seen it coming. Adam changed as soon as they were married. Before the wedding, they spent hours making out...never going all the way but almost. He'd let her jerk him off and he'd finger her passionately, but when they'd gotten into the hotel room, he'd ignored the sexy nighty she'd gotten, pulling it off her without a word, laid her back, and drove into her with no foreplay. She cried out in pain but he'd been seemingly oblivious as he humped her for a couple of minutes before emptying his balls inside her. He'd looked down at her not asking if she enjoyed it, but if she were fertile. It was painful and humiliating. On top of that, whereas before he'd ask her what movie would she like to see, what was she in the mood for dinner, it now was fully dictated by him.
Adam never said a word as she placed the second helping of meatloaf in front of him as he was looking through a folder. She hadn't expected a thank you, but a feeling of dread for her future crept into her brain.
***********************************************
"Hello, this is Eve," she answered.
"Eve Purcell? This is Brian Atkins over at Atkins and Waters. You sent us your portfolio and, well, we're intrigued."
"Seriously? That's great. I loved doing those shoots when I was in high school and I thought it would be fun to get back into it," the blonde said happily.
"We got your portfolio but do you have any recent pictures of yourself? These are from, what? 10 years ago?" the man asked over the phone.
Eve sighed, "Sure. I do have some. I can take some selfies also. What are you looking for?"
"Your current figure, you know, nothing pornographic, but body shots. We need to see you from all sides. Can you do that? Do you have a two-piece? Bra and panties are good also." the man asked. "Can you ask your husband or boyfriend to get shots from all angles? At least four, you know what I mean. I'll be honest, we have dozens of applicants for this opening, but from what I've seen you have what we're looking for." He paused, "I guess what I'm saying is don't get too excited but you have a lot of reasons to be hopeful."
"Thank you for your honesty. I'll get some shots over to you in an hour," she said. "I hope they'll be ok, I'm usually on the other end on the camera," she sighed.
Eve stripped down, put on her bikini she'd hoped to wear on their honeymoon before Adam ordered her to change into the one-piece, telling her she looked like a whore. She propped up her phone, set the timer, and at first just stood there, but realized they'd think she was too stiff. The next series was better, she posed with her hips cocked, widened her stance, stuck out her ass flirtatiously, and leaned over slightly accentuating her cleavage. She scrolled through and decided to send both sets, the stiff and the sexy. The frontal pose might have shown a bit of camel-toe but she decided it would have to do. She changed back out and sighed. 'He's not calling back. I might as well look up some cooking classes, though it will kill my weekly allowance,' she said to herself.
***********************************************
"What do you think?" Brian asked his photographer.
"I think you know," Drew sighed, "She's not quite right." He put his hand over the girl's chest, "She'd be perfect for the teen wear collection without these." He covered her face, "Great for swimwear, lingerie, but she looks so young...I don't know." The tall man clicked the picture of the girl's backside, "Does she remind you of Kate Upton? Not as tall but Christ! Does she have any flaws?"
"None that I can see, but we haven't seen all of her. I know you're the artist, but what if we try her out for the teen or young adult collection. Have her put on the..." They discussed the possibilities and Drew came around.
"Ok. Let's face it, none of the models has a face like hers, she practically glows. Should we go with her?" Brian asked.
Drew nodded, "Ok. I can ensure the angles and lighting make her look less womanly for the summer teen collection." He paused. "I'll ask Alex how she can minimize those tits," he sighed.
Brian laughed, "I know what you're thinking, you'd prefer to use her in the limited access catalog. Let's see how she does first, Ok?" He looked back at the picture of the girl leaning forward coquettishly, "But, if she does do that shoot, I'll need to see all the takes, not just the ones that make the cut," he smiled. "Also, make sure you get her ID on file if anyone questions whether she's 18."
***********************************************
"Eve Purcell? Brian Wallace. We talked last week and we went through the 40 applicants and we hope you're still interested in doing the catalog shoot."
"Really! You have no idea, yes. Sure!" she said quickly as if he'd change his mind, "This is so exciting."
The man laughed, "Relax. It is apparent from your portfolio you are a natural in front of the camera and the shots you sent over show you've not lost a thing. Can you come by the studio today so we can go over the contract?"
Eve looked happily over at her husband, "They called. They called me back today. They want me to do some modeling for the summer catalog. Isn't that great?" she asked.
Adam looked up from cutting his steak, "Not if it interferes with your chores. Tomorrow, can you go over to the bakery and get some of that crusty bread we had last week?" He looked at his wife's scowl, "Sure. It's great. I'm glad you found something to do that's not with a bunch of kids."
***********************************************
Monday:
Eve looked around the office with the dozens of professional-looking photographs of people of all genders, races, and ages feeling pride they'd selected her out of 40 applicants. She was pinching herself that it was real and she wasn't dreaming. $150 per hour! One hour would be three times what Adam allows her per week! Of course, there were other girls, five others she'd heard, but they were scheduled later in the day.
The receptionist put down the phone, "Brian can see you now," she smiled at the girl as she stood to escort her down the hall. She'd seen hundreds of girls come through here, none more beautiful even though all put in tons more effort. Not a speck of makeup, perfect pale creamy skin, her straight blonde hair neatly brushed. "Here you are, he bites so stay away from him," she giggled.
The tall man stood indicating a chair, "And spank also, but only those who deserve it," he fake scowled at the slender brunette. He looked at the blonde, appraising her. She was even prettier in person. He'd wondered if the shots she'd sent over were photoshopped but there were no imperfections to hide.
"Look, this is just for a couple of days, so if you thought you were all set for a long career, well, you might be but let's cross that bridge..." Brian said softly, "We were asked for fresh faces this year by the store, well, I sent your portfolio over and they were thrilled. On the other hand, you look to be a natural, so there might be more opportunities for you depending on how you look in front of the camera."
"I get it. I'm just happy to get out of the house. I swear the vacuum cleaner hates me," the girl laughed.
"Ok, then look at this as an opportunity and to do something fun, I promise this will suck a lot less than the vacuum," Brian smiled at the cute blonde. "Sorry, really bad pun." He pressed a button on the desk phone, "Alex, she's ready," he said into it.
"Miss Purcell, can you come with me to makeup?" a tall blonde asked from the doorway. She studied the cute blonde as she jumped up and smiled, "There's no need to rush. Brenda is not going to have to do much," she said studying the girl, "As a matter of fact I think Brenda will take one look and wave you away," the beautiful girl smiled. "Oh, I'm Alex, Alexandra. I was impressed with the photos but you're so much prettier in real life." She smiled at the girl, "I liked the two sets. Most girls send in the wooden poses which show their figures, but your second set showed your playful side. Brian liked that. Come on, five minutes of prep and we can start."
Alex was a bit off as Brenda fussed over the girl for 20 minutes but in the end, did very little. Eve then was escorted into Brian's office where she met Drew the photographer, and his assistant Daryl.
Eve couldn't help thinking, "...and my other brother Daryl."
"I'm sure you know Drakes. They're the largest department store chain in the West. Their headquarters are right here in Colorado Springs, Anyhow, since it's January we'll be getting shots for the Spring/Summer catalog," Brian said, "We were going to have a girl come in for the teen lines but Brenda suggested with a sports bra you could easily pass as a 16-year-old girl," he said appraising the girl's large breasts. "I'm not completely sold as you have um, a lot to hide, but let's start with those today. How does that sound?" he asked.
Eve felt dazed. This was going faster than she thought. When she was a kid, they had a stable of other girls and she'd model a few clothes and go home. "It sounds great, though," she looked down at her chest, "I'm not sure..."
Drew laughed, "You're right, but your facial features make up for it. We'll make sure to avoid too much shadowing which will flatten your features quite a bit along with the right angles. Alex, will you get our new girl over to wardrobe?"
Alex smiled at Drew, making Eve suspect there was a history between the two, but she couldn't tell. Everyone seemed a lot more relaxed around each other than when she'd done previous shoots.
"Drew's a great photographer, but I doubt he'll have much luck flattening you out," Alex sighed, "But let's get you dressed."
Eve felt embarrassed as the tall blonde had her disrobe completely. This never happened in the past as she was allowed to keep her undergarments on. She blushed furiously when the girl laughed seeing her grannie-panties.
"Are you kidding? With your body? Here," she said unpackaging a white thong, "I'll give you a dozen of these. You'll need to trim, obviously," she said as she ran her fingers through the thick bush. "Tonight, shave around this area here," she ran a finger in a vee across her mons, "and if you can, shave down here." She slid two fingers along Eve's labia. "But damn, girl. We'll need a better bra than this for the young woman's line of dresses," she said as Eve pulled off her bra. "I'd kill for these and you're going to be hiding them," she sighed. 'How do those not sag?' she thought, 'and look at those nipples,' she sighed enviously.
Eve took the sports bra looking questioningly at the girl, "Um, isn't this kind of small?" she held up the garment. It seemed just six inches in diameter though it did contain elastic.
"It's a minimizer bra, here," Alex said taking it from the girl, "Put your arms over your head," she ordered. She watched the girl struggle with the tight garment and after thrashing and getting the wrinkles smoothed out, it looked like it might work. Nodding, she handed the girl the first dress checking out the results.
Alex appraised the girl, "Wow! You would never get in a bar even with an ID. They'd cut it up. Turn around. Damn! I'm so jealous right now. One last thing," she took the girl's right hand, "Perhaps a young girl wouldn't have wedding rings on?"
"Maybe in some states," Eve laughed and pulled them off. She put them in her purse, looked at the tall blonde, "Ok? I'm so excited," she giggled.
Drew looked up from his camera as the two entered, Whistling he nodded, "Yes. I think we have our 16-year-old. Beautiful," he said. He looked at the virginal-looking teen. How Alex managed to hide those DDs is beyond him, though he wished he'd been there to help out. She looked stunning in the pink flowery dress. "Ok, this is a green screen. We'll be taking shots of you on city streets, in the woods, at school, in fields, on the beach. Anywhere we want. If there's someplace you always wanted to go, I can take some shots of you for your personal collection. Anyhow, let's get started," he said getting back to his equipment.
"Great! These will look great. Ok, can we change into the Cooper collection, start with the red flared one?" Drew ordered pointing to the end dress on the rack. "Where are you going? We're not going to perv on you. Time is money, sweetie."
Alex sighed, "I know you're new...I mean, as a woman...at this. But what you have underneath isn't anything. Come one, we can be quick and you can stand behind me if you're shy," she said holding out the dress. She looked at Drew and Daryl, neither of whom were looking over, "Sad. These guys have seen thousands of boobs and I think the thrill is gone for them," she sighed.
Eve nodded, 'Ok, this is how the pros do it. Try to look like I've been here before,' she thought. She pulled off the small dress before pulling the red one over her head. After smoothing down the material and adjusting it, she stepped over to the stage.
"Great, beautiful. Alex, get the textbooks, it's the first day back to school..." he instructed. The dresses came off, replaced by others quickly and Eve was told she was at a mall shopping, walking through the woods, at school, on a date...all becoming a blur. The changes happened so fast she understood how much more efficient changing in front of everyone was and soon didn't bother hiding behind the taller blonde or turning her back.
She'd forgotten how exhausting three hours of posing, changing, and being primped up could be. At first, she needed to be told which way to turn and stand but soon the only sounds were the clicking of the shutter and encouraging words from Drew. She found she felt relaxed and began flirting with the camera and when the man called out, "It's a wrap," she was both disappointed yet happy to go find a chair.
"It actually is a wrap dress," she giggled as she flipped up the back briefly exposing her ass.
Drew laughed, "That's great, but let's save that for tomorrow...if Brian sees what I saw today...when we go through the line of women's wear. We don't want to look too pervy."
That night she got a call while making dinner. She recognized the number, "Hi Brian, I assume you were all disappointed with the shoot and...really? That's great!" she said happily. "I can't wait to tell Adam...Yes, I know, Adam and Eve. What can I say?" She put down the phone, picked up her husband's gin and tonic, and went into the living room.
"Who was that?" Adam asked taking the drink.
"That was Brian over at the photography studio. They loved the shots and asked me back tomorrow. Also, he's asking me if I'd like to sign a contract with them. Isn't that incredible?"
"I'm happy for you," he said dryly, "Make sure you get all the housework done and you're home in time to fix dinner...speaking of which, When is it?"
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Tuesday:
"I heard you're part of our family," Alex said happily, "I knew they couldn't let you get away," she said as they headed to the changing room.
"Get away? What do you mean by that?" Eve asked, "I'm stuck here in the Springs. I shouldn't say this, but i miss Illinois. I feel trapped."
Alex laughed, "No, you're not." She lifted her chin, "You have what so many girls want...Christ!" she sighed. "You have no idea, do you? Your figure is a ticket to anywhere in the world. Ok. Let's see, did you complete your homework assignment as I asked?"
Even though the woman had already seen all of her, she blushed as she took off all her clothes and stood still as the beautiful woman squatted down lifting a leg. Eve felt self-conscious with her foot on the chair and her crotch fully exposed to a woman she'd just met.
"Nice! Very nice, you have a beautiful pussy, did you know that?" she stood up and handed the blushing girl a flimsy bra and thong. "You'll wear this under most of the outfits, so get changed and we'll get started. Oh, leave the wedding rings here. They'll be safe."
The young blonde pulled on the two pieces of underwear wondering about the word most. Would she be braless? That makes sense, she thought. Alex told her to leave her clothes and walked her out to the racks of dresses. She put on the first dress again impressed by how accurate they were at getting her size. Most of the garments she'd tried on were tight in the bodice, but the first few at least were snug while not being too tight.
She quit being bashful or trying to hide or turn every time she changed and found herself facing Drew when he discussed the next series of shots.
Drew no longer was giving orders but was saying things like "Nice! Perfect! That look, yes," and other encouragements. After a couple of hours of shooting, he told the girl to take a break. "Grab some water, a snack, then we'll go through all these," he pointed to the other rolling clothes rack, "You'll not be able to wear the bra but I'm sure you'll see why."
After the short rest, Eve held up the formal dress, "Are these for real?" she asked. "I mean, do women go out in something so...?" she tried to find a word for flimsy or revealing. The fabric clung to her hands and without a bra... She could almost make out her fingerprints.
Alex laughed, "I do. Try it on. It's sexy and maybe Drew will let you borrow one. Take your husband to dinner and watch how attentive the wait staff is," she said pawing through the rack. "Let's get you dressed. Relax, they've seen a lot of you by now," she said as the girl hesitated to take off the bra in front of the men. "I've found the shoots go a lot faster if I just get the men used to seeing my bits, it's when I try to be modest that they try to see more."
Eve felt self-conscious at first, turning her back, but she quickly pulled on the dress. The material was super sheer but had terrific hand. At first, she thought someone would object to her nipples poking through the material but Drew seemed fine with it, he even complimented her.
"Nice, very nice. The dress hangs beautifully, turn just so the light catches," he said indicating her erect nubs. "Daryl, raise the lighting so...that's it. You have a figure any other girl would kill for," he said as the girl's erect nipples looked even more pronounced. "That's great, Drakes loves this type of shot," he chuckled. He came over to the rack standing next to her picking out a blue silk number.
She hesitated when he told handed it to her, but she just shrugged and pulled off the one and slipped the other over her head quickly. Both men were watching closely and since the flimsy material did nothing to hide her form they weren't seeing that much more of her naked than dressed. As she started to head out, Alex stopped her and looked at her chest, "Never mind, I can see we won't need to turn these on again," she grinned as she gently pinched the girl's nipples causing both men to chuckle.
She liked this dress as her body, especially her breasts and nipples were being caressed by the smooth fabric as she took different poses.
As the girl went back over to the clothes rack, she pulled off her dress and handed it to Alex. She was taking the next one when she heard the photographer's voice.
"Alex, for the last few she'll have to lose the panties...sorry, I guess you knew that," Drew said seeing the glare of his assistant's face.
The girl blushed as she pulled off her panties and was now fully naked in front of two men and hurriedly pulled on the evening gown. It was slit up both sides past her hips and exposed her breasts just barely covering her large nipples.
She strode out and did a few poses and was soon joined by Daryl who'd changed into a tux. He was always behind or to the side, a hand gently on her hip or her shoulder, and a few right under her breasts looking possessive.
She was keenly aware the man was aroused and rather than being upset found it flattering. 'I actually am quite beautiful,' she thought as she turned this way and that. 'I wish Adam looked at me the way these two men do," she internally sighed. She thought about the family photos in a few days wondering if she could borrow one of these dresses causing her to laugh out loud.
"What was that for?" Alex asked, "You must have had a thought."
The girl nodded, "Sorry. I just had a vision of me wearing this when my husband introduces me to the bishop or some of the priests he deals with daily," she chuckled.
"What does your husband do?" the tall blonde asked.
Eve told her quickly as she straightened out the dress, wondering why the woman had a strange look on her face.
As she pulled off the last dress, Drew came over as if she weren't completely naked. "I talked to Brian Wallace and we would like you back tomorrow for the swimwear shoot. I assume you're ok with showing a bit more skin?" he smiled as he looked at her nude form.
Even blushed, "Sure. I'd like that. Can I ask a question? What does Brian Wallace do? I checked out Brian Atkins and he and his wife Willow Waters are the founders."
"Yeah, to make it more confusing, I replaced Bryan Allen when I was hired, anyhow, Wallace or Wally is Creative director. He has the final say over everything but he's a great guy to work for." He nodded at the girl, "You'll never talk to either of the founders as they stay away from the business."
"That's why I was confused," Eve said, "my first call was from Brian Atkins."
Drew looked shocked and studied the girl. He'd wondered why Wally was so determined to hire this girl as there were a good dozen that were more qualified...though none as beautiful. He shrugged his shoulders and got back to business.
"Make sure you're completely trimmed as some of the suits are very high-waisted, cut tight in front," he said looking down at her pubic hair, "By the way, these shoots are $250 per hour. A lot of girls are not as comfortable showing skin, and I assume you're ok with it? See you in the morning?"
Eve nodded dumbly. She felt silly holding onto a dress realizing her clothes were down the hall and she was discussing business as if she were fully clothed. She looked around and couldn't see the bra and panties she'd come out wearing. It didn't matter at this point. She thought about the money and if the shoot was again three hours, that would be $750.
Drew walked away wondering how that girl's husband would ever get any sleep with that next to him in bed. He'd long become jaded with all the beautiful women he'd photographed and it had been a while since he'd seen a woman who'd gotten his blood pumping as this cute blonde has.
***********************************************
Adam looked up as his wife placed the plate in front of him, "What's this?" he asked.
"Chicken enchiladas," the girl replied. Alex gave me the recipe. It's really easy to make," she said smiling. "I also found this terrific recipe book with a ton more Southwestern dishes."
The man looked at it, took a bite then nodded, "Ok. Get me more beer, won't you?" he said nodding towards his empty glass.
She looked longingly at her warm plate and got up. She took his glass into the kitchen, refilled it then set it down in front of him, hoping just once she'd hear a thank you. She sat back down slightly pleased when he looked at her and nodded. It was almost thanks. "I had a great shoot today, they loved the pictures," she said to her husband.
"Oh, speaking of which, Saturday they want all the families together for a series of family photos and a group photo as part of a promotion, you know, to personalize the organization. Can you look presentable? Maybe, I don't know something that says family?" he asked before looking back at his tablet. He looked back up, "I hate to suggest it, but can you show off a bit more than you usually do?" he patted his upper chest. "I saw the pictures from last year and I can only assume they like their women to show off their motherly assets," he chuckled, "Today I met with Bishop...."
Eve wanted to scream. She'd never made anything as complex as this and hoped he'd express approval or seem happy for her and even though he considered her modeling a hobby, he seemed wrapped up in his world and it seemed Eve was part of that only as a convenience to him.
Eve focused on her meal and took another bite. She was intrigued by the various flavors, the heat, the savory spices. She's rarely had Mexican food but it seemed this was standard fare in Colorado and was looking forward to some of the other dishes. She hoped it wasn't too hot for Adam but he'd not had any comment either way.
Adam had been telling her about his day after he looked up from his work. She was half-listening to his struggles getting some of the churches to up their donations and pleased with others that stepped forward. She tried to listen, but it was very boring and she wanted to tell someone about her day and how much they loved her but she knew he'd dismiss anything she said. She wanted desperately to get his approval showing so much skin in the shoots knowing he'd see the catalog eventually, but perhaps Drakes has the same views about women's breasts.
"You seem upset," he observed, "you'll be fine. Just be yourself. From what I've seen, the photographer knows what he's doing so do what he tells you."
Eve was shocked at first until she realized he was referring to the weekend shoot, on the other hand the advice would apply to Drew also.
After she put away all the food and did the dishes she went into the living room. "Are you coming to bed?" she asked, "Maybe we can fool around a little?" she asked. She sighed loudly when Adam just shook his head, not even looking up from the notepad he was studying. She shrugged her shoulders and headed up to the bedroom thinking she'd need to verify she was properly groomed.
The blonde lay down with a mirror between her legs, checking to see if she was fully trimmed and no stray hairs would be peeking out. She felt an ache in her bladder which made no sense since she just peed. She thought about Drew standing close to her naked body and how she could feel Daryl's erection pressing against her ass causing the ache to increase.
She got up and put on her night tee-shirt and panties and crawled into bed. She wondered when Adam might finish up and join her and if he'd changed his mind about making love. Maybe this time he'd let her get on top...maybe he'd last more than a minute. Her thoughts went back to standing naked in front of the great-looking men and perhaps they'd see more of her tomorrow causing the pang to increase tantalizingly. She found herself wishing she were back at the studio as she drifted off to sleep.
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Wednesday:
Eve was surprised to see a tall black man talking to Drew on the set. Up to now, outside of a couple of dozen shots with Daryl, she'd been alone, but this man looked like a model. Tall, extremely fit, and very good-looking.
"Oh, hey Eve. This is Jerry They'd like some couples shots...you know, perhaps a honeymoon theme? Did you wear your wedding ring today?" Drew asked.
Eve shook the man's huge hand, "I have it in my purse. Do you want me to put it on now, or...?"
"Later is good. Let's get a few shots with the team suits. You've got great shoulders and legs for this," the photographer observed. "Alex, start her with the rack over there and make sure to minimize her chest..." he suddenly laughed, "her rack, as much as you can."
Alex walked Eve over to the rack and pulled off a red, white, and blue team one-piece, "Let's start with this one," she said.
Eve looked around and the dressing screen was gone, then over at the two men who were looking at something on the laptop, their backs turned.
"Relax, Eve. These guys?" she nodded over at them, "By now you should be comfortable changing in front of them...though if it were me, I'd want Jerry looking when I get naked. Damn! He's hot," she sighed. "But if you're still feeling modest just keep your back turned."
Eve blushed as she stripped naked and pulled on the first suit. It was at least a size small and she had to push her boobs into the top which made it even harder to breathe.
"Great! You look great!" Drew said. Ok, let's start with you over here, we'll make it look like you're at a pool." He had her do various poses, bending over as if she were ready to dive in, as if walking around a pool, even doused with water and drying herself off. "Turn, yes like that. Can you pull it in, there, you have a great ass for these suits,"
Eve knew they wanted as much skin as possible so she quit trying the cover her boob and pulled the back of the suit between her cheeks. She began bending over more hearing the approving comments.
Then they brought out a wooden box, "I know it might be strange but can you do a few dives off the platform onto the mats?" he asked. "The best thing is to tuck and roll just before you hit, with your, um, assets I'd avoid a belly flop."
"Here, I'll show you how I did it," Alex stepped over to the platform.
Eve nodded as the tall blonde leaped out, tucking into a ball as she neared the mats. She laughed with the woman as she jumped up happily.
"Man, I love doing these shoots," she said. "Ok, Eve, you try it."
The girl started to enjoy diving, getting more relaxed feeling pride hearing the encouragement from Drew as she got better at it. She was taken back to her gymnastics training along with the ballet classes her mom had her take. Eve was aware that Jerry rarely ever looked away after she started posing, especially when she changed.
After an hour of modeling various one-pieces, Alex walked her over to the next rack. "Let's get you dried off then we'll move to the ones that will make the boys hard," she laughed. "Oh, trust me, on you these would make a gay man cum." She picked up the hairdryer as the girl peeled off the damp one-piece.
Eve realized she'd been sitting on a stool naked in front of the two men while the tall girl brushed her hair forgetting her modesty. 'This must be what Alex meant when she said the other men had seen thousands of naked women. I must be getting used to this,' she thought.
"Ok, these are resort suits and you should be able to breathe in these," the tall blonde commented. She was not getting used to the naked beauty in front of her and had they been alone she would have found an excuse to kneel between the young blonde's legs to get a taste of that tight pussy. She collected herself as she handed the first two-piece to the girl.
After 10 minutes of shooting, Drew looked over at the girl, "Get changed into the ones on the left of the rack. We'll do a series of couples shots. Eve are you comfortable with a bit of close contact with Jerry? This is going to be the section with a honeymoon theme," he chuckled seeing the look on the girl's face, "No. nothing like that. Take a look at the monitor." he waved the girl over.
Eve looked and saw a beautiful white beach, palm trees, and a turquoise ocean. Daryl was setting up beach chairs and she nodded, "I was wondering how the green screen looked. Can I see some of the other shots later?" she asked.
"Sure. Can you come back this evening? When we're done with your session I have a few more girls coming in and I go through all these every night. Say, seven?" he asked.
Eve thought about what Adam might say but she'd be done with the dishes and just tell him she needed to go over some of the shots. She figured he'd be buried in the endless supply of paperwork he brought home every night. It suddenly occurred to her they'd not made love in two weeks. All hr friends warned her that for the first few years she'd have sex every day, then every other day, and eventually once a week or once a month. She'd just been married six months.
"Sure. That would be great, I mean if I don't take you away from your work," she said quickly.
The man laughed, "A welcome distraction. Staring at sexy beautiful women," he waved a hand at the screens, "is exhausting. Don't worry about it. You're the first girl to ask to see the photos. It will be great," he smiled. "Ok, Jerry, Eve, let's do some shots with you two glowing as you savor the moment," he told both. "Oh, Eve. Put your wedding rings back on. I think it might be appropriate to wear them now."
At first, Eve tensed up as the powerful black man touched her, nothing to do with race but a man other than her husband stroking her bare skin felt a bit too intimate as if this were cheating. She told herself that this was make-believe and to relax. Believe she was in love with this man, attracted to this man. She observed his rippled muscles, his perfect features and found herself fantasizing she'd be in his arms that night, her legs opened wide inviting him. Soon she was pressing her breasts against the man as they walked, hugged, and acted like they were at the beach.
Alex was beaming as Eve came over, "I was worried at first, but you're natural. If I didn't know better I'd be assuming you'd be getting no sleep tonight with your new 'husband,'" she giggled.
The girl blushed, "This is as close to any man other than my husband I've ever been," she said softly. She looked back at the model, "Um, is that for real?"
Alex looked over to where Jerry was standing in the lycra shorts he'd changed into and nodded, "Honey, you have no idea," she sighed.
The small blonde saw the look on the taller girl's face, "And I'm guessing you have more than an idea...that looks like a memory," she giggled.
The older blonde blushed, "Memories...a lot of memories." She plucked another suit off, "Careful with him. He has stamina. I couldn't walk the next day," she whispered. "Anyhow, here's my favorite and when Jerry sees this you'll get a better idea how big he is," she sighed.
Eve looked at the woman, "Wait, was this before you were married?"
Alex laughed, "You're so innocent, God! I don't even remember if I ever was so innocent. Yes, I'm married and Jim is a great guy, but he never asks and I never tell. I think he knows though. Let's get you dressed."
Eve pulled on the tiny strings having to adjust the top to cover her nipples. She'd never worn a thong and the feeling of the string pressing between her cheeks was disturbing at first as was the cool air on her ass.
"Nice, beautiful. Eve you are going to cause a bikini shortage when this catalog comes out. Ok, you guys. It's evening and no one is around. It's just you two on the chaise here lit by tiki lamps. You've done a great job so far showing how in love you are and without getting too involved could I see a bit of...affection? You know, can you kiss? I want to see heat," he ordered.
At first, Eve was again a bit tense especially feeling the firm shaft press against her ass but Jerry had a way of making her feel comfortable, safe and she soon let go and relaxed. Hearing Drew tell them to kiss she hesitated at first, but his soft lips against hers felt natural and when she felt his tongue probing her lips, she went with it. She made no move to stop the large hands as they explored her bare skin including her ass. Without thinking she rolled on top of him straddling the man's waist enjoying the feeling of the hard rod pressing against her crotch. Alex was right about how big he could get, she'd not be surprised to get up to see the baseball bat rather than a hard penis.
Jerry wanted nothing more than to feel the tits pressing against him, or slide his hand under the tiny triangle covering her pussy and he let out a low groan as the girl's cunt gently pressed against his aching cock as if trying to make out the size and shape. He freely ran his hands down her back onto those creamy globes, feeling her glutes rhythmically flex.
Alex was standing next to Daryl, her breathing getting deeper, "The wardrobe room after the shoot," she whispered. She reached down squeezing his hard-on. She smiled hearing his soft groan. More than once Daryl had tried to get into her pants and now that he'd be getting his chance she hoped he'd last until she came.
"Great, this is great but now I need to get some shots of the front of Eve's suit. Can you turn and face me, Jerry, get behind her...you know. spooning. You two are horny as hell and you don't know if you'll make it to your room, that's it. Go ahead, she's yours for the taking...your wife, yours to have and to hold," Drew said as the man humped the pale blonde's ass. "Eve, you're doing great, let him touch you. This is the man you promised yourself to...freely given yourself to," he said softly. "Don't hold back, we'll use only the PG-rated photos but I want to see passion."
Eve turned her head meeting Jerry's lips as his hands cupped her breasts, teasing her nipples before moving down to her now soaking crotch, his fingers just teasing the upper hem.
"She's yours, you've been waiting, just push your fingers under...that's it," Drew said softly as he clicked the shutter over and over. "This is so hot, go on, explore what she's been keeping from you."
Eve let out a long sigh as the man's fingers disappeared under the thin fabric...touching her just above...just on her...there!. "Ooooohhhhh," She unconsciously opened her legs as only the second man ever touched her clitoris. He knew what he was doing too, unlike Adam who seemingly was unaware she had one. The aching in her belly was almost painful and without realizing it had lifted her top leg up.
"Oh wow. That's a wrap," Drew breathed as he put down the camera. He saw the blonde's face suddenly focus before jumping up and dashing over to the chair behind the rack of suits. He nodded at Alex who went over to calm the girl down the looked at the grinning man who was licking his fingers as he came over.
"Man! That girl was so close. If you hadn't stopped the shoot you could have made good money off the next hour or so," he smiled.
Drew nodded. "I thought about that. Let's see how this goes. I'd hate to make a quick buck on one shoot then have her disappear," he said looking over as the girl quickly dressed.
"She might disappear but she'll be back. You can tell she's not getting what she needs at home," Jerry said softly, "check out the crotch on that suit, it's soaked." he sighed.
As Eve was getting ready to head home, Drew came over. She blushed furiously remembering how close she came to allowing a stranger to do what he wanted with her.
"Unbelievable," Drew smiled happily at the girl, then looked at Alex, "It took you what? Six months of shooting before you relaxed and truly got into the fantasies?" he asked her.
The girl nodded, "He's right. You're so good at this. We all believed you were on the beach with your new husband," the woman beamed.
Drew patted the small blonde on the shoulder, "I see you're feeling guilty because you let yourself go. Hell, most models would kill to be able to do that. It's a gift, a rare gift. You'll go far if you relax and let it happen. Remember this, remember how real it felt. You should be proud." He looked back at the cameras, "I can't tell you how many wasted shoots there've been because the models tensed up or acted...acted like they were acting." He kissed the girl on the cheek, "Thanks." He started to walk away, "Seven? I think you'll like the shots."
As Eve drove home see wondered what it was she felt. Her whole midsection still ached as if she had to pee but she didn't. It was both uncomfortable and tantalizing as if she wanted the discomfort to increase. She had to shift on the seat as she could still feel Jerry's fingers opening her labia and squishing inside. That was another thing. Why was she so wet down there? With Adam, she'd always felt slightly damp except after when he came inside her. But even then she'd never felt as wet as she did during the shoot.
She looked up as she was putting the lasagna in the oven, "Hey honey. I made lasagna with hot Italian Sausage. I hope that's ok," she said.
Adam put down his briefcase and kissed his blonde wife, "That sounds great. I'm starving. Get me a beer and let me know when it's ready," he said as he took his case into the living room.
Eve opened the fridge door wondering why he didn't get the beer himself. She poured the glass and took it over to him. "Here you go. Um, I was wondering if you'd like to...um, make love tonight?" she asked softly.
The man took the glass, his eyes on the paper in front of him, "What? Sorry, I was looking at this proposal I wrote. I think I need to rewrite it. It doesn't have enough...I don't know," he sighed. "What did you say?"
"Um, dinner. Dinner will be ready in an hour. Do you want me to make myself scarce tonight? I was asked if I wanted to go over the shots we took this week and I'd like to go. Also, I need to pick up some things at the store," she said.
"Yes. I need this to be right," he said dismissively. "I could use the quiet time."
Eve was wondering why she felt guilty going to look at the pictures. It was not like she was cheating on him but simply looking at the results of the shoot...on the other hand, why did she again have that ache in her belly?
She had to ring the bell when she got to the studio as the front door was locked. After a minute, Drew came trotting up to the door, unlocked it, and threw it open.
"Eve, come on in. You will love the shots from today. Again, I can't believe what a natural you are." He led her to his office, "Have a seat here," he pointed to the couch. He pulled out a remote and clicked through the series of shots from the first day. "Incredible. If I never met you I'd think you were 16." He looked at the girl, "Do you ever wear makeup?" She'd removed all the makeup Brenda had applied, though it was minimal.
"No, Adam thinks it...um makes me look like a whore," she said softly. "I have had to remove it all before Adam gets home."
"Well, I won't deny you do not need it, but...anyhow, let's go through the rest of these."
Eve felt a surge of pride seeing how good she looked and how real the backgrounds seemed. She truly looked as if she were diving into a pool, her form flawless. It was when she saw the shots with Jerry that Drew paused.
"I'll show you the ones I like and, um, those we can put in the catalog, but up to you, would you like to see the more risqué ones?" he asked.
Eve blushed, "I don't know, should I? I may have gotten a bit into it...though I liked it, I'm not sure Adam would approve," she sighed.
"Let's go through the ones that made the cut," he said as he started the slide show.
Eve felt the ache start again in her belly and her nipples harden as she saw how close Jerry was to her, how freely he touched her. It was nothing outrageous but natural for two lovers comfortable with each other. "Wow! These are...incredible," she sighed. "The contrast...I mean, he's so dark and I look like I've never been in the sun." she blushed.
Drew smiled, "These will be great. Drakes will love these as they have to appeal to a wide demographic." He came to one where they were kissing, "This is the most believable photo I've ever seen between two models that just met each other." He put down the remote, "I have the ones we can't use set up so if you want to see them..." The girl's breathing had changed and her chest and neck were slightly flushed...and her nipples were pushing through the bra and tee-shirt.
Eve nodded, "I would like to see them," she said softly.
Drew hit play and scrolled through the pictures where Jerry's hands were on her ass, cupping her breasts and others where her body didn't shield the long shaft outlined in his lycra shorts. He looked over at the girl hearing her gasps and low moans. Her legs were crossed but she was moving her thigh up and down and she was even more flushed than before.
Eve let out a soft moan seeing the pictures with her on top, her bare pale cheeks glowing under the lights, and then her being spooned from behind. She never touches herself but suddenly wished she could as that large brown hand fully covered her breast...Adam's hand barely covered half, followed by the same hand under her bottoms. The aching in her stomach was becoming more intense and she worried she'd wet herself but simply stared at the monitor. She let out a breath as the screen went blank.
"I take it you liked those?" Drew asked. "I made a thumb drive for you with these if you want," he said reaching over to his desk.
She took the envelope and pulled out the drive and the check. "$1,245.00" she blurted. "Wow! That's a lot more than my $50 allowance," she sighed.
Drew jerked his head around, "What? $50 a day? A week?"
"Sorry. I shouldn't have said anything. Adam gives me $50 a week for personal stuff. I mean food and clothes are outside of that, but if I want to go to the beauty parlor or heaven forbid, a spa, cooking lessons..." she trailed off. "Pretty lame, huh?" she asked.
"Damn!" Drew sighed, "None of my business." He looked at the girl, "Did you like today's shoot? The intimacy didn't scare you off, did it?"
The girl blushed, "I did, um, maybe too much. It felt so real to me, like had you not stopped..."
"You would have taken it further...like he truly were your new husband?"
The girl blushed and nodded, "I think I would have let him," she sighed.
Drew nodded, "That's because you are so good at this. I give you a scenario and you become the person we want," he scrolled to the pictures of her diving, "Your form is perfect. I think we could say we took these at the Olympics and no one would question it." He scrolled to another, "Look how you're looking at Jerry. If I just saw these shots I'd assume they were candid shots taken at a resort of a couple in love." He left the picture of the large brown hand inside the tiny triangle.
"We are short a girl for tomorrow's shoot, or rather shoots. I wasn't sure you'd want to do the lingerie, you know bras, panties, teddies, but if you're up for it we could use you," he asked.
"I can do that, I mean, I've seen catalogs with women posing in bras and panties, are they that much different from the swimwear shoot?"
"Well, some are like that but Drakes has a limited subscription Intimates Collection catalog," he reached behind him and handed the girl the latest catalog.
The girl took it and paged through. She looked up at the man, "This...um, this looks like, oh my God! Is that her...?"
"It might not be for you," Drew said softly, "Yes, that's a crotchless teddy, look at some of the back pages," he suggested. "This is why I didn't suggest it and as you say there's a lot of shots we can take with the family catalog without getting into these," he smiled, "I would never push you to do anything you're not comfortable with."



She looked at a girl wearing a fishnet bodysuit lying on a bed, her legs opened enticingly revealing her fully exposed crotch, "Why? Why would these girls agree to this? I mean, this could be Playboy," she blushed.
Drew shrugged, "We have no problem finding models, it might be they enjoy it or the paycheck, it depends on the girl." He tapped that catalog, "I know none can hold a candle to what you'd bring to the shoots, but again...not comfortable, not happening," he smiled.
Eve nodded, "You said the paycheck...um, what are we talking about?" she asked.
"Same as the swimwear for the standard shots, $250 per hour. It's essentially the same poses with bras and panties, $500 for the Intimates," the man said looking to see if the girl looked interested.
The girl paged through the pages, the ache in her belly increasing as she put herself in their places as she paged through. She looked up at the photographer, "Maybe next season. I doubt I'm ready," she said. "Out of curiosity, I heard you mention something about a shoot on Friday. Is that more of this?"
Drew shook his head, "More being the key word," he smiled, "We have a site where men...and women pay for our girls to expose a bit more, act out fantasies, and well...you know what I'm talking about."
The girl blushed and stood up. "I'll stick with dresses and bikinis," she said. "I should go...let you get back to your work," she said. She followed the man back to the front door and as she was about to leave, she hugged him. She didn't know why she did that, but she felt warm and safe while they held each other. "Thanks," she stepped back holding up the envelope, "Call me if you need a fairly raw model for another catalog," she smiled.
Drew released the hug, surprised feeling the girl's body slightly shaking. He went back to his desk and sat back down, picking up the phone.
"She opted out. I told you...No, it wasn't that...I understand, at least she didn't storm out...Yes, she was...Jerry was perfect...she did....yes, we removed the dressing room and she seemed to relax about her...I will, ok..." He hung up hearing the click at the other end. Brian seemed pretty unhappy Eve wasn't into doing more, showing more and he wondered why the owner was so interested...he'd also never been told to manipulate any of the girls and it made him feel dirty.
Eve sat in the car feeling that ache in her belly. It was like an itch that wouldn't go away...an itch she wanted to feel more of for some reason. She grabbed her cell, "Hey Adam. I'm at the outlet mall, is there anything you need while I'm here?" she asked, wondering why she was lying to her husband. "Not much...honey, just picking up some things I need." she sputtered into the phone. "Nevermind. I'll keep the spending down. Wait. I'm feeling, you know. Do you want to get naked...no?" she sighed sadly, "Why don't you want to have sex much anymore? Is it me?...You should have married your job then, bye," she tossed the phone onto the passenger seat. 'What is wrong with this whole thing? What happened to the sweet boy with whom she shared experiences? She put her head in her hands sobbing. At least the aching disappeared.
Drew came out, locking the door behind him. He was surprised to see the girl's car still parked in front. He softly tapped on the window hoping that the young blonde wasn't upset over the pictures or the suggestion he'd made.
Eve quickly wiped the tears and rolled down the window, "Sorry. I'll go. I'm fine," she said to the man looking concerned.
"Are you ok? Was it the suggestion you...?" he asked urgently.
Eve shook her head, "No, not that at all." she opened the door and got out. "I'm sorry. I'm not usually a drama queen but...never mind. Can I just have another hug?" she asked.
Drew smiled as he pulled her close, "Whenever you want one," he sighed. He felt the girl relax as he held her but the initial feeling that he was comforting her changed and he hoped she wouldn't notice the growing mass against her lower stomach.
Eve felt the ache come back along with an increasingly hard object in the same place. She wondered if Drew was getting an erection because of her? 'At least someone finds me desirable,' she thought. She relaxed her hug, looked down at the man's crotch, "Sorry. I guess I was hugging you too tightly," she blushed.
Drew laughed, "It wasn't the first one you caused by a long shot. Are you ok to drive? I am not going to pry into your life but I want to do more shoots with you and if you're distracted in traffic...come on. Let's just sit and talk."
Eve let herself be led back inside, accepting a bottle of water. She sat in the same seat she'd sat in the reception area, feeling like it was years later not just days. She took a sip and blurted out the question.
"Who would see the...intimate shots?" she asked.
Drew looked surprised. This was the last question he'd expected to hear from the girl. He'd assumed she'd tell him the modeling world wasn't for her, but, "Drakes has a customer base that subscribes to various products. We have the Intimates Collection; a site with videos of girls alone or couples doing things...they are sworn to never share, never reprinted anywhere else," he said looking at the girl.
"If I...if you wanted me to..." she said quietly...then sitting up, "If I agreed to pose, would I have to show my...pussy?" she asked, "my breasts?"
"Not for the standard catalog, but for the Intimates, yes. That's the point of the shoot. For couples or individuals to see how these items look, so yes. You can't hold back, you would need to let go, much as you did with the shoot this morning." He overtly looked at her body, "I've seen all of you and your breasts a spectacular and you'd be doing the world a favor sharing then and your pussy? As pretty as any one I've seen" he said. He went over to the receptionist's desk and found a mirror, "Stand up and Take off your panties...relax, I'm not going to molest you. I want to show you what you have," he ordered.
Eve felt herself blush again seeing they were completely exposed by the picture windows but stood and pulled off her panties. She suddenly felt more naked than she had earlier when she didn't have a stitch on.
"Widen your stance, there," the man said as he put the mirror between the girl's legs. See here?" he asked as he ran fingers over her clamshell labia, "Very few girls are tight like this." He handed the girl the catalog, "See if you can find a single girl with such tight labia."
Eve paged through, the aching in her lower abdomen increasing as she studied what other girls have. She got to the end and nodded, "None." she sighed.
"And breasts? Did you see any as full, as gravity-defying?" the man asked.
Eve laughed, "Suddenly I feel like a piece of meat, a commodity."
"And now you know what a model actually is," Drew smiled, "Are there any supermodels that aren't also considered among the most beautiful women in the world? Their beauty is their commodity, their money-maker, so to speak. Sorry, you can put your panties back on."
The young blonde sat back down after getting dressed. "The pictures are tasteful...I mean, it's not pornography," she sighed.
Drew shook his head, "No, but don't knock pornography. Thousands of girls are making a decent living, putting themselves through college or just having fun exploring their boundaries doing porn. Do you enjoy sex? Of course, you do. These girls don't work, they play while getting paid. Sorry, enough of the lecture. Just think about it tonight and call me when you decide."
The girl hesitated then stood up, "What time should I be here in the morning and how long would I be posing...for both types?" she asked.
Drew smiled broadly, "I'm glad," he stood, shaking her hand. "I think you'll get into it and enjoy yourself.
Eve stood up feeling like a weight dropped off her shoulders, "Thanks, I think it will be fun. I should get home, Adam will be wondering..." she said.
Drew put out his hand, "We start at 10. We don't have a set window so you can work as long as you want." he smiled. "I can't tell you how pleased I am you decided to do this," he added.
Eve stood taking the man's hand in hers. "I'll be here," she looked quickly at her waist, "Um, should I shave?"
Drew grinned, "Don't change a thing. I think you're perfect," he said. "But it's up to you. As you saw most girls are completely clean," he chuckled, "But wear this," he picked up the small gold cross nestled in her cleavage, "I think just this would look great with some of the outfits," he smiled.
Eve started the car, still feeling the sharp jolt that shot straight down to her pussy as the man's fingers brushed against the bare skin of her breasts and she knew she wanted more of that. It occurred to her that Adam used to spend hours feeling her breasts before they were married but since then he'd been more interested in cumming inside her then cleaning up so he could get back to his work.
Drew quickly went back to his office and picked up the phone, "She changed her mind...yes, really...nothing explicit...I know...I think she will...ok, that works," he looked at the monitor showing the girl's face as the large dark hand was buried between her legs. "Time will tell, but I think there's a sleeping dragon ready to wake up...ok, bye."
He hung up thinking how he hated pushing a girl beyond her comfort zone. Why now? Why this girl? He looked at the screen again. He'd gotten the call within minutes of emailing the rushes to the two Brians.
Eve pulled into a thrift shop and quickly picked out a few tops and a nice purse then headed home. When she got home, her husband didn't even look up as she carried the bag back into the bedroom. She stripped off her clothes and stood in front of the mirror. She felt more of that intriguing pulsing thinking dozens, maybe hundreds of men might see her bits, stroking their hard cocks. She wondered who they were, perhaps people she'd meet in stores, restaurants, at church. She chuckled at the thought of some holier-than-thou man perving on her breasts or pussy.
When Adam got into bed, he was happy to see she'd already fallen asleep and she wouldn't ask him again if he'd like to make love. He wished he could but he couldn't think about pleasure what there are so many important things to think about. He drifted off imagining the Bishop was tripling the church's donations.
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Alex greeted Eve and walked her down to make-up. As they entered Brenda looked the girl over and scowled, "I hate you," she sighed. "Anything I do will just make you look worse," she said waving the young blonde out. Alex laughed, "That makes me feel great. You spend a good half hour on me."
"That's because you like to wear a lot of makeup during your shoots. I think it's so no one recognizes you," the girl laughed. "Go on, quit wasting my time. Get out there and have fun."
Eve looked around, butterflies in her stomach, surprised that everything was the same as yesterday.
"Eve, great! You're right on time," Drew said. "Hopefully we can get through these fairly quickly," he indicated the rack of bras and panties. "For all these, I'd like three basic poses," he gave instructions demonstrating each pose. "We'll start with the bras, Eve, there are what, a couple of dozen colors? Put on these white panties to start, swap out each white bra, then the red thong with all the...yeah, I figured you got it," he smiled as he went back to the cameras.
Eve quickly got it and tried to match each pose but with variations in hips, shoulders, or arm angles. She didn't want the results to look like the same model with the different bras just photoshopped. She was relieved when she got to the last bra. She was so wrapped up in the shoot that she never noticed an older couple standing to the side observing.
"Who's that?" she asked Alex.
The blonde looked surprised, "Wow! That's Brian Atkins and Willow Waters. They never come to the shoots." She looked over at Drew wondering if he saw them but he was busy with some of the gear.
"Let's ignore them, the tall blonde said. We have the panties and thongs to go through." she looked at the young girl, "You've sure become more comfortable," she nodded over at the couple, "you've never once acted modestly and here you are naked in front of two strangers. I'm impressed."
Eve was about to wonder about that when Drew came over to the naked girl, "That was incredible, Eve. I think we got through the collection in half the time it usually takes. Alex," he looked at his watch, "That usually takes two hours? We did it in an hour 15." He patted the girl on the shoulder, "We'll write down 2 hours for your pay. Now, the panties. We can't have you swapping out bras so can you either cup your breasts or put your...yes! Ok, and for these no need to be so cookie-cutter, ok?"
Eve flowed back into the rhythm of pulling on the panties, walking out topless then posing with her hands or arms covering her boobs or with her back turned. After pulling on a tiny black thong, the last of the basic undergarments, she started to walk out when she did a cartwheel followed by a front flip, landing gracefully with her arms outstretched. "Sorry, "she blushed, "I just had to do that." She looked over towards the wall seeing the couple standing and clapping.
Drew noticed them for the first time "Mr. Atkins, Ms. Waters. Sorry, I didn't know you were here," he said. "Hang on, Eve, let's get the last few shots then you can go grab lunch. You were great...I mean it, absolutely incredible and I'd like to explore a lot more of your gymnastics abilities.
Eve cupped her breasts, "I'm glad I don't have to do that for every pair of panties, these might rip off," she moaned.
After Eve trotted off to get out of the panties and get dressed, Drew came back over, "That was very efficient. I usually hate this part of the catalog but getting through it so fast made it a breeze. So, Eve, Are you ready for the Intimate Collection shoot? Are you comfortable with it?" he asked.
The young blonde laughed, "I must be, I was just about to go out to my car like this to grab lunch," she laughed.
"We'd like to take you to lunch," the older man said as the couple walked up. "Drew, great job. We heard about the new girl and had to see for ourselves." He looked at the photographer, "What time does the next shoot start?"
"I'd like to start at two, but it's up to you, obviously," he said.
"Oh no, it's not. This is your ship, we're simply passengers," the man smiled, "Honey, get dressed and let's go sit down and talk, ok?"
Eve quickly pulled on her clothes and met the couple out in the reception area. "Sorry, I tried to be as quick as I could," she panted.
The beautiful woman in her fifties laughed, "relax, it would have taken any other girl an extra 15 minutes to get dressed and primp themselves." She looked curiously at the girl, "You honestly don't know what I mean, do you?" she took the blonde's jaw and turned her face this way then that looking at her features, "You're a natural beauty, you know that?" She looked at her husband, "Brenda told us never allow anyone to put any makeup on you. She was right. Willow Waters and this is my husband Brian Atkins, I take it you've talked."
Eve wondered why after the first day, the makeup girl just shoed her out. "It's good to meet you both," she shook their hands, "Mr. Atkins, Ms. Waters," she said.
"Brian and Willow. Ok, what do you feel like eating?" Brian asked, "There's a terrific sandwich place, or are you like Willow who eats only salads?" the man chuckled.
"I, um. I like food," she said softly. "I eat everything," she blushed.
Willow rolled her eyes, "I hate you already. The most beautiful figure I've seen in years and you don't suffer for it? That's just wrong," she sighed. She looked at the panicked expressions on the girl's face, "Oh honey! I was kidding. I love that you are so gifted. There are too many of us that suffer for our craft as it is. Please enjoy life, take it by the balls and well...perhaps don't eat those. I've tried Rocky Mountain Oysters. The texture..." she shuddered.
The meal was strange for Eve as she'd never been the focus at any meal or gathering she'd ever remembered. Her parents told her early on that no one likes an opinionated woman and Adam had so many of his own there were few openings for any Eve might have. They asked her about her life growing up, her ballet experiences, her gymnastics history. After a few awkward responses, Eve relaxed and found she could keep people's attention. She found herself expressing some of the oddities she'd seen and the conventions she found illogical in her life. She hadn't even realized these were things that bothered her but the couple had a way to get her to open up.
"My God!" Willow sighed, "Most models are great at talking about themselves but you've been paying attention, haven't you?" She looked at her husband, "You need to get your head out of your ass and get this girl signed to a contract." She looked at Eve, "We need to get back, I'm looking forward to how you do this afternoon, but who is your agent?"
Eve shook her head, "Me? I don't have one. I am doing this for...well, you know, pin money," she said.
"Pin money?" she looked at her husband, "With your looks and presence you can be making Porsche money. Don't sell yourself short." She signaled the waiter, handing him a black AmEx card.
***********************************************
"Nervous?" Alex asked...on the other hand, how were," she nodded over to the older couple. "We've had a few girls run crying from the building after, well it was mostly Ms. Waters, grilled them. Were they tough on you?" she asked.
Eve shook her head, "No, they were fine. Perhaps they had higher expectations of the other girls and wanted the best out of them, anyhow, yes. I'm nervous. I hope I don't disappoint you and Drew," she said softly.
"You'll be fine. Remember how you morphed into the virginal newlywed with Jerry? Imagine dressing for your husband when you put on each of these," she indicated the rack. She pulled off an item, "start with this one. It's fairly conservative," she said. "Also, you'll be with another photographer rather than Drew. He usually takes the more difficult girls, so you've moved up!"
Eve looked at it, 'this is conservative?' she thought. She stripped off her clothes and pulled on the black lacy teddy. She was relieved that the crotch had a pair of snaps at least. She looked at Alex who smiled broadly, "perfect. Ok, now go out there and make their balls ache," she chuckled. "I have to go over to help out with Claire so these are your outfits for the first series," she said. "I know, right, what is this...six items? Trust me, these will be an hour or more." She gave Eve a quick hug and went to the other side of the huge set.
They had changed the set. Now there were various rooms, kitchen, living room, bedroom, etc. Each had cameras, lighting and various girls were smiling fetchingly in each as they followed the instructions of the photographer.
"Eve, good to meet you, I'm Brad so let's get you into the living room over here. We'll take a few shots of you picking up as if you're expecting guests, then can you go over to the couch?" he asked.
Eve found these shoots were different. She wasn't posing but doing activities with the camera clicking more rapidly whenever she was doing something Brad thought was good. She became attuned to the sound, repeating, varying, or turning a different way whenever the shutter made the rapidly clicking sound. At first, it was strange cleaning house wearing a transparent wispy thing but she forgot about that and did what Brad told her to.
"Great, Drew was right. You are a natural. Ok. I think you've tidied up enough, time to relax...yes, there, lie back a bit more, you're tired...open your legs a bit," he said as he knelt to get shots of the silver snaps in the crotch.
Eve realized she'd been 20 feet or more away from the camera for all the other shots but here was this stranger with the lens almost touching her most private parts.
"That's it, a little wider. Now your boyfriend is late and you were expecting something, can you just stroke right here?" he asked, his finger tracing the indentation over her wet slit.
Eve blushed and slid her hand between her legs.
"Just the middle finger. We want to see the garment remember," he ordered.
The young blonde at first just pressed her finger against her moist furrow, but as the man encouraged her, she began sliding it up and down pressing the material between her now sopping labia, the rapid sound of the shutter echoing in the room. She avoided looking at the pronounced rod in the man's jeans, looking instead down her body at her barely covered breasts and invitingly opened legs.
"Good...good," he said as the camera moved from one side to the other clicking away. "Ok, unsnap the crotch, yes there. No, relax open your legs again...Good girl," he praised her. She was a natural blonde he internally smiled. He often never knew as most girls were clean down there.
Eve popped the two snaps letting out a moan knowing a man was just a foot from her bare pussy with an angry-looking hard-on.
"Ok, let me get a few shots from back here, hold that pose..perhaps lick your lips as you look at the camera. Great, ok. Let's change into the next item and this time set the coffee table up for wine with your boyfriend," he pointed to the bar in the corner.
The girl walked back wondering why her legs felt heavy. She'd done no heavy lifting, perhaps the strong ache in her lower belly was causing it. She pulled off the garment hoping they'd not be upset how wet she'd gotten the crotch and grabbed the red teddy. This one was more conservative, she thought until she pulled it on. There were no snaps this time as there was no crotch. The material was thinner than she thought so her breasts bounced freely as she walked. She decided that she'd act as if she were clothed decently as she prepared the room.
Brad murmured encouraging comments as she knelt by the wine cabinet to get a bottle out along with the sounds of the rapid shutter release.
Brad's cock was painfully trapped in his tight jeans but he couldn't miss capturing the exposed pussy and asshole. He made a note to see if this girl will be coming back for the video sessions as he'd work that day for free if so.
Eve stood up with the bottle, grabbed a couple of glasses, and bent over the table. She must be doing something right as the sounds of the shutter were almost non-stop. She knelt next to the table first facing the camera and arranged the items, then got up and knelt with her back to Brad feeling her anus spread open. 'This must be what he wants,' she thought as he no longer said a word, just the steady sound of clicking. She stood looking at the table then decided to sit next to the table, sat down, and immodestly slouched back in the chair.
The man felt like he might cum as the girl let her legs open then slid her finger along her slit as if checking to see how wet she was. In his head, he wanted to tell her to put her finger inside but stood up uncomfortably and said, "These were great. Take five. I need to get new cards and while I do that you can put away the wine stuff for the next series." He looked over to the rack, "The body stocking," he suggested. "Also, grab some water or take a bio break," he said to the girl busy putting the stuff away as he headed to the men's room.
Brad locked the door, yanked down his pants, and sat on the toilet seat. He held the camera up and looked at the pictures of the young blonde as he furiously stroked his cock. Within a minute he stifled a loud moan as he felt the intense release coming. He almost dropped the expensive piece of equipment as jets of sperm splashed onto the bathroom floor. As he cleaned up the mess he thought back to when Drew assigned this newbie to him. He remembered groaning unhappily as he'd have to tell her how to do everything twice and she'd most likely freeze. Instead, he had to give very few instructions and she'd caused a response he'd not had shooting models in years.
Eve looked around and things were back where they were initially. She walked over to the rack and pulled out the body stocking. She had pantyhose a lot less sheer than this. She shrugged and stripped off the red teddy and was about to pull on the body stocking when she saw Brad come out of the bathroom looking refreshed. He must have splashed cold water on his face as he no longer was walking so stiffly.
"Nice, this is my favorite," he said cheerfully as he approached the naked girl. He helped her pull it on, adjusting the lower back and shoulder straps. "You are perfect for this. You should ask Drew if you can have this, I'm sure he'll say yes. All the models usually get to take one item home after these shoots," he said smiling.
Eve looked down at herself. She might as well be naked as there were no lacy patterns or patches to cover up her bits, almost the opposite as this too was crotchless but not as the teddies were, just between her legs. This garment had the entire crotch cut out with the effect of directing the observer's attention there. Shrugging she looked at the photographer, "How would you like me for this?"
Brad's initial response would have been inappropriate but he stifled that, "I don't know about you, but you'd be surprised how many women like to do housework in the nude, so..." he indicated the sheer body stocking, "this is as close as it gets," he smiled.
There was a collection of cleaning products in a cabinet so Eve went about dusting, polishing, and acting as if she were tidying up with her ears attuned to the shutter releases.
"That was great, so how about cleaning the floor?" Brad suggested, "Fold a towel beneath your knees. I'd hate for you to bruise them,"
Eve knew what he wanted so she got her towel and got on her hands and knees. She made a point of facing away from the camera and heard the shutter release click rapidly. She reached out causing her back to arch knowing her ass and pussy would thrust up and be opened wide. She felt the aching increase wishing she knew how to take care of it. She really did know but she suspected most models didn't ask their photographer to fuck them. She thought about Adam, but she knew he'd never last long enough to get this aching to release.
Brad's cock returned to the uncomfortable rigid state which made it hard to maneuver around getting shots down low. He started from behind her, getting dozens of great shots of that ass, then from the side showing her pendulous breasts. He crawled around in front of the girl and laid on his side, getting terrific shots of the girl's tits and cleavage.
Eve continued to wipe the same spot feeling very vulnerable...not that this felt like a bad thing...but was happy to be told she could get up.
"Ok, now for well-deserved rest," he pointed to the couch, "You're alone and your boyfriend isn't due home for hours so lie back and relax."
Eve flopped down, her legs slightly parted, her arms over her head as if relaxing.
Brad snapped a few shots, "Ok, touch your breasts, gently massage them...that's it," he sighed wishing he could feel them.
Eve's nipples were almost burning they were so sensitive and when he told her she should pinch them, pull on them, she unconsciously opened her legs wider while lifting her ass off the cushions.
He heard the girl's moans having no doubt she'd welcome his cock, but he drove those thoughts from his head. "That's great, that's what we want," he sighed. Keep pulling on your right nipple and take your right hand...yes you know what I want," he almost moaned as she slid her finger down her glistening labia. "That's it, put your left leg up on the back of the couch, yes...perfect," he said. The girl's mouth was open, her eyes glazed as she rubbed her swollen pussy. He moaned approvingly when one then two fingers plunged inside. He took a few more shots walking around the girl then thought about the time and reluctantly he put the camera down, "Ok. That was great. It looked so real. We have just the two more outfits so get changed, and let's wrap this up," he said as he surreptitiously adjusted his throbbing cock.
Eve felt shaky as if she'd the aching would max out giving her relief desperately wanting to get it to go away. She didn't know why it was better to get it to go away by maxing it out rather than let it fade away as it had the last week but she wanted to find out. She wasn't so innocent she didn't know what an orgasm was and assumed she'd had them before, but this might be another level of orgasm. She went over and changed into a two-piece with the bra just framing her breasts without covering and the panties having the crotch almost pulling her labia open.
Drew finished up his session and came over to where Brad was shooting Eve. He had been curious all day to see how relaxed she was and how open to instruction she was. He nodded happily seeing the girl bending over to pick up the coffee table with her back to the camera displaying her bare ass. When she moved it over, Brad instructed her to get on top on her hands and knees and look back as if expecting her boyfriend to take advantage of her position.
"Keep looking at the camera...I mean your boyfriend, now reach between your legs and spread those lips...Oh wow! Perfect," he sighed. That's great," he laughed as Eve's hand touching herself then beckoned him.
"Hey, Brad. Didn't want to interrupt, but are you guys about done?" Drew asked, "Hey, Eve, you look great by the way."
Brad put down his camera, "Yeah. This is the last of them. Eve, great working with you today, I don't know if this taskmaster here told you but you're a natural. You will go far...really far in this business," Brad said smiling at the girl.
Eve got up, her aching making it hard to walk smoothly hearing the two men discussing her.
"I think she'd be perfect for the videos. She is open, relaxed, and enjoys being in front of...." the men's voices trailed off.
The young blonde changed feeling embarrassed with how wet each of the garments was. She picked up the blue one that exposed her boobs, ass, and pussy wondering if that might inspire Adam. She chuckled thinking back at how much it inspired Brad. He'd finally quit trying to hide his erection and just reached into his pants to try to get comfortable. These garments sure are well designed to get men interested in the wearer, she thought.



Drew came over to the girl now fully dressed but looking flushed. "Did you enjoy the shoot?" he asked. "Did you want to take that?" he asked. He grabbed the other five hangers and handed them to the girl, "Here. Take them. Brad said you surpassed his best expectations and asked, or rather demanded he work with you again," he smiled.
Eve blushed, taking the garments, "Really? I mean Brad said maybe I could ask for one. They're all so beautiful...sexy," she said softly.
Drew chuckled, "He's right but I was told by Willow and Brian to make you happy. What did you say to them at lunch? I've never seen them take an interest in a model before."
The girl blushed harder, "Um...nothing. I just, you know, chatted with them."
"Anyhow, I'm going to ask. I suspect I know the answer and whichever way you respond there will be future shoots for you. Are you interested in either the soft or hard shoots tomorrow?" The girl looked confused. "Let's go sit in my office," he said.
After Eve sat down, she asked, "Wasn't today a soft shoot? I assume you meant softcore or hardcore porn."
Drew chuckled, "In a way, yes. Hang on..I have a few examples of softcore...OK, there," he pointed to the screen.
Eve's eyes got big seeing a slideshow with a beautiful girl kneeling, stroking a large penis; holding it to her lips; lying back, the head just touching her pussy; on her hands and knees, again with the penis just touching her.
Drew stopped it showing the girl's tongue just against the underside of the head. "Softcore would just be stills. No penetration, no actual sex. There's touching, perhaps the man sucking a nipple or massaging the girl's breasts; girls stroking a cock but any actual genital stimulation is out. You get the picture." He looked at the girl, "Ok, I think this interests you. Hardcore is different, easier perhaps because there are no poses. The actors just go with it, perhaps taking direction, but a lot of the shoot veers off the original script if the final product is more natural, better."
Eve squirmed in her seat thinking about it. Adam wouldn't approve but he rarely approved of anything but the softcore is not cheating. "Does the, do the girls get paid more?" she asked.
"Oh yeah. Today you got $500 per hour for the afternoon shots, this," he pointed to the girl just about to lick the cock, is $1,000 per hour. This," the screen went blank as he opened another file before showing another girl with her lips wrapped around a similar cock sucking rapidly, "gets anywhere from $1,500 to $2,500," he said.
"Wow! $2,500 per hour? What do those girls do, farm animals?" she laughed nervously.
Drew chuckled, "You know, that's not a bad idea...no, it's just doing things like anal, foursomes, more extreme acts. Tamer scenes like making love or a blowjob would be less of course, but we have very strict rules, no pain, so BDSM is out, not choking or hurting any of the girls...no farm animals, at least no horses. We want the girls to enjoy it, not dread it as that would show, here," he opened another video showing a girl riding a guy, her ass almost a blur as she slammed onto the man's cock. "I'd say she looks happy," he smiled.
Eve never blinked as she saw two people having sex...fucking before. She watched jealously as the girl seemed to be lost in the pleasure of the act. She wanted to laugh and cry thinking she'd been watching for just a couple of minutes and Adam would have left the room by now let alone put that much energy into it.
"You are considering it, aren't you?" Drew gently stroked the girl's shoulder. She felt almost feverish she was so warm.
Eve nodded slowly, "Let me think about it. I don't want to cheat on my husband but I could do the other," she gasped as the couple turned over, the man now driving his cock into her vagina aggressively. Rather than show pain, her ass was rising with each stroke to increase the...the fucking. She was looking as if she totally adored the man.
Drew chuckled, "These girls all have husbands or boyfriends. They're actresses. You've seen movies like Basic Instinct or Risky business. Do you think those actors, actresses are cheating? It's just a role they're playing, not cheating. Now if they do this off-set, that's another story."
Eve nodded, "OK. What if I agree to do some softcore and...well, what if I want?" she pointed to the girl now rhythmically crying out.
Drew smiled, "Then we'd start videotaping. That happens more than you think. Best intentions and all. When couples start to touch, to feel the blood pulsing...you get the idea. If you're interested we start at 8 AM tomorrow."
Eve nodded, then looked like she'd come to a decision, "8 AM it is then," she looked at the pink pussy rising to meet the generously endowed penis and felt the agonizing ache rising. "Thanks for these," she held up the lingerie. "I should get home and make dinner."
After she left, Drew picked up the phone, "She'll be here in the morning....yes, I'll call him. He asked me just yesterday if she'd go for it...no,I don't think it has anything to do with the money...I agree, ok...I'll send them over as soon as the shoot is done, really? That's incredibly generous, but...um thanks, bye." he hung up feeling excited. If she agrees to let herself go Brian promised him a $10,000 bonus! On top of that Jerry will be buying him dinner.
***********************************************
Adam kissed his wife briefly on the lips but was surprised she pulled his face back, kissing him more aggressively. She was rubbing her body on his but he extracted himself, "Wow. What got into you?' he asked. "I told you those afternoon soaps are nothing but softcore porn," he chuckled.
He went into the living room, taking off his shoes and flopping down. "Bring me a beer, won't you?" he ordered.
Eve pulled off her tee-shirt, stepped out of her pants, and after pouring the beer took it out to her husband.
Adam glanced up, his hand out then did a double-take. There was his innocent wife wearing what looked like a full-body stocking, well partial-body as her pussy was fully exposed. He stood, "Oh wow! Where did you get that?" he asked. He wanted her to turn around to see if that perfect ass was also exposed.
Eve felt bad lying but she just didn't want to hear him yell at her for letting people see her like that so she lied, "I told you I went to the thrift shop last night. You'd be amazed the variety of things you can find there," she smiled as she twirled around. "It's very comfortable and I was thinking about wearing it to bed rather than that oversized tee," she said as her husband's hands explored her body as if it were the first time.
"I love it," he said. "Is it really made like this?" he asked as his fingers probed her dripping pussy.
"Easy access, the tag said," she chuckled. "I was hoping you'd like it though it makes me feel a bit like a whore," she sighed.
"My whore," the man said as he pushed her back onto the couch.
Eve tried to grab his already stiff erection and see what he tasted like but he was too quick. He opened her legs and drove his cock into her. She cried out, "Wait, wait," but he rapidly pistoned into her moist twat for less than a minute before grunting he was cumming.
The girl lay there feeling like she could cry, gently stroking his back, listening to his contented breathing getting back to normal. The packaging doesn't change the product, she thought sadly.
Adam kissed his wife and got up. He looked down at her and smiled, "I like it. I might have to go again, but let's get cleaned up so I can review my meeting with the bishop today." He moved her legs off the couch, sat down, took a sip of his beer, and picked up his tablet.
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Eve was humming a tune which at first couldn't remember where she'd heard it, then recalled the scene with Jerry. This was the first morning where she didn't have that enticing ache in her belly and was looking forward to meeting Adam's co-workers, or as he put it, "My people." The skirt fit perfectly, slim, light, and cool. The first issue was the blouse. She dug through her bra drawer and all had cups too large for the décolletage.
She sighed and pulled it on sans bra and buttoned it up. She turned her body making sure she wouldn't pop out and nodded. If she refrains from doing jumping jacks or trampolining she'll be fine. The only other concern would be getting aroused and having nothing to hide the shape of her nipples but that wasn't going to happen at a Christian Charities company function. She chuckled thinking how different this will be from yesterday's shoot...feeling the eager throbbing return.
Adam looked up from the paper, "Wow! You look beautiful," he stood and came over, "I like it. I'm surprised you decided to go braless but I approve," he smiled as he cupped her breasts.
Eve slapped his hands away, sighing, "There will be none of that as you can see," she looked down at her puffies now poking out.
Adam put his hands back on her breasts, his thumbs flicking the hard nubs, "I agree. We can't have people seeing how beautiful and sexy you are." he chuckled. He stepped back, "Now, that's how I want my wife to look in the pictures."
Eve's jaw dropped, "You what? You've told me over and over, I'm showing too much skin; my skirt or dress is too short. Now...?"
"You saw last year's pictures. All the men's wives are dressed to show off their womanly assets. I was told by the photographer that it evolved that way over the years as donations increased the hotter the wives and girlfriends looked. I have the hottest wife and you'd stand out if you dressed as you normally do." He put his hands on her shoulders, "We need to leverage all the assets we can for the greater good. Small sacrifice for you to show some skin and bonus! You'll be so much cooler today."
"Wives, girlfriends?" she asked, "What about husbands and boyfriends?"
"Oh, we have those just not in the leadership positions. The founder is a strong believer in traditional family values so we have female employees, just not in positions where their jobs would take away from their responsibilities to their families, keeping a nice home," her husband smiled. "Speaking of home, you remember our guests are coming over tonight. They're bringing a member of the parish for some reason with them, so there will be five for dinner." He turned his wife around admiring her, "That red dress will look great on you tonight."
Eve wondered what she'd gotten herself into. The red dress was slinky, cut low so she'd be braless again, and had a slit up the side requiring a thong. She had an education degree and wasn't allowed to use it. Was it because it would take her away from her wifely duties? She sighed and noticed her nipples were no longer an issue and couldn't see any possibility of them popping back up soon.
"We should go," the blonde wife said softly, "I'll look pretty, be quiet, and meet the other Stepford wives when we get there," she said as she went out to Adam's Jaguar.
***********************************************
Adam was right. The women were not shy about showing their figures. She was introduced to the group of women chatting by the gazebo before Adam made his way over to where a group of men was gathered across the lawn.
"Eve, this is Beverly Wilson, Mary Jones, Trish Marlow, Linda Yates, Beth Jackson, and Sylvia Adams. Ladies, this is my wife, Eve. If you'll excuse me," Adam smiled at all before heading off.
Beverly laughed, "Welcome to the dumping ground. It's good to meet you, Eve. You're very beautiful." She fingered the blouse, "Silk? I love it," she said.
The young blonde blushed as all the women appraised her body. It was something of a relief when they all seemed to approve and she realized she'd been waiting for a comment on how revealing her top was. Instead, they all gave her sincere smiles. They then went back to talking about a previous get-together.
At first, Eve was nervous being surrounded by strangers who seemed to know each other well, and listening to them she realized they were just as put off by the men's patriarchal attitude but they also seemed resigned by it and laughed it off. The conversation turned to their husband's responses to their opinions on politics or suggestions for issues at work. At least Adam never told her how to vote, but in other areas, she realized how she'd lost a lot of her sense of self. Eve could suddenly relate to these women and found herself adding her own experiences.
Adam looked over at the now large group of women all laughing, Eve smiling and commenting along with them. He'd been worried she'd withdraw or feel out of place but she seemed to fit right in even though she looked young enough to be someone's daughter.
"...so I told him that he needed more diversity in the photos and he shut me down. Guess what they had in the next ads?" Stacy asked grinning, "A mixed-race couple posing with kids they must have adopted from four different parts of the world. Sometimes I think they have no idea about subtlety." The women all laughed having been there.
"I have a question," Eve's eyes scanning the outfits, "I never go out dressed like this, but Adam told me that's how all the other wives and girlfriends dress. Am I the only one who would never go anywhere else dressed like this?" she indicated her cleavage.
"Oh, honey. You have no idea. I wear sweatshirts and blue jeans most of the time. Dale made me try on at least a half-dozen outfits before he seemed satisfied," she laughed, stroking her tight top over her generous braless breasts. "It's become a game. Who can push the limits the most each year, though," she fingered the fabric barely covering the blonde's chest as she looked at the other women, "we're going to have to up our game."
Eve found she had a glass of wine in her hand even though it was barely noon. The group of women migrated over to the table with food and had filled their plates with luncheon meats and salads. They were within 20 feet of the men who'd gathered near the refreshment area. "Damn, that has to be the closest thing to hell," Sylvia sighed, "They're outside, on their day off and they've been talking business the entire time."
Adam was discussing their trip to the western slope of Colorado with Dennis and Aaron, "I figure five hours to get there, so we leave at seven...Aaron, what are you looking at?" the man asked. He looked over to where all the wives were gathered, "What's up?"
"Who's the blonde in the white top next to Terry's wife?" Aaron asked.
"Oh, that's Eve, my wife. So, getting back to Monday, I can drive unless...where are you going?" Adam asked as Aaron excused himself.
"Sylvia, I thought I should come over and say hi. It was pretty rude of me to just grab a beer and talk shop. Trish, how're the kids? Beth, Bev. Hey Mary, enjoying the day?" he smiled at each of the women. He looked at Eve, putting out a hand, "Aaron Jones, and you are?" he smiled at the girl.
Eve felt uncomfortable taking the man's hand, first because he gripped her firmly pulling her to him; second since he took the opportunity to check out her cleavage. She stepped back, smiling at the man, "Eve Purcell, Adam's wife. Good to meet you." She pulled her hand back unsure why she felt creeped out by the man, "Sylvia, didn't you mention the beautiful gardens? Are they shaded?"
As they walked away from the group of women, Sylvia sighed, "And so it begins," she said.
"What begins?" the young blonde asked.
"Last year, three of the wives found themselves alone with three of the husbands in a clothing-optional situation. I was eying the men by the table and all, except your husband, were checking the women out, especially you. I feel like I'm in a pen at the county fair waiting for the judges to give us a blue ribbon or whatever as best in show." She stopped and looked at the girl, "You could do all of us a service by sleeping with all the horny men here, you know, take the pressure off us girls?" she laughed, "I'm kidding, of course. But watch yourself, this might be a Christian organization but the 7th and 10th commandments are sometimes ignored."
"Adultery and coveting, got it," Eve sighed. I've always wondered about the 10th. It states 'his' wife, 'his' house, 'his' ox and donkey. Does that mean it's alright for you to covet Beverly's husband?"
"I know, right? You know who did the various translations of the Bible. Anyhow, here's your shade. This is so much nicer," she sighed looking around. "Why is everyone standing by the bar? Never mind, I answered my own question." They sat on the bench under the huge maple.
Adam looked at Aaron as he walked back, "I was going to go over the travel plans..."
Aaron's attention was on the two women heading across the broad lawn. He knew it was her, it had to be. She has the same mole on the inside of her left breast. He looked back at his boss, "Your wife is very pretty. Is she a model?" he asked.
"She does modeling as a hobby, you know, to keep herself busy during the day and to pick up a few dollars, you know how it is with women, always having to keep busy," he said looking over to where his team members were looking. "I guess I've been talking business, let's go mingle," Adam sighed.
"Whew! This shade and the breeze feel great. Can you just have Adam pull the car over here when he's ready to go?" Eve sighed.
Sylvia chuckled. "I know, it was great this morning but the days get so hot after noon here."
The two women chatted about where they were from, how they met their husbands, kids, at least Beverly's. Eve sat up, "I need some water. Let's head back and grab something to drink."
"I'll get it, you stay here," the older woman stood. I'll be right back. Anything else?" she asked.
"You don't have to...Ok, just a bottle of cold water...or maybe two," she smiled.
Eve lolled back feeling the nice breeze on her skin, lifting her skirt and opening her top to help cool off when she heard Beverly coming back.
"There you are," Aaron said as he admired the exposed skin before the girl straightened out her clothing. "Can I join you in the shade?" he asked as he handed Eve a bottle of water.
Eve looked around after taking the bottle. "Where's Beverly?" she asked.
"Oh, Jim needed to get some stuff from the car and I volunteered to bring you the water. I didn't mind since the shade does feel great." Aaron smiled at the girl. Adam tells me you do modeling, that's great. You have the perfect figure for it," he said as he looked at her large chest.
Eve nodded, "I do a little. It's nice to get a bit of pin money," she said.
"I'll bet you get paid more than that," he said pulling out his smartphone. He opened an app showing her the screen while putting a hand on her creamy thigh. "How much per hour do you girls make for these types of shoots?" he asked.
Eve looked at the man, "How much do you make doing what you do?"
Aaron laughed, "Fair enough. Has Adam seen these? He made it sound like you're modeling dresses and shoes," he asked as he slid his hand under her skirt. "Have you done any of the video sessions?"
Eve didn't stop the man but had thoughts of snapping a finger or two, "No, but I've thought about it. And Adam hasn't seen these, he never seems interested when I want to tell him about the shoots," she looked as he swiped over to a picture with Eve's lips wrapped around the head of a cock.
Aaron felt the warm heat from the blonde's cunt as his little finger pressed against her panties. He knew he had her since she'd made no move to stop him. Maybe the little slut wants his cock, maybe a few of the other men's cocks also. "I think we can come to a mutually satisfying agreement that would preclude me showing these to your husband," he said softly, his lips millimeters from her ear.
"Explain," Eve said putting her hand on the man's tented shorts, "Would it involve me taking care of this?" she asked.
"Oh yeah. You take care of me, I take care of you," he said. "I want this," he pointed to the simulated blowjob, "and this," he swiped over to where she allowed the older guy to put just the tip inside her.
Eve gave a soft sigh as the man's hand cupped her moist pussy, pressing the fabric into her slit. "I think it's a great idea," she smiled. She got up and knelt between his legs. She unzipped his shorts and when he lifted his hips, she yanked those and his boxers off. "Not bad," she said as she took the throbbing rod in her hand. She watched him close his eyes and groan as she stroked the warm shaft, "I've been trying to tell Adam all week about the shoots and what I did for them. He never listens to me. Maybe he'll listen to a man...a man like you. You might be able to help me. Come on, let's show him these beautiful pictures, and maybe he'll pay attention to you."
She stood and picked up the man's clothes and started trotting back to the group, stopping 20 feet away. "And when we show the pictures to your boss, he'll appreciate you tried to fuck his wife. He's so wrapped up in work I'll bet he gives you a bonus. Oh, I think I'll go talk to Mary about setting up a video session with her and Jerry. You might know him...the tall black man with that huge member on the site you frequent?"
Aaron jumped up to chase her but stopped seeing her lead. He saw the people he worked with through the trees so he headed behind the community center building. Frantically was trying to figure out how to get something on, he took stock. All he had was shoes, socks, his polo shirt, and his phone. 'The phone! I can unlock the car and get at my golf crap in the trunk.'
The young blonde cheerfully greeted people as she walked over to the table where the guests had put their shells, jackets, and other paraphernalia, burying the garments under someone's coat. She suddenly realized a man was touching her most intimate place and she'd felt nothing. No ache in her belly and her nipples never reacted. Was she getting jaded? She was glad she'd resisted doing the video sessions...a few pictures with her posing seductively is a far cry from a video of her being fucked by strange men.
She went over to the table where her husband was, "Hey sweetie. When does the photographer get here? We have to get back so I can get dinner ready."
Aaron avoided Eve the rest of the day but he looked out of place with his pink polo shirt and bright green pants. He joked he'd had an accident with the artichoke dip and had to change. He wondered where that bitch had hidden his clothes hoping no one would find them.
The photographer took all the group photos, the couples shots, then various collective photos with all the wives and girlfriends, departments, etc.. It seemed strange to Eve that she was invited to join various groups but perhaps it was because she was the boss's wife.
***********************************************
Eve looked at the table and house. Everything looked immaculate even with limited time to clean up and cook. She'd prepared the green chili the day before so preparation was not tough. She looked over at her husband who'd done exactly zero to help prepare explaining he wanted to review his proposal for the church to double their annual pledge. She spent little time dwelling on that as she couldn't remember the last time he even took his dishes into the kitchen after a meal let alone opened up the dishwasher. She thought about how hectic her last week was compared to her first months after moving out to Colorado. Then at the last minute, she was informed the two clerics were bringing another man with them.
"Ah, they're here," Adam stood up quickly. He looked at his wife and nodded. She'd changed into the red cocktail dress, again without a bra. He shook his head wondering why she'd protested that looking like a hooker with men of the cloth seemed out of place. He was a patient man but he'd explained too many times why she needed to look sexy so he just told her to do it. She came through with flying colors.
"Your Excellency, Father, hello, I'm Adam Purcell." he greeted the three men. "Come on in," he said as he opened the door. "Eve, come meet our guests," he said to his wife.
"Wow!" the Bishop smiled seeing the girl with the perfect body walk out of the kitchen drying her hands. She had a red flimsy dress, cut low while showing her shapely legs. "This is a very nice home you have here," he said as he took the girl's hands. He wondered how old she was as Adam looked to be 30 or so, so she had to be in her 20's. He turned to the man around his age, "This is Patrick Carlisle, a longtime parishioner, and supporter of the church. Pat, this is Adam's wife, Eve," he smiled knowingly at the man.
"Adam and Eve, I like it, though shouldn't you both be wearing fig leaves?" the man grinned looking directly at the young wife.
Eve was a bit shocked to see the 65 to 70-year old man study her body so overtly as he took her hand. When she greeted the Bishop and father, the men were more circumspect in his admiration of her attire though still obvious, 'I guess men are still men,' she internally sighed.
The men sat in the living room with Eve serving them various drinks and appetizers while they discussed the weather and items in the news. Then at dinner, she served all of them before sitting down, none of the men thinking it was strange that the wife was little more than a maid. After she finally served herself, the Bishop raised his wine glass, "To a wonderful host and hostess. As it says in Ecclesiastes, 'Eat thy bread with joy, and drink thy wine with a merry heart.' This meal was certainly a joy and this evening has indeed been merry."
The meal was eaten with little conversation and when the plates were cleared, Adam drained his glass and stood, "Perhaps we could retire to the living room. Eve, could you get another bottle while we talk?"
After the blonde wife refilled the men's glasses, Patrick patted the seat next to him, "Sit. You've been working all evening. Where's your glass?" he asked.
"I shouldn't...I have the dishes and clean-up to take care of," she sighed.
"Yes, Eve, relax and have a seat. The dishes will be there in the morning," Adam said it like an order. "That's a good girl," he praised as she nodded and went to get her glass.
The girl went and got the bottle and came back and sat next to the older man.
"So last year, your Diocese gave..." Adam was saying as Eve sipped her wine. The conversation was so boring she was regretting not excusing herself to clean up. She was so in thought she didn't realize the men were looking at her, "I'm sorry, what?"
"Adam tells me you're a model?" the Bishop said, "What kind of shoots do you do?"
"Clothes," she said, "I just did a series for the Drakes Department Store summer catalog," she said.
The Bishop looked at Patrick, "She'd be perfect, don't you think?" the man asked. He turned back to Eve, "Would you be interested in modeling habits and various other pieces that nuns wear?"
The girl looked doubtful, "I could, but why? Aren't these just...I mean, black and white robes?" she asked.
"Many orders' habits are but you'd be surprised at the various colors and styles. We were at a conference last month discussing the dwindling numbers of nuns. They all agree we could be doing a better job in inspiring young women to answer the higher calling. Someone suggested a fashion show or a website showing how fashionable and pretty the sisters are. Nun's garb is actually quite fascinating with sashes, veils, belts, tunics, rosaries, you get the idea. It is assumed that nuns like the Amish, value plainness over fashion, but all of us, nuns included take pride in how we look." the priest replied.



"Yes, and we'd like to have an attractive model showing the various accouterments as it were that make nuns feel special. Let's face it, the image we all have of nuns is not exactly...sexy, if you know what I mean." the Bishop smiled at the girl. "Of course, the average age has been going up due to the lack of fresh initiates."
Patrick patted the girl's thigh, then slowly stroked, "The church...the churches value the services that the various sisters offer." He looked at the two clerics, "I'm in marketing and also a devout Christian and I can see ways to subtly inspire young women a wonderful opportunity to help others," he continued stroking the creamy thigh.
Eve looked at her husband who simply glanced at the man's hand before nodding at her. "I guess I could model some...some of these tunics and things. I've never looked closely at how a nun dresses but I assume someone would tell me what to do and how to dress," she said softly. There was something a bit strange about a habit fashion show, but this is the 21st century. "I assume it would be a fairly quick series of photos," she sighed.
"That would be terrific," the Bishop smiled. "But then we are also looking for videos, you know, clips we can use in promotions. The modern nun is more active than you think. She's playing softball, tennis, volleyball. We have to shoot some action shots showing that being a nun is more than devotions, prayers, and readings," the older man said smiling at the girl.
Patrick's hand was under the slit in the dress perilously close to her panties but everyone in the room seemed to think this was natural so she simply nodded wondering what athletic feats she'd need to perform. She grew up a tomboy so softball, dribbling a basketball, tennis, gymnastics, and other sports were a big part of her past so she simply said, "Sure. I'm fairly athletic so that should be no issue."
The man's little finger brushed against the warm moist fabric of the blonde's panties and smiled at the girl, "The key attributes we're looking for is a zest for life, agility, flexibility, and...well, beauty. Let's be honest, nuns are women also with the same desires, needs, feelings, and senses of humor. We contacted a studio here in town, Atkins and Waters, not sure you know who they are...anyhow, we've scheduled the entire day on Monday and I think you're the perfect model."
Eve suddenly realized what they were asking and sat up, "I think you should get some of your nuns to do the sessions. They know how to dress and act. I've never had much contact with..."
"Adam, talk to your wife," the Bishop said firmly, "We are prepared to triple last year's donations and Patrick will match that...and we weren't looking for anything in return but meeting your wife and seeing how she's the perfect fit, well..."
"Eve, just do it. I think you're being silly. What on earth is the issue here? You don't know how to act as a nun? Hell, you've modeled clothes for mothers, single women going out on dates, tennis players," he said firmly. "You're doing it. It's not like you have much else going on right now," he said firmly
Eve shuddered as she realized what her husband was ordering her to do. He seemed to be the only clueless one in the room as the priest was staring at Patrick's fingers stroking her pussy then looking up at her with a grin. She looked at Adam hoping he'd see what the man was doing but he was staring at her as if waiting for her acquiescence. "Ok," she said simply.
"Your Excellency, Patrick, she'll be there. What time Monday?" The man said looking satisfied.
"Brian Atkins arranged for the crew to be there at 8 AM Monday. We are in your debt," the older man said as he thrust his middle finger inside the girl, "I look forward to seeing the pics and the videos," he looked at the two clerics, "We all are," he smiled.
Yanking the man's finger out would most likely negate the entire deal so she acted like nothing was inside her most private parts and stood up straightening her dress as she brushed the man's fat finger out of her. "I need water, can I get anyone anything?" she asked sweetly. Now the unwelcome tantalizing throbbing in her lower belly was back and her panties were soaked. Twice in one day strange men had put their hands between her legs. Who was she?
***********************************************
"That went well," Adam smiled as the entered the bedroom, Wait," he ordered as Eve began to unzip the dress.
The girl wondered what her husband wanted but soon figured it out. He pulled up the dress ordering her to hold it up. Then he pulled down her thong, tossing it to the side.
Adam stroked his wife's pussy, "You were bad tonight, which was very good," he smiled. "I saw how you let Patrick touch you here, though seeing how wet you are you liked it. I feel I've been blessed with the best wife a man could have," he said as he pushed her back onto the bed.
Eve was stunned. Her husband willingly will use her for his own gain? She didn't even try to enjoy it as he stabbed her with his cock and proceeded the thrust hard into her. She didn't have to lie there for long as the predictably let out a groan as he spewed his cum inside her. She idly wondered how the video shoot would be on Monday and if she'd enjoy it or just grit her teeth and let them do what they wanted.
Adam looked down at his wife, "Damn, you're so beautiful. We should have more potential donors over." He slapped her thigh and headed to the bathroom to clean up.
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"Fuck you! You might be my boss, but that is way...WAY out of line," Ashley exclaimed. She looked at her co-workers for support and no one would meet her eyes. "Are you guys serious? Let me ask this, if he were gay would you guys agree...nevermind, I'm sure two of you would jump all over that," she said glaring at the three men.
"You can say no. No one will ever hold it against you if you do, it's just...look, you know Dale set the sales goal really high for this and we all hoped we'd hit it, but..." Jim said softly.
"But, we get this...Bruce's order and we'll make it," Tom said. "I know you're married...happily, but we all will get a much larger bonus if we make the goal. Dale is an ass and if we come back short, you know what he'll do," he finished.
Blair sighed, "Fuck it. She'll never do it. Her husband makes a ton of money and she doesn't need the bonus. Come on guys, let's head over to the Aria to see the show," the youngest stood up, "Sometimes you have to just take one for the team," he scowled at the woman. "This is why I questioned you promoting her."
Ashley groaned, "Fuck! You know I've never cheated on Larry. Never even came close. What would he say if he found out?" she looked at the three men, "And what makes you think he'd be interested in me?" she looked down at her business attire.
Jim drained his whiskey and stood up and glared at the blond man, "Blair, you're out of line. We hired her because she's super-smart, works her ass off, and can out-sell any one of you." He looked at the tall, slender blonde, "But you're not very observant if you think Bruce is not interested in you. How many times did he stop by the booth? At least a half dozen and he stayed for a while five of those times," he looked at the beautiful woman, "the one time he left immediately was when you were at lunch." he finished. "Whom did he talk to every time? Plus, I know this is not a great selling point, but he's what? 350 pounds? He's had no shot at a woman as beautiful and sexy as you since high school if that."
"Me," the woman sighed, "But he never...you know, checked out my...." she glanced at her chest.
"You didn't see him but he was checking you out, especially your ass. I'll tell you what," Jim said looking at his employee, "you get his signature on an order for over a thousand units and you can have next week off to make it up to Larry. You never need to tell him, but you can show him how much you missed him all week," he said looking at the woman, "But let me reiterate. If you don't want to do this I understand and none of us will ever hold it against you," he said as he glared at the three men.
Ashley sighed, "Ok. I'll try," she looked suddenly unsure of herself, "What do I do? Throw myself at him? And besides my jeans and tees, this is all I brought."
Jim grinned, "Ok," he pointed out at the lobby, "See that shop there? They have to have something for you that's..."
"Slutty?" she finished, "Something that would look good on his hotel room floor?"
* * * * *
"You're sure he's here?" Ashley asked Jim, "Damn, it's loud."
"I'm sure. Tom overheard him saying these blackjack tables are the best in Vegas. Remember all the guidelines I taught you?"
The woman nodded. She'd never once gambled in all her life, but then again it wasn't her money. She replayed all the strategies, stay if the dealer's upcard is a six or lower and she has 13 or better...on and on. Thankfully she had a great memory and was able to retain most of the tips they'd given her. "There, table three," she nodded across the casino floor.
"Shit all the tables are full," Jim said eyeing the tables on either side of Bruce and his co-worker. But as soon as he said that, a couple got up from table two and picked up their chips. "Ok, don't look over at them. Act like the cards, your chips, and the dealer are the only things that matter in the world." Jim looked appraisingly at his employee. "If you don't feel like acting like...you know...ok good," he smiled when she patted his ass. No way would he ever sleep with an employee especially a married one and never thought he'd urge a woman to cheat and was baffled that he'd crossed this line. Then he wondered if he'd be able to resist if she gave even the slightest indication she'd be willing to sleep with him. He gently guided her to a seat at the table, his hand possessively on her bare lower back.
Bruce glanced over, did a double-take, and sighed. Of course, she'd be sleeping with her boss, he thought. That is a touch reserved for lovers...and she would never wear a tight dress like that unless she didn't plan on having it off sooner than later. "Sorry, hit," he mumbled when the dealer asked. "Shit! Bust." He looked back over at the woman. C-cups? Definitely that or D. Nice ass, he observed as she turned to slide into the seat at the table next to his.
Jim smiled at Ashley as he stroked her thigh, "He's checking you out...don't look, but he is very intrigued with your tits. Pull your hair off your shoulders before checking out your cards," he whispered. "You're doing great."
Ashley felt a tingling on her right side knowing the man was studying her. The red dress Jim picked out was a size small and thinner than the teddy Larry had bought her last year. She didn't need to look to know her nipples were fully outlined by the thin material and the cut showed considerable side-boob and cleavage. She went over the various scenarios from chatting to fucking...that being the worst case. Hopefully, she'll get in a casual conversation with Bruce and suggest he place an order at the show averting any sexual acts with the man. She had trouble focusing on her cards feeling the man's eyes on her knowing he imagined her naked...not that he needed to imagine much.
She pushed those thoughts away and decided to play as if this were all she cared about. "Hit me," she nodded to the dealer, squealing happily as he dropped the ace on her four/six. It wasn't intentional, but her bouncing gleefully made heads turn her way all over the casino floor. The dealer grinned at Jim knowingly and dealt a card to another player. If Larry could see her now, she thought. He'd suggested many times she go out dressed like this so he could watch men hit on her and she'd always refused. She replayed her conversation with him earlier and felt a pain in her stomach having lied to him for the first time. She'd told him she'd most likely not call tonight as the team was going out to a show that would run late. She'd have to make it up to him, maybe wear this dress back home so he could watch guys hit on her.
Jim looked at his phone, "Crap, duty calls. I have to get back to my room," he said loudly. He looked expectantly at the woman. "Coming?"
Bruce felt his heart sink knowing he'd never see this beautiful woman again. He was about to cash in and head back to his room to jerk off when he overheard the discussion.
Ashley looked at her chips and back at her boss, "Sorry, I'm on a roll," she pointed to the pile of chips that had doubled. "You go on ahead, I'm staying," she said firmly. "Will I see you later? No? Ok, I'll see you in the morning." He leaned down and kissed her, "I have to get this fixed anyhow," he moaned. "Are you going to be alright here alone?"
"I'm a big girl. I can find my way back to my room," she smiled as looked at her cards as if they were the only things in the world. "I could use the sleep anyhow...you have too much energy."
He went to kiss her again, but she was focused on her cards.
Bruce looked at his buddy, "Carl. I think we should switch tables to change our luck," he nodded at table two.
"Oh wow!" the woman giggled seeing two aces, "Split!" She looked up as Bruce sat on one side and his co-worker on the other. "Bruce! Are you stalking me?" she giggled, "Sorry, "I might have had a few drinks, and the table's hot," she said indicating her chips. "How's your night going?" she asked.
"Great, now. Ashley, this is Carl. We work together and this is his first time in Vegas. Oh wow!" he grinned seeing the gorgeous woman blackjack twice. "I hope your luck rubs off," he sighed, "All night I've gotten close...but..."
"Don't worry. Now that you're here I'm sure you'll get lucky," she suddenly blushed seeing his eyes check out her chest, "I didn't mean it like that."
Bruce laughed, "I'm sure you didn't but I'm hoping..." he looked at her dress closer. "Carl, tell me, is there a more beautiful woman in here?"
Carl grinned, "I apologize for Bruce. You must be Ashley. You were all he could talk about all week. I'll divulge a secret...he likes you," the older man whispered in her ear, "and there's no doubt why. I'd like to add, he's the greatest guy I know...he'd like to hit on you, but he's not that guy...the guy to hit on a married woman. I think he's a fool...I'd at least take a chance you'd say yes."
Ashley felt her nipples harden with the hot breath hitting her neck. "I'm sure he's being polite," she said. "But thanks, it's nice to be appreciated by men after 12 years of marriage," she sighed. "Sometimes a woman needs to feel as if she's still desirable, so I'd take it as a compliment if you tried."
* * * * *
Bruce sat back, "So you pretty much broke the bank," he chuckled. "Over $670 and you started with $100?" He raised his glass.
The three were sitting at the bar, envious eyes on the two men leaning close to the gorgeous woman. "I guess so," she looked down at her purse. "The cards dropped all night. Nice to have luck on my side," she suddenly laughed, "I was going to say, nice to get lucky, but with my husband a thousand miles away and Jim...um, never mind," she looked over at the front door.
Bruce looked at Carl who nodded, "Look. I know you're off the clock but we were planning on phoning the order in on Monday, do you think we could write it up now?"
Carl added, "We'd like to give you the sale, and if we phone it in, who would get credit?"
Ashley felt relief thinking she'd not have to violate her wedding vows to get the sale. "For phone-ins, we have what's called a team commission so I'd get partial...we talked about your needs. 1,550 licenses? Wasn't that what you mentioned Tuesday?" she asked.
"Damn!" Bruce said, "You remembered? Yes. Plus, I was thinking of another 440 over in Stanton." He looked at his partner, "We could...um," he paused looking at his partner, "Um, I left the forms in my room, and if you want..."
Ashley laughed, "Go up to your room? I wasn't born yesterday," she looked into the man's eyes, "I can go up to my room and get new forms and come back down here," noticing the micro-expression of disappointment and sighed, "But it is late and it's a lot more efficient...let me get these," she signaled the bartender.
* * * * *
"There," Bruce said smiling. 1,990 licenses. I'm thrilled we've aligned ourselves with you and your company." He stood and went over to the bar, "Drink?"
"No, sorry. I think I've had enough," she sighed. "What I'd really like is to get back to my room, these shoes off and out of this dress. I must have put on a few pounds since I last wore it," she sighed but noticed the quick looks of eagerness on their faces, "Sorry, TMI." She picked up the orders feeling relief wash through her knowing she wouldn't have to sleep with these men to close the sale. She was about to wish them a good night when she again saw a different look flash across their faces. "I assume you both need sleep after the long week...I know I do...plus my feet are killing me," she sighed looking down at her feet as she flexed her ankles.
Carl stood up, took her hand, and led her over to the bed, "I get it. All day on your feet wearing these torturous shoes," he knelt as he slipped each shoe off.
"You don't have to but Ok...aaahhhhh," she sighed feeling the strong hands knead her sore feet. He knew what he was doing and she ignored any modesty as she allowed him to lift her leg to the side.
Bruce sat behind the girl and tentatively put his hands on her shoulders but rather than recoiling, she leaned into him as he pressed his thumbs into her trapezius muscles.
"Oh wow! This is above and beyond...but don't stop," she sighed as the men worked the kinks out of her sore body. It was amazing how standing for a week can tighten up just about every muscle. "Ok, this is exactly what my body needs." She closed her eyes not protesting when Carl raised her leg to work on her calves and Bruce's hands came over her shoulders and massaged her upper chest. It struck her that even though she'd resigned herself to the possibility of Bruce fucking her, she never considered two men...until now. As those powerful hands stroked her pecs, the thin material scraped across her aroused nipples causing her to softly moan.
The large man looked down at the full mounds barely covered by the flimsy dress hoping she'd allow him to free them. His fingers were itching to slide under the cloth to feel those erect nipples and tested the waters as he pushed the straps off her shoulders.
Carl looked between those perfect legs and winked at Bruce. He mouthed 'thong,' as he worked higher up the slender leg, opening them wider. He could smell her heat, her arousal, his cock beginning to throb anticipating plunging into her trimmed cunt.
"No, we shouldn't..." Ashley sighed feeling the straps being slid down her arms, cool air on her breasts, "I'm married...oh God!" she moaned softly as the plump hands cupped her bare tits, thumbs slowly flicking across her swollen nubs. "Yesssss," she sighed as she felt arousal wash away all reservations.
Bruce shifted happily as the woman's hand slid up his leg and gripped his erect penis. He'd never felt this hard and hoped the girl wouldn't change her mind, but as she wanted to feel his cock he took that as a good sign. He grinned at Carl as he undid his belt, pants and pulled out his aching dick for her.
Ashley lifted her hips feeling plump hands on the waistband of her panties as she realized a man other than her husband was about to see her most private parts...two men. Men she never even knew existed a few days ago. She opened her legs feeling the cool air on her moist lips as the man's strong fingers worked their way up her thighs. A few hours ago she'd never even toyed with the idea of allowing any other man to touch her let alone two men getting her clothes off.
"Beautiful, isn't she?" Carl asked Bruce. "You should see her incredible pussy. She's opened up like a flower." he leaned between her legs and inhaled deeply. "Ahhhh, the aroma of sweet arousal," he sighed.
Ashley opened her legs wider as the man pressed his face against her sex not bothering to stifle the loud moan as the fat tongue parted her labia. Larry is a great husband and father but sucked at...sucking. "Fuck, Carl....there...aaaahhhh," she sighed as her free hand gently stroked his head, her other hand on another type of head. She was surprised how big Bruce's cock was...not that it was huge, but she'd seen pictures of...overweight men and they always seemed to have unusually small penises.
"I think we should get more comfortable," Bruce said softly as he stood to remove his clothes. He smiled at the look of desire on the woman's face, her eyes watching his rigid cock as he got naked.
She scanned the flabby body wondering if she'd be able to breathe if he got on top of her, or if she'd comfortably be able to straddle him but also how arousing it was seeing the rock-hard cock jutting out beneath the soft flesh. She stood up and allowed Carl to pull off her dress then heard the rustling of his clothes. Her mouth was soon pressed against Carl's as four hands explored parts of her only Larry previously had access to.
* * * * *
"So? Did you find him at the blackjack table? Where's Ashley?" Blair asked urgently. "Did she...?"
Jim went over to the dresser and poured himself a whiskey, downing it in one gulp. "Damn! In all my years in the business, I never once set up an employee to whore herself out, but Christ! She's a fucking natural." He looked at his employees. "I've never cheated on Meridith, but I was sorely tempted," he sighed. "There was a moment when I considered what might happen if we didn't find Bruce down there."
Tom shook his head. "She looked like a...you know...I might be picturing her later," he laughed. "Nevermind."
"So, you think she'll get the sale?" Ben asked. "Dumb question. I'm sure she'll get everything signed before...am I the only one wondering if he'll crush the poor girl? What is she? 115?"
"Oh, I guess I forgot. Bruce was with a co-worker and I went over to the bar to see if all was going well, and the three cashed out and came over so I came back to the room. It looked like she was fine with both men," he said proudly, "She's amazing."
* * * * *
Carl's cock was fatter than Bruce's, but just as long. Her jaw was starting to ache as she sucked on the fleshy shaft, but most of her attention was focused on the wonderful feeling of Bruce's cock spearing her from behind. She remembered watching porn with Larry and he teased her about how she wished she were the one being spit-roasted. She playfully smacked him for that comment but remembered the throbbing picturing it. This was better than it looked, and there was something incredibly arousing feeling the man's stomach press against her lower back and ass. She was also surprised as to how agile and energetic he was.
Carl grabbed the flopping tits as his friend's thrusts drove the woman's mouth onto his cock. She was a skilled cocksucker but he was surprised when she took her hand off his shaft and felt the back of her throat. "Oh fuck!" he moaned as her lips pressed into his pubes. He closed his eyes savoring the warm mouth and throat tightly envelope his entire cock over and over and Bruce aggressively fucked the woman's pussy. He knew he wasn't going to last and was about to pull out.
"Damn!" Bruce said to his friend, "Is she deep-throating you?" When he saw him nod he grunted, "Switch?"
Ashley groaned as the two men pulled out of her. She barely had time to wipe the drool off her mouth when the larger man's slick cock pressed against her lips. She'd tasted her fluids before, but his cock was a lot slicker than she'd ever remembered. "Mmmmmmmm," she moaned, her mouth full of hot flesh as Carl drove onto her sopping hole.
The older man gripped those creamy cheeks as he responded to Ashley's encouraging grunts by slamming harder and harder into her. Tentatively he pressed his thumb against her puckered hole and her grunts got louder and not in protest.
Larry had never once touched her ass when love-making or at any other time, but this felt like it had to happen as she pressed back against the fat digit. Her pleasured moans got louder as the man's thumb fully penetrated her anus.
Bruce watched intently seeing his friend grin at him which sent him over the edge. He grunted out he was cumming, she grabbed his flabby ass and pulled him into her mouth. She had to swallow rapidly as the hot, salty sperm jetted down her throat.
* * * * *
Jim looked at his watch, "11:30. It's been two hours so I assume she'll have worn them out. I told her to call if there were any issues," he looked around at the other guys. "Man! Now I'm not sure if I want to hear about the order or what they made her do," he sighed.
"I'd fuck her ass...make her give it up," Tom said softly, "No order unless she allows me in her back door."
Ben chuckled, "Her tits. Have you seen how full they are when she wears that scoop-neck? I'd fuck those in a flash if she'd let me."
"Guys! This is the co-worker we're talking about. She's a respectable, married woman," Jim said firmly, "But, given the chance, I wouldn't mind getting between those long legs. Her body is so toned, I'll bet she's tight."
"Sorry, but I'd want all of her. You guys have seen those lips. I'd go around the world at least twice before I was done," Blair smiled wistfully. "But sadly, it will never happen. I was a bit surprised she agreed to... never mind, the images in my mind are..." he trailed off.



Ben stood up. "On that note, I'm heading back to my room. I guess I'll find out in the morning if all went well. Goodnight," he said to the others as he left.
Jim knew what they all wanted to do and after they left, he did the same thing, a vision of her peeling off the tight red dress revealing her incredible naked body. He exploded as the vision of her lust-filled face looked up at him.
* * * * *
Ashley lay on her back between the two men feeling some of Carl's cum still leaking out of her pussy. She wondered what she was capable of having let a man cum in her mouth for the first time and a perfect stranger cum inside her pussy. 24 hours ago, had anyone suggested she'd allow that, she'd have slapped them. On top of that, she rarely came when making love with Larry, but came twice with these men. She felt the two different hands on each of her breasts, her nipples still raw and excited. She reached over to stroke each man's cock and gasped. "You're both hard again...already? I was going to get back to my room to get some sleep," she sighed, "but I'm guessing you want to go again."
Bruce grinned, "You have no idea," he said as he easily pulled the small woman on top of him. She never hesitated as she grabbed his cock, pressed the head against her wet slit, and lowered herself onto it.
The large man gripped those large tits as she leaned into him. "I think my friend would like to fuck your ass. Ever done that?" he asked Ashley.
The woman shook her head, "Never. But...do you have anything, you know lube?" She saw the grin on Carl's face as he rolled off the bed and headed into the bathroom.
"You're going to like it, but my God you're blessed with an incredible body. The most perfect tits I've ever seen," he sighed.
"Thank you," she said softly, "I meant it when I said after years of marriage I was wondering if I still was attractive to men."
Bruce laughed, "You have it in spades. It's been years since I've made love to anyone as beautiful as you are."
Ashley leaned down and kissed the man, again feeling that arousal as she pressed against all that flesh. His tongue was plump and soft as she opened her mouth. She'd momentarily forgotten about Carl when she felt the cool gel press against then into her ass. She looked back as the man pressed his cock against her virgin ass. "Ooooohhhh, fuck!" she gasped as he pressed harder and the head popped inside her. She found herself relaxing and liking the feeling of two cocks filling her up.
"Christ! Oh, fuck!" Carl grunted as he has finally able to bury his cock inside the woman's rectum. "Is it ok for you?" he asked.
Ashley nodded, her head down, "It's really tight but it's fine...it's starting to feel good," she sighed. "It might change how I feel about my favorite cookie though, the Double Stuff cookies," she chuckled.
"And on that topic, it won't be long before you have a double cream filling," Bruce smiled.
Ashley torqued her pelvis against the two cocks and the three soon had a good rhythm going. "Oh god! Fuck me. Fuck me hard and cum inside me," she panted.
Carl's pace quickened as he leaned over her back. The tight ring gripped his cock and he could feel Bruce's cock through the thin membrane. He wanted this to last, but seeing the sheen of sweat on the woman's back, hearing the passionate grunts it was a lost cause. "Fuck, I'm, uuuunnnngggg, uuuunnnnggg, aahhhh," he groaned, slamming hard against the woman's ass.
Ashley felt momentarily crushed as Carl spasmed inside her ass but was relieved when he gave a final moan and pulled out, staggering into the bathroom. She felt freer to ride the hard cock in her pussy when she had a thought, "You want to cum in my ass also?" she asked.
"Damn!" the man said nodding, "Your ass was the first thing I noticed about you at the booth. You were bending over to get brochures, then you stood and I saw these," he moaned, his hands gripping her tits. He reluctantly let go as the blonde pulled herself off his cock, lined up the throbbing member with her ass before lowering herself onto him.
Bruce never felt anything so tight in his life, never saw a more erotic vision looking between those creamy thighs at the swollen pussy. He felt himself getting closer so he suggested she lie face down.
Ashley never felt so vulnerable as she did this night with two horny men taking her anyway they wanted, her legs opened wide offering her holes to a virtual stranger. She pressed her ass up against the fat shaft as the large man lay on top of her. If Larry could see her now, she idly thought. Would he be jerking off? Would he be pissed? She suspected he'd be urging the two men to fuck her harder.
Carl cleaned up and came back into the bedroom. "Fuck her Bruce. Fuck that ass. Isn't it great?" he asked. Ashley was face down on the bed, her legs flopping in the air to each side as the huge man thrust his cock into the woman's rectum aggressively.
She'd never felt so used, degraded. That was the term, degrading, but rather than upsetting her it triggered another orgasm. "Aaaaaahhhh, ffffuuuuuuccccckkk!" she cried out as the most full-bodied orgasm of her life ripped through her. She'd never had an orgasm without some clitoral stimulation and never thought it possible, but it was incredibly intense regardless.
Bruce felt the woman writhe beneath him feeling powerful, virile. He roughly slammed into her hearing her pleasured grunts. Not only did he get the opportunity to fuck one of the more beautiful women he'd even met but he knew she'd always replay the incredible fucking she'd received from both of them. He wanted to see those tits again so he pulled out of her ass.
Ashley let herself be laid on her back, her legs being pushed up towards her head as Bruce reentered her ass. She'd never felt so open and vulnerable with her legs not only spread wide but with her knees by her shoulders, her ass was easily speared by the large man. His stomach was rubbing against her clit with each thrust and she felt another orgasm coming on.
The aching in Bruce's balls began increasing rapidly and he heard Ashley's breathing become more rapid. He tried to hold off, but with a cry, he felt the powerful release.
Ashley ground against the man as he grunted over and over, orgasming herself realizing this was the fourth load of cum emptied inside her body. She had a brief thought that she needed to tell her husband how exciting this night had been, but...how?
After the three cleaned up, Ashely hugged each man, "I need to get back to my room and get some sleep." She picked up her dress, "I cannot believe I let myself go like that."
Bruce smiled, "I never expected that also, but it was the best night of my life," he said. He looked down at his 350 lbs., "and I'm afraid I don't get many offers."
The blonde came over and kissed the man, stroking his flesh, "Don't sell yourself short. You're both incredible lovers. I've never come close to feeling so fucked."
Carl came over and pressed himself against the woman's ass. He kissed the back of her neck, "Stay. We will let you sleep...some," he whispered.
Ashley felt the growing masses against her and pressed back. "Oh well, sometimes sleep isn't the most important thing in the world."
* * * * *
The four men watched their coworker walking carefully towards their breakfast table. Ben chuckled, "I guess we don't need to ask her how far she let them go last night. She looks thoroughly fucked."
Ashley wondered how she'd be able to sit in the plane seat. Perhaps it had been a bad idea to spend the night as both men took turns fucking her every which way and she'd gotten no sleep. She had just an hour to get back to her room, clean up, shower, and meet her team for breakfast. She blushed furiously as she came up to the table and plopped down the order. "Next time, one of you guys can take one for the team," she sighed as she gingerly sat down.
"Jim said it was two for the team," Ben chuckled. "You look like hell. Did you ever get back to your room?"
The blonde groaned, "No. I mean, I did an hour ago but...fuck!" she blushed. She reached into her bag, pulling out the order. "This hits our quota," she sighed.
Jim took it and whistled. "1,990 licenses? That might be our best sale ever," he said. "I'm sorry you had to do that but it was for the good of the team."
Ashley nodded, "If any of you ever tell anyone about this I'll rip your balls off...got it?" she stared at each man. "Plus, I never cheated on Larry before and never will again so this is it. Never again."
The three men nodded. "I get it. My lips are sealed." Blair said as he looked hard at the other men.
* * * * *
The girl grabbed her phone and got up from the table seeing who it was, "I miss you, honey. I should be home around 7 and perhaps we can have a nice romantic dinner," Ashley said into the phone, "Really? Now?" she looked over at the TV. "Wait, the weather is coming on now. Guys, Larry said they're getting a blizzard back home...shit!"
The four looked at the TV and saw that O'Hare was being closed and all flights canceled.
"Fuck! You're right. Three feet?" she asked. "Crap. We'll have to get rooms. I'll call you back when I find out where we'll be staying...what? You've always thought that was dumb, but sure," she said softly. She looked to see if the others were within hearing, "I did. It's in my bag...ok, I'll be naked and ready for your call," she smiled. She felt her nipples harden as she hung up. Lary had never once wanted to engage in phone sex and he must be truly horny to want it tonight. She'd do a video chat so he could watch her play with the toy.
Jim was on the phone looking more and more frustrated. Finally, he nodded and looked at his three employees. "Hang on, hold that room while I check." he held the phone against his stomach, "There's just one room left in town. A one-bedroom with two king beds," he looked directly at Ashley, "You ok with this? I mean, we might be able to get a cot sent up."
The blonde nodded, "I guess. Don't bother. A king is fine, as long as whoever it is respects boundaries. I'm so tired I'll be fine even with three snoring men in the room." She felt six eyes scanning her body and knew what they were thinking, "and you all behave yourselves."
Ashley dialed and walked over to the other side of the restaurant, "I guess our session will be off tonight. There's just one room left and I'll be sharing it with the guys...no! No, not a chance," she hissed. "Are you out of your mind?" she asked. "I have to work with them...see them on a daily basis...Larry...Larry, I can't...I do, I mean sure, it would be fun, but..." she looked over at her co-workers, "Maybe they're not interested," she laughed hearing her husband's response. "Ok. If you are serious...I will, yes, everything," she sighed. "No, I'm not recording it. I'll do it but it needs to look like one thing led to another if you get my drift...I love you too and you owe me."
The tall blonde walked back to the table feeling naked seeing how the men were looking at her. She saw hope on their faces knowing she'd be sharing a bed with one of them. "I might need to go shopping since I didn't bring nightclothes. I always sleep in the nude." she laughed seeing their looks and the protests telling her not to put herself out.
Tom looked at the others, "Don't bother. Sounds like an unnecessary expense. I think we need to make our co-worker feel as comfortable as possible, it would be rude to flaunt our pajamas around her, don't you think?"
* * * * *
Ashley collapsed into her first-class seat and was out cold before the plane even left the gate. Her last thoughts were about the three men using her every which way and what put her to sleep was counting the loads of cum she had injected into her cunt, ass, and mouth over the last 36 hours. When Larry watched the video perhaps he could get a more accurate count. She got up to 22 before she spun off.
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Eve looked at the studio still baffled that Adam would order her to do a video shoot as if he owned her. She wished she'd known how much he'd changed once they were married...wished he realized what he'd ordered her to do. Would it matter to him? He was so single-minded with his job and if she were of use to him, would that bother him, or would he simply see her as a valuable fund-raising tool? She sighed as she realized that she knew the answer. She still felt Patrick's finger inside her...Adam looking at her...the memory triggering a pulsing between her legs. Strange that a strange man's digit was more stimulating than her husband's cock.
She climbed out of the car recognizing just Drew's and Alex's cars and wondering whose the others were. Was the owner of the Lexus going to be just the 2nd man to fuck her? The owner of the Tesla? She felt her stomach throb thinking about what the next few hours would entail. She checked herself out in the side-view mirror, sighed, and headed in.
"Eve, I was shocked to get the call from Brian that you decided to do a video shoot, but not half as surprised as when he sent over the outfits you and Kaitlyn will be wearing," he said. "Do you know what's going on?"
The girl thought about her own shocking discovery but shook her head, "Why? What outfits?" she tried to act innocent. She thought back to the way the three men looked eagerly at her when Adam ordered her to do the photoshoot and videos. She'd been shocked that her husband would order her to do anything and if he only knew...but in his eagerness to get the pledges from the men perhaps it wouldn't have mattered. 'Adam Purcell, devout Christian, family man...pimp,' she thought.
"You'll see. I hope you're alright with this. It just seems a bit strange to me," he said softly. "Come on and meet your fellow model," the man sighed.
Eve was introduced to the most Irish-looking girl she'd ever met, a mass of spectacular curly red hair, pink cheeks, and a great smile. For some reason, Eve was looking at another woman differently. She noted the girl's breasts were perky B-cups, perhaps C, had a tight figure with a narrow waist and narrow hips. She wondered if she had pale nipples and if she maintained a nice red bush or if she were shaved. The girl looked to be doing the same to her and when they met eyes, they both smiled. "Hi Kaitlyn, it's great to meet you," she put out a hand.
"You're so pretty," the girl said ignoring the hand and pulling the blonde into a hug.
"This is going to be fun. When Drew called me I thought it was going to be more boring fashion crap but looking at the sets, this will be something completely different. I checked you out, saw your shots from last week, and hell! You're fucking hot," she grinned.
"Eve! I am happy to see you, but then again, perhaps not," Alexandra came out from behind a set, "I lost a bet with Drew that you'd never do a video shoot," she sighed.
"I'm sorry, I never expected to say yes, but things change I guess," she hugged the woman, "What did you lose?"
Alex blushed, "I might have had to bring my knee pads with me. Ok, let's get you and Kaitlyn changed," she sighed.
The redhead took Eve's hand, "I'm so looking forward to working with you, even if everyone seems so guarded," she smiled. "Did anyone tell you what the shoot was about? All I heard was it was for a top client and we'd be paid above the usual," she said. "I was told there'd be nothing going on this week. Then I got the call from Drew yesterday. I don't mind coming in on short notice as I like the money."
Eve shook her head, questions swirling. Pierce was the special client, but are the two clerics involved? Are they aware of what video shoots involve? She suspected they knew what will be happening here as they seemed eager to view the videos. "I'm as much at sea as you are, but I guess clothes are clothes."
The two girls followed Alex back to the rack of various long robes ranging from black to white including powder blue, tan, and grey. Drew instructed the two girls to do various activities wearing the most complex sets of layers they'd ever put on. Tennis, frisbee, badminton, and other activities in front of the green screen. This was a lot better than Eve thought. Perhaps they'd not be playing the slutty nuns and this was just as the men described to her and Adam. Without realizing it, she'd forgotten all about the aching and had fun with Kaitlyn.
That changed as the last shoot wound down.
After three hours, the two girls were exhausted and Drew took the last few shots before telling them to go relax and have lunch. "When we get back, we'll be doing videos so make sure you have nothing on under the habits. I'm going to have to book extra time in confessional after this," he sighed.
Kaitlyn grinned, "I hope that means I get some naked time with Eve," she said as she stroked the blonde's ass.
Drew nodded, "don't worry. I think you'll enjoy the afternoon sessions."
After eating, the girls stripped down, Eve looking at the flaming patch of pubes on the cute girl.
"You like?" Kaitlyn asked. I've been told a lot of the guys like a perfectly shaved pussy but I think it's a shame to remove all of this," she said as her fingers stroked her downy fur. "Let's see yours."
Eve pulled off the Dominican habit then pulled off her bra and panties, turning and facing the girl, "Oh!" she said surprised at the touch.
Kailyn ran her fingers through the blonde patch and between the girl's legs. "Nice. Do you mind?"
The girl shook her head not clear what she was agreeing to then gasped as the redhead knelt and pressed her lips against her moist petals, the throbbing now more like a strumming. Up until last week, she'd never had anyone's lips on her sex before, let alone another woman. Now it felt natural and rather than push her away she put a foot on the chair opening herself up. "Oh wow!" she murmured as an active tongue probed and flicked. The strumming ached more and soon became almost a painful vibration...was it close to ending, she thought to herself. She'd always thought she knew what an orgasm was but perhaps she was wrong.
Then after the last week, she'd realized she'd never had one...perhaps she was incapable. This was the first time she'd felt like it might be possible...what comes after the aching vibration?
"Save it, girls," Drew laughed. "We start shooting in 5 minutes." He looked at the two naked girls, the redhead with glistening cheeks now grinning at him...the flushed blonde, her fingers pulling on her erect nipples. "Here's the script. Read it and get to know as much of the setup and dialogue as possible. Kailyn, you're over in set 4, Eve you're on the main set with the green screen." He looked over as Alex came in. "Can you get Kailyn ready? I'll get Eve all set," he asked.
The redhead gave that tasty pussy one more lick before standing and following the tall blonde down to the far set. Eve looked at the cute girl wishing Drew had given them just a couple more minutes. She still felt the incredible humming in her lower belly.
"Ok, this is the scene and an outline of the dialogue. This is not like the movies where you'll be memorizing the lines, just the gist...you get it," he smiled at the blonde. "I think you are ready to take on all comers," he chuckled. "I might hire Kailyn as a fluffer."
"What's a fluffer?" Eve asked.
The man gently stroked the wet slit, "normally a girl who gets a guy hard for a shoot, but this can apply to getting the actress ready also," Drew smiled. "You're very ready. Read this over then we'll head out and you can meet your first partner.
Eve wondered who wrote this as she pulled the white nightgown over her naked body, Patrick? The Bishop? The whole thing was just too coincidental.
Eve, this is Blair and Linda. Let's get set up, Eve, you'll be on your knees praying...you know what to do. Ok, guys, I'll start shooting when you're ready.
Drew saw the three were set so he nodded at them. The cute blonde knelt by her bed looking the part of the young nun praying. She looked over her shoulder as the door to her cell opened and her Mother Superior peered in.
Sister Mary, you have a visitor...no, you're fine." she said as the girl crossed her arms over her massive chest. She opened the door and stepped aside allowing the 70-year-old man to enter. "I'm sure you know Bishop Levy. Your Excellency, this is Sister Mary." She looked over at the girl, a riding crop tapping her thigh.
Eve stood feeling naked in the thin gown as the older man looked her up and down. "Your Excellency," she bowed her head.
"Thank you Sister, you can leave us. I just would like a few words with Sister Mary," the man said. After the older nun left he indicated the small bed, "Sit. And you can relax. I am here as a friend. I won't bite," he chuckled.
Eve sat realizing she was alone with a man whose words didn't match the look on his face.
Karl Levy studied the girl, she was younger than he'd thought...was she even 18? "My child. Father Perry told me you were having nightmares. I thought as I was visiting I'd see if you are alright." he sat down patting the girl's leg.
Eve looked at the man, "Um, I may have mentioned something in confessional but I thought the confessional was..."
"I know, the seal of the confessional. But he never told me any details just that perhaps you could use a father figure," he said soothingly.
The blonde looked at the man and nodded, "Not exactly nightmares, um dreams with, um...impure thoughts," she said softly.
The older man nodded, "Tell me. Tell me about your dreams. Do you have them often?" he asked.
The girl nodded. "Every night. It's about a man...or rather men and their...you know," she said softly.
"Their what? You can speak frankly to me," he smiled. "At my age, I think I've heard everything."
"Their penises. I see them standing over me and they're erect...hard. I'm naked and they're trying to open my legs...get me to open my mouth. I tell them they can't but somehow they are there...lying between my legs...I can feel the hard...you know...pressing against my...um, privates," the girl blushed.
The Bishop stroked higher, his fingers between the girl's legs. "Their cocks? Your pussy?" he asked. "How old are you?" he asked as his middle finger pressed against the warm slit.
"I'm 20," the young blonde sighed. "Should you be doing that?"
The man nodded, "Yes, unless you tell me no. If you say no I'll stop immediately." He pulled up the hem of the girl's gown and pushed her legs open, "You just tell me, ok?" he said softly. "Now tell me more about your impure thoughts. Do they do other things in your dreams?" Her cunt was sopping as he penetrated her sex. He felt his cock angrily throb anticipating entering this hot slit.
Eve's breathing got deeper as she felt the man skillfully hit her clit and part her lips. "Um, sometimes they suck on my nipples," she said.
Oh. You're...yessss, like that."
The man pulled up the gown, tossed it aside, and planted his lips on her right nipple. The girl's legs opened wider and she did nothing as he slipped his finger back inside her. He popped the hard nub out of his mouth, "What else? What else do they do to you? Do they make you do this?" he asked as he pulled up his robe revealing his 8" cock, and pushed her head onto his lap.
"Yes. I have to suck on ummmmpphhh," she moaned as the man's cock drove between her lips.
The bishop lay back on the bed as the girl sucked and bobbed on his cock. He reached down and cupped a huge tit as the girl skillfully took more of his penis into her mouth. "That's it, my child. You're doing God's work...serving the church," he sighed.
Eve crawled onto the floor between the man's legs thinking she was sucking a man's cock 5 years older than her own grandfather, yet his cock was as smooth as Adam's. She could taste the fluids leaking out, swallowing constantly as she tried to take him deeper down her throat. This cock was a good two inches longer and half again as fat as Adam's and she realized that she'd be able to take all of her husband's cock if he wanted...though never once had he asked her to.
The old cleric felt the familiar aching so he pulled the girl's mouth off his cock. "You were telling me that the men got between your legs?" he asked as he pulled the naked girl to her feet. "Show me what they did and what you did," he ordered.
Eve nodded and lay back. "At first I had my legs closed like this," she said, "But they were too strong and they pulled them apart...yesssss, like that," she sighed as the man spread her legs wide and pressed his hips against her thighs. "Then their penises pressed....oh God!" she gasped as he felt the fat cock enter her. "I'm sorry that I used the Lord's name in vain, but...ooohhhhh God," she gasped.
The man had to press harder than he'd ever had to even as wet as she was. "No, you're forgiven. Sweet Jesus, you're so tight," he gasped. "Wait!" he said looking down at the girl, "Have you done this before? I mean before you...?" He moaned seeing her shake her head, "This might hurt so tell me to slow down if..."
Eve pulled the man into her pussy. She was no longer in the mood to act or role-play and just wanted the man to fuck her. The aching in her womb was rising rapidly and she grunted out, "just fuck me...I didn't know how it felt before but this is what I need."
The man grinned and pressed all the way into the girl who was now moaning in pleasure. As he picked up the pace enjoying watching those huge tits flop around as her grunting increased. These were not the sounds of the actresses moaning for the camera, this was a girl totally into the carnal act. Her eyes were closed, her face clenched, her pelvis rocking to meet his assault on her cunt.
The aching was getting so much that she thought it would cause permanent damage and could not get any worse or rather any better. Her brain was a swirling mess of thoughts and feelings as her total being was focused on the incredible feelings. "Oh God, oh God, oh God, oh God, oh ffffuuuucccckkkk!" Eve cried out as she exploded. She felt fluids pour out as her ass thrust 6" off the bed lifting the much heavier man up.
The bishop grinned as he ground his cock and pelvis against the writhing girl. He's given hundreds of girls orgasms, many of whom squirted but none ever seemed to have one of such intensity.
The blonde pressed herself so hard against the man she thought they might meld into one as the waves of her climax flowed through her. As they faded and her body collapsed onto the now soaking bed, she knew she'd want more of this. No way was Adam's brief intercourse sessions going to cut it.
Bishop Levy leaned down and kissed the girl as he resumed pistoning into her sloshing cunt. He knew he was close and realized he never asked if she were fertile, but the way the girl clung to him and how her mouth was locked on his it wouldn't have mattered.
Eve felt the aching rising again as she pressed her body hard against the man. She felt the vibrations in her mouth from his increasingly loud moans and hoped she could feel another orgasm before he came, but she sensed it was not going to happen.
The man had thought when they began they'd start off with missionary, then doggy followed by cowgirl and finishing with doggy again, his favorite position to cum. But her incredibly real passion was too much for him and he grunted into her mouth he was cumming.
The blonde felt the jets of sperm shoot against her cervix, at least she thought she could. She'd never felt Adam's cum inside her, but then again he'd never been close to her cervix. "Mmmmppphhh, mmmmppphh, mmmppphhh," she moaned happily as the older man emptied his balls inside her.
The older man collapsed next to the naked girl thinking how much he loved his job. 'What other job allows access to the hottest pussies around?' he thought. He pulled his cock out of the slick hole, knelt over the girl's face, and smiled as she happily licked and sucked his cock clean.
"Ok. I think your dreams should go away now. If they come back, please tell your Mother Superior and I'll come back and take care of it. Also, next time you're in confessional with Father Perry I see no need to mention this. I see just your love of the church in your actions and nothing to feel guilt over," he said as he softly stroked her incredible breast. He stood and pulled on his robes. "You may want to change the sheets and flip the bedding before you go to sleep. Pleasant dreams, my child," he said as he opened the door and left.
The blonde lay back naked, legs spread wide, the nerves in her body thrumming and the dull ache in her womb feeling lessened. She looked over at Drew, his camera pointing between her legs, and over at the crew without any embarrassment.
Drew called, "Ok, that was great. Good job both of you. Eve, get cleaned up and I'll give you the script for the next shoot." He had to adjust his aching cock knowing she'd welcome him inside her if he just made the move. Her eyes were glued to the hard shaft outlined inside his jeans.
***********************************************
Kailyn lay back, her gown pulled up over her breasts as she rapidly fingered her pussy. She needed little stimulation to get aroused as she could still taste the juices from Eve's sweet twat. It was tough stifling her moans as she felt herself nearing release knowing anyone outside her door would know what she was doing, but she should have stifled the creaking of her bed.
Mother Superior flung open the girl's door and glared at the wanton display on the bed. She closed the door and grabbed the naked body before the girl could cover herself and tossed her on her back onto the bed. She threateningly slapped the riding crop against her leg. "You know what you're getting. Be obedient and it will be over soon."
The redhead looked up at the angry head nun and nodded. She slowly turned so her head was off the foot of the bed and her legs spread wide.
She watched as the older woman pulled up her habit and squatted over the young girl's face. She never hesitated as she pushed her tongue between the woman's labia.
The woman started slowly, teasingly smacking the creamy inner thighs with the crop. As the girl opened her legs wider she worked closer to the intended target. The older nun found it arousing watching the girl eagerly open her legs wider the closer the crop came to the real target. The ultimate joy was the loud groan vibrating through her pussy when she slapped the pink nub. The muffled cries of pain echoed through the room as the woman pressed her pussy against the younger nun's face and rhythmically slapped the girl's pussy with the riding crop.
Kailyn had never felt anything like the sharp sting as the leather slapped hard against her clit. Strangely the pain was morphing into the most intense feelings she'd ever experienced. Even though she could barely breathe she felt the rising ache and her pelvis was rising to meet each blow.
"You little whore," Mother Superior moaned, "This is not punishment at all, is it? I'm calling Father Perry after you finish me and we'll see if you're still eager for your sinful cunt to get attention."
Hearing that, Kailyn's ass was off the bad, legs opened wider than she'd ever thought possible, and screamed out she was cumming. The muffled cries of relief triggered a gushing orgasm in the older nun who dropped the crop and gripped the girl's mounds as she ground her cunt against the redhead's face.
***********************************************
Eve sat in the confessional booth, "Bless me father, for I have sinned," she said softly. "I've used the Lord's name in vain, three maybe four times. I've had impure thoughts. I've...um touched myself inappropriately," she finished.
Father Perry looked through the mesh, "What impure thoughts? While you were touching yourself?"



"Before and during. Both when I'm awake and also in my dreams and then when I touch myself. I thought about penises...cocks...hard and angry looking," the young blonde nun said softly.
"Tell me more about the cocks. What do you do with them?" he asked.
The girl blushed, "They point right at me. They come closer and closer making me open my mouth and suck on them," she almost whispered.
"Who are these men?" the priest asked.
"That's just it, they're either a blur or in darkness except for their throbbing shafts of flesh," she moaned softly. She rubbed her fingers on her soft lips, "I can feel the spongy heads pressing here."
"You don't turn your head, resist?"
"Um, no. I wanted to, but I know if I try to...I'd have to anyhow...but I wanted to lick, to taste, to make the feelings it gives me...you know, down there stronger," she stammered. There was rustling on the other side of the partition and a small door opened in front of where she was sitting. A rigid cock slid through the opening.
"Are they like this?" The priest asked.
"Yes, but never this big," she moaned. "They are half this size."
"Go on, what do you do in your fantasies?" he demanded.
"Ooohhh," she moaned as her hand barely was able to wrap halfway around the shaft. She licked under the head before taking the fat cap into her mouth letting him press forward. She let out of happy sigh as she began bobbing her head. Soon she found her chin and forehead pressed against the partition and let the priest thrust into her mouth.
"I'm proud of you for opening up to me like this. Do you take these cocks all the way into your mouth? When the men spew their seed do you swallow?" his voice was deeper now.
The girl pulled off, "I do. I like feeling the cock press against the back of my throat and tasting the hot gift it provides." The young blonde dove back onto the veiny shaft. She forced herself to allow his cock deeper down her throat and soon felt his pubic hair tickling her lips.
Father Perry pressed his cock deep down the girl's throat wishing he'd taken her confession in her chambers. She was a skilled cocksucker but the way her habit draped across those huge tits was intriguing. He pulled back, "Sister Mary, please pull off your clothes and turn around. You know what to do," he said softly.
Eve found it difficult to undo the belt then pull off the heavy garment but managed it just as the lights brightened in the previously dark booth. Never in her life would she have thought she'd be completely naked in a confessional, and something was exciting about it. She knelt on the seat and as soon as she pressed her ass against the opening she gasped as the fat cock slid fully into her pussy. There was not much for her to do as the man immediately took advantage of her sopping hole and proceeded to slam into her.
Father Perry could see the massive tits flop as he aggressively slammed into the tight hole. The Bishop was right about the young nun. She needed as much personal attention for her lustful thoughts as they had time to provide...and he'd make time if only to get his hands on those incredible tits.
The girl put her head down and arched her back, her whole crotch pressed against the opening. "Ohhhh fuck!" she gasped feeling those heave balls slap repeatedly against her clit. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," she panted as her fingers found her nipples.
The priest was able to grasp those perfect cheeks while he pressed his thumb against her anus. "I'm coming to your chambers every evening since you are enjoying this too much." he moaned. His thumb pressed into her rectum, "You'll learn to be a good Christian and lie back and take my seed and not be a whore who lusts after cock, you got that?"
"Yes, yessss. I'll learn," the young blonde gasped. "Will you fuck me over and over? Will you make me swallow your seed or empty your balls in my ass?" she asked plaintively.
"Yes, my child. I'll make in my mission to alleviate all feeling of lust that keeps you from a pure path to salvation."
"I'd like that," the girl sighed. "I'd like to devote myself to Jesus without distraction...without...oh God! Oh, fuck! I'm cumming," she cried out. She pressed harder against the partition idly wondering how strong it was as just the 2nd orgasm of her life crashed through her. A tiny thread of thought that she wasn't squirting this time floated by but she didn't focus on that.
Father Perry pulled out as the girl relaxed And pressed the slick head against the girl's pre-lubed ass. He knew she was an anal virgin which was his favorite. "Sweet Jesus," he murmured as he pressed harder than he'd had to before with girls. She seemed willing, not pulling away but pressing back, "That's it...take my cock inside your ass," he moaned as he felt the ring relax and his head pop in.
The blonde let out a groan from deep inside her. She didn't even recognize the sound but she felt the vibrations in her chest. She reached back to pull her ass cheeks apart as the man pulled out just to push back in, deeper this time. She felt the stinging subside as the man patiently worked more of his cock inside her. She no longer needed to spread her ass and was able to stroke her inflamed pussy as his thrusts became harder.
The priest felt his balls ache more and more as the girl's grunts echoed throughout the booth. Just as he moaned he was cumming, he heard the girl's cries as she also came. Their two voices filled the booth as they orgasmed in unison. As they both relaxed, the man extracted his cock from the girl's rectum moving aside allowing the camera to capture the cum leaking from her shrinking anus down her swollen slit.
"As penance, you will refrain from touching yourself pleasurably. If you feel the need you will let me know. Also, you will refrain from wearing undergarments until you no longer have lustful urges. Also, the Lord will forgive you for using the Lord's name in vain since you obviously were carried away being impaling on my huge cock, but work on crying out other things when we next meet."
"Thank you, Father. I will do as told," the girl said softly as she pulled on her habit. For the first time in a week, there was no trace of the ache in her belly, just a pleasant humming.
***********************************************
"Are you awake?" Kaitlyn asked, her head peering around Eve's door.
"Sister Ciara, come in. I just finished my prayers." She pulled back the covers, "Need to talk?" she asked.
The redheaded nun crawled under the covers with the cute blonde girl. "I guess you heard about Mother Superior," she said softly. "Now I know why she always has the riding crop."
Eve shuddered, "I heard." she felt under the covers and gently stroked the girl's twat, "Are you sore?" She felt the girl nod, "Want me to kiss it and make it all better?" she chuckled.
Kailyn looked at the girl then kissed her, "It would help, yes," she sighed. She lay back, pulled up her gown then parted her thighs as the busty blonde crawled between her legs. "Yes, there...that's right where she oooohhhh,"
Eve gently kissed the warm moist folds pressing her lips against the girl. She'd never done anything like this and decided to tentatively taste the fluids leaking out. It wasn't bad and the girl made satisfied sounds as she explored more with the tip of her tongue.
The young nun put her hand on the blonde's head and rotated her pelvis encouraging her to open her pussy up and probe inside. "Ohhh, yesss. You're right there," she sighed. She reached down to pull the nun's gown up so she could squeeze the girl's tits.
Eve felt naked, her bare ass and pussy exposed to the world hoping no one would open her door. Wanting to make the redhead cum she wiggled her tongue between those soft fleshy petals tasting the velvety inside of a vagina for the first time. Her upper lip pressed against the hard nub as she drove as deeply as she could so she moved her head back and forth popping the clit which made the girl hump more. It sounded from the redhead's breathing she was getting close so she pressed harder.
Kailyn was actively humping against the blonde's face and was getting close when the door flew open. Both girls gasped seeing Mother Superior glaring at the two young nuns.
"Up! Get up right now and take off your gowns," she ordered. "Move it! Now stand here," she pointed to the floor about three feet from the wall, "Legs apart...wider. Now put your hands on the wall...now!" she spat angrily as she readied her riding crop.
Eve gritted her teeth as the older nun pulled back but before she struck, a deep voice yelled out.
"Stop!" the Bishop said firmly as he came into the young nun's cell. "Sister Edith, these girls were simply communing with each other, weren't you?"
"Yes, Your Excellency...um, Sister Ciara was feeling sore and I was just comforting her," Eve said making no move to cover her nakedness.
Kailyn nodded, "I had a, um strenuous day and Sister Mary has been a Godsend," she also turned to face the older man. "Father Perry," she bowed slightly as the priest came in.
Mother Superior glared at the two men and went to the door, "Then I leave it on both you men to find a suitable punishment for these two," she huffed out the door.
Eve went over to grab her gown, but the older man stopped her. "Father Perry, please close the door and perhaps put a chair against the handle so we won't be disturbed," the Bishop ordered. "Ladies, we can help both of you with your needs. Sister Mary, what would make you happy?"
Eve knelt in front of the Bishop, pulled up his robe then pressed her face against the man's crotch. She could feel the firm rod growing against her mouth.
"Ok, and what would you like, Sister Ciara?"
Kailyn blushed and nodded towards Eve's face, "I'd like Sister Mary to finish what she started."
The Bishop pulled Eve to her feet, "Your need for a cock can wait, Sister Mary. Sister Ciara, make yourself comfortable and Sister Mary will make you happy," he ordered. "That's it, get between your friend's thighs."
Eve looked back at the eager looks on both men's faces before getting back between the redhead's thighs and inhaling the strong aroma of arousal. She idly wondered if the men could sense her arousal as she tried to act somewhat modestly lying down on the bed.
"Sister Mary, relax," the older man stated as he lifted the creamy ass up, "That's it, you'll be better able to service your friend like that. Now spread your knees apart...nice," he sighed happily as she complied.
Eve drove her tongue back into the tight hole, pressing her face against the clit. Kailyn's breathing deepened as she renewed her pleasuring the girl. She had the idle thought, 'if Adam could see what he'd ordered me to do, how would he react?' She imagined the scene. Naked, her mouth glued to another woman's pussy, her back arched with her ass thrust in the air, two men she'd just met behind her...doing what? Stroking their cocks? She could feel their eyes on her dripping pink flesh almost as if their hands were touching her. Adam would probably approve and encourage her to use her assets for the better good.
Father Perry looked over at the older man, "Your Excellency. I think our Lord has placed an offering before us. It would be a sin to ignore such a divine gift." He already had his cock out stroking it but knew it was proper to let his superior go first. He walked to the side of the two girls to get a better look at the blonde's incredible tits. "I'll have to fuck those after fucking that tight pussy and ass," he mumbled to himself.
Kailyn started to feel the rising aches she'd had before Mother Superior burst in but her nipples felt even more sensitive with the men watching as she pinched and pulled on them. Her pelvis was rapidly humping against that creamy face as she savored the feelings. She felt the bed move and watched the Bishop pull up his robe take his cock and drive it into the blonde's snatch.
"Mmmmmmpppphhhh, mmmmm, mmmmmphhh," Eve moaned into the sopping twat as she felt the man's huge cock split her open. The pounding slammed her face harder into the redhead's crotch and the girl responded.
Sister Ciara was close but seeing the impact on those white cheeks sent her over the edge. "Oh fuck! Aaaahhhh, ffffuuucccck!" she hissed.
Father Perry felt his cock throb as the redhead writhed against the cute blonde's face while she mauled her creamy breasts. He knelt on the bed to stimulate the young nun's nipple with his cock, the girl taking over smearing his pre-cum all over her erect nipple. He was so aroused he felt he could cum just with the pink nub against the underside of the head. He was saved as the redhead pulled him towards her open mouth, "That's it, my child. Giving pleasure is as great a blessing as you can offer," he panted as those pale lips wrapped around his shaft.
Bishop Levy smiled at the priest as the head with the shiny red hair bobbed on the man's slick cock. "We arrived just in time to save these young girls from Mother Superior's wrath...but perhaps we should have waited," he said as he slapped the satiny smooth globe. He looked at the handprint and sighed, "We might have been a bit rash depriving these girls of the ultimate experience," he slapped the blonde's ass again. "Pain followed by pleasure. Do you like getting spanked, my child?" the Bishop asked softly.
"Yes, Your Excellency. I need to atone for my sins and deserve...aaahh, yes. Thank you," she panted. She had the sudden realization that she wasn't acting and the stinging smacks enhanced the aching in her womb.
Father Perry looked down at the girl, "You want the same atonement?"
Kailyn pulled the man's cock out of her mouth and nodded. After the man climbed off the bed, she knelt with her face pressed into the mattress and offered the man her open holes.
The priest pressed the head of his cock against the girl and as he plunged into her tight cunt he smacked the girl's ass hard. Her encouraging squeal made him drive harder into her and smack her harder. Soon the room echoed with the sounds of flesh slapping flesh and loud grunts from the coupling.
Eve never felt anything like this and her ass still stung when she felt the man's fat thumb press into her anus. "Oooohhh, yes," she moaned, the aching in her womb spreading.
"You like that, don't you?" the older man stated, "Where's your lube?"
Eve gasped, "my dresser...top drawer," she pointed. "Ooooh, oh," she panted feeling the huge shaft pull out of her vagina. She'd just had anal with Father Perry and wondered if this would hurt more but sighed as she felt the cool gel be gently pressed into her rectum. She told herself to relax...relax and let the fat cock slide right inside, but she felt herself unconsciously clench her anus.
"Just relax and let it happen, my child. Your body is a gift, a gift to all the men around you. You must be as compliant as possible for your men," he firmly stated. He pressed harder and felt the tight ring slide up his shaft as he penetrated her ass.
"Ohhhhh, fuck!" Eve spat. She wondered if this would hurt and she was right but she was in no position to do anything about it so she tried to act as if it were pleasurable.
The Bishop loved the girl's pussy but this was so much better, so much tighter, "You should try this, Father Perry. Her cunt is divine but her ass is on another level," he sighed. "See if Sister Ciara will offer herself to you."
The priest looked down at the redhead, "How about your ass?" he asked, "Would you like to fully atone for your sins?" He accepted the lube after seeing the girl nod. The girl groaned happily as he plunged his middle finger into the tight hole.
Eve watched Father Perry prepare Kailyn's ass and his cock wondering how something so big could fit into such a tiny hole, but then realized the stinging pain in her ass was gone and it was now pleasurable. She gripped the girl's hand as the priest slowly worked his cock into that puckered hole.
Both men were quietly fucking the two tight asses, the girls were grunting loudly with each thrust and both were rubbing their pussies. Eve was the first to explode as the long growing almost agonizing pang released. She unconsciously cried out, "Oh God! Oh, God!" before remembering what Father Perry told her, "Oh fuck...ohhhhh," she panted. After she felt the last wave of pleasure flow out of her she looked up at the priest, "Forgive me, Father, for I have sinned. I used the Lord's name in vain...twice and....oh wow! I feel another coming on...Oh, God," she spat as another orgasm ripped through her. She'd never thought this was possible but within seconds of cumming she was cumming again.
Kailyn looked over jealously as the blonde went through a series of what looked to be powerful orgasms. She'd have to ask her how she does that but her focus returned to the cock slamming her ass and the feeling she was getting grinding her clit with her fingers.
Father Perry was surprised he was able to hold off as the redhead came soon after the blonde. He reached around to pull on the girl's nipples when she seemed close and he was right as she exploded within seconds after that.
Kailyn felt like collapsing after the intense feeling faded away and hoped the man would cum soon but he seemed to have incredible stamina.
"Father Perry," the Bishop said, "Perhaps you should perform the Sacrament of Penance on Sister Mary. She did use the Lord's name in vain." He pulled out of the tight rectum offering the man his place.
Kailyn looked at the two men, "Why don't you both perform the Sacrament and I'll watch," she grinned, relieved to recover after her release.
Eve moaned knowing what was coming up next for her and watched the Bishop clean off his cock before lying on the bed. She lowered herself onto his hard cock moaning happily as she felt her cunt fill up with the fat erection. She started bouncing on his cock as he grabbed handfuls of tit using them as leverage to fuck him faster.
Father Perry came up behind and as she felt him she stopped fucking the other man's cock. He was easily able to plunge into her ass and soon the three picked up a rhythm.
Kailyn squatted near the headboard, her fingers rapidly playing with her pussy. She loved watching the expression on the blonde's face as she was fully filled with cock. All three were slick with sweat and their groans were now in unison. The cute blonde was now experiencing another orgasm...what was that, her 5th? 6th? She'd never seen a girl orgasm so easily and felt a tinge of jealousy but also happiness for her new friend.
Father Perry's felt his balls ache and knew he couldn't last so he let himself go. Just as the young nun came again he plunged deep into her rectum and felt his sperm jet into her bowels...then after the last spasm continued fucking that tight ass. When he felt himself lose rigidity he regretfully pulled out and went over to clean up. With the Father gone, Sister Mary was flipped onto her back and the Bishop began pounding her tight cunt.
He was mesmerized watching those large breasts flop around as the man aggressively thrust into her sloshing hole. She didn't seem to mind and he could tell she was into it as she gently held his hips encouraging his assault. When she came again, and again used the Lord's name in vain he sighed. "Your Excellency, you should tell Mother Superior you're taking this girl back to your manse as a maid until she stops using our Lord's name in vain," he said softly.
The older man slowed down his fucking and nodded, "Sister Mary, after I give you my seed, please pack some things. You're coming with me. Father Perry, please inform Mother Superior we'll be borrowing her young nun for a while."
"Oh, God!" Sister Ciara cried out, "Jesus Christ! Don't you think that's a bit extreme?"
Father Perry nodded, "I'll inform the Mother that both girls require us to deliver extensive penance," he smiled as he said this, "at least we know they look good in black, at least when they are wearing anything," he smiled, "though the maid's outfits are not nearly as bulky as their habits," he said as he left the room to deliver the message.



I'd better pack, too," Sister Ciara said as she pulled on her gown. "It should only take me a few minutes," she smiled as she watched the man lean down to kiss the young girl.
Bishop Levy drove his tongue into the girl's mouth his excitement building and the blonde responding to his hard fucking, her pelvis rocking up against his every thrust. He felt her approaching orgasm and held off until they both could cum at the same time. He'd thought he dumped a huge load into her last time but this orgasm seemed to go on longer and he could feel the sloshing of his added fluids in her cunt as she again cried out.
Eve could feel the spurts against her cervix and the man's passion with their mouths and crotches locked together. She suddenly realized what people meant when they said they were one when making love. For the first time, she felt like she was a part of the act of coupling and not the object.
Both lay on the bed panting until the man finally pulled out. Eve lay back, legs opened wide as cum flowed out onto the sheets. She idly played with the swollen pussy as Drew moved in with the camera for a close-up of her leaking cunt.
***********************************************
Eve felt incredible, vibrant, and alive. She'd never felt anything like this in her life and knew this would not be the last time.
Blair Johnson gave her a kiss before driving off, "I wish I were bringing you back to my house as a maid. I hope we can work together again, best fuck ever!" he smiled.
Stewart Thompson was next, giving her a tight hug, "Coming from the man who's fucked 10,000 women that's saying a lot. But he stole my comment, you are the best fuck I've had also. I had doubts when Drew told me you were a vid-virgin but if that's the case, you're a natural." He gave her a kiss, waved at Drew and Alex then headed out.
Kailyn came out looking showered and refreshed, "That was fun. By the way, you'll have to teach me how to cum so many times...so soon after you came! It was amazing," she said.
Drew nodded, "How do you do that? Alex asked me the same question during the taping."
Eve shook her head, "I have no idea. I never knew I could do that until...well, maybe I need to be in front of a camera, I don't know." she sighed. She looked at Kailyn, "That was fun though. I never...went down on a girl before but I liked it," she smiled.
"YOU liked it?" the girl burst out, "I loved it. You have the longest tongue...did you catch that?" she asked Drew.
The man nodded, "I got some tight shots of the both of you. Too bad we didn't get the 69 scene with you both having your habits pulled up, but there's only so many hours in the day," he sighed. "Well, I have to get going on all this and send out the teasers."
Alex kissed Eve and Kailyn, "I'm going home and getting Bill's cock nice and hard and inside me," she grinned, "He'll be thanking both of you for warming me up."
Eve looked at Kailyn and nodded, "Drew. What is your release going to be?" she asked. "Do you have someone at home who can relieve some of the tension you've built up?"
Drew shook his head, "No. I will be working late on all this," he swept a hand towards the cameras.
Eve looked behind them at the set with the bedroom, "Up to you, but Kailyn and I were going to see how comfortable that is and if you want to join us you'll have to postpone editing all this," she swept her hand across the cameras.
The man hesitated then added his clothes to the newly created pile and followed the girls into the set.
***********************************************
"I got a call from the Bishop. He quadrupled his pledge rather than tripled it and Patrick is matching that," he smiled. "I had faith I could show them the value they'd derive from their donations. The good it can do, the people it will help. We can expand our support in so many areas," he said proudly. "You should be proud of your husband," he said smugly.
"I am. Want to hear about the shoots today? Drew gave me a USB with most of it if you want to see how I spent my day," she said smiling at her husband. She wondered if she could tell him about the non-video part where Drew worked out all the stress he'd been building up in her and Kailyn's various holes but decided there can be some secrets between spouses. She wanted to also tell him she earned over $3,500 but he'd demand that she donate it to the Christian Charities so she said nothing unless he asked.
"Sure, maybe later," Adam sighed, "I need to start on my proposal to Affiliated Distribution to see if we can get them to donate their services since shipping and deliveries cost so much. Get me a beer. I'll be in the living room."
***********************************************
Three months later:
"This is Eve, Willow! How are...sorry, what? Really?" she gasped. "Me? He wants me? I can, yes I do. It's up to date...oh wow, should I learn some Italian?" she asked. "Ok, yes, I'll be there. That much? Oh, wow. Thank you, thank you so much!" she cried into the phone. She put it down and saw Adam looking expectantly at her. "That was my agent, Willow Waters. You know Yvonne de'Juene? The designer? She wants me, she asked for me. I'm going to Milan next month! Isn't that incredible? They are paying me $10,000 per day...10 grand per day for a week!" she sputtered happily.
Adam looked up, "You're not going to be here? What about cooking, cleaning?"
"We can get a maid for you, we can afford it," she looked at the husband. "Let's celebrate. Come over here and you do me and I'll do you," she purred.
Adam got up eagerly as his wife stripped naked and sat on the couch legs spread. Taking off all his clothes he knelt and pushed his tongue between those shaved lips. His cock was hard anticipating her incredible oral skills followed by a great fucking.
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"Ah, come on," Blake signed, "You look like you're allergic to the sun."
Marcy glared at her husband, "When you suggested we drive up to Serenity Beach I thought about the red bikini but then you added you'd also invited those assholes you work with. You saw them last year at the swim party, their hands were all over me," she spat.
"I didn't invite them, they invited themselves," the man sighed. "We were talking and Joe asked if we had plans for the first great weekend. I mentioned we were going up there and well, I couldn't say no."
"And that made wearing the bikini out of the question. You need to keep some things to yourself," she stated firmly.
Blake sighed, "I wasn't thinking. I'll make it up to you. I just wish you'd relax around these guys. They're all talk and no action and I don't mind if they look and perhaps cop a feel. I'm proud to have such a sexy beautiful wife."
"I mind. I don't like being leered at and treated like a piece of meat," she sighed. "I'm not changing. Let's get going. It's a two-hour drive. She looked at the disappointment on her husband's face and kissed him, "Just think how fun taking this off will be when we get home."
They went out to the garage, Marcy going to her Toyota Mirai and Blake to his flaming Yellow Jaguar F-Type.
"Why are we taking that? I thought you didn't want to get it dirty. The last few miles to the ocean are all dirt roads," she asked.
"Steve wants to see it, he's thinking of getting one. I'll wash it when we get home," he sighed. "I could drive it to the office Monday but we're always so busy at work we can't get out."
The brunette shook her head, "No, that's fine I like the ride better than mine, but can I drive it?" she asked.
The man looked at his wife, "Sure, just not today. I'm not sure you'd be comfortable with the 7-speed paddle shifters and well, you know. Look, I'll let you drive it next week. Ok?"
Mary dropped her bag with her change of clothes and her beach blanket in the small trunk, "Sure. Whatever you say," she mumbled.
***********************************************
"They must have just gotten here themselves, great timing," Blake looked over at the Maserati Trofeo that Joe recently picked up. Almost $200,000 car. The four men were just grabbing their stuff out of the back.
He pulled the convertible behind the gorgeous blue SUV. "Want to race?" Blake grinned at his co-workers.
"Off-road, sure. What's the stake?" Joe looked directly at Marcy with a crooked grin. She couldn't hide her incredible body under the wrap and the one-piece suit. He'd love to see her naked to get a better look at what appeared to be D-cups and to verify she had no discernable body fat but she always covered herself up. If she were his wife she'd let all the men know what they couldn't have but Blake seemed oblivious.
"You wish," he chuckled, "You couldn't handle her. Marcy, I'm going to park away from everyone if you want to get out here." her husband suggested.
The 29-year-old woman shuddered under the mens' scrutiny as she opened the car door. She should have kept her knees together and felt his eyes on her open crotch as she swung her right leg out. 'Damn low car,' she thought, 'good thing I didn't wear the red bikini with the thong bottom.'
Joe wasn't the only man watching, Steve nudged Teddy as the beautiful woman's camel toe was briefly on display. Max stepped forward offering his hand though his eyes weren't on hers but looking at her impressive cleavage.
After finding a great spot where the trees overhung the beach, the rest of the day went without too much flirting, touching, and other overt acts by the four men of which Blake seemed unaware as he was in conversation with one of the men the entire time. She even had to resort to asking Steve if he'd put sunscreen on her back. The other men offered to do her front and Max wondered if the suit was SPF rated as he'd be happy to help protect her creamy skin.
Whenever Marcy went into the ocean, one or more of the men joined her. They made excuses to get close to her, touch her, and got her giggling loudly as they took turns throwing her as far as they could. She quit trying to fight where they put their hand as she was having fun but there was very little that the four men hadn't explored on her body.
Marcy felt a wave of relief when her husband stood and suggested they head home. She picked up her stuff after shaking out the towel and headed to the showers to rinse off the saltwater.
Marcy dropped her bag in the trunk thinking she'd dry off in the open convertible and didn't bother changing. After closing the trunk she stopped. Her husband was in the passenger's seat and Steve was behind the wheel.
"Um, what are you doing?" she asked.
"Oh, sorry. Can you see if you can ride with Joe? We're meeting for steaks on the grill and a few beers at our house anyhow so it's all the same. Steve wants one of these and I told him he could drive it." He looked over at the Maserati and the guys walking over to it after changing.
Marcy glared at her husband but he'd dismissed her to give instructions to Steve on the controls.
Marcy watched as the yellow sports car drove off leaving her with nothing but her towel. 'Steve gets to drive it and I can't?' she thought bitterly. As she walked over to the other incredible vehicle she heard the men talking.
"So you won't let me drive it, ever?" Teddy asked Joe.
"Never. No one drives this car," he said firmly. "Let's go."
"Then shotgun!" Teddy yelled before Max could. "What? Marcy?" he asked seeing the woman walk towards them
"Marcy, what are you doing here?" Joe asked seeing the girl walk up, "Where's Blake? Steve?"
Marcy felt like crying. She was barely dressed in front of men she'd been fondled for the last five hours and now she'd be stuck in a car with them for two more. "Steve wanted to drive the Jag. Can I have a ride?"
Joe nodded but looked doubtful. He reached out and patted the woman's butt who jumped back, "Not being fresh, but not unless you change. Where are your clothes?"
The woman groaned, "In the trunk of...look," she held up the towel, "I can put this down and sit in this. I'll dry out," she said.
The man shook his head, "This is Pieno Fiore Leather. Incredibly expensive," he looked her up and down. "Lose the suit and wrap that around you then you can sit in the car."
"No way! I'll be naked with three men for two hours," she spat.
"Suit yourself. Do you have your phone? You can call an Uber and get a ride with some pervert...your call. Look, you'll be more covered in the towel than you are now," he said. "Haven't you ever answered the door after wrapping a bath towel around you? This has twice as much fabric."
The woman felt like crying but seeing the three men staring at her awaiting her decision she sighed, "Ok. I'll go over to the changing room and..."
"Just go behind that tree. I promise not to look...much," Joe smiled. "Come on, let's get back to your place where I was promised a cold beer."
The woman went over behind the 6" diameter tree and after seeing the three men turn around, peeled off her wet suit, then dried herself off before wrapping the terry cloth around her. She went back to the SUV feeling less naked than before when the lycra clung to her body. Max held the door for her and she was careful not to expose herself as she slid across the seat.
"This is nice leather," she sighed stroking the seat. I'm sorry I doubted your motives." She tossed her damp garment back into the back and fastened her seatbelt.
As they headed out she was aware that Max was looking at her and when she looked down she saw that the seatbelt had pulled the towel down exposing the side of her breast. She tried to adjust it but as she was sitting on most of the material, it was no use.
"Relax," the man said softly. "We might flirt and cop a feel now and then but we're not rapists. Anyhow, aren't you pissed that Blake simply abandoned you?"
Marcy looked over at the man, "I'm pissed and he'll hear about it."
"How?" he asked.
"I'll come up with something, but he'll hear about it. I have the whole ride to stew about it so I'm sure he'll get the message," she said firmly.
"You're missing an opportunity," Max stated.
"What opportunity?" she asked softly.
Max looked at the woman, "You have a prime opportunity to punish a stupid decision by your husband, a decision you want him to regret but just like you didn't have the balls to wear something more revealing you don't have the balls to really make him pay," he sighed as he turned to look out the window.
"And how should I make him pay?" she asked.
Teddy turned around, "We listen to Blake brag about his house, his car, his gorgeous wife. I'm shocked he let Steve drive it, not surprised he invited us over so he could show off his huge house. I am a bit surprised he didn't tell you to wear the skimpiest bikini you own as he loves telling us how sexy you are. The way he says it is like a 2nd grader, 'nya-nya, it's mine and you can't have any.'" he said shaking his head.
"And you're suggesting...?" she asked looking between the two men.
Max stroked his cock through his shorts, "This. Your stupid husband made you walk across the parking lot wearing next to nothing. Then strip naked to get into a car with three horny men without considering the ramifications. Even if we don't touch you what man puts his nearly naked wife in a car with three horny men?" His cock was growing impressively as he stroked it. "You want to punish him, take advantage of this opportunity to let yourself be pleasured while making him regret his stupidity. How else could you possibly make him see how dumb that was?"
Marcy's eyes were on the shaft getting fatter then slithering up towards his stomach. She internally warred with herself. Max and Teddy made sense but she was not remotely attracted to either man in fact disgusted by them...on the other hand, Blake fucked up and should be made to pay...but not with these guys.
"I underestimated you guys. I assumed you were just horndogs that would hit on anyone with tits, but you'd do this for me?" she sneered. "So altruistic of you to offer to fuck a co-worker's wife."
Max laughed, "You want to get revenge with a group of saints? Good luck with that...'ooohhhh, Mrs. Broderic, we would never...could never...'" he looked at the woman, "You are with the three guys with no moral values who can make your husband pay for the shitty way he treated you. Tell her Teddy. Tell her about the wife of the intern last year."
The man in the front seat smiled, "That was fun. She was so pissed at him for getting drunk she asked us to help her get him to bed then we took turns fucking her next to him all night. He hasn't had a drink since though he doesn't know it but she drops by for lunch periodically."
"You mean Michael? He's a great kid and I remember his wife, Kate, isn't that her name? Shy blonde, so young-looking...she...wow!" She remembered the girl, so innocent at the party looking like a lost puppy. She finally nodded at the two men watching her, "Ok, but this will be a one-time thing and you have to promise me you'll stop groping and making lewd suggestions. Also, don't bother trying to get me to enjoy this, this is simply a task for me."
Max scowled, "Sorry, not going to promise anything...Kate told us it was a one-time thing also and she wasn't going to enjoy it. That is until she gets that itch between her legs that only we can scratch. And you say this will be just a task but I'll bet you anything that you'll be getting us hard for round two before we get back to your place. You'll have our numbers in your contact list before this ride is over, I guarantee it. Now let's see your body, I'll bet you have those huge nipples that beg to be sucked on."
"Guys, I'd prefer not to have my leather messed up. Please put a towel down before you do anything," Joe ordered.
Marcy sighed resignedly and undid her seatbelt, unwrapped the towel as Teddy watched and Max shifted to face her. "Do you have any rubbers?" she asked softly as they spread the towel across the seat, her breasts freely bouncing with the motion of the vehicle.
"Sorry, no. Is that going to be a problem?" Max asked, his eye taking in the spectacular naked beauty next to him. "We can cum in your cunt, mouth, or ass but I'm not pulling out."
She sighed, "I don't like that word...but I'm on the pill and hopefully you three sluts don't have too many diseases," she sighed. Now that she was naked and she knew what she'd agreed to do she could feel her blood pressure rise and her pussy throb in anticipation.
"Wait," Max ordered. "Lean back and open your legs. I want a good look at your cunt, yes your cunt. It's ours now and we'll call it what we want. Go on, spread those pretty lips wide so we can see." He nodded to Teddy, "I told you. Huge nipples. You owe me ten bucks."
The woman groaned but leaned back against the door, one foot on the seat, the other against the back of the driver's seat. She'd always prided herself on her modesty but with two pairs of eyes glued to her every move she took her fingers and spread open her labia, a rush going through her hearing the men's eager moans. Blake never saw this much of her, nor had he ever seen her act anything but demure when having sex. Looking down she saw her clit was sticking out so she flicked it with a free finger before looking at the two faces, "Like that?" she asked. "Is this what you want?" she plunged her middle finger into her slick hole.
"Nice cunt. Have you been told you're tight?" Teddy asked.
"I guess, but Blake is the only man I've been with so..." she realized what she'd just agreed to. Unexpectedly, a surge of desire swept through her as if subconsciously she'd always wanted to try another cock inside her. Her fingers moved more rapidly on her exposed crotch.
"Guys, switch sides. I want to see," Joe ordered as he adjusted the rearview mirror. He watched them crawl around each other and told himself to focus on the road and take just periodic looks. "Fuck!" he hissed, "Your tits are better than I thought. Look how firm they are. They sure felt real through your swimsuit. Max, are those real?"
The man reached over and squeezed the woman's breasts, "Ohhh, yes. Yes, they are." He cupped them and bounced them in his palms. "Huge and fucking firm," he admired. He pulled hard on her nipples expecting her to slap his hand away, but she closed her eyes and moaned. "I'm going to need to fuck those before we get to your house. Ok, keep playing with yourself. You have our undivided, at least Teddy's, and my undivided attention. Joe, try not to kill us before I get a chance to bone this babe, ok?"
Marcy shook her head, "You guys say the sweetest things, what's next? Come here bitch, suck my cock?" she sounded almost hopeful.
Max pulled off his clothes and knelt in front of the brunette, his head bent against the roof of the vehicle, "Come here bitch. Suck my cock!" he ordered stroking himself in front of her.
The woman felt another rush go through her and leaned forward. She licked the plump head as she replaced his hand with hers. 'Poor Blake,' she thought, 'You fucked up,' she opened her mouth, sucking on the plump crown.
Max grinned at his friends, "Told you. She's a slut just like all women are. They want to hide it but when you find the key that unlocks them that door will never stay latched. That's it, suck my cock and don't stop playing with your cunt," he ordered, "get yourself nice and wet so we don't waste time and can fuck your brains out."
Marcy wanted to respond with something snide but with her mouth full...she wondered what she'd agreed to as the men talked about her. She'd never been an object before and it was so humiliating yet arousing. She suspected the men could hear her pussy sloshing she was so wet...wetter than she ever remembered. The man was humping into her mouth and her fist was all that kept his fat cock from choking her.
"Dude, enough. Just fuck her so I can take my turn. Shit! My cock hurts it's so hard," Teddy complained. "And cum in her mouth so her cunt doesn't get too sloppy."
Marcy wanted to protest but she had little time as the man pulled his cock out of her mouth and flipped her onto her back. "Uh, oh, Christ!" she cried as the fat shaft pushed into her with little warning. "Oh, God, uuhhh, uuuhhnnnggg," she gasped feeling her pussy stretch painfully. "I fucking hate you guys so just get it over with," she spat. "And no way are you going to cum in my mouth, oh fuck!" she moaned.
"Teddy reached over and grabbed a tit, "Wow! These are nice." He watched his friend rapidly thrust into the wet cunt and grinned, "You'll be singing a different tune in a bit. I've seen Blake's tiny dick and you'll be screaming our names in no time."
Marcy gritted her teeth, determined to not enjoy this but Teddy was right, she was being hit in places, feeling things she'd never felt before. The man's shaft was hitting her clit which never happened with Blake. Then the man started pulling out and popping into her which was further stimulating her. "Uh, uhhh, fuck!" she gasped as the feelings started boiling up inside her, "I fucking hate all of you... oh fuck! Noooo, nooo, aaahhhh, fuck meeee!" she cried out orgasming more quickly than she ever had before.
Max felt himself getting close and wasn't going to let this piece of ass tell them where they could and couldn't cum. He quickly pulled out and pressed his cock against her lips. "Open your mouth bitch or Joe will kick you out of his car if a drop of cum gets on his leather."
The woman moaned but took the slimy cock in her mouth, tasting her juices for the first time. He thrust into her, his balls slapping on her chin and she had no choice but to swallow as he shot spurt after spurt of hot sperm down her throat. She didn't think she breathe when he finally pulled out and collapsed across from her.
"Fuck you!" she spat, "You can't just stick your dick in my mouth like that. I never let Blake cum in my mouth," she wiped the saliva off her lips angrily.
"You're welcome," the man smirked. "How would it be if you came home having made love tenderly with us. Blake would blame you for enjoying it rather than blaming himself for putting you in a car with three horny men who took advantage of you."
The woman shook her head, "I'm still going to kill him," she said bitterly, "Wait, are you taping this?" she asked the man in the front holding his phone.
"You betcha," Teddy said, "We don't want to hear that we raped you or anything like that. I have everything right here. Joe, can you pull over. I need to swap with Max."
After Joe pulled off the road and the men switched places, Max took the phone and started taping.
Marcy laid back and guided the new cock into her pussy without hesitation. He body was still tingling from the abrupt orgasm and the taste of cum in her mouth was more arousing than disgusting. "Oh fuck!" she sighed as another fat cock slid into her. Teddy was more gentle and as he fucked her his lips clamped onto her nipple, his tongue rapidly flicking on her hard nub. She hated to admit it but she felt the rising excitement as again her clit was being stimulated.
Teddy looked up at Max, "She is fucking tight. I was wondering why you came so quickly," he sighed before attacking the woman's nipple again.
Marcy gripped those tight glutes on the muscular man feeling them flex powerfully as he pounded hard into her cunt. The aching on her groin was surprisingly climbing as she'd never once had multiple orgasms. Her love-making with Blake usually involved her finishing herself off after he rolled over to go to sleep. She suddenly felt like she was cheating as she fought the peaking response to the incredible stimulations.
The SUV echoed with the sounds of the man's balls loudly slapping on the womans' ass and the humid smell of sex permeated the cabin.



"Look at her," Max grinned, "she's going to cum again. I think we have a new sex toy to play with."
Marcy wanted to respond but her body let her down, "Oh fuck you...fuuuccckkkk!" she cried, her hands pulling the man hard into her, her legs in the air as she humped hard against the man. She felt her head spinning and thought she might faint her orgasm was so powerful. She wondered if Teddy would last longer as she felt more aroused than she'd imagined possible. "Fuck me, Teddy, fuck my cunt," she panted as his thrusting got more urgent.
Max grinned having her confession on tape, her admission she loved being used, loved being fucked by other men...men she disliked. "So you like cock, big cocks?" he asked, "Say it."
"Marcy wanted to bite her tongue but the incredible feelings wouldn't go away, "Fuck you! Fuck you...meeee, shit! Yes. Yes, I love my cunt being filled with your fat cocks...oh, God!" she spat as another mini orgasm hit her.
Teddy tried to hold off and as the woman wrapped her legs around his ass and was barely able to pull out and climb up to her chest as the first jet splashed on her flushed face. She opened her mouth and sucked on his cock as he groaned loudly as he emptied his balls onto her stomach.
Max sat back as the couple collapsed onto the plush leather seat in the back. The woman felt around until she found her swimsuit and wiped the stream of cum off before lying back, legs spread wide with a soft smile on her face.
Joe pulled off the road, "Teddy, you can drive if you like."
"I thought you said no way would anyone ever drive your car? I guess you found what that way would be," the man chuckled.
"It's been frustrating watching you guys get your dicks wet. Now that you've gotten her ready, this shouldn't harm her...much."
Marcy gasped as Joe pulled off his clothes. His cock jutted out, way out from his body, and was so fat and heavy-looking she wondered how it could point at the roof of the car. She watched with dread as he laid between her legs then moaned loudly as the huge head pressed against her sopping labia. She was happy that the two men got her ready for this as the shaft painfully popped into her. "Oh my God!" she groaned. "So fucking big, so big!" she cried out.
Max wished Blake were here to hear his wife's pleasurable cries. Having had to listen to him brag over and over how incredible his wife was, how hot her body was, and how incredible her tits were, he would love to see his expression knowing he'd never seen the current look on this babe's face.
Joe looked down at those tits flowing off her chest and at the first three inches of his cock buried in that tight cunt. "Let me know when you get used to this, and you will. You'll be screaming out 'fuck me, fuck me,' in no time," he said softly.
Marcy had her hands on the man's hips as she gently pulled him in, "It's getting better. Wow! This is incredible," she sighed.
Joe pulled out and pushed more into the woman. He took pride in his huge cock but more than once he'd been left with a handjob since it was too painful for his partner and rarely had he been more than 3/4 the way inside a cunt. He learned to take it slow and not scare off his partners. He was able to bury more of his cock inside this beautiful brunette and her breathing was more ragged and deeper.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," the woman was panting softly. Her hands moved to his ass as she opened her legs wider, pulling him inside her more. "Damn! You are...I never," she sighed "never felt so filled."
"It gets better," he moaned. "Fuck! You're fucking tight, it almost hurts," he sighed. He pulled out and as he started to slowly enter the woman again she pulled his ass until he felt their pubic bones meet. "Oohhhh, yesss," he sighed.
"Oh, God!" Marcy breathed, "how big? How big is your cock?"
Max grinned over the front seat, "11 3/4 inches. Though I've been told it feels like 12," he chuckled. "I'm impressed. You're the first woman to take all of him. Most beg him to stop way before he's fully in."
"Ooooohhh, oooohhhhh, fuck me," she moaned. "It feels sooooo goooood. But let me get on top. I want you to play with my tits," she told the man.
'This is going to be fun,' Joe thought as they awkwardly tried to change places. Finally, Marcy was able to impale herself onto that huge shaft and the cabin echoed with her deep guttural groans of pleasure.
Max taped the expression on the woman's face wishing he could make a woman react like that. He was very generously endowed but 8" seemed like 6" in comparison to Joe. He wondered what Blake's apparent 6" would now feel like to Marcy.
The woman felt a rush as she bottomed out and as she pulled herself up the man's shaft seemed endless. The stinging pain of being stretched out faded and the bruising feeling in her cervix also was disappearing. It was as if her insides had shifted to accommodate the huge invader. She looked over at the man taping this and took his phone. "I'll give it back," she sighed.
Joe watched as the woman leaned back and directed the lens between her legs as she pulled all the way up so just the fat tip was inside her, then lowered herself all the way down. She did this a few times until Max had to take the phone back as she was losing focus.
Teddy was having trouble concentrating on the road and was grateful they were on a fairly straight freeway. He looked over at a car full of boys keeping pace, "Guys, we have an audience."
Marcy opened her eyes and looked out the side window. She smiled at the four boys then cupped her huge tits and pulled on her nipples. She moaned loudly feeling the burning in her nipples as she saw they also were taping this. She felt pride knowing the boys were impressed with her breasts suspecting none had ever seen any so spectacular.
Joe grabbed those huge tits and squeezed them. "Want Teddy to pull off the road and invite those boys to a party?" he asked.
Marcy moaned, "Fuck yessss," she sighed. Then she roused herself and looked around. "Maybe next time. Teddy, the drive is a lot more scenic if you get off at River Road. Take County Road 14 south," she sighed.
"Won't that add an hour to the drive...oh, got it," he smiled.
The boys honked and waved as they exited the freeway and the brunette felt slight regret not letting them use her body, but she had this huge mass inside her and felt the welcome tingling start. She wondered how many times she could cum in just a few hours and as she thought that, she mentally checked off another.
The SUV echoed with the rapid sounds of skin slapping on skin as the women humped rapidly on the hard cock. Max chuckled as she came a third time in just 15 minutes. Joe had incredible stamina along with a huge cock as Max held the lens behind the woman's ass capturing the repeated spearing of her sopping cunt. On a whim, he stroked the creamy cheek and pressed his finger against her brown puckered hole.
"Yesss," Marcy moaned as the fat finger pressed inside her. Soon the man's digit was matching the pace she was being fucked and for the first time in her life considered how it would feel to have a man fuck her ass. 'If only Blake could see this now,' she thought. She'd never let him touch her ass telling him it was dirty...then again, she'd never have let him cum in her mouth. She'd even spit out his pre-cum on the rare occasions she'd blown him.
"Um, God...Marcy, I'm..." he panted
The woman quickly pulled off the long shaft, feeling Max's finger pull out at the same time then wrapped her lips around the head which wasn't easy. Her jaw felt like it was going to be dislocated but she sucked on his cock regardless. She didn't have to wait long as he thrust his hips up and released a hot stream of sperm into her mouth. She rapidly swallowed as her mouth was quickly filled with the tangy cream.
Marcy popped the cock out of her mouth, wiped her lips, and crawled on the man's chest. "Thanks for the lift," she smiled. "I'm not pissed at Blake any longer," she sighed. She looked over at Max. "Ready to fuck my cunt again?" she smiled.
As Max got behind the woman on her hands and knees he stroked her ass, "I was thinking. Kate's coming over to Teddy's apartment Wednesday. I think you should come over and we'll watch you two put on a show," he said just as he slammed his cock into the dripping hole.
Marcy wanted to object, to tell the man to fuck off but the surge of arousal caused her to simply moan in response.
***********************************************
Blake opened the door seeing the Maseratti pull up. When they'd gotten out he glared at them, "Where were you? We got back an hour ago." he asked. He looked at his wife who didn't meet his eyes.
"Dude, she was pissed," Teddy said. "We had to cool her down or who knows what she would have done to you."
Blake paled. "I thought about leaving you there and, um, I fucked up. I wasn't thinking," he pulled her into a hug. "Were you pissed?" he asked.
"I was, but Joe decided to take County Road 14 stating I needed to cool off before I came home a ripped your nuts off." He looked at the three men, "They made me see that it wasn't the end of the world." She kissed her husband, "Let's go inside. I feel naked standing in the driveway in just this swimsuit."
***********************************************
"I thought you didn't like those guys," Blake looked curiously at his wife. "You are ok with this?" He also looked at her tiny red bikini. What inspired her to relax around these guys? he wondered.
"They are annoying but you told Teddy he can drive your car. I get it. All these guys would like to try your Jag out and I think it's nice you let them. I'll just put my headphones on and listen to an audiobook and ignore their lewd comments," she kissed her husband.
Blake was happy when they'd all decided the weekend before to make this a weekly thing. Serenity Beach was the best beach around and the two-hour drive was worth it. It seemed strange to him that Joe asked Max if he'd like to drive and Max turned him down. 'I thought Joe would never let anyone touch his precious Maseratti,' he thought.
Teddy looked ruefully over at the SUV. 'Fucking short straw,' he thought as he started the car admiring the sound of the engine. His regrets faded somewhat as they pulled out onto the road and he went through the gears.
Marcy patted the thighs of the two men on either side then reached into her bag and pulled out a tube of KY. "I prepared myself but one of you will need this."
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Jim lay back, hands clasped behind his head savoring the warm mouth tightly engulfing his cock. "Fuck, babe, aaahhhh," he sighed. Married 10 years and he still couldn't get enough of Michelle's oral skills. The total package, a blonde beauty with brains, boobs, body, blowjob skills, not to mention a tight pussy. He'd rebounded from a painful loss in college and scored big time when he'd met his future wife at a car wash. At first, he thought it was that model, Brooklyn Decker, and couldn't take his eyes off her. She smiled at him and apologized but she was a quarter short and that coin led to dinner...then breakfast, shocking both with the passion between. He'd never been with the supermodel but doubted she had breasts as amazing as Michelle's.
The blonde clamped her mouth on the best cock she'd ever had while gently fondling his large balls. She knew he was getting close teasing him periodically by letting her middle finger brush across his anus while pinching his nipple with her other hand. It was easy to get him to explode as he could never hold back once she drove her finger up his ass but she wanted to tease him as long as possible. She wished she could deep throat him but there was always that damn gag reflex.
The 35-year-old man was beginning to hump against her mouth, lifting his ass off the bed wanting to feel her finger penetrate, "Oh, fuck! Stop teasing me...God! It feels...shiiiittt! Uhhh, uh, uh" he grunted as he got his wish.
Michelle felt her lips smashed against her fist, hot jets of sperm splashing against the back of her throat as her husband exploded. She rapidly swallowed the hot cream then cleaned his cock getting every drop before climbing up and snuggling with her love.
"You get better and better at this every day," he moaned, "Shit! My balls ache like I was kicked there I came so hard," he sighed.
"Practice. Peyton Manning's 10,000 reps rule... I am up to 7,824 blowjobs," she grinned. "I mean at least those where the guys came in my mouth. Just wait until I hit 10,000," she smiled. She kissed him and rolled off the bed.
"Where are you going?" he asked as he watched the lithe form trot into the bathroom. He felt his balls throb anticipating another session.
"The gym. I need to work out...though," she looked at her watch, "an hour and a half of being pounded by you should be enough. On the other hand...on a Saturday, there will be plenty of guys there. I might be able to get to 7,900," she said happily.
***********************************************
"Hey babe, guess who called while you were sucking off 76 guys," Jim grinned at his wife as she flopped onto the couch. "You look worn out...from sucking all those cocks or the free weights?"
Michelle sighed, "Both. It was only 24 and I alternated. It seemed the best way to vary the workout session," she said as she worked her jaw as if it were sore. "Anyhow who called?"
"Doug, he wants you to call him. He didn't sound happy but wanted to talk to you," he said, "I made a fresh pot, want a cup?" Jim thought back to Doug and Laurie the last time they flew out from Takoma. He felt the slight pang of jealousy the image of his brother-in-law's hand under Michelle's bikini top.
"I'm going to shower before I call or have coffee. Then I want you to fulfill your half of the bargain," she smiled as she stroked her crotch. She trotted upstairs to the master bedroom and stripped down. She wondered what Doug might want to talk to her about, Laurie's birthday was months off, but maybe he has some idea that requires planning. She found herself idly stroking her breast remembering the man's huge hand last summer by their pool. Then she remembered walking in on him as he was changing, his fat rod dangling 8-9" between his legs.
Jim and Michelle had flown up for a week and had feared they'd be rained on most of the time, but the weather was beautiful. They'd been out at their pool, each couple feeling mellow from a bit of weed and mojitos making out when Laurie said let's switch. Without thinking, Michelle had eagerly jumped up and trotted over, lying down on her brother-in-law on the lounge chair while Laurie climbed on top of Jim. It was obvious they'd done this before with other couples as Doug pulled her into a passionate kiss, his hands all over her. She was prepared to let him do what he wanted when she'd heard Jim protest and stand up apologizing.
"I can't do this," he sighed, looking embarrassed. "I mean...can we go inside?" he asked.
Michelle saw where he was looking and pulled Doug's hand out from under her top. "Sure, sorry." She kissed the other man and got off the chair straightening her bra. She was surprised as her sister was fucking hot and never considered Jim wouldn't want to swap but after a slight bit of discomfort, the incident was forgotten...well, not completely as she felt her pussy throb remembering the large hard shaft she'd pressed herself against.
Jim wondered idly what Doug needed but dismissed it. Probably more drama with their open lifestyle. He was glad they lived on the other side of the country as he saw how Doug and Michelle looked making out and even though he'd love to spend an hour or two with Laurie the thought of Michelle and...he forced himself to think about clearing out the garage as the floor guys will be there in the afternoon.
Michelle climbed out of the shower having spent considerable time cleaning her privates in anticipation of Jim's skilled mouth taking care of her sudden horniness. On waking, her husband had wanted sex but she'd begged off preferring not to get her crotch too messy under her yoga pants when she hit the gym so she'd agreed to suck him off if he'd return the favor later. It wasn't until she'd thought about Doug with his large hands and the large bulge that she'd been put in this state.
Jim looked up as his beautiful sexy wife came down the stairs wearing just a towel. He started to get up, but she stopped him. He knew that look and felt a rush seeing her arousal.
Michelle dropped the towel onto the floor, climbed onto the couch, her legs on either side of her husband's torso, and presented her moist slit to him.
Jim never hesitated as he pulled her pussy against his mouth, his hands gripping her muscular glutes. He looked up at the bottoms of her full breasts with her nipples confirming she was as aroused as she tasted. He'd usually have to work her up to this level but she must have been anticipating him going down on her all morning.
The blonde moaned as her husband's skilled tongue explored, teased, penetrated, and flicked against her. She opened her legs wider and pressed against his mouth her thoughts going back to the huge member she'd seen and come so close to touching, fucking...."Oh fuck, baby...yessss," she sighed.
Jim had to swallow as she pressed her crotch hard against his face but fluids were cooling his cheeks and dripped down his neck. He saw her play with her tits, pulling on her nipples which surprised him as she'd never liked letting him see her do that. He knew she did when masturbating as he'd come home early one day and she was on the bed, her fingers rapidly working between her legs while pinching and pulling on her erect nipple. He'd crept out and went to the store so as not to embarrass her.
Michelle thought about being pressed against the back of the couch as Doug pressed that fat head against her wet slit just as Jim's tongue attacked her clit. "OH FUCK!" she cried out, her pelvis rapidly grinding against her husband's face, "Uhhh, uuuhhh, uhhhh, yessssss," she spat.
The man gripped her firm butt as she flexed against him, his face getting even wetter. He was now fully hard as he rigidly tongued his wife's clit.
The woman finally felt her intense orgasm fade and slid down her husband's body, kissing his slick face before their lips met and opened. She moaned into his mouth, her moist twat soaking his pants, his hard shaft eagerly humping back against her. She reached down between them their mouths locked together, extracted his cock then plunging her cunt onto it.
It was a full hour before they flopped back on the couch panting and sweating. "Bastard," she sighed, "now I need another shower. And you look like you need one also," she said as she rolled off her husband and stood up. Cupping her crotch to keep the creamy ejaculate from leaking out she slowly walked back upstairs.
Jim got up, grabbed the damp towel, and followed his wife up to their bathroom.
After getting cleaned up, and flopping onto the couch, Jim looked at his wife, "What got into you?" he asked. Earlier you seemed...um, apathetic about sex but even after we made love on the couch you wanted more in the shower. I'm not complaining since the times you let me do anal are rare," he grinned. "Was there a hot guy hitting on you at the gym?" he asked.
Michelle hesitated then sighed, "You know Derek, the trainer? He...well, he had on lycra shorts that did nothing to hide his package. It was very distracting, so I guess I hurried home," she lied.
"Does he hit on you?" Jim asked, "I mean, of course, he does, but I'd guess you like that and are tempted."
"Not tempted at all, flattered but he's too cocky. I always laugh off his attempts but that doesn't mean I never notice how much he seems to be packing." She thought about the only other cock she'd seen since they got married which might be even larger than the trainers, but they'd never discussed the potential swapping with Laurie and Doug so she felt like now would not be the best time. She jumped up, "Crap, I need to call Doug back. I'll bet it's something for her birthday."
Jim got up to make more coffee thinking he'd better attack the garage as his wife picked up her phone.
"Doug, hey, Michelle. Sorry, it took so long...what? She did what?" she covered the mouthpiece as she looked over at her husband, "Laurie told Doug she was going to Cabo next week with one of her fellow teachers...a man," she put the phone back to her ear, "Why did she say? Uh-huh, no...really? Sure, I mean, hang on. I should clear it with Jim," she said.
"My sister told Doug she might not come back home after Cabo as she's in love...what the fuck!" she sighed. "Anyhow, Doug has packed up some of his crap and wants to know if we have room for him just for a little while. He's requesting a transfer out of Seattle and his company has offices here," she said, "Are you ok with that?" she asked.
Jim nodded thinking how tough it must be on Doug. He liked the man but had the thought in the back of his head that having such an open marriage would have consequences but didn't say anything.
"He's fine with it, I'll make up the guest bedroom and you're welcome to stay as long as you want. Sorry, but all I can think of is Laurie's a bitch," she sighed. "Ok, that's fine though we can pick you up. Got it, I understand. Ok, we'll see you tomorrow." She hung up and looked depressed. "They looked so happy," she sighed, "and Laurie never said a word to me that she was having an affair with some guy."
"Need help with the bedroom?" Jim asked.
"No, I got it. You should get out to the garage but when you're done, we have to vacuum and clean the house a bit," she sighed.
***********************************************
Jim answered the door giving his brother-in-law a quick hug, "Damn! I'm so sorry about Laurie. That sucks."
Doug nodded, "I appreciate you guys letting me stay here. I'll find a place soon, believe me. You don't need me hanging around especially since I'll be sucky company...Michelle! Hey, you're looking good. You've been working out," he smiled as the blonde came out of the kitchen. He pulled the beautiful woman into a tight hug. "I always suspected I married the wrong Parsons girl," he said as he stroked the girl's back, "but you were a bit young back then" he smiled.
Doug, Laurie, and Michelle had all gone to the same high school but Michelle was two years younger than the two and she was the pesky little sister whenever they'd made out in the den.
Michelle smiled, "No shit. You'd be in jail had you attempted with me what I suspect you and Laurie were doing," she laughed.
They showed Doug his room and after getting settled in sat in the living room, drinks in hand. They listened as Doug explained how Laurie began being distant a month or so ago and their times of intimacy faded to nothing the last two weeks. He'd suspected something was up as she was staying after school explaining it was her turn to be there for detention, but the lack of sex drive on her part was not just unusual, it had never happened before.
When he seemed to run out of steam he looked at Michelle, "I was unhappy when our...swap session was aborted but now I feel relief, I mean this would be uncomfortable had we had sex," he said softly. "You know, awkward."
Michelle laughed, "I'm not sure if that's a compliment. I mean, I'd prefer men would go to their graves regretting missing out on a shot at this," she swept her hands down her body. "But I get it."
A few nights later, Michelle crawled into bed, "Poor Doug, I might have heard him playing porn on his tablet. I'll bet he's never had to resort to jerking off," she sighed. She stroked her husband's cock, "You know...um I could just give him a handjob or suck him off," she purred.
Jim groaned, "I knew you'd be thinking that. It's your body and I'll never tell you what you can or can't do but I'd hate it. I had a bad experience before I met you in college," he sighed.
"I wondered, tell me about it?" she asked but heard him just sigh, "but if you don't want me to, I won't," she said quickly. "It was just a suggestion."
The man nodded, "I know, and you're a great person and just trying to be nice."
Michelle chuckled, "I was curious though. My boyfriend in college was the one to suggest a handjob when his brother came for a visit. It became a bit more and he used to jerk off while...well, I'm sure you know what happened," she giggled.
Jim shook his head, "Nope, that's not me. Can we change the subject?" he asked.
***********************************************
Jim tried to get to sleep, but old memories began flooding his brain.
Back in 9th grade, a cute girl he'd always admired from afar asked him to the Freshman Sock Hop. Caroline Hawley was not only one of the top students she was also one of the class beauties and the fact she asked him was a huge rush. He recalled how they danced all night rarely taking a break. When he went home he felt a foot taller. They'd dated all through high school and both went to the same university. They'd tried to save themselves for marriage but the summer before college after both their 18th birthdays they'd been at a party and after a few drinks they'd sneaked into a bedroom and what was to be a mere makeout session became more.
After that, the floodgates opened as they had sex at least twice a day. The first issue they'd had when they went away to college was unexpected. They assumed once they were away from the families on their own they'd have ample opportunities but they both had roommates in their dorms and alone time was almost non-existent.
Caroline's roommate was...well, a huge prude and didn't like any PDA between the two so she'd often spend the nights with Jim.
His roommate, Jensen, was a 6' tall, 125 lb. geek with limited social skills. His full name was Jenson Alan Roberts Fitzpatrick III from Oak Brook outside of Chicago. He was an extremely shy but nice kid who was destined for Yale but his GPA put a stop to that and ended up at a public university much to the embarrassment of his parents.
Initially, Jim felt a surge of pride seeing the way Jensen looked at Caroline which was no different from hundreds of other boys at school, but this boy kept having to turn away and Jim suspected he was having issues in his shorts. Caroline didn't help matters as she often lost the bra soon upon coming into their room and wasn't shy about walking around in just a thin tee and panties.
Caroline often observed the striking difference between the two roommates, Jim a couple of inches shorter but 60 lbs. heavier. Neither had any fat on them but Jim's biceps were larger than Jensen's calves the boy was so skinny. At first, she dismissed the boy wishing he'd make himself scarce but there was something about the way he looked at her that she liked...yet didn't as it made her hornier without relief.
The girl lay next to her boyfriend stroking his cock, "I wish we could do something," she whispered, "I've never needed cock as much as I do now. That was a terrible movie to go see if we can't relieve ourselves," she sighed. "Don't move...let's see if you like this," she whispered.
Jim felt the cute girl slowly lift herself off him, then pull off her panties before extracting his erection.
"Sssshhhhh," she whispered as she slowly slid her body down his lining her wet pussy onto the head, then increasing the pressure until he popped inside her. "Don't move...let me do everything," she said softly.
Jim lay there, his cock fully buried in the tight hole when he felt her start to rhythmically flex her pussy on his cock. He'd never felt anything like it as she stimulated his cock with her skilled vagina. When she lifted her chest he stroked her nipples, savoring the incredible sensations of fucking without fucking.
Both tried to regulate their breathing to not alert the other boy what they were doing but when Jim looked over he could see the boy looking at their bed, the sheets moving as he stroked his cock.
Caroline sighed, "This isn't going to work. I need to be fucked, fucked hard. What do we do?" she whispered.
Jim turned her head and suggested, "You could give him a hand job then when you get back he could not possibly object if we get more active."
The blonde looked at her boyfriend in shock, "You're kidding I hope. I'm not going to touch another boy's penis."
Jim shrugged, "I guess, but I don't know what else to do. If we actively have sex he'll tell the RA and you'll be kicked out."
The girl looked over and sighed, "I'll be back," she said as she extracted the hard cock from her wet slit.
Jenson sat up seeing the girl climb out of bed, naked from the waist down, and go over to his bed.
"Can I help you with that?" she asked, pulling back the covers. She sat down and took hold of the boy's cock, stifling a gasp. She glanced over to her boyfriend hoping he didn't notice but this cock was at least an inch longer and half again as fat. She normally used one hand when jerking off Jim but she had to use both hands as she took over the stroking. There were a lot of fluids leaking from the tip, but she had to spit on her hand for better lubrication as there was considerable surface area.
Jenson lay back feeling a girl's hand on his cock for the first time, looking at her breasts bouncing under her tee as her arm moved rapidly up and down, her nipples poking through. He wished she'd open her legs so he could see past the tantalizing dark shadow to what was between her legs.
"You can...you can touch me anywhere you want. It is only fair seeing as I'm stroking your cock," she sighed seeing where he was looking.
He reached up gently cupping the large breast, letting out a moan. "You're so beautiful," the boy said looking at the blonde in the darkened room. He was happy the shades were open so the light from the street came in. Her nipples poked out and he could see the dark fur between her legs. He then grabbed her other breast as she opened her chest up allowing better access, "Your tits are huge," he sighed.
Jim watched as his roommate first felt Caroline's breasts through the tee-shirt then pushed his hands underneath. It must have been the bare breast that triggered it as the boy not just came, he exploded. "Holy fuccccckkkkkk," Jim gasped seeing a stream of white cream splash against the girl's face or just missed and spurted three to four feet in the air.



Caroline giggled seeing how much sperm shot out, not caring that some got on her face on her shirt. "Holy fuck is right," she laughed, "You always cum this much?"
The boy grunted softly as the last spurts trickled out of the plump head, "Uh, yeah. I usually have to put a sock over it when I..." He stopped as the blonde pulled off her shirt to wipe her face and hand. He couldn't help himself as he palmed both perky breasts and pulled on her nipples. "Wow! I can't believe how perfect..." As she started to get up, he said softly, "Wait, can I see your...?" he was looking at her blonde bush.
Caroline looked back at her boyfriend before standing up. She put a foot on the mattress while opening her leg wide exposing her swollen pussy to the boy. "Ooohhh, oohh," she sighed as his finger slid across the slick fleshy petals. She grabbed his wrist as a fat finger pushed inside, "Ok, oh wow. We'd better stop. That's enough. Now I'd better go take care of my boyfriend," she said softly before leaning down to kiss the boy. He seemed prepared as he slipped his tongue into her mouth and a hand on her dangling tit. She broke the kiss and stepped back, "I think we'll be quick so you should get a good night's rest."
Jim eagerly opened his arms and after the blonde lay back got between her legs and easily drove his cock into her. It usually took him 15 minutes of foreplay before he could penetrate her, but she was sopping. His cock and balls throbbed eagerly as he pounded hard into the blonde's pussy. He savored the arousal on seeing her stroking the other boy's cock, having her private parts felt up, but there was a feeling of jealousy. It was not something he liked yet was still arousing. The mixed emotions seemed to enhance the intensity and he felt himself peaking rapidly. He tried to hold off but his girlfriend's humping back and the sounds of her soft grunts meant she was also very close.
Caroline was right as in just a few minutes both grunted out they were cumming and ground against each other. After coming down they held each other until they drifted off to sleep.
Jensen had gotten hard again watching, wishing. 'How must that feel?' he thought. 'To not just have a naked girl rub her body against you, but to be plunging your hard cock into her?' He lay under the covers stroking his throbbing erection grabbing a sock off the floor when he came a second time that night.
The next morning feeling the afterglow they discussed how to resolve their frustrations in future nights. Jim apologized for suggesting she give the boy a handjob but Caroline laughed it off, "Come on, it was nothing more than giving him a massage. Ok, he did touch me, but it seems arbitrary to deny him that while I'm stroking his cock," she chuckled. "You were jealous, I know you were. My poor pussy felt your jealousy...not that I'm complaining. I liked it," she giggled.
The boy sighed, "I hated it and found it incredibly arousing but as great as the sex after was let's not do that again," he kissed his girlfriend.
"Ok, but you need to look at it for what it was. It was no more passionate for me than rubbing his shoulders or helping him with his homework. What we have is love and when we have sex it defines making love," she said softly as she stroked his face.
Jim paused, "Let's see how it goes but I suspect a handjob won't be enough and you'll have to suck him off, then he'll want to fuck you," he said feeling a surprising throbbing in his crotch saying that.
"Ok, if that happens, so what? If the boy fucks me, it will be him fucking...I'll lie there and after he gets off, I'll be back in the arms of the man I love where I'll be passionately making love to him," she said as she hugged him.
"Seriously? You'll fuck Jensen then run off to make love to the man you love? Who is this other guy anyhow?" he asked trying to sound light-hearted. "Ow!" he said as the girl slapped his arm, "So you didn't enjoy touching him, being touched?" he asked.
"I didn't hate it. It was nice being admired, but I get that with guys looking at me fully clothed. Plus, handjobs are tiring. Had he not cum so fast my arm would have gotten sore, but let's get to our classes. If you're not comfortable with this we'll just have to find another way."
That night, they lay there gently stroking each other with Jensen lying in the other bed. Jim's cock was rock-hard but he didn't want a repeat of last night so he held his girlfriend, stroked her back, and whispered in her ear, "We should get some sleep."
The next two nights were equally frustrating, but Jensen at least was able to quietly jerk off into socks. He wished Caroline would take care of this, but there was a feeling of discomfort in the room and Jim seemed to avoid eye contact.
After three nights and three days without relief, Jim ground his rigid cock against the girl's moist crotch, "Fuck it," he whispered, "Do you want to...?"
Caroline looked at the nerdy boy already under his covers then at Jim raising an eyebrow. The boy hesitated then nodded. She climbed out of bed then pulled off her tee and panties as she went across the room to the other bed.
Jensen propped himself on his elbow hoping that she was coming over while getting a good look at a naked girl as she walked in front of the window. Her breasts were incredible, so full with very little sag, but it was her nipples that grabbed his attention. Large silver-dollar size areolas with pink eraser-sized nipples. His mouth watered just thinking about sucking on them. He was sure he could make out her swollen labia as she passed in front of the light.
The girl sat on the bed, spit on her hand then gripped the boy's cock. For some reason, it felt even bigger than the other night. She got up and straddled the boy's legs as his hand slid up her thigh allowing access to her dripping pussy. Unlike the other night, she didn't pull his finger out of her vagina thinking he'd cum faster and she was right.
Feeling the slick tight hole while pulling on the blonde's nipples was so arousing that the boy again erupted after just a few minutes of being jerked off. This time Caroline made sure his cock was pointing away from her face and marveled at how much like a fountain it looked when he ejaculated.
Jensen was disappointed he couldn't last longer but the exquisite aching in his balls with the release was even more powerful than the previous time. He humped up against the girl's hand as she rapidly stroked then milked the remaining cream from his fat cock. "Thanks," he sighed, "that felt so good."
Caroline leaned over to kiss the boy, again his mouth opening as he pulled her against his chest. She let him explore her mouth with his tongue before sitting up. Giggling, she rubbed the still warm sperm into her skin, "You had to find a way to cum on me, didn't you?" She stood and wiped her chest off with her tee then went back to the bed where Jim was waiting.
"Do you have to kiss him?" he whispered intensely aware of the pungent smell of cum on her chest, "It seems intimate."
The girl sighed, "He's s nice kid, I didn't want to seem cold but if you don't like it, I won't kiss him anymore," she said as she pulled his cock into her. "This is what I consider intimacy," she sighed.
Jim kissed her then lay back as she rode his cock, "Ok...I guess since you're jerking him off and he cums on you, a kiss is nothing." He ignored what he'd seen, smelled, and focussed on the pleasurable feelings of making love to his cute blonde girlfriend.
This became a routine for the next week, but as Caroline was jerking the boy off, her arm got tired so she looked over at Jim who shrugged knowing what she needed to do.
Jensen gasped as the beautiful blonde girl opened her mouth, bathing the plump head before wrapping her lips around the shaft. As great as a handjob felt, this was a hundred times better. He cupped her soft tit, his hips rising up into her mouth as she sucked harder and deeper.
Caroline had conflicting thoughts...let him cum in her mouth which she disliked, never letting Jim do that, or risk getting a massive facial. She decided to try letting him cum in her mouth but suddenly had no choice as without warning the boy grabbed her head while thrusting his hips and jetted hot cum down her throat. Not wanting to choke she had to rapidly swallow the bitter cream. When the boy relaxed she pulled off slapping his chest hard, "You bastard! You need to say something, warn me. I hate it when guys cum in my mouth," she hissed.
"I'm so sorry. I thought that was what guys did, I mean in all the videos I've seen..." he cried out, "I'm really sorry, I won't do that again." He looked at the girl tearing up.
Caroline hugged the boy, "Oh shit. I'm sorry. I guess I could have told you beforehand. It wasn't the end of the world." She went to get up but the boy wanted his kiss, his cum in her mouth notwithstanding.
Jim's jaw dropped seeing his girlfriend actually swallow cum and when she finally broke the kiss and came over he pointed to his cock, "I think I'd like the same thing...not the kiss, but..." he said.
Caroline groaned, "I figured. You guys just love it when we girls let you cum in our mouths and swallow." She crawled between her boyfriend's legs, taking his hard cock into her mouth sucking him deep in her throat.
Jim had wanted this since they began having sex and even though he was not happy his nerd roommate was the first to get her to swallow, he was not about to pass on the opportunity knowing Caroline would be feeling guilty she'd allowed another boy's cum in her stomach. He saw Jensen get up and go to his dresser and look back at the bed. He knew what the boy was seeing...the girl's wide-open pussy and ass as she was bent over bobbing her head on his cock.
Jensen went over to get a shirt out of his drawer but stopped as the outside light shone brightly on her aroused pussy. He began stroking his cock and smiled at his roommate who saw him doing that. He stroked harder wishing he could kneel behind her and lose his virginity in either hole or both.
The girl looked up and saw where her boyfriend was looking. She sat up, still stroking the hard cock seeing Jensen, cock in hand, and sighed, "You better not even think about it...or you can think about it, but that's all," she said before taking Jim's cock back into her mouth. In reality, her pussy throbbed hoping he wouldn't listen and plunge his fat cock into her sopping hole.
Jim closed his eyes imagining the skinny boy taking her pussy...burying his cock inside her, his hands gripping her tight creamy cheeks, "Oh God, babe..I'm going to cum so you don't have to....Fuck!" he grunted as he felt the first spasm splatter cum down his girlfriend's throat. She skillfully sucked on his shaft just below the spear-like head gathering his sperm in her mouth before swallowing. He was surprised at how long his orgasm lasted but happy just the same.
The girl felt the boy relax and sat up wiping her mouth. She looked back at the other boy, shaking her head. "Nope, I'm done sucking cock for the night. You'll have to take care of that on your own, but which one of you boys will be returning the favor?" she asked as she flopped back on the bed, legs opened wide.
"I got this," Jim said quickly as he got between her velvety smooth thighs. He loved teasing the girl, kissing the insides of each leg getting closer and closer but she wanted none of that tonight.
Caroline was more than ready to fuck every guy in the dorm if she didn't get release soon and grabbed Jim's head, pushing his face flush against her soaking twat, "Fuck yes," she sighed as the boy's tongue went to work immediately. She stared at the skinny roommate pumping his abnormally fat cock, pulling on her nipples thinking about their audience...remembering the taste.
Jim didn't have to spend much time between her legs as she had to have been close. As soon as he finished exploring her tangy hole and flicked his tongue, her moans became louder and she lifted her pelvis crying out she was cumming. The boy gripped her hips as she spasmed against him and when she collapsed, breathing hard as if she'd just run a marathon.
Jensen decided that he would need to taste that next chance as he stroked his sock-covered cock causing an immediate explosion.
The following nights followed the same pattern, the blonde sucking and swallowing but a week later her jaw ached with the plump hunk of flesh in her mouth so she shifted her position.
The boy looked over at the mirror and had a great view of the wide-open crotch as she bent over more.
Caroline saw where he was looking and smiled. "I think you'll like this. You can't put your thing inside me but," she said as she got up and straddled the boy sliding her pussy right over the rock-hard shaft, "this is the next best thing."
"Oh, God," the boy sighed as the warm slimy crotch humped against his cock. He pulled the girl down so he could take a nipple in his mouth while gripping the other breast.
The blonde was getting more and more aroused as the rigid shaft and fat head ground against her clit. "That's it, baby, play with my nipples," she moaned.
Jim knew the signs and wanted to stop the two, but had no idea how. Caroline was close to cumming. Her face and chest were flushed and she was panting loudly as she pleasured herself on another boy's cock. She did not want to cum with Jim watching and tried to think of other things but the mouth eagerly sucking on her aroused nipple, a hand coming nearer to her anus and the other hand expertly stimulating her other nipple it was becoming increasingly difficult to think at all. Then the boy did two things that took her over the edge, he pressed his finger against her asshole and kissed her.
Jim put his head in his hands as his girlfriend's muffled cries echoed through the room. She was pressing her crotch hard against the boy's cock, her ass flexing as she grunted against the other boy's mouth. As she seemed to be coming down Jensen also came, his body pressed against the blonde's.
Caroline had no idea how much of the boy's sperm was being shot up into her vagina as the head kept pressing against her opening but there were loads slimed between them as they rubbed against each other. She finally peeled herself off the boy and looked down, "Christ! How much do you store in those balls of yours?" she sighed.
Jim felt conflicted as his girlfriend grabbed a towel to wipe another boy's cum off her body. His cock was still hard but as he saw the girl wiping sperm off her stomach chest and crotch he wished she would shower first, but she looked over grinning eagerly so he just slid over as she lay down next to him. He could smell the pungent aroma of his roommate's ejaculate but his throbbing cock was eager to get between Caroline's legs.
Jensen looked on eagerly as his friend thrust into the beautiful blonde's pussy. His cock still had the sensation of pressing against the opening of her vagina before popping out and wished he could feel what Jim was feeling. The room smelled like sex and the sounds of grunting and sloshing filled the room. He felt his cock firm up again and started to stroke himself as he watched.
Caroline was still feeling the slight rush from her orgasm with Jensen feeling a rush as she realized that was the first boy other than Jim to get her off. She looked over at the boy stroking his cock and wondered what she'd gotten herself into. She envisioned going back and forth between both beds taking care of their erections which might be nice until classes tomorrow. She stroked the boy's ass feeling the tight muscles flex with each thrust and whispered, "just cum in me, let it go," she sighed.
Jim had been more than ready but he was torn between pleasuring his girlfriend who'd just gotten off on his roommate's cock and letting go. Hearing the girl tell him to not worry about her he looked down at those creamy breasts flopping as he pounded her and let the aching increase in his balls. "Oh fuck!" he spat as he dropped his head and rammed his cock deep into the blonde's pussy releasing jets of hot sperm into her.
The next nights followed the same pattern, Caroline taking care of the skinny boy before climbing into bed with her boyfriend who vigorously fucked her sopping pussy. Things changed a week later.
The blonde girl padded naked over to the skinny boy's bed but rather than lie on his back, he moved over patting the sheets.
"You want to hump me on top?" She asked, "ok, but you can't fuck me," she sighed. She lay back opening her legs wide as the boy lowered himself on top of her.
Jim watched as his roommate nestled between his girlfriend's thighs and began humping against her. He started slowly at first then as the young blonde moaned, "Harder," he ground against her harder and faster. He watched jealously as he saw Caroline's ass flexing against him, her legs opening wider and her grunts becoming louder.
Jensen's eyes were closed as he felt his cock slickly nestled between those swollen lips. He found if he pulled back the head of his cock caught on her tempting hole which both brought him closer and seemed to drive the girl crazy. As he felt his balls start to ache the girl gasped out she was cumming. Her hips thrust up against him and suddenly his cock plunged into her tight hole.
"Oh, God! I'm sorr..." he started to pull out.
"No! God, yessss. Fuck meeeee," the girl cried as she grabbed his hips holding him inside her. "Damn! Your cock is so fat...so big," she sighed.
Jim felt like yelling stop but hearing her comment reinforced what he'd suspected. He realized now this was inevitable but had been lying to himself. He rolled over pulling the pillow over his head and tried to ignore the sounds from the bed on the other side of the room.
The blonde felt another orgasm coming on even as her initial one had just faded away pulling the boy's lips to hers.
Jensen tried to hold off as the blonde writhed against him but feeling the first time a warm naked body pressed against his was too much. He wondered if he should pull out but Jim never did and with her tongue eagerly probing his mouth he couldn't ask.
Jim couldn't help but be aware that his roommate was cumming inside of Caroline and looked over as the two sweating bodies held each other tightly, writhing in pleasure. He now wished he'd never suggested she give his roommate a hand job and turned back to the wall pressing the pillow over his head.
Caroline lay back panting as the boy propped himself up. He looked both happy and concerned.
"I'm sorry...I..."
"I could have stopped you, but it...your cock felt really nice inside me," she finished. She looked down where they were still joined and back to his face, "you're still hard? Didn't you cum already?" she asked.
The skinny boy blushed, "Um, yes...this has never happened before," he sighed as he pulled out and pushed back in.
The blonde moaned and lay back feeling the fat cock drive back into her. She looked over at Jim sadly before closing her eyes. "Fuck me...harder this time," she panted.
Jim finally fell asleep and when awoke he could hear the two still fucking. He tried to stifle the pain and jealousy as he opened his eyes, but with Caroline riding the boy, his hands gripping her tits, and hearing guttural moans he'd never heard from her before he rolled off the bed and got up. "I'm going to the library," he stated as he pulled on his pants. "Later," he spat.
Jim spent the next few hours walking the campus before resigning himself to going back to the room. Caroline was gone, perhaps back to her room to shower and get dressed but Jensen was at his desk studying.
"Oh man, I'm really sorry. I..we...crap! I couldn't stop it felt so good," he stammered.
Jim nodded and plopped down on his bed. "I get it. It's my fault. I was frustrated we couldn't...you know and I should have known where this would go," he sighed looking differently at the boy. He'd felt superior to the nerdy boy when they'd first met as he had a girlfriend and the skinny boy seemingly had never touched a girl. But the image of the boy's cock was etched in his brain. It was longer, fatter, and seemingly took Caroline to places she'd never been.



"I'll be fine, I mean I...we don't have to do anything anymore. I'll just jerk off if you and Car want to make out," the boy sighed.
Jim looked at the boy, "No. It's done. You can't unscrew her, I mean, hell, I guess it's her call," he sighed.
Caroline slowly opened the door hoping not to see the remnants of a huge fight. The two boys were studying but both looked up as she came in. "Hey...um, how are you guys?" she asked softly.
Jim looked up, "It's ok. I understand. We talked about what happened and I get it. I know Jensen would have to be a flippin' saint to resist your great pussy and I saw how you like..., you know...him," Jim sighed. "Anyhow, we can adapt to the new circumstances."
"You're not upset...jealous?" she asked as she sat next to her boyfriend on the bed.
"I was...ok, still am, but you're both human and I get it," said looking at the girl, "I love you and if it makes you happy...you know, having him..."
"Having Jensen fuck me," she finished. "Look at me. It's you I love and what happened with Jensen and I was great. It felt good but I was unhappy you turned away so I might have been angry with you and let your roommate do what he wanted last night."
"And this morning," Jim sighed.
"Should I leave?" the skinny boy asked as he stood from his desk.
"No, stay. We can work this out. Caroline, what do you want?" Jim asked.
The girl looked between the two boys, both so different, "I'd like to have both of you fuck me," she sighed, "Does that make me a slut?" she asked.
Jim laughed, "Sure, if you want to label it, but it also makes you someone honest with yourself. You like sex and given the possibility..." he sighed.
"I do like sex and you both, um, screw me in different ways," she kissed her boyfriend, "You make love to me and Jensen...Jensen has I guess years of frustration that he releases when he fucks me. There's an intensity, a feral animal intensity I um, get off on. I like...no love both ways...does that make sense?" she asked looking at each boy.
For the rest of the quarter, the three settled into a pattern. Jim made love to his girlfriend before she went to Jensen's bed where she spent the rest of the night. Jim felt slight jealousy that she snuggled with the other boy but also slept better as he was alone. He'd picked up a noise-canceling headset which was needed. The skinny boy found Caroline eagerly opened her legs no matter what time it was and he found it unusual to just fuck three times each night.
Early the next quarter, Jim came back to the room and tossed his bag on the bed, "Christ! Dr. Stevens, Mr. Jackson, and Professor Dobson all are having tests on Monday." He looked at his girlfriend who was lying on Jensen's bed, "I hate to ask, but can you make yourself scarce this weekend? I will need to pull at least one all-nighter." He felt a pain in his stomach as the two looked at each other. "What?" he asked, "did you guys talk about something?"
"Jensen asked me if I wanted to go to Chicago with him this weekend. I guess he told his parents he had a girlfriend and they want to meet her...um, me," she said softly.
"She told me no, but...I mean, we could be out of your hair," he finished.
Jim looked at the two and nodded, "I guess. Are you ok with this?" he looked at the blonde.
"Sure. I've never been to Chicago and, well since you want me out of your hair...sorry, forget it," she sighed.
"Jim nodded, "I guess. It's not like...never mind, have fun."
The following Sunday night the couple came back into the room, Jensen plopping down their bags. Jim jumped up, "I missed you," he said as he hugged his girlfriend. He stepped back when he saw she wouldn't meet his eyes and kept her hands in her pockets. "What? What's wrong?"
"I'm sorry. I...we...Oh shit!" she sighed.
Jim suddenly felt like throwing up as the girl finally looked into his eyes. He saw sadness and worry as she stepped back trying to look at him.
"Jensen's parents were great. They are really great people and well, asked if we were serious about each other and you know...um, well, Jensen told them we were engaged," she said softly.
"What?" Jim blurted out as he looked at both, "What did you say? That he was joking?"
The blonde looked at her boyfriend with tears spilling out, "I should have but Jensen looked at me so lovingly I just smiled and nodded." She took her left hand out of her pocket and held it out palm down.
Jim looked at the huge rock set in platinum before staggering back onto his bed, "You're both fucking kidding me!" he cried. He looked around the room before jumping up and grabbing his bag.
The two tried to stop the boy who stormed out of the room leaving them looking helplessly at each other.
Monday Jensen and Caroline came back after they'd met in the library to find half the room cleared out and a note on the otherwise clean desk. The blonde picked it up before collapsing on the bed. The skinny boy came over and picked up the note.
"I wish you both the best but please do me the favor of never trying to contact me in any way, including any wedding announcements. As I said, I wish you both great happiness but I hope never to hear about it. Bye, Jim"
Jim would see them across the quad or coming out of a building but looked away. He ignored the reunions and class emails. He heard they'd actually gotten married right after graduation and as a wedding gift, his parents bought them their first house.
***********************************************
Jim rolled off his wife, the orgasmic waves fading, "You really are a great fuck, you know that?" he asked.
Michelle chuckled, "Just responding to a huge cock. And I do know that...all my boyfriends say the same thing and I have a 4.7 Yelp rating."
"Really? Who gave you a rating less than 5?" he asked as he stroked her breasts. "These alone would be a perfect score even before they try out this sweet cunt of yours."
"I know," she sighed, "I think it was that fraternity. I refused to fuck more than 10 at a time," she said as she got out of bed to clean up. She looked at her husband, "I wish my teasing excited you. But I also appreciate you not urging me to have sex with other guys while you watch." she smiled. "Get up. You have an hour before you have to leave for work and I can be alone with Doug...Sorry! Kidding just kidding," she trotted into the bathroom as her husband tried to swap her ass.
All day at work Jim tried to stifle all thoughts of Michelle and Doug being alone in the house. He trusted Michelle but he couldn't get the thoughts out of his head. He had flashes of her long blonde hair splayed out on the pillow, legs spread wide as his brother-in-law thrust his cock into her tight pussy. He picked up the phone, "Joe, let's go over to the plant and check the new line. I'd like to see why we're a month behind schedule...yeah, I got it...Great, 20 minutes." He hung up and focused on the emails he'd received over the last few weeks.
When he got home he'd totally forgotten his jealousy but the house was so quiet the feelings came back. "Shelly? I'm home," he said loudly. He looked around and saw them by the pool. Doug was putting sunscreen on Michelle's back and both looked up and smiled as he came outside.
"Dude, get out of that suit and grab your trunks. We just got back from a great ride up Hanson's Hill. Man! That's a huge climb but worth it," Doug said.
Jim nodded, "My favorite," he said as his wife sat up. She was wearing the skimpy yellow bikini he'd found for her after seeing that movie with Brooklyn Decker. Her breasts were spilling out and he saw they were covered in sunscreen. He wondered who applied it but gathered himself, "Sure. Hang on, can I get you guys a beer or anything when I come back?"
"So, how's the transfer going?" Jim asked as they sat at the dinner table.
"Great! I start next week. It was tough finding a slot for me but there's a guy in procurement that's retiring so I can slide right in. I get his secretary and office," he said happily.
Michelle slapped his thigh, "Secretary? Seriously? What is this 'Mad Men?'" she asked.
"Ok, Executive Assistant, but you should see her," he whistled, "She's married but we'll see how strong she feels about that," he laughed. "I'm kidding. I'd never do that to another guy...unless that gets him off," he chuckled.
"Michelle laughed, "You're incorrigible," she said. She looked at her husband, "And don't forget to get home on time tomorrow. Doug invited his new boss over for dinner so I'll be making a roast with veggies. I sure hope he's not a vegetarian," she sighed. "It takes 5 hours to roast but it's incredibly tender."
Doug looked over at the blonde, "It would help if you wore that bikini. I'd like to make a good impression," he chuckled.
Michelle laughed, "I'm sure you would like that but I'll be the demure sister-in-law...though there is that little red number I picked up in Vegas," she smiled at her husband.
Jim groaned, "The one you wore at the resort without underwear before we went to the show and they dragged you up onstage?" He looked at Doug, "This hypnotist made her do a bunch of things...borderline things," he said.
Michelle turned red, "Yeah, and the audience got a show...bad luck dressed like that and then getting called on stage. I had nothing under the red dress so I might have exposed myself...a lot," she sighed.
"What did he make you do?" Doug asked.
The blonde blushed more, "Well I guess after he hypnotized me, he found out I was on my college gymnastics team so he convinced me I was in a competition and they brought out mats and had me do my floor exercise. I was actually good, but..." she looked at Jim, "I wasn't wearing my leotards," she sighed. She gathered herself, "We have the video though I have no idea where. Jim wasn't thrilled but went along," she said as she patted his hand, "You've always been a good sport about those things."
"I never showed it to anyone but suffice to say the dress fell off early in the routine and she wasn't even aware. We got offers for Michelle to perform by at least a half-dozen people in Vegas after that." He looked over at his wife, "You could have made a ton of money."
"Yeah, and out at Mustang Ranch, how much did that woman say I could make?" she laughed.
"$3,000 a day," Jim chuckled. "Hell, I could retire and live pretty comfortably on that."
Doug groaned, "If you worked there I'd probably go into serious debt. Ok, let's change the subject before things get any more uncomfortable."
Michelle grinned and picked up the plates on the table. As she took them into the kitchen, she stopped. "Let's watch a movie tonight. I saw that Black Widow is available to stream," she looked at the two men.
Michelle kept glancing over at her brother-in-law's shorts during the movie. He tried to hide the issues he had finally putting a pillow on his lap. For the umpteenth time, she marveled at how fat his cock was. He hadn't changed after lolling at the pool and his boardshorts hid nothing.
"Well, goodnight," Michelle said to Doug, "Sweet dreams," she grinned looking pointedly at his crotch.
As they climbed into bed, the blonde crawled under the covers to take her husband's semi-firm cock in her mouth. She purred as he swelled up.
Jim stroked her hair, sighing. "What's gotten into you lately?" he asked. "Not complaining, but two blowjobs in one day?"
Michelle looked up, "I'm just feeling horny...I've been thinking about your cock all day. You were great this morning," she smiled.
Jim pulled her up and kissed her, "My cock or any cock?" he asked.
The woman laughed, "I know what you're asking, Doug's cock? Sure, I thought about it. He tried to hide it but he must have had a dozen chubbies today. It's flattering that a guy feels that way about me," she said. "But it's you that I'll open my legs for," she said as she crawled back down.
Jim savored the warm mouth suck on the sensitive head while stroking with her hand expecting after he got hard for her to stop and climb onto his cock, but she continued. He suddenly thought about what she'd said, 'It's you I'll open my legs for,' not mouth. These thoughts were driven from his head as she let go and reached up to play with his nipples while taking more of his cock into her throat. She'd never come close to sucking on more than half the shaft and felt his balls ache as she worked more and more of him into her throat until she pressed her lips against his pubes. He grunted out he was going to cum telling her to stop, but instead, she pulled on his nipples and bobbed aggressively onto his slick shaft. In the back of his mind, he wanted to ask where she learned to do this...or who taught her this, but the boiling in his balls got to be too much.
Michelle rapidly swallowed as her husband let out a loud moan releasing jets of hot sperm down her throat. She felt her lips being bruised as he thrust his pelvis against her mouth but continued sucking all the cream out of the fat shaft.
The woman pulled off the fleshy rod, wiped her mouth, and grinned, "Feel better?"
"You have no idea...why...how...?" he stammered, "Where did you learn to do that?" he finally asked.
"Doug, I mean not with his...um, but he told me how so I was practicing with my toy," she said happily. "I know, you are wondering how the topic came up. He told me he should have known something was up after Laurie deep-throated him for the first time. But, she did tell him how she learned to do it...or a modified version. I told him to teach me as a surprise for you. He was great at helping me this afternoon. I almost threw up a dozen or more times but he convinced me to relax and stretch my neck out. I guess we can get some sleep now?" she asked.
Jim's mind was spinning. 'Doug showed her? Did he push the dildo down her throat or observe?' he thought. He drove those thoughts out of his head and began kissing his way down her body but she stopped him.
"Let's just get some sleep. You don't need to do that. I've been waiting all day to show off my new skill," she said. "Get the light. Goodnight, sweetie," she said as she rolled over to her side.
Thoughts, questions swirled through his mind but finally drifted off to sleep. He was awakened a couple of hours later and looked over at the empty space on the other side of the bed. He glanced over at the bedroom door with was now partially open. 'Oh fuck!' he thought. 'She wouldn't...' He looked at the ceiling, his ears straining to hear the sounds he dreaded, but the house was still. The image of her naked body splayed out with Doug's ass flexing against hers filled his mind as he quietly rolled out of bed.
Tiptoeing down the hall, he pressed his ear against the guest bedroom door and could make out a woman's soft moans coupled with the grunting of a man. He felt a rush of anger considering yanking open the door when he heard the woman's voice.
"Easy...easy, take it slow. So fucking fat, so big," she moaned as the creaking of the bed lessened.
Jim stepped back and in a haze went back to the bed wondering how they'd split up all their possessions. He tried to get the image of Michelle, legs spread wide being impaled by his friend's huge cock out of his head, but the vision of their sweating naked bodies kept invading. Tossing around he finally decided to just get up and make some coffee. As he passed the guest bedroom door he couldn't help listening once more.
"I'm coming, oh fuck, I'm cumming," she loudly groaned.
"Me too...Ooooohhhhh sshhhhiiiiit!" the man cried.
Fists clenched, Jim headed downstairs stopping at the bottom seeing the kitchen light on. He crept around the corner to see his wife in front of the sink. Michelle was wearing her tiny tee and panties, humming to herself as she cleaned potatoes and carrots.
"Hey sweetie, I hope I didn't wake you. I forgot to take the roast out last night to thaw." She came over to hug her husband. She looked at his expression, "What? Why do you look relieved? Did you think I left you or something?"
Jim sighed in relief, "Um, it's just that I, um, I heard Doug fucking someone in his room and you weren't in bed..."
"You listened at his door?" she asked, "So did I. That was hot!" she grinned. "But he's not with anyone, he must be on a porn site since it changed when I was listening. Poor guy," she said. She went over and took all the vegetables, bagged them, and put them back into the fridge. "Come on, let's go back to bed," she said as she hit the light switch.
As they passed the guest bedroom door, all was quiet. They tiptoed back to their bedroom, and after closing the door, crawled back into bed.
Jim softly stroked his wife's large breasts, "Let me ask you. Are you disappointed I told you I didn't want you to...take care of Doug?"
The blonde thought a minute, "Disappointed? Not really. I would have loved it if you'd said yes. Doug's hot, has a great body and is horny as hell. I think it'd be fun. But since it would make you unhappy, it would never happen so I can't be disappointed that something that cannot ever happen didn't," she said. "So does that make sense?"
Jim nodded, "Now I feel bad. There are three of us here and I'm keeping two people from getting some pleasure. Is it selfish of me?" He looked at his wife, "Ok. If you want I'll just live with it," he said. "I just never want to know about what happens."
Michelle sat up, looking at her husband, "Hmmmm, tempting, I'll think about it, but I could never truly enjoy it if it hurt you. Go to sleep," she said softly.
It took a long time to fall back to sleep as the man waited for his wife to get up and quietly steal down the hallway but there she was softly snoring the next morning. Then again Doug still had a few days until he could start his job so they'd be spending the days together.
***********************************************
"Damn! I'll bet you thought I'd never leave," Doug said shaking Jim's hand. You have no idea what a lifesaver you both were. Michelle, thanks for everything. I'll never forget your kindness and hospitality. After I get settled I'd like you both over for dinner," he said as he hugged his sister-in-law.
Jim thought the hug went on longer than normal platonic hugs and couldn't see if the man grabbed her ass, and he'd told her if she helped him out he didn't want to know, except now he did. The last two weeks were hell as he'd be in the middle of a conversation or reading an email and the sounds and images of passion between Michelle and Doug would invade his brain.
After Doug left, Michelle kissed her husband, "Alone at last. It's been a long time since you bent me over the arm of the couch," she purred as she dragged him into the living room.
Jim stopped to think, realizing he'd never bent his wife over the arm of the couch, but followed her anyhow removing his clothes.
Doug drove off kicking himself for never getting up the nerve to put a move on his hot blonde sister-in-law suspecting she'd eagerly give in. On the other hand, Jim was a great guy and unless he was into that sort of thing it would never have happened. He replayed all the conversations he'd had with Michelle about sex, describing how much he'd miss fucking her sister and how slutty she always was with him. He could tell that Michelle was ripe for the taking on more than one occasion going so far as to tease him by bending over the arm of the couch. He'd been tempted but slapped her ass and laughed it off.
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Friday:
"...the Bishop sure knows how to keep a guy hanging," Adam told his wife before taking another bite of toast, "At lunch, he suggested that the church might be able to triple their donations for the coming year but he wasn't prepared to pull the trigger without more research into how we'd be using the funds. I reiterated all the projects that..."
Eve's attention drifted off questioning whether to go through with it. All night she felt a rush imagining herself lying on her back with another man's cock sliding inside her, or into her mouth...just acting of course. Then she resolved to stand firm and pose in suggestive positions even though the graphic sexual acts weren't cheating but just for art. She heard her name and looked at her husband, "I'm sorry, what about..."
"Dinner. Can you make a Southwestern dish Saturday night? Bishop Stevens and Father Michaels are coming over. I'm hoping when they get to know me and realize I am a trusted caretaker of their funds..."
"I can. I learned how to make Chili Rellenos. I'll pick up what I need at the market over on Academy Blvd." she smiled at her husband, "This will be nice having someone over," she said. "I can make myself scarce after dinner while you men talk."
Adam nodded, "No, I want you there and can you wear a bit of make-up and look pretty?"
Eve sat up, "I don't own any make-up. You told me just whores wear...what...how do you want me to look?" she asked
Adam looked at his wife, "I know it's evil of me, but there are men of the cloth with no outlets for their needs so if you could look sexy tomorrow night it might lubricate their purse strings," he smiled. "Can you do that? Not wear that incredible thing you had on last night but something that shows a bit of skin?"
The girl nodded thinking about all the different dresses she'd modeled and wondered if she could borrow one. She had the ache return thinking about flashing skin to two strangers...strangers who might not see skin much. "I can do that. I'm doing some modeling this morning so I'll borrow some of the basics," she said. "Do you want to hear about my shoots this week? They loved the pictures...they loved me," she said smiling.
Adam waved her off, "I need to think about gathering all the charities we support and how beneficial we've been to those that the Bishop expressed interest in. I'm glad you have a hobby to keep you busy and earn a bit of pin money," he said dismissively.
Eve would have told him everything including how exposed she was and how much she was making and felt relieved when he responded as she expected. A part of her guilty feelings faded knowing she'd tried...now how far to go in today's shoots...
***********************************************
Eve sat in the parking lot looking at the other cars. She'd never paid attention but after Willow's comment about Porsche Money, she decided to look. There wasn't another Kia Rio, or any Korean car she could see. Europe was well-represented, especially Germany. She never looked at other cars before, happy with what Adam bought for her. She looked at her watch, 7:56. Enough stalling, she thought as she threw open the door.
She was still struggling with what she'd do as she smiled at the receptionist and walked back to the set. They must have worked all night as there were now multiple rooms all around the perimeter, open to the ceiling it looked like with booms hovering above each. The thought of being completely naked in a closed room with a strange man caused her to pause. She saw various other girls and women talking to each other or getting their makeup done. This is quite the production, she thought.
"Eve, I was wondering if you'd show," Drew smiled as he came over, "Have you decided on what you'd like to do?" he asked. "By the way, we always post teaser shots on the site for the upcoming Intimates Collection catalog and," he beamed at the girl, "we've been flooded with pre-orders...many specifically asking about the young blonde," he said.
Eve blushed, "That's a relief. I was worried that they'd be unusable or something."
Drew laughed, "you couldn't be more mistaken. There are so many terrific shots we'd like to post these on the site if you sign off. Brian wants them up there tonight and if you agree, then the rate would retroactively be $1,000 per hour rather than the $500. Let me know, but we have to start shooting soon." He looked her over as if he'd not already seen all of her. "Eve? Soft or hard?"
The young blonde felt a surge hearing this and, the words coming out were different from the voice in her head was telling her to say, "I'd like to start slow," she sighed, "Can we do soft? If it's like yesterday, I thought it was fun. I hope you're not disappointed."
"Not at all. This is your call. We need both as there are as many desires as there are people out there. Come on, I think you'll be comfortable with your fellow actor," he smiled as he led the girl to the room in the back corner.
"Jerry!" Eve smiled as they came around the corner, "I might have been hoping it was you," she blushed. She found herself in a hug with the large man. She chuckled feeling the hard object she'd felt before. The ache in her stomach increased realizing she's agreed to not just see it but feel it. The man's strong hands stroked her back. She looked down at his crotch knowing she'd not just finally see it but touch it...perhaps taste it.
Jerry thought the girl looked nervous the way she glanced down, "Relax. You're in my capable hands and I will go a slow as you want, or as fast as you want," he said softly.
Eve chuckled realizing he'd misinterpreted her look. There was an eagerness inside her to get her clothes off...his clothes and feel his hands on her body, her hands on his... Instead, she looked at him and smiled, "Then I'll put myself in your capable hands."
Brad came over, "You guys ready? Eve, a few ground rules, either of you can touch any way you're comfortable. Stroking, licking, fingering, kissing is fine, he can cum anywhere except inside you or in your mouth. I'd like to say no penetration but it happens more often than not, we just can't use the shots for this category. Any questions?
"What happens if the models want to...?" Eve asked softy.
Brad laughed and pointed to the video cameras mounted around, "These are always rolling and my job gets easier," he smiled. "Other questions? No, then let's get you changed. Here's the scenario, oh, do you have your wedding rings, no, leave them on. You're on a business trip and you need companionship. Jerry buys you a drink and," he opened the door.
Eve could have sworn this was a real hotel room down to the A/C unit under the window. She felt herself almost opening up between her legs as she considered what was to come.
"So, here's a business suit and the surprise underneath," Brad said. Jerry, I see you already are dressed," he said nodding at the suit the man had on.
Eve stripped down not even turning her back and pulled on a variation of the black teddy she'd modeled yesterday. When she was fully dressed she looked the part of a conservative executive or lawyer but felt a tingle knowing underneath was a slutty girl...a girl feeling the cool air on her exposed twat under the short skirt.
"Whenever you're ready...you can use any dialog you want as These will be stills...unless you decide otherwise," Brad chuckled. He stepped into the room and closed the door.
Jerry laughed as if Eve said something clever as he opened the door, his hand on the girl's ass as he guided her in.
Brad captured the couple as they went through the basic 'getting to know you dance,' moving around the large room to get the best angles.
Eve heard the clicking and decided to step things up. She kissed Jerry while pressing her body against his. This was no staged kiss as their mouths were open and smashed together. The man's hands explored her back and sides and the girl took things a little farther.
Brad smiled seeing the girl break the kiss and stare at the man as she took off her jacket, her blouse, followed by her skirt until she was standing in 4" spikes and the crotchless teddy.
Jerry started to lean forward but Eve pushed him back onto the bed, knelt, and undid his pants as she looked up at him. She'd fantasized about feeling the man's cock so she was not acting as she yanked down his pants exposing his boxers with the fat bulge pointing toward his navel. "Holy crap!" she murmured, as she palmed the length. "This is really big," she sighed as she tried to grip it through the thin fabric.
Jerry lifted his hips as the blonde pulled down the underwear, pulling them off his feet and tossing them aside. She grabbed the dark shaft with both hands, stroking the length, her unblinking eyes glued to the sight. It was just as she'd imagined, fat, hard with the veins looking like ropes. A strange tingling between her legs made her moan as she wondered if she or any girl could get that mushroom-shaped head inside. She pressed her face between his legs posing with her tongue on his huge balls listening to the rapid clicking. She then ran her tongue up to the head, pausing with her head to the side to get close-ups.
Brad never had to say a word as he got many shots of the pale blonde exploring the ebony shaft knowing these would be a hit. He adjusted his erection as the pink tongue lapped at the pre-cum leaking out, his finger hitting the shutter release.
She wanted to taste him, to put this monster in her mouth but looked at Brad, "Should I just pose with my mouth open? Or, should I kiss the head? Would it be better with him standing?" she asked.
"Mouth open. But, that's a good idea, Jerry let's get some shots of you towering over the girl, first press the head against her lips...yes! Then, Eve, stroke him with your mouth open, maybe lick under..." he moved around getting shots from different angles, "Ok, Eve. Just the tip of the tongue...nice!" He took a few more shots of the blonde holding the man's cock and licking the underside, impressed with her comfort level having a strange man's cock almost in her mouth.
Jerry wanted another shot and suggested, "Ok, Eve. Grip his cock with your left hand and let's see that ring...yes, you are so good at this," he praised. "Jerry, hold her head and press your cock against her lips...no Eve, not yet," he chuckled as the girl's mouth opened up.
Eve looked over at the photographer, "Wouldn't it be logical that his penis would be slick with spit?" she asked.
Brad nodded, "Good point," he said as she spit on her hands a few times, making sure the entire shaft glistened under the lights.
Jerry groaned as she stroked, looking down at those flushed cheeks, pink lips kissing the tip of his cock. He prayed she'd decide to switch the shoot to video but this was good too.
"Ok. Those were great and we can get back to this for the finale," Brad ordered.
Both men nodded and Jerry pulled the girl to her feet. "I wish you weren't married. I'd insist you finish what you started," he said sternly.
"I'm sure I couldn't stop you," she said meekly, "You could do anything you want to me and I'd have to do it, wouldn't I?" she asked. "That's the duty of a good wife." She looked at Brad, "what's next?"
"Jerry returns the favor," The photographer said. He nodded at Jerry who shoved the girl gently onto the bed.
Eve giggled as she fell back, her legs opening wide as the tall man took off the rest of his clothes. She felt something tingle as the man knelt between her legs. She got suddenly serious as she saw what the man was going to do. "You don't have to do that...oh!" she panted as she experienced the first man to put his mouth on her sex. Her initial fear was that the man would be repulsed by the sliminess or the taste but when the tip of his tongue pressed against her clitoris she almost screamed.
Jerry posed with his long tongue against her moist lips, on her hard nub, and down to her perineum. He wasn't trying to stimulate her as Brad got dozens of close-ups, but when he moved back to her clit he rapidly flicked the tip of his tongue against the hard nub.
Brad was getting great shots but suggested, "Eve, let's see those great tits of yours. That's it, fantastic!" He said as he clicked away. He could have spent a good half-hour getting close-ups of those creamy mounds but Jerry's face was getting smeared with her cum as he teased her so he pointed the camera at her pussy.
Jerry found teasing the girl fun as she responded to anything he did. She especially seemed to enjoy it when he parted her lips and drove his tongue inside. He'd need a towel to clean his face off but he didn't mind, especially if she lets herself go and begs him to fuck her.
"Ok, Jerry, why don't we get our girl completely naked and try different positions, you know what to do," he ordered.
Eve followed their instructions, getting on her hands and knees while Jerry pressed the spongy head against her pussy, moaning when he inadvertently popped just the head inside her. She didn't protest but pressed her face and chest into the mattress as Brad got many shots of her labia spread wide around the head.
The aching in her belly was becoming almost unbearable as the two men put her in various positions simulating her getting fucked. She liked it best when she was on top grinding her pussy along the fat rod with the man's huge hands gripping her breasts. She felt as if she were within seconds of the agonizing pang peaking when she was told to get on her back.
"Jerry, we're running short on time, do you want to fuck her tits and cum on her chest or face or jerk off on her face?" Brad asked.
"I'd prefer filling this sweet cunt up but her tits are so fuckable looking," he grinned, "Eve, do you mind if I fuck those tits of yours?" he took the lube from Brad, squirted some of the contents into her cleavage, climbed onto the blonde's chest, and began humping. The girl pressed her boobs together and looked up at him with her mouth open. "Ohhh, wow!" he groaned, "You want me to cum in your mouth? he asked.
Eve nodded and opened her mouth wide. She'd watched a slew of videos and girls seemed to want the men's sperm in their mouths. She'd never tasted it but it was in so many of the videos. She watched the man's face and leaned her head forward so the bark purple head hit her lips with each stroke knowing he was close.
"Ohh, fuck!" Jerry gasped as he thrust forward cumming as hard as he could remember. He wanted to plunge his cock between those inviting pink lips but held back so Brad could get the streams of cream splash into the girls' mouth and onto her face.
The blonde was shocked by the force behind the jets of hot sperm hitting the back of her throat, her nose, cheeks, and forehead as the man humped hard against her chest.
Jerry moaned as the last of his ejaculate dribbled out.
"Eve, lick the head, that's it. Act like you don't want to waste a drop," Brad ordered.
The girl sucked the still hard head into her mouth and used her tongue to extract the last bit of tangy sperm from the throbbing shaft. She was a bit disappointed when Jerry pulled his cock out of her mouth allowing Brad to get close-ups of her cream-splattered face.
"Ok, open your mouth, let's see the cum on your tongue. You can spit or swallow...whatever you feel like doing," Brad said.
"Oh, I already swallowed," Eve sighed. I'm sorry." She scooped some of the cum dripping down her face into her mouth, "I think I can get enough on my tongue for you."
"Perfect," Brad smiled as he clicked away as the girl cleaned all the rivulets of sperm off, licking her fingers before opening her mouth showing the lake of cream on her cupped tongue. "That's great, now you can swallow if you want," the man said.
Eve took the towel and got off the bed as Jerry went to pull his clothes on and Brad fiddled with his gear. She wondered whether she should get dressed or go to the bathroom to clean up or what.
Brad picked up a handset, "Drew? We're done over here in the hotel room. Jerry's out of it for at least an hour but Eve just needs to get cleaned up...ok, I'll ask her," he looked over at the girl, "Are you good for another shoot?" he asked. "Drew has a dorm scene if you're up for it."
"Eve nodded, "Can I clean up first?" she asked.
She hadn't realized they had a shower room but it made sense especially for those couples who were doing the more hardcore shoots. She felt like a little kid seeing the other two beautiful girls spending a lot of time douching while she just needed to clean the dried cum off her face. They didn't talk much, but both girls gave her sincere smiles and greeted her while checking her body out when she came in. She was surprised when she heard two men talking loudly and laughing about something walk into the shower room. They'd stopped and looked at the three girls before taking the showers on each side of Eve.
"Hey, I don't remember seeing you here. Are you new?" the taller one asked.
Eve couldn't stop looking down at the fat sausages dangling between their legs, fascinated with how they soaped up their crotches cleaning off...her aching increased knowing what they were rinsing off and where they'd been. She'd never looked at guys like that, not even Adam but there was an animalistic feeling making her wash her crotch a bit more vigorously than normal.
One of the guys laughed, "Huge load? I heard you were with Jerry," he chuckled. "I was told he abstains for a week before any of these shoots. I could never do that, especially if I were with a babe like you," he said scanned her naked form.
Eve blushed and quickly turned off the shower and fled. She dried off outside of the shower room hearing the two men saying they hoped they'd get to do a shoot with her. She brushed her hair and checked herself out in the mirror, pulled on her street clothes, and was leaving when Drew found her.
"Perfect. Jeans and a tee-shirt are perfect...did you enjoy the last shoot?" he asked.
The girl nodded, "I did. It was perhaps the strangest thing I've ever done but in a good way," she chuckled, "If that makes sense."
"Let's walk while we talk, you and Tom will be studying for a test in his dorm room. How much do you want to do?" he asked. "Brad swore you'd be telling him to use the videos but you never did. Are you interested in more of an acting scene? I'm not going to pressure you, but I get the sense you want to and if so I think you'd do great."
A voice in her head was screaming, 'it's just acting, it's not cheating, do it,' but she replied softly, "I'll stick with the stills...the simulated sex. I'm not quite ready to...you know but maybe in the future," she smiled.
***********************************************
Tom was great to work with, never pressuring her to do more and gentle with her. They'd started out studying when Eve complained she wasn't very comfortable and her back hurt...that led to a back rub, shirt off, bra off, and then a front rub. Simulated blow job, missionary and the boy jerking off on her stomach and chest.
Shower, cleanup.
An office, Eve begging for her husband's job...kneeling between the man's legs, dress being pulled off, now naked being pushed face down on the desk, her first simulated anal, though Earl was not gentle and may have pressed harder than he should have. The photographer, Larry wasn't much help and kept saying, "just the tip, just the tip," each time the older man pressed against her pussy, ass, and mouth. "He owns you, you don't need to look happy about it, but you need to comply," he also repeated. It ended with ropes of cum splashed onto her back. She walked across the set with the cooling sperm trickling down her back feeling the many eyes on her marks of shame as she headed to the showers.
Shower, cleanup.
Eve stopped dead in her tracks as she approached the fourth set seeing a beautiful black girl.



"Hey Eve, I'm Gus, this is Latisha. Drew wants some simulated girl/girl. You up for that?" the man smiled.
Eve looked at the gorgeous girl. She nodded feeling a pang of excitement. This might be fun, she thought.
"Change into some workout clothes. I understand you used to be a gymnast. Latisha is a Pilates instructor so you guys should be great in the workout room," he opened the door and pointed inside.
Eve nodded, her stomach in knots. She'd never been with another girl before but how hard can it be? she wondered. At least she won't cum on her face as Jerry did, she chuckled. They started slowly but as they helped each other they got closer, touching each other more freely and Eve surprised herself when she was the one to initiate the kiss. The girl had full breasts and soon both were naked alternating sucking on each other's nipples. Gus kept making comments about how great the contrast in skin colors was and encouraging them to do various things.
When Latisha initiated 69 Eve was at first nervous being within millimeters of another woman's twat but feeling how eagerly the black girl dove into her pussy she felt it just right to do the same. The taste wasn't as bad as she feared and she soon was burying her tongue inside the other girl's vagina. She must have been doing something right as the girl began panting like an overheated animal, especially when Eve nibbled on and flicked her tongue against the tiny nub.
After the girl exploded, Eve's aching was reaching a point where she feared she was having an appendicitis attack but as she toweled off the copious fluids smeared on her face she felt the pangs subside.
Latisha hugged her and kissed her, "You were amazing. Drew told me you were a lesbo virgin but we both know that's ain't true. I hope we can work together again," she said before giving her another kiss. "Perhaps we could do a video with strap-ons," she said as she fingered the blonde, "you have no idea how great that feels."
Eve looked doubtful, "I still can't bring myself to do a video," she sighed, "but you might have a good idea...doing it with a girl might make it easier." She hugged the girl, "This was fun, thanks."
Shower, cleanup.
Eve was introduced to two men wearing huntsman's gear. The room was set up like a hunting cabin and Eve was pushed hard in through the door wearing short-shorts, a thin tee, and a hiking pack. The way she was shoved inside made it clear she was not there voluntarily. The next hour Eve learned about DP, being spit-roasted, ass to mouth, and being tied up in the most humiliating positions possible. She should have been screaming for them to stop as they took on the personas of predatorial mountain men but she instead suggested even more humiliating positions.
Again the cameraman asked if she wouldn't prefer this to be videotaped as she seemed so into it, but she shook her head. "Maybe next time,' was her response. The intense pain in her belly made the entire abuse simulation seem even more real and she learned it was smart to keep her eyes closed when two men jerked off on her face when tied spread-eagled on the bed. A voice in her head was screaming to the men, 'Fuck her! Fuck her! Look how she'd not be able to stop you."
She was untied and both men apologized for how rough they were with her and asked if next week she'd like to do it on tape.
Shower, cleanup.
She wondered if this was it as she needed to get home when Drew came over. "Tired? I mean you look incredibly fresh. I know how exhausting these sessions can be."
"I'm tired but no more than I would be if I were doing hardcore. I have a feeling that would take it out of you," she suddenly laughed, "as opposed to the men putting things into me."
Drew laughed, "If you're up to it, there's one more. It's easy. You'd be a maid and he's a senior citizen," he said looking at the girl. Would she balk at doing it with an old guy or would she roll with it? he pondered.
"I'm game," she said without hesitating, "What do I get taken off me?" she smiled.
Drew pointed to a room to the far left, "We have the French maids uni and I'd suggest wearing your wedding ring, a lot of people think a wife stepping out is hot," he smiled at her.
"And a lot of guys want to be the person she steps out with," she sighed, "Sure. I'll check. Who's the photographer?" she asked.
"I'll be doing this one," Drew said. If it were up to me I'd have done all yours but this is a busy day. See me after the shoot and I'll set you up with an ID and password so you can see all the videos and stills from today, well, of all we've done.
'Ah the wonders on modern medicine,' Eve thought as she lay next to the older man, older being perhaps 70? with an impressively hard cock. He was intrigued with her huge breasts, playing with them as she licked and kissed his cock. He wanted to fully penetrate her as he complained it was so rare to be that hard and it would be a tremendous waste.
"Drew. Tell her. She'd love it and I'd love it and you'd get some great shots of this young cunt getting fucked by an experienced cock," he urged.
"Fred, you know I can't do that. Eve, would you like to be fucked by an experienced cock?" Drew asked.
"No thanks...nice offer though. My husband might be upset if this monster snake ripped my poor cunt open," she smiled. I will perhaps suck on the head," she said as she wrapped her lips around the plump head.
After various positions, his cock pressing against her various holes, Eve didn't have to worry about wiping cum off her body as the man came in her mouth without warning. She let him, her tongue flicking under the shaft as he grunted loudly with each spurt.
She looked at Drew, mouth open showing the white cream on the tongue before swallowing.
"Damn!" Drew sighed, "I did not expect that. Ok, that's a wrap for today. Eve, thanks. Can you stop by my office after cleaning up? I'll have your check ready. You were great, a real pro today. You should be proud and when you log in you'll see how incredible you are since we'll be staging dozens of teasers shots up on the site."
Shower, cleanup.
Eve knocked on Drew's door, "Thank the Brians for hiring me this week. It was fun and now I have spending money if I need something," she sighed.
"I already thanked the Brians but more from my side. I got terrific feedback from your co-models today. All said the same thing, easy to work with, enthusiastic and...well, a few added 'a fucking babe!' he chuckled. He handed the girl an envelope, "I hope to work with you soon," he said.
She looked at the check, "$5345.00. Holy crap!"
"That's $8,000 for the six hours today and the two hours yesterday afternoon since we posted those on the member's site rather than just to be used in the Intimates Collection and $500 for the morning shoot...less taxes of course. Think how much the government would have gotten for your hard work had you done hardcore," he laughed.
"So, next time I break an axel hitting a chuckhole I just have myself to blame?" she asked.
"Yep, and I'll be blaming you if they have to lay off firemen." Drew chuckled. "You know the saying, 'Spread legs saves lives,'" he laughed. "I need to write that down."
Eve sighed, "I just am not that altruistic, I guess."
Drew handed her a piece of paper, "Here you go. You have full access to anything that's out there. When the Intimate catalog gets published, you'll see the digital copy there, along with all the back issues. Are you interested in coming to these Friday shoots every week? I've been asked that by quite a few of the models, especially Latisha. I think she'd like to ask you out but that's between you two."
Eve laughed, "That would go over well with Adam, 'Hey Adam, you wouldn't mind if I go out and fuck a girl I met at the shoot the other day,'" she grinned. "But, yes. I'd like that. I enjoyed today. I hope I wasn't a disappointment that I didn't you know, go all the way," she sighed.
I told you, we need all types of shots. My personal opinion is that you'd take to it like a fish in water and love it. You have a passion inside you, I can feel it. I'd like to see it come out," he said, "But you need to stay within yourself."
Eve thought about the nagging ache in the belly since she started posing wondering if that was what this was, passion? "Never say never, but what we did today was fun, sexy, and arousing. I think Adam might be the beneficiary of a whole lot of foreplay," she laughed as she stood back up.
Drew got up and hugged the girl, "We'll need you for the fall catalog also, so hopefully Willow and Brian will get you under contract. You have a great future," the man said before kissing her on the cheek.
After the blonde left, Brian picked up the phone, "Hey. She was great...no, but patience, you'll see. She said she would, ok...ok...bye."
***********************************************
Eve stopped at the market and grabbed the ingredients to make the Rellenos for the next night, but her mind was on which of the sexy garments to wear for Adam tonight. She had ideas about how to take control and make him last a bit longer.
At dinner, Adam told her about the new Battered Women's shelter they were funding and how close he was to get the Bishop to write a large check. "I need you to be charming, beautiful, and help me loosen the man's purse strings," Adam said, "maybe sexy," he added.
"Sexy?" Eve gasped. Her husband always told her to be demure and not flaunt her beauty, then that changed this morning and now... "This morning you said to look pretty, but sexy? With a priest? You want me to seduce a man of the cloth?" she asked.
Adam nodded, "Not sleep with him, but he's a man first and 'of the cloth' second. You have an effect on men, all men. Just be yourself and let him do the talking, let him feel like he's your entire world when he flirts with you."
Eve scowled, "I know how to manipulate men with these," she bounced her breasts. I'll dress accordingly and act like he's the manliest man I've ever seen," she said sarcastically.
"Exactly," Adam said happily. "Ok, I need to draw up a proposal so I'll talk to you later. Oh, bring me a beer," the man said getting up leaving his dishes for Eve to take into the kitchen.
Eve was thinking about the last week and how she'd morphed from the puritanical perfect housewife to the softcore porn actress. She almost thought porn star but she was far from that. Is there such a thing as a softcore porn hobbyist? she wondered. She finished the dishes, headed up to the bedroom, and looked through her clothes. She found the dress to get the bishop's attention. A red silky number with very little material above her chest, or to be more specific, above her nipples. She remembered her best friend Julia giving this to her as a wedding shower present and she'd never worn it. This should make Adam happy she thought, especially since there was no way to wear a bra with this as the back was open to her butt crack.
Then she pulled out a nice tight skirt and a white silk blouse. Perfect for the company photos, she thought. She always thought it was a bit risque since the top button was right by her sternum but as Julia always told her, "You got it, flaunt it!" She had this sudden urge to call her and tell her about the last week and Drew's comment, "Spread legs saves lives." She of all people would love that.
Then she thought about getting laid when Adam came to bed and selected the two-piece crotchless number with the top simply strings framing her breasts. She lay back on the bed hoping Adam would come up soon and she was right.
"Whaaa?" the man stammered, "Where did you get that?" he asked seeing his wife splayed out on the bed, her breasts and pussy fully exposed...not just exposed, framed to draw the attention to her most intimate parts.
"Eve patted the bed, "I thought I'd model what I decided to wear for the Father and the Bishop," she smiled. "I hope I'm not overdressed," she sighed.
The man tore off his clothes, smiling, "I think it's perfect. Man! I think they'd have a heart attack if they saw you in that. I'll bet they get excited seeing bare ankles in their jobs," he said as he climbed onto the bed. "Wait, what?" he asked as his attempt to crawl between Eve's legs was interrupted as she turned him over onto his back.
"Let me do this for you," the blonde purred as she kissed him before nibbling her way down his body. She felt Adam relax as her tongue swirled around his nipples then with her lips pressing against his stomach below his navel she felt his pelvis eagerly thrust as she got closer to his hard cock.
Just as her tongue run up the throbbing shaft his hands pulled her ass towards him so he could play with her pussy. Eve decided she'd suck on his cock a short while getting him relaxed then climb on top hopefully to control his excitement to make him last.
Adam felt those warm lips wrap around his cock surprised she'd want to do that but he wasn't going to complain. His fingers were getting wet as he plunged two inside her. "Oh, wow!" he moaned as she took more of him into her mouth. He had this absurd thought that she'd learned how to do this at the catalog shoot but thinking that triggered his orgasm.
Eve felt Adam's hand on her head as he cried out and the first hard jet of cum blasted against the back of her throat. She felt like crying as she rapidly swallowed the tangy spunk. She was wondering if he'd let her breathe when he collapsed letting go of her head.
"Wow, that was great. I hope you can do that some more. I was just so surprised you would do that but it was great," he moaned. He looked at the beautiful girl wiping her bright red lips and rolled off the bed. "I'd better brush my teeth and get to sleep. Big day tomorrow. We have the company photography session and later dinner with the Bishop." He started for the bathroom, "You were incredible. I love you so much." he smiled.
Eve rolled over wondering why Adam was unaware she wasn't just there to please him. She replayed the entire day and even Fred with his macho manner attended to her pleasure...of course, it seemed like he was priming her for his 'experienced cock.' All day, she'd been brought closer and closer to what she hoped would be a resolution to the throbbing in her lower belly. She looked over at the chest in the corner which had the other gift for Laura Eve had laughed off. The 12" glass dildo. She remembered her girlfriends passing it around, stroking it, licking it. It looked so real with pronounced veins and the flared circumcised head. She just couldn't understand why any woman would want to use it...or could use it but perhaps she'd need to dig down and haul it out if this ache doesn't go away soon.
She realized her fingers were inside her pussy as she saw the bathroom light go off. She quickly grabbed a tissue and wiped her hands off as her husband climbed into bed.
"Goodnight babe, get some sleep. Big day tomorrow," he said before pecking her on her lips.
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This involves sex with a man and a married woman. If this bothers you...later.
"Damn! I swear you have to be the luckiest man on earth," Walter Collins sighed as he took a sip of beer.
Greg looked over, "What are you talking about? I mean, I'm happy. I love my job, not just telling you that because you're my boss, I do love it. I have a nice house, a nice car, beautiful wife," he took a sip of his beer, "But, I don't seem to get promoted and Tracy makes a lot more than I do, the house is the bank's and the car is a lease. Not sure how lucky that makes me."
"You're shitting me! Tracy is not just beautiful, she's a fucking goddess...a body men would sell their soul to the devil to spend a night with. Name one model or actress...hell, open up a Cosmo magazine and find a single babe even close to your wife and I'll get you that promotion. But that's not why I said you're a lucky man," he grinned at his employee, "a total babe and a sub. Shit, man. You won the lottery!"
"A sub? What the fuck are you talking about? I know I keep saying that, but you're making no sense. What is a sub? And how do you know her...oh yeah, the picture on my desk."
"Dude, you are really naive. A sub is a submissive, a woman...or a man who desires to be controlled... you know, sexually," he said studying his employee's face. "I'll bet she lets you do whatever you want to her, and will beg for more."
"Oh shit, you'd better not ever say anything like that around her. She's a director over at Gold and Stanton and she'd rip your balls off if she heard you say that shit."
Walter laughed, "Wow! How long have you been married? 12 years? Shit! You don't know her that well, do you? I'll tell you what, invite me over and I'll show you. If I'm wrong, I'm wrong and you get the position as Operations Director that's opening up."
"This sounds like one of those stupid bets, you know the ones in those stories. Sorry, I'd like to earn the Director position without betting my wife," he said before sipping his beer.
The older man laughed, "No betting your wife, I'll not be taking her home with me or anything like that. If I'm wrong, Director. I show you your wife is a sub, and you'll win again. You want her to suck your cock? She'll drop to her knees before you finish the sentence. You want anal? She'll dash to the bathroom for the KY. I'm just being a friend," he said looking intently at the younger man. "But I know I'm right, so don't pack up your office yet." He drained his beer. "Tomorrow night. I'll be there at 7 for dinner."
"Anal! You're dreaming. She'd never in a million years..."
"I have to go. You'll see," the man stood up. "And she'll happily clean your cock afterward," he said as he headed for the door.
Greg started to stammer a reply, but his boss was already at the door. He looked at the paper in the bartender's hand and sighed, 'Why do I always get stuck with the tab?' he thought.
***********************************************
"Why?" Tracy demanded, "Did you invite him? Hell, you can cook since I don't have time. I need all of tomorrow evening to prepare for the meeting with corporate on Thursday." She glared at her husband, "Damn it, Greg! You know how I hate it when you make plans without consulting me first."
Greg looked sheepish, but internally he was doing cartwheels. Walter was full of shit if he thought he could get Tracy to be even the tiniest bit submissive. "Ok, I'll cook. We'll make it a short evening. It's fine, I'll take care of the dishes also."
Tracy glared at her husband, "You will and you'd better start cleaning now. We're not entertaining in a messy house."
Greg came into the bedroom, "Everything's set, the house is clean...whoa, I thought you were pissed at me," he said rapidly removing his clothes.
Tracy lay on the bed naked, stroking her pussy, "I am. You need to take care of this before we go to sleep," she removed her hands and opened her legs. She closed her eyes as her husband crawled onto the bed and pressed his lips against her wet pussy. "That's it, yesssss, suck my pussy," she sighed. She played with her nipples while opening her legs wider, humping against his face.
When they'd first started dating, Greg hated doing this and she wasn't nuts about it either as he wasn't very good at it, but one night he'd penetrated her with his tongue...deep inside her. She'd never been with a guy who could literally fuck her with his tongue. It turned out, this was the only way she could cum with him.
Greg pressed his face hard against her crotch, his tongue flicking the warm hole, his upper lip grinding against her clit, having to constantly swallow her juices.
Tracy thought about Brett over in sales who was constantly hitting on her and looked to be packing serious meat. Today he sat on the edge of her desk with his firm cock outlined as it lay down his leg, the smirk on his face as he saw her stare at it. 'If I could get Greg to let me fuck Brett...just once, ok maybe more than once and make him lick my pussy while riding that huge cock, Oh God! That fat cock inside me...cumming inside me...then Greg's tongue cleaning me out!' she thought as everything exploded.
Greg gripped his wife's hips as she screamed out and bucked against his face. She always came like this, but never this violently. He sucked all her juices as she grunted and writhed against him, his cock rock hard ready for relief.
After she'd collapsed back he crawled on top of her, lined up his cock, and slid inside her.
She pushed him hard off her, "no, stop. Sorry, but we can't do this. I'm fertile right now. Can you go somewhere and take care of that? Anyhow, I don't want your cum leaking out of me all night. She pushed him off and leaned over to turn off the light.
"I'll wear a rubber, or you could return the favor," he said plaintively.
"You could but you take too long when you use one and I could suck you off if you'd not pissed me off. Goodnight," she said as she rolled over.
'Right,' he thought. It was never the right time to get Tracy to suck his cock. It had been over a year since she went down on him and she'd never let him cum always telling him she got him ready, so he can finish himself off. Greg rolled off the bed stroking his cock and went into the bathroom to finish and then get ready for bed. Maybe she'd be in the mood in the morning or after work. 'Shit! Walter is coming over,' he thought.
***********************************************
Greg answered the door. Everything was prepared, the roast beef, salad, and twice-cooked potatoes. He'd picked up a Barolo that rated very high. This was going to be the night when he'd proudly announce he'd be at the same level as his wife. "Come in, Tracy is just finishing up a call. She'll be right down," he said. "Wine? Sit anywhere."
Walter looked around, "Nice house. I can see why you like it. No street lights, large lots. It's quiet out here," the man said approvingly. "Scotch, if you have it."
"Neat, blend, single malt?" Greg asked. Hearing the response he headed into the kitchen.
The older man sat on the couch looking around. He observed everything was neat, with no clutter. A sign of a busy couple, no kids, career-driven. "Thanks," he said accepting the tumbler.
"I'll get Tracy. She should be finishing up her call," Greg sighed as he headed down the hallway.
Walter felt an anticipatory throbbing in his groin. He wasn't happy Tracy wasn't there to greet him, considering it rude for the hostess not to attend to her duties but heard their voices coming back down to the living room. He stood as she entered the room. "Tracy, It's good to see you again," he smiled.
The tall blonde hesitated, "Have we met? But welcome to our home. Greg's talked about you enough. I hope he's made you comfortable," a smile not reaching her eyes. "I apologize, but this has been a busy week and well, I wasn't given much warning." She glanced at her grey wool suit apologetically.
"Your house, you should be as comfortable as you want," Walter said, studying those curves he knew well. He looked her over, "I think you look very professional."
Dinner was relaxed with Walter asking Tracy about her job, the number of her reports, and responsibilities. At first, she gave brief answers as she leaned back in her chair, but his interest seemed real so she relaxed and leaned forward. Both men noticed when she took off the wool jacket and undid the top two buttons.
Both men were not shy about looking as her blouse opened up and the vee exposed those creamy mounds. Perhaps it was the wine, the warm temperature, or the company but Tracy seemed looser than she normally was around strangers and was soon talking about her work responsibilities.
When dinner was done, they retired to the living room. Walter took the couch which surprised Greg as he'd assumed he and his wife would sit next to each other, but as he took one of the two chairs opposite he wasn't surprised when the older man patted the seat next to him. This will end well for Walter if he tries anything, he thought.
Tracy hesitated but then sat down, pulling the skirt down over her knees and crossing her legs.
"You look like you're in a business meeting," the man chuckled. "If I weren't here, would you have changed? Perhaps sweats and a tee shirt?"
The blonde nodded, "Sure, but we have company so I wouldn't change into that."
"But a wool suit?" he asked. "I'd want to get out of that if I were you, guests or not," he said. He looked over at the jacket hanging on the back of her chair, "You wear clothes like that every day?"
The woman nodded wondering why the man seemed so interested. "Except in the summer, then I have lighter linen suits."
"Don't answer if you don't want to, but you have an incredible figure. Why do you hide it?" Walter asked as he drained the last of his scotch.
The woman looked down quickly at herself, then over at her jacket, "I'm comfortable with my body, not trying to hide it. I just don't feel the need the flaunt it," she paused, "Well, I guess as a woman I want to be respected for my mind, my decisions not my...figure."
"I can see why," Walter chuckled, "You have men perhaps focussing on you...your assets rather than what you are saying? I could never put myself in your shoes," he glanced at her feet, "well, maybe those, but never anything like those spikes you women wear."
Tracy relaxed enough to ask what had been bugging her, "Why did you say 'Nice to see you again?' I am sure we've never met."
Walter held out his empty glass to her, "It's a long story and I could be persuaded...."
Greg started to get up, but shockingly, his wife took the glass and went over to the bar, refilling it. She had always expected him to be the host when they had people over. He'd always written it off thinking once a manager, always a manager.
Tracy handed him the refill and sat back down, her left leg curled under her as she faced the man, "Ok, does this persuade you?"
Walter laughed, "It's a good story. A long one," he looked down at the shadows between her open legs and then around the room, "It's warm in here. I'll tell you what, go back and change out of your work clothes and into...something comfortable, something red...something slinky, something satiny with matching heels?"
Tracy sat back looking at the man, 'How the hell does he know I have...' She glared at Greg, "Did you...?"
Greg had no idea what Walter was talking about, nor could he remember anything red in Tracy's closet...just blacks, navy, grey..." He shook his head at her.
"How did you know...?"
Walter took a sip, "Every woman has that fantasy girl inside. The dress you wear for 'girl's night out,' to flirt with the strange men. It was a shot in the dark, but I'd like to see the true you when you're not hiding behind the corporate facade." he smiled warmly at her.
"I may have had something like that at one time, but I'm sure it went to Goodwill or donated somewhere," she said.
"That's fine. You probably aren't all that interested in the story anyhow," He took a sip, eyes glued to hers. He nodded and smiled as she stood and headed back down the hallway.
Tracy looked at her closet and started to get angry. 'Who is this man to come in and tell her what to wear? To see more of my legs? Fuck-me heels?' She pulled out dress after dress, each one demure, and modest but then she saw the red glow in the back. Seemingly on its own, her right arm reached for the hanger and pulled out the tiny crimson satin garment. She hadn't seen this garment in years and wondered if it would even fit. Her classmate made her wear this...made her take it off. She's sworn she'd tossed it and the shoes..the shoes! She bent over and pulled the box out. She still had them.
'Not a chance,' she thought, 'no way in hell would I wear this for a man I'd never seen in my life before tonight!' she thought but as if on autopilot she took the dress over to the bed and stripped all her clothes off. 'Will it still fit?' she wondered. 'I'll try it on then change into jeans or something.'
She stood in front of the full-length mirror studying her body. She did have great legs, long and slender, with a nice thigh gap. She admired her pussy. She could use a waxing...it had been a few weeks, but that shouldn't matter for tonight. Narrow waist above perfectly flared hips. She cupped her breasts. No sag, solid C-cups, large nipples. She was a B-cup back then. Her nipples seemed puffier...She gasped as she unconsciously pinched them, her knees buckling. 'Wow! Where did that come from?' she wondered. She couldn't remember the last time they were so sensitive. She dropped her hands and turned to check out her butt. Still taut, round. She went over and slipped the dress over her head hoping it wouldn't fit.
She looked again in the mirror and gasped. She looked...Christ! Like a whore, a high-class whore but no woman wears this unless they've been bought. She actually wore this? The thin material clung to her body as if painted on. Her braless tits jutted proudly out, the shape of her erect puffy nipples proudly displayed, even her fine bush could be made out under the taut fabric. 'No way! Not a chance,' she thought, but she sat down and pulled on the matching shoes with the 5" heels.
Greg gasped and stood up, "Holy shit! Tracy, where have you been hiding that?" he asked as she seductively walked into the living room. 'Oh my God!' he thought, 'I have to get Walter out of here soon.' It was obvious she wore nothing under this dress and couldn't wait to peel it off of her later.
Walter sat back looking at the girl. He patted the seat next to him, grinning over at Greg as she walked gingerly in those heels. "See? I knew you had that side of you hidden inside. You look like a million dollars," he smiled, "or $10,000 for the night."
Tracy felt a quick ache between her legs hearing him say that coupled with the subtle leer in his voice. She sat down attempting to retain her modesty and wanting to laugh at the effort. She kept her legs together and turned her head and looked at the older man. "Ok, happy that I am lowering myself to your whims?"
Walter chuckled, "I am. But I'll be happier when you're comfortable like this. It suits you. Ok, I'll tell you where I've seen you, but relax and face me," he said a bit more firmly.
Tracy inwardly groaned as she realized the futility of retaining any modesty, her dress barely covered her pussy and no matter how she sat, the men could see between her legs. She turned towards the man and sighed, "This better be good."
"It is," Walter said, "and it's nice to finally meet the real you," he smiled as he looked between her legs.
Tracy's thoughts about how she couldn't look like more of a whore now sitting facing him, her legs parted exposing her moist lips being reinforced by his comment made her blush furiously. Was she truly a whore inside? Her embarrassment was nothing compared to the arousal, the beating of her heart. "Ok, let's get this over with. I still have no idea why you thought I'd own anything like this. I'll listen to the story and then I'll change into jeans or something a lot less slutty," she said firmly.
"15 years ago, I hired an intern. He wasn't particularly bright in a business sense, but he had views of the world, an artistic sense I decided that our business lacked. We were damn sterile, to be honest. He became more and more involved in a lot of our product development and marketing. We grew. The products were better accepted and we had more repeat customers. He became almost a son to me," he said. "He got hired away out in LA and was working in their R&D division and doing well last I'd heard."
"Last month, a man was at my door with an envelope," he paused and looked down. "He told me a former employee left me something, something I might be interested in. I checked who left it and his name was Tony. Tony Wallace," he said softly looking at Tracy.
Greg saw his wife put a hand to her mouth, "Tony...Tony's dead?" she asked. "You said 'was,'" she said softly. She looked down at her dress, "And he sent you..."
"He did. You know what he left me, don't you?" Walter said softly fingering the material on her dress, "So, yes. I've seen you before. A lot of you," he looked at the woman appraisingly, "Impressive. You haven't aged a bit."
"Who's Tony?" Greg asked. "What did he send you, what do you have?"
Tracy glanced over at her husband feeling dizzy. She'd thought they'd never be seen by anyone...Tony promised her he'd never...
"What?" Greg said more loudly, "What are you talking about?"
Walter looked at the blonde, "I think you should tell him."
Tracy turned to look at her husband, "Junior year you went over to Oxford and we were...apart," she said, "Tony and I partnered in my photography class, and we were given a project," she said softly. "It involved this," she fingered her dress. "Professor Marks said whoever produces the most erotic shots that could be published in a mainstream magazine would get the one A he gives out each class," she looked down at her hands, "you know, copious amounts of skin but you know...no bits," she said softly. She looked over at Walter, "How? How did Tony die?" she asked with tears forming in her eyes.
The older man patted the smooth thigh, "Cancer. It wasn't pretty I heard. Brain cancer. I know how you feel," he sighed, "he was like a son, as I said, but he told me about you, a lot. You were the one who got away."
Tracy looked at her husband, "I never told you. Um, we...look, you were in England and we broke it off before you got back," she sighed. "I guess we were a thing for a while."
Walter's voice became firm, "No, don't skip over the details. Tell him. Tell your husband what you and Tony did."
Greg was torn. He felt a hormonal surge coupled with anger hearing his girlfriend at the time was fucking around. He expected Tracy to tell Walter to 'fuck off,' but she simply responded.
"We were doing the shoot, I was wearing this and, well, you can see I can't wear anything under it. I was pulling it down, the hem up as Tony's camera clicked away. It became little more than a prop covering my naked body."
"Go on, show us," Walter ordered. "I'll be Tony," he said removing his phone from his pocket.
The tall blonde stood and posed in the middle of the room. She never looked at her husband as the older man started clicking and giving orders.
"There, now show your leg, pulled the dress up, oh nice. You have the longest legs I think I've ever seen. Turn around, pull the material over, yes. Nice ass. Bend over, no, open your legs, perfect. Turn back and face me, not undo the strap around your neck. let the material slide down so your nipples catch the hem," he ordered.
Greg's cock was getting uncomfortable as he watched his sexy wife show more and more skin to a stranger, now with the entire tops of her huge breasts fully exposed.



"Nice, ok, now lie on the floor as you did for Tony. Open your legs more and...that's it, perfect," the man said.
Tracy felt happy hearing the man's praise as she lay back, her legs opened with just 4" of her dress draped between them. She wanted to think modestly draped, but her spread legs belied any modesty. Her chest was heaving and the red strap once around her neck covered her nipples.
Greg sat forward trying to minimize the tent in his pants as his wife was showing all of her body to this man she'd just met. As she lay back, she'd removed the dress and arranged it to cover just enough. "Tracy, you don't have to show me. I get it, you were alone."
"She does," Walter interrupted. "Tell him, Tracy. Tell him why you need to tell him everything."
His blonde wife looked over, "I need to get this off my chest. It's bothered me since you told me never once in England did you get lucky and, well I lied to you then and it just never sat well with me," she sighed. "I feel bad I cheated on you."
"Was it just that once? Just for the shoot?" the man asked.
The blonde sat up letting the dress slide down her body revealing her impressive breasts, "No. He asked me to move in with him so I did."
"Did he make you dress in sexy clothes for him?" Walter asked softly.
She shook her head, "No. I wasn't allowed to wear clothes in his apartment. He made me take my clothes off in the hallway before coming in. He said it added to the fun seeing me quickly strip down in public.," she blushed.
"You like that, didn't you?" Walter said firmly, "Whose idea was it?"
"Ok. I joked when he told me I couldn't wear clothes in his apartment, I told him I always did, just not for long," she said softly.
"Back to the shoot, you liked getting photographed naked, didn't you? There were pictures of you that might have been more suitable for other magazines. Tell Greg about those," he ordered.
"Tony had me lie on the floor and play with myself," she lay back and opened her legs, "Like this."
Her husband felt like he'd stepped into an alternate reality, his wife naked, two fingers pumping into the pussy, and his boss with a grin looking at him before turning back and taping the scene.
Walter was kneeling holding the camera, "Ok, what did you do next?" As she started to speak he stopped her, "No, show Greg. Show us," he ordered.
Tracy got on her hands and knees and then crawled over to the man. She unzipped his pants and pulled out his rigid cock.
Greg sat forward more, "Honey, Tracy. I get it, you don't...oh man!" he sighed seeing the fat cock disappear into his wife's mouth.
Walter looked over at his employee and smiled knowingly. He mouthed the word 'Sub,' and looked down at the woman expertly sucking on his cock. "That's good, you are a great cocksucker," he praised the woman. "You will swallow and not let a drop hit the floor," he said firmly. "And since you're swallowing anyway I don't need to warn you, isn't that right?"
Greg saw his wife nod without hesitation before bobbing her head taking more of the veiny member into her mouth. He found the man's huge swaying balls and his wife's flopping tits mesmerizing and the drool on his wife's beautiful chin arousing. He wanted to pull out his cock and stroke himself then looked at Tracy's creamy ass wishing he were kneeling right behind her. She'd probably slug him having told him she's no barnyard animal.
Walter felt himself getting close and put his hand on the blonde's head. "I changed my mind. Turn around and offer yourself to me, make it sincere," he ordered.
Tracy pulled the cock out of her mouth and looked up at the man. She nodded and turned around, pressed her face into the carpet, spread her ass, and said, "Would you like to fuck me?" she asked. "Fuck my wet pussy? Aaahhhhh, yessss." she moaned as the plump head pressed into her.
"You like that, don't you?" Walter asked. "Tell your husband how it feels."
"Oh, God! It feels so good," she panted, "He's so hard, so big...he's hitting me, ooohhhh, there!" she hissed.
"Tell him how much you want to suck his cock and how disappointed you are that you didn't get to taste my cum," Walter said winking at Greg.
"I need your cock, I need to suck on your cock," she panted, "Please? Cum in my mouth, I want to taste you."
Greg was over kneeling in front of his wife his cock out and in her mouth in seconds. He looked down at those lips spread wide around his shaft, her head bobbing eagerly, and blurted out, "Thanks Walter, this is great," before realizing he was thanking another man for getting his wife to suck his cock. He wanted to cum in his wife's mouth but also wanted to fuck his wife from behind. Again, it was a strange feeling like he couldn't even suggest it as Walter had taken control of the evening.
The two men speared the blonde, the wet slapping sounds echoing in the living room. All three of their bodies were glistening with sweat and the grunts were getting louder. Tracy was just coming down from her second orgasm and she was furiously rubbing her pussy as the man fucked her.
"Tracy, are you on the pill? Oh fuck it, I don't care," the man groaned as he pressed hard into her releasing welcome spurts of hot cum against her cervix.
Tracy was feeling the man's throbbing inside her, his heavy balls pressed up against her pussy, and calculated her cycle. She might be ok, but not the end of the world...and it was arousing having a stranger's sperm inside her, she moaned loudly on her husband's cock.
Greg wanted to take Walter's place but her moaning on his cock was too much. He wanted to tell Tracy he was cumming but Walter made it clear he didn't have to so he grabbed her head and pumped his cock down her throat.
The woman had to swallow the bitter cream as her husband used her mouth for his pleasure. "Mmmmppphhhh, mmmmpppphhh, mmmm, mmmm," she gagged.
When he felt the last spasms, Greg finally let her head go expecting her to slug him. Instead, as he collapsed back on his heels, she simply looked up at him and then back at Walter while wiping her mouth.
"Can I refill your drinks?" she asked. "Or should I get the dessert?"
***********************************************
"How's Tracy treating you?" Walter stopped by the man's office. "Nice, you seem to have settled in here."
Grep looked around the Director's office. Walter had promoted him even though he lost the bet. "She's great. Every night when she gets home, she takes off her clothes, gets down on her knees...you get the idea."
"That's great!" the man smiled, "Look, Roberts is in town next week to reassess his orders. It would sure make things go smoothly if we introduced him to Tracy," he smiled.
"Sure. Tell you what, you guys up for dinner Monday night? I'm sure Tracy'd be thrilled to meet someone new," he said. "I'll have her wear the tiny apron you got her so she can maintain a bit of modesty," he grinned.
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"I hate her! I fucking hate the bitch!" Carolyn cried. "She's so fucking evil I could kill her," she spat out.
Ashley hugged her friend, "I know. Why does she hate us so much? I mean, we've never done a single thing to her, ever. I still can't believe what she did to you, though," she said softly as she stroked her friend's back.
Allie leaned in hugging her two friends, "We get better grades maybe? We're not prettier or anything. Maybe because we're so close?"
"Carolyn looked over, "Pretty? You think she's pretty?" She shook her head then sighed, "Fuck! I hate to admit it, but she is pretty and has..." she palmed her flat chest.
The two other girls looked at her lack of endowment then at their own and sighed. They were all the same age, or very close. Allie and Carolyn had been born within minutes of each other in the same hospital. That was how the parents became friends so they'd grown up together. Ashley had been born the following week and all three had the same kindergarten teacher. After they found out they all shared the same week, their parents threw one birthday party for all three, the date was Allie's and Carolyn's, and Ashley never complained about getting presents a week early. It worked out well as they always seemed to wear the same sizes, and had the same tastes so they'd swap gifts. Earlier this year their parents went all out for their 18th birthdays taking them to Orlando. Best birthdays ever!
All three would be considered cute and had similar body types, A or B cups that really did not require bras, slender waists, and narrow hips. Not one would be considered womanly. Carolyn had overheard her uncle ask her dad when she'd reach puberty...and that was last week.
Allie had lustrous auburn hair that came down to her butt. She rarely tied it up or put it in a ponytail. She did like pigtails and her friends braided her hair for when she wanted it like that.
Ashley's red hair was almost as long and usually kept in a ponytail though she let it flow down her back when she wanted. It was her red mound her friends admired. When they changed to go swimming her friends sometimes commented on how beautiful her pubic patch was...how soft.
Carolyn was a true brunette, with long dark brown hair flowing over her shoulders. She hated her hair thinking how fun it would be to be blonde or a redhead like Ashley, but the truth was her hair glistened in the sun with brilliant reddish hues.
'Cute but not hot,' they would complain. They were seniors and not one had been asked to homecoming, nor did they anticipate being asked to prom so they planned on going together.
Ashley sat back, "Maybe she is jealous our mothers pack really good lunches for us every day, I mean, her dad is a doctor and all that but he's never home and her mother died, maybe she's jealous," she repeated.
Brittany Edwards had been hell for the three girls since 6th grade, soon after her mother was taken by cancer. She'd singled them out for her torment for an unknown reason and she'd not let up as the years went by. It wasn't hard as she'd grown to be an impressive physical specimen, now standing a full 6 feet tall with perfect long blonde hair, and she always seemed to have her posse with her. She could get her way with teachers, the principal, and the school staff just by smiling...and sticking out her impressive chest. She had every male teacher eating out of the palm of her hands.
All their complaints had been ignored, but the attacks escalated their senior year. All three had had what had been described as high-school pranks pulled on them.
Last week, Carolyn had finished gym and had come out of the shower and stopped dead in her tracks not seeing her towel. Then she saw the entire locker room had cleared out and her locker was standing open and empty. Panicking, she saw one sock on the floor, then another leading to the gym. She carefully peeked around the corner and saw her clothes piled at half-court and no one around. She ran out, the sounds of her wet bare feet slapping on the wooden floor, and was halfway there when the lights came on, the boy's soccer team and her gym class came out from behind the stands clapping and laughing. At first, she stopped dead hearing the wolf whistles and jeers, trying to cover what she could with her arms. Then she sprinted to the clothes, grabbed them, and sprinted back hearing the catcalls and other rude comments.
"Even Coach Matthews was there, that grin of his when we get sweaty," she blushed, "I knew it was her when she high-fived Ralph. When will they admit it is her? It's always been that bitch!" she spat out, "And I saw at least a dozen cells pointed at me. In the hallway the next day that asshole James loudly asked his friends where my dick was, I had to have either tits or a dick," she cried.
Allie hugged her friend thinking back to the horrible things Brittany had done to each of them. Originally, she'd just come over to their lunch table, take their drinks and walk off with them. Another time, she'd somehow gotten into their lockers and replaced the bagged lunches with garbage she must have found in the dumpsters. She'd been creative over the years doing minor things, but this year...
Ashley had her period and was in the girl's bathroom and Brittany must have slid her phone under the partition. A bunch of 18-year-old seniors had gotten a video of the girl inserting the tampon into her bushy red-haired twat and everyone knew immediately whose that was. That alone would have been bad but you could hear her sigh as if she enjoyed it.
Then, Allie had a boy she had a crush on asking her to meet him after class behind the school. She should have known better, but he'd been nice to her for a week and she'd felt excitement thinking she might get her first kiss. It never occurred to her it was a setup or there was a connection between Brittany stealing her panties during gym and this cute boy asking to see her in private. She crept around the corner and saw the boy smoking. He'd pushed away from the wall and came over and stroked her face while she closed her eyes expecting his lips on hers, and felt herself being grabbed from behind, the image of the laughing boy forever seared in her brain.
She watched in horror as the boy went over and kissed Brittany before grinning back at her. The blonde then pointed at Allie and spat out to the assembled group that this girl had tried to steal her boyfriend. "What did she tell you? She swallows? She'll do anything you ask? Oh, yeah, she's ready for your fat cock!" Brittany had then nodded at the boys holding her. They yanked off her skirt exposing her untrimmed bush, Brittany pointing out how prepared she was to fuck the boy. But as boys started to unbutton her blouse, the blonde stopped them, "Why bother? There's nothing there. She doesn't even own a bra," she reached out and painfully pinched a nipple, "Feel for yourself," she spat as she strode away. Every kid palmed her tiny tits laughing as they felt her up before she was released falling crying on the ground. The video of her dark bush and hands groping her flat chest made the rounds, the sounds of derisive laughter in the background.
"It's just so unfair," Carolyn said softly, "we never do anything except run away and cry. Her father seems powerless to control her also. I saw them at the mall and she was ordering him to buy her that white leather jacket and he looked beaten."
"Ok, then let's not," Allie said firmly, "Let's do something," she looked thoughtful. "I have it," she jumped up.
The other two girls listened, at first looking doubtful, then slowly nodding. "I think we can pull it off. I'd hate to be the downer here, but you really think her father would go along with it?"
***********************************************
"Girls, come in. Have a seat. You said you are friends with my daughter?" Dr. Edwards smiled as he sat back down. "I thought she only had boyfriends," he sighed, "or boys she got to do her bidding. What can I do for you?" he asked.
"Sir, we're not exactly friends. We know this was a ruse, but we felt it was important." Allie stood, pressed a button on her phone, and handed it to the man, "There are three videos we'd like to show you," she said as the man stared at the screen. The first was the one with Allie being held by the boys and he could clearly hear her daughter's voice giving the orders. "The school maintained they could not identify the perpetrators even after I reported it and named all the kids."
He looked pale, "She arranged that?" Seeing the girl nod he groaned. Then he took the phone and watched the next two videos. He leaned back and looked at the ceiling. "She was such a sweet girl, but then her mother died. I'm truly sorry she took whatever it is out on you girls. I'll make sure she is grounded and I'll take away her car, her..."
"She's 18, so can you really ground her? We were thinking of something else," Allie interrupted. She laid out their plans and what they'd need from him. "And we promise not to hurt her. This is more just desserts and hopefully, a message saying, don't fuck with us anymore," she finished. She looked doubtfully at her friends now realizing how insane this whole thing was, how totally illegal.
Carolyn and Ashley wondered if they'd get thrown out or get arrested for plotting, but they relaxed seeing the man sit back and nod.
"Here," he pulled out a script pad, "Take this downstairs. Individually, they're just painkillers, but with 10 Mg. of this one and 20 of this you should...um tame the wild beast," he pointed at the two drugs, "She'll be out in under a minute and you'll have an hour before she comes to. I beg you, please don't hurt her. Teach her a lesson. She's still my little girl," he sighed. "One more thing. I need to see the entire video to be sure you never hurt her, Ok?" Seeing them nod he stood up. "Good luck," he said as they got up to leave his office. He thought about the last six years and how she'd bullied him into buying her that custom pink A8 and getting her bedroom furniture that cost more than most of the other rooms in the house combined.
***********************************************
Brittany sneered to herself as the girls walked away from their meals momentarily to go pet a puppy. What a bunch of simpletons! She grabbed the unopened bottle of cola, spitting into the other two, and quickly headed back to her car. She'd stopped to pick up some food for dad, though she'd never known him to ever eat fast food. She didn't mind because she loved it, just that he'd said he had a hankering for a burger. Hankering? she snickered, you can take the man out of Georgia but you can't take Georgia out of the man. How could a doctor sound so much like a hick? She was so embarrassed when he came to school and gave a talk on safe sex and STDs. She climbed into her Audi and uncapped the cola. Why was she so thirsty? she wondered...dad did over-salt the eggs this morning, and why does stolen cola taste better than purchased? She downed the entire bottle before feeling funny. The building in front of her warped then doubled as everything went black.
The girls came up to the car and looked in at the limp body, "It's a fucking stick-shift. They still make those? Let's get her in mom's van," she said as she looked around. They wanted to drop Brittany's car off at the mall in case she had a way to track where they'd taken her using the GPS. She had parked far away from all other cars to protect the finish so it made it easy to transfer her into the back of the van, well not easy, just out of sight of most cars. She wasn't fat, but she was definitely a large girl. Easily 125 lbs. of muscle and her womanly assets. "Carolyn, you better drive this, we'll follow you."
"So you're sure your parents are gone until Sunday night," Allie asked as they closed the garage door behind them. "We can turn back now, take her back to her car and she'll wake up none the wiser, but if we take her inside, it's felony kidnapping," she looked at her friends.
Carolyn sighed, "That ship has sailed. As soon as we loaded her into the van...hopefully they'll put us in adjoining cells. I'd miss you guys."
"Oh hell, we spent hundreds at that store and have your living room all set up with the table and cameras. Let's do this," Ashley smiled. "At least we'll think back on this and smile when we're some dyke's bitch. God! I hope she's not as big as Brittany," she groaned as she tried to pull the blonde out of the car.
Allie chuckled, "I've been itching to try all those things out. Let's get her inside and trussed up like these pictures. Damn! She's a load when she's limp like this. We should have taken Harold's offer to help," she chuckled, "but I'm not sure he was being totally altruistic. Ashley, remember we owe him pictures, the perv."
Brittany groaned as she came to. She tried to open her eyes but she'd been blindfolded, and when she went to pull it off she couldn't move her hands or her head. They'd put headphones on her and she could hear nothing. She started to writhe violently but was unable to move at all and felt cool air on her skin, her legs were spread uncomfortably wide with ankles shoulder high. She couldn't imagine a more vulnerable position to be in as she was aware of the coolness on her pussy and anus.
She began praying to get released, to get rescued. She'd been a good Christian girl, always going to church, never letting any boys touch her naked body...ok, except to play with her boobs, and now here she was, not just stripped bare, but opened up like a whore. She'd never touched a penis and shuddered thinking what these people might do.
She teared up wondering who was seeing her like this, boys? Men? What if she were taken by fucking dykes?. "Where am I? Who are you? Fuck you whoever you are. Untie me...untie me now!" she screamed. She wondered who was there. Was this one person? Two? A room full? She tried to hear anything but the fucking headset was doing its job. She wondered if she'd ever be able to put on her own pair at home ever again.
It has to be nerd Harold! She'd seen him leering at her showing off his boy scout knots a few weeks ago, the suggestive look on his face when he pulled the loops around his wrists made her shiver. She shuddered thinking of his pimply face kissing her, kissing her nipples...sliding his skinny dick inside her...Christ, her vagina or ass. Or maybe the two lower-class boys she'd flashed her bra-covered boobs at outside the mall which made them stroke the front of their pants and make lewd suggestions. They didn't know where she lived. She'd made sure of that and that was over in Dalton County. "Who are you? Please let me go," she cried. "I'll tell no one ever. You have my word." Brett? She'd told him a hand job was out of the question after she rubbed the front of his pants...the first erection she'd felt and she knew he wasn't pleased. Shit! Not Coach Matthews! He'd come into the locker room after all the other girls left and kicked her towel away before she could grab it. If Stella hadn't started singing that raunchy song in the hallway she was sure he'd have raped her, instead he laughed and scanned her body once more before telling her she'd be late for her next class. She'd reported him, but with no witnesses, and after winning state, he was the school darling.
Maybe she was tied up and left for strangers to find. She could be alone or in the middle of the gym. Wait! Those little cunts! That Carolyn bitch and her lez friends had to be behind this. The entire school could be in the stands taking pictures of her naked like this. She pulled against the restraints and screamed, "If this is your idea of a joke you fucking cunts I'll make your lives a living hell!" What was this throbbing in her crotch? This is demeaning, degrading and she was getting wet? On the other hand, it couldn't be those weak mousy little girls, they literally didn't have the balls to pull this off.
What if she were in the middle of the woods...? she shuddered. Wild animals, hikers...a mountain man...no, this is indoors...a cabin? She pulled hard again before collapsing back. She felt tears well up wondering who did this and why. It didn't help that she'd made dozens of enemies so the list kept scrolling through her head.
Brittany froze as she felt fingers on her left breast. "Stop it, let me go whoever you are! Let me go and I won't say a word. Please, please let me go, please..."
A man's voice came through the headset, "Shut the fuck up while we figure out who's going to use you first," he said angrily. 'Whose voice is that? Is that the thoracic surgeon that works with dad? He does like to get really close...or is it dad's mechanic?'
Allie put down her phone with the voice changer app and looked at her friends. They decided to get naked also since a lot of their plans required that, but she realized she'd have to edit the tape to blur their faces.
Carolyn patted the girl's boob then went over to the bag and pulled out the riding crop, "Remember when our parents gave us riding lessons?" she asked, "Did you ever consider we'd be using these like this?" she giggled as she slapped her butt, "Ow! Wow, that stings," she yelped. "We'll need to be a bit gentle, otherwise..." she looked at the red welt on her ass. She stepped over to the struggling girl, looked down, and gently smacked her nipple. She felt a rush as the blonde struggled and cried out. She smacked the other one, this time a bit harder, feeling the excitement as their hated torturer's breasts flopped around. It was like that whack-a-mole game trying to hit the swollen pink nipples as the girl writhed trying to get away.
"I think we need to escalate," Allie suggested pointing to the wide-open crotch. She moved between the blonde's legs, directing her camera as "Smack!" the crop slapped the pink folds. Do it again, I think she likes this," she said as she knelt down getting a close-up of the leather slapped over and over on the humping crotch. She told Carolyn to hit the pussy more rapidly and nodded as she listened to the girl's yelps becoming louder. "Softer, here," she tapped the pronounced nub. She nodded hearing the tenor change in the blonde's voice.
Brittany was crying out with the stings repeatedly inflicted on her poor pussy, but then the person started tapping softly on her clit, she moaned loudly before biting her lip. Something was happening, she was pretty sure what it was and fought it.
Allie stepped over and pulled on both nipples, snapping them back. Then she pulled harder thinking this would cause the blonde to cry out in pain, but instead she made these strange panting, sucking sounds. Brittany's face, neck, and chest were bright red and there was a gleam of sweat on her heaving breasts. "I think she's getting off on this," she whispered. She looked at her friends and pointed.
Carolyn nodded and instead rapidly slapped the girl's asshole causing the blonde to grunt, her pelvis humping the air as if trying to get the leather to smack her clit again.
"Ok guys, let's stop and step away. I'm not sure, but I think she's close to orgasming and we can't have that," Allie whispered. "This is not working out as we thought."
Brittany had resigned herself to the embarrassment of orgasming in front of these people whoever they were, feeling the intense ache in her pussy increase rapidly, but then all sensations stopped. She pulled at the restraints on her wrists wanting nothing more than to rub her twat. She'd heard other girls talk about orgasms or cumming, but she'd always tried to tune them out as she'd always tried to be a good girl. Mom told her proudly how pleased dad was to learn that her white wedding dress was no lie. She felt the aching subside almost crying out in disappointment.



The three girls headed to the kitchen and Allie looked at her friends, "I thought we'd have her crying and begging for mercy, but I think instead we see how close we can come to her orgasming...cumming? Whatever, we torture her with pleasure," she looked at her friends, "or we go with the original plan. Perhaps we get her addicted to being tied up and used...I read about that in Cosmo," she smiled.
Ashley looked doubtful, "I think we let her cool off for 15 minutes, and then we do what we originally wanted," she said softly.
Carolyn chuckled, "You want to strap that thing on again. I saw how you were looking at us last night when you put it on."
Allie smiled, "Yeah, like I was going to bend over when you asked me to grab the instructions. Ok, we'll go with plan A, but we do have all night to tease her, and if we make her get hooked on being tied up that works also. Ash, get ready. Carolyn...good luck." She shook her head, "I can't believe we're going to do this."
Ashley had drawn the short straw and used the lubricant to get Brittany's pussy ready. The other girls told her to wear latex gloves or something, but she'd knelt between those legs and at first, gently applied the gel, pushed one finger, then two inside her vagina, smiling as the girl struggled. She looked up at them, "I guess that's good, I mean how deep do I have to go?" she asked, wiping off her finger, "She's already pretty wet so you should be fine," she looked at the pink folds framed by the coarse hair, then picked up the ugly black object. She looked doubtfully at her friends, "I should have worn the fucking glove," she sighed as she squirted some lube onto her finger and pressed it into the tight anus ignoring the girl's pleas.
Brittany tried to tighten her sphincter but as they'd tied her legs splayed wide she finally gave up. The gel they were putting inside her was cool and didn't feel terrible but she knew what it was for and gritted her teeth. She loudly sighed when the finger pulled out. She was waiting for the inevitable when she felt the pressure followed by stinging pain.
Ashley pushed harder on the tapered plastic object, "People use this on purpose?" she asked. She looked doubtful but pushed harder it up. "I cannot believe this will fit," she mumbled. The blonde screamed as it popped in when the tiny girl put her weight behind it. She sat back and looked at her friends, "I don't see blood, but wow! was that tight! I hope I didn't damage her," she sputtered, "We can't hurt her. We promised."
Allie came over and looked, "She's relaxing, I think she's ok." She looked over at Carolyn, "Your turn. You, you'd better get your stuff on," she said looking at Ashley.
Carolyn looked worriedly at the blonde, "What if she bites me?" She looked over at Ash who was struggling with the straps, "I wish I'd drawn...hang on, I can help," she sighed. She knelt down in front of her naked friend adjusting the length and fit of the harness. She looked up at her friend, "I know this might sound a bit lez, but you have the prettiest twat, and this is a great look on you," she stroked the realistic-looking erection, "Crap. This is too cold. It needs to be body temperature or she'll know..." She took the flesh-feeling cock in her mouth. She had to open wide but was able to get half inside. She gripped the shaft and felt it warming up as she sucked more of it into her mouth.
"Oh shit," Ashley sighed, "Stop...or don't," she sputtered as she felt her knees getting weak. She stroked her friend's hair, "Wow! This hits right..." she pointed to her crotch. She staggered back when her friend popped the dildo out of her mouth, rubbing her jaw.
Allie looked at her friends. They'd been naked around each other before, but this was different. A lot different...they'd never had any sexual thoughts about each other...until now...now they all sported extremely hard nipples and were flushed...her twat was really wet...throbbing in anticipation and her friends' pussies looked swollen. She wanted to get some tissue as she felt some wetness between her legs as if she'd wet herself.
She spoke into her phone, "Shut up, bitch," the deep male voice said. "No one can hear you," the voice continued, "We have cameras, and if you don't cooperate your family and the whole school will be getting the videos. Tell me you understand."
Brittany hesitated still remembering the searing pain in her ass. At least that went away, now just a full feeling, but what else do they have planned? "Please don't. I'm sorry if I did anything to you. I promise to be good. Please don't...fuck me," she cried.
Allie nodded at Carolyn who slapped the girl's left tit causing her to cry out, then spoke again, "Tell me you understand."
"Yes, yes. I understand, please don't...I've never, I can't...I'm not...ow!" she cried as her other breast got slapped. This time, the hand brushed across her nipple and she gasped. It was like an electric shock went from the breast to her vagina. Why were they so sensitive? Did they do something to her, some drug to enhance arousal? Daddy says they don't exist. Whose voice was that? she wondered. He sounded older, maybe 25 or so. She did tease her dad's intern suggesting she might have a lump on her breast and leave him with that boner out in the hallway. He looked so embarrassed when she'd spun away as the three nurses walked by giggling.
Allie looked at her friends, "Ok, you guys ready?" They looked down at the incredible body of the blonde girl. Each one had jealously felt those breasts marveling at the size, perfect nipples hardening when they'd undressed her. Allie had taken great close-ups of her nipples, breasts, and pussy for Harold. She hoped that would satisfy him. She might be a bitch, but the girl did have incredible tits which they'd always suspected daddy had paid for but after squeezing them they could tell they were real. But mass, shape, and firmness aside they felt envious looking at those nipples. Huge areolas with fat tips that stuck out when stimulated. Her labia were full and gracefully curled open when they tied her legs wide apart hinting of pink inside, but they now seemed swollen and had opened up even more showing her smooth pink passage. The effect was as if the door opened with a 'welcome inside' sign.
Ashley walked over between Brittany's legs, her penis bouncing in front of her, stifling a moan as it kept hitting her just right. It looked obscene, flesh-colored, and glistening with spit. The three girls had wondered if all men had cocks this big and the nice man behind the counter offered to show them his, but they took his word for it that this was a normal-sized penis. He seemed sincerely interested in helping them but his suggestion that they go in the back with him to see the special toys made them suspect he wanted more than to make a good sale.
"Oh, God! No, I'm a v...mmmmmmpppphhh," she screamed as the warm dildo eased into her virgin pussy while a moist pussy pressed against her mouth. The pain shot through her crotch and she'd thought she was split in half. She'd put tampons in, but this was huge, fat. The pain made tears dampen the blindfold. 'It's a dick! A man's dick!' she thought miserably. 'This is how I'll always remember losing my virginity? At least it no longer hurts, it...oooohhhh,' she thought as her vagina was being stretched more and more as he buried his dick inside her, hitting her clitoris. She'd never once masturbated, never felt anything like this before. Then her attention was drawn to the slimy twat rubbing on her lips.
She tried to turn her head, and keep her lips tightly clenched but they were being bruised as the woman or girl pushed down on her. She tried not to do anything other than try to turn her head. She struggled even though she knew she'd have to give in eventually, but she wasn't going to make it easy. This was the grossest thing that ever happened to her and she wasn't ever going to forget it. When she tracked down the cunt doing this to her, she'd make sure she suffered. Then she felt fingers on her nose.
Carolyn reached down, pinching the girl's nostrils and as she opened her mouth she pressed her pussy against her and let her breathe through her nose again. At first, it was nothing much different, but she felt it. It was like an electric shock went through her as Brittany's tongue began licking her. "Oh God!" she sighed, "you guys have to feel this," she said as she slid her pussy back wanting more on her clit. 'Shit! Why do I suddenly have to pee?' she thought 'No way, I went just a half-hour ago, Oh my God!' she sighed as the tongue attacked her aroused nub.
Brittany resigned herself to getting this over with and had an idea what the cunt wanted. She could tell by the jerking pelvis she was doing it right and focused on the hard nub. Also, whatever the guy was doing to her pussy was incredible. She didn't want to let on, but she was responding. She felt a growing pleasure between her legs as that huge cock drove deeper inside her and the smell nor the taste was that bad. She wondered why she could suddenly hear someone grunting when she realized it was her own voice and tried to stop.
Carolyn looked at her friends in surprise and leaned back to show the tongue eagerly exploring her pussy. She leaned back a bit more as Allie took a camera and got a close-up of Brittany eagerly licking the girl's wet slit and clit. She sighed and lowered her pussy back down and leaned forward feeling the tongue probe inside her lips. She mouthed, 'Wow!' to her friends but looked where Ashley was pointing.
The cute brunette indicated the glistening shaft and mouthed, "Blood!" This never occurred to them that this slut was actually still a virgin. She felt a sudden shame as if she'd crossed a line but also felt a sense of retribution as she pulled out and pushed back in. They'd had to look up porn videos on how to do this, though they had a general idea. At first, the strong blonde had been straining against the ropes, but as they'd tied her legs as far apart as they could the struggling seemed to make it easier to penetrate deeper. Brittany had moaned in pain with the initial penetration but now her moans were becoming deeper and rather than try to close her legs, she was actually opening them wider, her pussy getting wetter.
Ashley began pumping harder, deeper as she'd seen those men do in the videos, and watched the girl's pelvis rocking with each thrust seemingly wanting more. Crap! Is she enjoying this?
Brittany never felt anything like this. She'd started out angry, frustrated at being completely powerless. She's always been the one in control and she'd never felt more humiliation in her life. Whoever these people were, they were going to pay...pay dearly, perhaps with their lives...and then something clicked inside her. She was powerless and it felt right making parts of her ache and throb in a way she'd never known to be possible. Whoever this guy was fucking her was huge! He hurt her at first and the despair over losing her cherry was enough to make her cry, but the powerful scent of the aroused woman and the fat cock burying itself deeper in her vagina made the aching increase rapidly. She tried to resist the feeling, tried to quell the rising arousal. Then the cunt sitting on her face put her hands on her tits.
Carolyn was starting to feel more aching so she instinctively leaned forward, her hands on those huge boobs while grinding against the flicking tongue. She was aware of the hard nipples and began pinching and pulling on them while supporting herself on those massive boobs. The girl was no longer struggling but now sucking on her twat, her tongue eagerly licking all the juices. Her trimmed mound was rising to meet each thrust and her grunts were getting louder.
Brittany knew what was happening, not from experience, but from reading, and from what other girls described. It was always defined as hard to put into words, but she found some anyway, "Oohhhhhh!" she cried into the wet cunt on her face, "Mmmmmppphhh, mmmmpppphhh, mmpphhh."
The three girls looked at each other shaking their heads in wonder, "Maybe we did this all wrong," Allie said softly. She had the urge to put down the camera and put her hand between her legs but nodded as Ashely pulled out, the obscene-looking tool dripping with fluids.
"Your turn," Ashley said as she unstrapped the harness. She looked over at Carolyn whose eyes were closed, her fingers pinching the blonde's nipples while humping her face. "I think our friend is not ready to swap out yet, so you go ahead. I'm going to get down here to really capture it."
Allie grabbed another of the phallic toys, looked at the dial, and shrugged. She lubed it up, turned the dial to 10, and shoved it into the sopping slit. Wow! She'd be trying this on herself when they were done. This wasn't torturing at all. Brittany was writhing and grunting loudly and it sounded like she was having another orgasm. Ashly slapped her ass and she nodded and knelt between the blonde's legs, pulled out the butt plug, and quickly tossed it aside.
Brittany was riding an even more explosive climax when the pressure suddenly released in her ass. She was trying to get her mind clear, to somehow fight it, but the man shoved his dick into the rear and even though it didn't hurt, it wasn't comfortable. As she thought about fighting it, the twat on her face got wetter, the humping more frenzied and she knew she'd gotten the woman off. She wanted to hate the fat cock in her ass, wanted to fight it, but her body had other ideas. She found herself responding, lifting her ass to allow deeper penetration. The intense vibration in her pussy, the incredibly full feeling in her ass was too much and she came again, her reality spinning away.
The three girls looked at each other. Carolyn was climbing off the blonde's face whose features had gone completely slack. "She's breathing. I think she passed out," she said. "Does that happen when you have sex?"
Allie pulled out of the ass, "I guess." She went over and grabbed another toy, lubed it, turned it on, and slid it into the still-open asshole.
Carolyn went over to the bag, pulled out the nipple clips, and shrugged at the others before pulling up each nipple and clamping them on. "We should have invited Harold, I mean he'll see her naked body anyhow, but this isn't as demeaning as I'd hoped," she sighed.
Brittany was coming around. Her nipples were on fire and they'd put a vibrator in her ass. The amount of stimulation was incredible and felt another orgasm coming on. Her mouth eagerly opened as warm flesh was lowered onto her mouth. This pussy was tangier and the pubes were softer. She had a sudden thought, redheads have softer, finer pubes. This is that Ashley cunt. She wanted to do something, something mean but as waves of pleasure shot through her body she eagerly attacked the girl's pussy. She wondered who the guy was and who else was there, but it no longer mattered.
Ashley looked at Carolyn, "Oh wow! You were not kidding," she moaned. "What are you doing?" she asked as Allie handed the camera to Carolyn and knelt between the blonde's legs.
She looked at the writhing crotch and at her friends, "I'd like to know how it tastes. Just a taste," she said.
Brittany couldn't believe it could get any better. She sucked on the redhead's pussy, swallowing all the juices. The vibrations were incredible, but feeling the mouth on her mound, her clit caused her to cry out and push up on the restraints against that mouth. Was it a guy? A girl? Does it matter? she thought as another orgasm ripped through her.
Allie found she enjoyed the taste, enjoyed the response she was part of flicking her tongue on the erect clit. Her hand was between her legs, exploring, finding what felt good while anticipating the blonde's tongue.
After all three girls got off from Brittany's oral attention, they decided to give the girl a break.
Feeling the devices vacate her orifices and the vibrations stop, Brittany groaned and collapsed back. "I don't know who you are," she lied, "But I promise not to peek or take off the headphones if you untie me," she asked. "I will do whatever you want...please? I really have to pee," she said plaintively.
The two other girls looked at Allie who nodded.
Brittany rubbed her wrists and flexed her ankles, "Thanks. Can I go to the bathroom?" She asked.
They led her down the hallway and guided her to the toilet. They were a bit surprised she never once tried to get away, never tried to peek. When they got back to the living room, she felt around for the table they'd set up and laid face down. Without a word, she gripped the legs and opened her legs wide, her crotch and ass sticking up. She sighed happily as they restrained her wrists. There was no need to tie up her ankles as she'd already opened herself wide.
***********************************************
Allie found a man's voice who sounded like a 60 or 70-year-old redneck and the blonde girl went nuts. It seemed their bully had a thing for old, not just older men, or was it the redneck aspect.
They took turns through the night getting very skilled at getting the girl close to orgasming over and over before giving in to her crying for release. They took turns sleeping so one of them was torturing the girl who periodically passed out after explosive orgasms. They kept coming back to that voice whenever they decided to let the girl get her release.
Brittany never once peeked, never tried to discover who was tormenting her so pleasurably and even once felt around for the nipple clips after a bathroom break, putting them back on. It was driving her nuts knowing there were multiple people, both male, and female, but a part of her did not want to know. She'd never felt one orgasm in her life before this and by morning she'd long lost count of how many rushes of exquisite release she'd cried out to.
The three girls made sure the noise-canceling headset was constantly charged, changing the male voices periodically. Allie wished they'd taken notes to time how quickly the girl came while being fucked and hearing the different male voices. It was obvious any older man will be having his way with this bitch in the future...the more redneck the easier he'd get what he wanted. She also seemed to get off faster with a cock in each hole and not just the 7" cocks, the huge fat ones.
Allie looked at her watch. "Sad, but all good things must come to an end. How do we get her dressed and back to her car?" she asked Carolyn. She looked over at the blonde girl crying out expletives as she came again. "Sad, isn't it?" she nodded at Ashley aggressively fucking the girl's ass while roughly using a dildo in her pussy, "I'd never orgasmed before tonight, I'd like to feel that again."
The red-haired girl grinned at her friends as she slammed the 10" cock into the girl's ass. She was considering how to ask the other two to do her with one of these later, maybe not this one, but the smaller one.
"I don't think that will be a problem. We'll order her to dress making sure the blindfold and headset stay on, then we'll drive her back to her car, and tape her hands to her steering wheel so it will take a while to get free. That should give us time."
Carolyn nodded, "I can stay and watch. There're dumpsters behind the buildings. I'd hate it if she couldn't get free. Strange, but I'm not pissed at her anymore. I shouldn't say this, but I enjoyed making her happy," she paused, "stupid, isn't it?"
Allie laughed, "Reverse Stockholm syndrome? Hell, I agree with you, it has been fun seeing how many times we could get her to cum." She nodded at Ashley, "Your turn with the John Holmes," she grinned. "Then we need to clean up before your parents get home. Knowing your dad, he'd be all over punishing us with this stuff."



***********************************************
Dr. Edwards looked up seeing his daughter arrive home, "How was your sleepover with your friends?" he asked. "I was surprised you'd do something like that. I'm so happy you're...loosening up."
Brittany had been sure he'd be worried sick and would have called the police, but one of the girls must have called him. She didn't know who the men were, but she could still taste the three girls' juices which made her crotch throb eagerly. "It was good...you know. Not a lot of sleep at these things," she said. Then she replayed the incredible experiences she'd had and sat down next to her dad on the couch, "I never got back with your hamburger, I'm really sorry."
"I get it, your friends called to explain, said you were occupied, and you'd asked them to apologize. I guess it wasn't to be, though that was probably for the best. You must be exhausted. Did you eat?"
The blonde shook her head, "Daddy, I need to tell you something. We talked and went over things and I'd like to get some stuff off my chest. Remember when I told you somebody hit your Mercedes and drove off? That was me. I was the one who backed into the other car and drove off. I feel terrible about it."
"What? How could you, why did...?" he sputtered, "I called the police and asked them to look at the security cameras, but they said it was a private lot!"
"I know, it's been bothering me. Then last summer, I took $100 out of your wallet. It wasn't the other guy you were with," she cried, "I'm so sorry."
"Christ! I cut off any contact with him, and it was you? I have half a mind to spank you," he spat.
"You should," she said, "I deserve it," she said softly, "I learned something about myself last night and I haven't been as good as I could be." She stood up, pulled down her jeans and underpants, and lay across her father's lap. "Please daddy, please. I deserve it."
"Ow! Ow!," she cried as his hand smacked her rear. She lifted her ass up with each hard slap, "Oh daddy, I also broke your favorite drill, and remember your Cross pen? I lost it at school," she moaned softly.
William Edwards found his anger fade with feelings he'd not felt since Bev passed away a few years back. He stopped spanking his daughter, now stroking her smooth ass as he listened to her deep breathing, "Anything else you want to tell me?" he asked softly.
"Yes, I've been really mean to some girls at school. I embarrassed them in front of everyone. It was so wrong," she cried.
William tried to quell the pulsing between his legs, "How? What did you do?" he said softly already knowing the answer. His hand was now stroking lower, feeling the lower crease of her buttocks. He was surprised as she either intentionally or unconsciously opened her legs as his hand stroked her inner thigh. His daughter began telling in detail about each prank she'd pulled on them, gasping, but not stopping when his fingers found her wet slit.
She moved her body up to give him more access, "I shouldn't have done that, but they always seemed so happy with everything, happy together and I hated them...ooohhhh," she sighed as her father's fat finger entered her. "Um, I should never have, I'm sooooo...oooooohhhhh, yessss, um sorry," she gasped, the strong hand now rubbing her pussy more aggressively.
"What should I do to punish you. Are there other things you haven't told me? What about the hot tub? Did you have a party? Was that why the pump burned out?" he asked. his finger pushing deeper inside.
"Yes, daddy. I had friends over, it overflowed and...oh God!" she spat as she felt the welcome feelings coming to a climax, "Daddy, you need to punish me. You can do what you want to me. I deserve it," she moaned.
"I will. You're grounded for a month and I'm giving the maid the month off. You'll do all the cleaning, all the dishes, and laundry and whatever else needs to be done," he said harshly. He knew she could feel his erection under her and suspected she knew he wasn't as angry as he tried to sound. "You'll come home, put on the maid's uniform every day after school, got it?"
"Yes, sir. Um, daddy? Mary is only 5 feet tall, and it will...um show stuff," she sighed as she wiggled against her father's stiff cock. Can't I wear a tee shirt? Ow!" she cried out as the large hand came down on her bare ass.
"You will wear the maid's outfit and you'll not say another word about it. Also, I want you to go over to each of those girls' houses and apologize, if need be get on your knees and beg their forgiveness. I'll be calling each of them to make sure. Ok?"
Brittany nodded, "Yes, sir." She thought about how short the dress was on Mary who seemed to love showing off her small bit of cleavage and shapely legs. On her, she could never wear a bra and the hem would probably come to just below her navel. She blushed thinking how she'd be so exposed but felt her pussy throb as she imagined bending over to clean the floor. All she owned were thongs but maybe she'd forgo those also.
"Ok, you can get up and get dressed," he said. "Oh, one more thing. I ran into Coach Matthews at the hospital today. He'd been visiting one of his players. He asked how you are," he said, his eyes looking at her furry bush as she pulled up her pants, "It didn't seem like he wanted to hear you were doing well. Did you do something to him?" he asked sternly.
"I didn't...he...I never," she sputtered.
"Look, whatever you did, you go to his office tomorrow and apologize. I want a note from him saying he accepts your apology or you'll get another spanking. Got it?" he asked.
Brittany put her head down and nodded, "Yes, sir. I'll make him happy with me," she said.
"One more thing, what you did to those girls? You'll wear the shortest skirts you own and no panties to school for the next month also. Let's see how you like being exposed. Ok. That's a good girl," he smiled, "Now go change and start dinner."
***********************************************
Brittany looked at the faces of every boy she came across, looking for any sign as to who took her virginity. The only boy who leered knowingly was Harold and she almost threw up. Earlier, she'd gritted her teeth and knocked on Couch Matthew's door.
He faked anger well, sternly ordering her to take off all her clothes. She knew she should hesitate or protest when he took out his cock. She'd had to run to the closest water fountain to spit out the disgusting cum in her mouth and do a thorough rinsing. At least he agreed to come in her mouth rather than in her pussy.
She looked at the three girls chatting happily and even though she strongly suspected it was them that abducted her, they all seemed surprised when she'd knocked on their doors...and happy to let her apologize to them. She then knew by the taste and the texture of their pussies that they were involved.
In Spanish, when Senor Martinez had her stand up and go to the board when she'd missed a question, she almost came when he'd made her write on the board over and over, "Presta atención en clase," knowing her skirt was riding up and the class could see her ass and her swollen twat.
At home, daddy seemed to be around a lot more. He used to stay late at his office, but now he'd sit in the living room, asking how her day was. He now patted his knee as she vainly attempted to pull the top of the maid's dress up over her boobs, but then again, daddy was a lot nicer to her when they popped out.
She thought back to last night after he patted her on the bare thigh and told her he was going to bed. He had that impressive tent in his pants which seemed to happen to him a lot recently. She wanted to know what he wanted for breakfast so she knocked on his door and opened it. He was lying on his back stroking his cock. That was the first one she'd ever seen and it was smaller than she'd thought, only 7 inches or so. He looked embarrassed and tried to cover up, but she pulled off that stupid dress to make him less embarrassed, his eyes scanning her body as she approached the bed, her eyes on the purplish shaft lying on his stomach. Dad seemed very happy as she lowered herself onto his cock.
So, now, along with doing the dishes, cleaning, cooking, and laundry she had another daily task, though this one she anticipated all day. It was fun, but she kept thinking back to being tied down and being fucked by a man she couldn't see, couldn't identify, and was a lot better endowed...and she came too many times to count...how? How could she make that happen again? Then she remembered the class trip to the Adirondaks next month thinking of a dozen boys she'd teased.
***********************************************
Allie, Ashley, and Carolyn sat down across from Dr. Edwards. He looked over at them, "I assume she apologized sufficiently?" he asked.
The three girls looked at each other and smiled, "We'd all like to say no because...well, her apology was great and I'd like more, but yes. We're satisfied," Allie said. She thought back to the blonde stripping naked and getting on her knees. She wondered if any boys could be as good at licking pussy as Brittany, but doubted it. She reached into her bag and handed the older man the USB. "It's all here. We never hurt her...except, well, we're sorry, but we had no idea she was a virgin," she said softly, "We're really sorry about that. Um, please don't show that to anyone, I mean...we're naked in it and..." She said softly, "Also, I think she knows it's us but she thinks there are guys also but if she were to see this..."
Carolyn blushed thinking he'd watch the close-up of his daughter's tongue eagerly licking her privates. She'd never felt anything like that before then, but after...the three of them found using the toys on each other was a lot more satisfying, perhaps not as fun, but definitely enjoyable.
Ashley nodded, "Um, I guess you'll see it was me who...um, popped her cherry. You might be one of the few fathers to actually see their daughters lose their virginity, and as Allie said, I'm sorry."
Dr. Edwards chuckled thinking that these three innocent-looking pixies could have been so wonderfully evil, "It was going to happen sometime anyway. It seems good came of it, which isn't always the case." He looked at the USB, "I'm a doctor, I see hundreds of people naked. Though I wonder how I'll feel watching this?" his thought went to last night with Brittany, her breasts falling out of the tiny dress, her ass sticking up as she cleaned the floor...her moans as he knelt behind her. He felt himself getting hard knowing she'd do anything to please him now.
"At first she was really upset, but after the first hour I'm not sure we were punishing her, I mean, she seemed to want more. Anyhow, thank you for helping us. I think the last few weeks of our senior year might be less stressful," Allie finished.
Dr. Edwards stood and shook their hands, "Thank you. My daughter has been a lot less demanding and confrontational since her sleepover with you girls. I mean it, thank you," he said sincerely. "She's even doing chores, cooking, laundry, and other needs around the house. I just had a thought, perhaps you girls could come over this Saturday night and have dinner. Brittany will be grilling steaks and I'd like to see if she learned her lesson when she waits on you. Then perhaps she'd enjoy having you girls over for a sleepover, and, well it might be fun."
Allie chuckled, "we'll be there. I hope you'll join us for some of the games we girls like to play."
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"You're my best friend but I have to say this, your mom is a fucking bitch," Quinton said as he looked his friend in the eyes, "She's hot...so fucking hot, but there's something wrong with her," he sighed. He stepped back, "I'm sorry. I just had to say it."
Carl wanted to argue, wanted to get pissed hearing his friend say that but he simply nodded, "I know. Ever since dad left she explodes for no reason. I feel bad the way she screamed at you guys, I'll talk to her." he sighed.
Dan looked at his friend, "Remember when she'd tell us to come inside when we were kids in your backyard? She'd always had freshly baked cookies and milk. It must have been hard on her when your dad took off with that flight attendant...though I have to say, your dad sure has great taste in women!"
The boys laughed at that comment, even Carl. Mom was a total MILF even at 38...soon to be 39, tall with long shapely legs, huge natural breasts, a tight waist, and an ass even her son fantasized about...think Ava Addams Quiton often pointed out. But dad must have gotten bored with that and had run off with a 25-year-old blonde stewardess with an incredible body. It was strange visiting them, dad with a girlfriend just 7 years older than he was and seemingly nothing except sex in common.
The four boys headed over to the park carrying their soccer ball...the ball that bounced off the side of the house causing Stacy Martin to slam open the kitchen door and scream at the kids. None of the other boys had a yard even half the size of the Martin's so they'd hoped they'd have space in the park to play two-on-two.
Stacy stood in front of the sink, thinking about her tirade, tears forming. 'That was me?' she thought. 'Where did all that anger come from? Tom leaving?' She wished she'd listened to her friend Amy who'd urged her to go to therapy after he left. It wasn't the money as she'd inherited plenty and it wasn't the time...she had plenty of that. Her schedule had openings between tennis, golf, lunches with the girls, pilates, and yoga.
She decided it was time to get herself together, wiping the tears off her face she stood and headed down the hall to her bedroom.
Stepping out of the shower she looked in the mirror sighing, 'I am not over the hill yet,' she cupped her heavy breasts, 'I could find a guy, a decent guy,' she thought as she looked at her thick bush and chuckled, 'though I might lose him in here if we get intimate.'
After trimming and shaving her pubic area she slipped on her tennis outfit as she and Millie had a for the court she and Millie had reserved at the club where she was hoping to work off some of her frustration. She turned her body looking in the mirror as a thought crept into her head. Derek would be there and she liked the way he looked at her. Ironically, Derek was the same age as Lexi, the slut Tom left her for. How fitting would it be to send a video to her ex with Derek's cock in her mouth? Of course, she'd never do anything like that...the video part, not the cock-sucking.
She felt something between her legs she'd not felt for over a year and her nipples hardened as she subconsciously licked her lips thinking about the tennis pro's cock in her mouth. She made a sudden decision and slipped off her tennis shirt, shorts and bra and went over to the closet and pulled out the super-short tennis dress. She pulled it on, checking her figure out in the mirror. She tested her braless breasts pleased with how they looked then flipped up her skirt. Sighing she thought, 'In for a pound, in for a penny.'
She pulled out her tiny panties from her drawer, slipped off the granny panties then pulled on the white satin bikini panties. She felt younger, sexier and she'd not felt anything like this for a while. She looked at her crotch with the small patch of pubes showing through and ran a finger across her slit. She felt a surge seeing the pronounced camel toe wondering how to get Derek a glimpse...or more.
She looked at the time anticipating both the upcoming match as she and Millie were evenly matched but more running into Derek. He'd seemed a lot more interested in how she was doing after Tom left but she just never thought anything about it until now. She picked up her tennis bag and headed out the door.
"Oh fuck!" Quinten spat, "where can we play?" he looked out at all the fields with hundreds of elementary school kids running around.
"Shit, how about we go back to my place and play a game," Will suggested. "I got the new..."
"Fuck that, Carl said firmly, "Look, mom has been depressed lately but she can't fuck up our last summer before college. Let's go back to my house and we'll not slink away if she flies off the handle again. Anyhow, this is Tuesday and she plays tennis on Tuesdays."
"Cool, let's do this. Look man, if she screams at you again, we got your back. She might be having shit going on in her life, I get that, but to take it out on you is just fucked," Dan sighed.
Carl strode off home feeling determined to stand up to his mom. He loved her, but she'd been so short with him over the last few weeks and enough was enough. He played with the various scenarios in his head, none seemed likely yet all were intriguing.
Stacy felt the leather on the backs of her legs and ass as she started the car. Perhaps by the end of the day, she'd feel the hairy legs and crotch of a good-looking tennis pro against her also. She grabbed her ringing phone off the seat just as she was backing out of the garage.
"Hello? Mill...oh. No...no, that's fine. I'll...Yeah, no. I have to get some housework done anyhow," she sighed. "Sure, next Tuesday...good luck with him," she said trying hard not to sound disappointed.
She thought about Carl and how she screamed at him and here's Millie with her monster of an 8th grader. He was at the police station having been caught vandalizing the school so his mom had to cancel tennis. She thought how great her kid was and how she'd screamed at him. Ok, this was going too far and she decided to stop being a bitch. She decided on cookies! She'd bake him his favorite cookies, peanut butter with white chocolate chips.
She tossed her tennis bag on the floor in front of the couch feeling regret over the fading feeling of horniness she'd had. She looked in the mirror by the front door feeling slight disappointment as she hadn't had sex in 14 months...even with herself. She pinched her nipples through the thin fabric letting out a deep sigh, 'Wow! I'd forgotten what that feels like,' she thought. Then lifted her hem seeing the camel toe was still there, maybe even more pronounced...her finger sliding across then gently touching her tiny nub, gasping as a sharp jolt shot through her.
'Cookies can wait and perhaps driving the boys off wasn't the worst thing in the world,' she thought as she flopped down on the couch opening her legs. She closed her eyes her pussy eagerly throbbing as her fingers pressed on her clit through the panties. She thought about the large bulge in Derek's shorts and how close he liked to get when giving tips to his female clients. She thought about calling him for a private lesson later this afternoon... afterward, he'd suggest a drink at his place. She'd drop to her knees...
Without realizing it as she was lost in the image of her hands then her mouth on the fat circumcised cock. She could taste the salty hot skin causing her to slip off her panties then pull down the top of her dress. Her nipples felt like they were on fire as she alternated pulling on each one wishing Derek were here to pound her sopping cunt with his huge cock. Perhaps he'd suck on and play with her nipples as he stretched out her cunt. She stood and peeled off all her clothes, including her shoes and socks, then lay back down. Her fingers rapidly rubbed in a circular motion as she opened her legs wider the wet sloshing sounds and her rhythmic grunts echoing through the large living room.
"Come on, mom's not home so let's get some cokes then finish our game. Dan and I just need to close you losers out," Carl said as he opened the door to the kitchen, "Shhhh," he held up a hand, "Crap! Did I leave porn playing on my tablet?" he said softly. "I hope no one broke in."
The four boys looked into where the sound was coming from and gasped loud enough for Stacy to hear. "Shit!" Carl said backing out of the doorway. "Crap, come on guys, let's go," he said urgently.
Dan and Will shoved by their friend to take in the sight of the beautiful woman trying in vain to cover herself stopping and staring, jaws dropped. Quinton boldly leered at the trimmed bush and huge breasts flopping around as the woman tried to cover her nudity with her thin arms.
"Get out! Get out!" the woman said angrily as she tried to bend over modestly, "You bastard, you wait until I call your mother," she spat.
"Go ahead," Quinton held out his phone, "Call mom and tell her you were jerking off or whatever you cunts call it, in front of your son and his friends. I'm sure she'll ground me when I tell her how excited you got and how hard you made us," he said stepping forward.
"Carl! Carl, get in here and get your little friend away from me," she screamed out. "There you are," she hissed, "tell what's-his-name here to leave and never come back." she pointed at the boy who was getting closer yet.
"Dude, let's go," Carl said unconvincingly as his mom's tits bounced around as she tried to step into her dress but fell back on the couch instead.
"I don't think so," the boy said firmly. He looked at his friend, "Your mom had been a total bitch to us for the last couple of months. We don't do anything wrong yet she screams at us, and now she's blaming us when she obviously was hoping we'd see her exposing herself? I'll bet she did this on purpose." He turned back to the woman, "Stop! Drop those panties and lose the dress or I'll come over and rip them off you," he ordered.
"And we'll help," Will added as Dan and he stood next to their friend staring at the panting woman.
Stacy looked pleadingly at her son who stepped next to Quinton crossing his arms over his chest. She looked around but saw no escape. "Please?" she begged, "I'll make cookies and promise never to yell at you boys again...it's been hard since..."
Quinton stepped forward, "Ok. Dan, Will, hold her while I get some rope..."
"No, no please. I'll let you see me, but please don't rape me," the woman begged.
"I can't promise that," Quinton said. "Go on, let's see those great tits of yours again and spread your legs, spread them as wide and you can. Let's check out your cunt," he pointed to the couch.
Stacy looked once more at her son, "Oh, Christ..." she blushed furiously, "does he have to see this?" she asked.
Carl shook his head, "I'm staying. I'm thinking of spanking you for how I've had to tiptoe around for the last year, now do what he said!"
She hesitated then laid back opening her legs. She opened them wider feeling her swollen labia part when the angry-looking boy started to say something.
"Why the little slut," Dan whistled, "She's all shaved and ready for a good fucking," he looked at his friend, "Did you have any idea your mom was getting some? I thought you said she never dates."
Carl shook his head, "I had no idea, but I'm impressed. It's beautiful," he sighed.
"This is wrong. I'm your mother," she sighed looking at her son, "and you're hard. All of you are...why? I'm a middle-aged woman and you have access to all those perfect young girls," she was now panting.
"They don't have your tits or the skills to please a man with your cunt and ass. Ok, continue what you were doing before we walked in on you," Quinton said more softly now. He didn't bother hiding the need to adjust his hardening cock in his shorts. "You guys see any better tits than these?" he asked. "Carl, tell me you've seen these before."
The boy shook his head, "Some, but not like this," he stared at his mother's fingers spear her wet pussy. "She's been careful not to leave doors open when she showers or changes clothes. I've thought about it though."
Stacy's embarrassment was being washed away by the arousal of hearing these 18 and 19-year-old boys complimenting her body even though they were using such crude terms, or perhaps because they were. She was looking at the tents growing in the four pairs of shorts, her fingers rubbing hard between her legs.
Quinton grinned at his friends as he undid and stepped out of his shorts. He went over to the couch, his cock pulsing out in front of him, and knelt down between the woman's legs, inhaling deeply.
The three other boys watched their friend bury his face against the woman's pussy, his jaw active even as Carl's mother tried to push him away.
"Please nooooo, noooo, oooohhhhh God!" she cried. She was pushing on the boy's forehead but her legs were opening wider and she was flexing her ass. "Please stop...please, you've known me all your life...ooooohhhhhh," she moaned as the boy wet his finger in her pussy and drove it up her ass.
The two other boys stepped out of their clothes and came over grabbing the plump mounds on the woman's chest. They saw she was now stroking their friend's head rather than pushing him away and her chest was heaving with her heavy breathing.
Will crawled onto the couch, grinning at his friends as he pressed his cock against her red lips.
Stacy turned her head back and forth then closed her lips tightly when the other boy held her head still. She felt the slippery juices moisturizing her lips, the idle thought she could taste the pre-cum but it must be the scent. She was determined to resist sucking the boy's cock as long as she could but when Quinton's cock rammed into her pussy she gasped and unconsciously opened her mouth. Her cries were muffled by the fat cock and her arms once trying to push the boy off were now stroking the boy's chest and stomach
Carl looked on in amazement as Quinton angrily pounded his mother's pussy and Will fucked her mouth. "That's it, guys, way to shut her up," he laughed. He went to grab his phone and began filming the erotic scene. He looked over at his other friend and grinned. "You look left out. Here, keep taping, I'll be back," he said before dashing down the hallway.
Dan stroked his cock with one hand while getting close-ups of Will's cock glistening as he humped into her mouth. She was no longer resisting as she was not just accepting her fate, she was responding. He moved down to those erect nipples bouncing with every thrust of Quinten's cock then down to the bare pink slit spread wide with the wet fleshy rod slamming into it.
"Here," Carl said behind the boy. He took the phone back and handed a tube of gel to his friend. "Get her on top of you so Dan gets a hole," he grinned.
The boy stopped and looked over at his friends, "Good idea. I might just finish there myself."
When Will pulled out of the woman's mouth, Stacy started screaming at the boys, "No way, no way, no one is getting close to my ass!" she yelled as she tried to get up. "Your father slept in the guest bedroom for a month when he once tried. Carl, tell them...tell them to...oh, God!" she moaned as the boy squirted the gel onto his fingers.
Carl pushed her back down, "It's your call. They can have access to whatever hole they want or I'll send this video to your friends with a note that you like to be used...you have a choice," he ordered.
"Please, baby...please...I never let anyone...fuck!" she sighed as the four boys glared at her. She slowly got up on the couch to straddle the boy, looking back angrily at her son as she lowered herself on the rigid rod. "Just take it slow. I'll never forgive you for this," she growled.
Carl had to stifle feelings of pity for his mom as she looked right at him as she lowered herself and the boy's cock buried inside her to the hilt. She stopped glaring and began bouncing on the 18-year-old's rigid rod. She put her head down in shame and stopped moving as Dan plunged a gob of gel up her ass.
After coating his cock, the boy wiped his greasy hands off on the discarded tennis dress before climbing behind the woman. "I've wanted to do this for the last month or so," he whispered in the woman's ear as he pressed the spongy head against her virgin hole. "Every time you yelled at us, every time you screamed I thought about spanking this tight ass then bending you over the arm of a chair and making you scream when I fucked your ass. Am I the first?" he hissed.
Stacy nodded as she felt the spongy head begging to open her up, "I'm sorry. I'm sorry for yelling...oh fuck!"
Carl started the video again moving closer to get the shaft pop into the tight puckered hole. Both the boy and the woman gasped loudly as the plump cap popped past the tight ring. His mom had tears running down her face as the two boys picked up a rhythm, the sounds of skin slapping on skin echoing around the room.
Will stood by the couch and as he presented his hard cock to the woman again, this time she opened her mouth and began sucking eagerly. The boy watched, filmed, and stroked his cock as his friends used his mom as their fuck toy. He'd had a few feelings of guilt after the initial bravado and more than once thought about calling this gang rape off, but it was too late now. He'd probably get tied up and gagged. Thinking this he realized her tears were gone and she was humping back at the two fleshy spears pistoning into her holes.
Quinton reached up and squeezed those massive tits and it seemed the woman's cunt gripped his cock tighter. He was getting close but wanted this to last and tried to think of other things like schoolwork and the clogged toilet in the boy's room, but when Dan came and the woman moaned loudly he felt his aching balls boil.
Carl zoomed in on his mother's ass being pounded as both boys came inside her followed by what seemed to be an explosive orgasm by his mother. All three grunted loudly, their bodies pressed together at that one interstice...his mother's crotch.
Dan was the first to come down and pulled out with a slurping sound before staggering off to the bathroom. Stacy recovered enough to renew her attack on Matt's cock while Quinton was still hard and enjoying the woman now freely thrusting her cunt onto the boy's cock.
Carl watched the three wondering why Matt didn't finish in that nice ass slightly gaped and leaking cum but realized as the boy grabbed a handful of hair, grunted loudly, and came in the woman's mouth.
Stacy had never allowed a man to cum in her mouth but with no choice, she sucked hard and swallowed every drop. She felt another orgasm coming on and continued sucking even after the boy had no more cream to offer her.
When Matt softened he reluctantly stepped back, "Mrs. Martin, you're a great cocksucker," he said patting her on her cheek. He went down the hall to clean up.
Quinton flipped the woman onto her back, "I want to see those tits flop around as I fuck the shit out of you," he grinned evilly.
Stacy looked up at the boy as she opened her legs wide. He was so tight, six-pack abs and nice pecs, she marveled, and stamina! He'd cum once and was still hard. She felt another orgasm build inside her as she gripped his tight ass cheeks savoring the muscles flexing with each assault on her inflamed pussy.
Carl didn't think it was possible to get any harder and considered going to his room to jerk off as there was no way he'd be fucking his own mother, but he kept filming.
Quinton felt the woman clench her cunt muscles again and felt the rising sensations in his balls. "Ok bitch, get ready for another load," he moaned.
"Oh, God, oh, God...yesss. Cum in me, cum inside meeee," she panted as the boy slammed into her pussy and spasmed inside her. She'd been so close but felt it fade as the boy relaxed and finally softened. She wanted to immediately rub her pussy and cum another time but looked at the four boys standing and looking down at her.



Carl put down the phone and looked over. "Guys, perhaps you'd better leave now. I'll clean up." he sighed as he thought about the repercussions of what they all did.
Stacy started to get up, a strange look on her face but Will pushed her back down. "No Carl. Get your clothes off. When she calls the cops, it will be all four of us. I don't give a fuck she's your mom, you're fucking her," he ordered.
The boy looked at his friends all glaring at him and nodded, "Ok, all for one. One for all," he sighed. He thought his mom would look horrified or fight it but she'd laid back, her legs open...a look of eagerness on her face. He felt his cock throb eagerly as he took off his clothes and didn't object when Dan took his phone and started taping. Here he was, a straight-A student, a great son about to fuck his own mother and have it recorded for posterity.
"Oh, baby, this is wrong, wrong," his mother sighed as her son lay between her open thighs, "Oh wow! You are so hard...so fucking stiff," she gasped feeling the fattest cock yet slide easily into her. "Yes, there," she encouraged as the boy's lips clamped onto a nipple. She stroked his head as he picked up the pace and she welcomed the rising feelings in her womb. He was hitting her just right and she couldn't keep her ass on the couch her son seemed to be taking all that anger he'd been building up, all the frustration with how she'd treated him into pounding her cunt.
Carl wanted to fuck her harder than she'd ever been fucked and he felt her pelvis rock up to meet his thrusts the more he drove into her. Her nipple was hard between his lips and sucking on it felt so natural.
Stacy couldn't hold back anymore and arched her head back as she exploded. All the other orgasms felt like weak spasms compared to this one as she ground her pussy hard against her son's pelvis.
"Damn!" Matt sighed filming the woman's eyes rolling back in her head. "She loves being fucked by her own son. This is incredible," he grinned. "Fuck her, Carl, fuck her hard!"
Carl internally grinned thinking how he had this over his mother. If she called the cops, this would play well in court showing she wanted it. He had been close but hearing his friends he stopped trying to hold off. "Fuck!" he spat as he released the first jet of incestuous sperm into his mother's vagina. He hoped his mom was on the pill or otherwise not fertile, but his sperm would have a bit of competition.
Stacy stroked the boy's back as he collapsed on top of her, no longer angry. Her body throbbed from so many orgasms, more than she'd had outside of playing with herself than she'd had in 10 years.
Carl reluctantly pulled out and got up. He went and grabbed a fresh dish towel and handed it to his mom before going and cleaning up.
When he got back, his mother had pulled on the tennis dress and had moved over to the side of the room glaring, and his friends were dressed by the door. "You guys leaving?" he asked. "Running off so I have to deal with this?"
"Yeah. Um, look. We're sorry we...well, we should go," Matt said softly. They quietly traipsed out the door leaving Carl and his mom looking uncomfortably at each other.
Stacy looked at her son as if he were a total stranger. What the fuck came over him? she wondered.
"Happy Birthday, mom. Um, I took a stab at what you wanted...needed," he said nervously.
"What? What made you think...?" she gasped.
"I overheard you and Aunt Becky talking, um, about how you needed to get laid and you were starting to take your frustrations out on me," he said softly. Then he smiled, "It was that or 39 spanks," he tried to joke.
Stacy looked at her son and laughed, "Fuck! You really did this for me?" Seeing him nod sheepishly she sat down.
"And you fucked your mother, your own mother!" she sighed.
"That was not supposed to happen. I was going to let the guys have their way with you and then...I don't know. I never worked that part out," he said softly. "Also, I know your birthday isn't until Saturday but the opportunity presented itself. I didn't think you'd be home today."
The woman shook her head, "I'd like to be pissed at you but this might have been the best birthday present ever," she smiled. "That was the most incredible sex I've ever had...though I could have done without the butt-fucking. I'm a bit sore."
"Really? I'm sorry. It wasn't initially part of my plan but I was angry with you and might have gotten carried away."
The woman got up and came over to her son, "It's ok. I've been curious about anal sex for years but let's not go there again, ok?" She suddenly laughed, "I didn't mean there will be another time, just...you know, if you decide to surprise me I'd like a few ground rules."
"Got it. No anal, no fucking your son. Anything else?" he asked.
Stacy palmed her son's cock, "I never said anything about not fucking my beautiful boy...and miss out on the fattest cock I've ever had inside me?" she kissed the boy feeling his erection grow. "Since I'm not calling the cops what are you going to tell the guys? I like having them around and I'd hate to find out they're scared to drop by anymore."
***********************************************
"I talked to mom. She's not going to call the cops or tell anyone. I showed her the videos we took and told her she needs to be nice to us from now on or these get posted online," he looked at each boy, "and she has one request. We never tell anyone ever about what happened."
"Seriously?" Matt asked, "I barely slept a wink last night hearing every car that slowed down in front of my house. I feel really bad about what happened."
Quinton and Dan nodded their heads, "Is she going to be nicer to us?" he asked. "I do miss your nice mom," Dan sighed.
"I told her next time she snaps at us to expect her just desserts," Carl smiled. "Let's just say she didn't look unhappy about that."
"And if she's nice we get her incredible cookies," Quinton smiled.
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Stop reading if you don't like cheating stories or dislike cuckold stories. This is not a story about happily married couples. Ok, I gave you warning.
***********************************
"Say that again," Tom Robinson sputtered into his beer.
Jimmy Stanton sighed, "Look, it's no big deal, I just want you to sleep with Michelle."
The fit 30-year-old man shook his head, "Sorry. Not happening."
"Why the fuck not? Don't you think my wife is hot?" his roommate from college glared at him.
"Of course I do," Tom sighed. He thought about Michelle. 29, curves like he'd rarely ever seen, perhaps Ds or DDs, and always liked to show plenty of skin. More than once he'd had an explosive orgasm just imagining her stepping out of her clothes for him. "I'm married, married and in love with my wife. I couldn't do that to her." He thought about the contrast between his wife Jessica and Michelle. The dark-haired sultry beauty exuded sex, vs. Jessie, slender blonde, cute in a farmer's daughter way. B cups, tomboyish and innocent. He thought back to the early years and opening her up to different positions, oral sex to which she seemed to literally pay lip service. More than once Jimmy had bragged how Michelle eagerly swallowed his cock in the front hallway she was so horny.
"I get it, but you won't be doing anything to her. Don't tell her," he said softly as he signaled for another couple of beers.
"I'd know," Tom shook his head, "I don't get it. Are you one of those guys who gets off seeing his wife fuck other men?" he asked quietly.
"Hell, no! Hell, no," the man spat out, "In fact, my stomach hurts just suggesting this, but...shit! Remember Laurie? Yeah, I know you do. Look, this has bothered me ever since, and I sometimes just can't sleep," he sighed, "Who knew I had a conscience?" he chuckled. "I need you to get me back. I have thought about this for a while and well, it wasn't just that once with Laurie, um, she seemed to like...like it a lot...look, as a friend, I'm asking you to fuck my wife, to cuckold me if that's how you want to think of it."
"You told me...she told me it was just that once...oh shit!" Tom groaned, "I should have known. She wasn't like Jess is...I completely trust her. Damn! She really...I am so glad we broke up. I couldn't take it if she..." he shook his head then took a big swig of beer. "There's something else you're not telling me. You have no conscience," he stared at his friend.
Jimmy looked down at his beer, "Fuck. I need you to make things equal between me and Michelle." He looked pleadingly at Tom, "I cheated on her and I got a letter saying if I don't pay they'd send a video to her...how the fuck they knew it was me and got a camera in the hotel room...anyhow, I was thinking if Michelle also cheated then..."
Tom shook his head, "Your dick gets you in more trouble," he groaned, "How much is he...or is it a she demanding?"
"$50 grand. I'd pay it but if Michelle has her own affair...you get it now?" he looked sadly at his old roommate, "This is a win-win. You know Jessica's at her mom's in Rochester now and won't be back for a couple of weeks. I have to fly to Toledo next week...gone until the following Thursday...Michelle likes you and I'll bet you'll have no issue getting between her legs. Crap! Just thinking that makes me want to throw up," he rubbed his face. He looked at the man, "Please? If it's not you, I'll get Larry. You know he'd jump at the chance to...I prefer you."
Tom sipped his beer and thought about finally getting to see those tits, get between those long legs, and nodded. He was horny...almost desperately so. Three weeks ago, Jess had gone up to take care of her mom after her stroke and was going to be another three. Then he thought about Larry. The man had been hitting on both Michelle and Jessica and they'd cut off any ties with him. "Once. Just this once. And you have to promise me you'll never say a word to Jessie. I can't believe I'm agreeing to this but...shit! You're a fool to allow any man near that wife of yours." He looked thoughtfully at the other man, "So, how would this work? I'm not going to just drop by if you're not there."
Jimmy smiled, "Thank you, thank you, thank you! I owe you big time. I have been having an issue with the thermostat on the hot tub and you can fix anything. I'm going to suggest Michelle call you...perhaps Saturday?" He patted his friend on the shoulder, "And I do have a conscience. You'll never think about Laurie again after you spend the night with Michelle. I shouldn't tell you this but she'll do anything you ask...anything," he smiled. "I just have one favor to ask of you, "I never want to hear about it, ok?" He finished his beer, stood up, and tossed a twenty on the bar, "Let's never talk about this again. I'll see you next week. Good luck," he sighed resignedly. He thought about the cameras he'd secreted around his house never thinking he'd be using them for this.
*****************************************
"Hey Michelle, Jessica's not home yet. She's still at her mom's," Tom said after picking up the phone. "Really? No, no, I'm not doing anything, sure. I'll be right over...You sure? I could use that, we need to get a hot tub. Ok, sure, I'll see you in 15," he hung up feeling an anticipatory buzzing in his stomach. He had trouble sleeping the last few nights, more than once wanting to call Jimmy and call the whole thing off, but visions of finally seeing..finally having Michelle overrode his bothered conscience. These battles usually ended up with his hand rapidly stroking his cock which wasn't unusual since Jessica left.
Michelle answered the door wearing a thin robe over her bikini, "I hope you can fix it. Jimmy loves the tub hot but it's just a little too hot for me and not being able to adjust it..." she gave the man a quick hug. "where's your suit?" she asked looking at his jeans and tee shirt. She always wondered what Tom looked like under those clothes. He seemed fit, confident but out of reach as he and Jessica were so devoted to each other. On the other hand, a girl can dream, can't she?
"I have them on under here," the man smiled, "Not comfortable, but..."
"So, that means you'll be commando heading home?" she smiled as she patted his ass.
Tom nodded, "That or I'll have wet pants, not a great look. Ok, let's take a look at the thermostat," he looked past the woman towards the back patio.
It took a couple of hours and a trip to the store to replace the faulty part but when he was done he was rewarded with a tight embrace from the woman. He was immediately aware of the mass pressing against his chest and how she wasn't shy about pressing her groin against his. He couldn't help but compare the different feel between his slender wife and the well-endowed wife of his friend. The hug went on longer than a normal platonic embrace but he wasn't in any hurry.
The brunette could feel the pulsing against her pussy welcoming his apparent appreciation of her figure. She finally broke the hug and took his hand, "Ok, let's try it out. Hopefully the water isn't so hot we have to get out in five," she sighed. "I like to spend time feeling all the stress leave my body."
Tom was nervous thinking about his growing member and how he might be tenting when he pulled off his jeans and the thought of her looking just made things worse. Then Michelle released his hand when they'd gotten back to the deck and pulled off her small robe.
The brunette paused to allow their friend to admire her body realizing it was both arousing and frustrating. She knew men and Tom was not the type to cheat on his wife, even though he was not shy about admiring her assets. "You like?" she smiled and she modeled the tiny bikini, "I picked this up when Jimmy and I went to Nice last spring. I can't wear it at the local pool...well I could, but I'd need extra sunscreen with all the moms' glares," she chuckled.
"Wow! I mean, it's...tiny," he sputtered trying not to look you overtly at her breasts barely covered by the mini triangles. He could easily make out to outer rings of her large dark nipples peeking out. "I'll, um, sorry if I'm a bit," he said softly as he pulled off his jeans. "Damn! Maybe this isn't such a great idea," he stammered.
Michelle gave a wolf whistle seeing the large tent pop out when the man freed his board shorts. "No wonder Jessica is always smiling," she chuckled.
Tom quickly stepped out of the pantlegs and promptly climbed into the bubbling water.
"Not fair! I let you have a good look, now that just pisses me off," she grinned evilly. "Stand up and let me get a gander at that thing, go on!" she ordered.
The man groaned but stood anyway. He'd hoped his erection would have subsided but there was a look in the brunette's face that showed eagerness so he slowly stood. His cock was now fully hard and tenting painfully but that seemed to make things worse.
The woman leaned forward, sighing, "I can see why your cute wife is always so happy," she said licking her lips. She fought the urge to grab the fat shaft but decided to push things a little further. "I'll tell you what, since we're almost family, let's just relax around each other," she said huskily as she stood and pulled off the top followed by the bottoms. She smiled seeing the man's jaw drop, "No offense to my best friend Jessica but I don't think you're used to this," she cupped her huge boobs.
Tom shook his head slowly as he took in the naked beauty in front of him. Seeing her point to his shorts, he pushed the waist down, extracting his rigid member with difficulty.
"Oh my God!" the woman sighed, "Yes! I definitely can see why Jess is always so happy." She came over, giving in to the urge to stroke the fleshy shaft. "Jessica's been gone for a month now, hasn't she? I'll bet you've been climbing the walls wanting to bury this cock of yours in a nice wet cunt," she purred as her lips pressed against his.
Tom closed his eyes and moaned softly. This was easier than he'd thought as he'd played out the scenarios in his head usually ending with a slap. He welcomed the aggressive tongue against his as he cupped more breast than he'd ever felt in his life. Her soft moans in his mouth, her grinding against his cock, and the feel of the soft flesh and hard nipple were as arousing as anything he'd experienced.
Michelle wanted that cock inside her, wanted to feel the plump head open her up, but also didn't want to rush. She kissed her way down his body, licking his nipples then down to his navel. She was aware of his manly scent, the sweet smell of his arousal wafting up. She buried her face in his mass of course hair, inhaling deeply before placing the fat cock against her lips.
Tom sighed knowing what he was soon going to feel. Making love to Jessica was great but she never liked sucking his cock. She was very conservative and traditional, liking missionary and perhaps being on top but nothing else. In just the first few minutes it seemed Jimmy was right about Michelle. "Oh, God," he sighed feeling those nice lips engulf his cock. He reached down to grab a tit as the woman was taking more and more of his cock into her mouth. Jessica had never done more than stroke his shaft while softly sucking on the head for a minute or so before guiding him to her pussy but Michelle was letting him fuck her mouth moaning her encouragement. She had her hands on his ass not caring how deep he humped down her throat.
*****************************************
Jimmy scrolled through his security app until he found what he was looking for. He grinned seeing Tom's cock buried deep in his wife's mouth. This was working out perfectly he thought happily. He wanted to see the expression on his friend's face when he came but had to drop off the proposal at his client's office. He shut off his phone, adjusted his cock, and headed out of the hotel room.
*****************************************
The brunette opened her throat as the man was now pressing his pubes against her lips with every thrust, his hand roughly gripping her breast. Unlike Jimmy, Tom reacted happily as she pressed her finger against his puckered asshole.
Tom had never felt anything like this, the tight throat gripping his cock, a slender finger pumping into his ass and he groaned out he was cumming expecting her to let him cum on her tits but she moaned happily, sucking harder as he exploded.
Michelle swallowed rapidly wondering if she'd have bruised lips when Jimmy got home next week but felt a rush as the tangy hot jets of sperm flooded her throat. 'This guy cums a lot,' she thought as spurt after creamy spurt hit the back of her throat.
Tom's balls ached as the woman's throat clenched on his cock draining his balls, her finger milking his prostate. Feeling the last drops being extracted from his still hard shaft, his knees wobbled as he collapsed back into the bubbling hot water. "Fuck me! That was incredible," he panted.
"Jessie doesn't provide these types of service?" the brunette purred.
The man shook his head as he waded over to his friend's wife, pulled her up onto the edge of the tub and, spread her legs apart. "Rarely," he sighed, "she hates the taste. I take it you're ok with it?" he asked
Michelle nodded as she lay back, her legs spread wider. Like Jessica, Jimmy isn't overly fond of the taste but hopefully, Tom is different. "Ah, yesss," she sighed as the man's tongue probed her in all the right places.
Tom did like the taste but enjoyed the giving of pleasure even more. It didn't take him long to discover the woman loved having her perineum and ass licked. As he explored her crotch she pulled up her knees exposing more of herself to him.
The woman was in heaven, not since her senior year did a man touch her ass let alone lick her there. "Fuck, yesss!" she panted as his fat finger stabbed her slick vagina and his tongue flicked against her anus. "Keep...yes, wow!" she moaned as Tom's thumb rubbed her clit while now a second finger entered her. She felt herself getting close and pulled on her nipples when her cell rang.
"Shit, sorry. I have to get this. Jim said he'd call," she groaned. She thought Tom would stop but didn't seem to listen. She tried to regulate her voice, "Jim, how was the flight?"
Jimmy looked at his screen and wanted to tease his wife, "It was uneventful. Did Tom get the thermostat fixed?"
"Ohhh, yessss, sorry. I'm taking advantage of the tub. I did a great workout today on the machines so, ohhh," she tried to push the man's face away so she could concentrate. "Sorry...muscles...sore."
"Damn! I'm sorry I'm not there to rub the aches out...or rub other areas," he said softly.
"Oooohh, I'd like that," she purred, "Ok, I confess I've been playing with myself in the hot tub, thinking of you," she said softly.
Jimmy smiled at the lie. "Or were you thinking of Tom?" he asked evilly. "Perhaps how grateful you were for him fixing the thermostat?"
"That was nice of him. Should I call him? Invite him back?" she panted. "I was wearing the bikini you bought me in France and he was looking," she moaned softly.
"Sure, but you know Tom. He'd say, 'Sorry, but I'm married,'" he said, "You'd be better off calling Larry."
Tom stood between the woman's legs, lined up his recovered cock, and pressed against the tight pussy.
"Oh, God! Yessss," Michelle panted, "I like that idea, Larry was fingering my cunny at last year's barbeque. He told me I was the tightest he'd ever felt," she panted.
"You never told me that, did he go further?" Jimmy grinned seeing his friend bury his cock inside his wife's cunt. He wanted to tease more but decided he needed to go across the street to the bar and find relief for his throbbing cock. "You have my blessing to call Larry, honey. I need to unpack and get started on my notes. Love you," he said as he watched his wife's tits bounce as Tom began slamming hard into her.
"I love you too, Oh fuck!" she groaned, "I'm close. I have to go. Good luck," she said quickly as she hung up.
Jimmy looked at the couple fucking, 'Going according to plan,' he thought. This will effectively nullify the video the blackmailer has. He splashed cold water on his face and headed over to the bar. 'I love college towns,' he thought as a group of blonde sorority girls giggled ahead of him.
Michelle didn't care as she tossed down the phone and it slid into the water, "Fuck, Tom! You're mean. I'm not used to a cock this fat, this long, and I've never cheated on Jimmy...not that I'm complaining," she hissed. "He knew, I know he knew I was lying," she sighed, "I don't think he cared."
"Larry really fingered you last year?" he asked thinking how Jessica told him she'd slapped the man for trying.
"No, uuhhh, fuck. I mean it, you're fucking huge," she sighed. "I shouldn't tell you this but Jessica told me what he'd done and how she almost let him do more," she sighed. "I'm sure she told you, she tells you everything. Do you think Jim knows what we're doing?"
He thought about Jess lying to him, or perhaps she embellished the story for Michelle's benefit. "Damn! I love your pussy, so tight," the man panted. "Maybe he suspects and gets off on it."
Tom grabbed those huge tits, the unwilling comparison to Jessica's small breasts running through his head. Even with his huge hands, he couldn't cover the large fleshy masses. He couldn't remember the last time he'd recovered so quickly but was not surprised and hoped he could last longer than when she blew him. "Or he thought you were just horny and playing with yourself. Couples do phone sex all the time. I tried with Jess, but she wasn't interested," he sighed. "I never cheated on Jessica either, but I sure thought about it a lot...always you, you naked," he panted.
"Ooooohhh, tell me. What did you do to me?" she moaned softly.
"These tits. Remember last summer at the lake? You were braless the whole time camping. I've replayed the times I was watching you, volleyball, hiking, around the campfire," he sighed, "Oh, God, your nipples were so hard that night."
"You wanted to fuck my tits?" she mewed, "cum all over my face and chest?"
"God, yes," he sighed. "Your mouth is open waiting for my hot sperm."
"Fuck! Last night, I dreamt all of Jimmy's friends came over knowing I was alone, stripped me naked, pushed me to the floor, and jerked off on my face and tits," she moaned as she felt herself peaking. "Tell me you'll do that, tell meee," she pleaded.
"All over your face, all over your huge tits," he moaned poinding harder into her sopping hole as she exploded.
The man was surprised how much the woman writhed as she came. His previous experiences with his partner orgasming had been with soft mews or pleasurable panting but Michelle cried out as she lifted her ass off the deck grinding her pussy hard against his crotch. He wondered how many of the neighbors could hear her rhythmic cries.
Just as she was coming down, he pulled out, knelt over her face as he rapidly stroked his cock. She eagerly opened her mouth while her hand rapidly frigged her cunt looking up eagerly at him. The scene was too much as he jetted a hot rope of jism onto her nose and cheek. The next one shot straight into her mouth.
The woman amazingly felt the subsiding orgasm return as the sticky cream splattered onto her face and into her mouth. She'd had multiple orgasms but never so quickly. "Ah, ah, ahhh," she panted as the man painted her face with his cum.
*****************************************
Jimmy came up next to the young blonde at the bar, "I'll get this," he smiled at her as he handed the bartender a hundred, "and this is for her friends, too," he looked the smiling girl over. Fit, perhaps a volleyball player. Long legs, incredible ass, tennis-ball-sized tits, natural golden tresses pulled into a ponytail. "I'm Brad," he held out a hand.



"Katlyn," the girl smiled, "Do you know how many friends I'm with?" she looked over at the table, "You should know what you're getting yourself into."
Jimmy scanned the girl's body, "I should and I plan to," he said softly, his eyes glued to the tight shorts.
Giggling, the 18-year-old blonde gently slapped his arm, "I guess I left myself wide-open for that, but," she stroked her bare thighs, "I can open up even more," she purred. "Do you always come on this strong?" she asked.
"Not always. Normally I move more slowly but when I saw you, there was just one girl in this place I was interested in, only one girl I want to wake up next to tomorrow morning," his hand stroked her arm down to her ass as he replied.
"Wow! You are confident. Come on, I'll introduce you to my teammates." She picked up the pitcher and glasses, "I just have one question, what's for breakfast?"
*****************************************
Tom and Michelle climbed out of the tub after the woman cleaned the spunk off her face.
"I can't believe that happened," the woman said, "I never thought you'd...you know, stray from your perfect marriage." She looked down at his semi-flaccid cock, "I'll bet Jessica loves having this around the house," she purred as she stroked the warm shaft.
The man nodded, "Me either. It's one thing to fantasize, another to act on the fantasies," he sighed. "How about you?"
Michelle hugged the man, "I should feel guilty but I don't. I've thought about it, a lot. Been close a few times but I've been horny all week. Normally, Jimmy and I fuck like bunnies before he goes on one of his trips but he was always busy last week, so I guess I planned this," she stroked his face.
"Mrs. Robinson, you seduced me, didn't you?" he chuckled.
"Damn! I love that scene," the woman laughed, "Yes, I guess I did. Funny, I never made the connection...I'll have to tease Jessica about that. I'm only a year older than you, you realize."
"More like 16 months. I love you MILFs," he chuckled. "I tried teasing her about seducing me when we first got married...went over like a lead balloon. She never saw the movie. Let's get dressed and I'll make you dinner," he kissed her, "Then I'd like to see those new curtains you told Jess about in your master bedroom."
*****************************************
The girl's ass was even better in the flesh. His cock was buried deep in her cunt as she thrust back against him, her face buried between Brittney's legs.
Kaitlyn had been stroking his cock through his pants at the table when she pulled the other blonde girl's hand over. He got even harder as the two girls kissed open-mouthed while playing with his hard shaft. He'd been right about them, both were freshmen on the volleyball team and they did everything together. This was fine with him as he paid for another round for the table of giggling girls wondering if he'd be able to handle six young hotties.
*****************************************
Michelle looked over at the sleeping man. She'd awakened with just one man her whole life yet this felt so natural. She looked at his peaceful face which contrasted with the look of near agony when he'd orgasmed...orgasmed four more times in the night. She searched her mind for guilt or regret and found none...which surprised her. She'd had urges, been tempted but never acted on any of those before as she'd always had a strong conscience.
Tom roused and looked over at the beautiful woman lying next to him, "Morning." He pulled her into a hug, her soft body meshing perfectly with his. He could feel her pussy press against his sore cock wondering if he could get it up again and if he did, how much pain would there be. He'd never fucked so many times in a night before and as sore as he was wanted to do it again. Then he thought about Jessica...his sweet innocent wife and he felt the throbbing in his crotch fade.
He kissed his friend's wife and looked at her, "Breakfast? I make incredible french toast...unless you don't have real maple syrup," he smiled.
*****************************************
Jimmy woke to see the two blondes in a 69 eating each other out. He was instantly hard watching and when he reached over and stroked a breast, Brittney looked up, "My turn. It's my turn to get fucked while Kate licks my pussy."
"Your wish is my demand," the man smiled. He crawled behind the creamy tight ass and stroked the girl's anus, "Want to try something new?" he asked. Hearing the girl grunt and nod her head, he jumped out of bed to grab the lube.
The blonde had always wondered what anal sex would be like and often fingered both holes as she played with herself. Kaitlyn moaned into her pussy as she sucked on the girl's clit knowing she was cumming again. 'Damn! That girl can cum a lot,' she thought. Her attention was redirected to the cool finger in her ass.
*****************************************
Two weeks later, Tom was over at Jimmy's shooting hoops in the driveway when a delivery truck pulled up. He had been both relieved and disappointed Michelle was out shopping, but perhaps more disappointed as he'd not seen her since their incredible weekend together.
"Mr. Stanton? Is Mrs. Stanton home?" the man looked past them at the front door.
"No, sorry. She's out. I can sign for that."
"I'm sorry. It says Mrs. Michelle Stanton only. I'll come back."
Jimmy pulled out his wallet, "Here. For your trouble. She'll be out all day but I'm sure she'll be here tomorrow," he smiled as he held out a hundred, "that is if it's really worth your time to come back."
"Um, look, you're her husband?" When Jimmy nodded he sighed, "I guess it's ok. Just sign her name here," he said looking around.
After the truck drove off, Jimmy went into the garage and tossed the envelope into the trash, and came back out, "Ok, where were we? 13 all?"
"Hang on. Is that the video of you...?" Seeing Jimmy nod he went over and pulled out the packet. He jumped back as his friend tried to take it from him. "I need to see this. You convinced me to cheat on my wife and I feel I have a right to see what skank you stuck your dick in," he said firmly.
"Please, I'd rather you didn't..." Jimmy stopped seeing the man's glare. "Ok, but don't blame me if you don't like what you see."
Tom shook his head. Why would he not like what's on the thumb drive? He went into the house and plugged it into the TV and turned it on. "'She must be really ugly if Jimmy thinks I'll be upset seeing this,' he thought.
The scene opened with an empty hotel or motel room. Probably a motel as the furnishings were cheap. He looked over and grinned, "This is it? An empty room? Who did you pick up? A toothless whore?" he asked.
Jimmy stepped back as the couple came in with their backs to the camera mounted above the door. He thought back to that day, or rather that morning. It was around 11 AM which he remembered as they'd barely made the 11 AM checkout time the next day. He put his head in his hands waiting...knowing what comes next
Tom gasped as he watched the couple embrace, kiss before Jimmy pushed the woman down to her knees where she yanked open his pants so she could take his cock in her mouth. She looked happy as Jimmy grabbed her hair and fucked her face. He turned and swung his fist sending his old friend flying back onto the floor. "You...you fucked my wife? When? You never said you were going to Rochester. What the fuck?" he looked back at the screen at who he'd thought was his innocent wife taking another man's cock into her mouth. He stopped and stared as those lips he knew so well were pressed against Jimmy's pubes and she wasn't being forced any longer. Her head was freely bobbing on his cock as he played with her tits.
He looked back at his ex-friend, "You fucker. You set this up, didn't you? It had nothing to do with Laurie. This was so you could call me out for being upset you slept with my wife!" he spat.
Jimmy scuttled backward on the floor as his livid friend moved toward him. "Hang on, hang on. Before you get all high and mighty I have videos of you and Michelle going all night. You lied to me when you said you just fucked her that once. There," he pointed to a drawer, "There, I have a copy of the videos in there. Eight times? You fucked her eight fucking times and told me you just did it once then felt guilty and went home." He stood and glared, "Don't act all innocent and martyred with me. You and Michelle fucked everywhere in this house," he spat. "Then you lied! Lied about how tough it was and how you just dutifully did the act," he stepped forward rubbing his jaw, "Asshole!"
Tom stood there then looked back hearing his wife's gasping. Jimmy had Jessica pressed face down on the bed as he plunged his cock into her pussy slapping her ass. He'd never heard her squeal like that but she hated being treated roughly. Said she wasn't a whore but a loving wife the one time he'd spanked her. This woman's ass was rising with each thrust.
Tom went over to the TV yanking out the USB then opened the drawer pulling out another drive. "This is of me and Michelle?" he asked.
*****************************************
Tom sat on the beach thinking back over the past year. He and Jessica mutually separated then divorced. He'd never mentioned what he knew, never pressured her to do any of the things she'd done with his so-called best friend. The week Jimmy was supposed to be in Boston he'd instead gone to Buffalo and decided to drive out to visit Jessica. Jimmy had explained the whole thing to him when he'd come over trying to make things right. Apparently, Jessie had required comfort and time away from caring for her mother. This played right into the man's hands. They never seemed to be as close, nor make love as often as they both seemed to be more distant with each other.
He'd finally watched the entire series of videos of Jimmy and Jessica. After the first 15 minutes, he'd had to keep reminding himself that the woman was his wife as he didn't recognize her anymore. It wasn't just the swallowing, or the eagerness to suck cock. It was her hand guiding the cock against her ass and her lips wrapped around the dirty cock cleaning him off after he'd cum. It was as if a porn star had taken over his innocent wife's body.
He and Jimmy never got together though the two couples did. It was interesting how before all this the two men would be off doing something while the two women would be sipping wine and chatting. Afterward, Tom and Michelle would be cracking jokes or cooking and Jessica and Jimmy were out back looking at the gardens or talking together.
After the divorce, he and Michelle became closer, and then Jimmy had been shot and killed by an angry husband in Detroit. Michelle was shaken up at first but then various witnesses came forward testifying that the man was a Lothario having slept with half the women in five states. Also, an internal audit in Jimmy's company found almost all his entertainment expense claims had none of the clients mentioned involved. It didn't change the life insurance payout, leaving Michelle very well off but she'd received the audit summary painting a very poor picture of her late husband. The Insurance check was small compensation having been shocked to find out what a piece of shit her husband was as she had been so trusting. She found needed Tom's arms around her to get through this.
Jessica moved in with her mother and was able to get a job as an executive assistant at a large firm in Rochester. She and the VP of Operations were working closely putting the final touches on the next quarter's budget when he tripped and accidentally slammed his crotch against her ass. He jumped back apologizing. Jessie just laughed and nodded saying most guys ask first. It was not long after that that she and the 63-year-old got married.
Tom looked out on the ocean feeling the warm breeze. This was where he originally wanted to go when he and Jessica had gotten married but she had never been to the Rockies, so they spent two weeks in Aspen. He felt more at peace than he'd ever felt in his life as he looked over at the beautiful woman in the tiny string bikini, "Well, Mrs. Robinson. Shall we go up to the room where you can seduce me?"
"I don't think I'll ever get tired of hearing that, Benjamin," she breathed as she coyly lifted her shapely leg.
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Isabelle lay back as the morning sun filled the bedroom, looking up as she thought about her day. Where were the prismatic effects on the ceiling coming from? She looked over at the figurines on the window sill identifying which ones were creating the light show. 'I remember picking those up when we were in Saville,' she thought.
Today was going to be a good one. First, she'd go to the club for her one-on-one session with Don. She was sure the man must play with himself before pulling on his lycra shorts and he always sported a fat rod when greeting her. For two years they'd flirted and teased, never acting on what was obviously between them, though she was sure he had to make a move on her soon. He was getting more hands-on and less subtle, she mused.
Then lunch with Caroline, Ester, and Violet at the Maison de Lac. They called themselves the Tetra-Trophy wives...which was more accurate than funny.
Caroline was the most beautiful redhead she'd ever seen. Tall, clear skin with glowing hair down to her buttocks. She made up for her tiny perky breasts with an ass she'd kill for.
Ester was stately rather than beautiful but in a Classical Greek sense. She was even taller than Caroline with high, jutting breasts, a narrow waist, wide hips, a large but not plump ass, and long slender legs. Her husband met her in college when she posed for a life drawing class. He'd thought she looked just like the Venus De Milo...with arms, of course.
Violet was the funniest of the foursome, with a bawdy wit that matched her pixieish features. Barely 5' tall with plump breasts on a tiny frame, she always found a way to show as much as possible whenever the four couples got together. Either she bought budget swim tops or intentionally had wardrobe malfunctions that never seem to upset her...or any of the other husbands. Edward was constantly scolding her for allowing everyone to see her tits, but she giggled it off every time.
Then the high point of the day, shopping. The four of them were given carte blanche to find pretty things to replace the donations they all were making from their collection of shiny things they'd acquired. It was always a rush not being told there were limits to what they could spend as it was for a good cause.
Tonight was the annual fundraiser for the Disadvantaged Youth Education Fund. They'd raised millions over the years allowing boys and young men to rise from their near-poverty conditions to get degrees and potentially solid livings. Every year the women volunteered to donate their less-worn jewelry to be auctioned off. Many of the wealthier families from dozens of states came in on their private jets, and fancy cars to buy pretty baubles for their wives and mistresses.
Isabelle's planning was interrupted as Walter moaned loudly. He must be getting close so she stroked his ass and purred, "Oh, God. Your cock is so huge...fuck me, fill me with your seed," she encouraged the man. It was the least she could do since he wanted to make love more than once a week, but she'd insisted that Saturday mornings were all that she needed.
Walter felt a surge of pride hearing his wife's normally cool and composed voice sound breathless with excitement. Maybe this morning she'd let him...maybe she was going to let go. "Damn! You are so hot," he panted. He never got tired of looking at her huge tits flopping around on her chest as he slammed his aching cock into her wet pussy...now that she let him see her. At first, she'd kept her top on and insisted the lights be off, but lately, she'd opened up more...but just once, just one time he'd like to try screwing her from behind.
"That's it baby, cum inside me...I'm off the pill like you wanted," the blonde stroked her husband's flexing ass.
"I will, but can you do me the favor of letting me do you from behind?" he begged. "I love your ass...I want to see your ass as I, um, fuck you," he said feeling the rising ache in his balls.
Isabelle stopped stroking her husband's cheeks and pushed him off. "Ok. That's it. I'm not some whore you can...fuck. Did you tell me you want to fuck me? I think you need to visit one of your stores across the tracks and maybe one of those cute sluts will bend over for you," she said as she rolled angrily off the bed.
The man flopped back on the bed as he watched his wife stride naked into the bathroom, his eyes were glued to her flexing ass as she disappeared behind the door. Did she know he visited his stores where more than one of the cute salesgirls wanted to fuck him? No way. He was always discrete. Plus, it was good for the morale in the stores. They were all so grateful as they looked around the suites he'd taken them to after a meal that cost as much as a month's groceries. They returned to work full of energy, full stomachs, and full cunts.
He stroked his cock rapidly remembering the cute young blonde who eagerly sucked his cock which never happened in this house. He fantasized Isabelle was taking his cock in her mouth...then her ass, oh God yessss, then her mouth again.
The blonde wife listened angrily as the rustling of the bed got more rapid. She wondered what filth the man was thinking about to get his release. Just as she turned on the shower, she heard the quick groan as he came, spewing those few pathetic dribbles. Locking the door so he wouldn't join her, she then stepped under the steamy water, her thoughts returning to the stores they'd be visiting.
***********************************************
"Are you ready?" Walter looked at the bedroom door. All the coldness from this morning was gone and Isabelle was back to her happy, perky self. He also felt much better after taking a young girl to lunch followed by a couple of hours at the Cambridge. He entered the store hearing someone singing Happy Birthday. He saw a perfectly shaped blonde girl blushing as her co-workers serenaded her. It was only right he'd take her out for her birthday, especially her 18th birthday. She'd never had champagne before which wasn't the only new experience for her. He loved that she was a virgin, though she acted like a seasoned whore letting him take her mouth, pussy, and ass without hesitation. Even though he was rough, venting his anger and frustration on the girl's various holes, she just squealed delightedly...and came repeatedly. She was a keeper and when he'd dropped her off she kissed him passionately telling him she had a twin sister...a virgin twin sister.
'If only Isabelle were even partially as eager for sex as this girl,' he thought, 'but at least she looks good on my arm, even if she is frigid,' he sighed. Next Wednesday he'd tell Jerry the manager that he'd be taking Lexi to look at how things are done at the other stores and not to expect her back after lunch. With Isabelle going over to her mother's...
The thoughts of meeting the two girls next Wednesday were interrupted as the door opened. "Oh, wow!" the man said approvingly. "You look...I mean, wow!"
Isabelle blushed. She'd gotten over her anger and felt bad for her husband as the day wore on. When she told her friends how Edward rudely wanted her to act the whore, they'd all nodded but told her sometimes she just needed to grit her teeth and accept the fact that all men were dogs. And that means, well, she got it...doggy-style. After picking out a few nice, and expensive pieces with lots of carats, she'd seen the dress in the window. Slinky, sexy, the front open down to...well she'd have to do some trimming, she'd hesitated. The three girls saw what she was looking at and before she knew it, she'd arranged to have the red silk garment delivered. Tonight she was going to bend over and let her husband take her from behind.
"What do you think?" Too much?" she asked. "You always say I dress too conservatively and thought maybe tonight I'd let my hair down."
Even after jerking off this morning and cumming twice in the cute teenager, the man's cock throbbed looking at his wife's barely concealed body. Her huge breasts were just half-covered with hints of her pale pink areolas peeking out. Her nipples proudly poked though and the shape of her breasts was evident. He looked down at the bottom of the open vee and wondered if she'd shaved. This morning her blonde landing strip was higher.
"Turn around. You look beautiful," he sighed. As she turned he whistled to see the back was the same, revealing her entire spine down to her ass-crack. "I'm surprised," he said, "but glad, I've been trying to get you to loosen up and...well, wow!" He stroked her ass hoping she wouldn't bat his hand away but she surprisingly pushed her butt against his hand.
"I know, I couldn't wear anything under this." She wiggled her ass, "I might have been rash this morning so if you're still up for it..." she turned and kissed the man. "Just this once, but you're a great husband and you deserve it."
Edward's cock was beginning to tent the pants of his tux wondering whether she meant he could fuck her from behind or...pray to God! Anal. "Damn! Maybe we should stay home...you know, the weather and all that."
Isabelle laughed, "I know. I saw on the weather report it might get down to 72 degrees with clear skies. We'll need moonscreen or we might get moonburns," she giggled.
***********************************************
"Ladies and gentlemen. I want to first thank the Country Club for allowing us to hold our event here this year," the old director looked around, "We have guests from six countries, 25 states, and dozens of counties and cities here tonight."
As the man gave introductions, Violet nudged Isabelle, "Well? Are you going to, um let him go where no man has gone before?"
The blonde blushed, "Hell no," she whispered, "but if he wants...I can't believe I'm going to say this, if he wants me doggy-style as you put it, then I'll grit my teeth and let him."
The cute girl patted her friend's leg, "You'll like it. Edward's favorite. But think about it...the Maserati? 20 minutes in my ass and I got the car of my dreams."
The blonde groaned, "That will never happen, nor will I put his...you know, his thing in my mouth, even for a Maserati...ok, maybe for a McClaren," she sighed.
"So tonight, we have a record number of guests so here are the rules. You raise your paddle to bid but make sure you can cover the cost of your winning bid, there will be no credit. All bids are final and the values are listed with each item so anything above the appraised value is tax-deductible, so bid often, and bid high for the best write-offs. And for those who've made donations, the couple with the highest proceeds win the two-week stay in Kapalua, all expenses paid including all the golf you can play at," he looked over at a smiling couple, "Gerald and Marcy's house on the beach. Thank you both for your generous donation. Ok, last year we raised just over $12 million which helped hundreds of boys who might have gone into gangs or died from drug overdoses go to college. This year our goal is $15 million! Let's get the bidding started."
The auctioneer wasted no time and piece after piece was presented by the beautiful Mrs. Stanton who seemingly loved the spotlight. There was a tally board showing the doner's standings and Isabelle watched as she and Walter dropped to fourth. Just before her necklace was to be auctioned, Walter leaned over, "Go up there. We can move into first place if the necklace goes for a good price," he stroked her upper chest, "I know it will get more looks here than in Dolores' hands."
Isabelle hesitated, "You know I get stage fright...shit, Ok. You owe me," she looked at her friends and excused herself before going up to the auctioneer.
"I'd like to present this next piece," she said.
The man would have agreed to anything as he looked at the stunning woman up close. All evening he'd tried to avoid looking over at the buxom blonde wondering in what universe he'd be able to get her naked. "Um, sure...Mrs.?"
"Van Der Scott," she purred. She kissed him on the cheek making sure to press her large breast against the back of his hand. "Dolores, "I think since this was Walter's mother's necklace I should show her the respect it deserves," she smiled at the glaring woman.
The room was silent as all men and a good portion of the women eyed the gorgeous blonde as she put the necklace around her neck before arranging it on her creamy skin.
"Um, the bidding will start are $2,500...do we have 2,500?"
Walter was looking at all the men holding up paddles surprised at the bidding. This was maybe worth $10,000 but within minutes it was over $16,000. They might win the trip to Hawaii after all. The bidding kept going with few pauses. He couldn't believe $33,000 but his head whipped around as he heard a man he didn't recognize who stood and called out $100,000."
"Sir? You're bidding $100,000?"
"Well, I am, with one caveat as I never have time to inspect what I'm bidding on. Can you tell me exactly what...?"
"Yes, this is a Harry Winston platinum and diamond neck..."
"Sorry, I was talking about the entire package. I'd like to bid on the..." he made a circle in the air pointing up on stage," he smiled. He saw the auctioneer hesitate, "Perhaps $150,000?"
Walter stood up, "That's my wife," he blurted out, "You sir, are way out of line!"
"$160,000" another man called out as he stood up.
"190."
"200."
The auctioneer pounded his gavel and pulled the woman over, "Do you want me to stop this now? The last bid before the outrageous one was $33,000," he whispered.
Isabelle felt something she'd never felt in her life. Her nipples ached, her stomach felt like she'd swallowed a blender and she could feel the moisture on her inner thighs. She looked at her baffled-looking husband and looked at the donor standings then back to Walter. She turned back to the auctioneer after seeing her husband reluctantly nod, "Let it go on, this is for the kids," she said softly. Strangely, she felt a knee-weakening series of pulses throb through her pussy saying that.
Hesitating, the auctioneer turned back to the murmuring crowd, "Ok, our...volunteer is more than willing to put herself out there for the good of the children, but let's be reasonable, shall we make this a...say one-week rental?" He saw the original bidder nod so he continued, "We have the gentleman over there with 200, do we have 210?
An older man in the back stood, "230, but we can see the Harry Winston and the dress, but we'd like to see what else we're bidding on."
A roar of assenting voices went up and the auctioneer looked apologetically at the woman. He was glad he was behind the dais as he was now rock-hard. "Um. I think it's only fair, I mean at this bid level..."
The blonde stepped back shaking her head but not quickly enough.
Dolores came over and pulled the straps off Isabelle's shoulders and stepped back as the flimsy material puddled to the floor. She grabbed the woman's wrists as she tried to cover herself up, whispering, "Go with it, slut. You made your proverbial bed now lie in it." She looked out at the crowd smiling as she cupped one breast, then the other.
The auctioneer collected himself, "Thank you, Mrs. Stanton, are they real or augmented?"
The brunette woman bounced the blonde's huge tits nodding over at the auctioneer. "These are real, though perhaps you can confirm. We're talking about a lot of money here."
The man went over and took his time squeezing and mauling the blonde's breasts not caring he was sporting a pronounced tent. He went back to the dais and nodded, "100% real. Mrs. Stanton, can you escort our willing volunteer down to the floor. Traditionally the best pieces are put out on display for close inspection prior to the auction. It seems only fair for all the prospective bidders to get a closer look."
"Sure," Dolores nodded, "Mary Elizabeth, can we assume your donation will go for $5,000?"
A middle-aged woman stood up, "I was hoping for that, so yes," she smiled gleefully.
Dolores went over and grabbed the diamond-studded dog collar and leash. She grinned at Isabelle as she put it on her neck. "You think I ever forgave you for stealing Brett back at Shoreside? Payback is a bitch, bitch," she whispered.
She looked at the auctioneer before leading the naked blonde across the stage, "I think it's only appropriate for the bidders to know what a valuable object they are bidding on. Isabelle McMaster Van Der Scott, former head cheerleader, homecoming, and prom queen. Voted most likely...yes, that was it. You get it. She graduated Summa Cum Laude from Vasser and as far as we know, she's been with just one man...unless teasing pricks counts," she told the quiet audience. "She works out daily, has minimal body fat," she said as she pinched the blonde's belly skin. She then turned the woman around and squeezed her tight ass, "and looks to be nicely waxed," she said as the naked woman again faced the crowd. "Show the bidders," she ordered.
Isabelle thought she must be as red as a radish but squatted down opening her legs after Dolores slapped her ass. Mortified, she realized she was red and swollen, even more than after sex. She not only could smell her arousal but could see glistening beads of juice leaking out of her vagina.
"Ok, let's go meet someone who's about to introduce you to a world you never knew existed," the woman said happily as she tugged on the leash.
Isabelle never felt anything like this as men's and women's hands grabbed, prodded, and poked her. Some even stuck fingers inside her pussy and ass as she was led around the room. She was baffled that rather than wanting to flee she began rating the possible buyers of her body. There were a half dozen that disgusted her but thinking they might win brought back the huge rush. Why would that excite her? She wondered as a woman stood to grab her breasts. She winced as the woman pulled roughly on her nipples. Malorie Dowd. The woman she bested at tennis last month for the club championship.
She knew quite a few of the people and saw looks on their faces she'd never seen before, mostly lust and desire. When she was led by Walter, she tried to make eye contact but he also was looking lustily at her body. She was finally led back on stage, every place she was groped still raw and tingling.
Walter wanted to stop this but had to sit as his 5" cock was angrily throbbing in his pants. He remembered how many times he wished Isabelle would loosen up, even act like a bit of a slut, but nothing ever approached what he was watching in the banquet center.
Dolores pulled the woman back into the spotlights and nodded to the auctioneer.
"Ok, gentlemen, oh, and ladies please don't be shy. Our slave here promises to please anyone with sufficient funds in their checkbook," he smiled then looked over at the woman, "Can you promise to make it worth their while?"
As Isabelle hesitated, Dolores slapped her ass and hissed, "Answer the man, slave."
"Yes," her voice squeaked, "Yes," she said more firmly, "for the kids whoever wins the bidding will have no regrets."
Edward leaned over to the Police Commissioner, "Joe, isn't prostitution illegal?" he asked.
Never taking his eyes off the naked blonde who was way out of his league, he shook his head. "She's not promising sex, she's just naked. Plus she's doing this for the kids," he said softly.
"220!"
"230."
Dolores turned her former high school friend around, whispering into her ear, "Spread your legs and touch your toes, slut!"
Isabelle felt the pulsing in her crotch again as she felt her body react as if her brain had no say.
"That's it. Damn! You're a whore at heart," the woman said gleefully, "spread your ass so these nice men can see what they're going to be enjoying for the next week."
"300," Edward yelled out.
Violet punched her husband, "What? What are you doing?" she demanded.



"Sorry dear, I know it's not a surprise, but your birthday is next week and you've mentioned how much you'd..." he looked back on the stage.
"Oh baby, I love you so much," the cute woman cried, "That is so sweet! Go for it."
"350," a man yelled out as he and a dozen others stood for a better view.
"400...450...500."
Dolores pushed the woman to her hands and knees and proceeded to lead her around the stage like a dog. She looked out at the bidders, "You cheapskates can do better than that. She's housebroken, well-trained and all you need to do is give her frequent treats." She patted the blonde on her head then gently slapped a flopping tit.
Isabelle had never felt so humiliated in her life, so abased, so cheap, so aroused. When Dolores ordered her to wag her tail, she never hesitated and wiggled her ass at the crowd.
Walter sat back in his seat wishing he could stroke his cock. He looked at the camera crew wondering how much he'd have to pay to get copies of this then looked back at the stage at his wife who was now on her back, legs being spread wide by Dolores. The bidding showed no signs of slowing down until there was one man who held up his paddle, saying.
"2 Million! And for two weeks," he said lowering the phone from his ear.
The auctioneer stopped and looked at the tall man in the back. "We have 2 Million, do I hear 3? No? Going once, going twice, sold! To number 34. Sir, I am impressed and your generosity will put at least 25 kids through college." He looked over at the blushing woman who was being led down the stairs to the back of the room, "I daresay, you got a true bargain."
***********************************************
Normally the auction was over by midnight, but after Violet and the two other Tetra-Trophy Wives went up on stage to present their donations, the auction wrapped up at 3:35 AM. Net proceeds...$22.5 million. The top donors were the Van Der Scotts which should have made Walter and Isabelle thrilled, but Walter sat stunned as he watched his naked wife be led out the door, naked that is except for the dog collar and spiked heels. He wanted to say goodbye, or get a look...any look from his now totally-compliant wife. He stood in the door as his naked blonde wife was led through the parking lot to a Rolls Royce where she got in without hesitating. It wasn't until later he found out the winning bidder was an agent for some sheik in Oman or somewhere.
Violet smiled at her husband as she was leaving with the CEO and his grinning wife of the local distribution company. Edward didn't look thrilled even though she'd raised a million as he'd always hated the man. He sighed and slumped back next to his friend Walter.
***********************************************
The next two weeks were the longest two weeks ever for Walter. Not a word from his wife and as he had no idea where she was, he more than once wondered if she were gone for good. He'd heard about white women being prized around the world and imagined Isabelle being sold off to various billionaires for their various perversions. He couldn't jerk off enough with visions of his prudish wife being used by every type of person imaginable.
It was a good thing he had his stores though. Every night he managed to take a different salesgirl to dinner. All were thrilled that the owner would wine and dine them and were more than eager to make it worth his time and money. Lexi and her twin Alexis left his cock bruised and sore from their eagerness and willingness to do anything leaving him with the need to rest his penis for a couple of days. He couldn't get the picture of Alexis cleaning her sister's cunt while he fucked that tight ass out of his head and wished he could get Violet and Isabelle to try this.
***********************************************
He sat at his desk thinking that today was to be the day the sheik returned his wife. He should be home waiting, but he had no idea what to say or how he could even look at her. Finally, he pressed the intercom, "Tell Daryl I'll be going home now," he said resignedly.
Climbing out of the Bentley and telling his driver to take the rest of the week off, he went to the front door. He felt a surge of relief seeing his wife's red dress on the side table knowing she had to be home. "Isabelle?" he called out. He wondered where she was but realized she might be jetlagged or otherwise exhausted. He quietly crept upstairs and opened the bedroom door.
"Holy shit!" he gasped seeing his wife on all fours on the bed, looking back at him with a grin. Her pussy was inflamed and sopping and her anus was now bleached and...wow! Glistening with lube.
"I was wondering when you'd get home. I've been like this for over an hour. Get your clothes off and put your cock in my mouth so I can get you nice and hard," she ordered. She looked at the man's erection as he yanked off his pants, "you can fuck me any way you want, or you can cum in my mouth or ass."
***********************************************
Isabelle never told Walter what happened after she had been led away, nor did he ask but afterward she was not only insatiable but highly skilled and willing to do anything. Walter stopped rewarding the top girls at the stores since Isabelle wanted his cock multiple times a day. The best was when Edward sent Violet over as a birthday present and Walter finally got to fuck that little pixie while Isabelle licked her friend's pussy.
The following year, the auction attracted bidders from 22 countries and 43 states. 19 of the wives were more than eager to showcase their donations and the Disadvantaged Youth Education Fund raised over $50 million. The private airfield ran out of space with all the private jets, many with Arabic writing on them. The prize this year was two weeks in Dubai at the Burj Al Arab. This worked out as the winning bidder lived in Dubai so he was able to fly over when the month was up.
Getting out to the restaurants and the beaches was interesting as dozens of men seemed to know her. They tightly hugged her and greeted her warmly by her Arabic nickname, something along the lines of Eahirat Mubaraka. He later was told it roughly translated to Blessed Whore. He smiled as they walked the beach thinking how true her name was.
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*
"Man! You're alive," Steve stood as his old friend came over to the table. "We thought you were having an affair or something the last month or so," he shook the man's hand.
"Sorry, sorry. I've been spending more time with Marcy. She's...never mind. I wasn't going to miss this game, State wins this and it's on to the conference playoff," Mike grinned as he grabbed a seat. "So, you saved a seat for me every week?" he asked.
Greg nodded, "You always said you were busy but we assumed you'd wrap things up and, well. How's work going? Did I hear you got promoted? Brad got a new job, by the way."
The four friends talked about work, recent vacations, and other things until the game came on then their focus was on the TV. Steve,
"Man! They did it, so make sure you keep next Saturday open. I have to get back to Laura," Greg smiled. "I wonder what she has up her sleeves today...or should I say up her shorts?"
The four friends had been coming to the same bar every Saturday afternoon during college football season and they'd opened up about everything...including what happens in the bedrooms. Steve and Mike had mentioned more than once their wives were ultra-conservative in bed, missionary, cowgirl and, some doggy, but blowjobs and anal weren't even on the table...actually neither was either wife being bent over a table on the table.
"Damn! Do you have to rub it in?" Steve asked. "Anyhow, guys, I do have a blow job waiting for me back home," he smiled.
"Seriously? I thought you slept in the guest bedroom the one time you tried to get Michelle to suck your cock?"
"Oh yeah, she did, but I have to blow out the sprinklers," he grinned, "Hey, a guy can have fantasies, can't he?"
"That is so sad, "Brad patted his friend on the shoulder, "and here I'm frustrated Jennifer won't suck my cock after I've fucked her ass. Oh well, I should get home, Saturday is Jen's day to clean house," he grinned.
The three men nodded. They knew all about Jennifer's love of exposing herself, so she always cleans house naked or at least with an apron. Brad bragged more than once how she'd kept washing the floor while he fucked her from behind.
Steve sighed, "I'll say it again, perhaps we should watch these games at your house, hell she doesn't even have to be fully naked. The apron sounds great too."
"Yeah, not happening. I shouldn't tell you guys this but I trust you, but she gets so horny that she'd let all you guys do her and never blink an eye. Anyhow, as great as you guys are, I need to go get my dick wet," he chuckled.
After he and Greg left, Steve sat back. "I guess I should get back to my chores and maybe Michelle will reward me by letting me do her from behind."
Mike looked at his friend, "Look, don't tell the guys but I've been home a lot since Marcy...um, has become a lot more adventurous...willing in bed," he said softly.
"Really? What happened?" Steve sat up. "You told me she was never really into it."
"I didn't know at first but one morning, what was it? After the Iowa game, Sunday morning...anyhow, I woke up and she was sucking my dick. At first, I wondered if it was my birthday or what but I wasn't going to question it at that time. It was amazing, I mean she'd put my dick in her mouth but she was sucking, I mean really sucking. In the back of my mind, I was wondering how she learned the thing she was doing with her tongue and how deep she took me...I wish I'd taped it. And then I saw she was playing with herself...that never happened, ever. Anyhow it wasn't long before I was going to cum and when I told her she sucked harder. Marcy, my innocent lie-back wife swallowed every drop."
"Holy shit! Did you get her a new car or something?" Steve asked leaning forward.
Mike shook his head, "No, I mean, I had taken her to dinner Friday night, you know, San Angelos? Anyhow, she was incredibly horny that night, Italian wine does that to her, and we had a great time in bed, but it was the usual, me on top or her riding me. This was different. She seemed to get off on pleasing me rather than her allowing me to...use her pussy to please myself."
"Damn! I'm going to pick up some Italian wine on the way home, maybe I can check off two blow jobs today," Steve grinned.
"Well, ok. I'm going to tell you this but you can't breathe a word to anyone. Marcy had an affair...been having one for a while," he sighed.
"Oh shit! Wait, you've been spending more time with her? I'd have thought you dump her or...who was it?" Steve asked.
"Yeah, um, a guy in the gym. She has been working out and lost a few pounds...you should see her, hang on," he pulled out his phone showing Mike a picture of his wife in shorts and bikini top.
Steve let out a low whistle, "Dude, she'd fucking hot. Who was this guy and want me to help you beat the shit out of him?"
Mike laughed, "I feel like thanking him, look, hear me out," the man signaled for a couple more beers, "I think we have time. You need to hear this."
"Marcy was, well feeling less than sexy, you know how it is, she's 40 now with two kids. We've been making love maybe twice a month. The doctor told her she's lacking energy since she was carrying a bit more weight than she should, so she joined the gym over on Pearl Street. Anyhow, she's been working out there three days a week including when I've been here with you guys. This guy chatted her up and they well, you get it. He lives over on Jackson, just a couple of blocks from the gym, and..." he took a sip of beer before continuing.
"I still don't get why we shouldn't beat the shit out of the guy," Steve wondered. "So, Marcy confessed, she told you?"
"I'll get to that, but no, she didn't. Anyhow the last few weeks she's not just been eager for sex, she's wearing a lot more revealing clothes, shorter skirts, lower cut tops, but she loves sucking my cock. Then a couple of weeks ago, I came home from work and the kids were at a school event and there was Marcy, naked, face down on the coffee table, and get this, she asked me to fuck her ass. She said she was always curious about that."
"Oh my God! How was it? I've heard it's incredible," Steve sighed, "I'm jealous...um, you wouldn't want to invite me over," he chuckled.
"Yeah, no. Not happening. Not one to look a gift horse in the mouth, I took her up on her offer feeling pleased I was taking her virgin ass...but not exactly the first," he sighed. "I was at the coffee shop over on Adams and heard a guy bragging to his friends about a married bitch he'd been banging. I listened in thinking I needed to get home to Marcy hearing the incredible things he did to this woman and what she did to him, but when he mentioned he and his roommate fucked her in the back of her car...a custom blue Audi Q7," he looked at his friend, "I knew...hoped I was wrong, but I knew who they were fucking.
"Oh wow. What did you do?" Steve asked quietly.
"I went over with the idea of telling them they could go to hell or something, but as I stood, the guy from the gym said sadly, 'She broke it off...she loves her husband too much and couldn't see me anymore,' so I went around as if going to the men's room and stopped to listen a bit more. He sounded like he was going to cry when he said 'I begged her to stay, told her I love her, never told any chick that.' Then he said her name, 'Marcy told me never felt the same way and she just did it because she wasn't appreciated by her husband but this was wrong and it had to stop,'" Mike said as he took another sip.
"Wow, and so she broke his heart," Steve sighed, "That's sad but I can't see why you seem grateful."
"Marcy and I have been married 17 years and sex became, well almost a chore. Since she cheated on me, we have sex every day, she sucks me off, begs me to fuck her all over the house...hell, we were cleaning the garage the other day and I fucked her ass on the workbench. This 20-something kid got my wife to open up which I never could have."
"You forgive her?"
"I understand now. I quit coming up behind her, holding her...I don't know, maybe as she put on weight I lost interest, or perhaps I just wasn't as intrigued to get her naked. Anyhow, she's so much sexier, so much more fun so yes, I feel I should thank him." Mike said softly.
"So, are you going to tell her you know?"
"See? That's just it, either she feels guilty which makes her eager to please me or this kid made her feel sexy, alive, and real woman in which case if I tell her I know, what might happen? The old axiom, 'If it ain't broke, don't fix it,'" he smiled.
Steve shook his head, "Now you have me wishing Michelle would cheat on me," he sighed, "but I couldn't handle it as you did. I think I'd go postal."
"I get it, before this all happened I felt the same way, now getting pleasured by a beautiful woman every night I've been wondering if she might periodically need to step out to renew her horniness," Mike said softly, "I hate the thought, as you do, but the results sure pay off. Anyhow, I have to get home. Marcy sent the kids off to her parents and her old college roommate's visiting. I am not sure but I think she wants a threesome." He stood patting his friend's shoulder, "I'll let you know...maybe show you pictures."
***********************************************
Steve finished blowing out the sprinklers though he remember little of it. His mind was swirling thinking about Marcy and her cute body all sweaty and naked under him...or with her tight ass up in the air. He decided to go shower then see if Michelle might be in the mood.
The tall slender blonde 38-year-old was in the kitchen looking through the spice cabinet, a grouping of bottles and other containers on the kitchen counter. Steve stopped to look at his wife, really look at her. She might be 5 pounds heavier than when they'd met in college but still had her figure. He remembered the first time he'd seen her. She was trying to get a bottle of hand lotion and the last one was way back on the shelf. He'd offered to help after seeing first her great ass and then her left breast smashed against the lower rack as she vainly attempted to grab the bottle.
"Let me," he'd offered and she looked over, smiling.
"Thank, God," she'd said "I hate it when guys want to 'help' me," she said stepping back, "The white bottle in the back."
Steve's eye's flicked across the impressive chest before reaching back to grab the bottle. "This one?" he asked. "Sadly I came here to get this for my mom and it looks like the last one," he stepped back.
"Oh really?" she asked, "Is this a line or does your mom really use this brand?" she had her hands on her flared hips.
"I'm serious. Ok, I'll tell you what," he looked up and down the aisle, "I'll race you to the end and whoever wins gets the lotion."
He smiled thinking back to how she'd looked down the aisle then back at him as if considering running through the store. He still wondered whether she'd have done it if he hadn't suggested something else.
"On the other hand, perhaps if you have dinner with me I might come over to pick you up carrying a bottle of wine, flowers, and hand lotion," he'd offered.
That was it and six months later he popped the question and another two and they were married. The first 10-12 years the sex was intense, though bit by bit Michelle stopped performing oral sex and they'd settled into a routine. It occurred to Steve that it'd been three weeks since they'd last made love.
"Hey babe, whatcha doing?" he asked as he pressed his body against her ass. He felt her warm tight ass against his cock as he reached around to cup her breasts. She wore such thick padded bras now rather than the thin lacy ones that clipped in the front but he was still aroused feeling the huge masses on her chest.
"What are you doing?" she asked as she pried his hands off her boobs. "are you horny? You were drinking, that's why," she sighed. "Look, maybe later or tomorrow. I've been going through the house and getting rid of stuff. I have the back of the Land Rover filled with donations for the Goodwill and now I'm getting rid of expired stuff in the kitchen." She looked at the bulge in his shorts, "I'm not feeling all that clean right now nor in the mood. Why don't you go through your drawers and closet so we don't make multiple trips over there." She palmed his cock, "After you check out your porn sites and jerk off."
"What? I don't...Ok, I do. Look, we need to make love more. I miss it. I miss feeling your naked body against mine, you know?" he asked.
"Tomorrow, now go jerk off and let me get all this done," she turned back to the spice cabinet.
***********************************************
Steve woke to the most incredible dream. He was at Mike's house watching a game on the tube when for some reason he was alone with Marcy. She'd asked him some questions leading to her taking off her top and placing his hands on her plump tits then she'd crawled down to suck on his aching cock. He felt his balls aching and abruptly woke up fearing he'd mess up the sheets but the warm mouth on his cock was still there.
Opening his eyes, he saw the blonde hair bobbing on his cock and moaned, "Oh Shelly, I'm close." She seemed to lose her gag reflex as her lips were almost touching his pubes. Where did she learn to do that? he wondered.
Michelle looked up still stroking his cock, "Michelle. I told you before, I've just had one guy call me Shelly, and he cheated with my best friend, but ok this time." She crawled up and lowered herself on his cock and began bouncing on his hard shaft, "Though I prefer Shelly to Marcy. Were you dreaming about her? I get it, she'd a hot little thing, isn't she?" she grinned down at her stunned-looking husband. "Oh don't worry about it, we all have fantasies. Now let's see if your huge cock can get me off twice or more while I recall some of my old boyfriends," she panted. "Kidding, none had a cock even close to what you have."
Steve stepped into the shower feeling the pleasant ache in his balls. Michelle had cum twice and after the last time, she'd done something she'd never done before. She went down on him though she'd finished him off with her hand when he'd told her he was going to cum. He wanted to call Mike to tell him he didn't need Michelle to have an affair to open up...then it hit him. What if she did have an affair and...oh crap!
The next few weeks Steve was trying to tell if things were different about Michelle but her routine seemed the same. Also, it seemed as though the blowjob was a one-time thing and they went back to having sex a couple of times a month.
***********************************************
A few months later Michelle stood in front of Steve whose eyes were glued to the TV. She held out a couple of pairs of binoculars.
"You are wasting your life in front of the TV. We're going out," she said as she took the remote.
Steve finally agreed to go along bird watching as they hadn't done it in years and it was a beautiful spring day. They were getting out their gear in the parking lot when they heard a man's voice.
"Shelly, Christ! Is that you?" a tall blond man trotted up.
Michelle spun around, "Terry? Fuck me!" she cried as the man pulled her into a tight hug. She stepped back, "You look the same, I mean, maybe a bit...have you been lifting?" she squeezed his arms.
Steve stood back feeling awkward as the two looked each other up and down. He cleared his throat as his wife was feeling the man's biceps.
"Oh, Christ. I'm sorry. Terry, this is my husband Steve. Steve, this is Terry, an old...we went to high school together," she said blushing.
Steve knew there was more but put out his hand. He was relieved the man didn't crush his hand but just shook it firmly. "Good to meet you, I assume you two dated?" he asked.
Terry grinned, "You could say that. She and I were quite the thing until I screwed up," he sighed.
Michelle glared at the man then back at Steve, "He did. I'm over it now, but yeah, he screwed up big time. I always thought...never mind. Are you here to bird watch, too?" she asked. "Wait, I thought you were in California, did you move here?"
"I am and I did. After talking to...anyhow a job opened up here...you're really over it? I'm glad. I've been beating myself up for years over...what I did. Anyhow, let me see your binoculars," he said as he reached for the glasses draped on the woman's chest.
Steve wanted to push the man away who made no attempt to avoid pressing his hand into Michelle's breast as he lifted the binoculars.
"Impressive pair," he smiled, "Zeiss, these are a great pair of binoculars. I'd like to use these sometime."
Michelle slapped his hand playfully, "Thanks, but they're my husband's. I'm not ready to share my...um, pair with any other man."
Steve had a thought, "Look, I need to take the car for service and I get the idea you guys might want to catch up. Terry, we live just a few miles from here, can you give her a lift home?" he asked.
Michelle looked at her husband, surprised, "I thought you wanted to do birding," she looked at him.
"I do, I did. Ok, I was going to head over to the marsh and you wanted to check out the Bald Eagle's nests by the river. But then I do need to take the car in, so see you at home?" he asked.
"Ok, but are you sure?" Michelle asked doubtfully.
Steve nodded "Of course, hell, if I ran into an old friend I'd want to catch up, plus I'd just feel like a third wheel. Have fun!" he said before heading down the trail to the west.
Terry took Michelle's arm, "You heard your husband, let's catch up. We have 20 years to talk about."
Steve circled back remembering Michelle's blowjob and maybe she had cheated. Maybe she wasn't the true wife he'd always thought. He kept back far enough they couldn't see him. Finally, they'd stopped in a clearing and Steve was able to step behind a tree. He glanced around periodically but he could hear their conversation and it had nothing to do with the eagles.
"I haven't forgotten, you know. I'm over it but seeing you fucking Mary in the back of my car was maybe the worst thing that ever happened to me," Michelle said firmly. "Why? Why would you not only fuck my best friend but do it in my car?"
Terry turned to look at the woman, "I know, it was wrong, but...well, it's actually your fault."
"Fuck you," Michelle hissed, "My fault? Are you on drugs?"
"You told her, she told me you bragged how big my cock is. You did, didn't you?" he said looking down at her.
Michelle nodded, "I might have...ok I did. Mary was bragging how John's seven-inch cock was so great, I mean she went on and on so I told her that yours was over 10". I guess I should have kept my mouth shut."
Terry stroked the blonde's arms, "Well she cornered me at the party, reached into my pants, and...there were no spare rooms so we went to your car. Look, it was a mistake but she was stroking my cock and I was horny. Remember you were on the rag at the time so we..." he pulled the girl into a hug, "If I had to do it all over again I'd tell her to go fuck herself."
Michelle pushed the man away, then decided to return the hug, "She would have too. She was a major slut who'd spread her legs for any guy. I have to ask, was it worth it?"
"You know the answer to that," Terry sighed.
"No, let me rephrase that, if I hadn't caught you in the act and I remained blissfully ignorant, would it have been worth it? Was she a good fuck?" she looked up at him.
"No. and I'm not just saying that. She couldn't take more than 2/3 of me and she didn't suck cock even close as well as you do, plus...there's the lack of a happy ending," he smiled, "You certainly took care of that."



"Right answer," she pulled his lips to hers.
Steve watched, at first angry but then intrigued as the kiss became more passionate as the man's hands explored Michelle's ass then cupped a breast. Rather than bat his hand away she made room for him to feel more of her.
The man was surprised he was getting hard watching and reached into his pants to stroke his cock as Terry untucked her tee-shirt so he could feel her skin. Michelle was making these low moan sounds and her ass was flexing against the man's cock. "10 inches? Over 10 fucking inches?" Steve thought. Michelle had always told him his cock was the biggest she'd had and it was plenty. But she'd obviously lied about that.
The blonde stepped back and looked around, not seeing her husband who'd ducked back behind the tree just in time. "Look, I'm married and what we just did...are doing is wrong, but can I see it just one more time?" she asked as she undid his belt.
Terry stopped her, looking around. "I have a better idea. Someone could easily come down this trail. How about I give you that ride home. Call Sam, or whatever your husband's name is, and find out when he's getting home," he suggested.
Michelle never corrected the man but pulled her phone out of her hip pocket.
Steve quickly put the phone on airplane mode letting the call go to voicemail.
The blonde sighed, "I guess he's in a dead zone, but the repair place is an hour north so, ok. I'll try calling him again, but I just want to see Big Boy again, just once more as I think about him all the time. When you called from San Francisco a few months back I had no idea you were moving back here...a surprise, but a nice surprise," she smiled as she pulled the man back down the trail.
Steve sprinted back to the parking lot thinking back to the morning blowjob and Michelle's renewed lust. He made it back easily to the car and was able to get out of there before the couple made it back.
He dialed the phone, "Um, Mike. Remember we had that conversation about Marcy opening up...Yeah, well Michelle's old boyfriend is in town...yes, they do...I should? Fuck, ok, I'll let it play out...sure, I'll let you know...of course, what are friends for?" he bitterly chuckled before hanging up.
As he was pulling into the house for sale the next block over, his phone rang. "Hey Michelle, did you see the eagles?" he answered.
The blonde stood next to Terry's Audi R8, "We are looking right at them...or at least we can hear them. Did you get an appointment? What time should I make dinner? I assume you'll be home by 4?" she asked.
'Great way to phrase it,' Steve thought. "Crap, probably not. Let's plan on eating at 6. They can take me today, but I'll have to wait. At least I have my audiobook," he said apologetically.
"That's great! I mean, it's great they can take you today," the woman quickly explained. "I love you and I'll have dinner waiting."
"Um, why not invite Terry over," Steve found himself saying, "I mean, if you two want to catch up I get it. Oh, and if he wants to stay for dinner..."
"Um, I'll ask him," she put her hand over the mouthpiece and nodded at her old boyfriend, "He said he'd like that. We'll pick up some wine on the way back, love you, bye," she said.
Steve went through the backyard to the shrubs behind their house. Never in a million years did her think he'd be a peeping tom and at his own house with his own wife no less. He was glad it was a warm day as he had to wait a while. Perhaps they really were picking up wine, he thought. Then it occurred to him, maybe they are parked somewhere. She just wanted to see his cock again, but...oh fuck! he thought.
He was about to give up when he heard the roar of a well-tuned engine winding down through the gears then pulling into the driveway. He wondered what the man drove but it had to be German, he thought.
"Welcome to our humble abode," Michelle smiled as she climbed out of the car. "Thanks for letting me drive, wow! This is fucking quick," she grinned as she handed him the keys.
She unlocked the door and held it open. "Drink? We have a great selection of beer, wine, coffee..." she couldn't continue her lips were instantly covered by his.
Steve felt himself getting hard again as he watched through the lower corner of the window. They'd left a few cracked to let in the fresh air not concerned with a burglar, but as he just found out, that might have been a bad idea. He felt disappointed in his wife as she pulled off the man's shirt followed by hers and her bra. He knew then that she was going to get more than a look at the man's cock. What amazed him was the rippling muscles. 'Oh, Christ! She'll never look at me the same way again,' he thought. The man must work out 8 hours a day. He propped his phone against the window to capture what he could.
"God! I missed these," he groaned, his hands and lips all over Michelle's massive tits. "Are these bigger? Holy fuck! You've gotten hotter than ever, shit! I wish I hadn't fucked up," he said admiringly.
"And wow!" she sighed, her hands exploring the rock-hard pecs and abs, "You've not been sitting in front of the boob tube, haven't you?" she panted.
Terry grinned then sucked a nipple into his mouth before pushing her back onto the couch.
Steve pulled out his cock as the old boyfriend yanked off Michelle's shorts and panties then sat back on his heels admiring the woman's body, "Fucking incredible. You look even better than when you were 18," he sighed. He traced her aroused areolas with his fingers before stroking her wet labia. "One thing has changed, you're bare here," he sighed as he pressed his face against her pussy.
Steve was stroking his cock more vigorously as he watched his wife writhe on the couch, her hands in the man's blond hair. She was getting into it more and more, her legs spreading wider and her ass lifting off the cushions. He'd gone down on her a few times but she'd always just told him that was enough and to fuck her. It was apparent she was more than ready but her moaning was encouraging him to not stop and to keep going.
"Oh fuck!" Michelle spat as she came, "Yessss, yessss, yesss, I missed you so much," she panted. "I missed that almost as much as...oooohhhhh."
Terry kept licking even after she came until he heard what he wanted to hear.
"Damn it, stop! Fuck me, fuck me with that huge cock of yours," Michelle screamed out.
Steve was sure the neighbors could hear that but looked on stunned as the blond-haired man stood, a massive tent in the front of his shorts.
"I got this," Michelle slid off the couch onto her knees. She palmed the man's shaft through the fabric then looked up at him licking her lips. "Maybe I'm getting older and losing my memory but you feel bigger," she grinned.
"I'm a couple of inches taller and 30 pounds heavier so it makes sense that other parts must have grown also," he smiled down at her, "And your tits are larger, too, so some things do improve with age."
Steve watched, his stomach hurting, his cock throbbing as his wife slowly pulled the man's shorts down. He both wanted her to stop and wanted to see if what the man bragged was true. No way...no fucking way could any man have an 11" cock, or a woman...his wife could get that to fit inside her...and Michelle makes him take it slow every time he pushes his 7 1/2" cock inside her. He choked back a gasp as the long fat rod popped free. That wasn't real, it had to be some prosthetic, but seeing his blonde wife grinning up at the man as she stroked the shaft with both hands showed she wasn't surprised.
"Hello Big Boy," she purred. "I can't tell you how many times I've thought about you," she said to the plump head before kissing it.
Steve was sure she'd just lick the shaft or suck on the tip, which she did but she then opened her mouth, pressing her face against the fat fleshy rod before pulling back. She repeated this taking more down her throat each time until just her fist was keeping the man's cock from being buried deep down her throat.
"Oh Fuck, Shelly...where, when did you...?" he panted.
With a sucking pop, she sat back stroking the massive shaft, "When we talked last winter you told me I could take more of you in my mouth and pussy...ok, you said cunt, but you told me I was the best. I decided to work on it so I used a banana."
She turned the man around, pushing him back on the couch, her hand never leaving the veiny rod, "You need to sit, I plan on making your knees wobble," she grinned.
Terry flopped back, legs opened wide as the beautiful blonde lowered her head onto his aching cock. Head back, eyes closed, he stroked the silky blonde hair as the woman's head bobbed up and down.
Steve had the perfect vantage point to see his wife's bouncing breasts, obscenely stretched open lips, and what looked like the outline of the man's cock opening her throat. How can she do that with barely gagging, he wondered. She seemed intent on taking the entire foot of cock down her throat but was stopped with just a couple of inches to go. Even though he saw tears in her eyes, a string of saliva dangling from her chin he found himself rooting for her to do it.
Michelle kept gagging as the mushroom-shaped head filled the back of her throat but no matter how hard she tried to relax her gag-reflex she still left three inches of pulsing shaft exposed.
Terry had never had any woman take more than half his cock in their mouth but the way Shelly worked the underside with her tongue was driving him crazy. "Babe, fuck, babe I'm...oh fuck!" he cried as the blonde bobbed more rapidly resisting the large hands pushing gently up on her head.
Steve's jaw dropped as Michelle had never let him cum in her mouth, but he watched in amazement as his wife's throat swallowed rapidly with those hands now holding her head, his hips rising as he ejaculated down her throat. His balls must hold gallons of cum as his poor wife had to swallow at least 25 times. Just as Steve thought his wife was going to suffocate, Terry let go and flopped back.
"Huuuuhhhh," Michelle gasped as she sucked air into her lungs, "Holy shit! I remember now why I never let you cum in my mouth," she panted, then coughed. She grabbed her shirt, wiped off her face then cleaned his balls and cock. "Still hard, amazing. I guess it wasn't that great a blowjob," she smiled.
"My balls ache it was so intense," he groaned, "You're still the best cock-sucker I've ever known. I'm so glad I called you and decided to move here," he sighed. He lifted the naked woman onto his lap and kissed her. "I have a confession to make, my company had an opening here in town and they asked me if I were interested. "If you'd told me to pound sand I wouldn't have taken the position but you sounded happy to hear from me so..."
"You made a career move and relocated here because of me?" she looked at him.
Terry stroked the large breast, "I know...I knew you were married and happily at that but a man can dream, can't he?"
"Wow," she smiled, "I've never had a man do that much for me. That's quite flattering." She looked at the clock, "Almost noon, want that drink? Food? We have 6 hours to decide what to do next before Steve gets home," she got up.
Steve moved to the kitchen window as the naked couple entered. He was happy the couple behind them moved as they were the only neighbors able to see into their backyard so even though he was exposed, he doubted anyone would notice. He did manage to stuff his throbbing cock back in his pants... better to not get arrested for public exposure on top of being a peeping tom, then he turned on the video again.
Terry sighed loudly as the beautiful naked blonde bent over to grab the beers off the bottom shelf. He stepped behind her, his semi-hard cock brushing against her wet pussy.
She looked back over her shoulder, "You just came, can't you relax for a few before tearing me in half with that evil spear of yours?"
"I guess, but I'd hate to waste this opportunity to make love to the woman I've never stopped loving," he said as he knelt behind the woman and kissed her.
Steve couldn't believe how passionately his reserved wife was responding to the man's kiss. She dropped the beers and kicked the refrigerator door closed. Soon she was on her back, legs opened as he was dry-humping her. From the slurping sounds, she was more than ready and her moans encouraged him to keep going. He reminded himself he needed to see how unlevel the house was as the two bottles rolled across the oak flooring coming to rest against the baseboard with a pair of clinks.
"Oh God, Terry, go on...go on, fuck me. I need to feel your huge cock inside me," she panted.
The man never hesitated, reached between their bodies, then lifting his ass an absurd height before slowly lowering himself as he moaned happily.
Michelle put her head back and her eyes rolled back in her head, "Ooooohhhhh, fffffuuuuuuuccckk!" she gasped as the man pulled back and pushed in even more.
Steve wished they were reversed so he could see how stretched out Michelle's pussy was but it was still erotic watching the man as he held himself up pounding into the blonde's sloshing cunt. He heard low guttural grunts from his wife he'd never heard before becoming more rapid until she came. He wished he'd timed it, but it couldn't have been more than 30 seconds from the time the man first entered her to her orgasm.
Terry never let up as Shelly came, pounding her rhythmically, the sounds of her sopping hole being speared, the rhythmic sounds of his balls wetly slapping on her ass echoing throughout the kitchen. He'd fantasized he'd get to fuck this woman again, fantasized she'd be eager for his cock but never imaging it would be on a kitchen floor.
Michelle's huge tits were flopping violently on her chest and Steve gave up trying to adjust his cock. He looked around and took a chance. He pulled it out and within seconds was rapidly stroking himself. He could see the long fat glistening shaft as the man pulled way back, just to slam hard into the woman's pussy. He wondered how bruised Michelle will be, the thought of kissing it and making it better causing him to explode against the siding of the house. Just as he slumped down to the ground he heard his wife grunt loudly as another orgasm hit her.
Michelle lay back, her head spinning as the intense waves faded, "I fucking hate you...hate how fucking good at fucking you are," she moaned.
Terry pulled out and lay back on the floor, "I hate you too, passionately. I know you want to be on top, plus I can play with your tits," he smiled.
The blonde eagerly straddled the large man's waist, squatting with her ass right above the huge cock. Steve now could truly see how big it was and it was as long and as wide as Michelle's arm now reaching between her legs.
The woman closed her eyes, mouth open as she lowered herself onto the rigid shaft. "Ffffffuuuuucccckkkk!" she gasped, "It feels even fatter now," she panted, lowering herself more and more onto the long shaft. Soon she relaxed and her ass began rapidly bouncing on the man's cock.
Terry grabbed the flopping tits, his huge hands barely able to cover the large fleshy masses, leaning forward to suck a hard nipple between his teeth.
Steve felt himself getting hard again he watched the long shaft completely disappear into her now well-used cunt. Again he wished they'd turn around so he could see her from behind, especially as the man's hand slid across her ass, her groans indicating he was fingering her anus. Her response was surprising as she'd always berated him if he ever touched her there, in fact, she'd made him go wash his hands saying it was dirty. She was cumming again as Terry was now aggressively finger-fucking her ass.
"Oooohhhh, uuuuuhhhhh, uuuhhhh," the sweating blonde panted as another orgasm crashed through her. She flopped down onto his chest, her hips still humping rapidly,
Steve could now see the man's fat finger pressed to the knuckle into Michelle's puckered hole. She was almost passed out, but her ass still humped the man's cock.
Terry looked at the woman and kissed her, "Ok, I guess you want me to cum now," he said softly. He rolled her onto her back and took over thrusting into the woman.
Steve realized Michelle was not on the pill because he'd tested with an issue with immature sperm so they couldn't have kids. His wife was lying back, almost out cold as the man's muscles rippled with each thrust until he let out a long moan and jetted his sperm into the blonde's womb. Steve collapsed down to the ground, his head spinning as he tried to remember when Michelle last had her period.
Terry flopped down next to the gorgeous, but sweaty blonde, tenderly peeling hair off her face. She was breathing, that was a good sign. Her pussy was soaking as he felt his cock finally shrink but he wanted to savor the feeling he had for her as he gently kept fucking her.
The woman opened her eyes, "I love you," she sighed. Then she roused herself, "I shouldn't have said that, I'm married to a great guy."
"I love you too," he said before kissing her. "And not just because you're a great fuck, I've missed your humor, your intelligent conversation, and how much fun we had sharing experiences."
"Hmmmm, me too," she sighed. She looked around, "Let's get that lunch and perhaps beers that are cold. Plus," she looked between her legs, "when you finally pull out I can feel a flood coming on," she laughed.
Steve crawled up hearing the conversation, a sick feeling in his stomach. His wife sat up, her hand cupping her crotch. She went over to the sink, grabbed a dishtowel, and Steve's jaw dropped as a huge stream of cum poured out, quickly captured by the cloth. It didn't surprise her as she rinsed the rag in the sink, then went over to the man who was still lying on the floor, looking incredibly content. He thought she'd use the warm wet towel but instead licked and sucked the man clean.
"Ok, I'm only doing this so we can have lunch, don't you dare get hard again," she playfully slapped the fat cock. she finished cleaning his junk with the damp rag before getting up and rinsing it off again, then draping it over the edge of the sink.
Steve went back to his car and dialed the phone. He was wondering if she'd pick up but after three rings, she did, "Hey honey. They're just driving it into the bay now. I finished the book, what was the one you recommended I listen to next?" he asked.
"Sweetie! Glad to hear it, Christ. What a boring way to spend a Saturday," Michelle said as she felt the man press against her from behind. She told him about the latest Baldacci book she'd read. "You'll like it, the heroine is a kick-ass bitch...like me," she panted as Terry pressed his cock against her ass and she was still out of breath from the exertion.
"Are you ok? You sound winded or something, did I catch you at a bad time?"
"No, Terry and I were talking out back and my phone was inside," she said, "So what time will you be home?" she asked.
Steve hesitated, "It looks to be closer to 5 now, much better than 6. Should I pick up wine, or did you get that?" he asked.
Michelle closed her eyes and leaned her head back against the hard pec as a hand slid between her legs and the other pulled on a hard nipple. "Um, we're good, we got a bottle of Barolo, I know how much you like Italian wine," she said trying hard to sound normal.
"Oh good, well I shouldn't say this when we have a guest over, but I've been really horny all day so let's see if we can make it an early night so we can get naked and sweaty," he said.
"That sounds good," she sighed, "Um, drive safely," she panted as two fingers went inside her and as fat cock slid between her ass cheeks as he pulsed to full tumescence.
Terry didn't care about the conversation but hoped it would end soon. He pulled his hips back, lifted Shelly's leg up onto the counter, then pushed his cock into her.



"Ohhhh, aaaahhhh, sorry, stubbed my toe, oh wow!" she sighed.
"Are you alright?" Steve asked, "Sounds like it hurts. Should I just come home and take you to the doctor?" he asked.
"Uh, oh oh, no...I just need to put ice on it, it...oh damn! she sighed. "Look, I have to go and just get off my feet. I'll be fine, love you, bye!" she said as she failed to hang up and tossed down the phone. "I hate you, Steve had to know, he's not stupid," she groaned.
Terry was now humping hard up into the woman's cunt, both hands gripping her massive tits, "So? Let him. Any man who suggests his wife take an old boyfriend back home knows what will happen. You want me to stop? Should I go home?" he asked as she kissed the back of her neck.
"Fuck you, you know my answer," she panted, "I never could say no to your cock, your mmmmpph" she moaned as his lips covered hers.
Steve's cock was hard again and he had to pull it out. He had the speakerphone on as he leaned the seat back, stroking his cock. He heard both parties grunting with Michelle's sopping cunt sloshing and for the second time in 15 minutes the man had recovered enough the fuck again. He shook his head, who recovers that fast? he thought. He closed his eyes imagining the scene in the kitchen as he stroked his cock. He had the thought that Terry had been getting her ass ready and the thought of her sphincter opening up to accept that huge shaft triggered an eruption all over his shirt.
The man sadly cleaned up as well as he could then backed the car out. He decided to just take a walk in the park to clear his head and figure out why he was so excited about his wife cheating on him.
Terry pulled out, then lifted the woman easily up onto the counter. She put her feet on each side of her ass, opening her pussy wide, her eyes glued to the glistening shaft as he pressed the head between her swollen lips. "Oooooohhh, I love feeling you enter me. I could feel this every day," she moaned.
"I'd like that, too," he said as he leaned forward to kiss her.
***********************************************
Steve came up to the front door, taking out his keys when he found it locked. He entered quietly thinking maybe they'd be still fucking, but instead heard laughing and a normal conversation coming from the kitchen. "Michelle, I'm home," he called out as he hung the car keys up.
His blonde wife came out of the kitchen and hugged him. "So glad you're home. We have steaks and Terry made the most incredible-looking twice-baked potatoes. I had no idea he knew his way around a kitchen, but the man's a genius," she smiled.
Steve thought about the way she said it and heard the double-entendre in her voice. "Oh cool. I'm starving having missed lunch, so this is great." He went into the kitchen and greeted the man, "Sorry I had to go to the shop, I hope you and Michelle found something to do. Did you get a beer?" he asked.
"Thanks, she was great. It was really good to catch up and just between you and me, I thought she'd kick me in the nuts when she first saw me. You have no how relieved I feel now," he smiled, "oh and how happy my nuts are," he laughed.
"What can I do to help?" Steve asked. He picked up the wet dishtowel, "Want me to wipe off the table?" he asked.
Michelle grabbed the damp rag, "Um, yes but get another one. I used it to, um, put ice on my toe." she said quickly.
"Oh yeah, sorry I forgot, how is the foot? Here, sit down, let me look at it," he offered.
"No need," she said, "The pain went away much faster than I thought." She handed him a fresh towel. "I can be such a baby sometimes," she smiled.
As Steve went into the dining room to set the table, he called out, "Oh, by the way, your phone went straight to voicemail. Did you forget to charge it?" He looked into the kitchen as his wife picked up her phone.
"That's strange, it was fully charged this morning. I hope I don't need a new one," she said as she went over to the charger.
Steve smiled to himself. He'd listened to her being fucked in the kitchen, then an hour later after they'd talked about their lives, he heard them get quiet, and soon the sounds of crying out as she was getting fucked again, he assumed on the couch. He was sure he heard her sucking the man's cock a little later when the phone died.
After dinner, Steve picked up his wine and the bottle and suggested they go into the living room. Just as he was about to sit down he noticed a foot diameter wet spot, "What happened here?" he asked.
"Oh, shit!" Michelle sputtered, "I'll get a towel. My ice pack leaked when I put my foot up. You don't want to sit there."
The rest of the evening was uneventful, Michelle and Steve sitting close to each other with Terry in the side chair. They decided on a movie and when it was over the man stood up and sighed, "It's been great but I should head home."
Michelle stood and looked at the clock, "You ok to drive? You had a couple of beers and a half bottle of wine." she looked over at her husband.
Steve nodded, "How far away do you live? I'd hate to be responsible for a DUI or accident."
Terry nodded, "It's not far, 20 minutes or so, but if it's not in imposition..."
Steve laughed, "You've had my wife almost the entire day, a few more hours is nothing," he chuckled, "But seriously, thanks for keeping her company. I usually spend all weekend with her but it's so hard to get an appointment with the repair shop."
He picked up the glasses, "Honey, I'll clean up. Why don't you make sure the guest bedroom is all set and there're towels in the bathroom."
He made it to the master before Michelle did. He was already in bed when she came in looking flushed. He nodded to her, "Terry all set? I hope you tucked him in," he chuckled.
The woman looked at her husband, "You know, don't you?" she sat on the bed, "I mean, you might not know know, but you made sure we had time alone."
Steve nodded, "Yes. Look, I might be wrong but I got the feeling there were unresolved issues between you and Terry...and maybe a bit of longing for his gifts," he said softly.
"What do you know about, um, his gifts?" she asked quickly.
"Oh come on, I saw him in those shorts. The man either was packing a fairly large concealed weapon or he was packing another type of weapon." he took her hand in his.
"Are you mad?" she asked stroking his hand. "I don't know what to say to that. I never expected you to be..."
"I'm fine" He leaned over and kissed her, "I've sensed you had unresolved issues with Terry so...look, do you feel better?" he asked.
"Do I feel better having fucked another man?" she asked softly.
"Yes, do you need to exorcise a few more demons?" he asked stroking her face. Seeing her nod weakly he patted her ass, "Go. I'll turn the noisemaker on. Get it out of your system," he added. "I want my wife to think about me, to be with me or...well...if that's not the case we'll cross that bridge when we come to it."
Michelle looked at her husband, "I love you, but before I go," she said as she pulled down the covers. "I can't believe you're hard, does this excite you?" she asked as she stroked his cock.
"It actually does," he sighed, "But I'd rather this didn't become a weekly tradition and after this, you make a decision."
Michelle looked at her husband thinking back to the last few hours. She nodded, "I get it. I can't throw away all we have on some stupid hormonal urges," she said softly as she leaned over and sucked the head of her husband's cock into her mouth.
"Oh, honey, you don't have to do this...oh God! But, wow!" he sighed and she easily took his entire length down her throat. He lay back, feeling the best blowjob he'd ever experienced as his wife bobbed her head onto his cock. He reached around and felt her sopping panties wondering how much was her and how much was Terry. As he slipped the wet fabric aside and stabbed a finger into her hole, it felt different, maybe gooier realizing it was mostly Terry. It didn't bother him, in fact, it made his balls ache more as she shifted her ass to get better access. On a whim, he pulled out and pressed against her anus, and rather than pull away, she moaned as his finger penetrated her rectum.
Steve was doing wonderful things to her as his thumb played with her clit and his middle finger fucked her ass. She felt an orgasm coming on and began moaning on his cock.
The man couldn't take anymore grunting out he was cumming and as he hoped she would, his wife pressed her face into his matted pubic hair and clenched her throat on his cock as he jetted his hot cum down into her stomach.
The taste and the finger in her ass triggered her own orgasm and the couple loudly came almost simultaneously. She cleaned the man's cock off thinking how good she'd gotten in the last few hours at cleaning a man's cock. She let herself be pulled up and was surprised when her husband kissed her. "I love you so much," she sighed. "I like what you did to my ass by the way, after Terry leaves could you let me feel what anal sex feels like?" she asked.
Steve smiled, "Not interested in a foot of cock in your ass?" he smiled. "Ok, maybe he's just 9 inches or so, but I could tell he's bigger than I am."
Michelle chuckled, "You have no idea, but yeah, not happening."
Steve slapped her ass, "Go work out your hormonal urges and come back to me when you feel it's out of your system," he kissed his wife.
Michelle rolled off the bed and went into the bathroom to clean up. She came back out and saw her husband was already sound asleep. Giving him a kiss she turned off the light and headed downstairs to the guest bedroom.
***********************************************
Steve crept downstairs and listened at the guest bedroom door. He could hear the bed squeaking and both parties gasping and moaning. He went into the kitchen and put on the coffee and as he sat down with his steaming cup, he saw the two slowly come into the room.
"Coffee?" he asked. He got up and poured the two cups then sat back down. He looked at the two questioningly.
"We talked, and..." Michelle looked at Terry, "if, um we could spend the day together we decided never to...um touch each other again," she said sadly, tears welling in her eyes.
"Are you sure? Looking at you both I wonder how strong you'll be," he looked at his wife, "I want you to be happy...look, how about this?" he looked at the calendar, "This is the third weekend of the month. As long as you both want, I'll be heading out of town every third weekend. How you spend it is up to you and I'd prefer never knowing," he said.
The two looked at each other, grins appearing. Michelle got up and gave her husband a huge kiss, "I'm going to make you the happiest man on Earth," she panted.
***********************************************
Steve flopped down after cumming in his wife. "Oh wow, I cannot get enough of your ass. I wish I could last longer but you're so fucking tight," he moaned. He thought back on the last year. Michelle and Terry had gotten together for the first three months but then the apparent fires cooled and then they'd spend a few hours together each of the weekends until Michelle came to him and told him Terry was moving back to California.
This coming weekend he was taking her to a resort up north to say goodbye and that would be it. He'd explained he wanted all of her and she can either divorce Steve or he'd move on with his life. Michelle never hesitated as she refused to leave her husband.
"I'm sorry that your boyfriend is breaking up with you," Steve said, stroking her face, "If you feel like talking about it..."
She shook her head, "Maybe with a girlfriend, but there are some things I'd prefer not to discuss with you," she sighed. "I think you know what kinds of things."
"His huge cock and how it makes you feel," he smiled.
"That and how I lied to you that first weekend...cheated and...you deserve better," she said sadly.
He wiped a tear off her face, "I knew what was going to happen. I'm not stupid and I saw how you looked at each other. I didn't want you sneaking off behind my back so I told you to spend time alone with him. Also, you never hurt your toe. You were getting fucked by Terry. The wet spot on the couch was...well, we both know what that was."
"How did you know I was lying and why didn't you call me out on it?" she asked. "Wait, you just repeated what I said on the phone...my phone battery died," she put her hands in her face.
"I heard it all. You sounded like you enjoyed yourself...what was it, five or six times? But, anyhow I know when my wife is getting fucked and since I knew already, I let you enjoy yourself without worrying. I have a question, how did you not get pregnant?" he asked, "There were never any used condoms I could see."
Michelle sighed, "Luck, I guess. And most weekends were pretty safe. I guess it's just how it worked out. I was worried, you know, if...and how you'd take it."
"I already decided how I'd take it. If we had a baby, I'd love him or her as much as if it were my own. After all, it would be yours and I always wanted kids."
Michelle paused, "I'll be fertile this weekend...should I...?"
"I'd be thrilled," he said, "You do what you think is best and maybe we could add to our family."
***********************************************
"Terry called. He's flying in... no expectations but he'd like to see, and this is exactly how he put it, 'Your and Steve's new baby girl.' I asked him the be Godfather, I'm glad you suggested it." Michelle said as she kissed her husband.
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"Hannah, how was San Diego?" Emma ran up to hug her friend, "It was so boring this summer without...hang on, your boobs...they've gotten so huge!" the skinny blonde cried. "And, are you like a couple inches taller?
"Sssshhh," the redhead blushed, "I know, right? I'll talk to you about it later, but tell all the juicy news, I mean are Len and Sarah back together, like," she made an obscene gesture with her finger and other hand.
Emma pulled her oldest friend over to the low wall away from the traffic of classmates returning for their senior year and told her about their closest friends. "Oh and..." she hugged her friend, "Happy Belated Birthday. I can't believe you turned 18 on the beaches of California," she said enviously, "I went to church, then had to help cook for my dad's great aunt or something and it wasn't until 8 or something, mom brought out a cake for me. Worst birthday ever!" she moaned. "I hope you met some hot guy to take you out."
Both girls were born on the same day, though in different hospitals. They met when both parents arranged for parties when they were 5 at the local kid's restaurant...you know which one. They were friends ever since. Now they were a contrast in almost every way. Hannah, tall, blonde, full heavy breasts, tight waist with flared hips, and a great ass. Emma was pretty much the opposite, red hair, no discernable breasts other than her nipples, a tiny waist over tiny hips, and a tiny ass. Without any real fat, Hannah was 6" taller and outweighed her friend by 30 pounds.
Hannah patted her friend's back, "In a way, I have to tell you, though you might be a bit jealous," she looked around.
"I spent my birthday on the beach. Mom and dad gave me my presents right after breakfast and then my two older brothers jumped, grabbed me, and told me to change as they were going to teach me to surf as a present.
"Oh my God! Really? I thought they were like 25 or something," Emma spat out.
"Yeah, 26 and 28," the blonde girl smiled, "I mean it was like they had been distant relatives or something until that morning. Anyhow, I was pumped so I went and got into that flowered bikini we bought, the teeny tiny one and we drove down there, hauled the boards down to the beach and...you won't believe this, most of the people were butt naked, I mean it was all hanging out!" she giggled.
Emma put her hands over her mouth, giggling, "The guys even? I've never...you know, seen one live," she blushed.
"Especially the guys and a lot were huge!" the girl blushed more.
"Did you...you know?" Emma leaned in conspiratorily. "Get naked?"
"Not at first, but my brothers stripped down immediately. I found out surf training was all a ruse to tell my parents, there were no good waves...well, I should have known, I was now 18 and they teased me that now that I was legal I need to loosen up."
She paused, blushed more, and whispered to her friend, "I was too embarrassed at first since," she cupped her now generous breasts, "I didn't have much to show, but I finally got over it and, shit," she paused hearing the warning bell. She got up and grabbed her bag, "Sleepover tonight and I'll tell you the whole story."
"Ok, but you have to tell me about the guys you met, I was so jealous when you wrote that you cashed in your V-card," Emma giggled. "Tell me he was a hot California guy you met."
"Yeah, well. Not exactly, we'll talk. You'll hear the whole story," she said as they trotted towards the doors.
***********************************************
The two girls closed Hannah's bedroom door and flopped down on the bed. Emma lay back and stared at the ceiling, "I love your dad, but he acts a lot differently around you now," the girl sighed, "I mean, he hasn't pulled you onto his lap since...what? Grade school? And he sure gave me a warm hug when I came in."
"I think he missed me when I spent the summer at mom's. When I left, he kissed me on the cheek at the drop-off and drove off. When he picked me up, I got the biggest hug I'd ever had from him." she sat up and undid her bra before pulling out of her armhole. "Ok, enough about dad, It's a long story so get comfortable," she said as she flopped back.
Emma looked over at the impressive masses of flesh flowing off her friend's chest under her tee-shirt. "Can I, um, see them?" she asked hesitantly, "I don't mean to be a lez but they're so big," she leaned over.
Hannah looked at the door, "Hang on." She went over and locked it, then turned and pulled off her shirt.
"Oh my God!" the smaller girl gasped. Emma stood, pulled off her shirt, and pulled her friend over to the full-length mirror. "We were almost the same size just a few months ago," she sighed. She palmed her tiny bulges while looking over at the full tear-drop-shaped womanly breasts on her best friend. "How do they feel? I mean, are they soft? Do you feel them when you walk or run?" she asked.
The young blonde nodded, "Oh yeah. Gymnastics are out this year. You have no idea, but go ahead, you can feel them," she said turning to the other girl.
Emma carefully reached over and palmed the warm soft masses and said wistfully, "Wow, I'll bet you spend a lot of time feeling these," she sighed, "so huge," she cupped the breasts feeling the heft. She suddenly stepped back blushing, "Oh my God! I suddenly thought about... never mind," she grabbed her shirt and pulled it back on.
Hannah chuckled, "I saw you lick your lips, you can if you want, it feels incredible. Have you ever had anyone lick your nipples?"
Emma stepped back, shaking her head, her eyes never leaving her friend's breasts. "I'm good." She roused herself then flopped back on the bed, "Ok, you need to tell me all about California and the hot guys you met."
Hannah pulled her shirt back on aware that her friend watched her boobs bounce as she dressed. She felt a sudden rush knowing the effect she had on her brothers, her father, and now her friend with just a few added pounds in the right places. Her dad had hugged her and told her how much he'd missed her a dozen times ever since she got back whereas before he'd nod at her in passing. And he hadn't got used to her added height either as he accidentally stroked her ass when they'd hugged almost every time.
"Ok, I'll tell you from the beginning so get comfortable," the blonde ordered.
***********************************************
Hannah looked around the beach at the men and women, all shapes and sizes. She and Emma had looked at men's penises online but they were mostly hard and threatening-looking. These were flopping around almost comically. This made her relax so she finally took off her top and lay back feeling the warm sun on her body. She was alone as her brothers, Matt and Mike were over chatting with three coeds with impressive chests. She knew none of these boys or men would be hitting on her so she lay back eventually falling asleep.
"What's up, sis?" Matt asked lying on the blanket next to the girl.
Hannah looked over at her oldest brother, "It's nice by the water, quiet, secluded. I can see why people come here," she sighed.
Matt chuckled, "A lot come here to go over the dunes," he pointed to a row of palms and underbrush.
Hannah looked over, "Why? What's over there?"
The man laughed, "Nothing...which is why they go there, are you still a virgin?" he asked.
The girl blushed, "Um, obviously," she patted her flat chest and looked enviously over at the three coeds with the huge racks.
Matt reached down to pull the strings on his sister's bikini bottoms, "and you'll always be one until you loosen up." He looked around as his sister reluctantly undid the string on the other side, then toss the bottoms aside.
"Better?" she asked.
He looked down, "Nice. You have a beautiful body and," he brushed his hands over a breast, "these are the appetizers for guys, "this is the main course and," he pulled her soft thigh towards him and looked between her legs, "you have a truly delectable offering," he said letting his finger brush up her tight slit.
Hannah had never blushed so hard in her life and looked over as Mike was coming back.
"Bro, what do you think, ever seen a more perfect pussy?" Matt asked.
Mike flopped down on the other side of his sister and pulled her other thigh towards him, embarrassing the girl as he spread her legs. Whistling appreciatively he nodded, "Very nice, perhaps needing a bit of waxing," he ran fingers up her trimmed labia, "but waxed or not, I'd love to taste this," he said. Matt, I was talking to the girls over there and we're meeting at Julio's tonight, you know dancing and some fun after."
Hannah sighed, "I'll be at home...with mom."
"It's your fault. Walk around. You're hiding over here and guys need to check you out," Mike observed. "You might be invited to a party and fun afterward."
Hannah ruefully chuckled, "And what exactly is there to check out? Plus, most of these guys are going to stay away thinking I'm 14 or something. I wish I had boobs," she moaned.
Matt looked sharply at his sister, "Don't be hard on yourself. You're just 18 and you'll get tits, and when you do, you'll have a ton of guys after you. You are beautiful, you know, and you have the nicest pussy here."
Mike nodded, "I'm surprised mom never told you the secret for developing boobs faster," he said. He ignored Matt's questioning glance. "I'd tell you, but I'm not supposed to know so you'll have to ask her." He stood up.
"Wait, sit back down. What secret?" Hannah pleaded.
"Yeah, what secret Mike? Tell her, I think she has a right to know," Matt said with a tinge of humor.
Mike sat back, "Ok, but you tell mom I let the secret out I'll kill you. You know that sperm has a high protein content," he asked. Seeing his sister blush and nod, he continued, "and if you go check out the body-building nutrients you'll see they contain protein, a lot of it."
"I'm not eating cum," the girl said a bit too loudly as a few people looked over. "That's just gross," she said more quietly.
"Of course not, it wouldn't work where you want it most," Mike said. He patted the girl's chest. "You need to apply it topically. You'd have to get some willing guys but convince them to cum on your chest so you can rub it into your skin and keep it on overnight." he nodded knowingly. "Rub it in thoroughly and only around here," he rubbed his hand over each breast, "then wash it off in the morning. It's best to do this every night if you can, Susan was living with Ron at the time and I'm sure he was more than happy to help," he nodded.
"Yeah," Matt said, "I cannot believe mom never told you that, I mean we only found out when we overheard her telling Susan a couple of years ago."
Hannah thought about that. Her 25-year-old sister Susan had developed breasts late, not until she was in college and now sported an impressive pair. "Really?" she said looking down on her chest her fingers feeling the slight bulges.
"Well, I can't say either of us know for sure, but I'm sure not going to try it out on myself," Mike laughed. "Matt, come on, I see those dorks from LA going over to the girls," he said jumping up. He turned and said firmly, "Remember, not a word of this to mom. Act surprised when she tells you." He trotted back to the girls.
Hannah thought about that. Mom had huge boobs, DD or something. Susan's were smaller, Cs. She looked at her flat chest. She thought back to the woman at the department store encouraging her 'not to be upset and you'll fit an A-cup before you know it.'
***********************************************
"Is that true?" Emma asked excitedly, "I mean, I assumed you're telling me this because you did it? I mean, how did you ask guys to help out?"
Hannah nodded, "Easier than you'd think. I assumed the guys would be shy about it, but they were so helpful, maybe it's just the guys in California. It was strange at first but it became, I don't know, kind of nice. I'll tell you the rest."
***********************************************
Hannah thought about what Mike told her and she'd intentionally spent time with mom hoping she'd reveal the secret, but she was always busy with something. She was coming out of the bathroom having brushed her teeth when she saw her brothers trotting up the stairs.
"Hey guys, I thought you'd be whoring it up with the girls from Berkeley," she said.
"We were," Matt groaned, "Naked and all, we were just about to do some tag-teaming when their boyfriends showed up. Mike was smooth, he managed to convince them we'd done them a favor by taking care of the foreplay. The girls were more than ready for their cocks, not to mention eager to make up for their cheating. No doubt if they hadn't allowed access to their back doors, they sure would now," he patted his brother on the shoulder, "They thanked him as they stripped and we grabbed our clothes. This boy could convince a nun to raise money for the church by going out on the street," he laughed
"I did that, not my finest hour," Mike chuckled. "I was her first customer as it turned out...I think she's still out there."
As the boys stepped by the girl, she stopped them, "Um, I have a favor to ask." She looked down the stairs hearing her mother's voice, "Got a minute?" she asked holding her bedroom door open.
After closing the door she sat on the bed, "I remember what you told me yesterday and it sounded stupid at first, but it answers a lot of questions. There's just one more, where can I find a guy to do that?" she asked.
Matt looked at Mike, "What about Larry?"
"Nah, he's out with Stacy tonight. John? Never mind, isn't he in Vegas?" Matt sighed. "What about Joe, oh yeah...he just got engaged."
"I'm sorry, I can't think of a single guy who's available on short notice for this," Mike said sadly. "We can make some calls tomorrow and maybe we can find someone this weekend."
Hannah looked at the two, "What about you guys?"
They looked doubtfully at each other.
"Never mind, you don't want to...I get it," she sighed palming her flat chest.
"No, it's not that. I guess it's not incest if we don't fuck her," Mike said, "Ok, we can help you out, but you owe us," he said. "And we can't fuck you, ok?"
"Really?" she grinned, "That's great. I'll do whatever you guys need, just name it," she said.
"Ok," Mike nodded, "We'll donate our sperm every night but you have to take over our dish rotation, ok?"
"No problem," the girl said happily, "that means dishes every night, but if this works it's a small price to pay. How do we do this?" she asked.
Matt looked over at the bedroom door, "Ok, mom comes in and tucks you in every night before she goes to bed. That will be our cue to come in and give you our protein."
Mike got up, "It would help us if you were ready, you know, naked. Ok?"
The girl nodded eagerly. She was finally going to have boobs!
***********************************************
Matt and Mike opened the door, closing it before turning on the light. You ready?" Mike asked the naked girl lying on the bed.
Hannah nodded, "What do you want me to do? I assume you both will jerk off on my chest but it seems lazy just to lie here."
The two boys stripped down, their cocks still soft. Mike spoke first, "It would be faster if you jerked us off, you know, gave us handjobs," he nodded to his brother.
"Oh, and," he pulled on the girl's thigh, "open your legs up. I'm telling you, your pussy is so pretty, seeing it will make it easier to cum."
Hannah opened her legs wide, then even wider hearing her brothers both suck in air appreciatively. She wasn't sure what to do but as she stroked both cocks they grew and grew some more. "Am I doing this right?" she asked.
Matt nodded, but Mike suggested something to make it better, "get our cocks wet, the lubrication makes everything feel that much better."
Like this?" she spit on each hand, rubbing the saliva on her's brothers' erections.
"That's good, but it would be better if you put our cocks in your mouth, you know, swirl your tongue around getting us nice and wet," Matt suggested.
Hannah looked doubtful about this.
"You don't have to, I mean it tastes no different than if you licked our arms," Mike said.
"It's not that, I was just wondering if I could open my mouth wide enough," the girl said.
"Ah, well if you can't you can't," Mike said helpfully, "A lot of girls can't do it, but the ones that can get asked out a lot."
Hannah decided to try it and found she was one of the lucky ones that was able to take a lot of penis into her mouth. After she got both her brothers wet, she learned they liked it best when she stroked near the plump heads so she rapidly pumped her fists on her brothers' cocks making sure to add a little grip by the flared heads.
Matt reached between his sister's legs to feel her pussy which had opened up like flower petals and was glistening pink. He looked at his brother, "I think our sister is enjoying this," he said.
"Maybe we should have negotiated for more than just dishes," he grinned.
Hannah liked how her brother was touching her and found her pelvis was rocking against his fingers in response. She'd touched herself there but never felt anything. Perhaps her touching their cocks was the same thing, different was better. She'd washed between her legs a million times without it once feeling even a tenth as good.
Mike's eyes were closed as his fingers found a nipple on his sister's chest. She might not have boobs but she had nipples that puffed impressively when she got excited, almost like soft pink half-spheres.
Hannah was breathing heavily as she pumped the two cocks and wondered why just after going to the bathroom she felt like she had to pee. She looked at the two cocks, now leaking fluids, and up at the intense looks on her brothers' faces.
Matt's finger penetrated the tightest cunt he'd ever felt and groaned he was cumming. He felt his sister direct his cock towards her breast as he let loose the first spurt of sperm onto her nipple.
Hannah moaned as she felt the hot cream splash onto the ultra-sensitive pink tip. As her older brother splashed jet after jet of cream on her breast she felt Mike's cock getting dry. Better wet it again, so she took the fleshy shaft in her mouth, but when she thought she'd stop, she felt her brother's hand on her head so she kept sucking.
Mike felt his balls ache as his sister's lips wrapped eagerly around his cock. "Ok, I'm going to cum," he moaned and felt the girl pull off and rapidly stroke his cock as he exploded onto her other breast.
Hannah squealed happily as both her boobs were now splattered with boob-growing protein. The two men collapsed back as if they'd run a marathon as she rubbed the pungent cream onto her chest, making sure to just apply it in circles around her nipples. For a strange reason, she wanted to rub it between her legs but resisted. She looked at the two, "Thank you very much. I can see that took a lot out of you, so I'll be washing your cars every week if you can do this every night." She took her top and cleaned the sperm that splashed onto the bed wishing it hadn't gone to waste.
Mike stood up feeling almost guilty but his car was dirty and he just hadn't gotten around to it, "That'd be great," he said. "You know, we can get with Larry and Joe and maybe a few other guys if you want to accelerate the process," he suggested.
***********************************************
"You had to wash their cars also?" Emma asked looking at her friend's chest.
"You should have seen them," the blonde sighed, "They were panting and sweaty when they came. I think it takes a lot out of guys to make the sperm, and," she patted her chest, "look at the results."
Emma reached over to feel her friend's breasts again, "I don't mind dishes or washing cars," she sighed. Without thinking, her finger was tracing the puffy nipple stretching out the girl's shirt.



Hannah closed her eyes and let out a sigh as the pleasurable nipple stimulation went all the way to her groin. It was almost as if there was a nerve connecting the two parts of her body. She looked over at her friend who asked her something. "I'm sorry, I was...what did you ask?"
"Can I see them again?" Emma asked, "You nipples, I mean they grew," she said softly.
Hannah arched her back and pulled up her shirt then flopped back, "I think it's because you were touching me," she said.
"No, I touched you because when you were telling me about San Diego they puffed...wow," she sighed as she felt the velvety areola. "I'm so jealous."
Hannah looked at her friend's face, "Go on, I liked it when my brothers and his friends did it," she sighed.
The petite redhead leaned over and gently licked the pink puffy ring. She found it felt natural to be doing this and also her friend was tenderly stroking her hair and pulling her closer so she sucked the nipple into her mouth. Her friend's breathing was changing and she saw out of the corner of her eye her legs opening and her panty-clad mound humping air.
She didn't stop flicking her tongue on the puffy nipple while she reached down to feel what the girl's pussy felt like. Moist. She seemed to have wet her panties but liked her touch as she opened her legs wide and raised her crotch against the girl's fingers. As she pressed harder Hannah moaned softly and her hands on her head kept her lips pressed to her nipple.
"God, Emma, what you're doing...feels so good," she sighed. Her pussy felt like it was on fire as were her nipples as her friend began pinching and pulling on the other tip.
Emma thought back to what Hannah's brother said, that he'd love to taste her pussy. 'What can it hurt?' she thought as she crawled down between the girl's legs and when she pressed her face against her sopping panties, Hannah let out a loud "Oooooohhhhhh." She found pressing her tongue and nipping at the clit made her friend writhe more but the panties just had to dull the effect.
Hannah couldn't believe it when Emma pulled her panties off and began licking her as she went back to stimulating her nipples. She'd never felt anything like this as she was now actively humping hard against the girl's face as an aching was rising inside her. She knew what it was even though she'd never experienced it. She'd assumed she couldn't but when she felt Emma's tongue enter her, she grabbed the pillow and cried out as she had her first orgasm.
Emma's face was soaking with her friend's juices but kept licking and swallowing as she came. Emma was even more envious as Hannah orgasmed. She'd heard of them but never felt anything close to what her blonde friend was experiencing. She stopped only when she felt a hand push her off.
"Oh my God! Emma, you have to feel this," the girl panted. "That was...I don't know...like, you know how a sneeze builds and builds and when you finally let go it's such a relief? Multiply that times a thousand and lower it to," she stroked her sopping pussy. "Where did you learn to do that?" she asked.
Emma grinned up at her friend, "I might have been looking at some sites. I found one, Viv Thompson or something that shows girls together. I liked it." she said. As she was looking for something to wipe her face off, Hannah rolled down the bed and kissed her.
"Oh honey, you need to feel this," the blonde sighed as she pulled off Emma's shirt followed by her panties.
The girl giggled as she was pushed back and her legs pried open. She tried to cover her crotch but then her blonde friend pushed her hands aside and, she felt the long tongue on her pussy she gasped. "Oh wow, there! What did you do?" she asked as her friend's tongue flicked across her clit. She wondered about her nipples and found they'd gotten intensely raw and sent electrical shocks through her body as she pulled on them, but when Hannah took over, the intensity tripled.
Hannah felt the girl's pubes tickling her nose suddenly getting the logic in her brother's comment that he'd love to taste her regardless of her not being waxed. Gauging her friend's reactions as she tasted various parts of her, it was when she licked her perineum and anus that she seemed to go wild.
Emma was writhing around feeling all her nerves tingling but something about feeling her friend's tongue probe her asshole that drove her up a wall, "Oh God, Hannah, don't, you don't have...oh God!" she hissed.
Hannah licked harder not minding the taste as she stimulated Emme's clit with her thumb. It wasn't more than a few seconds of this that triggered the most amazing thing the young blonde had ever seen or felt.
Emma couldn't contain the exquisite feelings anymore and felt her whole body explode. She should have felt bad she'd lost bladder control, but she felt jets of fluids spasm out of her as the room went out of focus due to the sparklers in her eyes.
Hannah closed her eyes as warm fluids bathed her, trying not to choke on them, but she never let up her rubbing and licking while her friend came. She felt the sweet juices running down her face and as the tiny girl went limp, she looked up, a huge grin on her face. "You squirted! I heard about women who can do that. It's supposed to be intense," she said as she rolled off the bad, "Not so great for the sheets, however."
Emma kept trying to apologize, saying, "I'm sorry. so sorry. I've never done that, ever! You'll never let me forget I wet your bed," she moaned.
"How did it feel, did you like it?" her friend asked as she stripped off the bedclothes. "This is nothing, but your first orgasm?" she asked.
Emma nodded and helped out. "It was...I have no idea. There are no words. I'm sure you know since you've had a lot more than I've had," she said softly.
Hannah dropped the blanket and came over to the still naked girl and hugged her, "I've just had one, the one you gave me," she said before planting her mouth on her friend's.
The two girls kissed, their hands stroking each other before they broke it off and stepped back. "Are we lesbians?" Emma asked. "I mean, I liked tasting you, pleasuring you, and what you did to me? Wow!"
Hannah shook her head, "I doubt it, maybe bi, but maybe you're my bestie and all rules are out the window. Come on, let's change the sheets and I'll finish telling you about my summer," she paused, "After I take a second shower," she giggled.
"I told you you'd never let me forget it," Emma sighed.
***********************************************
The next night Hannah was waiting for her brothers, lying back running a finger across her slit. It felt nice and she was wondering how a cock would feel. Would it hurt? Would it even fit? Maybe like girls not able to fit cocks in their mouths, maybe some girls couldn't fit cocks in their pussy. She pulled her hand back as the door opened and her brothers crept in.
"Hey sis. Ready for another treatment?" Matt asked.
The girl nodded. "I was thinking about last night. It wasn't very efficient, so," she dropped to the floor on her knees between her brothers, "This way I can suck on your cocks and you can aim right here," she patted her chest.
"You'll suck on our cocks?" Matt asked.
"Oh, I talked to sis this afternoon and her arms were sore from pumping our cocks last night. This is just going to be a bit easier for her," Matt said as he pulled off his clothes.
She looked up at her brothers, "I hope it's alright and it makes it easier to keep your cocks nice and wet, and Mike told me if you cum in my mouth I can just spit it directly onto my hand and rub it in, this way none gets wasted," she smiled. "Wow, you both are already harder than last night," she purred as she took Mike's cock into her mouth.
It turned out not only to relieve the stress on Hannah's arm but the two men were much quicker than the night before and there was no waste as she spat out each load and rubbed it onto her chest.
Hannah lay back happily rubbing the gooey fluids into her breasts wishing she could feel any progress, but it was just the second application.
The next night the two men told her they'd be out and would make sure to wake her up when they got home. It was strange falling asleep without the protein application on her breasts and was eager to get their cocks out when they finally came home. They tasted different tonight, maybe a bit tangier but she wrote it off and sucked each cock until they came. It took them longer but she enjoyed doing it.
This sleep felt better as she felt her chest and drifted off.
Mike knocked on Hannah's door a couple of weeks later, "Sis? You awake?" he asked.
The grinning girl opened the door and pulled her brother in. She gave him a huge hug, "Look! Look, they're getting bigger!" she yanked off her top.
The man looked and sure enough, there were two pointy mounds on the girl's chest. He palmed them, nodding. "Nice. I mean, wow. It's working." He hugged the girl, "I'm so happy for you," he whispered.
Hannah felt the man's cock harden against her and smiled, "Are you...? Are you getting hard because of me?" she asked. She stepped back and stroked the front of his shorts then looked up at him.
"I am, you've become a woman. I was going to suggest you come to the beach with us today, there are some guys I'd like you to meet. You will need a bigger bikini top now," he smiled.
"Really?" she said excitedly, "I thought last time I was in the way, you know, babysitting the little sister," she said.
"No, not at all. We still made some friends, but now that you look older it won't look like we're babysitting," he smiled. He kissed her affectionately on the lips, "Plus, you look so hot now our friends will be jealous we're with you and probably will drag you off to have their way with you," he chuckled.
"Now you're dreaming," she laughed, "But I'd love to go with you, that's so nice of you to ask me."
She thought they'd put the towel down at the same spot but rather walked to the end. Hannah was confused as her brothers kept going.
After stepping through the shrubs and behind a row of trees, Mike looked at Matt, "You think this looks good?"
The man looked back, "It's perfect. We can hear the surf, no one will steal our shit and if sis wants privacy, perfect," he smiled as he spread out the towels.
"Wait? You're just leaving me here?" she asked.
The men laughed, "No, we're meeting a couple of guys and as there are some good waves we'll be here most of the time along with our friends. You'll like them," Matt smiled. "So, go ahead and get naked. No one will bother you here so you can just catch some rays."
Hannah relaxed and realized it was better here without worrying guys would be perving on her and felt completely at peace under the warm sun. Periodically she'd run down to the water and dive in to cool off, but no one ever followed her back to their private spot.
A while later she heard voices and saw her brother and two other men coming around the trees. She wanted to cover up at first, but they were all naked also so it didn't matter.
"Hey, sis, this is Tony and Ron, good friends of ours. They're great guys and if you're done swimming they like to help out with your, um development project," Mike said as he flopped down, putting a couple of 20s into his bag.
"Hey Hannah, nice to meet you," the skinny blond boy put out a hand. "Tony. And this is my brother Ron. We heard about your, um project and we'd love to help out."
The blonde girl found she'd knelt so she was shaking hands with two strangers with their large cocks dangling right in front of her face. She looked at her brothers questioningly.
"It's up to you, but sperm doesn't just do its magic at night." He looked at his phone, "You'd normally shower when we get home so, you'd have 4 hours...like I said though, up to you."
Hannah thought about it and shrugged. She was right there and the men's cocks were getting bigger so she sucked Tony's into her mouth.
After the boys left she asked Mike about the money.
"You have no idea how long I've been bugging those guys to pay me back. Last summer when I was waiting tables down by the pier I made tons in tips and lent cash to a lot of these guys who barely make anything. Anyhow, I finally got some of what they owe me."
As the weeks went by Hannah was feeling and seeing amazing progress - even daily it seemed. Mike was right, the dual applications were a great idea and they'd go to the beach almost every day and she'd replenish the creamy protein on her chest, plus he was getting lucky himself, being paid back for all the loans. Hannah was feeling great about how things were going for her and her family. Then, Matt peeked into her room this morning.
"I was talking to Billy and Bobby last night at the club. They said you were by far the best cocksucker they'd ever had. I am so proud of you, sis," he smiled at her.
She found herself almost strutting around the room as she got ready to go to the beach.
Things almost went south halfway through the summer. Hannah was taking care of three 18-year-old kids somehow related to one of Matt's friends, anyhow, she was stroking two cocks and sucking of the third when she jumped back hearing an authoritative voice ordering them to freeze and lie face down on the sand.
She felt herself being handcuffed while still naked and vulnerable by two cops. One was at least 60 and the other couldn't have been more than 25. She was told they were taking her in for solicitation and public indecency so she started crying. Mike and Matt came running up as the cops were reading the kids their rights.
Hannah looked through tear-filled eyes as Mike was saying something and gesturing. She couldn't hear what he was saying, but the two cops came back over apologizing for the mistake.
"Miss, we've been hearing rumors about a whore coming here and giving the men blowjobs but it must have been someone else. Dan, uncuff the boys and let them go. Mike, you and your brother go catch some waves while we talk to your sister, ok?" he asked without making it sound like a question.
Hannah was still face down, her hands behind her back, "What about me? If I didn't do anything..." She could see her brothers look over their shoulders apologetically as they headed back to the main beach. She turned her head to see the two men stripping down. Maybe Mike convinced them to donate protein, she thought, but she had doubts.
The older man rolled her over, getting her to her knees. It wasn't easy as she was still handcuffed but she opened her mouth and sucked on the old guy's cock. His skin was flabby and hairy, but his cock was just like all the other guys she'd had recently. Dan was behind her doing something when she found herself being pulled up by her hips and a hard cock being pushed into her virgin hole. Her hands were useless and she couldn't cry out as she felt a searing pain as the man tore through her hymen.
"Fuck! She's tight," the younger man said happily. She as good at sucking cock as she looks?" he asked.
The older man moaned, "You know how long it's been since I've had a bitch suck my cock? Edith stopped doing that right after we were married, what was that 42 years ago? But, yes. No bitch has ever deep-throated me before."
Hannah was like a limp ragdoll between the two men who were holding her up and spearing her from both ends. She felt a sadness that she'd lost her virginity to a strange man though almost chuckled realizing she at least knew his name, unlike the man who was fucking her mouth. She didn't have a choice but was taking the entire shaft down her throat.
"She does look like she's a great cocksucker, let's switch," Dan said.
Hannah felt herself being tossed on her stomach on the sand then felt the fat older cop crawl on top of her ass before shoving his cock into her pussy. It didn't hurt this time, maybe because he wasn't as big or because she was used to it. It was a strange feeling as the hairy stomach dragged across her back and ass as he thrust hard into her, but as Dan grabbed her head guiding his cock into her mouth she stopped thinking about that.
Hannah focussed on being able to breathe and not cramp up in this uncomfortable position. She could feel the flabby stomach with her fingers wishing they would have uncuffed her.
The older cop groaned, "Oh fuck! I can't take it anymore, young cunt is the....fuck!" he gasped as he jetted his cum into the blonde's pussy. He thankfully rolled off the girl and lay on his back. He noticed a bit of blood on his cock wondering if he hurt the girl, but what was she going to do or say, he wondered.
Hannah was happy the fat man got off of her, but Dan tossed her onto her back roughly then pried her legs apart as he jammed back into her. He looked over at his partner, "We should be patrolling this part of the beach more often. Do our part to reduce crime," he chuckled. He looked at the girl's chest, "Fuck, she has better tits than I first thought," he said as he grabbed one, "This is a nice handful."
Hannah looked at her chest and she did have nice handfuls. She was getting boobs, she thought. Perhaps it was best to go back to the nightly applications she thought as she felt fleshy masses flop on her chest for the first time in her life.
The older cop came over, turned the girl's head, "Clean me off, bitch. I'd hate the wife to see your spunk on my underwear. She's not the forgiving type."
The young girl licked and sucked all the tart juices off the man's cock and was just finishing up as Dan grunted he was cumming, slamming hard into her sore pussy. She then was ordered to clean his cock off and as she was kneeling forward she felt a fat finger enter her ass and sour breath on the back of her neck.
"Look here you little cunt. If we catch you on our beach again or if we hear even a peep how we took advantage of you, we'll be taking you back to the precinct with us for extended interrogation and it'll be a week before you can sit comfortably again," he hissed as he jammed his middle finger hard into her rectum. Then he got off and wiped his finger off on her bikini top before tossing it on the ground.
She lay on the ground crying softly as the cops got dressed, uncuffed her, and headed back to the beach. Matt and Mike came running back and she heard the cops tell them something.
"If you bring your whore back to my beach again I'll put all three of you in lockup," the older cops said firmly to Mike, "except we'll be spending a lot more time with her than either of you.
Her brother shoved by the cop and came running over and dropped down and holding her as she sobbed.
"Oh fuck! Sis. I'm so sorry," Mike cried. I thought they just wanted a blowjob. I didn't think they'd rape you. Are you ok? Want us to take you to the emergency room?" he asked, looking at the white cream and blood seeping out between her legs.
The girl shook her head, "No, they were mean," she sighed. "I hate cops."
They cleaned her up and took her home. That night Matt crept into her room and stopped her as she started to kneel on the floor. He put her in the bed and laid down next to her, her head on his chest. "Not tonight. You just sleep and if you have bad dreams, I'll be here," he said stroking her hair.
The next day, Hannah acted like it was nothing, even discussing it as if shit happens. "I should have known there are pervy guys out there and they didn't hurt me," she sighed. "I would have preferred losing my virginity to a guy I liked though, but it wasn't that big a deal." When her brothers both said perhaps she had enough sperm she looked like she was going to cry, "Does that mean I'm not as appealing? Matt never touched me all night."
Matt grabbed her and kissed her, "Hell no. You are sexier and hotter than ever," he said into her hair. He couldn't believe it but feeling her now plump breasts press into his chest he felt his cock throb.



Hannah smiled as she looked at the front of her brother's shorts, "Oh good. I can see you're not just saying that." she kissed the man, letting her tongue part his lips for the first time before stepping back. "I feel like a real woman now, thanks to you both," she cupped her breasts. "See you tonight?"
When the boys came quietly into the room, they saw their sister naked, her legs opened wide, a smile on her face.
"This will be much better. One of you can fuck me now that I'm no longer a virgin while I can suck off the other. You choose," she said as she stroked her pussy. "Just remember to cum in my mouth not my cunt," she smiled.
The remaining weeks of the summer, the boys alternated fucking her pussy and her mouth. They both commented that their friend was right, she far surpassed any girl they'd known with her cocksucking skills. but her pussy was impressively tight also.
As Hannah worked Matt's sperm onto her plump breast she sighed. She looked at her brothers lying on both sides of her, "Sad I have to fly back home tomorrow. I mean, I miss dad but I feel a lot closer to you guys." She kissed each boy, open-mouthed as they'd taken to over the last month.
"I'll miss you," Mike said, "I'll miss these also," he smiled as he stroked the girl's breasts.
"Yeah, we could fly out to visit you in Chicago," Matt offered, "I mean, he is our dad too." Years back when their parent divorced, Hannah wanted to stay in Chicago with her friends and the boys opted to live with mom since they loved the ocean. The visits became fewer and more sporadic so they became separate families. It wasn't until her mom insisted she come spend the summer that Hannah truly got to know her brothers.
Hannah chuckled, "You must really miss dad, I'm sure it has nothing to do with fucking your little sister," she grinned.
"Sis! I'm shocked," Mike said as if he were hurt. "We did it all for you."
"You did it because you and all guys like getting their rocks off with girls like me. I'm so impressed how strong and smart you both are while I'm just lost without a smart man to guide me," she chuckled, "I talked to mom back in June. She thought your bullshit story was hilarious but she also thought it sounded fun." the girl chuckled. "She told me every woman in our family developed breasts last in their teens. It was just coincidental I finally grew a pair, so to speak, this summer."
"You knew? You let us use you and have you do the dishes, wash the cars...why?" Mike asked.
"I thought it would be fun to play the dumb blonde and well, once it started it just took on a life of its own, plus I found I like the taste of cum," she said as she stroked both cocks. "I should thank you since I came out here feeling like a sexless teen. You not only made me feel sexy, desired but showed me other men desired me. How much money did you make off me at the beach," she asked.
"Oh fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck. I was...oh fuck!" he sighed. He looked at his grinning sister, "You're not pissed I whored you out?" he asked.
"I liked it, I liked that I was getting sexier and that men would pay money to get pleasured by me, though I could have done without the cops, I was what they said, a whore soliciting blowjobs. So, how much?" she asked.
Mike shook his head, "It was like $900, it's yours. I never should have..."
Hannah patted the man's leg, "No, it's yours. You did all the work arranging things and even though I knew from the start, I got off on it," she sighed.
"Didn't mom think it was wrong for us to...have sex?" Matt asked.
"She was, is jealous. If you asked her, she'd drop to her knees in a flash. She loves sucking cock. You know how I got better and was able to take all of you down my throat? Mom was coaching me."
"Come on," Mike said, "I know we bullshitted you but don't bullshit us, you're not that good at it. Mom would kick us out if she truly knew," Mike laughed.
Hannah took her hands off the now fully-erect cocks and picked up her phone. She typed a message and tossed it onto the side table.
"Who was that to?" Matt asked.
"Just wait," the girl said as she went back to stroking the boys' cocks.
The door opened and their mother came in wearing a robe. She shut the door, dropped her robe, and sat on the bed next to Matt.
"I was wondering which cock you wanted," Hannah said as she leaned over to suck on Mike's pulsing erection.
Matt looked at his mother's huge DDs. He'd wanted to see them up close for years and there they were, massive, barely sagging and so heavy. He stroked them, his thumbs flicking across her hard nipples before lying back as his mother took his cock into her mouth.
It wasn't long before mother and daughter were on their backs as the two boys slammed their cocks into the sopping pussies. Hannah's mother looked over at her daughter, "I'll get you a king for when you come here next year, the queen is a bit restrictive," she said before redirecting her attention at the young cock stabbing her pussy, then flopping back and moaning happily.
Hannah stroked her brother's chest, "I've been on the pill all summer, so you can cum inside me unless you like coming on my chest or in my mouth," she giggled.
***********************************************
Emma looked depressed and down at her chest, "So, it was all a lie. Sperm won't..." she patted her chest.
Hannah shook her head, "But that doesn't mean we can't still have some fun." she looked at her friend, "I love you, and even though I'll have to go buy a plastic bedcover I want us to have as much fun as we want, plus," she looked conspiratorially at the door, "Dad has no idea the protein application is bullshit,"
"Your dad?" Emma asked, "He's so old."
"You'd be amazed, even the most wrinkled, wizened guy's cock is like a teenager's. And I saw dad's medicine cabinet, he's ready, trust me," she chuckled. "Plus, he's only 40. You should have seen mom. I hope I have a body like hers when I'm her age." She put her finger on her lower lips looking ditzy, "You know. I'll bet with a daily dose of protein we can get your boobs to...you know, like grow," she giggled.
Emma looked at the door and back at her chest, "What if it wasn't just a coincidence?" she asked softly.
"That's the spirit," Hannah said. "Put your clothes back on...or not. She pulled her panties and shirt on then went to the door and opened it, "Hey dad? Dad? Have a moment? We have a favor to ask."
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Johnny Thompson couldn't get the grin off his face. He looked over at his pleased wife as she danced around the living room. Seeing the unfettered joy on her face was almost as satisfying as seeing the unfettered breasts flopping under her nightshirt.
Fittingly, the joyful wife's name was Joy and they'd just been married a month when he'd gotten a call from a recruiter. A Fortune 50 company must have seen his transcript or something and had reached out for an entry-level engineering position at their main headquarters. A month and a series of interviews later he'd received an offer. The starting salary was double the other jobs he'd applied for. He looked at his wife, "They asked that I'd call them back after sleeping on it," he grinned.
"Not a chance," the girl giggled, "There will be no sleeping tonight!" She pushed her husband onto the couch, yanked off her top, and knelt between his legs.
Johnny felt like the luckiest man in the world. He was going to be designing the latest and newest cutting-edge products for the leader in... "Oh wow," he sighed as his beautiful 23-year-old wife ran her tongue from his balls to the tip of her throbbing shaft. Even before the job offer, he was constantly thanking his luck for being with not only the most beautiful woman he'd ever seen but also being the recipient of her unlimited carnal desires.
Joy was a tall, 5' 11" blonde with perfect tear-drop-shaped breasts. Not massive but by no means small. She was toned as she worked at the local gym as a trainer and had the tightest bubble-butt Johnny had ever seen. She was brilliant but preferred the physical life over academia so rather than use her teaching degree at some high school, she used it teaching yoga and pilates. It seemed that she was always horny and had an uninhibited wit.
The man stroked his wife's dangling full breasts as she swallowed all of his 6" cock. Lucky, so lucky, he thought. They'd been together since junior high but had known each other since they were born having grown up next to each other. Something happened between 6th and 7th grade when the geeky kid next door blossomed into a girl. Johnny would never forget seeing Joy running through the sprinkler and noticing her for the first time.
The woman moaned as her husband's fingers pulled on her nipples. She felt her pussy throb eagerly wanting attention as she bobbed her head on his cock. She loved the feeling she got wondering if she'd cum with simply nipple stimulation which happened often, or whether Johhny would suck her pussy. She reminded herself how lucky she was to be with a man who knew just how to touch her, to please her. Her throat clenched on his fleshy rod as she pressed her face hard against his pubes.
"Oh God, Joy...I'm...oh fuck!" he groaned as she swallowed his hot sperm. "Fuck me! I should get job offers more often," he sighed after he felt the last bit of cum drained from his balls.
Joy sucked the final drops out of the shaft before sitting back on her heels, wiping her mouth. "That was the fastest yet," she smiled, "Either I'm getting better or you are otherwise excited about something."
The man pulled his wife to her feet, pulled down her panties, and threw her onto the couch, where she flopped back giggling, her legs opened wide. He grabbed her ankle, sucking her big toe into his mouth.
Joy moaned feeling those lips on her feet, then his tongue between the toes, her pussy throbbing eagerly. She always thought how lucky she was to have so many erogenous zones and to have a guy who discovered and stimulated them every time.
Johhny remembered last month he'd been licking between her toes and she cum without ever touching her pussy. He mentally listed all the parts of her body that would make her squirm. Her ears, especially her lobes; neck, the sides, and the nape. That one drove her nuts whenever they'd enjoyed anal sex. Then there were her armpits. He found if he fucked her from behind while gently tickling her pits it would regularly get her off.
Obviously, her breasts, and not just her nipples. He'd discovered how excited she'd get when they were watching TV at her parent's house, and he was gently stroking her side-boob and he heard her breathing change and her nipples get rock-hard. She'd pulled his hands away but he was sure she would've cum had she not. Her navel but only with his tongue, then her lower back, just between and below her two dimples. When he'd discovered that he was kissing down her back and her ass thrusting up as he kissed her there led to their first anal.
Her ass. She loved everything he did you her ass. Spanking, tickling, licking, stroking but most of all when he parted her cheeks. She was chest down, back arched, and ass up every time begging for him to fuck her, fuck her hard. She preferred when he ate her pussy in this position also, perhaps because she felt more vulnerable with both her holes offered to him.
That was something else he loved about her, she loved feeling vulnerable. The first time he'd tied her up, she cum at least a half-dozen times before he'd even penetrated her. He remembered gently stroking her creamy inner-thighs, her pelvis thrusting up trying to get him the touch her swollen pussy when she suddenly came. And it was not just her inner thighs, but the base of her butt cheeks and the backs of her knees.
As he began kissing his way up her calf he realized it would have been easier to list the areas that weren't erogenous.
Joy pulled on her nipples as her ass lifted a foot off the couch, her whimpering echoing throughout the room. 'Wow!' she thought as the man stimulated her more. 'How does he always know what to do?' She remembered their first time and how nervous she'd been, but after an hour of foreplay and three orgasms, losing her virginity was nothing. So lucky, especially after that one time she'd fucked up and he'd taken her back. If only she could remember what it was she did, but all her friend Susan told her she really fucked up, and coming from her slutty friend that must have been something.
As often happened she was getting more and more aroused until the intensity couldn't get any higher and then she felt a red haze blanket her eyes as she sought that final bit of stimulation so she could explode. If Johnny would just flick her clit, a gentle lick, she'd cum instantly. "Fuck, baby. Fuck me now. I need to cum!" she cried out.
The man internally smiled as he kept the leisurely kissing, licking up her leg. He hoped he could taste her pussy before she came this time but didn't want to rush it. His favorite torture was to keep her hanging for 10 to 15 minutes before genital stimulation because she almost always passes out after her orgasm. She'd told him she has the most vivid, realistic, and erotic dreams when that happens.
Joy was writhing more as her husband's tongue was bathing the hollows just before her burning cunt. "I hate you, fuck, quit....there! There, of yessssss," she cried out as his tongue stabbed between her sopping lips and his nose ground against her clit.
Johhny's lips were being bruised as she ground her crotch against his face, but he held onto her ass. After almost a minute the woman let out a long gasp and when completely limp. He sat back wiping the juices off his face smiling happily. He thought back to the first time she'd passed out. He'd called 911 and the EMTs laughed until they pulled off the blanket to check her out. They'd told him, 'please feel free to call us when you fuck your girlfriend into a coma.'
He again felt like the luckiest man on the planet as he carried his wife up to their bedroom. He knew it wasn't hyperbole when she'd said they wouldn't get sleep as once she was revved up, she wanted to go all night.
Joy woke up, the arousing images of a dozen or more cocks pointing at her, penetrating her still vivid in her head. She pulled her still-naked husband on top of her, his cock hard as he must have been stroking himself. "God! Yesssss," she panted, "I need your cock inside me, fuck my tight cunt," she panted as she arched her back feeling the fat shaft open her up.
***********************************************
They did get some sleep, two hours. Johnny had told them he'd let them know at 9 AM, so after showering and having coffee he picked up the phone.
"Mr. McKenzie, please," he said. "John Thompson, yes, I will." He looked at his wife who was just wearing a short tee-shirt wondering how he could have another erection as she reached into the cupboards for things. "Yes, hello, John Thompson, sir, I've talked it over with my wife and we decided this sounds like too good an opportunity to pass up...Yes, sir, we can be there. That sounds great, oh, what should we, I mean my wife wear? Is it formal?" he asked. "Yes, she does, thank you very much...me too, very exciting, bye," he said as he hung up.
"Ok, what? Where are we going and what should I wear?" Joy asked, coming over to stand in front of him.
He looked at her exposed pussy, the dark blonde curls above her clean labia. He ran a finger across her slit, "Perhaps something other than he suggested," he chuckled, "He said, come as you are, but then again, we want to make a good first impression." he smiled up at her. Her eyes were closed feeling his stimulation and he knew he have to finish what he'd started. "But, there's a formal dinner tonight in the city, like an awards dinner and he invited me so I could get to know a lot of the people I'm to be working with," he smiled, "He is booking us a room, so pack something," he smiled. "Damn, I feel so lucky. This is great timing."
Joy grabbed his wrist as he tried to stop stroking her pussy then pulled his face against her crotch. Within minutes, the girl was on the table on her back with Johnny's mouth attacking her wet pussy. She loved how even after cumming inside her, he wasn't shy about going down. He never seemed to vary his technique with or without his cum inside her.
The man probed his long tongue inside her, his cooling coffee forgotten. 'It's my fault,' he thought, 'I did stimulate her.' Her panting was getting more ragged so he stood, pulled down his pants, and shoved his cock into her knowing that's how she liked it. When they'd first started making love, he'd been slow and gentle, but she was soon ordering him to just fuck her. He thought about the table she was lying on now after they shattered their first one. The woman at the furniture store looked flustered when Joy asked if this table can withstand a good fucking. As mentioned, very few inhibitions.
As he plowed into the tight pussy, he grabbed her flopping tits. Her ass was rising off the table with each thrust and her grunts were getting louder.
"Ohhh, fuck," she panted as her nerves began to burn in her mid-section. She had no idea how many orgasms she's had in the last 24 hours but felt another coming on. "That's it, there, there, therrrreee...Fuck!" she spat as the release hit her. Her raised ass ground hard against his cock as she basked in the intense waves flowing through her.
When she finally came down Johnny was pleased when Joy pushed him out of her pussy then turned around and offered him her ass. He went over, grabbed some butter, and after preparing her and his cock, slid easily into her rectum. The last time they'd done this in the kitchen, her friend Susan had come over, poured herself a cup of coffee, and played with her pussy as she watched. Again, he thought, the luckiest guy in the world.
Joy loved having her ass filled with cock, wishing her husband would suggest inviting another man to join them, but she couldn't imagine that. He was so protective when other men talked to her...ok, hit on her. He wasn't jealous, she knew having that one incident, but he was very alert when other men were around. But just once she'd like to feel both her holes filled at the same time, then again, she'd not say no to a nice cock in her mouth at the same time. She felt another orgasm coming on, his balls hitting right on her clit over and over.
Johnny's balls were loudly slapping against his wife's cunt as he slammed into her anus and he could tell she was getting close so he nibbled on the back of her neck, stroked her armpits, and nipples, while picking up the pace of his thrusting. He knew he was close and so was she so he gritted his teeth holding off until he heard her cry out and with a loud moan, he emptied his balls into her rectum.
***********************************************
"You look so beautiful," he whispered to his wife as they looked around the giant ballroom. He looked her over once again. She'd picked up a new dress just for this occasion and until she'd slipped off her coat and handed it o the coat check girl, he'd had not even a glimpse. Slinky was the first word that came into his head, a red short slinky dress with a pair of straps showing her perfect breasts both cleavage and side-boobs. She was wearing stockings and the dress was sufficiently short to let everyone know. He surreptitiously felt her ass to confirm she was at least wearing panties and was disappointed she was. "Before we go over there, can we check out the closet I saw as we came in?" he stroked the side of her bare breast as she whispered in her ear.
Joy pushed his hand away, "Stop that. My panties are crotchless so unless you want juices running down my leg..." she whispered back.
Johnny chuckled, "As long as they're my juices, sure." He looked around, "McKenzie should be around somewhere," he said. "There, the big round table, back right," he said.
"Wow, good eyes. That's got the be a half-mile away," she smiled. "Wow! This place is huge." She kissed his cheek, "Not as huge as some things," she giggled. "Even look around a gathering like this and wonder how many are fucking each other," she whispered.
They made their way over to the table and were halfway there when Mr. McKenzie saw them. He stood, tapped another man on the shoulder then they both came over to meet them.
"Johnny!" the older man came over holding out his hand, "and Joy. So good to finally meet you, Johnny has done nothing but sung your praises, and," he looked the incredible woman over, "It's obvious he was downplaying your beauty."
Joy turned to Johnny with a smile, "Better keep me off the dance floor with this man, he might just charm me out of this dress, " she laughed. She looked back at the man, "I'm sorry Mr. McKenzie, I am just so impressed with this place." She took his proffered hand, giggling when he kissed her knuckles.
"Roy, Roy McKenzie, and I just took that as a challenge. I'll be requesting a dance after dinner, if that's alright with you, Johnny." He turned to the man with him, "This is Elliot Danby, he's VP of R&D and I wanted you two to meet. This is the guy I wanted you to meet, during each of the interviews he displayed a solid grasp of the technical details and never once failed to come up with a viable solution."
Joy looked around as the three men did the introductions, answered basic questions then realized she was asked a question.
"Would you like me to get you both drinks?" Roy asked.
"Sorry, we don't drink," Joy asked, "Trust me, one drink and it wouldn't be pretty. But, when it's time, do you samba?" she asked.
A smile lighting up his face, he did a few quick steps, "and Tango, Salsa, even the occasional Paso Doble," he said.
Joy looked at her husband, "You can come and get me when it's time to go up to our room," she said, "I might need to find my dress and you can help me," she chuckled.
Roy laughed and excused himself to go back to his table and Joy followed her husband and the executive as they headed to the side.
Elliot took Johnny's shoulder and led him over to a table, "Here's the team you'll be joining," Elliot said smiling, "Oh for God's sake, don't stand up," he laughed.
The three men had all started to stand seeing the VP walk up, but sat back down. The taller man on the right chuckled, "Sorry, it just seemed right to look like we respected management for the new guy. Johnny, good to see you again." He did stand up this time, "Is this your wife Joy?" he asked.
"No, sorry, she had a previous engagement, Johnny called the agency and they sent me over for the night. I'm Candy," she said sincerely as she squeezed his ass.
Johnny laughed, "You have to stop this. Yes, this is Joy. I can't take her anywhere, Joy, this is my new lead, Brad Parsons," he shook the man's hand.
Brad introduced the other engineers and their spouses before indicating the two empty seats, "We saved these for you."
Their tablemates each introduced themselves and gave quick bios. Alan just finished when Brad added, "the ambient noise blocking algorithm, that's Al's," he added.
"That's so cool!" Johnny grinned, "it's brilliant."
"Damn," Joy sighed, "Careful, whenever he looks at me like that I usually end up on my back."
Then the speeches started. She could have done without that, but she knew it would have to end.
Joy found her mind wandering as she listened to the accomplishments, awards, and glowing plans for the future. At least dinner was good, but she was anticipating dancing. The one area in their relationship that she was mildly frustrated with was Johhny's lack of any rhythm. For three years in college, they'd never missed a single class until Senora Garcia suggested Johnny take up golf as a pastime. She'd finished the next year with a widower who was more than eager to Cha-cha and samba with the beautiful coed. She wondered if he took pills before class whenever he pressed his erection against her. She felt bad every time she'd begged off his invitations to go back and practice at his house.
At last! The last man to talk, pointed to the bar, "...and as your corporate duty, let's not let all this booze go to waste, you know our company's motto, "Waste is worse than loss," he smiled. "Ok, I found that on the web, but seriously folks, there are sober folks in Africa...that doesn't work either. Band? Band, can you take over, I'm done here," he said stepping back from the microphone.
Roy McKenzie came over holding his tablet. "Brad, perhaps you can show Johnny the room," he held out the tablet, "before we can let you do that you need to sign some papers." He said. "NDAs, employment agreement, you know what they are," he smiled.
Johnny glanced at the documents then signed each one, "Ok, what room?"
Brad grinned, "You'll love this, all the prototypes and betas we're going to be introducing in the next few months."
Joy looked at the eagerness on her husband's face, "Wow! Last time I saw that look was when I modeled my new crotchless bodysuit," she said, "Can I see the room, also?" She asked.
Roy looked apologetic, "Um, you'd have to sign an NDA and get approval from the board," he sighed. "But, how about I see if I can show you my moves?" he asked, looking out at the dance floor.
Johnny was torn between seeing the new products he'd be working on and keeping an eye on his wife. 'She's a big girl,' he thought, 'she can take care of herself.' He kissed her just before he was led out of the ballroom and she was led onto the dance floor.
Roy found he'd never had as enthusiastic nor as skilled a partner. She was into the more sensual and erotic moves that he'd found lacking with most of the wives and employees he'd met at these events. After three dances he hugged the woman and suggested they get a drink. As they headed over to the bar, Jack McCallister waved them over. Roy wasn't sure Mr. McCallister even knew who he was but headed over.
McCallister was Senior Executive Vice President and had been perusing the room, looking for a potential bed warmer. He hated these dog and pony shows but the one perk was the vast pool of wives and girlfriends more than willing to advance their mate's career. Rebecca Jackson noticed him looking and she was a distinct possibility as she turned in his direction and idly scratched her inner thigh. Last year, she did more than warm up his bed then they'd met her husband for breakfast so she could get home. Lenny Jackson was now director over in HR.



He was about to get up from his elevated seat at the head table when she looked over at the dance floor. 'Who the fuck is that?' he wondered. He was getting hard just watching the couple, well, watching the beautiful woman. 'How does she keep her breasts in her dress?' he wondered and 'where is her husband? Roy McKenzie is married.' He looked around the room and saw no one even glancing at the couple. As they headed off the dance floor he waved the couple over.
"Roy, don't you think you should check on the Operations group? They look bored," he suggested.
Mr. McCallister, We were just going to get a drink..."
The taller man stood, looking down at the couple, "I can escort the lady," he said stepping down, "I'd hater to keep you from getting around to all your teams," he smiled as he took the stunning woman's hand.
"Oh, shit!" Roy thought as his new hire's wife was led away by the one man he'd never leave his wife alone with. As he went over to one of the tables, he tried to come up with what he was going to say to Johnny.
"I'm Jack McCallister," he said, his hand exploring her bare back down to her ass.
"Joy Thompson," the girl smiled, "I assume you're one of the top suits?" she smiled. "I hope not one whose ties isn't on too tight."
He laughed, "I am. Senior VP, but I tend to keep things loose, you know, keep a finger on the pulse of the company's morale," he said as his finger stroked the side of her breast.
"Is that the only place you put your finger?" she asked.
The man stopped and looked at her, "I like you. You keep it loose also. Here, it's an open bar, what do you drink?" he asked.
"No alcohol," she sighed, "You think I'm loose now..."
He turned to the bartender, "I'd like a margarita, silver, rocks, salt, and a virgin marg for the lady," he pulled a $20 out of his pocket, leaned forward placing it in the man's hand, "ok, maybe a somewhat inexperienced margarita for the lady," he whispered so Joy couldn't hear.
They got back to the head table, Joy feeling like everyone was looking at her. She was, after all, literally front and center. She tried to ignore all the looks as she kept having to pull down her short dress.
"So, are you an employee? Or married to one of ours?" he asked.
"Married to one, just hired in fact. He's in product development or engineering," she said.
"I probably won't know the name, but who is he?" Jack asked.
"John Thompson, he prefers Johnny."
"Ah, yes. His dad liked basketball?" Jack asked.
"Liked it, played it, and went to Georgetown, so Johnny prefers to not even talk about it."
Jack laughed, "I get it. My roommate in college was Michael Hunt. Never, ever call him Mike," he chuckled.
Joy laughed, "That would suck, especially after Porky's came out, but I much prefer this conversation over the one with the engineers," she smiled. "I can talk about my cunt all day, but discussing dwee-bobs, diozisters, and telecrons...I'm lost," she said as she took a sip of her drink.
Jack smiled, "So, tell me about your cunt. Fully waxed, trimmed?"
"Waxed and trimmed," she said looking down at her crotch, "I keep my lips clean but Johnny loves my pubic hair, calls it downy soft. So I keep a nice patch here," she said fingering her mons.
Jack felt his head swimming. He'd never come across any woman so open, so natural. He stroked the side of her breast with the back of his hand, "Are these real?" he asked, "They are certainly incredibly well augmented if not," he said.
"Thanks. That feels nice," she smiled, "All natural, American Made."
"What size are they?' his hand pressed more firmly against her bare skin.
"36C, though, you know, that time of the month they're closer to Ds," she smiled. "This is good. I've never had a virgin margarita before. You sure this has no alcohol?" she asked, "I can't have any."
'And you still haven't,' he internally smiled. "Of course not, why would the bartender make a mistake like that?" he asked. He moved his hand to her thigh, exploring her satiny smooth skin as she made no move to stop him.
'Oh shit, shit, shit,' Roy fumed seeing the two lean into each other conspiratorially. 'Why is McCallister touching her breast like that, her leg?' he wondered. He looked at the empty table, 'Thank God Johnny isn't back.'
Joy felt her pussy throb, her nipples harden, and a strange sensation in her head and stomach. She looked down at his hand, "What do you normally do here, get her used to your hand feeling her thigh so close to her cunt that she is unaware until you're fingering her?" she asked.
"Normally, yes but sometimes I'm not moving fast enough and she guides me to the prize," he smiled at her, "Nice nipples, by the way. Sensitive, I assume?"
Joy sighed and nodded, "They're incredibly sensitive, but you're not going to check for yourself." The buzzing in her head a stomach was getting more intense. She took a couple of gulps hoping it would calm her down. She tried to act natural, "Why would a decent married woman do that?" she asked.
"Woman have desires too. They have needs that often their husbands neglect." He looked around the room, "I'd wager at least half of these women are unsatisfied and guys like me perform a valuable service to the women and for their husbands. What man wants to live with a frustrated, often angry wife?" He slid his hand higher, his eyes widening, "You are a horny little slut, aren't you?" he asked discovering her crotchless panties.
"That's that Johnny tells me," she panted, "It's hard on him as once I get turned on....fuck!" she spat feeling a fat finger enter her. She picked up her glass, drained it, and got up unsteadily, straightening out her dress. "I'd better get back to my husband or we might be arrested for public indecency," she panted. She looked around, "And now I have to pee." As she said that a feeling of deja vu came over her and the room swirled.
"I'll show you where the restrooms are," the older man said, "Take my arm."
"I rather take another appendage," the girl slurred slightly. "I'm at your mercy," she said as he escorted her out of the room, "I never was able to get my sea legs," she apologized. She felt her dress, "Where's my swimsuit? Can we go to your cabin and change?"
McCallister smiled. This was easier than he thought as he hit the up button on the elevator, "I'm so glad I met you, Joy. My room is just up a few floors and the bathroom will be a lot cleaner," he said as he cupped her full breast. His cock throbbed to life as the elevator door closed.
"Joy? Sorry, Julia, my name is Julia. What's yours?" she asked but before he could answer, she'd planted her mouth on his.
"I like this game. Jack Sparrow. Have you ever been taken by a pirate?" he asked.
Johnny had just come back, his brain swirling with ideas and possibilities after seeing the incredible things this group...his group would be working on. He couldn't wait to tell Joy what his future looked like when he saw a tall older man lead her out of the far end of the ballroom.
He had to weave around groups of people to get over there and when he finally made it, the hallway was empty.
He slumped back onto one of the benches against the walls feeling despair. Who gave her alcohol? he wondered. Joy knows never to touch the stuff so someone had to slip her something.
***********************************************
Freshman year, Joy had disappeared for three days until her friend Susan brought her back wrapped in a coat, her clothes missing, hickeys all around her neck and on her breasts, her pussy and ass seeping massive amounts of sperm. She was completely passed out and Johnny was beside himself. They took her to the hospital and the examiner shook his head, "No trace of drugs, though there is alcohol in her system. He paused, "I'm happy to say, no forced entry, I mean she wasn't raped, he said softly.
He thought back to the feeling that it wasn't exactly good news...the fact she'd cheated on him with multiple partners was not great news, but the thought of her being raped was worse. Later that day she'd come to, looking around confused.
"Where am I?" she asked. She looked at Susan, "What, where? I mean, we were in your dorm and we opened a bottle of wine," she said.
Her brunette friend nodded, "I went to take a piss, and you were gone. Where did you go?" she'd asked.
Joy shook her head and looked for a calendar, "What day is it? I mean, last I remember it was Saturday."
"It's Tuesday," Johnny said, "You remember nothing?" he asked. "I mean we were worried as hell."
The girl started crying as she shook her head, "All I remember is red. Everything was red and there were naked guys, all around," she looked at her body under the covers, "Oh fuck!" she said. "That wasn't a dream. Did I fuck a lot of guys?" she asked.
The doctor referred them to a specialist who's suggested a trial. "It looks like your girlfriend experiences amnesia or perhaps has a partial personality disorder triggered by alcohol. Has this ever happened before?" he asked.
Johnny shook his head and Susan said, "She told me she'd never tried any booze before I got the bottle. I'm sorry, I didn't know," she said grabbing Johnny's hand. "I never..."
"Of course, you didn't," Johhny said, "It would have been with anyone at any time, it happened to be you," he said.
Johnny and Susan watched through the one-way mirror as the doctor had the full-wired-up Joy drink half a shot of tequila. He was sitting next to the bed with a clipboard watching the girl and the readouts. Within ten minutes they watched as the blonde began grinding her thighs together then stroking her breasts through her gown. The doctor was studying some lines on the printout when he jumped back.
Joy had grabbed his crotch and was pawing at him attempting to get at his penis. She'd begun to roll off the bed to perhaps suck him, but got only so far. The doctor pried her hands off him and sat her on the bed where she stroked her pussy while licking her lips. After telling her to relax, he came out looking flustered.
"Never in my life have I ever seen such a reaction to alcohol in my life. Is she naturally uninhibited?" he'd asked. Both Johnny and Susan chuckled and nodded before looking serious again. They watched as Joy stripped down and looked at them...at the mirror as she played with her nipples and fingered herself.
"Perhaps, you should go in there?" Johnny asked.
The Doctor shook his head, "Better both of us. I need to ask her some questions so if you can get her to calm down..." he suggested.
"You mean, I need to somehow distract her while you interview her," he sighed.
The doctor asked Susan to get a nurse after writing down some instructions.
Joy lay back happily as Johnny screwed her. The entire situation was surreal with the girl oblivious to a man with a clipboard and recording device asking her questions.
"Joy, can you tell me where you are?" he asked. The girl never looked at him, so he tried a different tack, "Miss, can you tell me your name?"
"Julia. Are you next?" she asked. "Or we can turn over. I love when a man fucks my ass."
"Sure, let me ask some more questions first, then you can get on top. Julia, can you tell me where you are?" he asked again.
"The Coral Cruiser. My boyfriend's boat," she smiled.
The door opened and a nurse came in, needle in hand. Johnny got on his back, Joy...Julia offered her ass to the doctor before going limp as the sedative took effect.
Johnny remembered it all now, his embarrassment as the medical staff seemingly ignored his raging, glistening erection as he rolled off the bad. It took 12 hours for the effects of the alcohol to wear off and for Joy to return.
A week later Joy and Johnny say across from the doctor, the girl blushing and looking at her hands in her lap.
"How are you both?" he asked.
"We're good, though Joy's, um lust for sex has, well diminished," Johnny said as he stroked his girlfriend's shoulder and upper back. "We're dealing with...whatever this is and our place is a non-alcohol zone," he chuckled.
"Well, that's good. Joy, there's nothing wrong with you. A few years back you experienced a trauma that is buried deep inside you. Thanks to Dr. Carter and the sessions, we found out you were profoundly affected when you lost your first cousin in a car accident."
Johnny had remembered the summer before their senior year, Joy got news of the death of her first cousin. He'd thought they weren't close but apparently, they were but her reaction to the news was mild. But the night before she was killed, she and Joy were talking on the phone and Julia was excitedly revealing her plans to lose her virginity the next weekend on a boat, The Coral Cruiser, and how perfectly romantic the whole thing was. He boyfriend had arranged the entire weekend to celebrate her 18th birthday and Joy remembered how much she wanted to finally make love to a boy.
Joy looked up, tears streaming down her face, and nodded, "She was my best friend, we told each other everything then some FUCKER!" she yelled, "Some drunk fucker drove the wrong way killing both her and her boyfriend," she sobbed. "I hate him, he served 3 months then they let him out since he was an otherwise fine citizen," she spat. She wiped her eyes, "Sorry, sorry." She looked around the room, "I don't think about it anymore," she sighed.
"That's been the issue. You've submerged the pain, not only of the loss of your friend but what your cousin missed out on. You suffer from Disassociative Personality Disorder, loosely a split personality. Your normal desires, sexual desires are natural, perhaps showing an addiction, but nothing to worry about. You also have no real inhibitions when talking about sex or your body which exacerbates the situation. The issue is alcohol, it triggers the DPD which combined with your sexual addiction makes you believe you are your cousin. This seems to be a way for you to alleviate your guilt over enjoying sex while your friend never got her chance and to become your cousin so she can first-hand experience the joys of sex."
There was a lot more, but the result was even with therapy and a suggestion of drugs, as long as Joy stays away from alcohol things will be fine. It wasn't that hard until some predator spikes her drink.
***********************************************
Johnny rushed back into the ballroom, looking around for Roy McKenzie. He turned as he felt the pat on his shoulder.
He was about to ask when the man spoke first.
"Johnny, I'm sorry. Your wife might have gone to Jack McCallister's room with him," he said softly, "Don't make a scene and we'll work this out."
Johnny shook his head, "It's not something to work out. Did you see them? Were they dancing, talking, sitting somewhere?" he asked.
Roy looked over at the raised tables, "They were sitting up there," Roy said, "Your wife is beautiful and I'm sure she was flattered..."
Johhny rushed up to the table and pointed to a pair of empty glasses, "Here?" he asked. He picked up each glass and seeing lipstick on one, smelled it. "Shit!" he spat, "He must have spiked her drink." He carried the glass to the bar.
"Excuse me, did you serve drinks to a couple, I know, you served a lot of couples, but an older man with a tall blonde wearing..."
"...the incredible red dress, yes. He ordered a margarita for himself and a virgin margarita for the lady," the man said as he wiped glasses and stacked them.
"This is not a virgin margarita," he held out the glass.
"OK, ok, look, the gentleman gave me a nice tip and suggested I make it a 'less-experienced margarita,' or something like that," he said stepping back.
"You're an ass. You might have caused serious harm." He leaned forward, "When a lady says virgin, it could be a medical issue, or she could have been sober for a long time. What you did was in effect slip her a date-rape drug," he hissed.
Roy grabbed his arm "Cool it," John. She's an adult and if she..."
"...weren't drugged she'd be right here, saying embarrassingly inappropriate things rather than up with a...how old is this McCallister?"
"65, why?" Roy asked.
"Joy is allergic to alcohol. You might have noticed she has few inhibitions, well imagine the next 12 hours with a woman demanding to be sexually satisfied. This McCallister have any medical issues? Heart?" he asked.
"No idea, but let's find his room and knock on his door. You can't hurt him," Roy said firmly.
Johnny laughed, "You don't get it. I'm not worried about me hurting him, I'm worried about her giving him a heart attack."
They got the room number and went up the slowest elevator they'd ever been on. They found the room and had to pound on it for over a minute before an angry older man answered the door wearing only a towel around his waist, his rigid member clearly outlined under the cloth.
"What the fuck do you want? Roy, we will be having a serious talk on Monday. Who the fuck are you?" he asked as Johnny shoved by him. "Wait, get the fuck out of my room! I'm calling security."
Johnny rushed in and found Joy face down on the bed, her wrists and ankles tied to each corner. She looked up at him with an eager look on her face.
"Oh good, more men to interrogate me," she panted. "Get your clothes off and I'll tell you anything you ask."
"Are you her husband?" the older man demanded, "She practically dragged me up here. Your little slut of a wife was begging for it," he said before he was shoved against the wall.
"She isn't she. She has had a severe allergic reaction to alcohol because a sexual predator spiked her drink," Johnny said angrily, "Ask her her name. She has no idea who Joy is." He looked at the now flaccid cock, "You'd better get that thing up again and finish what you started while I figure out the next 12 hours."
"What do you mean? You're insane," the man spat. He put out his hand as the boy took out his phone, "Stop. What are you doing?"
"I'm calling for an ambulance," Johnny said, "and get over there and fuck her, look at her. When she gets like this she needs to be fucked."
Roy put a hand on the boy's phone, "No ambulance. Word of this gets out and Jack's career is ruined, you'll be released because of what you signed. There's a morality clause in your employment contract which includes scandals with family members and a 5-year non-compete agreement for the tri-state area. Can't we do something else?"
Johnny looked at the older man, "If you need to get it up again, she sucks cock like a pro, now get over there while we come up with a plan, and hold off as long as you can," he ordered.
Jack grinned, this is working out better than he thought. The husband must be a perv but who was he to look a gift horse in the mouth, speaking of mouths..."
As the sound of slurping filled the room, Johnny sat down, rubbing his face with his hands. "We've been so good since her episode in college. I never thought a corporation would have someone who would drug my wife," he said, "5-year non-compete, huh?"
Roy patted him on the back while he watched the Senior VP mount the whimpering girl from behind. He seemingly couldn't look away as the man's ass bounced against the girl's ass. "Um, you said 12 hours?" he asked. "Do we have to fuck her all night?" he asked, barely pulling his attention away from those bouncing breasts.
Johnny nodded, "I know what you're going to ask, sure. Go for it." He looked around, between the three of us we should keep her from harming herself," he sighed. "Not very romantic."
Roy was up and taking off his clothes, stepping over to the bed. He moaned as the incredibly beautiful girl eagerly sucked his cock. All night he'd been fighting an erection with her ass rubbing against his crotch, her breasts pressing against him. He looked at the grinning McCallister who winked at him.



"Let's untie her, she loves anal," he said.
Johnny felt like throwing up as the two men got his wife to lower herself onto McCallister's cock while Roy grabbed some lube. He wanted to suggest they pace themselves but it was obvious their hormones had taken over. Any seriousness with her condition was viewed as an opportunity. He should have been jealous but it was as if he was a voyeur watching three strangers fuck.
The loud sounds of skin slapping against skin, wet sloshing, grunting, and periodic orgasms from the girl filled the room. Roy wasn't able to hold out and soon pressed himself against the perfect ass as he released jets of cum into the girl's rectum. He pulled out and went into the bathroom to clean up. He came back out, got dressed then sat down.
"Sorry, but you're a lucky man," he sighed. "What I'd give to fuck her every night."
"Booze, you give her booze," Johnny muttered, "Sorry. I don't think the three of us are enough. She'll demand a cock until the effects of the alcohol wears off," he moaned, "Then she'll pass out and when she wakes up, she'll remember nothing."
Roy stood up, "I can go again and you're here," he said. "But I know of at least three of the board member that wanted to dance with her so..."
"Damn! I hate this. Can we swear them to absolute secrecy? I mean, I have to work with these guys," he sighed.
Roy nodded, "Which is why I thought about the board members. Look, for this to work, you need to disappear. I'll go down and tell these guys there's a willing slut...sorry, but for this to sound real...there's a slut up in McCallister's room demanding a party...I'll not tell them your names, and they'd be fools to pass it up. When she passes out, I'll kick those guys out and call you. You have a room here for the night?" he asked.
***********************************************
Johnny finally was able to sleep and was up pacing the room when he got the call, "Ok, thanks. Is she alright?" he asked urgently. He rushed to the elevator and just as he was about to knock, a tired-looking Roy answered the door.
"I wanted to stop him, but he said he had to try her ass out once more," the man apologized.
Johnny groaned seeing McCallister grin at him as pounded those creamy cheeks.
"Hey, she was telling me to fuck her ass when she suddenly passed out. I'm only human," he sighed as he went back to pounding her hole.
Johnny glanced at the desk chair wondering if it would break like in the movies or just break the man's skull but backed off and sat down instead.
"Coffee?" Roy asked. "we ordered breakfast. I guess we weren't thinking when the guy rolled the cart in. He sure was interested in your wife," he smiled. She is something," he sighed. "Best night of my life, not even close."
"Just what a guy wants to hear," Johnny moaned. He looked at his watch, "How long do you think he'll last?" he asked.
"If last night was any indication, 40 minutes?" Roy said.
Johnny sat down as the rhythmic slapping continued. "Black," he sighed. "I am hungry, is there a pastry or something?"
***********************************************
"Are you sure you want to go?" he asked his wife. "I know they let McCallister go, but you, um..."
"...fucked a few of the board members and your boss, Roy," she sighed, "Him I don't mind," she chuckled. "He's a great dancer. But I'm fine, though it might be weird to meet a guy I've fucked for the first time. I will remember Roy. If he was as good in bed as he is a dancer, you might need to make yourself scarce."
Johnny laughed, "So, keep you away from alcohol and dancing, got it."
They walked into the ballroom hearing his co-workers call him over. Roy was true to his word as none of the people he worked with ever had a hint that Joy had been used for 12 hours by upper management. They sat through the awards and boring speeches and when the last person finished, the band started playing.
Roy was the first to come up, putting out his hand. Johnny was careful to ensure no one put anything into his wife's glass as various board members took turns dancing with Joy. She'd memorized their pictures, names, and what their positions were, and all seemed pleased she remembered them. She hinted she hoped they'd kept that night a secret as her husband is blissfully unaware she'd let herself go, and it was a one-time thing.
Each board member who danced...and slept with her told her it was too bad it was just that once as they'd never enjoyed the company of a woman as much as they enjoyed hers. Her response was the same, "It was incredible and I'll never forget how great you were in bed. I would have been so bored with my husband off working."
It seemed the entire board wanted at least one dance with her even though not all indicated they'd known her intimately. But of those she'd fucked...or who fucked her, three asked if she'd be interested in coming on as their executive assistant promising a huge salary, travel, and all sorts of perks, but she said the same thing, "Tempting, really tempting, but I like being a personal trainer, but if you need any tips while working out," she told them the name of the gym. She could feel them get hard apparently imagining her in a lycra bodysuit...or perhaps just reminiscing.
Crawling in bed, Joy said innocently, "Want to play that you've captured me and will need to torture me to get me to talk?" she asked.
Johnny sat back, looking at her, "How...?"
"I thought it was a dream, but Roy confirmed it tonight. Was that what happened?" she asked.
Her husband nodded, "It was pretty hot, or would have been had it been just us," he sighed. "But that was something McCallister suggested and Julia liked it. He thought a second, then slapped her ass, "Shut up and assume the position. We've got all night, but you'll tell me how many troops you have and where they're deployed."
Joy squealed as she was tied down spread-eagled. "I've had better men than you try, so give me what you got!" she panted. She weakly protested feeling cool gel shoved into her rectum. "Please. not my ass, I'll tell you anythiiiinnng! Fuck" she cried out as Johnny slammed his cock into her pussy.
It wasn't long before Joy came and as she recovered begged him to do whatever he wanted but leave her ass alone. As he pressed his cock against her puckered hole he once again thought how he was the luckiest man in the world.
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"Young lady, you need to start dressing like...well, a young lady. You're too old to be a kid running around with the other kids in the neighborhood," Sandra admonished her daughter.
Sarah looked down at her clothes, "I'm not going out on a date, I'm playing basketball with the guys," she said. "You want me to wear a tiny skirt and tight top as if I'm a cheerleader so I can show off my panties and tits?" she asked. She knew that would hit home as her mother was a cheerleader all through high school and college. There were hundreds of photos of her mother's cleavage and camel toe on display in various photo albums. Sandra Davis was still incredibly hot and her daughter had inherited most of her assets.
"Sarah, sweetie. I don't want you to do anything you don't want. You are a great child, better than I deserved, but you're so pretty. Would it hurt to wear cute shorts and a nice top when you play basketball? I mean, your top looks uncomfortable. How can you even breathe?" she asked as she pulled up her daughter's top before tugging on the tight elastic.
The young blonde groaned, "Mom! I wasn't happy to get these," she patted her large squashed breasts, "And I have to wear a sports bra when I play," she whined. For the last five years, Sarah had to get tighter and tighter sports bras just to keep her boobs from getting in the way of her sports. Even she had to admit she was having trouble getting deep breaths.
"Nonsense, when I did cheerleading we jumped, flipped, and did tons of moves wearing just a bra. We never wore sports bras back then." She came over to her daughter, "Do this just once for me. Put on that pretty bra I bought you and you'll see how it doesn't matter. You'll be cooler and be able to breathe," she looked at the thermometer, "It's already 85 and it's not even 9 am. And those shorts?" she fingered the baggy knee-length sweat shorts, "put on those cute red ones I got you. Look, do it just this once, and your father and I will give you the 4Runner," she said.
"What? Really?" the girl looked stunned. "Wait, that means you already decided the give me the 4Runner since you said you and dad...well, thanks but I hate that you are manipulating me," she sighed.
"You'll thank me. Once you find a nice boy who gets between your legs, you'll remember this conversation. And, the rear seats fold down if you ever go out on a date." she said brightly.
"Christ, why can't I have normal parents," she sighed. "Should I get fully shaved, or a nice landing strip?" she asked her mother.
"Oh, honey! I thought you'd never ask. We're going over to get your twat fully waxed, men love a bare pussy."
"Mom!" The girl turned and stomped back to her room. 'Damn boobs,' the girl swore. she picked up the sheer lacy garment. Pulling off her sports bra she struggled with the lighter, lacy garment before finally fastening the clip in the back before looking in the mirror. 'No way will this flimsy thing keep my chest from flopping around. Plus, red? What was mom thinking when she bought this?' she wondered as she tested the support with her hands.
Sarah came back into the kitchen and her mother's face lit up, "Oh honey. I know you're just going to play basketball, but you look so pretty now." She looked her up and down, "I like how you can see the pretty red bra under the white top. We'll get you some cuter shoes, but go have fun," she smiled.
The 9 guys were practicing shots and passing to each other when they all stopped, "Who's that? Holy shit, Sarah? You're a girl?" Teddy grinned, "Did any of you guys know Sarah was a girl?" he looked around.
John shook his head, " I always thought he...er, she was gay or something," he smiled.
"Sarah, what happened? I mean," he pointed to her chest, "Where did you get those? Wait, did you over-inflate this morning?"
"I knew this was a mistake," the 18-year-old girl sighed, "Just ignore them and let's play." She looked down at her breasts, "They never got in the way before and they won't this time either."
The neighborhood kids had been playing basketball, football, and softball for years as they grew up in the Farwell Development. Sarah blended right in as she had as much if not more athletic abilities than most of the boys. She usually played quarterback, shortstop, and point guard when they played basketball.
She grabbed a ball for one of the guys and swished a 20-foot jump shot. "Ok, let pick up sides so we can make the losers cry like babies," she grinned.
As usual, Sarah and Drew were captains and after flipping a coin, Sarah picked first. "Larry," she pointed to the 6' 8" dark-haired kid.
After the last kid was picked, Drew tossed the coin in the air, "Call it."
The blonde girl quickly said, "Heads!"
"Heads it is," Drew said looking down at the coin on the ground. "Shirts or skins," he asked. "Since you're now a girl, you should be shirts," he sneered.
Larry blurted out, "Skins. It's too hot." He looked at Sarah, "I mean, it's your call but I'm steaming in this light tee." he looked at her, his shirt half pulled up.
The other three teammates were already pulling off their shirts and Sarah groaned. She was counting on calling shirts knowing that if Drew won the call, he'd call skins. "How about we do skins and I'll keep this on?" she asked.
"Screw that, you know the rules. You're just hoping we'd pass the ball to you accidentally," Drew said firmly. He took the ball into the backcourt waiting. The team that picked players second got the ball first. "Sarah, come on." He looked around, "We're behind John's house and no one can see you. Plus, I don't want to hear any excuses when we kick your asses."
Sarah groaned and pulled off her tee noticing 9 pairs of eyes were all looking at her. She realized how ridiculous she looked in her red-lacy bra and tiny red shorts. She looked like a stripper. She went over, slapping the ball out of Drew's hands. "I'm going to kill mom, but not until I bury you guys," she said as she turned and drove the basket. "2 zip!" she cried.
The game became the usual fast and furious closely-matched competition and the score was 48-48, first one to 50. Drew passed the ball to Bobby who flipped it over to Rob. The boy looked back to Drew who put up an 8 footer.
From the side, Sarah lept and blocked the shot just after it left his hand. She grabbed the loose ball just before it went out of bounds, flipped it out to John at the top of the key who set up Larry for an alley-oop.
Sarah jumped up and pumped her fist as the tall boy slammed the ball home. "That's it, losers," she cried as she noticed the guys were quiet. She looked where the boys were looking and quickly tucked her large breast back into the cup. "I'm going to go back to the sports bra after this," she sighed. "Anyhow, I think this is ours," she said going over to the pile of 10s.
After distributing the winnings she grabbed her shirt and started to dry the sweat off her chest, stomach, and back.
"I can help with that, Drew came over.
Sarah looked at him, "Why not help Larry?" She looked over at her teammate, "He looks like he's having trouble getting his back."
"Drew laughed, "I'd rather do you," he said.
The girl laughed, "Do me? Not help me?" she shook her head and looked around. "First time you ever offered to help me. This," she fingered the bra, "is just another piece of clothing. I'm still the same player, the same person."
"I think it gave you an advantage," Rob said as he came over. "Your tits were too distracting at times. Every time you ran or jumped they bounced all over the place and took away my concentration," he said.
Sarah sighed, "This was a one-time thing. I'll be back to wearing a sports bra and when I win you'll have no excuse."
Drew laughed, "I'll tell you what. Rematch tomorrow...same bra, or type of bra. Same teams, ok? You beat us and we'll not only lose the $10 stake, but we'll also give you an added $50 from each of us."
"What? Why? You just want to see my boobs?" she asked, "This sounds a bit too good to be true, what do we give you?"
"Not 'we,'" he said, "you. You give each of us a blowjob if you lose," he said, "You'll strip down completely naked, and you'll kneel right here," he pointed to the lawn next to him, "and you'll suck all 5 of us off."
Sarah laughed, "Not a chance." She looked at the 9 eager faces and felt something she'd never felt before. "Why now? We've been playing for years," she looked at her bra-covered breasts," I wear this and..."
Drew shook his head, "Up until last week, you were jailbait. We've always known you had tits, but now that you're legal..."
She shook her head. This had never occurred to her. They'd always treated her like one of the guys. "Wait a minute, did you guys come up with this together? Larry, was this your idea?" She glared at her friends, "You know all of you would love to get me naked so I'd lose for sure," she backed up and pulled on her tee-shirt.
Drew shook his head, "Nope. We'd wait until they're gone so they don't get even a peek, plus, they'd be $60 richer each." He looked at his teammates, "But maybe Rob was right. She couldn't beat us unless she was distracting us."
"We can beat them, Sarah," John said, "But, I'm only in if you play with this bra or one like it. I liked seeing your tits bouncing around but I could keep my head in the game, unlike these pussies. We can beat them," he said firmly.
Sarah laughed, "You're not the one that has to take their stinky, smelly penises in your mouth."
"And neither will you," Larry said, "We can beat them and I need the money."
The girl looked at the guys who were all waiting for her to say yes.
"Unless you don't know how," Drew sneered.
"Of course, I know how," she sighed. "ok. Tomorrow, 9 AM. One thing, please shower before playing, just in case," she ordered.
That night, she pulled out her tablet and searched blowjobs. She found almost nothing which surprised her until she saw something called safesearch. Agreeing she was over 18, she gasped. There were thousands of videos showing girls, women, and men giving blowjobs.
She watched various ones before deciding to head to the kitchen. She found a carrot that seemed the diameter and shape of some of these penises she'd seen on the videos.
For no logical reason, she took off all her clothes and practiced stroking the carrot with her fist while sucking on the end. She couldn't understand why she was getting wet between her legs while doing this. She was even more surprised to see it was after 1 AM.
'It looks easy but why should I do with the goo they shoot out? Most girls showed it was in their mouths but then spit it out. Does it taste that bad?' she thought as she fell asleep. Her dreams were filled with rigid shafts of flesh being pushed into her mouth.
***********************************************
"I told you so," Sandra said happily as her daughter came into the kitchen. "Did the boys make any comments? Say how pretty you looked?" she asked.
"Sarah grabbed some toast, "Nothing. We were too focused on the game. We won 50 to 48," she said happily. Today, she'd put on the even tinier pink shorts with a different white lacy bra over her tank top.
"Remember, you're skins," Drew said. I know it's hot, but I want to see as much of you as I can before I get to see all of you."
Sarah stripped off her shirt more quickly this time having resigned herself to showing a lot more than she was used to. This was a huge mistake as this bra was smaller and did not contain her boobs with any motion at all. Finally, she gave up, "Time out!" she said as she walked over to get water. The score was 24 - 20, their favor, but she was getting exhausted trying to keep her boobs in her bra. The boys all whopped every time she had an issue which at first she found mortifying but then somehow enjoyed the attention.
"Come on," Drew moaned, "We were on a roll."
Sarah started to head back to the court aware of her breasts bouncing as if there were no support at all. "Screw it!" she said as she reached behind her back, pulled off the bra then tossed it aside. She held her arms out to the side, "Ok, you've been seeing them all day anyhow."
The final score was 50 to 38 as the boys never had a chance. Sarah ran off 22 straight points feeling like she was lighter. That flimsy bra unable to contain her boobs illogically made her feel restricted whereas her unfettered breasts gave her total freedom.
The opponents all came over and shook her hand, "Great game," one of them said. "I think you'd play even better fully nude," another said.
As they distributed the cash, Drew suggested, "Same thing tomorrow, but you play completely naked?"
"Yeah!" Rob said.
Larry looked at the cash, "Shit yes. She'll do it. I'll bet we win by 20!"
"Boys! Not happening. I'll be back to wearing a better bra tomorrow, when we decide skins means all skin, then we'll see about that."
"I want another rematch," Drew said firmly. "With this," he fingered the lacy undergarment. You can play all the games you want, flashing us, taking us off our game, but we will beat you tomorrow and you will be swallowing our cum."
"Swallowing? That wasn't the deal," she hissed. "And the bet was for this one match, I, we won and sucked for you, but it was distracting for me to keep these things contained."
Drew pulled out $500, tossed it down. "One more week. One week and you beat us fair and square all 7 games, this is yours." He said.
The other four boys all stepped over, standing next to their captain, each one nodding and saying they'd toss in $500 also.
Sarah felt her head spin. They'd put $2,500 up and if she wins...her team wins the next 7 games, she gets all that? She looked at her teammates, "Are you guys good with that? I get $2,500 and you get..."
"...a terrific view of the competition, Larry smiled. Fuck the money, I love the tension here. This is real competition."
It was a good thing the other boys all had jobs, some in the afternoon some in the evening as they won the next 3 games. Every game Sarah just gave up trying to keep her huge boobs in her bra and ended up just taking it off. She and her 4 teammates made some nice cash and all the boys went home and jerked off thinking about the beautiful blonde they got to see. Had these been officiated by a real ref, the whistle would have blown constantly with all the inappropriate hand-checks and other fouls, but Sarah kept scoring anyhow.
Monday, Sarah just took off her top and unclipped her bra. It surprised her that even after a week of her friends seeing her large breasts they kept looking, an eagerness in their eyes. She left home already decided to just lose the bra and not even try. Today was different in another way, and not in a good way, either.
"50!" Drew cried. He went around and high-fived his friends before coming over to the girl stopping her from grabbing her clothes. "Uh-uh," he said. He looked at her four teammates, "Later guys, sucks to be you," he chuckled, "Sucks to be Sarah also, but in a different way."
The young blonde groaned as she was led over to the grass. She looked back wistfully as the four boys headed up the drive and around the corner of the house.
"Strip! That's the deal, completely naked. That's it, oh, don't forget the shoes and socks," Rob said gleefully.
The girl blushed furiously as she peeled off her sweaty shorts and panties, tossing them over by her footwear.
"Ok, put your arms on top of your head," Bobby ordered.
"Forget it!" the girl hissed, "I'll suck your cocks but I'm not going to parade around for you." She knelt on the grass, looking up expectantly.
"Go on. As part of the blowjob, you need to undo our pants," Drew said, "Oh yeah, free at last!" he chuckled as the girl yanked down his shorts.
Sarah had seen hundreds of penises in the videos but seeing a live one was something else...smelling one was also. She pinched her nose and waved her hand, "Phew! I thought I told you to shower?"
"I did. I spent a lot of time making sure I was clean," he sighed.
Rob laughed, "Believe him, he rubs his junk for hours every day."
Sarah couldn't put it off any longer especially as some of the videos showed girls sucking on cocks for over a half-hour. She licked her lips getting ready as she stroked the 5 cocks all pointing at her. Just as she opened her mouth feeling the warm spongy head on her lips, the boy stopped her.
"Double or nothing," he said. "Or rather, we'll put the $2,500 back on the table for twice as much from you."
"For 2 blowjobs?" I'm confused," the blonde said as she kept stroking two of the cocks. She felt both relief and disappointment. Every night she was practicing and was able to take 10" down her throat without gagging. After hundreds of videos, she was pleased and perhaps a little disappointed that they had 5" or 6" penises, so all her hard work was for nothing.
"Oh yeah, for blowjobs, and your pussy, double, double the access points. All we'd require is for you to show up Friday evening for a sleepover then you can go home at noon on Saturday." Drew was the only one not still living at home, but just had a studio and Sarah wondered how that would work.
Sarah looked suddenly nervous, now they were talking about fucking her. She wasn't prepared for that.
"Triple or nothing," Rob said, "I'll toss in another $500, guys?"
Sarah sat back, "What does that mean, no! You mean my..." she cried.
Drew chuckled, "I'm in. Come on, Sar. $5,000 and all you just have to do is show up. We'll do all the work," he chuckled.
The girl looked suddenly panicked. She felt her pussy throb considering what was at stake. She'd never even held hands with a guy. She thought about the money and sighed, "You better play your asses off," she said to her teammates. "Ok, I'll do it, just this once."
"You can get up, but as a gesture of good faith, stand for one minute, hands on your head," Drew ordered.
She stood up looking at the five strangers, eyes appraising her breasts, ass, and pussy. "Wait," she looked at the faces, "You pre-planned this, didn't you? You waited until I stripped naked and started stroking your smelly dicks...shit! I'm so fucking stupid."
"So? At least you don't have to wash the task of our stinky dicks out of your mouth and if we beat you, we'll shower right before we fuck you," Drew said. "Now shut up and put...yes, that's it."
Sighing, the girl stood feeling more vulnerable than she'd ever felt as the five boys groped, poked, and prodded her. She blushed furiously hearing the boys' comments.
"Damn, she's got better tits than that chick in the video we saw last night, the one in the back of the van?"
"We'll need a hedge trimmer to get to her cunt. Sarah, you need to shave or at least trim."
"Shit! You guys feel how wet she is?"
"I call dibs on her ass."
"I get this cunt first, I don't want your sloppy seconds."
She rushed over to her clothes, quickly pulling them on without looking back when the minute was up. What the hell did she just agree to? she wondered as she rushed home. How could she show up tomorrow? Her friends, her oldest friends acted like she was an object to be divvied up and used. She flung herself on the bed thinking about how they all touched her, her skin tingling where their hands were. She wanted to laugh when she mapped out the places they'd touched. It wasn't even 10% of her body.
She groaned thinking how she'd now have to do more research.
'Gangbangs, orgy, group sex,mmmf...' wait? 'This looks promising,' She typed in mmmmmf and found nothing. She tried mmmmf and found a few. 'Wow! mmmf and, mmf sure are popular,' she thought.
After viewing a half dozen videos she ran into her bathroom and threw up. There was no romance, no warmth. These poor girls were pushed onto their backs, or hands and knees or had cocks just rudely shoved in their mouths. Images of helpless girls bent over tables, tied down, pulled roughly onto a guy's lap while another guy stabs her ass ran through her head. They were all demeaning and contained zero love or tenderness.



She looked at more videos. DPs were popular as gang bangs, gang blows...that one she was familiar with. But the group ones were the worst. 'These should be mfm, or more accurately, m-f-m, or in some cases M-f-M. What about M/fM?' she sighed as the images of angry erections all pointing at her holes rushed through her head.
***********************************************
The next day the four who'd had to leave looked expectantly at the other five, "So, how was she? Does she suck at sucking, or was she telling the truth that she does know how?" one of the guys asked.
"We offered another option," Drew smiled. He explained the new challenge.
"Hang on, "John said quickly, "Not fair. I'm all into the money and I've loved watching her play topless, but don't we get a shot at this? I'd love to swap out and play on Drew's team for a shot at her," he said.
You have the cash?" Drew asked.
The four boys nodded, "College fund," one said, "But education is education," he grinned.
Drew nodded, "Sarah, your call. Should you allow all of us access to your body? If you say no, then you have a demoralized group of guys on your team."
The blonde looked at the nine boys and sighed, "What the hell, but if I get any sense any of you are throwing the game, the deal is not only off, I'm taking the money since you cheated. We'll play two games to 30 each. If we win, I'm not keeping the $5,000 but sharing it with my teammates. It's one way to ensure no one is going to fuck me over...literally."
***********************************************
Sarah felt ill. The eager leers on the boy's face were seared in her brain. She'd known these boys all her life, they grew up together but after the second game, it was as if she was dropped naked into a crowd of strangers. She replayed their comments and the adjectives were incredibly demeaning and the pronouns, it wasn't she or her but it and that.
She curled up in a ball on her bed wishing she could stop time as every tick of the clock brought her a second closer to the most humiliating, demeaning weekend of her life. She'd periodically imagined what her first sexual experience would be like. She replayed her dream first time.
Her boyfriend pulled her close, telling her he loved her. Their lips met, their bodies pressed together as he let his hands tenderly rub her back and arms. She could feel the heat from his crotch against hers and without thinking made room for his hands as he moved to her chest. He then whispered, "I love you so much," as he laid her gently on the bed.
He was hard now as he nestled between her legs, his lips still locked on hers. Somehow he'd undone her top and slipped her bra off and now his strong hands massaged her breasts.
She slipped her hands under his jeans, feeling his ass flex as it was as if he were trying to become one with her. His pants slid off as hers did and soon she was aware of the warmth of his skin from his lips to her inner thighs. Gently and tenderly he pressed his steel-hard erection against her virgin hole, apologizing as this will hurt the first time.
As he entered her, she felt nothing but...She opened her eyes. What will it feel like? she wondered.
Google! She picked up her tablet and searched for, what to expect, and how does it feel? She read a couple of dozen accounts and was left feeling even more confused. They ranged from incredible pain, soreness and chafing, to the most blissful act ever.
'Defloration,' she smiled ruefully, 'they actually have a category for that,' she thought. She looked at the close-ups of blood on the men's cock and the vacant looks on the girl's faces and moaned. 'Defloration, let's pick a nice bouquet for the girl...or rip her open,' she moaned.
Getting back to the nightmarish situation facing her she thought about the eager looks on her friends' faces, not that much different from the looks on the men's faces in the videos. Most showed intense men roughly putting the girl in the position they wanted just to plunge into the girl's pussy and then in some cases, shoving their cocks into her anus, then her pussy then back to her anus. These girls were virgins and must have been sore, but the men stabbed them regardless. Her hymen, she moaned.
Looking up how to manually break a hymen she found many sites, none of which made it sound hard to do. Putting aside her tablet she lay back trying to relax, the petroleum jelly-coated carrot pressed between her legs. She felt a tear form in her eyes and she pulled the carrot back. This was not at all how she'd fantasized her first time would be. Gritting her teeth, she put the narrow tip into her vagina.
It took a bit, but she was able to pump the carrot in and out of her pussy without pain, at first uncomfortable but then she started to enjoy it. She thought about the one she'd reached past in the vegetable drawer that was over a foot long and maybe two inches in diameter. She crept to her bedroom door and opened it. The house was completely quiet, so she went down to the kitchen and opened the vegetable drawer.
"Oh my God!" she whispered, "This is huge!" She stroked the fat part barely able to get her hand around it, opened her mouth trying to fit it in, but her jaw hurt just lining it up. She took it back upstairs and after thoroughly washing it slathered the greasy goo all over it.
After getting used to the smaller carrot she found the larger one was not bad...nice even. Within 10 minutes she was able to bury 8 of the 10 inches comfortably into her vagina and there was little need for the gel as her pussy was soaked with fluids. What surprised her was how great the fat end felt when she reversed it. Ok, that's step one...now the third option for the boys.
'This is hard!' she thought, her chest pressed into the mattress while reaching around with each hand to pump a carrot into her two holes. She left the fat vegetable in her pussy and found her butt was not all that eager to have another shoved up it. It took time but was soon able to comfortably...fuck herself with the two hard shafts. She chuckled thinking how naturally she used the 'f' verb. Satisfied she'd be able to do what she expected the boys to want she stashed the root vegetables in a bag and tried to sleep, her head spinning and her pussy and ass throbbing.
3 AM and her eyes were wide open. She still couldn't come up with a girlfriend's name she could use for a weekend sleepover, she just didn't have any girlfriends that close. 'I'll just have to make a name up, Stacy. I should have a girlfriend named Stacy," she sighed.
"You look like hell," her mother came over before putting the back of her hand on the girl's forehead. "Oh thank God, you don't have a fever."
"We played two games yesterday and all my muscles are sore," she lied, "Mom, would it be alright if I go over to..."
"Hold that thought, "Tom! You forgot your coffee," she yelled out to her husband. "I swear, every morning he forgets something," she sighed.
Sarah looked on as her dad rushed back in, gave her mother a sloppy kiss, grabbed her ass, and pulled her crotch against his. "Ew! Get a room for Pete's sake!" she spun around to look outside.
Her dad laughed, "Did you tell her?" he asked his wife before running out the door.
Sandra shook her head, "Sorry about that, um, you're 18 now and we trust you so I'm going to fly to Frankfurt with your dad for a week. Leaving this afternoon. Are you going to be alright here alone?" she asked. "I was thinking of calling your Aunt Elaine to see if she can visit."
"Mom! I'm not a little kid. I'll be fine," she sighed as she realized Drew's studio was no longer an issue.
"I know, we'll have our phones with us 24/7, and if you need anything..."
"Mom, I know. I'm fine. You and dad have fun in Germany," she sighed.
"Sorry," her mother hugged her, "I keep forgetting you're not my little girl anymore. I guess I don't have to worry about you having boys over, though I wish you would. When I was your age, your Gramps and Gram left me alone for a long weekend, I swear I couldn't walk for a week after that," she grinned.
"Mom! TMI, TMI," she covered her ears.
Sandra laughed, "Sorry. So, what were you going to ask?"
"Um, Stacy asked if I wanted to go shopping after school today, but as you won't be here, I guess I'll give myself permission." she smiled.
"Getting some nice clothes for a boy?" her mother smiled hopefully.
"Boys, mom...well, technically boys and men. I was planning on an orgy with a dozen guys and just me. I didn't want to tell you because you'd just worry."
Sandra laughed, "Worry. Hang on, I'm calling Tom to let him know I'm staying home," she grinned, "A dozen guys? Sometimes you should ask for help. That thought will keep me awake for a few nights. Well, you have fun at school today and servicing a dozen boys. We'll see you in a week," she said happily. "I have to go pack, oh, there is a box of extra condoms in your dad's bedside table...just 24, so you might have to run to the store," she smiled as she patted her daughter's ass. "I wish you weren't kidding."
***********************************************
Sarah answered the door and stepped back as the five boys each gave her a quick hug as they came in. She followed them into the living room, her stomach in knots she saw they'd all made themselves at home, taking the only spots and looking expectantly at her.
A pain shot through her stomach seeing that intense look she'd seen on the faces of dozens of men in the videos. She was glad to have nothing but a robe on and not have her clothes yanked off her as happened in so many of the scenes. She felt like crying anticipating her best friends turning into animals and attacking her body.
Drew looked at the girl, her hands shaking as she slipped her bathrobe off her shoulders, tears welling up in her eyes, to stand there naked. He stood causing the nervous-looking girl to step back, but he faced his friends, "Guys. I don't know about you, but I think this was a bad idea," he looked at the shocked girl, "Have any of you ever known a tougher person? Look what we did," he sighed. He picked up the robe and handed it to the blonde, "We're not rapists. We're not going to touch you, so you can relax," he said.
"But you were so eager the other day," she looked at the five guys and almost as if you were someone else," she said softly.
"We're not someone else," Rob said as he came over. He hugged the girl. "I'd give my left nut to make love to you, but I'd not give up our friendship. Not worth it," he said.
The other three stood and nodded, "We were talking on the way over and all we could talk about was using you and what we'd do to you," Bobby sighed, "But these guys are right, we shouldn't be doing anything to you, we should be doing things with you." He stepped over to Rob, "We have that video game we need to finish."
As the five boys each hugged her again and headed for the door she said, "Stop!" When they turned a looked at her she looked at each of them, "No, this is not right. I would have taken your hard-earned money. Money you," she looked at Drew, "sweat over a grill late into the night to earn barely a living. And you, Mike who parks cars for tips? Unless this is just a lame excuse to back out after seeing me naked, then no, the deal is not off," she said firmly as she walked back into the living room. She looked over her shoulder as she pulled off her robe, then laid on her back on the coffee table, legs spread invitingly wide.
She felt something new, almost as if there was an itch inside her that needed scratching and relief was coming soon.
Drew was there first, pressing his face between her legs even as he stripped off his clothes. Bobby and Rob stripped down and each grabbed a tit to suck on.
Sarah let out a guttural moan in a voice she didn't recognize as nerves she didn't know she had came alive. No longer embarrassed with her nakedness in front of boys, she found she was opening her legs wider while lifting her ass off the table. She looked over at Mike and Tim who were standing on either side of her head stroking their cocks. She grabbed one and opened her mouth.
Mike looked at his friends with a huge grin on his face. "Oh my God, this feels better than I thought it would," he sighed as the girl bobbed her head taking his cock surprisingly deeper into her throat.
After practicing for over a week, the girl enthusiastically sucked on her first cock then reached over to stroke Tim's cock. All the stimulation was putting her into a state where she seemed to no longer think about what she wanted but reacted. She changed cocks, tasting the difference between the boys along with the shape and size.
Drew's tongue was opening the girl's pussy up and her hips were humping more rapidly against his face. He looked up to see his friends now rubbing their cocks on the plump tits or getting their cocks sucked. He decided to try something and if Sarah protested, he'd stop.
The girl eagerly went from cock to cock taking the various shaped fleshy shafts into her mouth when she felt the gentle pressure against her twat. "Oooooh, yesss," she moaned as she felt the first penis enter her vagina. She looked down at the purple shaft entering her as she stroked two cocks. "Oh, God! Drew, do it, fuck me," she panted.
The other four boys watched enviously as their friend's cock sank balls deep into the girl's trimmed pussy. He started slow but pumped faster and harder into the moaning girls' pussy. Each boy wanted what Drew was getting but also savored the warm mouth on their cocks as the girl suck on one for a little while, then the next while stroking one of the other three.
"Fuck, Sarah, you're really good at this. I didn't believe you when you said, 'of course, I know how.' I'll never doubt you again." Bobby sighed.
Drew wasn't a virgin but there was something about fucking Sarah that was better, perhaps because he'd never fucked such an athletic girl before. His cock seemed harder, bigger, and more powerful as he slammed into her with more effort. He wasn't being mean, it was how eagerly she responded as she moaned loudly on Tim's cock. He'd not jerked off for a few days and watching her large tits flop around he tried to hold off but with a moan of frustration spasmed his first cum inside the girl.
He'd barely felt the last dribble leave his cock when Rob nudged him aside. "Damn! Sloppy seconds. Look at the mess you made," he moaned, but that didn't deter him from plunging his aching cock into her sopping hole. "Holy fuck!" he moaned. "So fucking good," he panted as he picked up the pace.
Sarah had a thought and stopped sucking Bobby's cock, "Um, oh wow! You feel so good Rob but you did say triple or nothing," she moaned as she pushed on his hips.
Reluctantly, the boy pulled his cock out of her pussy with a sucking sound and stood back stroking himself as the girl got up and grabbed her robe. She wiped a lot of leaking cum out of her pussy then told Rob to lie on the floor. She picked up some KY she had on a table, handed it to Tim, "You called dibs on my ass if I remember," she said as she climbed onto the boy's cock again.
Tim looked like he'd won the lottery, "Really?" he asked, "are you sure?"
"I lost and until noon tomorrow you shouldn't have to ask anything, just do what you want," she panted as she felt a nice six inches fill her pussy.
"Then, I make a new rule," Rob said, "We cum in Sarah's mouth and she swallows all of our loads. Drew left this otherwise nice tight cunt a bit sloppy."
"What about me, or anyone else fucking her ass? I mean, that's not nice," he said as he plunged gel into the cute blonde's rectum.
"Sarah can swallow still, just jerk off or have her jerk you off, ok? Then again, by tomorrow noon, we'll have our little slut here trained to suck our dicks no matter where it's been."
The girl listened to the boys discussing cumming in her mouth humiliated she had no say, but that was what she'd just told them. "Ooohhh, fuck!" she groaned as the fat cock pushed into her ass. She had little time to focus on that as two cocks were shoved into her face. Yesterday's smelly, stinky cocks were nothing compared to what they are telling her she'd have to do for them.
Drew sat on the couch watching as Sarah alternated sucking and stroking two cocks like she'd done it all her life. Plus, she not only showed discomfort losing her virginity, but was cumming over and over. "Tell me, Sar, would you have preferred to win the money now that you've had your first taste of cock?" he chuckled.
The girl looked over at the boy stroking his cock and shook her head, "Mom kept telling me but I didn't believe her," she panted before another mini-orgasm swept through her.
Mike grabbed her head, barely making her mouth before he grunted and spasmed his cum down her throat. Sarah knew what to do as she sucked eagerly on the head, swallowing rapidly. She barely was able to catch a breath when the other cock was shoved into her mouth.
The next 18 hours were a blur without sleep as the five boys never ran out of energy, erections, or cum. 'Wow!,' she thought, 'Mom was right. Fucking is a lot better than basketball or football,' she mused as she stroked her wet pussy. She'd finally had her first orgasm having never masturbated then her second, her third...how many? she wondered.
Realizing she had just hours to get cleaned up and some sleep, she rolled off the bed and went to shower. After thoroughly cleaning her pussy and ass, she opened her mouth under the hot spray, gargling and rinsing the taste of what? 40 loads of sperm out of her mouth.
She was able to get two hours of sleep before the next boys would be arriving soon. She pulled on the sheer teddy she borrowed from her mother's dresser. The boys are going to love this, but if mom could see me now, she smiled.
She looked around, KY, multiple boxes of tissues, a thumb drive with dozens of porn videos playing on the TV...everything set. What a difference, she thought, last night she'd throw up before the boys arrived, this afternoon, she felt her pussy throbbing eagerly. She went over to the couch facing the front door, put her feet up on the couch, exposing her crotch with the thin material barely covering her pussy. She knew the boys would see her through the sidelights as she waved them in.
10 minutes to go and she had to touch herself as she waited, a dizzying wave going through her as she heard the door open. "Fuck! Mom!" She jumped up as her mother wheeled in the suitcase.
"Sarah! I'm impressed, is that mine?" she asked. "Do you have a boy coming over?"
"Oh, God, mom. I'm so embarrassed. Why are you here?" She looked past her mom "Where's dad?"
"I'll tell you about it later, but it looks like I'd better make myself scarce...what channel is that?" she asked looking at a girl being fucked by two guys.
"Oh, mom! Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck," she groaned.
"Relax, I'm glad you're having a boy over. I'll go up to my room." She fingered the red teddy, "I have a crotchless one that shows even more if you want to borrow that."
"Boys," Sarah said softly.
"What, you little slut. Two boys?" She looked at the TV, "Ah, DP. God, I miss college."
"Ok, I'll say this quick, "I lost a bet with the guys and...shit!" She spun around as the door opened and the five boys stood staring at Sarah and her mother.
"I'm sorry, wrong house," Drew sputtered as they turned to quickly leave.
"Hang on. Boys, I know you have the right house. Come in. Make yourself at home. Can I get you boys cokes?" Sandra asked sweetly. She glared at them when they didn't move. "I'll say it again, get in here and sit. You'll tell me everything," she ordered. "You want me to call your parents?"
The five boys came in and sat looking nervously at Sarah's mom. Sarah went and sat next to Larry.



"Uh mom, it's complicated," she said ready to cry.
"It looks simple to me. My daughter, who by the way was a virgin just two days ago lost a bet and has to submit to a gang bang with five boys?" she said firmly. "Do I have that right?"
Sarah started to tear up, "Um well, yes and no. There were five boys yesterday...um last night and this morning also. I'm so sorry mom!" she cried.
"Who proposed this bet?" she demanded. When Drew tentatively raised his hand, she glared at him. "You thought it was a good idea to prey upon the competitive nature of an innocent girl? I know my daughter and she loves to compete, hates to lose so I'm sure you played upon that. Is that about it?" she asked.
Drew nodded, "Well, yes, but look at your daughter," he said. "I mean, she's the hottest girl in the county and we're just human," he said softly.
"Five to one? Couldn't you just seduce her, take her on a date, woo her?" she asked. "That's not fair at all." He glared at the kids sitting there, "I'll be back. Don't you move a muscle."
After Sarah's mother left, Drew looked at Sarah, "We're sorry. We didn't want to get you in trouble."
Larry agreed, "I hope you're not grounded for the rest of your life." He looked at the girl, "but fuck! Even after getting reamed out by your mom, I'm hard as a rock," he chuckled.
They all gasped as Mrs. Davis came back in and stood in front of them. "wha...?" one of the boys stammered. The 40-year-old woman was wearing a white transparent teddy, her huge breasts and large nipples clearly visible. Her crotch was uncovered revealing her clean-shaven pussy.
"Like I said. Not fair. Three to one or two to one is so much better. Sarah, how many boys would you like to start with, I'll take care of the others."
Drew interrupted Sarah before she could answer, "Hang on," he said standing, "Let's do this right." He picked up his phone and sent out a text. "The bet stipulated the winners get to do whatever they, er, we want to the loser. As you are now part of the losing party, all contractual obligations are thereby conferred upon you. On your knees and suck my dick while we get the rest of our friends here."
Sarah gasped seeing her mother do exactly as told, "But, the deal was just you guys," she protested.
Drew looked at Larry, "I can see you won't need much foreplay, Sarah's mouth is available. The deal was, the winners can do whatever they want to the loser or losers in this case and we never said we wouldn't have other parties involved. So start sucking. You and your slutty mom here have a ton of cum to swallow before noon tomorrow."
"Sarah, you heard the boy. You need to think things through when making bets, but we have an obligation to do whatever these boys tell us to do," Sandra ordered.
Sarah found herself kneeling next to her mother as the two boys pumped their cock into their mouths. She couldn't look to see who came in hearing the front door open but she knew. Larry was a lot quicker than Drew and was soon thrusting his cock deep down her throat as he came. She barely had time to breathe when another cock was shoved into her mouth.
Drew and John each came almost at the same time and after the two women swallowed their loads, they sat on their heels looking up at the now-naked roomful of boys.
Drew sat down, "Ok. Here's how this is going to work. We'll pick teams of three. We'll rotate the teams between Sandra's and Sarah's bedrooms with one team recovering." He looked at his watch. We have 18 hours before the end of our sluts' obligations, so let's not waste a minute. And remember the rules, keep their cunts and asses cum-free but other than that, have fun."
"I'd like one thing before we start," Rob suggested, "I've always fantasized about watching lesbians you know, eating each other out," he said as he stroked his cock.
Drew nodded, "You heard him," he said firmly.
The two women looked at each other. Sarah looked shocked, her mother pleased.
"You heard me, tick-tock, time's wasting," the boy ordered. "And take each other's clothes...teddies off."
The nine boys all found seats and watched while stroking themselves as mother and daughter tentatively kissed.
Sarah felt a strange rush knowing she was got to have sex with her mother, and unconsciously pulled down the straps on her teddy while she felt the cool air on her skin. Soon they were hugging each other, their open mouths locked together, their thighs pressed between each other's legs.
"Wow! I thought Sarah had huge tits, but Sandra's are even bigger," a boy said.
"Who would have thought?" another asked, "Sarah was a horny little slut all along."
Sandra pulled her daughter onto the floor, kissing her way down to her breasts so she could suck on the girl's nipples.
The young blonde arched her back feeling the incredible stimulation but she moaned loudly as a long skinny finger pressed against her sopping pussy. Without thinking she was pushing her mother's head down and opened her legs wide as the lips traced along her stomach to her mound and onto her swollen pussy.
"Sandra, stick your ass in the air and spread those legs when you do this. That's it," a boy ordered. "Christ, have you guys ever seen a more inviting pair of holes?"
"I want to fuck that great-looking pussy," one of the voices said.
"Check out her ass, I want that," another said.
The woman almost came hearing the boys' comments and splayed her legs wide. Her disappointment over the aborted trip to Germany was blown away anticipating a night of incredible pleasure.
Drew was rock hard again, "Fuck! Mother, daughter. This is great. Sarah, get switched around and eat your mom's cunt. Make her cum and maybe we'll be nice to you," he said.
Sandra lifted a leg as her daughter crawled under her before pressing her face against Sarah's pussy. "Mmmmmmm," she moaned feeling the young girl's mouth on her throbbing pussy. She wondered where her daughter picked up her skills but wasn't complaining. She felt her arousal increase feeling the girls suck on her clit and thinking about nine eager cocks all eager to fuck the shit out of her...and her once so innocent daughter.
Sarah remembered a video where the two girls licked each other while fingering their assholes so she pressed her middle finger against her mom's bed and pressed. Hearing a positive moan she wet the digit before plunging it in.
Sandra was beside herself, her arousal had peaked and she was on the verge of cumming when she heard her daughter cry out. Licking hard and gripping her ass, she felt joy hearing and feeling the pleasure she was giving the girl.
As Sarah felt the powerful waves diminish, she again attacked her mother's pussy. It didn't take long before she was rewarded as Sandra exploded. She cried out and humped her pussy hard against Sarah's face reveling in the exquisite release.
Drew pointed to three of the boys, grinning. "You choose which slut you want first."
John, Brad, and Chase looked at each other, "We want Mrs. Davis, er Sandra. Those tits, I've wanted to feel them for as long as I can remember, but seeing her cunt and ass closed the deal," John said as he pulled the naked, sweaty woman to her feet.
Drew chuckled, "Feel them? You can fuck them if you want. Ok, Rob, Mike, and Bobby take the young slut up to her room and leave us some. We'll be up in a little while to check on you.
The next 12 hours were a blur as both women were virtually never without a cock in at least one of their holes. Sarah never seemed to want a cock in her mouth after it was in her ass, just sucking dutifully on the head, but Sandra had no qualms, eagerly sucking and swallowing each of the loads she was ordered to take.
After the boys all left, Sarah and Sandra flopped naked on the master bed. They showered together in silence as they were both exhausted.
Sarah looked at her mother's body, "I'm so sorry to put you through all that," she sighed unhappily. It seemed like I'd never lose a game but then..." she trailed off.
Sandra chuckled, "Hell, I should thank you. I felt like crying all the way home. We were at Laguardia when Tom got a call ordering him to cancel the Frankfurt trip and to go to Detroit immediately. All I could think of was coming home and curling up in bed, but when I saw you and all those horny boys..." She moaned, "Damn! That was the best sex I've ever had, and you have probably guessed by now, I wasn't a virgin when I married your father."
"Detroit? I've never been there, but that's not as fun as Germany," Sarah hugged her mother, "but weren't you humiliated...I mean, they ordered us to...um, go down on each other and suck their cocks and..."
"...and got me off at least 20 times, filled me up like I was back in college? Yeah, this was way better than Detroit and Germany for that matter," Sandra stroked her daughter's back "and I like licking your pussy and where did you learn how to do me?" she asked.
"Well, when I lost the bets I needed to do research, so I found hundreds of videos," the girl blushed.
Sandra looked at her daughter, "I wanted to make stew the other night and the great-looking carrots were gone, did you...?"
The girl nodded, "I didn't want them to be disappointed if I couldn't take...you know," she stammered.
"Oh, sweetie, "I have a few toys you could have used. I wish you'd just asked.
Sarah stroked her mother's breasts, "John was right, these are amazing."
"So are yours, I might have an issue with gravity these days, but you seem to be unaffected," Sandra smiled as she felt her daughter's boobs. She looked at the young girl, "So what did you like the best? And whose cock was the best, I mean it didn't have to be size," she said softly. "If it were size, Larry would win hands down."
Sarah thought for a minute, "Drew's. At least he seemed to have an intensity that made me cum over and over," she sighed, her eyes closed as she replayed all the fat cocks fucking her orifices.
"Yeah, he was intense, so was Rob. I had Rob in my ass, Drew in my cunt and I think I might have passed out, Sandra sighed. She rolled away from her daughter and pulled the covers back. I need sleep and I'm sure you do too. You want to join me?" she asked.
As they held each other feeling sleep come on, Sandra thought of something, "Um, I hope it's alright but I invited the boys to come around and shoot pool every evening this week until your father gets home."
"Won't they expect...?" the girl asked.
"I hope so. I told them to dress comfortably to make the strip pool matches more fun," she smiled. "Ok, let's get sleep so we have energy the rest of the week."
"I guess it won't be shirts vs. skins," Sarah chuckled.
"I like that idea. I hope we get skins."
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Jeff called out to the boy on his skateboard, "Jason. Have a minute?"
The boy skidded to stop, a feeling of dread washed through him thinking his virtual 2nd father must have found out about him and Sue. The man was holding a sheet of paper so perhaps it was something else.
"I'm not happy with you," the man scowled at the boy glancing at the paper.
'Oh shit!' the boy thought, 'She told him, he's going to kill me.' He felt like throwing up.
"Best Western? You booked Best Western for prom night?" the man asked. "I called and canceled. You have a suite over at the Hyatt on Lakeside. Tell me you didn't cheap out on dinner also," he said sternly.
The boy felt relief wash over him, "Um, I didn't want to spend too much," he stammered. "I reserved a table over at Oliver's," he said softly. I thought you guys liked that place."
"Jason, look...we eat there all the time. I'll give you a hint. Sue has mentioned the Silver Tureen many times and it's just off Park...what is that five minutes from the Hyatt?" he asked. "I know what you're doing and I should applaud you, but I gave you the card so Sue gets the best. I want her to always remember prom night. So please, don't be concerned with any of the costs."
"Sorry, Mr. Jackson. I'll cancel the reservation and call the Silver...what was that again?"
Jeff laughed, "Tureen. You're booked. I didn't know where you made your reservation so you should call and cancel that. Here," he pulled out his wallet, "Here's a couple of hundred for tips. You'll get much better service with a generous tip."
"Damn! Thanks, Mr. Jackson. I really don't know how to repay you," the boy said.
"Give Sue the best weekend of her life. Do that and we're even," Jeff smiled at the boy wondering if he could pull it off. He thought about how tough it would be to act romantic if he took his mom to a dance.
Jason wanted to ask what he meant by 'best weekend...' but had no idea how. "I will try. Hopefully, I won't be a total dork," he smiled.
***********************************************
"Ok, I get it...it's weird The room I booked has two king beds so you'll be fine. Just make it look like the boy...you know, comes down to breakfast as a man," Jeff smiled. "I wasn't thinking about prom night...you know when I suggested he ask you to the prom."
"It's fine. We'll have fun and I'll make sure not to act like a parental figure." She tossed the flannel nightgown back in the drawer and held up her red teddy and grinned at her husband, "how about this instead?"
Jeff shook his head..."Wow, no. Not exactly a mother image I'd want...I mean, if you wear that there'd be no use for the second bed."
Sue looked at her husband, "Ok, I'll just wear my long tee, but you do realize he is no longer just a boy, he's grown up and he might have, um, non-parental ideas," she paused as it sunk in.
Jeff shook his head, "I know the boy and he won't," he saw the look of disbelief on his wife's face, "but if he does," he went over to the dresser and handed her the teddy, "I guess you'll figure it out and if...you know, then I want you to have a great night. Better if I never hear anything about it, ok? On that note, rings," he held out his hand. "It might look better if you're a single friend of the family."
***********************************************
"Holy shit!" Jason murmured as Sue came down the stairs. Her satin dress clung to her perfect body and it was obvious she couldn't be wearing a bra and tried to picture a thong or bikini panties.
Sue smiled, "Thanks. I bought this over a dozen years ago and it still fits, though I probably should have had the bust taken out a bit," she sighed as she attempted to pull the low-cup material over her breasts.
Jeff nudged the boy, "I doubt you'll hear any complaints from this young man," he grinned.
Jason simply nodded, "Um," he held out a plastic box, "I have a corsage but I don't see where..." he stammered.
Jeff chuckled, "Just pin it here," he pulled the material off the left breast.
The boy nervously took the flower out of the box and carefully pulled the cloth away trying not to look at the creamy exposed flesh. He felt a surge of relief when he didn't poke her with the pin then stood back admiring his work. "I should have gotten you one of those wrist things," he moaned.
"This is beautiful, I love it!" she smiled before kissing him. "We should go."
"Wait!" Jeff pulled out his phone, "What parent would I be if I didn't get pictures of their kids going out to prom looking all dressed up?" he smiled.
After getting their pictures, Sue kissed her husband, "See you Sunday?" she asked softly. I'll have my phone with me at all times and if there's anything you need me for...well, I might be busy, but I'll get back to you," she smiled.
"Anyhow, there are a bunch of Jason's classmates that might want to party but I'll make sure I stay sober...at least a little sober. I'd hate to be another teenage mom, " she giggled.
Jeff grinned, "That's the spirit. Let yourself go, this is your weekend after all." He looked at Jason, "You take care of your girlfriend and have fun, got it"?
***********************************************
Sue felt herself back in high school as they entered the gym. She was able to instantly spot the cool kids, the jocks, the nerds...virgins...she smiled to herself. She and her friends would have had that number down to a handful. She let Jason take her arm and head over to a table with a few of the nerds.
"Jason, dude! Who's your date?" a tall blond boy asked.
"Um, hi Brett. This is Sue, Sue, this is Brett Danning, um he's all-state quarterback," the boy stammered.
"Not a big deal," the boy smiled, "Such a great team anyone should have been all-state. But join us," he smiled at Jason and Sue. "We have a table over in the corner." He scanned the woman's chest once more before leading the way.
Jason looked apologetically over at his friends before taking his date's arm.
"I take it you weren't expecting that," she whispered as they followed the boy over. He did look like a quarterback. Easily 6' 5" - 6' 6" and solidly built. She caught herself checking out the boy's ass feeling a throbbing between her legs. 'What have I gotten myself into?' she wondered. 'I remember that look,' she thought back to the boy's eyes taking in her cleavage.
Jason shook his head, "I would have bet any amount of money the Brett would have no idea what my name is," he whispered back.
"Guys, you know Jason, this is Sue...I never got your last name," Brett smiled at the woman. 'Holy fuck, she's hot...way too hot for Jason though he sure isn't the runt he was last year,' he thought.
"Jackson, Sue Jackson. I'm a close friend of the family and well, I've always felt close to Jason," she pulled his arm close to her breast possessively.
Brett went around the table before offering Sue the chair next to him. The conversation was about the dresses, tuxes worn by the other kids; who was going to last or break up; what plans they all had for the summer; colleges, and more. Sue found it interesting as it took her back to her senior year. They'd grabbed food and drinks and after, Jason and a cute blonde named Derry cleared the table. Sue watched the boy's face as the girl giggled at his comments wondering if Jason lusted after the girl.
She eagerly accepted when Jason asked her to dance and when they were out on the floor, she looked over at the girl, "She's cute, isn't she?"
"Who?" Jason looked over, "Oh, yes. She might be the hottest girl in our class but I'm surprised as she wanted nothing to do with me before...but nevermind that. You are the most beautiful girl here."
"Thanks, but I know you're just being polite - wow! You sure have a lot of babes in your class...hot guys too, and now all these girls see you, see one of the hotter guys here," Sue said as she pulled the boy closer. "You can touch me you know, this is prom night not a church social." She purred into his ear as she felt his thigh pressing against her crotch, "That's better."
Jason felt his cock throb as they moved against each other trying not to remember the couch, the kitchen, the car, and after the prom when he felt a tap on his shoulder.
"Can I dance with your date?" Brett asked, "Derry was hoping you ask her so she sent me over."
Reluctantly, Jason stepped back, "Um, sure. She did?" he asked fully absorbing the tall boy's comment.
Sue felt the boy's solid muscles as he pulled her close and didn't have to let the boy know he could let his hands roam as she felt herself easily twirled and spun. It would have looked inadvertent as Brett's hands slip across her chest or ass, but he knew what he was doing. He pulled her close again, his rigid cock pressed against her pussy, hands on her ass and lower back.
"Where did you go to school?" Brett asked, "I assume you're in college now?"
Sue looked at the boy, "In Lincoln...Nebraska, and yes," she lied, "Northwestern." She wondered why she told the boy that. Maybe she looked 22 rather than 34 but she'll never see him again so decided to play along.
Brett looked at her then over at Jason, "You must be friends of the family, he's a nice kid but you're...look, you know what you are, you're fucking hot."
"And Jason is a great guy, great-looking guy," she looked sharply at the boy.
"I guess to each his own," he smiled at her, "but I know charity when I see it."
Sue laughed, "You're right. It is charity. I missed out on prom my senior year...car accident put me in the hospital, and he asked me rather than one of the hot young girls in his class when he found out, trust me, I'm the one hoping to get lucky tonight," she said sweetly as she gently humped against his cock.
Brett smiled, "Maybe you will." He looked over at Jason and Derry dancing, "And it looks like he might also."
Sue looked over. Jason's hand was on the blonde's breast. It had to be the girl who put it there, but the boy wasn't unhappy about it. She looked around at the other kids and many were also freely exploring their partner's bodies. She looked up at the tall boy, "You're not jealous? Isn't she your date?"
Brett laughed, "You're kidding, right? I'm with a beautiful woman, the most beautiful woman here and as far as I can tell," he cupped her breast, "you have no trouble getting lucky whenever you want."
Sue laughed, "Wow! A complimentary way of calling me a slut."
"That's one way to put it, but I don't see you as a slut. I see a woman who takes life by the horns and gets as much out of it as she can."
Sue stroked the front of the boy's pants, "Is this one of the horns you're referring to?" she said sweetly. She pulled away as the song ended, "I need to visit the lady's room. Thanks for the dance."
The boy hurriedly went back to the table, hand in his pocket trying to hide the erection. He thought about how to get between this babe's legs.
Sue came back and sat down, patting the boy's leg. "Sorry, that was rude but you did call me a slut, in so many words."
Brett laughed, "Sorry. I guess it would be better to get to know you before making those kinds of judgments. There's a party next weekend, you know, end of our senior year party. I'd like you to come," he looked her in the eyes as he pulled her hand onto his still-erect cock.
Sue chuckled, "You mean, Jason and me," she said. "I don't go to your school."
"Yeah, sure. You and Jason," the boy smiled as he looked at Derry and Jason coming back from the dance floor. 'Derry will make sure Jason is occupied,' he thought.
Brett left Sue alone the rest of the prom as he was occupied with the crowning of king and queen. Jason looked up at the stage as Derry in her red satin dress smiled happily as the tiara was placed on her head.
"So, you danced with the prom queen," Sure nudged the boy. Does she have nice tits?" she asked.
Jason blushed and looked at Sue quickly, "I didn't, I mean yes but..." he stammered.
"I saw. She likes you, otherwise..." she said softly, "Relax. I'm not jealous. She's gorgeous."
After The king and queen came back, the prom was obviously winding down as couples were picking up their stuff, saying their goodbyes, and heading out.
"Where are you two lovebirds going after this?" Brett asked them.
Jason blushed, "Um, the Hyatt."
"No kidding, so are we. Maybe we'll run into each other," Brett smiled at Sue. "Perhaps breakfast." He winked at the woman, "I'm voracious in the morning."
As they headed to the limo, Jason looked at Sue. "You and Brett seemed to spend a lot of time together. I think he likes you."
"He sure did. I hope Derry wasn't pissed about that." she sighed, "I'd hate for them to be pissed at each other on prom night," Sue sighed, "Though Derry spent as much time with you as Brett did with me. It was as if it were arranged."
"Could be. Derry told me they have an open relationship. Does that mean what I think it does?" he asked.
"Sue nodded, "That makes sense." She changed the subject and pulled him close, "I hope you're not too tired - I picked up a magnum of bubbly."
The ten-minute limo ride felt like an hour as they both thought about the hotel room...the bed.
After checking in and noticing the knowing smiles on the desk clerks' faces they made it to the room with Sue's dress still on...barely. They noticed Brett and Derry wave at them from down the hall as they arrived at the same time and waved back. Both were still wearing their crowns as they made out against the hallway wall.
The couple went into the room, both with butterflies in their stomachs.
"You get comfortable," Sue said, "I need to change." She went into the bathroom and opened her bag. She looked at the teddy and the long tee.
Jason couldn't decide what comfortable meant and decided the strip down to his boxers. He lay back worried his semi-hard cock would be obvious but when Sue came out of the bathroom, he gasped and sat up. Sue had come out wearing a hot red see-through teddy, her dark nipples, and patch of pubic hair clearly visible. She smiled hearing a low guttural moan come from the boy.
"Ok. That was what I wanted to hear," she smiled, "I was thinking you'd be exhausted and want to get to sleep as soon as possible."
Jason chuckled and glanced down at his tented shorts, "And here I thought you were really good at reading body language. What does this tell you about what I'd like?" he asked.
Susan crawled between his legs, pressed her face against his fat shaft, and inhaled. She looked up at him as she pulled the waistband down, gripped his throbbing cock, "I'm thinking a blow job...though maybe you'd like to fuck my tight cunt. My ass?" she smiled up at him. "Tell you what," she purred as she licked the length of his shaft, "we'll start here."
"No. Bring that pussy of yours up here. That's where I want to start," he smiled at her.
"Wow! You're the first guy ever to want that over a blowjob. I'm yours, all weekend, any way you want," she sighed as she straddled his face. It became soon obvious the boy had been researching what to do as he started slowly, nibbling around her sex, tantalizing, teasing. She pulled the straps off her shoulders, freeing her breasts so she could play with her nipples as his tongue, lips, and teeth found her clit. Somehow Jason was able to plunge his tongue inside her while his lower lips wiggled against her aroused nub.
Jason had fantasized about burying his face in Sue's crotch ever since he tasted her in her kitchen. Her taste had been the most arousing thing he'd ever encountered and all week leading up to this he'd gotten hard over and over remembering her tangy, musky taste and smell. He lapped up her juices as he tried to probe deep into her slick hole. He became aware that Sue was moaning and panting more loudly while her pelvis rocked eagerly against his face.
Jason was in no hurry to get her off and every time she seemed to get close he tongued around her labia and her perineum. He even flicked across her anus a few times causing a pleased squeal. When her panting slowed he went back to nibbling on her clit and penetrating her hole. He was content to keep her close but when his jaw and tongue got tired he didn't pull off when her breathing and moans became louder. It wasn't long before her humping became more urgent and she leaned forward.
Susan felt everything go black in her head as the boy focussed on her incredibly aroused clit, literally sucking on it. "Oh ffffffffuuuuuuucccccckkkkk!" she cried out. Her head spun as she rapidly humped against Jason's mouth as the waves of pleasure crashed through her. The orgasm seemed to go on forever then as the last pulses faded away she collapsed onto her side panting as if she'd run a marathon.
Jason grabbed a shirt, wiped the glistening juices off his face, then looked over at the woman. "You should work out more," he chuckled, "I should spar you now. I'd kick your ass."
"Sounds terrible, I assume you'd pin me?" Sue sighed, "or get on top of me from behind leaving me vulnerable to an attack from the rear...or in the rear?" she chuckled as she lay face down on the bed, legs opened wide.
Jason rolled over on top of his virtual mother, his cock harder than he'd ever felt it, and was able to slam into her sopping pussy with a single thrust. He was happily surprised that even as wet as she was, her pussy was incredibly tight. As she moaned with pleasure, he began fucking her aggressively. He found the harder he slammed into her the louder her moans were. He loved fucking Sue from behind, his stomach pressing against that muscular ass he'd admired for so long. It seemed the louder his skin slapped against her ass the louder her moans were.
Susan heard herself grunting out, "fuck me, fuck me fuck me," feeling the fat cock pounding rhythmically into her as she lifted her ass to meet the boy's thrusts. Within a few minutes, she felt another orgasm coming on. This was a different boy that quietly made love to her just a few weeks ago. This man was taking what he wanted urgently, passionately. She'd been fucked before by many boys back in school and in college and by Jeff, but none with such power behind each thrust.
Fuck meee, oh God! Fuck my cunt!" she hissed as the feelings were rising inside her. "Oooohhh, ffffffuuuuuccccckkkk!" she cried as she exploded.
Jason's chest was slickly sliding against Sue's back, his pace increased as he's felt her impending orgasm. The slapping sounds were wetter, louder, almost staccato as he felt his own orgasm coming on.
Susan was just feeling the final throbs of pleasure when the boy grunted, the slapping sounds stopped and he jammed his cock deep as he could inside her cunt and jetted his cum inside her. Her ass was pressed high against his stomach as if she wanted his sperm in her womb and he wanted the same. She had the fleeting sad feeling that even unprotected it would not result in her getting pregnant.
Jason had resisted jerking off for the last week wanting to save all that he could but was still amazed how much he came inside Sue. His arms gave out and with a moan, fell onto the bed next to the sweaty naked body.
Susan looked at the boy and smiled, "Holy shit! I created a monster. You're a fucking stud," she reached out and stroked his face. "That was incredible."
They cleaned up and sat on the bad, both still naked. "I brought some champagne," Susan said, "Your mom said it was ok."
Jason nodded, "What did mom and dad say about me and you...you know."
Susan laughed, "Cheryl told me you'd been tense all week and suggested you might be really quick and eager. Tom was like Jeff, he told me, 'The poor boy, on a date with his pseudo-mom, but better than nothing,' he said.



Jason nodded, "Mr. Jackson, um, Jeff told me that it was probably going to be like kissing my sister, but if that were the case there'd be very little sibling strife if our household," he laughed. He stood and went over to the bucket. "I'd better get more ice. I think I saw a sign at the end of the hall. He grabbed a robe out of the closet, looking back at the beautiful naked woman who'd flopped back on the bed. "Don't let some strange guy in while I'm gone, but if you do, just give him a blow job, ok?"
Susan moaned, "Seriously? What if he has a huge cock?" She saw the look on his face, "Ok, I'll try to keep my legs together...no guarantees."
"I'd better be quick then," the boy grinned. He smiled hearing Sue giggle as she replied.
"That would be a first."
He headed down the hall and was aware of muffled moans and cries through the thick doors in some of the rooms. He wondered if everyone was having sex tonight.
He was filling the ice bucket when he heard someone behind him.
"Hey Jason, good night tonight?" Brett asked.
"Hey, um, yes. You?" He finished filling the bucket and stood up to see the grinning athletic boy also just wearing a robe.
"Epic," Brett chuckled, "but, um not as epic as your night."
Jason looked curiously at the boy, "Um, sorry, what makes you say that?"
Brett clapped him on the shoulder, "Derry and I were walking by your room earlier. Holy shit! You definitely made Susan happy."
Jason blushed, "Damn. We can be quieter." he stepped back to go back to his room but Brett stopped him.
"No, look, it's fine. We just happened to be right by your door. The walls are pretty soundproof so I think it would have been just us but, um...I'll just ask. Derry," he looked pointedly down at Jason's crotch, "wants to see what it was you were doing, so, well, would you be interested in swapping for a bit?"
"Wait, what? You would let me, um have sex with your girlfriend?" he stammered.
"No big deal, we're not," he did air quotes, "boyfriend, girlfriend, just sex buddies. So yes, she wants you to fuck her and well," he glanced back down the hall towards where Susan was, "I'd like some of what you've been having."
Jason shook his head, "I, I'm sure she..."
"Ask, all you can do is ask," Brett replied calmly as if he suggested the boy ask for his coke to be refilled. "What can it hurt?" He glanced across the hall, "Hang on, let me get Derry."
"No, that's..." but Brett went over, unlocked the door then leaned in.
"Hey babe, Jason is out here. He is wondering if you're up for swapping."
"I didn't say..." Jason started to say when the cute naked blonde stepped out into the hallway.
She went over to the boy obviously pleased at the effect she was having on him, "You want to fuck me?" she asked, "That is so sweet of you." Her hand parted his robe and found his plump cock.
"Um, yes, but I need to ask Sue if she...I don't know how she'll be about this," he blushed. He couldn't believe the girl who'd rejected him with the haughty 'as if,' was now stroking his now full erection. He pulled her hand out, trying in vain to stuff the fleshy shaft back inside his robe.
Brett laughed, "I can see how you got her to scream," he laughed as he admired the stiff cock, "Let's go ask your date. I think she'll say yes. She was very friendly when we were dancing."
In a daze, Jason headed back to the room carrying the ice bucket with Brett right behind him. Derry had given him a teasing kiss before ducking back into their room and he was wondering how to ask Sue if she'd like...oh crap, ask her to cheat on her husband...cheat with someone she just met. He wanted to stop and call the whole thing off but he unlocked and opened the door anyhow. "Wait, let me make sure she's..."
Brett pushed by the boy and stepped into the room.
Susan shrieked and tried to cover up, "Jason! Shit! Why...what?"
Brett grinned, "Nice, wow! Very nice. Look, relax. Jason told me to wait but I couldn't," he said as he came over to the bed. "Beautiful. I wondered all night about what you looked like under that incredible dress."
Jason came over and pulled the bigger boy away from the bed, "Crap! You were supposed to let me ask her, not just barge in," he spat.
"Ask me what?" Susan said as she finally pulled the covers over her breasts.
Jason blushed and muttered a few words, but Brett took over.
"Derry wants to spend some time with your boy toy and, well I have no issue with it if I can," he stepped around Jason then pulled the sheet off her chest. "spend some time here, with you. I guarantee you'll not regret it."
Susan didn't cover up this time and looked between the two boys. Jason was blushing furiously. "Is that what you want?" she asked. "Derry? I saw you on the dance floor and well, you weren't very shy about how you liked her."
Jason looked at the beautiful woman who'd practically raised him. "Um, that's not the question," he looked at Brett, "Would you be...?"
"Ok fucking Brett? This is your prom and whatever makes you happy, I'm fine with it," she smiled. She looked down at her chest as the strong hand palmed her breast. "I'm game if you are...are you?"
Jason thought about the naked blonde girl thinking how incredible it would be. Then he looked at the quarterback's hand slide under the sheets and felt a pang of jealousy. "I'm not sure I want..."
Brett looked over at the boy. "You do." He looked at Susan, "You should have seen how hard your boy got with Derry stroking his dick." He slipped off his robe, pulled down the covers, and as Susan moved over, crawled in next to her. "Grab the room key out of the pocket there," he nodded towards the floor, "I think an hour would be good, say 1:30?" he said as he leaned over to kiss the woman.
In a daze, Jason walked to the door, and as he was about to leave he looked back. Sue was looking apologetically at him...or was it sadness? Jealousy? She then turned her attention to the naked boy pressing against her. He nodded and left trying to think about the nake blonde waiting for him.
***********************************************
By the end of the weekend, Susan and Jason had swapped partners with more than a half dozen couples. Apparently, word had gotten out that Brett and Derry and Jason and Susan had swapped and others asked if they could also. The hotel had booked all the prom guests on the same floor to minimize disturbing the other guests which made it easy for the kids to go to the various rooms.
Susan was exhausted. She'd been fucked before, fucked a lot but never with...by nine boys in two days. Her pussy throbbed, her ass was so sore that it was hard to sit at breakfast the second morning.
Jason looked around at the other kids, looking happy, though a bit surprised they treated him as an old friend. None of the had even glanced at him until this weekend. Now, each of the girls smiled warmly at him as they chatted.
Susan excused herself then pulled Jim's hand from between her legs and stood up. "Sorry, I have to check in on a friend. I won't be long."
All the eyes were on her as she headed to the lobby holding her cell.
"Dude! Where did you find her?" Edward asked. He patted Iris's leg, "Not comparing, but...Susan was great in bed."
His cute redhead girlfriend laughed, "Not comparing, right. I'm not pissed though," she looked pointedly at Jason, "I have nothing to complain about."
A couple at the end of the table looked at each other, "I cannot believe you all did that...swapped, I mean. Weren't you thinking about...you, know, your other...getting...?" Laurie asked.
There were a lot of chuckles, "Sure but it's amazing how distracting a nice cock slamming into my pussy can be," Derry chuckled.
Susan heard the phone ring just once before it was picked up, "Hey honey. I know you said I shouldn't call and, well, just enjoy myself but I missed you." She smiled hearing her husband's voice, "Really? Yes, I wore it. You knew, you knew it would happen...no, I'm not going there. You told me...yes, ok. It was nice, well, fuck! He was really good. Is that what you wanted to hear?" she blushed and looked around seeing people glance her way. She moved to the corner and spoke more softly, "Actually not, maybe 2 or 3 hours of sleep. Maybe someday I'll go into details, but I wanted to call to tell you I love you and miss you. That's nice, shit! I feel like...ok, I get it. When I get home you better be ready to," she glanced around and saw no one could hear, "spank me for being bad, really bad, and fuck the shit out of me. Oooooh, yes, yes you can. Love you, bye." She hung up feeling relieved that Jeff wasn't about to throw her onto the street.
The kids looked up as she approached, "Had to call mom and dad to tell them you're ok?" a boy asked eliciting chuckles around the table.
"Yeah, something like that." She looked at the waiter holding the carafe and pointed to her coffee cup.
"Brett told me you missed out on your own prom, a car accident?" Laurie asked, "So, was this as good as you thought it would be?"
Susan laughed, "This was a lot better...she looked at the nine boys who'd she fucked, "maybe nine times better?" She thought back to each boy and how different they all were and how Julie and Ray wanted a foursome...or rather Julie wanted Susan to lick her pussy while being DPed. That was fun. She glanced at Brett remembering his muscles and how incredibly strong he was as they stood in the middle of the hotel room floor as the boy effortlessly bounced her on his cock.
Every boy used a condom for which she was grateful and she wanted to ask if Jason was similarly careful, but he had brought a full pack so she was sure he was. Jim's hand was back between her legs, his finger inside her. She wished this weekend would never end.
"So," Derry looked around, "Should we vote?"
Jason looked confused, "Vote? On what?"
Derry and Brett picked their crowns up off the seats and placed them on the table. "Best of prom night. I guess we never told everyone, but here are some ballots," Brett nodded over to Laurie who passed out slips of paper, blue ink, and red ink on them. "Who was the best. Girls, you have the blue ones, just x, check or circle Brett's, sorry he told me to say that...the guy's name who you thought was the best. Guys...you know what to do." she smiled. She went and sat back down, smiling at her boyfriend. "We don't get a vote, for obvious reasons."
Eighteen kids all were looking around at each of the opposite sex before writing on the folding their ballots. When all were tossed into the middle of the table, Laurie scooped them up. She and Chuck had their heads together before nodding to each other. They both stood and went around the table, picked up the crown and the tiara. Laurie went over and put the crown on Jason's head while Chuck put the tiara on Susan's. They looked at the couple, "Congratulations, you both are the best fuckers," she grinned.
Susan choked, "Seriously?" she looked around at the girls, "I'm shocked."
Laurie nodded, "But true. It was close, there were votes across the board but you two had the most." She looked at Chuck, "We were actually hoping there'd be a tie as we wimped out on the weekend festivities." She hugged her boyfriend, "It would have involved us breaking the tie, so I guess we lost the most."
Brett smiled, "This was fun. Let's meet again in a year...you know, have a reunion of sorts. Laurie and Chuck, you in next year?"
The couple looked at each other and nodded. "Don't forget, slumber party next weekend, my house," Laurie smiled, "Bring your PJs...or not."
***********************************************
Jeff heard the limo and opened the door. "Kids! You're home. I was going to ground you if you missed curfew," he chuckled. He noticed Susan was walking really stiffly. Could the boy have been that...that what? Aggressive with her? He stifled the jealousy, after all, this was all his doing.
The couple came in - a pat on the back for the boy and a tight hug for his wife. "Milk and cookies?" he asked grinning.
"I need a nap, "Susan moaned, "With the parties and other stuff it was a long, tiring weekend."
Jason nodded, "Thanks Mr. Jackson, I mean Jeff. That was way better than I ever imagined."
Jeff smiled and nodded as the two hugged before the boy headed home. Perhaps he was reading too much into it, but this hug was different from the quick hugs he was used to seeing.
***********************************************
The remainder of the school year went by fast for Jason. Word had gotten out about prom weekend and he was invited to dozens of parties along with girls asking him out. He and Susan had gone to a few of the parties and they both got to know some of the other kids very well. Jeff told her to go, told her these were the experience she'd missed out on.
When it was over, Susan looked happy for the new graduate but sad that in a few months he'd be heading to college in another state. They sat in the back so she wouldn't be seen with her husband, but she looked on proudly and Brett, Derry, Laurie, Jim...and all the rest came up to get their diplomas. She felt like she'd known them all her life and feelings of happiness and pride surged through her...along with flashes of their naked bodies on top or under her.
The summer flew by quickly. Jason was over at their house just as much but there was a tension between them that Jeff noticed. He wasn't surprised but he could tell it was an unresolved tension and they were true to their word that prom and after prom was it.
Jason would normally have been jerking off thinking about Susan next door, but he was out with a variety of girls throughout the summer. He might not have needed to jerk off, but it didn't satisfy the feelings he had for Susan that he could never act on. Then it came time to head to college, ironically the same school in California Derry was attending. She'd been fairly obvious how excited she was to know someone there from school.
A final hug as Jason was ready to climb into the car driven by Cheryl and Tom. "I love you," she said kissing the boy on the cheek, "You study hard, and remember, Cheryl is not ready to be a grandmother." After the car drove off, she wiped the tears and turned to her husband, "Ok. I've had enough reliving high school, I want all my attention to be on you." She pulled him back to the house as the car disappeared around the corner.
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Rachel Williams married into money. No surprise there. She came from money, was born into money. She went to the finest prep school in the east, then Yale. Her focus was on Social Engineering and an MRS degree. What was surprising was that it took so long.
She looked at herself in the mirror. She was Mrs. David Wallace Johnson...scratch that, Ms. Rachel Williams Johnson. Perhaps her plans had been delayed a year or ten, but she is exactly where she always thought she'd be. She turned one way then the other nodding in approval. Long straight blonde hair, no fat, no sag, tight firm buttocks, perfectly shaped blonde triangle. 'David brings rugged good looks, class, culture, and money to the marriage and I bring this,' she sighed at the naked image in the full-length mirror, 'Ok. I have money of my own also.' She thought about the cause of the delay in her life-plan as she ran a finger across her slit, 'and I bring five years' experience that few of David's past partners can come close to matching,' she smiled to herself.
Rachel thought she'd found the man in her senior year in New Haven. She fell in love on her first date with Jack Jackson when he held to door on his Gold Aston Martin DB11. She worried she'd stain the velvety plush tan leather seats as she felt her panties dampen with her visceral arousal both to the man and the car. She had a rule, one that her mother hammered into her. No man wants to marry a whore so not even a kiss on the first date then tempt, tease on subsequent dates. When she finally gave in with her previous boyfriends it was as if she were giving them a rare gift.
All that went out the window along with her Spero Villioti cocktail dress. She spent the next five years traveling the world, seeing...fucking in every corner of the globe. When they got back Jack kissed her hard on the lips before boarding his plane with the daughter of a large shipping magnate they'd picked up in Singapore. "It's not personal," Jack told her kindly, "We've done everything, I need something new, that's all. I might be looking you up in the future, however."
It took her a year with her mother to get back on track and when she met David she was instantly taken by his confidence, his penetrating blue eyes, his Mercedes Maybach. She was going back to plan A, she thought when he picked her up for dinner and a play. Six months into their exclusive relationship, David took a chance slipping a hand between her thighs. He whispered how much he loved her and she opened her legs to more than just his fingers. She was treated to an incredible breakfast in the bed the next morning.
David proposed a month later and after the wedding of the year in their town, they spent a month traveling the world. Rachel gasped in amazement at La Louvre, the Great Pyramids, Macchu Pichu, and other exquisite sights she was reintroduced to for the first time. She never hinted she'd been there, done that. As to their nights, she again acted sweetly interested when David suggested variants to their love-making, always curious, always happy to oblige. David was more than satisfied when they finally made it back to his estate in the Hamptons.
Rachel happily put on her latest summer dress when it was time to get to know David's family and friends in a less formal atmosphere than the wedding attended by over 300 guests. She checked herself in the mirror, outwardly demure, modest. She nodded anticipating how pleased David will be with the stockings, garter belt, and, crotchless panties hiding underneath. She overheard comments about how she was a prude, an ice queen from men she'd briefly dated or their new girlfriends but that was fine. She was none of that when she was alone with David.
After getting to know David's family and they were finally alone, she gleefully allowed her husband to do what he wanted after she demurely let her dress puddle to the floor. He'd grinned seeing the exposed pussy before pushing her back on the bed.
The next morning, Rachel's mother-in-law whispered to her, "three times? Perhaps you can tell me what you are putting into David's drinks," she'd smiled. "It's a large house, but a lot of sound goes through the ventilation shafts."
The rest of the week was frustrating for both of them feeling watched...heard by David's family...but Rachel learned to stifle her moans so they were able to get some satisfaction.
***************************************
Over the next year, she'd expanded her involvement in all David's holdings. Rachel was shown the various enterprises they owned and was increasingly brought in as she had not only a keen business sense but a surprising worldview. Davis leaned on her more and more when discussing expansion, potential mergers, acquisitions, and in some cases hiring.
It was a Thursday, over a year after her introduction into David's society that she came across a business venture she missed before. 'This has a huge profit margin for such a small enterprise. Glamour Shoots?' she thought. 'This makes little sense. Eight digit income from a photography studio?' It was by all standards a minor asset, which is how it managed to fly under the radar but something piqued her curiosity. What caught her attention were the depreciable assets. How much do cameras cost?
She changed into a casual but stylish dress David had purchased for her in Hawaii, her blonde hair pulled back into a bun, comfortable flats as this was not the best part of town. As she stepped out of the front door, Their chauffeur looked over from the Silver Cloud he was polishing.
"Mrs, Johnson, I'm sorry, I didn't know you were going out." He walked quickly over to the rear passenger door."
"Dammit, Jerome, Rachel. Please call me Rachel, but relax. I'm taking the Benz. I rarely get to drive anymore," she went over and kissed the older man on the cheek.
The man blushed, "Sorry, Mrs. Johnson, we've been over this. Wait here, I'll get the Mercedes. I just finished waxing it and the tank is full," he smiled at the woman before trotting back towards the garages.
She climbed into her Mercedes E-Class Convertable, her pussy tingling as she felt the engine roar to life. She test drove over a dozen cars and never told David why this one was the best, but the engine vibrations coming through the firm seats sold her. As she pulled out, she turned her thoughts to the studio. How would she be received as David's wife? She wanted to get a clear picture of what is going on there and going in as...she needed to think of something...potential client! That would work.
She looked around the parking lot. The healthy payroll did not translate to anything more than basic transportation, she mused. The area was rundown and tired-looking. She looked in the mirror realizing she was a bit over-dressed, over made up. She pulled the pins out of her perfectly coifed hair, brushed it onto her shoulders, then pulled off her rings, one of which had a diamond large enough to have covered the cost of all the cars in the lot. Her makeup had to go so she removed all but the Dior Rouge lipstick. She looked like the girl next door. No way was she going is as the wife of David Johnson, but as a suburban housewife looking for...what? she thought. She giggled to herself thinking this was just like the TV show except it would be it would be Boss's Undercover Wife. She locked her purse and rings in the glove box and got out.
The waiting room was filled with photos of beautiful men and women in various poses and attire. From dresses appropriate for the opera to lingerie at home in the bedrooms of the better estates. She was about to innocently inquire about their services when a hand grabbed her upper arm.
"There you are! Christ, it's," the tall man looked at his watch, "11:33! What part of 11 AM...shit, come on, what the fuck are you wearing? You're supposed to be a geeky coed, not a spoiled rich girl, for God's sake. Time is money!"
"She was in the parking lot in her daddy's car preening herself," the otherwise bored-looking receptionist volunteered.
"I'm sorry..." Rachel was taken aback but managed a few words.
"Got it, yes. You're sorry you're late." He turned to look behind him. "Christ! These fucking entitled girls these days. Do you have an ID? We need to make sure you're at least 18," he snapped.
"Um," Rachel looked back at her car.
"I got it here. Billy sent it over," the receptionist held up a piece of paper, "She's 22."
He looked at the girl, "Really? She looks too young to be a college girl but you never know. Julie, get the girl back and get her into the shorts, and shirt...you know what." He glared at the girl, looking her up and down, "Very pretty. The agency said a plain face but a great body," he whistled, "I need to find out what they've been smoking. Great body, great face. You'll do fine," he smiled at Rachel for the first time. "Julia, she's here. Can you make her less beautiful, you know, nerdier?"
A short, plump brunette came out, "Ok. Come with me. We have to be fast...time is money."
"But I..." she protested.
"Shhhh. Just shut up and keep moving," Julie ordered. "You've put us way behind schedule."
Rachel was in a daze as she was ordered to take off the dress, and her underwear, and given blue jean cutoffs and a thin tee. Hesitating and opening her mouth got her a stinging slap on her ass as she was handed the daisy dukes. She wondered how she knew that was what they were called as she'd never worn anything like this before. She was barely able to button them up and could do nothing about the camel toe as she was ordered to put on the thin tee shirt without a bra. She never went anywhere without a bra, especially wearing a tee that had been through a hundred wash cycles. She flinched as the girl shoved ugly black-framed glasses onto her face.
"I-I-I'm... she stammered.
"Yes, I get it. You're being rushed, but you have only yourself to blame. Let's go. Carl has a full day today." Julia shoved the blonde out to the studio, "Ok, Carl She's ready, but you need to talk to Billy. She's not clean down there."
"What? I'm clean!" she sputtered. "Who the hell...?"
"Dammit! Look, no talking, you got us a late start and we have a lot to get through before...ok, get on the couch and pick up the school book, that's it," Carl ordered. "Didn't Billy go over this with you? You're a total nerd, bookworm, nose in the books, but a sexy, desirable woman under all that. Julie, get the lights...that's it. Perfect."
Rachel was in a daze. She found it was easier to comply as every time she opened her mouth both Carl and Julie snapped at her. Soon she quietly assumed more and more relaxed poses, and when Carl ordered her to take off her top, she stopped, her mouth agape.
"What? Your fucking shy now? What did you think this was? Christ!" Carl spat. "Get your top off, then lie back and pick up the book again. Ok, sorry to snap at you. Nice, you're a natural at this. Now open your legs, you're alone and no need to be modest," he ordered. "Beautiful, that's it, Brittney." He looked over at Julia, "Wow! Are those real?" he asked.
"I'm not..." Rachel started to correct the man.
"I hope they are, feel them, Julia," Carl interrupted, "Are they? If they're fake we can't use her. What nerd chick would have fake tits?"
Rachel felt humiliation as the short girl came over and hefted her breasts, "Damn! Yes. I love these young girls with their gravity-defying tits."
"Whew! Nice, this is going to be a great afternoon. Ok, Brittney, I'd like some shots of you on the floor, you know, maybe stretching...great, you're perfect...ok, can you do a downward dog, facing me?" he asked as he lay on the floor, his camera pressed against his face. "Ok, great, tap into your inner slut, crawl towards me."
"I'm not..." she stammered again.
"Ssssshhhh, crawl," Carl ordered, "You're doing great. Damn! You're so fucking hot." He rapidly snapped pictures as the woman crawled towards him, her breasts swaying enticingly. "Great, great. I'll bet every guy you sleep with loves spending time on those tits of yours. Now take off the shorts and lie back on the couch." He sighed loudly, "Seriously? We're past you acting all coy and innocent. We need to keep moving. That's it, now you're getting it. Damn! Ok, open those legs, let's see some pink," he said firmly, "Grab those pretty lips...you got it."
Rachel blushed furiously as she opened her legs wide while she spread her pussy wide. 'Mom never covered this when she told me what boys would want,' she chuckled to herself. 'If she could see me now.'
Carl smiled at the girl, "When we started, I assumed you were new at this, but this is not the first time you've been showing off your incredible assets. Why haven't we seen you before?"
Rachel thought back to her time with Jack and the dozens of boudoir shots and videos they'd made together. The man loved getting with the locals and would engage girls from every country, every culture to join them...or just with Rachel while he filled up SD cards. She opened her legs wider hearing the man's praise with an unusual feeling of cool air on the inner lips of her vagina.
"Perfect, I love it when you sweet young things let your inner slut come out to play," he praised her. "Ok, turn around, kneel...yes, that's it, oh wow! Beautiful ass. Arch your back so your ass...yes! Now finger yourself, nice, nice," he murmured as he snapped pictures.
Rachel no longer had any resistance and whatever degrading thing he had her do, she complied. At last, she heard a beep and the clicking of the camera stop. She relaxed and stood naked as the man told her the get ready for the next session.
As Julie led Rachel back to the dressing room, Carl stopped her.
"Get Brittney clean. We're not going for retro shots...you know what to do. You have 20 minutes," he said dismissing the two.
Julie pushed the blonde into a chair then went over to get shaving cream and a razer.
"What! Wait, I don't..."
"Christ! Do you have to argue about everything?" the woman spat, "You're being paid more for a few hours' work than I make in a week, so just shut up and let me do my job," she said angrily. "Didn't Billy tell you to fucking shave? It was clearly stated. Fuck! You entitled girls make so fucking much doing basically what just comes naturally to you...I hate this part of my job," she sighed. "Carol would love this since she likes young girls, especially blondes." She took a trimmer and took off most of the girl's pubes then squirted a glob of shaving cream onto her hand, "Ok, shut up and don't move. I would hate to nick you. Can't have you bleeding or with a bandage."
Rachel closed her eyes wondering what she'd gotten herself into. There was a part of her that wanted to stand up and yell at everyone here, tell them who she was but there was another part that desperately wanted to hide and never let anyone know who she is. If this ever got out, she'd be ruined. She felt the cool air on her pussy as the woman took a damp rag and wiped all the foam off.
"There. You'll be all set for the video. Oh wait!" she stood up quickly. She grabbed a tube of something and sighed, "Ok, turn around and kneel on the chair. I thought I hated the other part of my job, but this is worse."
Rachel had given up protesting and whatever initial humiliation she'd had earlier now felt like she had been showing a bit too much leg. She closed her eyes feeling the cool gel shoved roughly into her ass. She knew what the video was going to be but it was too late to reveal who she was with hundreds of demeaning pictures. She just hoped no one who sees this checks the society pages.
Julie slapped the girl's ass. "Let's get you dressed. Same outfit, shorts...yes. You know the drill." she sighed. Seeing the girl looking cute in her tight clothes she sighed, "Go out there and earn it. I wish I had your body. I wouldn't be driving a Geo, that's for sure."
Rachel stepped back into the studio, the set was the same, cheap couch, posters of bands on the wall, a pennant saying "STATE," and various school books on the desk. She had been dimly aware of these before but now she noticed them. She shook her head, this was nothing like her apartment in New Haven but perhaps this is how the normal people lived.
"Ok, Brittney, your brother is coming over with his roommate and you're going to help him with his French, Billy told me you know French?" Carl asked.
"Mais, oui. Je parle français comme un natif," she smiled for once feeling in her element.
"Whatever, I'm sure no one will be verifying what you say. So, your friend has to leave and, well you know what to do," he said. "Ok, people. Quiet and play the music," he ordered.
Rachel thought back to theatre at Yale and took deep breaths to calm and center herself. She soon felt the college atmosphere and went over, plopped on the couch, then picked up a book. She'd had this same textbook. It even had the same publication date. She barely had time to open to a chapter when the door opened and two great-looking guys came in. She stood as the dark-haired boy gave her a brotherly kiss on the cheek.
"Hey Danielle, this is John...he's, well he needs help. I'm so glad you have time."
Rachel laughed, "Yeah. My social calendar is just packed right now," she laughed as she pushed her think-framed glasses up her nose. She was trying to look as plain as possible and had no clue how to do that.
"Christ! You said she's...never mind. Merci beaucoup pour votre..." he stammered.
"Man! I'm not sure the hour will be enough?" her 'brother' laughed. "I have to get uptown. I'll be back in an hour or so."
Rachel sat, patted the couch, and looked at the boy as he sat down. She had this strange feeling knowing she'll be fucking a boy she'd just seen 30 seconds ago, a good feeling. A boy she'd had her pussy shaved clean for, her ass lubed. She decided she needed to start so she asked him in French where he was having the most trouble.
Carl moved around, the camera capturing the couple as they sat closer to each other. John had done this before. Within a few minutes, he was hip to hip with the pretty blonde girl, his arm around her.
Rachel felt the boy's hand slide down to cup her breast and looked at the boy questioningly. She was about to say something when his mouth pressed against hers. She broke it off and glared.
"You're hitting on me? I thought you were here to get your French grades up," she said harshly.
"Sure. The French are a lot more open. Spoken French is not the only oral aspect I'd like to explore," he smiled, "and I'm guessing you could expand your French oral skills also."
Rachel was about to push him away and say something but his lips were back on hers and his weight pushing her back stopped any protest.
Carl smiled, 'This is perfect,' he thought. "That's it, Brittney, stroke his back, get under his shirt, you have no desire to resist anymore."
Rachel sighed, "Ok, but how about I suck you off so we can get back to studying?" she asked.
"Whatever," the boy panted as he planted his lips back on hers.
He was a terrific kisser and Rachel felt herself going with it. She made no move to stop him as he pulled off her shirt, then his before pressing their bodies together. Conflicting thoughts ran through her head, 'If mom could see me now,' and 'I sure hope David never sees or hears about this,' and 'Holy shit! How fucking fat is this boy's cock?'
John was happily surprised how hot the actress was as he was told he'd be seducing a nerdy, homely girl, but he'd never been with a woman or girl even remotely as hot as this Brittney girl was. He better be invited when the agency sends over one of the hot babes. His large hand couldn't cover her breast, her legs were spread wide as they dry-humped each other. He couldn't wait to fuck this girl.
Rachel moaned feeling the hard shaft against her pussy, her pelvis grinding back against him. Hearing Carl's instructions, she reached between them and undid his shorts, gripping his cock as the boy took over and pushed them down his legs.



Carl zoomed in on the girl's tiny hand gripping the boy's fat purple shaft, stroking it eagerly. She might have been faking it early on, he thought. but not now - she's truly an eager slut. He knew acting when he saw it and this was no longer acting. She was also a skilled cock-sucker if the actor's reaction was any indication. 'This is not possible,' he thought as 8" disappeared into the blonde's mouth. He could see her gullet expand as the huge shaft entered her throat and she never gagged once.
She wasn't sucking on his cock long before John obviously wanted more and pushed her off his slick cock and tore off the rest of his clothes while she quickly undressed. She let herself be pushed back, opening her legs wide as the boy returned the favor.
'Wow!' she thought, 'how long is this boy's tongue?' She'd rarely felt anything like this, or perhaps it was due to having an audience but she was beyond caring. "Fuck! Yesss," Rachel sighed. It was incredibly surreal. Here she was, the daughter of one of the older wealthy families in the country, married to the 7th richest man in the world acting as if she were a porn actress who was acting like a slutty coed...yet there was no acting here. She pulled on her erect nipples as the skilled boy hit all the right spots.
John was humping the air as he attacked the sweet twat feeling harder than he'd ever felt before. He decided that they needed to move to the next stage and crawled up to kiss the girl, his face glistening with her juices. She eagerly sucked on his mouth and tongue before pulling his body up to suck on his cock again. This was new as most girls wanted to be fucked at this point, but he didn't care.
Rachel looked at the sizeable cock in front of her face. She had been close to deep-throating him before and wanted to finish what she'd started. This was really impressive, she thought as she pulled him into her mouth. She knew she was good at this as Jack and David both told her she was the best. So, needing to maintain her personal sense of accomplishment, she decided even though this boy was two to three inches longer and a lot fatter than either mans' cock, she engulfed his shaft, taking more and more of his cock into her throat.
John moaned loudly as he felt his throbbing shaft pleasured by the girl's gullet. It wasn't just how deep, she was also clenching her throat as she swallowed more and more of him. She was too good and soon felt her lips against his pubes and felt the aching in his balls increase. He wanted to cum deep down her throat but hearing Carl he reluctantly had to extricate his cock from her mouth. He sat heavily on the couch then pulled the girl onto his lap, sighing happily as she grabbed his cock and lowered herself onto his shaft.
Rachel's eyes rolled back in her head as more cock than she'd even had filled her pussy. The boy's mouth sucked eagerly on a nipple as his hands gripped her perfect ass, encouraging her to bounce rapidly on his fat shaft. She knew Carl wanted her to be vocal, but there was no forcing her cries as the huge cock hit her in places...stretched her more and stimulated her as she'd never been before. "Yesss, fuck me. Fuck me with your fucking cock...so big, so fucking big," she panted.
Carl zoomed in on the girl's slick cunt as the glistening shaft pistoned into her. He thought he have to give directions, tell her to be vocal but she was perfect. She sounded exactly as if she'd never felt anything like this as she writhed against the boy.
"Tell me, tell me you like your cunt stretched out," he ordered. "You like this, don't you?"
"Yess, oh fuck! Yesss. Fuck my cunt, fuck my cunt," she yelled as she felt her orgasm coming on.
Before she peaked, the boy pushed her off his lap and turned her around facing the camera and the various crew members. She never felt so exposed in her life but didn't hesitate to open her legs wide exposing her sopping pussy being split open but the boy's purple shaft. "Ohhhh, fuck!" she spat as she was being held by her hips and rapidly stabbed by the hard cock. Her arousal increased as Carl moved in, his camera inches from her abused cunt. She started playing with her neglected nipples, gasping from how sensitive they were.
The boy's fingers found her clit as Carl moved in to get a close-up of that. Rachel's moans were not non-stop and she was doing the splits as she felt herself letting go completely. An idle thought crossed her mind, 'if they could see the ice-queen now.'
The camera was now focussed on those creamy, plump tits bouncing with every stroke. Carl chuckled inside as he was unusually disappointed this girl had an incredible face with such a spectacular body...no one would believe this girl would be sitting alone studying...she'd be out on someone's arm or right where she is now, being eagerly fucked.
Rachel felt the welcome aching pulses in her groin as the skilled boy stimulated her and couldn't hold back any longer. She exploded, crying out a series of "Oh, fuck," when the door opened.
"Christ! I assumed you'd restrain yourself with my sister, but hell, I had no idea she looked like this under her flannels," her 'brother' said as he watched them.
Rachel was grinding on the long, fat shaft and moaned, "Sorry...I...oh fuck!"
"I couldn't resist those lips, then she...I...fuck!" John moaned as the girl torqued her pelvis on his cock.
The girl was barely able to focus as she came down from the intense orgasm while the other boy stripped off his clothes before offering her his cock.
Carl smiled, what perfect timing. Either the girl knew exactly when to fake an orgasm...or could orgasm on command, or they just got lucky, but that was incredibly hot. He moved out from the girl's cunt being stretched wide, her creamy juices coating the purple shaft then moved up her body to those bouncing tits to her lips pressed against the other boy's pubes. She pulled off then plunged her mouth back onto the curved shaft. He reminded himself to call Billy. He totally undersold this slut. She was no amateur at sucking cock and knew what she was doing. He wondered again why he'd never seen any videos of her, as her body, her cocksucking skills, and incredible eagerness would have been picked up by every porn site out there.
Daryl decided it was time to try out that ass she seemed to be offering him. He reluctantly pulled out of the girl's mouth, then positioned himself behind her. He'd been told to take it slow as she agreed to give up her virgin ass, but he didn't have to. She was a natural, relaxing and moaning happily as he slid inside her rectum. She had to have practiced on something as she was phenomenally tight yet had none of the reflexive sphincter clenchings he'd expected.
Rachel had never been so filled not just as these were the two largest cocks she'd ever had, but she'd never had two at once. Jack had always invited other girls back to their rooms but was insanely jealous of other guys. Why had she waited so long to try this? David would never even consider this and she's not one to cheat...intentionally, so she decided to enjoy it while it lasted. She was getting lost in the incredible amount of stimulation feeling another orgasm coming on so stopped her musings.
The next two hours were exhausting as the two boys recovered quickly and took turns pounding her various holes. When Carl called it a wrap she couldn't move. She was draped face down over the arm of the couch, streams of cum leaking out of her cunt and ass as the two boys high-fived each other with grins on their faces.
Carl moved in for one final close-up of the sloppy swollen pussy before slapping her gently on her ass. "Julie will take you back to clean up. Billy will have your check, but great job. I had my doubts at first but you're a pro. We'll be asking for you again, so I hope you're up for it. Ever done any girl/girl shoots?" he asked as he handed her a clean towel.
Rachel weakly pushed herself up and nodded, "Great...um, yes," she stammered. Jack had filmed her and various girls in various countries around the world. She took off the ugly glasses, dropped them onto the couch, then picked up the towel and wiped the streams of cum off her face.
"Billy will let you know, we have a shoot coming up where you'd be a lez virgin, can you do that?" he asked. "Actually, a girl-toy for a lez biker gang. I think you'd be perfect."
Rachel nodded in a daze, 'what the fuck have I gotten myself into?' she wondered as she finished cleaning her face, neck, and chest. She grabbed her shorts and tee-shirt and walked stiffly back to the changing room.
After showering she came out of the dressing room in her summer dress, seeing the two boys waiting. She paused wondering how to meet someone for the first time after getting fucked by them for two-plus hours. "Hey guys, that was fun. It was nice meeting you," was all she could think of saying.
"I'm Derek and this is Eddie, um, are you seeing anyone?" he asked.
Rachel almost held up her left hand, realizing in time she wasn't wearing her rings, "Sorry, yes. I have a boyfriend," she sighed, "Tempting, but you know how it is," she sighed.
"Well, if you change your mind, here are our numbers," the boy smiled before kissing her on the lips, "Sorry. I had to do that." He handed her a card. "You were great...I mean it, a truly incredible fuck."
Rachel walked slowly back to her car, suddenly laughing as she remembered she'd almost had Jerome drive her. That would have been interesting. Somehow her bra panties had disappeared, but at least she still have this flimsy dress.
She opened the glove box, put her rings back on, and looked in the rear-view mirror. Her hair was tangled and any lipstick she'd had on was long worn off on the fat cocks. She took out a pack of breath mints to get the sour taste of cum out of her mouth. She never, even with Jack, allowed a man to pull his cock out of her ass then into her mouth, but she did it a half dozen times with these boys. This Brittney must have been desperate for money to have agreed to do these things. She realized she had no choice as she had to take what was presented to her. Never again, she thought as she pulled out her hairbrush...though the girl on girl was tempting.
Her reverie was interrupted as three teenage boys leered at her through her windows and she verified her dress was pulled down far enough to
"Hey, babe. We got Benjamins. How many you want for an hour with the three of us?" one leered as he fanned out some dirty bills. "We got a nice clean place right over there," he nodded his head over his right shoulder, "Guarantee you'll never regret it."
She rolled the window down and smiled at them, parted her legs, and stroked her inner thigh, "Sorry Old Ben is good for tipping, but you'll need a bunch of Clevelands if you to get to know me better." They grinned and stepped back as she started the car then put it in gear.
She was pulling out of the lot when the receptionist answered the phone. "Hey, Billy? She was? No, she was here...who? Wait," she put the phone on hold, "Carl, get your ass out here," she ordered.
The man came out of his office, looking questioningly at the girl, "What?"
Indicating the phone, "It's Billy over a Talent, Inc.. He says they have bad news. Brittney was in an accident and is in the hospital. She was on her way over when a semi ran her off the road. She's in bad shape." She put the phone on speaker. "Billy, Carl's here, tell me again?"
Billy repeated what he knew and apologized for not calling earlier but the police just let him know.
"Then who...did you send over anyone else? No? No, no need, we, um...we're ok now." Carl asked. "We'll get back to you," he said. "Thanks for letting us know." He looked at the girl, "Who the hell was that? Did you get her license number?" he asked.
"No, but it was a blue Mercedes E-Class with a red and white parking sticker. I couldn't see what it said," she replied.
He looked thoughtful, "Call Billy back. Tell him that we'll be paying her anyway. I mean, Brittney was here and she did perform admirably. It will make us look good and we need to pay someone," he sighed as he wondered who the hell that was.
***************************************
David came home and kissed his wife, "Hey Beautiful, have a good day?" he asked as he went over to pour a scotch.
"I did, it was, well interesting," she said. "Do you know about a Glamour Shoots?" she asked, "it's down off Water Street."
David plopped down on the couch next to his wife, "Yep. William found it when we were in that diversification mode. I've never paid much attention to it as it's always been in the black and never makes any demands. Why?"
"Nothing really. I've been trying to familiarize myself with all that you hold and decided to drive down. It's what it looks like, a photography studio. They are all-business, no bullshit," she said. "Oh, I suggested to Maria we have her incredible tamales for dinner tonight. I hope that's alright."
As they were getting ready for bed, Rachel hesitated before coming out of the bathroom. Finally, she came out wearing her flimsy teddy and stood next to the bed.
David looked curiously at his wife wondering what she wanted. He scanned down her perfect form then grinned seeing her bare clamshell pussy. "Why you little slut, get in bed, now!" he ordered.
Between David's mouth on her pussy, and his cock inside her, Rachel got just three hours of sleep that night, and getting out of bed the next morning she felt like she'd run a marathon the day before. She was sore in places she never even was aware of...and really sore in places that she and others were very familiar with.
***************************************
"Mr. Johnson, there's a Carl Roberts on the phone. He says he's with Glamour Shoots," David's secretary said over the intercom.
He was about to tell her he was busy but remembered Rachel mentioning it. He picked up the phone, "Thank you, Jessica. David Johnson."
"I'm sorry to bother you, but...this is a bit strange. Do you have an employee, perhaps an intern...young girl...who drives a blue Mercedes E-Class convertible? I know you most likely have no idea what any of the thousands of your employees drive but we'd like to know who it was. We had someone drop by last week and we might have screwed up by not getting her name," he said softly.
David thought for a minute. "I might know who that was, blonde, cute?" he asked.
"That's her. Do you know how we can get hold of her?" Carl asked. "We'd like to see if she'd be interested in another project."
David knew what projects he was talking about as he'd looked into the company after Rachel mentioned it. "Carl is it? You said another project? Was this a photoshoot? Video?" he asked.
"Both. We screwed up assuming she was a model an agency sent over and, well, she protested a lot and we were frustrated because the model was a half-hour late. I was confused about how much she resisted but she finally gave in. Frankly, she was the best I've ever worked with, perhaps better than most I've ever seen," he sighed. "But I think we bullied her into performing and for that, I feel really bad."
"Are you going to be there?" David asked. "I've got some time and I'd like to see the videos...and the photos."
"Sure. I'm here all day, though I have a shoot at 1. Can you make it before then?"
***************************************
David pulled up, impressed that Rachel came down here alone. He looked down the street at a Honda on blocks and an old Chevy with the three visible tires all flat on the other side. There were a half dozen boys leaning against the wall looking his way. "Jerome, I think you'll be fine but if you feel uncomfortable you can drive around. I can call you," he told the driver.
"I'll be fine, Mr. Johnson," he smiled, "They're just hanging out. Nothing to worry about."
Carl greeted the owner of his company warmly, "Mr. Johnson. We met a couple of years ago, I'm sure you don't remember. I was surprised to see you take the time as it's not a huge deal."
"I needed to get out anyhow, plus this is good to get to know the companies we are all part of. We'll have to have your crew come to the main office someday." He looked at the pictures on the wall, "These are good. Yours?" he asked.
The man smiled, "Yep. This is how we started out. Headshots, glamour...you know how that is. Then we had a couple requesting some intimate shots, well it became a full-on sex tape. Within months we had a dozen referrals and well, the real money-makers are the adult videos. Come on, I'll show you the girl. She's spectacular." Carl led the man down the hall to a viewing room.
David expected to look at an iPad or laptop but was impressed with the small theater.
Carl saw the admiring look, "We find showing our work to potential clients in here has brought in a lot more business." He picked up a remote and pressed a button. "This is the girl we were calling Brittney. I should have known as she came in wearing a beautiful Hawaiian dress with flowers...not an inexpensive dress. I was told Brittney was desperate for money, I'm guessing she isn't," he said pointing at the screen.
David felt a wave of emotions seeing his wife looking like a college girl in tiny cut-offs, black-framed glasses, and braless in a tight see-through tee shirt. He forgot his relationship and admired the lighting, the poses, and how natural the blonde looked in front of the camera.
"I assume you know who that is?" Carl asked.
David nodded. "Yes, she's...I'd better talk to her before I tell you her name. You'd be shocked to see her in her regular business attire. I think she was coming here to check on the operation, you know, just to see how one of our assets does things and, well..."
Carl sighed, "I feel terrible. Every time she opened her mouth we snapped at her. We had a request for a video shoot and the agency was sending over what was described as a homely, plain-faced girl with a great body. When this Brittney showed up, we had to make her less beautiful...not easy, believe me, and then as we thought she was over a half-hour late, we kinda pushed her to get going." He looked at David. "When you see her can you apologize? I mean, well, that and the client that requested this shoot wants a half-dozen more with her," he pointed to the picture of the naked blonde arching her back as she was coming up from the downward dog pose.
"Sure, I'll talk to her. I feel bad that she went through this. Show me the video," he ordered.
Carl laughed, "She went through this, alright. I've seen faked orgasms, but you'll see, she wasn't faking it." He pressed another couple of buttons.
David said nothing as he watched Rachel come out and sit. Watching this was strange as he'd never had much time to watch porn, but knowing the actress was his wife was both painful and arousing. He wanted to get up and leave yet was unable to take his eyes off the erotic passionate scene in front of him. When it was over he looked at the videographer. "I assume this is an abridged version?"
Carl nodded, "I have the full video, it's over two hours. I didn't think you wanted to sit through that much, but the client got the full thing. She's a natural, isn't she?" he sighed. "You sure I can't have her name? She's been on my mind for the last week or so, it's been frustrating."
David shook his head, "Can you put the pictures and the full version on a thumb drive? I'm going to sit down with her and find out if she's ok with me giving you her name. I'm not really looking forward to that...you'd understand if you knew her."
Carl nodded. "Jessica has that at her desk. We'll grab it on the way out. I don't know how much she makes at your place, but I can guarantee at least $20 to $50K a month if she's interested."
David stood up and shook the man's hand. "I'll let her know. Thanks for your time. Oh, how did you know to contact me?"



Carl chuckled, "My receptionist told me there's a red and white parking sticker on the Mercedes' windshield...same as yours. I remember meeting with some of your suits all with those stickers. I assumed with a car like that, she is an executive so you told me to call you if I had any concerns when we talked on the phone that once..."
David nodded, "Glad you did. This might be delicate. Feel free to call me anytime, and you do good work. Very impressive. I like the lighting a lot."
As he started to leave he had a thought, "Look, we're having a picnic at our house next month, I'd like you to come," he smiled. "I'll send the times and my address over. Oh, can you get Brittney's information? I'd like to check in on her and perhaps take care of her medical expenses."
***************************************
David headed over to the hospital and found the young blonde girl with her right leg in the full cast, bandages around her chest, and angry bruising on her face. The girl looked up curiously at the strange man.
"Brittney?" David asked, "You don't know me, but I heard about your accident and I wanted to make sure you're ok."
The girl nodded, "I'm ok. Where...?"
"Oh, sorry. Our company owns Glamour Shoots and, well, we heard about the truck...I wanted to visit, you know...can I sit down?"
Brittney relaxed when she realized the man wasn't a lawyer and seemed truly concerned. She told him how the truck crossed over the median and when she swerved to avoid a head-on, her car was hit on the driver's side and she flew off the road, rolling a few times.
"I was afraid you were another lawyer," the girl sighed, "There were two guys here this morning. I should be alright. They told me they'd give me $100,000 to cover loss of wages and medical expenses. I mean, that's good, right? I don't have insurance," she tried to smile, "Loss of wages, that's a joke. I've been unable to find anything. Anyhow, they're coming back with some paperwork to sign."
"Sorry, what? That's incredibly low. Look, I know you never worked for us but we take care of our own. I'll have a man named Jim Carson come talk to you. Don't sign anything with the trucking company lawyers. We'll get you a fair settlement. What do you do...I mean, besides acting?" he asked.
The girl chuckled, "I don't even do that. That was my first job at...you know. A man came up to me on the street and asked if I wanted to make more than I could make in a month working at a drive-thru..." she sighed. "I aged out of the system and I've been trying to find work and well, this guy made it sound fun and worth my while..." She told how she moved to the city after she left her last home and was trying to find work so she could save enough to go to the community college. She was sleeping in her ancient car in an old parking lot off 8th and getting an offer of over a thou to do a video was too good to be true.
As they drove away, he made a few calls. Brittney's medical expenses were covered, she was going to be interviewing as an intern with full tuition. But, regardless he set her up in one of his apartments that just freed up. He teared up thinking his company preyed on people like that.
He decided to look into the girls hired and find a way to ensure they were not just used and tossed out onto the street, perhaps give benefits and help them find steady work if that's what they want.
***************************************
Rachel came in from her tennis match feeling envigorated. Ever since her accidental porn shoot, she seemed to have more energy, more quickness. She finally beat Laurie after, how many? Perhaps 15 matches. She felt on top of the world then stopped seeing her husband home from work.
"David. What...why aren't you at work?" she asked, feeling dread. 'He saw or heard about the video,' she thought.
"Oh, I had my afternoon off so I thought I'd spend time with my beautiful wife. Plus, well, it's been a while since we've had a nooner."
"I should shower first, trust me, I need it," she smiled. "Where's Maria?" she looked toward the kitchen.
"I gave her the day off. I decided after making love to my gorgeous, sexy wife I'd be taking her out to dinner." he smiled. "Go shower, then," he patted the couch, "we can enjoy each other's company."
Rachel showered quickly both because it was a treat to have her husband home and if he were to confront her about the video, she wanted to get this out of the way. The memory had both aroused her and made her feel incredible guilt. She is not some slut who'd just go cheat on her husband not to mention she truly loved him. It was frustrating feeling the incredible rush replaying getting fucked aggressively by the two boys while a terrible feeling of guilt kept her awake many nights. Right now as she dried off, it was the memory of both her holes filled by two cocks belonging to men whose last names she never got that had her juices going. Then there was her fantasy that she'd taken the boys' offer of Benjamins and she'd whored herself out.
David was lying on the bed when she got out, stroking his cock. This reminded her of when they first dated, before routines and the sex was fun and spontaneous. "Hey baby, is that for me?" she purred as she crawled on top of her husband.
David kissed his wife as she straddled his cock, her pussy humping on his shaft. As one hand stroked her tight ass and his other mauled her left breast, he had an image of the strange cock buried inside her ass, another in her swollen pussy. He wondered about the lack of his usual jealousy and why these thoughts were so arousing. Another thought crossed his mind as the best breast he'd ever felt was cupped in his hand, 'why did those two boys rarely grope these tits? I cannot keep my hands off these.'
Rachel closed her eyes as she humped on David's hard cock, again wondering why he wanted to have sex in the middle of the afternoon. Did he find out? Who told him...how would they know who she was? He couldn't know...but he isn't the jealous type, not like Jack was. Her thoughts were side-tracked as she felt her husband's finger push into her ass for the first time. He'd never shown any interest in anything anal before. Surprisingly, the thought that he had to know and perhaps was turned on by it caused her to moan loudly. She let herself be tossed onto her back, crying out happily as he thrust into her more aggressively than he'd ever done before, his middle finger pumping into her anus.
David felt Rachel respond happily as he pounded her...felt, and heard her. In all the years of love-making she'd never been more vocal than a few soft moans, but listening to the cries of pleasure got his blood flowing. He hoped he could last, but this Rachel was the Rachel in the videos
Rachel was lifting her ass off the bed meeting David's urgent thrusts as he groaned loudly. He never before was so quick and again wondered if he'd found out and was excited by it. Did he see the video? The thought of how slutty she was and how exposed during the shoot she was and that David was aroused by it was too much. She soon came within seconds of David's final spams inside her.
As they lay there, sweaty and panting David kissed her, "I love you. Sorry to...you know, I just thought that you'd enjoy me playing with your ass," he said.
Rachel chuckled, "And you were right. There's something dirty...dirty in a good way about having you finger my ass."
"Would you...have you...never mind," he said as he pulled his softening cock out of her.
"Would I...would I ever do anal? Have I ever?" she suggested. She kissed her husband, "Yes and yes. I know we told each other we'd never ask about former sexual partners, but I had a boyfriend that enjoyed my ass, and I enjoyed it also. If you want to...I'd like it," she kissed him.
The next few days were a blur for David as he suggested new things with Rachel who willingly complied...not that any of it wasn't something he'd already seen in the video, but she was truly passionate and showed increased arousal the more they did.
As they lay panting on the bed, David sighed. "I guess we need to shower and get ready for the Wallaces who are coming over." He kissed her and rolled off the bed.
Rachel dismissed any thought that David must have found out about the photoshoot chalking up this renewed passion to his realization she was more experienced in bed than he'd suspected.
A few weeks later they again had an energetic and sweaty session. After showering, he looked at his beautiful blonde wife, "How come you never wear the dress I got for you in Maui anymore?" he asked, "The one with the yellow and red hibiscus?" he asked. "I think it would be the perfect dress for today."
Rachel realized after the shoot she'd left the dress hanging in the closet, "Sure, it's my favorite," she nodded. "Now go. Let me get dressed without you needing to get me hot and sweaty again," she said as she swatted his tight ass.
David looked up as his wife came down the stair, "Wow! Ok, you were right to kick me out. Are you...?" he felt her ass for panty lines. He felt a throbbing, "Christ! You realize we'll have to have the EMTs on standby when some of the board members see you," he chuckled.
Rachel initially had on a sexy lacy bra and panty set but thought about the last few weeks. It was arousing to see how David wanted her more and more so she decided to step it up. She was aware that if the light were behind her, little would be left to the imagination, plus the dress did little to support her full breasts so she'd have to move around more carefully, but it was her nipples that would be the most problematic. But all this was worth it for when she and David would be alone again.
David was thinking the same thing, toying with the various things they would be doing later in the bedroom...hell! In the living room, kitchen... "I can't get enough of you," he sighed.
Rachel chuckled, "It's not like you have tried, but someday you'll be sick of me...until then, I'm there for you."
They had to put their plans for each other aside as they heard the doorbell. "Our guests are arriving," David sighed. "We should greet them," he said sadly.
David and Rachel mingled with the guests, greeting them warmly as they arrived. Soon each mingled separately with various friends, co-workers, and relatives.
Rachel was listening to the young couple relate their fun experiences on their honeymoon in Maui when she noticed a young blonde with crutches who'd just arrived looking nervously at the porch steps. "Excuse me, I'll be back. I have to know about biking down Haleakala. I've always wanted to do that," she lied as she and Jack had done it more than once.
She rushed over to the girl, "God! That looks uncomfortable. Let me help you," she said observing her leg in a cast and old cuts and bruises. She took the girl's arm to descend the stairs then stepped back, "Hi. Welcome. Rachel Johnson," she smiled.
The girl's face lit up, "You must be Mr. Johnson's wife. I've heard a lot about you. Brittney Jamison," she put out a hand.
Rachel was about to point out she'd be the 2nd Brittany she'd come across in the last month but instead took the girl's hand. "How do you know David? Through work?" she asked. "Come over to the pool. There are a few great seats and you need to get off your feet," she smiled. "Would you like the sum or the shade?" she asked.
"Oh, God, please don't go out of your way for me," the girl protested, "But shade might be best," she smiled.
After Brittney was settled, Rachel asked, "Ok, what can I get you? We have just about everything. And, you're our guest so it's my job to act as hostess."
David looked over and smiled. He'd invited the girl after she'd gotten out of the hospital. She turned out to have a quick mind and when he brought her in for interviews he'd found three directors who wanted her in their division as a paid intern. He was pleased to see that Rachel had graciously made her comfortable.
"Excuse me. I'm going to greet another guest. Make sure you help yourself to the ribs, they were flown in from San Antonio this morning," he told the two couples
He walked over as Rachel had sat down next to the girl who was now supplied with a drink and a plate of food. "Brittney! So glad you could make it and you look like you are moving around really well. I'm impressed. I see you've met my wife," he smiled. He sat across from the two blondes, "Brittney is over in Drake Daniels' group. She'll be interning while she finishes college." He smiled at the girl, "You could have waited to start until you healed up a bit more but Drake is thrilled to have you."
Rachel looked at her husband and back at the girl, "So, how did...? I mean, you know Brittney?" she asked.
David smiled, "Brittney was on her way over to do a photo shoot at a studio we own when a truck slammed into her. She's lucky to have survived. Oh! You might know the studio, you told me you visited them. Glamour Shoots. Anyhow, I was concerned that someone we hired was injured so you know how we do things." He looked at the girl, "Did you get a decent settlement from the insurance company?"
The girl lit up, "Your husband is incredible. The trucking company swore they were giving me generous compensation but Mr. Samualson was amazing. They're coughing up 10 times what they'd offered...on the other hand, the medical costs so far will eat a quarter of that," she shrugged.
Rachel's head was spinning. This is the girl...the same Brittany. David had to know...had to have talked to Carl. She was about the excuse herself when she saw the man himself come out onto the deck looking around.
David turned seeing the shocked look on his wife's face, "Oh, that's right. You dropped by and would have met Carl. I invited him over," he stood up, "Hang on, I'll be right back."
Rachel looked between Brittney and Carl. 'No way is this purely a coincidence,' she thought. 'David knows...he knew all along? When did he...how did he?' She slowly stood as David greeted the photographer warmly. She wanted to run, to hide but was rooted to her spot. Carl hadn't looked her way yet and she could head back around the garden behind her.
"Arte you alright?" Brittany asked. "You look like you've seen a ghost." The girl looked over at the two men, "I'm sorry. None of my business."
Rachel laughed, "Oh, honey, you have no idea." She sat back down and tried to look nonchalant.
David came over with the man and did the introductions, "Carl, this is Brittney. She's doing great and we brought her into the company, she's got a great mind and will be so valuable to us. This," he indicated the blonde who was just standing, "is my wife Rachel. I guess you two have already met," he chuckled.
Carl staggered back, "Oh, Christ...your wife?" He looked quickly between the two. The blonde now looked older, more mature than she'd looked a month ago, but she still had the incredible aura of sensuality he remembered well. Ironically, he'd jerked off just a few hours ago to the video...especially the scene where she was sandwiched between the two boys in the middle of the dorm room.
Rachel put out her hand, "Good to finally meet you," she blushed. "I'll be sure to call first when I next visit," she sighed.
Brittney looked between the two, "Wait! Did you...she, the day I got into the accident...?"
David laughed, "Let's get some drinks. Rachel, make Carl feel at home and I'll get something. I think it's suddenly a lot warmer."
Carl slowly sat across from the blonde he'd fantasized about, "I'm so sorry. I thought...and oh, fuck!" he put his face in his hands.
Rachel looked at the younger girl, "He thought I was you and was a half-hour late. I should have spoken up...said something but I'd gone in hoping to see how they did things there without them knowing who I was...well, it got to the point where I really had to just go along." she blushed.
"You did...the man who'd approached me laid out a series of things I'd have to do...um, there was a lot," she also blushed. "How much of it...?"
Rachel felt her nipples harden and her pussy throb as she replayed the 3-4 hours, "Everything, at least I assume it was?" she asked Carl.
"We were thrilled, yes. It was everything," Carl looked at Brittney, "but you would have known that. We told Billy we'd pay you since we didn't know you the cute blonde was. He did pay you the entire amount, didn't he?"
The girl shook her head, "I even called him to apologize for not showing up and he blew me off. How much was it?"
Carl looked angry, "A couple of thou. I'm pissed since we paid him $2,500, but you were supposed to get most of it. He and I are going to have a talk."
David came back with the drinks everyone wanted. "Let me guess what you decided to talk about," he chuckled.
"You knew? You know and didn't say anything?" Rachel looked like she was going to cry.
"Carl saw our company's parking sticker on your car and called me. He was extremely apologetic knowing he'd bullied you into doing the shoot. I drove down and I saw the pictures, the video...you were great!" he smiled. "I prefer you don't do that again, and I've never had much time for porn but you looked incredible." He looked over at Carl for confirmation.
"You were, and I was really sorry to have, as David put it, bullied you into doing...all of it. Well, sorry, not sorry. Best work I've ever done and it was due to you. You're a natural and how you handled those two guys..." He looked apologetically at David, "Sorry, I mean...yeah, this is your wife I'm talking about."
Rachel put her hands over her face and fell back on the chaise. David sat down beside her and held her, "It's ok, I understand. Look, you might have done me a huge favor."
She looked up, dabbing at tears gently, "What? How?"
"Carl and I talked," he looked at the young man, "even before we found out that talent agency never followed through with the payment to Brittney. Anyhow, Here's what we decided to do."
Rachel sat up and listened as her husband laid out his plans. David had purchased the talent agency that Carl had been working with and wanted to hire models providing them with the same perks and benefits that anyone hired on in any of their holdings would get. Health, dental, tuition reimbursement, etc.. Treat them as valued employees and not as disposable commodities. She liked the ideas and looked over at the young blonde who seemed to already be aware of this.
"Ok, but who would run the agency? I mean, you can't trust Billy, that's for sure," she asked.
"You," both Carl and David said at the same time. "I have a former assistant and model who moved to LA, but she's willing to come back if she can be of use," Carl added. "We'll hire actors only through your agency."
"Look, if you don't want to do this, that's fine but this industry could use someone overseeing it with a better perspective and, well, don't you really have the experience necessary?" David asked.
Rachel nodded. Her head was swimming with memories of the arousing shoot; the possibilities of interviewing, hiring; visiting the shoots, watching...maybe...no, not participating, at least not for public consumption. She nodded, "Ok. I'm in. Can we move the studio to a better part of town though?"
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Juliette rang the doorbell anticipating the afternoon. Her Mom's AmEx in her purse and a day of shopping. In three weeks she'd be at University starting college. All new clothes! This was going the be the best day ever.
Stacy opened the door giggling excitedly as she pulled her friend into the house. "You got it?" she asked happily holding up her Mom's MasterCard.
"Got it! Did your Dad say we could borrow his car?" the cute blonde asked.
The two girls had grown up next to each other and many in the area thought they were sisters. Each girl was 5' 6", ~110 lbs, with long straight blonde hair, and an athletic body. The one difference was Juliette had more womanly curves, generous breasts, and a fuller ass. Stacy wasn't lacking in either, but she'd always felt almost like a boy next to her friend. As they grew up, they were constantly exchanging clothes but right around Juliette's 18th birthday, Stacy's tops and shorts were a bit tight on her friend, even though she was 6 months older.
"I'll ask him, but I'm sure he'll say yes. Damn! You could show more skin...if you were naked," she giggled.
Juliette looked down at the painted-on shorts and halter top, "It's hot out there," she looked back at the door, "Plus, it's a lot easier to try on clothes if there's less to take off," she giggled.
"Shhh, don't say that too loud. You know how Dad pervs on you. Doesn't that creep you out?" the girl fake shuddered.
Juliette laughed, "Ok, I might have had another reason the wear this," she smiled, "Your Dad's cute and I don't mind him looking."
"Yeah, I figured. He's out back by the pool. I'll go ask him for the keys," she sighed.
"Why's your Dad home, anyhow? I thought he would be working." Juliette asked.
"They're moving their offices to the new building over on Marshall Avenue, you know that tall glass building? Anyhow, he gets a free week off, and man! Is he loving that!" she giggled.
"I'll bet. I'll come with you, I know you think I should hide from him, but a bit of harmless perving is fun." She thought back to the dream she awoke to this morning. Stan Marks holding her, touching her, his hard cock pressing between her legs, his hand covering her breast. She'd tried to get back to sleep to finish the dream so they'd get naked and she'd feel him inside her but her mother called up to her room defeating any hope of that. She wanted him to look at her as if she'd be able to feel his eyes l touching her bare skin.
"Ok, but I'll apologize now for what I know he'll say," Stacy sighed. She led her friend through the house and out back, "Hey, Dad. Mom said you'd be home all day and we need to go shopping for college. Can I borrow the car?" she asked sweetly.
Stan opened his eyes, "Wow! You're going out like that?" he asked, "shopping or pole dancing?" he smiled.
"Dad!" she looked apologetically at her friend, "We've gone over this, no one pole dances before 9 PM. You know that better than anyone," she sighed.
Juliette stepped forward, looking around, "You know, you could put a pole here...replace this," she patted the 4x4 wood column on the back porch, "That and a hot tub and you'd have a real party place."
"Don't encourage him," Stacy sighed, "So, can we? Can we borrow the car? We'll make sure it's filled up when we bring it back," she said.
"One condition." He looked at the two girls, both barely covered though his daughter was a bit more modestly dressed. Juliette looked incredible having assets in places that few girls or women had. His wife Stephanie was similar in build to their daughter and they often were considered sisters, but he'd never had his hands on full plump tits and he'd often jerked off imagining how Juliette's would feel. The girl was reaching into her halter top adjusting her large tits so they stood out more.
"Sorry, what condition?" Stacy finally asked. Dad was overtly checking out her friend's body and she looked over and groaned. "Stop that! Don't encourage him," she hissed.
Juliette stopped adjusting her tight top and grinned, "I'm just making sure everything is in the right place."
"Ok, Dad, sure. What's the one condition?" Stacy said as she shook her head disapprovingly.
"After shopping, come straight home," he said.
"Sure, we can do that," Stacy said holding out her hand.
"Then...then you'll both wash the car. Here, not on the street," he smiled as he nodded to the side drive.
"OK." She looked at her friend, "We can wash the car."
"And you'll both wear those bikinis you picked up on spring break," he smiled.
"How do you..." Stacy blushed. "Did you tell him about those?" she asked her friend.
Juliette shook her head.
"I saw the pictures on your phone. You looked like you were having fun. So," he pulled the keys out of his pocket and jingled them. "We're on the same page?"
Stacy groaned and went over and grabbed the keys, "You are such a perv!" she sighed. She paused and then quickly turned after seeing the outline of her Dad's plump shaft through his shorts.
Stan smiled to himself as he watched the two girls leave. Juliette stopped short of the back door, turned, and cupped her tits a couple of times letting them bounce before following her friend. After they left, he wanted to go to the bedroom to resolve his frustration but it'd be better if he waited until Stephanie got home. 'What would it take to get that girl to lose all her clothes?' he wondered. 'Probably not much.'
***********************************************
"I'm not comfortable with this," Stacy sighed, "Dad has never seen me so..." she looked down at the tiny triangles barely covering her bits. She looked at her friend who was trying to get the matching suit to cover her large pale nipples. She went over, "This isn't going to work. Maybe we can try concealer?"
Juliette sighed, "Sometimes they're larger than other times. Fuck it! Let's go give your Dad a heart attack...or a hard attack!" She giggled then looked at her friend and smiled, "You're bigger!"
Stacy was looking down at her chest, "I think you're right. I hadn't noticed." She looked at the other girl's assets, "I will never have what you've got, but perhaps the sales ladies won't tell me to look in the pre-teen sections," she sighed. "Ok, let's see if we can get through this without becoming teen mothers," she said as she headed for the bedroom door.
She looked out the side door, affirming that this was truly a private lot. They'd lucked out as this was one of the few lots in the populated area with full privacy, Behind and to both sides was dense forest years ago set aside by a nature conservancy. In the front as far as the eye could see was a sea of housing but here in the back, it was as if they were in the backwoods of Maine.
Stan felt anticipation ever since the girls got home and parked the SUV in the back drive. He reached into the cooler, grabbed another beer, popped the top, and sat back anticipating the show. He sat up a bit more hearing the squeaking of the side door. He sighed contentedly.
The two girls came around the corner, Stacy carrying a bucket of soapy water and Juliette exaggerating her stride to bounce enticingly as she went over to the water spigot.
The busty blonde stopped and smiled at her friend's father before bending over with a wide stance to turn the water on. She looked between her legs at the man, winking before standing slowly back up.
"Jules! I'm telling you, don't encourage him," Stacy hissed.
"Sorry. I just can't help myself," she sighed. She went over and began spraying the car wondering what dirt they'd find as it looked perfectly clean.
At first, Stacy tried to act modest, but with 90% of her boobs exposed and all of her butt, she gave up. That was not an issue for Juliette who made sure to bend over frequently and when she washed the bumpers, she squatted down, her legs opened wide towards their rapt audience.
Seeing this, Stacy picked up the hose and blasted her friend's crotch before giggling and running away.
Juliette screamed and threw the sponge at her friend. She didn't want to admit it, but it felt good...maybe good wasn't a strong enough word. She adjusted the small patch and went over and picked up the sponge. "That was mean," she moaned. "I'd be watching your back if I were you."
As they were drying the SUV, Stacy felt sweat dripping down her face. "Dad, can we have one of those?" she nodded toward the beer in his hand.
"Sure," Stan reached into the cooler and pulled out two beers. Holding them up he added, "Sure, for a price."
"Damn! I knew it. There's always a price," Stacy cried. "What? What's the price? Cut the grass?"
"Not a bad idea, but no," he nodded at their glistening figures, "one item of clothing for one beer," he leered.
"Hell no!" Stacy spat, "Christ! You're...what are you doing?" she sputtered as Juliette took off her top and carried it over to Stacy's father.
"I need a beer," she smiled looking back at her friend, "it's really hot today."
Stan's eyes widened as the young girl walked over, her breasts bouncing freely. He took the weightless garment and handed the beer to the girl. "I don't know, I feel cheated as this is next to nothing. I think I'm owed another piece of clothing."
Juliette laughed, "Supply and demand. You've got a whole 12-pack here. I just have these two items. The way I see it, this one piece of clothing should be worth 6 beers." She took a long drink, her lips smacking as she pulled the bottle from her lips. "Plus, as nice as this beer is, these are much better," she said as she bounced a breast.
Stan couldn't believe how perfect this girl's tits were. High, firm, large masses of flesh jutting out from her narrow ribcage. Huge areolas with eraser-sized nipples. His cock quickly tented his shorts. "I guess you're right. I'm impressed," he sighed. He felt the plump head press against the tight cloth.
"Shit!" Stacy said as she came over, "I'll need serious therapy after seeing what you did to my Dad!" She held out her hand, "Let me have a sip."
Juliette shook her head, "Get your own. You know the price."
"Here. You want this?" Stan held out the beer, his other hand an open palm.
"Dad! I'm your daughter...you shouldn't..." She looked over as Juliette took another long pull. "Oh fuck it!" She pulled off her top and tossed it at her Dad.
"Nice, very nice. Those are better than your mother's" Stan smiled as he opened the other bottle before handing it to his daughter. Not as big as Juliette's but spectacular in their own way. Perky high on her chest capped with amazingly puffy areolas. He was itching to press his fingers on those velvety soft-looking tips, to suck each one between his lips. His cock was now achingly hard as he checked out the two teenage girls.
Stacy took the beer and eagerly gulped down half the bottle before stopping. She let out a loud burp and giggled. "Ok, perhaps this is worth it," she sighed.
"Ok, girls, you still have to finish drying it, use the window cleaner for the glass and vacuum the inside," he said as he didn't even try to hide the adjustment of his cock.
Juliette put down the empty bottle and nodded toward the cooler. "Another?" she asked as she pulled the strings on the bottoms.
Stan smiled, "Your last one unless you have something else to offer," he said. He looked at Stacy, "I assume you'll want another also?" he asked.
Juliette had already handed the tiny piece of cloth with a few strings to the man as she teasingly put one foot on the lounger, opening her legs to grab the cold beer.
Stan was unconsciously licking his lips with the perfect pussy just a couple of feet in front of his face. She was perfectly trimmed, her golden blonde fur framing her swollen lips in a velvety horseshoe. His mind was working out how to get his throbbing cock inside her as she took the beer from him.
Stacy had never seen that expression on her Dad's face before, almost not recognizing him, and rather than being creeped out she felt an anticipation for potential pleasure. She looked at her half bottle of beer and finished it in one long pull. "Ok, it is good," she sighed. An aching rush swept through her under the intense gaze of her father. She pulled on the strings, put a foot on the edge of his seat, and bared her pussy for her father. Her knee was splayed wider than Juliette's as she swapped the bottom for another cold beer. His eyes were wide, eager and he was unconsciously licking his lips. 'What would he do if I knelt over his face,' she wondered. 'I'll bet that fat tongue would be inside me without any hesitation.'
"Thanks," she said softly as she took the beer. She started to step back but his hand on her thigh stopped her.
"Wow!" he sighed, "The two most perfect pussies I've ever seen. Ok, enjoy your beers but you're not getting out of your work that easy."
Stan was shocked and pleased with how easy it was to get these two beauties to bare all and desperately wanted to pull out his cock and jerk off but the possibility of freaking them out made him just take in their naked beauty. 'Fucking hell!' he thought as he watched those perfect tight asses flex as they went back to the car.
The girls made sure all their movements were exaggerated as they bent over to polish the wheels, wash the windows and finish polishing the rest of the car. The passenger side was going to be immaculate as that was the side facing their audience. When they finished the exterior, they stood back as the hot interior air escaped.
"I need another cold beer," Juliette sighed as she opened every door.
"Me too," Stacy looked over at her Dad, "We are out of items to give him. He said something about other things we can offer? Does that mean he'll demand we strip for him some other time? That might be embarrassing depending..."
Stan took in the bouncing breasts, the swaying hips, and their swollen pussies as the girls came back over and stood facing him, hands on their hips.
"Can I have another, Dad?" Stacy asked sweetly. "It's really hot today."
Reaching for two more beers he nodded, "What can you offer me?" he asked.
Stacy looked around, "Can we run a tab? You know, maybe we pay you back another time..."
He shook his head, "I'd like something else. Something you can do for me."
"Daaaad! I'm not going to..." She looked pointedly at the fat shaft under his shorts.
"I will!" Juliette said quickly, "If Stace is going to pussy out, I'll take care of that for you," she stepped forward.
Stan held up a finger, "That sounds great but I had something else in mind. I want you girls to kiss and not one of those quick pecks. I want you to show me how thirsty you are and how much you want this..." he swayed the two cold beers out in front of him.
Stacy looked nervously at her friend but before she could say anything, Juliette's lips were on hers, her tongue parting her lips and hands stroking her back and sides. As quick as this was, this was exactly what she wanted. Her tongue was exploring her friend's, and her hands were feeling the smooth skin on her ass.
Juliette had always wanted to do this for a long time and happily discovered Stacy wasn't at all reserved. Their two bodies pressed against each other, their hips each nestled between the legs of the other, their pussies pressing, asses flexing.
Stan gave up and slid his shorts down and stroked his cock watching the two girls eagerly writhe against each other. His daughter's hand was gripping Juliette's huge tit and he groaned loudly as she leaned down as sucked a nipple between her lips.
Juliette had her mouth open as she leaned back so that just their flexing pelvises were locked together. One hand was gently holding the back of Stacy's head. the other on her friend's breast. She looked over at the man and smiled. "Stacy, I think we earned the beer, but unless you want years of therapy, you shouldn't look," she giggled.
Stacy stopped sucking on the fat nipple and turned, "Oh shit! Daddy! What are...holy shit! That's huge," she moaned. None of the guys she'd been with was anything but average, but Dad's cock was so long, so fat!
Stan grinned, "It does the job. Ok, that was great. You earned these." he said as he kept stroking his cock. The two girls' eyes were glued to his cock. He knew what he had and how the girls and women he'd been with kept coming back.
Stacy finally pulled her eyes off the long shaft and took the two beers. She had to elbow her friend to hand her hers.
Juliette took the beer and rolled the cold bottle between her breasts, "Wow! Mr. Marks, I wish you'd had a son also," she smiled.
"Me too," Stacy said before she gasped and blushed, "I mean...hell!" She took a swig of beer. "Let's go vacuum the interior before we get in trouble," she said. "What? Jules, what are you doing?" she sputtered as her friend put her beer on the table before kneeling next to the naked man.
"I got this," she purred as she replaced his hand with hers. She looked over at her friend, "I might need help with this. Come on, don't be a pussy, you know you're itching to touch him," she smiled at Stacy before focusing on the hot fat mass in her hands.
Stacy came over and knelt on the other side. Juliette's two hands barely covered the top third of the pulsing shaft. Copious amounts of pre-cum were dribbling from the purple head and she took her thumb and felt the spongy cap. "Oooooohhhh," she sighed. She took over stroking the top of the throbbing cock as Jules moved to his huge balls.
Stan opened his legs and closed his eyes feeling the four soft hands stimulate and pleasure his aching cock. He reached out and grabbed a tit on each of the girls, feeling the huge mass on the girl on his right and the smaller mass on his left. Stacy's nipple was incredibly soft and velvety and she was pressing her chest into his hand.
Juliette watched as Stacy leaned forward over the fat cock and sighed, "Do it. Go on, taste him." she ordered as she pushed the girl's head down.
Resisting at first, but wanting it, the girl opened her mouth wide and tasted the salty tang of the leaking fluids as she wrapped her lips around the plump tip. Her lower gut throbbed as she was aware her father's cock was in her mouth.
Juliette leaned over the older man, "You have no idea how lucky you are. Stacy's the best cocksucker at Westview and she normally plays hard to get...at first."
Stan moaned as he pulled on the girl's nipples, "She's...ooooh, she is good," he arched his back as Stacy took more of his cock into her throat. It had been years since he'd had a blowjob as Stephanie hated doing it, but it was obvious her daughter felt the opposite. His long arousal watching the girls as they stripped and now with two tits in his hands and a warm mouth bouncing on his cock...his daughter's warm mouth...caused the aching in his balls to rapidly peak. "Fuck! Stacy, I'm going to, I'm...I'm...wait....oooohhhh, shhhiiiiit!"
Juliette felt the man's huge balls tighten and held Stacy's head, "that's it, babe, swallow Daddy's cum...not as good as Daddy filling your cunt with his baby-making sperm...that's it," she hissed into her friend's ear.
The girl sucked eagerly as the first tangy rope hit the back of her throat. She bobbed more rapidly as jet after jet followed, swallowing all. It always thrilled her how different cum tasted from the various boys. The boys at school loved how she never pulled off, never spit then sucked and licked them until they were completely drained. She felt both embarrassment and a rush of pride having heard Juliette tell Daddy that she was a good cocksucker. Even after he quit spasming in her mouth she continued to suck on the still-hard shaft.
Stan had never stayed hard after cumming before and sighed as Stacy's hot mouth bobbed on his cock. He moved his hand from Juliette's tit, pulling her up.
The busty teen smiled knowing what the man wanted. She crawled up to straddle his face and moaned happily as the fat tongue attacked her sopping pussy. Having those rough huge hands on her ass as she felt herself getting penetrated, then fucked by a long tongue that was as large as many of the high school cocks she'd had was a huge thrill.



Stan's face was getting smeared with the girl's cum, and his lips were bruised as she humped against his face. He felt Stacy's mouth and hand on his cock stroke more rapidly and the beginning of the familiar aching in his balls and he didn't want to cum a second time quite yet. He tried to think of something about his chore list or how his new office was going to look but Stacy was too good.
The girl was watching her friend's ass flex against Stan's face, periodically seeing the plump tongue buried deep into her twat, and felt her own needs. As she sucked she knew Daddy was about to cum but had other ideas. She stopped sucking and stood up, straddled his waist, gripped the fattest, longest cock she'd ever handled, and lowered herself onto it.
Juliette felt the man's loud moan against her pussy and looked over her shoulder, "Why you little fatherfucker. I was going to do that," she sighed. "Holy shit! Will that even fit inside you?" she asked. She reluctantly pulled herself off Stan's face and turned around to watch as the bulbous head popped inside her. She liked this angle better anyhow as Stan picked up where he left off, but now was flicking his tongue on her swollen clit.
Stacy's eyes were closed, and her head was thrown back as she felt the stinging subside as she adapted to the large invader. Raising herself and as she repeatedly pushed back down more and more of the huge cock penetrated her. Soon she felt the pressure on her cervix...pressure she'd never felt before. She remembered fucking Tommy Watson behind the bleachers and he may have come the closest to hitting her there, but this was pressure, real pressure and she hadn't even bottomed out yet. She leaned forward and increased the pace of her bouncing when she felt Jule's lips against hers.
Juliette felt happy for her friend as she'd never seen that look on her face before...the look of someone so totally into the feelings inside that she wasn't there anymore. She opened her mouth as her friend moaned and sucked eagerly as they kissed. Both their hands were squeezing and stroking each other's breasts, now slick with sweat.
If anyone was watching, they would have seen a naked triangle glistening in the hot sun and heard loud moaning, wet slurping, and slapping of naked flesh.
Stan had never felt more aroused even having orgasmed just 30 minutes before and didn't want to cum inside his daughter. He thought about his projects at work, his broken lawn mower but the aching in his balls just increased. Juliette was close to cumming and she was grinding her pussy hard against his face so he couldn't say anything and his daughter's cunt was rapidly slamming down onto his cock so he gave up.
Stacy heard her father's loud moan just as all the feelings and thoughts bubbled through her about how wrong this was yet how great this felt. She was feeling his coarse pubes against her clit and was close herself as he lifted his hips, driving deep into her as he exploded. She moaned loudly into her friend's mouth hearing Juliette grunt rhythmically as she was also cumming.
Juliette and Stan came at the same time, triggering Stacy's orgasm. The three writhed as they felt the waves of pleasure pulse through their sweaty bodies. Stacy was grinding hard against her father's crotch while Juliette humped rapidly against Stan's face. After a minute all three collapsed, Juliette rolling off onto the grass and Stacy falling limply forward where she found herself kissing her father passionately. His face smelled like pussy, tasted like pussy.
Stan stroked his daughter's naked back, her skin slick with sweat. "Wow! This was incredible," he moaned, "I've never cum twice like that...didn't know it was possible." He pushed the strands of hair stuck to her face, "I'm sorry to have cum inside you...are you...?"
Stacy laughed, "Mom put me on the pill when I started dating. We're fine." She looked down at her friend, "What did you do with your tongue? I've never seen her like that," she smiled.
Stan chuckled, "I had a reputation like yours back in college...quite a few girls wanted to see for themselves."
Stacy laughed, "The apple doesn't fall far from the tree, you were a slut also." She got up and sighed, "I need to cool off."
The three went over and dove into the pool. After splashing around and drying off, Stan looked sad. "All good things must come to an end," he sighed, "your Mom should be home in a half-hour. Best if she doesn't..." he said looking at the various pieces of clothing on the ground.
After getting dressed, Stacy laughed, "Shit!" She looked over at the car with the doors open, "We never finished cleaning the car."
Stan nodded, "Yep. Tomorrow. An obligation is an obligation."
Juliette smiled, "What was that line? 'A Lannister always repays her debts?' We'll be here." She looked at the cooler, "you may want to restock. I'm wearing more layers tomorrow...or perhaps just a one-piece," she grinned.
As they were walking into the house, Stan's cell went off. He answered as he headed down to his bedroom to change. "Really? That sucks...not! Wow, another week..." his voice trailed off.
"Well, that was interesting," Juliette chuckled, "I can't believe you fucked your Dad!"
Stacy moaned, "I don't know what I was thinking. You tell anyone about this and I'll tell everyone about you and Mrs. Dowling."
Juliette shook her head, "Never. I'll never say a word and I know you'll never blab about how I passed American History. She's really fit for a 65-year-old woman. Anyhow, I want some of what you had. I've never seen you look like...like you were lost. Was it as good as it looked?" she asked.
"I don't know how it looked but, wow! My pussy is still throbbing," she sighed, "I'm fucked...I mean, these high school boys are just not going to cut it from now on. Dad's fucking huge!"
They entered Stacy's bedroom and took off the suits. Before either one could get dressed they looked at each other and then kissed. They stroked each other, their bodies firmly pressed together before breaking it off.
"Ok, this changes everything," Juliette sighed, "You always told me you were never interested, but," she felt the girl's slick slit, "I think you've come around," she purred.
Stacy stroked her friend's boob, "Not really, just with you. I mean, Clare has come on to me a lot recently, but I'm not all that interested," she sighed.
"Really? Once Clare goes down on you you'll sing a different tune," Juliette laughed, "Though I never thought I'd say this, your Dad's even better than she is." She stepped back, "I need to get home for dinner so maybe tomorrow..." She picked up her panties.
They finally got dressed and headed down the hall. Stacy was about to say goodbye to her friend when the garage door opened...closed, and her mother rushed in. "Hey, Mom. I was just about to start dinner, how does chicken parmesan sound?"
"Oh, dear, Stacy," the woman dropped her bag and gave her daughter a hug and a kiss on the cheek, "Hi Juliette. Um, I have to pack quickly and fly to Detroit," she moaned. "Where's your Dad?" she asked looking around.
Stan came into the kitchen and kissed his wife, "What's wrong? You look pissed about something," he asked as he wondered if she'd found out about...
"Dave has me flying to Detroit...tonight. I have to oversee the migration and...fuck!" she cried. "We were going to spend the rest of your week off together," she looked over her shoulder at the two girls, "Close your ears, sweetie," she smiled. She looked back at her husband and whispered, "and I was going to let you fuck my brains out," she grinned.
"Oh, God!" Stacy moaned, "I'm going to go wash my ears out."
Juliette laughed, "I never heard my parents say anything like that to each other, actually they might have had sex just once as far as I know."
Stacy shook her head, "Many a night I've had to wrap a pillow over my head...anyhow, I'm going to start dinner."
Her Mom shook her head, "I can't stay. I need to pack...Juliette, you should stay, keep these two company," she pecked her husband on the lips and rushed back to pack.
Stan looked at the young blonde, "Yes, you should stay...keep us company...perhaps your parents will let you sleep over tonight?"
Stacy nodded, "and at 9 we can show Dad our pole dancing skills we learned. Just call your parents and let them know you'll be staying with me until Mom gets back from her trip." She looked at her Dad, "I mean if it's ok with you?"
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"Brad Shearer? Mr. Jamison would like to see you in his office. Can you make a 4 PM meeting?" the woman's voice on the phone asked.
Brad looked at his calendar and saw there was a meeting, but he could reschedule, "Sure. Um, can you tell me what this is about?" he asked, "Do I need to bring anything...you know, to prepare?" he asked.
"No, not necessary. I am not sure, he said just to ask you to come up to his office at 4," she said before hanging up.
The thirty-year-old man looked at the dead handset before hanging up. What does the CEO want with him, a first-line manager with just a few years of experience? He opened the org chart and chuckled. He recalled the movie "Six Degrees of Separation." That was what he had from the CEO. Six layers of reports before he got to the top.
Normal communication within a corporation is for the direct report to deliver news, instructions, or any other message. Bypassing a layer was considered a slap in the face for any one of the reports skipped over. Having the CEO ask to see you directly was so far from the normal protocol that he had a difficult time focusing the rest of the day.
He debated calling his wife Brenda, but she had a class right then and after that, she was usually booked solid with office visits from her students. He suspected she had twice the number of students seeking one-on-one advice than her colleagues did.
********************************************
Brad and Brenda met at USC just a week before graduation. Brenda was sitting at a bus stop when Brad stood near her under the shelter. Mostly to himself, he'd mumbled, "Finally - the weekend. Yippee-ki-yay,"
Brenda unconsciously responded, "motherfucker," before blushing. "Sorry, when someone says yippee-ki-yay, I always think motherfucker."
Brad laughed, "You a 'Die Hard' fan?" The girl was gorgeous, easily a 10. Long straight auburn hair, perfect body, the clearest skin he'd ever seen. An air of innocence that made hearing the word 'Motherfucker' come from her mouth amazing.
"You kidding? Bruce Willis at his best. I fell in love with him in 'Moonlighting,'" she said. She turned to face him noticing his eyes flicking down to her chest before focusing on her face. She had the slightest smile as she caught him looking but the open vee in her shirt was almost like a neon sign, 'Look here,' she thought. On the other hand, she gave up trying to hide her 36Ds long ago as no matter what she wore men and women always glanced...or openly stared. Then again, this was a great-looking guy, and seeing a flash of an approving look on his face was reassuring.
They sat there talking seemingly unaware that the bus had arrived. They'd seen all his movies, many multiple times. Brad looked up as the sun set, "You know, they're showing Sixth Sense over at University Village 3 tonight, I know you've seen it a dozen times..."
"Yes! I'd love to...I need dinner though," she smiled.
"It's a date...I mean as an item on a calendar," he mumbled. "Or, if it's a date date, I'm Brad, Brad Shearer."
The girl stood up, easily matching the boy's 6'. She put out a hand, "Brenda, Brenda Lamb." She suddenly gasped and started laughing.
"What?" Brad asked, starting to laugh himself, "Wh..what's funny. Oh, Christ, stop it," he sputtered.
Brenda got hold of herself, "Oh, God. This is embarrassing...we just met...just decided to go on a date before even knowing each other's name and I just thought about my name if we got married," she sputtered, "If that doesn't scare you off, nothing will," she laughed.
Brad laughed as he made the connection, "Oh, God, that's too funny, and I think this is a record for me, 4 seconds after being introduced...a girl checking out her married name with me," he laughed. Then he started humming a song causing Brenda to laugh again.
"I'm sorry, but are you humming 'Radar Love?'" she asked.
"Every time I hear the name Brenda I think of that line, "Brenda Lee's coming on strong," he smiled. You must get that a lot."
She nodded, "Worse than that," she blushed, "Ok, I've never told anyone this, but apparently mom and dad were screwing he...um, came just as Golden Earring was singing that line," she blushed. "Sorry, TMI?"
Brad laughed, "They told you that?" he asked.
Brenda shook her head, "No, it was something like, 'You were conceived right as that line came out of the speakers,'" she sighed. "I didn't think much about it until I was in my teens and understood what she'd meant. God, you should run now while you have the chance," she muttered. "Anyhow, I was supposed to be named Laura, Laura Anne Lamb but instead they decided Brenda Lee Lamb was more appropriate."
"Better than Laura Olivia Lamb," Brad smiled, "LOL."
"Last bus," Brad looked over as they heard the loud engine. "Italian? Thai?"
They quickly settled on a restaurant near the theater and climbed onto the bus.
The next week was a whirlwind as they crammed in as much as they could between studying for the finals, getting prepared for graduation, and finding lodging for their visiting parents.
Waking on their last morning together, Brad looked over at Brenda and felt a wave of sadness. She was promised a job in St. Louis and he found a job in Seattle. He'd gone through a long-distance relationship when he came out to LA and it lasted just a couple of months. He didn't want this to happen here and wished there were a solution.
Brenda opened her eyes and looked at the man she'd been trying to not fall in love with. These types of relationships are fun but hanging on while they both are thousands of miles apart just causes pain. She felt sadness and saw that reflected in his face. She kissed him while stifling those thoughts, "Good morning." She looked around the room, "Our last morning," she sighed.
Brad pulled her naked body close and as he got hard, let himself be pulled on top of her. He started to say something, but Brenda pressed her finger against his lips as she guided his hard cock inside her.
"Don't say anything, let this be what we remember most," she sighed as they matched each other's rhythm. Brad was easily the best lover she'd ever had as he could go for hours and seemingly orgasm when he wanted to. "We can't take all morning though, so don't worry about me," she said, "Just cum inside me, I want to feel you inside me all day," she sighed.
Brad wasn't quick and when Brenda was cumming a second time, he let himself release. He'd never felt her hold him so close as they both came and even after the pleasurable feelings faded, they held onto each other tightly. He tried to memorize every soft curve of her body against his as they lay there.
Brenda stroked his back, the feelings she'd been suppressing coming out, "Motherfucker!" she hissed, "We've been here for six fucking years and we had to meet with just 7 days left?"
Brad stroked her face, "Just what I've been thinking all week long." He sat up and looked down at her, "Would you let me fleece you?" he asked seriously. She had a blank look on her face then grinned.
"Yes, yes I would," she said suddenly tearing up. "Wow! Did you just think of that?" she asked.
Brad shook his head, "No, at the bus stop. I thought of it right when you put our last names together but it seemed a bit presumptuous of me to pop the question right then...a week is much better," he said, "so just to be clear, you will marry me?"
Brenda laughed, "Of course, and had you asked me at the bus stop, I would have said yes then. Hell! A huge Bruce Willis fan? Totally husband material."
The celebration that night was three-fold. Brenda getting her Master's in Fine Arts, Brad getting his MBA, and an engagement party. Having the parents there meant a lot of toasts, a lot of happy people, and a lot of alcohol. No one said a word about it being too fast or impulsive.
********************************************
Brad thought back over the last five years. Brenda had said she'd call the school in St. Louis telling them she was getting married and moving to Seattle. Brad nixed that immediately, "No, that's not fair. We need to decide what fits best for both of us, and from where I'm sitting, the offer you have in St. Louis is a great fit for you. I'll find a job, not worried," he'd said.
And it had worked out. The company in Seattle filed Chapter 11 a year later and Brad found a great position with a strong company not far from Brenda's College where she taught art. They managed to meet at least once a week for lunch and found a place within walking distance of both their places of employment.
He started in HR doing basic tasks, data entry, and filing but soon was promoted to lead manager over his department. Just last week Jerry, his director came to him suggesting he apply for his position as he was retiring in a couple of months. He told him at 30 he'd be the youngest director, but that shouldn't deter him from applying. It would mean more money but more importantly, it would mean being able to have more say in how he thought the departments should be run...a more personal, employee-driven culture. The thoughts of this excited him as he was constantly thinking of ways to enhance employee satisfaction.
He looked at the time at the base of his monitor. 35 minutes. 30 before he heads over to the elevator, then a one-minute ride up 32 floors to the executive suites. That with a slight buffer would leave him three minutes waiting. Not too soon to look eager, not cutting it too close to look like he didn't care. What did Jack Jamison want with him? He thought back to the few time he'd met the man.
Christmas party, three years back. He'd been introduced to the man by Jerry. He remembered being embarrassed hearing the praise but chalked it up as the standard compliments given, then the CEO's attention turned to Brenda as he smoothly leaned down and kissed her knuckles. That was the last he'd seen him that night, although Brenda had picked up an admirer. JJ or Jack Jamison Jr. had latched onto them. He was 15, gawky and innocent. Brenda found herself sitting and talking to the boy and even had a dance or two with him. It was amusing to watch as Brenda was easily 4" taller than the boy, stiffly holding himself away as they swayed and turned slowly on the dance floor.
The following Monday he'd gotten a call from Jerry saying that Jack Jamison was really grateful for entertaining his son as the boy was incredibly shy. Various other parties and events occurred, and whenever JJ was there he'd spend the entire evening with Brenda.
"You have an admirer?" he joked. "JJ is getting less nervous when you guys dance, I mean he actually touched your waist," he laughed.
Brenda smacked him, "The boy's been a perfect gentleman, never once looking at my boobs," she said. "He's made no moves, no comments but just been great company. Let's face it, when I come to these things, there's either really boring work talk or guys wanting to get me into a dark corner, guys who rarely look above my neck."
"What guys?" he'd asked. "I never saw that," he asked looking around.
"You wouldn't. I've had men try to cut in while I'm dancing with JJ, others ask if I'd like to get a drink sometime, or when I am on my way to the Lady's room follow me, but it's not a big deal and no, I'm not going to tell you who they are," she'd said firmly.
It probably was a good thing as he had no urge to confront his fellow employees and Brenda never gave him any reason to worry. He'd always pitied men whose wives stepped out on them knowing Brenda's love for him was too strong.
He checked the time again. He locked his computer and went over to the elevators realizing he misplanned one thing. His bladder felt suddenly full and he'd not left time for a pee. Shrugging, he hit the elevator button. As the car stopped at the 42nd floor he smiled, 3:56. Perfect.
Jessica looked up as the elevator door opened. "Mr. Shearer. Go right in. You're fortunate as his three o'clock just finished." She stood and opened the large walnut door, closing it after the man entered. She wondered what this meeting was about as Jack always filled her in. All he had to say was, "It's nothing. I met the young man a few times and just wanted to get to know him a bit better." Mr. Jamison had never once taken an interest in any of the new employees.
Jack Jamison was a large man, not fat and not just big-boned, but large, and powerful. He came around the desk and stuck out his hand, "Brad, good to see you again. Please sit, can I get you anything? Coffee? Water? Scotch" he asked. "How's your wife?" He was unused to this situation and all the preparations he'd rehearsed sounded stupid in his head. He undid his tie and flopped onto the couch opposite the young man.
Brad's mouth was dry, but the aching in his bladder made drinking anything sound like a bad idea, "Thanks, Mr. Jamison. No, I'm fine. She's fine, teaching over at the University today." He sat down looking curiously at the man who sat on the couch across from him. Thoughts flashed through his head as if he'd spun one of those spinner wheels, the colorful boxes almost a blur.
"Please, call me Jack. I think you'll realize this is far from a formal meeting," he chuckled. His determination to get to the point caught in his brain, so he sat forward and asked the first thing he thought of, "How are you liking it here? You've been here five years and I've heard nothing but good things about you."
Brad smiled tentatively, "I'd like to think I've not let anyone down," he said, "but that's not why you asked me up here, is it? Sorry for being forward but you want to ask me...or tell me something and don't quite know where to start." He wanted to add his stomach hurt wondering what prompted this unusual meeting.
Jack stood up, "No, you're right. I'm going to have some scotch, you sure you won't join me?" He saw the man stand and nod then went over to the bar behind his desk, "Ice? Neat?"
Brad stood up, "Neat, thanks." he accepted the crystal half full of the amber liquid, took a sip, and smiled, "Macallan 25? I was lucky enough to try this at a scotch tasting, but I guess that makes sense," he chuckled. "Ok, I can take whatever it is you want to tell me," he said as he sat back down.
Jack took a sip of his and looked at the liquid swirling in the glass, "One of the perks of the position, I guess," he said before sitting down again. "Ok, I need a favor, a favor tied to no quid pro quo nor any implied promises," he said softly. "I know you've applied for Jerry's position and I have no say in it, though secretly I hope you get it. So, now that that's out of the way, you remember my son?" he asked.
Brad's thoughts were jolted from work topics to Jack's son. Where is this going and what would the CEO of the company be asking? "Sure. How could I forget? He's been Brenda's savior during the company events, keeping her company, and warding off the various men wanting the dance with her. Nice kid, maybe a bit shy but he seems smart."
"Painfully shy," Jack sighed, "Totally the opposite of me," he paused. "Look, you might have wondered about my son being so different. We've never told anyone about this, but he's not...um, biologically mine. It's not what you are thinking. Back at University, Sandra had just broken up with her boyfriend when we met and started dating. A month in she found out she was pregnant and was mortified. Told me to drop her, to find someone else. It didn't matter to me as I was...still am in love. I love the boy and it doesn't matter if he...anyhow, next Friday he turns 18, and I wanted something special for him." He looked at his hands before picking up his glass again.
"I'm still not sure..." Brad started.
"Yeah, I know. Christ! In my head, I was smooth, confident, and just asked you...asked you if Brenda might be...fuck it! Look, let's talk about the Cardinals."
Brad sat back stunned. "Wait," he thought about his contact with the boy. Painfully shy, nervous around girls, tentative as stiff when dancing with Brenda..."He's a virgin, isn't he? And you want Brenda to...take his cherry," he said softly. "Christ! I can see why that's a hard question to ask."
Jack nodded, "Ok, so go on and say no and we'll never talk of this again," he said sadly. "This has to be the most surreal thing you've ever experienced...what does your HR handbook say about this?"
"I don't think that has ever come up. That's a hell of a birthday present," Brad chuckled, "I wish I had you for a dad. My 18th, dad was off on a fly fishing trip. All I got was a card." He looked at the man, "But why Brenda? Why not hire an escort, hell walk three blocks north, and..."
Jack shook his head, "I've seen him talk to just one girl or woman...ever. Just Brenda. Then, I was putting some of his things back in his closet and a few pictures fell off the shelf above his shirts...pictures of Brenda at the various parties in her cocktail dresses. Nothing...you know, revealing...he must have printed them off my computer from our website. Ok. Like I told you, all this was worked out in my head...I had this plan. You want to hear it?"
Brad sat forward, holding his glass. "Can't hurt. I'm not offended in the least and am actually intrigued." He shook his head again, "Damn! I really do wish you were my father," he grinned.
"Take Brenda to Marcello's Friday, coincidentally I'll be taking JJ there. I've actually made reservations for us...Sandra can't make it as her mother isn't doing well, anyhow, reservations are at 7. We'll have you join us, and I asked Jessica to page me at 8 for an issue. An HR issue in Philly that coincidentally you'd be the perfect person to help with. I'll offer to drive leaving Brenda your car. Brenda can take JJ back to our house...or your place...no idea where you live," he stopped and finished his scotch then looked expectantly at the young man. He'd hoped for a positive sign, expected anger, and saw the former.
"It's a good plan. Marcello's requires ties for the men and Brenda could wear a revealing cocktail dress. Better than Chipotles which would mean blue jeans and a tee shirt," he chuckled. "I've seen how JJ looks at Brenda. She sure can attract attention. But just out of curiosity, we're not really going out of town so where would we go?" he asked.
"I booked a suite at the Four Seasons...see? I've had the entire thing planned out. I just didn't know how to ask," he sighed.
"If you are asking for my approval...permission, you have it. I don't like the thought of Brenda being with anyone else but it's for a good cause, I think it's a great idea," he paused, "But..."
"Yeah," Jack sighed as he went over and got the decanter of scotch. As he splashed some into the young man's glass he chuckled, "And I thought it was hard to ask you. I can't even imagine how we ask Brenda," he sighed.
After filling his glass and taking the decanter back he sat down. Brad looked thoughtful. "What are you thinking?" Jack asked.
"What's your schedule look like for the next hour?" Brad asked. Hearing they were open the rest of the day, he stood. "Give me five," he said as he picked up his phone and went out of the office to call his wife and find a bathroom...actually, find the bathroom first.
********************************************
Brenda was just getting back to her office when her cell went off. She looked apologetically at the two students with her, "Wow! This is a treat," she smiled after hitting the green icon, "You're calling to tell me you're taking me out for dinner?" She opened the door to her office and paused as she listened. She looked at the two boys waiting to meet with her and sighed. "Sure, I'll cancel my afternoon meetings, I um," she looked at the time on her phone, "I can be there by 5. That ok? Ok, I'll see you in 20 minutes...yeah, 42nd floor, Jessica, got it."
She apologized to the two boys and as she was heading out the front door she heard one boy joking with the other, "You'll get your chance to get some one-on-one time with her." She saw them walking away. Not the first time, she thought. Half the boys in her classes wanted her to spend a bit more time with brush techniques or tips on pottery making. She was always flattered but if they got something out of it, all the better.



As she headed over to the tall glass facade tower she wondered what on earth Brad and Mr. Jamison needed her for. She smiled when she considered the directorship position. Maybe that was it, but the CEO's office? She knew who Jack Jamison was, JJ's father. He seemed like a good person, JJ saying nothing but great things about him. One thing she'd learned is that kids and dogs are great judges of character.
She was about to tell the security guard who she was and why she was there, but the man stood holding a guest badge. "Mrs. Shearer, the elevators to the left will take you to the 42nd," he smiled at her.
She looked at herself and thought she looked a bit underdressed to meet with the CEO, but short notice is short notice. White blouse, tight jeans...nothing as revealing as he'd seen her before at the gatherings. 'But, they'll just have to live with it,' she thought.
Jessica was waiting for her when the elevator door opened, "Mrs. Shearer, Mr. Jamison is expecting you," she said before leading the beautiful woman over to the large walnut door.
Brenda smiled at the woman, "Brenda, please." She stopped the woman and whispered conspiratorially, "Do you know what this is about?" she asked.
Jessica shook her head, "I'm just as much at sea as you are, but it isn't anything bad as far as I can tell, they've been chatting and laughing," she smiled as she opened the door. "Can I get you coffee? Water?" she looked at the two men holding their drinks, "Scotch?" she chuckled.
"Wow!" Brenda looked at her husband drinking in the afternoon. "This is a first. Sure, I should have a glass, neat," she smiled. "Mr. Jamison, this is strange," she smiled.
"Jack," he indicated the couch next to where Brad was standing, "Please. Have a seat," he said pleasantly.
Branda sat next to her husband and was about the ask what this was about when the EA handed her the half-full glass, "Thank you, Jessica." She looked at the two men, bewildered. When Jessica had closed the door she sat forward, "This is very strange. You both look like conspirators in some plot...whatever it is, I'm in," she laughed.
Brad smiled, "You might want to hear what it is, but you pretty much nailed it," he patted her leg. He looked at Jack, "Do you...or should I?"
Jack sighed, "Again, I had the entire scenario planned out in my head, but maybe it's better if you...perhaps I should leave you both alone, now that I think about it," he said standing up.
Brad shook his head, "That's fine. It can't hurt anything just to ask." He turned to Brenda and was about to say something, then softly chuckled. "Um, honey? Do you remember the first words I ever heard out of your mouth?" he asked before grinning over at Jack.
Brenda thought a second, blushed, and nodded, "Sure, but why..."
Brad laughed, "Ok, not exactly what we asked you here for, but JJ's birthday is Friday and Jack wanted to give him something special as a present...something along the lines of the first thing you ever said to me," he smiled. "Something needs rectifying...something you can do."
"What? Wait." She looked sharply at her husband and then over at Jack who looked questioningly back at them.
Brad looked at the other man, "We happened to be waiting for a bus, we'd never met and I was relieved that the week of classes was over. I said something like, 'Finally, Friday. Yippee-ki-yay,' and Brenda immediately completed the phrase.
Jack laughed, "Wow. And I assume you fell immediately in love with her. That's great," he smiled. "Brenda, you can say no, but I'll tell you what spawned the idea. I love my boy. He's the best kid a man could have, but he's shy, incredibly shy, and in all my years of knowing him, there's only been one female...outside of his mom, that he's been comfortable around. You," he paused and took a sip of scotch, "and he's turning 18...Um, he's never even gone out on a date and he's never been with a woman...girl, never kissed, I assume."
Brenda blushed, "and you want me to...have sex with him," she stammered. She looked over at Brad, studying his face. She saw only openness...approval? She looked at the CEO, questions on her face.
Jack sighed, "Yeah, I thought it was a bad idea...no, I thought it was a great idea until I asked Brad to come up here. Then it sounded really stupid. Look...right now I'm not your husband's CEO, I'm a father. As I told your husband, there are no strings attached to this, no ramifications nor any benefits derived from whatever you decide. I was just thinking of my boy," he said before sitting back.
"I do like him," Brenda muttered, "He's a great kid." She felt a small rush thinking about giving the great kid experiences that he'll savor for the rest of his life.
No one said anything for five minutes as the woman sat there looking thoughtful. Finally, she turned to her husband, "and you'd be ok with me...screwing someone else?"
Brad shook his head, "Not under almost any other circumstance but...hell," he looked at Jack, "this has to be the best birthday present a man could give his son," he smiled "and I can...live with this since the good outweighs the bad."
Brenda looked at Jack, "Why not a hooker or...you know a working girl? Why me?"
"Because JJ adores you and I'd like it not to look like a present, but something that organically happens. I have it all worked out where we get called away...an HR issue where Brad would be needed, and I ask if you can take JJ home. This happens a lot with crises at work. Perhaps you could sit with him...keep him company..." he said quietly.
"Get naked and screw him," she finished before finishing her glass. She shook her head and looked at both men, "Ok, I have one requirement. You said no strings attached, no quid pro quo. I want you to abide by that," she looked apologetically at her husband, "I'll do it. I'd love to do it. I really like JJ and to make him happy?" she said blushing, "sure!" She held out her glass, "I need a refill. What's the plan? I know you have everything planned out to the minute."
********************************************
The couple seemed to have renewed sexual energy over the next week. Brad's thoughts were on the boy's reaction to seeing his first bare tit, tasting his first nipple...especially nipples and tits like these.
Brenda wondered how she'd seduce the boy, act like a total slut and attack him? In her experiences with the boy, he'd made zero moves and she was at a loss as to how she'd comply with his urges if he doesn't do anything. Perhaps suggest she teach him some dance moves at his house. A good possibility is to give him a birthday kiss and see where that takes them? But she doubted he'd catch on and she'd have to manipulate the situation...which might come off as artificial...it had to happen organically as Jack said. Best case, he takes a chance and she doesn't stop him rather than her forcing herself onto him. She didn't want that.
They made love a dozen times in the five days before the event was scheduled. Brad seemed to want to try every position possible, perhaps so that Brenda and JJ don't try something he hadn't. Brenda didn't know, didn't care as she enjoyed the renewed passion between them. It reminded her of their first week together where they tried to pack in as much as they could in their last few days together.
Brad held the door wishing he'd not agreed to this. Brenda had outdone herself. She'd picked up a sheer yellow chiffon cocktail dress, much of her braless chest generously exposed, shadows of her nipples showing through the thin material. It was fine as this was meant to be just a night out for husband and wife but knowing the boy would now be seeing his wife's figure made this real. Thoughts of backing out and canceling at the last minute popped into his head, but as they were led back to their table and not seeing the Jamisons made him hope that they had something come up.
As the maître d' held the chair for Brenda they heard a voice, "Brad? Is that you? What are the odds?" Jack said as he and his son were being led between the tables. "Jack, you remember, Brad and Brenda Shearer?" He turned to the maître d', "Do you, sorry I know it's short notice, but do you have a larger table so our friends can join us? That is if you both don't mind. It's JJ's birthday today."
Brenda smiled at the boy, giving him a big hug, "Happy birthday. What are you, 20? 21?" she asked.
"18," the boy blushed.
As they were led over to the quiet corner table that had been reserved for them, Brenda said to her husband accusingly, "Did you know it was his birthday? I would have liked to have picked up something, even a card," she said.
"I'm afraid Mr. Jamison didn't send out a memo," he laughed, "but we'll get the dessert," he patted his wife's arm.
"Jack," the man said over his shoulder, "Since you're my guests we can forgo the formalities. I never liked the Mr. crap anyhow," he said as they got to the table. "Also, consider this my treat since Sandra is out of town and we're thrilled to have some company." He looked at Brenda approvingly. She outdid herself. Again he felt a surge of gratitude for what the young couple agreed to.
JJ sat next to Brenda with Brad on her other side. Jack looked at the incredible woman envious of what his unsuspecting son had in store. He personally had rarely been with a woman so alluring, sexy, and beautiful. Every time she turned her head to talk to JJ or Brad, he glanced at those dark nipples showing through. 'Oh to be in JJ's shoes tonight...or out of them,' he thought.
JJ. was smiling the entire meal just being close to the woman he'd fantasized about so much recently. Her dress revealed most of her breasts as she leaned forward or turned to talk to him and he had to tell himself over and over not to stare at her chest.
As they put down their forks, Brad told Jack, "The desserts are on us. Brenda wants to get whatever your boy wants for dessert."
"That works for me," Jack said. He raised his glass to his son, "Happy birthday. You can drink...at least at home, and in the Virgin Islands, vote, get drafted, commit felonies, get tried as an adult...sorry, Perhaps being 18 isn't all that great," he laughed.
"That's not fair," Brenda patted the boy on the shoulder, "he's a man now. Sure, those all come into play but he's about to embark on college, make new friends, meet some young innocent babes, romance them, get them pregnant..." she grinned, "Ok, maybe you will need to be careful on that last part."
Brad laughed seeing the boy blush furiously, "Brenda, you're mean. He'll be a responsible young man with the dozens of girls beating a path to his dorm room door and hell, if he knocks them up, we'll have little JJs running around. Would they be JJJs?"
"I wish," the boy stammered, "just one girl would be fine with me," he blushed even more. He stared straight ahead not wanting to look at the one girl he was thinking of. He looked up as the waiter came over, "Thank God!" he muttered.
He was happy no one told the wait staff that it was his birthday wondering how mortifying it would be for the entire restaurant to look over. They reviewed the different intriguing pastries, flans, and other confections and when he'd mumbled he couldn't decide between the chocolate cake and the key lime pie, Brenda leaned over and whispered, "you order one, I'll order the other and we'll share, ok?" which made him nod and have to adjust his napkin in his lap. He'd hoped she never noticed the many times he'd felt his cock throb as she patted his thigh.
After the dessert, Brenda again leaned over, "Next year, tell your dad to give us a warning so we can go to a place that has a dance floor. I think I'd like to dance with a real man tonight," she said softly. Her hand stroked his thigh as she said this very aware of the tenting.
Just as she sat back looking at the boy, Jack's cell went off.
"Sorry, crap. It's...I have to take this." he said as he walked quickly down the hall toward the cloakroom.
Brad looked over at the boy...man, "Any good presents? Car? Boat?" he asked.
JJ smiled, "A bike. An electric mountain bike. Just about the best one made. This is going to be so much fun getting out on the trails," he gushed.
Brad nodded, "We have great bikes also, perhaps not as nice as yours but Brenda and I found some nice single tracks over at the state park"
Jack came back to the table looking disturbed, "Christ. I have to go to Philadelphia to deal with...hell, hang on. I can't go into it, but there's an HR fire that needs to be put out, and shit, I know this is a lot to ask, but can you come with me?" he asked Brad.
"Now?" he asked. He looked a Brenda, "Um, do I have time to...?"
Jack shook his head, "They're waiting for us and we'll have to pick up whatever stuff we need. The corporate jet is prepping right now. Brenda? I know is a huge ask, but can you drive JJ home?"
Brenda smiled, "Sure. But I'm not taking him home. I'm going to take him dancing on his birthday!" she smiled. "You guys go have fun putting out your fires, we'll make a night of it," she said happily. She turned to the boy, "Are you ok with that? I know you won't be with your dad, but will I do for company?" she asked. She looked at Brad, "Don't bother trying to call me until tomorrow. I'll be in good hands."
JJ couldn't contain his huge grin, "I've never gone dancing, sure!"
"When should we get back?" Brad asked, "By dinner tomorrow?"
"We should be back by six tomorrow. I hate to ruin your weekend, but take a day or two off next week to make up for it." He looked at the two sitting there, "We'll call you and let you know for sure when we're coming back. Anyhow, sorry, JJ. Happy Birthday anyhow. I'll make it up to you."
After paying the check and the two men got outside Jack turned to Brad, "Four Seasons? There's a terrific cigar bar nearby." he asked.
Brad nodded, "Yeah. I don't think I'd like to go back to the empty house. Thanks."
Jack slapped him on the shoulder, "Hell! Your wife should have been an actress. She's perfect. And since you like scotch, the cigar bar has the best selection of single malts in the city."
Brenda stood, holding out her arm. "Do you know a good dance club? I know of one not far from here if you'd like to go," she said.
JJ shook his head, "I'm afraid this is all new to me, but it sounds fun," he smiled at the beautiful woman.
"Cool, a club virgin," she chuckled, "I'll be gentle," she said as they left the restaurant.
JJ blushed thinking how right she was about that virgin comment. They didn't have to drive far but there was a long line to get in. Brenda stopped and looked at the doorman who eyed her. "We don't have to wait if you don't want to. I forgot it's Friday night," she sighed. "There's another club a few miles from here, not as nice but not as crowded either."
"Miss," the man signaled, his finger touching his ear, "Would you like to come in?"
"Really? Sure!" she smiled. They ducked under the rope and she stopped and looked at the huge man, "I'm not complaining, but..."
The man smiled and pointed to the camera over the door, "I think it's the dress. Have fun," a wall of sound hit them as he opened the door. Brenda paid the cover and they ordered drinks.
JJ was wide-eyed as he took in the bouncing throng, the pulsing music, and the strobing colorful lights. They found a small table and sat looking around.
Brenda leaned over and spoke loudly, "It's not a great place to talk, but let me know when you want to dance."
He nodded and stood up. He knew he would never look anywhere nearly as good as the men he saw out there, but he didn't think anyone cared. It was obvious they were all in their own worlds as they moved with their partners.
Brenda smiled and let herself be led onto the floor. She was impressed with how much smoother the boy was than the first time she'd danced with him and she relaxed and felt the music flow through her after accepting the fact that her breasts would be unfettered under the sheer material. She loved dancing and she and Brad hadn't gotten out as much as they used to and she missed it.
JJ was getting a throbbing in his pants the more Brenda moved to the beat, her breasts flopped around and her nipples poked through. He was also getting tired when the music changed to a slower beat. Many couples came together, swaying a spinning to the music and Brenda folded herself into his arms. At first, he avoided pelvic contact but she pulled him closer, not like at the company parties with the 6" space between them and she had to be aware of his painful erection.
"Thanks," she whispered in his ear.
"For what?" he asked.
She ground her crotch against the hard mass, "It's nice after five years of marriage a man finds me sexy." She looked at him and gave him a kiss, "and it seems that you really find me sexy."
'You have no idea,' JJ thought. The boy relaxed as he noticed the other couples were actively grinding their crotches together and freely running their hands over their partners' bodies. He tentatively let his hands slide down the skin on Brenda's back onto her the curve of her ass and she didn't do anything. He continued feeling her back and more of her ass happy she didn't stop him.
Brenda smiled to herself feeling the boy loosen up and as a hand stroked her ribs onto her sideboob she pulled her body away to give him room.
JJ had a hand on his first breast. Better than he imagined...soft yet firm, if that makes sense. He could feel the warm fleshy mass, the hard nipple, and rather than being stopped, Brenda was moving her hips back and forth grinding against his cock.
Sadly, the song ended and a fast piece came on. Brenda looked at the boy's crotch and smiled, "We'd better go sit while you get that under control," she said pulling him behind her as they made their way back to their table.
JJ's nightmares had often portrayed being in public, humiliated as people laughed and pointed at the tent in his pants, but Brenda was actually happy to see his reaction to her. This changed so much for him. This was a natural occurrence.
The ice had melted in both their drinks but the liquid was welcome. Brenda was pressing the glass against her forehead as they checked out some of the other couples. "You can tell a lot of these guys come here regularly," she leaned over to the boy as they both looked out onto the dance floor. "They're good!"
As they were recovering a young man came over and put out a hand, "Would the lady like to dance?" he asked.
Brenda looked at the tall, blond 25-30-year-old and shook her head. "Sorry, we were about to call it night."
"Too bad, I wanted to cut in a few times...I snoozed, I lost," he smiled before backing away. He went over to another table with three pretty girls. A cute blonde smiled and let herself be led out onto the floor.
"You get that a lot," JJ sighed as he thought back to the company parties.
"It's fine. I rarely ever take them up on it." She put down her glass as the song ended, "One more dance before we go?" she asked, "it's almost midnight."
JJ smiled thinking he'd never been out this late, let alone on a date. Wait! 'This is a date...what a date feels like,' he thought. 'Too bad it won't end like he'd heard a lot of dates end.' He took her hand to lead her onto the floor just as one song was ending.
Brenda was happy that he was now taking the lead. The first few times, she led him onto the floor. Just as they found a small space, familiar three notes rang out. Brenda laughed, "Holy shit! Radar Love!" As the music built she put her arms over her head, twisted her lithe body, and bounced to the heavy beat.
JJ tried to keep up and then happily pulled her into his arms as she writhed against him. They were soon lost in their own world moving together with their pelvises locked together. He'd never felt so hard in his life as this beautiful woman ground against him. His hands were on her ass and she was leaning back, her breasts flopping around as she lost herself in the song. This felt almost like having sex it was so intimate. He couldn't believe any woman was eagerly pressing herself against him let alone such a spectacularly sexy woman.



As the song ended, Brenda pulled the boy close hugging him. She kissed his neck and sighed, "That song gets me every time." She pulled back and looked between them, "let's sit and get things under control, and then I'm taking you home. I'm sure your dad wouldn't approve of you being out all night."
As they were leaving, the doorman opened the door and winked at the boy, a knowing smile on his face.
Brenda hit the keyfob and as she went over to the driver's door, JJ reached around and opened it. She looked at him, "Someone wants to get lucky tonight," she said softly glancing at the nice bulge in his crotch, "And the guy at the door sure assumed it."
JJ shook his head, "No, sorry. I was just..."
"Relax, I'm teasing you. You are too much of a gentleman to take liberties with a married woman no matter how much you've got me worked up." She kissed him and sighed, "Here," she held out the keys, "You know where you live, and rather than asking directions..."
JJ felt a rush as he sat behind the wheel. He had to move the seat up, and after he adjusted everything and Brenda had buckled up, he started the car.
Brenda didn't bother pulling her dress modestly down to cover her thighs, enjoying the boy's interest in her legs. She checked the ensure her crotch was not exposed and sat relaxed, her legs slightly parted.
It wasn't a long drive and JJ turned in, leaned out to punch in the code, and drove through the opened gates. He pulled around the circular drive, put it in park, and turned off the engine. He turned to her, "Would you like to come in? I know it's late but I'm not tired." he stammered.
Brenda smiled, "I shouldn't...but I could use some water."
The boy jumped out and went around and opened the passenger door, holding it as those long legs parted to step out. He let out a soft moan seeing the yellow panties that matched the dress. He helped her stand as he took in the valley between her breasts. 'If only this were a real date,' he thought, 'What would I do? Take her hand? Kiss her?' he thought before leading her into the house.
"Sorry, Dad gave the staff the weekend off for some reason," he said feeling the unusually quiet house. "Come on in, I'll start the fire and get you water unless you'd like something else," he indicated the huge living room.
Brenda smiled, "A shouldn't stay long, but I didn't bring a sweater and a fire sounds nice. And water sounds great, ice?" She looked at the boy, "Are you suggesting we snuggle up in front of a romantic fire?"
"No. Sorry, I was just..." he stammered.
"I was teasing you. Relax, I like to snuggle," she said softly. "I like feeling the warmth of a man next to me. I know you would never think of putting the moves on a married woman."
After starting the gas fireplace and JJ got two glasses of water, Brenda patted the seat next to her invitingly.
"What was that last song we danced to? You called it Radar something," he asked.
"Radar Love by a group called Golden Earring. They were big in the 70s I think, anyhow it's my favorite song," she replied.
JJ opened his cell, found the song, and hit play. He sat next to the beautiful woman as they listened to the song. When it was over he nodded, "I like it. It has a good beat and tells a story."
Brenda nodded, "Smart. If you're trying to seduce me, playing that song is a good start," she patted his leg.
"I wasn't...I mean I was just..." he blushed.
"Relax, you don't need to be anything more than you are to seduce me. This is nice," she said looking around, "I apologize for dressing so...I thought I'd be spending the night with my husband," she said looking down at the flimsy yellow dress. Her stomach hurt as she'd been wondering how to make the first move on the boy without scaring him off.
JJ shook his head, "You look great, I mean, really nice." He looked at her smooth long legs, the dark gap between her legs, the generous exposed cleavage, and stifled a sigh.
Brenda chuckled, "I'm sorry your father had to run off on your birthday and your mom is out. This must be a real letdown for you," she said as she stroked his thigh.
"Are you kidding, this has been the best birthday ever, I mean you're um, so nice and pretty..." he mumbled.
"You think so?" she asked, "I guess I knew you thought that already," she chuckled looking down at the bulge in his pants. She took a sip of water, set it down then turned and snuggled against his chest facing the fireplace. She pulled his arm over her shoulder onto her chest and sighed.
At first, JJ was a bit tense as his arm was draped between her breasts but relaxed as she stroked his arm tenderly. He inhaled deeply smelling her fragrant hair while stroking her arm. He never felt so happy in his life while trying not to think that this had to end. She'll be sitting up soon explaining she should get home.
Brenda felt safe and comfortable with this boy. There were few if any men she knew who would just be content with snuggling against her...she'd be removing their hands from her breasts or from between her legs. She was aware of his hard erection against her back, but she was used to that from men when she danced or held them. Even Brad after five years of marriage still showed his arousal when they hugged.
JJ was looking straight down at the generous cleavage wanting to cup one of her breasts. He remembered how she felt on the dance floor, but that was safe and now they were alone. "This is nice. You are so soft," he murmured.
"Thanks, it is nice," she sighed. She looked at the clock and reluctantly sat up, "It's 1:30. Your parents will kill me," she said reluctantly. "I should get home and let you get your sleep." She thought perhaps she'd offer a goodnight kiss to see where that might lead.
JJ moaned, "Yeah, I know. But I get it. Can I have one thing?" he asked softly.
Brenda sat up and looked, "Sure, it's...or was yesterday, your birthday. Whatever you want," she said softly.
Images of their naked flesh writhing against each other swept through his head as she said 'whatever,' but smiled, "a kiss? A birthday kiss from a friend?"
Brenda chuckled, "I think you want a birthday kiss that is more than just from a friend." He looked embarrassed but she turned and swung a leg over his waist staddling him. She stroked his cheeks feeling the hard shaft against her pussy then pressed her lips against his. She expected he'd purse his lips but his tongue almost immediately entered her mouth. This was a real kiss and the boy was good! Without thinking about it, her crotch ground against his hard shaft as they explored each other's tongues. 'Damn! I need him inside me...need him now,' she thought.
JJ had dreamed of this and held the woman close as his first kiss was better than he'd imagined. He could feel her warm crotch pressing against his aching cock...not just pressing, but grinding up and down his hard shaft. He hoped he could contain himself and not prematurely cum.
Brenda moaned into the boy's mouth as he got more comfortable and let his hands roam down to her ass and onto her chest. She ground against him feeling her arousal increase thinking it would be possible to cum just by dry-humping him. Both his hands were now on her breasts playing with her nipples.
JJ had large hands for being such a small boy but her tits were too large to fully cup. She was breathing heavily and softly moaning into his mouth so he took a chance. His hands moved to the thin straps and as he slipped them off her shoulders he waited for her to stop him, but instead, she lowered the arms around his neck allowing the dress the slide down to her waist.
This was going better than she'd imagined. The boy had always been so nervous and so shy she'd assumed she'd be the one to pull her top down. She broke the kiss and stood ready to step out of the dress wondering if she should take her sopping panties off also.
'Perhaps I've gone too far,' JJ thought. 'Shouldn't have tried to take off her dress.' "I'm sorry," the boy stammered, his eyes glued to the jutting masses of flesh on her chest. "I shouldn't have done that...I mean, you're married and all."
Brenda leaned forward and put a finger on the boy's lips, "Let's say we never tell anyone. That way no one will ever know I cheated on my husband but we'll always have the memories. Can you promise never to tell anyone?" she asked as she let the dress fall to the floor before lowering her panties. The boy nodded eagerly as she stepped back and posed naked for him, "You like?" she asked.
"Oh, wow!" he sighed, "You're so...so beautiful," he said. "I promise," he quickly added.
Brenda knelt between his legs and began unbuttoning his shirt. "I'm not going to be the only naked one here," she said as the shirt came off. She then unlaced his shoes and pulled off his socks before undoing his belt. The boy lifted his hips as she pulled the pants and underwear down leaving him completely naked. She smiled, "Wow! Nice body," she sighed as she stroked his rigid cock while cupping his heavy scrotum.
JJ had always wondered what it would be like to be naked in front of a girl and had always assumed he'd be embarrassed, but this was the opposite. He felt proud to be exposed and opened his legs as the woman stroked his cock. He liked that she was so close to his balls and seemed genuinely happy with his size. As she stroked him he felt the aching in his groin indicating he wasn't going to last long. He didn't want to be that guy and tried to distract himself with thoughts of school or chores around the house.
Brenda considered sucking the boy off but remembered the few virgins she'd been with and wanted his first release to be inside her. She stood and climbed on top of the boy, she gripped his cock and lowered herself against the plump head, teasing his as she slid the head up and down her wet slit. She stopped and asked him, "Is this your first time?"
The boy was watching her swollen lips opening up for his cock and panted eagerly, "Yesss."
"You're not saving yourself, I hope," she said. "I'd hate to ruin that for you."
"In a way," he sighed, "I guess I always wanted it to be you," he said.
She decided to tease him as she slid the head of his cock against the tight opening, "So tell me. Tell me what you want...what you want to do to me," she purred.
"I want to be inside you, I want to make love to you," he said urgently.
"That's it? Just make love?" she asked. "I would have thought you wanted to fuck me, fuck my brains out." She let just the head slip inside her. "Say what you really are thinking."
"I...I want to fuck you," he said feeling a throb go through his crotch as he said words he never imagined saying to a beautiful woman.
"Oooooohhhh, I like a man who knows what he wants," she moaned. She lowered herself fully onto the boy's cock. "Aaaaahhhhh, fuck!" she spat. "You're so big," she panted as she raised herself back up. "Fuck me, fuck my eager pussy. Don't hold back, take me pussy." She leaned forward with her large breasts in front of his face.
As the boy sucked a nipple into his mouth all thoughts of school and other distractions were gone from his head and the aching was now rapidly peaking. He grabbed her flexing ass as he flicked his tongue over the hard nub and felt the almost painful ache grow rapidly in his balls. She said fuck her...did she mean cum inside her? he thought as he slammed up into her and exploded.
Brenda smiled, happy that the boy was getting his first orgasm ever with a woman inside of her. This had been a rush for her back in school and had forgotten how much she missed it. "That's it, fill me with your hot cum." The boy was gripping her ass as he thrust inside her, ejaculated, then pulled out and thrust again. 'How much cum does this boy have in him...in me?' she thought as he seemingly went on forever.
JJ had never felt anything so intense in his life as spurt after spurt spasmed inside the woman's vagina. He had the idle thought that one of his sperm might find an egg which made the entire experience even hotter. He finally felt the last bits empty into her and collapsed back, panting as if he'd sprinted a mile.
Brenda kept sliding up and down his cock looking down at the boy. His eyes were closed and he had a smile on his face. He was idly stroking her ass as he gently moaned. "Feel better? Was it as good as you dreamt it would be?" she asked softly.
He opened his eyes, "Better? Great! I've never felt anything so intense," he sighed. He wanted to go again but felt his cock soften until she could no longer keep him inside her.
Brenda climbed off his lap, cupping her pussy. "Where do you have tissues or something?" she asked. "I've never felt so much cum before, very impressive load."
The boy rolled up onto his feet, unashamed with his semi-flaccid cock flopping in front of the woman he'd admired for so long. When he came back and handed the box to her he watched as she used a half-dozen tissues to get all the sperm he'd injected inside her. He picked up his clothes and started to put them on. "Thank you," he said softly, "I know you didn't want to do that...to cheat on Brad but it was great."
Brenda shook her head, "I never cheated on him before but I don't regret it. You were great and even though I didn't cum, I feel really good." She looked at the time, "I don't feel like driving home. Do you think I can stay the night?" she asked.
"Really? Sure!" the boy exclaimed, "We have a guest bedroom just down the hall," he pointed to the left.
Brenda laughed, "Is that what you want?" She walked over and stroked the front of his pants, "I was thinking of letting you fuck me as much as you want all night unless you don't want to anymore," she purred.
"Are you kidding?" he asked, "I'd love to have you sleep with me tonight," he grinned.
"I know you'll get hard again and don't worry about me, I'm yours all night and you can fuck me any way you like, whenever you like," she said.
"I could never do that," the boy protested.
"You can and will," she patted his cheek. You'll be nestled up against me, you'll get hard and I'll be asleep. Are you really going to wait until morning? That might get painful. I won't get mad...I might be really happy," she said.
Sleep was not exactly the correct word to use as the boy was hard within 20 minutes and he lasted longer, a lot longer. Brenda came twice the next time they fucked. She saw a change in the boy as he took charge, putting her on her back; pulling her on top of him so he could play with her tits; turning her over, and pulling her ass up so he could slam into her from behind. She found it exciting to be used like this by such a young boy who broke out of a shy shell.
Later Brenda had just dozed off and awoke to pressure in her vagina. She moaned as the boy pumped into her, pressing himself against her ass as he picked up the pace. His hands were on her tits and she responded by opening her legs and humping back.
After maybe a half-hour of sleep, she felt tingling between her legs and her right breast and saw the boy was fingering her pussy while sucking on a nipple. "Oh, yesss," she sighed, "Fuck me, I'm more than ready." This time, JJ went for over an hour, and she experienced something she never heard of, dozens of mini-orgasms spaced maybe five minutes apart. After he finally came, she collapsed back "Holy shit! You're a fucking machine," she moaned.
***********************************************
Jack put down his phone. "Your car is still in the drive. I think my boy is no longer a virgin," he smiled at Brad. "I hope you're ok. I have no idea how I'd feel about that if I were in your shoes, but last night must have been incredible for my boy."
Brad laughed, "I still have no idea how I feel about it. You have security cameras? I hope not inside," he said looking at the man's phone.
"I wish I did, but no. Just the outside perimeter...you know, for security," Jack said as he held out the phone showing different views around the house.
"I prefer to imagine they danced then were too exhausted to do anything. As much as I'd like to hear how great it was for your son, I'd prefer knowing nothing, seeing nothing, hearing nothing..."
"We need to get going and stop by your house. We have a tee time over at Westwood in two hours," Jack smiled. I know you play golf, I saw you over at Highlands last summer."
"Westwood County Club? Ok, wow! I've admired that course from afar," Brad stood up
***********************************************
JJ woke up feeling the warmth of the sun on his back. They'd gotten almost no sleep and fucked a half-dozen times. He looked over at the woman's exposed chest gently rising and falling and as he sat up, the sun splashed across her naked flesh. He chuckled having realized what the line in that song meant. He'd thought 'I'm speeding into a nude sunrise,' meant a cloudless morning but this made more sense. Waking up next to a nude woman. 'Could there be anything more beautiful in the world than the soft curves of a woman's breasts?' he wondered. 'A woman's breasts in the morning light?'
Brenda opened her eyes, "Have you been watching me sleep?" she asked, "I hope I wasn't drooling."
The boy shook his head, "I've never seen anything more beautiful in my life."
Brenda sat up and looked at him, "If you think I'm beautiful in the morning you should make an eye doctor appointment." She looked down and saw the outline of his hard cock and sighed, "Do you ever have enough?"
JJ shook his head, "Never. Not with the most beautiful, sexy woman in the world naked in my bed."
Brenda lifted the covers and kissed her way down his body. She looked up, "Ok, I like being with a man needing glasses. You just lie back and enjoy this."
JJ lay back and sighed happily as those soft lips approached his throbbing cock. He'd been wondering what a blowjob would feel like and now he would be finding out. In the back of his mind, he wished he'd showered but Brenda didn't seem to care. After nibbling and licking all around she clamped her mouth onto his cock and he instinctively groaned and arched his back. "Oh my God!" he hissed as she worked all of his cock into her throat. He'd seen girls do this in videos but never realized how great it felt.
Brenda clenched her throat as she bobbed on the boy's cock. She found it funny that his first experience wasn't a handjob or a blowjob but a fuck. But she wanted to enjoy sucking on his cock a while before getting her stomach filled with his cum and last night he'd lasted no more than a minute.
He watched the auburn hair glow in the sun as she picked up the pace. The sun caused her hair to sparkle with golden-reddish hues. He'd never seen any colors more beautiful in his life.
Brenda reached up to play with his nipples, swallowing periodically as he leaked precum. She knew he was close as she heard his breathing change...the short gasps she'd heard countless times since early this morning and sucked harder.
"Brenda...uuhhhh, uuhhhh, God! Oh shit!" he cried as he came down her throat. She kept sucking, bobbing, and swallowing each time he ejaculated.
She wiped her mouth and crawled up and snuggled with the boy as he recovered from what seemed a very happy ending.
Finally, at 10 AM, they decided they needed breakfast and after showering together, Brenda borrowed one of the boy's tees so she wasn't walking around totally naked. It was small, very small but covered her. As they went into the kitchen she could feel how sore her pussy was. She'd been with various boys in the past but never been fucked so much in just six or seven hours let alone in 24 hours. She was starving and she made eggs bacon and toast for both of them.
JJ looked over at the beautiful woman, naked from the waist down, her dark triangle inviting his attention. The tight tee molded to her breasts, her bare ass, and exposed pussy elicited a huge surge of pride as he felt she was totally his...for now. This goddess, this married woman, seemingly relegated to his fantasies had given herself to him to do as he pleased. He knew it was going to end soon but he hoped she'd at least stay until the afternoon since dad and her husband weren't due back until dinnertime. She was watching him as she nibbled on a piece of toast.



Brenda was feeling her pussy throb knowing the boy wanted more and opened her legs teasingly as she spun on her stool. She traced her wet slit teasingly. She saw he was getting hard and had a thought. "Perhaps you'd like to take me from behind?" she asked.
JJ nodded, "Sure, but we did that a few times last night."
"I meant, from behind...behind," she smiled.
JJ nodded rapidly, "Really? Sure!" He pulled her close as she came over to straddle him.
They were kissing passionately, with her tee up on her shoulders as he got rock hard again. She wanted to feel him inside her again but whispered, "Can you get some petroleum jelly or something?" She got off his lap as the boy trotted down the hall.
JJ stopped as he entered the kitchen. Brenda had tossed the tee shirt aside and was bent over the back of a kitchen chair, legs spread with her ass thrust up. He might have fucked her from behind but hadn't taken time to enjoy this view. Incredible, he thought, the most beautiful sight in the world. He came over feeling his cock angrily bob up and down, followed her instructions, and lubed her ass. He fingered the tight hole until she told him she was ready for his cock. He moaned happily feeling the throbbing shaft pop into her rectum.
Brenda grunted as the boy's fat shaft drove deep into her tight hole. It stung but she knew she'd relax and it would feel better, then feel great. She gripped the sides of the table as JJ enthusiastically picked up the pace. She still couldn't believe how aggressive and energetic this shy boy was once his cock penetrated her. Unconsciously she heard herself grunting loudly with every stroke, her voice echoing off the walls. He was grabbing her flopping tits virtually using them as leverage to fuck her hard.
"Holy shit, dude!" they heard a boy's voice from across the kitchen.
Both looked up at two of JJ's friends standing in the doorway watching.
Brenda froze and JJ stopped fucking her ass while dropping his hands to her waist. He had his cock buried deep inside her, but he made no move to pull out.
"Oh shit!" JJ cried. "Guys, sorry. I totally forgot." He patted Brenda's naked back, "Um, this is a friend and we...look, can we play World of...maybe next week?"
Brenda collected herself and straightened up. As weird as it was she put out a hand with no attempt to hide her breasts or her pussy, "Candy. I'm a friend of JJ's father," she said in a perfect southern accent. "Sorry not to come around to give you all a proper greeting but it feels like I've got a foot of steel rod up my ass," she purred.
Each boy came over and shook her hand, "Dave," one boy said, his eyes on her full tits. He had a hand over his crotch vainly attempting to hide his erection.
"Jerry," the other boy said as he took her hand. "We should go," he sighed as he backed away. He pulled his cell out of his pocket as he went.
Brenda stood up straighter, her pussy further exposed to both boys, and pulled JJ's hands onto her breasts. She looked at the clock, "You all come back after six as I have to get to another...friend's house," she smiled. She turned her head and kissed JJ hard then looked back at their audience, "but I need this stud to fuck me now, so if you don't mind..." she leaned forward against the chair back, "Fuck me, JJ, fuck my ass."
The two boys fled out the door commenting on how hot she was and that JJ was the luckiest kid on earth. One asked if they should have gotten a card or something. The other laughed and asked, "From what pocket?"
They heard the front door slam and started laughing.
"Oh, my God!" JJ burst out, "I wish I'd taped that. You were great. They'll be jerking off as soon as they get home." He kissed her back, "I can't believe you exposed yourself rather than hide," he said.
Brenda chuckled, "My mom always said, if you find yourself in a humiliating position, own it. No one but you can make you feel ashamed." she continued in the southern accent. She looked over her shoulder, "and I'm impressed. Most guys would have lost their erection, but you're just as hard. OK, I meant it earlier. You do feel like a foot of steel rod in my ass. Fuck me! Fuck my ass and cum inside me." she ordered.
JJ had been close and the thought of his friends seeing that he was no longer a virgin, and fucking the ass of the most beautiful woman was too much. He'll be a hero at school.
Brenda wished the boys had stayed to watch as she played with her pussy feeling that wonderful cock drive deep into her. It was shockingly arousing as she remembered the boy's avid looks. When she gets home, she and Brad are going to do some experimenting with this new aspect. Where could they have sex that someone might be able to watch?
JJ leaned over and gripped those large tits marveling for the umpteenth time how great they felt as he felt the aching rise in his balls. Happily, Brenda began grunting and the familiar sound of her impending orgasm filled the room.
Rubbing her clit furiously Brenda felt herself peaking for the longest time before finally exploding. She was humping back against the boy's cock almost as if wanting to merge with him as her world spun out of control.
JJ felt the woman's body go against the chair's back as she crashed from what appeared to be her strongest orgasm and wondered what the appropriate thing to do was. It's not like he could look this up in Miss Manners but he decided he needed to cum first, then check on Brenda. He closed his eyes, gripped her creamy ass cheeks, and pounded into her. She was coming around just as he couldn't hold back any longer.
"Fuck!" Brenda sighed, "Cum inside my ass. You're so big, so fucking big," she sighed. He slammed into her and she felt his warm sperm flood her rectum. As he finished cumming inside her, he collapsed onto her back.
When they were done Brenda looked back at the boy. "By the way, can you tell your friends not to share the pictures they took with anyone? I'm sure I'll never run into anybody there, but still..."
JJ stood up and gently pulled out of her ass, "Crap! I didn't see that," he said softly. "I'll tell them to delete them."
"Don't be silly. You know they won't. Just ask them nicely to share them with you since I know you want to see them but not with anyone else. It will be our secret," she said as she want to get some paper towels.
***********************************************
As the two men were ready to tee off on the 13th hole, Jack checked his phone. "I guess things are going well. Brenda is still there." He looked thoughtful, "You like this course?" he asked Brad.
"Like? This is the best course I've ever played," he smiled. "It's like putting on a pool table the greens are so consistent. I was about to say, I don't know how to thank you, but instead let's say we're even," he smiled at the man.
"Well, it's even better when you go through a 2nd time. You'll probably drop a half-dozen strokes." Jack looked thoughtful, "Just a suggestion. I'm enjoying your company and I could get another tee time tomorrow," he paused.
Brad leaned on his driver, "You have the same look on your face you had when I came to your office." He sighed, "Ok. We're stuck in Philadelphia for another day?"
Jack nodded. "I don't know, it just popped into my head. I cleared my schedule for the weekend...you have no idea how much crap I have to deal with regardless of what day it is and, well, if JJ and Brenda want more time..."
Brad nodded then chuckled. "I remember a poll taken years ago and most men would rather play a round of golf than have sex with their wives. They aren't married to Brenda but sure. Want me to call her? Or do you want to call Brad and act like you have no clue she is there?"
Jack pulled his phone out of a pocket in his bag, "We'll each call as if they're in different parts of the city," he smiled, "You first."
***********************************************
Branda put down her phone and looked over at the boy. She was surprised Brad suggested this additional 24 hours, but the look on the boy's face made it worth it. He'd been quiet and depressed after they'd showered and she'd gathered her stuff to head home. She'd wanted him one more time but they'd moved into the living room and he'd pulled her close and just held her. She was about to tell him she'd better head out before the guys got home when her phone went off.
Brad told her to act surprised and if she wanted to come home it was fine with him, but it also sounded like it would be fun to extend the birthday gift another day. "Tell me you miss me and hurry home and it's over, or tell me I'll owe you big time and I'll see you at six on Sunday."
"Oh shit, honey. I'm so sorry you have to work all weekend...leaving me alone. You own me big time," she said softly. "I love you. It's just not the same around the house without you."
She put down the phone to give the boy the news when his phone went off. She watched the boy's face light up while murmuring how sorry he was that his dad always had to work on weekends. He put down the phone and looked at Brenda, thoughts about all he wanted to do for the next 24 hours swirling through his head.
Brenda stood up and put out her hand. "We're stopping at my house, getting some clothes then I'm taking you to dinner. You better call your friends and explain Candy is staying another day," she said in her southern accent, "and you'll see them at school Monday."
***********************************************
The next 24 hours were not as exhausting as the first day. They'd had sex 9 times and Brenda was wondering if she'd be able to walk the first day, then after JJ was a lot less demanding...just six times. It wasn't like they were bored though. Brenda pointed out that his friends had pictures of her naked and perhaps JJ would like to take some.
Eagerly the boy went and grabbed his camera bag and pulled out his Nikon. He took over from the start, ordering her to undress slowly as he snapped away. After she was totally nude he had her assume various poses before getting on his bed. She lay on her back, legs casually closed before he had her open them wider. She couldn't remember ever feeling so slutty as she spread her legs so wide she was doing the splits.
JJ was hard as a rock as he filled up the SD card, moving around the bed to capture the different angles. After getting close-ups of Brenda's beautiful pussy, he put the camera aside and looked up at her, "Teach me. Teach me to eat pussy," he said softly.
Brenda was happy the boy was a quick learner and wasn't averse to the taste or his own cum. The rest of the day he'd get her close with his newly acquired skills before plunging into her pussy or her ass.
They were lying on the bed, sweaty and panting after another energetic session. JJ traced Brenda's dark areola with his finger and sighed. He looked at the woman, strands of hair stuck to her forehead, her face and chest still flushed. "You are so beautiful," he sighed, "I love you...crap. Sorry" he blurted. "I didn't mean to say that."
"I love you too," Brenda smiled as she stroked his face, "It's alright. Sadly, I'm spoken for, but if I weren't I'm still too old for you. You'll find a really nice girl who will love you and who you'd do anything for. You're a great guy, a really good man, and," she reached down to stroke his cock, "really gifted. A great lover."
"Really?" he asked, "I...I wasn't sure what to do at first..."
"And you sure picked things up quickly." She sat up, "Ok, we did a lot, almost all the positions we could do, fucked everywhere in the house, except your parent's bedroom...and no, we're not going there," she laughed. "Tell me, what was your favorite position?"
JJ felt his cock throbbing in her soft hand thinking back to all the different positions. "69. I liked it when we did the 69 thing. It was totally intimate. I felt so close to you...my cock in your warm mouth, the taste of you in mine," he said softly. He sat up and crawled down between her legs.
Brenda put a hand on his shoulder, "You sure? You just came inside me." She didn't argue though as the boy pushed his head between her legs and his plump head pressed against her lips.
***********************************************
"Thanks," Brenda said as she kissed the boy. "I would have been stuck alone at home all weekend and this was..." she looked around at the various places they had sex, "incredible. You, my boy, are a fucking machine. You'll be making girls squeal with pleasure next year at Yale." She kissed him again, "And remember. This was a one-time thing...I never cheated on Brad before and I'm not about to have an affair."
JJ nodded, then hugged the woman he loved. and stood back. "Thanks for being such a good friend. I...I probably would have gone through college without getting the nerve to ask a girl out let alone..." he looked down the hall to the living room couch. He kissed her again then opened the door and watched sadly as she headed to her car, her auburn hair glowing in the sun, the memory of that same glow in bed this morning as she sucked his cock.
***********************************************
The Shearers and Jamisons got together frequently with Brenda and Sandra sharing a passion for gardening and Jack and Brad often out on the course. Of course, whenever JJ was back from college, he was very happy to see them, Brenda in particular.
One time Sandra pulled Brenda aside, "Watch out for JJ. Something happened last spring, I think he got lucky," she giggled, "Anyhow, he has a lot more confidence but I've seen how he looks at you. You probably have noticed how much he likes you."
Branda chuckled, "I wish. He's a great-looking guy. If I were single..." she smiled over to where the three men were talking.
A year later, JJ came home with a beautiful girl...tall, perfect figure, auburn hair...large breasts. She was proudly introduced to Brad and Brenda when they were over for dinner.
"This is Brittney," JJ smiled, "she's from California and is in my Accounting class," he said happily. He proudly stroked the beautiful girl's shoulder.
Brad whispered in Brenda's ear, "Am I dreaming, or did JJ find a clone of you?" he asked.
"You wish," Brenda sighed, "Brittney's a total knockout."
Brad shook his head, "Nope. Not going there. You still are the most beautiful woman I've ever met."
After dinner, Brenda stood and picked up some glasses and plates and took them into the kitchen. Sandra had given up a long time ago telling their guest that the help can do that but Brenda liked to make herself useful whenever she could. Brittney stood and picked up dishes and followed Brenda into the kitchen.
Brenda had just put everything down when Brittney asked her a strange question, "What's your favorite song?"
Brenda was taken aback but thought a second, "Radar Love by Golden Earring, though..." she stopped as the girl hugged her.
"Thank you," the girl said, "I know what you did for JJ. Relax, he never told me your name, just about the weekend of his 18th birthday. Dinner, dancing, um...sorry, but he told me about most of it. I see how he looks at you and I want to tell you, I've been with a few guys but none more attentive in bed than JJ. I know it was you, I know you taught him everything. He told me how shy he was before you opened him up." She kissed Brenda's cheek and stood back. "You should be really proud of what you did for him. That had to be tough, a birthday present like that."
"What? It wasn't..." she protested.
"Right. His birthday...18th birthday. The woman he lusts after, yes, that's what he told me. Her husband and his dad both get called away. I'm no Sherlock, but it sure sounds like the perfect setup to me." she smiled. "So, thank you."
Brenda blushed and looked down at the floor, "It was..." she looked back at the dining room, "incredible. It might have been a present, but I sure benefited from it. He might be the most energetic lover I've ever had." she pulled the girl close, "You're not jealous? I'm so happy he found someone like you, he deserves the best."
It turned out that rather than Brittney being jealous, Brenda became one of her closest friends, and eventually, her Matron of Honor after JJ proposed. Later JJ and Brittney had fraternal twins named Brenda and Lee.
Brad never got nor expected to get Jack's help getting promoted, but through his work ethic, and innovative ideas he rose within the corporation to a VP-level position. He and Jack remained strong friends and their families would often get together.
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"Fuck! Slow down," Angela moaned, "Don't...you're too big."
"Shut up. You'll get used to it soon enough and I want to feel all of this nice cunt," he hissed into her ear. He pulled out and pushed his cock into the married woman's tight hole deeper each time. She was gripping his back tightly, softly grunting into his neck with each stroke. "It's not my fault your husband hasn't broken you in properly," he said firmly.
"Ohhh, oh, fuck" she sighed, "He's not...ooohhhhh...aaaahhh, he tries...," she gasped as the plump head pushed against her cervix. She was now humping back savoring the feeling of being stretched out by the biggest cock she'd ever had inside her. She had the idle thought that she'd have to change the sheets as her juices flowed between her ass cheeks. "Fuck me, fuck my married cunt, " she panted as the rapid slapping sounds echoed through the master bedroom.
"Tell me, tell me I'm better at fucking than your husband," he ordered.
"No, don't do that, just fuck me with your...oh...fuck!" she moaned as she felt herself getting closer.
"Tell me, your husband's cock is tiny...say it," he hissed.
"Don't make me...no, he's not small, he's fine...totally adequate," she panted.
"So, he's adequate?" he said, "just adequate?"
Angela moaned, "yes...yes he is. He's adequate."
Dave lifted himself up so he could look down at those huge flopping tits, slamming into her harder to make them flop around more. Then he looked at her face. He could tell how into it she was with her expressions. "And you want more than adequate. You're a horny slut aren't you?" he asked, "I was about to say horny little slut but you're not little everywhere. Say it, say you're a horny slut needing strange cocks in your married cunt."
"Don't...don't make me say it. Ohhh, shit! I'm a slut...a horny slut," she panted. "Fuck my married cunt with your huge cock and fill me with your fertile sperm." She felt herself getting close to cumming hearing herself admit what a slut she was. "Oooohhhh, fuck! You can bring friends with you next time," she moaned, "friends with huge cocks."
Dave couldn't take it anymore and slowing down wasn't an option as Angela was pulling him into her, her hands on his ass. "Wait...wait...oh shiiiittt!" he spat as he erupted inside her sopping hole. The relief in his aching balls was welcome but he felt disappointment he came before the beautiful blonde under him.
Angela stroked the grunting man's back as he pressed deep inside her, emptying his balls into her womb. "That's it, that's it, baby...fill me with your cum."
Dave felt his arms give out and he collapsed next to the flushed sweaty woman, "Damn! I wanted to hold off...thought I could, but your fucking cunt is so tight, feels so nice I couldn't..." he moaned. He pulled his softening 8 1/2" cock out of her and reached for the box of tissues. "I'll be ready in 20 minutes and I'll make sure you cum," he said softly.
Angela rolled off the bed, "That's ok. We have to get ready. Remember we're meeting the Wilson's over at the club tonight?" She looked at the clock, "you timed it perfectly, we have just enough time to shower and leave." She looked at her husband stroking his cock, "It was the 'other guys' comment, wasn't it? Too much?" she asked.
Dave laughed, "You have no idea, I could almost see guys lining up by the bed for a shot at that nice cunt of yours."
She shook her head, "I love how kinky you get, but there's only you," she said as she came back to the bed and kissed him.
Dave cupped a huge tit and moaned. He tried to pull her back onto the bed but Angela pulled away. He sighed as he looked at his wife. She was as beautiful and sexy as the day he'd first met her on Daytona beach in college. 5' 11", 120 pounds of creamy curves in her flowered bikini. At first, it was harmless flirting as she was with her friends, but he'd managed to pry her loose and it wasn't until the next morning after a night of fucking they actually got to know each other. She'd confessed she'd never thought she'd cheat on her boyfriend but as they'd never see each other again she decided to let herself go After finding out more about each other she found out they went to the same school, feeling like crap.
She'd admitted she'd always wondered what a larger cock would feel like and what better place and time to find out. She'd stroked his cock again and moaned, "Shit! This is inconvenient. Dan's...he's a great guy...the first guy I'd ever...and I love him but," she held her thumb and finger a few inches apart.
Dave looked shocked, "How? How did he even pop your cherry?" he asked.
She'd sighed, "I used my hairbrush since it hurt, you know, him pressing against my..." she put her hands to her face in embarrassment.
She never got back together with her friends the rest of the week and when they got back to school, Angela broke up with her boyfriend. Dave still felt guilty over that since he never had any intention of stealing away any guy's girlfriend, especially after he'd met him He was a skilled violinist in the school orchestra and a great guy on top of it, but Angela was worth it. He'd been with a dozen girls but none as eager in bed as she was.
"Would you do it?" he asked, "I mean another guy?"
She thought about it and shook her head.
Dave looked doubtful, "You did with me. It was the cock, wasn't it? You meet a guy with a 10" cock and I should pack my bags?"
Angela looked thoughtful, "Depends. Length is nice, but how fat is it? If it's 10" and also nice and thick...I'd be obliged to at least try it out,'" she giggled.
"Let me know when you do. I'd like to see that," he said stroking his cock.
"Seriously?" she asked, "you'd like to see me get fucked by a huge cock...I mean huger than that thing?"
Dave nodded, "I love the look on your face when you're being pleasured. I'd love to see you with a guy who was bigger than I am," he said, "it wouldn't bother me in the least as long as it makes you happy."
She shook her head and turned to go into the bathroom, "Then keep your phone on, it might be a spur of the moment thing," she laughed.
***
Dave kissed Angela as he picked up his go-cup. "I'll be home around 5:30. I have no late afternoon meetings."
Angela liked that Dave was able to accurately predict when he'd be home as she could have dinner ready. His commute was easily timed as they lived a 5-minute drive to the light rail which ran every 10 minutes. "I was thinking that chicken casserole dish, you up for that?" She remembered something, "Oh, I ran into Janet yesterday. Her husband Tom can look at the A/C so he's dropping by this afternoon," she said, "I hope we don't need a new one."
Dave groaned, "Yeah. It is, what? 15 years old?" he asked.
Angela nodded, "We'll see," she paused, "Maybe if I let him fuck me we can get a discount," she smiled. "It seems fair, If I take 100% off, the least he can do is take 30% off."
Dave laughed, "Christ! Now I'll be fighting a chubby all day thinking about that." He thought about the man. He was easily 6' 5" and seemingly fit. Janet was tiny, really tiny. Perhaps 4' 11" but with a great ass and perfect hand-sized tits. He kissed he again, cupping her breast through her threadbare nightshirt. "Don't sell yourself short. You're worth at least 40% off." He looked at his wife, "Fuck! I'd do it for free to get between those legs," he sighed.
"Damn! I might have to start earning some cash while you're at work," she sighed.
"Gotta go," he said, "or I'll miss the 8:10." He quickly confirmed he wasn't disheveled in the mirror on the door before heading out. He always thought having a window in the door leading from the kitchen to the garage was strange and rather than purchase a new door, they put in a two-way mirror so they didn't have to look at the junk in the garage and there was a mirror to check yourself out before leaving. Also, more than once he'd paused before opening the door to the kitchen as Angela was right there.
Angela watched her husband leave and sighed, 'if this were Saturday, I'd be offering myself bent over this table.' She looked out the window as her husband's Audi backed out of the driveway. Various chores went through her head but one took precedence and she headed to the bedroom.
Dave was feeling frustrated and wished he'd had time to make love with his wife as he headed to the parking lot. As he parked he drove the memories of last night out of his head...he fucked his wife from behind and she begged him to cum in her ass. She went through monthly hormonal cycles and her begging for anal meant she was at her peak. He needed to think of work as it might be inappropriate to go into a meeting with a pronounced tent.
Later that day, Gerald came up to his desk, "Head home. I saw you skip lunch to work with Chuck. You need to let me know when you get swamped, ok? I don't want my best worker getting burned out."
Dave smiled and shut down his laptop, "Sure, but it was no big deal. He's been a great help to me but getting home to Angela sounds great to me."
Gerald laughed, "If I were married to..." he picked up the picture on Dave's desk and whistled, "Damn! She's gorgeous," he sighed. "Ok, get home and fave fun."
Dave's thoughts were on how Angela looked this morning and what he was going to do with her when he got home. He wanted her naked over the kitchen table offering him her ass. As he pulled up he saw a truck in front of his spot in the garage so he parked down the street. He read the HVAC sign on the door and then remembered that Janet's husband was coming over to check out the A/C unit. He looked around the corner and after not seeing them on the side of the house came in through the garage door. He was reaching for the doorknob when he saw them. They were facing each other in the kitchen, closer than he'd thought they should be. He paused his breathing hearing Angela's voice through the door.
"Don't, Tom," Angela said, trying to push him away as he put an arm around her. "Don't, Dave will be.." she tried to say but his lips were on hers. Her arms almost looked limp as she acted as if she were pushing him away, but her hands were reaching up softly stroking his chest.
Dave saw her hands move from his chest to around his back, no longer faking resistance.
When they broke the kiss, she quickly said, "Dave will be home in 20 minutes, so, mmmmmphh."
She kissed him harder this time, her arms up around his neck, her pelvis grinding against his crotch. As Tom stroked her sides she broke the kiss and pulled her body away as his hands slid up her flank, "Don't grab my tits, Dave will be home in 18 minutes," she sighed as his large hands covered the front of her tube top. "Oooohhh, don't...don't pull it down. It almost falls off," she moaned as the man's hands pulled the garment down to her waist.
Dave's cock was rock hard as she saw Tom bare those huge tits and proceed to grope them. Angela's eyes were closed, her pelvis grinding against his cock as those huge hands played with her tits. He spun her around so he could fully grope her breasts. Angela's ass was now grinding his cock, her eyes closed as she moaned, the man's hands roughly mauling her huge breasts.
"Oh, wow! Your hands are huge...feels so good," she sighed. As he slid a hand down her stomach, the other hand still squeezing her left breast, she moaned, "don't please don't pull the string on my shorts. They're a bit big, they'll just fall off me," she panted. "Oooohhhhh," she moaned as Tom pulled the string and her shorts slid down her legs. "I told you not to," she whined as she was now wearing just her tube top around her waist and a lacy thong.
Tom slid a hand under the flimsy fabric feeling the wet folds. "You like being naked and vulnerable, don't you?" he whispered into her ear.
"Don't...please don't put a finger inside me...don't put two...wow! You have fat fingers," she breathed hoarsely. "Oooohhhh, nnnooooo," she sighed feeling the digits pump into her.
Dave had his cock out stroking it seeing his wife naked with another man. He knew what Tom was feeling, tight pussy, plump firm breasts and he was humping that nice tight ass.
Angela moaned and reluctantly pulled his finger out of her sopping pussy and off her breast. "Don't make me do anything since Dave is due home, it's just not right," she sighed. She picked up her shorts and stood holding them looking at the tent. She cupped the front of his pants, stroking the entire length, her face flushed. "You need to hide that, Dave will be home in two minutes."
"Janet told me you're an eager slut. She told me you'd do anything for a huge cock," he said as he held her hand on the front of his pants.
"She said that? I told her things in private," Angela moaned, "I'm going to kill her." She quickly pulled on her shorts before pulling up her tube top.
Dave watched them arrange their clothes and when they looked decent, he hit the garage door opener. He heard Angela tell Tom to hurry hearing the garage door then he waited a few seconds before opening the door to the kitchen. "Hey babe, is this Janet's husband?" he asked before kissing his wife.
"Tom," he said putting out a hand...the hand still damp from Angela's juices. "Sorry, hot work," he apologized, "Glad to meet you. I checked your A/C unit and all that's needed is a recharge, perhaps a new compressor, and a cleaning."
"That's a relief, did Angela take care of you? Want something to drink?" he asked. "You both look hot...really flushed, the sun sure hits the west side of the house where they put the AC unit."
"Angela's been great, very accomodating." he smiled at the beautiful blonde. "But I have to get home, Janet will have dinner ready." He looked at Angela, "Tomorrow at 2? I'll bring my tools and get your unit humming." he smiled.
After he left and Dave pulled the car into the garage, he came back into the kitchen where Angela was cooking. "He seems nice, why don't we get together with them often?" he asked.
"We can, Janet and I have talked about it...um, she told me something the other day," she paused blushing.
"What? Why are you blushing?" he asked.
"She told me she and Tom rarely have...conventional sex since...well, he's too big for her," she said softly.
"What? What is too big?" he asked.
"Well, Janet isn't even 4' 11" and Tom's cock is over 10 inches," she blushed more.
"Seriously? That's like porn star big," he smiled, "Did you see for yourself?"
"No! Of course not, but," she looked at the floor, "but I might have felt it...he came up behind me and..." she stopped.
"And what?" he asked as he came over and cupped her breasts, "and what?"
"He was hard, I mean HARD!" she said looking back at her husband. "It felt like he had one of those huge police flashlights in his pants."
Dave had her tube top pulled down, playing with her nipples just as he'd seen Tom do. He kissed her neck, "And you wanted to...um, take it for a test drive?" he asked.
She panted, "I wouldn't...couldn't...but had you not come home when you did..." she turned and planted her mouth on his. "Fuck me," she breathed into his mouth, "I'm so fucking horny right now."
Dave pulled off her clothes noticing the residual red handprints on her tits and how wet she was. Without foreplay, he pushed her onto the kitchen table and slid easily into her tight pussy. "Tell me what would have happened if I called to tell you I was working late," he hissed into her ear.
"Nothing...nothing would have happened. I could never cheat on you," she protested.
"You're lying. His huge cock pressing against you? You made him hard, didn't you?" he said softly as he picked up the pace of his fucking.
"It wasn't on purpose...he...he grabbed me. I tried to stop him, told him not to but he's so strong," she panted.
"And you wouldn't have stopped him if he stripped you naked and bent you over this table, am I right?"
"No, he wouldn't do that...he's...yes he would and I wouldn't have been able to stop him...he would have taken my cunt as his, claimed me as his," she moaned. "I'm sorry...I never want to cheat on you."
"You'd want him to take you. Admit it, you want his huge cock splitting you in two," he said softly as he pounded her harder yet. He wet his thumb with her freely flowing juices before plunging it into her ass.
"I'd hate myself but yes...yes, I want his huge cock in me, his cum filling me up...aaaaaahhhhh, ffffuuuuuucckk!" she cried as she came more quickly than she'd ever had.
Dave ground hard against her humping pussy as she grunted with each thrust. She was mouthing something unintelligible, obviously thinking of Tom's cock as he pulled out and pressed the head against her slick ass. "Tell me the truth," he hissed into her ear as he felt the head pop into her rectum, "it's Tom's cock you're thinking of right now."
"No, no...never...just my husband, my husband's huge cock," she panted, her hand diving between her legs to rub her pussy. "I...fuck! Tom, you're so huge...your cock...cock's so fat!" she sputtered as Dave's entire 8 1/2 inches buried into her ass.
"Oh, God! Tom...please don't cum inside me, Dave will be home...he'll know I was fucked," she grunted. "I can't have cum leaking out of me when he gets home."
Dave was roughly grabbing her tits in the same way he'd seen Tom do earlier as he slammed into her ass.
***
He thought back to their first date when back at college...finally meeting her roommate Julia. At first, they'd been reserved with each other...feeling each other out, after all, she did have a boyfriend but when Julia and her boyfriend left them alone to go fuck in her bedroom, they kissed. They could easily hear the other couple through the thin walls and when Julia begged her boyfriend to fuck her ass, they both looked at the door and laughed.
"Is that something you'd say?" he'd asked her, "or are you more of a, 'lick my pussy,' type of girl?" he asked her. They'd fucked like rabbits at Daytona Beach, but the subject of anal never came up.
Angela laughed, "Maybe I'd beg you fuck my ass, maybe I wouldn't," she purred, "only one way to find out," she said as she undid his pants. He did find out. She sucked him hard, climbed on top, moaning happily as his cock filled up her pussy, then after cumming twice demanded it in her ass. She was riding him reverse cowgirl on the couch when her roommate and boyfriend came out to watch. Dave remembered rather than try to cover herself up, she'd opened her legs wider exposing her swollen pussy to the couple. She'd pulled his hand to her sopping slit begging him to 'rub her cunt.'
Julia stripped off her clothes and was rapidly rubbing her pussy watching. Dave was feeling the textures of Angela's fleshy folds while watching the girl across mimic his actions. He couldn't remember the boyfriend's name, but could clearly remember the sound of his voice.
"Go on. You know you want to," he'd said. "You told me you wanted to eat that pussy."
Julia had crawled over naked, pressing her mouth on Angela's cunt, eagerly licking. Dave's hands were again mauling those huge tits while Angela was now cumming over and over.
The rest of the night was a blur with Dave and the other guy swapping the two girls or sharing one or the other. It was the last time Angela had ever touched any other man besides him...until today.
***
Angela could feel Tom's hands on her tits, his cock in her ass as she rapidly frigged her pussy. She felt another orgasm cumming on as those huge balls repeatedly slapped against the back of her hand. She was thinking how strange it was that the last time she'd orgasmed this much was when she'd first met Dave. That night was the most incredible of her life and often wished they could repeat it. That was the last time she'd cum more than twice in a session...until now. "Oh fuck! Fuck me, Tom...fuck my married ass and cunt!" she cried out.



Dave wondered if she'd let Tom fuck her tomorrow, trying to think of an excuse to leave work early again so he could watch. The image of Angela's ass bouncing on the guy's cock back in college was as clear as if it were yesterday. He wanted to see that again...to see Tom's cock stretch her out. He remembered the guy's voice, deep and guttural as he came inside Angela that night.
Angela moaned as the fat cock in her ass slowed down before pressing deep inside her as Tom or was it Dave? came. It didn't sound like Dave...his grunts were deeper...more like Larry sounded when he'd fucked her whenever Julia went back home. She never told Dave as they were just starting to date so it wasn't as if it were cheating she rationalized. Plus, the actual sex wasn't as good as Larry just had an average cock, but he could last for an hour or more...but he was inventive and recovered in around 10 minutes.
She finally called it off after he'd taken her to a party at his frat house where it turned out she was the party...a 2-day party where she got no sleep unless you count the times she'd passed out orgasming. Coincidentally both Julia and Dave had gone back home for some reason which Larry made sure he took advantage of...his brothers also took advantage of. To this day she has no idea how many guys fucked her, but perhaps one to three every hour for 60 hours...She remembered the next Monday seeing Dave in one of their classes hoping he missed how stiffly she was walking and asking him how his parents were.
Dave sighed happily as he pulled his cock out of his wife's rectum. He patted her ass and staggered back. "I think we should take a quick shower, then I'm taking you out to dinner."
Angela stiffly stood up, "I need it...huge appetite worked up. What came over you?" she asked, "You haven't fucked me that hard since college," she said as she looked at the handprints on her breasts. "Not complaining, in fact, whatever came over you, don't lose it. I love it when you take charge like that."
Dave pulled on his pants, "I guess thinking about you being alone with a man with a 10" cock got me going. I know you were saying those things just to get me off, but in truth, if you wanted to, I wouldn't get angry."
"Really?" she asked. He'd never once shown any jealousy but she'd never actually given him reason to. She didn't want to ruin what they had but she thought back to how he sounded when he came in her ass. "You're serious, aren't you? Tell me, what were you thinking about, remembering when you came?" she looked intently at him, "be honest."
Dave blushed, "I had the image of you straddling Julia's boyfriend, his finger in your ass as he came inside you," he said softly, "You looked so fucking hot."
"Larry, his name was Larry. Why? Why did you like it so much?" she asked.
"I like seeing you happy and you looked so happy...so focused on him. It was as if Julia and I weren't even there. When you are being fucked, it looks like you don't even know where you are, all you can feel is the cock inside of you. I could be wrong, but that was what it looked like," he said as he pulled his wife close, "I want to see that again," he admitted.
Angela kissed her husband, "And you know I'd never let another man fuck me, let alone with you watching," she said sweetly, "so it would be a waste of your time to sneak home around 2 tomorrow and hide in the closet in our bedroom. I could never cheat on you even if Tom's cock is 2" bigger than yours," she purred. "I would never leave the bedroom window unlocked since any pervert could crawl in unnoticed."
Dave smiled, "and I think Gerald will need me to work until around 8 tomorrow night," he smiled.
***
"I have to work this weekend, have an issue if I clear my calendar and take a half-day off?" Dave asked Gerald, "I have some chores I hoped to knock off last weekend."
The older man laughed, "I know what you mean and I'd never suggest what you plan on doing is a chore."
When he drove by the house, he saw Tom's truck in the driveway. He parked on the street behind, came through the woods, and saw the bedroom window open a couple of inches. He climbed in and listened. He could hear their voices in the kitchen so he crept down the hallway and looked in.
Tom was showing Angela the part he'd replaced, "...the increased efficiency of the unit, for now, but in 5 or so years, you should think about replacing the unit. It's working fine now but these things usually only last 20 years," he said.
Angela was wearing less than she'd worn yesterday, a bikini top and what he thought were called boy shorts. Her camel toe and ass were clearly defined and if Tom didn't have ideas, he must be blind. But no move or suggestion was being made. Dave wondered if what he saw yesterday was an aberration and the man felt bad about it as he was nothing but professional.
Angela nodded standing with her back to the fridge, "Well, that's better than replacing it now. Also, I'm not sure if there's an issue with the vent in the bedroom, but it is never as cool as other parts of the house," she said. "Do you have time to look at it?"
Dave fled back to the bedroom, sliding into the closet leaving a gap of a couple of inches. He had an anticipatory pain in his stomach with what was about to occur. He had his pants around his ankles, his cock hardening in his hand as his with and Tom came into the room.
Angela smiled seeing the window now closed and glanced over to the closet. She knelt down to put a hand over the vent. "See? Feel this," she said.
Tom was staring at that ass, the tight slit he'd felt yesterday clearly defined. He internally moaned and knelt down next to her. "It feels normal to me, but maybe it's just the farthest room from the source. I'd recommend shutting the vents to half in other rooms with this vent open," he said. As she knelt back and looked at him, he could see her nipples poking out of her top, "and you must be feeling the cool air," he said as he pinched a nipple.
"Don't" Angela sighed, "Not here...not in the master bedroom," she sighed as she closed her eyes.
Tom pulled the string behind her neck letting the top fall down, "Why? You don't like this?" he asked as his pinching and pulling became harder.
"Ahhhh, yesss...I mean no," she panted. "Not here, not on our bed," she said standing up. Tom undid the string around her back as she stood, not covering up as it fell onto the floor.
Tom followed her, "Not on the bed? Why? It's the best place in the house," he said pushing her onto her back.
"No...my husband and I...oh, don't. Please don't take off my bottoms. I'll have nothing left to protect my virtue from your huge cock," she said, her eyes glued to the tent in his pants. She lifted her hips and then opened her legs after the man yanked off her tight shorts, her hand finding her wet slit. "Oh, God! Don't make me suck that thing...that huge fucking cock," she moaned as she rubbed her soaking pussy.
Tom pulled off all his clothes, stroking his growing cock as he took in the incredible naked beauty.
Dave's jaw dropped. He'd noticed Tom was a large man, but seeing him naked he felt almost tiny seeing the taut muscles, hairy chest, and firehose in his hand.
Tom considered licking that pussy, but hearing her beg to suck on his cock he climbed onto the bed to straddle her face. She was licking her lips as she was almost cross-eyed watching the plump head dangle in front of her mouth. He grinned seeing her wide-eyed look of disbelief on her face. "Aaaahhh, yesss," he sighed as her tongue flicked under the glans.
Dave couldn't believe how Angela had positioned herself, lying spread-eagled perfectly exposing her open legs towards the closet. That in itself was hot but it was the sight of the man's hairy ass above his wife's face, a huge pair of balls and a semi-hard cock already longer than Dave's own being lowered onto her face. He could not see her eyes, but her mouth was opening, and her tongue was eagerly exploring the large mushroom-shaped cap. He stroked his throbbing dick watching the first cock he'd ever seen bigger than his enter his wife's mouth. Then she was stroking the fat shaft as she took one ball and then the other into her mouth. What shocked him most was when she licked under his ballsack onto his dark anus. Then she took the cock back into her mouth.
Angela moaned as the fat head was pressed into her wide-open maw. Her jaw hurt already having to open her mouth so wide, but she savored the tasty fluids freely leaking into her mouth. His cock was now fully hard and so rigid Tom had to arch his back in order to drive the fleshy shaft down her throat. She bent her head back, straightening her neck as if she were a sword-swallower. She relaxed as the man began fucking her mouth, driving the shaft all the way down her throat.
Dave watched her gullet expand as the massive shaft plunged down her throat. He could hear her gag periodically and catch her breath but made no move to push him off
"Fuck!" he panted as the woman's lips wrapped around his cock and her throat opened up to accept his fat shaft. One hand was on his ass encouraging him to fuck her face, and another was playing with his balls. Janet never did more than suck on his head while stroking the shaft and he had no idea any woman could take even half let alone all of him. She wasn't struggling as he humped against her face, just making wet "Gluck, gluck, gluck," sounds as he buried his cock into her gullet.
Angela was cupping those huge balls as she felt her throat being bruised. She was considering pushing him off when he must have had the same idea. She gasped, sucking in air when he extracted his cock from her throat.
"Holy fuck!" he said, "You are the best cock-sucker I've ever met," he said as he crawled down to kiss her. He didn't mind the taste of his cock finding it arousing. He was between her legs, her hand stroking the slick shaft while working the fat head up and down her swollen slit. She knew Dave was watching, opening her leg wider so he could see clearly how aroused she was. "Fuck!" she said hoarsely, "you ruined my throat. I'll not be able to talk for a week."
"Sorry, I guess I couldn't help myself. No woman ever came close to taking even half of me," he sighed. "I had to stop fucking your mouth since I didn't want to cum yet."
"You want to fuck me...please don't," she panted as her lips opened up more and more as she pulled him in. "You'll ruin me, ruin my poor pussy," she panted as the man pressed against her opening hole. "Oooohhhhh, fuck!" she cried as the huge mass popped into her sopping hole.
Dave's hand was almost a blur as he stroked his cock, his unblinking eyes glued to the sight of his wife's cunt being stretched wider than he'd ever thought possible. Her ass was rising off the bed to meet the driving shaft and he watched in fascination as the slick purple shaft disappeared into her hole. He missed seeing him buried fully inside her as his massive ball-sack slapped against her ass with every stroke. Any worries he had about them hearing him jerking off was not an issue with the loud wet slapping sounds of flesh against flesh, Tom's deep grunts, and Angela's low moans.
Angela felt herself getting close and gripped the muscular ass as she was being hit in places she'd never felt before. Her nipples were scraping against his hairy chest and his weight was restricting her breathing. Rather than make her feel claustrophobic, it was incredibly arousing.
Dave knew the signs and watched as Angela screamed out she was cumming, her fingers buried in the man's ass as she writhed beneath him. He couldn't hold back himself and grabbed the hem of a dress hanging next to him and exploded into it.
Tom felt his balls begin the welcome ache as the woman went limp under him. He was freely pounding her tight cunt listening to her guttural grunts. As he neared cumming he moaned, "I'm going to cum, I...oh shit!" he moaned.
Angela gripped his ass, "don't...don't cum inside me," she panted. "I can't have cum inside me when Dave gets home...oh fuck!" she cried out as she felt the hot sperm splatter against her cervix.
Dave could see creamy fluids spilling out around the fat shaft with each powerful thrust, pooling onto the sheets. Now he could see his cock buried fully inside her as his balls had tightened up as he came. Angela had raised her knees up as if to capture as much of the man's cum as possible, her asshole glistening with all the juices flowing out. The man seemed to cum forever but finally let out a satisfied groan and collapsed next to the naked married woman.
Angela stroked the man's back and sighed happily. "You should get dressed before Dave gets home. I'd hate for him to catch you here," she sighed.
Tom looked at her and chuckled, "I saw the note on the fridge, 'Working late, be home around 8,'" he smiled at her, "You trying to get rid of me? Just fuck me and kick me out?" he asked looking at the clock. "As I see it," he looked at where they were still joined, "or rather as I feel it, you don't want me to leave yet."
Angela was slowly humping against the semi-hard cock, "Shit! I was hoping you didn't see that so I have time to wash the sheets, but you don't listen to me anyhow."
"You mean, 'don't undress me,' 'don't fuck my pussy,'? You sure have a way of saying don't and making it sound like, 'please,'." he grinned. He fingered the slick asshole, "Tell me not to fuck your ass."
"Oohhh, God. Don't fuck my poor ass....my tight asshole," she panted feeling him get hard inside her. "Don't open the drawer on the left side of the bed to get the lube," she said smiling at the man.
Dave was about to get hard again but realized his bladder was full. He looked at the shelf holding shoes and grabbed a waterproof boot. As he emptied his bladder he watched Angela get onto her hands and knees before pressing her chest onto the bed. 'The fucker was fully hard again, Dave thought, How? How could anyone recover that fast?' Tom was applying the gel onto his cock before crawling onto the bed and preparing the cute ass.
***
Dave had jerked off three times when Tom finally finished fucking his wife. He had the idle thought if they'd be repeating this in the future he'd need a chair or at least a stool in the closet. He was now lying back against some clothes listening to Tom and his wife leave the room, Angela still naked as she saw the man out.
"Oh," Angela said hoarsely as they got back to the kitchen "How much do I owe you for the A/C service?"
Tom laughed, "I think I'll write this off. I think you covered whatever the cost would have been."
"Ok. I hope Dave doesn't ask why you did this for free," she smiled. She felt her ass and pussy, "Wow. My pussy is bruised, my ass is killing me and I probably should rest my voice for a week. You're mean," she sighed. "I can't imagine how I'll feel when the unit needs replacing."
"Yeah, it's a three-person job that takes two days so you might have to send Dave out of town when that happens," he laughed.
Dave looked at the bed seeing multiple pools of cum and pulled on his clothes. He heard the kitchen door close and the truck start up in the driveway. He sat on the bed waiting for Angela to come back in when he saw a text come in on her phone. He picked it up to read it, "Thank you, thank you, thank you. I owe you! I am so happy you let Tom do that!!!!!" Janet had typed. Then another came in, "Now, you need to convince Dave to fuck me. I need cock...a cock that doesn't damage me." He looked up as Angela came in looking nervous.
"Did you arrange this with Janet?" he asked holding up the phone.
"Oh crap. It was her idea. They never have sex...at least no fucking. She can't handle Tom's...cock. She wanted him to be happy and I'd mentioned I loved huge cocks," she blushed. "You ok with this?" she asked.
Dave thought about the little pixie, hot, cute with perfect breasts, and nodded, "I'd be thinking of you the whole time, but I could do it." he smiled.
***
Angela and Dave ended up purchasing a large house with Janet and Tom. In every way, they were independent married couples except at night when Tom spent most nights with Angela and Dave slept with Janet. Both Tom and Janet were finally able to experience regular sexual satisfaction. It also became a regular event for the couples to watch each other, getting aroused before joining in. Other times, the two guys sat and watched as Angela and Janet got intimate, the contrast between the two extremely arousing leading to the couples going all night afterward.
Every once in a while, Dave and Angela got together to have sex, feeling as if they were cheating on their usual partners but needing it to share their love, but not a single bit of jealousy on the part of anyone.
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This story was prompted by Jennifer who outlined the plot. I hope my weak attempt at fleshing out the outline met her expectations, but this was a fun plot and many thanks to Jennifer for inspiring it.
* * *
"Fudge!" Cayley exclaimed. "Why? This makes no sense," she spat tossing down the letter.
"What? For God's sake, why can't you say 'fuck' like everyone else? Let me see that," Emily came over to look at the letter her cousin received. "What the fuck?" she said, "Going into your senior year they decided to reject your student loan application? What are you going to do?" she asked. "Crap, Cayley. You can't drop out. Fuck!" She came over and hugged her cousin, her best friend.
"I guess I'll take that job mom suggested over at the hand tools plant. They pay well and after a couple of years of saving I can finish up," she sighed.
"I'd suggest we go out, get you drunk and laid, but sadly you just don't do that sort of thing," Emily sighed. She paused and looked at the cute blonde, "I know you'll say no, but what if you ask dad...not for money but a loan? We know you'll pay it back and whatever interest the fucking bank would charge you, I know dad would happily match that."
Cayley shook her head, "I know you love your dad and all that but, I don't know. The way he looks at me creeps me out. I know he's your father and you don't see this side of him but..."
"No, you're right. Mom divorced him because he can't keep his dick in his pants. He's...I guess he's who he is, but he's got so much money you should just see what he says," Emily sighed. "I want you to stay. My senior year would suck without you at graduation. It would feel empty if you don't stand with me."
Cayley and Emily grew up together, vacationed together, and were seemingly in the same classes at the same schools but couldn't have been more different. Emily was a total extrovert living in the moment, loving the spotlight, while Cayley always lived in the peripheries, thinking of the future and rarely making snap decisions.
Outside of both being white girls, they again were almost opposites. The dark-haired Cayley had deep brown eyes, a Mediterranean complexion, large pendulous breasts, and a full ass. Blonde, willowy Emily had sparkling blue eyes, perky small breasts, and a tight ass set on narrow hips. More than once Emily would come up behind the well-built girl, cup her breasts and sigh, "I just want to know what these would feel like on me."
Socially, neither girl ever had a steady boyfriend, but not for the same reasons. Emily enjoyed brief, erotic flings with a variety of boys, open to anything, anywhere. It was not unusual for her to have two dates lined up on the same day..one in the afternoon, one in the evening. Cayley was holding out...not exactly saving herself but holding out for a boy who loved her and she loved back, but every boy so far was overly physical, more interested in her body rather than her person, and rarely went past a single date.
The one time that Emily took Cayley to a bar to pick up guys...actually just one guy. A guy who'd break down Cayley's resistance...break her cherry. She'd finally agreed to wear a top she's borrowed from Emily, low-cut without a bra. She could barely breathe it was so tight and just about every guy came over putting moves on Cayley while Emily felt like a third wheel. In the end, though, it was Emily that went home with one of the guys while Cayley left on her own. The result was Cayley felt something intriguing inside her realizing she was somewhat of an exhibitionist.
That night was the first time Cayley touched herself. She was lying in bed remembering the dozens of pairs of eyes looking at her breasts, or more specifically her nipples. The more they looked the harder they seemed to get causing more boys to look. She explored them with her fingers sending a shock wave straight down to her groin. She hoped Emily wasn't home as she let out a loud groan, surprising herself. She felt strange as if she had a chemical imbalance...on top of which, her pussy was sopping. Thinking about the cold shower cliché, she decided to take one which calmed her down considerably.
"It doesn't hurt to call," Emily said, "the man has the money and he should help family," she said as she picked up her phone.
"You don't have to..." Cayley protested.
Emily held up a finger, "Dad, how are you? No, I'm fine...close, I don't need any but Cayley does. She got rejected for her student loan...I know, it sucks, but anyhow she's just a year away from her..."
Cayley sat down as her cousin disappeared down the hall. She had a glimmer of hope coupled with dread. Hope that Uncle Charley would lend her the money and dread what strings would be attached. He'd never done anything overt but she shuddered remembering the leer on his face last summer when she came out wearing a borrowed two-piece suit to their pool. She stood as her grinning cousin hopped down the hall.
"He said yes, or actually, he has a job for you so you won't even have to pay him back!" she cried.
"Job?" Cayley looked confused, "He's retired. What job?" Charles Wallace retired at 45 after making a series of fortuitous investments.
"He needs a maid. Remember Maria? She's retiring next month and he was just about to post a listing...I told him you'd be perfect," she looked happily around their apartment. "I mean, um, I'm sort of a slob and you really keep this place looking great, plus you do all the cooking, laundry...do I do anything?" she asked.
Cayley shook her head, "you provide the valuable service of making sure one of us parties and entertains boys," she chuckled. "Those penises won't take care of themselves."
"Damn straight," the girl laughed, "I could use your help in that regard, I mean, you don't have to fuck them, you could just give them handjobs, ever hear of a fluffer?" she chuckled.
Cayley shook her head, "It sounds easy enough, but a handjob will lead to them asking for a blowjob...and no way am I putting something that gross in my mouth. Then they'll tell me how good it would feel to put it inside...you know, just for a bit..." she said feeling that strange chemical thing again. "Anyhow, that's your thing. I'll focus on studying." She thought about being a maid and the idea wasn't half bad. She enjoyed cleaning and cooking. She liked things neat. She had a thought, "Oh. How much? I mean, did Uncle Charley say how much he'll pay me?"
Emily smiled, "A lot! $1,000 a week plus extra for events."
"Events? What events?" she asked but the thought of 12 weeks of work was almost the amount of the loan she'd applied for. "What did you tell him?"
Emily held out the phone, "That you'd let him know. Should I hit his number?"
Cayley held out her hand.
* * *
"Little Cayley!" Uncle Charley smiled at the girl standing on the porch, her suitcase beside her. "Or rather, 'Not-so little Cayley!'" he corrected himself, his eyes focussed on the large chest.
"Hi, Uncle Charley," the girl sighed as the man pulled her into a tight hug that lasted a bit longer than normal familial hugs. She had been bracing herself for his comments, leers, and frequent touches, but a thou a week is a thou a week. 'Does that make me a whore?' she wondered. He finally let her go and ushered her into the house.
Charles looked at his niece marveling that she could possibly have remained a virgin with all the horny college boys around her. He thought back to what Emily had told her and felt an anticipatory throbbing in his groin. She'd said that Cayley was a horny slut at heart and just needed the right man to open her up to reveal her true self. That she'd end up thanking him and her resistance was nothing more than a game.
"Come in. Let me show you your room," he smiled as they headed down the hall. 'This is going to be a great summer,' he thought, 'to be alone with the sexiest girl around.'
Cayley followed him, rolling her suitcase while looking around. The house was immaculate and she wondered what would be required to earn $1,000 a week.
"Here you are," he held out an arm. There are fresh towels in the bathroom, the sheets are fresh and your uniforms are hanging in the closet."
Cayley stopped and looked questioningly at her uncle. She looked at her jeans and tee-shirt, "Uniform? I can't just wear, you know, normal clothes?" she asked.
"Emily didn't tell you?" he looked pissed, "Of course, she didn't. I told her that I'd either pay $500 a week or if you agreed to fulfill a stupid fantasy of mine, $1,000 a week if you'd wear a French maid's costume. I actually went out and purchased a bunch of them when she told me you'd be thrilled...I'll kill her. You have no idea how much they set me back." he sighed.
Cayley looked at the closet. "Are they...?" After he nodded she went over, opened the door, and looked. There was a row of short black and white dresses...though calling them dresses was an overstatement. She pulled one out and held it up to her chest and looked in the mirror. She had one-peise bathing suits longer than this. She looked at her uncle and back at the mirror. "Um, I don't think this will cover my butt so you'd see my panties," she said softly. '$500 more per week so he can see her panties? Shit!' she thought.
"Well, about that," he said going over to the dresser, "No panties." He held up a tiny thong. "Look, I'm sorry Emily didn't tell you and if you don't want to, it's fine," he said sounding like it wasn't fine at all.
Cayley sighed, 'What the hell. He's seen me in the ridiculously tiny bikini of Emily's and it is $500 more per week...$6,000 for showing a bit of skin?' she thought. She went over, and took the thong from her uncle, "Go. I need to change. I assume you'll want lunch?" she asked. There was that stirring inside her again, but this time she avoided touching her nipples.
Charles had to adjust himself as he closed the door. It had been a fantasy of his for some years and when Maria said she'd be retiring, he wondered how to go about getting a replacement maid who'd make his fantasy a reality. It never occurred to him that Cayley would be the girl to fulfill that fantasy. He went into the living room and picked up the book he'd been reading before his niece arrived.
Cayley tried to pull down the frilly hem but her bare ass was totally exposed and all that did was expose her bra-covered breasts. She'd need a strapless bra with smaller cups. She was also aware that the top was translucent and her flesh-colored bra was clearly visible. It occurred to her that this was meant to be worn sans bra. On top of that, the thong wasn't very comfortable, cutting into her crotch and feeling strange wedged between her ass cheeks. At least her bush was trimmed so no stray hairs were peeking out. She gritted her teeth and headed for the door. 'In for a penny, in for a pound, as they say...or for $500...'
"Wow!" Charles stood as the girl came into the living room. "I didn't think they were that short, but I love it!" he sighed. "Turn around."
Cayley was blushing furiously wondering if it would be less humiliating being completely naked as he felt his eyes on her white ass-cheeks. She turned back, "Lunch? What do you feel like?" she asked before questioning the phrasing. She knew what he felt like having and sighed, "What do you feel like having for lunch?"
Charles sighed, "Um...it's not right. This is not supposed to be worn with a bra. I mean, I can see the bra straps which spoils the effect."
Cayley looked down in panic, "but..."
"I know. I'll tell you what, I'll make it $1,100 a week if you accommodate me on this." He saw her hesitate, "$1,200."
Cayley nodded and went back to her bedroom. 'This is going to be a long summer,' she thought. Pulling down the top on the outfit was easy and after taking off the bra and rearranging the top she moaned. 'Emily would be a better candidate for this. I never realized how dark my nipples are,' she thought. She might as well be topless as her creamy-white breasts and chocolate-colored nipples were barely hidden beneath the sheer material. 'Oh, hell,' she thought. 'You knew he'd get me to lose the bra sooner or later...hell, how soon before he wants me to do the housework naked. She remembered her mom telling her before she had her she'd always done the housework naked, but thought it inappropriate after having a kid.
Charles stood and nodded, "very nice. Ok, I was thinking a sandwich would be good. You'll join me, by the way. You might be the maid but you're family," he said as he headed for the kitchen.
'This might not be so bad after all,' she thought, 'no leering, no suggestive comments...though I hope there's a lock on my bedroom door.'
After lunch, Cayley did some laundry, vacuumed, and did light dusting while her uncle read his book. She'd expected something humiliating, but he checked her out periodically without making any moves on her.
The following two weeks were uneventful, a basic routine was established which allowed Cayley to relax. Her nipples seemed to always be sensitive and she spent more time washing her crotch every morning as it seemed to feel really good. She found the outfit was actually comfortable as it was a warm summer and the thin material and tiny garment were welcomed...except for the times she went to get the paper or the mail. She looked out to ensure no one was around before going out, but periodically a car drove by, slowing down to check her out. Then there were the deliveries and Uncle Charley expected her to answer the door every time. Well, not totally comfortable. She couldn't get used to the butt floss they called a thong. It was just a weird feeling.
Charles jerked off every night thinking about the nubile young girl...woman down the hall and even though Emily swore if he forced himself on her she'd respond enthusiastically, he couldn't bring himself to do that. He'd rarely seen any woman with such perfect curves in all the right places. Huge plump breasts, wide hips with a full ripe ass just made for fucking but he wasn't going to ruin the level of comfort she'd attained with her near-nudity. He lay there wondering if she'd go along for the next event.
* * *
"Morning, Uncle Charley. I made waffles, here's your coffee. Have a seat," the girl smiled.
Charles sat and looked at those perfect tits, unconsciously licking his lips. "Oh, by the way, did Emily mention I might need you for some events?"
"She mentioned it, what event?" she asked.
"Oh, good. I'll pay you extra, obviously, but tonight I'm having some guys over to play poker. You ok with that?" he asked.
Cayley looked down, "Um, wearing this? I don't know," she stammered.
Charles chuckled, "No...it's something else. First of all it's more of a barmaid's outfit, second, it's red which should look great on you...and, well...would you like to see it?" he asked.
Cayley nodded nervously. His tone wasn't as positive as he tried to make it, but she could always say no.
Uncle Charley came back with the tiny garment on a hanger. "Go try this on and, just so you know, you don't wear anything under it. Oh, and if you agree, I'd pay you $500."
"Nothing underneath? No thong?" she asked.
Uncle Charley shrugged, "It will ruin the effect. If you don't want to do this I have a girl who I normally call...no pressure. The guys like her, but I'd rather give you the money. Think about this, it's quite revealing but you're not there to have sex with anyone, and also, you'll probably never see these guys again."
Looking in the mirror she groaned. The money would help...help a lot, but could she possibly? If she dressed like this in front of the kids at school, they'd always look at her remembering, but as Uncle Charley said, she'll never see these guys again.
The tiny red garment looked like it was designed for an elf...a slutty elf. Chest exposed, just a lacy criss-cross strap that lifted her large creamy breasts making them jut unnaturally out. Below that was a tight corset with a tiny flare that mimicked a skirt just above her hips. All attention would be focused on her dark nipples and her almost black patch of pubic hair but there was nothing to be done about that short of shaving and that wasn't happening. She shrugged her shoulders and headed for the door.
"You look incredible!" Uncle Charley said. "The guys will love you, plus Cheryl makes a lot on tips when we have poker night here. You'll clean up." He looked at the girl wishing he were a different guy...a guy who'd force himself on her, but she wasn't just his niece, she was one of the sweeter people he'd ever met. What was Emily thinking and why would she want him to force himself on her friend?
* * *
"Get the door, won't you?" Charles asked. "The guys must be arriving." He watched the girl's incredible ass flexing as she trotted over to the front door. 'The guys are going to go nuts over her,' he thought, 'Cheryl's cute and all that, but her B cups couldn't compare to Cayley's Es...Fs? Fuck! And her ass...what I'd give to...' he sighed loudly causing Cayley to turn around.
"Are you Ok? That sounded bad," she asked as she reached for the door handle.
"No, sorry. I just realized I need to go to my room since I forgot my cash. Go on, get the door. I'll be back," he said.
Cayley opened the door and stepped back as five men stepped inside. All looked her over before putting out their hands and introducing themselves. She memorized their names, Moe, Derek, Vic, Lance, and Bobby. Uncle Charley told her they were good tippers and knowing their names should help.
Can I get you gentlemen anything? Moe, Uncle Charley says you like Jack Daniels, Derek you want a beer, preferably an IPA. We have Stone, Racer 5...Ok, Racer 5. Vic, a gin and tonic if I remember right. Lance and Bobby, single malts, Isley for you, Lance, Highlands for you, Bobby."
She smiled as the men all had pleased looks that she knew their tastes and went to get the six drinks. She knew Uncle Charley liked mojitos and had a pitcher in the fridge at all times.
The men seated themselves around the table, looking over at the girl whenever she went by, but when Charles asked she put on some music and she had to bend over to access the controls, the room went completely silent.
Cayley felt more exposed than she'd ever in her life as she bent over with her ass up in the air, her aroused pussy right there in front of six pairs of eyes.
Charles chuckled, "Now you can see why I've been staying at home a lot. Between golfing or tennis and the views I have here at home...well, you get it," he laughed.
Cayley stood up blushing as the music came on, "Can I get anyone anything else?" she asked sweetly, "Something not down at floor level? Or did you want me to bend over again?"
"Yes, please," all six men said at once.
"I was kidding, but..." she saw their eager looks, "ok, but this is the one time," she said softly. She turned, opened her stance, and bent over, looking at the men from between her legs. 'If Emily could see me now,' she thought. Three of the men were doing something with their crotches as she stood back up. "Ok, let me know if you need snacks or more drinks," she said.
They kept her busy all night and as they had more to drink, the touches began followed by playfully pulling her onto their laps. Cayley felt slickness between her inner thighs and had a feeling she'd never really felt before...almost regret when they each let her go after just a few exploratory feels. On one of her trips to the kitchen, she looked in the hallway mirror and was shocked to see her dark hair was a mess, red marks on her breasts and ass. Even Uncle Charley who'd assiduously never touched her or made any lewd comments joined in. The other shock was how she reacted. Never once did she slap their hands away or admonish them, rather she teased the men by dropping things on the floor and either squatting down or bending over slowly to pick things up. And her breasts. She found the more she rubbed them on the men, the happier they were.



Finally, it was time to go and Charles looked at his friends questioningly. "Cayley, I don't think Vic, Bobby, or Derek are in any shape to drive. Think you can take the Mercedes and give them a ride home? No one lives that far but just to be safe."
She agreed with Uncle Charley and nodded, "If you don't mind me saying so, none of them are in any shape to drive," she said looking at the eyes attempting to focus. "I'll go change."
"No!" all the men said at once.
"No need. I mean, you're not getting out of the car and it's a warm night." Vic said, "We'll be good. We won't touch you...much, but we're not rapists or anything."
The drive wasn't that far and it was only about a half-hour to drop everyone off. She did have to get out of the car as each man demanded a hug and a kiss before slipping her some bills. By the time she dropped Lance off and felt his stiff rod against her, she had an image she'd never had before, of her on her knees putting his cock in her mouth. 'What would it taste like?' she wondered before pulling herself together. Lance was the least drunk but asked her to walk her to the door so he didn't stumble. His arm was around her cupping her breast and gave her another kiss before looking at her.
"Fuck!" he sighed, "I'll be hard all night thinking about you," he sighed. "Goodnight," he said before putting the key in the door.
When she got back to Uncle Charley's house, she looked around but didn't see him. The lights were on in the back so she went out onto the patio.
"Any issues? They probably all could have walked, but the odds of that were probably as good as them not laying a hand on you," he said from the hot tub. "Join me?" he asked.
Cayley was tired and wanted to go to bed as waiting on the men all night had left her exhausted, but she thought about the soothing hot water. "Sure, I'll go get my suit," she said turning.
Charles laughed, "For what? Modesty?" he pointed to her exposed crotch and tits. "Just lose that and climb in."
Sighing, she nodded, "Yeah, well I guess there's nothing left to be modest about." She unzipped and then dropped the tight outfit on the concrete, taking in a welcome breath. She rubbed her breasts and ribcage finally free of the tight garment. "Aaaaahhh," she sighed as she slipped into the water. "Why haven't we used this before?" she asked. She felt aching in her arms and shoulders and flexed them as she settled in.
He watched her intently. He'd seen most of her for days but fully naked she was amazing. Her breasts, ass, and crotch had never seen the sun, and the stark contrast between her almost olive skin and her almost white bikini area made his cock throb eagerly. "Too hot. I'm out here every night during the fall and winter, but most days it's just too warm. Come here...sore?" he asked.
Cayley nodded and waded over. Uncle Charley hadn't made a single move on her so she just slightly hesitated, in the back of her mind wondering if she weren't appealing to him as he'd made no moves at all. Wasn't she sexy enough, she wondered? His strong hands worked the tight muscles on her back, shoulders, and arms, and was so into it she initially wasn't aware of the hard shaft pressed against her ass.
Charles felt those firm cheeks wrapping around his cock, the girl's movements obviously teasing him, or so he thought. She sighed when he cupped her breasts and played with her nipples so he pulled her higher onto his lap, his cock now pressed against her virgin hole. Her eyes were closed and her breath was coming out in short gasps.
Cayley had never felt anything like these feelings. Her nipples were screaming close to agony, but not really agony...unless it was the good kind. So much pleasure it shot straight down to her throbbing pussy. And when his fingers found their way between her legs she let out a loud gasp. Suddenly she felt herself being lifted, a fat mass pressing against her vulva, opening her up and she came to her senses. "Uncle Charley, no...please I'm...oh shit!" she spat as he pushed her body down onto his huge erection. "No, no, no, nooooo," she panted as the sharp pain hit and then receded. As he roughly raised and lowered her onto his cock she wondered how to resist in this position. 'I'm being fucked...fucked,' she thought as if trying to accept the reality.
Then she realized Uncle Charley was no longer gripping her hips but was now pulling on her nipples and she was raising and lowering herself. 'No wonder Emily loved sex, being fucked so much,' she thought. Without thinking she turned her head and kissed her uncle, slipping a tongue into his mouth. Her hips were more rapidly grinding on his rigid shaft which was tantalizingly hitting her clit. She pulled off his cock, turned around to face him then gripped the hard shaft and lowered herself onto him. Her lips locked on his as the roiling water bubbled around them. She felt things inside her that she couldn't describe and was grinding her clit against his erection until he grabbed her and held her down as he let out a long moan.
Charles hadn't had sex since Cayley arrived other than jerking off and coupled with the four mojitos he couldn't hold back. He plunged deep inside the girl and exploded. One hand was gripping her huge breast, the other her ass as he jerked cum inside her. When he finished he collapsed back letting out a low groan. His head was spinning from the long-awaited release, satisfaction flowing through him but the girl's voice begging him to stop echoed in the back of his head.
Cayley came to her senses and pulled off his softening cock before wading over to the other side of the tub. She felt dizzy and put her head down on the concrete shaking inside from the unresolved arousal. Then, feeling deep shame that she enjoyed being taken like that, climbed out without looking at her uncle. She bent over to pick up the red garment, and without drying off padded naked to her room.
Charles watched her, both intrigued by the creamy white ass glowing in the moonlight and ashamed he'd just raped his niece...his sister's daughter. 'Fuck, fuck, fuck!' he muttered. He had no idea what to do. He couldn't go and hold her, tell her it was alright. He took her without her consent...she said no, she told him, no, but she wasn't given a choice. He recalled how firmly he pushed her onto his cock and how glorious it felt.
He slept little that night, going through the various scenarios. Cayley gone when he got up, perhaps to the police, perhaps home; the girl distraught, considering suicide; bad image after bad image going through his head. 'Oh, to go back in time,' he wished. He looked at the clock and sighed. Time to face the music, time to own up to his terrible act. If she wanted to call the police, he'd not stop her...there'd be no trial as he'd plead guilty. He hoped the girl was alright as he'd grown to really like her innocence and fun personality.
He smelled bacon as he approached the kitchen and saw Cayley wearing her maid's outfit making breakfast. Nothing looked different. Her perfect creamy ass was still exposed and he fought the memory of his hands on those cheeks. Maybe this wasn't so bad after all. "Morning," he said lamely.
Cayley went over, poured a cup of coffee, and handed it to him, "The eggs are almost ready. Have a seat, the paper is on the breakfast table."
Charles desperately wanted to say something like, 'Want to talk about last night?' or 'Are you ok?' or 'I feel terrible forcing myself on you like that, there's no excuse,' but he just nodded and sat down. At least she didn't run off or call the police. He sat and studied the girl.
Cayley's brain was in turmoil. She never actually trusted Uncle Charles and had locked her bedroom door every night expecting what happened in the hot tub, but as disgusted as she was that an old guy like that...her uncle even would be her first she couldn't forget the incredible feelings. Last night she crawled into bed naked and tried to touch herself as Uncle Charles's penis did. Nothing she did felt even remotely the same. She got little sleep as her dreams were more erotic, more arousing than her weak attempts at masturbating. She felt like she was going to explode so she turned the heat off the eggs.
She turned and looked at her uncle, "I'm not happy with you," she said. "How could you?"
" I... I couldn't help..."
She came over to him, "How could you force your penis inside me like that! How could you take me without warning?" she glared at the man, "but mostly how could you finish so quickly? I felt something, something that felt urgent, something I needed and you just came so fast," she said sadly.
Charles stepped back stunned. She wasn't traumatized but disappointed. "I, I thought I saw you crying or sobbing," he stood and pulled her close, "I'm so sorry to have...look, it wasn't normal me."
Cayley felt shame grow inside her, "I was dizzy...panting. I never felt anything like that. It was as if I ran a mile or something. I went to bed and tried to...never mind," she sighed. "I've been scared since I arrived you'd try something like that...knew you would in fact. I even locked my bedroom door every night but knew that was stupid as I pranced around almost naked in front of you every day. I knew when I climbed naked into the hot tub you'd try something but I thought I could say no and you'd stop...but you didn't. When I said 'no' it seemed you wanted to...fuck me even more."
Charles put his face in his hands, "God! I'm so stupid. I should have listened, I heard you but you're so...fuck! That's no excuse," he said. He plopped down in his chair, his legs feeling weak.
"It hurt...a lot when you popped my cherry," she said softly, "but that faded, and how it felt after that I can't put into words. Maybe incredible? I lay in bed trying to get the feeling back and actually left the door unlocked hoping you'd come in to apologize. I...I was even thinking I'd suck your cock to get you hard," she said in almost a whisper. She was looking down at him, her stance opened up.
"What?" he asked. It was then that he noticed she wasn't wearing the thong with the maid's outfit. Her dark patch of pubic hair could have been the thong. He could smell her arousal so he pulled her towards his lips. He kissed her damp pubes before standing and holding her. "I can make you feel like that and make it even better," he whispered in her ear.
Cayley felt him grow against her crotch and pressed into the hardness. "You won't finish too fast?" she asked. She stepped back and unzipped the maid's outfit letting it fall to the floor.
Charles lifted the girl onto the kitchen counter and then knelt between her legs. She looked shocked and weakly tried to push his head away as he pressed his face against her folds. His first close-up look at the girl's sex and he wasn't disappointed. Her tight labia framed by soft pubic hair smelled great as he kissed all around her moistening slit. Her hands moved from his forehead to the back of his head as she put her feet up on the counter, legs splayed wide.
Cayley sighed and leaned back feeling the first set of lips on her pussy. "Oh, wow!" she moaned as she felt his tongue come out to taste her. She was glad she'd just showered and felt him parting her labia. It wasn't his cock, but it felt 100 times better than her fingers felt last night.
The girl was getting wetter as he probed her hole. Her pelvis was rocking against him as he widened his attention. She gasped and gently pulled his face into her as he found her plump clit, then her reaction surprised him when he licked across her perineum to her puckered bud. She let out a soft moan and raised her ass off the counter. 'The little slut loves anal,' he thought, 'Something to explore later.' He licked her ass a bit then moved back to her clit. She let out another gasp when he sucked her nub between his lips then cried out as he flicked his tongue on her sex.
"Oh, fuck!" she gasped, "Stop...stop. I'm close and I want to cum with your cock inside me. Fuck me...please fuck me," she panted.
Charles stood up and grabbed a dishcloth, wiped his face then picked the girl up and carried her into the living room. He tossed the giggling girl onto the couch who opened her legs wide as she landed.
Cayley felt a rush go through her seeing the fat fleshy rod sticking out from the man's body and pointing right at her...for her. She found it strange that her excitement was caused by the thought of being speared...stabbed by what looked to be 8" of pulsing penis. "Oh, fuck...yes," she gasped as he easily slid inside her. She had the idle thought that she hoped she was tight like men liked, but that was soon replaced with the growing ache inside her.
Charles let himself be pulled onto the beautiful naked girl who wrapped her arms and legs around him, her pelvis rocking up to meet his thrusts. He remembered how great a kisser she was thinking back to last night. Her tongue was against his as if she wanted to devour him, her loud moans vibrating through his mouth. He reached between their bodies to grab a tit, her erect nipples scraping against his palms.
Cayley was feeling that ache grow stronger and stronger. It was centered somewhere in her uterus while the man's rough hands on her breasts sent electrical shocks down her body. Her pelvis had a mind of its own meeting the man's assault on her vagina. The ache was becoming painful and she wondered if he was damaging her, but something told her the longer she bore this the better whatever happened next would be. She felt something burst inside her and the room spun out of control.
Charles could tell she was close as she stopped kissing him and threw her head back. Her hips were grinding hard against him as he held her tight.
"Motherfucking hell!" she screamed as what felt like all the nerves in her body being triggered at once....or rather, something deep inside her lower stomach sending out lightning bolts.
Cayley's body jerked and spasmed beneath him for the longest time. He was starting to wonder if she was alright when she went completely limp, her eyes opened and she smiled up at him.
"Motherfucker..." she sighed softly, "I never knew...never thought..." she then guided his hips so he'd resume fucking her.
Charles was now pumping into her with purpose and she had her hands on his ass, a pleased smile on her face. His balls had been aching but seeing the flushed beauty below him, her breasts flopping with each thrust he felt himself getting close. "Cayley, I'm going to cum. I should have asked last night, but are you on the pill, or is it safe?"
She shook her head, "It's probably alright," she sighed, "But cum inside me. I'm afraid I wasn't paying attention last night and I'd like to feel it."
Charles looked down at those huge tits as he fucked her moist tight pussy and felt a rush seeing her eager look. He wondered if she'd start sleeping in his bed every night, having access to a body that he'd just dreamt of and felt his release. "Oh fuck, uhhh, uhhh, uhh, uhhh, oh God!" he spat as he emptied his balls inside her unprotected pussy.
Cayley stroked his back after he collapsed onto her. "You're a lot better at making love than you are at rape," she chuckled, "but that might have been the only way we'd have been here," she sighed happily.
"Emily was right," Charles mumbled.
Cayley looked at him, "Emily was right about what?" She said. "You discussed my sex life with Emily?"
Charles groaned, "Shit! I shouldn't have said anything. Emily told me you were too uptight and needed cock to loosen you up. She told me you'd resist but it was all an act and you are a very passionate person that a good fuck will bring out," he said softly. "Basically, she told me you'd love it if I forced myself on you."
"That bitch!" Cayley spat. "I told her...told her over and over, I wasn't looking for casual sex, I wanted it to be with a boy or man I love."
"You don't love me?" Charles said looking shocked.
"I do now. Until..this, I liked you, but love? You have to admit," she pointed to the black and white garment on the floor, "it is a bit pervy to have your 21-year-old niece dress up like a slut and prance around you all day."
"Wait! You prance?" he asked. "Damn! I missed that. I'll bet those tits of yours are amazing when you prance."
Cayley slapped her uncle's ass and pushed him off her onto the floor. "No prancing unless you promise we can do this again...and soon," she smiled. She stepped over him as she climbed off the couch. She looked down at the cushion, "Damn. Ok, after I finish breakfast I'll get the carpet cleaner out."
She stopped and looked serious again, "Um, shit! I have to ask," she slid a finger across her pussy, "am I ok...good? I mean I've heard guys say a girl is tight or not so..." she blushed.
Charles stood up, "Fuck! You have nothing to worry about. Best pussy I've fucked in decades...perhaps best ever," he said as he hugged her.
"Oh good. I guess I couldn't do much about it anyhow but I just was wondering."
* * *
Charles looked at Cayley as she was finishing the dinner dishes and came up behind her, "I was thinking. The morning sun is a lot nicer in the master bedroom and you might want to sleep there," he suggested as he stroked her breasts.
Cayley turned and kissed the man, "I'd like that. The guest bedroom is a bit dark in the morning. On that note, we should go to the pharmacy and pick up either condoms or birth control pills. I have a feeling the next 10 weeks we'll be risking a pregnancy...one that might not be looked fondly on."
"If you insist," he sighed, "But they're coming out of your pay. Oh, you have a piece of mail, looks like Donna forwarded this." It struck him how much Cayley looked like his sister, but that makes sense as they are mother/daughter.
"What the hell? It's the bank. What do they want now..." she opened the letter and read it. She looked stunned and ran back to her room leaving Charles looking curious. He rushed down the hall hearing his niece scream.
"That bitch!"
"What? Who?" Charles asked. Cayley was holding two letters. One in each hand. She shoved one into Charles's hand, "Read this," she said angrily.
He read through and shrugged, "Yeah. You told me they rejected your loan application, what..." He took the other letter and gasped, "What? They changed their minds or what?" he asked.
"Compare the paper, look at the heading. The logo on top? It's slightly blurry and the typeface is different," she pointed to the top two paragraphs, "here and here. This is a forgery. Fucking Emily set me up. She had to. No one else could have gotten to my mail."
"Oh wow...then she told me you wanted to be forced...why? What the fuck?" he said angrily.
"I don't know...I really don't," Cayley sighed, "but I'm going to find out and get her back. Hell, you should be pissed. This is costing you a lot of money you otherwise wouldn't have...oh yeah, you don't look upset. Never mind," she sighed. "At least one of us is happy about this shit!" she tossed the letters down.
* * *
The following week Cayley was folding laundry when Uncle Charles got back from shopping. He looked at the beautiful girl who no longer bothered with the thong. She'd told him it wasn't comfortable and got in the way every time he had one of his urges, which occurred a couple of times a day.
"I talked to Vic today...saw him in the meat department. He wondered if instead of rotating our bi-weekly poker nights between our homes we could have it here," he said as he stroked her perfect ass.
"I assume it's because his house is smaller," Cayley smiled.
"Exactly. Well, there was something else," he looked at Cayley nervously. "He thought it would be fun if the winner for the night got a lap dance," he said softly.
"I don't know why you're telling me," she said turning back to the towel she was folding, "Don't you already give the winner the lap dance?"



Charles laughed, "They were hoping for someone else...someone more, you know, feminine."
Cayley sighed, "You think I'm feminine?" she asked looking at her slutty outfit, "Thanks. You know the old ad. 'A woman's work is never done,'" she chuckled. "You won't be one of those jealous men watching me grind my pussy against another man's hard cock?"
"Sure I will be and I'll make sure to vent my anger on your tight pussy after everyone leaves," he chuckled.
Cayley looked thoughtful, I have a favor to ask," she paused, "Not to change the subject...it's actually on the same subject. I don't have a clue how to give a lap dance and there's something else I don't know how to do."
"I can teach you how to give a lap dance...never actually done it, but I may have been the recipient a few times," he chuckled. "What else?"
"A blow job. I'd like to learn. I don't want to disappoint you or any other guy for that matter," she said softly.
"Damn! I have to teach you both?" he sighed, "And you say a woman's work is never done, but ok. I'll try to find the time."
"Says the man with nothing but spare time," Cayley chuckled. "What about if you approve of my cocksucking skills and my lap dancing skills, we give the winner a choice?" she asked. "That is if I like doing it."
"Man! You'll be the hit of our poker nights," he chuckled.
"How's that spelled?" she asked as she picked up another towel. "P-o-k-e h-e-r?" she smiled at her uncle. "Sounds like a fun night."
* * *
Charles lay back on the bed and sighed, "Fuck me, you've perfected the art of the blowjob." He looked at the girl wiping her face, "you know most girls don't swallow or even let the guys cum in their mouth." Charles's balls throbbed from the incredible orgasm he'd had down his niece's throat.
"I want to do it right," she said, "and it doesn't taste bad. It can't be worse than when you go down on me." She looked thoughtful, "What if you win?" she asked, "I'm your niece and I'm not sure the guys would keep their mouths shut."
"I guess a lap dance wouldn't hurt. You have gotten damn good at that also. Shit, your ass on my cock might be the best feeling in the world," he smiled. "I just had an idea to add spice to our nightly backgammon games," he chuckled. "OK, I'll tell them you're in."
"Sounds fun, give the guys a choice...followed by a good fucking after they leave. Can I suggest you tell the guys to bring suits and we'll let the winner do what he wants in the hot tub?" she suggested. "I know you feel the same way but I'd like to get new memories of using the Jacuzzi."
"You've been thinking about this, haven't you?" he asked. "Even before I suggested it."
Cayley nodded, "one or two of my orgasms might have been triggered thinking about pleasing one of your friends," she smiled. She got up and went into the bathroom to rinse her mouth out. She never minded the taste of warm cum in her mouth, but the lingering taste wasn't great.
Charles got up and put on his clothes. He wondered what he did to deserve this fucking incredible babe taking care of his cock every night and every day. He thought about tomorrow when one of the guys might get to partake of her and felt a pain in his stomach. He was jealous. Then he shuddered thinking how Donna would react if she found out.
That night after dinner, Cayley started to clear the table but stopped. "I was thinking of your friends and, well, what Emily did. I'm still pissed about that, I mean who the fuck tells their father to rape their best friend?" she asked. "I had an idea and as her father, you can nix it right now and you'll never hear another word from me."
"Ok, you're making me nervous, but go on," he said tentatively. Emily was his pride and joy but he could see why Cayley might feel violated, pissed. Some retribution was called for, but he was not sure what Cayley had in mind.
The girl put down the plates and sat looking at her uncle. "Ok, I'm going to be blunt, Emily is a bit of a slut. I don't know if you want to hear this or suspect but she seemingly is with a different guy every night...sometimes a couple of different guys every day."
Charles nodded, "Yeah I knew that...or suspected it. She never dressed conservatively, so yeah. What evil thing do you have in mind?" he asked.
"She's coming next week for a visit, so first of all I should go back to the guest bedroom and wear the thong, but tomorrow night let's ask the guys if they'd like to have some fun. Offer Emily up for their entertainment."
Charles thought about it, "5 guys, but why would she agree to that?"
"She won't. They'll give her no choice. I thought about it in the bathhouse when we swam the other night. We'll have the guys over while we're swimming, you know...waiting in the house. We tell the guys it has been Emily's fantasy for years to be gang-raped by a group of older men. It's not exactly a lie as she has said she loves it when powerful men screw her." she paused, "I'm sure this is not what you want to hear, but I'm not lying."
"Shit!" Charles spat, "No, not what a father wants to hear."
"But, they wouldn't hurt her...I mean, they'd fuck her, you know, taking turns but she told you to rape me...a virgin!" she said angrily. "I'm torn between punching her in the face and breaking that perfect little nose of hers or this," she said firmly.
Charles nodded. "It would have to be when I'm not here and you'll need to disappear. Or perhaps we both leave and she's alone here? Do you have any ideas?"
"I do. Next week Wednesday is the hottest day of the week...a real scorcher. Emily and I will go swimming requiring suntan oil...a lot of oil. When we shower to get off the oil and chlorine, I'll be in a hurry. I'll grab her clothes, the towels, and her swimsuit and take it inside. The guys will be waiting and come out in their swimsuits. Emily will either have to hide inside the bathhouse or make a dash for it. The guys will be told that Emily wants this, planned it, and has always wanted to be gang-raped. What do you think?" she asked.
"I think I should have my head examined, but sure. I think it would work. The guys have to be gentle with her. I don't want my little girl hurt," he sighed.
* * *
"Oh fuck!" Bobby said as he threw down his cards. He looked at the grinning Lance and over at the near-naked beauty. "Not fair, three aces, and this asshole has a flush?"
Lance stood and put out his hand, "I thought the toughest decision I'd had to make tonight was that hand where Charles had two kings showing. Stay or fold, but now," he took the girl's hand and turned her around so he could check out her whole body. "Blowjob or lap dance?" he muttered. "You'll be naked for the lap dance?" he asked.
Cayley took his hand and led him out onto the patio. "Naked as a jaybird and as this is not a club, there are no club rules so you can touch me anywhere," she purred.
Lance groaned, "I was leaning towards a blowjob until you defined 'lap dance,'" He followed the girl he'd been jerking off thinking about as she unzipped and lost the red barmaid's outfit. Her creamy white ass flexed in the moonlight as she walked ahead of him. After stripping down, he climbed into the roiling water anticipating what was to come. His cock was already at half-mast and growing rapidly.
Cayley felt something new, something as if she were a slut giving herself to a man she'd met just twice...not completely, but close enough. A man was going to touch her everywhere, his cock would be grinding against her pussy perhaps slightly penetrating her...maybe she'd let him fully inside, she pondered. 'Great looking cock,' she thought, 'long and narrow like a spear, unlike Uncle Charley's that is almost as long but a lot fatter with a huge head almost like a mushroom cap.' She found her mouth was watering so she stood in front of the older man.
"Get up and sit on the edge. I know you picked lap dance but I can help you get harder faster if I suck your cock," she said softly. She licked her lips seeing he was now rock hard and pointing up at her. She felt even sluttier now that she voluntarily took his cock into her mouth.
Lance groaned as the beautiful girl sucked most of him into her mouth and then bobbed her head while stroking the base. It had been a while since his ex-wife gave him a blowjob and the recent dates he'd had hadn't gotten very far. Her mouth was tight and warm and he felt he wasn't going to last. He considered letting her finish but the thought of that great-looking pussy grinding against him made him stop her.
Cayley looked up at him as she wiped her lips, "You can change your mind if you like. You can cum in my mouth."
The five men looked on enviously as the young naked girl stroked their friend's cock, her lips still wet from sucking on it. Everyone wished it were him as Lance climbed into the tub before pulling the girl onto his lap.
Opening her legs so she was making maximum contact with his cock she ground her aroused pussy against him. He wasn't shy about touching her, first grabbing her tits, then her ass. She followed Uncle Charley's instructions and ground her pussy against the entire length of his cock.
Her pussy lips parted slickly cupping his shaft as her pelvis rocked against him. He hated that he was so close and tried to think of other things, but the entire night he was hoping he'd win, hoping he'd be right here and his balls had been aching in anticipation all evening.
Cayley let out a guttural moan when the man stuck a finger in her ass liking it though she'd never felt it before. She did say he could touch her anywhere. She decided to kiss him which was passionately received. She could tell he was getting close and whispered in his ear, "Don't tell anyone. It'll be our secret."
Lance had no idea what she was talking about as the guys were right there watching, but it dawned on him what she meant as she lifted herself up and lowered her tight pussy onto his cock. They returned to kissing as she bounced eagerly on his spear-like cock.
Bobby looked over at the other men while adjusting his cock in his pants, "Charles, I was thinking we should make this a weekly thing, every other week seems too long."
The other men agreed and Charles sighed, "I'll have to check with Cayley, but I suspect she'd be happy to oblige, after all, everything she earns is going into her college fund."
Lance couldn't hold back any longer hearing that this might be a weekly event and exploded into the tight pussy.
Cayley could swear she could feel the powerful spurts hitting her cervix as he was still kissing her hard and grunting into her mouth, his finger still fully buried in her ass. She was a bit disappointed as she was just starting to feel something but Uncle Charles would take care of that later.
The men all clapped as Lance finished grunting and went limp against the side.
Cayley had to look like she was just getting off his lap, but it wasn't easy with 8" of cock deep inside her. Finally, she just stood up and went over to the other side and flopped back, her huge breasts bobbing in the bubbling water. Lance climbed out and went over to grab a towel to dry off, his cock still hard. Before he could even pull his pants back on, he'd gotten high-fives from each man.
Bobby looked at the girl lolling in the water, "Lance is twice the man I am. I couldn't have resisted fucking you," he sighed. "I'd better not win or you'll have trouble walking the next day."
Cayley laughed, "Challenge accepted, if you win perhaps you'll convince me?" She looked at the other men and sighed, "That goes for all of you...except...Sorry, Uncle Charley. I think it would be best to just give you a lap dance seeing as...well, you know," she sighed. She climbed out of the water and grabbed a towel. "Ok. I'm still working. Drinks?"
Each man gave Cayley a generous tip and a hug when it was time to call it a night. They all agreed to be back Wednesday afternoon, all commenting how Emily had mercilessly teased them in the past.
* * *
Emily hugged her father and then looked nervously at her friend, but Cayley came over and gave her a huge hug.
"Em," I missed you. I was wondering when you'd visit your dad." She stepped back and did a pirouette, "You like? Your dad sure is a pervert, but this summer's been so hot so I kind of like it."
Emily looked at her dad but he was expressionless. She looked back at her cousin, "Wow! I mean never in a million years would I have imagined you in that outfit...it hides nothing," she said, "I approve. Do you have more of those? Can I try one on?" she asked.
Charles groaned thinking about his hot daughter wearing something so revealing and decided to run errands. "I'll be back and it'd be great if you were back to a tee-shirt and shorts," he sighed.
Cayley led Emily back to her room and opened the closet. "Here are my clothes. No standing and wondering what to wear, no holding an outfit in front of a mirror then rejecting it."
"What the hell is this?" Emily asked lifting the tiny piece made out of red satin with white frills.
Cayley blushed, "Not my proudest moments, but Uncle Charles has poker nights and I am the barmaid and this," she held it in front of her, "It's my weak excuse for clothing. You would be shocked to know he insists I can't even wear a thong."
"You're...you're naked," the girl gasped, "with how many men? And you'd never met them before?" she asked.
"Six, well Uncle Charley and five guys. They're really nice and tip me well," she smiled. "By the end of the summer, I'll have enough money saved up for my senior year."
"Who are you and what have you done with my friend Cayley?" She smiled.
"I am being a bit slutty, but I find it freeing. I prefer the barmaid outfit to the housemaid one since the thong is not at all comfortable," she laughed.
Emily grabbed the barmaid outfit, "I need to try this on," she smiled. I have to see dad's reaction."
"You're going to drive him into therapy...or you might set a precedent and your future visits will require you to wear as little as possible," Cayley chuckled.
Charles was in the living room and glanced up when the girls came in, doing a double-take seeing his daughter's breasts hanging out and her pussy fully exposed. "What the hell?" he asked. "Emily, please go change," he spat. He sounded upset but he never blinked as he took in her raw beauty. Her tits were small and high on her chest, and her pussy was fully shaved with puffy labia framing her pronounced slit. He felt his cock throbbing and shook his head. "Oh, Christ. Please go change," he groaned as he fled the room.
"Did you see that?" Cayley chuckled, "he doesn't get hard seeing me but one look at you and he sure got excited."
Emily shook her head, "I don't know how you do it. He really is a horn dog." She turned and went back to change.
Cayley watched her go trying to figure out why Emily set her up like this; why she wasn't curious if Uncle Charles followed through and forced himself on her; why she forged the loan rejection letter? All of this swirled through her head as she was baffled that her long-time friend and first cousin acted like nothing was out of the ordinary.
* * *
Wednesday came and Cayley felt a buzz in her stomach wondering if she should go through with her plans. Emily was wonderful. She was fun and charming, and the two went back to giggling over things at night. She was making breakfast when her cousin came in rubbing her eyes.
"Shit! I can't believe you get up so early," she moaned. "Thanks," she said taking the coffee. "What's the plan for today? Dad said he has to go up to Springfield so you could play hooky this morning," she smiled. "I know, I know, you have to do laundry or wax the floors," she looked around the house. "Do you realize that even when Maria was here, this place never sparkled as it does now? Dad is going to miss you," she said as she came up behind her friend and gave her a hug.
Cayley wondered how she could call it off. This was wrong and what if they hurt Emily? So what if Uncle Charles took her virginity? Look how well that turned out. It had been just three days but she missed him...missed his cock since Emily arrived and they had to play it cool. All her anger was gone. Emily had to have a reason...maybe all her talk about how she needed to loosen up was right. Maybe this was just her way of helping.
She leaned back and gave Emily a kiss which was returned. She'd never done that before and was surprised by how good it felt and how into it her cousin seemed.
Emily put the coffee cup down and cupped those huge breasts she so envied while opening her mouth. "Mmmmmmm," she softly moaned.
"Damn! I was dreaming about something like this...though perhaps it wasn't a dream," Charles chuckled as he came into the kitchen. "I was going to beg you for some coffee but this is a much better 'wake-me-up,'" he said as he sat down to watch. "Don't stop on my account. Em, how do those feel? I've been itching to know."
Emily blushed and went to get her father coffee, "We were just...here. Drink your fucking coffee and shut up," she sighed.
Charles chuckled, "I'll tell you what, why don't you two girls spend the morning out at the pool. I'll give you the morning off but," he looked over at the door to the garage then back at Cayley, "I need you to get the garage cleaned out today since they're delivering the new truck tomorrow and well..."
Cayley smiled, "Sure. I'll get to it after we take a swim. It's going to be hot and the water will feel great. Emily? What do you think?"
The young blonde girl nodded thinking about the new feelings she had for her cousin. "And dad will be gone...just the two of us. Who needs suits?" she grinned at her dad.
Charles groaned, "Maybe I'll stay home today. This is going to suck driving a couple of hundred miles knowing what I'm leaving behind." He got up shaking his head, "I'm going to go shower and get a start on the day. I'll grab toast or something when I leave."
The two girls giggled, "He'll be grabbing something else in the shower," Emily laughed. "Ok, let's eat and get out there before it's too hot so we can work on our tans...though I like your tan lines. It makes your breasts look bigger if that's even possible."
After Charles left, the two girls headed out to the pool, Cayley wearing her bikini after both Charles and Emily urged her to keep the creamy-white areas as they were, but both urged her to tan the rest of her body as much as she could.
They rubbed tanning oil on each other, Cayley teasing her friend by spending a lot of time on the nipples and on her shaved twat. Never in all the years, they had known each other had they ever strayed into the realm of lesbianism, and both found it intriguing, plus Cayley wanted to get her cousin super-horny.
Inside the house, the five men looked out through the kitchen window at the two girls. "I can't believe we're going to do this...I mean, are you guys ok with this?" Vic looked at his friends, "We've known Emily for years and..."
Derek laughed, "look." The two girls had stood and were kissing, Emily's hands all over her friend's breasts. "She's horny as hell. We'll be doing her a favor, anyhow, Cayley swears this is Emily's top fantasy."
Cayley looked at the time, "Shit. I have to get started on the garage plus I'll need to wash this suit." She broke the kiss and went into the bathhouse. She was very quick in the shower as if she were rushed while Emily lazily cleaned the oils off.
"Em, I'll see you inside. Do you need anything washed? You good on underwear and shirts?" she asked.
"Sure. I have a pile next to the dresser," the girl sighed as she felt the warm water pour over her naked body. And you can grab those on the bench. I'll wear a towel up to the house. I'll be in soon. I was thinking of sitting in the steam room, getting really hot then diving in before going inside."



Cayley picked up the girl's clothes and emptied the towels from the cabinet. She looked around and saw nothing her friend could use to cover up. "Ok, I'll see you inside, I'll have a sandwich made for your lunch if you're hungry. Take your time but I have to return to my duties," she said loudly over the sound of the shower. She laid the towels on a chair on the far side of the pool and then went inside.
When she entered the kitchen she nodded to the five men, "She's all yours. I don't think foreplay will be necessary. She is still showering and she's...well, making sure her crotch is really clean for you guys," she chuckled. "Now remember, this has to look like a gang rape so make it as realistic as possible without hurting her."
"We will. We've known Emily for years and if she doesn't look into it, we'll back off," Moe sighed, "Though I really hope she doesn't." He looked at Cayley, "Shit! We were close to all jerking off in here watching you to making out out there."
Cayley laughed, "Maybe Friday night Emily and I could put on a show for you guys," she then looked thoughtful, "though maybe not. Uncle Charley might need considerable therapy if we do that, so you'll just have to imagine it. Now get out there and looked shocked when Emily comes out of the bathhouse. Have fun!" she said as she headed to her room.
Emily heard men's voices as she got out of the shower wondering who they were. Charles had left and Cayley would have warned her if someone came over, but maybe she had her headset on while she did her chores. She went to get a towel, surprised the cabinet was empty. Then she saw her clothes were missing and sighed. She did tell Cayley to take those. 'Crap!' She wiped as much water off her as she could with the washcloth, then looked out the door. Five guys, dad's poker buddies. What the hell were they doing here? she wondered. She looked around and sighed.
"Hey, guys! Could you bring me a towel?" she called from the doorway.
"Emily! Sure, we have a pile right there, go grab one," Bobby said pointing to the far side of the pool.
"Um, I'm naked. I didn't bring a suit to swim and...um, please?" she begged.
Moe went over and picked up a towel," What's it worth?" he asked holding it up, "Perhaps a hug and a kiss?"
Emily shook her head, "come on guys, you can't do this. Please?"
"I'm with Moe, "Lance said coming closer to the door trying to see past the bare shoulder, "What's wrong with a nice hug and a kiss?" he asked. He looked at his friends, "You guys think it's fair? There're just five towels so one of us will have to give theirs up. A hug and a kiss is a small price to pay."
Emily shook her head, "I'm naked and you guys have known me since I was little, and...what are you doing?" she said quickly as the men dropped their shorts revealing five cocks. "I never said to do that!"
"You're naked and now we're naked. Come on, Emily. Greet old friends with a nice hug, ok?"
The young blonde sighed loudly, "Fuck! I will knee you if anyone tries anything, and Vic! Put down your phone. No pictures," she said as she stepped out.
Cayley watched as her cousin slowly came out and went up to Lance first. She was tentative as she bent her head to kiss the man, but he pulled her close, his hand on her ass as he kissed her hard.
"Mmmmmpphhh," Emily broke the kiss as she felt his cock pulsing up between her legs. 'No way!' she thought as she pried the man's hands off her. 'Five fucking men! All looking at me with looks I know too well and shit! Look at their cocks,' she internally groaned.
Derek came over totally unashamed with his cock pointing at the sky. He pulled the cute blonde close, his cock momentarily stabbing her moist slit as he hugged her. He cupped a breast as she opened her mouth admitting his tongue. He felt her hips pushing back against the hard shaft between her legs. Her nipples were fully erect and she was softly moaning. He felt her body abruptly pull away.
"Shit! I can't...this isn't right, I mean you're the same age as my dad, and mmmmmpppphhh," she was pulled into Bobby's arms, his hands on her breasts, rigid cock grinding against her bare pussy. Her nipples were increasingly sensitive and she could feel her wetness slick on the man's rigid shaft as they humped against each other. Her moans in the man's mouth were louder and more guttural.
"Ok, don't hog the naked girl," Vic said as he pulled the two apart. His hands were on her ass as he ground his hardness against her. She never hesitated as she planted her mouth on his. He couldn't believe how eagerly she pressed her chest against him. She was rubbing her nipples on his hairy chest and groaning more loudly now.
Vic felt he'd used the girl enough but had to pry her off him before guiding her towards where Moe was standing holding the towel.
"Is this what you want?" Moe asked holding out the towel. As she came over she kept looking between his legs, unconsciously licking her lips. 'The man is gifted,' she thought as she held out a hand. Just as she reached for it, Moe dropped the cloth onto the ground at his feet.
Without thinking, Emily knelt down to grab the towel. The fat cock slapped her face and she looked up quickly. She fought the impulse to grip it but stared at the pulsing purple head inches from her face.
"Go on," Moe ordered, "I saw you looking. I know you want to," he said. When Emily shook her head and tried to stand, Moe pushed her back down, his hand on her head guiding her mouth towards his cock. "Suck it, you were licking your lips, I saw it. And I saw how you loved grinding that pretty cunt of yours against my friends' cocks."
"No, please I can't," Emily moaned but she'd already reached up to stroke the fat fleshy shaft. She opened her mouth wondering why she wasn't punching the guy or screaming bloody murder.
Bobby knelt behind the girl as she took Moe's cock into her mouth and ran a finger up her wet slit, eliciting a low groan from the girl. He grinned at his friends as she lifted her ass as if offering herself to him. He plunged his finger into her, pumping in and out a few times before holding it up, the juices glistening in the sun. "Our little slut is more than ready to get fucked."
"Mmmm, mmmm, mmmmmmm," she grunted as the man's finger pulled out and a larger mass shoved into her.
Soon Emily had a cock in each hand, one in her pussy and another in her mouth. Lance stood back stroking his cock holding up his phone, taping the whole thing. The girl was now grunting loudly and he worried neighbors would hear her, but as they couldn't see anything without coming into the yard, they'd never know who or what was being done.
Moe was in heaven. He'd had blowjobs before but this girl was good! She was taking him deep into her throat and was sucking hard on him. He wished she'd play with his balls but both her hands were busy stroking Derek's and Vic's cocks.
Cayley looked out the kitchen window both happy and unhappy. She was happy they weren't hurting her friend but unhappy she sure didn't look like she was fighting it. The little slut is going to get gang-banged and love it. So much for punishment. She thought. She went back to the garage. She wasn't lying when she said she had to get this cleaned out. She felt a bit of jealousy seeing the men she'd been teasing for the last few weeks enjoying Emily's charms. 'That should be me,' she thought as she went back to her chores.
The men picked Emily up and carried her over to the large chaise lounger. She was lifted onto Derek's cock and then felt Vic's cock pressed against her lips. Vic was smaller but rock hard and leaking copious amounts of precum. She was able to deep-throat his cock easily but was distracted feeling the bottle of suntan oil being pressed against her ass. She felt momentary anger that they just assumed she'd let them fuck her ass...they would have been right but still, it's just common decency to ask.
Moe lubed his cock well then pressed the head against Emily's anus. He was glad Charles had left as he was sure that seeing his little girl getting butt-fucked by a large cock would have not been great.
The next time Cayley came in from the garage to get water, she saw Vic and Lance swimming while Derek was getting his cock sucked on while Moe and Bobby were taking turns fucking her ass. She just started watching as Derek let out an audible groan and came down Emily's throat. Cayley shook her head seeing Bobby pull out of Emily's ass and trot around to her face to immediately get his cock sucked on. She shrugged and headed back to the garage. 'Ok, maybe that's not me.' she groaned.
Emily had been fucked a lot in her life, but never with more than two boys. Five was a huge task as the men seemingly never went soft and she was taken in every position imaginable. She preferred it when her focus was on just two men at a time. She also lost count of the number of orgasms they'd induced and as Lance speared her from behind and Vic fucked her mouth, she felt another coming on.
Cayley looked out the window and sighed. She looked at the clock wondering when Uncle Charley would be getting back when she heard the door open.
"Christ! Are they still going at it?" he asked coming up behind her. "The garage looks great by the way," he said as his arms came around her cupping her breasts.
"For over three hours now," she sighed, "Fuck! I've missed this." She pressed her bare ass back against his hardening bulge. "I just have a few more things to put away and it'll be done," she panted, "But you'd better not be teasing me."
"I know," he whispered against her neck, "I never thought that having Emily home would be a bad thing, but..." he peeled the outfit down. "Fuck me," he sighed. "Any idea how many she...never mind, probably better I don't know," he said as he undid his pants and then pulled out his cock.
Cayley lifted a leg onto the counter opening her pussy for his fat shaft. "Oh, yessss," she hissed feeling him slide easily in. She turned her head and kissed him, "I've been so horny seeing all those naked men climbing all over your daughter..I've been jealous," she panted feeling her pussy filled for the first time in days.
"You know after Emily leaves you could ask them nicely," he said as he kissed the nape of her neck. He could see Emily climbing on Lance's cock after he lay back on the chaise followed by Vic getting behind her and plunging easily into her ass. He stroked Cayley's ass, "You'd let them fuck your ass?" he asked as he felt around for her anus.
Cayley moaned as she felt his fat finger press into her ass, "Of course. It would be impolite to leave any of them unable to get satisfaction." She was about to add that no way would anyone be putting a cock straight out of her ass into her mouth but thought better of it.
Both Charles and Cayley watched Emily get used and as both Lance and Vic came inside her, Derek came over and roughly put Emily onto her back then climbed between her legs. As he'd just come out of the pool, they could see the water droplets glistening on his flexing ass as he aggressively pounded the small girl.
Charles heard Cayley's breathing change and knew she was close. He wondered if it were because he'd buried a thumb in her ass or she was turned on watching her friend get fucked but he'd been horny for days. He managed to hold off until the girl cried out she was cumming and soon joined her.
Emily was exhausted and lay back almost unable to move after Derek climbed off her. The five men were laughing about something, perhaps what a slut she was, and was soon left alone, legs opened wide with a steady flow of cum seeping out of her two holes onto the chaise. She had the idle thought that Cayley would be cleaning up the mess and would be mad at her. She looked at the time and roused herself. Dad would be home soon and no way could she be seen like this. She looked down at her body and saw multiple red marks and groaned. She'd have to wear clothes that would cover her fully.
The guys looked over at the door as the young blonde came into the shower room. "I hope we weren't too rough with you," Bobby said sadly. I feel bad we got carried away."
Emily shook her head, "I sure didn't put up much of a fight. I was just surprised since I never knew you guys looked at me that way," she said softly.
Moe chuckled, "you never looked the way you did today, coming out that door stark naked."
"Holy fuck," Lance said coming over to the girl, "I remember when you were this scrawny little thing and my God, you turned into an incredible woman."
"I think I'm in love," Vic said, "I never knew you as a little girl so I don't have the history you guys have, but I'll remember this afternoon as the best sex of my life."
"Mine too," Emily said softly as she climbed under the shower.
The guys came over all helping her clean up, the blonde letting all those hands touch her everywhere.
* * *
Cayley teared up holding tightly onto her uncle. "I'm going to miss you so much," she sniffled, "I can't believe I thought you were an old pervert but you might be the kindest man I've ever met."
Charles chuckled ruefully, "oh, you were right. I've looked at you the last few years with more than familial admiration." He picked up an envelope on the table next to him, "the guys wanted you to have this," he said.
Cayley opened it up and started crying, "What? Oh, my God," she cried. "This is too much!" She looked at the $24,000 check in her shaking hand.
"We decided that you were the best thing to happen to all of us," Charles pulled the girl close. "It was Lance's idea to chip in $4,000 each so you could get your degree without worrying about money."
"Tell them...tell them I am so...appreciative I can't believe it," she sputtered.
"Look, I know you'll want to spend time with your parents, but if you have the urge to visit on your breaks, well, I'd love it," he said stroking her lustrous dark hair.
"I might just do that," she said before kissing her uncle, "I lied when I told you I didn't love you, though perhaps 'you' is too broad a term," she sighed. She stroked his cock, "but I assume you're ok with that."
"I can live with that." He looked at his watch, "I was thinking. I could perhaps visit you and Emily sometime. What father would I be if I didn't visit my daughter at college?"
"Where on earth would you find a bed to sleep in?" she put a finger to her lower lip looking baffled.
* * *
Emily hugged her cousin before helping her wheel in the girl's bag. "How was summer with dad? Did he try anything?" she asked.
Cayley nodded, "He did, but let's get settled, grab some wine and I'll tell you all about it. I also have some questions for you, so...anyhow. Let me get my stuff put away."
Emily felt her stomach tighten. She'd been dreading this but felt relief to finally get it out into the open. She went and poured two glasses then brought the bottle out and set it on the coffee table. She sat and waited nervously.
"I know what you did and told Uncle Charley," Cayley said as she reentered the living room.
"Fuck! I know and I'm so sorry," the girl said softly, "I didn't think through how terrible it would be for you."
Cayley sat and took a sip of the wine, "It was...at first. I felt...what to call it? Betrayal? An incredible betrayal by my best friend. But," she said quickly as Emily started to speak, "you were right...what you told your dad. It opened things up for me and I found I really liked sex. But I need to ask, why? Why did you forge the letter and tell your dad to rape me?"
Emily put her face in her hands, "God! It just seemed so simple back then. Your letter arrived and they didn't even seal it. The flap was loose and when I read it I had an idea. What if dad lent the money to you at the same rate and he also seduced you? I thought you needed to see what sex is all about, how fun, how satisfying it is. I never expected him to hire you as a maid or wear almost nothing." She got up, went over to the desk, and pulled the original letter out. "Had dad not wanted to lend you money or hire you I was going to confess everything and give you this," she said softly.
Cayley took it and dropped it onto the table, "I get that, but asking Uncle Charley to rape me?" she said, "Wow! You must have really thought I was secretly a slut."
Emily sighed, "No. I never thought you were secretly a slut. Nothing secret about it. I could see you getting red in the face and your nipples getting hard when we went to that bar. I was amazed at your self-restraint that you didn't go home with at least two of the guys. Plus, I heard you moan after you went to bed that night and I wanted you to just fuck someone. Dad seemed like the best chance to open you up."
Cayley nodded, "He opened me up alright. We hid it from you but...well, we made up for a lot of lost time." She sighed, "Ok, on that note, I'm sorry I set up the whole gang-bang thing. I might have told the guys your secret fantasy was to be gang-raped and they bought it. I guess you've gotten the reputation that no one ever doubted that," she said softly.
"You set that up? As revenge?" Emily asked, "Wow! It was really good. I wondered but everything just made sense, I told you to wash my clothes, guys I've teased mercilessly in the past. And you were right. More than once I wished those guys would just call my bluff and fuck me."
"Aren't we a pair?" Cayley sighed, "So, you're not pissed I've been fucking your dad?"
Emily shook her head, "I know it's incest but I've seen how he looks at you and I've been told he's really great in bed."
Cayley nodded, "He is." Then she blushed. "I guess we're made for each other. Two sluts."
"One slut, one whore," Emily corrected. "How much did you make using your body this summer?" she asked.
"Almost $50,000," she sighed, "At least I'm not a cheap whore," she chuckled.
"Wow! Seriously? Shit! Next summer I'm going to be dad's maid. How'd you make so much?" she sat forward as she asked.
"It turns out if you offer your services to the weekly poker night winner, they can be most appreciative," she blushed.
"You fucked them all?" Emily asked, "Shit! So did I and what did I get? A sore cunt and ass."
"You got more than that, I saw the tape Lance made and you had...and we counted...9 orgasms. Pretty impressive, if I might say," Cayley smiled, "Kind of ruined the revenge factor for me."
"Can I have a copy of that? Most of it is a blur and I've replayed what I could remember."
"Replayed as you rubbed one out," Cayley chuckled, "Sure. I have it in my bag." She looked at the TV, "Maybe we could invite friends over for movie night." She paused, "And, well, there are a few the guys took when I was the prize every poker night," she blushed. "um, I haven't been with a lot of guys, I guess just the six men, but are there guys with bigger cocks than Moe? It felt like I was being split in half at first."
Emily laughed, "Very few. God! I've replayed being fucked by him over and over. Not when he did my ass, but wow! My pussy was throbbing for a week afterward."
* * *
Emily and Cayley put the recent events behind them but were also open to exploring new experiences together. It wasn't unusual for them to come home from a bar with a couple of guys who were treated with two horny girls swapping partners. The evil machinations had no long-term effects on their friendship.
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"How can they do that?" Celeste mumbled to herself. She didn't think anyone could hear her over the cacophony of dings, bells, and other electronic noises.
"What? Who?" Dick asked as he looked around the casino bar. "You mean those who dump their life savings into the machines?" he asked.
Celeste, Dick, Jack, Terry, and Rob were sitting around a table after a long day at the show. Celeste was thinking the 2nd drink was a mistake as lunch was a long distant memory and the alcohol hit her harder than normal.
"Her," she nodded over to the woman in the red dress who'd just met a man before sliding off her stool to be escorted out by him. "Selling her body."
Dick laughed, "And you don't?" he looked at the open vee in the tight dress. "Use your body for monetary gain?" He looked at their boss differently as they continued the discussion. Celeste Donaldson was an all-business Director of Sales at McCall Enterprises who might have shown some skin periodically but was otherwise totally professional. Her husband was a great guy and she'd shown zero interest in ever stepping outside of her marital vows...never flirting like many of the married women at work did.
The redhead looked down and scowled, "This? This is fashion," she said firmly. "I like the dress, what's wrong with trying to look nice?" The material was flimsy but she was wearing a bra and panties and though there was a lot of skin, no one could see anything.
Dick scoffed. "Around the office, you wear pantsuits and never show much leg or," he nodded at the exposed swell of her breasts. "For these shows, you always wear more revealing clothes. Don't give me that shit that you're not using your body to gain business, plus, let me ask you," he looked intensely at the woman, "Ever have sex after a date with a guy even though it wasn't a great date? He pays for dinner, you reward him?" He paused thinking he overstepped...but she didn't look pissed. "You don't have to answer, it was rhetorical."
Celeste shook her head and was about to open her mouth when she thought back to school when she'd agreed to have one date with a guy she had no interest in and when he pulled up to drop her off, she'd felt guilty and given him a blowjob. It had been a great meal at a very expensive restaurant...which she now realized was a bit whorish.
"See? We're talking about the same thing. 'Sex sells,' Isn't that the mantra of advertising?" he said recognizing the look on her face.
"Ok, but teasing, come-ons are not the same as," she looked over to another woman sitting near the bar as a man came over. "her...um, letting them..." she visibly shuddered. "How? I just cannot get it into my head how they can do that?"
Jack laughed, "And those three guys from Ferguson's are alone in their rooms right now jerking off after the way you leaned way down showing them the brochures...among other assets." He looked directly at Celeste's chest, "You use," he nodded, "those to your advantage...while she," he nodded at the woman at the bar, "uses just a bit more while ensuring her clients are left satisfied."
Rob spoke up, "It never seemed anything more than a business transaction to me," he said. "Don't look at me that way. 15 years in the navy, single guy? What else was there when we hit port?" he asked.
"Your hand?" she blushed. "Sorry, that was inappropriate."
Rob laughed, "You ever serve on a ship? You are never alone, never able to take care of certain needs on your own." He looked at the girl by the bar, "On the other hand, I could get 10 port girls for what that guy's going to pay," he sighed. "Wait, hasn't Charles ever talked to you about whores? He served in the Mediterranean, didn't he?"
Celeste shook her head, "I don't believe it. He'd never do that," she said firmly.
Rob laughed, "Then he was in the 10 percentile...90% seek comfort in the arms of the port girls, 10% lie about it."
Celeste nursed her drink thinking back on the first five years of their marriage. She never asked and whenever he was on leave they made love multiple times a day. She had wondered if he ever cheated on her then thought how many times she'd been tempted at the gym, or with a co-worker...her boss. That was a close one. She shuddered as she replayed the night after dinner and drinks, her blouse partially unbuttoned, the VP of Sales' hand between her thighs, and when he took her wrist up to the bulge in his pants, she'd panicked. Was that cheating? Her palm throbbed...the memory of the rock-hard shaft pressing against her hand. Was it truly that large, or did her memories enhance the size?
She looked at her empty glass feeling the effects of two drinks on an empty stomach. Her crew would have been shocked had they seen how close she'd come to letting another man have her. 'Fuck!' She thought, 'if Charles needed a woman and it was simply a business transaction, is that cheating?' She wondered. Then she had another thought, 'I am sometimes a couple of weeks away and I have needs...'
She watched the girl pick up her clutch and then head over to the elevators with a man she'd apparently just met. "How?" she repeated, "How can she do that? I'd be scared to go alone with a man I just met."
"Ever engage a plumber or carpenter, have them come into your house alone? Same thing." Dick said. "Think of her as a tradesperson...he needs a repair...she has the tools and the skills to take care of things. She has to go on faith, you're right, but so do you at times."
"Not the same thing. At least she doesn't need to carry a toolbox," she chuckled. She paused as the girl turned to face her, a smile on her lips as she looked right at her before the elevator doors closed. She had a pang in her stomach that she couldn't identify.
"Are you kidding? She has to have a toolbox with her at all times, condoms, lube, handcuffs, wet wipes," Dick responded.
"Lube? What...oh," she blushed. "Damn! What must that feel like?" she wondered aloud. She looked embarrassed, "Sorry, too much information."
"You might like it," Dick said, "I've been fortunate to have been with many women who liked it, but you could find out soon enough," Dick nodded over to a couple of tables over where two men had been eying Celeste. He turned to the guys around their table, "How much could Celeste make for an hour with one of those guys?" he asked softly.
"$800."
"Come on, minimum $1,000," another said, "She's fucking hot."
"I'd do her for $1,200, if we're bidding on her," Jack laughed.
"Wait, are we talking the full package? I can't tell you how many times I've fantasized about her ass...I'd go up to $1,500 to tap that," Terry said, "hypothetically, that is."
Celeste looked shocked, "Seriously? I was thinking $100 or $200. Who has that kind of money to throw around?" she asked.
Jack laughed, "All of us...if it were you," he looked at the other guys all nodding. "We might have discussed how fun it would be if you were...well, a bit more of a slut," he chuckled. "We're all going to get reported to HR, aren't we," he groaned. "You're not a slut...just saying..." he blushed.
Celeste shook her head, "I brought it up. If anything I'm the one to blame for this whole line of conversation, and," she paused, "Thanks." She blushed before continuing, "Are you saying that to be nice?" she looked over to where the girl had been sitting, "She was gorgeous."
"And so are you," Rob said, his eyes on her breasts, "Remember last April when you wore the see-through blouse without a bra? If we got into a bidding war I told these guys I go as high as $1,000. Terry said $1,500."
"I thought it was going to be cool in the building but it was so hot," she blushed. I couldn't take it anymore and had to take off the jacket." She stood up, "I'm drunk. Let's go get dinner before I give you guys a table dance." She laughed as Terry opened his wallet and tossed bills onto the bar table. "Great timing."
***
Celeste sat back, "Ok. I feel a lot better after getting some food," she sighed.
Rob looked around, "What do you guys feel like doing?"
"I'm hitting the craps table," Jack said. "I never win but that just means I'm due."
They discussed various things when Rob looked at Celeste, "You're quiet. What are you going to do?"
She looked down at her hands before looking over at Dick, "Um, this might sound weird but I'd like to just see what it feels like to...um, be out there...be available for guys who are lonely," she blushed.
Dick laughed, "Are you serious? You're sure dressed for it, but you want one of us to act like the client, or...?" He imagined her losing the bra so her satiny dress would drape more enticingly over her large breasts.
"No, definitely one of you guys and no way does that mean I'd actually do anything, I just want to know what it feels like to be approached and taken to someone's room for money...expecting me to..." she stammered. "Never mind, really bad idea."
"I'll do it," Terry said quickly.
"Fuck you, she asked me," Dick spat back.
Rob opened his wallet and tossed a 50 on the table. "Even play acting, it's worth it."
"$100," Terry said.
"$150."
"$200!"
"Guys! Stop it. This is just for show...no sex, just for fun," she said quickly.
Dick looked over at the beautiful redhead, "Careful. I speak for all of this when I say we're only human...fun might get serious. Have you looked in the mirror?" he asked. "I'll tell you what, we'll all head over to a bar and to be fair, we'll all hit on you and you make the choice. But first, to do this right, you need a toolbox."
"What? I don't..." she protested.
"You need to. You want to experience the whole thing? Come on, let's pay the bill and head over to Bally's," he said as he waved to the waiter.
Celeste felt numb as she stood and picked up her clutch and sweater. Was she really going through with this? She found herself outside the restaurant following Dick who had a purposeful stride.
"First, the Ladies' room," he pointed across the lobby. Go lose the bra...I mean it, you need to do this right if you want to truly experience this. Also," he stroked her ass, feeling what she had on, and groaned, "What are those? Grammy panties? Lose those and if you want, you can pick up a thong in the shop...or just go with it."
In a daze, Celeste when into the restroom, washing her hands idly as three women chattered away. When they left, she ducked into a stall and pulled off her dress so she could easily take off her undergarments. As she pulled on the dress, her nipples screamed as the material slid across them. She tried to fit the bra into her clutch but ended up throwing it in the trash. She looked in the mirror as two more women came in. They looked at her before quickly looking away, one whispering something to her friend. She sighed and pulled on the sweater and left.
Dick took Celeste to the shop inside Bally's while the rest of the guys headed over to the bar. "Go on. Here, give me your sweater. Go up to the guy and ask for a box of condoms, latex, KY Jelly; see if he has handcuffs and pick up a pack of travel wipes or hand sanitizer that will fit in your clutch. Go on," he pushed her forward. He watched as Celeste straightened her shoulders and strode purposefully up to the counter.
"Hi, um, I need a six-pack of latex condoms...yes, those. Thanks. Um, where is the KY?" she looked around.
The 20-year-old boy grinned at Celeste as he pointed to a rack over against the wall, "bottom shelf," he let out a laugh, "sorry. I... never mind," he stammered.
Celeste smiled, "I guess if I have a bad back and can't reach this, I couldn't use it anyhow." She came back and put the box down, "Travel wipes? Oh, thanks. One last thing, do you happen to have handcuffs?" she tried not to blush.
"Sure," he reached under the counter, "padded or law enforcement issue?"
Celeste looked thoughtful, "They're not for me so," she pointed to the non-padded ones.
After she was rung up, the boy held out the receipt, "Um...if I...?"
"Sure, though," she looked around, "it would take a lot of hours of work to cover it." She leaned forward and kissed the boy on the cheek. "Thanks, I'm tempted to do some pro bono work," she smiled at him. She was surprised at the pronounced shaft under his black dress pants. 'Christ, what am I doing?' she wondered.
"Oh, if you're going to the bar I'd, um...not. There's a couple of guys I recognize, undercover cops. The bar downstairs isn't as nice but they never go down there."
She gave the boy a huge smile and kissed him on the lips this time, "Thanks. I appreciate it." For some reason she decided to palm the front of his pants as she did that, thinking it was in character.
She could feel his eyes on her ass as she headed out to the bar knowing what he was fantasizing about and it felt powerful.
She walked over to the table and saw two cops trying not to watch her, but they sucked at being discreet. She sat at the table and greeted the guys, "What do you say we head over to Caesars. I'd like to try blackjack," she said loudly. She noticed both guys lost interest in her as they gathered their things.
When they got outside she told them what the boy had said so they headed to the elevators to the bar at the lower level. She excused herself pointing to the lady's room. "Go on. I should...let me give you guys a few to get settled." She had a thought and took an elevator to the main lobby.
She went over to the main desk, booked a room then headed over to the gift shop. She selected a bright red lip gloss before heading over to the restroom. 'How far should I take this?' she wondered, 'how far will the guys take it and how should I react if...?' she felt a rush with images of their hands on her, bulges pressing against her. Looking at herself in the mirror, she sighed. Dick was right. Without the sweater, she wasn't wearing much that hid her figure...she could make out the texture of her trimmed pubes through the thin material and sighed.
She pulled off her wedding and engagement rings, stowing them in a zippered compartment. Straightening her back, she gritted her teeth and headed back to the elevators. At first, she tried to walk carefully to reduce the bouncing of her breasts but then decided a true whore would let them freely move. Her nipples hardened rubbing on the smooth fabric making them even harder. She hadn't gone out in public braless since she was a teenager...pantiless, never. She wasn't thrilled the elevator was occupied but a true whore wouldn't let that bother her. She nodded at the men before turning to face the mirrored doors.
Two men quietly eyed her on the ride down, one of them elbowing the other as he shook his head. Seeing that, she should have blushed but simply strode out as the door opened. She knew they were looking at her ass having been told by many, including her husband it was world-class. She ignored the tables as she went to the bar, then sat and ordered a cosmo from the attentive bartender.
She wondered when one of the guys would make a move when a man she didn't know came over.
"I'll get the lady's drink," he said to the bartender.
"Sorry, I'm waiting on a friend," Celeste looked apologetic.
"It's just a drink," he said looking around. "I'm just feeling like some company so perhaps we could just talk?" He said softly.
Celeste nodded, "I do feel uncomfortable sitting here alone...guys might get the wrong idea," she smiled at the man. He was good looking and if she were single...
"You live around here?" he asked, his eyes drifting to her chest.
She was about to say Denver but instead nodded, "not far from here. I came to Vegas a few years ago and decided to stay, you?"
"Chicago. I've been on the road for three weeks and..." he sighed as he fingered his wedding ring.
Celeste chuckled, "and you miss your wife...or miss affection with your wife," she nodded. "I get it."
Terry came over and put an arm around the redhead's shoulder, "Can't leave you for 10 minutes without you making new friends," he smiled. "Come on. We got a table in the corner." He looked apologetically at the stranger, "sorry, man. Our friend was late getting here and didn't see us."
Celeste sighed and patted the man's leg, "you're a great-looking guy and should have no trouble finding a dance partner tonight," she said as she carefully slid off the barstool. She kissed him on the cheek before following Terry over to the table.
"How much did he offer? Did you get that far?" Jack asked looking over at the man, "looking at his suit and shoes, you could have made an easy thou." He then overtly checked out Celeste's barely covered body, "shit! I'd pay that also," he covered his mouth, "Sorry. Sorry. Kidding. This is all just play-acting."
Celeste laughed, "when in Vegas...look, I brought the whole thing up, so make all the sexual comments you like. Just remember when we get back to Denver, I'll be 'the frigid bitch' again." She looked at the shocked faces, "Seriously? You didn't think I heard people around the office call me that?"
'Oh, man!" Rob sighed, "it started as a joke when...a guy in accounting called you that. I'd never call you that but you know how things just seem to propagate..."
"I'm flattered anyone would care," she smiled. "I like it. I'm not one of those...um, free-spirited women who'll sleep with anyone."
"I get it. You get your satisfaction from being faithful to your husband, they get...well, really satisfied in other ways," Jack chuckled. "Here's how I see it. You're hurting no one if you are discrete, use protection and just allow yourself to take pleasure when you can."
"You're single, I'm sure Rob and Terry feel differently," she said. "You say those vows and it changes you," she sighed. "Anyhow, I think I'll not go to the bar alone again, that felt strange...like I was a commodity the man was appraising. I was wondering how much I was worth to him," Celeste sighed, "Can we drop this? I wish I'd never brought it up."
Terry looked back at the bar, "I have an idea. Let's forget the bar pickup thing and one of us will take you back to our room and...hang on, no one's going to touch you, just show you what that pretty girl did and said with that guy, ok?"
Celeste blushed, and pulled out a key card, "I thought it might be more realistic if I had a room booked already," she said softly.
Rob leaned forward, "I'll pay $100 to not be your john."
"$200."
"$500," Terry said, pulling out 5 $100 bills, folding them before slipping them between Celeste's breasts.
"Where did you get that much cash?" Jack asked.
Terry looked down at his wedding ring before answering, "This is embarrassing. Rita gave me this to have fun gambling." He let out a chuckle, "I doubt this is what she thought the wager would be."
Celeste pulled the cash out, "I can't take this," she said. "I like Rita."
Terry shook his head, "No. We made a deal. You're mine for the next hour." He stood up and put out his hand, "Gentlemen. Keep my seat warm for me, won't you?"
The three guys watched their friend escort their director over to the elevators. "Wow!" Rob sighed, "I did not see that coming. Do you think..."
Dick shook his head, "No. Not a chance. I'm sure they'll go through the motions and Terry will show her what would have been expected of her, then she'll give him back the money."
Celeste felt that pang in her stomach again, this time much stronger. '$500? What does Terry expect...he can't expect sex. I'm married and..."
"What floor?" Terry asked as he looked her over as he saw the stranger did earlier, "Wow! You have one smoking body," he sighed.
Celeste blushed as her nipples instantly hardened, "Um, thanks. 1012," she said softly. She saw the outline of Terry's cock in his pants and quickly looked away. "Is he really that excited? He knows this is just a game and..."
"After you," Terry said as the door opened. He took a chance and slid his hand down to her ass as she passed him. "Sorry. I can't believe I did that, but any guy would want to get started as soon as possible."



Celeste felt herself moisten as she entered the entry hallway. "No, I want this to be realistic as possible without...you know." The tightness in her stomach increased rapidly as they stepped into the main room. She looked at the bed and paused.
Terry chuckled, "Ok. So we're here," he said softly. "Would you like to know what we...you would be doing had this been a real business transaction?" He looked over at the mini bar, "Maybe a drink first?"
Celeste nodded, "do they stock anything strong, like gin? Scotch?"
Terry grabbed two bottles and a couple of glasses. After pouring the amber liquid, he handed her one of the glasses, "How do you feel?"
Celeste laughed, "Like a virgin on prom night."
"Relax. I'm not going to rape you or anything, but I don't mind being alone with such a hot sexy babe if you don't mind me saying so." He raised his glass in a toast. "So, do you want to hear what we'd be doing now...how we'd get started and...well, finish?"
Celeste chuckled nervously, "I think I know how we'd...or you'd finish," she patted her clutch containing the condoms. "But, go ahead...actually wait a second." She downed her drink and stood up. "Let's act this out, don't tell me, show me." She looked down at her body, "you are horny and just engaged my services for whatever pleasure you desire."
Terry downed his drink, letting out a short cough, "Ok. The first thing I'm going to want is to see what I purchased, so I'd tell you to take off your dress...you don't need to do that, I can imagine," he said looking lustfully at the barely hidden shapes under the flimsy fabric. He sat on the edge of the bed looking at her. "Then...wait, you don't have to really, I'm just..." he said as Celeste started to slide the shoulder straps down.
The beautiful redhead looked at the man she'd worked with...and trusted for years, "I know you...but I need you to reaffirm You'll never tell a soul about this, ok?" she asked, her fingers gently pinching the straps ready to let go.
Terry mutely nodded, then looked at her, "Yes. I swear I'll never tell anyone, I'll never even tell myself it happened since I wouldn't believe it anyway. Ooohhhh, fuck!"
Celeste let the material go, letting it puddle around her ankles. She stood completely naked in front of a man who was not Charles for the first time in years. Her pussy throbbed as he appraised her body, eagerly hoping for approval. She smiled happily as Terry nodded and looked up at her.
"I underpaid," he said. "You're at least a grand per hour whore." Her breasts were spectacular. Full, tear-dropped with large pale nipples. Narrow waist with toned abs above a soft red bush. He could easily see her swollen labia and could smell her arousal.
Celeste laughed as she blushed, "I never thought I'd hear anyone tell me that...never thought anything would please me more." She looked down at the tent in his pants, "And I see those aren't just words." She knelt down between his legs and looked up at him, "And I assume you'd want a blowjob?" she asked, "We can't actually, but..." she pressed her face against his hard shaft, rubbing her lips and nose against him. She inhaled his musky scent and audibly sighed. "Sorry, but...wow! This is incredibly arousing." She stroked his cock through the pants then sighed.
Terry put his hand over hers, "You'd better stop," he moaned, "I don't have a change of pants with me."
"Shit! I didn't thank how hard, sorry, how tough it would be for you." She stood up, "Ok, after I suck your cock, you'll want to fuck me, I assume."
Terry nodded mutely. He never remembered being as hard as he was now, desperately wanting to jerk off.
"Ok, remember what you promised?" she asked. Seeing him nod she pulled him to his feet and undressed him.
Terry started to protest, "You don't have to...oh, fuck!"
When she was done, she stood back and appraised his body much as he'd done hers. "Nice," she said as she stroked his long shaft, "We're going to play-act. You want to jerk off, it's totally obvious in your face, and I'd like to see what it's like to have a client between my legs, so we'll fake it. Can you do that?" she asked.
Terry smiled happily, "Yes. God! Yes." he said as he followed his beautiful boss up onto the bed.
Celeste lay back on the bed, feeling slutty as she spread her legs wide, stroking her wet pussy, her eyes on the plump purple head. "Ok, you can't put your cock in me, but jerk off while fake fucking me, will that work?" she asked. "Or...dry hump me, whatever makes you feel good," she said huskily, "you should get your money's worth at least."
Terry nodded eagerly as he crawled between her legs. He pressed himself against her wet slit, feeling her labia part as his shaft slid up her cleft. He loved how her huge breasts mounded on her chest while pooling off to the sides. 'So much mass there,' he thought, 'I always knew they were huge, but...ooohhhh.'
Celeste moaned happily as the man picked up the pace, her hands feeling his chest, back, and ass. "That...that, oooohhh, that feels sooooo gooood," she sighed. You're hitting me right there." She looked up at the man whose eyes were glued to her flopping breasts and had a thought. "You know, it wouldn't be..you know, fucking me if you wanted to put your cock inside me just to get it wetter...just to do that. It might feel better," she panted.
Terry nodded, "It would feel better." He pulled away, lined up his cock, and easily slid into her tight hole. "Oh fuck!" he panted as he pumped into her velvety slick pussy. Reluctantly he pulled out and pressed against her again.
Celeste groaned as she felt her pussy throb with the wonderfully full feeling lingering. She wanted him back in but stroked his ass and opened her legs wider as his much wetter cock ground against her aroused clit.
Terry looked down at her flushed face, neck, and chest knowing she was close to cumming, "Go on, play with those nipples," he ordered, "I love seeing my whores really getting into it."
Celeste quickly began pinching and pulling on the nipples, looking up at Terry's eager face. "Am I good?" she asked, "am I a good whore for you?"
"God, yes!" he hissed, "The best."
She felt herself getting close and wanted, no, needed to feel him inside her when she came. "Uh, uh, uh, Terry...you need to get more of my juices on your cock...please? Please fuck me," she groaned out loud feeling things begin to peak. "Aaaaaahhhh! Yesss!" she spat as he immediately slammed back into her. "I'm fucking cumming!" she cried.
Terry watched her head roll back as she rhythmically grunted. He felt his balls begin the welcome ache and as she came down he moaned he was going to cum.
Celeste pushed on his hips, "I'm not on the pill, don't cum inside me." She had a thought, "but I know you want to, I know you want to cum on my face. Cum on your whore's face, cum on the frigid bitch's face...in my mouth," she moaned.
Terry couldn't take it anymore hearing that and barely made it up to straddle her face, his hand a blur as he stroked his slimy cock.
Celeste opened her mouth as the first rope splashed onto her nose. His aim was better for the next spurts as most went onto her tongue before she pulled him into her mouth.
Terry's head was spinning as Celeste sucked eagerly on his pulsing cock, swallowing all that she could. As he felt the last of his sperm shoot into her mouth, he looked down at the woman. Splashes of cream dripped off her nose and down her cheeks, her red lips were tightly wrapped around his fat fleshy shaft and he wished he could take a picture of the scene.
Celeste moaned happily as she scraped the cum on her face into her mouth, "Wow! Saving that up?" she asked. I'd have assumed you would have jerked off at least once," she said happily. "I guess my secret is out. I love the taste of cum and yours was super yummy," she smiled, "I hope you'll give me 5 stars on yelp. It might help my new business," she chuckled.
After cleaning up and straightening the bed out, Celeste came over and kissed the man she'd known for years. "Ok, I may have gotten carried away, but remember your promise. I can't let this get out...that I'm a whore at heart." She picked up the $500 and handed it to him, "But this is yours. I can't take this," she said.
Terry pushed it back, "I was thinking it wasn't enough. Keep it," he said. He looked at his watch. "My time is up. Let's get back to the guys."
"Hang on," she sighed as she went over to the mirror to redo her lipstick.
***
Terry and Celeste laughed off their suggestions, saying they mostly made each other frustratingly horny. Celeste just deferred all questions with, "Sorry. Client confidentiality."
Terry excused himself, calling it an early night. The guys all laughed as he headed out of the bar knowing what an early night really meant.
Rob looked at Celeste and slipped her some bills, "I see your last client left, does that mean you have an opening?"
Celeste looked at the bills and sighed, "I planned on just seeing what it was like once, but ok. It was fun...you know, play-acting," she checked her watch and looked at the two other guys, "We'll be back down at 10:40," she dropped a $100 on the table, "Drinks are on me. Enjoy yourselves, but don't drink too much."
As they headed to the elevator she asked, "I thought you didn't have that much cash."
"The cashier. They are more than happy to take your credit cards," Rob smiled as he anticipated the next hour. Even going through the motions with Celeste promised to be better than full-on sex with most
Rob looked around the room checking for clues that Terry and Celeste were lying, but everything looked like an untouched room.
Celeste came over and stroked the front of his pants, "So, what is it you're looking for tonight?" she asked. "Can I get anything for you before we start? A drink?" she indicated the bar in the corner.
Rob groaned and pulled her close, "This. If nothing else I've always wanted this," he sighed.
Celeste could feel his cock grow hard against her and teasingly pressed back. "You did pay for me and I'm duty-bound to make you happy," she said as she pulled a large hand onto her breast. "Tell me, tell your whore how she can please you," she breathed into his ear.
Both his hands were on her massive breasts his hard cock throbbing against her pubic bone, "Oh, God! I might need to go do what Terry is doing right now," he moaned.
Celeste was humping against him, "I'm your whore and it hurts me to hear you say you'd rather jerk off," she purred.
"No, sorry. Yes, I would rather...but you're too fucking beautiful...oh fuck," he panted as she pulled away to let her dress fall off her body. He'd never been with any woman so spectacularly built.
"Play along," she sighed, "I need to get the full experience. So, why did you pay me so much, or as Lucifer says, "What is it your desire?"
Rob looked embarrassed, "Um, anal. Debbie never lets me anywhere near her ass and has told me, I want it, I'll have to go pay for it," he blushed.
"I sympathize," she smiled, "some of our best customers are looking for something they can't get at home." She began taking off his clothes, "You can never tell anyone about this...and perhaps it's because I'm really horny myself after play-acting with Terry, but promise me...what happens now you'll take to your grave."
"I do, I mean, I'll never say a word," he stammered as he stepped out of his pants. "Ohhh, wow!" he sighed looking down at Celeste stroking his cock with both hands while unconsciously licking her lips.
"Ok, I have a thought. As this is simply a simulation but you need to cum, you can dry-hump my ass. We'll get the sensation of you using me...fucking me from behind. Does that sound ok?" she asked.
Rob eagerly nodded and let himself be led over to the bed. Celeste took a couple of pillows and then lay down on them, her ass sticking in the air. He groaned seeing her tight puckered bud and her swollen lips. She wasn't lying, she was aroused. He lay between her legs, guiding his cock between those cheeks, and humped against her. He'd never before done anything like this and wondered if Debbie might like this as it felt great.
Celeste had never felt stimulation like this on her ass, nor had she felt a man's balls slapping against her pussy. Rob's balls were huge and even though she and Charles had done it doggy-style she'd never felt him hitting her clit. She sighed and looked back, "Um, there's lube in my purse or if you prefer, perhaps you could put your cock inside me...you know, just to get wet. You can't fuck me but that would be alright."
Rob felt a rush as he pressed his cock against her warm wet slit and pushed inside her. He had the sudden sad feeling he couldn't tell the other guys how it sucks to be them as he was the one to put his cock inside Celeste's incredibly tight pussy. He pumped into her a few times but pulled out when Celeste told him that should be enough. He slid his cock between her cheeks again and groaned as if felt better now.
Celeste lifted her chest up as Rob's hands felt for her tits. "Is this good?" she asked, "Not as good as fucking my ass for real, but still..."
"God, yes!" the man sighed. "I love feeling your ass against my stomach...always loved your ass." He continued savoring the feelings, her warm full tits not wanting to cum yet.
Celeste sighed happily, "You are not as slick, you'd better...ahhh, yessss," she panted as his fat cock slid into her. Unconsciously she was pumping back against him as he drove into her tight hole harder and harder.
He laid onto her back as she made no move to stop him and was writhing back against him. Her nipples felt like rocks against his palms and their bodies slid against each other, slick with sweat. He felt and heard her getting close to cumming so he pinched her nipples.
"Uh, uh, uh, ffffuuuuuck!" she moaned, "Harder, my nipples, pinch themmm, yesss, yes, yes! Oh, fuck!" she spat as the agonizing feelings released and exploded.
Rob had to grit his teeth as he was close and did not want to cum inside the woman without warning, but her lithe body writhing against him was almost too much. As she finally came down and her grunts became satisfied-sounding sighs he groaned, "Celeste...fuck! I'm going to cum!"
She pushed him off, "Sorry, cum on my chest, I know you want to," she panted, "Cum on your whore's chest," she said as she flopped onto her back. She moaned happily as Rob straddled her chest, stroking his cock rapidly just a couple of times before a rope shot out, splashing on her face. The next spurt hit her open mouth, and the third splashed onto her neck.
Rob's balls ached as he felt more cum release than he'd ever remembered. When he was done, he sat back on her stomach, still stroking his slimy cock, and grinned. "Sorry. I guess I should have warned you I...um, cum hard."
Celeste was using her fingers to gather all the hot tangy cream to put in her mouth. "No, that's fine. Better than cumming inside me. Charles, um, we can't have kids so I'm not on the pill." She looked at his cock and sighed, "That was a mistake. I know men, you can't just slide your cock into a woman's vagina and just pull out, but I did like it," she said. "Remember, you can never speak of this." She looked at the clock, "Um, we have another 20 minutes. Is there something else you'd like?" she asked.
Rob paused, "I've never...um, this might sound weird, but I've always wanted a woman to suck my cock back to hardness after fucking and I know we...Ok, yessss," he sighed as Celeste pulled him forward and put his semi-firm cock into her mouth.
She had to open her jaw wider than she had to before with her men, but it wasn't bad. She tasted her juices along with bits of his sperm as she cleaned him off. Pulling off, she licked down the shaft onto his balls, getting all the juices that had leaked out of her when she felt him get hard again. "I guess it couldn't hurt as you've already fucked me, but you want me to finish you off with my mouth, or you want to fuck me again?" she asked. "Fuck my tight cunt?"
"I want to fuck you again," he smiled as he quickly climbed back between her legs. "Damn! Your cunt feels incredible," he said as he plunged into her.
"Don't worry about me, you just cum," she grunted softly. "You have 15 minutes left with me."
Rob wondered if he could cum that quickly especially right after orgasming, but this view was incredibly arousing seeing her tits flop with each thrust. He noticed her nipples for the first time and they were huge. Large pale pink rings circling the eraser-shaped tips. His mouth watered looking at them. He leaned down, sucking a nipple into his mouth, flicking his tongue against the rubbery flesh.
"Damn! Fuck me...feels so good. Your cock is so fat, so big," she panted. She played with his erect nipples causing him to softly moan.
It wasn't long before he pushed his body up, straightening his arms, and gasped, "Fuck! I'm going to cum." He quickly pulled out and knelt in front of her face, gasping happily as those beautiful lips stretched around his cock.
Celeste had to swallow rapidly as streams of cum spurted into her mouth. She was impressed how much there was so soon after he dumped the previous load on her, but happily swallowed it all.
Rob collapsed onto the bed after emptying his balls into his boss's stomach. He ran a finger across her lips and smiled, "I'll never look at your mouth again without remembering how great a cocksucker you are," he smiled.
She was stroking his cock still, "You better, it's one of those skills I'm proud of. I might be checking out your crotch periodically," she sighed. She looked at the clock. "We have to clean up and go. I guess I look like I've been thoroughly fucked which never happened, right?" she asked.
"Nope, never. I made the entire hour up in my mind," he smiled, "I have the most incredible imagination."
***
"Where's Rob?" Dick asked looking past Celeste as she came back to the table.
She blushed, "He mentioned something about an urgent matter to attend to." She sat down, "Christ! This is tough without Charles here to...you know," she sighed. "What's this?" she asked as Jack slid over an envelope. "4, 5, 6,7,8,9...$1,000 What? Both of you? At once?" she asked. "How can I...you know, it's, um tough enough play-acting with one guy..."
"I'm sure you'll manage. A good hooker can actually accommodate three cocks at once," Dick chuckled, "Two should be a walk in the park for a whore like you." He looked at his friend, "I might be written up about this later, but this is just too fun."
Celeste looked at the time and sighed, "I guess. I did book the room for the night, but," she stood up, "I can only do an hour. I told Charles I'd give him a call tonight."
Celeste felt a tingling as the three entered her room. It looked completely unused and she went over to the bar. "Would you men like a drink before we start?"
"I'd like to start by asking you to show us why we dropped $500 each," Dick said. He and Jack sat on the bed looking expectantly at her. "Slowly."
Jack nodded, "Then we want to see you play with yourself. At least I do. I want to watch you play with your pussy."
"Wait, this was just so I could get an idea of what it would be like to go back to a hotel room with a man...you can't expect me to..." she sputtered.
"Let me get this straight," Dick said, "Both Terry and Rob took you up to this room and didn't show you what the hooker experience entailed?" he asked. "Were you serious saying you wanted to see what the girls go through?"
Celeste nodded nervously. This wasn't looking as fun but her groin ached...throbbed as she thought about it. "I guess...how far do you..."
"Your call. Do you want realism? Forget you know us or we know you. We've made a business transaction and we've engaged you to provide us with pleasure..." he said before looking at his friend.



"Like Dick said. You're a professional and shouldn't have any qualms about getting naked and complying with our wishes, our demands, so strip," he said firmly. "Or, give us the money back and we'll forget this ever happened."
Celeste shifted on her feet, then looked at the two men, "Ok, tell me what you want."
Jack nodded, "For a start, you'll address both of us a 'sir,' and then you'll be a good whore and make our evening as enjoyable as possible."
Celeste nodded, then answered, "yes sir. Can I get anyone a drink?" she asked.
Dick pointed to the floor in front of them, "strip. Let's see if you're worth the thou we paid."
"Yes, sir," she said as she stood in front of her reports. She wondered how this might affect their future relationships but never hesitated as she slid the straps off her shoulders, letting the dress fall to the floor. As if reading their minds, she opened her stance before slowly turning around. When she faced them again, she stood looking expectantly at them.
"Come here...that's it, yes. Are you wet?" Jack asked.
Celeste slid her hand down pressing a finger between her slit, a soft sigh escaping her lips. "Yes, sir," she said softly.
"Good, now play with yourself, don't cum but don't hold back either. I want you hot and eager to get fucked," Dick said. "Open your legs...wider. Does it feel good?" Dick asked.
"Yes, sir. It feels really good," she panted. For some reason, she could feel an approaching orgasm.
"Tell us why you're here," Dick ordered. "Tell us why you took the $1,000."
"To service your needs," she said softly. "Your sexual needs."
"Do you know what our sexual needs are yet?" he asked.
"No sir, but it's my job to satisfy whatever needs you have," she said rubbing her pussy more rapidly.
"Good girl. Let's start with sucking our cocks," Dick said as he pulled off his clothes. "Kneel there," he ordered as he stroked his cock in front of her eager-looking face. He looked at Jack, grinning, mouthing 'Frigid bitch,' while high-fiving him.
Celeste's knees hurt on the thin carpet but took both hardening cocks in her hands, stroking, feeling how different each one felt. Jack's was quite thick with pronounced veins while Dick's was slenderer and smoother. Both were impressively hard now and as Dick was giving the orders she began licking the underside of his shaft first. She slid her tongue from his heavy balls to the tip. She did that a couple of times before opening her mouth to take him in.
Dick let out a sigh feeling her warm mouth clench his sensitive cock while bobbing her head as she sucked. "God! You could do this full-time. Jack, you have to try out her cocksucking skills," he moaned. "I'm going to check out that nice cunt of hers."
Jack grinned hearing his co-worker discuss their manager in suck crude terms and pulled Celeste to her feet. "Let's get on the bed. I want to check out these cocksucking skills of yours before I try out your pussy."
Celeste's mind was whirling. What she's allowing, doing would undermine her authority in the workplace. What are they going to tell the other guys? Would they expect this every time they travel? She knelt between Jack's long hairy legs, her face inches away from his fat balls and veiny shaft. She licked up his length noticing he tasted saltier and smelled muskier than did Dick.
As she was noticing the differences, Dick came up behind her and pressed the head against her wet slit, working himself inside her slowly. Celeste was humping back against him as if eager to feel him slide inside her. "You want this, don't you?" he teased as he rubbed the plump cap onto her clit. "Want me to wear a condom?"
"Hhhmmm, hmmm," she moaned as she opened her legs more and pushed back. "No, just don't cum inside me, I'm not on the pill."
"Ok, you asked for it," he grinned as he drove into her in one powerful thrust. He looked at his friend, "Ever thought we'd be spit-roasting our department director?" Dick grinned.
"Mmmmmmmmm!" she groaned as she felt his cock rip into her. She had momentarily stopped sucking on Jack's cock but renewed her sucking as he guided her mouth back onto his cock.
"Not in reality, but in many a fantasy, sure," Jack smiled. "We've all thought about getting her naked and filling her holes."
The three picked up a rhythm with loud smacking noises coming from both pairs of Celeste's lips. Dick admired the woman's full creamy ass and thought back to when she'd reamed him for putting in the wrong price on a quote costing the company tens of thousands of dollars. He slapped her right cheek, smiling as he heard her muffled yelp. He saw his handprint on one cheek and added another to the left cheek.
Celeste looked back, "Why are you spanking me?" she asked.
"Remember when you chewed me out in front of the entire team? I deserved being chewed out. SLAP! "I fucked up, but next time," SLAP! "think about," SLAP! "doing it behind closed doors," SLAP!
Celeste was stroking Jack's cock as Dick spanked her and feeling the stinging blows triggered something inside her and she began letting out low moans each time he spanked her. Without thinking put the cock back into her mouth, now deep-throating the man while moaning.
"Fuck, man! She's getting turned on by this. Don't stop...oh God!" he sighed feeling close to cumming.
Celeste's head was spinning from lack of oxygen and the now repeated but more gentle slaps on her ass. Her grunts might have been muffled but echoed in the room as she came. Her ass ground back against Dick's hard cock reveling in the intense feelings.
Dick stopped spanking the woman when she came, looked down at that ass then over at Jack, "You want her ass first, or should I?" he asked, "She bought lube. Check her purse."
Celeste wanted to protest but Jack was fucking her mouth while holding her hair, so all she could do was muffled grunts.
"I do like a whore who's prepared," Jack chuckled. "You first. I'm loving her cocksucking skills."
Celeste moaned as she felt the long cock pull out. She wanted Jack to cum quickly so she could stop Dick from doing what he planned but she was still getting her mouth fucked as a fat finger shoved cool gel into her ass. Many times Charles had asked for this and every time she'd angrily told him to go find some whore who would allow him access to her ass, and now she was that whore. It was a strange feeling that she'd actually sold herself to these men.
"Holy fuck! She's so tight," Dick smiled as he pressed a 2nd finger into her ass. He shrugged, "I'll make it work like our Director always tells us, there's no try, just do it!" he chuckled.
Celeste's favorite phrase came back to her, wondering if she'll ever be able to say that in meetings again without hearing snickering. That thought was driven from her mind as Dick's cock pressed hard against her puckered hole. 'Relax, relax, relax,' she kept telling herself. As the head finally popped in, she felt grateful it was Dick's more slender cock inside her, but the stinging still was incredible.
Both men misinterpreted her moans as a sign of pleasure, "Wow! Who'd have thought, the Frigid Bitch loves getting fucked in the ass?" He closed his eyes feeling the tight ring grip his cock.
After a few minutes, Celeste was no longer feeling any pain...at least there was just a trace left, and she felt a different arousal as her rectum was filled with cock. She had to play with her pussy as the man drove deep into her ass wondering what an orgasm would feel like while being butt-fucked.
"How is she?" Jack asked. "Remember when you called her the tight-assed bitch after she gave us those stupid quotas last spring?" he smiled, "Were you right?"
"You have no idea, want to have a go?" Dick asked.
"Fuck, yeah," Jack laughed. He pulled out of the Redhead's mouth and looked down at her. Her face was red and a stream of drool hung from her chin. "You're a very good whore, you know that?" he asked. She didn't respond so he lifted her chin, "It's rude not to respond to your client. Did you know you're a good whore?"
Celeste nodded, "Thanks," she mumbled. "I mean, yes, thanks, sir," she quickly added seeing Jack about to say something. She felt Dick pull out of her ass and go into the bathroom, hopefully, to clean off his cock before penetrating her again. She pressed her face into the mattress thrusting her ass in the air now curious how a fatter cock would feel, would it enhance the incredible feelings?
Jack pressed his freshly lubed cock against her brown bud, sliding in more easily than he'd thought. 'The slut loves this,' he thought, 'who'd have thought?' It had been years since he'd had anal and smiled happily feeling the way her anus gripped his cock. As Dick came back onto the bed, he grinned at his friend, "this is one great ass," he said. "How could you have pulled out without busting your nut?"
"Not easy. Let's fill both her holes," Dick suggested. He lay down as Jack pulled out of Celeste's ass, then pulled the woman onto his cock. She knew what to do as she gripped his cock, lowering herself onto his hard shaft and then lay on his chest to allow Jack back into her ass.
Celeste now wanted to feel both her holes filled, moaning into Dick's neck as Jack penetrated her ass. "Aaaahhhh, yesss. Fuck my ass," she heard herself pant. "Both of you fuck me, fuck my whore holes."
"Why you little slut," Dick said before kissing the woman. He grabbed both those impressive tits as they kissed. He moaned as Celeste sucked eagerly on his mouth as she had both cocks plunging into her holes. He'd never imagined such a horny babe hiding under those sensible outfits. Her pelvis was rocking with their coordinated assault on her tight orifices.
They fucked like this for a good 20 minutes with Jack being the first of the men to cum. He grunted that he was cumming before burying his cock fully into her ass as he spewed his goo deep inside her rectum. As he came, Celeste had her 4th orgasm as she realized a man was filling her ass with cum for the first time.
Jack gave a satisfied groan, patted the creamy bottom, pulled his cock out of her ass, and staggered into the bathroom. He looked at his watch, and chuckled, "Dick, you'd better finish soon, our whore is ours for just 10 more minutes, who know what she'll charge us if we run over."
Dick nodded and pushed Celeste off him. He rolled her onto her stomach, kneed her legs apart then guided his cock back into her ass. "Ahhhh, your cunt feels great but this is a whole other level of fucking," he sighed.
The woman lay there, a feeling of exhaustion coming over her. If whores go through what she'd experienced in the last 4 hours how the hell can they go all night? she wondered. Dick didn't last long, cumming soon after changing positions. He was grunting in her ear as he came then sighed.
"Fuck me, best $500 I ever spent. Let me know next time you need fun money," he said before kissing the nape of her neck.
The two men had cleaned up and were dressed before Celeste roused herself. "You guys go on. I'll see you at breakfast," she said as she rolled over naked onto her back.
Both men looked at each other seeing their director, legs opened as she played with her pussy. "You're ok?" Jack asked. "I feel bad, you know, saying what we said," he said softly.
"No, it was perfect. I wanted to know what the whore experience was like and it wasn't great. I don't think I'll be changing careers. But I did tell you I wanted to know, so thanks. No, go, I have this room for the night and I feel a need to play with my cunt."
"I could stay," Dick suggested.
"Me too," Jack quickly said.
"Now, that would be cheating on Charles. When it was a business deal, that wasn't cheating," she smiled.
After the men left, Celeste rubbed one out thinking back on the four men and how incredibly hot every one of them was, how different, how intense. She rolled off the bed and showered.
After cleaning up, she looked at the clock. 2:23 AM. She made the bed up so it looked unused. 'This is just for fun,' she thought as she pulled on the red dress, picked up her purse, made sure her tool kit was intact then headed down to the bar.
The man from Chicago stood up, paid the tab, and decided none of the girls he'd seen could measure up to the tall redhead he'd talked to earlier. There was something about redheads he liked, they seemed hotter in bed than other women, more eager, slutty. He turned seeing the bartender looking past him. There she was!
Celeste smiled seeing the happy look on the man's face and came over, "Are you leaving?" she asked, "I could use another cosmo."
* * *
The four men looked at each other, "Where is she?" Rob asked, "She's always beaten us to breakfast. There, wow! She looks great," he said standing up.
After two hours of sleep, Celeste showered, and as she got ready decided it was going to be a warm day and another slinky dress like the red one would be more comfortable. Forgoing a bra she headed to breakfast.
"Here," Jack said pulling out a chair, "you look great, I mean it," he smiled. He wanted to compliment her that she looked no worse for wear after their aggressive DPing as she easily slid the chair in as she sat, but bit his tongue.
Celeste deflected comments from her people, changing the focus of their conversation to the show, what they'd gleaned, etc.. "This is going to be tough. We have Miami next week, who the hell schedules a show in Miami in August," she sighed. "I thought it was hot in Vegas," she said as she pulled the dress away from her body to cool off.
"There's South beach and the ocean, mojitos, rum runners, anything with rum. Oh! My brother's roommate in college opened a restaurant in Vero Beach. It's what? two hours up the coast from Miami? I would love to go eat there and check it out," Terry said, looking around the table, "You guys up for that one evening?"
The guys all looked at Celeste, "Your call. Can we spare an afternoon to check it out?" Jack asked.
Dick chuckled, "She'd hate it. Some of the best porn comes from Vero Beach," he smiled, "There are dozens of really successful boutique studios there. I know a guy who has one of the classier ones, good guy. Celeste might hate it but I'm in!" he chuckled.
Celeste looked thoughtful, "Ok. I think we can take an afternoon off, but not for the porn," she smiled at Dick, "Dinner. Anyhow, I can't believe girls could do something like that," she mused, "I wonder what goes through their heads."
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* * *
"Ok, this was good," Violet smiled at her friends, "next week we're at Teresa's house and until then, make no move without asking..."
"...What would Jesus do?" The 5 girls said in unison.
They gave each other hugs and kisses on their cheeks and soon Violet was alone to clean up from their weekly SCOL meeting. This group was spawned by Sarah who'd wanted support from friends and like-minded coeds to resist the myriad temptations offered to freshmen at the university. Every week they got together to discuss their urges, pressures from boyfriends, and other enticements to stray.
It was Delilah that came up with the name, and they all immediately embraced Sisterhood of Christ Our Lord, even going as far as to have tee shirts made with SCOL right across the chest.
Laura asked once why get shirts made, especially with the letters stretched across their chests.
Sarah laughed, "John Dillinger was asked, 'Why do you rob banks?' He replied, 'Because that's where the money is.' Why print our cause right here?" She asked, sliding her finger from left to right across her impressive chest, "because that's where the boys' eyes are."
Violet felt a pleasing rush that hopefully, they'd saved Laura from making a life-changing decision as she had been considering letting her boyfriend touch her between her legs. Having four friends who have your back makes being strong so much easier.
She was just drying the last glass when her phone vibrated in her pocket.
"Dr. Blackwood," she said wondering why her former science professor would be calling, "How's Regal Heights High doing?" she asked. "Really, wow...they did?" She thought back to when he'd driven her home and how she kept pulling her skirt down as it rode up. He'd told her it was his dream to invent a drug that changes mankind for the better. She liked his enthusiasm, but he didn't focus on the road ahead as much as she'd have liked. She'd gotten a strange vibe from him even though the conversation was totally innocent, it was his eyes and the periodic look on his face that was a bit disturbing.
Then Marvin Blackwood got to the point and Violet sat down, listening. Finally, she asked, "and this was approved by the FDA? I mean, for trial? That's so exciting. You always were so smart," she smiled into the phone. "Me? When? I mean, I'm at school...classes. I guess, sure...no, no, I can get away. I understand, sure," she sighed. "I could use the money. Ok, I'll drive up next weekend...got it. No, no I get it. Not a word. People steal, evil is in everyone." She felt bad about telling her friends she'd not be able to make next week's meeting but also felt pride he'd asked her plus it was a lot of money.
* * *
"Violet, I have to say it was you who inspired me," the 60-year-old man smiled as he held open the door. "You told me many times my ideas would go to waste without action, and one idea has been gnawing at me for the last year."
He thought back to the first time this girl walked into his class. An extremely hot September day and all the girls were showing as much skin as allowed, except for Violet Sanders. She wore a long skirt and blouse buttoned up but couldn't hide her outstanding 18-year-old teenager's body. He imagined those young perky breasts proudly jutting from her chest, her trimmed pussy...would the color match her blonde tresses or would she have a dark bush? Either way, he'd had to sit behind his desk thinking about her long legs, her thigh gap inviting a fat cock inside.
As he got to know her, he was struck by how bright she was, dedicated to learning, but also how she never had a boyfriend. One afternoon as he was leaving, he'd run into her.
"Dr. Blackwood, I'm impressed. Leaving school on time?" she'd laughed. "I've always had the image of you living here."
Marvin laughed, perhaps a bit more than the comment called for, "I have a life. But I shouldn't ruin your image of me by telling you I have a date tonight." He remembered her blush and that triggered a thought. Her expression and her body language told him she went to the sex part of the date, not the dinner conversation or the holding hands part.
"Why don't I ever hear about you dating?" he'd asked, "sorry. Inappropriate."
Violet smiled and shook her head, "School first, then I'll socialize. Anyhow, guys are just annoying," she'd laughed. They'd arrived at his car and both hesitated.
"Are you into girls? Not judging and it's none of my business."
Violet laughed, "Hell no. Not even close," she said, "Boys are annoying because once you let them do one thing, the next becomes their only goal...then the next. You know what I mean," she said.
Marvin nodded, knowing exactly what she meant. "So, rather than have fun exploring the social side you're happy with focusing on school?" he'd asked.
"Hmm," she chuckled, "Happy? No, but I had a feeling of accomplishment every time I get an A or turn in a well-written paper. That's enough for now...maybe later I'll open up my schedule for boys."
He'd had his hand on the door handle, "Look. I'm not trying to lure you into my car but I'd like to understand your generation a bit better. Do you have time to..."
Violet looked over at the bus, "Um, my driver gets impatient if I make him wait," she smiled. "Maybe daddy doesn't pay him enough."
"Well, give him the day off. I can drop you off," he said, "This is nowhere as roomy as your limo, but..." he indicated his Lexus apologetically.
Violet looked back at the bus and nodded, "sure, but it might be out of your way."
Marvin thought back to that day. He'd sensed there was passion buried inside that young girl, an imagination he'd seen activated whenever the discussion even hinted at sex. Her fair complexion reddened and he could almost see her fight those impure thoughts and desires, but they were there. What would it take to unlock that? Over the next few months, he'd researched all the attempts to create the perfect drug, the one that would make the discovery of sildenafil, or Viagra, seem mild in comparison. Not like GHB or Rohypnol, the date rape drugs, one that the user becomes a willing and eager participant. The Holy Grail of drugs, a true aphrodisiac.
After hundreds of hours of research, he'd discovered a combination of various vitamins and minerals triggered hormonal activities in female lab rats. They seemingly did not affect the males, but that was always a tough one to gauge. The male's hormonal activities were triggered by everything it seemed. He thought back to the day when the female went after the male so insatiably he'd had to rescue the first male and put in a second. A month later, the female was going through a half-dozen males. The only thing was the drug lasted a good 24 hours which proved fatal for the females...sad but all seemingly had smiles on their dead faces.
After a few months more tweaking the formula he was able to get it down to a few hours and the females seemed no worse for wear. Interestingly, by the end of animal testing, the males started struggling when they were dropped into the female's cages, even those not yet part of the trial. Could rats warn each other? That might be a future study, he thought.
Anyhow, he'd gotten approved for a drug trial and the first person he'd thought of was Violet with lust she kept beneath her shell. If she were to let go, this would be helping millions of couples find the romance they'd lost. He had a double-blind test scheduled next month but asking Violet to join meant a 50/50 chance she'd receive the placebo and that wouldn't work for him.
"I'm glad you decided to try the vitamin mixture, here, "he handed the beautiful blonde a clipboard, "Non-disclosure agreement. This might be very successful and I'd hate to...you know, anyhow if you sign this then I'll show you the list of vitamins and minerals in the pill you'd be taking. All are available on any nutritional store shelf. Of course, I cannot divulge the percentages of each."
Violet carefully read through the entire NDA and nodded, nothing here that Jesus wouldn't sign, she thought. She handed the clipboard back to her old teacher. He still looked very distinguished. Not that anyone the same age as her grandparents would remotely appeal to her, but his girlfriends must like to be with him, she thought. She had to ask, though. "What does this pill do?"
"I'll tell you a little, but too much might skew the data. Trust me, but so far we've seen no lasting effects nor any side effects. The trial subjects have been extremely happy as far as we can tell," he smiled at the girl. 'Extremely happy, extremely satisfied,' he mused.
"Ok. I guess if the FDA approved it for human trials, it must be ok. I always wondered why these sorts of drug trials aren't performed in the prisons," she wondered.
Marvin chuckled, "Some are, but this one might not present the results we want," he smiled. He thought about a prison full of women hornier than usual, all willing to resolve those itches...it might make for a more compliant populace. He'll have to look into that application.
"Yeah, got it. Ok, I'm all yours," she said, "I hope I don't let you down."
Marvin felt like laughing at that but simply nodded, "thanks, I think you'll like this, it's designed to in a sense, fine-tune the way the brain processes information. You know Stacy, she's so analytical she seems robotic then Henry not only is an incredible violinist but is becoming nationally known for his portraits? He struggled in Physics and Calculus. This pill, hopefully, will be able to unlock parts of your brain that are up to now unrealized. I've seen your doodles on your notes. Here," he said handing her a pill cup with a glass of water, "This somewhat quiesces the frontal lobe while stimulating the parietal and occipital lobes. You might find your doodles become landscapes. In a nutshell, if Stacy were to take this just before piano lessons, she'd pick things up faster and play with passion. Oh, you're about 115 pounds?" he asked.
Violet nodded and accepted the items and held onto them waiting. She wasn't about to just take it yet, and she wasn't sure she fully trusted her old professor. There was an underlying creepiness to him. She held the water and cup on her lap looking expectantly at him.
"Right, don't take the pill yet. Set those on the table," he smiled before going on. "And Henry would be picking up math, physics, chemistry, all the sciences much more quickly while retaining his innate artistic senses." He looked embarrassed, "Sorry. I feel so hopeful, so optimistic I can help some kids and all it takes is a mixture of vitamins and minerals. Oh, the other side effect might be warmth. For your test, we want to see if it awakens your more creative side, thus you might feel a hormonal rush, a passion for your subject." He paused seeing the look of doubt. "For example," he went over, and picked up a vase of roses," Look at these. I got these over a Danders Garden Center this morning. Aren't they beautiful?" he asked.
Violet took a deep breath and nodded. "I love the smell, nothing quite like it," she said as she put the vase aside.
"I'm going the ask you a series of questions," he said as he picked up another clipboard.
Violet looked around, "Um, is this starting now? I'd have thought this would be, you know, a couple of groups of people some with real drugs, others..."
"Yes," he smiled, "We have that scheduled and volunteers lined up. Oh, but the way, I forgot," he jumped up to grab an envelope, "Here. This is for helping me out."
Violet pulled out the check, "Thanks, wait. This is more than you said on the phone," she laughed, "I should sign up for studies at school if this is standard."
"You should. We're always looking to better people's lives and these tests are the best way to gather data," he smiled.
"Ok," he said sitting back down. "Comfortable?" he asked. "Ok, just relax and remember, I'll be asking for different things, these are designed to verify the efficacy of the drug. Oh, shit! Sorry, hang on."
Violet was surprised she hadn't noticed them before, but there were cameras mounted across from her on tables. Dr. Blackwood went over, turning them both on. Then he picked up a case and came over to the couch.
"Sorry, sorry. I've been so excited about today, and, well, nervous," he said as he lifted the lid.
Violet blushed to see the wires and sensors. She's wondered why her teacher had asked her to dress casually in a summer dress and now knew why. She had this strange feeling, almost fear as his look changed. The way he was studying her body gave her the creeps. "Why the cameras?" she asked, "I get nervous when I have my picture taken and..."
"It's fine," he said dismissing her unease. This is standard for both legal and scientific reasons," he replied.
"Legal?"
Marvin laughed, "We're alone in the creepy mansion, tell me you haven't thought how weird this is. As a teacher, I would never want to have my career and reputation ruined by false accusations." He nodded to each side, "Rather than he said/she said, we have a recording of everything." He smiled at the girl, "I'm not implying you're that evil but it's a simple safeguard, and like I said. I can replay the videos while reviewing the results of my questions and the like."
Violet nodded, "When you told me the address, I did the Google map thing and saw this place. I swear they filmed that zombie movie here or a place just like it. I expected Igor to answer the door and for you to take me down to your dungeon," she laughed.
The man laughed again, "Never on the first date. You know how expensive all that bondage stuff is?" he asked. "I'd hate to get it ruined by my struggling date."
Violet looked around. 'I sure hope he's kidding,' she thought. 'But of course, he is...he's a respected professor.' "Ok, sorry. I'll relax."
"Ok, I know this is weird but we'll be monitoring your physiology before, during, and after, you know, so we can monitor the alterations in your sense of logic, reasoning, creativity, and the effects on your body. Simple, really," he smiled as he placed sensors on her ankles, inside her knees, inside her thighs...after which she quickly pulled down the hem of her skirt.
"I have to do this, just relax," he said as he undid the top three buttons on her dress. 'Wow!' he thought seeing her massive cleavage. He placed sensors on the upper part of each breast, then on her neck over the carotid artery and her jugular vein. "I know this is strange, but you'll get used to it as the trial goes on. "Four more," he said applying sensors on each temple. "Ok, you can do these. I don't want to embarrass you," he said. He stood with his back to her and pointed to the area just above his belt, "If you just lift your dress in the back and, yes. Peel the backing off. I'll turn around."
Violet didn't notice the man had moved to the side so he didn't block the cameras from capturing the young blonde as she pulled up her dress. When she told him it was done he told her to hang on.
"Just want to check," he said as he felt for the sensors under the dress. "Perfect, I'll need to hire you to assist with the double-blind. You are a natural."
As she sat down, she looked at the cameras, "oh crap. I..." she pointed.
Marvin looked over and waved his have dismissively, "I'll erase that. Not a big deal. Ok, just relax, and sip some water. This is going to be nothing out of the ordinary."
Violet wanted to laugh. She was aware of the objects touching her and if anything this was as unordinary as could be. They felt like fingers on her breasts and just three inches from her sex. She shivered remembering his rough hands on her intimate areas, maybe not right on those parts, but close enough. She wasn't a virgin having lost that cherished part at a graduation party. It wasn't as if she were raped, but she didn't resist much after her fourth drink of punch as Drew Dakins took her outside to the pool. He'd convinced her to let go for once so she dove in wearing just her bra and panties. His lips did feel good on hers and his hands weren't bad either. Sadly she'd not stopped him in time when he shoved his penis inside her. She felt the sharp stinging pain and pushed him off. She had just said "no!' with her hands on his chest when he responded immediately and pulled out of her.
She'd been surprised having been told boys couldn't control themselves and remembered being impressed he'd been a gentleman as he must have sensed she wanted him to stop. He thanked her and went inside, leaving her naked, legs opened wide on the lounge chair. It wasn't until she dressed that even in the dark she could see the flow of his cum mixed with a trace of blood flowing out of her pussy. It was then that she'd swore off boys until after college. They were after just one thing and having gotten that they lose interest.
Then she looked over at the man, her eyes flicking to his crotch. 'Was there always that bulge,' she thought. 'I never looked but he's a man. He touched me,' she thought. She focused as Dr. Blackwood began asking her questions.
She soon felt at ease as he had her do math problems, and describe briefly the Kreb's cycle along with various other topics. Then he asked her to take a rose, smell it and describe the scent without using the words flower or floral. She had trouble until she described it as a delicately sweet fragrance.
"Now, let's look at some images, now don't be offended but we need to gauge visual stimulation, you ok with a bit of skin?"
Violet blushed, "Sure, I'm not a prude," she lied.
He picked up the remote and turned on the TV, then hit play.
Violet watched as a series of pictures came up, each one lasting just a second. At first, there were baby animals, flowers, a forest, an ocean, other scenes, and smiling faces. Then came beach pictures with more skin exposed. 'These aren't bad,' she thought but then a naked man filled the screen. This was followed by a series of naked men and women. She gasped seeing a man standing sideways to the camera with what looked to be a foot of penis sticking slightly up.
"Wait, is this something that's needed?" she asked, "This is smut. I don't mind nudity, but..."
He paused the show, "think about it. How many senses are there? No? More than five. There are arguments there could be up to 21 senses but we are comfortable with eight. Taste, touch, smell, sound, and sight are the most commonly recognized, but there are more. There's the sense of balance, of spacial awareness. Ever turn around sensing someone behind you or the feeling you're being watched? Then there's your internal awareness...hunger, pain, disquiet, hormones, etc.. All those are known senses. You could say the sense of time is another sense. This study will be monitoring as many of the senses as possible to gauge enhancements or perhaps quiesced senses. If possible, I'd like it if you opened your mind up to honest responses to the visual stimuli."
"Ok, it just seems a bit perverted but I get it," she sighed. She turned her attention back to the pictures. They weren't terrible, somehow pleasing. She relaxed and noticed how beautiful the people were, naked or not. She wondered if she were as pretty as some of the girls and if guys thought her body was as arousing. 'Of course not,' she mused, 'these girls ooze sexuality.'
Marvin watched the girl who was now slightly flushed with her right leg bouncing on the left. 'She's getting turned on. I knew there was a slut hiding inside.'
Violet was feeling warm, her nipples were tingling as pictures of naked couples appeared with large erections and large breasts. She wondered how far these would go when pictures appeared with the penises in the woman's mouth, then between her legs...inside their pussies. Then the pictures stopped and a video started. She felt her heart beat rapidly watching the woman on her hands and knees, a man behind slamming into her, but it was the audio that she found arousing. In the past she'd closed her eyes, shoving away the device with the disgusting images but she was now watching with unblinking eyes wondering why the girl was crying out happily. Her one experience was nothing other than momentary pain.



She gasped as the video stopped and another started. This time, the 85" screen was filled with a huge cock just as a creamy rope shot out. Then there was another and another. The next half dozen were with the ropes landing inside a woman's open mouth. She knew it was coming and wanted to close her eyes, but beautiful women were allowing men to put their penises in their mouths and pussies. She wondered how they were able to take the long shafts deep into their mouths and up their vaginas. Curiosity took over followed by intrigue. 'These aren't bad,' she thought, 'something is mesmerizing about seeing these.'
She was brought back to the man's living room as the TV went blank.
"You did great. We'll be able to gather a ton of physiological data. Tell me, were the scenes offensive, arousing? Describe what you felt."
She shook her head as if clearing out cobwebs and smiled, "Not arousing...ok, maybe a little, not offensive or disturbing either. Enticing?" She laughed, "I found it hard to look away for some reason."
He came over and stood behind her. "Are you feeling tense? Need a break? Does this feel better?" he asked as he gently rubbed her shoulders.
Violet felt his hands on her skin and pulled away, "I'm fine, great. What's next?" she asked.
Marvin went back over to his chair and picked up the remote. "What do you call this?" he hit a button showing a very large erection.
Violet looked at it wondering why she had the urge to reach out and touch it, "That's an erection, a penis, an erect penis."
"Any other words?" he asked.
"Well, I've heard cock and dick but those seem like they're derogatory terms," she said softly.
"How about these," he said as a pair of perky breasts came up.
"Breasts, tits, boobs...um, mammaries?" she said.
"How about this?" Marvin asked.
"Genitals, pussy, vagina, though that's the passage inside to the cervix then the uterus," she blushed.
"What's the square root of 256?"
"16!" she said quickly as if happy to have an easy one.
"Where is the Tigris River?"
"Asia, the source is in Turkey and it runs south through Iraq," she said happily.
"That's great, but now we'll move on to tactile stimulation. Take a flower, the thorns were all removed. Ok, close your eyes and feel the petals," he said softly. "Feel them? Rub the petals against your cheeks...that's it, now your neck. How does that feel?" he asked.
Violet chuckled as she felt a bit embarrassed to be discussing this, "Um, nice. Soft."
"Good, good, you're doing great. I hope all the volunteers are as good as you. Now, remember, eyes closed. Feel the petals on your chest, it's fine. We're going to compare your physiological reactions to various stimuli. Nothing extreme, except for the whips," he chuckled. "Kidding, kidding. Sorry, that's never on the first date, remember?"
Violet smiled and closed her eyes again. He was right, this is nothing. She felt the soft velvety feel on her upper breasts, enjoying the feeling. She stopped as she realized she was perhaps doing more than the man wanted. She looked at him, taking the rose to her nose again. 'Did he grow?' she thought as it seemed his crotch was larger now. She was suddenly aware that she was feeling vulnerable, alone. She could hear nothing from the road outside even though this was a busy street. Even if she screamed she knew for a fact that not a person would respond. 'He has a penis and I am a woman,' she thought. She looked over at the cameras and felt a sense of relief. He'd not tape anything that could be used against him, she thought.
"Ok, now your arms, close your eyes, and feel the soft petals on your arms, especially on the inside of your elbows."
Violet enjoyed the feelings and found herself relaxing, though the anxiety was still there. She opened her eyes hearing the next request.
"It's ok. Don't expose yourself, you can tuck the dress, yes, like that. We're taking before and after measurements of body temperature, O2 levels, etc.. This is for science," he reassured her. "It seems inappropriate but tell me honestly, is there any other place more sensitive to tactile stimulation than your inner thighs?" he asked rhetorically.
Violet did as she was told, made sure her crotch was covered and opened her legs feeling exposed to the man and the two cameras as she ran the flower up and down the insides of her thighs. She'd never masturbated but suddenly thought this was awfully close to it, but rather than stopping she felt her blood pressure increase and her breathing change. She felt herself getting lost in the feelings when he gave her another instruction.
"Very nice, I'm serious when I said I'd like to hire you to prep the other volunteers. You pick things up so fast," he said assuringly. "Ok, put that down. Here's something a bit more intense," he said as he picked up a vibrator and carried it over to her.
Violet hesitated. This was a dildo and as such seemed wrong.
"This is a great tool for relaxing your muscles. Here," he said as he turned the base. The device hummed to life. "Here, press it against the base of your neck. Isn't that incredible?" he asked.
Violet took over, reluctant at first, but feeling the vibrations through her neck she relaxed.
"Ok, basically just run that in the same areas, perhaps not your face though. It is most effective on muscles," Marvin sat as he sat back down.
It wasn't bad as she tried the vibrator on her delts, biceps, and forearms. She knew he'd ask so she pressed the plastic rod on her pecs feeling her nipples vibrate inside her bra. Then she opened her eyes and nodded as Dr. Blackwood rubbed his hands on his legs. She pressed the dress between her legs again and ran the tool on the top of her legs then inside. She didn't like the feeling in her crotch so stopped after just a couple of minutes. "I preferred the rose petals, she said softly as she turned it off and then set it aside.
"You did well. We have a baseline. Let's take a quick break. We can take the sensors off and put them back on if you need to go to the bathroom."
Violet thought about doing that and shook her head, "I'm fine, I can rest but I don't need a bathroom break."
"Ok, the pill takes about 20 minutes to hit your system so if you're ready," he nodded over to the pill cup.
Violet took a deep breath and swallowed the pill. It was a small caplet and easily went down with a little water.
They chatted for a while when she felt her skin tingling and the room getting warmer. What was strange was how aware she was of the follicles on her arms and on her sex between her legs. Then her nipples suddenly ached and hardened. She looked at Dr. Blackwood, "Um, I think the pill hit me," she sighed as she flapped her dress to get the air moving. "Do you have a fan?" she asked. "You weren't kidding about feeling warmer."
Marvin smiled, "Sure, I can turn on the overhead," he pointed at the ceiling. He went over and hit the switch. "This should be better. If you get too warm, just open your dress a bit more. Ok, let's start with the math and science questions."
Violet had trouble answering this batch even though they were really easy. After fumbling through the panel of questions she felt relieved when Dr. Blackwood asked her to grab another flower.
"Ok, good, now, describe the smell."
"Sweet, tangy, I can see meadows bathing in the sun. Birds're singing nearby, a warm breeze wafting over my body," she sighed. "I can smell life at its most beautiful."
"Hang on to the flower. We'll get back to the tactile part. Before we go on, the visual stimuli test is next," he said softly.
It was strange, but Violet could swear her pussy throbbed seeing a different set of baby animals, flowers, scenes, and pretty happy faces. She was getting too warm now, getting hot. She was pulling the fabric away from her body and flapping it.
"Take it off, you saw the beach pictures, you're wearing a bra and panties I assume. I'm afraid I don't have A/C. Hang on," he said as she stood to pull the dress over her head. He pulled the sensors off her temples, neck, and breasts then helped her pull the dress off, tossing it aside. "Hold still," he said as he replaced the sensors. She sighed loudly as he pressed the two on her breasts. Her nipples were poking through the thick bra. He patted her ass, "Turn around. Let me make sure these are still ok," he ordered. Her ass was perfect. Tight, muscular globes. He moved both sensors down to the top of her panties.
Violet's pussy felt more alive than anything she'd ever felt. She blushed as the man seemingly touched her ass longer than necessary, but not long enough she thought. She was now more aware than ever of all the follicles and body parts. She could smell her arousal wondering if her panties were soaked.
"There, ok. Let's go back to the images. Open your legs, you'll feel better with the nice breeze. Good, I like how relaxed you are. Ok, ready for the next pictures." He hit the remote. He nodded, 'I like that, a blonde bush not shaved. Wow! She's soaking,' he observed.
Violet's head was fuzzy yet her body was clear. She was as aware of her toenails as much as her teeth. Every part of her was giving feedback to the only part of her brain that was working, her limbic region, then every sensation she felt shot straight to her core, her vagina. 'All roads lead to Rome, my pussy is Rome...where is Rome?' she thought. She momentarily wondered why she had no clue what 11 times 11 is or what is the capital of Germany. All those thoughts disappeared as the pictures resumed. Shirtless men working out in Lycra shorts. Muscles rippling, bulging quads, bulging pecs, bulging biceps, bulging cocks. 'They call them cocks, not penises,' she thought. 'So much better than penis. Cock, cock, cock...sounds like a weapon activating.' She stroked the plastic vibrator as the pictures streamed by.
Marvin hadn't been this hard since he was a teenager. The cute blonde was audibly panting, a sweaty sheen on her chest, and her panties were soaked through turning them almost opaque. He heard breaths morph into moans as the pictures changed to men with erections, then the streams of ejaculate. He froze the screen with a fat cock entering a wet pussy then went over behind the couch to rub her shoulders and to get a closer look at her glistening massive tits covered by the unflattering thick bra.
"Aaaaaah," she moaned feeling the strong hands knead her muscles. Her eyes were glued to the TV as his hands sent electric shocks through her body. She could feel that plump head on the screen opening her up. She looked between her legs and her pelvis was moving up and down. "I'm so hot," she panted.
"Here, you should let the breeze hit more of you," Marvin said as he leaned her forward to remove the large bra. He tossed it aside, leaned next to her ear, and whispered, "Better? Doesn't it feel nice, the wind on your breasts?" She leaned back against the couch as his wonderful hands pressed against her pecs and then onto her breasts. 'Why are the girls and I in SCOL so adamant no boys would be allowed to touch our tits?' She wondered. 'This feels incredible.'
"Yesss, aaaahhhh, niccccce," she sighed. She started to pull off her panties but Dr. Blackwood stopped her.
"Hang on," he said hurrying around. He pulled the sensors from her knees, and thighs then took over sliding her panties to the floor. He replaced each sensor getting a close look at her amazingly swollen sex. Her dark purple labia contrasted with the pale blonde curls. And as they'd opened like flower petals her velvety pink vagina beckoned. She'd welcome him inside her, perhaps beg. But the data has to be consistent, he thought. Getting up stiffly as his pants were not designed to stretch that much he went back to his chair, hit play then sat back.
Violet's attention had been on the pronounced tent right in front of her. Would it be as big as those on the screen? As hard? What would one feel like? Taste like? She wondered. She found it strange she was no longer a virgin yet had never touched a hard cock...never tasted one. Why not? She looked back at the screen as the videos restarted, opening her mouth, tongue feeling the cock as if she were sucking on it and not the girl in the video.
Marvin looked at the girl, her erect nipples were pointing at the ceiling, and her pussy was leaking fluids, her mouth opened in an O shape...he could see her tongue moving. He'll have to remember to put down towels for the trials coming up. She was stroking the vibrator as if resisting using it on herself. Soon enough, he thought.
When the videos ended, the girl was sprawled forward on the couch, legs opened wide as if she'd just been gang-banged, her chest heaving, red and slick with sweat.
"Almost done," he said professionally. He wondered how professional he looked with his straining pants. Perhaps sweat pants in future trials. "What do you call this?" he asked as he put a picture of another erect cock on the screen.
"Ahhh, cock, penis, dick, woody, stiffy, chubby, prick, peter, pecker, genitalia, johnson, schlong...um, shaft, rod?" she sighed.
"Very good, these?"
"Breasts, boobs, hooters, mammaries, tits, titties, knockers, melons...I don't know, um..oh! Fun bags," she said as if pleased with herself.
"Nice. This?" he said as an aroused pussy filled the screen.
"Pussy, twat, slit, snatch, cunt, box, muff, beaver...um, I don't know. There has to be more other than vulva, vagina, etc.." she said huskily. She could feel her cunt, her twat, her slit throb as she said each word.
"What is 8 cubed?" he asked.
"What? Um, 256?" she asked. "No, that's not it...1,024?"
"512. What is the largest lake in North America?" he asked.
"Lake Titicaca?" she laughed, "sorry...um Lake...Lake...shit," she rubbed her temples. "Lake Erie?"
"Lake Superior. You're doing great. Let's move on to tactile responses. Pick...yes, you know what to do," he smiled.
Violet closed her eyes feeling the electricity shoot down her body from the velvety petals as she moved it down to her neck, upper chest, and nipples. She let out a loud groan, unconsciously lifting her ass off the couch, legs almost painfully opened up feeling the agonizingly pleasurable stimulation.
Marvin wanted to pull out his cock but needed to see this through, even though he did not doubt the efficacy of the new drug. He had to rub his cock through his pants watching as the girl pulled on one nipple, the rose being ruined as she ground the flower into the other. He was stunned as she came. Without touching her clit nor crossing her legs, she screamed out as she writhed on his couch.
Violet had never felt anything like this as her vision turned red with blinding white bolts jetting through with each explosion from between her legs. In the back of her mind, she wondered if it would ever end but then felt disappointment as each spasm was less and less intense. She wanted to say something, to smile but the red was replaced with black as everything spun away.
Marvin came over and lifted an eyelid. Her eyes were dilated and unfocused. He took a pillow, put it under her head, then went into the bathroom to get a towel.
Violet came to confused. She didn't recognize the room at first, then realized where she was. She felt her hormones rush through her and felt the towel on her tits and between her legs. She opened her eyes and there it was. The image in the forefront of her mind.
Marvin should have stepped back when the girl grabbed his cock, but did nothing as she undid then yanked down his pants. He let himself be pushed down onto the couch as Violet pulled off all the sensors before plunging her mouth onto his cock.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned tasting her first cock. 'This is better than I thought. So salty, musky, fucking hot!' she thought. She'd been mentally taking notes as he played the videos, careful to avoid teeth but she couldn't take him past her mouth as she felt like gagging every time the plump head hit the back of her throat. What surprised her was the amount of cum seeping from the head. Was that pee? Cum? She didn't think it could be cum since he wasn't ejaculating.
Marvin's head was spinning. He'd had blowjobs before, what teacher hasn't? But this was as if she were starving and desperately needed his cum. Her fist rapidly pumped his aching cock, her mouth sucking hard as he felt the rising in his balls. 'I should tell her, tell her I'm cumming....Ah! Fuck it!" he thought as he exploded in her mouth.
Violet felt a huge rush as the warm tangy cream spurted into her mouth. She remembered the girls in the videos opening their mouths before swallowing, but that wasn't possible as she would have choked otherwise.
Marvin felt the last of his orgasm fade as the cute blonde licked and sucked until there wasn't a speck of cum not in her stomach. He wondered how soon he could get hard again, hoping it wouldn't be long thanks to another great drug.
Violet felt happy, fulfilled but her pussy felt empty. She wanted this softening cock in her pussy, snatch, cunt, twat...
Marvin was thinking the girl would stop sucking on his cock as he went limp but she didn't, eagerly now taking all of him into her mouth. Surprisingly he felt himself getting hard again.
Violet felt pleased. She had no idea how long it took for a man's cock to fill up with blood but this was faster than she'd supposed. Soon, Dr. Blackwood's cock was rigid as steel and she wanted him inside her more than she'd wanted anything in her life. She stood and pulled Dr. Blackwood to his feet, still stroking his cock. She lay on her back, legs spread, "Fuck me, I need to you fuck my cunt," she panted.
Marvin felt the same rush he'd had when he'd completed his doctorate after all the years of studying, all the work. Putting his dick inside the hottest, least likely girl to fuck in all his classes felt like the culmination of years of work. He remembered the germ of his drug development was Violet Sanders. He didn't have to do anything as her hand was back around his cock as he lay between her legs.
"Ooooohhhhh, fuck!" Violet groaned feeling her cunt being filled with a half-foot of man-flesh. 'Man-flesh!' she thought, 'Another great term for a penis.' "Ohh, oh, oh, yesss. Fuck me, Dr. Blackwood. Cum inside my cunt. Oh, yessss...harder, harder, pound my cunt" she panted.
Marvin picked up the pace as the harder he slammed into the girl the louder she squealed. Her squeals grew deeper and became deep guttural grunts. 'Holy shit! She's cumming again,' he thought as the girl exploded under him. He wished he'd fucked her without the drug to see if it was her or the vitamins causing such quick orgasms. Then he realized women rarely cum when having sex with him and he felt pride regardless that it might be chemically induced.
Violet clung to the old man, grinding her pussy against the root of his cock. Her nipples scratched against the grey hair on his chest as she writhed under him. This was intense but not so intense as when she saw black as before, but as it faded she longed for another orgasm. She surprised herself as she held the man tightly, kissing him, tasting his fat tongue.
By the time Marvin finally came, Violet had experienced seven orgasms, each one as intense as the last. His balls ached after cumming twice in 45 minutes along with having his scrotum slapping hard on the blonde's cute ass.
Violet lay back feeling faint but not quite passing out, cum leaking out of her pussy as the man went over to grab tissues. She suddenly felt something lift in her head, her brain starting to turn on as if it had been switched off before. She realized she wasn't just naked, but her professor was also naked with a plump penis wobbling between his legs as he came over. She sat up looking around for her clothes.
"Did we...shit! We did. I begged you didn't I?" she cried. She grabbed the tissues and rubbed them between her legs, then picked up her bra and panties as her head cleared more and the past few hours came into focus. "Turn around, please!" she begged. It seemed absurd as they'd just had sex, but she suddenly felt naked. Of course, she was naked but in front of a guy three times her age? And she remembered how he'd leered at her, especially that time it seemed he'd leaned over to look up her dress in class.



Marvin chuckled, "You're kidding, right. We just finished fucking, and you almost inhaled my cock." He watched as she dressed.
Violet had a splitting headache, her mouth had a terrible taste in it, and her crotch felt bruised. She recalled how she'd told him to pound her cunt and put her head in her hands. 'Who am I? Did I do all those things? Say all those things?' she thought.
Marvin sat on his chair naked watching the girl, stroking his cock, a smirk on his face as she pulled on her clothes, her back to him. "I'm looking forward to next week," he said softly, "you have an incredible ass."
Violet pulled the dress over her head, then looked angrily at the man, "Why? What's next week? I'm having nothing to do with you ever again! I hope my brain blocks the memories of everything that you made me do here today," she spat.
"1 PM. Sharp. I'd like my colleagues to see the incredible potential of my new drug. I was thinking of calling it Release. You were great today and I can't thank you enough."
"Fuck you!" she spat, "Call it what you want but never call me again." She picked up her purse and the envelope. She thought about tossing the check back at the man, but it was a nice check so she stuffed it into her purse.
"Oh, forget about wearing any underwear next week," he said. Remember how good it felt when you took it off?" he asked.
Violet stood there speechless, "you took it off. I didn't." She tried to sound forceful but remembered that she'd started to pull off her panties and how great it felt being naked. "And quit saying next week. I won't be here."
"Sure, that's fine. I'll find other volunteers, especially when I show the video to everyone how well it releases inhibitions in a prudish Christian blonde slut," he said looking straight at her. "In fact, aren't your parents rich? Potential investors...hmmm. I'd better make a lot of copies of these videos," he said as he stood up.
"Wait. What? You can't...oh shit. please? Please don't show these to anyone, especially my parents."
"As I said, these trials are purely voluntary. If you're here at 1 PM next Saturday there'd be no reason for me to distribute the tapes to get more volunteers or funding. Are we on the same page?" he asked.
Violet nodded. She could see no way out, "I hate you. Hate you and would do a jig if I heard you were hit by a car but I'll be here."
"That's great. This will be an even better test of Release. I can't wait for you to beg me to fuck you. Hang on to your anger, I want your hatred, your disgust, your fury at me. What an incredible test of the drug! Oh, remember Mr. Blair and Mr. Sampson? They're my first investors and they'll be here so you might want the get plenty of rest this coming week. Both have told me you were their favorite fantasy student." He glared at the girl, "Ok, tell me what happens next Saturday."
Violet felt like crying. She looked at the man, "I'll be here next Saturday at 1 PM. I'll be here," she said softly.
"And. What will you do?" he said.
"I'll take your damn pill," she said, then continued as he raised his eyebrows, "I'll be a whore for you and Mr. Blair and Mr. Sampson. I'll let them fuck me," she sighed. If she thought Mr. Blackwood creeped her out, Mr. Blair was worse. The football coach, the gym teacher, he perved on all the girls often walking into the girl's locker room using lame excuses. On top of that, he didn't believe in deodorant saying it caused cancer.
"Ok. You can go. Oh, if you're having second thoughts about showing up, or besmirching my good reputation, I'll be sending you an abridged version of today's session. You know, the highlights, 'Fuck me. Cum inside my cunt!'" he said mimicking her breathless voice.
After the girl left, Marvin picked up his phone, "Gerald, shit! The damn drug actually works. Yes, on humans, or one in particular. Remember Violet Sanders? Nope, nope, the opposite. She begged me to fuck her. I know, you'll see for yourself. Be here next Saturday. 1 PM. I want to try something, I need to find out if this pill triggers orgasms so we're all going to fuck her before and after. Oh yeah, I forgot to mention. Brian's coming over also. Ok, yeah, yeah," he laughed. "Gotta go. I need to review the data," he laughed hearing the gym teacher's comment, "Ok, I need to jerk off reviewing the data. Ok. Monday, see you."
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It wasn't the most prestigious job in the world nor the highest paying, but it was secure and it was a job. John Owens had higher aspirations when he got his MBA but the job market was tight and perhaps this will lead to a management position at Software Hardgoods Media. The pay was decent for someone just entering the job market. Malin, his wife of just over a year urged him to keep looking, but they were chewing through the little savings they had so he accepted the position.
He thought about his boss, Drake Dawkins, the CEO of the corporation. He was to be a fair man, yet demanding. John had no issues with his exacting standards as he also was considered fairly anal, plus the travel was a bonus. Drake was usually flying somewhere in the world once a month and took his new EA with him, so in the first year, he'd been to Frankfurt, London, Montreal, LA, Cape Town, Sydney, and a few other cities. It was hard being away from his wife but she was an enthusiastic participant in phone sex.
Malin was by any standards, a real beauty. 5' 11" brunette with perfectly proportioned breasts, flared hips with a great ass. But what everyone seemed to notice first were her long legs. She was a fan of short shorts and short skirts. Many heads turned as she walked through the city to get a better look at her shapely legs. John felt the familiar stirring thinking about her legs and the privilege of having access where they met.
He stood quickly hearing the intercom. He stepped into Drake's office, "Sir?" he asked.
The man was leaning back rubbing his face. He groaned and sat forward, "John, I need you to get me some information but do it on the down-low. It's nothing I'd like to have the board look into, got it?" he asked.
John nodded, "Always. I've maintained all confidentiality." He stood back and waited.
"It's David, my son. I'd like you to check the logs for when he arrives and when he leaves for the day, where he goes...you know what I mean. I suspect he's coasting and I want to get him to take on more responsibilities. I have regretted listening to Marilyn...never should have convinced him to apply here. I keep thinking everyone sees him slacking off and thinks nepotism."
John started to open his mouth but nodded instead, "Yes sir," he finally said.
"Out with it. Shit, John, I trust you. What were you going to say?" Drake ordered.
"Well, sir. I suspect you'll see he arrives around noon and leaves around 4. As for the door logs, the...um, EA pool area....and perhaps the utility closets," he paused, "Sorry, but I hear a lot of rumors."
Drake nodded, "I hear them also which is why having the logs at my fingertips would be better than rumors. I'm sure you understand."
"Yes, sir. I'll get you what you need by the end of the day." He turned and left seeing the man pick up a folder indicating he was dismissed. He went back to his desk thinking about David Dawkins. He'd been hired in operations after graduating from university but no one knew what he did or was supposed to do. No doubt, he was a good-looking guy and the women often commented how hot he was, but he never seemed to do anything except flirt and take various women to lunch, married and single. He hated to admit it, but he wouldn't have minded a day in his shoes.
"Hey, honey. I'll be a little delayed, but I'll be home for dinner. Drake wanted some data...I will...I hope you're not starving...you are? Me too...I mean for your pussy, not...Really? I'd love that. Shit! The new black teddy? It'd be torture to see that...no, no, send it," he smiled thinking about his wife teasing him with a picture of her modeling her new skimpy sleepwear.
He was compiling the list when he got the text, 'Holy fuck!' he sighed. He never got over how lucky he was as he studied her raw beauty. He looked around the office before adjusting himself as he studied the picture. She'd taken a selfie in front of the bedroom window and the sheer garment was even sheerer as her nipples and bush were clearly defined under the black mesh. He wondered if anyone walking through the woods next to their house were looking over. Silently moaning he replied with a peach emoji and went back to the chart he was compiling.
When he was done, he knocked on the CEO's door, entering without hearing the response as there never was one.
"Sir?" he held out the document, "Here are the last six weeks."
Drake took it, glanced down the columns, and nodded, "I guess the rumors are fairly accurate." He looked up at his EA, "Can you leave a message on his office phone for him to come see me tomorrow? Oh, and go home. I know what you have waiting for you," Drake smiled. He looked serious again, "I need to figure out how to get David to grow the fuck up," he sighed. He looked at his EA almost verbally expressing his thoughts, if only David were as mature and responsible as John.
"Yes, sir. Thanks," he said as he left the office.
* * *
12 to 14 hours days were not unusual when working for Drake Dawkins but John had hopes that this was merely a stepping stone to a managerial position with the corporation. He'd come in a year and a half earlier seeing a listing for a managerial position in Communications. He was back for a second interview in HR when Drake Dawkins himself came in looking stressed.
"Stacy, have you found me a replacement for Diana? We have that reorg coming up..."
"Sir? I'm doing an interview but," the redhead looked at the notes in front of her, "This gentleman, John Owens is almost a perfect fit," she picked out a folder and opened it up, laying it next to John's, "detailed, prompt, organized...sir? Perhaps you could give him a chance?" She looked at John, "This would be an incredible opportunity. I know you're looking for a position in management but serving as the CEO's Executive Assistant would open doors almost anywhere in the corporation. Do you have a current passport?"
The pay range was higher than a first-line manager and being told that he'd have a company car along with a lot of travel was very appealing...that and he'd get a broad perspective on every part of the business made him accept immediately. It was strange how quickly he was ushered through all the security and background checks. Within 4 hours he'd been down the street to a clinic where he peed in a cup, had them start a check for any criminal activity, and signed various NDAs.
He arrived home, his head spinning before his wife came home from her job as an EA over at Barber and Flack. He knew what she was going to say and went over to get a beer. He'd just had a sip when he heard her come in from the garage.
"An Executive Assistant?" Malin had laughed, "I seem to remember someone sneeringly telling me that title was nothing more than a secretary? Not long before they call them Appointment Engineers?"
John blushed and nodded, "I know, I was just teasing you. This is with the CEO of the corporation and I'll be getting first-hand knowledge of every facet of the company. I was told after year I'd be able to apply for whatever positions get listed," he said softly.
"I'm sorry, but you deserved that. I like my job and I think you'll find being an EA is a powerful position. Your ideas will be heard, you can manipulate many of the meetings and situations if you need someone's ideas or influence increased, plus knowledge is power and you'll know everything that happens on the...what floor is it?" she asked.
John shook his head, "I think 55th...though I'm sure I'll find out if I pass all the drug and background tests. Oh, did I mention I'm getting a company car? We'll be able to afford a house over in Blackstone Ranch, one of the Medallion Builder homes," he grinned.
That night was the best sex they'd had since their wedding night. Getting married was exciting, and full of promise but then waking up with no job and student loan debt dampened their ardor. Then when Malin found a job, a well-paying one at that which made John feel more frustrated. He'd been to a couple of dozen initial interviews, a half-dozen second interviews then that was it. They'd shrugged it off, but it haunted him to the point that a couple of nights he wasn't able to perform which shocked him.
In the ensuing year, he'd almost forgotten the bedroom troubles as he became more indispensable to Drake...so much so that about 6 months ago, Mr. Dawkins told him, "Ok, enough of the Mr. shit. My name is Drake. We spend way too much time together to be formal."
* * *
John got home and found Malin washing off lettuce in front of the sink. She looked as beautiful as ever having changed back into shorts and a tee. He'd hoped she'd left the teddy on, but she was hot in whatever she wore. He could see the shape of her perky braless breasts reflected in the window facing the street. She never wore bras in the house, hating them and he wasn't one to argue. He crept up behind her and yanked up her tee-shirt just as a group of 18 and 19-year-old boys walked by dribbling a basketball.
She screamed and ducked down behind the counter, "What did you do that for?" she sputtered, "They saw...they were looking right at me," she punched her husband before kissing him.
"That's for giving me a chubby right when I had to give Drake his report," he said as he reached up to turn off the water. "I've been thinking about nothing else but fucking you ever since I got your text, so you asked for this," he panted. He then pulled down her shorts and his pants, John chuckling as he felt how wet she was. "I can tell how upset you are about that."
Malin groaned then planted her mouth on John's and they were soon passionately fucking on the kitchen floor.
Malin was more than ready ever since sending him the picture, but she'd felt an instant throbbing from the moment the boys looked over. She should have reacted quicker but part of her wanted them to see as much as they could. John's cock felt like steel and she moaned happily as he slid right into her. "Oh, fuck!" she panted, "Are you bigger today? You feel so good," she sighed as she tore the tee pulling it over her head. The cool floor wasn't the most comfortable place to have sex, but the more spontaneous the act the better it felt for her. She wasn't kidding, John's cock felt fatter for some reason, or maybe after taking the pictures...or those boys looking...she was just a lot more eager for his cock.
John was feeling aggressive as he slammed into her wet pussy, wondering why he was so horny. Then he thought about David's escapades in the utility closets almost every day; Malin in the black teddy; Malin out of the black teddy. Then he had an image of David with Malin. Not a chance, he thought. Perhaps he was jealous? Some of the girls in the pool were almost as hot as Malin and though he'd never cheat on his wife, just the thought that someone was taking a dip in that pool...
"Fuck me, that's it, that's it, there...oh FUCK!" the beautiful brunette cried out as she came. She gripped his ass lifting hers off the floor as the excruciating waves of pleasure shot through her.
John had an idea and as his wife went limp, he pulled out and helped her to her feet. She looked at him curiously then shook her head as he stood her naked facing the window in front of the sink. He turned off the light before shoving his cock back into her. "No one can see...unless they look over," he whispered in her ear. "I know you loved it when those college kids saw your tits. They'll never see tits that perfect ever again and they'll always be comparing."
Malin groaned thinking about all those boys. What if she were home alone and she was preparing dinner topless? She had images of them stopping and watching her...maybe coming closer..up the walk then knock on the door? They'd want to touch her breasts, pull on her nipples...their hard cocks out needing her cunt.
John was amazed when Malin's pants became a strange series of low grunts while she thrust back against him. She pulled his hands onto her tits as she came again, this time seemingly more powerfully. He'd never heard that animalistic voice before.
"Yes, yes, yes, yessss," she sputtered, imagining those rough hands on her tits, her ass, between her legs. As she came down from her orgasm in the darkened room, she had the passing regret that John had turned the overhead light off.
"You are a little slut, aren't you?" he hissed into her ear, "you weren't thinking about my cock, were you?" As he saw Malin shake her head he closed his eyes, hands gripping her breasts, an image of Drake's son being here causing him to explode.
Malin groaned loudly as a couple walked by. They glanced their way and she couldn't tell if they could see anything or not, but she wasn't thinking about that as her husband flooded her pussy with his cum.
After they cleaned up and returned to fixing dinner, Malin looked at her husband, "Ok, wow! All because of the teddy? Tonight, when we turn on Netflix, I'll change into it." She palmed his crotch, "You up for that?" she smiled.
"Yes, it was the teddy...and the way you let those boys look at you. I saw you hesitate," he smiled, "You weren't thinking of me, were you? Were you thinking of those boys when you came? You rarely have multiple orgasms," he said as he pulled her into a hug.
Malin sighed, "Both. I was thinking about those boys watching, coming inside...I mean cumming inside," she said, "Stop that. Now I'm getting horny again and I need to get dinner ready." She shoved him away, "Go sit. I'll bring the food out."
* * *
John was sitting at his desk outside Drake's office thinking back to the incredible sex he and Malin had the night before. She'd changed into the teddy which was even more see-through than he'd thought, plus it was crotchless. They'd had sex on the couch, Malin insisting they open the curtains and leave the lights on, then in the middle of the night, she'd awakened him by sucking on his cock. They'd not had sex like that since college.
He was brought back to his surroundings as the intercom went off. He entered the office, "Sir?" he asked.
"Sit," Drake said as he pointed to a chair. "I have a favor to ask."
This was surprising as he couldn't remember Drake ever asking for a favor, but he sat and looked expectantly at the man.
The man sighed loudly and rubbed his temples. "Sorry. I didn't get much sleep last night, not that that's any concern of yours, but I talked to Marilyn about letting David go and she exploded. Apparently when you're CEO of a company it's your responsibility to make sure the employees arrive at work on time and do their jobs," he sighed. "I don't know how to ask this, but you're over in Blackstone, aren't you?" he asked.
John nodded wondering where this was going, "Yes, one of the models with solar panels on the roof," he smiled.
"Well, I need a favor, hopefully, one that would be for just a short time, but Marilyn and I've been paying $3,500 a month for David's apartment downtown. We need to get him out of that environment so I was thinking and say no if you don't like the idea, but," he paused, "What if you took in a boarder - you'd get $3,500 a month but you could make sure he gets up early and gets to work on time. For that, I'd throw in another $1,000 a month." he finished.
"You want me to babysit David?" John blurted out, "Sorry, but isn't he a year or two older than I am?" he asked.
Drake nodded, "Yeah, but he's a 15-year-old in a 28-year-old's body. You're what 26?" he asked. "You're decades more mature than he is. It's a lot to ask, but you might be saving my marriage," he sighed. "Don't answer now, talk to Malin. This will be a major inconvenience to both of you," he said as he went back to rubbing his temples.
"Ok, I'll talk to Malin but can I get you some aspirin?" he asked. Seeing Drake nod, he went out to his desk and grabbed a bottle. He went over to the minibar and pulled a bottle of water from the mini-fridge.
"Thanks, now go home. I think I'm going to head over to the club and think about how to get David to fucking do something here. If you can get him to show up, that would be a great start," Drake said as he waved his hand dismissing him.
* * *
"Seriously? $4,500 a month? That's twice our mortgage," Malin smiled.
"I know, but he's...shit, I don't know, he's so immature. We'll have to wake him up every morning, Drake said he sleeps right through even the loudest alarms. I don't care about the money...much. Ok, the money would be nice but this is going to be a pain. Plus, you know he'll be bringing girls back and who knows what mess he'll make," John sighed. "I hate the idea...yet love the money and making Drake happy, but this will turn our lives upside down."
"I agree, but remember you took the EA job even though you were looking for management? You could see the long-term benefits...is this any different? We can save up, and maybe pay off the mortgage early. In the long run..." she said softly. "Plus, he's, what? Late 20s? 30?" she asked.
"28. But Drake described him as a 15-year-old in a 28-year-old's body."
"I'm sure as his dad, he's exaggerating," Malin said, "I vote yes but any decision like this requires two yeses."
John knocked and entered Drake's office. "I talked to Malin and we both agreed that having David stay with us would be fine. Just a couple of things, we have just one guest bedroom so does David have his own furniture? We have a 4 bedroom house so I'll have to move one of our two offices into the basement but we periodically have our parents visit and we'll need...you get it," he said.
John was able to enlist the help of his next-door neighbor to move all his stuff out of his office downstairs as Malin's office was next to their master bedroom and they decided for the sake of privacy that David's room would be the farthest from theirs. He looked at the set-up with the concrete walls and unfinished ceilings and shrugged. 'It's temporary until David straightens his life out,' he sighed.
They had one more night before the man moved in and he and Malin made the most of it. He was sitting on the couch when he saw her leaning against the wall in the dark. She was wearing a full mesh bodysuit and as she came into the light, she grinned as his gaze traveled down to the completely uncovered crotch.
John stood up, "Oh wow! Where'd you get this?" he asked.
"I got this for next month for our anniversary, but..." she sighed as she let herself be groped. "Fuck! I should have worn this sooner," she panted as he knelt, planting his mouth on her exposed pussy.
John looked up, "We could go onto the porch, if you like. It's a nice evening and the guys should be coming back from the courts," he smiled, "Lights off or on? Your choice."
"Let's do lights off for now," she giggled. They tossed the seat cushions onto the floor of the porch and after John tore off his clothes, he lay on top of his beautiful wife. "Anyone who looks carefully would be able to see us," he whispered, "but you'd like that, wouldn't you? We'll know how you feel about that with how quiet you'll be," he chuckled.
Malin moaned as John kissed his way down to her open legs. She opened them wider as he nibbled the insides of her thighs. She both hated and loved how he teased her mercilessly when going down on her.
John licked and nipped on her smooth skin all around her moist swollen pussy, hearing her moans of frustration. As he heard the sound of the basketball on the sidewalk he pressed his face against her sex and rapidly flicked his tongue on her clit while plunging two fingers into her.
Malin stuck her fist in her mouth as she threw her head back stifling her screams. She was thrusting her pelvis up as the sound of the boys' laughter and voices drew closer. She was making deep gurgling sounds as John sucked on her clit. She wanted to kill him but perhaps not until he was finished.



"Did you hear something?" one of the taller 19-year-old boys asked.
"Maybe it's the MILF that lives here," another said. "I'll bet they're fucking. If I were living with her, my dick would be hard all the time."
Another boy laughed, "She'd snap your dick right off. She looks like she's fucking buff, plus she's too young to be a MILF. How about a BILF, babe I'd love to fuck?"
"Fuck! Remember those tits? Shit, I have callouses on my palms from remembering those," another laughed.
"Tits? You saw her tits?" another boy asked, "Where was I?"
"Who knows, your mom dragged you shopping?" another boy laughed, "But Christ. They're huge and perfect." he made a cupping motion against his chest as he said it.
"Tell him about her nipples, huge!" another boy sighed loudly.
The couple listened to the voices as they faded down the street, John grinning up at his wife as he climbed onto her. "That was enlightening. You're a MILF or a BILF. We should invite them for water or something next time," he said as he lined his cock up and slid inside her, "it'd be neighborly, don't you think?" he asked.
"Ooooohhhh, fuck, yessss," she sighed feeling his fat cock penetrate her. "I feel bad for the boy who had to go shopping."
"And as a bonus, the other boys have already seen your tits so you don't need to wear a top when we invite them in," he said into her ear before arching his back to take an erect nipple into his mouth.
"No, no top," she panted, "Fuck...no bottoms either as being topless would look strange," she panted. "Fuck me, fuck my MILF pussy," she panted.
They had to stifle their grunts, moans, and sighs as the Williams did their nightly walk with their miniature poodle. Then just as Malin was coming, one of the boys returned from his friend's riding his bike, but he never turned his head.
John was relieved when his wife came as the aching in his balls was getting to be too much and exploded inside her just as the neighbor across the street pulled out of his drive, his headlights brightening up the entire porch.
After he collapsed on top of her, they started laughing. "Had Jim left when those kids walked by," Malin panted, "Holy shit!"
They got up when it looked all clear and went back inside the house. John handed the tissues to Malin and sighed, "I'm glad we were able to do that. Any spontaneous sex will be tough from now on."
"Yeah," she sighed, "How boring will it be to make love in a bed?" she asked.
"People do that?" John looked shocked, "who?"
"Those people, you know who they are. The ones who drink Bud and Coors Lite," she sighed. "You know, when David moves out, what do you say we drape something over the railing and do this again but with the porch lights on?" she smiled.
John felt himself throbbing thinking about it, "It's a date. But let's at least leave a gap so we can see out. I loved seeing people walk by unaware of us while we fucked."
* * *
John held the door open "David, come in. Leave your stuff here while I get Malin. She's dying to meet you," he said.
David's eyes widened as he saw the tall beauty come out of the kitchen. He'd assumed John's wife would be plain or...what? He couldn't think, but a male secretary with a hot wife? "Hello. I appreciate you taking me in, though," he looked a bit pissed, "I don't need babysitters but that's not your issue."
"I get it, but at least you have parents who care about you," she said as she gave the great-looking man a quick hug. John never described him but he was tall with dark hair, deep brown eyes, and a well-toned body. As she stepped back, her eyes scanned down to the front of his pants as she felt a large mass against her. "Is there much to carry in?" she asked.
"No, I got it. Just the one case." He smiled seeing her glance. He looked at John, "Ok, where's the kid's room?" he chuckled.
"The guys brought your furniture over, we set up the room hopefully as you'd like it but it's easy to rearrange," he said as he guided David down the hall. It wasn't far as it was just the first door on the left.
John came back and sat next to his wife. They looked at each other wondering what to do. "Perhaps this was a bad idea," John sighed, "these walls are not soundproof, and if he brings home a girl..."
"We'll just make more noise, drown him out," Malin smiled. "With your big cock I'll have no trouble screaming."
They sat quietly wondering if they should do something but felt like they needed to be here when he finished in his room before disappearing.
David finally came out, "So, what's there to do around here?" he asked. "Any good bars, pool halls, nightclubs, places to meet women?"
Malin laughed, "There's a pub in the shopping center a few miles from here. Have seat, I'd like to hear about you," she looked accusingly at John, "I've heard nothing other than you're Drake Dawkins' son."
"Yeah, Drake Dawkins, David Dawkins, and my 18-year-old brother Daniel Dawkins. A lot of DDs," he chuckled. Then he looked at the beautiful woman's braless chest, "But not the only DDs in the house, I see."
John started to say something but Malin just laughed, "Not a great judge of tits. These," she waved her hands over her chest, "are simply Ds."
"And, let's speak of them no longer," John said firmly. "Ground rules. Everything in the kitchen, pantry, this area here," he pointed to the TV and all the furnishings, "and the bathroom across from your bedroom are all yours. Areas that are off-limits, my office downstairs, Malin's office, our master bedroom and bathroom and," he indicated his wife.
"I'm sorry. I was just joking," David smiled ruefully, "Not off to a great start." He hesitated, "And I have a request, which goes both ways. I know you work for my dad but what happens here, stays here. If I tell you something, anything, please don't report back to dad. And I'll never ask you what he says about me or anything else that happens in the office. Ok?"
"That's perfect since I wouldn't have said anything to anyone. Not in my nature. I respect your privacy here." John smiled. "There is one thing, your dad and mom have told me they talked to you about this, they're cutting you off if I tell them anything negative, got it?"
"I got it and I get it. I've been coasting too long." the man sighed.
I'm sure he'll be fine," Malin smiled, "he looks like a great guy."
Thanks," David said. He looked towards the kitchen, "I picked up some beer and it should be refrigerated, do you mind...?" he asked.
Malin stood up, "we have plenty of room. There's another fridge in the garage and a third garage bay. She went over to a small desk and picked up a garage door opener, "It's the far door and you can park in there." She picked up a sheet of paper, "Here's the wi-fi and password, a spare key, the address if you care, our landline, and a few other things you might need. We eat dinner around 7 every night and we'd love it if you'd join us."
David thanked the woman as he took in her form one last time, "I'll go get the beer. Would either of you want one?" he asked. "It's not much, just Coors Lite."
After he left, the two looked at each other and laughed. "You think? Is he one of those people?" John asked.
"Not from what you told me...supply closets?" she chuckled.
The next morning, John went and poured his coffee. He'd told David he'd be waking him up at 6, but the man shook his head, "7. I'll be able to shower and get out of here by 7:30." he said adamantly.
He went back to their bedroom and handed Malin's coffee and looked at the clock. "We'd better shower sooner than later so we're not fighting for water at 7," he sighed. "I hate this. I can't say I'm thrilled about going into his bedroom and waking him up."
Malin shook her head, "I'll do it. The worst that can happen is he sleep in the nude and I'll see his cock, his morning wood," she smiled, "Sounds terrible, doesn't it?"
John laughed, "Actually, it does sound terrible, so yeah, I'll concede your point."
When he finished his cup he went and got into the shower. He had a nagging feeling having his wife wake a man up was a bad idea but she was a big girl.
Malin went into the kitchen to get rid of the empty cups and pour David's. Black was easy. She knocked on the door and got no response. After knocking louder she tentatively opened the door and peered in and stepped back. She looked again, her heart pounding. David didn't sleep in the nude, but his fat cock was lying against his leg having fallen out of his boxers. She quickly went in, pulled the covers over his waist, and set the coffee down. She had to shake him roughly to awaken him.
"Morning, it's" she looked at the clock, "5 after 7," she said before quickly leaving. She stood with her back to the wall breathing heavily. He wasn't even hard and his cock was huge, she thought. What the hell would he look like erect?
The rest of the week, Malin was cautious about waking the man up, but there was no repeat exposure which both relieved and disappointed Malin. She never said a word to John, just shrugging off the daily chore as if it were uneventful.
The one issue that David had was he'd become accustomed to staying up until the wee hours and trying to match the habits of the homeowners by going to bed around 10 was tough, and he found himself wandering around the house until well after 1. By Friday Malin almost had to jump up and down on him to get him awake.
"I feel like we should be drinking Bud or Coors Lite," John sighed after a pleasant session in their bed. "I miss fucking you on the stairs or in the hammock in the backyard," he sighed," plus, I ran into a couple of those kids and they complained 'it's totally boooorrring' walking by our house now," he chuckled.
"Friday night, David's going out...we'll have the house to ourselves. Perhaps print up some flyers and distribute them over by the courts?" she suggested.
"Good plan, perhaps we could put one of those hats out for people to throw money in," he grinned. He looked over at the family room window, "I know this faces the neighbors behind us, but perhaps tomorrow night..."
"The Williams'?" she sighed, "They're what, 90? They'd need to be on a ladder to see us, they're practically blind."
On the plus side, Drake was very effusive in his praise for getting David to work on time, plus him being transferred to a new group with a more strict manager caused more positive feedback from those working with him. He wasn't a stupid person, and not necessarily lazy just easily distracted. The one issue that would have to be addressed is his periodic breaks in the supply room or at lunch with one of the EAs.
Friday night, they were watching Netflix when David came in. "We thought you'd be out partying," John commented, "Too boring out here in the burbs?" he suggested.
"Way too tame. Darts? That was it. No one was dancing and everyone there was coupled up," he moaned. He looked at the television, "I never watch TV, but anything good here?" he asked. He sat down next to Malin and sighed.
She looked over at the man, "Are you ok? You seem tight. My degree is in Athletic Therapy," she said, "I couldn't find work there so..."
David nodded, "makes sense. You're in terrific shape and I suspected you were an athlete, volleyball?" he asked.
"Golf and tennis, both," she smiled.
"You do not want to be on the receiving end of her serve," John sighed.
"That's good because I never got into the sport, though I love golf. What's your handicap?" he asked.
"Depends, but generally I was a 1 to 4 handicap golfer," she said modestly.
"Alright, we might play someday but not for money," he sighed.
"Turn around with your back to me, yes. Let me see," she said as she explored how tight his muscles were. "Ok, you're pretty tight. Have you ever gotten a massage? I mean a real one."
"Not really, I've had girls give me a massage but that was more foreplay," he chuckled.
Malin stood up. "John, go sit in the chair. David, take off your shirt and loosen your pants...leave them on but I'll need access to your lower back."
"I can take them off. I'm comfortable with that," he grinned. "No? Fine," he sighed loudly.
When he was done he looked expectantly at the beautiful woman and lay face down on the couch as she instructed.
Malin looked over at her husband, "Relax. It's not foreplay."
She found she had to work all his back and as she was working his lumbar region she thought he snorted and sat back looking surprised. She looked at John, "He's asleep," she whispered. She looked at her watch, "It's 10:30 and he's sound asleep."
They tried to rouse him gently then went to get a blanket and covered him up.
That Sunday evening Malin suggested they try the massage again and took David into his room at 10. John waited in the living room and just 10 minutes later, Malin came out smiling.
"Sound asleep. We found his kryptonite," she said happily. "Last week I got up in the middle of the night and he was in here watching television. I think it was 2 AM," she said.
"Let's see if he's easier to awaken in the morning, but I think I'd like some alone time wife the sexiest woman in the world," he said standing up.
"Damn! You're going to be surfing porn again and watch that blonde actress you like so much," she groaned.
"You disappoint me," John said holding out his hand, "I just think about her while fucking you, you don't mind, do you?" he asked as he pulled her to her feet.
"Not at all since I think about those basketball kids. I need to learn their names so if I get lost in the passion I'm not crying, 'Oh tall guy,'" she smiled.
They turned off all the lights and headed back to their bedroom.
David was awakened by Malin shaking him as brought in his coffee. "Did I just fall asleep that fast last night?" he asked. I can't remember falling asleep before midnight before, I mean except for Friday night, but I was fucking exhausted." He patted the mattress, "Sit a minute," he asked.
Malin sat down, "You did. I just started to rub your back and your breathing changed almost immediately." She looked and saw he was still wearing pants. "We can try this again tonight but perhaps you could take your pants off when I rub your back. I'm sure you can't have been that comfortable."
"Um, I usually sleep in the nude but I didn't want to freak you out when you came to wake me up," he chuckled, "so stripping down to my boxers is nothing."
Malin stood up and looked towards the door, "If you want to sleep in the nude, tonight I'll come in after you get under the covers. It wouldn't be any different...a sheet over your ass versus your underwear." She started for the door, "But perhaps we don't tell John. I mean, this will lead to nothing so let's not make anything out of it, ok?" she asked.
After dinner, they watched some more Netflix, and when it was over John yawned.
"Ok, I think I'll try to get some sleep," David said that evening. "Goodnight, John. See you in the morning."
"Aren't you going to massage his back," John asked.
"Sure, yeah," Malin answered. I'm letting him get into bed, last night he had his pants on all night and I thought I'd let him get undressed first," she sighed.
John shook his head, "If Drake had any idea the lengths we have to go through, but he's really happy, so..." He stood up. I guess I'll meet you in the bedroom," he said.
Malin knocked and entered hearing David tell her to come in.
"Um, this might not work," the man sighed.
"Why?" she looked around for the issue, "it looks fine."
David moaned and lifted his ass off the bed, "This," he said, "I'm, um. You know," he sighed. "I got naked and I was thinking about you coming in here and...shit," he finished.
"You got hard," she blushed. "Can you...you know, take care of it and I'll come back?" she asked. There was a part of her that was curious wishing he'd roll over, but another part that wanted to flee the room. It wasn't right for a married woman to be alone with a naked man with an erection.
"I don't know...shit!" he said. "I'll tell you what, maybe if you rub my back, things will subside and I'll just fall asleep," he said hopefully.
Malin came over and sat down, aware that inches away was a hard cock...a large one if how big it was when flaccid was any indication. She dutifully began rubbing his trapezius and deltoid muscles down to the rhomboid. Usually, when she'd gotten to the latissimus dorsi he was fast asleep, but she could tell by his soft moans he was awake. She wasn't thinking and continued to the glutes before she realized she'd uncovered his incredible ass. She could see that rather than him relaxing, he was getting more turned on as his ass flexed against the mattress.
She patted his ass and sighed, "Ok, turn over. If you ever tell anyone, I'll kill you," she said softly. She looked over at the door confirming for the third time the door was closed. When she turned back, she gasped. A long fat shaft lay on the man's stomach hiding his navel. His balls were huge but it was the pulsing snake that made her pussy throb.
"I'm sorry to make you do this," he said softly, "I'll never tell a soul."
She roused herself, "It's ok. I'll just imagine I'm massaging a very tight, very large muscle," she sighed. She spit on her palms, getting the shaft as slick as possible before stroking him with both hands. She had large hands with long fingers but she was unable to wrap them around the fat shaft.
David's eyes were on her chest watching her breasts bounce with each stroke. She was where he was looking and shrugged. She pulled off her tee before spitting again onto her palms. "We need to be quick, so touch me if you like," she said as she returned to stroking his cock.
David felt a huge rush seeing the bare tits he'd been fantasizing about and he felt himself getting close as he squeezed the left one. "Wow! You have the most incredible tits," he sighed. She let herself be pulled forward so he could suck on a nipple.
Malin closed her eyes feeling the intense stimulation and would have begged to be fucked had this been John, but she stroked harder as the man sucked on one nipple while mauling her other breast. John was going to know, she thought, he'd know that something had to be happening and when he felt how wet she was. She could feel massive amounts of precum flowing out and was considering sucking on his cock when he started humping against her hands while sucking harder on her nipple.
David let out a huge gasp as he exploded, feeling the intense spasms as he released spurt after spurt into the air.
Malin tried to avoid the hot jets of cream, but by the time he'd finished, she had streams of the pungent jism running down her cheeks and breasts. "Wow! You've been saving that up?" she asked. She looked around for a towel but couldn't find one. She went over to the door and looked down the hallway before crossing to the bathroom. She grabbed a towel and cleaned herself off before going back to the man's bedroom.
"I'm sorry but thanks for that," David sighed happily. "I should be able to sleep now," he said as he lay face down again.
It was true. Within a minute he was sound asleep and Malin got up and turned off the lights. She pulled her shirt back on and stepped out of the room.
John was standing in the hall looking at her. "Well, he wasn't as tired I guess, but he's sound asleep now." she said simply, "But," she stroked his penis, "I hope you're not too tired also."
"I had terrible thoughts," John sighed, "but I appreciate you doing all you do. I hope Drake has any idea what a handful he is," he sighed. "But no. I'm not tired at all and for some reason thinking about you and David got me somewhat aroused," he smiled as he pulled her into the bedroom.
The following evenings, David told them he wanted to read for about a half-hour or so before getting his massage. When Malin went in, the man had a pleased smile on his face and fell asleep almost immediately.



What was different was every morning when she knocked, David didn't respond and was lying naked on his back with morning wood. She paused before covering him up as best she could though the thin sheet making little difference. She eventually gave up and just shook him awake.
"You're doing this on purpose," she accused him.
"I'm doing what? In my sleep, I'm getting an erection?" he protested as he stroked his cock. Can I have a quick feel before you leave? I need to jerk off before I get dressed.
Malin sighed and pulled up her top letting him squeeze her breasts. "This is cruel. I'm not immune to how hot this is either, but I can't just rub one out," she said firmly as she pulled her shirt back down.
"Then, we should do this mutually. Win-win," he smiled.
"Not happening. Get showered and dressed," she ordered before leaving. She stopped at the door, "Tomorrow I'm coming in with a pitcher of ice water and if you can't control that thing, I will."
* * *
"I feel bad. leaving you with David for a week," John sighed. London is 6 hours difference and when you get home, call me. I'll miss you, but I love the phone sex," he sighed.
Malin hugged her husband, "I'll get creative. There's that store downtown that sells those cool sex toys. I'll see what I can find," she said as she kissed him. She looked sadly at her husband as he went out to the Uber.
When Malin got home at 5, she immediately went into the bedroom, stripped naked, got herself ready, and called John. She had the video on so when he answered her breasts were centered on the screen. She pulled on her nipples and purred, "I hope you missed me."
"Holy fuck!" he moaned, "That's cruel. I'm over here where it's dank and dark, and look at you. The sun's making your body glow," he sighed.
She moved the camera down her body slowly to her pussy and she could hear him suck in a breath as she showed her pussy filled with a monster dildo. "I was thinking of you when I got this," she said softly. She felt bad lying but when she saw it, it reminded her of David's cock, but she would never admit to that. "God! If you're not home soon I might just run off with this thing," she moaned. She held the camera above her pussy as she extracted the full 12 inches from her pussy. She could hear him stroking his cock as she pushed it in again, burying it fully. Without thinking she'd been lifting her ass off the bed as she more rapidly fucked her sloppy hole with the massive toy.
John was mesmerized watching how much cock his wife could take. "Fuck! Really cruel," he moaned. When she pulled it out and pressed it against her ass he couldn't hold back and exploded. After stroking spurt after spurt from his balls he collapsed back and looked at the screen.
"Shit! Would you have put that in your ass?" he asked. "You won't even let me near you there but that thing is huge. No guy is that big," he said. "Don't forget to send this recording to me," he urged even though she always did.
Malin wanted to correct him that there are cocks that big but instead agreed, "Hey, a girl can dream. I guess you'll need to tune in, same time, same place tomorrow to find out, won't you?" she said sweetly, "Please hit the like button below and, press subscribe for more videos like this one," she said before hitting end call.
John groaned. 'That was mean,' he thought. He rolled off the bed and went to clean up.
When Malin opened the door, she saw David standing by his room grinning at her.
"Was that fun?" he asked. "I hope John is happy now."
The girl blushed, "We...I, never mind," I'll make dinner," she said as she shoved by the man.
David looked over at the woman, "I'm sorry, but you left the outside window open and I could hear both of you...speakerphones are loud," he said.
"And you decided to eavesdrop," she said angrily.
"Well, yeah! I'm a guy. I hear sex, see sex and I'm there...all in," he smiled. "What would you have put in your ass?" he asked.
"Never mind. Drop it," she said. "I can just make a salad for myself."
"Sorry. I'm a very bad person when I'm with a beautiful woman. Maybe I should get checked for Tourettes."
They were sitting on the couch watching a show, David in one corner, Malin in the other. as if she were afraid to be near him.
"You miss John, I get it. You'll be frustrated sleeping alone in your bed, but come over here and just snuggle a bit, or are you scared you might let yourself go?" he said as he patted the cushion next to him. "I'm all talk and no action, so you're safe."
She slid over enjoying his body heat as she wasn't wearing much and with her back to his chest, it felt good. She missed having a man's warmth against her and this wasn't cheating. She remembered that she'd let him see her breasts and grope them but he was respecting the circumstances and made no moves on her braless chest nor her bare legs.
When the movie was over, David sighed. "I need to get to bed so...give me a half-hour?" he asked.
Malin wished she were a different person wanting to just take care of him, but she was married and not going to stray from her vows too far, "Sure. Have fun," she said lamely.
The man got up and headed to his bedroom door, "You know, it would help if you shared one of your videos."
"What videos?" she asked dreading he knew...but then, of course, he knew. He was listening in this afternoon.
David just stared at her, then continued, "Remember I heard you. I've already seen your tits and I know your kinky side. How can it hurt?" Plus, I might be ready for my back rub in 10 minutes instead of 30."
"I must be certifiable," she muttered. She picked up her phone, tapped and swiped and few times, and then with her finger poised over a button, glared at the man. "You share these with anyone and I'll literally jerk off your cock," she said firmly.
"Never! I'd never show them to anyone. Swear!" He held up the scout's two fingers.
David was right. Just 10 minutes later he texted her, "All good now. Thanks!"
She went in and he was lying naked on the bed not even bothering to cover his ass. His legs were parted and his huge balls and cock were visible in the shadows between his thighs.
She shook her head, 'How did it get to this?' she wondered as she sat next to him. She started to massage the delts again when David suggested she straddle his ass so she didn't strain herself reaching across.
She felt herself getting wet as she felt those powerful glutes press against her crotch. All he'd need to do is roll over and there'd be just the thin fabric between his penis and her pussy. Again, she was impressed with his defined muscles and how in shape he was. She had the image of his fat cock being powerfully driven into her. Would he hurt her? Would it send her over the edge?
She realized the man had been asleep for a few minutes so she climbed off and went to the light switch. Her fingers slid under the waistband of her shorts as she studied the mass between his legs. She shook herself, turned off the light, and fled to her bedroom.
She woke the next morning feeling like she'd fucked a dozen men. When she'd climbed into bed naked she'd immediately touched herself. Then, after a vivid dream, she'd had to get relief once again. She wished she could fully remember all the lurid details of her dreams, but the snippets she did recall were intense.
Without thinking she headed down the hall to awaken David, and having given up knocking she opened the door and gasped. "God! I'm so sorry," she said backing out.
The man was on his back, stroking his long shaft while watching a video on his tablet. "No, come in," he held up the tablet showing a naked Malin playing with her pussy. "Fuck me, you're beautiful. This is really good, I mean, you're so fucking hot. Come in, and sit with me," he said with no embarrassment. He looked at her thin see-through tee and bikini panties, her dark patch visible.
Feeling all her hormones flowing through her, she came over to the bed, taking his cock in her hand she stroked it while she watched herself, legs spread wide, pumping two fingers into her twat. "I shouldn't have shared those with you. You must think I'm a slut," she said breathlessly.
"Not at all," David said softly as he pulled off her tee. "I think you're a beautiful woman with strong desires, desires that should be met daily." She did nothing to stop him as he tugged on the waistband of the panties and lifted her ass so he could push them down her legs.
"I know it drives you crazy having John out of town and you go to great lengths to tease him, putting on a show so he can get off yet leaving you frustrated and unsatisfied," he said as he gently palmed her ass, guiding her leg over his waist until she was straddling him. She now had both hands on his cock stroking him with her bare moist pussy right against the base of his shaft. "A woman like you deserves...needs to be satisfied daily," he said as he palmed her breasts, his rough palms scraping her aroused nipples.
Malin had her eyes closed as she ground her clit against that hard mass that felt more like a forearm than a cock. She could feel her juices making him slick and let herself be pulled down to meet his lips. She opened her mouth and moaned as he wrapped his arms around her, their crotches now lined up perfectly. She did nothing as he pulled her up until she felt that huge head press against her slit. The plump head slid easily between her sopping lips as she bent her head back, mouth open as he plunged into her. "Oh, fuck!" she gasped. "fuck...fuck...fuck..fuck," she panted as he pulled out to press deeper into her. It felt almost painful but in an incredibly pleasurable way that surprised her.
David rolled both of them over so he was on top between her legs and began thrusting into her with increasing force, her loud cries urging him on.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me..." her voice was deep and raspy. Her head was back, her feet pointed straight out and her pelvis was pushing up with each thrust of his pelvis as she continued her chant. "Fuck me, fuck me...fffffuuu...oh my fucking god!" she cried out as she came on the fattest, and longest cock ever to penetrate her.
David had trouble breathing as the woman hugged him tightly, her cunt grinding hard against the base of his cock as she rode the pleasurable waves of orgasm. It wasn't long before she went limp and he was able to resume fucking her tight pussy. He had the idle thought he should ask if it was ok to cum inside her, but if she were to say no, it probably would have made no difference as he'd wanted nothing more than to fill her with his cum.
"I'm...I'm cumming," he grunted as he released the first strong spurt into her womb.
Malin stroked his back as the man tensed up, slamming hard into her, "cum in me, cum in me...that's it, baby." she moaned with each jet of sperm against her cervix. When he was done and collapsed on her she lay in a post-orgasmic haze feeling his cock slowly recede from her pussy.
Finally, David roused and kissed the woman, "Incredible," he sighed, "better...way better than I imagined." He felt her push him off so he extracted himself and got up.
Without a word, Malin rolled off the bed, picked up her shirt and panties, and left the bedroom with her hand cupping her crotch.
David left for work not seeing Malin, his mind whirling with questions. Was she alright? Would this sour their relationship? He'd fantasized about seducing her and enjoying her compliancy. On the other hand, she wouldn't have wanted it to turn out as it did.
Malin didn't remember much of her day. Her boss must have tasked her with things but as she pulled into the garage she had just a vague idea of what she did between leaving this morning and now. Suddenly she was unsure what to do so she sat in the car for a good 10 minutes before getting out. David was not home yet so she headed into the bedroom and after ensuring the windows were closed this time, stripped down and climbed onto the bed.
"Hey babe, ready for tonight's fun?" she asked sweetly. She smiled into the screen seeing John, cock in hand ready for their frustrating long-distance session.
John sensed nothing out of the ordinary as he watched his beautiful wife play with her breasts and pussy. He asked if David was home yet and was happy he wasn't but there was this strange sensation wishing he were that aroused him. He left his incredibly sensual wife alone with a known Lothario for a week which both he hated and made him rock-hard.
After John got off and they exchanged the requisite 'miss yous' and 'love yous,' she hung up and sighed. She looked over at the clock, 5:45. David would be home in a half-hour so she pulled on her shorts and tee to get dinner ready.
David walked in carefully, testing the waters, and was happy to see Malin smile at him as she offered him a Coors Lite. "I decided after trying one of yours, I'd rather have an IPA, if that's ok," he said.
Malin smiled wanting to suggest that perhaps they'd have sex outside of the bedroom, but opened the fridge and grabbed a Ranger IPA. "I thought we'd have angel hair tonight and a salad. I haven't had enough roughage lately," she sighed.
David poured the beer and took a sip. He was starting to like the taste...liked that there was taste. He felt he had to ask, so..."I'm sorry I...we, this morning, we did..." he stammered.
Malin put down the jar and turned, "It happened. I immediately hated myself for giving in but I'd be lying if I said I hated it, fuck!" she sighed, "I needed that, loved it, but I'm married and I shouldn't have let things go that far," she said softly.
"Why did you?" he asked. "You know why don't you?" he asked as he came over. He set down his glass and then pulled the woman against him, "you would have exploded had we not done what we did, I could see it in your eyes and without a lick of foreplay and you were sopping." he said before nibbling on her neck.
Malin didn't push him away as she felt his hardness against her. She nodded, "I had dreams last night, vivid dreams about your cock," she panted as his hands slid under her shorts to cup her ass. "It's you, you've been this horny man I've been alone with and it's driving me up a wall."
"Good thing we did then, can you imagine what a mess you'd have been in by the time John came home?" he asked.
The tall brunette nodded as his lips traveled down to pull on her hard nipples through her shirt. She wanted to drop down on the floor and pull his cock out when she heard the water boiling. "Sorry, I have to get dinner ready so we can't do this...we shouldn't do this...ok?" she panted. She felt the cool evaporation on her nipples from his saliva making the rest of the meal prep a blur. "David...David," she sighed, "we...we mustn't do this."
"Ok, but I hear 'shouldn't,' 'can't,' 'mustn't' but not 'don't want to do this,'" he said as he backed off as he adjusted his fat bulge in his pants.
"Set the table, I'll get dinner ready and behave yourself or I swear if dinner's ruined, you'll eat it and not say a word."
They ate in silence, neither wanting to bring up the one thing on their minds.
"That was good," David said as he picked up a plate to take into the kitchen. They cleared the dishes and when David came back out, Malin was leaning over to blow out the candles. "Don't move," he said softly as he stroked her perfect ass.
Malin made no move to stop him as he ran fingers up her slit. She closed her eyes, letting out a soft moan as her shorts and panties were pulled down. "Aaaahhhh, you don't have to..." she sighed as David planted his face against her tender pussy.
"Ok, say it...say no," David said between licks. "I don't want you to feel wracked with guilt so tell me to stop." He pressed his tongue between her moist lips. "One word...one, just says 'no,'"
"Shouldn't...damn it, we shouldn't but yesss," she panted. She bent over more and opened her legs allowing better access. His cock wasn't the only long organ as she felt his tongue wiggle between her labia and enter her. "Oh, fuck!" she panted, "there, right there," she said as he flicked the tip of his tongue on her clit.
David knew she was getting close and wanted to be fucking her when she came, so after a few minutes of rapidly teasing her tiny nub he stood and pushed off her tee before pressing her face down on the tabletop.
Malin cried out as he slammed into her pussy with one thrust. She had to grip the far edge as he pounded hard into her. She should have protested but no man had ever taken her like this...so much cock inside her pounding her so hard, and she found she loved it. This wasn't love-making, this was raw fucking and she wasn't a person, but a wet tight hole for his pleasure. It didn't take long with his heavy ball sack pounding her clit that she screamed out she was cumming.
As the girl grunted loudly, David didn't stop and slammed into her feeling things boiling up in his balls. He looked at that puckered ass wondering when she'd let him fuck her there and soon followed her orgasm with his own.
Malin lay face down on the table, her sweaty breasts sticking to the tabletop. She was feeling weak after David pulled out, slapped her ass, and went to get towels. Why did she let him do that? she wondered. If this morning were fulfilling a need, what was this? Lust? 'I have to get a hold of myself,' she moaned, 'I'm not this person,' she internally sighed. She grabbed her shorts and shirt and got dressed. She couldn't find her panties, thinking David kept them.
She was sitting on the front porch when David brought her a glass of wine, "you left this on the table," he said, "feeling guilty?"
She took the glass but just held it with both hands in her lap. "I do. I never in a million years would have imagined I'd cheat on John. He's everything to me and I can't ruin it."
David sat and pulled her close. "You did nothing this evening. I took you and fucked you," he said softly. "You should hate me since I've disrespected your marital status," he sighed, "I've never been good at that."
"Yes, I should hate you since it's you who made me cry out, 'fuck me, fuck me,' over and over. I know I've told my lovers to 'fuck me,' before but it was as if that was all I could say and I couldn't stop saying it," she sighed, "I sounded like we were doing a porn shoot or I was some cheap whore," she almost whispered.
"You were enjoying yourself. I know I was...sorry. You're a great woman, passionate, loving, caring. Hell, there aren't more than a handful of people in this city who'd have done the things you've done for me over the last few weeks. "So fucking what if you have needs and you act on them. You deserve all the fulfillment you can get," he said almost angrily. "For you to feel guilty is ridiculous. Number 1, you will go insane unless you get relief, I know, I can see it in your face. How often do you and John have sex?" he asked, "Not prying, but..."
"Every day, often twice a day," she said softly. She looked around the neighborhood wondering if they should go back inside to have this discussion.
"So, he leaves you alone in the house for a week...you have phone sex, do you get off?"
Malin shook her head, "Not on the phone, but after I...you get it," she blushed.
"Fuck! I'd never do that to my wife. Ok, number 2. You're not hurting him since he'll never know unless you tell him. I'm not going to. I hate the concept of marriage, a man claims a woman for himself leaving his mark," he fingered her wedding band, "so that no other man is allowed near her. Then he leaves town and even though it hurts no one if you just snuggle with another man, it's something that would cause harm? Give me a break," he said firmly.
"Wow! You must feel strongly about this," she said. "But marriage is more than just rights to each other's bodies, there's trust and security in the other person. Break that trust and it can never be fully repaired."



"But that's my point. Let's redefine marriage. Say marriage was like an Air B n B. The house is vacant, no one is enjoying the warm comforts it provides but then you offer it to someone who can fully enjoy all its comforts. John's gone for a week, why can't someone enjoy the warmth and comfort you provide, to be crude," he smiled as he slid a hand between the woman's legs, "no one's using this, should it just sit idle?" he asked.
"Damn! You're good. You should be over in sales," Malin chuckled. "So, John should rent me out? Or, rather rent out my cunt?"
"Now that's just wrong when you put it that way...or something right. Hell, he should make the most of his investment, rent out your cunt, ass, and mouth...for that matter, you have the perfect body for a great tit-fuck," he chuckled.
Malin laughed, "and if I were traveling I could rent out John's cock...not sure renting out his ass would go over well with him."
"Yeah, the analogy doesn't work as well with guys...unless they're bi," He stood up. "Well, if I'm going to be a good team member I need to get some sleep. Come get me in," he looked at his watch, "20 minutes."
Malin shook her head, "Sit down, we crossed that line so why play the game anymore?" She knelt between his legs, pulled off his pants, and stroked his cock, "You can cum in my mouth," she said before licking from his balls to the frenulum.
As she was stroking and sucking on David's cock, they heard the basketball being dribbled and the chattering of the college kids' voices.
Malin was glad she was dressed and in the dark as the dribbling stopped. With the shrubs and the railing, she was sure they couldn't see them and when one of them whispered, it was confirmed.
"I came over here the other night...their bedroom is over there, and she took off her clothes to get into bed. She sleeps in the nude, what I'd give for a girlfriend that sleeps in the nude. I don't think her husband was home. Holy fuck! She's fucking hot for a married woman," he said softly. "Tomorrow night, let's see if she does the same thing. It was around 10:30."
"Shit! Mom has me in at 10 every night. I'll have to sneak out," another kid said.
After they left, Malin softly moaned on David's cock. She pulled off, stroking him, "Shit! I guess I'll be going to bed around 10:30 tomorrow night," she chuckled. She put out a hand, "I changed my mind. You need to leverage my assets now!"
* * *
Drake looked over at his EA at breakfast. "You OK? You seem preoccupied."
"Nothing, I rescheduled your meeting with MacDonalds to 10 AM," he replied,
"That's smart, but it's David being alone with Malin, isn't it?" Drake said, "I get it. My son is a bit, well he sure likes socializing," he sighed.
John started to deny it but nodded, "I trust her, totally but we have...are pretty active and she might get tempted," he sighed.
"And David is always tempted. I get it. Maybe next trip I suggest he move back home for the week so things don't get awkward," he suggested.
"Nonsense, we're adults and I'm sure everything is just fine," John said positively. "Anyhow, perhaps ignorance is bliss," he sighed.
"Has she ever given you any reason to doubt her?" Drake asked.
John shook his head, "No, it's just my imagination running wild. Anyhow, We're meeting the group from Paris for lunch at, get this, the American Eatery. That should be interesting. It was their call. Then, this afternoon we're going over to Bradley's, tea-time. That should be fun."
* * *
Right when Drake and John were being seated at the restaurant, Malin opened her eyes, momentarily confused not immediately recognizing the guest room. Then she felt the fat soft snake pressed against her ass and the large hand cupping her breast. She groaned remembering being awakened twice as his hard cock pressed into her. She might have gotten 3 hours of sleep, but maybe that was an over-estimation.
They'd rushed to bed after the college kids disappeared, David positioning her with her face planted into the mattress and her ass in the air. The man had stamina bringing her to 3 orgasms before cumming himself. It wasn't until after 11 that they finally got to sleep, then a little after one, he'd gotten hard again which required her to open her legs up, followed by another session at four am.
She gently lifted his hand off her breast but as she pulled her ass away from his cock, he pulled her back.
"Morning, beautiful," he said softly.
"Good Lord!" she sighed, "Are you hard again?"
"I've been feeling erections coming on all night. It's your fault, even in the morning you're sexier than 90% of the women I've ever been with," he softly moaned as he slid into her wet pussy for the fourth time in eight hours.
"Fuck! You'd tell any woman that as long as she gives you unlimited access to her cunt," she panted.
"Imagine what I'd tell you if you gave me your ass," he chuckled.
"I'm saving my ass for a man with a much smaller cock. My job requires me to sit a lot and your python would ruin me." She groaned as he reached around to rub her clit. If anything, the man was an expert at pleasing a woman, knowing when and what to touch. She was just about the tell him not to worry about her and just cum when she felt things boil inside.
David wasn't quick and wanted to change positions multiple times and after her third orgasm, he dumped his load inside her. After cumming he lay next to her stroking the soft patch of fur on her mons, "I was thinking. You like to surprise John when you do your phone sex thing, perhaps you should shave all this off."
Malin crawled out of bed and looked down at her crotch. She'd never thought about being completely bare and John never suggested it. "You just want me to shave everything off, is that it?"
"You wound me. Ok, I'll admit it, I prefer a smooth cunt especially yours. Yours is spectacular and hiding it under all that dark hair is just wrong."
"I'll think about it, but I have to get coffee made and shower. Christ, how much cum do you produce in a day?" she asked, looking at the towel.
As she left she looked over her shoulder, "Not sleeping with you tonight, I need sleep plus I have a show to put on at 10:30," she smiled.
* * *
When Malin got home, she went into the bathroom, stripped naked, and looked at her bush. It was heavy and dark so she started trimming before grabbing the razor. She looked in the mirror and sighed, she hadn't looked this bare in 15 years.
Lying back on the bed she dialed the phone. "Hey babe, miss you," she said happily.
John was lying back smiling at his wife, "No kidding," he said, "I think about you all day...I hope you are thinking about me."
"You have no idea. The bed feels so empty without you," she said. "I mean look how empty things look without you," she smiled as she slowly scanned the camera down her naked body. She smiled hearing her husband gasp as she came to her completely bare pussy. As she moved farther down her legs, John told her to stop and go back.
"What? Something you like?" she asked as she hovered the phone over her open thighs. "Oh, I shaved my legs this morning, you wouldn't believe how smooth they are now."
"Oh fuck!" she heard him say, "All I can think of is planting my mouth on your pussy," he moaned. She could hear him stroking his cock, "Touch yourself, damn, that looks so good," he panted.
He didn't last long and after he came he said sadly, "Outside of your beautiful pussy, I really miss you. Hopefully, I'll not be traveling much in the future. There are a couple of openings that I'm going to apply for that won't have much if any travel."
"That will be great!" Malin said as she stroked her pussy, "I miss you so much while you're gone."
"You have David there," he said tentatively.
"Not the same thing," she said quickly. My bed remains empty," she said truthfully.
"I can't believe I'm saying this but if you feel the need to get someone to warm up the bed and never tell me about it, I mean, if it makes you happy, I'll be fine with it," he said softly.
"Wait! What? I'm not going to ask David to climb into bed with me..."
"I'm just saying if it happens enjoy yourself but please never tell me. I don't need to know." John said softly.
"I have to ask, is this some sort of quid pro quo thing? Are you...?" she asked.
"No, no way. As if Drake leaves me time to try and find someone. I barely can make time for this," he sighed. Then he had a thought, "I have to ask...was it David who suggested shaving your pussy?"
Malin felt nauseous, "Yes. He thought you'd like it."
"Strange conversation to have with our boarder, how did that topic come up?" he asked.
"I had the bedroom window open the other day and he was outside when we...anyhow, he heard...everything. So he asked if we do this every time you travel and he came up with some ideas...this was one of them," she said nervously.
"It was a good one, so you guys talk about personal stuff like this?" he asked.
"Sometimes, yes," she said.
"What other suggestions?"
"You want to hear about this?" she asked, "Ok, well another was he tape me undressing and...well, perhaps playing with myself to send to you," she said, "but I told him that wasn't happening."
"Drake told me David majored in Photography at school, so maybe he has some professional equipment you could borrow," John nodded, "but not thrilled about that other suggestion."
"I'm sure he was kidding, now that I think about it," Malin said quickly.
"I'm sure he wasn't, but maybe something to think about. What else did he suggest?"
Malin decided to tell about the kids outside her window, making it sound like David suggested it.
"Another good idea. Tonight they said? Damn! I'd do anything to be outside to see their reaction. I hope you do it, perhaps hide your phone outside and record their reactions. I miss you. I'm going to fuck your brains out when I get home, but I need to get some sleep. I love you," he said before signing off.
Malin decided against the usual shorts and tee, instead of pulling a short summer dress over her head without underwear. She was thinking how fun it would be for the boys if she just pulled that off before brushing out her hair, brushing her teeth, and doing other things before bed.
* * *
"How's John," David asked as he hugged Malin. "Did you do what I suggested?" he asked. "Wait, I can see for myself. Nice!" he said as he pulled up her dress and dropped to his knees.
Malin leaned back against the kitchen counter as David buried his face between her legs. She hadn't started dinner as she knew she'd have to give in to his carnal desires so she pulled off her dress and leaned back against the counter. She wondered why she'd let this go so far and how much she'd miss this when John gets back. She let out a moan as he gently sucked her clit between his lips. She hated she was cheating on her husband yet loved the ardor of the man.
'Is this woman ever not ready for sex?' David wondered, 'she's so wet.' He stood, yanking down his pants, gripped his throbbing cock, and shoved his cock inside her sopping pussy. 'God damn, she's so fucking tight,' he reveled as she wrapped her legs around his waist, arms around his shoulders.
Malin was panting, "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," as David pounded her pussy aggressively. This was so different from when she and John make love...David knows just one way to have sex, he fucks and fucks hard. She'd been feeling aroused ever since talking to her husband, thinking about exposing herself to the boys and David needing to use her body when he got home. This was becoming the norm, her hamper filled with soiled panties that she needed to change periodically during the day.
She thought back to the last few weeks at work, her boss seemingly standing closer, leaning forward more. Can he sense her hormonal rushes, her permanent arousal? Robert Walker was an incredibly religious man, happily married with no chance he'd ever strayed, but she could feel a change in him. As she thought about the times they were alone in his office she felt her orgasm bubbling up. The image of her bare ass presented to the 60-year-old man on his desk popped into her head causing an abrupt explosion.
David ground his crotch against the brunette's twitching pussy, feeling his cock hitting her cervix. 'Damn! This bitch is so fucking hot,' he thought, 'what am I going to do for release when John gets back?' he thought ruefully.
Malin felt the intense orgasm pulse through her as she tried to merge fully with the man buried deep inside her. For some reason, her orgasms with this man lasted longer and seemed twice as intense...perhaps the way he hits her in places John never reaches or how much power is behind his thrusts. She felt the last wave fade, going limp against the man. She thought about him coming inside her and didn't want her pussy leaking his sperm the rest of the evening, "Let me suck your cock," she said kissing the man, "I want to taste you."
David pulled his cock out of her tight hole, taking her place against the counter as she knelt to take his cock into her mouth. He was slightly disappointed as her cunt was the best he'd ever had, but she was no slouch at sucking dick either. He admired those perfect lips wrapping around his slick cock, cleaning her juices as she took more of him into her mouth.
David seemed to be producing more pre-cum than usual as she clenched her throat, swallowing the fluids. She gripped his muscular glutes that flexed as he reacted to her mouth bobbing on his cock.
He wanted to last but feeling those long slender fingers probe then enter his ass, he gripped her long brown hair as he exploded down her throat.
Malin rapidly swallowed the warm tangy cream as he fucked her face. She was glad John wouldn't be seeing her as she knew her lips would be red and bruised looking after this assault on her mouth. She found this exciting being used like this but resisted the urge to play with her pussy.
After David collapsed back onto a kitchen chair and Malin cleaned up, she pulled her dress back on, "I have a question for you," she said softly, "Do you have a camera you could hide outside to capture the kids' reaction...you know, maybe just for fun?" she asked.
David got up, grabbed a hand towel, and cleaned his cock and balls off, nodding, " I do. When I was outside the other afternoon I saw a couple of places I could put cameras that no one would notice. I have some motion-activated cameras I picked up for taping wildlife...this sounds like a good use for them," he smiled.
* * *
Malin heard the pinging of the basketball coming down the street so she patted David on the thigh, "Showtime," she smiled. "I'll come tuck you in after I expose myself to some college kids," she chuckled. "All in a day's work."
The boys stopped in front of the house, one of them putting a finger to his lips. "Over here," he whispered, "their bedroom is by the woods."
They crept over, crouching down behind some lilacs as the light came on in the bedroom.
Malin acted like she was tired, stretching as she went over to open the window. She took a deep breath, enjoying the cool night air before pulling off her dress. As if the loose garment had been restrictive, she massaged her breasts before turning back to grab her hairbrush.
The boys all were stroking the front of their pants, the woman's incredible naked body exposed as she walked around brushing her hair. Her huge breasts bounced with every stroke but their eyes were on her bare pussy. They let out a disappointed moan when she left the room but perked up seeing her walk back in to brush her teeth.
Malin wondered if she were going to take off enamel as she stood in front of the window brushing longer and more thoroughly than she'd ever done before. Finally, she went back into the bathroom to rinse her mouth out. She was going to close the window and turn the lights off but had a thought. She knew the boys could easily see the bed, so she climbed up on it and then played with her pussy. She'd been horny as hell all evening even after she came in the kitchen, so she was not faking her need to rub one out.
One by one, the six boys pulled out their cocks, stroking them eagerly as the beautiful brunette spread her legs wide and rapidly rubbed her pussy. It sucked that she was at a right angle to the window but they could still see her swollen pussy and her fingers pushing inside. Her large breast bounced as her upper arm pressed against it, the silhouette of her hard nipples pointing at the ceiling.
It wasn't long before she felt her orgasm coming on knowing the boys were watching, crying out, "Damn, I could use a cock...Fuck! Uhh, uhhh, uhhhh, uhhhgggnn!" she gasped as she lifted her ass off the bed.
Seconds after the beautiful brunette came, collapsing back onto the bed, four of the six boys came, shooting their cum onto the branches of the lilac bushes. The other two groaned deciding they'd take this back up after they got home but as they watched the woman licking her fingers and then dipping them back in her pussy, one of them stifled a cry as he came.
"Holy fuck! This bitch is so fucking horny," one of them sighed, "We need to knock on her door...perhaps she plays basketball and we can ask her to join us."
Malin sat up and rolled off the bed to go into the bathroom to wash her hands and clean up a bit. She went over to the window, taking another deep breath before closing it and then pulling the curtains closed. It was a rush seeing the outlines of the six boys behind their hedge verifying she'd had an audience.
She turned off the bedroom lights, went down the hall to the guest bedroom, and opened the door. David was lying back naked, stroking his cock and grinning at her.
"How was it?" he asked as he slid over making room for the naked woman.
* * *
Malin looked at the naked man next to her and moaned. He'd obviously wanted to pack in as much sex as possible before John got back from his trip and her pussy throbbed from the repeated pounding he'd given her.
"Morning, sorry if I sort of kept you awake all night," he sighed as he ran a finger around her nipple, "I'd hate for you to fall asleep when John gets back. That was selfish of me."
"I feel bad for you," she said taking his cock in her hand, "you'll...we, can't...you know," she sighed.
"I know, but there's a girl I met working out and it works out for you guys. I'm taking her out tomorrow night. She's very nice, does triathlons," he smiled.
"She better be in shape," Malin sighed, "I feel like I've done at least one ironman competition," she groaned, "pun intended," she said as she stroked his cock.
"I like how you're prepared to give it everything you've got," David smiled as he rolled between her legs.
"Shit! I was going to get out of bed before...oooohhhh fuck!" she moaned as the huge fat cock slid inside her.
* * *
John groaned as he watched each of the two videos. He woke up seeing an email from Malin with attachments, one from below the window sill pointing right at the boys and the other from behind the boy's perspective, eagerly opening both. He could see and hear everything the boys said and did, agreeing that Malin was the hottest thing he'd ever seen also. The hotter video was his slut wife unabashedly exposing herself to the open window. Her breasts seemed larger as she brushed her hair and teeth, bouncing enticingly. He stroked his cock as he saw the boys doing as she went over and flopped back on the bed, legs spread wide. He wished she'd just laid back on the bed so he could see straight between her legs, but this was hot also. He knew David had to have watched these which enhanced his excitement.
All day he was anxious to talk to his wife, trying to concentrate on whatever Drake needed. At one point his boss commented he seemed distracted.



"Miss your wife?" he asked.
John nodded, "Definitely. Looking forward to seeing her tomorrow night."
Drake nodded, "I get it. You know, when we're on these trips I wouldn't think less of you if you contracted out some of your marital needs," he smiled, "but I get it. You'd never do that."
John laughed, "I never thought I'd hear that from you, but you're right. I could never do that to Malin." He paused wondering if the reverse were true, then shrugged it off.
Drake laughed, "I know. I've never done that either but tempted. There was this girl, a working girl I met in Montreal. She was so beautiful and I'd been away for almost two weeks. To this day I can't decide if I'm proud of myself for resisting or kicking myself for wimping out." He sighed, "I don't want to pry, but does it bother you that David is alone with Malin?" he said softly, "None of my business...just asking."
John nodded, "Sure. I know you trust your son and I trust Malin, but they can be tempted. In his shoes, I might be more than tempted but what can I do? Worrying won't make the reality any different."
Drake laughed, "Trust my son? Not as far as I could throw him but it does take two and I do know he's not a rapist. I'd hate to lose you, but there are a few openings in management that don't require travel, at least as much. This month is bad, after London, we're home for a week then we fly to Hong Kong," he sighed. "If that doesn't make you apply for one of these openings, nothing will. Oh, and I'll need you in at 6 AM every day next week, we have calls with Athens every morning, but that will let you get home mid-afternoon."
John nodded, "I'll think about applying, but for now, let's finish up what we need...there are meetings in the morning with..."
John went to bed that night with visions of lying naked next to his beautiful wife in 24 hours. He thought about sliding his cock inside her tight pussy as he stroked his cock but it was the vision of David's body lying between her legs that took his arousal to another level.
* * *
David pulled out after the gorgeous brunette came down from her orgasm and knelt between her knees. "I'd like to fuck you from behind," he said as he stroked his cock. They'd awakened with his cock pressed against her ass and he wanted to feel those soft cheeks against his stomach again.
Malin rolled over, placing a pillow under her hips then opened her legs. She moaned happily as Davis slid back inside her. She was still feeling the peaceful after-effects of her intense orgasm. She'd replayed the boys all watching her and had an image of them climbing in the open window and fighting over her holes. The thought of six boys arguing about who gets to fuck her pussy, ass, and mouth was too much for her. Now, as David plunged into her wet cunt she wondered what two cocks inside her would feel like.
David wanted a better angle, so he pulled out and grabbed the other pillow, "Here, this is better," he ordered.
Malin groaned happily as she felt him penetrate her even deeper than he normally did. This angle was better, not as comfortable, but for fucking almost perfect. She felt more slutty than she'd ever felt before with her ass raised high up, legs spread wide as a man pistoned into her sopping pussy, his huge balls loudly slapping on her clit.
David couldn't hold back any longer and just as he cried out he was cumming, Malin screamed out obscenities cumming at the same time. The two ground hard against each other, loud grunts and moans echoing throughout the guest bedroom.
After they both lay spooning on the bed getting their breath back, Malin sighed. "That was incredible. I couldn't believe how deep you were inside me. I could almost feel you in my womb." she chuckled.
David stroked her back, "I'm glad but this is going to be strange. John's home today and we..." he finished sadly.
"We can't, I know. But it was fun while it lasted and you have some good memories to jerk off to...and the hot young triathlete to give you a workout," she said as she pulled his hand onto her breast. She looked at the clock, "Fuck, breakfast on the run...again," she said as she extracted herself from between the pillows and the naked man. She looked down at the bed, "I'll get you fresh pillowcases unless you're into the stale aroma of sex," she chuckled.
David looked at the cum stains shaking his head, "Yeah, thanks. The downside of using the pillows I guess."
* * *
John arrived home, exhausted from the trip and the fitful sleep the night before. He couldn't get the visions of David's rising ass between Malin's open thighs out of his head. He made some coffee and as he went into the dining-room he saw something black under the hutch. He bent down feeling a pain in his stomach as he picked up a pair of black panties. Then something caught his eye and he looked at the table, leaning over so the light from the window reflected, and saw the unmistakable imprints of nipples in the finish. He looked at the panties not recognizing them as Malin's as she almost always wore white and couldn't tell whose nipples those were, but he couldn't kick his suspicions. He sighed as a new vision came into his head.
He put the panties back where he found them, going to get his coffee as he heard the coffee maker beep.
John got up from his recliner in the living room as Malin came in from the garage. He grabbed her and gave her a huge hug.
Malin had been greeted dozens of times by her husband after a trip but this was the warmest greeting yet, "Wow! Miss me much?" she asked.
John looked at her, but she seemed the same as every other time he'd come home. "Sorry, I just wanted to hold you and...never mind," he said, "When does David get home?" he asked even though he knew the answer.
Malin looked at her watch, "We have an hour if you...you know..." she said as she stroked the front of his pants. She led him back to the bedroom, closed the door, and started to get undressed. She was down to bra and panties when she saw where John was looking.
John noticed her panties were the usual white bikini style before he looked over at the window remembering how she'd walked over to it naked, "I jerked off a few times watching you and the boys' reactions," he sighed, "that was so fucking hot."
"It was weird at first but the longer I stood in front of the window the more I liked it," she said. "Want me to open it now?" she asked.
John nodded. "Hang on, I want to go out to see what the boys saw. Put your dress back on and give me a minute," he said as he left the bedroom, He looked around and saw it was very private on this side of the house, with tons of places for peeping toms to hide. He found the spot behind the lilac bushes and waited.
Malin went over to the window, pulled aside the curtains then opened the sash. She looked out as if no one was there before stretching as she took in a deep breath of the fresh air. She reached down to the hem, pulled the dress over her head, then tossed it aside. She cupped her bare breasts and then pinched her nipples. She closed her eyes and moaned loudly knowing her husband was watching her.
John's cock was rock-hard and in his hand stroking as he watched the show. He was thinking about the boys and how they must have felt with this married woman exposing herself to the neighborhood. 'I'll bet they've jerking off and talking about it since,' he thought. He stifled a moan as Malin slid her panties down before putting a foot up on the window sill.
Thinking she should have done this the other night, Malin looked down at her open legs, then stroked her mons and vulva wondering if there was any stubble. Then she opened her legs wider, inspecting her crotch. She saw John dash out from behind the shrubs, running to the house his cock in his hand. She giggled and went over to the bed, flopping down on her back.
John came into the bedroom, pants around his knees, and without hesitating, crawled between his wife's legs and slammed his cock inside her.
"Oh, yesss," Malin cried out, "Fuck me, God! I've missed you," she panted as her husband pounded into her harder than he'd ever done before. She suspected why as he'd never asked, but he had to suspect she'd been fucking David. She held him tight as his thrusts became more and more intense culminating in a loud groan as he abruptly came inside her. She stroked his back as his grunts echoed throughout the room. She idly wondered if anyone was walking down the sidewalk with the window open.
John felt spent, satisfied but regretted cumming so soon without pleasuring his wife. He had the thought that perhaps she'd had plenty of orgasms with David but didn't want to ask, didn't want to know. It would kill him to know that she was cheating on him but found the fantasy arousing. He was determined to avoid the issue. He sighed and kissed his wife, "Sorry. I've been needing that for a week, but I assume you have also," he said.
"I know, and yes. Tonight, you owe me," she sighed. She looked at the clock and pushed her husband from between her legs, "I have to clean up and get dressed. I need to start dinner, plus David should be home soon, though he might be going out on a date tonight," she said. "He has a girlfriend he met over at the gym."
* * *
Later that week, John was in Drake's office taking down the instructions for the Hong Kong trip when Ryan Edwards knocked and peeked in.
"I just wanted to give you an update on David," he looked questioningly at John, "Um, I can come back."
Drake stood and indicated a chair, "Nonsense, John's been apprised of the situation, what's up?" he asked.
"Well, as you know, David's been prompt every day for the last two, three months but there's been another change. He's no longer stopping by the EA pool and...you know flirting or more. He's been focused and taking charge of the Reynold's project. Making incredible progress I might add," he smiled at the CEO. "I have no idea what triggered the new David but he's become a valuable asset." He stood up, "I just thought you should know."
After he left, Drake looked at John and smiled, "I think you and your wife are to be given credit. You both must be great influences on my boy. I never thought I'd hear those words," he smiled. "Getting to work on time. Taking charge of projects. Not wasting time flirting with the women. Wow!"
John felt his stomach cramp, but smiled at his boss, "That's great news," he said. He thought about the two hours Malin and David had every morning wondering if his sexual needs were being satisfied. He shook his head to rid the images of their naked bodies entwined on David's bed and went back to the itinerary.
* * *
That night John decided to tell Malin what David's supervisor said about him to see her reaction.
"The man's got a brain, perhaps he's decided to apply it to something more productive than chasing skirts," she smiled. "Oh, by the way...I was thinking about the time differences. It will be impossible for us to...you know, have phone sex so I was thinking I could borrow David's video equipment and make some tapes for you. I'd hate for you to forget what you have waiting for you back home. He might also have advice on lighting and, I don't know, things I might not think of," she looked at her husband.
John chuckled, "I hear borrow but my mind is registering, filming. Are you suggesting that David film and produce these?"
"I thought about that since he's seen me naked, you know the peeping tom tapes, but I don't think he'd..." she stammered.
"He'd stop at just holding the camera. He might want to hold something else?" John suggested.
"Yeah, bad idea. Sorry, I wasn't thinking," she sighed.
"I know, right? If David's not filming that, who would and how would I see it?" he smiled.
"What?" Malin gasped as she studied her husband's face for any sign of kidding, "Are you joking?"
John nodded, "Sure, yeah. Forget I said it..." he paused, "but it'd be hot, wouldn't it? To see you...shit, I can't believe it sounds," he pulled Malin onto his lap and kissed her.
Malin broke the kiss, looking down at his waist, "You're hard? From thinking about David...fucking me?" she said looking him in the eyes.
John nodded, "But it's just a fantasy. I can't say I'd like it to happen, but the thought of you and him has..."
"Gotten you off while you're away?" she asked. Seeing him nod she ground her crotch against him, "so, it excites you thinking I've taken David's huge cock in my mouth...my wet pussy?" she asked.
John nodded as he pulled off his wife's top before unbuttoning her shorts, yanking them down her legs as she lifted herself. He pulled his pants down, moaning happily as she lowered herself onto his hard cock.
"I didn't think you wanted to hear about him fucking me," she whispered before licking all around his ear, "he's almost always hard and we get no sleep," she sighed as she bounced more rapidly on his rigid shaft. "Are you sure you want to hear about this?" she purred.
"God, yes," he panted, "tell me how much you need his cock."
"That's the word, need," she grunted as her husband grabbed her hips and was fucking her hard. "And he knows it. We never do foreplay, he just puts it in me in whatever room we're in," she gasped as she felt an orgasm coming on. "He's huge, I mean...sorry, that's rude."
"Ooohhh, he stretches you out?" he asked. Bareback?" He moaned into her ear as she nodded yes. "Even on the front porch where people can see?" he asked, his slimy balls slapping on her ass as she bounced on top of him.
"Yes. Every room, oh, except the master bedroom. He reminded me you'd told him it was off-limits...aaaaah, fuck!" she cried as she came.
John held his writhing wife as she buried her face against his neck and ground her pussy against his cock. As she recovered she climbed off and knelt between his legs and looked up at him.
"Fuck! That was great," she sighed, "David always makes me suck his cock after I cum," she smiled. She opened her mouth and took the cum covered shaft into her mouth.
John lay back savoring the great blowjob trying to think back to the last time she'd done that after having sex. He couldn't remember that she'd ever done it and a new vision cropped into his head as she took more of his cock into her throat than he'd remembered.
Malin knew she could deep-throat John's cock easily now but didn't want to reveal her new skills so took most of him. Then she pulled off, stroking his cock as she licked his balls, surprised how much of her juices covered them. She could hear his breathing change when she licked the base of his ball sack, hitting his perineum. She never considered that John would like that but she felt his balls tighten as she licked his anus.
John was about to cry out he was going to cum when Malin clamped her mouth onto his cock. "Fffffuuucccckkk!" he spat as he felt the first eruption into his wife's mouth. He had the idle thought that she'd been adamant that he'd never cum in her mouth, but her lips were clamped to his cock as he jetted his sperm down her throat.
After showing John the creamy fluids on her tongue, she made a show of swallowing before wiping her lips. "I've been planning on doing that for you all week," she smiled, "I remember you telling me no one had ever done that for you. Did you like that?" she asked.
John sighed and nodded. He desperately wanted to ask the question but just smiled, "I did. That was incredible." He stood and pulled up his pants, "I wish I didn't have to fly out tonight," he said sadly. "Look, I like the idea, but only if you're comfortable," he said quickly.
"What idea?" Malin looked up as she pulled her shirt over her head.
"David filming you undressing and...you know," he said softly. He added quickly, "I mean, why not? He's seen you naked and he studied film and all that."
Malin shook her head, "You can't be serious. Think about what you're asking. I'll be naked in our bedroom with a 28-year-old horny man. Forget about what he might do, I might preempt anything he considers," she glared at her husband, "No, bad idea."
"Ok. It's your call and I get it. The thought of it is a turn-on, him seeing you naked and me not knowing if anything happened after the cameras were turned off. I hope nothing, but it's incredibly arousing just thinking about it."
Malin shook her head, "I'm going to make dinner. You need to reconsider what you just asked. If you still feel that way after you head to the airport, let me know. I'm not going to say categorically no, but I'd like you to be fully aware of what the consequences might be if we, I mean, David and me, do this."
"Ok. I'm going to go pack while you make dinner. I assume David's out with the triathlete?"
Malin nodded, "He wanted us to have some time alone before you left for two weeks this time," she said sounding frustrated, "Fuck! You need to get your applications in for some of those positions or you'll be hearing about all the positions David and I are going to do here." She put her hand over her mouth, "Sorry. That was uncalled for."
"Damn!" John sighed, "I'm getting hard again. Check that. I'm going to take a cold shower then pack," he said before turning on his heels and heading down the hall.
* * *
David got home around midnight, surprised to see Malin sitting on the couch. "I assumed you'd be asleep," he said plopping down beside her.
"Couldn't. John asked me...us to do something before he left." She held up her phone showing the text she'd gotten from John.
"Send videos...," was all it said.
David looked confused, "Of what? More of you showing the kids..."
Malin shook her head. "He wants you to film me stripping, then playing with myself..." she blushed.
"Cool, do you want that?" he asked.
Malin nodded. "Yes, I guess I do. I'm so wet right now. This is weird," she sighed. "I mean, why would he want you to see me and perhaps wonder if it led to more?"
"Some guys are like that," David pulled the woman close, "there's an EA at work who asked me out for a drink. I thought it was strange that her husband was there, but he invited me back to their house where he watched while his wife and I did everything, and I do mean everything," he smiled.
"What did he do? Jerk off?" she asked.
"Filmed it, jerked off to it later, I assume," he smiled. "or, they watched it together to enhance their love-making. Tomorrow I'll stop by the parents and grab my gear. We're going to make some great videos," he grinned.
* * *
John got back to his room and opened his iPad to see a message from Malin.
"I hope you know what you asked for," Malin spoke into the camera. "David set up lighting around the room and has a...shit," she looked above the camera, "what was that again?" she asked.
John could hear David's voice, "an 8-megapixel camera that can do 4K videos, fucking clear as can be," he said proudly.
"OK, a nice camera. I have no idea what he just said, but I guess instead of talking you want something else," she sighed.
John watched as the view panned back revealing Malin dressed...or rather barely dressed in a sheer black teddy, her dark nipples, and cameltoe visible. She crawled slowly and sensuously into the bed as David zoomed in tight on her ass and pussy. The scene was arousing, but hearing David give instructions made it many times more.
"Stop there, widen your...that's it, now touch yourself," he heard the man's voice.
Malin stroked her pussy as the camera came closer yet. John could easily see how wet his wife was as she pressed the thin material into her slit. He could hear her deep moans as she moved her pelvis as if she were fucking.
"Take that off, I think John wants to see you naked, fuck that! I want to see you naked," David ordered as he zoomed out, now showing Malin groan in frustration as she knelt on the bed, looking right into the lens. She blew him a kiss before peeling the straps off her shoulders. Revealing her huge breasts, she was now looking at the man behind the camera. John could hear David take in a deep breath. Maybe this is the first time David has seen Malin's tits in real life, he thought as she flopped onto her back to pull the garment off before tossing it aside. He'd never noticed how much her tits flopped around before.



He had his cock out, stroking it as she pulled on her dark nipples, moaning more loudly now. John couldn't believe how aroused Malin looked, her hips grinding air as if she were on top of a lover, eyes closed as she played with her tits.
"Nice, tell John what you wish for," David said breathlessly.
Malin's eyes looked to the videographer's crotch, at least that was what John assumed before looking back at the camera. "I wish you were right here," she panted as she opened her legs wide. She pulled open her lips exposing the pink folds inside, "I wish your big hard cock was right here," she grunted as she plunged two fingers inside. Her hips were rising to meet her attacking fingers as she moaned loudly.
David zoomed in tight, the sloppy sucking sounds amplified, her clit filling half the screen. John felt his balls aching wishing he could hold off, but in the back of his mind he could replay this over and over. He heard David give another order.
"Say it, say what you need," he said
"I need to be filled with your cock...any cock...fuck!" she spat just as she came.
John came at the same time hearing her say 'any cock,' cum splattering onto his stomach as he dropped his iPad onto the bed. He could hear Malin's guttural grunts as she came and when he felt the last vestiges of his orgasm fade he picked up the tablet.
Malin was looking at the camera, a satisfied look on her face, "I love you, honey. Hurry back or we might need someone else to hold the camera. Good night, and love you." she blew a kiss.
John was about to close the video seeing it go blank but then it showed the room bouncing before pointing at the closet. David accidentally hit play as he put it on the dresser. Sadly, it was facing the closet and not the bed.
"I can't believe you pulled that thing of yours out," Malin accused. "I know you're proud of it, but..."
"It was incredibly uncomfortable in my pants. Give me a break," he protested. "Look at you, the fucking sexiest woman I've ever met, naked and playing with herself. I'm only human," he moaned. "Do you want to touch it?" he asked.
John wished he could see them...see how close the man was the Malin, see the look on her face.
"No! Put that away...fuck, how big is that?" he heard the strain in her voice. "Ok, wow! It's huge...shit! Go! Go to bed and take care of that," Malin ordered. "I'm not interested in that thing splitting me in half."
"What a liar you are," David laughed, "but I get it. Married and all. I'll see you in the morning."
The disappointment John felt was shocking as the image jostled with a quick flash of a long fleshy shaft, Malin on her back staring at it before the picture went dead. 'They aren't screwing each other while I'm gone,' he thought. It suddenly occurred to him that he no longer suspected but had known they'd been fucking each other but never wanted to admit it. He was wrong, but everything pointed to that...He felt something shift inside as he mulled this new information over. Now new thoughts popped into his head. How could he get her to step outside her vows? He lay back stroking his rehardening cock thinking about the possibility of Malin and David getting together.
* * *
The following days were filled with fun and explicit videos. Somewhere they found a machine called a Sybian which had a huge dildo. Malin came too many times to count until her eyes rolled back in her head, almost passing out before she moaned and extricated herself from the machine and, flop back onto the bed.
He watched as David tenderly covered her up before coming back to get the camera. What was shocking was the man was now wearing a robe and his erection was bouncing free. It looked huge. Even bigger from a short distance than the one close up. John again felt disappointed when the camera turned off wondering if there was any possibility there was more.
Another video was taken with Malin bent over the arm of the couch, a vibrator in her pussy as David spanked her. Malin never indicated she was into spanking, but her ass was writhing eagerly as her cheeks turned bright red, cumming at least twice.
Then, David must have been hiding in the unlit bedroom as Malin again exposed herself to the boys. It was a full moon night shining directly into the bedroom. This time she made a point of putting her foot on the window sill while she played with her pussy and nipples. He knew that her body had to have been as clear as if the sun were shining directly on her. As he stroked his cock he wished David would come up behind her, play with the tits and pussy...the thought of that huge cock sliding between her legs triggered his orgasm.
* * *
Malin looked at the time, 5:35 AM. "Hey babe, how's Hong Kong?" she asked. "I miss you," she said softly.
John sighed, "Lonely, frustrating, you have no idea. Your videos are driving me crazy. I've never wanted to hold your naked body next to me more than I do now. That video of you in the moonlight is the hottest thing I've seen. I wish you had a video of what the kids could see," he moaned. "Did you use the dildo? I couldn't make out what you were doing with your pussy."
Malin chuckled, "Patience. You'll see, David's sending that to you this morning. I have to go wake him up in a half-hour," she said.
John felt a rush, "Do me a favor. Go wake him up with nothing on," he said softly.
Malin looked over at the man sleeping next to her and down at her naked body. She quickly crawled out of the guest bed and trotted down the hall, "I can't do that, she said. It's one thing to drive the man crazy doing these videos but he needs to get ready for work." She went into the bathroom, pulling on her panties, tee-shirt, and robe, muting the phone as her husband was responding.
"What do you normally wear when you wake him up?" John asked. "Show me."
"Christ! Why am I making you even more horny...hornier?" she asked. She walked into the bedroom, lay back, and turned on video chat, "ok, this might scare you," she sighed.
John looked at his wife's messy hair down her body showing her shirt and panties under the robe. "This won't do, " he said. Take off the shirt and panties, and leave your robe open at least. He's already seen you naked and touched your ass. By the way, the spanking was fucking hot! I can't wait to get home to punish you for being such a slut," he said softly.
"I love it when you talk dirty," Malin said showing John her fingers sliding under her panties. She had to be careful not to expose too much with David's cum still inside her. "And having men stay with me while you're off gallivanting around the world. He's not happy either, he's always hard around me."
"God!" John sighed, "Please. Get naked when you wake him up, I don't need to see it but I'd like to imagine how the man reacts."
"Shit! Ok. But I'm going to shower first. I'd like to be presentable at least," she said. "I'll tell you what, I'll have the robe fall open and we'll see, ok?" After hearing her husband happily agree, she signed off and went to get in the shower.
David opened his eyes seeing the naked woman looking down at him, "Morning," he said as he reached up and grabbed a breast, "you got up early."
"John called," she said, "I felt terrible waking up next to you when the phone rang. Had you awakened and said anything, I'd have been screwed...I mean figuratively," she smiled.
"Then let's make it literally," David said pulling the naked woman onto the bed.
"We can't," she said as she snuggled against the man, "We have to get ready for work and I've already showered." She wanted to lie back and accept his morning wood as she pressed against the hard mass but she was right, there wasn't enough time.
David moaned in frustration as the beautiful woman kissed him and then kissed his cock before smoothly rolling out of his bed.
* * *
John called Malin the next morning, "I loved the moonlight on your body. That was the sexiest video yet," He said referring to the tape of the view the boys had. They were less shy about pulling out their cock as they hid behind the lilacs this time. "You'll have trouble topping that."
"And good evening to you, also," Malin smiled, "That was incredible. Did you hear what those boys said they'd do to me if they ever had the chance?" she asked.
"I did, wow! Who would have thought college kids would have such active imaginations," he said.
"Porn," Malin sighed. "These kids are raised on porn."
"So, did you do as I asked?" John said.
"I did. I didn't bother with a robe since you wanted me naked. Look, you knew what he'd want to do. He pulled me onto his bed...he sleeps naked you know and we..."
"Did you screw him? John asked quickly.
"No. He wanted to, he was so hard and he pressed his cock against me, almost in me but we just snuggled. He might be testy at work today and if he is, it'll be my fault." She paused, "Why? What do you want to happen? Is it you want him frustrated or...?"
John sighed, "I shouldn't say but I don't want him frustrated, nor do I want you frustrated."
"Say it," Malin said softly. "Say what you want."
"I can't, dammit. It is driving me up a wall wanting to see you getting fucked by another man and hating the thought of it. Never mind, I need to get ready for tomorrow," he sighed. "Forget this whole conversation happened."
Malin laughed bitterly, "this might be the one conversation I remember for the rest of my life. My husband wants me to screw another man and watch. You know I can't do that." She hesitated, "And I'm not sure you know what your asking, he's...um, shit! You've seen him on the videos. He's huge. You want me to...?" she asked softly.
"John sighed. "I want you to be happy. I told you when we got married, I love you so much and I'll give you anything in the world if it makes you happy."
Malin felt like crying. She remembered him saying that. It was right after he'd proposed and she'd happily said yes. Never, ever did she consider this would be part of that promise...another man's cock. She gathered herself, "You did say that. If you really meant that...Go get ready for your day. I'm going to get ready for David to film tonight's episode...whatever that will be. He doesn't tell me. I love you, even though you have the hormones of a 16-year-old boy."
After hanging up, Malin thought about the men in her life. She and John make love every day and often twice...when he's home. Then there's David. He wasn't satisfied unless they'd fucked at least three times a day. She thought about the weekend John flew to Madrid, nine times with David and once Friday evening before John left for the airport! Are all men like that? She shook her head thinking back to conversations with her friends and all said they usually had sex just once or twice a week after a few years of marriage. She felt incredibly lucky thinking about that, and now her husband wants her to take on a lover...is that normal?
She shook her head and got ready for David. She picked up the sexy garment feeling that all-too-familiar ache in her abdomen. The man was anything but tender, taking what he wants yet giving incredible pleasure.
* * *
She went over to her laptop and looked at the video wondering if she should send it. Her finger hovered, then hit send.
John saw an email came in with the attachment. He opened the video and lay back stroking his cock.
This one was a surprise. No teasing, no prelude working up to her getting naked. Malin lay back naked on the bed, with David walking over, a huge cock jutting out from his robe as he slapped the huge black dildo against his palm. He grinned down at the eager-looking woman, "Last chance. Either this," he stroked his cock, "or this synthetic, weak substitute for the real thing," he smiled.
Malin stared at the throbbing cock, then pointed to the dildo.
"You sure?" he asked. "Here," he held out the dildo to the woman, "feel this. Ok, hard, cold, now feel this," he said pulling her hand off the plastic toy and onto his cock.
Malin never hesitated as she stroked his fat cock. John was amazed at how large it was as a small stream of pre-cum leaked onto her hand. He hit rewind to see the look on his wife's face and it was as he thought. She was staring at the purple shaft, her tongue exploring her lips as she stroked the length. As if realizing what she was doing, she pulled her hand off and again pointed to the sex toy.
"Ok, you change your mind, you let me know," he moaned.
John felt that disappointment again wishing she'd let David fuck her, but felt a rush as Malin let David handcuff her wrists to the bedposts followed by her ankles. After blindfolding her, he lubed up the dildo and teased her wet slit with it.
It was obvious his wife was horny as hell as she humped at the plastic shaft, but David continued to tease her. Her legs were straining at the cuffs, ass lifting as she desperately wanted the fake cock inside her. It didn't help that the man was now stroking her erect nipples. As Malin was lifting her ass off the bed, he heard David ask again, "You can say it. John would understand if you admit to yourself that you want my cock," he said softly.
Malin shook her head, "I can't, can't...please," she panted. "Aaaaahhhhhggghhh," she cried as David slammed the dildo into her wet pussy. "Yesss, yessss, fuck me," she panted as he plunged the black rod in and out of her pussy.
John watched in disbelief as his wife seemingly came over and over, her pelvis rapidly rising to meet the huge cock. His cock felt small as he stroked rapidly in comparison to the dildo and the huge erection jutting out from the man's waist. As Malin made noises he'd never heard before he erupted jets of cum up onto his chest.
* * *
The next evening John hung up before the voice mail. Malin must not be near her phone, he thought. She always has her phone. Maybe she's in the shower. He opened up the video of Malin exposing herself to the boys when an email came in. He opened the attachment feeling a rush of anticipation.
This was different. It wasn't as clear as the previous recording, then he realized it was probably the camera used outside.
Malin was sitting on the bed, wearing a thin tee-shirt and panties. "I am out of ideas to tease John," she sighed. "We've done everything but..." she looked straight at the man's crotch. "I know we shouldn't but," she opened his robe and pulled on his semi-hard cock. She looked up at him, "Last night I wish you'd ignored me and fucked me with this thing. I couldn't sleep last night wondering what it would feel like," she sighed before licking the shaft and then putting the cock in her mouth.
David gently held the back of her head as he moaned and looked up at the ceiling. "Fuck, yes," he said. "Wait, you want to tape this for John?" he asked.
With a loud smacking sound, Malin pulled off the now fully-rigid cock, "No, let's make him wonder." she glanced over at the camera and winked.
John watched as his wife's lips stretched around the biggest cock he'd ever seen, but she seemed to take him with ease. She never talked about her past lovers but maybe she had a guy who was also well-endowed.
David held onto the woman's head as he took over fucking her mouth. She took most of him until he could feel his balls slapping against her chin but wanted more. He wanted John to see him fuck his wife after hiding it for months. He stepped back, dropping his robe onto the floor, and then pulled Malin's shirt off. He didn't need to take off her panties as she quickly yanked those down before flopping onto her back, legs opened wide. "Fuck me, no foreplay," she sighed as David climbed between her legs.
John was lying back, eyes unblinking to see his wife take another man's cock for the first time since they'd met five years ago. He wondered about her previous lovers as David's plump head easily opened her up and slid in. 'She's so fucking tight,' he thought, 'how on Earth can she so easily take that?' he wondered.
Malin's legs were up in the air, toes pointed as David pounded her pussy even harder than usual. He is playing the part of the frustrated lover finally getting satisfaction perfectly, she thought.
John was stroking his cock in unison with the thrusting of their boarder wondering if Malin was going to be able to walk after this. This tape was incredible as she'd placed the camera so he could see her expression, her right breast flopping around along with the view between her legs.
Malin felt the familiar rising feelings inside moaning with each hard thrust. David sensed that as he quickly pulled out, easily picked her up, and turned her over.
John's balls ached to see his wife's ass sticking up with David kneeling behind her. He exploded hearing Malin cry out as the huge cock stabbed down into her vagina.
Malin's orgasm hit right after that as those heavy balls smacked repeatedly against her clit. She should have stifled her voice as the window was open, but she couldn't help it feeling the intense waves shooting through her. "Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fffuuuuuccccckkk!"
John lay back limp feeling the warm cum cooling on his stomach as he heard Malin gasp out, "that's it, that's it, cum inside me...God damn, your fat cock feels so fucking good!"
"Shit!" David panted as they collapsed onto their sides, "I wish you'd have let me fuck your cunt months ago. Now I feel like we need to make up for lost time." He was cupping her breasts, his ass still pumping into her.
"This was a mistake," she sighed, "not taping it...the fucking wasn't a mistake," she moaned, her ass pushing back against his cock when the video abruptly stopped.
'Did they go again?' he wondered. 'What does David want to do now? Are they just fucking at will anywhere they decide to?'
* * *
Things changed over the next 10 days. David moved into the master bedroom and they recorded their nightly fuck sessions. John's comments were, 'Great video. Send more.' 'I liked the lighting, incredibly hot!' 'What about other rooms?' 'I love you so much, can't wait to try that position.'
Just before flying back to the States, Drake got a call. "Wow! Ok, I'll tell him...that sucks for me but...Yeah. OK, see you in a couple of days, yeah, bye."
John looked expectantly at his boss, wondering if it was about the job he'd applied for.
"That was Bill Edwards. You wowed them in the interviews. They decided to extend an offer...shit! I was really reluctant to hire you as my EA but you've impressed the shit out of me," he slapped the man on the shoulders. "You'll be impossible to replace."
* * *
Malin threw her arms around her husband as soon as he stepped through the door, "Damn! I hated this trip. A week always sucked but two weeks felt a lot worse," she said before kissing him. "David is out all night on a date, so we can do anything anywhere we want," she purred.
John picked up his wife and carried her to the bedroom, "I should unpack and get some sleep, but I've thought about getting you naked since I boarded the plane yesterday," he smiled.
It was strange making love to his wife as at first, he couldn't shake the memories of David's lips on hers, on her nipples, between her legs; his cock in her mouth, pussy, his cum inside her. It was disturbing yet he'd never felt so hard in his life. Then he realized she was just as tight as he remembered. He'd had the thought that David's larger cock would permanently stretch her out, but her pussy gripped his cock wonderfully.
Malin held him tight as he pistoned into her pussy. She'd told David that they would need to take a break the 24 hours before John was due home and having gone 24 hours without sex seemed an eternity. "Oh, God, John, you feel so good. I missed you so much," she panted. There was something different about how her husband was making love to her or to better describe it, fucking her, the act was more intense, harder as if he were reclaiming her as his own.



John moaned, "I know. All I could think of was how much I wanted to feel your body against mine, especially seeing someone else's."
"I feel terrible to...um, fuck David while you were gone. It felt like you were watching us with those cameras," she said, "which should have made it harder to enjoy but it was the opposite. It was incredibly hot knowing you'd be seeing us fucking," she panted. She felt herself getting close as she realized John was excited and not angry.
"You're incredibly hot. My hand is calloused from watching you get pleasured," John moaned. He leaned over sucking a nipple into his mouth without changing his rapid pace. Malin was loudly grunting as she thrust her chest into his active tongue and when he gently bit on her hard nub she exploded. He held onto her as their bodies ground together.
Malin stroked her husband's back after coming down from her orgasm. "I love you so much," she sighed, "Your turn. What do you want me to do?" she asked.
The video you sent me with your ass up in the air?" he said softly," I want you like that." He pulled out and knelt as she flipped over.
Malin wondered why she felt sluttier lewdly sticking her ass in the air with her husband than when she did the same thing with David. "Ooooohhhh, yesss," she sighed as his cock drove into her.
"You like getting fucked like this, don't you?" he asked. I saw the look on your face, at first I thought he was hurting you but when you came multiple times I knew it wasn't pain at all," he said as he humped rapidly into her sloshing pussy. He heard her moan as he slammed into her a lot harder than he normally did and when he squeezed both her breasts she abruptly came a second time. It was strange knowing his wife now loved being treated roughly by another man but rather than get pissed it was arousing. What else had he taught her? Anal? He looked down at that puckered bud imagining the other man pushing his cock inside. As he thought that he did fight the building ache in his balls.
Malin moaned as her husband emptied his balls inside her. She idly wondered how many millions of David's sperm had been inside her since John dumped his load. 'Wow!' she thought, 'he had to have been saving up.'
John felt his spasms fade as he splashed his cum as deep as he ever had. He loved fucking in this position as he felt he had full control over his wife, not that he wanted to dominate her, he just loved the feeling of power as he stabbed her with his cock. They collapsed onto the bed with John realizing he was mirroring almost exactly how David and Malin finished in the video.
Stroking her breasts, John sighed. "I have news," he said, "Drake told me they're going to make me an offer for the Director job in Operations. No more travel," he said softly, "at least not nearly as much. I wanted to talk to you about it before accepting."
"That's terrific," Malin said, "of course, you'll take it." She turned her head to kiss him, "I want my husband back."
"You'll not get sick of me?" he asked.
"Not a chance, I missed you so much this last trip. It seemed you were gone forever," she said. John seemed quiet and she suspected what he was thinking, "You're wondering about David and me and him..." she said softly.
"I am. I can't see you guys stopping what you were doing while I was gone," he said quietly, "I just worry you'd be tempted...he'd be urging you to..."
"Fuck?" Malin asked. "I talked to him about that. We can't be having sex anymore," she said sounding a bit sad.
"But you want to keep doing...that," John said. "It's my fault. I urged you to tease me, then send me videos, both of you escalating. It was selfish of me to have done that and expect you both to give up the pleasure you both have been enjoying. I'm torn. I love my job, hate being away, love the teasing videos, hate not waking up next to you in the morning, hate you waking up next to another man, love seeing new places, hate thinking about you fucking another man, love watching you both fucking...what I'm trying to say is perhaps staying with Drake would be better for everyone involved," he trailed off.
"Sweetie, no! No, absolutely no!" Malin said firmly. "I feel terrible having had sex with another man. I wake up hating what it does to you. And as for the Director job, it's been your dream to get into management and I'm thrilled for you, so happy you have no idea!" She gripped her husband's hand, "I hate waking up without you, hate not having dinner with you, love our reunions, hate seeing you climb into those Ubers..."
"...love getting fucked by David. Don't deny it. You weren't faking your orgasms, you can't hide the passion you both have for each other...it's real. That wasn't faking it for the cameras and I am happy for you," he said, "and let's be honest, you've opened up. Between teasing the basketball kids and David you're more orgasmic, and hard to believe, hornier than usual." He kissed her and chuckled, "Plus, one thing I learned when I got my MBA was to optimize the leveraging of your key assets, and," he pushed his finger into her slick hole, "you've got incredible assets that would otherwise go to waste."
"That's all you consider me?" she asked, "a portal for men to upload their DNA?"
"Of course not, there's your mouth, your tits, along with some untapped resources which need an exploratory committee to probe further," he said as he pushed his stiff cock against her anus.
"You want to leverage this asset?" Malin asked, "You and David both," she said. "I told him no...at least not until you go there first," she said. She rolled off the bed and trotted naked into the bathroom, returning with a tube of gel. She handed it to John, sighing, "the demands of one man is a lot, two might put me into an early grave." She lay back down nestling her ass against his now raging erection.
"We'll make sure you're smiling in the open casket," John chuckled as he squeezed out some lube.
Malin's heart raced as he said 'we' realizing the future ramifications. Perhaps a threesome with David or an evening with John then a night with David. 'Oh wow!' She thought as her sphincter relaxed. "Oooohhhh, easy...yessss," she sighed as she was no longer an anal virgin. It hurt at first soon replaced by the pleasant feeling of being filled up with cock. She opened her legs as her husband's fingers played with her pussy. What would David's cock feel like in place of John's fingers? She found she was licking her lips, mouth open as she then imagined a cock in her mouth along with her two holes being filled.
John let out a satisfying groan feeling the tight ring grip his cock. "This is incredible, babe, never imagine it would feel this great. You need to let David feel what I'm feeling, I know you're thinking it," he panted against the back of her neck.
Malin moaned as she responded by humping her ass against his stabbing member. What she was thinking was of David's cock stretching her cunt while John's stretched her anus with both men filling her with cum. This triggered an abrupt and explosive orgasm.
'Wow!' John thought, 'Malin never wanted anal and she cums within a couple of minutes of trying it.' He held her as she panted loudly, moaning unintelligible words...though he could have sworn she sighed the name David at one point.
Malin almost passed out as she came down from one of the more intense orgasms she'd ever experienced. She hoped she hadn't called out the name of the man with the large cock she'd been enjoying but John was stroking her pussy gently and kissing the back of her neck so she most likely just thought it. "Fuck," she sighed, "why didn't we do this sooner?"
"Something about 'when hell freezes over,' or 'I'll do it if you do it first,'" he smiled. "Thank God we didn't go with the latter."
"There's still time," she smiled. "But you need to cum inside me so we can get dinner."
* * *
"I liked the offer," John said hoping he was about to make the right decision, "the raise would be welcome but I like working for you, as your EA," he looked at Drake.
"I'm surprised. I was sure you wanted to cut back on travel," the CEO said, "I have no problem matching the salary offered but are you sure?" he asked.
John nodded, "we're involved in everything, I'm involved in everything. I'd love to be a Director but that would limit the scope of my involvement here." He thought for a minute, "let me talk with Malin, and if she's on board with me still traveling...I mean if it's alright with you, I'd like to remain your EA for a while longer."
Drake smiled, "I hope she says yes. The half-dozen or so people we've interviewed haven't wowed me."
* * *
"You don't want it? That's all you've talked about for the last two years," Malin said, "why the change of heart?"
John started to tell her how much he'd miss influencing so many areas and how he did like going to different parts of the world but stopped and looked at his hands, "ok, the real reason is...um, you and David. This is embarrassing, but getting your videos was just part of the thrill. It's knowing the two of you...shit! How can I say this?" he blushed, "it's as if I'm involved with two different women. You, my loyal beautiful wife and a hot slutty wife who jumps into bed with another man as soon as I leave. I get so hard thinking about enjoying both," he trailed off.
'Christ! You think I'm a hot slutty wife?" she asked, "that turns you on?"
John looked at her, "many a night I jerked off imagining you and David were...fucking at that very moment. At first, it was painful while feeling hot, then it became a wish and I was so thrilled when you guys..."
"Fucked," Malin said as she felt his hard cock. "We fucked for you...and for us," she sighed. She unzipped his pants so she could stroke him, "I lied to you, we lied to you," she said softly. "While you were imagining David and me fucking, we probably were," she said. "I felt terrible that I was cheating on you, swearing after every, um session I'd never do it again but shit!" she sighed, "I'd be naked soon after with his cock inside me."
"I'm disappointed in you," John said softly.
Malin teared up, "I know. I swore I'd never cheat on you and..."
"No, I'm disappointed you didn't tape the sessions. Were they hot?" he asked, "did you cum, cum multiple times?"
"Really? You're not angry with me?" she asked. "I came, yes. I came a lot," she said when John looked like he was waiting for her answer. "You really want to hear this?" she asked.
John lifted her onto his lap, lowering her onto his cock after pulling her panties to the side. "Fuck yeah, I want to hear. If you were happy and he got you off, I'm happy," he sighed. "Damn! Your pussy is just too nice to keep to one man."
"Aaaaahhh, yesss. David won't be home until late, so fuck me." Malin then told about the morning wake-ups with her being left aroused to that morning where she had to feel the cock inside her. She skirted around one of the key triggers was the size of David's cock, just explaining how she was aroused just seeing the man's morning wood.
"I get it. You needed to touch him, is that it?" he asked.
Malin nodded, "but it was more than that. My pussy was so wet knowing I was alone with a man...a naked man who was not my husband, not you. It was inappropriate yet felt like we were going against nature not letting it happen if that makes any sense," she panted. "Christ! I've never felt you this hard before."
"I never felt so turned on before. Did he like your pussy? Your tits?" he asked.
Malin nodded, it was getting harder to talk as she felt an orgasm building inside.
"Tell me honestly, how did his cock feel inside you?" John said quietly.
"It was nice," she said remembering how stretched out she felt, the feeling of the pressure against her cervix.
"I know he's bigger, you can say it. I couldn't miss it in the videos. Tell me," he ordered.
"Fuck," she sighed, "he's so big. It hurt at first but then...he was filling me up, hitting me deep inside. Then when he fucks me his cock grinds against my clit...oh, fuck!" she panted.
"I could see that. I saw you cum multiple times," John said softly as he shifted his fucking so his cock ground against her clit. Malin was leaning into him, her hips grinding more rapidly on his cock. He sucked a nipple between his lips as she came.
David stood in the doorway as the beautiful brunette cried out. Her ass gleamed from the sweaty sheen, her tits bounced enticingly as she came. It was incredibly arousing to witness her cumming from across the room.
John looked over and smiled. Malin hadn't noticed their boarder and after she came down from her orgasm he rolled her onto her back rapidly spearing her as she wrapped those long legs around his waist. "Should I cum inside you or pull out so David doesn't have to have sloppy seconds?" he asked.
Malin groaned, "Fuck him, he wants my cunt he'll have to live with sloppy seconds," she panted wondering how it would feel to have two loads from two different men inside her. She felt another orgasm coming on thinking about it.
John nodded, "I agree, fuck him. He wants this nice tight pussy he'll have to take what he can get." He winked at David who was stripping off his clothes. He was close anyhow but the expectation of how shocked she'll be made his balls boil.
Malin knew her husband was about to cum and moaned, "I changed my mind, cum in my mouth, I want to taste you," she said quickly thinking how John loved it when she swallowed.
John pulled out quickly as Malin spoke just in time.
Malin had barely opened her mouth when the first hot spurt hit the back of her tongue. Eagerly sucking on his cock she swallowed every bit of his cum. She rubbed her pussy feeling closer to another orgasm loving how John's balls flopped against her chin as he orgasmed. When he was done she wiped her face and smiled at him, "I thought it would be rude for you to leave my Cunningham too messy for David."
John smiled as he climbed off his wife's chest, "That's what I love about you. Always nice to everyone. David will appreciate it I'm sure," he said as he grabbed his pants on the floor.
Malin shot up as a naked David replaced her husband with his huge cock jutting out angrily. She looked at her husband who nodded, smiling.
"Enjoy. I'm going to go shower and then start dinner," he said leaning down to kiss his wife.
"I love you so much," she sighed as she lay back, opening her legs for their boarder. "Shit! Easy...yessssss."
* * *
John stayed as EA for the CEO enjoying the videos David and his wife made, but liked the live sessions even better when their schedules jibed. Later he was promoted to a new position in the company, Special Advisor to the CEO which came with a large raise, added responsibilities along with his own EA.
David, no longer distracted by the cute staff was promoted a few times, taking on bigger and better projects. He discovered he could meditate himself to sleep, no longer needing the back massages, but he kept that from Malin until he moved out. He no longer needed to live with the Owens, purchasing a house the next block over from theirs. His place had a swimming pool, hot tub, and outdoor patio where the three often spent relaxing evenings...if energetic sex could be called relaxing. Malin loved having two cocks at once but now fantasized how three would be.
Malin never let on with her girlfriends about her incredible luck having two full-time lovers. At her monthly lunches, she listened politely, nodding sympathetically as they complained their husbands were too tired to have sex more than once every week or two. She tried to think back to a day when she'd had sex just two times and it was too far back to clearly remember.
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"Throw that thing away," Christine spat, "I'm not watching that!"
Gary lowered the DVD sadly, "Look, you said we're getting stale...We should spice things up," he said softly, "This will help. You never watch porn but you'd be surprised at how many women love it. It's not just for men, you know." He'd hoped she'd be into seeing some of the scenes when he downloaded a selection of videos that were considered "female-friendly."
Christine Walker looked at her husband, "You must like seeing women degraded and used by men. That's one of your fantasies, isn't it?" she spat. There was that one time when Gary told her during love-making she should let herself go and open her legs for someone other than her him...to act the slut. She jumped off the bed in a huff and cried out, "No decent husband would ever consider their wife a slut, and regardless, no good Christian woman would ever allow herself to be used like that."
He wondered what changed since college. Back in school she was a lot looser having experimented with various fun acts, masturbating for him, often making suggestions, and initiating sex, then after graduation, becoming more involved in the church and her clothes became less revealing, her bras thicker, necklines higher, and rarely initiated sex.
He remembered the joke. A guy was complaining that every night his girlfriend kept wanting to suck him off. An older guy commented, 'Marry her. That will stop the nonsense once and for all.' It was true. She'd become more passive, lying back and letting him get off as if it were her duty. She still sometimes orgasmed but didn't seem to crave it like she once did.
After he'd suggested that she opens up to another man it was at least a week before she let him touch her. He shuddered remembering when he'd pushed a finger into her ass. Not something he was going to try again.
"No...well, maybe. It's just..." Gary stammered. "You're right, let's drop it."
The tall shapely wife glared at her husband, hands on her hips, breasts heaving as she tried to get her temper under control. "Maybe means yes. Do you secretly hate women? Are you a misogynist?"
"No! Absolutely not. Drop it, it's nothing like that," he sputtered. "It's not like that....never mind, let's drop it. Bad idea."
"Really. Ok, I'm all ears," she said glaring at her husband.
"You. Not being hurt or abused...the opposite. I sometimes fantasize you're letting yourself go with a strange man...being pleasured by him...maybe never even finding out his name, while he..."
"...fucks me? What about 'forsaking all others?' I cannot believe you fantasize about your wife, mother of your three children being used like that," she stopped with a sudden thought, "Like how exactly?" she asked. "You're imagining me sucking their dicks? Lying back with my legs spread inviting them to drive their hard cocks inside me? Would you like me off the pill so when they cum inside me I might have their babies?"
Gary blushed and looked at the floor, "It's not like that, it's more you being made happy...fucking them, loving the feeling of their cocks inside you, not the other way around," he said softly shocked his wife used the 'f' word. He looked at his hands, "Never mind, bad idea. I just thought...."
"You're making that up. No man would want to see his wife getting off with another man and I'm sure your videos are just the opposite," she said studying his face, "I cannot believe these women are ever all that happy. Who could be happy having men use them as convenient holes to cum inside...or worse, on their chests or faces? I've seen a video or two and was disgusted." She paused, "Ok, some sex scenes with nudity...feels nice to watch, but what I've seen is too graphic, too um, not romantic at all," she said firmly. "Those guys look angry as they stab those poor girls' cunts," she finished angrily.
Gary took a step back. As far as he knew, Christine had never said the 'C-word, "It's not like that in all the videos, but as I said, let's drop it. I can see porn is not for you. I'm going to put this back in my office and let's forget I brought it up."
"I'll finish the dishes, and I agree. I just don't understand what the appeal is...why you'd want the pain of seeing me with..." she said, "I'm sorry I got so angry, and let's just drop the subject."
Gary came back into the living room, "What are you doing?" he asked.
Christine was looking at a video on her tablet. "I searched porn and came across a few. Ok, one or two look like the girls are tolerating it, but most seem like," she shuddered, "um, they're reluctant or bored." She clicked on another, "This girl is totally acting, no one ever acts like that when being fucked."
"I know. There are a vast number of permutations out there...something for every taste but as we agreed, let's drop it." he sighed.
"No. Maybe I should be open-minded," she looked at her husband, "Perhaps I've just not been looking at the right videos. Show me. Show me a single video where it is apparent the girl isn't acting and is truly thrilled getting fucked by a strange guy," she ordered. "Better yet, forget your selections of what you think I'd like, I want to see if you've been lying. Get your iPad and show me your history."
Gary got up and stopped. He looked at Christine remembering that she not only was more sexually enthusiastic, she used to dress provocatively, "Ok. You'll see I'm not lying, but you need to change. If you are in the right frame of mind when you watch these you'll understand," he said. "I'll bet you whatever you want that there are many videos where the woman is using the guy for pleasure. Deal?"
Christine looked at her clothes and nodded, "Ok," she thought for a minute. "I want a massage, a full body massage...not sexually, but all my muscles worked...especially my feet. I love a good foot massage." She looked hard at him, "And I know what you're thinking. Non-sexual, as in after you can't go off a jerk off somewhere. You will do chores around here and for 24 hours no porn, no jerking off...don't shake your head as if I don't know what you do in your office." she said sternly.
Initially, Gary felt an eagerness much like when she'd first agreed to come to his room at college. Christine has the most beautiful body he'd ever seen, especially her feet. Right after they got married she'd told him that it was weird licking and kissing feet, so it had been years since he even went there. On the other hand, he couldn't imagine rubbing her naked body...rubbing those feet...kissing those feet...and going 24 hours without jerking off or making love..."Ok. At first, it sounded like I won the bet, but that's just cruel..." The thought of her perfect toes between his lips was arousing.
Christine felt an unexpected ache between her legs and her nipples harden, "I can be cruel, you probably don't want to see how much. Tell me what you want if I lose," she said, "though it's not fair since I'll be the one making the call," she sighed.
"Ok, go change. Change your clothes. Wear the sexiest thing you own to get in the mood. Remember the slut in the slinky dress you hated at Shot Spot? That sexy. I think when you are in the mood, you'll make the right call," he smiled, his eyes flicking down to her sizeable breasts contained by the thick bra and blouse. "Ok. If I win, I want to do you from behind...I want your ass," he grinned. "It's only fair. You plan on me being tortured for 24 hours...I'm just making you a bit uncomfortable for an hour."
The brunette stepped back looking pissed. She remembered when he'd put his finger inside her ass. She'd called him a disgusting pervert, got dressed then headed back to her dorm. It was a week later when she'd cooled down, but the topic had never come up since. "You realize that you cannot show me anything where I'll allow you anywhere near my ass," she spat, "Choose something else."
Gary shook his head, "Nope. It's what I want. You have the most beautiful ass I've ever seen, and ever since I met you it's been on my mind," he smiled, "If you lie, you lie, but I just want you to see that not all porn is degrading to women. Go change and I'll grab my iPad. You can select any video I've watched. I don't go for the abused women ones." He saw her nod and head back to the bedroom. He wondered what she had that was slutty. She did have that teddy, but she wore that when she wanted to be romantic. He focussed on that tight ass as she walked, hoping...
His housemates in college had teased him constantly that she'd move on to someone more in her league. He never argued, just grinned and said he'd enjoy it while he could. She was stunning, blonde, with long legs, great ass...really great ass, tight muscular body with perfect tear-drop breasts. He was surprised when on their third date she'd unzipped him, sucked, and allowed him to cum in her mouth. He felt a surge of pride remembering how she writhed in pleasure with his tongue buried inside her, telling him she'd never felt anything even close to that. They'd started spending every night together after that...except for that month they'd split after a stupid fight.
* * *
Christine thought back to school and how differently she viewed sex. Maybe it was having three kids that changed things but the act now seemed to take on an air of duty, of responsibility, rather than arousal. Also, she went too far with a guy once and she decided to rein in her wanton desires. Thinking back on it, perhaps it was the best sex ever, but to be honest, she'd been a total slut. Now there was a stirring inside her she'd not felt or let herself feel for years.
She knew what to put on, what would drive her husband crazy. She might not be a slut, but she could outdo those bitches trolling for men at the local bar. 'In for a penny, in for a pound...' she thought as she unzipped the garment bag. It slipped on easily but it seemed a bit tighter. 'Wow! I wore this? In public?' she gasped seeing all her assets displayed. 'Oh, Christ! Perhaps this should be left in the closet,' she thought as she turned this and that way in front of the full-length mirror. 'Oh, well. This will make Gary think twice about surfing porn.'
"Ok, will this work?" she asked, "Would some strange man notice me at the Shot Spot?" She posed for her husband while hoping he didn't ask too many questions about where she'd gotten it. She'd had it hidden behind her frumpy wool suit in the closet too embarrassed to ever wear it again. On the other hand, it made her feel something different, almost like she was another person...
"Holy shit! Screw the videos, let's go and find out," Gary stood up, his eyes scanning her from head to toe, "Turn around...oh, wow, you'd have a never-ending supply of drinks," he sighed. His beautiful wife had on a red satin dress that exposed as much of her as legally allowed. Her perfect C-cup breasts were perfectly shown by the tight material, her hard nipples barely covered by the vee-slit that went to below her navel. As she turned he could see she could not possibly wear panties as the side slit opened up past her hip. Her back was so exposed he could see the beginning of her ass-crack and his eyes scoped out her side boobs bulging out.
"It's maybe a size small," she sighed, "I've had this a while and I'm not a coed anymore. I never showed you this before. I was too embarrassed."
Gary came over exploring the exposed skin, "Screw porn. There's not a single girl in any video who can hold a candle to you." His thumbs stroked the hard nubs, "I've never seen you so excited before," he said, "I love the dress...oh wow!" he sighed when his hand slid through the slit feeling an extremely wet shaved pussy. "You shaved? Really? You did go all out. I hope I lose. I just can't believe you shaved," he sighed. He looked at her, "Where...why did you get this?" he asked. "I've never seen it before."
"It was a gift...former boyfriend. I don't know where he got it so I couldn't take it back," she said softly, "Let's see that iPad."
Gary looked confused, "What boyfriend, when? It must have been before we started dating in college," he said, "Wow. I should thank him."
"Look, you want to talk about my old boyfriends or watch these videos? One or the other," she sighed.
"Got it. Ok, go on, find videos I've watched," he said.
They sat on the couch, Christine taking the device. She opened the browser and searched history, "Here? This one?"
Gary had his hand under the slit in the dress loving the smooth feel of his wife's pussy. She was very wet even before opening a video, but as she watched his finger got wetter. She never once looked upset with the treatment of the women and all were with eager MILFs opening their mouths and legs for huge cocks.
Christine looked at her husband, "Big dicks? Why? I mean, you're...never mind, let's check out this one about the girl caught cheating."
Gary blushed, "Yes. I guess I've always felt I wasn't giving you enough...enough cock. I fantasize about you being driven over the edge and being filled up," he said softly. "Is that sick?"
Christine kissed her husband, "Ok, maybe I get it, it's sweet in a way. You know we never talked about past lovers and you also know I've been with other guys so I've enjoyed all different shapes and sizes. But listen. It's the whole guy I always cared about not his cock. Let me put it this way, I've been with guys who were wonderful conversationalists; others who were adventurous; guys with a terrific sense of humor...they all had something going for them...Ok, and guys with big dicks. What I'm saying is I have no desire to pick apart any guy because his knowledge, athleticism, sense of humor, or penis doesn't measure up. Who the hell would ever be happy since there isn't a perfect person in the world."
"I guess, but truthfully, have you been happy with...me, you know, in bed?" He asked
"Yes. You aren't the biggest, but your oral abilities are the best I've ever seen or felt. You have serious skills."
Gary laughed, "So what you're telling me is that I use my cock for foreplay and my mouth for the main event. I always was backward," he sighed.
"I wouldn't say that. When you can hold off, I find love-making to be very nice," she said. "Look, let's take this up later. I have to decide whether to let you focus your oral skills on my breasts, legs, or freshly-shaved pussy, or...so far I haven't seen a girl look like she's doing anything other than acting," she said as she opened the new video about the girl caught by the teacher.
"You sure like this girl," Christine said, "Brenda Boxxx. Cute name," she smiled. "She looks like I did back in college. Is that why?" she asked.
Gary nodded, "Ok, I might have watched most of her videos...well, all I could find, to be honest. She looks like you especially the look on her face as she cums," he said softly.
"Because she looks like me or, you fantasize it's me getting fucked?" she felt his bulge.
"You getting fucked, to be honest. I imagine you're with a hot guy, a guy with a huge cock making you feel things you normally don't. Check this video out," he said as he reached over and selected another link. "This guy is huge and he sure makes Brenda Boxxx happy."
Gary saw her face look more intense as she watched the guy on the screen. He'd never really looked at the guy's face, though he'd seen him in dozens of shoots, but he looked vaguely familiar for some reason.
"Who is this? Why don't these things show credits?" she asked. She held the screen towards her husband.
"That's Will, Will N. Dowd. You like him? He has a ton of videos," he said.
Christine nodded, "I know he's probably half my age, but of all the guys so far this is the only one who'd tempt me to cheat on you," she sighed. She opened a search window and clicked on a link. "Oh my God! Really? 131 videos?" She opened her legs more allowing Gary's finger to penetrate her deeply.
Gary wanted to hear her say it, "Why? What's so great about him?" he asked. Then he laughed, "Holy shit!. He looks just like Daryl Cole. You remember him...of course, you do we shared the house on Elm," he said. "Even though he was my housemate, he wasn't around much, out with some babe or in his room with her." He pushed a finger inside his wife, "Wow! Ok, you're really wet. Why this guy?"
"I remember Daryl, but this Will guy, he's huge, I mean, that has to be 10 inches," she gasped. "If you want me to fuck some guy, then he's the one," she said. "No random guy or someone we know...him. He's fucking hot!"
Gary laughed, "Fine. If we meet him, I'll go make myself scarce and wait for you to limp home," he smiled. "But is it his cock or that his looks?"
Christine sighed, "I was kidding, but...maybe both. He is hot looking and, well, he's huge."
"Sure, all these videos have guys with huge cocks. But I'll bet they use camera angles to make their cocks look bigger." Gary said, "Is...wait! It's Daryl, isn't it? I wasn't sure you guys ever really talked, but you suddenly are very wet." He pressed a second finger inside his wife's sopping pussy. "Fuck me, this guy looks like he could be Daryl's kid or something. Tall, blue eyes, blond hair, fit...You had the hots for him?"
Christine blushed, "Shit! Ok, not like you think." She sighed resignedly, "Remember when we broke up for a month or so at State? You're going to be pissed, but Daryl asked me out to dinner...the day after we split, and, well he's the guy who bought this for me," she brushed the dress, "He talked me into wearing it to dinner in Overton where no one would know us," she looked over at her husband, "We got terrific service and...and I might have gotten a couple of drinks when Daryl told me to go sit at the bar while he watched."
Gary stepped back, "Daryl? My good friend? He was so supportive when I was depressed over us...so... wait! You wore this out...out to dinner?"
The woman nodded, "Um, yes. At least until we got back to his car. You remember his Porsche 911. He didn't hesitate and had me naked right there in the parking lot. It wasn't very comfortable...um me straddling him in the front seat. People were walking by...they stopped and looked. Afterward, he told me to leave it off until we got back to my place. That was the only time I ever wore it."
Gary shook his head, "You fucked Daryl? He never...you never said a word and after we got back together, you guys never indicated...he told me good thing I got back with you otherwise he was going to nail you. What a fucking liar," he sputtered. "Who else...who, when we were apart, who else did you...um date...?"
"Date? Technically I only dated him...Ok, date isn't exactly what we did, it was more, you know. And there were a couple of others along with Daryl. Anyhow Daryl and I got together a dozen times or so, then he got tired of me and...I'm sorry. Please tell me you're not angry," she cried.
"You fucked Daryl a dozen times?" Gary looked at his wife, "Where...at your place?" he asked softly already knowing the answer.
"There and...and in his room. And I guess it was more than a dozen times...it was every night until that Saturday when I ran into you in the auditorium. Daryl had just told me it was fun but it was over and he was off to see a sorority girl he'd met." she said sadly, "It was hard being in the room next to yours, him telling me we had to be quiet since you weren't taking the breakup well."
"You weren't quiet, or at least that house had paper-thin walls. I thought the girl sounded like you, but she...you were a lot louder," he stopped putting his hands over his face, "but when you cried out or grunted loudly with each stroke...it couldn't have been you. You never were verbal...or at least you weren't...aren't with me," he moaned. He looked at his wife, "I can't believe it, that was you. I thought my mind was playing tricks on me since I'd be walking across campus and would think I saw you, heard your voice in a classroom, but...that wasn't my mind playing tricks, was it?"



Christine felt herself pale remembering many of the things she'd cried out. She had thought the walls were more soundproof and Daryl confirmed that as she couldn't hear any of the other boys. She shuddered as she recalled some of the things she cried out and if Gary heard her...'You are so huge! So fat, so long. Keep fucking me with your big cock!' And other things. "I'm so sorry. I told Daryl we couldn't go back to your house, but he had the room off the back deck so I'd come and go that way. Hell, I didn't know if you were home or not," she sighed.
Gary looked at his wife, "It did make a difference, didn't it? His cock. How big was it? I never saw it, but he bragged a lot. Be totally honest."
Christine put the iPad down, "I'd guess, this big?" She held her hands about 9" apart, but it was," her finger and thumb made a C about 2 1/2" in diameter. "It was good. Fuck! You want to hear this? It was the best fucking I'd ever had. I like being filled up and stretched while being hit or pounded in places no man ever reached. But he wasn't nearly as funny as you, or bright, or creative....he was a great fuck and that was about it," she sighed, "He wasn't all that great in any other area."
"I'm sorry," Gary sighed.
"For what? For not being perfect? That should be in every wedding vow if that needs to be said. Don't be ridiculous. Who am I spending my life with? Who do I want to spend my life with?" she spat.
"Me. I get it," he said thoughtfully, "Maybe that's why I watch these," he indicated the girl bent over the desk, her pussy being impaled by Tom's huge cock. "I want you happy and I suspected there was part of you that wanted or needed to be hit in places...stretched..."
"I do think about that sometimes, but need? Nope. It's a fantasy, but there are fantasies and reality. I won't say it ever got to be boring or routine, he was great, and one time...never mind...I will tell you about that another time." She looked at the sad face, "Relax. I'm never going to cheat on you, we were split at that time and I know you were dating...seeing other girls. I'm married now and I'm not opening my legs just for a few minutes of pleasure," she said.
"Few minutes?" Gary snorted, "You and Daryl would go for three hours or more, sometimes multiple sessions. Remember my bed was against the same wall as his." When she didn't answer he sighed, "You remember that, don't you?" He looked up at her, "You replay that...the one time, wasn't it? You replay that one night when we're having sex. I always thought you were fantasizing but you were remembering," he sighed. He got up, "I'm taking a walk. You can..." he waved his hand at the iPad and sighed.
Gary wanted to punch a wall, punch someone. He'd gotten together a dozen times with his former housemates and reminisced. What did they think about and not say? Then again how many times has he jerked off fantasizing it was Christine being fucked in the next room? He then replayed how mind-blowing intense each orgasm was as he imagined Daryl pounding the shit out of his innocent Christine.
* * *
Christine looked up as her husband returned, "I'm sorry, so damn sorry," she got up and hugged the man. "I was never going to tell you, but it's haunted me. I know it was not cheating, but it always felt like it, I mean, these were your best friends, your housemates," she said softly. "I've made my decision. These are valid examples of girls happily taking cock and you can...do me however you want," she said.
"No, I'm sorry. I was upset, and we were broken up. We'd had that huge fight and I said stupid things which...anyhow, you were a single girl, free to do what you wanted. But as I was walking I thought about the incredible night The one? The night you said you'll tell me about it later. Tell me now."
Christine looked down at her lap, "You're going to be even more unhappy with me. Daryl brought me home and Bill and John were smoking weed on the front deck...well, look, do you want to hear about this? Bill was your best man," she said sadly.
"You fucked Bill also?" he asked.
"Yes, and John. Daryl had me sitting on his lap as we smoked. I guess I was pretty high because I let him feel me up under my tee teasing my nipples, getting them all hard. I asked him to stop but he just laughed and turned me so they could better see what he was doing to me. The guys were looking pretty eager, you know, wide-eyed, almost drooling. It was a huge ego boost being looked at like that. Then he pulled off my top...I was topless on the deck facing the street and I wasn't embarrassed," she said softly. "I liked it."
Gary shook his head, "And the one time you wore a bikini to the beach you left your jacket thing on for the first hour or two. That was a busy street," he sighed as he felt his cock throb thinking about her incredible tits being on display.
She nodded, "a lot of whistles and catcalls, but that was not enough for Daryl. He told me it was my job to pass the joint to each of them, or rather shotgunning them. I found it fun. I'd sit on each guy's lap..." she felt her heart pumping remembering the guys slowly unzipping and removing the rest of her clothing with no resistance. "John asked Daryl if I needed the shorts and I guess he shook his head so I was being passed around naked, I was getting so hot as they all were hard as rocks. The woman across the street yelled over that she was going to call the cops so we went into Daryl's bedroom. I'm sorry, but it seemed wrong to leave them hanging and we weren't together," she finished.
"I don't remember that at all, you must have been really quiet," Daryl looked surprised, "I couldn't have missed hearing that," he wondered aloud.
"You went home to see your mom that weekend so we didn't have to be quiet or hold back," she looked apologetically at her husband, "Are you angry with me?"
Gary shook his head, "With you? No. Them. The guys were so concerned those few weeks since I was depressed, but here they were fucking my girlfriend while telling me I should go out and find someone to be with. 'Go to the bar and pick up a girl.' A couple of times they hooked me up on blind dates. Makes sense, get me out of the house," he sighed. "I can't believe they acted so sympathetic...I'd no idea they were such great liars."
"They were sincere," Christine put a hand on her husband's, "they said a few times how wrong this was, but their cocks didn't agree and they were listening to what was between their legs more than what was between their ears," she sighed. "I'm so sorry."
"So, the rest of my senior year, my friends had all fucked you and no one let on," he said. "Did you like being fucked by three guys?"
"I did, but it was extremely tiring. I might have gotten off a few times...OK, a few dozen times but it wasn't like you making love to me. It was far from that, the opposite...they pounded my poor pussy, and my jaw ached for a week. They were insatiable, after one came inside me, another took his place. They had incredible stamina, lasting maybe an hour each time. I got little sleep that weekend and almost failed my history test the next Monday." she said.
"So, you have done anal," he sighed, "I hoped I'd be your first."
"No. They wanted to, but you know how I feel about that...felt. I always had this thing about...anyhow, I'd like to see more videos. Why don't we go upstairs and watch some more, you know...guys? I'm starting to think some of these are pretty hot," she sighed. "Also, I did some research and though most women don't like anal, those that do say it adds to the arousal and overall satisfaction. I should at least see if I like it or not."
Gary shook his head, "I changed my mind. I would feel like I was raping you or something. If you don't want to do it, then I'm not going to make you."
Christine stood up dropping her dress to the floor, "Your call. I'm going upstairs and get ready. You come up in five minutes if you are still interested. I'm going to check out more of these, perhaps this Tushy one with Will N. Dowd" she smiled as she held up the tablet. "I have to see if this cute girl can take a foot of cock in her ass. If she can take that then I'll have no issue with...sorry, that came out all wrong."
Gary laughed, "No, I get it. I know my limitations," he sighed. He watched his sexy wife exaggerate wiggling her ass as she left the room.
Gary felt his cock throb anticipating his first ass. What was she doing now? Watching videos as she knelt on the bed? Foursomes to bring back memories of her night with his housemates? He felt a mixture of anger and arousal thinking about it. 'I wish there were a video,' flashed through his mind. 'Daryl would have filmed it, he that was the type of guy he was!'
He looked at his watch again, 'Close enough,' he thought. He went down the hall to the bedroom and stopped. Christine was naked on her elbows and knees, her ass facing the door. He could hear a grunting girl from the iPad, his eyes were drawn to the swollen shaved pussy, her lips opened like flower petals, but it was the sight of her anus, her cute puckered asshole all shiny with some type of lube that caught his attention.
"I take it you like what you're watching," he said, "You are literally dripping." He looked over at the scene, "Will N. Dowd... I assume you are imagining someone else?"
"Yes. Ok, I'll admit it. I looked him up. Two-time winner of the AVN Male Performer of the year and he's just 20! He measures 9.5 inches. He does remind me of Daryl so get over here, let me suck you hard, then we'll use this jelly on your cock. I am watching Tommy take these virgin asses and you have no idea how bad I want to feel your cock in my ass," she sighed.
"Your ass can wait," Gary said eagerly, "I need to try out this pussy of yours," he hesitated, "or should I say cunt? Daryl and you sure used that word a lot that night."
Christine felt her cunt throb hearing her husband use that word, "Yes, lick my cunt...fuck my cunt. I hated it the first time he called it a cunt, but he told me a pussy is a neglected cunt, therefore a bad thing. Cunts are happy, cunts are satisfied. It was his job to make sure every pussy was pounded into a cunt. Are you going to turn my pussy into a cunt?" she cooed. "Fuck, yesss," she sighed happily.
Gary knelt on the bed inhaling the sweet scent of arousal. He was unsure whether he was pissed that his wife of 10 years had fucked his college housemates or that she hadn't told him about it. 'Wow! I've never seen her this wet before,' he thought as he ran his tongue up her swollen fleshy petals. 'Is this how wet she got with Daryl? Or with all three of those guys?' he burrowed his tongue inside her, enjoying not having to pick hair out of his mouth. He might have an average cock, but he had an extraordinarily long tongue.
"God...that feels so good, there, yessss," she hissed as his tongue wiggled inside her vagina, but it was his lower lip pressed against her clit that was driving her nuts. "I love you so much, please...there, yes!"
Gary pulled out and sucked her tiny nub between his lips, rapidly flicking his tongue on it. He felt pride hearing her grunt happily as he hit her spot. She was pushing back, her chest pressed into the bed, her crotch opening more to his attention. He knew she wanted to be fucked so he crawled behind her and shoved his cock inside her tight pussy...cunt now that he was fucking her. He had his hands on each cheek, his thumbs close to that glistening bud. Almost accidentally he brushed a thumb across the puckered hole and heard his wife moan as she pushed back.
When Christine had been preparing, she got the tub of petroleum jelly and reluctantly pressed a large glob inside her ass. It was surprisingly pleasant even though it was simply her small finger, it relaxed her. Gary's attention to her pussy made her forget about her anus momentarily but feeling his fat thumb press into her sent a jolt of electricity through her loins. "Yes baby, there. Get my ass ready for your beautiful cock," she sighed.
He couldn't believe how tightly her anal ring gripped his thumb but was even more shocked when she suddenly came as the fat digit was buried as deeply as possible in her virgin rectum. It should have upset him that this was the first time she'd orgasmed while they were making love in years, but it made his cock throb harder. As she climaxed she grunted out obscenities but he felt both pride and pain that it was the first time he'd ever gotten her that aroused...as aroused as Daryl had. There was a feeling of rage and frustration that she'd always be comparing.
As the waves of pleasure quiesced, Christine felt her husband's cock pull out of her well-fucked cunt and press against her ass. "Yes, baby, yessss. Fuck my ass. I've been so bad and deserve this, letting your friends fuck me...Ooooohhhhh, Fuck!" she cried as she felt all six inches drive deep inside her rectum.
Gary felt his rage fade as he slammed into his wife's ass, pulled out, and drove inside her again. At first, he thought he'd take it slow, be easy on her, but he couldn't hold back as he pounded harder and harder into her virgin ass. A part of him felt pride that even though his friends had fucked his girl, they'd never fucked her here. "Do you wish you'd said yes when the guys asked to fuck your ass?"
"Yes, yesss," Christine sighed.
"If they knocked at our door right now you'd make it up to them even though you're married now?" he slapped her ass as he asked the question.
"Ohhh, yessss. Yes, I would." she panted.
She sounded more excited so he pressed her further, "Even if I weren't home?" he asked.
"Ohhh, no, I'd....fuck!" she spat, "ok, I'd get them to fuck me...I'd let them have me any way they wanted."
Gary was slapping her ass as he pounded harder into her while she was rapidly frigging her pussy. "You are a big cock slut, aren't you?" he asked.
"Yessss, yesssss, oh fuck!" she cried. She was getting closer to another orgasm and the more she admitted the higher the arousal got.
Christine was gasping louder and louder with the aggressive assault on her ass. She'd never felt anything like this, the unfamiliar pleasure of a cock filling up a place she'd never let any man near but also the jolts every time his balls slapped against her fingers which were on her clit. The room echoed with the sounds of skin slapping against skin, Gary was lasting longer than he usually did and seemed possessed with how hard he drove into her. She screamed out as she came a second time just as her husband cried out he was cumming.
The couple ground against each other, grunting as the man emptied his aching balls inside her. Gary thought about pulling out when he was done but instead collapsed on her back as they both flopped onto their sides, panting heavily.
"Shit!" The blonde groaned, "I feel like I just ran a mile," she reached back and stroked his ass, "I guess you wanted to punish me."
"I'm sorry. It was just...you know the vision of you and...him. It makes no sense as you said, we were broken up, but..." he sighed. "I wasn't kidding when I told you it's arousing thinking of you being sent over the edge by a strange man pleasuring you. These were not strangers, but they weren't me."
"No, I get it. I'm a bit bruised but I'll recover. The good news is I liked it so we can add a bit of spice to our love-making," she sighed. "I mean, the ass part, not the other guys. It was arousing hearing you suggest those things but I could never cheat on you like that. I liked you fucking me, your cock inside me."
"You weren't thinking of Daryl's huge cock this time?" he asked bitterly.
Christing laughed, "Are you kidding me? The way my ass feels right now? He'd put me in the hospital," she chuckled, "He...never entered my mind. On the other hand, I might have been thinking about Will N. Dowd's cock in my pussy...you might have been kidding but if I run into that guy, I'm going to drag him back to my room...beg for forgiveness later, and all that."
Gary pulled out and rolled off the bed, "Then I'll make myself scarce. I'd like you to have an experience like that. I wasn't kidding," he said softly, "I prefer you think about him rather than Daryl. I am not sure how happy I am you've been thinking about that back-stabbing asshole all these years when we've made love...I might just punch his lights out if we ever see him again, but we should get cleaned up. We need to take the kids to my mother's tonight then pack for Vegas.
* * *
"This is nice," Christine said, looking around the room, "I like the views down the Strip but thank God there are blackout curtains."
"I still cannot believe you've never been to Vegas before," Gary grinned, "There're so many places to check out, so much to see. Thursday we have that show, but the other nights we can do what we want."
"I'll bet you like it here because prostitution is legal," she grinned.
"Well, not in Clark County, but Henderson County it is. No desire to, no need. I've never been with a hooker, and with the most beautiful woman in the world in my life," he grinned, "why would I?"
The blonde hugged her husband, "Still, it's your birthday Wednesday...just saying," she grinned. "Let's get dressed and find some food. That bag of peanuts on the plane didn't fill me up. Take me somewhere nice so I can show off my dress," she purred.
"You brought it?" He gasped, "I thought you'd never wear that out again....not complaining, but shocked. They have an incredible restaurant next door so I hope that's ok," he said, imagining the looks she'd be getting as they walked in.
"Go get a table. I'll meet you there, what's it called?" she asked.
* * *
Gary sat with his back against the wall watching the door, sitting up as she walked in. He'd assumed she'd have put on a jacket or wrap, but eschewed both. He smiled at her as she looked around but instead of coming right over, she said something to the maitre d' and headed to the bar. He signaled the waiter.
"Can you please buy a Chardonnay for the lady in red? Best you have," he smiled.
The man looked over at the blonde and then back at Gary as if to say something but instead replied, "yes, sir." His expression was one of doubt but nodded and went over to the end of the bar.
Two men had already gotten up and were heading over to where Christine sat taking the bar stools on her right. They faced the beautiful blonde while signaling the bartender for drinks, checking out the copious amounts of skin exposed as the flimsy dress opened up. Even the bartender seemed more attentive to this customer than to the others at the far end.
Gary felt his stomach go sour as her face lit up seeing them, sitting up straighter allowing a better look at her incredible figure. She shook her head at something one man said before glancing over at the table. He then remembered the video Christine loved so much. It was the one of the wife getting picked up by Will N. Dowd and another gifted man at a bar, going up to a room, and getting roughly taken by both. She'd played that...along with her pussy, over and over. He hoped she wasn't going to play that game but the way she turned to face each man as she talked to them seemed like she wanted to end up naked between them. She seemed oblivious to their hands exploring her thighs as she chatted with them and answered some question the dark-haired man asked as he fingered the fabric barely covering her breast.
It looked like his wife was getting comfortable with both men and what they were saying as she made no move to cover herself up as she shifted in her seat seeming focused on the conversation and oblivious to both men looking between her legs. He knew what they were looking at and wondered if she was aroused to the point her labia were opened up like petals.
Gary was about to get up when the waiter placed the glass of wine in front of Christine, nodding back over at Gary. She looked surprised then smiled happily over at her husband. She said something to the men looking apologetic. Excusing herself she kissed each of the men on their cheeks she stood and waved at her husband, "There you are!" she cried out happily before coming over to sit next to him. Both men looked totally disappointed and ordered another round for themselves.



"Wow!" she grinned, "I could have made $2,500 just for two hours' work," she giggled. "I told them I had been already engaged for the evening," she looked down at Gary's lap, "and I'm guessing that excites you?"
"Damn! Seriously? I'd say you're worth twice that," he said as he stroked her leg. He looked over at the men who were glancing over as they were apparently discussing the babe in the red dress. "I think they are upset I took away their entertainment for the night." He looked thoughtful then sighed, "You regret I'm here, don't you?"
Christine shook her head, "Perhaps the tiniest bit and this is fun but I'm married to you. Fantasies are great but acting on them is just not in the cards...and like I told you, Will N. Dowd would be the only guy," she said as she patted his leg. She looked down, "Christ. You're hard as a rock!"
"It's arousing. I'd hate for Dr. Wilson to take my blood pressure right now but watching you over there wondering how far you'd go....oh wow. You have no idea," he moaned, "and since I know you feel the same way...you imagined what might happen, didn't you? How vivid were the scenes in your head, you know which video I'm talking about."
The blonde looked over at the men then back at her husband, "Really vivid, especially the one against the window where they took turns. Tempted...I might have entertained a few thoughts," she slipped his hand between her legs. "I shouldn't tell you this, but," she patted her clutch, "I have lube in here...you know if something were to happen."
"Fuck!" the man gasped, "I've never felt so hard in my life. You lied. Tiniest bit? You wanted to go upstairs with them and get DPed. Didn't you?" he said. He felt her pussy and chuckled, "You're so swollen...literally dripping. I'm wondering if we should skip dinner and..." he stopped as his wife gripped his cock through his trousers.
Christine looked around and saw just the bartender and the two men could see and were watching. She unzipped Gary's pants, fished out his cock, and, stroked it. "I shouldn't say this, but if the glass of wine hadn't appeared when it did...are you disappointed I didn't accept their offer?" she looked back at the bar, "I suspect it's not too late," she said huskily.
Gary put his head back feeling his balls ache, "Stop...oh Christ, don't...not here," he sighed.
"So, that's a yes?" she breathed in his ear, "You'd have been happy had I left with two strange men who looked to have huge cocks?" she licked his ear as she pumped faster. "Or, three? The bartender is cute also. I can take care of three cocks."
The man had to snatch his napkin as he erupted, "Uuuuuhhhh, uuuhhhh, uuuuhhnnnng...shit!"
Christine took the white linen cloth and cleaned off the remainder of the creamy ejaculate coating the plump head. She licked the remaining cum off her hand as she looked over at the wide-eyed men before winking as she swallowed the tangy goo.
Gary roused himself and tucked away his cock, "Wow! That is definitely a first," he sighed, "you'd never done that before," he smiled happily at his wife.
"Not with you," she blushed..."Shit! I can't believe I said that. Nevermind."
"Crap! don't tell me. Daryl?" He looked at her dress, "And you were wearing this?" he said unhappily.
"I'm sorry. It just came out," she said softly, "But that's in the past and I'm with you now. I'd never cheat on you. you know that," she said as she hugged her husband. She sat back up as her elbow hit a hard object, "You're hard again?" she asked dumbfounded.
The man sighed, "I'm jealous but the thought of you being slutty is a turn-on. Not with fucking Daryl, but you know...perhaps a stranger?" he sighed.
"Cheat on you? That turns you on?" she asked.
"No...it wouldn't be cheating since I'd...Let's drop it," he said. We should order dinner. Let's at least look at the menu," he said.
"We need to talk. I feel bad that you found out about...you know. It's bugged me for years and even though I never cheated I feel like I did." Christine said softly.
"No, you didn't, it's not that. I don't want to keep finding out more about you and Daryl...and the others," he looked at his wife, "Were there others? I mean other than Bill and John."
Christine hesitated, "A couple," she sighed. "I feel terrible but after Daryl took me to dinner he...I was the tip," she said.
"You were the tip? You gave the waiter a handjob? Blew him? Fucked him?" he asked trying to stifle the hard throbbing in his pants.
"Yes. Him and the sommelier. At least no handjob," she sighed. "He'd been rubbing my pussy, teasing me all dinner and both guys had seen a lot of me so when the waiter brought the check Daryl wrote 'Christine' on the tip line, made sure the guy read the note, got up telling me he'd be waiting in the car," she said softly.
"How? I mean, where?" Gary looked around, "It's not like you could do two guys in a public place like this."
"They took me back to the manager's office, they had a leather couch. I didn't want to do it but I couldn't figure out what to say. Daryl must have planned the whole thing as the guys had me naked in no time and...um, one was in front and the other behind," she finished. "Daryl told me it's called spit-roasting. I loved the sound of that."
"Wow!" He looked over at the two men who were now in conversation with each other, "So, if I wrote something and handed it to those guys and left, you'd...?"
Christing blushed, "Fuck them? If that's what they wanted," she blushed, "But, please don't. I'd worry you'd have second thoughts and hate me afterward."
Gary put a hand on his wife's thigh, gently rubbing. She opened her leg as he slid two fingers inside her, "You're sopping. If I didn't hate you afterward would you do it? Would that excite you?" he asked as his fingers sloshed into her pussy.
Christine put her head back, "Yes, I'd like that...like that a lot," she said.
"They'd make you suck their cocks, make you swallow. Then they'd take turns fucking your cunt and your ass. You'd let them? Beg them? They'd want to cum in your mouth again, you'd want that?"
The blonde gripped the table as she came, her gasps echoing around the back of the restaurant. She was oblivious to the men and the bartender watching as she almost passed out.
The waiter came over as Gary was wiping his soaking hand on the napkin, "I'll get you fresh napkins, will you be wanting to order dinner now?" he asked, his eyes never leaving the arousing vision.
* * *
They were going to go check out the tables but all Gary could think of was getting her back to the room. Her dress was on the floor, her naked body splayed out on the bed within the first 30 seconds of entering the room.
Christine gleefully opened her legs as Gary's mouth clamped onto her sopping pussy. Daryl might have been a great cocksman but he was lost when it came to eating pussy.
They spent the next hour in different positions, Gary holding off as Christine orgasmed again and again.
Gary flopped beside his wife, his still firm cock buried in her ass, "Holy shit! We should have discussed your adventures years ago. I cannot remember the last time you were so...easily aroused," he panted.
"I thought you'd be pissed so I never said anything, but...never mind," she said.
"Ok, no more secrets," Gary ordered, "Total honesty. What were you going to say?"
"You know The Manor? Daryl took me there and he pushed my head down making me suck him off and, swallow just as the waitress came over," she said softly. "She stood patiently and watched me finish him off before smiling and taking our orders."
"I just wish it were anyone else and I'm happy if you are that you liked it...being a sex object...be nice if it were someone else." He looked thoughtful, "Will N. Dowd's cock is huge but so are a lot of other actors. Tell me it's the size of his cock and not that he looks like Daryl."
The blonde sighed, "I'm sorry. No more lies...it brings back so many memories, he does look like Daryl, even his cock looks like Daryl's. The way he fucks, he dominates, he holds the girls down seems to use them for their holes but they always get off, he always makes them cum," she sighed, "His models look incredibly happy every video...no faking it as far as I can see. But, yes. Will N. Dowd might be the actor but I see Daryl in my head. I'm sorry...It's uncanny how similar they are," she said.
"Then I'll find more videos with him in them. I like the new you...and I hate to admit it, but if Daryl unlocked this side of you, then all the better for both of us."
Christine kissed her husband hard, then looked at him. "I love you so much. I'm so happy you're not upset. Are you still hard?" she asked as she pushed her ass back against him.
Gary pushed his wife face down, kneed her legs apart so she was spread wide then continued thrusting into her ass. "I am and I need to take what's mine," he grunted.
The blonde loved the new man Gary'd become. He was so hard, so powerful feeling, and rather than cry out to stop she moaned happily, her fingers finding her sopping cunt. She imagined the two men at the bar, one in each hole using her as Gary slammed into her. She had the idle thought about Daryl explaining the difference between a cunt and a pussy and wondered if he made a similar distinction between an anus and a well-fucked anus as she came again.
* * *
Christine dressed more conservatively that night for dinner and as nice as the night was, the sex wasn't as great when they got back to the room. Gary was feeling the soft curves of her plump breasts as they came down from their orgasms.
Christine looked over, "It wasn't as hot, was it?" she asked, "You liked it better thinking I might have left you at the bar and gone up to those guys' room, didn't you?"
Gary nodded, "I liked it, but yes. It's intriguing thinking about you...you screaming in pleasure as a guy...or two with huge cocks use you," he sighed. "Is that sick?"
She shook her head, "Why would that be sick? You get off thinking I can be happy, pleasured by someone other than you? I get it now. You told me you like watching porn thinking I was being used, being pleasured and I doubted you but it's true, isn't it? You wouldn't like it if I were being hurt or raped," she said looking at him as she stroked his still-firm cock.
Gary shook his head vigorously, "No way. I'd be fucking pissed and kill the guy who did that to you," he said firmly.
"So, if I'd gone to their room and they ripped off my clothes, pushed me down, and tied me up with their ties while I was screaming for help, you'd hate that?" she asked. She felt his cock get soft fast and looked at him. "You don't have to answer, you already did."
"As I said, there's miles of desert around Vegas. They'd never find the bodies," he said softly.
"Good. I'd help you dig the holes," she smiled. "Let's get some sleep. Can we go shopping tomorrow for a couple more dresses like the red one?"
* * *
Gary admired his wife. The men would be falling all over themselves to get a better look and Christine's body under the white crocheted cotton dress. Her nipples, ass, and pussy were visible through the millions of holes in the weave. It was amazing she'd even tried it on let alone gone out in public wearing it, then he thought back to her being naked on the deck facing the street. He wished he could have been there and seen that, but this was good.
"You know," Christine said looking around, "other than how much I'm looking forward to you pounding my cunt tonight, we sure get better service when I wear...revealing things," she chuckled. She saw dozens of eyes glancing over as they ate their lunches.
"No kidding. My water glass never was even 3/4 full before we got a refill, and the sommelier was more than happy to keep our glasses topped off. He looked at her dark nipples showing, "I'd like nothing more than to take you back to the room but let's walk the Strip, and check out the fountains," he suggested.
Christine thought about hundreds of people seeing her and nodded, "The afternoon sun might give some of the retirees here heart attacks," she smiled.
"Or give their wives heart attacks when they get them back to their rooms after you get them all excited," he laughed.
They paid the bill and with every eye in the place on them, then headed out onto the street. People were overtly staring and they heard women muttering as they passed, whore, slut, and other insults, but they also heard, wow! Holy fuck! and many more compliments.
They stopped at the Bellagio and were watching the waterworks when they heard their names.
"Gary? Christine? Holy shit! Is that you?"
They turned to see Daryl walking over, a huge smile on his face. Christine's face lit up as the man came over and gave her a tight hug. He then turned to Gary and grabbed him for more of a bro hug.
"Dudes, you here on business?" he studied the dress and the beautiful woman under it, "Or pleasure," he smiled. "Pleasure, obviously pleasure," he chuckled.
Gary smiled. He'd thought he'd want to punch the friend who'd fucked his girlfriend but he'd been the beneficiary of their passion. "You have no idea. What brings you to Vegas? Want to grab a drink?" he asked.
Daryl nodded, glancing at his old friend but his eyes returned to Christine. "You know I would, I'm meeting my kid brother in there," he pointed to the casino entrance. Shit! How the fuck do you look even better than in college?" he asked Christine.
"I never wore anything like this," she paused, "Well, I rarely wore anything like this in college," she blushed thinking Daryl knew that was a lie. "Lead on, I'd like to see your kid brother again, are you talking about Tommy?" she asked. "Is he still the cute little kid?"
Back at school, a few times Daryl's family came for a visit. Mr. Davis was a huge man, imposing. Mrs. Davis was a cute blonde woman who'd been very popular with the students. Upbeat, positive with a ribald sense of humor. Then there was Tommy. Small, shy, and quiet. He couldn't have been more than 7 when he'd first come down to visit, but he'd latched onto Christine every visit. Even at 10 years old, he still had been a shy skinny kid.
"He's grown up a bit...cute is not how I'd call him, though he'd like it if he heard you say that. You guys haven't seen him in 10 years or so. I'll bet you're not going to recognize him.
They entered the casino and Daryl excused himself, "A lot of water, I need to hit the bathroom before I drink anything," he apologized as he pointed to where the bar is. "I'll meet you there. See if you recognize Tommy."
They nodded and headed around the corner to the bar. Christine stopped and gasped.
Gary looked where she was staring and paused. 'Will N. Dowd?' he thought. He turned to Christine and whispered, "Stop drooling. We need to go meet Daryl's brother and it might be better if you didn't let on you know who that is."
Christine nodded and looked around. There were no men or boys who looked anything like Tommy. Other than Will N. Dowd, they were in their 40s, 50s, 60s...etc.. She looked at Gary, "Shit," she whispered, "Tommy is Will N. Dowd." They looked at the man sitting quietly at a table in the corner and saw the boy's features all grown up.
"Wow! This might be weird," he said. He looked at Christine and paused. There was a red glow on her cheeks extending down her neck to her chest. Her nipples had hardened as if it were freezing in the room. His comment that he'd make himself scarce if they ran into this guy echoed in his head. He felt a pang of anxiety and arousal thinking about it. Christine hadn't moved, her eyes wide. "Let's go say hi," he said, "see if he remembers you."
Christine noted that Gary said 'you,' not 'us.' She looked questioningly at her husband who smiled and nodded as if reading her mind.
They went over to the table and the man glanced up, an initial look of irritation but brightened when he saw the familiar face...body, "Christine. Wow!" he said standing up quickly. He was at least a foot taller than the blonde and she almost disappeared into his arms as he hugged her. He let her go and looked at her, whistling. "Wow! You never looked like that in college," he said admiringly. He turned to Gary, "Who's this? Your husband, I assume?"
"Tommy! This is Gary, Daryl's roommate and my boyfriend at the time," she scolded.
"Oh, right. Sorry, dude. Sit. I'm waiting on my brother, he's probably found himself some pussy," he grinned, "He'll be disappointed to have missed you."
"He found us, he went to the restroom. He told us you were here," she patted his arm, paused then squeezed his bicep. "I'm impressed. You were a cute kid but...you must lift," she observed.
Tommy nodded, "Daily. Have to. It's part of my job...can't get fat." He looked at the two, "So what do you guys do?" he asked.
Christine looked at her husband, "Gary's a contractor. Housing mostly, but some businesses...you know. He's great at it so I don't need to go after any real income. I work for Christian Charities, food banks, homeless shelters, and stuff like that. The pay sucks but it's satisfying." She paused and blurted out, "What do you do?"
Gary looked over wondering what he'd say when Daryl came up to the table.
"Wow!" he said, "I'm impressed. You recognized him."
Tommy looked around the bar. The youngest man other than at their table had to be 40. "Seriously? I know I've aged but..." he looked at his brother, "These guys knew me immediately anyhow. They came right over."
"I should have made it tougher," Daryl chuckled. "So, you guys been catching up?" he asked.
"Christine just asked what I do," Tommy looked pointedly at his brother. Then saw the woman blush, "Hell, she knows." He looked at Gary, "You do too, don't you?" he asked.
They both nodded, "Ok, we might have come across a few videos of you," Gary sighed, "we watch those sometimes to get in the mood," he said softly.
Christine mumbled, "131."
The barmaid came over and took their drink orders, looked at Will N. Dowd and blushed, then at Christine and sighed. She left after checking Christine's ID before going to get their drinks.
Tommy chuckled, "She thinks you're in my next shoot." He looked her over, "You could be, you know. You have everything it takes." He looked thoughtful then chuckled, "A bit different from Christian Charities, but you think your job is satisfying? I can match that and multiply it by a huge factor. Plus, you'll relive it later. Can't say that about your job."
Christine laughed, "I'll bet." She quickly looked over at her husband, "I mean, I'm happy with my work," she blushed furiously.
Daryl leaned over to Christine, "He's not joking, you will redefine the word happy after a session with my brother, he's had to change his number a half dozen times due to calls from fans and the girls in the business."
Gary looked around at the three with him at the table. He had that sour feeling in his stomach along with blood pulsing in his cock. Christine was now in front of him as if he weren't even there and was looking at each man, her hands touching Tommy's arm as they talked. Her face was flushed, perhaps remnants of her initial embarrassment over their finding out she knew what Tommy did but now looking more like arousal.
"My turn to find a restroom," Gary apologized. He felt like an observer, not a participant. When he got back, he stood at the entrance watching how the three leaned into each other, how they were touching each other when they talked. He sighed and sat across from the three as Daryl had moved over into his seat.
Christine didn't flinch when Daryl's strong hand stroked her bare leg and she made no move to stop him as he stroked her velvety inside thigh. It took her back to school, to his active hands as he found his way between her legs. She knew her nipples had hardened and could feel them poking through the fabric but did nothing to hide them.



Tommy was talking about their busy schedule with shoots with different girls all week but had downtime this afternoon and evening. He suggested the two of them join him and his brother for dinner.
Gary came to a decision and stood. He looked at his wife and the two men, "I think something I ate for lunch..." he held a hand over his stomach. "I'm going to go back and lie down."
Christine stood up, looking alarmed, "Sure! I'll go with you. Was it the shrimp?" she asked.
Gary shook his head, "You guys catch up. I'll be fine. You guys don't mind entertaining Christine, do you?" He kissed his wife and whispered in her ear, "I'm a man of my word...tape it if you can. I'd like to see it, otherwise, you'll tell me everything."
The blonde looked questioningly at her husband and whispered, "No, Gary, you can't be serious...shit! You sure?"
Gary nodded and said more loudly, "It most likely will be bad, like all night kneeling on the bathroom floor bad, so you might want to get another room for the night." His hand was softly stroking his stomach as he turned to the two guys, "Sorry. I hope it's not a problem if I leave my wife in your good hands, but I better go...now," he said quickly before turning and leaving the casino.
Daryl turned to Christine, "Is he alright?"
The blonde girl nodded, "He's never had the flu, might not get it but he seems to get food poisoning like once a year and as he said, it's not pretty," she shuddered. "Poor guy, "I'll check in on him in the morning. Sad. Tomorrow is his birthday and tonight we have dinner reservations over at..." she moaned.
"I'm sorry. I hope he feels better, but we'll make sure you are entertained." Daryl looked at Tom, "I hope you don't mind Christine joining us. Perhaps we should take her up to our suite?"
"You sure assume a lot," Christine looked accusingly at Daryl, "I'm married." She held up her left hand.
"And what did I say to you when you went back to Gary?" He asked.
Christine paused thinking, "that you weren't done with me and to be ready when you came back. I always thought that was the most arrogant thing I'd ever heard."
"Maybe, but you replied 'I'll believe it when I see it,' well, believe it...I've told Tommy dozens of times I'd call him if I ran into you again. Tommy, you up for it?"
Tommy laughed, "I do like threesomes." He looked at Christine, "I am going to be honest. I've fantasized about you since I first saw you. Then Daryl spent the last few years bragging about how you and he hooked up in college. That drove me nuts. I hope I'm not embarrassing you, but you've been my fantasy girl all my life." He glanced at his brother, "He always said you were the best fuck he ever had."
Christine blushed and shook her head, "Wow. I should put that on my email signature, Daryl's best fuck.' You've been with some of the more beautiful girls...women in the world! I can't compare with...Lexi Browning or Brenda Boxxx!" she sputtered as she looked down at her body.
"Funny you should say that. I've done shoots with Brenda and I've accidentally called her Christine. I've never seen you naked, but Daryl keeps telling me you're flawless and from where I'm sitting you look perfect." Tommy said.
Daryl nodded and stood. "Come on. We're right upstairs," he put out his hand, "You don't need to get a hotel room, we can accommodate you...Are you up for a night of fun?"
Christine's pussy throbbed in anticipation thinking about what she just agreed to. She nodded and stood. She looked over at two men who'd just come into the bar staring overtly and with a jolt realized who they were...the two men from the day before. She smiled and nodded at them trying to look confident.
Tommy left a C-note on the table as the barmaid looked on jealously as the trio left. "Makes sense he'd be with the hottest babe here," she muttered.
* * *
Gary decided to go back to the room wondering why he did that. It was partly his stupid promise but there was more. Perhaps curiosity as to how it would feel? He'd fantasized about Christine being pleasured by other men and had always wondered what the reality would feel like. His stomach was in knots but not only from anxiety but from arousal. He thought about giving his wife the opportunity for pleasure and to get fucked by the most popular porn star and smiled. He then frowned knowing Daryl wouldn't be excusing himself but it wasn't as if he could tell them. It would be a long night but he couldn't even imagine how happy that would make her.
As he entered the room, he slipped off his clothes, and lay back stroking his cock, images rushing through his head, 'She is going to love all the attention she's going to get,' he thought, 'I just wish it were anyone but Daryl...fuck!'
* * *
Daryl held the door open and ushered the blonde inside. "Would you like anything? We have wine, beer...?"
"Wine, chardonnay if you have it," she said as she looked nervously around the living room. She saw a bed made up neatly down a hall she felt a pang in her lower abdomen. Then she noticed cameras positioned around the room, all pointing at the sectional in the middle...all covered with sheets as if they'd planned to bring some slut back here. This is a set she realized. Fuck! She was about to star in a Will N. Dowd video, and she was the slut. Who would see it?
Tommy flopped onto the couch as his brother went over to the minibar and pulled out the small bottle. "Grab me a beer, while you're there." He looked at the woman and smiled, "Wow! You look even better than I remember. Turn around, let me see your ass," he ordered as he picked up a remote, and pointed it all around as he pressed the button.
Christine turned and looked over her shoulder wondering what he'd want her to do next? Bend over? Pull off her dress?
"Lift it up, let me see. God! Spectacular ass," Tommy sighed. "Daryl, how could you have given her up?" he asked. "I don't care that Gary was your best friend. I can get new best friends, but she's worth losing a friend over...not the other way around. Turn back and face me, open your stance, and let me see your pussy," he said softly. "Ooohhh, nice. Come over here," he said. "You told me she has the best cunt you ever fucked."
Daryl came over with the drinks, "and tight! I swear she could open a beer with her snatch if she wanted. Tightest I've ever had," he said as he handed Christine her glass and his brother his beer.
Christine didn't know what to say as the men discussed her. She raised her arms as Daryl took the glass before pulling off the crocheted dress and tossing it aside. He gave her back the glass, cupped her tits, and looked over her shoulder at his brother, "I spent an entire night fucking these," he said proudly.
"How's her cocksucking?" Tommy asked.
"Great. She can't...well, couldn't deep-throat me, but she made up for it with her enthusiasm and that she swallows." He looked at the girl, "Can you deep-throat now? I mean, at least Gary's cock?"
Christine nodded. She'd worked hard on that and a couple of years ago she'd finally been able to take all of Gary's 6" down her throat.
"Anal, does she like it up the butt?" Tommy asked.
Daryl shook his head, "She was adamant. Her ass is off-limits," he sighed.
Christine wanted to say she'd finally given in but shuddered thinking how huge both cocks were and kept her mouth shut.
Tommy put down his beer and slid his pants off. "We'll cross that bridge when we get to it. Let's have some fun," he smiled seeing her eyes widen, her tongue unconsciously licking her lips. He stroked his almost 10" shaft, his huge hand unable to fully grip the girth.
"Go on, standing there licking your lips isn't getting it done," Daryl ordered. He gently pushed the woman forward, her knees willingly bending as she got in front of the man. "Let's see if what you learned on Gary translates to a cock this large." He stepped back as Christine leaned between his brother's legs and grabbed the rigid shaft. He pulled off all his clothes, his focus on her pussy dripping, swollen, and ready for his cock. His brother's head was back, both his hands on the blonde head of hair as slurping sounds echoed in the room. His cock throbbed looking at the tight cunt he'd so fondly remembered. He wanted to know if she were on the pill or if he should wear a rubber but as her mouth was full he shrugged.
It wasn't the length, it was how fat his cock was that made her gag. She was able to take just half of him into her mouth before she felt it...the reflex she'd worked so hard to overcome with Gary. She wanted to please this man, to make him happy but even though she could only take half of him she knew he was enjoying her mouth on his cock. He was softly grunting and his hands on her head were gentle yet dictating the pace of her sucking. She momentarily forgot about the cock in her mouth as a familiar mass slid into her pussy. She'd remembered how good it felt, often replaying the feelings, but the memories didn't do that justice.
Daryl nodded approvingly at his brother as he buried all 8" into the woman's sopping cunt. Her creamy ass responded by flexing back against him. "Aaaaaahhhh, ffffuuuuccckkk!" he sighed. "Damn, bro, you need to try this cunt...it's like a fucking vice," he moaned happily. "Fuck, she's wet. You've been wanting this all day, haven't you?" he asked. He heard her grunt on Tom's cock. "Sorry, impolite to talk with your mouth full." He slapped her creamy ass as he said that. He laughed as the woman abruptly orgasmed.
Daryl kept smacking her ass as the intense waves of pleasure shot through her, the stinging making the feeling all the more intense. Her knees felt weak and her head spun with the deep pounding of her pussy and the fleshy mass pressed farther down her throat. As her orgasm faded she unconsciously relaxed and soon felt the man's shaved balls against her chin. She was deep-throating a 9 1/2" cock! She had the sudden urge to tell Gary but the illogic of that thought instantly hit her.
"Holy Shit," Tommy sighed. He pointed down to the blonde head with her lips pressed against his crotch. He leaned back as he gave a thumbs-up to his brother but Daryl barely noticed as he was focused on that cute ass being impacted by his aggressive thrusts. He inwardly grinned seeing all the signs that Christine's cunt was soon to be flooded with cum.
Daryl's pounding increased as the aching in his balls rapidly peaked. "Oh, fuck!" he spat as he slammed hard into her and exploded. He grunted loudly repeatedly as he bent over the woman's back spewing his hot sperm inside her.
Christine felt the man's weight and his breathing on her back as his grunting softened. She always had Gary pull out or wear a condom as she hated the pill, but was beyond caring, as her pussy was being stretched out as she remembered so fondly.
When Daryl slid his cock out of her tight pussy a loud slurping sound echoed in the room and a stream of cum flowed out onto the carpet. He grabbed a cloth, cleaned off his cock, and collapsed back on a chair to watch what he knew was next. "Sorry," he mumbled as he accidentally knocked Christie's clutch onto the floor, the contents spilling out.
"Hah!" he laughed as he held up the tube of KY Jelly. "Tom, she lied to me, she has this in her purse." He chuckled hearing the blonde's muffled protests as her mouth was full of cock. He then noticed her phone and picked it up. He got up and took her thumb and unlocked the phone. Then turned on the video recorder to get closeups of her lips stretched wide around Tom's cock, the mascara streaks from her tears and as she bobbed her head, the amazing amount of cock she was taking down her throat. He then moved around behind her and got a close-up of her swollen cunt with a fat strand of jism leaking out.
Christine was choking on the huge mass in her throat when Tommy pulled her mouth off and lifted her onto his lap. She wiped her mouth and looked back seeing her phone taping her body being used. Shockingly, she wasn't humiliated or angry but intensely aroused. She smiled at the camera before groaning as the plump head parted her labia and then penetrated her vagina.
Tommy marveled at how tight she was yet showed no sign of discomfort as she willingly lowered herself fully onto his cock. So many of the actresses couldn't take more than 3/4 his length and that was after minutes of fucking as they got used to him. Christine was bouncing happily on his entire length and even though he could feel the mixture of her and his brother's cum leaking down his balls, he didn't care. As he stroked those marvelous tits he looked over at Daryl, "Fuck! You're right. She's as tight as that 18-year-old...what was her name? Cathy?" he asked.
"Cindy, and just barely 18. Remember her friends took her out for her birthday? She'll never have a more memorable birthday as long as she lives," Daryl chuckled.
Tommy looked back at the blonde, "I guess I should tell you, you are the one woman I've lusted after my whole life. You were always so nice to me when I came to your college for visits, then after I got into the industry I sought out girls who looked like you," he smiled. He met her lips as she leaned forward, kissing the woman of his dreams for the first time.
Daryl had been stroking his cock with his free hand and when he was hard again, he propped the phone on the table behind Christine and picked up the lube. "Stick out your ass if you want a real cock in your butt," he said as he came over.
Christine moaned as she stopped bouncing on the monstrous shaft and lifted her ass without breaking the kiss. "Mmmmmmmm," she moaned as she felt the cool gel being pushed into her rectum. She slowly returned to fucking Tommy's cock as a second finger entered her ass, moaning softly, "Mmmmm, mmmmm, mmmm," with each deep penetration.
Daryl winked at the phone as he gripped his cock and pressed the head against the brown bud. "Fuck!" he spat as Christine's muffled cries filled the room, the tight ring gripping his cock as he slid in. "Tommy, fuck! You think her cunt is tight...shhhiiiittt!" he groaned.
The searing pain was almost too much for Christine, making the fat mass filling her pussy almost disappear but after gritting her teeth and trying to focus on the amazing amount of stimulation in the pussy she finally relaxed. She'd thrown her head back, mouth open as she tried to adapt to the anal invasion. The entire room was a blur as she let herself relax and her lips found Tommy's again.
All three were grunting together as they picked up a steady rhythm. Tommy was gripping her large breasts while enjoying the taste of her mouth. He could hold off for as long as he wanted and could sense Christine was getting close. As he pinched and pulled in her nipples, she panted into his mouth.
Daryl's balls were aching again and tightening up and wanted to hold off but gave up. "Fuck!" he spat as he released his second load of the evening, this time deep inside her rectum. As he felt the last spasms Christine grunted loudly and came.
Shockingly, Christine felt the intense arousal boiling up, rising more and more before peaking and exploding. Rarely did she ever cum more than once, if even that...but then remembered the nights with Daryl..and with Bill and John. That night she'd lost count. she grunted loudly into Tommy's mouth as she came. She had the idle thought of this arousing situation and whether she'd ever be able to cum during future sexual activities without it. As she came down she felt Daryl pull out leaving her feeling empty. From searing pain to a warm snug feeling in 20 minutes, she thought.
Tommy felt it was time and picked the girl up easily as he stood, gripping her ass as he bounced her on his cock in the middle of the room. He turned and dropped her onto the couch where she landed, legs splayed wide open. He looked down at the sight. The previously perfectly made-up, coifed beauty was now a mess. Her pussy was raw-looking and swollen, her tits were red from his mauling, streaks of mascara on her cheeks, and her hair was a tangled mess. He felt his cock throb as he'd never seen a more beautiful sight, a slut eager for his cock inside her.
Christine was reaching up to pull the man on top of her, into her, and happily moaned as she felt the cockhead press against her pussy. "Fuck me, fuck my cunt," she begged as he gripped his ass.
Tommy thrust into the woman, harder and harder hearing her grunt encouragingly. He felt and heard his huge balls slapping on her ass cheeks, his cock barely hitting her cervix as he buried himself inside her. He rarely fucked pussies able to fully accommodate his cock before and he loved the freedom to slam into her.
Daryl had cleaned up with a warm washcloth then picked up the phone and was capturing Christine's tits flopping around, her legs opened wide, her cunt stretched open with the fat purple shaft glistening as Tommy slammed repeatedly into her. She had reached out to stroke his semi-firm cock as she looked up at Tommy. He was grimacing as he got close to cumming. He moved the camera on the long shaft pulling all the way out before plunging back into her sopping hole.
"That's it...cum inside me, I know you want to fill me with your cum, fertilize me," she panted. "Fuck me! Your cock is so fucking huge," she moaned happily.
Daryl wondered if she'd ever let Gary see this and felt his cock harden thinking about the sight and hearing the woman beg to be knocked up. She was stroking his cock more enthusiastically as he regained his erection, happy as he rarely ever recovered this fast a third time.
Having such a fat cock in her hand, and another in her pussy gave Christine a feeling of power and knowing she was being taped while acting like the slut she always denied. She was stroking the cock in unison with Tommy fucking her. Tommy's gasps were shorter, more ragged so she released Daryl's cock and stroked his brother's nipples.
Tommy had been holding off having fantasized fucking this woman for years but feeling her fingers on his nipples and how tight her cunt was, he closed his eyes, threw his head back, and slammed hard into her as he jetted a stream of hot cum inside her. With each spasm, he pulled out and drove deep inside her.
Christine could feel the warm sperm being driven into her before running down her ass onto the couch. The last time she'd remembered overflowing with cum was that night back in college. She idly wished Bill and John were here having refused them her ass.
Tommy let out a final grunt, pulled his slimy cock from her pussy, crawled up, and smiled down at the beautiful woman as she sat up to clean his cock.
Even semi-hard, Tommy's cock was still huge and Christine had trouble sucking and licking the tangy fluids off the shaft to the root. She'd forgotten about Daryl he pushed her back down and crawled between her legs. Daryl's face was leering down at her as he slammed into her causing more cum to flow out of her pussy. She wondered how the cleaning staff would react, but maybe they'd recognized Will N. Dowd and knew what they'd find.
Daryl nodded at his brother as he gave a thumbs-up as he stepped over to the wet bar. "Babe, I've been telling Tommy that you're the best fuck I've ever had and you came through for me. I love how you let your inner slut out to play," he moaned. He lay on top of the girl, feeling those huge breasts press against his chest as he picked up the pace of his fucking.
Tommy picked up one of the cameras and moved around to get close-ups of the couple fucking. His brother opened his legs so he could zoom in on the woman's swollen cunt getting pistoned. Her legs were up around Daryl's back exposing her slick puckered bud. His cock responded as he thought about fucking her ass, knowing she'd let him. He's gotten to know hundreds of women and this was a class-A slut regardless of how initially innocent she seemed. She was one of those that once opened up gave everything she had. He still needed to recover but he knew it would not be long, though it looked like Daryl was going to get her ready for his cock. He went over to the woman's purse, grabbing the tube from it.



Daryl knew he could last a long time and wanted something he'd thought about for years. He slid a hand around the velvety ass to the tight hole denied him years ago. Christine moaned and wrapped her legs higher around him as he pressed his middle finger into her anus. He saw his brother's cock pointing straight out and decided that experiencing her ass was going to have to wait.
Christine kissed the man eagerly as she felt that fat finger penetrate her ass. Another orgasm was approaching but it suddenly triggered as she thought about the two hugest cocks she'd ever seen fucking her two holes at the same time. She moaned loudly into the man's mouth as the agonizing pressure peaked and then exploded. She felt mild disappointment she'd not held off until both her holes were filled, but it was still powerful as hell.
After her release, she let herself get pulled on top of Daryl, their mouths locked together, his fat cock pinning her to him, her ass vulnerable and waiting. She shivered slightly feeling the cool gel being pressed into her and had the idle thought that even though Daryl had opened her up, Tommy's might permanently injure her. But Tommy knew what he was doing with first one finger then a second.
Tommy felt her sphincter relax then wiped his fingers off on a towel before climbing between the couple's legs. He'd set up the cameras, one at the foot of the sectional to capture the dual penetration, another from the side, and one focussed on the beautiful blonde's face to capture her expression as she adapted to the anal invader. Few shots could be more erotic than a beautiful woman's face twisting initially in pain before relaxing into ecstasy.
An image of her church group watching her as what felt like a baseball bat pressing against her anus flashed through her mind. 'Relax...relax...it will fit and feel good,' she told herself. "Oooohhhhh!" she gasped feeling a searing pain as the fat mass popped inside her. She told herself over and over to relax as the man pulled out and back in again, this time deeper. When she thought she'd beg him to stop she suddenly felt everything ease up, the pain diminishing. She knew it would be feeling good soon but might be walking stiffly tomorrow.
"Fuck! She's tight," Tommy moaned to his brother, "I thought she had a tight cunt, but wow!" He pulled back and this time drove in eliciting a low, animalistic groan from the woman.
Daryl could feel the fat mass of his brother's cock through the membrane between Christine's vagina and her rectum. As he pumped into her, the feelings were much enhanced by the additional pressure.
The loud grunts echoed through the room as both men picked up the pace fucking the woman's holes. Christine was now feeling mini-orgasmic bursts as she was being hit in places she never knew existed. She was in a haze as the hotel room door opened.
"Hey boys, I thought we'd hit the tables, but who's this?" the older man asked.
"Hey dad," both boys responded.
"Come on in, this is Christine, Gary's wife," Daryl said. "He wasn't feeling well so we're entertaining her. Christine, this is our dad, Chester. You said mom doesn't give head anymore, you are in for a treat."
"Fuck! Christine from school? Your housemate's girlfriend? Holy fuck I've been fantasizing about her for years," the old man leered at the blonde.
Christine looked over feeling total embarrassment as the man came over thinking she should at least cover her breasts, but rather watched as he pulled off his clothes. He presented his cock to her lips and she reached out the stoke his soft, yet large penis seeing the family resemblance. He was rock-hard in no time and deep in her mouth. 'Shit! He's even bigger than Tommy,' she thought as she felt her jaw strain.
The older man looked down at the blonde as she wrapped her lips around his cock and sighed, "Been a while, been quite a while," he sighed. As she took more and more into her mouth he smiled at his boys, "She is good. Wow! Ooooohhhh, God!" he sighed as Christine buried her lips against his pubic hair.
Now the room echoed with the sounds of four people moaning, wet skin slapping against skin, a mouth slurping on a fat cock, and furniture creaking.
Tommy was the first to cum, letting out a loud gasp as he slammed his cock as deeply as he could before jetting his hot cum into the girl's rectum. Daryl followed soon after and they all disengaged. Chester stood back stroking his cock and Christine lay back, her legs spread wide.
Christine was feeling dizzy from the exertion of being fucked and from so many orgasms and limply lay back as the huge cock plowed into her pussy. The man was propped up looking down at her flopping tits as he aggressively pounded into her before grabbing and roughly squeezing one.
"Nothing like mom's, eh dad?" Daryl chuckled.
"Which? This tight cunt, her tits, her mouth? Shit, her whole body," he sighed. "I love your mother, but she isn't the slut I'd like her to be. This girl was made to be fucked...fucked hard and fucked often."
Christine heard them talking about her in her aroused haze triggering another orgasm. She'd long ago lost count wondering if she'd ever feel anything like this again making love with her husband. Wondered if she'd be able to feel his cock after the three monsters pounded all her holes.
Daryl and Tommy cleaned up and got dressed as their continued pounding the young blonde's pussy before pulling out and roughly flipping her over. He lifted her ass leaving her chest pressed into the cushion. They grinned at each other knowing the treat in store for their father.
Christine heard her deeply guttural voice, "Fuck my ass, fuck me with your huge fucking cock!" She moaned loudly as she felt herself being filled again with a huge mass in her ass.
Chester hadn't fucked anyone in the ass since college and had forgotten the feel of the tight ring as he pushed in. He could feel the gooey slime from the lube and his son's cum as the aching in his balls increased.
Christine moaned loudly as she felt the man's sperm fill up her rectum. She had the idle thought of how she'd have to do a thorough cleaning before she went back to the room to see her husband, then she remembered he'd told her that he'd not expect her back until tomorrow. She flopped limply onto the sectional as the man pulled out of her and went into the kitchen to grab a beer. She could hear the men talking but dozed off from exhaustion.
"Hey, babe. Christine..." Daryl gently shook the naked girl. "We're going down to dinner. You might want to get dressed," he smiled down at her.
"Do I have time to shower? I'm a bit...rank," she sighed.
"Sure. Take your time, we're meeting Uncle Bob...in, what 50 minutes?"
* * *
Christine was the center of attention at the family dinner. Chester and Bob could have been twins, though Chester was 4 years older. Conversation with Tommy, Daryl, and the two men became more and more open and risqué. She found herself blushing as they told Bob what he'd missed with the promise that he'd have ample opportunity to find out when they got back to the room.
Uncle Bob looked at her perky unfettered tits under the n=mesh fabric, "Those can't be real. No sag? With how big they are?"
"Real and spectacular. Show him," Daryl ordered. "Go on, you know you want to," he said looking around. "No one is looking."
She looked at her crocheted dress and then around the restaurant. There were just two tables that could see her and the occupants were engaged in conversation. She sighed and pulled the shoulder straps down and blushed to be topless in the public setting.
Bob reached over and squeezed a breast, nodding to the boys, "You're right. I didn't believe it, great genes...no sag at all."
Christine started to cover up, but Daryl put a hand on her arm and shook his head, "Leave it. We like it...unless someone has any objections." He looked around at the other tables, "No minors so there shouldn't be any worries."
"I agree, this is a great look on you," Chester said. "Look, switch seats with Bob as no one can see you're naked from behind," he said looking around the restaurant. "I mean, except for the waiter but we'll just get better service."
Christine moved between Chester and Bob who both took a thigh to stroke. It wasn't long before she had the bottom of the dress pulled up around her waist while the top puddled above that. They'd pulled off her panties, Bob claiming them when the waiter came back wondering if they'd like anything, after-dinner drinks? Dessert?"
Chester pulled Christine's leg over his further exposing the swollen pussy. He stroked the slit, "What can you recommend for my friend?" he asked the goggle-eyed man.
The waiter had to adjust his crotch but regained his composure, "Perhaps a nice port or brandy?" he suggested. "We make our own Irish Cream, yes?"
"What made you think of cream?" Tommy smiled as he sucked on his sopping finger.
After the waiter left, a cute blonde came over, hugging Tommy, "Babe! No one told me you were in town," she said before giving him a passionate kiss.
'Familiar, so familiar,' Christine thought, 'where...yes!' "You're Brenda, Brenda Boxxx," she blurted out. "My husband...we love your work."
The girl looked over, appraising Christine as if checking out the competition. "Call my agent if you want an autograph or signed picture," she said dismissing the older woman.
"Brenda, that's Christine, you know...Christine?" Tommy said.
"Holy shit!" the girl turned, "Christine. No kidding! I can see what you meant," she laughed. "Sorry, I was so rude. Tommy's told me so much about you but I thought you were a groupie, but I see it," she smiled. She pulled Bob out of the booth and took his place, "can I?" she asked. "Christ, she does look like me," she smiled over at Tommy.
Christine didn't know what to do as the girl studied her. Even after being used by three men, one a perfect stranger, she blushed.
"Did you guys...?" Brenda looked over at Tommy, "Tell me you taped it," she chuckled after Tommy nodded. "You're fucking gorgeous," Brenda sighed as she planted a kiss on the woman. She palmed the woman's breast, moaning softly. She looked over at Tom, "We could do a mother/daughter thing, is Jimmy Jones available?" She looked back at Christine, "No matter. I am going to keep you for myself," she smiled. "You feeling adventurous?"
Christine's head was spinning. She'd watched a few of Brenda's girl-on-girl videos and she was always the dominant one. She felt her pussy throb thinking about being with another woman for the first time, especially such a strong beautiful woman. "Um, wow...ok. I never..." she sighed. "I shouldn't say this, but Gary, he's my husband, must have watched all your videos." She giggled, "he might have cum as many times with you as he has with me."
"Ooooohhh, has he told you my favorite thing to do?" Brenda purred.
Christine shook her head, "from what I've seen you like everything."
"Other women," the younger blonde sighed before kissing Christine. 'Mmmmmmm," she moaned tasting the woman's tongue. ' I need to get her alone,' she thought as she slid her middle finger inside the tight snatch.
The waiter came over, putting the drinks on the table, his eyes glued to the two beauties.
The group discussed the various things they'd done in the past and what they planned to do in the future, engaging Christine who was getting more aroused as the talk and alcohol hit her.
"Um, guys. It's 11:30. We should get back to the room,'' Tommy said as he considered how to get these two into his bed. His two favorite women at once?
Daryl looked at his watch, "Good idea. The night is young and we have two of the horniest sluts in the city. I'm sure the other guys would be happy to watch," He stopped and looked at Christine, "Shit. It's the 22nd. Tomorrow is Gary's birthday, isn't it? I can't believe I just thought of that."
"Fuck! I was going to surprise him with a...oh fuck. This is bad," Christine moaned. "I can't believe I forgot and the present I got for him cannot make up for...you know," she moaned as she put her face in her hands.
Brenda smiled, "I assume you have a present picked out for him? Perhaps the delivery might be part of the present?"
* * *
Gary had a restless night, alternating between taking care of a raging hard-on and wondering what his wife was doing at that moment. That always brought back another erection as images of her swollen pussy being pounded by huge cocks or her massive breasts being mauled shot through his brain. He finally rolled out of bed, started the coffee, and staggered into the bathroom.
He was wondering for the 50th time where his wife was and if she'd even come back to the room today, or if she'd love huge cocks so much she'd want to spend more time with Tommy and Daryl. He went to make a second cup when he heard a soft tapping on the door.
"Tell me you didn't lose your key," he said to no one as he opened the hotel room door. "What the...?" he blurted seeing a girl standing there, wearing nothing but a red bow around her neck, shoes, and holding out her wrist.
Brenda looked up and down the hallway, "Can I come in? I feel exposed," she smiled.
Gary stepped back, confused, "You're, um, you're Brenda Boxx, aren't you?"
Brenda kissed Gary and stepped in. "Happy birthday. Christine asked me to drop off your presents," she said, posing so he could see all of her naked body. "She told me you'd like the wrapping." She raised her wrist to block the view of her breasts.
Gary noticed the Rolex Oyster Perpetual watch. Green, just like the one he lusted after. "Oh wow! She really got me that?" he grinned. "I'm not sure what I want to play with first."
Brenda took off the watch and placed it on the dresser. "I do." She stepped forward and cupped the front of his pants before kneeling in front of him.
Gary felt his cock harden again as he took in the girl's perfect body. He'd always admired the videos, taking in all the similarities between Christine and Brenda, but now he could see the differences. Brenda's breasts were slightly larger, her nipples more pronounced, and her body a bit fuller. He groaned as the girl pulled down his pants, grinning up at him before taking his cock in her mouth.
"Oh fuck!" he groaned as his shaft disappeared down Brenda's throat. This was so surreal being close to the fantasies he'd often had when watching her videos. She was doing something with her throat as she pressed her lips against his pubes.
"Is she better than I am?" Christine asked from the doorway. "She's a terrific teacher and taught me so much last night," she smiled. She dropped the girl's clothes on a chair, put a thumb drive next to the Rolex then came over to kiss her husband.
"Fuck! Don't ask me that," he moaned, "but, fuck! She's incredible," he grunted as he felt his knees weaken.
"I know. She got Bob to cum in under five minutes," Christine smiled as she pulled off her clothes.
Gary wondered who Bob was, but was distracted as his wife knelt behind Brenda and pull up on her ass before burying her face between the girl's cheeks. Was she licking her ass? Pussy? he wondered. Whatever she was doing was causing the girl to moan on his cock.
Christine buried her tongue in Brenda's pussy, enjoying her newfound love of going down on another woman. The lesbian porn shoots always grossed her out, but the taste and pungent aroma were incredibly arousing. She and Brenda got together three times last night before the men took over and used their holes. That was something she'd never forget, their two naked bodies lying next to each other as the men took turns with each of them. She was playing with her pussy as he heard her husband's familiar cries.
Brenda swallowed each spurt as Gary fucked her mouth. She knew he'd been jerking off all night as Christine told her he fantasized about his wife being fucked by huge cocks. He'd obviously been as there wasn't a ton of cum, but still a good amount considering. She finished draining his cock before standing and pulling Christine to her feet. "You go sit over there. Your wife wants to show you her new skills," Brenda smiled as she led the older woman over to the bed.
* * *
The couple was back home and were looking at the latest Will N. Dowd videos when Christine gasped. "Oh wow! I never thought..."
Gary hit play and turned the sound up. His wife was standing in the middle of the hotel room facing Tommy as Daryl pulled off her dress. He had seen the full videos Christine had brought back many times but seeing his wife on the internet for all to see was the most incredibly arousing thing he'd ever seen. Now anyone of their friends will know what a slut his wife is.
Christine barely was naked before her husband's cock was pounding her wet pussy. She was on her back, the tablet on the bed next to her head as he stared unblinking at the scene of her getting speared by Tommy's huge cock. Not even Tommy or Daryl had pounded her so aggressively and in no time she felt her first orgasm coming on.
Gary felt and heard his wife cum while seeing her cry out and orgasm with Tommy's cock in her pussy and Daryl's in her ass. That was too much as the abrupt aching in his balls demanded release. "Oh fuck!" he spat as he imagined his cock being in his wife's pussy as deep as Tommy's.
Christine gripped Gary's ass as he arched his back. Her orgasm was as intense as she'd experienced that night in Vegas but seemingly lasted a lot longer.
Gary collapsed next to his panting wife and smiled at her. "I guess what happens in Vegas doesn't always stay in Vegas."
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Violet didn't remember the drive home, her mind replaying the series of most intense pleasures she'd ever experienced. She pulled into her parking space and looked over at the large check on the passenger seat. Had she just whored herself out? Whored is the word...engaging in sex for money. Then again, was that just a side effect? It all seemed so clinical before the red haze. She didn't have to ask herself the question. Jesus would never do that...though it recurred to her for the hundredth time the absurdity of the question pertaining to having sex with men. Jesus wasn't gay...as far as she knew. Though he did hang around with men all the time.
She was happy she didn't have to face her friends, not that she didn't want to see them eventually, she just wanted to process what she'd done, done willingly and happily. Plus, there were topics not suitable for the Sisterhood of Christ Our Lord. Then she recalled the image of her former professor's naked flabby body and shuddered. He'd been on top of her exposed body, been inside her with that veiny purple shaft...he'd spewed his gooey sperm inside her. She wanted to throw up remembering how she'd begged him to fuck her cunt...she'd said that, "fuck my cunt!" At least her mother insisted she go on the pill when she'd started college, but just the same, how gross was that?
Her anger initially directed at Dr. Blackwood now was at herself. She was no virgin but letting herself go like that and with a really old guy was just wrong. Then there were the many orgasms. She never knew what one felt like, never considered them important but now she felt differently about them. She still couldn't grasp the strange memory that during an orgasm nothing in the world mattered more than the intense feelings. She tried to pinpoint the exact feelings during her orgasms, but all she could come up with was an analogy. Imagine the agony of a dentist drilling into a nerve, but the nerve instead delivers mind-blowing pleasure. Oh, and the tooth is between her legs, she mentally chuckled.
That night as she got ready for bed an idea she'd rarely had grew in her mind. By the time she was between the sheets in her pajamas all attempts to divert the images failed and she slid a hand under her flannel bottoms and then under her panties. She'd touched herself a few times in the past enjoying the pleasant feeling it invoked, but never had the intense almost electrical explosion she'd felt at Dr. Blackwood's. She felt wet and not as if she'd peed herself, this was different...not quite oily but very slick. When she touched her clit she gasped. Never in the past had she had such a jolt and after yanking her hand out she went back to rubbing her now wetter labia. Another thing, she didn't like the feel of her sticky pubic hair and now understood why all the models were shaved.
She gave up trying to get the amazing arousal back when suddenly the red haze covered her brain and with it an intense awareness of her nipples. Her finger explored her body from her tits to the throbbing of her pussy, Everything seemed ultra-sensitive, even her hair follicles. She had to yank off all her clothes as it got uncomfortably warm in her bed, immediately putting a hand between her legs after kicking the flannel PJs onto the floor. One finger, then a second plunged into the now sopping slit. Her ass was lifting off the bed, her wrist a blur as she pistoned her fingers into her pussy, angling to grind against her hardened clit. 'Christ,' she thought wishing she had another hand as she pulled on a nipple. "Oh God!" she spat as the wonderfully painful ache grew inside her.
The image of Dr. Blackwood's naked body with the long thin cock approaching her pussy popped into her head. What an incredibly arousing sight, a naked man with a hard cock wanting to fuck her...erect because of her, because of her body. She'd lifted her ass off the couch impatiently for him to penetrate her. He didn't need to move as she rapidly thrust her crotch against his rigid shaft. She exploded as she remembered gripping his bony ass and pulling him hard inside her.
The next morning she felt shame as she rolled naked off the bed. Her favorite pajamas were torn and her sheets were all untucked. Seeing the stains, she'd have to change the sheets.
After showering and putting on her Sunday dress, she steeled herself for church and what she'd say in the confessional...not to mention trying to work out how to lie to her friends. No way could she admit doing everything she'd done and how great it was...then there was the NDA she'd signed. Could she even confess?"
* * *
"Vi!" Sarah ran up to hug her friend, "How was your weekend? Did you see anyone?" she asked happily.
Violet shook her head, "It was fine. I visited with an old professor and saw my parents. Nothing to write home...or back to school about."
Sarah took her friend's arm, "Mary met a guy and he's seen the Lord. They spent the night together and he didn't try anything, just talked. I think she's in love," she grinned.
"That's great, but he's a boy...boys might have found Jesus but they worship their penises more. She should be careful," she said quietly, "boys want girls to take care of their erections. Let's go find a pew so we can sit together."
When the service was over, the 5 girls headed back to Laura's dorm room four of the five chattering happily. After getting sodas and flopping onto the bed, chairs, and floor. Delilah looked at Violet, "Ok. You're usually the most talkative. What's up? Something happen this weekend?"
Violet shook her head, "Nothing, really there's nothing. I'm just tired is all," she said. She'd been wondering how to shave between her legs and that was definitely not a SCOL topic of discussion. The thought of asking 'What would Jesus do?' on this subject caused her to giggle.
"What? What's funny?" Mary asked, "did something funny happen this weekend?"
Violet sighed, she might as well tell them something. "An old professor contacted me asking if I'd like to take part in a new drug trial...it's not exactly a drug but a mixture of vitamins and minerals. I'm not allowed to say anything about it...signed a non-disclosure agreement." She saw the expectant look on their faces. "I was just thinking about some of the pictures I had to describe. Never mind, you had to be there."
"That's so cool," Mary said. I was in a trial for anti-depressants last fall. I got paid $50! How much did he pay you?"
Violet blushed, "um," she reached into her purse and handed Mary the check.
"Holy moly!" the girl yelped, "Can we get in on this?" She handed the check to the other girls who all whistled.
Violet blushed, "I'm not sure. I could ask," she said. She didn't want to divulge the nature of the trial and the things she did plus, these girls were just too innocent so she changed the subject, "you met a boy? Is he cute?"
"Really cute. And tall. He's 6' 6"," she giggled, "He's an Episcopalian, but I can live with that," she smiled. "We went to his house and when he asked me up to his room I was really nervous but we read the bible and talked about different passages all night."
"He never touched you?" Violet asked.
"Sure he did, we hugged a few times but his hands stayed away from...you know," Mary blushed.
They went off talking about boys and trying to find one who's religious and not after 'the one thing.'
That evening Violet sat on the edge of the tub naked, scissors and a razor in hand. She ran her fingers through her untrimmed bush. Perhaps just trimming around the bikini area would be ok, she thought.
A half-hour later, she took the mirror and looked at the finished product. She'd decided to shave her vulva leaving what the website called a landing strip. It looked strange, though she'd never looked closely between her legs before. 'This should please Dr. Blackwood,' she thought before mentally slapping herself. Why would she want that?" she thought. Then she noticed a glistening drop flowing between her pussy lips.
"Aaaaaahhhhh," she sighed as she felt the oily fluid. 'His cock would slide right inside her,' she thought pressing a finger inside. She pulled her finger out, ashamed she was thinking how great a cock sliding inside her would feel right then. "Shit! I have to study," she sighed. A few days ago, her body, her sex were the furthest things from her mind. Now seemingly every word in her textbooks, every illustration reminded her of the feelings...the arousals she'd felt. No wonder they say boys think about sex every few minutes or whatever she'd read.
A few hours later she put down her pen and got ready for bed. This time she just wore the pajama top and her panties. She turned off the light trying to think about the paper she was writing on King Lear but instead slid a hand between her legs.
She wasn't as wet at first as she was last night, but as she rubbed her pussy and thumbed a nipple, she soon was. Her pussy felt incredible as she smeared the juices all over her vulva and labia. Not having the course hair made everything seem even more sensitive. She had leg legs open wide, and her nipples were hard as pebbles, as she popped her clit between her fingers. Remembering the girl eagerly allowing that man to put his cock in her ass, she slid a wet finger into her ass. It felt really good but her nipples were now neglected. 'If only I had four hands,' she thought, 'I could play with both my nipples, my pussy, and my ass.' She went back to pulling on her right nipple while fingering her pussy with the image of that veiny man-flesh plunging into her. She felt the welcome rising ache which soon peaked, but it was nowhere nearly as intense as the night before...or last Saturday.
Regardless of the intensity, it left her with a feeling of inner peace, a serenity that allowed her to drift off to sleep. She awoke the next morning with her fingers stroking her pussy, an urge to feel another orgasm but she had to get ready for class. She thought back to last night's orgasm wondering why it wasn't nearly as intense as the previous night's.
* * *
Wednesday, Violet stood in front of her Shakespearian Tragedies class with Tony Brooks. It's her favorite scene and she doesn't even glance at the play as she plays Cordelia being reunited with her father, King Lear.
"How does my royal lord? How fares your Majesty?" she asks, her face filled with emotion.
"You do me wrong to take me out o' th' grave. Thou art a soul in bliss, but I am bound upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears do scald like molten lead," Tony intoned, his eyes fixed on the page.
Violet wished this were Robert Stacks who looked more like a kingly figure and would know his lines, plus they discussed this, the king is frail and confused. 'Can't you even try?' she thought.
"Sir, do you know me?" she asked, voice quavering. As she spoke this line she felt dizziness coming on and the room warmed up. She tried to focus but the aching in her nipples and the feeling of something wiggling between her legs were distracting. She looked outside trying to distract the unwelcome feelings and the light was turning red.
"You are a spirit, I know. Where did you die?" Tony said hesitantly looking at the hottest girl in class with concern.
"Still...still," she panted. "I have to go to the restroom," she cried, dropping the play onto the floor and fleeing out the door. All the way down the hall she wanted to moan loudly feeling her inner thighs stimulating her aroused clit.
She didn't even notice the Girls' room was empty as she pulled off her clothes and dove into a stall. As soon as she touched her now sopping pussy she came even as her bare ass touched the toilet seat. "Oh fuck!" she spat, "fuck, fuck, fuck, ffffuuuuucccckkk!" Her hissing echoed through the empty room.
After 10 minutes and two more orgasms, Violet felt the red haze peel away and drift off. She looked around and just grabbed her shorts, panties, and shirt off the bathroom floor as a few girls came into the room. 'Shit, shit, shit!' she thought as she pulled on her clothes as quietly as she could. 'What the hell was that?' she asked herself, even though she knew. In her Psych class, they talked about LSD and flashbacks and this had to be the same thing. As she finished dressing she made a note to tell Dr. Blackwood about this side effect.
Sarah was waiting outside the restroom holding Violet's books and purse. "Are you alright?" she asked. "You looked so...flushed, I was worried about you."
"Fine, I'm fine," Violet sighed, "I...better not talk about it. Thanks for grabbing my stuff. I'm starving, let's go over to Chili's today for lunch," she said as she gathered her things.
That night Violet crawled into bed just wearing panties. She found herself trying to invoke the red haze as she now called it. Frustrated she couldn't call it up she still rubbed herself, eventually drifting off to sleep after a pleasant orgasm. Pleasant was very disappointing.
* * *
"I'll see you guys later," Violet said as they left Chipotles. "I need to pick up a book at Riley's," she said. "See you guys at Mattie's tonight? I love her parties."
She headed downtown stopping a block before the bookstore in front of Exotic Erotica. She'd averted her eyes every previous trip down Walnut Street, but something made her look. She looked around and no one seemed to care she existed so she went in.
"Hello, welcome to Exotic Erotica," the boy behind the glass counter said. "Can I point you in any direction?"
"Um," Violet hesitated, "I'm um, shopping for a friend," she lied. Hearing herself say that she blushed as it sounded worse than just being honest. She heard Delilah's voice in her head asking, 'What would Jesus do?" and again wondered how that could possibly be pertinent.
"What would your friend like?" he asked as he stepped around the counter. "We have oils, lotions over there, videos, DVDs for any taste, toys," he pointed over to the wall behind him, lingerie in the back, bondage accessories..."
"Um, toys. Dildos?" she asked.
"Great, we have the largest selection in the city. "What type? Large? Vibrating? We have fat, narrow, long, short, black, caucasian?" he looked at the cute blonde imagining her using the fat realistic black cock he pulled off the wall. "This is our #1 seller. I assume your friend is a female?" he asked.
Violet nodded, "Yes. She's...um, isn't that too big? It looks like it would hurt."
"Good question," he said taking it out of the package, stroking it. "Here, feel the girth and length. You think your friend has been with a guy this large?" he asked.
Violet shook her head and pointed to a 5" thin dildo on the bottom shelf, "Um, she...he wasn't much bigger than that...I mean, that's what she told me," she blushed. She wished she'd worn a heavier bra feeling the hardening of her nipples. When the boy turned her back she unconsciously felt her erect nubs causing her knees to slightly buckle.
The boy turned back holding the smaller dildo, glancing at the girl's breasts. "We have a money-back guarantee. If you...she isn't completely satisfied bring it back, no questions asked," he smiled, "also, as they both vibrate she can use it externally if it's too big to put inside." 'Holy crap!' he thought, 'Her nipples are huge and I can smell her arousal.'
"Um, ok. I'll take that one," she sighed pointing at the larger one. "Will I...I mean, will my friend need lubricant or anything?" she asked softly. She looked at the door as three boys she recognized from her classes came in. She quickly turned her back to them as they cracked jokes through the store to the DVD section in the back.
"Always a good idea to have some handy. You don't want to be caught without it if you need it...or rather, your friend needs it," he smiled.
Violet had to get out there before the boys came to the front of the store so she said she'd take both the dildo and the lube. As she was checking out, the boy asked if she wanted them gift-wrapped. At first, she didn't understand, then shook her head. "It's a gag gift and I was planning on using the comics section as wrapping paper," she lied. She handed him her credit card.
"I normally don't do this but does your friend have a boyfriend?" Seeing the blonde shake her head, "perhaps she'd like to go out for dinner?" he asked, "No expectations, just dinner. Your friend sounds like she'd be fun."
Violet should have said no, "I'll ask her. Can't hurt to ask, you know," she blushed.
The boys' voices had gone quieter but were still at the back of the store. Violet got Derek's phone number, telling him her friend might call him. She hurried out, feeling that everyone would know what was in the bag.
"Violet! What were you doing in there?" a girl's voice behind her asked.
"Laura!" Violet stepped back, hoping she wasn't blushing too much, "This is embarrassing. Can you keep a secret?" she asked. "Sarah's birthday is next week and...well, I thought this would make a great gag gift." She let her friend look inside. "You have no idea how tough it was just to open the door to this place."
"Oh, wow!" the cute brunette sighed, "I wish I'd thought of that. I can't wait to see the look on her face. I got her one of those plush snuggly things, so lame."
Violet thought about how hot she'd been getting recently and what used to sound like a great thing to have now sounds uncomfortable. "Those are great, who wouldn't want one?" she asked. "Your gift is more practical. This is probably a waste of money," she sighed.
Laura shook her head, "perhaps, now I'm just guessing, but I doubt Sarah would let that go to waste."
Violet looked around and saw no one, "Really? She's so innocent." She looked in the bag, "It does look real, I mean it looks larger than what I suspect though I heard something about blacks...I never asked, but are you...?"
Laura nodded, "My boyfriend in high school, took me out on my 18th for a nice dinner. Nicest date we'd had by far...and the last date," she said sadly. "At least the meal was good." She looked at Violet, "You?"
The young blonde nodded her head, "Yeah. At least it was a nice party," she sighed.
"Men. Just after one thing and after that, they're gone. I've decided with my next boyfriend rather than breaking up if I don't want to go with him anymore, I'll let him fuck me. Quicker and less messy than breaking up," she said bitterly. "Well, less emotionally messy that is."
"Wow! I've never heard you say...um, fuck," Violet said softly, "not criticizing, impressed." They walked down to the bookstore as Violet did need another textbook.
Later that day, Violet slipped into the Exotic Erotica store and purchased the same toy but flesh-colored as it was the easiest one to grab. She was relieved that a bored-looking older woman rang her up without a comment.
* * *
Violet put down her toothbrush, pulled off her clothes, and crawled into bed. Her pussy had been throbbing eagerly for the last two hours as if urging her to get naked to try out the new toy, even her nipples seemed to join in as she pulled off her bra.
She wished she'd been more prepared as she had to unpackage the arousingly realistic cock, put the batteries in, and rip off all the safety seals on the tube of lubricant. By the time she got everything set she could feel the sheets getting wet.
The vibrator was a low hum and she hoped no one could hear it outside her room. "Holy shit!" she gasped as she pressed the rod right on her clit. That sent electric shocks straight up her body that she felt in her nipples and armpits, which was a new one for her. She turned off the device and then rubbed it against her sopping lips. 'This will never fit inside me,' she thought, though it did feel good as she slid the fat tip along her slick slit. It occurred to her that she probably didn't need the lube as her fingers became coated with her natural lubricants.



She had to kick the covers off as she pressed a finger inside. No wonder boys wanted their cocks in a vagina, she thought. So smooth, so tight, like oily velvet. She felt herself open up as she pressed a second then a third finger. She picked up the toy again, stroking her juices along the shaft before pressing it against her throbbing hole.
"Uuuunnnnggghhh," she grunted as she felt an uncomfortable stretching in her pussy. Unconsciously she'd opened her legs and was now doing the splits as she pulled out and pressed in farther. The strange thing about the pain was, that it felt good and she wanted more. "Ooohhhhh, fuck!" she hissed as she felt herself opening up.
Soon she was pulling on her right nipple while pumping half the length into her sloshing pussy. She remembered the vibrator part and turned it on. She let out a loud scream as she came almost immediately as the toy sent shockwaves right into her aroused clit and throughout her body. She quickly put a pillow over her face hoping no one heard that. This was almost as intense as when Dr. Blackwood fucked her. In the back of her mind, she hoped for another flashback while being alone with her new toy.
* * *
"Sorry, I have to go back tomorrow for another drug trial session," she told her friends. "I know, I know. Missing our weekly sessions will make it tougher to be strong and resist all the temptations." She was trying to sound sincere but she was thinking back on how great her new toy felt.
"Will you be back Sunday?" Delilah asked. "We could do Sunday afternoon."
"I can do that," she smiled. "I plan on driving home tonight, doing the trial then coming back tomorrow evening."
* * *
'Shit,' she muttered as she looked at the time. '20 minutes early.' She thought about driving around to not look eager but the front door opened. She groaned seeing Dr. Blackwood standing there. Sighing resignedly, she climbed out of her car. 'I'm not taking my clothes off,' she thought determinedly, 'not having sex with him or anyone. I'm here to just test this drug.'
Dr. Blackwood smiled happily as the cute blonde came up the walk, those wonderful breasts bouncing enticingly. 'Patience,' he thought, 'get through the standard questions before I get her naked.' "Violet! I'm thrilled you are as anxious as I am to continue the trial." He looked at his watch, "I was hoping you wouldn't have reservations but I see you're eager and ready to go." He gave the girl a quick hug, his hands confirming she had nothing under the dress before stepping back to usher the girl inside.
Violet stopped seeing two of her former teachers get up from their chairs. She'd forgotten that Mr. Sampson, her English teacher, and Mr. Blair, her Phys Ed teacher would be there. 'Shit, shit, shit,' she thought remembering she'd promised to let all of them fuck her. For some reason, her memories of what they'd said were fuzzy the hour after the drug had worn off, but now her promise came back to her. Her nipples hardened and ached and the throbbing in her pussy was in stark contrast to the sudden disgust she felt. "Um, hi. I totally forgot you'd be here," she said lamely.
Both men came over, hugging the blonde girl. "Marvin insisted. We're both going to be investing a lot into this, so this will be valuable to see if Release is anything more than a vitamin supplement," James Sampson smiled.
"Would you like anything to drink? Water?" Marvin asked the girl.
"Release? Is that what you're calling the, um, supplement?" she asked.
"It seems fitting," Dr. Blackstone nodded, "Isn't that what you felt, release? A certain freedom?"
Violet nodded. "I suppose. Um, can I use the bathroom? Long drive," she sighed.
"You know where it is," he smiled. As she passed he stroked her ass. "I think you'll enjoy this more than last week's session," he whispered.
When she returned, the three men were in chairs facing the couch, cameras lined up between and on either side. It was as if six men were watching her. She felt a sudden shiver sensing their eagerness. When she sat, all were looking between her legs she was careful to press her dress down as she settled on the cushion.
'Ok, today we're going to forego the sensors as we gathered great physiological readings last week. We'll start with the basic questions."
Soon, Violet relaxed as Dr. Blackwood went through a series of problems and other logic exercises. She breezed through all, almost forgetting what was to come.
"Very good, Guanahani. He renamed it...?"
"San Salvador," Violet responded happily. She had just read the biography of Christoper Columbus so she was able to quickly answer his questions. She was unprepared for the sudden shift in questioning.
"Perfect. Your recall is spot on. How many times did you orgasm last week when we had sex?" He asked calmly looking at his notepad.
Both the other men leaned towards her, their unblinking gazes looking eager to hear her response.
"Why...what are you asking me that for?" she stammered as she looked at the three men.
Dr. Blackwood calmly replied, "This is not anything to be embarrassed about. You had an unexpectedly strong series of reactions to the pill and I'd like to know more about it. Please just answer the question," he said, pen poised.
"Um, I don't think I counted but a half-dozen?" she said softly. She doubted she'd ever been as red as she felt at that moment.
"Close, you had eight by my count when I reviewed the last session, though later you seemed to be streaming dozens on mini-orgasms. How many do you usually experience when you have sex?" he asked matter-of-factly.
Violet blushed harder, "Um...I don't know. I never had one before."
"I'm sorry, I'm not sure I can hear you," Dr. Blackwood said, "You never orgasmed before last week?"
Violet shook her head wishing those six eyes would at least blink.
"How is that possible?" he asked, "You weren't a virgin, were you?"
"Um, it...he was quick," she said softly. "It was just once."
Marvin Blackwood looked over at his colleagues, "This is disappointing. We need a baseline." He looked back at the young blonde. "We're going to have to do some data gathering." He looked over at each man before looking at the girl. "Let's do an exploratory sidetrack. Your choice, all of us or one of us, your choice," he said looking expectantly at her.
"Wh...what? What are you asking?" she gasped. Her eyes were flicking between all three men, "you want me to let you guys fuck me?"
Dr. Blackwood nodded, "If that's what you want. We can make love with you or fuck you if that's what you prefer. Gang bang or one-on-one. Your call," he smiled at the girl. "But, decide soon as," he looked at his watch, "we have a lot more to get through today. We'll do it on the couch as we need to record your responses."
"I...I don't want to do any of that," she said timidly, "I'm not a slut."
"Ok, then we're done for today. You're excused," he frowned at the girl, "Gerald, James, let me give you copies of last week's session. We should be able to find someone willing to further science that isn't so puritanical. Show this to anyone you want to see if they'd be interested."
"Wait, stop. You said you wouldn't show this to anyone," she protested. Then she remembered his threat. "You're just doing this as blackmail, aren't you?"
Dr. Blackwood nodded, "Call it what you like, but we need subjects and if you're not interested in this trial, then I have to start over."
Violet stood up and glared at the man. "Ok. I'll do whatever is within reason, but I don't want an audience. I'll let Mr. Sampson...you know," she said softly, "but you both need to leave the room."
Dr. Blackwood shook his head, "I need to observe your responses before and after taking Release. Sure, I can watch the videos but I might miss nuances in your responses to stimuli. Please undress. James, she's on the pill but is there any health reason you should use a condom?"
Mr. Sampson shook his head without taking his eyes off the cute blonde. "I'm good. I don't mind an audience," he grinned. "I'm sure I'll have no trouble focusing on the task at hand."
Gerald Blair sat down after adjusting his pants, "I'll need to grade Violet's physical tone and performance. She always was extremely supple and coordinated, and she was my best student doing the endurance exercises. Let's see if she's lost anything at college."
Marvin nodded, "Makes sense. Ok, Violet, take off your clothes, though perhaps James, you'd like to do that?"
"I got..." Violet started to say but clamped her mouth closed and raised her arms as Mr. Sampson stepped forward.
'This is going to be a fantasy coming true,' James thought as he slowly pulled up the hem. He let out a soft moan seeing her trimmed blonde bush. 'No panties! She always seemed so prudish, but there's a smoldering slut buried deep in all girls,' he thought.
Violet glanced over at the two other men whose eyes were looking at her body and blushed. Mr. Sampson was quickly taking off his clothes revealing his long narrow shaft. He was grinning at her as he stroked his erection, then placed a hand on her shoulder. She knew what her former teacher wanted as she dropped to her knees. No way would Jesus do this, she thought as she put both her hands on his cock, stroking the warm hard flesh. 'Was Jesus a virgin all his life? I thought all men needed release or they'd get some horrible injury,' she thought. She came back to the current situation and looked up at the leering man then opened her mouth.
James had dreamed of this ever since she first walked into his class, at least getting her naked that is. In his fantasies, he'd always cum as soon as he had the image of those full tits and tight ass clearly in his mind. He remembered before class all her friends had been kidding her about how she was now legal on her 18th birthday. Reluctantly he'd had to tell the class to quiet down and take their seats while needing to sit behind his desk. Now there she was on her knees, naked with his cock in her mouth. "Ahhh, yesss," he sighed as those lips wrapped around his sensitive head.
Violet had no illusions that a blowjob would be all Mr. Sampson wanted, beside, Dr. Blackstone wanted her to be fucked to see how many times she would orgasm. So, after just a minute or two she stopped sucking, kissed the spongy head, got up, and lay on the couch with her legs spread. "Ok, fuck me. Let's get this over with," she sighed as she flopped down on the couch with her legs spread open.
James smiled at the vision of the creamy naked girl offering herself to him. He didn't care if Violet was into this or not as he admired her nearly flawless body. Her large breasts spilled appealingly off her chest; her narrow waist accentuated her flared hips and she might have sounded uninterested in getting fucked, but her labia were swollen and glistening with her juices. He stroked his still-slick cock and lay on top of the young blonde. Her soft hand guided his cock between those wet lips, "Aaahhhh, fuck!" he moaned as his cock entered her tight velvety hole.
Violet wanted to act unaffected by feeling a real cock slide into her, but she heard herself gasp. This was so much better than the dildo she'd picked up and soon they both were softly moaning with each thrust. She looked at his face and his expression was one she'd never seen before. His eyes were focused on her breasts, his mouth open and it was as if she weren't someone he knew but an object to be used.
Marvin tried to subtly adjust his throbbing cock. "Pace yourself, James. We want you guys to screw for at least 30 minutes. We need to see if she's multi-orgasmic normally. Then we'll compare that with her level of arousal with Release." He looked over at Gerald who'd already pulled out his cock, stroking it. 'Shit!' he thought, 'He's fucking huge.'
James Sampson was determined to last, but just after a few minutes, his balls were starting that familiar ache. He closed his eyes thinking of grading papers or the construction over on 15th hoping that no longer seeing those incredible tits flopping with every thrust he'd relax. It helped a little but the girl's soft moans were hard to ignore and he finally gave in. "Oh fuck!" he spat as he exploded inside her tight hole, spewing his sperm inside the girl.
Gerald stood up, taking off his clothes as he went across the room to the couch. James had barely pulled out when the Phys Ed teacher replaced him. Sloppy seconds never bothered him plus it was arousing adding his sperm to another man's. Young meat was one thing, slutty young meat was another level of fun.
"Wait, no!" Violet cried as she felt the plump head press hard against her pussy. "I said just Mr....don't want...ow!" she spat as he shoved his huge cock into her without letting her get used to the wider girth or the longer shaft. She tried to ignore his body odor as he lay on top of her, his pelvis rocking rapidly, his cock stabbing her more deeply than even her toy could. "Stop! Oh, God, slow down. You're too big....ooohhhh, fuck!"
Gerald looked over at James who was staring at them, his pants dangling from his hand. He grinned knowing that wide-eyed look was one of awe. He glanced at James' smaller cock and winked as Violet moaned her protests. He knew from experience that the bitches initially protested but once they got used to his massive size, they squealed with glee. He loved hearing their protests turn to encouraging groans. He lay on top of her girl, unconcerned that he might be crushing her as he could feel his cock drive more deeply into her hole.
Violet was starting to enjoy the massive cock deeply penetrating her hole, but her panting drew in more of his pungent aroma as his armpits were right over her face. She could feel the welcome ache rising and tried to focus on that but between his weight on her and the odor, it wasn't going to happen. She lay under the grunting, smelly man waiting for him to finish so she could breathe freely again.
Marvin Blackstone was surprised the girl hadn't orgasmed, especially if Gerald's cock were as big as it looked. Oh to have a cock like that, he internally sighed, but on the other hand, Violet did cum multiple times when he was fucking her, unlike James and Gerald. He looked at his watch and between the two men, Violet had been getting fucked for 25 minutes. "I guess she's not going to orgasm, so go ahead and cum, Gerald. We have more to get to today," he sighed.
Violet felt relief that she'd be able to breathe again, not just with the 210+ pounds on her chest, but the strong smell of BO. Thinking about how her nipples felt she began stroking his nipples eliciting an instant response. "That's it, fuck my cunt. Cum inside me," she tried to sound eager but just wanted this over. She decided to lick the nipple in front of her face. If she enjoyed it why wouldn't men?
Gerald had been holding back, but hearing the young slut begging for his cum triggered a blissful explosion. He felt pride that he not only normally came a lot but he'd resisted sex with his wife for the last four days in anticipation of getting between this young girl's legs. "Fuck! Ok, you asked for it....ahhhh, aaahhhh, aahhhhhh," he gasped as he emptied his balls into her womb.
Violet clamped her mouth on a nipple as the man arched his back and could feel the jets of warm sperm shoot against her cervix. When he was finished he collapsed on top of her but she soon pushed him off so she could breathe. It was a relief when he'd pulled out and climbed to his feet. She felt like she should shower as she cupped her pussy feeling the goo seeping out from the two men. She rolled off the couch and reached for her discarded dress.
"Leave it. You can use the bathroom to clean up, but you might as well stay undressed," Dr. Blackwood ordered, "we're far from done with the exercises." As she quickly obeyed he smiled smugly. He owned her. Owned all of her. She dropped the dress and hurried down the hall.
"She's incredible, isn't she?" Marvin grinned at the two men. "Tight body, tight pussy. Wait until she lets go, you'll be barely able to walk to your cars after she's done with you." He got up, took out a pill, and placed it next to the glass of water. He stood and watched her come back from the bathroom, her breasts bouncing enticingly. "Ah, there you are. Feel better after cleaning up?"
Violet numbly nodded. She'd taken a fresh washcloth and scrubbed vigorously. She'd never felt dirtier and Lady Macbeth's voice echoed in her head. She didn't look different in the mirror even with her pussy still throbbing from the rough assault. On the other hand, she could make out the large red handprints on her breasts. She closed her eyes steeling herself to resist whatever is in the Release pill and left the bathroom.
The living room fell silent as she padded across the carpet to the couch. She wondered what her friends in SCOL would think of her parading naked in front of three old men...all of whom had fucked her. As she sat down she saw the glass of water and the pill. She looked at Dr. Blackwood who nodded.
After she swallowed the capsule, the questions started. They were much the same as the previous week's but he seemed to be quicker and soon picked up the remote.
This time the images started with pictures of naked men and women at first posing but then engaging in various sexual acts. She felt pride that she was not becoming overtly aroused seeing these, perhaps she could be strong enough to resist the effects of the drug. She tried to think about schoolwork, and her reading of Proverbs as she unconsciously crossed her legs. She was becoming less aware she was the center of attention in the room as videos of fat cocks sliding into shaved pussies began playing. The images were starting to blur as she felt the red haze creep into her brain and now she could feel squishing between her thighs.
Both James and Gerald were again rock hard seeing Violet lick her lips as pictures of girls sucking cocks flashed on the screen. She could still taste Mr. Sampson's cock and wondered how the taste compared to the other two men. Earlier she'd pursed her lips seeing the girls sucking the fat cocks, but now she had her mouth open, tongue probing her upper lip.
Dr. Blackwood sat back watching the girl. Her nipples were rock hard and she was overtly rocking her right leg on top of her left. Her cheeks started to glow and soon her neck and upper chest were flushed. "Are there any that you like better than others?" he asked softly. "Perhaps the feel of a cock between your lips? Opening up your pussy?"
Violet tried not to answer, felt she should resist, so she simply shook her head. Why were her inner thighs so wet? Had she not cleaned up enough? "Ooooohhh," she sighed before catching herself. On the screen was a girl who looked like her getting it from both ends. She seemed to remember this was called being spit-roasted and it looked incredible.
"Ah, that one," Marvin smiled. "Tell us what you want," he said softly.
Violet let out a moan. She had to resist. This was not what Jesus would do...though he might do her. The image of his white robe pulled up, his divine cock sticking out as he lined up to penetrate her aching pussy caused her to answer, "That! I want that," she panted. I want cock...cocks inside me." Her thighs were rubbing more rapidly together and a red haze slowly filled her vision. Then the video switched to a different girl with a cock in her mouth, pussy, and ass. She let out a loud moan as she felt an orgasm coming on.
The men watched as the young blonde put her head back moaning, her hips rocking against the couch. When her body went limp he asked her, "Was that as good as cumming on a nice stiff cock?"
Violet opened her legs and rubbed her pussy as she shook her head.
Marvin glanced at both his fellow teachers and did a downward motion with his hand as both started to get up. He smiled back at the cute blonde, "What are you waiting for?" He pointed to the tents all three men sported. "You know you can always get cock, you just need to crawl over here and get what you need."



The red haze was filling her head but still felt a wisp of unease as she slid off the couch and crawled over to Mr. Sampson. He'd pulled his pants down seeing her intent, stroking his cock in anticipation. She knew her friends would be screaming at her but they had no idea what pleasure they were denying themselves. She didn't care how slutty she was acting as her huge tits flopped around as she crawled over to kneel between the man's open thighs.
James shrugged his shoulders at the two other men as the beautiful girl gripped his cock. Her eyes were half closed as she licked the shaft from root to tip. "Balls, suck on my balls," he sighed as he put his head back. The girl was good. She expertly stroked his cock while gently taking his left nut and then the right into her mouth. "Nice, you are good at this," he said.
Violet felt a surge hearing the praise but wanted the other part of the spit-roasting unconsciously spreading her knees apart while her pelvis thrust against empty space.
"Gerald, she said she needed to be fucked. I think as a guest you should have honors," he smiled as he picked up one of the video cameras. "But, then again, it's polite to ask our subject if she wants a cock in her cunt. Violet, tell us if you want to get fucked, how hard you'll get fucked depends on how enthusiastic you sound," Marvin said softly.
"Mmmmmpph, mmmmpphhh," Violet grunted loudly, her mouth full of cock.
"I guess that means she wants you to fuck the shit out of her, " Dr. Blackstone smiled.
Gerald Blair wasted no time as he knelt behind the girl. He felt harder than he'd ever felt even after just a half hour since he last came. Marvin had ordered all three of them to take the blue pills saying that this little slut will demand all the cock they could give her and he was right. The girl came as soon as he plowed into her sopping cunt. He gripped her creamy ass as she ground back against him, pulling out and slamming into her in rhythm with her loud grunts.
Marvin was moving around getting close-ups of the blonde girl's pussy being stretched wide by Gerald's impressive cock then her lips wrapped eagerly around James' cock. On an impulse, he pulled on her nipple triggering another orgasm. That made two in five minutes. He had a thought and put the video camera back on the tripod.
When he came back to the living room, he passed the smiling James on his way to the bathroom and Gerald had Violet on her back on the couch. His hips were above the girl as she thrust eagerly on his long fat cock.
She was pulling on her nipples and her face was clenched as she was experiencing another orgasm. How many was that? he wondered. Incredible!
Violet couldn't get enough of her former gym teacher's cock and the incredible manly aroma. She wondered why the man's natural aroma disgusted her earlier as it now was intoxicating. It seemed as though every few minutes the pleasurable feelings in her groin peaked and exploded with all the sensory input. What was most incredible was the feeling of that spongy plump head slamming into her cervix over and over. She was so pleased the man could hold off unlike Mr. Sampson who'd lasted perhaps 10 minutes before spewing his cum down her throat.
Marvin knelt down and pulled the girl's fingers off her nipples. "I think this is what you want," he said softly. He placed one then the other nipple clip onto the erect nubs on her chest causing an instant reaction. Violet arched her back as she lifted the large man up with a strong thrust and screamed out something unintelligible.
"Holy shit!" Gerald moaned, "Her cunt is gripping my cock like a vise." He pressed back against the girl and when she collapsed back limply he pulled out and rolled her onto her stomach. Lifting her ass up, he admired her tight puckered hole. Deciding he'd get to that he wanted nothing more than to empty his balls a second time into her tight cunt.
Violet was loudly grunting with each rough spearing and the clamps on her nipples were agonizingly wonderful. Her head spun as the feelings peaked over and over. She idly wondered how Dr. Blackstone would count the number of orgasms right when Mr. Blair grunted he was cumming.
Gerald slammed against the creamy ass as he felt the first spasm jet his potent cum inside the tight cunt. He pulled out, smiling over at Marvin who was standing naked stroking his cock. "Sorry, she might not be as tight as you remember."
"I don't mind. I decided to try out her ass," he said holding up a tube of lube.
Violet thought she should protest, thought it was rude to assume they could just fuck her ass without asking but instead thrust her ass up without prompting.
* * *
The rest of the day was a blur of spewing fluids, loud orgasms, sweaty sticky naked bodies, and finally, three happy men flopped back stroking their raw sore cocks. Violet was lying on her stomach on the coffee table passed out with a stream of cum flowing from her ass and cunt.
"How many times did we all cum? James asked, "I think I came six times."
Gerald nodded, "I came six times also, but how many times did our little whore here cum? I swear she had to have cum 30 times."
Marvin groaned, "Shit! I wish I were younger, a lot younger," he said rubbing his crotch. I came just four times but wow, do my balls ache. I'll review the tapes and let you guys know how many times our subject came, but let's face it. Release works. You saw how uninterested she was before. After? Holy shit! Can you imagine if I put this in the water supply at school?"
The three men laughed but were obviously considering how to do that. They looked at the girl lying on the table, her breasts bulging out, her legs opened wide.
"I feel like this is a waste. Should we call someone?" Gerald nodded at the inviting pussy.
"I know," James sighed. "I won't be able to get it up again for another week. "It does look like she wants more though."
Violet roused herself hearing the men's voices. The red haze was fading, and her ass, pussy, and nipples were incredibly sore. She started to roll over and fell hard on the floor as she forgot where she was. "Ow!" she moaned. She looked at her breasts and gingerly pulled off the two clips then looked between her legs in horror. There had to be a pint of cum on the floor and more leaking out. Standing she felt the cooling fluids running down her legs. Illogically she put an arm across her naked breasts and a hand on her pussy and dashed down the hall to the bathroom.
When she got back after thoroughly douching and cleaning herself just Dr. Blackstone was there. He was putting away the cameras. She looked around but couldn't find her dress. "Um, where are my clothes?" she asked giving up any modesty as her arms remained at her sides.
"I have them," he smiled benevolently at her, "Just sign this agreement here and I'll get them for you."
She looked at the coffee table at the typed document. She picked it up and walked over to the couch to read it.
Marvin ignored the soft gasps as he cleaned the cum stains off the floor, chairs, and table. He went over to open windows venting the intense aroma of sex and sweat before coming back over and sitting in his chair. "I'm sure there're items in there you don't like but you have to agree it's not like you have a choice," he sighed. "Just sign it and you can be on your way.
Violet shook her head. She signs this he owns her but if she doesn't she not only has to drive back to school naked but he posts all the videos on a porn site. She remembered signing another document allowing him to do what he wanted with the videos he took.
"You can't be serious," she spat. "Every Saturday for the next six weeks? I thought it would be just these two. Accompany you to the annual teacher's conference? Never say 'no' to anything you require?" she groaned. "The last one is a joke, right?" she stared at the aged man.
"Marvin shook his head, "That one is my favorite. The others?" he shrugged, "might be negotiable, but that one is set in stone...unless you like stopping to get gas naked when you head home," he smiled.
"Shit! I'll do every Saturday for the next three weeks and shit! When is this conference? It can't interfere with school. Plus, I draw the line if you are asking me to do anything illegal," she glared at him. "And, fuck! Ok, I'll go to the year-end parties as your girlfriend...I took drama class. I can pull that off."
"Four weeks, the trip is during your spring break, so that won't interfere, and ok, nothing illegal but you'll eagerly say yes to anything else," he smiled, "And don't forget, you're being compensated quite well. Ok, sign that, and then let's started tonight. I'd like you to go as my date to the school play and after party. As my loving girlfriend, you will, of course, spend the night. You can drive back to school in the morning." He walked over to the girl and pulled her to her feet. "How about a kiss and show me how great a girlfriend you can be?"
* * *
Violet felt exhausted as she came back to her room on campus. Marvin must have taken one of those pills as he wanted to get between her legs all night. The party was the worst. She thought it would be fun to see her old teachers and the underclassmen she'd known, but he'd had her put on a slinky red satin dress and since she had no underwear, there was little left to the imagination.
She felt humiliated remembering how he stroked her ass in front of her old teachers and lifted the hem showing her ass and shaved pussy to the lecherous staff. The worst was when he'd pulled her onto his lap, her legs straddling his waist, her bare ass exposed as he grinned at everyone who looked over. Cupping her ass he shoved his tongue in her mouth. She wanted to break his fingers when he jokingly cupped her breasts and then pulled on her nipples in front of John Fowler, her former Math teacher.
She had four hours until she went over to Delilah's for SCOL. She forced herself to shower and thoroughly gargle before crawling back into bed and passing out. Before falling asleep she wondered how she'd be able to face her friends and if Exotic Erotica had any of those incredible nipple clips and if that cute boy would be there.
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For the hundredth time, Alan wished his wife were as responsive as the girls in the videos he'd seen but he then felt a surge of lust looking at her flawless body. But few if any of the girls in the videos came close to her incredible assets. Stephanie Walker was gifted in so many other ways. 5' 11" blonde with perfect all-natural features. 38DD breasts, 25" waist flaring to 37" hips. He looked down at her legs spread wide for him as he pistoned his throbbing cock into her tight pussy. Her eyes were closed, cheeks flushed, lips parted showing she was enjoying the pleasurable feelings, and she was very wet. She was always into love-making which he could always tell, especially in the way she grabbed the sheets as she approached orgasm. Perhaps he just expected too much from his wanting more vocal responses.
* * *
They met at the coffee shop around the corner from Stephanie's job. She was looking flustered having left her wallet at her desk as she pawed through her purse. He'd handed the barista his card and nodded at the tall blonde. "I got this. You can get mine next time," he'd said to her. He wanted to just study her face, her body, her perfect form but simply smiled and turned away. He suspected there'd be no next time but just being able to have this beauty think about him periodically was a rush. Any more than that was ridiculous, she may not have a ring on her finger but there had to be a guy, a guy with money and power having this goddess on his arm. He nodded at the beauty, took his receipt, and left to get back to his job. Best tasting latte ever.
Stephanie watched the man leave disappointed he didn't try to turn the act of kindness into something more, but she was used to that. There'd been men in her life, more than a handful but they were what she called players. Players who were interested in adding another notch to their belts. She soon learned to purchase nice sexy panties at bargain prices since just about every date she'd been on wanted something to remember the night by. Sadly, few ever went past the third date...the date when she invited them up to her apartment or accepted their invites.
The sex was pleasant but few ever seemed interested in going down on her even though she skillfully got them rock-hard with her cock-sucking skills. Those that did seemed to do it simply to get her as wet as needed so they could push their cocks inside her. It was surprising to her if she ever came...at least until her date left and she was alone. She came to realize she was a prize, a conquest. She'd overheard a Dr. she'd briefly dated brag that he'd fucked the most beautiful woman in Chicago, going on to describe her body in great detail. Not one comment about her button nose, deep blue, almost lavender eyes, or perfect complexion, let alone she was able to carry on an intelligent conversation about his specialty, pulmonology. On the other hand, had his cock measured up to his ego she might have felt him inside her. Also, the asshole was in the medical field and had faked putting on a condom, leaving her with a tiny stream leaking out of her pussy.
Stephanie had asked the girl at the coffee shop if she could have his name. She got more than that as the girl looked at his previous receipt with not only his name but his company. Stephanie had stepped out of her comfort zone and made a trip to where Alan Walker worked and asked for him. Surprisingly convenient as his company was just a block over from hers.
To say Alan was shocked would have understated his reaction. The tall blonde had been on his mind for the past week and he'd doubled his trips to that coffee shop hoping he'd at least be able to say hi. In his fantasies she'd smile at him, perhaps give him a hug for saving her but it never went further than that...not even in his dreams would a potential Playmate of the Year be interested in him. He came down to the lobby wondering how his legs kept moving seeing who stood up with a huge smile on her face.
"Alan? I'm really sorry to be stalking you, but I wanted to say thanks," she said looking at the man. He had a great face, brown hair, brown eyes, and sensual lips. He looked fit under the three-piece suit as if he worked out. No ring on his finger and his eyes locked on hers after a quick scan of her figure. "The girls over at Bean There gave me your name. You saved me from total embarrassment the other day. This is really forward but I'd like to return the favor," she smiled, "I'm not sure this interests you but I have two tickets to see LeBron at the United Center tonight."
Alan remembered how stupid he must have looked with the grin on his face. Huge Bulls fan and the opportunity to see the second greatest basketball player ever with a beautiful woman was almost too much. He had no memory of what he said or how he must have looked but he remembered every detail of the night. LeBron and the Lakers dismantled his beloved Bulls but he didn't care. Courtside seats with Stephanie Armitage were more than enough to make his night memorable...except it didn't end there.
They'd taken a limo Alan had arranged and she'd asked him up when they arrived at her apartment. He remembered slowly undressing this beauty and then spending at least half-hour on the best pussy he'd ever tasted. She'd quietly cum twice with her body tensing before going limp, but other than soft gasps made few sounds. He still felt proud he'd gotten her off and ended up spending the night.
Stephanie had been surprised when Alan kept licking and nibbling between her legs after she came and even when she'd gently pulled his head he'd kept his mouth on her pussy until she came a second time. She'd never even cum once being tongued let alone twice. The second surprise was then feeling him inside her, not because he was huge or anything, but because he kept modifying the angle of his thrusts until she responded. It wasn't until she'd orgasmed again that he turned his focus on himself.
Another surprise was Alan made love to her. She'd had sex with many men but she couldn't remember being made love to before. She cum twice more before he finally came, pulling out to jet his hot cream onto her stomach. The fourth surprise was after they'd cleaned up, he pulled her onto the bed and they cuddled until they both fell asleep. The next morning, Alan made her coffee and breakfast then left without her souvenir panties even though he'd put them to his face inhaling deeply when he'd first pulled them off her. That was the fifth surprise, and a welcome one as she'd not prepared by wearing one of her cheap pairs of panties on this date.
Six months later, they were married and found a house in West Loop that was convenient to both their places of work yet outside the city.
* * *
Alan leaned over and sucked a nipple between his lips. Christ! She had the perfect nipples. Eraser-sized with puffy areolas when she was aroused. She'd cum twice on his mouth and once on his cock but he loved it when she came a second time when they made love. She might not be vocally passionate, but eager and ready every day.
Stephanie could feel the increasing ache in her pussy as Alan pressed his cock rhythmically into her. He always knew how to just slide his fat cock against her clit and soon let out a soft gasp, pressing her pelvis up against him as she felt the pleasurable waves pulse through her. She loved how Alan always got her off, never once leaving her hanging. She opened her eyes and pulled his mouth off her nipple and kissed him. "Go on, you need to cum. Cum inside me," she sighed. "Or, let me suck you off," she smiled.
Alan loved Stephanie's oral skills and with a soft wet sucking sound pulled out of her tight vagina. He lay back watching those huge tits flop around on her chest before dangling down as she licked her cum off his cock. He knew he wouldn't last long as she then wrapped her lips around his flared head.
Stephanie was soon bobbing her mouth on her husband's cock listening as his soft groans increased. She was swallowing his pre-cum as he approached orgasm and when she gently scraped her nails on his ballsack, she was rewarded with a jet of warm sperm. She continued to swallow as Alan grunted loudly with each spasm. She was amazed at how much he had in him as they'd just made love earlier that morning.
Alan almost passed out from the release as he'd been close to cumming for almost an hour, managing to stave off his orgasm until Stephanie was completely satisfied. After she'd sucked and swallowed the last drops he pulled her up and kissed her. "I love you so much, especially when you suck my cock," he smiled.
Stephanie patted his cock, "Mom always said the way to a man's heart will be through my stomach," she giggled. "or in my ass. Let's clean up and get some sleep. I've got a feeling things are going to get strange at work tomorrow," she sighed as she rolled off the bed.
Alan grinned thinking about his mother-in-law. He had no doubt she'd said those things. Arthur, Stephanie's dad always seemed satisfied but as he fell asleep he wished he'd asked her about strange things at work tomorrow.
* * *
"So, you mentioned something about work last night," Alan mentioned as he took a bite of toast.
"Our new CFO. There's something strange about him," Stephanie sighed, "First of all, the way he looks at me creeps me out. I guarantee you he's never looked at my face," she moaned.
"Sounds like a lecher. What else?" he asked.
"I can't say for sure, there's another thing about him that makes me lock my purse up in my desk drawer," she said looking at her husband, "I just wonder how he got hired to be CFO."
"You told me your previous boss Dennis retired. You never said who they replaced him with," Alan said as he got up to put their plates in the dishwasher.
"A guy named Jerry Wallace," she got up with her empty cup, "he's about our age, but looks older."
"Jerry Wallace?" Alan stopped and looked at his wife, "5' 8", balding with a tattoo of a mermaid on his right forearm?" He remembered back in college when Jerry had come back with that tattoo the same week his girlfriend got one on a dare on spring break. He thought that was a strange coincidence.
Stephanie looked surprised, "Yes, you know him? How?"
"Alan nodded, "The asshole 'borrowed' my compound bow at the end of our senior year and never gave it back."
"The one in the picture on the mantle?" she asked. "That's a nice bow. Looks expensive."
"I called him a few times, wrote to him and he made noises about getting it back to me. Then a couple of years went by and I lost track of him. I'd love to have that back. Dad gave it to me on my 16th birthday just before he died."
"I could ask him but better yet, I'll get you his contact info. I'd rather you deal with it, he might be my boss but I suspect he'll make a big deal out of this and...never mind," she trailed off.
"What? I have no issue getting in touch with him, but why that look on your face?" Alan asked.
"He's asked me to come to his house a few times for employee reviews, go over some of the numbers...you know. Nothing overt, but he is looking at my boobs when he asks these things. I told you, he creeps me out. I suspect he wants me naked under him more than do any reviews."
Alan nodded, "I get it. You're not imagining things. He was in my fraternity and hit on some of the guys' girlfriends. I only know of one instance where he actually fucked one of the girls, but it was bad. Caused a huge breakup and then the girlfriend left with Jerry. They kicked him out which is one reason I never got my bow back. Better just get me his information. I'm not going to say a word about you being my wife. I suspect it will make him get even pervier. Hopefully, you don't have a picture of us on your desk or anything."
"Why would it make him pervier?" Stephanie asked as she took her keys off the hanger.
Alan chuckled, "I was the one who delivered the news he was kicked out. I suspect he's held that against me all these years and the real reason I never got my bow back."
* * *
Alan put down the phone feeling baffled. He had Jerry's address and the guy had said he can't talk as he has an 11 o'clock call he has to get on, yet earlier he'd said he was living in Seattle. Alan looked at the clock shaking his head. 'What a fucking liar,' he thought seeing the time was 11 sharp. He checked out the address Jerry had given him and it was for a Thai restaurant near the market in downtown Seattle. Ironically he and Stephanie had eaten there just last year. Why would he give him a fake address, especially since Stephanie got his local address?
There was one thing he said that might be true though. He said he knew right where it is. He has it safely stored in his storage shed and that might be worth a drive over to check out. Alan grabbed his keys.
He found the house easily. As big an urban area as Chicago was, it was fortunate Jerry lived so close, just the next residential area over. He parked across the street and took photos with his zoom lens of the house and the shed next to the driveway. It was one of those Lowes prefab ones with what looked like a Yale lock. He made sure he had a good picture of it and then headed home.
He got hold of an old friend recently who worked as a PI. "Dan, got a problem. Remember my bow? Yeah, that one. I found it but the guy doesn't seem willing to just give it back. Yeah, I can. I just need to pick a lock, looks like a Yale." He opened the picture on his phone and shared it. "Got it? Do I have to get a bolt cutter or can I pick it? Really? Great! Yeah, tomorrow night's great. Thanks, man," he said before hanging up.
* * *
A week later, Stephanie looked more tired than usual at breakfast.
"You didn't sleep last night, or at least not much," Alan said looking concerned.
She shook her head, "No. There's an issue with the books and I'll have to work late tonight. I fear there'll be a witchhunt. Ever since Jerry got there something has felt off. Can't put my finger on it but I think he's skimming. That in itself is bad but my gut says he's got someone to pin it on."
"Are you doing the audit?" Alan asked, "or are they bringing someone in?"
"For now, we're doing the audit but you know how it is," she frowned. "You ok with the leftover lasagna tonight?" she asked.
"Sure. I'll save you some," he said sadly, "I hate eating alone."
Stephanie shook her head, "I know, but I'll order from the sandwich shop down the street." She came over and palmed the front of his pants, "I would like something warmed up for when I get home. Why don't explore some of those wife-sharing sites, you know, the ones you hide from me?"
Alan looked shocked, "um, I might have stumbled upon one or two videos but..."
"It's fine. All the sites you bookmarked have tall blondes with great bodies. I'm flattered." She patted him on the shoulder, "I bookmarked a couple more I found that I thought you'd like. Enjoy those until I get home, just hold off until your nice cock is deep inside my pussy," she smiled.
Alan was at a loss for words. Sure he checked those sites out, read those stories but he couldn't imagine ever seeing Steph with another man. Was she contemplating it? Perhaps making it sound like it was his idea? He nodded at her as she flipped up her skirt and headed for the door.
7 PM. He knew from his wife that she and Jerry along with the rest of the staff were at work. He'd gotten Yale lock-picking down to 20 seconds. He parked his car a block behind Jerry's and seeing no one around walked purposefully through the empty lot, stopping periodically to take a picture. He also had a clipboard and if anyone was out they'd think he was an appraiser. It was easy getting through the fence as they'd put in a gate.
He checked out the shed wondering what idiot would put a shed in the second space in the drive, plus it was against the house so whatever room's on the other side would have a view of the back of the shed. It had also gotten scraped with the car's front bumper which made the positioning even dumber. He shook his head and quickly headed over to the door.
He looked around before kneeling and quickly popping the lock. He was just hooking the lock back on the hasp when he heard a car turn the corner. He quickly stepped inside and closed the door to the shed when headlights shone through the cracks in the door. 'Oh, shit! The fucker came home for something.' He wasn't sure if Jerry was just picking something up or in for the night. No biggie. He'd wait until Jerry was inside, grab the bow and get out of there. He almost choked hearing his wife's voice. What the fuck?
"You said we were going to Marcelo's to pick up dinner," Stephanie complained.
"We are. Sorry, but I needed to grab a thumb drive. Come on in while I find it. I'm not going to rape you or anything," Jerry sneered. "Tempting but with the fucking witch-hunt there's too much other crap going on."
Stephanie bitterly chuckled, "So, you would rape me if your life was less complicated."
Their voices were fading as they headed to the front door, but Alan heard Jerry's quick retort, "trust me, it wouldn't be rape after you begged me for more."
"As if..." Alan heard then the front door slammed shut. He looked around the shed for the case holding his bow. He'd thought this would be a piece of cake but the room was packed with boxes and other crap. He looked up seeing a light come from the house. Checking out the boxes he found two he could stand on. Climbing up, he saw that the vent at the peak lined up with Jerry's bedroom. Why the fuck were Stephanie and Jerry in his bedroom?
"I think it's in the drawer here," Jerry said as he went around the bed. Alan was amazed. Jerry looked 20 years older with a paunch and a terrible comb-over. Just in case his old frat brother tried anything, he hit video and propped the phone between the slats. It was as if they were designed to hold an iPhone 13. He then stepped down to look for his bow.
The only sounds were drawers opening and closing and heard footsteps. "There's no thumb drive, is there?" Stephanie said accusingly, "you don't have anything on anyone as you're the one who's been skimming," she spat. "And now you've got me alone. Why? Are you hoping I'll fuck you for some reason? There's nothing that could ever happen to make me fuck you."
Jerry looked at the beautiful woman, "Actually, I do have a thumb drive. It has routing numbers; account numbers; and all the transfers you've done to embezzle money from the company. I wanted to confront you here rather than at work to give you a chance to explain yourself."
Alan stopped looking and climbed back up. Stephanie's been embezzling money? No way! No chance of that in the world. She's the most honest person he'd known.
Stephanie exploded, "Fuck you! You know that I'm the last person you could pin this on. It was me that found the discrepancies! You're mad if you think you can get out of the shit you've put yourself into by pinning it on me!" She was red-faced with her fists clenched at her sides. She then smiled gleefully patting her purse, "I was smart. I never trusted you and when you pulled into the driveway I turned the voice recorder on in my phone." She turned and headed for the bedroom door.
"Hah! I've been so far ahead of you," he said holding up her phone. "I took this out of your purse when I was driving. "I suspected you might want to pull some stunt like that. Let me lay it out for you. Strip right now and get on the bed or the USB will be on Bill's desk first thing tomorrow morning."
Alan felt his stomach sour. The bastard is going to fuck Stephanie with him right there. He decided enough was enough and climbed off the boxes and pushed open the door. With a bang, it stopped after opening two inches.
He heard Jerry's voice. "Ignore that, I get these stupid raccoons Now get your clothes off!"



'Fuck, fuck, fuck!' Alan thought. He pictured the driveway and groaned. That was why the shed was in the second spot. The lock was one thing but no one was going to break into it with the car's bumper right against the door. He climbed back up to see if his wife was going to comply with the bastard.
Stephanie was red in the face, "Then fucking do it. You ballless prick! If you think I'd prefer five minutes with you over 10 years in jail you're fucking delusional. I'm out of here," she waved at him as she spun on her heels.
"I was hoping," Jerry said softly. I was hoping you'd let me inside that tight cunt of yours and then I'd tell you who is really going down."
Alan watched his wife stop without turning around.
"Melanie. I lied earlier about having your name, and your accounts on the thumb drive."
Stephanie turned her head and looked back. There were tears in her eyes, "You heartless bastard! She and her husband just bought their first house and she's two months pregnant. This would kill her, kill her husband. If she goes down for this she'll never see her kid grow up! How can you be such a...a..."
"Prick?" He rubbed the front of his pants, "Years of satisfied women begging me to pleasure them. I hoped to get you under me with the threat of your job, reputation, your marriage but," he shrugged, "I do know your weakness. You care about people," he scoffed. "What a fucking waste of time. They always let you down." He went over behind her and reached around to cup her large breasts. "You have no idea how stupid it is to put your faith in people. My frat brother, my own frat brother who I admired kicked me out onto the street. Never came to say how sorry he was. Never a fucking word. You can't put your faith in anyone but yourself. See?" he said as he slowly unbuttoned her blouse.
Stephanie just stood there, "So, if I let you fuck me, you'll not frame poor Melanie?" she asked softly.
Jerry kissed the woman's neck, "Yes, and I'll return the money, and clean the books. I've got the entire undo function scripted. One-click and no one will be the wiser...except you and me. He had her blouse unbuttoned and was pulling it off her arms. He then undid her bra. It was soon on the floor with the white blouse.
Alan wanted to pound the wall. Wanted to scream 'stop' but he was locked in a shed. If Jerry wanted he could simply leave him in there, take an Uber in the morning and by noon it would be well over 140 degrees. Problem solved. Stephanie would be out a husband, and Jerry would have revenge on someone he felt betrayed by.
Jerry was cupping the tear-drop breasts and pulling on the erect nipples. Stephanie was still just standing in the doorway to the bedroom making no move to stop the man. But she was starting to get flushed and her breathing was deeper, somewhat ragged.
Alan climbed down and sat on the box his head in his hands. He wanted to cry, wanted to scream but knew any noise he'd make would be the end of him.
"So you're going to get fucked by me, say yes to everything I'm going to do to you, is that clear?" he heard Jerry's voice.
"Yes," Stephanie said softly.
"Ok. I'm sure Melanie will never appreciate what you're doing for her. But, then again they never do."
Alan wanted to see what was happening yet didn't. He wanted to hear everything yet wanted to stuff cotton in his ears. He looked around for the damn bow to give himself something to do. 'Shit, shit, shit,' he thought. 'the fucking phone is up there recording, so no flashlight.'
"God damn! You're even more beautiful than I thought. You remind me of this girl back in college, actually my frat brother's girlfriend. She was so prudish, so reserved but came around as you will. Up until I was brutally kicked out she and I got together at least once a week. She told her boyfriend she was doing spring break with girlfriends but was shacked up with me across town. What a stupid fuck...stupid cuck. She needed my cock, begged me for it even named it rock daddy. Got a fucking tattoo right here," Jerry said.
Alan felt realization rush through him. Brenda came back from Florida saying she'd gotten drunk and had gotten the tattoo on a dare. He knew where 'right here' was. Right above her blonde pubes. His fists were clenched so hard he could feel his fingernails drawing blood. Brenda was fucking that asshole? It all made sense now. She was in so many clubs, and always seemed to have something come up. He remembered after Jerry was kicked out, she and Alan had a huge fight over nothing and that was the last time he'd seen her.
"You know what to do, yes. That's a nice little slut." Alan heard a slurping sound coming from the bedroom window feeling as if he were going to throw up. He had to get out of there. Get out and run away as far as he could. His brain was in turmoil now knowing the piece of shit had been fucking his girlfriend in college and was now going to fuck his wife.
"Sorry, your jaw hurts, doesn't it? Tell me, be 100% honest or I'm going through with dropping the USB on Bill's desk. Is this the biggest cock you've had? Sorry. Going to have?" he asked.
There was a wet popping sound, "Are you that insecure you need someone to tell you you have a big dick?" she asked bitterly. "Sure, yeah. Big dick. Feel better?"
There was a slapping sound and Alan jumped back up. Stephanie was rubbing her cheek. Jerry was bending over her.
"Look bitch, I told you. Be honest, say yes to everything or Melanie will be getting fisted by her cellmate within the year."
"Sorry," Stephanie said, "Yes. Your cock is the biggest I've ever seen." Rather than look angry or hurt, she was actually panting.
That made Alan look. As Jerry stood proudly stroking his cock he felt faint. It was huge, porn star huge. Even stuck out from his huge belly. That's what all those girls were after. He had to be the ugliest guy in the house but...
"Again, be honest. I'm forcing you to fuck me, but aren't you wondering about having a cock this big? Tell me, you hate that you're cheating on your husband but on plus side, you anticipate getting filled up with a real man's cock."
Stephanie nodded, still rubbing her cheek. "Yes. You have a nice cock, the best I've seen. I am looking forward to getting fucked by you," she said softly.
"Say it, tell me what you truly want right now," he said softly yet intensely.
"I want you to fuck my cunt. I want to feel your huge cock rip into me," she moaned softly, "I want you to take me, take my married cunt."
"Ok. That sounded sincere. Now get on the bed on your back and spread your legs," he ordered.
Alan watched his wife get up quickly and do as she was ordered. He noticed that she was fully aroused. It made no sense to him since she was breathing as if she'd just orgasmed and her face and chest were flushed. She was into this.
Stephanie hadn't just laid on her back...she'd opened her legs wide, her breathing deep, her eyes on the huge shaft bobbing as he crawled onto the bed. "Nice little slut. You all are eventually eager cock-hungry sluts. You really think Melanie's husband got her pregnant?" he asked, "Are you on the pill?"
Stephanie shook her head, "No, A...Andrew and I have been trying..."
Jerry leered, "That's great. Show me some pink," he said leering at the swollen labia. She looked confused so he spat, "Open your cunt lips, bitch! Jesus!"
"I'm sorry, I didn't know what you meant," Stephanie said as she quickly pinched her pussy lips opening herself up to the man.
Jerry was stroking his cock seeing more of his wife than Alan had ever seen. For some reason, this was the worst part of watching his wife with another man. Then he stifled a groan as the overweight man lay between his wife's legs and drove his cock into her.
"Oh fuck!" Stephanie cried, her head bent back as the huge member tore into her.
Alan had to jump off the boxes as he recoiled. He stood in the middle of the shed listening to the thump, thump, thump of the bed against the wall as his wife was getting fucked by the one person in the world he hated most. 'Where's that fucking bow?" he thought, 'Need to find it.'
He now was moving boxed around without worrying about the noise. The headboard was pounding the wall, Jerry was grunting loudly and Stephanie was moaning, "oh, God, oh, God, oh, God, oh, God," so they'd never hear the crashing of the boxes.
Wait! Stephanie was crying out? He had to put the two solid boxes back so he could climb back up. His beautiful blonde wife was stroking Jerry's chest, her legs wrapped around his ass, her head back as she was now crying out, "fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," over and over. Then it happened. He was just about to climb down when she screamed out she was cumming. "Oh my God! Feels so good! Aaaaahhhh, aaaahhh, aaaahhhh, fffffuck!"
Jerry was grinning as the woman writhed under him in ecstasy. When she let out that last moan he pulled out, the room echoing with the wet sucking sound, and flipped the limp woman over. He wrangled her onto her hands and knees before slamming back into her wet cunt eliciting a happy cry.
Stephanie was face down moaning rhythmically, her chest pressed into the mattress as she was getting powerfully speared from behind. It wasn't long before her moans became words, "fuck me, fuck me, fuck me." Alan couldn't believe his ears. His reserved conservative wife finally was responding but it was basically when she was being raped?
He jumped back down determined to find the bow, an image in his mind of naked Jerry, an arrow right through his groin. He tried to block Jerry's deep grunts and his wife begging the man to fuck her and pawed through the piles of crap in the shed. There! His bow case. It was in the very back corner standing up against the wall. He pulled it out and unclipped it. It was all there, the custom arrows, the beautiful bow.
As he gripped the bow he almost forgot about what was happening just a few feet away. He was about to close the case when he noticed something out of place. A white envelope. He opened it and slid a USB onto his palm. He couldn't see the size or the make so he climbed back onto the boxes. 512Gb, Sandisk. 'This is new,' he thought. 'We had, what? 8Gb? maybe 16Gb back in school?'
Stephanie's cries were getting louder and she was now thrusting her ass back against the thrusting of her boss's cock. Shock waves were flowing across her ass cheeks and were mirrored by the shock waves traveling up Jerry's large pot belly. "Oh, God, so fucking huggggeee!" she cried out as she came.
Alan sat back down rubbing his face, his bow case between his knees as if he let it out of his sight it would disappear. He'd just heard his wife cum a second time with an intensity he'd never seen.
Jerry's grunts were getting louder and he was slowing his fucking down. Alan knew he was going to cum. 'Please pull out,' he thought. Wearily he climbed back up and looked in.
Jerry's fat thumb was fucking Stephanie's ass and he was looking up at the ceiling as he pulled out and then pressed back into her pussy. With a long moan, he thrust once more and spewed his cum inside her. He was just spasming slightly in and out of her pussy for a half minute before flopping onto his side, pulling her over with him.
They were lying together spooning, Jerry softly stroking her breasts, "Fuck, that was intense. You've got a great cunt," he said.
Alan was surprised Stephanie wasn't pulling away then noticed her pelvis was rocking against his now semi-flaccid cock.
"Tell me you didn't embezzle $174,000 to just get me into bed," she said softly. "I mean, that's a lot of money that you're simply going to return."
Jerry chuckled, "You're a great fuck but don't flatter yourself. I've gotten a lot more than that. The $174,000 was what you discovered. That's nothing compared to what I have stashed away." He looked at the clock, "I guess we should head back, pick up the dinners and I'll return the funds you found missing. Then everyone can go home happy," he said.
Alan watched as Jerry's cock slid out of her pussy, a stream of cum flowing out onto the bed. His wife didn't look unhappy, didn't jump up angrily now that she was finished being used. Instead, she stretched and rubbed her pussy with a dreamy look on her face. She rolled off the bed and started for the bathroom.
"Where are you going?" Jerry asked.
"Clean up...out. I don't want your baby," she said firmly.
"And I don't give a shit. I know you'll try to forget how great this was for you. I want my cum seeping out of that cunt of yours to be a reminder of how great it felt for you."
Stephanie groaned but complied. She pulled on her panties, skirt, and blouse, leaving her bra as per Jerry's orders. Her pale nipples were clearly visible through the white cotton blouse. They both looked around for whatever they may have forgotten then left the bedroom, Alan turned off the recording on his phone and waited until Jerry backed his car out. He didn't have to wait long.
"Feel better?" Jerry asked. "I know you must hate me for coercing you into sex, but be honest, ever felt so fucked?"
Alan strained to hear his wife's response but just heard the car door open. He thought she'd not respond or she'd be in the car where he'd miss it but then she answered.
"You are a fucking bastard, but yes. I've never felt so fucked. Why can't you be a better person and let people enjoy your gifts?" she said as she slammed the door.
Alan groaned as the engine started and backed out. He gave himself ten minutes before slowly opening the shed door and looking around. He relocked it and looked at the time. 8:30! He'd been in there an hour and a half, but he had Jerry's confession along with what he hoped was on the USB.
* * *
Alan was propped up on the bed when his wife got home at 11:45. He'd dropped the USB and uploaded the recording with his PI friend. It was pretty much all that he needed to set Jerry up.
"Hey, you must be exhausted," he said, "Wait. Where's your bra? I can clearly see your breasts?" He looked at his wife's chest.
Stephanie looked like she was going to cry. "Oh, fuck. You're going to hate me and probably divorce me, but," she sobbed, "I slept with Jerry. I fucking slept with him," she cried.
Alan hugged his wife and stroked her back, "Why? I thought you hated him," he said softly.
"I did, I do," she said between gulps, "I was trying to think of how to tell you all the way home, but all I heard were lame excuses."
"Go shower," Alan said patting her back, "You smell like sex. When you come back I want you to tell me everything. I'm not mad, maybe disappointed but not mad at you."
Stephanie came back out wearing a towel. Alan opened the covers and after getting naked she crawled in. She was terrified she'd lose her husband, lose the love of her life, and had tried a dozen different ways to explain how she'd willingly, even eagerly fucked another man. She started haltingly wanting to be 100% accurate and was soon relating the events that led to her opening her legs for her disgusting boss. She was incredibly grateful that Alan had insisted she bathe and she threw away the soiled panties.
Alan listened glad that she left nothing out... except for her saying she'd prefer prison to sleeping with Jerry. She started with poor Melanie being framed. She then told what she'd told Jerry about his huge cock, profusely apologizing, then how she was shocked at how hard she came, twice. She expressed surprise at how turned-on she got the more she was bullied by the man. She didn't cum twice because Jerry had such a huge cock, but because he owned her, he could do as he pleased to her. It was a revelation that broke down the reserves she'd always had when making love.
She cried saying she didn't stop him from cumming inside her and instead apologized since it excited her.
When she was done she softly cried against his shoulder. Alan softly stroked her back and decided he'd never mention he'd watched the whole thing. "I love you," he said softly, "I can't not love you."
Stephanie's emotions poured out as she sobbed against her husband's neck. "I love you more than anything," she blubbered.
They fell asleep like that holding each other all night. The next morning, Stephanie looked at the empty bed in a panic. 'Please, please, please don't you have left me,' she said as she quickly got dressed.
Alan was making eggs and toast when she came into the kitchen, "Coffee? Fresh pot. I was going to bring this up to you," he smiled. "What would you like to do today?"
Stephanie pulled her husband into a tight hug, "I was so afraid you would hate me, so afraid you'd look at me differently."
"I do. I'm so proud of you. I know you didn't want to sleep with Jerry but you saved a poor girl's life. I met Melanie and she has to be the tiniest girl I've ever seen. What is she, 100 pounds?" he asked.
Stephanie nodded, "I actually was thinking if it came down to it, I'd rather be the one going to prison. She's the sweetest person I know and the brightest. If they let her, she'll be CFO someday." She kissed her husband hard, "To answer your previous question, I'd like to surf some of that porn with you and make love with my husband." She paused, "Though maybe not the wife-cheating ones. Too soon," she sighed.
Alan got out of the shower hoping Stephanie sincerely wanted to make love and not just do it since she'd fucked another man. He dried off and then stopped as he entered the bedroom. He'd never seen her look so wanton, so slutty. She was lying on her back, knees up, her fingers rubbing her pussy. When she saw him, she smiled as she parted her swollen lips revealing her pink insides.
"I need my husband to fuck me, punish me for being bad," she sighed.
He started to put his face between her legs, but she pulled him up, "No, I want you hard and take back what another man tried to take," she said.
Alan loved how quickly he got hard as Stephanie eagerly sucked his cock. He remembered the line from "The Wedding Date." "The best sex is make-up sex," and if this was any indication, this was going to be a great morning.
As soon as Alan was fully erect, Stephanie pulled him into her. It seemed as if he knew exactly what she wanted and moaned pleasurably as he pounded into her. She was gripping the sheets, her legs up with her toes pointing at the ceiling as she softly moaned with each stroke.
Alan squeezed her breast while slamming firmly into her when he heard her voice.
"Oh, God, oh, God, oh, God...fuck me, yessss," she sighed. She was now stroking his chest, her pelvis rocking against his assault on her pussy. Even though she was sore, and bruised by Jerry she wanted him to fuck her as hard as he could. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," she was crying out louder and louder.
Alan was pleased. His normally reserved wife was vocal and thrusting her pussy against his cock. He felt her getting close to cumming so he gently bit her nipple.
"Aaaaahhhhhhhh," she cried as she exploded. "Aaaaahhh, aaahhhhh, aaaahhh, fuck me, fuck my married cunt," she cried.
45 minutes and two more orgasms later, they were lying next to each other. Alan was wiping Stephanie's hair off her sweaty brow. "I know what you were thinking about," he smiled, "You were imagining being fucked by Jerry, weren't you? I'm not mad. I'm happy it didn't cause PTSD and rather it gave you something to fantasize about."
"The way you made love...no, the way you fucked me reminded me of how unconcerned Jerry was to my comfort. You were fucking me, pounding my cunt with your hard cock...oh my God! It felt incredible." she smiled.
Alan kissed her not wanting to admit he'd seen and was copying how Jerry had fucked her. "You can call up any memories you like if it means we'll destroy the sheets like this every time," he looked at the messy bed.




* * *
Stephanie came home with a huge smile on her face, "Guess what? The FBI rushed in today and escorted Jerry out. They found the USB he'd been holding over Melanie's head in the trunk of his car."
"Wow! That's incredible. Why would he keep it in his car? What an idiot," he said. "But that wouldn't be enough. Hopefully, they have more than that."
Stephanie nodded, "Someone said there was a video of him bragging about how much he'd taken and how he was getting away with it. That had to be the stupidest thing he could do. I thought I was the only one he told and I should feel less special, but hell! All's well that ends well."
Alan attended most days of the trial but Stephanie was only there on the two days she'd testified. The prosecution showed the video Alan had taken saying it came in anonymously and they'd blurred out Stephanie's private parts, but her face was clearly shown. Stephanie was shocked and totally embarrassed to be should to be a total slut but the prosecution praised her for her heroic sacrifice in order to derive the confession from the accused. She kept looking over at her husband who seemed totally unaffected by the scenes. She never found out who recorded that night and always wondered who the savior was.
After Jerry was convicted and sentenced to 25 years in prison, Melanie and her husband came rushing up to her, giving her huge hugs. Melanie was blubbering having heard nothing about how Jerry was going to frame her. "I can't thank you enough. Thank you both," she cried, "If there is ever anything you need, anything," she said, "You say the word."
A month later Melanie and Steven Watkins had a beautiful baby girl named Stephanie Alana Watkins.
It seems that both Alan and Stephanie loved reading wife-sharing and wife-cheating stories along with watching videos together of wives stepping out. Alan tried different things, pleasantly surprised that handcuffs and ropes sent Stephanie into heat instantly.
On a whim, he came home one day and ran a finger on a table. Acting like he found dust he angrily snapped at his blonde wife who was checking out her email, "I thought you said you dusted. Did you lie about that?" he asked sternly. "What else have you lied about? Drop your pants now!" he ordered as he sat on the couch, patting his thighs. Stephanie immediately complied and lay across his lap dutifully, presenting her bare ass to him. He was just on the third spank when she not only came, she came as hard as he'd ever seen. This added another element to their love-making along with being tied to a doorway, legs spread as he spanked her ass, nipples, and pussy with a riding crop. She often came before he'd even touched her.
Stephanie never quietly lay there during love-making again which made it sometimes embarrassing when traveling, but that's a problem for their neighbors. They'll just have to deal with it.
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Violet groaned, rolled over, and looked at her apartment door. She crawled out of the bed and then went over to open it. "Girls, sorry. I was so tired I passed out. I should have set my alarm," she sighed as she went back and flopped onto the bed.
Laura, Delilah, Sarah, and Mary looked shocked to see their normally perfectly groomed friend look haggard and exhausted. Was it something at home? Was it a side effect of the drug she was testing? They all were wearing the SCOL tees and a couple of them were looking at her school shirt.
Violet went over to her dresser and pulled out her tee. She had her back turned for modesty's sake and then pulled the shirt on without a bra. She had the thought that perhaps they'd be more effective this way, especially if they all got pierced nipples. She dismissed that train of thought wondering where that came from. The videos. She'd need to be careful what she says. She turned and sat back on the bed, "Sorry. I'm a bit tired."
Delilah sat next to their friend, "Tell us, what happened yesterday, You went home, did something happen with your parents? Was it the drug?"
Violet shook her head trying to think clearly. She felt a blur of erotic images, of pungent smells, fluids...so many fluids and almost blinding orgasms. She started to dismiss the thoughts but felt ashamed of her wanton behaviors. She looked at the concerned faces and then burst into tears, held immediately by Delilah. "I don't know what happened," she cried, "There were pictures, videos, penises, and naked people. I felt...felt hot. One minute I was asking over and over 'What would Jesus do?' the next I...I was acting like a common whore," she blubbered.
"What do you mean, like a whore? Did you sell your body?" Sarah asked.
Violet wiped her eyes, and nodded, "In a sense. I did take money for this drug trial, did let men fuck me," she cried. And now he owns me." She picked up her phone and held it out to her friends. "This is from last week, this weekend was even worse. Dr. Blackwood sent this to me last week to make sure I showed up this weekend."
"What's this? Porn? You shouldn't watch...holy hell! That's you. Wait, turn up the volume," Sarah ordered.
"...Cum inside my cunt. Oh, yessss...harder, harder, pound my cunt" echoed in the room. It was no doubt Violet's voice, no doubt she meant it.
Mary sat and looked at Violet, "Holy shit! You...you do sound like a common whore. That's not the sweet Violet I know. What happened, were you hypnotized?" she asked.
Violet shook her head, "No, it's the drug. I hate to blame my weakness on that but what else can it be?" she blubbered. "I'm not supposed to tell anyone, but Dr. Blackwood has this new drug...actually a vitamin mixture designed to enhance your senses and help you expand your creative side. Please don't tell anyone but I saw the ingredient list, all normal vitamins, and minerals but apparently, in the right percentages it opens up pathways in the brain...I don't know why...how but it made me want..." she looked at the phone. "Anyhow, I was naive. He told me this was supposed to expand learning capabilities. I think it removes all logical thought leaving just base desires. I don't even know what I'm saying," she cried.
Mary and Laura were looking at the phone and at each other, "Violet, I saw you orgasm twice in the time I watched...really? You came twice?" Mary asked.
"I think it was eight times, at least that's what Dr. Blackwood told me. I also passed out once," she said blushing. "I was paid to do that, paid last week and this week. Paid to have sex with these old men. Am I a whore?" she looked to her friends.
"Eight times? Is that even possible?" Delilah asked, "I've never even...never mind. A new drug. I need to see this for myself," Delilah said firmly, "It must break down inhibitions, I'm not criticizing you, Violet, as you were obviously caught unawares, but can we see for ourselves?" she asked. "I suspect a prepared mind and heart filled with Jesus' love would be able to resist the temptations."
"I don't know. I'm supposed to go back next Saturday again. eight times was last week, yesterday it might have been a couple of dozen, I have no idea. I was so into the...you know. If I don't comply with what he's telling me he wants, he said he'd send this," she pointed to the phone, "to my parents and friends."
Delilah stood up, looking angry. "Call him. Call him and tell him one of your classmates is curious about expanding her learning capabilities or whatever he's selling. I'm going with you next week."
"Wait, what about us?" Laura said, "There's strength in numbers."
"I'm sure with praying and the Love of Him, we will have all the strength we need to fight any lustful temptations," she said firmly. "Plus, we don't want to make it look like we're marching on him or anything. This is simply a friend of Violet's who's curious about the potential to expand her horizons." She looked at her friend, "How did you leave it with him? Were you upset?"
Violet nodded, "Angry. I told him he took advantage of me," she said softly.
"Call him, tell him you're able to play the piano better or something and you'd like to show this to a friend,' Delilah said, "Ask him if it's ok to bring someone." She thought for a minute, "I got it. The piano. I used to take lessons until my teacher told my mom that I was wasting both their time."
"Delilah, you have no idea...something comes over you. Plus you'll have to sign an NDA," Violet said, "Non-disc..."
"Right, Non-disclosure agreement, sure I can sign that," she said dismissively. "No offense Vi but you're a pushover," she said softly.
"I am not! I stand..."
"You did Mary's paper on The Tempest, and Laura's Calculus problems," Delilah said.
"I didn't do her paper, I just, you know, punched it up a little," Violet protested.
"From 12 pages to 42," Mary smiled. I got an A. My first one ever in English class."
"And you got me through calc. I never would have passed," Laura said. "Vi, she'd right. Have you ever said no? You worked that shift at the soup kitchen last year even after you broke your ankle. 10 hours standing without a single complaint."
"Ok, I might like pleasing people but I'm telling you, no, I'm begging you don't do this with me. It's not just something you can grit your teeth to get through." Violet said urgently.
Delilah laughed, "I've been pressured. I've been put in positions like this before, ok not this exact position but in tough positions. Dad's partner kept after me to screw him, even offering a BMW. I am a rock when I want to be. I want to show you that you can be firm also." She went over to her friend and hugged her. "I'm not trying to be hard on you. I love you like family but men can't get away with this, can't get away with taking advantage of innocent girls."
Violet shrugged, "Your call. Don't blame me when you lose your virginity to some old guy, or a room full of old guys."
Delilah chuckled, "Then there will be a room full of old guys trying to cough up their balls when I get through with them."
* * *
Violet's week was mostly uneventful. Sarah's birthday party was fun, especially when she unwrapped the huge black dildo. Sarah was shocked, letting out a gasp as she dropped it. The girls were all laughing but Delilah was fascinated by it, taking it out of the box and studying it. She looked at the other girls, "are there guys with things this big?" she asked. "Where would they put it? How could they walk around?"
Mary laughed, "you know where they'd put it."
"I meant in their pants. I'm so glad I don't have stuff like this sticking out," she sighed.
Sarah was reading the box, checking out the features, and shaking her head in disbelief.
"I'll return it," Violet said, "It was meant to be a gag gift."
"No," Sarah blushed, "I mean it's so real looking, so huge but it says here to use it to massage aching muscles. This will be nice and a conversation piece. I like it," she said taking it back from Delilah. "Thank you, perhaps the most memorable gift ever!"
Sarah inserted the batteries, turned it on, and was massaging her shoulders and back causing her friends to roll around laughing at the sight of her being massaged with a 10" black cock.
The first issue came about when she went back to Exotic Erotica. The same boy was there he seemed pleased that she remembered his name.
"Hey Derek, the first gift went over great...at least for a less erotic use," she chuckled. "I told her I could return it and she thinks it makes a great massaging tool and conversation piece." She looked around. "There's another friend and I was thinking nipple clips. Do you...? Oh, yes!" she smiled.
Derek handed Violet the package, "These are our best sellers, and again if for any reason you want to return them. These have watch batteries and vibrate stimulating...Violet? Are you ok?"
"Shit, shit, shit," Violet mumbled as the room warmed up, her nipples hardened and a red haze crept across her vision. "You're going to hate me...oh, shit! Do you have a bathroom, I need to..." she started towards the back. She saw a room off to the side and without thinking pulled the boy in.
Derek was shocked. He'd heard stories about horny girls coming in, but within 20 seconds his pants were on the floor and the incredibly cute blonde was sucking hard on his cock while ripping her clothes off.
Violet was hungry for cock but not in her mouth as much as in her pussy. As soon as the boy was hard, she spun him around onto the chair, straddled his waist, and let out a long satisfied moan as she sank onto his cock. She came almost immediately as she bounced on his hard shaft. She wasn't aware at the time but he was much better equipped for this than her former teachers.
Dolores Kowalski was coming out of her office then stopped hearing what sounded like fucking in the viewing room. She opened the door, "I'm sorry, there's no...Derek? What the fuck are you doing? I've told you time and time again, no free shit, no discounts for the sluts," she groaned. "Well, finish fucking the girl. I'll cover the register for you. Next time first come and get me."
There was a small voice in Violet's head telling her it was wrong, she was wrong, and to stop, but there was a red roar urging her on. 'Fuck that cock, slam your pussy on him, and milk all the cum out of his balls.'
Derek knew his mom would be docking his pay, but she had a look of approval on her face as she checked out the cute girl's body. He was running his hands all over her, feeling her tits, her ass, and her hot sweaty back. He'd rarely felt a hotter girl, not figuratively but literally. "Damn Violet, you're a great fuck," he sighed. On a whim, he slid a finger up her butt triggering a third orgasm.
Violet was coming down from the head-spinning explosion when the red haze slowly faded away and she found herself grinding hard on a huge cock. She became aware of where she was and looked at the boy. She knew he hadn't cum yet and she couldn't just run off so she kissed him and then asked him if he wanted to cum in her cunt or her mouth?
Derek stood her up, pulled out then bent her over the chair. He slammed his cock into her, gripped her ass, and pistoned into her sopping pussy. He loved this position as he had huge heavy balls and feeling them slap against the babe's cunt gave him a huge thrill.
Violet couldn't believe it but she was feeling another orgasm coming on, especially with the boy's ball sack slapping her clit, and she now realized it was the biggest cock she'd had ripping into her. They came simultaneously, grunting loudly before collapsing on the floor.
Dolores looked up as the blushing couple came out of the viewing room. Violet avoided looking at the women, went over and picked up the nipple clips and a smaller 5" dildo, and put them softly on the counter. "I'd like both of these, please," she mumbled as she handed the woman her credit card.
"Honey, honey, look at me," the kindly woman said, "What's with your eyes? They're very bloodshot. Did someone drug you?" she asked.
Violet started to cry, "It's...I'm not allowed to say, but there's this drug trial and there're flashbacks that....oh shit! I'm so embarrassed," she said as she put her head on the counter.
Dolores patted the girl's back, then took her hand. "It's ok. I can see you're a good girl and I was shocked to see you with...do you want to sit down?"
Violet shook her head, "another place I'll never be able to show my face in," she laughed. "I'm so sorry."
Dolores laughed, "I'm sure my son feels differently. This might be the highlight of the year for him." She looked serious, "I want you to take care of yourself. There are people out there who will take advantage of you, and exploit this flashback thing. You be careful you hear me?"
Violet nodded and wiped the tears off her cheeks. She picked up her credit card, "Let me pay for this and I'll be out of your hair, um, and thanks," she said softly.
Dolores laughed, "Don't worry about that, it's coming out of Derek's pay and I guarantee you he'll be happy to buy those for you."
Derek chuckled, "You have no idea," he sighed. "I got the better end of the deal."
"I'm still docking you the half-hour," Dolores said. She plopped a pen and receipt down, "But sign and keep this in case you want to return anything."
"That was a half-hour?" Violet scribbled on the receipt then looked at her watch, "Shit! I have class. Thank you...for," she held up the bag and," she looked down the hall toward the viewing room.
After the cute blonde ran out Dolores looked at her son, "That was interesting. You might want to clean up and sanitize the viewing room. Then restock, we're getting down on a few things." As the boy turned, "You're a fool, you know," she said.
Derek turned to look at his mom, "What? Why? I mean I know I shouldn't have..."
"You didn't get her number. I liked her, and I know you did also."
Derek looked down, "Damn! I didn't think..."
Dolores held up her copy of the receipt, "You just need to put an X next to phone number," she smiled.
Violet barely made it to class where Laura asked her if she'd been to phys ed since she was glowing and looked a bit sweaty. Violet thought back to what she thought was five minutes turned out to be 30 minutes. Then she thought back to the sessions at Dr. Blackwood's. She'd thought they were just an hour of sex but as she replayed the times it was a full four hours. No wonder she was so exhausted.
* * *
Three other times the red haze hit her, once just after getting back from meeting with the girls. They had just left when it hit and she was tearing her clothes off even as she heard them get into the elevator. Her neighbor pounded on the wall for her to keep it down. When she felt the haze leave and showering she'd gone over to apologize. "Sorry. I turned on the TV then I had to get to the bathroom, you know how it is," she said lamely. It bothered her she wasn't able to try the nipple clips and dildos.
The next time was much less eventful. It awakened her at 2:22 AM and she'd prepared by having her toys next to the bed. She was able to attach the clips and use the dildos, enjoying a half-dozen orgasms.
She loved having the new toys, even without the red haze. The vibrating nipple clips freed up her hands to plunge the large cock into her pussy and the smaller one in her ass. She found she enjoyed being on her chest and knees imagining being used by multiple men as they used both her holes.
The third time was the most embarrassing. She was in her favorite class, Shakespearian Tragedies and as she was leaving Professor McKnight asked if she had a few moments. She felt dread thinking she'd done something wrong as she followed him to his office. She sat down after closing the door looking worried.
"Relax," James McKnight said as he slid her recent paper from the top of a pile. "I wanted to ask, how you came up with this?" he pointed to the last section, "It's brilliant, absolutely brilliant. It makes me look at Lear in a different light." He put it down, "but I have to ask, did you Google this? Find it in a book somewhere?"
Violet violently shook her head, "No, it came to me when I was asleep. Woke me up so I reread Act 3. I realized the fool was more than his friend and closest ally..."
She went on until James laughed and held up his hand, "Ok, Ok. I get it. No way was that something you found on the internet." He put the paper in front of him and wrote A+ in red pen. "Best work I've ever seen...Violet, wait, I wanted...where are you going? Are you Ok?"
'Shit, shit, shit, shit," Violet thought. "I'm at the end of the hall in the teacher's wing with nowhere to go," she thought in a panic. "Oh, God, Professor McKnight I have to..." she stood determined to open the door and leave but her hands were pulling off her clothes.
James jumped up but by the time he grabbed the girl's wrist she was mostly naked. "Violet! I gave you an A if this is some sort..."
The girl planted her lips on his, driving her tongue into his mouth. He wasn't deluded that he was remotely good looking and girls rarely ever tried to improve their grades by seducing him so this was a shock. He thought how he'd never had these types of temptations, never cheated on his wife. He'd often wondered how he'd react but the way the girl was writhing against him made him forget he had a wife.
Violet melted into the man's arms happily feeling his cock harden against her. She dropped to her knees and tore his pants open and down, plunged his cock deep into her mouth, and hungrily sucked on it.
James was looking down at the girl's swaying breasts and just as he grabbed one the girl pulled her mouth off his cock, pulled him over to his couch, and lay back.
"Fuck me, fuck me with your hard cock," she urged. "I want you to pound my pussy, pound me hard," she panted.
James was just getting between her legs when she grabbed his cock, lined it up with her wet pussy, and pulled him inside her. Her hands were on his ass pulling him hard into her and he decided she would let him know if she were hurting her and soon was driving into her with all his weight.
Violet was cumming over and over. She'd feel the aching rising, peaking, and exploding inside her followed by a displaced feeling, almost as if she were watching James McKnight's white ass raising up, then slamming down between her thighs. It was a vivid scene as if he were fucking a strange blonde girl, but she was the one feeling him inside her.
James was gritting his teeth trying to hold off but as the girl came for the fifth time and pulled his mouth to hers he groaned loudly and spewed his cum inside her. In the back of his mind, he hoped she was on the pill and that no one heard them...especially Elizabeth whose office is next door.
Just as her professor was cumming and she was coming down from an exquisite orgasm, the red haze cleared, and Violet found herself under her 230-pound professor...not just under but kissing him passionately while grinding against him. She felt humiliated and horrified and wondered how she'd ever be able to enter his classroom again.
She groaned having gotten herself in this position, but it wasn't his fault. As the man pulled out, a concerned look on his face she blushed and apologized.
"I don't know what came over me. I took a new vitamin this morning...maybe it was the praise or the grade but..." she rolled off the couch.
James pulled on his clothes admiring the perfect body, "I don't know nor do I care. You have As the rest of the year in my class," he smiled. He thought the night back in college with a girl he was studying with was the best sex of his life, but his student just topped that.
Violet shook her head, "Please I didn't do it for that...not sure why, but I'll earn my grades." She didn't bother wiping her crotch wanting to get out of there as fast as she could.



* * *
Violet opened the door with a sigh. "I was hoping you came to your senses," Violet said holding the door open. "I'm ready to go, I guess." She saw Delilah was wearing a pretty flowered dress as Dr. Blackwwod requested.
The tall blonde looked her friend up and down, "No bra?" she asked.
Violet blushed, "No underwear at all. Dr. Blackwood insists it makes the trial more valid removing some of the external devices that inhibit emotions...or something like that."
Delilah laughed, "You are so naive. It's just another arrow in his quiver to seduce you, to get between your legs." She pulled off her summer dress and unclipped her bra, then pulled off her panties.
"What? What are you doing?" Violet asked.
"I'm not going to watch you succumb to his charms while I don't and later accuse me of having external devices inhibiting me," she laughed. She pulled her dress back on and looked in the mirror. As she had smaller breasts it wasn't quite as obvious as on her shorter yet more buxom friend. "There. We're even. Let's go show them that girls can be strong, especially with the love of Jesus giving us strength."
Violet headed to her car, put her hand on the door handle, and looked at her friend. "Delilah, I'm going to say it once more. You need to stay here. I'll be fine. I can't stress enough how badly this will turn out for you if you come with me." She thought about all she'd gone through and couldn't face it if her friend had to go through the same nightmare.
"Thanks, Vi, but you'll see. I'll be fine. I've been looking forward to this. I love a good challenge. Come on, and I want to see where you grew up," she chuckled seeing the short girl, "so far."
Violet shook her head and got into the car. Dr. Blackwood had been delighted to hear another student would be joining them. 'He'll love Delilah,' Violet thought. 6' tall, lithe, perky tits, and athletic. She remembers her benching pressing 150 lbs. without any training. Tommy Drake was straining to bench some weight and commented as Delilah walked by wearing lycra, "Hey, babe. Want to spot me by sitting on my face?" She'd come over chuckling, "perhaps you should work on getting muscles first, girls later." It came down to her being dared to outlift him. He had 120 ponds with the bar and she easily benched that. When she added 30 pounds the boy couldn't budge it, she easily lifted it off him, then did 10 reps. So, Delilah looks at everything as a challenge...Dr. Blackwood's trial is just another test of her inner strength.
She moaned now realizing had she phrased everything differently and Delilah didn't view it as a challenge...too late now. She started the car dreading if this turns out badly for her close friend. As she drove off she thought that a visit to Derek was in order. Delilah might need some toys next week.
"Violet! Come on in. This is your friend Delilah? Good to meet you...want something to drink?" Dr. Blackwood asked gracefully as he shut the door behind the two girls. As a 5' 6" man he'd fantasized about tall girls for years. Every tall girl that he had as a student, he'd wished would come to him to get a better grade. He felt that anticipatory throbbing as he scanned her lithe form.
There were now four chairs facing the couch along with the cameras. She was surprised to see her old American History teacher, Brian Watkins along with James Stanton, and Gerald Blair. Outnumbered four to two, she thought.
The girls both asked for water and after Marvin brought two bottles over he had them sit next to each other on the couch. Delilah felt vulnerable as the couch was low and it made it hard to be modest with her long legs. Violet had no such issue and carefully tucked the dress between her thighs.
James brought over a clipboard, handing it to Delilah. "Please read through this so there are no surprises. It's a non-disclosure agreement, which I'm sure Violet mentioned to you." He pointed to the cameras, "The purpose of these is twofold. As you know men in my position have been accused of, let's call it sexual impropriety, valid or not. This protects me as I would never," he looked back at his fellow teachers, 'nor would they ever lay a hand on you without permission. Then there's the study. I want more than my memory and my notes when I review the tests. Is that an issue with you?" he asked.
Delilah read through the form, then shook her head and signed it. "No issue. Let's get started."
"Great." He went and sat down, hit buttons on the three cameras then sat. "Ok, a series of questions. I'll run through a few with Violet first, then I'll ask you similar questions. This is to get a baseline. Questions?"
Delilah shook her head. 'This is nothing,' she thought, 'there had to be something that caused Violet to whore herself out.'
Marvin asked a series of questions dealing with science, math, geography, entomology, geography, and anatomy. Then he asked similar questions of Delilah, scribbling notes along the way.
"Good, good, don't worry if you feel you got any wrong. The point is to compare your cognitive abilities with and without Release," he said as he prepared to turn on the large monitor.
"Release?" the tall blonde asked.
"Sorry, it's a name in progress, but that's a trial name we're calling the supplement," he said. He turned on the monitor. "I'd like you to view these pictures and videos, Delilah, does nudity offend you?"
The girl shook her head. She'd seen naked men, men with erections. She thought they were laughable. How humiliating would it be to have that grotesque projection sticking out? "I'm good. Genesis tells of man and woman comfortable in their nakedness. It was sin that created shame. Also, Job 1:21, 'Naked I came from my mother's womb and naked I shall return,'" she said defiantly.
Marvin was thrilled. This might be the best type of subject to truly see how Release opens a person up, "Good. Then these shouldn't bother you. I'd like to capture your responses," he looked at Violet, "We were monitoring heart rate, temperature, O2 level, etc. with Violet, but," he pointed to a new camera in the center, "This will capture most of that without the annoying wires."
Let's start with logic problems. He asked both girls similar questions, and problems and jotted down their responses.
"This one is for you, Delilah, tell me as many synonyms for this," he turned on the TV.
Delilah shook her head, 'figures,' she thought, 'as if this will get me naked,' "It's a penis or a dick."
"Any other words?" Marvin asked with his pen poised.
"Um, cock. Male genitalia? That includes the scrotum though," she said.
"Ok," he hit the remote. "Synonyms?"
"Pussy, vagina, twat, bits...um, female genitalia..." she blushed. For some reason seeing the female sex organs was more arousing that the male sex organs.
"Ok, good. Let's go on and check your visual responses. Relax, open your minds, and process what you see," he said softly as he hit play.
The two blondes watched the pictures of mountain streams, fields of flowers, beaches, isles in the middle of the ocean, and other scenes. Then there were swimmers on the beaches, topless sunbathers, couples on nude beaches, men with their cocks dangling between their legs, men with rigid erections, then couples engaged in various acts. First, a kneeling woman was sucking on a cock, then a close-up of her stretched lips wrapped around the cock.
"Is this necessary?" Delilah asked. "So? You're showing us porn?"
Marvin smiled as he stopped the show, "Just for baseline purposes. I am happy you're being honest. That's exactly what I want. If this is offensive, needless bullshit without any prurient interest, say so. This trial needs honest subjects like you," he said softly. "However, I can stop it if you find it too offensive and we can go on to the next phase."
Delilah shook her head, "It's not offensive, just laughable. I have no idea why men find this s arousing," she looked at Violet. "Don't you agree?"
Violet was licking her lips with the close-up of the woman sucking on the cock. Her nipples were poking out and she was flushed.
Delilah laughed, "Go on. I guess Violet has another opinion."
Marvin had noticed Violet was getting aroused, a lot more than in previous sessions. There was something about her suggesting within a half hour there'd be no need for Release. She was expressing lustful feelings he'd not seen from her outside of the influence of the supplement. He hit play and the pictures became more graphic.
Violet was breathing heavily, her legs crossed as she was bouncing her top leg. Delilah was looking blankly at the scenes apparently unaffected except for a look of defiance. She was glancing disapprovingly over at her friend periodically.
Dr. Blackwood stopped the slide show, then selected video. The screen was filled with a slurping mouth bobbing on a huge black cock. He was happy to hear the tall blonde suck in air seeing that. Her first overt reaction, though perhaps the physiometrics will show something. Did that arouse her? She was no longer tense and in her relaxed state, she wasn't as concerned with her modesty. It would be nice to see more of her natural pussy, but he can be patient. Ok, maybe not that patient, he thought licking his lips. Delilah again reacted and he looked at the screen. A woman's lips and tongue were pleasuring another woman's pussy.
Delilah watched the increasingly explicit videos no longer keeping her knees together. Why was her crotch throbbing? Could women get erections? She knew penises filled with blood causing them to get rigid, what could get rigid on a woman? She glanced at her friend, 'Violet, get hold of yourself,' she thought. Her hand was inches away from her sex as if wanting to touch her...private place, which is a sin in the eyes of God. Matthew says 'if your right-hand causes sin, cut it off and throw it away,' she thought. A bit extreme, perhaps cutting off the member causing the temptation would be a better solution. She wanted to chuckle thinking that but she felt a strange rush with the next video.
Two blond girls were kissing, their hands freely exploring each other's bodies. It was odd that there were so many similarities between the girls on the large screen between her and Violet...was that intentional? How could it be, Dr. Blackwood had never seen her. Their mouths were all over each other's bodies and she could feel the cute girl's lips on her nipples. What would that feel like? she wondered. Then the girl moved down...could she? Would she? She caught herself sucking in air as the short girl buried her face between the taller girl's legs. Unconsciously she'd opened her legs as if giving the girl better access while licking her lips. She had no idea she'd loudly gasped. 'This is a sin, bad sin...I wonder if Violet now that she's become looser would do that to me?' she thought.
The men looked at each other. All four had their arms crossed in their laps hiding their discomfort but both girls were now looking more intently at the screen and were unaware of their aroused state. The look of scorn was gone on the tall one's face and she'd slid down, her legs slightly open letting them get a glimpse of her bare pussy. Then as the blonde in the video penetrated her lover's glistening lips, her legs opened more. Her labia were swollen and flared showing her pink offering to the men. "This was so much better than Basic Instinct," Brian whispered to the other men.
Dr. Blackwood stopped the video. "Ok, let's take a break. Girls, if you could take the pills next to you, we'll get started in 20 minutes with the base questions in phase two."
Both girls took the pills and then straightened their dresses. They looked at each other as if wanting to say something then headed down the hall to the bathroom. Inside, Delilah looked at her friend.
"I can see why you gave into temptation. These are stimulating but it's just another test of our commitment to our Lord. You have to get hold of yourself. You looked like you wanted those men to screw you right there. Listen to these words, Corinthians 6:18: Flee from sexual immorality. Every other sin a person commits is outside his body, but the sexually immoral person sins against his own body.' Do you hear that? What you are lusting after is not just a sin but a sin against your own body," she said looking at the girl.
Violet felt like crying. First, because she knew what was about to happen but also because her friend was too good, too pure, and too strong to be crushed by the intense carnal desires soon to flood her consciousness. She hugged her friend, the first friend she'd made at University. "I love you, Delilah. I love you so much and please, please, please stay strong. Stay strong for both of us."
Delilah hugged her friend now aware of her huge breasts pressing against her chest. She felt the rush she'd felt before seeing the two girls having sex. She dismissed those thoughts proudly, 'Temptation be damned. I am filled with God's love,' she thought.
They went back out and sat back on the couch, carefully pulling their hems down. Dr. Blackwood took a swig of water and picked up his clipboard. "You girls ready for the second phase?"
Delilah answered quickly, "Sure. This is a lot easier than I thought. Do the questions get harder?" She wondered what the first signs would be when the pill took effect. So far, nothing.
Marvin smiled, "Things get harder. Or easier. Depends on your response to Release. Phase two is more reactive. In this phase the subject will dictate how the rest of the session goes, Violet can tell you about that," he smiled at the smaller blonde.
Delilah smiled, "she told me some but mostly she said that she'd signed the NDA, which is fine. I wouldn't press her on that." She patted her friend's leg, "Let's do it. I like a good challenge."
Dr. Blackwood had a series of questions similar to the bank the girl's answered previously. Both aced them until Violet's demeanor changed.
Delilah looked over at her friend with alarm. She was flapping her dress off her chest as if it were boiling hot, let it was slightly cool. Dr. Blackwood asked her the simplest question yet, "What are the largest freshwater lakes in the world called?"
"Um, shit! I know this...they're...they're...um Aral Sea?" she blurted out. She looked at her friend, "oh, God, Delilah, I'm so sorry! Go! Get out of here," she cried.
"Vi! What's wrong with you," she asked. She wanted to stop whatever was going on as her friend was stroking her legs, getting closer and closer to her sex. "We need to stop this," she urged.
Dr. Blackwood was unfazed. "Delilah, which state has the most peaks 14,000 feet or higher?"
"Colorado, please stop. What did that pill do to my friend?" she asked.
"Hmmm. How much do you weigh? I might have miscalculated the dosage," he asked.
"127," she said softly, "I'm..." she looked at Violet as she felt the girl's leg press against hers.
"No, no, don't worry about it. You look great. It's just that Violet said you were around 115. It's just taking a bit longer for Release to hit your system. So, where was I? Oh, Violet, how many bones are in the human body? Approximately."
Violet's legs were spread and was now openly rubbing her pussy. She tried to focus, "Um, 1,100 or something, but," she giggled, "Depends. Sometimes men have an added one...sometimes as large as the humerus," she was looking at the men's crotches. Her fingers were now overtly stroking her wet slit.
Delilah started to pull the girl's hand out of her crotch, "Um Violet. Remember Matthew..." She looked at Dr. Blackwood and over at the dead fireplace, "Did you turn up the heat in here?" she asked. Her left hand was pulling on the top of her dress while her right hand was now stroking her friend's pussy. 'So different without hair, it feels nice,' she thought. Then she pressed a finger inside marveling at how silky smooth she was.
Violet's leg draped over her friend's and she was playing with her nipples. She was panting, her face was flushed and her labia were fully engorged. she rocked her body on the couch so as to pull off her dress and was soon naked.
"What synonyms do you have for this organ," he said pointing to the monitor.
"Penis, johnson, dick, cock, fuck-member, rod, shaft, pee-tool, um, man-flesh...I'm sure there are more," she panted as she felt inside her friend's cunt..
"This?"
"Cunt, vagina, pussy, twat, slit, honey-pot, beaver, pleasure hole...hell, um, muff, quim...I don't know. I'm sure there are more." she said, her face flushed as she kept looking at Violet's wet pussy and her fingers pressing into her.
Dr. Blackwood no longer was trying to hide the tent in his pants as he watched Delilah finger-fuck her friend while Violet was pulling off her dress. He looked over at Brian and winked, "Told you," he said softly.
"I love you, Delilah," Violet sighed, "Feels so good," she panted. "Oooohhh," she sighed as Delilah pulled her hand out of her twat and stood up, sucking the juices off her glistening finger.
The taller blonde tore her dress off and then slid onto the floor between her friend's wide-open legs. She kissed her way up the insides of her creamy thighs quickly arriving at her goal. The humid scent of her friend's sex was driving her crazy. She wasn't even aware her furry blonde crotch was presented to the four men as she arched her back.
Her labia were spread apart revealing a good half-inch of pink on each side of her glistening slit. She had firm muscular ass cheeks and her brown puckered hole was slick with her juices. The men looked at each other as if wondering who should go first.
Gerald was the first to free his cock and the other four soon followed. Br. Blackwood held up a finger, all business in contradiction to the angry tent in his pants.
As Dr. Blackwood asked another question, Delilah pressed her face into Violet's pussy, the wet sounds of the girl's tongue lapping up the flowing juices echoed in the room. "Delilah, what is the region on a woman between the vulva and the anus?"
"Ummm, mmmmppphh, ahh," she mumbled before looking back at the man. Her eyes went wide seeing the four cocks being stroked, "Um...ohhhh, um, she said licking her lips. She was now rubbing her pussy while looking back. 'So big, so many. Why was this wrong,' she wondered. 'She tastes so good, my pussy feels so good...how can any of this be wrong? Violet loves it when I nibble on her clitoris and making my friend happy has to be right, just has to be.'
"Delilah, do you know the region between the vulva and the anus?" he asked again ignoring Violet's explosive orgasm.
Violet was humping against her face while crying out obscenities as she came. Sucking on her pussy until she went limp she finally responded, "The, um...the vaganus?" she guessed before diving between Violet's thighs again. This time she pushed her legs up and was licking the girl's anus and perineum.
Violet was grunting loudly as her friend probed her ass and pussy alternatively. She was just recovering from a tremendous orgasm and feeling the firm tongue probe her ass was triggering another one.
"Delilah, which cock would you like in your cunt?" Marvin asked as Violet started groaning more loudly again.
Delilah wanted to keep sucking on her friend's delicious cunt...what a perfect word, cunt. Not a soft word like pussy, but a hard word, a word evoking being stabbed with a hard cock. Cock...cunt, perfect pairing. She wanted to answer and thought about the most arousing video showing a girl eating pussy while a guy fucked her. "Mmmmmph, um, none, I want someone to fuck Violet while I lick her," she panted, "any of you can fuck my virgin cunt while I taste her fucked cunt." There was a strange purple haze to everything and she wondered why she never noticed the hair on her pussy before, but she could feel each follicle, and her nipples! Burning points in need of a mouth or two to cool them off was her thought.



Violet was in a red haze and being pleasured by Delilah seemed to make sense. There was a lull between orgasms so she gently pushed her friend's face off the crotch. She loved her and wondered how she tasted. She pulled Delilah up and laid her on the couch.
"Brian, Gerald, why don't you go first?" he nodded over at the two girls. Violet and Delilah were now wrapped in the 69 position, the smaller blonde on top, her ass up as if expecting a cock.
"Oh fuck!" Delilah cried out as Violet drove her tongue between those open pink petals. She couldn't understand why she'd never done this before, the feelings, the tastes, the heady aromas. She noticed a shadow above her...there! A huge veiny rod followed by a heavy fleshy ball sack dragged across her face. She tilted her head back, opened her mouth and a large hand guided his cock between her lips. Wow! This was another taste altogether, salt, urine, sweat. She wrapped her lips around him sucking as he thrust into her mouth. She vowed by the end of the day she'd taste all of the men.
Gerald grinned at Brian who was on his side at the head of the couch, shifting his body and pressing his cock into the tall blonde's virgin pussy. He looked down at the full creamy ass and the cute blonde's mouth eagerly sucking on his cock. 'This fucking babe knows how to suck!' he thought. 'But all week I've dreamt of fucking Violet's tight cunt again,' he reluctantly pulled out of Delilah's mouth then pressed his cock against the slick tight opening.
Delilah was fascinated both watching the massive member plunge into her friend's cunt and hearing Violet cry out happily. Her tongue explored both members as the fat head popped into Violet's slick hole. She was thinking that this man should be grateful she prepared her hole for his fat cock.
"Oh my fucking God! Fuck me, fuck my cunt," she cried.
Delilah was sucking on the union between these two when she let out a low moan feeling increasing pressure against her pussy. Her attention shifted to the feeling of her hymen being stretched and ripped. She cried out in pain as the cock popped through, burying itself deep inside her.
Brian smiled considering it had been 25 years since he'd popped a cherry, and if his memory served him, none as tight as this babe's. She was softly crying out with each thrust but it didn't slow him down, it felt too fucking good.
Delilah was no longer paying attention to the sloshing fucking mere millimeters from her face, but waiting for the pain to recede. For some reason, the purple haze was turning redder as small bolts of pleasure shot out from her cunt.
Gerald was grabbing Violet's ass and remembering last week, slid his thumb into her rectum. She came instantly and he couldn't understand how a girl could orgasm that many times, but he really didn't care. He wanted the other babe to suck his balls while he fucked this one.
Violet came down from yet another powerful explosion and pressed her lips on Delilah's clit. Her friend was no longer letting out little yips but was now grunting with each thrust of the man's cock into her pussy. As she sucked and nibbled on her hard nub, she could hear her nearing orgasm.
"Delilah, suck my balls," Gerald ordered. When she didn't respond he reached between his legs, pressing his scrotum against her mouth. She instantly sucked on his left testicle, her tongue gently bathing it. Then she took the other into her mouth. He groaned in pleasure wishing he could have another of these eager sluts lick his asshole.
Delilah's brain was now masked in a brilliant crimson haze as an incredible aching grew in her bladder or somewhere near there. The most pungent odors she'd ever experienced coupled with a pair of huge balls being stuffed into her mouth increased the arousal. Her explosion came quickly as she thrust her hips up, lifting her friend up as her insides erupted. She wondered if there might be permanent damage but had the idle thought it would be worth it.
Brian was having trouble staying inside the girl and was just about to cum when she writhed so violently that he popped out. He grabbed his cock and stroked it rapidly.
Violet felt the fat cock slap against her face as streams of hot cum splattered onto her face. She ignored the cream now dripping off her forehead and cheeks and went back to sucking on her friend's pussy.
Gerald was getting close and seeing Brian jerk off of Violet's face he decided to do the same thing. He pulled out and stroked his cock pointing right at Delilah's face.
The girl opened her mouth seeing what he wanted and groaned happily as the first salty jet splashed against the back of her throat. She'd never tasted anything so arousing and when the third jet shot into her mouth she wrapped her lips around the plump head and came a second time in her life. The colors were changing to purple again as she swallowed the man's sperm.
After the two men climbed off the couch, Violet rolled off and stood. She was about to wipe the cooling cum off her face when Delilah stood and licked the dripping deposit. When her friend finished she met her lips and the two naked girls opened their mouths and kissed passionately in the middle of the room.
Marvin stood up, pulled off his clothes, and nodded at James. They came up behind the two girls, Marvin behind Delilah, and James behind Violet. He had to stand on his toes so his hard cock reached the tall girl's cunt, but she bent her legs to make it easier for him.
"Oooooohh," Violet squealed happily as she felt the skinny cock drive into her pussy from behind. She heard and felt Delilah's similar response as Dr. Blackwood's shorter but fatter cock must have entered her pussy. It was nice being stabbed by a hard cock while feeling a woman's breasts and hairy pussy rub against her.
Marvin smiled over the girls' shoulders at James as the two girls moaned loudly into each other's mouths. 'Damn, this chick's ass feels good," he thought. She feels so firm, so taut he wondered if she'd be as tight in her ass? James apparently had the same thought as he'd pulled out to grab the tube of jelly.
Violet moaned happily feeling the cool gel being shoved into her ass. She saw James hand the tube to Dr. Blackwood just as the skinny cock pressed hard against her puckered hole before popping in. His was nice, she thought. She felt Delilah tense up so she slid a hand down to finger her pussy.
Delilah was feeling more stimulation than she'd ever experienced. Her nipples were popping against her friend's, her pussy was being skillfully stroked, and a burning pressure against her asshole was increasing. "Mmmmmmmmpppphhh, mmmmmmppphh," she grunted into Violet's mouth as Dr. Blackwood's cock drove into her ass. It wasn't burning as much and felt intriguingly full. What would a cock in each hole feel like? she wondered. That thought triggered another orgasm.
Delilah found out as the rest of the afternoon sped by. She became aware of her surroundings and her condition late in the afternoon. She was lying on the dining room table scooping cum out of her pussy and licking his fingers off. The purplish haze was fading she became aware that she was not only naked but her legs were also splayed out, she had hickeys and red marks all over her body. Then there were the feelings between her legs. Her pussy felt bruised and her ass stung. Then there was the horrible taste in her mouth. What had she been eating? She yanked her gross fingers out of her mouth, wiping her hands on her bare thighs. She quickly rolled off the table, but her legs buckled as she tried to stand. She felt dizzy and exhausted. Violet came over and caught her.
"Here, drink this. Relax, it's just water," she said softly.
Delilah let her naked friend hold her as she downed the entire bottle. She was now remembering all that happened, all she said, all she thought, and all she did. What mortified her wasn't that the men used her, she remembered using them. Begging them to fuck her cunt and ass and then 'please, please, please cum in my mouth.' She started crying, feeling warm and comforted as Violet embraced her.
"It's alright. You're alright. You've not been injured and soon this will be just a memory," she said soothingly. Violet held her friend and glared at the men to back off. Gerald had been stroking his cock while holding the tube of gel. These men have no idea when to quit, she thought. Soon Delilah relaxed.
"Are you Ok?" Delilah sighed. "How long...?" she looked around the room.
"You must be really beat. Come on, I was able to get cleaned up in the shower. I drew a bath hoping the drug would wear off soon. It's nice and hot.
Delilah let herself be lifted up and shook off help. "I'm not dizzy anymore, but thanks."
Violet shook her head angrily as Brian suggested he get in the tub with her and then led the girl down the hall.
Delilah looked at her friend, and started crying, "I'm sorry. I'm so sorry I doubted you. There wasn't even a moment where my brain had anything to say about...did I really suck a man's cock after he fucked me in my...?"
Violet nodded, "Three men, actually. You didn't want them to waste it. You sure like cum when you take that pill," she sighed. "You even told the guys fucking me not to waste it inside me."
Delilah looked horrified and put her face in the hot tub and gargled. Then she giggled, "Oh, crap. I'm a vegetarian. Not sure that's on most menus."
The two girls laughed as they held each other. Finally, Delilah roused herself and got up. "Can we go home?" she asked.
Violet nodded, "Let's. I was supposed to go to a party with Marvin as his girlfriend...he wants me to call him Daddy when we are out socially, but I told him there have to be some limits and we agreed on Marvin. Anyhow he agreed you need to get back home so I will fulfill my obligation in a month."
"I love you," Delilah moaned, "Again, I can't believe I didn't listen to you."
They dried off and headed out to the living room. The four men were lolling around watching the two girls, drinks in their hands.
"We'll see you both, same time, same place next week," Marvin said. As Delilah started to protest, he interrupted. "Violet, explain to Delilah what she signed and agreed to." He handed them their checks, "This was money well spent. I got a ton of data to go through."
All the way home, Delilah sat and looked out the window, not saying a word. When they got back, she was surprised when Violet pulled into her parking lot. "I'm not walking home," she said, "why are we here?"
Violet turned off the engine, "you're not going home tonight. I don't want you alone. You can sleep with me tonight."
Delilah nodded. She didn't want to be alone but she looked questioningly at her friend, "um, is it a safe thing to do? I mean we...um we sort of lezzed out there," she said softly.
Violet nodded, "I know. We can talk about that. Come on in, I need dinner," she suddenly laughed, "I didn't have as much to eat as you did."
The two girls giggled all the way up to the second floor. They fell on the bed holding each other. "I had another thought, remember your last physical, your doctor told you to eat beans and soy and other stuff to get more protein in your diet. I think you found a renewable source."
That set them both off and when they finally settled down Violet ordered two pizzas. They sat on the bed, drinking beer and knocking off both pizzas.
"Wow! I wonder how many calories we burned," Delilah asked, "I've never been so hungry."
"We did skip lunch, but let's see how many calories fucking burns," Violet said as she picked up her iPad.
Delilah laughed, "I never in a million years thought I'd hear you say fuck."
"It does seem to roll off the tongue better than 'love-making,' plus what we did today was as far from love-making as it can get."
Delilah nodded and looked at the screen, "This sucks. Men burn 4.5 calories per minute, women 3.1? That doesn't seem fair," she sighed.
"I know, right? So five hours...and trust me, it was the full five hours. Those guys never let us rest, even for a minute. They had to have been taking some sort of pills. Anyhow, 3.1 times 600. 1,860 calories." She sighed, "If we had cocks, it would be, 2,700. Another reason for penis envy. No wonder guys get away with chowing down on Big Macs and crap like that, while we nibble on salads."
Delilah laughed, "I used to think a penis was comical. Sticking out, bobbing around, just looked stupid, but..." she looked suddenly flushed, "but seeing them hard and angry-looking might have been the most intriguing thing I've ever seen in my life."
As they climbed into bed, Violet decided she'd better let Delilah know what to anticipate. "Um, there's something you should know, you know that red haze?"
Delilah looked over, "I saw a purple haze, thought it was sometimes red and sometimes blue...mostly purple."
"Really? That's interesting We need to tell Dr. Blackwood. Anyhow you know about flashbacks?"
"Sure, LSD mini-trips...wait! Are you telling me this, um Release has flashbacks?" she looked horrified. She imaging being in class, showering after phys ed, or visiting home with her dad and her three brothers. That would be a hit, she thought. She might not like it but the men in her family wouldn't even blink. "You've had them?" she asked. Where were you?"
Violet sighed, the first time was here...in bed." She blushed, "I liked it. It was, well, incredible." she said, "This is embarrassing, but well...Matthew would have cut my right hand off, except I used my left hand."
Delilah chuckled, " I was thinking about Matthew, and um, I thought that was stupid. Better to cut off...never mind. You know what I mean."
"You mean Bobbit the poor guy. Yeah, I've become a bit attached to that funny thing between a guy's legs. Let's see, the next time was in my Shakespearian Tragedies class. I ran out, making it to the ladies' room just in time." She shuddered, "Then, remember when you guys were here last Wednesday? You'd just left and I was picking up the plates and glasses when...That would have been hard to explain." she chuckled.
Delilah was idly stroking between her legs as Violet was telling her about the flashbacks wondering if she'd actually welcome one.
"But there were less fortunate ones," she said softly. "You know James McKnight?" Violet asked. She saw Delilah's arm moving and pulled her over so her arm was draped over her chest. She stroked her friend's stomach as she recounted the worst time.
"The Shakespeare guy?" Delilah looked up at Violet, "Please don't tell me...he's so fat."
"Yeah, he is. But. let's see, 30 minutes at 4.5 calories...I helped him burn off 135 calories," she sighed.
"Oh wow. You help anyone else with their weight problem?" Delilah asked.
"You don't know him, but there's a store and...well, conveniently there's a room in the back," she blushed. She was now running her hand onto Delilah's chest feeling her hard nipples. Her friend not only didn't mind, but she pulled up her shirt.
"Which store?" the tall blonde asked.
Violet blushed, "that erotica store near the bookstore," she said softly.
"You went in there?" the girl asked, "Wow! That took guts. I was going to say balls, but..." she sighed as Violet circled her nipple and she felt her pussy throb. "I remember, you bought the gag gift for Sarah. At least he was a cute guy?"
Violet nodded, "very cute, very surprised, and very happy." she sighed, "he had no need to burn any calories," she sighed.
Delilah felt a small surge of arousal, "Um, can I ask? Did you buy anything for yourself or was it just Sarah's gift?"
Violet pulled herself out from under Delilah and opened the bottom drawer on her bedside table. She pulled out the 10" dildo, the 5" dildo, and the nipple clips. She handed them to Delilah and lay back down, "I thoroughly clean them after every use," she said softly, "I mean if you want to..."
Delilah was fascinated by the huge cock. She looked up at her friend, "Every use? How often is that?"
"Every night," Violet blushed. "It feels nice, I like it."
Delilah nodded, "And these? What are they for?" she asked as she squeezed the clips, "For nipples?"
Violet nodded, "Here," She pulled down the covers exposing the girl's breasts then attached each clip.
Delilah sighed, it's nice, but...holy shit!" she spat when Violet turned on the power. She arched her back and opened her legs. Her fingers were now rubbing harder and she felt the aching begin.
Violet put down the control and crawled under the covers. Delilah opened her legs wanting her friend to do what just 24 hours ago would have been abhorrent to her. "Oh, wow," she sighed as Violet's tongue traversed the slit on her throbbing pussy. She could get used to this feeling, the tingling that grows into an ache followed by almost agonizing pain before everything explodes. No wonder Violet uses those dildos.
Just as she was thinking that Violet was pressing the lubed 10" dildo against Delilah's swollen wet slit. She never stopped licking as the fat plastic cock slid inside the girl.
Delilah was humping against the fat shaft now plunging into her while feeling everything she'd thought about starting to boil up. "Oh, fuck Vi, that feels so fucking good," she panted as the tingling became an ache. Her nipples felt incredible and she wondered how they'd feel with the purple haze.
Violet planted her mouth on Delilah's clit, her tongue rapidly flicking against the nub while fucking the girl's sopping hole with the huge dildo. Her arm was getting tired but she wasn't going to stop until her friend came. She lifted her shoulder allowing Delilah access to her breast which triggered her orgasm.
Delilah felt all the stimuli cause everything to peak but it was the incredibly soft feel of Violet's breast that made everything explode. "Of fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuccckkkk!" she groaned as she felt the wonderful jolts flow through her body.
Violet stopped licking and pulled the long toy out of Delilah's pussy with a sucking sound. She placed the toys on the table, freed up the girl's nipples, and lay down next to the naked panting beauty.
Delilah mumbled she needed to take care of Violet but the shorter girl just shook her head, kissed the girl, and then turned off the lights. They were both sound asleep within seconds.
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"I'm ready to explode," Travis moaned. "She told me she'd let me just get to feel what it's like then changed her mind when I was right there. We were nearly naked...ok, bra and panties, and I've never been so fucking hard."
Alice Darby stopped by the door hearing her son's voice. 'Shit! Who's he talking to?' she wondered, 'Jason, has to be Jason,' she thought.
" I know, Rob told me...told me they fucked every day for the last year," her son moaned, "and now she doesn't want sex to ruin our relationship? How the hell could sex ruin a relationship?"
Alice wished she could hear the other end of the conversation but Travis's girlfriend Sylvie did have a slutty reputation around town. It was sad that she decided to become virtuous as soon as she started dating Travis. Was Travis still a virgin? He's 20 years old and in college. How is that possible? she thought.
Travis sighed, "And that's the problem she told me. She and Rob just had sex and almost nothing else. I guess she wants a real relationship and hell, I'm all for it, but she...we get almost all the way and it's killing me. My balls are starting to hurt...yeah, sorry. TMI. I love her, but it doesn't sound so bad to have sex ruin a relationship, I mean, just once. Look, I gotta go. Mom's going to be home soon and I told her I'd get the grass cut. Yeah, thanks man, you're a riot...fuck you too," he laughed as he hung up.
Alice ran back to the car, put the two bags of groceries back in the trunk, and then opened and shut the car door just as her tall son came into the garage. "Hey sweetie, can you grab the groceries out of the trunk? I'm making lasagna tonight. Why don't you invite Sylvie over for dinner? Your dad's in LA for the week and it would be nice to have some company."
"Sure Mom, that would be good." He grabbed the bags, easily carrying them into the house. After putting away the groceries, Travis excused himself, "I need to cut the grass then I promised I'd call Sylvie...then I need to shower."
Alice prepared dinner while replaying the conversation she'd overheard. She finished laying out the ingredients and then put it in the oven. She stopped as she closed the oven door with an idea and went into the living room. She opened the DVD case labeled Frozen and swapped the disc with the other one. She placed the new case on the shelf and then put the older disc in the DVD player. Making sure she could still hear the shower running, she hit play then fast forward. She stopped it at the right scene and then turned off the player before heading upstairs to change.
"Get the door, could you, Trav?" Alice asked from the kitchen as she poured a glass of wine. She heard her son greet his girlfriend so she went out to the living room. "Sylvie! Good to see you, wow! That's a great top, silk?" she asked feeling the fabric of the sleeve.
The cute 20-year-old redhead nodded, smiling. She found this great top at the mall and had been eager to show it off. Her budget was blown by this rich purple blouse but she felt it was worth it seeing their looks. It draped over her chest accentuating her perky C-cups, but she thought she looked great in it..better without a bra but she never could get away with that. She might have decided to stay celibate with this great guy but it doesn't mean she has to dress like a nun.
"Wine? Beer?" Alice asked.
"Well...I'm not supposed to drink," Sylvie sighed eyeing the glass of red wine.
Alice laughed, "Travis, grab yourself a beer so Sylvie doesn't feel out of place." She went over and poured the girl a generous glass of Merlot.
Travis was wondering what was going on as she'd never once said he could drink. He pulled out a Ranger IPA and a glass. "Thanks, Mom. What can we do to help?"
"Can you set the table? We should be," she looked at the timer on the oven, "ready to serve in five minutes."
Sylvie had never actually had a glass of wine...she'd had beers before. Her former boyfriend used to, 'prime the pump,' as he used to call it by giving her a few beers. This always got her horny and willing. She didn't think Alice Darby was doing that though she was checking out her figure. She looked back approvingly.
Alice might have been 42 years old, but she was still lithe with her high school body. Being a trainer over at the Rec Center helped. She spends 8 hours a day helping her clients while demonstrating on all the machines, often with more weight than they will be using.
After dinner, Alice asked if they'd like to watch the latest Chris Pratt movie. "Dan picked it up before he went out of town and we never got to watch it. He'll be pissed I watched it without him, but sucks to have to travel like that," she smiled.
Sylvie helped Alice take the plates into the kitchen. As they put the food away, Alice said softly, "That blouse is so beautiful and you have such a beautiful figure, but it's not supposed to be worn with a bra."
"Um, my nipples...you know," the girl blushed.
Alice laughed, "I know. I know. It comes as such a shock to men they discover we have nipples. Where do they think we put them when we're not having sex with them? But if you're comfortable wearing a bra with that, screw fashion," she smiled.
Sylvie shook her head, "Actually, no. I hate bras. Is there a place I can change?" she asked.
Alice pointed to the bathroom down the hall, "Or you can just go into the garage. I'll make sure no one comes in." Then she smiled, "Screw that." She closed the kitchen door and pulled off her thin tight lycra workout top and her jog bra. When she pulled the top back on, her nipples were very pronounced. "There, now you won't feel like the center of attention."
As they came back out, Travis did a double take. Both his mom and Sylvie were now braless. Mom's perky breasts were visible under the lycra top. He'd never noticed before she had large nipples with eraser-sized tips. Sylvie's nipples were poking through the thin silk and her areolas were intriguingly puffy. That was arousing but watching her full breasts bounce made his balls ache even more.
They sat on the couch, Sylvie between Travis and Alice. She had a second glass of wine as Travis's mother turned on the TV, and hit play on the DVD remote. Sylvie was pleased how Travis noticed her breasts especially as they were larger than his mom's.
They let out a gasp and Alice clumsily fumbled the remote onto the floor as a cute redheaded teen was being undressed by her boyfriend. "Oh shit!" She scrambled to pick it back up.
Sylvie's nipples hardened more seeing those perfect breasts getting sucked on by the boy. Also, Travis was trying to hide his attempt to adjust his cock, but she was aware of how fat it had gotten.
"Mom! Have you been watching porn?" Travis chuckled.
"Hell no, I didn't even know we had this, but I'm having a talk with your father." She was about to hit power when she paused it, "Or is this yours?" she asked Travis pointing to the cute redhead with perky breasts. "Seems more than a coincidence. Sylvie, you have a side job?"
Sylvie shook her head, "Those are nice but my nipples swell," she blushed. "Crap, I shouldn't have had this wine."
Travis shook his head, "Not mine but I need to get her name...you know, for research purposes." He put a hand on the remote gently pushing it down. He couldn't imagine watching porn with his mother but now he wanted the scene to play out.
Alice chuckled as she poured more wine into the girl's glass, "Or not enough. Show us," she said. "I want to compare. I swear when you took off your top," she pointed to the screen, "your boobs are almost identical." She looked at the blushing girl, "I'd like to know and if you're too shy to undress in front of my son, he can go do some homework. Travis, don't you have that history paper to do?"
"That'll happen," Travis chuckled. "I'm curious too," he said, "I mean, I've felt them but never seen them. Go stand next to the TV and we'll compare. If you do that, I'll take you to dinner and Marcel's next Friday."
"Sounds like what you'd tell a whore...I can live with that." Sylvie took another long sip of wine and stood. She felt herself getting wet as she handed Travis her glass and then went over to the TV. She slowly unbuttoned her blouse, her eyes on Travis gauging his reaction. How weird was this to be stripping down with her boyfriend's mother right there? She suddenly felt stage fright with the two pairs of eyes in her.
Alice was rewinding to a close-up of the girl's great-looking tits. Satisfied she sat down next to her son and watched the young girl in anticipation. She may have seen the girl in the kitchen, but not in an excited state.
"You know Mom, Sylvie looks, well, like the center of attention. Go over there and take your top off. You know, moral support," he said without hope. But as Wayne Gretzky said, you miss 100% of the shots you don't take.
Alice thought about it. Getting topless in front of her son never occurred to her but it's not like they were going to fuck or anything. She nodded and got up, "You're right. She put down the remote and went over, turned, and faced her son. She pulled off her top, then put her hands on her hips posing. She turned to the blushing Sylvie, "See? It's not that hard." Then she laughed seeing the tent in her son's pants, "Never mind, let's just say something is hard."
Travis was no longer trying to hide his boner, just grinning at the first look at his mom's tits. 'Fuck! Those are so fucking perfect,' he thought. B cups at least with no sag at all.
Sylvie was staring at the woman's breasts and even though she'd seen them in the kitchen, this was a longer and closer look. She finished undoing her top, pulled it off, and unconsciously thrust out her chest proudly.
Alice turned the girl while looking at the screen and back at the bare breasts. "Yours are better. See?" she cupped one, letting it bounce, "firmer and slightly fuller. Travis, come over here and see what you think." She chuckled as her son awkwardly stood, "OK, I think he's showing his appreciation."
Travis came over, first studying the girl on the screen, then Sylvie's. He held his hand just away from a breast, "can I?"
He cupped her breast seeing the girl nod, "I don't know, this actress has pretty spectacular tits," he smiled. "Kidding. These win hands down. First, these nipples." He thumbed the girl's velvety puffy areolas. "These are the best I've ever seen or felt. Mom, feel these, ever felt anything softer?"
Sylvie's knees were getting weak as the boy's rough thumbs stimulated her nipples. Then Alice stepped over and replaced her son's thumbs.
"I am so jealous," Alice sighed. "My nipples are nothing compared to Sylvie's." She put one of her son's hands on her breast, the other on Sylvie's. She felt an electric shock shoot through her pussy as her son stimulated her nipple. She pulled his hand off, "That was a mistake. With your father out of town..." She sighed, "Sorry, Sylvie. I hope we didn't embarrass you, but I'm impressed. You sure won the genetics lottery with those tits of yours," Alice smiled. "Compared to the girl in the video and mine, you win hands down. We should get dressed so Travis doesn't get ideas. On the other hand, I'm comfortable like this," she waved a hand in front of her bare chest, "and as they say, if you got it...and honey, you've got it."
Sylvie felt a surge of pride and wasn't eager to cover herself up. She shrugged and went over and sat back down. She was aware of Travis's eyes on her, but she was glancing over at his mother's firm tear-drop-shaped breasts. She had thoughts she'd never entertained imagining sucking on those nipples.
Alice picked up the remote, "We should turn this off, I know it's inappropriate to be watching this with my son, but I'm curious. I always loved, that is when your father and I watch this type of stuff, I always loved a girl with a nice red bush. So jealous." She looked at the girl, "I'm not trying to embarrass you, but I hope you're not shaved."
Sylvie was blushing more now. She shook her head, saying softly. "Trimmed, but not shaved." She didn't want to add that she'd usually shaved but after she decided to practice abstinence she no longer felt the need.
"Nice," Alice smiled, "Let's see if our heroine has a bare pussy or shaved. She was about to hit play, "Is this alright? I can power this off," she asked.
Both Sylvie and Travis shook their heads, "No, let's find out." Travis smiled. "I like these documentaries," he chuckled.
Sylvie chuckled and looked at her empty glass.
Alice grabbed the bottle and then refilled the girl's glass and then hers. "Ok, let's watch. This is much better than some Chris Pratt movie."
They watched as the girl on the screen was being seduced and when the boy pulled off her shorts, they all groaned. "Well, that was disappointing," Alice said, "Nice pussy, very nice but.." she sighed. "Ok, let's stop watching this. I was hoping for a nice fire-crotch."
Travis chuckled, "Sylvie. Show Mom your fire-crotch. I like that, never heard that one before."
The girl shook her head which was feeling a bit fuzzy after two glasses of wine, "Let's not. So, Mrs. Darby, where did you and your husband meet?" she asked trying to change the subject.
"Call me Alice. Seems strange to be sitting here half-naked with a cute girl and being called Mrs." She said softly. She was considering her answer when Travis replied.
"They met at Cedar Point. One of the scary coasters there," he smiled.
Alice shook her head, "Close, but that's not exactly accurate," she sighed. "It's true that's where we found out our names, but we'd gotten together before...it's complicated. We went there with a group but with dates. His girlfriend and my boyfriend were too scared to ride on any of the better rides there, and I wanted to go and so did Dan."
"So...you didn't meet there?" Travis said. "Why did you lie to me?" he asked. "I mean, what's the big deal if you knew each other before?"
Alice chuckled, "When you asked us how we met, you were what? 10? The true story didn't seem appropriate at the time...or any time. We can keep watching this or..."
Sylvie laughed, "I'm sitting here half-naked with my boyfriend and his mother and you're begging off the truth because it's inappropriate?"
Alice took a sip of wine, "Ok, the first time I met your father, I didn't know it. I know, that makes no sense. I was pledging to my sorority and as part of the hazing...I know, they don't do that anymore, the girls pledging had to," she rubbed her face, "we had to give 22 boys who were in the brother fraternity blowjobs. 22 boys," she said softly. "There were 12 of us girls and we had 12 days scheduled to do it. They scheduled us to go over to the frat house, mine was on a Friday, I think. Six girls never made it, so were dropped."
"You sucked off 22 boys?" Sylvie asked. "Your jaw must have been sore!"
"You have no idea, it was soup, Jamba Juice, and protein shakes for a week after that. Anyhow, the boys all had those black cloth bags over their heads so we naked girls and boys could retain some modesty. They knew us by number. Here come's number 8...and they then rated our skills...a 1 - 10 sort of thing. I was so afraid I'd get 1s," she laughed, "I know, I know. I have no idea why it was anonymous because we'll be partying together and...you know. It had to be funny, I'm sucking their cocks as if we'd never see each other again...anyhow," she paused. We were at Cedar Point, riding those rides and we'd lost our friends. After 6 incredible coaster rides, we just wanted to rest and found a quiet corner. Knowing I'd sucked his cock, but not knowing which cock and he knew I sucked his cock, yet...you get the idea...I asked him jokingly if he wanted another blowjob since no one was around. I have no idea why I said that...I guess I thought the situation was funny, weird but funny." She gulped some wine.
"He simply said, 'Sure,' as if I'd offered him a fry. By the way, Cedar Point fries are the world's best. Shrugging, I looked around and then knelt between his legs." She looked at the two, they were barely breathing. "So, I pulled out his partially hard cock which grew quickly. At first, I wondered which he was but I knew pretty soon. He had the best-looking cock there and had incredible stamina. As soon as I started blowing him he gasped, 'Eight, eight? Is that you?' he asked. I was number 8 so as you can see, we'd previously met but didn't know it."
"Did they cum in your mouth?" Sylvie asked, "I always...sorry," she looked apologetically at Travis, "but I don't like the taste."
Alice nodded, "No, you're right. Most cum tastes pretty bad and those I spit out or used to. If I liked the guy or his cum tasted ok, I'd always swallow. Guys like that," she said.
"Wow! I'm learning so much about my mom...like she was a slut in college," he smiled.
"Travis, what a rude thing to say...was a slut. I'm still a slut! I fantasize, role play, enjoy naked sweaty time with your father," she smiled.
Sylvie shifted, "Um, can I ask? I mean, this is so cool! You had 22 guys rate your cocksucking skills? How did you do? I mean, compared to the other girls?"
"Ok, it sounds like I'm bragging but 8.6," she said proudly, "the next girl got 6.2. It wasn't fair as six of the girls dropped out so got zeros. Maybe they all topped my score, who knows as getting a bunch of zeros sure can bring a score down."
Sylvie sighed, "Um," she glanced at Travis, "My old boyfriend...never mind."
"After everything I've told you you're a bit embarrassed?" Alice laughed.
"He told me I wasn't great. Not very deep and didn't...you know, suck hard enough." Sylvie said softly. She blushed and looked at the boy.
"What an ass," Alice spat, "You're taking his cock that he pees out of into your mouth and it's just not right? Who is this guy? I might punch him in the balls." She looked at the girl and then traced a finger on her pink lips, "perfect mouth. Nice puffy lips. He should count his blessings," she sighed, "Men can be such asses."
"I know, except for Travis," Sylvie sighed, "he's respected my wish to keep our relationship at this level."
Alice chuckled, "He might be but he's sure getting callouses on his right hand."
"MOM!" the boy cried, "You...I...oh shit!" he put his head in his hands.
"Oh come on. You jerk off, I jerk off...though I prefer to think of it as 'rub one out.' Sylvie jerks off, don't you?" Alice asked.
The redhead nodded, "Sure. Every night, especially after a date with Travis. I call it Diddling Miss Daisy. I heard my older sister call it that and I thought it was funny."
"See? We all get self-satisfaction, it's healthy and necessary," Alice smiled. She looked at Sylvie's nipples. "You were replaying a memory. Favorite fantasy?"
The girl nodded, "Yeah, but," she glanced at Travis then patted his knee, "I'll keep that one to myself." She looked at Alice, "What do you fantasize about?" she blushed, "I'm sorry, probably private. I mean, I just can't grasp being with the same man for the rest of my life and I'd guess you fantasize about past lovers."
Alice chuckled, "Why just past lovers, what about future lovers? Hey, a girl can dream, can't she?"
Sylvie smiled, "Wait! If it were me, I'd be replaying sucking on all those cocks." she looked suddenly embarrassed, "except I'd let them do more than cum in my mouth," she said breathlessly.
"That sure would have expedited things. Do you know that it takes 10 and a half hours to suck off 22 guys? Maybe if I had your body it would have been quicker, but..." Alice said as she worked her jaw remembering the pain. She looked at Travis, "What do you fantasize about when you jerk off?" She palmed the redhead's perfect tits, "These?"
Travis sighed, "This can't get weirder but yes...that and getting to lick...her, you know," he said softly.



"Oh say it," Alice said impatiently, "cunt, pussy, snatch, twat...what would you call her honey pot?" she asked as she ran a finger over the crotch of the girl's shorts.
"I call it her pussy," he said as he shifted his cock to a more comfortable position.
"Ok, you want to eat her pussy, then what?" She slipped her hand under the waistband, "Hmmm, she's happy about that. Sylvie, let him tell us what stimulating ideas he has for your taut little body...ok, not all is little." she pulled her hand out of the girl's shorts, licked her glistening finger then cupped the heavy breast. She ran her wet finger around the erect puffy nipple. She smiled over at the panting girl as she reached down to undo her shorts before sliding her hand back inside.
Travis groaned watching this, "Um, she's naked, her legs spread as wide as she can and she cums twice. She's begging me to fuck her but I tell her she vowed we should abstain from making love."
"Making love? Seriously? This girl needs a lot more than making love. She needs a good fucking." She was pumping her finger into the girl's wet pussy, the wet smacking sound echoing through the room, "Sylvie, would you want a good fucking or some lovemaking?"
"I want to be fucked," she panted her hand grabbing the tent on the boy's pants, "I need to be fucked hard to make up for...oh, ohhh, ohhhh!" she cried as her head rolled back, her hips lifted off the couch as she came.
Alice kept pumping and looked at her son. "You heard her. Get your shorts off and help her out. She needs your cock inside her."
Sylvie was panting as she came down, looking at the boy as his cock sprang free, "Yes, yesss, fuck me," she moaned. She pushed her shorts and panties to her ankles before kicking them impatiently off.
Alice knelt and guided her son's cock into the sopping hole. "That's it, sweetie. Fuck your girlfriend's tight hole. Isn't she beautiful? A perfect fire-crotch. My favorite," she said as she leaned down and kissed the girl's damp mat of silky pubic hair.
Sylvie was lying back, pulling on her nipples feeling the boy's fat cock first slide slowly in and then piston into her. Why the fuck did she ever think abstinence was a good idea? Alice's tongue was flicking her clit while her hand was teasing a nipple. The girl had never cum so quickly before nor had she ever cum more than once but she felt everything boiling up.
Travis's balls were aching after the agony of the past few weeks coupled with the incredibly erotic conversation. He was gritting his teeth trying not to watch those large breasts bounce with each thrust and he was relieved when the girl cried out again that she was cumming. He could feel her pussy get tight as if clenching muscles but he was able to hold off.
Sylvie felt the room swim around her as she rode the best orgasm in memory. As she came down she thought about Travis and how he'd been so patient. "Fuck me, Travis, fuck me and cum inside my cunt. I want you to...oh yessss," she hissed as the boy exploded inside her.
Travis felt the exquisite pain rip through his crotch before pulsing away. He spasmed out the last of his sperm inside his girlfriend thinking, 'That was so worth the wait!'
Alice sat up, wiping cum off her face and smiling at the couple. "Better? I made dessert if you're interested." She stroked the girl's sloppy pussy, "Red Velvet cake. Another of our," she looked at her son, "favorite thing to eat." She fingered the girl, "I do like Red Velvet," she sighed.
Sylvie laughed, "You made that?" she asked as she idly rubbed her nipples.
"I did. Would you like to stay the night?" she asked, "The only problem is Travis's bed is a single, but I'll sleep there and you two can have my king."
Sylvie nodded, "Sure, but we're not kicking you out of your bed." She looked embarrassed, "Um, my fantasy? I lost my virginity to my dad," she said softly, "I mean not in my fantasy, but in real life."
"That's terrible," Alice said, "how old were you? Did he force you?"
Sylvie shook her head, "I came to him. Mom was out late at some event and I crawled into bed with him. I was 18 and my boyfriend was saving himself for marriage. I asked him to...you know, be my first."
Alice laughed, "I would have thought he threw you out. I mean, I've met your dad. He's the minister over on Maple."
Sylvie chuckled, "He never hesitated. He pulled off my clothes, got undressed, and...you know the rest." she sighed. "It was good, but I didn't cum...he did, pretty fast."
"So what does that have to do with sharing my bed?" Alice asked.
The girl looked at the two, "I've had dozens of fantasies about a threesome...not just any threesome but a boy fucking his mother as she's licking my pussy," she blushed, "Pretty kinky, huh? It's because it was so erotic being fucked by my father, I want to see...you know."
Alice smiled and looked at her son. "Let's have dessert and make our guest feel at home, what do you say?" she asked.
Travis's cock was again fully erect and he shook his head, "Let's make our guest feel at home then have dessert."
Sylvie stroked her pussy, "I'm filled with his cum. Let me clean up first," she said.
Alice stood and pulled the girl to her feet, "you think eating a bit of cum is going to bother me?" she chuckled. "Come on, you little slut. We're going to make your fantasy come true." She looked at her son stroking his cock, "Wow! Whose genes did that come from? Not your dad's, that's for sure."
Alice led them into the bedroom wondering if letting Travis fuck her was a good idea, then she felt the eager throbbing. Letting? She was almost feeling a need for his hard member. 'Where did he get such an impressive cock?' she wondered, 'not from Dan. Do genes sometimes skip a generation?'
She had a thought, "Travis. Get undressed and sit over there. I am curious how Sylvie 'Diddles Miss Daisy,'' she said looking at the cute girl. "Up to you, but I thought we could compare techniques."
The redhead looked over at her boyfriend and then nodded, "One condition. You teach me how to give a good blowjob," she blushed.
Alice took off her clothes, "Deal. This is going to be fun. I've never rubbed one out with anyone around let alone two people. I'm positively dripping thinking about it," the woman smiled as she pulled off her clothes.
Travis sat unblinking as he saw both his mother and his girlfriend naked for the first time. Mom looked incredible with her tight ass, perky tits, and rippled abs. Sylvie was shorter, a bit curvier but in a lusty way. Larger breasts, wider hips, rounder ass. He'd fantasized about his mother, fantasized about Sylvie but never together. This would have been too outrageous even for his fantasies, but now infinite possibilities were rushing through his head.
Alice climbed onto the right side of the bed, propped up the pillows, and lay back, her legs bent and opened wide. As she watched the cute redhead do the same on the left side she smiled seeing the nice red bush. Unconsciously she was licking her lips remembering a sorority sister with a velvety soft fire-crotch and the night Alice comforted the girl after her boyfriend cheated. Best tasting pussy ever.
Travis was stroking his cock gingerly as he was getting close even though he just came in Sylvie. He wished he'd taped this as he wanted to watch each of them as they rubbed their sopping pussies. So different, yet so alike. Sylvie's pussy was a bit full, and fleshier and opened up revealing her intriguing pink vagina. Mom's was tighter and even though aroused, still firmly closed. What was the same were their erect clits, pink and pronounced. He wanted to pinch them between his lips as he watched them get into it.
Alice sighed looking at the girl, "You've had a head start but the last one to cum has to take that huge cock," she looked over at her son, "in the ass. Ok?"
Sylvie groaned thinking how most of her boyfriends begged her to let them fuck her ass which she always resisted. A cock that size would be a bad idea which made it even more arousing, "Yesss, oh, fuck! You're on and no faking it. Travis can be the judge."
The boy wondered why he would be the judge had never seen a woman orgasm...at least not in a video. He wondered how many of those girls were faking it and how many came quietly or screamed out. On the other hand, who cares? he thought. Win, win! His eyes flicked from his mother to his girlfriend as their faces reddened and their nipples hardened.
Mom was diddling with her clit as she plunged her index and middle fingers into her sopping pussy. Sylvie was using her left hand to rub in a circle around and then onto her clit while pulling on her right nipple. He wondered if it hurt she was pulling so hard filing that away for future sessions.
He could hear the two unique sloshing sounds, his mother's was higher pitched, more like smacking while Sylvie's was wetter, lower-pitched. Then he noticed his cum mixed with the redhead's juices on her fingers and had to take his hand quickly away from his cock.
Sylvie was getting close and looked over at Alice. She felt a rush seeing where the woman's eyes were. She opened her legs wider so her right leg wasn't blocking her view and felt a huge rush as Alice's tongue came out flicking between her lips. She let out a cry as she thrust her pelvis up.
"Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, oh, yessss," she panted as she felt an orgasm as good as her previous rush through her. She was pleased to have won the challenge but also felt a twinge of disappointment as if she missed an opportunity.
Alice groaned as she was close, so close, and wanted to cum first but the writhing redhead was the trigger she needed.
Tavis gripped the arms of the chair wanting to grab his cock as both women were cumming down from what looked like real orgasms. You couldn't fake those, he thought. It didn't get any easier as the two women rolled together and kissed.
Travis couldn't wait so he climbed onto the bed and shoved his cock into his mother's pussy without preamble.
Alice moaned into the girl's mouth as she felt her son's cock stretch her wide, his stomach slapping against her ass. She lifted an arm as the boy reached around to grab her breast.
Sylvie was pressing her mouth to the older woman's as she panted coarsely. She broke the kiss and worked her way down her body to the open legs. She moaned seeing the incredible sight of a mother's cunt filled with her son's cock. She almost came without touching herself. She pressed her mouth against the pussy and the cock, swallowing the copious juices.
Travis rolled onto his back still spearing his mother's pussy so that Sylvie would have more access. He moaned loudly feeling the girl's lips on his cock and balls. He wished he'd taped this thinking it was just about the most erotic thing they could be doing. He was squeezing his mother's tits as he thrust into her gaping pussy.
Sylvie's hand was diddling her pussy as she sucked Alice's clit. Her face was smeared with juices while Travis's wet balls slapped against her chin. Then she changed tactics and licked from Travis's ball sack up his slick shaft and then to Alices' clit. She repeated that over and over hearing both moan in response.
Both Alice and her son came at the same time, crying out as the bot pumped his sperm into his mother's womb. Sylvie planted her mouth onto the joint between the two wanting to taste Travis's cum.
She sat up wiping her face and grinning at the two who were kissing passionately. When she crawled up, they swapped mouths, kissing each other. They fell asleep intertwined like that until in the wee hours, Alice opened her eyes seeing Travis behind the girl who was on all-fours. She was thinking of falling back to sleep but instead crawled under the girl so she could lick her pussy.
Sylvie eagerly pressed her mouth onto the woman's cunt, groaning loudly as she enjoyed the cock and tongue stimulating her clit and pussy. Travis was thrusting hard into her and she was now the recipient of both a tongue and a cock pleasuring her pussy. She never thought of herself as bisexual but she must be as she relished the taste of the woman's cunt.
Alice was thinking she'd like to get Sylvie alone as she was the most enthusiastic pussy eater she'd met, plus as hot as it was feeling her son's ball sack slap against her face, she wanted to taste all of the girl. She pinched and pulled on the girl's pale nipples as if milking her making the girl's gasps against her pussy more ragged. She made her tongue rigid and attacked the girl's swollen nub and soon heard the girl cry out.
Sylvie couldn't imagine having sex again with just a boy, or perhaps with two boys with one licking her pussy. All the stimulation got to be too much and she came hard, arching her back and grinding her pussy hard against Travis. She was wondering if any of her former boyfriends' mothers were as great as Travis's as she collapsed onto Alice's soft body.
Alice gently pushed the girl off and took her son's cock in her mouth, stroking his balls. At first, the boy gently rocked his hips into his mom's mouth but as she pulled on his ass began fucking her throat as if it were her pussy.
Sylvie had recovered and crawled around behind Travis, kissing his ass cheeks. As he laid into moth-fucking his mother, her tongue explored the tight cleft until she found his puckered hole.
Travis was in heaven. His cock was deep down his mother's throat, her beautiful naked body laid out under him while his girlfriend was tonguing his ass. He was trying to hold off cumming but he knew that would be futile. He was trying to remember what his friends called what Sylvie was doing and just as he thought of it. 'A rimjob!' he peaked and came, feeling his mother's throat clench with each spurt as he swallowed.
Again they fell asleep, naked limbs intertwined.
Later Alice was awakened by Travis spooning her. His cockhead was sliding across her wet slit searching for the opening. She moaned and signaled him to wait then rolled off the bed. She came back with a tub of lube. She prepared his cock and her ass then resumed the spooning. "Take it slow...not...Ohhhh, fuck!" she hissed as the boy's fat cock popped into her rectum.
Travis thought a tight pussy was as close to heaven as he could get, but his mother's anal ring gripped his cock like a vise. She was making the most arousing deep guttural sounds, unlike anything he'd ever heard.
Alice loved a good ass-fucking but perhaps she overestimated her ability to take a large cock. The stinging which normally faded to pleasure wasn't fading that fast. Strangely enough, she could feel the pleasure part but wished the pain would subside.
Sylvie woke hearing the grunts and looked over at the two on the moonlit bed. Alice's face was a half foot from the girl's pussy so she slid her ass over gasping as Alice's mouth clamped onto her sopping pussy. This was great but she wanted to taste pussy again so she rolled around so she was 69ing the older woman. This was much better as Travis's cock wasn't blocking access to her tasty hole.
Alice was so wrapped up in the taste of the younger girl's pussy and her pussy being eaten she'd not noticed the stinging had faded and all she felt now was pleasure. The aching in her womb was rising and within a few minutes of this new position she came.
Sylvie licked harder, swallowing the flood of cum as the woman orgasmed on her face. She was impressed at how many times she'd cum but Alice had to have had twice as many orgasms.
Travis felt his balls begin to boil as his chest slid slickly along his mother's sweaty back with each of his thrusts. He wondered if he'd ever be satisfied with a nice tight pussy again. He was savoring the tight ring gripping his entire shaft when Sylvie's mouth found his tightening ballsack.
Alice was close to passing out from her explosive orgasm and felt her head spinning as her son filled her rectum with his hot sperm.
* * *
4:23 AM. The three were sitting around the kitchen table, naked, savoring the sweet Red Velvet cake between sips of ice-cold milk.
"That was a lot of fun," Sylvie said. You are an incredible cunt-eater. Best I've had done to me. How was it in your butt?" she asked, "a few guys wanted to but I never had the nerve..."
"It is great. I love a good butt-fucking, though it's a lot easier with his dad. I'll show you how it's done," Alice said as she took another bite of the cake. "I was thinking, you both have the next week off as it's spring break and Dan's out of town for the next week...why don't we explore all of our fantasies and make them a reality?"
Sylvie and Travis nodded, "We were going to drive down to Daytona Beach...wait. Let's drive down and Mom can come along," he grinned. "I mean, I do have that fantasy about Sylvie getting taken at a party by a bunch of guys...suddenly it includes you Mom."
The two girls looked at each other nodding, "But I still want Alice to teach me to suck cock better and to do anal," Sylvie said, "We can start with cocksucking. Travis, can you bathe please...not to be squeamish but you did just fuck your mother's ass."
* * *
The next ten days were a bit of a blur, but they made the most of the 550-mile drive, the 6 days at the Hilton, which was much nicer than the dive motel they'd previously booked, and the drive back with the two college boys needing a ride back to Raleigh. Alice had been planning on trading in the Escalade for a sports car and was glad she'd procrastinated.
As soon as they got back, Alice took the large SUV over for new shocks and to have the interior thoroughly detailed.
* * *
Dan got home, exhausted from his trip, happy to see his beautiful wife. "Damn! I missed you...especially these," he squeezed her breasts.
Alice drove her tongue into his mouth, ground her pussy against his hardening cock, then looked at him. "Remember the fantasy we had the morning you left?" she purred. As he nodded she stroked his cock, "Your son and his girlfriend responded exactly as you said they would, but I have a confession," she said softly.
"You forgot to tape it," he said.
"Oh, no. It's all there. It wasn't even my suggestion. Sylvie wanted it and recorded it. No, they took me on their spring break trip that made our trip to Vegas seem like a religious retreat."
Dan was grinding his hard cock against his wife's pussy, "So Sylvie is the little slut we thought she'd be," he said.
Alice pointed up, "Go on and find out. She's been 'Diddling Miss Daisy' waiting for you to come home," she gripped his cock, "and please call her Red and she'd like to call you Daddy." She pushed him toward the stairs, "Oh, and ask her if it's her first time," Alice said before plopping down happily.
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"Alright. We'll see you next week, don't forget I'll need all your term papers on my desk Monday, no exceptions, no excuses." Ms. Riley, the Advanced Composition teacher called out as all the students gathered their things.
"Fuck," Carl hissed to his friend. "I haven't even started it...shit, shit, shit!"
Baron nodded, "What a fucking bitch. This is the first weekend with warm weather and I'll have to sit in front of my computer the whole time. What did she give you to write about?"
"Examples of Imagery in Shakespearian Tragedies," ugh!
The two boys headed down the hall to the Physics lab dreading the massive project they'd put off for the last few weeks.
Katherine Riley could tell who was stressed about the deadline and who wasn't, and at least half the class were shaking their heads or looking pained when talking to their classmates. She wished she could extend the due date but the department head would come down hard on her. Mrs. Samuals or Mr. Trask could get away with this but as a first-year teacher...
"You know...Ms. Riley should loosen up," Baron sighed as they walked down the hall, "she always seems like she's got a stick up her ass."
Carl laughed, "I know I'd like to put my stick up her ass. Did you see what Jerry did in the library last month? Ms. Riley was trying to get closer to the computer sitting on one of those high chairs. He goes up and says loudly, "Can I push in your stool?" She thanked him at first, then blushed when all the kids around started laughing.
"Man! I wish I'd seen that. You'd think she lets her boyfriend push in her stool? I doubt it. I'll bet she is a 'lie on her back and get it over with' type of girl."
"Give me a half-hour with the bitch and I'll deliver my report deep in her cunt," Carl said heatedly.
Baron laughed, "First her ass, now her cunt. When will you get around to her mouth?"
"She'll need to clean my dick with that smart tongue of hers," he chuckled.
The boys both thought about the liberties they'd like to take with Ms. Riley. Tall, slender with long straight red hair that she kept in a ponytail. Her conservative attire couldn't hide her tight round ass, generous breasts, and tiny waist, but it was her long shapely legs that most boys thought about. What would it be like to have those legs wrapped around their waists? More than once both boys had jerked off imagining their teacher naked under or on top of them.
* * *
"I'm sure all of you have looked at the polls. The school bond issue doesn't look like it will pass...35% for... If that's the case, I'm afraid the board will be demanding budget cuts next year," David Savage sighed. He looked at Barbara Wilson, "Curricula like Latin," he turned to Allison Drew, "art, and the fringe sports," he frowned at Jim Jenson, "like lacrosse are in danger of being cut." he sighed. "I hate to be the bearer of bad news but I just don't want anyone blind-sided by this."
David had been principal at this school for 15 years and every year it was getting harder and harder to get the bond issues passed. People didn't realize that the labs, computers, and other expenses were getting more expensive each year. He looked around at the teachers, "Perhaps the state will come through but I'd be surprised. Ok, let's all have hope I'm wrong so don't let my pessimism ruin your weekend."
Barbara walked out with her friend, Katherine Riley, "They can't cancel Latin, can they? I mean it's not the hottest class and as languages go, Spanish seems to attract the most kids, but...oh crap!" she sighed.
Katherine hugged the blonde. They both started at the same time and became friends from the start, "I would be shocked if they canceled Latin. We need to get more kids to enroll in your classes then they would have no choice," she said hopefully, "Let's encourage the kids coming up to sign up for next year." She looked at her friend, "There has to be something we can do."
"Thanks, but I'll get my resume up to date anyhow," the blonde woman sighed. "I really thought I'd found a home." She laughed, "We could have a bake sale to fund Latin...or I could go stand on the corner of Wallace and 4th."
"At least you'd make more than we get paid now," Katherine grinned, "I'll tell you what, I'll send Mark over as your first customer. He'd do you in a flash."
* * *
Carl looked outside, a slight breeze, 76 degrees, and groaned. "Fuck!" he thought. He could hear the distant sounds of balls hitting bats followed by yelling kids. He got up and closed the window since it was impossible to concentrate even without the temptation to join his friends.
He was finally making headway on the report when his phone went off.
"Chuck, what's up? I hope this is good since I...what?...Yes, she is. Can't be...No, can't be...she's a prudish bitch. I'm telling you...Ok, hang on, let me check." He looked doubtful as he checked the picture that had just come in.
"Holt shit! Dude! It's her...she was there last night? Hang on, I just got the other pictures."
There she was, Ms. Riley, legs opened wide, two fingers deep in her cunt on a chair. The lighting was dim but there was no mistaking the glowing red hair, perky tits, and long slender legs...and the bitch was up on a stage. The pictures were taken over the shoulders of a bunch of men, some waving dollar bills in the air.
"Chuck, do you have more? I'm telling you...Christ. Send that over. You might just have freed up my weekend...I know, me too. I've jerked off more than once just imagining...ok, thanks. I'll check it out when it comes in."
The boy quickly dialed, "Baron, dude. Want to head over to the park?... You don't have to. I've got the golden ticket...the get out of jail free card...get over here...yes, now! Cool!"
The two boys looked at the video of their teacher stripping slowly as she danced on the stage. Every once in a while the camera scanned the men all staring as the beautiful woman swayed to the music, eyes closed as she peeled off layer after layer until all she had on was her 4" spikes. The tall redhead squatted down, her legs splayed wide as she turned to show her trimmed cunt to all the rapt men before getting on a chair, leaning back, and almost doing the splits. Then someone was pulled up onto the stage and pushed into a chair.
They silently rubbed their crotches as the naked redhead yanked down the man's pants and stroked his cock. Seeing her squat over his lap and press her pussy against his impressive erection made them almost cum.
Carl's cock was straining to be set free and he glanced at his friend, "I can't watch any more right now but I'll burn a copy of this and the dozen or so pictures my brother sent me."
"How does your brother know your teacher? Doesn't he live over in Princedale?" The boy asked.
"I've told him how it sucks he graduated 6 years ago since he missed out on the hottest teacher ever at Westview High. I might have described her in detail, and he was up at East Dowling at a bachelor party and saw this redhead...Man! Who would have thought?"
"She must have a real kinky side," Baron mused, "That's what? 75 miles away?"
Carl nodded, "So when she asks for our reports, I'll ask her to verify it's the right one," he held up an identical drive, "since I was too stupid to label these before coming to school." he grinned.
* * *
Katherine Riley plopped down after her sixth-period class left, sighing. 'I need to cut back on going out on weekends since I am not catching up on sleep,' she thought, 'On top of that Mark was extra needy after the bachelor party Friday night.' She thought back to how her boyfriend pulled the groom up onto the stage so he could get a lap dance.
A couple of weeks earlier Mark came up behind her, kissed her neck, and told her he'd found a quick way to make some easy cash. Stripping at a bachelor party.
"Right. Not happening," she replied, "I'm a teacher and I'd lose my job if anyone found out, plus why would you want people to see me naked?" she asked.
"Well, you're fucking hot for one, 2, you're an exhibitionist at heart, remember spring break? 3, money. Mr. Howard asked me to find a redheaded stripper, said he'd pay $1,000 for the night," he smiled.
"What? For that I assume I'd have to fuck everyone there?" he said looking shocked.
"Nope. He said, and I quote, 'Find me a hot redhead with a flawless body to strip down, fully naked, dance for the boys, and give my son the greatest lap dance he'll ever have and I'll pay her $1,000,'" he smiled. "I thought of you immediately."
Katherine shook her head, "Sorry, even for $1,000. If word got out I'd be screwed...figuratively that is. If this is at a strip joint, who knows who'll be there?"
"Relax, they're renting out the community theater in East Dowling, Larry, the groom's an actor there. It will be by invite only and no one I know is on the list." He hugged his girlfriend, "I'm getting hard just thinking about all those guys checking you out."
Katherine remembered nodding at which point Mark picked up his phone telling Mr. Howard he'd found the perfect girl. She then had to pose naked to verify she was as hot as Mark had claimed. She'd never let any guy take nude pics of her and yet there she was, legs open playing with herself. At first, she protested but then suggested more lewd poses.
Their sex that night was as energetic as it had ever been.
The night of the bachelor party she'd come very close to cheating on Mark as she almost reached between her legs to put the groom's cock inside her but he came just as she was considering it. She then gave lap dances to the rest of the bridal party, including Mr. Howard. Her pussy achingly throbbed just thinking back to how many cocks were pressed against her pussy. As fun as the whole experience had been she was glad it was over and determined never to do that again, though she did make another $490 in tips. She needed to get her thoughts back to the next class as two of her students showed up early.
"Good afternoon, Ms. Riley," Carl said smiling. "You're looking very nice today." The boy held out a UBS drive, "Could you check if this is the right drive? I need to print out my report in the library since my printer is out of ink at home."
The woman smiled, "I'm impressed. I was worried you boys might not make the deadline." She took the first thumb drive and plugged it into her laptop, "I hope you didn't grab one with porn, I know how you boys are," she chuckled.
"Open that one," Carl said pointing to a file. "It summarizes the entire theme."
"What is this? 'How to Keep Your Job?' That wasn't the assignment."
"Read it, you wanted Imagery in Tragedies. I think I went above and beyond," Carl said firmly.
Katherine was curious and felt strange arousal hearing his tone. She opened the document and gasped, "Six tasks, 1...what?...why the hell?" she sighed but went back to reading seeing the hard glare. She sat back, "Ok, you both will be going to see Mr. Savage right now and I'll be sending him this...this...obscene..." She started to stand.
"Shut up! Open the video," Carl said in a soft but intense voice, his hand firmly pushing her back into her chair. "Time, Ms. Riley! The kids will be here so open the fucking video," he snapped.
She clicked on the file and then immediately slammed the lid down "Why are you showing me this?" she asked. "You think that's me? No way! She looks like me, but there are a lot of redheaded women out there."
"I guess you didn't need to watch the whole thing,' Carl grinned evilly. "We know it's you and who might want to see this? It would be terrible if the board decided there was a bad influence impacting the moral values of innocent students." The boy undid the top three buttons revealing her generous cleavage, "the heart-shaped mole?" he said softly as his finger stroked the soft flesh. "And should I have you pull up your skirt to show the tattoo?"
Katherine paled and nodded, "Oh, fuck!. I can't do these things," she pleaded. "Can't I just...I don't know, let you see me naked?"
Carl laughed, "We've seen you naked. We're not negotiating. Let's send this to Mr. Savage as you suggested and see how he feels about this."
"Wait," Baron laughed, "Check this out." He slipped his hand under her blouse, "Her nipples are fucking hard as a rock, she wants to do this. Perhaps we should have had more than six tasks," he chuckled.
"I need to feel those," Carl smiled. "Holy fuck, the pictures didn't do your tits justice," he sighed. "Open your legs," he ordered, pleased when the teacher never hesitated when complying. "Holy shit! She's fucking soaked. You little slut, you like this?" he looked at her white panties with the moist dark patch.
Katherine sat back limply as both boys teased her achingly aroused nipples and pussy and just pulled their hands out as the classroom door opened and the first students started to traipse in. Both boys rushed to their seats, sliding down to hide their tented pants.
The class was just a blur for the teacher who forgot to remind students to turn in their papers and gathered just a dozen. After school let out she hurried to her car opened her laptop and looked at the list again. She groaned as she read the instructions knowing there was little choice if she wanted to keep her job. Six tasks, six humiliating tasks.
Sitting in her car, thoughts of moving out of state and disappearing or quitting her job ran through her head. No way could she do these and keep her job.
1Come to class tomorrow braless in your most transparent blouse.
2Expose yourself fully to the class.
3Seduce Mr. Savage in his office - we'll have binoculars on you
4Randomly select a student to spend the night with - over 18!
5Run 2 miles around the track while the football team practices - we'll send you the outfit.
61 night with us...anything goes.
And, no sex with anyone else until you complete your tasks...not even with yourself.
She sat there crying in the back of the parking lot feeling her world crash down. Why the hell had she agreed to do that party? That wasn't her...except it was. She remembered being hornier than she'd ever been when she and Mark got home.
* * *
Carl and Baron looked expectantly at the woman as they sat in the front row for the first time all year. They hoped she'd complied with the first instruction, wanting to see those tits more clearly. A couple of girls stopped in surprise seeing these two slackers taking their seats, but shrugged and took seats in the 2nd row.
Ms. Riley strode in wearing a sweater that was not part of the deal but before they could say anything, she'd slipped it off, hung it over the back of her chair before coming to the front of her desk, and perched her ass on it.
The rest of her senior class finally came in and though most didn't notice, a few did double-takes before sitting down. Katherine saw they were all there and when the final bell rang, she didn't need to get their attention.
Her white blouse was completely diaphanous and even though she had incredibly pale pink nipples, the entire class could easily make them out. On top of that, her skirt was a good foot shorter than her normal ones suggesting a Basic Instinct event if she weren't careful.
She looked at the two boys who checked off the 1st task on their printout. She was flushed but putting on a confident air.
Carl's stomach was doing flips as he waited for the young slut to comply with the second task. He put out his hand getting a low-five back from his friend. How would she do it? Would she chicken out?
The redheaded beauty swallowed hard and began, "We have something different to go over today but before we start, Maria, Jules, Tommy, Chad, and Thomas, you are excused for the day." She looked at them, "Ms. Trask asked me if there were artistic students that could help her out this hour."
The kids looked confused but gathered their things and trotted out. Ms. Riley locked the door and pulled the shade after they left before turning to see the confused looks on the kids' faces. Both a girl on the side and a boy in the second row protested, "Hey! I'm artistic," they said in unison.
"I know, but she asked for just 5 students." she smiled at the two kids.
Carl nodded, looking over at Baron, "They're not 18 yet," he whispered. "Smart." He looked around, "Yep, we're all 18."
The woman then returned to the front of the room her legs invitingly parted, not crossed modestly as they usually were, most eyes glued to the shadow between her legs. She began speaking in her lecturing voice, "I think it's important to not just learn English, but the classical languages like Latin or Greek," she said looking at each of her student's faces. She felt a rush as there was no one looking at her face but at her chest or trying to see more clearly up under her short skirt. "Have any of you taken Latin?" she asked.
A handful raised their hands, but a girl asked, "Why would we? Isn't it a dead language?"
Another boy spat out, "Another waste of time, like calculus. I can't wait to get out of here and start learning useful things."
"Is it dead, Ann? Dan, that's a great observation. What are you going to come across in the future that we should be teaching you now?" the young teacher asked. "You are in a bar chatting up a sweet piece of ass as she tells you she's studying French Poetry. Imagine how wonderful you'd be feeling the next morning if you had looked into her eyes and whispered, 'J'aimerais séparer tes pétales de rose et lécher ton doux nectar.' Has anyone here taken French?
Three hands went up, "Then you know what that means."
One of the girls moaned, "I wouldn't wait to leave the bar, I'd do him right there." she blushed.
Another whispered loudly, "What the fuck does that mean?"
Anne blushed, "Um, roughly, I'd like to lick your sweet nectar from between your rose petals." She looked back at her favorite teacher, "Did a guy tell you that?" she asked.
Katherine nodded, "I was more restrained, or a bit...we just made it to his car...freshman year. Ok, enough of that. If we could know the future and then pare down your learning to those curricula that would apply, wouldn't that be more efficient?" she asked, "Or could you use a well-rounded base of knowledge to help you make decisions, troubleshoot, or simply be able to converse with those not in your field?"
She stood and walked up and down the aisles until she got to Dan's desk. She leaned way over and said softly, "What if knowing just a few words of Latin might change your life?"
The boy looked down at his beautiful teacher's open blouse at her full creamy breasts topped by her pale pink nipples. His hands twitched wanting to feel them, then his jaw dropped as he saw her smirk and press her arms together making her breasts seem larger. "Um, they'd have to be pretty incredible words," he finally looked up at her face, "I'll believe it when I see it," he sat back looking flushed.
Katherine stood up not caring her nipples had hardened under the 18-year-old boy's gaze. She strode over to the girl, "Ann, you are familiar with dozens, perhaps hundreds of Latin phrases, so how can you say it's dead?" she asked as she put her foot on the girl's chair and looked down at her.
The young blonde girl gasped seeing the bare woman's pussy right there. She'd fantasized about Ms. Riley but never considered she'd be gay or bisexual. She caught herself licking her lips and looked up at her teacher. "Dozens?" she asked. "Hundreds?"
"Nota bene?" she asked the girl opening her legs a bit wider.
The girl blushed, "Take note," she said softly.
'Very good, did you?" she asked. The redheaded teacher walked back to the front of the class, "E Pluribus Unum? Who can tell me what that means?"
"Out of one, many," Steve called out from the back.



"Ex post facto?"
"After the fact!"
"Quid pro quo?"
"This for that, or tit for tat," the boy slouching down in the back chuckled, "I prefer tit for twat."
"I'm sure you do. Can any of you come up with other common Latin phrases?" she asked.
"Mea culpa!"
"Non-compos mentos!"
"Terra firma!"
"Coitus interruptus" the slouching boy called out.
"Cunnilingus!" another called out.
Katherine sighed, "Sorry, but the Latin for that is Cunnus lingo meaning to 'lick the vulva,' but you get the idea," she said.
"Ms. Riley, where does fellatio come from?" Susan asked causing titters around the room saying 'come.'
The woman sighed, "I think I've opened a can of worms, the word fellatio is derived from the Latin word fellatus meaning 'to suck.' Ok. That's a lot of examples and I know you all have more, but..." Katherine looked back at Ann, "Dead language? Hardly. It is alive and even though it's no longer commonly spoken it is commonly used," she smiled. "Ok. Everyone take a piece of paper and translate what I write on the chalkboard. No phones, no Google..." She looked around and nodded. "Whoever gets the closest translation of this phrase wins," she said as she went and grabbed a piece of chalk.
The kids watched as she wrote: 'Salve, veniunt intus' on the board before coming back around to stand in front of her desk.
"Win? Win what?" a boy on the side asked. "And what if there's more than one winner?"
This was the part she'd been dreading. She looked at Carl and Baron who looked confused and sighed. "Trust me, if the correct answer is given, the prize will be self-evident...or per se nota. If there's more than one winner, then we'll work that out," she felt herself blush as she unzipped the back of her skirt letting it fall to the floor. She pressed her butt onto the edge of the desk exposing her pussy.
Baron and Carl looked at each other. She'd shaved a lot more of her pussy than she'd done for the party. She'd had a nicely trimmed bush in the video but there was just a tiny patch now, making it easier to read the tattooed phrase.
Every kid leaned forward seeing their gorgeous redheaded teacher naked from the waist down. There just above her perfectly trimmed flaming red patch of downy pubic hair was the tattoo in flowing script: 'Salve, veniunt intus.'
"You have one minute to come up with the correct translation." She set a timer on her phone before leaning back on her desk her pussy throbbing eagerly. She'd almost fainted when she read the task to get naked...it's one thing to wear a see-through top...but now that she was there, her pussy throbbing and exposed, she didn't want to be anywhere else. She was trying to figure out how to be fully naked to fulfill the 'get totally naked' task but she was halfway there. She looked at her watch and back at the class. She saw a few kids sitting and staring without a clue, others were scribbling something and then erasing but Jerry and Lexi were the only students sitting back smiling at their teacher.
"Time. Ok. Make sure your name is on the paper...ok, pencils down." She walked slowly down the first row picking up the sheets and by the time she got to the back, she'd had a dozen hands between her legs and on her ass. As she went back down the next row she was stopped by a boy who stood in front of her.
"Why are you still wearing this?" he asked as he unbuttoned her blouse. "We can see your tits already and we know you want to get completely naked," he said as he pulled the garment off her shoulders. He cupped her two heavy globes, his thumbs flicking across her hard nubs grinning at his fellow students. By the time she got back to her desk, her creamy pale skin was marked by dozens of handprints, most on her tits and midsection.
She tried to look calm and in control but saw two had correctly translated the phrase. She looked at Lexi and Jerry and nodded. "Ok, you guys can come on up to tell the class what this phrase means and what the prize is," she said softly. Most of the kids looked confused but eager. She'd never seen such a quiet and attentive group of students before this.
The kids came up quickly and stood on either side of their teacher. They looked at each other before Jerry nodded at Lexi who stepped forward.
The girl looked back at the board then down at her teacher's crotch then traced her finger across the tattoo, "'Salve, veniunt intus' means simply: Welcome, come inside," she said as her finger slid down parting the moist lips. "I assume here?" A few of the kids gasped or laughed upon hearing that. She slid her finger along her teacher's perineum then pressed the wrinkled bud, 'and here?" She looked at the sexy woman, "I think Jerry will be delighted but I'm not similarly equipped," she said quietly. "Are you sure you want to do this? I mean, word will get out and kids are going to immediately enroll in Latin, but are you sure?"
Katherine smiled at the girl, "Come over to my place tonight, perhaps I can fix you dinner? That is if you're up to it...I'm sure a bright girl like you will think of something that I can do to reward you."
The girl blushed, then nodded as she trotted back to her desk getting high-fives from the boys and girls in her row.
"Jerry, tomorrow night at 8 over at the Hilton. Tell your parents you'll be staying at a friend's or something, but I'll be rewarding your brilliance then. I'll be in the lobby waiting and if you're late...well occasione amissa," she said.
Lexi blurted out, "opportunity lost!"
Ms. Riley smiled at the girl, "Very good." She turned to Dan, "I think you've learned a valuable lesson here, speaking of occasione amissa."
The teacher grabbed her clothes, pulling them on, the class was so intent on watching her had anyone been listening at the door they'd have sworn the room was empty of kids.
"Ms. Riley?" Susan in the middle raised her hand, "Um...never mind."
Katherine shook her head, "You want to ask me something?"
The small brunette blushed, "Why? Why did you get that tattoo, I mean it's kinda slutty," she said softly.
The redheaded teacher laughed, "Kinda? Ok, the first part of this lesson was," she looked over at Dan, "Learn all you can since you never know what you'll need to know until you need it. Ok, another lesson is never make a bet with your sorority sister that she couldn't hit a tennis ball the entire length of a basketball court into the basket," she sighed.
"Wow! She made it?" another girl asked, "That's incredible! Did she pick out the phrase?"
Katherine nodded, "First try, and yes, she did, but she kept the phrase to herself until we got to the tattoo parlor," she looked over at Dan, "She took me to a fairly sleazy place and it wasn't until I was in the seat, this biker guy sitting between my legs...she'd made me take off my panties that she told him what to put here," she pointed to her crotch. "I quickly suggested the Latin phrase instead and after looking it up on her phone, she agreed. Imagine had I not taken that class how much attention I'd be getting at the beach or by the pool." She looked back at Susan, "I got her back though, um, you guys know Carla Stevens?"
"The tennis pro? Won the US Open last year?" a boy asked. "Fuck, she's hot. That was her? You know her?"
The teacher nodded, "Very well. I was her Maid of Honor. She told me I couldn't swim the length of an Olympic-sized pool underwater. I did it...barely. Thought I was going to get another tattoo."
"What did you do?" Dan asked. "Does she have a Latin tattoo?"
"In a way," Katherine lifted up her skirt and ran a finger across her mons, "Hers says 'Pro Boner.' She was fully shaved but now I suspect she keeps a nice bush but I couldn't say."
For the rest of the class, all the kids asked her more about her experiences and most let out a groan hearing the bell. She wondered if she might have set expectations for the rest of the school year, but her thoughts went to the third task.
Carl stood in front of his teacher's desk, "I'm impressed how smoothly you did that. I was expecting you to just strip naked, and on top of it you arranged to accomplish task 4. Bravo!" he clapped softly. He looked at his friend who nodded happily, "We'll be watching so no cheating with task 3. You might give a guy at that age a heart attack, but what a way to go," he grinned.
* * *
Katherine Riley knocked on Mr. Savage's door. She was relieved the school secretary had gone home for the day, otherwise, she'd have insisted on an appointment.
"Come in, oh, hi Katherine. By the way, I came by your class earlier and it was very quiet so I didn't come in. Was it exam day?" he asked, his eyes widening seeing the incredibly short skirt. He'd always loved her long legs and his eyes traveled the full length as she stood in front of him. The sweater seemed out of place as it was an unusually warm spring day, but she did have her blouse tantalizingly open. He wanted to compliment her on her attire, but with these new rules...
"In a way. I was expanding the kid's horizons, hopefully inspiring them to absorb as much knowledge as possible, anyhow, that's not why I'm here," she said letting the man get a good look before sitting across from him after closing the door. "I need some advice."
The man sat forward with a look of curiosity on his face, "Sure, what wisdom can I impart?"
The beautiful woman hesitated, dreading the various possible outcomes. David Savage was a devout Christian, and a devoted husband though you never could tell by looking at him. Whenever he'd rolled up his sleeves, his tattoos told the story of his Marine duty. He was tough as nails, very hard to move him off a stance or view, but he was also one of the kinder men she'd ever known as he'd taken her under his wing and, was something of a father figure. Chances are he'd toss her out with a stern warning never to do anything like that again. What would those boys do if she failed her task?
She stood up glancing out the window behind the huge man, her eyes scanning the parking lot, and saw them. Carl and Baron were sitting in a car with binoculars held to their eyes. "Um, this is embarrassing and I don't know whom to ask," she said softly as she stepped around the desk.
The man sat back "If you are having personal issues and need some time off, I don't need to know the details Katherine, plus Miss Trenton doesn't just counsel students."
"No," the woman sighed as if getting her nerve up. She pulled off the sweater noticing his eyes again widen, "I hope you don't mind, it's warm in your office. Anyhow, I have a tattoo that's kind of embarrassing...I didn't pick it, lost a bet in college, anyhow, can you suggest a way to hide it? Get rid of it or perhaps change it?" she said quietly feeling her nipples harden under his gaze. "I've always admired your tattoos but...."
David shifted in his seat, "Um, where is it...can I ask? Did you wear that all day and...?" he nodded at her chest.
"Oh, it's hot in your office and cold in the classrooms, so, no, of course, I wore the sweater all day," she laughed. "Should I put it back on?"
The man shook his head, "No...no, it's fine. Anyhow, where is the tattoo?"
"Promise not to tell anyone? None of the staff, your wife, or your friends?" she asked meekly. Seeing him nod, she came around the desk and unzipped her skirt for the second time at school letting it fall to the floor. She put her butt on his desk, her pussy just a couple of feet from his face. "Here, you see why this is embarrassing?" she asked.
Unconsciously the man was licking his lips and he reached out to trace the Latin phrase with a finger. He felt a surge in his groin feeling the softest pubic hair ever. He looked up at the girl, "Welcome, come inside? What inspired you to get a tattoo like that?"
"Not my choice...a lost bet to a sorority sister, but you can see why I need to cover it up or something," she suddenly laughed, "At least when I'm at the beach or working out and my yoga pants slip down I get hit on by only the educated men...like you," she looked at the tent in his pants. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean..."
David tried to adjust the hard rod straining the fabric, "I have to say I'm shocked, but impressed. My opinion of you has changed," he said as he ran a hand up her inner thigh. "I always thought of you as a sweet innocent young woman, but you're not, are you?" he asked as his fingers found her moist slit, pressing hard up against her as she opened her legs. She was extremely wet and her labia were swollen and flared enticingly.
She let out a soft moan and closed her eyes. "I just wanted your advice...ohhhhh," she sighed.
He plunged a fat finger hard inside her, "You came in here for more than my advice. I asked you a question, you're a slut, aren't you? I'll bet you wanted to take your sweater off in front of your kids all day, didn't you? Say it, say what you are," he ordered as now two fingers were sloshing inside her.
"No, I'm a good girl...I...yessss," she hissed as the man pinched her clit. God!" She found her legs parting, "I'm a slut, yes all day I wanted my students to see my tits," she panted. She felt the man's finger penetrate her pussy and she leaned back, putting her feet on his desk, legs spread wide.
"You like your tattoo, don't you? You just used it as an excuse to offer your cunt to me, didn't you? Say it!" the man ordered as he stood up yanking down his pants.
"Yes...yes, I want you to take my cunt...use my cunt...fuck my cunt," she panted. "Oooohhhhhh," she cried as the man tore her flimsy blouse off her and shoved his cock into her red fur-framed slit. "Oh, God! Oh, God! Yesssss," she hissed happily. She'd been aching for a cock all day knowing she'd be exposing herself, teasing the kids, and following all the instructions, plus Carl told her no sex with her boyfriend until she completed all six tasks.
"What's your boyfriend's name? Mark? What would he say if he saw his sweet girlfriend getting fucked?" David asked, his hands full of plump breasts.
"Uhh, uh, uh, he'd be jerking off watching....oh, fuck!" she panted.
"He likes that?" the older man asked, "Prove it," he ordered. He picked up her cell on top of the pile of term papers and handed it to the woman. "Get a good picture of another man's fat cock inside your sopping cunt," he spat, "You think he'll like seeing my cock inside you?"
Without hesitating, the redhead unlocked her phone, put it on video, and held the lens close showing the glistening cock pistoning into her pink slit. After a minute she stopped it and was about to hit send it when the man grabbed the phone. He pointed it at her flushed face, "Tell him how you came in here wanting my cock...not my name, keep me anonymous. Tell him what a slut you are," he said as he started a new video. He scanned down her body letting the man see his huge hand gripping the creamy breast, then down where the dark shaft was splitting the woman open.
"Oh, God! Mark. I'm getting fucked...fucked by a huge cock. All day long I wanted this cock...fuck!" she spat, "God! It's fat, so fat, oh, ooooohhhh, oooooohhhhh fffffuuuuuccccckkkk!" she groaned, her explosive orgasm being captured. She collapsed back, legs opened wide as the man continued stabbing her with his fat cock.
David finally stopped recording and without slowing down, forwarded both videos to himself and to her boyfriend. He looked down at the girl, "You forgot to tell him what a slut you are, but I guess actions speak louder than words," he said as he pulled out.
The woman gasped as the fat shaft slid out of her and let herself be guided over to the window where she braced herself and looked out as the man drove his cock back inside her. She saw the two boys still watching but put her head down as a thumb larger than some of the cocks she'd fucked drove into her ass. The aching in her belly was increasing again as she saw some of her fellow teachers walking together, chatting about things as they headed to their cars. She both dreaded and wanted them to turn around knowing they'd be able to see her getting fucked.
David heard the woman's phone ding and reached back and looked at it, "Apparently Mark is not the jealous type," he held the phone in front of her face. "Read it aloud."
She read the text: "Was this why you didn't want to have sex last night? Were you saving yourself for him? Send me the video of him cumming inside you! This is so hot. Love you," she moaned as she read it.
"I never met him, but I like him," the man grunted. He took her phone and held it above the reddened ass as he pounded harder into the sloshing cunt. 'Ffffuuuccckkkk!," he spat as jets of hot sperm filled her cunt. As he felt the last spasms recede he pulled out, pushed the woman to the floor, and recorded her lips eagerly wrapping around his slimy cock.
The man collapsed back onto his chair not bothering to cover up. "Sorry about the blouse, I'll replace it," he sighed. "Damn! I wish I knew earlier you're a cock-hungry slut," he said. "And I expect you in my office at least once a week. I need to confirm you're conforming to the strict dress codes we have."
Katherine blushed as she sent the last video off. She looked at the still-plump snake between his legs, "why didn't you tell me you were packing that?" She grinned.
David pulled on his clothes looking at the beautiful woman half his age, "As punishment for your dress code violation you're to wear no bras for the rest of the school year and no sweater hiding your tits. I suggest you find something less see-through if you don't want every male teacher in the school to take you into the laundry closet...yes, I know the staff uses that."
* * *
Mark's eyes were squeezed shut with images of the unknown man's cock slamming into Kat's pussy. He'd seen her entertain other men but since they'd met she'd never had sex with anyone...at least no penetration. This was hotter and as he remembered that huge hand roughly mauling her right tit...his hand on the same tit, he exploded all over his chest.
Katherine watched the smaller cock than she'd enjoyed just a few hours ago smiling, "I guess not being able to fuck didn't stop you from enjoying yourself." She wasn't surprised Mark took the six tasks she had to accomplish in stride...or in hand as he immediately got hard as she told him.
Mark moaned, "That explains why you didn't want sex last night. You'd never passed on a good fucking before. Are you not going to tell me who that was?" he asked. "He looked to have a really fat cock which I know you love."
The woman kissed him "I want you to look at every man I know wondering if he knows me as intimately as he possibly can," she smiled evilly. "Speaking of which, can you make yourself scarce tonight," she said softly, "I have to complete part one of the 3rd task."
"Who is he...the same guy?" he asked.
"I am a slut, aren't I?" she sighed as Mark slid up next to her. "No, a student, a girl. I gave the class a problem to work out and the winners...well, won me," she blushed.
"A girl! You always refused...I wish I could watch," he sighed.
Katherine got up to get changed, "You'd like to see her. Just turned 18 and is very pretty. I think it's time I expand my horizons, don't you?"
"You said winners," Mark said as he followed Kat down the hall, "Are there more girls?"
"A boy. I booked a room over at the Hilton and I don't think there's any place for you to watch," she said sadly. "I just need to complete these six tasks and he'll destroy the video."
"And you trust him?" he asked.
"Not as far as I can throw him, but he graduates in a month and he'll be off to college. He does seem like he may honor it, but we'll see," she said as she stripped naked, "Perhaps I should shower."
Mark's cock was throbbing back to life as he followed her into the bathroom, "What are the six tasks again?" he asked.



Katherine put her hands on the shower wall as her boyfriend rubbed his soapy hands all over her body,
"1 - Come to class tomorrow braless in a translucent blouse, did that.
2 - Expose myself fully to the class...did that, and that was a hit.
3 - Seduce a man who works at the school, which you know I did.
4 - Randomly select a student to spend the night with...it turned out to be two.
5Run 2 miles around the track while the football team practices - we'll send you the outfit. I'll bet it's a tiny string bikini.
61 night with us...anything goes.
And, no sex with anyone else until you complete your tasks...not even with yourself." she repeated.
"Damn, you're so wet," the man moaned, "You love being blackmailed don't you?" He gripped a large tit recalling the man's hand doing the same thing. His fingers fucked her pussy even if his cock couldn't.
The couple slid to the floor panting under the warm spray of water. Katherine kissed her boyfriend and sighed, "It's your fault you know. If you hadn't hired me for your brother's bachelor party I'd be the sweet young teacher everyone thinks I'd be saving my tight pussy for our wedding night."
Mark kissed Kat, "And I'd do it all over again. Let's face it, our sex life is great and we've made some serious cash," he said.
"I've made the cash," she stressed, "I've not seen you straddling another man or kneeling in front of a line of chanting boys as I jerked them off," she said slapping the man on the ass as she got up. "Now go away so I can get nice and clean for my student this evening."
Mark decided that it would be best to head out to shoot some pool and leave the girls alone. It was going to be a long night alone in his apartment.
* * *
Katherine answered the door at precisely six. "Come on in, Lexi, you look very pretty," she observed. She hugged the girl who came in and wrapped her arms around her teacher. She did look very pretty in her crop top and yoga pants. Her blonde hair was out on her shoulders unlike at school where she kept it in a ponytail. Her top molded to her small perky breasts and the tights displayed her perfect ass nicely. She was shorter than Katherine by a good 6" and perhaps 25 pounds lighter.
"Thanks," the girl sighed, "I'm...I'm a bit nervous," she said. She'd picked out her clothes carefully as she wanted to look nice for her favorite teacher. She liked boys but when she thought of girls, especially Ms. Riley, she felt a pleasant twinge between her legs.
"Then relax, come on in. I made fajitas and I hope you like Mexican," the woman said as she led the way in. "What did you tell your parents?" she asked.
"That I'm having a sleepover at Susan's...I hope that's alright. I didn't know and if you want me to leave after...oh crap," she sighed rubbing her face.
Katherine hugged the girl, "This is your night and you can stay as long as you want. Come on, no pressure. I mean, it's just dinner, right?"
She sat down after serving the young girl. "You're too young to drink but I made virgin margaritas if you like," Katherine said.
The girl blushed, "Mom and dad told me I can have one drink but only when I'm home...this is not home though," she sighed.
Her teacher laughed, "Sure you are. You're my dumum hospitus," she said, "domi te facere. No virgin marg then, we'll make you a slightly fucked one."
The girl smiled, "I will. Thank you. I'm impressed you are so fluent in Latin," the girl said. "I had to think about it but you came up with you're my house guest' and 'make yourself at home,' like that!" She thought for a few seconds, "Ah, yes. Volo potum," she smiled.
"Nice, you want a drink...and so you will," Katherine smiled as she went to the kitchen bringing back two margaritas.
The girl suddenly laughed as she took the drink.
"Ok, what's funny?" her teacher asked.
"I hear it all the time from you adults, 'I need a drink.' Right now the way I feel? I need this," she chuckled. "Oh wow! This is really good," the girl said.
Katherine laughed, "Yes and they are so good you might end up with a tattoo that you'd regret. Can I ask you something?" The girl nodded, "Are you a virgin...I mean with boys or girls?"
Lexi blushed and took another sip, "Yes...I mean I've gone out on dates with boys but never really did much more than kiss and stuff."
"You could have asked for another prize. I'm not about to force myself on you," Katherine said, "You're very beautiful and I'm surprised none of the boys...or girls have enticed you to do more...I mean, I'm not trying to corrupt you or anything. Let's just eat and watch a movie...I don't mind taking an evening off from grading papers anyhow."
After dinner, Katherine conceded and allowed the 18-year-old another small margarita and they settled down to watch a movie. Lexi soon found herself snuggled next to her teacher as they were sharing a blanket. Her outfit was great when she'd left home but after the sun set, her exposed skin welcomed the body heat.
When the movie was over, Katherine saw the girl was ready to fall asleep. "Come on, I kicked my boyfriend out and if you like you can sleep with me tonight," she said quietly to the girl, "I'd like the company."
After they got ready for bed, the girl looked at her teacher, "I don't care if we do nothing. This is great," she smiled as she slid under the sheets.
"I'm glad. I've enjoyed being with you tonight," Katherine said as she climbed under the covers. She turned off the light and whispered, "Good night." She felt the small warm body slide over and press against her. She stroked the girl's back, their legs intertwined as the young girl stroked her back also. She felt the small hands pull up her tee shirt to stoke her skin gently, "Ahh, that feels nice. You have very nice hands," she said.
"Your skin is so soft," the girl said as she pulled up on her teacher's shirt, removing it, "I hope this is alright. I want to feel you," she said.
"Take yours off and we can feel each other," Katherine said softly. After a bit of thrashing the girl snuggled close to the woman, their warm breasts pressing against each other. She felt her nipples harden under the soft friction of the taut young body. Without thinking, she pressed her lips to the girl's who responded by parting her lips while rolling on top of her, nestling between her opened legs.
As Lexi shifted her body her nipples rubbed on her teacher's hard nubs eliciting a low moan. She started to feel something she'd never felt with any of the boys and she wanted more. She opened her mouth more enjoying the interplay between their tongues as Ms. Riley opened her legs so she could now feel pressure on her pussy from the woman's humping crotch.
Katherine slid her hands down the perky little ass feeling those tight muscles flex. She pulled her panties off, tossing them onto the floor. There was something nice about a silky smooth ass versus Mark's...or David's hairy one. She never considered a girl before but this felt like a door opening and now she wanted to go through it and take hold of this unexplored world.
Lexi instinctively humped against the woman's twat feeling something, something teasing, tantalizing. The woman opened her legs more allowing more intimate contact. She remembered the game in class looked down at the woman and whispered, "Ms. Riley, will you...um, lick me?"
The red-headed teacher smiled and nodded, "I'm yours to do whatever pops into your head, and call me Katherine or Kat."
Lexi crawled up, lowering her sopping pussy onto her teacher's face, "Ooooohhhh," she sighed as she felt a tongue probing her privates for the first time. She'd wondered what this would feel like and it was just last week she'd watched Ms. Riley talk wondering how those lips would feel between her legs. Dean had asked her a tough question and the redheaded teacher had licked her lips as she thought. She had a mouth that made her twat throb.
Katherine remembered experimenting in college and had spent a week in Florida with one of her sorority sisters who confessed she was a lesbian and hoped she was alright with it. What was to be a sausage fest was instead a clam-diving vacation and not just with Britney but with many girls they met down there. Amazing how many girls on spring break are excited to expand their horizons. As she buried her tongue between those juicy lips she wondered why she'd never tried this again. Lexi was responding with increasing enthusiasm as her pelvis was humping more rapidly.
"Oh, God Ms...Katherine. This...oh, oooohhhhh...this feels incredible," she gasped. She'd never had an orgasm and was anticipating her first.
The teacher knew the girl was close as she pulled her hips back so her clit was right on top of her lips. She knew exactly what to do as she gently sucked on the nub while reaching up to pull on those hard nipples. Her cheeks and chin were slick with the flowing juices even though she'd had to swallow a lot already. As the gasping became more ragged and her pelvis now twitched on her mouth she rapidly flicked her tongue on the hard clit.
"Oh, God!" the girl cried as the agonizing ache kept nearing its peak before finally exploding. She ground her pussy against her teacher's face feeling the intense waves crash through her body. This was more pleasure than she'd ever thought possible and as the pulsing release faded she tried to hang onto the feelings.
Katherine was close to suffocating when the young blonde collapsed off her face onto the bed. She looked over at the glistening body, "I take it you enjoyed that?" she asked as she grabbed her shirt to clean the juices off her face.
The cute 18-year-old sighed, "That was the most incredible thing I've ever felt," she looked at the woman, "Ok, I need to do that to you," she panted.
"Oh, you don't have to if you don't want to," the woman said stroking the girl's hair.
"Oh, I want to. I've wondered what it felt like getting and giving, um Cunnus lingo," she chuckled.
"Well, if that's what you want and aren't just saying that out of a sense of obligation, I'd like that." She softly sighed as the girl's soft lips pleasured her neck, her chest...lingering on her sensitive nipples. She opened her legs as the small hand slid inside her thighs before finding her moist flesh. Lexi was not unfamiliar with what felt good as she stroked her slit, gently teasing her aroused clit. As one finger followed by a second squished into her, the girl kissed her way down her stomach.
Lexi felt the soft fur tickling her chin along with the warm moist aroma of her sex. She'd never been this close to anyone's most intimate parts and her initial nervousness was being replaced by a new feeling, an urge, a lust. She must have been doing something right gauging by Katherine's reactions. Her pelvis was rocking in response to her licking, her breathing was a series of deep groans and she was opening her legs wider.
Katherine stroked the young girl's hair as she lapped at her pussy feeling her frustration from refraining from sex with Mark bubbling up. "Ffffuuuucccckkk!" she cried out while lifting her ass off the bed as Lexi reached up and pulled on her ultra-sensitive nipples. "Uggghhh, uuggghh, uughh," she grunted feeling the pleasure pulse through her body.
The girl felt a huge rush bringing this beautiful woman to orgasm as she sucked on the firm nub with the two even fatter nubs pinched between her fingers. Her lips were bruised as the woman humped against her mouth and she felt her face slick with the flowing juices. When Katherine flopped back limply, Lexi kissed the woman's twat and rolled over to grab her shirt.
Katherine smiled contentedly, "You're a natural," she sighed, "You know exactly where to stimulate me." She sat up, "We should get cleaned up and get some sleep," she said as she pulled the girl to her feet. They held each other, the smooth warmth of each other's bodies bringing up more desire.
They did manage sleep though Lexi wanted to know about tribbing then later wanted to try 69. Katherine had never tried tribbing but knew what it was as she'd watched lesbian porn. It was enjoyable but not as good as 69 which she'd become familiar with back in college...plus, Lexi was even better the next time with her oral skills.
Lexi hugged her favorite teacher as they stood by the front door. "Thanks," she sighed, "I've always been curious but never knew how to try it." She started to open the door then stopped, "I've been wanting to ask, why? Why expose yourself, then me and Jerry...you know..."
Katherine sighed, "I'd rather not say, let's just say I'm trying to correct a wrong," she smiled.
Lexi smiled, "I get it. I heard Miss Wilson might lose her job unless more kids signed up for Latin. I loved having Miss Wilson," she suddenly blushed, "I mean...not like that...her class."
"You can't tell anyone," Katherine smiled, "just keep that one to yourself, but tell your sister she should take Latin. Anyhow, I'm glad you took it, this was fun...another thing to keep to yourself, ok?"
* * *
Katherine was apprehensive when she got to school the next morning. She hoped all the kids would not blab but word had to get out...it always did. As she walked down the hall, conversations stopped and all eyes were on her. 'It can't get worse than this,' she thought as she went into the office.
"Ms. Riley, can I see you in my office," Mrs. Dowling ordered.
'Shit, shit, shit," the redhead thought, "Yes, ma'am," she sighed, 'Here it comes.'
"Sit. I'll get right to the point," the older vice-principal said. Doris Dowling was feared by all in the school. Even the most hardened kids who'd virtually lived in various vice-principals offices quailed under her intense gaze, Katherine was no different. She wished she'd peed before stopping to get her mail but tried to look the woman in the eye.
"I heard rumors yesterday...wait, take off your sweater. Are you not wearing a bra?" she asked, "With your...um gifts?"
"I, um...it's going to be a hot day," she said softly.
"Well, I can't argue with that," the grey-haired woman sighed "I always hated these things. Anyhow, I heard rumors you exposed yourself to your students in the senior Advanced Composition class. Is that true?"
"I'm sorry, it was a mistake, I know, but I made sure to have any of the kids under 18 leave...it was a terrible decision on my part..." she stammered.
"It was brilliant," the woman smiled, "I wanted to scream hearing Mr. Savage suggest the Latin might be canceled and wish I had your balls!" she said holding her hand out, "We've had no fewer than 30 calls from parents begging us to retain Miss Wilson and ensure Latin would be available to the younger children coming up."
Katherine shook the woman's hand, "You're not angry I exposed myself?" she asked.
"For the school? That's going above and beyond and I talked to Mr. Savage and we both agreed to send a letter to the board commending you on your dedication and initiative...shit," she woman smiled conspiratorially, "I wish I'd stood up for the kids when I was your age the way you did." She looked down at her plump figure, "You'd never know it by looking at me but I cut quite the figure in my youth, kids would drop their pencils a lot in my classes, if you know what I mean," she smiled.
Katherine's head was spinning, "Um, thanks and you're still a very beautiful woman," she said standing up.
"You flatter me, but I know what the kids...and teachers call me behind my back, not that I mind. Go to your classes and inspire our future leaders," she sighed as she sat back down. "Now, if you could inspire the jocks to be as dedicated in the classrooms as they are in the weight rooms..."
Katherine thought about Doris's nickname, 'The Troll,' and sighed unhappily remembering when she'd said those words. Her opinion of the woman changed considerably after the strange meeting. She went over to her mailbox before homeroom surprised to see a box with her name on it.
She felt uncomfortable walking back to her class, eyes scanning her figure, and hearing whispered comments. She sat at her desk and opened the package, 'Shit!' she thought as she pulled out a small hot-pink top, hot-pink briefs that was more a thong than shorts, and hot-pink running shoes in her size. "The team will be running through their plays between 3 and 5 today, be there and get your 2 miles in," the note said.
Katherine put her face in her hands, run two miles, get home, change, go over to the Hilton, and let Jerry do what he wants, then Friday hope some of the attention will have died down...at least Saturday she can relax, she thought ruefully. 'I'm going to kill Mark. This whole thing was because he wanted me to strip at the bachelor party. Will it end?'
The day was a blur and after the last class, she headed to the locker room. She wished she felt more embarrassed than excited as she stripped down but the thought of 90 or so virile young men seeing her run the track was somewhat arousing. She looked in the mirror shaking her head. The top was cut so the fabric barely covered her nipples, and half her ass-cheeks were exposed as she couldn't wear panties. This was just more than a G-string. She tried to adjust the bottoms but there was no avoiding a pronounced camel toe. She jumped up and down with her breasts freely bouncing out of the top.
'I can't wear this!' she thought looking around. 'There!' she trotted over to the first-aid kit and pulled out the adhesive tape.
She looked in the mirror as she bounced and after she was satisfied the tap would hold, then thought about something else. She ripped off a length of tape, found a magic marker then wrote a quick line before heading for the track.
Carl nudged Baron, "Here she comes, fuck! She might look even hotter dressed like that than when we got to see her naked in class." He looked around him at the 40 -50 students they'd suggested that watching football practice would be a rewarding experience.
The football team looked over at the stands wondering why there were so many kids watching them when they saw the redhead in the hot-pink outfit stretching on the track. As she started running one of the players asked, "What's the sign on her back say?"
"No idea, it looks like Latin, 'Scientia bona est,' I think," he said.
The quarterback laughed, "She's incredible. It means 'Knowledge is Good.' You guys ever seen Animal House? That's on the Faber College statue of its founder. Come on, we have South this Friday, let's focus on getting these plays down." His urging fell on deaf ears are the entire team, even those suspected of being gay watched the beautiful redhead trot around the track. The sun glistened off her bouncing ponytail while highlighting her exposed tits.
Katherine felt all the eyes on her as she ran, especially her large breasts. At first, she felt things would be alright but by the third lap, she could feel the sweat loosen the adhesive, then the tape holding the top onto her left breast gave way, followed by the right. Her rhythm was affected as she had to keep pulling the minimal cloth over her breasts but by lap four, gave up trying.
The coach gave up trying to keep the team's focus on the plays and called a break, "Ok, boys. Take a breather and when we're done, we're all going to be doing laps." He watched those breasts bounce wishing he could get a closer look at those pale-pink nipples. He had nothing but admiration for the woman's dedication to the school wishing more teachers put themselves out there like that. A germ of an idea grew using this teacher's loyalty to the school to inspire the kids before the game the next day. Within minutes he had the perfect speech laid out in his mind using this rookie teacher's dedication to the school as an example.
By lap six, her top had just ridden up totally exposing her large tits, and the tight shorts had slid between her labia but she kept running. It was a toss-up between setting her fastest time to get it over with and slowing down to reduce the bouncing. She opted for getting this over with and picked up the pace. She was already almost naked and hoped the sign she put on her back would minimalize the response from the school administration.



Finally, as she headed back to the locker room she heard a few boys yell out while clapping, soon followed by the entire football team and the kids in the stands giving her an ovation. She turned and waved before stopping and giving a bow. She then turned and fled. The door to the locker room seemed miles away as the applause followed her down the gravel path. She closed the door and collapsed onto a bench, breathing heavily. She wanted to touch herself, wanted to hide, wanted to know what her time was...had to be the best two miles ever.
After showering she came back out and saw an envelope attached to a box. She looked around wondering who'd come in before opening it, "Saturday, 6 PM. 7717 East Fairway Ave. Wear nothing under this coat."
She opened the box and shook her head. The coat wasn't a coat, it wasn't even a jacket. It was a diaphanous beach cover-all, designed to be worn over a bathing suit. She could make out her fingerprints through the material. She looked around, 'did they come into the woman's locker room? Did they have one of the girls do this?' she wondered.
'Christ! At least Sunday this will be all over,' she thought, 'though I'll guarantee you there are dozens of videos of me running topless being sent out to every kid in the school,' she rued. 'I can't stay here...my reputation is shot...fucked!'
* * *
Katherine made it to the Hilton on time, not surprised to see the geeky goy sitting in the lobby with a relieved smile on his face as she entered. With all that was going on she'd not given the boy much thought but looking at him she suspected he was a virgin. She was happy she already checked in and had her card key as anyone looking over would know by the look on the boy's face what they had planned.
Jerry had to tell himself he wasn't dreaming as he watched his teacher stride over in her short dress, her braless breasts bouncing appealingly. All the men in the lobby were watching as she came over to give him a warm hug. He felt a surge of pride seeing two men nudge each other as they ogled at his teacher.
When they got to the room, the boy looked around nervously, "Lexi told me why you did this and I hope you don't regret I knew the answer," Jerry said shyly.
"Why would I regret it?" Katherine asked as she went over to the bed and pressed on it to check its firmness, "I've been looking forward to this, hell! Spending the night with a cute boy like you?" She went over to him and hugged him, "Unless you're being polite and you regret this," she whispered into his ear. She pressed her crotch against the firming mass and smiled, "or not."
Jerry moaned as the beautiful teacher slid to her knees, palmed his rigid erection, and smiled up at him. He felt a hormonal rush as she unzipped his pants and the first female grabbed his cock. He was looking down at her open top, her breasts mostly in view. His balls ached incredibly as she licked the underside of his penis before putting him into her mouth.
Katherine was happy the boy had a nice cock and had showered, smelling faintly of soap. She had no illusions the boy would last long and decided to be prepared for a short blowjob, but as soon as she wrapped her lips around the slender cock, the boy let out a frustrated moan and jetted warm cum into her mouth.
Jerry felt horrified he'd cum so fast as his teacher sucked his cock, swallowing rapidly as he spasmed the huge load into her mouth. He decided to save his sperm ever since he'd won the prize and now regretted not jerking off before he came here. He sighed loudly, "I'm so sorry...I...you are so beautiful, and I..."
"Relax. I expected that and I understand. In a way, it's a compliment. I'm not even naked and you like me," she smiled.
Jerry pulled his pants back up, "So, should I go now?" he asked.
Katherine laughed, "You're kidding, right? We have all night. Come on, I'm taking you to dinner then we'll come back and you can see me naked and do what you want to me. You did tell your parents you'll not be home until tomorrow?"
Jerry smiled, "I told them Jim and I were going to sleep out in his backyard."
"Then that's perfect because I expect you to play in my backyard, also. Come on, there's a great steakhouse downstairs."
After dining, and skipping dessert as both were anxious to get back to the room, Katherine never hesitated and let her dress puddle to the floor then went over and lay down on the bed. She patted the bed, "You want me to lead, or do you want to do what you want?" she asked.
Jerry nodded before realizing it was either/or, "Can I just look at you, see your body?" he asked, "Then, I'll let you lead," he sighed.
Katherine lay back, hands over her head, "I'm yours to do what you want," she smiled. "I'd like to see you naked when you do that though, I've been wanting to see that hot body of yours."
Jerry knew she was saying that to boost his ego, but it still was an incredible feeling hearing a beautiful woman say that so he quickly unbuttoned his shirt. He slowed down when she told him to take it slow. As he pulled down his pants and stood naked in front of a woman for the first time in his life, he felt a rush seeing the look on this hot woman's face. It was strange feeling powerful rather than embarrassed sporting a full erection. She was staring at his stiff cock, her tongue slowly licking her lips. He proudly walked over to the bed seeing her eager expression.
He crawled up onto the bed, studying every inch of her body...some parts more closely than others. He was fascinated with her breasts, so full, so soft as he felt them. He loved her nipples, especially the velvety-soft areolas. She closed her eyes and softly moaned as he traced the pink flesh with his tongue as he circled the hard nubs. He moved between her legs, opening them wide which caused her labia to part, revealing her pink insides.
Katherine had never had a man or boy study her so closely and was getting more and more aroused as he pressed a finger inside her. When Jerry asked her to turn over so he could see her ass, she complied.
Jerry felt those creamy globes he'd imagined every time she went to the board in class, but her ass was even better than he'd imagined...so soft yet firm. He ran a finger down her ass crack, pleased that she lifted her ass off the bed as he did that. Maybe it was the angle, maybe she was getting more excited but her pussy seemed more swollen, wetter. Finally, he sighed and turned her back over. "Thank you. You're more beautiful than I imagined," he sighed.
"My turn," Katherine said. She sat up and felt his small but firm muscles on his chest and abdomen before putting her hands around his jutting erection.
Jerry felt like he'd gotten a foot taller seeing how this gorgeous redhead was admiring his body, sighing happily as she played with his rigid shaft and balls.
"God, you're sexy. Nice body," she sighed as she stroked his cock while kissing his chest. The geeky boy had no bulging muscles but he was lithe and limber as she explored his body. "I can't wait any longer," she panted. She'd felt her pussy throb for the last hour so she pulled him on top of her, guiding his cock between her legs. "Aaaaahhhhh, yeeessss," she sighed as the boy instinctively pushed his cock inside her. "Fuck me, Jerry, fuck me with your beautiful cock."
He was feeling something better than he'd imagined. Her pussy welcomed his cock in a warm velvety grip. This was so much better than his hand that he couldn't imagine going back to jerking off. For the first time in years, the boy felt confident with a woman as he pulled out and drove into her tight wet hole. She was moaning softly each time he penetrated her. He was glad he'd cum earlier as he was lasting longer now as he watched those huge breasts flop up and down with each thrust. He looked between their legs admiring how he was stretching her pussy lips wide.
Katherine could see the concentration on the boy's face as he stared at her chest. He looked more excited as she played with her breasts and nipples. "Would you like me to get on top so you can play with my tits?" she asked.
Jerry thought about getting to touch those soft fleshy masses with her sitting on top of him and nodded. He was impressed by how smoothly they were able to reverse positions without him slipping out of her. He had his hands on her breasts immediately, unable to contain their entire mass between his fingers. Her pussy was bouncing on his cock rapidly, her soft red pubes meeting his dark coarse hair. He wanted to taste those nipples and as he leaned up, she lowered herself, offering her tits to his lips.
As good as her tits felt in his hands, between his lips was even better. Her nipples were fatter than erasers and just as hard. As he sucked on one nipple, she pressed her tit against his lips encouraging him. He had one hand on her free breast and the other exploring her ass. She was moaning louder now and when he felt between her ass cheeks and brushed his fingertips across her puckered bud, she moaned more loudly.
Katherine was surprised the boy would touch her ass and always liked anal play. Another surprise was her growing arousal having assumed she'd just enjoy being fucked by the boy, and as his finger penetrated her ass she felt her orgasm bubbling up inside her. "Fuck yes, play with my ass," she panted as she ground against his rigid shaft.
Jerry buried his middle finger in the woman's anus as she began thrusting her pussy on the base of his cock. On an impulse, he bit gently on her nipples which triggered something.
The boy held her tight as she suddenly came, "Oh God, yessssss. Uhhh, uhhh, uuuuunnnngggg," she grunted as she felt the waves explode through her. She'd been with virgins before but this is the first time she'd cum with a virgin boy.
Jerry was fascinated. His orgasms lasted maybe 15 seconds at most, but women must be different. Ms. Riley was grunting and writhing for over a minute before going limp, a contented smile on her face.
Katherine looked at the boy, smiling, "Wow! That was great. Now you can cum inside me. Is there another position you'd like?" she panted.
Jerry nodded, "Can I get behind you?" he asked.
Katherine climbed off the boy, got on her hands and knees, and looked back at him, "like this?"
The boy stroked his cock looking at the perfect ass framing her swollen pussy as he crawled behind her. He pressed his cock between those lips, savoring the feeling of his cock entering her tight hole. He drove into her as deeply as he could then pulled out. He picked up the pace encouraged by her increasingly loud grunts then bent over her back to grab her breasts. He had the image of dogs fucking as he felt the welcome throbbing in his balls increasing.
Katherine could feel his hot breath on the back of her neck knowing he was getting close. She reached between her legs to softly cup his swinging balls and soon felt them tighten while hearing his moans as he tried to hold back.
Jerry wanted the feeling to last but feeling his teacher's hand on his balls was too much. "Oh, God!" he groaned, "I'm...I'm....shit!" he gasped as he felt his first eruption inside a vagina. He drove into his teacher hard with each spasm. When he felt the last of his orgasm he collapsed on her back, breathing hard.
Katherine rolled to her side with the boy still inside her. He was kissing the back of her neck while gripping her breasts softly moaning. As his cock softened and slipped out of her, she cupped her pussy, "I need to clean up a bit then we can try to get some sleep. If you get hard in the middle of the night, wake me up, I'd hate to pass up getting fucked again by your impressive cock," she purred.
* * *
Jerry felt himself strutting down the hall Friday morning at school. He'd made love...fucked his Advanced Composition teacher six times during the night and was awakened by her mouth wrapped around his cock this morning. They'd gone into the shower where he'd pinned her against the wall as he pounded her pussy. He'll remember her joyous squeals for the rest of his life.
"Jerry, dude! How are you doing? I'm amazed you're able to walk," Drake Atkins, the starting quarterback called out to the boy.
Jerry looked shocked as he had no idea Drake even knew he existed. Then he found himself surrounded by Drake and a half dozen of the popular kids in the school. "I...um, I'm great," he stammered.
"Tell us, how was Riley? Is she as hot as she looks? An animal in bed?" one of the guys asked.
The boy blushed, "I...look, I can't talk about it, but she's very nice," he said.
Try as they might, the boy was goaded into revealing anything about his teacher. Rather than being ostracized, he was slapped on the back and congratulated.
Katherine's classes were quieter than they normally would have been with the kids looking more closely at her. She'd worn a thicker blouse without a bra the day before but it was too warm, so today she'd worn a lighter top which did little to hide her breasts. The kids in her class with Jerry all asked him how it went but he'd declined to elaborate. She was impressed by how much more confident he sounded when speaking yet seemed to clam up whenever anyone asked what happened between him and Ms. Riley. Both Lexi and Jerry said nothing which was a relief to Katherine
* * *
Saturday at six, Katherine pulled up to the suburban house. She looked around and liked the neighborhood. All the lawns looked well manicured, there was an elementary school down the street with a large playground and ball field and the houses were nicely sized. She felt apprehension having agreed...been coerced into spending the night with two horny 18-year-olds but after Lexi and Jerry, she was becoming used to being a slut.
Baron answered the door, "I'm impressed. Right on time. I was going to send you to the principal if you were late...oh sorry, you already went...came and went in fact," he laughed.
Katherine frowned, "before I come in, are you both done degrading me?"
Baron put up two fingers, "Scout's honor. Carl, tell Katherine after tomorrow we'll be done," he ordered.
Carl stepped to the door, "Scout's honor for me too. No one will ever see the video...at least from us, and we'll even give you the papers you forgot to collect." He went over to the side table and picked up two stapled documents. "I think you'll like these, I mean as our teacher."
"But," Baron interjected, "No late down-grading and we expect nothing but full cooperation tonight, deal?" He put out his hand.
Katherine took his hand and stepped inside. "Ok, I'm yours. What part of me do you want first?"
Carl and Baron laughed, "Come on in, take a load off...take everything off," Baron said.
Katherine came in and stopped. In the middle of the room, there was a wooden X with thick black velcro straps for wrists and feet. "What's this? I'm not...no way!" she said firmly.
Baron laughed, "And you told me she'd love it. Sorry, this is a joke. I found this down the street last week at a garage sale. I bought it as a gag prop. I'll have to get rid of it before my parents get back from Australia."
Carl sighed and opened his wallet, "Here. I bet him 50 bucks you'd never question it." he said bitterly to Katherine as he handed some bills to his friend. "And it wasn't a joke. Tell her, tell her what fun things you planned on doing to her if she'd agreed."
"I hoped, you know, perhaps you'd be into pain, being whipped and spanked," Baron sighed, "but don't waste time on regret, I always say."
Katherine shook off the feelings she had listening to the boys discuss the degrading things they'd planned for her, a voice in her head begging her to try it out.
"OK, but my initial order stands, let's get you naked," Baron said firmly as he and Carl went and sat looking at her expectantly.
Katherine dropped her purse and bag onto the floor then slid the thin coat off her shoulders and onto the floor. She slowly turned around so they could get a closer look at her than they had in the classroom. She turned and looked at the boys over her should then bent over to touch her toes.
The boy's sat forward as their teacher opened her stance and looked back between her legs at them. They'd seen her naked in the video and
in class, but this view was new and better than any of the others. Baron groaned, "your ass...is it lubed?" he asked.
Katherine stood and nodded, "I might have misread your intentions but if not, I'd like to be prepared," she said as she came over to them. "and I'm ready for whatever you boys want," she purred as she knelt in front of them.
Each boy lifted his hips as their redheaded teacher pulled down their pants. Seeing her hands on their hard cocks for real after imagining it for the last week was great. She had a soft yet firm grip, expertly stroking their shafts, Carl grinning at his friend as Katherine moved between his legs to take his cock into her mouth.
"Fuck!" the boy sighed, "she's as good as we thought she'd be," he said as he grabbed a tangling tit. He looked down at the woman, "In gym class last week, the guys on the football team all voted you the most fuckable teacher in the school. If they only knew."
"That's so sweet," Katherine smiled, "There are quite a few hot young teachers here." She took Carl back into her mouth, taking more of him down her throat. She looked up at the boys, "I may have presumed, but was this what you wanted?"
Carl sighed, "yes and no. We wanted...well, I wanted you to sit over there and jerk off for us. I've always wondered how girls do it. Baron wanted you on the cross even though he knew you wouldn't go for it." he said as her hands continued stroking their cocks.
Baron nodded, "I would have loved to see you on the cross, all open and vulnerable, but I want what Carl said and then a lap dance like you gave that lucky guy."
Katherine sighed, "a girl's got to do what a girl's got to do," she mumbled as she got up and went over to the chair. She sat down before slouching down with a leg over each arm, fully exposing her pussy. She thought back to the bachelor party and this chair was a lot more comfortable than the wooden one on stage. She began by stroking and pulling on her sensitive nipples. She wished one of the boys were to plant his mouth on her pussy, but she knew she was dreaming. She was going to be there to provide them pleasure, any pleasure she'd derive from this had to be self-provided.
Baron and Carl both were stroking their cocks as they watched Ms. Riley, eyes closed move a hand down to her wide-open cunt to begin stroking it. She immediately began rubbing in a clockwise motion. She was so wet they could hear the smacking of her moist lips echoing in the room. "Look at us," Baron ordered, "I want you looking at us when you cum and no faking it, we'll know."
Katherine obeyed easily enough with two hard cocks being stroked, cocks she'd be taking in her pussy and ass soon enough. They both had their legs spread wide so their large balls were bouncing as they pulled on their shafts. Baron's cock was larger...fatter, and longer but Carl's had that curve she loved as cocks like that often found her G-spot. She wanted Baron's fat cock in her pussy and Carl's smaller cock in her ass, but getting Carl on top of her so he'd hit her in just the right spot had to happen. Thinking this elicited a deep moan while her ass was lifting off the cushion.
The boys grinned at each other seeing their slut teacher approach orgasm. Her unblinking eyes were glued to their genitals but looked unfocused.
"Fuck!" she spat out, her legs splaying out on either side of the chair, ass a full foot off the seat as she came. As her panting settled down, she climbed off the chair and came over to the boys. "The first rule of lap-dancing is no touching, so I expect you to violate that rule as much as you violate all the school's rules," she smiled. She straddled her student's lap feeling her vagina open up.



Baron grabbed her ass as she eagerly ground her crotch on his hard cock. He couldn't believe he was finally here. His beautiful teacher's warm wet cunt pressed on his hard cock, opening up as she slickly slip up his hard girth and length.
Carl looked at that beautiful face, eyes closed lost in the moment, her aroused nipples sticking out a good half-inch. "Dude, she won't stop you if you put your cock inside her, you should see her face."
Katherine moaned, "He's right, fuck me."
Baron gripped her ass, lifting her onto his cock anticipating her tight cunt as she lined him up. "Oh fuck!" he spat as the teacher he'd been fantasizing about dropped onto his throbbing shaft. He cupped her silky smooth ass as she speared herself on his cock. "You heard her." He spread their teacher's ass cheeks, "she wants it."
Carl had dreamt about burying his cock in a tight ass and his current girlfriend had told him over her dead body which had strangely excited him, but he dismissed that thought as he prepared his throbbing shaft and his teacher's puckered hole.
Katherine felt her initial dread morph into arousal knowing she'd not only have two fat cocks filling both her holes, but two of her students who would never look at her the same way. "Fuck!" she panted as the boy roughly popped his cock into her rectum.
"Take it bitch," he hissed into her ear, "you've deserved this all year with your stupid fucking homework."
The young teacher was surprised by this as she'd thought the boys were simply horny. "Ow...please, easy," she moaned, "it hurts." Katherine moaned as the boy did the opposite and drove into her ass harder. She arched her back as the loud slapping sounds echoed louder in the room
Baron sucked on a nipple, pulling on it hard with his lips. She was no longer crying out in pain but moaning deep inside. As he bit down she didn't pull away but pressed her breast against his mouth and moaned more loudly.
"Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck," she moaned. "You're right, I was bad to give you all that homework. Shit! Pound my ass," she cried out as she came.
Carl slammed harder into his teacher's ass as she was now thrusting back against him. He couldn't see his friend's face beneath the massive tit smashed against him. He hoped Baron was able to breathe but what a way to go, he thought. Just as Ms. Riley was coming down he had the idea to really punish her. He pulled out of her ass and guided her mouth onto his cock. "Suck it, bitch. Swallow it," he ordered.
She never hesitated even though the smell and the thought grossed her out. Baron now was able to take over pounding her cunt and having the dirty cock in her mouth triggered another small orgasm. She'd never had an orgasm so quickly after another before.
Baron's hands were on her ass bouncing her pussy onto his cock rapidly and as she clenched her cunt he couldn't hold back any longer. As he jetted his cum inside her he thought about how he'd look at her the rest of the year remembering he'd spewed his sperm inside her...marking her.
Katherine's tongue actively worked the other boy's cock and soon was gifted with hot jets of cum. She swallowed all of it and sat back on Baron's softening cock while wiping her mouth. "I hope that makes up for how mean I was to you both," she smiled. "Or is there more punishment in store for me?" She looked at her watch, "we have the rest of the night and there's the cross in the living room. I shouldn't tell you this but there's a 50-page paper due by the end of the year."
* * *
What was supposed to be just the night turned into the weekend. The following Monday, Katherine Riley walked stiffly from her car into the school. She now regretted mentioning the cross as the two boys used her in every position imaginable. She'd thought they strap her to it and fuck her but once they started, their imaginations took over. They even included several huge vegetables they'd discovered in the fridge. Most of the degrading sexual acts were a blur and she felt dread that they'd be blackmailing her again even though they promised no one would ever see the original or the new footage.
Mark was upset at first she'd come home so late but when she sucked him hard before presenting her ass he forgot all about how jealous he'd been. As free as she'd been sexually, her ass had up to now been off limits.
* * *
As spring warmed up, wearing a sweater over her blouse just wasn't practical so she had an idea. She found just the store and even though it strained her budget, she thought it might make walking braless through the school educational.
The next morning, she knew she'd gotten their attention as the kids all stopped and stared.
"Invictus Mateo," Mrs. Dowling smiled. "I like that. Did you know I'm of Scottish heritage?" she traced the Latin motto with her finger. "Well positioned, also. Right where the kids' eyes will be."
Katherine stifled a groan as the older woman's fingers popped across her nipples. "I thought about that and perhaps the stiffer lettering will hide...um, they sure poke out, don't they?"
Gloria Dowling smiled, "they do, but let's face it if this inspires the students what you're doing is worth it. So, is there a translation somewhere? I mean, I know it...'I remain unvanquished,' I grew up with that framed under the clan crest in the living room."
Katherine looked around before pulling up her short skirt. In tiny lettering on her thong in the front was that exact phrase. "I thought it would be better to get them into the library, but," she paused before lifting the front of her short skirt. There on the thin fabric of her thong was that exact phrase. "I thought some sort of reward if they guessed right...it sounds lame now."
"Very nice, but let's not show that to any of the younger kids. 18 or older so we don't have issues with the parents, ok?"
Katherine nodded. First God-fearing, married, faithful, David Savage was a lecherous horn dog as soon as she exposed herself, then the rigid battle-ax Gloria Dowling turned out to be supportive, encouraging her to further expose herself to the students. What she hadn't considered when she'd had the clothing made up was the stiff lettering. Every movement, every bounce of her breasts caused her nipples to get more and more stimulated. When she gets home, Mark is going to have to kiss them and make them better.
"Um, thanks. I'd better get to lunch and then my class," she smiled at the older woman. It wasn't surprising to see the students look openly at her breasts but seeing Ms. Dowling subtly licking her lips while gazing intently at her erect nipples was a real shock.
"Yes, yes," Gloria collected herself. "Have a great rest of your day."
* * *
By the end of the school year, Katherine had received thousands of dollars in donations earmarked for more shirts and panties which was good and bad. She had to purchase another dresser just for the massive amount of clothing, but it ensured there would be no repeats.
There was also surprising news, the school bond issue passed by a huge margin saving the Art and Latin teachers' jobs along with Lacrosse. Katherine wondered why the pre-election polls were so far off but was thrilled for her friends who would now be keeping their jobs so she didn't care. She instead thought about the boring year-end awards ceremony in the gym. She had to sit up on stage with all the other teachers when she'd have preferred to go through the final papers her kids had turned in. Grading 249 papers takes hours and any interruptions are never welcome.
Katherine sighed as she put a B+ on one of the kid's papers. If only he ran it through a spellchecker she would have given it a solid A. She looked at the clock and decided to head to the gym.
Barbara waved her over all smiles. "I was dreading this since I thought it would be the last time I'd be here, but David gave me the official word I'd be back! Damn! I couldn't have gotten more than 4 hours of sleep any night over the last month."
Katherine hugged her friend, "I knew you'd be back, or assumed it but I'm thrilled that it's official. You're a great teacher and the school is so much better with you here," she said before hugging the young woman. A half dozen other teachers came over to congratulate the Latin teacher before sitting down.
The first part was mildly interesting and they clapped for the honor students, those who lettered in various varsity sports, and other award winners. Katherine was close to dozing off when David stood up.
"Thanks to all the students and faculty that made this year so memorable, but there's one more person we'd be remiss if we didn't recognize. He pulled a letter from his pocket and unfolded it. "This is a letter from Governor Grey. He found out about the incredible grassroots movement to fund the county school system and the person responsible for a 35% swing in the voting. I'll just read the letter."
David Savage laid the letter on the dais and began. "The Office of the Governor, Robert Grey, etc, etc. To the administration and faculty at Westview High. As you may know, I made increasing the funding of our public schools one of my higher priorities last election. It was with dismay that I saw so many bond issues looking doubtful and while I realize the economy has not been the greatest, funding education is not the place to tighten our budgets. When my Chief of Staff told me the bond issue in your district was going to pass with 70% of the vote we all were thrilled. We immediately called our precinct captain in your area and were told of the one person responsible," Mr. Savage paused, a smile on his face as he looked at the rapt audience. Katherine was looking at her phone.
"The one person," he said looking back at the letter and continuing, "responsible. Your Advanced Composition teacher Katherine Riley exemplifies..."
Katherine jerked her head up hearing her name. Everyone was looking at her and she wished she'd been paying attention.
"exemplifies everything our finest educators stand for, dedication, going above and beyond, and a commitment to the welfare of the students. We found hundreds of parents who were told by their children that they had to vote for the bond issue to save Latin among other classes. I've never seen such incredible email and phone canvassing for any issue or candidate in my life. We decided to create a scholarship in Ms. Katherine Riley's name for those students devoting themselves to a Classical Education." He turned to the redheaded teacher, "Katherine, please come up here."
The woman slowly got to her feet, blushing furiously. She looked back at the teachers as they all rose clapping and grinning.
David walked over a gently pulled her to the lectern. "Katherine, I'd like to present you with our newest award," he reached down to grab a tall trophy from a shelf. "Katherine, may I present you with," he read the engraving, "The Katherine Ryan Outstanding Service Award." He looked out at the school, "to be awarded annually to the person, teacher or student who provides the greatest service to the school and community."
The students in her classes stood first but soon the entire gym was filled with the roar of applause. Katherine's knees felt weak as she accepted the trophy but she burst into tears when David handed her the award.
* * *
The next year was very interesting. Over half the female teachers quit wearing bras and started wearing tee shirts with foreign phrases, chemical formulas, equations, and other educational queries.
Barbara was joined by another Latin teacher and even with that many students had to be turned away. They even added Greek to the curriculum, but Katherine found hundreds of students disappointed to have missed out on one of her Shakespearian classes. Her days got longer as she was named advisor to the after-school Shakespearian Drama Society. To know one's surprise she was constantly asked to demonstrate the passion required to play Katherine in Taming of the Shrew, Juliet, and other Shakespearian characters involved in flirtatious scenes. Many students who had no interest in these 'moldy' plays joined the club, others came to watch the scenes being played out.
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"Look at this," Jason held out the ad in the back of their favorite Christian magazine. "This looks like the perfect place to celebrate God's works and commune with nature. It's reserved for those just about to embark on their lives after high school. Everyone is going to be our age and Christian."
Celeste looked at it. The photos were beautiful. Deep woods, beaches, hiking trails, and picnic areas. "Where is this? Oh, never mind I see it, Lake Ontario, upstate. Where are the pictures of the cabins?" she asked.
"Jason chuckled, "No cabins...I mean, there are the restrooms but we'd be tent camping."
"You're kidding, right? Sleeping on the ground? Who does that anymore?" the cute blonde asked. "And who would I be in the tent with?" She dreaded the concept of a half-dozen girls sharing a tent or cabin.
"Me. I mean we could get separate tents but we've known each other our whole lives and we've staved off all temptations." He wasn't just commenting as he'd had impure thoughts about his friend, seemingly more and more each week. He and Celeste had grown up next door to each other their birthdays just two days apart. He thought back to last month when he was with his friends. He'd just turned 18 and she was still 17 and his friends were riding him that he'd be going to jail if he 'tapped that,' whatever that meant.
He and Celeste had a pure relationship base on love, respect, and faith in Jesus. Sure, he had thoughts, after all, he is human and Celeste epitomized female beauty. He looked at her, the unwelcome thoughts entering his head. 5' 2" blonde, barely over 100 pounds. Long legs, narrow hips, and waist, then there was her best feature, or rather features. Her gravity-defying breasts. Even Father Murray commented on them once to him. 'Celeste Coffman could feed an entire nursery if she needed to with those God-given assets,' he'd said. His words seemed innocent enough, but Jason shuddered as he recalled the look on the older man's face. On the other hand, more than once he'd stopped himself from looking in her underwear drawer to find out her bra size. One of his friends swore she was a 34DD.
"We're going off to University in a couple of months surrounded by temptations we can barely imagine. You think we'll be so weak we can't just sleep next to each other?"
The cute blonde nodded, "So how long would we have to...sorry, how long is this for?"
"Six weeks, and look at this. Daily Bible classes and readings. Then there are hikes, scuba lessons, and well this one isn't great for me but sailboats you can take out. The entire place has over 3,000 acres!" His face was beaming, "and get this. Mom and dad said they'd pay for it, for both of us, as graduation presents."
Celeste looked at her boyfriend. She'd never seen him more excited so she slowly nodded, "Ok. You got me with the sailing. Do they also have power boats, you know for water skiing?" she asked.
Jason nodded, "They do. Damn, you do love your water sports. You can do all the water sports you want," he said innocently. This did not interest him as the one time she took him sailing, he leaned over the side throwing up the entire time...and she told him that was the calmest she'd ever seen.
Celeste wanted to laugh hearing water sports but kept a straight face. She was the innocent looking one, but her older sister had filled her in on the things she could be doing on her knees rather than praying. The day after she turned 18, Cherie had 'popped her cherry' with one of her toys, telling her that wasn't what made her a virgin. Getting rid of it now would make losing her real virginity that more enjoyable. Then she showed her videos of couples doing just about everything, some nice, others not so nice. She shuddered remembering the girls peeing on guys and guys peeing on girls. Who would do that? she wondered.
Her mind drifted to the other things her sister told her, promised her. She told her about boys licking between her legs and showed her videos of that. She wanted her face to look like those girls' faces. Girls sucking on hard penises as if they were enjoying a sugary treat. But it was the idea of the orgasm that captivated her. Cherie said she couldn't tell her about it it as there weren't any words capable of truly describing it and doing it justice.
"How will I know when I have one if you can't tell me what to expect?" she'd asked.
Claire laughed..laughed hard, "Oh, honey. Trust me, you'll know...you'll know!" she smiled.
For the first time, Celeste looked critically at Jason. He was the kindest, most decent human being she'd met. He was very religious never missing church, except during the quarantine. He still attended services remotely. He decided to save himself for marriage and assumed Celeste was on the same page. She knew she loved him but she wasn't sure how...she thought he was more like a brother than a boyfriend. Hearing water sports her mind again went to places he wouldn't understand or accept. Without realizing it she was looking at his lap and the outline of his penis.
She roused herself and smiled at the boy, "well sure. It sounds fun." The boating sounded fun and the hiking but she felt something like dread thinking about Bible reading. She believed in God but there was something creepy, something cultish about those who live and breathe it.
* * *
"Wow! It's even more beautiful than in the brochure," Jason said as they climbed out of the car.
Celeste had to admit it was beautiful. She inhaled the sweet scent of the pine forest coupled with the fresh lake air. This wasn't going to be so bad after all. They were immediately greeted by an older woman who came trotting over.
"Hi! I'm Marion and welcome to Camp Cópula. I'm so happy you decided to join us this summer." the woman said.
After the introductions, she gave a quick overview of events, programs, and restrictions pointing this way and that. Celeste looked quickly at Jason hearing no two-piece bathing suits. At least she'd packed one one-piece but she had three cute little bikinis that she and her sister had gone out to get for this vacation. She'd been excited to show them off to Jason, but now they'd be staying in the duffle bag. It was strange that as an unmarried couple nothing was said about sharing a tent, but the counselor just went on telling about the food.
That night was a little uncomfortable. It had been years since they'd slept together. As kids, they'd shared a bed periodically but they were just kids and now it was a bit awkward. Jason mumbled something about going to the restroom while Celeste changed and crawled into her sleeping bag.
The girl was instantly uncomfortable. The ground was lumpy and the bag was overly warm. She was wearing just a tee shirt and panties and would have preferred to sleep on top of the bag...or better yet at a hotel. Six weeks of sleeping on the ground?
Jason came back and crawled into the tent. He stripped down to his boxers and tee and climbed into his sleeping bag. He looked over at his girlfriend who was facing the side of the tent. "Good night," he whispered.
"Good night," she said softly.
Jason could sense her unhappiness but decided it could wait until morning.
Celeste was relieved seeing the morning light having slept terribly. Is she the princess who is bothered by a pea? These lumps aren't peas, she thought, but squashes. She quietly pulled on her clothes, grabbed a towel, and headed to the showers. At least an invigorating hot shower will wake her up.
The young blonde was pleased that no one else seemed to be up and she'd have the showers to herself. She was by no means shy or overly modest but showering with a bunch of strangers after getting almost no sleep would have been too much to take. She hung up her towel and stripped naked shivering in the cool morning air. She trotted over to the nearest shower and stopped. A single valve with no indication of how far to turn for hot caused her to pause. She shrugged and stepped away from the cold spray after turning the valve. Her hand was getting numb from the spray of cold water until she realized that it was futile.
She turned it off and slumped to the floor shivering. She felt like crying having never been as miserable as she was now. She felt dirty from sleeping on the ground and having driven 400 miles the day before and was wondering how she'd be able to bathe. Gritting her teeth she stood and turned on the cold spray. As she went past freezing she wondered if this was part of the plan, forbearance...'fuck that!' she thought.
Jason was just crawling out of the tent when he saw Celeste come trotting back, her arms wrapped around her body. "Cold?" he asked. "Come, climb back into your sleeping bag," he urged.
"Ssssssoooo dddamn cccoolllddd," she shivered. "Nno, nno, hotttt wwatterr," she shivered as she quickly crawled into the tent. She didn't bother taking anything off, instead buried herself inside the warm down-filled bag. As Jason lay down beside her, she unzipped it and pulled him close for his body heat.
The boy had hugged his girlfriend before but this was the first time lying down. On top of it, Celeste was grinding her body against his. Even though he knew it wasn't sexual, he felt himself hardening without being able to pull away. He just hoped she wouldn't notice.
Celeste's shivering was easing with the sleeping bag and Jason's hot body. She was sure Marion wouldn't approve of how she was writhing against a boy, but she was trying to get as much of his warmth as possible. Did Jason have a carrot in his pocket? she wondered. There was something hard in his pants and softly moaned as she realized what it was. He has an erection! She should be pulling back but instead, she opened her legs as if wanting more heat. She tried not to be obvious as she opened her thighs loving the increased pressure against her pussy, but he had to suspect. Wow! That feels good, she thought. "Mmmmm, mmmm, mmmm," she moaned, "I love how warm you are."
Jason felt Celeste's pelvis rocking up and down his hard shaft instinctively grinding back. He was surprised at how good it felt and forgot the initial reason they were clutching each other so tightly. He wanted to make her happy as he came to her aid and didn't want to ruin the moment by kissing her, but her open lips were right in front of his as she softly moaned. He wanted to kiss her so badly but resisted.
She had to have warmed up but she must be trying to get even warmer using friction. He was sure she was unaware of the effect she was having on him and was simply trying to warm up. She might be just trying to bask in the warmth of his body but he was fully aware of the heat between her legs. It was a humid heat he'd never felt before and the plump masses against his chest were making his head spin. Her moans were getting louder as her mouth hit his, her tongue coming out as if exploring his lips. Without warning, he felt an aching rapidly growing under his bladder and before he could pull away he felt a powerful, almost painful surge as he came in his pants.
Celeste was feeling a tingling growing between her legs and cried out in frustration as Jason quickly pulled away from her, rolled over, unzipped the tent door, and rushed out. She felt like crying knowing what she was close to feeling for the first time in her life. First, she got very little sleep on the lumpy ground, then had to take a freezing cold shower and now she'd come so close to what had to have been her first orgasm and had that abruptly yanked away. Where did he go? Did she scare him by pressing her body against his? She wanted to cry thinking Jason had realized what she was doing, fleeing in disgust. He must think she was a slut to have such carnal desires.
Jason rushed to the men's room hoping no one would see the dark stain on the front of his pants, but it was still early and anyone up was far away. He yanked off his pants and underwear, then went over to the sink and scrubbed at the gooey cream. He heard someone coming so he dashed into a stall, grabbed wads of toilet paper, and tried to dry his clothes off.
It was a half hour before he felt he could put on his underwear and pants without the dark stain. They were a bit cold...dank-feeling, but he could live with that. He found Celeste sitting out front of their tent looking worried. "Sorry, sorry to run off like that but I had to get to the bathroom. It was urgent."
Celeste stood up and hugged the boy, "I'm sorry. Are you alright? Was it the truck stop sandwich last night? I thought you were angry with me for wanting your warmth."
Jason was holding his ass away from the girl as he hugged her, "No, no. I will always be there for you if you need me, or my warmth," he smiled "unless it's one of your water sports. Sorry, I'm pretty worthless when it comes to those." Then he patted his stomach, "Yeah, might have been that sandwich. I'll check the date next time. I feel better now. Shall we go get breakfast?"
Celeste was wondering how to explain that sometimes people think of other things than boating when he says water sports. Hopefully, breakfast will be hot...she couldn't take it if she has to put up with a disappointing breakfast.
She asked Marion if there was warm water for showering and she shook her head, "I get it but part of the experience here teaches us self-sacrifice and character building." She looked around looking conspiratorial, "However, you didn't hear this from me but there are those who use the back door to the dining hall, um, there's a sink with hot water. The lock has never been repaired. Bring your washcloth," she smiled.
* * *
The next few days were not much better, except when Celeste was out on Lake Ontario either on a sailboat or water skiing with other campers. Jason observed the other boys fight over who would be going out with Celeste in the two-man sailboats or would take her water-skiing. It surprised him he never felt jealous but rather was happy to see her smiling.
It was the nights and mornings that he wished he could solve. She still had trouble sleeping on the hard lumpy ground and found that simply wetting the washcloth and sponge bathing was not the most cleansing.
Jason explored while Celeste was out boating. He wandered miles through the woods discovering places no one else seemed to go. He wasn't happy being alone and missed his girlfriend, plus it was strange during meals seeing her with some of the other boys laughing and talking about the day's fun. She found three boys who shared her love of sailing and they talked constantly about the winds or what they'd do tomorrow.
Other activities distracted them, outside of the Bible readings. There were crafts, singing, and painting along with various sports.
A week later, right after the group sing-along, they crawled into their tent. Celeste had finally told Jason just to turn his back as she undressed and she did the same for him. It would be ridiculous for them to try to maintain modesty for six weeks. Jason looked over at his cute blonde girlfriend who now just lay on top of her sleeping bag. He tried not to admire her barely covered body, the swelling of her breasts, and again felt the unwelcome throbbing in his shorts. "Tomorrow, can you not go out on the lake? I found a couple of really cool places. Private and if you want to wear a two-piece, no one ever goes there."
The girl rolled over, propped on an elbow. She did want to spend more time with Jason and her one-piece was starting to get a bit rank, even though she rinsed it daily. "Really? How far is it?" she asked.
Jason was slow taking his eyes off the breasts now flowing off her chest, "Two, maybe three miles north of the dining hall. It's so beautiful and peaceful," he said finally looking at her eyes. He rolled over onto his stomach feeling the head of his cock slip out of his shorts.
"Could we skinny-dip?" she asked coyly. Jason had a look of shock on his face so she quickly laughed, "Got you. I knew you'd react like that. The two-piece will be great."
Jason groaned. He'd thought about getting around to suggesting that on his walks but knew Celeste would reject it and most likely get pissed at him. Now he wondered. Could he get to see her naked? What would happen? Would he get an erection and freak her out? Gees! he thought, that would be the most embarrassing thing ever. He lay on his stomach trying to think about something other than Celeste in all her glory. 'I'll bet she has perfect nipples,' he thought. He had to face the side of the tent as Celeste's nipples had become incredibly pronounced. She must be getting chilly, he thought.
Celeste was thinking about the erection she'd felt the first morning. What does one look like in real life, she wondered. Jason's look dampened her curiosity as he seemed to be upset she'd even suggest such a thing. 'He'd never want to skinny-dip, unlike the boys I have been boating with. They sure wanted to get me out of my suit,' she mused. She remembered looking around, gauging how far from shore they were before rejecting their urgings. More than once she wanted to blurt out, "You show me yours and I'll show you mine." She'd been curious about what would have happened had she gotten naked while alone with these boys. Would they have lost control and raped her? She found herself rubbing her thighs together at that thought. 'Horrible, horrible...' she mused as a tingling grew between her legs.
* * *
"See? Check this out," Jason said proudly. He swung an arm across the small white sandy beach with a forested peninsula on the right and a rocky outcropping to the left. It was as if there were no people around for 100 miles.
Celeste had to agree. "How the heck did you find this?" she asked. "We had to cut through a densely wooded area and then climb over that ledge. No one will find us here," she smiled. She unrolled her towel and grabbed the turquoise bikini. "Turn around, don't look," she ordered. Jason not only turned around he wrapped an arm over his eyes. She had the quick feeling of disappointment he'd not hesitated, unlike Drew and Troy. They would have folded their arms across their chests and dared her to strip in front of them. Bill, on the other hand, was always nice to her, never one innuendo. Again she felt that tingling, the throbbing tingling. No wonder Cherie found orgasms hard to describe...even the arousals are hard to put into words.
After pulling off her suit she considered telling him it would be ok to look now. She looked down at her body and thought about what Bill and Troy told her, she had the body of a Playmate or Penthouse Pet. They'd argued which one before finally declaring she was just as hot if not hotter than Miss October 1993 or some Playmate like that. How would I look her up? she wondered, and how could they know the exact months for all these girls? How would Jason react? Then she remembered the look of horror on his face when she'd suggested skinny-dipping and decided then cover up. Some other time when he's ready, she thought. "OK, I'm decent," she said.
Jason turned around, a voice in his head telling him he blew it but instead gasped, "Oh wow! You look...wow!" he sighed.
Celeste did a couple of modeling poses enjoying his overt gaze at her near-nakedness. This was a tiny bikini, just three little triangles covering...or attempting to cover her private parts. She knew he had questions as he was looking at the tiny bit of fabric covering her mons, "my sister. She trimmed and waxed me. Called a Brazilian wax," noticing his unblinking stare she had to smile.
After discovering the quiet beach, Celeste spent less time on the sailboat with her friends, instead exploring the coast of Lake Ontario with Jason. They found two more secluded spots, one with a rocky beach, and the other with a granite ledge they could dive off of.



Jason was up in the trees taking a piss when he heard a power boat. A large one by the sound of it. He dismissed it as they always pass by, but it was annoying to have their peace and privacy disturbed. He finished and came back down to their beach to rejoin Celeste. She was wearing the red bikini today which covered a bit more of her body than the turquoise one, but still just covered her nipples and her...lower region. He knew Marion would go ballistic if she saw how much of Celeste's breasts were exposed. And he was sure Marion would disapprove of her relaxed position. She had that intriguing crease in her crotch...he thought that was called a camel toe. Jason had to stop checking her out and dive into the water every time he studied her body.
"It's turning around," Celeste said pointing to the boat out on the water just as it was going behind the outcropping of rock. They listened to the sound of the motor initially fading before getting louder. They both propped themselves up on their elbows as it reappeared and headed toward them.
* * *
Jasper looked out at the coast, his hands gently caressing the wheel, "Guys, check this out. Let's moor in there, look at that beach," he said.
Adam, Steve, and Vic got up off the deck chairs and came around the cabin, "Hell, yes!" Steve smiled, "Wait. Someone is using it. Shit!"
Jasper picked up the small binoculars, "Take a look," he chuckled, "I think we found the perfect spot."
Vic went below and grabbed the powerful field glasses and came back up. He let out a low whistle before passing them to Adam. Steve took them last and nodded, "Guys. We took this trip to visit all the attractions the Great Lakes has to offer." He pointed at the beach, "That is one fucking incredible attraction." he chuckled.
It took them a while to motor the 65' yacht close to shore hoping the couple wouldn't flee, at least until they could get a better look at the girl. Vic sighed as he handed the glasses to Steve. "She might be the hottest thing we've seen so far this trip but I'll bet you she's just 16."
Adam shook his head. "Not a chance. No 16-year-old has tits like that. And look at those hips, the way they flare out. She's 20-21."
By the time they dropped anchor, the pool was at $400 with Vic taking 16, Steve 18, Adam 20, and Jasper telling them they were all full of shit. He took 23. "That body is a body of a mature woman," he said firmly.
Jason and Celeste stood up as they heard the anchor splash and the motor shut off. "Should we go to one of the other spots?" Jason asked, "I'm not anti-social but I was enjoying just the two of us."
Celeste shook her head. She was checking out the most beautiful boat she'd ever seen. What was it 60'? 70'? Would they let her get on it, take her out? "Jason, that boat is incredible. You are looking at millions right there. Three to four million." She felt that throbbing tingling just looking at the lines.
"You're kidding," Jason said, "But they'll just take over our spot, our personal beach."
"If they do, we pack up and head down to Beach two," she sighed. They named their spots, Beach one, Beach two, and Rocky one. Very original but the names worked.
"Rocky One would be better," Jason said, "The cove is not accessible by a large boat."
They stood there as the four men launched their inflatable boat, powered it up, and sped toward their beach. They instinctively waved back seeing the men's arms raise. "They look friendly enough, not like pirates or anything like that," Jason chuckled.
Celeste laughed, "Not your typical pirate ship either. Nice boat, Honda-powered. I've seen those before. Ok, let's sit back down, I feel like we're standing at attention waiting on them. Maybe if we just act like they're not here they'll do what they came for and leave. I agree with you, I did like having this little piece of heaven to ourselves."
They sat but found they had to stand back up as the inflatable crunched onto the sandy shore. Celeste found herself admiring the chests and abs of the four men. All worked out, all seemed perfectly fit, and all were smiling pleasantly at the couple. The four stood looking expectantly at them before stepping ashore.
"Permission to land?" one of the men asked.
Celeste chuckled, "Permission granted.
"We apologize for disturbing your idyllic spot but we've been looking for a spot to get onto solid ground and stretch our legs," the same man said. "Tell us to leave if we're disturbing you."
Celeste laughed, "Ok, you can stay. We decided you're not pirates," She grabbed the line the man tossed to her and Jason and she pulled the skiff up onto the beach.
"Impressive boat you have there," she said looking out the 50 yards. "60, 65'?" she asked.
Jasper came over and looked back, "65 footer. Mine. I'm Jasper. I recently sold my startup and me and my friends decided to take a few weeks off and cruise the Great Lakes. This is Vic," he pointed to the 6' tall blond, "Steve," he indicated the dark-haired man with the fashionable unshaven look, "and Adam my brother," he nodded to behind him at another blond man.
Celeste looked at all four. Jasper and Adam had incredibly brilliant blue eyes, Vic's were bright green or hazel, she thought. And Steve's were a penetrating brown. "I'm Celeste and this is my boyfriend, Jason,' she said. "We're up at this camp just down the coast for the summer."
Jason was pleased she'd said boyfriend and put his hand out to shake the men's hands.
It wasn't long before the six settled down and were talking about the lake, the weather, and other things they'd seen. The four men had asked leading questions trying to ascertain how old these kids were but all they got was that they were on summer break.
Jason liked the men but wished they weren't so overt in looking as Celeste's scantily clad body. She seemed oblivious but their eyes rarely left her breasts and when she sat facing the cross-legged, eight eyes were on the tiny red strip between her legs. Celeste never let on she noticed. On the other hand, he was also looking at her crotch liking the crease right up the middle. Something was enticing, something forbidden he liked.
Celeste was telling the man about the spartan conditions, tent camping, and the lack of hot water in the showers.
Jasper was shocked, "But they have hot water, I mean, how would they do dishes?" he asked.
The cute blonde nodded, "Sure and I've taken a few sponge baths in the sink in the kitchen when no one is around," she blushed, "Sorry, too much information."
"We have a shower," Vic offered. "If you and Jason would like to use it while we're here, it would be our pleasure. We have three shower stalls on the boat.
"Really? Oh wow, I'd love you forever if I could get a hot shower," Celeste grinned. "Jason? Let's take them up on that."
Jason looked out at the large boat gently rocking and shook his head, "Tempting, but..."
"Oh yeah," Celeste frowned, "He gets seasick. I'll take you up on it though," she said, "If you don't mind." When Vic put out his hand she reached for her towel.
"We have towels and a washer/drier. We also shampoo, and body soap. Everything you need," he said.
Celeste started to go with the tall blond man but had a thought, "Jason, you mind if I go shower?" she asked.
"Please," he laughed waving his hand in front of his nose, "You have no idea what it's like in the tent at night."
Celeste stuck her tongue out at him, "Thanks. What are we going to do about the other rank resident?" she smiled.
"Ok, come on," Vic said as he led her to the small boat.
When they arrived, Celeste looked at the name on the stern, "Wet Dreams?" she asked.
Vic laughed, "Yeah. Let's face it with just four men it's about all the release... never mind. He climbed onboard the yacht and put out his hand. He had an incredible view between those impressive breasts.
Celeste looked up, "Request to come aboard?"
"Permission granted," he said as he took her hand to help her board. He hesitated and looked back towards shore. "Sorry, but I have to ask before we are alone on a yacht, how old are you?"
Celeste laughed, "Worried about going to jail? Relax. I'm 18," she chuckled, "you can perv freely without worrying about being a pedo."
"Oh good. I was worried a bit I was perving on a 16-year-old," he laughed. "Come on, I'll take you below and show you the shower. Also, if you want, toss me your suit and I'll wash it then toss it in the dryer while you're showering."
The shower stall was tiny making Celeste wonder if any of these guys ever showered with a girlfriend. She pulled off her bikini and hesitated before opening the door. She was alone and naked with a man she'd just met, a great-looking guy with an impressive physique. Rather than feeling nervous or afraid, she felt a tantalizing tingling between her legs.
"Just open the door a crack and toss me your suit," she heard Vic tell her. She opened the door, then reached around to hand him her bikini. The tingling felt even stronger knowing he was imagining her naked just inches away. "Thanks. I'll be conservative with the water. I've showered on boats before, know the drill."
Vic had a few other items to wash and tossed them in with the almost-nothing bikini. He loved how innocent the girl seemed, and oblivious to the effect she has on men as she freely exposed her perfect body. He sat back waiting until the girl was finished.
Celeste felt better than she had in years. For some reason, she'd also spend longer cleaning her crotch than she normally would have. She looked in the mirror, wrapped the towel around her, and opened the door. "I cannot thank you enough," she smiled, "I truly feel like a different person. I confess I'm not a camper, don't really like roughing it." She looked around the well-appointed space. "I swear the trees decided to push their roots under my sleeping pad every night."
Vic laughed, "Then you'll hate to see the berths. I think they are more comfortable than my king at home.
"Show me," she said happily, "I never thought I'd say this to a man I'd met just a half-hour ago, but show me your bed!"
Vic chuckled, "Damn! I've waited my whole life to hear a beautiful woman say that!" He stood and took her hand and led her to the door just off the galley. He opened the door and led the girl in. "And this is my bedroom. I'm guessing you want to try it?"
Celeste looked at the man who nodded and with a gleeful cry, flopped onto the mattress, bouncing once, her towel parting at the waist. She was unaware she was flashing her bare pussy as she was reveling in the comfort of the soft mattress. Then she noticed where Vic's eyes were and quickly folded the cloth back over her.
"Don't, please? It's been two weeks just with those guys and wow! Fucking beautiful." Vic reached down and pinched the end of the towel covering her chest, "Please? Just say no or shake your head if you want me to stop," he said as he eased it off her chest. Celeste looked down as the tops of her breasts were increasingly exposed. He kept going, not in a hurry and her right breast came into view. 'She's fucking gorgeous,' he thought. The girl was lying back, her arms at her sides as he finished unfolding the towel exposing her naked form. "Wow! Incredible," he sighed.
Celeste was blushing but made no move to cover herself up, "I guess this is what the girls do when they ask to see your bed?"
Vic nodded taking in the superb beauty sprawled out on his bed. "Um, I should ask but you and Jason...?"
Celeste shook her head, "I don't think he looks at me like you are now." She put out her arms inviting him on top of her. "He seems to be repulsed by the prospect of...this. He's, um, very religious. Will you...I mean if you want to..."
"I'm not repulsed...not repulsed at all," Vic said, "Damn! I've been with a few women and none could hold a candle to you. Jason's a fool...sorry. I can't understand how anyone could resist. Man or woman." He stroked the left breast then leaned down and kissed the girl hard on her lips. He looked at her, "This works out as we have a half-hour before the laundry is done...though I'd like to devote the next 24 hours to this body."
Celeste rolled immodestly around on the bed, and giggled, "if I can sleep here, you can do whatever you want for the next four weeks."
Vic looked down at her chest, leaned over, and sucked a nipple between his lips. The girl responded with a loud sigh while arching her back.
That small contact sent shocks of pleasure throughout her body. It felt amazing! No one had ever touched her nipple let alone sucked and licked it. She moaned when he pinched her other nipple while still flicking his tongue rapidly on the first one. She reached out and palmed the outline of the shaft in his pants letting out a soft moan feeling her first hard cock.
Vic slid a hand down to feel her slick swollen lips, her pelvis thrusting up encouraging him. She moaned louder as he kissed his way down her body to her small patch of pubic hair, her legs opening, and her ass lifting off the bed.
Celeste sighed, "Finally," she sighed feeling his tongue part her labia. She couldn't reach his cock anymore but this felt great.
Vic looked up at the girl, "Is this your first time?"
Celeste nodded, "Sorry. I wish I were more...you know, but never had the chance."
Vic stood and pulled off all his clothes, "You shouldn't be sorry. I'm thrilled to be your first, but it's a lot of pressure. What if it isn't as great as you hoped?"
Celeste groaned, her eyes fixed on the hard shaft pointing up to the ceiling, "It's really looking up," she smiled as she licked her lips, "already looking better than I ever imagined." She wrapped her fingers around him, stroking as she'd seen in the videos.
Vic sat on the bed, "You've never seen a cock before?"
Celeste shook her head, "I mean, not in the flesh, so to speak," she giggled. The large member was warm and she could feel the blood pulsing inside. "Can I taste it?" She asked.
Vic grinned, 'I know you're new at this, but that's one thing you never have to ask a guy." He straddled her chest looking down as her pink tongue probed her lips. 'God!' How the fuck has that boy resisted this?' he wondered.
Celeste inhaled the manly scent and licked the tip before wrapping her lips around it. "Mmmmmm," she groaned tasting her first cock. She remembered watching the videos and tried to suck on the veiny shaft just like the girls did. The pungent aroma of his manhood was intoxicating. She pulled off with a wet popping sound. "Am I doing it right?" she asked.
"It was great, feels incredible but I want to taste you, so let's try this." He got off her chest, shifted her body so she was on her side, then climbed next to her with his face between her legs and his cock presented to her mouth. As soon as he licked her she began moaning softly on his cock. It felt wonderful, tasted wonderful and he tried to focus on pleasuring her pussy before he came down her throat.
'69!' Celeste thought. The position that looked the most arousing. 'What could be more intimate?' She wondered. She had trouble focusing on the man's cock in her mouth, the feelings in her groin distracting her. 'Wow! What the hell was I waiting for?' she thought. Her bladder ached, and something like electric shocks was shooting from her pussy up and down her body. The throbbing aching feeling grew past the level she remembered when grinding against Jason. She found rubbing her nipples on the man's hairy chest increasing all the other feelings tenfold. Celeste was no longer sucking on Vic's cock but panting as she felt a wonderful feeling growing rapidly...so close...so...
Vic was now nibbling on the girl's clit as she came hard, her voice slightly muffled by the cock in her mouth.
"Mmmmm, mmmmm, mmmmpppphhh!" Celeste cried as the aching became almost too painful before exploding and releasing inside her. She wasn't even aware but she'd speared his cock deep down her throat without her gagging as she rocked her hips against his mouth.
On the beach, the guys looked at each other. "Damn!," Steve said calmly, "Figures. Vic's playing the video of the short movie he produced. You'll have to watch it," he told Jason. It's about a girl being kidnapped and her sister tracking the kidnappers down. Won awards. Somehow he managed to put in a lot of sex without bothering the critics...or maybe that was what they liked. He shows it off to everyone he meets" He picked up his phone as he heard another cry from the girl with a pause and then Celeste's soft moaning. "We need music! You like The Stones?" he asked.
Jason was looking out at the boat and back to the three men who were seemingly unconcerned with the sounds coming from there. He nodded at Steve as Satisfaction started playing. He did like the Stones and it is plausible that this was simply a video, plus there was no doubt in his mind Celeste with her innocence could ever sound like that. The sounds he heard were of a slut in heat.
The men seemed to be looking at him as he noted the boat rocking on the waves, "I couldn't be out there," he said pointing to the boat, "I'm feeling seasick just watching the motion."
Jasper felt like laughing when he turned and looked out at the water. He knew that rocking motion anywhere. Cars, campers, boats...the universal sign of fucking.
Vic was gripping the girl's ass as she came thinking this girl has to have the most incredible orgasm of anyone he'd been with. His face smeared with her juices he licked until she went limp then he rolled off the bed and climbed on top of the girl. "Permission to come aboard?" he asked
Celeste gave a satisfying groan then smiled, "Permission granted. Permission to fuck my pussy."
"This might hurt," he said, "Let me know."
Celeste shook her head, "it should be fine. My sister took care of it for me, and told me it would make my first time better. Go ahead and fuck me like you'd fuck an experienced girl. I've been ready for weeks," she sighed. She looked at the angry-looking shaft pointing at her virgin pussy. Vic was gentle as he rubbed the plump head up and down her slick slit. He was gentle, too gentle. He popped the plump head inside her and then pulled out. It was feeling good, and now it was starting to feel great and she wanted more. "Oh, fuck!" she yelped as she grabbed his ass, pulling him into her.
This surprised Vic, but he needed little encouragement as the blonde wrapped her legs around him with her heels urging him to fuck her hard. He took over thrusting his hips powerfully into the virgin girl's pussy as her moans got louder. She was now lying back, her legs spread wide open no longer needing to spur him on.
"Aaahhh, aaahhh, aaahhhh,aaahh, aaahhh," Celeste panted as the throbbing tingling feelings rose inside her. This was an incredible experience being speared as she openly offered herself. It was the surrender, the total vulnerability that enhanced her arousal. She never imagined she'd be lying under a man, a stranger, doing the splits so he could penetrate her fully. The feelings were getting stronger. Claire had told her a lucky few women are multiorgasmic, maybe 25%. She felt a surge of pride as she felt the aching rise that she might be one of them.
Vic was getting close also and wanted to know if he should pull out when Celeste's moan morphed into loud groans and she again wrapped her legs around his ass, her pelvis rising to meet his every thrust. Just as he was about to protest he was going to cum and ask if he should pull out, she pulled his mouth to hers and kissed him hard.
The small room echoed with their orgasmic groans as Celeste received her first load of sperm. It was a good thing that her sister insisted she also go on the pill as soon as she turned 18. Either she was imagining it, or she could feel the spurts of sperm splashing against her cervix, either way, it was incredible. In the back of her mind, she was thinking how much better it would feel if she weren't on the pill.



Vic collapsed next to the girl, her legs still tightly wrapped around his waist, her pelvis grinding against him. He looked at the sweaty face and then kissed her. "Sorry. I hope it's ok. I should have requested permission to cum inside," he chuckled.
Celeste laughed, "Permission granted. I'm on the pill so unless you've been whoring it up on this trip..."
Vic shook his head, "been a dry spell, longest I remember."
He looked at the clock, "we'd better get back ashore. Your boyfriend might be worried."
Even with the phone playing the Stones fairly loudly, they all were aware of the sounds of carnal bliss coming from the yacht. They'd kept Jason talking about what he wanted to study, where he was going to college, and everything else they could think of. The men were amazed by how naive the young man was. When the boat stopped rocking and the sounds stopped, Steve stood up. "I hope they get back soon. I need lunch."
They didn't have to wait long as the couple climbed into the boat, started the motor, and headed back to shore. Celeste was expertly piloting the boat to the shore.
Jason looked out at the tiny strips of red cloth covering Celeste's body feeling pity for how frustrated Vic must feel. As he thought about what else might have happened when they were alone he looked away. 'Damn penis!' he thought. 'Why does it keep doing that?'
Vic was all smiles as she climbed out. "Celeste has incredible skill. Sure knows her way around boats. Gave her the full tour and she named everything."
Jason got up and looked at his girlfriend, "why are you so red?" He asked. "Was the water too hot?" Her creamy skill was mottled with what looked like hand prints, especially her ass, and chest.
Celeste looked down at the red marks on her skin and nodded, "I might have scrubbed too hard. I thought I died and went to heaven. You need to try to conquer your seasickness and get under that hot shower," she smiled. "It was exactly what I needed! Also, Vic was so nice. He threw my suit in the wash since the laundry at camp sucks." That was another sacrifice they had to make. All their washing was done by hand in cold water, then hung out to dry.
Steve went over to the boat. "I'm going to make some sandwiches," he said, "are you guys hungry?"
Jason looked at Celeste, "go with him. She's incredible in the kitchen. Best cook I've ever known," he smiled. He looked at Celeste, "Maybe you can wash a few more items?" he asked. My shorts and," he picked up her one-piece she'd left camp wearing. "I can just wrap a towel around my waist."
Celeste looked at Steve, "You don't mind? I mean that suit has gotten a lot of wear."
The dark-haired man smiled, "Sure. I have a few items also."
Steve went over to Vic and whispered, "you might need to put on some music. We could hear everything. You guys were loud."
They waited until Jason came back and then headed to the boat. "I saw you pilot this, I'll sit aft," Steve smiled. They shoved off and again the boat was expertly maneuvered to the stern of the Wet Dreams.
Celeste made no protest when the man helped her aboard by cupping her ass. She wondered if Steve would want the same thing Vic did since he and the other men looked at them both with sly smiles. Jason was the only one to look oblivious. They went down to the galley. Would she say yes? It was the Christian thing to do if Vic was telling the truth. A long dry spell is unhealthy building up all that sperm.
They decided to wash the one-piece and Jason's shorts and tee before heading to the galley.
Steve stood in front of the girl, his hands gently on her shoulders, and looked at her. "I hope I'm not being forward but you're fucking gorgeous."
Celeste blushed. It was flattering these older experienced guys liked how she looked, "thanks. It's nice to hear and I like men who don't beat around the bush.' She went over to the fridge and opened it. "Well stocked," she smiled. "What do you feel like eating?"
Steve came up behind her, pressing his body against hers. He reached past her to get a package of cold cuts. He felt himself getting hard and kept pressing as she seemed to appreciate it. "You. I'd love to eat all of you," he whispered.
Celeste could feel his bulge against her ass wondering what his cock looked like compared to Vic's. She wiggled her ass against him as she picked up a package of cheese. "Are you sure that's all you want?" she asked as she humped back against him.
Steve could feel the girl grinding against him so he whispered, "Starving for you, and we all heard you and Vic fucking but I'm not sure he asked, how old are you?"
Celeste chuckled, "I should get one of those name tags people get at conferences. 'Hello, I'm 18 and legal.'"
Steve smiled, "Damn! That's a relief. We were wondering and had a lottery. The pot's $400 on your age and I picked 18. I win." He put his hands on her hips and pulled her closer. His cock was as hard as he'd ever felt and wished he'd dropped his shorts as the cute blonde ground her nearly bare ass against him.
"If I'd know that, I would have also awarded you my virginity but Vic took that as you mentioned," she sighed, "but I'm sure we can make things right," she smiled as she slid to her knees.
Steve smiled as the beautiful blonde pulled down his shorts, grabbing his cock as it bounced free. She smiled, seemingly pleased with the size or shape. She looked up at him, fixing her eyes on his as she licked from his balls to the tip. She repeated that a couple of times before pulling the spear-shaped head into her mouth. "Aaaaahhh, yesss," he sighed having only his right hand attending to his cock for the last few weeks.
Celeste had wanted to try sucking a cock since she and Vic 69ed. She was wondering if she could take all a man's cock down her throat and surprisingly she could. Even though Steve had to be at least seven inches, she was pressing her lips against his pubes. She felt a swell of pride hearing the man groan and pant out 'Wow,' and 'Oh my God.'
Steve was doing something he'd never done in his life. He was fucking a girl's mouth, literally fucking her. She wasn't gagging, wasn't resisting as he had his hands on her head thrusting his cock into her throat. The only noises were the deep slurping sounds, the girl's encouraging groans, and the guys playing an Aerosmith song loudly on the beach. It was only a matter of minutes before he would ejaculate down her throat and he wanted that pussy so he let her head go and stepped back.
Celeste felt the long snake slide out of her throat and mouth, a slight soreness much like bruising in her gullet, but otherwise fine. She had a stream of saliva that had oozed onto her chest so she grabbed a kitchen towel to dry off. She looked down at the bikini and sighed. "It was clean. Maybe we'd better stop the washer and toss these in," she said as she stood up. "I hope it doesn't bother you if I'm naked," she winked.
Steve laughed, "sounds horrible, but since you're my guest, I want you to be comfortable." He helped her pull off the tiny pieces of cloth, whistling in appreciation. "It gets better and better," he smiled.
"Thanks, you guys sure know how to boost a girl's ego."
They stopped the wash cycle tossed in the suit and looked at each other. Steve was still sporting a very firm erection, glanced at the vibrating washer then lifted the girl easily onto it.
Celeste squealed as her aroused pussy plopped onto the washer lid. She leaned back as the dark-haired man spread her knees so he could bury his face between her legs.
"Steve, um Vic...oh gosh! He came inside me," she panted.
Looking up at her he shook his head, "You showered. I have no issue with that."
The blonde relaxed as she felt firm lips nibbling on her labia and clit. 'I could have a guy licking my pussy 24 hours a day,' she thought, 'I could teach Jason how. He's always been there for me.'
'Celeste is ready for a good fucking,' Steve observed. Her legs were spread wide and she was lifting her ass to press her sex against his mouth. He stood wiping the juices off his face with the back of his arm, then stepped between those creamy thighs and slid his cock right into her.
Vic was great, but Steve's cock was a bit fatter and he didn't fuck around. He knew what he wanted and took it. He slammed right into the tight pussy, grabbed her tits, and proceeded to aggressively fuck her. He switched to pulling on her hard nips to which she instantly responded happily.
The girl was going out of her mind with a man slamming hard into her on a vibrating platform. It was only a matter of a couple of minutes before she cried out and almost passed out from her best orgasm yet. The cabin echoed with the sounds of her guttural grunts. As she came down she pulled his mouth to hers tasting only the second man's tongue. She wondered if he was close, but the only signs were his sweaty body and his soft grunting with every thrust.
Steve was holding back until she came wanting to fuck her from behind. He had been admiring her ass from the moment they hit shore. He pulled out and then lifted the girl off the washer. He turned her around and shoved his cock back inside her. 'God! Best ass ever,' he thought. She had the curest puckered ass and tight velvety smooth cheeks. Small shock waves traveled across those cheeks with every impact of his hips. The girl was loving it as she was grunting more loudly and he noticed she was looking out the starboard side port. There was Jason playing frisbee with the other guys, oblivious to the acts taking place 50 yards away. He was having to hang onto the towel but was having no issues catching or throwing the disk.
Celeste was looking out wondering if by the end of the day, she'd have 5 different men inside her. It seemed out of the question as the first two just seemed to happen logically. They were alone, almost naked. It would have been a waste of opportunity for the sexual acts not to occur. She thought about lying next to Jason every night wondering why he never made a single move. Maybe tonight, she thought. She forgot about Jason as Steve began pulling on her nipples again. Could she cum again? It was getting close...getting so close.
Steve saw the blonde-covered head look down and her ass was now thrusting back into his pistoning cock. He grinned internally knowing she was about to cum again so he gritted his teeth trying to hold off.
"Oh, gosh. Oh, gosh. Oh, gosh. Oh, gosh," Celeste was chanting as the intense aching built rapidly. "Oh my fucking gosh!" she cried out as everything exploded inside. She was unaware of where she was or what she said as the waves of pleasure crashed through her.
Steve was hanging onto the girl for a full minute as she had the most incredible orgasm he'd ever witnessed. He found he was hanging onto her chest as she'd passed out as the orgasm faded. He let her collapse on her chest on the washer as he let himself finally cum.
Celeste woke up confused. Where was she? She was naked on a couch except for a blanket and it all came back to her. She'd had such a powerful orgasm she'd passed out. Steve had been pounding her from behind, his heavy balls slapping wetly on her clit...then everything went black. She remembered a loud whirring noise as if someone put a cordless power tool next to her ear. Steve was in the kitchen making sandwiches, her bikini, and one-piece were folded on the couch next to hers. She pulled off the thin blanket and looked between her legs. If Steve came he cleaned her up and she saw no cum leaking out.
"There you are. I thought I'd either call the paramedics or get another quick fuck in. You saved me from having to make a tough decision," he chuckled.
Celeste slapped his bare ass, "and we both know which choice you'd have made. It's not like you are ready for the EMTs," she laughed.
"Good point. That doesn't mean we can't get up on the deck. You never fucked until you've fuck under the bright sun,' he said as he cut the last sandwich in half.
Celeste looked at the time, "I'd like that but we should get back to shore."
Jason heard the launch power up as Celeste and Steve headed back to shore. He was hoping the laundry didn't take all that long as he was getting chafed pulling the towel on over and over. On top of that, he was hungry. He looked at Celeste piloting the boat looking totally in her element.
The blonde loved the power and nimbleness of the launch and was thrilled the men let her pilot. She deftly beached the craft and climbed out feeling better than she had in weeks.
They handed out the sandwiches and after eating, Celeste looked at her watch. "This has been fun, but we have to get back for dinner and the skits after."
Jason stood up, "yeah, but why don't you guys join us? Celeste and I are going to do a thing on..."
"Don't tell them if they're coming over, let it be a surprise," the girl said. She looked at the three men, "camp is just a couple miles west. Please. We'd love to have you guys there."
Jasper looked at the other guys and shrugged, "I'm in. Sounds like fun. We'd give you a ride but," he looked sadly at Jason.
Celeste stood up, "It's fine. It's a beautiful hike. We'll see you there."
Jason shook his head, "Celeste, go with them. I'll be fine walking. I made this trip a lot before we came here together. I know you want to be on the boat. Both times today you came back you were positively glowing," he said.
Celeste blushed not realizing she was glowing but there was a spring in her step, a feeling of being alive.
Steve stood up, "I'll go with Jason. I love a good hike. You guys sail around, we'll meet you."
Celeste went over to Jason, "you sure? I love the woods and I've spent almost no time with you today."
Jason laughed, "You and your love of water sports," he said. "I'm not going to come between you and boats."
Celeste hugged him and then watched sadly as he and Steve headed up the trail. She felt she should be with him but again wondered if that would be as a boyfriend or best friend.
Jasper stood, "let's go get ready. Celeste, get the Honda ready, we'll load up."
Jasper watched critically as the cute blonde deftly maneuvered the launch perfectly astern of the yacht. He looked at Adam who nodded in approval. They boarded the Wet Dreams and stowed the gear. Celeste did not need to be told where things went and took care of tying off the Honda.
Vic nudged Jasper, "we need her. You see that clove hitch? She knows her knots."
After securing all the gear the four went down to the cabin. Vic grabbed four beers and as he handed one to Celeste she hesitated.
"Oh yeah. Forgot. 18," he said. "Still, you want one?" He asked.
Jasper looked at the paper on the table, "Steve. Damn it. I should have taken 18," he moaned.
"$400," Celeste smiled, "I'm flattered." She took a sip of beer and frowned. "Um, want this? Pretty sour."
Vic smiled and told the girl's beer. 'We have wine, do you like red? White?"
Celeste remembered communion and nodded, "red is good."
They sat in the main cabin with the three men discussing their plans for the next few weeks. Ontario, then Erie. Then up through the Saint Clair river to Huron.
"Should we do Sault Saint Marie or Mackinac next?" Jasper asked.
"You should do Superior first. Late August can be iffy. Michigan is not much better but there are fewer questions. Of course, you'll check the weekly forecasts when you approach Cockburn Island."
They looked at the girl. "You've sailed there?" Adam asked.
"When I was 12. My mom, dad, and I did Superior and Michigan out of Chicago. Speaking of weather, you need to be careful on Erie. The average depth is 35 feet and with a strong wind the waves can get over 35 feet."
"What boat? Power? Sail?" Jasper asked.
"Sail. Catalina. My dad's first love," she smiled, "then there's Rusty our cattle dog, mom, and lastly me," she smiled.
"You have a Catalina? Which one?"
"The 445. Nice boat though it's a money pit according to my mom. Time suck and a money pit. She swears he would leave her for the boat if it came down to it."
"Ok, we'll try for Superior first then Michigan." He looked at the girl as if he were going to say something. "We should weigh anchor," Vic said as he stood. "We have a couple of hours before those guys walk back so maybe we can let Celeste take her out onto the lake. What do you think?" he asked.
After preparing the engines and powering up, they weighed anchor and slid out onto the lake, Celest at the helm with Jasper and Adam keeping watch.
"Nice, very nice," Jasper smiled. "I can see you're comfortable piloting a boat."
Celeste frowned, "Never one this large. Plus, getting a feel for the twin engines takes time," she sighed.
You're doing great," Jasper said as they headed out toward the middle of the lake. It was a smooth day with no one out this far. Taking a chance he put his hand on her right hip. She was still wearing the tiny red bikini and she kept her eyes on the lake as he stroked her ass. He looked at Adam who move to her other side.
Celeste sighed and closed her eyes as four strong hands explored her body. Soon both tiny pieces of cloth were on the floor and the girl was having trouble concentrating.
"I think you can shut off the motors," Jasper whispered, "we're all alone out here." His hands were feeling the mass of her breasts while Adam was sliding a finger into her wet slit.
They moved over to the couch behind the partition when Vic came up smiling. "I heard the engines shut off. I figured Celeste would have trouble piloting so I'll make sure we don't hit anything or run aground."
Celeste had dropped to her knees and was alternately sucking one cock then the other. She was starting to believe that like snowflakes no two cocks were alike. Somehow she wanted to get all five guys naked and hard, feel all five, taste all five. She wasn't sure if Jason would be ok with that but she had no doubt these four guys would. She popped Jasper's cock out of her mouth and looked at him, "Would you like to fuck me while I suck Adam's cock?" she asked.
Jasper laughed, "Is that a trick question?"
Adam was happy to have the cute blonde crawl between his open thighs. He leaned back as the girl wrapped her lips around one ball bathing it thoroughly while stroking his cock, then the other. She moaned on his right testicle as Jasper worked his cock inside her.
Jasper looked down at that creamy ass with the cute brown puckered wondering if he have the opportunity to go there. On the other hand, he wasn't complaining about the tight warm fit of the girl's pussy. He leaned into her as he felt his cock penetrate deeper while grabbing those incredible tits.
Celeste was now deep-throating Adam's cock, groaning more and more loudly as she felt Jasper thrust harder into her. She loved it when men put their weight behind their fucking. Her nipples felt on fire as the fat rough fingers pulled and pinched them.
Adam was trying to hold off but with the tight sucking and guttural moans, he couldn't resist anymore. As the aching in his balls got incredibly painful he grunted that he was cumming. Celeste sucked harder as he gripped her head, spewing his built-up cum into her stomach. His hands slid to his side but the girl still bobbed her head on his cock.
Claire had told her she hated the taste of cum but she always let men cum in her mouth since they liked doing it so much. She swallowed once and almost threw up but the guys never minded if she spit. It didn't taste that bad, Celeste thought, bitter, tangy but arousing in a way. She was starting to feel that wonderful build-up and wanted Adam hard again so he could also fuck her.
Jasper was sweating and not just because it was warm. The cabin echoed with the sounds of his balls slapping wetly on the girl's pussy and her periodic slurps on Adam's cock. He could take it anymore and cried out, "Oh, fuck! Celeste, I'm going to cum," he grunted.



Celeste ground against the man as he stabbed her with each spasm inside her. When he was done she wanted cock inside her and crawled onto Adam's now turgid member. "Fuck me, Adam, cum inside my pussy." she panted as she began bouncing on his cock.
Jasper went below and cleaned up. When he got back, the girl was on her stomach on the couch and Adam was driving his cock into her. She was crying out she was cumming as her ass was thrusting back into the man's cock.
"Third time," Vic smiled. She was close, so close when you came. Then she came almost immediately when she climbed on Adam's lap." He looked back as Adam's face screwed up as he came inside her.
Vic patted Jasper on the shoulder, "We need to motor back, but I think one of us should entertain our guest."
Jasper smiled, "Better yet, let's see how she handles distractions."
Vic looked puzzled then smiled, "It would be good to gather that sort of data. I'll start the engines and you bring her over here."
Adam had rolled off the girl and was standing next to her as she cleaned his cock, sucking all her juices off the now flaccid shaft.
Jasper took her hand and stood her up. Cum was running down her legs as he led her over to the helm, "Take her ashore, First Mate. We want to see how you handle distractions."
Celeste's knees felt weak but she took the helm. Vic had come up behind her, gently kicked her feet apart then slid his cock into her sopping pussy.
"Is it ok if I fuck you while you pilot the Wet Dream?" he whispered.
Celeste nodded as she brought the bow around to point south. She felt the long narrow cock slide in and out of her pussy as she scanned the horizon for familiar landmarks.
As Vic was fucking her, she drove her tongue into his mouth, then sighed happily as his cock pistoned into her pussy. "Fuck! This feels so good. Do you guys ever fuck your women in the ass?" she asked.
"Whenever we can," Vic panted. He'd been getting close and this conversation wasn't helping. He thought about finishing in her ass if she was being truthful, but he had no desire to stop to get lube. "But we'd need to prepare. Can't just...oh, fuck! You feel so fucking good."
"Next time, I guess," Celeste sighed, "Go on, cum inside me."
By the time they entered the wide bay that had the church camp, Celeste had taken two more loads from the men and had cum four times, once while maneuvering around two small boats. Another time, they sailed close to fishermen who started at her bare chest with Jasper slamming into her from behind. She waved, her huge breasts bouncing freely. They tentatively waved back.
As she powered off the large yacht and Vic dropped anchor she could see her campmates looking out curiously at the boat. Hopefully, no one had binocs, she thought as she cupped her flowing pussy and dashed down the stairs to the head.
She cleaned herself as much as she could then pulled on the one-piece. It was just 400 yards to shore so she told the men she was going to swim in. If she couldn't shower maybe a good swim would work. When she was halfway to shore she heard the Honda fire up.
Jason was looking out at the yacht when it powered toward shore. He spotted Celeste piloting the boat...was she naked? She looked topless but that would make no sense. He was relieved when she walked up on deck in her tan one-piece. That was what she was wearing, he thought. That explains the topless look. He dove in and swam to meet her. He waved at Vic, Adam, and Jasper as they motored past.
Celeste smiled to see Jason swim out. At least he was a wonderful swimmer. They met and hugged, treading water.
"Was that fun?" he asked, "I see they let you drive it."
"Pilot it, yes. They were testing me to see if I could multitask, at least it seemed like it. Why would they need to do that?" she asked. Without thinking she'd wrapped her legs around Jason's waist and felt him get hard against her. She didn't pull away liking the feeling.
Jason was wondering about distractions as his cock was pressed right against Celeste's pussy and with his treading water, she was grinding against his cock.
Celeste smiled feeling his now fully erect cock, his attempts to pull away, and his obvious discomfort. She kissed him and unwrapped her legs, "Come on, I'll race you to shore. Loser buys a shake over at the concession stand," she cried as she swam rapidly away.
Jason was trying to get his tent under control and was dozens of yards back by the time he felt himself get back to normal. He waded out of the waves to join the smiling girl. He shook his head, "That wasn't fair, you...um, you had a head start," he groaned.
She looked at his shorts, "You're the one with the head issue. Must have caused considerable drag. Sorry, that was mean of me but fun!"
"That was mean," he smiled, "but I didn't mind."
As they walked over to the four men, he stopped her. "Look. I might know why they were letting you pilot and testing you. When you were out on the boat showering and making lunch I told them how much you loved boating, grew up on boats, and sailed most of the Great Lakes. They wondered if you'd be interested in crewing for them for the next three weeks." He stopped and looked over at them, "I told them you'd love it but would say no since you'd be leaving me here."
"You're right, I would," Celeste said. I'd never do that to you."
"I'm not sure that's the right decision. I want you to go. You love boating, and," he looked out at the incredible yacht anchored offshore, "you'll always hate me for keeping you from doing what you love most."
"I can't leave you alone here! We're a team," she said.
Jason shook his head, "we're not even boyfriend and girlfriend. It's almost like we're brother and sister," he sighed. "I'm, um. I've thought about...you know, us," he stammered.
Celeste saw his cheeks get bright red, "um, making out, having sex, screwing?" she asked.
Jason nodded, "It's hard," he suddenly laughed, "I guess you know that. Anyhow it's difficult to keep my vow to remain a virgin until we're or I'm married. I know you don't feel the same way and that's fine. But whenever I think about it, it seems wrong that it's with you. Not to say you're not incredibly sexy...it's just that..."
"You think of me as your sister," she finished.
He looked back over at the guys and out at the boat. "Go. This will be the last time in your life that you'll have this opportunity. Carpe Diem and all that," he said.
She hugged the boy, kissed him on the neck, and whispered, "I love you."
She stepped back, glancing down at his crotch, "Perv. If you truly think of me as your sister you'd better get to confessional."
The skits were a mixed bunch with most of the camp putting on something that parodied life or celebrated Christ. Jason and Celeste put on a skit with one of the larger boys about bullying. The theme was a constant stream of demeaning comments from Tommy directed at Jason. He consistently defected them but you could see he was wearing down. It seemed every time he turned around, the boy had a new insult. Someone must have had a history as they'd come up with dozens of truly mean things. It might not have been acting as tears formed in his eyes with each comment.
The men watching were dreading where this would go while wondering where Celeste was. She'd not made her appearance and those who knew her wanted to see her, the others just wanted to see the cute blonde girl.
Jason's head was down as he walked away from Tommy. He was slower to sluff off the mean comments and headed to the beach, a paper bag in his hand. He sat on the bench pulled a fake gun out of the bag, and looked at it before turning it over in his hands. You could tell he was getting up his nerve when Celeste walked slowly down the path behind him. She was made up as a cute girl with pigtails holding a lollypop but taking no joy in the candy as it was hanging limply by her side. She stopped not noticing the gun, but a boy in a bright blue shirt sitting there and said, "Wow, that's a beautiful shirt. The color lights up the entire area around you. That exact shade of blue was my mom's favorite, and today would have been her birthday. Seeing that makes my day, thanks!" Then she skipped away happily. Jason looked over his shoulder at the disappearing girl, looked at the gun then threw it into the ocean.
The next time Tommy made an insulting comment, Jason just laughed at him and skipped away.
It was the biggest hit and when all was done they were called up by Marion who presented them with the trophy.
Vic came up to Jason and hugged him, "Dude, that was incredible. It was so real. Great job!" He seemed to hug Jason a bit longer than seemed necessary to congratulate him then he shook Tommy's hand. He looked back at Jason again before hugging Celeste. The look on Vic's face showed the skit hit home.
That evening she talked to the guys who told her what they had in mind. Three weeks at $100 a day to crew. None of that female shit about cooking and cleaning but a full member of the crew. They suggested Celeste come out to the yacht that night but she wanted to say goodbye to her friend so she asked them to join them for breakfast and she'd leave with them after that.
That night Celeste got undressed down to her tee and panties. She unzipped her sleeping bag and told Jason to do the same. She pulled him close, hugging him and when he got hard, she grabbed his ass holding him close. "It's ok. You love me, I know that. That's just another way of showing it."
Jason relaxed and let himself enjoy her soft body against his. It felt good when he pressed his erection against her aroused by the thought that mere millimeters of fabric separated their genitals. She didn't mind as she was pressing back, her legs opening.
Celeste whispered in his ear, "I know you're saving yourself, but you can't torture yourself like this."
The boy didn't know what she meant until she pushed him back, then sat up and pulled off her shirt. She bared her incredible breasts for the first time. He wanted to turn on the flashlight but could just barely make out her nipples and the dark silhouettes of the masses on her chest. Then she pulled his shirt off followed by his shorts. It was incredible how her breasts flopped around as she undressed him. He even lifted his hips making it easier for her.
Celeste moaned softly seeing and feeling his cock. The four men had very nice cocks but Jason's made her pussy throb eagerly. She kissed her way down his neck to his nipples, then his stomach, and finally to his huge cock.
Jason put a pillow over his mouth stifling his groans as Celeste's warm mouth engulfed his cock. He grabbed a breast, his first ever as the aching in his balls rapidly increased, and before he could warn her, he exploded into her mouth. He was humping against her face as jet after jet shot down her throat. With a satisfied moan, he collapsed back and looked down at the smiling girl.
"Shit! I'm sorry. It just happened so fast," he said sadly.
"It's fine. I wanted to taste you, so even had you warned me..." she said as she wiped her mouth on the tee. "Let's get some sleep," she said as she pulled off her panties before pulling his naked body against hers.
Twice that night Celeste had to suck the poor boy's cock. He kept getting erections and couldn't sleep. The next morning, Celeste woke with Jason pressed against her and she felt something inside her. The boy was softly snoring but his hard cock was inside her pussy. As she moved her hips she could feel him slide in and out and without waking he was also humping into her.
Celeste was playing with her clit as the fattest cock she'd had was pushing deeper into her with each stroke. She bit her thumb as she came not wanting to wake the boy up, but his breathing was changing rapidly.
The explosive orgasm woke Jason up. He was embarrassed knowing he was shooting his sperm all over Celeste. She'd be pissed, he thought, but he had a hand on her breast, and his cock was between her legs from behind. "Oh shit!" he grunted as he felt the incredible release fade.
"Feel better?" Celeste asked.
Jason pulled back suddenly realizing he was no longer a virgin. "Did I, oh shit! I was inside you, wasn't I?" he asked.
"You were, and thanks," she purred, "Best way to wake up as far as I'm concerned."
"Are you, did I take your..."
"Relax, Claire took care of that for me the day after my 18th. Told me it was a waste of time having a cherry," she chuckled. "I'm glad you got that out of your system. But you didn't answer me. Feel better?"
Jason nodded, "I do. I don't remember much of it, but it was nice."
"Nice? That's it? Nice?" Celeste smiled. She rolled onto her back, gripped his still-hard cock, then pulled him into her. "Let's do this right," she said. "If you're going to fuck me, fuck me hard," she said as she guided his hips into her.
As Jason plowed into her pussy, she thought how fortunate it was she was sailing off, otherwise, Father Reynolds would probably have to deal with his erection when she confessed. She knew he'd get hard having heard the rustling of cloth as she told him her impure thoughts. It seemed the man loved details and she might take his entire session describing how she sucked off and fucked five men...in one day. On the other hand, she didn't feel the need to confess thinking this was no sin at all but a celebration of life. He might not agree but she was sure he'd see it differently if she were humbly kneeling in front of him. He'd probably bless the sacramental act of his cock being sucked by a girl a third his age. She came with that image in her head, pulling a pillow over her mouth to stifle her groans.
Jason was finally able to see Celeste's breasts and they were worth the wait. He was propped up, studying all of her naked beauty, and followed soon after before collapsing on top of her. He could feel her heart racing in her chest as they lay together, locked in an embrace.
Celeste could feel his cock slither out as he softened not caring that his cum would be seeping out. After five orgasms, the last two couldn't have been that much. She kissed him and sighed, "We have to get dressed, go freeze under the shower then meet my new crew members at breakfast." She looked into the boy's face, "I'm tempted to stay. Don't you regret telling me to go away for three weeks?"
Jason nodded, "You have no idea, but you need to go. As I said, you'll regret not going for the rest of your life."
As they dressed, Jason looked at Celeste, "I know they said they had room for you. I looked up the layout of the boat. There are just four bedrooms so I know you'll be sharing beds. You Ok with that?" he asked.
Celeste smiled, "I knew that, and yes."
"Are you on the pill?" he asked, "Probably should have asked you that before..."
"What? Talking in your sleep?" she chuckled, "Yes. I'm on the pill and I'm ok with being there for those guys and you when I get back. Are you ok with that?"
Jason shook his head, "No, but my opinion isn't a factor here. If you're happy with this situation then I'm happy for you." He hugged her, "I love you so much and want you to be happy. Going on this trip with those guys will be one of your best memories. You remember that. Carpe Diem, Ok?"
"Ok," she smiled, "I'll be thinking of you, thinking how fun it will be to get naked with you, skinny-dip over at our secret beach," she said before kissing him. They took their towels to the showers.
* * *
Jason was playing tennis when he heard the familiar sound. He apologized to Michelle, tossed his racquet on a chair, then ran down to the beach. His heart was pounding in his chest anticipating seeing Celeste after the longest hiatus in their relationship.
Celeste smiled seeing her friend standing on the beach looking out. She lowered the throttles and then powered off the huge yacht. Then she and the four men stowed everything and locked up before climbing into the launch.
It seemed to Jason hours between the anchor dropping and the powering up of the small boat but he stood waiting. Twice Celeste had turned to wave enthusiastically.
Hitting shore, the young blonde didn't wait for the boat to come to a stop leaping out to hug Jason. "Damn, I missed you. You have to get over this seasickness and go out with me someday," she said.
The men stayed until dinner, then said their goodbyes. Jason shook each man's hand then headed to the tent leaving the five to say their goodbyes.
"Last chance," Vic said, "you can stay with us in the Hamptons and go to school there. Free room and board," he said. "Hell, there's room at my place for both you and Jason."
"St. John's is right down the road. You'd get in easily," Jasper said.
Celeste looked back at her friend as he headed down the wooded path, "so tempting, but I...he'll, I have no idea why I'm saying no," she sighed.
Steve hugged the girl, "I do. You're young and this would be like getting married, except with four older men. I get it. You and Jason have catching up to do but the invitation is open. You have all our numbers."
After hugs and a few sad goodbyes, the men pushed off, Celeste looking wistfully as the small boat powered up and headed back to the yacht. It was as if she was leaving home, she thought. 'Out on the water is the closest to heaven I can think of,' she thought, 'this,' she looked around, 'is nice but nothing beats the feel of a deck moving under your feet.'
As she headed to the tent she felt the ground moving under her. It was a strange phenomenon she experienced when stepping on shore after being out on the water. But this time she wondered, was this from her sea legs adapting to solid ground or from the urgent fucking she'd engaged in? The four men took turns all night and into the morning. They all had kissed her repeatedly before, during, and after. It was as if they all wanted to make the last time the one to remember...and she'd definitely remember.
Halfway down the path, she heard the sound of the Honda motor shut off. She turned to see her four friends, her temporary family climb on board the yacht. She stood and watched as they weighed anchor, powered up the large boat, and started gliding through the waves. She raised a hand not sure if they could see her but Vic and Adam were standing in the prow and waving back. Then she saw a light flash three times from the pilot house and then the beautiful boat turned and the men were lost from view. She watched through blurry eyes until they disappeared back to the St. Lawrence.
Jason was sitting in front of the tent as she strode up in the dimming light. There were a pair of wooden chairs and a small table.
"Where did you get those?" Celeste asked, "They're beautiful."
Jason stood and hugged her, "I made them. Seems I had more time on my hands since I had no one to go swimming and hiking with."
"Wow! That's incredible," Celeste said checking them out. She plopped down and sighed, "had you made me one of these before, I might not have been such a whiny bitch...I might have stayed. Finally, something comfortable here."
"You were never a whiny bitch," Jason smiled. "I could see you weren't comfortable, weren't happy but you never said anything." He looked up at the sky, "It was the longest three weeks of my life. I thought about you virtually every minute of every day."
Celeste took his hand, "I can't say I thought about you that much but you were never far from my mind." She closed her eyes still feeling the ground move under her, remembering the millions of sights, towns, cities, and the regular bare skin on skin.
"You look tired," Jason said. "Let's brush and get to bed...or sleeping bag," he smiled.
As Celeste crawled in she stopped. There are a couple of dozen postcards taped to the tent wall, Cleveland, Cedar Point, Mackinaw Island, etc. All the cards she'd sent to him.



Jason crawled in next to her, "I was waiting at the main gate most days for the mailman. Made my day. I'm jealous though. Cedar Point. You spent the day riding the best coasters in the world without me?" he said mock-accusingly. He might get seasick but he could handle any rollercoaster and Cedar Point was high on his list of places.
"I know. We can do it together, in fact, let's plan it tomorrow."
After zipping up Jason dutifully turned his back but Celeste put a hand on his shoulder, "Aren't we past that? We fucked, twice."
Jason turned and watched as Celeste slowly pulled off her one-piece, lying down on top of her bag completely naked. He saw she was shaved bare and even though he felt a twinge of jealousy he felt himself getting hard. It wasn't as if there was any doubt as to what they were all doing the last three weeks, but this brought it home.
She abruptly turned onto her side and patted the ground under her bag. "Holy shit! It's smooth, completely smooth!" she cried.
Jason smiled. "I might have hauled dirt over here to cover the roots. I found this incredibly loamy soil. I hope it was worth it." he smiled as his blonde friend hugged him. "I'll have to rake it all away as it's not good for the tree, but the tree will have to live with it for the next week."
Celeste kissed her friend and pulled him on top of her. She opened her legs feeling that huge rod press against her. 'Amazing,' she thought, '10 seconds from flaccid to hard as steel.'
Jason didn't last long but Celeste didn't care. He stayed hard and lasted a lot longer the second time bringing her to three very nice orgasms. They now had the two bags zipped together, holding each other through the night.
After showering and breakfast, they came back to their tent, "Are our private spots still private?" Celeste asked.
Jason shook his head, "Some kids found Beach One but so far Rocky One and Beach Two show no signs anyone had been there. Sadly, I found a bunch of empty beer cans at Beach One. Pissed me off," he sighed.
"Let's hike out to Beach Two," Celeste said as she pulled on her one-piece.
"Wait," Jason pointed to the three bikinis, "Aren't you forgetting something?"
Celeste took his hand, her bag in the other. "Who needs a swimsuit?" she giggled.
Celeste thought skinny-dipping was the best feeling in the world...next to cumming on a man's cock, that is. She remembered fulfilling her goal of skinny dipping in all five Great Lakes wondering if being in the Polar Bear Club would be that much worse than Superior and Huron. At least she was just offshore near Chicago when she plunged in. That was the best memory as it seemed half the city was out on the water watching. She could still hear the applause in her mind as she climbed back onto the boat and bowed in three directions before going below.
Jason enjoyed skinny dipping also, though he'd come out alone prior to Celeste getting back, so this felt like a new experience. The one big difference was he was never softer than half-hard, embarrassed how his cock just jutted out as he walked.
Celeste loved teasing him until she finally pulled him onto the towel next to her. "This bothers you, doesn't it?" she said stroking his cock which grew from half-staff to full-staff in two strokes. "This is impressive," she sighed as she took him into her mouth.
Again, Jason didn't last long but he seemed to always stay hard. Celeste was riding his cock just coming down from her second orgasm when Jason's hands on her ass strayed between her cheeks. He was tentatively probing her ass and she leaned forward to allow better access and whispered in his ear, "Yessss."
Jason looked at her, his middle finger pressing against her puckered hole, "Yes what?"
"Yes, you can fuck my ass. I love a cock up my butt, feels...feels full, tight. You have to play with my pussy though."
Jason nodded and Celeste lifted herself off his long cock then reached into her bag. She pulled out some suntan oil, poured some onto her hand then slicked the boy's cock with the lubricant. She then poured some onto her hand, and smiling at him pushed some into her ass.
"Ok, take it slow and I'll tell you when it feels good," she said as she pressed her face into the warm towel, thrusting her ass in the air.
Jason's head was spinning. He'd been admiring her ass for years imagining getting to feel her, touch her most private place but to...he stopped thinking as he almost came.
"Aaaaahhhh, slow...easy, easy...shit! Your cock is so fat," she panted. She'd been able to get used to the man's cock in a matter of 20-30 seconds but Jason's cock was half again as plump as any she had in her rear before.
It wasn't easy pushing into Celeste's asshole but he kept pushing and was rewarded with a quick pop into her rectum. Celeste let out a yelp but didn't pull away. As he pressed deeper and then pulled out she relaxed. He remembered she wanted him to play with her so he leaned over, to finger her pussy.
The stinging was fading and pleasurable feelings took over. Celeste was not loudly grunting as the boy's instincts took over. She was impressed with how strong he was as he rapidly pounded her ass while pulling and pinching her clit. She wondered where to find a cock to fuck her pussy while Jason's incredible weapon spears her ass. She was cumming over and over in no time.
Jason love the feeling of power over the girl, loved punishing her for fucking those other men, but mostly loved the tight ring gripping his cock. He'd never be satisfied fucking her pussy after this, he thought. And her voice. It was so deep it was as if she were possessed. That in itself was arousing. He felt his slapping balls tighten and begin the welcome ache.
Celeste felt her head spinning as the bruised her ass and was relieved when he finally came. She was pulsing with a series of smaller orgasms when he groaned he was cumming and she swore she could feel the jets of hot sperm shoot up her rectum.
Their sweaty bodies collapsed onto the warm sand, her ass pressed tightly against his crotch, his cock buried deep inside her. Both passed out into a deep sleep.
They woke an hour later feeling the warm sum on their naked skin. Celeste looked up the hill seeing people coming toward them. She roused Jason who pulled his now flaccid cock out of her ass and then went and dove in the water.
Bill, Troy, and Drew stopped and smiled. "Celeste! I heard you were back." Drew said happily. He picked up her one-piece and held it up looking around at the beach, "clothing-optional? I can handle that.
Celeste sighed and looked at Jason. "Well, shit! We know how this will play out. I'll just get it over with," she said as she stood up out of the water. As she waded out onto the beach she heard their admiring whistles. She stopped, put her arms out, and slowly turned in the 360. "Happy?" she asked when she was facing them again.
Jason walked out next to her, "Join us. You're right," he said, "this is clothing optional.
The boys quickly stripped down and the rest of the day was more relaxed. They played different games, mostly to get to grope Celeste like tag in the lake, or Marco Polo. Troy suggested musical towels but the others voted that down.
"I'm not sitting on another guy's lap, especially not his," he pointed to Jason's impressive dick.
Jason was happy none of the guys suggested fucking Celeste wondering what she'd say. He didn't want to say the word but she was somewhat of a slut...not that he minded being the beneficiary of her carnal desires.
That night in the tent Jason was constantly hard making it a restless night for both. Both Celeste and Jason had fantasies involving the three horny boys ganging up on her at Beach Two. Jason was wondering why it was so arousing while Celeste questioned whether she would have said 'yes' had they told her they wanted to fuck her. She decided the decision would have been based on whether Jason was there or not. She felt sadness realizing she was exactly the woman the Bible warned men about. A licentious woman, a harlot.
The cold shower woke them up, but they both fell asleep during the Bible reading at 8. They were getting ready to go to Beach Two again when Marion came running up to them.
"Jason, so glad I found you. Oh, hi Celeste. How was the trip? I'm so jealous."
"Great, it was great, but I missed my friend," she smiled at the woman.
"He missed you, but we sure benefitted. He was so involved in everything." She turned to Jason, "Can you spare a few hours this morning? There are a bunch of campers who want to do some woodworking and you're the best we have here.
Jason looked at Celeste, "You mind? It is fun doing woodworking," he asked.
The girl shook her head, "I can do some exploring on my own. Go. Have fun," she smiled "I was thinking of checking out Rocky Two," knowing Marion wouldn't have a clue what that meant.
She met up with Troy, Drew, and Bill as she headed back to the tent. She was just about the crawl in to change when she heard Drew.
"Going to the beach?" he asked. "We were just on our way to the clothing-optional beach. Join us?"
Celeste stood, "Thanks, but ...hell, Ok. Let me grab my things." she said.
The boys sucked in their breath seeing the cute blonde's great ass as she crawled into the tent. They looked at each other, Troy grinning while poking his middle finger through the hole made by his thumb and forefinger on his other hand.
Celeste found herself relaxing as they headed to Beach Two. She was going to have to excuse herself and lose these guys to meet up with Jason on Rocky One. She had the idle thought that perhaps she should be looking for Rocky Two since why else would they have named it Rocky One?
The four of them climbed down the hill to the secluded beach, Celeste hesitating but the three boys quickly pulled off their clothes. She shrugged and pulled hers off. She didn't bother bringing a suit since she knew what they expected. As she stepped out of her shorts, she saw all three boys stop and study her naked form.
She ran down to the shore to dive in, hearing a couple of the boys exclaim over her huge flopping tits. As she stroked out she heard the boys splashing in after her. She felt suddenly alone, vulnerable. With the men, never once did she say no and get anything but a smile from them. She feared these boys would be different. She remembered even with Jason there how they reached between her legs or grabbed her breasts when playing.
Troy swam out grabbing the blonde from behind savoring the feel of his stiffening cock nestled between her ass cheeks, his hands on her tits.
"Not funny, not funny at all," she said angrily. Drew had come around in front of her roughly sliding a finger into her pussy. She was frantic and kicking out as a second finger pressed inside her pussy.
Troy's cock was pressing against the back of Drew's hand and he told him to let him get at her. "Come on and quit struggling. We all know you're a slut who'll open her legs up to perfect strangers," he hissed in her ear.
Drew was trying to figure out how to get her head underwater to suck his cock, instead urging Troy on, "Fuck her already then I want her ass."
Celeste was coughing as she tried to scream and water was splashing down her throat when she felt the boy's cock thrust into her. "Nooooo!" she yelped as she felt it rip into her. She had the idle thought, how could she be so dry when the water is so wet? She was about to go limp being outnumbered three to one and let the boys have her when Troy yelped and let her go.
Bill had gone back to shore to grab a heavy hiking boot and was belting both Troy and Drew with it. "What the fuck are you guys doing? She's our friend, or was!" he screamed. As Drew swam over to punch Bill, Celeste kicked out as hard as she could, connecting with the boy's balls. She could feel them squash as the boy screamed. She then brought her elbow back connecting with Troy's nose, hearing the satisfying crunch of cartilage. She turned and swam quickly toward the shore, followed by Bill who'd tossed the boot aside.
Bill was coughing water having breathed some in. They looked back at the two boys who were trying to collect themselves.
Celeste hugged the boy and kissed him on the cheek, "Thank you. I would have been raped had you not been there," she said.
Bill shook his head, "I've been listening to those blowhards since we all when sailing. So many times they bragged how they were going to 'do you,'" he said making air quotes. "I never really thought they would actually do it. Come on, grab your things, and let's get out of here."
Celeste had sand in her shorts but didn't care as she quickly dressed. They grabbed their things as the two boys were finally making their way back to the beach. Bill picked up the two boys' things and they ran up the hill.
A little way down the trail, they slowed. Celeste was panting and Bill asked if she were alright. "I guess between the fear and adrenalin I am crashing," she panted. She looked to their right, "Please don't tell anyone about this, but we're going down to Rocky One."
They climbed between the rocks and onto the smooth granite ledge.
"Wow," Bill said looking around, "This is very secluded, private." He walked over looking up at the cliffs on either side, "And great places to dive off of." He turned to see Celeste stripping down and shaking out her shorts.
"Um, after those guys..." Bill started to say.
Celeste laughed, "At this point being raped sounds better than," she was swiping at the legs and butt, "this. I must have had a shovel full of sand in my shorts when we fled the beach.
Bill started laughing as he plopped down.
"What's so funny?" Celeste asked though she also started laughing. She also plopped down, sitting naked beside the boy.
Bill was finally able to respond, "I just had the thought...the image of your butt leaking a trail of sand as we cut off the path to get away from those two pissed-off guys...leading them right to here."
Celeste found the image of her ass leaking sand hilarious and they were soon laughing and holding each other. She roused herself, wiped her eyes, and stood. "I need to rinse off, get the sand out of places...never mind," she sighed then dove in.
The next few hours, the two challenged each other to see who would chicken out as they climbed to different spots to dive off the cliffs. Celeste was intrigued seeing the boy's junk so obscenely flopping around as she climbed up from below and Bill was just as distracted seeing the girl's sex whenever she led the way.
Jason had passed the two naked boys, looking curiously over his shoulder as they sped past. Troy's face was a mess. Both his eyes were black and blue and his nose might have been broken. Drew was running but moving strangely as if he were bowlegged. Why were they naked? he wondered.
He heard the laughing and splashing as he came through the cleft and onto the ledge. Bill and Celeste were both climbing out of the water naked. The trail of wet footprints went all over the rocks.
"Jason!" Celeste cried as she came over to hug him. "Bill and I dove off that?" she pointed to a ledge to the left, fairly high up. "How high up do you think that is?"
Jason gauged it, "I'd say 30-35 feet? "You dove off that?" he asked.
Celeste nodded. "Come on, get your clothes off." She pointed a bit higher up, "We're going to try that one next."
Jason slipped off his clothes, then had a thought. "Hang on. You guys, Troy and Drew, hang together, don't you?" he asked. "I passed them on the way here. They were naked and looked like they were in a bar fight, at least Troy did."
Celeste put up her hand, "That was me. My elbow. Troy grabbed me and was going to...fuck that, he was inside me. Troy was raping me, Drew was helping. I thought I was a goner when Bill swam out with a hiking boot and beat the shit out of them." She smiled over at the boy, "He saved me, might have saved my life for all I know. What would those two have done with me after...?" she shuddered.
"Wow. Shit! I should have been with you," the boy spat. "I should have kicked both their asses when I saw them! Did you kick Drew in the balls?"
Celeste hugged the boy, "I did but I wish it had been on dry land, sure is hard to get force through the water. I'm over it. It was close and scary but Bill was there and it wasn't as if your being there would have stopped them any quicker. They seemed to have it all planned out."
Jason sighed, "I hope you thanked Bill correctly," he said softly.
"What, of course, I did. I told him how great he was...wait, did you mean?" she asked.
Jason looked over as the boy dove from at least 40 feet up, "I think he deserves at least a blowjob. He's never done anything with a girl."
"How the hell do you know that?" she asked.
"In one of the sessions, some of the kids opened up. I said nothing, of course, but Troy and Drew smugly said they'd had multiple sexual experiences. Then they laughed and pointed at Bill, saying 'makes up for our friend here,'" he said. Poor Bill just blushed and the counselor went on quickly to another topic. But, it might be too soon for you, I mean you were literally sexually assaulted," he sighed.
Celeste shrugged, "I was scared. I never felt like that ever in my life but by the time we got here, we were laughing about things." She looked at the cute boy as he climbed the rocks, his genitals unabashedly flopping around, "I'm over it and now that you mention it, it would have been a nice way to say thanks." She saw Jason's grin as he noticed where she was looking. "But, it's tough now that you're here. I can't just..." she shook her head.
Jason grinned, "Makes it easier. If you want to thank him, follow my lead." He kissed her while stroking her breast.
Bill came splashing out of the water, grabbing a towel, "Ok, that last one was too high," he rubbed his head, "Like being hit in the head with a 2x4." He stopped and looked at the naked couple, "Um, I interrupted something."
Jason laughed, "Just a kiss. Ok, maybe a bit more," he smiled as he cupped Celeste's huge breasts. "Have you ever felt anything like these?" he asked.
Bill shook his head and flopped down, "Nope. Never felt anything like those," he said sadly.
"Well, shit. Celeste, you have an issue letting him feel these?" he asked.
Celeste shook her head and got up to sit next to the boy, "Somehow it seems unfair that Troy and Drew both groped me and you saved my ass, and," she pulled the wet cold hand onto her breast, "you didn't yet deserve to."
Bill moaned feeling the warm soft mass he'd admired. He gently squeezed his first breast, fascinated by how soft yet firm she was. He cupped her other breast, his eyes glued to them. He licked his lips as her nipples hardened.
Celeste pulled his head onto a nipple, "Go on. It feels good, yessss," she sighed as he sucked the swollen nipple into his mouth.
"It occurred to me, I forgot to bring some lunch. I'll be back," Jason said. He climbed the hill and looked back. Celeste had laid back, her hand stroking the boy's cock as he was kissing both her breasts. He smiled thinking this would be two hours well-spent.
Bill had never had anyone touch his cock before, instinctively humping into her palm. She was softly moaning as he alternated licking and sucking on her nipples. He had an idea from the videos he'd seen and kissed his way down her stomach to her clean-shaven pussy. This was the thing he fantasized most about when jerking off. Burying his face between a woman's legs. He almost came tasting his first pussy and hearing this beautiful girl's reaction. She was loving it!
Celeste was surprised at how quickly Bill caught on, his tongue flicking across her clit periodically then probing between her wet lips. "Aaaaahhhh, yessss," she hissed as a finger slid inside her.



Bill noticed Celeste was pulling on her nipples and took over on the right one. She was moaning, panting, and humping against his face. He'd never been harder and was pressing his cock into the granite ledge as he swallowed her flowing juices. She was now pressing his head against her pussy and rhythmically grunting.
Celeste want to cum on his cock but the boy was like a sucking machine, his mouth plastered to her pussy, his tongue rapidly flicking up onto her clit. She wanted to pull him up but wanted to cum and the latter won. "Oh, fuck!" she cried as she exploded, her ass off the ground as she humped against the boy's face.
Bill was grinning as he rode the writhing girl's crotch. His face was soaked and he felt his balls aching eagerly but he'd given a girl an orgasm and by the feel and sounds, a nice one.
Celeste felt her head swim as she came down from the incredible release. The boy was still sucking the juices from her pussy so she pulled him up between her legs and kissed him. She lined his cock up and the boy took over as he pressed his hips into hers.
"Ooohhh, fuck! Nice cock...fuck me with your nice cock," she panted.
Bill hoped to last but as he plunged into the tight wet hole he groaned in frustration and exploded inside her.
Jason quietly clapped from his vantage point high on the hill before turning and trotting back to gather sandwiches.
"I'm sorry," Bill sighed, "I really thought I could last."
Celeste stroked his hair feeling the nice cock sliding idly in and out of her pussy, "Why? Because you came? Only be sorry with a girl if you cum and she doesn't, unless that's what she wants. You were great, really great," she purred. "Plus, who says that's it? How far is camp? Two, three-hour round trip?"
Bill looked up at the girl and chuckled, "It just occurred to me, I've never kissed a girl, I mean french, you know? And yet I've..."
"Fucked a girl? Eaten her pussy?" she chuckled. She kissed him again, but this time pressed her tongue between his lips. They kissed harder as was Bill's cock and soon they were fucking rapidly on the rocky ledge.
Celeste experienced another orgasm followed by Bill cumming again inside her. When they were done Bill looked up and asked, "Um, I never asked you if it was ok to cum inside you, I mean, shouldn't I have?" he asked.
Celeste took a finger and slid the lock of hair stuck to his sweaty brow to the side and nodded, "it would have been the right thing to do, but I'm on the pill, so it's fine. Next time you're with a girl be sure to clear that up along with whether to wear a condom."
Bill kissed the girl again, reluctantly slipped his cock out of her exquisite hole, and sat back. "We should clean up then since I dove off the ledge by the hemlock, I'm one up on you," he smiled.
An hour later Celeste was sitting on the ledge wringing the water out of her hair when Bill crawled out of the lake.
"I give up," he sighed. "We'll call it a tie." He wearily came up to stand next to her.
Celeste looked up and smiled, "I'll tell you what. You win since you did that one 40-foot dive when Jason came down here." She reached up and stroked his cock, "I think I know what your award should be."
Bill grinned as the naked girl grabbed a towel, folded it up, and then knelt in front of him. His first blowjob, he thought. He was impressed with himself with how fast he got hard just an hour after cumming twice. He looked down at the sight below him. Those beautiful lips stretched around his hard flesh, her bare breasts flopping gently as she bobbed her head and the soft moans as she slurped on his cock. He then closed his eyes to savor the incredible feelings of lips and tongue worshiping his cock.
Celeste cupped the boy's balls and took more and more into her mouth and throat. His balls seemed unusually heavy and warm, but she focussed on sucking him off. She remembered the previous conversation and decided to answer the question before he asked.
Bill opened his eyes as he felt his cock pop wetly out of the cute blonde's mouth.
"You can come in my mouth. I like it when guys do that, so don't worry about it," she smiled then plunged back onto his sensitive shaft.
Bill gasped as he felt his cock press the back of her throat but when she started moaning he felt his balls ache. He wanted to last but as her lips pressed against his pubes and she pulled off and plunged her mouth onto his cock he grunted he was going to cum.
Celeste felt his scrotum contract so she gripped the boy's ass, tightened her throat, and rapidly bobbed her head onto his cock. She was rewarded with a hot stream of sperm against the back of her throat, followed by another and another. She was wondering how he'd cum twice yet still had this much cum inside him then she remembered how big his balls felt.
Jason came back down, smiling to see Bill straddling Celeste's back giving her an innocent massage. He suspected they'd made the most of their time together as he plopped down next to them. "I brought roast beef," he smiled.
As they ate Jason related what he'd heard. "Troy and Drew grabbed their things and headed out to the highway. People saw them running through camp stark naked, some said it was on a dare, while others said they were streaking. I was in the kitchen making sandwiches when Sarah came in to tell me they'd bolted. She thought they were going to hitchhike somewhere."
"Good riddance," Celeste and Bill said at the same time.
For the next five days, Jason, Bill, and Celeste spent their remaining time at Beach Two and Rocky One, except for one day when Marion asked if he'd go into town to run errands with her. Celeste was never without some physical attention, often with both boys at once. Happily, no one else discovered their private sanctuaries.
Also, as Bill was now alone in a four-man tent after Troy and Drew fled, Jason and Celeste moved out of their small two-man tent. Rather than Marion being critical, she winked and smiled at Celeste as they headed back to their new lodgings.
The ground was again lumpy but they adapted happily. The other campers looked at the three, many with nods and smiles, others with disapproving looks. "You can't please everyone," Celeste commented.
On the last day, they were all packed and waiting by the main parking lot for their parents to pick them up when Marion came over. They had just hugged Bill and tearfully promised to keep in touch as his parents showed up.
"My favorite campers," she smiled as she gave each of them a tight hug. "You found Green Beach, White Beach, and the Mini Cove. I wonder every year who would be the lucky campers. Green Beach is by far my favorite."
"Is that what they're called?" Jason asked. We called them Beach One, Beach Two, and Rocky One," he said, "Pretty dumb names."
"Really? They work and if it works it's not dumb." She looked wistful "I had my first boyfriend at Green Beach..." she sighed.
"Wait, you...um, you screwed your boyfriend there?" Celeste asked.
Marion leaned in conspiratorially, "Sweetie, we fucked like rabbits for five weeks."
Celeste laughed, "and you were Ok with Jason and me sharing a tent? I thought that was strange, you know, for a church camp."
Marion nodded, "This is a non-denominational church camp. We celebrate all of God's wonders, including the most joyous of his gifts, the gift of sex." She looked at Celeste, "you were the most sensually alive camper I've seen here in years. I could see you were a beautiful flower ready to blossom," she said as she stroked the girl's arm affectionately.
"But I might have gotten carried away," she blushed.
"Do you think so? Which celebration of God's gift was the wrong one? Which of those four men on the yacht do you regret enjoying? Jason?" she shook her head, "I know you derived a lot of pleasure from this one," she smiled as she stroked his arm. "You saved Bill. He was taking a lot of crap from the two boys who tried to rape you," she frowned. "His confidence shot through the roof the last week. You might have made him a man," she said happily.
Celeste gasped, "You knew about that?" she asked, "the attempted rape?"
Marion nodded. "Bill told me the whole story, how scared you were, how they ganged up on you. You don't need to worry about them. I called the county sheriff when I saw those boys. I suspected something happened and he held them until later that night when Bill told me the whole story. With his deposition, they decided to plead guilty to a lesser charge than rape, but it's still a sex crime. they'll have that hanging over their head for the rest of their lives."
"It was my fault. I liked skinny-dipping and I thought...or wasn't thinking.." she stopped feeling the gentle slap.
"Stop that right now. If it's your fault for being naked, or in a tiny suit, or wearing tight clothes with a man then we are saying men can't be responsible, can't have basic self-restraint. People, all people men, and women are responsible for their actions, no one should be held accountable for being acted on. Shame on you for thinking that. Should all doctors be allowed to rape their patients? Anyone at a nudist colony be allowed to use any naked female they come across?"
Celeste shook her head and hugged the woman, "I guess not. But I do blame myself because I did have a bad feeling about them. Perhaps I could have been smart not to test that."
"As should I. I was watching them. I wish I could have caught them, but I know they groped quite a few of the girls here. I just never could get them to tell me. I'm sorry you were assaulted by them, I really am. Any blame should be theirs first, but I have to accept what is mine."
Celeste looked thoughtful, "you knew I was...well, screwing the guys on the boat?"
Marion laughed, "Everyone did. You were positively glowing. I was so happy for you, you both," she looked at Jason, "you know she opened you up. You were so repressed I thought you'd explode. Look at your crafts. Before you got release, you were mechanical, then after you were producing pieces of art. On the other hand, you enjoyed the cold showers a lot more before you two coupled."
Jason laughed, "Coupled. I like that. You are wrong about enjoying the cold showers. I might have needed them" she grinned, "being near-naked in a tent with her. But I hated them. Get some hot water in there," he smiled.
"We have hot water. If you turn it fully counter-clockwise for 30 seconds, it kicks in the inline water heater," she grinned, "No one ever has figured that out."
Celeste groaned, "I hate you," she said, "I was so cold every morning."
"And you needed body heat. Jason's body heat," Marion smiled.
"Why the one-piece suits, no bikinis?" she asked.
Marion laughed harder, "you think any of those girls observed that? As soon as they were out of sight, they changed. It enhanced the girls' appreciation of their bodies. Others found Pirate Cove, Red Beach, Stream Rocks, and The Dock to violate the one-piece rules. Your bikinis were my favorite," she said leaning in, "you had those guys on the boat eating out of your hands in that tiny red bikini." She looked up hearing the gravel crunching, "Ah, there's your ride. I hope these last few weeks will be remembered as some of the better ones in your lives, though it would be great if you can make even better memories."
Both Jason and Celeste had tears as they hugged the woman, which no one would have believed just a few weeks ago.
* * *
The next year, Jason and Celeste drifted in different directions. Jason was getting engaged in a Christian Woodworkers group and Celeste was into Oceanography and had applied to MIT Oceanography School. He told Celeste to start dating other men and that he'd like to go back to being best friends. She suspected it was because of their cute neighbor across the hall but she understood. It didn't stop them from taking one last trip together and spending a long weekend at Cedar Point. They remained their closest friends for the rest of their lives.
Then near the end of their freshman year, Celeste got a call from Jasper. The Wet Dreams was going to explore the Caribbean and they needed another crew. Again, $100 per day for ten weeks. They'd be sailing out of Long Island in June, spending the summer hitting as many islands as they could. She received a plane ticket in the mail. Celeste felt the ground sway under her in anticipation.
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"Before the night's out I'm fucking that chick," Drake bragged. "Look what she's wearing, her body language. She's horny and trolling for some cock."
"Gees, Drake, keep it down. We're not in Kansas anymore," another man hissed.
"Sorry, yes. We're anonymous, faceless, and appealing to all these wives as they would have no worries about us wanting to see them again," Drake smiled. "I saw three when we first came in, so you both can have the runners-up to the ManDrake sweepstakes." He nodded over to the group of women by the window overlooking downtown Houston, "the cute redhead with the perky tits and," he jerked his head behind them, "the slender blonde talking to I assume her husband and his boss."
One of the men noticed Ben standing there at the bar, "Sorry for my friend." He stuck out his hand, "Tom Dawkins. He can't keep his dick in his pants, but I'll say this. He usually comes through. Once he sets his sights on a babe he leaves town with a very satisfied customer." He noticed the man wasn't wearing a wedding ring so any potential issues were minimized with a jealous husband. "This is Drake Fitzpatrick, Ron Verona, sales out of Seattle. What do you do here?" he asked.
"Ben, Ben Watkins. IT, Director over the Converged group." He looked the trio over, all good-looking guys, though perhaps a bit too practiced. Drake had that three-day stubble look and his suit was obviously custom-fitted. The others were clean-shaven but perfectly groomed.
Ben hated parties like these. He knew no one, had almost nothing in common with any of the people there, and would have preferred sitting at home chilling out to Netflix with his wife. He didn't even care who this blowhard was talking about but politely smiled as the 30-something, tall blond-haired guy continued bragging to the men with him at the bar.
"I mean, look at those tits, huge and unsupported. If she weren't looking for cock you think she wouldn't be advertising?" Drake looked at the man Tom was talking to, "Ben? Ben is it? Do you know who the chick is over there? I mean," he looked at the bare ring finger on the left hand, "you have to be looking for some snatch yourself, am I right?"
"I'm sorry, I was thinking about the build-out over on 54th. Who are you talking about?" Ben asked. He'd gouged his wedding ring this last weekend so he took it to the jeweler. He looked around. "Which group?" It was interesting that all the couples seemed to be of two types at these things, those that stayed together, one or the other acting interested though totally bored, or those that split up into same-sex groups.
Drake nudged him and nodded over at the circle of women chatting next to the dessert table. "There, the blonde with the huge knockers in the lavender dress. Fuck," he sighed as the blonde turned to look at something across the room. "Fucking hell, she has to work out daily and she can't be wearing panties. What an ass! No panty lines. Shit, this is going to be easier than I thought."
Ben internally groaned. He'd told Mary Ann that perhaps she was a bit over-dressed (over-exposed) for the annual company get-together. Every year, Dynamic Entrepreneurial Consolidated flew everyone into the main headquarters in Houston for a weekend of dinners, presentations, and parties. They always did things right with top-shelf liquor, menus, and music. The women, both employees, and spouses always dressed to stand out. This year Mary Ann wanted to truly stand out and her silk dress did nothing to hide her impressive assets. But then again, she could have worn a burlap sack and guys would still notice her. He found himself studying her body. He'd seen her dress and she'd pulled on that black lacy thong, but it did look like she had nothing on as the silk smoothly draped over he firm ass.
"So? Do you know her?" Drake nudged the man who was also ogling the blonde. He'd not gotten laid since he flew in from Seattle and he was ready to explode. There were plenty of possibilities but the moment he'd walked into the large banquet room he had eyes only for her. "Look, I'll let you have the first shot. It's obvious you see what I see."
Ben shook his head, "A word of advice? Check out her left hand, I see a wedding band and engagement ring. Platinum, pretty expensive I'd say. She's not married to some guy in the mail room. You'd be endangering your career here, what is it you say you do in Seattle?" Ben asked.
"Sales, I've been salesman of the month 7 straight months," the man said smugly, "and I have always been very discreet. I won't tell you whose wives I've slept with...I never liked that term, who would waste time sleeping if you got a woman like that naked?" he chuckled.
"You don't have a chance with her," Tom grinned. She's way...way above your pay grade. I'll bet she's married to a board member or VP of something," he said. "You should look over there. Someone more in your league," he pointed to the table where a few of the EAs sat.
Drake laughed, "I prefer the challenge. It would take me all of 60 seconds to get any of those girls to show me around." He looked back at Mary Ann and the other elegantly dressed women, "getting her out of that dress and on her knees will be a powerful rush." He looked around at the guys who were admiring the blonde babe. "Have any of you guys ever felt that incredible hormonal surge when one of these pampered stuck-up trophy wives beg you to fuck them? Beg you to cum inside them? Best feeling ever," he sighed before taking a swig of his scotch. "Especially ones who had never stepped out of their comfortable monogamous cocoons."
Ben shook his head as another guy bet $100 there would be no way for Drake to even get the blonde's phone number.
"Fuck! That's no bet. There are myriad ways to get anyone's phone number. Save your hundred," the man grinned. He pulled out this thin pack of Cool Mint breath strips and laid one on his tongue, "to get her back to my room and under me is the true challenge," he said smugly.
"I'll tell you what," he said pulling out a large gold coin, "I'll make it more interesting, "$500 if I nail the babe, or," he flipped the coin deftly into the air, "heads says within the hour, tails gives me two hours," he grinned as the Canadian Loonie spun in the light.
"I'm in."
"You're on!" the other man said.
Ben had enough, "Sorry, I see someone just came in I need to talk to. Good luck with..." he nodded over at his wife. As he walked away he heard laughter from the three.
Ben did see someone he wanted to talk to. Jeremy was helping him make arrangements to take Mary Ann to Sydney right after Christmas. He had business there and wanted to surprise his wife with two weeks in Australia. Mary Ann's parents emigrated from Australia just before she was born and had been wanting to go visit for years. They were from Brisbane which was just up the coast from Sydney. He thought getting train tickets might be romantic and Jeremy was arranging all the details for him.
It was a good half hour before he remembered Drake's bragging and looked around. He felt a jolt seeing Mary Ann and Drake over in the corner. The man was propped against the wall, his right arm holding himself up as he leaned into the blonde. Mary Ann was laughing and making no move to get away or to minimize the way her dress opened up exposing her large breasts. He was about to go over when he heard his name.
"Ben. Hey, I need to introduce you to the new Director in LA, Robert Stevens," John Thomas smiled indicating the man just about Ben's age. "Can you show him around the data center?
They shook hands and exchanged pleasantries. He took the man back showing the different areas before heading back to the main hall. Then he had to give a few more of the area managers tours.
It was a good hour before Ben looked around for his wife yet couldn't see her anywhere. He saw Tom and Ron talking to the redhead over by the window but no sign of Drake. He felt rage build up inside as he thought about the impossible actually happening. Up until that very moment he'd had zero doubt about Mary Ann's fidelity but the image of the blond man overtly gazing at her chest while she smiled and laughed caused him to doubt. Now, neither person was in the banquet room.
"I need to find my wife," he explained as he excused himself. As he walked away an image of the man's creamy ass plunging between Mary Ann's opened thighs flashed through his head.
"Ben, you Ok?" Jerry asked him as he was about to stride out into the hallway.
"Sorry, sure, great. I'm good," he said lamely. No way was he going to create a scene, "did you come with Barb?" he looked around.
"Yup, and get this," the man grinned, "I proposed last weekend and she said yes!" He pointed over to his left, "There, she's showing the girls her ring."
"Hey! That's terrific!" Ben grinned sincerely, "I like that girl, so bright and outgoing."
Jerry leaned in, "I want what you and Mary Ann have. I know you guys have just been married, what, five years, but wow! You guys look like you are so in love."
Ben nodded. It was true. Mary Ann wouldn't...couldn't be... the image of Drake's lips on those puffy nipples made him shudder, "Come on, let me buy you both a drink to celebrate," he smiled.
Jerry laughed, "Open bar but, hell! Not turning down a drink."
* * *
While Ben was toasting the newly-engaged couple, Drake was slamming his cock into the blonde's tight cunt. "You want it harder, babe? You like my cock? Tell me you don't want me to pull out...tell me you want my cum."
"Ffffuuuccckkk," the busty woman gasped as she came a second time, "fuck, fuck, fuck," she panted. She'd never cum more than once before with a man but then again her husband's cock was barely half the size of this stud's. To be honest, she never came with her husband's weak excuse for a cock inside her. Two of her fingers filled her more than..."Oh shit! You're huge. It's like I'm a virgin all over again," she panted.
"Bigger than your husband, huh? Tell me...say it," Drake ordered.
"Fuck yes, so much bigger. I never felt him inside me before he's so small, but you're hitting me...everywhere," she groaned.
"That's so sad but perhaps we'll see each other again and you can be truly fucked."
She wondered how big he was but not having a tape measure... She panted happily as the incredible waves faded, "You can fuck me whenever however you want. I've never felt anything so big."
"It's a service I provide to married women who might otherwise go through life never knowing what sexual fulfillment really feels like," he smiled before leaning down to such a pale nipple between his lips.
The woman groaned happily as she let herself be flipped over on the couch onto her hands and knees. She meekly let him shove her face into the cushion as he slammed his cock back into her sloshing pussy. "Oh, fuck! Yes, fuck me, fuck my cunt...oooohhhh, yesssss," she moaned.
"Damn, babe, you acted all prim and proper out there but sure opened up once you tried to wrap your hands around my cock, didn't you?"
He thought back to when he'd asked for a tour and they took the elevator up a few floors, selecting a random floor. By the time the door opened, he'd fully admired her incredible tits and ass hoping to see her out of the slinky dress. They'd found an unlocked office and she'd hesitated. He'd told her he just wanted an idea of what the corporate offices look like compared to the ones in the satellite offices in Seattle.
He'd commented how much better they had it in Houston, first sitting in the incredibly comfortable office chair. "Come here, let's get a feel of what it would be like sitting in this office with my cute secretary taking dictation," he'd grinned. The blonde sat on his thigh, avoiding his crotch. He'd pulled out the breath strips, taking one before offering her one. He loved the minty taste when kissing women.
He proceeded to stroke her thighs and ass as he mimicked taking calls and typing memos. Within a couple of minutes, he'd had her centered over his throbbing cock which at first she'd resisted. But then as he cupped her huge breasts her eyes opened wide. She relaxed and ground her pussy against his hard shaft, her pelvis moving more and more rapidly.
The blonde sighed as she held those large hands on her now bare breasts, "I don't even know your name. I'm Mary An..."
"Sssshhhhh," he put a finger over her mouth, "no names. I like the mystery, the anonymity," he said softly.
She nodded, smiled then slid off onto the floor, unzipped him, and then gasped as she tried to stroke him with both hands. He felt that surge of pride seeing her look up at him in amazement as she felt the thickness and length of his huge member. She licked his balls and shaft for the longest time before she tried to suck him. He hoped her cunt was going to be as tight as her tiny mouth as he leaned back in the chair.
It wasn't long after that she'd said her jaw hurt and stood up wiping her mouth with the back of her arm. She pulled off her dress and stood naked except for her tiny black thong and stilettos. She then pulled him over to the couch, stepped out of her panties, and flopped down on her back, legs spread wide.
Her unblinking eyes stared at his bouncing cock as he tore his suit off and then yanked his pants down kicking them to the side. She was furiously rubbing her nicely trimmed pussy and as soon as he was naked, she pulled him on top of her.
"Yes, put that huge cock of yours inside me, I have to feel it," she panted.
He'd barely finished working the entire length into the wonderfully tight snatch when she came the first time. "Oh fuck! How can your cunt be so fucking tight?" he asked as she let out a last guttural moan as her orgasm faded.
"Oh, God. How can a cock be so fucking big?" she asked, "Christ! There...there, yessss," she panted. "Fuck me, fuck my cunt," she panted, her hands on his ass pulling him harder into her. "I'm yours to do what you want...anything you want. I'm not on the pill but...ohhhhh," she moaned as her second orgasm hit.
He wanted this night to last but her husband might be looking for her so as he pounded into this beautiful blonde's cunt he leaned over her, "Tell me to cum inside you...beg me to cum inside you. Are you ready to be flooded with my baby batter?"
"Oh shit!" the woman cried as she felt another orgasm coming on, "cum inside me, fill me up...fuck!" she yelled.
Both came at the same time as Drake couldn't hold back. He felt the long spurts shoot into the blonde's cunt as she kept crying out 'fuck, fuck, fuck.'
After he came they flopped down onto the couch, spooning as they both regained their breaths. He was stroking her huge tits as she turned her head to kiss him. "That was incredible," she panted, "At first I was thinking you were just a blowhard with your suggestive comments, but wow! You might have actually undersold your gift." She planted her mouth on his.
Drake felt his cock throbbing as the woman fucked his mouth with her tongue. Finally, they broke the kiss and as he resumed fucking her he sighed, "I love pleasing women. It's the biggest rush I get hearing someone...especially someone as beautiful and exquisite as you getting pleasured." He looked at his watch, "Feel like another round?" he asked.
The blonde nodded, "I told you before, I'm yours to fuck anyway you want." She hesitated then pulled her ass away feeling the long member slither out. A flood of cum flowed out onto the leather causing her to giggle.
Drake was wondering what the woman was doing as she padded naked over to her purse. She held up a small tub of petroleum jelly, "I use this instead of lip balm. Do you think there might be another use for it?" she smiled as she pushed the stuff on the desk aside before pressing her chest onto the cool surface.
Drake felt like he'd won the lottery. Rarely had these seemingly prudish women ever wanted anal, but then again he'd rarely seen one of these married bitches get so slutty so fast.
"Ohhhh," the blonde panted as a cool glob was pushed into her ass. She'd resisted her husband's urging to fuck her butt and there was something arousing about not simply cheating on him but letting another man take her anal virginity. There was a feeling of anger and resentment that she was stuck with a 5" cock for the rest of her life and she was going to get as much out of this tryst as she could. "Ooohhhh, fuck!" she spat as the plump head popped through her tight anal ring.
As she got used to the foreign object in her ass she felt herself enjoying it. There was something about her rectum being stretched out while the man's huge balls slapped perfectly against her clit.
The office echoed with the steady slapping of flesh on flesh and the low guttural grunts of the blonde as she reveled in the deep penetration and pounding against her ass. She felt her sweaty tits sliding on the wooden desktop, further stimulating her. As much as she felt resentment toward her husband's inadequacies she knew this was going to be part of all their future fucking. This caused her to again feel the rising aches in her womb.
Drake pulled her head back grabbing her hair and as he pulled harder, the woman cried out and came again. 'God damn! What a feeling it is to own a woman as beautiful as this babe,' he thought, 'Next year I'm extending my stay here in town.'
She was just recovering from her first orgasm with a cock in her ass when she felt another coming on. She didn't know it was possible to cum multiple times, didn't think it was possible to cum with a cock in her ass, but she felt another orgasm coming on. She just came as the man groaned loudly and spewed another huge load inside her.
Drake felt his knees go weak as he pulled out and plopped his ass on the edge of the desk. The woman never hesitated but knelt and sucked all the juices off his cock. He moaned happily as she licked and cleaned him dry. He looked down at the pool of cum form on the carpet. Whoever has this office will surely be surprised Monday when they get in. He felt like laughing but held it as he enjoyed the blonde's worshiping of his cock.
The blonde felt his cock get firm again and decided to suck him until he came in her mouth. She wanted to cry thinking how frustrating it would be going back to her husband's excuse for a cock. An image of this man's cum in her mouth as she kissed her husband almost got her off again.
* * *
Ben wasn't the only one looking for their wives. He saw a few other men glancing around. He looked over at the doorway as Mary Ann strode in, looking around for him. Her hair was a bit messy and her dress was wrinkled. She smiled and waved as she came over to give him a hug and a wet kiss.
Ben was trying to sense perhaps the odor of sex or any sign that she'd been engaged in something. "Where were you? Last I saw you were talking to some guy," he said looking for a reaction.
Mary Ann chuckled, "Christ! That guy was so full of himself. I couldn't believe the things he blatantly told me he would be doing to me. I acted interested for fun, then told him I was going to freshen up and I'd meet him down the hall," she smiled at her husband, "then I snuck out and sat in the car. I must have fallen asleep," she said as she tried to pull the wrinkles out of her dress. "Anyhow, you ready to head home?"
Ben nodded, his head swirling. Was she telling the truth? "Wait here. I need to get some paperwork...I'll be back." He was just starting to head down the hall to the elevators when he saw Drake stride it with a huge grin on his face. He stopped to watch as the man pulled out a tiny black thong, and spun it with his finger before pocketing it. He held out his hand as the two friends reluctantly slapped bills onto his open palm. 'Shit! Those are Mary Ann's panties,' he thought. He looked back at his wife who was oblivious to the scene across the room as she was putting something on her lips.



He took the elevator to the 8th floor and went down the empty hall. He pulled out his key remembering the door would be unlocked. 'Damn! I need to talk to facilities about that Monday. They were supposed to have fixed the damn thing,' he thought angrily. He turned on the lights, went in, and stopped in shock. His chair was pushed back to the side of his desk, and the paperwork, phone, and other stuff had been shoved aside. He could make out the imprint of what had to be large breasts on the walnut top. He picked up a couple of strands of blonde hair that were stuck to the surface feeling like crying.
'Fuck!' he thought, 'she fucking lied to me.' He stepped back seeing a half-foot pool of cum on the floor. He looked over at his couch now feeling angry. There was a large wet spot right on the leather and then he looked down. Just under the front were two items...items he'd seen before. A green plastic container of Cool Mint breast strips and a large gold coin. Thoughts of grabbing one of his guns or calling a lawyer rushed through his head. He sat in his chair trying to get his rage under control. How? How could Mary Ann have done this to him?
Mary Ann was wondering where her husband was when Drake came over.
"I wanted to say this was a great party," the man said smiling, "I hope to see you next year. You are by far the most beautiful woman here and I'm so glad I got to spend some time with you."
Mary Ann smiled, "Well, I'm sure I'll be here. I hope you feel your trip here was worthwhile," she smiled. "We try to be as hospitable as we can." She was surprised when the guy hugged her, but she hugged him back.
Ben groaned seeing his wife and Drake hugging, but decided to avoid a scene as they broke it off before Drake headed out the door.
"Hey. Just needed some things in my office. It was strange but someone was in there, I mean, they left it a mess," he said studying his wife.
"You're kidding. Who has the key?" she asked. "Who was it, are there cameras?"
Ben shook his head, "not in the executive hallways. The lock broke last Tuesday and I've been on facilities to fix it. Anyhow, let's go home. I'm really tired," he sighed. He was going over what he was going to say as they headed out to the car.
The entire drive home, both were quiet as if replaying the evening. Ben pulled into the garage and was about to say something when Mary Ann spoke.
"I get that you have responsibilities, but next year could we spend more time together? I never really got bored but quite a few guys wanted to entertain me while you were away." She opened the door, "Sorry, I'm not trying to make you feel guilty, I just missed you."
They headed inside, Ben delaying what he was going to say.
Mary Ann headed into the bathroom but Ben stopped her.
"I can't wait," he said as he slipped her dress off her shoulders. He expected her to resist but instead, she put her arms around him and kissed him.
"I've been horny all night. Christ! You were right about this dress. All night guys were overtly checking me out, more than once I felt completely naked." She kissed her husband plunging her tongue into his mouth.
At first, Ben was hesitant thinking he tasted another man's cock but he was mistaken. She must have gargled or something he thought. He cupped her breasts thinking about how they were smashed on his desktop and then slid his hands down to her ass. Wait! She was wearing a thong. He stepped back and fingered it.
"What?" Mary Ann asked.
"I thought you were commando, I mean it looked..." he stammered.
"You saw me get dressed. Men! So distracted by a little female skin. Come here and let me show you what commando looks like," she pulled him over to the bed, slid off her thong, and lay back, legs opened wide.
Again, Ben hesitated not wanting to taste another man's cum but then kissed his way up her inner thighs, teasing her until she pulled his head against her wet pussy.
"That's it, baby, you owe me this after leaving me alone all night," she panted. Ben was the best she'd ever had at eating pussy, though it was strange how few men she'd been with would go down on her.
At first, Ben tentatively licked around her slit but tasting nothing out of the norm, he put more into it. Mary Ann was panting as she stroked his head.
"Oh wow! I've wanted this and your cock all night," she sighed. "Get up here and let me do you so you can fuck your wife hard."
Ben pulled off his pants hearing things fall out of his pockets. He climbed up and straddled her chest happily pushing his cock into her mouth. It seemed she was taking more of him into her throat than she'd done before. "Oh wow, this feels great!" he sighed.
Mary Ann bobbed her head, her hands on his ass as she was determined to get all of him down her throat. She'd never done this before and felt pride that she was not gagging.
Ben was feeling his balls start to ache even though he felt a pain that his wife had learned how to deep-throat from another man. He wanted to fuck her, maybe tell if she was looser or wetter so he pulled out with a sad moan. "I need to fuck this neglected pussy of yours," he said hoping for a reaction.
"You have no idea," she sighed, "many men wanted to attend to my neglected pussy all night but you know she's only open for business with you."
Ben lay between her legs and slid right in. She was wetter than he'd remembered but just as tight. He looked down at her tits flopping with each hard thrust wondering if Drake had similarly admired them.
"Fuck me, fuck me, baby. I've wanted cock all night," she panted.
For whatever reason, Ben's balls were throbbing and he felt close, too close, "Sorry...sorry, I'm so..." he panted.
"I don't care," Mary Ann sighed "I'm close too so if you cum I'll be right behind you."
Ben closed his eyes trying to think about work but all he could see was another man's cock sliding deeply into his wife's tight pussy. "Oh shit!" he spat as he slammed once more into her wet hole as he erupted inside her. He'd never cum that quickly before.
Mary Ann clutched Ben's ass as he came and soon felt everything boil up and as he thrust the last few times, she gasped out she was cumming. "Yes, yes, yesss," she panted as the arousal she'd felt all night was blissfully released.
They lay next to each other, Ben wondering how to bring up what had been bothering him all night when Mary Ann sighed.
"Ok. I am really going to shower now. Join me?" she asked.
He rolled off her, then helped her to her feet. She was cupping her pussy as she stood. She went into the bathroom and turned on the shower.
When they came out, Mary Ann sighed. "The maid is going to be pissed," she said looking around at the mess. "What's this?" she asked picking up the large gold coin and the Cool Mint breath strips. "When were you in Canada?" she asked. "And these are disgusting, Tic Tacs are so much better."
Ben took them, "whoever was in my office dropped these. I was hoping to find out whose they are," he said.
"Someone from Canada...wait! That guy from Seattle. That's not far from Canada and," she took the breath mints and sniffed them. She smiled, "I know who was in your office. I don't know his name but he took one of these this evening when he was hitting on me. When I came back, Mark Andrews asked me if I knew where Mary had gone off to. I think she might have, they might have used your office." She shook her head, "Sad, but one time she'd had a bit to drink and she complained that Mark is," she held her thumb and finger a few inches apart. "Poor girl. Anyhow, I need sleep. Can we do his again in the morning?" she asked as she stroked Ben's 7" cock.
Ben laughed, "Seriously? Mary Andrews?" he though about her long blonde hair and the conversation he'd had with Mark last week. "I'm not sure Mark's going to be happy with this," he sighed, "He got himself transferred to Seattle as Sales Director since he suspected Mary was cheating on him. I'm seeing more suspicions in his future," he laughed.
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Violet stretched and looked over at her friend. It never would have occurred to her that another woman would be sexy or erotic looking, but her long straight legs and narrow hips framing her blonde bush was intriguing. Then her tiny waist with rippled abs leading up to a pair of tennis-ball-shaped breasts made her mouth water. She was wondering if Derek had a strapon...of course, he does. Probably a variety of sizes, and colors, with or without batteries.
Delilah opened her eyes, temporarily disoriented, "Oh wow. That wasn't a dream," she sighed. She looked down at her naked body then at Violet's, "And we...?"
"I did. I mean, I did you, but you were so tired we just passed out," Violet said softly. There was concern in her voice. "How do you feel? I mean it might be too early for you to process everything..."
Delilah sighed, "I don't know. It wasn't as if they raped me or coerced me. It wasn't even that I caved into temptation. I had to do everything I did, craved it," she said softly. She felt her pussy, "and I'm getting wet just thinking about it." She looked at her friend, "You tried, you really tried to talk me out of it and I stubbornly refused to listen to you," she said sadly, "Proverb 16, Pride goeth before destruction, and a haughty spirit before a fall. Did I really cum dozens of times?" she asked.
Violet shrugged her shoulders, "Sorry. I was wrapped up in my world of red haze, cumming too many times to count. I remember licking your pussy and you came twice. Oh, and I came out of my haze first and watched Mr. Blair and Mr, Stanton fuck you, though you pulling them into you is more accurate. I think I saw you cum four times."
Delilah sighed, "I'm a slut, aren't I? I'm saying that because I think I understand this pill better. Release releases your core desires, sexually that is. You love being fucked. You love a cock in your pussy, you crave an orgasm. I wanted...sex in my mouth if that makes sense. I wanted to taste you, taste their cocks, and especially taste their cum. I loved having my pussy filled but my mouth watered thinking about the taste of their cum. I guess I have an oral fixation. If that's my true nature, then I'm comfortable with that," she smiled. "I think your Dr. Blackwood misnamed his concoction. I think 'Unlock' or 'The Key' would be more accurate. I feel like my desires were unlocked."
Violet felt a huge surge of relief. She hugged her friend, "I felt the same way after the first session, but you are dealing with it a lot better than I did. I felt such guilt, not over what I'd done but how I wanted more. Come on, let's shower and I'm taking you to breakfast. I love Denny's breakfasts! That's something orgasmic to put in your mouth."
* * *
This week's SCOL meeting was at Violet's and at 4 sharp the three other girls came in looking curiously at their friends.
Laura looked at them, "We missed you at the 11 o'clock service. Busy?"
Violet nodded, "We got in late last night and we decided breakfast was in order, so we celebrated God's works over the Denny's Grand Slam breakfasts," she chuckled.
"We?" Mary asked, "You crashed here?" she asked, "and you didn't invite us?"
"Next time," Violet said, "come on, at 11:30? You guys were sound asleep."
"True," Laura said, "I'd have killed you then come over...not that that made any sense. We should do a sleepover. It would be fun!"
They decided the following Sunday night would be great as Monday was a national holiday. Then Mary sighed, "We should start our weekly meeting of the Sisterhood of Christ our Lord. When faced with temptation, we ask..."
They all said, "What would Jesus do?"
Delilah looked at Violet and then spoke, "I'm not sure that's applicable in all cases. Let's say hypothetically, Mary is with her boyfriend, and he gets intimate...he wants Mary to give him a blowjob. Would Jesus do that? I sorta doubt it."
Sarah chuckled, "we should instead ask, what would Delilah do? Did you put that old teacher of Violet's in his place yesterday? I'll bet he still has no clue what hit him."
"It was fine," Violet said quickly. "If we're having the sleepover here next weekend, we'll need some sleeping pads. Three can fit on my bed, then there's the couch..."
"Wait. What happened yesterday?" Laura asked. Then she looked at the two girls' shirts, "and are you both braless?"
Delilah sighed, "It didn't go as planned," she said softly. "Violet was right, you really do whatever you desire after taking the pill."
"Delilah, don't say anything more. We signed that NDA, and..."
"Ok, got it. I'll just say I'm no longer a virgin." She looked at the girls, "and I'm not ashamed. It was a good time." she finished frankly.
Violet added, "we did have a good time, both enjoyed it. But we decided wearing bras was restrictive and it's warm out, plus," she touched her nipples making them hard, "wouldn't this get our message across better?"
Mary giggled, "I like the look." She pulled off her shirt and then took her bra off. She pulled on her nipples and then put the shirt back on. "There, I think we should make this a requirement from now on."
Sarah and Laura did the same. Violet and Delilah looked at each other with small smiles. A few days ago, the girls seeing each other's breasts would have meant nothing to them, but today they could see a slight flush in each other's cheeks.
* * *
On Tuesday, Delilah asked Violet to take her to that store, "You know the one where you boned the guy in the back," she smiled. "I've walked by it a hundred times, mentally crossing myself but now it makes me hot just thinking about it, also, I wondered what it would be like if I wore one of those fake cocks to help you through an episode," she blushed.
"Delilah! I'm shocked. You're always so pedantic. He boned me, I didn't bone him," Violet chuckled. "Anyhow, it's not as bad as you think. It's not some trap that lures innocent girls and sells them to third-world nations as playthings. It's a place where people can find toys to enhance pleasure...I can't see how that can be so bad." Violet thought a minute, "I confess I would look when I walked by, somewhat curious about what went on in there."
Delilah nodded, "I'm intrigued just thinking about that place. I always wondered what it would be like to be the real Delilah, a real whore," she said softly, "Anyhow I want to meet your boyfriend. If he's cute maybe I'll get a flashback and he can bone me too," she chuckled.
"You might not get one. I've had two already this week," she said. "Once in the parking lot over at the mall. I just put the groceries in the car...had to throw away a gallon of ice cream...anyhow, another while I was showering this morning. I guess there's only so much hot water in my apartment."
"I've been looking forward to one," Delilah sighed, "I mean when I'm alone. I was in Brickell's class this morning and she asked me to come to her office...that would have been really bad timing," she laughed.
Dr. Barbara Baines Brickell was tenured, and the oldest professor on campus. 85...90 years old and a skinny old bird.
"I'm sure she's seen it all," Violet laughed, "maybe not, but enough that you might not have even fazed her. Come on, I'll introduce you to my boyfriend Derek and his mom. If they remember me," she grinned.
Derek looked up and smiled. He'd assumed he'd never see Violet again and had been contemplating calling her. He just hadn't been sure what to say, "Hello. It's the guy you fucked the other day..."
"Hey, Violet. Another birthday?" he asked.
"Ok, Ok," she sighed, "I guess you figured out there was no other person. This is my friend Delilah. She's been curious about this place but just didn't have the nerve...you know."
"I get it. Nice to meet you Delilah...as in Samson?" he asked as he ran a hand through his hair.
The tall blonde nodded, "I guess my parents liked the name even though my namesake was most likely a whore," she smiled, "at least I have a fall-back if my Physical Education degree doesn't pan out."
Derek laughed, "I guess I never read up on Delilah. I've just always liked the name." He looked at Violet and asked softly, "Feel better? Last time she was in here she wasn't her best," he said looking back at Delilah.
"I wasn't?" Violet asked indignantly, "You seemed pretty satisfied with how I was feeling." She laughed slapping the boy on the arm, "She knows. I told her. I'm good. She's...we are wondering about, um, strap-ons?" she blushed.
Derek chuckled thinking how fun would it be if both girls had an episode as he led them down the same wall as the dildos. Two of the more beautiful girls to come into the store, both super sexy and both had a slutty innocence he found intriguing, "here," he said waving an arm. "It's really not just a strap-on, except for a few," he pointed to a small selection, "but I don't recommend these. First, find a comfortable harness, that's the most important thing..."
The girls felt blood throbbing through their pussies listening to the cute boy. They finally went to the viewing room, Derek telling them it doubles as a changing room, to try different styles of harnesses.
Violet stopped at the door, not ever getting a good look at it, "was this here before?" she asked. "I would have noticed for sure," she said as she fingered the bright brass plate.
Derek smiled, "Mom made that. She decided all the viewing rooms should have names, you know, rather than Room 1, Room 2...We named this room, Violet. The others," he pointed down the hall, "are Iris, Rose and, Daisy." He looked at the girl, "the men like to use Violet the most...I mean, you know what I mean."
Delilah laughed, "I blew it. You could have had Delilah, Mary, Rahab, and, Gomer. That last one might get misinterpreted."
"Who?" Derek asked, "Are those, um, Biblical whores?" Delilah nodded and he let out a sigh. "Bit the bullet on that one. Not sure our base clientele would choose the Gomer viewing room," he chuckled. "I'll leave you to it," he smiled and turned away.
Violet chuckled, "I have a room dedicated to men getting their rocks off named after me. I always assumed I might have a park bench or something dedicated to me, but a sex room?" she laughed.
Delilah looked thoughtful, "That might still happen, all it takes is one flashback while you're on your way to Allen Hall...I mean, there are those four benches under the oak tree..."
The two girls chuckled at the thought and closed the door. They looked uncertain at first then shrugged and tried on the various harnesses. It figured the most expensive one was the most comfortable on both. Delilah was in her panties wearing the harness imagining her friend bent over the bed.
Violet chuckled, "not here, I know what you are thinking but it would be better to get back to my place or yours."
"Sorry, yes. I can't believe how different my thoughts are from before...well, different is the wrong word. I'm looking at you and boys with whole new interests in mind," she chuckled, "and I always thought I'd be wracked with guilt if I strayed, but all I want is to stray some more. Am I weird?"
"Either you or I am," Violet sighed, "I had trouble sleeping the last couple of weeks I felt so guilty. I wanted to tell someone, anyone so I didn't have to carry this guilt alone," she sighed. She hugged her friend feeling her nice soft breasts press into her chest. She'd hugged her girlfriends hundreds of times barely aware of their bodies, their breasts but now she was fully aware of Delilah's warm masses and her pubic bone pressing against her thigh.
Without thinking the taller blonde kissed her friend, welcoming the girl's tongue against hers. She stroked the girl's bare back before cupping a breast.
Violet felt herself getting wet as the two girls humped between each other's thighs, their nipples rubbing against their nipples.
Delilah broke the kiss and stepped back, "Wow! All I can think of right now is getting you back to my place and burying my tongue up your tasty pussy," she panted.
Violet nodded, "We should pick out a nice dildo to go with the harness and make sure it works."
Derek smiled knowingly as the two girls came out but didn't say anything. They were both flushed and looking at each other. It wasn't unusual for couples to play around in the rooms which usually resulted in more sales.
Violet handed Derek the harnesses that didn't work, "I guess we'll need the, um, business part of it."
The boy laughed, "That's a first, but yes. I'd recommend this kit with four sizes and shapes of dildos. It's pricy but cheaper than coming back for the individual ones. These are all double-ended, the fat shorter end slides into the one wearing the harness." He opened the box, "this one is great for first-timers with anal, this one for those looking for the ultimate...you get the idea," he smiled as he picked up a couple of the dildos. "These also come with the best maintenance kit on the market."
As they were leaving Delilah stopped and looked at the boy, "you should call her. She'll go out with you, you know. And I'm guessing you can expect to get lucky," She giggled as Violet dragged her out of the store.
Violet blushed as a couple glared at them, "D! Announce to the world..."
"you're a healthy young girl?" Delilah finished. "Relax, you'll never see them again though you should see Derek. Hell, if you don't go out with him, I will...wait! Let's both go out with him," she grinned.
Violet sighed, "let me get my life in order before I complicate it more. I'm supposed to be Dr. Blackwood's girlfriend at a few year-end parties. Ugh! I dread even thinking about what he has in mind," she sighed.
Thursday afternoon, the girls had an impromptu meeting of SCOL, and just after Laura, Mary, and Sarah left Delilah gasped. "V, I think...oh shit," she panted as she pulled off her shirt.
Violet yanked open the bottom drawer and grabbed the harness and four-pack of dildos. When she turned around, Delilah was fully naked and rubbing her pussy.
"Damn it, Violet, I need you to fuck me now!" the tall blonde urged. She watched intently as the shorter girl quickly disrobed and assembled the strap-on. She plunged her fingers into her sopping pussy as her friend lubed the large dildo. "Yessss, that one..the biggest. Fuck my pussy," Delilah panted. Her eyes were glued to the large fat shaft, her legs spread wide as she humped against her hand.
Violet felt a rush as the hard nob popped into her wet pussy. 'This is what a man feels like,' she thought as she stroked the hard shaft anticipating the feeling of power as she lay between her friend's thighs.
"Ooooohhhhh, ffffuuuuuccccckkk!" Delilah spat as her friend drove the long fat cock into her sopping pussy.
Just as Violet buried the dildo deep inside her friend's pussy, the apartment door opened and the other three members of SCOL stood staring. "What the hell?" one of the girls said softly.
"Close the door, but you can come in." Violet looked over embarrassed, but Delilah was oblivious.
"Oh, God! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," she panted.
"Flashback," Violet sighed, "she's having a flashback on the pill we are testing and needs..." she nodded at their merged pelvises. She loved feeling the bulbous end of the dildo inside her pussy and how it ground against her clit with each thrust. 'Fuck, each fuck of Delilah's cunt,' she thought. 'I'm fucking someone! Damn! This is incredible,' she mused. 'This is what those guys feel when they fuck me...fuck my cunt and ass.'
Laura quietly closed the door and came over to the bed as Mary and Sarah stood back. She looked at the strongest girl she'd ever known lost in a rapturous sexual trance. Her tongue was licking her lips, and her pelvis was grinding against a plastic cock bigger than she imagined a real cock would be. Something inside her wanted to be right where Delilah was. She felt her pussy throb and swell and her panties getting damp. She looked at Violet who was either flushed or blushing. "Can I help?" she asked softly.
The cute blonde nodded, "Delilah has an intense oral fixation under this drug so perhaps kiss her...or let her lick you?" she said hesitantly.
The slender brunette looked back at Sarah and Mary who had come closer. She then pulled off her SCOL tee shirt then stepped out of her shorts and panties.
Delilah reached over and pulled her onto her face, her tongue lapping at the furry crotch before she even was fully straddling her face.
Laura was both shocked and aroused as her tall blonde friend clamped her mouth onto her virgin pussy. No guy or girl had ever touched her there, but the few time her fingers had were intriguing. She envied her friends' experiences...envied their multiple orgasms and just the night before tried to attain one for the first time. "Oh, wow!" she sighed as Delilah's tongue drove between her throbbing lips.
Mary and Sarah finally came over to the bed, fascinated with the huge plastic shaft rapidly plunging into the tall blonde's swollen pink slit. "This is what making love is like?" Sarah asked softly, "Does it hurt? I mean, at first?"
Violet nodded, "at first but then, wow! She needs all the attention we can give her," she said looking at her sweating friend. "Play with her boobs, especially her nipples. She likes that."
Delilah was writhing in her purple haze, her ass rising to meet the fat shaft, her mouth sucking the flowing juices from Laura's pussy. A small voice deep inside her brain was telling her this was wrong but a cacophony of voices was urging her to take all of the stimulations she can get. She felt herself cumming again...what was this? The sixth? Seventh time? Both her nipples were being orally stimulated, Laura's pussy was nourishing her need for the aroma and taste of raw sex and the tool sloshing into her bruised cunt was triggering orgasm after orgasm.
Laura felt the tingling turn to an ache...an intense pleasurable painful ache and without thinking pulled on her nipples causing the room to spin as the intense indescribable feelings spread from her womb. "Oh my God!" she screamed as flashes of light shot through her brain and the waves flowed through her body. This was tons more intense than the few times she'd played with herself.
Mary quickly pulled off her clothes as Laura cried out and writhed on Delilah's face before slumping forward. She helped her friend off the bed and climbed up to straddle Delilah's eager mouth. She was amazed at how Delilah's face glistened with cum, her hair wet and matted, and how flushed she was. She moaned as the fat tongue bathed her pussy eagerly hoping she could get what Laura just had...even a small bit of what her friend just enjoyed.
Violet grinned as Laura flopped onto the floor, her fingers rubbing slow circles between her legs. The girl mouthed 'Wow!' at her then went limp and passed out.
After many orgasms and multiple pussies on her face, Delilah felt the purple haze clear from her brain. Even as reality took over, she kept licking the humping pussy on her face. This girl had a very wet pussy making her swallow repeatedly, and as she was gripping her tight ass she assumed it was Sarah. Her crotch throbbed from what had to have been a recent orgasm and someone was sucking on a nipple while playing with the other.
Sarah was just gasping from her first orgasm as she felt herself being gently pushed off Delilah's face. She rolled off her friend onto the bed and looked at the blonde. "Hey, D. You're um, you're back. You, um, are really good at..." she said lamely.
"Shit! This is humiliating," the blonde sighed. She looked at her naked body, her raw-looking nipples, her throbbing pussy but feeling bruised. "That was the flashback," she sighed. "I actually wanted to feel what it was like but had I been out, in class or somewhere...who knows?" she sighed.
Violet pulled out with a loud squelching sound as Delilah's pelvis no longer thrust onto the dildo. She looked at her four friends, now all naked and flushed. She started laughing as she undid the harness before pulling the device out of her pussy.



Mary looked over, "What's funny?" she asked. She looked around, "All of us like this?"
Violet shook her head, "No, I was just looking at the tee shirts scattered around and came up with another name for the club, Sluttly Coeds Offering Lust."
Sarah laughed, "I know. I was looking at mine as Delilah was...um, eating my pussy wondering what would Jesus do? Nothing seems real anymore.
Laura nodded as she picked up her clothes, "I think we might want to get another color," she chuckled. "Maybe red would be more appropriate. How about Slutty Coeds Opening Legs," she giggled.
Mary went over to Laura and stroked the girl's wet crotch, "Students Cuuming On Laura?"
They came up with a few more as they lay naked on the bed before exhausting ideas.
Delilah rolled off the bed and staggered into the bathroom, "Shower...shower and mouthwash," she mumbled.
Mary followed her in. She looked over her shoulder, "I'll join her. I feel such a need to...um, get clean," she said softly.
After the five girls all showered and got dressed, they sat around, no one saying anything. Finally, Mary spoke up, "I'm going with you this Saturday. I know, I know, I'll have to deal with the flashbacks but you're both my friends and we're in this together.
"I'm in," Laura said.
"Me too," Sarah said, "but we might want to get more of those," she smiled. "I really have been wanting to try that out," she pointed to the large strap-on.
Violet sighed and pulled open the bottom drawer of her side table. There were all the toys she'd purchased. "I think I have enough to go around. Feel free to borrow whatever you like."
"I want to try this," Sarah said shyly holding up the largest dildo.
Mary picked up the nipple clamps and blushed as Violet nodded at her. "I'll try these, you know, just to get the feel."
* * *
Dr. Blackwood surprised her as he sounded excited that her three other friends wanted to try Release. "This will give me so much more data before the formal trials begin," he gushed. Then he changed the subject. "Remember that we have the school party Saturday night and you're my date, my girlfriend."
"I remember. I'll be the loving girlfriend, just don't get my friends involved and you'll have all your colleagues convinced," she replied. She was wondering how many of her former teachers would be there and how was it going to be to spend the night with the old man. Hopefully, he'll be too tired to do much more than have sex once. "What should I pack? I have a cute dress I picked up..."
"No need. I've already picked out what I'd like my girlfriend to wear. You're going to wow the school staff."
She was alone as her friends all went to their apartments to pack when she heard the door. She had just thrown on some old workout gear and hoped it was the neighbor just wanting to borrow a cup of sugar or something. She did not feel like having any guests right now.
"Father Kearney," she said surprised to see their minister at her door. She hesitated as she mentally scanned the apartment for things that might prove embarrassing before letting go of the door and stepping back. "Come in, though I'm not sure what you are doing out on a Friday night," she said softly.
"Thanks. I hope I'm not interrupting," he said as he stepped in. He was a tall, good-looking man in his 30s. He looked around the apartment and decided to get to the point. "I've been worrying about you and your friends. It's been three weeks since you've come to church and both you and Delilah were absent last week." He looked at the bag half-packed on the bed.
Violet looked over, "Um, we're, I'm in a drug trial back home..."
"I heard," the man said softly, "I can't say who or what was said...you understand, but is there something you'd like to confess, get off your chest?" he asked.
Violet was aware of how Father Kearney's glanced at her chest slightly flushing. She couldn't have worn a thinner tee and without a bra, she was sure even her pale-pink nipples were clearly evident. "I'm good...I mean, perhaps there are some things but I sighed an NDA which..." she stammered.
Daniel Kearney nodded, "I know. Look, I'll get to why I came over here. I'd like to see this drug trial, I mean, if it's all above board and legit, your professor will welcome some overview. I know, I know, I'll have to sign an NDA myself, but can you call him to let him know I'm coming down with you and your friends with or without his blessing?"
Violet felt sudden panic but had no idea how to refuse what was on paper an innocent request. She picked up the phone and dialed.
* * *
"Come in, I think I was able to arrange the furniture so we can all be comfortable," Marvin Blackwood smiled as he held open the door for the five girls and the priest. This was going to be interesting he thought. How will Father Kearney react to the sexual release of five young girls? He knew how he was feeling. From a purely scientific standpoint, he wanted to see how these five girls reacted to Release. Would they be as different as Violet and Delilah were, or would they react similarly? As a man, he felt an eager ache in his belly in anticipation.
When Violet called telling him that her minister wanted to observe, he felt a bit angry but on reflection the more barriers in the way of these girls to let themselves go the better.
Brain Watkins, Gerald Blair, and James Stanton were all standing in front of their chairs as the six newcomers arrived. There were introductions and handshakes before they all say back down. All four men had prepared, first by abstaining for the last week but also with pharmaceutical help. Violet had hugged each of the men as her friends looked around nervously...that is except for Delilah who sat down looking at the pill in the small cup in anticipation.
Dr. Blackwood had two sofas set up in an obtuse vee facing five comfortable-looking lounge chairs. Violet plopped down next to Delilah and smiled at her before looking over at her other three friends. It was interesting having the two more experienced girls on the left couch and the other three on the right one. She watched as Dr. Blackwood passed around the forms, having the girls all sign. He then went over to Father Kearney who glanced at it before scribbling his signature. The Father had a frown as if he didn't trust the men in the room with his girls.
"Ok, I'll never speak a word of this, but can I see this drug?" the Father asked.
Marvin picked up the bottle, shook out a pill, and handed it to the priest. "It's a combination of herbs, vitamins, and minerals. All of which are easily procured from any vitamin shop..."
"I know, what happens if I take this?" he asked.
Dr. Blackwood shrugged, "Good question. In my studies, it seems that the effects are either blocked by testosterone or triggered by estrogen. I've taken it and outside of a pleasant warm feeling, nothing. Would you like some water?" he asked.
Daniel Kearney looked over at the side tables next to where the girls were sitting and nodded, "Not that I don't trust you, but can I take one that you put out for them?" he asked.
Marvin shrugged, "Help yourself, I'll go get you some water."
The girls all looked expectantly at their pastor as he washed the pill down with water.
"Should we take ours also?" Laura asked looking at it curiously.
"Not yet," Dr. Blackwood said looking up from all the forms. "We'll be going through a series of questions, but fewer than when Violet first started," he smiled at the girl, "then a series of photographs and videos to gauge your reaction. These cameras," he nodded at the five video cameras directed at each girl, will record your physiological reactions to the external stimuli before and after you take Release. Questions?"
He turned to the Father, "I request you don't intervene or object to any of this. This has the potential to be a huge benefit to the world if it proves to be as effective as it has looked so far."
Daniel nodded, "I understand."
"Any effects from the pill you took? You might not feel any yet, but we've seen it take effect anywhere from 30 to 45 minutes."
"Nothing so far, but I'll let you know," he said before sitting back.
The same types of questions were answered easily, then the two large TVs were turned on and the series of pictures popped up. When they changed from nature pictures to ones showing men and women in various stages of undress, Dr. Blackwood looked over at the Father and shook his head. The girls were giggling as the screens showed penises at first flaccid but then fully erect. There were circumcised, non-circumcised, white, black, straight, curved...all types, but all fully erect. They got quiet as pictures of naked women wrapped their lips around them, first just the flared heads, then into their throats. Then the pictures of full vaginal penetration shifted to videos of raw fucking.
Father Kearney had to bite his tongue not to stop himself from protesting but to still the hormonal rush he was feeling.
Laura was softly panting as she bounced her right leg on her left.
Mary was thinking how much more erotic this was than when Violet plunged the dildo into Delilah.
Sarah was looking at the five men aware they were all showing the outlines of nice fat cocks, even Father Kearney. She looked back at the screen wondering how it was going to feel the first time a man enters her. As the screen showed a young slender brunette get speared by a massive cock she felt as if she could cum with a single touch.
Father Kearney was feeling some effects of the drug. He was definitely warmer and was feeling a strong pulsing in his groin. As much as he wanted to take his eyes off the TVs or off the girls, he couldn't. There was no doubt all five girls were getting aroused, especially Violet and Delilah. Or maybe it was because those two had no bras on and were wearing very light summer dresses. 'Violet has incredible tits,' he thought, 'but how thigh and perky are Delilah's' he wondered. He regretted not looking more openly at Violet's breasts the night before when she'd asked him in. He remembered smelling the sweet aroma of sex in her apartment. Had she...?
Dr. Blackwood turned off the TVs. "Go ahead and take Release and we'll take a 30-minute break. How are you doing?" he asked Father Kearney.
"Warm, a bit warm," he said. I guess I'll take the jacket off," he smiled. "Other than that, pretty normal," he lied. He couldn't remember the last time he was feeling so horny...back in seminary? he thought. 'Lord, give me strength to resist the temptations of these young girls and to be the rocky example they need to fight off the lustful desires.' As he thought desires, images flooded his brain. He saw their naked bodies writhing passionately under him...on top of him. He got up and went to the bathroom down the hall to splash cold water on his face hoping no one noticed the tent in his pants. He looked in the mirror fighting the pulsing between his legs and the recurring mages of each of the sweet young things naked.
Violet took her friends outside, "Ok, all I can say is you'll see a colorful haze, and whatever desires you want to indulge in, you will. Actually, that's not right, you'll need...need to. You won't have a choice as your bodies will be leading you. Don't fight it." She looked at Laura before asking, "Um, are you guys virgins?" She knew Laura wasn't but she didn't want to let on she'd already been told.
Mary and Sarah both nodded. Laura shook her head.
"I guess after today I'll be a woman," Sarah sighed, "I thought it would be on my wedding night but it is what it is," she said softly.
Mary nudged her friend, "I saw how that large man was looking at you, maybe he'll be to one on your wedding night after all."
"Guys, look. No one is making you do this. Don't take the pill if you have even the slightest doubts, please. I urge you to be 100% sure you want to do this," Violet said firmly.
Delilah nodded. "I should have listened to Vi. She's right. This is a really powerful drug...opens up a world you had no idea existed." She looked at each of her friends, "It's something I can't say I regret but my whole worldview has shifted."
"I'm in," Laura said, "I'm in because you guys are family to me."
Mary hugged Violet, "I wouldn't miss this for the world. I just wonder which of these old guys will be deflowering me?" she giggled.
Sarah sighed, "All for one, one for all. Isn't that what we are? The Musketeers?"
The five girls hugged each other. Violet stepped back and looked at her watch. "Ok, showtime!" she smiled. "I wonder how Father Kearney will handle it. You know he'll try to intervene but he'll be outnumbered."
Mary started fanning herself. "Getting warm...I mean really warm," she said. "Is the sun turning orange?"
"Me, too," Laura panted. "This sun is hot! But it's more red than orange."
The five men hurriedly sat down as the five girls came in and sat back in the same spots. All knew what was going to happen next, scientific study or not, they were about to have the best four to five hours of their lives. Each was checking each of the girls imagining how great each one will be. Each selected the young coed he'd most like to fuck first. Three of the girls were flushed and panting, and two were starting to look a bit red.
Father Kearney was fighting his impure thoughts. His lips were rapidly moving as he quoted scripture to himself, but he was wondering what Violet would look like naked and if Laura was as flexible as she seemed.
"Alright, let's get on with phase two. I'll be asking a similar series of questions, showing slides and videos. Just relax and respond truthfully and honestly. I put fresh water bottles as I know some of you might be feeling a bit warm. I remind you this is a controlled study and I want you all to feel as comfortable as possible. If you need to take a break or cool off, just be as comfortable as you want. Ok, let's get started."
As the girls stumbled over easy questions, they started the flap their shirts and dresses. Violet was the first to pull off her dress, then Mary followed with her tee shirt and shorts. Soon all five were either totally naked or just wearing panties. Brian put a hand on Father Kearney's arm as he started to get up, doing a doubletake seeing the pronounced tent in the black dress pants.
As the videos started with couples sucking and fucking, Delilah got up and went over the Brian. "I need this cock...so fucking huge," she panted as she yanked open his belt. "Oh, fuck. I've wanted this all week." The large man leaned back grinning at the other men as the tall blonde eagerly sucked his cock.
Violet was rubbing her pussy, legs opened wide watching her friend plunge her mouth onto the man's cock. She saw James watching her and opened her legs wider inviting him.
Mary and Laura jumped up. Laura climbed onto Gerald's lap, mouth pressed against his, and Mary wanted to suck a cock, so she yanked open Dr. Blackwood's pants.
Sarah's hand was inside her panties, furiously rubbing her pussy. She saw both Delilah's and Mary's asses presented to her so she crawled over and began licking Mary's sweet pussy. She'd never tasted anything better in her life as she drove her tongue into the girl.
Laura was now pulling off Gerald's clothes to get at his hard cock. She was stroking his rigid member as she raised herself up over it. She was so aware of the smells and sounds in the room, the sounds of gagging, slurping, fucking, grunting, and loud moans. "Oh, fuck!" she cried out as she plunged her cunt onto the man's cock. She wasn't a virgin but it felt the same.
Gerald groaned happily then looked over at the Father whose eyes were staring unblinkingly at the beautiful naked girls. "Give it up, pastor, you know you can't fight it. These tasty cunts aren't going to fuck themselves," he nodded at Delilah and Sarah, "Two choice cunts just begging for your holy blessing." He picked up a blue pill and handed it to the man, "Father, take this. You'll thank me later."
"I shouldn't, Lord God, I shouldn't," the man groaned. He tried to find strength in the Bible, '7th Corinthians: It is good for a man not to have sexual relations with a woman.' But as Alexander Pope wrote, 'To err is human; to forgive, Devine.' He picked up the little blue pill, hesitated, and then swallowed it before getting up. He went behind the two girls and let out a resigned sigh before pulling down his pants. His cock bounced a couple of times and pointed at the ceiling. He was so head, it hurt to lever the throbbing member against Delilah's dripping pussy.
Delilah was swallowing the gobs of tangy cum as Brian held her head onto his cock spasming a week's supply of cum into her stomach. Even though she couldn't breathe she groaned happily feeling a cock slam into her eager cunt. "Mmmmm, mmmmm, mmmmpphhh," she groaned as one of the men bent over her, gripping her flopping breasts and rapidly humped into her tight hole.
"Oh, Lord forgive me but I can be only so strong," Daniel moaned. He pulled off his collar and then his shirt wanting to be naked. He'd not made love...fucked a girl in 15 years and this felt incredible.
Delilah had finally been allowed to breathe and leaned back against the pastor's chest, pulling his hands against her tits. She looked back, not fazed at all that her minister was fucking her, "Fuck me, Father," she giggled, "for I have sinned, fuck my sins out of me," she moaned. "Fuck my cunt, fuck my ass," she panted, "just fuck me."
Daniel felt a huge rush as he pounded the tightest pussy he'd ever felt. He knew he'd soon cum and hoped she wasn't ovulating as he did not want to pull out when he saw Gerald hand him a tube of lube.
"She loves getting her ass fucked. You'll need this," he smiled.
'Buggery, sodomy, sins against nature,' he thought, 'Fuck it!' He took the tube. No problem with pregnancy, he thought as he popped into the lubed hole.
Delilah cried out happily, "Oh, God! Fuck my ass. Cum inside me, Father."
Violet was barely aware that her friend was being fucked by their priest as her former teacher was on top of her pounding into her as hard as he could.
James had replayed watching the girl's huge flopping tits all week wanting to see them again. It was even more arousing seeing the girl's naked body, and hearing Delilah getting fucked by a man of God was too much. "Oh fuck!" he groaned just as Violet was experiencing her third orgasm.
Violet gripped the man's ass feeling the jets of hot sperm splash against her cervix. Even though she's just orgasmed, feeling the potent sperm shoot into her, she abruptly came again.
Delilah felt Father Kearney's cock pull out of her and through the blueish, purplish haze let herself be lifted onto Gerald's cock. Soon she moaned happily as both her holes were filled with plump man-flesh. "Oh, God. Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," she grunted.
Mary was cumming again on Dr. Blackwood's cock. The man's hands were all over her, gripping her tits, and her ass while pulling her into a kiss. She felt another orgasm coming on as his fat finger plunged into her ass. The image of his graying pubes against her dark fur made everything even more arousing. She was thinking about how to get Professor Andrews naked back at school as he'd gone past grey to white.
Violet let out a disappointed groan as James pulled out. She looked over and saw Sarah and Mary on their sides in a 69 embrace with Dr. Blackwood and Brian fucked each of the girls. She lay back roughly rubbing her sopping pussy as she watched her friends getting sodomized. Father Kearney let out a cry as he came in Delilah's ass before pulling out and staggering down the hall.
As she was feeling frustrated she had no cock, Father Kearney came over and climbed onto her chest. "Oh, Father, nice cock," she sighed as she stroked him. She knew what he wanted and even though she'd have preferred him in her pussy she squeezed her tits together as the man humped between those huge mounds.



Daniel Kearney had fantasized fucking the busty blonde's tits for months. The look on the girl's face was one of total lust, maybe even love as she looked eagerly at his cock head in front of her open mouth. Without thinking he'd just fucked Delilah's as he let himself be pulled forward.
Violet sucked on the Priest's shaft a small voice in the back of her mind wondering how she'd cover this in the confessional with him. He tasted strange but nothing too bad as she sucked the juices from his previous fuck off him. She felt his balls tighten and pushed him down to between her legs, "Fuck me, fuck my pussy. I want your seed inside me," she panted.
By the end of the afternoon, every guy had fucked every girl at least once, but it was Father Kearney who tried to set a record. He'd eventually fucked all the girls in all their holes, cumming nine times. Most were draped on chairs, the couches, and on the floor. Delilah was the only girl still feeling the effects of Release and was sucking the cum out of her friend's pussies. Laura was lying back with a pleasant smile on her face as her blonde friend drove her tongue inside her sore pussy.
Violet's red haze was fading as she was aware it was Father Kearney who was pounding his cock into her ass. She was on her chest, legs spread feeling and listening to the rhythmic slapping of his flesh against hers. She was aware that her ass was very sore and her jaw muscles ached. She barely recognized the man she'd known for over a year, but she'd never seen him naked before. She was just feeling the effects of his large ballsack slapping onto her clit when the man let out a deep growl and came in her ass.
The priest collapsed onto the girl's naked body panting as if he'd run a marathon. His balls achingly throbbed from so many orgasms and the feelings of intense guilt mixed with lustful desires. He would never have thought he'd have given in to any temptation but five naked coeds were too much to resist. He was not looking forward to confession with Bishop Franklin but he would have to atone for his sins. Sins he hoped to commit again soon.
Delilah and the others were finally too exhausted to move. The room was littered with ten sweaty, naked bodies. The girls all had fluids leaking out of their various holes, cum on their faces and chests. Laura was idly rubbing the cooling cream into her breasts while Mary was gingerly feeling her pussy and ass.
After they had all showered and dressed, Violet hugged each of her friends. "I hope you guys are ok after that. I'm almost used to it but I know you three..." She saw they were holding their checks as if they'd disappear if they put them in their pockets or purses.
"We're fine. It's not like we didn't know...how the heck did you handle it the first week?" Mary asked.
Violet laughed, "Not well. Guilt, an amazing amount of guilt. Then it was almost an obsession...you know, to bring back the feelings." She looked over as an abashed-looking Father stepped out of the house.
"I'm sorry. I was weak," the man said softly. "Forgive me."
Delilah laughed, "and we were strong?" She hugged him, "You're human. Give yourself a break."
"Come on, Father. You didn't stand a chance with five naked babes like us around," Laura chuckled. "Shotgun," she yelled as she trotted over to the church van.
Violet hugged each girl, then looked at the priest, "She's right you know, you'd have to be a saint to resist all that temptation. How long? I mean, I know this couldn't have been your first time, but how long ago did you last..." she smiled as she air-humped.
Daniel laughed, "15 years. Damn! You girls were my favorite parishioners...actually still are but for different reasons."
"Christ will understand. I used to ask myself, 'What would Jesus do?' and Then I realized his white robe would be on the floor with all our clothes." Violet giggled.
Father Kearney laughed and hugged the girl. "Are you going to be ok?" he asked.
"I'll be fine. I'm just going to be Marvin's arm candy for an evening. I'll see you in church next week. I'll try to keep down the number of sins in the confessional," she chuckled, "or I might have to book an hour session with you."
Father Kearney looked over at the van, "I cannot say in all honesty that I've sinned at all" He appraised the young blonde's body, "I feel more blessed than anything." He leaned into her ear, "You are a great fuck, but don't tell anyone I said that," he smiled.
Violet grinned, "since we're making confessions of sorts, you have a great cock and it's criminal you don't share it more with your flock."
The man looked around before planting a wet kiss on the girl's lips. "See you in church," he said before heading over to the van.
He stopped at the driver's door seeing Delilah behind the wheel.
"In the back. It's a long drive and I'm worried we took too much out of you," the tall blonde smiled.
The man opened the sliding door and moaned. Mary and Sarah were sprawled out naked on the carpet. Mary patted the space between them, "Make yourself comfortable. It's a long drive and we hate to be bored."
Daniel thought back to how many times he'd already fucked and even with his balls aching he felt a resurgence in his pants.
"Damn!" Laura muttered, "Why the hell did I call shotgun?"
The entire way back, the four girls took turns sucking and fucking Father Kearney's cock. As strange as it sounds, none of the girls had spent any time marveling at the feeling, firmness, and shape of an achingly hard cock. By the time they arrived back at school, the man of the cloth could barely move.
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Violet watched her friends drive off in the church van. A shiver went down her spine. It was either the letdown from the drug wearing off or an unease thinking about the next 24 hours. She headed back into the house just as Gerald, James, and Brian were leaving. All three hugged and kissed her, hands freely exploring her body before heading over to their cars.
"Well, that was very fruitful," Dr. Blackwood smiled as she came back into the house. She hadn't been aware of it before but the room stunk of sex, cum, sweat, and other odors. Not surprising she thought...after dozens of sexual acts. She internally cringed as flashes of her begging for cock and eagerly licking her friends' pussies ran through her head.
"Master bedroom, you'll see what I laid out for you. We should leave in an hour," the man nodded towards the hallway. He was busy taking the memory cards from the cameras and loading them into his laptop.
Violet picked up the white silky dress and sighed. Not a shock Dr. Blackwood would pick something like this out. 'Size 2?' she thought. 'it'll be tight, ' she internally groaned. 'I've had first-class mail that weighs more than this.' She stripped down and pulled the slinky fabric over her naked body. 'I can't move without something popping out,' she thought.
She checked herself in the mirror, turning from side to side along with checking out the back. The straps in the front barely (that's the right word, she thought,) covered her nipples before wrapping around her neck. Sideboob, wide cleavage, and underboob were all fully exposed. The open back exposed the top 4" of her butt crack. She shook her head and picked up the heels. Red with 5" spikes. With her size 6 feet, it was as if she were walking on tiptoes. 'Street-walking outfit,' she thought. 'Maybe Marvin will let me have this for my date with Derek.' Their first date should have no pressure as they'd already got the sex question out of the way.
The professor looked up from packing the gear in the bags, "You look great. Turn around," Marvin ordered. "Very nice," he said as he slid a hand onto her bare ass. "You'll be the hit of the party." His finger probed her crack and toyed with her asshole.
They were fashionably late, partly because Marvin wanted a blowjob in the car while they were driving over. He continued to surprise her with how many times this man could get it up, especially at his age. They had to pull off the road as they got near the hotel so he could pull his pants down and push the seat back.
Marvin cupped those incredible tits as he lay back. This dress is perfect, he thought, didn't even have to pull the strap off her neck to expose her chest. Violet had acquired truly great cocksucking skills over the last few weeks now able to effortlessly deep throat his cock. He thought about the plans he had for her that evening making his balls throb more. She wasn't going to like it, but she'd already agreed to be the good little slut.
Violet pressed her lips against his grey pubes before pulling up. She no longer had any issues with gagging and felt pride that the men she'd sucked off had all told her how great she was, not good but great. She was stroking the man's hairy balls when she heard his breathing change. She knew he'd be angry if she pulled off so she again buried her lips against his pubes and clenched her throat as he loudly groaned. She swallowed the small dribbles of cum until he was done.
Marvin pushed the girl off him and sighed, "Fuck! You are the perfect woman. Slutty, eager, great cocksucker, great cunt, great ass and tits that any other woman would kill for," he smiled. "Here's the deal, since you've been terrific and getting me new subjects I'll let you go after tomorrow morning. So, for tonight just be my dutiful girlfriend and we'll call us square."
"Really, Dr. Blackwood?" Violet asked. She was surprised as she'd have thought he'd want to abuse her some more. Especially on the Teacher's Conference trip. She was wiping her face with a small towel wishing for breath mints.
"Really, unless you want to go. I'd love to spend a week with you but I overheard Laura and Mary talking about Florida for spring break and I'd hate for you to miss out on a trip with your friends. Also, you'd better call me Marvin or Marv," he smiled, "my girlfriend wouldn't call me Dr."
Violet nodded. She suspected there was another reason since as far as she'd seen from him, he hadn't an altruistic bone in his body. "Ok, I appreciate it. I'll be the good slutty girlfriend tonight so all your colleagues will be frustrated and jealous. Ok?"
Marvin stroked the girl's leg and nodded, "Good girl, here's the deal. Anything I want my loving, dutiful girlfriend to do, she'll do without question. Say no once and the deal is off, but I'll bet you're dripping already just thinking about what nefarious plans I have for you." He felt her bare pussy and nodded, "ready, willing, and eager as usual," he smiled. He held out his dripping finger and chuckled as the cute girl sucked all her juices off it.
They walked through the hotel lobby and Violet was worried the Concierge would suspect she was a hooker with the disapproving look he gave her, but they made it to the large conference room without issue...no issues but dozens of eyes memorizing every detail of her body.
"Holy shit, Marvin! Who is that? Your granddaughter?" the Social Studies teacher, Mack Williams asked. "Oh wow, Violet?" he sputtered as he looked the girl up and down. "I didn't recognize you...you look...wow. You look great," he smiled. He tentatively ran his hand down her bare arm as he openly stared at her breasts. He hesitated then hugged the girl feeling her breasts press against him while he checked out the amount of exposed skin on her behind. He was internally kicking himself for having turned down Marvin's offer to invest in his new drug if Violet was involved.
Violet hung onto Marvin's arm as they went around the room. She knew just about every teacher and all were amazed at how 'great' she looked. So many wanted a hug, and so many affectionately stroked her back. She was constantly adjusting the narrow strap covering her breasts. Finally, they were able to grab a seat on a couch in the back next to one of Marvin's fellow teachers. It was nice not to be paraded around, though Violet had to carefully pull the hem down as far as she could as anyone who came over would instantly see she was going commando. If she weren't careful, her breasts would simply slide out from under the taut material.
"Get me a scotch, won't you?" Marvin asked. "and get something for Ted. Ted? What are you drinking? He relayed the order and smiled, "get something for yourself."
Violet carefully stood and pulled the hem down, "I'm just 19," she said.
"Don't worry about it, this isn't a bar. They don't card. Or point over here and tell them you are getting them for us," he dismissed her and returned to his conversation.
It was harder than she'd thought going over to the open bar. She was stopped a half-dozen times by former teachers who wanted to know how she was doing, though their eyes wanted to know what she would do to them. More hugs, more affectionate 'pats' on the back, more adjusting her dress.
She finally came back with the three drinks and stopped. Craig Hawkins was sitting where she'd been in deep conversation with Marvin. She handed Mr. Perkins his drink, then had to get Marvin's attention to give him his. Craig made no move to give up his seat, just glanced at her before taking the gin and tonic she'd made for herself.
"I prefer a lemon twist, but lime works," he said after a sip of the cool drink. "Next one, ask for lemon."
She wanted to do or say something but was frozen on the spot. There was now no place for her to sit and she stood there not sure what to do. This was becoming just like her nightmares...naked with this horrible boy in public.
"Violet, you remember Craig, he was in your class. He's been incredible getting the databases set up for this research," he said as he patted the nerdy boy on the shoulder.
Violet nodded and shuddered. At prom, he came up behind her and yanked down the top of her strapless dress then jumped back and laughed. Ron Atkins and Troy Saks leered at her then high-fived Craig. She'd always thought those three were the creepiest guys in school but never thought they'd do anything like that. Dozens of her classmates saw her breasts, and many clapped before she was able to stuff her boobs back into the dress. He was immediately kicked out of the prom and later charged with sexual assault.
That went nowhere. She was forced to wear the same dress and stand in front of the jury. Craig's lawyer went as far as showing how easily the dress could have fallen down on its own. She'd had to quickly cover her exposed breasts in front of the entire courtroom. The lawyer immediately apologized saying it was easier than he thought.
The judge had pounded his gavel telling the lawyer he was totally out of line for doing that, but it seemed to Violet he took in as much of her as he could before she covered up.
"Your honor, I apologize. All I wanted was to show how precariously attired the girl was, and is, and barely touched the dress. I'm sure it's obvious to the jury and to all here she may actually have planned the whole thing." He went on to tell the courtroom, that logically, she should have expected this to happen, either on purpose or by accident. He looked sharply at the girl as if she were the accused, She never liked the boy, perhaps he got better grades? Plus there were no witnesses who would say the act was intentional but if it was simply a joke...a teenage prank, why ruin a boy's life over it?
Craig frowned, "Sure, we know each other. She got me kicked out of my own prom and tried to put me in jail over a trumped-up charge. Shit, she's exposing more now than she did then," he growled. "You really like to advertise what you've got, don't you?"
"Violet, you need to apologize to the boy. It was an accident or a stupid joke and just because you have no sense of humor...Go on, unless you want to say no to my simple request," Marvin said softly.
"I'm sorry for overreacting," Violet mumbled. She felt her face get beet red. "I'm sure you were as surprised as I was how easily the dress slid down."
"I just want to say hi and patted your shoulder to get your attention. She was such a prude back in high school," Craig said authoritatively. "Best body in the entire school, but a total prude, a tightass."
Violet shook her head, fists clenched and started to go back to the bar for another drink. Anywhere but here, she thought.
"Wait, hang on. I just had a thought," Marvin said, "There's some data that Craig needs to go over up in the room I booked. Go up with him and give him a hand," he ordered. He looked at his watch. "We'll see you back here at," he looked at his watch, "10 o'clock? Are two hours long enough for you, Craig?"
Craig smiled and stood up, "there's a lot to cover," he said as he intently eyed her body, "but we'll make the most out of the time we have. Come on, Violet. Chop, chop. Time's a-wasting and all that," he said as he brushed by her.
The boy stroked her bare back down to her ass as they headed to the elevators. By the time they got to the room, he felt his cock stiffen almost to full hardness. He was freely brushing his hands against her sideboobs and lower back. Each time she protested, he shushed her with a glare. "Dr. Blackwood told me if you balk at anything to let him know."
After closing the door, Violet looked around expecting to see a laptop, a pile of paper...anything, but there was nothing. "What data do you need help with?" she asked.
The boy went to the safe, opened it, and pulled out the laptop. It looked the same as the one she'd seen Marvin with at his house. He opened it up, logged in, and proudly showed the girl the database containing all the research. "I know more about you than you can imagine, heart rates, temperature, mental acuity before and after taking Release. There's more, a lot more that Dr. Blackwood has promised to show me," he leered, "like the video recordings of your sessions, but for now, I know exactly how aroused you can get when triggered."
Violet shuddered. This was far worse than her nightmares. This boy was read in on the most embarrassing and personal acts she'd ever committed. Her brain was reviewing all she signed wondering if Marvin was violating HIPAA or if she had allowed him to give this boy access. She looked away from the laptop as the boy came over, a disgusting leer on his face.
"I can look at the videos later but now he gave me free access to the real thing." He quickly released the clip behind her neck grabbing her wrists as she tried to stop him. "You are such a slut!" he laughed, "Do you ever wear anything that doesn't get you naked instantly?"
Violet tried to cover up, but even a nerd like this was stronger than she was. "Please...please," she said softly.
"You asked what data we're going to go over?" he asked, He pointed to the cameras set up by the bed, "Dr. Blackwood needs a more controlled environment to monitor your slutty nature so I volunteered. OK, actually it's a bit different. He told me if I got the database created he'd give me a nice bonus. We're talking thousands of dollars, but I saw your name on his trial reports and asked for a couple of hours with you instead." He looked at the naked girl wearing just the fuck-me pumps standing in front of him. "I never got to see these as I was behind you. My friends constantly remind me what I missed and I had to go through hell for nothing," he sighed as he hefted the massive fleshy mounds. "I've jerked off hundreds of times thinking about these."
"Ok, you got to see my boobs and feel them. Can I go now?" she asked weakly already knowing the answer.
Craig laughed, "You dragged me into court, made me the laughing stock of the school and you think this is all I want?" He roughly pulled on her nipples then sat on the bed, legs opened. "We'll start with a nice blowjob. Get down here and suck my cock...do it now or I'll let Dr. Blackwood know you refused." He hit the remote starting the cameras recording. 'Six hours of capacity on each camera. Too bad I can't fill them up,' he thought.
Violet felt like crying. Marvin was truly whoring her out and not just to a random stranger but to the boy who'd humiliated her in front of her whole class...then the whole courtroom. She knelt between his legs, and dutifully undid his pants to pull out his small cock, a feeling of disappointment going through her. She wondered when she'd become a cock aficionado, but this couldn't have been four inches long. On the other hand, it was obvious he didn't give a shit as long as she gave him as much pleasure as he could get out of her. She shuddered thinking of this short slender cock sliding into her pussy or her ass. She licked the shaft before wrapping her lips around it.
"That's it, you little slut, the notes said something about multiple events. What were those?" he asked as he pushed her head down so she was taking all of him. "Don't answer. I see you're busy. Were those orgasms? Eight a few weeks back, then 13? That's not possible, so I wonder what Dr. Blackwood means by 'events?' I'll bet it's how many cocks you begged for."
Violet wondered what else Craig saw in the notes. What a slut she was when Release took effect? How she needed to get fucked? She didn't want to ask but wanted to know. Would Dr. Blackwood have shared incredibly intimate details with this odious boy? She was swallowing his precum while trying to decide if she wanted his disgusting jism in her stomach, vagina, or ass.
Craig pushed her hair back to see her face. Her cocksucking was good, very good but she looked uninterested. 'Who the fuck cares? As long as she does everything I have planned she can take a nap for all I care,' he chuckled. He thought how great the naked girl must look from the side with those udders flopping around as she bobbed on his cock. The videos should have the perfect angle. He looked at his watch and sighed. Any minute now.
Violet was wondering why the boy's breathing wasn't changing. She was becoming an expert on knowing when men are getting close and she was not just good but great at cocksucking. She looked up at the boy and was he looking at his watch? Then she heard a knocking.
"Get up," Craig ordered as he roughly shoved the girl off his cock. "Don't bother," he said sharply as Violet reached for her dress, "Don't be so dense." He slapped the girl on the ass and pointed to the bed, "On your hands and knees facing the headboard. Open your legs and stay right there," he said firmly. He pushed her knees farther apart and then roughly tilted her pelvis making it look like she was offering her ass. "From now on, the only word you're allowed to say is 'yes,' got it?" He slapped her ass hard then went over to the door.
Violet had earlier thought this was as bad as it could get but tears formed as she heard the voices. 'Shit, shit, shit,' she thought the sneering laughter of Ron and Troy echoing in the room.
"You brought cash?" Craig asked, "She's ours for the next hour and a half, anything you guys want she'll agree to. Go one, ask her anything, see what she says."
Ron came over, roughly squeezed a dangling tit, and pressed his face to hers, "Tell me, slut, will you let me fuck you?"
"Yes," she said softly.
"Fuck your ass?"
"Yes."
"Then cum in your mouth after fucking your ass?" he asked feeling bolder.
"Yes," Violet said feeling like crying.
"And you'll swallow?" Ron asked looking over his shoulder at his friends.
"Yes."
"Ok," the boy said, "$1,500 as agreed. And," he looked at the cameras, "copies of the entire session."
Craig nodded, "as promised. Didn't I tell you guys," he smiled as the two boys handed him the wads of cash, "that we'd get this little whore to do anything we tell her to?"
Troy laughed, "I never believed you could do it, but $1,500 is cheap. You undersold the slut." He rubbed his hands together, "I thought I'd go through college a virgin. This is going to be great!"
"Me, too, "Ron said as he came over to the bed, sliding a finger into the blonde's wet hole. "Wow! I'd heard that it takes a while for girls to get aroused enough to fuck, but she's sopping."
Violet gritted her teeth as the three boys climbed onto the bed then thought that no matter what they did it would be nothing different than what she begged for from the men at Dr. Blackwood's. That was under the influence of Release but still, how bad can it be? Anyhow, no way would she exhibit any pleasure derived from their adolescent lusts. She kept her mouth shut as she let herself be pulled onto Ron's cock. She felt humiliated as the boy groaned happily while spreading her ass cheeks.
Troy wasted no time coming behind the girl, taking the tube of gel then preparing his cock and her anus as he'd seen on the video. At first, he wondered how the guys in the videos were able to get past the tight sphincter as he pressed harder. "Oh, fuck!" he yelped as he popped inside the incredibly tight rectum.
Violet had opened her mouth wide as she let out a groan which made it easy for Craig to shove his cock down her throat. She suddenly felt both claustrophobic and helpless as she had three cocks buried deep into her various orifices. Troy wasn't concerned with her muffled grunts as he pistoned into her painful rectum before she could get used to him. Craig gripped her hair and fucking her mouth as if she were a rag doll.
The boys took turns mauling her breasts as they pounded into her without any concern for her comfort. She tried to act as blasé as possible but even though she hated all three of these boys and they treated her like a sex toy, she felt the stimuli excite her. 'No way, no way and I cumming,' she thought to herself, 'do not give them the satisfaction!'



"I want to try that ass," Ron said. "Her cunt feels great but I remember watching her at the chalkboard in Calculus when she wore those tight pants."
"Damn, you forgot that pronounced cameltoe," Troy said. "She teased us every day. Now we get satisfaction."
Violet was tossed around having no say as Troy put his dirty cock in her mouth, Craig slammed into her pussy, and Ron took over pounding her ass.
She tried to put herself in a more peaceful place, the field outside of the park her family had camped at when she was a little girl. The horses trotted up taking the carrots from her, looking at her as they crunched the sweet tubers. It was the perfect temperature, warm sun, cool air...a reddish tint in the sky...
"Fuck me," Ron said to Troy, "How the fuck could you hold off?" he asked. as he stopped thrusting against those creamy cheeks.
Craig was gripping both the tits seeing the masses of flesh ooze out between his fingers. 'So fucking huge,' he thought, 'I wish I had seen these back at the prom. 'They seem bigger.'
Violet kept trying to go back to the field with the horses but a red mask was starting to cover the sun and the cool breeze was now a hot wind. 'Oh fuck!' she thought, 'fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!'
The boys were so into their pleasuring themselves, they were unaware that Violet was breathing more heavily, and now stroking the various boy's naked bodies. Ron was getting close and wanted to cum in the bitch's mouth but Troy's eyes were closed as he gripped the blonde's hair and thrust into her throat so he didn't want to interrupt.
"Fuck!" Ron groaned as he came inside a woman for the first time in his life. He never thought he'd be dumping his load into a rectum having thought it would be in her pussy or mouth.
Violet let out a low moan as she felt the red haze blind her thoughts about being somewhere else. She was now sucking hard on Troy's cock, eagerly milking the shaft for all the precum he had to offer while grinding hard onto Craig's cock. She stroked Troy's balls as she could feel him getting close.
Troy groaned as the aching in his balls increased and as Ron pulled out of the girl's ass he knew what he wanted to do.
Violet felt a wave of disappointment as both her ass and mouth were now free of cock. "Fuck me, fuck me, Craig," she panted. Then as Troy slammed his cock into her ass, she put her head back and growled, "That's it, boys, fuck my slutty holes. Pound my cunt and ass...take me, take what you want..." she panted. Everything was boiling up and just as she felt her first orgasm peaking, Ron shoved his cock into her mouth.
He looked down as the beautiful blonde eagerly cleaned his cock off just as it looked like she came. In no time he was hard again and hoping to fuck the girl's tight cunt again.
Craig felt the change come over the girl, her cunt gripping his cock more tightly, her pelvis humping and grinding against him. He could feel Troy's cock driving hard into her ass through the thin membrane. His hands were still gripping his massive tits and he no longer could hold off. He let out a long moan as he exploded in the tight cunt.
Violet was just coming down from her orgasm and another was rapidly building as she was tossed onto her back. The leering Ron looked down at her as he shoved his cock into her. She wasn't even aware that Craig and Troy had staggered into the bathroom.
"You really are a slut, aren't you?" Ron sneered, "you think all three of us are so beneath you, but you'll eagerly open your slutty legs as long as you can have our cocks."
"Oh, God. Your cock feels so good, so good," she panted. She pulled on her nipples, her ass lifting off the bed and she cried out and came a second time. She was gripping the boy's ass as she pulled him tightly against her grinding pussy. "Oh, God, oh, God, fuck meeee!" she begged. As she felt the waves fade she gripped his ass, "fuck me. Cum inside my cunt," she panted.
Ron couldn't hold back hearing the beautiful girl beg him to fuck her, to cum inside her. He gritted his teeth and groaned with frustration as he spewed his cum into the girl's cunt.
Violet felt the boy collapse before rolling off her, but before she could beg for cock, Troy took his friend's place and drove his cock into her.
A half-hour later after the three boys all fucked her multiple times, Violet felt the red haze fade as she was on her side. Craig's cock was buried in her ass and Ron fucking her sore pussy while sucking on a nipple. The bed was soaked with she assumed their combined cum and her inner thighs were slippery with the same fluids. She felt a rush of shame as flashes of her inner slut had begged these disgusting creeps to fuck her. She lay there hoping they'd finish as their three sweat-covered bodies writhed together.
Troy was flopped in a chair holding a beer he'd grabbed from the fridge. He could barely keep his eyes open after fucking the girl three times, cumming in each of her holes. Thank God he'd be getting a copy of the videos. he thought as he put the can down and fell asleep in the chair.
First Craig, then Ron came. They grunted with each spasm then sighed happily, and rolled off the bed leaving the flushed girl lying there.
Violet felt all the fluids leaking out of her two holes before getting up. She went into the bathroom, rinsed her mouth remembering the sources of the vile taste, then showered.
When she came back out, the three boys were passed out naked. Ron was face down on the right side, Craig obscenely lying on his back, legs opened showing his tiny prick. She looked at the time...Marvin had said 10:00 and it was 9:40. She pulled on her dress then slipped on her shoes and was about to head back down to the banquet center when she looked at the laptop.
Making sure Craig was out of it, she quickly and quietly scrolled through the database. Nothing there. She then drilled into a few of the folders, finding one called Violet. There were all the notes the professor had taken, the dated folders with the session videos. She quickly uploaded everything she could find to her dropbox. She opened one of the notes, 500 Mg dosage during their trials. Not critical to know, but interesting. She then came across the formula. It made no sense to her but as it had the amounts, she uploaded that also.
9:52. She drilled down into another folder with a date three weeks out. The FDA approved trial. 24 volunteers, 12 with placebos, 12 with 50 Mg dosages of Formula 2022-05-12a...say what? 50 Mg? She looked at the notes and the time. She uploaded all the notes, closed the file manager, put the screen back to the opened DB, and locked the laptop.
She was uncomfortably aware she had to smell like sex and her attire provoked disdainful looks from the various women she came across on the way back downstairs. Twice men stopped her, one was a very nice older gentleman who kindly commented her left breast was...um, a bit exposed. She quickly adjusted things as he kindly smiled before going on his way.
The other was in the elevator and pressed the stop button then asked her pointedly, how much for an hour. She glanced at her outfit wanting to snap something rude back at him, instead she eyes his clothes and shook her head, "Sorry. I suspect it would take a week's wages for an hour session." The man nodded and then started the elevator back up. She made a note to find out how much she could have made.
Marvin looked over and smiled as the beautiful blonde came over to the group of teachers he was regaling with stories of his college days. "Violet, you remember Ms. Brookes, Mr. Hamlin, Dr. Wilson, and Mrs. Teller the librarian," he said pulling the girl possessively against him.
"Wow, Violet, you look...um, really great," Dr. Wilson said breathlessly as he took in the flushed-looking girl's beauty. "I remember sweaters and loose clothing in my classes," he smiled.
"Never has reason to dress formally in class," she smiled. She was wondering why the FDA trials were approved for 1/10 what he'd been giving her and her friends. Is it possible the 50Mg would do just what he'd initially promised? Opened up both sides of the brain enabling faster absorption and processing of information?
She was finally able to get herself a gin and tonic when Marvin sent her over to refill his drink. She'd never had one but they always looked good. As she came back with the drinks, the group suddenly got quiet. She laughed as she held out the tray, "Oh come on. Don't stop talking about how slutty I look just because I'm here. I thought it would be fun to tease my former teachers just this once. I don't dress like this ever...but you all made my life miserable with your constant homework," she chuckled.
The group loosened up and were soon talking about how they all thought Violet was the most beautiful girl they'd ever taught. Ms. Brookes ran a finger along the strap covering her left breast, "I would kill to look like this for just one night," she sighed, "no way do I think any less of you for showing off your spectacular body."
The others agreed, especially the men, "I would have called on you more had you thought about dressing more like this in Calculus," Mr. Hamlin grinned. "At least I'd have had you come to the board more."
At around 11, Marvin sighed. "I am a tired old man and should be getting to bed," he smiled at his friends. "Shall we go up to our room?" he asked loudly enough so they'd be aware he'd be fucking this gorgeous blonde.
As Violet and Marvin headed over to the elevators they could hear the jealous comments. She even heard Ms. Brookes say, "Lucky dog." It never occurred to her that the tall redhead was lesbian or bisexual.
* * *
Violet happily entered her apartment. She took a deep breath taking in all the familiar odors. Marvin had been insatiable the night before and that morning. Between his needs, the three boys, and the Saturday sessions her ass and pussy felt terribly bruised. Even though she showered in the hotel room she climbed into the shower again. 'Ow,' she muttered as she gingerly bathed her groin and ass. She was thinking about Tuesday's date with Derek and if she'd be able to have sex pain-free.
She held up the red dress seeing the multiple stains. Dry clean only, she saw. Sadly no time before her date, but perhaps if there's a second date. She was sure there would be.
She opened her laptop and found all the files she'd uploaded to her dropbox, then groaned as she saw she'd need a larger hard drive. She decided to head over now to the computer store before something might happen to her dropbox.
The four girls knocked on Violet's door their sleeping bags and bags in their arms. This was going to be the strangest sleepover they ever had. They all had questions about what Dr. Blackwood might have done with Violet and they had much to tell about the drive home and how Father Kearney helped make the time fly by.
Violet opened the door, a smile on her face as her friends came in. "Have I got news for you guys," she said.
Violet first made gin and tonics, "I had my first one last night. These are really good," she said. None of her friends had ever had more than a sip of wine and soon all five were comfortably relaxed, drinks in hand.
Then she told them about her discoveries on the laptop and how she'd surreptitiously uploaded all the data and videos. Then the discovery of the actual formula.
Mary immediately needed to see the list. "Can I take this to the lab? I'm curious why this works only on females."
Then Violet dropped the bomb, "I think Marvin, um, Dr. Blackwood was intentionally giving us massive dosages of Release as a date-rape drug. When he's conducting the trial for the FDA, the subjects will be given 50 Mgs, whereas we were dosed with 500Mgs.
Mary gasped. She was looking at the list and pointed to two, "This and this increase the production of estrogen and if my math is right, it's 3x what's recommended. These two reduce progesterone, I mean really reduce," she sighed.
"So? What the hell is progesterone? I've heard of estrogen but..." Laura asked.
"Progesterone works the opposite of Estrogen. OK, it's like saltpeter for guys. We produce it naturally and it helps balance our hormones. Anyhow a sharp rise in estrogen coupled with the decrease in progesterone wouldn't in itself create the incredible lust we experienced. But," she pointed to another line, "this one increases testosterone. I mean really increases...to levels that would enhance the arousal caused by the estrogen," she sighed. "Then there's this. Check this out. You know about pheromones, right? Christ! This one increases the production of pheromones." She looked at the blank expressions, "OK, two hormones flooded our systems that trigger arousal. We're now horny, really horny since the dampening hormone has been virtually removed. OK, while those things are occurring, our bodies produced massive amounts of pheromones causing an intense attraction." She looked at the list again, "that not only made the men attracted to us but we were also attracted to ourselves."
Violet nodded, "That makes so much sense, but why doesn't it work on men?"
Mary smiled, "Estrogen. The men probably felt small arousal from the testosterone and the release of the pheromone, but all that would have been dampened with the rise in estrogen," she sighed, "they might have been more inclined to ask for directions but that would be about it," she chuckled.
"Can you," Delilah pointed to the list, "create some of this?" she asked.
Mary nodded, "nothing to it. I'm curious what 50Mg would do." She folded the printout and put it in her pack, "It might take a few days to get all these ingredients." She looked at Violet, "but you look uncomfortable? Are you alright?"
Violet chuckled, "Nothing that rest and time won't cure. I have to know," she said looking at Laura, Mary, and Sarah, "how are you guys? I mean, how have you been...um, guilt-wise?"
Sarah smiled, "I was...what would be the word, shocked, amazed, stunned? Anyhow, I wondered if someone else took over my body and took it for a ride. Then after I considered everything I could remember and there was nothing I did, asked for, or said that wasn't totally me...if that makes any sense," she blushed.
Mary nodded, "I feel," she stopped and laughed, "released. Ironic, isn't it? But I had no clue I was keeping my desires so pent up."
Laura looked around, "I can't say I felt any guilt at all," she blushed, "maybe I'm sluttier than you guys but...Mary, when you make a batch, can I..." she blushed.
Violet laughed, "I'm thinking we should at least test Mary's batch. Let's say we each bring a date to a party, date and time to be determined. We really should find out if Mary's batch works." She smiled at all the girls, "D? Better, worse the second time around?"
Delilah nodded, "Better. I was more aware of what my body needed and focused on that. Man! I fantasized about taking Release and crashing a fraternity party last night," she looked a bit more flushed, "still am actually."
Sarah grinned, "Let's do that. Better than us bringing dates, more anonymous. How fun would that be?" she asked.
They decided that after Mary's batch is ready, they'd test it with themselves and the collection of toys Violet had acquired, then go over to Mount Hilliard College and find a frat house. They'd make memories for themselves and the poor unsuspecting boys.
Laura looked pleased...excited, then asked, "Um, what color did you guys see? I heard Violet say she saw a red haze. Mine was reddish, more magenta actually. What did you guys see?"
"Purplish, violet," Delilah said.
"Me too," Mary said. "Bright purple. It might be my favorite color now."
Sarah looked at her friends, "Orange, red-based orange at first, but," she blushed, "when I was...um, eating your pussy," she said softly looking at Mary, "it changed a bit to reddish purple."
"Cool. Mine never varies, always red. We need to determine what that means," Violet said.
Delilah looked at her friend, "Violet, what happened at Dr. Blackwood's party? I mean, how the hell did you get on his computer to get all this?" she asked.
Violet told them about Craig and the prom and the foursome. They sat there amazed at the timing of her flashback and how she wore the three boys out. She told about her humiliation and how Marvin paraded her around proudly as if she were a whore. She told them about the man in the elevator, "I blew it. I could have made over a grand!" Then she told them how Marvin kept waking her up and in the morning asked if she'd consider going with him on the week-long trip.
"I was adamant that as fun as this all was, I needed to focus on school. So, hopefully, I'll never see him again. I could tell he was about to renege on the deal and I reminded him I dutifully fucked those assholes as he asked. Perhaps had he not whored me out but after he did I firmly let him know I was done," she smiled.
Mary came over and put her arm around her friend, "so you were fucked over 25 times in the last 24 hours?"
The blonde thought about it, "probably," she pointed to the files on the laptop, "we could get an accurate count if we wanted...at least at Marvin's house."
Delilah shook her head, "You must be really sore, bruised."
"You have no idea," Violet chuckled. "Want to kiss it and make it better?" she asked. "I was kidding," she giggled as Mary and Delilah pushed her down onto the bed, Delilah pulling off her shorts.
Soon, the five girls were giggling while stripping down. At first, they took turns 'kissing' Violet's poor abused pussy, but then others complained they were a bit sore. It wasn't long before none was giggling and all were crying out or moaning happily.
More than one girl hoped for a flashback but it didn't dampen their enthusiasm.
The five naked girls collapsed on Violet's bed, the various slick toys either worn or held limply in their hands. No one moved, no one said anything, and the soft pantings of the girls were the only sounds.
They could feel their sweaty bodies dry when Mary sighed.
"Perhaps we could have extra tee shirts made up, Slutty Coeds Optionally Lesbian," she said softly. "We're a far cry from Sisterhood of Christ Our Lord."
"What would Jesus do?" Sarah asked. "Sadly, there's no room for him on the bed," she said looking at the tangled bodies.
The image of Jesus in his white robe with the five naked girls caused them all to lose control giggling.
* * *
A lot happened over the next few months. Mary's drug was a success and Phi Alpha Phi over at Mount Hilliard had the most incredible party ever. Five strange girls showed up just as they were going to have a house meeting. 'Sorry to interrupt, but we just wanted to make new friends," Mary said as the girls let their dresses fall to the floor. The next six hours became part of Mount Hilliard lore as 5 girls totally wore out 25 boys. Word spread throughout the campus and every other fraternity tried to find out who these girls were. Phi Alpha Phi became the most desired Frat on campus.
Derek and Violet had their first date and surprisingly did not have sex. It wasn't because Violet was still sore but because Derek was the perfect gentleman. That wasn't the case for the second date, however...or any of the others. A year later they married and had the two most incredible parties ever...Violet's bachelorette and Derek's bachelor parties. Reps came with not just samples but brought along models for each of the parties. No one left unsatisfied. Violet never again engaged in sexual relations with another man, but she did enjoy periodic threesomes with Derek and one of her close friends.
The FDA rejected Dr. Blackwood's new drug Release for two reasons. It showed a potential to be used as a date rape drug as it had a powerful effect on women. Secondly, it wasn't clear how it would be used to expand the creative side or the logical side of the users. That was their reasoning but those close to the director knew the real reason. Release enhanced the intellectual and creative abilities of women only and felt threatened. What would happen to the stability of the USA if women were intellectually and creatively superior to men.



Dr. Blackstone lost all his investments and his savings trying to fight the ruling. His various investors unsuccessfully sued and also lost what they'd put in. The net result was the FDA took all the documentation and videos, destroying all of his work.
Craig Hawkins was caught putting some kind of pill into a drink at college by the bartender. Testing showed it was a street drug users were calling Violate that triggered something in women making them into nymphomaniacs. After a series of girls woke up covered or filled with cum a few filed police reports claiming they were drugged. He'd stolen ~500 pills from Dr. Blackwood and was busted selling them to a group of undercover cops. He is now DeMichael Bradley's boyfriend at a prison in upstate New York.
Ron and Troy were hospitalized when they crashed a Sorority party and spiked the punch. They were discovered early in the morning lying naked on the sidewalk outside the house, their lips bruised and bloodied and their cocks almost torn off from so much abuse.
Violate disappeared from the streets. Apparently, the formula was lost or taken away. Many chemists tried in vain to reproduce it but always fell short.
The girls all tried the lower-dosage Release and found it opened new horizons. They found one 50Mg dose/week was just about the right amount to open their capacity for retention but also their ability to grasp complex topics. On a whim, they all learned Greek in a week and were soon chatting in over a dozen languages. All received higher grades while expanding their areas of study.
Mary went on to work with the #1 pharmaceutical company in the world, coming up with a drug that virtually cured cancer as it blocked the ability of the cancer cells to reproduce. Death from cancer almost disappeared. She held back the formula until the company agreed to make it available for as little as possible and free to those at the poverty level or below. Of course, there were still those who suffered from the disease as they refused to take the drug saying it was a hoax. Then there were those who used prayer to fight the disease. That was what Jesus would have done, they said.
Laura picked up string instruments...all of them. She toured the world soloing with major orchestras playing many of the top concertos written for strings. Many times there was a secret poll as to which concerto on which instrument she'd be playing that night. She'd be told what that would be right after she was introduced. She was always flawless. People would snap up tickets every time they'd see the flyer, Laura McTavish live without any mention of the piece. She never let on that she could play many non-string instruments also and became an avid collector of orchestral instruments. She was so in demand that she had to get her own private jet.
Sarah stayed at the University, becoming a tenured professor teaching the arts. Her classes were always full and she sometimes was her own class model. She also toured the world appearing as a guest speaker at many of the top museums around the world, sometimes accompanying her friend Laura on her jet.
Delilah took a different course, but if you're reading this you already know her story. She climbed to #4 on Pornhub's list of top performers, received dozens of AVN awards, and lives comfortably outside Boca Raton. She never married but had dozens of live-in friends both men and women.
Father Kearney left the church and became Delilah's manager. He never skimmed, never violated her trust. He also lives in Boca Raton enjoying giving spiritual advice to many of Delilah's fellow performers...getting many side benefits.
Violet and Derek started their own company developing sex toys and other tools for couples which made them multimillionaires. The biggest hit was the coupling of VR Headsets with various attachments made for males and females. An app used algorithms to interpret the physical movements of the actors. Users could acquire penile, vaginal, anal, and nipple devices that activated the attachments to simulate the actual physical acts. This allowed the user(s) to experience what the performers were actually enjoying. It also was sophisticated enough to interpret the body movements of couples in softcore and mainstream movies. TikTok, Instagram, and other sites were soon flooded with couples vicariously enjoying many scenes from popular movies.
Every year, the five girls got together for a week of bonding, partying, and reminiscing. The five never missed the chance to spend time with their closest friends and when they married and had kids, they became godparents to their namesakes.
Mary was always tempted to reveal the formula to help overcome the advantage males had in society but always feared the potential for abuse. It wouldn't do to have a judge pound the gavel and a few minutes later use it to pleasure herself.
Mary and Violet looked at the faded printout sadly. Delilah picked up the lighter while Laura and Sarah cupped the large ashtray.
Sarah spoke first, "Look if we could guarantee that it would never be abused, think how many huge benefits could come of this," she hugged her friend, "like what Mary did and why my breast cancer was a simple annoyance." She kissed her friend, "but as great as we humans can be we also have the potential for incredible evil. It's the right thing to do," she sighed.
The five girls watched as the flame curled and smoked across the worn letters until Violet had to drop the remaining corner into the ashtray. Violet sighed and looked around. "Dr. Blackwood might have been a pervert yet we owe him more than he ever knew." She thought back to his obituary and how no mention was made of anything he'd created, just how he was a beloved professor, missed by all.
Laura picked up a violin and played Chopin's Funeral March while the other four hugged.
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Jessie and Marcy looked out at the view. "This is incredible," Marcy sighed. "Let's take a break and just lie here in the sun." She shrugged off her backpack and then flexed her shoulders to loosen them up.
"No shit! How far do you think that far mountain is?" the 20-year-old boy asked.
"50 miles? Maybe more," the 21-year-old slender blonde said as she pulled off her tee shirt.
"What are you doing?" Jessie asked, "We're just 50 yards off the trail."
"Relax. I've worn bathing suits showing basically what I'm wearing now," she said stepping out of her shorts. "This," she swept her hands down her body just covered by bra and panties, "is nothing more than anyone has seen before."
Jessie nodded and stripped down to his tidy whities. She was beautiful and he wasn't going to complain if she felt like showing skin. It wasn't as much as she showed in her bikini though. Her jog bra hid her perfect breasts unlike the tiny bikini she bought last year, though he could make out her slit beneath her thin panties. They both were tired from the 8 miles they'd packed in and were soon dozing in the warmth of the sun on the high ledge.
"Oh, lookie here," a gruff man's voice woke them both up. They were shocked to see four men in orange and camo hunting gear leering at them, well, actually, leering at Marcy.
The girl scrambled for her clothes but the man who'd spoken quickly chambered a round, the sound echoing off the rocks, "I don't think so. Stand up and let me get a good look at you," he ordered.
Jessie jumped up but was grabbed by two of the men. The third guy grabbed some duct tape, tore off a piece, and taped the boy's wrists together. He shoved him back ordering him to sit there or he cut his balls off. As he said that he pulled out a long blade and spun it easily in his hand.
The first guy looked at the girl, "Nice, but let's see all of you." When she didn't move he nodded to the third guy.
The 50-something man went over and quickly sliced off the boy's underwear then took the knife and pressed the blade against the boy's scrotum.
"Wait! What are you doing? Don't hurt him, please!" she cried.
"Are you going to do as we say?" he asked the girl. "Good, smart girl. Now strip," he said firmly after she meekly nodded.
Marcy was blushing furiously as she hesitated as if wondering which to remove first, but the older man stepped over and sliced her top and then her panties right off.
"Ding, ding, ding, I think we have a winner. Tom, go down to the trail and make sure no one comes up here. Jerry will relieve you in half an hour. We're going to take turns with this nice piece of ass," he grinned.
"No, please..." the blonde cried softly, her arms vainly attempting to cover her nakedness.
"Stop it, don't touch her," Jessie yelled as he tried to stand. He was slammed back as the man named Tom slapped him hard across the face.
"She'll do what we ask, won't you sweetie? If you don't we'll be feeding you your boyfriend's balls. Daryl, can you show our little slut here how sharp your knife is?"
The second man went over to Jessie's pack and easily slit the tough fabric from top to bottom kicking it aside spilling the contents.
Marcy gasped. She had no idea a knife could be that sharp. She looked at the first man and nodded even though he said nothing. "Jessie please, let them do what they want...just don't hurt him," she begged Bo.
Jerry grabbed the boy's wrists and dragged his ass across the rock to a tree, then he took more tape and wrapped Jessie's wrists to a branch.
Jessie never felt so vulnerable and helpless. The man had kicked his feet apart, stood between his legs, and slowly swung his hunting boot toward his exposed balls.
"Got the idea?" Jerry sneered, "or is a little faggot like you into this?" he asked.
The boy quickly shook his head before looking back at Bo and Marcy.
"Ok, I want to see more of you," the man said. He lifted her easily and plopped her ass on a granite ledge. She was almost totally limp as he spread her legs wide putting her feet out to the sides. "It's like God put this here just so we could fuck this sweet cunt," he said admiring how her pussy was lined up perfectly with his crotch.
She'd been this exposed at the gynecologists, but this was different with three strangers leering. She felt a throbbing in her pussy and could feel her labia open revealing her pink insides.
"Daryl, Jerry, check this out. Ever seen a prettier little cunt?" Bo asked. He slid a finger inside the girl and laughed, "Holy shit, the little slut is sopping." He stuck the dripping finger into the girl's mouth who sucked the juices off not wanting to anger him.
"Fuck me, Bo. That's the smallest cunt I've ever seen, good thing Tom's not here. He'd fucking destroy her." Daryl laughed as he shoved a dirty finger into her pussy.
"Oh, God! Easy!" the girl cried as the other two men roughly finger-fucked her pussy.
Jessie tried not to look but Mary's body was spectacular. Her C-cup breasts sat high on her chest, nipples hard and pointing slightly up as if offering themselves to the men. She'd trimmed her pubes and the V formed on her mons pointed down to her pussy. Then the dark curls and the various folds inside her crotch were like parenthesis framing her intriguing hole. He'd never thought how all the various aspects of a girl's groin all pointed to the vagina. He felt his cock throb but he couldn't look away.
"Ok, let's get to it," Bo said. He yanked down his pants and waddled between the girl's wide-open thighs stroking his stubby fat cock.
Marcy was looking at the purplish-veined shaft and moaned, "Please...please don't...I never...I'm saving myself," she blubbered.
Bo groaned, "Fuck me! Shit. Ok Jerry, I promised. Next virgin is all yours," he said as he stepped back.
Jerry quickly pulled down his pants, "Thanks, Bo. Damn, looking at her I'd never have guessed she was a virgin. I mean, if I were her daddy I'd have shown her the pleasures of fucking by now. Your daddy never plowed this tight cunt?"
Marcy shook her head and closed her eyes after looking at the longer though more slender penis. She groaned realizing the inevitable was going to happen then turned her head. "Oooohhhhh," she sighed as the man shoved his cock deep inside her.
"Fuck! My first virgin," Jerry sighed happily. He gripped the girl's huge tits and ignoring her cries slammed repeatedly into the virgin cunt. He didn't last long, grunted, and spewed his cum into the virgin's cunt.
"Dammit, Jerry! You came inside her. We have rules! I don't want your slimy spunk on my cock. Shit! Give me her shirt...hang on." he spun around and looked at the boy. "Got a better idea. Daryl, bring the faggot over here."
Jessie was roughly lifted up, his wrists still taped together. He felt total shame that his cock was hard as a rock as he was brought over to Marcy's open legs. Her pussy was more swollen, redder, and wetter with a stream of white cream flowing out.
Daryl forced the boy to his knees and pressed his face against her cunt, "Clean her out, boy. If I see even the slightest trace of spunk inside her cunt," he took his knife and pressed the blade against his balls, "you'll not be happy."
Having no choice, he drove his tongue into the tangy hole, swallowing the mixed fluids leaking out. The knife was still against his scrotum so he drove his tongue in as far as he could, probing, sucking, swallowing.
Marcy was fighting the sensation but as Jessie pressed his face harder against her, she unconsciously humped back, letting out soft gasps.
Bo was about to pull the boy away, but let out a laugh as the girl let out soft cries as she came. "Fuck me, the little slut loves getting cleaned out by her faggot boyfriend. Ok, sit back and you can have a second helping," he chuckled. "Jerry, go relieve Tom. Ok you little slut, let's give you a day you'll always remember."
Jessie was roughly shoved back and watched the fat cock stab into Marcy's wet pussy from between the man's legs. He hadn't seen the girl's pussy getting penetrated before from across the ledge and his cock throbbed watching the glistening shaft bury itself over and over. He was fascinated by the man's pendulous balls slapping against Marcy's ass. He wished he could jerk off watching but he couldn't reach with his wrists tightly taped.
Marcy's pussy was strumming from her orgasm from Jessie eating her out and the fat cock was stimulating her like the other didn't. She'd heard the term eating out but never realized how accurate it could be until now. Jerry's cock filled her up but Bo's was stretching her out. She thought about the comment about Tom's cock and wondered how it would feel.
Her thoughts were diverted as she felt Bo's breathing against her neck change. Would he also cum inside her? Would Jessie have to clean her out? As she thought that she felt another, even more powerful surge between her legs.
"Oh, oooh, oooohhhh, shit!" she spat as she came a second time.
Bo was trying to hold off ass it was so pleasurable the girl's cunt clenching his cock as she came was too much. He gritted his teeth but then gave in as he let out a groan jetting his hot cum into her recently-virgin womb. He looked at Daryl and shrugged his shoulders, "I know we have a rule but, Christ! She's so fucking tight. We'll just have our faggot here clean up between fucks, unless you like sloppy seconds."
Daryl picked the boy up but didn't need to do anything else as Jessie clamped his mouth onto the girl's cunt.
Jessie tasted the saltier cum mixed with Marcy's juices as he drove his tongue into her hole. He had a lot more to swallow and even though Daryl wasn't threatening his balls he wanted to make sure she was cleaned out. He heard Tom's laugh as the man came out of the woods.
"Holy shit, did he ask to do that or..."
Bo chuckled, "We had to force him the first time, but he sure is a quick learner."
"I thought we had a rule," Tom said, "pull out and make the bitch swallow."
"After Daryl's done, you'll see. Tightest cunt I've ever fucked and bonus, she was a virgin." Bo smiled.
Daryl pushed Jessie back, stroked his cock, and shoved it into the young blonde. "Aaaaaahhhh, yesss. No shit! Fuck me, girl, you've got the best cunt I've ever shoved my cock in!"
Jessie felt the cooling juices on his face as he stared unblinking at the man's much larger balls bounce off Marcy's glistening ass cheeks. She was now grunting with each thrust, her pelvis rocking to meet the man's assault.
Marcy was losing it. Her head was spinning as she felt yet another orgasm coming on. Without thinking, she was no longer just propped up on the ledge but lifting her ass to meet each thrust, her arms now gripping the man's muscular ass cheeks. She wished this man would play with her boobs as Jerry did, loudly grunting feeling the aching starting to peak. It was when she saw Tom drop his pants and stroke his monster cock that everything boiled up, "Oh, shit!" she spat out as she exploded.
Daryl felt what Bo had earlier. When the girl orgasms she clenches her cunt. "Oh fuck!" the man clenched his face as he fought the urge to cum, but even though he was no longer thrusting into her, she was humping against him which gave him no chance to hold back. "Uhhh, unnnghh, unnngghhhh, uh, uh, uh," he grunted out.
"Marcy's head was spinning and she swore she could feel the powerful jets of sperm splatter against her cervix. She clutched the man's ass as she ground her pulsating pussy against him until both collapsed. Without thinking she found her mouth pressed against his, tongues probing each other.
Daryl felt a hand on his shoulder and reluctantly pulled back, sliding his cock out of her slick velvety channel. "Fuck me, girl. Best fuck ever."
Jessie was already getting on his knees to clean the stream of cum flowing out of the now very swollen and raw-looking pussy, but Tom pushed him back.
"I don't care. I need to fuck this cunt. You can have your snack when I'm done," he growled. He was stroking his huge cock as he stepped between the young blonde's legs.
Marcy's eyes widened seeing the size of the man-flesh. She reached down to feel him and her fingers couldn't even wrap around half the girth. She wanted him to go slow but as he wasn't going to wait so she guided him into her sloppy hole. "Oooooohhhhh, fuck me!" she cried as the man tore into her.
Tom groaned happily, "Mother of God! This cunt feels like a vise. Wow!" he groaned as he pressed just half the length into the girl. He didn't want to damage her, but his primal urges ran counter to that.
Jessie was amazed at the size of the man's balls, like twin tennis balls, but seeing Mary's pussy being stretched so wide he worried she'd be permanently damaged. Then he heard Marcy's voice, or at least he assumed it was her. He couldn't see her face, but her fingers were buried in the man's muscular ass cheeks and she was grunting so deeply it was as if she were possessed.
"Oh, God, oh, God, oh, God," she chanted in a deep guttural voice. She was feeling things she'd never imagined before and came almost immediately. She was pulling him deeper into her pussy wanting more and more of this man's shaft. Another orgasm bubbled up just as the last one faded.
Tom was impressed with the lust shown by the girl. He thought back and there were probably a dozen girls who had cried or screamed in pain and many were a lot bigger than this cute blonde. She was now climbing onto him, her legs wrapped around his torso slamming her cunt onto the entire length of his cock.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," Marcy grunted. She was kissing him hard as yet another orgasm swept through her.
Tom went over to the pack, laid the girl onto it, and proceeded to thrust aggressively into her cunt. The other men were watching in awe as the girl's legs and arms wrapped wound Tom's ass and torso. Too many times they had to leave the county after Tom injured some girl or woman, but not this time. The girl's throat must have been getting raw as the grunts were getting coarser, but she only stopped during her repeated orgasms.
The man felt the familiar aching and was glad they changed the rules as he wanted to fill her with his huge load. "Here it comes, bitch. I'm going flood your cunt," he groaned.
Jessie heard the sloshing get louder as Tom roared he was cumming right when Marcy also cried out. The huge shaft was coated with creamy foam it plunged into the sopping cunt over and over. He could feel his own balls ache eagerly as precum streamed down his throbbing shaft.
Tom felt his whole body go limp as he collapsed onto the sweaty panting girl. He knew she couldn't breathe but it took him a minute before he found the strength to roll off her.
Bo pulled Jessie over, "Go on, you little faggot, here's lunch for you."
"Hang on, clean his first," Tom said holding his cock out to the boy.
Jessie looked uncertain but hearing Bo's growl grabbed the fat cock and licked the cream off the shaft. He then sucked the head into his mouth, sucking more of the tangy fluids with each bob of his head. He couldn't breathe when Tom grabbed his head, shoving his cock down his throat. He then was roughly shoved away and pushed between Marcy's thighs. The boy couldn't believe how much cum was flowing out of her. It was as if someone turned on a spigot. He didn't hesitate and dove in.
Marcy gently stroked Jessie's head as he plunged his tongue inside her. She felt exhausted after too many orgasms to count and her pussy had never felt so bruised and sore.
After Jessie had sucked as much of the juices out of the blonde's pussy he started to get up.
"Look at the poor faggot's cock," Bo sighed. "Before we go, let's get them set up."
Apparently, they'd done this before as two men lifted Jessie and laid him between Mary's legs his cock easily sliding right in. They taped his wrists and ankles to hers so they were spread-eagled. He didn't need to be told what to do as he began humping the sloppy pussy.
Jerry came up from the trail, grinning at the sight. "Shit! Maybe this time we take to cunt with us. Damn, think about how fun setting up camp would be each night."
Daryl chuckled seeing the boy's ass rapidly pounding into the girl's cunt. "I think we should take both of them." He grinned at his friends, "Hang on, I'm not passing this up. Hand me the lard," he said to Tom.
Jessie turned his head as the man pulled down his pants again. "Wait...wait, please no!" he cried as a glob of grease was shoved into his ass.
Bo sighed, "Get it over with, Daryl. We have just an hour before nightfall. Damn, just one time I'd like to get back to hunting without you needing to fuck some boy's ass." He went over to a rock, sat down, and shoved a plug of tobacco between his cheeks.
Jessie cried out as the skinny shaft drove into his ass. He had no choice as he and Daryl picked up the rhythm fucking.
Marcy didn't think it was possible to cum again but seeing Jessie's face scrunched up with Daryl's leering above him was too much. She rocked her pelvis against Jessie's cock as the wonderful feeling peaked.
Daryl loved a tight ass, loved a boy's tight ass especially. A great cunt was one thing, but nothing beats the feel of the anal ring gripping his shaft. He groaned happily as he felt his ballsack tighten up and he spasmed into the boy's rectum.
Bo got up, "Ok. Does anyone else want to fuck this boy's ass? Cool, let's get out of here and up the trail before they get loose." He leaned down and growled, "Tell anyone, anyone at all and we'll track you down and gut you like the deer we bag, got it?" he spat in their ears.
Marcy and Jessie nodded.
"Ok, let's get the fuck out of here," Bo said, "It is too bad we can't just put them on poles and take them with us. He'd be great to take care of the camp and she'd be great to warm the tent at night." He looked at Daryl, "I know, the boy would be a nice tent warmer for you, too."
Jessie and Marcy looked at each other as they heard the men's voices fade.
Marcy kissed her brother, "Go on. You were close when Daryl decided to fuck your ass. I was surprised that didn't make you cum," she smiled. She looked at their wrists and sighed, "Amateurs," she said as she deftly twisted her wrist tearing the tape. "Gone on, I know you need to cum...you were hard for the longest time...not healthy," she sighed.
Jessie grinned, "His cock was ok. I've had bigger. I was hoping Tom might be a bit bi, but I'll take what I can get," he said as he humped into his sister's pussy again. It wasn't long before he added his cum to that of the four hunters.
The pair pulled off the pieces of tape and looked sadly at the pack. "I guess we'll hope these pieces hold the pack together," Marcy sighed, "Why the fuck did they have to ruin this? I've had this pack forever," the girl said sadly. They used tape and some straps to secure the contents.
They got dressed and shrugged the gear onto their shoulders. "Let's find a place to set up camp then we'll hike back to the car in the morning," Jessie said. He hugged his sister, "You were great...Please don't...I'm saving myself," he chuckled. "You're about as virginal as a whore in Vegas," he laughed.
Marcy playfully slapped him, "I can be a sweet young virgin if I want. I thought it would add an interesting twist. What say you next month when we hike the Blue Ridge I play an innocent nun, a novitiate? You can be a young priest?"
"I like it," Jessie said, "We got lucky this trip. I thought it would be two weeks wasted." He kissed his sister, feeling his cock throb as their tongues probed their mouths. "Well, not wasted. Spending the nights with you is never a waste. How many times did you cum this time? It had to be a record."
"Close, but the six mountain bikers this last spring...wow! They had incredible stamina and I lost count somewhere in the twenties," Marcy sighed remembering the non-stop 18 hours of being fucked.



"Not great for me. I had to sleep outside when you entertained your guests in the tent."
"Don't blame me," Marcy giggled, "'You guys can fuck my sister for a couple of your beers,'" she mimicked Jessie's voice.
"I was thirsty and they had great beers," he replied. "In retrospect, I probably should have asked for three beers."
Marcy nodded, "that sounds a lot fairer...a half a beer per guy. I'm not having you do any more of the negotiations," she sighed.
"We'd better get going," Jessie smiled, "Last night before classes Monday. Let's make it a good one."
Marcy stepped back and rubbed the front of his shorts, "My cunt is really sore so you'll have to be content with my ass tonight," she giggled.
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"You need to leave," Cliff said.
Bill jerked his head over at the couple on the couch. It had been a strange evening as it was starting with his wife insisting she sits next to their guest. Then, they were whispering conspiratorially during the movie. But now hearing his frat brother order him to leave was a shock. Ok, not hearing it from him but seeing his wife nodding in agreement was the real shock. "You're kidding, right? I'm supposed to leave my own house, my wife, so you two can...? What, screw?" he asked angrily.
Cliff looked at the cute redhead on the couch and pulled her onto his lap so she was straddling him. "I never kid about anything like this," he said as he cupped the soft C-cup breast.
Bill stood up angrily but Alice turned her head and stopped him.
"You should leave," she said, "Why is it you never can 'read the room?'" she asked. "We've been snuggling here for the last two hours watching that movie you recommended. You never once looked over to see that Cliff and I were getting to know each other." She turned back to the tall dark-haired man and ran her hand up his chest before locking her mouth onto his.
"Come on, Alice, I saw you guys were flirting a bit but this is enough. Christ! Why are you doing this?" he asked as he stepped closer.
Cliff broke the kiss and glared at his former frat brother, "I told her. I told her about you and Lexi. While you two were going together...you know why you have to leave," he said firmly.
Bill stopped. Back at college Lexi, the hottest coed on campus had come over to the house and Bill thought he was the only one there. Alice had a bio lab that evening and Cliff was out somewhere. They started out just talking but when Lexi commented how horny she was and needed to leave so she could get some cock Bill volunteered. He never thought anyone would know. "Shit! That was one time and I never thought you'd find out," he said lamely.
Alice glared at Bill. "That's your excuse? You never thought anyone would find out? How many other sluts have you fucked assuming no one would find out?" she spat.
Cliff stroked Alice's ass, "Jimmy told me. He was studying and could hear everything. She really begged you to fuck her ass?" he asked. "She always told me that was off-limits."
Jimmy Jackson's room was next to Bill's and the walls were pretty thin. Sex with Lexi had been incredible and he often replayed the many things they did. "Shit, shit, shit. I'm sorry. Really. I don't have an excuse except that she was so damn hot and I'm a guy." he moaned.
"Get the fuck out of here. Go to a motel and we'll talk tomorrow," Alice ordered as she pulled off her tee shirt. "Go, or we'll duct tape you to the workout station downstairs and come get you in the morning."
Cliff nodded. He had no doubt they could subdue the man. Cliff was 6' 4", 240 pounds of muscle. Bill couldn't have been more than 160. "Get the fuck out of here, dude, if you know what's good for you. I've been dreaming about getting even with you for years and Alice is just as eager." He cupped the redhead's newly bared breasts and sighed, "Holy fuck! you and I are going to have a good time tonight. Too bad we wasted the first two hours with that boring movie."
Alice sighed and looked at the only hand ever to completely grab her boob. She wondered if the axiom about large hands held true. She glanced at Bill and sighed, "you still here? You're killing the mood."
The two glared at Bill as Alice's hips rocked against Cliff's cock, his hands squeezing her huge tits.
Knowing he had no choice he walked over, picked up his coat and wallet, and left the house.
* * *
"Fuck! I thought he'd never leave," Cliff said as he picked up the much smaller girl and carried her down the hall to the master bedroom.
Bill sat in his car wanting to cry. Why had he fucked Lexi? He never hesitated, never considered she was his frat brother's girlfriend. Never considered that he had a faithful girlfriend. She told him she needed cock and his cock surged to its entire six inches within seconds. He wasn't married to Alice yet but he still had cheated. He thought about what hotel or motel was nearby when the trees next to the house were lit by the lights in the master bedroom. He was about to get out of the car to see what they were doing but decided not to. He put the car in reverse and backed out onto the street leaving Cliff's Tahoe sitting alone in the driveway. He was halfway down the block when he stopped.
Cliff sucked a nipple between his lips, "Fuck, Alice. I'd want to be doing this even if Bill hadn't fucked Lexi. I have fantasized about you for years," he said softly.
Alice stroked the man's head as he pleasured her ultra-sensitive nipples. She always could get off just with nipple stimulation but this was even more intense. She'd never been with a man so...manly. His chest and abs were tightly rippled with sheaths of muscles and covered with just the right amount of hair. Bill was virtually hairless with no definition. She had the thought that perhaps Cliff's cock would be smaller having heard that men who'd taken steroids suffered a bit of shrinkage. She observed the headlights flash on the trees outside before sweeping to the left and disappearing.
"He's gone," she said as she dropped to her knees. "I'm yours all night."
"And tomorrow morning. I'm not going to stop fucking you until Bill comes home. I don't give a flying fuck if we're fucking when he walks in...not wasting a minute more," he smiled as the girl's attention was on his belt and pants.
"Holy shit!" Alice sighed as an easy eight inches popped free when she pulled down his boxers. He was still not hard and bigger than any cock she'd ever seen.
"I take it I'm bigger than Bill?" he asked.
"A lot. Shit!" she said again as she stroked the fat shaft with both hands. The heavy veined shaft grew in her hands as she pumped the increasing length.
Bill pulled to the curb, mind in turmoil. He wanted to see what they were doing but he'd seen Cliff naked back in college and dreaded Alice's reaction to his cock. He'd been told Cliff was over 10 inches hard and Alice was tiny. So he wanted to see but feared her reaction. Then he hoped she might panic...be scared that it would hurt too much and nothing would come of it. He put the car in park, turned off the engine, and got out.
Alice opened her mouth as wide as she could as she licked the flared head. It was as if she were putting a racquetball in her mouth. Even his balls were huge. She idly wondered why Lexi would have settled for Bill's cock when she had this whenever she wanted. Then she felt ashamed that she was diminishing what Bill had to offer....though she wondered how she'd feel after Cliff's cock hit her in places she never knew existed?
Bill tried to be as quiet as possible regretting having planted the thorny bushes along the side of the house. He looked in the window and almost gasped aloud seeing Alice's mouth stretched wide around the huge shaft. He'd heard he was huge but never saw him hard before. This was a lot bigger than he thought. It was one thing to be over 10 inches, but his cock was so fucking fat it made him want to throw up. Then he looked at Cliff's physique. He had more muscles in his chest than Bill had in his entire body. Both were fully naked and even with her huge tits Alice looked to be a third the size of Cliff. Her pale-pink nipples were rock hard and jutting out and Bill could see the red images of hand prints on the one closest to him.
Cliff looked down smiling as Alice struggled to take just a third of his cock into her mouth. He gently held her head as she tried to bob more and more into her mouth. "You're doing great," he said, "play with your pussy as you suck. I want to fuck you so let me know when you're wet and ready for me."
Alice nodded as she reached between her legs and found that she was indeed very wet. It occurred to her that she'd never once been this turned on...this aroused. Her clit felt as if it were on fire and she was moaning on the man's cock as she sucked and diddled herself.
Bill had pulled his cock out of his pants without remembering when. He was stroking himself seeing Alice play with her pussy. That was something he'd asked her to do but she'd always refused. He could see she was now taking over half the plump mass into her throat and was having to swallow repeatedly. Each time she bobbed her mouth onto his cock Bill could see her throat expand. How was she not gagging? he wondered.
"Fuck!" Cliff groaned as he stepped back, "Fuck! You almost got me to cum. Not complaining just want to get at that tight pussy of yours," he said as he pulled the girl to her feet. "I'll let you swallow my cum later if you're a good girl."
Alice laughed, "I don't plan on being a good girl any time tonight. I plan on giving Father Patrick something to jerk off about during confessional on Sunday," she chuckled. She squealed happily as she was lifted up.
Bill watched in amazement as Cliff picked up his wife effortlessly, cupped her ass as she wrapped her legs around his torso, then lowered her onto his jutting shaft. He wondered if the neighbors could hear her cries as the fat head popped into her tiny pussy, but that was driven from his mind as he exploded all over the side of the house.
"Oh my fucking God!" Alice spat as she felt her poor pussy getting ruined by the large club entering her. Her head was spinning as she felt herself get lifted off and the fat head popped out. Then she braced herself as the slick bulb again stretched her open and slid inside her. This time the stinging was less, a lot less. By the fifth time Cliff did this, she no longer felt pain but a pleasure she never experienced before. As Cliff lowered her once again he pressed against her cervix triggering her first orgasm, gripping the man's massive torso tightly as she ground against him. Wave after wave of pleasure flowed through her as she plunged all the way onto the huge shaft.
Bill's jaw dropped seeing his wife orgasm. The few times she'd cum while making love she'd quietly moaned with pleasure. Most of the time he'd had to go down on her to get her off after he came. He'd never seen her whole body spasm like that or heard her so vocal.
Cliff grinned as the girl writhed against him. He loved how expressive some women were when they came. He'd been told dozens of times that they never came like that before. Some even cried, whether in embarrassment or from pleasure, he didn't care. As Alice slumped in his arms he carried her to the bed and laid her on her back. He then crawled between her legs, pressed his slick cock against her flared hole, and drove back inside.
Bill was getting hard again even with his ego further deflated. Watching Cliff's muscular ass rising and falling between Alice's open legs was the most erotic thing he'd ever seen. He felt his pocket and groaned realizing he left his phone in the house. His cock was throbbing again and he was stroking in rhythm with Cliff's fucking. His wife's hands were eagerly exploring Cliff's chest back and ass as if feeling a man's body for the first time.
Cliff was trying to hold off but Alice's eagerness, incredibly tight pussy, and huge tits flopping with each thrust were getting to be too much.
Bill felt himself getting close and felt the aching in his balls increase as Alice's tiny hands gripped Cliff's ass cheeks. Her pelvis was rocking to meet each of his thrusts and he could hear her getting louder.
Alice suddenly cried out beneath the man's huge body as she came right when Cliff let out a loud deep groan and came inside the girl's married pussy.
Bill watched as the two lovers held each other tightly, pelvises locked tightly together. Cliff's back was slick with sweat and a stream of creamy fluids flowed out around the fat cock onto the bed. Bill was still stroking his cock as he watched them passionately kiss.
Cliff rolled off the beautiful girl and sighed. "Damn! You're so fucking tight, it was hard not cumming immediately."
"I'll bet you say that to all the girls," Alice giggled. Her whole body was still thrumming from the two more incredible orgasms she'd yet experienced. "I'm not just saying that either." She reached down to stroke his cock which at half-mast was still fatter and longer than Bill's. "I mean, how could you find any woman that isn't really tight?"
Cliff laughed, "You're right but what I said stands. You are so fucking tight I thought I'd never fit all the way in."
"I'm glad you don't give up," she chuckled, "I'd never have experienced two...wow! she sighed, "those were incredible."
Bill felt his cock go soft listening to them discuss how big Cliff was and how she'd never been that satisfied. He was thinking about getting a hotel room as he tucked his now flaccid cock back in his pants. He was about to turn away when he heard his name.
"Why didn't you break up with Lexi after she cheated on you with Bill?" she asked. "I mean, I remember you were still with her at graduation."
"I thought about it, but she was crying, saying how sorry she was and how it was all a mistake," Cliff said softly.
Bill was straining to hear but Cliff spoke a bit more loudly as he continued.
"Then she said something that seemed to make it alright, but it probably wouldn't be right to tell you."
Alice laughed, "We fucked. Could we be closer?" she asked as she climbed onto the naked man and kissed him.
"Ok. Lexi said it wasn't as if she really cheated since she couldn't even feel Bill inside her. She only wanted him to fuck her ass so she could feel something," he said softly as he stroked the girl's incredible body.
Alice chuckled, "I can see that. It isn't that Bill's cock is small, I mean it's pretty much average but compared to what she'd been getting...I can see what she means."
"So...?" Cliff said tentatively.
"So, when...if Bill and I make love again, I'm sure I will barely feel him. But I'll accept what I have since I'm not prepared to step out of my vows on a regular basis." She reached between them guiding him back inside. She closed her eyes and opened her mouth wide as Cliff slid back inside her, "but I might be remembering how great this feels whenever he is inside me," she moaned.
Bill staggered back and then quickly fled to his car.
* * *
Cliff had Alice bent over the arm of the couch, driving his cock deep inside Alice's tight rectum as Bill came in the front door.
Alice looked up, then at the clock. "You're early. Cliff plans on fucking me until noon, so perhaps you could go cut the grass or something," she panted. "Fuck, Cliff. Keep going. I love how this feels," she cried as she felt another orgasm coming on.
Bill walked by them and back to the master bedroom. The sheets were a mess and he could see a half-dozen dried cum stains. He grabbed his suitcase, put as many clothes and toiletries as would fit, then came back to the living room. Cliff was still bent over Alice's back. He hadn't noticed it before, but Alice was plunging a large dildo into her swollen pussy as she was getting buggered.
He put the bag down by the front door before speaking. "When you're both finished, I packed a few things for you. You can pick up the rest some other time," he said quietly.
Cliff and Alice both turned to look.
"What? Why?" Alice sputtered trying in vain to stand up. "This was just to even the score."
Bill laughed. "First of all, I spent two hours with Lexi." He looked at his watch. "You've been fucking for what? 12? Second, as Lexi put it, it wasn't cheating as she barely felt me inside her. If that's the measure of cheating, you've said over and over how much you felt Cliff inside you. At this point there's no coming back from where you guys have gone, so, you need to leave. Both of you. No, don't stop what you're doing. You should finish and then go. By the way, your parents are on their way over to pick you up. They're not very happy with you right now," he said as he sat in a chair watching them.
Cliff pulled out of Alice's ass and turned to face Bill. "Fuck you. You called her parents?" He took a step over, fists clenched.
Bill calmly pulled out a gun, "I didn't want to use this," he said softly. He ejected a shell, "Yes, it's loaded. There are 13 more where that came from. I checked with my lawyer. I'm fully within my rights to defend my home from intruders and once I politely asked you to leave..."
* * *
Three months later, the divorce went through. Cliff's took a month longer as it was not as amicable. Alice moved back in with her parents, eventually finding a guy with a huge cock who constantly cheated on her...but did I mention she found a guy with a huge cock?
Bill was sitting alone eating Mexican when the cute waitress brought over a margarita.
"I didn't order this," Bill said looking at other tables.
"I know. I remember you and your wife used to come in here all the time. This was the marg you always ordered. In the last few months, you've come in alone and I noticed you no longer had on your wedding ring. I wasn't sure if that was a temporary thing but today I thought I'd take a chance. Mind if I take a break and join you?" she asked. The girl's name was Sarah and she admitted she'd had a crush on Bill for years but never thought there was a chance he'd even notice her.
Bill had noticed her. How could he not? She was a tall slender blonde with an athletic figure, and her smile lit up the room. He'd always thought she used the smile to increase her tips but found it was for him.
Six months later, Sarah and Bill headed off to Aruba on their honeymoon. Ironically, the Uber driver who picked them up turned out to be Cliff.
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Stephanie rocked her pelvis to meet the thrusts of her husband's cock. He felt so good inside her and maybe it was her imagination but he felt bigger, more powerful than ever before. Part of it could have been he'd never been inside her without a condom, but she could feel something else. Perhaps it was because she allowed him to take charge and mount her from above. Whatever the reason, she felt a thrill shoot through her, something she hadn't experienced since she met him. He seemed to drive more deeply into her hitting her cervix. How could that be? she wondered.
Tyler's eyes were glued to his wife's flopping tits as he slammed hard into her tight pussy...her bare pussy as she'd always been like that. He'd often wondered if she had blonde or dark pubes but he never asked and she'd kept regular waxing appointments. He always wanted to have sex without a rubber but she was always afraid of getting pregnant. This felt incredible and now questioned whether he'd ever be happy going back. His cock had never felt so hard, so sensitive as he felt more of her than he'd thought possible.
He pulled out so that just the tip was inside her, then plunged into the slick hole as deeply as he could reveling in the feeling of her pussy gripping his cock. He'd started with his usual tender lovemaking but picked up speed and power as she seemed to like it the more aggressively he thrust into her. He heard a new squeak in the bedframe, but perhaps it was always there and his increased arousal was the cause. He'd been happily surprised when they got naked and she laid on her back. She always wanted to be on top whether so he could easily play with her tits or as she'd said, she could never cum when on the bottom. He'd always thought it was so she could be in control but who was he to argue?
Tyler and Stephanie Martin had been married for four years and at 27 they decided it was the ideal time to give their parents the grandchild they'd been wanting. Well, at least his mother and her parents. Tyler's dad was not really in the picture after cheating on his wife. Tyler's brother was gay and was out of the running, and Stephanie's sister had taken her vows so it was on them to keep their lines going. Just about everyone who knew them thought they were the most beautiful couple they'd met. Both were nordic blonds, tall, fit, and athletic.
At 5' 11", 112 lbs, Stephanie had been the star of her college volleyball team. The blonde was not just fit but had a body most men lusted after. Tear-drop-shaped breasts, narrow waist, wide baby-making hips, and long slender legs. Their home games were well attended in part because the guys loved watching her jump. She'd dated a lot and many men wanted to do more than just have a fling with her, but it was Tyler who'd succeeded in getting her into a long-term relationship. They'd played tennis, and when Tyler took off his shirt and she'd seen those abs she felt something that no other boy had triggered. Her ex-boyfriend was mostly out of shape, not overly bright but...well, he knew his way around her body, especially with his tongue. Sadly, that was all he brought to the table, the couch, the bed...any surface actually.
She and Tyler had so many similar features some thought they were fraternal twins. Both were blond-haired, blue-eyed, and tall. Tyler was 6' 2", 192 lbs., and fit. He was starting point guard and had he not blown out his knee his senior year was projected to have been a 1st round draft pick, but as he was top of his class his future was still bright. There were still scouts who'd wanted him to try out after rehabbing his knee but he decided to leverage his MBA.
Had she not met Tyler she might have tried out for the Olympic team but their senior year they'd become lab partners which then became bed partners after she broke up with her current boyfriend. It was strange but both experienced comments urging them to procreate as they started to date. "You will have the most incredible kids," people said. Stephanie just blushed and Tyler shook his head upon hearing these comments.
Their wedding was a huge affair and every guy wanted a dance with the bride. Stephanie's painted-on dress was not designed for excessive movements and she was constantly having to pull the bodice up over her large breasts. More than once various guests were awarded a preview of what Tyler was to enjoy that night. She also got to meet Tyler's father who showed up uninvited but rather than make a scene was allowed to stay. He could have been Tyler's older brother, blond, blue-eyed, fit, 6' 3" except without Tyler's cleft chin. Tyler scowled at her when Richard Martin asked her to dance, but she took his hand anyhow. It was just a single dance but one she remembered. Every guy pressed their firm cocks against her, but Richard's cock seemed the hardest and hit her right on her clit. But it was his hands she remembered most. Huge, able to stroke her as if her dress weren't keeping him from her nakedness underneath. She was breathless when she thanked him before another man took her into his arms.
Tyler had been relieved when Stephanie and his father had separated. All he heard from his mom over the last eight years was what a slut his father was. How he wanted to screw every woman he met. Even though this was a very public reception he still felt a need to keep an eye on the man. It turned out he had been right as Susan, Stephanie's maid of honor left with Richard. He remembered the distraught look on Mark's face as his girlfriend told him she was leaving with the much older man.
Even though they were sexually active before the wedding, both were revved up by the time they arrived at their hotel room and got little sleep. Tyler had the images of his friends checking out Stephanie's top while Stephanie replayed all the hard cocks pressed against her. Neither discussed their triggers but both enjoyed the passions that took them through the night. The one tiny drawback was Tyler's wish that his wife would have been even the slightest bit subservient. She preferred being on top, did not like giving oral sex, hated her anus to be touched, and liked to control the pace. On the other hand, just being able to fuck this Norse goddess was a huge thrill. As he enjoyed his wife's body he thought about how all his friends were most likely jerking off wishing they could be right where he was now.
Now here they were, hoping to start with having the first perfect kid. Tyler had been told by friends trying to get pregnant kills the mood but those guys weren't coupling with the most beautiful woman in the world. Stephanie was grunting with each thrust which was new as she'd never been vocal. His balls had that pleasant ache but he was holding back waiting for her second orgasm. Normally that was no issue as the rubber dulled the intense pleasure of her tight pussy but he had to try to think of other things now that he was unsheathed.
Stephanie felt Tyler slow down, perhaps worried he'll cum before she can again, "babe, don't worry about me. I want your sperm inside me, cum inside my fertile womb," she panted.
Tyler gave up his attempt to stave off the inevitable and felt the aching in his balls rapidly peak, "Oh, fuck! Sorry Steph," he moaned as he exploded inside her. His face was clenched as he felt the most intense orgasm of his life. He happily felt huge spurts of cum release with each thrust and had the longest orgasm he remembered. After he felt the final few spasms spurt the last of his hopefully potent sperm he collapsed onto his wife, panting as if he'd completed one of his morning runs.
Stephanie stroked his back almost feeling her husband's sperm finding her fallopian tubes in search of the egg. She stroked his back while thinking of the upcoming test. No trying and trying without success for them. She knew there would be two red bars. Her friends warned her that this would be no walk in the park, but when you hold your baby for the first time you forget all the pain and discomfort. She felt Tyler still pumping into her and realized he was still hard. "Yes, baby. Fuck me again. I want more of your cum inside me," she sighed.
Soon the bed was again squeaking and Tyler could feel his first load squishing out and his ball sack slapping wetly against Stephanie's ass. 'Damn! I never knew a pussy could feel so good,' he thought as he heard his wife gasp that she was cumming. Why hadn't she ever let him screw her without a raincoat between cycles he wondered, this is a 100x better feeling, he thought.
The blonde felt her husband's cock slam hard into her with an urgency and power she'd never thought he had in him. He'd always been a gentle lover, lasting as long as it took for her to cum but now there was something animalistic about him...something she didn't recognize...something she liked...a lot. "Oh, fuck!" she spat as the agonizing ache peaked and exploded through her, "fuck, fuck, fuck, ooooohhhhh, fuck!"
Hearing Stephanie say fuck with such passion was all it took for Tyler to dump his second load of sperm inside his wife's vagina.
* * *
Stephanie looked at the stick and groaned. She'd been told that she most likely would be trying for a few months before they got pregnant, but they were the perfect couple and the normal rules never applied before. She then smiled thinking how intense their love-making had become once they no longer needed the condoms. He felt larger and more powerful now that he no longer had to use the 'raincoat' as he called it.
Perhaps trying longer will be more fun, she thought. Tyler hated the 'no sex for the week' leading up to her fertile period but was eager to make up for lost time once she was ripe. At least he attended to her needs getting her off orally every night during the week leading up to her prime time. He was good with his tongue which she'd limited in the past as she had no desire to reciprocate. Tyler seemed happy enough without it and her ex's demands for constant blowjobs made her hate giving them. Then again, he rewarded her after she'd got him hard with a hard fucking that turned her world upside down.
* * *
"Fuck me, fuck my fertile pussy, baby. Use my pussy any way you want," Stephanie moaned. 'Damn! Tyler seems even bigger than last month,' she thought, 'and his balls seem bigger...heavier.' The thought of how much cum was stored up ready to flood her womb.
Tyler looked down at his beautiful wife. Not having to wear the raincoat was one thing, but being on top and thrusting hard between her legs was also a treat. He never complained about making love to his wife with her being on top. She was happiest like that but did allow him a few minutes on top when they first started. She usually liked being in control but she was told that her being prone enhanced the possibility of impregnation.
Stephanie swallowed her pride seeing the lust on her husband's face knowing he liked being in control. She heard herself urging him to fuck her...to use her pussy as he wished. She knew it was the male imperative to dominate the female and if this leads to a cute little blonde-haired girl in nine months, she'll lie back like a good wife. After she gets pregnant perhaps she'll let him do her from behind...though maybe not. Too degrading. She stroked his chest and played with his nipples knowing he liked that.
Tyler wanted to hold off...wanted Stephanie to cum first but as she pinched his sensitive nipples he groaned that he was cumming. As he said that, his wife grabbed his ass and raised her hips to meet his final thrust.
Stephanie could feel the potent jets of sperm splash against her cervix as she pulled him into her as deeply as she could. "That's it, baby, cum inside me...yessss." 'Find my ovaries you little sperm. Penetrate and impregnate,' she urged.
* * *
"Remember, we can't do anything for the next week. I feel positive that this will be the month. Think about it, if I get pregnant this time we'll have a November baby."
Tyler smiled, "your Mom and Dad will both be thrilled," he said. Her Mom's birthday was November 15th. Her Dad's November 18th.
Stephanie and Tyler got undressed and crawled under the sheets. There wasn't the arousal or anticipation they'd had the previous months. Tyler went down on her just once three days ago and it took more to get him hard, even without any sex for seven days.
Stephanie decided she'd better do something so she kissed her way down to his semi-flaccid penis. It wasn't that she disliked the taste of cock, it had more to do with the submissiveness of the act that bothered her. Regardless, she needed Tyler hard and inside her if they were to get pregnant.
"Oh, wow! That feels so good," Tyler moaned as his wife wrapped her lips around his cock for the first time in over a year. He felt the familiar rush as blood rapidly pulsed into his cock. She was sucking more of him into her mouth, her tongue actively stimulating the head as she did that. Where did she acquire these skills? He wished she'd remove her hand for more cock in her mouth, but she was so active with the tongue and lips he knew he shouldn't complain. Instinctively he put a hand on the back of her head, but she shook her head. No matter, just keep going he thought as he lay back.
As Stephanie swallowed an increasing amount of pre-cum she pulled off, lay back, and pulled her husband on top. "Ok, this is it, baby. Fuck my pussy...cum inside me. Don't worry about me, just empty your balls into my tight pussy," she panted.
Tyler was replaying the skilled cock-sucking wondering who taught her that and when. He remembered her ex and as an image of her perfect lips stretched obscenely around his cock he felt the urgent boiling in his balls rise rapidly. He gritted his teeth not wanting to cum yet, but a vision of Stephanie and her ex was playing in his head. She was naked, kneeling with the man's fat veined shaft plunging into her mouth. He was gripping her long blonde hair as he thrust his hips against her face. He'd met her ex once and while not exactly ugly was not close to being in Stephanie's league. The thought of his beautiful wife submissively being used by this flabby guy was too much.
Stephanie was shocked as Tyler's face clenched before crying out that he was cumming. He'd never been that quick before. It had to be the damn blowjob, she thought. She never should have done that. Now he'll want it all the time. "That's it, baby, cum inside me," she sighed as she pulled him in tight as if getting his sperm closer to her ovaries will help.
Stephanie lay back, kneed tucked against her chest, and smiled at her husband, "I guess you liked having your cock sucked," she sighed.
Tyler stroked his wife's lips thinking about how real the image had been, how that was the best blowjob he'd had. "Yes. Damn! You never told me how you got so good at it."
Stephanie nodded, "I did it a few times with an old boyfriend. He liked it, I guess."
Tyler nodded, "I'm sure he did, I sure did."
* * *
Six months later, Stephanie pulled Tyler to his feet. He'd been reading the Sunday sports section, drinking his second cup of coffee. "Come on, babe. It's time." She'd put on the crotchless teddy she'd picked up and spun around hoping to see the eagerness on his face that was rarely there now.
Tyler caught himself groaning and put down his paper. He looked at his wife and smiled. She was sexy, easily the most beautiful woman he'd ever seen and this new lingerie showcased everything hot about her. Over the last few months, she'd changed. The periodic blowjobs, allowing him to be on top, no raincoat, now sexy lingerie. Of course, he'd changed too, but having Stephanie open up in the bedroom boded well for the future. Maybe doggy-style or anal? He could dream. He felt a small throbbing in his pants as he stood and followed her back to the bedroom.
Then again, it was good that Stephanie was opening up. Sex had become a chore. He had felt a bit of dread hearing it was time. No more having sex because an urge took over but a task needing to be performed. Lately, he'd found that he needed erotic stories or porn to get hard which he'd never thought possible. Stephanie was the same person, the same incredibly beautiful, sexy woman but it took more to get him aroused. The other thing that disturbed him was what stories and which type of porn got him aroused. All were about wives being shared, cheating, swapped, or otherwise fucking outside of marriage. It had started with the visions of her ex and her sucking and fucking so he'd searched for videos of couples that looked similar. There was no way he'd ever want Stephanie to do those things but as it was in the past it was ok. If she were to cheat...just the thought of his beautiful wife naked in the arms of another man caused his stomach to ache and his cock to get rock-hard.
Stephanie didn't care what excited Tyler and had found stories and videos on her own to set the mood. Strange that he seemed to get aroused by wives getting used by strangers...or wives using strangers. Was it more the thoughts of her getting fucked by other men that got him hardest? These videos and stories didn't do anything for her, but the way they aroused him was arousing in itself. She'd started toying with the idea of allowing guys to try to pick her up at a bar while Tyler watched, or to let their neighbor Jerry get a bit more touchy-feely at next month's barbeque. See if Tyler reacts. Whatever gets him excited and wanting to get between her legs.
* * *
"OK. I know you have this down, but no sex...no masturbating for a week. We need a valid sample for the doctor this Friday," Stephanie sighed. She wished Tyler would go down on her this coming week but he'd stopped doing that and she'd have to take care of things herself while he's at work.
Tyler moaned. He had been dreading jerking off into a cup but they'd been trying for nine months and they needed answers. He'd been reading a lot more wife stories, but now he'd found stories about gang bangs and the women getting knocked up without knowing the father. More of the stories now had ugly guys with stunning blondes. Those seemed to trigger incredible orgasms whenever he was up late and Stephanie had gone to bed. He'd started reading those stories after their neighbor kept grabbing Stephanie's ass at the party and she'd laughed it off. It was inappropriate even though she had worn the tiny thong bikini. He wondered if she'd ever considered doing something with the man while he was at work, but always knew she'd never. Didn't stop him from getting hard though.
* * *
"Look, I'll get to the point. Stephanie, you've got nothing to worry about," the doctor smiled at the blonde. 'Christ, I'll knock you up,' he thought. He remembered asking her to get on the chair, feet in the stirrups. He had been embarrassed that he'd blurted out that she had the prettiest pussy he'd ever seen, but rather than protest, she'd smiled and thanked him. He'd never made such an unprofessional comment in his life. She did have an incredibly beautiful pussy. Tight labia, smooth without a hint of stubble, engorged clit just begging for his tongue. He was thorough, checking her hormone levels, doing a pap smear, checking her breasts, nipples...everything. He knew immediately she would have no issues getting pregnant. She sure was quick to arousal. Nipples hardened, chest flushed, labia swelled and parted invitingly. He remembered patting her pussy as he stood and saying, "A perfect breeding machine," as if that were a huge compliment.
Stephanie felt relief hearing this, but she looked worriedly at her husband, "So...um, good news but..."



"You are correct, but," Dr. Samuals sighed. "Tyler, I'm afraid your sperm count is low, incredibly low. The odds of you getting your wife pregnant is...but miracles happen. They happen every day," he looked grimly at the man trying to look positive and failing.
"Really? Maybe I can get another sample...I mean, isn't it possible it was just a bad day?" he asked.
"You abstained for a week? The full seven days?" Seeing Tyler nod he continued, "no nocturnal emissions? Wet dreams? No releases for the entire week?" he asked.
Tyler shook his head, "Crap! What can we do?" he asked, "Are there hormones, procedures...anything?"
The Dr. shook his head. "There's in-vitro. If you can find a donor, you know..."
"Shit!" Tyler spat, "So another man can get us a baby." He looked at his wife, "get you a baby." He felt like crying at the thought that their baby wouldn't be theirs but Stephanie's and another man's.
"It's ok, baby. We'll go home and talk about it, ok?" Stephanie said. "Thank you, doctor. We have some things to discuss. Oh, by the way, what would in-vitro cost, anyhow?" she asked as she stood up.
"20 grand or so. Not cheap," Dr. Samuals sighed as he put out his hand to each. "I'm sorry for the bad news but in time, after you get your child, all this will just be an unpleasant memory."
* * *
Tyler stood up, "I hate this. Sure, we can find some blond-haired, blue-eyed guy but I'd always know none of his genes are mine," he spat.
"What if..." Stephanie stopped before finishing.
"Don't say it," Tyler spat. "I want nothing to do with dad. After he cheated on mom with that barmaid..." he sat back down looking angry. "I know you're going to say that Dad's DNA would match half mine, but he's out of my life."
"You could get your brother to donate," Stephanie suggested.
Tyler shook his head, "I had a conversation with him, not about...you know, my issue but when he turned 18 he quietly got himself snipped. He never wanted to have kids I guess, but since he is gay it makes no sense to me. Oh well," he sighed. "I'm not sure he'd be willing to get it reversed, shit! We'd have to pay for it along with the 20 grand for..."
His wife came over and hugged him, "You're the most potent man I know. Don't let this one small issue get to you," she smiled. "I love you without reservation and we'll get through this, ok?" she said as she stroked his face.
"It's still a blow to my male ego," he sighed.
Stephanie stepped back, "Male ego, shmale ego! You get to tap this whenever you want, you and you only can fuck this hot babe," she grinned as she swept her hands down her incredibly sexy body.
Tyler had a thought and smiled, "I guess there'd be no reason to wear the raincoats anymore."
"Good point. I think we should celebrate your new freedom," she said as she slid to her knees.
Tyler grinned as his beautiful wife unzipped his pants. She'd never done this before but he'd had many a solo session watching videos of wives kneeling in front of men sucking their cocks. Then he had the memory of his wife in front of her ex. "Ok, this works," he sighed as Stephanie expertly wrapped her lips around his hardening cock, taking him deeper with each bob of her head. He felt him press against her hand with each thrust. He tentatively put a hand on her head, guiding her but took his hand away as she shook her head. But she didn't stop him from humping into her mouth letting him almost fuck her face. The image of her ex doing just this popped into his head. "Oh, God. Steph...I'm going to cum...oh shit!"
Stephanie hated it when men came in her mouth but Tyler's ego needed this. She had a hand on his flexing ass and swallowed each jet of cum as he cried out. Her lips were getting bruised from her knuckles as he pressed into her with each spasm. She was able to catch her breath after Tyler's last bit of cum splattered against the back of her throat. She gasped for air as she pulled the softening shaft out of her mouth. She knelt on the floor, wiped her lips with the back of her arm, and grinned up at him. "I owed you that since you were great at doing me when we first started trying. Don't expect this again...it was a one-time thing."
Tyler stepped back, knees feeling wobbly, and sat on the chair. He sighed happily, "wow! That was incredible. I'm going to take you upstairs and return the favor," he smiled.
Stephanie stood and went over to the kitchen sink and rinsed out her mouth. She came back and put her hand on his shoulder, "Better yet," she said as she peeled off her clothes, "you don't need to take me anywhere." She climbed onto the kitchen table with her legs opened wide. She grinned at him as she put her feet on either side of her hips.
Tyler never hesitated. This was new. Stephanie had never let him even touch her outside the living room or bedroom. He knelt and kissed the inside of her right thigh. Just as he approached her swollen lips he moved to the other leg, kissing the inside of her left thigh.
Stephanie lay back enjoying the teasing. She felt her labia open up as she got more aroused but her husband kept kissing and licking around her throbbing pussy. As he got close again, his tongue probing above her anus, she grabbed his head and pushed his mouth onto her sopping pussy. "Oh, god!" she panted as Tyler's tongue penetrated her. Of all her boyfriends, no one was as good as Tyler at eating pussy. She lay back lifting her ass as Tyler's fat tongue wiggled into her pussy. She felt vulnerable lying naked on the kitchen table as the neighbors could easily see if they dropped by, which they often did. Especially Mr. Barnes who seemingly needed to borrow something or had questions.
Tyler knew what Stephanie wanted and could have gotten her off quickly by focusing on her clit but wanted to reward her for letting him cum in her mouth for the first time. He probed between her swollen lips, periodically flicking her clit with the tip of his tongue. He kept that up for a good 20 minutes, swallowing more of her juices than he'd ever had to. He felt himself getting hard again, partly how erotic this was but also with images in his head from the damn videos he now found himself watching. He imagined one of those strangers' cocks inside this perfect pussy and Stephanie writhing in pleasure. He needed to stop watching porn and go back to just getting aroused by his wife's incredible body.
Stephanie was moaning in pleasure and frustration feeling herself get close time after time. Tyler had never taken this long and she would have agreed to anything just for him to finish. Without thinking she had lifted her ass so high and toward him, she was virtually doing the splits. "Fuck, baby, I need you to stop teasing....ohhh," she moaned. She grabbed her nipples and pulled on them sending jolts down to her crotch.
Tyler was expanding his teasing wanting her orgasm to be as powerful as possible. He heard her breathing change as he bathed her perineum and just touched the edge of her puckered hole. He went back to her clit quickly and then down to lick more of her anus. Surprisingly she didn't push him away but rocked her hips back encouraging him. As he probed her tight bud he began popping her clit under the pad of his thumb and her whole body began jerking.
Stephanie was feeling things she's never felt as she arched her back, spread her legs as wide as she could, and cried out, "Fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck fuuucckkkk, fuck!"
As Stephanie humped wildly against his face he felt his tongue pop inside her anus and rather than being disgusted he felt harder than ever, plus this set off another chain of expletives from his wife.
Finally, after perhaps a minute she collapsed and lay panting on the table. She idly watched Tyler go over to the sink and rinse his mouth out, not disturbed that he'd tongued her ass. At least she'd freshly showered but from never letting him touch her there to getting eaten should have mortified her, but with the incredible vibrations still running through her body she didn't care.
Tyler's cock was pointing at the ceiling as he came back and picked up his panting wife. He took her down the hall and tossed her onto the bed. She made no move when he crawled between her legs and slammed his cock inside her. She lay there feeling the same thing she'd felt months ago, he felt bigger and more powerful
"Oh, God! Yesss," the blonde sighed as her husband thrust hard into her pussy. She felt another orgasm coming on and as the squeaking of the bedframe increased she came again. "Yes, yes, yes, yessss, yesssss," she cried as she stroked his chest.
Tyler again saw her ex fucking her in his head. She was begging for his cock, for his cum. Saying 'Harder, harder,' to the man. He was trying to drive those images out of his head and savor Stephanie's thigh pussy, but the harder he thrust and the more she reacted like the sluts in the videos the clearer the images were. He could see those muscular asses flexing between his wife's legs and hear her grunts encouraging them.
Stephanie was coming down from the first multiple orgasms she'd ever had and was feeling another coming on. She saw a look of determination on her husband's face, perhaps trying to be as potent as possible when he came inside her. She felt his ass and he felt stronger as his glutes tightened more than she'd felt with each plunge into her. "Harder, harder, harder...fuck my pussy."
Tyler had just heard her begging a stranger to fuck her harder when she echoed it. "Oh, shit!" he spat and he did one last thrust and exploded inside her. He was aware of Stephanie cumming at the same time as he released jets of sperm inside her. In the back of his mind he thought about the positive side of shooting blanks, he'd never have to use a raincoat again.
* * *
"What did Dr. Samuals say the success rate is for in vitro?" Tyler asked.
"About 50%." Stephanie looked at her husband. At 20 G a pop, they'd wipe out the nest egg they'd been stashing away after a few procedures.
"Shit. So 20 grand every time with no guarantee," Tyler sighed.
"I know. Maybe a baby is not in our future or we quit trying and as the doctor said, 'miracles do happen.'"
Tyler shook his head, "I can't accept that."
Stephanie looked at her husband, "um, your dad?"
"I told you, it doesn't matter. I'd agree to have him donate his sperm but it's still 20 grand each time. We are not that rich to not have it be a sure thing," he sighed.
Stephanie shook her head, "I didn't mean in vitro," she said softly. "What if..."
Tyler almost sprained his neck he shook his head so violently, "you want to fuck dad! Let dad fuck you?" he spat. "I'd go broke first. Homelessness would be better."
Stephanie dropped the subject, but in the back of her mind, she remembered dancing with Richard. His hands never strayed but she shivered remembering how they seemed always to be stroking bare skin. Then his crotch never moved away from her pussy...her clit and his eyes spent considerable time looking down her dress. More than once she'd cum just imagining being used by the man.
* * *
"Shit!" Tyler cried when Stephanie showed him the single line on the test stick. They bit the bullet and pulled over $20,000 out of their savings hoping it would just take one procedure and he wanted to cry seeing the negative result.
"I'm sorry," his wife cried softly, "I feel like I let you down."
Tyler pulled Stephanie close shaking his head, "No, no. I'm the one who's letting us down. It would be free if I didn't have...shit!" he spat. He stroked his wife's back and came to a decision. "I'll call dad. I mean, I'll invite him over just to reconcile. If he's human garbage like I've been thinking no way would I allow him to...you know." He didn't want to verbalize what he'd agree to if he turned out to be ok.
Stephanie grinned and kissed her husband, "I'll cook a great meal and we'll just be gracious hosts. No pressure."
The next week the mood in the house was much more upbeat. Tyler had often wondered if his dad was as bad as his mom said over and over. He hoped perhaps the man was a good guy the made a mistake or two. Stephanie was looking forward to meeting the man again as he did have charm along with a certain manly attraction. She couldn't put a finger on it but she remembered feeling a throbbing between her legs while dancing with him.
* * *
"Dad," Tyler smiled as he held open the door. "Exactly on time."
Richard Martin looked approvingly at the house. Not bad for a recently married couple, he thought. The place was neat and clean with just the right amount of furniture. Then he looked past his son hoping to see the beautiful angel he remembered dancing with at their wedding. He smiled and nodded, "I thought I'd be late over on Watson. A traffic light is out, but no issues after that." He thought about hugging his son, but instead tentatively put out a hand.
Tyler never hesitated and shook his father's hand, then turned as Stephanie came out of the kitchen. "You remember Stephanie. She's been so excited to meet you," he smiled, "I mean officially."
Stephanie came over and ignored the proffered hand and hugged the man. "Mr. Martin. It's good to see you again," she smiled. She was again aware that the man was not shy about pressing his crotch against hers. Stephanie was shocked at how the two men could have been twins, if not for the age difference. Both had the same almost white blond hair, deep sparkling blue eyes, and strong facial features except for Tyler's cleft chin. Both were very fit, though Richard was a couple of inches taller and 20 lbs. bigger.
"Richard or dad...not Mr. Martin," he smiled as he held the girl away admiring her perfect form. 'I wish I could have met her before she got married,' he thought, 'though not sure that would have mattered.'
"Richard it is, come on in. What can we get you to drink?" she asked as she slowly released herself. She normally hated it when men ogled her...undressed her with their eyes but Richard's approving look gave her a rush.
Dinner was at first quiet then the questions came. What have you been doing? Where are you living? Any girlfriends? and more. Tyler was becoming more relaxed as was Stephanie. By the time the evening ended, they'd made plans to have Richard over the following Saturday.
That night, the young couple had great sex initiated by Stephanie who'd felt a pronounced bulge grind against her when they said goodbye to Richard. She hated to admit it but her impression of her father-in-law as a lothario hadn't changed but her response to it had morphed from sharing her husband's disapproval to desire. The man had an aura about him that made him hard to resist.
Tyler was gripping Stephanie's perfect ass as she rode his cock. She had the most intense look on her face as she ground against him. He again admired her body and how lucky he was to have her to himself...though he'd resigned himself to letting his dad help with their problem. As he thought about what type of help he felt his balls begin the familiar ache.
Richard lay on his bed, eyes closed imagining the blonde goddess naked orally worshipping his cock. God, to have the chance to see her naked or at least in a bikini, he thought. Maybe he could invite the young couple over to swim in his pool. She might like the total privacy and be willing to skinny-dip.
22 miles apart, a father-in-law, daughter-in-law, and son all simultaneously orgasmed.
* * *
"Dad, come on in," Tyler smiled. This time he gave his father a tight hug. "Steph, dad's here," he called out.
Richard looked over at the hallway which led to the bedrooms and smiled as the blonde goddess came out wearing a flimsy summer dress without a bra. He savored the feeling as she melted into his arms and pressed back as he ground his cock against her pussy. "So good to see you both again. I enjoyed last week and getting to know you and my son again," he said still hugging the girl.
"Dad, can I get you a scotch?" Tyler asked. When his father nodded he hesitated as they were both still hugging but turned to go to the dry bar.
Richard waited until Tyler turned to grab the girl's ass. He whispered in her ear, "He's a lucky man. You are one sexy little thing." He released her and smiled, "Thanks for having me over." His eyes were on her hardened nipples as he said that.
Stephanie felt her heart racing as she stepped back. She knew she would be flushed so as Tyler was pouring drinks, she excused herself to "check on the roast."
The conversation was more relaxed, less an interrogation, and with a few more jokes. Stephanie was unusually quiet, saying little except for, "Can I get you more?" or "We have dessert."
When they retired to the living room, Tyler looked at his wife who softly nodded.
"Dad, just thought you should be the first to know. Steph and I have been trying to have a kid," he said not sure how to detail their failures so far.
Richard laughed, "Try? That makes it sound like a chore. Sadly I've never had to try in my life." He looked over at Stephanie, "Sorry, I'm sure Tyler misspoke. Making a baby with you would never involve trying." He looked back at the boy, "I'm sure you both will succeed. I mean your mother got pregnant the first time we got off birth control with both you and Sebastian. Then there's the small problem with the three girls I knocked up outside...but I'm sure your mother told you about those."
Stephanie saw the look on Tyler's face, "Um. It's a problem. Tyler's sperm count is low and we might need help," she blushed.
"Oh crap!" Richard said as he sat up, "You must have gotten that from your mother's side. My father got my mom knocked up 10 times and who knows how many brothers and sisters you would have had had I been able to keep my dick in my pants and your mother hadn't kicked me out." He looked at the two, "What do you need? A donation? I can do that."
Tyler rubbed his face, "Um. We tried that. Cost us 20 thou. Steph and I discussed it and wondered if you'd be willing to, um perform the donation live."
Richard sat up straighter, "You're kidding, right? You'd be ok with me fucking your wife?" he asked.
"If you put it that way. no," Tyler said firmly. "Just, you know...shit! Yes, fuck Stephanie and cum inside her," he groaned. "I'm sorry, honey. I don't know how else to put it."
Richard bit his tongue, the response, 'I know just how to put it,' straining to get out.
Stephanie was sitting back blushing. She looked at the two men, one looking deflated, the other eagerly sitting up. "Please?" she asked, "We can't afford 20 grand for each attempt, especially since there's a 50% failure rate. You'd be doing us a huge favor."
Tyler nodded, "Dad, I know it's a lot to ask but at least my DNA will be part of the kid."
Richard smiled, "Good point. Ok, I'll do it, but," he paused as the two smiled, "after three paternity suits and tons of child support, I want a sighed agreement absolving me of any fiduciary responsibility for the child."
"Ok, sure. That goes without saying," Tyler said. "I'd like you to sign something similar. You will never divulge that you are the parent or that I am not."
Richard nodded, "Another thing, and this is non-negotiable. I won't be simply coming over and clinically sliding my cock inside Stephanie's pussy. I'm going to want...check that, I'll need to get aroused, and do all the normal foreplay so that my sperm builds and is as potent as possible." He looked firmly at both, "that means when she is at her peak I'll need to spend the nights with her. I can get it up a half-dozen times or more in a night. Plus, you want this done the first time? What is your prime fertility window, a week, isn't it? I'd like to spend the week doing it right."
Tyler groaned. "Shit! I never thought about that." He had an image of dad coming over, spending 15 minutes, 30 tops then leaving. He looked at his wife who was nodding at him as if urging him to say yes. He thought that was unusual as he'd assumed she'd want the act over with as quickly as possible. "Ok. You guys can spend the night...fuck! A week. We have a queen in the quest bedroom. That's comfortable for two."



"Screw that. I need a king. What's in the master?" Richard asked. "Come on, Stephanie, show me your bedroom. I'd like to see where the magic gets made."
Tyler was in shock as Stephanie jumped up and put out her hand. He followed them down the hall and stood in the doorway as Stephanie pointed out the bed, closets, dressers, and en suite.
"We can clear out some of Tyler's things," she said. She was looking at how Richard was assessing the firmness and felt a massive throbbing in her groin. "You don't mind taking some of your things out of the drawers and out of the closet, do you, babe? There's room in the guest bedroom," she asked sweetly.
Tyler shook his head. "No," he said, his voice cracking, "I can...um when are you next ovulating?" he asked.
"Two and a half weeks," she smiled. "She patted Richard on the shoulder, "We should have asked you last week. I was at my peak."
Richard smiled, "I would have been more than willing, but I can wait a couple of weeks. I assume I'll need to abstain a week before?"
Stephanie nodded, "I know it's tough on you guys," she said before looking at her husband, "but you must be relieved," she smiled.
Tyler hadn't thought of that, but being able to make love to his wife the week before she'd be fucking another man was the 'good news, bad news, kind of thing.
They were about to leave the bedroom when Richard stopped Stephanie as if having a sudden thought, "Um I have a request...just...Tyler, we'll meet you in the living room. We'll just be a minute."
Tyler hesitated then turned and headed out.
Stephanie looked curiously at her father-in-law. "Ok, what do you need now?" she asked.
"Strip...get naked. I'd like to know what I'll be enjoying. I know. It's weird but from what I've seen, you have to be the sexiest woman I've ever met and well, the more I anticipate getting to fuck you, the more sperm I'll build up."
"Bullshit," Stephanie sighed, "but what the hell. You'll be seeing a lot of me naked in a couple of weeks."
Richard sat on the bed and stroked the front of his pants as the beautiful girl stood in front of him then pulled the dress off and tossed it aside. "Holy fuck!" he spat, "those are perfect," he said looking at the jutting breasts capped by huge pale nipples. Then he watched as the young blonde pulled down her thong. He let out a low whistle seeing the shaved pussy. "Let me see, open your legs...wow!"
Stephanie put a foot on the bed and closed her eyes as the older man ran a finger along her tight slit. She felt like she could cum with just a bit more stimulation as a fat finger pushed into her.
"Very nice, but a request? I like to know I'm fucking a woman. Never liked a shaved pussy so can you let things grow out? Perhaps trimmed but not bald like this," he said as he pulled his finger out.
Stephanie nodded and sucked the wet finger clean when he held it up. "Tyler won't like it. He likes a clean pussy, but I can always get waxed after you get me pregnant," she smiled. She looked down at the tent, "Um...it's only fair. Can I see what I'll be working with?"
Richerd didn't hesitate. He stood and pulled down his pants and boxers, then stood proudly in front of the girl. His cock was hard and bouncing with each heartbeat and the look on the blonde's face was one he'd seen many times and never got tired of. "Go on, I touched you. I know you want to."
Tyler got tired of waiting and came back to the bedroom. His naked wife was kneeling stroking his dad's cock. "What the fuck!" he spat. "I was going for five minutes and you're both naked?"
Stephanie turned, "Sorry. We were just checking...you know what we'll be..."
Richard smiled, "this is a huge commitment. I'll be taking a week off from work and I wanted to see what was in store. Holy shit! She has to be the hottest babe I've ever seen and that includes all the porn I've watched. Plus I want maximum sperm count and trust me when I tell you, my balls will be so full by the time I come back, she'll be flooded."
Tyler shook his head. Stephanie was still stroking the man's cock. It was impressive. Long and fat, it looked like that one actor he'd seen who always seemed to get the most gorgeous sluts in the videos. He sighed and turned to go, "Fuck. Just finish what you started and come back when you're done." He wasn't ten feet down the hall when he heard wet slurping.
It was 20 minutes before Richard came back into the living room doing up his pants and tucking in his shirt.
"Wow! She's incredible. Did you teach her those incredible cocksucking skills?" Richard asked.
Tyler sadly shook his head, unhappy he'd allowed this to happen, "she acquired them somewhere. Never asked."
Richard went over and splashed a bit more scotch into his glass. "I never should have cheated on your mom, I know that. But if your mom looked like that...had skills like hers...shit! Never would have even glanced at another woman. I know you don't have to tell me. Your mother is a babe, but shit! Stephanie is in a class by herself." He mimed cupping huge tits as he said that. He plopped down on the couch where Stephanie had sat earlier.
Just as Richard sat down Stephanie came out in the thin long tee shirt she normally wore to bed. The fabric was so worn they could easily make out her pale pink nipples and that she wasn't wearing panties. She looked at the new seating arrangements and sighed. "Could you scoot over, Daddy? I like the side next to the table."
Tyler's head spun more as his near-naked wife squeezed in next to his father. Has she decided to call him daddy now after sucking his cock? He thought about saying something to get his father to leave as the two snuggled next to each other.
Stephanie looked over at Tyler. "Relax. This is temporary. Daddy knocks me up and we'll go back to our monogamous relationship, but" she lifted a leg over Richard's, "I'd like to get to be more comfortable with the man who will be giving us what we most want."
Tyler shook his head and stood up. "I wish I were more comfortable with this, but I suppose I'm not part of it now, am I?" he said bitterly as he left the room.
He was in the bedroom looking at the rumpled bed covers when his wife came up behind him and put her arms around him.
"I'm sorry. I was teasing. I thought you liked the videos and stories of wives fucking other men. I just wanted you nice and eager to pound my cheating pussy," she purred.
"Where's dad?" he asked. "You call him daddy now?"
"He left. I told him I needed to open my legs for my husband's cock. He understood," she said as she pulled Tyler's cock out and stroked it. "I don't have to call him daddy. I just thought it added to the teasing so you'd get nice and hard and fuck your wife's sopping pussy."
Tyler turned and then pushed Stephanie face down onto the bed who squealed happily as her tee shirt flew up. As she started to turn onto her back, he slapped her ass and pushed her face down.
Stephanie had never allowed a man to take her from behind but the rush of sucking another man's cock and being naked in front of him had her juices flowing. She didn't resist as Tyler spread her legs wide and lay on top of her, his cock pressed against her sopping pussy. "Oooooh, fuck!" she spat as her husband's cock slammed into her. This wasn't bad, she thought as she felt the head hitting something inside her.
Tyler was slamming into her pussy and against her soft ass enjoying the new sensations. He reached around to grip her huge tits as he picked up the pace of his fucking.
Stephanie was grunting from deep inside her. She barely recognized her voice as her husband aggressively assaulted her sensitive pussy. Something was building inside her...something like her normal orgasm, but deeper. She felt the room spin as the feeling rapidly rose, peaked then exploded throughout her entire body.
Tyler felt Stephanie's pussy clench on his cock as she came and her voice as she grunted sounded like something out of the Exorcist. He couldn't hold back and he also exploded, filling her pussy with his hot cum.
The two panted hard as they felt the waves of pleasure recede. Tyler's orgasm faded first as Stephanie's seemed to go on and on. He finally collapsed, his chest pressed against her sweaty back next to her. He felt her torquing her pelvis as if milking the last drops of cum from his softening cock.
As the spinning stopped and the tingling in her body faded, Stephanie sighed. "I love you so much. I feel bad I sucked your dad's cock, but I felt I owed him. He is sacrificing a week's vaca to do this for us," she panted. "Fuck! What did you do to me? I never felt anything like that. That was fucking incredible. We have to do that again...soon," she said.
Tyler smiled, "I'd like that. The feel of your great ass against my stomach was incredible. You do know you have the greatest ass in the world."
"Keep saying stuff like that and you get to find out how great it is...get the inside scoop as it were," she purred as she extracted herself to go clean up.
* * *
The week leading up to Stephianie's fertile time, Tyler wanted as much of Stephanie's pussy as he could get. She was willing both out of a feeling of guilt and anticipation for Richard's cock inside her. The one exception was the morning his dad was coming over. She wasn't worried dad would go down on her, it just didn't seem polite to have another man's cum seeping out of her when they got naked. She had images of him fingering her with Tyler's cream on his fingers.
Tyler had mentioned that sperm can last six days inside a woman's vagina but she shook her head, "Not concentrated like it is right after you cum inside. If you want to wear a condom then I'll be ok with it," she said as she studied his reaction to that. "No? Then you'll just have to wait your turn," she sighed as she patted his cheek tenderly.
The time that Stephanie had been waiting for arrived. She answered the door, opening it for the man she'd had in her head for the last two weeks. When Tyler left for work she was wearing a tee shirt and jeans not wanting to send her husband off with a reminder of what was to come. Then as soon as his car disappeared around the corner, she changed into the little item she'd picked up at the store. "Dad, come on in. Make yourself at home," she smiled. She'd been debating what to say when her father-in-law came over and she settled on that.
Richard put down his suitcase and hugged the girl right in the doorway, his hands freely exploring every part of her. He drove his tongue deep into her mouth, groaning as she reciprocated. She was wearing a see-through nightie with nothing under it, but that was soon tossed aside.
Stephanie bloke the kiss so she could close the door as she heard the chattering of kids coming down the street. "Want to do it here?" she asked looking at the floor, "or the bedroom?"
"Here," Richard said as he pulled off his clothes. He picked the girl up easily and pressed her back against the front door. He found she was already wet and had complied with his request as he felt the soft downy stubble. She squealed happily as he lowered her pussy onto his cock and proceeded to fuck her against the door.
She tried to resist being fully penetrated as she wasn't used to a cock as fat and as long as this one, but as the plump head soon slammed into her cervix over and over, she felt his urgency and let him have his way with her. She'd imagined what their first encounter would be like but getting fucked against the front door within two minutes of him coming over never entered her mind.
Richard was reveling in the passionate writhing against his body and on his cock. Her butt was flexing against his assault on her pussy and she was grunting softly in his ear. He'd suspected at their wedding she was a horny little slut and was thrilled to have it confirmed.
Stephanie had never been fucked standing up and with every plunge of her pussy onto the man's hard cock a jolt shot through her. She felt she was going to cum soon but she also knew Richard had abstained and needed release. "Don't worry about...oh fuck! Wow! You're hitting me...shit!" she spat as she ground against him as an unexpected orgasm shot through her. So much for telling him he could cum first.
Richard held the girl as she orgasmed and when she went limp he turned and carried his daughter-in-law over to the couch. He kissed her and laid her on her back. "Damn! You're a great fuck," he sighed. "This is the best position to knock you up when I cum." He'd been close, so close he could have cum when she'd answered the door.
Tyler was in no hurry to get home, fearing what he'd find. Maybe she hadn't called him yet...maybe Richard was busy and couldn't come over until this evening. He had no doubt his interactions with his wife were to be limited over the next week, but that didn't mean he wouldn't be seeing her. What he dreaded was seeing the two of them as a couple and him as a third wheel. Plus, he'd have to sleep in the guest bedroom which was next to the master. He'd hear everything and would have just his hand for release. Then Stephanie had asked him to not masturbate since she wanted his sperm inside her along with his father's...if they were to be given a window.
He climbed out of the car in the driveway as he saw his father had taken his spot in the garage. 'There's a metaphor for the next week,' he thought.
He came in through the front door and tripped over a white piece of lingerie he didn't recognize, a suitcase, and a pile of men's clothes. He stepped around them and went over to the dry bar. As he poured himself a scotch he could hear the loud squeaking of the bedframe and the cries from his wife. The squeak must have gotten worse, he thought. He shook his head then went over and turned on the TV. He increased the volume so most of the noises were drowned out.
Half an hour later, Richard came out, his huge semi-flaccid cock dangling between his legs, and nodded at his son before going over and pouring himself a drink. He came over and flopped down naked on the couch. "Your wife. I mean, fuck! She's the best I've ever had...I mean it. What a body, what a tight pussy! And her tits..." he took a sip and flopped his head back. "I'll need a lot of calories to make it through the next week," he sighed. He looked at his son, "how the hell do you get any sleep?" he asked.
Tyler nodded, "You get sleep when you can. Can you put some clothes on? I mean...you want to be ready to go but...shit, man!"
"Oh, sorry. My bag's out here and I didn't want to use your stuff." He got up and went over, kicked aside his shirt and pants, and picked up the boxers. "I hope you don't mind but I parked in the garage. I didn't want your neighbors to wonder whose car is out front all week."
Tyler nodded, he'd been pissed but the neighbors were a bit nosy.
After covering up he'd just sat back down as Stephanie came out looking flushed. She was wearing a towel, her hair matted to her forehead, and she was looking exhausted. "Babe, sorry I wasn't here to greet you. I can't believe it, but we...dad made five donations in the last five hours. Incredible recovery and stamina." She came over and kissed her husband. "Damn! I know this has to be hard on you, but think about how great it will be when I give birth to a beautiful baby. I shouldn't say this, but I can almost feel how potent his sperm is inside me," she whispered. She kissed him again before standing up.
Tyler could sense the musky smell and taste of cum on her lips so he didn't open his mouth. He put out his arms to pull her onto his lap but she didn't notice as she went over to sit next to his dad. He decided to return to the game he was watching trying to focus on that as the two were snuggled close, whispering and giggling with each other.
Richard had pulled down her top and was playing with her breasts feeling himself getting hard again. She had breasts like no other woman he'd been with, large yet firm. He wished his entire purpose there wasn't just to get her pregnant as one of his favorite things was to fuck a woman's tits and cum on her face and chest. Her towel dropped to her waist and she made no move to cover up as he sucked a nipple between his lips. He gingerly bit her causing a soft encouraging gasp.
Stephanie looked over and Tyler was engrossed in the game so she pulled Richard's cock out and stroked him. At this angle, the arm of the couch should hide his firm shaft. "I can't believe you're hard again," she whispered, "Did you take one of those pills?"
Richard shook his head, "I brought some, but so far no need," he smiled, "You are a walking fucking cure for erectile dysfunction. I'm thinking we could set up a clinic for those poor souls who suffer from ED." he grinned.
Stephanie giggled, "medical prostitution...like medical marijuana...I'm in." She looked at the seepage as she stroked the large cock, looked over at her husband who was still engrossed in the game then took his cock into her mouth.
Richard had one hand on the blonde's head, the other stroking her ass. He felt sad he had a single purpose...what an incredible ass. The image of her creamy cheeks in his hands as he fucked her from behind popped into his head. Earlier when he was behind her, her button of an anus was teasing him, almost winking saying you'll never get to this piece of heaven. As Stephanie took more of his cock into her throat he slid his finger down to that bud. She moaned as he popped in feeling the tight ring grip his finger.
Tyler looked over hearing his wife and sat up in shock. He'd hoped they would be somewhat modest, but there she was, sucking eagerly on his cock, but also letting his dad control her head. And was he fingering her asshole? Shit! He was and she was softly moaning as the digit buried deep into her rectum.
"Guys! Jesus Christ! Do you have to do that here?" he asked, "Can't you guys take it to the bedroom?"
Stephanie started to lift her head but Richard stopped her.
"Get used to it. It's not like you haven't seen either of us naked and you know exactly what we're doing. Turn up the volume if this bothers you," Richard said. "Ok, that's enough, I know what you want," he said to the girl. He looked back at his son, "Then again, maybe you want to watch. We'll be here all week," he smiled.
Stephanie looked apologetically at her husband as Richard ordered her to climb onto his lap. He'd turned off the TV, stood, and went out to the garage. She'd have to talk to Richard about being a lot more considerate of Tyler's feelings, and if not aborting the entire thing. Maybe Tyler's previous feelings about his dad were right. He did have an arrogance about him. "Oh, fuck!" she squealed as the man pushed her onto his cock. 'On the other hand, his arrogance enhances this entire process,' she thought. "Oooohhh, yessss," she sighed as Richard's fat finger plunged back into her ass. Every orgasm she'd had that day had been with her father-in-law's fat finger fucking her ass. She always thought it was disgusting that men would want anything to do with her anus but feeling both holes filled enhanced her arousal...even her orgasms were more powerful.
Tyler organized his workbench, finding screws out of place and tools not in the correct drawers. He finally gave up and headed back into the house hoping they were done and Stephanie would be getting dinner ready.
He shook his head as he entered the living room. They were both on the couch, Stephanie was on her back, legs pointing at the ceiling, tits flopping on her chest as his dad was thrusting aggressively into her.
Richard looked up and stopped for a few seconds, "Um, fuck! Sorry, we'll be done soon. Why don't you go get some carry-out," he said before looking back at the naked blonde girl. "Fuck! Your cunt is like a vise," he groaned.
* * *
Tyler finished the dishes and came back out. Stephanie and Richard were leaning against each other not having bothered to put any clothes on after fucking on the couch. He'd felt like the one out of place as he ate dinner fully dressed. He stood looking at them hoping Stephanie would notice him.



The girl heard her husband come in and looked over, "Oh, sorry to make you do dishes. I can do them the rest of the week," she sighed, "this has to be so hard on you." She got up and came over.
Tyler turned his face not wanting a repeat of her previous kiss but hugged her. "I decided tomorrow after work I'm going to go check in at the Hyatt over on 8th. This," he pushed her back looking at her nakedness then over at his dad who was stroking his cock, "this is a lot more than I bargained for. I'll pack tonight and I probably will be gone by the time you get up in the morning."
Tyler wished he'd packed and checked in after dinner having to listen to his wife getting fucked in the next room. He had to wrap pillows over his head as they seemingly fucked non-stop. Part of him was happy for Stephanie who came dozens of times, happy she might get pregnant, but those feelings were swamped by feelings of jealousy and inadequacy.
As he quietly dressed the next morning, he tried to get Stephanie's voice out of his head telling his dad how big his cock was; calling him daddy; how great a fuck he was; how she was cumming again and again...all night long. At least she never once compared his cock or his love-making to Richard's, but her tone made it clear how she felt.
* * *
The next week was the longest in Tyler's memory. At least Stephanie called twice a day telling him how much she loved him. She never once mentioned Richard's name instead asking how he was doing and how she hoped her next test would have two bars. She repeatedly told him she loved him. Tyler felt a surge of love hearing the sadness in his wife's voice. She understood why he couldn't be there but she sounded like she missed him. After every call, he felt a lot better about her and his dad fucking non-stop. He called her a few times, cringing at the thought they'd be fucking, but he wanted to hear her voice.
Just past noon on Sunday, Stephanie called. "Baby, are you busy?" she asked.
Tyler wanted to laugh. Busy? He was getting bored out of his mind and had just been considering going to a strip club he was getting so horny. "No, just reading," he lied. "What's up?"
"Richard had to go meet a client on the other side of town...um, I think he's golfing...Sunday and all, I'll be alone for the next six hours if you feel like coming home," she said softly.
Tyler smiled, "I'll be there in ten minutes," he said.
He was there in seven. Stephanie opened the door naked, her skin pink and glowing, looking freshly showered. She hugged her husband tightly, "Oh wow! I missed you so much," she said happily. She pulled him down the hall to the bedroom.
Tyler was happy to see the sheets had been freshly changed. When he'd packed a few days earlier they were stained and a total mess. Stephanie wasted no time undressing him and kneeling between his legs.
Tyler groaned happily as his wife's beautiful lips wrapped around his throbbing shaft. Instinctively he put a hand on her head and she didn't shake her head and actually moaned. He wasn't using her fist and he was hitting the back of her throat. This was new. He lay back on the bed with both hands clutching her hair as he felt his cock press against the back of her throat. Part of him was hurt she'd learned that from another man, and part was thrilled she'd learned that at all.
Stephanie didn't gag, didn't pull back but bobbed her head, taking more of him into her mouth until her lips were pressed against his pubes. Tyler was groaning happily and as she swallowed an increasing amount of precum she knew he wouldn't last.
"God! Steph, I'm going to cum," he moaned. She wasn't stopping and was sucking harder, but he'd wanted to fuck her for the last few days so he sat up. "No, God! I'd love to cum in your mouth but I've fantasized about fucking your brains out so..."
Stephanie smiled and stood up wiping her mouth with the back of her arm. "I've had the same fantasy. I know you have things you're feeling so don't hold back," she purred.
Tyler rolled over as Stephanie climbed onto the bed ready for her to get on top, but she instead got on her hands and knees.
She pressed her face into the mattress while, opening her knees wide and stuck her ass in the air, "Fuck me, I know you want to pound my pussy," she said eagerly.
Tyler was stroking his cock as he knelt behind his wife for the first time. Her normally tight, cleanly shaven pussy was swollen with fine blonde hairs framing her pink insides. He liked seeing some pubic hair on her and hoped she'd let it become a trimmed bush.
Stephanie felt vulnerable as she offered her pussy to her husband. It almost felt like cheating on Richard after getting fucked over 20 times by the man which enhanced the feeling as Tyler's cock plunged into her. "Yesss, oh fuck your cock feels so good," she panted. "Ooooh! Yesss," she cried as Tyler suddenly began pounding into her harder than he'd ever done before. He expected her pussy to be looser as she'd been fucked so many times over the last few days, but she was just as tight, just as great.
"Oh, God, oh, God, oh, God," Stephanie panted feeling Tyler's powerful thrusts against her pussy. "Fuck me, baby, fuck my cunt," she hissed as she felt things boiling up inside her.
Tyler was gripping her ass, thumbs getting closer and closer to that tempting puckered hole. His wife was starting to jerk her pelvis back at his assault on her pussy and she let out a deep groan when his thumb pressed into her anus. He remembered Richard fingering her ass so he pressed harder.
Stephanie let out a scream as she felt Tyler's fat thumb plunge into her rectum. Her pre-orgasmic built-up seemed to go on forever until it quickly peaked and exploded. It was enhanced as both her holes were being roughly penetrated. "Unnnnnggggghhh, uuuunnnnnnggghh, uhhh, uhh, uhhh, ffffuck!" she grunted as the waves crashed through her. How many dozens of orgasms had she had in the last few days, each seemingly more powerful than the last?
Tyler couldn't hold back as he thought how many miles of cock his wife had driven into her in the last few days. He groaned and slammed once more into his wife's well-used pussy spewing his pent-up cum deep inside her.
The flopped onto the bed, his cock still buried inside her as he stroked her breasts. "I missed you. I thought about you every minute," he sighed.
Stephanie nodded, "I missed you too. I can't wait for this to be over, in fact, let's tell Richard that we've had him help out enough. I have to be pregnant by now, I mean he...never mind," she sighed.
Tyler shook his head, "Let's play it out. All the last week I've thought about calling it off but we'd either have to do this all over again next month or look into adoption if this doesn't take," he sighed. He felt his cock was still hard and resumed pushing into her.
Stephanie closed her eyes enjoying the feeling of his cock still hard, "Ok, but if this doesn't work we're not going through this again. I know this has driven you crazy so we'll look into adoption. There are tons of great kids out there that would love to have a good home," she sighed. "Damn! You Martin's sure get hard again in a hurry," she smiled as she thrust her ass back against him.
* * *
Richard opened the front door and smiled. Tyler was pounding Stephanie from behind who was bent over the arm of the couch. He hadn't taken her there yet and made a mental note. He went over and grabbed a glass of scotch then sat and watched. He did like this view of Stephanie's tits flopping around and the look on her face was something he'd always remember. Her mouth was open, eyes unfocused as his son slammed hard against her ass. Then her moans turned to grunts as she came, her head bent back and face flushed.
Tyler felt himself getting close and leaned against her back as he came. He had his eyes closed hating that his father was watching but somehow feeling as if that enhanced it. He felt his chest against his wife's slick back as he regained his breath not wanting to pull out of her. He knew he had to leave so his dad and Stephanie could get back to the business at hand.
Tyler barely made eye contact with his father as he went down the hall to clean up. He noticed his dad undoing his pants and turned away not wanting to see more.
The blonde felt embarrassed to have been fucked with an audience and was trying to get up but Richard pushed her back down.
"Richard, I need to go clean up," she protested.
"I don't care, I can't pass up this great cunt, so get back down," he ordered. Richard unzipped his pants and stepped behind the girl. He nodded in approval. "Impressive load. Sad that he's shooting blanks."
Tyler came back out and watched as his father slammed his cock into Stephanie's pussy. He picked up his keys and headed out knowing he'd not be able to get his wife's attention. As he opened the front door he heard a long happy groan. He knew that sound, it was a fat digit penetrating her ass.
* * *
Tyler told Stephanie he'd not be calling anymore after twice having to listen to her pre-orgasmic moans. He regretted also agreeing not to jerk off as he was constantly hard. He often wondered what they were doing at that time.
Richard was fucking Stephanie in the back seat of his SUV up at Lookout Point. He'd mentioned to her that for fun perhaps they could go to the sites where he'd previously knocked girls up. This was the last of the three places.
The first was last Monday in the back of the Dalton Theater. The Dalton was the oldest theater in town, playing old movies...mainly porn, and sparsely populated. He'd taken Kristine there a few years back and their makeout session escalated to full fucking with a half-dozen college kids watching. This time, just two men were watching which seemed to excite Stephanie as much as it had Kristine. She'd pulled the men's hands to her exposed chest and closed her eyes as they freely played with her tits.
The second place was ironically the Hyatt. Richard had knocked up Hannah in room 803 and was able to book the same room for the night. She had rushed to the elevators hoping to not run into her husband, but they made it to the same room without incident. Stephanie found it arousing to realize she was just a floor below Tyler when she did her evening call, especially as Richard was behind her, his thumb in her ass and his cock buried in her pussy. They hadn't been fucking when she called but Richard got hard and didn't want to wait.
This time, they were parked after dinner in the same spot where Richard and Brenda had fucked. He had rented an Audi Q4 to make it the same car, same spot, same full moon phase. He looked down at her perfect tits flopping as he drove his cock into her hoping one of these times his sperm would fertilize her egg...or not. He thought how great it would be to spend another week with her. He had three more weeks of vacation he could tap into if need be.
Stephanie was enjoying getting fucked in the back of a car. Back at school, she'd hated it, longing for a bed but her boyfriend's parents and her parents rarely seemed to go out, so her first thirty or so sexual experiences were in the back seats of cars. Her feet were planted on the ceiling as Richard's cock slammed into her. "Fuck me, fuck me, daddy. God! Your cock feels so good," she panted.
Richard had been holding off and as the loud wet slapping of his balls on her ass got louder he groaned and arched his back. Just as he felt the first spasm splash inside her pussy there was a tapping on the window and a light was shone into the car.
"Please get out of the car, this is the police," the gruff voice ordered.
Richard couldn't stop in the middle of his orgasm and gasped out, "Uh...uh...uh just a minute officer." He felt the last cum spurt into Stephanie's pussy he groaned and slid his cock out of her sopping pussy.
The officer stepped back as the naked man stepped out of the car, his hands held modestly over his crotch. The most beautiful girl he'd ever seen was trying to reach for her clothes, but he stopped her, "Ma'am, I said get out of the car."
Stephanie blushed as she tried to cover her breasts and pussy but it was impossible while grabbing the side of the seat to lift herself out.
"Identification," he ordered. He could have let the couple get dressed but he suspected the girl was faking modesty. These hookers get better and better, he thought...but he rarely saw any of her caliber up on Lookout Point. She had to have cost the man at least two grand. He watched as the girl crawled back into the car, her ass looking tempting. She handed Richard his wallet, then pulled hers out of her purse. He took the IDs and read their names, "Mr. and Mrs. Martin?" he asked looking surprised. "Oh, wait. You're at different addresses? Are these correct?"
Stephanie gave up trying to be modest and shook her head, "Sir, um...this is my father-in-law and can you cut us a break? My husband would be crushed if he found out we were..." she started crying.
"Officer..." Richard tried to make out the man's name in the dark.
"Conway," the man said.
"Officer Conway. Perhaps there's a solution to this small indiscretion on our part. Perhaps my daughter-in-law could present an oral argument that could convince you to let us off with a warning?" Richard said quietly as he put a hand on Stephanie's lower back pushing her forward.
The man looked around and nodded. "OK, let's see if she can convince me to drop this and walk away, but I prefer actions over anything oral...I'd like the same action you just got. Agree to that and I was never here," he smiled. He roughly pulled the beautiful blonde over to the front of his car. He pressed her chest onto the hood and when she kept her legs together, he roughly slapped her ass, "You know what to do, spread 'em," he said roughly. He pulled the foil packet out of his pocket. He turned hearing a couple of footsteps, "Sir! You stay where you are. One step forward and I'm hauling both your asses downtown."
Stephanie found herself face down on the warm hood of the cop car with another man's cock in her pussy. A month ago she'd have bet everything that no one but Tyler would ever fuck her and now here she was being fucked by a total stranger. At least he'd put on a rubber. This must be just another Tuesday for him as he had the condom at the ready in his pocket.
Jim Conway had left his body cam on the whole time and was thinking about reviewing it later. He made sure to face the naked woman, lowering the camera so he could get her ass sticking out as he shoved her onto the hood of his car. He was happy to wear the rubber as it meant he'd last longer. Her body was spectacular and he wondered why she was fucking her father-in-law. Husband must be letting her down in the bedroom, was all he could think of. He was thinking how envious the guys back at the precinct would be to see this chick.
Stephanie glared back at Richard who just shrugged as the cop gripped her ass. Richard's cum was squishing out as the man's short but fat cock pistoned into her married pussy. His breath stunk of garlic, his legs were rough and hairy, and his large paunch rubbed on her lower back. All in all a very unpleasant experience. She wondered what was it about her anus as yet another man pushed his thumb into her. She knew Richard wanted to fuck her ass as he often gently pressed the head of his cock there before pushing into her pussy. Even though she could feel her body humming from the two orgasms she had in the back of the car, she was never close even though the man fucked her for a good 20 minutes before grunting that he going to cum.
Jim decided rather than cum inside the girl, he pulled out, yanked off the rubber, pulled her off the car, and made her kneel and pushed her mouth onto his cock. "Suck it, you little slut."
Richard's fists were balled up wanting to pummel the fat fuck but just watched as Stephanie's lips wrapped around the stubby cock. She looked incredible as took all of him into her mouth without hesitating. The headlights highlighted her huge tits perfectly and he could see his cum flowing out onto the bare ground.
Stephanie ran her hands up the man's uniform shirt and played with his nipples so he'd cum soon. Her jaw was starting to ache especially after sucking Richard's much larger cock in the car, and her knees hurt on the bare ground.
The cop grunted as he shoved her mouth off him stroking his cock. He grunted as he released an impressive amount of cum onto her face and chest. Stephanie never even turned her head, just closed her eyes while gripping the front of his shirt as she took all his load.
When he was done, he roughly shoved her back onto her heels and leered down at her, "Leave it until I'm gone. Don't come back or I'll haul you down to the station and we'll use you until someone comes up with bail...though I'll bet your husband will let you stew. We can hold you for 24 hours and trust me, the station is staffed 24/7." The girl's hands were balled into fists as she lowered them which made him smile even more.
The fat cop looked over at Richard as he tucked his cock back into his pants, "Man, you have to be a piece of shit," he said harshly, "fucking your daughter-in-law." He shook his head as he did up his belt then went around and climbed into the car.
Richard grabbed his shirt and came over to clean the girl's face and tits off. She stood, taking over the cleaning. Her face was covered with the shirt when he heard what sounded to be crying. She dropped the cloth and looked at him, still giggling.
Richard looked curiously at her, "what! What's funny?" he asked.
Stephanie held out his badge and body cam. "He dropped this. Ok, maybe I took them off his shirt, but I didn't like him." She looked at the camera, opened a slot, and pulled the memory card. "Want this? You know, for memories?" she asked.
Richard took it and started laughing. "Some day we'll play this, preferably when Tyler's not around, and have a good laugh."
Stephanie took a picture of the badge to get the man's number before throwing both the camera and the badge off the side of the hill. "I had a sorority sister who taught me how to pickpocket," she chuckled.
Richard laughed, "I might need to chain my wallet."
They headed home and as soon as Richard pulled into the garage, Stephanie ran into the house and jumped into the shower. She'd never felt so dirty in her life. As she was scrubbing her face, chest, and crotch she felt a rush knowing Tyler would be home the next day. Then a pall fell over the mood as she realized Richard would go back to his job. The sex with Richard had been great, but getting used by the grotesque cop was little more than rape and she might have nightmares about that for months.
That night Richard simply held his daughter-in-law. He thought back to the cop's comments and how accurate they were. He was doing them a favor but wasn't supposed to enjoy it as much as he had. She'd been cruelly used by the cop and he didn't stop him. He didn't want to fuck her, to be another man using her. He wanted to make love, yet knowing this was his last night, he was happy to hold the beautiful woman in his arms.
Stephanie had expected Richard would want a good fucking and was surprised that he wasn't hard and just held her. "You don't want this to end, do you?" she asked quietly.
"I was thinking about the cop. I'm so sorry you had to do that. I've been up there a few times and no one was ever patrolling. I must have been lucky," he sighed.
"I don't think he was on patrol," Stephanie said as she stroked the man's face, "he was on the prowl for pussy. He found what he was looking for," she sighed. "I think men take prostitutes up there. He has a supply of condoms at the ready. That way he never has to pay for it." she sighed. "I don't regret it. I've enjoyed reliving your trysts with other women. I thought it was fun...except for that half hour which hopefully I'll forget about soon." She kissed him tenderly, "You're a good man, not husband material but a good man."



Richard shook his head. "I've been with many women and outside of Tyler's mother, never had anything long term, I guess by long term, never anything more than a one-night stand. I never wanted to feel anything more than lust for anyone but...never mind. Let's sleep. If I wasn't able to complete my mission by now I don't think a few more sessions will make any difference," he sighed.
Stephanie stroked his face, "You were going to express feelings! I can see it in your face. You don't have to worry about saying it, I've felt it all week. Perhaps we should have a session without worrying about me getting pregnant," she said before kissing him.
"What do you mean?" Richard asked, "We've done almost everything."
Stephanie sat up. "We've revisited the places where you've knocked up girls, we've fucked just about everywhere in the house. I was thinking back to when I first met you. When we danced back at my wedding I felt something from you. Something you wanted to ask or do. What was it?" she asked.
Richard looked down, "fuck! I wanted to spend time with you. I wished I'd met you before Tyler did." He looked embarrassed, "I wanted to seduce you, get you naked and under me." He sat up and looked down at his hands, "I'm a piece of shit. I guess you know that. I hurt your mother-in-law, hurt her bad. I hurt Tyler and Sebastion by not being able to keep my cock in my pants."
Stephanie stroked his back, "I know you're not perfect, who the fuck is? I'm lying naked next to a man who's not my husband. The cop called you a piece of shit for fucking your daughter-in-law. What does that make me? Perhaps your mistake wasn't cheating on Laura but getting married in the first place. Perhaps all those girls have been lying in bed playing with their pussies replaying the best sex they'd ever had. I'll tell you what," she said getting out of bed. "I'm getting dressed. Let's go back to when we'd first met and you find me alone. Tyler's gone off somewhere and I feel abandoned. Perhaps you can cheer me up," she smiled as she rolled off the bed. "Turn around so I can modestly get dressed," she ordered.
Richard her the closet door, dresser drawers, and cloth rustlings. After all the noises stopped, he heard Stephanie say in a sad quiet voice, "Tyler's off somewhere abandoning me. I guess I'll just sit and wait for him."
Richard felt his cock throb hearing the voice of a vulnerable young thing ripe for taking. He heard the bedroom door close so he rolled out of bed and took a quick shower. He felt the familiar surge of hormones as he dressed memories of dancing with her at the wedding in his head. His cock throbbed eagerly remembering how instantly hard he'd gotten just holding her close to him.
Stephanie was sipping wine while leafing through a magazine. The pages meant nothing to her as she was thinking back to the dance she'd had with Richard at the wedding. She'd danced with many men, and all seemed to get hard but Richard felt different. He exuded a confidence that left her feeling regretful as if she'd missed an opportunity. His cock was rock hard as were many of the men but the way he held her, pressed against her was full of promise. He was the only one who pressed his rigid mass dead center on her clit and his knowing smile told her he was aware of the effect he had on her. Somehow she'd either blocked her thoughts or just forgotten them, but she now recalled wanting to explore his masculine attraction.
Richard came down the hall and checked out his daughter-in-law. He gasped and stared in appreciation. She was wearing her wedding dress, her large breasts spilling out. She must be at least one cup size larger than on her wedding day and the effect was incredible. The satin dress clung to her body as if it were painted on. None of that layer upon layer of lace and ruffles. How many times had he remembered feeling her perfect body beneath the slick material? How many times had he fantasized unzipping that dress and watching her naked form appear as it puddled to the floor? She was the one that got away even though he'd never had a shot.
He smiled at her as she looked up, pulled out his phone, searched for the song, and hit play.
Stephanie heard the song that reminded her of the dance, stood up, and took the older man's hand. "You remembered the song," she said. I'm impressed."
Richard nodded, "I'm happy you remember it. It meant a lot to me, holding you, feeling your warmth against me. For months after, I'd get hard whenever that came on the radio," he said as he pulled her against him. He loved this dress as the thin material allowed him to feel her sleek body beneath the white satin. She pressed her pussy against his hard cock as they swayed to the music.
"I never told anyone this, perhaps not even myself but you could have had me that night. All you needed to do was arrange for Franklin or Mike to distract Tyler for a half hour or so," she purred into his ear, "I was a good girl, I'd never cheat on Tyler but my pussy didn't agree. I would at least have done this," she said as she kissed him.
Richard moaned letting the girl's tongue part his lips. He'd wanted that on the dance floor, wanted and wished it would have happened. He held her, feeling the warmth of her body, his cock pulsing against her swaying to the music. "How would it have worked?" he asked, "If somehow we decided to get a few moments together?"
Stephanie pressed her body against his, "I'd excuse myself by saying I need to powder my nose...no one does that anymore, do they? Anyhow I'd do this," she purred as she ground her pussy against his cock. "Body language," she chuckled. "Then I'd have gone down the hall past the coat check. There's a small classroom. You'd have waited a minute or two, then come looking for me."
Richard sighed as Stephanie stepped away and went over to a table and planted her butt on it waiting.
He came over, looking around to make sure he was alone then took the beautiful blonde in his arms and kissed her. He cupped a breast and then pinched her nipple causing her to gasp. She stepped back and looked at the tent in his pants then back at him.
"What girl can resist this?" she asked, "Even just an hour after pledging myself to another man I'd want this in my mouth, my pussy," she sighed as she dropped to her knees.
He groaned as Stephanie unzipped him then pulled down his pants, and took his cock into her mouth. "Oh, fuck!" he said as he stroked her glowing blonde hair, "I thought I was supposed to be seducing you."
Stephanie looked up, now stroking his slick cock, "I've fantasized about that, but this has also been a fantasy," she said huskily. "I can stop if you like. Then I'll be the sweet virginal girl waiting for a virile man to release my inner slut."
Richard guided her mouth back onto his cock, "I might have had the same thoughts," he smiled. Her mouth opened wide as he gripped her hair with both hands. He started to let go remembering how she hated it when men guide her head as she sucked their cocks but then she groaned, sucking harder while taking more of him into her throat. Was she liking this?
Stephanie was wondering why this was so arousing...why she didn't object to his display of dominance...why she felt a massive throb in her pussy as he began to fuck her face. Did she secretly like being used, she wondered? She opened her throat as the plump head pressed deeper.
The living room echoed with slurping, glugging sounds as Richard felt his balls wetly slap repeatedly against her chin. He was surprised she could take so much now. The first time she sucked him off she'd kept her fist around the base of his shaft the entire time. "You are a little slut, aren't you?" he asked softly. "You would have let me do whatever I wanted at your wedding reception."
Stephanie nodded her head as drool flowed off her chin onto her wedding dress. She didn't care as all she wanted was to taste this man's cock and cum. She felt the man's balls tighten and a voice in her head told her that he should cum in her pussy but Richard had a firm hold of her hair so she knew she had to swallow.
Richard was feeling the aching in his balls rapidly increasing and remembered she'd pulled off his cock and jerked him off a few weeks back but didn't want that this time. "Oh fuck, Steph...fuck!" he groaned as he felt the first jet spasm from his balls. The girl was trying to swallow it all but she was gagging so he let go of her hair.
Stephanie was gagging but continued to suck until he was done then sat back coughing. Cum was dripping onto her dress along with her saliva. Her hair was a mess and she looked as if she'd been ravaged. She was looking up at him a smile on her face.
Richard stroked his cock as he pressed the head against her chin and cheeks smearing the cum all over. He thought back to how beautiful and sexy she looked in the headlights with cum dripping from her face. He then collapsed back onto a chair, legs weak, knees wobbly as he grinned at the girl who was kneeling on the floor looking at the streams of fluids on her huge breasts. "Sorry. I should have given you more warning," he sighed, "But I've never seen you look more beautiful."
Stephanie laughed, "I'll bet. I look like one of those porn stars." She looked at her sticky hands as she carefully got up to get towels from the kitchen. She sighed knowing that she'd have to take the dress to the cleaners without Tyler finding out. She thought about the young couple who owned the dry cleaners remembering the looks they gave her in the past.
Richard had pulled his pants back on and patted the couch seat next to him, "You need a break. That was mean of me to smear cum all over your beautiful face and in your mouth," he said.
"I know what you were thinking," she said softly, "I liked it. I wanted you to cum in my mouth, though I still have some in my lungs. I'm going to change into a different dress. You sure did a job on this one," she giggled.
Richard picked up the magazine Stephanie had been reading feeling a surge of happiness that she'd enacted one of his more powerful fantasies. He thought of others he'd had about her as he idly stroked his cock through his pants.
"You sure cum a lot. We've had sex, what, eight times in the last 24 hours, and you filled my stomach with a huge load. I washed up the best I could and managed to get most out of my lungs." Stephanie was standing in the doorway in a simple white dress. "You'll appreciate my husky voice now," she smiled. The thin material clung to her braless breasts and as she turned he admired her side boobs and bare back. "I put this on after the reception," she said looking down at it, "It doesn't fit anymore," she ran her hands over the tight material covering her chest. "But I was exhausted after the reception and just wanted to relax and this was my favorite relaxation dress."
Richard patted the seat next to him. "Sorry about all the cum. That's a problem I've always had. I'm a very messy lover, I guess. I feel bad. I shouldn't have cum in your mouth and then rubbed it all over your face," he said softly. "I would have been there for you after the reception. Here, let me..." he said as he gently rubbed her shoulders, "we'll get all the tightness out of you," he said softly. "Ok, maybe not all the tightness," he chuckled.
Stephanie giggled and then relaxed as she felt tiny knots being worked out. He wasn't groping her, he was doing a great job patiently finding the tight areas and rubbing them until they disappeared. He did her shoulders and back then worked his way up her neck and to her jaw muscles. She let out a sigh as opening her mouth to accommodate his cock had tightened up her jaw muscles. Within minutes she was relaxed not even noticing that he'd slid the straps off her shoulders. The man was skilled with strong large hands and she felt all the tension melt away in her shoulders, neck, and back.
Richard could tell by her breathing she'd let her guard down so he softly pushed the top down exposing her breasts. Her eyes were closed and she was breathing shallowly as he started on her upper pectorals.
"Aaaahhh, yessss," she sighed as she felt his fingers knead her upper chest. He was good and she felt like purring as knots she never knew she had disappeared. Her eyes were closed when she felt his strong fingers press into her breasts. She melted back against his chest as he felt beneath her mammaries to the pectorals, working on those tight areas. She let out a soft gasp as his fingers arrived at her hard nipples. The soft circling of his rough fingers sent jolts down to her sopping pussy. She finally realized he'd pulled her top down and was stimulating her bare breasts without her realizing it. 'He's good,' she thought.
Richard's cock was again filling with blood as he heard her breathing change and saw her thighs rubbing together. He then started pinching and pulling on her nipples causing her to gasp louder and her pelvis to jerk. He decided to get her naked and she lifted her hips as he pushed her dress further down. No panties. He wondered if she'd had anything on under her dress at the reception. He couldn't feel even a thong so he suspected not. He slid a hand down and his finger wetly slid right inside her. She was softly moaning and opening her legs.
Stephanie turned over and kissed the man. "Damn! You're good. Is this how you seduce all your conquests?"
Richard shook his head as he pressed a second finger into the girl, "One of the ways," he sighed, "depends on what the girl wants."
"Had you done this at the wedding I would have let you do what you wanted," Stephanie panted. She pulled herself up and undid his pants smiling at him seeing how hard he was...again. She pulled out his cock and then lowered herself onto his seemingly perpetually rigid shaft. "Ooooohhhh, yessss," she sighed as she felt her vagina once again pleasantly stretched fully. "I have gotten so used to getting fucked every couple of hours, I'm going to miss this," she sighed.
Richard stroked those perfect breasts as he also moaned, "I know exactly how you feel. I've never fucked anyone as much as we've fucked in the last week. But, you don't have to miss this. Perhaps we'll have to try again next month and the month after." He was roughly mauling her breasts which he learned she'd loved. "It doesn't always work the first few times. We can always hope," he said.
Stephanie ground her pussy against the base of his shaft as she kissed him. She could feel the familiar stirrings as their tongues battled each other. Her nipples were on fire and her clit was being ground between them as she considered another week or more of non-stop fucking. She then thought about his comment, 'you don't have to miss this,' and fantasized about meeting up with him on the sly. "Oh fuck!" she spat as everything that had been building up exploded.
Richard held the woman close as she clung to him, gasping her pleasure as the orgasmic waves flowed through her. He was feeling sad knowing this was coming to an end and could feel her passion also. When she'd finally gone limp in his arms, her mouth still locked to his he stood and laid her on the couch.
Stephanie moaned in frustration feeling love for this man while feeling guilty about that. Tyler was the love of her life so why could she feel so much love for his father too? She could feel his balls tighten and she'd been battling with a decision she'd made when she'd first come down to the living room. She knew this would be wrong since she'd be cheating on Tyler. The entire week was to get pregnant not give or get pleasure from it, but that ship had sailed. Also, she was about to give Richard something she'd always denied Tyler.
Richard felt himself getting close and was surprised when his daughter-in-law broke the kiss and pushed him off. "What...?" he started to ask but smiled when Stephanie reached under the couch and handed him a tube of gel. "Really? I thought..."
"This is only if you want to. I've seen how you look at me every time I turn around," she sighed. She knelt on the cushion, her chest on the back and her ass sticking out. Then for the first time in her life, she felt a fingerful of cool gel being shoved into her rectum. She gritted her teeth having been told by her girlfriends the first time is the worst. She'd fight it and it would sting when he finally pops in. But after she relaxes she'll never feel anything better as long as she plays with her pussy.
Richard finished lubing her tight puckered hole and then coated his cock. He felt a rush knowing he'd be taking her anal virginity but also fulfilling the initial desire he'd had when he first saw her. He looked at her tiny hole and the size of the head of his cock and leaned into the woman.
"Remember to relax. This will initially hurt but after you get used to it you should get a lot of pleasure from it. It will be different that when you get your nice tight pussy fucked," he said softly in her ear.
Stephanie felt the spongy head press against her anus and had a sudden moment of panic. She tried to think of other things and closed her eyes as Richard put more of his weight behind his cock. She tried to relax but the more she thought about it the tougher that was. Then Richard's fingers reached around to play with her clit. Within seconds she started to forget about the pressure against her butt.
Richard let out a low moan as her sphincter relaxed and he plunged into her rectum. Holy fuck! she was tight.
Stephanie let out a scream as the huge shaft penetrated her bowels but those fingers were now pinching and pulling on her clit which made her head spin and the pain blend with the pleasure. She was soon deeply grunting with each thrust of the man and felt everything rapidly building up.
Richard was bent over her back, his pelvis pistoning against her ass, his hands grabbing a tit while rubbing her clit roughly. He wished he hadn't been so close earlier as the aching in his balls was rapidly increasing. He tried to hold off but Stephanie's grunts were getting louder and then she screamed out she was cumming.
The girl felt the agonizing pang inside her explode sending jolts up through her entire torso barely aware that Richard was grunting something as he came inside her ass. They ground hard against each other for a good half minute before they went limp and collapsed onto the couch their bodies wrapped together.
Stephanie woke up at first trying to make out where she was. Then she remembered letting him fuck her ass, the incredible orgasm then blackness. She looked at her watch and saw it was three hours later. Richard's cock was still buried deep in her ass, his huge hand cupping her breast as he snored softly. Her body was pressed against the back of the couch and her bladder was full. She softly pushed his hips back feeling his long soft cock slide out of her ass, Then she lifted his arm and slowly extricated herself.
She looked down at the man, naked and vulnerable, and felt a wave of sadness knowing in a few hours it would all be over. She'd violated the trust she had with Tyler in that she'd had passionate sex with another man. She'd sucked him off and swallowed, she'd let him fuck her ass. None of those things were part of the original agreement. She felt guilt and pain both, part of it was a strong feeling inside her womb. She could feel that she'd been impregnated. She didn't know how she knew but she knew 100% the stick would have two bars. There would be no second or third week.
She went over, grabbed a throw blanket, and covered the man up. She leaned down and kissed his cheek, a teardrop landing next to where her lips were.
* * *
Tyler pulled into the driveway feeling relief to be home. He opened the garage door expecting his dad's BMW to be there but there was just a void. He pulled into the spot pausing before going into the house, his stomach hurting knowing his beautiful wife had been fucked repeatedly over the last week. He had no idea how frequently or how much she enjoyed it but she'd been fucked just the same. He'd told himself over and over for the last week that she'd just laid back, told the man to cum inside her, then did that knees on her chest thing to help the sperm find its way to her ovaries.



He got out of the car wondering how to act natural with his head spinning with the last week's images and agonies. He'd gotten very little sleep except for the one night after he and Stephanie made love. He felt his cock throb remembering how lusty she was. Did dad bring that out, or was it she missed him?
He opened the door and was thrown back as Stephanie jumped on him. She was stark naked, her legs wrapped around his waist with her lips crushed on his. It was 11 PM before they finally got dinner.
* * *
Three weeks later Tyler was in the kitchen finishing the breakfast dishes when he heard a scream. He dropped everything and ran upstairs to find Stephanie standing by the sink, a huge grin on her face holding up the stick.
* * *
34 weeks later, Tyler opened the door with a grin, letting his father in. He hugged his father for the first time in years. Stephanie was on the couch nursing the cutest baby girl in the world.
Richard sat down seeing both the beautiful baby and the even larger breast he'd thought about for the last nine months. The little girl had soft wisps of almost white-blonde hair, tiny pink lips sucking on the pink nipple, and miniature hands clutching her mother's teat.
"Damn! She's so beautiful," the man sighed. He'd visited his other kids along with making sure he was regular with the child support but never really felt an attachment. This little thing evoked something he'd never felt before, at least not since the week with her mother.
"Would you like to hold her? We named her Rachel," Stephanie smiled at the man as the little girl softly burped and then tucked her head between those breasts. "Rachel Anne Martin."
Tyler didn't question that Stephanie made no move to cover up her bare chest, after all his dad had seen them and more...a lot more. Both he and his dad were happy to admire them, especially full of milk.
Richard picked up the almost weightless child and looked at her. She had his eyes, bright blue, his hair, and his narrow roman nose. The only feature different was the cutest little cleft chin.
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Marcy and Davis's soft grunts echoed in the motel room. Normally both were quite vocal, telling each other what they liked or wanted, and as they neared and reached climax neither held back their primal grunts. Tonight they held each other for the third time knowing it would be another four days until they'd be able to fuck again. They never 'made love,' 'had sex,' or 'got intimate.' They fucked. Their entire married life, albeit just three years, they never missed a day, never a chance to fuck, even when visiting their families.
When they bought their first house, their goal was to fuck in every room, but three days later they revised it. They decided they'd fuck on every surface, against every wall. The following weekend, they were lying on top of the washer and drier looking at the ceiling. "That's all that's left," Davis sighed, "The ceilings."
Both were incredibly strong and very fit. Marcy was a former college gymnast, blonde, medium height with tennis-ball-sized breasts. Her best assets were her long legs and her tight pussy...or perhaps what was better was her willingness to do anything Davis wanted to her. She learned early on that saying yes to whatever he wanted led to more and stronger orgasms. To put it another way, the more she wanted to please the more she got pleasure.
Davis was also a former college athlete having played all four years as a point guard. He was fairly tall, 6' 3", and just under 200 lbs. His best asset was his endurance. He could play the entire 40 minutes when needed barely breaking a sweat. This carried over into the bedroom where he and Marcy would fuck for hours before she begged him to cum already.
Davis was on top between Marcy's long muscular legs. He felt powerful as he drove his hard-as-steel shaft into her sopping hole. He was glad the bed frame was solid and the headboard wasn't slamming against the wall but he still had to be quiet. When they'd checked into the cheap motel they could easily make out the conversations on either side of them so at first, they were worried they'd have to pass on fucking. Then as they kissed goodnight, they felt their naked bodies pressed together...his cock pressed into her ready hole.
Marcy had thought about stopping him but as the bed never made a noise she stifled a moan urging him to fuck her harder. His eyes were on her flopping tits, his back arched. She stroked his nearly hairless chest and pecs while admiring his ripped abs. She could hear him choking back his grunts as she played with his erect nipples.
The only sounds in the room were their soft grunts, the rustling of the bedcovers and his huge balls wetly slapping on her ass. It was 4 AM and they hoped no one would be awakened by their moans as first, she came then Davis who pulled out jetting his cum onto her stomach and chest. She hated the pill and he hated condoms so they tried to avoid getting pregnant by practicing the rhythm method and by pulling out.
Marcy stroked her husband's sweaty back as their breathing returned to normal. "I love you so much," she whispered, "It's going to be so tough seeing your body for the next four days without getting your cock in me."
Davis nodded, "Fuck! They said the 425 miles with 9 mountain passes, and over 29,000 feet elevation gain in 4 days was going to be grueling but no sex? That is the only thing I'm dreading."
Davis and Marcy had been training for the Everest Endurance Event 400 for the past year. The route had been mapped out to be exactly the height of Mt. Everest, 29,032 feet. It was an exclusive ride and when they both got in they were overjoyed. Every top cyclist in the US wanted that EEE400 patch but they accepted just 100 riders each year. They checked into the small motel outside the town where the ride would start in the flimsiest place they'd ever stayed. At least the bed was well made as the shower head sprayed everywhere but down and the coffeemaker didn't have power. Not bad considering everywhere in a 30-mile radius had been booked months in advance, so they sucked it up.
They were at the start a half-hour early and filled their water bottles, grabbed snack bars, and had good cups of coffee. The first day was just 90 miles but they'd be starting at 3,200 feet and finishing at a high school at 9,200 feet that evening. Between the start and the gymnasium in which they'd be crashing were two passes and some of the more spectacular scenery in the world.
They set off with the pack, all their gear packed in the SAG wagons, or support vehicles. There had been little need to have all three water bottles filled, nor to carry the energy bars but they felt more comfortable having them along.
Marcy and Davis were initially worried they'd be struggling at elevation coming from near sea level, but they were not alone. Marcy spent most of the day following a tall man with the best ass she'd seen for a while as a distraction from the seemingly never-ending climbs.
Davis grinned at his wife when she was caught staring. He loved seeing his wife get aroused checking out other guys along with other guys checking her out. She went without a bra this day and her nipples jutted out through the lycra top in the cool air.
By the time they arrived at the school, their skin was dusty with salt crystals and their muscles were sore. They had trained hard but the uphills were brutal as they went for 20 or more miles with steep switchbacks. The downhills were exhilarating as they reached speeds in the 30s. There were brief moments of camaraderie atop the passes as everyone stopped to put on wind shells, then after that conversation was impossible.
They headed through the gymnasium that had been set up with tiny rooms divided by drapes, Marcy going into the women's locker room, Davis into the men's. They both initially just stood under the streaming water before soaping up. By the time Marcy came out in her fresh shirt and shorts, Davis was sitting and waiting outside the locker rooms.
"Our master bedroom is halfway down aisle C," he indicated the row just past the bleacher bench on which he was perched.
Marcy giggled when she saw their sleeping arrangements. At least the drapes had been attached to the frames but they could hear everything from the other riders. The gym echoed with various voices exclaiming over the views, the hot sun, the climbs, their muscles, etc.. Marcy looked at the cot then back at Davis, "This...this is fucking tiny," she whispered.
The cot was larger than most camping cots designed for singles, but this was barely 6" wider. They have to sleep on their backs or on their same sides.
Davis looked at his wife who'd foregone underwear and saw her nipples were rock hard, "I know what you're thinking but remember the lecture we got? Anyone caught in any amorous activities will be kicked out of the event," he intoned. He held her and stroked her back, "When we get back to that palace of a motel we'll make up for these lost nights," he promised.
After dining and taking advantage of the team of masseuses, they crawled into the covers, holding each other tight. They'd assumed it would be impossible to fall asleep with nothing to block all the sounds and the tight quarters but in minutes both were in dreamland.
Marcy's dreams were about climbing. The road just kept going and going with one tight switchback after another. She woke up a little after midnight with her bladder full. Perhaps that last glass of water was a mistake after feeling so dehydrated. She rolled off the cot and peeked outside the draped room. No one was stirring so she decided to pad to the locker room in just her long tee. It felt strange to walk past the partitions hearing the soft snores and breathing of strangers with cool air on her pussy but after that ride, everyone was passed out from exhaustion.
She finished, washed her hands, and headed back. In the dark, she could make out the large C and then started down the row. Halfway down she saw their last name and stepped through the draped opening, turned and refastened the snap then crawled back pressing herself against Davis's back. Instinctively she reached over to stroke his cock. She felt frustrated as he was soon hard, if fact he seemed harder and fatter than she remembered.
She should have let go but as she pressed against that muscular ass, he humped into her fisted hand. Without a word both turned so he was now pressed against her back, his cock wedged between her thigh gap. She reached between her legs, guiding him inside. 'Fuck!' she thought. 'Has to be the ride or the mountain air but he feels so much larger.' She struggled not to loudly gasp as his cock pressed against her cervix. The rhythmic rustling of the covers would be a giveaway so they were pulled off and the couple lay on the cot slowly fucking.
Marcy stifled a moan as one hand found her right breast and the other slid onto her incredibly sensitive clit. She tried to focus on keeping her breathing regular in case others around were awake, but as a series of orgasms hit her she had to bite her knuckles. She'd never come that quickly before. 'God! His cock feels so fucking good,' she thought as she felt another orgasm building, 'we're moving to the mountains,' she thought. She hoped she was able to regulate her breathing and was impressed Davis wasn't having any issues. He was just softly panting against the back of her neck as he fucked her pussy. 'How is he doing that?' she wondered. 'He's always so vocal.'
As she felt another orgasm building she thought about her husband's stamina and this was not the place so she reached behind her to play with his nipples. He loved having his nipples stimulated and she wanted them to cum simultaneously. "Babe, you're going to have to cum inside me, I can't be running to the locker room to...you know," she whispered softly. She tried to calculate her cycle but all the feelings and sensations made that impossible.
"Hmm, hmmm," he said as he felt those small fingers find his nipple. 'God, my nipples are sensitive this morning,' he thought. He loved fucking without a rubber and loved cumming inside a nice tight pussy even more.
Marcy ran her finger through the matted chest hair as the intense aching built up and played with the rock-hard nipple. She was just starting to cum when she realized that wasn't Davis's chest...not Davis's cock inside her. She was being fucked by another man's cock! She grabbed a pillow burying her face in it as she had the most explosive orgasm of her life.
Matt Brewer squeezed the nice breast and gritted his teeth as he exploded into the tight pussy. He didn't remember ever having such a strong orgasm as he felt spasm after spasm jet his pent-up sperm into the strange woman's pussy. He'd had orgasms that lasted perhaps 20 seconds but maybe it was the mountain air, this one went on for twice that. As he went limp he wondered who the girl was. Was it the blonde babe who rode behind him up the first mountain? Couldn't be, she was married to that guy and he was a great judge of people, she wasn't the cheating type. Maybe the girl who was working the SAG wagon, she flirted with him this afternoon. He inhaled taking in the woman's scent. She smelled great, her hair had an intoxicating lavender aroma. He wanted to hold her all the rest of the night, his cock buried inside her but she quickly pulled away. He hoped she'd turn around so he could see who it was in the dim light but she was soon off the cot. All he could tell was a perfect tight body with medium tits and light hair...oh, and a wonderfully tight pussy.
Marcy felt mortified as she felt the longest fattest cock she'd had inside her slide out. She quickly rolled off the cot and without turning, went out the opening. She was cupping her pussy feeling the man's cum pouring out and realized she was one away from their sleeping area. She'd read the last name Brewer and theirs was Brewster. She felt like throwing up as she crept into their little sleeping room, pulled off her tee shirt, and cleaned her pussy as well as she could. What should she tell Davis, how could she tell him?
Davis felt his wife crawl onto the cot and softly moaned feeling her naked body. He didn't ask why she'd gotten naked...no man ever does. He pulled her close and kissed her feeling his cock throb achingly. She didn't protest or stop him as he rolled on top of her, sliding his cock into her surprisingly wet pussy. 'Marcy must have been playing with herself,' he thought, 'she knows she's only allowed to do that if I can watch. She's getting a spanking when we get back,' he thought to himself.
Marcy sighed and gripped her husband's ass as he slowly and quietly pistoned into her. 'Stop it!' she told herself, 'quit comparing.' He felt great, he always did but he wasn't hitting her in the same places that the other guy was. She was battling whether to find out who the Brewer guy was, or make every possible effort to avoid him. Then she replayed the feelings inside her as she stroked Davis's chest. She tried to just savor Davis's cock filling her up, but every time he bottomed out she remembered feeling the fat head press against her cervix. Then as he slid in, was she as stretched? Davis's cock felt great and was hitting her clit perfectly as usual but the stranger's was hitting her clit from behind. That never happened as far as she could remember. What would it do to her from this position? she wondered.
Davis was getting close thinking he would have to pull out, plus Marcy hadn't cum yet. He was gritting his teeth when Marcy whispered to him.
"Just cum inside me. We can't get cum on the covers," she said breathlessly.
Davis nodded as he clamped his mouth shut and spurted his hot sperm inside his wife's pussy. When he was done he quietly lowered himself onto her naked body and was soon fast asleep.
Marcy woke up and extricated herself from under Davis's body. She picked up her tee from the floor and groaned. It was slimed with cum and she felt more seeping out of her pussy. She cleaned herself as much as she could before pulling on her only other clothes. She quietly crept out and headed to the shower hoping no one would see her holding a cum-slimed shirt.
The next night after another painful day, they'd showered, eaten, and had massages when someone mentioned there was a hot tub behind the VFW building. Marcy looked at Davis and shrugged. It did sound good but no one brought swimsuits. When they got there, there was room for perhaps four more, and all the others were naked.
"When in Rome..." Marcy smiled as she pulled off her shirt and stepped out of her shorts. She slid into the water feeling a dozen eyes on her. She looked around, none of the men had hairy chests. Davis had hesitated but he too stripped naked and slid into the welcoming warm water. This Brewer guy wasn't here, she thought. No one with a really hairy chest. Someone suggested beers, and someone else warned against them.
"At this altitude, one beer will knock you on your ass," he said, "I'll have two," he grinned. He introduced himself as Teddy, and his wife, Trixie. He stood and shook hands not caring if the others checked out his junk.
"Susan and Josh Michaels," the other man said staying where he was. Marcy suspected it was because of Susan's hand on his lap that kept him seated.
"Bill Wallace and my wife Mary," the couple said opposite Marcy and Davis. They modestly crouched in the water to shake hands.
Marcy was checking the other couples out while Davis did their introductions. Susan had the darkest brown eyes she'd ever seen with long brown hair. She was perhaps 25% Korean...or Chinese. Very beautiful with large breasts, and huge brown nipples. Josh was fit...hell, who wasn't on this ride? she thought. She wondered how big Josh's cock must be seeing how much Susan's arm was moving as she stroked him.
Trixie was a tiny redhead with perky breasts, a cute tiny mouth, and a nice patch of firey pubic hair. Her husband could have outweighed her by 100 lbs. with pecs as large as his wife's boobs.
Bill and Mary kept themselves covered. Mary had closely cropped blonde hair but Marcy could see little more than that. Bill was possessively holding her and both seemed uncomfortable in such a hedonistic environment.
The men took turns making beer and wine runs around the building making sure they wrapped towels around their waists. Davis had headed over to the bar when a mid-twenties man came over, pulled off his clothes, and climbed in right next to Marcy. His naked ass brushed against Marcy's sending a jolt through her groin.
He did a double take as he glanced over at the naked woman. "Sorry," he said. "My muscles are sore, that was a real workout today." He reluctantly slid his ass over away from the girl's. He wondered if this were the girl, she had the right tits, but where was her husband?
'Oh fuck," Marcy thought. 'Hairy chest, huge cock...please, please, please don't let it be Brewer.'
Davis came back with the beers and stopped, "Sorry. I could have gotten you one. I'll go back, what are you drinking?"
"Anything craft, IPA preferably," the man smiled as he immodestly stood and grabbed his wallet but Davis waved him off.
The four women all were staring at the man's sausage dangling between his legs, licking their lips.
After Davis came back, they made toasts before discussing the day's ride, the toughest parts, the best parts, and what's on the agenda for tomorrow.
Then the cute redhead chuckled, "This is a first for me. I've been sitting here naked for 45 minutes with a group of strangers. She looked at her husband, Teddy and I like to swing. Anyone else?"
Susan giggled and looked at her husband, "Um, only as a fantasy. It seems that Josh...never mind," she said as her husband did something underwater. She looked at the new man who'd joined them, "Hey, we never got your name. Susan, Josh," she pointed to her left, "Mary and Bill. "Over here is Trixie and Teddy and that's Davis and Marcy on your left."
The man stood, put out his hand with all the women getting a good look at the large snake between his legs, "Matt. Matt Brewer. From Spokane," he smiled.
Davis smiled and nodded, "I thought you looked familiar, though you're a lot stronger than we are." He smiled seeing where his wife was looking. "Marcy, want him to turn around? She admired your ass during the ride, didn't you honey?" he chuckled.
Marcy felt like sliding under the hot water. It was him. She was sitting between two men she'd fucked the night before. She wanted to hide under the water and was happy everyone looked flushed from the heat and steam.
Davis went on, "She liked riding behind you and said something about incredible scenery but I saw where she was looking," he chuckled as he nudged his wife.
Marcy blushed harder then climbed out, "Sorry. I'd better find a bathroom," she said as she grabbed a towel.
Matt was looking at the woman's breasts and tiny landing strip and nodded, "Shit, I should go too. I'll escort you," he said as he too climbed out, "I hydrated a lot before I came down here."
The redhead named Trixie chuckled, "I'd watch out, Davis, "the man is packing."
They all laughed as did Davis. Marcy would never cheat, plus how could she and Matt do anything in the short time they find a restroom? "I trust her but if she comes back walking bow-legged we're having a talk," he grinned.
This kicked off a string of innuendos and suggestions from the men followed by the women.
Marcy stopped at the Ladies' room door, "I didn't need a chaperone," she blushed.
Matt chuckled, "No, I just want to say thanks." he looked at the girl, "last night? It was a pleasant...very pleasant surprise." he smiled.
Marcy was blushing furiously, "Shit! I got up to go to the bathroom and thought the name said Brewster. I didn't know it wasn't Davis until..." she reached over and stroked his thick chest hair. "Please don't tell Davis. It would kill him," she pleaded.



Matt laughed, "Not a word. In fact, I thought I'd dreamed the entire thing when I woke up but then I saw you. I never forget a great body," he smiled.
Marcy blushed and groaned, "That was stupid. I feel like a cheap slut. What must you think of me?" She looked at the man, "I've never even kissed anyone but Davis since we met. And...shit! You fucked me bareback, came inside me. I'm not on the pill," she sighed. "And then, we could have been caught and kicked out," she said softly. She then thought about what he said and slapped him gently, "pleasant? That was it, pleasant?"
"Bad choice of words," he said. "Best fuck of my life, or sorry. Best sex...love-making?" he suggested. "At least you can still tell people that, that you've never kissed anyone except Davis since you met," he chuckled.
Marcy smiled, "No, fuck is the right word. We definitely fucked. Look, it was nice, very nice but I've never cheated on my husband before and I'll never stray again, so any ideas you might have..." She looked at the tent forming under the man's towel, "better go do something with that. I didn't climb out of the tub just because I was embarrassed. I do have to pee."
Davis looked up when Marcy came back, "Wow! I thought Trixie might be right. You were gone a long time," he said looking around, "where's Matt? You just fuck him and leave him?" he chuckled, "you're never that quick."
Trixie shook her head, "She's not walking bow-legged. I know I would be."
Susan chimed in, "it'd be worth it." She looked at her husband, "you wouldn't mind, would you? Marcy looks really happy."
The others laughed at this and Marcy chuckled, "Nonsense. If I fucked him we'd be still going at it and then later you'd hear the sirens with the EMTs coming to resuscitate him. So I just sucked him off and left him collapsed on the bathroom floor," she chuckled as she made a motion of wiping her face with the back of her arm.
"You wish," Davis said with a grin. You'd dislocate your jaw, I noticed." He looked around the others, "Man! are you guys as horny as we are? These sleeping arrangements are cramping our style!"
The talk turned to the other couples' normal frequency and levels of frustration.
"We have sex...what? five times a week?" Trixie looked at her husband. "Going four to five days without is going to be tough."
Her husband, Teddy nodded. "we thought about stopping when we saw an old road into the aspens but another couple had the same idea."
Mary and Bill nodded, "We tried to get it out of our systems at the Best Western," Mary blushed. "Bill said his bike seat was a lot less comfortable the first day. Mine felt better," she chuckled.
Susan looked conspiratorily around and whispered, "Josh and I were right next door a couple screwing around one am last night. They were trying to be quiet but..." she felt her husband's cock, "yep, he's hard again. We had to press pillows over our ears," she chuckled.
The other women were confirming their husbands were also hard when Matt came back.
"I think I'm interrupting something," he sighed. Trixie patted the seat next to her, "Come on, Teddy doesn't mind, do you honey?" She was soon grinning at the other women as both her arms we occupied.
By the end of the night everyone was worked up, none wanted to be the first to do anything more than touch. Matt was feeling more frustrated as he helped Marcy take Davis back to their...what the hell is this called? A bedroom? he wondered. Davis should not have had the third beer at over 10,000 feet and was almost passed out.
Marcy kissed the man on the cheek and sighed, "Thanks. He'll be hurting tomorrow. Just 105 miles but three more passes."
Matt chuckled. "Been there, done that. Last year I barely was able to get on my bike the next morning but by noon I was fine," he smiled. "See you tomorrow," he patted the beautiful girl's shoulder recalling how great she looked naked in the hot tub. It was going to be tough getting to sleep without jerking off but even that rhythmic rustling would be obvious to those around him.
Three hours later, Marcy gave up trying to sleep. Davis was constantly switching positions, kept pushing her off the cot, and gave her little or no room. She thought about the bench against the wall, the padded seats in the lobby, and Matt's cot. 'Nope...nope...nope,' she told herself as she quietly opened the drape to go to the restroom.
She was coming back down the aisle and stopped to listen at the partition labeled "Brewer." She could hear his steady breathing even though some of the riders had turned on their white noise apps. She parted the cloth and looked in. He was dead asleep, his bare chest rising and falling. 'Shit, shit, shit, shit,' she thought as she pondered where to go. Maybe Matt would be nice and let her sleep with him...really sleep.
Matt sat up feeling the soft hand on his shoulder. He had to shake the dream state out of his head before realizing Marcy was kneeling by the bed.
"Sorry, I'm really sorry to wake you. I was about to give up," she whispered.
Matt sat up, "What's wrong? Are you ok?" he asked.
Marcy felt like crying, "Um, Davis is drunk and pushed me off the cot in his sleep. I have nowhere to go," she said softly.
Matt slid over and held up the covers, "I figured. Come on, you'll be a mess tomorrow if you don't get sleep."
Marcy snuggled against the man aware of his fat penis pressed between her ass cleft but he made no moves on her except for draping an arm over her waist and soon both were fast asleep.
Matt woke around 4 AM with the most painful erection he'd ever felt, but not only that he'd come out of his boxers and was wedged into the girl's crotch. He initially felt embarrassed but then realized what had awakened him. Her fingers were pushing the shaft against her clit as she rocked her hips.
Marcy had awakened from the most erotic dream she'd ever had. She was naked in a hot tub with dozens of naked men. Davis was sitting to the side drinking and telling the men to do what they wanted. She should have run but found she had no will as she lay back, legs spread wide. Then she gripped one of the men's cocks and it felt huge in her hand, soft and smooth and hard as steel. Then she opened her eyes feeling Matt's cock and she wanted to pull off her panties but his breathing hadn't changed.
Matt's arm was already over the woman's waist so he slid his hand under her shirt to grab her breast. He found a fully erect nipple and pinched and pulled. She gasped and ground his cock harder against her pussy then pulled her panties to the side. She had to wrap her arm over her mouth as the huge mass slid deep inside her.
Matt tried to be quiet as for the second time in two nights fucked the married woman's pussy. He hated men who took advantage of married women thinking they were worthless scum but having a tight pussy gripping your cock makes moral values inconsequential, he thought.
Marcy was softly panting as she rocked her ass back against the man but wanted more contact with her clit. She gently pulled off him, then turned to face him. She opened her leg and guided him back in. "Aaaaahhh, yesss," she whispered as his fat shaft was grinding exquisitely against her aroused nub. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," she softly breathed into his ear as he picked up the pace.
Matt pressed his lips to hers and soon their bodies melded, sharing fluids eagerly. The girl writhed eagerly against him and he felt his balls ache and tighten as she quivered in orgasm. He moaned softly into her mouth as he released the first spurt of cum into her womb.
Anyone awake would have heard the soft moans from a couple fucking but at 4:30 everyone was in a deep sleep.
Marcy and Matt held each other, mouths and crotches locked together as they both fell asleep again.
Marcy woke with a start. She heard people walking around and talking. Her window to get out without being seen had passed. Was Davis up? Did he discover she was gone? She shook Matt awake as he was again fully erect and spearing her wet pussy making it almost impossible for her to get up.
Matt groaned as he slid out partway and then in again. "Fuck! You feel so good," he whispered.
Marcy sighed, "Cum quickly. Least I can do for saving a damsel in distress,"
Matt smiled happily as he rolled on top of her and quietly pistoned into her incredible pussy. The girl was stroking his nipples and opening her legs wide allowing deep penetration. He didn't take long and within a couple of minutes, he arched his back and spasmed inside her. He was barely aware a couple giggled, commenting on what they just heard.
Marcy had felt herself getting close but understood. She patted his chest sadly. She could have stayed with him a while longer but she had to get back to her husband.
They extricated themselves, Marcy giving the man a rueful look as she glanced at his cock. She leaned down and sucked on the head before standing and looking for her tee shirt and panties. She did not remember pulling those off but she must have.
Matt pulled on his clothes and peered through the partition. He picked up a towel and handed it to her. "Go! All clear. Wrap this around your waist, and get to the restroom. Hopefully, Davis is still asleep," he whispered.
Marcy kissed the man before dashing out. She was able to find a free shower stall and spent more time than usual cleaning her privates.
She got back to their sleeping area and Davis was sprawled out snoring. She got dressed and then shook him awake. He was not doing well but got up.
Matt was coming back from his shower as Marcy and Davis were heading to the restroom. "Man! You look like shit," he smiled studying Davis. He looked at Marcy. "I'm heading the breakfast, you guys join me after you clean up?"
"Sure, though Davis might just have coffee," she sighed. "Save us a seat."
* * *
Matt rode with Davis and Marcy that day saying he liked their company. Davis thought it was because he was dragging. He swore he'd not have a drop of alcohol that evening. Marcy assumed it was for other reasons, but was happy that he provided moral support for her husband.
By noon after they ate, Davis was stronger and by the time they hit the small mining town and checked in at the fairgrounds, he was his old self. There were three large tents with the partitions all set up. They found theirs and joked that Matt was stalking them as his was right next to theirs. Marcy wanted to jokingly suggest they just remove the cloth draped between the two rooms but bit her tongue.
They had their dinner, Matt staying with them. It made sense as he was alone, whereas many of the riders were coupled up. Afterward, they went to a local bar. All three immediately went to a pool table.
"Be better with another player," Davis said.
"We can play cutthroat," Marcy said, "I'll kick your ass whatever game we play."
Davis shook his head, "Babe, he might be the 2nd coming of Minnesota Fats. Let's keep the cockiness down until you beat him."
They played pool, Davis nursing the only beer he was allowing himself. He was aware Marcy and Matt spent a lot of time talking to each other but he didn't mind. The man was alone for four days of riding and being able to spend time with a beautiful woman would help with the loneliness. Davis was good at pool and was showing Marcy tips on how to line up banks, combinations, and how to position the cue optimally for the next shot. The amount of touching was reasonable for giving pool tips.
When they got back to the fairgrounds, they hesitated as if they should invite Matt in but rather said goodnight.
Marcy was lying next to her husband hoping he'd want to do something but as the noises quieted down in the tent he yawned and said he needed sleep. Marcy was stroking his cock but even though Davis had passed out the entire previous night he felt as if he'd not slept at all.
"Look, babe. Sorry, but the last ride tomorrow is going to be a killer. I need to sleep." He rolled away pulling her hand off his cock. Marcy was lying on her back when she heard Davis say something. "Sorry, what?" she asked as she leaned over his body.
"Why don't you go take care of Matt? The guy has to be ready to explode," he whispered.
"What?! No way," she hissed. "Get your mind out of the gutter. I'm not going to..." she whispered.
Davis sighed and turned to look at her, "You want to. I saw you two at the bar. I'm not jealous. He wants to fuck you, you didn't notice but every time you took a shot he was checking out your ass. He's a nice guy and you'd be doing him a favor," he said as he patted his wife's cheek. "And on the rides, you memorized every detail of his ass...I know, I saw you."
Marcy shook her head and smiled, "I get it. You want this tiny cot to yourself. What if Matt wants the cot for himself also?"
Davis smiled, "Ok, perhaps I have an ulterior motive, but I am exhausted so you'd be doing me and Matt a favor." He kissed her and sighed, "but only if you want to. I noticed how your eyes widened seeing his cock at the hot tub."
Marcy flopped back. She looked at the drape between Matt's and their areas feeling her pussy throb. 'Shit, shit, shit,' she thought again. Matt's going to think she was the biggest slut in the world if she goes over there.
Marcy rolled off the cot, leaned down, and kissed her husband, "last chance...speak now or forever hold your piece," she whispered.
Davis kissed her back then pulled up her tee then slid off her panties. "Does that answer your question?"
Matt looked up seeing movement near the head of the cot. Marcy poked her head through and frowned.
"Sorry, Matt but Davis suggested you might be feeling frustrated." She saw him smile and sit up, so she undid the clips holding the drape material to the post and stepped in. She stepped in stopping to let him admire her naked form in the soft ambient light.
Davis felt his cock suddenly throb knowing what he'd told Marcy to do. She'd never even looked at another man since the day they'd met. For her to do this was something new, something incredibly arousing. He was exhausted but seeing her bare ass disappear as she closed the curtain made his cock throb angrily. He lay on the cot thinking he should sleep but his awareness of what was causing the rustling next door made it tough. As he listened, he stroked his cock trying to think of anything else but the soft sounds
Matt was surprised to see Marcy come into his bed for the third night. He'd looked on the positive side that she'd be with her husband in that he'd get a full night's sleep, but that was small consolation for bemoaning the fact he wanted her. He'd been recalling her silky smooth skin, her pleasured gasps, her flexible writhing body when he sat up and admired that same body.
Marcy was happy that the man was fully erect. He had to have been stroking himself and was ready for her. She wasn't as bothered about making too much noise as it seemed half the people had opened their white noise apps and the tent was loud with the sounds of hissing, fans, and wind blowing. Before climbing onto the cot she knelt and kissed his cock. She looked up at him, "you tasted really good this morning. I thought if we had the chance again I'd not pass this up."
Matt sighed and lay back as that beautiful warm mouth sucked on his cock. He stroked her hair as she took more of him into her mouth, her tongue flicking up the underside.
Marcy loved sucking cock, loved the heavy feel of a pair of balls, and felt her pussy throb in the open air as she swallowed Matt's precum. She wanted him to cum in her mouth but she also wanted to be fucked so before things passed a certain point she popped the fat cock out of her mouth. She wiped her lips and swung a leg over then guided him inside her.
Matt groaned softly and gripped those tits he'd grown to love. There was more ambient light tonight so he was able to see her perfect body, her face contorted in pleasure, and the reddish flush on her face and chest. 'Fuck! She is so fucking hot I'll never be with another woman again without comparing,' he thought. He felt her hard nipples scrape on his palms as she raised and lowered her pussy onto his cock.
That night as if knowing this would be their last chance ever, Marcy and Matt fucked three more times. They lived on opposite sides of the country and Marcy did not want to be one of those women who had affairs. She wasn't sure what this was and although she felt guilty she still had no idea how any of it came about...but had no regrets.
Matt was stroking the girl's naked back as they regained their breath. "Shit! You've ruined me for other women." he sighed, "I want to think about you as just another piece of ass," he smiled, "but I can't."
"That's so sweet," she said before kissing him, "you really think I'm more than a piece of ass?"
"Matt nodded, "You're a great piece of ass...and pussy...and tits," he said as he took a nipple between his lips.
Marcy chuckled, "I need referrals like that on my Linkedin site." She clenched his huge cock with her pussy and rocked her hips, "Sadly, you're little more than just a big cock...but I'm sure all the girls tell you that." she smiled. "I'd keep you around as a plaything if I could."
"Maybe that's why I've never married. Too shallow, no depth," he sighed.
Marcy chuckled and pressed her pussy onto him as hard as she could, "Depth is not a problem," she sighed. "No problem at all. But seriously," she stroked his face, "I never strayed from my marriage to Davis, and hope never to again but I'll treasure the times we had. You're going to make a great husband," she said softly.
Matt nodded, "It's not that you are great in bed, have a spectacular body that's ruined me. I've started to feel...things," he sighed.
Marcy held the man, "Me too. Things I shouldn't feel for anyone except my husband," she sighed.
"Then I'll say it and then you need to get back to your husband," Matt said. He kissed her and then looked her in the eyes, "I thing you so much. There. I said it."
Marcy giggled. "I thing you, too." She pulled his cock out of her and climbed off the cot. She leaned down and kissed the man. "See you at breakfast?"
The last day, Davis was aware of how Marcy and Matt periodically looked at each other the entire ride. She promised to tell him everything and she told him not to have her do that again as she felt she cheated on him. He knew she was telling the truth but also regretted sending her over to fuck another man. It wasn't the sexual acts that made him jealous, it was the unspoken looks implying a shared experience he was not part of.
That evening as they boarded the buses that would take them back to their respective motels or hotels, Matt and Marcy looked at each other sadly. His bus was going to the town 10 miles from theirs so this was goodbye. Matt gave her a quick hug and then put out his hand to her husband. He felt guilty and wanted to say thanks or something.
Davis ignored the hand and embraced him. He patted the man on the back and then looked at him and smiled. "Sorry about last night. I was tired and...well, I might have wanted the cot to myself," he smiled. "Ok, I thought how frustrated you must have been feeling and, well," he leaned in and said softly, "she's a great fuck, isn't she?"
Marcy slapped her husband's arm "I heard that." She looked around and then mumbled, "not the only one."
Matt chuckled, "She's great. You are one lucky guy...sleep deprived, but lucky."
Marcy glowered at her husband as they walked over to their bus, "I have half a mind to make you suffer for the next week," she said softly, "but that would make me suffer so fuck it, let's get to the room."
* * *
The next year, they looked for Matt but he wasn't there. They ran into Trixie and Teddy who were from the same town. Matt had fallen in love and had just recently gotten married. He and his wife were at that moment in the Italian Alps biking.



"Good for him," Davis smiled.
"Good for her," Trixie winked. She looked at her husband, "we had him stop by on the way back and...well," she looked at Marcy, "you missed out on a really great night," she giggled. "If you guys have an opportunity, you need to try a threesome."
Davis looked at his wife and nodded. "Write that down, a threesome, though I'm partial to another woman." He wanted to add, 'you owe me,' but Marcy seemed to understand the look he gave her.
Teddy smiled, "Me too, but Trixie says maybe...that's all."
Marcy thought about how she was looking forward to seeing Matt and was happy for the man, and even though she'd sworn last year was a fluke, she felt jealousy and regret that there were to be no more opportunities. On the other hand, she noticed how cute Trixie was and thought about a threesome or foursome with the right people.
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Jim Walker stood on the sidewalk, box in his hands wondering what he was going to tell Stacy. Not that it mattered as she'd react only one way, disappointed. For most couples, one of them being disappointed in the other was just another Tuesday, but Stacy's were epic.
Jim and Stacy met during their final years at Harvard, Jim with an MBA, Stacy with a law degree. She would have been well cast playing Athena, the Greek goddess of war as she was tall, fit, and naturally strong. On top of that, she was blessed with massive breasts that defied gravity and flared hips. Her mother commented more than once how God had made the perfect baby-making machine when he made her daughter. That always elicited an "Aw mom!" but with a pleased look on her face. She knew she was hot, knew men wanted her.
Jim was a good-looking man, at 6' just an inch taller than Stacy, but when she wore heels, he was much shorter. The one small difference was Stacy came from one of the Eastern families that owned much of Connecticut and Jim was from working-class south side Chicago. At school, they were inseparable and moved in together during their senior years.
Jim was surprised when Stacy said yes, though he had to sign a prenup. That wasn't an issue as she loved him and he loved her. She was immediately snapped up by the top firm in Chicago, Jim's search took longer, but was able to get a job with a midlevel dry goods company. Her parents were unhappy they moved to Chicago but at least it wasn't Pittsburgh.
Their life was initially great, with sex every day, vacations, evenings discussing their days, and getting together with Jim's high school friends. But then slowly things changed. Stacy's days went from 9-10 to 12-15 hours. Plus, Stacy didn't like Jim's friends, too rough. The unspoken message was they were too low-class. Then she was often too tired for sex or too preoccupied. Their love-making became less varied and less inventive. Jim's job was demanding and tiring as was Stacy's. It soon became a Saturday morning task each felt obligated the perform. The odd weeknight moments of passion occurred whenever the stars aligned.
Then there were their careers. Stacy had experienced regular raises, and Jim had been a solid asset but wasn't getting the promotions or raises and soon found his salary lagging farther behind Stacy's. That was when he first experienced being on the wrong end of her disappointment. She'd wanted to move up from their $1.5 million condo into one of the more exclusive penthouses on the north side but Jim's bonus didn't come through as promised. His company was going through an audit and all raises and bonuses were frozen. Their window to get in closed and they missed out. Stacy was disappointed in Jim, her attitude toward him cold. It was two weeks before she allowed him back in the bedroom and another week when she allowed him to lick her pussy. He got her off and she rolled over telling him he did well, but that was it. Finally, a full month after the disappointment, Jim was able to make love with his wife.
He'd never met any of her associates or the partners she worked for. All he knew was the youngest partner was in his mid-50s and the oldest was nearing 80. She'd acquired a mentor and she'd increasingly brought up his name in conversations.
"Conrad told me today I was the brightest associate he'd mentored. Conrad mentioned I'd be a partner by the time I'm 35. Come look in the driveway! Conrad got me a company car!" It was a nice car, Jim had to admit. A lot nicer that the Toyota Camry. A Mercedes EQS. He'd never even heard of it before, but it looked expensive. "Conrad said it was important to look successful when taking clients to lunch or dinner." Then there were the compliments, "Conrad told me he'd never seen anyone bring a pissed client onboard so fast; Conrad told me he wants to engage me in interviewing prospective clients as I seem to make them open up."
For the next few weeks, it was rare he ever saw the sleek Blue car in the garage but it was a great-looking car. His Passat didn't seem as nice to him and he was hoping Stacy would let him drive her car soon. On the other hand, due to the cost of parking, he mostly took the bus to work.
Today he'd climbed off the bus and was stopped by the guard at the front desk. "I need your laptop and badge," the man said uneasily. He had always been friendly with the guard staff, chatting with them and getting to know about them. He liked them perhaps more than his management team. He'd found his desk contents boxed and stacked in the lobby. Many other boxes were stacked in the corner and a few fellow workers were looking devastated. 30% of the white-collar employees were being let go after a massive shortfall in the company's offshore assets. If Stacy had frozen him out for a month because of the loss of his bonus, what would she do over the loss of his job?
He'd called his former high school buddy to come to get him not wanting to take the bus home carrying the box, and was looking at the traffic hoping he'd show up soon. If pitying glances were legal tender he'd be able to retire at 29. Finally, his friend pulled up.
"Dude! I cannot believe they fired you," Dave frowned as he watched his friend plop his crap on the back seat. After Jim got in, he pulled into traffic.
"Not fired, laid off," Jim sighed, "as if that matters. I need to find a job and soon. Stacy will kill me since even with my paychecks we've had little left over at the end of the month. I wish Stacy would not want to live in such luxury."
"I told you that bitch was high-maintenance," Dave sighed.
"She's not a bitch," Jim said softly.
"She's a bitch. Go on, call her on speaker phone. Tell her you lost your job. Any good woman would be sympathetic and supportive. She'll be freezing you out again. Hell, fuck that! Don't tell her you lost your job, just tell her you're hanging with me again. That will be a week in the guest bedroom alone. You married a princess, you have to pay the price that comes with it."
Jim looked out the window. Dave was right, Stacy hated his friends. Too boisterous, too blue-collar. She was a princess. She'd been pampered from birth. She had two maids growing up along with a nanny, then there were the cooks, gardeners, and drivers. He did most of the cooking as she couldn't even identify a spatula. His stomach hurt thinking how disappointed she'd be. He was thinking about all his contacts, all his fellow workers. Who might have something for him, something that might bring in income?
"What are you going to do?" Dave asked.
"No idea. You hiring at the yards?" he chuckled.
Dave laughed, "First of all, you'd die trying to move the stuff around, but then again, Stacy'd kill you before a pallet fell on you." He thought a minute, "Hang on. You do have a driver's license, don't you? Is it clean? Any traffic violations in the last year?"
"Sure, no, no tickets. Why? Need a truck driver?" Jim chuckled.
"No, my brother has a limo service and he's expanding. We could get you a chauffeur's license. These guys get paid well and get tips on top of it. You bring home some paychecks for a few weeks while looking for a company needing a manager."
"What do I tell Stacy? Never mind, I'll cross that bridge when I come to it," he sighed.
It was a good thing Stacy was working late and never called him on his work number as Jim filled out the paperwork for a chauffeur's license, and got an interview with Bill Lund. He was told he was perfect for the job. Clean driving record, tall, good-looking, and well-educated. He was told they were looking for smart men or women who were in shape and could carry on a conversation without coming across as uninformed or stupid.
He was assigned a brand new Mercedes stretch limo and his first week was spent learning how to maneuver the beast. Then he attended classes on proper chauffeur etiquette. Bill was adamant that Jim learn, memorize and adhere to these rules. There would be no exceptions.
Proper attire would be maintained; leather gloves will always be worn.
Always go around the back of the car, never the front to open the doors
Hold the door open while tipping your cap.
Do not close the door until all occupants are settled.
Stow any bags carefully in the trunk, but make no move to do that until the passengers are seated.
Don't speak unless spoken to except for asking about their destination.
Keep answers brief, volunteer no personal information
Never get involved in a conversation even if it becomes heated.
Never repeat a single word spoken by your passengers.
There were many many more but none was anything Jim hadn't already assumed. No smoking was no issue. Staying in uniform was obvious. The one that surprised him was the rule that under no circumstance could he engage in any sexual activity with the clients. That never occurred to him but was told they'd twice been sued after there were sexual encounters. In both instances, the driver said they were seduced, but Bill ended up paying thousands to settle the complaints.
The next few days Jim left for work in his normal khakis and polo shirts but changed into the black suit, black shirt with a black tie, black hat, and black leather gloves. They even provided black sunglasses to complete the uniform. He was to wear them at all times as they turned clear at night and dark during the day. He was told it made the clients feel more secure when the drivers wore glasses. The pay wasn't as good as what he made at his last job but there were significant tips. Also, there were windows during the days to go on interviews but the economy was tight and there were many in the same boat. It wasn't that he could ever be bored as after every job he vacuumed and cleaned the limo, ensuring all the bottles were topped off, and ashtrays polished to a shine. He never picked anyone up with a single spot on the body or a window, never a speck of dust in the interior.
His job search became more sporadic as he was now making close to the same as he had as a salaried employee with tips. Plus, he found he liked the people, liked the varied environment the feeling he was somewhat independent.
He discovered something else, he was invisible. The conversations often seemed to have information that he'd have thought highly confidential yet he was never told not to repeat what he heard by his passengers. Then there were the amorous couples who either couldn't wait or enjoyed an audience.
Many a night he couldn't wait for Stacy to get home. She enjoyed the renewed passion whenever she wasn't totally spent from her day's work. Those nights, the sex was better than the Saturday morning sessions, partially because he had the images of the naked couples in his head, partially because Stacy was naturally highly sexed. She'd complained more than once that her job was killing her, killing their sex life.
Then he got a text to pick up his former boss and others at his old work address. He was nervous about them seeing him, wondering if they'd make fun of how far he'd fallen. From 17 reports to driving a limo. He never really liked his boss, he was arrogant and a micromanager.
He thought it was funny that he pulled up to the exact spot where Dave had stopped to pick him up those few months ago. He jumped out, went around the back of the car, and opened the rear door as his former director Walter Brown, Julius Adams, and Mark Edwards came out laughing about something. He tipped his hat waiting for the surprised look of recognition from any of them but all glanced at him, nodded, and got into the limo.
The ride was strange as they were talking about the resurgence in their business and how soon they'd need to rehire. He even heard his name.
"You think Gardner will open up hiring next month?" Julius asked.
"He'd better. We're being killed. Damn! There are those I wish we'd been able to keep. No way they're still out of work," Walter sighed, "Jim Walker was tough to let go, as were Barbara Johnson, and Stephanie Stevens. Those three were the toughest."
"I like all, but was partial to Stephanie," Mark sighed, "Really missed her walking by. Damn! To have tapped that ass."
Jim glanced in the rearview mirror seeing Walter's abnormally white teeth.
"Been there, done that," his former director chuckled. "Ass, pussy, and mouth. Her husband was at a Bulls game and I gave her a ride home. A week later I had to give her the news but so glad I got to enjoy her while I could."
"Shit! You are a cold motherfucker. You fucked her then laid her off?" Mark sputtered, "Man, that's just rude."
Walter laughed, "Being a manager means having a short memory." He looked at Jim, "Pull around to the south entrance, you don't need to wait," he said.
"Yes, sir," Jim replied with a Boston accent. He hadn't planned it and it just came out but Walter just sat back not recognizing his voice.
A few more times he recognized some of his passengers having met them socially or through work and none gave any sign of recognition, and he also found he could easily slip into his Boston accent whenever he drove.
He'd been wanting to tell Stacy that he'd lost his job but found something to bring in money but as the months passed the fear of her disappointment became greater. On the other hand, he took care of the bills and their sex life was renewed so perhaps she'd be ok with it. Then he thought about how ambitious she was...being married to a limo driver would be as bad as being married to a street sweeper. It was almost a relief when she told him she'd be flying on business to New York for the week. It was to be a huge step up for her. She'd not only be meeting potentially huge new clients but taking part in a training session. One Conrad told her was the one area in which she was a bit behind in. She was loving as they lay in bed Sunday night.
"Are you going to be okay for the week?" she asked as she pulled her body next to his. She'd felt a change in her husband. They'd been drifting apart for a while, but in the past few months, he'd been less tired and more loving. Plus the sex was not just more frequent, it was more varied. It was as if he was surfing porn and getting ideas. If that's the case, surf more, she thought.
"I'll be fine," he sighed. He wanted to add she was rarely around anymore so he wouldn't really see any difference. Then it wasn't as if he'd have to cook for himself as that was the norm. He hated her job, not that she wasn't well paid but because it demanded so many hours. Even their Saturday morning intimate hours, as they called it, was sometimes interrupted by her cell going off.
Stacy ground her pussy against his cock as she drove her tongue into his mouth. Jim had no problem responding, especially after driving the newlyweds to the airport the previous Friday. The bride needed to change, giving Jim an apologetic smile. As she stripped, the groom needed to relieve his need for pussy.
"Take your time, perhaps find a longer route to O'hare?" the man said before burying his face between the beautiful blonde's legs.
As he kissed his way down Stacy's neck onto her chest, he recalled the bride's huge creamy tits and her giggles as she was stripped naked. Stacy's were bigger, fuller, and better as they were pressed against his lips. But just seeing another woman's incredible tits had his juices flowing. Stacy was writhing against him as he sucked on one nipple while pinching the other. Her legs were spread wide as she humped against his upper thigh trying to stimulate her clit.
As her grinding became more urgent he continued down her stomach, probing her navel with his tongue before her hands on his shoulders guided him down to her moist pussy. He recalled the bride's bare pussy as she opened her legs, her eyes on his as she pushed her husband's face down. He wished Stacy would shave her pussy the same as the bride wondering what it would be like licking a smooth twat.
"Fuck! Yess," she panted. "There, there...ooohhhh, yesss," she panted as he found her clit.
Jim loved licking Satcy's pussy. She was appreciative and responsive. Past girlfriends needed him to work his way around their pussies before going for the gold, but Stacy told him she loved the abrupt jolts from her clit being nibbled and sucked on.
Stacy was humping into his face as he sucked her aroused nub between his lips. She pulled on her nipples as she felt the welcome aching build. Jim was the best pussy licker she'd known, though most of her initial boyfriends were just interested in sticking their dicks in her, not that she minded. What girl doesn't like getting pounded by a hard cock? "Oh, baby I'm going to cum...I need to cum on your cock," she panted as the feelings increased rapidly.
Jim gave one last lick, picked a stray pubic hair from his mouth then crawled up and slid his cock inside her. "Oooohhh, nice!" he sighed as he felt that tight pussy grip his cock.
Stacy held her husband tight as she savored the fat cock pistoning into her pussy. She hated that she had to leave for the week, hated that she'd made those plans before his resurgence of energy and love. She wanted to lie in his arms all week rather than leave, but Conrad was adamant. She was needed on this and no one else would do. "I love you," she sighed as she felt the aching climbing inside her again. "Fuck me, baby, fuck my pussy." She had not been a prude before Jim but none had a cock as long or as fat as his. But that was nothing compared to how he knew just what to do with it and he could last as long as needed.
This was new, Jim thought, she was usually very quiet, but he knew what she wanted. Whenever she was close she liked it hard, liked it rough so he pushed her knees up to her chest and drove hard into her.
Stacy felt her orgasm coming on faster as her husband's balls slapped hard against her ass, his pubic bone slamming into her clit and his cock spearing her pussy. "Oh fuck!" she cried out as she exploded.
Jim ground into her clit as Stacy's orgasm swept through her. For some reason, he never felt his cock being so deep inside her and as her gasps became softer he renewed fucking her.
Stacy held her husband listening to his soft groans as he fucked her sopping pussy. His face was buried against her neck as he rapidly drive his cock into her. She knew what he was hoping for, her second orgasm. She'd resisted having more than one having heard from one of her childhood friends that only trailer park sluts have more than one orgasm, but she enjoyed them when she had them. She could feel the renewed aching and had the weird wish she were a trailer park slut sometimes rather than the proper lady.
Jim loved it when Stacy came a second time and could hear her breathing change. He gripped her left breast as his right and found her ass. He knew she hated having him finger her ass but a couple of times she'd had the most incredible orgasms when he'd ventured there. This time she let out a deep guttural grunt as his middle finger pressed against her puckered hole. Her anus was slick with her juices and as he plunged his finger into her ass she screamed, clutching his body tightly against hers.
Stacy had just fantasized about giving herself to rough men as Jim's finger drove into her rectum. This triggered one of her more powerful orgasms. Her body was awash with her exploding nerve endings and she could feel fluids running down the crack of her ass. She did feel like a trailer park whore which made her orgasm seem to double in duration.
Jim was surprised at the passion his normally reserved wife showed and came just as she was finally going limp. He was glad she was still on the pill as early on in their relationship, he'd had to wear a condom. Bareback was tons better he thought as he added his cum to her already-sopping pussy.



Stacy lay there panting. She was softly stroking her husband's back thinking how she could tell Conrad she wanted to stay home this week but every excuse she gave sounded lame. This next week was critical, not just to her and her fast track to a partnership, but to the firm. They get this acquisition and they'd be twice as powerful in the northern Illinois area. "I love you," she said softly. "I don't tell you enough, but I do."
Saying not enough was an understatement. It had been a couple of years since she said that to him. He stroked her face, kissed her, and said, "I love you, too."
* * *
Stacy was already gone by the time Jim got up the next morning. He missed her already which was something fairly new. It felt good to miss her as their relationship had been getting better. On the other hand, he was able to put on his uniform all week rather than change after getting to the garage.
He wondered what jobs he'd have today. He should make a lot more money this week having told Bill he'd be able to work double shifts since Stacy is out of town.
He just got back and was cleaning out the car, though it needed almost nothing, Bill came over to him. "Dan can't make it, he's the usual driver...it's over off Brighton. Can you make it? They'll need you until 10 or 11."
Jim nodded, "No problem. Text me the time and address," he smiled. More money he thought, that part of town has some very expensive places so...tips!
He checked the text and smiled. 'Conrad Marshall isn't in New York with Stacy,' he thought. He'd tried to stifle any suspicion that he and Stacy were carrying on an affair, but if he ordered a limo then he has to be in town. He was intrigued to see the man having heard Stacy rave about him
He pulled up five minutes early, another of Bill's rules. Even four minutes early would be considered late. He went around the back and stood by the rear passenger door.
Right at six, the glass doors opened, and out came a group of suits...well five suits and a beautiful blonde goddess in a shimmering sea-foam green dress. Her breasts freely bounced around as she walked. He opened the door ignoring the beautiful woman. Another rule is never to look at the women's bodies and make eye contact only. He choked back a gasp as he made eye contact while tipping his hat with each of the men and the woman.
This incredible woman was Stacy in a slinky dress that he'd never seen before. She never wore anything except her power suits to work and her dinner or cocktail dresses were far less revealing. Stacy was showing deep cleavage, copious side-boob, and a slit up the side to her waist. She couldn't have anything under her dress. Her nipples were sticking a good quarter inch through the thin fabric He had the illogical thought that she'd be chilly in the cool evening air unless she had a wrap.
Conrad looked like a stereotypical lawyer. Tall, tanned, with dark hair except for the greying temples, mid-fifties, and in shape. His suit probably cost as much as all Jim's clothes he owned.
Stacy felt naked as she felt Conrad's hand as low as propriety dictated as he guided her to the waiting limo. The clients climbed in first then Conrad's hand slid to her ass as he let her enter next. She was aware the driver had to be also ogling her, especially as her full breast had to be exposed from the side as she climbed in. But he was the help and soon dismissed any thought of him. She was fuming that he made her change into this dress to impress these men. During the meeting in the conference room, Conrad was going through his slide show but it was a waste of time as the four men kept their eyes on her body the entire meeting.
Jim tried to focus, and compartmentalize his thoughts as he closed the door and went around the back of the car to get into the driver's seat. He looked in the rearview mirror expectantly.
"Morton's over on East Wacker," Conrad said curtly before turning to the others.
Jim listened to Conrad expound on what his firm could do for the group's firm. He couldn't really see the four men who were sitting on the side leather bench seat while Conrad and Stacy sat facing forward. What he could see was with every point Conrad made, he stroked Stacy's thigh. She didn't look unhappy, smiling at the men and nodding as if reinforcing her boss's points.
They arrived at Morton's and Jim jumped out, ran around, and opened the door. Conrad got out first and put out a hand, helping Stacy out. She never looked Jim's way as she and Conrad stepped back waiting for the other men to exit the limo.
"We'll be a couple of hours. Wait here," Conrad said dismissively before again possessively putting his hand low on Stacy's back. She not only was not wearing any panties, but her ass was also clearly defined especially as the sun hit her at an angle from behind. The four men nudged each other as they followed the couple.
Jim waited until they were in the restaurant before opening the trunk and grabbing his cleaning supplies.
It was closer to 2 1/2 hours before the group came out and Jim jumped out, ran around, and opened the back door. Again the four men entered first, though it took longer as they were a bit tipsy. Again Conrad's hand stroked Stacy's ass but this time his hand slipped under the slit and stroked her bare ass. Jim's hands formed fists but gritted his teeth. He had to relax his hand as the older man smiled at him holding out a bill.
"Palmer House," Conrad said as he handed the 100 to the driver.
Jim closed the door, perhaps slightly too quickly then trotted around to get in the car. It was just six minutes to get to Palmer House. His stomach hurt thinking Stacy would be getting out with the four men as he opened the door.
Conrad got out first, again helping Stacy but one of the clients put a hand on her ass chuckling as he followed the two.
Each of the men hugged Stacy before thanking Conrad for being such a gracious host.
Jim felt relief seeing the four men laughing as they headed for the front door to their hotel. Conrad again guided Stacy back to the car, his hand freely exploring her ass as he followed her in. He again trotted around and got in wondering how his wife had at least three times looked at him and nodded yet showed no recognition. He looked back to see where he needed to drive and Conrad's arm was now draped around Stacy's shoulder, stroking the bare skin on her upper chest. There was a familiarity there that Jim felt in his stomach. They were quietly talking about something and Jim didn't want to interrupt. Stacy did not look happy but was nodding.
Conrad realized they weren't moving and looked at Jim and gave an address about an hour out of town. He dismissed the driver and turned his attention fully on the tall beautiful blonde he'd wanted to get alone all day. "You were incredible," he said stroking that perfect face, "you had them eating out of your hands."
"Fuck that," she hissed, "you never let me say a word."
"You are bright, and have a lot to add when needed, but tonight we needed another part of you than your brain. Thursday we'll sign the papers and your bonus will make your head swim. For this week, keep your eye on the target," he looked at Stacy firmly.
The blonde nodded, "Ok, but I never signed on to be the company whore. Got it?"
Conrad laughed, "That ship has sailed." He slid a hand under her top and roughly squeezed her breast. "You'll learn. As a lawyer, you need to willingly whore yourself out when matters dictate. We all have, and we had to to get where we are today."
Stacy looked up toward the driver, "Stop, we're not alone," she hissed making no move to remove his hand.
Again Conrad chuckled, "It's just the driver. He's seen it all. I'll say when we're alone. In fact, I can't wait to get back to the house." He took his hand off her shoulder and unzipped his pants.
Stacy looked alarmed but didn't resist as she allowed him to push her head onto his cock.
Jim tried to look at the road not wanting to wreck the car, but his stomach which had ached all evening now was an agonizing knot. He watched as his wife opened her mouth and sucked another man's cock. She was looking practiced as she sucked on the fleshy shaft. How often had she done this in the past? He stared at the road not wanting to listen to the slurping, the encouraging moans, and the rustling of clothes.
"Let's get rid of this. I've been wanting you out of this all day," Conrad said as he pushed the dress off the shoulders.
Stacy must have given up as she sat up and let the dress drop onto the floor of the vehicle. She knelt between Conrad's legs and went back to skillfully sucking his cock.
Conrad put his head back, his legs opened wide as he grabbed a dangling tit. "Fuck! Another one of your incredible assets," he sighed. He noticed The driver's eyes behind the sunglasses glancing into the rearview mirror and winked.
Jim couldn't have been more surprised, first of all seeing his wife kneeling on a floor, and secondly, her labia were cleanly shaved or waxed. Just the other night she had a trimmed blonde frame to her cute pussy. Then he saw how glisteningly swollen her lips were. She had to have been aroused all evening and was ready for a good fucking. Sadly it wouldn't be with him but with a man twice her age. At least it wasn't because she was enthralled with the size of his cock. He was average at best. It had to be something else.
Conrad stroked the woman's hair, "That's it. Take all of me. You're getting better every time," he said approvingly.
The cabin echoed with the sloppy sounds of Stacy deep-throating her boss. "Glug, glug, glug, glug."
Jim was split between focusing on the road, imagining his fist repeatedly smashing into that smug man's face, and his wife whoring herself out.
"Ahhhh, wow! This is the best you've done so far. You know what I want now," Conrad said softly as he watched the naked woman wipe her face with the back of her arm.
Stacy glanced at the driver resigned to having an audience.
"Come on, don't worry about him. You'll probably never see him again. I'm sure he's seen naked women before. In fact, let's give him something to remember. Driver, make sure you pay attention to the road but enjoy this while you can," Conrad smiled. "You'll never see a more spectacular woman as long as you live."
Stacy let herself be turned around reverse cowgirl, her legs opened wide as the man's 6" cock speared her fully shaved pussy. She could see the man's eyes glance back at her and then back on the road.
Conrad reached around to grab those massive breasts as Stacy put her feet on the seat and bounced onto the stiff cock. She felt the blood flow into her cheeks as she lewdly exposed herself to a total stranger. 'If Jim would see me now, he'd dismiss it was me,' she thought. It did feel good even though she felt total humiliation, and even though Conrad's cock was a good inch shorter and nowhere near as fat as Jim's. Then she thought about how to explain that she got a wax job after getting back from her 'trip.'
Conrad didn't like the position even though it was a teaching moment. 'Stacy needs to embrace who she is. She's incredibly sharp and can go through a brief in half the time of other associates, can see through the bullshit and uncover what the clients are trying to hide, but she needs to leverage all her assets. Once she does that, she'll be a powerful tool in the firm's arsenal,' he thought. 'She's getting there. Can't have her questioning her values constantly...plus she's a bit of a snob.'
He saw the eyes flicking back and forth in the rearview mirror. "Incredible, aren't they?" he said to the driver as he cupped Stacy's huge tits, bouncing them with a soft slapping sound. "I assumed she had them done when I first met her but damn! 100% real. I'll let you have a feel when we arrive, but for now, let's not get in an accident."
Stacy closed her eyes trying to ignore the humiliation, knowing what Conrad was doing. He wanted to break down any inhibitions she had to make her more compliant. She tried to focus on whatever pleasure the man was giving her, hoping to forget the look in the driver's eyes. She saw not lust or eagerness but sadness or pity. Could the driver know she wasn't enthusiastic about this? Conrad patted her ass and she pulled herself off his cock. She let herself be laid on her back on the bench seat that ran the length of the limo. At least the driver couldn't see her anymore.
Conrad enjoyed exposing his associate to the driver but never could cum with a woman on top. He lay between those incredibly long legs and slammed his cock back into that warm wet pussy. He looked at his watch, ten minutes. He could cum in ten minutes.
Stacy lay on her back looking up at the ceiling of the limo. She'd wondered what was under...above the fabric. Was there sound-deadening material? This had to be the quietest car she'd ever ridden in.
Conrad saw the vacant look in Stacy's eyes and growled, "Look at me. When someone fucks you, you look at them as if they're giving you the greatest gift you've ever received. Got it?"
Stacy nodded, "Sorry. I was thinking about Thursday night," she said softly.
"Ok. That's good. I want you to think about that, but right now focus on my huge cock pounding your cunt," he said firmly.
Stacy stroked the older man's chest. He had a lot more hair than Jim had and half was greying. She played with his nipples hoping he cum soon, though with Conrad that was never an issue.
Jim listened wondering what Thursday night meant and realizing Stacy had agreed to be something he never could have imagined, someone's plaything, someone's whore. For some reason, he felt pride that the suspension was so solid that even as he heard the loud slapping of flesh on flesh he felt none of it. He saw they were five minutes out and he wondered if Bill ever mentioned the etiquette for interrupting a couple fucking in the back. He needn't have bothered as he heard the man roar that he was cumming, followed by a series of loud exaggerated grunts. He had to be putting on a show for his audience.
He listened to the panting and groans as the couple separated thinking how he'd have to spend extra time cleaning the leather. The treatment he'd put on the supple material was incredible but he never felt it got all the cum out. He pulled into the address given not surprised to see a tall metal gate.
Conrad was pulling on his pants when he reached for a small remote and pressed the button. The gate swung open.
Jim pulled clockwise around the drive, stopping to the right and just behind Stacy's blue Mercedes. He jumped out and trotted around, opening the door. He stepped back and Conrad climbed out with a smug smile on his face. Stacy was still naked and gathering her things.
"It goes without saying..." Conrad said holding out his hand.
Jim could feel the folded bills through his leather glove as he shook the man's hand. He kept his face blank as he nodded, putting the bills in his pocket without looking.
"You need to feel those, I did offer," Conrad nodded at the still-naked woman.
"No sir, I'm good. Married," he said simply in his Bostonian accent.
Stacy was trying to find a shoe but saw the two men looking at her. She pulled the dress up onto her body, then saw the shoe over to the side. She pulled on her shoes, grabbed her purse, and nodded at the driver without making eye contact as he helped her out.
"I'll be needing a ride tomorrow at seven AM, I'll call it in," Conrad said as he took again put his hand on Stacy's back to guide her to the house.
"No need. I'll be here. I know the way now," Jim said softly.
"Perfect," Conrad said curtly.
Jim watched as someone opened the door just as they approached. He wondered if they'd sleep or if Conrad would have further need of Stacy's body. He walked slowly around, got in, and waited as the gate automatically opened as he approached.
Stacy had never felt so humiliated in her life. She allowed herself to be exposed to the help and not like her ladies who took care of her, to a driver. That was just above a gardener.
"Richard, we'll need a 5 AM wake up and I assume you had fresh..." Conrad looked at his house butler. He knew the answer as the man nodded instantly.
"Yes sir, the red satin set. Will you be dining here for breakfast?" he asked.
Stacy saw the help looking at her as if she were one of them. This wasn't something she was used to. She let herself be led up to the master suite blushing as Conrad overtly stroked her ass in front of the help. She was a whore, she'd let herself become a whore.
"Shower. I'd like you to be fresh in bed tonight," Conrad ordered.
Stacy went over and grabbed her nightgown but dropped it back into her bag when Conrad told her she would be needing it. As she headed to the massive bathroom she heard Conrad's voice.
"Grab the KY when you come back. I'm in the mood," he said before picking up his tablet to check his emails.
* * *
Stacy looked tired, Jim thought as he held the door. Did Conrad let her get any sleep at all?
Stacy avoided eye contact with the driver, just as she'd avoided eye contact with the staff when they came down for breakfast. She could feel their judgments of her behavior and who she was. She realized that she'd been wrong the night before. She wasn't one of them, she was beneath them...a whore Conrad brought home that they'd have to be polite to.
She felt more comfortable in the linen power suit as she slid across the seat. She couldn't help it as she looked over at where the large wet spot was and it looked as if they were never there. She looked around wondering if perhaps this were a different limo, but everything was the same. Same bottles on the bar rack in the same order. She felt admiration for the driver. He couldn't have had any sleep and even though he was just a driver he took pride in his work. There wasn't a spot or a speck anywhere. She suddenly felt like she'd rather be with the driver than the powerful partner she'd just spent the night fucking. Ok, being fucked is more accurate. Her ass was still sore and she hoped no one would notice as she walked around today.
Jim was relieved there were no overt acts of affection outside of a few comments. Conrad was on the phone 90% of the drive back into the city as was Stacy. It was interesting to see her at work...outside of her being the company whore, he thought. She was terse, and efficient and went from call to call arranging meetings, or making promises to apparent clients.
Ten minutes out Jim heard Conrad say something he couldn't quite make out to Stacy. He heard her answer, however.
"Ok, I can do that," Stacy said as she glanced at the driver. 'Why was he telling her this with someone around?'
"And be more vocal, you know, 'yes, yes, yes,' or 'you feel so good, your cock feels so good.' Guys like feedback. Also, don't wait for them to just get between your legs, try to get a feel when they want to fuck you, tell them, beg them to fuck you. And remember, always tell the guy how big his cock is, how great it feels inside you." Conrad said as if repeating something he'd said 100 times before.
Jim was shocked. This is the training Stacy said she had to go to New York for? Is this normal for lawyers? He thought about the jokes he'd heard about Lawyers and prostitutes...maybe they weren't jokes.
When they got to the tall glass building, Conrad shook Jim's hand, again giving him a large tip. Yesterday, Jim made $400 from the man. He might be a sexual predator but he was a great tipper.
"Six PM? Would that be you again?" Conrad asked.
"Yes, sir. I'll be here." He pocketed the $200 before heading back to the garage.
* * *
Jim pulled up in front and then stood by the passenger door. Right at 6 PM Conrad and Stacy came out. Stacy had changed into an elegant black cocktail dress. Less slutty than the green one the night before. Conrad's hand was possessively on her lower back as they came over to the limo and climbed in. Jim was wondering what Conrad would do to his wife tonight...had been non-stop for the past 18 hours. It was driving him crazy not knowing any more than what he'd witnessed.



Conrad smiled at the driver, "250 Parker," he said before climbing in.
Jim maneuvered into traffic and drove over to one of the older upscale parts of town and pulled into a circular drive. He had just trotted around to the side door of the limo when the front door opened and an elegant 50-year-old woman stepped out. She didn't even acknowledge the driver as Conrad kissed her on each cheek.
"Marilyn, you look ravishing, as always," he smiled.
"You wish. That's one service I don't need from you, though with the money I pay you it should be part of the deal," she chuckled as she climbed in.
Jim closed the door after the passengers were all seated and then climbed into the driver's seat. Conrad instructed him to head over to another nice restaurant.
Jim did the usual picking up, cleaning, and polishing as he waited. He thought about the older woman. She was beautiful but most likely was just a powerful client to be wined and dined. At least Conrad wasn't using her as a company whore, he thought with relief. He saw the doorman pull open the door for the trio and he trotted around.
Conrad and Marilyn were laughing about something as they came to the limo. Stacy seemed like a third wheel. This time, Marilyn and Stacy sat in the rear seat and Conrad took the side bench. He took three glasses, filled them with scotch, and handed a glass each to the two women before telling Jim to take a scenic route up Lake Shore Drive.
"Here's to a renewed relationship. I know Stacy will provide the same personal service we've always prided ourselves on providing," he raised a glass.
Marilyn raised hers, clinked it against the others, and took a sip. "Nice, Highland." She looked appraisingly at the young associate, "Conrad tells me you're a real go-getter, sharp as a tack, and with tremendous energy. I like that," she said as she patted the girl's leg. "I like you and am thrilled to have a woman handling my estate rather than men who think I need a man to handle everything."
Stacy looked over at Conrad who was now sitting back sipping his scotch. She looked back at the woman and smiled, "we all will bend over backward to satisfy all your needs," she repeated what Conrad had told her to say, "I'll be available 24/7 just call my cell."
Marilyn smiled and put down her glass, "That's just what I want to hear. Lord knows your firm could have bought a fleet of cars with what I've paid you guys over the years, but," she smiled as she rubbed the smooth thigh higher, "I've felt satisfied with what you've done for me so far."
Stacy blushed wondering why this woman was looking at her the way she was. She looked over at Conrad and he had a smile on his face. She looked back realization dawning on her. 'Shit, shit, shit,' she thought, 'Marilyn is a dyke! Fuck! I would never...never, ever,' she thought lamely while knowing she was lying to herself.
"Let me look at you dear. Stand up. Driver, please no quick curves or sudden stops," she said firmly. "That's it, turn around. Did you pick out this dress?" she asked.
Stacy shook her head, "Um, no. Conrad picked it out, and told me to change into it."
Marilyn smiled, "Conny knows me. Knows that I like. Ok, let's see you. really see you," she said sitting back, legs parted unladylike. When Stacy hesitated, Marilyn's voice turned cold, "We'll all bend over backward to satisfy your needs...isn't that what you said?"
Stacy pulled the straps off the dress letting it puddle on the floor. She stepped out of the ring of flimsy cloth and came over in front of the older woman, her head bent against the roof of the car, knees bent. She closed her eyes as she felt hands grope her...no, not grope, explore, appraise. She had the image of a prize steer being put up for auction and the many hands assessing its value. She let herself be turned as the woman's soft hands slid up her inner thighs up between her legs.
"Perfect. She's perfect. Conrad, she's been with your firm for five years and you've hidden her from me?" she said softly.
"We needed to ensure she would be ready to fully satisfy your needs," Conrad said as he sat forward watching eagerly.
"We'll talk about that later. Stacy, turn around and show me those weren't empty words. I know you lawyers, promising the world but there are always loopholes." She leaned back and opened her legs exposing her waxed and trimmed pussy.
Stacy hesitated. She'd never been a prude but this was one thing that repulsed her. Whenever she and Jim watched porn, she hated the girl-on-girl scenes.
"Conny, you told me she'd make me happy," Marilyn sighed coldly.
"Go on Stacy. We talked about this. You've told me dozens of times how eager you are to get your own clients, how much you look forward to taking care of all their needs," Conrad said just loudly enough for Jim to hear.
Stacy knew it was inevitable. Marilyn might be old but she was beautiful, she told herself. 'Get it over with,' she told herself as she dropped to her knees between this older woman's legs.
Conrad adjusted his hardening cock as he watched his associate kiss her way up the inner thigh of the woman. He wanted to lean forward to see if she'd gone commando but held back.
Jim had to again struggle to direct his attention on the road ahead. How many times has Stacy been naked in limos? he wondered. Is this what she does all the time? He could easily make out the dark bush between the older woman's legs until Stacy's head blocked his view. 'Holy fuck!' he thought as the woman's head went back and she let out a long sigh. 'Stacy's eating pussy! She hates those scenes.'
Stacy had never done this but it wasn't as if she didn't know what to do. She was impressed the woman had perfumed her crotch reinforcing her suspicions that Conrad and she had arranged this beforehand. She kissed and licked tentatively around the fleshy labia. The woman's clit was larger than hers and when her nose brushed against the nub she heard a quick gasp. She gave up putting off the inevitable and pressed her tongue between those tangy lips, penetrating the woman's pussy.
Conrad's cock was rock-hard and uncomfortable as he watched Stacy begin to expertly lick Marilyn's pussy.
The older woman looked at the tent in Conrad's pants and sighed, "Go on. I know you two have been fucking. Anyhow, just once I'd like to see a lawyer get fucked...just once," she sighed as the girl was perfectly stimulating her with her tongue while pressing her upped lip roughly against her clit. This little whore was no stranger to carpet munching.
Jim internally groaned as he glanced back to see Conrad's bare ass block his view of Stacy's rear. He drove around for the hour as the two took pleasure in using Stacy's mouth and pussy. He no longer could see Stacy, just Conrad's flexing ass and his back along with the sounds of flesh slapping against flesh. The windows were starting to fog up so he turned up the A/C.
Marilyn came three times, holding Stacy's against her pussy the entire time. She'd undone her blouse, pushed up her bra, and had Stacy play with her nipples on her sagging breasts. She was wishing she could get this girl to spend the night, but Conny would make sure those would all be billable hours.
Conrad was bending over the girl's sweaty back gripping her tits, allowing Jim his first view of Stacy since her boss started fucking her. Not a lot, just her pussy being speared by the man's cock. Jim found himself impressed at the man's stamina but also never once heard the familiar moans of his wife's orgasms.
Stacy hated the taste of a pussy, though she had none to compare Marilyn's to, plus she was constantly having to swallow her copious juices. Her jaw hurt, her knees hurt and Conrad made no moves to stimulate her nipples or her clit. She wished she'd been able to put down a pillow or something under her knees.
Conrad finally came, letting out his familiar roar and spewing a large load into the girl's pussy. He pulled out, ignoring the stream of cum flowing out onto the carpet, and sat back.
Marilyn was stroking the girl's hair as she waited for Conrad to finish. She released the girl's hair and flopped back. She lay there without caring that she was mostly naked in front of the driver. The man was help and help was always discreet or they'd never get work again.
Stacy crawled to the bar, grabbed a towel, and cleaned her face and then her crotch. She finally pulled on her dress and saw Marilyn pat the seat next to her sat. She made no move to resist as the woman kissed her, pushing her tongue into her mouth.
Marilyn broke the kiss and smiled, "Conny, it's been great having you handle my estate but I like this girl. We're going to get along just fine."
Conrad nodded, "It makes me sad but I have no doubt she'll never give you any reason to complain. Driver, 250 Parker."
Jim dropped the woman off, this time she and Stacy chastely kissed cheeks, then he drove Conrad and Stacy back to his huge house. Was this an estate? Mansion? He guessed it was over 10,000 square feet. He decided to call it a mansion. Lawyers sure must make a lot of money...a lot of whoring themselves out.
After dropping the woman off, Conrad sat next to Stacy, put an arm around her, and hugged her. "You were great. She's been shopping for a female lawyer for years. You are the first she approved," he smiled. "You'll find she'd provide hundreds of billable hours each year. Oh, make sure you bill her for the hour you spent taking care of one of her needs," he chuckled.
Stacy moaned, "I will, but I'd like to not just so I don't feel like a total whore."
"I told you, we are all whores. Sometimes the truth hits a bit close to home."
* * *
Jim wished he hadn't agreed to double shifts. He had little time between jobs to get sleep on top of which he had considerable cleaning to do. It wasn't as if he could simply clean the carpet, he had to dry it and put down odor-killing spray. He wanted the limo to have no hint of any previous occupants.
He headed over to Conrad's mansion and arrived at five til 7 AM. Stacy looked just as tired but perhaps worried about something. He wasn't sure what to expect, perhaps regret or exhaustion from the training Conrad was putting her through. She was again dressed in another linen business suit making her almost a different person from the slutty woman she morphed into every evening. He held the door not expecting her to make eye contact and wasn't disappointed. He closed the door and then trotted around.
The ride was the same as the day before, both making calls and looking at their iPads. He held the door, took the generous tip, and nodded when Conrad said, "6 PM."
Stacy felt her stomach ache more and more as the day went on. She tried to eat lunch but had no appetite. Never in her life had she had trouble concentrating but as 6 PM approached her mind wandered. Throughout the disparate thoughts that popped into her head, she saw those eyes looking at her in the rearview mirror. Those were not eyes lusting after her, those eyes saw her who she was, or wished she was. They had pity, which at first angered her. The help was pitying her? Then she felt like crying as she realized another person was judging her. He was probably a faithful husband to a lucky woman who'd never cheat. She recalled Conrad offering the driver a feel of her breasts and the man could have taken advantage but politely begged off. Strangely enough, she had the idle wish that he had. He probably would not be rough as Conrad was but gentle. 'God! I miss Jim,' she thought as she put everything away before going to change.
* * *
Jim pulled up six minutes before 6 PM and stood by the passenger door. Right at six, out came Conrad and Stacy. He felt pride and pain seeing how incredibly beautiful she looked. Tonight she had on a white cocktail dress, white pearls, and white heels. Her unfettered breasts bounced side to side appealingly under the flimsy fabric, sideboobs bulging out appealingly, her nipples sticking out like twin bullets. Again she couldn't have been wearing underwear, again she made no eye contact with the help as he held the door, tipping his hat.
"Palmer House," Conrad said before turning to Stacy. He looked appraisingly at his associate, "You look good. Tonight you will come into your own," he smiled. "Are you ready?"
Stacy nodded. "I'm ready." She thought back to the fucking sessions she had with Conrad all night.
"You remember all I've taught you?" he asked as the limo pulled out of the drive. "Repeat them."
Stacy nodded, glanced at the driver then after a deep breath, responded, "Yes. Even if I don't cum, fake it. Fake it a few times. Men like women who orgasm multiple times. Be vocal, and express how great it feels. Use my hands, and make the man feel like I'm in awe of their impressive physique. Every man's cock is 'so big,' or 'so huge," she said softly. "Gasp when he enters me. Tell him to take it slow until I get used to being so filled up." She replayed all those instructions feeling more like a whore than ever. "Oh, insist always on rubbers. Since we're whores, act like responsible whores," she said softly. She wanted to speak softly so the driver didn't hear. But she'd never been in a quieter vehicle and she knew he could hear every word. Last night when she complained about how dirty that makes her feel, Conrad laughed it off.
"I've told you too many times to count. All lawyers are whores. We will do anything as long as the client pays enough. Remember that."
She'd spat out, "I don't see you sucking cock!"
Conrad laughed bitterly, "Twice when I was an associate. I even swallowed when told to by the two clients. Ok, remember, the client will always get what he wants, the only question is if he's willing to pay the price. You got this," Conrad said.
They pulled up to Palmer House and Jim trotted around. He opened the door when the four suits came out. This time, the seating arrangements changed. Stacy was pulled between the four men on the side bench seat, two on either side. Conrad had a flash of jealousy or regret on his face before smiling at the four men. He looked up at the driver, "Capital Grille," he said curtly.
Even though it was just a mile away, it took ten minutes to get there. He had to double park to the irritation of the commuters as he let out the riders. Conrad told him to give them two hours so Jim drove around until he was able to find two spots in front. He cleaned the cabin and then waited until the group finished dinner.
Right at 9 PM the group came out, a bit more boisterous, a bit looser. He wasn't entirely sure but Stacy's dress wasn't fitting the same way. The men were all smiling and freely touching Stacy as they approached the car.
"Palmer House," Conrad said curtly.
Jim drove back a feeling of doom as the men joked with his wife, leaving Conrad out of it. When they pulled up and Jim opened the door, Conrad was first out.
As they stood in a circle, Stacy between two of the men with their arms around her waist, Conrad put out his hand.
As each of the men shook hands, he nodded to Stacy. "Gentlemen, I think we've worked out all the issues. I'll leave it to Stacy to bring it home. Welcome to our family. I want to assure you that we will be there for all your needs with Stacy as your personal representative. Whatever needs you have she will be available. You all have her cell number," he indicated the folders each carried. He looked over at Stacy, "You have all the docs for them to sign?"
Stacy nodded and patted her iPad. She took Conrad's hand, shaking it before letting herself be escorted into the hotel. Her stomach was hurting knowing what these men would be demanding of her. She glanced back but Conrad was climbing into the limo and the driver was watching him.
Conrad was looking out the window of the car as the group disappeared into the hotel. He sighed unhappily and then told the driver, "1135 Wallace Place. It's maybe 10 minutes away."
Jim put the address into the GPS and pulled away from the curb. He saw a tall redhead standing and watching them pull up. He got out and opened the door. The girl looked at him and smiled before climbing into the limo. She was the first person to truly look at him, he thought.
Jim got back and had just buckled up when Conrad told him to take them back to his house. The ride was similar to the previous night except it was the redhead sucking Conrad's cock and then getting fucked. The difference was the girl kept looking at Jim and smiling.
After Conrad came he rolled off the girl and sighed, "You are such a great fuck. Does he interest you?" he nodded at the driver. "He's been the best driver I've had. He should be rewarded. We could have him pull off."
The girl nodded, "He's cute. I'd do it in a flash but you know how it is. It'll cost you."
"How much?" Conrad asked, "He's been great."
"$500," the naked girl said as she looked at Jim. "Normally it'd be $1,000 per client but like I said, he's cute."
Jim smiled back, "Tempting but I'm married and on the clock," he sighed. "I'll have to pass but it will probably haunt me the rest of my life as the worst decision I've ever made."
Jim pulled in and again Conrad hit the remote opening the iron gate. He trotted around and opened the door. Conrad got out and then helped the beautiful girl out.
"I'm Becky. I hope to see you again," she said in a sultry voice. She hugged Jim, kissed him on the cheek, and whispered, "I wish you'd said, yes." She turned and took Conrad's arm, "let's go have fun."
Conrad looked at the driver, "Tomorrow? 7 AM?" he handed Jim a few bills before heading into his mansion.
* * *
Stacy wished she'd not eaten as she wondered if she'd throw up. She knew this was a test Conrad threw her way, but these men didn't know that. As they went through the lobby she was aware of the disapproving looks from the concierge and others. By the time they arrived at their suite, she was topless and holding her dress around her waist.
She remembered her primary goal and as she stood naked in the living room, she pulled a pen out of her purse. "Gentlemen, before we go further let's remove all distractions and get the paperwork out of the way. Then without this," he waved her hand at the documents, "there will be no unnecessary encumbrances."
The four men eagerly signed the retainer documents, initialing and signing the bottom of each of the pages. After 10 minutes or so, she put down the pen, gathered the paperwork, and put copies into the five folders. She handed each of them theirs, then shook hands with all. "I look forward to coming to New Your quarterly. I am sure you'll find working with our firm to be completely satisfactory." She then went and sat on the couch.
That triggered the four men stripping down, clothes flying onto the floor.
The night was a blur, starting with the men drawing cards to see who gets to fuck her first. The two highs won and came over to the couch and the two lows went to get a drink from the bar before sitting, stroking their cocks and watching.
It was two am when Stacy and three of her new clients collapsed, a cock in her pussy, another in her ass, and her face pressed against the third man's crotch. She'd never felt so fucked in her life. At least she'd remembered to insist on condoms and when they'd used the last ones she felt relief. No more faking orgasms, no more begging to get fucked with their huge cocks. None were even close to Jim's and she could barely feel them inside her.
Then as she drifted off to sleep she thought of Jim and how much she missed him. Not just his truly huge cock, but his attention to her, his attentiveness to her needs. The past week she felt like nothing more than holes to be used. She questioned why she was doing this? It started with the promise of a partnership, the promise of massive paychecks, but it also became a matter of pride.



Conrad's voice echoed in her head, "No, you need to lick more, suck my balls before you suck on my cock." Or, "thrust your cunt back onto my cock, make me believe you desperately want all of me. I know the men will be wearing rubbers but beg them to cum inside you unless they want to cum on your face or on your tits. Then beg them to do that. Let me hear you say it, say it with eagerness, 'Cum on my face,'" he'd told her. She felt like crying as she drifted off to sleep.
At 8 AM she was standing in her white whore dress getting looks from everyone there. She felt relief seeing the stretch limo pull up. The driver trotted around and she noticed something familiar about him when Conrad climbed out, a huge grin on his face. She wanted to study the driver but her boss pulled her into the limo and she forgot all about the other man. On the other hand, he'd been their driver all week, of course, there was something familiar about him.
"We need to celebrate. The group from New York called, thrilled about joining our firm. You'll be happy to know the partners called a meeting at 9 AM. It looks like a sure thing they'll be offering you a partnership in the firm."
Stacy gasped, "What? I thought you said 'in five years,'"
Conrad patted her leg. "This week was a test. Marilyn will never ask you to go down on her again, the crew from New York will be treating you with professionalism from now on. It will be as if none of this ever happened. Edward, Jonathon, and Walter all doubted your commitment to the firm and you passed with flying colors," he smiled.
Stacy groaned, "It was all lies? All a sham?" she asked. "Did you really?" she looked at the driver then mimed sucking cock.
Conrad nodded, "It was part of my test. I'm not going to go into details for the rest of the week. I did that and more. I understand how you must feel, but our firm need...demands total commitment." He got out as they'd arrived.
Jim's head was spinning as he pulled away. His wife did all that as a test? Just to be a partner? Then he thought about the increase in salary along with the bonuses. Would he do anything like that? he wondered.
That evening at 6 PM, Stacy came out alone. She was wearing the linen suit from two days ago. He held the door and as usual, his wife just glanced at him before climbing in. Maybe it was the sunglasses, maybe because he was 'the help,' maybe it was the all-black suit be he felt invisible. He trotted around to the front, got in, and looked back.
"Mr. Marshall is not coming?" he asked.
Stacy shook her head and gave Conrad's address. She looked at those eyes as the driver pulled into traffic. She felt a surge of pride realizing she made it. She made partner. She had to tell someone and thought about calling Jim. The problem was, she was supposed to be on a plane landing in an hour so how could she call? She looked at the driver and sighed, "You must think the worst of me," she said as she wondered why she'd even care what the help thought of her.
"Ma'am?" Jim asked in his Bostonian accent.
"I mean, you must think I'm a total skank," she said thinking that might be the first time she'd used that word.
"No ma'am. I see a beautiful woman who is ambitious and wants to get ahead in a man's world."
Stacy tried not to cry but felt tears welling up. "Someone who will whore themselves out."
Jim laughed, "We all whore ourselves out, some more than others. We take pay to give people what they need. I'm doing it now. It's not for me to judge."
Stacy laughed, "Oh, you can judge. If you aren't you're not human."
"I know you're a lawyer and probably have heard this but you know the difference between a lawyer and a prostitute?" he asked.
Stacy groaned, "Yeah, a prostitute will stop fucking you when you're dead."
Jim shook his head, I've heard that but I was thinking, a prostitute has you pay upfront before you fuck her, but a lawyer sends you the bill after he fucks you."
Stacy laughed, "Wow! A lawyer joke I'd not heard. I need to tell my husband that," she sighed. "He loves telling me lawyer jokes."
Jim pulled off into the drive, this time having to press the intercom button. The gate opened and he pulled around next to the blue Mercedes. Before trotting around he took off the hat and sunglasses.
Stacy was looking at the car and thinking about what she needed to pack when she glanced at the driver doing a double-take. "Jim! Oh, fuck!" she cried. She could see the butler looking on but didn't care. She felt like running wondering why her husband was driving the limo, wondering if it was him all week, knowing it was him all week. Thousands of images, thousands of words flew through he head as she stepped back in horror.
Jim pulled his wife into a hug. "It's ok. You know why I married a lawyer? My last girlfriend wanted to save herself, and by marrying a lawyer I knew I was going to get screwed," he smiled as he stroked her back. He looked at Conrad's help standing by the door and shook his head sending them back inside.
Stacy cried softly on his shoulder when she wondered why he'd been driving the limo. She looked at him and at the car, "Wait. Why?"
Jim sighed and led his wife into the back of the limo. They sat and looked at each other. "I got laid off. They did a series of questionable investments and, well I was part of the 30% force reduction. Dave found me a job while I was looking for another management position driving the limo," he said. "I got a call last week. They want me back at, ironically, a 30% raise," he said. "They were bought out and it looks like the new upper management knows what they are doing."
Stacy looked around. "You never told me? Why not? I'm your wife," she said.
"Like you are just getting back from New York?" he asked. "Never mind. Remember when I didn't get the expected bonus? You were so pissed, I had to sleep in the guest bedroom. I thought my getting laid off would land me in the garage."
Stacy stroked her husband's face, "Damn! I am so sorry. I was so excited we'd have the opportunity to live at...never mind. I overreacted." She again looked around at how clean everything was, how every bottle lined up, how there wasn't a speck of dust or lint anywhere. She looked in horror at the carpet where Conrad's cum flowed out of her and gasped. "You had to clean up..." she put her head in her hands.
"You weren't the first. I like this job but those are the parts I don't like," he said softly. He held his wife feeling anger towards the firm not toward her. They made it an either/or proposition. She remains an associate or she whores herself out. "Like, there are parts of your job you don't like...didn't like doing. Ask yourself this, and leave the money out of it. Money should never be a factor when thinking of job satisfaction. Do the good aspects outweigh the bad?"
Stacy wanted to start with, 'I'll be making over $250,000 a year,' but thought about it and nodded. "I love the law. I love getting through...you know, some of these laws are written in such a way to hide the true ramifications. I feel like a mouse in a maze trying to find the cheese. I love exposing the kernels and making the most for my clients," she said with enthusiasm. "This week I questioned whether it was worth it, but as a partner that should be behind me...us, if you'll still have me."
Jim laughed, "I feel a bit screwed over. Your birthday is coming up and I was going to send you to whore school and now I'll have to find another gift."
Stacy slapped him. "You know I signed NDAs and cannot share what I learned, even with my husband."
Jim tickled his wife who screamed and squirmed. "I have ways," he said in his Boston accent.
The butler periodically glanced out at the car seeing a very subtle rocking wondering if they'd be gone by the time Mr. Marshall returned.
Stacy was first home as Jim had to take the limo back and get it gassed up and cleaned. He arrived a bit past 10 PM, Stacy waiting with a glass of scotch for him.
She kissed him and sighed, "I know you're hurt. You'll never look at me the same way, but know that I love you."
Jim nodded, "I know. Sorry to lie about my job. I'll call them Monday and tell them I'm coming back."
Stacy shook her head. "No, ask yourself. We're you happier there, or are you happier now?"
Jim didn't even think about it, "I'm 100 times happier now. I know it's not as much as I was making or will be making if I go back, but I love the people, love driving them around."
Stacy nodded. "I was wondering why you were so much more upbeat, more loving," she said. "Your limo was the cleanest, best maintained of any I've been in. I mean it. Every morning I looked...sorry to remind you of what I looked for, but it was as if we were never there." She stroked his face, "you need to do what you love. I'm making enough money so we can live comfortably."
Jim looked surprised, "you hate my middle-class friends, hate the lowly status of the help," he said.
"You approve of your upper-class whore?" she asked ruefully. "Who am I to judge. I need to expand my horizons anyhow. We are expected to do pro bono work so I'll have to learn how to slum it. Say, invite your friends over for poker. You'll need someone to get drinks and hor d'oeuvres."
"Jim shook his head, "my friends couldn't even pronounce that. Could you fetch snacks? Do you still have those dresses? The seafoam green one was the best."
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* * *
"That was stupid," Shelly sighed. "There has to be a story here that is even remotely possible. Every guy I know would have untied her and given her his coat or shirt."
"What do you mean?" Doug said looking at the website. "There are guys who'd take advantage of the situation. I know I wouldn't but you're dreaming if every guy would save her."
Doug and Shelly had crawled into bed. They finally had peace after chasing the 3 and 5-year-old boys around all day. They might have been exhausted but it was Saturday night and the kids were in bed. Doug had pulled up the erotic story site and he read one about a couple who were into increasingly kinky things. They'd hiked into a wilderness area and he'd tied her naked to a tree right off a hiking trail. He watched as she was ravaged by various hikers, men without morals, all eager to empty their balls without untying the helpless woman.
"But three pairs of men? Six men, none of which put a stop to it?" she sputtered. "I call bullshit. Even Carl would untie me...at least after he fucked the shit out of me," she smiled. Carl was Doug's oldest friend and was known as a serial womanizer.
Doug laughed, "So, it went from the girl getting fucked to you getting fucked." He felt her slick pussy, "You call bullshit but I've rarely felt you so wet so soon."
Shelly stroked his cock, "I'm not the only one. Were you thinking it was me tied to the tree and you were hiding behind the bushes jerking off?"
Doug rolled between his wife's legs and slid his cock inside her, "Of course not. You know how I hate it when men flirt with you or worse, you flirt back."
"I know, you stand there looking so pissed and when we get home you lay into me...hard," she giggled.
"Ok, it's fun to see how hot you are and how much guys want to get into your pants...or shirt," he sighed as she sucked on her nipple. "These are fucking spectacular."
"That's so sweet," Shelly sighed as she felt her husband drive harder into her. She loved how intense his fucking gets when he gets jealous or aroused. This was simply from her suggesting it was her tied to the tree. She thought back to the beach party they had the previous summer and Carl had been extremely handsy in the water. Then he'd twice enlisted Shelly's help in getting drinks from the stand down the beach. She told him on the way home that Carl volunteered to help scratch any itch she might have when Doug had to go on a business trip. That night, Doug was not only very passionate, but he also woke her up twice more in the middle of the night.
Doug and Shelly hadn't settled into routine sex, though neither had stepped out of their marital vows. Shelly was 5' 3", 105 with a cute ass, tight waist, and full 34D tits. She worked out daily to keep herself fit. Doug was still in good shape for an accountant working 50 - 55 hour weeks, 6' 1", 175. He worked out every other morning before heading to the office and still proudly checked out his six-pack abs every morning.
Doug could feel Shelly was wetter than usual, the story of being tied up? Thoughts of the man she seemingly disliked but mentioned periodically, Carl? Doug didn't care, 'think about any man you want as long as it's me you open your legs for.' "Damn, you feel so horny tonight. You liked the story?"
"Ok, Carl borrowed your level last week," Shelly said softly as she stroked Doug's hair. Whatever he was doing was sending jolts from her nipples to her crotch...though it could have been his fat throbbing shaft.
Doug looked up, "Great, um...so?" he asked before taking her other nipple.
"He wanted to verify it was true, I think that's the word he used. He told me to lie on my back on the island in the kitchen," she panted.
Doug looked up, where was this going? "That sounds dumb."
"I told him he was being stupid and to just leave but he told me I was being chicken and then made clucking sounds," she said. She could feel things building, illogically fighting them but wanting to finish her story. "I thought it'd be easier to get rid of him if I did it so I climbed up and lay on my back. He put the 4' level on me and studied that bubble window," she arched her back as she felt her orgasm coming on, "Oh, God! Um, the level was between my legs and on my...the boob you're sucking on. He was moving it, trying to make it level...oh, shit!" she spat as she came hard. This might have been the fastest she'd ever orgasmed.
Doug ground against her writhing pelvis shocked at how quickly, how powerfully, and how long she came. His balls were also starting to pleasantly ache and as she collapsed with a half smile on her face he returned to driving his cock into her sopping pussy. He had to ask, "Did that really happen?"
"Yes. He pushed the tool against my breast and told me I'd need to raise my pussy up to bring it level. I told him it won't work, and he told me I was top-heavy. I decided to see how high I'd have to raise my...my pussy to get the level...um, level. He was moving it back and forth between my legs...hitting my...oh fuck!" she hissed as everything started to build again. This was new. She'd never cum more than once before. "Oh, wooowwwww!" she put her head back and gasped as this time a full-body orgasm ripped through her. She was amazed at the intense waves or pulses shooting through her.
Doug had the image of Carl grinding the level on Shelly's clit and exploded inside her. With each spasm, he pulled back and slammed into her pussy as if trying to inject his sperm as deeply as he could.
The couple lay on the damp sheets panting heavily. Shelly was stroking her husband's back. She knew he was going to ask.
"That was hot, but you made that up just to get me going, didn't you?" Doug said.
Shelly shook her head. "It happened. I wanted to tell you but I thought you'd be angry."
"He never touched you?"
She shook her head, "never with his hands, but he made sure to scrape that bar across my nipples and against my clit before he shook his head, saying, 'I guess it will have to do.' Then he was gone leaving me feeling ravaged on the kitchen counter" She turned her head in embarrassment, "I...I might have had to take care of things right there," she said softly.
"Holy crap! I can't believe he did that or you let him," Doug sighed.
"I'm sorry. I thought it was just a joke," she said as she noticed her husband was still hard.
"No, it was a stupid test. Your clothes threw off all the measurements. I would have had you do it naked." With that, he shoved his cock back into her very wet pussy.
* * *
A week later, after making sure the babysitter had everything she needed they headed to dinner. They had to park down the block from their favorite Mexican restaurant as the side lot was filled. They were a couple of blocks away when they both stopped and laughed. There was a fetish store with a scantily clad mannequin tied up, wrists bound high over her head.
Doug grinned, "remind you of anything? I can see you like that, it's a great look," he chuckled.
Shelly slapped his shoulder but felt that welcome pulsing, "You wish." She started walking toward the welcome lit sign up ahead. A block later she stopped and laughed loudly.
Doug looked at the display and also laughed. The hardware store's display was a series of various levels. "Holy shit!" Doug grinned, "The Gods must want us to fuck like bunnies tonight."
Shelly nodded across the street at the Motel, "maybe not wait until tonight," she looked at her husband.
"Hourly rates," Doug read, "HBO, A/C"
Shelly felt a rush, "We could check in under Mr. and Mrs. Smith for two hours," she said feeling a bit flushed.
Doug looked his wife over, "Let's save that. Perhaps next time we come down here you could wear painted-on shorts, painted-on top. A tee-shirt and jeans isn't quite the 'rent-a-room for two hours' look," he smiled.
They usually took their time over dinner but arrived home an hour earlier than they'd told the babysitter. Doug was feeling a pleasant buzz from the one margarita while Shelly was fairly looped having had a second.
"Any issues?" Doug asked.
The girl shook her head, "Your boys are nothing. They were wrapped up in their lego kit making monsters," she smiled.
They paid the girl for the time they'd originally said and she picked up her school books and headed down the street. Convenient having the babysitter so close.
They checked on the boys who were fast asleep then headed to their bedroom. That night Shelly was more vocal than usual, perhaps because of the thought of her play-acting a prostitute, or the two store displays. Doug didn't care either way as she again came twice. The bonus was after her second orgasm she climbed off him, crawled down, and sucked him off. For the first time, she let him cum in her mouth and then swallowed.
Basking in their post-orgasmic bliss, Doug stroked his wife's back. "What got into you? Was it the margs? The motel?"
"Do you really want to know? Perhaps it would be better to keep it a secret," she smiled.
Doug began tickling his wife who immediately began writhing around trying to get away. He loved how ticklish she was. Ha also loved seeing those massive breasts flop around. "Tell me, tell me or I'll make you wet the bed again." The last time he'd tortured her like this she lost bladder control.
Shelly was panting and giggling, "Ok, ok...stop!" she begged. As soon as Doug stopped, she lay there panting. "It was the girl tied up in the store. I did think it was me but it was the blindfold on her that made me the horniest. I was imagining being tied up in the woods and hearing footsteps. Men? Women? Was it you or some perverted stranger?" she said. "Am I bad?" she asked softly.
Doug was stroking her sopping pussy, "Bad is good. Be as bad as you want. I thought you said 90% of the guys would be chivalrous and untie you," he said as he stroked her breast. Shelly arched her back letting out a low groan as Doug pinched her nipple and clit at the same time.
"That does take away from the fantasy," she sighed, "Most guys wouldn't even think of taking advantage of a woman in distress. Do they have trees in prison yards?" she asked.
Doug shook his head, "Probably not. We could check, but there are guys. I'll bet you Carl would have his cock inside you within minutes."
"I'll bet you he wouldn't. He's all talk and no...ok, some action. He was checking my top at the beach a few weeks ago, you know, making sure I didn't have any sand under it."
"Seriously?" Doug asked. "You let him?"
"No! I told him no and he stopped immediately. He even apologized saying he must have some type of Tourettes," she sighed. "Don't think badly of me but I've fantasized he ignored my protestations."
"I think he knew I was right there. I'll wager you if I weren't around he'd have you naked in no time," Doug said as he crawled down between Shelly's legs.
Shelly loved being eaten and opened her legs. Doug had great skills and loved to display them. "Oh, wow! That feels great," she panted. "How would we test your theory?" she asked.
"I'll tell you after you cum," Doug said. He came up with the idea as they were driving home. He thought it would be a valid test.
It wasn't long before Shelly felt everything boil up partly because Doug was hitting her exactly as she liked it but mostly because she imagined Carl's large rough hands on her breasts and between her legs. "Yes, yes, yesss...oooohhh, fuck!" she spat as she came again.
Doug swallowed her flowing juices as she ground her pussy against his face. When she'd relaxed and gone limp he wiped his face and crawled up next to her.
Shelly felt the pleasurable waves fade and looked at her husband. "Ok, bastard. Tell me. Tell me how we test your theory?"
"OK, I'll need help moving your grandparent's stuff over to the storage unit," he said. The third garage space was filled with furniture and boxes. "I'll ask Carl to help move all this. Between his pickup and ours, we should be able to get it all in one trip. Then to show our appreciation we'll take him to Mama Rosas's. I thought about feeling the effects of their margaritas. We'll get back and I'll tell you guys I'm ready to pass out leaving you with Carl in the living room."
"How would that be a test?" Shelly asked, "You know he'll try something."
"Sure he will, but you said yourself, guys will back off if you say no, unlike the stories. Let him try what he wants and say no. I'll bet you he stops immediately. He is no sexual predator."
"What if he is?" she asked. "Not really in the mood to be raped...at least not in our living room."
Doug looked at his wife, "Not in the living room, where?"
Shelly chuckled, "Sorry. The woods thing has been on my mind."
"Storing that for future reference," he smiled. "Anyhow, you say no and if he doesn't stop, I'll come out to get water or something. He wouldn't do anything if I were there."
* * *
The following weekend they sent the boys to his parents' house, telling them they'd be running over to the storage unit and it would be hard to look after the kids. Carl was a great help as he was quite a bit stronger than Doug, which was saying a lot. They cleared out the space and then told Carl they'd be taking him to dinner.
Carl whistled seeing Shelly come down the stairs in her flowered summer dress. It wasn't revealing or short but with the light behind her, they could easily make out her womanly curves.
Doug insisted they Uber as he wanted to be free to have a second margarita. Doug climbed into the front seat, Carl and Shelly in the back.
They enjoyed the meal, Shelly acting a lot friendlier to Carl than she had in the past and when they were again picked up, Carl and Shelly never hesitated to get in the back. Normally this would bother Doug but he chatted with the driver who looked in the rearview mirror periodically, then at Doug.
They arrived home, and Carl thanked them saying he should head home himself.
"Nonsense," Doug said, "You wanted to see the pictures from the Grand Caymans. Shelly sure attracted a lot of attention that trip," he slurred.
Carl and Shelly sat on the couch while Doug went over to the bookcase and pulled down an album. Shelly did look hot in her itty bitty bikini. They'd never shared these pictures with anyone before. Doug handed Carl the album. "Something to drink?" he asked.
Both Carl and Shelly shook their heads but Doug went over to the bar. He poured a shot of water from the tequila bottle and downed it. He followed with another before plopping the glass down. "Sorry," he said softly, "stressful week at work. Anyhow, skip over the first few pages. You know the usual pictures from the plane, of the hotel. The best ones are when we hit the nude beach. Those are near the back," he slurred. He flopped down in the armchair in the corner.
He watched through heavily lidded eyes as Shelly giggled at what Carl was saying or pointing to.
Carl looked over and nudged Shelly. "I should go. Doug's out of it," he said.
Shelly shook her head, "He's ok. He did have a hard week. Getting close to tax season and he's been working 14-hour days. I think he's earned blowing off steam like this."
Carl didn't look disappointed. Shelly had not really warmed up to him, especially after he came up behind her in the ocean and slipped his hands under the bathing suit. He thought she was going to kill him or tell Doug and Doug would kill him. She hadn't but he was more reserved in his flirting with her. The problem was, he thought there was no woman in the world sexier than Shelly. She haunted him in his dreams, more than once imagining they were lying naked with one another.
Shelly could feel the man's warmth against her though he made no move to do anything. She was worried the experiment would just peter out when Doug roused himself.
"Sorry guys. I'm not going to pass out on the chair...don't get up. I'm good. Going to bed," he again slurred. "Carl, thanks so much for helping us out today. I'll talk to you later." He turned and headed upstairs.
Shelly put a hand on Carl's leg as he started to get up. She looked up and could just make out Doug sitting in her sewing room. They had an open living room with a balcony with the boys' room and Shelly's sewing room.
Carl was oblivious and turned the page in the album and sighed, "Wow! Your tits look even better than they felt," he smiled. He looked over at the stairs and then swung an arm over Shelly's shoulder. "I really like this shot," he tapped the page.
Shelly had to agree. The sun was at a 45 making her breasts stand out impressively. In the background, she saw a dozen faces all looking right at her as she stood by the shore.
Carl was stroking her collarbone above her breast as they continued through the album. Her dress was designed to tempt guys. The top was an elastic band that hugged her tits just begging to be pulled down. He felt a stirring as his fingers slid over the rounded top of her breast grazing the top hem. He was surprised to see boudoir shots with Shelly flopped on the bed still topless. He wished she were bottomless as well. Again he glanced at the stairs before shifting in his seat so his hand could slide under the fabric feeling more of her intriguing mass.
Shelly felt those powerful fingers gently stroking her upper breast, perhaps just an inch from her nipple. "I should put this away," she said as she started to close the album, "I'm sure Doug just wanted to show you the topless beach ones...though I have no idea why."
Carl stopped her, "Why? I've seen your breasts and felt them. What could be so bad?"
Shelly shook her head, "Ok, but this doesn't mean you can get any ideas, got it?"
Carl quit stroking her upper breast, "Doug's my best friend," he said meaninglessly. "Turn the page, let me...oh wow!"
Shelly blushed as she tried not to feel the rush she felt when Doug took these photos. She was fully naked posing in various lewd positions. This was Penthouse rather than Playboy. She could feel additional heat from the man and heard more rapid breathing. She started to turn the page but Carl stopped her. He'd shifted again in his seat, either he was getting uncomfortably hard or he wanted to slide his hand down farther.
"Damn! You are the more beautiful woman I know. I'm no stranger to the women in the magazines but they couldn't hold a candle to you," he sighed.
"Thanks," Shelly said softly. She was wishing Carl would actually make a move so he'd leave and she could go upstairs and get Doug's cock inside her. She couldn't remember the last time she felt almost desperation for a hard cock. She looked at Carl's lap feeling a shiver go through her, What would she do if Doug weren't watching? She glanced upstairs but could no longer see her husband. Did he fall asleep for real? Did he change his observation post? Is he in bed? She felt a jolt as Carl's fingers flicked across her nipple. She thought about telling him to stop not sure if he would as his hand slid down to fully cup her breast.
"What's on the next page?" he asked.
Shelly was having trouble concentrating as she turned the page. This one was much the same as the previous one but with close-ups of her glistening pussy and her flushed breasts. She even posed as one of those porn sluts with her pussy lips pulled apart revealing her 'pink.' It was the next page that made her nervous. Carl was in no hurry to move on as he slid a hand under the album on her lap and stroked her thigh. She should tell him to stop but it did feel good. These were working man's hands, large, strong, and calloused. Her nipple was on fire as he slowly palmed her huge breast and he was sliding his other hand just below her steaming pussy.



"Let's see the next page," Carl said quietly. Her nipple felt like a hard diamond against his palm and his fingers could feel the moist heat from her pussy. He needed to know and sighed audibly as she turned the page. She was still fully waxed. He loved a waxed pussy.
Shelly gasped at the same time Carl sighed as fingers found her bare pussy. Doug had ordered her to go commando which she never did but he wanted her to feel open and vulnerable. She again glanced upstairs but couldn't see him. Did Doug plan on more than a test of Carl's willpower?
Carl let out a frustrated moan as he looked at the pictures of Shelly pushing a footlong black dildo into her pussy. "Oh fuck!" he moaned, "I see you in a much different light. I always thought you to be a prude, schoolteacher type, but you've got a smoldering passion inside, don't you?" he asked softly. She didn't answer so he slid his middle finger inside her, "Tell me," he said firmly but softly.
Shelly nodded, "Yes. Yes but I can't cheat on Doug," she said with her head back, eyes closed. Her willpower was slipping. Did she have any left? She could hear a soft squelching sound as his finger buried deep inside her. She finally roused herself and shook her head, "Please. Stop. I can't do this," she said as she pulled his hands out of her dress. She noticed how huge his tent was knowing he had to be frustrated.
Carl moaned and nodded. He pulled his hands back, drying his finger on his pants. "Sorry. I shouldn't have done that."
Shelly felt ashamed leading him on like that as a test, "no, I'm sorry. I knew what you were doing from the start and teasing you with these pictures..." She saw how frustrated he looked and for the first time felt sorry for him. She stood and held out her hand. "You're not driving...too many margaritas. Come. I set up the guest bedroom."
Carl followed the girl down the hall to the bedroom. She pointed out the bed, the towels piled on the bed, and various guest toiletries.
Shelly looked at the man, "hang on," she said. She headed back to the living room, grabbed the photo album, and brought it back. "Here. I know what you'll be doing right after I leave. I hope you enjoy these," she smiled.
Carl took it feeling a rush. "Thanks, and sorry to feel you up like that. You're very hard to resist," he sighed.
"Thanks. It's nice to be appreciated," she said. Then on a whim, she kissed him. It was at first a chaste kiss but quickly became more passionate. She did nothing to resist his tongue in her mouth nor her hands on her ass and breast.
Carl surprised himself by breaking the kiss as he felt the girl's crotch grind again his throbbing cock. "Thanks. Damn, Doug is one lucky guy," he sighed. "Go. You should leave now or I cannot be responsible for how bow-legged you'll be tomorrow," he smiled.
Shelly blushed as she was the one initiating the contact. She turned and left, closing the door behind her. She smiled hearing the man tearing off his clothes knowing he'd be jerking off while looking at her naked body.
Doug was sitting up in bed, smiling at Shelly when she came in. "I'm impressed. I was ready to come down with a bucket of water. I've rarely seen such heat.
Shelly nodded, "I thought you were asleep or no longer watching. You should have worried more about me attacking him than him attacking me. How much did you see? I might have let him do a bit too much."
Doug chuckled, "I saw, he had his hands all over you. I was impressed with your willpower. You were breathing really heavily. Go get ready for bed and let's relieve some of your frustration. I'll bet Carl is jerking off right now," he grinned.
"I'm sure. I gave him the photo album," she blushed.
"Nice, good touch. It was cruel to get him wound up without taking care of things," he said patting the bed, "but I got pretty wound up myself watching. That was hotter than hell. I wouldn't have been able to stop," he smiled as he pulled his wife into his arms.
It was a lot harder for Carl to sleep that night even after jerking off twice. He could still feel her soft skin, her velvety slick tight hole, and see her in full slutty positions, but it seemed as if the couple above him had to fuck every hour all night long. He found himself stroking his cock in rhythm with the soft creaking of the bed upstairs.
The next morning Shelly was in the kitchen wearing a lot less than she did usually. Doug was insistent she wear nothing but a tight short wife-beater. Her nipples were clearly visible and if she raised her arms she was completely exposed.
Carl drank his coffee having trouble not just ogling his friend's wife, but Doug and Shelly made breakfast as if this were a normal morning. The girl was putting dishes away exposing that perfect ass or when she bent down to reach into the dishwasher her plump breast was fully exposed.
Doug was watching his friend struggle and had a thought. He went to the sink to rinse his coffee cup out, turned on the water, and looked shocked when the stream splashed up all over Shelly's top.
"Hey!" Shelly cried as she wiped her soaked shirt.
"Oh, fuck!" Doug said as he grabbed the drying towel, "I'm sorry. I keep forgetting how fast it comes out." He took the towel and dabbed for a minute then shook his head. "Here, give me that. I'll put it in the clothes hamper. You'll freeze."
Shelly looked over at Carl but pulled the sopping shirt off and gave it to her husband. She held a clean dish towel out to Carl as Doug left the room, "Can you dry me off?" she asked sweetly.
Carl jumped up and grabbed the towel. He softly and gently wiped her front, making sure her breasts were perfectly dry. He made sure he got all of it lifting one breast, drying under it, then the other. He'd felt her huge breasts, and seen the pictures but having her naked right in front of him was incredible.
"My crotch and thighs got wet too," Shelly said in a soft panting voice.
Doug came back in acting as if this were just another day. Carl was kneeling in front of Shelly who'd put one foot on a chair, as he wiped her inner thighs and pussy. "Sorry to dash off, but I need to get to the hardware store for the valve and flapper in the guest bathroom. It won't stop running."
Carl looked at Shelly uncertainly and over to the garage door after Doug left.
Shelly smiled, "What a tease. I think he's cruel. I'd better go get dressed," she said as she stepped back. "I told Doug about the beach and he wants to torture you. I'm sorry about that," she said softly.
Carl adjusted his throbbing cock and nodded. "I deserve it. It was stupid of me, first of all, he's my best friend. Secondly, no decent guy just gropes a woman like that. I'd better go," he said softly. "Well, I guess last night showed I'm not a decent guy." He stepped away taking in her naked beauty one last time.
Shelly gave him a hug, kissed him on the cheek, and left the kitchen.
After she heard Carl leave she called Doug, "I told you. Most guys are not sexual predators. He apologized for groping me in the ocean and left...No, nothing. After you left he didn't touch me. I'm telling you those stories are so contrived...Ok, see you later. I'm going to take a nap...ok, and use my friend," she giggled. She opened the bottom drawer and pulled out the huge black dildo and tube of lube.
As she worked the mass into her pussy she found herself moaning Carl's name while wishing Doug had been right about him. She would have resisted, but hell, Carl is much larger and stronger and she'd have to submit, wouldn't she? "Ooooohhhh, fuck!" she spat as she pushed the dildo against her cervix. "Fuck me, Carl, fuck my pussy," she panted
Doug came home and heard nothing. He stood in the doorway smiling. What a sight. He took out his phone and moved around the bed getting shots of his beautiful passed-out wife, legs spread wide with her hand holding the dildo half buried in her pussy. He put away the phone and covered her up. He was tired also from the long night of fucking but went down and made coffee.
* * *
Doug looked over at Shelly while dining at their favorite Thai place, "I was thinking. First of all, we wanted to see if Carl would...how to put it, take advantage of being alone with you. Then I thought perhaps it was because I was in the house. Something else occurred to me. What would Carl have done if we never knew each other? What if he thought, 'hey! I'll never see this babe again so why the fuck not?'" he said. "Think about it. No ramifications."
Shelly shook her head, "I know what you're thinking. I'm not getting naked with a strange man in the house to see if he'll rape me," she said. "Some tradesperson comes over when you're not home and my robe falls off?"
Doug shook his head adamantly, "nope. I would hate that. I was thinking of the story. And not naked but perhaps not fully dressed." He told her his plan and looked at her.
"So, you'll be what? Close enough to see and hear but hidden? You'll be watching the entire time?" she asked.
"Yes. It will look like you've been abandoned and guys will either help you or...we'll, we'll have our answer and I'll rush back just in time to save you," he smiled.
"Ok. I'll do it, but this is the last test. I'm not going to sit at a bar waiting for you so that guys can hit on me," she said referring to a story genre that Doug loved, "or let guys grope me at one of your company parties."
* * *
They had sent the boys to his parents again, but this time for a week. They reserved a cabin up in the Adirondacks far away from civilization. They had all the gear packed in a bag.
Shelly had agreed to this before coming but as they hiked through the woods she was having second thoughts. "Perhaps the bar pickup thing would be better," she said. "I'll bet that local place 20 miles back would be filled with horny guys and we'll never see them again," she said.
Doug shook his head. Too small. If you sat at the bar where would I sit, or stand so I could see? A strange girl at the bar, a strange man in the corner watching? They'd know we were together."
"Ok. But you'd better be ready to run back from the cabin if it looks like it'll go too far," she said.
They came into a clearing. It was beautiful with a view of the rolling mountains and white fluffy clouds lazily moving across the sky. It was a warm but not overly hot day. Behind was a grove of trees, perhaps 75 yards. There was a lone pine about 20 yards from the main hiking trail.
"This should work. I'm going to make sure there's a good place for me to hide. Relax, I'll be back," Doug said.
Shelly's stomach was in knots. The plan was solid, Doug had brought his Glock just in case. Nothing would come of it other than some serious groping, she thought. But being miles and miles from any civilization made this whole thing sound insane. She watched her husband trot back nodding.
'Oh, well. Here goes nothing,' she thought. She stripped down to her bikini and took out the rope.
Doug whistled as he came up, "hey baby, you look good enough to fuck," he said in an Appalachian accent.
Shelly shuddered, "don't do that. I feel like throwing up already," she moaned. Even though she was wearing a bathing suit, albeit a very tiny one, she felt naked. It was a good thing she'd put on copious amounts of bug repellent as the deer and horse flies in these wood were fierce but they were leaving her alone.
Doug tied her hands to the branch above her allowing her to move around. He stepped back grinning. "Fuck the test," he said as he grabbed a large breast, "I need some pussy!"
Shelly squirmed away but in doing so her breast popped out of the small triangle. Doug made no move to fix it, "Honey...please. Don't...fuck!" she spat as her husband just laughed and ran back to the hiding place.
Shelly looked down at her breast wondering if she could use her teeth to fix the top but threw that idea out as impossible. She looked over at the wall of trees and shuddered. What if Doug left as he had when she was naked with Carl? She tried to think positively, replaying all the scenarios in her head. It would be fine as 90% of all men would rescue her anyhow.
Doug was lying on the pine straw watching. Shelly was moving in circles to keep up her circulation. Her wrists were held in a loose loop, though the knots were tied as tightly as he could make them. He looked at her bare ass cheeks as she turned thinking if someone doesn't show up soon he'd go over and take advantage of her vulnerability. He'd taken their packs thinking how ironic it'd be if someone came into the clearing grabbed their packs and stole them rather than assaulting the vulnerable woman.
Vulnerable. That was the word sticking in Shelly's head. She felt her nipples harden, and her pussy throb knowing even with Doug reacting quickly some men could have her naked and hands on her everywhere...inside her. She stifled a moan as she thought that Doug might not react too quickly. That would be incredible.
Doug felt suddenly uncomfortable realizing he had to take a shit. He listened hard but heard no voices, no heavy footfalls. His stomach was making loud sloshing sounds and he was in trouble. 'Shit, shit, shit,' he thought as he crawled farther back into the woods with his trowel and toilet paper. He knew he should pack it out, but after the burrito last night for dinner, this might not be packable.
Shelly heard voices, men's voices. They were loud and boisterous and her stomach was in knots.
Dan, Stu, and Larry came out into the clearing after hiking three good miles. "This looks like a great place to...holy fuck!" Dan gasped.
The other two looked over to where Dan was looking. "Holy shit, ma'am, are you alright?" Larry asked as he pulled off his backpack. "Who did this to you?"
Shelly felt relief. These guys didn't look like someone out of Deliverance but like accountants. "My husband. Um, we thought it would be kinky to...damn!" she blushed, "then he realized he tied the knots too tight. He ran back to the cabin to get a knife. He'll be back any minute... I know he will," she said, "do you guys have a knife? Can you cut me down?"
Stu pulled a knife out. "We can't leave a pretty young thing like you just hanging there, can we boys?"
"Oh, thank you, thank you. Wait, no...what are you doing?" She screamed. Doug should be running out now, she thought as the blade cut through her bikini bottoms and top. She was suddenly naked and no sign of Doug. "Please, please don't. I'm married...oh fuck!" she cried as hands and fingers probed her.
"Oh, my God!" Dan sighed, "look at these tits," he said as he roughly squeezed them.
"I like her ass. A runner, I'm sure," Larry said behind her.
The three men explored every part of the woman's body. Stu chuckled, "put her bikini in her mouth. Tied up like this we can't have her suck us off anyhow, but grab the oleo from my bag, and we'll take turns on her pussy and ass," he said as he stripped down.
Doug was too far away to hear anything but as hard as he tried to make this a quick shit, his bowels had different ideas.
Shelly wanted to scream, but all that came out were muffled cries. Where was Doug? Did something happen to him? She wondered if he'd jumped up and tripped or if there was a fourth man who was tying him up.
Stu was stuffing his cock into a very wet, very tight cunt while Larry was lubing her ass. Dan was standing back waiting his turn on either hole. He was stroking his cock, a leer on his face as the scared, wide-eyed woman was looking at him for help.
"Relax and enjoy it, babe. This is what you wanted when you asked your husband to tie you up. We'll be quick, but we'll be good then we'll cut you down," he smiled evilly. He watched as his two friends sandwiched the woman, pounding into her holes aggressively. She quit squirming and was panting through her nose. Larry was gripping her huge breasts as he slammed into her ass while Stu was arching his back to get as deep as he could into her sloshing cunt.
Stu was the first to cum, spewing his sperm deep into the woman's pussy. He barely finished when Dan pulled him away and drove his cock inside her.
Stu used the girl's bra to clean his cock, then watched eagerly as his friends enjoyed themselves.
Shelly was initially terrified and angry that Doug let her down but as she felt another cock slide into her, her feelings changed. She was starting to enjoy it. She'd had anal sex but she'd simply tolerated it as she knew Doug liked it, but having a cock in her ass and another slam against her clit was causing things to build up. Her panting through her nose was now joined by muffled moans.
Larry felt himself getting close and saw that Stu was stroking his cock waiting for him. He heard the girl moaning louder while arching her back and then she cried out as she came. He wasn't far behind as he felt his balls tighten.
Stu grinned seeing his friend's face clench up as he spewed cum into the girl's rectum. He much preferred sloppy seconds when he fucked women in the ass. So much slicker. He stepped behind that beautiful ass after Larry staggered back, then shoved his cock into the gaping hole.
Shelly was now rhythmically grunting as the two men synchronized their assault on her holes. She was feeling another orgasm building up and now had the stupid thought that perhaps Doug should hold off. There was something incredible about being used by rough strangers with zero concern for her comfort or pleasure. Ironically that increased her arousal leading to her second orgasm.
Dan came next leaving a huge pent-up load in the girl's cunt. As he stepped back, he chuckled as the stream of two loads of cum flowed onto the forest floor. He grabbed the girl's top and cleaned off his cock before pulling his pants back up.
Stu might have cum already but the thought of the husband returning made him focus. His hands were mauling the girl's huge tits as he felt his stomach repeatedly slam against those creamy ass cheeks. He felt the nice aching build up then with a loud groan he spasmed inside her rectum. He staggered back then pulled the bikini bottoms out of the girl's mouth and cleaned off his cock then tossed the sopping garment to the ground. "There. Is that what you were hoping for?"
"Fuck you," Shelly said as she took deep breaths. "I asked to be cut down."
"Then speak up next time," Stu chuckled, "any of you guys hear our slut here that she didn't want us to fuck her?"
Dan shook his head, "I heard her cum...twice, and if I'm not mistaken she wants to come with us. We could use some evening entertainment on this trip." He pulled on her erect nipples causing Shelly to close her eyes and groan.
Larry slapped the girl on the ass, "we should go. She said her husband had to run back to get a knife. I'd rather not be here, especially if he has a gun."
Dan squeezed those perfect breasts one last time then pulled out his phone, took a series of pictures then kissed the girl.
Shelly was surprised and as she was exhausted didn't fight it and opened her mouth. She wondered again where Doug was. It wasn't like him to be unreliable and she was worried.
Dan stepped back, pulled out his knife, and cut the rope looped over the branch. He caught the naked girl as she staggered back, "There. We didn't lie. We told you we'd cut you down. It was nice meeting you," he said as he lowered the girl onto the pine straw.
Doug finished filling in the hole and rushed back up the hill to his hiding place. At first, he panicked not seeing Shelly, then saw her sitting on the ground. He ran out from the trees hoping she wasn't pissed. Someone cut her down and was disappointed he missed seeing the Good Samaritan before he realized she was naked. Her legs were open and as he approached he saw the white cream flowing from her pussy. "Oh, shit, Shelly. I'm so sorry! I got a sudden upset stomach...oh, fuck!" he said as he knelt down.



Shelly started punching her husband, "you fucker! You left me and three men...where the fuck were you?" she cried.
Dan saw her wrists were raw, her breasts were red as if roughly mauled and her pussy was swollen. "I'm so sorry...so fucking sorry. I just..." he said lamely as he held her. He noticed her bathing suit and picked up the pieces. "They cut it and...?" He dropped the soaking smelly pieces of cloth.
Shelly nodded, "I need my pack. I want to get back to the cabin and clean up."
"We'll call the cops. You were raped," Doug said.
Shelly shook her head, "and tell them what? Three men whose names I didn't get took advantage of me after you tied me nearly naked right off a hiking trail? Then you disappeared rather than ensure my safety? What was our plan? Tease men and get our kicks out of seeing them frustrated?" she said. "Let's go."
The entire hike back, Shelly didn't say a word. They got to the cabin and went immediately into the bathroom spending a good half hour showering. She didn't even look at her husband and just crawled into bed. When Doug asked if he could bring her back some dinner she never acknowledged his question as she lay with her back to him.
Doug slept on the couch that night and the next morning, Shelly seemed better.
"We can check out early and head back home," Doug said. "I know I've said it over and over but I'm so sorry you have to go through that."
Shelly sat on the bed looking at him, "tell me again where you were. I need to know what happened. I thought maybe you'd been hurt or something."
Doug sighed and explained how the burrito must have been bad and he'd spent a half hour shitting his guts out. He hated leaving her but it seemingly wouldn't end.
The girl shook her head, "I get it. Been there. I guess it was just bad luck."
"Let's pack up and head home," Doug said, "I guess we know that the stories could be true."
Shelly laughed, "I still maintain that 90% of the men would have rescued me. We have the rest of the week and we brought lots of rope. The only thing I'd like is something to reduce chafing around my wrists," she said. "Also, that was my one bathing suit and I don't want to waste my good bras and panties so I guess I'll just have to be naked."
"You want to go through that again? I thought you'd be traumatized."
Shelly shook her head, "It wasn't pleasant...at least at first, but then it became...arousing and I came twice. The first time I was mortified but then as they talked about me as if I weren't there while using my ass and pussy for their own pleasure the second orgasm was a lot more intense."
"Holy shit! you liked it, didn't you? You've been quiet because you feel guilty that you enjoyed being raped by strangers," Doug said.
Shelly nodded, "I didn't enjoy it at first and I wanted to kill you for abandoning me. The men were rude and rough but the more they fucked me the wetter I got. Then their rude comments triggered something inside me and I wanted them to be even more coarse. I went from begging you to save me to hoping you'd show up but a little later." She looked down at her hands, "all night I dreamt about men taking turns with me, using me," she said quietly.
The rest of the week, they chose different spots but the first day rather than being tied upright, Shelly wanted to be on her back saying that limiting access to her ass might be a good idea.
The first spot they chose was a rocky ledge with trees at each quadrant so she was able to be tied down on her back spread-eagle. She saw how Doug was looking at her and smiled. "I thought of a flaw in our story. Sure, you might like to tie me up and fuck me but why didn't you fuck me yesterday before trying to untie the knots?"
Doug grinned, "I was thinking that I loved how helpless you looked and wanted to fuck you." He unbuckled his pants, stroked his cock, and without foreplay shoved it into his wife's pussy. "Oh fuck! You're so tight right now," he panted.
Shelly groaned, "Not like yesterday after three men loosened me up...oh yes. That's it, use my cunt for your pleasure," she sighed happily.
Doug didn't wait for Shelly to cum, just leaned over gripping those massive tits, and pounded her pussy. Within minutes he slammed into her and emptied his balls inside her. He pumped into her with each surge until his balls were drained. He pulled out and pulled up his pants. He looked at the cum leaking out and nodded, "this looks better. I'll be just over by the rocks. I see someone who doesn't want to cut you free and I'll be here in 10 seconds."
Shelly shook her head, "or you could wait. Let them have some fun first," she said quietly.
"Really?" Doug asked, "Ok but we need a safe word, something that makes me come running," he said.
"How about if I yell, 'Stop it, you bastards!'?" she said, "or if they gag me like the guys did yesterday, you see that and rescue me. Otherwise, I'll never be able to yell out."
Doug didn't have long to wait as two brothers came around the corner. Shelly begged to have the ropes cut and without hesitating, they not only cut her loose they offered her a shirt as Shelly explained he'd run back to the cabin to get a knife and took her clothes so they'd not be stolen. They waited with her to keep her safe until Doug came running up the trail holding a knife (folded, of course. Please don't run with an exposed blade) and Shelly's clothes.
The two boys shook their heads at how stupid Doug was before going on their way.
The rest of the week was a mixed bag. One time Doug was in the middle of fucking Shelly while she was tied with her back to a tree and three men came around the corner. "Dude, what's this?" they asked, "A little kinky stuff? Can we have a turn?"
They admitted they liked public sex and Shelly looked the men over and nodded. They were gentler than the first three men and even offered Doug a beer while he sat and watched his wife getting fucked. When they finished the first man shook Doug's hand, "Thanks. We've been packing for three weeks and these guys were starting to look good," he chuckled.
Then Shelly wanted to be tied to a tree while being blindfolded. She almost came hearing the men's voices and their sneering laugh when she begged to be untied. She didn't know how many there were or anything other than their cocks were hard and they didn't last long...though they lasted long enough for her to cum three times.
Another time, two men were just finishing fucking Shelly who was tied and bent over a log and four men came around the corner. The first two men smiled at the guys and waved an arm out, "All yours. She's a prime piece of ass," one of them said. "Oh, we promised her we'd cut her loose after we fucked her so it would be nice if you guys could do that."
Doug wondered if Shelly wanted to yell out the safe phrase but she never said a word, then after her mouth was stuffed with cock most of the time.
The strangest was a church group led by a priest with six 18 to 20-year-old boys. The boys all said they should cut the spread-eagled girl loose. She was tied up naked between two trees looking like a human X. The priest shook his head, "Boys, do you not believe in the power of God? Do you think she wasn't put here for us? Or, he put us in her path to pleasure her. It would be a sin to leave this beautiful woman unsatisfied." Doug almost fell asleep as the seven men took turns...multiple turns with the helpless woman. He thought after an hour she'd have yelled out the safe phrase. He made the decision for her and looped around and come running up the trail after all the men came at least twice, some three times inside her.
Saturday morning came about and it was time to check out. The tally was 16 good Samaritans, and 8 groups of sexual predators. Not exactly the 90% of men are decent but at least a majority.
They loaded up the car, or actually, Doug loaded up the car as Shelly was walking stiffly. He looked over at his wife. "That escalated quickly. You'd been with just me in your life to...how many?"
"34. There were a few guys who I wished were not nice guys. Those two guys from Sweden? They were cute," she sighed.
"Holy shit! I guess I knew the number was high, but..." he sighed. "We learned a valuable lesson here," he said sadly.
Shelly nodded, "For anal, spit sucks and oleo isn't a whole lot better. Cooking oil is ok, but Vaseline is great."
"I wouldn't know," Doug said bitterly. "Anal has been very rare in our sex lives."
Shelly sighed, "I know, but I feel different about it, more open."
As they pulled out of the dirt drive onto the highway Shelly suggested, "We could stop at the local bar 20 miles down the road. You could drive drop me off and check in to see how I'm doing after, say an hour?" she said softly.
"Another test?" Doug asked.
"Another test. Every guy who approaches me I'll tell him I'm married. We'll see how many back off and how many don't give a shit," she said feeling a tingling between her legs.
"And what if they don't give a shit and offer to show you their new pickup?" he asked.
"I'd be curious," Shelly said softly, "I mean about the pickups. Some of these new ones are very well appointed."
As they approached the bar, Doug said quietly, "I feel guilty."
Shelly looked over having changed into a thin dress without underwear. She'd been wondering how the men in the bar would react when she came in and ordered a beer at the bar. "Why? All those men fucking me?" she asked. "I liked it." She thought back to the dozens of cocks that had free access to her various holes and how any one of her orgasms might have been the most powerful of her life, especially those when she had a cock in her ass and pussy at the same time.
Doug shook his head, "About Carl. We teased...you teased him, left him hanging and he's a friend. Then we let dozens of strangers fuck you," he said softly.
"Ok. Another setup?" she asked as Doug pulled into the parking lot. "Perhaps see if there's a point of no return for him?"
"Another setup. We'll see if he just has to say 'Fuck it!' and do what he wants with you," he said to his wife. As she smiled and nodded, he reached past her and opened the car door. "See you in an hour?" he asked.
"Maybe," she giggled as she turned and headed towards the sound of Johnny Cash singing Ring of Fire.
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Sarah was floating across campus, her head filled with the intriguing conversation with the hot guy. He had to be 6' 3" and in shape. He wasn't cocky as a lot of the college athletes were but humble almost empathetic. She could see by the micro expressions on his face that what she said to him made an impression. He played on the basketball team but told her it was just a hobby.
Sarah Walters was a shy girl and in three years of college had been on three dates. All three were a disaster as all the boys wanted was her naked and under them. She was adamant that she would not put out on the first, second, or third dates. She wanted an emotional bond before there'd be any intimacy. Her roommate and bestie laughed at that saying intimacy leads to emotional bonds...then again, Megan's idea of emotional bonding was simultaneous orgasms.
It wasn't surprising men wanted Sarah naked as she had an intriguing shape under her utilitarian outfits. Her skin was pale, almost an alabaster white, and her perfectly symmetrical face was crowned with golden blonde hair, and she had sparkling blue eyes. Even under a flannel shirt, it was impossible for her to fully hide her assets. 34EE breasts, a 21" waist, and 34" hips made heads turn especially in summer as she had to wear lighter clothes. She wanted to be known for her brain rather than her body. She found it interesting as the boy had said he preferred being thought of as brainy than as an athlete.
She'd been in the library looking for an obscure book in ancient Italian on Michelangelo and his engineering contributions. She was led into the stacks by the aged librarian and found Thomas Stewart holding the book she was looking for. The woman sighed and said, I'll leave you two to fight it out," then turned and left.
Thomas was incredibly helpful, pointing out other books on the same topic, then they had coffee and bagels. Before she knew it, noon turned into 4 PM and bagel turned into a date the next night. She couldn't believe how she felt, but it had to be love.
Every bit of rational thought told her she was being irrational and impetuous but had he asked her back to his room she wouldn't have hesitated, but it was on the sixth date that they finally kissed. It was also after the kiss that he proposed.
Sarah never thought that being engaged after six dates over a week was impetuous. She felt a kinship, a mental and emotional connection.
She told Megan who was initially shocked but then thrilled. "You're finally going to get laid," she grinned, "took getting married but hell! Whatever it takes." Then she sat the cute blonde girl down, "Don't wait until your wedding night. You need to find out if you're sexually compatible," she said.
Sarah had laughed that off, "I'm sure his penis is perfectly compatible with my vagina, hell, how many variations are there?" she asked.
Megan fell back laughing at that one, then explained about the largest sexual organ being the brain and how too often his needs didn't align with her needs and vice versa. "I've been with guys who couldn't find a clitoris with a flashlight and a map. Others who couldn't care less if I felt anything just wanted to empty their balls inside me. Then there are the misogynists who want nothing more than to spray their cum all over my face, a stupid look on their faces," she'd said. "But if you're lucky, you'll find a guy who puts your needs first while also letting you pleasure him. The 50/50 fuck is the rarest and most pleasurable act you'll ever share with anyone. You'll find out sooner or later what kind of guy Tom is, hopefully before you're locked into 60 years of just being with him."
That triggered a curiosity in Sarah about sex she'd never had before. "I need to find out soon. You're right," she nodded.
Megan laughed, "All this time I've been telling you you need to get laid, and had I made it into an academic research project...hell, you might be teaching me how to find the ideal fuck!" She then spent the next few hours showing Sarah videos and different types of foreplay, positions, and how she should be helping him give her pleasure.
Sarah was most intrigued seeing the girls sucking on the men's cocks, she learned not to say penis but to say cock or dick. Megan had pulled out a foot-long realistic rubber cock, cleaned it carefully then taught Sarah how to first lick the entire shaft before sucking on it. She praised the girl on how much she could put into her mouth saying, "you'd have been eating for free the last few years with that skill."
Then Megan looked thoughtful, "There's just one thing that might be a turn-off," she sighed. "Pull your pants down."
Sarah looked confused but Megan had seen her naked hundreds of times so she stood and pulled down her pants. She saw Megan looking at her bush shaking her head, "I trim. I mean, not for a week or so but..."
"Not trim, shave. Come on. Let's get over to the tub," the girl said. An hour later Sarah was sporting a small blonde triangular patch of pubic hair and her armpits were shaved for the first time in her life.
Even though she and Megan had changed in front of each other, this was the first time they'd showered together and her roommate was fascinated by Sarah's huge breasts. She cupped them and let them fall amazed at how little sag there was. "Fuck not ever paying for meals again, you could have had some sugar daddy cover your tuition," she sighed.
Sarah felt butterflies as Tom opened the door to his fraternity room. The first thing she noticed was the bed, not the first boy's bed she'd seen but the first she'd like to share. He'd wanted to call his parents to introduce his fiancé to them. They'd FaceTimed and Sarah loved his parents immediately. They were all smiles without a single question as to their abrupt engagement.
After they hung up, Sara looked at Tom and grinned, "I love them. Your parents seem incredible." She hugged Tom holding him happily when she remembered Megan's comments. "By the way, are you a virgin?" she asked.
Tom shook his head, "Sorry, no. Is that something important to you?" he asked.
Sarah laughed, "Hell, no. I am and I'd like to know how sexually compatible we are...you know, before we live our lives together. Can we find out? We might have to do it a few times to be sure, especially since it'll hurt the first time," she said.
Tom nodded and looked uncertain until Sarah got up, went over to the door, and locked it.
"Can't have interruptions," she said, "I'd like to do it at least twice this time. Is that ok with you?" She pulled her shirt over her head, unclipped her large bra then pulled off her pants and panties. She was aware of how the boy was looking intently at her but she was curious to see a cock in person for the first time herself. She wanted to tell him to get naked also but he had a look on his face she'd never seen on a boy before.
Tom gasped as she exposed the best body he'd ever seen. She had the clearest skin, the best breasts, and the tightest-looking pussy. He stood and ran his hands down her sides to her ass. Then he dropped to his knees and took a nipple into his mouth. Her large areolas were swollen and puffed out and her nipple was like a hard pebble. The girl moaned as he pressed his tongue against the velvety ring and she opened her legs as he slid a hand up her inner thigh. He could smell her heat as she pressed against him.
Sarah felt dizzy and her nipples were so sensitive it was almost painful...not a bad pain, actually a great pain, she thought. She let herself be led over to the bed falling back, her legs open for the boy.
Tom kissed his way up her inner thighs, pleasantly happy she was shaved. He'd assumed she would have a full bush but she'd prepared. He saw her labia were swollen and opened like flower petals. The sight of her pale pink insides made his cock throb angrily against his jeans.
Sarah jerked and gasped as she felt the boy's tongue slide up her virgin pussy to the unbelievably sensitive clit. She wanted to stop him, then wanted him to keep going. Her head was in turmoil as he probed, penetrated, and teased. His fingers found her nipples and she lost control of her body. Her pelvis was rocking up against his face, her legs opening wider than she thought possible and her back was arching as jolts of burning electricity shot through her body.
Tom's face was smeared with the girl's cum as she cried out and ground her pussy against him. He knew she was going to cum soon...hoped she'd cum soon as his cock felt like it was going to break trying to rip through his pants.
Sarah felt it...felt what Megan had told her was addicting. Her aching throbbing in her womb was rapidly rising and as it came to an agonizing peak, stars covered her vision and she cried out.
Tom sucked on the girl's clit as her ass lifted off the bed grinding her pussy into his face. He was worried his brothers would hear her, but then hoping they would as he had a reputation for being too much of a nerd.
Sarah almost passed out from her first orgasm. She lay on the bed, her body limper than she'd ever been thinking about how she had to tell Megan how incredible it felt. No wonder Megan's grades never seemed as important as pursuing orgasms. She roused herself realizing she still had never seen nor touched a cock. She sat up and smiled at the boy who was wiping his face on his shirt. "My turn," she said. "Pull out your cock. I need to see it."
Tom smiled, "Gee. Do I have to?" he asked. But he stood in front of the girl who was now sitting up. The eager look on the girl's face sent a rush through him as he unbuttoned his jeans. His cock had barely popped out before both Sarah's hands gripped it.
This was bigger than most of the cocks Megan showed her. Maybe she chose those so she wouldn't be intimidated, but this wasn't intimidating. Her two hands couldn't wrap around the pulsating shaft and she wondered how long it was. Megan told her to expect 6" and 7" if she's lucky but length is secondary to girth.
Even Meagan's toy she'd named Leroy for some reason, was skinnier than Tom's cock and Megan warned her not to expect any guy to be this well-endowed. She licked the underside of the shaft as Megan taught her before opening her mouth. She didn't remember having to strain her jaw when taking the toy into her mouth, but after what Tom did you her, she owed him. She was able to relax her jaw muscles and pick up a rhythm while licking the underside. He seemed to like it when his cock hit the back of her throat and he was soon grunting with each bob of her head. Megan warned her that she might not like it if he came in her mouth but she wanted to experience the entire thing. She liked how he cupped and squeezed her breast. She wondered if he was getting close as she was swallowing more and more precum.
Tom moaned he was cumming knowing girls hate it if he came in their mouths, but Sarah kept sucking, actually sucking him deeper into her throat. "Oh, God!" he grunted as he felt the boiling in his balls peak and explode. He found as he thrust into her mouth his balls were slapping on her chin yet she wasn't gagging.
Sarah liked the tangy taste and liked making the boy happy. She swallowed rapidly and when he finished and staggered back, she grinned at him as he flopped onto the bed. "Did I do it right?" she asked.
Tom smiled, "Yes! You...it felt great, though I've never had a girl do more than lick me...you know, to get me hard," he panted.
They didn't leave the room until 8 AM the next day as Sarah had class at 9. She again found herself walking on air. She felt her whole body tingling after nine orgasms. 'Megan will be so proud of me,' she thought.
"Nine? Nine fucking orgasms?" the girl spat. "I hate you. Were there really nine?" she asked again. "I've never had more than three in a night and you had nine???"
Sarah nodded, feeling pleased. She must have done things right. "Three times when he went down on me, six while we were making love. You're right about how great it feels, I even passed out once from one. Oh, I took a picture of his cock. He said it was ok, but then again I just gave him a blowjob," Sarah grinned. "Boys sure seem to like blowjobs."
Megan's jaw dropped seeing the picture of Tom's cock with Sarah's forearm next to it.
"I know, he was getting soft. We just made love," Sarah sighed.
"No, that's..." she jumped up, grabbed a ruler, and made Sarah hold up her arm. "10 and 1/2 inches...getting soft?" the girl moaned, "and he went down on you three times? Fuck me! I've been searching for the perfect fuck and you stumble into the guy without even trying?" she sputtered, "and please quit saying made love. With this," she held up Sarah's phone, "you were getting fucked and I mean that in the best possible way." She looked at her friend, "I am so happy for you...you both. You hit the fucking jackpot," she said as she hugged the young blonde.
For the rest of their senior years, Tom and Sarah fucked daily and Sarah found she dreamt about sucking his cock as much as getting off on his tongue or cock inside her. There was something about feeling the fleshy hot shaft in her mouth that was addicting.
* * *
She met Tom's parents in person just before the wedding and she was welcomed with open arms. While not shy, Tom was accused of being 'emotionally unavailable,' and his parents worried he'd never find the right girl. Marsha, Tom's mom embraced her as if she were the best thing ever to happen to her son. Tim, Tom's father was like his son, brilliant with an almost off-the-charts IQ. He'd made shrewd investments, invented various things, and started up his own company.
The wedding was a quiet affair as neither had a lot of friends, but those they had were very close and thrilled for the couple. Sarah had lost her parents at a young age and was in the system until she aged out, so there was no family from her side. Megan was the Maid of Honor and managed to make her dress look slutty. Every guy there wanted to dance with the two girls, the short blonde in the tight dress with her huge breasts bulging out and the tall redhead with long slender legs.
Megan came up to Sarah as she was coming out of the restroom, "You realize every guy here wants to fuck you," she smiled. "I mean it, even the priest. When you watch the video of the ceremony check out how little time he spent looking away from these," she said palming her friend's tits.
"Get me a refill of whatever drink that was you had the bartender make me and I'll consider it. We have, what, two more hours? You can keep Tom occupied for me?"
Megan laughed, "I'd get you more than a drink if you give me an hour with that studly husband of yours," she suddenly giggled, "husband! Wow! I am so thrilled for you!" she cried before hugging her best friend.
There were plenty of hugs and tears as the couple drove off to their honeymoon in Italy. Where else would a couple both knowing Italian go on their honeymoon?
After graduation, both Tom and Sarah moved into a house just a block north of his parent's house and both were hired on in Tim's company. His parents covered the extremely low-interest loan, otherwise, they'd have been living in an apartment somewhere. Tom joined the R&D department as an entry-level admin. He excelled at developing products often finding off-the-wall solutions to difficult issues.
Sarah found a few contractor jobs within the company, mostly secretarial work. She was happy to discover what a close family environment felt like. She loved Tom's parents and both loved her. All those years of being an inconvenient source of income for her foster parents made her mistrust most adults, but these two opened up her heart. She had her first birthday party since she was 5 and was included in all family photos. She found she was closest with Tim of the two parents as they got into many discussions. It was amazing to have a brilliant adult listen to her, nodding as she gave her observations.
Tim was taken to the girl instantly as she was able to pick up and grasp many of his ideas, adding suggestions that sent him off to his workshop. He found himself calling her when he hit snags or if an idea just seemed to be too far-fetched. Sarah was able to ask the right questions and cue him into a path he'd not thought of. When his Executive Assistant retired he approached Sarah offering her the job, but as Assistant to the President as he wanted more from her than keeping track of his appointments. This was a huge raise over her temp jobs, but it was that she was valued that gave Sarah the most satisfaction.
The one downside was another type of satisfaction. Both Tom and Sarah needed sex daily and being her father-in-law's Assistant meant she was gone two weeks out of every month. Tim went to trade shows; met with developers and inventors; and traveled to other events all over the world. Sarah had never been out of the country and had to get a passport. It was soon filled with stamps.
Every time she came home, jet-lagged or not she and Tom fucked multiple times trying to make up for lost time. Tom had zero complaints and Sarah didn't care that she was often exhausted. She gave herself totally to her husband and was able to rest in between sessions.
Marsha was doing the books and looked at her husband. "How's Sarah working out?" It had been three months and everything seemed to be going great, but she was thinking about some things.
"Brilliantly," Tim smiled, "she's on top of everything. She never has to look at her tablet and knows with whom I have meetings, at the exact time and place. Plus, she seems to read my mind keeping me on task," he smiled. "That's just the EA part. She's been incredible when I've been working out problems. I lay it out, she seems to ask the right question every time and did you know, she speaks German, Italian, Spanish, and French?" He shook his head, "How did our boy get so damn lucky?" he asked.
"OK. I thought as much. I was thinking, and we need to check with Tom and Sarah, but we could save hundreds per trip if you booked one room with two beds," she said matter-of-factly.
"Wouldn't that look strange checking into a hotel with a girl half my age?" He asked. "I have no issue sharing a room, I just worry what people would think."
'I know. Just a suggestion, but last year Merideth's hotel rooms came to almost $30,000." Marsha sighed. "Just thinking of ways to save money."
Neither Sarah nor Tom had any objection and it was decided that Sarah would just be Tim's daughter as a check of IDs would show the same last name. Tim had never been anything but a faithful husband and Sarah wasn't a cheating wife so it was settled.
"There's just one thing," Tim said at dinner, "Perhaps you shouldn't call me, 'sir,'" he said, "Dad? Father?" he suggested.
"Ok, dad...no, that's not right, daddy?" she giggled.
Tom shook his head, "You make it sound like you left off the word sugar," he chuckled.
Sarah nodded, "Dad it is, at least when we're traveling. I'll stick with 'sir' at the office."
They found there was no need for subterfuge as no one questioned an older man checking into a hotel and sharing a room with a woman half his age. They established a routine where Sarah would go into the bathroom in the evening and get ready for bed. Then she'd come out in her robe.
The business was thriving as more and more products were added. Sarah and Tim spent as much time together as she did with her husband all 100% professional. They bounced ideas off each other and in the next year, Sarah's name was attached to a few dozen patents owned by Tim. Tom never felt any jealousy as he was deeply involved in the backend development and he also used Sarah as a sounding board.
Tim and Sarah were in Montreal having spent time touring one of the newer robotic tooling sites in North America. Sarah came out in her robe with just her panties on under it. This was normal as she preferred sleeping in the nude, making a concession that she'd at least wear panties if she inadvertently exposed herself to her father-in-law. She'd started out wearing tee shirts to bed but she wasn't a still sleeper and the shirt bound on her body as she rolled over frequently.



"Come here," Tom said as she came out of the bathroom, "Check out these plans they lent us." When Sarah began traveling with Tim it was, 'lent me,' but a month or so ago Tim started using 'us.' He was in a tee shirt and boxers which was his routine.
Sarah grabbed a couple of pillows from her bed, propped them against the headboard, and crawled onto the bed next to Tim. "Where's that?" she asked pointing to a control box in the lower corner.
"Power transformer for the main line. Northwest corner, remember the parked forklifts?" he ran a finger across the plan. They went over the layout then Tim pulled out a binder and it was all in French. Sarah was able to translate most of it, but some words she either didn't know or were technical.
Soon Sarah was dozing off and noticing this, Tim let the girl roll onto her side putting her head on his lap. He had his right arm draped across her shoulder as he looked through the other docs. He continued to study the specs wondering if this could be used in their new facility. He was feeling tired himself and noticed it was after 2 AM when he looked down at the sleeping girl. Her robe had opened and her huge breast was exposed. He tried not to look but he'd never seen one that large. Then he felt his cock throb and grow under her cheek. 'Oh shit! I wake her and she'll see I'm erect,' he thought. He tried to think of the specs, the new plant, and yet his eyes kept looking at her perfect breast.
Sarah was dreaming about Tom and his wonderful cock. He was lying on his back, his long shaft throbbing all the way to his navel. She was licking him, pleasuring him. She could feel him in her mouth, taste the salty skin as she licked him.
Tim looked on with horror as the girl moaned and pressed her lips onto his now rock-hard cock. All he had between her mouth and his cock was his boxers. He stifled a moan as his pulsing cock slid through the opening and her warm mouth engulfed him. Marsha hadn't sucked on his cock for 20 years and he'd forgotten how great it felt, but he desperately wanted her to stop before she woke up. She'll be mortified if she...oh fuck! he thought as she was now swallowing his entire shaft.
Sarah was loving this dream. Ever since she'd started traveling with Tom's father she'd had nightly erotic dreams but this was by far the most real. She found herself sucking harder on Tom's cock wanting his cum. She loved it when he filled her mouth with that tangy salty sperm.
Tim had given up and put his head back feeling the aching in his balls grow. He had to do it, he shouldn't as it was so wrong but he slipped his hand onto her soft warm breast just as he came. He thought she'd wake up as he loudly groaned feeling spurt after spurt of cum shoot into her mouth. Even after he was spent, the girl kept sucking. She was making soft mewing sounds as she bathed his softening cock with her tongue.
Feeling more satisfied than she had in days, Sarah rolled over, smacking her lips and curled up, her back to the man, and fell into an even deeper sleep. Tim quietly rolled off the bed and went into the bathroom to get ready for bed. His balls had the most pleasant ache in them that he could remember as if Sarah had sucked him dry. He felt his cock throb again remembering how incredible her tit felt. He came back out and Sarah was on her back her robe opened up, her large breasts spilling off her chest.
He softly pulled her robe closed and then gently shook her, "Sarah. You fell asleep, you should go to bed," he said as she opened her eyes. She looked confused for a moment then smacked her lips as if trying to identify the taste.
"Sorry, I guess I'm more tired than I thought," she said. She got up and seeing Tim had turned his back, slipped off her robe and crawled under the covers.
Tim had trouble sleeping that night his cock swelling as he thought about the beautiful girl with the amazing mouth and tits naked in the bed next to his. He thought that perhaps he should change the sleeping arrangements but that would raise questions. He decided to see if things could go back to normal.
Two weeks later, a similar thing happened. Sarah fell asleep next to Tim and slid a hand onto his cock and stroked him. She was purring in her sleep as again his cock slipped out of his boxers. She moaned happily and lay back, pulled her robe open, and mumbled, "Fuck me, Tom. Fuck me with your huge cock."
Tim let her pull him on top of her and his willpower melted as she guided him inside her. For some reason, she'd not worn panties under her robe that night, not that he was complaining.
Sarah moaned loudly in pleasure as Tom's cock drove into her pussy. This dream felt so real, so good as he thrust harder into her. She had been dreaming she was snuggling with Tom, he was trying to read but she remembered begging him to fuck her. She could always count on Tom to get hard and give her his cock.
Tim gave up thinking this was wrong as it felt so right. While he hoped the girl wouldn't wake up, he didn't hold back as she was sighing over and over, "Fuck me, fuck my pussy." He looked down at that perfect body, those huge tits flopping in rhythm with his thrusts. He bent down and sucked a nipple between his lips causing her to now groan loudly. He wanted to tell her to keep it down but that might awaken her. He was gritting his teeth trying not to cum when the girl cried out she was cumming. He heard pounding on the wall as he gave up holding back and thrust hard into her releasing a huge load in her womb. He opened his eyes and saw the girl was again fast asleep. He'd never heard of sleep fucking but apparently it's a real thing.
The next morning, Sarah woke up in Tim's bed and he was sleeping in hers. She felt a tingling as if she's had sex and saw she was naked, her robe over on a chair. She felt between her legs and groaned. She'd...they'd had sex. Did he fuck her while she slept? Then she remembered the vivid dream when she pulled Tom...Tim? on top of her. She put her hands over her face as she remembered the taste of semen in her mouth in Montreal. Did she?
Tim woke up hearing the shower and saw his bed was empty. He had a feeling of dread knowing a woman knows when she'd had sex, especially without a condom. He got up and made coffee. He heard the water go off and was surprised to hear soft singing. That can't be bad if she's happy. Maybe she is totally unaware they'd fucked.
Sarah came out naked and nodded at her father-in-law. She saw the shocked look on his face and shrugged her shoulders. "You've seen me naked, fucked me to be exact. This shouldn't be an issue," she said simply.
"Oh, God! I'm so sorry. I wasn't...I didn't...oh shit!" he mumbled.
Sarah sat down next to him, taking his cup and having a sip. "Relax. I know you didn't rape me. I normally don't remember my dreams but last trip I dreamt I sucked Tom's cock, and last night I dreamt I begged Tom to fuck me. They weren't dreams, were they?" she asked.
Tim shook his head. "No. They were real. I didn't know what to do both times. Wake you up and see the look of horror on your face? I swear to you I never wanted this to happen, never initiated any of it," he said sadly.
Sarah laughed, "It's fine. I'm not pressing charges or anything. I liked it both times. These trips are killing me and this morning and last week I've felt like a weight has been lifted off my shoulders."
Tim sighed with relief, "Damn! I was tossing and turning all night thinking I ruined what we have." He looked at the girl, "We've done incredible things, the silicone/iron/molybdenum battery. EVs now with over a 1,000-mile range. That was you. All the patents and improvements. Someone was looking down on me when you ran into Tom."
"I thought you didn't believe in God," Sarah said as she crawled under his covers, "I thought you told me we are our own Gods. Every choice, every action brings us good or bad fortune."
"I said that but what you've done for Tom is miraculous and I cannot even put a value on what you've done for me and the company," he said as he pulled the girl close.
"Even asleep I add value," she chuckled.
Tim laughed, "I would call that value added." He was quiet for a minute. "Can I say something? I've not had a blowjob in literally decades so it's not like I'm an expert, but even in your sleep that was the best I've ever had," he said softly.
"Thanks," Sarah said, I was going to put that on my job application but couldn't find a logical place to put that." She reached over and felt his cock, "I wish I could show you how much better I can be at sucking cock awake but we'd better not."
* * *
A few weeks later Tim asked Sarah about a meeting and she paused, looking confused then pulled out her phone. She never once forgot anything and he pulled her aside, "Are you alright?"
"Fine, I'm fine. Just a little tired, I guess," she sighed. "Hirotoshi Akiro," she said, "Chief engineer at 4 PM," she said.
Tim nodded but looked at his Assistant a bit worried. She had never forgotten anything as far as he could tell but he found another of her skills. In the three weeks since booking the trip to Osaka, Japan, Sarah had learned enough Japanese to get them around the city. She interpreted a lot more of the conversations than he thought she'd be able to. She explained that after learning five languages, picking up another isn't that tough.
That night, Tim was looking over the various notes both had made but stopped and put down the folder. "Sarah, are you alright? Are these trips getting to be too much for you?"
"No, I like traveling. I like working with you," she said softly. She still felt terrible she could not remember the man's name they were meeting. Unforgivable.
"Still, something's bothering you. Come over here and sit with me. If I'm pushing you too hard or...hell! We've been to dozens of cities and countries and we've never once gone out sightseeing. I know it's late but tomorrow let's go visit a Shinto shrine or temple or whatever they call it, or find a great restaurant."
Sarah chuckled, "I like working with you or spending time. You are so intellectually stimulating so it doesn't feel like work."
"Then what is it?" Tim asked. He let the girl think about his question.
Sarah started to say something then smiled, "I'm fine. Perhaps I am just tired. Tomorrow I'll be on top of things," she said. She got up, grabbed her robe, and headed to the bathroom.
Tim decided they did need a break and the next morning he told Sarah to cancel all their appointments.
"Really? Please, don't do this on my account. I slept great last night," she said. It wasn't true. Tom's cock was right in front of her in dream after dream...or was it Tim's cock? She woke up feeling more frustrated than ever.
Tim shook his head, "No, not for you. I've been to over 30 countries and other than restaurants and hotels I've taken in none of the culture. From now on, we'll have one day each trip dedicated to taking in the local culture. You can stay here and rest if you like but I'm visiting shrines and...what else is there here?" he asked.
It was a fun day as they explored temples, shrines, an aquarium, and the Osaka Castle before finding an upscale restaurant where the food was artfully prepared in front of them. Sarah started chuckling as they watched in awe as the chef skillfully sliced, flipped, and arranged their meals.
Tim looked over, "What's funny?"
"I was thinking about something I read a while back. The wife came home exhausted and tells her husband she can't face cooking. 'Ok, let's go out, where to?' he asked. She told him, 'one of those places they prepare the meal right in front of you.'" Sarah nodded at the incredible performance.
Tim nodded, "Ok, not exactly funny," he looked at her quizzically.
Sarah smiled, "She got all dressed up and he took her to Subway," she giggled.
After dinner, they were heading back to the hotel and they saw a bath house. Tim stopped. "You know, I've heard these baths are very therapeutic. Interested?" he asked.
Sarah studied the sign and nodded, "Onsen, this is what we want."
Tim looked confused, "What? Onsen? Is that Japanese for bath?"
"Onsen baths are hot springs versus sento which are traditional hot baths. This water has lots of minerals, whereas sento is, well hot water. Both are supposed to be great but I've been told if you're doing the baths find...well, this," she said.
They went in and were led to changing rooms. They were then escorted to a private bath wearing only towels. The girl bowed and left them alone.
Tim started to get in his towel wrapped around his waist but Sarah stopped him, "No, no towels in the water." She pulled off her towel and slid into the hot water. She watched as Tim shrugged, pulled off his towel, and slipped in next to her. She noticed where Tom inherited his large cock.
They were sitting, heads back, eyes closed soaking in the minerals and warmth when Sarah let out a frustrated sigh.
Tim looked over, "What's wrong. You don't like this?" he asked.
Sarah shook her head, "No, this is great, but...never mind. It's a bit embarrassing."
"I know, you're naked...I'm naked and it's inappropriate," he sighed.
Sarak shook her head, "In Japan it's appropriate. People share baths like this and it's not sexual, it's just that..." she looked at the clock, "We should get out. It's been 10 minutes," she said.
They got out, wrapped themselves in their towels, and cooled off. Sarah went over and picked up a laminated card, "We should do intervals of 6 to 9 minutes," she said.
They again got naked and climbed back in, then after 8 minutes neither bothered with the towel. By the end of the evening, they were sitting butt cheek to butt cheek talking and laughing. Both were not shy about touching the other's leg when making a point. Then Sarah climbed out and sighed, "This was great but we need to shower and get back to the hotel. You have the 8 AM meeting on the other side of the city."
That night Sarah came out of the bathroom naked. She shrugged, "You've seen me. I've seen you." She stood boldly making no move to get into her bed or to cover up. She liked being looked at, liked the look on Tim's face.
Tim was bluntly staring at her beauty before mentally slapping himself. "Right!" he said as he headed toward the bathroom.
That night was even more frustrating for Sarah and Tim. All night long Sarah felt her pussy throb thinking about the plump 8" hanging down between Tim's legs. Like father like son, she thought. She wished she'd been awake to truly savor sucking his cock or getting fucked by it.
Tim's cock throbbed angrily all night. He thought about going into the bathroom to jerk off as he couldn't do it without Sarah hearing him. This was strange. It had been perhaps 20 years since he last jerked off but it suddenly seemed urgent. He quietly got out of bed trying not to wake the girl up holding his achingly hard cock.
Sarah was dreaming that Tom was teasing her. Kissing her inner thighs while never touching her pussy. Then he was waving his cock in front of her face, her mouth was opening, tongue trying to taste him, but he kept pulling back. She let out a frustrated cry.
Tim heard it and came over to the bed, putting a hand on her shoulder. Her arms were instantly around him pulling him onto her. There was no resistance, no hesitation as he mashed his lips to hers. his crotch pressed between her open thighs.
Sarah moaned and reached between them, guiding his cock inside her. "Oh fuck! Yessss," she cried with her head back. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," she moaned happily.
Tim didn't need the encouragement as he thrust deeply into the girl. She was awake this time looking him in the eyes, mouth open as he slammed hard into her. With other women, he'd had to take his time since his cock would always hurt them when he pressed into their cervix but Sarah seemed to not care or have that issue. Her pussy felt tight and velvety smooth as he pounded into her.
Sarah was making soft mewing sounds with each of his assaults on her young pussy. She arched her back as Tim sucked a nipple into his mouth, biting it gently. Tom never bit her nipples and this felt incredible. She felt the last week's sexual frustration building and panted that she was cumming. "Oh, God! Fuck meeeeeee," she hissed as the welcome release exploded through her.
Tim was not far off either as the young girl clung to her, arms and legs wrapped around him. He no longer could suck her nipple but he'd never been with a more passionate woman and soon shot his load deep into her womb. He wondered if she were on the pill and where she was in her cycle but rather than cause worry it enhanced his orgasm.
Sarah lay back feeling totally at peace stroking her father-in-law's back and fell fast asleep.
Tim woke up at first disoriented but then it all came back to him. Then he realized what woke him up. The top of Sarah's blonde head was bobbing on his cock and her fingers were pinching his nipples. "Oh wow, Sarah...oh fuck!" he said. The girl was deep-throating him, clenching her throat on his cock before pulling off and looking up at him. Her bright blue eyes were full of lust and he wanted to hold off, wanted to fuck that incredibly tight pussy again but it was no use, "Fuck! Sarah I'm going....fuck" he said putting his head back as the first spurt of cum shot down Sarah's throat.
Sarah swallowed an impressive amount of cum considering the man had cum just 4 hours before. She licked and sucked every drop before grinning at him as she wiped her mouth. She rolled off the bed, looked at his cock then at him, "Now that was inappropriate but nice." Then she headed to the bathroom.
Tim lay back panting as he heard the shower turn on. He looked at the clock and figured he'd better join her or they'd be late.
Sarah stepped to the side letting the older man in, "Need your back washed? I did a pretty good job bathing your front," she giggled.
They just barely made their appointment but both were more upbeat and carefree than they'd been before. "Releasing pent-up sexual tension will do that," Sarah whispered to Tim as they entered the glass building. "You felt the same frustration I was feeling," she said as the guard stood and greeted them.
That night Tim and Sarah sat down and decided to discuss their new relationship.
"I don't feel guilty," Sarah said softly, "No regrets but if we make this a regular thing I will. I want to be a good wife and don't want to hurt either Marsha or Tom, but I also wonder how you'll look at me from now on."
Tim shook his head, "How I've looked at you since you came down the aisle in that amazing wedding dress. I might have fantasized about you once or twice," he smiled.
"That's fairly insulting," Sarah sighed, "I was hoping for more than once or twice."
Tim laughed, "I was rounding down from 10,000. Before we began spending time together I was baffled hearing numbers like, men think about sex 20 times per day. I never did. I have probably gone two, three days without thinking about sex. Then we started traveling together and 20 seems a bit low," he sighed.
"20? Since I met Tom, and after spending time with you I might think about sex 20 times per hour," she chuckled. "But I am not ready to have an affair. We made mistakes but let's not hurt anyone by compounding it, ok?"
Tim smiled, "then we just suck it up. I can do that," he said as he stroked her shoulder, "Damn! I want nothing more than to get you naked right now!" He got up and turned on the TV. "Let's forget about sex and watch a movie," he said.
* * *
The next week after resting up from the jet lag along with a hot marathon session with Tom, Megan came for a visit. Sarah was all excited having not seen her best friend since the wedding.
The two girls were out walking in the park a few blocks from Sarah's and Tom's home. Megan was talking about her job and her steady boyfriend. Her first steady boyfriend ever.



Sarah was happy for her since she'd been worried that after college she'd not settle down. "So, is he cute? Are you sexually compatible?" she asked giggling.
Megan chuckled, "Somewhat. He's a great guy. Makes me laugh and he'll do anything for me," she said.
Sarah stopped and looked at her friend, "but?"
Megan shook her head," no buts...really." She saw her friend was waiting for her to come out with it. She rolled her eyes, "Look it's no big deal, I mean I have Leroy if I want..."
Sarah hugged her friend who looked suddenly sad, "You love him, he's the perfect guy but he comes up a bit short in one area?" she asked.
Megan nodded and held her hands about 5" apart. "I feel so shallow because the man is everything I could want in a guy, even with his, um, shortcomings he tries really hard to please me. He is a great cuntlicker and takes over Leroy if I need it," she said softly. Then she brightened up, "You and Tom? Still compatible?" she asked holding her hands a foot apart.
Sarah nodded but didn't look happy. "I feel bad. I'm totally happy with Tom in bed. When I'm home we have sex at least twice a day. The business trips are frustrating though...um, I know you can keep a secret but I need you to promise you'll never..."
"Sarah, you know I'd...what are you going to...Oh, My, God! You're sleeping with his father on these trips, aren't you?" Megan grinned.
Sarah looked around, "Ssshhh, sound travels far around here," she said while nodding.
Megan hugged her friend, "I'm so happy for you," she said.
Sarah shook her head, "It was only once...well three times but the first two don't count," she sighed. She took Megan's hand and led her over to a log. She told her the story about dreaming she was sucking Tom's cock, then wanting Tom to fuck her.
"Wow! I know how you must have felt. Back in college, I went three days without cock and I had the weirdest dreams. So, those didn't count. Tell me about the one that did."
Sarah told about the hot baths then her dreams and Tim standing over the bed. "He seemed as happy to get relief as I did," she finished.
"Are you going to keep doing it? Make it part of your job a Special Assistant to the President?" Megan asked.
Sarah shook her head, "I shouldn't, but I'm not sure I'm strong enough to resist. And Tim is not the kind of man to take advantage of my weakness."
Megan shook her head, "Look, girl. You function better when your mind is on work. He'll be better when he isn't wondering if you'll beg him to fuck you. Win, win." She had a thought, "Sooooo...like father, like son?" she asked again holding her hands wide apart.
Sarah nodded, "Tim is perhaps a tiny bit thinner but just as long," she said feeling her pussy throb remembering.
"Damn you," Megan sighed. "the largest cock I've had was just short of 9" and you're getting fucked by two 10" cocks?" she sighed. "I never liked you," she said looking at Sarah, "Wait! And you've never had a cock smaller than 10", wow! I hate you even more now."
Sarah hugged her friend, "10 1/2"," she said, "plus, size doesn't matter, isn't that what you always told me?" she said stroking her friend's back.
"I never said that," Megan said, "I said size only matters when the guy knows what to do with it. Enough about sex, I'm looking at those luscious boobs of yours having thoughts. Let's talk about all the countries you've been to."
That night after Tom came inside Sarah, his chest pressed against her sweaty back, they flopped to their sides panting.
"You are great with your cock, you know," Sarah said quietly.
"Um, thanks. You've been doing girl talk with Megan again, haven't you?" he smiled. He remembered how sexually curious Sarah was after conversations with Megan. He never told the girl, often thought about it, but he benefited greatly from their girl talks.
Sarah smiled. Tom wasn't stupid and she was even more horny than usual after talking with her friend as over half their conversations dealt with sex. "I want you to do me a favor," she said as she rolled over to face her husband.
Tom smiled as he cupped one of those incredible breasts, "anything. What do you want me to do?"
"I want you to fuck the daylights out of Megan tomorrow night," she said softly.
"What!? I can't...she's your friend and we're..." Tom sputtered.
"I know, I know, listen to why I'd like you to do that. If it's insane, say so. I'll understand." She told Tom about their conversation and her current boyfriend. She told him how Megan had spent her college years looking for the perfect fuck, the perfect cock. She told him how much she loved her friend and how she wanted her to be happy. When she was done she was stroking Tom's cock looking for a reaction.
"Ok. If it's for a good cause," he said simply, "She is very pretty. I like her long legs. Not that I don't love your..."
Short little legs?" Sarah giggled, "I get it. You're imagining those legs wrapped around you," she said stroking his cock.
Tom smiled, "The thought entered my mind but I'm in the mood now to show you how much I love you."
Sarah shook her head. "I want you to save it. Let's get some sleep. I'll go without for 48 hours. That's how much I love her," she said patting his erection. "Go splash cold water on it. I want you to flood Megan's pussy tomorrow night," she grinned.
"You are so cruel," Tom sighed as he rolled out of bed.
The next night, the three were watching Netflix. Sarah and Megan were sitting on either side of Tom. Sarah had insisted that the viewing angle was best there. When the movie was over she stood and kissed her husband on the lips, "See you in the morning. Be gentle with her," turned and headed up the stairs.
Megan looked at her friend and over at Tom, "What's going on?" she asked. "What did she mean by 'be gentle with her?'" she asked.
Tom shifted and looked at the woman. She was incredibly beautiful and different in so many ways from Sarah. 5' 11", 115 lbs. or so. Long straight brown hair. Tight waist with tennis ball-sized breasts and full pouting lips. "Sarah feels bad that you're sleeping alone. She told me how you went three days once in college and it drove you up a wall. Plus, she needs her rest as she's flying out to Athens in a couple of days. You wouldn't mind me sharing your bed, would you?" Tom asked.
"That conniving little bitch," Megan sighed, "And you think I'm just going to open my legs for your huge cock," she said as she palmed his crotch.
"The thought occurred to me," Tom sighed as she unzipped his pants. He leaned back as Megan slipped to the floor and pulled his pants down.
Megan felt a huge rush seeing the man's cock in the flesh. It was half again as fat as any cock she'd felt, perhaps 2" longer. This was going to be a fun night, she thought. She looked up at the man and sighed, "I'll take care of this, but that bitch'll owe me."
Sarah finished getting ready for bed, feeling slightly abandoned as she crawled into the empty bed. The guest bedroom was directly below the master and right as she turned off the light she heard the soft squeaking of the bedframe downstairs. She was horny but she could last another 24 hours. Then the squeaking got louder and she could hear Megan's low moans get louder as she came.
All night Sarah woke up to the sound of the bed, of Megan's cries of pleasure, and Tom's deep grunts as he came. She smiled and went back to sleep knowing her two favorite people were making each other happy.
The next morning Sarah was in the kitchen making toast for herself when Tom and Megan sheepishly came in.
"Morning lovebirds. I'm guessing neither of you got much sleep," she smiled. She poured two cups of coffee handing one to each. "Feel better?" she asked looking at Megan.
The redhead smiled, then grinned, "I'll be able to walk normally in a week." She looked at Tom and shook her head, "he kept getting hard making it really tough to get comfortable so I had to take care of it, how many times?" she looked at the blushing man.
"Seven, I think," he mumbled.
Sarah slapped her husband on the shoulder, "Wow! The most times you'll help me get comfortable is four," she giggled.
Megan came over, hugged her friend, and whispered in her ear, "Thank you so much. That was the best night of sex I've ever had. Nine! I matched your record." She kissed Sarah on the cheek then sat down and grabbed her coffee cup.
Sarah got back from dropping her friend off at the airport with promises she'd be back soon. Megan asked her friend if that was a one-time thing or if Tom could make her comfortable next visit.
"If that's what it takes to get my friend to visit me, then yes, though," she hesitated, "I was thinking of a threesome."
"Oooohhh, I'm booking my flight back here now. I know I've told you this but I've wanted to spend some intimate time with you for years," Megan smiled.
Sarah shook her head, "Not in so many words but I've seen how you used to look at me. I'm looking forward to it, but let's make it a surprise for Tom."
* * *
A few weeks later Sarah and Tom were panting after another energetic fuck session. She'd flown in from Capetown and after Tim and she had visited a nude beach she was particularly horny. How she and Tim had resisted their urges was a mystery but had their trip been a day longer they wouldn't have made it.
The other aspect making it a lot tougher for them was their relaxed standards of modesty. They just undressed in front of each other, sometimes showered together in the rooms with generous shower stalls. Sarah teasingly stroked his cock and Tim would come behind her, cupping her breasts. Sarah liked that as even though Tom liked her breasts he never spent as much time on them as she'd have liked. Tim was enthralled by them, perhaps since Marsha was minimally endowed.
"Damn! Every trip I dream about us fucking but the dreams never do this justice," she sighed. "I need to tell you something," she said softly.
Tom thought Sarah was going to confess she and his dad had fucked but he was wrong. He had suspicions but she was always so revved up for sex it probably wasn't happening.
"I love traveling with your dad, love going to all these cool places but one aspect is hell. I dream every night about you fucking me, or teasing me and not fucking me. The other night your hard cock was an inch from my mouth all night long and you wouldn't let me suck on it," she said. "I wake up every morning incredibly frustrated and tired." She hugged him, "I guess you could say I miss you."
Tom chuckled, "Me or my dick?"
"Both. I miss my husband...but I can have a favorite part, can't I?" she asked.
"Sure," he said as he fingered her pussy, "I have my favorite parts." He looked at the clock, "We need to get on with the day and I'm sorry to hear you aren't happy at night. I wish I could do something about that."
Tom crawled out of bed and headed for the shower, soon to be joined by Sarah. She was washing his back, then his front triggering another erection. Not one to pass up a nice cock she knelt on the shower floor and sucked him until he came down her throat. Normally, Tom could hold off for over an hour but when needed her could cum within minutes. They still had plenty of hot water to finish cleaning up and getting out.
* * *
A few weeks later, Tim and Sarah were in Tim's office looking over different plans for their upcoming trip when Tom came to the house.
He knew where he'd find his wife and tapped on the doorframe with the back of his knuckles, "Hey. Sorry to interrupt but I have a suggestion,"
Sarah looked at her husband and back at Tim, "For whom?" she asked, "Tim or me?"
"Both. Look this might sound strange but...shit! I feel suddenly stupid," he sighed.
Tim chuckled, "as if that were possible,. Relax, what is it?"
"I am not sure if Sarah has told you much or anything but before she became your assistant...this is maybe too much personal info," he sighed looking apologetically at his wife. "Um, we made love daily, multiple times daily. And these trips are...um, frustrating for her."
Sarah gasped, "Ok, Tom. That's too much information. Tim has no desire to know about..."
Tom blushed and stepped back but Tim stopped him, "You want her to no longer go away every other week? I get it. She's free to..."
"No, sorry it's not that. I was wondering if you'd be willing to...fuck!" he sighed. Then he stood up straight as if determined just to say it, "I was wondering if you'd be willing to help her out...you know maybe have sex with her? She is so much happier if she has sex at least once a day."
Sarah looked at her husband in shock then over at Tim. She felt like this was a question for Tim to answer even though she had to agree. Tom was right though, once she'd had sex she needed it every day.
"Um, I'd be thrilled, um love to but I can't cheat on Marsha even for..."
"I agreed," Marsha said from the doorway. "You and I still enjoy making love but when you're away I rarely ever think about it. Tom explained how, um, energetic Sarah is every time she gets back from a trip as if trying to make up for lost time."
"You guys talked about that?" Tim asked. "I, um...oh shit. I come back almost as frustrated as Sarah." He looked at the girl, "If you'd like to I'm ok with it," he said feeling a slight rush.
Sarah nodded numbly wondering if this would hurt her marriage, "Tom, are you serious about this? I'm a big girl, I can wait until we're together. I hate for you to think about me being with anyone but you," she said.
Tom nodded, "I am serious. I don't want it to affect anything but you have an incredibly strong sex drive and you'll not be, um too satisfied for us to...you know," he said. "Just, I guess it goes without saying, this is only when you guys are out of town."
Marsha agreed, "Yes. I'll dump your ass if I catch you guys screwing around here," she said looking around the house.
Both Tim and Sarah shook their heads, "We would never," Sarah said. And we'll never mention any of this ever again."
* * *
The next trip, Marsha told Tim she'd booked a room with a king bed, "I don't see a need for you to carry on that charade. I know you slept with her, at least once...perhaps three times," she said quietly.
Tim felt his stomach tighten, "what do you mean? " he asked, "we...it was a mistake, and we..."
Marsha stood and hugged her husband, "relax. I'm not mad. You spend enough time with a beautiful girl and things happen. You came back from Montreal looking more upbeat, then after Chicago, you looked at your daughter-in-law differently. What impressed me is I've not seen any signs since...except for Japan. Did you guys screw in Japan?" she asked.
Tim nodded. "I felt terrible about it. I'm not a teenager, I should have made sure it didn't happen but..."
"You're human. Good to know. I'm impressed. I'd have thought you two would have said, 'Fuck it!' We fucked and so what's stopping us from doing it every night? But unless I'm mistaken, those were the only times."
"I'm so sorry. I wanted to tell you, but didn't want to if it would hurt you," he said softly.
"I know you. I know something must have happened...but for future events, don't tell me. Ignorance is bliss, but you are a good man and Sarah is a good girl. Whatever happened I'm sure neither of you felt great about it afterward. Anyhow, I have you booked into Heathrow this Monday," she said as she went back to the bookkeeping.
* * *
Sarah was floating through Trafalgar Square her head filled with the incredible sensations of being fucked by a huge cock, not just this morning but the night before.
Sex with her father-in-law had changed. As soon as they arrived at the Hilton, Tim stroked her lower back possessively while checking them in as father and daughter. The girl behind the desk smiled knowingly her eyes glancing at the intimate gesture. Sarah's knees felt weak seeing the approving look on the girl's face. When the girl asked if we'd need anything else, Tim turned to Sarah.
"Honey, would you like to make an appointment at the spa?"
"Yes, Daddy," she'd said in her cute voice, "I could use a waxing."
Tim smiled, "I wasn't going to say anything."
The girl blushed as she made the appointment and then handed them their card key packet, "Take the elevators on the right to the 10th floor," she said smiling at them, "I assume you'll be needing room service? The menu is on the desk inside your room."
They giggled all the way up in the elevator talking about the look on the girl's face.
They hadn't been in the room a minute before Tim had her naked and on her back with his face buried against her pussy. He was as good as Tom but different. He enjoyed fingering her while tonguing her clit and he climbed up and slid his cock inside her when she was close to cumming.
Sarah remembered the thrill of guilt-free fucking as her pending orgasm boiled up and then exploded. She hadn't planned it but moaned out loudly, "Fuck me, daddy, fuck me," as everything peaked.
They fucked twice more that night and again in the morning. If this was the new routine then Sarah was all in. Plus, she felt more alert and more on top of things. She knew she'd be more effective during the days while working with Tim and rather than dread the nights she would be looking forward to them.
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Jerry sighed as he plopped the bills onto his desk. He was making decent money, they weren't wasteful but with inflation, the money going out exceeded the money coming in. $200 more each month, he thought. 'Could Mr. Walter bump my salary up that much?' Then he shook his head, it would take $300 more after the government took their share.
He was valued and respected at work but there was a salary structure and if he got a raise then everyone on the team would also have to get one. Perhaps buying this house was a mistake.
He thought back to when he and his wife first looked at the property. They'd been married three years and on their way to an outdoor barbeque at a friend's when they saw the most perfect house. It had everything they talked about, a cute cape cod with a generous front porch. The realtor was putting out the open house sign and they'd stopped in. By the time they'd returned to the kitchen, they'd decided to buy it. Their offer was accepted, the loan wasn't terrible and they were proud homeowners for the first time...or would be after the 30-year mortgage was paid off. They'd be 55 by that time and perhaps able to retire.
He thought about the look of joy on Julie's face when he'd dramatically carried her over the threshold. They finally had a home and they'd talked about all their plans. He felt a surge of love as he thought about how lucky he'd gotten. Julie was the most loving person he'd met. It seemed no matter what she could sense his needs. On top of that, she was a beauty. Just over 5' 3", and barely 100 lbs she looked like Amy Adams with brown hair.
He loved everything about her. Thin athletic body, a narrow rounded ass, and perky tits, not huge but firm and high on her chest. When they had sex, she gave her all. He'd listened to his friends moan about their sex life getting stale or boring, but Julie still was eager and enthusiastic. Multi-orgasmic and eager to experiment they managed to make love on every surface in every room. Then again, many of the men were in their 30s and 40s while he and Julie were just 25.
Julie stood in the doorway looking at her husband. She felt the same surge of love she'd felt on their wedding night. They'd both saved themselves even though she'd been warned that very often couples weren't sexually compatible. She didn't worry since sex wasn't everything and they loved each other intensely. She experienced her first orgasm that night along with the second, third, fourth, fifth, and sixth. By the time the sun rose, both were exhausted. The bed was a mess and she'd found she loved sucking cock, getting her pussy pounded and the full-body orgasm from a good ass-fucking was something to die for.
But now she thought that Jerry looked bothered. "What's up? Can I help?" she asked coming over to the desk.
Jerry shoved the papers aside, "Nothing. It's nothing." He stood and hugged his beautiful wife. Standing 6' 3" with long arms she disappeared in his embrace. He picked her up and kissed her but Julie pushed him away.
"No. Don't pull this manly 'I can handle it' bullshit. I've seen that look when your dad got cancer. What's bothering you?" she demanded.
Jerry sighed and put his wife down, "Inflation. That and having the A/C die last summer along with the cracks in the drive. We're about $200 short each month, and our nest egg is shrinking," he sighed.
Julie sighed, "I told you I'd get a job. I do have a teaching degree you know," she said firmly.
"I know, I'll bet you'd be a great teacher but what about your writing? You'll never have time," he said as he stroked her back.
Julie had started writing a novel a year or so ago about an autistic 8-year-old boy who was secretly working with the NSA. She was having to do tons of research along with writing and rewriting. She had a publisher who was excited about the finished product after seeing the first few chapters.
"Perhaps a part-time job over at the mall," she said. "Look, stop worrying. I can find something that will allow me to work and write," she smiled. "But let's take care of your stress right now. That's the first thing we need to do," she said as she slid to the floor, "you never think clearly when your balls are full," she smiled. She unzipped him and then pulled out his penis. Penises were fascinating to her, or perhaps Jerry's was as she'd never seen any others. They start out as the limpest, lamest organs yet within seconds get to be as rigid as any bone in the body. Her favorite thing to do was to take all of his limp dick into her mouth and feel it grow until she gagged, sucking and licking the entire time. She wished she could take him all the way into her throat but he never seemed to mind.
Jerry put his head back as Julie sucked on his hardening dick. "This is great," he sighed, "Fuck! You're good at this."
Julie looked up smiling, "I'll put that on the applications under 'Qualifications,'" she smiled, "might get me some overtime." She went back to bobbing her head on his rigid shaft, swallowing the precum while stroking his balls. Most of the time this would be foreplay but she wanted to cheer Jerry up so she sucked him into her throat as deep as she could. Even stressed he was rock-hard and leaking copious amounts of precum.
Jerry forgot all about the bills as Julie took as much into her mouth as she could. He hated to admit it as his wife was by all appearances a sweet virginal girl but give her a cock and she sucked and fucked like a pro. Where and how she'd picked up her skills he didn't care but she was by far better than any other woman he'd been with. "Oh, fuck baby...so close."
She knew her husband loved it when she clenched her throat and licked the shaft actively as she bobbed her head, but his moans seemed louder than usual. She raised a shoulder as he found a breast under her shirt and he started to gasp. She sucked harder happy to hear his breathing change as the first jet of hot sperm splashed into her throat.
Jerry arched his back forcing Julie to gag as he exploded in her mouth. She stroked his balls as she gulped down his tangy cum.
Julie was trying not to gag but his plump head kept hitting that spot that caused her to choke. She focused on swallowing and felt the uncomfortable reflex recede.
Jerry flopped back, a smile on his face as his beautiful wife wipe her face with her shirt. "Wow! That was incredible," he sighed.
Julie stood up, "Ok. I hope you feel better about things. You let me know if you stress out about little things like the budget again."
"Huh? What? What budget?" Jerry moaned as he got up. "Wait! I need to do you. You must be stressed about your novel," he smiled.
Julie laughed, "I'm good. I was multitasking, I just figured out how to deal with the issue with the professor," she said as she ran upstairs to her laptop.
Jerry shook his head, women are much better multitaskers, he thought.
* * *
"Wow! I went over to the mall today. I'd bet there are 20 stores with help wanted signs and all pay minimum wage," she sighed. "At $7.25 per hour I'd have to work over 40 hours a week to make the $300 you said we need. I might have to take one of those but I'll keep looking," she sighed. "I won't have time to write, do housework and cook, but at least we won't lose the house," she said softly.
"Shit. That doesn't work. You need to write that novel, it's your number one thing in life...I know what you're going to say, but it is. Even above me," Jerry said as he hugged his wife. He looked around and it was nearing dinner time but as Julie had been out job hunting..."Look. I'm taking you to dinner. The Italian place over on Elm?"
"Can we afford it?" Julie asked. "I can grill up some burgers," she said.
"No, we're good this month. You...we need a break. Let's let someone else cook and do the dishes," he said.
At dinner, Julie decided to mention the one offer that was above minimum wage, "there was a guy who approached me asking if I did modeling," she said, "Um, I think it was to do a porn shoot," she blushed. "He told me he'd pay me $1,000 for just one hour."
Jerry choked on his food, "What? Of course you accepted," he said looking interested.
"Of course not, pervert. On the other hand, I decided to up my hourly rate with you," she smiled. "My $5 per hour seems low."
The next morning, Julie sighed. "I liked a couple of the places and I'll pick one of them, but just until I can find something that pays me enough so I can do the chores around here and write." She took a bite of toast, "I have to drop off the next couple of chapters for Barb to go over at the school. Then I'll head to the mall."
That night Julie looked excited. She told Jerry to wait until dinner but she might have found the solution to their money problems.
They finished and Jerry went to get the wine. He refilled Julie's glass and then went into the living room. "Spill. I know you've been bursting to tell me," he said.
Julie was sitting ramrod straight on the couch. "I was going to take the job in that sporting goods store figuring that would be the most interesting, but after leaving Barb's office I saw a jobs board. I know these are for college kids but there was a posting for a housekeeper job and guess where it is and how many hours a day?" she said excitedly.
Jerry shook his head, "No clue. Where - how many?"
"Right behind us, well two blocks behind us and 20 hours a week. I called the man, he's a widower, 75, living alone. Get this, it's basic housework, you know, cleaning, vacuuming, cooking and he's paying $25 an hour. That's perfect! I can earn $500 a week and still have time to write and do the housework here."
"Wow! Are you going to get an interview?" he asked.
"We are. Tomorrow afternoon when you get off work. We can walk over. He wants to have you there also, something about being old-fashioned and appearances."
Jerry nodded, " I get it. Sounds like a decent guy. This might just be perfect," he smiled. "We could afford to go out more than once every six months," he said hopefully. "How long is the job for? Just the summer?" he asked.
"Open-ended. He said he's 'fit-as-a-fiddle' as he put it but friends tell him he should go to one of those senior living places. He wants to stay in his house." She sipped her wine as she wiggled excitedly on the couch.
The next afternoon, Jerry got home early and they did the three-minute walk back to Arbor Street. Julie was wearing a schoolgirl outfit, a white blouse, and a pleated green tartan skirt. He asked her why and she laughed, "I sorta told him I found the ad at the college. I want to look the part."
These were older houses but all well maintained. Patrick Wallace's was one of the older and larger houses. They walked up the path to the front door and rang the bell.
The man looked all of 75, but fit with perfect posture, and the house was neat and well-decorated. His wife had passed away three years prior, his two boys lived on the other side of the country. All he wanted was to have someone come in and take care of the basics. The usual, cleaning, laundry but mostly cooking. Lunch and prepare dinner he can heat up later. He had been interviewing a half-dozen kids from over at the college but Julie looked perfect to him as she seemed more mature and responsible than some of the other girls. Plus, she lived just two blocks over so travel in inclement weather would not be an issue.
"I hope you're still interested after meeting me," he smiled. "The house is nice, at least I think so, and I'm very quiet. I like to read," he said. He patted his stomach, "I am not in the shape I used to be."
Julie nodded, "You look great." She looked around and felt a rush. So many beautiful things to take care of. This wouldn't be work. She stood and put out her hand. "If you'll have me, I'm your man," she joked.
Pat looked at her bare legs, flared hips under the skirt, perky chest, and peaches and cream complexion. He chuckled, "I suspect you couldn't ever be mistaken for a man."
Jerry laughed, "You passed the eye test."
They were upbeat and feeling a lot better about their finances as they walked home. Julie would start in the morning and her shift would be 10 AM to 2 PM daily. That gave her time to do chores around the house, then after work get some writing time in. The $500 a week would allow them to put money aside for their eventual retirement.
When he left for work the next day, there was a voice in his head suggesting there was a risk in allowing his young wife with an older man. He shook his head writing it off as stupid fantasies. In the real world, those things don't happen...in the real world, no cute young woman would be attracted to bald, wrinkled septuagenarians. Plus, he doubted even with pills that Pat could get it up. Then as he had various images flash through his head he felt his heartbeat begin to race.
* * *
The images came back periodically over the first couple of months and he wanted to ask if the man had made any overt moves or suggestions, but there never seemed to be an opening where he could logically ask. Then, knowing his wife would tell him if the man had done or said anything, he started making suggestions. Perhaps she could wear this shirt, or skirt to see if Pat might notice.
Julie looked at her husband, "Pat cares nothing about me or how I look. In his eyes, I must look like a kid, plus I think he's past the age of caring about sex."
"Find out. Perhaps he's been without for so long that he might need awakening. Wear something comfortable, not slutty. Just find out if he's still alive," Jerry smiled.
"He's always reading. The man reads all the time I'm there. I think I could go naked and he wouldn't even notice," she chuckled.
"Well, let's not test that out, ok?" Jerry smiled, "I'm just glad you found a good job working for a good man. I get so aroused looking at you that I assume every other guy is also. I think about you being alone with a man...I guess I'm human, regardless of how old the guy is."
Julie came over and stroked the front of her husband's pants, "And don't ever change. If you do I'll stop doing this," she said as she slid to her knees.
Jerry smiled down at his wife who'd been too tired lately to do things like this, though not too tired to have sex. He wasn't one to complain when she had energy as it felt incredible, plus she never wanted him to reciprocate. It wasn't that he didn't like eating pussy, he did like it. It was just arousing to have a beautiful woman desiring to please him asking nothing in return.
Julie could take him into her mouth again wishing she could do what the girl she'd seen in the video do, deep-throat him. On the other hand, Jerry seemed oblivious to her limitations. She was creative in other ways. Sometimes she played with his balls, while other times she finger-fucked his ass, but regardless Jerry rarely lasted more than 10 minutes. Today was no exception. As she buried her middle finger into his rectum she heard his breathing change and within a minute he was spewing hot cum down her throat.
Julie sat back on her heels, smiling up at her husband. "There. Now stop thinking about Patrick. The man probably hasn't thought about sex or a woman in years."
It was true, she thought. When he hired her, she asked him what she should wear hoping it wasn't that schoolgirl skirt. It might be comfortable, but kneeling in a skirt is asking for trouble. He laughed and shrugged, "Whatever you feel most comfortable in," he'd replied, "I get so wrapped up in my books I probably wouldn't be able to say what you had on if asked."
She thought about Jerry's comment and her observation about Patrick. 'That has to be sad,' she thought, 'to never even think about sex, let alone have sex?' It made her feel bad for her employer and about growing old in general. "OK. I'm going to dress sexier, I mean not in lingerie or anything like that but shorts, tight tees...you know," she said as she stood, "I'll let you know if he even notices."
"I like it. I was thinking that turning 70 can't be the end of our sex life. I plan on fucking you into our 90s," he grinned.
Julie nodded then looked thoughtful, "perhaps that's how Granny broke her hip. No one ever said how, just that she didn't fall,"
Jerry zipped his pants as he chuckled, "I have no doubt. Your grandparents sure are active. Ok, now that you've had something, what am I going to have for dinner?" he smiled.
* * *
Julie walked over to Patrick's house wondering if the man would even notice let alone react. She decided on her workout shorts and tee. Doesn't sound like much but her workout tee shirt had been through the wash a lot and she could see her lacy bra under it. It wasn't all that revealing but Jerry's hands were all over her before he headed to work.
Julie found herself bending over in her tiny shorts, letting the man see her ass while cleaning the floors but Pat never looked over as far as she could see.
The next day, she decided on a short skirt with a white tight blouse...so girl schoolish she felt like she was being stalked while walking over hearing cars slow down as they came up behind her. She did look like a schoolgirl and wondered if truant officers prowled the streets looking for kids. Even though she was 25 she was carded constantly and had many waitstaff or bartenders analyze her driver's license for much longer than she liked.
At first, she spent time dusting and straightening the magazines, then she found spots on the carpet in the living room and grabbed the carpet cleaner. She had to use the tools on her hands and knees knowing Pat could see her panties. He had to notice, but every time she sneaked a look over, he was absorbed in his book.
She made it home with just one car idling along behind her. It bothered her that short of being naked, Pat just wasn't going to look. She got home without being kidnapped which was most likely as a white van was coasting behind her. This gave her an idea and rather than change she headed to her desk to add to her novel. There were a few scenes that she couldn't seem to get right but now with her juices flowing, 'Mary Elizabeth tested the knots as the van sped off. She wished she'd worn panties as she glared at the two men across from her.'
Jerry got home and dropped his laptop bag seeing his wife sitting on the couch in her schoolgirl outfit licking a sucker. Jerry was all over his wife, getting her out of her outfit in record time. He found foreplay unnecessary as he slid right into her. When they were done, the skirt was salvageable but the blouse was a write-off.
"Is it me?" Julie asked as her husband slowly slid his softening cock into her wet pussy. "Perhaps Pat just doesn't find me attractive."
Jerry laughed, "Not you. You are the sexiest woman I know, especially dressed like you were today." He looked at the torn blouse and sighed, "Sad. I like that. You weren't wearing a bra under that?" Her breasts were perfectly shaped but it was her smooth dark-brown nipples that excited him.
Julie chuckled, "I took it off for you, I am not going out in a see-through blouse sans bra."
"Damn! I guess old Patrick will never know what he's missing out on."
"I could get Jennifer to help me one day," Julie sighed. Her friend Jennifer had no qualms about dressing like a slut, or for that matter, acting the slut. She was single, free, and loved cock. On top of that, she had all the tools. Where Julie had very nice B-cup breasts, Jennifer had massive DDs and never wore a bra.
Jerry shook his head, "you want to get the man to look, not give him a heart attack. You're hot, really hot but Jennifer reminds me of the line in the Stones, 'Start Me Up,' 'You make a dead man cum,'" he chuckled.
* * *
After a couple of weeks of trying to stimulate the man, Julie gave up. It made her sad that he'd lost all interest in even looking at the opposite sex but it made for a safe work environment.



Julie let herself in. Pat had given her a key so there was no more knocking and waiting. She didn't see the man and decided to start with the breakfast dishes. She just finished that when she heard him upstairs.
She went up to the last room in the upstairs hallway, the room he'd told her to just ignore. She had respected the man's wishes and had never even peeked in.
Pat was sitting on the floor, his head in his hands crying. There was a photo album opened next to him. Julie came over and held him. The older man melted into her arms as Julie stroked his head letting him cry. She looked at the photos and saw a beautiful young woman dressed in various outfits from the 60s and 70s. She was gorgeous with straight blonde hair down to her ass, a narrow waist, and rippled abs. This must be Evelyn. He'd briefly told her his wife of 49 years had battled cancer and died three years before but that was all he'd said. There were pictures of her around the house but all were of a beautiful woman in her 60s or 70s.
She rocked the man until he wiped his eyes and sat up, looking tremendously embarrassed.
"Sorry...sorry, damn! I came up here looking for the book I was reading to her on her...shit!" he gulped fighting back more tears.
"That's ok, that's fine. I totally get it," Julie said softly.
Pat made another attempt to get hold of himself and sat up, wiping his eyes, "I've not come in here since...anyhow, I've been wanting to find out if Elizabeth and Darcy ever get together."
Julie smiled, "Pride and Prejudice? Incredible book. You never finished it? I've read it twice," she said.
Pat nodded and then noticed he'd spilled tears on Julie's tee shirt. Without thinking he brushed at them a couple of times then jerked his hand back, "Oh shit! Sorry. I..."
Julie laughed, "Relax." she looked down at her shirt, "Just tears, They'll dry." She was wearing a thin shirt and a flimsy lacey bra and her nipples were hardened after the attention and sticking out.
Pat shook his head, "I mean I..." he looked at his hands and then over at her breasts.
Julie shook her head, "You didn't do anything. It wasn't like you groped me," she said. "I thought it was very nice, very tender." She kissed him on the cheek and stood. "Let's find the book." She felt a warm feeling seeing his eyes linger on her chest before he quickly looked away. She couldn't wait to tell Jerry.
They found the copy with the bookmark where Pat had left off, and Julie had to clear a layer of dust off it. "I hope it's ok, but I'd like to clean in here." She looked around at all of Evelyn's belongings.
"Please. I shouldn't be such a coward," he sighed, "I just never wanted anything to move from where she last left it but," he looked around, "It would be nice to see it neat as usually kept it. Thanks," he said as he hugged her.
She spent that day and the next two up in Evelyn's room cleaning, dusting, organizing, and washing all the clothes in the closet. It was amazing to see that she'd kept her dresses from the 60s and 70s, tie-dyed; floral robes; summer dresses, and more formal dresses. Then she found a drawer filled with exquisite teddies and other revealing nightwear. Then she found dozens of photos of a much younger Pat in battle fatigues, dress uniforms, and other military gear. She had no clue if he was Army or Marine but he looked good, really good.
She was putting things away, the room a lot less dusty when she found another photo album. She was going to look through it but realized that would be prying. She was just putting that away in the box when she turned to a drawer filled with Evelyn's old clothes.
"I used to be a photographer," Pat said from the doorway, "Or I guess I still am, I just don't pick up the camera anymore. Anyhow, Evelyn was my model back in the mid-60s at college. She was the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen and when she said she'd go with me to a Herman's Hermits concert I thought I'd won the lottery...though I don't think they had the lottery back then," he chuckled.
Julie held up a lacy piece, "you must have had some pretty risqué photos," she smiled.
Pat went over to the newly organized bookshelf and pulled out a photo album, "pretty risqué and very risqué," he said softly as he handed her the book.
"You sure?" she asked as she took the book.
Pat nodded, "She was the most beautiful thing I ever saw and I'm happy to share. She would have loved it," he said as he quickly turned away.
Julie gasped as she paged through the album. She'd never seen anything like these photos. Evelyn was blessed with a spectacular body and wasn't shy. From the first page, Julie could see all of the beautiful woman. 'I guess trimming or shaving hadn't really come into vogue,' she thought but felt herself getting aroused just looking at the provocative poses and sultry looks on Evelyn's face. Never once in her life had she been sexually aroused seeing a naked woman, but her heart was pounding and her nipples ached. She was getting very wet and anticipated jumping Jerry when he got home.
Pat looked up as she came down the stairs. "She was something, wasn't she? Even in her 60s, she remained the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen," he sighed.
"She, they were beautiful," Julie said softly, "you captured her in a way that..." she blushed thinking how she wanted to reach out and touch the woman...touch between her legs so she could feel the soft-looking fur.
"You wanted to climb into the picture and hold her," he said softly, "at least that's how I feel. I can't look at them anymore without feeling like my heart will literally break." He was quiet for a moment, "Before you came upstairs I was remembering the last morning we woke up together and how it felt when she hugged me. It was as if she were saying goodbye," he teared up again.
Julie had known Patrick for months but never saw him like this. "I can see that. You are an incredible photographer. I've seen glamor pictures before but your lighting and angles bring Evelyn to life." She looked around the living room, "you should display those albums, perhaps have them on the coffee table. Frame some and put them around," she looked at the walls. "You have a gift and your wife was a gift."
As soon as Jerry came in the door she took him right on the floor in the entryway. He knew something must have happened at Pat's but wasn't going to interrupt the passionate woman who wanted all of him.
45 minutes later, the naked couple was sprawled on the couch panting. "Ok. You can tell me now. What happened at Pat's today?"
Julie was sprawled back, legs spread as she thought about various nude and scantily clad poses. "I found Pat up in a room I'd never gone into. He was," she quickly caught a sob and gulped, "Um, sobbing his eyes out." She paused and wiped a tear away, "he'd come up to get a book he'd been reading to his wife on her deathbed wanting to finish it." She took the backs of her wrists and wiped tears away, "Damn! You had to have been there. The man was totally distraught."
Jerry crawled over to hold his wife, "Shit! I am glad I wasn't there, but..."
Julie sighed, "Yeah. That wasn't why I was so horny when you got home." She shook her head and sat up. "I'm good. I held him as he cried and he got my shirt wet. He was apologetic and wiped..." she brushed her hands down her chest and smiled, "He actually touched me. He was really apologetic having instinctively wiped my shirt but after that, he kept looking at my boobs," she smiled.
"Wow! He grabbed your tits. That's amazing. Is that why you were horny?" he asked.
Julie shook her head and got off the couch. Jerry admired her as she padded over naked to the dining room table.
Julie held the book in her hands and looked at her husband. "Before you look at these, I need to tell you about Pat. He was...is a photographer. He took these 50 or so years ago when he first met his wife. She was his model and, well you know they got married. I think these are brilliant," she said handing the album to her husband. "I'm going to go shower while you look through this."
Julie came back down and looked at her husband. He was still naked, stroking his cock as he looked at the exquisite photos. "Pretty fucking hot, aren't they?"
"Wow!" Jerry smiled, "He's got an eye for the perfect angles. lighting, and poses," he held up a picture. "If she opens her legs wider, she just looks slutty, any less, and...well, wow! She has a great pussy. Anyhow, these are incredible. I can see why you were so worked up. He let you see these? Let you borrow it?" he asked.
Julie came over, dropped her towel then straddled her husband's waist. "You keep looking, I'll take care of this," she sighed as she lowered herself onto his hard cock.
You want me to look at another woman while you fuck me?" he asked.
"And imagine she's the one fucking you, yes," Julie said as she raised and lowered her wet pussy onto his stiff cock.
Jerry lay back, album propped on his chest as Julie fucked him expertly, her pussy gripping his cock as she rocked her hips. He'd been jerking off looking at the erotic photos and had been close a few times before she came back from her shower.
Julie looked at her husband's face as she reached behind her ass to stroke his balls. This was going to be a quickie she thought and was soon proven right.
Jerry was looking at Evelyn's naked form, her chest pressed into the mattress, her ass thrust up, but what he loved was her swollen pussy with her untrimmed pubic hair looking like parenthesis highlighting her pink insides. Just as he thought that he exploded inside his wife's tight pussy. He grunted happily as he spewed his second load in an hour into his wife's wonderful hole. He felt slightly guilty cumming while fantasizing about another woman, but Julie had not just encouraged this, she insisted.
"Fuck! That was intense. I thought you'd be jealous if I thought about anyone else while...you know," he sighed happily.
"You can think about anyone you like as long as your cock finds one of my holes and no one else's," she giggled, "anyhow, I think it's a tribute to an incredibly beautiful woman that you came looking at her."
* * *
Julie came back the next morning with the album tucked under her arm. Pat was on the couch reading Pride and Prejudice. She quietly put the album on the coffee table and got to work. She felt a small twinge of disappointment that Pat didn't look at her. Today at Jerry's urging she wore yoga pants and a thinner tee shirt without a bra. She woke up very horny and wanted to have this man look at her, appraise her. He had such an eye for beauty, naked female beauty, she hoped he approved. She'd been nervous walking over she saw brake lights go on as cars passed her. Her dark nipples were just not suited to go braless let alone in the thin tee.
She was bending over in the kitchen putting away a casserole dish when she felt a hand softly stroke her ass. She looked back at Pat who took his hand away quickly.
"Sorry, sorry. I shouldn't have done that, but I've admired your body for the last few months and your ass looks spectacular in these tights." He put out his hands and backed up.
Julie stood, turned her back, and stuck out her ass, "Really? I'm glad you like my ass. I don't mind. I'm flattered you like what you see," she said. When he made no move, she took his hand and put it on her ass. It did feel good as Pat stroked her ass with both hands. She closed her eyes feeling her pussy throb and her nipples get hard. This was different from other men who'd groped her ass, it was as if the man was getting to know the shape, the texture, the firmness as an artist would. She turned as he stopped then kissed him on the cheek. "Thank you," she said, "I like being appreciated."
The rest of the day, she saw Pat watching her, checking out her breasts, her persistently hard nipples, and her ass. She wasn't sure but it seemed the mass in his pants was a bit larger. The living room was the cleanest it had ever been.
* * *
That night Jerry and Julie fucked three times after she told him that Pat felt her ass.
"Why didn't you drop your pants to let him have a feel?" he asked as he stroked her ass. His cock throbbed knowing just hours before another man was feeling what he was feeling.
"No way. Anyhow the yoga pants don't hide anything. Might as well be naked," she said.
"How about your tits," he smiled, "did he want to grab these?" He stroked her perfect breasts and pulled on her nipples.
"Oh wow! Ahhhh, I think so. He was looking today, every time I glanced over he was looking. Going braless was a mistake. The cloth kept rubbing my nipples and they were like erasers all day. I'm sure he wanted to touch them," she sighed, eyes closed. Jerry's cock felt great inside her as she rode him. She could still feel Pat's hands getting to know her ass and wondered what he'd be like getting to know all of her body.
Jerry thought of the incredible photo of Evelyn thrusting her ass in the air and rolled Julie off him. "Can you get on your knees and..."
"Get into the position Evelyn was in?" Julie giggled. "As long as you don't cum immediately again."
Jerry drove his cock into his wife's swollen pussy looking at the view Pat wanted to have. He tried but seeing the slick sheen of sweat on Julie's back and hearing the wet slapping as he thrust into her brought the photo of Evelyn to life in his mind.
Julie smiled as she heard Jerry try to hold back and thrust back against him as he came inside her for the third time that night.
* * *
For the next few weeks, Julie wore tight shorts or yoga pants and tight tee shirts without any underwear at all. Jerry made sure that she had a pronounced camel toe and that her nipples were barely hidden but still visible. Julie didn't question Jerry's need for her to tease the older man as they'd now been having sex two to three times a night. She was required to relate anything the man did or said though he refrained from touching her again.
The couple was lying naked, their bodies glistening with sweat. Jerry was running a finger around Julie's labia. "I think you should stop shaving here, you know, stay trimmed but..."
"You want me to look like Evelyn?" she asked. She'd have killed to look like Evelyn. What an incredible body, large full breasts, wide hips with a rounded ass.
"I love how you look, but..."
"But you like the raw look of the summer of love," she finished.
"I do. I know you don't want to hear this but I've gotten hard just thinking about that album. She looked so good." He stopped as he had a thought, "We've saved a bit, perhaps contract Pat to...you know..."
"Say it. Contract Pat to..." Julie said firmly
"To do photos as he did with Evelyn," Jerry finished. "Bad idea. I know you have to work for him and...well, it might change the dynamics of your relationship after seeing you naked." He chuckled, "It sure changed our dynamics after that night in your parent's living room," Jerry chuckled.
"I think it changed your relationship with my parents when they came home early, also," she chuckled. "Ok. I'll ask him, but what is the limit? I mean he charged hundreds for shoots like this for his clients."
They discussed it then Julie turned off the lights, "We need sleep. I'll ask him and maybe he'll give me an employee discount, or I could give him a lap dance."
Both she and Jerry dreamt about her being alone in a house getting naked with another man.
* * *
Pat put down the book, "I wish Evelyn had gotten to hear how it turned out, I mean we both knew Darcy and Elizabeth would get together, but what a wonderful story full of twists and turns. And all the drama!" He looked at the girl who'd recently worn less and less, "You look great today. I hope that's ok to say. I should get my camera."
"Since you brought it up," Julie smiled, "Jerry was impressed with the photo album. I think if he ran into Evelyn today he'd dump me in a flash," she said, "He, um, wants to hire you," she blushed. She felt disappointed seeing the older man shaking his head.
"No, I'm retired. However," he put down the book and went over to a chest to pull out his camera, "I loved doing it as a hobby, so if you'll model for me I'll pay you," he smiled.
"Really? Pay me?" she asked.
"Sure. I looked it up the other day wanting to ask if you'd model for me. Girls...and guys, are getting $50 an hour so if you'd do me the honor of letting me photograph you, I'd pay you $100 for a two-hour session. Does that sound ok?"
Julie smiled and nodded, "We'd pay you for the photographs though? It was your business."
"I'll tell you what. I'll print out whatever you want, you just pay for the printer ink and paper," he said. He stuck out his hand, "Deal?"
Julie ignore the hand and hugged him instead. As a joke, she pulled his hands onto her ass, "Deal!" This time, Pat didn't stroke her ass as if discovering it, he squeezed gently and she could feel a plump shaft press into her pussy. "He isn't dead," she thought happily.
Pat stepped back, a bit embarrassed, "Ok. Tomorrow? I can run out and get supplies." He looked at his original digital camera, " I'm going to get one of those new high-resolution cameras. Oh, and Jerry can watch, you know, so he doesn't worry about..."
"You climbing between my legs?" Julie grinned, "I think he's worried you don't want to."
Pat blushed, "Tell him not to worry in either case."
* * *
Julie came to work the next day with a bag filled with her various intimate apparel. She had no idea what Pat would want her to do and had to keep telling herself, he was hiring her.
Nothing was said as Julie made the bed, did laundry, knocked off the breakfast dishes, and vacuumed. At two, Pat got up and grabbed his camera.
"Ready? I've been looking forward to getting back to my favorite hobby," he smiled.
"Photography or getting young girls naked," she smiled.
"Do I have to choose?" the man smiled, "No, photography. There's nothing like holding a camera in your hands. It's like you can capture beauty to keep for eternity."
"I brought some things," Julie said as she picked up her bag.
Pat shook his head, "I've had some ideas in my head for a while. I assume you're ok with nudity," he said matter-of-factly.
"I expected it," she nodded, "Want me to strip?"
Pat laughed, "I'd like a bit more teasing, though I am anticipating when you are naked," he chuckled. "Come, upstairs to my bedroom. We're going to do boudoir shots that your husband is going to love."
She followed Pat upstairs, her stomach feeling filled with a million bees. She was going to be naked with a man that was not her husband. She saw the reflecting umbrella light stands in the corners and the curtains were letting in the afternoon sun.
There was a folded sheet on the bed and Pat picked it up. "I'd like you to take everything off, go shower so your hair is wet then modestly cover up with just this. Perhaps you're homeless and broke in, but you are very curious about everything here. I'll step out so you can change, and when I come back, act like I'm not here. Look around. Open drawers, snoop. At first, I'd like you to be nervous about your near nakedness, but as you pry into my personal life, you relax showing more skin. Remember, you're alone. Got it?"
Julie nodded, in a way relieved she wasn't just going to get naked. She peeled off her yoga pants and her tee, followed by her shoes and socks. She showered in his bathroom feeling strange, then dried off. She came out and unfolded the sheet and formed a toga out of it. "Ok, I'm decent," she said. She then went around looking at his books then opened his dresser drawers. She was initially nervous doing this, but there were no surprises. She'd folded his laundry and put them in these same drawers.
Pat was clicking away getting good shots with the afternoon light coming through the thin sheet. Julie was doing a great job of constantly adjusting the loose cloth allowing more skin to show.



Julie had given up trying to make the sheet form to her body as it no longer looked like a toga and as the sides fell away, she simply clutched it to her front.
She crawled onto the bed with the sheet covering her front and lay on her back and stretched as if exhausted. Pat was taking picture after picture as she assumed different lolling positions with the sheet just covering her nipples and pussy. She adjusted it in different positions, never revealing too much, but then allowed a sliver of pink nipple to show. She could tell by Pat's body language what he wanted so slowly ran her hands from her shoulders down her chest revealing her breasts to the man she'd been working for over the last few months. Her nipples had never felt as hard, or as sensitive and she loudly gasped when she pinched them.
Pat was murmuring, "That's it, that's great," as he saw bare breasts for the first time in years, young perky bare breasts for the first time in decades. His cock was tenting his pants but there was nothing he could do about it as he moved around taking more pictures.
Juile slid the sheet down more listening to the older man's breathing as her patch of pubic hair appeared then her waxed labia. Gravity took over as the sheet slid onto the floor leaving her stark naked. She'd opened her legs enough to expose all of her pussy yet not so wide as to be overly slutty. She liked...rather, she loved hearing the shutter clicks knowing her raw naked body was being recorded for posterity. As she ran a finger across her wet slit she wondered if they'd get posted online. Would men be looking at her, their cocks in their hands fantasizing about driving their cocks into her married pussy? "Oh fuck!" she gasped as everything peaked at once.
Pat was surprised to see the girl open her legs more, lift her hips, and cum within minutes of getting naked on the bed.
Julie felt the room swim as she pumped two fingers against her clit not caring that she was cumming in front of a man that was not her husband. She wanted to tell him to get over there and fuck her but bit her lip. She was a model not a whore.
After she came, Pat praised her and told her to roll over and show him her ass.
Julie at first just lay face down, then she opened her legs...opening them more and more hearing the man's approving moans. Then she raised her ass while arching her back feeling more slutty than she'd felt in her life. She could feel the air on her anus and pussy and had no doubt Pat wanted to slam his cock into her dripping pussy. She twerked her pelvis as if responding to being fucked. As she did that, she could feel her labia smack open. How much pink would Pat be capturing? she wondered. She reached between her legs and ran a finger up her slit.
Pat groaned, "Oh wow! Ok. This was great, I mean really great! Now I want more pictures of you exploring the room, but this time naked," he said. His cock was aching as it tried to rip through his pants.
She went around the room managing to face the camera when reaching up to the top shelves or when checking out the pictures on the walls.
Pat murmured, "Good, good," and when she came around with her back to the camera, he told her to check the bottom drawer of the bedside table.
Julie tried to act modest as she bent over but Pat was crouching down to get a great view between her legs as she squatted. She gasped as she pulled out an anatomically correct foot-long penis. As she studied it and stroked it, she unconsciously licked her lips.
Pat was wondering if his cock would be damaged as the pressure was so much. He had to quickly swap out the memory card as he watched the beautiful naked girl put the dildo in her mouth as if wondering if she could do it. He'd never given fewer instructions to a model before who was doing things perfectly.
Julie sat on the bed sucking on the large bulbous head. Then she felt her pussy and lay back on the bed. Pat was moving along the base of the bed camera clicking away. She opened her legs and dipped a finger inside. She compared her finger to the girth of the penis. She bundled four fingers and they were still narrower than the fat plastic cock.
Pat was getting seriously uncomfortable as he watched the beautiful girl put more of the dildo into her mouth getting it wet. Then she opened her legs wide and pressed the plump head against her hole.
"Oh fuck!" Julie gasped as a cock easily twice as fat as Jerry's popped into her pussy.
Pat's cock was now painfully hard, which was welcome yet frustrating. He'd not had an erection in almost five years and doubted he ever would again, but this girl was too young, too married, and too nice for him to take advantage of. She was incredibly passionate, though. Evelyn had freely exposed herself, even letting friends see their photos, but she never masturbated in front of him nor would she ever let herself be shared.
Julie felt another orgasm coming on wondering if all models came while being photographed. She couldn't have felt sluttier as she thrust her ass off the bed, her legs spread as wide as they could go, vocalizing deep animalistic grunts. This was an incredible orgasm enhanced as she was aware she was being watched.
After she collapsed on the bed, Pat sadly looked at his watch. "That's it for today. If you want to clean up and get dressed, I'll meet you downstairs."
Julie was looking at the outline of the man's angry erection wishing she could take care of it for him but nodded, "Sure. I'll be down in a few," she panted softly. She was still recovering from multiple explosive orgasms...each more powerful than those she had with Jerry. Was it being watched? Was it acting like a whore? The size of the huge dildo? She didn't know and didn't care.
She lay there idly playing with her nipples before rolling off the bed and going to clean up. She noticed the cum stains on the bedspread and sighed. Her work as a maid kicked in and after she got dressed she stripped the bed.
After getting the washer started she came up to the older man sitting on the couch. She was aware he was still hard wishing she could do something about it. "Tomorrow, then," she said softly.
"Tomorrow." The man hesitated and smiled, "Thanks. I haven't seen anyone as beautiful as you since Evelyn."
* * *
"He was hard? I mean, really hard or...you know, just a bulge?" Jerry asked.
Julie looked shocked. "Way? Are you gay or something? Asking about a man's penis?"
Jerry shook his head, "More interested in how you caused it. You've worked for him for months and worn very sexy outfits, which made me hard. Yet never a rise, so to speak, out of him. Also, he's 75 or 76? Can guys get erections that old? I mean without pills?"
Julie sighed, "Yes. He was hard. Fully erect. I'm sure he is not taking any pills." She shook her head, "I'm not talking about his erections anymore."
Jerry nodded, "Ok, just one more question. Why didn't you take care of it? It seems cruel to me that you left the man frustrated."
"Ok, that's funny, but not happening," she sighed.
"I wasn't joking. The man was hard for the first time in, what? five years? How much had he built up? The least you could have done is given him a handjob."
Julie couldn't believe the entire conversation. She looked sternly at her husband, "Let me get this straight. First, you want me to tease him, dress slutty. Then you want him to take naked pictures of me...ok, I liked doing that. Now you want me to jerk him off? Why not a blowjob or let him fuck me?" she glared at Jerry.
"Why not? I'd be fine with it. He's a lonely old man who probably decided he'd never have sex again. He'd be thrilled and I know you. A cock is a cock. You'd love to get fucked by him. Admit it, go on. I know you would," he said as he saw his wife shake her head.
"Men!" Julie said as she turned and headed for the kitchen. 'He'll regret joking about this!'
* * *
Pat looked up from his book as the girl came in. She was wearing the smallest, tightest shorts he'd ever seen, and he'd lived through the 60s. Her tee shirt was tight and thin and again she was braless. It was going to be a scorcher today, he thought, and he had no A/C.
Around noon, Julie came into the living room after cleaning the upstairs bedroom and bathroom. She was fanning herself with a magazine. "Pat, no offense but how have you survived without air conditioning?"
"Evelyn often said the same thing," he said standing. "I'll grab a fan. Hang on."
Julie sat down feeling like her heart was pumping blood twice as hard through her body. She looked hopefully at the fan as Pat plugged it in facing her. Soon she felt the cooling breeze as she stood in front of it. "If you weren't here," she sighed as she peeled her shirt away from her skin, "I'd have this off."
Pat laughed, "Go ahead. I saw all of you yesterday. By the way, I'd like you and Jerry to come over to review the shots I took. You're a natural," he smiled as he sat and picked up his book.
Julie hesitated then pulled off her tee shirt. It wasn't easy as the material stuck to her damp skin. She felt instant relief as her torso was cooled as the breeze dried her sweaty skin. Pat was holding the book but staring at her. "This was a mistake. I know how inappropriate this is," she sighed.
"No, sorry. I'll read my book."
Julie laughed, "Sure you will," she said going over to the couch. She picked up the book checking the title then the chapter he was on, "I know this one. I'll tell you what. I'll get naked do the chores then test you in an hour when I'm done." She handed him the book and then peeled off her skin-tight shorts and thong. She then went into the kitchen to do the dishes.
Pat felt the unwelcome throbbing in his pants again seeing the beautiful naked girl dust, vacuum, and straighten up. He tried to read but his attention was drawn to those bouncing breasts, flexing ass, and nicely trimmed pussy. Soon he had to hold the book tightly against his crotch to hide the pronounced tent.
Julie put away the vacuum and came over. She stood in front of Pat holding out her hand. "Ok. Let's see how focused were." She took the book and was impressed. "22 pages, when the Cannery Row bums commented that Doc loves beer so much he probably likes beer milkshakes, what did he do?" she asked.
"Make a beer milkshake?" Pat said doubtfully.
Julie shook her head, "Drove down the coast to a diner and told the girl it helped his bladder." She stared at the pronounced tent in his pants, "I was going to give you a blowjob if you were able to focus but you failed the test." She picked up her clothes and pulled them on. "I made you a casserole. It's in the fridge."
Pat shook his head, 'Did she say blowjob? Did I hear that right?' he wondered. "Um, what did you say?" he asked.
"I said there's a cass..."
"No, before that. I was distracted but did you say...?"
"Blowjob? So you can pay attention." She came over and sat down, pulling the book off his lap. "Is this normal for you?" she asked as she palmed his hard shaft.
Pat shook his head, "No, not for five years...I mean, yesterday was the first time since Evelyn...we...she was in pain and we stopped..." he said softly.
Julie felt a sudden sadness thinking how the man had lost his wife and must be impossibly frustrated. "Can I ask a personal question," she said now stroking the rod. "Did you take care of this last night?"
Pat shook his head, "I, um, I've never..." he blushed.
"Never? I thought all guys masturbated," she said looking shocked. "I know Jerry does if I'm not around...maybe even if I am around. He won't admit it but...anyhow this just won't do." She unzipped his pants and smiled, "This is nice. Very nice." She was holding a smooth perfectly shaped circumcized cock. The only thing she found unusual was how it curved gracefully. Perhaps she thought it would be old and wrinkled but his was as tight and hard as a 20-year-old's. She stroked the length feeling her nipples harden. This was the second cock she'd ever touched.
Pat moaned softly. Her hands felt so soft and as she pumped his cock, she was smearing the precum onto his cock making everything feel even better. He wished she were naked again as that would make things even better but he just enjoyed seeing her rock-hard nipples instead.
Julie saw where he was looking and stopped to pull off her shirt. She hesitated then stood and peeled off her shorts and thong. "I should have thought about this," she smiled. Then she pulled his pants down and straddled his hairy thighs knowing she was giving him a great look between her legs. She spit on her hand the stroked his cock with both hands marveling at how long and fat it was.
Pat was looking at the jutting breasts bounce with every stroke, her puffed and erect nipples, and down between her open thighs. Her pussy was as swollen and aroused as the day before. He wished she'd slide forward and lower her wet slit onto his cock. It had been years since he'd had pussy, years since he'd had any sexual contact. He felt the aching in his balls rapidly increase as those tits bounced more.
"Go on, touch them...you want to," she said softly.
Pat palmed her breasts feeling her hard nipples press against his skin. He slid his hands up and down wanting her to feel good, but it was taking him over the top.
Julie pumped harder hearing his breathing get ragged and was rewarded with a geyser of sperm shooting three feet in the air. Some hit her face until she jerked back and the rest shot up onto Pat's chest and stomach.
Pat's head spun as he experienced almost 2,000 days of pent-up sexual frustration. He didn't remember ever cumming that quickly, perhaps when he lost his virginity but that was so long ago it was barely a memory.
Julie kept stroking even after the last of his cum dribbled out. She looked happily at the man who was laid back, a half smile on his face. She got up and went to the kitchen for a towel, came back wiping her face and chest, then cleaned him up.
"Thank you, "Pat said simply. I never thought I'd...this...ever again," he smiled.
Julie tossed the towel in the hamper and came back down. She picked up her discarded clothes, "Well, I should get back to my husband. I hope you realize that was a one-time thing. It just looked like you needed it." She made no move to cover up letting the man soak up her nudity.
"Got it. I didn't expect it to ever be a thing, but that felt incredible. Like the first time," he said. "Oh, by the way. Why don't you and Jerry come over for dinner tomorrow night? I've arranged the best shots from yesterday and I can print them and put them into your album. I'm sure Jerry would like to see them...I never had a better model," he smiled. Without thinking he stood and hugged the girl. His hands strayed down to her ass and then he kissed her on her cheek.
That afternoon, Julie was on pins and needles wondering how to broach the subject of giving Pat a handjob. She got her husband a beer and listened to him tell her about an incident at work before he relaxed and looked at her.
"You seem like...preoccupied," he said as he put down his beer and sat up.
"Don't be angry, but I might have been a bad girl today," she said softly.
"You fucked him?" Jerry asked, looking intrigued.
"No! No, I did give him a handjob," she said. "He looked so uncomfortable and I felt bad for him."
Jerry chuckled, "You do like to please people but why was he uncomfortable? You told me he got hard looking at you yesterday. Did you do another photoshoot?"
Julie told Jerry about how hot it was and how she did the cleaning in the nude. She left out how big Pat's cock was or the impressive jets of cum, or how some got on her face. "But I felt like I had to...plus I asked him a personal question, um. Did he take care of the issue he had yesterday? Can you believe the man has never masturbated in his life?"
"No. He's lying...really? I never heard of a guy who didn't...maybe priests...no, never mind. I'm glad. I liked him the one time I met him. He seems like a nice guy to work for. I sure don't like my boss enough to do something like that," he laughed. "You should have blown him, though. Your cocksucking skills are world-class."
"Jerry! You'd be ok with me sucking another man's cock?" Julie asked.
"Sure. I mean if it's for a good cause, you could be the Florence Nightengale of maids," he chuckled. "Wait, you gave Pat a handjob. Is that the only other penis you've seen? Touched?" Jerry asked.
Julie nodded, "I've seen videos but in real life, yes. That's the only one other than yours," she said looking at her hands.
"I'm proud of you. That is so hot, can dinner wait?" Jerry asked as he pulled Julie to her feet.
The couple was lying in bed, softly panting from their perfectly timed orgasms. Jerry was stroking the strands of hair off his beautiful wife's forehead. "I couldn't hold off much longer. The image of you doing housework naked, of you giving the man a handjob was too much."
"It was arousing. I had to hurry home so I could...you know. I was so horny," she sighed. "I'm glad you wanted to make love since that left me even more frustrated."
"I hope this becomes a regular thing. I'd fuck you every day if you're up for it," he smiled. "But we should eat."
"Oh, fuck! I almost forgot. Tomorrow night we're going to dinner at Pat's. He's going to show us the best shots then he'll be making us our photo album. We can put it on the coffee table when guests come over," she chuckled.
"Sure, that would be great! I've been going nuts hoping to see what you guys got in the photo shoot," Jerry grinned. "I assume you'll have to cook for him. How about your spicy lasagna?" Jerry hadn't been to the man's house since the interview and was eager to see more of where his wife went for four hours every day. Plus, he wanted to see what a professional could do with such a great model. He'd taken dozens of shots of Julie, but they looked so amateurish. He had a thought, "Are you going to cook in the nude for us?"
* * *
Pat opened the door wondering how Julie's husband would be and if she told him. He knew if Evelyn had ever done something like that it'd be years before he'd forgive her. Julie was not dressed formally but she had a nice tee shirt and shorts that hugged her curves perfectly.
"Pat, you remember Jerry. I assume you put the lasagna back in the oven at 350?" she asked as she hugged him.
"I did. Jerry, good to see you again. Come in. Beer, scotch, wine?"
"I'm going to go check on the lasagna. I can get your drinks. Pat, single malt, neat. Jerry, an IPA?" Julie asked. This felt strange, a guest for dinner playing hostess.
"Hang on," Jerry grinned. He pulled an apron out of the bag and handed it to his wife. "Here, you should be in uniform."
Julie looked confused but took the white frilly apron. It looked more like a piece of lingerie than something utilitarian. "I, um, Pat has aprons. This could get ruined if I splash marinara sauce on it, plus I'm not wearing anything all that valuable," she said looking at the tee shirt and shorts.
Jerry shook his head, "that is the uniform. You'll be wearing that tonight. We've both seen you naked so this will cover up a lot more than we've seen," he winked at Pat.
Pat nodded, "I like your husband. I agree, we might have a new dress code policy over here."
Julie groaned, "Fuck! Surrounded by perverts. Ok, I'll change."
Pat and Jerry sat up as Julie came out with the drinks, her nice breasts bouncing into view as she strode in from the kitchen. As she turned and sat down with her cabernet they were treated to a full crotch shot.
The conversation was mostly about Julie, the years she and Jerry spent growing up, what college was like, and how beautiful she was. There was little conversation as she served dinner, or got refills. Then after she took the dishes into the kitchen and put away the leftovers she came back out.



Pat was sitting on the couch, Jerry in the chair next to it. The only place to sit was next to Pat. She looked quizically at her husband who smiled as if he planned it. She sat down holding her wine as Pat hit play on the TV.
"I'll give you this USB. I made it for you. When you see one you like, let me know," he said patting the notepad on his lap. "You'll see there are many that are so close that perhaps one or two of that shot or position would be all you want."
Julie wished she'd worn panties or put down a towel as they went through the hundreds of shots of her in more and more erotic poses. When they were done, Pat had over 100 photos jotted down and had a large tent in his pants. Jerry also was sporting a huge erection but Julie wasn't any better off. She was going to have to clean the cushion the next day.
"So, Pat. Julie tells me that Evelyn passed away three or four years ago. That sucks, I mean it has to leave a huge hole in your heart."
Pat nodded. "It's been really hard. She was very sick for two years before and we tried everything but finally, she'd had enough. I'll never forget seeing the look on her face when she told me it was time," the man's eyes teared up as he said it. "I don't blame her. The treatments were as bad and perhaps worse than the disease. Then the kids blamed me for not doing enough and the last time I spoke to my two boys was at the funeral."
"I'm sorry," Julie said. She'd not had this conversation, "I was wondering but didn't want to ask."
"Yeah, I'm sorry. I shouldn't be dredging up old painful memories," Jerry said softly.
"No, thanks. No one ever asked me about it. I..." he choked back a sob, "I never got over it. I miss her. I miss her terrible cooking," he smiled. "Yours is gourmet compared to hers, but she tried. She was constantly checking out recipes but for some reason..." he sighed. "I miss her singing when she was happy, which was a lot. You always knew where she was in the house or around the yard." He looked down at his hands, "I miss her touch, her bright blue eyes so full of life, full of mischief. Then there's every morning, waking up in an empty bed."
Julie pulled the man over and wiped the tears off his face using the bottom of the apron. "You were lucky to have had her as long as you did," she said.
Pat nodded, "but that line in the song keeps playing in my head, "I'd trade all my tomorrows for a single yesterday..." he sighed.
"Me and Bobby McGee," Jerry said softly.
Pat sat up. "Enough. Let's put on some music. Do you dance?" he asked Julie.
Jerry laughed, "You know Evelyn's cooking? That's about how well Julie dances."
"Hey! I'm not that bad," she said, "only two broken toes."
"That'd because I've started wearing steel-toed shoes. But, she's all yours," Jerry smiled.
Pat put out a hand and pulled Julie to her feet as a Frank Sinatra song came on. "Evelyn's favorite." He hummed along to "Strangers in the Night," as he took Julie in his arms.
Jerry was aware his 90% naked wife was in the embrace of another man as the swayed and turned to the music but felt no jealousy. Pat's hands stroked her naked back and her breasts plumped out as they held each other, but he never strayed. He liked this man and was happy if his wife made him happy.
Five dances later, Pat stepped back and kissed Julie's knuckles. "Thank you. Your husband is truly mistaken. You're a beautiful dancer."
Jerry laughed, "Perhaps she's been hampered by wearing clothes when we've danced."
Julie was flushed from the man's strong hands on her, his pronounced bulge pressing into her, and hearing the compliments. "We should go. It's 11:30," she said hearing the single chime of the grandfather clock. She started to head down the hall to change when Jerry stopped her.
"Julie, you should stay. I should go. Pat, you said you hate your empty bed in the morning. If it's ok with Julie I don't think you should experience that tomorrow," Jerry said looking at his wife.
"What! Are you serious?" she asked. Seeing him nod she looked at Pat who looked hopeful. She looked back at her husband and sputtered, "You're lending me...he'll...we'll not be sleeping," she blushed.
Jerry laughed, "You'll be fucking. I know. I remember the first night in college when we finally slept together...or not slept, not a wink if I remember right. The only advice I'll give you is to pace yourself. Once she gets wound up..."
Pat shook his head, "No, that's not right. You two young people go and...make love. I'm not going to break up a great couple..."
Jerry went over and kissed his wife. "Nonsense Pat. You're not breaking us up. I'll see you tomorrow? I assume you'll come home after you do all your household chores?"
Julie was speechless. She wanted to say something but just kissed her husband and nodded. She was still standing in the same spot as Pat shook Jerry's hand before escorting him to the front door. This was the most surreal thing she'd ever experienced.
Pat came over looking apologetic, "You don't have to do this. I feel like this is all some pity party...so sad for the old guy," he said, "if you're feeling weird about this, I'll give you a lift home. Or we just sleep. I understand if you don't want to do this."
Julie was running the ramifications of the bombshell Jerry just laid on them and shrugged. "We can play it by ear, but hopefully you have a spare toothbrush," she said.
The two seemed to get in each other's way as they prepared for bed but they made it through without tripping over each other. It worked out that they finished and were standing opposite each other by the bed.
"I should dress like this more often. This makes it a lot easier to get ready for bed," Julie chuckled as she untied the waist string and then pulled the apron over her head. She looked at the older man...older than her grandfather, she thought. He pulled his pajamas out of the bottom drawer. She shook her head, "If I'm going to be naked, you're going to be naked," she said firmly. He didn't look half bad. His muscles were not as tight as Jerry's but he was fairly toned. No pot belly...few wrinkles, and now that she had a better perspective, huge balls, and a huge cock.
They crawled into bed and turned out the light. Julie lay there wondering if Pat was going to roll over to hold her. Then again, maybe he was waiting on her. "Pat? Are you feeling weird?" she asked.
"You have no idea," Pat said softly. "I've never been in bed with any other woman than Evelyn. She was my high school sweetheart and even in Nam when all my buddies were looking for girls in Saigon I spent my time writing to Evelyn. She wrote me every day," he said softly.
"I'll sleep in the guest bedroom if this is going to make you uncomfortable," Julie said. "I get it. I've never been in bed with any other man than Jerry. We've known each other since grade school. This is weird."
"So, you've never been with another man?" he asked.
"Yesterday afternoon, when I jerked you off, yours was just the second penis I've ever touched." She started to get out of bed.
"No, stay. I wouldn't mind holding you, feeling your warmth against me," Pat said. "We don't have to do anything. You're married and I like Jerry. He's a very good man."
"He is. Love of my life," Julie said as she crawled back under the covers. She slid across and felt herself being pulled against the naked man aware of his fat snake nestling against her pussy. He was so hard she could feel the blood pulsing through it. "Listen," she said, "don't look a gift horse in the mouth. Jerry isn't stupid. He knows we're going to do more than wake up together. And for myself, I can't think of anywhere I'd rather be right now." It wasn't any different than being with Jerry even though Pat was triple her age. She stroked the man's back and when his lips pressed against hers, she welcomed his tongue.
Pat pressed his aching cock against the girl happy to have an erection. This is something he'd not experienced until Julie started coming over. He'd had a dozen or more girls come to do the housework and all would be considered cute, pretty, or even beautiful but Julie was the only one who caused a throbbing in his pants. Her firm breasts felt incredible again his chest as did her crotch humping gently against his cock.
Julie again wondered how a guy this old could get so hard. She'd heard that men after a certain age needed help but Pat's cock was like a tree limb between her legs. She pushed him onto his back and then kissed her way down his torso to his cock. She looked up at him, "I might have promised you a blowjob, or suggested it," she smiled.
Pat sighed happily as the cute brunette worked her way down his chest, then his stomach, and to his throbbing erection. He couldn't believe how hard his cock could get and attributed it to the pill Jerry gave him when they shook hands. He would be visiting his doctor for a prescription next week. "Oh, wow, Julie. That feels sooo..." he moaned as the girl went from licking to sucking his cock. Her hair felt so fine, so soft as he felt her head bob on his cock.
'This is no different than sucking at 20-year-old's cock,' she thought. Different taste, different precum but the firmness and texture were the same. She didn't care if he came in her mouth but worried he'd be good for just one erection that night so as she heard his breathing change she pulled off his cock with a wet popping sound. "I need your cock inside me," she smiled.
Pat rolled over on top of the young girl after she lay back, legs spread looking eagerly at him. He could feel the blood in his cock pounding as he let her soft hand guide him inside her tight pussy. Five years! It had been five years since he was inside a woman but it felt like decades.
Julie stroked the man's hairy chest as he increased his rate of driving into her pussy. "Just cum. I know you've been without for years so don't worry about me. I want you to cum inside me," she panted.
Pat needed little encouragement and drove harder into the girl. She was responding with loud gasps as he bottomed out against her pussy so he didn't worry about being too rough.
Julie might have told him not to worry about her, but as she felt her pussy being pounded harder than Jerry ever did she felt everything boiling up. She groaned she was cumming as she felt an aching in her uterus rapidly grow until everything exploded. "Oh, fuck!" she cried as she felt her first full-body orgasm. The room spun as the pleasurable waves crashed through her, dimly aware that Pat also was cumming.
The two ground and writhed against each other until first Pat let out a low groan and collapsed onto the naked girl. Julie rubbed the older man's back as she felt the incredible feelings slowly drift away.
Pat groaned happily and took his weight off the much smaller girl, "Sorry, I hope it's ok I came inside you," he panted.
Julie giggled, "You give me another of those orgasms and you can cum anywhere you want. What the hell did you do?" she asked, "I never felt anything like that," she said breathlessly.
"It's the curve," he said, "Evelyn said I hit her G-spot every time. You like that?" he smiled.
Julie nodded her head and smiled, "Jerry's getting plastic surgery done on his cock."
Pat amazed himself getting hard twice more during the night, but it was waking up with the sun shining on the wall, highlighting those perky breasts that made him smile. It's one thing to not wake up alone, but another thing altogether to see flawless tits rising and falling on a sleeping girl's chest.
Julie wore the apron making the coffee and breakfast. She'd showered and all she had was the summer dress which she didn't think was much better to do housework in. She remembered a friend of hers saying she always did her housework in the nude though probably not with anyone around.
She was doing the dishes and felt Pat come up behind her, pressing his firm cock between her ass cheeks and cupping her breasts. Turning the water off, she put her hands on the counter moaning happily as his curved cock pressed inside her. She could see people go by in cars and walking their dogs as the man slammed hard into her. She wasn't fully exposed but had they looked they'd have seen a grey-haired man with his hands gripping her breasts and her body being slammed repeatedly forward.
Pat had admired the young girl's ass for months as she did the chores and had fantasized about doing her just like this. When he sat drinking his coffee he told himself the unspoken agreement was that they could have sex while in bed so they'd wake up together and that would be it. He watched that tight ass, the smooth cleft of her barely revealed pussy, and tried to think about other things, but as his cock hardened he couldn't help himself.
Julie loved how differently Pat's cock hit her and felt things once again boil up. "Fuck! Pat, you are good at this...hitting me...fuck!" she said as she put her head down and thrust her ass back.
Pat's heavy balls slapped wetly against the girl's clit and he roughly pulled on her nipples triggering a sharp cry as she exploded. He saw the woman walking by glance over before shaking her head and hurrying off. 'Damn, Julie cums a lot,' he thought. Evelyn was a once-per-day woman but still loved sex.
Julie felt a cooling stream of moisture running down her inner thighs as she panted soft moans. Her knees felt weak from the powerful orgasm and she wondered how a 75-year-old man could get it up four times in 12 hours. She then thought he'd like something else, "Pat, let me suck you off. How long has it been since you came in a woman's mouth?"
Pat smiled as he pulled out of the exquisite pussy, "Once, in college," he said, "Evelyn wanted to do something to remember her by. I shipped out to Nam the next day," he said. "Though, don't get me wrong. She liked giving blowjobs, just not the taste of cum."
Julie looked sad, "If you don't want me to do this..." she started to say but Pat put his hands on her shoulders. He looked down at the top of the girl's head and she licked her cum off his cock before working the curved shaft into her mouth.
Julie never minded tasting herself nor did she mind getting a mouthful of warm cum from a man...at least Jerry's as that's all she'd experienced. She didn't think she'd get a mouthful as Pat already came three times and she knew she didn't have to wait long.
She was right. Pat looked down at the girl's lips stretched around his cock, felt her skillful tongue against the shaft, and her jutting tits capped with rock-hard nipples and groaned that he was cumming.
Julie sucked harder, her fist pumping rapidly, and felt the first tangy jet splash against the back of her throat. Even after three orgasms he still had a good amount of cum for her. When he was done she sat on her heels and wiped her face with the apron. "I hope that was alright, it's different sucking your cock since..." she paused.
"It's so curved?" he asked. "You were in the wrong position. Evelyn learned to lie on her back, her head hanging down."
Later that morning Julie asked if he'd show her how to do the lie on the back thing. Pat was more than ready and soon Julie's head was hanging over the side of the bed, Pat's cock buried deep into her throat. She was thrilled and couldn't wait to show Jerry her new skill.
Pat was gripping her breasts as he fucked her mouth. Evelyn never clenched her throat as Julie did. He felt his balls tighten and soon deposited a second load into Julie's stomach.
The rest of her morning and early afternoon she got very little done and at 2 PM, Julie lay back on the couch panting. Pat was pounding another load into her pussy. The man was insatiable or was making up for lost time. She'd lost the apron and it had more stains on it than a homeless person's clothing. She couldn't take the apron home until she washed it as it had remnants of the periodic breaks she was forced to take from the housework.
Pat felt better than he had in years, though his balls were very sore. He wasn't sure why, either from all the slapping as he pistoned into the girl or since they were fully drained. He didn't know, didn't care since it was the best ache he'd ever felt in his life. He helped the girl to her feet and sighed happily. "I can't thank you and Jerry enough. I never thought I'd make love again."
Julie cupped her pussy, "Make love? I'd call it raw fucking. You put power behind your thrusting," she smiled, "Not complaining," she said quickly seeing he was about to apologize, "I loved it. But I think this should be it. First of all, I'm married and secondly you are my employer and this is not appropriate," she said as she kissed him, "Really...but I hope you understand."
"I do," he said sadly, "I thought as much which is why I wanted to make the most of it."
"I'm glad you did, though I'm now behind on my chores," she said looking around. "I never made dinner, but there's leftover lasagna from last night you can nuke," she said. "I need to shower...can't go home," she sniffed her armpit making a face, "smelling like this. That was an amazing fuck session," she smiled.
* * *
Over the next year and a half, Julie was able to finish her novel, Pat not only left the house but started dating with Julie giving him advice. She showed him the best way to eat pussy when he came to her. He was worried it had been decades since he performed oral sex but he was excellent at it. Julie often found signs that he'd entertained a friend which made her smile broadly.
Julie also developed her newly found deep-throating skills on Jerry. Her husband did not complain when she wanted the try different positions to see if she could comfortably take his 7" deep into her throat. It was as if she feared if she missed a day she'd forget how which was absurd but Jerry never questioned it. Nor did he question how she'd learned to get on her back as it all started after she spent the night with Pat.
Julie came over on a beautiful spring day and saw Pat dozing on the couch, a book open on his lap. She quietly went into the kitchen to do the dishes not wanting to wake him followed by making the bed. She came down to the living room realizing he hadn't moved. A feeling of dread swept through her as she went over. She hesitated then shook him feeling his cold skin, frantically felt for a pulse, and cried out as she collapsed to the floor sobbing. She felt like she lost her father or her best friend.
Finally, she realized she needed to call 911 to report this and struggled to get herself together. She sat up and dialed her phone. It was hard for her to get the words out but the operator was very patient with her and dispatched an officer. She then called Jerry who said he was leaving work and rushing over. The last calls were to Pat's sons and she left voicemails urging them to call her back. She didn't want to leave this kind of message.
Then she stood and looked around. She'd probably never be here again. Never hear his voice, never feel his hugs. Then she looked at the book, "Iron Dawn, by Julie Sanders." He had a smile on his face and his hand was covering up the dedication she'd written, "To Patrick Wallace, without his kindness, strength, and wisdom this book wouldn't be the book it is."
* * *
The funeral was sparsely attended as other than Pat's two sons, he had no other living family. It was strange the two wives didn't attend, but some people don't like funerals. Many of his neighbors had lost contact with him after Evelyn passed. Julie gave the eulogy with Jerry holding her as she failed to maintain her composure. She missed him terribly and she'd been crying herself to sleep every night. Every morning she looked out the kitchen window at the roof peak where Evelyn's room was just behind the silver maple feeling the loss of her friend.



She and Jerry had to make the funeral arrangements after Pat's sons declined saying they were too busy and on the other side of the country. She tried to keep an open mind about them as Pat had never said a negative word, but their coldness and lack of sorrow bothered her.
After the ceremony and as the mourners slowly went out, Julie stood over the open casket, shedding a few more tears. She leaned over and kissed him on the forehead and whispered, "Say hi to Evelyn for me."
She went outside to a glorious day thinking Pat would have told her to open the window and let spring in. She saw Pat's two boys talking to each other and went over, "I'm sorry for your loss. Your father will be missed," she said.
The two boys looked curiously at her, one nodded, and the taller said, "Ok. Thanks." He then turned back to his brother as if Julie had interrupted them.
Julie walked away as the man continued, "So, 1.5? That sounds about right. We'll need to pay someone to come in and go through all his crap, though there might be something of value there."
* * *
Julie opened the official-looking envelope from a legal firm downtown curious as to what this would have to do with her. Pat's will. She was one of three people requested at the offices of...
She and Jerry dressed in black feeling it was suitable for a will reading. Jerry wore a nicely pressed suit with a deep blue tie. Julie had a formal dress she'd had for a few years, unsure why she'd bought it, but it was perfect. Neither had even been to a will reading but anything else felt disrespectful.
They were escorted into the conference room where an elderly man she recognized from the funeral and his female assistant were sitting.
The woman stood and came around, "Hello. Can I say I'm sorry I am, we are for your loss? I know how close he was to you. He said nothing but wonderful things about how much he valued your friendship. I'm Rose Taylor and this gentleman over here is Patrick's Lawyer and oldest friend, William Packer."
William had stood up, shaking their hands, "Pat and I served in the 101st Airborne together. He was my Captain, and I was his Staff Sergeant. Saved my life, twice," he said sadly. "I feel like part of me died when he died," he sighed. "Please sit. Water?" he asked.
Julie sat and looked at the man, "Water, please. And please, let me say I'm sorry for your loss. Pat was the most decent man I've ever met. You were lucky to have known him for so many years."
William nodded, "Thanks. He and Evelyn were over so many times. My wife Susan and Evelyn would be in the backyard, and Pat and I'd be playing pool. I miss those days." He turned to Rose, "Did they say they'd be delayed?"
"No sir. I'll go give them a call," she started to stand.
William shook his head. "No, let's give them a few." His interactions with the sons made him feel no urgency for them to arrive.
20 minutes late, Terry and Drew Wallace came in with their wives, or at least Julie assumed that's who they were. One wore a brightly flowered summer dress, the other had yoga pants and a tight tee shirt showing her impressively enhanced breasts. Both Pat's sons had on jeans and pastel-colored polo shirts. None of the four looked like they were grieving. They all sat on one side across from Rose, Jerry, and Julie. They seemed to be studying Jerry and Julie as if wondering why they were there.
William looked around the table, then pointed to the two corners near the ceiling, "We will be recording this both on video and we'll have a transcript typed up," he tapped the recorder on the conference table. "Please, if you want copies Rose will have them for you." Then he opened the folder and began to read.
As William read the Last Will and Testament boilerplate lines the boys and their wives looked impatient..."and I direct all my debts to be paid directly..." Then he went through more of the formalities.
The four sat forward as William finished with Pat assigning William Packer as personal representative and paused. "I hereby bequeath, my property both real and personal as follows." William paused and looked at the six faces. The two boys and their wives were looking eager, almost drooling. He thought they looked like vultures. He looked over at Jerry and Julie who were looking dismayed at Pat's children but otherwise just sitting looking mildly interested.
"Go on, damn! The suspense is killing us," the older boy said.
William nodded, "my apologies. To my two sons, Terrence and Drew Wallace, whose Social Security numbers end in...I bequeath $50 each. It is with..."
"Wait, what? the four cried as they stood, "What the fuck?" Terry yelled as he lunged for the paper.
William slid calmly back in his chair and then stood, "Sit down now! This is a legal reading and you will sit quietly and listen or Rose will summon security. Am I clear?" he said in a voice that demanded compliance.
The four sat down but were glaring daggers at the man and then one by one as they came to the realization, at Julie and Jerry. One of them mumbled, "We'll be contacting a lawyer, a real lawyer, but finish with this charade."
William glared at the four, then sat back down, "I'll continue where I left off, It is with deep regret that I feel the need to exclude my own flesh and blood from my will, but without listing the events, not once did they come to see me, phone me or assist in any way during personal crises. Now, to Julie Sanders, whose Social Security number ends in...I bequeath all my other earthly possessions with the hope with her incredible heart she will make the best use of them. Signed, Patrick McKenzie Wallace," he finished.
Julie and Jerry sat in stunned silence, their mouths open as if trying to say something. "I...I never expected," she looked at the two boys and back at William, "It's too much," she said softly.
"Damn right it's too much," Drew spat. "Dad was worth over 10 million and he left it to..." he waved a hand dismissively at Julie.
Terry stood and leaned over the table, fists planted as he glared at the girl. The grabbed the front of her black dress tearing it, "...to a whore! You fucked him, didn't you, fucked him so..." He flew back as Jerry's fist shattered his nose.
"You fucking touch my wife again and you'll never walk again," Jerry said angrily. He held his wife and stroked her back while the other three family members all started screaming at once.
"You assaulted my brother," "You fucker! You'll pay!" "You broke his nose!" among other things.
Rose had called security and within seconds four guards came in and grabbed the four. Rose calmly picked up the box of tissues and handed it to Terry's wife, "He might need to sop up the blood," she said trying not to smile.
"We'll sue, we'll sue to get the money that's ours and then we're going to have you arrested for assault," Drew hissed at Julie.
William shook his head, "You can try, but there are enough witnesses that saw you attack an innocent girl," he pointed at the cameras, "and there's video evidence of your assault on her." He looked at Julie, "Let me see that dress. Oh shit! It's ruined. How much would you say it cost you?" he asked.
Julie shrugged, "It's nothing, maybe $100?" She looked at the torn material. She liked this dress. It was comfortable and simple. Then she noticed the man had scratched her chest and a trickle of blood was going between her cleavage. She went to get a tissue but Rose grabbed her wrist.
"Honey, don't touch that. We will need this as evidence of his assault on you." She grabbed her phone and took pictures. "Would you like to file charges?" she asked, her phone ready to dial.
William was standing looking furious, "Please, call them. I will not have anyone physically assaulted in my office, especially as it shows incredible disrespect for the best man I ever knew."
Julie shook her head, "They might not show it, but they're grieving." She dabbed at the blood dripping down her chest, "They'll wake up one day remembering what a great father he was, and they'll feel incredible guilt knowing they abandoned him." She looked at the four, "I am sorry for your loss. I hope you come to realize that this is a great loss."
William shook his head, "Ok, it's our call, but as executor, I'm taking the $100 Patrick bequeathed these two undeserving boys and giving it to you as reparations for your dress."
Julie shook her head again, "It's fine. I have a sewing machine. Donate it to charity, perhaps a VietNam veteran's charity," she said. She turned to Jerry who was still rubbing his scraped knuckles, "Let's go." She looked at Rose and William, "Thank you. I'm a bit stunned but I'll make sure Pat will be proud of me."
"Then good luck. I hope we meet again," the lawyer said. "Oh, here." He handed Julie an envelope. "The keys to his house, though I know you have one. No one has been there since...you know," he sighed.
* * *
Julie and Jerry went over to Pat's house. It was the first time there since she followed the gurney out, locking the door behind her. It was 20 minutes before she could get past the doormat.
A half-hour later, Jerry heard sobbing and ran upstairs to Pat's office. Julie was sitting on the floor holding a letter. Jerry took it and read it.
"My dear Julie. Today marks the 2nd Anniversary of you coming into my life, albeit as a maid. But you are so much more to me than that. You are a friend, a confidant, a new family member, a rock on whom I've come to rely, and best of all an inspiration to me. I never left the house after I lost who I thought was my only love. But you taught me I can love again, I hope you know that. Please accept this gift as a small token of my affection for you. Yours, Pat Wallace." he finished.
Julie held up a check, "Read the date," she sniffled.
"May...the day after he died. You were there for two years. I'd forgotten. Holy shit!!" he said, "Nice gift." It was for $10,000. He started to tear up realizing how much Julie meant to Pat and vice versa.
The sons could not find a single lawyer who would take their case. Everyone who contacted William received a video recording with a note that simply said, "Your call."
Julie packed up all of Evelyn's possessions, all the letters she'd written to Pat and all of his to her, and shipped them to Terry without a note. Included was a letter Evelyn had written to Pat begging him to stop all the medical nonsense as she wanted her last days to be lucid and as comfortable as possible so she could just be with her love.
A year later she received a letter of apology signed by both men. They told her their actions were inexcusable and that she had been right. They both eventually realized that they'd overreacted to how dad just let their mom die without a fight as they never realized it was due to her wishes. They thought he was trying to save money on medical expenses as it was a lost cause.
Julie's novel made it to #4 on the New York Times best-seller list and both she and Jerry did not need to work, but Jerry liked his job and Julie found a new passion. She found 6 retirees in their neighborhood who needed maid service. She charged them $1/hour and went over to their houses and did 2-hour shifts every other day...no sex involved. None of them were aware they had a best-selling author scrubbing their toilets. Pat's house was converted into a homeless shelter for young women and Julie hired girls from the local college to staff it 24/7. Between working on her second novel, running the Patrick Wallace Scholarship fund, and her maid service she found she was never bored but always too busy to have sent out bills for her maid service.
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Virtue thrust her sign in the air with every phrase the Catholic priest yelled through the megaphone. That he was her husband didn't change her demeanor as she protested the trashy, sinful addition to their bucolic little town.
"God has come to us...to the non-sinners, to the virtuous of this once perfect little town to deliver us from the scourge that is Eroticanistas! We've seen the young girls go in and not come out for hours. We've seen the underbelly of society sneak in to do the Lord knows what to those once virtuous innocent girls!" he spewed. "We, the righteous are God's emissaries on earth to carry out his will. He came to me in my sleep telling me this is a pestilence needing eradication!"
Virtue was the fourth of three beautiful daughters of a Baptist priest, Faith, now 24 was married in Weberville and had four beautiful kids. Hope was just about to have her first, late for a Wallace as she's already 22. Charity, who just had her 21 birthday is happily married to John Lewis, a 3rd-year seminary student. She just announced she was pregnant to the thrill of the Wallace household.
Virtue came along and her parents had to scramble to continue the theme. Sophia should have been logical but her mother did not want to name her daughter after herself. Then Love was considered but they settled on Virtue to take after her grandfather, Virgil Wallace. She was aptly named as she had no memory of intentionally sinning. She closed her eyes during the repulsive sex education classes and ignored the ugly words like prude, prissy, miss goody-two-shoes, and prig among others her classmates said. That was even after she entered the solid, wholesome Christian Academy.
Clarence Allen was wrapping up, all the crowd yelling 'AMEN!" with every angry phrase directed at the new pornography store in Williams Point, North Carolina. Virtue and the others thrust their placards in the air as if emphasizing every one of his loud invectives directed at the new stain in their community.
After the crowd dispersed as it was time to go home and make dinner, Clarence came up and hugged his wife, "What a turnout," he smiled, "how many did you count?" he asked.
"32, though I didn't recognize half the people there," she said.
Clarence shook his head, "Don't worry about them, they bussed in from Weberville. The Righteous band together wherever the fight leads them. He glared at the storefront with the lewd display. He looked up at the clear sky praying for a bolt of lightning. He looked again at his wife and shook his head, "I told you to wear the yellow dress. This is nice but I needed you to make people notice," he said firmly.
Virtue Allen was blessed, as were her three sisters, with the epitome of the womanly body. Putting numbers on her dimensions didn't do her justice, 5' 1", 103 lbs. makes her the perfect obedient wife as she looked tiny next to her 6' 2", 190 lb. husband. Then she had the curves God intended women to have, 34-20-35. She looked at her simple white dress. It should have made Clarence happy as it hugged her curves and showed her slender legs. Perhaps as it was buttoned up to her throat was the issue, but there was a chilly breeze coming off the ocean.
"Come, let's go home and you can fix dinner, I'd like steak and baked potatoes tonight," he said as he headed over to the sterling grey metallic Chevy Tahoe. He did like the car the parish bought for him. It wasn't the Suburban, but it was well-appointed with the leather interior and seating for 7. He held the door as Virtue slid in wishing she'd worn the yellow dress.
Virtue finished the dishes and came into the living room and plopped down, "My feet are killing me," she sighed, "next demonstration can I wear flats or some other comfortable shoes?" she asked.
Clarence shook his head, "Suffering for God's work should not be questioned. High heels make you taller, make you more noticed," he said before going back to his magazine.
Virtue sighed and then got up, 'makes my butt higher and tighter, my breasts bounce more when I walk,' she thought. Clarence wanted her to be the next Tammy Faye Baker but she drew the line at makeup. Never felt right to her, especially red lipstick. Everyone knows about red lipstick and whores.
"Where are you going? I need more scotch," Clarence said holding out his glass.
Virtue took the glass and headed to the dry bar to refill it, "I'm going to soak in the tub. I told you my feet are killing me and I'm sure Jesus wouldn't mind if I took a bath," she said bitterly.
Clarence didn't notice her tone, just took the glass and nodded.
Virtue studied her body in the mirror. She wished she were more like her older sisters, especially Faith. All three were over 5' 6" and blessed with large breasts. Faith's bra was a 38G; Hope's was 36EE; and Charity's was the same as Hope's. She bounced her large but not huge breasts and sighed. She was still just 19, married 6 months and she might still develop larger breasts. 34D sounded huge but whenever she was with her sisters she felt almost flat-chested. She thumbed her nipples causing her knees to buckle. She quickly snatched her hands away as masturbation while not necessarily a sin leads to sinful thoughts. The few times she succumbed she started out just enjoying the pleasurable feelings, but she started thinking about other men, men she'd seen in movies or on the street. She had to stop every time.
On the other hand, Clarence never touched her breasts except to adjust them before church, or like today, a demonstration. Sex with her husband was normal. Her sisters all said it was the same for them. Pull up their skirts or dresses, take off their underwear, and lie back with their legs spread. Clarence once let her lick his cock but then stepped back, saying it was dirty and only whores did such things. Then she and her sisters looked at the ceiling until their husbands gifted them with their seed. Clarence liked to deposit his seed in her every night, except when she had the curse. Why this wasn't different from masturbation and wasting seed by spewing his sperm inside her when she wasn't fertile she never could figure out, but it wasn't a big deal. She could be a good wife and accommodate her husband for 5 minutes a night...well, 10 sometimes.
She knew why Clarence wanted her to wear the yellow dress. #1, she couldn't wear a bra with it as it was backless. #2, it was so low-cut she was constantly having to pull up the front worried her nipples would pop out. And #3, because it was fairly sheer, and with any light behind she'd be noticed. Clarence wanted the press to put the pictures of the demonstration on the front page, and a shot of Virtue holding the placard up with her big, but not huge breasts exhibited would make it all but a certainty.
The next demonstration wasn't for a few more days and Virtue was able to go to Pilates...yoga being sinful was out, though Virtue secretly did some of the exercises at home. Then she met with her friends... friendly acquaintances for lunch, though they were much older and she never really connected with them.
"Did you hear about Stacy's son, Patrick?" Doris leaned in conspiratorily, "he came out. Said he preferred men," she said.
"What an abomination," Tracy moaned, "every time I think about two men..." she shuddered, "let's change the subject."
Linda nodded, "I'm with Tracy. That's almost as bad as when we heard Lexi came out. She and that dyke friend of hers had the nerve to come into our church!" she spat.
Doris sighed, "Our country is rotting from within. The other day I was going to volunteer over at the women's shelter and they had the nerve to make me choose my pronouns!" she spat.
"Your what? I know what a pronoun is, but what is there to choose from?" Tracy asked.
"That's just it, there shouldn't be any question. I must have looked confused and the woman asked me if I preferred she/her/hers or something. I said 'Of course,' and looked down at what I was wearing and asked how there could be confusion?" Doris looked at the three other women, "Then the woman asked if I was CIS or trans." She shook her head angrily, "I left. How are they going to get people to volunteer when they insult them like that? Suggesting I'm some sort of queer!" she said bitterly.
Linda looked at her friends, "Sorry to sound stupid, but is sis short for sissy or something?"
Virtue shook her head, "CIS, C I S, is a term that means you relate to your natal gender. Trans means you no longer relate. Clarence has a few of his parishioners that are confused about their gender."
Doris angrily waved her hand, "Get a mirror and look. It's not rocket science!"
Virtue shook her head, "It's different than that. I'm not sure how this works but from what I've read, their brains are the opposite of their bodies. They relate to girl things yet have male parts," she said, "or vice versa."
Linda shrugged, "I don't get it. How can you... never mind. I don't care. It's their life, their suffering in eternal damnation," she smiled ruefully. She looked at Virtue, "You know the priest over in Weberville, the Methodist priest?"
Virtue nodded, "We've met with him, Baker or Barker," she said., "Barker."
"Yes, Donald Barker. I heard his daughter as soon as she graduated from high school acted in a porn movie, a real one. I think Bill said she's only 19 or something. It's called "Passion Week," and it has nothing to do with the time around Easter," she said gleefully. "Bill's friend, Tim picked up a copy of it at that new store over on Water Street. I told him if he watches it with Tim he can move out," she sighed. "I think he already had. I hate that filth!"
Virtue had met the girl a few times. She was quiet and friendly...perhaps shy or cowed by her father. She didn't seem like the rebel. She thought back to their last visit and the girl got up immediately to get whatever her father ordered her to do. She felt pity for the couple whose daughter was going to disgrace them. 'Why would that sweet girl do that?' she wondered.
"Did you ever meet the girl? What's she like?" Tracy asked Virtue.
"She is a sweet girl, come to think of it I don't think I ever heard her speak. She was very obedient, jumping up and fetching or doing whatever her father told her to." Virtue thought about things for a minute, then sighed, "It's not really something I can judge as I just saw her briefly a few times."
Virtue was bothered by this last revelation. She wondered why the seemingly sweet obedient girl would do something so hurtful to her family. She didn't particularly like Donald Barker as he seemed immune to anyone's opinion or preferences. Perhaps the girl...woman had had enough. She remembered the girl to be impressively tall and slender with perfectly clear skin. She had long dark hair, beautiful brown eyes, and incredibly long legs. As she thought about the last time they went over to Weberville for an outdoor barbeque, Donald had stared openly at his daughter's legs. She'd dismissed it at the time, but he had a look on his face that in retrospect was very creepy. And as she thought about it, he admired her ass as she bent over that one time. She wished she could remember the girl's name but kept coming up blank.
Clarence had left to visit a few parishioners needing his advice and told her he'd be home for dinner, telling her that he wanted lamb chops. Virtue got out of the shower and started to dress in her usual summer dress and paused. Could she do it? Perhaps she could ask someone...but who? What would she tell them? She sighed...the only way to go into that store would be to dress completely differently so no one would recognize her.
Jimmy put down the phone, "Fuck! Ever since that prick started that crusade against us, we can't get the girls to come to work. That was Crystal. Fuck!"
"Shit, Anthony will be pissed. Do we have any girls today?" Luke asked.
"We have Trixie and Kris coming in for the 4 to midnight shift but with Crystal and Marie bailing we're going to lose thousands. Fuck. I can't face Anthony. You tell him. We stupidly gave Candy the week off for her daughter. I'll call her back in. Go tell your father."
"Fuck you! You took the call," Luke spat. They heard the door buzzer and looked over. A woman came in, but they couldn't really tell much about her.
Jimmy came around the counter, "Can I help you?" he asked. The woman shook her head and headed down the aisle with the Blu Rays and DVDs. He shrugged and went to the back, opened a door marked, "Employees Only," and stepped onto the owner's office.
Luke could see the woman was hot just by her blonde ponytail and perfectly rounded ass as he looked at her walking away. He loved women in jeans, and she wore them well.
Virtue felt like she needed to find what she was looking for feeling lustful eyes on her. As she was scanning the titles she heard angry voices in the back making her even more uncomfortable. 'There! Passion Week.' She pulled it off the shelf and read the back. Not a single name registered then she realized the Barker girl had to use a pseudonym. She would...at least if she ever degraded herself like that. She groaned seeing the price. She'd brought the $30 that Clarence gave her for her weekly allowance. This was $39.95. She couldn't put it on her credit card, especially as it showed the church name. She could come back next week but that doubled the chances of getting seen entering or leaving.
She put it back on the shelf and browsed as if she had no interest in the disc. She was stunned by the array of toys, lubes, strange painful looking things like nipple clips, and various piercings.
Luke came over and smiled at the girl. She was fucking spectacular up close, "Miss? It looks like your first time here and if there was any particular thing you wanted...?"
Virtue looked around. She was the only one there and had seen something that piqued her curiosity, "Um, the toys," she blushed as she made a gesture with her two hands. They were grotesquely huge, double the size of a normal man but that made them all the more intriguing.
"Sure, right here," he said going to the wall, "We have dildos, vibrators, strap-ons, double-ended, dual..." He looked at the girl feeling his heart rate increase. She was hot-looking up close but it was as if she exuded something that was making him feel warm and slightly dizzy.
"Dual?" Virtue asked, "Why...oh!" Sorry.
"It's one of our more popular styles," Luke said, "the thick one women like in their vaginas and the narrow one is comfortable in their ass. They derive double the pleasure. He handed one to the blonde who at first held it away from her then looked more closely.
Virtue considered that perhaps with this she'd not sin by thinking of anyone but her husband. There was a new feeling as her nipples suddenly hardened and her pussy pulsed.
"That's our best-seller, but this is the older model and it's essentially the same but half-price," he smiled. "So, just $24.99, whereas this" he tapped the one in her hand, "is $59.95. They raised the price $10 on top of just changing the color."
Virtue nodded, "I like sales. I'll take that one, pink is nice," she said softly. "I'll look around some more. Never been in a store like this before, it's interesting."
Luke smiled, "I'll put it on the counter, take your time and yell if you need anything," he said.
Virtue made her way around happy no one else was there. Finally, she found herself by the Blu-Ray section and picked up the disc once again. Looking around, she saw the man was writing something so she slipped the flat package inside her coat and then went up to the counter. "I guess that's it," she said. Inside her head, a voice was screaming, 'Thou shalt not steal, thou shalt not steal, thou shalt not...' She tried to quell the voice by telling herself she'd repay in two weeks. After her allowances, she'd be back and confess she inadvertently put the disc in her pocket and forgot to pay.
Luke rang the woman up, took her money, and looked on with regret as she was leaving. He hoped she'd be back and perhaps not as bundled up.
Virtue felt a rush as she was getting away with stealing something for the first time in her life. There was something so wrong about it, it felt right. As she approached the door, a loud siren went off and the door automatically locked. She stopped and looked confused.
Luke came over, "Hang on, I must not have scanned the tag right." He took the dual dildo back over and ran it across the deactivator and went back over. "Let's try that again," He said pleasantly.
Virtue was frozen. She saw the door in the back open and two men step out. One was huge, old, and hairy. He was wearing a wife-beater and the shoulders and backs of his arms were matted with dense hair. The other guy was younger, skinny with an AC/DC tee shirt on.
Luke said calmly to the men, "It's ok. I must have forgotten to deactivate the tag." He gently guided the freaked-out woman forward and again the siren went off.
"Luke, take the package, and let's see if the deactivator failed again. It's happened before and I'd hate to upset a customer more than we have to," Anthony said coming forward.
Virtue had no choice. She was ready to burst into tears as she stepped forward this time without her purchase. She put her hands over her face as the sirens screamed out again.
"Let's go, miss. We'll make this as quick and painless as possible," Anthony said. He led the girl back feeling a strange surge as he led her back. He loved how instantly compliant she was, plus the soft sobbing and her tears were making him hard.
They entered the office and Anthony turned to Jimmy. Better lock the door," he said, "We can't be interrupted right now." The auto-locking mechanism had a 30-second release so the door would unlock after a brief delay.
Anthony sat down while Luke stood and leaned on the wall to the side, "Care to tell us why the alarm might have sounded?" Anthony asked. "Just so you know your rights, we can't lay a hand on you. It's not like in the movies where Luke here would hold you while I rip your clothes off," he said, "I miss the good old days. Anyhow, you can make it easy on yourself and we'll be quick or you can draw it out until the police get here. They're allowed to do a full strip search along with a full-cavity search if I think it's needed." He grinned, "Plus, they want us here so we can identify any of our merch."
Virtue's eyes widened and she shook her head, "It was a mistake. I was going to come back in two weeks," she sobbed. She pulled the disc out and held it with shaking hands, "Please, I'm sorry," she cried.
Anthony was glad he was sitting as he was now painfully hard. Damn! He loved it when women cried and begged.
Luke came over and took the disc, handing it to his boss. He stepped back to his wall as Jimmy came in, "Put the 'Back in 20,' on the door," Anthony smiled as he stood next to Luke. These were perks he loved in this job. The last shoplifter caused the store to be temporarily closed for three hours.
"Anything else?" Anthony said tossing the package onto his desk.
Virtue shook her head, "No...no, it was..."
"Show me," he said firmly.
"What? You mean...?" she said with a shaky voice. Perhaps she should let the cops take over. She could see looks on all three and she knew the be back in 20 might have said, closed for the day. But the cops would be worse. What the family over in Weberville is going through would be nothing compared to the local priest's wife caught shoplifting a porn movie after purchasing a dual dildo. She envisioned the local newsperson, 'What's a dual dildo? It has two firm shafts, one for the pussy, the other for her ass. What else is the woman into?'
"Ok, never mind. It's out of our hands," Anthony said as he picked up the phone.



"Wait, wait. Please put the phone down. I'll show you, but I have nothing else." she sighed.
"Good. I hate going to the cops. There's a trial and they take what you stole from me and put it in an evidence locker. Sometimes the cops steal it, but in any case, the crap looks like it'd been run over. He got up and sat with his butt on the desk not caring that the front of his pants was obscenely tented. He smiled evilly seeing the girl's eyes widen as she fixated on his large shaft. "Shit! You're just stalling," he reached behind him to pick up the receiver.
"Ok, sorry. You have no idea how hard this is," she moaned.
Luke laughed, "How hard it is for you, look what you've done to my dad. Last time he got like that we had to send Daisy home early then she called in sick the next two days."
Jimmy shook his head, "she didn't call in sick, she was in the hospital."
Virtue felt like throwing up, but she didn't have breakfast as Clarence limits her to just two meals a day, "can't have the mother of our flock getting fat, now. Can we?" She took off the baseball cap, then the coat. She hesitated then pulled the tee shirt off and folded it before placing it on the chair. She looked at the gruff man and then put her arms out doing a 360, "see...nothing," she said.
"Fuck it!" Anthony said angrily, "Quit fucking stalling and strip! I mean everything or we'll...hang on. Fuck!" he said looking at the two men leaning against the wall. "Holy shit! Jerry hand me the newspaper...yes, that one." He took the paper and grinned an evil grin, "Hello Mrs. Allen," he tapped the picture of the angry-looking woman on the front page. "Boys, you know Mrs. Virtue Allen, the bitch whose husband has crippled our business. Did he send you?" he asked.
Virtue suddenly felt worse, a lot worse. This was not a man upset over a $40 disc, this was a man on a mission, a man with a strong sense he'd been wronged. "No, really. I was curious about the store...he doesn't know I'm here...can't ever know," she squeaked.
Anthony came over with the same grin and roughly squeezed the large breast. "Boys, I think we have our staffing crisis averted. When I'm done with her, take her down the hall to Room A and get her set up. Then call the three appointments we had to postpone and let's get them in here." He pulled off the girl's bra nodding in approval, "You're going to be really popular," he grinned.
"What? No...I can't! She backed up into Luke's arms. She felt rough hands on her tits as he held her so Anthony could pull off her pants and panties.
Anthony picked up the girl and dropped her onto his desk. He shoved her knees onto her chest. She was trimmed but hairy. He liked hairy and hated the new trend for girls to look prepubescent. He wanted a woman and this was as much woman as he'd ever seen. He grabbed those plump tits and then unzipped his pants. He pulled out his huge cock and lined it up with the girl's wet slit.
Virtue was looking at the size of the man's cock in awe. It was huge! "Please, please, no. That won't fit," she cried.
"Dad, wait. I know you want to, but we need her intact for our customers. Remember the girl you put into the hospital?" Luke said putting a hand on Anthony's shoulder. "Patience, let her take care of our clients before you destroy her cunt."
The hairy man swore and stepped back. "Ok, fuck it! Get on your knees, bitch, and suck me off. Do it right, do it well or you know the phrase, I'll rip you a new one? It might not be a new one, but you get the drift."
Virtue slid off the desk suddenly relieved. This is better than being put in the hospital. She knelt on her heels and first stroked the fat cock, then before he could accuse her of stalling, she took the sour-tasting cock in her mouth. She had no choice and opened wide. She found she could take little more than just the wide-flared head and if she stroked his cock with both hands he moaned happily. She needed to make him happy. She never learned how to do this with Clarence now wishing he'd taught her something. She tried to imagine her mouth converted into a vagina.
Anthony looked down at those amazing tits and sighed. He was close to cumming wanting to hold off but Luke needed to prepare the girl so she wouldn't hurt business. "Look at me, look me in the eyes," he ordered. The girl instantly complied. She was looking up at him with her lips spread around his cock, her two hands pumping away. Her bright blue eyes looked at him with what looked like adoration. Could she be loving this? Being a little slut, a whore? He put a hand on her head as things began to peak and he felt his knees buckle as he came in her mouth.
Virtue gagged as she tasted the repugnant fluid, keeping up her stroking and bobbing not wanting to disappoint the man.
When he was done, he gently slapped her face. Swallow, bitch, not a drop on my clean floor!"
Anthony stepped back and nodded to Luke as he pulled up his pants not bothering to dry his cock off. He'll have his current girlfriend clean his cock when he got home...well, the homeless girl he'd taken in at least. "Oh, we need full body shots to put on the door," he ordered Luke.
Virtue was coughing but managed to say, "I have to get home to cook dinner, how long are you keeping me here?" she asked, "I'll do what you want," she managed to stammer out while fighting tears, "I just want to know."
"4. The next shift comes in at 4, but if those bitches bail, then your daddy is going to have to order out," Anthony said. "And your shift will be from 10 to 4, Monday to Friday until that fucking husband of yours calls off his demonstrations. Got it?"
She nodded her head as her vision was clouded by the flood of tears. All this for a $40 disc, she thought. Then she wondered, was she going to get paid like the other girls, or was she simply a slave?
Luke took the naked girl out to the store and put her against the wall. "Wait here. I need to get the camera," he ordered her.
She stood fully exposed, looking at the open sign wishing she could hide. Anyone who came in could be someone she knows. In small towns like this, everyone knows everyone. She tried to stop the tears, but the feeling of helplessness was overwhelming, plus there was the fear of her agreeing to be used by strange men.
The man came back, a leer on his face, "You are going to be a hit. We might up our rates for guys to get a piece of you. Put this on so it just covers your nose. That's it, now open your mouth as if wanting to suck my dick," he chuckled. "Open more, round...stick your tongue out. Good girl," he said. "Ok, turn around, bend over, and spread your ass, say ahhhh," he laughed loudly. "Perfect-looking cunt and asshole. Ok, you can stand up and take that off. Let me show you to your office," he chuckled.
Virtue was in a daze. Her tears had stopped but those were replaced by severe stomach cramping. She felt like cattle being led to the slaughterhouse, but worse. At least it's over for the poor cow whereas she had no idea how long or how much they'd make her do. 'Why, why, why, why did I take that? I could have come back later, it would have just been a couple of weeks,' she thought as the tears again welled up.
Luke opened a tiny closet with a foam mat on the floor. "Ok, here's how it works. We'll check the guy in, the standard rate is $25 for a handjob, $50 for a blowjob, $100 for a fuck, $200 for anal, and..."
"What? I don't do anal," she spat. "I'll do...um, the other three, but, ow!" she cried as Luke slapped her.
"Shut up while I'm talking. As I was saying, $200 for anal and $400 for around the world. Got it?" Luke said as he glared at the crying girl.
Virtue was rubbing her stinging cheek and looked confused. It was with incredible trepidation that she said softly, "I don't know what around the world is." She was starting to see that the more she cried the more excited Luke was getting. Anthony had been the same way.
Luke sighed, he hated these girls who didn't know what to do. Too many times they had to give a free voucher or a refund when the girl either balked or didn't know what to do. "Around the world is as follows, you suck the guy, get him hard. Then you turn around, letting him fuck your cunt. You can hump him, or he can hump you, play it by ear. Most guys like it when you plant your cunt against this hole so they can just shove their cocks in. Anyhow, let them fuck your cunt for a while then let them put their cocks in your ass. Then why it's called, 'around the world,' before they cum in your ass you pull off them and suck their cock until they cum. We don't care if you spit or swallow, but you will let them cum in your mouth," he said firmly. "Last girl who jerked a guy off when he didn't ask for it we took out back and let the homeless use her for a few hours. Got it?"
Virtue was horrified. She couldn't imagine anyone doing something so disgusting, no guy she knew would want a girl to do that, and no girl would ever want to do that. She jerked back again as Luke slapped her.
"I asked if you got it," he leaned over so his face was right in front of hers.
She nodded stifling back tears. Being slapped was not helping her to steel herself. She got herself in this position, as evil as these men were, it was her stupidity that allowed them leverage over her. 'Don't, don't tear up. Don't get them even more excited,' she told herself.
"Good. Ok. Now, see the lightboard? Green, yellow, orange, red, and violet. Handjob, blowjob, cunt fuck, ass fuck, and around the world is violet. Get it straight. We are not giving any freebies. That also goes for you, if you think a cock looks great and he paid for a handjob, you give him a blowjob or fuck him, think how happy you'll make the homeless." He glared at the naked girl and then grabbed her tits. "Regardless of which hole they want, you let them feel you up as much as they want. Also, it's ok to suck any of the guys off to get them ready for anything other than a handjob. If the guy fucking you decides he wants to change the package, he has a touchscreen and can change from say, orange to violet. When a guy comes, he's done. They have an hour to get off but that's it. If a guy wants you to suck his cock so he can get hard again, tell them they have to pay."
Virtue nodded her head even though Luke never asked her to. She didn't want to get slapped again. Her cheek still stung from both hard slaps. Her head was spinning thinking she was going to be sucking or fucking some stranger. "The men can reach through and grab me? What if they get rough or do something else?"
"See the button? Press it. We'll be here. If a guy won't leave after cumming and he won't pay to extend the session, press it."
Birth control was a sin but she had to ask, "Condoms? Do the guys wear them?" she asked.
"You bet they do, you sluts get a lot of cock, and after a few months regular shots of penicillin become routine, on the other hand, we take care of our girls. We have an arrangement over at the local hospital to get you checked. You will stop in twice a week, or..."
"...or I'll be making the homeless guys happy," she finished.
"Oh, don't kid yourself, the homeless women love getting you sluts to eat them out," he smiled. He looked at his watch, "Ok, if Jimmy got hold of the guys, your first appointment is in five minutes. He likes anal so you should use this, and plenty of it, he's pretty large...or so I hear," he said handing her a large tube of gel. "If you forget to use it, suck it up. The guy paid for anal, not for your comfort. I need to get back to the printer, guys get off faster seeing who they're fucking," he laughed, "Hell, I'm printing out a bunch, hand 'em out on the street. That'll bring business in."
He shut the door but opened it up again, "One more thing. You work for us exclusively. If we hear you're out hooking on your own..." He let Virtue finish the threat.
Virtue was alone with a chair, a kneeling pad, a blue pail (for spitting cum into, she thought), a box of condoms, sterilizing wipes, a waste can, and a tube of gel. She took a huge glob and at first, tentatively pressed it into her ass, then she plunged more in using her middle finger. Then she thought about how big Anthony's cock was and by the time the red light went on and she heard unzipping, she'd had three fingers up her ass. Then she heard a voice. She was surprised that she was so calm...so what? It wasn't going to be rape, was it? She was willingly (in a sense) offering her holes to strangers. She felt next to nothing with Clarence and her fingers in her ass didn't hurt.
"Hey babe, are you as pretty as your picture?" he asked.
She guessed it was ok to talk to the guys, clients...johns? "I would hope better," she said, "I'm a lot more three-dimensional," she said. A hand came through and she leaned a breast into it.
"Wow, no shit," the voice said. Then his hand disappeared and a hard cock came through another opening. She knelt, taking it into her mouth. "Oh, nice. I like it when you girls suck my cock first, that and anal I never get at home," he sighed.
Virtue was able to take almost all of him into her mouth and against the back of her throat, unlike Anthony. She got him as wet as she could, then she pulled off, still stroking his cock, then grabbed the condom and slipped it on. She was impressed by how deftly she did it as that was the first time she'd ever touched one. Then she realized the futility of getting his cock wet just to put on a condom. She licked and sucked the latex-covered shaft until he was again wet. She thought it was ironic that the taste of latex was fouler than the taste of flesh on a strange man's penis. The lube! No need to taste latex, she thought. She slathered the gel onto the man's impressive cock. She was learning.
She then turned to see his cock was perfectly lined up with her ass. She bent forward, reaching between her legs, and pressed the head against her slick virgin hole. She gritted her teeth and pressed back. Would it fit? Impossible, she thought. She let out a yelp feeling a cock slam into her rectum for the first time. She hated that it felt good. It should feel bad, disgusting, and degrading but it was a great feeling having the slick shaft slide in and out out of her anus.
"Damn! Most girls take a while to get used to my cock, but wow! You've got the best ass I've ever had. I'm going to ask for you every time," he said. "What's your name?"
Virtue hadn't thought about that and had to come up with a name fast, "Delilah," she said somewhat breathlessly. This was feeling good and then she realized how much more would it compound her sinning if she played with herself. It's not like she'd be thinking of another man any more than she was already. This guy did have a nice cock, though any cock after Anthony's would feel good.
"Can you stand up so I can play with those tits again?" he asked.
Virtue was surprised that the man was still able to fuck her ass while she was standing straight up. He was pinching and pulling her nipples while she was rubbing her pussy furiously. "Oooohhhh, wow! You keep doing that and you'll make me cum," she panted.
"Oh, cum! Cum for me. I'd love to make you cum," the man said eagerly. "I've never made a girl cum before...at least not here."
He was pulling harder on her nipples and she found if she popped her clit against the pubic bone, it was incredible. She felt the floor move and the room spin as she exploded. Her first orgasm! The feelings were amazing and lasted a lot longer than she thought. Clarence's orgasms last perhaps 15 seconds. This was four times that. She groaned happily and when she relaxed, she heard the man chuckle.
"Damn, girl. I wish I could see you, kiss you," he said. "That was incredible but I need to cum now," he said. He gripped her tits hard as his thrusting pace increased. The wall was shaking as he drove hard into her ass. His grip on her tits was almost painful and would most likely leave a mark.
She found it natural to match the man's thrusting with her ass humping back and she felt the aching increasing again inside her. She rubbed her clit and moaned loudly feeling more stimulated from a stranger fucking her ass than over the last six months of getting impersonally fucked by Clarence. She was aware the man's pace changed, he was trying to slow down, trying to fight it but his grip on her tits increased and he grunted that he was cumming.
It wasn't possible, but she could swear she could feel the spurts of sperm travel up his urethra into the tip of the condom. She'd thought it was strange after she put the condom on the man that it was so loose at the tip, but it all made sense now. She was relieved when the man's hands loosened on her breasts and looked down to see bright red streaks almost the shade of her nipples. Tonight with Clarence she'd have to have the lights off when he wanted to fuck her. She was amazed how easily she was thinking fuck rather than 'have sex,' or 'make love,' though she never thought what Clarence did to her every night was close to 'making love.' When this act started, regardless of how she phrased it, she just wanted it to end as soon as possible. As the man's slick cock pulled out of her she felt the aching rapidly fade. She was disappointed it ended?
Her asshole throbbed pleasantly as it returned to its normal size, and she heard the man humming a tune along with the rustling of clothes. She was wondering if it were her job to pull off the condom but he'd taken care of that.
"Thank you," the man said, "Both good and bad. You're the best fuck I've ever had," he said, though it rang sad in Virtue's ears. "But that's the fastest I've ever cum. Oh, well"
"Yours was the best cock I've ever had," she found herself saying.
She pulled out a few of the wipes and cleaned her ass, listening to the man finish zipping up. She wondered what his room looked like. Then she saw his hand come through holding bills. "Thank you," she said taking the five 20s. Then the hand disappeared, and the door on the other side opened and closed. A feeling of sadness came over her as she looked around her room. Was she supposed to just stay in here? What if she had to pee? The blue pail. She tried the door and it was locked. They took her phone so she had no idea what time it was.
She tried to do some calculations, 11 when she came to the store. 30 minutes trying not to look like all she wanted was the video. 40 minutes being stripped and sucking the disgusting man's cock. Getting fucked in the ass was...what? 45 minutes? That makes it almost 1 PM and her stomach growled with hunger.
As she sat naked and alone on the chair, she heard footsteps.
Jimmy opened the door wondering if he'd find the girl curled in the fetal position as most newbies were but she was standing up and looking unfazed she's just had her anal cherry taken. "You have to use the bathroom? Maybe freshen up a little. At one, you have your next client." he felt her wet pussy, "Good, he wants your cunt, he's paying extra to cum in your mouth so you'll see both yellow and orange, got it?" he asked as he led the girl down the hall.
"I haven't eaten all day, can I get some lunch?" she asked.
Jimmy nodded, "Sorry, we should have asked. Is Subway ok?" he asked.
Virtue thought it sounded great. She thought about the area and that was the closest place to grab a quick bite, "Yes, the 6" Black Forest with all the veggies," she smiled. Impulsively she hugged the man and then went into the bathroom to pee.
"Where are my clothes?" she asked, "My phone, purse, and things?" she asked as Jimmy led her back to her room.
"Oh, don't worry, your stuff is all there," he pointed to a bank of lockers. "Let's get you a robe," he said. "I'm sorry about Anthony and Luke. Like father, like son. They could be labeled as misogynists," he whispered. "You do not want either of them to fuck you. They like to hurt the girls, so...shit! I'm so sorry."



Virtue felt better wearing the robe and when they got back to room A, she hugged the man. She looked at the pictures and shuddered. She instantly recognized her body. No one else outside of the husband and her personal physician had ever seen her naked, but it still was obvious that was her. After he left, she tried the door and it was unlocked which made her feel less like a prisoner. Then she saw the lock on the inside. That makes more sense, she thought, as she locked the door, then hung up her robe.
She thought about the next client and quickly grabbed the lube. She was used to limited foreplay with Clarence but she'd better be ready. She was just cleaning the gel off her fingers when the yellow and orange lights went on.
She felt her stomach get in knots again as she heard the door open and close followed by more rustling of clothes. This time it sounded like he was stripping all his clothes off, unlike the last man who'd simply pulled his pants down. She knelt knowing she'd be sucking his cock first.
But she was wrong. Hands and arms came through the upper holes, "Ok. Let's see if the photos are real," he ordered. She closed her eyes as the man roughly squeezed and mauled her breasts then reached through the hole below and shoved a finger into her pussy.
"Nice, very nice. This is going to be a treat," the voice said. She heard the Midwest accent, the tenor, and suddenly she could see his face in her mind. David Olsen! She suddenly panicked, what if he recognized her voice? She was shocked to know the mousy little man with the tall Nordic wife was coming to a whore for sex. She'd have thought he'd be thrilled to get to fuck his wife who was as much woman as she'd ever seen. Huge breasts, full round ass...she then was shocked she'd rated the fuckability of another woman.
"You whores get better and better here. If that asshole minster would shut the fuck up, you'd be making twice the money you are now," he said. Then he stuck his flaccid cock through the opening, "Ok, get started. I'll let you know when I want your cunt."
Virtue would never look at the Olsens the same. Poor Brenda not only was married to a cheat, but his cock was tiny. Perhaps 5". She thought sucking on it would be hard, but it wasn't much more than putting a toothbrush in her mouth. She was easily taking all of him, swallowing his precum. Unlike the last man, she felt no arousal and suddenly felt like a whore simply doing a job.
"Ok, my little slut, put your ass here and get ready for a real fucking," Jon Olsen ordered.
Virtue stood wiping her mouth, grabbed a condom marked XS, and rolled it on. Then she took some lube and stroked it all over his thin shaft. She bent over pressing her pussy against the opening hoping she was lined up.
She felt the cool air on her pussy, "Nice cunt. I wish you shaved though, I like my cunts bare," he said.
She was glad she'd lubed as the man just shoved his cock into her. She didn't have to do anything as he roughly pistoned into her pussy. Perhaps if she made noises as if he were pleasuring her, he'd cum sooner. "Oh, yes," she said hoping her northern accent sounded real, "Fuck my cunt, make me cum," she panted. 'This is fun,' she thought, 'like being in a play.'
David wasn't going to last long and he slowed down trying to get his money's worth. She'd have thought they'd be paying by the hour, not until they came. What if they can't cum in an hour? Was that even possible for a man to last that long? Clarence's record was 10 minutes as far as she knew, but the anal guy lasted 40 minutes by her estimate.
"Dammit, bitch! Your cunt is too tight," he groaned, "Ok," he said pulling his tiny cock out of her, "Suck it!"
He'd yanked off the condom and his cock was sticking though pointing at the ceiling. Virtue stroked him then wrapped her mouth around him a second time. He tasted like condom. He might not have a large cock but he was impressively hard. She was bobbing her mouth onto him down as his cock was so stiff. She kept sucking as she heard the man urge her on at first, then he moaned and without warning came inside her mouth. She continued sucking as the dribbles ebbed until there was nothing left. She was about to pull off when he ordered her to keep going.
"Keep sucking, bitch. I want my money's worth, I need to fuck that cunt of yours again," he ordered.
Virtue shook her head yet kept sucking hoping he'd recognize her message. His cock shrank and shrank until she could only pinch him between her lips. Then she popped it out of the mouth, spit the foul-tasting cum into the pail then sat back and grabbed a wipe. She cleaned his cock and balls where she must have drooled, then sat back on her heels.
His cock disappeared and she heard him get dressed. No tip this time, 'cheap bastard,' she thought as the door opened and closed.
Two minutes later Jimmy knocked on the door. He was holding the Subway sandwich. Virtue grabbed it and took the largest bite she could and chewed enthusiastically.
Jimmy smiled at her as he handed her a Coke, "You have a break until 3, then you have another orange. You might want to nap, a lot of the girls do," he smiled. He started to leave seeing the girl nod while wolfing down the sandwich, "Oh, by the way. The last client? He's our worst. Always complaining, usually demands his money back. Said we got ourselves a winner with the girl in room A," he smiled.
Virtue quickly swallowed, "He didn't say girl," she said smiling.
Jimmy laughed, "No, he said 'with the cunt in room A.' By the way, the cheap bastard is coming back tomorrow at 10, your first client. Wants the violet package. His only complaint was hearing you spit. He is paying an extra 50 for you to swallow," he sighed, then closed the door.
Her 3 o'clock was all business. Never said a word, just pulled down his pants and stuck his cock through the opening. She found she was admiring it as she stroked him, then sucked, sheathed, lubed, and turned around. Unlike David Olsen's cock, his was fatter, stretching her pussy nicely while actually hitting her clit. She came twice as the man's stamina was impressive. It was uncanny as if he wanted 100% of his allotted time as he came just before 4. He dressed, handed her $40, then left. Never a word. She wondered, was he another parishioner?
Jimmy came back and led her to her locker. "This is yours. You can bring a padlock from home, but no one comes back here except the girls. As he was saying that, a cute brunette came down the hall. "Hey Trixie, this is...did you pick a name?" he asked.
"Delilah," Virtue smiled, "Good to meet you, Trixie." She wasn't sure what else to say or ask. 'What's your favorite? How about that violet, isn't the anal part terrific?' she thought.
"Good to meet you, just started?" she asked as if not caring what Virtue said.
"Yes, it's temporary."
The girl laughed, "That's what they all say, then one day you'll push a guy off you realizing you just took a load in your cunt for $5," she said bitterly, "Then you'll go home and open your social security check hoping you'll get through another month."
Jimmy shook his head, "Don't sugar coat it, Trixie, tell it like it is."
Virtue felt stunned. These guys told her she'd be free of them if Clarence stops the demonstrations but they'd still have leverage over her. She felt sick again. She grabbed her stuff, surprised the video and the dual dildo were there. She might not be getting paid but they let her have what she stole and paid for. Strange, she thought.
* * *
That night after dinner, Virtue suggested that perhaps the Eroticanistas store wasn't the scourge he thought it was. "The downtown has such a diverse population that there are those who want to add spice to their love-making at home. I was talking to a few of the parishioners, and I'm not saying who, but I was told they picked up a few things that have made them more intimate," she said softly.
"Then you talked to those who are too weak to resist the temptations of sin. Plus, you know every penny spent there goes straight to the devil worshipers, mark my words," he said firmly.
Virtue nodded, end of discussion, the great Clarence Allen had dictated her opinion and would brook no further discussion.
That night, Virtue went up to bed before Clarence. She stripped and looked at herself in the mirror. When she'd gotten home she had quickly showered but had no time to look for marks. Her breasts still had slight reddish hand prints. She quickly brushed, put on her nightgown, and crawled into bed. Maybe Clarence would be too tired to fuck her. Then she wondered if her husband would want her to suck his cock, or," she stifled a giggle imagining his reaction if she got on her hands and knees offering her ass.
Clarence came up, brushed his teeth, then without a word, pulled down the sheet looking dismayed to see she had on a nightgown. He pulled up the gown as Virtue lifted her ass, then stroked his cock for a minute.
Virtue sighed feeling the man's skinny cock slide easily into her. She hoped he wouldn't notice she was actually wet as over the past few hours she'd replayed her first orgasms. Then it occurred to her that Clarence didn't like that she was so wet as it took him almost 20 minutes to cum. Maybe he liked the friction. She lay there thinking about her first around the world and how it shouldn't be as disgusting as she originally thought. It wasn't as if he'd be pulling his cock out of her ass then right into her mouth, she'd be pulling the condom off. Then she wondered what Clarence's reaction would be if he found out she was going there to work as a whore, or how skilled she was putting on condoms? She was wondering about going to the store incognito when she realized she'd missed her husband cumming inside her. She was jolted from her reveries as he pulled his cock out of her and went into the bathroom to clean up. She got up and grabbed tissues, then climbed back into bed. She was asleep before he came back.
* * *
Luke glanced up and nodded as Virtue came in. "Virtue, meet Candy. She'll be next door to you in room B."
The girl's head jerked around, "Room B? I always get room A,' she spat.
Luke stood up straight, "Then show up for your fucking shift. Virtue had to fill in for you yesterday. When you show dedication to this job, then you might get room A back," he said angrily.
"I didn't have a shift, you gave me the week off!" she said sharply, then she sighed and quickly said, "Sorry. It won't happen again."
Virtue looked at the girl and Luke, "I chose Delilah so let's not use my real name, ok?" she said.
Luke nodded, "Ok, Delilah, go get ready. You have a violet in 10 minutes."
Candy scowled, "Fuck, I thought you said I could have..." She stepped back as Luke's hand raised. She scurried back to the lockers.
As they stripped, Candy looked apologetically at Virtue, "Sorry to be such a bitch. It's not your fault but I couldn't make it yesterday. First I had to find somewhere that could look after my daughter, then that fucking minister stopped me as I was getting out of my car. He was with some other minister I didn't recognize. He told me either drive away or they'd post my picture labeled 'Whore' all over town.
Virtue looked shocked, "He said that? What an asshole!" she spat angrily. "Was it that Baptist minister?" she asked.
"Not a clue, but tall, blond hair, blue eyes. Stern motherfucker," she sighed. "He scares me." Then she looked sad, "I need the money. Childcare costs a fortune and my car seems to break down every month."
"That's why you need the violets," Virtue said softly. "Oh, shit! Sorry...Candy. I almost forgot." She reached into her purse and pulled out the seven 20s. "Here, I took care of a guy yesterday and he asked me to give this to Candy. Are there more of you Candies?" she asked.
Candy shook her head but not taking the money, "That doesn't make sense, no one owed me money."
Virtue shrugged, "I'll keep it if you don't want it, but sometimes these manwhores have good hearts," she said still holding the bills.
Candy took the money and Violet saw a real smile on the girl's face for the first time, "thanks." She looked at the beautiful girl and sighed, "I know you're lying but I have such little self-respect I'll take it," she said softly, "plus I'm telling myself it's for my little girl."
"Yes, take it," Virtue said as she hugged the girl. This was the first time she'd ever hugged a naked girl but it felt right in a non-sexual way.
The rest of the week her and Candy's schedules jibed and on Friday, she opened Candy's locker and deposited the $480 in tips she'd received, then left before the girl argued.
She headed home and stopped as Luke was swapping out the pictures and nameplate. That morning, she wiped fingerprints off the nude pictures of her and admired seeing her name Delilah on the door. She felt like she belonged.
* * *
As the weeks rolled by, Virtue wondered if Candy was right...would she be here forever? Clarence was just as adamant about eradicating the den of inequity, and just as fired up. She worked the room on weekdays, then was out with her husband and concerned citizens demonstrating against the sinful acts inside. She felt incredibly hypocritical knowing the girls inside weren't taking any pleasure from sinning, most were trapped and getting by as best they could.
She had a dozen regulars, four of which went to her church. She knew them and their wives intimately and found it tough to do small talk after the services on Sunday. Clarence showed no sign that he was becoming even slightly tolerant, and Anthony was spending more time in the locker area as she changed out of her clothes or changed back in at the end of the day. He had the creepiest look on his face as he ogled her while stroking the front of his pants. She managed to flee before he got her alone in his office.
Luke was different. He grinned when assigning the tougher cases to Delilah trying to break her. She always came out with a smile, asking 'who's next?'
Then she came to realize that a cock was a cock. She'd sucked and fucked white, black, Asian, Hispanic, and every type, shape, size, cut, straight, and curved cock there was. It got to the point, she could tell a vegetarian from a meat eater; those well hydrated and those not.
Then there was a shock. Doris Andrews came in with her husband. She was her homophobic friend and the Sunday school teacher with three little girls. Yellow wasn't a blowjob that she was used to, it was licking the older woman's pussy while her husband jerked off watching. She had no idea what to do having no one ever do that to her, but she figured her fingers had done wonderful things to her so try doing to Doris what felt good. It was surreal hearing Bill Andrews telling his wife's whore to 'lick that cunt,' and 'stick your tongue inside, deep,' and, lick her asshole, get in there.' Virtue then heard Doris gagging on Bill's cock soon followed by her orgasm. Virtue sat back wiping her face wondering how she'd be looking at the woman in two days.
She and Candy became friends and the girl resigned herself to taking Virtue's tips after she was told confidentially that the only reason she was doing this was for her college paper. Her daddy was rich and she had no need for the money. She wanted to help more but her daddy was oblivious to her current research. Then at the end of each day, their relief came in asking how the clients were. They never said johns as Virtue had thought, just clients. She liked the two girls but spent little time with them as they had to strip and go into rooms A and B
Candy told her that her real name was Bonnie Grant and she'd been kicked out of her home after her father knocked her up. He'd come into her room one night, raped her then left. He denied it but she'd been with no one else and in a screaming rage her mother stripped her naked and threw her out the front door. She'd yelled out 'whore' for the entire neighborhood to hear which proved prophetic. Candy had hidden behind bushes until she stole a gym bag with clothes. For money, she found she just had one marketable asset, which enabled her to buy a used car...cheap after letting the guy have his way with her. She'd never done anal but with an extra hundred coming off the price, she gritted her teeth. She was passing through town heading for Florida when Luke approached her. She was living down by the beach until she'd saved enough to find the cheapest apartment around. It was hard to sleep with the paper walls and the moaning of the whores.
Virtue felt like crying hearing this, but the girl shrugged and told her about the other girls. None came from wealthy families, and none had someone in their lives to help out. Virtue felt good she was helping the girl out but wished she could help the others.
* * *
The days went by and her pleas to Clarence fell on deaf ears. It seemed she'd be trapped as a whore for the rest of her life. On the other hand, she found it almost like any other job. She clocked in, did her work, and clocked out. The only difference was, she wasn't being paid. She wondered how she could ask for something but neither Anthony nor Luke seemed approachable, plus she feared they'd fuck her, and Candy and the other girls all quaked with fear at the mention of either man being interested in them.
She was getting used to instantly responding with a northern accent that she thought sounded New Englandish. She had to do that as she now was aware of at least of dozen parish members frequented the whores here, a few had demonstrated against the sins they were eagerly committing.
* * *
A few weeks later, Virtue headed down to the store. The demonstrators were not up yet, that was one of the perks of the 10 AM shift. If she got there at 9:30 or so, the street was empty outside.
As she came in, Luke stopped her. "I'm taking you and Candy up to Raleigh. There's a Brewer's convention and they want more girls. Plan on getting back around 2 tomorrow."
"Wait, what? I need to be home..." she started.
"Not my issue," Get what you need, we're leaving in 20. And call your husband, tell him you'll see him tomorrow, and before you say anything, again, NOT MY PROBLEM!" He yelled.
Virtue thought about how she was going to tell Clarence when she had a thought. She dialed the phone, "Hey, honey. We have a chance to go to Raliegh to visit a few battered women's shelters. They leave in 20 minutes. You want to go?" she asked. "Tomorrow, before dinner. They're putting us up in...No, it would be...ok...ok, then...no, I'm good, I'll...ok, bye," she said. That was easier than she thought. He'd simply said no, do what you have to do, and hung up. It shouldn't be that easy, she thought.
Candy was panicking wondering what to do about her little girl. Virtue made another call and arranged for one of her sisters to pick the little girl up. On a side note, Candy's girl and Faith's little girl got along so well that Candy no longer needed daycare.
The two girls arrived at the nice hotel next door to the convention center. As they walked by the check-in desk and got into the elevator, Candy asked, "What is expected and how much will we be paid?"
Luke looked at the girl sharply, as if she'd asked something personal, "You'll do what they ask, without fail, without question, and you'll each get $2,500 for the night. I'll be in the suite and you'll each have your own bedroom. You should be thrilled to be so comfortable. No idea when we'll get back," he said.
What he didn't say was how much he was being paid for driving the girls up. Over the next 24 hours, Candy and Virtue were expected to take the men to the room, let them do what they wanted, shower off, then come out to the main living area naked. There seemed to be no fewer than 6 guys waiting and often they have to service three at once.



The next day, they counted the used rubbers between them, 55. They both complained about sore jaws, pussies, and assholes. The men were fucking them without a break. Virtue had no idea about Candy, but half a dozen times she'd fallen asleep during the night and the men didn't seem to care or notice. Luke had disappeared and after one session with three large men, she was carried into the living room. She was told it'd be more efficient. Not too much later, Candy was brought out and there were 10 or more men taking turns with the two girls.
Then as both groups using Delilah and Candy finished at the same time, one of the men ordered the girls to do each other. They demanded 69 with real orgasms. Candy took control and soon both were pressed together, their mouths clamped to the other's pussies. Then two guys told them to stay like that but on their sides and they brought each other off a second time while getting their asses fucked.
By noon the next day, reinforcements arrived and Candy and Virtue collapsed in the back of the car. Candy whispered to Virtue, "$2,500 is bullshit. Luke's getting $10,000 per girl. I asked one of the men. At least they tipped."
Luke stopped at a rest area halfway between Raliegh and Williams Point. "Wake up, I'm tired and I need some pussy," he said as he opened the back door, "Candy, you drive while I fuck Delilah. Go on, you've slept enough."
Candy looked at the girl and shook her head, "Luke, she hasn't slept for 30 or more hours. Give her a break. Or, I'll fuck you."
Luke slapped the blonde and hissed, "Fucking get naked, and on your back, and you, bitch, Candy, get up there and drive!"
Candy scrambled out of the back and got into the front seat. She had to jack the seat forward and adjust the mirrors. She looked sadly back at her friend, her only friend in the world.
For the next half hour, Virtue lay on the back seat, her knees roughly pressed against her chest as the man slammed brutally into her unprotected pussy. She'd offered a condom and he shook it off, "Don't want one, don't care. I've been wanting to fuck your tight cunt all the men rave about and don't want no rubber between me and you."
Candy had trouble focusing on hearing the girl cry out as she was being painfully stabbed by the man's huge cock. By the time they pulled behind the store Virtue had passed out but Luke was still pounding her.
"Luke, we're here," the girl said softly.
"Shit! I know. Fuck," he said as he stopped fucking the limp body. He opened the door stuffing his cock back in his pants, "Fucking bitch fell asleep. I can't cum when they go limp like that," he spat. He looked at Candy who'd come around to check on her friend. "Get her inside and cleaned up. Not a word of this to anyone. Monday I'm going to finish what she made me start."
Candy came over to him and stroked the front of his pants, "I'll take care of you. Use my cunt, I like it rough," she said softly.
Luke shoved her away, "No you don't You cried like a baby and took three days off last time," he said as he spun on his heels and went inside.
Candy slid into the backseat cradling the blonde's head. She was breathing as if in pain with tears streaming down her face. Candy grabbed her clothes and laid them across her naked form so the homeless wouldn't see her. She sat there wiping away the tears while imagining various painful deaths for Luke for a half hour until Virtue woke up.
She was confused at first dreaming thousands of men were lined up, fucking her brutally one by one but a hand was gently stroking her forehead telling her it was alright. Then she sat up, clutching her clothes remembering the painful assault of her already sore pussy. She looked at Candy, "Where...where is he?" she asked.
"He went inside. I didn't want to wake you. Are you ok? I heard you crying out and wanted to do something, anything," she said.
Virtue shook her head, "I might need to go to the clinic but let me see. If I go they'll ask questions, they'll take one look and see I'm a whore and send me home." She gingerly touched her pussy and flinched. "I remember my first impression of Luke, 'what a nice guy,' I thought. He's a sadist, isn't he?"
They got Virtue dressed and inside where she grabbed her stuff. As they were leaving, Candy offered Virtue a ride home.
"No, thanks. I feel a need to walk this off, oh," she said. She reached into a pocket, and pulled out a wad of bills, "Here. I don't need this," she said.
Candy took the wad and handed it back, "No. You take this. You can't keep doing this, I mean if anything I should give you mine," she said as she teared up.
Virtue ignored the hand and hugged her friend. "I love you and want you to have it. I don't want it," she said. Then she kissed the girl on the cheek, "You've become my best friend, I hope you know that."
Candy nodded, "Thanks. And you're mine. We can do this, together we can survive these guys."
The two miles home was the longest and hardest thing she'd ever done. That night she almost screamed when Clarence climbed between her legs. She thanked God that he lasted just two minutes, probably because she wasn't there for his nightly needs the night before.
By Monday she was better but thrilled her only clients wanted blowjobs or anal. Candy had warned her Luke wanted to finish the job but heard Anthony yelling at him and telling him he was no longer allowed to fuck the help except on their last day working there.
Over the next weeks, Delilah was requested for parties, poker games, and, stag events requiring a whore. Clarence always simply nodded when she lied about the events requiring her to be away. She was amazed at the incredible amounts of money men were willing to spend on a sex plaything. She was able to be more and more creative with giving her tip money to Candy and periodically the other girls. somehow she never wanted any of it, she wasn't sure why. This led to Luke and Anthony preferring to send Delilah as they were able to pocket the entire amount.
* * *
Clarence looked over at his wife as he put down his coffee cup, "Can you not go to the woman's thing you've gotten yourself into today? Pastor Barker is coming down and he wants to see the town. I'm giving him the grand tour and having you on my arm will make the town look better," he said.
'Having her on his arm meant a flimsy low-cut dress with fuck-me heels,' she thought. He'd visited the parish on a Saturday the previous month and twice accidentally felt her ass. Then she realized Clarence valued only her body, using it to his advantage. She shook her head as she bit into her toast. She chewed quickly then swallowed, "I'm the presenter today," she said, "Can he do it tomorrow?" she asked. She knew the answer and knew Anthony would never allow her off either day.
Clarence sighed, "Oh well, he was anxious to see you again, but next time," he said.
Virtue wanted to laugh, anxious was understating it. At last summer's outdoor swim party, the man seemed to think her original baptism wasn't sufficiently done and he was blessing her in the pool the whole time. She felt less a sex object acting as a whore than around Pastor Barker. She was happy to see her husband drive off in his custom Tahoe so she could get ready. She arrived at 9:30, making no eye contact with Luke.
In the ensuing weeks after he injured her she made a vow never again to look at that leering face. Jerry knew, had to as he treated her with more kindness than usual. She'd found out that Candy had told Jerry to take it easy on Delilah after Luke fucked her. That was why only anal and blowjobs for the first few days. This was a sacrifice for Candy who needed the anal income.
At 1 PM, the lights turned red for both Candy and Virtue. They had no appointments and were thinking of napping. Virtue was in her room when she heard the men's voices. She felt a jolt hearing her husband and Pastor Barker. Her picture was on the door! Clarence knew her body better than anyone, she thought. There was one exit, right by the door that either Clarence or Donald would be in.
"Who do you want?" she heard her husband ask, "You're my guest in my town. These may be whores and sinners but God sure blessed them. Sad they can't find better uses for their bodies," he said. "Holy mother of God," he exclaimed, "look at that ass!". Virtue knew from the angle her husband was talking about her.
"I want this whore," she heard Donald say eagerly as he opened the door attached to Virtue's room. "Oh, Delilah! Your daddy's here," she heard him chuckle as he unzipped his pants. His hands came through and Virtue dutifully let him grope her breasts. Then he felt between her legs, fingering her then he had her turn around and fingered her ass. She felt humiliated being felt up like a commodity. "Fucking nice," he said as he pulled his hands back. She heard tapping and the light switched from red to violet.
"Here you go, you sweet little whore," she heard Pastor Barker say as he pressed his limp dick through the opening. "I just made your day getting the deluxe package."
Virtue sank to her knees taking his little worm in her mouth, licking it to get him hard. He was soon up to his full 6" and Virtue was easily taking all of him into her mouth. After sucking his cock for about 10 minutes, he pulled back.
"Ok. I'd like some of that sweet pussy of yours," he growled.
Virtue rolled on a condom, stroked him a few times then bent over and pressed her crotch against the glory hole. "Oh wow! Your cock feels so good," she said.
"I'm fucking a Yankee, this get's better and better," the pastor crowed, "you Yankee girls sure have sweet cunts. Can't wait to fuck your tight little Yankee ass."
She felt the slender cock slide into her pussy having difficulty not pulling away in repulsion as she could envision his leering face. As Pastor Barker picked up the pace, grunting happily, she could hear her husband's voice. She knew that sound, it was his letting the world know he was bestowing his blessing inside his woman, in this case inside her friend's rectum. She looked at her phone, 16 minutes. That could be a record for him. She wasn't paying attention, her ears straining to hear anything more from the next room when Donald pulled out of her. She realized he was pressing his cock against her anus so she leaned down a bit to give him better access while spreading her cheeks.
"Oh, yesss," she moaned as she'd learned to do, "fuck my Yankee ass with your huge Southern cock." Men cum quicker when you gasp or make approving comments.
"Take it, bitch," he said as he began slamming hard into her. The walls were shaking with his forceful pistoning and she heard Candy scream. Then she heard footsteps and arguing. The door to Donald's room opened and she heard Anthony's growl, "Get out you fucker! How the fuck did you two get in here?"
Virtue fell forward as the pastor's cock ripped out of her ass. She habitually grabbed a few wipes to clean herself as she listened.
"Allen! You fucker! You try to destroy my business then come in here so you can fuck my girls?" Anthony said.
Virtue wished she could see but the voices faded and doors slammed. She opened her door and looked out. Candy was standing outside looking at the door, a stunned look on her face.
"He came really fast but then said he wanted his money's worth and grabbed me, pinning me to the wall. He was stroking himself to get hard but I was able to hit the button. A priest! A fucking priest tried to rape me," she groaned. She looked at Virtue, "Are you alright? I thought he was going to hurt you, the way he sounded."
She had no idea how, but pictures of both pastors made the front page, their cocks blocked out, but the headline read, 'The Righteous Brothers Caught With Their Pants Down.'
Clarence no longer was allowed in the master bedroom and Virtue enjoyed sleeping alone. He was fired as pastor but seeing Doris and others shun him made her want to scream. He was being interviewed by the local police who wanted to know the names of the prostitutes, but all he knew were pseudonyms.
* * *
Virtue knocked on Anthony's door, nervous both because the man scared her, and also having been told that he'd hospitalized the girls who tried to leave.
"Come in, oh...you." The man said, "Our deal. You can leave after your shift. I just interviewed two twins who are fresh and should be in demand. Just turned 18 and one is a virgin. Sad about the other, but the one will go for a nice price. So, you're no longer needed. I've no doubt your dear husband will no longer be demonstrating, I'll see you at four. I need to do your exit interview," he said before dismissing her.
Virtue's stomach was in knots as she wasn't even aware of the men she sucked and fucked. Candy hugged her crying but Virtue reassured her that they'd be friends for life regardless of whether they worked together anymore.
"You can't go into his office," Candy urged her, "grab your clothes and leave. Your last paycheck isn't worth it," she whispered.
Virtue nodded, "good idea. Not worth it." She opened her locker and all her stuff was gone. "Shit!" she stepped back.
"Fuck! Those bastards," Candy groaned. "Here, take my clothes and go," she said as she opened her locker.
Virtue closed it and hugged her friend, "I'll be fine. I'll take my medicine and deal with the consequences," she forced a smile.
Candy started crying, "I'm going to miss you so much, though we will keep in touch, won't we?" she sniffled.
Virtue stroked the girl's back, "We will. You will always be part of my life." She looked at the door to the store as Trixie and Kris came in, "is it safe?" she asked, "the bastards took all my stuff. Has to be in Anthony's office."
"Fuckers!" Trixie said, "No one, but let me make sure." She went and looked out, "All clear, go!" She quickly hugged Virtue, "Good luck, we'll miss you."
Kris came over and hugged the girl, "I hope you have something lined up," she said, "if you need money let us know."
Virtue looked at the three girls thinking they were the most honest people she'd met, better than most of the previous Christian friends who were incredibly two-faced. She was also shunned by her previously warm friends and found she didn't mind. "I'll miss all of you, I mean it," she said before quickly running out the door over to the office door.
Anthony looked up, "our best whore is here to say goodbye," he grinned, "we'll be sending you off with a bang." He stood, a leer on his face, "Luke, flip you for which us gets cunt, which gets ass?"
Virtue had a fear she'd never felt before seeing the evil look on the man's face. She started to back to the door but Luke grabbed her from behind holding her.
Anthony's look didn't change as he came around the desk removing every bit of his clothing as he approached the quaking girl. He was getting harder as he closed the gap until his fat cock stabbed Virtue in the stomach.
She closed her eyes and turned her head as rough hands gripped her tits, painfully squeezing them.
"You've got them?" He asked his son.
"Got 'em, right here," Luke said as he let Virtue go. He picked up four sections of rope and Virtue felt nooses go around her wrists and soon her arms were pulled up and out so her feet were barely on the ground. She started to scream out but a ball gag was roughly shoved into her mouth. Then ropes went around her ankles and her legs were soon pulled wide open.
Virtue's eyes were darting back between Anthony and Luke as they circled her, admiring their victim. She wanted to beg them to let her go, to have mercy but she could only grunt. Luke was now naked and hard, stroking his cock eagerly.
Luke looked at his father, "I guess it doesn't matter as we'll be swapping holes for the next couple of hours but I've got unfinished business in the cunt." He came up to the girl, pressed his cock against her pussy, and shoved his fat member into her. He grinned as the girl's scream was muffled by the ball gag.
Virtue thought she'd be ready but the man's cock was twice as fat as any of the clients she'd serviced. She tried to relax but then she felt a similar huge mass press against her asshole.
Just as Anthony started to shove his cock into Virtue's asshole the office door flew open and three policemen came in, Jimmy, Candy, Trixie, and Kris all looking in.
The two male officers grabbed the two naked men, cuffing them while the female cop told Jimmy and the girls to help cut Virtue down. They soon had the girl freed, her gag removed, covered, and in a chair.
"Miss, are you alright?" The woman asked. "We heard your scream. Did you ask them to do this?"
Virtue shook her head, "I...No, they grabbed me...it hurt. I never..." She looked at the girls and then over at Jimmy, "Did you call them?"
Jimmy shook his head, "they came in waving a warrant," he said, "they're shutting us down."
The cops took the girls downtown and took statements but it wasn't as they thought. They didn't care the girls were prostitutes just wanted to know about Anthony's and Luke's drug business, but the net result was Clarence got his wish and the store was shuttered.
Virtue had the three girls over to her house telling them the entire story and how she was blackmailed into working as a whore without pay. She asked if each had a nest egg or any savings and all had been able to save some money. She had an idea and told the girls to sleep at her house and in the morning they'd be taking a road trip.
She led the girls up the front walk to the house she grew up in. Her mother opened the door, giving her youngest daughter a tight hug before smiling and inviting the other 3 girls inside.
Virtue rapped her knuckles on the doorframe. "Daddy, you busy?" she asked.
The Reverand Warren Dixon stood and came around to give his youngest and favorite daughter a hug, "Sweet Vee, it's been months. I'm so sorry about Clarence. I had high hopes for the boy."
Virtue nodded, "I guess we all have human weaknesses. We're getting divorced and I know you frown upon that," she said holding the large man.
"Not for me to say. I've not been in your shoes but I support whatever you think is best. Is there anything I can do?" he asked as he stepped back and pointed to a leather chair to the side.
"I'd like you to meet friends of mine," she said. Virtue went to the office door and nodded.
Warren was about to sit but stood back up as the three girls came in tentatively.
"Daddy, this is Candy, my best friend in the world, actually that's her working name. Her given name is Bonnie Grant." She pulled the girl forward as she was looking shy. "Straight As in high school until her father raped her and gave her a baby. You met Stacy when you visited Faith. Great little girl."
Warren nodded, "her mother is as beautiful as her daughter. She's a great kid. Please, sit."
"This is Trixie, given name Sarah Walters, she's from Augusta. Her mother went to the store one day when she was 11, never came back. All she left Sarah was a note telling her Social Services would be by and be sure to be polite to them. She was never told her father's name." She turned and nodded to the slender brunette.
Warren took her hands and bowed his head, "and I assume you aged out of the system and were suddenly on your own?" he asked. Seeing her nod, he hugged the girl and then went and got a chair. "Please sit."
Virtue pulled Kris forward, and held her shoulders, "This is Kris, given name Kay Felder from Des Moines, Iowa. She worked at a truck stop barely able to earn enough to buy food when her boss told her to go with a guy. She was promised $500 if she let him take pictures of her. He left her at the motel with dozens of nude shots and the bill. She lost her job and decided being homeless in the south beat Midwest winters."
Warren came over and took her hand, "My daughter, hopefully, God will provide and you'll be able to find a home." He grabbed another chair. He looked questioningly at his daughter, "Can I get you all anything to drink? Eat?"



"I'm not done, Daddy." Virtue stepped forward, "I'm Delilah, given name Virtue Dixon Allen. I am a whore as are my friends," she said softly, "none of us chose to be whores. None of us lay in bed when we were 10 dreaming of spreading our legs for strangers yet here we are," she said softly. She felt her heart break seeing her father reel back against his desk. She went on to tell how she made the terrible mistake and had to atone for her sins over the last 6 months.
After she was done, her father came over and held her, tears wetting her dress. She could feel his chest heaving with emotion and started crying herself.
Finally, Warren stepped back and kissed Virtue on her forehead, "I wish you'd come to me. Wish I'd been there for you." He thought a minute, "Delilah...Candy. Those...you are the girls Donald and Clarence were..."
'Fucking, yes," Virtue said. She saw her daddy wince, "Can you think of a better word? 'Have sex with?' 'Make love to...with?' 'Fornicate?'" she asked.
Warren shook his head, "No. I hate the word but it's the first word that came into my head when you told me your story."
"My story is nothing compared to my friends," Virtue said, "I brought all that happened down on my head. They are innocents that have suffered from those they should have trusted and from society judging them as if they gleefully dove into sin. At least I deserve all that happened to me, they do not," she said softly. She turned as Candy got up and hugged her, followed by the other two girls.
"No one deserves what you went through," Candy said. Then the girl turned to Pastor Dixon, "she should have gone to the hospital at least once, and had the police not arrived we might have met at her funeral," she said softly. "And after six months where she gave me every tip she'd made I found out, she was a slave. They never paid her a dime, so she lied to you. She wasn't a whore as whores trade their bodies for money. She never took a dime."
Warren stood rigid trying to grasp what his daughter went through.
Virtue shook her head, "I traded my body for my and my husband's reputations. Currency is currency. I'm still disgusted I wasted it on that man," she said ruefully, "He'll never realize the massive value he weakly cashed in. I'm a whore and when the story comes out, that will be the first and perhaps only label people will use."
"Damn it! Why didn't you come to me?" Warren asked, "I would have been there for you."
"It's not too late," she said. I know it's presumptuous but I'd like my inheritance early. I...we would like to buy the store and run it. It provides a service for couples. The toy, videos, and lubricants can be a benefit to loving couples. Birth control might run counter to the Catholic Church, but not everyone is Catholic. My husband preached that God wants women to bear children and railed against it saying it was against natural law." She paused and the look apologetic. "Sorry. I had all these things in my head."
Warren saw the shocked looks on the three girl's faces and realized Virtue hadn't told them a word of what she'd planned. He nodded and went over to the office door. "Maria, please bring us some lunch, lemonade would be good. Our guests must be starving."
After Virtue said her goodbyes to her mother and mother, with extensive hugs all around, they headed back to the car.
Candy stopped her, "you...we can't repay you," she said softly.
Trixie and Kris said the same things but Virtue shook her head. "Pay it forward then, but I feel the opposite. All of you were so incredible, so supportive, even after I took your room," she grinned at Candy.
The girl blushed, "I might have hoped for some terrible thing to happen to you but then I got to know you," she sighed.
Virtue nodded, "I saw how you looked at me. But it was strange. I found that I was looking forward to coming to work, not because there was anything great about the impersonal fucks, but because I'd get to see my friends." They all hugged before getting into Virtue's car.
* * *
The Righteous Sisters became an established business without the glory holes in the back. But new services were offered that were often fully booked. There were pole aerobics, oral sex classes, and couple intimacy clinics, along with sessions for those going through transitions.
Warren and the pastors in Williams Point would send couples asking for advice to the store and the girls found that sometimes those with deeper questions should go to the church and seek their council.
Then, there was the issue of the homeless. At first, the girls had set out a table with wrapped sandwiches, towels, and blankets, then when a motel down the road went up for sale, they bought it. Within a year, many of the previously homeless had a place to stay and were keeping it immaculate. There were always flowers blooming in the planter boxes out front, not a scrap of litter was ever found and there was a lush lawn where the neighbors brought their dogs. Of course, there were always treats for the dogs. Then outside their doors, tables with sandwiches, towels, and blankets started appearing.
Virtue never remarried nor had kids after finding out that her backseat adventure with Luke severely damaged her fallopian tubes. She didn't mind as she was Auntie Vi for six great kids that Sarah, Bonnie, and Kay all had from their happy marriages.
Faith, Hope, and Charity would be frequent visitors with their kids and often would sneak off with one of the girls for sexual technique tips.
The four girls were sitting around one day and Candy sat up, "wait! You shoplifted a video. Which one?" she asked.
Violet nodded, "Passion Week."
None of the girls had heard of it and asked Violet what it was about. She laughed, "Not a clue. Never watched it."
They decided to watch it with their husbands so the next night they were all sitting in the video-watching area in the back. The plastic wrapper was still on it. After it was done, all looked disappointed.
"That was her? The waitress who never did anything?" Kay asked.
"Damn!" Virtue sighed, "I served six months of hard labor for the worst movie I'd ever seen without the girl I was checking up on doing anything?"
"But you never would have met us," Sarah smiled.
Virtue shook her head, "what makes you think that a self-righteous, priggish, tight-assed bitch wouldn't want to hang with a bunch of whores?" she asked.
Candy giggled, "I remember the pictures of you in the paper. You looked pissed! Your ass sure loosened up in a hurry," she said referring to Delilah's first client.
Virtue shook her head, "I had to grow up quickly as I'm sure you all did. At least I had my first orgasm," she sighed. "Clarence never put my needs high on his list."
They stood and hugged before going out back and ceremoniously burning the disc.
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Shelly had felt confident as she exited the car but hearing the sound of her husband heading out of the parking lot and down the road, her stomach suddenly soured. She felt almost as vulnerable as when she was tied naked to a tree. She looked at the dark front door, Budweiser, Miller, and Coors signs lighting every window but she steeled herself and headed over. Glancing around to get a feel of the place it didn't take Sherlock Holmes to read the parking lot. 12 pickups, all Detroit made, 6 with business adverts on the door panels, plumbing, heating and cooling, gutters, etc.; two vans, both with adverts; and three Harleys. Of course, there were no rice burners in the lot. This was not the local place back home which could have passed for a German or Japanese used car lot. Middle America, she thought. She replayed all of Doug's instructions wondering what she'd agreed to. She pulled open the door, the starting strains of a country song she didn't recognize playing.
Heads turned, and conversations stopped as the beautiful blonde with huge tits walked in. The ratio wasn't great if you were a guy looking to get his dick wet as there were 22 men and 7 women...now 8.
Jimmy jumped up, grinning at his friends, "I'd better see what the lady wants," he smiled. He strode up to the uncertain-looking woman, "Ma'am, you look lost. What can I get you? Perhaps a beer?" He asked. He covertly checked out her freely swaying breasts and her toned legs.
Shelly smiled at the boy, he couldn't have been a day over 20, "Sorry. I had a friend drop me off. We're staying at a cabin up the road and my husband's running late."
He nodded and smiled, "Sorry, ma'am, I'll leave you alone then," he smiled at her and headed back to his jeering friends.
Shelly headed to the bar, the girl sliding a coaster in front of her, "Do you have a Chardonnay?" she asked.
The girl behind the bar bent over, checking the coolers then stood up, "Sorry, ma'am I thought we did but all we have is a Rosé and a Cabernet," she smiled. "I can make you a mixed drink," she suggested. The woman was beautiful and if she'd trolling for cock, she came to the right place. She was certainly dressed for it, no souvenir for the lucky guy, she observed as the light from the jukebox shone through the thin dress.
"Sure, make me something not too..." she started.
"Hey Darlene, gimme a beer and get what the lady wants, too," a gruff voice said.
Shelly looked over at the tall lanky 40-something man with huge hands, tattooed arms, and a thick mustache. "Sorry, I'm marr..."
"I heard, what'll you have? You're safe here. We're not going to prey on any married gals, but you do want a drink, don't you?" he asked.
Shelly nodded, "I normally drink wine but when in Rome...what would you recommend?" she asked.
"Depend on what you like," he glanced at Darlene, "This place sure ain't a wine bar but this girl here makes the best mojitos around."
Shelly smiled. She liked this man, he was non-threatening, smiled easily, and relaxed yet oozed masculinity. She nodded and smiled, "Sure. That sounds great."
"Be careful with this one, honey," Darlene smiled, "Dan's all charm and smiles until you wake up with his kid inside you." She went over and started mixing the drink. "Then don't bother sitting by your phone."
Dan laughed, "Darlene, didn't I use a rubber? I only have three kids I know of and they're all cute as hell," he smiled. "Ignore her, she's upset since I left my phone on her bedside table, so how could I have called? C'mon, honey. let me introduce you to my friends," he said as he guided her over to a table near the dance floor.
His hand was huge covering her entire lower back. She felt a strong tingling from how he took charge as if he owned her.
"This here is Henry, Buck, Luke, and Stan," he smiled, "And you're...?"
Henry had stood up pulling out a chair. She nodded at the boy as she said, "Shelly, Shelly Lawrence," she smiled. "I'm not sure what I'm doing here," she apologized as she sat down, "I rarely go to bars and never alone."
"You're not alone," Dan smiled, "you're with friends. Ah, thank you, Darlene," he smiled as he handed the girl a 20. "Here's to friends," he smiled holding his beer towards Shelly.
Shelly picked up her glass and clinked it against Dan's bottle of Bud. She took a sip and nodded. She looked over at Darlene, holding up her glass, and smiled. This was as good as the mojitos she'd had in the islands.
She had a thought, "I was studying crisis situations in college and the professor asked a question. I'm curious how each of you would handle a tempting situation. Let's say you're hiking in the woods and you came across a naked woman tied to a tree. She begs you to untie her. Would you take advantage of the situation realizing no one could ever know who you were, or would you release her and offer her a coat?"
The men looked at each other and looked confused, "What else would we do, ma'am? We'd release her, of course." Buck said. He looked at his friends who were all nodding.
"Really. You wouldn't fuck her then release her?" she asked.
Dan laughed, "I didn't expect the 'f' word from a pretty lady like you but no way would we screw her. Of course, we'd count on her being so grateful she'd thank us, perhaps before she accepted our offer of a coat."
Shelly smiled. She liked these men. She looked around the bar, "Everyone of these guys would do that?" she asked.
The five men looked at all the bar patrons. Luke shook his head, "Not sayin' which of these guys, but there are a couple who'd probably take you home to their basements." The others nodded.
Buck sighed, "the brothers. You're safe with us, though."
Dan chuckled, "and of course, we're hopin' you'd be mighty grateful for protectin' you," he smiled.
Shelly looked around and smiled, "My heroes, like the Knights of the Round Table. You know, I've never thought about the X-rated versions of those fairy tales, but it would be rude if the damsel in distress didn't thank them properly," she laughed.
The five men took turns asking her questions and as she started her second mojito she finally heard a song she recognized. This Kiss by Faith Hill. She was tapping her foot feeling no pain when Luke stood up.
"Ma'am, could I talk you into a dance?"
Shelly felt like doing exactly that and took his hand letting him lead her out to the dance floor. She was happy no one was line dancing as she'd only seen that on television. At first, Luke held her gingerly as if she were fragile, but then she realized he was respecting her marital status. "You don't need to be so formal," she said, "How would you dance with your girl?"
"I'd be throwing her around, catching her, but I get your drift," he said as he pulled her close. Soon, their thighs were between each other, their chests pressed together. She was surprised his hands never left her back, especially after all those men took whatever liberties they wanted with her body in the woods.
Dan came over as the song ended and another started. He was just as respectful of her status and she wished someone would feel her ass. She looked over at other couples and saw hands on asses, breasts, and crotches flexing against crotches. She then realized that the girls were just as free with their hands, gripping the men's tight blue jeans. On a whim she said softly, "you work out, or are you this hard from work?" she slid her hands onto his muscular ass and squeezed.
Dan laughed, "Not sure what you mean by work out, you mean lift weights? Nah, when I'm not doing construction the only thing I want to lift is a beer, or," he picked Shelly up and spun her around, "or a beautiful woman."
Shelly felt a firmness increasing against her thigh and smiled. This was more what she was used to when dancing with other men. "Well, I'd say it'd be a waste of time anyway," she said as she felt his biceps.
Dan slid his huge hands onto Shelly's ass, "You are no slouch yourself," he said. He was right, no panties. No bra, no panties...was she really waiting for her husband? As she wasn't objecting to his hands on her ass, he ground his cock against her. She was pressing her pussy back into his thigh. His hand was sliding onto her firm sideboob when the song ended and Buck tapped him on the shoulder.
Shelly felt Buck's crotch press against her thigh immediately along with his hands on her ass. She was enjoying dancing with these men as they all took charge. She didn't object as a rough hand cupped her breast and just moved her arm over his to block anyone from seeing this. She let out a soft moan as he played with her erect nipple. She felt herself getting wet as he pressed his hard cock into her leg. She was jolted back to reality as the song ended and another man replaced Buck.
She must have danced with every guy in the bar and she soon found out who the brothers were. They all saw she didn't object to getting felt up, but these two slid their hands under her dress and freely fingered her right on the dance floor.
The other brother not only put two fingers roughly inside her but turned Shelly's back to the tables and pulled up the back of her dress while stroking her bare ass.
Doug pulled into the parking lot, his stomach in knots. That was the longest hour of his life. He parked his BMW in the back corner out of sight and as he headed to the front door, he looked for any rocking trucks or fogged glass. Nothing. He opened the door and looked around before seeing Shelly dancing with a large man who had one hand cupping her breast, the other on her ass pulling her close.
He went over to the bar and the cute girl came over plopping a coaster down, "What can I get you?" she asked.
Doug took his eyes off his wife and smiled, "Beer, anything craft. IPA?"
Darlene nodded, "We have Sam Adams, that good? Not an IPA but..."
"Perfect, thanks."
Darlene came over with the bottle, a glass turned upside down. "I assume that's your wife? You need to get her out of here. She's close to forgetting that vow, 'forsaking all others,'" she frowned. "These are good guys, they'd never take a woman without her consent but they might be getting it soon."
Doug nodded, "She gets like that when she drinks. Thanks." He handed the girl a 10 and then went over to the side of the dance floor holding his beer.
The song ended and as another man came over, Shelly noticed Doug. She smiled and apologized to the man then went over and hugged her husband, "Come. Meet my new friends," she slurred. Perhaps the third mojito was a mistake.
"Dan, Luke, Buck, Stan, and Henry, she smiled, "This is my husband, Doug. These gentlemen have been keeping me safe until you showed up," she said.
Doug saw nothing but smiles as each of the men stood to shake his hand. Shelly was looking flushed and happy. He was offered a chair but shook his head, "Hang on. After driving for hours I need the restroom."
Shelly took his arm, "I'll show you where it is. I've been back there twice already," she giggled.
When they were out of earshot, Doug said accusingly, "You sure looked comfortable with those guys. It looks like you followed my instructions."
"I did. I had to tell them they could touch me," she sighed, "I didn't expect that. They're nice," she said, "they were total gentlemen until I told them I wasn't made of glass. Then they took some liberties, but," she said in a low voice, "these guys never offered to show me his pickup...well, two of the guys did...I'll tell you about them later."
Doug shook his head, "So, what do you want to do," he asked.
"I want to see the inside of a pickup," she giggled. "Sorry, sorry, I'm really smashed," she slurred. "I might have suggested it myself had you been any longer getting here," she smiled.
Doug nodded, "Not that smashed. I guess it can't hurt. I'll tell you what, I'll get a text and I'll have to go to my car to get on my laptop. I'll give you an hour," he sighed.
Shelly grinned and threw her arms around her husband. She went back to the table, picked up her drink, and took a sip through the straw. She was glancing around wondering who she'd get to take her out to their truck when Doug came back with an irritated look on his face.
"Shelly, shit! I'm sorry but I got a page and I need to go log in and take care of it. Are you ok with your friends? I promise - no more than an hour," he said. He turned and trotted out to the parking lot.
Shelly shook her head, "Fuck! We finally were able to get a vacation. He's been working his ass off and I barely ever see him," she said angrily. She fanned herself and looked toward the door, "This pisses me off," she spat. "I need fresh air."
Luke and Dan both stood up and said they'd escort her. She thought only one would but she nodded, "One of you have a pickup? she asked, "I've never even been in one," she lied. "They always look so cramped inside. I like my SUV," she said.
Dan chuckled, "I'll bet the back seat of my Dodge RAM and more room than your SUV. Come on, I'll show you. Hell, you could have a party in my truck," he said.
Shelly sighed, "I do like parties. Especially with good-looking guys."
Dan looked pointedly at Luke who shrugged and sat back down while Dan put his large hand on her lower back. Shelly looked over at Darlene as she was led to the front door. The girl had a knowing smile on her face as did almost every bar patron. She felt a tingle go through her aware she was about to get fucked and everyone knew it also.
Doug looked out the windshield from the back of the lot as the tall man stroked Shelly's ass while guiding her to his pickup. He unlocked the back door but before she got in, he kissed her, his huge hand palming her breast. Then with a quick move. he pulled off her dress tossing it over the back of the front seat before kissing her again. He was shocked to see his wife completely naked in a public lot.
Shelly was reaching up to put her arms around the man's neck grinding her throbbing pussy against his leg. Even his tongue was huge. He'd parked right under one of those sodium lights and as she broke the kiss could see a dozen faces looking out between the neon beer signs. "We should get inside," she said breathlessly.
Dan looked back and nodded, "We can, but I'm getting the feeling you like being watched. Back seat or I have a blanket we can throw onto the bed," he said as he grabbed her tit roughly and sucked hard on her nipple.
Shelly was torn but as the man was huge, being under him on a steel corrugated truck bed sounded painful. She pulled away and climbed onto the back seat, legs parted watching him as he tore his clothes off.
He was too tall to comfortably close the door so he lay on top of her, his legs hanging out as she pressed the head of his cock against her sopping slit. He pushed gently causing the blonde to grimace and throw her head back. "Rubber or do you want me to fill you up with my potent sperm?" he asked.
"Sperm! Fuck me and fill me up," she gaped as he slammed into her. "Oooooohhhhh, my God!" she cried as she felt more cock inside her than she'd ever felt before. He didn't take any time to let her get used to him, instead pushed her knees up onto her chest allowing him deeper penetration. Shelly came within seconds as the man's huge mass fucked her pussy relentlessly. She'd been fucked by men with no concern for her comfort and yet none were as urgent as this man.
Doug leaned forward looking at the truck. All he could see from this angle were his wife's feet planted on the ceiling of the truck and the man's feet hanging out. But what impressed him was even with the ultra-stiff suspension, the truck was rocking impressively. He wondered if Shelly'd be able to walk after this.
Shelly was cumming a third time when Dan moaned he was cumming.
"Ok, honey, last chance...speak now or...Fuck!" he cried as he spewed his potent cum inside her.
Shelly clung to the man as she rode out her orgasm along with his. When he panted out his last groans he collapsed onto her. She couldn't breathe so she patted him on the back, "ok, I need air," she said softly.
Dan pulled out of her and stood not bothering to cover up. She looked at the long snake that had just invaded her married hole and shuddered. Had she looked at it before she would have fled. That was inside her? She started to get up, but Dan stopped her.
"I'm going to get dressed and you can also, but," he looked at his watch, "you have 45 minutes before your husband said he'd be back. I can send my buddies out if you want," he said as he pulled on his pants.
Shelly nodded, "um, do you have tissues or something?" she said trying to staunch the flow of cum.
Dan laughed, "They won't care and I'll have to clean the leather anyhow. You just stay there and look pretty," he chuckled, "Oh, and in case I don't see you before you leave. Thanks. You're a great fuck," he smiled.
Shelly wished he'd closed the door as she saw all the faces looking right between her legs. The overhead light just shone on her navel on down so they probably couldn't see her face. She modestly closed her legs and waited for the next man to come out and fuck her. She could see Dan getting high-fives as she crossed by the window. Then Luke came out, trotting across the gravel lot with a huge grin on his face.
Doug shook his head wondering if he'll need therapy after this. Five guys in all came out of the bar and pulled down their pants. They each shoved their cocks into his wife's pussy without any foreplay. All he could think of was he wouldn't be getting any tonight as she'll be too sore.
Finally, he started the car and pulled around the lot by the pickup. Henry was humping furiously between Shelly's legs and he got out and stood by the truck waiting. He didn't have to wait long as the man grunted a few times before pulling out and staggering back on rubbery legs.
Henry looked at Shelly's husband and nodded, "Thanks, man. That's a really fine woman you got there." He pulled up his pants and headed back into the bar.
Shelly looked guiltily at Doug, "you told me one guy but..." She felt all the pooling sperm on the truck seat and sighed. "I'll need a towel on the car seat," she sighed.
After cleaning up and pulling on her dress, they got back on the road. Doug looked over, "So, what was your count?"
Shelly looked over surprised. She was waiting for Doug to berate her for being such a slut or agreeing to more than one guy but then remembered the test. "I danced with 21 men. 19 were polite and deferential when I told them I was waiting for you. Two guys laughed at that. One told me that a slut is no longer a slut just because of a ring. The other told me all the more reason to take advantage of fresh cock."
"Wow! So, 90%, 91%. That's impressive. I wonder what the ratio would be at a predominately white-collar bar," he said. He looked over at his wife, "They didn't hurt you, did they?"
Shelly laughed, "If by hurt me you mean a dozen orgasms, then yes."
They arrived home, called his parents, and arranged to pick up the kids. As they climbed into bed, Doug kissed his wife, "Fuck, you looked so hot in the back of that pickup. How do you feel? Should I have started the car earlier?" he asked as he stroked her large breast.
Shelly hesitated, "I was hoping your car wouldn't start. I was curious about the two brothers. They sure seemed pretty well hung," she sighed as she pulled Doug between her open legs. As she guided his cock inside her she panted, "I also would have liked to take care of all the guys there...oh yesss," she said as Doug's cock slammed into her pussy.
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"Come on honey. I need a blowjob. It's been a really stressful week and the kids are out," Tom Craft begged. He was on the living room couch stroking his cock as his wife walked through wearing her girls-night-out dress, "Fuck, you look so hot right now."
"I have to go meet the girls so there's no time, I have makeup on, and you know I hate the taste of your penis," she said as she headed back toward the bedroom. She stopped hearing her daughter.
"It's only a blowjob, Mom," Alex said, "if you do it right, he'll cum in minutes," the cute busty blonde said. "Nice cock."
Both parents looked over at their 19-year-old daughter who was leaning against the kitchen doorframe, a huge grin on her face.
Tom quickly pulled up his pants, blushing furiously.
Sharon Craft groaned, "Shit, Tom. You shouldn't have...Alex, I thought you were out on a date."
"Cancelled. Jeremy got covid. I'm not going anywhere near him until he tests negative three days straight." She pushed herself off the wall and came into the living room, "Come on, Mom. I can't believe you won't give Dad a blowjob before you go."
Sharon groaned, "You do it. I have to leave," she sighed as she picked up her car keys and left.
Alex came over and knelt between her father's knees. She looked up at him expectantly, "Well? You heard Mom. Pull it out," she ordered.
Tom saw his daughter licking her lips staring at the bulge in his pants. He'd never looked at her as a sexual being before and he felt a hormonal rush looking between those plump tits. She was what? 36D? She was blessed with those full lips that her mother got Botox injections to get and her cheeks were flushed. She was aroused wanting to suck cock. He roused himself and started to get up. This was his daughter, not a piece of ass... spectacular piece of ass...but his daughter!
"Oh, you want it standing up? Whatever. Most guys like to be lying down or seated," Alex said softly as she undid his belt. 'Wow! Even Derek isn't this big,' she thought as she palmed the hard shaft.
"Stop, Alex you don't need to do this," he said firmly though he left his hands at his side as she deftly undid his pants.
"Of course, I don't," she said. "This isn't about need, it's about desire." She pushed his pants and underwear down to the floor. As she stroked his already hard cock she looked up at him. "Do you desire putting your cock in my mouth?" she asked.
Tom nodded mutely. Did she loosen her top when he wasn't looking? There was more of her impressive cleavage exposed and her nipples were poking through the halter top. "Aaaahhhh, yes!" he sighed as his daughter's tongue slid up the underside of his throbbing shaft.
Alex felt her pussy throb as she stroked the longest, fattest cock she'd ever seen. This was saying a lot as she was invited to all the parties, on a lot of dates as she enjoyed being the center of attention. She'd lost count of how many cocks she'd sucked or had inside her at the various parties. Last week she hadn't been at James' house for 20 minutes when she was taken to a bedroom. She didn't see much of her friends as she was on the bed for 10 straight hours entertaining as many as three at a time. She didn't even remember getting home, yet woke up in her own bed.
She gripped her Daddy's cock as she licked him. He was softly moaning every time she reached the underside of the plump head. Then she felt she'd licked enough and pulled the rigid shaft to her lips. There was a slow seepage of precum that tasted as good as she'd had. "Hmmm," she moaned appreciatively.
Tom was itching to touch those tits but held back even as his cock disappeared into his daughter's mouth. Somehow the thought of his daughter being naked was more taboo than getting sucked off by her.
As if reading her father's mind she stopped sucking and untied her top and let it fall to the floor. She took his cock back into her mouth and bobbed her head taking him deeper into her throat. She stroked his balls both because she knew men liked that and also because she could tell when they were about to cum. Their scrotums tightened and their balls pressed up against their crotches. She felt pride as she took what she thought was nine inches deep down her throat as she felt the tickling of his course pubic hair against her lips.
Tom's fingers were itching to feel those tits, tits that were three times the mass of Sharon's. Should he? He felt his balls pleasantly begin the ache and didn't have to decide as Alex pulled his hand onto her bare tit. 'Fuck! So large and her nipple is like a pebble against my palm.' She groaned as he squeezed the soft yet firm fleshy mass. He felt his knees getting weak as Alex sucked harder, "Honey...fuck! I'm close...Oh, God!" he groaned as he couldn't hold back.
Alex pressed her face against her father's groin, swallowing rapidly as hot spurt after hot spurt jetted into her stomach. She felt herself holding him up by his ass as he wobbled. She ran her tongue under the still-firm shaft milking the last of his tasty cum.
Tom's knees gave out after the most incredible blowjob he'd had. He never imagined anyone could take all of him down her throat yet his own daughter had. "Wow!" he moaned, "That was incredible. You're really good at that," he sighed. "I don't know why and it should bother me but I'm proud you have this skill."
Alex wiped her mouth and smiled, "Practice, practice, practice. Remember junior high when I was trying out for the soccer team? You told me about the 10,000 hours of practice. I'm getting there," she smiled. She stood up and without putting her top back on and sat next to her dad. She put a hand back on her breast and looked at him, "You came really quickly after feeling these. You like them?"
Tom sighed as he squeezed her perfect tit, "You have no idea. These are spectacular."
Alex swung a leg over her dad's lap then leaned forward offering a nipple. "Then you should show them how much you like them. Yessss," she sighed as he pulled a hard nub with his lips. "That's it, Daddy, suck my nips," she panted. She was happy his cock was still hard as she ground her pussy into the shaft. "Oh, yessss," she groaned as he vigorously licked one nipple while pinching and pulling on the other.
Tom slid a hand under the waistband of her shorts to feel her tight teen ass. Her butt muscles flexed nicely as she humped his cock. He wanted to take off her shorts so he could feel her pussy against his cock but as wrong as this was that would be worse.
Alex wished he'd tear her shorts off and fuck her but just grinding against him was going to get her where she wanted to go. "Yes, Daddy," she sighed as his fat middle finger pressed against her anus. She ground more rapidly as the incredible sensations of her nipples and ass being stimulated flowed through her.
Tom felt her moist pussy through the thin shorts against his cock and wondered how tight she was. His daughter was now softly moaning while breathing heavily so he slid a hand down the front of her shorts waiting for her to stop him, but instead, she stopped humping and swung her leg off his lap.
Alex had been close but needed just a bit more so she yanked down her shorts and sopping panties and kicked them aside. She was going to climb onto her Daddy's lap but stopped as she noticed the lustful look on his face. "You like my cunt, Daddy?" she asked softly, "You want to feel inside me?" She closed her eyes as his fingers stroked her swollen slit.
Tom pressed his middle finger up into his daughter's pussy unconciously letting out a moan feeling how tight her pussy felt. Juices were running out of her onto his hand as he pumped his fat digit into her. She was pulling on her hard nipples while moaning softly. He pulled his finger out and guided her back onto his lap. He desperately wanted to fuck her but that was going too far so he lowered her onto his shaft so she could again grind her pussy against him.
Alex pulled her Daddy's mouth onto her nipple again and rapidly ground her slick pussy against his hard shaft. She could feel her clit pop onto the plump head of his penis and then almost enter her. "You don't want to fuck me, Daddy? Don't you like my pussy?" she panted.
"Fuck!" Tom groaned, "You have no idea. But you're my daughter and it's wrong...so wrong," he panted.
"It's wrong? This feels too good to be wrong," she said as she slid up so his cock was lined up with her wet hole. "Tell me to stop if it's so wrong," she said softly as she pressed her pussy down until his mushroom-shaped head popped into her. She felt him stretch her out almost as well as DeSean's cock. "Say it...say stop or say you want to fuck your daughter's cunt," she said.
"Fuck! You feel so good," he moaned. "But we shouldn't, shouldn't, oooohhhhhh," he moaned as she lifted up and pushed him farther into her. Then she did something which made her pussy grip him tightly. "Fuck it! I don't care that you're my daughter," he said as he pushed her all the way onto his cock.
"Oh, fuck! Daddy! Fuck my teen cunt," Alex panted. She squealed happily as he picked her up and flopped her onto her back on the couch without pulling out. "Oh, yes, Daddy, pound my cunt, fuck your daughter. Fuck me and cum inside me," she panted. Within a minute she felt everything building up and as she wrapped her long legs around his ass she exploded.
Tom felt his own orgasm coming on even though he'd cum just a half hour before, "Baby...baby...I'm cumming. Oh, fuck!" he groaned as he felt his cock jet his incestuous cum into his daughter's vagina.
Alex's intense orgasm faded and she stroked her father's arching back as he grunted his release into her. "Oh, yessss," she panted as he repeatedly slammed his cock as deeply into her pussy as he could with each spasm.
They lay on the couch as they regained their breath. Tom rolled to the side keeping his cock inside her so she could breathe, He stroked her breast and sighed, "I don't think this was right but it might be the best fuck of my life," he said softly. "You have an incredible body."
"This was very right, Daddy. I love you more than anyone in the world and I've dreamt of this for a while."
"I love you too, but that's supposed to be a different kind of love," he sighed. "This is not just illegal, it's morally wrong."
"I'll ask for forgiveness when I say my bedtime prayers," Alex said softly. Right at 10 I'll be kneeling on the floor with my chest against the bed if you want to check on me," she smiled. She looked at the time, "You can take me out to dinner, then we'll come back and watch a movie. Normally guys do that before fucking me, but whatever, it's all the same to me as long as I get this inside me," she purred as she pulled off his cock and stroked him.
They got up and showered, then Tom took his daughter to a place they'd never been. She wore a flimsy summer dress without anything under it, causing the other customers to eye her carefully as they entered and then left. Then they watched Netflix before it was time for bed.
"Thanks, Daddy. Dinner was great and you were a wonderful date," she said. She kissed him, slipping a tongue into his mouth, "Goodnight. You should check up on me to make sure I say my prayers before bed," she smiled. She turned and flipped up her dress revealing her bare ass as she headed down the hall to her bedroom.
Tom went up to the master and brushed his teeth then saw a message on his phone from his wife. She was planning on being home around one and told him not to wait up. He responded with an OK sign and saw it was just before 10. He went downstairs in just his boxers and tapped on his daughter's bedroom door.
"Come in," Alex replied.
He opened the door and stopped. She didn't lie. Alex was dutifully kneeling by the bed, her hands clasped in front of her and she softly said her prayers as she had since she was a little girl. What was different was that she was naked with her knees immodestly parted. Tom was instantly hard. "I'm glad you're showing piety," he said softly as he came up behind her, "What are you praying?" he asked.
"I'm thanking God for all he's provided, a great family, a nice house, food, friends, my father's huge cock, and my pussy soon to be filled with his cock," she said softly. "Oh, and the gift of his potent sperm inside me."
Tom pulled down his boxers, kicked them aside then knelt behind that perfectly shaped ass.
"Oh, yesss, Daddy, fuck me again," she moaned as she felt his huge cock slide easily into her. She'd been wet ever since they'd fucked on the couch, especially as she'd felt dozens of eyes on her at the restaurant. She heard the comments, 'She's so young for him.' 'I'd fuck her in a flash.' Christ! Look at those tits.' And others.
Tom was surprised at how wet Alex was as Sharon often had to use a lube. He leaned over his daughter's back, gripped her huge tits, and pistoned into her pussy. It had been a decade since he'd cum more than twice in a day but he would have no problem that night as Alex tightened up her pussy again. He wondered how to get Alex to teach Sharon that but couldn't come up with any way to broach the subject.
After 10 minutes, they moved onto the bed as both their knees were getting rug burned. Tom liked having Alex on top as it gave him free access to her massive tits. Alex loved being in control of the pace and angle of the penetration. After a few minutes, she had her first orgasm when her dad drove a finger into her ass.
After she came down, Tom asked her, "You like anal?"
"Love it," she panted. "Especially if I have a cock in my cunt," she said. "I hope that doesn't shock you...your daughter is a slut."
Tom moaned as she again clenched her pussy on his cock, "No, not. I'm happy you like sex. If you were a guy, people would be patting you on the back and buying you beers, but since you're a girl, you're supposed to be ashamed to like sex? That's just dumb!" He rolled her off him, positioned her so she was on her hands and knees then drove back into her pussy.
Alex groaned feeling her Daddy's cock plunge back into her followed by his fat thumb in her ass. "I love you so much, Daddy. Fuck my cunt...oh, yessss," she panted.
Alex came three more times that night before Tom came inside her. They were spooning with his hands on her breasts as they breathed heavily as if they'd just finished a 10K. "Your uncle Tim is going to be over next Friday while your mom is out with the girls," he said before kissing the back of her neck.
"I like Uncle Tim," Alex sighed, "He told me I have a world-class ass last summer. That was so sweet of him to say that," she purred.
"Next week, we'll do it right. We're taking you to dinner and a movie. A real date, then maybe a goodnight kiss for each of us?" he suggested.
"The newest Tom Cruise movie?" she asked, "I'll give you guys more than a kiss."
Tom looked at the clock. Just after midnight. He pulled his cock out of her pussy and rolled off the bed. "We'd better be asleep before your mother gets home," he sighed, "I would have loved it if she were on one of her trips but..."
"I know. I could do this all night," Alex smiled as she rolled over and opened her legs.
Tom looked at the creamy fluids leaking out his daughter's pussy, "Fuck! I better go or your mother won't find me in our bed," he moaned.
As he went to the door, Alex stopped him, "Daddy? Mom leaves for work every day at 6. We don't head out until 7. I'd like to come to your bedroom and give you a blowjob to wake you up, is that alright?" she said softly.
Tom smiled, "That would be fine. After all, it's only a blowjob."
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"OK, so you're still ok with having more men hit on me?" Shelly asked.
Doug shook his head, "Changed my mind. Fuck! Where the hell did you find that?" Her curves were displayed perfectly under the red satin dress. He easily could make out the shape of her areolas framing her erect nipples. From the sides the curves of her underboobs were exposed as the material just covered the center of each breast. The dress was cut longer than most but as there was a slit up the left side exposing her leg up to the top of her hip she couldn't wear panties.
"Over at the mall, 'Whores 'R Us.' It's a strange store. There are holes in the wall in the women's changing rooms. Not very handy to see through as they're at waist level. Maybe something left over from the new construction," she shrugged.
Doug laughed, "Are the men's changing rooms next to the women's?"
"I'll check next time, but I take it you like what I picked out?" Shelly put out her arms and twirled. She had to be careful as her large breasts were in danger of flopping out the sides of the dress. She grabbed her breasts and stopped, "Sorry, didn't do that when I tried this on at the store," she blushed. "Can't dance wearing this. I'm going to go change."
Doug stood up, "Nope, this is great! The guys will be lining up. Grab your coat and purse, we're leaving before I change my mind and wear my cock out in that tight cunt of yours," he grinned.
They arrived at the hotel, Doug letting Shelly out before the valet stand. He watched her head down the block to the front door, her unfettered breasts bouncing enticingly under the satin dress. The doorman was a lot more attentive opening the door for Shelly than anyone ever had been for him.
Shelly looked around before seeing the easel with the poster, "Investing In The Future. UFPA, United Financial Planners of America. Conference Rooms A, B, C." She shook her head as she headed down the hallway to Conference Room A. 'This is going to be a dud,' she thought. A bunch of accountant nerds wouldn't hit on her. This test will be worthless, she thought. She considered calling Doug and taking him to the dance floor when she felt a hand on her back. The hand freely explored her bare back as he spoke.
"You look lost, honey. Are you looking for the party of the year?" the middle-aged man asked.
Shelly looked at him and smiled, "I'm trying to find my team, Des Moines Financial Services?" she smiled. She made no move to move his hand that had slid down her lower back exploring her skin under the fabric. She felt his little finger find her upper butt crack.
The man shook his head, "I'm sure they're here, but come meet my friends and I'll get you a drink," he smiled as he stared at her cleavage.
'Ok, maybe I was wrong,' she thought, "Sure...I know they like to keep moving and I could use a glass of wine," she smiled. "They'll find me, they always seem to," she sighed. She stretched her shoulders and arched her back accentuating her barely concealed tits, "Long day. I could use a drink."
"Ted, Ted Wilks," the man said putting out his free hand.
"Shelly Lawrence," she took his hand shaking it, "I hope there's dancing," she smiled feeling the man's hand now squeezing her ass. 'Perhaps these nerds weren't going to be a waste of time after all.'
"There's a dance floor here, but a bigger one down in Conference Room C, but the bar is here," he said as he guided the stunning blonde over to his table. He was itching to get his hands on those unsupported tits bouncing under the red satin dress. "Guys, this is Shelly, from Des Moines."
The men all took turns saying their names and leaning over the round table to shake the beautiful girl's hand. "Dave, Dwight, Jacob, Chris, and Jonathon," they said one by one.
Shelly put out her hand and leaned over the table her right breast slipping out on the flimsy dress. Six pairs of eyes were glued to the perfect tit that flopped with each vigorous handshake. She looked down and quickly adjusted her dress. "Damn Doug. My boss. He suggested we'd have better luck networking if I wore this," she blushed. Then she shook her head, "Hell, it's not like strange men haven't seen me naked. My husband loves taking me to nude beaches," she chuckled.
Ted grinned, "I'd have killed to be at that beach. But you look thirsty. Let me get you that wine, red? White?" he asked. "I have no idea what they stock...I just know the beer list."
"Red, dry...Italian, or a cab?" she said. "Hang on, I'll go over with you," she said.
Doug looked around in the first conference room. Who knew there were this many financial analysts in the US, he thought. On top of that, this ratio has to be 20 men to every woman...and most women were older. There! He saw Shelly being guided over to the bar by a middle-aged man whose hand was just above her ass. He shrugged and headed over to get himself a drink.
Shelly noticed Doug coming over but as he wasn't making eye contact she figured he wanted to simply watch. "What red wines do you have? Drier the better," she asked one of the bartenders. She settled on a California Cabernet that wasn't bad.
Ted nodded to the man who'd come up next to them and as he turned, he grinned while squeezing Shelly's ass. He liked the look of envy on his face. He mouthed, 'Wow!' to the guy before leading the blonde back to their table.
Shelly couldn't believe how many men came over to talk to their group, or how many business cards she was handed. She apologized over and over she'd left her card case in her other purse. 90% of the cards had their hotel room numbers on them. She made sure to mention she had a husband when telling of her travels or about her job, but not a single man seemed to care that she was married.
Dave came around as a 90's popular song started and put out his hand, "Will the lady honor me with a dance?" he smiled.
Shelly curtsied and smiled, "I was hoping someone would ask." She better not do that often as she felt her breast slide out then back under the flimsy dress.
Doug was at a table of all men trying to take in the observations on large-cap versus small-cap and what the difference was between the Pacific rim and the Asian markets. He never realized how many stock markets there were. He must have heard two or three dozen different ones mentioned. He saw his wife being led over to the back of the room where an area was set aside for dancing. The man looked to be 60 and was grinning back at his fellow workers with a gloating grin on his face as he stroked Shelly's ass. He excused himself and went over for another beer.
Once Shelly was out dancing she was unable to go back to her half glass of wine as different men cut in. She was surprised that just about every man here was like the two brothers at the bar in the Adirondacks as they freely groped her. Most told her their room was just upstairs and even when she mentioned she was married, they shrugged it off. By 11 she'd danced and been mauled by 40 men, propositioned by 38 of them. She commented that she was hot and tired. "Is there a place we can sit and cool off?" she asked Ted.
He smiled and suggested they go talk in one of the private rooms set aside for business dealing. He said he, Jacob, and Dwight had some suggestions for low-risk, high-reward investment opportunities.
"Where are these rooms?" she asked, "my feet are killing me. You might have to carry me," she giggled. "Damn heels."
Ted nodded, "we have very comfortable couches and chairs in our room. You can take off these spikes and put your feet up."
Doug looked around, but no Shelly. 'Where'd she go?' he thought. He walked to the exit and looked left.
Shelly was down the hall with two hands on her lower back and ass as she was led to a room. He watched with a cramp in his stomach as the door was opened, a light turned on before it closed again.
Ted unlocked the door and turned on the lights. It was more spacious than she thought it would be with two couches, one on either side, and a conference table with six chairs around it. Ted pointed to a couch while Jacob took her glass and set it on the side table. She wouldn't be needing the wine right now.
"Take a load off. I give great foot massages," he smiled.
Shelly groaned as she plopped down before slipping off the two torture devices. She rubbed each foot before Ted sat next to her and took her left foot in his hand. She pressed the hem of the dress between her legs as she knew with her legs opened up she'd not be very modest. "Aaaahhh, that feels good," she sighed as she lay back.
Jacob rolled a chair over and took her right foot onto his lap and kneaded the sole. Her legs were now open wide for both men. Going commando is fine when dancing or walking around but in this position, there were certain risks. She felt her pussy throb as both men along with Dwight were looking right at her bare crotch. "I'm married," she said softly.
Dwight chuckled, "Another thing we have in common, we love sex and we're married. All three of us are married."
Shelly knew it was useless and sighed, "I do like sex." She pressed her foot onto Jacob's tent and smiled at him. Then she did the same thing to Ted.
Doug was wondering what to do. Knock on the door? Go back and have another drink? He started to turn when a man gently bumped into him. He turned and apologized, and then went quickly down the hall to the same room. He took out a key, opened the door, and went in. Doug was sure he glimpsed his wife's pussy before the door closed again. 'Wow! These guys don't waste time,' he thought. He went back to refill his beer and maybe get more financial tips.
The door opened and Dwight came in, "There you are," he said as if seeing his two fellows opening the woman's legs was expected. He came around and pulled the top of her dress down and cupped her huge tits. "And here these are," he sighed as she leaned back against him.
Ted pulled out his cock and sighed as the woman's soft foot stroked his cock. He'd been with many women but none who was as hot-looking or as eager-looking as Shelly. Her chest was flushed and heaving as Dwight massaged her breasts, her pussy was swollen, and her labia flared open invitingly. He pulled her foot off his cock and stood. He pushed her dress up and as she sat up and pulled it off her. Then he pressed his face between her legs, tasting the tangy fluids seeping out of her pussy.
Dwight had his clothes off in a flash and moaned as the woman took the proffered cock into her mouth immediately. 'Fuck! She loves cock!' he thought as she sucked enthusiastically on his cock.
Jacob took all his clothes off also and stood stroking his cock. "Ok, Ted. Don't bogart that pussy."
Ted nodded and sat up wiping his face. He pulled the blonde up before lying back.
Shelly knew what they wanted and straddled Ted's waist and guided his cock inside her. "Oooohhhh," she sighed as the fat shaft slid into her pussy. She felt something pressing against her cheek and as she turned her head, Jacob's cock pressed against her lips. She opened her mouth and sucked on the salty shaft. Then she felt a fat finger press a cool gel into her ass and she moaned knowing she was in for the ultimate fuck. There was a twinge of guilt remembering Doug had told her she could fuck just one of the men, but how could she say no to two of these men.
Doug was back out in the hall looking at the door, wondering what to do. He'd told her she could pick out one guy but he'd assumed one guy would intrigue her and take her up to his room. This was not something either anticipated. He found himself in front of the door trying to listen when the door opened, one of the men stepped out zipping up his pants.
"Hey, sorry. I saw you back there with that blonde," Doug started.
"Fuck! You mean Shelly?" the man grinned, "She's in here. You'll have to wait your turn. Back in Conference room A, the table on the left there's a sign-up sheet." He laughed, "It's called 'Symposium on Getting Inside Information - Room 110,'" he said before heading back.
Doug went to look and groaned. Page one had to be filled up as page two had names halfway down the page. He wrote 'SESSION FILLED' across the bottom in large letters before heading back down the hallway. The door opened and two men came out, both grinning as they straightened their clothes. He saw his wife raising her leg and straddling a man he didn't recognize. Then she took a cock in her mouth while a third man stroked his cock waiting for her to get settled.
One of the men leaving patted Doug on the shoulder, "Her ass, I recommend her ass. Best I've ever had."
The other guy shook his head, "Take what you can get, she is a great fuck!"
He shook his head and went back to the conference room. He grabbed another beer and found a comfortable seat against the wall. This was going to be a long night.
Three hours later as the conference attendees were heading to their rooms Doug looked from his seat in the lobby to see Shelly walking stiffly down the hall. She was carrying her shoes and her hair was a tangled mess. A half-dozen guys came over and gave her quick hugs, or kisses and handed her their business cards.
Doug came up to her and put an arm around her shoulder, "I found a room. Last one. I figured you might want to soak in a bathtub rather than sit in a car for an hour-long drive."
Shelly was beat. She lost track of guys fucking her somewhere after the sixth trio. Her body throbbed from the dozens of orgasms, her jaw ached, and her holes felt raw. Could her pussy and anus blister? she wondered. "I'm sorry. It was supposed to be one guy but then there were three and they kept coming...and cumming," she chuckled, "I didn't know how to stop them. I told everyone I'm married and all laughed at that as if I were joking. That is if someone didn't shove his cock in my mouth."
Doug was frustrated as Shelly was too sore and too exhausted to do anything but bathe and sleep. However, when she woke up at 10 AM, she pulled him into her and kissed him hard. She pulled him on top of her, guiding his hard cock between her legs. She kissed him hard as they made love. She felt terrible she'd allowed too many men to count freely use her, especially since it was supposed to be one guy.
Doug was confused as he drove his cock into his wife's pussy. He expected her to be loose as if she were an over-used glove, but for some reason she felt tighter than ever, Then rather than being bothered that his penis was just one of dozens to be inside her it made it more arousing.
Shelly held onto her husband remembering the dozens of cocks using her three holes as she felt him pounding into her harder than she remembered ever doing before. She was sore but not as sore as she thought she'd be. It was fortunate he didn't want her ass or for her to suck his cock and both were very painful, her ass stung and her jaw ached.
Doug wanted to hold off but the more he thought about adding his cum to dozens of others he groaned and came inside her.
Shelly hugged her husband as he came inside her and when he went limp, she stroked his back, "I love you so much. I'm so sorry I let all those men..."
"I saw," Doug panted, "I saw three guys take you to the room and figured the one-guy thing was out of the question. I then found a sign-up sheet with dozens of names. I'd have had a riot on my hands if I tried to stop it. Are you ok? I hope no one hurt you," he said looking intently at her.
"No. They were gentle," she paused, "this might sound strange but the guys in that backwoods bar were tons more respectful of my married status but once they...you want to hear this?" she stopped.
Doug lay next to her, his cock still inside her as he softened, "I do. I'm curious."
"Once they were fucking me, they were rougher, more powerful I guess you could say. Not a single guy gave a fuck that I was married. Everyone took whatever liberties they wanted but when they fucked me, it was as if I were made of porcelain. Does that make sense?" she asked. "I assumed we'd have to abstain for a week but I feel pretty good," she sighed. "You must have been going nuts knowing your wife was the highlight of the United Financial Planners of America Conference," she giggled.
"Oh, that reminds me," Doug said. He pulled his cock out of her sopping pussy, went over to his jacket and pulled the folded-up paper out, and handed it to his wife. "Here, if you need any financial advice I'll bet they'd forget to charge you," he smiled.
Shelly smiled, "They had a sign-up sheet? What a bunch of nerds. Cute. Insider information." She then laughed loudly, "I was going to say 'Insider my ass' but that's what happened." She ran a finger down the two sheets and her smile was replaced with a look of shock. "36? 36 men fucked me? I knew I lost count but by that many?"
"I think there were a few more. Gate crashers I guess you'd call them. The guy named Ted saw that and locked the door while your last three financial analysts gave you their insider advice." He chuckled, "I just thought how accurate the title analyst is in this case."
Shelly groaned and felt behind her. "Yeah, let's not go there, literally or figuratively."
They looked at the clock and realized they had 20 minutes before checkout. They showered quickly, dressed, and were out on the street getting their car from the valet. While waiting the pedestrians all looked over at the woman wearing the revealing dress and the man in the evening suit. They got in their car and headed home.
Shelly stripped down and crashed on the bed while Doug went and picked up the boys. Then later that night after tucking the kids into bed they quietly made love again.
As they flopped back, Shelly sighed. "I feel bad."
"About fucking so many guys?" Doug asked.
"Ok, sure. I can't seem to stay on script, but not that. I feel bad we've been teasing Carl and just frustrating him. I never really liked him but he's grown on me and I'd like to..."
"Fuck him?" Doug asked as he stroked her breast.
"Yes. Let him seduce me. He must be going nuts as he's come so close."
"Ok," Doug said. "Mom and Dad must be wondering why we keep sending the boys over there but on the other hand they tell me we can send them over more if we want," he sighed.
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Arturo Bernelli smiled as the loud ovation crashed through the hall. He stood up from his bench and walked to the front of the stage. His flowing silver hair glowed under the bright LEDs. The stage that would normally have over 100 musicians had just one lone figure and a black grand piano.
He bowed repeatedly as the ovation just got louder. His eyes were filled with tears knowing this was to be the last time he'd ever experience this. The music was great, the money, the accolades were all wonderful but this was why he'd been touring for 60 years.
After 10 long minutes, he took a handkerchief from his tux and dabbed his eyes causing a louder ovation. Finally, after many bows the clapping faded, the standing reseated themselves, and no one left the hall, all eyes on the preeminent pianist of their times. His interpretation of every great work for piano was considered the one and only to own. People were known to be in tears hearing him play Moonlight Sonata for the first time. The cemeteries of the great composers found dozens of flowers on their graves after Arturo came to their city.
Tickets had gone for over $5,000 a seat for the last performance of Arturo and had sold out in 2 seconds. Many in attendance never even knew his last name as he was always known simply as Arturo. The hall went completely quiet ready to hear for the last time this great musician.
Arturo looked around seeing 100% of the crowd's eyes on him. He'd been long waiting this day, the last day he'd be able to share his gift with music lovers. He chose Severance Hall in Cleveland since he grew up in Cleveland Heights and his first and best memories of classical music were here. "I feel sad," he said simply, "I feel at a loss at how to express myself," he said looking around. Then he looked back at the Steinway behind him. "I've tried to communicate what I feel through the keys, the pedals so please pardon my weak attempt to convey how much this means to me that you all came for my final performance."
The crowd jumped up, clapping as the embarrassed man tried unsuccessfully to stop them. Then he bowed and raised his hands again.
"Please, thank you for...I know you are all lovers of music, lovers of what the great composers who came before us have created. I've always felt like an undeserving vessel to interpret the works of all the greats, Bach, Mozart, Beethoven, Liszt, Haydn, Chopin, Debussy, Paganini, Stravinski... I could go on and on. I want to talk about this though," he said going back to the piano. He stroked it as if stroking a lover, "this piano was the first one I ever touched." He pressed the middle C key. He closed his eyes listening to the tone waiting until it faded to silence. He looked at the crowd, "This was the first key I ever played, the first note. I heard it and was hooked." He looked around sadly and sighed as he closed the fallboard. "There. Now you have heard the last note I'll ever publicly perform."
The crowd again gave an ovation, not as loud as many were wiping their eyes. None looked away. None made any other sound other than their clapping.
Arturo walked back up to the front of the stage, his eyes sweeping from side to side as if looking for someone. "I was blessed being able to learn on this piano, blessed to have had the finest teacher in the world, blessed to be taught by the finest person in the world. Mrs. Fielding? Ah, there you are. Please come up here," he said putting out a hand.
The entire hall craned their necks or stood as the 95-year-old white-haired woman stood and walked purposefully down the aisle. Arturo came down to the floor and took her hand before hugging her.
The crowd was again quiet as Arturo led the small but spry woman onto the stage. He turned, then put out a hand, faced her, then gave her a huge bow. He held it as the crowd gave another ovation.
"Thank you, Mrs. Fielding. Thank you for loaning me your wonderful instrument for my final performance. Thank you for putting up with me as a kid," he smiled. Then he looked at the audience and grinned, "I was a terrible student. Practice? Why would I practice when there's baseball and bikes and swimming?" he asked. He turned to the old woman who you could tell had been a true beauty in her youth. She still had her figure, still had crystal-clear bright blue eyes, and still had a smile that lit up the room. "Tell them how often you wanted to get rid of me."
Mrs. Dolores Feilding smiled and shook her head. "I never wanted to get rid of you," she said in a clear voice, "Spank you sure, but I knew there was talent inside you. I was just being patient until you saw what I saw in you, and until you felt what I felt."
* * *
Arturo Bernelli groaned hearing the boys yelling outside at the ball field. Every time he heard the crack of the bat he could smell the warm grass, and feel the breeze on his face as he ran the bases.
1958 was a great year to be a kid. Cleveland Stadium to see Rocky Colivito, Larry Doby, Herb Score, and others. Last fall, the Browns had a good season again after a disappointing one. They didn't find a replacement for Otto Graham and missed out in the draft hoping for Len Dawson or John Brodie but settled for a good running back in Jim Brown. Not a position of need. It didn't matter, win or lose they were the Browns. They'll find a way to win.
The 28-year-old Dolores Fielding looked at the boy, "Again. You're not concentrating," she sighed. She went over and closed the windows. The breeze felt good as it was a hot summer day but the boy just couldn't sit still. She sat next to Arturo who was a tall, strapping young man with large hands. He was made to succeed at whatever he put his mind to. But his parents wanted him to learn the piano afraid he'd waste his youth playing sports and not be well-rounded.
Arturo smelled the perfumed woman next to him. Ever since he started his lessons he was distracted by the sounds of his friends playing outside and then distracted again by the strange feeling he got whenever she was close. Mrs. Fielding was what his father described as a stacked dolly. She was very stacked, once he had brushed against her chest and perhaps it was the thick bra, but regardless his 18-year-old hormones made his head fuzzy.
"Look," Dolores said as she placed her hands over his, "you don't jab at the keys, you stroke them." She heard his soft gasp and sighed. It was so hard getting these horny boys to focus. "Try this section here and just gently stroke..."
Arturo felt horror as his penis started growing. It had been doing that a lot lately. He often woke up with an aching stiffy. He had no idea what to do with it and had to shower to get it to go away. Just the other day at school he had to clasp his books over his front between classes after seeing Mary Lou's panties. Why that caused this to happen was strange as there really wasn't much to see...but still, her creamy inner thighs seemed to call to him. He felt the woman's soft hands on his and tried to think of things outside but it was no use. "Ok, I'll do it better this time," he said hoping she'd get up so she couldn't see his tented pants.
Dolores sighed and went to stand next to the piano to not embarrass the boy. It was an impressive tent, she thought, not like Daryl's. 'Stop thinking like that,' she thought. 'Someone needs to focus!' she thought. She watched Arturo stroke the keys, nodding as he was doing it much better. He did have incredible hands. Long fingers, large palms.
They ran through various practice pieces and etudes when Dolores smiled, "Ok, you can go play with your friends. Tomorrow, 3 o'clock." Arturo jumped up and was out the door in a flash.
After the boy left Dolores wondered what it was about him that made her heart pound. Daryl was useless in bed but he was at least always willing if not a bit too efficient whenever she wanted to get amorous.
The next day Arturo was right on time as he always was. Never a minute early, never a minute late. At least she didn't have to worry about him being distracted that day by the kids playing outside as it was raining. He'd walked and needed to dry off so she gave him a dry towel.
It was warm still in the house so he soon was comfortable. "Have you been practicing?" she asked.
Arturo nodded, "Just an hour. I played some ball, then did homework but I was able to play after dinner a bit. Listen to this," he smiled. He sat and played the first part of Für Elise perfectly, a bit mechanically, but flawlessly. She smiled and clapped softly which made her large breasts shake a little.
Arturo blushed and looked quickly away. "I found the score at the library," he said softly. "I think it's beautiful." Again his penis was growing. Why does it keep doing that? he wondered.
"That was great, your tempo was perfect, and you were almost stroking the keys," she said as she sat next to him.
He felt his head swim a little as he smelled her perfume, "But. You were going to say, but..." he said looking at her. Her dress was parted between the second and third buttons and he could see the swell of her breast above her white lacy bra. He tried to shift in his seat to stop his penis from growing. He'd heard his friends call them chubbies or stiffies. Both were accurate.
Dolores saw the tent again and then saw where he was looking. This was not going to work, she thought. How to get the hormonal boy to focus? She was about to play the same piece but took her hands off the keyboard. She looked at the boy and sighed. "I see you are distracted," she said looking pointedly at his tent.
"I'm sorry," he said with frustration, "it keeps happening. I don't know what to do about it," he said as he tried to cross his arms.
"Do you, um, you know? Beat your meat?" she asked softly.
Arturo got beat red and shook his head, "No," he said softly.
Dolores sighed, "I need you to focus. Come over here," she said. She put out a hand and led him over to the couch. "You can never say a word to anyone about this, but you have to concentrate on your playing so I need to do this," she sighed. "Wait here, I'll be right back.
Arturo sat looking confused, was Mrs. Fielding going to do what he thought she was going to do? She came back with a bottle of baby oil and a towel.
"Ok, pull your pants down. Don't be shy, I've seen erections before. I am married," she smiled. "Oh, my!" she smiled as the boy undid his pants and a huge penis popped up. "Nice," she said, "You are not just gifted with your piano playing."
Arturo was beet red as he watched the older woman pour oil onto her left palm and then rub her hands together. His cock was not only embarrassingly pointing at the ceiling it was bouncing with each heartbeat. He jumped as she touched him and then tried to relax.
"Close your eyes and think about something sexy," she said softly as she stroked his cock. 'Christ! He's twice the length and girth of Daryl.' She used both hands to stroke his shaft and the boy's breathing changed and his cock seemed to get harder. "What are you thinking about?" she asked.
"You, your...um jugs," he said softly, "I saw them, well one of them through," he pointed at the opening between the buttons on her dress.
Dolores smiled, "You like these?" she asked. She put her shoulders back, "You want to see them, I mean all of them?" she asked.
Arturo nodded, his eyes wide. He didn't like that she took her hands off his penis but seeing her unbutton her dress and then pull it off her shoulders was the most erotic thing he'd ever seen. She posed with her thick bra making her jugs look like torpedos.
"Go on, touch them," she said. She couldn't believe this boy could grab her entire boob with his hand. Then she smiled, "This should feel even better," she said as she reached behind her back and unclipped the bra. She shrugged it off her shoulders and then closed her eyes as the boy's hands again found her breasts.
Arturo's balls had an ache he'd never felt before as he marveled at the heft, the softness, and the firmness of a woman's jugs. He gasped loudly as soon as she stroked his penis, "Mrs. Field...oh, Dang!" he cried out as he arched his back as the most incredibly pleasurable pain cramped his groin. His penis was shooting ropes of white cream all over Mrs. Fielding's chest, each time he felt pleasurable pangs shoot through his balls and penis.
Dolores stroked rapidly even though some of the boy's sperm hit her face. It felt hot as it splattered on her and kept coming. She wondered how much there was when the boy's penis simply dribbled the last of his ejaculate out. She was glad she didn't get any of it on her pussy as she had to be fertile. Daryl always seemed horniest whenever she was at her peak. She wasn't ready for children and had to constantly make up excuses to not make love.
Arturo was looking at the streams of the white cream turn clear as they ran down her chest. He took his hand and rubbed it into her skin. He moaned softly then asked, "Is that normal?"
"No, but not like you think," She smiled. "A normal amount would be this much." She held out her arm where the last dribbles had pooled on the back of her hand and wrist. She ran her fingers through the streams and smiled, "This is pretty impressive. Ok, I'm going to go clean up and change. Then I want you to play the same passage while remembering how your orgasm felt," she said standing up.
She came back into the music room and stopped. Arturo's playing was less mechanical and more passionate. That was the only word she could come up with.
As the boy got up to go home she stopped him, "We can't do that again and you can never tell anyone, ever. Got it?"
Arturo smiled, "Never. Um, thanks. That was the best thing I've ever felt."
"I'm glad. But you took a big step in your playing today. You've always been technically accurate but today I could feel the notes not just hear them." She hugged the boy without thinking but then felt him against her. She pulled back and looked down. "Teenage boys," she sighed. "Ok, I want you to practice two hours tonight because we lost a half-hour taking care of this," she said as she patted the front of his pants. "Oh, I almost forgot," She grabbed a score off the pile on a side table, "This is a bit tougher, but I know you're up for it."
The boy smiled and nodded. "Thanks again, He said before running down the driveway.
The next day Arturo had obviously been practicing. He played the more complex piece with precision and accuracy, his hands moving across the keyboard without breaking the tempo. She clapped softly and smiled. "You never looked at the score, did you? You memorized the entire piece just from last night?" she asked.
"Well, I played it three times so... But..." he said with a wry smile.
"But you are still hitting the keys. You need to stroke them, caress them." she sighed, "Ok, I swore I'd never do this again but come over here." She led the boy over to the couch. She pulled off her dress then her bra and lay down. "No, we're not going to do what I did for you yesterday. I want you to straddle my waist and close your eyes. Go on close them," she said after the boy climbed on. She pulled the boy's hands onto her bare breasts and held them so his fingers were just touching her warm skin. She saw the huge tent again but ignored it.
Arturo's penis was achingly hard, just as it had been all night long as he replayed the intense feelings she gave him yesterday. Now he could feel the heat emanating from her massive jugs.
"I want you to play the first movement on my chest. You would never poke at me but stroke, caress. Here," she said as she guided his left-hand index finger onto her nipple, "is middle C. OK, play the first movement as if making love to the keyboard."
At first, Artura was hesitant but soon could hear the music in his head. It helped that Mrs. Fielding was humming deeply in her throat, not exactly on key but in sync with his playing. It helped that middle C and an octave higher were tactilely pronounced. Her nipples were like erasers. She must have liked his playing since she was moving her hips along with his fingers playing the notes on her chest. When he finished he palmed her chest, opened his eyes, and smiled at her. "Was that better?"
Dolores cleared her throat before answering but she still sounded husky, "Perfect. Did you feel it? Feel the notes?"
Arturo nodded, "I liked middle C and upper C," he smiled as he thumbed both hard nubs. "They're so perfect, so beautiful."
"Ooooohhh, wow! Ok. We have to..." She looked at how tight the tent looked and sighed. She undid his belt and pulled out his stiff erection.
Arturo moaned feeling the woman's hands on his penis, then asked, "Um, is there more baby oil?"
Dolores smiled, "Something better." She pulled his ass forward and took his cock into her mouth. 'So much bigger than Daryl,' she thought. She licked and sucked on the boy's cock knowing she wouldn't have to do it for long.
Arturo leaned forward since it hurt trying to bend his erection down. Without thinking he found himself humping against her mouth amazed that she could swallow so much of him.
Dolores was letting the boy fuck her face while stroking his balls and ass. Within two minutes he was calling out her name but she kept sucking, partly because she didn't want to clean the upholstery on the couch again, partly because she wanted to taste him.
"Mrs. Fielding...Mrs. Fielding...I'm...oh, dang it!" he groaned as his piano teacher clamped her mouth on his penis and sucked hard as she felt the incredibly pleasurable feelings peak and explode. Without thinking he was plunging his penis down her throat with each spasm but she was just caressing his ass so she didn't seem to mind.
Dolores pushed the boy off her face when he went limp. She wiped her mouth and smiled at him as he flopped against the back of the couch. "Was that good? That was called a blowjob, fellatio."
"It was incredible," the boy panted. It was strange, he didn't exert himself much but was panting as if he'd run the 440.
"Ok, she said, "Now I want you to play the same piece with feeling, caress the keys, make love to the keyboard."
Arturo rolled off the couch and pulled up his pants and then sat down and played.
Dolores lay on the couch and listened. There! The feelings she heard the day before. She could feel the soft touches on the keys, and hear the lingering tones resonate as the boy played with precision and passion. Her heart rate rose and her fingers were itching to go between her legs but that would be too much. She had felt guilt the night before jerking the boy off but if this is the result? Worth it. He'd just been introduced to the piece 24 hours ago and he was playing it better than she'd ever heard any of the greats play it.
When the boy was leaving, he hugged his teacher, "Thank you again. Um, that was the best thing I've ever felt. I'll practice for three hours tonight," he grinned. He took the latest score and trotted down the drive to get home.
The next day Dolores smiled. She could hear the same passion and he was stroking the keys as if...as if he were stroking her breasts. Her pussy throbbed which was strange as she'd never felt her pussy throb. With Daryl, she felt a pleasant feeling as he pushed inside her, but after a few minutes, it was gone as was his penis. She'd never had a physical reaction to music before but what he was doing was tangible.
"Ok, I'm going to have you play a piece that you've never seen and I want to see how quickly you pick it up," she said.
"Paganini," the boy said, "Never heard of this piece. I've heard his violin concerti but never...wow!" he said as he read the notes, his hands air playing the notes and jumping across the keyboard. "Huge jumps...Got it." He began playing, his fingers rapidly hitting keys accurately even though his hands had to travel farther down the keyboard. He played incredibly well for just seeing it, and as he became more comfortable he again was playing with precision. He looked up as Mrs. Fielding pulled down the top of her dress and stroked her huge jugs.



"Caress. I know you have to make huge jumps but you don't want to bruise the delicate skin of the keys, now do you?" she asked as she stroked her nipples.
Arturo tried to concentrate but his elbows were hitting his tented pants.
"Keep playing, don't let me bother you," she said as she knelt under the piano. Arturo would have trouble hitting the damper pedal but this piece didn't call for it...much. She unzipped his pants and pulled out his fleshy shaft. The boy missed as few notes but immediately corrected himself when she licked up the length.
Arturo had to focus more than he'd ever had to as the beautiful woman took his penis into her mouth, bobbing perfectly with the tempo, which wasn't easy as this was vivace.
Dolores was swallowing his precum as she sucked and was impressed he lasted the first movement without ejaculating. She pulled off and stroked his erection. "Ok, again, and don't come in my mouth until the coda," she smiled. "Can you do that?"
"I don't know. It feels so good," he sighed, "but I'll try." He played the piece from the beginning with Mrs. Fielding's head keeping tempo. The aching in his balls throbbed but didn't peak and he was able to get to the end and just as he hit the final chord he groaned.
Dolores grinned inside as the boy's cock erupted in her mouth. She should have felt some guilt as she never sucked Daryl's dick, but this was a necessary teaching method, she thought. She swallowed all of the spunk, then crawled out wiping her mouth. "That was great. You felt it, I mean not me sucking your dick, but the passion?" she asked.
The boy nodded mutely. His balls ached from the long delay followed by the incredible release.
Dolores didn't bother covering her chest as she pulled out another piece. This one is slower. I want you to practice tonight and play it as if you're making love to the piano," she smiled.
Arturo nodded but he had no idea how to make love to anyone or anything. He took the score and hugged his teacher before running down the drive toward home.
The next day Dolores sighed, "I can't criticize your technique nor your fingering, but you don't know how to make love to the piano, do you?" she asked softly. He's again played flawlessly but felt a mechanical reservation she couldn't describe. There was an intense throbbing in her pussy as she considered what she was going to do next.
Arturo shook his head, "Is it like when I played Beethoven on your breasts?" he asked. He was used to getting stiffies when around Mrs. Fielding but something about her look made this one throb more.
Dolores looked at her watch and sighed, "Ok. We have 45 minutes left in the lesson but we're not going to use the couch. I want to do this right." She took his hand and pulled him down the hallway to her master bedroom.
Arturo felt a rush. There was the double bed. The bed Mrs. Fielding sleeps in, he thought.
"We are going to make love. You need to know what it feels like to play like you mean it. I want you to undress me," Dolores said, "slowly. Touch me how you want, where you want as if I'm a piece of art," she said softly.
Arturo felt his head swim. He had to be dreaming but he turned the woman around and slowly unzipped her flowered dress. Then he pulled the fabric off the shoulders and sighed as it slithered to the floor. He looked at her bare back and ran fingers down her smooth skin to her panty-covered ass. He could make out her ass-crack under the white cotton cloth. Then he tried to undo her bra but the three hooks seem to fight each other as he tried to push the ends together.
Dolores smiled and reached back and with one hand pinched the clasp releasing it. "You'll become an expert at it by the time you're done with school," she smiled. She turned and faced him as her bra joined the dress on the floor. She put her shoulders back so her chest stuck out more proudly. She did have nice jugs, she thought. She closed her eyes as the boy gently palmed then, scraping his palms on her erect nipples.
Atruro could have spent the entire day just admiring and feeling these huge breasts but his eyes drifted down to her panties. He could easily see the dark patch of her pubic hair under the thin cotton. She did say to undress her, so he put his thumbs under the elastic waistband and pushed them down. He knelt as he lowered them to her ankles as it was easier, but also so he could get his first look at a pussy. He had no clue what the girls were hiding but the scent made him dizzy. He pressed his face against her and inhaled. She was warm, moist, sweetly pungent, and ticklish. It was hard to make out the various folds and layers under the light brown soft curls.
Dolores sighed and put a foot on the bed to open her legs up. "Oh, yessss," she moaned softly as the boy licked her. She hadn't expected that as Daryl never once was anywhere near her pussy except with his fingers or his dick.
Arturo didn't know if this was what he was supposed to do but after Mrs. Fielding put his dick in her mouth it seemed only fair. He liked the taste, loved the aroma as he wiggled his tongue between the wet folds. He had to stop as she stepped back and lay on the bed, her legs opened wide.
Dolores sighed, "You don't have to do this. Most men hate going down on a woman," she said.
Arturo looked up, "I like it but if you don't..."
The woman laughed, "It feels great. Don't stop if you don't want to," she said as she guided his face back against her pussy. "Oh yesss," she sighed as the boy's tongue penetrated her. It felt good but she wondered how to let him know where her clitoris was.
Arturo's face was wet and he had to stop periodically to pick hairs out of his mouth but the whole experience was arousing. He wished he'd undressed as his dick was ready to rip through his shorts. She had an opening between her fleshy folds that was tangy and velvety inside. It was seeping an oily fluid. What is the hole for? he wondered, is that where she pees? The thought didn't bother him at all and perhaps made this even more arousing. Then he heard Mrs. Fielding gasp when his nose hit her somewhere. He moved his face around as he probed inside her and there was a hard nub that seemed to cause her to moan loudly.
Dolores was pulling on her nipples as the boy found her clitoris. "Oh, God! There, yessss, there," she panted as he sucked the nub between his lips. She'd never orgasmed and some of her friends told her she was missing out but she had no idea until now. Her entire pelvic region was beginning to ache strongly, her pelvis was rocking against the boy's face, and she felt as if her bladder were going to burst.
Arturo knew he was doing something right as Mrs. Fielding was groaning loudly, her deep-throated moans echoing off the walls. Then she screamed loudly and thrust her crotch up off the bed, humping hard against his face.
Dolores' head was spinning as waves of pleasure exploded from her womb throughout her body. They seemed never ending as they crashed through her though each one was slightly less intense than the last. After a minute or more, she felt the last vestiges thrum through her. She found she'd been pulling hard on her nipples and even though they felt bruised they also felt more alive than ever.
Arturo sat back and wiped his face with his shirt and grinned up at the woman, "I guess I did that right?"
Dolores sat up and pulled his mouth to hers, kissing him hard. He gently pressed his tongue against hers before she broke the kiss, "Wow!" she said, "You...you are a natural," she sighed. She shook the cobwebs from her brain and looked at the boy, "Ok. What you did was perfect and now let's show you what to do next." She sat up and pulled off the boy's clothes as he stood in front of her. She stroked his cock then looked up at him, "I've not seen any other than my husband's but you seem large. Daryl told me all men are the same when hard but that's obviously not true," she said as she stroked him.
Arturo shrugged, "No idea. I mean, in gym class I've seen guys naked but I don't look."
Dolores did a quick measurement with the span of her hand, "10 inches?" she said. "Anyhow I'm going to suck your dick and then we're going to make love. I'm not fertile right now so you can come inside me and women like men who take a long time before they do that," she said.
Arturo was wondering how men could delay then he remembered playing the Paganini piece holding off until the coda. He sighed as he felt her warm mouth engulf his dick. He reached down and cupped one of her large jugs as she pressed her mouth deeper onto his penis.
'Damn! This boy's dick is huge,' Dolores thought, 'I need to measure Daryl's but it has to be half this.' She felt he was lubricated enough, not that she needed it so she pulled off his dick and stood up. "Ok, you need to be careful when having intercourse," she said, "You don't want to knock up your partner so always ask if it's safe. You can come inside me today, but if we do this again, I'd rather not have your baby," she smiled.
Arturo felt a rush. He'd heard his friends talk about intercourse or fucking but never knew how it worked. The hole he found with his tongue maybe, but it was too small for his penis, he thought. His blood pressure raised as he watched the beautiful blonde woman lie back and then open her legs. He'd seen her huge jug spill off her chest before but he didn't know where to look seeing her entire naked body. Her large nipples capped the twin mounds but the dark triangle of downy fur pointed right at her flared lips. The contrast between her purplish flesh outside and the glowing pink flesh inside was something he'd remember for the rest of his life.
Dolores had climbed onto the bed and lay in the middle, her head on her husband's pillow. It was strange she thought of that but with what she'd been doing with the boy she should have thought more about her husband. She opened her legs and pulled the boy on top of her. "Ok, go slow," she said, "I'm not used to anything this large inside me," she said. She grabbed his cock, still slick from her spit, and lined him up.
Arturo was moments away from no longer being a virgin and he instinctively knew what to do as he felt the head on his dick press into the pink flared slit. He pushed against the slippery opening and felt her folds part. Mrs. Fielding had her eyes closed and head back with her hands on his hips. Her hands weren't holding him back so he pressed harder.
"Oh, God!" Dolores cried as she felt her vagina suddenly stretch wide to accommodate the invading shaft. She held the boy still as she got used to the pain. He wasn't all the way in and she could feel him against her cervix, but it was starting to feel better. After a few moments, she relaxed her pressure on his hips and he pulled back and pressed into her again. She was now stroking his tight muscular ass as he thrust into her.
Arturo couldn't imagine anything in the world that could feel better than this. Her hand could only be described as incredible, then her lips, her mouth...well, that was incredible. Now what word could describe the feeling of a silky-smooth, tight, slick vagina? Incredible was all he could come up with. It wasn't easy to think but he remembered that women wanted men to last longer, perhaps so they too could orgasm. That made sense to him since women should get as much pleasure out of this as men. Love-making! It all made sense to him now. This wasn't just rutting for procreation, this was two people sharing the most intimate of physical acts. He started to hear the opening strains of Clare de Lune in his head and he thrust into the tight pussy to the tempo of the beautiful piece.
Dolores was not just used to the massive dick inside her, she was starting to feel the aching in her lower stomach. He was no longer bruising her cervix but comfortably burying his dick inside her. She was amazed he hadn't come yet and stroked his back as he rhythmically thrust into her.
Arturo maintained the tempo as he heard the woman's breathing change. He looked at her clenched face, open lips, and closed eyes and kissed her. She parted her lips and soon they were hungrily sucking on each other's mouths.
Dolores felt everything rising inside her which was strange. Her friends had all told her they couldn't have more than one orgasm in an evening, but even though she'd had just one in her life she knew what it was. She boy's mouth was glued to hers and he was hitting her clit with each thrust. She felt the agonizing swell of incited nerve bundles rapidly build and then explode, "Oh, God! Yesss, yessss, yessss, yesss," she panted as she again felt those wonderful pulses flow through her body.
Arturo was losing the strains of the piece as he felt his teacher seemingly try to become one with him. Making love was another weak description of this amazing act. Then Mrs. Fielding moaned happily one last time and then went totally limp. She no longer looked intense but more relaxed than he imagined anyone could be. She was tenderly stroking his ass as he picked up the final strains of the third movement of the suite and just as he neared the end he let himself enjoy the wonderful feelings.
Dolores felt the boy's pace finally change, "Come. Come inside me. Let it go," she panted. She moaned happily as the boy groaned and pressed hard into her as if trying to shoot his potent sperm as deep inside her as he could.
Arturo felt faint as the intense ache rose rapidly, peaked, and then exploded. He arched his back and thrust hard into the tight hole as he felt his sperm splash into her vagina. With each spasm, he pulled back and drove into her. He soon felt the last sperm throb from his balls and collapsed on top of her. He rolled off to her side so as not to crush her and moaned happily. "That was aptly named," he sighed, "I've never felt that close to anyone before. If I were married to you we'd never leave the house. I'll bet you and your husband do this many times a day or try to."
Dolores smiled, "When we were first married, yes but the novelty wears off...or I thought it would," she said sadly. "You reminded me how great love-making can be." She stroked the boy's face, "Your first time and you were perfect. I wouldn't have you change a thing." She looked at the clock and sighed. "Ok, tonight work on getting your emotions, your passion into your playing. Tomorrow I want to introduce you to Chopin." She looked down between her legs at the river of cream flowing out. She still couldn't get over how much this boy produced. She'd have to get him to come in a measuring cup.
They cleaned up and dressed. Dolores again urged the boy to keep this a secret which he promised her would.
After Arturo left Dolores had to change the bedcover and remake it. She was sure Daryl would never notice but just in case she'd come up with an excuse why she decided to do that.
The next few weeks Artura would show up a half-hour early and when she wasn't fertile they'd work on his passionate feelings. During her fertile time, she introduced the boy to the joys of 69. He loved that almost as much as intercourse.
Dolores was hearing notes come from her piano she'd never heard before. There was an intangible quality she could put a finger on but triggered a need inside her, an arousal.
A month later, Arturo and Dolores traveled to New York for the Julliard tryouts. His parents couldn't get away and they begged her to go promising to cover all her expenses. They were surprised at how easy it was to convince her since spending four days with a geeky boy was most likely the last thing she wanted. On top of that, she was losing income from having to cancel her sessions with other students.
Artura wasn't lying when he said he's want to make love to her all the time. First, when she jokingly suggested they join the mile-high club, he eagerly agreed after finding out what it meant. Then after checking into the hotel, they never left except for his practice sessions down the street and the actual tryout. Dolores found out what exhaustion was after making love eight times on the first night there.
They were out in the hallway with other students and their support people. Dolores looked at the boy whose leg was bouncing nervously. "Relax. You know this piece by heart. And if they spring something on you you don't know, you read music better than anyone I've ever met."
"I know," Artura sighed, "I just wish you were in there with me."
Dolores looked at her watch. "Come with me," she said. She led the boy down the hall and around the corner. She tried a door that was marked Supplies and smiled when it opened. She closed the door and turned on the lights.
"Ok," she said, "You need to relax, so," she pulled off her dress, bra, and panties and bent over the table just inside the door. "I don't want you to make love to me, I want you to fuck me. You know that word, don't you," she said.
Arturo smiled. The kids at school used it a lot so he knew what it meant. He dropped his pants, stroked his penis the shoved it inside his teacher's pussy. "Oh wow! I like it like this," he said.
"You're not making love to me, you're fucking me so just come whenever you want. Use my pussy for your pleasure," she groaned as the boy picked up the force of his thrusts. "Grab my tits, I'm yours to use as you like," she grunted as she felt his large hands come around.
Arturo had no music in his head, just the sounds of wet slapping, the warm feel of her naked body, and the wonderfully pungent aroma of sex. In no time he felt his balls boil and erupt inside her. He was bent over gripping her huge jugs, pistoning into her tight pussy as he spewed his load inside her.
Dolores moaned in pleasure feeling the boy spasm inside her then looked at her watch. "Christ, get dressed and go. I'll clean myself up and be waiting for you. You're up in five minutes," she sighed.
Dolores was sitting on the hard bench feeling his fluids leaking out. She'd folded napkins inside her panties she'd but Christ! That boy sure has a lot of sperm in him. She stood seeing the door open and was thrilled to see the huge grin on his face. Two men were shaking his hand as he was leaving. She saw a woman behind them dabbing tears from her eyes, but looking at her pupil's ass. Arturo made it! He was going to Julliard! Then she felt a wave of sadness since he'd no longer be her student.
They went back to the hotel and before Dolores could bathe, Arturo undressed her and laid her on the bed. "I owe you," he said, "I was so relaxed that I was able to just feel the music. The tempo was exactly the same as when I..um, fucked you. Never once did I have to think about the chords, or the pedals, or anything. Then they gave me a new piece to play and I nailed it. I love you so much," he said before he pressed his face against her pussy. He didn't stop until she'd come a second time then they made love. She came twice more before he did.
Dolores was stroking the boy's face. "I've never felt more proud of anyone than I feel right now for you," she sighed, "and I love you too," she smiled.
Arturo blushed, "I shouldn't have said that. You're married."
"So? You can love someone even if I'm married or you're married. We can still express our love," she said softly. "You know, you don't need to call me Mrs. Fielding anymore. We've become more intimate than in a normal teacher-student relationship. You can call me Dolores."
"You will always be Mrs. Fielding to me. You have taught me more than any one of my teachers ever had," he said as he stroked her impressive breast.
They made love six more times before getting on the plane, then they renewed their mile-high club membership.
Two months later, they were holding each other tightly on Dolores' bed. Mr. and Mrs. Bernelli were driving their son to New York first thing in the morning. Arturo felt like crying and Dolores was kissing him and then stroking his face while wiping her own tears away.



"I'll be home on breaks," he said, "and I'll need some refresher lessons."
Dolores laughed, "When you come back from Julliard and see what a phony I am you'll want nothing to do with me."
Arturo spanked her, "Don't say that, even joking. You're always going to be the best piano teacher I'll ever have. There will be second and third best but you'll always be first in my mind."
"You're just saying that because I let you fuck me," she smiled.
"That factors in, sure but my playing took a huge leap over the last year all because of you." He stroked her face, "I did like the lessons in caressing the keys...a lot," he smiled. He took in the perfect naked woman lying next to him wondering if this would be their last time. He couldn't complain as this was the best summer a kid could have. He heard kids yelling after the sound of a bat hitting a ball and thought, 1958, a great year to be a kid.
When Arturo came back on break after six months, Dolores was pregnant. He never asked if she and Daryl finally decided to have kids or...he wondered. He wanted to ask, but when he dropped by Daryl answered the door with a huge grin. He was so excited to have a baby finally.
Then as he started touring he missed his favorite teacher until he was playing Tchaikovsky's piano concerto in b minor at Severance Hall. They'd exchanged letters, but as he was flying around the world they were never in the same city. He'd thought of her often as he played, reliving their many special moments.
He was 18 years older and when he came to the front to take his bows he saw her. She was in the front row beaming up at him and next to her was a tall lanky young man with large hands and long slender fingers. She was even more beautiful than he remembered.
They got together for coffee and Dolores explained that Daryl had died of lung cancer a few years back and she was doing great, still teaching. He wanted to ask but didn't as he knew the answer. She explained that Daryl Jr. was going to OSU though he really wanted Harvard, "but unless he gets a scholarship..." she shrugged. "He wants to be an electrical engineer, not sure what he'll do with that, something to do with computers," she sighed. "He could be a great musician but it's just a hobby for him."
"I'll make sure to schedule more concerts in Cleveland," he said as they held each other outside the coffee shop, "Blossom is beautiful in the summer," he smiled.
"And I'll get tickets if I can," she smiled. "You've gotten really expensive, you know. And tickets sell out quickly. Thank you for the ticket this evening," she said. "We both love the Cleveland Orchestra but it's not in our budget. Hearing you play was special."
"Which is why I had my manager send a pair to you," he said, "You will never pay a penny if you want to come to see me play, any city, any time," he said. He held the one woman he'd ever fallen in love with tightly as people walked around them.
A few weeks later, Dolores opened the mail and there was a cashier's check for $1,000,000. No return address, no note inside. Then a few days later an acceptance letter from Harvard came to their door even though her son never bothered applying. Why would he? All scholarship attempts had failed.
* * *
Arturo hugged the woman again and whispered, "I still love you."
Dolores kissed him on the cheek and said, "I love you too, always have."
They turned and bowed to the clapping audience and with tears exited stage right arm in arm.
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John Collins left the office feeling defeated. Just a month back, he graduated with honors from Bryan College. MBA in hand, he went from business to business assuming he'd be set for life in a rewarding career in management. He was past 'beginning to lose hope' as he pressed the elevator button.
Dawkins and Sons were far from the Fortune 500 places he started with but after being told how tight the economy was over and over, he decided to expand his search. This company looked promising as they were well funded, its P&E was solid, and he liked the area outside of the city. Christie had driven out to the area with him for good luck. Her search hadn't been any more successful, but the demand for Social Studies teachers was more promising, especially out in the suburbs.
Christie climbed out of the car, her smile fading fast as she read his body language. She knew in her heart that they'd both get jobs and that they'd settle into the lifestyle they both wanted but these initial heartbreaks were tough to get past.
John smiled ruefully as he saw his beautiful wife. She'd gone all out to look good today wanting to bolster her husband's morale. Her straight blonde hair glowed in the bright sun, her tight womanly body displayed under the snug-fitting dress, and her long shapely legs fully exposed to just below her crotch. All-out was an understatement, John thought as he came to the car.
Christie hastily pulled down the hem seeing her husband's smile after checking her out. They might be slow to get started on their careers, but that didn't dampen their ardor. She hugged him not caring if anyone saw as he stroked her ass, "next one," she said. You're too, smart, too great a guy to not get an offer."
Dale Dawkins stood looking out at the parking lot. "Jessica, who is that?" he pointed to the young man in the suit with the stunning blonde hugging him.
The CEO's EA stood next to her boss and smiled, "I'll find out. She is beautiful, isn't she?" she said as she turned away.
Dale watched until they climbed into the car before getting back to the dozens of emails requiring his attention. Jessica intercepted 99% of them but that still left hundreds per day. He was distracted by the memory of the stunning blonde in the parking lot. He pressed the intercom, "Jessica."
"The blonde is Christie Collins, 23, 5' 11", 115 pounds. She wears a size 4 dress. 36D bra size...anything else?" Jessica finished.
"Who's her husband?" Dale asked.
"Oh yeah, John Collins. Just got his MBA from Bryan College. He was being interviewed for the Level 1 management position over in Operations...you know, Ted's spot?" Jessica said. "Should I call him back in?"
"Contact Bill, if that's who interviewed him, but let's keep these two on our radar," Dale said as he released the button.
"Let's go get lunch," John sighed, "I have the interview at the Heights at 1."
"You'll get a job. Remember Dr. Nolan's advice," Christie asked, "You have the ability, the brains but without persistence, you'll never truly realize success. And never forget, the more you fail the more you learn."
"I remember. I'm so fucking smart now," he smiled.
They were on the highway heading to one of those 50's burger places when his cell buzzed. "John Collins," he said as he looked with surprise over at his wife. "Yes, sure. I'm five minutes away. We were just going to get lunch...oh, my wife Christie. Yes, thank you, sure," he smiled. "That was Bill Waters, he said they'd made a decision and if I'm interested..." he told her about the offer and the position. "Oh, and he wants to meet you," John said to his wife. "After this, we're going the Jason's rather than the burger place," he grinned.
Bill stood as John and Christie Collins were shown in. He could see why Jessica called him to let him know Mr. Dawkins was, and she quoted, 'Intrigued by John Collin's potential with the company.' John Collins married above his level, Christie was a 10, and though John was a good-looking guy he would rate as a 7. "I hope we didn't scare you off with the abrupt change of heart," he smiled as he indicated the two chairs. After the couple took the chairs, he sat behind his desk and pulled out the folder containing John's resumé and his notes. "Let me start by saying welcome to the company. I looked at my notes and as I compared them to the other candidates, I am embarrassed to admit I overlooked your impressive college record as I was focusing on experience. None of the candidates with experience have the potential I see in you, so I hope you understand," he smiled at the couple.
John shook his head, "No need. It's been the one frustrating thing in the entire job search, without experience I cannot qualify for positions that value experience," he chuckled.
"Well, it looks like you'll be able to list this experience in the future, though I'm hoping you'll not want to do that soon." Bill stood and put out his hand, "Welcome to Dawkins and Sons," he smiled.
Christie was all smiles as she took the HR Director's hand, "I'm so grateful. John is the smartest man I know and you'll be thrilled with what he can add," she said happily.
* * *
All went well for the first 6 months, John and Christie settled into their new home, and Christie was able to get a foot in the door as a substitute teacher. They attended the company get-togethers at which Christie was a hit.
She felt like every man at every party wanted to dance with her or get her a drink. John seemed oblivious which was fine with her as she was always able to kindly reject all advances...except for the dancing. She loved to dance and accepted most requests. She was impressed with how everyone treated everyone else, from the owner, Dale Dawkins, down to the mailroom guys. What made her even more comfortable was the half-dozen times Mr. Dawkins had asked her to dance, not once had he suggested anything inappropriate.
All-in-all, it looked like John and Christie Collins had found a home.
One Friday evening, John came home handing an envelope to Christie, "We're going out. We need to celebrate!"
Christie opened the envelope and gasped. "$10,000? Wow! You've been there just 6 months," she smiled.
"Look inside," John nodded at the envelope in her hand.
"A gift certificate for $100. What's Josephine's?" she asked.
"The best steakhouse in town. That will barely cover the meals but they have their beef flown in from Japan, Argentina, and other places. Get dressed up, we're going to dine out tonight," he said. "And then I plan on getting lucky."
Christie groaned, "That's it? Wine me, dine me, then fuck me? At least this time can I stay the night?" she asked.
John shook his head, "Sorry, no. I have rules. As David Bowie sang, 'Wham bam, thank you, ma'am,' he sighed.
"I do like that song, the whole album in fact," she sighed. "Ok, I'll head back home to my cats when you're done. I hope you're quicker than last time, it took you what? 10 minutes?"
John hugged his wife, "Damn! I love you. Let's go dine like the 1%ers," he grinned.
John did indeed get lucky. Christie said she'd never had a better meal and had gone down on him as soon as the valet got their car and they climbed in. She sucked his cock across town to their house. John had pulled a breast out so he could stroke her while driving with one hand. She'd never once done that and he was close to cumming when he pulled the car into the garage. She was looking up into his eyes as the garage door closed letting him know he could cum in her mouth. Another first.
John put the seat back, pulled the top of her dress down, and moaned happily as his wife bobbed her head on his cock. He needed to get more bonuses and gift cards, he thought. He pulled on a nipple as she rotated her body for better access as he felt the aching in his balls increasing. "Christie...fuck, babe...oh fuck!" he groaned as he felt the painful peak explode. This was incredible as only once before had he cum in her mouth which resulted in a hard slap.
Christie gulped down the jets of tangy cum before popping his softening cock from her mouth. She wiped her face with a grin, "Now you know what to do to get rewarded, " she smiled. "Just kidding. I think it was the bottle of wine."
* * *
Dale Dawkins pressed the intercom, "Jessica. Let Gerry know that it's time. 6 months is long enough."
"Yes, sir. I'll let him know," Jessica responded. There were times she hated her job like when Mr. Dawkins needed stress relief. She lived with the guilt of letting a man not her husband fuck her whenever he wanted wishing she could tell her husband. The worst was last month when she was under the conference table sucking his cock while the board met. Even after he came, he remained hard and she had to keep sucking. They had to know, but not one said anything though in her position she couldn't tell if anyone looked under the table.
None of that was as bad as her complicity with what she was doing now and had done to others in the past. She liked Christie Collins. She was stunningly beautiful but seemingly unaware of it and had a true smile whenever they met. She never dressed to show off but was stylishly comfortable. She picked up the phone, "Mr. Watkins. Mr. Dawkins says Road Kill is a go...yes, sir. I'll tell him." She hung up and called her boss. "It's a go. We should hear a little after five, yes sir. I'll cancel your two o'clock," she sighed knowing what was going to be required of her next.
Jessica hesitated then locked her computer and went into Dale Dawkins' office. By the time she got to the couch she was naked, the trail of her clothes on his office floor.
Dale got up from behind his desk, undoing his pants. Jessica might have been 42, but as per his instructions maintained her 105 lbs. and worked out regularly. She might have small tits, but her toned ass and tight pussy were gifts from God.
Jessica knew what he wanted and knelt on the couch then handed him the tube of gel. She hated anal but at least Dale's cock wasn't as large as her husband's. "Oh, yesss," she said dutifully as she felt the cool gel get shoved into her ass with his middle finger, "Fuck my ass, sir, give me your cock."
Dale loved how the straight-laced mother of two begged to be fucked by him. He paid her well and she was eager to show her appreciation. He lined his throbbing cock up and then pressed against the tight puckered hole.
"Ohhhhh, fuck!" Jessica said convincingly as she felt the searing pain as he popped into her. She thought back to the first time he took her ass and she'd moaned in pain. He fucked her hard and instead of cumming in her ass he pulled out and jerked off on her face. "You need to at least try to enjoy it," he said, "I don't like some bitch killing my pleasure by whining." So, every time after that regardless of the pain, she moaned happily and rubbed her pussy as if trying to cum herself. Why did she put up with this? She was making twice what any other C-Level EA was making. Mid-six figures and her husband loved how much she was paid. Twice she'd wanted to tell him what the job required but he'd cut her off telling her that as long as she was being a good employee he was happy.
"Fuck my ass, sir, cum inside me," she panted as she fingered herself. She hoped he'd cum soon as her ass hadn't fully recovered from yesterday's fucking.
The door to the office opened and Gerry Watkins came in with an envelope. "Sir, you need to sign these for Road Kill," he said as he walked over to the desk without any surprise seeing his boss fucking the married woman. "I'll have security ready before five," he said as he undid his pants. He knelt on the couch as he stroked his cock to full hardness. "Oh, nice!" he sighed as Jessica wrapped her lips around his cock and then sucked. "Damn! I was hoping for a nice blowjob when you called. I could hear your eagerness in your voice," he said as he stroked a bare tit.
Jessica hated Gerry. She could feel his paunch hitting her forehead as she took the small cock into her mouth. At least the man had almost no stamina and came within minutes every time.
Gerry felt his balls tightening again wishing he could last longer, but he suspected Dale let him have access to Jessica whenever he wanted as it barely kept her from her work. "You should get her implants," Gerry said as he pulled on an erect nub, "Great nipples, great ass, great cunt but she could use a bit more on top," he said. As he thought about Carol's tits in receiving her suddenly came. He grabbed the brunette's head and pressed his crotch against her face as he felt the intense spasms of his orgasms.
Jessica was furious the two men were suggesting she get breast implants. Her husband loved her breasts telling her more than once he hated the look of unnaturally firm breasts. She dutifully swallowed the man's disgusting-tasting cum, moaning as if he was giving her a precious gift.
Gerry pulled back and zipped up his pants. He patted the woman's head, "Thanks, Dale. She's great."
"Anytime. You've earned it. Let's talk about those implants," Dale said, "DDs, you think?" he asked as he leaned over a gripped the woman's small A-cup breasts.
Jessica couldn't believe they'd want to modify her body without consulting her, but she knew when Dale set his mind on something there was no disputing him. She was trying to come up with how to tell her husband as the stinging faded in her ass. She slowed down her rubbing as she heard Dale's breathing change along with his ball sack tighten up.
Dale closed his eyes as he leaned against the woman's back and gasped loudly, "Fuck! I'm...oh, God!" he said as he felt the first spurt of cum shoot up his throbbing cock.
Gerry was sitting to the side smiling as his oldest friend came inside the married woman's ass. He lost count years ago how many girls and women they'd used freely. There always seemed to be leverage they could use to get what they wanted. They'd had supermodels, flight attendants, mothers, and even a pair of nuns in Jersey. That was a great night. He watched the couple disengage, his eyes glued to Jessica as she got dressed. He knew Date was going to trade her in soon even though she still was in great shape. Perhaps implants would get her another couple of years but it won't be long.
Jessica got quickly dressed and looked at her boss, "Anything else I can get you, sir? Either of you?" she asked.
"No. That's all," Dale said as he went over to his desk. He pulled the cards out of the envelope and sighed, "100?"
Gerry nodded and got up. "I can come back."
Dale didn't say anything, just scribbled his signature on each one. He ignored his friend who got up and left the office.
That afternoon, John slid his laptop into his backpack, turned off his desk lamp, and headed for the lobby. He joined the line of employees waiting as two security guards checked their bags. "What are they looking for," he asked the guy in front of him.
The man shrugged, "No clue. It's pretty quick though." he said.
They shuffled forward then John plopped his bag on the table. The security guard checking his bag was the older guy. He pulled an envelope out, opened it then signaled the other guard. "We got it. Let's let these people by. Mr. Collins, please come with us."
John was baffled. What was the envelope, what was in it, and how did it get in his laptop bag? He felt dozens of eyes on him as he was led back to a conference room. He saw familiar faces with looks of bafflement, disgust, surprise, and even hatred. 'What is that envelope?' he thought. 'What will Christie say?'
He was placed in a chair with two security guards standing by the door. He felt his bowels loosen seeing the looks on their faces.
"Sit!" Dale Dawkins said as he walked in. John had started to get up but plopped back down. "We gave you a bonus and you liked it so much you decided to take all of them?" he slapped the envelope onto the table. It was now inside a plastic bag...evidence bag?
John looked at it again wondering what was in the envelope. The envelope looked like the one he'd given to Tim but that was with a folded letter in it. This had perhaps a 1/2" of something.
Gerry Watkins came in and shook his head, "Why the fuck?" He walked around and looked down at the man, "We pay you well. We've treated you like family and this is what you do?"
John finally found his voice, "What? What is that? I swear to you I've never touched it, never seen it before. I have no idea how it got into my bag?"
Dale looked at a guard, "Ask Jessica to bring the video," he sighed.
John looked even more confused. He didn't have to wait long before the CEO's EA came in with a USB stick. She put it into a device, turned on the flat screen, and hit play. It was John's car and he realized it was a traffic cam. He never even noticed the red light, but his face was clear.
"Your license plate was obscured but the police saw the company parking sticker and sent this over to Gerry. Is that your wife sucking your cock, or a piece on the side?" Dale asked.
John shook his head, 'how the fuck?' "Um, that Christie...my wife. We were celebrating," he said lamely.
"I thought your wife was blonde?" Dale tapped the screen, "she looks like a brunette to me. Nice tit though," he said. He rued the grainy video and while it clearly showed John's face, his wife's tit was in shadow but looked huge.
"It's her. I'd never..." John said.
"Let's call her. I'd like to clear that up. We can't have our people ruining our reputation as a family values company with you getting caught with some whore," Dale said.
"I have her number here," Gerry said opening a folder.
John wanted to protest but she'd find out something was in his backpack that was valuable anyhow. After Gerry called Christie John blurted out, "What is it? What's in the envelope?"
Dale sighed, "They always ask that. 'I never saw that before,' or, 'Someone must have put it in my bag.' Just sit there. I'm sure you have no doubt what you tried to take from us," he sighed, "We've treated you well, haven't we?" He pulled out a chair and sat.
They sat in silence for 35 minutes until Jessica came in with a worried-looking Christie.
"What's going on," she looked down at her halter top and yoga pants, "I was on my way to the gym when I got the call. Are you ok?" she asked her husband. She came over and hugged him. Then she stood and gasped. The image on the screen showed her head buried in John's lap. "How? Where?" she asked.
"Sit. Let's get this started," Gerry said as he stood. "We were asked to identify the individual who crashed a red light last week. We have a great relationship with the police. They saw this," he pointed to the parking sticker. "This was over by Broadway and 17th. Is this you?" he asked Christie. He looked at the woman feeling a rush. She looked good the few times he'd seen her before, but her current outfit left little to the imagination. Paint would have covered more.
Christie blushed and nodded.
Dale looked at the girl then back at the grainy image, "Are you just saying that to protect your husband? First, this looks like a brunette," he pointed to the girl's hair, "and, pardon me for saying this, you look to have bigger breasts." He looked straight at Christie's Ds.
The blonde put her hands over her thin top and shook her head, "Look. That's me. John's hand is covering...what is this about? I would never be called in just for a traffic violation. It's my fault if John was distracted, but he took me out to a great restaurant and I was feeling...you know," she said softly.
Dale nodded, "Ok. That's the problem apparently. You were so appreciative of going to Josephine's John wanted more of that." He nodded to a security guard.
The older man put on latex gloves then opened the plastic bag and pulled out the envelope. He reached in and pulled out a stack of cards and fanned them out.



John recognized them. The Josephine gift cards. He shook his head, "I didn't..."
"Can it. We'll let the police check the envelope for fingerprints and DNA, which sucks," Dale snapped, "They'll keep these gift certificates as evidence and we probably will never get them back. He looked at Gerry who nodded. They made sure that they used the envelope that John had used and licked.
John stood up, "Then check it. I never touched that envelope. I'd never ever steal!" he said.
The second security guard came over and stood by John ready to grab him if he tried anything.
Dale sighed, "We'll let the police work that out. There are 100 $100 gift certificates in here. $10,000, grand theft, a felony. 3 years in prison, and a huge fine. I hope you thought it would be worth it," he leered at the stunning blonde. Then he smiled, "Hell, I might have done the same thing if," he pointed at the screen. "I hope you have a good job," he said to Christie. "Gerry, call back Lt. Sampson and tell him we have the guy who crashed the red light plus an attempted theft of company property."
"Wait, don't do that," Christie stood with her hand up, "Let's talk about this first. I know John. He'd never...I mean, I guess he crashed the light, but he'd never steal. I've known him since kindergarten," she said.
"What's there to talk about?" Dale asked. "We can't let things like this slide. Sure we have the certificates back but these things can't go unpunished. Tom, take him back to security. We'll call Sampson. Don't hurt him but no sense treating him with kid gloves if he does anything," Dale said firmly.
Christie was able to hug her husband quickly before the two uniformed men roughly dragged him away. She was left with the two executives looking unsure of herself.
"Gerry, escort Mrs. Collins out. Damn! I hate to turn these over to the cops. You know we'll find most of these missing by the time we get them back," he said.
Gerry shook his head, "Worse, these have a one-year expiration. These are a write-off." He looked at the woman and back at Dale as if he just had a thought, "perhaps John's wife could renegotiate our response," he smiled evilly.
Christie shook her head, "No way. I'm not sleeping with you to get John out of something he never would do," she said angrily.
"Sit down and let me show you something," Gerry said in an almost kindly voice. The image of Christie sucking her husband's cock went away and he found the file he wanted. It showed John in line waiting to leave. He calmly plopped his bag on the table and then stood by as if waiting to get it back so he could leave. He showed nothing when the guard pulled out the envelope, just looked confused. Then as he was led away, he seemed more concerned with how the people around him were reacting. "No protest, no look of surprise," he said. "It's like he knew he'd be caught."
Dale came over and sat on the conference table next to the beautiful girl. He could sense she was wavering, but then again, they always did. "You can make things a lot easier for your husband at little cost to either of you."
Christie felt panic. If she agreed to what they were suggesting, she'd just be another whore, but if she didn't he'd not only go to jail but who'd ever hire him again? She sighed, "Ok, if I do to you what I did for John?" she nodded at where the image had been.
Dale smiled, "It would delay the phone call to the police and open negotiations," he said. "Shall we head up to my office and start the talks?"
Christie felt like crying but she stood and nodded. It can't be that bad, just suck them off and maybe let them each screw her, she thought. John can never know though...ever. She walked through the empty building as everyone had gone for the day feeling even more vulnerable. They took the elevator to the top floor, past his EA who looked pityingly at her and went into the CEO's office.
Dale and Gerry both loosened their ties and sat on the couch. They looked expectantly at the beautiful woman. "Ok, convince us we shouldn't call the cops," Dale said firmly. He was studying the woman's body and couldn't see any flaws.
Christie hesitated then came over and started to kneel. Gerry put a hand out and shook his head, "Don't play coy. You know what we want first," he said, his eyes flicking between her large breasts and her skin-tight yoga pants.
Christie sighed and stood. She peeled off her top, then after hesitating her sports bra. Her thumbs went under the waistband of her tights when Dale stood and told her to stop.
He went behind the girl, cupped her huge breasts, and smiled over her shoulder. "These are spectacular." He pulled in her nipples feeling a rush hearing the girl softly moan. He pinched harder while pressing his growing cock against her ass.
Gerry got up and pulled her tights off, "Fuck! No panties," he said, "This little slut was trolling for cock at the gym."
Christie wanted to protest, but a fat finger pressed into her wet pussy and the CEO was doing things to her nipples no one had ever done before. She felt her knees get weak and let herself be turned and placed on the couch.
Gerry pulled her shoes off then her tights. As he was doing that, Dale was undressing. Soon all three were completely naked and the blonde was between two 60-year-old men who were exploring her body that only John and her physicians had ever seen or touched. She wanted to flee, wanted to push their hands away but for no logical reason at all her nipples and clit felt hundreds of times more sensitive than ever. She'd opened her legs to Gerry's fat fingers and put her head back as Dale attacked her nipples with his mouth and hand. Without realizing it, she found a hard cock in each hand, stroking them, rubbing the leaking precum into the shafts.
"Ass or cunt?" Gerry asked Dale.
The CEO popped a nipple out of his mouth, "I always take the ass. I'll let you have it this time. I want to try out this cunt. Christie? Are you on the pill? Fuck it, who cares?" He lifted the girl onto his lap, pleasantly surprised the girl gripped his cock and guided him inside her. "Oh, fuck! Nice cunt!" he moaned.
Christie hated that his cock felt good, but she'd been curious for years about how other cocks might feel. He wasn't as big as John but he still felt good...no, he felt great. She closed her eyes while bouncing on the man's cock, her nipple again between the man's lips. At first, she was going to go through the motions but her body was thrumming with the stimulations and the situation. As she felt things build up inside, a slick finger entered her ass. She knew what that was, a lube getting her ass ready. She'd never had anal nor had John ever wanted it but she'd decided to let these men do what they want so she leaned forward making access to her rear easier.
Gerry grinned as he lined up his lubed cock against the girl's ass.
John was sitting in the guard's room, his stomach in knots. "Can I go to the restroom? I'm not going to run," he said. He wondered what Christie was thinking as she drove home. He felt relief being allowed to go to the bathroom as he'd felt like he might soil his pants for some time.
After getting back to the guard's room he wondered how long before the police arrived. He couldn't be charged as no way were his fingerprints on the envelope, but then again all his fellow workers would be looking at him. He wanted to call his wife, and try to explain but what could he say other than he didn't do it?
Christie gritted her teeth as the man's cock popped into her ass. This is why she never had any desire to do anal, she thought.
Gerry didn't waste time humping the girl's perfect ass slamming his cock repeatedly into her rectum. He wanted to grab those incredible tits but Dale was enthralled with them, a hand crushing the right one and his mouth pressed against the left. He felt the aching rise just thinking about those huge mounds and the brief feel he had.
The stinging was just fading when Christie heard the older man groan and press himself hard against her ass. She almost could feel the spurts of cum get shot into her rectum.
Gerry wished he could last longer but he knew there'd be dozens if not hundreds of opportunities to fuck this woman. He pulled out and walked carefully back to the bathroom.
Dale kissed the girl, pleased that she kissed back. She was more aroused than he'd thought as she panted into his mouth, her pelvis rocking rapidly on his cock. He rolled both their bodies over so he was on top of her between her open legs. He felt powerful, felt like he owned this normally unobtainable slut. His pelvis was a blur as he pistoned into her sopping cunt and just as he felt himself peak, the girl cried out and they came together.
Christie was lying on her back panting, cum leaking out of her holes as she watched both men get dressed. She felt languid, disassociated with her body at first, but then she became aware of what she'd just done. She cupped her crotch and rolled off the couch. When she came back from cleaning up, she couldn't meet their eyes. This was supposed to be just a blowjob, at least at first but she let them do to her what they wanted. It wasn't just that she destroyed her bargaining position but she also came across as a willing whore, easily used. The men had already dressed and were sitting, Dale behind his desk and Gerry in one of the two chairs in front of the desk. The other chair had Dale's EA holding a steno pad. Christie hadn't caught her name.
"Sorry. Out of chairs, no, don't get dressed," Dale ordered. "You can stand right there." He pointed to the spot centered in front of his desk between the two chairs.
Christie felt more naked now than when both men fucked her. She then felt cum running down her inner thigh and was fully aware her nipples were achingly erect. Did she like this?
Dale nodded, "Ok, you convinced me to show some leniency with your husband. What do you have to offer to not get him arrested and thrown in jail?" he asked.
Christie quelled her feelings of vulnerability, "Why do you have 100 $100 gift certificates, isn't that a lot?" she asked.
Dale shook his head, "That's just a month's supply. We worked out a deal with the top restaurant in the city, if we get 100 they charge us just $75 each. We give those to our valued customers, employees as bonuses...you know the drill," he said.
"So, this is a one-month supply. I'll tell you what," she said trying to sound firm, "I'll be available to you for a month, you can do what you want whenever you want," she said.
Dale laughed, "fuck that. Gerry, call over to the station so we can go home. I thought blondie here was going to be serious."
"Six months. I'll be your sex toy for six months" she blurted out.
"Three years. You'll be available to me and to anyone I tell you to service for three years." Dale said firmly.
Christie shook her head, "Six months, John keeps his job and you tell him someone delivered the certs to the wrong desk and you're sorry. And I'll fuck everyone here if that's what you want," she blushed. "John's reputation here is shot. I saw the looks on those people's faces. You know him, he'd never steal. The man is the most honest person I know."
"Three years and you'll open your legs for anyone I say, man or woman, and," he sighed, "we'll let him stay but I'm not apologizing." Dale felt his cock throb thinking about how eager the delegation from Japan was going to be to sign the contract.
"That's absurd. Never mind then. Let's let the justice system work this out," Christie said. She turned and went to get her yoga pants and tops.
"18 months, John keeps his job, I'll publicly apologize and send out a memo exonerating him. You are mine, no questions, no excuses for the next 18 months." Dale said firmly.
"Bullshit. Again, let's let the justice system work it out." She looked at the envelope, "You'll be out $7,500 since as you said, the cops will help themselves or the trial will drag on so long these will expire." She shook her head and started to pull on her sports bra.
"One year. As you said, the certificates expire in a year," he took a pen and opened the envelope to check the date, "May 18th next year. That's the expiration date and the end of your commitment."
The blonde stopped with the bra just above her perfect breasts, "Ok. So John never finds out you need to hire me. Tell him I'll be assisting in customer meetings or whatever but how else will I explain my absences in the evenings and I assume on weekends?" she said. "I'll be your whore for one year, I'll do whoever you tell me to do, you exonerate him by sending out a memo and," she pointed to the envelope, "give him a couple of these as a show of your regret how all this came down."
"Fuck! I should hire you as a negotiator," Dale said. "I'll do it on one condition. You suck us off before you go as a sign of good faith." He stood and unzipped his pants.
Jessica got up but Dale stopped her, "all of us," he said. Jessica can be first so she can go type up the agreement." He patted the desk, "Take off your clothes and open your legs for our newest employee," Dale said gleefully.
Jessica hesitated, first of all as she wasn't into women but also seeing the microexpression of disgust on the blonde's face. The girl had never done that before, it was plain as day. She slipped the dress off her shoulders and stepped out of the puddled garment, reached behind to undo the bra, and then pulled her panties off. She looked over at the CEO as she got up on the desk. She didn't like that look. It was bad enough that he a Gerry used her whenever they wanted but introducing kink into her job made her shudder.
"Take that damn bra off, I want you naked," Dale ordered.
Christie pulled the sports bra back off, then knelt between the older woman's legs. She'd kissed girls and once made out with her roommate Kim in college where they french kissed and felt each other up, but when Kim wanted to do more she stopped it. She'd often wondered if she would have enjoyed it. Jessica's pussy was swollen, perhaps listening to the negotiations, or for another reason, but she stopped hesitating and pressed her mouth onto the fleshy lips.
Dale got fully naked, unlike earlier when he simply dropped his pants. He came around grinning at his friend and roughly grabbed a huge tit. "I'm thinking we take Christie in when we get Jessica her implants. Show them what we want," he said.
Gerry pulled off his clothes and nodded, "I like that idea. These are perfect. By the way, the Japanese..."
Dale nodded, "Way ahead of you. We're putting them up at the Sheraton so we'll send over a welcome basket. Christie, plan on being out of town for three days next week. You'll be helping the delegation from Japan relax, got it?" he grinned. He came around and pulled Jessica's head around.
The EA opened her mouth dutifully and sucked on the older man's cock. She was easily able to deep-throat him but was distracted as the blonde was hitting her spots perfectly. She seemed to know how much and how often to gently lick and suck on her clit. Then Gerry came over and offered her his cock. She hated sucking this guy's cock as he often came without warning in her mouth, then held her face against him until she swallowed.
Christie hated the taste, not just because this was a woman, but because she could taste ejaculate. These men must have fucked this woman recently. She wanted to get this over as soon as possible but in her own experience, all the stimulation needed to be gradually increased. She then felt Dale's cock slide into her pussy and involuntarily let out a moan.
Gerry felt his balls ache and pulled out of Jessica's mouth. He wished for once he could last more than a few minutes but he'd never found anything that worked. He stood back jealously watching his friend slam against that tight ass and Jessica looking flushed. He saw her nipples were more erect than he remembered and reached over to pull on them.
Jessica had never cum while being used by Gerry or Dale but her nipples felt like they were on fire as they were pinched and pulled. She was lifting her ass off the desk as the aching rapidly increased. The girl knew what to do as she pinched her lips around her clit, flicking her tongue rapidly on the aroused nub. "Oh, God!" she cried as the room spun. Even her husband had never given her anything like this. "Yes, yes, yes, yessss," she panted as the waves of pleasure crashed through her.
Christie kept licking until the older woman went limp. Then she was barely able to take a breath when Gerry pulled her over and shoved his cock into her mouth. The girl didn't dislike sucking cock, but hated when guys came in her mouth...or more specifically, John. She'd been with just one man in her 24 years and she smacked John the one time he came in her mouth without warning. She had the smaller cock in her mouth for just a minute when she got the second load ever.
Gerry had been close and seeing those beautiful lips stretch around his cock was all he needed. He grabbed her head and held her against his crotch as he emptied his balls down her throat. "Oh, fuck! That's it, babe, swallow all of it."
Christie complied, swallowing cum for the first time in her life. First anal, first pussy, first swallowing,' she thought. She was going to kill John if he truly was trying to steal these certs, she thought. The man's cum tasted foul as if he'd had a lot of garlic for lunch but she dutifully made him happy.
Gerry stepped back, a grin on his face, "Fuck! You're going to be in demand over the next year," he said.
Dale pulled out of the girl's tight pussy and came around and sat on the edge of his desk.
Jessica got dressed and looked sadly back at the girl who did not fake it as she'd learned to do. She did have nice boobs, though. As dreadful as getting implants sounded, having those assets might make her husband happy, but then she rethought that. He'd be pissed. She left the office to type up the agreement. She finished the document leaving the salary and other stipulations blank. She went back in just as she heard her boss groan happily as he came in the girl's mouth.
"Oh, fuck! That's it, swallow it all like a good little whore," he groaned.
Christie dutifully swallowed the man's cum thinking at least this tasted better than Gerry's. Then when the man pulled his cock out of her throat, she sat back on her heels and wiped her face. The combined taste of pussy and two cocks was almost enough to make her want to throw up. She got up and headed for the bathroom but Dale stopped her.
"Hang on, let's see what Jessica drew up." He took the copies and scanned them, then nodded. He scribbled in a salary amount and a title then signed it. He pushed the paper over to the girl, "Here. Sign here, initial here, and here."
Christie looked it over, a sharp pain in her stomach considering the ramifications of what she negotiated. Could this be worse than what John might have to go through in prison? She sighed. You make your bed, you sleep in it, her mother always told her. She never thought it would be so literal...though being in a bed might be best case scenario. She signed it and then initialed it. She slid the paper back over. "Ok, done. I'm your whore for a year," she sighed.
"Sir. You will address me, both of us as sir. Got it?" he said firmly. "And you'll be back here tomorrow at five sharp. Wear just a dress, nothing else."
"Yes, um, sir," Christie stammered. She'd never called anyone sir in her life. She started to go into the bathroom but Dale stopped her.
"No. Get dressed and go. Jessica will escort you out. After you leave, I'll call Security, and tell them we cleared John and he's free to leave. Tomorrow I'll send out a company-wide memo exonerating your husband." He looked at the girl as she grabbed her sports bra again, "Look at me. You gave us a blank check and if you try to ever back out," he pointed at the two diagonal corners, "we have you willingly giving yourself to us and we'll make sure these tapes find their way onto the internet if you even slightly hesitate, got it?"



Christie nodded, "Yes, I mean, Yes, sir. Can I go now, sir?"
"Go. We'll see you tomorrow, at 5 PM, and no sex with your husband tonight. I want a fresh cunt without his...you know. Now get the fuck out of my office."
Jessica waited until the girl was fully dressed and led her out of the office. As they headed down the elevator she stopped Christie from saying anything. Then as they came down to the lobby, she smiled and said, "I'll walk you to your car. It always makes me nervous when the lot is empty."
Halfway across the lot, Jessica stopped the girl. "You want to get out of this?" she asked quietly.
Christie looked surprised, 'Yes, what?"
"Smile and look like I told you a joke. There are no microphones here, but the entire building has the latest state-of-the-art surveillance equipment." She looked meaningfully at the girl.
Christie laughed, then had a look of hope on her face, "how? I mean, is there a way to see if anyone...?" she asked.
"Come in tomorrow at 9 am. Mr. Dawkins will be out of the office until noon. I'll have the guard call me down. I know the guy who is in the security room in the morning. He's...let's say if you want to get something out of using your body he is your guy," she smiled. "Now hug me and get in your car and head home. I'll delay John so you can shower and get presentable. I'm sorry about all this," she said.
Christie's look of hope changed, then she asked, "You could lose your job. Are you sure you want to help me?" she asked.
Jessica nodded, "I've been where you are, been a whore for those two for 12 years. I think it's time to find whatever self-respect I might still have buried deep inside me," she chuckled, "I'm going to tell you something. I've faked perhaps a thousand orgasms with those guys and until today I never had a real one," she ran a finger over the blonde's lips, "until you went down on me." she said. "You're very good at that."
Christie smiled, "I never did that before but I'm glad I did something right," she chuckled, "maybe that can get me a permanent teaching job. The superintendent over at the high school I substitute is a woman."
Jessica chuckled and hugged the girl, "Tomorrow, 9 AM."
Christie did have time to shower and clean up. She ordered out from the local Thai restaurant as there was no time to cook. John arrived home soon after looking beaten down. She hugged him and told him to sit down.
She poured him a beer, and herself a glass of wine. "I talked to Mr. Dawkins and Mr. Watkins and asked why they thought you would have stolen the certs. I suggested that it was more logical that someone accidentally put the certs in your bag, thinking it was theirs. Plus if this were to go to trial, they'd never get those back. Anyhow I convinced them to issue an apology to everyone telling them your being held was all a mistake," she smiled, "Isn't that great? Oh, and apparently I'm a good negotiator. They want me to take a part-time job there, something in customer relations."
John smiled at first, then looked concerned, "Um, did they make you...did you have to have sex with them?" he asked tentatively.
Christie had anticipated the question, "Do you really want to know?" she asked, "I did what was necessary to get you out of whatever that was," she said softly.
John shook his head and hugged his wife, "I'm sorry. I swear to you I never took those. I'd never do anything like that."
"I know you wouldn't. If I thought you'd done it I'd have let the police take you but I knew you had to be framed by someone. You need to watch your back. Are there guys there that want your job or feel threatened by you?" she asked.
John was thinking about it when the car pulled up with their meals. After eating, Christie remembered she'd got two of the certs and pulled them out. "They knew they overreacted and gave me two of the certificates to Josephines, so maybe we got some good out of it," she smiled.
She was relieved John was too tired or too bothered knowing she'd had to do something to get him off so they didn't have any sex that night.
The next morning, Christie showed up and as promised, the guard greeted her and asked her to wait. She sat for just a few minutes before standing as Jessica came into the lobby. She signed the girl in explaining that she was getting hired on as a Customer Relations Liason.
Jessica had her hang the visitor badge around her neck and then headed to the elevators. They went down to the basement. This was stark and cold. They reached the end of the hallway and Jessica scanned her badge, then punched a code. The reader turned green and she opened the door.
Greg Smith had been surfing porn when he heard the door buzz. He quickly closed the browser and turned slightly to see who was coming in. It had been weeks since anyone came down here except during shift changes.
Jessica saw how the man was sitting and thought, 'Perfect, he's trying to hide his erection.' "Hey Greg, this is Christine, she'll be starting here soon and I'm giving her a tour."
Christine put out a hand which was ignored. She'd rarely seen a larger human being. She had no idea how tall he was, but the man filled the desk chair and must have weighed over 300 pounds. She then noticed the large tent in his pants, even though he barely turned to greet them.
Greg shook his head, "You know no one is allowed in here except for a few," he said.
Jessica reached over and reopened Firefox. 'More than perfect,' she smiled. On the screen was a busty blonde getting skewered by a large black man. "And you know you're not supposed to be surfing porn. Christie, do you think this is appropriate behavior for someone protecting the company's assets?" she asked.
"I...I wasn't...I was just looking, you know?" the man stammered.
"Tut, tut, tut," Jessica said, "Don't lie to me." She clicked back on the browser and video after video popped up. "You like blondes, Greg? I'll make a deal with you. I need to review our coverage around the building, you know, nothing in the restrooms, or executive conference room. You know what I mean. Why don't you show Christie your break room? I'll come and get you when I'm done. I know you're not allowed to leave your post but I won't say a word about this to anyone and you'll forget we were even here. Deal?" she asked sweetly.
Greg groaned and nodded. He stood with his hands trying to cover up his throbbing erection but between the videos and a woman who looked even hotter than the porn stars, he couldn't control his reaction.
Christie took his arm, pressing her breast against him. "I hope there's a comfortable place to sit and talk," she said softly. "Since I'm going to be starting here I'd like to get to know the most critical people here." He was tall. She was tall herself at almost 6', but he was a good 8" taller than she was.
"There's a couch. It's a nice one," the man said thinking how incredible it would be to at least kiss this goddess.
They sat down, Christie right next to the man. He was still trying to cover his crotch and she chuckled, "Are you trying to hide something?" she asked. She stroked his thigh then pulled his hands off what looked like a foot-high tent. "Wow! That must be painful," she said softly. "Show me. I've never seen one that size unless you are padding it."
Greg shook his head, "I shouldn't. What if someone comes down here?" he asked.
Christie gripped the shaft through his pants. "How often do people come down here?" she asked. Then she undid his buckle then unzipped him. He moaned as she freed his cock. She gasped seeing how huge it was. She looked at him and then over at the door, "Your call. Do I keep going or do you think someone will be coming through that door?" she asked.
"Keep going. No one ever comes down here," he said breathlessly.
Christie stood and pulled her dress off. She was completely naked under it. She then straddled his thighs and stroked his cock. Jessica had told her she needed to distract the guard for maybe a full hour as going through the hundreds of hours of videos looking for whoever planted the gift certificates in John's bag will take a while. Even with both hands, she couldn't cover his entire length. He was leaking tons of precum making her stroking easier. "You can touch me," she said to the man. His eyes were fixed on her breasts. She moaned as two of the largest hands she'd ever seen completely covered her breasts. "Wow! I'll bet you have no problem palming a basketball," she said.
Greg was in heaven. This was better than any of the videos. Her tits were so soft yet firm and she was stroking his cock with those soft hands. Then she crawled off his lap and ran her tongue up his aching shaft. She had to open her jaw wide to accommodate the flared head. Soon she was bobbing on his cock impressed she could take 1/3 of him into her mouth. She hoped he wouldn't cum soon since Jessica said an hour and perhaps she jumped the gun a bit. She looked up at him and he had his head back, mouth open breathing heavily. She popped his cock out of her mouth, "you can cum in my mouth if you can get it up again to fuck me," she said. I love the taste of cum but if you don't think you can recover I'll skip right to you fucking me," she purred.
Greg smiled and nodded, "Don't you worry about that. I've gone 10 times in a night before."
"Good, I was hoping you were a stud. Fuck! Your cock is huge!" she said. In the back of her mind, she hoped John would never find out what she did for him, especially since this wasn't terrible. She took his cock back in her mouth and stroked his balls as she tried to suck on 1/2 his cock.
Jessica found the folder containing the videos from yesterday and for the third floor. She found a series all directed from the northeast corner. There was John Collins' desk, though she couldn't see his laptop bag. She fast-forwarded through the first hour, then the second. She wondered how Christie was doing. The girl was a trooper, especially how she was with her boos and Gerry Watkins. She'd wondered many a time what Greg's cock might do to her and not in a bad way.
Christie felt the huge balls tighten and listened to his breathing. She was close to getting the third load of cum in her mouth in the last 24 hours and found she was looking forward to it. She'd already swallowed what seemed like a pint of precum and sucked harder as the man began softly moaning. She looked up into his eyes as she took as much of him as she could and was gifted with a hot jet of cum against the back of her throat.
Greg was gripping the girl's tit as he came. As the girl licked the last of his cum from his pulsing shaft he hoped he didn't bruise her. He flopped back feeling better than he had in years.
Christie sat back and wiped her mouth. This guy's cum wasn't bad, wasn't bad at all. Plus he came tons more than any guy she'd ever seen. She climbed up and again straddled him. He wasn't shy about kissing her and soon they were grinding their naked bodies against each other.
Jessica found it! Gerry came through the door from the elevators, looked around seeing everyone was away from their desks. They must have had an all-hands meeting down the hall. The man went over to John's desk, looked around once more then pulled the envelope from his inside pocket and stuffed it into the outer zipped compartment of the laptop bag. "That fucker!" she breathed. Then she watched him go. She wanted to see where he went and if Mr. Dawkins was involved. Did she have time? She looked at the live feeds from around the building and found the basement break room.
Christie was wrapped around the huge man who was in the middle of the floor bouncing her on his cock. Her head was thrown back with a look of abject pleasure on her face. Jessica smiled thinking she'd have to take advantage of Greg's gift before she left the company. She clicked a few buttons and deleted the videos covering the time Christie was with Greg. She had time so she went through the videos for the hallways and floors tracking Gerry's destination.
Christie was coming down from her third orgasm having no idea more than one was possible. At first, the huge cock was painful entering her and then pushing against her cervix, but she must have gotten used to him and felt him slam hard into her delivering jolts of pure pleasure.
Greg had never been with a more beautiful woman fully clothed let alone naked and fucking her. Then few women could take all of his cock which made fucking like walking on eggshells. This blonde was eager and horny as hell. She was doing most of the work raising and lowering herself onto his cock, crying out every 10 minutes or so that she was cumming.
'There! I knew it!' Jessica smiled. There was Gerry and Dale in the lunch room. She made a copy of the video happy the audio was perfectly clear. This was all about getting Christie to be their whore. She was disgusted with the entire sordid plan as she put the pieces together. She pulled the USB and then checked the breakroom. Christie was bent over the arm of the couch and Greg was slamming hard against her ass. He was also bent over the woman, his huge hands gripping her tits. Jessica's hand slid between her legs as she watched the couple. Damn! She wished it were her getting fucked by the man. She could see a good 10" of slick shaft exposed between each powerful thrust. She was just thinking how great that must feel when the girl came again.
Christie ground her ass against the man as she came. She reached between her legs stroking Greg's balls sensing he was close. "Cum, cum inside me. Damn, your cock feels good," she moaned.
Greg had been holding out wanting to make this once-in-a-lifetime fuck last but she did say she was a new hire. Perhaps this wasn't a once-in-a-lifetime fuck but a weekly bonus. It was strange seeing her innocent look and the wedding ring but that wasn't his problem. "Oh, fuck! I'm going to cum," he groaned.
Christie torqued her pelvis against the huge fat cock and panted, "Go on, cum inside me." She saw Jessica standing in the doorway, one hand up her dress as the large man grunted loudly with each jet of sperm inside her pussy.
The couple collapsed onto the couch, Greg looking over as he heard the soft clapping. He pulled out not trying to cover up his slick firehose and grabbed his clothes.
"Christie, I was just taking you around to meet the people here. I hope this is not how you greet all the men," she smiled. She looked over at the security guard, "I might come back and have lunch with you someday if that's alright with you," she said with her eyes glued to the fat snake dangling between his legs.
Christie kissed the man, "I hope to chat with you again," she said. She stood and pulled her dress over her head, then went over to the kitchenette sink, grabbed napkins, and cleaned her crotch as best she could.
Jessica took Christie into one of the hotel offices, took out her laptop, and plugged in the USB stick. She hit play on the various videos watching for Christie's reaction. When she was done, the blonde stood with her fists clenched.
"Are you fucking kidding me?" They hired John because they wanted me to whore myself out? This was just the big plan all along?" she sputtered.
Jessica nodded, "This is all we need for a huge lawsuit against them." She then pulled out a folder and handed it to the girl, "Here's the transcript of a phone conversation. I saved the tape of the call which you'll need." She looked down at her hands and when she looked up she had tears in her eyes, "I'm sorry. I helped arrange your husband's hiring fully aware of their plans for you. It has haunted me for months by seeing what they did to you yesterday was too much." She sighed and took the girl's hands, "When you sue you can name me as a co-conspirator."
Christie shook her head, "Nope, not happening." She hugged the woman, "I know what they've been doing to do. They now want to get you implants?" she said. "Is that what you want?"
Jessica shook her head, "No way. I like these," she cupped her small breasts, "I would love to live for a day or two with those," she nodded at Christie's chest, "but I see back pain in your future." She looked at the girl again, "I suggest we get over to a lawyer but you might have to..."
"Open my legs for the assholes this afternoon," Christie sighed. "I want to fuck them over but without John ever knowing. It would kill him if he knew," she said softly.
"Then let's do some research," Jessica said, "Find what kinds of settlements are won in these types of cases."
The two women got busy and found tons of both trials and out-of-court settlements. They printed out a few and compiled two folders.
* * *
Jessica escorted Christie into Mr. Dawkins' office. She outdid herself. The blonde got off the elevator wearing a London Fog raincoat which wasn't unusual as it was raining.
Both Dale and Gerry were sitting on the couch holding glasses of whiskey. "Jessica, you can go. We'll take care of Mrs. Collins," Dale grinned as he accentuated the word Mrs.
Jessica hesitated then turned and left. She'd wanted to stall but couldn't think how. She closed the door and went over to her desk.
"So, right on time," Dale said. "Would you like a drink? No? Take your coat off and make yourself at home," he chuckled, "I anticipate you'll be spending a lot of time here."
Christie hesitated then decided to get on with it. She undid the belt on the raincoat and then shrugged it off. She didn't bother picking it up when it slid to the floor and just stood facing the two older men.
"I'm impressed. I'd assumed you'd act the shy innocent girl but you're a whore at heart," Dale said. He looked at Gerry, "They all are eventually, just need to find their price he smiled." He stood and came over looking at the woman's spectacular body. She came prepared to be fucked as she had just stockings and garters underneath the coat. He cupped her breasts and then pulled roughly on her nipples.
Christie had hoped for a reprieve but flinched back as the man pinched her. Then she resigned herself to what was to come as he pushed her to her knees.
Gerry came over as both men yanked open their pants and pulled out their cocks. The blonde had a cock in each hand stroking them, looking up as if not knowing what to do. Dale growled, "Go on. You know the deal."
Just as Christie was wrapping her lips around his cock, the door opened and Jessica stepped in holding an envelope.
"I told you to go home. Dammit! We're not to be disturbed for the next three hours," Dale yelled. This was killing the nice feeling of his employee's wife sucking his cock.
Then two men followed Jessica in. "Stop. Mrs. Collins, you can get up and get dressed. Mr. Dawkins, we'll see you in court," the taller man said.
"I tried to stop them, Mr. Dawkins, "but they have a court order against you and Mr. Watkins," she looked at the envelope, "Conspiracy to Commit Sexual Assault, it says," she looked at the two men as if shocked. "That's a felony," she said.
"Let me see that," Dale said as he waddled over, his pants still around his ankles. "Gerry, call my lawyer." He read the letter and then looked around, "videos? What videos?" he asked.
Jessica read her letter, "They have tapes of you and Mr. Watkins framing John Collins to...here's the transcript, 'Let's get that wife of his to beg us to let him go. She'll whore herself out to keep him from jail. Fuck, she's gorgeous and we'll be able to use her, when's the Japanese delegation coming to town?'" She paused, "There's more, do you want me to read it?"
Dale grabbed the sheet and looked at it, "How the fuck?" he said. "Who? Fuck! Heads are going to roll," he said as he tore the sheet up.
The taller man chuckled and held out another sheet of paper, "Tear up this also. We have the tapes plus many copies. We'll see you in court and then you'll have to register with any community you move into as a sexual predator. Both of you, I'd hate to be in your shoes." He put out a hand to the tall blonde, "Come with us. You don't have to worry about these fuckers anymore."



As the four turned to the door, Dale said, "Wait. Wait, let's work something out."
"I'd rather not," one of the men said but Christie put up a hand, "What? What could you possibly say or do to make up for," she spat, "forcing me to be your whore?"
"We can settle this like rational human beings, no need to run to the courts," he said quickly. He went over to his desk and pulled a checkbook out of the top drawer, "A bonus? John's been doing great so perhaps a $25,000 bonus and apology for the mistake?"
"Let's go," Christie said. They turned toward the door.
"Fuck! Stop," the man said urgently, "$50,000! No, $100,000," he said quickly.
Christie stopped and looked at the man. She and Jessica had agreed that $50,000 was their goal but seeing the desperate look on his face she shook her head. "$500,000 as compensation for framing my husband, a letter sent to the entire company explaining this was all a misunderstanding and that John Collins was totally innocent of any wrongdoing. Then he will have job security for as long as he wants and will be granted promotions as would any valued employee." She then looked at Jessica, "And your Executive Assistant will never be touched again, not even a pat on the back, understand? And she will not take a pay cut and she'll also have job security," she glared at the men. "Oh, and just go hire prostitutes if you need to get your dicks wet, Christ!" she shook her head.
Dale Dawkins sat back against his desk, his tiny penis shriveled up so it was barely visible. He looked at his checkbook and nodded. "I'll have to transfer money but I'll need those tapes and transcripts. I don't want you coming back for more."
Christie shook her head, "We'll have a lawyer hold the tapes. If and when my husband leaves your company, they'll be turned over to you. I'm so pissed right now that coming back for more sounds literally orgasmic to me but I'm a woman of my word, so I'll expect a cashier's check presented to my husband tomorrow morning along with a sincere apology. He needn't ever find out about things I'm hoping to erase from my memory." She turned and left followed by Jessica and the two men.
Jessica and Christie were at the bar down the street with the two men. "Here," Christie said as she handed over a $1,000 check to each man, "You should get more but we never expected it to work out so well."
The tall man pushed the check back, "Keep it. I hate predators. Keep it or donate it to a women's shelter or something."
The other man smiled and slid his check over also, "I'm with Bill. Though I'm partial to animal shelters," he grinned. "Man! I should be paying you. That was the most fun I've ever had." He held up his glass of beer, "Though, "I'll let you get the tab," he grinned.
After they left Jessica hugged the blonde, "Thanks. I expected to get fired for getting those tapes, but I was ok with it since I was done with those guys. But what you did? Now I might be able to regain some self-respect."
Christie looked at the woman, "You really put yourself at risk for me. I'm not sure how to do it but I'm going to get you a cut of the money."
Jessica shook her head. "I'm being paid double what any EA gets paid but now I don't have to earn the extra amount. That's enough for me. I hope they don't decide that I need to get implants," she sighed as she patted her chest. Then she looked at Christie, "Though I still say it'd be fun to have what you have for a couple of days."
That night was the first night in a few days that John was in the mood to make love. He and Christie held each other when they were done. "I can't thank you enough," he said, "I don't know what you did and maybe I'd prefer never knowing but getting cleared of that shit is an incredible relief. I just wish people wouldn't look at me like they do," he sighed. "I might take a couple of weeks off and let things cool down."
Christie shook her head, "bad idea," she said as she kissed him, "It would look bad if you took time off as if you felt guilty. Go to work and look confident, look everyone in the eyes and smile. They'll get past it in time." Her plan sure would fall apart if John weren't there for the check and the public apology.
The next night, John came home and grabbed his wife spinning her around. "Guess what happened today?" he cried, "I wanted to call you all day but thought it'd be more fun to surprise you." He pulled an envelope out of his pocket and held it out.
Christie took it and looked inside and gasped, "What? Why? A half-million dollars?" she sputtered.
"They called us all into a company-wide meeting. I had no idea what it was about when Mr. Dawkins called me up and told everyone I was wronged. He said the certificates were accidentally put in my laptop bag and then I was publicly humiliated, then he gave me this check telling me I should never tell anyone how much it was for and to please not sue him," he grinned.
"What did you say?" Christie asked.
"I told him this was more than generous and no way would I sue. I tried to give him the check back telling him the public apology was more than enough, but he insisted."
Christie hugged her husband, "Only you would be falsely accused and then try to refuse compensation. I knew you'd never steal, you're too fucking honest. Tonight we're going to Josephine's."
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They had another trip planned to go hiking, this time without multiple men fucking her. Just getting out and breathing the fresh air after the gangbang at the hotel was needed by both. The boys again were at their grandparents and Doug and Shelly felt like teenagers as they fucked every night and every morning in their small tent. A couple of times they stopped by creeks or small lakes and skinny-dipped. The second time they were climbing out when they saw two men watching them, or more accurately watching Shelly.
Doug smiled at the men as he waded out, "Cold but really refreshing. Join us?"
The men were respectful of Shelly's marital status and that night Doug suggested that they should have let the men enjoy her perfect body. She was just thinking about how they'd missed an opportunity but didn't want to say anything. She lay back, eyes closed as Doug drove his cock into her telling her how great it was the be fucking her. He was mimicking the two men's voices as he talked to her.
She was groaning loudly as she remembered the sausages dangling between their legs. She came multiple times and then later awakened him to fuck again. "The older one, his cock was the biggest," she panted as she pulled him inside her. Doug's gravelly voice drove her to a couple more orgasms.
That day, Shelly was feeling frustrated not knowing why. They fucked three times in the night and she still felt unsatisfied. They came to a clearing and she stopped.
"What?" Doug asked. "Want to stop and rest?" he asked.
Shelly shook her head. She pointed to the two trees, six feet apart with branches at the perfect height.
Doug chuckled, "Those would have been perfect. It's like they were planted there just so...what?" he asked as his wife slipped off her backpack. She pulled off her clothes and stood naked, arms and feet out in an X.
"You brought rope?" she asked.
Doug tied her up, then took the backpacks off the trail and hid them. He found a good place to watch and it wasn't long before they heard the voices of men laughing about something.
"Holy fuck! Dad, what? Why?" the boy asked as they stopped right after they entered the clearing. They looked around and saw no one else then back at the spectacularly beautiful naked woman. He'd seen naked women in videos but never in real life. This woman's tits were huge capped by large nipples. She had a perfectly narrow waist above flared hips framing her triangular patch of dirty-blonde pubes.
"Oh, thank God you guys are here. Untie me, please?" Shelly begged. "My husband thought it would be funny to tie me up naked while he went to scout out a good camping spot."
"Dad, we should untie her," the boy said but he stood admiring the naked woman.
"I don't think so," the man said, "Sometimes life presents you with opportunities and it's important to seize them."
"No, what?" Shelly begged, "I'm married and I'll kill him, but please..." she said as the older man grabbed her tits.
"Holy fuck, feel these," he said as he turned to his son. "Oh come on. You were complaining just a few miles back that Jennifer wouldn't put out and it was driving you crazy." He reached between the woman's legs driving a finger into her, "and this slut might be begging us to let her go but feel this cunt. She's dripping with an eagerness to get fucked." He looked at Shelly, "Today's my boy's 19th birthday and I can't think of a better present."
"Dad. no. We can't rape her. I'm not going to lose my virginity that way," he said. It didn't stop him from getting his first feel of bare tit. Jennifer had let him grab her tits but only through her bra and shirt. "Oh wow!" the boy sighed. His cock was throbbing urgently in his shorts.
"Ok." The man looked at Shelly as he fingered her, "I'll make you a deal. You fuck both of us, let us do whatever we want, and we'll cut you down," he said as he drove a second finger into her.
Shelly groaned. The man's fingers were huge and she was close to cumming, "Fuck! Ok. Serves my husband right. I'll let you do whatever you want," she panted, "I hope he comes back and sees what happens when he plays these tricks on me." She felt a rush as the man and the boy untied the ropes. She rubbed her wrists and then smiled at the boy, "A deal's a deal," she said. "How would you like me?" she asked.
"You said whatever?" the boy asked.
Shelly smiled, "I said whatever." She looked at the men, "If you have lube you can fuck me everywhere," she said. "You did save me and heroes need to be rewarded." She looked at the men who were still appraising her body, "But I shouldn't be the only one naked."
Doug watched as the men tore off their clothes before the older man led Shelly over to a downed tree. He laid her onto her back and then signaled for his son to have the first crack at Shelly's pussy.
Don Sharp was stroking his cock as he watched Don Jr. walk tentatively over, "Go on son. There's a cunt all ready and eager for your cock," he said as he nodded down at the woman with her legs spread wide. She was looking lustily at the boy's cock bobbing as he walked over as she stroked her wet pussy. "Go on, you'll never get a better opportunity."
Don Jr. nodded and then lay on top of the woman while shoving his cock into her tight wet hole, "Oh my God!" he spat, "Fucking incredible," he said.
Don went over to the woman's face and as she opened her lips eagerly, shoved his cock into her mouth. She gripped his ass and pulled him deeper into her throat and was soon bobbing her head. He grinned at his son, "How's your first pussy?" he asked.
"Incredible," the boy moaned.
"Better than your hand, I assume. Here, switch. I want to try that cunt out before you fill her with your cum."
After the boy reluctantly pulled out, Shelly turned over and lay face down on the log so she could suck the boy's cock better. She was feeling in heaven getting spit-roasted by the two men, both of whom had nice fat cocks. She wondered if Doug was recording it on his phone as she'd love to watch it later. The boy's cock was hitting the back of her throat, and his pubes were tickling her lips. Don pressed a thumb into her ass and she hoped he would use lube before fucking her there, but he kept slamming into her as she felt her orgasm coming on.
Doug had pulled out his phone and had it propped up recording the entire thing. They'd talked about how they regretted not taking their phones with them the last time but he wasn't going to let this one get by untaped. He heard his wife's muffled cries as she came, her mouth filled with what looked like an impressive cock. He undid his pants and pulled out his dick.
"Dad...dad, fuck!" the boy groaned as he felt the sudden ache in his balls and came in the woman's mouth.
Shelly swallowed rapidly as she cupped his balls. She held him in her mouth wanting him to get hard again as she felt the fat cock pull out of her pussy. She sucked the semi-flaccid cock back to full hardness hearing the rustling of a pack. Then she felt something greasy press into her ass.
Don put the oleo aside after coating his cock, then pressed his cock against the woman's anus. He grinned at his son, "Your mother never lets me fuck her ass. This is going to be a treat," he moaned as he felt his cock easily pop inside. "Oh wow! I forgot how great a nice ass feels." He picked up a rhythm unaware of the sounds of his ball sack slapping against her wet pussy and of his hips slamming against her ass. He felt himself getting close but didn't want to cum yet. "Here, let's swap. You need to try this bitch's ass out."
Shelly hated the taste of cock after being in her ass, but this was far from the first time. She didn't hesitate to open her mouth as the man knelt in front of her. She moaned on the cock as Don Jr.'s cock drove into her ass.
"Jesus Christ!" the boy groaned, "No shit! So fucking tight," he said smiling. He gripped the creamy ass cheeks as he watched his cock disappear into that tight ring.
Doug stopped stroking his cock and let it settle down then he decided to walk into the clearing and act shocked that his faithful wife had decided to cheat on him. He heard Shelly's muffled sounds of her orgasm just as he came through the trees.
Don Jr. was loving feeling his balls slap against the woman's pussy, surprised that she could cum without being fucked in her pussy. Then his father pulled out of her mouth and told him they should DP her. He wasn't sure what that meant but groaned unhappily as he slithered his cock out of her ass. He stood watching trying to get his cock under control as the two men used his wife.
"Here, lie on your back. That's it," Don said as he stroked his cock.
Shelly lowered herself onto the boy's cock thinking she'd have to thoroughly douche after he was in her ass, but she did say whatever. Then she leaned forward as the boy's father shoved his cock back into her ass.
"What the fuck!" Doug yelled, "What are you doing to my wife?"
Shelly looked over, "You left me tied naked to a tree, two trees. What did you think would happen?" she asked. "Don't stop," she told the two men, "He can wait his turn. Fuck me, he's hard," she panted. She looked over at her husband and winked.
Doug tried to look angry but up close he could smell their fucking along with hearing the wet smacking sounds. "You don't do anal," he said angrily.
"I guess I lied," she panted, "Fuck! These guys feel great. I told you I don't do anal, never said I didn't. Remember Ted Wallace?" she asked.
"My roommate?" Doug asked. "Why? What? You let him fuck you?"
"Just my ass. You used to go down on me every night. Couldn't have his cum inside me...oh damn. Your cocks are so fat. God I love how you feel inside me," she panted.
Don looked back over his shoulder, "this is on you. You thought it'd be funny to strand your wife naked in the forest? What did you think would happen?" he asked.
Doug faked a pained expression, "You told me I was the only guy you've been you've been with."
"I'll tell you about the others later, go have a seat on the log. I have a feeling these guys are going to cum soon, then I'll be a good wife and suck your cock. I'll even let you cum in my mouth this time," she said.
Don Jr. chuckled to himself as he'd already cum in her mouth and fucked her ass. The thought that she'd given him what she'd kept from her husband was enough to trigger his second orgasm. He was gripping those huge tits wishing Jennifer's were even half the size as he felt spurt after spurt shoot into the woman's pussy.
Don felt himself getting close also and hearing his son cumming was enough to make him cum. He gripped her ass tightly as he slammed into her.
Doug sat and watched as both men came, first one then the other. Then as the older man was just finishing, Shelly cried out that she was cumming again and ground against the two shafts inside her and she bent her head back and grunted loudly.
The echoing of the trio's orgasms faded as the three untangled themselves. Don looked over at the man and shook his head, "what the fuck were you thinking? You thought it might be funny?" he asked. Still naked as if wanting the woman's husband to get a good look at one of the two cocks that just fucked his wife, he picked up the woman's panties and bra. He held them out to his son, "Something to remember your first fuck by." Then he went over and pulled his phone out, and took a few shots of the naked woman standing there. Shelly stopped what she was doing, posed with a hand behind her head, and smiled at the camera.
Shelly then sat next to her husband as if reassuring him while the two men dressed.
Don looked at the woman and smiled, "Thanks. I was worried my boy would go through college a virgin. You are a fucking godsend," he smiled.
"Yes, thank you. You are incredible. So beautiful so sexy," Don Jr. smiled.
They both left, then Dog and Shelly started laughing, "Oh fuck! You were great," Shelly said, "what were you thinking?"
"I was hoping they weren't good samaritans," he smiled, "Was it a good fuck?"
"Really good. He was a virgin, but not anymore," she smiled. I do like being there for boys to make them into men," she smiled. "I love you so much. Thanks." She looked around, "We'd better get dressed before more men want to stick their cocks in me."
Shelly got dressed, but without her underwear, as their packs were hidden behind trees. She decided to hike the rest of the day like that but regretted it soon after as the men's cum leaked through her shorts.
The next morning Shelly held Doug as he came inside her, stroking his back. She kissed him then smiled, "If you're nice, I'll let you fuck my ass. Too bad only Ted has been allowed back there," she giggled.
Doug signed, "I never liked Ted. Where did you get that name?" he asked.
"He was my first boyfriend. We never did anything but his name popped into my head. I liked how quickly you played along." She kissed him again and sighed, "We have 10 miles to get back to the car so we should get a good start."
Doug nodded and rolled off his wife's naked body, "I guess no ravaging by strange men today," he sighed.
"I'm thinking I've had enough of that. It's been fun but being used by strangers isn't fair to you. You're not getting any strange pussy. That's just wrong," she said.
"I'm good. I've started to get off watching men use you, but if you're no longer comfortable with that, we can quit."
"One more," Shelly said before she got up to get dressed.
* * *
The following week they invited Carl back over. Doug wanted to see if there was a tipping point, a point of no return and wanted Shelly to delay as much as possible letting him fuck her. She shook her head, "Not teasing him anymore. You should have seen how frustrated he looked. I used to dislike the guy but he's grown on me."
Doug nodded, "I'm ok with that. He did prove himself. I was watching and impressed how he stopped immediately." Again they sent the boys off to her parents.
Carl came over looking appraisingly at the beautiful woman, but internally sighing that he had to respect her marital status. The dinner was as usual, great, the company was great and he felt even without any shot at this woman it was worth the frustration. His best jerk-off sessions finished explosively with an image of her in his mind.
They were streaming a movie when Doug got a page. He paused the movie and dialed his phone, "Now? I have friends over...in the middle of a...I know, I know. Fuck! No sir, it's fine. I'll be right there." He tossed the phone down and went back to his office. He came out with his laptop. picked up his phone and growled, "A planned unplanned outage took down the entire data center. Fuck!" he said as he headed to the garage. He turned and moaned, "Looks like an all-nighter. I'll see you in the morning, hopefully." and he was gone.
Carl started to get up, "I should go," he said.
Shelly pulled him back down, "I'm not watching the last half of this alone. I'll make popcorn and I'll get you another beer," she said standing up.
Carl watched the beautiful woman head to the kitchen bemoaning his fate to lust after his best friend's wife. What an ass, he thought, world-fucking-class. He thought back to his last visit here trying not to think of the opportunity lost. He was close, closer than he'd like to admit but he could still feel her full breasts, her slick velvety inside. As she sat down he stifled those thoughts and pulled his attention back to the movie.
When it was done he sighed thinking she'd send him home but instead, she turned off the TV and asked if he wanted another beer. He again admired her yoga pants and her tight tee shirt as she stood up.
Shelly plopped down, her glass of Chardonnay, and sighed. "I should have been having you wait on me. I'm beat from our get-away," she said, "Tents are tough on the body. Those sleeping pads accentuate the roots and rocks rather than pad them, I swear."
"That's right! You guys took a week off to rough it. How was it? Was it because of hiking...or without the boys did you fuck like bunnies?" He chuckled.
"Fucked like bunnies, but being out in the woods was strenuous," Shelly smiled, "but it's my feet that are the sorest. We did a lot of hiking and I was on my feet a lot...and I do mean a lot," she sighed. "Then the week before we attended a convention and that was exhausting too."
"Lie back and give me your feet. I give a great foot massage," he said as he shifted on the couch to face her.
Shelly slipped off her tennies and lay back. She sighed as Carl's strong hands expertly worked the bottom other left foot, "ooooohhh, that feels great," she said. Carl's hands were strong and her feet were sore. She'd spent the week a few weeks back mostly on her feet when she was tied up. Then at the convention, she was put in every position possible as men wanted access to her holes. Her arms, pectorals, and upper back were also sore from the uncomfortable positions the men used her, though she didn't want to tell Carl that. He was good as she lay back with one foot on his lap, the other off on the floor. She wasn't thinking about her modesty, just how great his hands felt.
Carl was looking at her well-defined camel toe as he worked his thumbs into her sole. He could make out her patch of pubic hair so she wasn't fully waxed. He then thought looking was a bad idea as he felt his cock swell.
Shelly smiled to herself feeling his previously soft lap get hard. She pressed her foot onto his hard shaft and stroked him.
"Not fair," he moaned.
"Like you didn't finger me a couple of weeks back," she smiled. "Ok, sorry. True, this is inappropriate with us being alone, no Doug." She pulled her foot back and then presented the other to him. She'd noticed where he was looking so she put the first foot up on the back of the couch, immodestly spreading her legs. "I guess you can see I'm not wearing panties under this. It's more comfortable," she smiled.
Carl nodded, "I was hoping...I mean, I guessed." He smiled back. "Fuck, you're so sexy," he sighed. He was getting more uncomfortable regretting the choice of tight jeans. He tried unsuccessfully to focus on the foot but he saw a thin slit of dampness between her legs. This didn't help his painfully trapped cock so he was relieved when Shelly sat up and thanked him.
"That was great, but if you are truly offering, perhaps a full body massage? My legs, arms, upper back, ass, and chest muscles are all sore," she said.
Carl stood up and turned so he could adjust his stiff rod, "Where, here?" he pointed to the couch, "or on the floor?"
Shelly shook her head as she got up stiffly, "Upstairs. I'd like to do it on the bed," she said, "this," pointing to the couch, "is too narrow, and the floor is too hard."
Carl laughed, "which of the three bears are you?" he asked.
"I would be Goldilocks. Get your fairytales straight," she chuckled. She felt his biceps, "You'd be Papa Bear. Come on, Papa, let's check out the bed in the master bedroom. I think you'll find it just right."
Carl had never seen the master suite and looked around, "Very nice," he said, "which bed did Goldilocks prefer?"
"Ok, perhaps I'm not Goldilocks as she preferred the wee-little bed. I'm hoping for something more than a wee-little one," Shelly smiled. "Turn around while I get undressed for my massage."
Carl's cock throbbed as the soft sounds of the beautiful woman undressing echoed in the room. He then heard the bed frame gently creak as she climbed on.
"Ok, I'm ready," she said.
Carl thought she'd either have towels covering her or put underwear on. "Oh wow!" he sighed, "you're naked."



"Impressive," Shelly smiled up at him, "Strong, smart, and observant." She looked at the tent growing in his pants and added, "And apparently virile."
"You're killing me," he sighed. "Last time I was here I got tennis elbow from jerking off so many times."
"You jerked off thinking of me?" she asked sweetly.
"Fuck you, you know I had to. I've wanted you since I first met you." Carl sighed.
"I'll make a deal with you. If you give me the best massage I've ever had I'll let you spend the night," she said as she rolled into her back, legs opened just enough.
Carl smiled, "I do like giving massages, especially when the client wants her front done also."
Shelly rolled back onto her front, "One other thing. Doug cannot find out...in fact, you tell a soul and we're going to have a problem," she said softly.
"Just when I thought I couldn't get any harder, hearing you threaten me...ooohhh," he sighed. He climbed onto the bed and straddled the woman's bare ass. He started at her neck, working his thumbs into her tight muscles.
Shelly sighed but the feel of blue jeans didn't seem right. "You should get naked. You look uncomfortable," she said softly.
Carl nodded and climbed off. He quickly tore off his clothes before returning to the naked woman. His balls nestled between her legs just below her ass and felt great. As he worked her muscles he could feel his cock leaving wet trails on her lower back and ass.
Shelly was feeling his ministrations and her muscles were loosening beautifully. She didn't want him to stop but she wanted his cock inside her so after he'd finished with the backs of her thighs, she rolled over. She sighed as his hands worked her quads getting closer to her throbbing pussy.
Carl could smell her moist heat as he worked on her muscles. He ran his thumbs inside her creamy thighs to her shaved labia and she moaned loudly. She was trying to spread her legs so he lifted each of his and let her open herself up to him. "I'm hoping this is the best massage you've ever had," he said softly as he pressed a finger inside her.
Shelly pulled him on top of her and groaned as he guided his cock against her sopping hole. "It is...it feels great. Ok, a deal's a deal. You can do whatever you want to me as often as you like," she said, "but again, I need you to promise..."
"Promise," Carl moaned feeling the tight pussy grip his cock. This felt so much better than he fantasized. Shelly opened her legs wide then lifted them and he felt his cock drive finally deeply into her. "Oh fuck! Your pussy feels so much better than I imagined. I hope you don't need a lot of sleep tonight," he moaned.
Shelly stroked his back as he pumped aggressively into her, "I'll sleep tomorrow. I'm not going to let an opportunity for a huge cock pass me by," she grunted. "So fat!"
"The better to fuck you with, my dear," Carl smiled.
"Wrong fairy tale," she panted, "it would be interesting to try out three cocks, 'this one is too small, this one is too big'...ok, not happening," she smiled.
"Too big is just right?" he asked as he pounded harder into his friend's wife.
Doug checked into a hotel both happy that Shelly said this would be the last time and unhappy. It was strange that they'd been true to each other since they met and been married 8 years and then suddenly explored what could only be termed a hotwife lifestyle. He hated thinking about her fucking Carl but felt a hormonal rush that men desired the woman he was married to. He lay back and turned on the TV surfing for something R-rated. Without even seeing anything erotic his cock was already throbbing.
Carl wanted Shelly from behind so after ten minutes of missionary, he pulled out and pulled her onto her hands and knees. He easily slid back inside her and again picked up the aggressive rhythm. The room echoed with the wet slurping and slapping sounds. Carl looked at the perfectly shaped puckered hole and wondered if Shelly would let him... He ran his thumbs around her anus and the closer he got the more she grunted. Then she let out a loud groan as he pressed his slick thumb against the bud feeling the tight ring as he popped inside her.
Shelly's body felt like everything was on fire. her nipples scraping on the bedspread, her clit, and now her ass. The intense feelings were building rapidly and as the man's fat knuckle was buried inside her, she exploded.
Carl grinned as he ground hard against her upthrust ass. 'What a fucking passionate woman,' he thought. He'd been with many women, brought many to orgasm but none who'd cum so quickly and so hard.
Shelly's orgasm lasted over a minute and when the last vestiges faded she panted, "Bottom drawer. There's lube in the bottom drawer if you want to fuck my ass."
Carl and Shelly got little sleep that night as Carl kept getting hard. At least the man was considerate enough to was his cock after fucking her ass, unlike the dozens of men she'd fucked recently. Around 4 AM they finally passed out. They were naked, their bodies entwined when they woke as the sun came in blinding them.
"Fuck!" Shelly said looking at the clock, "9:30. Doug might be home soon. You need to go," she said sitting up.
Carl had wondered if this was a setup and if Doug truly had an outage but seeing the panic on Shelly's face he no longer suspected that. He rolled out of bed and pulled his clothes on. "No breakfast?" he asked.
Shelly shook her head, "Sorry. I remember in college going home with guys and after they got their rocks off they shoved me out the door. I know how you feel but let's not piss off Doug."
Doug was down the street sitting in his car when he saw Shelly shove Carl out the front door. He smiled thinking about how happy Carl must feel and how horny Shelly will be. After Carl's car disappeared around the corner, Doug started his.
Shelly hugged her husband as soon as he got inside the door and kissed him, "Thank you. Carl might be uneasy around you. He's convinced I cheated on you and let's have fun with that." She looked down at her thin long tee shirt and sighed, "I'm going to shower and then you can work out your frustrations on your slutty wife," she smiled.
* * *
Shelly had told Doug that was it, never stepping out of their marriage again, but 6 months later they were passing a biker bar with at least 50 hogs parked out front. Doug slowed and pulled off the side of the road looking expectantly at his wife. She was able to gather three days' worth of sexual interactions before they finally allowed Doug to take her home. She did acquire a taste for feeling the powerful vibrations sitting on the back of a Harley.
Over the next few years, Shelly was able to gather data on how different demographics respected her marital status in hip-hop bars; when visiting Japan; a plumbers convention; and a few others. They finally wrote up their findings and got published in a major magazine under a pseudonym. Then they were invited to speak at a psychologists convention in LA and had more findings for their database.
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Tom brought up a tray with coffee on it setting it beside the bed. He knew the smell of hot coffee would awaken Sharon and he was right. His wife opened her eyes and stretched. She sat up with a smile seeing the steaming cup, sugar bowl, and creamer.
"Wow! The deluxe service. What did I do to deserve this?" she asked.
"I just think you might need it. You didn't get in until after two," he smiled, "Fun with the girls last night?"
Sharon pulled her husband on top of her and kissed him. She'd climbed into bed naked and moaned feeling his hands on her breasts. She broke the kiss and sighed, "It was fun but I was almost bad...really bad," she said.
Tom rolled to the side so she could make her coffee and smiled. He loved her stories of men trying to get into her pants...though many did but just with their fingers. "Tell me," he said as he reached between her legs. It was a weekly thing for the four married women to hit the bars fending off the advances of the horny men. Saturday mornings were reserved for her stories and the best sex of the week. She was explicit telling her husband what men grabbed her boobs or stroked her pussy. Some men got as far as fingering her when they sat between dances.
"Julie was dancing with this tall black guy, his hands everywhere. She came back to the table and I swear there was a foot of cock outlined down his tight pantleg...which was right in front of our faces he was so tall. Julie was panting as if she'd cum right there on the dance floor and the three of us were just staring at this guy's huge cock," she said softly. "It looked even bigger than yours."
"He asked you to dance, didn't he?" Tom asked as he felt his finger sloshing inside her. Sharon was the babe of the four MILFs and often was in the arms of other men but had never gone further than letting them cop feels. He was sure of it as he'd told her it would be Ok if she did more but she'd always been adamant that she'd never go all the way with anyone. He should have been jealous but their Saturday morning fuck sessions were so passionate that he was the one to suggest slutty dresses and to let the men get to know her tactilely. His throbbing cock slipped through his boxers as he listened to his wife.
"He did and he waved his friends over. He pressed his cock against me and it felt like a steel pipe against my pussy...well, my stomach until he lifted me up as if I were a child," she chuckled. She put down her coffee and leaned over and kissed her husband, "We danced five or six songs, his hands freely exploring my body. I saw Julie, Hannah, and Dora go outside with their partners. I shouldn't have done it but I went out to his car, an Escalade and we got in the back seat," she said as she climbed onto her husband's cock. She reached between her legs and guided him inside her. "Oh fuck! I wanted his cock inside me so bad," she said, "I almost did this with him...wanted it so bad I could taste it," she panted.
Tom gripped his wife's tits as she bounced on his cock. He could easily grip both her breasts unlike Alex's but they still felt great against his palms. "But you did taste it? Didn't you?" he asked.
Sharon nodded, "Sorry. I know you were upset I didn't suck your cock last night but I did suck his. I told him I was married and we couldn't fuck. He seemed happy about me sucking him off and he came pretty quickly in my mouth," she moaned. She was getting close and the memory of the huge flesh shaft in her hands and in her mouth caused everything to boil up. "Oh, fuck!" she spat recalling the massive amounts of cum the man jetted into her mouth.
After Sharon's orgasm faded, Tom rolled her over onto her back and drove his cock hard into her, "You were bad," he panted, "I'll have to punish your pussy for what your mouth did," he groaned. He wondered if he was the second man in his wife's pussy in the last few hours but she had never lied to him before. The thought that she could have opened her legs triggered his orgasm and he clutched her naked body as he humped his cum inside her.
After they both recovered, Tom took her coffee down to the microwave, poured himself one, and came back to bed.
"So, I have to ask. Did Alex...you know?" she said tentatively, "give you a blowjob?"
Tom hesitated then nodded, "She did. You did tell her to."
Sharon sighed, "I guess. I didn't think she would...but I guess I can't say anything. I'm not all that virtuous." She took a sip of coffee, "But," she sighed, "at least it was just a blowjob."
Tom nodded not wanting to correct her. If she asked he'd have answered honestly. "Sorry. I thought I'd be the good father and stop it but she undid my pants and, well being a good father didn't seem all that important right then."
Sharon laughed, "I felt the same way about being a good wife when I stroked the only cock I've encountered bigger than yours."
Tom chuckled, "I told you. If you find a cock bigger than mine to go for it. Are you going to see him again?" he asked.
Sharon shook her head, "They were in for some All-Star game, I guess they play basketball or something."
"Wait, you sucked off a basketball player? What was his name?" he asked.
"Not a clue. I told him no names," she sighed. "Asking for his autograph after swallowing his cum might have been weird."
"You swallowed?" Tom asked, "You never swallow."
"It was an Escalade. What was I going to do? Spit it out onto the floor? Plus there was too much to keep in my mouth...too much information. sorry." She put down her cup and looked at her husband. "I guess you want to spank me tonight."
"You got that right. You deserve a spanking for not getting his autograph," he smiled.
"Did Alex swallow?" Sharon asked.
Tom nodded, "She did. She says she likes it."
"Then Alex can suck your cock from now on. I hate the taste of cum," she sighed.
"Let's get up. We need breakfast and Alex is probably hungry."
Tom smiled, 'you have no idea,' he thought.
* * *
Sunday evening the three were watching Netflix when Tom got up to get another beer. Sharon looked over at her daughter, "So, how was it?" she asked. Alex looked confused so Sharon smiled, "The blowjob. He's big, isn't he? Don't tell him that but I like giving blowjobs it's just that he's so big my jaw hurts for the next day or so."
Alex nodded, "He is but I guess I can open my jaw more. It was fine," she said. "I liked making him happy."
Sharon smiled, "I'm glad. One less thing on my plate. He's insatiable and I'm not about to turn down an extra set of hands around here." She chuckled, "Or an extra set of lips."
Every morning the next week, right after Sharon pulled out of the drive Alex came into the master bedroom naked. Tom was waiting for her, his cock throbbing in his hand.
Alex sucked him until he came in her mouth then kissed him before trotting out to go get ready for college. He always offered to reciprocate but she shook her head telling him she liked it but she needed to be fucked every time a guy went down on her and there was no time.
Friday night, Sharon was dressed in a tight, low-cut dress. Alex and Tom were on the couch when she came downstairs. She kissed them before heading out for her weekly girls-night-out.
"Dad, doesn't it bother you to see her going out dressed like that?" Alex asked.
Tom shook his head. "She flirts and lets men cop a few feels but it makes our Saturday mornings a lot more fun," he grinned. "It used to bother me but you know Andy? The guy in sales? Yeah, anyhow he was over at the Limp Lizard Lounge where Sharon likes to go with her friends and she rejected every guy's advance. She kept pointing to her ring finger, so I trust her."
"What if she...?" Alex asked.
"Then good for her. I know she loves me and I've told her if she ever lets things go too far, enjoy it but just don't tell me," he said. "I guess it would be absurd of me to get pissed if Sharon screwed someone as I've not been a great husband, or a father for that matter," he sighed.
Alex reached over and stroked his cock, "You're the best Dad ever," she smiled, "Other girls get ponies or bikes. I get a huge cock to play with whenever I like." She started to unzip him but he stopped her.
"Go put on that dress I got you," he said, "We're meeting Tim over at the sushi place. I want to give him a heart attack," he smiled.
* * *
Tim arrived early wondering why his brother wanted to come to this place for dinner. Their usual nights out involved beer, burgers, and pool. This place was dressier and didn't even have Bud on tap. He ordered an Asahi worried he'd hate it but surprisingly it was good...very good. He heard conversations stop and looked over towards the entrance. A blonde babe had come in wearing a skin-tight, extremely low-cut dress with an older guy. From all the way across the room, he could see her hard nipples poking through the fabric, though with the down-lighting perhaps they were accentuated. He was about to shake his head thinking must be a sugar daddy when he recognized his brother and his niece.
Alex smiled seeing her uncle stand and wave. She trotted over and gave him a huge hug. She let him slide his hands down her back onto her ass and giggled when he squeezed a cheek. "Uncle Tim! It's been a while," she grinned as she stepped back.
Uncle Tim looked at his niece. It had been a while, maybe a year. Every time he'd come over to the house Alex had been out. Last time he saw her she wasn't flat-chested but she wasn't stacked either. "What the hell? Did you grow up or something when I wasn't looking?" he asked.
Alex cupped and bounced her tits, "Amazon. It's amazing what things you can find there," she giggled. "I'm so glad to see you," she said. She smiled and nodded at her father as he held the seat for her. She tried to pull the hem down but she could feel that her thong was showing. This was going to be tough and suspected a dozen or so men would accidentally be dropping their napkins.
The dinner was interesting as Alex was the center of attention, and not just with Tom and Uncle Tim. The wait staff found reasons to come over and other patrons were constantly looking their way. Then Tom sighed, "We're going to take Alex to a movie," he said as he signaled for the check.
"Which movie?" Tom asked. "This is strange. Is it Alex's birthday or something?"
Tim shook his head as he handed the waiter his credit card. "Alex's boyfriend had covid and I told her we'd take her out on a date and show her how true gentlemen treat a lady."
Alex sighed, "And he made me dress up. I've not worn a dress since Communion, I think."
Tim smiled, "And it looks like the size you would have worn then."
Alex blushed, "It is tight. I think Daddy wanted to save money so I wouldn't eat much." She pulled on the tight fabric barely covering her nipples.
They finished their meals, "Ok, let's go," Tom said as he stood and pulled out Alex's chair. Tim had taken an Uber so he hopped into his brother's car. He was still confused why this seemed like a date with his niece, not that he minded. The girl had blossomed incredibly. She now not only had a spectacular ass but spectacular breasts.
Tom drove downtown and parked in the lot by the theater. Alex hugged her dad, "I wanted to see this," she said. "I love Tom Cruise!"
They sat in the back with no one around. Tim wanted to stroke his niece's thigh but that would be wrong. He wondered why Tom had let her out looking so slutty, but as he kept glancing at the huge mounds he didn't want to complain. She was fucking hot and he felt regret she was family...and way too young to have anything to do with a guy his age anyhow.
Tim remembered a bit of the movie but mostly he remembered how the screen lit up Alex's breasts. Her nipples were hard the entire time and she looked over and smiled whenever she caught him looking. When he took a chance and stroked her smooth thigh he felt her leg press against his. His fingers were within an inch of her moist thong when the movie ended and the house lights came on.
When they left, Alex gave her dad a big hug, "Thanks Daddy, I loved the movie and the dinner." She kissed him on the lips, again surprising her uncle. Then she hugged her uncle and purred into his ear, "I'll bet you wish they extended that last fight scene. You were millimeters from making me happy."
They got to the car to head home but Tim hesitated. "I should call an Uber."
Alex took his arm, "Nonsense. I never get to see you. Come over to our house. You can stay in the guest bedroom," she pressed her breast against his bicep as she said that. "It's right across the hall from my bedroom. It'll be just like a sleepover," she whispered in his ear.
Tim nodded wishing he didn't have that throbbing between his legs. "Ok. I'd love to catch up with you," he said before they climbed into Tom's car, Alex in the front with her Dad and Tim in the back.
They were headed down the business strip when Alex looked over at a brightly lit sign, "Wait! Dad. Stop. Isn't that where mom is?" she asked. "There, that's her car."
They pulled around the corner and parked. "We'll just go in and look. I'd prefer your mother didn't see us. Especially with you dressed like this," Tom said.
Alex laughed, "I doubt she'd recognize me. Not the usual blue jeans and halter tops."
They went in, paid the cover charge, and then looked around. The bar was crowded with well-dressed men and women. Then Alex nudged her dad. "There, far corner." Her mother was dancing with two young guys. Her arms were around the tall blond's neck while he was feeling her breasts. The other guy had both hands on Sharon's hips while grinding his crotch against her ass. "Holy shit!" Alex gasped, "That's Scott Taylor. He's in my Econ class. He's a freshman," she said.
"Which one?" Tom asked.
The tall blond guy. He's really nice though I would never have thought he could dance." She appraised his moves, "I'll never look at him the same way again...or Mom, for that matter," she sighed.
They decided to leave before Sharon saw them. They got back to the car and Tim asked if Tom was upset. "Why didn't you go over there? If it were my wife I'd have dragged her out."
"I know. I am not thrilled with it but that's all she allows, but it sure gets her juices flowing if you have to know," Tom sighed.
Tim looked over at Alex, "Sorry. Probably too much information," he said. "Alex probably doesn't want..."
"...to hear my mother's a slut?" she chuckled, "the proverbial apple doesn't fall far from the tree. We Crafts sure love sex." She looked at her uncle, "You like sex, don't you?"
Tim blushed and nodded, "Sure, who doesn't?"
"Ok, good to know. Dad gets rewarded for Mom's flirting, trust me. I've had to put pillows over my head as he reaps what she sows," she chuckled.
When they got home, Tom and Tim grabbed beers while Alex was allowed a glass of Merlot. They headed to the living room where they all sat on the couch, Alex in the middle.
Alex looked at her Dad who nodded. "Uncle Tim, I've been curious about guys' likes, you know, sex things," she said. She smiled seeing the look of shock on his face. "I'm sorry. I don't know who else to ask. If this embarrasses you, I'll ask the guy at the checkout desk at the library. Those guys know things."
Tim looked over at his brother who just shrugged. "Ok. Ask away. This is weird, though."
"Do you like blowjobs?" she asked as she laid a hand on his thigh stroking him.
Tim smiled and nodded, "Sure. Trust me, every guy does."
"Given a choice, cum in her mouth, on her face, or on her tits?" she asked.
Tim looked at his niece. She was slightly flushed and her nipples were hard. "If it were purely up to me, I like cumming in a woman's mouth but only if she says it's ok."
"Swallow or spit?" she asked, stroking more of his inner thigh.
"I love it when she swallows. I think it's hot," he smiled. looking down at her hand getting close to his increasing bulge. "But her call."
"Which feels better, ass or pussy?" she asked as she gently stroked his balls through the tight pants.
Tim looked at his brother who was smiling knowingly.
"Ass, but hell, it's like asking if I'd prefer a Lamborghini or a Ferrari," he chuckled.
"Spank or get spanked?" she asked.
"Spanking. I love spanking a nice tight ass," he said. He was starting to enjoy these questions.
Alex's hand was now stroking her uncle's cock, "condom or bareback?" she asked.
Tim laughed, "That's like asking if I prefer a Yugo or a Ferarri. Bareback always."
"Missionary or doggy?" she asked as she undid his pants.
"Both. Any position that allows for deep penetration," he sighed. "On the other hand, I like seeing my partner's tits."
"Cowgirl or reverse cowgirl?" she asked now gripping the shaft over his underpants.
"God! That's a hard one. I love playing with her tits but seeing her puckered asshole and wondering, hoping...ahh, wow!" he sighed.
"With a threeway, two guys and a girl? Or, two girls and a guy?" she asked as she fished his cock out of his pants.
"Two girls and a guy but just by a slight margin," he said. "If it's with one of my friends a good threeway with some girl is a lot of fun.
She pulled one of his hands onto her breast, "Bra or braless?"
Tim again looked at his brother and then swallowed. His cock was now painfully erect. "Braless, always."
Alex looked down at her dress, "When visiting your niece, do you prefer her clothed or naked?" she stroked his cock and looked over at her dad, mouthing, 'Wow!'
Tim felt a rush, "Naked...as if that's a choice," he answered. His mouth fell open as she stood to face him.
Alex pulled her dress off and tossed it onto the floor. She smiled at the intense lustful look on her uncle's face as she slowly turned so he could see her ass. "Lapdance facing you or reverse lapdance?" she asked. She then slowly lowered her thong down her legs.
"Fuck, another...you're driving me nuts," he groaned.
Alex turned and stroked her pussy, "I'm wet and ready so you have to answer the question, or I'll have to go out and flag down the first car with a guy in it," she smiled.
"Facing, again I like playing with tits," he looked at his niece's massive breasts, "especially huge ones."
Alex climbed onto her uncle's lap and slid her slick pussy up and down his shaft, "Young pussy or experienced woman's pussy?"
"Normally it's a toss-up," he said, "but right now tight teen pussy," he groaned.
"Camel toe slide or penetration?" she purred.
"Penetration," he said gripping her hips. She was doing things he'd never felt as she rocked her pelvis onto his cock. He was close to cumming and didn't want to yet.
She stopped grinding against him and raised herself up, gripping his cock. She lined him up with her throbbing pussy, "Another question, can you abide by society's moral code that frowns on fucking your niece? Is incest bad?" she asked.
Tim looked at his brother questioningly. Tom grinned and nodded, tacitly saying 'Go for it.'
"You need to answer my question," she said as she rubbed the plump head across her slit.
Tim groaned and pulled the girl onto his cock.
"Ohhhhh, fuck!" she moaned, "Daddy, he didn't answer the question." She pressed a nipple against her uncle's lips. "Can we punish him for not answering my question?" she said in a little girl's voice.
Tom smiled, "Honey, remember what I taught you about non-verbal communication?"
"Sorry, Uncle Tim. I guess you did answer my question. Ok, this one is hard and you can use non-verbal communication. Do you want to cum in my cunt, ass, mouth, on my tits, or on my face?" she panted. "Don't answer too fast, at least until you make me cum." she moaned.
Tim wasted no time sucking on her nipple and grabbing the other large tit. Lusting after his niece's breasts had been bothering him but being given free access washed all the guilt away.



Tom got up and smiled seeing Alex's cute puckered asshole just begging for a cock.
Alex was bouncing rapidly on her uncle's cock, moaning more loudly with each slap of her ass on the man's thighs. "God damn, Uncle Tim. Your cock is even bigger than Daddy's," she grunted.
Tim smiled, "Fucking your Daddy, are you?"
"Oh yes, fucking and sucking. I love his cock," she panted, "But wow! Yours is so fat! Last question, I promise," she grunted. "Keep me for yourself or share me with your friends?" she asked, "or brother?"
"Fuck! I want to keep you...but that's not nice to my friends or Tom. I'll share you if I have to," he groaned. 'Fuck! Tightest pussy ever and what the fuck is she doing with her pelvis?' he wondered.
As Tom came back in with a grin on his face grinning knowingly, he chuckled, "We're missing the game." He had a tube in his hand.
"Game?" Tim asked, "There's a game?"
Alex stopped bouncing on her uncle's cock, and turned to her Daddy, "He said he'd be nice and share me. Isn't that sweet of him? You always said Uncle Tim is a great guy." She leaned against her uncle's chest as she felt the cool gel being pushed into her rectum. Tim leaned down and sucked on a nipple while pulling the other, both of which felt like they were on fire. Anticipation along with stimulation caused Alex to feel things build up, moaning happily she let the feelings grow inside. Then her Daddy's finger in her ass and the intense nipple stimulation triggered her first orgasm.
Tom had been fantasizing about sliding his cock into Alex's tight puckered hole and here he was. Alex had to be as happy as he was as she panted out that she was cumming. He stroked the lube onto his cock as he leaned onto his daughter's ass. He'd never fucked a woman in the ass before and he'd heard it was the ultimate. He felt the head pop into her and groaned as he felt the tight ring grip his shaft. "Fuck me!" he groaned, "Your ass...ohhhhh," he sighed.
Alex loved getting filled with cock, but this was better than she'd ever had as both cocks were longer and fatter but it was getting filled by her two favorite men that was so incredible. She was just coming down from an intense orgasm and could feel another waiting to happen. "Fuck me, Daddy, fuck my ass," she hissed as she bent her head forward.
Tim could feel his brother's cock penetrating the girl's ass through the thin membrane. So many wonderful feelings, her huge tits in his hands; her tight pussy; the friction from her ass being fucked; her lips on his; and her tongue against his tongue. Then her breathing changed and she was panting into his mouth so he pinched her nipples encouraging the girl to cum again, really soon after her last orgasm.
"Mmmmmmmm, mmmmmm, mmmmmm," Alex groaned as all the wonderful stimulations triggered her second orgasm but her first with her Daddy. She had a feeling of pride that she could take such a large cock in her ass as a few of her friends hated even the smaller teen cocks they'd tried. Daddy wasted no time slamming into her and the room echoed with the sounds of flesh slapping on flesh. She had the idle thought that this would be a soothing sound to tape and fall asleep to. She was humping on her uncle's dick while pressing back against her Daddy's fat cock.
Tom gripped his daughter's ass as she ground back against him and soon felt his own orgasm coming on. "Oh, fuck!" he groaned as the first jet of sperm shot deep inside his daughter's rectum. He was amazed to feel Alex orgasm again, perhaps a smaller one but coincidental with her father cumming in her ass.
Tim felt both the girl's and his brother's weights on him as they panted and groaned. Then after briefly going limp, Tom pulled out of the girl's ass and staggered down the hall to clean up. He kissed the girl and then looked at her, "I'd like to fuck your ass now," he said.
Alex smiled, "I'd like that, you and Dad have great cocks." She pulled off his fat shaft and then knelt on the couch. She looked over her shoulder as her uncle grabbed the tube of lube.
"Damn! You have the greatest ass I've seen," Tim sighed as he lined himself up, "So gifted, perfect body," he said as he pressed and then popped into her rectum.
Tom came back smiling, "I hate to interrupt, but Sharon's on her way home. She just texted me." He looked at his watch, "1:30. It might look better if we're not fucking her daughter when she gets here."
Alex groaned, "Uncle Tim, you should just cum in my ass."
Sharon was surprised to see the lights on in the living room as she pulled her car into the garage. 2 AM was later than she normally stayed out but those two boys wouldn't let her leave unless she allowed them to walk her to her car. That was at midnight. She checked her dress and was glad she did. There was a line of cum on the side which she quickly wiped off with a wet nap she had in her glove box. She couldn't check her panties as the tall boy named Scott kept them.
She went into the house and crept into the living room. Alex was curled up in her long tee shirt on the couch, her head on Tim's lap. Tom was in the side chair and they were watching a football game.
"Shhhh," Tom said softly, "Alex came out to say goodnight but ended up falling asleep."
Sharon smiled, "You guys wore her out? You did a dinner and a movie? Like a real date?" she asked.
Tom and Tim both nodded, but Tom answered, "She had a great time, we had a great time. We saw the latest Tom Cruise movie. We'll have to go. It was good. How was your dancing?" he asked.
"Energetic. I'm beat. There were two...um boys who wanted to dance with me all night. They couldn't have been more than 21...at least they were that as they could order drinks." She flapped her slinky dress, "I need a shower after that. See you upstairs?" she asked. She headed up to their bedroom.
Tim looked over at his brother, "You're not concerned she might have done more than dance?" he asked.
Tom shook his head, "I hate dancing and told her that once a week she can go out and let herself go." He looked over at the stairs and then at his daughter, "And it would be a bit hypocritical to suggest she can't have fun while I'm home having fun."
Alex looked up, "That's all it was? Fun?" she asked.
Tom chuckled, "Ok. While I'm home getting the best fuck of my life. Best blowjobs."
"That's better. Uncle Tim, go clean up and I'll suck you off. Daddy always sleeps better after a good blowjob." She got up and then trotted down the hallway.
Tim got up, "Wow. First a great fuck and now a blowjob. You ok with this also?"
Tom smiled, "It's only a blowjob. Sharon hates doing those but Alex loves doing it, at least that's what she says." He looked at the stairs, "I don't think I'll be getting any sleep soon, she might have stepped out a bit but she's always ready for more." He looked at his brother, "Have fun." Then he went upstairs hearing the shower go on. He'd better join her.
Sharon was just rinsing her crotch after doing a thorough cleaning when Tom came in naked. She pulled him close and kissed her.
"So, did you suck some cock tonight?" he asked, "Your lips were red and your hair was a bit out of place."
Sharon nodded, "Fuck! I couldn't help it. Those two boys were all over me."
"So, two blowjobs," he said as he slipped a finger inside her pussy.
"Don't hate me," she said softly, "Um, I sucked one boy's cock while the other..."
Tom nodded, "I can feel. You're sopping."
"I told him we couldn't...told him I'd suck him off but he kept playing with my pussy and I gave in. At least he pulled out," she said. "I'm so sorry."
Tom kissed his wife, "I'm happy for you. Did they get you to cum?" he asked.
Sharon nodded, "Oh, yeah," she breathed. "Twice. Are you sure..."
Tom thought how there was no way he could be upset after fucking his daughter every which way and smiled, "Honey, as long as you know who to come home to I can't be upset." In the back of his mind, he had a rush thinking if Sharon spent the entire night with one of these guys how great it would be for him and Alex.
The next morning, four tired-looking people sat around the breakfast table at almost noon. Alex looked at her parents, "Uncle Tim suggested I come up to the cabin next month. He said he'd teach me fly fishing. Can I go?" she asked. looking at her parents. Every year since they were little kids, Tim and Tom went up to Canada to get away and fish. It had always been a guys-only trip, especially since Sharon hated fishing and hated the deer flies.
"I thought you guys had a rule about no women," Sharon asked.
Tom nodded, "No wives but I've always wanted to teach Alex how to fish. It's a great sport when you master it."
Sharon looked at her daughter, "There's no plumbing, no heat and you have to use an outhouse...bathe in the river," she said, "There's no cell signal, no internet. There's only one room with two beds. Someone will have to sleep on the floor. You ok with that?"
Alex smiled, "I've always been jealous when you guys went up there. I'd love to rough it."
Sharon nodded. In her mind, she thought about her girl's nights out and no need to go home. "Ok, then you guys have fun."
Tim looked at Tom, a quick knowing smile passing between them.
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Julia heard the front door close and sighed. She should get up...should not be alone with another man. The car started and they listened to the sound of the engine as it backed down the drive then went almost silent then revving a bit more loudly before fading into the distance.
"You should go," she said right as the man's arm went around her shoulders pulling her against his chest. "No, Russ isn't here and we shouldn't..."
She wanted to finish her sentence but as he turned her head, her lips met resistance against his. She didn't pull away, didn't slap him but let him part her lips with his tongue. It did feel nice but she was married and alone with...She broke the kiss and tried to sit up but he gently pushed her away. "We shouldn't, you should go...ohhhhh," she sighed. His hands did feel good rubbing her shoulders... "Ok, just this..." she sighed.
He was hitting her in all the right places as he moved to her neck, then down along her spine. She felt the tension in her back melt away. He was good with his hands...massaging, what else...? He covered her entire back before moving to her sides. He then gently worked her latissimus dorsi along with her serratus anterior muscles. He stopped and pulled up her top.
"Wait, no...Russ isn't here..." she sighed. She had the same thought, though, it would feel better if the heavy top weren't in the way.
"Yes, Russ isn't here," he said softly, "and you are wearing a bra that covers you just like a bikini top. Good girl," he said as she lifted her arms.
"Ok, but just this...nothing more comes off," she said. She looked at her watch, "Russ should be back in an hour and a half...maybe less."
"I'm just working out the tensions in your muscles, nothing to worry about. It's important to relax," he said as he tossed the blouse onto the chair next to them. He went back to the muscles on her lower back and sides. She was leaning forward on the edge of the couch, her breathing getting deeper.
It did feel good. She'd had massages before but never coupled with the sexual tension she'd felt all evening around Russ's coworker. Todd had arrived and made no attempt to hide his appreciation for her tits and ass. The man seemingly had no flaws, tall, buff, and could lift a car if he wanted to, and was great-looking. What struck her initially were his hands. She wondered if Rawlings even made a baseball mitt large enough for him. All evening she'd been glancing at the front of his pants curious if the old adage were true. Then she'd checked out his shoes. She had no idea what size they were but they looked a lot longer than Russ's size 10s...maybe 3" longer? What size would that be? "This feels nice, you're hitting some tight spots."
"I'm good at finding the tight spots," he said smiling. He worked his way up to the bra below her armpit and groaned, "This is annoying," he said. "You'll be fine, just keep your back to me." He stopped rubbing and undid the clip in the back.
"No...wait. Russ isn't here and...ok, fuck! Just this though," she said letting the bra slide down her arms. She tossed it onto the chair where her husband had been sitting just 20 minutes ago. His hands did feel good but she wished she could rub her breasts as they itched slightly after being held firmly by the bra since earlier that morning. She could feel the heavy masses sag onto her ribs now that they were no longer being supported. She'd been blessed or cursed which large breasts requiring bras, but now that she was in her 30s they sagged a bit more than they did 10 years ago. Russ loved them and all the men she'd come across spent as much time checking her chest out as they did looking at her face.
His fingers were working her abdominals, his thumbs brushing against the undersides of her breasts. Then he moved down to the top of her jeans and then around her back. His hands slid under the waistband trying to get to her obliques. He reached around to undo the button and zipper.
"Stop, I said just the bra..." she said putting her hands over his.
"Just undoing them so I can get to your lower back. Also, the glutes are the largest muscles in the human body. You don't want to leave them out," he said brushing her hands away.
"Ok, just that...the pants stay on," she said.
"There," he said as he slid his large hands down the back of her pants. 'Nice,' he thought, 'a thong.' She had a great body. When he'd first met her it was her chest that attracted him, but later when a gust of wind had blown up her skirt, it was her ass that lived in his fantasies. Her skin felt like velvet as he probed deeper down her pants. She was leaning forward more giving him more access and her breathing now was coupled with soft moans. "Feels good, doesn't it? Here, lie down so I can work your glutes properly." He stood both to give the married woman space, but also to get a good look at those huge tits. He was a huge fan of tanlines and her breasts almost glowed in the dim light they were so white.
Julia looked at her watch, "This is inappropriate...Russ isn't here..." She saw where he was looking and wrapped her arms over her chest and sighed, "Ok, just for a bit longer, then you have to leave," she said. She lay on her stomach and let out a soft moan as the man's large hands started up at her shoulders working their way down. She made no move to stop him as he at first worked around her tits bulging out then let his fingers gently probe the soft flesh. It all felt great and as much as it bothered her that she was half-naked around a strange...well, not a strange man, but a man that was not her husband...it felt wonderful.
He worked his way down to her lower back, pulling the pants down so her butt crack was exposed. He could see her ass was as white as her tits.
She liked how he was working her obliques and made no move to stop him as he tugged the waistband down more and more. Julia realized her pants were down to her thighs and quickly reached down to grab them, "I told you..." she said. "I know, I have panties on which are the same as bikini bottoms...Ok, just the pants," she said firmly, "I'm not going to get naked with you." She looked at her watch, "Russ should be back in an hour." She lifted her hips, then her legs as she felt the cool air on her now naked form.
'Wow! Great ass,' he thought, 'perfectly round globes just begging to be fucked,' he thought. He made sure to spread her ass-cheeks as he worked her tight muscles. The narrow strap did nothing to hide her puckered ass. Then as he worked her upper thighs she let him pull her legs apart and he could see her thinly covered pussy. She looked to be aroused as her labia were puffy and there was a dark strip of moisture down the shadowed cleft. His cock throbbed thinking how great it was going to feel parting those lips and sliding inside her. She wasn't trying to hide her arousal as she was softly humping the couch. Watching her ass flex and her legs now opening as his fingers stroked her inner thighs told him he could pull his shirt off.
Julia didn't say anything as she felt the man undress. She'd been curious about what Todd's chest and abs looked like which made her aching increase. His large hands were getting closer and closer to her throbbing pussy, never making contact. 'Was his chest hairy? Was he one of those guys who groomed?' she wondered. She wanted to turn over to look but that would be inappropriate as her husband wasn't there. "Oh, God!" she spat feeling a fat finger suddenly stroke across her ultra-sensitive clit and up her wet slit to her anus. "Ohhhh, ohhh, ohhh," she moaned as the man's fingers rubbed her pussy more aggressively. Then she came to her senses and grabbed his wrist, "We can't...I can't..."
"It's fine, it's not cheating if I'm massaging you," he said, "It's not like we're fucking." He kept flicking his large middle finger against her clit as her grip on his wrist loosened.
"Fuck! Ok, just this...no more," she panted. 'Fuck! This feels incredible. Has my pussy ever been this aroused?' she wondered. Then a large finger entered her. He'd pulled her thong aside exposing her pussy. Only her husband had ever seen her pussy...well perhaps various doctors but they don't count. "Uuuhhhh, uuuhhhh, uuuhh," she softly moaned as his finger sloshed inside her again and again. She felt the man shift and without thinking she lifted her hips as he pulled her thong off and down her legs. She thought about stopping him but so what if her thong was pulled down or to the side? She wondered why he stopped but then heard his pants unzip. "Wait! Why are you taking your pants off?" she asked. She turned to look and was rewarded with the sight of a long fat fleshy shaft pulsing toward the ceiling.
"This was getting uncomfortable so I needed to loosen things up, then I felt restricted with my pants around my thighs. You don't want me to feel uncomfortable, do you?" he asked.
Julia looked at his cock as she unconsciously licked her lips. Then she looked at his rippled abs and muscular chest. She shook her head, "No," her voice cracked, "Um, Christ, it's huge. Ok, I get it, that had to hurt but that's it..." Her upper body was turned to look at him not worried about modesty.
Her tits were now fully exposed and he wanted nothing more than to grab them, suck on her nipples...but he wanted for her to pull his hands, his mouth to those incredible breasts. He turned her over onto her back hearing her sigh with resignation.
'Fuck! I knew this would happen,' she thought, 'but it's not as if he hasn't seen all of me...felt me,' she thought. She was immodestly lying back, her legs spread wide looking at the huge shaft pointing up from his crotch just a couple of feet from her gaping pussy. "Ohhhh....yesss," she sighed as he again drove a finger inside her wet hole. She was humping back against his pumping digit wondering if she could survive an orgasm that promised to be more intense than any she'd ever had. She felt him shift and could feel him getting closer.
He was leaning over her naked form looking down on her now bouncing tits and as he thought she would, she pulled him onto her right breast.
Julia arched her back as the man's lips sucked an intensely sensitive nipple into his mouth. "Holy fuck!" she cried out. She was pinching and pulling on her other nipple as now two fingers pumped roughly into her sopping pussy. She was literally doing the splits as she thrust her ass off the couch feeling her orgasm building. "Oh, God!" she moaned feeling his fingers pull out and then replaced by his fat cock. At first, she pulled him in then quickly tried to push him away, "Stop...stop...we can't" she cried.
He didn't stop his thrusting, "You want this as much and maybe even more than I do. Russ with never find out so what harm is there in this?" he asked.
"But...but...I'm not on the pill and you're..." she said no longer pushing him away, "at least put on a rubber."
"No, not happening. I've wanted to fuck this great pussy since I first saw you and I don't want to numb the feeling of this great pussy," he said. He kissed her as he rapidly drove into her.
Julia was sucking on the man's mouth eagerly while thrusting her pelvis back against him. She broke the kiss and grunted, "Uhh, uhhh, ok, you can fuck me without a rubber but you have to pull out," she panted. 'God! This is going to be explosive,' she thought as all her nerves seemed to be on fire.
"Bigger than you're used to, aren't I?" he asked.
"God, yessss!" she hissed, "So much fatter and so deep." She gasped as she felt his cock press against her cervix. "Fuck! I shouldn't have said that...I love Russ."
"You can love your husband but no one is perfect and it's just facing reality to admit any shortcomings," he said. His balls were starting to ache and he could sense she was getting close. He prayed he could last until she came but at this point, if he came first he'd still be thrilled with this fuck. He'd never felt a better pussy and if she thinks he's pulling out she's incredibly delusional.
Julia was now loudly moaning with every thrust of the huge cock in her raw pussy and her legs were wrapped tightly around the man's ass. She could feel her fluids flowing between her ass cheeks onto the fabric of the couch but she didn't care. His large hand was crushing her right tit and his tongue was in her mouth. They were both moaning in unison when she felt the aching become almost unbearably painful. She broke the kiss, bent her neck back, and screamed as she came.
The woman's thrusting hips lifted both of them off the couch and as she cried out he felt his own orgasm coming on. There was no way he was pulling out and his cries joined hers echoing throughout the living room as he came inside her fertile womb.
In the back of Julia's brain, she was calculating her cycle but feeling the man's sperm flood her pussy so close to her peak time made her orgasm feel even stronger. She held the man close rocking her hips as she tightened her vagina around his cock. It was as if she wanted all of his potent sperm inside her. Finally, she felt the last throbbing pulses fade and she collapsed back with a long deep groan. She looked up at the leering man and sighed, "I told you not to cum inside me."
He nodded and smiled, "You told me that but then no man is strong enough to break away from the hold you had on me. I've never felt any woman hold me any tighter. I'd say you experienced a pretty good orgasm," he smiled.
"Best ever," she sighed, "Shit! I keep saying things that make Russ look bad, but it's true. That was intense. I felt like I might be injured by it...but now I just want more." She kissed him then looked at her watch and sighed, "Russ should be home in a half hour. We should clean up and get dressed."
The naked couple held each other under the hot shower. Julia didn't stop him when he turned her around and pressed his now-hard cock against her pussy. As he drove into her he whispered, "So that's how I think Todd would get into your pants. Tomorrow night you want me to show you how Amari would seduce you?"
Julia grunted feeling her husband's cock thrust into her, "I'll need a day of rest. Let's see if he'll get lucky Thursday." She turned her head and kissed him before bending over allowing better access to her pussy. She felt his thumb press against her anus, "I might need to prepare, I understand black men like a nice ass," she grinned.
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All characters are over 18. This is based on a true story told to me by a friend at college. He'd never told anyone about this but after a few beers, he must have felt the need to tell someone. I embellished but the basic structure of the story is loyal to the events related to me.
'Fuck, fuck, fuck,' Rick muttered to himself after his girlfriend went out to dinner. The sneering glance back from her date would stick in his brain for the rest of his life. He looked around the apartment trying to figure out any option other than waiting for them to return.
* * *
Rick and Laurie had been inseparable since they were lab partners in 8th grade. They'd never dated anyone else, never kissed anyone else throughout high school. Rick turned 18 on May 25th and was on his best behavior until Laurie turned 18 on June 2nd. He was wary of Mr. Lawson who never liked him and he assiduously avoided any contact with his daughter while he was 18 and she 17. Then the day after her 18th birthday he had just watched her open her present, an opal pendant on a necklace, when she reached behind her and handed him a present.
"That's not how it works," he smiled as he took the small box, "your birthday, you get the presents."
Laurie chuckled, "This is more of a present to both of us," she said, "Go on. Open it!"
It was light and he wondered if it were a ring or something but felt a rush as he saw the Trojan logo on the box top. "Oh wow! I thought you said you wanted to wait until you were married," he said.
"Fuck that. I just said that to make dad happy. Plus, I don't want to be the only girl in the school to be a virgin when I go to college."
Rick's rush was dampened by the college comment. He had been accepted at WSU and she'd decided on Portland State University. They had just a few months left before they'd be 6 hours apart. He dismissed that thought as he looked at the box. "Um, when...oh!" he smiled as Laurie stood and began pulling off her shirt. She had a knowing smile as she removed every other piece of clothing, smiling happily as she could see his approval. He'd never even seen her in a bra before but soon he was sitting forward with a tent in his pants as his beautiful redheaded girlfriend revealed herself to him for the first time.
"Holy shit!" he muttered as he took in her naked teenage body. She was blushing but standing proudly in front of him. He'd long admired her face with the clearest skin he'd ever seen, rosy lips, green eyes, never a molecule of makeup. A natural beauty. Now he could finally see her body. Her breasts weren't huge but tear-dropped tennis ball-sized capped with large pale pink nipples. He'd seen her waist but somehow it seemed narrower with the bare chest above and her flared hips framing her fiery-red bush. Her wide stance allowed him to see her fleshy labia making his fingers twitch wanting to feel the first pussy he'd ever encountered.
Laurie smiled and looked at his crotch. "I see you approve. I was worried you might be gay or something since you never touched me," she said. "But there is a good indicator that you're straight." She straddled his waist, pressing her pussy onto the rigid shaft in his pants. "Oooohhh. Damn, you're hard. No wonder it's called a woody." She planted her mouth on his and lifted her chest allowing him his first tit in his life. She ground into the steely rod and was about to climb off to pull his pants off when he tried to push her away but then groaned that he was cumming.
Rick was mortified as he ejaculated in his pants. He'd heard the kids in school make fun of some of the boys who'd apparently done just that and swore that would never be him. He wanted to cry as Laurie crawled off him but she was smiling.
"I wanted to do that to you," she grinned. My sister said boys last a lot longer the second time." She knelt and pulled off his pants, then his underpants. She dipped her finger in the white creamy spunk and then tasted it. "Yum," she said, "I wondered what cum tasted like." She scooped up some more and then sucked her fingers dry.
Rick had gotten hard again watching his girlfriend eat his cum when she leaned down and wrapped her lips around his shaft. Even though he'd just cum it felt incredible.
Laurie sucked on his cock as she marveled at the rippled texture. She'd always assumed boy's cocks would be smooth but she could feel a hard ribbed core covered with smooth yet veiny flesh. Her sister, Lynn had told her cocks came in various sizes, shapes, and curves. Then there were the crowns. Some men were circumcised, others were not and the heads would come out as they got erect. Some were like arrow points, others like mushroom caps. Lynn said she'd need to try all of them as they all created different stimuli. In her mind, Rick's was exactly what she'd expected, circumcised, perfectly straight, long, and plump. She couldn't wait for him to thrust it inside her.
Rick leaned back on the couch feeling Laurie's warm mouth and lips wrap around his cock. A million times better than jerking off. An idle thought made him wonder how she'd apparently learned how as she was doing it exactly as the girls in the videos did it. Then he felt his balls begin to ache so he stopped her. "Laurie, I don't think you should keep going," he moaned.
Laurie popped his cock out of her mouth and nodded, "Ok. You ready to fuck me?" she asked. She opened the box, then bit the corner of the foil packet pulling it open. She pulled out the condom and expertly rolled it onto Rick's cock. She then straddled his waist again and looked him in the eyes, "Tell me...tell me what you want," she said as she gripped his shaft and slid the head up and down her wet slit. "Say it!"
"I want to make love with you," he panted, his eyes fixated on his cock pressing into her swollen lips.
Laurie shook her head, "No. That's what you think I want to hear. What do you want...what is your brain screaming out right now?" she asked.
Rick moaned, "Fuck! I want to fuck you, fuck your pussy...your cunt," he pleaded.
"Oooohhh, that's what I want to hear," the redhead said and she closed her eyes and slammed her virgin pussy onto the boy's hard cock. "Oh, Fuck!" she cried as she felt a searing pain as the shaft ripped through her hymen.
They simultaneously had the same thought, 'I'm no longer a virgin!' Rick's next thought was, 'I hope I can hold out until Laurie cums.' Laurie's thought was this felt better than Lynn told her. It hurts for just a minute and then it feels incredible. Stretched, filled up with cock..no, not just a cock, a pulsing extension on a man designed to inject potent seed into her womb.
Rick grabbed her tits at first gently, but then squeezed harder as she moved and leaned into him. He'd envisioned his first time doing all the thrusting, him on top between her legs, but she was not just bouncing on his cock, she was torquing her pelvis against him. He needn't have worried about cumming before her as she began panting deeply and then rolled her head back crying out she was cumming.
Laurie had cum before and knew what an orgasm was but this was many times more intense. 'What a pleasure,' she thought, 'a throbbing cock inside my pussy. I wonder if some cocks are better at this than others?'
Rick felt a huge rush as Laurie came. It was the talk of the locker room where some guys just couldn't get their girlfriends to cum and had to either go down on them or leave while they finished themselves off. Had he known what Laurie was thinking, he might not have felt so smug. She wasn't getting pleasure from his cock, but any cock...while pondering if some are better than others.
For the rest of the summer, Rick spent over $100 on condoms which at an average price of $.50 each meant they'd fucked over twice a day. He felt a smug sense of pride that twice they'd made love 5 times in one night while her parents were away. Laurie didn't want to go on the pill, didn't want her father to find out she was sexually active, and didn't want to get pregnant but all that was fine with Rick as long as she opened her legs readily. Then the day arrived when they'd be apart for the first time in over 5 years. They held each other after their third session of the morning.
"I love you," Laurie sighed, "we'll visit each other and then there are the breaks," she said as she stroked his face.
"I wish...never mind. I've said it many times already," Rick said as he looked into those bright green eyes.
Laurie nodded, "It's not worth lying to each other. You know things happen and we shouldn't wonder. It's better to just know," she said.
Rick nodded and looked at the time. Laurie's dad would be by in a half hour. "I get it...I do, I just don't like the idea of any guy..." he shuddered as the image of someone else's cock being where he was at that moment entered his mind.
Laurie kissed him, "I know. I'm not thrilled about you being with one of those tight young coeds either, but I also will be happy if you're happy." They'd decided, or rather, Laurie had decided that long-distant relationships fail because one or both aren't faithful. By reserving the times they'd visit solely for each other and date others when they're apart their relationship should survive. "And look, it's not even two months. I'll see you the first weekend in October." She kissed him and then pulled back her hips feeling his cock slide out.
Rick rolled onto his back and pulled the used rubber off, then got up and tossed it. He needed to be out of Lynn's apartment before Mr. Lawson came over to pick his daughter up. He just made it down the street when he saw the black Mercedes round the corner. He thanked God that the man was looking ahead and hadn't seen him. As far as Rick knew, Mr. Lawson assumed his sweet innocent daughter was a virgin...'Far from it,' he thought smugly.
* * *
Finally! End of September and in a few days he'd be able to see the love of his life. The last few times he and Laurie had talked she'd avoided saying anything about other guys, instead telling him about her classes and the great off-campus apartment she'd found. Rick was jealous of that as he was stuck in dorm world, with a steady dim of slamming doors, loud music, and voices yelling down the hallways. When he'd heard it was a coed dorm he had all these thoughts in his mind but none came to fruition. He's not so much as had a coffee with anyone let alone gone on a date. On a positive note, the guy next door to him was driving to the town over from Laurie's college the first weekend of October and told him he'd give him a ride both ways.
Every night he jerked off either replaying fuck sessions with Laurie or imagining future fuck sessions. Then three days before heading out, he stopped. He wanted all sensations to be amplified even if he came quickly the first time. Maybe she'd even let him forego the condom. He'd never fucked without one. It had to be many times better.
Then the day came. Jim knocked but only once as Rick was packed and ready. Rick should have called when he left but she knew he was coming. She'd ensured she'd be at her apartment and confirmed the first weekend.
"Good luck, dude," Jim smiled after pulling up to the front of Laurie's apartment building. "1 p.m. Sunday, got it?"
Rick grinned, "I might be on crutches but I'll be here," he joked. He'd just spent the last 6 hours bragging to Jim how hot his redheaded girlfriend was and how he hoped the 12-pack of condoms would be enough. He looked at the small car, "I'll get folding crutches."
He waved at his friend, slung his pack over his shoulder, and walked into the building.
Laurie was putting the finishing touches on her makeup. She'd showered and shaved her legs and pussy which was aching with the thrill of her impending carnal encounter. She was thinking about the fat cock she'd be riding in just a few hours almost feeling the throbbing member inside her. She looked at the thin eyeliner, the lightly applied mascara, and her red lips hoping he'd like the look. She was jolted out of her reverie hearing the knock at the door. She looked quickly at her tight tee encasing her braless breasts and then her yoga pants and nodded approvingly. She knew he'd approve, but hoped not so much that they'd miss dinner.
Rick's stomach was in knots waiting for Laurie to answer the door. He was about to press the buzzer again when he heard the locks. He had the flowers at the ready and a smile on his face when the door opened.
"Rick! What...why are you here?" Laurie said stepping back. This wasn't Drake but...
Rick felt his world crash. Of all the greetings he'd imagined, Laurie stepping back looking angry and disappointed wasn't one of them. "I thought you were expecting me," he stammered, "It's the first weekend of October!"
"Next weekend. Next weekend is the first weekend. This is September 30th," she groaned. "Oh, fuck!" she said. "6 hours. You drove 6 hours on the wrong weekend?"
"I didn't drive. I don't have my car at school...costs too much for parking. A guy at my dorm dropped me off...shit," he cried. "I should have confirmed what we meant by the first weekend...tomorrow is the 1st." He turned as a head came out from the door across the hall.
Laurie pulled Rick into her apartment. "You better come in. Shit! I don't know what to do," she said. "I have plans tonight."
"Can you cancel them? I mean, I came 350 miles to see you," he pleaded. Then he noticed her makeup. "You're wearing..." he pointed to her face.
Laurie nodded, "Drake...a guy I know, is taking me to dinner, he, um...he likes girls who wear makeup," she said softly. She groaned hearing the buzzer. "Go sit, or...hell," she sighed. She almost said go hide but that was absurd.
Rick stepped back and watched as Laurie opened the door. Immediately, a tall man picked her up and kissed her hard, his hands cupping her ass.
"Fuck!" the man said, "my cock's been at half-mast all day thinking about that tight cunt of yours. You sure you need dinner first?" he asked. Then he saw Rick. "Who the fuck is that? Your brother?" he said. "I'm Drake, Drake Dillon," he said as he put the girl down so he could put out his hand.
"Drake, Rick...Rick, Drake," Laurie sighed. This was not working out at all like she thought just 10 minutes ago. "Rick's my boyfriend from back home. Remember I told you we couldn't do anything next weekend? Miscommunication."
Drake's expression changed to one of doubt but shook the boy's hand. "Anyhow, it's good to finally meet you. Laurs has talked about you a lot," he smiled.
Rick was impressed at how large the man's hand was but also was curious how old he was. He had to be 30 but couldn't tell. "Good to meet you, too though Laurie hasn't said a word about you I'm afraid," Rick said. He immediately regretted saying that as it sounded rude. He was the one who screwed up and when he thought about it, the first weekend implies the first entire weekend. "I'll leave," he said lamely.
"Wait, where? I mean are you going to find a motel or something?" she asked.
Rick shook his head, "I didn't bring enough money, I'll find somewhere to sleep."
"Shit!" Drake sighed, "I'll go. This isn't right that you should be like a homeless person."
Laurie shook her head. Rick, stay. You can sleep on the couch. Drake, I might have had thoughts along the same vein as yours all day, so let's go to dinner." She glanced at Rick apologetically.
Drake grinned, "Ok, then let's go. It's a great night for the top down," he said.
Laurie kissed Rick on the cheek, "There's stuff in the fridge for sandwiches or whatever. We'll be back," she nodded at the wall, "TV...um, okay bye," she said before being guided out by her date.
Rick's head was spinning. This had to be a dream, a nightmare but as he watched the huge hand slide from the small of Laurie's back to her tight ass he knew it wasn't. Drake looked back, not apologetically but with a knowing sneer. He was going to get some and Rick wasn't. The door closed and a minute later he heard the deep throaty growl of an engine roar to life. It was 5 minutes before he shrugged his backpack off his shoulders and flopped down onto the couch
Rick was reading a book on his iPad when he heard the sound of the powerful engine. It shut off and he waited to hear the door unlock but nothing. He stood and looked out at the lot. Drake's car was parked in front under one of the bright sodium lights and he staggered back feeling the sharp pain in his stomach return. There was no mistaking what Laurie was doing as the bright red glow bobbed over the man's waist under the bright lights. He couldn't have parked in the darkly lit back corner? Couldn't have put the top up? Rick thought. He hated to think about it but he knew they'd be at the door soon as Laurie was an expert cocksucker...not that he had anyone in his experience to compare to.
He was right as just ten minutes later the door lock was undone and the door swung open. At first, no one entered then he saw Laurie's ass with 2 large hands cupping her cheeks as the couple kissed in a tight embrace.
Drake saw the boy standing and dropped the girl to the ground, "Dude! I hope we didn't disturb you." He kissed Laurie and sighed, "Look. I should go since this might be awkward."
Laurie shook her head angrily. She glanced at Rick then hissed, "Not happening. I took care of you and now you want to bail? Let's just go to the bedroom and finish what I started."
"You sure? It's not going to be weird for you?" Drake asked, "One of the things I love about fucking you is how you hold nothing back."
"I'm sure at first I'll be aware that he's there but once that huge cock of yours spears me I'll be all yours," she said as she palmed the front of his pants. Then she blushed and looked over at Rick, She mouthed, 'Sorry.'
Drake looked at the girl and smiled. Her nipples with poking out and she did look spectacular in her painted-on tights. Then he took her hand and pulled her into the bedroom. He turned on the bedside lamps and then started to close the bedroom door but Laurie stopped him.
"This is going to be an issue," she said looking over at the couch. It was over on the left-hand wall as if situated for anyone on it to have a full view of the bed. "We can't close the door or the A/C will shut off." she pointed to the thermostat on the living room wall, "and it will get really hot in here." Then she realized something. She went to a closet and grabbed a pillow and a blanket. She took it out to the couch and handed it to her long-time boyfriend. "I'm so sorry but this is going to happen," she whispered. Then she went back to the bedroom and looked back. "Maybe we could try closing it to just a crack," she sighed.
Drake chuckled, "Leave it open. I don't mind an audience and we'll need all the cooling air we can get." He pulled the girl close and kissed her while cupping her ass and right breast. He'd not felt her nipple this hard before nor had she ground her crotch against him so urgently. She hadn't been lying. He could feel her ass flexing repeatedly under his hand
Rick tried to look at anything else but he couldn't. It was as if there was a horrific accident that he shouldn't look at but couldn't peel his eyes away from the sight.
Laurie was initially aware of her boyfriend sitting there but she'd been wanting Drake's cock inside her all day. Many times she'd been close to rubbing one out but wanted to save it for his cock. As she felt that incredible log against her thigh she felt it was the right decision and had to have it inside her. She raised her arms as Drake pulled off her tee and then let herself be laid back.
Drake glanced over his shoulder into the living room with a grin before pulling the yoga pants off the beautiful girl. He knelt on the floor, then buried his face between her legs.
Rick was stunned. Laurie was fully shaved, not a wisp of hair on her pussy. She'd always trimmed and he loved her downy-soft pubes. He felt the sharp pain increase as the sight of her bare pussy was blocked by the older man's head.



Laurie lay back, her arms over her head allowing Drake's huge fingers to pull on her nipples while savoring the feeling of his fat tongue inside her. She wanted to cum, desperately wanted release but all day she wanted it with Drake's huge cock inside her. "Oh, fuck, baby. Fuck me, stop...stop," she urged. She had to push his head away as she felt an imminent orgasm. Drake stopped barely in time and when he stood to pull off his clothes she scooted up onto the bed, her legs spread wide waiting. Normally, she'd rub her pussy but with the urgent tingling, she resisted. She moaned as the long fat cock bounced free then she saw Rick out in the darkened living room, his eyes staring at her. She smiled at him unsure what else to do before pulling the large man between her legs.
Drake let out a guttural groan as he felt his cock slide into the tightest pussy ever. "Fuck! You're so wet," he grinned, "You didn't lie. You were thinking about my cock all day."
Rick sat up. Is Laurie letting the man fuck her bareback? Never once did she let Rick even find out what it felt like, but there she was being filled with a huge cock and no protection. Was she on the pill now? Was she in the middle of her cycle and taking the chance? The bedside lights were on her face and her eyes were half closed, her mouth was open and she was rhythmically grunting. He didn't want to compare but even at their most passionate, Laurie quietly panted.
"Ungh, ungh, ungh," echoed throughout the apartment, but it soon got louder and deeper. Then Laurie cried out she was cumming as she wrapped her legs around Drake's ass.
Rick could see a white cream around the fat shaft rapidly slamming into her and the ass he knew so well lifting off the bed in sync with each thrust. Her puckered asshole glistened in the light as she came harder than he's ever seen. No wonder she was so desperate to fuck the man, he thought ruefully. He hadn't cried since he was in elementary school but he found himself wiping tears away. Why hadn't he confirmed the dates with Laurie? He knew she was fucking around but knowing and watching were massively different.
Laurie felt the waves from perhaps the most powerful orgasm she'd experienced and then allowed herself to be flipped over. She knew what Drake wanted. She soon found out that he could only cum while fucking with her ass thrust up....pussy or ass, didn't matter.
Drake looked down at the swollen lips, and the slick asshole, and smiled as he guided his cock back inside her. She had learned quickly what he liked. Her face and chest were pressed into the mattress, and her back was arched making her pussy as welcoming as she could make it.
"Oooohhhh, fuck!" Laurie grunted. Every time Drake drove his cock into her at this angle she could feel him pressing into her cervix.
On her first day of school, she entered the Calculus 101 class and felt her pussy throb seeing the good-looking guy writing an equation on the board. She asked him for advice, they had lunch and then they spent the entire night in her apartment fucking. She had initially felt guilty that it hadn't even been 48 hours since she kissed Rick goodbye and she was fucking another man, but wow! What a man. Drake's cock was long and fat but it was how he used it that drove her over the edge time after time.
Rick had tried to wrap the pillow over his head but Laurie's grunts weren't muffled very much even with her face pressed into the bed, plus, the wet slapping of Drake's cock slamming onto her pussy was amazingly loud. He might have wrapped the pillow around his ears but his eyes kept popping open as Laurie came twice more before Drake let out a loud groan and spewed his cum into Laurie's womb. He felt jealousy, not because another man was fucking his girlfriend...that was a given, it was because he didn't know how that felt. It had to feel better than wearing a condom but he felt as if he were a virgin wondering what a pussy would feel like.
Drake collapsed onto the bed pulling the tiny redhead with him. They lay spooning nestled against each other, his hands on her nice firm tits. "You are by far the best fuck I've had," he sighed. "Tight, so fucking tight. Almost as tight as your ass," he said quietly.
Rick's eyes opened wide. Even with the pillow he understood every word. Laurie allowed anal sex? No fucking way. He'd once brushed his finger against her puckered bud and she'd yelled at him. Then he saw the man extricate his slick cock from her pussy and roll off the bed. 'Holy fuck,' he thought. 'It's fucking huge!'
Drake walked out of the bedroom stroking his cock idly. He grinned at the boy before going to the fridge and grabbing a couple of bottles of water. As he went back, the room echoed with the sound of his fat snake slapping against his thighs. "Sorry to make so much noise but you'd better get what sleep you can. We recover quickly when we get together," he grinned at the boy.
A couple of hours later, Laurie came out naked and Rick could see more closely her bare pussy. She was tiptoeing as if not wanting to wake him but after their energetic anal fuck session with her loud guttural groans he was wide awake. He tried to keep his eyes closed as if he were asleep but he watched her go into the kitchen.
Laurie knew Rick was watching her, but as he tried to feign being asleep she crept quietly. She grabbed some paper towel, cleaned the spunk out of her pussy, then her ass. She tossed the wads into the trash and then shrugged. She took the entire roll back into the bedroom and placed it on the bedside table. She would have liked to turn the lights off but Drake always wanted them on. It was flattering but distracting that he loved seeing her perfect body whenever he fucked her.
Rick was exhausted the next morning when the naked man again came out to the bedroom. 9 times! 9 times they fucked, and maybe more Rick thought. He'd passed out a few times from exhaustion and perhaps he'd slept through a session or two. Where did Drake get the stamina and recovery abilities? He looked at the time, 10 AM. That meant in 13 hours Laurie and Drake had fucked just about every hour and a half. Once he'd crept by the writhing couple as he had to pee. They never noticed him even when he flushed they were so engrossed in their fucking. He found himself studying the couple, listening to their grunts, moans, and urgings. Drake's powerful glutes flexed every time he drove into Laurie's pussy. Then he went back to the pillow wrapped around his head.
"Coffee?" Drake asked as he came out of the kitchen, "I picked up some Sumatran. My favorite. Laurie was drinking Columbian or something but I upgraded that."
Rick found himself sipping coffee on the couch next to the naked couple. Laurie had casually draped her leg over Drake's and was discussing school and other things. He now had a great view of her shaved pussy. She was perfect, though he couldn't believe her lips were tightly closed after the hours of penetration by...shit! He's fucking huge,' Rick internally sighed.
Drake looked over at Laurie and chuckled, "I think your boyfriend might be bi. He keeps checking out my junk." He turned to Rick, "You can touch it if you like. I'm very open to new experiences."
Rick shot up shaking his head, "No, sorry. I was just...look, can I use your shower?" he asked looking at Laurie.
"Sure, it's..." she pointed into the bedroom.
"Dude, use my body wash. Laurie's is the rose-smelling stuff, might smell really good on her but..." He slid over and smelled the girl's chest, "I think you should get in after him," he grinned.
Rick turned away just as the man sucked a nipple between his lips. He turned on the shower and shook his head hearing the familiar sounds of fucking from the living room. He took his time bathing as he didn't want to witness yet another one of their sweat sessions. Drake's body wash did smell good. He made a mental note of the brand then turned off the water and dried off. They were still going at it as he got out. He looked at his phone. 2 hours left until his friend arrived. Maybe he'd go sit out on the curb to wait for him. Then he heard both Laurie and Drake simultaneously orgasm. He brushed his hair, picked up his razor, and shaved. When he was done he pulled on his change of clothes. He decided he'd delayed enough and went out to the living room. They were no longer on the couch but in the kitchen.
Drake was behind Laurie, his crotch pressed against her ass, his hands on her tits as she stirred the scrambled eggs. She turned and smiled at Rick, "Eggs? I made plenty for the three of us. Can you start the toast?" she asked as if she were fully clothed and not being fondled by another man.
Rick nodded and went over to the 4 slice toaster. He'd helped her pack and her dad gave her their old two-slice unit. Then he looked around the kitchen and saw a new blender, coffee maker, and Japanese knife set and shook his head.
Rick ate quietly as the naked couple periodically looked at each other and giggled. Drake's free hand was often between Laurie's legs made easier as she opened her thighs. Then he stood and picked up his plate. "Thanks for breakfast but I think I'll wait outside," he said. Jim should be here in 15 minutes or so. I'd hate to keep him waiting."
Laurie stood and hugged her boyfriend, "Will I see you next weekend?" she asked. She looked in his face and then down at the floor. "Ok. I get it. Will I see you ever again?" she asked with a tear now rolling down her cheek.
"You guys enjoy yourselves," he said. "Maybe we'll run into each other someday, probably not but never say never," he said as he separated himself from the naked girl and headed for the door. When he got to the curb, he plopped down his bag and looked out to the road. On a whim, he looked back at the 2nd story window and saw the naked girl wiping tears away before being led back to the bedroom by her new boyfriend. She turned once and gave a shy wave before disappearing.
* * *
6 Years later Rick was in Atlanta heading to the Starbucks when he stopped in his tracks. Ahead of him was a redhead, her fiery hair glowing in the sun, slender body, tight ass. It couldn't be but he followed needing to know. Just stop and turn to the side, or look back, he prayed. Then she went into the same Starbucks and waited in line.
"What can I get you?" the barista smiled at the beautiful redhead as it was her turn. His was scanning her body as she responded, "Mocha latte, sprinkles, please."
Holy shit! That was her voice. Could it be? Halfway across the country could Laurie be here?
"Name?" the boy asked.
"Laurie, with an ie at the end," she said. Then she turned and looked right at him and gasped.
"Rick? Holy shit, is it you?" she asked.
Rick felt the words in his head but couldn't say anything. In the past 6 years he'd dated many girls but not one stuck. In his head, none compared the the first love of his life. He knew someday he'd find someone. Someone who would take his heart but he also knew no one would ever have all of it. Long ago he forgave Laurie for flaunting her new-found sexual freedom in his face but even though the pain never left, it was the pain of losing her that hurt more. Finally, he reacted. "Laurie. You look great, I mean really great," he smiled. She did look great. She seemed less of a girl and more of a woman. Her hips were wider though her waist seemed just as tight but she had added curves in other places. No wonder the barista was having trouble looking the woman in the eyes.
"So do you," Laurie said. Then she rushed forward and threw her arms around him. "Fuck, fuck, fuck," she said softly into his ear, "not a day...not a single day has gone by without wondering where you were, what you were doing," she said.
"Laurie!" the voice called out, "Mocha latte, sprinkles."
Laurie groaned, "Don't go away...oh, you never ordered. Go put in your order and come sit, if you have time," she smiled.
Rick was in a daze as he put in his order and then went over to sit across from his former girlfriend. "What are you doing in Atlanta?" he asked. "Last I heard you found a job in Seattle."
Laurie smiled, "I quit. The boss hired me so he could sleep with me. I didn't know it at first but on my first employment review, he suggested I put more of myself into the job, and work later hours. When he suggested we go over better ways to get more involved in a hotel room, I reported him to HR and quit. My aunt lives in Roswell," she said. "I decided a change of scenery was in order.
"Your Aunt Rachel? I always liked her. I'd forgotten she lived here," Rick said, "I'll say it. I haven't had a day either that I didn't wonder where you were," he reached over and took her hand.
"Rick, Latte grande," the voice called out.
"Hang on," he said as he stood. Then he stopped and looked down at the woman. "Don't go anywhere."
* * *
Laurie and Rick were married a year later making sure to explicitly state dates and times for every get-together, vacation, meeting, or other appointment. They had three girls, all with flaming red hair.
Laurie never once thought about any other guy...except when she was alone and she could almost feel Drake's huge cock plow into her. Never again, she thought after each of the solo sessions. Drake's permanently in the past, she thought. Then she was at the mall and glanced across at the down elevator as she was going up. 'Shit!' she thought as their eyes met.
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Rachel Thomas looked at the clock and stretched. Her first day as HR Director and it was busier than she expected. She'd risen through the HR ranks over the past 12 years having dealt with just about every issue possible. Being director was a whole new set of issues, meetings with upper management, going over base guidelines, dealing with escalated issues, verifying compliance with regulations, boosting morale, hiring, firing...on and on the list went. She was exhausted. Dealing with individual issues was so much easier and she liked assuaging feelings, correcting behaviors, and dealing with various conflicts. She was good at that, good at finding mutually agreeable resolutions. She wondered why she strived so hard to get here just to be buried in paperwork.
She looked at the sign on the wall behind her, "Say what's on your mind. Be totally honest. There will be no repercussions, no reprimands for anything expressed honestly inside these walls." She had that frame moved from her previous office. She looked around and sighed. She wondered how often she'd be able to point to that telling the person or persons that they can speak 100% freely. They also moved her to an office that was 100% soundproof. They said she could shoot off a gun in hear and no one would be the wiser...then they begged her not to.
She thought back to the various people who'd tested her demand for openness. She'd been screamed at, called a cunt, told she was a puppet for the money-grubbing upper management, and many others. There was one guy who smirked and told her he wanted to bend her over the desk, lift her skirt, yank down her panties, and fuck the shit out of her. He then smiled and looked at her questioningly. She was sure if she'd said yes he'd have done it. She took all of it, sitting quietly until they were done, and then got down the the root of all the issues. Those were her happiest memories. Turning the angriest, most bitter members of the company into happy motivated assets. She had gotten a reputation as being totally unflappable and was often requested to resolve some of the more bitter disputes.
5:00. She put away the papers on her desk, turned off the lamp on the credenza behind her, and headed home.
Steven greeted his wife with a chilled glass of Pellini Limoncello. After their trip down the Amalfi Coast Rachel had fallen in love with the tart lemon liqueur. "How was your first-day herding cats?" he asked.
'Herding cats,' was the running joke they had in dealing with the myriad issues encountered at a huge corporation.
Rachel sighed, "No herding, no cats. More like cleaning a thousand kitty litters." She took a sip, her eyes closed as she felt the slightly sweet cold fluid flow down her throat. She smiled and nodded, "Much better."
They headed into the living room and flopped back. Steven listened as Rachel discussed all the boring parts of her job.
"I swear, Andy decided to retire before the audit, dumping all the preparation crap on me," Rachel moaned, "I was scrambling all morning trying to find previous audits and the results. Then..."
Steven sat attentively listening and when she was done, he gave her a few encouraging words but what brightened her mood was the delivery from their favorite Thai restaurant.
When they climbed into bed, Steven pulled his wife close, "It will get better after the audit. You'll have time to review all the policies that might need modifying, deal with escalated issues, and maybe come up with a few morale-boosting events. Remember the Boundary Waters trip you organized a couple of years ago?"
Rachel groaned, "followed by a record number of sexual harassment complaints...sorry, I wish I could have told you more but I'm not allowed to tell anyone anything that goes on during one of these HR reviews."
Steven chuckled, "You sure seemed like you wanted to say something, but I get it."
Rachel thought back to the week-long excursion. She could have filed a half-dozen complaints herself but as this was considered an out-of-office event anything that went on was outside of company regulations. "You don't remember that I could have come back with someone else's baby?" she sighed, "I had offers...quite a few. You weren't pissed when I told you?"
Steven pulled his wife's ass toward him happy that she opened her legs so his hardening cock was pressed against her pussy. "I was pissed. You should have had a lot more than just a dozen," he said as he pulled off her tee shirt, "every guy there should have wanted to feel these. Anyhow, you were the only one with a one-piece. Next time I'll make sure you have that tiny red string thing."
Rachel lay back as her husband swirled his tongue around her erect nipple while he ground his hard cock against her pussy. She hadn't told him but there were more than a dozen offers, especially after she took on a dare and went skinny-dipping with a small group. "God, yesss," she moaned as she stroked his head of hair. As good as this feels, the two guys who dove underwater to suck on her nipples felt better....so much better. Had they not backed off immediately when she reminded them she was married she might have better, more erotic memories.
Steven had wondered often whether his beautiful wife had strayed, especially on that trip. She had to have been the hottest woman there, even though most of the expedition was made up of young virile men and women. The canoeing trip didn't seem to attract a lot of the older folk in the company. Rachel was blessed with near-perfect features. Long straight blonde hair, narrow face, sparkling blue eyes, perky nose. But it was her lips that attracted him and most other men. She had puffy lips that when she parted them made an almost perfect 'O.' He was sure every guy wanted to slide his cock into that inviting orifice.
But that wasn't all. Her breasts weren't huge but jutted from her chest capped by puffy nipples. Nothing in the world tasted better than Rachel's nipples...a rock-hard nub surrounded by velvety soft areolas. As a bonus, her nipples were so sensitive she would often cum simply with manual or oral stimulation. As he played with the right nipple, sucking on the left, he could feel her pussy grind more and more rapidly against his cock.
God! Her pussy. It was a thing of beauty. She kept a nice blonde patch of pubic hair above but always waxed below. Normally, her labia were tightly closed but when aroused like now, she opened like a flower, her pink insides glistening. He kept playing with her nipples but kissed his way down her tight abs to her navel.
Rachel was close to cumming even before her husband moved down her body. She'd been replaying the feelings as the two men sucked on her nipples. She recalled both fearing and needing one of them to reach between her legs but when they came up for air she said that phrase she later regretted, "Guys, I'm married." That night, in the tent she shared with another woman, she quietly rubbed one out. "Yesss, yesss," she panted as her husband's tongue scraped up her aroused clit.
Steven always loved the taste of his wife's pussy, loved how wet she got, loved how she humped his face with her ass lifted off the bed. He drove his tongue between those flared lips, pulled on her nipples, and felt a rush as she exploded.
Rachel was exhausted and could pass out if she wanted to but she owed it to her husband to get his release so she pulled him up and kissed him. She guided his nice 7" cock inside her with a soft moan. She looked at him and sighed, "Fuck me and just cum inside me. That was great and we need sleep," she said. This was their pattern. She had her one orgasm and was done for the night. Oh, to be multiorgasmic as some of her friends were.
Steven wasn't one to argue and drove his cock into her wet tight pussy. He was thinking about his wife on the canoe trip. There were a lot of hugs and private messages exchanged as they climbed out of the cars. He'd watched at least a dozen men come over to say goodbye as he sat in the car waiting for her. He knew something happened and rather than make him angry or jealous it made his balls ache with a sudden urgency. "Fuck!" he spat as he buried his cock as deeply as he could inside her.
Rachel could feel the powerful spurt splash against her cervix as she stroked her husband's back. His orgasm seemed more intense than usual and lasted longer. He finally went limp before pulling out and rolling off of her. She wondered what triggered his intensity. Was it something she said?
Steven grabbed the box of tissues, handed it to his wife, and kissed her. "God, I love you. I'm the luckiest guy in the world," he smiled.
* * *
The next four weeks were tough on both their sex lives. Steven's job took him out of town for two of the weeks and Rachel's preparation for the audit along with adapting to her new role as Director left both drained and with little energy for love-making.
She felt like she was in her element, though. She led the team in meetings to get all documents in order, found everyone followed her instructions, and soon felt like she was truly in control. What started out as faking morphed into truly leading the team.
Rachel put the final report away with a huge sigh of relief. They passed the audit with no findings. First time ever. Finally, she'd be able to turn her attention to some of the issues escalated to her desk. She looked at one that seemed minor yet bizarre. Two of the salesmen over at Clarkson complained about another man...padding his crotch? She picked up the phone.
"Gloria? You escalated an issue to me. Can you fill me in on what the hell this is about?"
"Bob Sather and Mac Andrews came to my office complaining that Dwayne Martin struts around in tight pants and pads his...you know, junk," the woman said softly.
"So? I mean, it's weird but women wear padded bras so who cares? But the point is, did you suggest they discuss it like mature adults?" Rachel asked.
"I did. First thing I suggested but Bob claimed Dwayne laughed at them and told them they were jealous since both their...hang on. Let me close the door," Gloria said. She came back on, "Ok, Dwayne told the two men that their cocks together weren't as big as his is. That's why it escalated. And trust me when I tell you this is the weirdest thing I've ever dealt with. The two men stood in my office and told me they were a good 7" each. I'm sorry to dump this on you but I've never been in the middle of a dick-size dispute. Look, if you want me to resolve it...I know you're knee-deep," she suddenly laughed, "Sorry, I almost said balls-deep. Anyhow, you've got that audit crap..."
"No, the audit crap is done. I was just going to send out an email. We passed. 100% compliant! I'll handle it and set up a meeting. This will be tons better than dealing with auditors. Thanks for letting me know about this. Oh, by the way. Why did these guys think padding his junk was such a big deal in the first place?" Rachel asked.
"Oh yeah. Dwayne's the #1 salesman and they say it's because he closes more sales with the women because...you get it," Gloria said. "Between you and me if it works, go for it. I might have undone a button or two when negotiating."
Rachel chuckled, "We all have...that and more. OK, thanks. I'll let you know how this works out. This sounds a lot better issue to get balls-deep in," she chuckled. "Oh, and if he is padding his junk and closing sales because of it, I might have to issue a directive that all men pad their junk," she giggled.
* * *
Dwayne was the first to arrive. He was an impressively tall black man, standing at least 6' 6". He was impeccably dressed in a midnight blue three-piece suit, with a yellow-based red tie, and black Johnson and Murphy wingtips. She found it interesting that he chose that red hue. He's aware that men prefer blue-based reds and women prefer yellow-based reds? She couldn't help but check out his package, that was the basis for this entire meeting. If he wasn't padding then he had to be abnormally large. What bothered her was that this whole thing could have been squashed from the beginning had he not thrown out that challenge.
Just as she was about to ask him a question about where he grew up, the door opened and her EA peered in.
"Mr. Andrews and Mr. Sather are here," Elizabeth said. The look on her face indicated both were good-looking and she was right.
She introduced herself and indicated the three seats across from her desk. All three were as well dressed as anyone she'd come across but being in sales it was a requirement. Dress for success and all that. "OK. Let's get a couple of things out of the way. This is a safe place," she indicated the frame behind her. "Anything you want to say, say it. This is not being recorded and no one can hear anything outside of this office. This is soundproof. Questions?"
They all shook their heads. Bob and Mac glared over at Dwayne who was looking at the back of his hand. Huge hand, Rachel thought. She looked at her folder. "The basis of this complaint is that both you Mac and you Bob maintain that Dwayne in effect is using a codpiece to get an advantage selling to women. Is that right?"
Mac spoke first, "That and he basically told us we have tiny dicks," he spat.
Bob nodded, "But we're losing commissions as he closes more sales, especially with women buyers. And he said what Mac said."
Rachel sighed. It makes sense. They're selling women's lingerie and she had no idea but 90% or more of the buyers have to be women. "OK, let me get this straight. Ignoring the disparaging remark concerning your penis size if padding your junk enhances sales, why aren't you doing it? Why wouldn't you?" she asked.
"Because it's deceptive," Mac said. If he lies about that," he nodded over to Dwayne's lap, "how can the customer trust him?
Rachel looked at the tall black man, "Are you lying? And don't tell me your dick is bigger than mine. That's not an answer."
Dwayne stood up and grabbed his crotch, "100% pure beef, ma'am. What to see here is Italian wool, 100% cotton boxers, and my man parts. Nothing more, nothing less." He sat down and then glared back at the two guys.
"Have you ever padded your man parts?" Rachel asked.
"No ma'am."
"Not even back in school?" she asked.
"No ma'am. Wouldn't have done much good as I wore baggie pants back in school," he chuckled.
Rachel looked at all three. "All I can say is there's nothing to your complaint. Without inspecting him further it looks like he's telling the truth."
Bob stood up, "What about his innuendo that we have small dicks?" he asked.
"I never said that. I said both of your dicks together aren't as big as mine," Dwayne said calmly.
Mac shook his head, "He's lying and you all know it. I'm a good 7" and Bob says he's that big also. No one on earth has a 14" cock! I want him written up and to issue us both a formal apology."
Rachel shook her head. "I feared you guys wouldn't let it go. Guys say that, say that all the time. You going to make it a federal case?" she asked. "Can't you just say it was hyperbole?"
"It wasn't hyperbole, ma'am and length isn't the only measure. Of course, I don't have a 14" cock but I'll bet you both $1,000 that in volume my cock is over twice the sum of both yours."
Rachel had her face in her hands. The auditors were more reasonable than men with penis size issues. She looked up, "No betting, dammit! Fuck it! All three of you, stand up. Drop your pants and boxers...briefs. Whatever!" she snapped.
She was shocked to see all three stand and without hesitation drop their pants to the floor. 'Fuck me,' she thought, 'all three guys were gifted but Dwayne was very gifted. "Damn! Look, if you're going to see this through to the end you'll all need to be hard." She groaned to herself seeing all three stroke their limp cocks.
She pressed the intercom, "Elizabeth. Do you have a sewing tape measure?"
"Hang on, I think I have one in my...yes. Do you want me to bring it in?" the woman asked.
"No! Hang on, can you just hand it through the door?" she asked. "Guys, turn around just in case." She went over and opened the door 4" and took the roll of tape. "We're conducting an experiment," she explained before closing the door.
She went back to the guys, none of whom were close to being hard. She sighed and began unbuttoning her blouse. "If any of you ever breathe a word about this..." she said firmly. She pulled off her blouse and she wished she'd not worn her red transparent lacy bra. Then she unzipped her skirt letting it drop to the floor revealing a matching red thong. "OK, is this sufficient?" she asked. She might as well have been naked since the set was fully see-through.
All three had fully rigid members in a flash. She tried not to stare at them but her eyes lingered the longest on Dwayne's. His cock was massive but his balls were even more impressive. The man definitely had not been padding his junk.
"Good. Good job guys. I knew you could do it. She picked up a pen and pad of paper and knelt in front of Mac. His cock was hard and throbbing when she gripped it. She stroked it a few times and then measured the length and girth. "6 3/4" length, 6 7/8" girth."
Then she went over to Bob. She stroked his cock a few times thinking how easy it would be to suck on it but she collected herself and then measured. "7 3/8" length, 6 1/4" girth," she sighed. 'Don't compare with Steven...don't compare...fuck!' she thought bitterly.
She stood and then knelt by Dwayne. Her hand wrapped around just half the girth. She stroked his cock smearing the stream of gooey fluids up and down the shaft. She sighed and then took the tape measure. "11 3/4" length, 9 1/2" girth." She stood up looking for somewhere to wipe the precum off her hands. She found a tissue and then went over to her desk. "Let me do the math," she said not bothering to cover up. They'd seen her nearly naked and they weren't making a move to cover up themselves.
"Mac, 25.2 cubic inches," she mumbled. "Bob, 23.0 cubic inches." Then she clicked her calculator a bit more, stopped, and did it again. She looked at the three, Um you two amount to 48.2 cubic inches, give or take as your cocks aren't true cylinders. She looked at Dwayne and licked her lips, "Um your cock has a volume of 54.3 cubic inches. I'm afraid he was right. Does that resolve this?" she asked. She couldn't understand why her voice was so hoarse, her nipples so achingly hard, and her pussy throbbing.
Bob and Mac nodded their heads and reached to pull up their pants while Rachel reached for her blouse. She stopped when she heard Dwayne's voice.
"While diversity is a necessary goal it cannot be at the expense of team, group, and corporate cohesiveness. Humans tend to be attracted to those with similar backgrounds, ethnicity, faith, gender, and other diverse characteristics. I thereby encourage all directors and managers to initiate team-building events and activities to promote more common experiences. This is more important than ever if we want everyone to work towards a common goal."
Rachel turned to look at the man, "You're quoting my email?" she asked.
Dwayne nodded to the two men, "Morale, team-building, common experiences...all part of your vision for this company. Bob, Mac, and I could use a common experience, a morale-building event to bring us closer together as a team," he said as he took the blouse out of the slender blonde's hand.
Rachel didn't move as she saw the other two men stepping out of their pants. She closed her eyes as Dwayne's huge hand deftly unclipped her bra in the back. She felt the dripping shaft press against her leg and without thinking tried to wrap her hand around it.
Bob had stripped naked and came over to the beautiful woman, stroking her ass before kneeling and pulling the flimsy thong to the floor. Then Mac's cock was in her other hand and she was stroking two cocks for the first time in her life. She roused herself, her brain spinning trying to find a way out of this but instead picked up the phone, pressing intercom.



"Elizabeth, we're finishing up here. I know you want to get to your sister's so I'll see you tomorrow." She put down the receiver and then picked it up again just as Dwayne's middle finger slid inside her.
She misdialed three times as both her nipples and her pussy were being roughly stimulated. 'Honey, sorry. I need to finish with a few things...ahhh, um. Sorry. Another email. Um...I'll be late so go ahead and eat...mmmm, mmmm, crap!" She put her hand over the receiver as she let herself be picked up and placed on her desk. "Sorry, Elizabeth just told me someone's coming inside... love you," she panted as she quickly hung up.
Bob cleared off her papers and then laid the woman back. He sucked a nipple into his mouth while indicating to Mac he should do the same.
Rachel had never been with two guys before, except for that time skinny-dipping, let alone three. She idly wondered how she'd be able to take care of three angry cocks, especially three so huge. Dwayne's scared her when she saw it. She doubted she or any other woman would be able to take it all. Steven's 6" always filled her up. Perhaps they'd be content with blowjobs. As she was working out the dynamics of this unexpected circumstance she felt the familiar aching start.
Dwayne's middle finger was smeared in the woman's juices as he rapidly pumped into her pussy. As he always had to do to get their pussies ready for his cock he added a second finger. Most women told him his two fingers were already more than their husbands or boyfriends. He tongued her tasty pussy easily finding her hard nub. Within seconds the blonde cried out she was cumming as she grabbed his head pulling him hard between her spread legs.
Rachel often had intense orgasms but that was the first time saw stars...not just stars but flashes of lightning. She was doing the splits while grinding her pussy against the man's face feeling the waves crash through her. At last, the pleasurable feeling faded and she went limp.
Dwayne stood up, wiped the juices from his face, gripped his massive cock, and lined the head up with the flared pink lips.
Rachel was in a daze but was about to push the man away. She wasn't on the pill as Steven wasn't potent enough plus Dwayne's cock might injure her. She put her hands on his hips when Bob spoke.
"Hang on. I know you won this dispute and by all rights should get to fuck her first but you'll ruin this sweet pussy for us. Let's go in order of smallest to largest," he said.
Dwayne backed away, "that's fair. She can suck Mac's cock while you fuck her. Then again, she can easily take care of three of us at once. Rachel, do you have some lube?" he asked.
Rachel roused herself and shook her head. She did have a small tub of Vaseline in her top drawer but never let any man near her ass. Then she thought about the time...'fuck! Hannah says that once you've tried it, you'll make it part of your fuck-sessions,' she remembered. "Sorry, yes. The top drawer."
Dwayne grinned, nothing better than a tight ass. "Bob, go ahead and fuck her, get her nice and loosened up while I grab the lube."
Bob grinned and pulled the woman to her feet and led her over to the couch. He gently bent her over the arm.
Rachel should be in charge. She was two levels above these men but wasn't sure how to wrest back control of the situation. Here they were telling each other who would do what to her without considering her needs....though they did give her an amazing orgasm. She opened her legs allowing Bob to easily slide his cock inside her, "Oh, God!" she grunted as the man wasted no time driving his cock deep inside her. 'Holy fuck!' she thought, 'if his cock is the smallest...'
Mac came over and sat on the couch. He slid his ass over until his cock was lined up with the gorgeous blonde's mouth. She never hesitated as she wrapped her lips around his throbbing shaft. He pressed the back of her head and she complied by taking more of his cock into her throat.
Rachel had always been able to stifle the gag reflex and she was pleased even with more cock than she'd sucked on before, she had no issues.
"Fuck! She sucks cock like a pro. Remember Crystal in Atlantic City?" he asked Bob. "She's better." He put his head back and held her head as he guided her sucking. He gripped one of her huge dangling tits and sighed happily. This turned out to be the best day he'd ever had at work.
Dwayne came over to the couch and tapped Bob on the shoulder. "Here. Get her ass ready and you can have first crack at it. Then, when you're ready she can get on Mac's lap, you fuck her ass and she can suck my cock. As soon as one of you guys cum, I'll take that hole. Sound good?" he asked.
Bob grinned, "I'm starting to like you. Sorry about all that..." he stepped back and waved his hand towards the man's cock.
"It's fine. It sure worked out well in the end," Dwayne chuckled. "We might need to have a few more internal issues." He slapped Bob on the shoulder as he handed the tub to him.
Rachel felt the cool gel being shoved roughly into her ass. This was the first time anyone had done that and while it wasn't uncomfortable she kept clenching her anus. 'Relax, relax your butt and you'll love it,' Hannah told her, 'plus, as an added bonus since you're not on the pill if you find a hot guy you can let him cum in your ass.' She tried to relax but as soon as she felt the plump head press against her virgin hole she couldn't help it.
Bob had done this before and took it slow. He pressed a little then backed off. Each time he entered her a bit farther. Then, on the fifth attempt, she finally relaxed and he slid easily inside her. 'Holy fuck! She's incredibly tight," he groaned.
Mac grinned, "I can't wait. Pull out and bring her over here."
Rachel felt coolness inside her rectum as the fat shaft pulled out. She limply let herself be lowered onto Mac's slightly larger cock, feeling his wonderful fullness. "Yessss," she hissed as her pussy was filled with cock. She could get used to this, she thought. Then internally slapped herself. Never again!
Bob came around admiring the creamy bouncing ass and leaned against her back. She'd stopped fucking Mac's cock and was sticking her ass out. This time he slid right in hoping he'd last as he doubted he'd ever fuck a tighter hole in his life. 'How will Dwayne ever get his cock inside her ass?' he wondered. Then he picked up the pace, aggressively fucking her tight tush.
Dwayne was stroking his cock watching the two men fuck both the blonde's holes but he needed more. He knelt on the couch and without prompting looked down as Rachel eagerly pulled his cock into her mouth. 'Wow!' he thought, 'she'd taking half my cock into her mouth without gagging!' he thought. "I never met this Crystal but she had to be great to suck cock like she does," he nodded down at the bobbing blonde head.
Rachel was grunting loudly and rhythmically as she felt the huge shaft pound deep into her rectum. Mac was playing with her tits, paying a lot of attention to her erect nipples. She was impressed with herself that she could take almost 3/4 of Dwayne's cock into her throat but what she liked the best was the base of Mac's cock grinding against her clit. She gasped on the huge cock in her mouth as everything boiled up inside her. Impossible! She never had more than one orgasm.
As Rachel came, Bob gritted his teeth attempting to stifle the rapidly increasing ache in his balls. "Fuck!" he groaned as he slammed once more into her perfect rectum just as he felt the initial spurt of cum jet inside her.
Rachel had her mouth open as she orgasmed and clamped her lips back onto the fleshy shaft as the pulsing ebbed. Then she felt Bob spasming in her ass idly wondering how to clean up after an anal creampie. Where had she come up with that term? she wondered. Creampie...did Steven mention that?
After Bob pulled out and staggered over to Rachel's desk to grab a handful of tissues, Mac decided he needed to try out the babe's ass. He pushed her off gently and then turned her around so her back was to him.
Rachel had never fucked in this position but she could see why Mac wanted her like this. She reached beneath her, gripped his slick cock, and lowered herself so her open asshole was lined up. "Oh, fuck!" she grunted as her weight bottomed her out instantly. Her eyes were closed so she didn't see that Dwayne had moved between her open legs, his huge cock in his hands.
Dwayne had been waiting for this. The bad thing about having a huge cock is every time he was part of a gang bang, the others made him wait. On the other hand, dozens of times he'd ended up taking the bitch home with him. They always demanded more once he got started. Rachel's eyes were wide open as he leaned forward and pressed the plump head against her sopping cunt. Damn! He loved the looks on their faces the first time he penetrated their unprepared pussies. He leaned into it and popped inside the slender woman.
"Shit! Wait...oh my God!" she sputtered. 'This will never work! He's too fucking big,' she thought. She opened her legs as wide as she could and gritted her teeth. The pain was intense...searing but somehow pleasurable. How could this be pleasurable?
Dwayne took it slow. He pulled out and then pushed in a little deeper. The woman was gasping in air with each thrust and her chest was heaving. He grabbed handfuls of tit as he picked up the pace just as he heard and felt the woman cum a third time.
"Oh my God! Fuck meeee, fuck my cunt!' she panted. The pain had dissipated and the incredible fullness with huge cocks in her ass and pussy was causing a series of constant orgasms. Dwayne's fat cock was scraping on her clit without him even pressing up into her. Then she felt it. Mac cried out as he added his sperm to Bob's.
After Mac finished ejaculating, Dwayne lifted the blonde easily and stood in the middle of the office bouncing her on his cock. Rachel was clinging to him, her arms around his neck, her legs wrapped around his waist. Cum was screaming out of her ass onto the floor but no one cared. The two men sat on the couch stroking their cock as they watched the foot-long ebony shaft disappear into the swollen slit.
Rachel felt another orgasm coming on...what was this one? The tenth? She was putty in the man's hands...on his cock as she felt herself sloshing on his monster member. Any presumption she was the one in charge here was gone as she felt herself being fucked...truly and thoroughly fucked. Then Dwayne went over to the desk and laid her on her back. He grabbed each of her ankles, lifted them high and wide, and then rapidly thrust into her sloshing yet tight pussy.
Both of the men came over to want. "Fuck me, Dwayne I'm totally in awe of what you've got between your legs," Mac sighed.
Bob nodded, Damn. To just once be in your shoes...fuck the walking-a-mile shit," he chuckled. "Mac, let's go. I think they're going to be here a while. Rachel, it was great meeting you. You are great at this issue resolution thing. Dwayne, see you tomorrow. I'd like to buy you lunch to make up for filing a complaint against you. I was wrong...so wrong." He went over to pull his clothes on.
Dwayne dropped a leg and shook each of the men's hands then went back to fucking the beautiful blonde director who was cumming again. He felt her fluids flowing down his scrotum and drip onto the floor. 'Damn, she has a great body,' Dwayne thought. Perfect tits, tight cunt, and ass begging to be fucked...'
Rachel groaned as she came down from yet another orgasm as the man pulled his cock out of her slimy pussy. He picked up the tub of gel and took a gob and shoved it into her ass. She knew it was going to happen, she hoped it wouldn't but this would be better than having a black baby. She closed her eyes and gritted her teeth as she let the man push her ankles up around her ears. Never in her life had she felt so vulnerable, so helpless, so aroused.
Dwayne then smeared his cock with the gel before pressing his cock against her tight puckered hole. He was surprised at how easily he was able to pop in. She wasn't resisting at all and he was soon fucking her ass without worrying that he'd hurt her. Barely 10% of the women he'd known had allowed him to fuck their asses. Half of those screamed and begged him to stop. A small handful gritted their teeth and took it but this woman took over holding her ankles and was cumming again. Her once-tight labia were wet flared and swollen and laid out beneath him. Her pussy looked as used as a pussy could get and he hoped she'd recover before her husband noticed. He thumbed her clit as he drove into her.
Rachel was barely aware when the two men came over and kissed her. Each squeezed a breast and thanked her. Then they left. She suddenly realized this had to be the first time in her life that a fucking session didn't start with a kiss, in fact, the kisses she just got were the first ones.
Dwayne looked down at the woman and decided she'd had enough. He knew the signs, damp hair from sweat, ragged panting, glistening body, and unfocused eyes. He pulled out and rapidly stroked his cock while pointing it at her chest.
Rachel watched as a long rope shot out splashing on her face and neck. Another hit just below that followed by a series of lesser strings until her face, neck, chest, and stomach were dripping warm pools of cum. She licked her lips and then scooped some of the cum on her nose and cheeks into her mouth.
Dwayne stood back admiring his work and was surprised when the blonde slid off the desk and knelt. She sucked his cock into her mouth, her tongue milking the rest of his cum out of his cock. He looked at the clock and sighed. "Damn, bitch. I'd love to stay all night but you need to get home to your husband."
Rachel moaned as she sat back and looked at the clock. It was after 6 pm. They'd been fucking for over three hours. The meeting started at 2 so...wow. She looked up at the tall black man. "I assume that fulfilled your need for team cohesiveness," she asked.
Dwayne grinned, "That and more. You'll be getting a 5 ⭐️ review."
* * *
Rachel got home after 8 feeling guilty and drained. Her ass burned, and her pussy throbbed from being stretched out more than she thought possible, and from an untold number of orgasms. 'Please, please, please. Please don't be horny tonight, Steven,' she thought.
"Damn, honey. I thought the audit was over and your late nights would be done," Steven said as he got up. "Did you eat? I have lasagna in the microwave ready to go." He gave her a hug. "You feel warm. Are you coming down with something?" he asked.
"I'm fine. Just exhausted. Meetings...you know post mortems after the audit. I'd love some lasagna and a drink," she said as she flopped onto the couch.
* * *
Three weeks later, Earl Stanford called Rachel into his office. She felt her stomach sour wondering if somehow word got out. It felt like the sword of Damocles hanging over her head. Her career, her marriage, and her life would be over if what she did ever got out. She went up to the 43rd floor and tapped on the window next to the door. He waved her in with a smile so she felt a wave of relief.
Earl stood up and waved to a seat, "Damn! I knew you were the one for this job. First the audit thing and then over at the intimate apparel division. I heard about the great job you did in quelling the conflict between the top three sales staff. I know you can't discuss the particulars but what I'd give to have been a fly on that wall.
Rachel blushed and then stammered, "Um. It was nothing. Just heard them out, you know listened. I think that was all they wanted was someone to listen to them," she said softly.
"We'll, whatever. Here." He stood and gave her an envelope, "a bonus. Both for the audit and for your incredible conflict-resolution abilities."
She opened the envelope and gasped. It was a good 10% of her annual salary. "Thank you. This is totally unexpected." They exchanged a few more pleasantries, and then Earl looked distracted. She saw that the meeting was over and in a daze headed back to her office.
The following week, she got a call from an internal number with a name she didn't recognize.
"Ms. Thomas?" the man's voice asked. "Have a moment?"
"Yes, Rachel is fine. Sure, what's up?" she asked. Calls out of the blue were normal in HR. No one ever needs HR until they need them.
"I'm Paul Preston over in sales. You defused an issue I thought was impossible to resolve. Do you remember Dwayne Martin, Bob Sather, and Mac Andrew's?"
Rachel chuckled, "How could I forget? The most unusual situation I've ever dealt with. Why, are there new issues?" she asked.
"No. Quite the opposite. These guys have become best friends, going to lunch together, triple dating...you know. My three best salesmen are now working together and have actually increased their sales. I credit what you did for them. I think you're a miracle worker."
Rachel blushed. "Um, thanks. But they were open to suggestions and were quite easy to work with."
"That wasn't the case for me. They hated... mean hated each other. I thought there'd be blows in the parking lot. You must have a magic touch. Anyhow, I talked to Earl, you know, your Senior Director and he gave the OK. We're going to do one of your suggestions. A week in Vegas so the team can share experiences. I read your mission statement and it just makes sense."
"That's great news," she said. Why did he need to talk to Earl about that, she wondered? Give me credit for the idea?
"It is. Are you free the third week of next month? We'd like you to join us. We want to make sure everyone gets as much out of it as possible. You were spot on when you said that the goal of maximum diversity runs counter to team cohesiveness. We'd pay your way. Earl gave me his blessing for you to join us, consider it a week vacation on the sales team," he finished.
Rachel knew the answer and she wrote the optimal guidelines, "are spouses invited?"
"No. Just as you proposed. It will be the entire team going to shows, seeing the sights, watching the Bellagio fountains...you know, shared experiences. Are you in?"
Rachel hesitated knowing the three men would be there. What would they expect and how many other men would share her? Then she thought how often she thought about a 54 cubic inch cock. "Sure. It sounds fun," she said softly. "Thanks for asking. Send me the details and I'll block out my calendar
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When I started the story, 'It's Only a Blowjob,' I had two differing plots in mind, so here's an alternative to the same theme. All characters are 18 or over.
Caitlin was bouncing along the sidewalk next to her BFF Grace. "Man! Mrs. Adams's final was a bear! I hope I get at least a 95 but who knows," she said, "but that was the last one. We can coast through the rest of our senior year," she grinned.
"You crack me up. The rest of us stress out over getting a passing grade and you get all upset if you get one question wrong! I hate you," the cute blonde sighed. She looked at her friend, 5' 6", perhaps 125 lbs. with glowing straight red hair. Her figure was perfect, tight round butt, narrow waist, and large boobs. Caitlin did not just get top grades, she was an incredible athlete, owning the school mile record for girls, then working out with the boys and often out-lifting them.
Grace glanced down at her full-figured body, 5' 3", 135 lbs, large ass, love handles. At least, her boobs were bigger than Caitlin's though not by much. The other difference between them was Caitlin was still a virgin and Grace was far from it. She'd found soon after turning 18 that girls who weren't genetically gifted had to make up for it by opening their legs, mouths, and ass. Being blonde was a plus, being stacked didn't hurt but it was her willingness to please in any way possible that gave her a full dating schedule. Grace was rarely sitting at home on weekends while Caitlin was home studying or out on a run.
It wasn't that boys hadn't tried. They had. A half-dozen times Grace had set Caitlin up on blind dates only to have the boys told to keep their hands to themselves. The net result was Caitlin learned sex through Grace's stories and Grace was going to graduate with Caitlin's tutoring.
"You going out with Daryl tonight?" Caitlin asked, "Is he the one who likes to put it in your ass?" she asked.
"That's Derek, or come to think of it that's every guy. Daryl is the one who has to cum in my mouth. He's incapable of cumming unless I suck his cock," she sighed. "At least he doesn't fuck me in the ass first. God! I hate that," she sighed.
Caitlin fake shuddered, "Just thinking about it makes me want to throw up," she said. "Let's talk about something else. Why did Coach Roberts cancel field hockey practice after school?"
"His wife called. Her water broke," Grace sighed, "I can't even imagine going through that. Those videos in health class scared me so much I wouldn't let a guy near my pussy for a week...well, at least with their cocks," she grinned.
Caitlin laughed, "I can't imagine you going a week without having a guy do you."
"Do me? Just say it. Say fuck, say 'I can't imagine you going a week without a guy fucking you.'"
Caitlin sighed, "I can't imagine you going a week without a guy fucking you. Feel better?" she blushed.
"Good girl. We'll make a slut out of you soon. Anyhow, love you. Have a good weekend," Grace said as they stopped in front of her house.
Caitlin hugged her friend wondering what it would be like having a guy doing what he wants with her like Grace always allowed. Putting their erections in her vagina, mouth, and, she shuddered, her ass. "No way!" she muttered.
"No way what?" Grace called, "Are you talking to yourself again?"
Caitlin stopped and shook her head, "No way I'm studying all weekend. Love you," she said as she waved goodbye.
She couldn't wait to get home with an afternoon off. She'd have time to get some of her homework done and then she'd allow herself to watch TV tonight! She trotted up the walk hearing what sounded like an argument. Her parents never argued or if they did they made sure she wasn't around. She quietly opened the door and stopped.
"You have time, you just don't want to. I've never said no," her father pleaded.
"You like doing it, I don't, plus you can take care of it yourself," her mother sighed. "Shit! Ok. Just this once."
Caitlin shut the door loudly, "I'm home. Mom? Dad?"
"We're in here, honey," her mother said a bit loudly.
Caitlin wondered what was upsetting them and if it was some chore, she could do it. "I heard you guys arguing. If there's anything I can help out with, let me know, please? How can I help?" she asked. It was strange to see Mom standing in front of her dad as he was doing up his belt.
Marjorie was blushing, "It's nothing, honey. Just...you, know a chore that your father wants me to do." She started to go to the kitchen, "I didn't know you'd be home this early. No field hockey?" she asked.
"Coach Roberts canceled...look, you know I can take some of the chores on around here. You have a full-time job, cook all out meals, shop..." she said firmly.
Dave shook his head and chuckled, "I know want to pitch in, but some chores are...well, better done by your mother." He stood up, "I'm going over to the driving range."
Caitlin felt angry. Mom worked her ass off as a paralegal and never neglected their needs. She always prepared great dinners and always had the laundry done. Caitlin did what she could taking on most of the cleaning chores but putting more on her mom's plate wasn't fair. "Whatever it is, I'll do it," she said with her fists on her hips.
Marjorie laughed, "Sweetie, drop it. This is something you should just leave to me. I'm sure you could do it but just let us take care of it." She looked at her husband, "You're right. I'll do it...tonight. Happy?"
"Damn it! Mom, you always do that. Whatever it is, just let me take care of it. I'm over 18, a woman, not a little girl anymore. I can't think of anything you do around here I can't!" She said almost angrily. Then her voice softened, "You can relax for once," Caitlin said. "Dad, what is it you need me to do?"
Dave looked blankly at his daughter, then over at his wife, "Um..."
Marjorie laughed, "Ok. Your father isn't happy that I don't give him blowjobs anymore. There. Is this something you think you can do?" she said before laughing, "Honey. You always want to pitch in, but there are some things you just can't do."
Caitlin blushed, looking between her father and her mother. She looked back at her father who wasn't looking at her face but her chest. She realized her nipples had hardened and felt a shiver go down her spine recognizing the look. Then she remembered Grace showing her videos of girls giving blowjobs telling her it was nothing and guys love it when she let them ejaculate...cum in her mouth. The taste isn't all that bad and she gets great dinners out of it.
"OK, I'll do it," she said. "You want me to do it now?" she asked.
Marjorie sputtered, "What? No! He's your father and..."
"And, it's nothing. If it frees up time for you and Dad gets what he wants. Win, win," she smiled. "Dad, would it be ok if I give you a blowjob?"
Tom looked at his wife then back at his daughter, "I'd like that," he smiled, "I didn't think you knew how."
"I've never done it but I've seen videos. How hard can it be?" she asked. "Mom? Can you show me how then you don't need to worry about doing this anymore," she smiled.
Marjorie shook her head, "I can't believe this." She came back into the living room, "Ground rules. You'll do this in our bedroom or in yours. Not here in the living room. I don't want to see it. It is your call if he cums in your mouth or not. He always gives a warning when he's close so you can pull off and jerk him off or keep going. Also, if you don't like it, stop. This is not anything you need to do. Your father just wants me...us to do this. It's not any kind of need. Got it?" she asked. "Let's go upstairs. We'll do it in our bedroom this time. After that...I don't want to know," she sighed.
Marjorie looked at her husband, "Dave, stop it. Don't look at our daughter as if she's some slut."
"How about if I buy her dinner first?" he smiled as they entered the bedroom.
Marjorie blushed as she remembered when they were first dating he'd asked for a blowjob and she told him yes, but only after he took her to dinner. "Your father is an evil man. Don't let him talk you into anything else, ok?" she said. "OK, Dave. Take off your pants."
Caitlin's eyes widened as her father undid his belt, the top snap, and then the zipper, the entire time looking right at his daughter. He grinned as he pushed his pants and boxers to the floor. He sat on the bed and propped himself up with his arms, a shit-eating grin on his face. She'd seen videos of penises or cocks but this was the first in real life. She suddenly understood Grace's fascination with them. Dad's cock was long and fat with thick ropes of purple veins running up the shaft. It was growing, bouncing up his leg onto his stomach as it got longer and thicker. Soon it was lying on his stomach pointing at his chin. Her knees bent on their own.
"Honey, you don't have to do that yet," her mother said softly. "I can start."
Cailin felt almost a need to do this. She knelt and gripped the warm pulsing shaft. His warm moist musky aroma was intoxicating and it felt as if it had a heart beating inside. Then there was the texture, the heat, and the stiffness of her father's cock, the flesh throbbing in her hand. Grace never mentioned anything about how powerful a hard cock felt.
"Ok, if you're going to do this, your father likes to play with my boobs. It's up to you if you want to take off your top," Marjorie said.
Caitlin roused herself and nodded, "I want to do it right. I want Daddy to be happy," she said. She pulled off her top and then reached around to undo her bra. It made her feel proud to hear both her parents softly gasp seeing her breasts.
Dave never hesitated. He reached down and squeezed his daughter's tit. It was heavy and soft. He could play with it all night, he thought. He looked at his wife, "It would be hot if you took off your top and got down there to show Caitlin how you suck my cock," he smiled.
Marjorie groaned, "Another of your father's fantasies is a three-way, not fun like with another guy but with another woman. Not happening," she sighed, but she pulled off her top and knelt next to her daughter.
Dave had a breast in each hand as he felt his daughter stroking his cock.
Marjorie looked at her daughter. She'd seen that look and knew what it was. "I know. The first time I saw your dad I said to myself, 'I'm going to marry this guy.' It's important to know that there has to be more to a man than his cock, however," she grinned, "a cock like this makes up for leaving the toilet seat up and leaving his shoes lying around," she chuckled. "What I do first is lick his balls then the underside of the shaft," she said.
Caitlin was fascinated watching her mother suck first the left testicle and then the right into her mouth. She could see her tongue bathing the scrotum as she did that. She was gently stroking his cock while doing it. Then she popped the nut out of her mouth and licked from the base to the head a couple of times.
Marjorie sat back, "Ok, you do that," she said.
Caitlin was feeling flushed, whether it was the heady aroma of manly crotch sweat; seeing her mother licking her father's genitals; or his fingers pulling on her nipple. Whatever, it was a great feeling. She gripped the shaft and then sucked a testicle into her mouth, tasting the saltiness. Then she did the other one. The musky taste and texture were arousing. She could feel slippery fluids leaking from her Daddy's cock as she stroked him, so she rubbed it into the shaft. She popped his right ball out of her mouth then ran her tongue up to the tip, tasting the juices as they flowed into her mouth.
She looked at her mother, "Does he like to be licked down here?" She licked under his ballsack and down to his perineum. Her daddy let out a pleasured groan and lifted his legs so she kept licking. She could almost feel his cock get even bigger as she did that so if this feel good perhaps going a little farther...
"That's far enough," Marjorie said. She'd gone there and Dave loved it but she swore that was the last time.
Caitlin nodded and licked her way back up his scrotum and up the stiff shaft. Then she knew what he wanted and without waiting for her mother to show her, she pulled his cock down, opened her mouth, and pressed her face onto her Daddy's cock.
Marjorie sat back and smiled up at her husband. "Ok. It's good to get another chore off my plate. I'm going to go start dinner. You two have fun," she said as she stood and left the room pulling on her top.
Caitlin was doing what she'd seen the girls in the videos do rapidly fisting the base of the cock while sucking as much of the top half as she could. She stopped and looked up, "Am I doing it right, Daddy?" she said still stroking him.
"Honey, you're doing great. It feels wonderful. Here, get up. Let's lie on the bed since your knees will get sore," he said. "If you like, you can take off your shorts. It's better when you're totally naked, I mean there's something really hot about that."
Caitlin stood and nodded, "OK, Daddy. I want you to be happy." She felt a rush as her Daddy lay back and opened his legs. His cock was lying on his lower stomach almost to his navel. His huge ballsack hung down in a way that seemed to frame his hairy asshole. She peeled off her shorts and panties, checking the crotch as she felt them stick. She'd wet her panties. She pulled them off and then crawled between his legs.
Dave lay back as his daughter's soft lips again wrapped around his cock Now her huge breasts were dangling a good half-foot from her chest topped by large pink nipples. He reached under and grabbed both soft masses as she felt her tongue stroking his cock along with her lips clenching the shaft.
She wanted to feel his balls again so she cupped them and gently stroked the hairy sack. Then she remembered the girls in the videos so she spread her legs wide as she lay on her side. He must have liked that as his breathing changed. She found her gag reflex faded as she seemed to get used to the intrusion against the back of her throat. She stopped and looked up at him, "Daddy, you can cum in my mouth. I mean if I don't like it I'll tell you so next time you'll know." She took his cock back in her mouth and found she could get 3/4 of him into her throat before gagging. She could tell a lot about how well she was doing by his breathing. He sometimes breathed in deeply, other times he'd give a soft gasp, and others he almost was panting.
He liked when she licked under his balls so she stroked his perineum. Her middle finger brushed his asshole causing a sharp gasp. She did it again and decided he liked that. As it was slick with her spit she circled the tight bud before slipping inside. It felt strange the way the sphincter tightly gripped her finger. 'Grace told me guys love having their assholes fingered, and she was right,' she mused. Her jaw was getting sore as she had never used her muscles like that and hoped he'd cum soon,
Dave was getting close and wanted to delay but his daughter found his ass and pushed her finger inside him. He desperately wanted this to last longer but her finger was actively plunging into his rectum. "Oh fuck!" he grunted through gritted teeth. Then he couldn't hold it any longer and exploded in his daughter's mouth.
Caitlin was pressed fully onto her Daddy's cock when a hot jet of sperm splashed against the back of her throat. All she could do was swallow or she'd choke so she gulped down each spurt as he came. She'd never seen or heard a man cum before, but his whole body seemed to tense up and he was grunting as if trying to lift a car. Finally, he went limp and she slid her finger out of his ass and his cock out of her mouth and sat back. Next time, she'd have a towel handy to clean off her face and finger.
Dave groaned happily and looked at his daughter sitting looking at him. "That was perfect, honey. There's nothing I'd have you change," he smiled.
"I'm going to clean up," the cute redhead said, "no idea why I decided to do that, it just seemed like something you'd enjoy," she said holding up her slick finger.
Dave smiled, "Holy shit, that was incredible. Your mother never did that to me. Very stimulating. How was it...you know, me cumming in your mouth?" he asked.
"It was fine. I need a warning though. I almost choked and if I didn't swallow quickly I would have," she smiled. "I'm glad you liked it. I'm going to clean up."
Dave appraised his daughter's naked body wishing he could fuck her. Her trimmed red vee above her thigh gap was almost an arrow saying, put your cock here. When she turned, her ass was a perfect pair of tight bowling-ball-sized globes. Oh, to fuck that ass, he sighed as he stroked his cock. Amazingly, he was still hard.
Marjorie came in and sighed, "She gave up?" she asked, "Fuck me. You're still hard. Get that under control. I came to tell you dinner's ready," she sighed.
"No, she was great. Something hot about a girl giving head for the first time. Bring your pussy over here, I need to fuck you," he grinned.
Marjorie looked at his cock but then shook her head, "I'm tempted but dinner will be ruined. Get yourself under control, splash cold water on it." She headed down the hall to the bathroom where Caitlin was cleaning up, "Dinner's ready, sweetie."
Dinner was quieter than usual. No one asked how school was, or anything new at work. Finally, Marjorie brought up the thing on all their minds, "So, did you mind giving your father a blowjob?" she asked her daughter. She sighed, "Now there's a question I never dreamed I'd be asking."
Caitlin chuckled, "It was fun. I like doing it because it makes Daddy happy."
Marjorie sighed, "That's not enough. I know you want to carry your weight and you do, more than most kids your age I suspect, but did you like it? If this weren't a chore, would you still like it?"
Caitlin looked embarrassed, "Um, I would. I mean I liked it most because Daddy was really happy afterward but I liked the taste and..." she got quiet.
"And what, honey? It's ok, we're not going to laugh or anything," Marjorie patted her arm.
"I liked the musky smell and how he reacted...I felt things down there," she looked at her lap. "An aching but not a bad aching."
Marjorie smiled, "That is nice, isn't it?" She looked accusingly at her husband, "Did you know she was feeling these things? You didn't think to..."
Caitlin interrupted, "No. I didn't tell Daddy. He looked like he wanted a nap anyhow," she said. "It's ok. I didn't need anything."
"Dave," Marjorie gave her husband a dirty look.
"I didn't know but next time..." he said. He thought back to the many times he'd done his wife then said, "It's only fair, I did you now you do me."
The next day after field hockey practice, Caitlin came home and kissed her mother on the cheek, "I'm going to shower, start my homework, and then give Daddy a blowjob," she said cheerfully.
"Ok," Marjorie sighed, "Make sure he washes his junk before you...you know," she said. "I meant to ask, did you let him cum in your mouth or pull off," she asked.
"Oh, he came in my mouth. He sure must have needed it, there was a lot of sperm," she said cheerfully.
"You swallowed or did you spit it out?" her mother asked. For some reason, she found the image of her daughter's mouth wrapped around her husband's cock arousing. Then she appraised her daughter's lips before internally scolding herself.
"I swallowed. It's ok, isn't it? It's not bad for me?" she looked concerned.
Marjorie laughed, "No, it's probably good for you, you know, protein? All that is up to you. You did great, honey. Dave told me last night it was the best blowjob he'd ever had."
Caitlin came over and hugged her mother, "That was rude of him. I'm sure he was just saying that."
Marjorie stroked her daughter's back, the strange thought that she could almost feel their nipples right against each other. "No, I'm not upset about it. I never liked the taste nor the smell," she sighed, "I never wanted to put a lot into it so if you like it, it's one less thing to do around here. Maybe I should take lessons from you," she laughed.



"Bullshit!" Caitlin smiled. "Everything you do you do well." Her mother was always so self-deprecating. She suspected both were just being nice. "Ok, well thanks, Mom. I'm going to go shower."
Dave came home and surprised his wife. She was vacuuming the living room. He came up quietly behind her and put his hands over her breasts, "Guess who!" he said as he nibbled on her earlobe.
Marjorie sighed and pulled a hand down and under her shorts, she moaned, "Larry," she sighed, "Dave always works late on Thursdays, and your fingers are much bigger than his, and," she pressed her ass against his crotch, "no way Dave's packing anything like this. She wiggled her ass and then turned her head to kiss the man's lips. She opened her eyes and then jerked her head back. "Oh, God! Sorry. Kidding, kidding. Hi, Honey. Lasagna good for dinner?"
It was an ongoing joke between them. At her firm's party last summer, the tall black lawyer in acquisitions had monopolized her dance card, his hands exploring all of her that would be seen as appropriate. He never once suggested anything, never once took liberties but it became a trigger for them ever since. After much prodding, she admitted he'd been hard and pressed his rigid shaft against her. He was a powerful member of the firm but she had no idea how powerful until he let her feel his formidable asset against her pussy. She palmed her husband's pants' front as she said that. Then a few months later she was reassigned to him. He never asked her to lunch, never to dinner but she could feel his eyes on her whenever they worked together.
"You should quit teasing him, you're cruel," Dave said. Then he chuckled and pinched her nipples, "Fuck him! I mean, not literally, the low-cut top you wore the other day must have driven him up a wall."
Marjorie shook her head, "he told me that I had to stop that as he made too many mistakes, and as much as he liked the view, it frustrates him that he'll never be able to act on it." She pushed her husband away, "Go take care of that." She looked at the bulge in his pants, "You have 45 minutes until dinner. Don't tell me you need Caitlin," she sighed.
"You told me you didn't want to know. Love you," he smiled and kissed his wife. "You know, you could just suck him off, it's only a blowjob," he smiled. "Plus, aren't you guys flying to New York next week?
"Dave! It's one thing for someone within the family to do that but that would be having sex, cheating, regardless of what Clinton said," she said sternly.
Dave chuckled, "It would be cheating if I hadn't told you it's fine. I'd hate if you fucked him, really hate that, but a blowjob?" he shrugged his shoulders, "Eh. No big deal. Now speaking of which...or, rather, not speaking of which..."
Marjorie shook her head, first because she had the image of her sweet daughter dutifully putting her father's dick in her mouth. How the hell did they get there? Secondly, she felt her nipples harden and pussy throb thinking about the possibility of seeing...touching...tasting that huge cock. 'It's only a blowjob,' she thought. It isn't as if she's opening her legs, being penetrated, and filled with another man's cum. Then another unbidden thought popped into her mind. What if Caitlin wanted to help her? The last time she had a woman go down on her was her sophomore year.
She was leaning against the kitchen counter, her fingers inside her panties thinking about what having that beautiful redhead between her legs would be like...
Dave knocked softly on his daughter's door. He opened it after hearing her invitation to come in.
"Hang on, Grace. Daddy's here. Can I call you back? Cool, love you," she said before ending the call. "Hey, Daddy, what do you need...oh!" she said as she glanced at the front of his pants. She patted the bed, "How soon until dinner? Take off your pants." She yanked all her clothes off as she watched her father strip.
Dave came over and sat on the bed. "A half-hour, or so," he smiled. Caitlin's soft hand was stroking his cock as he lay back on his daughter's bed. Her tits flopped on her chest as she switched positions, and then knelt on the bed so she could lick his shaft. He cupped one of her huge breasts and put his head back enjoying his daughter's lips sucking on the sensitive head, her tongue flicking against the underside.
Caitlin stroked her father's heavy ballsack while taking more of him into her mouth. This was fun. She'd considered sucking a boy's penis to be dirty and disgusting, especially seeing the videos of the girls sucking dick right after the men pulled out of the women's pussies or ass...especially that. But tasting the musky, salty, throbbing shaft made her nipples ache and her pussy wet. She wondered what this fat rod would feel like inside her and thought about playing with herself, but she couldn't do that in front of Daddy. She then kissed her way down to his balls, under his balls. Mom wasn't there to tell her not to so she licked across the smooth strip until she got to his anus. As she stroked his cock and swirled her tongue into the puckered bud she felt the increased stream of precum.
What earlier made her shudder, what she'd thought was disgusting seemed all the more powerfully arousing. Plus, it was the truly gross that made Daddy the happiest.
Cailin looked up at her Daddy and the man's face was red, his mouth open, and his hairy chest heaving. She licked her way back up and drove her mouth onto his cock. She was able to take more this time than the day before. He seemed to like it if she licked the shaft as she bobbed her head.
Dave felt himself getting close, especially as he felt Caitlin's finger stroking his perineum, teasing his ass. "That's great, baby...yesss," he sighed as she responded by pressing her middle finger into his anus. This felt amazing as she was also taking more of him into her throat than she'd done last time. He was squeezing her tit harder as she sucked eagerly on his cock. 'Damn!' he thought, 'She's buried to her knuckle in my ass.' But then he felt everything boil up and gasped, "I'm cumming, baby...I'm...oh fuck!"
Cailin ground and rotated her middle finger deeper as she swallowed the first jet of warm sperm. It was easier to drive her finger deep inside his as he was lifting his ass off the bed. Daddy was humping his cock deep into her throat as he shot spurt after spurt into her stomach.
Caitlin kept sucking even after he'd collapsed, milking all the tangy cum from his softening cock. When he was too soft to keep in her mouth she popped him out and knelt back, wiping her mouth. "I guess I did ok," she grinned, "That was a lot of cum."
Dave groaned, "Wow. Better than yesterday, I mean you seem to know how to make me feel great," he said as he leaned forward and kissed her. Then he pulled back, "Sorry. I forgot you're my daughter and not a lover," he stammered.
Caitlin pulled his face to hers and opened her mouth. She'd French kissed before but never when she was aroused. She moaned softly feeling his hands on her breasts, then she broke the kiss and smiled, "Why can't I be both?" she asked. "I've heard you tell Mom that you want to do something and she's often too tired. I can help. We'd better get dressed, Mommy will have dinner ready."
Over the next week or two, Catlin expected her Daddy to come to her room, and with Grace's help researched various ways in various positions to suck cock.
"Why the sudden interest in sucking cock?" Grace asked, "What about licking pussy?"
Caitlin smiled, "I might learn that next. "No reason. I'd like to acquire some skills before college. I hate failing at anything," she smiled.
Grace shook her head, "You're weird, but I love that about you. Let's head over to the Burger Barn for lunch today."
One day, Dave opened her bedroom door to see his daughter naked on her back, her head hanging over the edge of the mattress with her mouth open. His cock got instantly hard seeing the bare perfect body laid out on the bed. Her legs were spread wide and he wished he could be on the other side of the bed. She looked at him and licked her lips. He pulled down his pants and leaned over to line up his cock with that inviting opening.
Caitlin liked this position. Daddy was playing with her nipples which she loved. She really liked the intimacy of his scrotum slapping against her nose and forehead. Plus, she didn't need to guess what he wanted. He pulled out and then turned around offering her his ass. This was much more logical as she'd be doing exactly what her Daddy needed. She was able to reach around and stroke his cock as she licked his anus. After a minute of that, he returned to fucking her mouth.
Dave quit trying to be careful as his daughter's hands pulled him against her face and soon he was simply fucking her face as if he were fucking her pussy. He'd never done it like this and it was the best he felt. Then her finger found his ass and plunged inside.
Caitlin liked it like this but his pubic bone was rock-hard and her lips were getting smashed, but the balls slapping on her face and the pungent aromas made all this worth it. Soon after she drove her middle finger into his ass he let out a groan and she easily swallowed his gift.
After they got cleaned up and entered the kitchen, Marjorie did a double take, "Did you hurt your lips, honey?" she asked.
"Field hockey," Caitlin sighed, "Stacy's elbow."
The next day, Caitlin was naked on all fours, her mouth open so as he knelt in front of her, his cock slid perfectly between her lips. She sucked on his cock for a few minutes then pulled out and looked up at him. "Fuck my face, but take it easy on my lips. They're still a bit sore," she smiled. She moaned in pleasure as he took her pigtails and plunged his cock into her throat. This time he resisted slamming hard into her and after he came she flopped back smiling, "Much better. Let's clean up and go get dinner."
Then the following days Caitlin knelt on the floor; then she had her Daddy straddle her chest; another day she lay on her back on the floor while Dave virtually did pushups with his hips above her face.
Dave opened his daughter's door on Friday wondering what new position she had up her sleeve. He felt his productivity at work had slipped, though no one mentioned it to him. He was intrigued by his daughter's eagerness to please him with her mouth wondering where this came from. Marjorie hadn't brought up the subject but she had to know when he and Caitlin did every evening before dinner. He wanted to return the favor but the girl shook her head every time saying they'd be late for dinner.
He wished he felt more guilty about the one-sided pleasuring but deep down he felt like he'd won the lottery. He'd had a few blowjobs before and after marriage, though none had allowed him to cum in their mouths. Another frustration was not being able to tell anyone. He'd been at lunch with friends who'd talked about the great sex they'd had with their wives or girlfriends and what he was getting at home topped their stories but he couldn't say anything. What started as being a dutiful daughter seemed to change into a need for her. Caitlin not only wanted his cum, but she also wouldn't stop sucking on his cock until she'd extracted every drop of cum. Then there was her ability to deep-throat him...that wasn't anything he'd experienced before.
Caitlin was standing by the bed and smiled at her father. As usual, she was naked as she patted the mattress. "I want to try something different today," she smiled, "Get undressed and on your hands and knees. I think you'll like this."
Dave wondered what she was going to do but complied without hesitation. He crawled onto her bed with his stomach aching with anticipation.
She crawled behind him and kissed his ass as she stroked his cock. Then she pressed her face between his legs, sucking one ball and then the other into her mouth. She never stopped stroking his cock as she explored his entire crotch with her mouth.
"Oh, wow!" he sighed as he felt her mouth on his balls, her nose pressed against his anus, and her hand stroking his hardening cock.
Caitlin hoped this would be ok for her Daddy as it was initially to be a hand job while she sucked on his balls, but his cock told her he loved it. She sucked one of his testicles and then the other as she worked his precum onto his shaft. Then she kissed and licked her way up to his anus hearing him groan more loudly than she remembered.
Dave hadn't got over the thrill that his daughter liked to lick his ass and he scrubbed his crotch clean every day as soon as he got home. No one had ever fingered him there until Caitlin, and for sure, no one had ever licked him there. This felt incredible!
Caitlin was initially nervous but Grace told her it would drive the boys crazy and in the videos, the boys seemed thrilled. She probed her tongue deep inside his anus stroking her Daddy's cock rapidly, his leaking precum lubricating the shaft. She could taste him opening up and knew he was close. She stopped licking and said softly, "You need to tell me when you're about to cum so you don't mess up my sheets, you need to cum in my mouth."
"Oh, fuck! I'm close, so close," he moaned. He pressed his chest into her mattress and his ass was raised high. As her tongue probed his sensitive anus he knew he couldn't hold off anymore, "Fuck, baby, I'm..."
Caitlin rolled onto her back and crawled under her father's pelvis. He seemed to know where her mouth was and he thrust his cock perfectly into her throat. Just as she wrapped her lips around his cock, a huge jet of cum splashed into her mouth. She bobbed her head on his thrusting cock as she received her daily dose of manly juices.
When they were done, Caitlin wiped her mouth and sat back on her heels, "I wondered if you'd like that," she smiled. She felt her nipples harden and her pussy throb as she saw how her Daddy was looking at her boobs and between her legs. She felt a shiver go down her spine as his tongue licked his lips with his eyes glued to her pussy. She shifted her position as if just getting more comfortable so she was facing him, legs splayed out and her arms on the bed behind her. "Which positions did you like best?" she asked.
Dave roused himself from fantasizing his cock was slamming into his daughter's pink hole, "Um, this was great. I've never had anyone lick my ass before you and then you...that was incredible. I liked...um, last week when I was standing by the bed and you were on your back I..."
"Fucked my face?" she asked, "Grace calls it that."
"You told Grace?" he asked.
Caitlin shook her head, "As far as she knows I've still never touched a penis," she smiled, "I told her I'd like to be ready whenever I meet a boy I like. I'd like him to be happy."
Dave smiled, "Trust me, he'll be a lot more than happy. Fuck! You've acquired considerable skills." He looked at the clock, "We'd better get cleaned up for dinner. Perhaps next week when your mother is out of town I can return the favor."
Caitlin thought about the possibilities with her mother out of town. What would Daddy want from her? she wondered. 'Fuck that! What do I want from Daddy?'
* * *
"You both be good while I'm gone. I'll tell Grammy you miss her," she said as she hugged her daughter.
"I do miss her. I wish I didn't have school. Hug her for me, ok?" Caitlin smiled. "Oh, is it alright if Grace has a sleepover while you're gone?" she asked.
"Sure, you don't have to ask," Marjorie smiled, "I like Grace. She's really funny." In the back of her mind, she thought that Grace also brought her daughter out of her shell.
Dave kissed his wife goodbye and looked at his daughter. He considered being alone with her for the week and how Grace being there would negate any opportunities. But it would just be for the first night...after she went home Caitlin might be sleeping in his bed. The image of her naked body writhing against him caused his cock to throb even before Marjorie climbed into the back of the Uber.
Caitlin picked up her phone, "Grace! I was about to call...she said yes. We're going to have fun tonight...sure, I'll ask Dad," she held the phone away, "Grace wants to know if you can teach her to play poker. She's never played before...well, actually not for money," she giggled.
Dave nodded, "I can do that, we can play for pennies or dimes...whatever she wants," he said while thinking whatever they started with would change. Damn! He was feeling horny. Before a couple of weeks ago he and Marjorie had been having sex twice a week, then Caitlin offered to suck his cock which she now was eagerly doing daily, but for some reason, Marjorie had renewed energy. Rather than feeling spent it seemed as if he were a teenager again.
"Dad says name the stakes..." she looked back at her Dad, "Is $20 ok?"
"That's perfect. The three of us? It's better with at least four," he said.
They discussed it and decided that Dave would find another guy to make it more interesting.
Dave arranged for his work buddy to come over around 7 and was wondering if any part of his fantasies could become reality, but as happens mostly in life, the fantasies remain just fantasies. Nothing terrible about that as it always seemed that he would cum hard just thinking about what could have been when jerking off.
Grace showed up carrying her overnight bag, her clothes tight and revealing. Dave always loved seeing the 18-year-old blonde anticipating how artistically she'd accentuate her assets.
They had dinner with the two girls giggling about this or seriously discussing their upcoming freshman years. Caitlin wanted another term for freshman as almost every other term with man in it had gender-neutral alternatives but gave up. Grace said she was happy with 'first-year-coeds,' and that was that.
After dinner, the two girls did the dishes, splashing each other with water. By the time they were done, both their tee shirts were transparent and their nipples were rock hard. Grace pinched her friend's hard nubs and sighed, "I was going to suggest you join me next week at McFarley's for Wet-Tee Night but you'd win." The girls tried to dry their shirts off as best they could and had just finished when Jack arrived.
Grace peered out and then backed into the kitchen with a grin, "Holy fuck! I thought your dad was hot, but you never told me your dad's friend looked like McHottie," she giggled.
Caitlin looked out and nodded, "I guess I never noticed," she sighed. Jack Pierce looked like the Dr. on Grey's Anatomy...what was his name?
Grace checked out her clothes, ensuring everything was in place.
Caitlin grinned, "Trust me, you look great." Her friend's top was tight over her large braless tits, her shorts could have been painted on, and her slender legs accentuated her full ass. Her shirt was dry enough that her nipples were no longer obvious but there was a nice pair of shadows under the cotton top. "They'll be checking you out all night, relax."
Grace smiled and looked at her friend, "Actually, I've never seen you braless before. This is new," she said as she cupped Caitlin's breasts, "And are you wearing a thong?" She turned her friend around, "About time you did a bit of advertising. I get it, poker. I was reading up on the rules, and creating distractions is one of the ploys!" she smiled.
Caitlin nodded, "We're talking about $20 each." She thought about playing strip poker but wondered what Grace would think of her if she allowed herself to get naked in front of her father...not that she hadn't already a few dozen times.
The two men looked over as the girls trotted out from the kitchen. Whatever they'd been talking about was forgotten. Dave smiled seeing the two beauties come out, breasts bouncing under their tops, his daughter's looking quite unfettered, and her friend's swaying side-to-side under her skimpy tee shirt. Both girls' nipples were wonderfully showing through. This was going to be a great poker game.



Jack looked at his friend wondering if he'd just won the lottery but dismissed it as Dave had never strayed from his marital vows, never went to strip clubs with the guys, never flirted with waitresses or barmaids. 'Too bad,' he thought, 'this is going to be a frustrating night.' On the other hand, as much as he preferred feeling warm soft flesh against his body when he came, this would make jerking off about as hot as it gets.
"Girls, if you want to have a drink I'll allow it. I'm getting a beer. Jack? what are you having?" Dave said.
Grace had a beer and Caitlin asked for a gin and tonic. Then they went downstairs to the den where the poker table was staged.
Dave and Jack laid out the basic rules and strategies. When to fold, when to draw, how many cards to take, etc. The girls listened, Caitlin jotting down notes, and Grace nodding.
"Then there are the tells," Dave said.
"Tells?" Caitlin looked up from her notepad. "What are tells?"
Jack smiled, "Body language, facial expressions that give away what you're holding, or more exactly how you feel about your hand." He took five cards, looked and them then slumped back in his seat. Even though his facial expression didn't change, the three knew his hand was crap.
"You don't need to be stony, just need to be consistent." Dave took five cards, glanced at them then took a sip of his drink. He glanced around the table as if expecting the betting to open.
They each got their $20 in chips and they started. At first, the two girls gave away their hands, either with a quick smile or frown but after losing half their stakes they focused on not reacting. It was a lot harder than they thought.
Jack was piling up the chips and within an hour he was up $40. He slid $1 into the pot looking at Grace's meager pile of chips. "You're going to be out if the bidding gets too high. Did you bring more cash?"
Grace shook her head. She couldn't believe how many times she had good cards which won the pot but it was meager. "I'm trying to keep still...a straight face but I obviously still have a tell," she sighed.
Dave chuckled and pointed to her chest, "Your nipples. When you were dealt the three aces, they must have popped out an inch," he chuckled.
"Then that's not fair," she moaned, "unless I wear a padded bra..."
Jack shook his head, "Please don't, it evens out." He pointed to the small pile of chips in front of his host. "I know for a fact Dave's played tons better in the past...seen him wipe everyone out but I think your tits are a great distraction." He looked at Caitlin's tits and grinned, "Poor guy. I've seen him look at his daughter's tits also. Next time you guys play poker perhaps the padded bra thing would be a good idea...but I'm not complaining."
Grace smiled, "at least having a bra would make strip poker better...more layers." She looked at her meager chips, "Speaking of which, you think my shoes are worth $5?"
"Hang on, if this is going where I think it is...how old are you?" he asked. "Both of you."
"18," both girls said.
Jack looked at Dave, "You vouch for Caitlin being 18? OK, Grace, show me an ID. You look 18, very much look 18," he said as he admired her chest, "but a guy needs to be sure."
Grace got up and went over to get her bag. She reached inside, pulled out her wallet, and came back over. "See? 18 and 7 months."
Jack looked at her license and nodded. He then looked at his friend who was smiling, "Sure. We can do $5 per item...shoes, socks, shorts...ahhh, yesssss. I like this game."
Caitlin sighed, "Damn! Ok." She took her shoes off and tossed them aside to join her friends.
Their fortunes didn't change much and Jack grinned at his friend as Caitlin stood and slid her shorts off her ass and down her legs. He was surprised to see the girl was wearing a thong having assumed she was more uptight than that...but not complaining.
Caitlin blushed seeing all three pairs of eyes trying to see as much of her privates as possible and before she could sit and hide her father spoke.
"While you're up, Jack and I need another beer. Grace, would you like one?" Dave asked.
Caitlin groaned and blushed more but quickly trotted into the kitchen to get the drinks. She was able to carry all four in her hands but any chance of modestly covering her barely covered pussy was out of the question.
Then to make it worse, when she got to the table Grace traced a finger up her slit and smiled at the guys, "I made sure she was shaved here this afternoon."
Caitlin couldn't swat her hand away as she was handing out the drinks, but when she finished, she plopped back into her seat.
Jack looked at his friend and smiled. Dave wasn't as virtuous as he let on. He was staring at that clearly defined cleft while unconsciously licking his lips.
The next few hands went as the ones before had gone and the men sat back eagerly watching as both girls peeled off their thongs now sitting just in their small tops. There were no more obvious tells as both girls' nipples were perpetually rock hard. They were able to rally a bit but inevitably around 11 PM, both girls had just one more item each to cash in.
Grace stood up without a word and pulled the tight tee up and over her head, tossing it onto the pile of clothes. She rubbed her breasts as if the tight top restricted blood flow then smiled, "I guess this is more like how my previous poker games ended up." She looked at Caitlin, "I guess your Daddy is going to get a look at your boobs."
The redhead blushed, standing slowly. She remembered both men's eyes on her red bush earlier almost feeling their gaze touching her there. She pulled off her top and then tossed it behind her. Rather than sitting down, she let the men get a good look which surprised her. She'd always had these dreams she was naked in front of a large group and couldn't find anywhere to hide but this was the opposite. The looks on all three were admiring. "I guess this is our last chance to rally, " she said softly before sitting down.
There was no rally and Grace internally groaned seeing her two pair, aces over kings. Possibilities were going through her head but only one seemed probable. She asked to put in an IOU but that was shot down
Jack had slid 1$ into the pot a smile on his face seeing no chips left in front of the incredibly sexy girl. He sat back, "What else do you have to offer?" he smiled.
Grace sighed, "Nothing. I'm out of clothes."
Jack looked over at his friend, "I could use a blowjob. That would get you another $5."
"$5! I'm better than that! I'd do it for $50," the cute blonde sputtered.
Jack nodded, "I'm sure, but let's talk about leverage. You want to stay in with...what do you have? Two pair? Three of a kind?" he said nodding at her cards, "$5 and I'll not drop...neither will Dave and if you win the hand it'd make up for the insulting offer."
"Ok...shit. Let's play out this hand. Wait, does that mean I have to suck both your cocks for $5?" she asked looking at both men.
Dave shook his head, "That would be unfair, and had I spoken first..."
Grace nodded and got her chips. They played, all stayed in and she won her first big pot of the night...$28! She felt a rush as she pulled the large pile towards her. "Finally! Ok, I'll make good on my deal but if you ever tell anyone I sucked your cock for five bucks I'll rip your balls off," she sighed. She got up and stood in front of the good-looking man in his mid-fifties. She'd never been with a guy over 25 before and she was curious if an old guy like this had as much grey hair between his legs as he had on his head. She knelt, unzipped his pants, and pulled them down as he lifted his hips.
Caitlin was looking over curious to see how differently Grace sucked cock. Her Daddy was also leaning forward, though she thought his eyes were looking at the girl's naked body. Grace was able to take the man's entire cock into her throat without working up to it. She wished she could do that but maybe that's something that comes over time.
Grace was pleased the man was hard...rock hard and leaking copious amounts of precum. There were some fine strands of grey hair but nothing like the amount Jack had on his head. She stroked him and looked up at him, "this is the current definition of a two-bit whore. $5," she sighed. She then licked from his ballsack to the head.
Jack smiled, "Any other time...I'd pay you $500 for the night," he said.
Grace looked at him, "That sounds a lot better..." She opened her mouth and plunged onto the 7" shaft. She knew she was good and though she'd never had one of her boyfriends pay a cent, something was arousing about being bought...even for $5. She knew he was kidding but had no doubt what she'd say if he called her.
Jack grabbed a huge tit and moaned softly. He looked over at his friend, "Sorry, Dave, she's good. Worth every penny," he smiled. "Too bad Caitlin's your daughter, but that's just going a bit too far, even for me...though she's not my daughter...."
Cailin looked at her father and smiled, "Yes, Daddy. Sucking your cock would be wrong...so wrong. Especially if you came in my mouth and I swallowed," she said softly. She glanced over at Jack who had a look on his face that made her whole body shiver.
Jack put his head back as the girl deep-throated him while playing with his balls. He knew he wasn't going to last having been hard for the past hour and a half and the girl had considerable skills. He was thinking it would be worth the $500 to fuck her at another time. If she's this good with her mouth, what are her other skills? He loved women who had lush soft bodies and Grace had all the things that made his blood pressure rise.
Dave was idly shuffling the cards to keep from playing with his throbbing cock as he admired Grace's full body. Caitlin did look just as hot, if not hotter. Her mouth was partly open and her pink tongue was delicately licking her lips as she watched her friend, but it was her tits that made his cock ache even more. Her chest was flushed above, her creamy full tits were capped with pale-pink puffy nipples, and watching her chest rise and fall was mesmerizing. He'd read erotic stories where the girl's 'chest was heaving,' and now he couldn't think of a better phrase. Too bad her friend was staying over...no way would he get relief unless he took care of it himself.
Jack had been getting more and more aroused as the evening went on and nothing he thought of could delay the inevitable. "Fuck, I'm going to cum...oh, shit!" he spat as he felt the peaking in his balls.
Grace groaned as the first hot spurt splashed against the back of her throat. Jack had a lot of cum for an old guy. She had wondered if sperm production went down with age but she had to swallow copious amounts of his tangy cum. She pulled off and wiped her mouth, "You got the better part of the deal," she sighed, "$5."
Jack nodded, "Hey, leverage. I was thinking about talking you down to $1, but you're right, that was a $100 blowjob." He pulled up his pants and looked at his watch. Dave, I need to head back to the wife. Girls, it was nice seeing you...very nice," he grinned as he scanned each. Then he pulled Grace to her feet, "Next weekend Sue is out of town. I wasn't kidding about the $500." He hugged the naked girl, his hands freely exploring her creamy body.
Grace smiled and picked up her phone, "Give me your number and I'll share my contact information."
After Jack left, Caitlin slapped her friend's ass, "You little whore. $500. Shit, how can I get in on that?" Then she looked at her Daddy, "Sorry, Dad. I was joking. You know I'd never..."
Dave chuckled, "I wouldn't tell your mother but it sure would help the finances if you pulled your weight around here."
The two girls looked at their clothes tossed behind where Jack was sitting. "Um, Daddy can we get dressed?" Caitlin asked.
"I should say no but...yeah. I'll see you both in the morning," Dave said as he stood and headed upstairs.
* * *
The two girls finished getting ready and flopped onto Caitlin's bed. Caitlin looked at her friend, "How was Jack's cock? Was he as hard as high school boys' cocks? Not that I've ever felt one..."
"Not quite, but he was very well-endowed. What surprised me was how much cum I had to swallow. I always thought guys lose sperm as they get older. Maybe he used to fill up a cup when he was 18," she wondered aloud.
"You really going to go over to his house next weekend, I mean fuck him for $500?" Caitlin asked.
Grace shrugged, "Why not? I go out with Carl, get dinner, and if I'm lucky a movie out of it. Why not get some serious spending money for doing the same thing?" She thought about something, "I'll need to find out which night. I'll have to cancel my date with Derek or Carl," she sighed.
They talked a bit more then Caitlin had a thought, "You know. I feel bad. I always kiss my mom and dad goodnight. I know Mom's not here, but..."
"I agree, It would be the nice thing to do," Grace said as she rolled off the bad. She was wearing a thin tee and her thong.
Caitlin looked at what she was wearing, "Should we at least put on a robe?"
Grace laughed, "He's seen up both naked. This is almost a nun's habit compared to how we were an hour ago. Come on, I hope he's jerking off. That would be fun!" she giggled. She looked at her friend, "Get ready to need therapy. Seeing your Daddy's hard cock might be traumatic...though it wouldn't bother me."
Dave was reading trying not to succumb to the urge to jerk off. He'd not jerked off in weeks ever since Caitlin offered to take over the 'chore' of sucking his cock. He much preferred her mouth to his hand. He looked over hearing the soft tapping on the bedroom door. "Come in," he said.
He was surprised both Caitlin and Grace came in looking arousingly hot. Both girls had skimpy thongs on and their nipples were clearly visible through the old tee shirts. "What's up? Need something?" he asked as he sat up.
"Just that I never got my kiss goodnight, Daddy," Caitlin said as she came over.
"Yes...Daddy," Grace said, "I never got my kiss either."
Dave thought Caitlin would do the usual peck on his lips but he responded to her tongue and open mouth. He wondered what Grace was thinking seeing her friend passionately kiss her father but then he felt his covers getting pulled down.
"Nice!" Grace said as she pulled out the man's hard cock, "You keep him busy while I take care of this," she sighed.
Dave felt the girl's soft hands replaced with her mouth. He had been gently stroking his daughter's back but with her tongue deep in his mouth, he pulled off her shirt and then grabbed her luscious tits.
Grace was kneeling between his legs looking up as Caitlin's father was groping his daughter. 'This is so fucking hot! Why didn't I bring my phone?' she wondered. Then she saw Dave's hand slide into the girls' thong causing Caitlin to moan loudly. 'Damn! That girl is horny,' she thought hearing the squelching sound of the man's fat finger pumping into her sopping pussy.
Caitlin had never felt anything like this. Her nipple burned under his rough hand but his finger driving inside her and grinding against her clit was amazing. Then she felt hands on her ass.
Grace quit sucking on Dave's cock and reached up and pulled her friend's thong off. "Come here. I was going to have this great cock inside me, but you need it more than I," she said.
Caitlin was in a haze as she let herself be lowered onto her father's hard cock. Her Dad was watching intently, almost eagerly at her as she gripped his cock and slid it up and down her wet slit. She'd watched enough videos to know what to do. She plunged and cried out, bending her head back as she felt her first cock bury itself fully inside her.
Dave was still gripping her huge tits and was now using them to help pace the girl as she bounced on his cock. In the back of his mind, he thought this was wrong, that she should have a condom on but these thoughts only made it hotter.
Caitlin leaned into her Daddy'd hands as she rapidly pounded her ass on his cock. This felt so good that she wondered what took her so long. Then as Grace started kissing her ass cheeks, she leaned over more and kissed her father again. "Mmmmmmm, mmmmmm," she moaned as she felt what her Daddy had been feeling. Grace's tongue on her ass...in her ass felt incredible.
Dave was trying to quell the aching in his balls when he noticed the mirror of Marjorie's dresser. Grace's face was buried between Caitlin's ass and she was obviously tonguing his daughter's anus. He couldn't hold back and tried to push his daughter off but she was thrusting hard against him..Caitlin both heard and felt her father's sperm shoot deep into her unprotected womb. She was so close to her first orgasm but she couldn't quite trigger it.
Grace moved to lick Dave's balls and slick shaft as he came and then sat back as he went limp. Caitlin was still humping his softening cock so Grace gently pulled her off and laid her on her back. She planted her mouth on the cute redhead's pussy, lapping up her father's cum as it leaked out.
Dave looked over feeling his cock throbbing back to life and then sucked on one of his daughter's nipples. Caitlin was grunting loudly and writhing, her face and chest bright red, her legs spread wide. Then he looked at Grace's plump ass and climbed off the bed, opened the girl's legs, laid on top of her, and drove his cock into her pussy.
Grace grunted as the man's fat cock slid deep inside her. 'Impressive! He might be 40 something but he recovered like an 18-year-old,' she thought. She loved this position. It always seemed like the guy's cock was bigger, longer when she was on her stomach. Dave's cum was almost all cleaned out and now she was lapping up the girl's juices. Caitlin's pussy was the sweetest she'd tasted.
Cailin was getting closer and closer wondering if something didn't break soon would she have a permanent injury? Grace was expertly hitting her clit but it was the sight of her father's slick shaft driving into her friend's pussy...or was it her ass? Whichever it, was that was the trigger she needed. "Oh! Oh my....fuck!" she spat as the agonizing ache in her womb just exploded. Her ass was off the bed, her pussy grinding against Grace's face and she was pulling on her nipples. She felt an added rush that she was no longer a virgin and she was having an orgasm for the first time...first of many...she thought.
Grace looked up at her friend after she writhed for a full minute with a huge smile on her glistening face. "Told you. Nothing better in the world." She looked back at Dave, "You can fuck my ass if you like," she smiled, "Got lube?"
Caitlin rolled over and kissed her friend as her father came back and prepared Grace's ass. When Dave pulled the girl's ass up, Caitlin crawled under and watched her father's cock slowly press against Grace's anus. Then she could almost hear the pop as he plunged in. She planted her mouth onto Grace's now neglected pussy and licked. She never tasted pussy before but had Grace's example to go by. Then she felt her friend's mouth back on her pussy and it felt as wonderful as the first time.
Dave's balls were slapping against his daughter's forehead as she ate out her friend. 'Not the first time,' he thought. How many fathers can claim all that he'd done with his daughter? Strangely enough, it seems to have drawn them closer. Then he looked down at the plump ass as he drove into the young girl's anus.
Caitlin felt dizzy from the incredibly powerful smells. The mixture of cum, sweat, and other odors was intoxicating. She moved up to suck on one of those huge balls and got a better look at the plump shaft slamming into Grace's ass. She licked her pussy again and then moved to Grace's perineum. As soon as she tongued the slick smooth skin the girl cried out she was cumming. Grace had pressed her face against Caitlin's crotch and was making the deepest grunts she'd ever heard. They were almost alien sounding. Then her father groaned that he was cumming.



Dave leaned over the girl's back as he came. His balls ached from cumming a second time in a half-hour but it was a good ache. Then he was surprised as she slithered his cock out of Grace's anus, his daughter clamped her mouth on his cock and sucked in it, her tongue squeezing out the last of his cum. He never thought she would do that...never had any woman do that.
After they cleaned up, the girls kissed Dave goodnight and were about to leave. Dave groaned, "It's a long way to go downstairs and it's late. There's plenty of room," he said as he patted the bed next to him. The two girls giggled, took off their clothes again, and crawled under the covers.
Dave was awakened by the bed moving and could make out the two girls 69ing. Caitlin's ass was facing him so he pressed against her, and his cock rapidly firming. He heard her moan and press back against him so he grabbed his cock and lined it up with her anus. Again, she moaned and pressed back. So he rolled over and grabbed the lube.
* * *
After breakfast, the two girls kissed Dave, "Well thanks," Grace said, "Thanks for letting me stay over and teaching me poker."
"Dad?" Caitlin said, "Would it be alright if Grace stays with us this week? I mean while mom's out of town..."
Dave looked at the two eager faces, "I guess. If either of you make too much noise or are otherwise irritating I'll have to spank you. Got it?" he said, his face stern.
The girls grinned and nodded before heading out to school.
Again, Dave tried to distract himself. Even after cumming six times overnight he had the urge to masturbate.
The next week was one that all three replayed in their heads for the rest of their lives. Clothes were not just optional, they were never worn unless they went out or someone came over. One of those people was Jack who'd forgotten his 25-year-old scotch. He had to call his wife to explain he'd had a few too many and it would be better not to drive. Caitlin had her first DP and was hooked.
By the end of the summer, none was looking forward to the group splitting up. Caitlin was sucking her father's cock for the last time before heading off to college with tears running down her cheeks.
Grace had built up a sizeable slush fund for her upcoming semesters as Jack had not only been a regular client but word of mouth spread so Grace was usually busy five days (nights) a week.
Marjorie hugged her daughter and sighed, "I'll miss you, I mean you've helped out around here and now I'll have to do more but," she smiled, "thanks for the great blowjob tips. I think Dave will be more than satisfied."
"Oh good," Caitlin said hugging her mom, "and I hope Dad goes down on you as much as I did. I'm telling you, schoolwork will be a breeze after the demands you both put on me," she grinned.
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"Again?" Jordan glared at her husband. She had no issue with David's love of poker but hosting the weekly games was a pain in her ass. She shopped for food and drinks, she prepared the snacks, she cleaned the house. It wasn't that David was lazy about doing these chores just that he worked and she didn't and when he did clean he wasn't as assiduous. "You hosted just two weeks ago. I thought it was every 6 weeks," she said.
"Tom and Mary are redoing their family room so I volunteered," David said apologetically, "I'll clean up...promise." He looked at his wife and shrugged. She hated gambling but the guys loved her. She took her duties as hostess to heart, providing great snacks, their drinks quickly refilled, but none of that was why they all loved her. Jordan also made sure to wear the outfits. She acquired a French maid's outfit and had no issue being ogled or her ass being grabbed. David was the jealous type normally, but on poker nights he ignored the comments, ignored the straying hands of his friends.
Jordan hated poker, hated any gambling. Her father bankrupted her family more than once when she was growing up, but also cleared tens of thousands at other times. She preferred security, not big payouts. Ironically, she and David met at a poker party put on by her sorority. They decided to reverse role-play with the next-door fraternity brothers dressed in maids' outfits fetching drinks and snacks as the girls grabbed their asses.
One man stood out. 6' 3", blond, muscular, (which was obvious under the French maid's outfit), blue-eyed and gorgeous.
Jordan grabbed more than David's ass, her eyes widening. By the end of the night, she had his number. She called the next day and asked him out. She took him to dinner and a movie and then suggested he ask her up to his room. After that, they assumed normal gender-assigned tasks and became inseparable. They married soon after graduation and moved into the vanilla slice of suburbia where they now lived.
Soon after moving in, David met Tom and found out there was a neighborhood weekly poker game. David always loved poker especially because of the math. He was as analytically driven as any sports team knowing all the odds at any given time. Because of that, he was a consistent winner, though never wiping everyone out.
On the other hand, this was the single complaint she had with her husband's love of poker. She hated the gambling but as he seemingly always won she bit her tongue. Also, she did like entertaining and liked the attention she received. At all other neighborhood get-togethers, she was left alone but get these guys away from their wives and they opened up. She and David always enjoyed post-poker alone time.
She looked at her husband and sighed, "OK, but if construction isn't done by the next time it's his turn someone else can do the hosting. I'll head to the store and get something for you guys to munch on."
That evening, everything was set up, all the food was prepared and Jordan had slipped into her latest maid's outfit. This one was going to be a surprise for their 5th anniversary the following month, but as she'd not gotten around to cleaning her usual one she decided to try it out. Perhaps it wasn't really appropriate for guests as it allowed for nothing under it. It wasn't any shorter or more revealing but as it was latex her bra, panties, or thong would be outlined. She would have to try not to get excited as if her nipples hardened or swelled they'd be fully on display.
David whistled and grinned. He walked around admiring his wife's body on display. "Holy fuck. You totally outdid yourself," he said admiringly. He slid a hand between her legs, eyes widening, "Commando? You've always said only sluts go out like this."
Jordan shook her head, "First of all, I'm not going out in this, second, panty lines show, I mean really show, and third you like me to be a slut on poker night."
"Not complaining. I'll want to clean these guys out fast and get them out of here. Tonight, I'll have you squealing for more. I love it when you slut up."
The guys all stopped and stared or whistled as they came to the house. All anticipated seeing David's beautiful wife in her outfit but this was new. Perhaps it was the tight shiny material on the short dress that made her slender legs look longer, perhaps it was her bright glowing red hair draped over her chest, but none could take his eyes off her incredible figure.
Jordan felt her nipples harden and groaned. 'This was a mistake,' she thought, 'who was I kidding?' "Come in, David's in the living room. Take your coat?" she asked each of them. She smiled as each guy stroked her ass not waiting until she served food or drinks. They all knew before they even sat down she had nothing under the latex tube.
The men all were less focused on the game...more distracted by Jordan's outfit and their piles of chips slowly diminished. The only player not distracted was David. He had his normal focus. Even when playing at Glen's house and Linda paraded around in her schoolgirl outfit David focused.
At 10, Jordan felt as if a thousand hands had been on her ass and on her smooth thighs. Her nipples were starting to hurt they'd been erect for so long and she'd twice had to head for the bathroom as fluids were starting to run down her legs. "David, I'm going to bed. I'm tired and you guys know where the fridge is," she said. It wasn't so much being tired but needing to get naked and rub one out that motivated her exit.
David seemed to notice his wife for the first time. He quit arranging the stacks of chips in front of him and smiled up at her. "Thanks for being such a great help tonight. I hope the guys all tip you, you look incredible," he said before kissing her goodnight.
Jordan laughed as she heard a few of the guys respond that they'd not just give her the tip. Then she wiggled her ass and turned to go upstairs.
Tom shook his head and stood, "Hell, I'm out. I've got shit cards all night. Jordan, hang on. I'll walk you up to your room." He came over and put out his arm and they started for the stairs. They looked back for a reaction from David but he was shuffling the cards.
Jordan looked at Tom. He was a good-looking guy and Mary had told her more than once what a gifted lover he was. She was never sure if that meant he was great in bed or physically gifted. She turned at the base of the stairs her arm and Tom's looped together. "Goodnight, honey. Tom's escorting me to the bedroom," she said.
David looked up and nodded, "Goodnight. Thanks, Tom. Whose deal is it?" he asked looking at the remaining players.
Tom looked at the beautiful woman and shrugged. "Walk you to your door? Make sure you get home safe? Tuck you in?" he smiled.
Jordan nodded, "And they say chivalry is dead," she said. Then they climbed the steps.
Glen, Mark, Vic, and Terry watched in envy as the back of the spectacular woman's body disappeared up the stairs. The last sight of her was Tom's hand on her ass moving lower. They looked at each other then at David, "That doesn't bother you?" Glen asked.
David glanced at the stairs, "No. Why? I can get another beer easily enough if I want one." He picked up the cards Terry dealt and then placed them face down. "$5," he said.
They could hear Tom's and Jordan's voices above them. Four heads glanced up and then back at David but then each tossed in a $5 chip.
Tom looked at Jordan, "Um. This was supposed to be funny but now..."
They were standing next to the master bed. His cock was throbbing in anticipation even though he knew they shouldn't be doing anything.
Jordan shrugged, "Let's see what he does if we make some noise." She lay on her back and opened her legs forgetting she had no panties. Tom's eyes widened and she slammed her legs back together. "Shit! I forgot I couldn't wear anything under this damn dress."
Tom smiled, "Damage done. I can see the carpet matches the drapes and if we're going to make some noise faking it," he said as he pulled her left leg over and then her right. "...we need to sell it. There, now lie back, and let's hear some passion."
Just Jordan's nipples ached before but now her pussy and lower stomach also throbbed in anticipation. "Come here, baby," she said more loudly than necessary as she opened her legs wider and held out her arms. "Oh, God!" she moaned as Tom's hard cock pressed against her wet pussy.
Again four of the men looked up at the ceiling hearing Jordan cry out. Then they heard the squeaking of the bed which soon became a thumping sound. "Oh, God. Oh, God. Oh, God. Oh, God." Jordan's voice vibrated through the floor above.
"Dude! That doesn't bother you?" Glen asked.
David glanced from his cards up and nodded, "Sure it does. I need to tighten the bolts holding the headboard to the side rails but the fucking mattress weighs at least 100 pounds and it's nearly impossible to pull it away from the wall." He placed his cards back on the table, "I raise $20." he looked around the table.
Jordan was stroking the man's chest as he ground his shaft against her pussy. She moaned for real this time as her clit was being pinched against her pubic bone. She knew she was going to cum but wanted a cock inside her and it was obvious David was too engrossed in his poker game to come stop them. "Fuck! Take your clothes off and fuck me. I need a cock inside me now," she panted.
Tom wasted no time. He'd been hoping she'd say that as he was close to soiling his pants. He climbed off from between Jordan's legs and stood. The front of his pants was soaked with her juices without him cumming. He grinned at the woman who was struggling to pull off the latex dress. He ripped off his clothes and saw Jordan's huge breasts pop free as she looked to be trapped, her arms up next to her head.
"A little help, please," her muffled voice came from inside the black latex tube.
Tom pushed the woman back, "I like you just as you are," he said as he licked her left nipple. Jordan moaned and lay back. He could hear her soft moans as he alternated nipples. Then he kissed his way down to her red downy pubes inhaling her pungent aroma. Then he ran his tongue up her swollen slit.
Jordan had never felt her body respond like this to sexual stimulation and wished she could play with her now-neglected nipples but she was trapped. As if Tom could read her mind, she felt his fingers and thumbs pinch her aroused nubs. Everything was so much more intense than she'd ever felt. His tongue was hitting her exactly right, her nipples burned and she could feel a vibration humming inside her midsection.
Tom probed her tasty pussy and had just moved up to her clit when she cried out she was cumming.
Even David paused and glanced up hearing Jordan through the floor above.
"Oh, fuck! FUCK! There...there! Yessssss!" she cried,
Then David shook his head and continued dealing. "Let's play 7-card stud," he said simply. "I do need to fix that," he said as he could hear their soft voice followed by the rhythmic squeaking starting up. It was soon accompanied by the loud thumping of the headboard against the wall.
After Tom crawled between the redhead's legs, sliding his cock inside her, he pulled the latex dress off of her and tossed it aside. "Sorry, I couldn't help it," he smiled.
Jordan pulled him down and kissed him hard. Then she looked at him and shook her head, "Your loss. I was going to suck your cock but..."
"Damn," he sighed, "I've been looking at your lips all night...well, along with your tits and ass," he grinned.
"If you'd dropped a chip on the floor as Glen did you could have seen my other lips," she smiled. "I might be a bit of a slut as I opened my legs a bit for him." Tom's cock felt bigger than David's but she hadn't seen it. She pulled on his ass and purred, "Let's make sure they know I'm getting good and fucked up here." Immediately Tom increased his thrusting and Jordan felt the welcome aching start to build. "Oh, oh, oh...yesss. Fuck me with your huge cock!" she cried out. It was loud enough for the men to hear but she wasn't acting anymore. His cock was huge and he was hitting her in places no one else had. "OH, FUCK!" she cried out as the first full-body orgasm ripped through her.
Tom felt Jordan's legs wrap around him almost crushing him as she ground against him as if wanting their bodies to meld together.
"Mmmmm, mmmmmmm, mmmmm, aaaaahhhhhhhh," Jordan's voice droned from above. Then all went silent for a minute. The men below could envision the couple kissing as Jordan came down from what seemed like an epic orgasm. Then the squeaking started up again.
Squee, squee, squee, squee, squee thump, squee thump... "Fuck!" Tom's voice echoed as he too apparently came. That was followed by a series of guttural grunts and then silence. Then there was just a soft rustling. The men looked at each other and grinned.
Tom and Jordan kissed passionately as his cock softened inside her wet pussy. Then with a sigh, he slipped out and lay next to the beautiful woman. "Damn! You're a great fuck," he said softly. "I hope David isn't pissed at us."
Jordan rolled over, grabbed some tissues, and wiped between her legs, "I'm shocked, to be honest. He hates it when guys ask me to dance or I flirt with his co-workers. I never expected him to...whatever he was doing. Keep playing poker?"
Tom shook his head, "I know. I've seen it." Then he had another thought, "Mary can never know. It would kill her."
Jordan nodded, "She's my best friend so let's not say anything. Talk to the guys. Make sure they don't blab."
Ten minutes later Tom came downstairs looking sheepish. "Um, Jordan asked me to take her some water. She's thirsty." He headed for the kitchen but Vic jumped up.
"I've had shitty hands for the past hour. I'll take it to her." He headed to the kitchen and grabbed a bottle from the fridge.
David looked at Tom, "You still have chips. Four's ok, but five's better."
Tom sat back down with his head spinning. 'David's not upset I just fucked his wife? That Vic will most likely be next?'
By 2 AM, all five of the guests had left, all happy, all having made the hostess extremely happy.
The next morning, Jordan nervously came into the kitchen wondering what her husband would say.
"Coffee? You must be exhausted," was all he had to say. Then he thanked her for playing hostess and hoped she felt like going to the Natural History Museum as they planned.
"Um, sure," she said as she studied her husband, "I'm looking forward to the King Tut exhibit."
The following week, David looked like he wanted to ask Jordan something but couldn't seem to just say it.
"What?" Jordan asked tentatively. She wondered when the other shoe was going to drop. David had always been possessive, always jealous and last Friday had to be eating at him. "Something's on your mind."
"Sorry to ask, but both Glen and Vic asked if I...we could host poker nights the next two weeks. I guess Glen's in-laws are coming in and Vic...I don't remember. Something came up," he asked sheepishly.
Jordan felt a wave of relief. That was what was bothering him? "Sure. I suppose I have to dress slutty again?" she said softly.
David nodded, "You were great last week. I had great cards but even so, never won so many hands. You can even dress more slutty...sluttier?" he shrugged. "Thanks. I mean it. I owe you."
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This is a follow-up to my InterRachel story but can be read on its own. For those who haven't read the story, Rachel finds herself employing techniques not taught in business school to resolve a divisive issue. Saying she was thinking outside the box by allowing the parties involved inside her box could be a synopsis. She was then invited to join the Intimate Apparel Sales division on a week-long team-building event in Vegas.
Rachel's body hummed with anticipation as she deboarded the plane. She'd been stuck in a middle seat but both Dwight and Robert were charming, funny, and sexually overt. Each wanted to show off their sizing skills.
Dwight was staring at the HR Director's chest. He looked over at Robert. "I'll bet you a steak a Jean-Georges that I can come closer to her measurements. Actually, her cup size, measurements, dress size," he looked at her feet. "and shoe size than you can." he smiled.
Rachel looked at the men, "Seriously? Do you think that's appropriate?" she asked.
Robert nodded, "Sorry, but we have to be accurate when dealing with buyers and for public fittings. We should have asked first though." He glared at Dwight and then smiled at the beautiful blonde. "Would you mind if we practice our sizing and observation skills?"
Rachel smiled, "Yes, you may," she said primly. Then she added, "As long as there's no touching and I am not required to disrobe."
Dwight apologized for not asking, then asked, "Do you know your measurements? Most women think they do but often...I hate to say lie, but none ever say they're a size 8 when they're a size 6. You know what I mean."
Rachel blushed, "Perhaps I should have said I'd rather not." Then she sighed, "I do know. I went to a dress filling last week for my sister-in-law's wedding. Crap, maybe I should have begged off."
Robert chuckled, "You're with professionals. Anything you tell us will go no further."
Dwight pulled out a small notepad and jotted down a list. He had a thought. "Can I include fairly personal questions? You can always not answer but in case of a tie..."
Rachel looked at each man and sighed, "I hate the sound of it but OK. If it's too personal..."
He added a couple more questions and then he handed it to the blonde while assessing.
Rachel looked at the paper and at first, she didn't think they were personal then saw the last couple. She looked over at Dwight but he was copying the questions for himself and Robert.
She sighed and pulled a pen out of her purse.
Measurements:
Bust
Waist
Hips
Cup Size
Shoe size
Weight
Pubic hair
1 - Fully waxed or shaved
2 - Labia waxed
3 - Trimmed or full
Loss of Virginity age
The trio were quiet for the first time since the plane took off as each cupped their paper as they wrote. Rachel finished first and looked over at the two men. Then she thought they'd probably not get a very good look at her in a sitting position. "Dwight, can you let me out? I should get rid of this coffee."
She made a point of facing each of them as she got up, and then she paused allowing each a good look at her ass. Wearing yoga pants had been the more comfortable option but the men were able to clearly see her ass. She headed for the forward bathrooms. Once she was inside she decided to make it more interesting. She pulled off her bra and tucked it into her purse, making sure her shirt was pulled tightly around her torso.
Both men sat up seeing the beautiful blonde head slowly down the aisle towards her seat. As the plane hit turbulence her breasts bounced wonderfully. Just about every conversation in the back half of the plane paused as they encountered a couple more air pockets.
Rachel thanked Dwight as she squeezed by and sat. "OK. Did you get a good look?" she asked. "This was probably a bad idea and might give the wrong impression..."
"We have no designs other than to tune our fitting skills," Robert smiled as he scribbled out a couple of entries and wrote updates.
When both men were done they looked at the woman. Shall we go through the list? I'll read off each one, you tell us what they are..."
Rachel nodded, "Of course, as men you want bust size first," she sighed. "Bust. I'm a 34." She saw heads turn and realized she'd spoken too loudly.
Both men nodded.
"Waist, 23," Rachel said softly as she looked at the two guys. Both mumbled shit. "What did you guys think?"
"22," Robert said. "I'd like a recount when we land."
Dwight sighed, "Don't hate me, but I said 24. I'm with Robert, I'd like to verify."
Rachel looked at each. "When we get to the hotel, you can come to my room. I'll put on a bikini and you can get your own numbers. I need to stress this is purely for your stupid bet and as I'm a married woman it will go no further."
"Deal," both men quickly said.
Rachel sighed resignedly. How does she always seem to get herself in this situation? She looked at the next line, "Hips, 34," she said.
Both men nodded and grinned.
Then Rachel hesitated. She never really knew exactly what cup size she should wear but her current bra was a C cup. She whispered that and Robert shook his head and Dwight nodded. Both were looking at her tits jutting out under her blouse. Her nipples were rock hard and their gaze wasn't helping.
She cleared her throat and went to the next item. "7B," she said.
"Dammit!" Dwights sighed. "I had 6 1/2 B. What'd you have Robert?"
The man grinned, "7B. We're tied. Rachel, did you answer the next question?"
The woman blushed and nodded. "Look, there will be no recount on this. Take my word on it and that's it, OK?" She looked around and whispered, "The second one, waxed labia."
Both men grinned. "I knew it," Dwight said.
Rachel wanted to ask what he meant by that. That she waxed her labia meant she was a slut? That she loved sex? Not that they'd be wrong...until a month ago she'd have slapped anyone who intimated she was a slut but if the shoe fits..." The men were looking expectantly at her. She looked at the paper and sighed. The tiebreaker. This was personal for sure.
She thought back to her 18th birthday. Her parent made it a big deal and took her and her boyfriend out to dinner. They'd gone all out as they went to an exclusive French restaurant on the other side of town. As soon as they got home, her father went up to their bedroom, grabbed two suitcases, and put them by the front door.
Rachel looked quizzically at her parents, their coats still on. Her boyfriend Steve was looking as shocked as she felt.
"You kids have fun," her father said. "Your mother and I will be back sometime around 9 Sunday evening."
Her mother came over and hugged her daughter. She whispered into her ear, "I lost my virginity in the back of a VW Beetle. I want you to have a much better time of it." Then she pulled out a box and handed it to Steve. "I know you've been climbing the walls for the last year, but take it slow. You'll have all weekend. Use these. She's not on the pill. If you run out, there are more in the drawer on the far bedside table in our master," she said as she patted him on the arm.
Rachel was blushing furiously as her mother looked pointedly at Steve's growing bulge and then winked at her daughter. Her boyfriend was holding a 12-pack of condoms. Did her mother really imply they'd have sex over a dozen times in 48 hours?
Both the teenagers were too nervous to do anything until early the next morning. She thought back to the first time. It was painful but that wasn't an issue as Steve lasted just a couple of minutes. After that, it got better and better. By Sunday afternoon they'd emptied the box and had to raid her parents' stash for a couple more.
Rachel felt their eyes on her and sighed, "Look. I think I should be treated to a steak dinner since this feels..." She was going to say like foreplay but stopped.
"Great idea. The loser pays, and the winner will have you as arm candy," Robert said.
Rachel scowled, "Arm candy? Not a fascinating dinner companion?"
"Arm candy. Admit it, you're hot. Works for me, but inquiring minds want to know," Dwight said. 'She's aroused. I can smell her arousal,' he thought. 'and look at those nipples.' "Spill it! Age?"
"18 and 1 day," she said as softly as she could. "Early in the morning after my 18th birthday." She remembered the look on her parents' faces after they got home. Her Mother whispered something to her Dad after she came down from their bedroom. It had to be that two rubbers were missing. The rest of her senior year, her parents winked at them whenever Steve was over, saying they should head up to their bedroom to read.
After a week of Steve and her fucking in the living room, she told her parents they could stay and she and Steve could go to her bedroom to read. Her mother grinned and nodded. She looked at her husband and grinned. "We could read on the couch. Be just like high school."
She looked at each man wondering who was going to take her to dinner.
Dwight shook his head. "I was two years off, Robert?"
Robert held up his sheet. "V loss: 18 yrs. 0 days. Missed it by just a day."
Rachel blushed, "15 minutes to be exact." She couldn't believe how horny she was. She could feel her blood pumping through her and finally understood the desire to join the mile-high club.
"Damn! I'm good," Robert grinned.
Dwight shook his head, "There's still the verification of the answers." He looked at Rachel's chest, "She's definitely a C. What did you answer?" he asked Robert.
"B, but I agree, she could be a C or a B," he said as he leaned over for a better view.
Rachel's pussy was throbbing, her nipples ached and she'd never been this aroused without being touched, though she could almost feel their gazes as they scoped her chest out. She looked around and saw no one looking their way. She told both to lean towards her. "Here's a one-time offer. You tell anyone about this and I'll make your lives hell," she said softly. She pulled up her blouse after checking a second time, "Here. Does this help?" she asked.
Both Dwight and Robert stifled gasps. Her tits were better than they thought. Spectacular, was the word that popped into Robert's head. Perfect, was Dwight's.
"Go on, do what you have to to determine my cup size, I know you're itching to." She looked around, content no one was paying them attention. She closed her eyes feeling two strong hands cup, stroke, and weigh her tits.
Robert nodded, "I take back my assessment. You were right. Definitely a C. She could be a D during her menstrual period. Where are you now in your cycle?" Robert asked matter-of-factly.
Rachel blushed as she pulled her blouse down and tucked it back in, "Between ovulation," she said softly. "How personal do your questions get? Do I let guys cum in my mouth? Do I swallow? How open am I to anal?" she said quietly.
Dwight laughed, "We would never...actually, those would be great questions to add." He looked at Robert, "I mean, the loser is paying $150 for a single meal."
"He's right. Initially, we were both going to dine, but the loser would be out $400 so I think as the stakes just raised and you're getting the best steak in the world out of the deal. It's just a bit of personal information, not anything that could be cheating on your husband..."
Rachel rubbed her face, "Seriously? I was kidding," she protested but her throbbing pussy urged her to answer. "Fuck! OK. If you ever show these answers to anyone..." She watched as Dwight grinned as he pulled out his pad of paper.
Rachel took it and groaned. "These are...holy fuck!" she sighed. "You left off rimjob," she smiled.
Dwight laughed loudly causing people to look. He took back the paper ignoring Rachel's protest that again she was kidding and added it.
Yes/No:
Tried anal?
Enjoy anal?
Cum in mouth?
Spit/Swallow?
Cum on face or cum on chest?
Around the world?
Rimjob? Giver
Rimjob? Receiver
Ate pussy?
Liked it?
DP?
Gang bang?
Biggest cock?
Rachel felt almost dizzy as she considered answering. She'd never even told Steven about most of these. 'This is just a game. Like truth or dare,' she thought. She finally wrote her answers.
Robert looked at the woman. He had no doubt if he reached between her legs she'd not push his hand away, and she'd probably pull down her pants. She was flushed and her breaths were rapid and deep.
Dwight put down his pen. "Ready? Robert, you got your guesses?"
Robert held up his paper, "Rachel?"
The blonde nodded, "Shit!" She looked around and sighed. "I should have stopped this at measurements."
Dwight asked the first one, "Anal? Ever tried it?" he asked quietly.
Rachel nodded. "Yes." She looked at the men who grinned.
"Like it? Like it up the ass?" Dwight asked.
Rachel blushed. She thought back to the only time she'd even had a man...men rather, fuck her ass. In her office and she remembered cumming over and over. She nodded, "Yes. God! I never thought I could be this embarrassed. This makes a nip slip seem like a small stumble."
Dwight grinned, "I love a woman that likes anal. Will you marry me?" he grinned. "Sorry, next question. Let a guy cum in your mouth?"
Rachel felt her face flush more. Steven loves to cum in her mouth, "Yes."
"Spit or Swallow," Dwight asked. He had to adjust the paper on his lap as he was uncomfortably hard.
"Swallow," Rachel said, "I don't mind the taste."
Robert groaned, "I thought you would never let a guy cum in your mouth and if so you'd instantly spit. Can you...sorry, not one of the questions," he asked as he tried to adjust his cock in his pants.
Rachel sighed, "You're asking if I can deep throat. The answer's yes...though I suppose it depends on the size of the guy's cock. Next question. Let's get this over with so I can nap before we land." She looked at both men's laps and then offered Dwight her pillow and Robert her blanket she'd received upon being seated.
Dwight most likely would have cum if he stroked his cock even a little but he tried to focus, "You prefer a guy to cum on your face or on your chest?" he asked.
"In my pussy but that's not an option. I think chest. Cum really stings if it hits your eyes," she said.
"I wouldn't know," Dwight smiled. "I said chest, Robert?"
"Chest," Robert smiled.
"Ever done around the world?" Dwight asked.
Rachel looked at the man, "Sorry. I'm not exactly sure what that is. Suck a guy off, then take him in my pussy and then ass?" she asked.
"Close. Mouth, pussy, ass, and last, mouth...around the world," Robert said. "Sounds like you've done most of that," he grinned.
Rachel was about to say no and then remembered Dwayne's cock in her mouth right after he pulled out of her ass. She looked down and nodded. "Once. I guess I got carried away."
Dwight grinned and then shook his head, "No way. I would never have thought...Robert?"
Robert shook his head. "Rachel, you are one surprising woman. It's a crime that you're married."
Rachel shook her head, "Guys always say that but it's not like a wedding ring locks a girl's knees together. Shit! I shouldn't say things like that. Forget you heard that," she hissed.
"That is impossible," Dwight grinned, "I'll hear that phrase in my head for years." He looked at Robert and then back at the list, "Rimjob? Ever lick a guy's ass?" he asked.
"I was going to ask what that meant. I never heard that term but no...never," Rachel said.
Both men nodded. At least they didn't think she was that slutty.
"Received an ass-licking?" he asked.
Rachel shook her head, "I suppose a guy's been close but never experienced it."
"You'd like it. My wife...never mind. Ever go down on another woman?" Dwight asked.
Rachel remembered she and her college roommate experimenting and then she realized she lied on the previous questions. "Fuck!" she said softly, "Yes to this question and also the last couple," she said almost inaudibly, "I might have checked lesbianism out with my roommate. She liked getting her ass licked and liked licking mine." 'Christ! Could I be that slutty? I'll bet there are whores in Vegas that have done less than I have,' she thought. "And if you want the answer to the next question, yes. I liked it. I liked it a lot."
Robert looked at Dwight. "Let's talk about something else for a few minutes, I might have an issue with my pants if this gets any hotter," he said.
"Damn. Me too," Dwight sighed. "So, where did you grow up?" he asked Rachel.
She just finished telling about her favorite vacation spot growing up when Dwight asked the next question.
"Ever had a DP?" he asked.
"Sorry, just to be clear. Double play?" Rachel asked.
"Double penetration. Ever had a guy in your ass and pussy at the same time?" Dwight asked.
"Or, it could be two cocks in your pussy," Robert added.
"Or two in your ass," Dwight grinned.
Rachel shook her head, "Never two in the same hole but yes otherwise."
"Nice!" Robert sighed. "I got that right."
Dwight shook his head, "Oh well. I think I'm still ahead. Even been the focus of a gang bang?" he asked.
"Define gang bang," Rachel said. "How many guys?"
"Fuck! I'm so in love with you right now," Dwight sighed. "Four or more guys."
Rachel shook her head, "Just three men," she said.
"You were made airtight?" Robert asked eagerly.
"Rachel groaned, "Where do all these damn terms come from? What the hell is airtight?"
"When three guys plug all three available holes," Robert grinned, "You have, haven't you? Wow! Nice."
Rachel nodded. "Is this going to be over soon?" she asked.
"One more," Dwight looked. "Shit! We're tied again. Ok, this should be the tie-breaker. One of us has to be closer." He looked at the blonde and then scribbled out his original answer. After writing another he looked at Robert. "I cheated but so can you. After hearing how open to experiences our seatmate is..."
"How slutty, you mean..." Rachel sighed.
"I say it with the utmost respect and admiration. Life's too short," Dwight smiled as he patted her leg.
Rachel felt an almost electric shock travel up her thigh to her pussy when the man's hand stroked her leg. "Ok, but this is the last question and I'm going to have to insist you both take my word for it. I measured and verified," she said. She looked at each man's tented pants and sighed, "11 3/4."
"What?"
"Holy crap! You're serious?"
Rachel nodded and then put her seat back and closed her eyes.
"At least tell us. Did it hurt? Did you like it?" Robert asked urgently.
Rachel opened her eyes and looked at each man. "My jaw hurt afterward. My pussy felt like it was being ripped apart but it soon became nice...really, really nice. My ass was sore for a week but I got used to it. I felt incredibly filled up. OK, it felt great. I sure couldn't have run a marathon anytime soon after. Now that's it. I'm going to take a nap now," she said. She realized that she hadn't heard what their guesses were or who won. She had a rush of pride that neither man assumed she'd had a cock even close to 11 3/4"
* * *
Dwight shook Rachel awake as they descended into Harry Reid Airport. "We're here," he said. His throbbing cock had finally gone limp but he was feeling very horny, and very frustrated.
They deplaned and gathered outside on the sidewalk where Paul Preston, the Director of the sales division gathered everyone. "People, welcome to Las Vegas. Now, before I go over the various ground rules, I'd like everyone to welcome a guest to our event, Rachel Thomas. Rachel's innovative ideas are what spawned the idea for this week along with upper management approving all expenses. Rachel is the Director of HR and has shown to think outside the box. Anyhow, please make her feel welcome but also if you feel like bringing anything up to help you with any issues she's here for that also.



Rachel was aware of three pairs of eyes staring at her. Dwayne, Bob, and Mac all had knowing smiles, all flicked their stares to her braless chest. She should have rectified that but it slipped her mind.
Paul went on to talk about how this was going to be a way to get more team cohesiveness so everyone was being paired up in rooms with group members that they spent little time with.
"I'd like to room with Ms. Thomas," a man said raising his hand.
Another man raised his hand, "I can take one for the team and save money, "I'll share a room with Ms. Thomas, Sarah, and Alexis," he joked.
Paul shook his head, "Perhaps this is not the time to joke about sexual harassment with the Director of HR here."
Rachel chuckled, "It's a great time. This might be sponsored and paid for by the company, but this is not subject to company policies. However, Paul is right, anything that makes someone uncomfortable or is inappropriate should be avoided at work or outside of work," she said looking around, "That said I appreciate the offers and the humor and I'm far from offended."
The woman named Alexis looked at the man who spoke second, "I'm offended. I'm not woman enough for you? You need Sarah and Ms. Thomas?"
Rachel chuckled, "Please. I'm not Ms. Thomas. I'm Rachel and I hope to get to know all of your first names."
Paul went through the assignments and gave everyone the night off. "Tomorrow we'll be dividing up for various activities designed to bring us together as a team." Just as he finished a trio of shuttles arrived to take the group to the Aria.
Paul pulled Rachel aside, an excited look on his face, "Wednesday evening I was planning on having people do ad hoc skits, but can you come up with examples of sexual harassment? Maybe do some role-playing?"
Rachel smiled, "Sure. I've had to deal with just about every type." Plus, she could feel sexual tension from just about everyone in the group. "We'd better grab seats," she smiled as everyone had already stowed their bags and boarded a shuttle.
Paul and Rachel were the only ones not to be paired up and as soon as they arrived at the hotel everyone headed to their rooms.
Rachel was standing by her open suitcase with just her top on when there was a knock. The first thing she needed to do was change her panties after the arousing Q&A on the plane. She'd made a mental note to fly with her cousin who was deathly afraid of flying and see if a questionnaire would alleviate or distract her. She pulled on her pants, tossing the damp panties into the bag, and then closed it.
"Hey. Sorry to interrupt your unpacking but Robert and I are still tied. I was closest with the cock size but after checking out your tits...anyhow we need to validate some of your answers, if it's alright," Dwight said.
Rachel opened the door, putting an arm out. "I didn't think it would be so important..." she sighed. She went over to her bag and pulled out her neon yellow bikini. Steven loved this suit. He liked that it showed off her body wonderfully as it was extremely minimal but it also made everyone look. "Have a seat. I hope you brought a tape measure or something," she said.
Robert pulled his hand out of his pocket and a cloth tape unspooled.
Rachel sighed, "I need to get my head examined." She went into the bathroom and closed the door. She stripped naked and studied her body for a minute. She looked at her patch of blonde pubes. A voice in the back of her head wished they'd require her to prove she was waxed just...Wow! she thought as she felt her wet slit. She wiped her fingers off on the folded towel and then pulled on the strings and triangles. She looked in the mirror and was satisfied. No nipple peaking out, no stray hairs.
Both men jumped to their feet as the stunning blonde came out. Long slender legs, tight firm ass, flared hips below a very narrow waist. Her tits looked even better under the bikini top than when she flashed them on the plane.
"Ok, let's get it over with," she said as she stood with her arms straight out.
"Would you like the honors, or should I?" Robert asked Dwight.
"Your tape, go for it." Dwight smiled.
Rachel stifled a gasp as Robert pulled the tape directly across her nipples.
"34 3/4"" Robert said. He gently placed a finger on an erect nipple, "You might not have shown this much excitement during your dress fitting," he said. He gently flicked the nub as she softly sucked in air with her eyes closed.
Then he put the tape around the narrowest part of her waist, "22" I was right. Dwight, you take this measurement because if I'm right, I win," he said.
Dwight came over and took the tape. He felt her waist for the narrowest part and then pulled it gently. He nodded, "Fuck! You're right." Then he knelt and put the tape around her hips and ass. He inhaled deeply taking in her warm aroma. Then he checked the number. "34 1/2" Fuck me, your perfect," he sighed softly. He stood and put out a hand to Robert. "You win. I'll call down, make a reservation, and give them my credit card." He shook his head and handed the tape back to his friend.
Robert grinned at Rachel as Dwight dialed the phone and headed to the other side of the room. "Can I convince you to wear this at dinner?"
Dwight came back over, "You have 7 PM reservations and it's all covered. Please don't order a bottle of Chateau Lafitte," he said.
He was about to leave when Rachel stopped him, "Can I have your questions and answers? I'd not like them to get out, if it's OK with you," she said. "Plus, it gives me an idea."
Both men gave her their notes and left but not without looking back at her nearly naked body. She shook her head. She'd spent 12 years working her way up through a male-oriented culture to get to where she was and she felt more of a sex object now than when she started.
She lay on the bed and picked up her phone. "Steven, damn, I miss you already...The flight was great. I need to tell you something, though. I was sitting with a couple of guys in the group and they wanted to show off their sizing skills...yeah, I told you about...yep. You got it, bras and panties. Anyhow they bet each other that they could guess my measurements including my cup size....I know. Damn, it got warm on the flight seeing the way they checked me out...I know, I was."
Rachel slipped a hand under her bikini bottoms as she listened to her husband ask what she was wearing.
"A white blouse, tights...Yes, but I should tell you that I pulled it up so they'd have a more accurate....fuck! Ok, yes I did but you're getting ahead of the story. Let me read off the list."
She read off the entire list with a few interruptions and interjections. By the end, Steven was breathing into the phone. He asked what her answers were but Rachel paused. "How well do you know me, know my past?" she asked. "Hang on, let me get a pen."
She came back to the bed, but not before taking the two-piece off so she could more easily touch herself. "Ok, bust size...hmmm, waist..." She went down the list and when she got to the pubic grooming question, she giggled. "This is nothing. Wait until you hear what else they came up with."
As she neared the end and read off around the world she heard her husband grunt. "Are you cumming? Wow, ok baby, I'm touching myself also. Fuck! This is so hot," she sighed. "Was it that I'd been with multiple guys at once...oh, really. You want me to do that to you?" she asked when she got to the around the world question. "I'm not going to tell you who it was with...remember, we told each other never to discuss past lovers," she lied.
When she was done her husband was strangely quiet. "Did this upset you?" she asked. "I felt bad that these strangers, guys I'd just met were finding out more about me than my own husband." She sighed as she listened to his answer.
"What, stop that. You can't mean it," she said as she felt a huge rush. "He is...they both are very good-looking." She put a finger inside her pussy. She was so wet she considered finding a maxi-pad to wear. "Say it. I want to hear you say it," she said. "Ok, if...if something happens I promise to tell you everything...no, I promise, all of it....I love you too. Bye," she said softly as she hung up.
Her husband wanted her to have fun but then changed it to 'I want you to get fucked, really fucked while you're in Vegas but promise you'll tell me everything.' She was rubbing her pussy as she pulled on her nipple. In the back of her mind, she hoped the walls were very soundproof as she exploded.
Rachel went over to her bag and pulled out all the clothes. There it was, the dress that Steven said he'd packed for her. She had no idea where he got it but it was almost transparent. She held it up to the window and could make out the Strip through the flimsy cream-colored fabric. She laid it on the bed and then went in to take a shower.
At 6:55 she exited the elevator and walked across the lobby to the glitzy curved entrance to the restaurant.
"Rachel, fuck! Is that you?" Robert said behind her.
Rachel turned and returned the warm hug. "It is I" she sighed, "Steven picked this up somewhere and insisted I wear it out. I should just take it off since I'm practically naked as it is."
Robert held her at arm's length and whistled. "Fuck me, you're so fucking beautiful," he sighed. The flimsy yellow dress barely hid the beautiful woman's body. If someone took a headshot, they'd have assumed it was very conservative with the choker, but then it was two strips of fabric draped across each spectacular breast. Tons of cleavage and also fully exposed side and under-boobs. When she turned her butt crack was just covered but he could see she wasn't even wearing a thong.
Rachel chuckled, "I never get comments like that when I'm in sweats. I think you like the dress. Damn Steven for finding this somewhere and packing it," she muttered.
"I can't believe your husband wanted you to wear this, I mean when he's not around," Robert said. "Did he know that..."
"Shit, I shouldn't have said anything. Yes. He told me on the phone to wear this to dinner. I never saw this before I unpacked. He told me it was so I could have fun, 'You're in Vegas. What happens in Vegas...'" she said softly.
"...stays in Vegas." Robert had an eager look on his face as they headed to the Maître d. "Reservations for Ryan," he said.
Rachel looked quickly at the man, "Robert Ryan, as in the actor?"
Robert sighed, "Yes, Robert Bushnell Ryan. He was my great uncle," he said. He cocked his elbow and followed the girl to their table. He'd hoped for a quiet and dark corner but the place was as well-lit as any he'd been in. There were few if any empty tables and Robert wondered how many people could afford a $150 steak. Even though most of the women, young and old, were stunning all eyes were on the beautiful blonde on his arm. They were seated in the back corner with Rachel's back to the room. She wasn't aware but her seat was directly below one of the overhead lights which rendered her dress almost invisible.
The waiter came over with water and then took their drink orders. He spent more time looking down Rachel's dress than at her date. As the evening went on, various other wait staff came over bringing the wine, appetizers, water, salads, water, steaks, more wine, water, and desserts. All were very attentive, and all overtly checking out the beautiful blonde's body.
The meal was excellent and after three glasses of wine, Rachel was a bit unsteady on her feet as they left the restaurant. Robert put his arm around her after the elevator doors closed feeling her warmth. He was happy she not only didn't pull away but leaned into him. He could feel the heat from her large bare breast against his bicep and wished she weren't married. By the time they got to their floor their lips just touched, Robert's hand was stroking her firm ass.
They collected themselves seeing an older couple waiting to go down and giggled as they headed down the hall.
"Can I come in?" Robert asked as he leaned down, his hands cupping her cheeks.
Rachel sighed and then shook her head, "No. Sorry. Married and all that. Sometimes this ring just gets in the way," she said softly as she held up her left hand.
"Yes, but even with the ring locking your knees together there are other ways," Robert grinned.
Rachel laughed and then looked over to see Dwight carrying an ice bucket in a white robe.
"Hey, guys. How was dinner?" the man asked.
"It was really good, great steak," Rachel said, "We might have had a few glasses of wine...and dessert..sorry."
Dwight shook his head, "It was worth it. Best flight ever. I was going to have some scotch and watch the Lakers," he said, "My roomie isn't a basketball fan so I'll have to watch with the sound off."
Rachel beamed, "Watch it here. I love LeBron. Robert, are you up for basketball? They're playing the Warriors, aren't they?"
Robert smiled. At least she was asking him in. He had little or no interest in the game. "I'm in," he said. He'd hoped to get this fucking gorgeous woman alone, married or not but this is better than not being asked in at all.
Dwight started down the hall but turned, "Um, I'm not really dressed. I should put something on."
Rachel laughed, "Don't bother. I'm not lying on the bed in this. I'll put on a robe. Robert, there's a second robe in the bathroom if you want to join the slumber party."
Ten minutes later the three were flopped on Rachel's bed, all in white fluffy robes. Rachel had grabbed spare pillows so the three of them had back support. She took a sip of the scotch and sighed. "Probably a bad idea after three cabs at dinner. But this is good."
Dwight chuckled, "All part of the plan."
Rachel looked over at each. "So, this was the plan? You guys do this often?" she asked.
Robert shook his head. "Believe it or not, the first time we've spoken was on the plane. I don't even know where Dwight is from." He looked over, "I'm from upstate New York." He put out a hand.
Dwight shook it, "Baltimore." He looked at Rachel, "You?"
Rachel was feeling the buzz of the added alcohol and had to take a second to think about that, "Denver. So this wasn't some scheme to get me into bed."
Both men shook their heads. Robert gently spun her wedding ring, "We'd never. You're married and you've got this protection."
Rachel chuckled, "Damn ring." Just then her phone rang on the side table. Robert picked it up and handed it to her. She looked and answered, "Steven. You picked a bad time. I'm lying in bed with two good-looking men," she giggled. "No, seriously," she said. "Yes. Three glasses of wine and now scotch...Hang on," she pressed FaceTime on her phone and then held it out in front of her. "Guys, this is my husband Steven. Steven," she turned the phone so it faced to her left, "This is Robert. He took me to dinner." Then she turned the phone the other way, "This is Dwight. He paid. I told you about their bet."
"Not what I expected, seeing all of you in robes, naked underneath, I assume?" Steven asked. "I loved the questionnaire you guys did. I learned a lot of things I never knew about Rach. But you got to see and feel her tits? My opinion, and I'm biased, but she has the best tits around."
Rachel blushed, "Shit! I should have let it go to voicemail. This was a bad idea."
Robert spoke up, "I agree with you. They were spectacular. Especially her nipples. I love puffy nipples," he said. "And pale pink...love pink nipples."
"I know, they're perfect. She has perfect tits, perfect body. Since we're on the topic, she claims she waxes her pussy but leaves a patch of pubes above. Is that true?" Dwight asked.
"Yep, she has the prettiest pussy you'll ever see. Normally she's tight like a creamy clamshell but when she's ready to be fucked she opens up exposing her pink insides. So inviting," Steven said, an eagerness in his voice. "She'll play uninterested but her pussy always tells the truth."
"OK. I'm hanging up. This is going way too far," Rachel said quickly. But before she could press the button, Robert grabbed the phone and held it out to the side.
"I think it's just getting started. Steven, tell us more about Rachel's pussy," Robert said.
"Look for yourselves," Steve said. I assume all three of you are naked under the robes."
Dwight opened Rachel's robe exposing her naked body. She quickly tried to cover up but both men pulled the sides toward them.
Rachel was squeezing her legs together and she heard her husband's voice, "Come on, babe. You should be proud of your pussy. It should be on display at the Smithsonian," he said proudly.
Robert chuckled, "It's the wedding ring. It keeps her legs together she told us."
Steven laughed, "She did, did she? Just turn it 180 degrees and they'll open right up."
Rachel tried to grab the phone, "Steven, this is enough. I'm on the bed with these guys and we planned on watching the Lakers game...that was it." When she rolled over and stretched out, her legs did open.
Dwight pulled her right knee over and Robert her left. When they did that both their hard cocks emerged from the folds in the robes.
Rachel gave up. She knew Steven had jerked off listening to the list of questions but she had no idea he would be telling these men to fuck her.
"Bring the phone between her legs...there. Guys, she's more than ready. You don't need any foreplay. I've seen her pussy like this and she wants cock. I see both of you guys are more than equipped to take care of that. I gotta go take care of something but she hates it slow. She likes to be fucked and fucked hard. I love you, Rach. Have fun." He hung up leaving Rachel with her head spinning.
Steven's evil chuckle rang in her head after he hung up and she was now lying naked on her back with her legs partly open. She saw both men hesitate as perhaps she didn't want them to go further regardless of what Steven said. She held up her left hand and rotated her wedding ring 180 degrees while spreading her legs wide. Both men's robes were off and tossed aside within a second.
As if preplanned, Robert slid down between her legs while Dwight sucked a nipple into his mouth.
Rachel lay back feeling the stimulation she needed for the last 12 hours. She'd been feeling frustrated she'd have to wait a week to get back into Steven's arms to get some cock but here she was with not one but two. She almost left the tub of Vaseline at home but thanked her foresight that she'd packed it.
She was soon groaning and lifting her hips as Robert's tongue probed deep inside her. Dwitch was mauling her left breast while sucking hard on her right. She was just about to ask them to fuck her... fuck her hard. Cumming on a cock was so much better than cumming in other ways. She then had the image of both their cocks inside her holes when everything suddenly boiled up. She cried out before pulling a pillow over her head. In the back of her mind, she knew someone heard that, and as their group had the entire wing it would be someone she'd be running into. She let the pillow fall to the side as the last waves of pleasure ebbed. She looked at Robert's smeared face and Dwight's grin and sighed.
"Steven was right. I like to be fucked and fucked hard. There's a tub of petroleum jelly in the bathroom if one of you is interested, or I can suck your cocks but one of you needs to fuck me now," she ordered.
Robert got up and was trotting into the bathroom, his hard cock bouncing out in front, while Dwight pulled the robe off and out from under her before pulling her on top of him. He kissed her hard while she grabbed his cock and drove her pussy onto it.
"Oh fuck!" she groaned as she broke the kiss and put her head back, "fuck me. This feels so good." Then she felt the cool gel being gently pushed into her ass and sighed. She thought she'd never again have that incredible feeling of being fully stuffed with cock as she never thought Steven would be interested in sharing her. She leaned onto Dwight and kissed him as Robert slid his cock easily into her rectum. She felt a rush that she didn't clench, didn't resist. She remembered Dwayne's comment that she was a natural-born fuck puppet. She should have been insulted but it gave her a feeling of pride. She'd laughed and told him she'd be adding that to her email signature.



Robert was pressed against the beautiful blonde's back as he pumped aggressively inside her rectum. It seemed the harder he fucked her the deeper her groans got. He wanted to make this last but then hoped she'd want them to stay all night.
Dwight had both her tits in his hands, part of him loved the feel of his cock balls deep in her tight pussy, but part of him wondered if she were more of a D cup. Her tits were fuller than he remembered. He wasn't able to do much as he was buried under two bodies, but there were worse places to be than to be pressed against a beautiful naked woman. He loved the look on Rachel's face. Her mouth was open as she softly grunted each time Robert drove his cock into her ass; her eyes were unfocused, and a flush covered her face and chest. "You like cock in your ass, don't you," he said softly.
Rachel nodded, "yesss, fuck! Both your cocks feel so good," she moaned. She put her head down not aware her hair was covering Dwight's face. She felt herself approaching another orgasm which surprised her. A month ago she'd never once cum multiple times then the meeting with the three men happened. After that, she and Steven made love multiple times but no matter how long he lasted she came once and that was it. Does she need multiple cocks?
Robert was gritting his teeth trying to quell the rising ache in his balls but it was no good. He slammed once more against that creamy ass and felt the first spurt of cum shoot into her rectum. He pulled out and slammed into her again and again until he was finally spent. He let out a long satisfied groan and then slithered his cock out of her rectum. He patted her ass, "Fuck me, you have an incredible ass, You need to try it, Dwight." He went into the bathroom to clean up.
"I will but her cunt feels too good to pull out of right now. We have all night. I want to try all her holes.," he said as he rolled her onto her back.
Robert cleaned up and watched Dwight as he rapidly slammed his cock between her legs. He had a thought. He picked up Rachel's iPhone and hit redial as he went back into the bathroom. "Steven, Robert again. We took your advice and wow! She'd just as advertised. I just wanted to thank you. Yes, that's her and Dwight...really?" he asked. "Ok, here," he said. He put it on FaceTime and opened the door.
Rachel was now on her knees, her chest and face pressed into the mattress as Dwight pistoned into her sloshing pussy. Robert held the phone out to get a shot of Dwight's grinning face, Rachel's swollen pussy with the glistening fat shaft buried inside, and then her slack face, mouth open, eyes closed as she was lost in the aggressive fucking. Robert went back into the bathroom and closed the door.
"I'm impressed you like this," he said. "I'm not married but I'm not sure I'd like to see my wife getting fucked....I get it, I do...I can. Let me switch to my phone...I'll videotape the rest of the night and send you the files....no, thank you. I mean it. OK, good meeting you." he said before hanging up. He shared Steven's contact information with himself and set his phone up on the dresser.
Rachel was dimly aware that Robert was on the phone but the fat shaft in her pussy, the huge balls slapping against her clit made the room spin. She felt another orgasm coming on.
Dwight grinned over at Robert and gave a thumbs up. He then thought it was time to try out this ass so he pulled out and pressed against her puckered hole.
Rachel was close to cumming but her orgasms seemed twice as intense with a cock in her ass so she reached back and spread her ass cheeks. "Ooohhhh, fuck!" she groaned as she felt the fat cock drive deep inside her.
Dwight echoed her groans as he felt her tight sphincter grip his aching cock. He knew he wasn't going to last long but he also knew she'd want them to stay all night.
Robert came over and lay back on the pillows, his crotch right in front of the sweating blonde. He had thoroughly cleaned his cock but got the impression she didn't care as she took his hardening cock into her mouth.
The trio fucked all night taking short naps until one of the men got hard and woke Rachel up. She's lost count of how many times she came, how many loads of cum she took into her ass, pussy, and mouth. The next morning as she staggered into the shower she hoped Paul hadn't arranged a walking tour of the Strip. Both Dwight and Robert had finished fucking her one last time before kissing her and heading back to their rooms. She wished she'd urged them to say nothing to anyone but perhaps she'd be able to at breakfast.
She padded naked back to the bedroom and looked at her phone. Two messages from Steven. "I love you so much. I've never seen you look more beautiful," said one. The other said, "Try to get some rest today. It looked as though you'll need it." She wondered what that meant. She looked beautiful lying next to the two men? Did he know for sure she went through with it?"
She got dressed and decided to head down to breakfast. She opened her door just as her neighbors to the right opened theirs. "Good morning," she smiled.
The two women grinned at her conspiratorially, "And good morning to you," one said. "We weren't sure you'd be able to walk this morning."
Rachel put her face in her hands, "Fuck! You heard us?"
The two women giggled, "Most of the night. We were impressed. Whoever you were with has incredible stamina. You must be sore as hell," one of them grinned
Rachel realized they thought she was with one guy. She blushed and sighed, "I've had nights with more sleep. I'm not drinking tonight, that's for sure," she said.
"Come on, we're not judging. What happens in Vegas and all that. Come on, join us for breakfast. I'm Laurie, this is Kim."
Kim giggled, "Oh we are judging. We gave that orgasm you had around 2 AM a 9.5. Sounded like you were about to pass out on that one."
As they headed to the elevators, Rachel sighed, "I'm mortified. This was totally unplanned. I never thought I'd..."
"Cheat on your husband?" Laurie asked. "I look at it like this, if it's spontaneous it's not cheating. If you plan it, then that's cheating. It's like murder. Premeditated or it's accidental. Did he have a huge cock? Sounded like it."
Rachel hesitated and then nodded, "very nice cock," she sighed.
Laurie grinned, "Justifiable copulation. Give him our room number, unless you want another sleepless night. We're here for you."
"But it sounds like we kept you up all night,' Rachel said as they came up to the elevator bank.
Kim shook her head, "Noise-canceling headsets. I might have listened through the wall when I got up to pee," she giggled.
They changed the subject as they weren't alone in the elevator. The restaurant was filling up but found a table. They sat in the back corner and talked about the week ahead. Then Kim looked around and leaned over, "Which guy was it? I might not be kidding about helping you out. We counted 13 orgasms last night, and that was just you. We thought your guy had 9. Who has stamina like that?" she grinned.
Rachel had been looking around but saw neither Robert nor Dwight. She sighed, "I really shouldn't say," she said, "I don't kiss and tell. So, tell me about yourselves, where did you grow up? Go to college?"
Both Kim and Laurie were married. They told Rachel about where they were born and raised; went to college...but then changed the subject back. They were scanning the men trying to see who would be looking over. As they were chatting about things other than Rachel's stamina, Paul came over and sat down.
"I see you met our two newest members of the team. I would have split them up but we have so few women...anyhow can you spend some time with Yong and Bruce today? They're both very quiet and I'm hoping you can bring them out of their shells."
Kim spoke up, "I'll help. It would be fun. We can double date," she smiled.
Paul nodded, "Thanks, Kim. I know you're married but this is just so they open up. But...I'd like them to be perhaps a bit more flirtatious if you can do that," he smiled. "Most of the guys need to be reined in and I should be thrilled to have guys that I'd never suspect...anyhow, it would be great if you could get them to open up."
Rachel looked at Kim. She was a tiny woman of Korean descent with a very nice figure. She looked around questioningly, "Who is Bruce and who is Yong?" she asked.
Paul pointed to a sole occupant of one table and then to another table with just one person. "You can see what I mean," he sighed. "Are you up to it?" he asked.
Rachel smiled, "I'm totally at your service. Whatever you need I'm in," she smiled. 'At least tonight I'll get a full night's sleep,' she thought. 'These guys aren't making any moves, unlike Dwight and Robert. I wonder if they're still virgins? Not possible but definitely not experienced' Her pussy throbbed thinking how hard and often she was fucked last night and felt slight regret another session was not in the offing. Then she wondered again if Steven was really OK with this. He sure sounded happy.
That afternoon, Paul led Kim and Rachel over to the two men who were in the lobby off to the side, "Bruce, Yong. I'm pairing you guys up with Kim and Rachel for the scavenger hunt." He handed them a list of sites around Vegas. Then he addressed everyone all broken up into groups of four, "The entire list can be found just by walking. First prize will be $1,000 worth of chips in the casino, which would be $250 each if you want. Whoever gets the most pictures of what's on the list wins. Ties will go to the quickest. We'll use the time stamps on the photos. Tomorrow at breakfast I'll announce the winning team. Questions?"
Rachel internally groaned. Exactly what she feared. Walking. Her ass was surprisingly fine but her pussy ached slightly. The one issue was the muscles in her inner thighs were sore as if she'd been lifting weights. She could get through this.
The groups all rushed out and huddled together studying the printouts. Kim and Rachel introduced themselves and then headed out. "This one's easy," Rachel said. She pointed to a blue image with gold stripes, "The Sphinx's beard, or whatever that is," she grinned.
At first, Kim and Rachel were the ones to suggest things. The two men were so shy they never spoke more than one-word responses. It seemed as though they were intimidated by the two beautiful women. Rachel whispered to Kim, "How are these guys in sales?" she asked.
Kim shook her head, "They're not. They are in data management. They keep the books. They're part of our team but not..." she said.
"...part of your team. Got it. They're nice guys so I can see why Paul wants them more integrated," Rachel said softly.
Around 3 PM, Rachel looked at the remaining half-dozen icons on the sheet and shook her head, "I give up. Guys? Any suggestions?"
Bruce stepped up and took the paper. He turned on his phone, snapped an image of the icon, clicked a few buttons, and then grinned, "This is the prow of a Venetian gondola," he said proudly. Rachel and Kim looked at the brown curly cue and smiled. It was. Within the next half-hour, the two men had found each of the remaining images and they'd rushed all over to take pictures. They uploaded them to the site before collapsing on the ledge in front of the fountains.
Rachel's discomfort between her legs had totally faded as if last night's assault on her ass and vagina never happened. Still, she felt like she could close her eyes and sleep for a week.
"I need a drink," Kim sighed. "That was fun but a margarita sounds so good right now."
"Me too," Rachel sighed. Drinking was a bad idea but getting these men to open up was working but alcohol was always a great social lubricant. She got no sleep the night before nor the night before that as Steven seemingly wanted to wear her out before her trip. "I could use a mojito, a massage, and a nap."
Yong spoke for what might have been the first time, "I give massages. I've been trained in Chinese-style massages."
"Yong, you can speak!" Kim grinned. She looked at Rachel and smiled, "The Chinese massage is the deepest and best in the world. Bruce? Do you have any experience with massages?" she asked.
Bruce nodded, "My sister is a physical therapist and taught me reflexology along with various therapeutic massage techniques."
"Motherfu..." Rachel spoke. "Had I known that I would have dragged both of you back to my room. Kim, sorry but I want all four hands on me."
Kim stood up, "Guys. We're going to hit the bar in the Aria and then go up to Rachel's room. I'm really good at Korean-style massage. My mother trained me. Rachel, you're going to feel pampered and better than you've ever felt in your life. How do six hands on you sound?"
They got to Rachel's, Kim and Rachel holding pitchers and glasses. They had more than enough Margaritas and Mojitos for all of them. Rachel looked at her bed. What would you like to do?" she asked.
"I'll start on either of you two women," Yong smiled. "Grab some towels and we'll get ready."
Rachel was surprised to see how both Yong and Bruce were finally somewhat animated, though Yong seemed more in his element. "Kim, as my guest you go first." He pointed to the bathroom, "You can strip down in there, grab a towel and we'll go out of the room."
Kim looked at Rachel, "You and me. I want to feel Yong's technique and I also love a man who knows how to rub feet. Then they can switch."
The two men stepped out of the room not latching the door. Kim never hesitated but took off all her clothes. Rachel couldn't help checking the young woman out. Kim was beautiful. She was maybe 5' 2" with long black hair and clear smooth skin. She was short but perhaps average height for a woman of Korean descent with a narrow waist, narrow hips, and a nice dark vee of pubic hair. Her tits were perfect. Small and round with chocolate-colored nipples.
Kim smiled and turned her body.
"Sorry, never been with a naked..." Rachel sputtered.
"A naked Oriental woman?" Kim said in exaggerated pidgin English.
"God! I didn't mean that," Rachel said, "I mean...you're so perfect," she blushed.
Kim nodded at the tall blonde, "OK, Ms. Thomas. Let's see what you're hiding." Rachel could feel the woman's eyes on her as she pulled off her clothes. When she was done she stood facing Kim letting her take her in.
"Crap! I was hoping you'd have some flaws," Kim sighed, "something that will make the guys want to focus on me. Show me your ass," she ordered. When Rachel spun around Kim shook her head, "Fuck. Perfect. Oh well, the story of my life. The American woman come and steal my men," she said in her pidgin English.
Rachel chuckled, "Just to borrow. We always give them back when we're done with them, though they might have trouble walking." She started to go into the bathroom to get towels when Kim stopped her.
"Let's give the guys a heart attack," she said. She climbed onto the bed and lay face-down on the right side. She looked back at the hesitating woman and patted the left side, "Don't be a pussy," she smiled. "If I'm naked and have no qualms about letting the guys compare, you should have none."
Rachel sighed and lay down. She found herself squeezing her thighs together knowing the two men would have a great view of her pussy. "You think these guys have ever seen a naked woman? I mean in person? How about two?" she giggled. She turned and called out, "Ready!"
Bruce and Yong came in and stopped. "No towels?" Bruce asked.
"You know how these things always go. The towel gets pulled down, pushed up, and then it's on the floor. In fact, both of you, get with the program," Kim ordered.
Rachel jerked her head at the woman. This was unexpected. She looked back at Yong who was unbuttoning his shirt and then at Bruce who wasn't making a move. Rachel rolled off the bed and padded naked over to the man. She undid the first few buttons and then stopped, "Are you OK with this?" she asked. Bruce's eyes were wide and staring down at her naked body.
Bruce jerked his eyes up and nodded. He then took over undressing himself. Rachel lay back on the bed with her head turned watching. 'Nice,' she thought. Both men had rippled tight bodies with minimal body fat. Bruce's cock was fatter but both seemed average in length. She turned her head back and saw Kim was licking her lips, her eyes on Bruce's cock. She whispered to the woman, which one do you want?"
Kim blushed and nodded at the taller man. "His, I mean him. My husband isn't very....never mind," she blushed more.
Rachel held her thumb and index finger about four inches apart and Kim reached up and moved them closer together. "Really?" she whispered.
Kim nodded and then looked at Bruce, "I need you to do your reflexology thing. Yong, make my friend happy, very happy." She smiled at both cocks which now sticking up at 60 degrees.
Both men were great. Yong worked all of Rachel's muscles, deeper than she'd ever experienced. He spent a lot of time on her waist and chest, apologizing as he kept inadvertently smearing precum on her smooth skin.
Bruce worked Kim's feet and Rachel could swear the woman orgasmed with just him manitulating the soles of her feet. Then he switched to the normal massage technique and worked his way up the woman's legs. As he worked her ass, Kim turned over and parted her legs.
Rachel was getting turned on by Yong's increasingly confident ministrations and soon his middle finger was squelching inside her pussy and his mouth was on her right nipple. Rachel could open her legs only so far as Kim's thigh was right there but then she was able to spread them wide when Kim's leg draped over hers.
As if on an unspoken queue each man lay between their respective woman's legs and shoved their cocks inside them.
Rachel groaned loudly while Kim softly moaned as both women felt the men's cocks fill them up. Kim looked tiny under the over 6' tall man and she pulled her legs up onto her chest as if wanting to feel the man as deep as possible inside her. She was rhythmically softly making mewing sounds with each thrust.
Rachel was watching Yong's face as he pounded into her pussy. He seemed fascinated by her large breasts flopping on her chest so she massaged them. His face was flushed and he was breathing hard as she pulled on her nipples. Within seconds of that, the man groaned and shook his head.
"Fuck! I'm going to cum," he said sounding disappointed as he stopped, his face clenched as he battled the feeling.
"That's it, cum. Cum inside my pussy," Rachel panted. "It's fine, we have all night. Let it go."
Yong pulled out and slammed back in once... twice...and on the third thrust, he collapsed on the busty blonde's body, grunting softly.
Rachel rubbed the man's back as she felt him twitch inside her pussy and then go limp. She could hear Kim's mewing get louder as she came at the same time. Good for her, she thought. She stroked Yong's back until he was done, "It felt like you needed that," she said softly. "You'll last longer the second time," she said as she kissed his sweaty neck. She wanted to push him off so she could clean up. She was feeling his cum seeping out but he started fucking her again, his semi-soft cock able to slide in and out.
Bruce's cock was hitting her where her husband's never came close. She had no idea how big the cock filling her pussy was as it felt twice the length but it was the girth that was amazing. Her head was spinning and she felt an orgasm cumming on just as she heard Yong cum inside Rachel. Hearing Rachel tell him to do it, to cum inside her was all she needed. Her head spun and she pulled her legs open wider to get as much contact with the man pounding her pussy as she could.
Bruce grinned as he felt and heard the tiny woman cum. Very few times had he made his partner cum during intercourse, often having to taste his own cum to get her off. It wasn't anything he liked doing he felt that he had to. He was surprised to see that even though Yong had cum he was back to thrusting hard into Rachel's pussy. He felt a rush watching those creamy tits flop on her chest when he pulled too far back and accidentally drove into Kim's slick lower hole.



"Ow! Stop...stop!" Kim cried as she felt Bruce's cock pop into her anus. She grabbed his hips and held him wanting the searing pain to subside.
"God! I'm sorry...I'm so sorry," Bruce cried. "I'll..."
Kim shook her head, "Don't move...just hang on. I know this wasn't planned but I've always been curious. Fuck!"
Rachel looked at Yong, "I think you want to try that. I'm going to get some lube and then maybe you want to fuck my ass?" she said.
The man grinned and nodded as he pulled out and stood. He looked over at Bruce who was starting to slowly fuck Kim's virgin ass. The tiny girl was no longer gripping his hips but now softly stroking them.
Rachel came back holding a small plastic tub. "Here," she said as she took a glob and rubbed it all over Bruce's exposed cock and then around Kim's amazingly stretched anus. "there. It's going to feel great in a minute or two and you'll want it to be part of your love-making. She went over to Yong and knelt. She sucked on his cock until he was hard again.
Yong felt his cock throb back to life from the beautiful woman's mouth and then offer him her ass. He'd fantasized a woman ask him to fuck her ass but it was so far from a possibility it seemed like another world. He'd never done that even though it was his favorite porn. Then he watched as she bent over the chair, her ass thrust up, and plunged a glob into her ass.
"OK. You know what to do. Slow at first and I'll let you know when you can fuck me, I like to be fucked hard," she said, her face turned back watching the eager-looking man.
Soon the sounds in the room changed from soft moans and mews to deeper more guttural grunts. Rachel came twice this time before Yong emptied his balls for the second time.
Kim was pressing her chest into the mattress as Bruce leaned over her with his ass almost a blur as she pounded into her ass. She was furiously rubbing her pussy and sounding like she was cumming over and over.
Yong came up behind Rachel, cupped her breasts, and kissed her as they watched the couple fuck. She opened her mouth and wiggled her ass against the plump snake nestled between her cheeks. Then they headed into the bathroom to shower.
The couple was just getting out when Kim and Bruce came into the bathroom. "We'll have to loan you some of our towels," Kim smiled. She looked at Bruce and kissed him, "This man knows how to fuck," she blushed.
After they all got dressed they headed to a restaurant where they found out about each other. Kim had been married 8 years to an accountant, Bruce recently graduated with an MBA, and Yong had converted to full-time employee after being an intern for two years. Both men apologized for taking advantage of married women but Kim laughed and stroked the front of Bruce's pants, "Sweetie, I have no regrets, none at all."
Rachel chuckled, "As they say, What Happens..."
They all finished the sentence and laughed. "I never really understood that phrase until now," Yong said, "but it makes total sense. It's kind of like a free zone where all rules are suspended."
Bruce nodded, "I can't explain it but I feel less..." he shrugged.
"Restrained?" Rachel asked, "It's good, perhaps necessary to periodically let go. It's not healthy to constantly hold things inside."
They put the meals on their rooms and headed back to the elevators. When they got to their floor the two men hesitated but Kim took Yong's hand, "I'm not done with things to be left in Vegas," she smiled. She looked at Rachel, I'm not sure Laurie would understand if I brought a man back..."
Bruce raised an eyebrow at Rachel who nodded, "Let's make this a night to remember. We plan on making it tough for both of you guys to walk tomorrow."
Kim had other ideas when they came back into Rachel's room. She shoved Yong into a seat and then Bruce. She came over to Rachel and kissed her, "I've never been with another woman. Feel like giving the boys a show?" she asked.
Rachel opened her lips and let the smaller woman's tongue into her mouth. They were pulling off each other's clothes, their lips locked together until they pulled their tops off.
Both men were stroking the fronts of their pants as they watched the two naked women fall onto the bed, their bodies intertwined. Rachel's pale creamy skin contrasted with Kim's darker skin. Kim wasted no time kissing and grabbing Rachel's tits. Her pussy was humping the blonde's thigh as she sucked and licked the perfect nipples as she worked her way down to between the beautiful blonde's thighs.
Rachel looked at the two men who were sitting and stroking their cocks but as Kim's tongue probed between her wet lips she soon forgot about them.
Yong and Bruce's eyes were on the most erotic scene they'd ever experienced. Rachel's face and chest were flushed, her chest heaving, her nipples hard and erect; Kim's small but rounded ass was thrust up exposing her puckered asshole and her swollen pussy. Had they been any other guys they would have joined the beautiful couple, but instead they stroked their cocks, eyes flicking from one part to another trying to memorize everything. Then Bruce jumped up and grabbed his phone. He moved behind the two women, Rachel on top, and Kim on the bottom, their tongues rapidly stimulating each other's pussies.
Rachel was aware that the two men were now standing next to the bed, phones pointing at her and Kim. She should have been bothered but instead, she opened her legs wider.
The men were now on either side, phone in one hand, their cock in the other. When the women maneuvered into 69 one camera was focused on Rachel's mouth planted on the Korean girl's pussy, the other on Kim's mouth planted on the blonde's pussy. The room echoed with both women's moans, Rachel's getting louder.
Kim could sense her partner getting close and moved her tongue onto Rachel's clit and felt and heard the woman's impending orgasm.
Rachel was now panting against the other girl's pussy as everything boiled up inside. Sensing someone near her face she saw Yang's cock nest to her face and as she opened her mouth she felt Bruce's cock slide into her pussy.
Kim licked rapidly on Rachel's clit as Bruce's ballsack slapped against her forehead. Then she sucked on the hard nub causing louder moaning. She could feel Yong's hip press against her thigh as he pressed his cock into Rachel's mouth just as the blonde let out a long muffled grunt. She still had the woman's ass in her hands as she came.
Rachel had never felt anything like this. Her clit was on fire, a cock in her mouth and another in her pussy. As she exploded she swore the room tilted as the waves crashed through her.
Bruce pressed his cock hard against the HR Director's pussy as Kim sucked on his balls, her hands pulling him hard into the blonde's pussy.
As Rachel came down from her orgasm, the most intense one she remembered having, she was limply pulled away from Kim. She was flopped onto her back and hadn't even settled before Bruce's cock was slamming hard into her. She heard Kim squeal happily as Yong's cock drove into her pussy from behind.
Bruce was staring at the creamy tits flopping and he pumped harder into her married pussy making them flop around even more. He grinned over at Yong who put up a hand and as they fucked the pair of married women, they high-fived each other.
The next two hours were a blur for Rachel as the men swapped partners and put the two women together in a 69 on their side so they could fuck their asses while they ate each other out.
The bed looked as though someone had just pulled all the covers and sheets off and thrown them around when the foursome lay panting on the sweat and cum-stained bed. Rachel felt like she could sleep for days when her phone rang.
She put her finger to her lips and picked it up. "Steven, I thought you'd be asleep," she panted. She was trying to get her breathing back to normal but it was nearly impossible. "No, not yet. I was just thinking about it. No, of course not. No, honey, let's not," she said looking nervously at the three naked lovers. "Shit. Look, I have to tell you. I'm not alone," she said softly. "No, three others. I'm sor...really? You do?"
She looked at the trio, "Want to say 'hi' to my husband?" she asked. She put it on Facetime and turned it to Kim after all three nodded. "This is my friend Kim," she said. She then scanned down Kim's body and giggled when the girl tried in vain to cover up.
Steven's voice came over the speaker, "Wow! Perfect tight body. I wish I were there. I like her tiny shaved pussy and those tits! Who else?" he asked.
Rachel pointed the phone at the next man to the left of Kim, "This is Bruce. I'm sure you don't want to see more than his face." Then she pointed at the last sexual partner, "This is Yong. There. Happy?" she asked as she swung her phone back to her face.
"Not as happy as you are. I'll let you go. Try to get some sleep...or not," he grinned. "I love you. Have fun."
Rachel pressed the red button and groaned, "I'm sorry about that. I never knew my husband was a perv but I guess he thinks my having fun is a good thing."
Kim shook her head, "My husband would kill me and these two," she pointed to Bruce and Yong, "not you though. He'd insist on watching. His #1 fantasy is to see me with another woman." She looked as if she had a thought, "His birthday is next month..."
Rachel smiled, "And you're thinking...fuck it, why not?" she smiled. She then leaned forward and kissed the small woman. No one was in any hurry to get back to their rooms that night.
* * *
Rachel groaned as the sun's rays hit her face. Yong's cock was still in her ass, his arm around her, hand cupping her breast. They both passed out sometime around 4 after a long sweaty fuck session. Kim and Bruce must be in the shower as she could hear moans, wet slapping, and water running. She pulled the man's arm off her and pulled her ass off his semi-hard cock and got up to pee. Kim was bent over, and Bruce was behind her pistoning into her pussy. Neither seemed to notice she was there. She finished and went back out to the bedroom.
"We'll need to wait if we want to shower," she sighed, "If there's hot water left."
They didn't have to wait long as first Kim and then Bruce let out pleasured groans as they both came. They waited until the couple dried off and came back into the bedroom before getting into the shower. "Sorry but we don't have time to fuck in here," Rachel said as she squirted shampoo onto her palm. "We're due at breakfast in a half hour."
They decided it might be better to arrive separately so first Bruce and Yong went down, followed by Kim and Rachel 10 minutes later.
They'd just sat down with their breakfast when Paul stood. "I have the winning team from the scavenger hunt." He picked up a tray of chips and headed over to where Kim and Rachel were sitting. He nodded to Bruce and Yong who jumped up, grins on their faces joining the women. "These four were the only ones to solve 100% of the clues. On top of they were the fastest. Congratulations," he smiled as he set down the chips.
The four all smiled happily and then hugged each other. Rachel tapped the tray and looked at the other three, "I don't gamble so these are all yours."
Kim shook her head, "Cash your share out. Go get a massage or something. It's only fair."
"No, I'm good. You guys made most of the discoveries. I might get a massage though. I'm feeling pretty beat."
After breakfast, Kim, Bruce, and Yong all headed to the casino floor with their winnings. Paul came over to Rachel and sat down, "I'm impressed. I've never seen either of those guys smile once. I was watching them and they're downright excited about things. What did you say to them?" he asked.
Rachel shook her head, "I think they just wanted some friends. They're not alphas like most of your salespeople but they're sociable when people allow them to open up," she said. She was thinking back to how both men took charge as the night went on. 'Could they have morphed into alphas? Impossible,' she thought. "I think they just needed something to engage them, they're both really bright. They were incredible at finding the places in the scavenger hunt."
"Well, thanks again," Paul said. He stood and was about to head back to his table when he stopped. "Are you ready to do a few skits showing various types of harassment?" he asked. "We booked the Primrose Ballroom with food and a bar. I suspect you'll have volunteers if you need some."
"I will. This will be fun. I've sent out memos and we've done those video training classes but live skits might get the point home better," she said. "I'll be ready and getting random volunteers might be a lot more fun."
Rachel headed back to her room and stopped and looked at the bed. It was a disaster and she was hoping to close her eyes after calling Steven but instead turned and headed down the the lobby. First, she went to the front desk and requested maid service. Then she went over to the concierge. "Where would I book a massage?" she asked. "I was thinking of getting one while my room is being done."
She was able to get a slot just an hour from then so she went out by the pool and sat in the corner. She called her husband wondering what he'd say. Would he be pissed? Curious? She'd never put herself in this position before and had no idea how he'd react.
"Hey honey, how are...I am. No, I'm good. Not much...OK, I got no sleep at all. I cannot believe you're not pissed. But...but..." she sighed. "No, I didn't record...both, well one at a time but then later both...Yes, I liked it...I don't remember. Maybe six, seven times?" Damn! She was worried Steven would be jealous and was asking how many times she came? "No, not a chance. I'll need to get some sleep after two nights...That was on you. I wasn't going to do anything and you...I know, I liked it," she sighed. He was right. She may not have planned to do anything but she sure didn't hold back. "Wait, you said it looked like I'd need rest and looked beautiful. What did you mean? she asked.
Rachel looked around as Steven told her Robert had recorded most of the night and sent the videos to him. "Fuck!" she said softly, "I had no idea. Did I say or do...shit," she said. Steven told her she was perfect. Nothing to worry about and he was thrilled she was well taken care of by the two men. "I'm not going to make a habit of it...no, not happening. We're doing skits...sure, I'll do one or two...Sure, I'll call you in the morning and let you know...If I can, someone will record them," she said.
She looked at the timer, "I love you but I have to go...I will, you too," she said. She put down the phone. She had no idea her husband was excited that other men were fucking her. He sounded disappointed that she'd be sleeping alone that night. She got up and headed to the spa feeling as if she'd been lifting weights. She chuckled aloud causing a passing couple to look over. She'd just had the thought that having five sexual partners in two days took a lot out of her but then realized it was more like they were putting a lot inside her. None had used a condom, and none had pulled out. At least she was on the pill.
She walked to the desk, "Rachel Thomas," she said.
"Welcome Mrs. Thomas. Do you prefer a man or a woman?" the cute girl asked.
"Doesn't matter to me, whomever you think is best. I'm at your mercy," she smiled. Inside she wanted a man, first of all because he might be stronger, and rub more deeply, but part of her had nasty thoughts as to where this massage might lead. Then again, Kim was wonderfully skilled..." Oh, I didn't bring a bikini. I have my bra and panties," she said in response to the girl's next question. "I'm fine being naked though, I mean you have towels," she responded to the girl's next questions.
The girl looked at the blonde. 'Fernando will owe me if he scores with this babe. Christ! She's incredibly beautiful,' she thought. "I think our best masseuse is just finishing up. His name is Fernando and he's usually fully booked but he has an hour and a half this morning free," she smiled as she picked up a couple of towels. Follow me."
Rachel followed the girl to a room with comfortable-looking beds and a hot tub.
The girl laid the towels on a bed, "Your choice, but naked is best. Get comfortable and I'll send Fernando in. Are there areas he needs to focus on?" she asked. She wanted to gasp as the woman slipped off her dress without hesitating. She was better than she'd initially thought.
"My back, thighs and ass," Rachel said. She pulled off her bra and slid her panties down. She folded everything up and laid them on a chair. Then she picked up the towels.
"I got these," the girl smiled. She folded both towels lengthwise and laid them across the woman's body. 'Fernando will be thrilled,' she thought. "OK. You can press this button if you need anything else. Enjoy it. He is really good at this," she smiled. She looked once more and then left.
Rachel wasn't alone long before a tall dark-haired man came in. "Mrs. Thomas, I'm Fernando. I understand you've got tightness in your back, glutes, and thighs? Where specifically in your back? Upper? Lower?" he asked.
"Rachel, call me Rachel. My lower back around L1 or L2 aches," she said.
"Got it. I'll start there. Are you wearing panties?" he asked, "I'm asking because to do your lower back and glutes I'll need to lose the towel."
Rachel shrugged. She suspected the coverings would be temporary and the spa was nicely heated, "Go on. Lose both...I know it will happen eventually anyhow. I guess I can't be modest and get the massage I need." She could feel the air on her ass and back as the man pulled both towels off her. Just four hours after being naked with two men she was again naked with another. Is this her new lifestyle?
The man was good. She could feel her joints loosen up, and her body relax as he worked her muscles with his strong hands. She didn't think about it when Fernando opened her legs to work her inner thighs. She didn't hesitate when he instructed her to roll over.
"How much would you like? I can do your chest but many clients don't want that," he said. He was admiring her huge tits, her erect nipples, and her trimmed pussy. He hoped that she was one of those women who acted shy and reserved but secretly wanted to be fucked by a real man.
"I'm at your mercy," she sighed, "I'm sure you've seen your share of naked women. Everything you've done so far feels great."
"One of the perks of the job," he smiled though few women were as fucking perfect, he thought.
She lay back as the man's strong hands worked her pecs, her lats, and other muscles. She wondered if he'd touch her nipples, especially as they were erect and pointing at the ceiling. Her eyes were closed as he moved down to her abdominal muscles to her hips. His fingers brushed against her swollen pussy as he kneaded her thighs and she found herself opening up her legs invitingly.
Fernando then stopped kneading and ran a finger up her wet slit. He smiled as the woman's legs opened more and she thrust her pelvis up. He probed deeper watching her mouth open in pleasure.
Rachel gasped as a long fat finger pushed into her pussy and she opened her eyes and looked up at the man. His lips were parted and his tongue was licking his lips. Then she looked at the tent in his baggy sweatpants. Impulsively she reached over and gripped his cock. It was huge. Not just long but fat.
Fernando pushed his pants off freeing his throbbing cock and smiled as the blonde leaned over and wrapped her lips around the pulsating shaft. He groaned as she slid her mouth onto his cock taking more and more of him into her throat. He returned to fingering her pussy as she cupped his balls while slurping away.
Rachel's jaw was opened wide...not as wide as when she sucked off Dwayne but close. She popped her mouth off his cock, "I need you to fuck me," she said.



Fernando nodded, "We're full service so if you need some cock, we're here for you." He went over to an intercom on the wall and pressed the button, "Lexi, can you get Ray to cover my 10:30? I'm going to be extending my session with Mrs. Thomas. Oh, and I'm taking you to dinner tonight so pick a place." He came back over and climbed onto the table and lay between the beautiful blonde's legs and guided his cock into her slick hole.
"Oooohhhhhh," Rachel moaned as the 2nd largest cock she'd had slid deep inside her. "God! Yesss," she panted as she pulled on his ass. "Fuck me, fuck my pussy."
Fernando was thrilled. Normally the women would push on his hips or chest telling him to take it slow. This slut was pulling him deep inside her. He didn't hesitate and pistoned into her. She was grunting loudly with each thrust and he hoped she'd be cumming at least twice before he came. Sluts like her let him do what he wanted after their second orgasm. He'd checked out her ass and he hoped she was an anal virgin...regardless he planned on depositing a load deep inside her rectum.
He was right on all counts...except for the anal virgin part. Rachel came within the first 10 minutes and again when he pulled her to her feet and bent her over the table, taking her from behind. She was gripping the side of the massage table as his cock slammed deep inside her, this time triggering a massive full-body orgasm.
Rachel had been fucked before, fucked hard, but Fernando was incessant. His fat cock rapidly pistoned into her pussy in every position he put her in. After bending her over he pulled out and picked her up. She wrapped her legs around his waist as he cupped her ass, His cock was a blur as he pounded her sloshing pussy. Then he climbed on the table and she took over bouncing on his cock and he grabbed her huge tits. She came a third time as he bit gently on her hard nipples.
Then Fernando felt himself getting close to cumming so he got her on her hands and knees, grabbed his bottle of oil, and lubed her ass. She never protested, never even looked back questioningly as he pressed his cock against her puckered hole.
"God! Yesss," Rachel groaned as she felt her rectum filled with cock. Why had she resisted all those years? She was rubbing her pussy furiously as the man again rapidly pistoned into one of her holes. She felt herself peaking for a fourth time just as the man leaned against her back and spewed his cum deep into her rectum. "Nnnggg, nnnggggg, nngggg," she grunted deeply as she felt an orgasm deep inside her explode. She limply collapsed face-first onto the table, Fernando lying on top of her, his cock still buried deep inside her. "Fuck! That felt incredible," she panted. She turned her head sensing the tall man's face next to hers and kissed him passionately.
Frenado felt his cock throb even though he'd just cum as he kissed the woman. He started pumping into her ass again and she softly moaned. Soon she was again rubbing her pussy as the man thrust hard into her ass. She could feel a stream of warm cum squelching out of her anus with each thrust. Her ass was sore but everything else felt great and her nipples scraping on the sheet was perfect. This time she came before Fernando but not by much. Five orgasms...she looked over at the clock. in 2 1/2 hours? She'd been there for over two hours, maybe fucking for two of those.
This time after cumming, Fernando slowly lifted his hips, pulling his cock out of the woman's ass. He gently slapped her buttocks and stood up. "Wow! You're the best client I've ever had," he said as he grabbed a towel and cleaned off his cock.
Rachel rolled off the table, cum streaming down her thighs, "best client, or best fuck?" she smiled.
"OK. Best fuck. Are you here for a while? Can we...you know, get together? Dinner or a show?" he asked.
Rachel shook her head, "I know this might be too late, but I'm married and this was great, really, really great but I shouldn't have," she said. She went over and kissed him while stroking his cock.
"I get it. Thanks. I wish I could say there'd be no charge but then everyone would know we fucked," he said apologetically. "You can clean off in the shower in the back. No hurry. This room is available for another 30 minutes." He pulled on his clothes and left.
Rachel cleaned up in the shower which took longer than she initially thought as more and more cum kept seeping out of her anus. Finally, she felt she could get dressed. She blushed seeing the knowing look on the girl's face as she pulled out her credit card. She was happy they charged her for just a single session even though it extended into another.
After she left, Lexi went back into the side room, took out the SD card, and made a copy. Then she put it back. Tomorrow night, she and her boyfriend were going to pass on Netflix. Tonight, Fernando was going to have her screaming as he always did...unless Mrs. Thomas wiped him out. But tomorrow Dan was going to be happy which meant she was going to be happy. Perhaps it would be a good idea to request a personal day on Friday, she thought.
Rachel fell onto her freshly made bed and passed out. She woke with just enough time to shower again and get dressed. This time no dress. She put on yoga pants and a white tee shirt. Steven told her this was the sexiest she ever looked especially as she rarely wore panties with her tights.
She found the Primrose Ballroom 3 impressed with the size. She'd noticed on the map that this was just a sixth of the potential area and that would probably accommodate hundreds.
Dwayne came over with Mac, a huge smile on his face. "Mrs. Thomas. I was hoping to see you here," he said. He pulled her into a tight hug. "Can I get you a drink?" he asked.
Rachel chuckled, "Mrs. Thomas. Really?" she asked. "Sure, Gin and tonic?" She hugged Mac and then looked around for Bob.
"He's coming. We left him at the craps table with a nice pile of chips," Mac looked Rachel over, "I hope this isn't inappropriate but you look really nice," he said softly.
"Thanks. Women like to hear compliments like that...at least outside of work. Inappropriate would be 'Nice outfit, but it would look better on my hotel room floor,'" she chuckled.
"Ooh, I like that. Can I borrow that?" he smiled. Then he leaned over and whispered, "It would look great on my floor and to be honest, I've replayed our session in your office over and over in my head."
Rachel nodded, "I might have done the same, though I suspect you had your hard cock in your hand at the time?" she giggled.
Mac blushed and nodded. "And it ends explosively."
"I'm so glad you got something out of our session. We in HR never know how long-lasting our sessions turn out to be. Thanks for the feedback," she said as Dwayne came back with a tall glass.
Rachel mingled with those she'd met...fucked, and those she hadn't met yet. Then after eating and while Rachel was on her third G&T Paul stood and announced that the skits were starting.
The first three were about customer issues. Sales gone bad, irrational customers, one was concerning the sales manager (Paul) making unreasonable demands. Then Paul stood up and nodded to Rachel.
"We have a few more unscripted skits concerning harassment and other issues. Since we have Rachel Thomas with us, Director of HR she's graciously volunteered to demonstrate a few of the issues she's encountered.
Rachel wished she'd stopped after one drink but went up to the front. They'd built a small set with a few chairs, a table, and some cups. "I guess Paul introduced me and as you are aware I'm in HR. I've dealt with every kind of issue you can imagine and as seriously as we take these issues I think tonight I'd like to have fun with them." She pulled some cards out of her waistband, "Pockets. Would it kill designers to put pockets in women's pants?" she sighed. "OK. The first one is not just sexual, but more gender harassment. Can I have a male volunteer?"
3/4 of the men put their hands up. Rachel pointed to a guy she never met and he trotted up. "What I'd like to do is spend a couple of minutes prepping my costar," she said to the assembled group.
She huddled with Tom, then she came up to the front by the table and acted as if she was reaching for a file or book on the top shelf.
"Hang on, little lady. I'll get that for you," Tom said as he pressed his crotch against her ass while reaching over her. "There you go, babe," he smiled, his eyes staring at her chest. "Sometimes it's good to have a man around," he smiled. Then he slapped her on her ass.
Rachel squealed and jumped forward. Then she turned to her audience. "Anyone care to point out any inappropriate behaviors?"
Hands went up and everyone was engaged. Everyone pointed out all the inappropriate behaviors. Then she nodded at Tom who went and sat next to his friends. "Let's do another? Can I have someone...?"
Matt was next and Rachel filled him in on the skit. He went over to the table stirring an invisible cup of coffee. He turned around hearing Rachel come in. He overtly stared at her chest and gasped. "Great melons. And wow! Nice camel toe," he leered. 'Tell you what, baby, why don't you come over here and sit on my lap. We'll discuss the first thing that pops up," he grinned.
Rachel chuckled not expecting the camel toe comment. "OK, you all can guess what might have been inappropriate?"
Hands went up and they gave the correct responses, but she saw where they were looking and sighed. "Sorry. That was great. So, sexual harassment doesn't have to involve groping. Unwelcome verbal comments are also not allowed." She looked at her crotch, "Shit. I do have a camel toe." She turned her back to the group and pulled the material away from her pussy. Then she gave up. No panties...
She stood and looked at the group, "Let's never mention this. OK. Next, let's do more overt sexual harassment. Who..." Again hands shot up and she pointed to another of the men.
She filled in Daryl and then came out and again she went over to reach up for something. Daryl came up behind her and stroked her ass. Then when she turned to face him, he pulled her crotch hard against his. She was pushing back but he kept pulling her close, both hands on her ass. Then he released her and stepped back. He whispered, "I hope I wasn't too..."
Rachel shook her head, "You were perfect." She looked out and without saying anything people pointed out what Daryl did was sexual assault.
Then one guy asked, "What if you like that? I mean you are dressed...um provocatively."
"Terry!" Paul snapped, "It doesn't matter how a woman dresses. She never is asking for any attention like that."
Rachel nodded but smiled at Terry. "I'm really glad you asked that. I know all of you are thinking that." She turned and stuck out her ass. "Tight pants leaving little to the imagination, obviously no panties...my camel toe. I must be ready to open my legs to the first guy brave enough to try anything. Is that what you're thinking?" she asked.
Half the guy's heads nodded but none of the women. "Or...I might be dressing comfortably. What if it's hot? A man can take off his shirt but if I wear a halter top or a bikini top I'm asking for it?" She looked around. "What if I wear a skirt or dress and want to feel the cool air on my pussy? Go commando. Am I asking for it?" she asked. "I have another idea." She pointed to a man in tight pants leaning against the back wall. "Feel like another example?" she asked. "Thanks, Daryl," she said dismissing the man.
The next man came up and introduced himself, "Zach. What do I do?"
Rachel huddled with the man. He was perfect and nodded when she told him the plan. "Is this OK with you?" she asked. He nodded and then went up to the front and mimed pouring himself coffee.
Rachel came into the coffee room and looked around. Then she pointedly looked at the obvious bulge in the man's pants. She stepped next to him and reached up with her left hand to the imaginary shelf while her right palmed the front of his pants. Then she smiled at him, her eyes flicking to his crotch as she squeezed.
He stepped back while pulling her hand off him and shook his head. "I'm married."
Voices echoed in the room, "Pussy! Wimp. Go for it."
Rachel looked out. "Sexual harassment is sexual harassment. That was an unwelcome grope and whether," she pulled Zach's hand to her crotch, "it's a guy groping a woman or a woman groping a man, it's sexual assault. This is not something you want to come see me about," she looked out at the group.
One voice said, "I'm OK with that. What if it's mutually acceptable? I mean...you know, consensual vs. non-consensual sex?"
Rachel looked at Zach who immediately yanked his hand back. When he went back to the back wall he got a half-dozen high-fives. She waited until all the noise quieted down and nodded. "Let's talk about that. Anyone want to define those terms? Consensual vs. non-consensual?"
Hands went up. Rachel pointed at a woman, "Non-consensual would be rape. I hate that term."
Another woman shook her head, "Groping might not quite be rape but it's still sexual assault...still non-consensual." Others echoed examples.
Rachel nodded, "You are all right. Anything sexual that is unwelcome comes under this term. What about consensual sex...what is that?" she asked.
"Making love; having sex with your partner; a pickup and a quickie in the back seat," were some of the suggestions.
Rachel nodded but then shook her head. "I find the term too restrictive. I need a volunteer. I want to give an example of what I think of when I hear the term consensual sex."
A tall man came up grinning at his friends. "Bill, or Will," he said putting out his hand. "How can I serve you?" he asked.
Rachel smiled. She liked this guy. Strong, confident, and obviously experienced with women. "OK, here's what we're going to do. We're married..." she explained what he should do.
They came out and Bill grabbed a chair and sat as if he were checking his phone. Rachel stepped over and he looked up.
"Fuck, babe. you look so fucking hot. Come over here," he said holding out his hand while rubbing his crotch.
Rachel shook her head, "Sorry. Not in the mood. Can we make love tomorrow night?"
"Damn, babe," he said gripping his cock, "I need you now. I can't wait 'til tomorrow. I'll explode." When Rachel got close he pulled her onto his lap, his hands all over her chest.
He tried to pull off her top but she shook her head, "I told you...damn it. You're going to fuck me no matter what I say, aren't you?" she sighed.
Bill picked her up and carried her over to the table and when she put her hands out to brace herself, he faked pulling down her pants and then his pants and then pressed his crotch against her ass. Then he gripped her hips and mimed fucking her from behind.
Rachel just put her head down as if she was bored. She even looked at her watch once.
Bill's cock was rock hard and he reached around to grab those tits which wasn't part of the script, but Rachel didn't stop him. Then he slid his hands under her shirt and played with her nipples. "I want this to look real," he whispered.
Rachel nodded and sighed. This was too real and she was having a tough time faking disinterest.
Bill looked over at his friends and grinned. His cock was rock-hard and he would have loved to pull both their pants down for real. He pulled down her bra and now had both her incredible breasts in his hands.
She was getting incredibly aroused and had to focus on not panting or groaning. Bill had a very nice cock as far as she could tell and his acting was spot on. Her nipples were aching as he stroked her breasts. Then she turned and looked at the man, "Come on honey. Just cum so I can get back to my work."
Bill nodded and acted like he was concentrating. Then he cried out he was cumming. He pressed his crotch hard into Rachel's ass and pussy, grinding his cock as he grunted rhythmically. He then stepped back acting as if he were zipping up his pants. He patted Rachel on the ass, "Thanks, babe. I needed that."
Rachel stood up trying to control her breathing. She had to adjust her tits to get them back into her bra. She knew she was blushing furiously but never felt so aroused. This was so close to getting fucked by a perfect stranger in front of a crowd of people that she could almost feel his cum leaking out of her pussy. His hard cock had been centered on her slit and she wished she could check but was sure she had a damp patch between her legs. "OK, maybe that was too explicit," she sighed, "but as a woman I've experienced that. I'm sure other women have also. I can't speak for the men but it seems as if I'm going to explode if I don't get some cock there's never a hard one around," she smiled.
Dozens of heads nodded, guys looked embarrassed and few said anything. Then Rachel sighed, "I think that's enough for now."
"Wait," a woman asked, "you said consensual is too restrictive. What are your definitions of other types of sex?"
Rachel looked around. She noticed the hotel staff was raptly watching also. She'd forgotten about them. She looked over at Dwayne and mimed drinking. She turned her attention back to the audience. "I've dominated your skit-show," she grinned at the play on words. "Someone else should take the stage.
"No!" A lot of voices yelled, "You're doing great. Tell us."
"OK. Here's how I'd define various sexual acts. First, there are the non-consensual acts. I hate to call rape sexual as it's rarely that. It's an exertion of power, power over someone else. Then there's the charity fuck, charity blowjob, or handjob. Being nice to your partner. Consensual," she nodded, "Then there's mutual pleasuring, love-making. This could be 69, or alternating oral sex. Anal if you like that. This is coupling at its core. Last, there are the purposeful acts, procreation, fetishes, experimentation, voyeurism, exhibitionism, group sex, gangbangs...you know what I mean."
She stopped and took the drink from Dwayne, thanking him. She felt a rush being next to him remembering how great he felt inside her, how powerful his fucking was. "I guess we could do one more since I have a volunteer already up here," she said. "Suggestions?"
"We want to see love-making, passionate love-making," a woman said. "Real passion, not faked," another cried.
Rachel was shocked. Shocked that someone would suggest she engage in a passionate exhibition, shocked how great that sounded. She blushed and looked around, "Perhaps not the best idea...anything else?" she asked.
"We want to see passion," a woman yelled. Another stood and clapped rhythmically. Soon all were standing and clapping.
Rachel looked at Dwayne, "You up to it?" she asked.
The tall man nodded and took the drink out of her hand and put it down on the table Then he picked the blonde up and plopped her ass on the same table. He pushed between her legs and kissed her. She opened her mouth welcoming his tongue. His hands were stroking her back over her shirt. Hers were stroking his strong back. Then as their kissing became more passionate his hands slid under her shirt feeling the smooth skin of her back.
Rachel wrapped her legs around his ass welcoming the feeling of his huge hard cock against her pussy. She assumed she'd never feel his cock against her but there she was. She raised her arms as he lifted up his tee shirt not caring that 40 people were watching. "Mmmmm, mmmm," she moaned as his huge hands grabbed her breasts. She was grinding her crotch hard onto his cock as they kept kissing.
A few voices yelled out, "Go for it...don't stop. Fuck her, Dwayne!"
There were gasps as Dwayne popped her bra revealing her spectacular tits. They could see the man's hand prints on her creamy skin when she shrugged off her bra. Then she reached between them and undid his belt and pants. She finally had that massive cock in her hand again. She stroked him eagerly then pushed him back and knelt on the floor. She didn't care that the entire room was murmuring and watching as she licked the shaft. She knew everyone was seeing her tits bounce freely as she bobbed her head which aroused her more. She could hear more gasps and comments about how big his cock was. A few women wanted her to stop before she got injured by it but she took him into her mouth regardless.



Many had stood and moved closer and soon the group was packed in a semi-circle around them.
Dwayne grinned out at his friends, his hands on the blonde head as she bobbed on his cock. He wanted to fuck her so he lifted her up and then pulled her tights off. He plopped her back onto the table where she spread her legs wide with her feet on either side of her ass. Her pussy was red, swollen, and glistening with her juices. She gripped his cock and slid it up and down her wet slit and then cried out happily as he drove his cock inside her.
"Oh Fuck!" she cried. Her hands were on his muscular ass pulling him into her. Her tits flopped with each aggressive thrust. It felt so good she thought she could stay forever skewered on this man's huge shaft. She was unaware that dozens of phones were out, hands were in pants and between legs as the couple energetically fucked in front of them.
Dwayne was gripping those huge tits, using them for leverage as he pounded the cute blonde's pussy. She lifted her legs up so get ankles were on his shoulders exposing her to the group even more. Then he reached between them and drove his huge middle finger into her ass. That immediately triggered her orgasm and she cried out so loudly that people out in the hallway could hear it.
Rachel could see stars as she came on the monster shaft and didn't care that she was grunting loudly as the waves crashed through her. Then Dwayne started moaning and she knew from experience she was going o be flooded with the man's cum. She stroked his nipples as she felt him tense up and his breathing become more like gasps. Then he came with a roar, slamming deep inside her pussy, jet after jet of hot cum splashing against her cervix.
The room was dead silent as eyes stared at the naked sweaty couple. They gasped when Dwayne slowly pulled his long cock out of her swollen hole. It seemed as if it would never end and when it did, a long stream of cum flowed out onto the floor.
Rachel came to her senses suddenly aware of what she did, what they did. She looked around but her clothes were on the floor over by the chair. She stood, cupping her pussy looking for something. A woman came running up with a tissue package. "Thanks," she said. She'd never felt so exposed and wondered how she'd face anyone at work ever again. She wiped her pussy and then grabbed her clothes.
Paul came up and held out his hand, "Everyone. Come up here and delete the videos. I mean everyone. If word of this ever gets out, or I see an image or a video you'll be out on the street."
As Rachel dressed and straightened up, she saw that everyone came up showing the videos and pictures all being deleted. Then Dwayne handed her the drink. He looked sheepish, "I'm so sorry. I...hell, I couldn't stop. I've thought about you ever since and..."
Rachel put a finger to his lips, "That was mutual. I wouldn't have let you stop." She looked at the group, many were talking intimately to members of the opposite sex, "I think most will have their own secrets they'll want to be kept," she smiled.
Paul came over and gave a deep sigh, "OK. That was the best skit I've ever seen." He looked around at members of his team leaving...most paired up. "I expect there will be a lot of no-shows at breakfast tomorrow," he smiled. "Rachel, that was amazing. I promise no one will ever say a word about it."
Rachel was still blushing, "They'll look at me and know. But," she looked over at Dwayne, "I suspect most will be talking about something else."
Dwayne nodded, "I guess there are worse things for people to gossip about," he said softly. "I'm going to get back to the casino. I'm suddenly feeling lucky," he grinned.
"I'm going to get back to my room," Rachel said. "I'm tired and could use the sleep.
Paul walked her back and when they came to her door she looked at the man. Thanks for walking me back. I think I'm good now." She knew he was married...happily married from her conversations with him, but she also knew he was tempted. She kissed him on the cheek and then opened her door. "Goodnight. See you at breakfast."
"Oh, before I forget. I watched the team with Bruce and Yong. They've totally accepted them now. No idea what you did but I'm so damn thrilled. I love both those guys and hated how they were treated like outsiders."
"Maybe it was the scavenger hunt. They sure were great at it," she said. "Other than that..." she shrugged. "I'm glad though, whatever it was. They're both great guys."
The next morning Rachel looked around and Paul had been right. Just half the group had come down for breakfast. She hoped she hadn't triggered things that broke up marriages or caused any other issues. She saw a group of six, three men, and three women wave her over. Unlike other meals where she was with just Kim, it seemed as though the group wanted to embrace her...literally, she guessed.
"Morning. I almost packed my bags to catch an early flight," she said as she sat down. "Wasn't sure I could show my face."
A cute redhead chuckled, "Not sure how I'd react but wow! That was the hottest thing I've ever seen in my life," she said, "I'm Ruth. This is Sue, Patricia, Ron, Seth, and you remember Bill," she said.
"I remember Bill," Rachel sighed, "I thought what we did was going to be the climax...so to speak," she blushed, "um, of the night."
Bill laughed and looked at Patricia, "It sure got my juices flowing. I hope this won't hurt your marriage," he said, "though as they say, 'what happens in Vegas...' and all that."
Rachel shook her head. "Steven...my husband thought it was funny and wished he could have seen it. Apparently, I married a perv."
"You told your husband?" Ruth asked looking shocked.
"I did. I hate secrets and I guess he wants a video. Sadly everyone deleted the ones they took," she sighed.
The group looked around, "I hope you don't say anything to anyone but we're all married, I mean not to each other but we have things that need to stay in Vegas also," Ruth smiled. She looked at Ron and whispered, "Totally worth it!"
The rest of breakfast was made up of talking about other topics interspersed with stragglers coming over and saying good morning, or hello to Rachel and the others. Rachel found herself getting multiple hugs and no one seemed to judge her. In fact, just about all the women made some comments about how lucky she was to have...engaged with Dwayne.
The last day was uneventful as they toured the sights of the Strip. Then after dinner, a group of men and women invited Rachel to join them. "We reserved a huge hot tub in the Spa," Ruth said, "It's clothing optional," she blushed, "and should be a lot of fun."
It was fun and relaxed. After they all saw her getting plowed by Dwayne's huge cock, being naked in the hot steaming water felt natural. They had beer, wine, and other drinks in a bar next to the large pool. Most were in the hot tub but others were enjoying the padded lounge chairs. By 11 PM all the chairs were occupied with couples engaged in various amorous activities. Rachel's head was spinning from all the alcohol and found herself between two men on the opposite side of the tub watching the coupling. She had a cock in each hand, fingers in her pussy, and on her tits feeling the effects of her third wine.
Ruth was getting her pussy pounded by Bruce who obviously came out of his shy shell, Yong was with a pair of women, his face covered by the blonde's pussy, his cock buried in an older brunette's pussy.
Rachel felt happy they both were being embraced by the sales team, but her attention shifted as she let herself be pulled onto Ed's cock. "Ahhhh," she hissed as the man's long, slender cock slid inside her. She met his mouth and kissed him hard. She knew what he wanted..he wanted to fuck passionately as she and Dwayne had. His hands were mauling her tits as he pumped rapidly into her pussy. She had the idle thought that with all the cock she'd had, all the aggressive fucking, she should be sore but there wasn't even a twinge of pain and a lot of pleasure. Then she realized she had a cock in either hand as Ed thrust into her.
Ed had been married for 32 years, never cheated on his wife, attended church without fail every week, and never had anything interesting to confess but he'd have Father Riley's attention on Sunday. His balls ached as he fucked the most beautiful woman he'd ever seen and felt the largest tits ever. He hated that he was comparing Rachel's huge soft masses with his wife's tiny, firm mounds but he couldn't help it.
Rachel could feel and hear the man's groaning increase and then he pressed his cock deep inside her and exploded. She ground against him as he grunted with each spasm. Then she was pulled off the man, out of the tub, and laid on her back. A man whose name she never caught lay on top of her slipping his cock into her. He didn't last long and then she was picked up and led over to one of the lounge chairs where she straddled another man. Then a couple of minutes later felt cool gel being shoved into her ass.
The next four hours were a blur as it seemed as though every man on the sales team wanted a shot at her mouth, pussy, or her ass, even the women wanted her tongue inside them. At 3 AM she felt the last man pull out of her pussy releasing a stream of cum. She lay back, her whole body thrumming pleasantly. Then she felt hands lifting her up. Kim and Ruth were sitting next to her.
"The guys were almost fighting over who would fuck you next," Kim sighed. "You must have told them no more a dozen times but then you said OK...just one more."
They gently led her to the showers and washed the streams of cum out of her hair and off her back, face, and chest. Then they helped her douche her well-used pussy and ass. Rachel kissed each woman thanking them. She was able to dress herself and the three women headed up to their rooms.
Rachel slept almost until checkout time and was barely able to make it to the main entrance as the group was boarding the shuttles. She felt mortified and had trouble meeting anyone's eye but what she didn't realize was half the women felt the same way. Paul might have been the only married person not to have strayed from their marital vows.
At least the flight was less exciting than the flight out and she slept the entire trip. She was awakened by the flight attendant. After the group deplaned they met in the baggage claim area.
Paul clapped his hands gently, "Wow! That might have been the most successful team-building event I've experienced. In 6 months I've reserved a wing at a resort in Cabo so I assume you all have your passports current." He looked at the blonde, "Rachel, we missed you at breakfast but everyone voted to include you in our group so I hope you'll join us. You've been terrific," he said.
Rachel looked around and saw smiling faces and nods from all. She blushed and nodded, "I'd love to. You're all great people. Thanks," she stammered.
When she got home, Steven wanted her in bed immediately. When they were done he smiled at her, "Robert texted me about last night. 13 men? Wow! I'm so proud of you to let go like that. I've always thought you were a bit of a prude but I'm hoping you want to entertain some of my friends," he said as he stroked her nipple.
"God! I'm so embarrassed," she sighed, "Never, ever thought I'd let another man touch me let alone get gangbanged," she said. "13? It felt like 30," she said softly.
Steven shrugged, "We can aim for that if you like," he chuckled.
Rachel was invited over to Kim's house for Chan-Woo's birthday where they performed for the man. Even after he jerked off twice watching he had the energy to fuck Rachel. By 2 AM he'd cum in her mouth, pussy, and ass though Rachel could barely feel him. She assumed Kim would be letting herself go more often on these trips...she'd have to, otherwise she'd go insane. She made a mental note to get Dwayne together with Kim in Cabo.
Over the next few months, Rachel was invited to lunches and dinners with the sales team but kept her drinking to one glass and never let herself go as she had in Vegas. Cabo's another story...perhaps for another time.



        Racial Therapy

        Could sweet Hannah be a racist?

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/racial-therapy

Title: Racial Therapy

Author: barkirk

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Could sweet Hannah be a racist?

Tags: swallow, arm candy, anal, huge tits, huge cock, deep throat, multiple orgasms, redhead




Hannah was smiling as she was escorted back to their table. Thomas was just coming back with refills of their drinks, an IPA for him, and a G&T for her. "Damn, babe, you should get out there. The band your company hired plays the best dancing music." She took a few gulps and sat down.
Thomas and Hannah met at Northwestern during their senior years and hit it off immediately. Both had come out of long-term relationships and neither was looking to get back into another but after two study sessions and one coffee date, they spent as much time together as they could. At first, they took drives out of the city, sailing on Lake Michigan, and just walking the city.
This changed after Hannah met some of Thomas's friends. They'd gone dancing and every one of the guys wanted to dance with Thomas's beautiful red-headed girlfriend. He didn't mind as Hannah showed no signs of flirting and he couldn't blame his friends. Hannah was stunning in just about every way. Clearest skin he'd ever seen, and cute dimples which she displayed whenever she smiled, which was often. She had full creamy cleavage, narrow waist, flared hips with a tight ass, and long dancer's legs.
Hannah wished Thomas liked to dance but he wasn't lying when he said he had two left feet. But then again, all his friends were there to take her out onto the floor.
Thomas was content to watch. He'd taken her onto the floor for two slow dances but he was too self-conscious to show his stiff attempts at fast dancing. It was interesting to watch the people dancing. He came up with generalizations about gender and race.
White guys just aren't that fluid. Not all but half the guys out there looked awkward. White girls were better, a lot better, especially Hannah. She was the best dancer on the floor, perhaps he was biased or he enjoyed wondering if her large breasts would bounce free of her low-cut top but he kept coming back to her.
Then there were the black guys. A much higher percentage were smooth and fluid. They seemed a lot more at ease flowing from one set of moves to another. The black girls were the best, aside from Hannah of course, their bodies writhing and flowing as if the music was controlling them.
Then he found himself noticing things he'd never wanted to, the guys Hannah dancing with were all showing pronounced bulges. The guys dancing with the other girls were showing excitement but every one of Hannah's partners was exhibiting a bit more discomfort. He smiled to himself, 'sucks to be you, buddy. Tonight, she'll be writhing on my cock,' he thought smugly.
Then he wondered, if the guys were getting hard, was Hannah getting wet? Were some of his friends getting her hot, some more than others? She danced closer to David, especially with her pelvis. Joe's eyes were glued to her chest and she knew it. But strangely, she seemed reserved and aloof with his two black friends, Chaz and Carter. Both were the better dancers in his group but Hannah danced just once with each. She came back to the table both times fanning herself and telling them she needed a break.
Over the next years, Thomas found himself wondering if his perfect wife might be a closet racist. She always found reasons to cut short interactions with his black friends but never once made a single remark that he'd consider prejudiced. It had to be a coincidence as Hannah was unfailingly polite to everyone.
Hannah smiled at her husband after putting down the cold drink, "I was thrilled you were able to get a job here, I mean, six figures to start? But you guys give the best parties. My company has quarterly boxed lunches," she sighed. "We need to get out dancing some more. I know you don't like it but you like the music and you told me you like watching," she said. Then she giggled, "I didn't mean it like that."
Thomas laughed. "Nope. Not into that. I like to watch you dance but when it comes to other types of sweaty couple's activities I prefer to participate."
Hannah leaned over and hugged her husband. "I'm a one-man woman. Even if you were one of those guys who likes to watch I wouldn't be into it," she whispered.
Thomas held his hot, sweaty wife and kissed her neck, "Good, though there is one thing I'd like to watch," he said as he stroked her ass.
Hannah looked at her husband and nodded, "Tonight. But I'd like to watch you at the same time," she grinned. She sat back down realizing she was bending over in her short cocktail dress, "Oops. I think I should have been a bit more careful."
Thomas laughed, "I could see you were wearing a thong out on the dance floor. So could half the people here."
Just then Mason Walters came over, "Thomas. You should get out on the dance floor. These guys are the best band they've hired."
Mason was the VP of operations and a few levels above Thomas. He was tall, fit, and impeccably dressed. As a black man, he also fit Thomas's observation of being an outstanding dancer. Thomas liked his interactions with him as he was on top of the latest technology, followed through, and always solicited feedback on major projects.
"But if you're not taking advantage of the music, perhaps you'd loan me your wife?" he asked, "that is if you'd like to dance?" he said to Hannah.
Hannah hesitated and then smiled and stood, "I'd love to." She smiled at her husband and then let herself be led out onto the dance floor. She danced close to Mason but not nearly as close as she had with her previous two partners. Thomas thought she'd beg off after the semi-fast dance when the next was a slow dance piece. Her body language looked as though she would but Mason's hand was on her arm and she let him pull her close...close but not touching. She'd been hip to hip just a couple of songs before the Larry. There was nothing inappropriate about the tall man's action, his hands gently cupping her lower back, their bodies inches apart, but as soon as the song ended, Hannah came back to the table fanning herself.
The following Monday, Thomas was making his coffee when Mason came into the common room.
"Thomas, it was good seeing you and your wife at the party Friday," he said. Then he paused as if wanting to ask something.
"What?" Thomas asked. "Did I do something...Hannah?"
"Look, I'm probably reading too much into this, but your wife seemed to be reserved...um, like she wasn't comfortable around me. Is this because I'm black?" he asked.
Thomas shook his head, "I get it but in all the years I've known her never once has she made a single racist comment. I can't explain it but she's always been like you said, reserved around my black friends. I think I should ask her what's up with that. I'll let you know what she says. I'm sure it's nothing."
Mason looked doubtful but nodded, "See you in," he looked at his watch, "the conference room in 50 minutes." He didn't sound convinced.
Thomas shook his head. It was impossible. Hannah was the sweetest, least judgemental person he knew.
That evening after knocking off the dishes, they sat in the living room. Thomas decided to just get to it so he looked at his beautiful wife, "Something's been bugging me for a while so I thought I'd just ask," he said softly.
"What," Hannah sat up looking suddenly afraid. "Did I do something?" she asked nervously.
"No, no...I'm sorry. I'm not trying to grill you or anything, just something I've observed. Look, I'm sure I'm just misreading things but when we go dancing, you dance with everyone but with some guys, it seems like you don't want to dance with them. I mean like with Carter, Chaz, and last Friday with Mason Walters. You just always seem reluctant and rarely do more than one song with them. Is it because they're black?" he asked.
Hannah gasped and put her face in her hands. Then she looked at her husband, "I'm sorry. I really am but it is because they're black. Christ!" she said as she sat up straighter, "I love you and I guess I should tell you, I have this thing about black men...they turn me on and I don't mean that I think they're hot, I mean they actually turn me on. Back in college, I was dancing with Chaz and he grabbed my ass and pulled my thigh against his..his cock and I swear to you, I came instantly." She looked horrified as she said that, then slumped back.
Thomas' jaw dropped. He and Hannah had made love hundreds of times and she never came easily. Often he'd have to go down on her after he'd cum and he couldn't believe that she could cum just by feeling a man's cock against her thigh. "That makes no sense, are you sure? You came...orgasmed?"
Hannah nodded, "The full-blown thing. It shocked the hell out of me."
"Couldn't that just have been a strange one-time occurrence?" Thomas asked.
Hannah shook her head. "Last Christmas at the Hilton, Jackson pulled me close when a slow piece came on and I came again. I tried to act as if I breathed something in but it was another orgasm. Then he pulled me close...you know, he was worried about me and I felt his cock again. I needed to get some space between us so I covered my mouth and coughed. I swear had I felt his cock against me for another second...This is so embarrassing. And it's not right for me to tell you that other men can make me cum just by....fuck!" she swore as she put her face in her hands again.
"I can't believe it...just can't. Have you...um, ever fucked a black guy?" he asked softly.
She shook her head.
"But you want to," he said softly. Not a question, a statement.
"No! Yes...I don't know. No. Not at all. I'd never cheat on you," she said firmly.
"I didn't ask that. Ask me if I'd like to fuck Scarlett Johannson. Sure, but Wanting to do something isn't the same as acting on it. Do you want to fuck a black guy?"
Hannah nodded, "I do...but more that I'd like a black guy fucking me...taking me. I often close my eyes when you're...don't hate me, please," she said.
Thomas laughed, "That's normal. We all have things that arouse us. Again, desires aren't actions. You can call me Chaz when we're making love if that gets you off. Come here," he said. He pulled his wife into his arms and stroked her back.
Hannah felt relieved that her terrible embarrassing secret was out. She loved her husband so much and was terrified he'd think she was sick or a slut but he was laughing it off.
Thomas felt his wife relax. "So what is it about black men? Their skin color, their hair...what?" he asked. "Is it their cocks? Supposedly black men have huge cocks. Is it the size?"
Hannah shook her head, "Not the size, but yes...it's their cocks. I saw a picture of a black guy years ago...naked...erect. His cock was big, sure, but it was so black, so dark and veined. It seemed so powerful I had trouble sleeping my dreams were so bad," she said softly.
"And you want a big black cock inside your creamy pale pussy, is that it?" he asked. His wife's breathing changed as she imagined a huge black cock inside her pussy. He cupped a breast amazed at how hard her nipple was, "He'd be stretching you out, filling up your pussy with all that flesh. That would be ok with you?" he asked. He pulled on her nipple hearing her gasp.
Hannah's head was spinning. In her mind, her legs were opened and the huge inky black head was parting her lips. "Yesss, God, yesss," she sighed.
"He'll push his cock all the way inside you...deep inside. Hitting your cervix...pounding into you over and over, and when he cums he'll..." he held onto his wife as she cried out, orgasming without either touching her pussy. "Wow! I've never seen you cum that fast," he smiled as he held his shaking wife. "Was it him cumming inside you?"
Hannah nodded, "I know there's no difference but it's not just that a black cock looks more powerful. I imagine his sperm is more potent, or just that if I were to get pregnant there's no hiding that I fucked another man," she said softly.
Thomas chuckled, "That would be hard to explain."
* * *
The next day, Thomas went to Mason Walters' office and asked his EA if Mason had a few minutes. She checked and then told him to go right in.
Mason stood and pointed to a chair in from of his desk, "What's up? The Reynolds project is going OK?" he asked.
Thomas nodded, "Um," he looked back at the door, "This is more personal. I talked to Hannah and asked if she didn't like dancing with...um, black guys. She has a problem dancing with black guys but not like you think. She gets too aroused...really aroused. That's all I should say," he finished.
"Wait, you need to say more than that. We were just dancing. I never pulled her close or touched her in any way," Mason said. "If I did something inappropriate..."
"No, she never mentioned anything like that," Thomas sighed, "Please never tell anyone this but she truly gets aroused. She...shit! Look, she'll kill me if she hears that I told you this, but she is fascinated by..." he glanced down at the front of the man's pants. "She told me one time she felt a friend's cock against her thigh and she came right there, right out on the dance floor. A black friend. White guys don't have that effect...and that's been tested time and again. It happened again a few years later. She's not a racist, she's embarrassed with her reaction to the feel of...you know, against her thigh or whatever," he said.
"Wow! I never heard anyone who...but I can see why she's reluctant to dance too close. Has she ever been with...?" he raised his eyebrows questioningly.
Thomas shook his head, "She grew up in Connecticut, a small town that I don't think had any blacks. Look, I'll talk to her, perhaps she should see a therapist," Thomas said. "I hate to think she comes across as racist when it's just the opposite."
Mason laughed, "Wow. OK. I guess that's something for you guys to work out. I warn you, though. You realize our CEO and two other Senior VPs are black. I'd hate for this to become an issue," he said. "Thanks for coming to me and explaining it. I was hoping there'd be a perfectly innocent explanation for her coldness towards me," then he laughed, "OK, maybe a somewhat less-than-innocent explanation but an explanation at least."
Thomas stood and stopped, "This is a bad idea but perhaps if she spent time with a black man she'd get over this...arousal thing," he said softly.
Mason shook his head, "You'd regret that," he said, "She'd get aroused and then..."
"She'd want to fuck the man. And as far as I've seen every man wants to fuck her," Thomas said. "Who could resist?"
Mason shook his head. "Not I. Sorry but if I had the opportunity...do the therapy instead." Then he had a thought, "If there were events that would be safe, the board is having a catered dinner over at the Mahogany House Friday. It's a plus one and I'm not currently dating. Just a suggestion. We could drive separately to minimize the potential..."
"Potential resolution of her arousal," Thomas finished.
That night Thomas talked to Hannah and suggested therapy but she shook her head, "I'm not rejecting the idea. I went to a therapist. Remember Dr. Jordan?" she said.
Hannah lost both her parents in a plane crash six years prior and went into a tailspin emotionally. He helped her through that and she was able to deal with the grief. He had no idea what other things they talked about...never wanted to pry.
"He told me it would pass the more I 'engage socially.' That was his term. I asked if that meant date and he shrugged. 'Date, spend time with, go out with, have dinner with...have sex.' He said I needed to realize they were just men, men like any other of the gender."
"And did you?" Thomas asked.
Hannah's head whipped around, "What? No! I'm married, we're married. I'm not going out with another man, black, white, red, purple...!"
Thomas nodded, "I appreciate that. I have a suggestion." He told her about Mason's dinner and how it would be safe to go as there'd be no dancing, no contact. She could socialize and get to know the man.
"And I expect you to be OK with me going out on a date?" she asked.
Thomas nodded, "I think this is something that needs looking into. He's a good guy, at least in my dealings with him and work. And it's a business dinner. If that's not safe what is?"
Hannah nodded but she hated how her blood pressure went up and she felt a pulsing.
The following Friday Hannah came down in a conservative dress. Knee length, buttoned to her throat and Thomas laughed, "Christ, Hannah. You look like an 1880s school marm. You can show a little leg, a little skin," Thomas said. "I think Mason is looking for arm candy at these things."
She sighed and went back up to change. This time, she was wearing a black cocktail dress with pearls. It was perfect for the occasion and not slutty but not prudish either.
"Perfect. You'll be fine. Just enjoy the evening though I am a bit jealous. Not that you'll be going out with a tall handsome man but the Mahogany House is the most exclusive place in the city. They have a chef that they hired away from a five-star restaurant in Paris," Thomas sighed.
"So, it's OK to fuck him if I bring back a doggie bag?" she chuckled.
"You'd do that for me? That would be great!" he smiled.
Hannah headed out to the garage feeling an unwanted throbbing. Just to be close to the man was going to be tough. She imagined reaching over and stroking the front of his pants under the table with the entire executive board sitting by them. By the time she pulled up to the front of the majestic building and handed her keys to the valet, her panties were soaked.
Mason was just inside the door and came out seeing Hannah get out of the car, "Hannah, I owe you one. I didn't have a dinner companion as my usual friend is out of town. I hope this didn't put you out," he smiled.
Hannah shook her head and took his arm. "It was hard to pass on frozen pizza tonight but I'm tough. I'm sure I'll find something here that's as good as that," she smiled. She could feel his heat as his hip brushed against hers. She could feel things throb inside her with just that. This was a mistake, she thought, 'why couldn't it be a fat old black guy with zero sex appeal? Why did it have to be this guy?'
Mason felt eyes on them both as he led this stunning woman back through the hallways to the dining area in the back. He'd be the envy of the board...sadly there was no potential for any after-dinner socializing. The woman he normally brought was also married but her husband encouraged her to enjoy herself and often didn't get back home until late morning. He resigned himself to going home alone tonight. It would be good for him as he needed to catch up on his reading.
All the men at the table stood as Hannah and Mason entered the room and introductions were made. Mason never mentioned who Hannah was and she'd removed her wedding and engagement rings.
Hannah smiled and shook hands then felt both panic and a rush as the CEO, a grey-haired handsome black man indicated the two seats to his left. She'd be sitting between a pair of men who were causing unwelcome arousal.
David, the CEO, turned out to be as charming as Mason was on top of which he seemed to like touching her. He patted her arm a few times and once patted her bare thigh causing her to put her napkin over her mouth stifling a small orgasm.
When the dinner was over, many of the board members suggested a nightclub down the street but both Mason and Hannah shook their heads. "I'd better pass," Mason said quickly, "I've got some work to catch up on."
The men looked at the couple, a few smirking. They looked admiringly at the busty redhead as if she were the work he'd be catching up on. Then the party broke up.
Hannah and Mason came out to the street, Hannah handing her parking ticket to the valet. She looked at Mason, "He told you, didn't he?" she asked.
Mason nodded, "He did. I want to help. I hope this doesn't make you uncomfortable."



Hannah shook her head, "Thanks. This is mortifying. I wish..." She looked as her car pulled up.
"What do you wish?" Mason asked, "That you didn't react this way?"
Hannah shook her head, "Never mind. Best left unsaid." Then she looked at the man, "I'm guessing you and your friend would be heading back to your place for a fun night?" she asked.
Mason smiled, "Fun and aerobic, yes. But just being able to spend time with such a beautiful woman makes up for it."
"Liar. But, thanks." On an impulse, she hugged the tall man and just as she felt his crotch press against hers she gasped and clung to the man as a powerful orgasm ripped through her.
Mason glanced at the valet and nodded as he hugged the gasping, beautiful redhead. Then he released her sensing her orgasm was fading and gently kissed her on the lips. "Goodnight Hannah. Thanks again for being my date," he smiled.
Hannah was reeling from the feelings that ripped through her as she took the keys from the valet. She started to reach into her purse for a tip when Mason handed a 10 to the man. "Thanks. You didn't have to do that. And...sorry," she shrugged.
Mason watched as the woman climbed into her car and drove off. All he could think of was how passionate she'd be if he got her into bed. If she cums with simply a hug how would she react to his fat cock inside her?
The following Monday, Mason dropped by Thomas' office. "Lunch? I'm not sure Hannah filled you in but I thought you might want to hear my observations," he said.
They sat in the back corner of the steak house, each ordered the ribeye and after the waiter left, Mason asked what Hannah told him.
"That it was fine. That you were a perfect gentleman and that the rest of the board was heading over to a nightclub and you begged off. She had a great time," Thomas said. What he didn't say was that Hannah was insatiable that night, cumming 4 times. Once she even groaned Mason's name but that didn't bother Thomas as it was his cock she was grinding against. He looked at the man hoping there wasn't something more but she came home at the expected time so...
"It was like that but perhaps a bit more," Mason said looking around. "She came...twice. We were sitting next to David Proctor, maybe not the best idea. He's incredibly touchy-feely and she came when he patted her leg. She stifled it with her napkin but...hell, I didn't believe you when you told me that...anyhow, I believe you now."
Thomas looked at the man, "You said twice. What happened?"
"My fault. The valet went to get the car and I thanked her and without thinking I hugged her. She exploded. I hope no one was aware but she clung to me as...anyhow, I let her finish and then released her. I'm sorry. It was so stupid of me to hug her like that. All night I made sure not to touch her."
Thomas shook his head, "Yeah. I get it the social norms are tricky when your wife cums at the mere touch of another man. I have no idea how I feel about that," he sighed. He looked at Mason, "I know this might be an inconvenience but can we...you do that again? I mean all of it. Dinner, the hug. Maybe she'd be inured to your...charms," he said as the plates were being brought over.
They thanked the waiter, took a bite and then Mason put down his fork, "Inured. I need to ask. How inured?"
Thomas groaned. "I'm hoping something short of..."
"Short of fucking her? I'm not sure I can do that. I value you as a man, as a member of the company. Find someone else because if given the opportunity..."
"You'd fuck her," Thomas said softly. "OK. Promise me you'll resist as long as you can. Can you promise that? If it happens I'll understand and not hold it against you. Maybe getting a black cock inside her is what it will take...hopefully not, but this needs to stop."
Mason stared at the man and nodded. "I need to ask, do you want to know?"
Thomas shook his head, "No. Just use your best judgment. I trust you...for some reason I do. But ignorance is bliss, and all that."
Mason nodded. His head spun thinking about the possibilities but Thomas was right. If Hannah gets over this fixation without them fucking his conscience would be intact and he'd be able to look the man in the eyes. He valued both highly...however...Christ!
* * *
It wasn't easy to convince Hannah this was the best therapy but she finally agreed. She also trusted Mason to do his best but had to ask her husband, "How far do you want to take this? I mean, if going out and talking changes nothing...?"
"I'm sure you'll do what it takes. The aim of this is so you can be comfortable around everyone so do what is necessary," he said. "I suggest hugging as much as you can as perhaps it will cause this reaction to wear off."
Hannah nodded, "It would be better to do that when we're alone," she said softly. "It is mortifying cumming in public like that." Then she looked at her husband, "This has to be killing you. I'm so sorry," she said.
"It is killing me. I hated it when you were out with Mason. My imagination runs wild and...but you guys were great. I really should respect both of your characters," he said. "But I'd prefer never knowing what goes on. I'll assume a few hugs and eventually, you'll get bored with it."
Hannah laughed, "And we've had sex how many times? Bored yet?" she asked.
Thomas stroked his wife's breast, "Not yet but there's so much more we can explore," he said as he slid his hand onto her ass.
Hannah shook her head, "I'm not that bored...yet. But when I am, I'll let you know."
They decided that there was little need to drive separately and Mason had events once or twice a week so Hannah had to go shopping for a better selection of dresses. Though none were slutty, all were a bit sexier than her cocktail dress. At first, Hannah was nervous and looked like she didn't want to go out without her husband but after the first half-dozen times she'd be humming a tune she got dressed.
Thomas was glad she was relaxing as a sign that she'd become used to being close to a black man, on top of that, love-making following their dates was incredible. Sure, he heard Mason's name more than his own but she was clinging to him and not the other man when she cried out.
Mason stopped by Thomas' office. "We OK?" he asked. "I've not talked to you since..." He shut the door and plopped down in a chair.
"You started dating my wife?" He waved the man's protest off, "I was kidding. This is therapy. I'm not going to get jealous if my wife goes to the therapist so why would I be jealous now? Plus she's raved over the meals. I really should pay you. How much is she costing you?" he asked.
Mason shook his head, "I've been bringing dates to most business functions and paying for all of them. None have been as good company as your wife...I don't mean that in a sexual way. She's smart, funny, and...well, fucking gorgeous. But I thought you'd like to know if there's progress. The answer is no. We've been making sure to hug at least twice and nothing's changed. Perhaps we should just accept it and move on," he said.
Thomas shook his head. First of all, their sex has escalated through the roof ever since she accompanied Mason to his events, secondly, Hannah seemed more relaxed around his black friends...not cool and reserved so something was working. "No, unless you're tired of it," he said.
Mason laughed, "You're kidding, right? I'm trying not to cross any lines, which is hard, but I'm intrigued by her reaction to me and I'd like to see it through to the end."
"To her end," Thomas said softly.
"Sorry, but that might be what it takes. I promised you and I meant it, I'll try everything else first," Mason said. Then he stood up. "I'll see you on the course this weekend? Maybe we'll be in the same group. Hope so."
Thomas was aware Hannah was not just more relaxed about going out, she seemed to spend more time getting ready. She picked up a bright red lipstick he'd never seen her wear and her dresses revealed more skin. Then again, she never indicated she wanted to see Mason outside of the business functions where she served as arm candy.
Mason and Hannah were leaving the dinner with clients and were on their way to a dance club when she looked over at the man. "I never asked but it might be too personal but I cum every night with you but...how long has it been since you've been laid?" she asked. "Sorry, never mind."
Mason laughed, "Been weeks. It's fine," he said. "I like your company."
Hannah looked out the windshield and saw a park on the right, "Pull over...there," she pointed.
Mason turned into the gravel drive, shut off the engine, and killed the lights. "What? What's wrong?" he asked as he turned to her.
"You need this and I owe you," she said. She reached over and as she touched his zipper she gasped. She orgasmed but she tried to ignore it. Her hands still worked the zipper while she had her head down gasping softly. Then she fished his cock out causing her to gasp again, but this time her head was up, eyes glued to the throbbing dark shaft. Her mouth was watering as if she were holding a sucker. She had to taste him.
Mason put his seat back as her small soft hand explored the now rigid 9" cock. Then she licked him before wrapping her lips around his sensitive head. Hannah was shaking and gasping as she was hit with a series of orgasms but her mouth on his cock felt incredible.
Hannah was feeling a massive thrill to hold what she'd obsessed over for years. The head was bigger..fatter than the picture she'd seen...in fact, his shaft was fatter and darker. She shuddered through another orgasm as she stroked him. Then she licked her lips and took him into her mouth. She'd never been averse to sucking cock but this was the first time it wasn't foreplay but to get the man to cum in her mouth. As she thought about his potent sperm jetting down her throat she exploded again.
Mason slid a hand down Hannah's dress and cupped her large tit. As he pulled on her nipple she groaned on his cock. Soon she was bobbing her head, mouth clamped on his cock, slurping sounds echoing inside the cabin. Hannah was cumming over and over, her mouth sucking harder every time an orgasm hit.
Hannah felt the plump spongy head hitting the back of her throat yet she was just taking half of him into her mouth. She was non-stop grunting as the aching peaked and ebbed over and over. Then she cupped his balls aware of how full of cum they had to be. Then Mason groaned and warned her he was cumming but Hannah kept sucking. Just as the first jet of tangy sperm splashed against the back of her throat she felt her biggest orgasm hit her. This caused her to open her mouth more and she took all of his cock down her throat.
Unconsciously, Mason was pushing Hannah's head onto his cock as a couple of weeks of stored-up cum spurted into her stomach. When he felt the last spasm he let go of her head and collapsed back.
Hannah pulled off coughing and wiping her mouth. She'd never had that many consecutive orgasms and wondered how many there'd been. It occurred to her that she most likely had more orgasms in the last month with Mason than she'd had with her husband over the past year. Some cum had gotten down her trachea and she was coughing that up while attempting to get her equilibrium from the waves of pleasure that ripped through her. She looked down at her dress that Mason had pulled down revealing her large tits. He was looking at them so she turned on the overhead light. "You like?" she asked, "I'm sure you already know what they look like. Some of my dresses aren't that concealing." Then she looked at his cock that was still pointing at the roof and shuddered as another orgasm burst through her.
"I love your tits, love your entire body," he sighed as he put his cock away. "You didn't have to do that but I sure needed it. Thanks. I'm sorry I..." he indicated pushing her head onto his cock.
"No, that was fine," she said before coughing once more, "I didn't need to swallow since this firehose of yours was practically in my stomach," she laughed.
Mason chuckled, "I've heard women call my cock many things but never that." Then he powered his seat back up, "We should get to the club. They'll be wondering..."
"Whether we fucked?" Hannah blushed. My hair's a mess, my lips have to be bruised, and my dress is pretty wrinkled. They won't be wondering."
They arrived and there were looks and smiles. Hannah tried her best to look like nothing happened but they fooled no one. She was asked onto the dance floor by every guy there and let herself go. All of the men were white, except for Mason and all were free with their hands. By 2 AM when the club closed, Hannah was ready to go home with Mason had he asked, but he was a perfect gentleman and dropped her off at her house. He gave her a kiss goodnight and when she kissed him, she ground her pussy against his fat cock.
Mason held the writhing as she gasped and quaked in his arms. Then he released her and stepped back. "You're the hottest woman I've ever been with. Tonight was fun. Friday OK?"
Hannah staggered back. These orgasms were exhausting. She nodded and looked at the fat shaft outlined inside his pants, "Sorry about that." She looked around. "Everyone's asleep. Want me to take care of that?"
Mason laughed, "I could see you on your knees out here when Thomas comes to check on us. Goodnight, Hannah. Get some sleep."
Thomas was awakened by his naked wife sucking on his cock. And not like she'd ever done it before. She was deep-throating him. He groaned and softly held her head. He'd been horny all night thinking about Hannah being out having orgasms with another man. He'd wanted to jerk off but anticipated the usual passionate love-making. She usually arrived home around midnight but they must have been enjoying dancing as it was after 3 AM. He thought that perhaps she and Mason had finally fucked, the idea triggering the welcome throbbing in his balls.
Hannah...Hannah...I'm cumm...OH FUCK!" he cried out as he felt the aching in his balls release. She'd never let him cum in her mouth before - never came close and here she was swallowing his cum.
Hannah gulped each hot spurt as they splashed against the back of her throat. Thomas's cock was just a couple of inches shorter than Mason's but the difference in mass was pronounced. She finished swallowing all his cum then crawled up and snuggled next to her husband.
Thomas stroked her naked back, "What was that for?" he asked.
Hannah shrugged, "I just wanted you to know how much I love you. Now let's go to sleep."
Thomas studied his wife over the next few days. She was humming more than usual and seemed free of any guilt. Then one night he discovered something new. She'd shaved or waxed her labia. She'd always protested that keeping up with that would be a pain. Had...no, not possible. He was sure he'd know if she and Mason had done anything.
The next Friday Hannah dressed in an even more revealing outfit. She was enjoying seeing Mason's cock grow when he looked at her and rather than shying away from contact with him she welcomed the feel of his power against her. Tonight's dress was a backless red satin number and she decided to be risqué and forego panties. She wondered if Mason would notice and if he did, would he do anything about it? She kissed her husband goodbye when she saw the lights from Mason's car. Thomas couldn't resist himself as he pawed her chest saying she should stay home.
When she opened the door for the tall black man, his eyes widened seeing her nipples poke through the flimsy fabric. "OK," he smiled. "Shall we?" He put out his arm and led the woman to his car. He was hoping she'd suck him off again and perhaps get naked.
Thomas had a feeling that he wouldn't see his wife until morning. There was a look in her eyes and he recognized the look in Mason's eyes when he scanned her body. Then he shook his head. 'Damn imagination,' he thought.
This meeting was with lawyers to go over potential acquisitions. The four men were all intrigued with Hannah's body and how the dress draped over her breasts. She was spectacular and Hannah heard one of the men ask the other, "How much did she set Mason back?' She felt a rush that they thought she was a whore...a paid escort who promised access to everything.
Mason tried to maintain his focus on the documents but he kept looking over at the generous curves and large bumps barely hidden beneath the flimsy red fabric on her chest.
Their attention and her memories of seeing, holding, and sucking her first back cock ensured her nipples were erect the entire night. By the time dinner was over they'd hammered out all the details and received an invite up to their suite for drinks.
Hannah assumed Mason would turn them down as she thought he'd expect her to suck his cock again. He looked at her questioningly. She smiled and nodded. She liked the men and even if she didn't need anything more to drink it would make Mason anticipate her oral attentions even more.
After they got to the room, one of the men put music on while another poured drinks. Then one of the lawyers put out his hand, "Will the lady allow this dance?"
Mason sat back smiling as he watched the four men take Hannah into their arms, press their bodies against hers, and sway to the music. At first, they danced artfully, spinning the woman around, and doing dips but as they drank a bit more there was less style and more pawing and grinding.
Hannah was getting aroused from the groping and hard cocks pressing against her pussy. She wondered if she'd pass out if Mason cut in and she felt his incredible cock against her. After an hour she stepped back and thanked the man dancing with her. "My feet have had it," she said, "But you all have been great." She looked at Mason and raised her eyebrows.
Mason stood and thanked the men, "We should be going," he said. "We'll get the papers reviewed, signed, and back to you Monday at the earliest."
"Are you sure?" one of the men said, "Can we convince you to stay? You won't regret it."
Mason laughed, "Gentlemen, my date and I should get going. Thank you for the scotch."
Hannah went and hugged each of the men before taking Mason's arm. When they were in the elevator she sighed, "I'll bet if I lost this dress you'd see very little skin without handprints."
Mason groaned, "Don't say things like that. I've dreamt about you losing your dress."
"Sorry. I know it's been tough for you. Do you remember where that park is?" she asked as they exited the elevator.
Mason laughed, "I saved it as a favorite in my GPS, however," he pointed up the street, "My condo is right over there...I mean if you want..."
Hannah looked at the man, "Feeling lucky?" she asked.
Mason shook his head, "Sorry. Fuck! I just thought that if you wanted to go to the park..."
Hannah chuckled, "You assumed correctly. Better than the front seat of your car...or the back. I assume you have a nice couch?" Her stomach felt like a hive of bees buzzing as she climbed into his car. Neither said anything on the short drive nor in the elevator on the ride to the 42nd floor.
Mason unlocked the door and then held it open, "Mi casa es su casa," he smiled.
"Gracias," Hannah said as she went in and looked around. Everything was perfectly in place and tastefully decorated. "Did you expect to bring me up here or are you always this neat?" she asked.
Mason smiled, "I've been keeping in immaculate for a month. A man can hope, you know."
Hannah looked at a door to the master bedroom, "And I assume clean sheets? A fresh box of condoms next to the bed?"
Mason blushed, "Not saying...OK, yes. Damn it, I hate to sound creepy but I've had fantasies. Let's change the subject." He went over and poured himself a small scotch. He turned and raised an empty glass.
Hannah nodded, "I'll have a little of that. Highlands? Speyside? Islay?"



"Islay, I like the peaty taste," he said as he splashed a bit in the glass and then handed it to her.
Mason went and sat on the couch as Hannah went around looking at the pieces of art, the objects on the shelves, and his vinyl collection. She looked back at him and smiled, "You and Thomas should compare collections. He has, hell I don't know...three to four feet of albums." She finished her scotch and then faced the man. "OK. Subject changed but I know where your mind is at," she said as she pulled a strap off her left shoulder. "In your fantasies, I'll get naked? I'll come over and kneel between your legs?" she peeled the strap off her right shoulder. The dress slithered to the floor leaving her standing naked in a circular puddle of fabric.
Mason sucked in a deep breath seeing the woman's perfect body. Her breasts seemed bigger than the other night in the car, shaped perfectly. Large teardrops capped with the palest nipples he'd ever seen. Her waist was narrow without a hint of body fat, then her hips flared out framing her firey red bush. He could see her waxed swollen lips eagerly waiting for a cock.
"But I don't think that's your ultimate fantasy, is it?" she said as she stepped closer. She looked at the taut fabric in his pants and sighed. "It's like in Alien where the creature inside the crewman is trying to burst through. Should we release the monster?" she asked.
Mason undid his pants and pulled them off followed by his boxers. He then undid his tie and unbuttoned his shirt, and soon he was as naked as Hannah was. He started towards the naked woman but she shook her head and pushed him back onto the leather couch.
"Sit. We can't hug...it would be inappropriate. Remember what happens and I'm a married woman," she said softly. She moved forward slowly, orgasms pulsing repeatedly through her body, her fingers stroking her pussy, her eyes on his huge throbbing member. "So, we probably shouldn't hug," she panted as she swung her leg over his lap. She closed her eyes and grunted loudly as another orgasm shattered her concentration but she managed to grip his cock, line up the flared head with her sopping pussy. She put her head back and screamed in pleasure as yet another orgasm exploded inside her. She put her head back, the room spinning as she slammed down onto the long fat shaft. She then started bouncing rapidly on the monster cock, with her tits bouncing, and her gasps echoing off the walls as she came over and over. She was already glistening with sweat and her face and chest were bright red.
"Hannah, Hannah, I need to put on a rubber...oh fuck!" he cried as she bounced and ground, bounced and ground on his cock.
She shook her head. Between orgasms, she panted, "No...no rubber...fuck, fuck...I want you...just you inside me. I want your...fuck!" she spat as another orgasm ripped through her. In the back of her mind, she wished she weren't on the pill, wished she were fertile. "I need you to fill me with your cum," she panted. Her head was swimming her body pulsing from her neck to her crotch. Orgasms were overlapping and these were different from her usual ones. These were not coming from her bladder or clit but deep inside her.
Mason grabbed her tits as she bounced on his cock. He wasn't going to last long but on the other hand, it wasn't as if he'd have to hold off waiting for her to cum. She was pressing her chest against his large hands, her nipples scraping on the palms as she bounced. Then he reached around to grab her ass. When his finger found her asshole and slipped in, she cried out, more loudly than ever. This caused her to clench her already tight pussy on his cock as she slip up and down the shaft.
Mason wasn't going to last much longer after that and he flipped the woman onto her back and took over pistoning into her sloshing pussy. Hannah was flopping limply under him as she came over and over and as soon as he grunted he was cumming, she cried out again and her eyes rolled back in her head and she went limp. In the back of his mind, he worried about her but his orgasm took over his being. He slammed deep inside her and spasmed what felt like the longest orgasm he ever had inside her.
By the time Mason had emptied his balls inside the woman's womb, she was comatose. He thought at first he might have injured her, but her mouth was fixed in a smile and her breathing was even and regular. He pulled out of her pussy, grabbed a towel from the bar, and came back and cleaned the woman's pussy. He had to keep turning over the towel as his cum kept flowing out but finally, he felt she was good. He then cleaned their cum off his cock and got dressed. He went over to the woman feeling a bit worried. He gently slapped her face but she lay still. Then he picked her up and carried her to his bed.
He went back into the living room cleaned the spots off the leather couch and gathered up her dress and shoes. She hadn't moved. He'd never had a woman pass out when fucking...well, at least not for more than a few seconds but never 15 minutes. He felt her pulse, it was good. He grabbed a thermometer and when he stuck it under her tongue she instinctively sucked on it. Her temperature was fine but then he had a thought. He put his finger in her mouth and she immediately sucked on that also. His cock throbbed thinking about the possibilities but instead went and brushed his teeth and got ready for bed. Then he went over and picked up Hannah's phone. He used face recognition and the screen came to life. Then he typed.
She hadn't moved but her mouth was still making sucking motions. He wondered what she was dreaming about as he climbed in next to her. "Goodnight," he whispered as he kissed her forehead before turning out the light.
He woke two hours later after incredibly realistic and erotic dreams with Hannah straddling him, her face clenched as she bounced on his cock. He reached up and grabbed her tits causing her eyes to open.
Hannah grinned as she slid her pussy up and down his hard shaft.
"Fuck! Your cock feels great and I'm not cumming over and over," she panted. "OK, I came once already but damn! You're a deep sleeper," she said.
"You're no longer cumming just by feeling me?" he asked.
She shook her head and leaned down to kiss him. "I woke with your hard cock between my ass cheeks, your hands on my breasts. At first, it seemed totally normal and then I realized I wasn't cumming." She kissed him again and pulled off him. "Can you fuck me from behind? I liked feeling your cock against my ass," she said.
Mason was more than happy to oblige and knelt behind the woman's perfect ass. She let out a long low groan as he slid inside her and then she pushed back hard encouraging him to pound her more aggressively. She came soon after and again ten minutes later. They shifted positions again so he was on top between her legs.
She looked satisfied but also had a huge smile on her face. God! I love being fucked by you, feeling filled up yet able to enjoy it without being distracted by orgasms," she said. Then she asked, "Have you ever fucked one of your women in the ass?"
Mason nodded, "A few."
"Do they like it? Did they? I mean."
Mason shrugged. "Some do, some don't. Why? You want to try it?" he asked.
Hannah nodded her head. "Last night when you fingered my ass it felt incredible...my orgasms seemed more intense."
Mason pulled out and rolled off the bed. He noticed it was after 4 AM and felt bad that Thomas would be worried but there were more pressing issues. He grabbed the lube and came back into the bedroom.
Hannah was already on her knees, back arched with her ass pointing at the ceiling. Her chest was pressed into the mattress and she was smiling at him as he crawled back onto the bed. "Oooohhhh, that does feel nice," she sighed as his fat finger pressed gel into her anus. Then she felt his spongy head press against her virgin hole and groaned as she relaxed. She then let out a yelp as he popped in. It stung but just a little and as he gently pulled out and pushed back in it felt better and better.
Mason was impressed. She sounded as if she liked it and was rubbing her pussy as he picked up the pace. Within a couple of minutes, he was pistoning into her, she was cumming again and he felt himself getting close.
Hannah was panting from the deepest, most full-body orgasm she'd ever had and could feel Mason slow down. "God! Your cock feels so good in all my holes. Cum in my ass...cum inside meeeee," she moaned.
Mason didn't have to be told twice and slammed hard into her as he jetted his hot cum deep into her rectum. She was playing with his balls as he thrust into her over and over until the last small spasm faded away. They fell onto their sides, his cock pressed deep inside her and lay there. He started to pull out but Hannah stopped him.
She pulled the covers onto both of them and whispered, "I want to fall asleep with you inside me. Goodnight," snuggled her ass against him and fell asleep.
They woke later that morning, his softened cock still inside her ass, his hands on her tits. She heard him rouse and turned her head accepting his tongue into her mouth. "Morning. I guess you can pull out now...unless you have other ideas," she smiled.
He did have other ideas, two hours worth and when they were done, they showered and then sat down with coffee. Neither bothered getting dressed. Hannah picked up her phone, a worried look on her face. "I guess I can't put this off any longer." She glanced down at her naked form, "Better that I don't Facetime him," she chuckled. Then she unlocked it and looked up at Mason, "You sent this?" she asked.
Mason nodded, "I was worried. You passed out and if you slept through the night I didn't want Thomas to worry."
Hannah looked at the chat, "Sorry. I hope this doesn't wake you but Mason had too much to drink and we were just down the street from his condo. I'm crashing in his spare bedroom. I love you. Call you in the morning." Then his response, "I hope you get some sleep in his 'spare bedroom.' I love you too. Have fun."
She looked at Mason. "I guess he knows," she sighed. "But, I'm cured!"
Mason nodded but looked disappointed. Hannah came over and straddled him. She kissed him deeply and then held him tight. "I know. It was fun, a lot of fun but now I need to go back to being Thomas's wife."
Mason nodded. "Talk about being torn. I'll never regret," he looked back toward the bedroom then at her naked body, "Us, fucking. But I'll always regret not playing it out longer," he sighed.
Hannah ground her pussy against his cock, "I guess one last time wouldn't hurt anyone," she said before kissing him.
* * *
Things sure changed after Hannah spent the night with Mason. Her and Thomas' sex life expanded. She required anal sex at least once a week; she loved deep-throating him, swallowing often; she told Thomas to pull into a park he'd never even noticed one night and the fucked in the back seat as if it were high school all over again, and she had multiple orgasms regularly.
At work, Thomas and Mason acted as if nothing ever happened, the only acknowledgment was a thank you card sent by Thomas to Mason's address.
A month later Mason came over to Thomas' and Hannah's table, putting out a hand, "Can I have the next dance?" he asked.
Hannah looked at Thomas who smiled, "I guess he's safe," he chuckled, "Bring her back before sunrise this time," he laughed. Hannah looked happy as she was led out to the dance floor just as a slow piece came on. He watched as the couple glided around the floor, their bodies pressed together. 'She's the most fluid dancer out there and he fits the stereotypical great black male dancer,' he thought. The couple was talking softly to each other and Thomas suspected what they were saying.
Hannah pressed her pussy against the man's crotch, "I miss this," she said softly.
Mason smiled and humped back, "I miss this, then he spun her around pressing his crotch against her ass, "And this." he smiled. Then he spun her back, "But," he hesitated as if he shouldn't say it, "What I miss the most is having you as my date. My friends just seem less...something," he sighed.
"Orgasmic?" Hannah asked. Then they both started laughing right out on the dance floor.
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"Hey, Hon. How'd you do on your Calculus test?" Marian smiled at her beautiful daughter.
Celeste Walker came into the kitchen and inhaled deeply. "Cookies? Peanut butter cookies?" she asked, "Damn, Mom. My second favorite thing," she smiled as she came over and peered into the mixing bowl.
"Second favorite? I thought it was your favorite." Marian asked in mock horror.
Celeste smiled and then shocked her mother, "Mom, how's Dad's cock?"
Marian choked and turned quickly causing batter to drip off the spoon onto the floor. "I'm sorry, what?"
"I mean, is Dad's cock big, small? Does he do it for you?" she asked sweetly.
"I'm not talking about your father's co...pen... genitalia," Marian sputtered. "Why on Earth would you ask that?"
"Because when you guys fuck you never cum," Celeste said as she took the spoon from her mother and plopped it back into the bowl.
Marian leaned back on the counter. Her daughter just said fuck, cock, and said she never cums. "I'm not talking to you about this and I never want you to use that language around me...ever," she said sternly, "You hear me?" she asked.
Celeste grabbed a rag and knelt to wipe up the drips, "You've always told me that I can talk to you about sex, anything at any time. You didn't mean that?" she asked looking up at her mother. Her mother was gorgeous but you couldn't tell that. She could have been the mother in a 60's family show. Buttoned up blouse, long skirt, pantyhose. Under that was a proportionally perfect blonde woman. Celeste knew her mother's measurements, 35 bust, 24 waist, and 36 hips. If she dressed as her friends' mothers dressed, she'd be a MILF and would have guys panting after her. But the thought of Mrs. George Walker in yoga pants and a sports bra made her want to laugh.
"Of course I meant it, but your sex life, your urges and questions," Marian said firmly.
Celeste got up and rinsed the rag before draping it on the front of the sink, "You said questions about sex, not my sex. So what you meant was you'd like to pry into my sex life while you hide behind your puritanical veils?" She shook her head and turned to go.
"He's...fine," Marian said softly.
Celeste stopped and looked sad, "Damn! Mom. I'm sorry."
"Why? I said he's fine," Marian said softly.
"OK. Oh. Mom? How's the new BMW X5?" she asked.
Marian felt relief her daughter changed the subject and couldn't hold back a smile, "Incredible. It's the smoothest, quietest, most effortless car I've ever driven. Ever since your father got it for me I've been making excuses to run errands."
Celeste shook her head, "And Dad's cock is 'fine.' Your car is filled with superlatives. Say it. You've told me over and over that nothing beats the truth. Define fine, Mom." She stood, hands on hips challenging her mother.
Marian slumped back on the counter, "he's...his penis isn't all that big, and he..." she put her face in her hands.
"He cums quickly," Celeste said as she came over to hug her mother. She felt her mother nod and stroked her back, "And he never takes care of you, of your needs..."
Marian shook her head recalling the hours of frustration she felt over the past 20 years. Then she asked, "Wait. How did you know...I mean, what makes you think I never orgasm?"
"I can hear you guys, Mom. My bedroom is just above yours. I can hear you guys talking...it's just droning voices but I hear Dad every time he cums and then you guys say a few words and then silence."
Marian groaned, "I never knew. I thought we were being so careful. And...well, it never lasts all that long so..."
Celeste stroked her mother's back some more and sighed, "Let's finish the cookies, and then let's sit and talk. I think you'd like to get some things off your chest."
The two blondes slid the cookie sheets into the oven, Marian pulled off her apron and followed her daughter into the living room.
Celeste had grabbed a bottle of Chardonnay and two glasses. She hated the sweet wine preferring beer but as an 18-year-old girl, she couldn't exactly tell her Mom that. She poured a tall glass for her mother and a small one for herself. Her parents had allowed her tiny glasses of wine on occasion so she knew it would be OK. "Where did you and Dad meet?" the girl asked.
"You know the story, at college," Marian said.
"No, was it at a bar? A Frat party? Classmate?" Celeste asked.
"A blind date. My best friend, you know Aunt Darla," she said, "Darla set me up with your father. I was instantly attracted to him. He was tall, handsome, and extremely polite," she paused as if wondering how far to go with the story. She took a sip and then held the cold glass in both hands in front of her check, "he never tried anything, I mean, every guy I went out with wanted...you know..."
Celeste looked at her mother's generous chest, "Wanted to garb your tits," she smiled. "Mom! You can't blame them. You've got a smoking body," she grinned. "Tell me you didn't dress like this," she fingered the buttoned-up blouse.
Marian shook her head, "I loved my dresses and it was June so I had on a summer dress." she said.
"When did you first kiss?" Celeste asked.
"Let me see. I think it was, I don't know. A month later? It was nice, nothing like in the movies," she sighed.
"Wait. You guys dated for a month before you kissed? Holy shit! How many dates before you let him get some tit?" the girl asked.
Marian shook her head and took another sip, "He tried a few times before we were married but if you mean..."
"Bare tit?" Celeste asked. "Yes, when was that?"
"Our wedding night," Marian said softly before finishing her glass.
Celeste's glass was virtually untouched so she poured her wine into her mother's glass, "Shit, Mom. That had to be strange. How long did you date until your wedding night?"
"2 1/2 years," Marian said softly.
"Oh, my God!" Celeste burst out, "You must have been ready to climb the walls and Dad was probably humping everything in sight," she giggled.
"We were fine," her mother said, "we didn't need to cave into our base urges," she said.
"You didn't but Dad had to have. Guys need pussy, regular pussy," Celeste said. "If he wasn't getting it from you he found someone else."
Marian shook her head, "No, he told me he could wait."
"Bullshit, Mom. He could wait to get into your panties because he was getting into someone else's," Celeste said. "Tell me you're not that naive. When was your first orgasm? Was it a relief? I can't imagine how powerful that had to be." She looked at her mother who just drained her wine and looked at the floor.
"Fuck, Mom! You never had an orgasm? Never?" she gasped. "I feel like punching Dad in the face," she spat.
"It's fine. I don't need one," Marian sighed, "I've gone through life without that and many other things," she said as she picked up the bottle and poured more wine. The oven dinged and she started to get up.
"I got them. I'll be back. We are not done here...far from it," Celeste said.
Celeste spatula-ed the cookies onto the cooling rack before coming back into the living room and sitting down. "OK, tell me you've never masturbated," she said.
Marian looked shocked, "Lord, no. Why would I do that?" she asked.
"Because you may not know it, but you've got blue-ovaries or whatever the equivalent of blue-balls is," Celeste said. She shook her head, "42 years old and you've never cum. Have you come close at least?" she asked.
Marian shrugged her shoulders, "I mean I might have but who knows?" She started to get up but Celeste pulled her back down. "What time does Dad get home?" she asked.
Marian shook her head, "He's wining and dining clients tonight."
Celeste pulled out her phone, "Derek. I need you, no," she chuckled, "Not for me. My mother. Get that big cock of yours over here...oh, yeah. 120 Walters Place...yes, behind the park...yup, thanks. I owe you," she said as she glanced at the shocked look on her mother's face. "She's a total MILF which in a few hours, you'll be owing me," she chuckled. "Thanks, bye." She put down the phone and then pulled her mother to her feet.
"We're going to get you laid, laid with a huge cock and you're going to have an orgasm, at least one!" she grinned.
"Wait! No. I'm married to your father," she said.
"Who has a tiny dick...how big did you say he is?" she asked.
Marian blushed and then held her fingers 4" apart. "Maybe this big." Then she made a small OK sign, "This big around..."
Celeste shook her head, "Fuck me, I thought Billy was small..."
"Wait, who's Derek? Aren't you going with Billy?" Marian asked.
"Come on, we're going to get you cleaned up, you need to shave your legs, and shower...I'm sure you'll need to trim your bush, and I'll tell you about Billy and Derek." Celeste guided her down the hall to her master bedroom.
Marian was feeling like she'd lost control of her life. Her daughter stripped her down and sat her on the bed. She'd never let anyone outside of her husband and her doctor see her naked. Now her daughter after opening her legs and running fingers through her pubic hair was in the bathroom looking for scissors.
Celeste came back with the scissors and a wastebasket, "OK. Lie back and open your legs. Mom, I hope Dad realizes you have a very pretty pussy."
Her mother lay back, an arm over her eyes as her daughter pulled and snipped her pubes. She gasped as the girl's thumb ran up her slit hitting her clit. Then she felt a mouth and tongue on her pussy and she tried to push the girl away. "Don't. That's dirty. Even your father doesn't do that...Oohhhh!" she gasped as she felt more stimulation from whatever Celeste was doing than in 20 years of marriage.
Celeste probed her mother's tight pussy as she pushed her blouse up followed by her bra. Her mother was no longer trying to close her legs or push her away. She was panting and it had been just two minutes. 'Go Mom! You've been hiding your slut-side for too long.'
George had squeezed her breasts but never spent any time playing with her nipples. This felt amazing, she thought, but what Celeste was doing to her pussy felt even better.
Celeste's face was getting smeared by her mother's juices and she could feel her labia swell and open up. She wanted to get her as aroused as possible before focussing on her clit, but her mother was humping against her face as if nearing her first orgasm. She was tempted to stop so she'd be putty in Derek's hands but she also knew that all women were putty once their hands stroked his cock.
Marian felt an ache she'd never had before and even though she knew what it was a voice in the back of her head was worried she'd be injured if it got worse...better? And it did. The aching became a sharp pang that began spreading through her midsection. Then the almost agonizing pain rapidly peaked and she arched her back and screamed as her vision blurred and spun. 'Holy cow!' she thought, 'This is an orgasm? So incredibly intense!'
Celeste was flicking her tongue on her mother's clit happy that she was finally able to experience an orgasm. She gave the pussy another kiss before kneeling back on her heels, "Soooo? How was it?" she grinned.
Marian gasped, "Wow...I mean WOW! It was as if my bladder exploded...painful but not a bad pain at all. The release of all that pain was...WOW!" she panted.
The doorbell rang and as Marian started to get up, Celeste pushed her back down. "Stay. Stay right where you are. Keep your legs open, yes. Just like that." She trotted over to the door, wiping her mother's cum off her face. She swung the door open and hugged the tall boy. "Derek. Thanks for coming over. I owe you one," she said. "On the other hand," she stepped aside revealing her blushing naked mother. "I need you to do what you do best. Fuck the shit out of my mother."
Derek looked over at the naked woman, her arm was covering her huge chest, her other hand cupping her hairy pussy but her legs were spread wide. She was acting modest but she wanted to be treated like the slut she was. His favorite.
"Mrs. Walker, don't bother covering up. I'll be seeing and touching you everywhere, and I do mean everywhere. I'll know more about you than your husband does. You're the hottest thing I've seen in a while," he said, striding over as he pulled his clothes off.
"No need for foreplay for her," Celeste smiled, "I got her good and ready for a real cock for the first time. Dad's cock is barely there," she said. She held her thumb and index finger 4" apart. "And he's a two-pump guy. Wham bam, thank you, ma'am," she chuckled.
Marian snapped at her daughter, "Don't talk about your father that way," she said, "He's not perfect but he's a good man."
"Just not in bed. How would you describe him as a lover?" Celeste asked as she knelt in front of Derek. She licked his throbbing cock before taking him into her mouth.
Marian groaned, "Not as big as your friend is, and...shit, he's pretty bad in bed," she sighed as she looked at the huge cock slide in and out of her daughter's mouth. Unconsciously she was licking her lips along with her daughter's actions.
Celeste popped the boy's cock out of her mouth and kissed the head. "OK, big boy. Fuck the shit out of my mother and don't cum until she's cum twice. You do that and I'll agree to be hostess at your poker party next Saturday night."
Derek grinned, "I knew you really wanted to do it," he said as he went over to the naked 40-year-old woman. "And you'll wear just the apron?" he asked.
Celeste nodded, "But you'd better fuck her good."
Marian's head was spinning. Her 4.0 daughter was a slut? Then she turned her attention to the huge fat shaft jutting out from the 18-year-old boy's crotch. That was going to fit inside her? She should jump up and run away. She should be the adult here and tell these kids to not touch her but then she recalled the exquisite feeling pulsing through her and wanted more.
Derek lay between the woman's legs admiring her massive tits flowing off the sides of her ribcage, her harrow waist with just a bit of fat, and her wide, flared hips. 'I'll bet her ass is plump, soft, and eager for a man to pound into her from behind,' he thought.
Marian was looking at the boy's face as he admired her body and felt a rush. She might be old but his look told her she was still hot. Without realizing it, she'd grabbed his cock whether to feel it or guide it she didn't know, but she let out a gasp. It was fatter in her hand than it looked. She could feel the boy's rapid heartbeat through the fleshy shaft. Then she pressed the arrow-shaped head against her hairy slit and groaned as he pushed inside her.
Celeste grinned seeing her mother's eyes roll back in her head, her back arch as the boy with the biggest cock (that she knew of) in her school began thrusting into her pussy. He knew what he was doing as he arched his back and sucked one of her mom's huge nipples into his mouth.
Marian felt the same aching building up wondering how to encourage it, how to trigger the release. Then she felt a fat finger press against her slick anus before plunging in and she cried out. "Oh, God! Oooooh, oooohhhh, oooohhh....God!"
Celeste grinned, "That's one. One more, and you and your friends will have the poker game of poker games," she said. "And I should say it will be spelled, Poke-Her."
Derek looked up, "Your mom's a slut inside. I'll have her cumming three times before I'm done." He looked down at the woman, "You are a slut, aren't you?"
Marian's head was spinning from her second orgasm ever but she was a God-fearing woman who attended church regularly and was no slut. Then she felt both the boy's cock and fat finger fucking both her holes reveling in the feeling. She then nodded.
"Say it. Say it and I'll fuck you harder and your next orgasm will be epic, but you need to say it," he demanded.
"I'm a slut. I'm a cock-loving slut," she panted.
"That's my slut. Tell me your cunt is mine," he ordered.
Oh, God...my...my cunt is yours," she cried out as the aching was again building up inside her.
"Your mouth? Whose mouth is it?" he demanded. His finger was buried to the knuckle inside her ass. His cock was slamming into her cervix.
"Yours...oh God...I'm cumming," she groaned as yet another orgasm ripped through her.
Derek looked over at Celeste, "I want your pussy shaved for the party, and bring some Vaseline. We're going to have fun," he grinned. Speaking of Vaseline, grab some. Your mother is going to discover the joys of anal sex."
Celeste looked at her mother who was panted as if she'd run a marathon. She nodded and sighed.
"Might as well. I've admitted I'm a slut. Might as well go all the way."
By the time Derek came in Marian's mouth, she'd cum six times and all her holes were well-used by the boy. She agreed to everything he demanded, she'd come over if he called, she'd no longer let her husband fuck her pussy but offer him her ass or mouth, and she'd be there for his friends. As she lay there panting she hoped it was just her passions talking, Derek asked her a question as he pulled on his clothes.
"Does your husband go out evenings? Beers with the boys? Work late?" he asked.
Marian nodded, "He bowls. Bowls on Tuesday nights."
Celeste added, "And he wants to join the Thursday league. You told him no."
Derek smiled, "Perfect. We'll be over on Tuesday and Thursday evenings. I want you to shave your cunt also. Give me a key to your house and I'll expect you on your bed just like I saw you this afternoon."
Marian sat up, "What? Who? You said we?" she stammered.
"My friends. Well, those guys and some of the kids who will pay me good money to shove their cocks into an experienced woman," he grinned.
Marian shook her head, "It was all talk. It was said in the heat of the moment."
He acted as if he didn't hear her and hugged the younger girl, "Thanks Celeste. See you Friday and I mean see all of you," he grinned. "Oh, and bring a spare key over when you come."
As soon as the front door closed, Marian stood up and looked at her daughter, "I can't...he can't do that. I'm married, and no way will I do this again," she said sternly.
"Mom? Be honest with me. Did you like it? Did you like letting your inner slut out to play?" Celeste asked. She cupped her mother's breasts her thumbs circling her still erect nipples.
"It was embarrassing, humiliating. Thinking back what he said...told me to do..." Her eyes fluttered feeling electric shock shoot from her nipples to her pussy.
"Which you eagerly agreed to." She then slid her hand between her mother's legs, "Think about the coming Tuesdays and Thursdays for a minute. Close your eyes," she said softly.
Marian sucked in a breath feeling her daughter's fingers play with her sensitive clit. Had her clit ever felt like this anytime in her life?
"Close your eyes," Celeste said again. You're lying on your bed, the one you and Dad have shared for years but Dad's not there. Four boys with hard cocks are standing around admiring your mature fully developed body. They're discussing who gets to fuck that shaved cunt of yours and you're looking at each of their cocks. They're all different shapes, sizes, and colors. You don't even realize it but you're licking your lips and you're secretly hoping the tall black kid will be the first." She stuck her finger inside her mother's pussy and sighed, "Damn, Mom. You're fucking dripping."
Marian was panting with the image of four fat throbbing cocks waiting to use her pussy for their pleasure. Then she felt her daughter's finger push inside her and let out a low groan.
Celeste put her lips to her mother's and felt her mouth open immediately. Celeste smiled inside. Her Mom was going to be so much happier in the coming months. She pressed her body to her Mom's, their tongues battling each other, and ground her finger against her mother's clit.



Marian felt the aching building up again and humped back against Celeste's finger.
Celeste broke the kiss, "You'll open your legs, not just to let the young boy fuck you but you'll order him to fuck you. You know they were all told there's a hot MILF waiting to take care of their raging hormones but you'll be screaming in ecstasy as you cum over and over on their huge rock-hard cocks. I told Derek that anyone fucking you has to be at least 18 so they're all adults, all ready to empty their huge balls inside you. Admit it, isn't that better than sitting and watching Netflix?" she said softly.
Marian nodded, "Yesssss....Oooohhhh, ooooohhh," she panted, her pelvis thrusting against the girl's fingers as she exploded. Then she went limp and staggered back and flopped on the couch. She lay back, immodestly spreading her legs.
Celeste nodded, "Mom, you weren't just saying that. You're a slut and you'll be naked with your ass lubed waiting for Derek and his friends. I'll bet if I called Mr. Drake next door you would even try to cover up. Should I call him?" she asked.
Marian shook her head, "No. Stop. He's too creepy,"
"But you'd love to have those high school boys and college kids come over and fuck you...say it." Marian nodded, still panting. "And you'll look forward to Tuesday and Thursday evenings." She pulled her mother to her feet. "Come, we have some grooming to take care of. You do me and I'll do you."
Marian let herself be led to the master bath where she and her daughter removed all their hair between their legs.
Tom was thrilled Marian told him it was OK to join the Thursday bowling league. What she didn't know was that it wasn't the bowling he was after, but the cute 20-year-old waitress who flirted with him constantly. She promised to take him home after next Tuesday's match and his tiny cock throbbed in his pants. Tuesdays and Thursdays with the cute blonde pixie? Sounded too good to be true. Marian would never suspect and probably wouldn't care as she was wrapped up in that Downton Abbey shit.
On top of that, she shaved her pussy, just for him. Then she asked him to fuck her ass which had always been off-limits. She told him she preferred sucking him off and getting her ass filled with cum and hoped he was alright with that. He never thought women would have midlife crises, or maybe something she read in those magazines. How to spice up your sex life. Or it could have been one of those streaming movies...but who the fuck cares? He thought to himself. He rubbed his crotch as he pulled into the parking lot. Then his imagination shirted to the cute blonde waitress thinking if he tipped $50 rather than the usual $10 he'd be getting home later than usual. Marian would never know...never suspect.
At the same time Tom was grabbing his ball bag from the trunk, his wife was lowering her pussy onto a nerdy boy's cock. She was sure he was a virgin...perhaps the other two were also. All three had touched her all over when they saw she was naked and waiting for them. Then they did rock, paper, scissors the pimply redheaded boy ripped off his clothes and climbed onto the bed. Derek was sitting in the chair in the corner stroking his impressive cock waiting his turn. She wondered how much they paid him suddenly realizing she'd become a whore. It was a jolt when she realized she was a slut...now a whore? Then she closed her eyes and let out a low groan feeling the boy's cock penetrate her tight clean-shaven pussy.
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"Shoot for the stars, but if you happen to miss, shoot for the moon instead" Neil Armstrong.
My apologies to a great man.
All characters are at least 18 years of age.
*
Lois and Larry weren't happy about moving to Philadelphia but it was that or Larry would lose his partnership. It was between giving up all their friends, societies Lois was engaged in, and their season tickets to their beloved Cowboys or losing a half million a year income.
"There's NFL Sunday ticket," Larry sighed, "Plus, we can get tickets when they play the Eagles."
Lois groaned, "And sit amongst the rudest fans in the US? Crap! Ok, but I'm wearing my Staubach jersey. Let them suck on that," she said bitterly.
One would think they'd be concerned about giving up their friends or family, but most of their discussion was around moving deep into enemy territory. They both loved the Cowboys but Lois was the bigger fan as she'd been a Dallas Cowboys Cheerleader and her Daddy played tight end for them in the '90s. She had the blue star on at least 30 garments and proudly wore them whenever she could, especially in the summer, She'd have to pack those away if she wanted to blend into her new surroundings. And she had the blue and silver star tattooed on her mons which she shaved every September, though she wouldn't need to pack that away.
They found a great house outside the city just a 20-minute commute for Larry and also close to an elementary school that had an opening for a teacher. The neighbors welcomed them with open arms except for a few snide comments about the Dullass Cowpies or the Cowgirls. They laughed those off and soon fit in.
* * *
Saturday in September. Still warm and humid, perfect for an end-of-summer neighborhood get-together. Lois pulled on her red bikini and then a pair of tight shorts. Her bikini bottoms were too low-cut to hide the star so the shorts were mandatory. Larry nodded approvingly. First of all, because his wife originally wanted to put on her tight Cowboys tee-shirt, and secondly because her tits were spectacular and the red bra displayed those all-natural assets perfectly. Since the day they moved into the neighborhood, he'd overheard many in the area comment on the upgrade over the previous occupants and how their property values had gone up due to the new neighbor's great assets. It wasn't until he was putting tools back in the shed that the assets they were referring to were Lois's DDs. They hadn't been in their house a week when he happened to overhear disturbing comments. Tony and Bill were lounging by their pool talking about the addition to their neighborhood.
"She was getting out of the shower last Thursday. It was just a quick view but they're fucking perfect," Tony said softly. "I couldn't see her ass or pussy as the window's set too high, but she's built like that Baywatch girl, Pamela something? I wonder if they're real. Can't be, but who the fuck cares?"
"Anderson? I can see that. She knows she's hot. Was she really a Dallas Cowboys Cheerleader?" he asked.
"Yep, she has a wall of pictures in their den. I call it the cleavage wall, an amazing collection of assets," Tony said.
"A Cowboys Cheerleader...I might switch allegiances for a night with her. Christ, never cheated on Amy but I'd slip off my wedding ring and slip into that pussy of hers in a flash," Bill chuckled. "It's every man's dream to fuck a cheerleader but a Cowboys cheerleader? Sadly, she seems happily married."
Tony laughed, "Don't kid yourself. She's been used to getting any guy she wants and going from having the world at your fingertips to one guy has to eat at her. A woman like that is advertising, just like a neon sign. 'Open for business.' I'll be slipping into something comfortable...warm, tight, and comfortable before the year is out, trust me. She might be happily married but every woman has needs that no one man can satisfy."
Larry sighed. Lois was aware she had a great body, tall blonde with long shapely legs, great ass, narrow waist, and large breasts. She had few baggy clothes and often wore tight tops without a bra. She took great delight in seeing men's eyes widen and stare at her pokies. He'd noticed looks before from the guys on the street but wasn't aware that they'd ever opened the curtains in the master bath. He needed to remind Lois that their bedroom and bathroom faced the Sargents'. She'd need to be careful. He didn't like listening to the comments but that was a year ago and as far as he knew Lois hadn't cheated on him.
He looked at his beautiful wife remembering Tony's comment that he'd slip into her by the end of the year wishing he could gloat, but the man had no idea he'd overheard that. Anyhow, it wasn't elementary school, and 'Nyah, nyah, nyah,' just wasn't a very mature response, plus, Tony had never made a single move on Lois as far as he could tell. That was a good thing as Tony was not a small man. 210-220, 6' 2" He owned a construction company, and looked like he still did a ton of manual labor. He might have looked intimidating with huge hands, and arms that were as large as most men's calves, but he turned out to be a great guy.
They headed down to the living room as the first guests would be arriving soon. "I still think I should have something Cowboys on. They're playing tomorrow at AT&T against the Pigeons," Lois sighed.
"Don't let our friends hear you say that," Larry smiled, "It might be true but we have to coexist every fall here."
"I get it, but if a single person comes over wearing anything green or with wings I'm changing," she smiled. "I can out logo any of our neighbors."
Larry sighed, "You could just by losing the shorts but just like last season, we'll get through it without making enemies." He liked the fall when she shaved everything off and often sat in a thong watching the games.
Soon Lexi and Tom came over and helped bring out the various snacks, drinks, plates, and glasses. Over the next hour, Larry and Lois were answering the door, shaking hands, and hugging their friends. All the chairs around the pool were taken up first while Larry started the huge grill. Lois was making sure everyone had their preferred refreshment.
Larry was chatting with their neighbor behind them when He heard Lois gasp. He looked over and his wife was glaring toward the side of the house, hands on her hips. Tony and his wife Stacy came around the corner and Larry almost dropped the spatula.
"Holy shit!" he sputtered as he looked at the man's shirt. It wasn't just what it said but also the graphic. "F**K Cowpussies!" and a blue star with a huge erect cock penetrating the center. He quickly went over to his wife as she was striding over, "Cool it...just laugh it off," he said quietly.
Lois looked at her husband and hissed, "This means war! I can't believe Tony would come into our yard with that piece of shit shirt on!"
Larry sighed, "It is a big game tomorrow." Both Dallas and Philly were 3-0 going into their first meeting of the year. It was in Dallas and the Cowboys were favored by 3 1/2 points or home-field advantage. "Go put on your shirt. I know you wanted an excuse."
Tony came over as Lois strode into the house, "Lar, I hope I didn't upset your wife," he grinned, "I saw this at the store a month ago. It was tough holding out flaunting this in front of you guys."
"It's fine," Larry sighed, "I think you did her a favor. She was going to wear a Cowboys tee shirt but decided to stay neutral today in the interest of good relations."
Tony looked at the man and smiled without mirth, "I got the message, you're saying I'm hurting our relationship."
Larry thought a minute, then pointed over to the table filled with bottles, "Come. You need a drink. What'll you have?" he asked.
Larry was just handing the glass of whisky to the large man when he heard the kitchen door open. "Crap!" he muttered.
Tony turned and laughed. "Christ! When your cute little wife wants to make a statement...she makes a statement!" He put down his glass and walked over to the tall, statuesque blonde. "Babe! Had I known you'd react like this I'd have worn this every day," he guffawed.
Lois stood, hands on hips, and glared at her neighbor. She changed into Dallas Cowboys gear, but it wasn't a tee shirt. It was the tiniest bikini Tony had ever seen made up of three tiny triangles, each with a blue star. Her breasts were fully exposed with just the blue logo covering each nipple and another patch with COWBOYS embroidered across her mons. Her star tattoo sat directly above the small triangle. She strode over then stood within a half foot of the man, "You can only wish you could fuck a Cowboy!" she said into his ear before turning and heading over to the pool. She could feel the man's eyes on her exposed ass so she exaggerated her stride to accentuate her bouncing glutes.
Tony admired that ass and the quote came into his head, "Shoot for the stars, but if you happen to miss, shoot for the moon instead." "I'd be thrilled to hit that moon with all I got," he mumbled.
Stacy elbowed her husband. "I heard that. You'd better keep it in your pants. I like our new neighbors so you can't drive this couple out."
Larry came over to his wife as she grabbed a towel. "Lois, you are almost naked. I thought you said you'd never wear this in public," he said quietly.
Lois smiled over at the large man who was staring unblinkingly at her. "Who bought this for me?" she asked, "and you told me that there'd be an appropriate time to wear it. This is that time," she patted her husband's cheek. She glanced back at Tony and then slowly bent over to pick up a napkin.
Larry shook his head. When Lois gets a bee in her bonnet...He looked around and saw no disapproving looks from the men though half the women were shaking their heads, "I think there might be a few converts here," he chuckled.
Lois kissed her husband, handed him the napkin, and then dove into the pool. That seemed to inspire others to join her and within a minute a dozen men and Lois were frolicking in the cool water. Larry shrugged and then went back to the grill. He saw Tony go over, pull off his shirt, and join the others.
Lois was used to attention, used to men finding reasons to touch her, but never this many men before. She found herself being picked up and tossed, but it was when Tony came over and hands the size of baseball mitts cupped her ass and toss her effortlessly 15 feet up the pool that she felt vulnerable. The other men cheered and yelled to the huge man to see how far he could throw her. Lois tried to swim to the side, but two pairs of hands grabbed her and pulled her to the shallow end.
Tony came over, a huge grin on his face. "I knew my tee shirt would make you wet," he grinned. He picked the girl up by the hips, spun in the water, and hurled her almost the entire 40 feet.
Lois screamed as she flew through the air yet as much as she felt a dislike of the macho Pigeons fan she also felt a rush go through her, almost an orgasmic rush. She splashed hard and went under just as she scraped against the far wall. When she came up sputtering, she saw Tony swimming over,
"Sorry. That was too close to the edge," he said looking at her with concern. "Sometimes I can be such a klutz."
Lois blew water out of her nose and shook her head, "I'd say you gauged it perfectly. But let's not test your strength anymore, I've got water in my ears, nose, my...everywhere." What she didn't say, though she was sure it was intentional, was the crotch of her suit was pushed three inches inside her pussy by his middle finger.
Tony picked her up and set her on the side of the pool and grinned as he eyed her wet camel toe, "I'll bet no Cowboys fan ever got you as wet as this Eagles fan," he chuckled.
"You wish," Lois smiled. She couldn't help looking at the man's huge pecs covered in coarse hair. He moved closer and she instinctively opened her legs wider, her shaved labia fully on display. It was then that she noticed the perfect outline of his huge cock beneath his wet shorts. She could feel his heat against her pussy when he got within an inch before she roused herself.
"I'd better go see if Larry needs some help. I am supposed to be hostess. She scrambled out and wetly slapped over to the grill.
Larry had been watching and was relieved as he watched his wife come over. "You looked like the life of the party. I told you you'd love wearing the bikini," he smiled.
"I almost wasn't at least a dozen times. I had to recenter the stars over my nipples constantly," she sighed. "Then a couple of guys urged Tony to get the Cowboys gear off me. Not sure I could have stopped him. I need some wine." She kissed her husband and went over to the beverage table.
As the evening wore on, everyone seemed to accept Lois' outfit, a few went home and came back with their Kelly green jerseys and other gear. They were sitting around the outdoor gas fireplace and Tony spoke up, "You know, we should have a bet on tomorrow's game. Nothing much but next game the loser has to wear the other jersey or something."
Larry shook his head, "We plan on scoring tickets in six weeks when the 'Boys come here. And I'm not going to wear anything but Cowboys gear when I go to Lincoln Field."
Tony looked thoughtful, "OK, what about something now, cards?"
Lois shook her head, "Pool? Do you play? We have a table," she said.
Tony nodded, "I've played. Not for a few years but I can hold my own." He looked at his wife, "You up for a beatdown of the Cowpussies?" he grinned.
Stacy grinned, "Love to. What are the stakes? Losers have to wear the opposing team's gear?"
Larry looked at his wife and nodded, "Not sure we have anything that will fit Tony but you and Lois are almost the same size."
Tony shook his head as he pulled on his shirt. "If we win, Lois has to wear this and post a picture of her in it on her Facebook account."
Lois hesitated then nodded, "OK, but you have to wear this," she patted her breasts and pussy, "and nothing else and we'll post that on your Facebook account," she grinned.
Tony gulped and then nodded, "That bottom would cover just one of my balls," he sighed. Then he nodded, "And since I wear that and nothing else, you'll wear this shirt and nothing under it or below it."
Stacy smiled, "Winner hosts," she grinned at Larry and Lois, "and after we kick your asses you'll come to our house tomorrow for the game and sit on Tony's lap."
"Wait. You're ok with your husband having a half-naked woman on his lap? Not jealous?" Larry asked.
"Nope. Tony's allowed to have a little fun as long as I can have some of my own," she smiled. "You guys win, I'll wear a jersey and nothing else and sit on your lap during the game unless your little wifey here objects."
"Deal," Lois said. "If Larry wants to play with some Philly Cheesecake, have at it," she grinned.
"Wow, she called you cheesecake," Tony laughed. "Now you're going to have it."
The four stood, a bit unsteadily as they were all on their third or fourth drinks. They headed inside with the remaining neighbors following.
Larry felt he had an advantage as Tony was distracted by Lois's ass every time she shot. Twice he thought he should break things up as Tony gave Lois advice, leaning against her ass. But before he could say anything, the man stepped back. His advice was good and perhaps they'd been hasty making this the game.
It soon was apparent that both Tony and Stacy were not rusty at all and as their friends cheered them on the outcome was never in doubt.
When it was over, Bill laughed, "Thank God! At least we'll not have to see Tony wearing a string bikini. I'll probably have nightmares just thinking about it."
Amy elbowed him, "Better that than you fantasizing about Lois wearing it."
Bill hugged his wife, "Trust me, you'll thank Lois for wearing that by morning. I don't plan on letting you get any sleep tonight. Look at the time," the man said. "Thanks for the great party."
It wasn't long before just Tony and Stacy, and Lois and Larry were left. "I cannot believe we made that bet," Larry sighed.
Stacy chuckled, "Tony predicted he'd get Lois naked on his lap...okay, almost naked."
Lois shook her head, "I'm not happy but in 24 hours all will be forgotten when the Pigeons go down."
Tony chuckled, "Wanna bet? Or are you all betted out?" he asked.
"You guys didn't say you were pool sharks. The Cowboys will win so sure, what stake?" Lois asked.
"You. If the Eagles beat the Cowpussies I want to fuck a Cowpussy. yours," he grinned. "And your ass. I want all of you. 24 hours of you obeying 100%. 24 hours of anything goes."
"Wait! Not happening," Larry sputtered, "let's do something else."
Lois looked thoughtful, "If the Cowboys win, you'll get us seats to the game in three weeks, great seats, 50-yard line, down below. If the Pigeons win...I'll let you do what you want, but what about Larry?"
"I never said..." Larry said quickly.
Stacy came over and ran a finger across the man's lips. "Go with it," she ran her hand down the front of his shorts and raised her eyebrows as she looked at her husband, "Nothing you say can convince us this doesn't excite you." She turned to Lois, "Don't worry about hubby, Aren't lawyers called mouthpieces? I'll be sure to make use of this mouthpiece."
Lois looked at her husband, "Do you really think the Eagles are going to win?"
Larry sighed and shook his head. "No, Cowboys at home..."
Lois grinned and put out her hand to Tony. It was immediately engulfed inside the man's huge fist. She looked at his middle finger, the one she was sure had penetrated her pussy. It was longer than...she stopped that train of thought. She felt the same almost orgasmic rush she felt in the pool as she glanced at the large bulge in the man's shorts. Then she watched them go.
"Lois. You just agreed to fuck Tony...not just fuck, let him do anything he wants to you. How could you do that?" he said urgently.
Lois turned and kissed her husband, "Relax. Do you really think the Cowboys can lose a division game at home? They didn't even ask for points. We're going to save hundreds, maybe thousands since these suckers are going to pay our way."
That night Larry was surprised at how horny his wife was. The many hands on her in the pool? The anticipation of sitting on the huge man's lap the next day? Was she thinking about losing the bet and letting another man fuck her? He didn't care as he had his fantasies. The way Stacy was checking out his crotch, the feel of her fingers on his lips...he was just as horny as his wife. Then he thought about Lois at the mercy of Tony and his cock immediately hardened more than ever.
Larry and Lois barely finished brushing their teeth when the friskiness started. Lois was bending over as she rinsed her mouth when her husband yanked down her bikini bottom and entered her in a powerful thrust. Normally that would have earned him a punch and a night on the couch but instead, she groaned loudly, pressed her face against the faucet, and widened her stance.
Lois was thinking about Tony's body, his abs, barrel chest, massive thighs, and his huge hands. She'd agreed to allow the man free access to her body during the game and had no illusions that he'd be respectful of her married status. She had her eyes closed feeling Larry though imaging Tony slamming into her sopping pussy with an urgency she'd never felt from him. This was the opposite of their usual love-making, this was fucking. Raw, impersonal fucking. She could feel that she wasn't his wife of 11 years but a naked and willing slut. "Fuck me, fuck me...oh, baby use my cunt," she panted. Then she felt it, her fourth orgasm. She'd come twice just a few times in her life and she could feel another coming on.
Larry wasn't surprised at how wet his wife was as he'd seen she'd been flushed most of the afternoon and evening. She tried to hide it, but her eyes were on their neighbor, especially his shorts. At least a half-dozen times he'd caught her looking and licking her lips. As he slammed into her sloshing pussy, her juices flowing down his balls he heard her cry out with her first orgasm. She gasped for almost a minute this time. He idly wondered what her record was.



Lois was roughly frigging her clit as the powerful waves pulsed through her. She tried to think back to when she'd cum this quickly, this aroused and it had been years.
The last time she orgasmed quickly was when she'd let Tommy Wilson fuck her after the game. Tommy was her HS team's star QB and after winning their last game against their main rival he'd come over to the cheerleading squad and announced he was owed a victory fuck. Her best friend pushed her toward the boy. Tommy pulled her under the stands and wasted no time fucking her. He never said a word, never spoke at all, and just pulled down those cheerleading panties and then drove his cock into her. He pulled off her cheerleading outfit exposing her tits, then grabbed her roughly not even asking if she was on the pill. He used her pussy to celebrate the conference championship not caring that she was his best friend's girl.
She remembered seeing two of the school nerds watching as she was roughly fucked. Rather than feeling embarrassed, she came immediately when Tommy turned her toward them in just her saddle shoes and socks. Tommy didn't last much longer after that and came with a loud, exaggerated groan. He grinned at the boys as he stepped back, tucked his slimy cock into his football pants, and left her draped over a support strut. She roused herself and was sure the two boys were virgins as she scrambled for her cheerleading outfit. Then she saw they'd been taping her and stopped dressing and put a hand behind her head. She then slowly turned in a dramatic pose before getting dressed and going over to kiss each of them.
That night she remembered cumming twice more with her boyfriend making the first time she'd ever cum more than once. Jimmy had to be oblivious to the large red hand prints on her breasts, or maybe he already knew. Tommy never touched her again and Jimmy never said a word. She assumed it was over but she saw those boys leering at her the following Monday. She pulled them into the vacant Biology lab and asked them if they showed the videos to anyone.
The boys shook their heads and when she asked them to delete them they shook their heads again. "It's the hottest thing I ever saw," the tall skinny kid said, "I already copied it to my Mac at home," he said.
The other boy nodded, "I did that too...I mean to my laptop."
Lois looked at the door...went over, pulled the blind then locked it. "If I let you touch me, will you promise never to show the videos to anyone? Ever?" she asked. Both boys grinned and nodded. Lois missed her Calculus class as she let the boys do more than touch her while finding out the joys of being spit-roasted. She remembered fondly how both boys had incredible stamina for being virgins swapping positions four times before letting each cum in her mouth. She had cum twice and told them they couldn't cum inside her. The rest of her senior year it was strange the way both boys and their friends looked at her causing her to wonder how much they told or showed the other nerds.
She told none of these things to Larry, just that she'd just had one boyfriend before they met in college. He confessed he was still a virgin so she tried to play down her experiences saying she just lost her virginity right before going to college which was not even close. For the past 11 years, she'd used those memories as fuel for her arousal with her husband. It wasn't as if Larry wasn't a good lover, just that he liked doing things the same way every time.
The next Sunday, they went over to Tony and Stacy's house. Lois wore the 'Fuck The Cowboys' tee shirt and nothing else. It didn't cover her ass and she was happy no one was walking their dogs or riding their bikes. Larry was wearing an Eagles jersey. At least no one told him he couldn't wear shorts. Both would have preferred to be naked.
Tony and Stacy greeted them with Eagles gear, Tony's hand straying to his neighbor's bare ass when he hugged her. Bill and Amy were also there....of course wearing Eagles gear. Lois looked at Larry, "We're outnumbered two to one. All this green makes me want to throw up. They'd better kick ass." Then she sighed and looked over at the couch. Tony patted his thigh his hand just missing the tent in his shorts. She sighed and went over to the couch and sat on Tony's lap while Larry sat on a side chair.
She tried to keep her knees together but Tony pulled her legs on either side of his legs. She'd hoped to make it through at least one quarter before she'd be exposing herself.
Bill grinned, "I'm making a bet next time. Sorry Amy, but..." he stammered.
Amy laughed, "I'm a girl and I'd fuck her if I could. If you get a shot at that pussy I'll not say a word."
Lois blushed. She could feel the largest mass she'd ever felt under her and everyone was looking from the TV to her naked crotch. To make things worse, she could feel her arousal causing her pussy to swell and her labia to open up.
The game started poorly for the Eagles as Hurts was strip sacked on the first drive and Tony Pollard took it in for a score.
Larry was reserved in his cheering, but Lois was bouncing up with every great play which made Tony both unhappy and happy. By the start of the 4th Dak was 22 of 30 with 3 TDs and the Cowboys were leading 28-14.
Larry wasn't ready to start celebrating but Lois was rubbing the score in their friends' faces.
Larry didn't see when it happened but Lois was now straddling Tony facing him, her head turned to watch the game. Her ass was flexing as if she was fucking the man...but that couldn't be. She'd never do that. Then the Cowboys got the first down and Lois again bounced but rather than cheering she gasped out a moan.
Then Dak Prescott went back to pass and the ball was tipped by Josh Sweat who grabbed it and lumbered 27 yards for a score. In the next series, the Eagles went 3 and out and had to punt. AT&T Stadium was muted for the first time all day. Hurts then ran, passed, and handed off 84 yards for the tying touchdown. At this point, the Eagles fans started giving it back to Lois and Larry, though mostly to Lois.
Tony looked over at Bill, "If the Eagles come back did I mention the bet our slutty cheerleader here made with us?" he said as his hands gripped those creamy ass cheeks.
Bill looked over and shook his head, "I hope she has to wear an Eagles cheerleading outfit next game and do a cheer whenever the Eagles score."
Tony shook his head, "Better. She's my naked slut for 24 hours. We get to truly fuck the Cowpussies!" he said as he ground his cock against the woman's hot pussy. As he was saying that, the Cowboys couldn't do anything and had to punt with 4:43 left.
Lois was quiet as Angers' punt went out of bounds at the 38-yard line. Elliott had made a 61-yard field goal and he was money inside of 60 yards indoors. That meant that the Eagles just needed 20 yards to be within his range.
Deandre Swift ran for 9, then Hurt was flushed out and made the first down. Three plays later Jalen passed to A.J. Brown who broke two tackles before sliding down at the three.
As the Cowboys were out of timeouts, Hurts took two knees and then called a timeout. Elliott came out for a chip shot and the room was just waiting to explode. Lois looked at her husband and mouthed, "Fuck! I'm sorry." Then looked back as the ball sailed effortlessly right through the uprights as the clock hit 0:00.
Stacy, Bill, and Amy all jumped up screaming, while Lois put her face against Tony's shoulder. The man was grinning at Larry who was slumped back on his chair. Then Tony effortlessly stood, Lois's legs wrapped around his waist and joined the dancing celebrants.
Then Tony grinned at Lois, "Friday night. You know what to do." He looked at Bill, I hope Amy lets you stay over Friday night. We're having a 'Fuck the Cowboys' party!" he grinned. Then he looked at Larry and then kissed Lois hungrily on her mouth.
Bill was smiling happily and looked over to his wife, eyebrows raised.
Amy grinned, "Like I said, any other woman and I'd divorce you, but I want you to fuck this bitch, fuck her hard!" she laughed. Then she looked at Lois, and sighed, "Sorry. I know we're friends but I wanted to spank you with all that gloating for three quarters."
Stacy spoke up, "Hang on, that's not the entire bet. Larry's my bitch for 24 hours also. Amy, don't worry about sitting around waiting for Bill to come home. Larry's going to suck my pussy and all my friend's pussies."
Amy smiled evilly and then came over to Stacy and whispered in her ear. Stacy laughed as she looked at Larry. "Oh, now this is going to be fun."
It seemed like the 100-foot walk back home was a mile for Lois and Larry. When they got home, Lois sighed and looked at her husband, "Say it. Say, I told you so." She tore off the tee shirt before the front door was closed.
Larry shook his head as he yanked his jersey off. "Had the fucking Cowboys not gone away from the run they had it. They had the fucking game. We should be anticipating watching the game from the 50-yard line in three weeks," he sighed. "Fuck!" Then he looked at his wife's naked body. Large red handprints were everywhere....on her breasts, waist, ass, thighs...he assumed between her legs. "I hate asking this, but did you fuck him? It looked like his cock was inside you," he said softly.
Lois shook her head, "Well, no exactly. His cock penetrated me while still in his shorts. He asked me if he could but I told him just to suck it up." Then she plopped down on the couch not concerned she was fully naked. "You know Tony's going to invite all his friends Friday. I'm fucked, literally and figuratively fucked."
Larry groaned. "I wish we could take the stupid bet back." Then he noticed the hand prints on her tits, waist, and thighs. He couldn't see her ass but there had been his large hand prints there laso. Then he sighed. Those handprints are nothing compared to what he'll be doing to her in a few days.
Larry then thought back to the conversation he overheard. "Last year, Tony and Bill were on his deck and I overheard them talking about you. Tony said you dressed as if wanting it. He said that he'd fuck you before the year is out. That was 11 months ago," he sighed. "I shook my head at the time writing it off to his huge male ego."
Lois felt a rush through her uterus. 'Huge male something,' she thought. She'd never felt a cock as large as what was pressed against her ass and then her pussy before. She sighed, "I am dreading this. The way Bill was looking at me and the way he was talking made it sound like he'd be inviting a ton of friends over. When I made the bet I thought I'd have to fuck him, just him."
Larry shook his head. "Maybe I'm a guy, but when I hear a guy say '24 hours of anything goes,' I'm thinking it's party time!"
"I'm going to fix dinner, have some wine, and watch something," Lois sighed. But first, I need to get dressed. It's cooling off earlier these days.
That night they tried to get intimate and as aroused as Lois had been it was no good. Finally, they kissed and said 'goodnight' to each other.
The rest of the week was no better. Both Lois's and Larry's stomachs soured as Friday approached. Larry was beginning to freak out about his wife being gangbanged while also replaying the evil grin on Amy's face and hearing Stacy's laugh as they both looked over. What was so fun sounding? he wondered.
Thursday evening, Tony and Stacy came over. Both Larry and Lois felt hope they decided the bet was stupid and wanted something else but that was not the case.
Stacy grinned as she handed Lois an envelope, "Tony and I wanted to give you your preparation instructions." She took the other envelope and handed it to Larry. We decided Lois would be at our front door at 6 PM sharp wearing nothing." She looked at Larry, "You will be given a break. We're having the girl's 'Fuck the Cowboys' party at your house." She tapped the envelope, "Your guests will be here at 6 PM so...well, read the instructions."
Tony was leering openly at Lois' body, an evil grin on his face. Then he stroked the front of his pants.
Stacy slapped his hand away. "I told you. Save your cum for the bitch. She needs to feel our Philadelphia hospitality rain down on her," she smiled. She pulled her husband back down the path, but stopped, "Oh, you might want to get plenty of rest tonight. Neither of you will get any sleep until after 6 PM Saturday. Night!" she said cheerily.
Lois shut the door and slumped to the floor. "Can we just flee? Go to a hotel or something? Bali? They'll never find us in Bali," she said softly.
Larry slid down the wall next to her and held her. "This is not going to be in our Christmas Year in Review newsletter," he said softly.
Lois thought for a second and then started laughing. It was infectious and soon they both were laughing hysterically, holding each other with tears running down their faces.
Larry found it hard to concentrate on the brief he was working on as he stressed over what strange men were going to be doing to Lois and also what Stacy and Amy had planned for him. He didn't like the temporary tattoo that was in his envelope. That didn't bode well. Lois had been withdrawn after reading her instructions. They had to be bad as his instructions started with, "In no way can you let Lois see or hear about what is in this document." He was sure hers said the same thing.
Lois felt both relief and dread when she heard the bell ring and her class jumped up excitedly. Friday's were always like that. A weekend off felt like a week back when she was their age but now at 32, her weekends seemed to zip by. Not this weekend. It was the week that zipped by and she suspected starting at 6 PM that the next 24 hours would feel like a week. As the last kids waved goodbye to her, she pulled the envelope out of her purse. Even though she'd already read it she hoped she missed something.
"In no way can you let Larry see or hear about what is in this document. You will knock on the door at 6 PM exactly. Any earlier and you'll have to stand and wait. Any later, and for each minute you're late an hour will be added to the Fuck-the-Cowboys party. You will come prepared...or not. First, Bathe and shave. The only hair we want to see or feel are your eyebrows. We want a fresh, sweet-smelling whore for our enjoyment. Next, apply the enclosed Cowboys temporary tattoos as labeled. Third, lube your ass. The more the better...at least for you. I don't care either way," Lois could see Tony's leering face as he typed that. "No sex with Larry. We don't want his cum inside you fouling up our fuck toy." 'Fuck toy!' she thought. 'I'd like to shove a fuck toy up his ass!' "Last, you'll walk...and I mean walk over here. No running though seeing your huge funbags bounce would be nice...you'll walk over to our house naked...no coat, no shoes, and wait on the porch in full view of the neighborhood until I answer the door." There were other instructions for after she got to the house which left her feeling exhausted. Things she could say, things she couldn't.
She groaned and folded up the paper, slipping it back into her purse. She wondered what Larry's said but she shook her head and wanted to cry. 'It's so fucking unfair!' she thought, 'Larry will probably be sucking on pussies all night, his lone cock being the center of a room full of horny women's desires. How is that a loss?' she wondered.
She realized that almost all the sounds in the school faded and she was one of the few remaining people left. She gathered up her things and headed out to the abnormally empty parking lot.
She was surprised to see Larry's car in the garage as he rarely ever got out of the office before 7, but this wasn't a normal Friday. She went in and Larry was in the bathroom looking like he was going to cry.
Larry had to leave the office early explaining that he was feeling a migraine coming on. He felt like throwing up as he'd gotten almost no sleep thinking about his instructions and what his wife was going to have to do...or what was going to be done to her. He stripped as soon as he got home and bathed. He dried off and stood in front of the mirror dreading this next part. Sighing, he grabbed the shaving cream and used almost the entire can as he smoothed it over his arms, legs, chest, and crotch.
Lois came in and gasped. Her husband was not just naked...but NAKED. No hair anywhere below his neck. She should have known Tony and Stacy would have conspired. She looked at his face and came over to hug him, "Fuck. Everywhere?" she asked.
Larry nodded, "Everywhere. Even my ass. But I will need help for one more thing."
Lois groaned when he told her. "I'll do you and you do me."
At 5:58, Lois looked out the window and saw no one on the street which was a miracle as at this time the sound of commuters coming home was a constant. She opened the door and walked outside. She tried to walk normally but a voice in her head was screaming, 'Run!' Then a car followed by three more came around the corner. Not commuters, as they pulled into Tony's drive or parking in front. Then more cars came, half tooting their horns at the spectacular naked women.
Then the front door opened and Stacy came out with Amy. They grinned at the naked woman as they trotted down the stairs and up their front walk. Each had overnight bags in their hands. They came up to Lois, Stacy on her left, Amy on her right. "Smack, smack!" the sounds of both women slapping Lois's bare ass echoed up the street. "Have fun, slut!" Stacy laughed, "I told him you should bring a wheelchair so you can get home tomorrow but he laughed it off."
Lois groaned and walked by a dozen men who were standing and admiring her as she trotted up the stairs. She looked at her watch. 5:59. She knocked and waited. The men had come up and were standing around her, leering. She tried not to look at them but couldn't help seeing large bulges in all their pants. She recognized none of them. Then she noticed a dozen or more women arriving at her house...Larry's house. She heard the sounds of giggling and chatter as they hugged each other before heading for the front door.
Then the door opened and a fully naked Tony greeted her. "Come in, come inside," he said. "Not the last time you'll hear that phrase," he chuckled. He stepped back as the guests arrived before inspecting the blonde. He checked her tattoos and then had her bend over.
Lois felt his fat finger press into her pussy and then into her ass. She knew he just wanted to humiliate her but she'd already reached rock bottom. Then he stood her up and put his hands on her shoulders, "Lois. I want you to go to every one of your guests and introduce yourself."
Lois looked around. There had to be 30 guys sitting, standing, holding beers, some tall, some short, some young, some old...skinny, fat, black, white, Asian. But all were leering at the naked woman. She steeled herself for every guy to grope her and went to the one nearest her, "Hi. I'm Lois Baker. Former Cowboys cheerleader, and whatever you desire I'll bend over backward...or in any other position for you," she said. Then she kissed him open-mouthed as she let him feel her all over.
She then went around the room repeating the same thing. By the time she was done, her skin was blotchy red from hand prints. She came back to Tony and repeated her mantra knowing he'd demand it. She counted 32 men ranging from age 20 to 70 or 75. How can she handle 32 cocks given that they'd get hard again? Then she noticed the candy dish filled with blue pills and felt dread go through her.
Tony checked to confirm the lights were blinking on the half-dozen video recorders around the room. There were more in the bedroom, the basement, and even the bathrooms. All were motion-activated and he knew there'd be a lot of motion over the next 24 hours. He'd make copies of the individual men's sessions with the slut as souvenirs. He put his arm around her, "Good slut," he said. "Let's start here." He pushed her to her knees and shoved his cock into her mouth. Lois opened wide, her jaw feeling hurting as she sucked dutifully.



As she slurped on Tony's huge cock, the man laid down ground rules. "No injuries, no physical damage. She's yours to do what you want as long as there's nothing permanent." Then he chuckled, "Permanent physical damage. No doubt there'll be psychological damage, but she's already damaged being a Cowpussy fan," he laughed as he stroked the twin stars she'd applied to both cheekbones. "I did like your suggestion, Randy. Piercing her nipples with an Eagles barbell is brilliant, but perhaps we'll save that for a future bet. He pressed his cock deep down her throat, holding her head tightly against his pubes before releasing her. She pulled back gagging and coughing but dove back onto his cock as soon as she recovered. He grinned at the group, "See? She's ours to do with no matter what."
Tony felt his balls begin to ache as both he and Stacy had abstained for the last week, but he wanted to make a point. He pulled the girl's mouth off his cock and stood her up. He led her over to a table. "OK. As you saw on the invite, this is a Fuck-the-Cowboys party. You're welcome to come inside our cheap slut but if you want to decorate our guest, I urge you to aim here," he stroked the tattoo on her mons. He turned her around, "here." He circled the temporary tattoo just above her ass crack. "Here," he said patting the twin stars on each huge breast, or here," he said as he ran a finger on each of her cheeks. He stepped back and smiled. Bill, since you came up with half these humiliations, I'll let you have her first."
Bill grinned and nodded to a couple of the other guys. "I'll take her ass first, Jim you can have the bitch's cunt, Al you get her mouth. Let's break her in so she's eager for another 30 cocks," he said.
Jim climbed onto the table and pulled Lois on top. He thought he'd have to line his cock up but the blonde was truly a slut. She grabbed his cock, lined it up, and plunged her pussy onto his aching shaft.
Lois knew any resistance would just delay the inevitable and came into this thinking she'd make them all cum as soon as possible and perhaps instead of 24 hours, there'd be just 18 hours of humiliation. She wished she hated it but Jim's cock felt good inside her, especially since it's been a week since she and Larry had sex. Neither was in the mood as they had been stressing out all week.
Bill climbed up after lubing his cock and bent Lois forward. He pressed his cock against her cute anus and pushed.
Lois had always hated anal, and there were times she had to grit her teeth and just take it. Her past boyfriends liked anal and on special occasions, she'd offered her ass as a gift. As many times as she'd done it, she thought she'd learn to relax but she still had the initial clenching of her sphincter. Bill didn't seem to care and she cried out as he roughly shoved his cock past her tight ring.
"Holy fuck, guys. Tightest ass I've ever done," he grinned.
Lois's cries were soon muted as Al stepped forward and offered her hiscock. Lois wrapped her mouth around the curved shaft, sucking instantly.
"OK, guys. While Lois takes care of her first clients, there's a pool table downstairs and, an open bar, we have video games and I set up the poker table in the den. Dwight, you and Jack are up next. Let's make this a night," he chuckled. "I need a beer," he grinned.
Lois thought this wasn't that bad as the three men roughly fucked her holes. She'd been used harder than this...not in years but she replayed the better moments often.
Then Bill said, "Switch," and she felt all three pull out and she was pulled on top of Bill. As soon as Bill's cock was inside her pussy, Al's cock slid easily into her ass and Jim's cock was in her mouth. She now knew what they wanted and never let any guy put his cock anywhere near her mouth after being in her ass. Tonight, that rule would be blown away like a tissue in a tornado.
Tony came out with his beer. Dwight and Jack were sitting naked on the couch stroking their cocks while the foursome was switching holes again. He wasn't sure how these guys were holding back as Lois was a walking, fucking premature ejaculation waiting to happen. Then Bill grunted he was cumming and pulled out of her ass, stroked his cock rapidly, and the first jet of sperm splattered on the star tattoo on her back. He then shoved his cock back into her ass and groaned as he emptied the remainder inside her.
Lois felt the hot cum on her lower back and as it cooled and ran between her ass cheeks, Al pulled back, stroking his cock and jetted sperm onto her face. His aim wasn't as good as cum splattered into her eyes and forehead. Then he put his cock in her mouth where she swallowed the remaining creamy fluids. Both men then stepped back and watched as Jim flipped the woman onto her back, pumping rapidly into her cunt before pulling out and kneeling over her chest, splashing her tits with his creamy sperm.
When the three men admired their work, they high-fived each other and headed for the bathroom to clean up. Tony handed her a damp towel and she cleaned herself up. What she wanted was mouthwash but she had little time as two men picked her up and carried her over to the couch. She assumed this would be the same thing, ass, and pussy when Dwight pulled her onto his lap. But she suddenly knew this would be different. She'd heard about women getting double-penetrated but she couldn't believe they weren't seriously injured.
Jack had used the lube and grinned hearing the woman's deep groan as he shoved his cock into the same hole his brother Dwight was fucking.. Tony grabbed a camera and brought it over for close-ups of the woman's pussy being stretched wide and of her face. He expected to see pain but instead, her mouth was open in the classic 'O' and she was grunting as if nearing orgasm.
Lois's fear vanished immediately as she felt more filled than she thought possible. Then he mind grasped that there were two cocks inside her pussy, two loads of cum inside her if they don't want to defile her Cowboys logos.
Lois was passed around, sometimes with one man, other times with pairs, or groups of three or four. She lost track of time though she was aware when it became dark outside. Then as she was bent over the couch, a cock alternated between her pussy and ass while deep-throating a man, she felt the warmth of the sun on her ass. She made it through the night. There were six soaked towels tossed by the table from all the cum she'd wiped off her body when she finally wondered what they were doing to Larry...or if Larry was in heaven with a couple of dozen naked women. The bastard is probably suffering from cumming too many times," she thought. Then she realized she'd cum at least 20 times overnight, once as a black guy whose name she didn't know was shooting his cum on her face. 'Now, that's humiliation,' she thought.
* * *
Larry had his face buried between..what was this? His 35th pussy? Anyhow his lips felt raw, the taste in his mouth never felt more sour. He swore he'd never go down on another woman as long as he lived. Over 12 straight hours of kneeling between every woman's thighs, his head held tight against their slimy pussies as he was ordered to probe deep inside with his tongue. Then many lifted their legs offering their assholes. He was told to clean them out while still pleasuring their pussies. He could say he'd triggered at least 40 orgasms and the humiliation was just halfway through. He'd never expected such a turnout. One trio was an 18-year-old daighter, her 45-year-old mother, and her 70-year-old grandmother. Family bonding, he thought.
But that was far from the worst of it. He'd dreaded what they were going to do when the note said to put the tattoo on his lower back and to lube his asshole, but his fears undersold how bad it would be.
He thought back to when he answered the door stark naked in front of 25 or 30 giggling women. That was humiliating enough, but they all seemed fascinated with his completely hairless body. They all took turns feeling him all over, making him raise his arms so they could admire his pits, and feeling his hairless balls and crotch. Stacy then pointed at the coffee table, had him bend over and reach back opening his ass cheeks for the group's inspection.
"See? Not a hair. I love my husband but when I've made love with another woman I've always loved her perfectly smooth skin. Isn't our little bitch sexier than you could have imagined?" she asked.
Then three women sat on the couch and Larry was led over. He had to bring each of them off which at first wasn't bad. He'd been with many women but came to realize pussies were like fingerprints. No two were alike in looks or taste. He was starting his third pussy when he heard giggling behind him. Then a cold object pressed against his ass. He grunted loudly, putting his head back as a fat shaft plunged into his ass.
Stacy was standing next to a naked Amy who'd put on a strap-on. "Fuck him," she said, "Fuck him hard. See that star? That needs to be fucked hard," she urged.
Larry might have sucked 35 pussies but his attention was on the objects roughly filling his ass. He wasn't sure but he thought he felt a half-dozen different shapes and sizes. None felt comfortable and after being reamed over and over he knew his asshole had to be bleeding. He used up the entire tube of KY within the first 12 hours. It was non-stop. The only breaks he got were bathroom breaks and periodic food.
'11 1/2 hours to go,' he thought, 'Lucky Lois. She likes to fuck...to be fucked.'
* * *
As the sun rose, first one of the men and then the other came inside her. Most pulled out but the man fucking her ass didn't seem interested. Meanwhile, the guy fucking her mouth held her face onto his cock as jets of hot sperm splashed down her throat. Just as she started to see stars from lack of oxygen he let go and she came up gasping for air while coughing up cum. They left her draped over the arm of the couch as if she were a throw blanket, laughing at how she looked.
"Remember when she came strutting in, all 'I'm the hottest cunt around?' one of them asked, "Look at her now. Hell, if I hadn't had so much to drink last night I'd have passed on that."
Lois groaned. The last time she had a pee break she tried to make herself presentable but gobs of cum had dried in her hair, and there was a crusty coating of dried cum all over her face and torso. At least she splashed water on her face and used a washcloth to get most of the cum off her skin but that was 15 men ago.
Another man came over without a word, picked her up, and carried her into the basement.
"Guys, here she is. Let's tie her up," He said.
Lois had thought this was what Tony had planned initially for her but had forgotten. She was soon suspended from the ceiling, her arms and legs forming an X. There were a dozen men all standing around and one was holding a riding crop. 'Oh shit! I thought these guys wanted to fuck me like this...but...'
Stu slapped the leather flap on his palm and then chuckled. "We'll take turns but Tony says it's important not to leave marks, so," he came up between the woman's legs with the crop.
Lois's loud yelp and the wet slapping sound were simultaneous. One of the guys zoomed the camera in on her exposed pussy and Stu rapidly smacked her swollen, well-used pussy. "Slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap," echoed throughout the basement.
Lois was grunting with every rapid-fire hit and the pain was morphing into pleasure. After two minutes she felt the ache building up and when a couple of other men came over and began slapping her nipples with their riding crops she exploded. It was so intense her knees buckled and she passed out.
The men grinned at each other and Stu looked over at the guy with the camera. You got that? What a fucking slut! She came so hard...look at her," she grinned.
Her head was hanging down, a string of drool hanging down. Cum was running down her thighs and even though she was out cold, she was still grunting. They took her down and laid her on the couch face down.
She woke 10 minutes later feeling the weight of a man's body on top of her, his cock in her ass. She would have said something but her mouth was being fucked just as aggressively. She felt disgusted that even though she passed out they still kept fucking her. Her pussy throbbed as if recently fucked and the man's cock in her ass was long and slender. For some reason, she was thinking that cocks were like fingerprints. No two were alike. Then the man in her mouth let out a cry and she tasted hot sperm as he exploded in her mouth.
It was Stu who was fucking her ass and as he got close he slithered his cock out of her rectum and then came around to add his cum to his friend's.
Lois swallowed the foul-tasting cum and she barely had time to breathe when she was pulled up on all fours. A cock slammed into her pussy and rather than a cock being shoved into her mouth, a man knelt in front of her and shoved his ass in her face. She licked his asshole as he jerked off. Men were ordering her to 'get in there,' and to 'stick your tongue in his ass.' Nothing in her life would ever top the humiliation and anger she felt at that time. 'Larry's probably being passed from naked woman to naked woman being told he needed to fuck each of them while I'm reaming some guy's ass. Asshole!' she thought.
* * *
Larry's ass was burning from all the toys thrust inside him and when he'd gotten another woman off with his tongue he thought maybe they be done wanting oral sex. Each woman had cum at least twice and he was introduced to squirters a few times. It wasn't as disgusting as he thought.
Then it got worse. He's just licked and swallowed a ton of juices from an older woman, perhaps someone's grandmother when a fat black dildo was shoved into his mouth. He dreamt of engaging in a spit-roast but as one of the spit-roasting participants. Never as the one being spit-roasted. And especially not tasting his ass while two of the women thrust hard into his ass and mouth. They seemed to get off on swapping positions as often as possible. This has to be the ultimate humiliation, he thought. Four hours left and his jaw was screaming in pain, his ass felt like it was being stabbed with a red-hot poker. This will soon be over. He hoped they were taking it easier on Lois. Then he imagined Lois, her legs wrapped around Tony screaming in ecstasy as he thrust his huge cock into her pussy.
* * *
Lois was recovering from another three men rotating all her holes when she was lifted to her feet. She'd lost consciousness a half-dozen times over the past hour and the room spun as she was being lifted. She was surprisingly being led into the shower by Tony. He was naked and she realized that since sucking his cock initially he'd been acting as the host, letting everyone else do what they wanted to her. He was almost gentle and he bathed her. It was good he was there as she was unsteady due to the non-stop use of her body and lack of sleep. She slept next to nothing all week as every time she started to dream all she saw was dozens of cocks throbbing in front of her. Normally, these would be dreams to embrace but they weren't. They made her almost flinch when she saw Larry's cock in the morning.
Tony felt she was clean and turned her and bent her over. Her slid his cock into her pussy and pistoned into her roughly. He looked over and Joseph was peeing while grinning at the sight of the blonde getting fucked. He gave a thumbs up and then went back to enjoy the feeling of this slut's cunt gripping his cock. He was amazed that after all the cocks she'd had inside her she was still tight.
'Tony might be an ass but Holy Fuck, he has a nice cock,' she thought. She hadn't felt this filled up by anyone since the two guys fucked her pussy simultaneously. She groaned as he bent over her and pulled on her nipples. Then she heard what she promised herself she'd never say, "Fuck me, fuck me. Oh, God yesssss," she panted.
Tony smiled and pulled harder on her nipples. "You like being a slut, don't you?" he hissed in her ear. "Say it. Say you're a cock-loving whore."
"Fuck!" Lois panted, "I love your cock. I love being a cock-loving whore." As she was panting this, three more men came in recording the exchange, grins on their faces. She looked over feeling even more humiliated, Why had she said those things? Her reputation will be shot in the neighborhood. 'I'll bet guys will be dropping by Saturdays when Larry's at work to see if I'm the cock-loving whore I just announced myself to be.'
Tony was surprised that Lois began grunting and came right after the guys came in. She must love an audience. That gave him an idea...being tied up and used. Just as he was thinking that, she came, bouncing her ass rapidly against his cock.
The guys were taping the sluts orgasm, "Slap, slap, slap, slap, slap," Tony's hips slapped against her wet ass.
As soon as she felt the last spasms fade, Tony let out a roar that he was cumming and she could swear she could feel the first blast of cum hit her cervix. Spurt after spurt filled her pussy going on for a good half-minute until the man staggered back with a groan.
Lois looked between her legs and saw a thick stream of cum flow out of her pussy. How many gallons of cum had been pumped into her mouth, ass, or pussy, or on her face or torso?" she wondered. She had the shower to herself after Tony rinsed off and staggered out. Then she was pulled out and before she could even dry off, was shoved against the bathroom sink and a cock was shoved up her ass. She never even had a chance to see who it was.
After the guy finished, she went into the bedroom and saw just three hours to go. There were just a dozen men left and most seemed content with the two or three times they'd gotten their rocks off in her. Perhaps she could lie down and rest...just for a bit.
Tony came in grinning. He led her into the living room. There was a bench on one side under the balcony and he had her lie down on her back. Two ropes came down swinging and he and another man secured her ankles. Then her feet were pulled up with her legs spread and her ass off the bench. She'd felt vulnerable and exposed all night but this was the ultimate. There were 20 men in a line, all naked, all stroking their cocks. Tony was first.
"OK. Over the next hour, you each have 60 seconds in the hole of your choice. Whoever cums, loses. Whoever triggers an orgasm get this," he held up Lois's Cowboys bikini.
'Where did he get that?' she wondered. Larry had to have given it to him as part of his set of tasks,' she thought. 'Fuck!'
"OK," he punched his timer and strode up to her wide-open crotch. He shoved his cock into her ass and pumped rapidly into her.
Lois was amazed that he'd gotten hard again so soon after fucking her in the shower but her focus shifted when the 2nd guy slammed into her pussy. Her aching climbed and ebbed as men chose either her pussy or her ass but when three men chose her ass she gasped out that she was cumming as the third guy entered her sopping pussy.
"We have a winner," Tony cried. "Dave, she's yours for," he looked at the time, "the next 15 minutes. Sorry guys. You had your chance."
Lois was reeling from the orgasm as Dave pounded into her pussy. His face was clenched and then she remembered him fucking her in the kitchen earlier. He'd lubed her ass and his cock with butter which she appreciated...though she'd never be able to smell butter again without thinking of being butt-fucked. She was relieved when he came, shooting his cum in her pussy rather than spraying her with it. She'd lost count of how many times men wanted to aim at her stars on her ass, her face, her chest, and her pussy but most seemed to like jerking off on her face.



Dave stepped back with a satisfied groan. He accepted his prize and then used it to clean his slimy cock.
Tony untied Lois and again took her into the bathroom. He gave her soap and shampoo ordering her to clean up. She felt a rush of hope. There were just two hours left. She dried off and wondered if Tony would let her go home. Then again, unless Stacy was done with Larry she couldn't do that.
Just as she was thinking this, the doorbell rang. More men? she groaned. Please not anyone else. Her ass stung, her jaw might never work again, her pussy was bruised and swollen. She looked up when the doorway was filled with Tony greeting three huge black men.
"Guys, just as I promised." He showed them a picture on his phone," For real. She was a Dallas Cowboys cheerleader and she's all yours. I'm thrilled coach gave you the afternoon off," he grinned.
Lois wanted to run. None was under 300 pounds or shorter than 6' 5" and Tony introduced them, though she didn't know their names, as defensive linemen for the Eagles.
'Oh, fuck!' she thought as they started to take off their clothes. 'No matter what humiliation...if there is any...Larry's putting up with, nothing can top this,' she internally groaned.
* * *
Larry sat back as the two women pulled their cocks out of his ass and mouth. He felt like curling up in the fetal position he was so sore, so tired. He looked at the clock on the wall and had hope. Two hours and half the women had left. Maybe they'll leave him alone. Then the doorbell rang. Larry felt naked as Stacy went over and opened it. 'Who are these guys and why are they at...Shit!' he thought as he saw how they were looking at him.
Stacy came over and smacked Larry's ass. "Come on, bitch. Get in position. You've had enough practice getting fucked and sucking cock, now you can show my aerobics and pilates instructors how good a student you are. Have fun, guys. Anyone want a beer?" she asked.
Larry groaned. He should have known Tony and Stacy had to be the most even people around and they lost the fucking bet. He dutifully crawled back onto his hands and knees. He barely was in position when he had to open his mouth to take one of the men's cocks. Then he felt a finger plunge into his ass.
The remaining women came into the living room after hearing his groans, phones in hand as the two men picked up a rhythm spearing the lawyer.
Amy giggled and hugged Stacy, "This is the best thing I've ever seen. A lawyer getting fucked? Who ever heard of such a thing?
Larry's jaw hurt but it was the musky smell that made him want to throw up. Had this guy just come from a sweaty class and not showered?
* * *
Lois was groaning loudly as three cocks all larger than even Tony's were buried in her pussy, mouth, and ass. She'd been effortlessly licked up by one of the men and told exactly what they were going to do. She had no energy to resist but even had she been at full strength...She worried that the bed would collapse under their weight and the creaking reinforced that fear. The men were intense, more intense than any so far, and were focussing on each of her holes. Each cock had to be a fucking foot long, she groaned. Maybe if she hadn't had 100 cocks inside her already it would have felt good but all she felt was discomfort and pain.
* * *
Larry wasn't surprised when they swapped positions and made note that their precum tasted completely different. A tidbit he could have gone the rest of his life not knowing. The man's cock in his ass was the bigger of the two and he was also more aggressive with his fucking. He had Larry's ass firmly in his grip and was thrusting hard into him. Larry might have hated the entire humiliating experience but there was no hiding his hard throbbing cock. How the fuck could he be excited by this?
"Stacy, check that out. Larry's cock..." Amy giggled.
Larry wished he could get up and slap the woman but he was in no position to do anything. Then the guy in his mouth pulled out and knelt facing away from him and Larry groaned. He knew what he was going to have to do. He pressed his mouth between the man's ass cheeks and licked. The man ordered him to jerk him off so he reached up and stroked his cock. It was easier than he thought.
Cameras were recording his every move and he felt dread that these clips would get out. He still kept licking and soon the man spun around and pressed his cock into Larry's mouth. A hot spurt of cum splashed down his throat. Instinctively, Larry wrapped his lips around the guy's cock and swallowed every bit of cum. He felt shame that he just didn't open his mouth but sucked eagerly. Then, the guy in his ass pulled out. 'Please don't put it in my mouth, please don't...' he thought. There was a soft grunting along with wet slapping and then he heard a loud groan and a spurt of hot cum splashed onto his back. A dozen more hit his back before the man was done. He slapped his ass, thanking him as he stood up.
"Thanks, Stacy. Damn, best ass I've ever fucked and he sure knows how to suck cock. I'm proud of you," he said. Then he looked at his friend, "Aside from you, that is," he smiled.
"Bathroom down the hall," Stacy said, and the two guys went to clean up.
When Larry tried to get up, she pushed him down. "Stay right there. Don't move," she said. She came back with a huge black dildo and twisted the base all the way up. It made a loud buzzing sound. She lubed it up and then slid it into his gaping asshole.
Larry groaned. His ass stung but this felt good. He could feel the vibrations in his balls. He pressed his face into the carpet when he heard the two men come out. They laughed and made comments about how fun this looked and then left.
Stacy called out, "Amy. He's ready. I doubt you'll have time to cum but we'll see," she said.
Amy came back into the living room and stripped her clothes off. She lay on the couch beckoning him. "Come here you gay slut, I need you to fuck me," she said huskily.
Larry had trouble standing with a foot of vibrating mass in his ass but he'd been hard off and on for almost 24 hours. Even with all the humiliation, the objects shoved into his ass, he felt a constant aching in his balls and never had a chance to get release. The one time he grabbed his cock, Stacy slapped him hard on the ass, yelling at him, "No jerking off!" It then occurred to him that Amy's were the first tits he'd seen. The women took off their pants but kept their shirts on.
Amy was looking at the rigid cock and wanted him inside her, She was rubbing her pussy and staring as the man slowly came over.
He crawled onto the couch between the girl's legs, lined his cock up, and shoved his cock inside her. Finally! He will be able to cum. No way was he pulling out, either. If she's fertile, that's her problem, he thought. At least hers was one of the pussies he'd admired the most. Tight clamshell labia, clean shaved, and when he probed her with his tongue she felt tight. He could feel the vibrations from the toy go through his cock into her pussy.
"Oh, my God!" Amy groaned, "You all have to try this," she gasped while looking at Stacy. She gripped the man's ass as he pumped hard into her pussy and felt things boil up immediately. She'd been getting more and more aroused watching the men fuck Larry's ass and mouth and it took very little to trigger her orgasm. "Fuck!" she cried as she exploded on his cock.
Larry ground into the woman's pussy as she held him tight. Her orgasm seemed to go on and on and when she was done and went limp he returned to thrusting into her.
Stacy looked at the time and pulled Larry off her friend. "OK. That's it. 6 PM. Sorry about the mess but we have to go," she said.
Larry flopped onto the floor after the toy was ripped from his ass, his wet cock throbbing at the ceiling. He watched in frustration as the women quickly packed up and left. He'd been close, maybe 20 seconds away and now he just sat there stroking his cock.
* * *
The three football players were slapping Tony on the back after cleaning up. The biggest guy looked back at the bedroom where Lois was passed out, leaking cum from her ass and pussy. "Next time you have one of these parties, I'm taking a personal day. She's a great fuck but I want first crack and her," he chuckled, "her crack. Where's you find this slut?" he asked.
Tony pointed next door. "The house next door. This is a great neighborhood. There'll be a next time. She acts like we forced her to do this but she's a slut at heart. Hell, all cheerleaders are. You think they're not aware guys lust after them, are home jerking off looking at pictures of them?"
Then footballers laughed, "Preach," one said before they left.
After all the men left, Tony was lifting the passed-out Lois when Stacy came in. She was all smiles.
"Looks like your party was as good as ours," she smiled. "Damn. She was always groomed perfectly. You should be proud. She has a certain crack-whore vibe to her right now," she grinned.
Lois opened her eyes and looked over at the clock. It was over. She pushed on Tony's chest and groaned, "I can walk," she said. "Put me down." She looked at Stacy, "How's Larry? You didn't hurt him. did you?" she asked.
"Hurt him? We expanded his horizons. My friends say he sucks cock as well as anyone he's been with," she grinned.
'No way! Larry won't admit it, but he's incredibly homophobic. Every movie in which a guy is kissing a guy, he looks away,' she thought. "I need to get home," she glared at Tony, "Did you get all the humiliations you thought of out of your system?" she asked.
Tony laughed, "There are three or four more I want to explore. Next time," he chuckled.
"There won't be a next time. I'm not betting ever again," she said. Then before she could look out the window they opened the door and shoved her onto the porch. She had her head down as she sprinted for her front door passing people walking their dogs, cars driving by and couples getting in their cars after the fun last 24 hours. Many clapped and cheered by the time she slammed the door behind her.
She found her husband sitting on the floor of the shower, a stream of blood running from his ass. It was then she realized it wasn't heaven for him at all. She held him as he finished cleaning up. She saw cum on his back and when he turned, his ass looked red and raw. "I'm so sorry. I should never have taken the bet. It wasn't worth it," she said.
Larry looked at her. Her lips were bruised, her chest was covered in red welts and she was having trouble putting her legs together. He shook his head, "I agreed to it too. I saw us sitting down below at the 50-yard line. I never expected the Cowboys to lose that game," he sighed.
They finished cleaning each other up and then climbed under the covers, both passing out at once.
They decided not to have sex until they had complete physicals. It took a week to get in and then they had blood work done and stool samples taken, along with invasive probing.
A week later they received the results. Outside of anal tearing and bruising, they were clean. There'd be no long-lasting effects, The doctor looked at them sternly, "I suspect you both like to expand your experiences. I get it, it sometimes can be boring being with the same person but you both are lucky. From what I saw both of you could have had punctured colons, STDs, or HIV. I recommend wearing condoms if you want to maintain this high-risk lifestyle."
They sat at home looking at each other. Neither had even masturbated since that day. On top of that, Larry had been erect for most of his "24-hour humiliation. Finally, Lois stood and took off her clothes. "I guess we should get back on the horse," she said softly, "or get back on the whore."
Which one of us is the whore?" Larry asked. "I've done stuff I'm not able to even think about," he said softly.
"You've done stuff or had stuff done to you?" she asked. She unzipped his pants, "I'm not saying having stuff done to you is bad." She pulled out his cock which grew rapidly. "Remember the good stuff like my pussy gripping your cock, or my warm mouth," she said as she leaned forward and wrapped her lips around his cock.
Lois swore she'd never put a cock in her mouth again, especially after too many men to count went from her ass to her mouth. It took days and days of brushing and mouthwash to get the taste out of her mouth. But then something strange happened. Her pussy throbbed eagerly as she recalled the series of depraved acts she committed or were committed on her. She did orgasm dozens of times and the feelings of pleasure overrode the humiliations time and again. She replayed the three football players tossing her around as if she were a stuffed doll...stuffed with huge cocks and felt herself getting close without even touching herself. She even remembered hoping they'd swap holes. Something about it triggered three orgasms when they fucked her.
Larry was leaning back stroking his wife's hair as the ache in his balls increased. He avoided thinking about his evening instead thinking about how unbelievably hot his wife's body was and that led to knowing dozens of men not only saw her but used her. He gritted his teeth but the image of her naked body sandwiched between two men was too much. Just as he warned her he was cumming, she came at the same time.
Both grunted with agonizing release after two weeks of nothing except stress. He hadn't noticed that Lois came without touching herself, but as soon as she exploded her fingers found her clit.
That night, they had sex over and over as if making up for lost time. Each time they both came quickly fueled by her experiences, either real or imagined. Neither wanted to admit what caused their ultimate arousal. Over the next days they more than made up for the sex drought and made love or rather fucked three to five times each day. Somehow, Lois not only got over her dislike of anal but suggested it often.
A few days later, they heard the doorbell. Tony and Stacy stood outside. Stacy had a tin in her hand.
"Look, we both feel bad about how we treated both of you and want to make up for it," Stacy said. She held out the tin, "Homemade cookies. My grandmother's secret recipe." She hesitated seeing the distrust in the couple's faces, "I'll eat one if you don't trust me. We truly are sorry. We've loved having you as neighbors, as friends and we ruined that in our overzealousness.
Reluctantly, Lois and Larry stepped back inviting them in. Lois accepted the cookies, opened the lid, and sniffed. She smiled, "Wow! If these are laced with something I might eat them anyhow."
They sat and talked and then Tony pulled an envelope out of his back pocket. He handed them to Larry. "Thumb drives. The ones marked 1235 are from our house," he nodded at Lois, "The ones marked 1245 are yours. There are a lot of hours from a lot of cameras. I edited it down since most of the recordings show the guys playing video games or the women chatting in the kitchen." He then looked down at his hands and then over at Lois. "I can't make it up to you guys but one more thing."
Stacy pulled an envelope out of her purse, "50-yard line, lower deck. There's a parking pass. Tony and I did get carried away and we like you guys and we're sorry."
Lois stood and pulled Stacy into a hug. Larry looked at the women and then he stood, "You didn't have to do that, but we'll take them," he smiled. "Stay for dinner?" he asked.
Stacy and Tony stayed for dinner and breakfast. They decided to watch some of the recordings on the USB drives which made Stacy want to make amends in another way.
Tony and Lois came into the kitchen the next morning smelling the coffee. Larry and Stacy were sitting at the table eating toast. Tony looked at his wife, a scowl on his face.
Stacy shrugged, "What? This was all he had for me to put on this morning." She looked down at the Cowboys jersey and smiled, "I like it," she nodded at Lois, "It was her Daddy's."
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Beth was always happy. Ben could tell how happy by whether she hummed or sang. Today she was singing as she put the clean clothes away. Even though she had on headphones she was perfectly on key. He'd noticed that most times when people sang along with headphones they were horribly off-key, but not his beautiful wife. She was perfect...in every way.
He wondered often what she saw in him as he knew she was out of his league. He was a nice guy, 5' 10", 150 pounds. Not funny but not dry either. He had a lot going for him in other ways. He was bright and could fix anything, then he knew languages, 7 to be exact and when they'd traveled he sounded like a native.
Beth, or Elizabeth, was a 10. At 5' 11" she was an inch taller but hated heels so that was rarely an issue. Perfect hourglass figure, what her measurements were he just suspected, but she was blessed with large breasts (he knew what these were, 36D), a narrow waist, and a wonderfully full ass on her flared hips. She was two years older than Ben but graduated from college at the same time. He never asked, and she never discussed why she was delayed.
What he loved most was she had the most positive attitude he'd ever come across. She saw the good in everyone, giving even the worst people they'd met the benefit of the doubt. She was as happy and enthusiastic in bed as she was in her normal life.
* * *
Ben had just graduated from Yale and rather than feeling excited he was feeling despondent. His girlfriend of 11 years had broken up with him the night before they both graduated. Broken up wasn't what exactly happened. They'd gone to a graduation party and she disappeared. He found out from a friend that she'd left with one of her professors and never came home. The next and last time he saw her she was arm in arm with the 50-year-old Sociology professor walking across campus the next day.
When he got back to their apartment, all her stuff was gone leaving just a letter and her ring apologizing. He found out from her best friend that she and the professor had been carrying on an affair since her freshman year and he was leaving his wife for her. He never suspected she'd been fucking another man multiple times a week. The professor wanted to avoid a scandal by waiting until she graduated and went to the party to tell her he left his wife.
Ben was loading up the rental barely aware of what he was doing. He picked up the box containing his books and the bottom ripped out, the contents crashing onto the sidewalk. On top was a framed picture he always liked, the glass shattered. This was too much and he fell to the ground sobbing. He hadn't cried since he was 6 or 7 but he hadn't forgotten how. He was sitting with his head between his knees trying to stifle his sobs when he felt gentle hands pull him against her body.
Elizabeth Reynolds had been heading to her car when she heard the crash and the agonizing cry. She thought she should keep walking but seeing a man in pain, she went over and sat next to him. She pulled him against her and stroked his head. She wondered what caused this breakdown remembering times she'd been similarly affected. She felt deep affection for those who comforted her. When her father was killed in action, she'd collapsed in the girl's bathroom bawling her eyes out until Sharon Evans came in and held her tight.
The strange thing about that was Sharon was more likely to be found with a switchblade than with a tissue but the girl held her and stroked her hair until she cried out. They both missed their next classes but Sharon just held her and rocked her. She never asked what happened. They never really talked again, though they nodded at each other in the hallways. Sharon hung with a pretty rough crowd, Beth, on the other hand, was the school beauty and usually with some guy.
Then a year later, her mother was diagnosed with cancer, and a week after that she died. She remembered lying on the bed holding her mother tight until hands pulled her away. Then a large black nurse held her close as the other nurses pulled the sheet up over her mother's face. That was the last time she'd seen the person she loved most in the world. She had no memory of graduation but had her diploma proving she showed up. She had to get away, had to find out who she was without her parents. She felt as if her family was ripped away from her...as if she no longer had a name.
Comforting someone else felt right, felt as if she were paying it forward.
Ben remembered finally getting hold of himself and pulling away, apologizing profusely. Then he saw who was holding him and was stunned. She had to be the most beautiful woman he'd ever seen. He wiped the tears off his cheeks with his sleeves and started to stand up but she stopped him.
"Sit," she said softly. Her tee shirt was damp and the concrete could not have been comfortable but she pulled him close again. "You don't need to say anything but you need to get yourself mentally ready to drive. If you feel another wave of sadness when you're driving that thing..." she tapped the bumper of the truck, "you could be killed."
After 10 minutes, Beth, as she preferred to be called, helped him rebox and pack the remainder of his things in the truck. Then after locking the truck, he asked her to dinner, suggesting if she accepted it might be better if they went in her car rather than the rental truck.
As they sipped their drinks, Ben nodded at the beautiful blonde, "I'm guessing you want to know what made a grown man cry," he said softly.
Beth shook her head, "only if you want to tell me. There are some things people prefer to be kept private, others that sharing helps them unburden. Whatever you would like."
Ben told her about meeting Amy in 6th grade at a sock hop. He saw her bright red hair from across the room as she was standing alone under a light. He couldn't describe why but he was drawn to her. She was a slender gangly girl but when he asked her to dance, her face lit up.
They were inseparable all through school and she morphed into a rare beauty. The alphas in the school tried to take her away but none succeeded. They both were accepted at Yale which was perfect. Ben knew that they'd be married right after graduation. He knew that Amy loved him unconditionally.
What he didn't know was she also fell head over heels for her Sociology professor her freshman year. Ben was surprised she'd declared her major so early, especially as it was Comparative Sociology rather than Poly-Sci which was all she'd talked about. He never questioned her meeting with her faculty advisor either, though he often wondered why she never mentioned his name. It wasn't Dr. Wallace or Drake Wallace, it was her Advisor. "I'm going to be a bit late, I have a session with my Advisor."
Junior year, he proposed and she gleefully said yes, putting the ring on her finger. He then shook his head fighting tears, "She held it up to the light, the biggest smile on her face as she admired it, then she kissed me and told me we were going to celebrate after she had her meeting with her Advisor." He took a deep breath and another sip of beer.
Beth couldn't believe a woman would be so cold and she wouldn't have blamed the boy if he threw the beer glass across the room, but he got hold of himself.
"She was late coming back so I was already asleep. She was almost drunk. She told me she was so thrilled she had to show off her ring to her friends who demanded they go get a drink which became two. Then other friends showed up. How fucking stupid was I?" he asked.
Beth shook her head, "I'm guessing Amy's a sociopath. There'd be no signs of guilt since there'd be no feelings of guilt. But, Damn! That's really cold. I still don't get why she accepted the ring, said she'd marry you if..."
"I know, all I can surmise is she assumed the professor would never leave his wife and I was a good fallback. Sucks to be someone's 2nd choice."
"When did you find out?" Beth asked.
"Yesterday morning or the night before. We went to a graduation party..." he told her about Amy disappearing and the letter, patting his shirt pocket as he said it.
Beth noticed the envelope wishing she could read it. Then she felt a rush of anger at the girl. This was a great guy and what she did...she shook her head. She looked almost as pissed as Ben looked distraught. "Come," she said as Ben paid the check, "Do you have to be anywhere tonight?" she asked.
By the next morning, Beth's body and skills drove all his grief away. He'd never been with anyone but Amy and she was content with lying on her back while Ben thrust into her. She always came...or faked it he now suspected after Beth showed him what a real orgasm looked like. They fucked and slept until noon the next day. He woke before her and felt an ache in his heart seeing her unbelievable beauty. He thought that would be it. He'd kiss her goodbye, she'd head back to Cleveland, he'd head back to Boston and she'd be another memory.
Ben got up before Beth and pulled on his shirt and pants and went into her kitchen.
He looked around and saw maple syrup, flour, eggs, and baking powder and decided to make her pancakes. They were just about done and Beth came in wearing nothing.
"Wow! My kitchen's never smelled this good," she smiled.
"Black, cream?" Ben asked holding out a steaming mug.
"Black, wow! I could get used to having a man like you around," she said as she sat.
"Here, they say a way to a woman's heart is through her stomach," he said as he placed a stack of pancakes in front of her.
"That's a man," Beth corrected him. She poured on the warm syrup and took a bite.
"They got that wrong," Ben smiled, "the way to a man's heart is for women to dress just as you are," he said admiringly.
Beth chuckled, "I'd have a lot of men if I ever invited any over. I usually wear nothing when I'm alone in my apartment...too much information?" she asked.
Ben laughed, which felt incredible after the massive amount of grief he felt the last couple of days, "Not enough. That might be the one piece of personal information you've told me. That's all I need to know," he grinned.
Beth giggled and took another bite she stopped chewing. She looked shocked and fished a diamond ring out of her mouth and looked at it. "Are you...is this a..." she gasped.
Ben patted his pocket and then looked over at the counter. The envelope and the letter had fallen out of his shirt pocket and the ring must have bounced into the mixing bowl. He turned back and wanted to say it was an accident then changed his mind, "Too soon?" he asked. He assumed she'd laugh it off but she didn't. Neither did she say no. She was looking at him and then she smiled and said, "Yes. Yes, I'll marry you. Insanely, it seems like it's a great idea."
* * *
That was 6 years ago and what initially seemed rash was blissful. She loved everything about him and learned a few of the languages he knew so they could have private conversations when out together. They camped, backpacked, biked, and did many other things together. She was by all accounts a perfect person, a perfect wife.
Of course, just like every couple, they had different tastes. Ben loved '60s music, the Beatles, Stones, Yardbirds, Animals...especially great guitarists. Beth liked Keisha, Taylor Swift, most other female artists, and a heavy metal group called Slimed Lizards. She'd put on their music and she knew all the words to all their songs, singing along in a gravelly voice just like their lead singer Geoff Mental. He asked her early on who was her favorite artist or group and she never hesitated, "Slimed Lizards," she said quickly.
Ben wanted to laugh as she went from 'Shake It Off' to 'Deep Penetrating Love' by Slimed Lizards. Or, 'Feeling Me Inside Your Love.' Ben had looked up their CDs and checked out their cover art and it was exactly as he thought it would be. A long, fat lizard dripping cream or licking the inside of a hibiscus flower. Nothing subtle at all but it didn't bother him. She was happy, he was happy.
The other strange thing was she never talked about what she did for the two years after her mother died. She just said she went into a huge depression and it took a lot to get out of it. He never pried but he often wondered what she did during the two-year gap in her life.
Their sex life started just like every other newlywed's life. They made sure they made love on every surface in every room. Beth was the driver of most of their love-making, though, in Ben's experience, this went beyond that. They were fucking. Once she found out that Ben's sexual experiences had been limited to missionary and a little oral sex, she showed him the exquisite joy of being deep-throated and cumming in a woman's mouth. Then she introduced him to 69, and showed him how to skillfully get a woman off with his mouth, anal, and just about every position there was.
Over the next few years, sex went from twice or more a day to twice or more a week. Both their jobs kept them busy, both at work and with work brought home. Ben didn't even think he was unhappy with the diminished sex, but Beth was getting frustrated.
Then Ben saw a notification that Slimed Lizards was going to be going on tour. He checked the schedule and saw they were going to be in Seattle a week after he was scheduled to give a talk on linguistics in Portland. He called a friend in the music industry and was able to score front-row floor tickets. He wanted this to be a surprise so he instead told her that the group in Portland urged him to 'bring the wife.' Neither of them had ever been to the Pacific Northwest so after the talk they'd drive up the coast to Vancouver.
Ben was tempted dozens of times to spoil the surprise but maintained the ruse of just sightseeing.
The talk went well and they then left Portland and drove north, passing through Seattle and up into Canada. After a couple of days walking around and sailing they headed back down the coast. Beth was unusually horny, whether it was getting away from the office or just being in the fresh air of the Northwest. Ben didn't complain but was worried that stopping every 100 miles to have sex in the woods was going to make them late in getting into Seattle.
Beth was wondering why Ben wasn't eager to jump out and fuck along Highway 5, but she'd be keeping him up all night once they reached the hotel in Seattle.
They checked, just in time Ben thought. They could shower and have dinner next to the theater. But Beth stripped as soon as they closed the door to the room. They had little time for sex before dinner but Beth insisted. She told him they could skip dinner and screw all night. "I need some cock, let's order in," she pleaded.
Ben thought the entire surprise was going to be ruined and he told her he was up for it but the reservations at the restaurant had been made weeks again - how about a quickie in the shower?
She was fine with that...not thrilled but fine. Ben stripped and pulled her into the shower.
Beth wasted no time as she knelt and sucked his cock to full staff. Ben again thanked God to have met this woman as she took his entire 7" deep into her throat. Her blonde hair was plastered to her face and chest making her jutting tits look even larger. He had been horny the entire drive down and under normal circumstances he'd have pulled over whenever she wanted but his timetable dictated he push through. "Stop," he groaned, "I'm going to cum."
Beth pulled her mouth off his cock with a smack and stood up. She kissed him head on the lips and then turned. "You'd better not cum until...oooohhhhh," she moaned as he slid his cock into her tight wet pussy. She'd been longing to feel his cock for the past 450 miles and even though this wasn't fucking as she looked up at the tall trees, this felt great.
Ben wasn't doing as well. He'd been just as horny and with Beth putting her feet on the dashboard, her pussy wide open as she played with herself didn't help. He tried to slow down but Beth a urging him on he felt the unwelcome ache rising rapidly.
"Fuck me, fuck my tight pussy," she panted. She could feel the wonderful ache building and she began playing with her pussy. She could feel his heavy balls slapping against her pussy and reached back to stroke his ballsack but that was a mistake.
Ben fought it, fought hard but feeling her soft hands on his aching balls was too much. "Oh, fuck!" he cried out as he lost the battle. It felt incredible as he flooded her pussy with his cum but he knew she'd be frustrated all evening. He kept fucking as if this didn't happen but his brain was worried about missing the dinner reservation and then the concert.
Beth groaned as she felt his cock soften and slide limply out. "Damn!" She sighed. Then she turned and sat on the seat in the shower stall, legs opened, "You have to finish," she pleaded.
Ben knelt and pressed his face against her pussy. That was one difference between Amy and Beth, Amy would have been disgusted if Ben came close to her pussy with his mouth after cumming inside but Beth seemed aroused by it. He sucked and licked with her hands on his head pressing him against her. He had to swallow all of her and his fluids but she was getting close. Then he slid his middle finger into her anus and he was rewarded with was cry and her ass lifting off the seat.
After Beth recovered, they climbed out and quickly got ready. Beth hugged her husband and sighed, "Sorry you had to do that but if you hadn't made those reservations...why didn't you tell me? You know I hate surprises."
Ben laughed, "like a diamond ring in your pancakes?"
Beth smiled, "OK. I like some surprises. Just promise me, no more this trip?"
"Sorry. Not promising anything. What if I want to surprise you with a stud with a foot-long cock? Would that piss you off?" he asked.
"Now that you said that, I'll be pissed if you don't surprise me with a hung stud," she grinned. She put on her black satin dress without bra or panties, "since to told me I'd like to make it as easy as possible for the stud to get his cock inside me," she grinned. Also, she knew that excited Ben and she planned on him fucking the shit out of her when they got back. Oral sex is great but nothing beats cumming on a hard cock.
They just made it to the restaurant which was as advertised. Then after a great meal, they left a bit unsteadily as they'd split a bottle of wine. Beth turned for the hotel but Ben suggested a walk. It was a perfect temperature and the night was clear.
Beth held onto her husband's arm as people passed them as if rushing to an appointment or a movie that was about to start. She pulled on his arm, "Let's see what the attraction is."
Ben let himself get pulled along and felt a rush hearing his beautiful wife's gasp.
"Holy shit! The Slimed Lizards? I thought they quit touring," she said. Her head was on a swivel, "see any scalpers? I'd kill to see them again," she said excitedly.
Ben pulled the envelope out of his pocket, "I know you hate surprises, but..."
Beth looked inside and then jumped up wrapping her legs around his waist and kissed her husband, "I love you so much."
The rushing mass of people slowed as they checked out the woman's perfect ass exposed to all.
Ben noticed and lowered his wife to the ground but she was even more exposed when her dress caught on his waist.
Beth felt the cool air on her ass and pussy, quickly pulling and smoothing down the fabric. "I just made a lot of people's days," she sighed. "Are they good seats?" She asked.
"Decent. You'll see," Ben smiled.
They showed the tickets to the usher who led the couple down onto the floor. As they headed down the aisle, Beth held her husband's arm tighter. The usher had to stop periodically as groups found their rows and Beth was getting more and more excited. Then it was clear sailing to the very front.



"A15 and A16, halfway down,' he smiled.
Beth's grin was as huge as Ben had ever seen as she walked to the very center of the front row. "How? How did you get these tickets?" she asked.
Ben shrugged, "Remember the guy who was putting together the world tour for the Stones? I helped him translate all the documents and he told me he owed me. I called him up when I saw your favorite group was going to be touring, he got me these before they went on sale. I guess I owe him now," he sighed, "I hope his cock is big enough for you."
Beth grinned, "He'll, if it isn't he might have to fuck my ass instead. Give me his number, and I'll call him."
The warmup band was a local one and neither he nor Beth knew any of the songs. The crowd seemed to and sang along with them. They were good and Ben made a note to find their music on Spotify.
Then, Beth jumped up, her huge breasts bouncing as the light show began. The wall behind showed a large green lizard rising on its front legs as the hall echoed with a steady beat. As it grew, Ben thought it couldn't be more phallic, it extended its neck and just as four men trotted onto the stage and the crowd exploded, the lizard spit out jets of white creamy liquid. Ben had been wrong, it could get more phallic. Then he studied the members. Had the band just had their pants spray-painted on? He could tell they were all circumcised which wasn't anything he really wanted to know.
He looked over at his wife who had a rapturous look on her face as she bounced excitedly. He wanted to warn her that her dress wasn't made for advanced aerobics but she looked to be in her element.
Then the image faded and the drummer started in on an intro that everyone knew except Ben. His ears felt like they were going to burst as every person there screamed their lungs out. Then he looked over as Geoff Mental grabbed the mic and started to sing. Beth was singing right along with him.
Ben dug into his pockets and found earplugs but he feared it might be too late. He thought about offering a set to Beth but she was waving her arms above her head singing loudly. This went on for the first four songs and then just as they finished "Coming Home to You, Cumming Into You," Geoff stopped and looked out at the crowd.
"Hello Seattle," he yelled. "This is the first time we've played here but shit! We're coming back, that's for sure!" he yelled. "The last time I had such a warm greeting was when I finally showed up at my ex's with the child support check," he grinned.
The crowd cheered loudly and started chanting his name, "Geoff, Geoff, Geoff, Geoff," Beth being one of the louder ones.
Then Geoff turned and introduced his group, Bobby Laud on drums, Billy The Pick on lead guitar, and Demarcus Brandt on bass. The crowd screamed their names.
Then Geoff grabbed the mike again as Demarcus played a series of low notes causing the crowd to again go wild when he looked down at the spectacular blonde bouncing in the front row. "Hang on, hang on, mate," he said holding up a hand. The band stopped, and the crowd stilled.
"B-Girl? Holy shit! Guys, it's B-Girl, our favorite fan," he said loudly pointing at Beth. He looked over off-stage and pointed at the woman.
Ben was shocked to see two large men trot onstage and pull Beth up causing her dress to also pull up exposing her ass. Ben watched in stunned silence as all four band members hugged his wife, and these were not hugs that she'd get from a brother. Their hands were under her dress on her bare ass and they ground their crotches against her.
"Ladies and gentlemen of Seattle, our unofficial fifth element. I give you B-Girl. If you are lucky to own our third and fourth albums you'll hear her on many of the cuts." Ben had no idea which ones were the third or fourth and had no idea his wife was on them. Geoff pushed her forward and Ben wasn't surprised to see her nipples were rock-hard and her face was flushed. She was beaming out at the crowd and Ben hoped she'd look in his direction about she didn't.
Geoff signaled to the side and a member of the crew brought out another mic. Geoff grinned at Beth and then grabbed his mic, "'many of you know this song but never knew whom it was about," he looked back at the other band members and said something. "I think it's appropriate that B-Girl sing lead on the song we wrote for her...what was that? 9 years ago?" he asked.
Ben was shocked as he watched his wife take hold of the mic and belt out some of the more lewd lyrics he'd ever heard. The song was about a girl touring with the band who gave everyone her 'comforting tight wet embraces,'. Everyone who was in the band, the roadies, the security, and other hangers-on. Ben barely recognized his wife as she bounced and thrust her hips with the throbbing chords. Everyone in the first 10 rows could easily see she wasn't wearing panties but as she leaned into the mic, she unconsciously opened her legs wider. Dozens of phones were being held up capturing Beth's exposed pussy.
Ben wished he could pull her off stage but knew there was a better chance that he could fly over her and pull her away. He knew the look on her face, knew when she was that flushed she was aroused, but her swollen labia exposing her pink insides confirmed if they wanted to fuck her onstage they could. When she was done the crown again exploded but this time chanting "B-Girl, B-Girl, B-Girl." Beth was taking bows and the drummer pointed at her exposed ass and crotch, a grin on his face.
The rest of the concert was a blur for Ben as Beth sang along with the group knowing the lyrics to every song. When it was over and they finished their three encores, Ben was left standing as the fans streamed out. He stood looking on the stage, to the left and to the right hoping to see his wife but nothing. Finally, he went over to the security guard.
"Sir, you have to leave," the man said sternly. He pointed up the aisle.
Ben tried to look past the huge man, "My wife," he said as he stood on his toes.
"Sir, I'll ask you once more, please head out the doors behind you," the man said firmly.
"You don't understand, my wife is back there," Ben said. "I'm not trying to be a pain but..." then he had a thought, "Sir, my wife is called B-Girl by the band."
The man's face lit up, "No shit! You are one lucky man. Stay here, I'll confirm and if you're telling the truth I'll get you back there," he said.
Ben looked at the other guard who had a smirk on his face. He knew those looks. They fucked her also. He stepped back and looked around as he waited. What was Beth doing backstage? His stomach hurt as he replayed how familiar the band was with Beth. Then there was the song and if even half of the lyrics described what she did she'd been regularly used by a couple dozen men when Geoff was feeling generous. He stopped pacing and looked expectantly at the guard who waved to his buddy.
"Sir, you can go back," he said, "put this around your neck. Make sure it's not hidden." He handed him a pass on a lanyard.
Ben walked up the stairs, back behind the stage, and into a large dressing room. Beth was sitting on Geoff's lap holding a joint saying something he couldn't make out. Geoff's hand was between her legs moving rhythmically. She looked over as Ben came in, passed the joint to Geoff, and jumped up. She threw her arms around her husband and kissed him.
She pulled her husband over to where three of the band were standing. Ben, that's Geoff over there," she nodded to where she had been sitting, "This is Billy," she gave him a squeeze on his bicep, "Bobby," she kissed his cheek, "and Demarcus," she hugged the tall skinny black man. "They saved my life when I was at my lowest," she said, "I'll never be able to adequately thank you."
Billy laughed, "I thought sleeping with me was the lowest you've ever been," he chuckled.
Beth laughed, "Billy's always had the best sense of humor." She went over and picked up a tequila bottle, "want some?" she asked.
Ben shook his head noting she didn't say, 'Never happened,' "We should go," he said nervously. He knew what she was going to say. Knew that she wasn't coming back to the hotel with him and wondered if she'd even fly back home with him.
"No way! We just got here and I haven't seen these guys in years. They were like family to me," she said looking at the band. She hugged her husband, "I want you to get to know them. I know you heard the song and I deny none of it but they were part of my life and I want...need you to get to know them," she begged.
Ben nodded. It wasn't what he wanted to hear, but it was better than he feared he would hear. "Honey, I'll see you in the morning. Go on back and get some sleep. I love you but want to let these guys fuck me." Or, "Go on. I'll be fine. Geoff asked me to go on tour with them just like I did a few years ago. I'll be back home when the tour is over." He nodded and accepted the bottle. He took a swig and then passed it to a roadie who was walking by.
He must have lived a sheltered life seeing joints being passed, lines of cocaine on tables, various bottles of liquor, and girls and women draped all over the band members. Beth then kissed him on the cheek and trotted back to Geoff who held out a joint. Why would her past bother him? he wondered. Everyone has a past, everyone's past makes the person who they are and he loved who she was. He decided to see what happened and see how Beth acted around these guys.
'Demarcus came up and threw an arm around Ben's shoulder, "I'm impressed," he smiled.
"With what," Ben asked.
"Impressed that you got our B-Girl to say yes." He looked over at Geoff who was stroking Beth's back. "Geoff asked one girl to marry him, just one," he said softly.
"Beth?" Ben asked.
Demarcus looked at the man, "Beth? Her name is Beth? We all had guesses but no one came close to Beth," he smiled. "But yes. He must have asked B-Girl to marry him a dozen times. She always said, 'We'll see...maybe later.' Drove the man up a wall. Then she left. One day she was there, the next she came to us and said she needed to get on with her life and she'd always hold us near to her heart." Demarcus looked over at Geoff hugging Beth tight. "Geoff was out that day doing something. I think he was picking up an engagement ring, at least a bigger one."
"Wow. I never knew any of that," Ben sighed. "She never told me about you...any of this."
Demarcus nodded, "I get it. She never let on but I suspected she was covering up pain when she came to us. Never a word, never saw her cry but I thought she was the saddest person I ever met. I want you to know, we loved...love her. Love her more than family. She was the soul of our band...she'll deny it but she was. After she left, our music sucked. Geoff hasn't written anything since then...hang on, he wrote one more song but refuses to record it. Come with me," he said.
Ben looked back at Geoff leading Beth away from everyone. Then he followed the tall black guy into another room.
Demarcus went over to a pile of duffles and pulled out a faded tired-looking cloth duffle. He unzipped it and pulled out a notebook. "Geoff wrote this in the week after B-Girl...Beth left," he said as he handed the open book to Ben.
B-Girl Blues
My cheeks are wet
My dick is dry
I knew her well
But not the why
B-Girl has ripped my soul
B-Girl gives me pain
B-Girl has left a hole
B-Girl wouldn't take my name
The music's fading
The sun is dark
All colors paling
The future's stark
B-Girl has ripped my soul
B-Girl gives me pain
B-Girl has left a hole
B-Girl wouldn't take my name
It went on for a few more stanzas then was left unfinished.
Ben looked at Demarcus, "Wow, and he never finished it?"
Demarcus shook his head, "Pretty bad, huh? It was as if all spark, all creativity left with her. We performed the next night but canceled the rest of the tour...he canceled the rest of the tour. This tour is the first time we've gone out on the road since she left. We all missed her but it was as if she ripped his soul out and took it with her...if that makes any sense," he said shaking his head. He put the book back and a binder fell out onto the floor.
Ben picked it up and was about to hand it back when a couple of Polaroids fell out. He picked them up, glancing as he didn't want to pry but there was a younger Beth in one of them. He looked at her and she was smiling happily with her arms around Bobby and Geoff. She was wearing a bikini top and looked incredible. He looked at Demarcus, "are there more of her in here?" he asked.
Demarcus nodded as he had his hand out and then sighed, "If you want to look, they're not...she didn't always wear clothes," he stammered.
Ben opened the album and paged through. At least 20% of the photos were of or with Beth. Many were of her naked with various men and women. Then near the back were shots of her and Geoff lying naked in bed. He was struck by the juxtaposition of her clear flawless skin next to the darker-skinned, heavily tattooed man. Then he glanced and quickly looked away from the man's long fat cock draped over his balls. Beth's hand was on his thigh as if reaching for it. Her hand looked to be tiny next to the man's cock.
There were other girls, naked, clothed, sucking cock, riding the different band members but there was an even higher % of Beth engaged in all of these activities. He wanted to close the album, shove it back into Demarcus's hands but he couldn't help it. There was Beth with three men. She was straddling Geoff, Bobby's cock was buried in her ass, and she was holding Billy's cock in front of her mouth as she turned to smile at the camera.
"I took that," Demarcus said quietly. "We had hundreds of sessions where it was just B-Girl and us."
Ben pulled his eyes away from the photos. He had no right to feel jealous. He never even knew her back then, but his stomach felt as if a knife was twisting inside. "Something makes no sense," he said. "Why B-Girl? I just thought it was a cute nickname for Beth but you guys never knew her name?"
Demarcus shook his head, "After a concert in Cleveland we were being hustled out the stage door to our limo, security parting the sea of cute girls," he looked wistful, "You have no idea what it's like being out on the road. These girls wear the tightest or most revealing outfits, some waving their panties in the air...if they wore any at all. Anyhow, we were smiling at all the cute birds and there was this one blonde. She wasn't in the throng but standing off to the side with an irritated look on her face. Geoff stopped and wouldn't move. Even when Ray, our head of security tried to push him along, he brushed his hand off and pointed." He shook his head, "The girls were pawing at us, screaming to take them with us and Geoff just focused on the blonde. Then Ray shrugged and waved two of the guys over pointing at the girl."
Demarcus sighed and took a swig of tequila. He held it out to Ben who took some. "So we're shoved into the limo and then B-Girl was pushed in. I mean, she wasn't being kidnapped, she didn't look happy...kind of resigned, but I don't think anyone asked her. Geoff asked her her name and she shook her head and said she no longer had one."
Ben nodded, "When was this?" he asked.
Demarcus thought and then pulled out another album. He paged though and then smiled. He pointed to the photo of Geoff's beaming face sitting in the back of the limo with Beth next to him. "July 15th, 2013," he said. This was the night we met B-Girl. Oh, your question. We all had experience with the girls not giving us their names. few do, but most say, Candy, Trixie, or Barbie...you know what I mean. So Geoff looked at her and said, 'I get it, no name could ever capture your beauty, so I'm calling you B-Girl.' So that's who she was for two years. Beautiful Girl. B-Girl."
Ben laughed, "I had other thoughts, you know Blowjob Girl...or Bottom Girl."
Demarcus smiled, "We did have a BJ-Girl. Christ! That girl wasn't happy unless she had a cock in her mouth. She'd go to any guy she could...never mind." Then he had a thought, "You know our music?" he asked.
Ben shook his head, "Sorry, other than hearing my wife play it I've never really listened."
Demarcus nodded, "No biggie, but Geoff wrote maybe a half-dozen songs about her before she left, some of our better hits. 'Legs,' 'Deep Inside of You,' 'Waking Up to You,' and others, pretty much all our ballads. Maybe one or two were heavy stuff. Our best hit made it to #3, was 'Over You, Under Me' which again was an ode to B-Girl."
Demarcus took the album back, "Look, if you want copies of all these...you know since you didn't know her then and it might be..."
Ben was going to shake his head but instead nodded, "Can you get me copies? I'll pay you," he said.
Demarcus laughed, "I wouldn't even know who to pay. I'll tell one of the guys to make copies and boom! I'll have copies." Ben gave him his info and then they headed back out to the main dressing room.
Ben looked around, his stomach hurting as he saw neither Beth nor Geoff. Then he thanked Demarcus and walked between the groupies and various men who were oblivious to anything but the naked babes in their arms or on their laps. He came to a door and put an ear to it. He could hear low voices. He gently pushed and it silently opened.
Geoff and Beth were lying on the couch, her legs wrapped around his but both fully clothed. They couldn't see the door without straining their necks so Ben stopped and started to back out.
"Please? I mean, fuck! It would be for 3 months and then you can go back to your life," he said as he stroked her face. "I hate saying that...I wanted it to be our life. You told me over and over, 'Not yet.' I always held out hope that you'd...he groaned and put his face between her breasts.
Beth stroked the man's hair and when Geoff raised his head and when he kissed her, she kissed back. Ben was glued to his spot wanting to both rush forward and pull them apart and to back out and close the door.
Beth could feel the largest cock she'd ever enjoyed pressing right between her legs and she was done telling him she can't, she shouldn't. Ben disappeared somewhere, perhaps with the smorgasbord of cute groupies to choose from, or the coke, weed, and booze. She was feeling the lines she did, or perhaps the incredible weed but her pussy was throbbing.
Geoff's hands felt great, his right was sliding up the back of her thigh onto her ass, and his left was cupping and stroking her breast. She felt his fat tongue inside her mouth remembering how many times he'd had her screaming with pleasure when he was between her legs. He told her, and she believed it, that he'd never once gone down on any girl until he met her. She reached down and stroked his leather pants feeling his huge, incredibly hard cock. She loved it when the band wore their skin-tight leather pants. She could easily see their cocks and how excited they were to see her.
Ben watched in horror as his wife's hand went to the front of Geoff's pants and then inside them. Her arm was moving up and down, her mouth planted firmly on his as their bodies writhed.
Geoff broke the kiss and groaned, "I know you won't believe me but this is the first time I've been able to get it up with a girl without pills since you left." He pulled his pants down, kicking them onto the floor. Then he pulled Beth's dress off in one quick motion. "Fuck!" he said as he looked at her beautiful naked body, "As perfect as I remember," he said before taking a nipple into his mouth and driving a finger up inside her.
Beth was grasping the fat cock, stroking him, and pulling him between her open legs. She felt a huge rush as the plump head pressed against her sopping pussy. "Fuck me, fuck me with your fucking huge cock," she groaned.



Geoff thrush his hips and in one powerful motion he drove his cock deep inside her. "Fuck...yessss," he said as he put his mouth back onto her nipple.
"Aaaaahhhhhh, yesssss," Beth cried. "So big...soooo fucking big," she groaned. Her mouth was opened wide, her back arched and she put her head back, eyes unfocused as Geoff pistoned into her married pussy. She was grunting rhythmically as she felt things that she hadn't felt in years. She gripped his ass, loving how his lean muscular body flexed with each thrust.
Ben had seen his wife being pleasured, he had been the one. But he never heard such deep guttural groans from her before, never saw her face so slack, so unaware as if her only sense left was feeling. He wondered if she'd have a crick in her neck the way her back was arched, her neck bent back looking sightlessly right at him. Then he saw her eyes open as she realized what they were looking at.
She gasped and suddenly focused as she saw Ben standing, a look of horror on his face. She fucked and been fucked hundreds of times with audiences when she toured with the band so having someone there wasn't anything to worry about, but then she realized she'd come to the concert with her husband.
Geoff was reveling in the feelings of the best cunt he'd ever fucked when B-Girl stiffened and tried to push him off. He didn't want to stop but looked up and groaned. "Fuck me! I should have locked the fucking door," he said. He looked at Ben without recognition. "Get the fuck out, can't you see I'm balls-deep in a hot babe?" he asked.
Beth pushed him up, "Geoff, Geoff, that's my husband. I..oh shit. I was going to introduce you...fuck," she said and collapsed back looking like she was going to cry.
"You're married? You got married?" Geoff said angrily. "You were mine." He held her close as if claiming her.
Ben shook his head, "I'll be out..." he shrugged toward the door and left, pulling it closed behind him.
Geoff started fucking the woman again but Beth pushed him off. "Come on, he saw us. He knows I have my cock in your cunt. You can't take it back," he said. Then he groaned in frustration, "Shit!" He pulled his cock out and sat back as B-Girl rolled off the couch, pulled her dress on, and rushed out.
Beth looked frantically around and saw Ben nowhere. She went over to where Bobby was and shook his shoulder.
Bobby looked up from the Japanese girl he was fucking, "What? Oh, hi. I'll be done..."
"No. Where's Ben...my husband? Did you see him?" she asked.
"Sorry, no." Looked down at the girl, "Sorry, I..."
The girl giggled, "Whatever, just fuck me," she said.
Beth looked in every room, every corner, no Ben. She heard Geoff calling her when she fled down the hall to the auditorium. She ran up to the huge security guard, "Did you see a man leave just a couple of..."
He pointed to the doors in the back, "He seemed in a hurry. I doubt you'll catch him."
Beth found a taxi and got back to the hotel. She rushed up to the room realizing she never grabbed a card key. She knocked and then pounded but no answer. She collapsed onto the floor sobbing. She'd ruined everything. Ben was the best man, the best person she'd ever met. She'd always been treated by every man she'd met as if she were on a pedestal. She'd noticed the shit-eating grins on some of her dates' faces when they thought she wasn't looking. Ben was different. He knew she was beautiful, but he loved her for other reasons and showed it regularly.
An older woman was heading back after getting ice and saw the blonde woman sitting on the floor crying. She came over and put an arm around her and held her as she sobbed.
Beth felt the woman's arms around her and suddenly smelled the same perfume her mother favored. She pulled the woman close, buried her face against her shoulder, and bawled. It took her back to when her mother comforted her when she was growing up.
The woman rocked Beth just letting her cry. She looked up when a door opened and a man looked questioningly at her. She shook her head and he went back inside. She felt the girl's sobs lessen and she took the collar of her robe and dabbed at her cheeks. "Feeling better? Want to come into our room?" she asked.
Beth felt the pain ebb and shook her head, "Thank you. I can't describe..." She hugged the woman tightly and inhaled. She caught a couple of sobs and then said, "You're wearing my mom's favorite perfume, Lilac Demeter," she said softly.
"The woman smiled, "My favorite too. Your Mom has good taste."
"Had good taste," Beth sighed, "She passed away my senior year in high school."
"Oh, you poor child," the woman said hugging her, "losing your mother at such a critical age...I can't imagine."
Beth nodded and then wiped her face. "Go, your husband wants the ice," she nodded at the bucket with the melting ice.
"You sure?" the woman asked, "I can take it to him and come back and sit with you."
Beth smiled at the woman, "Go. I'm fine. I just needed to get that out of my system," she said, "I fucked up tonight...bad. I let myself..."
"Oh dear. He'll forgive you, you're too great a person, but can you forgive yourself? That's the tough one," the woman said softly.
Beth looked at the 70-year-old woman, "You?"
The woman nodded then looked back at the door where her husband was, "Years ago. Al was on one of his extended sales trips and I felt lonely. A girlfriend asked me to just go for a drink. What could be safer than just to have a glass of wine with a friend?" She looked down the hall wistfully, "He was tall, really good-looking, and asked for a dance. I guess I lost track of time since by the time we quit dancing, my friend had left and he offered to drive me home."
Beth nodded, "And you invited him in."
The woman chuckled, "He made the best breakfast I've ever eaten."
Beth laughed and then looked sad, "My husband. The first time I met him made me the best breakfast I've ever eaten. Fuck!" she said.
"Then you make sure you get many more great breakfasts. Everything is fixable. If he's a good man he'll understand. He'll never forget but perhaps he'll stop remembering, if you know what I mean."
"Thanks," Beth said, "I don't even know your name."
"Evelyn," the woman said. She looked at the girl trying to remember where she'd seen her but it was probably in a fashion magazine.
Beth gasped and smiled, "That was my mother's name. Evelyn Reynolds," she said sadly. "Evelyn Martin Reynolds."
It was Evelyn's turn to gasp, "She went to Vassar? Evelyn Martin?"
"What? How?" Beth looked at the woman. "You knew her?"
"My daughter. Did your mother ever mention Julia Smathers?" she asked. "Her college roommate?"
Beth nodded, her head swimming, "Aunt Julia. We saw her all the time back in Lakewood but she moved when I was 10 or something."
Evelyn smiled, "She and Rick moved to Berkeley. I'm going to call Julia first thing tomorrow. Last Christmas we looked through old photo albums and she wondered whatever happened to the beautiful blonde girl," Evelyn stoked Beth's hair as she said this.
"Beth smiled, "I need her number, and yours. I thought I had no family but I loved Aunt Julia." Then she looked sad, "Please don't tell her how we met or the reason."
Evelyn chuckled, "Honey, you're not the first nor the last to cave into temptation."
Beth pulled away and stood. "I guess I'll go down to the front desk and get another key. Either Ben's not going to let me in or he's out at a bar," she said, "At least your husband never walked in on..." She pressed her hands to her face as if trying to erase the memory. Then she looked back, "How did you tell your husband?"
Evelyn shook her head, "never did. It's my pain to bear." She put her hand on Beth's chest between her breasts, "You'll always have it, at least you should hope you do. Hurting another person shouldn't be something you ever sluff off. But like I said, try to forgive yourself. 'To err is human...'"
Beth felt a surge of love for this woman and hugged her, "Thanks Mom...fuck. sorry," she said quickly.
Evelyn smiled, "That's the nicest thing anyone's ever said to me. You can call me mom any time you like. Oh, and if he won't let you stay in your room with him tonight, we're in 412. We have two queens so you're welcome to stay with us."
Beth smiled and hugged her again. Then she pulled out a pad of paper. After exchanging contact information, Beth looked at the bucket of cold water and chuckled, "I have no idea what your plans with the ice were but sorry to ruin a romantic night." She watched the woman go down the hall to the ice machine before turning toward the elevator.
Ben left the theater walking in a daze the 11 blocks to the car. His head was swimming and he twice almost crossed streets against traffic. Visions of his beautiful wife writhing in ecstacy under the wiry tattoed man flooded through his brain. Then all pictures of his groupie wife with multiple men in a previous life flashed across his vision.
Just before the parking garage, he saw the bar. He looked at his watch. 15 minutes to closing. The bartender didn't look surprised to see a customer walk in this late, put down his rag, and looked expectantly at Ben.
"Tequila, Patron if you have it," Ben said softly. He'd never had straight tequila before that evening and he liked it. He also never had an urge for a drink before that night which he didn't like. There were things in his head he wondered if they'd ever leave. He downed the shot, put a $20 on the bar, thanked the man, and left.
He gave the keys to the valet trying not to breathe on the boy. He dreaded going back to the empty room with her reminders everywhere. He suddenly saw the lines Geoff had written in his head and had the most absurd sympathy for the man who was fucking his wife. As he rode up the elevator he replayed the look of agony on Geoff's face upon hearing she was married. He must have had hope...
He stepped out and stopped. Beth was walking down the hall toward him, her face blotchy, her eyes red. With all the thoughts going through his head, the one that didn't was seeing his wife there. He thought perhaps the next morning, or getting a text saying she wasn't coming back.
Bath stopped and stood frozen as she saw her husband. Her initial thought was relief that he wasn't inside too pissed at her to open the door, her second was dread. Could he look at her, could he talk to her?
"Ben..I..." she stammered.
Ben had stopped but seeing his wife, all the feelings of love he had for her came back. He stepped up to her and hugged her tight, stroking her back. He had wondered how he'd react when or if he saw her again, but having her back in his arms was what he truly wanted.
Evelyn was watching as she carried the refreshed ice bucket back. She quietly opened her door and waved her husband out. "I'll fill you in later but this is the best thing I've seen in my life," she whispered. She then pushed her husband back inside as the couple kissed passionately in the hallway. "You are getting so lucky tonight," she told her husband, "First taking me to the Slimed Lizards concert and now this." She pushed her husband back and took his cock in her mouth for the first time in 20 years.
Ben broke the kiss and looked at his wife, "I assumed..."
Beth shook her head, "I ran after you but I..."
"...had a cock inside you and were naked," he sighed.
Beth put her hands in her face, "No excuse, none. I was stupid and I let myself feel like..."
"You were back with the band. Let's go into the room and you can shower and then we'll talk," Ben said as he put an arm around his wife and led her down the hall.
Ben was sitting up in bed when Beth came out of the bathroom looking refreshed. He found himself studying her body as if she changed somehow but she looked the same.
They talked all night, Beth telling him about the missing two years and how she had been out on the street after picking up sleeping pills. She'd rented a room in a cheap hotel and recalled being irritated when a limo pulled up and a security guard roughly pushed her back. Then a screaming crowd of girls swarmed some guys, she assumed they were a band of some sort. All she remembered was wanted them to get the fuck gone so she could go back to her room and go to sleep...a permanent sleep.
"And a couple of the security guards came and got you," Ben said softly.
Beth looked up, "How? Who told you?"
"Demarcus. He loves you, you know. He not only told me I could hear it in his voice," Ben said softly. "Sorry. I didn't mean to interrupt."
Beth sighed, "I loved..." She looked quickly up at her husband, "Sorry, I..."
Ben chuckled, "I know you loved them. You can say it and I'm not going to flip out. I mean, I did watch you getting fucked by Geoff," he chuckled.
Beth was shocked to hear Ben laugh after what he saw but she continued, "After Geoff, it was Demarcus I loved the most. He was the one guy who looked at me with...sympathy, pity? I don't know but I smiled all the time with these guys. I loved how they doted on me...hell, wrote songs about me. I almost thought of them as family but then I'd watch the drugs and the girls, I mean not Geoff. Geoff never touched another girl while I was around, at least as far as I knew. He was fine sharing me but," she looked at her husband, "You OK with this?"
Ben nodded, "There are albums..."
Beth groaned, "So there's not much to add," she sighed, "Not my proudest moments."
Then Ben had a thought, "All this sex, not the safest activity in the world. How did you avoid...or did you get STDs?" he asked.
Beth nodded, "I was wondering when you'd ask that. I used rubbers with every guy except Geoff. He swore he never touched any of the girls without a rubber before he met me and swore off all other girls once I arrived. On top of that, their manager had us tested constantly. He was adamant we practice safe sex." She chuckled, "Every stop, every city we'd check into the hotel and there'd be flowers, Champagne, baskets of fruit, a case of condoms in various sizes, and packages of Viagra.
Ben nodded, "Good to know there was some responsibility. Why'd you leave? I mean, you were loved, in love and you had family."
Beth sighed. "It was my fault really...it usually is. Bobby, Billy, and I were in Chicago, I mean, the band was there, but Geoff and Demarcus were out talking to some producer and we were alone in the hotel room...suite. You'll think less of me hearing this, if that's possible, it was maybe 9 in the morning...we're doing shots and I kissed Bobby and then Billy. Soon we were naked and I was sucking...I can just say one thing led to another if that's better," she said softly.
"Tell it any way you want. I saw pictures of you with cocks in your mouth...it would be hard to shock me now," Ben said as he stroked her back.
"The guys were on the bed, I was going from one cock to the other. We were in a suite with a bunch of the guys, anyhow I was sucking Bobby's...or was it Billy's cock when I felt someone shove his cock into my pussy. When Geoff and Demarcus got back the entire crew had fucked me in every hole. It had to have been 20 guys. He knew what happened seeing the trash can with all the used condoms."
"Geoff was furious. He yelled at everyone to get out. I've never seen him like this, I mean, he'd finish fucking me and offer me to a roadie or one of the security guys. He even let one of the local warm-up bands fuck me. I was used to being used whenever and by whomever," she said softly. "I can't even imagine how little you think of me right now," she said. Then she noticed that Ben's cock was limp. Every guy she'd ever been would have been hard as a rock. Ben was neither hard, nor pissed, or judgemental. She looked at him and said with urgency, "I love you, I do."
Ben stroked her hair and nodded, "I know you do and I love you too. Keep going, I want to hear more."
"Anyhow, Geoff was throwing things around the room, the lamps, the TV, the phone. I was lying on the bed naked, cum pooling or running off me, and...you get the picture. It wasn't a pretty one. He calmed down and then he started crying. He held me, you know with men's cum all over me, and cried. He bawled his eyes out saying I cheated on him. The guy who'd literally given me to others without asking me, by the way, given me to at least 100 men was upset I'd cheated on him. I held him apologizing over and over. I told him it was my fault, that I was horny and he'd been gone all morning."
Ben couldn't imagine this rough tattooed lead singer ever crying but Beth would be the one woman in the world who could make the toughest man cry.
Beth sighed and continued. "The next morning after being held close to Geoff all night I found myself assessing where I was. He was tender when he woke and fucked me. He never was that gentle before, never kissed me like he did. I always liked it when Goeff fucked me, I mean what girl wouldn't? He's..." she stopped, "Sorry, that's not what I wanted to say."
Ben laughed, "He's got a huge cock. Hard to miss. Go on," he said.
Beth shook her head. How in the world did she ever rate a guy this great? she wondered. "He took his time. I think it was after my 4th orgasm that he finally came. Then he kissed me and told me for the 500th time he loved me but needed to go out. I showered and got dressed. I don't know what it was, but the way he held me, kissed, me, fucked me made my stomach hurt. I realized I wasn't good enough to be loved as intensely as Geoff loved me. How could anyone love any person that much, especially one so flawed?"
"I packed what few things I had, went around to all the guys, and told them I had to go. No reason just that it was time." She gasped and looked sad, "I told..." she choked back a sob, "I told Demarcus to take care of Goeff and to tell him not to hate me since I couldn't say goodbye to his face. I left just like I left everywhere I've ever been, a coward with my tail between my legs," she said quietly.
"You could have been Beth Mental," Ben said softly, "I can't imagine how you passed that up."
"B-Girl Mental," she corrected him. "Please find it in your heart to forgive me," she said softly.
Ben pulled her close and held her. "Nothing to forgive." They stayed like that until the sun came through the windows.
They woke and looked at the time. Ben said he'd call down and extend their stay another night.
"Why?" Beth said looking at the clock, "We can shower and be out easily before 11."
Ben shook his head, "We have to be somewhere. You need to sit down with Goeff look him in the eyes and break it off cleanly. Did you know he quit writing when you left? He told the band he didn't want to tour anymore. You can't do that to him again, can't do it to the other guys. I think their music sucks, it's crude and loud and annoying but their fans love them and frankly, I got to know Demarcus and I like him. Get showered, get dressed...maybe less..."
"Slutty?" Beth finished, "That was for you. I wanted to tease you, make you pay for cumming before I did," she said.
While she was showering, Ben called Demarcus happy he'd swapped contact information. He found where they were staying and made sure it was alright if they stopped by.
Beth was dressed more casually in tights and a tee shirt. She was nervous and stood behind Ben when he knocked on the door of the suite.
Demarcus opened it and hugged Ben. He didn't look surprised to see Beth and hugged her. "I'm so glad you are here. Geoff hasn't spoken a word since last night. What happened? He stormed out after you left."
Beth shook her head and looked past the tall man, "Where is he?" she asked.
"In his room...Are you sure you want to..." Demarcus started to say.
"Go," Ben said to Beth. "Which room is his?" he asked Demarcus.
Demarcus led the couple across the living room and down the hall. He rapped on the door with the back of his knuckles "Geoff, come on man, open up. There's someone here to see you." He looked back apologetically at Beth and Ben. Then the door opened.



"What? What the fuck do...shit! B! I thought..." he stammered. He looked like crap. He never showered, never changed. He was wearing the same skin-tight leather pants and smelled of stale liquor and body odor.
Ben put a hand on his chest as he stepped toward Beth. "Geoff, hi. I'm Ben, Beth's, or as you know her B-Girl's husband. I want you to go shower, get a change of clothes, and then when you're ready Beth has a lot to tell you. You got that?" he asked.
Geoff started to say something but then nodded. He back into the bedroom and closed the door.
Demarcus looked at Ben with admiration, "Shit! That's the first fucking time I've ever seen him take orders from anyone," he grinned broadly. "Come on, something to drink?" he asked.
Ben shook his head then paused, "You have coffee?"
They went back out and everyone came up to Beth smiling at her and hugging her. Demarcus pulled Ben to the side, "None of my business but what happened last night?"
Ben looked over at his wife who was hugging one of the crew, smiling broadly. He could believe these guys were like family to her and felt a sadness he could pin down. He looked back and sighed, "You can guess. They were alone in a back room and..."
"They were fucking. Shit! I'm sorry, man," Demarcus said before hugging him. "You must have been pissed."
Ben nodded, "I was but Beth told me the story, I assume the entire one and I'm not pissed. I get it, really do," he said. Beth was sitting between a couple of other guys listening to a story. She looked as happy as he'd ever seen her. Then he looked back at Demarcus and did something he never did. He hugged him, patted him on the back, and said, "Thank you. Thank you for saving Beth's life." he gave two quick slaps and stepped back. Demarcus looked confused at first and then nodded, "You're welcome."
They heard the door open and a refreshed-looking Geoff came out. He went straight over to Ben and put out a hand, "I'm sorry man. I never...shit!" he smiled, "I was going to say, had I known she was married I never would have...but that would be a lie. But I'm sorry."
Ben chuckled, "Sorry I interrupted you, or sorry you fucked my wife?"
Geoff looked at the man and burst out laughing, "Fuck me! I love this guy!" he hugged Ben and then stepped back, a different look on his face. "But seriously, thanks for bringing her by. I know it was you," he said looking over at Beth, "The girl's an enigma..."
"...wrapped in a mystery inside a riddle, to misquote Churchill," Ben smiled. "She is. That's why we love her."
Geoff did a double take hearing the 'we' and smiled.
"You got that right, mate. Then again, is there anyone who doesn't love her?" he asked.
Beth looked up and gave a nervous smile. She looked at each of the men, apologized, and came over. "Geoff, I'm sorry. Sorry to have run off...twice," she said softly. She looked at Ben as he took her left hand, pulling her rings off. "What? Are you?" she gasped.
Ben shook his head. "Nope. But for 24 hours I think you need to give some people who are like family to you closure. I'll be back tomorrow," he looked at his watch, "Same time? Noon?" he looked questioningly at the men. He held the rings out in his palm, "Tomorrow you'll put these back on and I'll have peace of mind for the rest of our lives, or," he looked at the group, "I'll be content knowing you'll be with people you love and who love you."
Beth was stunned as she watched her husband put his coffee cup down and head for the door.
Demarcus trotted after the man as he reached the door, "Let me walk you down, I'm not sure I saw what I just saw."
Ben chuckled, "I'm not sure I did what I just did but I know it's the right thing."
Demarcus slapped him on the shoulder as they walked to the elevator, "Can I ask you something?"
Ben shrugged thinking it would be about what the next 24 hours would be like or why would he do that. "Sure."
"Do you like our music?" he asked.
Ben laughed, "Honestly?"
Demarcus smiled and nodded, "Honestly."
"I think it sucks. It's dependent on shock rather than style. Your lyrics are crude and you play loudly hoping no one will notice. You've got talent, shit! Billy's guitar playing is first rate and the bass riff you did in...whichever song that was, shows you've been held back," he paused. "Sorry, maybe it's just that I like music I can hum after listening to it. No shit like Manilow but you know what I mean."
Demarcus chuckled, "I feel the same way. At night when I go to sleep I listen to Leslie West, Man, if we could do anything like Nantucket Sleighride," he sighed. Or, Jeff Beck, Clapton...you get it. But," he sighed, "Our fans like listening to the shit we put out. Can't complain. I love my house in Malibu right on the beach."
Ben laughed. He liked this guy. "I know you're busy but I've nothing to do for the next 24 hours, I was thinking of doing a brewery tour."
Demarcus grinned and slapped the man on the back, "You mind if Bobby and Billy come along? I was going to clear everyone out so...sorry," he said. "You know what I mean."
Ben nodded, "You can say it, you won't be reminding me as there'll be little else in my head for the next day or so. But, sure. I'd like to get to know Beth's family."
Demarcus turned to run back to the suite. He shook his head, "I still can't get over that our B-Girl's name sounds more like next-door-girl," he chuckled.
Ben stood by the elevator waiting for the guys when he had a thought. A stupid thought but he regretted not having sex with his wife that morning. That might have turned out to be their last time. It would be better than the actual last time when he came before her.
No one is interested in the day Ben spent with Demarcus, Bobby, and Billy.
* * *
Beth knew she looked like the deer in headlights. She looked at the bare finger and back at Geoff. She melted into his arms as if she'd never left. She hated how right it felt being loved by this man...hated how it wasn't anything she could have.
Geoff looked around, "Let's go back to...fuck! My room's a bit trashed," he sighed. "Bobby, can we use...?"
The drummer nodded, "All yours. I make the bed in the morning unlike some slobs," he chuckled. "I'll get housekeeping up here as I assume I'll need to sleep in your room."
Beth felt all the eyes on her. Her pussy throbbed recalling how Geoff felt inside her just 12 hours ago. Then Demarcus came back in after walking her husband out.
"Guys, grab your things. Let's give B-Girl and Geoff some privacy," he said. He grabbed his coat and wallet and herded the group out.
Within a minute Beth was alone with Goeff. She looked at him and sighed, "I guess I owe you an explanation."
It was an hour and a half before she told her entire story and Geoff said nothing and simply held her.
"I'm sorry, so sorry to have run off but I thought I was saving you from disappointment when you discovered I wasn't all the great," she said quietly as she stroked his back. Then she noticed that not only was Geoff hard, he'd been hard almost the entire time. She kissed him thinking it would be more of a peck, but his tongue was inside her mouth instantly.
Beth felt that familiar rush...the rush of anticipation of an epic fuck. She forgot or never admitted it, but this man put everything into it. She was going to tell herself that every one of his fucks was an epic experience but the last one they shared before she left was love-making. Memorable but hardly epic.
She broke the kiss and stood. She pulled off her top and her bra. As she peeled down her tights she smiled, "Before we were rudely interrupted last night, where were we?"
Geoff shook his head, "I'd like to start over." He knelt and pressed his mouth on the most perfect pussy he'd ever fucked.
Beth sighed as his marvelously fat tongue probed her crotch. She let herself be turned and laid on her back as Geoff's tongue parted her lips.
Geoff missed her taste and had sampled various girls' cunts but none was as sweet as B-Girl's. He grabbed her breasts and played with her nipples as she humped his face. He could tell by her breathing she was getting aroused. He knew every sign she had having memorized them after fucking her hundreds of times.
Beth humped against his face but wanted to cum on his cock. She pushed him away, panting, "Fuck me, I need you to fuck my pussy...I need your big cock inside me...Please?" she said when he resisted pulling away from eating her out. "But, I hate to ask, could you put on a rubber?" she asked.
Geoff smiled, "Good call. Who knows where this pussy has been," he said as he playfully slapped her crotch. He jumped up, went into his room, and came back with a dozen condoms. He looked in the drawers on Bobby's bedside table, mumbling, "I hope he has more in here."
Beth laughed and took one, put it in her mouth, and expertly rolled it onto his cock. This was one skill she felt that Ben need not know about.
They fucked all afternoon and into the night. Housekeeping came in at 2 PM and stopped in the doorway. They were starting to back out when Geoff waved them in, "We'll stay out of your way. Don't mind us," he said before slamming his cock into Beth's perfect ass.
Beth was so used to fucking in front of people that she thought nothing of it. She grunted with each thrust of Geoff's huge cock, the sounds echoing off the walls.
When the two maids finished cleaning up, Geoff pulled his cock out of Beth's ass and went over and picked up his pants. He pulled out two hundreds giving one to each embarrassed woman. They thanked him as they backed out, their eyes glued to the 10" cock dangling between the man's legs.
Beth heard one say to the other in Spanish, "Mujer con suerte," Lucky woman. She was smiling as Geoff came back and shoved his cock back into her ass.
Beth was sprawled naked on one of the sectionals in the living room when the crew and band came back. Geoff had left to find a dress as he wanted to go out to dinner with her. She started to cover up and then laughed, "Nothing you haven't seen hundreds of times before."
Geoff came out and chuckled, "I leave you for 10 minutes and you pick up a couple dozen guys. You're slowing down."
Beth smiled, kissed the men on either side of her, and then went back with Geoff to shower and get dressed. She looked in the mirror critically. She looked like a whore. Her dress last night looked like a habit in comparison. The red silk dress was made up of two narrow straps that barely covered her nipples not coming together until just above her mons. The dress was fairly long coming to mid-calf, but slit up each side to above her hips. When she turned she could see her entire boobs and when she moved, she could see her pussy from the side. She looked at Geoff shaking her head, "I can't wear this."
Geoff came over, sliding a hand under the flimsy fabric feeling her ass, "You'll wear it and revel in the attention you'll be getting. Babe, you have a gift, let the world share in your beauty."
Beth sighed and nodded. They headed out, Beth trying to ignore the whistles and headed for the elevators. She was right. She overheard too many disapproving comments to count but also heard envious or approving noises.
The trip from the front door of the restaurant to the table was an adventure. Conversations stopped, soft comments were heard, and all eyes were on her. She even saw women looking at her body licking their lips.
She'd never had such attentive service, never knew waiters would make sure her napkin was perfectly situated on her lap.
When they left and climbed into the limo, Geoff leaned forward in his seat, "Drive around randomly. I'll tell you when to head back," he told the driver.
Beth knew what Geoff wanted and took off her dress. She knelt between his legs, pulled down his pants, and took his cock in her mouth. She remembered the first time she sucked his cock. She couldn't take more than a few inches before she gagged. Now she was burying 3/4 of his cock down her throat.
Geoff saw the driver glancing back constantly so he reached up and turned on the dome light, "Spectacular ass, eh?" he asked. "Look, you don't get us into an accident and she'll let you fuck her."
Beth yanked her head off Geoff's cock and looked back at the driver, "You can watch but that's it," she said firmly. She glared at Geoff, "I'm not yours to offer to other men. I'm yours and yours alone for the night." She then realized how that sounded but looked at him while stroking his cock until he nodded. She lost count of how many limo drivers she'd fucked...been fucked by, but that was then. She nodded and put his cock back into her mouth.
They drove around, the driver finding the smoothest roads. Beth pulled a condom from her purse, put it on the throbbing cock, and then climbed onto his lap. She knew the driver could see clearly her stretched pussy and her puckered ass and felt another rush go through her. Was she hasty in turning down the offer of another cock?
Geoff was gripping Beth's plump tits as she bounced on his cock but wanted to see her under him. He always loved fucking B-Girl and watching her huge tits flop around. It always made him thrust harder so they'd flop even more.
Beth knew what was cumming as she let herself be flipped onto her back. She preferred this as even with the tinted windows she knew all the cars passing by could see her tits. That was reinforced by the sounds of tooting horns.
Geoff got between her legs and thrust hard. The driver found he was having to make microcorrections with each thrust. He wanted Geoff to move to the side seats so the weight shift wasn't from side to side but wasn't sure how to phrase it. "Dude! Could you fuck your whore front to back rather than side to side?" Oh, to be rich, he thought, To afford a high-class whore like that.
It was an hour later after the couple tried every position the driver had ever seen plus a few, that Geoff came. The whore was either a skilled actress or was really into it as she came 4 times. He felt relieved hearing the man roar and the shaking of the car stopped.
Geoff had Beth clean his cock with her mouth as he lolled back on the seat. Then he smiled, "Good thing she rejected my offer. I think I put her pussy out of service for a week," he chuckled.
Beth smacked him and then pulled off his cock, "Don't kid yourself, "I've been fucked harder than that. If I wanted to I'd happily open my legs for our driver. I think he's cute."
Geoff grinned, "Hear that, driver? She'd fuck you. OK, how far from the hotel are we? It has to be miles," he said as he looked out the window.
The driver looked back, "We're here. I listened to your breathing and tried to time it," he said. "Just kidding, I've been going around all the blocks in the area."
Geoff chuckled, "I like our driver. I think you should fuck him."
Beth pulled on the dress as best she could. Not having a mirror meant she couldn't tell what was covered and what wasn't. While she was arranging the flimsy fabric, the driver came around and held the door. She looked at him and then back at Geoff, "I was thinking about fucking him but now that I've had a good look," she said as she stepped out. "He's too much man for me. Shall we go up to your room?" she asked sweetly. Then she kissed the driver on the cheek and put out her arm for Geoff to take.
Beth got little sleep that night. Geoff seemed to want to fuck her more and more as the night wore on. They had breakfast in Bobby's room and fucked some more.
At 11 AM, Geoff let out a groan as he weakly spasmed in Beth's pussy. He'd never cum 11 times in 24 hours before but he was determined to get the most out of the window her husband gave her.
Beth held onto Geoff as his breathing returned to normal. Nothing was said for 20 minutes until Beth sighed and looked at him. "All good things must come to an end and I want to say something I should have said years ago. I love you but I'm also going to say goodbye. It makes no sense but I know this is the right thing to do." She kissed him and stroked his hair.
Geoff sighed and sat up. "I know and thanks. You always acted happy but when no one was looking you had the saddest look on your face I think I've ever seen. I don't know if I was imagining it but when I saw you last night, saw you with your husband you looked happy. Truly happy and I'm glad." he said softly. "I knew yesterday when Ben left that I was not going to let you stay. Not coming between you two," he sighed.
Beth laughed, "But you decided to fuck my brains out for 24 hours anyhow?"
"Gift horse, and all that. Of course, I was going to fuck you. Maybe a part of me hoped you'd wake up this morning and say, 'I could live with a huge cock ripping me in half every day,'" he grinned.
"Huge cock. Ripping me in half. I see how you can be so creative in your songwriting," she chuckled. Then she looked at the clock. "I'm showering...alone. I'm getting dressed. You're getting dressed, and we'll be in the living room sipping coffee as if we'd been there all morning when Ben arrives."
Ben tentatively knocked on the door, scared of what she might have decided, hopeful of what she decided.
Demarcus let him in, gave him a quick reassuring hug, and then stepped aside.
Beth stood up looking happy but nervous. Perhaps it was that she'd been with another man for the last day but at least Geoff stayed seated. Ben knew that if Geoff stood next to her, an arm around her waist he'd be flying home alone. He held out his two hands, the right as if he were to shake her hand, the left, palm up with her rings.
Beth looked confused at first then smiled, slapping away the right hand and grabbing her rings. She hugged her husband hard and kissed him. "That was clever, shake hands and go our separate ways, or...I love you so much," she cried and hugged him even tighter.
Ben looked over at Geoff who was smiling at him. Then Geoff gave a him thumbs up.
They checked out of the hotel and drove back to Portland to catch the flight back home.
Beth never told him anything about the day except that she insisted Geoff use condoms and also that she didn't want to have sex until she was cleared by a doctor. "I don't think back then I understood the dangers...or I just didn't care," she said one night. What scares me now is giving you something. I could never live with that."
A few weeks later, Ben got an envelope in the mail with a thumb drive. On it were all the photos of the two years B-Girl lived with the band. She looked as beautiful as ever but he saw in a dozen or more of the candids the look Demarcus mentioned. He could feel the sadness in her eyes.
Then a month after that he got another thumb drive. Demarcus put in a note saying, "I think you'll be able to hum along with this." He put it in his computer and saw a doc and a WAV file. He opened the doc.
"Ben, I hope you and Beth are doing well. The minute you guys closed the door to the suite, Geoff got up and went into his room. We thought he was going to spiral down again but the next morning he came out with this. I think it's the best thing he's done and we recorded it last night. I wanted you and Beth to have a copy before it hits the airwaves.
Ben opened the player and sat back waiting. It was called, 'Bye Bye B.' He smiled as he heard the familiar bass and then a soft guitar, almost like Phil Keaggy's playing with Glass Harp. No hard pounding of drums, no ear-splitting electric guitar but a soft ballad. Then he recognized Geoff's voice.
Bye Bye B, Bye Bye my love.
You blew in on a breeze
Flew out like a dove.
I no longer look for you
I just thank him above.
It went on about how much she affected his life and when she last left, she completed him as he'd never been before.
He dabbed at his eyes when it was done and he played it again. This time he caught himself humming along.



Beth came home seeing Ben wiping his eyes and she rushed over. He played her the song and held her as she broke down.
Bye Bye B went to #1 holding onto the spot for weeks.
Then a week later Beth got a call from Evelyn who put Julia on the phone. They talked for hours and when she got off, she ran over to Ben and hopped on his lap, "Aunt Julia's coming to visit next month. I'm so excited, I haven't seen her for years," she grinned. She and Evelyn talked every week and she'd started to call her Mom which Evelyn loved.
6 months later, Demarcus called. "Ben, I want to invite you guys to our show in Boston. We're playing there and we want you to be our guests, backstage passes, the works. I promise that there'll be no sex involved," he laughed.
"Damn, I agree not for Beth, but for me?" he chuckled.
Demarcus laughed, "I could distract B-Girl for a while. You'll have your pick. Some of those Boston babes are gorgeous."
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MaryBeth Grant didn't exactly live in the kitchen, but if you found her anywhere else in the house, she was either just coming out or on her way in. She loved cooking, baking, and trying new recipes. If she weren't cooking or baking, she was inventorying or reorganizing her spice cabinet, or she was going through the pantry.
Don, her husband was the beneficiary of her passion for food. You couldn't recognize him from his wedding photos having lost most of his hair and more than doubled his weight. His passion was sports. You'd find him watching a game or tuned into SportsCenter. His spot was in the family room on his Stressless leather recliner, a beer in one hand, the remote in the other. He usually had the volume turned up, not that he minded MaryBeth's singing, but he didn't want to miss a word when tuned in to some event or program.
MaryBeth was no svelte supermodel nor was she fat. The best term would be pleasantly plump. You'd have no problem recognizing her from her wedding photos and she'd gained just 15 or so pounds, all of which seemed to settle in just the right places. She was two cup sizes larger and her full ass would split the seams on her wedding dress. She looked like a mom, like a housewife. She never wore slacks or pants, preferring dresses. They always worked well with her collection of aprons and she was able to move more freely when squatting down to use the oven or get out a cookie sheet.
The Grant's house was a popular spot for their son Jimmy's friends. Sports on the TV, beer if desired, and more importantly, freshly baked cookies or other sweets. Then there was the most important yet unspoken attraction at the Grant house. MaryBeth. Even Jimmy wasn't oblivious to how great his Mom's ass looked though he was more circumspect when the topic came up. Every one of his friends said that they'd 'tap that' given the chance. He always told them to shut up but he'd had those same thoughts.
It was a warm summer day, late July. Jimmy and a few friends were watching the Dodgers in the family room with his Dad. They were all due to go away to college in the fall, all to different schools and they were spending a lot of time together knowing that their time was coming to an end. It was a good game, Clayton Kershaw was having one of his typical great games but the offense was able to score just a single run. Jimmy, Jason, Theo, and Vic were glued to the screen. 1-0 Dodgers in the fifth.
Vic excused himself to grab another beer and headed into the kitchen. He stopped and admired Mrs. Grant's wonderfully plump ass as she bent over to take a tray of steaming dinner rolls out of the oven. He could almost tell if she had on a thong or panties as the back of her dress rode up.
MaryBeth looked back and smiled, "Changed your mind?" she asked as she put the try on a cooling pad.
"What? No, I mean about what?" he stammered having been caught ogling her ass.
MaryBeth nodded at the empty beer bottle, "Came up for a beer but then saw something you like more?" she asked.
"Um, no. I was...OK, you looked..." he said inanely.
MaryBeth chuckled, "I looked...go on. You're going to be in college composing essays and if you go for a doctorate there'll be orals. You need to think quickly. I looked what?" she said.
Vic looked at the woman, wide stance, a smirk on her face, her hands on her hips, and her dress opened appealingly exposing generous cleavage. "You looked great...oh fuck! I wanted to bury my face between those ass cheeks of yours, OK?" he said quickly. "You looked good enough to eat."
MaryBeth turned and patted her generous behind, "You think so? I signed up over on 34th at the gym. I'd like to tighten this up."
"Please don't," Vic said quickly, "I mean, you don't have to. I think you have the perfect body."
MaryBeth stepped closer to the boy, looking down at the lump in his pants, and then looked him in the eyes, "Perfect for what? I'm sure not running a marathon anytime soon. I'll not be asked to strut down some catwalk, or join a WNBA team."
Vic shook his head, "I just think you look perfect."
MaryBeth shook her head, "Not going to get into my panties with those weak lines," she sighed.
Vic's head spun. Did she just say... "Um I think you have the perfect body for sex," he said. He worried she'd yell at him but instead, she paused and stroked her ass.
"Really? You have all those cute high school girls and I'm probably 10 pounds overweight.," she said as she squeezed a cheek.
"You are a woman," he said stepping forward, "Those are girls."
MaryBeth smiled, "That's a lot better. Keep saying those things and you'll be able to get into my panties." Then she chuckled, "If I were wearing any." She moved to the island and picked up a mixing bowl, "But, sadly, I'm married and you're too young for me. It would be wrong of you to pull up my dress and shove your hard cock into my pussy...my husband and your friends are just a couple of rooms away," she said as she pushed the bowl over to the far side of the island laying her chest on the granite.
Vic looked out the kitchen door and back at the woman offering her ass to him. He stepped up to her, pushed the hem of her dress onto her back, and then pressed his crotch against her pussy. His cock was throbbing and he desperately want to pull it out and plunge it into her pussy but instead, sank down, pressing his face between those creamy cheeks.
"Oh, wow!" MaryBeth panted, "You weren't kid...oh fuck!" she gasped as the boy stabbed her pussy with his tongue. The one time Donald did this to her was on their wedding night and that was a few tentative licks before moving up and fucking her. The boy did want to bury his face between her cheeks, his tongue was as deep inside her as Donald's cock had ever been. She was panting and pushing her ass back into his face and felt she was close to her first orgasm in 20 years when he stood. She felt a rush as she heard the zipper and the cloth sliding down his legs. Then she opened her mouth trying not to cry out as his fat cock opened up her neglected pussy.
Vic admired her parting labia as he buried his cock into her tight wet pussy. He'd dreamt of this moment assuming there was no way he'd ever be enjoying this. She was softly grunting, almost as if barking. He loved seeing the shock waves travel across those creamy cheeks as he pounded into her. Then she raised up and pulled off her dress exposing her huge tits.
MaryBeth groaned as the boy leaned forward and taking her cue, grabbed her breasts. Her nipples, almost always sensitive, were now ultrasensitive. He knew exactly what to do as he pulled on her nipples while slamming harder into her. This was what she wanted and she grabbed the dishcloth, shoved it into her mouth, and came...came harder than she'd ever cum before.
Vic grinned hearing the woman's aminalistic grunting. He kept fucking her while hearing squelching sounds echoing in the kitchen.
MaryBeth's head cleared and she looked back at the boy, "I hope you're studying dentistry when you go off to college," she panted.
Vic shook his head, "Business, going for my MBA." He thought that was a strange comment during an intense fuck session.
"Too bad," she sighed, "You sure know how to fill a cavity."
Vic chuckled, "When I did the check-up, I noticed two cavities needing filling."
MaryBeth reached over and slid a bottle of extra virgin olive oil, "Use this. It's been a virgin for too long," she said.
Vic felt a rush. None of the girls at school ever let him near their asses. He poured some down her crack and then slid an oily finger inside. Then after getting his cock covered he proceeded to press his cock against her asshole. MaryBeth was spreading her ass cheeks and when he slid in, her grunt was incredibly deep.
"Fuck my ass, this feels really good. Cum inside me," she panted.
Vic didn't last long and in a couple of minutes, he was pressed hard against her ass feeling spasm after spasm splash into her rectum. When he was done, he collapsed onto the naked woman's back. "That was incredible, I'm telling you, you have the perfect body for this." Then he playfully slapped her ass and was rewarded with another soft moan.
They cleaned up and got dressed and MaryBeth kissed him, "Thanks. I've been hoping one of you boys would take the initiative and fuck me. Cumming in my ass was better, I'm fertile right now...not on the pill."
Vic gripped her breast and whispered, "I'm just starting to do what I want to you. I have another month before I head off to college so don't waste time putting on panties over the next few weeks."
Vic went back into the family room and the guys looked up, "What were you doing?" Jimmy asked.
"Your mom has the best hot buns, you should try them. Anyhow, I thought if I'm heading off to college I should learn my way around a kitchen, you know how it is."
Jimmy and Donald just shook their heads the rest of the summer as his friends took a greater interest in cooking than in the Dodgers, even though they were in a tight playoff race. "Guys, look at the score. Can't get any tighter than this," Jimmy said a few times.
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You can label this any way you want. Whatever makes you happy. This is a story of a man letting his wife explore her base desires, so yes...she is unfaithful, and no, he doesn't kill her. No one is under 18...including the lengths of their cocks...in cms.
Marla looked out the window after hearing the sound of a truck. It wasn't just a truck, it was a semi pulling a huge orange trailer. "David, I think they're moving in today," she called out.
David got up from his computer and came out to the living room. He stopped and looked. The view outside couldn't be nearly as good as the view from where he was standing. The morning sun made her thin dress almost transparent and he could make out her nearly naked body under it. 'No panties today,' he thought. She was wearing his favorite type of dress, strapless so if he wanted he could just pull down the top to reveal her incredible tits.
He loved summer, especially summer in Connecticut. The women wore as little as they could, and thin, airy dresses were pulled out of the closets. Then many went commando as they seemed to want to feel the ocean breezes on their pussies...at least that was what he'd observed.
"Who do you think they are?" he asked as he came up next to his wife. His hand slid down her back and under the hem. 'Damn! Could there be anything on Earth as smooth as Marla's ass?' he wondered.
"No idea but check out the Maserati pulled up in front of the Gleason's. New York plates. I'll bet...that's getting a bit personal, isn't it?" she giggled as her husband's finger slid between her labia.
David shook his head, "that's nothing. You want personal?" he asked. He knelt behind her, pulled up the back of the dress, and pressed his face between her cheeks. He licked her perineum and as he probed farther, she put a foot on the window sill giving him access. His nose was pressed against her anus but he didn't care as he flicked his tongue between her moist lips.
''David, they can see," she panted while making no move to push him away.
"Let them," he answered, his voice muffled.
"Oh, fuck," Marla gasped. Devid hit her clit just as a shirtless well-muscled black man hopped out of the cab before going around the back. She was pushing back against his mouth as another huge shirtless black man came around to the back. She'd never thought about men of color or men of anything other than her husband, but seeding these dark pecs, and rippled abs caused an aching that usually took 20 minutes if at all to boil up inside her.
Dave smiled knowing he was doing things right as he felt and tasted her arousal. She was leaning into the window, her ass pushed back on his face as he alternated licking between her lips and flicking his tongue on her clit.
Marla turned her head slightly as her breath was fogging the glass pane causing her breasts to push against the window. "Oohhhh," she groaned as almost electric shocks emanated from her unusually sensitive nipples. Then one of the men looked over and smiled. She wanted to duck down but with her husband's face pressing into her crotch, she instead waved back. Her mouth formed an 'O' as her nipples pressed harder against the pane. The men were looking...they were watching and one grabbed his crotch and smiled at her.
David reached up and pulled the top of her dress down exposing her impressive tits. She didn't try to cover up, groaning instead.
Marla wanted them to see her as she pressed her naked chest against the glass. She'd never exposed herself to anyone before but they'd never see these men again and the whole thing aroused her. She was looking at their faces and one wiggled his tongue at her...it was so long...
David was surprised when Marla gasped and came hard. She was humping roughly into his face, grinding her clit against his mouth. He had to swallow a ton of her fluids before she went limp and slid to the floor.
David sat back grinning, 'I'm good! I'm really good,' he thought.
Outside, the two men high-fived each other, with huge white grins as they watched the proper housewife have an orgasm. They'd fucked their share of the God-fearing, conservative women and they knew that look. They saw her slide down to the floor so they opened the back of the moving van and got to work.
Marla was humiliated knowing two strangers saw her orgasm, saw her tits, her pussy, and saw her looking hungrily at them. She started to crawl away but David had pulled his hard cock out and mounted her before she could get away.
David knew she'd be wet, his mouth remembered, but he still was surprised as to how wet. He sloshed into her pussy with ease even though she was as tight as ever. He looked out the window and saw first one man and then the other unloading the van. "You slut. You married slut," he hissed, "You let them see your tits. Let them see you cum. You want the huge moving men, don't you? Were you wondering if they have huge cocks?" he asked. Never in their 7 years of marriage had he once talked dirty to his wife but with every word he heard her gasp.
Marla had her head down feeling David's cock plunge over and over into her but in her head, it was one of those men. That was the first time in her life she'd seen a naked...well, shirtless black man, and couldn't stop the feeling surging through her. 'Wrong, wrong, wrong...' she heard a dim voice in the back of her head. Chairwoman of the Women's Guild at her church, Director of the local MADD chapter, and never once had even a speeding ticket.
David continued talking dirty, loving that she wasn't stopping him, "You're imagining being screwed by them, aren't you? How does it feel? Are you stretched out?" he asked as he pressed into her as hard as he could. Then he heard it, heard his conservative, pure wife gasp out she was thinking about them.
"Yesssss, yesss...huge," she panted. "pound my white pussy and cum inside me."
David's balls started to ache and he grabbed her plump dangling tits.
"I'll cum inside you, both of us will," he said in a deep voice. That was all it took.
The tingling, the unscratchable itch inside exploded and the normally quiet woman cried out she was cumming and said a word he never thought he'd hear.
"Fuck meeee," she screamed as she pressed her face into the floor while thrusting her ass in the air. The room swam and she could feel one of the men jetting his sperm deep inside her as he also came.
The men outside stopped and grinned hearing the sound of a woman getting off. They looked over at the house and saw a man's head rise and look out. Derek clapped and Jason gave him two thumbs up.
David smiled and then collapsed next to his wife. They lay there for a few minutes before he pulled out and sighed, "Holy Cow, that was incredible. Never thought you'd cum twice in a day let alone twice in 20 munites."
Marla groaned, "I don't know what came over me. I'm so embarrassed," she sighed. "What do you think of me?"
David laughed, "I think something opened up. I like it. You've always had the hottest body of any woman I've seen but now...wow!" he said, stroking her breasts.
Marla shook her head, "I'm not sure what to tell Father Perkins Sunday," she sighed.
David shook his head, "Nothing...what, impure thoughts? Come on, we all have millions of thoughts a day and it would be impossible to not have impure thoughts."
"You're not mad?" she asked. "I was mentally cheating on you," she said in a small voice.
"And physically being faithful. I'll take that any day of the week. Tell me, how intense was your orgasm? I'm no expert but I think it was as good as any you've had."
Marla nodded, "Better. I came close to passing out. It was so intense. If you're OK with it then I feel better."
David slapped her ass and stood up. He held out his hand helping her up. "I'm not happy about one thing," he said.
Marla looked at him expectantly as she pulled the top of her dress back up, "What?" He was shaking his head as if disappointed in her.
"You embarrassed those men by staring at them. I want you to go out there and apologize," he said firmly.
"What?" she blushed, "They saw me...I'll..."
"Yes, they saw you and how do you think that made them feel? You'll feel better getting that off your chest, they'll feel better. Go clean up...don't change, I love this dress...and go out there," he ordered.
Marla wanted to tell him that they were just workers and all the neighbors would be looking out their windows, another part wanted to see their glistening muscled torsos more closely. She nodded and went to clean her husband's cum from her crotch. Then she went over to her underwear drawer.
"No, stop. Just as you are," David ordered.
Marla was holding a bra, "I can't go out there..."
David took the bra from her, "Go. It's a hot day. You'll be far more comfortable."
"Can I at least put on panties?" she pleased.
David shook his head and guided her out of the bedroom. "I had a thought, take them a couple of glasses of iced cold water," he smiled. "It is hot out."
Marla sighed and went into the kitchen, grabbed two tall plastic cups, filled them with water, and went to the front door. She tentatively smiled as her husband opened the door. "I hate you," she whispered.
"You love me," he smiled. He closed the door and surreptitiously watched as the men came out of the house wiping sweat off their brows.
Derek nudged Jason and smiled seeing the hot MILF coming over.
"I thought you guys might need refreshments," Marla said, her eyes flicking from their faces to their chests and down their rippled abs to the bulges in their crotches. "Sucks that you have to work when it's in the 90s."
Jason took the glass and grinned, "Love this weather," he said. "If it were cold, you'd be bringing us hot chocolate or coffee wearing a parka." He scanned her clearly visible tight body through the thin fabric, "This is far better," he grinned. "Don't you agree, Derek?" he asked.
Marla's nipples hardened which made her want to run but she noticed both men's penises were growing and moving up inside their pants. "Um...sorry. I should get back inside. My husband is waiting," she ripped her eyes away from their crotches. No Christian woman would ever look at another man's genitals she told herself.
Just then David came out smiling, "Guys. It just occurred to me. Marla and I are going to barbeque out tonight and perhaps after your work is done you'd join us for steak and beers?"
Marla's head whipped around, "Wha...sure," she collected herself and smiled at the men. If you're not beat from," she nodded at the full truck.
"Damn! Steak, cold beer, and beautiful company? Never too tired for that...ever," Jason smiled. "We'll be done here around 4, then we'll take the truck back. 6 OK?" he asked. "What can we bring?"
David nodded, "6 is perfect. Bring yourselves, I'll have the beer on ice, the grill heated up and we'll back an evening of it," he smiled. "Come on, we've wasted enough of these gentlemen's time."
Jason looked at Derek and said quietly, "...and we'll heat up the wife."
Marla turned on her husband just as they closed the door, "Why? How could you invite these strangers over for dinner?" she asked.
David reached over and pulled on her incredibly erect nipples, "You told me to. Non-verbally...well, verbally earlier, but I've never seen you so excited before. It's like you never talked to a black man before," he smiled. She didn't jerk back with the stimulation but let out a soft gasp. "The men knew it, too. They were looking at these gifts you have the whole time."
Marla shook her head, "Sure I have...I mean, I'm sure I have on the phone." Then she closed her eyes and pushed into his hands. Then she came to her senses, "Wait! I'm not fucking them if that's your plan!"
"Of course not!" David chuckled. Then he looked thoughtful, "I should have told them to bring condoms. I'm sure the ones we have would be too small." He stepped back laughing. "Kidding. I'm sure that's all a myth. Later, I plan on resolving the incredible sexual tension you're getting right after they leave."
Marla swung at her husband and then turned and headed for their bedroom in a huff. She felt dirty after they made love and then stood in the hot sun. She pulled off her dress and then noticed fluids running down her inner thighs. She cleaned up David's sperm before, did she pee? She felt the oily fluids and groaned. She was leaking vaginal fluids and her labia were flared and swollen.
She heated the water in the shower and then stepped in. She tried to be businesslike but her finger kept returning to between her legs. Soon she was touching herself in different ways but found pressing two fingers on her clitoris and moving in a circular motion felt the best. Her knees felt wobbly so she leaned back against the wall, her hand almost a blur, her other pulling on her right nipple, and masturbated for the first time in her life.
David smiled knowing he'd have the best and most energetic sex of their lives after the men went back home. He went out to the garage to unpack the new tool he ordered and organize his work area.
Marla's brain was filled with her memory of those dark muscled bodies but then she let her imagination travel south. Never once in her married life had she thought of another man...man's penis, but she wondered...could a back man's penis be different? Darker but bigger? They sure had no modesty as they stood there with fat snakes inside their pants. She had no idea if David's penis was large, medium, or small but in God's eyes that was the penis she was beholden to...but they looked to be so big. She measured once out of curiosity, 7 1/2" Was that normal?
David was dimly aware the water had been running an abnormally long time but thought Marla must be starting laundry. He was humming a tune while recalling Marla's obvious arousal as she watched those men.
Marla's knees gave out and she was sitting on the floor of the shower with the spray hitting her between her legs. An aching she never felt before was building up inside her when her imagination pulled their pants down and a foot of fat cock sprung free on each man. She put her head back and cried out as she came. She was dimly aware she was peeing or something. The room spun as she shot jets of fluids from her vagina.
David stopped what he was doing and listened hard. He thought he heard what sounded like Marla crying out. Did she fall? There was no loud thump. Then he heard the distant crack of the bat and shrugged, he thought the sound came from the other direction but his mind was elsewhere.
Marla collapsed on her side panting heavily. Part of her was ashamed she succumbed to temptation, part of her embarrassed that she let thoughts like that take over, guilty that she got so aroused imagining other men's penises, and yet frustrated she orgasmed before she could taste or even better feel one of those giant shafts penetrate her married vagina. She got up as the hot water turned warm.
The rest of the day Marla had to force herself to focus on the housework, preparing the side dishes and the laundry that had piled up. She had to keep telling herself to drop her sudden obsession with the men and their bodies. She was married, happily married and that was what mattered in God's eyes. 'A man shall cleave to his wife and they shall become one flesh.' Father Perkins glared out at the congregation last Sunday quoting Genesis. She remembered feeling his glare as if he knew she'd be straying in the next week. One flesh...I'll be one flesh with David, she told herself. But then an image of a long fat erect penis pointing at her mouth appeared in her head. She did another thing she'd never done before. She climbed into the shower, turning it on full cold.
David heard the water running again and shrugged. More laundry? He hoped there'd be hot water for him as he was working up a sweat in the hot garage.
Marla managed to get her strange feelings and hormones under control with the cold shower. She stood under it longer than she needed to until touching between her legs did nothing for her. She climbed out and dried off. 4:44, she sighed, 'Might as well change into what I'll be wearing for the guests. She looked in the mirror at her body. She assumed she was appealing. Men always looked at her full large beasts but she thought her narrow waist and wide hips made her a bit bottom-heavy. She had no discernable fat and her bottom was firm and tight but too wide? she wondered. David sure liked her butt and she got looks.
She decided on a white tee shirt and pink yoga pants. She turned and looked in the mirror and sighed, the outline of her panties was embarrassingly obvious and she couldn't wear one of those slutty thongs David bought her. She peeled off the tights and then her panties. She was about to put them back in her underwear drawer but found a damp spot in the crotch.
After tossing the panties in the laundry basket she pulled on the tights and then admired herself. Her first thought was that the two men would approve and perhaps their penises...STOP! she told herself. She wanted to punish herself for those thoughts by climbing under the cold water but there was no time.
The two men climbed out of their pickup, grinning at each other. They showered and changed and were anticipating a great night with the stacked white woman. Would the husband want to watch? Take part? Make an excuse and step out? They shrugged...either way was fine with them as long as the white bitch opened her legs, mouth, and ass.
David answered the door, "Come in. Make yourselves at home. Beers?" he asked.
The men gladly accepted the beers and had just sat down when they popped back up as the beautiful woman came out of the kitchen. She sure knew how to display her figure without overtly showing skin. She had on a tight white tee shirt with a lacy bra under it, then pink tights cleaving to her pussy. Both men felt an urgent throbbing seeing the puffy cameltoe.
"I see David got you beers. We're having potatoes and cole slaw along with the steaks if that's alright. Did David ask you how you like your steaks?" she asked trying to ignore their appraisal of her body.
Jason smiled. "Rare, I like my steaks like I like my woman, pink and juicy."
Derek grinned, "Same here."
David nodded as if unaware of the sexual innuendoes, "Perfect. We like ours the same way."
Marla blushed and felt her damn nipples rapidly harden. 'Should have worn the padded bra,' she thought.
The evening went well, the men telling of their jobs, David talking about his love of boats, and Marla trying not to look at the increasingly large bulges in the men's pants. Around 9, David mentioned he'd read about a new comet previously undiscovered that was supposed to be in the sky that night.
Marla took that as a cue to change the subject from her body...if she worked out, and how she kept herself so fit. "Let's go into the backyard. I can grab a couple of quilts and we can look at the stars," she suggested. "I was out last night and saw two meteors."
She grabbed the quilts and headed out. The sky was as clear as they'd ever seen it and the light pollution from the City in the south was minimal. She spread out the blankets and David and Marla took one, Derek and Jason the other. One relief was that she no longer could see the huge snakes in their pants as it was pitch black.
They pointed out the constellations they knew when David asked if anyone wanted another beer. Two hands went up. "Marla? More wine?" He heard her say 'yes.' He rolled to his feet and went inside. When he came out, Jason had moved over to next to Marla and had his head next to hers pointing at a star or planet.
"There, next to Cassiopeia, that's Jupiter. I should have brought my telescope." He noticed David and started to get up, "Sorry, I just..."
"Stay, I can lie over here. I know shit about the stars," he sighed. David felt a rush seeing Marla's and Jason's hips next to each other. He lay down next to Derek after handing them their beers and Marla her wine.



He was talking to Derek who said he knew as little as David about the sky when he noticed that Jason and Marla were quiet. They had shifted so Marla was lying against the man's chest, his arm around her with his hand just above her left breast. They were whispering as he pointed to different spots in the sky.
David wondered what they were saying but decided this was enough. He stood, "I'm going in. Wherever this comet is it's not up there," he nodded toward the sky.
Derek stood, "Me too. David, I need to see the tools you have in the garage. I'd kill to have a large workshop."
David looked expectantly at Marla but she and Jason were discussing another part of the sky. He shrugged and led Derek in.
Derek looked back at Jason and grinned. He nodded seeing the signal.
Marla felt Jason shift as he pointed over to the eastern sky. She could feel the hard log slide into her hip. Could he be erect? From just lying next to her? She saw they were alone and started to get up, "We shouldn't be out here...alone. I'm a married woman." she said softly.
"Stop!" he said firmly, "I've been so impressed with your honesty all night, so lie back down since that's what you want."
Marla hesitated but didn't lie back down. She did want to lie down next to him. She could feel his strength, his power, his masculinity before. Then she looked at his crotch and the outline of his erect penis was pointed at his chin. It had to be a foot long but that was impossible. 5", 6", or in really rare circumstances 8" was what her mother told her. 'If you find a man...a good man, his penis size means nothing. It's his love for you and your love for him that matters.' Then again, when Marla was 18, her mother was caught with her pants down sucking on a neighbor's penis that was reputed to be longer than 7". Her father had been cold to her for a week before taking her back into the bedroom. They spent considerable time there after that.
"Want to see it?" Jason said softly. "Looking is not a sin. It's not cheating."
Marla shook her head but her voice came out, "Yes. I want to see it."
Jason quickly undid his belt, unzipped and pushed his pants down to his knees. He stroked his cock a few times as if working out the kinks from being trapped.
"Oh, God!" she gasped. It wasn't a mirage. It had to be twice David's penis.
"Touch it, I know you want to," Jason said softly. He smiled as her small hand reached down and gripped his throbbing shaft. At first, she stroked the length gently as if not wanting to hurt him but her fingers tightened and she pulled more firmly. "You like it?" he asked her.
Marla nodded, "How? I mean are black women's vaginas...? Sorry, that's racist," she blurted.
Jason laughed, "Black, white, Asian...all you bitches can handle cocks like this. Pleasure increases proportionately with the increase in girth and length." He lay back as she turned and stroked him with both hands.
Marla's mouth was watering, her pussy was throbbing and she was feeling almost faint. Being called a bitch sailed right over her head. Then she realized he'd been kneading her breast. She shook her head and removed it.
"Oh, so you make me get naked but I can't touch you? That seems fair," he said sarcastically.
Marla couldn't decide if that was logical but she didn't care. She nodded her head and pulled off her tee shirt. She then unclipped her bra and shrugged it to the ground.
Jason pulled off his shirt and kicked his pants off. He laid out naked, a grin on his face as he watched her reaction. Her mouth was open, her tongue moistening her lips, and there was a dark wet spot between her legs. "Go on. You can feel my muscles. I work hard to get these and I like it when women appreciate the work I've put in."
Marla straddled his waist and ran her hands onto his massive pecs. She could feel his nipples harden as she stroked. She moved her arms to the side as he reached up and gripped her breasts. Without thinking she'd slid her crotch onto his erection and was grinding into the hard fat shaft.
"It will feel better if you take off the tights...you want to feel me against your pussy, don't you?" Derek asked as he slid his hands onto her tight ass. Most white women he'd been with had tiny narrow asses but Marla's was full and inviting his attention all night. He'd fantasized about being behind her, lining his cock up with the tight cunt.
The voice in Marla's head telling her she was married was now telling her she only lives once and having gone this far...She climbed off the man's crotch and fell onto her back. She pushed the tights down her legs and kicked them off.
Derek had a great view of her trimmed pussy wishing there'd been a full moon. "Come here. I won't put it in but you're asking yourself, 'How will that huge black cock feel against my married pussy?'"
Marla sucked in a soft gasp hearing almost word for word what was in her head with one exception, how would it feel driving into me? She rolled onto the quilt next to the man who pressed his rock-hard cock against her pussy. "Oooohhhh," she sighed. It did feel good especially how Derek made a point of grinding his cock against her clit. His huge hand gripped her breast and she felt his hot breath against her neck. Then she heard something she never imagined saying to any man, including her husband...her voice saying, "Fuck me." Two words...two simple words and she felt herself being rolled over onto her back.
Derek was considered stubborn, it being said that if someone told him to breathe, he'd most likely not be alive. He especially hated it when white women gave him an order...it made his blood boil. However, hearing this white woman he immediately complied with her order. He climbed between her legs and felt her small hand grab his cock.
Marla spread her legs wide hoping to make it easier for the man to penetrate her pussy with his huge cock. She barely slid the plump head up and down her wet slit when he pushed and popped in. She let out a yelp that echoed through the neighborhood as she felt the sudden pain of being stretched wide.
David put down the plane and looked out the window hearing the cry or bark. He wasn't sure what it was.
Jason chuckled having heard similar sounds, though they usually came from the owner's bedroom. "I know what that sound is. It's a pissed-off fox," he said. "We had them in our area growing up. Probably came across a chained dog."
David wasn't convinced. They had foxes in their neighborhood and never heard one bark like that, plus there was something familiar about it. He shrugged and went over to a large cabinet, "I have more tools in here, dovetail jigs, router table..."
Jason tried to sound interested but wanted Derek to finish with the woman so they could get the man to head to bed early. Then he and Derek would take turns with the beautiful white woman. Then he looked out the window into the pitch black back yard hearing a more subtle rhythmic barking. 'Someone's dog you think?" he suggested.
David closed the cabinet and went over to the door leading into the backyard, "Sounds like it's in my yard," he said. They'd heard and ignored various other sounds as they just happened once but this was constant.
Jason shrugged, it was inevitable that they always found out and they either went into an impotent rage, looked sad and resigned, or wanted to watch while they jerked off. He thought David would be the latter.
David opened the door quietly but could see nothing in the inky darkness. It didn't help that his garage lights were so bright. He flipped the switch and they stepped out onto the grass hearing the sound more clearly, "Ark, ark, ark, ark, ark." In a minute, his night vision started to come back and he could make out a rectangular shadow, that would be one quilt, then he saw only half a shadow with a pair of pale vees blocked by total blackness.
Jason was wondering when David would realize what he was seeing. He saw the same thing but her knew it was Derek's dark naked body lying between the woman's legs fucking her like she'd never been fucked before. Then he heard the man gasp and step forward. He put a hand on his shoulder and whispered, "Now is not the time to interrupt."
Marla was unaware they were being watched but she wouldn't have stopped anyhow. She'd never felt so filled, so stimulated. She had her first orgasm within two minutes of her relaxing and letting the man aggressively fuck her pussy. Then as he leaned over and bit her nipple gently, she came again.
David shrugged off the man's hand and stepped closer. He could see Marla's open thighs, the sheen of sweat on a muscular black ass as it rapidly slammed down between those legs and his wife's face, her mouth open as she made sounds he'd never heard her make. Her arms were around the man, her hands stroking his muscular back as she grunted more loudly. Then, bending her neck back with her mouth open, she cried out again. He stood in stunned silence watching his wife orgasm in a way he'd never seen.
Jason was now watching the couple and whispered to David, "Watch. He's ready to cum. He'll try to pull out but she'll have none of that...I've seen it before."
Marla was cumming down from an agonizing build-up and release. Her entire body felt as if it were vibrating. Then she heard Derek's breathing become caught in his throat and irregular.
"I'm cumming," he gasped and tried to pull out, but Marla's ankles were around his ass, and her arms clasped around his back as he exploded inside her. He'd been horny all day ever since seeing the woman in the window, releasing a flood of cum into her married womb.
Jason looked over and even in the dark could see David's eyes were opened wide and he was rubbing the front of his pants. He grinned, 'The latter,' he thought. Then as the couple went limp, he pulled off his clothes.
Marla looked up in alarm as she came to her senses. She'd just let another man fuck her...actually told the man to fuck her with her husband just yards away. She pushed Derek off but the man was heavy and still recovering. Then she saw David was hard and gripping his cock, and Jason's naked body with an equally impressive erection. Her head spun and she quit pushing.
"Come on, Derek. Get off her. My turn," Jason said as he stood stroking his long fat cock.
Derek groaned and pulled his cock out of the woman's wonderfully tight cunt, "Shit! I could stay inside this bitch all night, but go ahead. I broke her in for you." He stood up and nodded at David, "Bathroom? I'd like to clean up. Your woman sure creams a lot," he grinned.
David unwillingly looked at the man's cock and saw the base of his shaft and balls was coated with a creamy slime. He nodded toward the back door, "Past the kitchen, down the hall. Second door on the right."
"Thanks, man. You're a lucky guy. She's a great fuck, and those tits! Best I've felt," Derek slapped the man's back gently and headed inside. He stopped in the doorway and watched as Jason pulled the woman onto her hands and knees, shoved her chest onto the quilt, and then slid his cock into her swollen pussy. David now had his cock out and was stroking it. 'Not bad,' he thought. 'Most of these husbands have these pitifully small cocks but...' Then he had a thought, "Beer?"
David ripped his eyes away from the sight, and looked over to the doorway, "Um, sure. Thanks," he said lamely.
Derek started to go into the kitchen but then stopped, "Dude! She is so fucking turned on now, she'd let you cum in her mouth if she doesn't already. Go on, fuck her mouth."
David watched his wife being slammed into from behind, a part of him worried the neighbors might complain, another part saying 'fuck 'em.' He stepped out of his pants and lay down in front of Marla's face. She was never shy about sucking cock but this was the first time she eagerly took him in her mouth.
Marla was hoping someone would offer her a cock and hungrily sucked on her husband's. A voice in the back of her mind was cheering as she wasn't in trouble for letting herself go. That made her suck on his cock with more enthusiasm.
David had never felt anyone let alone his wife suck as hard or as deep as Marla was. She sure was acting like the slutty wife and he loved it. Jason gave him a white toothy grin and a thumbs up. "Great fuck, you've got here," he said. Tight cunt, eager cock-sucker. Never wanted to get married but if I had a woman like this around, I could live with this every night," he groaned.
Who were they talking about? Marla wondered. She was no slut, no eager cock-sucker...except she was. Then she felt a swell of pride, 'He said I have a tight cunt. He should know since he's fucked a lot of women.' She felt another orgasm coming on and reached between her legs and played with her pussy.
David had never seen his wife play with herself and as the light from the kitchen shined on Jason's glistening cock sliding in and out of Marla's pussy he felt everything boil up. He grabbed her blonde hair and pushed his cock down her throat as he exploded.
Marla gulped the hot sperm rapidly hoping not to choke. David had never before cum this much but she managed to swallow it all before he groaned and fell back. She gasped for air but smiled at her husband. He'll never get a better blowjob as long as he lives, she thought. Then Jason shoved a thumb in her slick ass and she rubbed harder. She was close...so...fucking... "Aaaaaaaahhhh, fuck!" she spat as she came as hard as she'd ever cum.
David was sprawled pantless on the quilt watching his wife cum hard on another man's cock feeling happy for her. He accepted the beer from Derek and they sat in the dark watching.
"Jason can go for hours. Let's go inside and let them have their fun. Last month, he brought two women to multiple orgasms making one of them pass out before he painted both their faces with his cum," Derek smiled. "You got a couple of spare beds? I don't feel like driving home tonight."
David numbly nodded, and got up and grabbed his pants. He listened to the fading sounds of his wife grunting and went inside. They sat and watched a baseball game and an hour later, the naked couple came staggering in.
Marla went over to the sink and cleaned what looked to be a cup of cum off her face and chest. She then poured herself some wine and plopped down next to her husband. She looked at him and sighed. "Sorry. I don't know why I did it but I just needed to know...know what his cock looked like and then how it felt inside me. Are you pissed?" she asked.
David shook his head, "No. I was surprised how aroused you got watching them and I was curious as to why. Is it because they're black?" he asked quietly so the guys couldn't hear.
Marla looked at the two men and nodded, "I've never met a black man before, and talking to them I could feel something...something manly about them. I got wet immediately," she whispered back.
"No shit," he grinned, "I noticed. One of them is going to sleep in the guest bedroom, the other here," he said indicating the couch. "You OK with that? I guess I should have asked before inviting them to stay the night."
Marla groaned, "You know they'll expect me to..."
David nodded, "Sure. Free pass for one night and one night and one night only. It's not like we get many blacks around here," he chuckled.
The next morning David was sipping his second cup when Marla came in with both men. He nodded at the coffee maker and the three poured their cups. Marla wasn't looking at her husband feeling that maybe she let herself go a bit too much. She'd refused time and again to let David fuck her ass and here she let two men she'd just met take turns with her. She couldn't hide how stiffly she was walking and David would know she allowed them to use her as they wanted...as she wanted. She was a cock-loving-slut.
After they left and Marla showered and changed, David looked at his wife. "If it's all the same to you, before we have sex again I'd like you to get checked out. I didn't see any used condoms," he sighed.
"I'm sorry. I thought about it but didn't think yours would fit...oh shit! I said that didn't I?" she put her hand over her mouth.
David laughed, "Say it? I saw them. Don't worry about it. I guess if you see a black guy there's no stopping you. Thank God, we live in this lily-white town," he sighed.
"I'll be good. Next black guy, I'll try not to fuck him," she sighed, "No promises."
David laughed, "At least you'll try. We'll stay indoors next moving van that comes by. On that topic, let's grab something and introduce ourselves the the new next-door neighbors. If they drive a Maserati they have to have taste," he smiled.
Marla looked great in her thin white dress. As it was hot, she again went without a bra but had on a thong which was strange for her. As David walked behind her he could easily make out the white straps veeing up from her ass. 'Let's say hi, and then we're going back and I'm going to find out how great anal is,' he thought.
They knocked on the door and heard heavy footsteps. Marla gasped seeing a tall black man grinning at them.
David had to speak as Marla froze, "David and Marla Jenkins. We live next door," he said. Then he paused and gasped, "I know you, you play for the Knicks," he said quickly as he shook the huge hand.
"DeAndre Williams...and yes. I needed to get away from the city so I found this place," he said looking around, "I love it here." Then he gave Marla an appraising look, "I'm really going to love it here," he said looking pointedly at the blushing busty blonde. "Too many temptations in the city."
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Dan Tomkins signed off on the project over on Wallace with a huge sigh of relief. It wasn't the biggest project Atkins Development had ever done but this one seemed to absorb more attention than others he previously oversaw. He sat back letting out a long breath.
Charles Brooke looked into Dan's office, "Was that a victory sigh I heard?" he smiled, "Our dads' would have been exhaling cigar smoke."
Dan smiled, "Sit. All done. We've cleared all the hurdles and all that's left is to get ulcers over the cost overruns," he chuckled.
Charles and Dan had started at the same time as part of Atkins resolve to bring college degrees into management. The 165-year-old company had been part of the community and developed or built a good third of the downtown buildings. Office, hospitals, condos...you name it, there would be many to point at.
"Had they worked here. My dad was in the Air Force," Dan said. "Retired and living in Naples, Florida." He looked at the time, "But probably on his veranda exhaling cigar smoke," he smiled. "What did your dad do?"
"Nothing so glamorous, he smiled, "Sales. He sold bras...at least that's what we told kids growing up. Women's lingerie. When I got this job he joked I was carrying on the family tradition, foundations. I told him mine would be bigger but he laughed and said not to be so sure. I miss his laugh," the man said suddenly sad. "Anyhow, did you hear?"
Dan looked up and shook his head, "Another contract?"
"Nope. Bill Atkins is retiring and his son is coming in from St. Louis to take over as CEO, at least that's what I heard," Charles sighed.
"Wasn't he like banished or something? Some scandal with...hell, I never really pay attention," Dan said.
"Couldn't keep his dick in his pants. No one cared when it was just the temps, wives of the workers, or EAs but after sleeping with a couple of the director's wives they sent him off to St. Louis."
Dan shook his head, "I'd have put him in a different Saint Something, perhaps Saint Joseph's."
Charles nodded, "Me too. ICU with his balls cut off. Anyhow, perhaps he's mellowed. Guard your wife," he nodded at the picture of Dan's family on his desk.
Dan looked over and felt a swell of pride. He was by all accounts a good-looking guy...never called a 'hottie' as he heard his daughter say but in shape. No dad-bod here, he thought. His wife seemed to look better every year. She still could fit easily into her wedding dress and had the perfect figure. Blonde hair, large breasts, long legs supporting his favorite part of her, her ass. He smiled and looked at his daughter. He'd be missing his Gerbil next year when she headed off to college. Not as full-figured as her mother but more athletic, more beautiful if that were possible, she was just as blonde and perfectly proportioned.
He sighed and looked back at Charles, "Change that. Saint Bartholomew's."
Charles chucked thinking of the vast acreage of the state's largest cemetery. Then he had a thought, "I'd hide that picture when he goes around doing the usual 'Gotto-get-to-know-ya' routine. Anyhow, glad you got through all the red tape on Wallace. I've got a wife at home...not like you do," he said sadly, "but man, she's been a lot friskier since Billy went off to college last year. First Beth and now Billy. Used to come home to a Scotch, now..."
Dan chuckled seeing his friend get up and leave. Lucinda was no dog, perhaps not in Ava's league but close, damn close. She was fuller-bodied in all the right places. He could see her being a firecracker in bed. Charles was a lucky man in that regard. Ava was great in bed but from what he heard, Lucinda was like a firecracker...always opening her legs and mouth. But Ava was loving and he shouldn't ever complain. He looked at the time and locked up his desk.
He got home to a warm kiss from his wife and a grinning Diana. He wondered what was up and Ava told him to sit, have a drink, and get ready for a feast.
He watched ESPN listening to his two favorite people talking and laughing in the kitchen. Then they came out carrying trays and dishes.
Diana looked over, "Come on, Dad. Time to eat," she said.
Dan came over to the table inhaling the most incredible garlicky scents. There was a tray piled with angel hair, steaming crusty Italian bread, glasses of Chianti, and an Italian salad with artichoke hearts, olives, pepperoncini, parmesan cheese, tomatoes..."What's this?" he asked.
Ava nodded to Diana, "I think our daughter should tell you."
"Daddy, your and Mom's 25th is coming up and I've been working...anyhow, I know this is before your anniversary but for your anniversary I want you two to kiss in Venice, Italy." She pulled out a folder and handed it to him.
Dan's head was spinning. Their anniversary was six months away but to have his daughter plan and pay for this brought him to tears. "I...I...damn it!" he sputtered. He quickly wiped away tears.
Ava chuckled and looked at her daughter, "You broke your Daddy." Then she looked thoughtful, "You know. I never saw him cry, not once when we were dating or first married, but the only time was when he first held you. He buried his head against your tiny chest and sobbed. The most emotional thing I'd ever seen," Ava sighed. She filled plates and handed them out as she said that.
Diana shook her head, "I never knew that." Then she looked down at her chest and sighed, "Never got much bigger, did it?" she asked as she accepted her dish.
Ava chuckled, "I was a B when I graduated from high school. Your grandmother told me the same thing happened to her. We Allans are late developers," she chuckled. She looked down at her chest, "I sometimes wish I'd stayed a B," she said softly.
Dan had collected himself listening to the conversation. He took a bite and nodded in approval. His friends complained often about their wives and their daughters wanting to kill each other but Diana and Ava were best friends. He looked at their chests and shook his head, "First, let me say to you, Diana, your figure is perfect for you. Breasts aren't everything. Then he looked at his wife, "Ignore what I told Diana, your breasts are spectacular and maybe not everything but..." he smiled.
"Men! They'll tell you anything to get in your panties....though let's not suggest he'd be interested in getting into your panties," she looked at her daughter and chuckled.
"Well, that hurts," Diana sighed, "If my own Daddy isn't interested...oh well, there's always Donald Dawkins."
"Hell, there is," Dan sputtered. Donald Dawkins was Diana's age and used to play together. Now he worked over at the oil change place after two Juvenile convictions for burglary.
"Kidding, Dad," Diana smiled. "Been there, done that. Lived up to the motto where he works, 'In and Out in 10 minutes.'
Dan shook his head, "There are things that I hoped never to hear. I want grandkids but when I think of it I pray it's a virgin birth." Changing the subject her looked at his plate, "This is incredible. Who thought of this oil and garlic dish? I love it."
Ava indicated her daughter with her fork. "She's been planning this whole thing for a week."
"It's called Aglio y Olio, Daddy. I was checking out the cuisines of the regions I booked for you and Mom."
"I will never forget this meal as long as I live," Dan said as tears welled up again, "what have I ever done to deserve such a great daughter?" he asked.
Ava dabbed her mouth, "You forget. You took me out dancing and couldn't wait to get home," she said, "Diana, you were conceived in the back of an F150."
Diana laughed, "That explains it. I get wet every time I hear the roar of a pickup."
Dan tried not to laugh but couldn't help it. He got up and hugged his daughter and was joined by his wife. "Damn! I love you two so damn much."
That night, Ava was in a rare mood and as soon as they climbed into bed she kissed her way down Dan's chest to his cock. He stroked her blonde hair as he recalled the conversations at dinner. His daughter always had a terrific sense of humor, never shying away from the ribald but there was something different about tonight. Perhaps because this was the first time he'd looked at her sexually when discussing breasts. Perhaps because he had a flash of her naked with a boy. She was 18, had been for 6 months and he assumed she wasn't a virgin...but he didn't know.
Ava took her husband's cock in her mouth. Normally, this was reserved for special occasions like birthdays or...OK, just birthdays but she felt that the time was right. It wasn't the taste so much, it was that Dan's cock was too big for her jaw. Her previous boyfriends all were rewarded regularly with blowjobs but they had 6" or 7" cocks. Dan's was at least 9" and fat...so fat. She tried to take as much as she could but when her jaw started to cramp she popped his cock out of her mouth and crawled on top of him.
Dan looked up at his wife's full breasts as she reached between her legs to guide him inside her. He felt incredible love for her as her mouth opened wide, and her face went blank. He gripped her creamy tight ass cheeks and felt her lower and raise herself as her pussy got used to his huge cock.
"Oooooohhhhh, fuck!" Ava panted as she finally bottomed out. 24 and 1/2 years of marriage and she still felt like a virgin every time they made love. Then she pulled up and slammed down harder gasping as she did that.
Dan smiled, no tender love-making tonight. Ava wants to be fucked. This was as rare as getting his cock sucked and he planned on giving her what she wanted.
Ava squealed as she was flipped onto her back and Dan began pistoning his cock into her. She'd been horny all day knowing Dan would be thrilled with the present and after hearing Diana tell her about trying anal for the first time while they were cooking. Her daughter had a more varied and extensive love life than she did. It wasn't that Dan wasn't willing but his huge cock limited how experimental they could be. No way was she going to let him anywhere near her ass. She remembered back in college after three of her friends took turns and she wanted to scream in pain when trying to poop the next day.
Dan listened to his wife's moans and as they sounded deeper he ground his shaft against her clit. He slid a hand under her ass, found her tight bud, and slipped his middle finger deep inside her. Her mouth opened wide and she cried out.
"Oh, Fuck! Fuck me," she said. "I'mmm, yessss, oh, ohhh, oooohhhhhh," she grunted as she came as powerfully as she remembered.
Downstairs, Diana was rubbing her pussy furiously imagining the activity causing the 'thump, thump, thump,' above her. She loved listening to their soft voices followed by her mother's grunts. Then as her mother came on her Daddy's huge cock, she smiled. "Go Mom!" she said softly as she plunged a second finger into her sloppy pussy. He then imagined her pussy being filled with her Daddy's cock as she joined her Mom in ecstasy.
Ava felt the waves of pleasure flow through her and then went limp. "Damn it, Dan. Your fucking cock is just too good. I've thought about cheating on you, I mean, there've been a lot of great-looking guys but I just know I'd be disappointed," she sighed.
Dan grinned, "That's been the plan. Get ready to get your pussy flooded with cum, because it's been a few days," he said as he picked up the pace.
Diana was wiping her wet pussy when she heard their voices followed by the thumping sound. Her pussy throbbed as she fought the urge to rub another out. Then she heard it and smiled, "Go, Dad!" She counted on her fingers the number of times he contracted jetting his sperm into her mother's pussy...'11, 12, 13, 14..."Fuck me," she grinned. '...17, 18...was there a 19th? she wondered. A new record. Dinner and the anniversary gift were well received, she thought.
Dan collapsed next to his wife, his cock softening in her pussy, his finger buried in her ass.
Ava stroked the sweat off his forehead, "That was nice. We'll remember this day for a while," she said, "Can you believe our daughter saved up all that money to pay for the trip? Two weeks in Italy? I'm so excited."
Dan nodded, "When did she tell you.? I'd have thought she'd surprise both of us at the same time."
"I know. Last week. She noticed how stressed you've been and was going to wait but instead thought a real Italian dinner would be a better way to present you...us, with the tickets. She cooked all of it tonight, the bread was even homemade," Ava said softly.
Dan then had to ask, "You guys talk all the time. I sometimes feel like a third wheel, but I'm not complaining. The Mother/Daughter bond is something I've never had with anyone, but I am curious. Is she no longer a virgin?"
Ava nodded, "Remember Jason? A couple of months back they went to the amusement park and I guess on the way home they pulled over and..." she said. "Are you pissed?"
Dan shook his head, "Not in the least. I love sex, you love sex and if she's with decent guys and it makes her happy, I'm happy," he said. He stroked his wife's face, "I'm glad for her."
Ava giggled, "Then I guess I should tell you what she told me. I hope it's OK that I tell you," she said softly.
Dan shook his head, "If there's something told in confidence..."
"I'm sure she'd want me to tell you. She and Michael tried anal for the first time. She told me she loved it and asked if you and I..."
Dan laughed, "What did you tell her?"
Ava smiled, "I told her no, that we decided not to...I know, I decided not to but..."
"I get it. Never tried it but I've survived," he smiled, "I've got access to the most perfect pussy in the world," he said as he pumped his semi-firm cock in her pussy.
"And yet, you love fingering my ass," she sighed.
"You cum every time. You miss anal?" he asked, "I know you've done it but never asked if you like it. Be honest, you won't hurt my feelings."
Ava looked up at him and kissed him, "Honestly? I loved it. You know I've been with multiple guys and my favorite part was have both my holes filled. I guess that's why when you play with my ass I get off on it. Actually," she smiled, "your finger isn't much smaller than some of the guys I've been with."
"Damn! That's just sad," he said, not sounding all that sad. "Another question, where does Diana go...you know, to have sex?"
Ava looked up, "Wherever they can, I guess. I didn't ask her. Why? Should we..."
"We should. You talk to her. Tell her we talked and whenever she wants she can bring boys home. She is an adult now," Dan said.
It was strange at first, the young couple coming out of her room trying to act normal after fucking in her room, but soon was nothing. In the back of Dan's head, he felt a twinge of jealousy knowing he was no longer the main man in his daughter's life but he was also happy for her.
Meanwhile, back at work. William Atkins made the rounds, coming over to everyone's desks shaking their hands introducing himself.
Dan, so glad you're still here. I've been hearing incredible things from you," he smiled whitely.
Dan thought the man looked like a gigolo. Everyone in the office dressed casually, polo shirts, khaki pants, and comfortable shoes. William was in a three-piece suit with a pocket square and his hair was perfectly coiffed.
"That your family?" he asked looking past the man onto his desk. He reached around and picked up the framed photo, letting out a soft whistle. "That Ava? I remember she was hot but not that hot," he said. "And who's this?" he tapped the picture of 18-year-old Diana.
"That's my daughter Diana. She's heading off to Stanford in the fall. Going to be tough seeing her go," he said as he took the frame back. He'd have to watch him and warn Ava, though he had no worries there. She knows how to handle herself. He nodded when William shook his hand again moving on to the next office.
A month later, Charles came into Dan's office, closing the door quickly behind him, "Fuck!" he said as he plopped down "I knew it was coming, but..."
"What was coming?" Dan asked.
"Reorg. William Atkins is announcing it this afternoon. What I heard was he's bringing in a bunch of guys from St. Louis and getting rid of half the staff here," he groaned.
Dan shook his head, "He can't. I'm...we're coming up on 25 years. I mean..."
"Means shit. What I heard was Atkins got sucked up to in St. Louis and he's not happy how we're not doing that, plus..." he looked at the family photo on Dan's desk, "I heard he created a culture in order to keep their jobs, get raises, or promoted they let William date their wives."
"Fuck their wives, you mean," Dan groaned. "What a sleaze. At least we're above that."
"You might be," Charles said, "I have kids in college and it's killing us. Fuck losing my job, I need a raise."
"You cannot be serious," Dan said firmly. "You'd whore out Lucinda?"
"She agreed. I talked to her about it last night, though I was hoping she'd be more...less enthusiastic." He put his face in his hands, "I think it excites her."
Dan thought about what Ava would say, that is if he told her. He thought he knew her, knew her well enough that she'd vehemently refuse but then thought about how free she was with her body before they met. Would she be excited? He shook his head. He'll never find out.
A week later William came into his office, closing the door behind him. "Have a minute?" he asked.
Dan pointed to the seat.
"We've come up with a list of candidates for the reorg list and I wanted to come to you rather than have you find out through a memo. Your name is on it. We're looking at letting you go in another four weeks. We'll provide references, a nice severance package. Perhaps you'll decide to retire."
Dan looked shocked. He knew people would be let go, knew there was a chance one of them would be him, but he just knew his job would be secure.
William stood and went to the cadenza with the photo, picked it up, and ran his finger down both women's bodies. "It's not set in stone..."
Dan snatched it back and shook his head. "Don't say it. Don't fucking say it," he hissed.
William smiled, "A small price to pay, plus after we get rid of the dead wood, there will be bonuses."
Dan stood and got in his face, "I'll be homeless before I let you touch my wife," he said angrily.
William was unfazed, "I've already touched your wife, I mean she pushed me away but she'd got the best tits in the company," he grinned. He looked at Dan's fists and nodded, "Go on. Be worth it to save on your severance and your pension."
Dan stepped back and said quietly, "Please leave my office...now!"
William nodded, "OK, but I wasn't suggesting your wife." He nodded at the right side of the photo. "That is one tasty-looking young pussy you have there. You tap that yet?"
Dan jumped out from behind his desk just as Charles opened the door. "Dan I...What!" he said jumping in front of his charging friend. He pushed him back while looking accusingly back at the CEO.
"Go! Get the fuck out of here," Dan yelled. He did not care who heard. He let himself be pushed back into his chair.
"Dude, You attack him and you'll lose everything. I mean, he'll make sure you go to jail and he'll have no one stopping him if he wants to fuck Ava," Charles said.
Dan shook his head, "He...fuck! He wants me to let him fuck Diana," he felt like crying.
Charles sat down, "Fuck me," he said softly, "I'm glad I came in. Not saying but you'd let him fuck you before you'd let him touch Diana. What an asshole."
The rest of the day was wasted for Dan. He canceled his appointments and meetings and locked up.
He got home and Diana looked up from the couch.
"You're home early. I talked to your boss, Will. He called wondering why you left work early," Diana said.



Dan's jaw dropped. "You talked to William? William Atkins?"
"Sure, why?" she looked concerned, "Is something wrong?" she asked.
Dan shook his head. Nothing is making sense. How would William know how to contact Diana? "Nothing's wrong...shit! Everything's wrong. What did he tell you?" he asked.
"Just that you'd be needing my help," she went over to her father, "You know you can ask me anything. I'd do anything for you," she said. "How can I help? Tell me," she said, "you know I'll do it."
Dan sat down. He felt as if his head would explode. Diana had sat down next to him and took his hand.
"Daddy? What's wrong...something happen at work?"
"Nevermind. I'll deal with it tomorrow. I'm not happy he called and talked to you...just know he was out of line."
"Dad, just tell me. If he was out of line then that's fine but at least tell me. Otherwise, I'll lie awake all night wondering what this is all about," Diana urged.
Dan looked at his daughter, "OK. I'll tell you but it hurts just repeating what he said to me." He took a deep breath, "He came into my office telling me I was to be let go in a month, however, I can save my job by offering..." he groaned.
"Me?" she asked softly.
"Yes, he told me if I let him...fuck you, I'd get a raise and not be let go," he finished quickly. "Had Charles not come into my office I'd have beat the shit out of him," he said.
Diana looked pensive, "That's flattering. He thinks I'm worth saving your job? How does he even know me?" she asked.
"Not flattering. He looked at your picture and said, 'That is one tasty-looking pussy.' I almost killed him hearing that," Dan said.
"Wow! I'm putting that on my email signature," she chuckled. "Daddy, relax. I've heard worse. It's a lot better than the alternative."
Dan shook his head, "I'm stunned. I thought you'd be as angry as I am."
"Dad, I get comments all day long at school, at the mall. They're words. I'm not going to get upset about words unless they're from someone I respect. From what I've heard from you, he's not in that group," Diana said. "I love you Daddy and if this or any other thing will make your life easier, better I'm in...no questions asked."
"I love you too," he said softly, "Even though you've grown up and are no longer my Little Gerbil."
Diana laughed and made squeaking noises while holding her limp hands under her chin. She'd been in a play in the 1st grade dressed as a gerbil. She'd gone weeks before the play making gerbil noises and gerbil faces. The nickname stuck. "I'll always be your Little Gerbil, Daddy," she hugged him.
"I'd rather die than ask you to do anything like that, I hope you know that," he sighed.
That evening, Diana came down from her bedroom and heard her name. She didn't like eavesdropping but stopped and listened.
"He said what?" Ava asked, "Repeat the conversation, word for word."
Dan repeated as best he could what William Atkins said to him about saving his job. He told her that William bragged he'd already touched her.
Ava nodded, "He did. When he first arrived there was the dinner down by the riverfront. I took a stroll down the walkway and I guess he followed. I heard him behind me and turned. I didn't think anything of it when he offered me his arm. We walked while he asked me questions about what I did. It was all very innocent but then he pulled me against him and kissed me. He," she shook her head, "he actually put his hand under my dress and grabbed my boob," she said. "It was that black slinky thing you call the 'easy-access' dress."
"Why didn't you tell me?" Dan asked.
"And what would you have done? Right. That's why. Look, I handled it. I shoved him away, hard. I told him if he wanted use of his wrists he'd never attempt anything like that again.
Dan chuckled, Ava was raised by a professional MMA fighter and knew more than he did. And she was right, Dan would have taken him apart.
"What are you going to do?" Ava asked.
"Look for a job. I'll play nice with him, even apologize for wanting to kill him so I can get a decent reference," he sighed, "That's going to suck big time."
Ava took his hand, "Say the word. I'll go down there and make him happy...happy enough you keep your job," she said softly.
Dan shook his head, "Nope, nope, nope. I'll go work somewhere else. Fuck him!" he said vehemently.
Diana backed up the stairs to her room. She closed the door and picked up her phone.
Dan took the next two days off, saying he wasn't feeling well. Truth was, he couldn't face the man without punching him let alone apologizing for losing his temper. He and Ava headed to the cabin they had upstate. Diana couldn't go as she had tests. They told her they'd work with the school to get her an extension but she shook her head, "You guys go have fun. I know you've been a lot hornier lately and I'm not going to get in your way. Have fun," she grinned knowingly.
They did have fun and he felt a need to nap as soon as they got back home Sunday around noon. Diana must have been out with friends and he decided not to call her. Ava kissed him and said she had errands to run and she'd be back by dinner. Even knowing he was going to lose his job, he slept like a baby.
Dan felt tons better when he pulled into the parking lot the following Monday. He went to his office and powered up his computer. He hated coming back after taking time off as there were tons of emails, sticky notes, and voicemails.
He finally got through all his emails and then started on the voicemails. One caught his attention. It was from Phyllis in HR and it came in at 7:45 that morning. It was terse, "Please come to my office to sign your new contract." What contract? he wondered. It had to be the termination contract and he'd be damned to hurry down for that. He finished going through his voicemails, handled the sticky notes, and then sighed. Best get it over with.
He decided to first sign his termination papers and then go upstairs to apologize for overreacting to William's suggestions.
"Hey, Phyllis, I hope you were spared in the bloodbath," he smiled at the older woman. She'd been a mainstay for years and knew everyone, knew where everything was and who to go to for what.
"Dan, I've got your contract here. I have to say I was surprised, but not surprised," she said softly.
This made no sense, "Surprised with what? I've known about it for a week," he sighed.
Phyllis shook her head and closed the door, "Mr. Atkins changed his mind. You're staying and he's giving you a 30% raise," she said quietly as she pulled the papers from a manila envelope. She looked critically at the man she respected, "Tell me you didn't have Ava..."
Dan shook his head angrily, "not a chance. Hell, had Charles not barged in I would have taken him apart. I've no clue. Maybe one of our clients?"
Phyllis's smile lit up the room, "I've been wanting to slap you all morning after Mr. Atkins told me to prepare this. I thought you'd done something stupid. I should have known you better than that," she sighed. "Here, sign here...here...initial...and here," she said. She put out a hand, "Welcome back." Then she shook her head, "I'm offended he never asked me to sleep with him."
"Too much woman for him. We've all discussed it but we weren't sure if medical would cover heart attacks in those circumstances," Dan said.
Phyllis smiled, "And don't you forget it. Now get out. Tonight, go home and take your beautiful wife out to the best restaurant in town."
At first, he decided not to apologize but then thought he'd better. He went up to the 27th floor and stepped out. Gone was Jennifer, old Mr. Atkins EA. In his place was a young busty blonde. Normally he'd never have made such a blatant sexual observation but her top was so low cut he wondered where her nipples were. She had to be an H-cup but he was no expert.
The woman looked up just as Dan ripped his eyes off her massive cleavage. "Yes? Can I help you?" she asked sweetly.
"I'd like to see William Atkins if it's possible. I just need a couple of minutes," he said. When she looked down at her boss's calendar his eyes returned to the 8th and 9th wonders of the world.
She looked up smiling, "He has 20 minutes until his next appointment. Your name?"
Dan looked around as the girl pressed the intercom. There were new items covering the walls...diplomas, awards, and pictures of William with various athletes, and politicians.
"Mr. Atkins will see you. Go on in," she said with a toothy smile.
William Atkins stood and came around the desk as if greeting his oldest friend. Dan's head was spinning, 'What the fuck is going on here?' he wondered, 'Is this some sort of cruel joke?'
William shook the man's hand and indicated a seat, "Sit. Damn, after last Wednesday I thought we'd lost you. You surprised me," he grinned, "That doesn't happen often."
Dan was trying to ask...but he started to worry. He let William continue before saying a word. He sat down and looked expectantly at the man.
"She was unbelievable. I was surprised to get her call and I arranged for a car immediately," William grinned. Then he grabbed his balls and groaned, "The downside is she put this part of me out of commission for a week. She sucks cock like a pro, willing to do anything, even anal. Fuck, man, had you told me she was a virgin I'd have taken my time," he grinned.
Dan's head was swimming. At first, he wondered if this was one of Ava's 'errands' or if there'd been someone else and William mistook whose wife it was. Then the virgin comment threw him further. Had Diana convinced a classmate to stand in...lie in?
"Anyhow, you have no idea how happy I am that you turned out to be a team player. Welcome back," he grinned.
William went back to his desk replaying the past weekend. He'd expected Dan would quit before the month was up...never expected him to send his daughter over. He smiled, 'Every man has his price.' Now, all he needs now is to collect the set. Ava's not an 18-year-old girl anymore but frankly, she has womanly assets few women have. He felt his cock swell and a painful ache in his over-exercised balls replaying the weekend.
* * *
William spent more than the usual time getting ready for one of his dates. It was a rare treat when one of the men sent over his daughter, rarer still it was an 18-year-old. He trimmed his pubic hair and applied a musk-scented cologne. At first, he was going to just dress casually but decided to present a different image. A young girl like that would be more compliant, and more open to suggestions if he presented a manly figure. He stripped naked and put on a burgundy velvet robe. He looked in the mirror and smiled. All he needed was a pipe. He'd been surprised she called back. All he told her was that he'd like to meet with her if she were interested in helping her Daddy out. He wished he'd recorded her one sentence.
"Mr. Atkins? I talked to Daddy and he said it was OK to meet with you," she'd said in a quavering voice.
When he heard the car, he headed to the door to greet her. His cock throbbed considering the possibilities. Worst case, she'd need to leave around midnight. Best case, she'd stay until Sunday.
He opened the door and was pleased to see the photo didn't do her justice. She was beautiful. Her blonde hair glowed in the evening sun, and she was dressed in a plaid skirt, white blouse, and saddle shoes. Her tits looked bigger than in the photo but it was those long muscular legs that intrigued him. She glanced at him and then looked down shyly.
"Diana? Come in, no need to be nervous. This is a way to get to know the family members and I'm sure this will be memorable for you," he reassured. He got instantly hard as those bright blue eyes met his and she blushed. He wondered whether Dan had the balls to tell his daughter the true purpose or just told her she'd be coming for a visit. "The cook's prepared a fabulous meal and I'd like you to feel at home."
Diana had hoped she wasn't overplaying it but her innocent act was working. She could see a tent forming under the robe. She remembered saying the stupidest things to Derek, the school's quarterback, and wanting to hide. This always made her blush. She had to borrow the outfit from a friend who went to a Catholic school since no one at her school would ever wear this...unless it was cosplay. She also had to buy full panties as all she had were thongs.
"Thank you, Mr. Atkins. That would be nice...anything to help out Daddy," she said softly.
William didn't correct her. He liked the 'Mr. Atkins' and was considering asking her to call him 'sir.' He led her inside after exchanging a knowing look with Billy, his driver.
Diana was surprised that he made no move, instead escorted her into a huge library and offered her a drink.
"I'm just 18, I'm not allowed," she said. What she really wanted was a beer, IPA preferably but her response made his face light up.
"My dear girl," he looked around, "there are no police here, no parents. If you've been curious...well, this is the place to satisfy your curiosities," he smiled.
Diana hesitated and then nodded, "Maybe something sweet?" she said.
"Do you like lemon?" he asked.
"I love lemonade," smiling as if finding solid ground for once.
William sipped his bourbon as he asked the girl what sports she liked, how school was, did she have a crush? The last one caused her to blush.
"Derek Blake. He's the quarterback on the football team," she said as she blushed again.
"And he gets all the girls?" William asked.
Diana nodded, "He just needs to ask." She recalled how Derek begged her to go out with her again after they'd gone to Trainor Park. Muscles are the only things that get bigger in the weight room.
Diana never had Limoncello but liked it. She accepted another half glass and was feeling the alcohol. Just as she took another sip, a woman appeared in the doorway.
"Sir, dinner is being served."
Diana giggled and William looked over, "What? Something funny?"
Diana nodded and she stood, "I've been thinking I should call you sir, rather than Mr. Atkins and I liked how it sounded...you know, powerful," she blushed again.
William put an arm around her waist guiding her to the dining room, "I'd like it if you called me sir, I find it respectful." He remembered Dan calling him William whereas everyone else called him Mr. Atkins. Having his daughter call him sir made up for that insult.
The meal was incredible and Diana found herself 'trying wine for the first time,' with the meal. It was a good French Bordeaux but she made a face and said she preferred the Limoncello.
William had to adjust his napkin as Isabelle served dessert as he knew the time was nearing to unwrap his gift. He loved how the girl blushed easily and often wondered what was going through her head. She had to know he'd be fucking her. She wasn't naive and most likely not a virgin. She'd been on enough dates that one of those fumbling high school boys would have popped her cherry.
Diana felt the same buzzing in her stomach as William put down his napkin and stood.
"Let me show you the rest of the house," he put out a hand and smiled at her.
"Yes, sir. I'd like that. Is it as huge as it looks?" she asked sweetly.
Did the sweet young girl just glance at his crotch as she asked that? Not possible, he thought. It was the hormonal rush he'd felt since she arrived that caused him to see things.
"It is. I'm afraid I don't even know what some of the rooms are for. I'm mostly familiar with the library and the bedroom," he said.
"I'll bet you have a massive four-poster with a canopy," she smiled. "I watch Downton Abby and shows like that. I love the bedrooms...always wanted to sleep in..." she blushed.
"I do, we'll start there," he smiled. "I think you'll like my bed."
His bedroom was huge and at first, Diana thought the bed was small but as she was led over, she saw it was bigger than a king. It just looked dwarfed in the room.
"See? Huge bed," he smiled. "Go on, you can try it out."
Diana hesitated and then sat on the edge, bouncing tentatively. She squealed as William lifted her and tossed her onto the mattress. She giggled and she opened her legs as her skirt flew up revealing her white panties. She quickly pulled the wool fabric back down and blushed.
William sat next to her and stroked her leg, "You know why you're here, don't you?"
Diana blushed more and nodded.
"Say it. Why did your Daddy send you here?" he asked.
"To encourage you to let him keep his job," she said. "Be good to you...make you happy."
"And, how would you do that?" he asked.
Diana hesitated and then reached under the robe and softly stroked his erection. At first, she ran her fingers up his shaft but then she tried to wrap her hand around his cock. She looked up at him and said in a soft voice, "You want to have sex with me." Then she added, "Sir."
"You're a smart girl," he smiled. He pulled off his robe and lay back, naked on the bed. "Put it in your mouth, suck on it," he ordered.
Diana opened her eyes wide and then nodded, "Yes sir. She rolled over and licked the shaft from base to tip. The man was leaking copious amounts of pre-cum and had to have been aroused for hours. Then as he guided her with his hands, she opened her mouth and sucked on the head.
William lay back feeling her warm tight mouth stimulate his aching cock. It was OK she could only manage the head as that still felt great.
Diana had taken longer and fatter cocks in her mouth before, but he had nothing to be ashamed about. She didn't want to deep-throat him yet so she swirled her tongue around the flared cap and then sucked on the head. She looked up at him, "Am I doing it alright? I've been with boys but never a real man before," she said. She was stroking his cock spreading the pre-cum onto the shaft.
William nodded, "You're doing great. Take your clothes off. I want to see you," he ordered.
Diana blushed and hesitated but then released his cock as if she wanted to keep holding onto it. She rolled off the bed and faced the man. He was stroking his cock, his eyes on her body as she unbuttoned her blouse.
William almost came seeing the perfect teen body revealed. She had no experience with stripping, that he could tell. She undressed as if she were at home getting ready for bed, but for some reason, it was even hotter. She started to get back on the bed but he shook his head, "Let me look at you. Do you know how fucking perfect you are?" he asked.
Diana shook her head, "Um...No sir. I'm not that big..." she patted her perky tits.
William groaned, "They're perfect. B-cups? he asked. Diana nodded. Turn around, I want to see your ass. Twin tight globes greeted him and he groaned, "Fuck me. Bend over...more. spread your legs. That's it. My God, you are perfect," he said. "You can stand up." He patted the bed, "We are going to have so much fun tonight." He pulled her into his arms and kissed her. The girl wasn't shy about pressing her body against his and as she opened her legs and pressed her trimmed pussy against his cock, she knew what she was doing.
Diana almost had enough of playing innocent and feeling his cock grind on her clit, she wanted nothing more than to guide him inside her, but she needed to play this out a bit longer. "Do you want me to suck on your penis?" she asked.
William shook his head, "I need to taste the sweet pussy of yours," he said as he rolled her off onto her back. He kissed his way down her body, spending time on both her nipples. Her tits might not have been huge but she was blessed with puffy areolas with eraser-shaped nipples. She was moving her hips as he stimulated her tits. Then he continued down and as the girl opened her legs wider, she put hands on his shoulders.
"You don't have to...guys don't like..." she panted.



William grinned, "Then boys have no idea what they're missing." He moved across her downy-soft fur to her swollen labia. She gasped loudly as he ran his tongue from bottom to top.
Diana could have cum right there but no sweet innocent girl would ever cum that quickly so she fought the feelings. William didn't lie, he knew what he was doing...better than even Fred who had the school reputation as the best cunt-licker.
William was surprised at how wet she was. She seemed unaware all evening of what was in store but she heated up in a hurry. He wanted to fuck her and satisfied she was sufficiently wet, he crawled up, lined up the head of his cock with the wet slit, and pushed.
Daian put her hands on his hips, "Condom. Do you have a rubber?" she asked.
William shook his head, "Don't use them. You're not on birth control?" he asked.
Diana shook her head, "No," she lied, "I'm not...I guess it's OK," she said tentatively.
"I can pull out if you like," he said as he pushed and felt his head pop inside. 'Fucking tight!' he thought.
"No, sir. You don't need to," she panted, "I'm in the middle of my cycle. Wait!" she pushed on his hips again, "It hurts...wow!" she panted as he pulled out and pushed in again. He could have just slammed his cock inside her she'd been so aroused for so long but she was an innocent girl, not some slut.
William looked at the girl. Her head was back, her mouth open and her face and chest were flushed. She was grunting each time he pulled out and pushed in. By the time he'd buried his cock inside her tight cunt she was no longer pushing on his hips but was stroking his back. She grunted more loudly with each thrust.
His hairy chest was scraping her nipples and his cock felt great inside her and she quit trying to quell the feelings and instead wanted to let things boil up.
William's balls were slapping against the girl's ass as he drove into her and she was humping back against him when he heard her breathing change. He change the angle of penetration, his hard shaft grinding in her clit and she cried out.
"What...what...I'mmmmm....oooohhhhh!" she cried as she exploded. She felt the wonderfully tantalizing tickling peak and then waves of pleasure shooting through her. As she came down she remembered another part of the plan. It was tough, really tough but she remembered how she felt when Bosco was run over and tears formed.
William was thrilled the girl came especially as she didn't seem to know what it was, but then she started crying. She was still humping against his cock but for some reason, she was crying. He thought he should stop but she planted her lips on his and ground harder against him. Maybe the orgasm scared her but she definitely wants more.
Diana felt a surge of power from him as he responded to her ardor. He was thrusting into her with an urgency he'd not previously shown and soon he groaned he was cumming.
William had fucked many women, but few were as passionate as this girl became after her orgasm. Her tongue was deep in his mouth, her legs wrapped around his back as everything boiled up and he exploded into her unprotected cunt. He thrust hard with each massive contraction until he felt the last vestiges fade. He went limp and the girl kept stroking him tenderly.
Diana hadn't been fucked like that by any of the high school boys. She'd been close to cumming again when the man came but there was still time. She felt him soften and pull out.
William rolled off the girl, lay on his back, and groaned. "That was incredible. You are a great fuck, you know that?"
Diana was looking curiously at the white goo seeping out of her pussy. She looked around for a tissue.
William rolled off the bed and grabbed the box, handing it to her. "Your first time?" he asked.
Diana nodded thinking, 'The first time with an older guy.'
He shook his head, "You should have told me. I would have..." 'I would have offered Dan a lot more than keeping his job, that's for sure.'
"Done the same thing," she smiled. I could feel it. I felt your body take over. I hope I was good," she said, "I always wondered why some girls get asked out over and over by the guys in school. They must be doing something right."
William laughed, "You have nothing to worry about. You show a few boys what you are capable of and your parents won't be seeing much of you." He took the slimy tissues from her and went into the bathroom to toss them. He came back out and Diana was getting dressed.
"Are you leaving?" he asked.
Diana shrugged, "I assumed you'd want to...fuck me," she sounded as if she were trying the word out for the first time, "and then send me home."
"I want to fuck you again and again. Can you stay the night?" he asked.
Diana smiled and nodded, "I can stay the weekend. Mom and Dad drove up to their cabin so..." She pulled off her clothes and crawled back onto the bed. She looked at his glistening soft cock and back up at him. "How long before you get hard again?"
Diana had William teach her how to take more of him into her mouth and throat. By morning he grinned as his prized pupil was able to deep throat him. They'd fucked a half-dozen times, and each time Diana would look at him while licking her lips, "Sir? Can I suck on your cock again to make it hard?" Then she'd insist on a different position.
After they showered and had breakfast, they returned to the room and his housekeeper had replaced the sheets. Diana felt for the woman having to handle the cum stained linen.
Diana was riding William reverse cowgirl and leaning forward when she felt the man's fingers playing with her ass. All night long she wanted to ask him to finger her ass but wasn't sure a virginal young thing would ask that. But feeling that she groaned and leaned forward more encouraging him. "Oh wow! That feels great," she panted as he slid his fat finger inside her.
William couldn't believe this girl liked having her ass finger-fucked but she came almost immediately when he did it. He considered suggesting anal and the thought of it triggered his orgasm.
As they lay panting, Diana asked softly, "Do guys...do you ever...you know, put their penises in...?"
William reached between the girl's ass cheeks and slid his finger inside. She lifted her ass to allow easier access, "A few...most, yes. It's called anal sex," he said.
"I don't think I can do that. Sounds fun, but..."
"Try it...I'll tell you what, I'll not only keep your Daddy's job I'll get him a 10% raise."
Diana shuddered, "The thought of something that big in my...50% and I'll do it," she said.
William grinned, "30%, final offer."
Diana nodded, "30% and you can do me in the rear...anal sex?" she said.
"Anal sex. Butt-fucking, whatever you want to call it. I think you'll like it and beg me to fuck your ass again and again."
All Saturday, Saturday night, and Sunday morning, Diana sucked William's cock back to life. Once she tried anal, she insisted he cum in her ass after fucking her pussy. By Sunday morning she'd taken over demanding he get hard and fuck her.
"Are you awake, sir?" She looked down at him as he groaned awake. "Can I suck your cock? I need a hard cock on my cunt, please?" she asked. "Oh, yesssss," she giggled as she pushed her onto her back and straddled her face. "I like waking up to this," she said before plunging her mouth over the hardening shaft.
William had no idea how he got it up again, but he was soon hard and was fucking her doggy-style. His thumb was fucking her ass as he drove his cock into her. They'd fucked an untold number of times but she was still incredibly tight. This session lasted for over an hour as they changed positions periodically. Diana was cumming over and over seemingly addicted to his cock. Finally, she climbed onto him, opened her legs, and guided his cock into her ass before leaning back and exposing herself to him. She bounced her ass on his cock smiling at the rapt look on his face as he admired her wide-oped cunt.
After they both came, William mumbled, "Enough," and passed out. Diana rolled off the bed and climbed into the shower. Her pussy and ass were really sore and her jaw hurt. She was ready to stop also but it felt great to hear the man toss in the towel first. She felt refreshed as she climbed into bed, searching out a dry place on which to lie down, and fell asleep.
When she woke, William was gone and so she dressed. Her third day with the shirt and blouse but bringing an overnight bag belied her naivety. She headed downstairs and found William sitting in the kitchen, a frozen bag of peas pressed between his legs. "I'm sorry. I did that?" she asked. "Want me to dial 911? The EMTs are really good," she grinned.
William groaned, "I think it was the last one...a bridge too far, and all that."
Diana lifted her skirt showing her pussy, "I should head home before my parents get back. Say goodbye, she'll miss you," she said.
William grinned, "I'll miss her." He leaned forward and licked the tightest pussy he'd ever fucked. "I'll get dressed," he said, tossing the bag of frozen peas onto the counter.
* * *
William wished he could have taped the entire weekend and given Dan a copy. He wanted to tell him what a terrific asset he had in his daughter. Instead, he put out his hand.
He stood and shook the man's hand and was out the door without realizing he hadn't said a word.
That day had to have been the longest of his life as he wanted to leave, go home, and talk to Diana.
He found his daughter in her room playing Taylor Swift. He wondered if he could 'Shake it Off.' He knocked and Diana opened the door with a smile.
"Good news at work today?" she asked before plopping back onto the bed.
"Did you...?" he started to ask.
Diana grinned, "Of course, I did, Daddy. It was easy and fun," she said.
Dan slumped down next to her on the bed, "I know you wanted to help but the man's an asshole. A womanizing asshole," he said.
"Yep, and easy...so easy. After you and Mom left, I called him back and told him I'd like to help my Daddy," she smiled.
"He had a car pick me up Friday afternoon and he looked like Hugh Hefner wearing a bathrobe when I arrived," she smiled. "What a cliché."
"I can't believe you..." Dan shook his head, "I never wanted you to debase yourself like that."
Diana smiled, "Come on Dad. It was sex. He fucked me as if I were a toy and when he was done, I left him totally worn out. He made me take off all my clothes...he was really complimentary by the way...he wasted no time making me suck his cock. I acted like I'd never touched a cock before, acted tentative but learned fast. Then he went down on me...I have to say, he was good. Then he climbed up and fucked me. He didn't last long...and here's the best part," she smiled broadly at her father, "I came and then cried and told him I thought making love the first time would be different. Always wondered what it would feel like."
Dan looked in shock, "you told him you were a virgin?" he asked.
Diana shook her head, "That would be lying, I just hinted at it, he surmised the rest. Then I acted curious demanding different positions, different places in his house...he has dozens of places, but the way. The place is fucking huge!"
Dan shook his head. His sweet Gerbil acted the whore...the virginal whore for him. He had no idea whether to spank her or to hug her.
"I hope I did the right thing and you're happy with me, Daddy," Diana said as she saw the concerned look on her father's face.
"'Yes...No. I mean, I'm glad you...are you OK? He didn't hurt you, did he?" he asked.
Diana shook her head, "He was fine. After he thought I was a virgin he treated me gently but that lasted...10 minutes? He sure looked excited when I asked him what anal sex was like. I told him I couldn't do that as I'd heard it hurt...I was just wondering. He told me since I was helping my Daddy he'd give you a 10% raise if I let him fuck my ass. I suggested 50% and we compromised. You did get the raise, didn't you?" she asked.
Dan nodded, "30%. Yes. Christ, I'm hiring you to negotiate with the subcontractors...wait...never mind," he said as he realized the ramifications.
Diana chuckled, "I'm in. I liked helping out. Anyhow, he found out I wasn't this China doll and he was insatiable...or I was. Sunday morning when I woke up in his empty bed, I found him in the kitchen with an ice pack on his balls. I never did that to a guy before. Did I do OK?" she asked.
Dan nodded, "I guess. I don't know how to thank you...maybe buy you a car?" he said jokingly.
Diana laughed, "That's what Will said you should do. He actually drove me home yesterday and he said he never drives anywhere. When we got here he saw I didn't have a car and said with your pay increase, I should get something...perhaps a new car."
Dan nodded, "A new car...you earned it," he sighed. "We'll go shopping this weekend," he said. Then he hugged his daughter hard. "I love you so much and thank you," he said into her hair.
"I love you too, Daddy. Better not tell Mom, though. She gave me specific instructions not to do anything rash before you guys left. I'd hate to disappoint her."
"I'll act as if you haven't a clue," he smiled. "Man, you have to be the best daughter a guy could have."
When Ava got home, Dan was in the living room. She stopped and noticed he was looking pensive. Then he smiled and got up and hugged her.
"We're going out to celebrate. Get dressed in your finest, I made reservations at Josephine's," Dan said. "Not easy, had to call in a couple of favors. I have something to tell both of you," he said as he noticed Diana standing at the bottom of the stairs.
When they were getting ready to leave, Dan did a double take seeing his wife in a cardinal red slinky dress. No way could she have underwear on and she looked spectacular. "Where...where did you get that?" he asked, "It's incredible." He ran his fingers down the open cleavage to her navel.
"I'll tell you later. It's supposed to be a surprise," she smiled.
Diana came out looking almost as incredible wearing a white sun dress showing off her svelte form. "Oh wow! Dad's so getting lucky tonight," she grinned
Ava shook her head, "I liked her better when she went around making gerbil noises," she sighed. Then she looked at her daughter, "Maybe I'm planning on getting lucky, ever think of that?" she asked as she took her husband's arm.
As they headed out, Diana mumbled, "Better put on the Beats headset tonight."
After they were seated, Ava looked at her husband, "OK, spill. What's the good news? You found another job?" she asked.
Dan shook his head, "I'm staying, not only that they're giving me a 30% raise," he said proudly. He looked at Diana and winked.
Ava looked surprised and then relieved, "That's great news. Why? Did someone intervene?" she asked.
Dan nodded, "I'm thinking it was Samual Brothers. We've had a great relationship and they're really critical to a lot of our projects, but I really don't know...don't care," he grinned. He raised his glass, "Here's to some stability."
The three toasted and then ordered. Diana was looking at her mother's dress, "never seen that one before. Where'd you get it?" she asked.
Ava glanced at her husband and sighed, "I thought it might be good for a special occasion and well, this was a special occasion," she said.
Diana reached over and felt the amount of fabric (barely) covering her mother's generous chest. "This might fit me. Michael wants to take me to dinner next weekend, can I borrow this?" she asked.
Ava shook her head but then sighed, "OK...if you promise not to get...um...stains on it. It was expensive."
Diana chuckled, "You dropped the 'c' in front of um. I'd better not borrow it then," she giggled. "Michael really...never mind."
Dan wondered if other daughters were so honest about their sex life but perhaps it was a blessing. What father wouldn't love hearing honesty from their children?
That night, Ava was particularly amorous going down on him twice. As soon as they got into their bedroom, her new dress was puddled on the floor and Dan's cock was rapidly expanding in her mouth.
Dan stood in the middle of their bedroom, pants around his ankle stroking his wife's blonde hair. Where did this come from? He'd had promotions, raises, and other good things and they'd shared a bottle of wine or something. Ava was putting a lot more into it than she'd done before. She was gagging but trying to take more of him down her throat. "Babe, babe that feels good but I need to do you, and then let's keep Diana awake for at least an hour," he grinned. Ava sat back on her heels and grinned up at him, "No need to do me, you can get right to it if you want. Want to fuck me from behind? I know you love that the best," she said.
Diana heard the thumping start and looked up. That was one thing missing with William. His bed frame felt as if it were on bedrock. No shaking, no rocking, no thumping. She turned on her headset, put on some Taylor Swift, and closed her eyes.
Dan loved fucking his wife from behind. Her full ass shook with each thrust and he felt he penetrated her more deeply. Plus, he loved leaning over her back and grabbing her full breasts. They didn't last the hour they hoped as after Ava's second orgasm, she played with his balls. That was all it took.
Diana heard her mother cum twice but she jerked her head up hearing Dad's happy roar. She'd never heard him so vocal when he came. She listened to the bed creak and their footsteps as they cleaned up in the bathroom. That was her cue to turn off the Beats and go to sleep. She was still feeling exhausted from the long strenuous weekend.
Dan pulled back his covers and climbed in naked next to his wife. He pulled her close and kissed her. "OK. Tell me. What was that about?" he asked.
"I'll tell you, but," she stroked his face, "You have to promise me you won't be pissed."
Dan didn't know what to say but nodded.
"Sunday when you napped, I went to the store and picked out the sluttiest dress I could find. She closed her eyes, "You will probably hate me but...I drove over to William Atkins' house and knocked. I was fully prepared to do what it takes to save your job but his housekeeper said he was out. The way she rolled her eyes I'm guessing with some other slut. I can't tell you how frustrated and relieved I was. I felt as if I'd let you down and yet dodged a bullet," she said softly. "Then I really felt like I dodged a bullet when you had someone else step up."
Dan hugged his wife, "Damn! Why do I deserve such great women in my life," he said. "I cannot believe you'd do that," he said.
"I know. It would be cheating on you but it would just be sex. I'd have opened my legs, laid there, and let him do what he wanted," she sighed. "I wouldn't have enjoyed it."
"So just like with me," he said. He covered his head as she batted at him. "Kidding...kidding," he laughed.
"You better be or your only friend will be your right hand," she said.
"Left hand. I prefer my left," Dan said.
"Hmmm. I like my right. We should look into what that means," she said. Then she looked at him, "What did you mean, women in your life?"
"You and our daughter. You almost whored yourself out...that's pretty hot, actually, and Diana got us a trip to Italy. Amazing women," he said.
"Whew. For a moment...let's not even think about it," she said. "Let's go to sleep before you decide me being a whore is something to discuss further. Goodnight," she said as she reached over and turned out the light.
Too late. Dan was hard again and even though he'd have torn apart any man who touched Ava, the thought got his blood pumping. He pressed against his wife's ass and she did something she never did, slid down under the covers, took his cock in her mouth, and sucked until he came.



* * *
Dan might have accepted the raise and the reinstatement but that didn't mean he forgave William. He avoided talking to him, meeting his eyes, or sitting anywhere close to him in meetings. This went on for weeks.
One day, Ava announced she was going to visit her mother in Topeka and would be gone for a week. She pulled Diana aside and asked her to look after her father. "He doesn't eat well unless I cook. More vegetables, salads, and fresh fruit. The man loves his steaks but I'd prefer not to be a widow at 45. Can you do that?" she asked.
Diana nodded, "I'll even make him get out and exercise," she smiled.
"I'm glad. You take care also. Love you," she said.
That night, Dan was sitting up reading when the bedroom door opened. "Diana, something wrong?" he asked.
"Can I sleep in her tonight?" she asked. "Without Mom, the house feels empty."
Dan nodded, "It does," he pulled the covers down on Ava's side. "What?" he gasped as Diana dropped her robe and crawled into bed naked.
"I always sleep in the nude. I'm over here, you're over there. Are you naked?"
Dan was watching and admiring. He felt his cock throb and wanted to slap himself for what he was thinking. "Um, normally yes but I'm wearing boxers," he said.
Diana pulled back his covers and tugged on his shorts, "Off. Come on. I'm not going to feel like I'm underdressed tonight," she smiled. She yanked and then gasped. "Holy fuck!" she said. "Is that for...wow! No wonder Mom never did anal with you...talk about hemorrhoids!"
Dan tried to cover up his cock but Diana pulled his hands away.
"I want to see. I want to see how big it gets," she said.
Dan gave up and lay back. He watched his daughter grab his cock with both hands and stroke it. Her nipples were puffed and sticking out an inch. He'd never seen nipples like that. Her tits were juggling, her mouth was open, and her tongue wetting her lips as she bent over. Then she leaned down and sucked his cock into her mouth. "Gerbil...you don't have to....oh fuck!" he gasped as she worked his cock deep into his throat.
Diana hoped he wouldn't cum in her mouth but then again, they had all week. She bobbed her head, tasting his pre-cum each time. Then she had to feel him inside her. She popped his cock out of her mouth and then knelt with her hands on the headboard. She looked over at her father, "Isn't this your favorite position?" she asked, "This is the only way the headboard could hit the wall so hard. Come on, fuck me. I've got a tight wet pussy."
Dan's brain was in turmoil...fucking his daughter would be so wrong... a sin and just plain wrong. Fucking his daughter would be the highlight of his life. Passing up this opportunity would haunt him. Fucking his daughter would haunt him....could he ever look at her the same again. Would she sit on his lap again...?
"Daddy! Dammit, fuck me. Fuck my tight teen pussy," she ordered.
Dan rolled onto his knees and before either of the voices could say anything, he slammed his cock into her sopping pussy. 'Holy fuck! She's so tight and warm,' he thought. He grabbed her tits and pistoned into her pussy, listening to her pleasured grunts. He was pounding hard into her when his cell went off. They looked over and saw the caller ID...
"Daddy, it's mom. You'd better get it. Don't hit Facetime, whatever you do," she giggled.
They rolled as one over to the bedside table, "Hey babe. You made it OK," he said. "No, she might have it off. Want me to go down and check? No, I'm sure not. OK. Hang on." He put the phone on mute and still whispered, "It's your Mom. She wanted to ask you about something back home." He unmuted and handed over the phone.
"Hey Mom, what's up? Nothing, reading. Oh, yeah. Check the pantry closet. I put it...it is...great. How's Gram?" she asked. She looked at her Dad and indicated he should start fucking her again. "Sure, we did. I'm making sure Dad's getting exercise...yes. I will. Love you, bye." she said. She glared at her father, "You should have been fucking me you know. I promised Mom I'd make sure you are exercising. I can multitask."
They changed positions, this time Diana lay on her back. legs spread loving the feeling of a huge cock spearing her. She came soon after and again ten minutes later. Dan didn't last much longer and as he tried to pull out, Diana pulled him back inside her and came a third time as she felt her Daddy's cum fill up her cunt.
They lay there panting and Dan looked over, "I don't get it. Why did you...?"
Diana sighed. "William. William called me to tell me you've been ghosting him at work. He suggested I fuck you to put you guys on the same plane, is how he put it."
"My boss, my CEO is making me fuck my daughter?" he asked shaking his head.
Diana nodded, "It's not a good thing to give your boss the cold shoulder...sucking up is bad, but this is worse. You want to keep your job?" she asked.
Dan nodded, "I guess if the boss requires I fuck you, I'd better get back at it," he grinned. "Can't disappoint the CEO. Bad things can happen."
The rest of the night and the following week, Dan made sure William wouldn't be disappointed.
By the time Ava returned home, Dan found out the therapeutical properties of an ice pack, Diana had a brand new Tesla Model Y, Dan got a huge bonus at work, and he'd experienced anal for the first, second, third, fourth...times.
He also put away all personal items in his office suspecting William might be tempted for a repeat or to inspire Ava to help out.
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Ethan Daley thought about closing the window but it was the best night weather-wise of the spring. 11 PM and it was 72° outside. They'd finish soon...they had to, he thought. Then his attention focused on the bedframe, when they got it they didn't put much thought into whether it could withstand aggressive fucking but how much they liked the natural cherry and how the bedroom set looked together.
"Thump, thump, thump, thump," the rhythmic sound that he'd listened to for the past 3 hours off and on echoed across the drive. They changed positions...Natalie was kneeling with her hands on the headboard as her latest guest was behind her. Why did they seem to want to outdo any of her previous lovers...or her husband? Couldn't they just enjoy emptying their balls inside a married woman's pussy?
Then he heard Natalie's deep guttural grunting as she came. Anal. She always sounds like that when she gets fucked in the ass. Lucky guy, she rarely ever lets anyone fuck her ass...on the other hand, he probably has a small cock. He thought about closing the window so he could finally get some sleep when he heard it.
"Fuck, yes, yes, yes, baby...play with my...Fuck!" the man yelled as he orgasmed. The bed creaked a little more and then silence fell over the suburban neighborhood. 'Finally, I can get some sleep,' Ethan thought. He looked out at the black night and sighed. 'Decisions, rash decisions...what is and could have been,' he thought sadly.
* * *
Natalie Baker was struggling with the poster for the college play and was about to give up when a pair of hands reached over her. They held the paper flat allowing her to use the stapler before those hands slid down on either side of her, pinning the bottom to the wall. She didn't know who it was, didn't care as she'd been struggling to put up the posters in the abnormally high winds for the past hour. Under normal circumstances, she would have angrily pushed the man away. His body was pressed against her back...against her ass but he wasn't doing anything other than keeping the wind from blowing the poster away. She was as aware of the mass pressed between her cheeks as she was of the alignment of the paper.
She placed a few more staples along each side just to be safe and felt the man...boy? step back. Natalie turned to thank him and saw a tall blond with startlingly blue eyes. "Um, thank you," she stammered, "I was about to give up. Natalie Baker," she smiled.
Ethen smiled and nodded, "Ethan Daley," he said, then he nodded at the roll of posters, "Are there more?" he asked.
Natalie groaned, "A dozen or so. I've been fighting the damn wind all morning...I couldn't put it off any longer, the play's this weekend," she said.
"Come on, I'll help you," he smiled. Natalie Baker was the prettiest girl he'd seen on campus. No idea how he'd not seen her before as her golden hair glowed in the sun as it was being whipped by the wind. "Where's next?"
Natalie looked at the book bag, "Aren't you on your way to class?" she asked.
Ethan shrugged, "Calculus. He'll be covering the Riemann integration and I went over that in high school. Come on, I'll be your little helper," he smiled.
'Damn! Perfect teeth, broad shoulders, nice pecs...' she sighed. "A bit big to be a little helper," she said as she glanced at the mass recently pressed against her ass. "I'll owe you," she said quickly, "If you're sure you can skip class."
As they headed to the student union they probed each other about their majors, their hometowns...the usual things. Natalia was from Fort Collins, studying theater, and had two sisters. Ethan was an only child, from outside of Boston, and was studying math.
By the time they finished putting up the posters, they felt as if they'd known each other for years. After tossing the stapler in her bag she turned and kissed the young man, not a peck on the cheek, but pressed her lips to his firmly. She was impressed he didn't attempt to French her but responded in kind. She stepped back, "There. Normally I'd have done that before letting a guy hump my ass," she smiled.
Ethan chuckled, "Sorry about that. I saw you struggling and in my defense, you were sticking out the most spectacular ass I'd ever seen as you were struggling with the poster," he said, "That was pretty hard to avoid plus what fool would want to?" he chuckled.
Natalie smiled, "OK. As my helper, I should pay you. Dinner at Mercel's? My treat, and if you can resist my ass for a couple more hours, feel like going to a party at my sorority tonight?"
"Damn..." Ethan sighed, "Not sure I can resist your ass for that long. Perhaps avoid walking in front of me?" he suggested.
That night Ethan was able to delve more deeply into the subject of Natalie's ass. Dinner was perfect as they learned more about each other and swapped jokes.
"There's a donkey, a dog, and a cat in a barn. The donkey brayed softly and sighed, 'I'm an animal humans value. I work my ass off, and they even named a valued part of their anatomy after me.' The dog raised his head, 'Sorry, but I'm man's best friend and they value me so much they named teeth after me...what are more valuable than teeth?' The cat yawned, stretched, and said with a purr, 'You really want to go there?'" Ethan finished.
Natalie laughed, "You could have added a blacksmith with the hammer, anvil, and stirrup."
"A talking blacksmith?...come on," he chuckled.
Natalia shook her head, "Sorry, wasn't thinking. Ok, two blondes walk into a bar. You'd have thought one of them would have noticed it."
Ethan laughed, "A blonde telling a blonde joke...I found my future wife," he grinned.
Natalie looked around the restaurant, "Hang on, let me see if I can pick her out...there," she nodded over at a platinum blonde with huge fake tits.
"Wow! You're good, I could sense her great personality from here," Ethan smiled, "I'll invite you to the wedding...open bar."
They finished dinner, both a bit tipsy after splitting a bottle of wine, and went to the party. Natalie was at first nervous she was there with a man who was not her boyfriend but then became slightly jealous as her sisters were all over Ethan. None cared this wasn't Bill and most seemed happy about it. Finally, she pulled him away and up to her room.
Ethan looked at the beautiful blonde and the bed, "Are you sure about this? You've had a bit to drink," he said as Natalie started to take off her clothes.
"Nope. Not sure, but there's just one way to find out if this is a mistake and that's to go ahead and make it. Strip! If I'm going to learn from my mistakes I have to make them...holy shit!" she gasped as Ethan pulled off his pants and a soft 8" cock flopped out. "Already sure this won't be a mistake..." she said softly.
The next morning, Natalie woke feeling Ethan's soft lips on the nape of her neck. They were in the same position they'd been in when they last fell asleep, spooning. His cock was still inside her and was returning to the annoyingly persistent state of full tumescence. What was this? the 8th...9th time in 7 hours?
Ethan slid softly in and out of the beautiful blonde's pussy, cupping her large but perky breasts as he kissed her neck. He found out fairly quickly that she couldn't resist his lips on her neck...front, side, back and she melted. He couldn't get enough of her and even though she protested she needed sleep, she responded eagerly every time his cock got hard.
"I hate you," she moaned, "I need sleep...fuck," she sighed, "there...there...ooohhh," she panted as he played with her clit while stroking a nipple. As they made love she wondered how she was going to tell her boyfriend about where she was last night...about meeting a guy, fucking the guy. Then she wondered, does Ethan have a girlfriend? He had to. A guy like that has to have somebody. She thought about cheating on her boyfriend, about fucking another girl's man and she felt the deep tickling bubble up inside her. She was shocked by the realization that cheating on Bill aroused her...or was it stealing another girl's guy?
Ethen rubbed harder as he humped more aggressively against her ass. As he pounded against her ass she gasped that she was cumming. Laura never came more than once...Laura...fuck! He was supposed to meet up with her at her friend's apartment last night. He totally forgot. He groaned thinking about it, but then realized she most likely had been taken care of. Mark always seemed to be around when he left her side and last night he'd have been comforting Laura as she wondered where her boyfriend was.
Natalie felt the wonderful wave explode from within her as she heard Ethan groan. As she came down, she turned her head and kissed him. "Cum inside me...fill me up with more of your cum," she panted. She reached between her legs and stroked his balls. She learned early on that stimulating his balls was a sure trigger.
Ethan had been thinking about Laura and Mark hooking up since he was a no-show. Were they doing the same thing? he wondered. Natalie's nails gently scraped across his scrotum and that was all it took. "Fuck!" he grunted as he felt the first spasm. He loved cumming inside this woman though he suspected there'd be almost nothing to clean up after his 8th orgasm of the night.
They lay there panting and then Natalie pulled her ass away from the longest, fattest cock she'd ever had inside her. "I have class and," she said softly as she rolled off the bed, "I should call my boyfriend."
Ethan sat up, "You have a boyfriend? Shit! I'm sorry...I mean, not really sorry," he smiled wryly. "I guess I should have told you I have a girlfriend."
Natalie chuckled, "We sure covered every other topic last night. Is she cute?"
Ethan sighed, "Yeah...she's very pretty. I might have fucked that up."
"Me too," Natalie said softly, "Bill had something going on with his roommate last night...he normally calls but no missed calls."
They got in the shower and cleaned up. Natalie groaned when she felt her pussy, "I've never been fucked so hard in my life."
"I can do better," he grinned, "I feel like anything short of calling the EMTs is the right amount." He knelt and gently placed his lips on her pussy, "Kiss it and make it better?" he asked.
"The least you could do, though the last three times you did that, you had to put your huge cock back inside her...my poor pussy."
Ethan licked and sucked as Natalie leaned back against the shower wall. She turned the water off before one of her sisters yelled at her for using up all the hot water. She put a foot on the bench and played with her nipples. Even they were sore though stimulating them felt good.
Ethan licked the girl's slit not caring that he was tasting his own cum. He'd never been with a woman he wanted to please more than Natalie. She was groaning softly and he knew she was getting close so he moved to her clit and slid a finger inside her.
Natalie felt the wonderful feeling building up...10? The 10th orgasm??? As she exploded she wondered how many sessions with Bill it took to get to 10 orgasms. As she felt the powerful surges fade she slid down to the floor and kissed the man she'd met just 14 hours previously. "Sorry. I should have let you fuck me, but even your finger felt sore...good sore, but still sore," she panted. "Your cock is fucking huge, anyone ever told you that?"
"Mom, but other than that," he smiled. "Kidding....just kidding. She passed out so she really didn't say much."
Natalie laughed, not caring if he was being honest or kidding, "I have a date tonight with Bill, I might have to finally allow him to fuck my ass."
"I think I'm in love with you," Ethan grinned, "You talk like that and I'll be picking up an engagement ring...you mention anal again and I'll make sure it's a big diamond."
"Anal...anal...anal..." she giggled. "The way to a man's heart," she sighed.
"Is between her legs...or cheeks," Ethan chuckled. "We should rinse off and get to class. Can I see you again?" he asked.
They exchanged numbers and headed their separate ways. Natalie called her boyfriend who apologized over and over for not calling her. He was taking her to Mercel's for dinner to make up for ignoring her. That night she had the same waitress who grinned and winked at her. Bill was thrilled when Natalie relented and finally offered him her ass. He'd be taking her to Mercel's more often...or Josephine's if he saved enough money.
Ethan called Laura as soon as he left Natalie's sorority house. She was an early riser and at 6:30 she'd be showered and eating breakfast. He stopped as he heard a gruff man's voice.
"Who the fuck is this? You know what time it is?"
"Who is this? I'm calling Laura Milford," Ethan said back.
"Oh, fuck...Laura, Ethan's calling you. I thought it was my phone," the man's voice said.
"Oh, shit! Ethan? Oh fuck..." Laura's voice came on.
"Is that Mark?" I hope you used a rubber," he said angrily, "He's slept with half the women here."
"I'm sorry...crap. I got drunk and..." Laura said.
"One thing led to another. Got it. I'll be by to pick up my things. Don't disturb him, sounds like you wore him out," he said softly. He'd cheated on Laura and had trouble maintaining the moral high ground but Laura cheating with Mark had felt inevitable. "We were headed for this anyhow," he said, "If this is what makes you happy..."
Laura was silent and said quietly, "It makes me happy to be with Mark, but it's more of a comfort thing...you're a great guy but sometimes it hurts..."
Three days later, he answered the door and Natalie was there.
"I broke up with Bill. He cheated on me...the night I was cheating on him with you. He said he was going to go out with his roommate but he was with Sally Ray...the campus slut," she said simply, "Can we just talk? I know you have a girlfriend but I couldn't think of anyone else to talk to."
Ethan chuckled, "Come in...sure. I've thought about calling you. Laura was cheating on me at that same time. I called her after leaving your house and a guy answered...Mark Weston, the male version of the campus slut. Ironic, isn't it?"
Natalie chuckled, "It seems we're made for each other."
Turns out they were. Two years later they married right after graduation. They were able to find great jobs in the city and a nice house in a nice neighborhood with an easy commute into the city. It was larger than they needed, 4 bedrooms, 4 1/2 baths with a mother-in-law suite above the garage. They lucked out as the seller was desperate and took their lowball offer. They made love in every room including the rooms above the garage. When they were done with the cycle, they worked through the list backward. That was just the first week. Ethan had never been with a woman who matched his sex drive. Many of his classmates bragged they screwed every day whereas he and Natalie had sex three or more times a day.
The neighbors were great...too far to hear, yet close enough to walk over to visit. The street was quiet, the traffic minimal, and there were no barking dogs at night. They felt as if they won the lottery.
Everything was going perfectly with one small setback. Natalie wasn't getting pregnant. It wasn't for lack of trying. She'd been off the pill for four years and had no luck.
"I made an appointment at the clinic over in Westside, they have a fertility specialist. We need to find out what's going on," Natalie said. "I love trying but let's face it...something isn't working."
Ethan wished he hadn't quit biting his nails as a kid as they sat waiting for their results. Dr. Wallace had been thorough but all the feedback they had so far was, "Hmmm, hmm." Finally, the nurse came out.
"Mr. and Mrs. Daley? If you could come with me," she said as she held the door.
Ethan and Natalie followed the nurse down the hall to the office and shook hands with the doctor before sitting.
"First, let me say both of you are in great shape. Physically there's no issue." He looked at Natalie, "You are not the issue, you're the perfect baby-making machine. Great ovaries, perfect hips, great...you know, everything," he smiled. Then he looked at Ethan.
"I'm afraid your sperm is crippled. You create plenty of it, an amazing amount actually, but it doesn't swim," he said softly. "Sorry to break it to you but you are not going to be a father...biological father that is."
"What can we do? Are there drugs, surgeries...anything?" Ethan asked.
Dr. Wallace shook his head but then shuffled through some papers, "I just got this last week. It's a drug that just went through the FDA approvals. It's reputed to reverse this immobile sperm issue. I am not recommending it as I never trust any medication until it's been out for a few years, but I'd be irresponsible not to mention it...I'd also be irresponsible if I didn't warn you about the risks."
They took the brochure home and studied it. There was almost nothing on the internet about this. Ethan looked at his wife, feeling responsible, and terrible. "I think we...I should try this. The side effects are a bit scary...especially the ED one," he said.
Natalie chuckled, "Men. Side effects can include, constipation, drowsiness, dizziness, nausea, heart attack, asthma, diarrhea, joint pain, muscle fatigue, and ED. That's the one that bothers you?"
Ethan laughed, "I lose my erection and you'll be out at the bars picking up guys. I have diarrhea, you'll be there to hold my hand."
"You have diarrhea I'll be out at the bars picking up guys and asking them to take me back to their place," she groaned.
After discussing it, they decided to try it. It was costly as their health insurance didn't cover it, but rather than going to a donor, they wanted to conceive a child with both their DNA.
Ethan did have a few of the symptoms but they were minor, or so he thought. He dozed off a bit earlier in the evenings, he was a bit constipated, and a couple of times he couldn't get it up.
Six months later, Ethan opened the mail. It was a notification of a class action suit against the drug company that manufactured the medicine he was taking. Hundreds of men were suffering from severe ED, so severe that none of the usual ED drugs had any effect on it. He felt dread wash through him as he was having trouble getting it up and keeping it up. He hoped it was due to the pressure of trying to conceive but as he read this he knew.
In the weeks following this piece of mail, Ethan's penis went into permanent hibernation. They had responded and gave a deposition but that didn't solve their lack of sex for the first time since they met. A therapist was assigned to the couple and discussed their options. Toys, oral, porn, manual, mutual masturbation, and others. They asked about those penile erection pumps but were told due to the degradation of the vascular tissue in his penis, this could cause more damage. Ethan could still orgasm and it was recommended he does that but stimulating a limp penis was uninspiring and tough to do.
Ethan felt the same hormonal urges and watching porn got him horny and he was eager to get his wife off but this had the downside of leaving him hanging. He wasn't about to try to jerk off in front of his wife...too humiliating.
At first, Ethan made the best of it and pleasured his wife with his fingers and tongue but that soon felt like a chore. Then he withdrew and spent time watching television or reading. Natalie tried to cheer him up but she was getting frustrated also. She and Ethan had made love almost every day...multiple times a day since they met up and she'd never gone this long without a cock since she lost her virginity.
Ethan came out of his den and sat opposite his wife, a serious look on his face.
"What?" she snapped, then softened, "Sorry. I've been a bit on edge recently. "What is it?" she asked more softly.



"I'm dragging you down," he said softly. "I think you'd be better off finding a man...a real man who can satisfy you. I called our lawyer, and he recommended a divorce lawyer. Please? Do this for me? I am being torn up inside seeing how frustrated you are. We can split the $32 million from the settlement and I'll let you have the house."
Natalie teared up and shook her head. At first, it was slow but then she shook her head more vehemently. "No! No, I love you....you. You are my husband and there will never be another man...yes, a man...who is as kind, smart, funny, and understands me as you do. We'll get through this. We will," she said. "It's only sex. There are a million other things we share. Let's not throw away all that just because..."
"I can't fulfill my manly duties?" he chuckled wryly, "You'll find a guy who's smarter, funnier, kinder...I've been an ass over the past 6 months. And you'll have no problem financially with half the settlement," he took her hand, "I love you so much and I want you to be happy. If I can't be the man to do that then I want another to take over. I'll step aside."
"Fuck that!" Natalie said vehemently, "I'm not touching any part of that settlement without you. That's yours...all of it. As I said, we'll work it out. I'm not a baby that needs her blankie. I'm a grown woman and I'll adapt...it's...you're worth it," she said. Then she flung her arms around the man she'd held tightly for years. "I love you so much and don't want to lose you."
Ethan held his wife. It always felt good to just feel her body against his. "I love you too, so much." He pushed her off held her and looked into her eyes, "I have another solution. You should date. Go out and get laid," he said softly.
Natalie shook her head again but not as convincingly. She had that same thought, at first once or twice a week but recently she'd been checking out the men at the grocery store or at work appraising them as potential lovers.
Ethan laughed, "Wow! I know that look. You've had the same thoughts, haven't you? Of course, you have. Then it's settled." Imagining his wife being fucked by another man should have caused him pain but it instead felt like brightness flooding into their futures.
Natalie looked hard at Ethan, "You'd be OK with that? I'd be naked with another man, his cock..."
"...his erection inside you, pleasuring you. Yes. I thought about it like this, I'm good at plumbing, and carpentry, but don't trust myself around electrical projects. I hire those who can do that. I'm not about to pour concrete for the new patio, we hire someone who can," he said. "When things need to be done we've always brought in those with the tools to do the jobs."
Natalie started to reply but then slowly nodded, "I'd like to...just to feel...you know...even once," she said softly. She wondered if she could go the rest of her life never having a cock...a real cock inside her. "No offense but if I could feel a hard cock inside me just once in a while it would sure do a lot about my bitchiness," she sighed.
Ethan chuckled, "Bitchiness? I just assumed that was your normal state. I just used to fuck you so hard you were too tired to be a bitch."
Natalie laughed and then started crying, "I missed you so much," she said as she held onto her husband. She hadn't heard him laugh or seen him smile in 6 months and this was a tremendous relief.
That night Ethan and Natalie made love, not in the normal sense but Ethan did everything other than use his penis to pleasure his beautiful wife. Natalie then sucked on his limp member until he came in her mouth. This was something she'd tried a couple of times at first but it wasn't as easy as she thought and her jaw was cramping by the time he came.
The next morning over coffee, Natalie asked the question, "How does this work? There have to be ground rules as we'll always use protection or no affairs. I'm not going to the Adirondacks for the weekend with a guy...you know," she said as her pussy throbbed as it hadn't for months.
"I thought about that. That is my biggest...second biggest fear," he said, "You getting into an emotional affair with another man."
"What's your biggest fear?" she asked.
"That you find some psycho who hurts you. I'd rather die before something happens to you. That was another thing I thought of, no going back to some stranger's place. You'll bring them back here. No, I don't want to watch...you should have your privacy. I don't want them to know I'm here so I'll sleep in the room above the garage. You can tell the guys I'm out of town or something." He looked at Natalie and saw something, "You have a guy in mind, don't you?"
"No! I mean, not really," she sighed, "OK, there's this guy at work who's been flirting with me since I joined the company. It's become a sort of game with him...us now. He's kind of a lothario and wouldn't be any kind of threat for an affair, all he wants is to get at my pussy," she said softly.
"Perfect. Is he good-looking? I'm going out of town this weekend...visit my parents...at least, you can drop that info casually. See if that makes him suggest a drink after work. I'll move some things into the garage room and I should be able to see and hear what happens in the bedroom from there. I am not one of those guys who wants to watch his wife get fucked but I want to be sure you're safe."
"I want you to see...not voyeuristically, but I want to feel as if you're there with me. Does that make sense?" Natalie wrapped her arms around her husband.
They laid down ground rules:
Ethans:
Rubbers at all times.
Lovers will come back to the house.
If possible, move to the master bedroom
No trips out of town with any lover.
Repeats only if there are no emotional ties.
Natalie added a couple:
No disparaging comments about Ethan's sexual prowess.
No comparisons...penis size, stamina, etc.
Ethan shook his head at the two she added, "They'll want to know if I'm such a great lover why are you with them. Say something like I cum too fast; sometimes a girl needs a bigger cock; or your husband wants missionary only. It won't bother me, especially as I'll probably never run into them. Look, if it enhances the sex, go for it," he said.
"OK, but I sure won't be the one to initiate any of that. I love you too much and until this fucking side-effect, you were the best lover I'd ever had and I am positive none of the guys I bring back will come close to matching your performance in bed," she said.
Ethan hugged his wife and kissed her, "You mean 'this non-fucking side effect.' Fuck. I'd give anything to have one hour at my old self. I'd have you passed out," he grinned.
Natalie chuckled, "That only happened once....OK, twice. And I was tired," she said. "I was thinking, can you get some security cameras and put them around...living room, bedroom, kitchen...you know, places where..you know. Just in case one of the guys is a bit rough...?"
Ethan nodded, "I was thinking of that but I was worried about your privacy. I can do that and set up monitors in the garage space. If you are sure about that," he said.
Natalie nodded, "I'm not hiding anything from you. You can listen and watch if you want."
Ethan chuckled, "Better make it good then or I'll change the channel."
Natalie slapped him, "I'll be great, don't worry about that. Especially the premier show. I've got a lot of pent-up hormones to release."
"Often, the pilot is the best," he smiled, "though when they do the series they change out key characters. Look at The Big Bang, they changed the actress across the hall...you better perform or..."
Natalie shook her head, "I get 5 ☆s with all my lovers, some guys tell me they wish they could give more for my blowjobs," she smiled.
"I'll be the judge," Ethan said, "Unless you want me to invite the guys over from work,"
Natalie shook her head, "Let's not...too many might want another go at me."
The next day Ethan headed over to the local electronics store and explained that there had been burglaries in the area and wanted full coverage inside and out. He thought about many of the guys he knew and one in particular bragged he loved fucking his dates from behind on the hood of his car.
Friday afternoon, Ethan left his car on the street behind them and went up to the room above the garage. He wasn't using the monitors but had the app open on his iPad. All the cameras were working and he was impressed with the resolution. He could easily read the title on the paperback Natalie left on her bedside table. His stomach hurt realizing what he'd agreed to. He turned on SportsCenter and was watching the replay of the Celtics game when he heard the garage door open. He quickly muted the TV and listened.
Two car doors slammed. "OK, George, this is probably a mistake but you can come in and look around. Then you have to leave. I'm not sure this is appropriate having a man over when my husband's out of town," Natalie said firmly. "I told you Ethan and I would love to have you over for dinner some evening. I wish he didn't have to go out of town and I'm not about to let you sweet talk me out of my panties...that's just a game we play at work. I mean the banter," she giggled, "not removing my panties."
"I get it, I do. That's what I've always admired about you, but honestly, all I want to do is check out the house...we've been looking in this area," George said.
"OK, there's a Mother-in-Law suite above the garage...not going to show you that. We converted it into a storage unit," she sighed.
Ethan watched them go up the walkway to the front door. George wasn't a bad-looking guy, a bit old. Perhaps 55? He was impeccably dressed, his hair styled perfectly. He didn't bother dying his grey temples probably thinking they made him look distiguished. He hated him...hated he had a functioning cock...at least he assumed it. Hated him as he studied Natalie's ass as she led the way. On the other hand, she had a world-class ass. At least he didn't grab his crotch as he ogled her.
Then he felt like throwing up. The suggestion, the planning, and the logic behind this didn't prepare him for the realization that the love of his life was soon to be sucking and fucking another man's cock. A stranger (to him) was going to be worshiping his wife's body...her naked body opened up to him. He lay down trying to get rid of the gnawing pain when he heard the audio from the kitchen.
"We redid this by putting in quartz. They had these ugly tile counters. We replaced the cabinets with..." he heard her tell the man.
Ethan was impressed with how Natalie was playing this all the way. This was simply a visit from a co-worker. He watched and listened as she went from room to room.
"Master suite, huge shower, room for two, a bath I rarely use but it does all these jet things," she said. "Bed...OK, get that look off your face. Come on, down here are guest bedrooms, my office..."
He was almost dozing off when they entered the living room.
"So, I heard your wife is off taking care of her mother?" Natalie said with concern, "I hope she's alright."
George shook his head, "It doesn't look good. I might have to take bereavement leave next month. It sucks, Lois is incredibly close to her mother. Thanks for asking," he said.
Natalie hugged the man, "It's tough on you, too. I know men. You all hate to stand back helplessly. You need to fix things, I think it's in the Y chromosome," she said as she stroked his back. Then she broke the hug and looked back at the kitchen, "You've been batching it? Want to stay for dinner?"
"That would be great, I've been hitting up the local fusion place, and...well, it's been getting a bit stale."
Ethan shook his head and picked up his burrito...this could definitely get stale, he thought.
After dinner, George made the suggestion they watch something rather than go home to an empty house.
"Sure, what type of stuff do you like?" Natalie asked. "I'm not thrilled with sitting around in an empty house either."
George laughed, "With Lois out of town I've been watching porn but anything is fine. Action, thrillers..."
Natalie grinned, "Since we're being honest, I've been watching a bit of porn also...with Ethan gone..." she blushed.
"OK, we have common ground, what type of porn? Please don't tell me that big black cock shit, I hate those," George said.
Natalie blushed further, "I like those, but...I shouldn't say this to a man...I mean, someone not my husband, but I like cheating wives porn. There's something hot about seeing a wife being used by a strange man...stranger the better," she said softly. "Ethan and I sometimes watch those where the wife gets seduced...shit, forget I said that," she blushed.
George looked at Natalie, "Does he sometimes role-play where you're being used by a stranger?"
Natalie blushed and nodded, "I think he gets off on the thought of...let's not discuss this," she sighed, "But I wouldn't mind watching something like that..." she said softly.
"We can do that...give me something to think about in my empty bed tonight," George said as he sat on the couch.
Natalie hesitated, "Hang on, I shouldn't have said anything. It's really not appropriate to watch porn with a man...a good-looking man...what would Ethan say if he found out?" she asked.
George was checking out porn on his phone, then looked at Natalie, "How would he find out? I have no reason to tell him. What's your Wi-Fi password? I can screen share...that is if you're not too shy..."
Natalie shook her head and gave him the password. Then she turned on the television and within 20 seconds, the screen filled with a woman making out with a man, apparently not her husband.
"Sit, I won't bite. This is so much better than Downton Abbey," he grinned.
"You sure you don't want me to slip into something more comfortable?" she said sarcastically.
George checked her out and nodded, "You should. Business dress, pantyhose. What would you be wearing if I weren't here?" he asked.
Natalie chuckled, "I'm not changing into that. When I'm alone in the house I like to be naked. It feels free. I'll change and put on something more comfortable." She looked at the screen. The man was pulling down the married woman's top. "Nice tits," she sighed, "Pause that. I'll be right back. And you can get out of that three-piece suit if you like. I mean, still dressed," she chuckled.
Ethan watched George pull off his suit coat, and his vest and then hesitated as if judging what Natalie's reaction would be and then pulled off his pants. He reached inside his boxers and stroked his cock as he looked at the screen and then yanked his hand away when she entered the living room.
Natalie stopped and stared, "I said 'get comfortable' but not down to your underwear," she said.
George shrugged. "This," he pointed to his boxers, "is a lot more than what you are wearing." It was true. Natalie had on a long tee shirt without a bra and perhaps no panties. Ethan could feel his hormones rise again but no reaction from his soft penis. George would have to be a eunuch to resist the charms of the near-naked blonde.
Natalie sighed, "It's more than I usually wear, but keep your junk in your shorts, OK?"
George laughed, "One man's junk is another woman's treasure. No guarantees...things pop up, but I'll cross my arms over my lap if that happens."
Natalia sat down on the other end of the couch, "OK, let's do this even though I'm sure I'll regret it."
George hit play and they watched as the wife allowed the man to remove all her clothes before pulling his pants down. His huge cock was already fully erect and huge. He often wished he could have a cock that huge but none of his lovers ever complained.
Ethan couldn't see the TV but by the sounds of it, the woman was slurping on the man's cock. Natalie was sitting with her legs crossed, bouncing her right leg over her left. He'd seen her do that before. George's boxers were tented and as he promised his arms were crossed over his crotch hiding his erection.
When the man finally came, spewing his cum inside the woman's shaved pussy, Natalie sighed, "OK," she said in a husky voice, "That was actually pretty good. What are your favorites? I told you mine, though I also like women being seduced by their professional masseuse."
George was looking uncomfortable as he turned toward Natalie, "First, old guys with young women, second, I love the girls being picked up in vans. There's something about these girls...I know it's all staged, but the fantasy...Anyhow, I like the seduction...innocents being seduced. I like women who at first are reluctant but then can't resist, or decide the hell with it. Love those scenes. Then there's girl/girl sex, some of those videos are hot."
"Lesbian, I'm surprised? You don't want to imagine some lucky girl being skewered on your cock?" she asked. She looked at his folded arms, "George, I know you've got a hard-on. Just relax. You look really uncomfortable. I've seen cocks before."
"Thanks," the man said. He removed his arms showing his long fat cock had slipped through the opening in his boxers and was pointing at the ceiling. He relaxed and smiled as he heard the beautiful blonde suck in air. "I like the lesbian ones because seeing two or more naked women is always better than one," he smiled, "four or six tits, two or three pussies? What's not to like?"
"Depends on the naked woman," Natalie said softly. She looked at his nice cock, "I guess you should just remove the boxers...as long as you stay on that side of the couch," she said.
"Only if you remove your panties," George challenged.
"Sorry, can't do that," she said as she turned and opened her legs for the man to see. "No panties," she said. "It was your charm...charmed me out of my panties."
George's eyes opened and he groaned. "You're going to give me a heart attack. I love it when women just trim their pubes, so much sexier. I should add I like seeing pussies with some hair on them. Do that again, show me your pussy...oohhh, fuck!"
Natalie pulled up the bottom of the tee and spread her legs wide. "Do you want to watch another or do you have to get home?" Natalie asked.
"I have no one to get home to...I can stay all night...if you want," he said softly as he stroked his cock, eyes glued to her aroused pussy. "Friday night...not a school night."
"We'll cross that bridge when we come to it...if we come to it," she said, "Let's try one of yours...the old guy, young woman one perhaps?" She shifted back so she wasn't flashing her pussy at him. "Another beer?" she asked, "I could use a bit more wine."
When she came back, the TV showed an older man, maybe 70 sitting on his couch reading, and a young girl sitting across from him on her phone. She handed him his glass and sat next to him on the couch, "Better angle to the TV," she explained.
They watched as the young girl crawled over to see what the man...her grandfather? was reading. She accidentally put her hand on his crotch and then left it there.
Natalie chuckled, "So contrived. No girl I know would accidentally put her hand on a man's cock," she said as she laid her hand on George's erection. "See how I have to reach over?" she smiled, "It's not a natural movement." She stroked his cock as the girl on the screen did the same thing. She looked at George, "Why do you like these? He's not a very good-looking guy...I mean, she is gorgeous...though he does have a nice cock."
George sighed, "Um, I sort of relate. I'm an old guy and my days of getting young pussy are way behind me. Perhaps it gives me hope...if these guys get young pussy why can't I?"
Natalie shook her head, "I never thought of you as old. I've always just thought of you as around my age."
"How old are you?" he asked, "Sorry...never ask a lady her age."
Natalie chuckled and laid her right leg over his left leg opening her pussy up, "Lady? You think there's a lady here? 26. How old are you?" she asked, "35? 40?"



George chuckled, "We need to cut you off, I'm 30 years older than you."
Natalie turned to him and looked down at his impressive cock, "I guess I should call you Daddy, then," she said as she looked at the screen. The young girl was impressively taking most of the man's cock deep into her throat.
George stroked the woman's thigh up to her bare crotch. She made no move to stop him as his finger found her wet slit. "You should call me Daddy...and treat me as a Daddy should be treated," he nodded at the TV.
"OK, Daddy," Natalie sighed, "I'll be your obedient little girl," she said. She shifted so she was kneeling on the couch.
George nodded and pushed her head down to his lap. "That's it, lick Daddy's cock," he said softly. He put his head back and sighed as he felt her lips wrap around his cock. He guided her bobbing head with one hand while pulling up her tee.
Natalie popped the fat cock out of her mouth, raised her arms above her head, and looked at the girl now riding the older man's cock. She sighed as he planted his mouth on one nipple while groping her other. It had been weeks since Ethan had touched her sexually. She held the man'sGeorge was stimulating her nipples perfectly and her pussy was screaming for cock. She found that she was straddling his waist, her pussy grinding on his hard shaft. "Do you have condoms?" she asked. She and Ethan planned ahead and put a box next to their bed but she wanted to sound unprepared.
George popped his mouth off her nipple and grinned, "Always," he said, "I'm always prepared. I'd like to see your bedroom again if that's OK."
Natalie nodded and climbed off his lap, "Always a good idea to revisit areas you'll want to spend the most time in," she said.
He got up and went over to his pants, pulled out a trio of packets, "I hope this will be enough," he said.
Natalie chuckled, "Sure, for the first two hours. Hopefully, Ethan has a stash somewhere in our bedroom," she said. Then she had a look on her face and said in a younger voice, "Daddy, can I sleep with you tonight...I've always wondered what the bed felt like in the master bedroom."
Geroge grinned, "Only if you behave. I should spank you for not doing the dishes," he said.
"If that's what I deserve," Natalie sighed before getting up. "You should do what you feel is right. I have been bad. It's hot tonight, do I have to wear my PJs? I hate wearing PJs."
George shook his head, "Since your mother's not home, you can do what you want. I feel the same way...too warm for extra layers."
Ethan watched as George stripped off the rest of his clothes and followed the naked Natalie into their bedroom. He recalled Natalie was in theater in college and very good. She'd dropped acting to get into a more stable career. This role was new, but George was a lot older. Then he wondered why he'd never once spanked her...was she into spanking? He felt slightly ill watching a man do what he should be doing, but felt happy for Natalie if the man turns out to be a good lover. She deserves a good fucking. He turned off the monitors and the light in the room. He could see the bed easily and heard the couple come in. The flood of regrets came back as his naked wife and a naked man got on the bed.
"Not so fast, you're not getting off that easily," George said gruffly as she sat on the bed, "get over my lap...you know what to do."
Natalie slumped her shoulders, went over to the older man, and lay across his thighs, her ass sticking up. She glanced out the bedroom window at the dark building across the drive wondering what Ethan was thinking about this. Was he feeling angry? Hurt? She hoped he was OK. Then she jerked her head back feeling the stinging slap on her ass.
"Smack!" Ethan could hear it clearly and wanted to jump up and stop it. "Smack!" She can't be liking this, he thought angrily.
"Oh, Daddy. I'll do the dishes every night, Ow!" she cried, but her voice was huskier.
"Smack! Smack! Smack!" the sounds echoed across the drive.
"There. I hope this is a lesson to you," George said sternly. He gently stroked her red ass cheeks.
"Yes, Daddy. I'll be good. I'll do anything you say," Natalie said meekly. "That feels good, Daddy," she said in a small voice. "I like feeling your huge hands stroke my bare bottom."
Ethan was impressed with how the sounds carried as Natalie was speaking very softly.
"I hated to do that," he said. Then he leaned over and kissed her ass. "Here, lie down on the bed so I can make your ass feel better...I shouldn't have spanked you so hard."
"I deserved it, you should have spanked me more as I was bad but I like it when you make things better," Natalie said.
Ethan watched from the darkened room as his wife climbed onto the bed where he often had her screaming in ecstasy. Her large breasts flopped as she crawled onto the bed. She lay on her stomach and he could see her ass glowing red against her otherwise alabaster skin.
George got between her legs, spreading them apart as he lay between them. He started by kissing both cheeks tenderly but then pressed his mouth between the twin globes.
Was George licking Natalie's ass? Ethan wondered. Another thing he'd never done. First, role-playing, then spanking, now a rimjob...and the night is young, he sighed.
Natalie lifted her ass offering him better access. She knew George was an ass man as that had been the bulk of his sexual innuendos over the years. She never thought any guy would want to lick her ass but it felt good...really good. Soon her ass was a foot off the bed, her back curved, and her legs spread as she felt the man's tongue explore her tight anus, his fingers probing her pussy. But she'd been without a cock for 6 months and panted, "Daddy, Daddy fuck me. Please fuck my tight pussy," she said.
George kissed his way up her lower back, her spine, to the base of her neck. He was kissing her neck as his cock pressed against her pussy and she moaned loudly. He could tell she liked it and kept kissing her neck as he drove his cock into her tight pussy.
'Fuck! Feels so good...so fucking good,' she thought as she humped back against the man's hard cock.
Ethan sat up, 'No rubber...they forgot the rubber.' He picked up the phone and dialed her number.
Natalie was feeling the wonderful tingling build up when her phone chimed. "Shit!" she sighed. She looked back at the heavy man thrusting into her pussy, "It's my husband. He said he'd call me...fuck!" she sighed.
George reluctantly pulled out and let her stretch out to grab the cell.
"Hey, honey. How are your parents?" she asked. "Uh huh, oh...shit. I forgot...about the leftover lasagna. I made angel hair...You? I love Chipotles," she said. She looked over at George who was lying back stroking his slick cock, "I miss you. Sure, see you Sunday. Love you," she said. She put down the phone and looked at George wishing she didn't have to ask this. She was in the middle of her cycle and she wanted to feel him cum inside her, but she had agreed. "We forgot the rubber." She looked across the bed out the window wishing Ethan weren't watching. She looked over at the bedside lamp.
George nodded, "I remembered after I was inside you but hoped it was OK. Sorry," he sighed. He rolled off the bed and pulled the packets out of his pants. He saw she was looking at the lamp, "Leave it on. I want to see you. Do you have any idea how fucking beautiful you are?" he asked.
"I'm naked. You guys think any naked woman is beautiful...why do we bother getting all dressed up...you guys just want to rip our clothes off. Come here, I'll put that on you," Natalie said. She knelt over his cock and took him into her mouth to get him back to full tumescence. She was impressed he stayed hard after pulling out as she took the call. She played with his balls as she sucked his hard shaft. George was fingering her pussy as she sucked making her want something larger inside her again. She popped the cock out of her mouth, took out the condom, and rolled it onto him. She stroked him a few times and then straddled his waist.
George liked this position better as she was able to grab those tits he'd lusted after for the past few years. They were huge yet jutted off her chest as if they were smaller. They were perfect. As she bounced on his cock her tits filled his hands perfectly. He could feel her erect nipples press against his palms. She was sexier and even more beautiful than he'd imagined.
Natalie was feeling her pent-up frustration over not having a cock for over six months dissipate as she ground her pussy on George's hard shaft. "Fuck! Your cock feels so good," she panted. "So stiff...so big," she said.
George moaned, "I've imagined what your pussy would feel like but this is better...way better. I have a confession," he said softly, "I might have taken a pill when you told me I could see your house and your husband was out of town."
Natalie nodded, "I wondered. I mean I don't think of you as old but I sure am impressed by how hard your cock is."
"You're not upset I assumed..." George asked.
"That I'd turn out to be a horny little slut? I'm flattered you did that. Had I been a prude you would have been all firmed up with no place to cum," she smiled. "I take it that you like the horny unfaithful wife. Or would you prefer me to be your daughter?" she said in her little girl's voice.
"I like slutty wife," he said as he rolled her over onto her back. He wasted no time driving his cock into her sopping pussy. She groaned loudly and spread her legs wide.
Natalie squealed happily as the older man aggressively fucked her long-neglected pussy. This might be what heaven feels like, she thought, being pleasured by a man with a powerful sex drive. She came almost immediately as she thought that.
George felt a rush as the blonde woman cried out in ecstasy, lifting her ass, and grinding her crotch onto his cock. He ground back until she went limp and then he began fucking her wonderful pussy again. He soon followed her in orgasmic bliss.
Ethan couldn't take anymore and decided the man wasn't going to rape her...it looked more likely she'd be forcing him to have sex the rest of the night. He closed the iPad and rolled over feeling more lonely than he'd ever felt. He'd never felt jealousy before with any woman but the pain in his stomach was unmistakeable. He felt like crying but instead closed his eyes and tried to think of anything else. Was this the end? Would Natalie leave him for a man with a functioning cock?
He woke up many times, sometimes just hearing the crickets, other times hearing either Natalie's or George's pleasured grunts. When the sun came through the window he looked over at the master bedroom and saw the naked sleeping couple, arms and legs entwined. He got up, dressed, walked the block over to his car, and headed over to the diner downtown for breakfast.
When he got back, he was pleased to see George's BMW was gone. He pulled into the garage.
Natalie was feeling sick after George left. She checked the suite above the garage and wondered when Ethan left. What if this whole thing was a monstrous mistake? Did he leave and check into a hotel? Was losing her marriage worth a few hours of pleasure? She sat in the kitchen wondering where he was as she sipped her cooling cup of coffee. She heard the garage door and jumped up. She stood watching the door and when it opened and saw Ethan smile at her, she ran over jumping into his arms.
"I love you so much...so fucking much," she cried. "That had to be the worst night of your life." She kissed him hard.
Ethan stroked his wife's back trying unsuccessfully to forget seeing George's hands doing the same thing. He looked at her, "I love you too. Was it good? Did you like it?" he asked.
Natalie looked at her husband, "I liked it," she said simply.
Ethan put her down and chuckled, "I expected a bit more enthusiasm. It's what you say about dinner when I cook. I want to hear total honesty."
Natalie sighed, "OK. It was incredible. I know this is not what a wife should say to her husband after she had sex with another man but I had some of my more incredible orgasms last night. I hope it's OK if I say that," she said.
"You can say it, in fact, the happier you were getting fucked by another man,. the better I'll feel about you being..."
"...with another man. I'm so sorry. All night I reveled in the incredible feelings of getting fucked but in the back of my mind, I wished it were you. I want you inside me so bad it hurts," she cried.
Ethan held his wife and nodded, "It does hurt. Why the fuck didn't I listen to Dr. Wallace?" he sighed.
Over the next month, neither Ethan nor Natalie brought up the night with George, though Natalie had to keep putting off his suggestions that they meet up again. Perhaps at the Hyatt down the street? Just coffee at that coffee shop on Niles? Does her husband have any other trips planned? Natalie told him what happened was great but as she was married, a mistake...never to happen again.
Ethan noticed Natalie was humming tunes and softly whistling after spending the night with another man. That experience hurt and it bothered him but her feelings of frustration were far worse than his feelings of jealousy.
Five weeks after George stayed over, Natalie sat down with a glass of wine next to her husband. She hesitated and then asked, "Could I do...you know, have a guy over again?" she said softly.
Ethan nodded, "I expected you to have asked that weeks ago. This is a fulfillment of your needs...your desires. The bed in the suite isn't bad," he lied, "plus, I don't have to put up with your snoring," he grinned.
"I don't snore...do I?" she asked.
"No. I was kidding," Ethan said, "You have someone in mind?"
Natalie nodded, "We have a vendor, comes into town once a month. I thought as he travels a lot I'd like to invite him to dinner."
"Sure, I need to go to...Vegas...I like Vegas," Ethan chuckled.
"Or," she said, "Or you could be there and get a call...I'm not sure I want you sleeping out in the garage. I liked having sex with George but it felt as if I were cheating on you spending the night in our bed with him."
"So if you had to do it all over again..." Ethan asked.
"I'd have used more than the three rubbers...but I'd feel bad about it," she smiled.
"Well hell, as long as you feel bad about it..." he chuckled, "But that's fine with me. I did feel like I'd been kicked out of my own house. This is much better...leaving you alone with a man to get seduced. More role play?" he asked. "Let's play it by ear. I'll text you that I'm still working, and respond with, I'll see you in the morning and I'll be pulling an all-nighter. Otherwise, I'll be home in an hour."
Natalie nodded, "Works for me...what could I do? I was thinking he could work some of the kinks out of my back muscles and my husband likes to do that but doesn't stick with it as he uses it as foreplay."
"What a smart man," Ethan said, "great tits, great ass, why the fuck would he waste time on your back?"
Natalie sighed, "Story of my life. Men rub my shoulders, work their way down...work my top down. Or they start with my feet, which are connected to my calves, and then my thighs..."
"Men? What men?" Ethan asked.
"Never mind, shouldn't have mentioned that. You wouldn't know them anyway. Changing the subject. Friday night? Dinner with Steve Reynolds?" she smiled.
That Friday, Ethan answered the door and shook hands with the man. He could tell Steve had no idea what was in store as he was relaxed and had no issue looking Ethan in the eyes. Natalie came out of the kitchen wiping her hands. She'd changed out of her blouse and skirt and had on a tight tee shirt and yoga pants.
Steve tried not to study her body but there was no way he could keep his eyes off her wonderful curves. Her tight top showed she had no bra on, and there were no panty lines under her black tights.
They sat around having a couple of drinks, Steve begging off a third as he had to drive. They had a good meal, Steve complementing Natalie on her cooking when Ethan's phone went off.
"Excuse me," he'd set up a job on his laptop to call him at 7. "Ethan...no, I am," he looked back at his guest and wife, "We have someone over for dinner...fuck! Why not tomorrow? OK, OK, fuck it. I'll be right over," he said. He hung up and shook his head, "Todd over at Sterling fucked up an install and they need me to try to recover it." He looked apologetically at Natalie, "I'll be late...no, stay. I'm a third wheel anyhow as you guys must have a lot to talk about." He went over, kissed his wife, and headed for the garage.
"I should go," Steve stood up, "I don't want your husband to worry about..." he said as he put down his napkin.
"Relax," Natalie smiled, "I've never given Ethan any reason to get jealous and he's not the jealous type...I wish he were. It might have been fun to flirt a little, or tease him. I wonder if he'd react?" she said. "Never mind. Let's go sit in the living room, I'd like to hear about your vacation with your wife in the South Pacific. Always wanted to go there. It just seems so exotic."
"Bora Bora, Palau, Viti Levu...man! I'd love to move there. I have pictures," Steve said. He pulled out his phone and opened Photos.
"Hang on, "Natalie said, "I'll give you our Wi_Fi password and we can put it on the TV," she said. They got the phone to project to the screen and sat back with a feeling of déjà vu.
The photos were beautiful. The deep blue sky and the emerald-green or turquoise waters. Steve's wife was gorgeous. Bright red hair, athletic body, and long legs. "Your wife is beautiful," Natalie said looking at the slender woman in the bikini. "You have a good eye for photography, the lighting is perfect."
"Thanks, I sure think so," he smiled. 'If only she had tits like yours,' he thought. They went through more and then Steve quickly stopped as a nude picture flashed on the TV.
Natalie put her hand out, "She is beautiful. Let me see," she said.
Steve nervously swiped left and looked at the beautiful blonde. Natalie was looking at the screen and her breathing changed subtly. Were her nipples hard? "I have more but some have me in them," he said hopefully, "and maybe we did a sex tape or two." He lost count of the number of times he'd been tempted to show someone their video. He thought it was as good as any porn shoot he'd seen.
Natalie stroked his thigh, "Then show them to me. I've always loved nudes and as often as my husband runs off to work I might have surfed a bit of porn."
Steve felt a rush. He'd never shown these to anyone as they were for his and Linda's private enjoyment but he felt his cock throb as the blonde's hand stroked his thigh. Then she squeezed his leg excitedly as the screen showed Linda lying naked, her hand gripping Steve's hard cock.
Natalie let out an audible groan. Steve's cock was beautiful, not long nor fat but had a wide spearhead cap that just begged to penetrate her pussy or her ass. "Wow! I've never seen a more perfect-looking cock," she said breathlessly. "She wasn't just saying that either, she could virtually feel it inside her. "Do you have more?" she asked. "I shouldn't tell you this but Ethan's is the only man's erection I've touched and I've been curious."
"Seriously?" the man asked, "you were saving yourself? That would have been stressful for poor Ethan when you were dating. You look to have a great body," he said.
Natalie chuckled, "He always denied it but I could swear the muscles in his right arm got larger the longer we dated. But you can't really see my body."
Steve shook his head, "it's as if you painted on your outfit."
Natalie looked down at her nipples projecting 1/4" and a pronounced camel toe and sighed, "I was going to change into something more...less revealing before you got here," she sighed, "but dinner preparation took longer than I thought."



Steve chuckled, "Thank you dinner preparation." He swiped again and now Linda was looking right at the camera with her tongue pressed against the veiny shaft. Then he swiped again and the video started. Linda had his cock in her mouth and her bright green eyes were staring at the camera as she bobbed her head. The next video was taken from what Natalie assumed was the dresser. It was a side view with Steve kneeling on the bed, his cock in his wife's mouth as she was on her hands and knees. Then they shifted so that Steve was behind her guiding his cock into her pussy.
"She'd kill me if she knew I showed this to anyone else...especially another woman," he said softly. Natalie's hand was stroking higher and her little finger was just hitting his balls.
"Then, let's not tell either of our spouses...not sure Ethan would be happy knowing I was getting wet...sopping wet watching you fuck your wife," she said almost breathlessly.
"What happens here, stays here?" he asked.
Natalie nodded, "What's going to happen will stay simply memories for both of us." She moved her hand higher and it slid up onto his bulge, and he thought she would move it but he was not the only one with warm feelings. He looked at her and her tongue was exploring her lips. "You want to see it?" he asked. "Touch another cock outside of your husband's?" he asked.
Natalie looked down and nodded. She turned and undid his pants and pulled out his cock. She sighed loudly, "It's even better in real life...you don't mind, do you? I'm curious if you taste different." she sighed as she leaned down and wrapped her lips around the head.
Steve chuckled, "This is terrible...don't stop," he sighed. She was taking more of him into her throat than Linda ever had. He slid a hand under her chest and cupped her huge tit feeling her moan as he squeezed.
Natalie stood up, pulled off her clothes, and stood naked in front of the man. She blushed and stammered, "I hope this is alright. I know you're married but I've been fantasizing about letting another man see me...make love to me...fuck me," she said softly.
Steve stood up and pulled off his shirt. He then slid his pants off and stood naked, his cock pointing up at a 45-degree angle. "This is more than alright," he said, "Linda can never know, of course, but I wouldn't...couldn't pass this opportunity up. You're incredibly beautiful."
"That's so sweet of you to say," she said. She then pulled his face to hers and kissed him. She could feel his hard shaft against her lower abdomen but wanted him inside her. His hands were freely exploring her body and she was impressed that he was showing no restraint.
Steve broke the kiss and shook his head, "I, um... don't have condoms. Is that a problem?" he asked softly.
Natalie shook her head, "Ethan has some by the bed. I'll go to the store and replace whatever we use," she smiled. She took his hand and led him upstairs to the master bedroom. "He always texts me to let me know when he leaves work so we'll have an hour's warning," she said over her shoulder, "never thought of it as a warning before, though."
Steve felt a rush as he anticipated finally fucking this blonde goddess.
Ethan watched from the garage suite as the light went on in the master bedroom. He'd been monitoring the conversation in the living room and was impressed by how easily Natalie could become the innocent wife. He could almost feel blood flowing into his penis watching as she pushed him onto the bed and took his cock into her mouth again. Her perfect ass was facing the window and even from the 20 yards or so, he could see she was aroused. He felt his cock...penis. It was still shriveled and worthless. The ache came back again...why the fuck did he try those damn pills?
Steve lay back thanking whatever gods there were for this unexpected opportunity. His plan was to go back to the hotel and jerk off, images of this woman in his head. "Fuck! You're incredible," he groaned as she buried her lips against his pubes. "But you'd better stop or I'll cum," he groaned.
Natalie pulled off with a loud smack, "can't have that," she smiled, "I've got a pussy dying to feel another man's cock...this beautiful cock," she said looking up at him, her hand stroking the shaft. She got up and went over to the far side table, opened the drawer, and took out the box. She looked over and smiled, "Just 5 left, I hope that's OK," she grinned. "That is if he's stuck at work all night."
"Does your husband often work all night when he gets called out?" he asked.
Natalie took out a packet and ripped it open. She nodded, "Perhaps half to time. It's almost an hour away, and when he works late he just sleeps on the couch in his office." She rolled the rubber onto his cock and then straddled him. "Just in case, we have all night so pace yourself," she said before gasping as she lowered herself onto his spear-like head. "Fuck! So fucking big," she sighed.
"Bigger than your husband's?" Steve asked.
Natalie shook her head, "Not going there...let's just say you'll be hitting me places he can't."
Steve felt a rush and flipped the woman onto her back, "Then I'm going to make this a fuck you'll always remember."
"Oooohhh, I like the sound of that...fuck me, fuck my married pussy,' she panted as Steve began thrusting hard into her. 'What is it about men wanting to out-fuck husbands?' she wondered, 'not that I care...'
Ethan was wondering the same thing, though Natalie was playing the innocent wife act perfectly. He listened to the bed creaking, his wife's rhythmic grunts, and Steve's balls slapping against Natalie's ass. He was playing with his penis, and even as soft as it was he could still orgasm. It was frustratingly hard to do but he felt he needed to do it periodically.
Natalie felt the welcome tingling build and stroked Steve's muscular chest. She groaned she was cumming which made the man pound even harder into her pussy.
Steve was mesmerized by the blonde's huge tits flopping on her chest as he slammed repeatedly into her sopping pussy. The slurping, sloshing sounds echoed in the room and he wondered if the neighbors could hear their passionate fucking. That thought excited him but it was thinking about what would happen if her husband saw her getting fucked by a bigger cock, a cock she said was the most beautiful she'd seen that triggered his orgasm.
Natalie cried out she was cumming at the exact same time Steve let out a deep groan and drove his cock as deep inside her as he could.
Ethan smiled hearing their simultaneous orgasms. He was happy for Natalie that she finally was able to get relief as he could tell in her body language the last couple of weeks that she needed cock. But he was also happy as he could get some sleep. He picked up his phone and typed a message.
Natalie was grunting happily when her cell dinged. She ground her pussy on the man's shaft as the waves of pleasure receded. She lay under the man panting as her phone dinged again.
The sweaty couple lay on the bed recovering. Natalie finally roused herself when the phone dinged a third time. She groaned and reached for it. She read the message, typed a response, and before telling Steve what it said, she glanced over at the window and smiled. "Ethan, he says he's sorry but it will be an all-nighter," she said.
Steve smiled, "You want me to go?" he asked already knowing the answer.
Natalie laughed and clenched her pussy on his semi-flaccid cock, "we have 4 condoms left. You up to it?" she asked.
Steve grinned, "Not yet, give me 10 minutes and I'll be more than up to it."
Natalie smiled, "I'll tell Jim that not only do you have a great product but you put all of yourself into it...you're behind us all the way." She then had a thought, "Um...have you ever done anal? Ethan says that even the thought of it is disgusting but I've been curious...and if 4 rubbers isn't enough..."
Ethan saw Steve leave early the next morning. He was feeling exhausted and he got some sleep, unlike his wife and her guest. He would have to check the saved recordings to confirm how many times they fucked but Natalie acted as if anal was the best thing since sliced bread 'once she tried it.' He chuckled as he watched the man gingerly get into the front seat of his car.
Natalie was still in bed passed out when he came upstairs. He looked in the trashcan and there were five used condoms and he wondered if Steve bothered with those when he fucked her ass. Her hair looked like a rat's nest, and her pubic hair looked crusty and matted. He was happy for her. He went down to the kitchen and made coffee. He took a tray of English muffins with grape jelly and coffee up to the bedroom.
Natalie woke and stretched. She opened her eyes to the aroma of coffee and smiled at her husband, "Morning. I hope we didn't keep you up all night. We might have been a bit vocal last night."
Ethan chuckled, "There were neighbors' dogs barking back at you guys. I was fine, I closed the window when I saw he wasn't going to hurt you."
"You heard me...heard me tell Steve that his cock..."
"...would hit you in places mine couldn't. That was good. Guys love hearing that," Ethan said.
"But I swore I'd never make you feel humiliated," she said, "I'm sorry."
Ethan laughed, "It was true..is true. I can't even get inside you...but I used to be able to," he smiled. "You can tell the guys anything you want. I told you, guys love hearing shit like that."
Natalie shook her head, "I feel bad enough...I know it's not cheating but I should be better than this," she swept a hand down her flushed, naked body, "I should just suck it up and not be a baby about not getting cock." Then she chuckled, "Plus...wow! Once Steve realized I liked it up the butt he couldn't stay soft for more than 20 minutes."
Ethan patted his wife's ass, "Normally," I'd offer to kiss it and make it better but I'm not George."
"Oh God, that's right. You heard and saw that," Natalie sighed, "That was actually nice. No guy's ever done that to me before."
Ethan got up, "As I said. Don't look at me. You need more sleep? I wanted to get out to the park today. The weather's going to be great for hiking."
Natalie groaned, "You go. I might be too sore to walk far."
Ethan nodded, "I saw Steve leave. He got into his car really slowly. I'll be back," he said.
A week later Natalie asked if it would be alright to bring a guy home.
"You don't need to ask. Just let me know," he said, "Who do you have in mind?"
"No one yet. We took a client to lunch at the Marriott and saw a lot of activity at the bar. That gave me an idea..."
"The lonely wife out trolling? I'll make sure to pay attention..." he smiled, "If you need to, you can bring guys back every night. Just give me a warning."
That was what happened over the next two-plus years. Three to seven times a week Natalie brought men home, sometimes more than one. Three members of her company from Japan who'd flown in were invited over for an American home-cooked meal. After her other co-workers left, the three men took turns or used her at the same time. Ethan was stuck in the suite above the garage until Sunday morning.
Then there was the biker who rescued her when her car 'broke down.' She came just feeling the intense vibration against her bare pussy on the seat of the bike. Ethan had never seen more tattoos on a human before. He was grateful they'd stocked up with a 12-pack of condoms. She always used condoms with all of them explaining that she and her husband were trying to have a kid.
One time, she brought home a woman who was obviously gay. She'd been at a bar waiting for a man she met at a store when the woman picked her up. He was late and lost out. The large woman pulled out a strap-on when they got into the bedroom and made Natalie suck on it. Between licking each other's pussies and curling up in 69s, they took turns fucking each other with the huge black toy.
One of the negatives was the number of men who wanted a 2nd date. It was annoying how many times her phone went off at dinner, or there was a knock at the door. Natalie always refused. She wasn't about to have any affairs. Another negative was she had to range farther and farther out to find strangers, but none thought the long drive to her house was an issue as long as they got their treat when they got there. Natalie always gave them full satisfaction.
* * *
2:34 AM Ethan rolled over hoping Natalie and the bartender from The Drop Shot would finally pass out. In the hour and a half he'd been there, they'd fucked three times. He would check on them later that morning but as she'd had 'dates' over the last six nights, he was ready to pass out.
The next day after showering with his wife he went for a run. When he arrived back home, Natalie was holding a certified letter.
"This was hand-delivered. It looks official," she said. She handed it to her husband.
"You could have opened it," he said as he looked curiously at the envelope. He ripped the end off and pulled out the sheet of paper. "Fuck!" he said softly as he read it. "It's from the medical center. It says 'To all victims of the drug...blah...um, there's a new procedure that can rebuild the penile vascular system and I can opt-in..." he looked up at his wife.
"What! Seriously?" she asked excitedly, "Let me see that!"
They looked it over and called the number. The treatment involved low-dose drugs that they were assured had been thoroughly tested, laser, and steroids. In the clinical trials, there had been a 97% success rate. It was expensive but they barely made a dent in the money from the settlement.
They set a date which was three weeks out. Natalie was jumping around excitedly and then looked thoughtful, "I should cancel my date with the guy over at the body shop in Chesterton," she sighed.
Ethan shook his head, "Keep it. It will be six weeks before we can have sex," he said. "You'll go up a wall. Maybe with a week to go..."
Natalie nodded but cut back, bringing home just three more men over the next five weeks. She lost her enthusiasm for fucking strange men and her stomach ached thinking about feeling her husband inside her again.
The day came and Natalie sat in the waiting room on pins and needles. What if Ethan was in the 3% failure group? What if he wasn't interested in her after she slutted herself out for over two years? 715...715 men and one woman she fucked. Ethan had all the tapes, all the recordings of her slutty ways. He'd also kept logs...not sure why, but a log of the number of times, the positions, orgasms... Then there were hundreds of hours of tapes, she had watched some of them, out of curiosity about how the men looked when fucking her, or when she was horny and alone and wanted porn. She suspected Ethan never did except each day to log the events. She felt terrible for him as he either felt pain seeing his wife with other men or frustration over seeing the erotic images and getting no relief...or frustratingly poor relief.
She looked up as Ethan was being rolled down the hall in a wheelchair toward her. She stood trying to read their expressions. The nurse smiled knowingly and nodded, her grin widening.
"Mrs. Daley, I'm pleased to say that your husband came through the procedure with flying colors...in fact, his tumescence factor was the highest we've seen, and" she blushed, "If this is appropriate, he's better endowed than anyone we've had come through here." she stammered. "I'm sorry, but that was inappropriate."
Natalie hugged the young nurse, "You can yell that out if you want. I've missed being intimate with my husband for too long. Thank you and thank everyone...I can't wait to..."
The nurse grinned, "to get back in the saddle. I know but just wait two weeks. The tissues are still healing and we don't want to cause any kind of setback. In 14 days, we'll need you back here...both of you and we'll get him hard and run some tests. In the meantime, no porn, no stimulation at all. He'll have nocturnal erections but no touching...you got it?"
After two of the longest weeks of their lives, Natalie and Ethan went to the clinic. The same nurse was there along with the older Doctor.
"Come. Let's check out the equipment. Mrs. Daley, we'd like you to participate if you feel up to it," Dr. Bradley smiled.
Natalie chuckled, "You mean get naked and get him hard?"
The man laughed and nodded, "Whatever you're comfortable with...but, yes."
"Fuck," Natalie smiled patting a bench in the hallway, "I'd fuck him right here if you asked. I've missed his cock for far too long."
The Doctor smiled, "We'll be more discreet than that, though Nurse Mary and I will need to be in the room to do our tests."
"No problem," Natalie smiled, "Ethan? You ok with us getting it on with an audience?" she asked knowing she'd fucked 715 men (and one woman) with an audience. She forgot how it would be to fuck without an audience.
Ethan chuckled, "Sure but," he looked at the Doctor and the nurse, "please don't judge my performance as the test might set a record for the shortest one ever."
"I would be shocked otherwise," Dr. Bradley smiled. He was looking at Natalie when he said that which made Ethan wonder...
Both Natalie and Ethan undressed, putting on those stupid backless gowns. Why they didn't just get naked was a question in their minds but they guessed it was protocol in case someone came in. Ethan lay back on the table his cock already throbbing to life.
Nurse Mary hooked up some sensors and shaved the area around his penis and scrotum. It had been shaved two weeks earlier but needed to be smooth. "We'll be doing ultrasound and other tests to..." she went on sounding mechanical as she tried to grip the largest cock she had ever seen. That was saying a lot as her job was seeing and gripping men's cocks.
"You want to try it out...don't you," Natalie said softly, glancing over at the Doctor. He was looking at a monitor and not paying attention. "It will fit, I know you're wondering about that, it will fit and it will become part of you, trust me."
Mary was beet red as she stepped back, "That would be unprofessional," she said. "Can you stimulate him while I use the ultrasound?" she asked. "Just the head...Oh my!" she said seeing Natalie take his throbbing head into her mouth.
The Doctor came back over and nodded, "That's the participation we like. Everything looking good, Nurse Mary?" He looked at the blonde who was now standing and stroking the man's cock, "Good, good. That's what we want to see."
Mary nodded, "just about to start the scan. Mrs. Daley if you'd..."
Natalie took Ethan's cock back in her mouth as the nurse scanned the fleshy shaft. The Doctor watched the screen, his head nodding in approval.
Mary was a minute into the scan when Ethan groaned and spewed his pent-up cum into his wife's mouth.
Natalie felt the most powerful jets of cum splash against the back of her throat and swallowed rapidly as Ethan came. 'So much cum...wow!' she thought.
"Oh fuck! Sorry...sorry...sorry," he panted as the most powerful orgasm he'd experienced spasmed through him.
Natalie sucked and swallowed the remaining cum in his shaft and when he was done, his cock was still rock-hard. She sat back and smiled at the girl, "More? You need more testing?" she asked.
Mary looked over at the Doctor who gave a thumbs up. She shook her head. Her pussy was throbbing, her stomach was feeling almost cramped and she wanted to go to the restroom, find a stall, and relieve these urges. "I'll leave you two alone. You're free to use the room as long as you like," she smiled.
After the Doctor and the nurse left, Natalie pulled off the stupid gown and climbed onto the table, "You're free to fuck me any way you want," she said.
"This...this feels so good!" he said. He watched intently as his cock appeared and disappeared into her tight pussy. It was an image he dismissed that he'd ever see again. He grabbed her tits and guided her as she rode his cock.



Dr. Bradley with Nurse Mary was in the room next door, "Nurse, I will never get over the thrill of watching a man get his erection back...yesss, there," he said as he stroked the back of her head. A year ago, she learned how to deep-throat and wanted to show off that newly acquired skill as much as possible. But, her pussy...tightest he'd felt. He tapped her on her shoulder and the girl responded by getting up, pulling up her smock, and bending over. He was exactly three times the young woman's age but sex still felt great even at 75. Nurse Mary was paid more than any of the other nurses but he still thought she was underpaid...but until she mentions it...
Ethan felt his orgasm rising but Natalie hadn't cum yet. "Slow..fuck. slow down...shit!" he grimaced as his attempt to stave off the orgasm failed.
Natalie clenched her pussy as she milked all his cum from his balls. 715 men all wearing condoms...an average of 5.5 per encounter...almost 4,000 times men came inside her...3,500 orgasms in her pussy ejected into tubes of latex. Over two years of men ejaculating inside her vagina and this was the first time without a rubber. She swore she could feel his sperm jet against her cervix. She felt tears build up and she collapsed on her husband's chest and then cried in happiness.
Ethan held onto his beautiful wife, stoking her back as she cried against his neck. He was aware of the Doctor and the nurse quietly coming in.
"Mr. Daley, I need to ask. Any feelings of numbness? Any pain? Mrs. Daley, I'd like to inspect his semen for bleeding if that's alright," the Doctor said. He felt his cock throb even after cumming in Nurse Mary's pussy just minutes before. He might have her work overtime tonight, he thought.
After both were examined they got dressed and headed home. Ethen looked at the door to the mother-in-law suite and felt relief he'd never again need to spend the night up there. "Sorry, I came before you...I need to make it up to you," he said as they flopped down on the couch. The couch where Natalie had sucked 347 cocks, fucked 262 times. No idea why he had to catalogue everything but some men just can't leave work at work.
Natalie laughed, "I owe you 4,000 orgasms," she said.
"3,932," Ethan sighed, "So after the clinic, you owe me 3,290 orgasms."
Over the next six months, Ethan tried to catch up but Natalie couldn't help but cum over and over as both tried to make up for lost time. Ethan was happy but there were still those memories. Memories of feeling a hormonal rush without any reaction from his penis. Memories of his beautiful wife giving herself to hundreds of men. Memories of her crying out in orgasmic bliss as he lay in the room above the garage. The feelings of impotent jealousy never seemed to leave him when he looked at her. He never said anything, never spoke about how it never felt right to him but he could see it in his wife's face...guilt. He knew she might have liked it more than just for the sexual relief. She never said anything either. He wondered how would a therapist react if they sat down and told the entire story.
Then it happened. Natalie missed her period. When Ethan got home he was slammed against the garage door by a beautiful grinning blonde. He returned her passionate kiss wondering what was making her so happy.
Natalie slid off her husband's body, still grinning. She reached into her pocket and pulled out the stick. "We're having a baby!" she said gleefully.
That night Ethan held onto his wife all the memories blurred, the jealousy faded and when he tried to bring them up it was as if they were mist drifting away with the breeze. To be a father...would he have done it all over again knowing what the journey would be? He'd never know nor did it seem like an important question...why would he ask it? 'I'm going to be a father!' he thought happily.
The next day, Ethan took out all the cameras, and all the monitors, scrubbed every disc and never once thought back to the 29 months, 11 days. All that mattered was the coming years with Natalie and his son or daughter...or both!
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"This is going to be the biggest contract in our company's history," Franklin said with a tinge of nervousness. "I have all my faith and confidence in you and your team," he said more confidently to Nick Wallace.
Nick was a new addition to the company having been highly recruited after graduating top of his class from Harvard Business School with an MBA. The man was tall, great-looking, smart, and organized. On top of that, he epitomized thinking out of the box. Just four months after joining the company he proposed expanding into a newly evolving battery technology. This led to a pair of acquisitions and the rapidly growing EV market. Nick proposed meeting with one of the newer but heavily backed EV companies to supply their new technology.
In the back of his mind, he wished one of their more experienced sales engineers were heading up the project but as this was Nick's brainchild he led a team made up of 8 - all of whom totaled over 200 years of experience...vs. Nick's 223 days with the company.
"We're ready," Nick smiled at the older man. Franklin was the reason he joined AeroDisque Corp. There were better offers with Fortune 500 companies but there was a quality to the man he wasn't able to put a finger on...charisma didn't cover it, nor did force of personality...perhaps it was raw animal magnetism. Nick had known many powerful figures in his short life but none drew him in as Franklin Armitage did.
"We'll lay out our proposal after the meet and greet. By 1, we should be presenting our proposal," the young man assured the CEO.
"Nick," a woman interjected, "Shephard with Flyte Motors wants to know if it's possible to get a 10% reduction in the net weight of the battery packs,"
she said, "Or better yet, 15%, their words, not mine."
"Shit!" the young man shook his, head, "That's just a pipe dream for now. I've got the preliminary specs at home and what we've seen is positive. It looks like 20% is a possibility but that's years away. Do they need this today?" he asked Lois.
The brunette nodded, "They just asked for it."
"Fuck!" Nick groaned. "Hang on, I'll call my wife and see if she can grab the folder on my desk."
Franklin shook his head, "Why the fuck did they pop this on us at the last second? Is this a ploy?" He looked out the window as his young associate tried to contact his wife. He wondered what she looked like as he'd not yet met her. Edward told him she was...how did he put it? 'Fucking gorgeous.' He'd been looking forward to the annual company dinner so he could see for himself.
"Crap. I'll head home and grab it," Nick sighed, "she must be out. Today is the farmer's market over on the square," he said. "Bad timing."
"You're needed in the conference room. They'll be here in 20 minutes. Can't you send someone? Hell, give me your keys and tell me where it is," Franklin said. "I need to run over to the package store anyhow. They have something for me."
Nick thought a second and nodded, "That works. No rush, we have," he
looked at his phone, "three and a half hours until the actual presentation," Nick sighed. "I'll grab my keys...be back," he said.
Franklin's mind went to checking out photos in their house so he could finally see the rare beauty Edward mentioned. He stood up as Nick came back in, handed him his keychain, and gave him his address.
"It's just 20 minutes away so no hurry," he said, "My office is just off
the front hallway on the left. I have a pile of folders on the left side of my
desk, the revamped battery spec sheet is on top..yellow."
"I'll go now. I'll be back before noon," Franklin said as he took the keys.
* * *
Nick met Melody in his final year at Harvard. Three years younger, the tall shapely blonde was finishing her BA in Education at Harvard and was in the library across the table from him. They were there for over two hours and Nick realized he wasn't absorbing anything and decided to give up trying to study. Just as he was getting ready the open the door, he heard small footsteps behind him. He instinctively held the door and followed the beautiful blonde out onto the broad set of steps when they both jumped back.
There was a bright flash accompanied by a loud crack of thunder and before either could move, the skies opened up. Nick threw his coat over the girl's head and they hurried down but soon even the jacket was worthless. It wasn't a cold rain and both were soon laughing and just letting the storm soak them.
As they both headed in the same direction, Melody stopped and pointed to a house down the street to their left, "That's me. I'm Melody, Melody Baker by the way," she smiled.
Nick wiped his eyes and nodded, "I'm a good mile that way. Nick Wallace. It was good showering with you," he pointed up the way they'd been heading.
Melody laughed, "We missed doing each other's backs." Then she added,
"There's still time." She put a hand over her mouth as she realized
what she was suggesting.
Nick felt a rush, "I'm game as long as your water temperature is warmer than this," he said before the woman could take it back.
Neither had ever gotten naked and had sex with another person so soon after meeting them, but it wasn't as if either were saving themselves. As for Nick, he was taken in instantly by the gorgeous girl. She was bright, funny, and an enthusiastic lover...in the shower or on a bed. On top of that, physically she had it all. 5' 9", slender and fit. Her straight blonde hair brushed the top of her butt...her butt that he couldn't keep his hands off. Then there were her tear-drop breasts, full and ultra-sensitive it was as if she could cum simply by playing with her nipples.
Melody was taken by the young man's maturity, his drive...both for school and his sex drive. He didn't have the largest cock but was far from the smallest she'd had but he had the most skilled tongue. He had a decent sense of humor but it was his seriousness that drew her. She'd been thinking about life after college and needed a change. She needed someone she could depend on which wouldn't describe most of her ex-boyfriends.
That day after making love in the shower, they had sex eight more times before they had to get to classes in the morning. At breakfast, Nick suggested she move in with him as he had a larger place and she instantly agreed.
Both Nick and Melody had many lovers, many broken hearts, and had broken hearts. By agreement, neither discussed previous relationships, unless, by chance, they encountered them. It was more often that they ran into one of Melody's exes than one of Nick's. Nick was struck by how different he felt he was from them. Most seemed to be coasting through life looking for a good time. Six months later, Nick proposed and 3 months after that, they were married.
* * *
Melody was pushing the vacuum as she swayed to the music playing through her headphones. She loved cleaning the house in the nude and often stripped naked as soon as Nick headed off to work. She never told him she liked to do housework naked since he'd most likely not leave for work. And today was a big day for him. For her, today was changing the sheets, vacuuming, the farmer's market, and laundry day. She'd been trying to make use of her teaching degree but was just able to find substitute jobs so far. Those were unsatisfying as these were not her kids or her lesson plans, and often she found herself struggling to maintain the kids' focus. She soon discovered that wearing what she considered comfortable was a distraction to the students...the male students, and the male teachers. On the other hand, she was a lot hornier with Nick after she could feel the boy's eyes on her all day.
Then the song Ruby Tuesday came on by The Coors. As great as the Stones' original version was, hearing Andrea Corr's clear voice perfectly cover this great song caused her to shut off the vacuum and dance around the living room. Her slender body writhed, her hips swinging, large breasts swaying to the music. She felt wonderfully free with her bare feet tapping out the rhythm, her long blonde hair brushing against her lower back. Something was arousing about her soft hair ticking her ass.
Franklin knocked not expecting an answer but waited anyhow. It would not do to break in if Melody Wallace were at home. Hearing no tell-tale footsteps he put the key in the lock and opened the door. He saw an immaculate house, simply but elegantly furnished. He found the office and the file and just as he touched it he heard a noise.
Melody couldn't help herself. She put back her head and sang loudly,
"Goodbye, Ruby Tuesday
Who could hang a name on you?
When you change with every new day
Still, I'm going to miss you."
Franklin's breath caught in his throat as he realized Nick's wife was home and she was just down the hall. Then he felt a rush hearing that voice...so clear, so perfectly in tune. He had to see her so he crept out of the office, past the kitchen, and stopped as he caught sight of the most spectacularly beautiful sight he'd ever seen in his life. Without thinking he pulled out his phone and started the video recording. 'What a vision,' he thought as the beautiful naked blonde swayed to the music, her hips rocking from side to side, her tits flopping freely.
Melody was stroking her breasts before running her hands down her body to between her legs as she belted out,
"Don't question why she needs to be so free
She'll tell you it's the only way to be
She just can't be chained to a life where nothing's gained
And nothing's lost, at such a cost
Goodbye, Ruby Tuesday
Who could hang a name on you?
When you change with every new day
Still, I'm going to miss you."
She could feel her pussy swell and get wet as she thought back to the previous night. She was playing the Coors playlist and Nick had gone down on her just as this song came on. Then he did something he'd never done before. He pushed her legs up to her chest and licked his way down to her perineum and onto her virgin bud. Nick licking her pussy was nothing new as he made a point of getting her off after cumming inside her, but to lick her anus? That was new. She'd never realized how incredibly erotic it was to have a man lick her asshole. Thank God she'd just bathed otherwise that would have been disgusting but instead she'd experienced the most powerful orgasm she'd ever had. As she replayed the feelings, she bent over and ran a finger under her legs to her
puckered asshole.
Franklin's cock was as hard as he'd ever felt it...at least since he was a teenager. Her ass was perfect, twin globes of creamy flesh. He loved tear-drop tits and Melody's were huge and firm with minimal sag. He stifled a groan as she swayed to her music, her eyes still closed, and faced him. Then he thought about what he'd do when she saw him...would she scream? Call the police? He took a soft step back but stopped. She squatted to the floor, her legs spread wide giving
Franklin his first look at her pussy. He liked women who trimmed and didn't wax and Melody had a perfectly trimmed pale blonde bush framing her swollen lips.
Melody stopped singing as she rubbed her pussy. She let out a soft moan as she could almost feel Nick's cock inside her. After he brought her to orgasm while licking her asshole he climbed on top of her and slid deep inside her. He was hard again...also something new. Normally, he'd take his time but there was something different about him that time. He seemed more powerful, and more determined as he thrust into her.
Amazingly, she came a second time which rarely happened and she knew it was due to his aggressiveness. He was confident, more confident than she'd ever known him to be. Nick had always been a careful, patient lover which she loved but this take-charge Nick was incredible.
Franklin was mesmerized as a look came over the beautiful woman's face as she squatted in the middle of the living room. She was facing him as if knowing she had an audience with a hand mauling her breast while the other rapidly rubbed her pussy. He listened to the wet smacking sounds of her pussy lips being kneaded while smelling her arousal.
She wondered if some of the copious amounts of fluids she was rubbing were Nick's from last night which made the act more arousing. 'It had to be the presentation he was giving today,' she thought, 'I hope they give him more of these projects.' She felt the rising tingling inside her and wondered if her legs might give out and thought about plopping onto the couch. She opened her eyes and screamed. A man! A man was watching her...not just watching...taping her!
Franklin was suddenly ashamed he was watching what had to be an incredibly personal act but was recording it. He stepped back, turned off the phone, and put his hands out as if saying, 'Relax. This is nothing, you're safe.'
Melody's arms quickly wrapped around her chest and between her legs, as she looked frantically around. She yanked off the headset just as Andrea Corr finished Runaway. "Who? Why are you in my house?" she cried as she grabbed two pillows from the couch.
Franklin's hands were out, one still holding the phone. He hated how he'd found himself in this position but shook his head in an attempt to allay the beautiful woman's fears. "I'm not here to...relax, I won't hurt you," he stammered.
Melody pulled off her headset and glared at the man, "How long? Who are
you?" she asked. She had one pillow covering her chest, and the other in
front of her crotch. A voice in the back of her head was wondering the best way to clean the cum on her fingers off the fabric. She'd never been so embarrassed in her life and wished she could simply disappear. Then again, she saw the pronounced tent in the man's pants, and as much as she would never cheat on her husband she could use a man right at that time. And this was a really good-looking man...and not a threatening man either.
"Sorry, oh fuck!" Franklin groaned, "I..." he glanced at the yellow
folder on the side table, "Nick needed this folder and he called you
but..." he stammered.
Melody sighed, "I never heard the phone, I was," she nodded at the headset,"...and he gave you his keys...you heard me in here and had to look. But, again, who the fuck are you?" She wondered how red her face had to be as she could feel the blood pulsing under the skin of her cheeks.
"Franklin, Franklin Armitage," he said. "I'm sorry but yes. I thought the house was empty but then I saw you and couldn't tear my eyes away."
Melody looked at the man's tent again and then noticed the phone in his hand. This was the CEO of the corporation? Nick sent over the CEO as his errand boy? The entire situation, the strange thoughts, her nakedness in front of a perfect stranger made her head spin. "Did you...? Did you tape me?" she asked in a tight voice.
Franklin looked down at the phone and nodded, "I couldn't help it. You know you're incredibly beautiful don't you?" he asked rhetorically.
Melody shook her head, "No...I'm just pretty is all. Men think all naked women are beautiful."
Franklin looked at the pillows, "You're wrong. Let me see you again...go on, put your arms down to your sides," he said firmly.
A voice in Melody's head told her to keep the pillows tight against her privates, back down the hallway to her bedroom, and get dressed, but another voice overrode that one telling her she needed to obey the man. Why was she so aroused? She should be mortified, should hide under a rock but she felt the most powerful surge of arousal she'd felt in her life. She let her arms holding the pillows go limp allowing the man to see her entire nakedness. It had been years since any man had seen her naked other than her husband and she felt a swell of pride seeing the look on his face.
Franklin came over nodding his approval, "No. I've seen dozens of naked women and yes, they all had a certain beauty," he cupped a heavy breast while circling her large pale areola with his thumb, "You are the only one I'd describe as incredibly beautiful...spectacular." He added his other hand and was soon feeling the velvety texture of her puffy areolas.
Melody's knees were already wobbly but the stimulation was almost too much. She gasped and grabbed his wrists as she stepped back. 'Stop this...make him stop. Say something! Slap him!' a voice said. Another more intense voice overrode the first, 'Ever felt your nipples so sensitive? Ever wanted a man to touch you more than this man? Ever seen a larger bulge in a man's pants before?' The first voice trailed off and soon just let out a pleasurable sigh. She stopped, let go of his wrists, and closed her eyes. She moaned softly, her knees wobbling as a large thumb and finger pinched and pulled on her hard nipples.
Franklin saw he had her. This goddess was his to use and enjoy. He pulled his hand back, "You were close to cumming and I interrupted. I feel bad about that," he said softly. "Go over to the couch and finish. I'll just sit here quietly and watch until you're done," he said.
The one inner voice was telling her to run but the firmer one drowned that voice out. 'Go, do what. he says. You want him to watch you. You want to fully expose yourself to the man.' "I've never done that before...been too scared to but if you insist," she said quietly.
"I insist. I'm not leaving until I get to the end of your incredible show."
Franklin went over and sat down on the chair opposite the couch and watched the woman comply with no hesitation. He nodded in approval as she sat on the end closest to him, leaned back, and opened her legs wide. Then she grabbed the same breast as before while rubbing her pussy with her other hand. Her pussy was as swollen as if she'd been gang-banged which Franklin had first-hand experience with.
Melody's pussy was tingling deep inside her and she could feel her body respond without any reservations or embarrassment. Dozens of times, Nick had urged her to masturbate in front of him and she'd just blushed and shook her head. Now, here she was with a virtual stranger, her legs wide open, her fingers in her pussy.
Franklin nodded, "You're a closet slut, aren't you? I'll bet if anyone had told you yesterday you'd be exposing yourself, pleasuring yourself in front of a perfect stranger you'd have laughed it off," he said quietly.
Melody nodded. She'd had those same thoughts. Why was she doing this...better question, why did this feel better, and seem more right than her private sessions?
"Say it, say 'I'm a slut,'" he said firmly. "And you should thank me. I'm
a busy man. My time is worth thousands per hour yet I'm here for you, here to explore your fantasies."
"Thank you. Thank you for watching me," she panted. The tingling was building inside her as she rubbed her fingers in a circular motion more rapidly, "Uh, uh, fuck!" she spat. "I'm a slut! I am...fuck! I'm a
fucking sssssllluuuutttt!" she cried out as a powerful orgasm ripped
through her.
Franklin smiled. He knew he had this girl, this woman. His brain was concocting reasons to leave the office and drop by in the future but then he had more immediate needs. As the sweating blonde went limp and flopped back on the couch panting, he said quietly, "Bring one of those pillows over here," he said indicating the floor between his feet.
Melody wondered if she'd be able to make it across the room her knees felt so weak but now there was a single voice. She pulled herself to her feet, picked up a pillow, and reeled over to where the man was sitting. She dropped the pillow, knelt, and with no hesitation, unbuckled his pants.
Franklin lifted his hips as the woman pulled his pants off his hips, down his legs, and off his shoes. He nodded at her as she gripped his aching cock, stroking the fleshy shaft with both hands. "That's it, my slut. I know you want my cock in your throbbing pussy but you need to earn it. Do a great job sucking my cock and I'll fill that cunt of yours up. Would you like that?"



"Yes, sir," Melody said as she nodded. She licked the man's salty shaft a few times before wrapping her lips around the plump head. "Mmmmm," she moaned happily as she felt her jaw strain to accommodate the pulsing rod in her mouth. She'd been a popular girl in high school and college and rarely left her dates unsatisfied, but this was as large a cock as she'd ever blown. She tried to get even half his shaft into her mouth, determined to please the man. Drool was running down onto his balls as she opened her mouth wider and drove her face onto his cock.
Franklin gently stroked the blonde hair, "Good girl. You're doing great. I was hoping you were a gifted cocksucker since I love cumming down a woman's throat. can do that, or I can fuck your tight pussy. Would you like me to fuck that sweet cunt of yours now?" he said softly.
Melody didn't stop sucking, didn't stop trying to take more of him into her throat but simply nodded. She wondered if his cock would hurt her but then remembered the black toy her best friend had given her at her bridal shower. It was just as huge and she had no problem taking 3/4 of it into her pussy...not that Nick knew about it.
Franklin gave a small push to the back of her head so the blonde would take more of him and nodded, "I think you earned your reward. Where's your bedroom?" he asked.
Melody pulled her mouth off the long shaft, gasped, and then wiped her mouth with the back of her arm. "End of the hall," she nodded to her left. She got up, her knees still wobbly, took the older man's hand, and led him down and into the bedroom. She helped him out of his remaining clothes and then grabbed his cock again, admiring it. She looked up at him, "Sir? How would you like me?" she asked sweetly.
Franklin shook his head, "This is your reward. You tell me how you'd like to be fucked," he said.
"Oh, thank you, sir," she smiled. "I want to feel you from behind...on my
hands and knees. Will you play with my nipples? I'd like that," she said
as she crawled onto the bed. She was happy she was crawling on fresh sheets as it might have been strange fucking a man of sheets she and her husband had just slept in.
Franklin's cock was throbbing, his balls aching as the beautiful blonde climbed onto the mattress and looked back at him expectantly. "Should I use a rubber?" he asked.
"No, sir. I'm on the pill and I want your cock...just your cock inside me," she panted eagerly. There was a new voice in her head, this time asking, 'Who am I? Is this who I have always been? A wanton slut?' Then she let out a yelp as the man's cock popped inside her. "Holy fuck!" she spat.
Franklin took it slow as he always did. Sometimes he envied men with smaller cocks who could just plunge into pussies and take pleasure immediately. He pulled out and pushed in a bit more. The woman was pressing her chest into the mattress and pushing back as he shoved more and more of his cock into her. He had just half of his cock inside her when she cried out she was cumming.
Melody couldn't believe that she orgasmed just a minute into being fucked, but she ground back against the man as he pushed more and more of his cock into her sopping pussy. When she came down from the exquisite explosion she lifted herself panting, and looked back at the man. Why hadn't he asked? Demanded her to say it? 'I'm bigger than your husband, aren't I,' she expected him to demand. But he just fucked her pussy, a look of pleasure on his face.
Franklin saw she was looking at him, smiled, and leaned over her back, kissing the nape of her neck. His cock was buried deep inside her and he knew she was feeling things she'd never felt before. He grabbed a breast, kneading the large mass while scraping his palm against her erect nipple. Her pelvis was rocking rapidly, his cock pistoning into her sloshing cunt as their bodies melded together.
Melody could feel another orgasm coming on and somehow the man's hand was so large he was stimulating both nipples using his thumb and little finger. She put her head down and reached between her legs to stroke his balls.
Franklin was usually able to hold off for literally hours but the naked dance, the blowjob, and the incredibly sensuous woman were triggering an abnormally quick release...quick for him. They'd been fucking for 20 minutes and he could hear Melody's gasps. He gritted his teeth so that they would cum at the same time. He couldn't hold off any longer and exploded inside her. She did say she was on the pill, he thought.
Melody felt another strong tingling deep inside her rapidly increase. She closed her eyes and felt it grow and grow past where she normally
felt the peak. It was almost a painfully agonizing ache when she heard the older man let out a long groan and cum inside her. That was all it took, "Oh, fuck!" she yelled as she came just after he did.
The two lovers ground against each other as they were both lost in their respective releases. Franklin was the first to feel the pleasurable waves recede. He pulled on the blonde's nipples until she went limp. They collapsed on their sides, their slick bodies stuck together, breathing heavily.
Melody stroked the large hairy hand covering her breast and sighed, "that was incredible," she said. Then she giggled, "I wanted to be a good little cocksucker and you'd give me a reward," she smiled.
Franklin looked at the time, "You were great. I like rewarding those who do good jobs. Speaking of which, I have to get the papers back to your husband." He looked at the naked woman, "beautiful...simply beautiful," he sighed.
Melody sighed contentedly, "Thanks. I'm a mess but I believe you still think I'm beautiful." She moaned as the man slithered his fat cock out of her pussy. She felt the stream of cum flow out onto the sheets but made no move to stop it. She admired his naked body as he climbed off the bed. Tight ass, muscular legs, impressively large balls, and a huge cock dangling between them. An idle question ran through her head, 'How does he pack all that into his pants?'
"By the way, why from behind? I always thought women like to be on top, you know, cowgirl?" Franklin asked as he pulled on his clothes.
Melody blushed, "It's the feeling of being taken, you know as if I were an animal being mounted from behind. On top of that, I know you men look at my ass and consider the other option...I've never let any man go there but it's arousing knowing they want to," she said quietly, "and how would I stop you if that's what you wanted? You're way more powerful than I am...you could take me however you wanted."
Franklin smiled, "I admire your honesty. You are a rare thing, a person who knows what they want and isn't afraid to express it. Damn! I hate to leave." He stopped and checked his phone, "I'll tell you what. I'll drop the papers off for your husband but then I'll come back around 1. It's up to you if you want to continue this," he smiled. "If the front door is locked, I'll
understand and head back to the office. If it's unlocked..."
She made no response but lay there idly stroking her sore pussy. She returned his kiss after he dressed. He looked at her naked body laid out with a look of longing and then left the bedroom. She heard the front door close softly and then she moaned softly as the realization of what she'd done hit her.
Franklin felt wonderful as he headed back to the office, with no remorse or guilt. Nick would nail the presentation while he nailed the man's wife. 'This is a good day,' he thought.
Nick was in the conference room and looked up as Franklin entered. He nodded at the man as he put down the yellow folder and his keys. He went back to his PowerPoint presentation.
Franklin looked around the room and was impressed with the level of focus on everyone's faces. Nick was engaging them and pulling them in. He closed the door and went back to his office. "Irene, cancel my afternoon meetings. I have to attend to personal matters," he smiled at the woman.
Irene nodded, "There are just two. I'll reschedule," she said. She wanted
to add, 'use protection,' but just picked up the phone.
After Franklin left the house, Melody started to feel guilt over what she'd done. It wasn't as if the man blackmailed her or made a single threat, he just gave orders. She stripped the bed after taking a quick shower. She pulled the covers down and looked at the sheets. She was impressed with the size of the cum stain. It was a good 6" in diameter. 'Who can cum that much?' she wondered.
Melody then realized what she'd done. All her life she'd been critical of women and men who violated their marital vows. She went down the hall to lock the front door after the voice in her head scolded her. Allowing the man back in would be way worse as it would be premeditated cheating, not a spur-of-the-moment thing. Still naked, she headed back to the bedroom, made up the bed, and looked at the clock, her stomach doing a small flip.
She had lunch, her mind replaying the events of that morning. As she was putting her dishes into the dishwasher the other voice in her head was telling her, 'he never pressured you or threatened you but you obeyed him. Why? You know why. You didn't want to disappoint him. How disappointed will the man be to find the front door locked?' Melody had a feeling of dread flow through her and went over and turned the knob on the deadbolt. Rather than a feeling of guilt over what she was about to do, relief washed over her. This was the right decision.
Franklin wondered if Melody would have a change of heart as he made the 20-minute drive back to the Wallace's house. He parked down the street so nosy neighbors wouldn't report a strange car in the driveway. He hesitated before trying the door but it easily slid open. He headed down the hallway and stopped in the doorway. Her eyes were closed, her naked body spread out on the bed and she was playing with her wet pussy.
Melody was both replaying the morning's pleasurable activities and also anticipating what the powerful man would do to her when she heard him. She looked over and smiled as the older man shrugged himself off the doorframe and came over to the bed. "I should have told you about the house rules, shoes off when you enter the house, no clothes in the bedroom," she smiled. She watched him as he stripped naked for the second time that day. This time, she could study his body. He might have been 55 or 60, but his abs were well-defined and his body showed no body fat. The phrase 'six-pack abs' came to mind as she checked
out his taut stomach...then the phrase 'hung like a horse,' as he dropped his pants. She was struck but how long and fat his cock was even in a flaccid state. "You came back. I was wondering. A man with all your
responsibilities can just take the afternoon off like that?" she asked.
Franklin nodded, "When something more important comes up I've told the people I need to be flexible so I can attend to the more critical matters," he smiled. He studied her raw beauty laid out on the freshly made bed. "I'm impressed. Both you and your husband sure know how to put on a
presentation," he smiled, "one of which I prefer over the other."
Melody opened her legs wider, "Which? It has to be the one that will net you millions," she said as she stroked her wet pussy.
Franklin shook his head, "Not even close. I've got money. What I've never had was a woman as spectacularly beautiful as you," he said softly. "What is your latest desire?" he asked.
Melody was surprised. She assumed after she got to call the last encounter he'd want something from her, perhaps anal. She had even tried her toy on her ass and lubed her butt. "I thought you'd like to...you know, do what you wanted," she said.
Franklin shook his head, "Pleasing you is my primary desire. I can tell you've just realized things about yourself and assume you'd like to explore these new facets you discovered."
Melody nodded, "Damn! You are so nice to me. After you left I did have a thought. I never had an audience before when playing with myself and I liked it when we were in the living room. Can you watch me again? But just before I cum, can you quickly get on top of me and fuck me? And I mean fuck me, fuck me hard. I'd like to cum just as you slam your huge cock inside me," she blushed.
Franklin nodded and smiled, "I like that idea. I've never done anything like that and I do like watching you. But I have to ask you something or ask you to describe it," he said as he sat in the chair next to the dresser, "you have masturbated before and enjoyed it. I suspect your orgasm was as
powerful if not more than your previous solo endeavors. I'm guessing being watched enhanced the feelings. Can you tell me why? What is it about being watched that enhances your pleasure?"
Melody should have blushed. She should have clammed up as the man asked her to describe deeply personal experiences but instead, she answered as if he'd asked her how to make muffins. "When I masturbate alone, it feels private...personal as I imagine different scenarios." She hesitated, "You know me with men...men doing me...you understand.
"I want to hear them. Where are you, what's being done to you?" Franklin
asked firmly.
Melody smiled. She wanted to tell him these were too personal but
hearing him order her she felt a release. "My favorite always has been being taken and used by a group of men. Something about being the center of attention is arousing, being 'the party...' Other times I'm helping Nick...just a tool, perhaps getting him out of a jam or getting promoted." She looked at her husband's boss, "A powerful man who can promote my husband...cut through the red tape and get him what he wants. He makes me do things...things I'd never do with Nick, things I do without hesitating."
"I'm sure most women have fantasies like that. I imagine after years of marriage these are the things people do to add spice," Franklin smiled.
She looked at the older man. "They've all been unrealistic fantasies...I mean, who would ever do that in real life? But then you asked...told me to masturbate on the couch I complied just as in my fantasies. Then the act of exposing myself, pleasuring myself was different, enhanced. I felt more than naked if that's possible. It was as if my fantasies and most base desires were printed on my face. You'd think that would have sent me running but it had the opposite effect...it made me want to expose myself more...be more naked," she said softly. "Then, rather than a personal or solo act, it's as if you're with me...fucking me without touching, if that makes any sense. On top of that, I don't know you. We just met and I'm more exposed to you than to my husband."
Franklin watched the beautiful girl play with her nipple, the right one. The same one she played with in the living room. Perhaps her more sensitive nipple? As she told him about masturbating, her fingers squished and played with the pussy lips and clit. "What were you thinking about on the couch?" he asked.
Melody groaned softly. She felt herself getting close and Franklin was stoking his huge cock. "I was thinking about the recording of me dancing and playing with myself. You shared them with your friends and I could see how they looked at me knowing they had seen me naked. Seen me for what I truly am, a slut. Seen me with my finger in my cunt...Fuck! Get over here and do it! Smal your cock inside me," she groaned.
Franklin was on the bed in a flash and just as he was over her body, she was pulling his cock into her pussy. He remembered what she wanted and thrust hard, driving his entire length deep inside her.
Melody put her head back and cried out as her pussy was suddenly filled with more cock than she'd ever felt before today. "Oh my God!" she yelled as her orgasm ripped through her. Her whole body arched and went rigid as the release caused her to almost blackout. She pinched and pulled her nipples a good two inches off her tits and her ass thrust up lifting both her and the large man off the mattress.
Franklin rode out the woman's orgasm and when she went limp, he pulled out and slammed back inside her tight pussy. Melody was moaning over and over as he plowed into her sloshing pussy, her hands exploring his body. She seemed to particularly like his tight abs and pecs but also stroked his ass feeling his glutes flex. It had been years since she'd been able to run her hands over a virtually fat-free body. Nick wasn't truly fat but he hadn't been in a gym since high school and the words fit or toned were never used to describe him.
Then Melody groaned and pulled his lips to hers. As they locked their mouths she grunted something unintelligible and came again. Franklin had rarely been with a more passionate woman and could feel her vagina clench his cock as she orgasmed.
Melody had never orgasmed more than twice in a day but now was grinding her pussy against the man's cock as she experienced her...what? Sixth? She could feel his cock hitting her deep inside...was that her cervix? Even with her toy, she never had anything penetrate her that deeply.
Franklin could feel he was getting close again reveling in the feeling of a tight pussy gripping his cock. His balls ached from cumming earlier and also due to his heavy balls slapping repeatedly against the woman's ass. The loud slapping and slurping sounds echoed through the bedroom and he could smell their sweat and scents of their sexual arousal triggering his orgasm.
Melody could feel the man's powerful spurts deep inside her vagina wondering if even being on the pill could keep her from being fertilized. Research showed that 9% of users do get pregnant but rather than a feeling of anxiety, Melody had a positive feeling about it. Nick didn't want children and she'd gone along with it but having this man's child seemed right.
Franklin pleasurably groaned as he felt the last spasms of cum drain from his balls and collapsed next to the naked woman breathing hard. "Wow! You are a great fuck, you know that? I hope Nick appreciates you," he panted.
Melody stroked the man's muscular back, "He does, but he never was quite as explicit," she sighed, "at least he used to express something like that..." She thought about how passionate they both were when they were first married and how their love-making had become more routine.
Franklin looked at his Rolex and sighed, "Speaking of your husband, he'll be wrapping up. I should get back to the office. Fingers crossed they loved his presentation...if it's half what I saw when I dropped by it will be a smash hit," he grinned.
Melody slapped the man's muscular ass as he rolled off the bed, "Nick had more time to prepare, I'm sure he aced it." She rolled onto her side watching the older man grab his clothes. It occurred to her that she'd never been attracted to older men but then again, few looked like that. Tanned body, tight muscles...and what could only be described as a fat sausage dangling between his legs. She stroked her still-throbbing pussy recalling the amazing sensation of that large piece of meat slamming into her just as she came. Nick is finally going to get to see her play with herself.
Melody had a thought, "Wait," she said as the man buttoned up his shirt, "The recording. I need you to delete it. I don't want to see that on the internet."
Franklin shook his head, "Nope. This is the best thing I've ever taped and I'm keeping it. I'll never post it on any site, though I have friends who'll be thrilled to see it. Plus, do you surf porn? I mean, how else would you find that on the internet?"
Melody sighed, "OK. Don't delete it but please, please, please don't show it to anyone."
"Franklin shook his head, "No dice. This is too good not to share and I want you to look at the men in my company whenever you see them wondering if they know what an incredibly erotic woman you are. I'm going to share this with them just for you."



Melody could feel her pussy throb eagerly as she considered it. She nodded her head, "OK, but if Nick finds out, it might kill him."
Franklin smiled, "Or he might wonder who taped that. I know you share fantasies and watch porn...he probably imagines these women are you."
Melody was playing with her pussy, her fingers coasted in his gooey sperm. "Fuck. I know he does. He's told me when we watch porn. Nick gets really...you get it."
Franklin looked up at the beautiful woman lying on the bed, "what kind?" he asked, "What kind of porn do you both like?"
Melody laughed, "If Nick only knew what we did here...we watch wife-sharing porn," she giggled. "He always said those were just fantasies and he wouldn't like it if I..." she said softly. "He can never find out about this."
Franklin came over, cupped a breast, and kissed the woman, "He'll never find out from me. Damn! You might have ruined me for all other women," he groaned softly. "Thanks. Thanks for the wonderful dance and thanks for being such a great fuck," he smiled.
Melody shook her head as she watched the man leave. Then for the third time that day, she climbed into the shower. After drying off, she changed the sheets for the third time.
As soon as he got back to the office, Franklin checked the conference room and then Nick's office seeing the room was empty.
"Tell me good news," he said to the younger man as he leaned through the man's doorway.
Nick held up a folder as he stood, a large grin on his face. "They're in. They signed and with the promise of reduced battery weight over the next 5 years, they want double the units," he said happily. "With that, I need to get home to Melody and celebrate," he grinned. "You get a ton of credit. Had you not gone out of your way to get the specs on the new battery design I wonder if they'd have signed anything. Sorry you had to do that, but thanks," he said sincerely.
Franklin grabbed the young associate's hand, "Great work, great fucking work. Take your wife out to the best place in town tonight, on me," he said. "Put it on the corporate card and don't worry about the expense. You deserve it."
Nick grinned, "I was planning on it...but not on the company. Christ, I have just the place. Melody has wanted to go there for years...I'm going to make her very happy tonight. Might just get lucky," he grinned at the older man. "Sorry. Too much information."
Franklin laughed, "Never. I hope you do," he clapped the man on the shoulder and left his office to get back to his.
Melody straightened up the bedspread and decided she should get dressed. She looked at the clock. 2 hours. 2 hours before Nick would leave the office. She had time to do another load of laundry before he got home and to start dinner. The pile of dirty laundry was double what it had been earlier that day and she giggled recalling all that she and Franklin had done to mess up the sheets. 'Christ, that man cums gallons,' she thought. Both times, she'd showered with a steady stream of cum flowing out of her and that was after he'd left a pool of his spunk on the sheets.
As she stuffed the sheets into the washer she imagined the older man behind her as she bent over. She stroked her wet pussy and groaned. How could she still be horny after multiple orgasms and with how sore her pussy felt? She wanted to call the older man and tell him how he'd ruined her pussy but didn't have his number. She giggled as she imagined calling the main switchboard to get transferred to his EA who'd need to know her business. 'I'd like to lodge a complaint. Your boss pounded my poor cunt so hard I'm too sore to have sex with my husband,' she chuckled to herself.
Nick closed down his laptop anticipating getting home early. He suspected Melody liked to do her chores in the nude but had never been able to catch her at it. Many times he'd checked out the security cameras for sale online and at the electronics stores. He'd even put various components into the cart but considered the ramifications of being discovered. He respected his wife too much to violate her trust.
As he drove home in much lighter traffic than he was used to, he thought about catching her naked...or with another man. The thought didn't make him jealous or angry but made his cock throb. Just that morning he'd jerked off in the shower imaging his beautiful blonde wife on her back, legs spread wide as a man with a huge cock plowed into her pussy. He forced himself to think about other things and by the time he pulled into the garage, his cock had returned to a more presentable state.
Melody finally got dressed and headed for the kitchen her mind still replaying the events from earlier in the day. Why didn't she feel guilty? Why did she wonder how to arrange another meeting with the man? She'd never once flirted or considered cheating with any guy before. Even in school, she'd never strayed. Why had she been so eager, so much without guilt? She needed to get Franklin out of her head and focus on what to make for dinner. She looked through the cupboards for something good. Nick might want to celebrate if all goes well.
She was thinking about Franklin pressing his cock against her ass when she felt strong hands wrap around her chest and a firm mass press between her cheeks. She was about to say Franklin's name when she realized it was her husband.
"Nick, what are you doing home so early?" she said as she turned and kissed him. "You're lucky I got rid of my lover before you got home," she said.
Nick groaned, "Damn! I would have liked to have seen that. Did he have a huge cock?" he asked as he pulled her shirt up and over her head. He loved when she wore tee shirts without a bra.
"It was great," she sighed as he held her husband's mouth to her nipple. "Bigger than the guy I met at the grocery store last week, who was still pretty big. I met him this morning at the farmer's market and I've noticed the produce is much plumper and riper than in the grocery store." She slid to her knees and looked up at her husband as she undid his pants, "my pussy's still sore since he wanted to 'fuck my brains out,' as he put it," she said. "I didn't tell him that doesn't take much me being a blonde and all," she giggled.
Nick looked down as his wife pulled out his stiffening cock, "Not complaining but I thought about doing the same thing when I got home," he sighed. "Never mind, this works," he said as Melody licked his throbbing shaft before wrapping her lips around his cock.
Melody played with her husband's balls not wanting to compare but she couldn't help it. Franklin's were over twice the size and felt a lot heavier. On the other hand, her jaw was able to comfortably take most of Nick's dick into her mouth.
Nick was holding his wife's head as she took most of his cock down her throat feeling the aching in his balls rise. "Babe...fuck, babe stop. I'm going to...fuck!" he groaned as Melody grabbed his ass and pulled him deeper into her gullet. For the first time in his life, he came into a woman's mouth. This was unexpected as every other time, Melody had quickly pulled off saying she hated the taste.
Melody felt the hot spurt splash against the back of her throat compounding the gag reflex but she stifled the urges. She swallowed the tangy sperm and then the next jets. In the back of her mind, she wondered how Franklin's cum would taste and how much she'd have to swallow.
Nick felt the last spasm and staggered back pulling his cock from her throat as she coughed and wiped her mouth. "Wow! I'm coming home earlier more often," he said as he lifted Melody to her feet. "That was the best blowjob I've ever had," he said before kissing her. "By the way, they loved my presentation and placed a huge order--the largest in the company's history. Get dressed...really dressed, we're going to dinner," he smiled.
"Where? What should I wear?" Melody asked, "Fancy? Wine with real corks?" she grinned.
"Wine with corks," Nick smiled, "Red dress fancy," he said, "that red dress."
"Wow! If you're sure I feel more naked in that than when we went to the nude beach," she sighed. Melody had found the sexiest dress she'd ever seen and had yet to be able to wear it outside the house. Her best friend urged her to buy it and she caved in. It was designed to expose as much of her body as was socially allowed which also meant that she couldn't wear anything under it. She looked at her husband and smiled, "getting sucked off wasn't enough for you?" she asked, "You want a nice tight pussy also? You'll have to be gentle, I'm sore from the huge cock I had inside me earlier," she giggled.
"You got it, now go get changed. I'm taking my beautiful wife out on the town," he said, "But if your pussy is too sore there are other places I'd like to try."
Melody sighed, "I'd say 'you wish' but I guess you deserve it." She went into the bedroom and changed. It was then that she realized the bedroom smelled of sex. She should have aired it out. She was standing in front of the full-length mirror trying to pull the two pieces of fabric draped across her chest to cover some of her boobs. She wondered why she was bothering as her erect nipples were clearly defined beneath the flimsy fabric. They couldn't be more erect and as she moved the fabric kept them hard. They'd be poking out all night. She turned and looked at her long leg exposed to her hip, her creamy ass almost glowing framed by the bright red material. Everyone would know she wasn't wearing a bra or panties. She looked at her back and no matter what she did, she couldn't get the material covering her ass to actually cover her ass. She shook her head as she could see a good 2" of ass crack exposed.
"Wow! If we didn't have reservations that Franklin was able to wrangle, I'd have you bent over your dressing table right now," he said as he came over to her. He stroked her breasts before sliding his hand through the slit be her ass. "Oh, wow! You're dripping," he moaned.
Melody nodded, "I feel like a whore...but in a good way," she smiled.
Nick grinned, "This is so my lucky day. Normally a whore as beautiful as you would set me back thousands." Then he stopped and looked around the room, "It even smells like sex in here. I guess we were pretty much at it last night," he grinned.
Melody nodded, "I was thinking I should have aired the room out, but never got around to it." She looked at the time, "We need to go. You can do what you want to me later...as your whore, I'm yours for the night," she said softly. "I'm a full-service whore...the complete package."
Nick's cock throbbed thinking about what she said and how she said it. 'Was she saying anal? What came over her? First, she lets me cum in her mouth, then she goes out exposing herself this much, and now suggesting anal?' In all their years being together, there was one thing Melody had adamantly refused to even discuss and that was anything to do with her ass.
They'd never had such incredible service having the waiter, the sommelier, the maître d, the manager of the restaurant, and even the chef come out to ensure their meal was satisfactory. Neither was stupid and both knew it was the dress. She'd intimated to the waiter that this was the first time meeting Nick and was at his mercy for the evening. Melody's body was mostly on display as the thin fabric outlined all her curves. What Melody didn't know, or perhaps she did was her chair back faced the entire dining room and her ass crack was nicely displayed. Many of the women had to redirect their companions' attention back to them. All the staff made sure this couple had all their needs fulfilled...at least Melody's needs fulfilled.
Nick had arranged a limo and by the time they arrived back home, Melody's dress was down around her waist and Nick's fingers were dripping from his wife's wet pussy. The driver managed to get them to their house without getting in an accident while fantasizing about men who like to share their wives.
The couple was barely through their front door when Nick pushed Melody against the wall, a hand holding both hers over her head, the other pulling up her dress. He fumbled with his pants after pulling her dress up, grabbed his erect cock, and slammed inside her. "Take it, bitch. Take my fat cock," he said in a deep voice. He'd never called her a bitch, even playfully before, but he suspected she'd like it. All night she'd acted not as his wife but as his paid escort.
"Oh fuck!" Melody cried as her husband's cock ripped into her. This was new for him. He'd always been a patient, slow lover. Did he know? Did he find out about Franklin? she wondered. She didn't give it much more thought as she loved this new man...this alpha male. She wrapped a leg around his waist, panting over and over, "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me..." It wasn't long before she felt the intense tingling build up inside.
Nick felt a rush hearing his normally quiet wife respond. She always loved the being-fucked-by-a-stranger fantasies but this was the first time he'd role-played a guy taking her. He was lifting her off the floor thrusting hard into her. She was grunting loudly, gripping him hard and then she came. She cried out as she wrapped both legs around his waist. This was as powerful an orgasm as she had with Franklin. "Oh, God! Oh, God!" she cried as she felt the waves pulse through her.
As she came down, still wrapped around his waist, Nick carried her to the bedroom, flopping her onto her back. "I hope you're not on the pill since I'm filling you with so much cum," he said in the same voice.
Melody felt her body quiver and gasped, "No...my husband...he...he can't so we...oh fuck!" she spat as she felt Nick's cock pound her pussy faster and harder. "Please don't...I'm fertile right now," she panted. "Can you...can you cum in my ass instead?" she said weakly.
Nick looked down at his wife and shook his head, "I want you to carry my baby," he said, "I want your husband to know another man has been using this sweet cunt of yours for his pleasure."
"No, no, please...I've never let a man fuck my ass and you can do what he hasn't been able to," she said softly.
Nick looked at his wife, "Are you telling the truth? No man has fucked that tight ass of yours?"
Melody shook her head, "Never. It's yours. My virgin ass is all yours for the taking."
Nick pulled out, "Where do you keep your lube?"
Melody pointed, "Bathroom cabinet. Second shelf on the left."
Nick came back with the tub of petroleum jelly. Melody was already on her knees, chest pressed into the mattress. He'd watched videos on how to prepare...to get his partner acclimated so he took his time getting her ass ready. He would have thought he'd have lost his erection but between the anticipation and listening to his wife's moans his cock was rock-hard.
Melody had been fearing a searing pain having also done research but when she felt her husband's patient fingers and cool lube she was relaxed when he placed the head of his cock against her slick bud. "Yessss, fuck me, baby, fuck my ass," she panted.
"Your husband won't be pissed he takes your anal virginity?" Nick asked as he pressed hard against Melody's tight anus.
"He'll never know, will he?" she panted, "We can keep this between ourselves. Oh! Fuck!" she cried out as her clenched asshole relaxed and Nick's cock popped inside her. There was no searing pan. It wasn't comfortable but it wasn't uncomfortable. She reached between her legs, rubbing her sopping pussy as she felt his cock drive deep inside her. She wondered how much of the juices coating her hand were hers and how much was the residual sperm from Franklin. It was a really good thing this wasn't their normal love-making with Nick going down on her or he'd taste another man's cum.
Nick groaned loudly as he felt his wife's tight ring grip his shaft tightly. "Holy shit!" he gasped, "Your ass feels incredible. I'm going to be dropping by while your husband's at work," Nick said in his deep voice.
"Yesss," Melody moaned, "He never gets home before 6:30 and my ass is yours whenever you want it." She wondered why she never tried this before as it felt incredible.
"Every day? Does he ever go out of town?" Nick asked as he leaned over her back to grab her tits. This caused Melody to groan even more loudly as his cock drove more deeply into her rectum.
"Yessss...fuck, yesss," she panted, "he goes to customer sites once a month or so...fuck!" she panted. Her juices were running off her fingers and down her forearm.
"You have my number...call me," he said as he felt his balls tighten. "You are a really great fuck, you know that?" he asked.
Melody could feel her tingling riding rapidly and hearing her husband say the same thing that his boss told her just hours before triggered an explosive orgasm. "Ohhh, fuck!" she spat as the deepest, most powerful orgasm she'd ever experienced swept through her. Her face was buried in the mattress, her back arched opening up her ass and pussy as Nick pounded hard into her. She'd never felt like more of a slut than she did at that moment and it increased her arousal.
Nick could hold back no longer and as his wife writhed and grunted under him, he drove as deep as he could inside her ass and let out a low groan as he felt the first spasm. His hands were gripping her huge tits and his stomach was sliding against her sweaty ass and back as he emptied his balls into her rectum.
The sweaty, panting couple had flopped onto their sides, Nick's cock still buried deep in his wife's ass. He kissed the back of her neck while stroking her breast, "This was new. What got into you?" he asked.
Melody sighed happily, "I think it was what you did to me last night...you know, licking my ass?" she said, "Then that last video of the cute blonde with that huge black cock in her ass?"
Nick smiled, "And you imagined I was that black guy?"
Melody nodded, "him or a stranger whom I picked up. Those videos give me too many ideas," she giggled.
"And you'd like to act on those fantasies, wouldn't you?" he said as he moved his hand onto her clit.
Melody arched her back and groaned, "No...never...OK, maybe once," she panted, "...a day. Oh fuck!" she cried, "There...don't stop."
Nick rubbed her clit faster as his wife came a second time, just minutes after her last orgasm. His fingers were dripping by the time she came down from her orgasm. Her cum felt different, thicker as if he came inside her, but he came in her ass and he hadn't pulled out. She must have been aroused all night. He thought back to the limo and her cum was more viscous then also. He shrugged it off and groaned. "I need to shower and get some sleep." Having a naked sexy woman next to him all night was going to be tough, but he had a ton of paperwork to file in the morning. He pulled his cock from his wife's ass and rolled off the bed.
Melody was still coming down from a surprising second orgasm and lay on the bed in a post-orgasmic haze when she felt cool fluids running out of her ass onto the sheets. Groaning she rolled off, cupping her ass, and looked at the wet pool of cum on the sheets. She went into the bathroom, cleaned up, and then came back into the bedroom. Stripping the sheets for the fourth time that day, she wondered if perhaps there was a better way to get fucked by various men without all the clean-up work involved.
Nick came out of the bathroom still naked and watched his wife make the bed, "I always suspected you did housework in the nude when I wasn't around. Good thing you were out at the farmer's market this morning. My boos who you've never met came over to pick up some papers I left on my desk. That would have made your fantasies a reality," he smiled as he hugged her from behind.
Melody was glad her husband couldn't see her face, "Christ! Why didn't you call?" she said, "I could have been..."



"I did call but you didn't pick up," he said. "It was fine though, I'm sure he knocked first."
Melody shook her head, "I forgot my phone when I went shopping, otherwise..."
"You would have rushed home," he smiled. "Perhaps you did and that's why Franklin came back so late. He said he had errands but..." He was playing with her nipples, and she was panting and soon they were on the bed, his cock pistoning into her wet pussy.
* * *
A month later, Nick and Melody climbed out of their car. Melody looked at the impressive façade of the Country Club and smiled, "So, I'm finally going to meet your co-workers," she said. What she was thinking was meeting Franklin and how would he act? As if they'd never met, never fucked...or would he greet her as he would an old lover?
"You'll like them. Jerry, Michael, Linda, Sharon, Tom, Jenny, and David are so fucking bright. Really is an incredible team.," Nick said as he took his wife's arm. She looked spectacular in her yellow dress. It wasn't as revealing as the red one she wore out last month, but again, she couldn't wear anything under it either. All her curves were clearly defined beneath the thin material that hugged her body. He wondered if it were the excitement of getting out that made her nipples so hard, so pronounced but it gave him a rush knowing his associates would all be jealous. He was proud to be married to the most beautiful sexy woman there.
Nick was right as all his team were eager to meet his wife, even the three women eyed Melody's figure without looking critical. They found their table along the side and were enjoying the music and open bar when Franklin came over.
"Here's my team. You have all come through with the two largest contracts in company history over the past few weeks. You must be Diana," he said to Tom's wife.
Melody had butterflies in her stomach as the distinguished-looking older man came around and introduced himself to the spouses of the sales engineering team. Then he got to her and she stood. She wasn't sure what she was expecting, but the man had a sincere look of surprise, "You're Melody Wallace?" he asked, "The photo your husband has on his desk doesn't nearly do you justice," he smiled before bringing her knuckles to his lips. "Franklin Armitage," he said. "So good to finally meet you." Then he smiled at everyone and headed back to his table.
Melody found herself dancing with many men but not Franklin. She wondered if perhaps he regretted their encounter. Then as she was removing another man's hand from her ass, she saw Nick and Franklin talking. Were they talking about her? "No way. They were talking business," she told herself, "this was a company get-together and people all over the ballroom were talking quietly to each other. She was so focused on her husband and his boss, she forgot about removing the man's hands from her ass. She realized he'd not only grabbed her ass, he then slid his hands down under the thin fabric covering her hips and was stroking her bare cheeks. She could feel his hard shaft against her pelvis. Her thoughts were distracted as an older man tapped on her current partner's shoulder.
"Edward, can I have this next dance? You've been hogging the most beautiful woman here," he smiled.
Melody found herself in the arms of yet another strange man, this time feeling his firm bulge pressing firmly against her thigh and his thigh pressing against her mound. He wasted little time putting his hands where the previous man's were and Melody had just given up trying to push them off her. Then he slid a hand up her bare flank palming her side-boob and she just swayed to the music allowing him to explore. He wasn't the first and she was sure he wouldn't be the last. She noticed Nick was watching her and her partner, a smile on his face. He had to see where these men's hands were...had to know they were taking liberties with her. Was he enjoying this? Could their fantasies be more than just fantasies?
After two dances, Franklin came over and cut in. Melody could feel her pussy throb as he pulled her close. He was the first man in a while not to grope her but she could feel his impressive package press against her.
"I've been admiring you from afar all night," he said into her ear. "More than a few times I had to stay seated and think about profits and losses, personnel issues, and how bad the traffic's been lately," he chuckled.
Melody pulled herself closer feeling his hot breath on her neck. She could feel her fluids between her thighs as they moved to the music. "Seems a waste, I saw a few empty rooms down the hall," she whispered into his ear, "It would be a simple thing for you to bend me over a table and push the dress up onto my back."
"I would love to do that. My cock aches for your tight cunt," he said as he pressed against her crotch.
Melody gasped as she felt his massive rod grind against her.
The music stopped and the band suggested a short break. Franklin led Melody back to her table...or rather, followed the beautiful blonde back to where her husband was sitting trying to get things to calm down in his pants.
"Wow! I was wondering if you remembered I was here," Nick said.
Melody shook her head, "Sorry. Who are you again? Do you work here also?" She put out her hand, "Melody Wallace. I assumed you didn't work here as I think I danced with every guy who works here," she smiled.
Nick nodded, "I do, but I'm shy. Too shy to ask such a beautiful woman to dance."
Franklin chuckled, "You just need to take a leap," he said as he stroked Melody's bare back. He then escorted the beautiful blonde to her seat next to her husband, "We're sending Nick to Singapore next month for two weeks. We'll pay your way also," he said.
"Really? That's great...what dates?" she asked.
"July 8th to the 25th," Nick said smiling. He expected his wife to look thrilled but she frowned instead.
Melody groaned and shook her head.
"What? Oh shit, Jessie's wedding. I totally forgot," he sighed. He looked at Franklin, "Melody's a bridesmaid...bridesmatron? Anyhow we need to go."
"Don't worry about it, "Melody said, "You don't like her anyhow. I'll just go. I'd have loved to see Singapore, supposed to be beautiful," she sighed. "Go. You'll have a great time."
Nick and Franklin looked at each other.
Melody caught the look and asked, "What? I'm not flying halfway around the world and then turning around and flying back," she said.
"When's the wedding?" Franklin asked.
"July 14th, Saturday," Melody said. "It's fine. I have tons to do in the house." She sat back as both men looked at each other before Nick spoke.
"I'm going in place of Franklin because he rented a cabin up in the Adirondacks week of the 18th. He could be your date at the wedding and then you could get a small vacation," he said softly.
"Wait. You...we...? Are you joking?" she asked.
Franklin shook his head, "He's serious. I mentioned the cabin and he said you'd be so jealous. You had a place near Lake George growing up, didn't you? My rental is a few miles from there. My friend bailed on me, and the reservation is non-refundable so I was going to go alone."
Melody looked at her husband expecting him to cry 'April Fools,' or something but he was just smiling at her. "You can't be serious...I'll be with a man, alone with a man for a week," she sputtered, "We might...I..."
"...will enjoy yourself. Go. Have fun and make some incredible memories," Nick patted his wife's leg. He stood, "I need to hit the men's room. You two work out the logistics," he said.
Franklin was looking at the beautiful woman, "So. Feel like being my date to the cabin and would you like me to escort you to the wedding? Where is it, by the way?" he asked.
Melody's head was swimming. She and Nick had been tons more sexually active in the past month and she wondered if he suspected something, but he'd not said a word. "Um, Minneapolis," she said. "Can you get away? My friend said it would be an open bar and catered by this incredible chef," she looked at the older man.
Franklin nodded, "The board ordered me to take time off so I have the same two weeks as Nick will be out of town. We could drive there instead of flying. I used to drive everywhere."
Melody nodded, "Sure. Two days on the road. I can do that...wow! I assume I'll be required to be naked the entire time we're alone?" she smiled.
"That and you should call me, sir," he said, "I liked it when you called me that last month."
"Yes, sir," Melody said. She glanced around and saw no one looking. She ran her hand up his leg onto his cock, "I hope you don't mind but I tried anal and it's...wow! My orgasms are so powerful. I hope that's OK with you if we make that a part of our time together," she smiled. Then she nodded as his cock got fully erect, "I'll take that as a yes," she said softly as she licked her lips.
* * *
Melody introduced Franklin as Nick's uncle and was a hit with the other bridesmaids and the bride. Then they drove from Minneapolis to Lake Algonquin, which took three days. Melody's jaw was sore by the time they arrived at the cabin, having sucked him off a half dozen times as he drove.
Nick came back from his trip with a jade necklace for Melody he picked up while in Singapore without a word about his wife spending two weeks with another man. They picked up where they left off with a full sex life. Nick never asked and Melody never volunteered anything about what went on when he was away.
A year later, Nick went to Vegas on a gambling trip while Franklin and Melody returned to the cabin. This became a yearly thing for them as if it were nothing unusual. Outside of the annual vacations, Melody and Franklin never got together...unless you count dancing with each other at company events...and whenever Nick had to go out of town...but who's counting?
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OK. Let's get to the cliche story.
* * *
Jeremy Stafford was on a high. Last night, Stacy finally relented and gave him a blowjob. She told him it wasn't something she liked to do but she felt bad that she didn't want sex and she'd do this for him. It was amazing, even though when he got close she pulled her mouth off and gave him a handjob. If only she'd let him return the favor but at least she pulled her tee shirt off. Her breasts jiggled wonderfully under the thin lacy fabric and he could make out the shadows of her nipples. They looked huge, bigger than he imagined. She let him feel her tits through her bra. Maybe tonight, she'd let him touch her bare breasts. They must feel incredible.
* * *
Jeremy met Stacy in Physics when they became lab partners. He asked her out on a date and she shook her head sadly. "I need to focus on school. I can't get involved," she said.
Then a few weeks later he tried again. She was worth the possibility of being rejected. A 5' 9" redhead, slender with generous breasts, she was blessed with perfect facial features, a tiny nose, full lips, perfect skin, and emerald green eyes. Again, the same answer. Then after another hiatus, he suggested coffee after class and she started to say no but nodded instead. Over the next few weeks, this became a routine. He told her about himself and she told him about herself. He'd been with one girl before, his high school girlfriend but they never went all the way.
She'd had a few boyfriends but her last one used her. She didn't give details, didn't really say much...but it didn't end well thus her reluctance to let Jeremy do anything with her.
They were sitting in Starbucks, Stacy finishing her tall cinnamon dolce latte when she took his hand. "I like you and if you behave...and you feel like asking me out on a date, I'd say yes," she smiled.
Jeremy beamed as he nodded, "Will you go to dinner with me? I promise to be a perfect gentleman," he added quickly.
Over the next two months, the couple went out with nothing more than a kiss at the end of each date. Then Stacy looked at Jeremy, "I like you. You're a great guy and if you want we can do more than kiss. I can't do much more as I swore after the last guy I'd never let a guy do...nevermind. Ask me up if you want," she said.
"Would you like to come up?" he asked. This became a regular thing. Initially, he was thrilled with Stacy's passion but she pushed his hands away if they got anywhere near her chest or ass. Strangely, she did like to grind her crotch against him but if he tried to put a hand between her legs, he was pushed away.
Then after six months, he suggested she spend the night. She shook her head but then nodded, "OK. I'll stay since I trust you." That night, Stacy gave her boyfriend a handjob and allowed him to feel her breasts over her top. Jeremy was thrilled after having to take care of himself
Stacy moved in with Jeremy a few months later and he was happy with the nightly handjobs though he wanted to return the favor. She shook her head and sighed, "I can't. I told you before that after Jerry, I couldn't let a guy...just be happy with what we can do, OK?" she said sadly.
* * *
Jeremy couldn't wait to get back to their apartment. His cock throbbed all day replaying the feeling of her lips on his cock, his hand on her lacy bra. He was a junior in college and still a virgin which he suspected would change soon. Stacy seemed to be grinding her pussy against him with more urgency. He suspected she was relieving herself regularly but didn't know. Maybe, she'd want him to take care of that for her.
He got back from his class and found Stacy studying on the dining room table. He went over and kissed her.
Stacy was relieved that she'd finished with her vibrator with time to get dressed and compose herself. She had considered letting Jeremy see where she hid the toy last night and let him use it on her but she knew what that would eventually lead to. Until school was over she couldn't be that girl again...If he gets access to her pussy he'll want to put more than the vibrator in her. Once Jerry gained access to her tight hole he was insatiable and she almost had to repeat senior year. College was too important to waste literally fucking around. Jeremy seemed perfectly content with her handjobs and sucking his cock.
"Hey babe, how was Philosophy class?" Jeremy smiled at his girlfriend. She looked great in her tight top showing a bit of cleavage. His mouth watered thinking about getting her top off and sucking on a nipple. She'd like that, wouldn't she? Women get pleasure from men all the time. Why is she so resistant? he wondered.
"Dinner. I was thinking of ordering pizza. What do you think?" he asked.
Stacy looked up, and smiled, "Sausage and mushroom on my half?"
"Shocked...so shocked," he smiled. Stacy was consistent if not overly horny. He picked up the phone and placed the order for half pepperoni and sausage, half mushroom and sausage.
While waiting for the pizza to arrive, he sat across from her going over his Pre-Meiji Restoration coursework, reading up on the Tokugawa Ieyasu shogunate when the doorbell rang.
"I got it," he said grabbing his wallet.
Stacy was writing notes when he heard a voice that made her stop. She'd not heard it in over three years and assumed she never would again. They'd broken up and he'd gone into the trades and she'd headed for university.
"Stacy. Stacy Stewart. She live here?" the deep voice asked.
The girl jumped up and went into the living room, her stomach doing flips. She stopped and looked like a deer in headlights as the 6'3", 240 man grinned and put out his arms.
"Fucking hell, babe. You in witness protection?" the man said as he came over, "I called your mom and she gave me a different address on the other side of the school. Your old neighbor gave me this address. You look great!" he said.
Jeremy had been roughly shoved aside as the large man burst in and stood back dumbfounded as he watched the man grab Stacy, pick her up, and kiss her. She wrapped her arms and legs around him as they stood in the middle of the living room kissing hungrily. She's never kissed him like that and his hands were cupping her ass as she looked to be humping him. "Ahem, sorry. Who are you?" he asked loudly.
The couple didn't break the kiss immediately but they finally disengaged and Stacy dropped to the floor looking flushed. "Sorry, Um, Jeremy, this is my old boyfriend Jerry. Jerry, my current boyfriend Jeremy."
Jerry glanced over, "Cool." He turned back to the girl, "It's so good to see you. Fuck me, have your tits gotten bigger?" he asked as he grabbed both breasts. "Holy shit! They have," he grinned. "Man, I've missed these," he said still groping her. "Turn around, let me see that ass I love so much."
Stacy didn't hesitate as she turned around. When he told her to bend over she complied and let him stroke her ass before running his fingers between her legs.
"Still the hottest bitch around," he sighed. "I can feel your hot damp pussy through the fabric. Not a day goes by without me thinking back on the great times we had together. He leaned over her back, grabbed both breasts, and plunged his tongue back into her mouth. Then he pushed his hands under her shirt and bra to grab her plump tits.
Jeremy was standing frozen watching another man do what she'd been denying him. She did nothing to stop the guy as he slid both hands under her shirt. Did he push her bra up also? He was about to say something but heard the doorbell again. He paused thinking he should say something, do something but instead went to answer the door.
By the time Jeremy got back to the living room, Stacy was pulling her bra back onto her breasts and straightening her shirt. Jerry was nowhere around. The boy stood holding the pizza wondering what he was going to say, so he just asked where Jerry was.
Stacy blushed and stammered, "Um, he had to pee," she said. "I'm sorry, he surprised me. I didn't know what to do."
Jeremy shook his head, "What you did and said to me every time I tried to touch you."
Stacy nodded but her words were different, "I couldn't...never could. He's..."
Just then, Jerry came back in still zipping up his pants. "I'm what? A sight for sore eyes? What's that? Pizza. Damn! I'm starving," he grinned as he took the box from Jeremy. He opened it up and nodded, "Good, good." He kissed Stacy hard on the mouth, "How the fuck did you know I'd be here? Sausage and pepperoni. Always my favorite."
Jeremy was able to get a single slice as the man scarfed down three pieces in the time it took Jeremy to eat the one. On the other hand, Jerry ordered the boy twice to grab him a beer. Jeremy's head was in turmoil. How was he supposed to get rid of the guy? The cliche, 'the elephant in the room' echoed in his head. Jerry had 90 pounds and 5" on him. On top of that, his biceps were the size of Jeremy's thighs.
He was finally able to pull Stacy aside, "We need to get rid of him. What's he doing here? Why are you so...?"
The girl scowled at her boyfriend, "Friendly? Nice? You sure could be a lot more welcoming to our guest," she spat. She accentuated the word our.
Jeremy was speechless, "I'm going to find something to eat as OUR guest ate all of MY meal," he said bitterly. He turned and headed for the kitchen. When he came back out after eating a PB&J sandwich, Stacy and Jerry were making out on the couch.
Jerry had Stacy's top off and was sucking on her nipples, Stacy's hand was inside Jerry's pants and she was obviously pumping his cock.
"Christ!" Jeremy spat, "That's enough. Fuck! This is my girlfriend you're...making out with."
Jerry rolled off the redhead and glared at the much smaller boy. "And? What is it you think you're going to do about it?" he said in a low but intimidating tone.
"I'd leave but this is my apartment. I thought it was ours," he glared at Stacy.
Stacy looked around for her bra and pulled it on, "I'm sorry. Jerry, this was a mistake. I'm with Jeremy and...shit! Where's my shirt?" she looked around.
Jerry chuckled, "I tossed it behind the couch." He looked back at Jeremy. "Fine. I get it...you two are a couple...blah, blah, blah. Where's the guest room? I'll crash there and leave first thing in the morning," he said. He looked over at the girl and grinned.
As Stacy leaned over the back of the couch, both men could see the large wet spot in her jeans. Jerry had her gushing and both men knew it. The larger man winked at the boy and picked up his 4th beer.
"I'll be out of your hair," he smiled, "though if you ask her, she'll wish you hadn't interrupted us. Does she still have that great red bush?" he asked Jeremy.
Jeremy caught himself before saying he had no clue. Then he stepped back as Stacy pulled her tight shirt back on and led Jerry down the hall to the guest room next door to their master bedroom.
"Here. You stay in here and I'll make sure there's hot coffee in the morning, " she said. "Good night."
"I'm sorry. I don't know what came over me," Stacy sighed after rejoining Jeremy. "It was as if it were three years ago and this man has a hold over me," she said softly. "Here. I owe you this," she said. She pulled off her top and Jeremy could see her breasts for just the second time, the first being when he came into the living room earlier. "You can play with them while I suck your cock. Just warn me before you cum."
Jeremy groaned as he felt the smooth masses of flesh for the first time. Then he lay back as Stacy licked his rock-hard shaft before taking him in her mouth. Within 20 seconds he felt everything boil up, "Fuck, Stacy. I'm...oh shit!" he spat as he erupted all over her face.
The girl stroked her boyfriend's cock rapidly as spurt after spurt shot into the air and onto his stomach. When he was done she reached over and grabbed tissues.
"I'm sorry. I never came that fast before...ever. And I hit your face, didn't I?"
Stacy nodded as she wiped the cum dripping off her cheeks and lips, "Not the first time by a long shot," she smiled before realizing what she said. Then she wiped the cum off Jeremy's stomach and softened cock.
"Let me do you," Jeremy urged, "you must be horny," he said before he remembered who had turned her on earlier.
Stacy kissed him, "I'm going to brush my teeth and get some sleep. You should too, and after getting a blowjob you should sleep like a baby," she smiled.
They crawled back into bed and turned off the lights. They were aware Jerry must have been playing something on his iPad but soon realized it had to be porn. "Fuck!" Jeremy sighed, "Should I go tell him to turn it down?" he asked.
Stacy shook her head, "I'll do it. He probably doesn't know these walls are paper-thin. You go to sleep."
Jeremy watched his girlfriend's breasts bounce freely under the thin tee shirt. Her panties had pulled between her ass cheeks and she had a pronounced camel toe. He wanted to say something but just rolled over as she quietly left to room. He was tired and fell asleep before she came back to bed. He woke a while later, an hour? Two hours? He was on his side facing away from Stacy's side of the bed listening to Jerry's loud porn again. Stacy had class first thing and she needed her sleep so he carefully got up and went to the door. He opened it carefully, stepped out into the hall, and gently tapped on the guest room door. Jerry didn't answer and he hesitated hearing the couple in the video loudly grunting as they were aggressively fucking.
Finally, he got his nerve and opened the door slowly, his eyes closed not wanting to see another man jerking off.
The noises were a lot louder, "Fuck me, fuck me....ooooohhhhh, yesss," the girl moaned.
He looked quickly knowing that voice. Stacy was on top of Jerry, bouncing on his cock, her tits being gripped tightly by the man.
"So fucking big!" she panted, "I've missed your cock so much."
"Babe, your cunt is like a vice. I can't fucking believe how fucking tight your cunt is even after fucking you twice already," he panted. "Get ready, I'm getting close," he said more hoarsely. "I'm cumming inside you this time...I don't want to cum in your mouth again."
Stacy moaned, "Fuck! I'm not on the pill but fucking do it," the girl said as she leaned forward and planted her mouth on his.
Even in the dim light, Jeremy could see the ring of their comingled fluids at the base of his shaft and running down his huge ballsack. As she pulled her ass up he expected his cock to slide out but he never even saw the flared head before she slammed her pussy back down. 'How fucking long is that thing?' he wondered.
"Do it...cum inside me," she grunted into his mouth.
Jeremy stepped back as the man's huge hands gripped Stacy's ass and pulled their two bodies tightly together as he came. The huge ballsack had pulled up tight against the base of his cock and he could see the contractions as he injected his potent sperm into Stacy's sopping pussy.
He didn't understand why he was watching...it was as if seeing a train wreck and he couldn't pull his eyes off the spectacle.
When he was done, Jerry groaned and they both went limp. Then Jerry chuckled, his hands idly stroking the girl's bare ass. Jeremy could see cum flowing out between Stacy's swollen lips and the slowly shrinking cock.
"I was thinking about when I went down on you earlier and you said What's-his-name had been urging you to let him do that. You should go wake him and give him what he wants."
Stacy playfully slapped him. "He's a good guy. And, his name is Jeremy and I think I love him. He treats me with respect, not like this...a piece of meat."
"Hey! That's unfair. I don't treat you like a piece of meat. I treat you like you want to be treated. Used, pleasured, and filled with my seed," he said. "OK. A nice tight piece of meat with the best holes around. Speaking of which, suck my cock. You promised me if I got you off three times I could fuck you ass," he said as he pushed her off him.
Jeremy watched as Stacy crawled down to take the man's cock in her mouth. Her ass and swollen pussy were facing the door, a stream of cum flowing onto the sheets. He quietly closed the door and headed for the bedroom. It took an hour but he was able to finally fall asleep even with the loud grunting from the room next to his.
Jeremy woke up with daylight streaming through the bedroom window. At first, he was disoriented as he saw Stacy wasn't in bed with him. Then he heard it. The thumping of the bed, the woman's pleasured moans, and the deep grunting of the man. They were still at it. She'd missed her class and he had barely enough time to get dressed and to his class.
It was 3:30 in the afternoon when he arrived back at their apartment. He felt a wave of relief flow through him as he thought he'd have to listen to his girlfriend getting fucked again. All day when he was walking around, in his labs, listening to a lecture, he could hear the groans and moans of the rutting couple. He looked around seeing no sign of his girlfriend but when he looked in the bedroom, her drawers were open and empty. There was an envelope with his name on it leaning against the pillow.
"Dear Jeremy.
I can't say anything that would make what happened last night right or forgivable but I am sorry. I hate myself for being so weak I can't resist a man I don't even like. I know I never said it to you, but you're the first man I ever loved and I foolishly thought having sex with you would ruin what we have...had. Jerry has asked me to come home and move in with him and as much as I feel for you, I can't look at the disappointment in your face. I will always cherish what we had and I hope you will stop hating me some day.
Goodbye, Stacy.
P.S. Again, I'm sorry...so very sorry. Please don't hate me too much."
It took two years after Jeremy graduated from college that he asked a woman out. It didn't take three dates for her to take his virginity, though it did take three dates before they moved in together.
Jeremy never heard about nor ever saw Stacy again, but he thought of her often wondering if she were happy. He never hated her and hoped she found peace.
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As far as the records show, no one was under 18 at the time of any physical encounters
Derek took in Cecilia's beauty. He couldn't imagine getting over the feeling of pride every time he looked at her, and not as most people would. He was admiring her beauty for her beauty and not how envious, how jealous his friends, cousins, and other men in his life were. She was dancing with James Policy, his oldest friend and best man. He shook his head knowing that James' hands would be exploring more of the white satin wedding dress had he not been there. James was fascinated with married women, sleeping solely with females with rings on their fingers. As it was he could easily see the man had his crotch pressed hard against the bride's. 'Mental note, do not let James get time alone with Cecilia.'
Cecilia Banks, nee Collins, was from a middle-class family slated to go to the state university and he'd met her in an airport. He was flying from Tokyo to New York and had a layover at Sea-Tac. Normally he'd not have noticed any of the people around him but his dad's Bombardier Global 7500 jet had required maintenance and he'd been forced to fly first class with the rest of the cattle. He was on his way to one of the lounges to wait out the layover when his eyes caught a flash of gold. He did a double-take at first dismissing the girl as she was jammed between whom he assumed were her parents. He had to look again seeing the sun highlighting her pure golden tresses draped onto spectacular large creamy mounds.
He'd never once had to pick up a girl and this felt foreign, but then again he was flying commercial, and while not new was rare. Then he saw the package next to the girl's mother, Sterling Chocolates. He pulled out a card and came over to the trio, "Excuse me," he smiled at the family. I couldn't help noticing your chocolates. That's my...well, my family's company," he smiled. "I'd like to get your opinion on the flavor, texture, selection...perhaps suggest new varieties," he said as he held out his card.
Chuck Collins stood and put out his hand introducing himself, "And this is my wife Charlotte and our daughter Cecilia," he smiled, "I confess we rarely buy these, they're a luxury but honestly? Our favorite."
Charlotte smiled and nodded, "I'd say it's our once-a-year treat," she said, "then we ration them so," she picked up the half-pound box, "this will last us two weeks." she smiled. "Fabulous, especially the tri-layer," she blushed.
"Neither Dad nor I have ever tried one," Cecilia smiled, "but I'm partial to the dark chocolate mint coconut," she blushed shyly.
Up close, the girl was even more beautiful, spectacular. Her skin that he could see was flawless...her figure was le
lithe, and athletic. Derek looked up at the board, "You are in the same boat I am. Long layover. I was on my way to the Club lounge. Join me?" he asked.
The trio nodded happily and looked at each other as if they'd won some incredible prize. They stood and gathered their bags, coats, and packages. Derek grabbed both women's suitcases and led them to the private elevator.
He smiled to himself. had they been one gate farther down he'd never have seen this girl and though he didn't believe in fate he found himself thanking his luck. She was even better looking when standing and walking. She couldn't have been more than an inch shorter than his 6 feet and perfectly proportioned. He stood back as the elevator opened getting his first look at her ass. 'Fucking perfect,' he thought.
The Collins family got out and looked around. This was so much better than being elbow-to-elbow with hundreds of fellow passengers. They found a pair of plush couches set in an L and stashed their belongings against the wall.
"So, before I annoy you with my questions about the chocolates, can I ask where you're headed? On vacation? Perhaps some background?" he smiled, "Helps with the demographics." He noticed both Chuck and Charlotte were in great shape, still maintaining themselves, and had good genes. Charlotte was almost as beautiful as her daughter. She looked to be 40, 42 with a darker shade of blonde hair, nice breasts, and a toned body.
Chuck nodded, "Nothing much to say," he glanced at his family, "We're from outside of Philadelphia, Chadds Ford. Vacation, yes. Visiting Charlotte's parents for a week. Sorry. Pretty boring," he shrugged.
Derek laughed, "Family is rarely close to boring. Drinks?" he asked.
"You sure?" Chuck said tentatively. He looked at his wife as if checking their budget.
"On me, or truthfully, on the company," Derek chuckled.
Chuck looked relieved, "That's very kind of you. Beer is good for me and Char likes Chardonnay, but Cecilia is just 18."
"But you're her parent and if you..." Derek smiled. He looked at the girl, "Unless you prefer a Coke or something."
Cecilia shook her head and looked at her parents, "If you don't mind I'd like something, you know, like a margarita?" She smiled when her father nodded and looked at Derek. The man oozed something, charm, confidence, a masculine aura she'd rarely seen. "I'd like a margarita," she said happily.
They got their drinks then Derek quizzed them on what they liked and didn't like about the candies. He nodded and smiled hearing the only negative was the cost. "You have no idea," he sighed, "We have this exclusive series that goes for almost $1,000 a pound." He wasn't shocked to see their unbelieving looks or hear their gasps. He found he liked these people. They were honest, open, and perhaps the happiest people he'd ever met.
Derek pulled out an envelope from his inner pocket and handed it to the father, "12 coupons in here. Rerdeemable for 12 pounds of chocolates, and yes, even the Trouffant Collection. I really appreciate your feedback and we'll look into Scotch Cream recipes," he smiled, "I wish I'd thought of that," he held up his glass of single malt. He looked at Cecilia thinking he couldn't let the chance pass, "I hate to be forward and I know I'm, what? 14 years older than you but I'd like to take you to dinner sometime. There's a restaurant in the City that makes the most incredible Chateaubriand," he said uneasily. This was new. He'd never felt fear of rejection and wondered about this new strange thing.
"I'm sorry, I have a boyfriend," the girl said then made a small choking sound, "the City? New Your City?" she asked.
"Dear, Billy isn't really serious, is he?" Charlotte asked.
Derek nodded, "Yes, Lower East Side. I have a plane," he said simply, "it's at Teterboro. It's what? An hour hop? I can have you home by midnight," he said.
Chuck shook his head, "Look honey, if you say no you'll regret it for the rest of your life. I'm sure Billy will understand." He looked at Derek, "Can I have your word you'll be a gentleman and take care of my baby girl?"
"Dad!" Cecilia sighed, "I'd love to." She turned to her father, "Not every man wants...you know." She looked at Derek and held out her hand, "Give me your phone."
He called her a week later. He flew into New Castle Air Base and had a limo ready. He climbed out of the car and gasped.
Cecilia looked like a goddess. She'd outdone herself. This might have been a knockoff designer dress, but the cut, satin fabric, and fit looked like she was coming down the runway. He saw the curtains in the living room part as the parents watched their daughter walk down the front walk.
Derek met her and kissed her knuckles, "You look beautiful," he said. "I must be getting old since I'd forgotten how amazing you look."
He was a man of his word and right as the clock above the mantle struck 12, Chuck saw the headlights. He looked out and saw the good-looking man help his daughter out of the limo. Both were smiling and it made him feel good seeing Cecilia simply kiss the man on the cheek before coming back up the walk.
6 months later, Derek shocked his friends and family by asking Cecilia to marry him. It wasn't a total shock as he'd not dated any other woman since he'd taken Cecilia to dinner. His days of going out once with a woman and moving onto the next were over. He was hooked.
* * *
The wedding reception wound down and Cecilia's feet were throbbing which almost distracted her from the feelings between her legs. She was not a virgin but there was sexual tension between her and Derek all night. They'd decided to abstain for the week before their wedding and while she knew that Derek had one last carnal fling with strippers that James had hired, she'd resisted even touching her stripper's huge cock. All night and all day flashes of the long hose dangling obscenely from the man's crotch popped into her head. She felt a rush remembering his leer as he looked down at her in her chair stroking his cock to full tumescence. Then dancing with all of Derek's friends and family members, all ground their packages against her. She was more than ready for Derek's cock.
Leslie, her Maid of Honor led her back to her changing room. "Someone's going to get lucky tonight," the cute redhead smiled. "I hope you're prepared to get speared," she chuckled.
"Derek and I already..." Cecilia smiled.
"I know, but this will be Cecilia Banks losing her virginity, and," she smiled, "first time without a rubber. You're going to get barebacked for the first time in your life," she giggled. Leslie and Cecilia had been friends since they defended each other from the Donald twins in kindergarten. Those two boys hated girls and set their sights on the cute blonde and redhead but found themselves in the nurse's station instead. Both girls were sent home but thought it was more a reward than a punishment.
"I, on the other hand," Leslie smiled, "still have Bulldog's cum inside me."
"What kind of name is Bulldog, anyhow?" Cecilia said as she pulled off her dress. She looked in the mirror at her near-naked body. The wedding dress wasn't designed for a bra and all she had on was a thin lacy thong. She looked at her friend and sighed, "I hope he doesn't get bored with me, I mean James told me Derek has slept with...sorry, done over 100 women."
Leslie sighed, came over, and put her arms around her friend, "and once he'd done you he forgot all about those other women," he said. She hefted her friend's breasts, "Hell, I totally forgot Brad's name the first time you and I got naked..."
"You're sweet, but you know we didn't do anything so quit reminiscing about it," Cecilia said as she turned her head and kissed her friend, "but no one can stay happy with the same-ole, same-ole," she sighed. "Stop that, you know Derek's waiting," she closed her eyes as Leslie kissed the back of her neck while gently pulling on her nipples.
Leslie stepped back, "I thought it was strange that Billy showed up. I had no idea you invited him."
Cecilia grabbed a bra and slipped it on, "It was a courtesy, never expected him to come to this, but it was good to see him," she sighed.
The day after Derek had flown her to the City for dinner, Billy confronted her in the hallway accusing her of whoring herself out to some rich guy. He didn't believe her when she protested they never even held hands or kissed. When Billy first asked her out, she was surprised he'd even noticed her. He was the starting QB and was dating a cheerleader. Then on the first date they'd gone to dinner then he'd driven up to the park outside of town saying he liked the views. She didn't have much time to take them in as he'd kissed her almost immediately his hands on her large breasts. Then he pushed her head onto his cock he somehow pulled out of his pants. She was barely over 18 and had never sucked cock but she seemed to do it right as he soon came in her mouth.
She'd thought that would be it, but as he dropped her off he asked her out the following weekend. That was similar except this time he fingered her as she sucked his cock. Ironically, it was on the third date she'd lost her virginity...ironic as her mother stressed that girls who put out on the first date get to be labeled as sluts. 'Wait until the third date,' she'd urged. At least Billy agreed to use a condom, though he'd initially whined about it. She wondered how the boy could have lasted more than 20 seconds without a condom as he came inside her in just over two minutes with one.
Derek had been nothing but gentlemanly and it was Cecilia who made the first real move. They'd kissed, but nothing more. On the fifth date, Cecilia had pulled Derek's hand between her legs and moaned in his mouth as he found her pantiless crotch. Their 90-minute love-making session was incredible and Cecilia finally had an orgasm with a man.
"Soooo, are you going to tell me where you're going on your honeymoon," Leslie asked.
Cecilia shook her head, "Derek never told me but," she went over to her bag and pulled out two strings with micro-triangular pieces of fabric, "Rio? He asked me what languages I learned and if I knew Portuguese."
Leslie nodded, "That sounds about right, though there are countries around the world. Isn't Macau one of them?" she asked.
Cecilia shrugged, "I took French and Spanish so I downloaded one of those language training courses for Portuguese. Olá, como vai?" she smiled. She looked at her best friend feeling a future loss as she'd be moving to Connecticut after her honeymoon.
"I love you so much and I'll miss you," Leslie said as she teared up. Her personal rock for 14 years was going away.
* * *
Cecilia had been right. They flew into Rio and a large sailing yacht was waiting for them. There had to be some providence as she was named Cecilia. She was told it was the captain's mother's name. She was thrilled having mentioned just once to Derek that she loved sailing but never had much opportunity to do it. He'd chartered the most beautiful boat he'd ever seen and they planned on touring the coast of South America, heading south from Rio. She found her month of Portuguese classes had paid off as she was far from fluent but was able to communicate with periodic lookups.
They climbed aboard after enjoying Rio for a couple of days and met the four-man crew. They seemed experienced and were fluent in English which was a relief to both. They were shown where the life preservers and the lifeboat were, instructions for notifying Marinha do Brazil, the Brazilian Navy. Along the long seating areas aft, there were cubbies with first aid kits, signal flare guns, and various tool kits. They found their quarters spacious and comfortable.
They stood on deck breathing in the sweet sea air as they watched the skyline disappear over the horizon. Soon they were out at sea and Cecilia smiled and looked at her husband...she still had to tell herself this incredible man was her HUSBAND! She kissed him then went below to change into her tiny bikini. She came back up a few minutes later which caused the crew and Derek to stop what they were doing and study her perfect form.
Cecilia lay on the foredeck sunning herself seemingly oblivious to the lustful looks from the captain at the helm and the crew. Derek spent as much time with the captain as he could so he could learn as much about sailing as possible. His father was a powerboat man and thought sailboats were for sissies, but Derek was fascinated by the power of the weather being harnessed.
Every night the captain pulled out a rum that was 84% alcohol but after one sip both Derek and Cecilia shook their heads. Neither the laughter nor the teasing budged them. Derek suspected the men didn't care if Cecilia got drunk as long as they got him drunk. They were far from subtle in the way they looked at the spectacular blonde American. He'd never been a big drinker so it didn't bother him hearing them suggest he wasn't a man. Then the couple retired to their berth and tried to be as quiet as possible, but every morning they knew by the looks they weren't fully successful. Derek didn't like those looks but Cecilia shrugged them off. She'd lived with those looks for years and it seemed to validate something she saw in herself and gave her a slight tingle realizing if given the slightest opening she had no chance against the five men.
A week into the cruise, they were passing a dark massive cloud to the east. Cecilia was again sunning herself on the foredeck now relaxed enough that she removed her top, though she was on her stomach. The captain was letting Derek take the helm while the crew found reasons to check the jib or jib stays.
"What's that?" Derek asked pointing to the cloud mass. There's no storm brewing, is there?"
The captain shook his head, "Forbidden" he shook his head, "No one has ever landed there and come back. They say the island is filled with the worst venomous snakes in the world. My uncle tried to find out what was there and neither he nor his five-man crew survived. Months later, they found three of their naked bodies. The coroner said they had dozens of snake bites all over their bodies. Five months later his boat was found off the coast of Guyana." He tapped the chart, "The cartographers show there's just a small rocky island, but I heard it's massive. Too bad about the snakes, though," he smiled.
Derek nodded, "OK, let's not go there. I'm sorry about your uncle and his men, though." He looked out and thought he could see a high mountain peak peek out above the clouds.
The captain laughed, "He was a degenerado...bastard...and it was...what? 20 years ago?"
"Still, sounds like a horrific death." He whipped his head toward the foredeck hearing Cecilia yell out.
Two of the crew were kneeling by his wife and were trying to turn her over. The girl was fighting back but rough hands had torn off her bottoms and were grabbing her breasts.
Derek let go of the helm but was roughly restrained by the captain. The other two crewmen rushed up from below and they soon had Derek thrown overboard. They laughed as they watched the American disappear behind the fast-moving boat.
Cecilia screamed seeing her husband splash into the churning waters and felt her world stop. The realization that she'd be raped and when they were done, dispose of her just like they did to her husband rushed through her head. Hands, fingers, and mouths were all over her, roughly squeezing, penetrating, and hurting her. Their breaths stunk of stale rum and even staler cigarettes. Derek had started to swim after the boat but soon he was a black dot on the receding waves. She quit fighting and went limp feeling total resignation that her life was over. She let herself be carried aft where the captain was leering as he pulled off his clothes.
The crewman carrying her threw her down onto the padded bench and then yanked down his pants. He'd never seen a more beautiful woman in his life and he grew up in Rio. He'd worked at the resorts, the bars, and on the beaches so he had seen thousands of beauties but this blonde was a full step above any he'd seen before. Massive tits, shaved pussy, long legs. Too bad the bitch wasn't a virgin.
Cecilia scrabbled back knowing it was useless. Then her back hit the backrest and her hand felt the emergency flare gun. She pulled it out and pointed it at the man's crotch and pulled the trigger. There was a loud bang followed by a scream as the flaming shell ripped into the man's belly. He staggered back and fell down the hatchway. His crewmates turned in horror seeing his lower abdomen spurting flame. Cecilia never hesitated in the sudden confusion and jumped up diving off the stern. She was a strong swimmer and the equatorial water was warm. She never looked back as she powerfully swam back to where she'd last seen her husband. They would most likely drown, but at least they'd be together.
Derek was treading water watching the sailboat speed off and saw his naked struggling wife. He wanted to cry knowing he was going to drown and his wife most likely would be repeatedly raped and then tossed overboard when they were done with her. The thought of drowning didn't bother him but the image of his wife having such a terrible fate made him scream out in frustration. Then he heard the shot followed by someone diving overboard. It had to be her. He started swimming again wanting to be with his wife, holding each other until they both drowned.



The captain collected himself, yelling to the crew to get the fire out. He spun the helm bringing the huge boat around but he'd barely turned when flames shot up from the galley. He started the inboard motors to get back to the couple. He'd slam into the man, but he wasn't done with the girl.
The crewman who'd been shot had run around attempting to stop the burning and had crashed into the liquor cabinet. Four gallons of high-octane rum and other spirits splashed onto the man and all over the cabin. Unlike in the movies it didn't suddenly flare up, but blue flames soon engulfed the screaming man, crawling across the floor and up the cabinets. The fire extinguishers were ineffective from above and the flames spread forward.
Cecilia finally reached her husband who was swimming strongly toward her. They held each other panting and kissed. "I'm so sorry. I shouldn't have taken my top off," she cried.
Derek shook his head, "No, my fault. They came on a recommendation from Charles at work so I never checked them out. I never liked the way they looked at you or how they tried to get us drunk." He kissed his wife and looked over at the turning boat. "Shit, let's at least head for that island," he said pointing to the cloudbank. 'Perhaps the snakes are a wives' tale or they aren't poisonous...just annoying,' he thought.
Cecilia turned and looked at the large sailboat as it came about. The sails went limp as the boat roared into the wind. "Crap. All the fucker needs to do is head right toward us," she gasped. It was a strange sight seeing a plume of smoke rising from the cabin as if this were a steamship. "We'll need to dive down deep - really deep, the keel must be at least 8'" she said. Just as the bow came about, the bow slicing menacingly through the water toward them the ship shuddered and exploded in a massive fireball.
At first, they looked shocked, but then they both screamed out in joy. Cecilia looked over at the cloudbank and back at Derek, "It doesn't look like an island," she said, "But what is that? Two, three miles?"
"Just over a mile," Derek said, "just as all hell broke loose I was studying the map. At least the swells aren't bad. In rough waters, this would be exhausting." He was about to mention the poisonous snakes but one thing at a time, he thought. They set out slowly swimming toward the island. They found that swimming on their backs and periodically checking their course was easiest after getting smacked repeatedly in their faces by waves.
It took over two hours and they were near exhaustion when they entered the cold mist. The waters strangely calmed and they were able to do the crawl through the damp fog. They were both shivering by this time as the waters lowered their core temperatures. Then they came out into the bright warm sun and saw a rocky cliff...no inviting beach but at least it was land.
They were almost past exhaustion when they climbed onto the smooth rocky shelf at the base of a cliff. The shelf was warm and they passed out feeling the welcome heat from above and below. Derek awoke first and pulled off his shirt as the sun had gone behind the cloudbank and Cecilia had no clothes, not that her skimpy bikini would have provided much warmth. He covered her torso and then stood up to look around. No snakes here, but that doesn't mean much, he thought. He looked up and could see birds flying and branches of trees. That must be where the snakes are...and food and shelter, he thought.
Cecilia woke feeling the chill and saw her bare-chested husband looking up. "Is there a path?" she asked.
He shook his head. "I don't see one but we need to find shelter. I'm no outdoorsman but maybe there's flint or," he chuckled, "I could rub two sticks together." He looked at his near-naked wife, "This is like one of those erotic stories where two people get shipwrecked and just have each other for warmth. Too bad we're married. How hot would it be to be marooned with a hot babe like you who was married to someone else," he chuckled.
Cecelia hugged her husband, "I can play that game...too bad I'm totally committed to my devoted husband, and if you think you have a prayer of getting in my pants..." she looked down, "Where the fuck are my pants, anyhow? This is going to be hard to keep you away. Oh, well. He's probably out picking up some chick right now. Have at me," she smiled.
Derek gave her a kiss wondering if he should mention the snakes but just started up the rocky cliff. "We'll need to get up in those trees if we're going to make a fire, he said. They worked their way up the hill and after backtracking a few times, found a cleft that led them up onto a flat expanse of rock. Ahead was a wall of lush greenery, behind was an endless expanse of ocean.
Derek looked around but didn't see any sign of snakes. He assumed there would be snakeskins or live snakes warming themselves in the sun, but nothing. "Let's see if we can find something to make a shelter out of, " he said. Just as he said that a group of tall naked women stepped out of the foliage, spears pointed at the couple.
"Paba doe abu intesalatu!" the tallest woman cried as she jabbed her spear at Derek.
Cecilia and Derek stepped back, but couldn't go very far as they had the cliff behind them. When the woman repeated the jabbing motion they realized they were supposed to kneel or lie down. Both quickly tried to comply and as soon as they were on their knees, two of the naked women rushed over carrying ropes or vines.
They are soon stripped and trussed and forced to walk into the forest. They tripped and stumbled as their feet were bare and their arms were tightly tied behind their backs. By the time they entered the clearing, they were bleeding from cuts on their bodies, and on their feet, and were close to passing out.
The tall woman, who was in charge spat out multiple orders and the couple were tied to rectangular frames set next to a roaring fire. It was at that point that they were treated differently. Various older women came over with earthenware tubs and tended to Cecilia's cuts and other injuries. She was cleaned and covered with leaves within minutes. She could no longer feel the stinging nor was she bleeding. Whatever they used was better than anything she'd used back home. She looked around and saw only women. Where were the men? she wondered.
Then the tall woman and a couple of other muscular female warriors came over to her and opened her mouth. They inspected her teeth and tongue, nodding in approval. One of the warriors said something and the other two knelt. They chattered as they ran fingers over Cecilia's bare pussy lips. Fingers entered her, he lips were pulled apart as they inspected her vagina. It was obvious they'd not seen a shaved pussy before. Then one came over carrying a bleached bone carved like a penis, handing it to the tall woman. She stroked it suggestively and then pushed it inside her. "Oh, fuck!" Cecilia cried out, "That hurts! It's way too fucking big!" They didn't understand her or didn't care as one after another the women tried to insert the bone as deep as they could.
Derek, on the other hand, had a crowd of younger women crowding around him taking turns inspecting his penis and scrotum. He found himself illogically getting hard even though the cuts on his skin and feet hurt like a motherfucker. The women were nodding and chattering as they stroked him but stopped as the tall woman parted the group. She looked at the white pale skin in disapproval but as she took his cock in her hands her expression changed. "Tota seplence da boda ap expreonga," she ordered.
Cecilia had been so distracted by the foot-and-a-half-long polished bone being roughly shoved into her vagina that she almost missed her husband being untied from the frame and led toward a hut. His wrists were tied to a 3-foot stick over his head and a rope was tied around his genitals. The younger women were chattering and shoving each other as if wanting to get to the front of whatever line this was. It was hard to see as tears were running down her face as her cervix was aching horribly. She tried to see where the women were taking her as the strong arms shoved the implement harder inside her.
Derek's cock might have been hard from the stroking but it wasn't from sexual arousal...maybe adrenalin? He kept trying to see what was happening to his wife but he couldn't turn his head with his arms raised uncomfortably. She had looked to be in pain last he saw of her as one of the stronger women he'd seen in his life was shoving a large dildo into her pussy. Then, just as he was shoved toward a door in the hut, he had to turn to get through, he could see Cecilia. The woman was kneeling down as if measuring how deep she could shove it. Then he lost sight of her.
The two warriors shoving him pushed him roughly onto a table where they tied the stick to the table over his head. They then tied his ankles to the other end. By that time, his erection had faded and one of the women said something and the group all laughed. It was obvious that she'd joked how pathetic his cock was as she slapped his balls as she said it.
Then one of them snapped another order and Derek tried to see what was happening. This should have been the most incredible fantasy ever as he was surrounded by a huge group of naked women, all young and spectacularly shaped. But all he could think of was where was Cecilia? What were they doing to her? Was she safe? At least they took care of her wounds unlike his. Those thoughts fled as one of the warrior women (amazons?) came through the crowd of eager women with a snake in her arms. It was huge...not boa or python huge, but three times the size of a bull snake.
"Tohana balu resutal andahano," hse said. A dozen hands pushed down on his body as the amazon guided the snake's head toward Derek's right thigh.
Cecilia's focus was torn from the foot of bone in her pussy to her husband's blood-curdling scream. Were they gutting him? Killing him? She wrenched at the vines tying her wrists but the woman probing her vagina yanked the bone out and swung it against her temple and everything went completely black.
Derek felt the 2" long fangs plunge into his thigh and he knew they were poisoning him, killing him. He wanted to struggle, to writhe away but the laughing chattering women held him down. This was how all the men died. They were poisoned by snakes and thrown off the cliff into the ocean. He watched in horror as the woman pulled the snake back assuming she'd make it bite him somewhere else but instead, she turned and left. His thigh muscle hurt but he had a strange throbbing in his groin.
As his cock grew, the women's chattering got louder, more animated as they jostled each other. Then as if they came to a decision all but one stepped back. A slender woman with wide flared hips, and small but firm breasts climbed onto the table. She grabbed his now-raging erection and lowered herself onto him. As she took him inside her, she gasped, a smile on her face. When she was fully on him and her crotch was grinding against his pubic bone she paused. Then softly the crowd began a chant, a rhythmic chant, and the woman's ass bounced in sync with the chorus. Derek wondered why he was so excited but he'd never felt harder in his life. He was mesmerized watching the perky tits with puffed-out nipples bounce wishing his hands were free. The terror he felt when the snake bit him was fading quickly. This could be worse...a lot worse, he thought.
Cecilia's head was clearing as she heard what sounded like, "Chop, chop, chop, chop..." Were they chopping up her husband's now dead body?" She put her weight back on her legs trying to see what was happening but as she did the chanting stopped and there was cheering. Then a minute later a woman came staggering out, her hand cupping her extremely hairy pussy with a huge smile on her face. She rushed to another hut and disappeared inside. Then the chanting started again, and after 10 minutes, more cheering. Another happy woman came out holding her hairy pussy just to disappear into another hut.
The tall woman came over ignoring the hut with the women and indicated with a nod toward Cecilia's wrists that she should be untied. She said something unintelligible to the two women as Cecilia was set free.
The chanting started again as Cecilia was led to the largest hut in the center of the circle. She rubbed her wrists as she kept turning to see what was happening in the hut on the other side. She stumbled as she was roughly shoved inside. The tall woman lay down, legs spread and pointed between her legs. Cecilia didn't need to know this language and stepped back. Even in college, she had no interest in experimenting like her sorority sisters did. But she hadn't moved more than two inches when one of the warriors grabbed her hair while the other took her knees out. She fell face down, her face planted against the hairiest pussy she'd ever seen. She could hear the chanting stop and more cheering as a spear poked against the back of her neck.
Derek was amazed. He'd cum four times and his cock was still rock-hard. His balls had gone from pleasantly aching to hurting to burning as he came over and over. What was happening, he wondered? Was the snake serum making him hard and also accelerating his sperm production? Was this what happened to those sailors? They had multiple snake bites so what had happened? After cumming hundreds of times they broke? Their balls exploded? He felt the burning in his balls increase as he again erupted. The woman bouncing on his cock slammed down hard and he could feel her vaginal muscles tighten as he came inside her. How could his 5th orgasm feel like his first, at least in the amount of sperm?
Cecilia didn't fight it and licked the wet, tangy, hairy slit. As she did that she felt the bone being shoved back into her pussy, but this time whoever was doing it wanted to pleasure her. She raised her ass instinctively as she felt the large phallus fuck her. Even though she'd never gone down on a woman before she knew what she liked and separated the fleshy lips and probed inside the woman's pussy. She reached up to stroke the woman's nipples and soon heard her grunt in sync with the chants coming from across the compound. She looked up at the tall woman, (the chieftess?) to see if she was doing it right and saw a smile on her face. She then moved up to her clit and just as the chanting stopped the woman came. It was as if the cheering was for her as she rode the humping pussy grinding against her face.
Cecilia was pulled off the chieftess and shoved against the wall. There was some sort of argument and finally with a single loud word from the chieftess it stopped. Then the shorter, stockier of the women came over and said something to Cecilia as she pulled her to her feet by her hair. Cecilia's head was spinning as she was pulled roughly out of the hut and led over to another. Strangely, their walking pace matched the pace of the chanting. This time as the woman pointed to the floor with her spear she meekly complied. She was handed the bleached bone as if being told to fuck the woman with it while licking her pussy.
This became their life over the next few weeks. Derek was bitten every four hours by the snake as the younger women in the tribe attempted to get impregnated with his sperm. What should have been the most incredible fantasy of any man's imagination was virtually hell. His balls constantly burned, the bites ached deep inside and didn't seem to want to heal and as he couldn't move, he was getting bedsores...tablesores? They used him like clockwork, 12 hours on and 12 hours off. What he gleaned from their chatter was that any more and his heart would give out. They did say no man had lasted longer than two weeks before and were wondering if he were sent by the Gods.
Cecilia was little better off. She found herself in demand with her face buried between all the older women's thighs. It got to the point where she had to stifle throwing up as these women weren't high on douching. It was obvious that she was good at eating out these women as she found herself being fought over.
After six weeks of the sounds of chanting and sucking hairy pussies, there was a break in the routine. It was to be a full moon and the tribe laid out four bonfires and dug up large urns. Cecilia had picked up on a few of the words and stood watching as everyone made arrangements for a celebration. What she derived was that there would be a full moon which would coincide with the summer solstice. The thought never occurred to her but she assumed it was rare.
That night, Derek lay drifting in and out of consciousness as the constant burning in his balls made it hard to sleep. The only times he could gingerly massage them was when they released him so he could take care of his biological needs, eat and drink. His legs seemed to be made of jelly as he walked. Most days he never caught sight of his wife, but he always looked around. Some days, he saw her being led to a hut..were they using her for pleasure? he wondered. Never once was he able to tell if she saw him, but her body language showed she was defeated by whatever they were doing to her.
That night, Cecilia was tied up in the chieftess's hut as the revelry started. She fell asleep early on as she had been eating pussy what felt like 24/7 for the past month and a half. She woke to silence and could see the bright white of the moonlit compound. She had been pulling on the knots on her wrists before she passed out but realized the vines felt looser. She'd been minutes away from freeing her wrists but perhaps now was a better time. She quickly got both her wrists and ankles loose and crawled to the door of the hut.
She gasped as she saw everyone was passed out on the ground. Not a single woman was moving and there were dozens of urns strewn around the circle. She crept to the tent where her husband had been kept and peered in. He was lying on his back, arms tied over his head and looking all skin and bones...and penis. Hadn't they been feeding him? She put a hand over his mouth and when he opened his eyes in panic she felt terrible for him. Then he nodded and she undid his vines.
"Can you walk?" she asked, "We need to get out of here."
Derek gingerly swung his feet off the table and stood. "I can walk, hell even if I couldn't I sure as hell would rather die trying," he sighed. Then he looked at his wife. Her lips were swollen and cracked. He could see sores all over her mouth. What the fuck had they done to her?
They left the hut and crept quietly out of the compound and into the woods. After they were a few hundred yards away, Derek asked what the plan was.
"Ronga, the chieftess was talking to Oblan, her head guard...anyhow, Oblan came across some wreckage on the south shore," she said, "I'm hoping we can find enough wreckage to make a raft and get the fuck off this fucking island," she said. It was a good thing it was a full moon as making their way off this island would have been nearly impossible without the faint light coming through the dense canopy.
They heard the ocean before they saw it. They came out into the bright moonlight on the same ledge they climbed onto 6 weeks before. They found Derek's clothes looking a lot worse for wear, but they slipped them on as if they were the finest garments they'd ever had. Cecilia kept looking at her husband's penis. She hadn't seen him in 6 weeks but there seemed to be more of him hanging between his legs.
The cleft was where they remembered and when they got to the base they saw the wreckage. There were many planks and other jetsom but Derek called excitedly to Cecilia when he saw a large white bulge down the rocky coast. They scrabbled over the rocks until they found it. It was a lifeboat and not just any. There in black letters was the word, 'Cecilia.' They both started laughing as they realized the irony of the ship on which they were almost killed was providing a possible rescue. They extracted the boat and wrestled it to the water. None of this would have been easy with both at their peaks but it almost killed them getting it to the ocean.



Derek collapsed on a rock holding the line as Cecilia found one oar farther down the shore and then another illogically up on the cliff. She attached them to the oarlocks and climbed in. They shoved off and Cecilia rowed. They were 100 yards off when they saw the group of naked women looking down from the cliff. Arrows and spears flew out but fell short as Cecilia pulled harder on the oars. Soon, they were in the dense fog and out of sight.
"I don't think they have boats," Derek said softly. "I'm sorry you have to row. I'll get some strength back and take over," he said before putting his head back and passing out.
They were both parched and going in and out of consciousness as they floated aimlessly in the middle of the Atlantic when they heard the powerful motor. They stood and waved as those on the boat finally saw them and veered their way. They had decided if they survived to tell no one about the women or the horrific things they were made to do. They'd had plenty of time to get their stories straight so when the Santa Teresa pulled alongside they said as little as possible about their experiences. They gratefully let the uniformed men tend to their various conditions. They were finally together, safe in the cabin. Cecilia had taken her husband's hand and even as a medic took care of their various wounds, they wouldn't let go.
Just before hitting port, the captain came into their cabin. "Ingles?" he asked, "Sorry, English? American?"
Derek smiled, "Thank you for rescuing us, yes, American. I doubt we'd have lasted another day," he said.
"The Cecilia sank almost 7 weeks ago. Where were you?" he asked.
"There's an island," Derek said, "somewhere east of here. It's shrouded with clouds and we were able to get ashore there. It was hell. I'll...we'll have nightmares about it as long as we live. The entire island is populated with snakes, though not all are poisonous. I was bitten a few times but one almost killed me," he said. He knew the medic had seen the dozens of snake bites on his body but did not want to explain the true cause. The women might be fucking evil but it was their island.
Cecilia nodded, "Derek was incredibly brave. He never stopped going to find food and water until he almost died and then we came upon the lifeboat. I have no doubt our bones would forever be on that god-forsaken island had we not discovered that."
The couple spent 4 days in a Sao Paolo hospital before they were able to board Derek's private jet and head back home.
Neither of them ever told anyone what went on during the 6 weeks they were held captive on the island. They did find out how lucky they were when Derek decided to look up how rare a full moon and the summer solstice coinciding was...it last happened 70 years ago. Did those women bury the urns and aging them for 70 years?
They did tell each other what the women did to them and Derek wondered what kind of snake that was. "OK, the application sucked but that venom would put all the ED drugs out of business," he sighed, "I was continually hard for 12 to 14 hours straight, day after day," he said.
Cecilia nodded, "I heard. Christ! I heard. 'Chop, chop, chop...' all day long. I found out it means cum...ejaculate. They were chanting for you to cum," she sighed.
Derek held her, "Sorry. At first, I was wondering how I could get an erection thinking we were going to be killed but then I prayed for my erection to go down. Every morning I wanted to beg them to get the fucking snake away from me but within minutes I was hard and impregnating another woman."
Cecilia chuckled, "We should probably change our names and go into hiding. You realize how many kids you're going to owe child support to in a few months?" she giggled.
Derek shook his head, "I lost count of the women but I fear all the male babies will be killed," he said, "They only want men for one thing."
Cecilia chuckled, "They're not far off, you know. Sorry," she said quickly. Then she looked sad, "A pity in a way. If you have kids the thought of you never meeting them is sad, but killing little Dereks is almost heartbreaking.
It was another two months before Derek felt like making love to his wife. He seemed to have a couple of side effects of the snake venom. His previous 7" cock was not 9 1/2" long and when he came he stayed hard...not just once but usually for three or four orgasms. On the island, this was accompanied by a burning in his balls but now there was a pleasant aching that faded with each orgasm. Before the island, they had sex once or twice a day but after, Cecilia couldn't take more than 3 to 4 times a week.
It was another month before the nightmares faded. They both had different ones but each knew the other was in the throes of one and caressed each other back to a peaceful sleep. Both talked about therapy but neither wanted another soul to find out what truly happened.
Two years later, Cecilia gave birth to a baby boy swearing that sailing was no longer in their future.
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Shaun and Alex were the perfect stereotypically American couple. He drove a Ford F150, played on the local rugby club, was in the local men's golf league, and enjoyed his nights out with the guys. He kept himself fit with regular sessions in his home workout room. He was average height, 5' 9", 145 lbs. with all his blond hair.
Alex joined him when he needed a spotter for the weights but to keep herself fit also. Both her parents had let themselves go and neither could walk even one mile without feeling exhausted. Alex was determined not to fall into that lifestyle. She kept herself under 110 lbs. and at 5' 8" was quite slender. While she took pride in her tight abs, tight ass, and muscular legs, she often wondered whether she should get implants as she stopped developing up top with tiny A-cup breasts. At least she had generous nipples, otherwise, she could have passed herself off as a man. Her one vice was getting drinks after work with her fellow teachers.
Shaun was chief engineer over at the local aerospace company...a rocket scientist, he joked. Alex was a high school biology teacher, did gardening, and volunteered at their church. Neither ever suggested experimenting in the bedroom, neither discussed their fantasies with the other...not that they didn't have any. There were just some things too personal, too private to express with anyone, even your spouse.
Their life was uneventful for the most part, their love-making mostly Shaun taking charge until both were mutually satisfied. Two positions were their standard. Alex on top so Shaun could stimulate her incredible nipples, and Shaun on top thrusting aggressively into her tight pussy. Oral sex was limited to preparing each other, and there was never a mention of anal.
One day, things changed. Alex picked up the mail and noticed a handwritten letter from her cousin who lived in the next town over. At first, it seemed innocuous enough as it was just an invite to a costume party. Margo, her cousin was a bit of a free-spirit and was fun to be with. Then, as they read about the theme they looked at each other. Alex wanted to gauge his reaction before going back to the letter. It specified all women would dress as men, and all men as women. Alex continued, "A cross-dressing party. This includes everything. It has to be authentic down to the skin. Every couple puts in $50. At the end of the night, after dancing and drinking there will be a contest for the most convincing couple and the winner gets the pot and 2 weeks in Maui at the Chritiansen's condo. This will be an adult party so please leave your inhibitions at home."
Shaun shook his head, "Nope, nope, nope. I love your cousin but there's no way in hell I'm dressing up as a woman," he said firmly. "What the hell does she mean by 'leave your inhibitions at home?'"
"It means it's Margo. She hates prudes. I think it sounds fun! Come on, you'll be just one of many guys dressing as a girl. We can do this, we can win it," Alex grinned, "I was thinking of dressing up in your golf pants and Polo shirt."
Shaun looked at his wife and considered what was thought of as a negative to be a positive. Her figure was almost boyish and she could pull it off. She'd have to do something with her hair...hopefully not cut it as he loved her long blonde tresses. Then he looked at himself. He wasn't that large and perhaps he could pull off wearing a dress. Then he dismissed that thought. His chest...hell, his arms and legs were too hairy to pull out dressing as a woman...unless...
"Come on, forget about your male ego. Two weeks in Maui? Two weeks to reestablish your male ego on my poor yet very womanly pussy?" she smiled. "Think about it, it will be fun to see how everyone else dresses...how everyone else can't hold a candle to our skills. Just imagine us humiliating their weak efforts and winning the whole thing. If there are 20 couples, that's $1,000 on top of what I'd guess is a $10,000 vacation. Are you so hung up on your manliness that you'd pass up on this or don't you think we could pull this off?"
"Sure we could pull it off," Shaun said doubtfully, "but I am not the most feminine guy around. Putting on my clothes sounds great for you. What should I wear? I'm sure as hell not shaving my legs so yoga pants?" he mumbled.
Alex giggled and patted the front of his pants, "We might need to do some tucking but we can do it. Every guy there will be in the same boat," she grinned, "Well not to the same extent," she giggled. Her husband had a lot to hide between his legs. "Come on, let's try some things on. I'll bet I can fit into your clothes," she said.
"I take it I'm not going to have a vote," Shaun said as his wife pulled him into the bedroom.
"Sure you do," she smiled, "as long as you vote on going to the party. Otherwise, no."
Shaun wanted to resist but something inside was telling him it might be fun. They decided that Alex should go first.
The blonde went into Shaun's closet and pulled out various pants and shirts. Shaun's cock stirred as he watched his wife strip down. She faced him and turned to her left and then to her right as she modeled her body in his underpants.
"Wow! Never thought seeing you in underwear would not be sexy," he grinned.
"Wait!" she said. She went over, grabbed a bandana, rolled it up, and put it in the front of the underwear. She came back and stood in front of her husband. She did what he'd done dozens of times to her. She pushed him to his knees and then thrust her pelvis towards his face, "Go on, touch it. I know you want to," she smiled.
Shaun shook his head but felt himself getting hard. 'No way! No fucking way!' he thought. But then he didn't resist as Alex pulled his head against her crotch. She did smell good, that had to be why he was aroused. He reflexively opened his mouth and had the bulge between his lips.
"That's it, baby, suck it...suck my cock," she ordered. She moaned softly as her husband mouthed the wad in her underwear.
Shaun pulled back, "Sorry. I can't do this," he said, but noticing the disappointed look on his wife's face he smiled up at her, "I prefer my men to be better endowed," he joked.
Alex giggled, "You and me both," she said as she realized Shaun could take that either way. She went over to the pile of clothes she had pulled out and put on a white polo shirt. She smoothed it down groaning as her hands swept over her hard nipples. "I'll have to wrap something around my chest," she sighed.
"Nonsense," Shaun said, "Men's nipples poke through all the time, no one seems to care. And you can't wear a bra since guys don't wear...OK, some guys I know might...what pants are you wearing?" he asked. He wanted to tell her that her pokies were the least of her worries as the thin material did little to hide her dark areolas.
Alex grabbed a bright green pair, "These are the ugliest pants you own," she smiled. She stepped into them and they fit fairly well. Her hips were wider and the material was stretched across her pelvis.
He shook his head, "You'll need more...he nodded at the flat surface in the front of her pants.
Alex pulled out the bandana and tossed it aside, "I'll have to work on that. Time to go shopping. We're going to pull out all the stops and win this." She grabbed her imaginary crotch and said in a deeper voice, "We've got the balls to pull this off. I know Michael and Terry will jump at the chance to dress like women. We can't let them win this. I'll make sure I look as macho as any of the other bitches there."
"You better if we're going to win this," he grinned.
"That's the spirit! We can! We can win this. Those cows with huge tits will never pull off looking like a man. First time I've felt blessed with these," she patted her small tits. "OK, your turn," Alex ordered. "Let's try these." She pulled out a pair of pink yoga pants.
Shaun shook his head but his wife just held them out. "OK, fuck! Anyone hears about this you'll get the spanking of your life."
"Oooohhh, I'm getting on the phone now!" she giggled.
Shaun shook his head as he'd never even heard a hint that Alex was into spanking. He felt more throbbing on his crotch as he stood and grabbed the bright pink garment. He wondered if it would fit seeing how tiny it was. He pulled off his shoes and pants and started to put them on.
"Nope, not going to work. Take off the underpants. Those will show right through," she ordered. "Plus, read the invite, 'It has to be authentic down to the skin...I'll bet they'll want to inspect what we're wearing under these when we win."
"What? They'll want us to strip down in front of everyone?" he sputtered.
Alex shook her head, "All they need to do is," she pulled down the waistband of her pants showing her tidy-whities. "Anyhow, I'd never wear panties under my tights. Go on, get naked, bitch!"
Shaun groaned. This is going to be an issue. He stripped naked and shook his head as he noticed his cock was twice as plump as usual...He pulled the stretchy material up with difficulty. It would be easier if his legs were shaved, he thought. He had to adjust his junk but no matter what he did his cock and balls were clearly outlined. "OK, maybe shaving my legs and wearing a dress would be better," he sighed, "This will never work."
Alex felt her pussy throb as her husband pulled on the tights. "Wow!" she sighed, "That's what I want to see." She went over and rubbed the fat shaft clearly outlined under the stretch fabric. He instantly hardened and she didn't stop until he was fully erect. She knelt and looked up at him, "Fuck the party. You put these on as soon as you get home and I'll do this," she said softly. She pulled the elastic waist down, then his cock, and wrapped her lips around it. At first, she ran her tongue up the underside, but then wrapped her lips around the head. Soon she was taking half his length into her mouth as she bobbed her head on his cock.
After a minute of Alex sucking his cock he realized this was the longest she'd ever gone. "Damn!" Shaun sighed, "I might even shave my legs if you do this." On top of that, he could feel the back of her throat which never happened before. As she plunged her mouth onto his cock, both hands were stroking his lycra-covered ass. 'Does she have a lycra fetish?' he wondered.
Alex popped his cock out of her mouth, looking up at him as she stroked the shaft, "One-time thing but if you're trying on clothes we can't have 7 1/2" of manly flesh sticking out, can we?" she sucked on the head once before continuing, "You can cum in my mouth...just this once." She looked at his face, "OK, say it. Say what you're thinking and get it out of your system."
Shaun smiled, nodded, and said something he thought he'd never say to his devoutly Christian wife, "Suck it, suck it, bitch," as he pushed her mouth back onto his cock. She moaned and he could feel her smile on his cock. She was massaging the base of his shaft as she took him into her mouth and after another few minutes, her lips were pressed against his matted pubes. This was incredible but questions were forming in his mind. 'Where had she learned these skills? Who taught her these skills? Why hadn't she ever done this before to him? Was his cock 'too big' as she always told him?'
They never talked about previous lovers but Alex was now easily taking all his cock down her throat. Was she this skilled and kept it from him? Then she reached between his legs to stroke his balls while still cupping his ass. She plunged deeper onto his cock while tightening her mouth. He could see down her...his shirt and her nipples were as erect as he'd ever seen them.
Alex moaned when her husband's large hand slid down the front of her shirt scraping across her nipple. She could feel her underwear getting wet as she took more of his cock into her throat. She never told him but two of her previous boyfriends found out she could deep-throat and seemingly wanted nothing else demanding that they finish by ejaculating in her mouth. For two years she swallowed more loads of cum than she had meals. She felt Shaun's ballsack tighten and she knew what was coming. She was ready when the first hot jet splashed against the back of her throat. She swallowed that and all the rest of the spurts of sperm.
Shaun's knees wobbled as he came with as intense an orgasm as he'd ever experienced. He opened his fingers as he realized he'd grabbed handfuls of her thick hair and was pulling her face against his.
She pulled back with barely a gasp as all the men she'd been with had pressed their crotches hard against her lips. She made sure she took deep breaths as they neared orgasm. She pulled the shaft out of her mouth and licked the underside swallowing the remaining cream. She grinned up at her husband, sat back, and wiped her mouth. "OK, now we should be able to tuck that under giving you a nice feminine bulge. Sadly, you'll have to live without a cameltoe," she said as she bounced his softening cock on the palm of her hand.
"Where...how did you learn that?" Shaun blurted out.
Alex shook her head, "We talked about this. I never asked about any of your past lovers..."
They spent the rest of the afternoon with Shaun trying on dresses, pants and blouses, skirts, micro shorts, and other female attire. Alex tried to tuck his fat cock and large ballsack up under his crotch but gave up. "We'll work that out...YouTube!" she said, "There are videos covering everything," she smiled.
That night, it was strange seeing Alex head out to the Ladies for Christ meeting she attended monthly. She'd changed into a turtleneck with a cardigan over it and a knee-length skirt. Her demeanor had changed from the horny experimental babe to the holy chaste woman she took to church.
A couple of days later, Shaun came in from the garage and gasped. A young man was standing in his kitchen. "Who...? How did you get in here?" he demanded. Then he looked again as the young man turned and smiled. His wife's mouth and teeth. "Alex? Your hair? Oh my God! You cut off all your hair!" he cried. Her hair was gone and she had a man's short haircut with the part on the left.
Alex's face fell but then quickly recovered, "I did. No way could I pull off being a man with hair down to my ass," she said. "It hurt doing it but I donated it to this really great organization that makes wigs for kids suffering through chemo treatments," she said, "It was a sacrifice but without doing that, we'll never pull this off. And in retrospect, I wish I'd donated my hair earlier. You should see some of the pictures, before and after."
Shaun groaned but nodded, "It might get serious. Thom, at work, was bragging to Dan that he and Melissa had already booked their flights to Maui since they were sure to win. I stepped back before they saw me and he bragged he got some inside information as to what they'd be judging. I had no idea he knew Margo but your cousin is planning to see how far the couples take things."
"What do you mean, 'how far?'" Alex asked. "Did he say what?"
Shaun hesitated thinking they should drop the whole thing but decided to go on, "Dan's gay, and Thom asked him for tips on how to give blowjobs," he said softly.
Alex grinned, "No kidding? Wow," she mused, "My cousin's always done things to the hilt...literally this time, it seems. Glad I went shopping." She looked at Shaun, "Thom's the short guy with the regrettable mustache, married to that bitch with the dyed red hair? Fuck this, I was regretting cutting my hair but not now."
Shaun had never seen such an evil glint in his wife's eyes but liked it. He pulled her into a hug, stroking her back but quickly pulled away feeling something strange against his crotch. He looked at the front of her pants and she had a manly bulge. "Um, tell me you didn't have surgery," he said.
Alex chuckled. "You'll see. First, come upstairs and see what I got you. We're going to win for sure. Oh, you should grab a beer. You might need it," she chuckled.
Shaun carried the bottle upstairs to their bedroom. On the bed were a few packages. He was curious about what was in there, but Alex took his hand and led him into the bathroom.
"Strip. You promised to shave your legs so let's get that out of the way."
Shaun hesitated but seeing Alex's short cropped cut he sighed and pulled off his suit. When he was naked, Alex pulled him into the tub, picking up an electric trimmer, shaving cream, and razor.
A half-hour later Shaun groaned as he took in his completely shaved body. She had even had him bend over to remove all the hair on his ass. "I can't go to the gym like this," he moaned.
Alex shook her head, "Sure you can. I read up on this and many men are doing this. No one will even notice, plus you can always wear sweats if your fragile male ego isn't up to it." She pulled him out of the tub and led him back into the bedroom. "OK, let's start with this." She pulled out a package and opened it.
"What the fuck is that?" Shaun asked warily.
"It's a gaff. It's used for tucking your cock under..." She stroked behind his balls.
"What? This a bad idea."
Alex stood and glared at her husband. "You dare to say that after you promised? You said, and I quote, 'I'm in. We can win this and I'll do whatever it takes. We'll show them.' I cut my hair off. I hadn't cut my hair except for periodic trims ever. I've been growing this," she felt her finger-length hair and a pained look flashed across her face, "since I was born."
Shaun put his hands out, OK, OK. I just had a bit of...OK. Show me how to hide my junk," he sighed.
Alex nodded, "OK. Look, we're going to have a lot to do. You've been a man for 29 years and you have very little idea what it's like to be a woman. We're going to break you of your instincts and you'll be graceful, feminine, and compliant as you've always demanded of me. I've been on YouTube and I hope this works."
"OK. This will suck but it's just for three weeks," Shaun sighed.
"We'll get to the part that really sucks," Alex smiled, but let's get your physical appearance a bit less manly. After a few aborted tries, Alex was able to get his balls tucked up, and using what she told him was a gaff, had his cock safely tucked between his legs. She looked at her work and smiled. She then opened another shopping bag and pulled out her other purchases.
20 minutes later, Shaun looked at himself in the mirror. He had womanly curves. Alex had found panties that bolstered his ass and widened his hips. Then, she picked up a breastplate, which sounded cool, as in wearing medieval armor but was far from that. He had pronounced breasts with erect nipples. He stroked his boobs before bouncing them. They felt and looked real.
Alex came up behind her husband and moaned in a deeper voice, "Fuck me, babe. You look incredible." She reached around and cupped his breasts, pinched his nipples. and then slid a hand down under his panties.
"I'm going to fuck your brains out," she whispered into his ear.
Shaun could feel the hard shaft nestled between his ass cheeks and felt a pulsing between his legs. "You know I'm not that kind of girl," he said in a falsetto. "Plus, I'm married and there's only one man for me."
Alex spun Shaun around and drove a tongue into his mouth as she ground her crotch between his legs. She broke the kiss and pushed him to his knees, "From now on you'll be my sweet slut, got it?" she demanded. "After we win, and we will, you can go back to being the one who wears the pants and you can fuck me any way you want...even in my ass. If you want to fuck me at the park with everyone watching, I'll bend over the picnic table. If you want me to serve your buddies at poker night completely naked, I'll make sure they're all well-served but for the next two weeks you are my slut to use as I want." Shaun started to get up but she slapped him and pressed his face against the front of her pants, "I said, Got it?" she repeated. "Say it, say you'll be my slut."



Shaun felt the impotent throbbing between his legs and nodded, "I got it. You wear the pants and I'm nothing but a slut."
"A slut who will never say no to anything," she added, "Say it!"
"I'm a slut who will never say no to anything," he repeated. It was as if all his willpower had left him and even though he couldn't get an erection he never felt so aroused.
Alex patted him on the head, "Good girl. Now suck my cock, bitch, and don't stop until I cum down your throat," she said firmly. "It's this," she stroked her strap-on, "...or I'm calling Bruce from work to come over here to coach you."
Shaun was surprised at how easily and quickly Alex became the prototypical alpha male, even her voice was losing any trace of femininity. Dan was a meek little guy while Bruce was a total flamer. More than once he'd patted Shaun's ass at parties. He heard her start to order him again so he quickly unzipped her pants. When he pulled them down he ducked back as a long fat black penis flopped out. He flinched and then hesitated before gripping it. He'd never touched any penis but his own and seeing this realistic cock inches from his face made him want to jump up and get away from it. Even though this was a semi-hard rubbery material it had warmed to her body temperature and felt disturbingly real.
"Do it, bitch! Suck my dick," she hissed.
Shaun thought about how Alex had given him blowjobs and licked the shaft before opening his mouth and taking the spearlike head in.
"Oooohhhh, yesssss. Suck it bitch," Alex sighed as she watched her macho husband's lips wrap around a cock. She grabbed his hair and thrust her hips into his mouth. He pushed back after just a third of her cock entered his mouth. "You can do better than that," she said, "I took all of you down my throat, don't wimp out," she said as he choked.
Shaun pushed his mouth further onto the fat shaft trying to stifle the gagging reflex and soon was bobbing his head on the warm fleshy shaft.
Alex was feeling the base of the cock rubbing against her clit and had her knees spread wide as she humped against Shaun's face. "Oh, fuck!" she panted as 2/3s of the 12" cock was going down Shaun's throat. "God damn, Shaun, your first time? You're a natural-born cocksucker unless you've been keeping things from me," she said in a rough voice.
Shaun shook his head but thought back to high school when he and a bunch of his buddies had gotten drunk on their senior camping trip. A few of the guys had been frustrated as there were no girls around and he'd come close to caving in after watching most of the guys pairing up to suck each other's cocks. His desire and the beers brought him as close as he'd ever been. If there had been an even number of guys he might have different memories from that night. He had felt both relief that he'd resisted the urge and disappointment he'd not had the balls to at least try it. Now here he was sucking the largest cock he'd ever seen.
Alex's tingling became more and more intense and she grabbed Shaun's head and thrust her cock down his throat as she came.
Shaun was pushing back on Alex's hips as she slammed into his face and was close to passing out when she finally relaxed her grip and staggered back. He bent over and coughed as he tried to get air back in his lungs while Alex grabbed a tissue to clean up.
"You need to practice. Trust me, with repetition comes the ability to deep throat. OK, let's get you dressed so you can make dinner. I'm grabbing a beer and tuning into Sportscenter," she said as she zipped up her pants. She patted him encouragingly on his back as she went over to the bed and pulled out another item.
Shaun was finally able to get his breathing under control and stood up. Alex was holding a blonde wig.
"Here, we need to get you looking more like the woman I deserve. I'm going to have the prettiest trophy wife on my arm at the party. There. Wow! You look so pretty," she smiled as she studied her results. "A bit of makeup and you'll be the belle of the ball," she said with satisfaction. She patted her husband on his cheek, "Damn! Tomorrow night, I'm taking my babe out to a nice place to eat and I want you to wear something low-cut. I need to show off my sweet little pussy."
Shaun groaned inside and went over to put on his pants but Alex stopped him. "Babe, come on. Look pretty for me," she said. She went over and pulled off a summer dress he'd never seen before. "We shaved your legs, hell, show off that cute cunt of yours," she said as she tossed him a red thong. "Get rid of those panties, from now on my baby is going to be flaunting it." She watched in satisfaction as her previous alpha male husband quickly complied with her orders.
Shaun didn't like feeling the butt floss between his ass-crack but felt a rush as Alex nodded approvingly. It was strange how he couldn't even feel his junk and the thong looked as if it were on a real woman.
"Good girl, Sportcenter starts in 5, so get pretty for me and then get me a beer," Alex said in a disturbingly deep voice.
Shaun finished dressing and looked in the mirror. He couldn't help but feel proud of how he looked. There was a very hot-looking woman with large breasts, a narrow waist, and flared hips. But it was his legs he admired most. He'd always been the proverbial leg man, admiring long slender creamy legs imagining what treasure was to be found up between them. He felt the same thing looking at his legs. He started for the door but saw the shoe box on the bed. He opened it and saw the red 4" heels. They looked to be his size. He sat on the bed and wrestled them on and even though they were tight, they fit. He gingerly teetered over to the mirror and groaned. He thought his legs looked good before...fuck! he thought.
"Babe! Where's my beer?" Alex yelled from the living room, "You women take hours to get ready," she added.
Shaun hurried out of the bedroom...hurried as quickly as he could move in the spikes, "Sorry. I was just finishing up," he said quickly. He'd have to wear these every day after work to get used to walking in them if they were to pull this off. He pulled a beer out of the fridge and poured it into a glass. Alex hated beer, often turning her head when he'd gone to kiss her after he'd had one. She was definitely going all the way with this. She glanced at him ignoring the work he'd put in to look good for her. He smiled as she accused him of doing that exact same thing. In the back of his mind, he prayed she'd revert once they won this but another voice was saying a lot can happen in two weeks.
As Shaun headed for the kitchen, Alex felt her pussy throb seeing those long, shapely legs and the tight ass on her husband. She let out a low whistle and winked at Shaun when he turned. "Thanks for the beer, babe, what's for dinner?"
Every weekday morning, Shaun dressed in his khakis and polo shirts but as soon as he arrived home, he went and changed. He was getting better at walking in the heels finding if he shortened his stride it was easier. His normal stride was 3' but with heels, it was closer to 2'.
A week before the party, he was in the kitchen making lasagna. Alex no longer laid out clothes for him and he'd picked out a tight white blouse and a black skirt. He tucked his junk up finding it easier each time to do. He'd checked out YouTube and found ways to tape his genitals up and under so it didn't require the gaff. He was wearing a black thong under the skirt remembering his college roommate's observations about the girl's choice of colors:
White. Most likely saving herself. Little chance of getting past 2nd base...and how the hell did you discover they were white?
Blue. 2nd base? You're dreaming and you might be a God for being the first guy to see the color
Flesh colored. 3rd base, but on the outside only.
Red. 3rd base for sure and a chance to steal home. Check for the dark red spot to see if you can round third.
Black. Why did you waste money on dinner? A sure score.
None. Why the fuck are you even checking the meaning?
He chuckled remembering his words as he had with just about every date he'd been on. The strange thing was, it held true too many times to be just a joke. He was layering the ricotta cheese when Alex came into the kitchen. Lately, she'd been getting more and more into her role of the alpha male having him suck her cock every night. She insisted that he learn to deep-throat by the party. Margo was sure to humiliate all the men while letting all the women have their fun.
"Damn, babe, I've been checking out that ass of yours all evening," she said as she pulled up the back of his skirt, "Fuck me, babe. Black thong? You little slut," she purred as she pressed her hard cock between his ass-cheeks.
Shaun has learned to react as a woman and bent over allowing better access. He groaned as Alex kissed the back of his neck and then nibbled on his ear lobe. Then she pulled back and yanked down the thong.
"Don't fucking move, babe. You've been teasing me with the fine ass of yours all week," she said in her deep voice.
Shaun felt a vulnerability he'd never experienced before feeling the cool air on his ass and asshole. He groaned as his wife grabbed a bottle of extra virgin olive oil knowing what was coming.
Alex stroked her husband's ass, "Who would have thought? They actually named a product right for once," she giggled. She poured some of the oil onto her palm before rubbing it between his cheeks. Then she plunged a finger into his ass, pouring more onto her hand. She assumed Shaun would jump away and she had an entire argument telling him she was sure that if it came down to a final few couples, Margo would want to see how far they'd go. But Shaun just opened his stance and leaned over more. "I love fucking your tight cunt, baby, my cunt to use as I want," she said huskily. She stroked her strap-on getting it nice and slick.
Shaun just moaned as his wife pushed a second finger into his ass. His virtuous Christian wife would never have used that word. She rarely said pussy often referring to her vagina as her privates or bits. Then he felt the oil running down the insides of his thighs and calves. At first, he assumed she'd go through the motions but this was past that. He gritted his teeth a voice in the back of his mind wondering why the fuck he was allowing this. Then he knew the answer, he'd been wondering what took Alex so long as she'd humped his ass dozens of times since they started this.
Alex pulled her fingers out of his ass, lined up the dildo, and pressed the fat head against his slick puckered bud. She expected resistance but it took less force than she thought and soon felt a pop as the flared head entered his rectum.
"Of fuck!" Shaun groaned. "It's too big...ow," he said. At least, she was wearing the smaller cock that fit into her pants better. She'd tried the 12" one but it was as if she had a baseball bat in her pants. Then he felt the mass pull out but plunge in again, deeper this time. The stinging wasn't as bad but still stung. He always wondered what it would feel like though he would never admit that to anyone. Soon his sphincter relaxed and Alex was thrusting into him as hard as he used to fuck her.
"That's it, babe, take my cock. You like it, Don't you? Tell me how much you like getting fucked by a huge cock."
It was as if Alex had become another person, a true male her voice was so raspy, so deep. "Yes...fuck! Your cock feels so good," he groaned. Then he had a thought, "You can't cum inside me, I'm not on the pill...please don't cum inside me..."
Alex reached around grabbing the soft tits on his breastplate as she thrust harder, "I'll try, babe, but I've never felt a tighter cunt before," she panted into his ear.
Shaun wished he hadn't tucked his cock and balls up as he thought how incredible it would feel if he could stroke his cock while being fucked in the ass. He then wondered if he were gay. He'd been repulsed by the idea that men do this with each other, but wow! It felt incredible. He'd have to tell Alex when he saw her...then he let out a laugh. This was Alex and not some guy. How deep was he getting into this whole role-play thing?
Alex enjoyed getting blown by Shaun but this amount of contact between the strap-on and her clit was many times better, rougher. She could feel her tingling growing inside her and not caring that she was supposed to pull out, slammed deep into his rectum and cried out, "Oh fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck," she panted as the wonderful releases pulsed through her. She thrust hard with each of the powerful waves until she felt the last one ebb away.
Shaun was feeling frustrated as his wife collapsed onto his back, her cock buried deep in his ass. She was breathing deeply wanting the party to be over so he'd get his. At least, she allowed him the periodic fuck but she insisted that any macho sexual acts would terminate the sessions. She wanted him not to act the submissive wife, but to be the submissive wife. So, while he'd had periodic relief he was ready to explode.
Alex roused herself and stood up. She pulled her hips back and slapped Shaun's ass. "Thanks, babe. Clean up and grab me a beer. Let me know when dinner's ready. Oh, tonight I'm going for a few beers with the guys," she said.
Shaun looked at his wife, 'Going for a few beers with the guys...? The guys she met after work?' She was already out of the kitchen after cleaning her cock and tossing the dishtowel onto the counter.
After dinner, Alex stood up. "Thanks, that was great. You've become a wonderful cook. OK, I'm meeting a few of the other teachers for some drinks. I told some of them about the party when they asked why I cut my hair. Anyhow, they want to see if I can pull it off," she said.
Shaun shook his head, "just guys? You're going to a bar with other men...as a man?"
Alex scowled, "How would it look if I went out with a bunch of women. Of course, it's guys," she shook her head. "Don't wait up, love you, babe," she said as she kissed him on the cheek.
Shaun considered going over to the bar as he knew it well but it would be strange to show up looking like he did...but also strange to show up as Shaun, the man while his wife was role-playing.
He was asleep by the time his wife crawled into bed next to him. She smelled like beer and was wearing the strap-on. She nuzzled against him.
"Babe, you awake?" she asked as she stroked his nipples. She pressed the cock between his ass and humped into him, "I've been thinking about you all night." She slid her hand down and found his stiff cock, "Ooooohhhh, you are awake and I mean really awake. I've never felt you so wet," she said as she stroked the smooth shaft. She was playing this role reversal to the end. Then she reached back for something and he felt a cool gel being fingered into his ass. A couple of weeks ago he'd have jumped out of the bed demanding what the fuck she was doing but now he let out a soft moan and took it.
Shaun had been asleep but not after images of Alex dancing with some of the women at the bar who were there to get picked up, or letting the guys touch her and feel her braless tits. He'd been hard all night and when she pushed him onto his back to crawl on top of him he wanted her to do whatever she wanted. It was strange feeling her cock against his but he didn't care as he stroked her amazingly erect nipples.
Alex was kissing him while humping against him. She grabbed his ankles, pushing them up, and without saying a word he pulled them up to outside his shoulders. What a change in the man over the past couple of weeks. From turning his head away whenever she presented him with her cock to eagerly opening his mouth and today, opening his ass without question. They were going to win this thing. She told him that once the party was over, they'd go back to their traditional roles but she wondered if they could.
Shaun would never admit it to anyone but he'd enjoyed being taken by her in the kitchen and had been mostly hard all evening replaying how she fucked him. He was wondering what came over him in the last couple of weeks. He spent hours practicing sucking cock until he no longer had any gag reflex. He could easily deep-throat her 7" cock and mastered taking the 12" one as long as he lay on his back with his head hanging down. Now, here he was spreading his legs as his wife lined up her cock against his lubed anus.
Alex had been horny all night hearing the increasingly lewder comments from her male teachers. Steve even went so far as to pinch her erect nipples saying as a guy, she should expect that. Soon, all six of the men were touching her breasts making comments about how great her pecs were, and asking how much can she bench press. She could still feel all their hands on her tits as she thrust her hips. She heard him happily sigh as her cock popped inside his ass. She pulled back before slamming all the way inside him.
Shaun let out a long moan as the 7" cock plunged into his rectum. He lifted his ass, pulling his ankles up so she could go deeper. Soon the bed was thumping against the wall as Alex pounded into his ass.
"Go on, baby, play with your pussy while I fuck you. I know you want to," she panted. She couldn't get over how perfectly the harness rubbed her clit as she fucked him, or when he sucked her off...but this was far better.
Shaun let go of his right leg and gripped his cock. She'd told him he couldn't jerk off until after the party so he'd been building up a lot of frustration. He knew all the frustration was going to be splattered all over his chest soon. Christ! Her cock felt incredible plowing deep into his rectum wondering why he'd been so adamant about her never touching him there?
Alex looked down at her husband rapidly fisting his cock and felt the room start to spin. Perhaps it was the three drinks or the feeling she had all night but everything boiled up at once and she cried out she was cumming, back arched and her head back.
Shaun could feel Alex's orgasm through the hard cock in his ass. It was almost as if she were vibrating. As his wife grunted loudly he suddenly came releasing a stream of cum up onto his chest, almost to his neck. He stroked hard and jet after jet splashed onto his chest and stomach. As he felt the last few dribbles trickle out, Alex was letting out her last few satisfied groans. He let go of his cock and ankle and caught his wife as she passed out onto his creamed torso. He stroked her back not concerned he was smearing the cum on his hand onto her bare back. They'd have to shower before getting back to sleep as it was. He could feel the cock in his ass slide out as he was no longer pivoting his pelvis and he swore he could feel cum trickling out of his gaping asshole.
Alex went into a series of the most erotic dreams she'd ever had. There were cocks, real and fake being thrust at her from every direction, aiming at every hole. Small ones were trying to penetrate her ears, and her nostrils while larger ones were fighting to get access to her anus, her pussy, and her mouth. It wasn't a nightmare at all, it was amazingly arousing, tempting that they all wanted to fuck her. The dreams were interrupted as she felt firm hands stroking her back.
Shaun was wondering if they would sleep like that and become fused together by morning when Alex stirred. "Hey, babe. You must have had an incredible orgasm," he said as he kissed her.
It took Alex a few seconds to remember where she was. She looked at her husband and kissed him back, "Sorry. I must have passed out. Was I out long?"
Shaun shook his head, "A minute or two. Come on. We need to shower," he said slapping her ass gently. 'Damn! I miss her ass,' he thought.
After cleaning up the couple lay in bed holding each other, "I think you like being a woman. After Saturday are you sure you want to stow away all your pretty things?" she asked.



Shaun thought about it and shook his head, "Maybe once in a while it might be fun...you know, variety," he sighed.
Shaun got home the next day and went to change. On the bed was a small box with a note. "Please add this to your beautiful fashion style. It will be the crowning touch." He opened it and looked curiously at it. It wasn't big, a three-dimensional spade-shaped thing, chrome plated with a jewel at one end. He read the card and groaned. It's a fucking butt plug. He'd heard of these but never saw one. He read further and it made sense. It prepares the anus plus it stimulates the prostate. Then he remembered feeling Alex fucking his ass and it had to be his prostate that she was hitting.
He followed the instructions and stood naked, his back to the mirror. He could see the jewel if he leaned over. Why had she got one with a pink gem? They came in all colors. What message was she sending? he wondered. He decided no one but her would ever see it and tucking his balls and cock under, pulled on his thong and the pretty white dress they'd picked up.
Shaun was preparing dinner when Alex returned home. She kissed him and then went to change into her outfit. She came into the kitchen, pressing her cock against his ass, holding his body to hers. She was grabbing his large breasts, pinching the nipples as she purred into his ear.
"Tomorrow, I want to put makeup on my beautiful wife. I picked up a stunning red lipstick, eyelash extensions, mascara," she ground against him, "You're going to be the hottest babe around when I get through with you," she said before licking his ear. "I can't wait to show you off," she panted.
Shaun felt a throbbing as Alex left to go turn on Sportscenter.
Alex looked up and smiled as Shaun brought her a beer without being asked. "I was thinking I'd take my beautiful wife out to dinner tomorrow night. You've been working so hard cooking dinner every night. Tomorrow we'll let someone wait on you," she said.
Shaun was about to reply but Alex had turned back to the replay of the Cavs Celtics game as she took a long sip of beer.
That night, Alex had Shaun suck her cock before he offered her his ass. She rewarded him with a handjob while spooning him before kissing him goodnight and rolling over.
When Shaun got home from work, Alex was already there. After he got changed into a yellow flimsy dress that was cut all the way up the right side to his hip, she sat him down. He resisted fidgeting while Alex worked on his face. It took 45 minutes but she finally stepped back, a huge smile on her face. Shaun stood and looked in the bathroom mirror and gasped. He didn't recognize himself. The face in the mirror was of a sultry seductress. Bright red lips, dark outlines around his eyes, a blush on his cheeks making his cheekbones look higher, more pronounced.
"Come on, babe. We're going to DelMonica's. You can have wine, I want you to be energetic in bed tonight," she said happily, "but compliant. I plan on getting lucky with my slutty babe."
They were seated immediately and as they were led to the back corner, Shaun could feel eyes on him. It was as if no one knew he wasn't a she. The Maître d' held his chair, not Alex's. When the waiter came over, Alex ordered white wine for Shaun and a whiskey, neat for her.
Alex dominated the conversation, telling Shaun about work and how supportive the men were while urging him to drink his wine. He resisted spitting it out at first but sipped it as if he liked it. She told him that this was the most common drink ordered by housewives. Alex told the waiter to refill Shaun's wine glass twice, getting a wink and a smile from the man. He was starting to tolerate the sweet liquid.
They made it through the entire meal without either slipping out of their roles. When they left, Shaun again felt eyes on his chest and on the long strip of flesh exposed up to his right hip. He couldn't wear a thong as it would show and he felt naked. Was this how women felt when they went commando? he wondered. He was also proud of himself...he
walked on 4" spikes through the maze of tables without stumbling once...after three glasses of wine.
That night, Alex took charge as she stroked his chest before peeling off the dress. Then she pushed him to his knees, holding his head as she thrust her hips driving her cock deep into his throat. "That's it, baby, suck my cock. Damn! I scored big time finding a cute slut like you," she panted.
Shaun should have been pissed and humiliated but instead, he felt a surge of pride. No guy there would be able to deep-throat a cock, not even Theo...unless Dan insisted on multiple training sessions. He slid a hand up under her button-down dress shirt to play with her nipples. They were always impressive, sticking out a half inch, but it seemed that tonight, they were closer to 3/4 of an inch. Then he wondered how she would try to hide these. She always wore bras, not for support but with sufficient padding to keep these in check. He let Alex fuck his face until he heard her grunt that she was cumming. He pulled on her nipples feeling his lips bruise. Illogically, he regretted that his lipstick was ruined and wondered if he should reapply it.
Alex felt the last waves fade and staggered back. She took a minute to get the rubber out of her legs before looking at her disheveled husband. She lifted her husband to his feet, "Fuck me, you're the best cocksucker I've ever been with," she said. "Come on, let's get you into bed so I can fuck your brains out."
Shaun meekly followed his wife into the bedroom and then let her undress him. She led him to the bed and rather than get on his back she pointed to the middle of the bed and ordered him to get on his hands and knees.
"Good girl," she praised. "You're going to blow away all the other husbands, in more ways than one," she chuckled. "And your jewel looks so pretty in your ass," she said, "You never said, did you like your present?"
Shaun groaned as his wife pulled the plug from his ass, "Yes, it feels good inside me. It makes me feel sexy." Then he pressed his face into the mattress wishing she'd undone the tape holding the tucking but knew what she was doing. She was preparing him for whatever came up at the party. If they win this it will have been worth it...if not... He started to think it was a terrible trial but he couldn't admit that. "Oooohhh, fuck!" he groaned as he felt what had to be the 12" dildo pop into his ass. She'd never used that one on him before and even after wearing the butt plug it stung.
Alex gripped her husband's ass cheeks as she watched more and more of the long black shaft disappear into his rectum. His gasps were softening to low deep moans and he now sounded like a man getting fucked in the ass. She wanted to tell him to sound more like a woman but it was a turn-on hearing him grunt and push back as if wanting more. Then she saw his hand reach under them so he could stroke his cock. She'd have to scold him later for taking the tape off but for now, she was going to focus on the wonderful feelings this was giving her.
The searing pain faded and the textured fat shaft was pressing hard against his prostate and as she more aggressively fucked him his throbbing cock ripped away the tape and sprung free. He barely touched his cock before the aching in his balls crescendoed and he splashed cum all over the bedcovers.
Alex smiled as she saw how turned on Shaun was. The transformation into a slutty woman was almost complete. She felt as a couple, they'd be unbeatable but there was one more trial to go. Was he still stoking his cock? He already came. He must be truly into this if he's still hard.
Shaun's cock stayed erect and finally felt what it was like to have multiple orgasms. Just as Alex cried out she was cumming, she slammed deep inside his ass triggering his second orgasm.
The couple flopped onto their sides, Alex stroking the soft spongy silicone breasts. After this was over, she planned on wearing this thing. She felt stabs of jealousy seeing the men stare openly at Shaun's tits. No man ever looked at her that way. Then she remembered Shaun released his cock without her permission. "I should spank you for undoing your cock. You can't break character or we'll lose Saturday."
Shaun whined, "I didn't. The tape came loose...I swear. I didn't do it. I'll make sure to use the gaff at the party."
Alex pulled the long shaft out of his ass. 'Holy shit! How fucking long is this thing,' she thought as she had to pull her ass away farther to get the entire thing out of him. "OK. But we would lose if you did that again," she sighed. "I'm going to clean up while you remake the bed," she said, "I should make you sleep on it since I always have to sleep in the wet spot."
The Friday before the party, Alex got home and kissed her wife, "You look good enough to eat," she said. It was a warm day and Shaun had put on a crop top which made his E-cup boobs stand out, along with tight white shorts. She stroked his mound and kissed the side of his neck, "Much better. More tape?" she asked.
Shaun nodded, "But I blame you. No tape is going to withstand the fucking you gave me last night. I could barely walk around at work today," he moaned. Then he turned and palmed her chest, "But remember this, what goes around, comes around. Sunday, you'd better be ready for the fucking of your life. I think you've gotten into this a lot more than you expected."
Alex nodded, "As did you. You sure were eager to get your ass fucked last night. I'm tempted to tell the guys on your rugby team about your new proclivities," she whispered.
Shaun wanted to protest but a surge of hormones swept through him thinking about it, but he collected himself, "You know, that's where this is a bit unfair. If I tell your friends how you've taken on the male role, you'd get high-fives...except for your church group, that is. Whereas, if you tell the guys...fuck! Please don't," he sighed.
Alex stroked his ass, "Never. I'd be furious if you let anyone else fuck you. This pussy is mine and mine alone," she said.
Shaun shook his head, she was totally into the alpha male role, would she drop it after the party? Did he want her to drop it, was the next question he asked.
After dinner, Alex got up and stretched, "I'm going out for beers with the guys again. Get changed, they said they wanted to meet you," she smiled.
Shaun blanched, "What? I can't go out with...they know who I am."
Alex frowned at her husband, "Sure they do. I told them about the party...you think I'm going as a guy and you're not going as a woman? They know you're just doing this to win the contest. They think it's really great how much you're into it. You'll like them. They won't be judging you." Then she looked sterner, "If you can't do this with people I trust, how are you going to go to the party where you won't know most of them?"
Shaun nodded, "What should I wear?"
The couple showed up at the bar and half the conversations in the room faded as they saw the beautiful, busty blonde come in. She was wearing a white sundress, and her makeup was done to accentuate her eyes and lips. More than one guy had his arm slapped by their dates as they gawked.
Alex smiled and waved to her fellow teachers in the back corner. All the men stood as the couple approached, "Guys, this is Shaun, my beautiful wife," she said. "Shaun, this is Alan, Zach, Byron, Tom, Matt, and Lance. Sorry, we're late," she rolled her eyes, "I was ready in five minutes, but you know women," she sighed.
Shaun liked but didn't like how the men looked at him. He felt like a piece of meat but it was also flattering to be appreciated. Then he felt pride that even though they knew they liked what they saw. He found himself between two of the guys while Alex sat across from them at the large round table. As instructed, he ordered a glass of house white while Alex ordered an IPA. He was starting to enjoy the slightly sweet wine and wondered if Alex was getting past her dislike of the hoppy brews. She insisted they cover all the bases and swallowing disgusting things was a small price to pay. She had smirked when saying the word 'swallowing.'
The waitress brought their drinks and smiled at Shaun. At first, he thought she was treating him as a woman but her smile made it obvious she was in on the ruse.
"I talked to Ed and he told me to open up the private room for you folks tonight," she said with what looked to be a knowing smile, "We thought it would be good to have a little privacy this week," she said. "It was tough explaining to some of the customers what you guys were doing last week."
Shaun realized the group had to have been a bit loose last week. What did Alex do with these guys? he wondered. They got up and followed the pretty redhead through a door into a room lined with padded seats and a table in the middle. Zach and Byron led Shaun over to one of the comfortable couches, sitting on either side. Alex was across with two of the other guys.
Zach spoke first, "We're really impressed. Alex showed us pictures of you in your rugby gear and at the beach. Not saying it's a bad thing, but fuck! I'd do you right here," he smiled. He felt Shaun's smooth legs, "Wow! You are really all in on this." When Shaun made no move to stop him he let his hand slide under the hem of the dress.
Byron laughed, "She's married." But he felt his other leg. "Did you wax?" he asked. "How far did you go?"
"Guys, leave her alone," Alex joked, "she's pretty shy. On the other hand, you could help us out. We want to win this thing and Shaun's been incredible. He's done everything I've asked and I assume he's done it well, haven't you sweetie?" she smiled over.
Shaun didn't like how erect his wife's nipples were, and she was looking flushed. What was happening here?
"Honey, tell them what skills you've learned," Alex said more firmly.
Shaun blushed, "Um, I learned to suck cock...to..." he looked at Alex as if begging to stop but her look told him to go on, "...bend over and take it from behind." Then he felt more confident as he saw the men nodding as if impressed, "I learned to deep-throat even her 12" cock," he said more proudly.
Just then, the waitress came back in with another round of drinks. She checked out the men's hands on Shaun's thighs and how comfy Alex looked with two of the other men. She set the drinks down in front of each and looked over at Alex, "Thanks for inviting me to help out. Ed gave me the night off," she said.
Shaun looked surprised when the waitress pulled off her apron and sat between the last two men. He quickly glanced down as Zach's hand found his crotch with his tucked-away genitals. "How the hell did you...where's your junk?"
Alex smiled, "Show them," she said, "I swear you have to get down and check between her legs to tell she has male parts." Shaun didn't move, "Babe. We talked about this. Go on. Stand up and pull up your dress, you should be proud. You've put a lot of work into this."
Shaun stood up and faced the two men. He then pulled his dress up to his waist showing his black thong.
"Go on guys, touch her. Feels like a real pussy, doesn't she?" Alex said firmly. "In fact, check out her tits. Those feel fucking amazing."
The six guys came over, some grabbing his silicone breasts and pinching the fat nipples. others stroking between his legs. Matt was fascinated by Shaun's ass and looked at Alex, "He waxed and shaved his ass or was he always like this?"
Alex shook her head, "She's been shaving every day, without fail. Doesn't she have a great ass? Hey, I just thought. Shaun's been a great cocksucker but I'm no expert. I mean, she can deepthroat anything I've given her but can you guys help us out? Give us constructive criticism? Babe, get on your knees and show these guys what you've learned...babe! We talked about this. Do it," she said firmly when Shaun looked over with a panicked look on his face.
Shaun dropped down and saw a circle of pronounced bulges in front of him. This wouldn't be bad, he thought, he'd handled and sucked the fake ones and none would be as big as that 12" one Alex picked up. He unzipped one of the pants in front of him and was pleased to see just 6" pop out. This would be nothing, he thought.
Alex turned to the waitress, "Hey babe, I never got your name," she said as she stroked her face. "Aren't you a cute little package," she smiled as she ran her hands onto the girl's tight ass.
"Alice," the girl giggled. Then she kissed Alex, gingerly at first, and then drove her tongue into her mouth. Then she pulled back, "Damn! Last week when you suggested this I didn't think he'd do it but wow!" she said.
Shaun was easily deep-throating the man as he played with his balls, but as he heard zippers he reached over to stroke two of the guys while sucking the third.
Alex ran her hand up Alice's torso to her breasts and sighed, "She'll do anything I tell her to do. She's a great cuntlicker too. But right now that's what I want to do," she said. "You made sure to have the prettiest cameltoe, didn't you?"
Alice giggled, "I wondered who noticed."
Shaun saw Alex kneel between the waitress's thighs and pull her pants down. She was going to lick pussy? She found that repulsive and sinful. Then he felt hands on his head and the man was groaning softly. Shaun felt panic, was he going to cum in his mouth? His cock was buried down his throat when he had his answer. A hot jet shot down his gullet as the guy came. Shaun had to swallow or choke so he quickly swallowed all the man had to give.
Matt stepped back, knees wobbly, and smiled over at Alex whose mouth was clamped to the beautiful redhead's pussy. "Damn! Best blowjob ever. No bitch has ever deep-throated me before," he said, "And he swallows. You did a great job training him, Alex."
Alex looked over and smiled, her cheeks glistening with the girl's juices. "I'm glad to hear that. I just wasn't sure. Great job, sweetie. Now take care of my other friends while I fuck this nice piece of ass." She looked up at Alice and pulled off her top before pushing her onto the couch. Soon she was kneeling in front of the first naked woman she'd ever been this close to. She licked the girl's pussy while grabbing her perky tits, "Wow! You are fucking hot!" she sighed.
Alice moaned softly as she opened her legs wide. She was no lez virgin but this was the first woman acting like a man who was pleasuring her. Alex must have done this before as she did this circular motion with her tongue, hitting her clit and then pushing inside. She would need to remember that when getting with her girlfriends.
Alex sucked on her clit, flicking the tip of her tongue gently on the nub before standing. She looked down at the girl with the palest nipples she'd ever seen plump but perky tits and a flaming red bush. How on Earth could a body like that ever repulse her? She pushed her pants down before pulling off her polo shirt.
She watched in fascination as Alex stripped naked, her 7" strap-on popping out. Alice stroked the shaft and smiled, "I guess I won't insist on a rubber." She licked the realistic cock and smiled up at Alex, "I had no idea you were Jewish," she giggled. Then she sucked her cock deep into her mouth trying to match what Shaun was doing. She wasn't turned off seeing the woman's hairy pits or untrimmed pussy. She knew Alex was going for the full effect of being a man. It turned out to be incredibly arousing.
The men had pulled off Shaun's dress exposing his realistic-looking silicone breasts. They all had to squeeze and feel the large soft mounds. One of the men laughed as he noticed the bright pink gem nestled between his ass cheeks. He looked over at Alex who was proudly fucking the waitress's face and smiled. "Guys, did you ever think the head of our Science Department would be so fucking kinky?" he asked.



Alex looked over, "It's just natural...biological," she chuckled. "There's Vaseline in my bag," she said before pulling the girl's mouth off her cock. "He prefers it on his hands and knees." She turned to Alice, "Get on your back. I can use this," she stroked her cock, "or I can fuck you with the 12" one in my bag," she smiled. "It's big, fat, and black."
Alice groaned, "That one...the black one," she panted as she looked over at the bag.
Alex passed Lance who stopped and took her shoulders to study her naked body. He stroked her chest showing appreciation for her impressive nipples, "if you decide to have an open marriage after tomorrow, let me know. You have the most incredible nipples I've ever seen," he said softly to her, "...but," he stroked her cock, "you can leave this at home." Then he pulled his hand back, "OK. I'm not doing that again."
Alex smiled as Lance grabbed the tub of lube and went back over to the couch. By the time she attached the long cock to the harness, Shaun was on his hands and knees being spit-roasted. Lance was grinning at Matt as he pounded his cock into Shaun's ass and Matt fucked her husband's face. "Guys, don't leave too many bruises, we have the party tomorrow night, but she does like it rough."
Alice's eyes were like saucers as Alex came over, the long cock bouncing with each step. She'd fantasized about a huge cock but those were 9" or 10" long. And none was as fat. She put both hands on it, thinking she'd not completely cover it even with four hands. Then she opened her mouth wide and pulled the black shaft between her lips. She licked the head and could feel the realistic pee hole. Then she took the head into her mouth, her jaw protesting. It took a few minutes before her jaw adapted but even so, she could take just a third of the massive length.
Alex stroked the girl's hair, "Get it nice and wet so I can fuck your pretty little brains out," she said in her deep voice.
Shaun felt Lance's orgasm before he heard him grunt. He couldn't turn his head with a half-foot of cock spearing his mouth but he could hear the waitress's happy cry as Alex fucked the girl. He wished he could see it but they positioned him so his ass was facing where his wife and the girl were. Matt was holding his head as he thrust his cock into his mouth. He made sure to keep his teeth off the shaft and to use his tongue to stimulate his cock. He wanted to hear how great a cocksucker he was.
Lance groaned and slid his cock out of Shaun's ass. He'd never tried an ass before but this wouldn't be the last time. He looked at the gaping hole with a stream of cum seeping out but was pulled away by the Calculus teacher.
Alan moved behind Shaun's ass and plunged his cock into the man's ass...but from this angle and seeing how silky smooth his skin was, he had no problem imagining it was a woman's ass. He'd never done anal and he was amazed at how tight the man's sphincter was around his cock, even after being fucked. This was great, he thought.
Alice stopped pushing against Alex's hips as her pussy adapted to the incredible girth but could only take 2/3 of the entire length into her pussy. It seemed like it was the entire foot. She'd never felt any guy hit her cervix like this nor had any guy filled her so full of cock. She was fascinated by the puffy, erect nipples on the woman. She'd never been remotely attracted to another woman but when she'd waited on the group the previous week, one of the men suggested Alex seduce the girl while her husband practiced sucking their cocks. This turned out to be the most erotic thing she'd ever imagined. She looked over at Shaun taking a cock in his ass and deep-throating another guy...could this get any hotter? she thought. Then she thought about her situation...the first time a woman dressed as a man went down on her. The first time she'd been fucked with a strap-on.
Alex didn't want to hurt the girl so she fucked her only so hard, but the girl's breasts bounced with each thrust causing her to want to thrust harder. She could see why guys like big tits. They felt great, looked great, and gave wonderful feedback as the woman was being roughly fucked.
Alice felt the world spinning as the long fat cock went deeper and deeper into her sopping pussy and as soon as she felt the harness hit her clit, she exploded.
Alex ground her cock into the girl as arms and legs wrapped around her... writhing against her. The redhead's cries echoed throughout the room. To be the recipient of such intense passion was intoxicating.
Ed came into the room and looked around. This was the most amazing thing he'd ever seen. He put the drinks down and looked at the various acts. He'd seen Alex dozens of times, but obviously never like this. She had the smallest little tits he'd ever seen but the most impressive nipples. His mouth watered thinking about nibbling on them. He often wondered what Alice looked like under her outfits and now he knew. This wouldn't be the last time he'd have that chance...she was a slut at heart even though she said she was happily married.
Then he checked out the trio fucking and sucking. Alex had told him that her husband had been dressing as a woman, but he'd seen few women who looked that good. On top of that, he was really good at sucking cock. He had to get back to the bar but he'd be asking Alex if her husband would suck his cock some night. "On the house," he smiled at the group before leaving. He wanted to stay but he'd be able to review the tapes after closing. After a couple got into a fight a couple of months back, and it was 'he said, she said,' he put in small cameras in four spots in the room. They were motion-activated and there sure was a lot of motion going on in there.
By the end of the night, all six men had fucked Shaun's ass and had cum down his throat. The man was lying on the couch, cum seeping out of his ass almost passed out. Alex and Alice were stroking each other in post-orgasmic bliss.
Ed peered in, "We're closing. Alice, if you want you can lock up," he said.
The redhead kissed Alex once more and stood, "I'll get dressed and help you close up," she said. She looked at Shaun, "I'll get some fresh dishcloths."
When the group got cleaned up and left the room, they saw Ed behind Alice who was bent over the bar. Alex went over, plunging her tongue into the girl's mouth. Then she put a $100 on the bar, "Here's a small tip," she smiled, "and it looks like you're getting more than the tip from behind."
The Party.
Shaun had been nervous all day. He shaved and inspected every inch, every crevis to make sure he missed nothing. When he was satisfied, he pulled on the red satin dress Alex had picked out. He had a matching red thong and red spiked heels. He then allowed Alex to put on his makeup. He looked like a new person...a new woman. He made sure to use the gaff to keep things tucked and admired himself in the mirror. He had the illogical thought that he would love to pick himself up.
Alex was dressed in a sportcoat over khaki pants, a white button-down shirt, and wingtip shoes.
They arrived at Margo's huge house, Alex handing the keys to the valet before going around and opening the door for her wife. "Let's go, dear, it sounds like the party's already well underway."
They were greeted by Margo and her current boyfriend. Neither was in costume. "We're going to be the judges but we'll change. Wow! So far you both have my vote," she grinned. She stroked Alex's chest, "I was wondering. Bandaids?" she asked.
Alex laughed, "Those just pulled right off as soon as they got hard. Duct tape."
Marge looked at Shaun and whistled, "What do you think, Bill? Would you do her?" She felt the silicone breasts, "Amazing. I might borrow these."
Bill grinned, "You know I have eyes only for you, but if I don't see you anywhere, I might have to bend Shaun over the arm of a couch."
They moved into the parlor as other couples arrived. It was obvious two groups were attending this. Some couples just threw on the other's clothes. Men with low-cut dresses, their hairy chests exposed. Some put on lipstick, but that was the extent of their makeup. There were women with their hair tied back in ponytails dressed in polo shirts or wearing suits. They still looked like women but in men's clothing.
In the other group, a much smaller subset were those like Alex and Shaun who went for it. Some went to greater lengths than others. Those would be their competition. Shaun had been worried Alex was a bit too into this, but as he looked around he no longer questioned her judgment.
They grabbed drinks and mingled. Shaun knew very few people. Alex maybe a few more. They saw Thom over by the bar talking to a short man until they realized the short man was a buxom woman with a fake mustache. Thom was dressed almost as convincingly as Shaun but he didn't have the legs...or the body. He looked 6 months pregnant. Shaun was blessed with long, shapely legs that looked great in the red dress.
"Shaun!" Thom smiled as the couple came over. "It took me a while. Fuck me, who knew you could pull something like this off?" he smiled. "We'll see if this beauty is only skin deep."
They teased each other and went through the introductions, but Thom had an air of confidence that made Shaun worry. There was no way he went through the past three weeks for nothing!
After a couple of drinks, and conversations with other couples, they danced. Alex led and they both studied the competition. They felt good about their chances except for Thom and Laura.
Around 10, Margo came out in a tux, Bill in a blue silk dress. She clinked her glass and announced the judging would begin.
"First off, trivia. Ladies...I mean, gentlemen, this is for you. Let's see how well you know sports. While we do that, my wife is going to pull the ladies aside to ask fashion questions"
All the women dressed as men were handed cards and Margo stood behind a dais. "OK. I'm going to ask 20 questions that you men should all know...unless you're a nerd."
Shaun was led into another room and handed cards. He had been reading Vogue, Cosmopolitan, and Elle to get a feeling for what women wanted and thought about but he was pleasantly surprised when he got 16 out of 20.
There were a series of other tests as the 'men' were led outside to toss a football through targets, hit a wiffle ball, and shoot hoops.
The 'ladies' were told to bake muffins, fold laundry, and make a bed.
Around midnight, Margo and Bill stood in front of the group. "The various winners are the Best-looking couple: Shaun and Alex Wright. Best male impersonation: Laura Andrews." She looked at Alex, "Sorry...it was close but," she elbowed Bill, "he broke the tie. OK. Sports Trivia: Alex Wright. 100%! Amazing. Fashion Trivia: Thom Andrews." She smiled at the short man, "Who would have thought, 100%!"
She went on with the other various winners and then gave the tally, "With 180 points each we have a tie. Alex and Shaun Wright...Thom and Laura Andrews. OK, here's what we came up with," she looked at her husband, "for those no longer in the running, you are now voters." She indicated the two couples to come forward. When the four were on either side of her she looked out at the remaining 24 people, "you will each have a chance to verify that our finalists complied with the rules of the game. Alex, Shaun, you will go into the den where you will let each voter check out what you are wearing. If they tell you to strip, you will or you forfeit, Thom, Laura, you will go into the pool room and do the same." She looked out at the eager crowd, "You should all have a vote, At the end, we hopefully will have winners."
Shaun was nervous but Alex looked confident as they went into the den. Two by two the couples came in and had no qualms about touching them everywhere. They were told to strip and get dressed again and after an hour, they were exhausted. Both felt humiliated, especially Shaun as the various couples discovered his butt plug. All were fascinated by it, asking if it hurt or if it felt good. Others loved Alex's dildo and harness. They all knew it was there as she had the obvious bulge all night.
Finally, the last couple left and they went out to the massive living room.
Margo and Bill were tallying up the cards. They looked at each other and started over. "Fuck!" Margo sighed. 12/12." She looked at her husband questioningly. Then she looked back at the group, "I'm afraid we didn't anticipate a tie...perhaps a flip..." she was interrupted by Thom.
"What about a true test? See who can truly be a woman or truly be a man?" he said. "And by that, I mean sexually..."
Shaun looked at Alex, who was nodding. She knew this was going to happen.
Margo and Bill were whispering to each other. Finally, with a nod, Margo spoke. Could we have six volunteers of each biological gender?" Hands went up, but she put her hand out, "Before you put your hand up, we need six women...real women and six men. Thom and Shaun, let's find out how far you'll go to win this," she said. "Your task, if you accept it, is to suck three cocks. You will be rated on how quickly you get your partner off. Bonus points for letting him cum in your mouth, and more if you swallow." A dozen hands went up and Margo looked to Bill.
One of the men asked, "What if it takes me a long time to cum getting sucked, can I fuck his ass?" he asked.
Bill smiled, "OK. Another bonus if you let a guy fuck your ass," he said gleefully. OK, let's see who wants to help out. You, you, you," he pointed to three of the men, "over on the couch on my left. Shaun, they're your challenge. You, you, and you," he said pointing at three more men. "The couch behind me. Thom, you know what to do. John, can you use the timer on your phone? Oh, grab a couple of tubs of Vaseline," he grinned. "I'll take Thom, you take Shaun."
Margo put up her hand, "While we have these ladies showing us their cocksucking skills, I'll need six volunteers. Same thing, Alex and Laura will be timed on how long it will take them to get their partners off. As with the men, fuck them, suck them, whatever it takes. Rimjobs get you extra points."
The two couples were stripped naked and led over to their various couches. The remaining crowd found themselves checking out the four groups. All four stripped and got ready. All the non-participants eagerly gathered around one of the areas, some groups larger than others. Alex winced as she pulled the duct tape off her nipples. She decided if she were exposing herself...
When the contestants were all ready, their heads looking back at Margo they went at it as soon as the woman cried "Go!"
Thom wasted no time as he knelt on the floor, a cock in each hand and the middle one in his mouth. He was sucking rapidly, his head bouncing as he pumped the other cocks. Shaun, on the other hand, nodded to two men before pulling the plug out of his ass. He knelt with his ass in the air as he took a cock into his mouth. He groaned softly as the man behind him lubed him before plunging his cock into his ass. Shaun saw easily deep-throating the man, his pubes tickling his nose. He could hear the gasps from the men and the women along with words of praise.
Thom wasn't able to deep-throat but he was a skilled cocksucker. He did something Shaun wasn't doing as he pushed the middle guy's legs up and stabbed his anus with his tongue. It was obvious he had practiced oral sex on Dan as he seemed skilled at this.
Over on the other side, Alex was fingering two of the women while fucking the third with her long tongue. Then she stood and went over to her bag. She pulled out the 12" cock and stroked it. She looked questioningly at the three women who all nodded eagerly.
The crowd laughed when one of the women on Laura's couch asked if she could switch partners. Laura looked up angrily, "That's not fair," she said.
Margo shook her head, "She was wearing the harness and a cock when she came in. If she's more prepared for this than you are, it's on you."
Shaun could feel the guy fucking him was getting close so he popped the cock out of his mouth and told the guy, "Cum in my mouth, I want the points." when they swapped positions, he ignored the taste and sucked hard and was rewarded with a flood of hot jism down his throat. He groaned happily having gotten one down.
Thom looked over and groaned, "OK. Who wants to fuck my ass?" he asked. There was no way he was going to lose. That was unacceptable after all the practice he did with Dan and his various friends. He thought he had the ace in the hole but this slut Shaun was outdoing him. For the first time in his life, he felt a man's fingers in his ass. Just as he was sucking on the same cock he felt the spongy head press against his ass. He tried to relax but the more the man pushed, the more Thom clenched his sphincter.
The man fucking Shaun's ass groaned and slapped his ass so the two men swapped positions again. Shawn then had a cock shoved into his mouth just as the third man slammed into his ass. He let the two men sync up their fucking his face and ass when he heard a woman cry out she was cumming. 'Who was that? I hope it was Alex getting her off,' he thought. Then the man fucking his face grabbed his head and pumped rapidly as he spewed his hot cream down Shaun's throat. Shaun was swallowing the last of his jism when he heard a muffled agonizing cry from Thom.
Tears were streaming down Thom's face as the guy behind him got impatient and slammed his cock into the tight ass. This caused the man in Thom's mouth to cum as he pressed his crotch fully against his lips. Thom had no choice but to swallow, not that he was going to spit anyhow. He had a lot of fucking and sucking to do to make up time. He wondered how his wife was doing. Was she winning? He hoped so. She had been actively practicing on their maid and the girl told him that Laura was the best she had 'eat my pussy.'
Alex grinned down at the woman who was writhing in pleasure having cum within minutes of being filled with the giant dildo. She then pulled out and the next woman said "Me next. I want to be on top so Alex can play with my boobs." Alex lay on her back while the older blonde sank her pussy onto the long black cock. She looked back at the third woman, licking her lips.
"Holy fuck," the 50-year-old woman riding Alex panted. She looked at a friend, "We're getting one of these." Then she saw the horrified look on her husband's face, "Oh get over yourself. You were pissed you didn't get to fuck her husband," she said.
Laura still hadn't gotten anyone off wishing she could have had three men. Men were easy, touch them, suck them, fuck them...bang! Women needed to be caressed, stroked, made to relax...feel safe. This wasn't that kind of environment, she thought as she plunged a third finger into the brunette's twat.
Shaun was now face down, ass up being pounded by the last man. He knew the guy wanted to take as long as he could after hearing him mumble, "Finally, an ass." He then realized he could help things along so he simultaneously clenched his sphincter and stroked the man's large testicles. That was all it took as the guy quickly pulled out of his ass and knelt on the couch as Shaun took his slimy cock into his mouth. Within 20 seconds, he was swallowing his third load of the night. He finished swallowing and sat back as he heard another woman cry out she was cumming.
Alex could barely breathe with the plump woman's cunt plastered to her face but it didn't stop her from licking furiously. The tits in her hand were bouncing, her nipples scraping against her palms. She never noticed how great breasts felt, at least on another woman. Then the woman cried out she was coming and by the sounds of it and how the woman on her face shifted, they were kissing as her orgasm hit.
Laura felt like crying as she was making no headway on the three women. She should have listened to her husband who told her she needed to be prepared for anything. He said he had, but until now she had no idea he'd learned how to suck cock. Then she heard the last woman Alex was with moan, gasp, and pant as she quietly orgasmed.



Margo looked over at Bill who nodded, "Ladies and ladies...we have our winners. Shaun and Alex get the grand prize of $2,800 and two weeks in Maui." She looked at a frustrated Laura and over at the tear-faced Thom who was staggering to his feet. We have a prize for second place and fittingly, it's a full package at the Westwind Spa. An entire day to get treated like royalty," she smiled.
All the couples came over to congratulate the winners, who stood naked while Margo and Bill handed them their envelopes. Finally, they were allowed to dress and joined some other couples on the couches feeling more drained than they ever had before.
Two men that had just gone through the motions had sat next to Shaun feeling his fake boobs. Alex was on Bill's lap as the man stroked her 12" cock. Margo was taking photos as the couple posed.
Then as people started to gather their things, Margo spoke up. "For those who had too much to drink, we have six guest rooms, for others we have plenty of parking. Please Uber or Lyft. Put this date on your calendar for next year, July 16th. We're going to do this again but rather than Bill and I being the judges, we're going to have Shaun and Alex do the honors. I felt left out and Bill and I will kick all of your asses," she grinned.
That night, neither Alex nor Shaun could sleep. Both were on a high from the events of the night. "You were right. I suspected you were going overboard, maybe exercising some hidden kinks...but we were prepared for everything. They weren't," Shaun said as he kissed his wife.
Alex giggled, "Oh, trust me. I was definitely exercising my hidden kinks. Don't hate me but once we got started on this, I kept thinking of more ways to get off on it. I never thought Margo and Bill would go that far, but wow! You were amazing," she said. "I love you so much."
"Seriously? Sucking off your friends wasn't to make sure I was ready? Letting a half-dozen guys fuck my ass?"
Alex nodded, "But I wouldn't have done any of that if you didn't want it. I've never seen you so happy as when you were being told what to do. I looked it up, and you're what's known as a sub. I have plans for that," she said. "On that note, I want you to get down there, suck my pussy, and don't neglect my ass. That bitch Laura had her tongue deep inside Celeste's ass."
* * *
The party changed everything for Shaun and Alex. Shaun went back to dressing in his normal clothes except he continued to wear thongs. He liked the feeling of the strap between his cheeks. He also inserted the butt plug periodically, that was when Alex wasn't using it.
About once a month, they went out wearing their outfits to see who would notice the subterfuge. Sometimes men would dance with Shaun and be put off when they found out, but surprisingly most seemed excited by the idea. Some nights, Alex sat on a couch or a chair as Shaun was taken by another man. On other nights, Shaun would stroke his cock as Alex 'fucked the brains' out of some woman she picked up. Both morphed naturally into the opposite sex.
21 couples showed up at Margo and Bill's party the following year. This time almost no one simply went through the motions and rather than trivia, baking, and outdoor sports, the contests went straight to testing the couples' sexual abilities.
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In 1836 the Earl and Lady Shropshire had been trying to conceive but for all their efforts, Lady Jane Shropshire remained without child. As this isn't a story about 19th-century British peerage I'll be brief.
Edward Shropshire was in his study, brandy in one hand and a pipe in the other. He looked up as Mary knocked on the door frame.
"Sir? The Lady requests your presence in the bed chamber. She says to tell you it's optimal," the girl said matter-of-factly.
Edward groaned, put down his snifter, put out his pipe, and stood. "Thank you, Mary. I would give anything to get back to even a little spontaneity," he chuckled. "Sorry, you don't need to hear that."
"Sir? If I may..." the girl blushed.
"You may. Please," the man said as he stopped by the girl.
"Sir? My cousin is part of the Roma community and, well..." she faltered. A lot of the upper classes despised the Roma calling them thieves and vagabonds.
Edward smiled kindly, "Terrific craftsmen. So...your cousin?" he asked.
"She and her husband were trying to be with child and they ordered Irish linen...from Lisburn, sir. It's a...um spiritual place. Anyhow, she made a dress from it, and when she and her husband made another attempt they were successful." Mary paused, "Can't say for sure if it was the dress...but..."
Ed chuckled, "Just by putting on the dress? Not to be indelicate but did they attempt to make the baby while she wore the dress or did she don it and...?" he asked. Seeing the girl blush, he chuckled, "Sorry. Did she say why the dress? Did it increase ardor?"
Mary shook her head, "It has properties. Linen from Lisburn has been known to have special healing powers so she...they thought perhaps it would work in other ways, Sir," she finished.
Edward clapped the girl on the shoulder, "I'll keep that in mind. I've heard the Roma have otherworldly beliefs but who's to say which sets of beliefs are otherworldly and which are worldly," he said kindly. "Thank you, Mary. Thank you for thinking of us. I'll think it over."
Six months later, Edward stopped Mary in the hallway, "What we talked about...can you?" he asked.
"Yes, sir. I'll send a letter immediately to my cousin. Um, she had a pink dress and the baby was a girl...perhaps blue?" she said softly.
Edward shook his head, "I like surprises. Can the color be both?"
A month later a package arrived and Edward showed it to Mary with a smile, "As they say, any port in a storm. Regardless of the outcome I do like the fabric," he smiled conspiratorially. The soft material was woven with an intricate pattern of various blues and pinks and regardless of the outcome, the dress would be a thing of beauty.
It took a month but when it was done, it coincided with Lady Jane's birthday and she was so thrilled she had to wear it immediately.
The following month the entire house was celebrating as Lady Shropshire was with child. Nine months later, she gave birth to twins, Edward II and Mary. By that time, the young maid was Jane's Lady's maid and was told to carefully fold up and store the dress and let no one ever try it on. "It's my lucky dress. I'll keep it handy, fresh, and like new for the next time I need something...or someone," she said conspiratorily. "I don't believe in good-luck charms or silly superstitions but this dress just feels special." She never tried it on again as she forgot about it and both Jane and Edward decided after a difficult delivery of the twins that two was plenty to carry on the line.
* * *
Blake Thomas curiously opened the certified letter. It was from a law firm in London. 'Who do I know in England?' Blake mused as he carefully opened the Irish linen envelope. Normally, he'd have ripped the flimsy paper to get at the contents more quickly but something about the quality of the paper made him carefully unseal the flap. He pulled out the single sheet and read it.
Natalie came in from the garage, shaking off the snow, "Wow! It's starting to get really bad out there," she said to her husband. She stopped as she saw he was sitting in the living room, a sheet of paper in his hands. "What's that?" she asked as she poured a glass of wine, "have we been served?" she joked.
Blake looked up and waved the letter, "I'm..we're heirs to," he read the name, "The Clymeford Estate in Shropshire... England," he said.
"What? Where's Shropshire? Never heard of it. Who? Who is your...your what?" she asked.
"A great uncle or something on my Mom's side," Blake said. "It's in the western part of England near Wales. I Googled it and it looks incredible," he said. "They'd like us to come over to sign papers and see the place," he said softly.
Natalie shook her head, "I can't just leave. I've got the EastSide project along with Riverview...fuck! I would like to see this," she sat down next to her husband. "Show me what you found."
She sighed and nodded, "I can...I should go. Let's do it," she said. She felt a tingling in her stomach wondering if this was as much a life-changer as it seemed.
* * *
William Stafford had seen their photos so he recognized the American couple immediately. Natalie Thomas was more beautiful than the images portrayed. The blonde was almost 6' tall with a slender figure. Her flimsy blouse displayed her medium-sized but perky breasts and narrow waist. Her tight jeans showed she had flared hips and long shapely legs. His research told him she was a senior director of a land development company in Pittsburgh.
Blake Thomas was even taller and also very fit. He had reddish-brown hair, broad shoulders, and a narrow waist. No fat on this American, he thought. He was the CIO of a tech company he'd helped start up.
"William Stafford," he put out his hand, "Mr. Thomas? Mrs. Thomas?" he smiled as they came into the concourse. His eyes met each of them as he said their names.
Blake smiled, "Blake, Natalie. Good to meet you," he said shaking the older man's hand.
"I've booked a suite for you at the Kimpton Fitzroy. I think you'll like it," he said, "Bags? Did you check any?" he asked.
The couple shook their heads and patted the carry-ons, "We like to travel light."
William chuckled, "You might not be able to do that going back unless you plan on staying." He led them out of Heathrow to the waiting car, "Have you thought about what was dumped in your lap? It's a jolt, I'm sure. I assume you might want to sell it but don't count out moving there. I'd quit my job in a flash if this fell into my lap," he smiled.
Natalie sighed, "Torn. I want to see the estate but I can't just leave my job. Blake is more open to staying here."
The next day, William offered to drive but they decided to take the train to Shrewsbury where a car was waiting for them. Both Natalie and Blake were amazed at how green everything was even in late March. The rolling hills, stone walls, and narrow roads all had a charm Pittsburgh lacked.
Then they saw the mansion. It was larger than they inferred from the pictures. They couldn't see it from the road and it was only after turning up the drive and cresting a hill did they see the sprawling mansion. Three stories tall and wider than a football field was long. The front steps seemed larger than their house back in Pittsburgh. It was set on a hill with a garden to the back. A huge lawn ran down to a pond...or was it a lake?
"1,290 acres with gardens, a lake stocked with fish if you like fishing," William said, "The house isn't huge, just 93,000 square feet, but has 17 bedrooms, servant's quarters, and a grand hall for entertaining," he said as they drove up the long drive.
Natalie and Blake looked at each other, Natalie mouthing, '93,000 square feet...not huge?'
The couple was in awe of the place as they felt lost going from room to room. There were hidden hallways behind wall panels, bookcases, and even a tunnel leading out to one of the greenhouses. They wanted to pinch themselves as they took in all the artwork, the Victorian furniture, and the huge closets...dressing rooms.
They got acquainted with the staff and began exploring. As they went from room to room they alternated between, 'We have to stay,' to, 'It's too much.' Blake was the more inclined to move there while Natalie felt she'd miss Pittsburgh and their friends.
A week later, after going back and forth, Natalie and Blake decided to put the estate on the market. The decision wasn't all that hard as their income would be hard-pressed to keep up with the expenses of owning such a huge place and after a week they agreed. They were told they could clear millions after the taxes and fees so they looked regretably at the beautiful place and headed back home. Before they left, they made sure that all the staff would be retained as part of any purchase and that they'd be well taken care of.
They took few items from the house. The artwork was exquisite but didn't fit with their decor and little of the furniture was much better. They took just a box of photos and diaries, a beautiful silver cutlery set, and a walnut case with a beautiful pair of locks sealing it shut. They scoured the house but never found the key or keys. They wondered what was inside, perhaps a Stradivarius. Jewelry? When they got back home they would take it to a locksmith to see if he could open it without damaging the almost 200-year-old case. Regardless of the contents, it was the beautifully handmade case that attracted Natalie.
Their hope of clearing millions was soon realized as three potential buyers got in a bidding war and they cleared 4x what they originally thought. They decided to tell no one, much as lottery winners often hide their windfalls. Both kept their jobs making no exorbitant expenditures and investing wisely.
It took a month before they took the case to a shop. The man looked at the locks curiously. He shook his head, "I've never seen anything like this. I'd have to drill," he said. Natalie could have injured her neck as she violently shook her head.
Five shops later they were about to give in when they entered the dark antique shop. The last locksmith suggested Millford's as the 'old guy there seems to know about antique locks.' They'd been hesitant but then realized that they should have searched for antique keys before checking with locksmiths.
James Milford's eyes lit up seeing the beautiful walnut case. Without a word, he held out his hands and took the box from the couple, "Beautiful, beautiful work," he rasped as she caressed the beautifully crafted box. He took a loupe from his apron and checked out the locks. Then he went to a chest behind him, opening drawer after drawer. Then he turned with a smile on his face, a brass-four-pronged rod in his gnarled hand.
"I assume you brought this in to unlock it?" he asked.
Blake nodded his head, "All the other locksmiths wanted to drill. I'd rather not know what was inside if that's the only way in," he said.
Natalie agreed, "We decided that the box itself is so exquisite that just having it is wonderful. The mystery just makes the box even more intriguing."
James' smile grew larger, "You came to the right place," he said. He held the key gingerly as if it hurt to simply do that and then he put the brass key in the left lock. He looked at the couple and then turned it, and beamed when there was a smooth click. "Amazing, amazing. I suspect this hasn't been touched in a couple hundred years and it's as smooth as when it was new." He then gingerly pulled the key out and inserted it into the other lock. It too was velvety smooth.
Both Natalie and Blake were breathlessly leaning forward as the old man undid the second lock. They held their breaths as the man turned the case around, lifting the lid as if this were a safe deposit box and the contents were privileged.
Blake groaned and stood up, Natalie just leaned closer as they saw what it was. There in the exquisite walnut case was folded cloth. She fingered it and saw it was a dress, and not even a fancy gown, but a plain light blue and red dress. Well, perhaps it was dark blue...light pink? She couldn't decide what shade or shades it was. It seemed to morph as she looked at it. Even though it was plain it seemed the shop brightened as the dress was exposed to air for the first time in decades.
Blake shook his head, "A dress? I mean, sure if it's a wedding dress or a jeweled gown but this could have been worn by a maid," he said quietly. "Who the hell stores a scullery maid's dress in a hand-crafted work of art?"
Natalie pulled it out and unfolded it carefully as she was worried it would be fragile. As it seemed a lot less frail than a 200-year-old garment should be, she held it up. "It's beautiful," she sighed. She smelled it and smiled, "It smells so fresh. I wonder how long it's been in there?" she said almost to herself. Then she realized she'd not had much of a sense of smell since she got that damn cold but her olfactory senses were suddenly perfect.
The old man pulled out a slip of paper, "182 years," he said holding it up.
Blake took it and looked at it, "This can't be 182 years old," he said, "This paper looks new." He then read it, "Made by the Romas with care from Lisburn linen. This is a special dress. Please take care of it, cherish it. Wear it and it will cure anything, solve anything, and bear fruit where none could bear before," he finished. "This was what we took back with us? What you clutched to your chest on the 7-hour flight?" he choked.
Natalie smiled, "I like it. Feel the fabric. Ever felt anything so soft?" she asked. Then she held it out for the old man to feel and saw something like relief soften his face as he took it in his hands. She turned to her husband and hugged him, "I like it. Your great great great grand-something wore that. Perhaps to a garden party, or shopping, or just on walks around her estate. I think it's precious," she smiled as she accepted the dress back from the old man.
"I guess," Blake said reluctantly. He'd never heard his wife use the word precious but it fit. If she liked it, he liked it. "I guess I got my hopes up for something...you know...valuable." He took out his wallet, "Thanks. What do I owe you?"
The old man's face was lit up with joy. He was staring at his hands as he flexed his fingers before he looked back at the couple. He made fists and grinned, "Nothing...nothing at all. My pleasure," he said happily. He looked around at the shop at items he'd not been able to work on with his gnarled hands in anticipation. "I...I should pay you," he sputtered. He looked around and grabbed the old key, "Here. Take this. They belong together," he said.
Blake noticed the man's hands looked normal and he had no issue holding the key. Perhaps he imagined the gnarled hands as that would fit the stereotypical owner of a shop like this. "Thanks, you sure? We can pay you."
James shook his head, the smile not leaving his face.
Natalie carefully folded the beautiful dress and placed it back into its case. When she closed the lid she felt the shop dim.
Blake noticed the same thing but turned to the old man. "Please, I feel like I need to pay you. The other shops would have drilled the locks. How about this?" he said as the man again shook his head, "Take this. Enjoy." He placed a $200 gift certificate to Hyde Park Grill on the counter. "I insist."
The old man took the card and sighed, "Thank you. I've never been there." Then he looked at the couple, "Please. Take care of that dress. It's a lot more valuable than the box, believe me," he said.
Blake shook his head. The old man had to be deranged. The box was the most exquisitely crafted object they found in the estate. The dress could be found in an Amish girl's wardrobe.
The couple left and headed home, Natalie clutching the case as if worried it would disappear. Then she realized the intense shoulder pain she'd felt as they flew back was gone...not diminished, but completely gone. She'd had to give up her weekly tennis matches with her best friend because of her suspected frozen shoulder but perhaps...
When they got home, Natalie had dismissed any strange feelings about the dress. She lovingly cleared a space on a bookshelf in the living room for the case and went back to their lives.
Strangely, whenever Natalie did the weekly cleaning, the case never had a speck of dust on it. Perhaps it was the beautiful lacquer finish that shed anything or she ran her hands across it as she went by but it was always perfectly clean. She was also surprised that unlike every piece of wood furniture in their house, there wasn't a scratch on this case. She felt a surge of pride seeing it every time.
* * *
Everything was going well as they dined out more, took trips to places around the world they wanted to see and generally led a stress-free life. Then a year later, Natalie's car was rear-ended and she suffered a pair of back injuries. She required surgery and was hospitalized for two weeks as the pain was too much every time she tried to stand. The doctors and PTs tried everything but she felt a painful and almost electric shock shoot from her neck and down her spine every time she moved her head even a millimeter. On top of that, she felt incredible pain in her lumbar region every time she twisted her torso or bent over. It meant she got out of bed less and less. Feeling like being stabbed in the neck and in her lower back repeatedly had her in near tears.
Blake came in a sat on the bed next to his wife, "Can I get you anything?" he asked softly. He wanted to cry seeing his vibrant active wife laid up in bed. She loved her tennis matches, hiking at Ohiopyle, and biking on the C&O Canal towpath among other things. Plus, even though they cleared millions from the sale of the estate, she loved her job and had no desire to quit. All that had been taken from her just as they seemed to have it all. Blake wanted to murder the kid driving the car as he was only 16 and drunk. The policeman was shocked that the kid walked away...literally and that Natalie had even survived.
Natalie would have shaken her head in the past but just groaned. This was not how she envisioned her life after their windfall from the sale of the estate in England. Blake cut back his hours but still worked. She imagined traveling the world, gardening, and taking up new activities, but as she still wanted to work so she didn't quit. The settlement from the accident more than covered her medical expenses as if they needed more money but just made her feel more frustrated. Money wasn't going to fix anything...they had tons of it and her life now seemed to be reduced to this room, this bed. Money in their accounts and no place to go. "Damn! Just when everything seemed to fall into place for us. We had the world at our feet and now..." she moaned.
Blake nodded and stroked her forehead gently. "We'll find out what the issue is. When we do, we'll go out dancing, sailing, and hitting the beaches on the Riviera. You'll see," he smiled.
Natalie gave a weak smile, "you left out having sex. You must be getting frustrated, really frustrated. It's been six months since we..."
"That's not a priority right now," Blake said, "I want my wife back jumping around and embracing life," he said softly. "I want to see you come home all sweaty and smiling after wiping the tennis court with Laurie." Saying having sex wasn't a priority was a lie, but he couldn't tell her that. On top of that, he missed sleeping in the same bed as she felt a jolt of pain every time he shifted next to her.
Natalie groaned, "I can't even think about being touched let alone...I'm sorry, so sorry," she cried.
Blake wanted to hold her, and tell her it was going to be OK but just stroked her hand.
Natalie looked at him, "Please...please go out for beers with your friends. I can't feel guilty about being a burden," she said. Then she said even more softly, "If the barmaid is cute, you can..." She didn't finish the thought.



Blake shook his head, "Sorry, no. You are my one love. I'm fine. I'm a lot more concerned about you."
* * *
Three months later Natalie gingerly came into the living room where her husband was reading.
Blake shot up, "Are you alright? What do you need?" he asked.
"The dress. I was thinking about the dress we brought back from the estate. The note stated healing powers and..."
At first, Blake shook his head but then nodded, "...at this point, it sure can't hurt. Christ, you look like you're going to pass out. I'll get it, where did we put the key?" He wasn't going to laugh or sneer at her naive request. There are no magic talismans, no amulets or potions that would make her whole but what's the harm in humoring her?
"Dining room hutch, with the candleholders," she said stiffly as she shuffled her feet to turn back to the bedroom.
"Wait, stay there. I'll grab it," Blake said as he hurried to the dining room. He grabbed the key and then pulled the box down from the shelf. Natalie hadn't dusted in a while and neither had he. He'll have to hire a maid to come in as he wasn't a great homemaker. Then he noticed that the shelf had a film of dust but the case was perfectly clean. That made no sense unless Natalie had dusted just this.
Natalie smiled as she saw her husband carrying the walnut case. She felt a surge of hope. Somehow against all logic, she knew this would work. "Here, I want it against my skin," she said softly still standing in the middle of the room. "Help me get undressed."
Blake put down the case and came over to his wife standing in the middle of the living room. He slipped her nightgown off her shoulders and let it tumble to the floor.
"Take off my panties, too. I want the dress to cover me, just me," she said, "I know it's going to work." In the back of her mind, she added, 'Please work...please, please, please.'
Blake knelt and pulled down her panties idly thinking she needed trimming. Natalie now had a full bush but somehow the sight was arousing. He stood and opened the case. He pulled out the dress surprised at how warm it felt. "OK, this isn't going to be easy but you need to raise your arms...I know it will hurt but it's temporary," he said softly.
Natalie groaned and felt sweat break out on her forehead as she was impacted by dozens of sharp jolts shooting from the base of her neck and to her lower back. Finally, she was standing naked, arms straight up.
"OK," Blake said. "It looks really small, I assume women were a lot shorter 200 years ago." He had the dress bunched and ready and lowered it over her body. He thought he'd have to pull it down but it slipped out of his fingers and flowed down her body on its own. Within seconds, the dress covered his wife from her throat to the tops of her feet. "Can you move?" he asked, "Do you need help?"
Natalie paused for a few seconds and then shook her head. She started to smile and tentatively lowered her arms. She winced in anticipation of the excruciating stabs of pain but none came. She then dropped her arms and turned her head slowly feeling fewer and fewer stabs...pricks? She could feel things loosen up if that made any sense. She gingerly turned her head as the previous sharp pains disappeared completely. She smiled at her husband and sighed, "This could be psychosomatic but I swear it's working." She walked around the room as aches in her back and knees that she'd barely been aware of disappeared and the sharp stabbing pains in her neck and upper back faded to nothing. She turned her head more quickly, her face lighting up with each pain-free motion. Then she bounced on the balls of her feet before jumping up with a loud cry of joy. She ran to her husband and jumped into his arms.
"Holy fuck!" Blake said as he caught the leaping woman. "I don't care if it's all in your head or if it's real. This is magic...has to be," he cried. "Any pain? Do you feel any pain at all?" he asked.
"No, none," she said before realizing she could shake her head. Then she stopped and looked at her husband and shook her head. "See? Nothing, I don't feel any pain at all..." She kissed her husband and pulled him close feeling his cock against her for the first time in months.
Blake picked up his wife and carried her down the hall into the bedroom, and before tossing her onto the bed, he hesitated.
"Do it, toss me on the bed and ravish me," she ordered, "I need to be fucked and fucked hard. Wait!" she said, "Let me take the dress off. What if I'm pain-free only when I have the dress on?" she said. "Careful. Don't hurt it!"
Blake grinned, "Damn! I was hoping to fuck you while you're wearing a scullery maid's dress that covers every part of your body," he joked. "You would have thought my ancestors would have had a slutty dress that showed a bit of ankle."
Natalie smiled and stepped back. She tentatively reached down to her feet to grab the hem trying to remember the last time she was able to touch her toes. She grabbed the bottom of the dress and pulled it up and off her. She tentatively held it out while she rotated her neck and shoulders. With a grin, she carefully folded the dress before flopping back on the bed. She opened her legs wide and beckoned her husband.
Blake knelt between her legs and kissed his way up one thigh and then the other. He felt her coarse bush tickling his nose as he got closer, plus she could smell her arousal.
Natalie groaned loudly, "Sorry that I haven't been shaving my legs and trimming, but I can't wait. Unngggh, dammit. Quit teasing me." She pushed her ass down until she felt his mouth on her pussy, "Yesssss," she sighed as she felt his tongue wiggle between her throbbing lips.
Blake hadn't tasted his wife for months but never remembered her seeping so much cum. He licked and swallowed as she humped her pelvis against his mouth. He didn't have to lick long before he heard her gasps. He looked up at her slender torso. Were her tits bigger? Had to be the angle. She was pulling on her hard nipples, her head was back, and she cried out as she came.
Natalie felt as if she were cumming for the first time as the intense tickling inside her peaked and peaked some more. "Fuck!" she yelled as the pending release teased her until just before she passed out, it all exploded. She lifted her ass a foot off the bed as the first spasm shot through her. Then she gasped loudly as the next hit, followed by another and another. She heard herself gasping, "fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck," as the pleasurable waves pulsed through her entire body.
Blake's face was being bruised as his wife came. He'd never heard more than an 'Oh, God,' before and almost came as he listened to her joyful release. It seemed as if her orgasm lasted minutes but when she collapsed back onto the bed, with her breathing ragged he crawled up and kissed her.
Natalie drove her tongue into his mouth as she fumbled for his cock. Lining it up, she panted, "Fuck me...don't hold back, fuck me as hard as you ever have."
Nine months of no pussy and Blake didn't even let his wife finish her sentence. He drove into her sopping pussy to the hilt smiling as she saw the look of intense rapture on his wife's face. Glad that she'd cum he fucked her without reservation knowing he would not be able to hold out long. Just after a couple of minutes, he heard Natalie gasp that she was cumming again so her slammed into her, grinding the base of his cock against her clit. Her nails dug into his back as she arched her back and as she gasped loudly. As she came, he resumed slamming into her pussy in rhythm with her gasps, and just as she let out her last contented groan he felt the boiling in his balls rising fast.
"That's it, baby...cum inside me...cum inside my wet pussy," she moaned. She stroked his nipples and panted happily as she felt his first spasm shooting cum inside her pussy.
Blake now understood how Natalie had almost passed out from her orgasm as she too felt the room spin as the aching contractions faded. He collapsed on top of his wife, moaning happily. He felt the corner of the dress under his right foot and pushed it aside hoping in his passion he didn't hurt the dress.
They lay together as they recovered from mutually intense orgasms. "I missed this...missed feeling your naked body next to mine," Blake said as he kissed her neck. "I'm putting you in a baby seat from now on in case of an accident."
Natalie laughed, "I could feel you cumming so deep inside me we might need a baby seat," she said. Neither wanted kids and even while Natalie couldn't have sex she still took the pill. Then she pushed Blake off her and rolled off the bed.
"Wait! Stop," her husband said as he shot up. He traced the skin on her spine. She had had two long ugly scars, one from the base of her neck to between her scapulae, and the other scar, even uglier was from TH11 to just below L5... the lumbar region. Now, her back was flawless, no scars no moles...nothing except perfect skin. "Babe, your scars...they're gone," he said.
Natalie turned and looked in the mirror, "Holy shit! I never saw them...I mean, I saw the photos but I can wear a bathing suit, a bikini without feeling...I can't believe it!" she sputtered happily. She looked over at the dress, "I knew it was something special. But...magical? I never even considered there was such a thing outside of books," she smiled.
They climbed into the shower, Natalie missed showering almost as much as the sex. She'd had daily sponge baths which never felt the same. Blake had her pressed against the glass wall as he again spewed his cum inside her after her 2nd orgasm.
When Blake was done Natalie kicked him out, "I need to spend some time grooming. Too bad we didn't look but perhaps there was a grooming dress in an attic somewhere back in Shropshire," she grinned.
After getting out and drying off, Natalie was alone in the bathroom. She stroked her body as if not recognizing the person and then she checked herself out. Her scar on her hip from when she fell off her bike as a kid was gone. Then, she studied her face in the mirror, and the small pock marks and scars from when she had periodic zits were also gone. In fact, all her tiny moles and other imperfections had cleared up entirely. Then as she dried her blonde hair, she had another revelation, she seemed to have more and it was longer. This seemed impossible. Perhaps she'll wake up and her scars and imperfections will have returned.
Natalie came out and stood naked in front of her husband, "Other than my scars disappearing, see anything else?"
Blake nodded, "I did, your hair is fuller, longer. I've never seen your skin so perfect...I didn't want to say anything since I'd be pointing out your flaws," He stroked her left breast, "Plus, not only are these bigger, and fuller but the mole under your nipple is gone. Then," he stroked the spot she'd got cut from the rock when she fell off her bike, "your scar isn't there."
Natalie nodded and bounced her breasts, "I was feeling old last week and my boobs seemed to sag a bit but," she let them go and they jiggled slightly but they jutted proudly from her chest.
Blake pulled her onto his lap and kissed her, "I'd suggest wearing that daily but if it has limited times it works...fuck, you were incredibly hot before but now..." He felt his cock throb to life and moaned as his wife guided his cock inside her. They had never had sex three times just an hour before and this time he lasted longer, a lot longer giving her three more orgasms before he pumped his third load of the day inside her.
As they lay sweating on the rumpled sheets, Blake played with her nipples. He hadn't mentioned these, but they seemed larger, puffier and he knew they were more sensitive as she panted softly. Then he had a thought, "Not sure if you noticed but that old guy at the antique store looked like he had arthritic hands but after feeling the fabric they seemed normal...smaller perhaps and less hairy but he was flexing them as if he had new hands. Did this dress rejuvenate the old man's hands back to when he was in his 20s?"
Natalie nodded, "I did notice that. I assumed a guy like that would have gnarled hands. And my cold or dry throat mysteriously disappeared along with the pain in my shoulder."
They both looked down at the foot of the bed where she'd laid the dress. Then Blake noticed the toes on his right foot no longer had the strand of hair on them. Strange...was that how his foot looked like 10 years ago? No idea...
* * *
Blake and Natalie's sex life exceeded their frequency from any other time of their lives over the next few months as if making up for lost time. Natalie was able to go to work, play tennis, and work out three days a week feeling better than she had since she was a kid.
Blake loved how great his wife looked and picked up his workout routine as he wasn't going to be the guy with a dad bod while his wife looked smoking hot. His golf game improved as he developed his core strength. He'd gained 10 pounds and his arms and chest were bigger. He'd done free weights in college but after getting married he stopped. After a few weeks of doing them again, he saw the results. It was vain of him to admire himself in the mirror but now that he had a wife with a perfect body it was incumbent upon him to keep up. The only issues he had were the aches and pains of pushing himself. That was to be expected.
Then, one day Blake came home early from the course. "What? Are you OK?" Natalie asked. She looked outside, "There's no weather today. I didn't expect you before 5. Good thing I told Mario to leave early today. That would have been hard to explain."
Blake shook his head, "It would be fine," he smiled, "You're more woman than I can handle as it is. Back spasms. They started last week around the 15th hole. I thought they'd go away but they hit me hard so I skipped the back nine. I'm going to draw a hot bath and just soak," he sighed.
Natalie hugged her husband wanting to suggest the dress, but no way would it fit him plus Blake was too macho to even consider it.
Over the next few weeks, Blake's attempts to alleviate the pain in his back failed. He tried PT and yoga but all those did was exacerbate the spasms. The Doctor suggested doing a spinal fusion procedure but that scared Blake almost as much as being crippled.
Blake was on his favorite lounge chair in the living room when Natalie came out carrying the exquisite box.
"Before you say anything, get over your manly image and see if this fixes your back," she said. "Take off your clothes and lie on your stomach. I'll drape this over your back and maybe this does do miracles," she said.
Blake nodded. "I thought about that. It's weird but let's face it, if you don't take pictures or tell anyone and it works, I'll even try on your magical bra," he chuckled. "The magical thong might be a problem, though." He stood up gingerly and as Natalie opened the box, he pulled out the dress. It was too small but worth a try. "I suspect being wrapped in it would be most effective. If this doesn't work I'll do the operation, but I need to eliminate everything else." He handed the dress back to his wife and then pulled off his clothes. He glanced across the room thinking that going to the bedroom would be safer. Hopefully, no one comes to the door, he thought. "The poor FedEx guy would need therapy if he caught me naked trying on a dress."
"The FedEx guy is gay," Natalie smiled. She stood holding the dress as her husband stood and tentatively undressed. "Underwear," she said softly. "You want the full effect."
Blake nodded but a massive spasm wracked him as he bent over. Natalie quickly set the dress on the arm of the chair before kneeling and pulling off his boxers. She admired his plump cock but now wasn't the time. She stood and grabbed the dress.
Blake gingerly kicked his underwear aside and took the dress from his wife. 'If there's a camera or this gets out...'
Natalie admired her husband's body. He kept himself fit with firm pecs, six-pack abs...but seeing his fat sausage-like cock dangling between his legs made her mouth water. "Damn! I could drop to my knees right now, even with you getting ready to crossdress," she chuckled.
Blake groaned, "I knew you'd say something. It doesn't count unless I'm trying on your bra and panties," he chuckled, "This might not work anyhow. You're a lot smaller than I am." He had no problem lifting the dress over his head and the spasms seemed to only kick in when he twisted his torso or bent over. As he pulled the soft material over his head he stopped as he felt his wife's hand on his cock.
Natalie knelt and licked the growing shaft of fat flesh. "Hold it there. I like it that you can't see me so just enjoy this," she purred. "Damn! I've missed your cock." After running her tongue up his shaft, she bent down and gently sucked each of his balls while stroking the hard shaft. "I hope this dress fixes your back since you haven't pounded my neglected pussy for a week," she said. Then she pulled his cock into her mouth and took him into her throat.
"Oh, yesss," he sighed. The dress smelled fresh and he could feel his head clear as if he'd just recovered from a bad cold...yet he hadn't had one. His balls ached and his cock throbbed harder than he'd felt it in years as his wife bobbed her head rapidly onto his cock. The aching rose rapidly as she fondled his balls and strangely, his nipples ached as if she were also playing with them. "Oh, fuck! I'm cumming...ooohhhhh," he moaned as he felt the first contraction jet his cum into her throat. She'd never let him cum in her mouth before and as he thrust his hips with each spasm he hoped she'd let him do it again.
Natalie swallowed each spurt as if that would be the last time she'd ever be able to do that. When he was done, she ran her tongue up the shaft to get every last drop before kneeling back on her heels. "Wow! You haven't even been jerking off, have you?" she said as she wiped her mouth.
Under the dress, Blake shook his head, "No, I wanted to save it for you...and it hurt too much. But if this dress works, I'll go down on you until you cum twice. That was incredible...best head ever. I never understood why being a cocksucker would be an insult, I mean when a woman is called that. You're a great cocksucker."
Natalie laughed, "Gee. Thanks. I can't wait to tell my friends. That wasn't bad. Not sure why I never let you cum in my mouth before." She stood and helped her husband pull the small dress down. "Don't tear it...oh wow. It fits you," she said as the dress suddenly draped over his body to the top of his feet. "That makes no sense, you're a lot bigger than I am. How is it? Anything?" she asked.
Blake twisted his torso feeling just slight twinges of pain. "Good...great. Wow! We need to make use of this more often. I'm feeling a lot better," he smiled. He stretched and then bent over. "I think all the pain is almost gone. I'm going to lie down and just let whatever this is flow through me," he said. Natalie hugged him, a huge grin on her face, "I'll let you snooze," she said, "You've gotten almost no sleep...I promise not to take any pictures of my macho husband napping in a dress," she giggled. He lay down, closed his eyes and his breathing slowed almost immediately. She felt a pulsing in her pussy as she admired the outline of his cock under the soft fabric, even though it had softened a lot.
Natalie went about doing the chores she had a feeling of anticipation as she thought about returning to their usual pattern of love-making. She glanced at Blake periodically and he looked more peaceful than she'd ever seen.
After an hour she stopped and looked at him. He looked smaller and something didn't look right. She saw an object glinting on the floor under his left hand...his small hand. She had a bad feeling as she bent over to pick up his wedding ring. He never took it off...why now? She knelt not recognizing the hand in front of her. Then her eyes went to where she'd last admired his cock and gasped. There was no outline of his penis...just a mound...and his firm pecs were larger. He had breasts...nipples. It was as if he'd become a woman which was impossible. It had to be just how he lay on the couch...but he had no stubble on his face and where was his Adam's apple? And his face was smaller, narrower, smoother, and softer looking. His hair was longer. He now had waves of red tresses splayed out on the pillow.



"Honey...honey, wake up," she said softly. She was on the verge of full-blown panic but there had to be an explanation. He softly groaned so she shook him, more violently this time. "Damn it! Wake up," she said, her voice almost unrecognizable.
Blake sighed and stretched. He never felt better. "Hey, babe. Fuck...what?" he spat as his voice sounded higher pitched. He sat up, a hand on his throat. Whose neck was this? He had a panicked look on his face as he slid his hands onto his chest. He had breasts...full tits with hard erect nipples. In the back of his mind, he thought his cock should be getting hard as he was fondling what felt like amazing tits. His hands shot down to between his legs. "Oh, my God!" he cried "What happened to my...my cock?" he asked wide-eyed.
"Oh, shit..." Natalie moaned, "The dress. It cured you of being a man," she said softly.
"Wait. I'm dreaming this, aren't I?" He pinched himself on the arm but it wasn't his. The arm was smaller, thinner. What happened to his biceps? "Shit!" He looked at his wife, slap me or something...tell me to wake up," he begged.
Natalie did as he asked which just brought tears to Blake's eyes. "Sorry, babe but if you're dreaming so am I. This is just too fucking strange...too real to be a dream."
"It'll undo itself, it has to. I'm not ready for this," he stammered as he rubbed his stinging cheek.
Blake stood and pulled the dress off looking down at his shapely body. His breasts looked even better than they felt and his hips were a lot more flared. He tentatively ran his fingers through his bush not finding his dick. "Where did my...How do we undo this?" he asked frantically, "I can't go to work...I can't go anywhere looking like this...sounding like this. What the hell am I supposed to do?" he asked frantically. "Maybe I should put the dress back on and...what? Fuck!"
Natalie felt she had to do something but none of the thousands of ideas rushing through her head seemed right. All this wasn't happening...was it? 'Does pinching yourself truly wake you up or is that just a stupid saying?' She hated that Blake looked so good...not that she was into women, but aesthetically speaking, he looked really good...perfect, almost Greek goddess perfection. She stopped trying to come up with a solution and now started to review the changes. He was smaller...a lot smaller. Where had all that mass gone? She reviewed her high school Physics. 'What was it, the Law of Conservation of Matter? The mass at the beginning of an elemental change equals the mass at the end? Fuck! I should have paid attention.' He weighed, what? 200? Now, could he be 115? 120? Shouldn't the mass be converted to energy? That much conversion should have exploded the house. Her head was about to burst.
What else? His face was narrower, his nose smaller but his lips were fuller. Christ! His lips were sexier than hers. His broad shoulders were gone and his V-shaped torso she loved was much more slender except for his boobs. Large, firm, and perfectly symmetrical tear-drop breasts any woman would kill for. His areolas were large and velvety with perfect erasers for nipples. She wanted to touch them, squeeze and weigh them in her hands which was strange. Never in her life had she been attracted to boobs. She shook her head, continuing her assessment.
His waist showed no fat, and his dark red pubic hair looked incredibly soft. She peered around at his ass and let out a soft moan, "Babe, you know that phrase 'I could bounce a quarter off your ass?' I swear I could." She looked back at her husband and he didn't appreciate the comment...or didn't hear her.
Blake was looking at his new body, a look Natalie could define on his face, awe? Despair? Confusion? Disbelief? And flashes of admiration. "I...we...Christ, we knew the dress was magical but I never thought about this," he moaned. He stroked his chin, "The scar...is it gone?"
She stroked his smaller delts, "And removed your tattoos. I never liked them," she shook her head not believing what she was looking at.  Then, she had a thought...one that seemed more logical than Blake becoming a woman, "Stop. Tell me the phrase you used to get me to sleep with you the first time," she ordered. She stood back, hands on hips. Maybe Blake was playing a prank on her.
Blake looked confused but then nodded, "I get it. It's me, but I told you if you're saving yourself to make sure you're getting a great interest rate since otherwise you're missing out on the hottest sex of your life," he said. "Then, you told me if this was an attempt to make a deposit...keep talking."
"Holy shit! If I hadn't seen and felt what it did to me no way would I accept this, but you're..." Natalie hugged her husband strangely aware she was hugging a naked woman. The last time she hugged a naked woman was her best friend back in college. She'd come over to her apartment drunk and asked to spend the night. She had showered and when she came out her towel fell off and she staggered to pick it up. Natalie caught her feeling her spectacular body against hers. They kissed but then stepped back, murmuring they should get to bed.
She collected herself and studied the person in front of her. This wasn't her husband anymore...except it was. Everything about him...her, was different except his eyes. Those same green eyes looked at her, though with a vulnerability she'd never seen before. This was a beautiful woman with full breasts, flared hips, and long slender legs. She flinched when Blake tried to kiss her. Outside of the one incident with her bestie, she'd had offers from roommates and her sorority sisters but found the concept of having sex with another woman repulsive. "Sorry. It's just..."
Blake groaned as Natalie jumped back. 'This sucks...fucking sucks!' He turned and went over to the mirror by the front door and looked at himself. "Christ! I never thought I'd say this, but I want my back spasms back. Why didn't I think this though? Stupid, stupid, stupid," he snapped at himself in the mirror. Then he looked at his wife, "Sorry, but this must be just as terrible to you. You hate anything to do with..."
Natalie shook her head, "We'll work this out and...I mean, as a woman, you look great," she said softly. She was assiduously looking at his face as if embarrassed to be in front of a naked woman but was still admiring her perfect form. 'Christ! To have an ass like that...'
He still felt like himself inside but his wife must have been having trouble accepting his new body. She hated those movies and shows where women make out. She had no problem with shows where women get married or are couples, she just hated the graphic sex scenes. She'd either close her eyes or fast forward through them. Blake could take or leave those scenes. Seeing double the bare breasts, asses, or pussies wasn't bad, he just couldn't relate.
"Maybe if I put the dress back on it will correct this," he said, "Or, maybe I'll go to the doctor's...skip that. I know they'll kick me out or call the police for wasting their time," he groaned. "Sorry. I'll go shower and get dressed. Can you spare some clothes?" he asked softly. His voice was almost a whisper as his shoulders slumped. He could think of no way to undo this. There were transgender surgeries and they might get his penis back, but he'd be a 110-pound, 5'4" weakling. He had tears in his eyes as he tried to figure out how he was going to go forward in this alien body.
Natalie grabbed her naked husband and pulled him into her arms, "No. I'm the one that's sorry. I love you and even if you're a woman we're still married. I'll just have to get over..." she stroked his tight yet full ass. "You do have a smokin' body," she sighed.
"I do? I guess I do. I was looking for...you know, my things and all I noticed was what was missing," he sighed. He turned back to the mirror and studied his new body. Amazing breasts, taut abs...he couldn't see his hips and crotch but the woman's hair in the mirror looked like Rita Hayworth's. "Did I get a perm?" he said to no one as he ran his hands through his lustrous tresses. He turned to look at his wife and remembered her hair had been fuller and longer after she wore the dress.
"Maybe this is temporary," she said hopefully, "and think about it, you might be the only person in history to experience pleasure as a man and a woman. I mean, some underwent conversion surgeries but to be 100% biologically a woman? Come here, I won't pull away. I might hate those lesbian scenes but I love you...you're still my husband." She had to admit that Blake possibly was a more beautiful woman than any she'd known.
Blake nodded. He could feel his large breasts press against Natalie's and there was an almost familiar throbbing between his legs but the usual firming up wasn't there. Instead, it was a pleasant pulsing, or...was he getting wet? He shuddered considering what his wife suggested. To experience what it would be like to be pleasured as a woman he'd need to open his legs to a cock...Fuck! Not happening...not a chance he'd get anywhere near another man's cock. He told himself that but the familiar revulsion at the thought of touching another man wasn't there. The thoughts seemed natural.
Over the next few days, Blake and Natalie tried to adapt to this new reality. He had Natalie call in to his workplace telling them he had to rush over to his family home to deal with a crisis. She told them the best way to contact him was through email as cell reception was virtually non-existent where he'd be.
Then they had to come up with a story as to who this woman staying at the house was. "What about my cousin, Blake?" Blake asked. Blake Mitchell was born on the same day in San Diego as Blake Thomas. It was a total coincidence but both parents named their newborns Blake, though both were direct descendants of the poet and writer, William Blake. Blake grew up visiting his cousin in California and had become close.
"Well, that's convenient," Natalie smiled. She liked her cousin-in-law or whatever, though they'd not gotten together for a few years. "OK, Blake Mitchell. Nice of you to visit, you planning on staying long?" she smiled.
Blake nodded, "I just had to get away," he said in a forced female voice.
Natalie laughed, "Babe, you don't have to try to talk like a woman, you are a woman. I guess my husband is out of town doing something..." she sighed. "It's just us two girls."
He and Natalie were sitting on the back deck, a bottle of Chianti between them. Blake broached the subject, "What's it like? I mean...you know, to be," he sighed, "to be screwed by a guy?"
Natalie smiled. It would have been the first thing she would be curious about had the situation been reversed, "It feels good...no, not good, great," she sighed. "Feeling you rub on my clit and hitting my cervix when you..." she smiled, a faraway look on her face. She looked at the smooth crotch in her husband's yoga pants. He'd started wearing them after a few days realizing how comfortable they were. "I feel filled up and, well, when you do me from behind I guess you hit my G-spot and my orgasm seems turbo-charged. I've had orgasms that lasted a good half-minute not that I've ever timed one."
Blake nodded, "What you said before about...I'm not sure I could do that but, shit! It seems such a waste not to experience something like that. I just wish it weren't..." he wondered why the thought was appealing to him.
Natalie chuckled, "In my experience, you don't see the guy's cock for long. Few of you guys...sorry, few guys waste time burying their erections in my mouth or pussy. Forget your conditioned response to another man's genitalia and try it at least once, that's my suggestion."
Blake signed, "I guess." Then he looked at his wife, "If I need to try it, so do you. Your husband's out of town and not fulfilling your needs," he smiled. He was surprised she didn't immediately shake her head and say no but quietly nodded. 'She changed her mind...that's what forced abstinence will make a person do,' he thought.
Over the next few days, Natalie showed Blake how to carry himself, how to dress, shave his legs, and worst of all, how to use a tampon even though he hadn't had a period. At night they crawled into bed with little more than a peck on the lips. Blake was feeling horny looking at his wife but Natalie was reluctant to do anything more than snuggle together. He was getting frustrated but when he touched himself between his legs, he felt more the loss of his dick than arousal at feeling his wet pussy.
She found clothes for him to wear though all she had that fit his wider hips were yoga pants. He found he couldn't wear panties or a thong under them as every seam showed through. He also found he had to worry about a camel toe whenever he wore those.  They only went to the store a couple of times but Blake felt men's eyes on him. Natalie joked that if he wanted sex he'd have no problem.
Just once they tried to make out. Blake wasn't 100% into it but after getting Natalie off with his mouth, she tried to return the favor. She kissed around Blake's wet pussy, even touched it but she just groaned and sat back. "I'm sorry baby." She looked as if she could cry. "I love you but..."
Blake pulled her close, the throbbing in his crotch begging for release...when he was a man, he thought to himself. He pulled back and started sobbing.  
Natalie held him, "I'm sorry. Look. I'll try to do it again. I just need to get over...get used to it. Please don't cry!"  She had known this man for over 10 years and never saw him cry, never saw him even tear up even when his parents died.
"No, no. I know you hate...this happened to me but it happened to us and you love cock and you can't be happy with me...I'm so sorry," he cried.
She held him as he shook with each sob until they both fell asleep.
Neither mentioned anything over the next few days as Natalie went off to work and Blake searched the web for anyone who'd gone through the same thing. Thousands of transgender operations, trans affirmation processes, etc. Nothing about spontaneous transgender events. He had to chuckle as he saw an article about 'Cutting Edge Transgender Procedures.' Christ, he missed his cock...missed feeling it throb in his hand. Missed standing as he peed. Missed Natalie sucking it, fucking it...missed scratching his balls.
"We need to get out...not to the store but out," Natalie said, "Let's let the world see Blake Mitchell, the redheaded bombshell." She had to drive as Blake's license wouldn't stand scrutiny. That was another thing to work out, but she suspected a guy she worked with had contacts she didn't. They had money so that wouldn't be an issue.
They got to the spa and Natalie scheduled the works for both. They got mani-pedis followed by mud packs and the girls who were tending to them shook their heads as if it was a massive waste of time. Natalie heard the two talking in the hallways as they lay on their backs letting the warm mud dry so they could do their thing.
"Are they for real?" one girl asked, "Their skin is flawless, not a pore or scar or even a mole on mine. What about yours?"
"Nothing. I'd kill to look even half as good as her. There must be a new procedure out there that's more effective than a scrub," she said. There were a few moments of silence, "You know what they remind me of? Those YouTube videos with those perfect AI girls," the second woman giggled.
After the timer dinged, they cleaned up and led into the waxing room. Natalie had let herself go and Blake had not tended to his bush very well. She knew what was coming, Blake wasn't prepared. 'What a baby,' she thought as Blake swore like a dock worker as his pubes were ripped out. At least he didn't punch the girl working on him. She wished she could have filmed his reaction to getting his anus waxed.
She took him to lunch at a place where she often met her girlfriends. This was the first time Blake felt as if he were out in public and he felt strange. First of all, he felt self-conscious about his appearance, and second, because of the head-to-toe scanning he could see and feel from all the men. Then again, Natalie had him wearing a tight, low-cut top that showed a lot of his chest and a pair of hot-pink yoga pants. She told him to go with it and to act like he was proud of his body...as any normal hot woman would. He had a lot to learn about being a woman...though there was one thing he still hadn't come to terms with...at least he was open-minded.
They were sipping their drinks, white wine for Natalie, and an IPA for Blake when a couple of tall, fit women came over to their table. Natalie told him he'd have to change his choice of beverages if he didn't want to come off as a dyke but he liked his beer.
"Natalie, how are you? We thought you'd entered witness protection," one of the women said. "Where the hell have you been?  I mean, we've seen you at work but no more drinks after work, no girl's nights out."
Natalie stood and hugged each of the women, "Blake's cousin came to visit...she's staying with us. Blake had to go out of town which sucks but it is what it is." She smiled as Blake stood up looking uncertain. "This is Alice and Brenda, my best friends at work," she smiled. "And," she hesitated but went on, "and to confuse you both, this is also Blake. I guess their family really liked the name Blake," she laughed.
'How the hell am I supposed to act?' Blake thought to himself. He stood and put out a hand to the younger blonde but she hugged him instead. Then he hugged the other woman. He still couldn't get used to feeling their breasts smash against each other. Do all women notice their chests pressing against each other? Do they assess and compare the sizes? He was aware both had nice boobs.
Natalie looked around for the waiter, "can we...?" She pointed to the other women and their table. After bringing over a couple of chairs and the two women got wines, the foursome...actually, the threesome started chatting about work, their husbands, tennis, and other things. Blake sat looking around until he heard Alice mention a man's name.
"Sooooo, you went to lunch with Andrew the other day," she said conspiratorially, "how was it? Were you full after?"
Natalie shook her head, glancing at Blake, "Lunch. It was lunch. I was hungry...he was hungry. That was it, just lunch." She said it almost too quickly.
Brenda smiled and looked over at Blake, "I feel like we're leaving you out, but Andrew's the office stud. He's been in most of our pants except Natalie's...as far as we know. Hell, maybe he finally scored if Blake's out of town. He'll never know." She grinned at the blushing woman who shook her head adamantly, "you have no idea what you are missing out on," she fanned herself dramatically.
Alice nodded, "no idea. I think he got me off at least 4 times." She also fanned herself looking over at Blake. "Sorry to gossip...anyhow, Andrew has made it his mission to get our friend Natalie naked and screaming his name for the past year. She finally relented and let him take her to lunch. There are at least 40 people in the pool for when she succumbs to his charms...and huge cock," she giggled. "Please tell me you held off. I have you down for...never mind, I am not allowed to say."
"Christ! Really? No, not a thing. We talked...talked...no touching! OK. Changing the subject, how's Ron doing after his knee surgery?" Natalie quickly interjected.
"Limping around but not bad.  He'll be going back to work this week," Alice smiled.
Blake spoke for the first time, "I don't get it. Both of you are married and slept with a man you work with? What did your husbands say?"
Alice giggled and looked at Brenda, "What would they say if they found out, you mean? Hell, Ron would beg me to tell him details but James," she nodded toward Brenda, "would most likely grab his gun. Are you married?" she asked Blake.



"No. Haven't found the right guy I guess," he sighed.
"Then you should stop by and visit Natalie at work next week if you're still in town. Let Andrew take you out to lunch," she winked at Natalie. "The man's got a gift, I guess you could say he's a 10," she giggled. "Though it may leave you high and dry, Andrew doesn't seem to like single women," she looked bemused. "He hates any chance of commitment so he looks for non-threatening encounters."
"Andrew likes women...all women, especially women with," Brenda looked pointedly at Blake's generous chest, "big boobs. He'd have his face buried in your chest before they brought your drinks," she grinned. "And he'd leave you wet, dripping wet. I guarantee it."
Natalie shook her head, "can we please talk about something else, anything? Blake must think I'm a slut. All we did was eat lunch and talk. We never went anywhere afterward and since we walked, we didn't make out in the car," she said firmly. She looked at Brenda, "since you were just about to suggest that. Christ, I've not done anything like that since high school."
Alice nodded, "OK, we never went anywhere or got in a car, but we did use the restroom. The walk back to the office was tough," she giggled softly.
Natalie shook her head. "You guys are evil." She looked at Blake, "You must think terrible of me.  I never do anything to encourage Andrew and he has so many willing partners at work he mostly leaves me alone. He knows how happily married I am."
"OK. We'll change the subject but what Blake doesn't know won't hurt him. Not you, the other Blake," she smiled. "This is like the Newhart Show with Daryl and my other brother Daryl." She looked at Blake, "What do you do? Where are you living?" 
Blake had to think, "I'm in land development in San Diego," he said. "EA to the CEO," he tried to say proudly.
"Boyfriend? Girlfriend?" Brenda asked.
Blake shook his head, "no boyfriend currently. I've been too busy with work." Internally, he cringed saying the word 'boyfriend.'
Alice smiled conspiratorially, "Then it's settled. Tomorrow we're taking you to lunch and bringing Andrew. He'll be thrilled to meet you and you'll be thrilled he did."
Natalie quickly replied, "Blake's going over to Lancaster to visit friends, plus I'm not going to make her trip a nightmare. I'd like her to come back and visit more often. Girls, let's talk about anything else except for Andrew...please?"
Alice sighed, "OK.  But both of you are missing the boat...his very large boat."
Brenda nodded, "I agree, though it's more of a torpedo."
Natalie shook her head and looked at Blake apologetically, "I don't know what's harder. To get these girls to stop obsessing over Andrew's cock or to get Andrew to leave me alone."
Brenda chuckled, "We've told you time and again. Let him plunge his torpedo into your hull and he'll move on to someone else."
That night, the couple was sitting on the couch, each with a drink. Natalie looked at Blake, "I'm so sorry about my friends. I guess I never noticed but whenever we get together it's sex this, huge cock that. I never thought I'd have my husband there."
Blake sighed, "Maybe you should go to lunch again with Andrew."
"What? Are you suggesting lunch or...?"
"Or...I'm suggesting or." He looked at the front of his hot pink yoga pants and sighed, "I'm not going to be there for you and what I said back in college still stands. You shouldn't waste your sexual peak."
Natalie shook her head, "I'm not going to cheat on you. Plus, I'm not without relief. Let's go to the bedroom."
Blake followed his wife into the bedroom and when she told him to get naked he did. Was she going to finally go down on him? Did she want him to go down on her?"
Natalie pulled her clothes off and went over to her dresser. "You'll see." She opened the bottom drawer and as she bent over, all Blake could think was how this was an opportunity lost.  Normally, he'd have come up behind her and taken advantage of her upthrust ass. Then he felt a strange throbbing as he wondered if that was him bending over would a man want to...? What would it be like? Women had orgasms that seemed to last a minute and one of his former girlfriends passed out a couple of times from the powerful release. A week ago, he angrily shoved those thoughts and images aside, but this time he felt a throbbing as he imagined it was him bending over with a man behind him.
Natalie stood and held out a long black plastic dildo. "I have this," she said softly.
"Wait. You had this all along? It's..." he took it from her. It wasn't black, it was a dark chocolate brown and at least 10" long. He couldn't wrap his fingers around it though the old Blake could have. Then he snatched his hand away realizing he not only wrapped his fingers around it, he was stroking it.
Natalie chuckled, "I see you've changed more than physically.  Go on, feel it. Tell me it's not arousing."
Blake stepped back, "Why? I wasn't...?" he looked at the large cock. "Why's it black? Do you have fantasies?" He hated to admit it, but he missed stroking his cock and there was something comforting about the hard shaft in his hand.
Natalie shook her head, "It was what it came in...OK, there were other colors but," she took it from him and stroked it, "Fuck it. I got it because I felt a rush holding it, thinking about it. It is a bit intimidating, don't you think? I know your cock is...was over 7" long but this is a bit longer and a lot fatter. I might have used this when I felt lonely...you do go out of town a lot...did," she said in an almost breathless voice. "Lie down. I fear you might be a virgin and aren't you the least bit curious about what we women crave daily?"
Blake had been curious but the once loud voice in his head telling him not to go there was diminishing.  If he were to be a woman for the rest of his life why wasn't he curious? He let himself be laid down on his back as Natalie took some lube out of the same drawer.
"Trust me, you'll want to get your kitty and this big boy nice and slick," she smiled. "I never imagined I'd be popping some other woman's cherry," she giggled.
It felt strange for Blake to lie back, legs spread. He felt vulnerable, more vulnerable than he ever felt. It did feel good having Natalie rub his pussy and he put his hands on his large breasts and played with his nipples. Before this conversion, he'd felt pleasurable stimuli from nipple play but his current nipples were not only a lot larger but 100 times more sensitive. He could feel his crotch throb and swell as he opened his legs wider.
Natalie felt a bit jealous that her husband not only had larger boobs but puffy, large nipples. She'd never been attracted to another woman but his nipples made her mouth water. 'Suckable, so fucking suckable,' she thought. On top of that, where her pussy lips were fleshy his were tight like clamshells. She'd admired his labia when they were at the spa but couldn't bring herself to say anything. As she took some gel and pressed the glob inside his tight virgin vagina, she heard him groan and lift his ass off the bed. She couldn't feel resistance. Did he not have a hymen? She added a second and then a third finger as Blake's pelvis rocked with each stroke. Then it occurred to her that he hadn't had relief since she blew him and that was two weeks ago. Her wrist was getting sore but her hand was dripping he was so aroused.
Blake was feeling this strange tickling...tingling building behind his bladder. It was so different from the aching in his balls he was used to. He was roughly pulling on his nipples, his legs almost doing the splits and his wife pumped her fingers deep inside his pussy. She was almost fisting him when she pulled her hand out eliciting a frustrated groan. But then he felt it. The huge fat cock slid easily inside him and all the tingling rapidly grew to an almost unbearable pain before exploding.
Nalatie was stunned that her husband could take almost the entire length inside his pussy as she rapidly fucked him with it. Within a minute he cried out and came as hard...if not harder than she ever remembered cumming. Her hand was dripping, and her wrist was sore as she plunged the toy into his sopping pussy until he collapsed and went limp. She wished she could have timed it as she guessed he came for almost a minute. Then, she noticed his breathing, though deep was slow and steady. He'd passed out. Amazing.
Over the next week, Blake used the black dildo on himself every day. He was alone on the bed as Natalie was at work when he thought about Andrew hitting on her. Was she going to lunch with him? He had the image of a tall man slipping her blouse off her shoulders, admiring her plump breasts cupped by her thin lacy bra. Then her hand was stroking the front of his pants and she sighed happily feeling a real cock for the first time in three weeks. He'd never fantasized about Natalie having sex with another man, he'd thought about it but it wasn't a pleasant thought. Now, the more he imagined her with another man, the more aroused he got.  
In his mind, Andrew pushed her to her knees after admiring her bare breasts, he imagined her doing what she did so well, taking the man's cock in her mouth. He let out a satisfied groan as he saw her push her mouth onto his huge cock. Then without thinking, he wrapped his lips around the black cock. He could taste his juices on the shaft along with the pungent odor. It felt right as if it were his long-lost pacifier. When he realized what he was doing he yanked it out of his mouth but something inside him told him to keep doing it. He lay on the bed furiously rubbing his clit as he sucked on the fake cock. Just as he imagined Andrew holding her head as he came down her throat, he came as hard as he did when Natalie took his virginity.
That night, Natalie and Blake did each other with her dildo. Natalie felt frustrated that it wasn't real but it was better than nothing, not that she'd tell her husband.  She'd gone to lunch with Andrew and when she excused herself to go to the restroom, he'd followed. She'd tried to shove him out of the room but he just pushed her back and locked the door. Her pussy was throbbing as she stopped protesting and let him touch and kiss her. He lifted her onto the sink, opened her legs, and plunged his tongue into her mouth.  
"Alice told me, told me your husband's out of town. You must be climbing the walls," he said, "I can help with that."
She shook her head wanting to say no but his tongue was in her mouth before she could respond. She reciprocated while softly moaning feeling his hard cock press against her panties, his large hands on her breasts. Then she did something she swore she'd never do and reached between their bodies and palmed his hard shaft. She was thinking about how great it would feel when he shoved his cock into her but when there was a hard knock on the door, she panicked and pushed him away.
"I can't do this. I know my husband's out of town which brought some of my resistance down, but I am married," she explained. "Hide in the stall. I'll explain someone's still using the ladies' room," she told him. She looked at the tent in his pants regretfully and left the restroom.
She wanted to tell Blake but he'd always been so jealous and she suspected his suggestion she take Andrew up on his advances was him being depressed over his situation. He was a prideful man who sneered at other men who seemed to take pleasure when their wives strayed. "I'd drop her so fast..." he said more than once.
Natalie was on her knees, chest pressed into the mattress as Blake pumped the dildo rapidly into her pussy imagining it was Andrew taking her when she heard Blake's soft voice.
"I know what you're thinking. You wish this were a real cock and you could feel his heavy balls slapping against your clit. Say it, tell me what you're thinking about...whom you're thinking about."
Natalie moaned but decided just to tell her husband, "I'm sorry. You're right. I was thinking I was being fucked by Andrew." She looked back but all she saw was a lustful look on Blake's face...though she wasn't as familiar with his new facial expressions. He was licking his lips and smiling.
"I knew you were thinking of Andrew. If you don't want his cock you should find some stranger. You're too young, too beautiful, too fucking sexy to waste these years," he said softly.  
Natalie looked back, "Are you sure? I...I thought you'd kill whoever touched me, that you'd drop me."
Blake lay next to her as she flopped to her side. He kissed her while continuing to plunge the fake cock into her pussy. "I love you so much and I know what makes you happy. You like this but it's what? 10% of the enjoyment of being fucked by a real man...I didn't mean it like that," he sighed. "You know what I mean."
Natalie pulled him close, "Fuck! I love you so much. I've been thinking...fantasizing. But I've also been fantasizing about you meeting a guy, and being seduced by him. Fuck! The thought of that is so fucking hot," she panted. She was getting close and the cock he was pumping inside her was him getting to feel a cock in his pussy for the first time. "Let's do a girl's night out. We'll grab Brenda and Alice, hit some nightclubs..dance...flirt...maybe..." she trailed off as she closed her eyes and groaned.
Blade knew what maybe meant as he held his wife tightly as she came hard. He wished he knew what or who she was fantasizing about as she came....though it wasn't tough to guess. He'd have to meet this Andrew, see if he was worthy of Natalie's perfect body. "OK. I can always act the prude or something if I get cold feet."  He wondered how the hell he'd find himself a guy whom he found attractive.
The following Friday, both Natalie and Blake were dressed to get laid, at least according to Brenda who picked them up. "Oh my God! It will be a miracle if any of the hot men even look at me," she grinned when the two women left their house, "Damn good thing your husband's out of town. He'd be loading his shotgun right about now."
Blake shook his head, "he's not that bad...perhaps a bit jealous..."
Brenda shook her head, "you have no idea. We went dining and dancing last year and he reluctantly let a guy have one dance with our hot babe here and then he cut in. That was it, one dance with another man."
Blake thought about it and realized he had been pretty protective. The guy did have his hands all over Natalie even though she kept pushing them away. Why did he feel different now? That seemed like an obvious answer, he thought. What do I have that I can bring to the table...or the bed? "I guess I never saw those two like that," he said. When they got to the car, Blake stepped around Natalie to open the door getting a critical look from his wife. They'd gone over this... Women aren't chivalrous. "Sorry, you just had your nails done and I was worried about them," he quickly added.
Alice was in line when they got there and as soon as the three women joined her, one of the bouncers at the door signaled the other and pointed to the foursome.
Natalie was adjusting Blake's green dress in an attempt to keep his large boobs from popping out when the man came up to them. She was admiring Blake's flowing red tresses under the streetlight thinking about how she'd be attracting men all night.  
"Ladies, if you'd like to follow me, we can get you into the club," he smiled. 'Fuck, to have any one of them naked would be incredible,' he thought, 'especially the redhead. She looks like she'd be an animal in bed.' 
They grinned at each other as they walked to the front of the line. They smiled at the huge man guarding the door, thanking him. Branda hugged him before heading in. They were greeted by a wall of pulsating music, flashing lights, and various smells. Blake had never been in a place like this but he knew Natalie had. He could feel the vibrations in his pussy. That was still incredibly strange to tell himself he had a vagina, pussy, cunt...
They found a table a couple had just vacated and a pretty waitress came over to take their orders. Blake was about to order an IPA but Natalie cut in, "two Backscratchers," she said. "Blake's favorite. I thought I'd try one," she said over the noise. "I guess they're big in San Diego."
Alice and Brenda ordered the same thing, curious what that was. Even before the waitress came back, two men came over asking Natalie and Blake if they wanted to dance. Blake looked like a deer in headlights but Natalie smiled at the men and shook her head, "Give us a few. I'm a much better dancer after a drink, and my friend really opens up after two," she said as she patted Blake's ass. These were great-looking guys, she thought. One of them looks vaguely familiar. If she weren't with her husband... 'Christ! What the fuck is the protocol here? I'm married, can't cheat but I'm setting my husband to get fucked by a man. Maybe a threesome? That might work...' She felt as if her head were going to explode.
Just then, the waitress came back with the tray but before any of the four women could get their purses open, one of the men handed the waitress a 100, "keep the change," he said smugly. "I'm Tom, this is David. I hope we're not too forward but I've never seen four more beautiful women in my life," he said.
"I'm Alice, this is Brenda, Natalie, and Blake," she said. "That's so sweet of you to say," the cute blonde gushed.
Blake wanted to laugh but the other three women smiled as if not seeing through the bullshit line. He took a sip of his drink and smiled. Whatever this was, it was good. How did Natalie know about a drink called a Backscratcher? He found David studying him...especially his chest. He and Natalie had been worried that his nipples would show with just the slightest movement but she wanted him to look good...sexy. He tried to ignore the man's gaze but found it impossible. He wanted desperately to look down at his chest to see if his nipples popped out but that would be so obvious. He decided to act oblivious to the man's eyes flicking up and down, so he took another sip and asked, "What do you do?"  
"Banking," David said, "real estate, commercial. Really boring. You?" he asked as his eyes finally left Blake's chest.
Blake smiled and looked at Natalie, "my...friend is in commercial development, Natalie," he said getting his wife's attention, "David's a commercial real estate agent with a bank. Perhaps you guys have crossed paths."
Natalie studied his face and then broke out in a smile, "Riverfront. 150 Riverfront, last year," she said. "I knew you looked familiar!"
David grinned, "that was you? Fuck! I remember. You were wearing that navy pantsuit with the white blouse. I like this outfit better, a lot better" He paused, "I was so happy to deal with someone who had every answer, never once having to check their notes." Without thinking, he glanced at the woman's cleavage.
Natalie laughed and took a sip of the drink, "I guess my notes are more open tonight?"
Blake smiled to himself, 'Nat needs to get laid by a guy with a cock,' he thought, 'she needs it no matter what she says.' "This is the guy?" Blake asked, "The one you said restored your faith in bankers?"
Natalie's head whipped around, "you remember that? That was a year ago." She looked back at David, "I said that. You were totally upfront and honest. Amazingly refreshing. You want that dance now? I'm so glad to meet you again, you were incredible to work with and I wondered what you've been up to." She looked at Blake as if asking if it were alright.
Blake smiled and nodded at the couple, "Sweetie, since your husband's out of town...what happens in...where are we?" he grinned.
Natalie smiled, "Good point. Are you going to be OK?" She smiled as Blake nodded and gave a thumbs up.
Blake's smile was real as he watched his wife get led out onto the dance floor. He felt a combination of jealousy and happiness for her as he heard male voices. He turned back to see two more men come over. Introductions were made and as if it were all pre-arranged Alice was deep in conversation with Tom, Jerrod was holding Brenda tight on the dance floor, and the tallest man, Theo was asking Blake about himself.



"San Diego, huh? Do you surf?" he asked, "I love the ocean."
Blake was glad he'd chosen San Diego as he and Natalie had been there many times so if they came across a native he'd not sound stupid, "Sure. When I have time. It was so much easier when I was in school," he sighed. "Black's Beach or Cardiff are my favorites," he said.
They found they shared surfing, biking, and skiing in common, and after Blake finished his second backscratcher, he found himself being led out onto the dance floor. Never once in his 26 years had he ever considered holding a man or being held by a man, but over the past few weeks he'd had to reassess his position on men. Now, here he was being pulled against this tall man's body aware of the firm mass between his legs. Much like when he'd held women, the feeling of their breasts against his chest, he was acutely aware of the man's junk firming up against his virgin pussy.
"This sounds like a line you've probably heard a thousand times but when you walked into the club, the only woman I noticed was you. You are by far the most beautiful woman here," Theo smiled down at Blake. 'Fuck me, how are her tits going to look when if I get a chance to pull that dress off her tonight,' he thought.  He stroked the smoothest, softest skin he'd ever felt. Then, as he studied the woman's face he noticed she had not a single flaw. Every woman and man he'd known had minor or not-so-minor imperfections but it was as if Blake's face were brand new.
Blake blushed which was strange for him. When had he last blushed?  It felt strange...strange in a dangerously tempting way seeing how the man was studying him. The firm bulge pressing against his crotch had grown larger and harder. The motion of their swaying to the music was stimulating his pussy and he had no idea how to pull back but then did he want to? "It's a great line but there are tons of women a lot more beautiful than I am." He nodded over to a couple that was dancing near them. One hand was gripping the woman's ass, the other stroking her exposed side boob, "she's spectacular," he said, "and pretty eager." Then he nodded in the other direction toward a blonde who was squatting on the floor mimicking giving head. She had to have down a half-dozen drinks seeing how loose she was. "And she might not get another free drink if she keeps it up."
Jerrod chuckled, "Both look like a lot of fun but I wouldn't trade places with any of those guys," he said as he made his point by pressing his raging erection against the beautiful woman.
Blake should have pulled back, should have been repulsed by the feeling of what must be an impressive cock but found himself pressing back. Then as the man's hands slid onto his ass he let out a low moan and without thinking, met the man's lips. He was kissing another man for the first time in his life and an angry throbbing started in his groin.
Across the dance floor, Natalie let David's hand slide up to cup her breast as she saw Blake kissing the tall blond man. Her brain swirled with a multitude of emotions. Jealousy, envy, lust, happiness, curiosity, and love. 'Go for it, Blake, get your first cock,' she thought. Then, she turned her attention back to David who was kissing her neck and nibbling on her ear. She felt his erection against her and recalled the conversation she and Blake had before leaving the house, "This is for both of us. It's my first foray into the dating scene but I give you my total support if you want to go home with a guy you meet. You've been wonderful while I've had to adapt and it would make me so happy if you were happy," he'd told her. She burst into tears shaking her head, telling him she'd never....but inside she knew that wasn't true.
"You seem distracted. Worried about your friend?" David asked, "She'll be fine with him. He's just about the greatest guy I know. We've known each other since elementary school."
Natalie turned her attention back to the man, "I'm glad to hear it but Blake's a big girl. She can take care of herself. I'm more worried about me...I'm married and, well..." she ground her pussy against his cock, "I'm in the arms of a man I like and admire who wouldn't hesitate to shove his cock into my married pussy. Christ! No drinking on an empty stomach," she giggled.
David chuckled, "I'd hesitate, especially if you said not to but..." he grabbed her ass and ground his cock into her firmly, "...if you said yes I'd be the luckiest man on Earth," he grinned. Then he chuckled, "OK, you're right. I wouldn't hesitate but that would be the last time I'd be quick."
Natalie kissed the man and then pressed her lips to his ear, "Yesss," she said softly. "Now, I proved you a liar. You're hesitating," she smiled.
David chuckled, "Damn! Made me a liar, want to come to my place and see my sketches?" he smiled down at the beautiful woman.
Blake was feeling as if he wet his panties, or rather his thong as he let Theo cup his breast and play with his nipple through the tight fabric. He saw Natalie leading David over and quickly pulled away. Did she want to leave? No, she wanted to leave with the man. It was a total stunner that he felt a surge of happiness for her.  He had told her over and over she needed to find a man but wondered how he would truly react.
"Blake, sweetie. Will you be OK getting home? David wanted to show me some of his plans. He's studying to be an architect and wants my opinion," she said as she looked at the floor.
Blake was about to say he'd Uber but Theo interjected, "I'll get her home, safe and sound. That OK with you?" he said looking at Blake.
Blake saw the smile on his wife's face and nodded, "I guess. I assume you'll be a gentleman?" he asked.
Theo chuckled, "If that's what you want, yes."
Natalie kissed Blake on the cheek, "See you in the morning?" She turned and left with David's hand stroking her ass.
Theo looked at the beautiful woman, "Your place or mine?" he smiled. "Sorry, if you just want a ride home, ignore my weak line," he chuckled.
Blake smiled, "Your place is fine. It's not like Natalie's and Blake's place is mine...and it's a long drive to San Diego," he chuckled.
They arrived at Theo's condo. It was immaculately furnished in a minimalist fashion. There were few knick-knacks and everything was in its place.
"Wine?" Theo asked, "I have Cabernet, Barolo, Nebbiolo...I'm a red wine drinker. I do have a few whites I haven't opened," he said.
Blake shivered knowing the move...get him relaxed and open to being touched...touching. "I'll have a red, whatever you're having," he said. This was happening. Did he want it? What would he do if Theo wanted him to suck his cock? Hell, could he even touch another man's cock? Then he thought about Theo. He truly was a gentleman so far, not once saying anything or touching inappropriately. Would he freak out if he knew he had recently been a man? There were those jokes about guys making out with a transgender woman which always were humiliating to the guy. This was frustrating in so many ways.
Theo turned on the gas fireplace and indicated the couch, "Make yourself comfortable. I'll grab the wine."
Blake tried to relax but shifted on the couch as he anticipated what the man would do...what he would be doing if the roles were reversed. He felt a tingling in his stomach and between his legs as he played through some of the moves this guy might have and how he'd react.
Theo came back with two glasses of wine. He handed one to Blake before sitting down, "A nice Barolo I found. If you don't like it, I have others," he smiled.
Blake took a sip and nodded, "No need. This is nice. I like your place," he said looking around. He looked back at Theo who seemed to be studying him, "What? Don't tell me I have food in my teeth," he chuckled.
Theo shook his head, "Sorry. I've never in my life seen anyone with such flawless skin." He raced his fingers down Blake's cheeks. Then he looked at the generous cleavage, "I mean, tell me you have a scar, a mole, something..."
Blake remembered seeing his naked body and thinking the same thing. The damn dress even removed his tattoo. He liked that tattoo. "I know. I never looked at my whole body but all I can say is I've been blessed with nice skin," he said softly. He felt his nipples harden under the man's gaze knowing what Theo wanted to ask. He chuckled as he thought that.
Theo looked quickly at Blake's face, "Christ. I'm usually a lot more subtle but all I can think of is checking all of you out for flaws. Everyone has flaws," he said softly.
Blake took a sip of wine and sighed, "One more glass, and perhaps I'll let you do just that," he said.
Theo reached over, and poured more wine into this incredibly beautiful blonde's glass, "It wasn't my intention to get you drunk and take advantage of you."
"Why not?" Blake smiled, "what is your standard M.O.?" he asked as he took a longer sip. "Foot rubs? Massages? I always liked the, 'I just got a new mattress that has everything. You need to check it out,'" he grinned.
Theo chuckled, "I do have a mattress that does everything and I'd be thrilled to give you a massage. I'm quite good, or so I've been told." He thought a minute, "But my M.O. has usually been this." He put his hand behind Blake's neck and pulled him gently into a kiss.
Blake had wondered how he would react to a man kissing him but parting his lips and welcoming the fat wet tongue into his mouth was not one he considered. Without thinking about it, he put his arm around the man and moaned softly. 
Theo's hands stroked Blake's smooth skin on his back feeling himself getting hard as the beautiful woman moaned into his mouth. There was more passion than he expected as there was something reserved, something anxious about Blake all night.  
Blake found himself stroking the man's chest, impressed with how tight his pecs were and how toned in general he was. Then he let himself be pulled onto his lap, his dress pulling up to his hips, and the real question that had been bothering him was soon answered. How would he react to feeling a hard cock pressed against his crotch? He moaned louder and slid his pussy up and down the impressively long shaft. 'Christ! It feels good, really good.'
Theo gripped the woman's tight ass as she ground eagerly against him. He then slid a hand between them and palmed her huge breast. He could feel her rock-hard nipple and her soft moans seemed more urgent as they humped each other.  
Blake pulled back as the man grabbed the hem of the dress and pulled it up and over his head. As the dress was backless, he didn't have on a bra but was now straddling the man's waist in just a red thong.
Theo pushed Blake away and looked up and down the flawless naked body shaking his head, "nothing. Not a mole or scar. Hell, not even a navel piercing," he said. "I'm actually a bit intimidated. I've never been with someone as perfect as you are."
Blake shook his head, "reminds me of a poster a man I knew once had on his wall. There was a beautiful babe in a tiny bikini at the beach. The caption said, "Somewhere, there's some guy sick of putting up with this bitch's shit,'" he chuckled. "Beauty's only skin deep," he said. Then he made a decision, "let's change the subject, OK?" He climbed off Theo's lap.
Theo smiled as the near-naked woman knelt. He lifted his hips as she pulled his pants off and sighed happily as her two hands gripped the raging erection.
"God, I missed the feel of a cock," Blade said to himself. He missed stroking his cock, feeling the hardness in his hand, or even soft when peeing. This was longer and fatter but was circumcised with the same flared head.
"What? How long has it been?" Theo asked, "I mean, you could have as many cocks as you wanted."
Blake blushed realizing what he'd said and looked up at the man, "a bit of a dry spell. Over a month. I've always been fascinated by cocks," he sighed. 'In for a penny, in for a dollar,' he thought as he licked the underside. This was not bad...not as bad as he feared. Actually, not bad was the wrong phrase. This was nice. It felt right...tasted right...smelled right. His pussy was throbbing as he took his fist cock in his mouth. He was soon sucking on the shaft, taking more than he thought he could into his throat. He knew what he liked so he used his tongue as he pulled back to stimulate the base of the head. Then he plunged his mouth deeper over the fat shaft, thanking Natalie for letting him practice on the black dildo.
'Fuck me!' Theo thought, 'Perfect body, perfect face, and a skilled cocksucker. How is this babe not spoken for?' he wondered. He reached under and stroked a large breast as she popped the cock out of her mouth and kissed her way down to his balls. She took each one in her mouth while stroking him. As she licked her way up and sucked on the head of his cock he gently pushed her back, "Fuck, babe. I'm close and...wait...fuck!' he gasped as she ignored him and plunged her mouth onto his cock.
Blake wanted to do this right. If he were going to be a woman, a cocksucker, he wanted to experience the entire thing.  He felt the man's ballsack tighten and he prepared himself for his first taste of cum. He never even tasted his own.
Theo tried to hold back but Blake's tongue was flicking just under the head so he leaned back and lifted his hips as he exploded into the gorgeous woman's mouth.  
It wasn't nearly as bad as he feared as spurt after spurt shot against the back of his throat. When the last spasms trickled into his mouth he popped the fat cock out of his mouth and sat back. He thought about spitting it out, but there was no place to do it so he just did it. He closed his lips and swallowed. It wasn't as he thought it would be as he had no urge to throw up. The strange thought hit him, he wanted to do that again and again. He liked the entire experience.
Theo looked apologetic as the stunning woman wiped those plump lips. "Sorry, that was rude of me." He stood, kicked off his pants, and led the woman back to his bedroom.
Blake smiled and chuckled, "as if that's the only rude thing you have planned for me." He knew what was going to happen next as Theo laid him on the bed. As the man unbuttoned his shirt and got totally naked, Blake pulled his thong off and kicked it aside. He then lay back, legs opened as he studied the man's semi-firm cock. It seemed bigger than his was, at least in girth. It was fascinating to see how it flopped around as he finished getting undressed and crawled onto the bed. He felt a stronger tingling, aching in his...fuck! Was that his uterus? The man's cock was still long and plump even though he was getting flaccid. As a guy...former guy, he was impressed.
Theo wanted to pinch himself as she admired the flawless naked woman on his bed. First of all, she had to be the most beautiful woman he'd ever met. Secondly, she was super bright, funny, and eager to please. Then there was this aura of innocence that he couldn't place, as if she were a virgin. As if that were even remotely possible. He lay between those creamy thighs, kissing his way up to her perfectly smooth tight pussy lips.
Blake let out a soft moan feeling a man's lips and tongue jetting close to his pussy. "Ahhh, yessss," he sighed as Theo's tongue ran up his slit. Then he let out a gasp as the man's tongue wiggled sideways before penetrating his vagina.
Theo inhaled the sweet scent of this woman's pussy and felt a rush. Her body and skin were flawless and her pussy tasted and smelled sweet and clean. He'd gone down on many women and while every one was a sensual experience, this was on another level. He probed inside her before sliding his tongue to her hard nub.
Blake lifted his ass as Theo found his clit and started to flick the tip of his tongue on it. 'Holy fuck!' he thought, 'I'll have to remember....oh wow!' "Aaaaah, yesss!" he gasped loudly as a fat middle finger slid into his virgin asshole and the tongue pressed harder. He was rocking his hip against the man's face as the now-familiar tingling grew inside. Then he thought how great it would be to cum with a cock inside him for the first time. "Fuck me...I want to feel you," he gasped.
Theo wiped his face on the bedspread and then crawled between the woman's legs. He looked down on her body for what had to be the 20th time thanking whatever Gods were out there looking over him. She looked amazing in her dress and looked even better when she dropped the dress before kneeling between his legs but now as he absorbed the image lying beneath him he felt the most powerful rush he'd ever felt. She was the ultimate vision, her large breasts mounding and yet also spilling off her rising and falling chest; her tight narrow waist with barely a hint of fat; her flared hips framing her soft red patch and wide flared lips.
"Fuck me...please, I need your cock inside me," Blake heard himself say. Had you told him just a month ago he'd ever say that, you would have been sporting a black eye but now it was something he had to say. Over the past few weeks, there was a thought which became a curiosity.  That grew into a fantasy which grew to a desire as he danced with Theo earlier. Now it was a need. "Fuck me....yessss!" He arched his back, opened his legs wider, and gasped as he felt a man's cock slide into him for the first time. "Ooooohhhhh, yessss," he hissed as Theo pulled out and pushed in deeper. "This feels better than I thought...so much better," he panted.
Theo wondered but dismissed the thought that Blake was a virgin. No way could someone as beautiful and alluring as she was could have remained a virgin. Just about every hetero guy who'd met her would have wanted to find a way inside her. Hell, even many gay guys would have wanted to try. She was just saying his cock felt better than she anticipated. She was moaning loudly with each thrust and he picked up the pace and she played with her tits. Then her moans became stifled and deeper. He drove harder pressing his pelvis against hers over and over until she cried out.
"Fuck!" Blake grunted as all the tingling, aching feelings peaked to a point that almost hurt before releasing. 'Fucking amazing!' he thought as the powerful wave burst from her lower abdomen to pulse through her entire body.
Theo matched the woman's spasms with his powerful thrusts feeling his own orgasm coming on. When Blake let out a soft low moan and went limp he had to ask, "I'm going to cum...are you...?"
Blake had the sudden realization he had no idea if he were fertile or not. He hadn't had his period and he'd been a woman for over a month.  He shook his head, "I don't know. You'd better pull out," he panted. "I want to taste you again anyway," he said.
Theo was agonizingly close and slid rapidly out of the tight, warm, silky pussy and climbed up to straddle those impressive tits. He could feel the soft plump masses between his thighs and against his balls as the beautiful redhead clamped her mouth on his cock.  
Blake thought Theo's cock tasted great before, but mixed with his own juices, he tasted even better. He bent his neck, bobbing his head and within a minute was rewarded with another load of cum. He swallowed a load as large as the last one.
Theo groaned as he felt the last contraction deliver his sperm down the woman's throat. He pulled out and flopped onto the bed next to her. "Fuck me. You are...and this isn't hyperbole, the best fuck I've ever had." He hoped this beauty wouldn't take offense but he didn't know how else to say it.
Blake grinned, "And here I thought this was just another Tuesday for you."
Theo chuckled, "If this is a Tuesday I can't wait for Wednesday."
* * *
Six blocks away on the 14th floor of the Ambassador Suites inside David's penthouse, Natalie was crying out as she came for the sixth time that night.  She and David got to his place just about the same time as Blake arrived at Theo's. The difference was that Natalie was all over David before the door shut. She didn't want to tell Blake but she was about to climb the walls she needed cock so bad.



David lay on top of the woman's bare back, his cock pistoning into her pussy. He had never been with a more eager woman in his life and was happy he'd popped that pill he'd been saving for a rainy day after their second sweaty session.  He suspected Natalie would want to go all night as she seemed to orgasm over and over. He loved that he didn't have to use a rubber and didn't have to pull out, but her pussy was getting sloppier and sloppier as the night went on.
Natalie felt bad she was fucking a man that was not her husband but it couldn't be cheating as he'd encouraged her. If he was alright with it, she was going to literally milk this guy's cock for all it was worth. She lay on her stomach, a pillow under her hips, legs spread as she felt the man's fat cock piston into her pussy. Since she lost her virginity in the tent with Dale Blake at the Senior Outing, she had never gone for more than a week without cock...until five weeks ago when Blake morphed into a woman. God! Fuck me, fuck me," she panted. "Your cock feels so good." She wanted to tell Blake they needed to try his position but she shook her head, how could she ever talk to him about this? 'Damn! His body slamming into my ass feels great. I wonder how to suggest he fuck my ass?' she wondered, 'Or would he think I'm a slut if I ask for it?'
David felt his hip smack repeatedly against the best ass he'd ever seen. 'Would she be up for anal?' he wondered. 'Too perfect, no way...'
* * *
Theo was stroking those perfect tits when he felt his cock throbbing back to life. Blake was softly mewing and as she sensed his renewed erection pushed her ass back against him. He wanted to feel her again so her grabbed his dick and pushed the head against her swollen pussy. He slid back into the warm, tight pussy.
Blake opened his legs as he let out a pleased moan, "Oooooohhhh, yesss. Fuck me," he panted.  
* * *
The sun came streaming into the two bedrooms and all four lovers roused at the same time.  Had there been video cameras in both bedrooms, one would have thought the couples choreographed their love-making. Simultaneously, David and Theo climbed on top of their partners and kissed them as they reached between their legs to guide their stiff cocks into the tightest pussies they'd ever felt.
Natalie got home first feeling a pleasant exhaustion. She hoped Blake's night was a good one. She wondered if he'd be resistant to letting a man touch him let alone fuck him. Did he suck Theo's cock? Did he cum? He hoped it was a good experience for him and wondered if this were to be their new reality. She went and changed out of her dress, glad they had a garage so the neighbors didn't see her still wearing her cocktail dress.  
What an appropriate term, she thought. At David's she'd showered and dressed when the man came up behind her, cupping her breasts. It wasn't long before her dress was pushed onto her back, her thong around her left ankle and David's cock thrusting once more into her pussy. She was panting and moaning and heard her ask him if he wanted to fuck her ass.  She'd barely finished the question when David pulled out and ran to the bathroom to get lube. What a perfect name for what she was wearing for the next 30 minutes...a cock-tail dress.
After both had finished, Natalie held David and kissed him. "I never cheated on Blake before and while I won't say this was a mistake, we can't do this again," she said.
David looked down at her and kissed her again. Then he sighed and nodded, "I know. I hope you don't feel regret or guilt. I'll never say a word to anyone but this might be the best night I've ever had."
Natalie cleaned up and got dressed. As she was leaving she hugged the man again and as she turned to go, she swore she saw tears welling up in his eyes. The drive home was strange as her head swam with the erotic memories, wondering how Blake fared, and if he'd been home waiting for her. She felt relieved to see he wasn't there and worried about him.
Blake lay in bed panting after the eighth energetic fucking of the night, this time from behind. Theo was fingering his ass and when he suggested anal and Blake groaned and nodded. When the night started he wondered if he could touch another man's cock but he liked the feeling of a hard cock in his hands. Then he liked the taste, the feeling of the slick shaft plunging into his mouth. He wasn't surprised how willingly he spread his legs and later lowered himself onto the man's rigid erection so when asked about taking it in the butt he never questioned it.
Theo had lubed them both up and after the slight searing pain it became pleasurable and he came twice before the man groaned and collapsed onto his sweaty back. Blake turned his head and kissed the man. "I should get back. I assume Natalie is worried."
Theo nodded and pulled his cock out of Blake's tight ass, "You could call. I don't have plans for the day," he said softly.
Blake thought about it but shook his head, "Natalie talked about a botanic garden tour or something. She misses her husband being around so I should go with her. This was fun, though. I've never been so thoroughly fucked in my life," he chuckled.
Theo grinned and nodded, "And if you stay we might both have heart attacks. Fuck! I never felt as much desire for a woman as I have with you. You should leave before I propose," he chuckled.
Blake got constant looks from the Uber driver as if he might have a way to get a free ride but the man never expressed what he was thinking. Blake tipped him and looked around the neighborhood feeling a bit overdressed for 9 in the morning.
Natalie finished her second shower of the day and pulled on her yoga pants and a crop top when she heard the doorbell. She rushed down and saw Blake, still in his red dress but carrying his heels. He hadn't been so fortunate as she was to have a car...thus no keys.
Blake waved to Mrs. Wallace who was standing on her porch across the street, arms folded with a disapproving look on her craggy face. Then he smiled and stepped inside as his wife opened the door.  He hugged Natalie and held her. He wanted to know if she had fun, and was treated well by the man but couldn't ask. He kissed her and pulled back to look at her. She looked the same but had a flushed glow as if she just got out of a hot shower.
Blake had showered at Theo's but spent more time enjoying each other's body than bathing. "I should change. Dolores will have spread the word around the neighborhood that Blake's a whore or a slut," he sighed. "Poor Blake...my cousin Blake, that is," he chuckled. "She'll get some strange looks if she ever visits."
They returned to their abnormally normal routines, except one day the following week, Natalie called and said she'd be working late. It was the day she decided to go to lunch with Andrew. Natalie suggested he go out and have some fun of his own. Blake chuckled and told her to work hard and to bend over backward to prove she was a good employee. He then called Theo and they met for drinks.
A few days later, Natalie called Blake to her home office. She pointed to a website, a look of joy on her face, "Check this out: 'The hidden treasure of Ireland in the tiny hamlet of Lisburn offers the perfect getaway from the 21st-century distractions. There is no cell service, no cable, and all the charm of a 19th-century village.'" She looked hopefully at her husband, "And check this out!" She pointed to a picture of a row of businesses.  There in the middle was a tiny shop with a faded sign, "Lisburn Fabrics." Under it, they could make out the date: "Since 1765."
Natalie looked excitedly at her husband, "We could go over and get something that might cure male impotency or something. We find someone to make a gown out of it and maybe..." she said looking at her husband.
Blake thought about it and nodded. Then he shook his head, "Fuck! I can't travel. My passport wouldn't look like me," he sighed.
"I'll go. I'll go over and get the fabric, maybe they'll know of some gypsies who could make the dress. I don't want to miss a thing. We can get you back," she said. Then she looked at the front of his yoga pants, "We can get the part of you I miss the most," she said stroking his crotch.
Blake sighed, "All you woman care about is dick. That and opening jars." He shook his head, "I do miss both."
Natalie left three days later and Blake was going crazy as he waited to hear from her. He knew there was no cell service but there were land lines. He was sitting on the couch when his phone rang. It was his wife who excitedly told him what she discovered. "I can't talk long as it's long distance," she said. "I miss you but I found it!" She went on to tell her story.
The current proprietor gave her a blank look until she told him about the healing dress she inherited. He scoffed at any idea of magic cloth but called upstairs to someone. He told her to go up to the door at the end of the hall. Inside was a woman who looked no more than 60 years old. The woman didn't blink an eye when Natalie asked about cloth to help with male fertility. The woman nodded and went to an old chest saying it had been 85 years since she put it in there.  She went to an old chest and pulled out a bolt. She handed it to her almost spiritually, and then told her where to find a Roma camp. She warned her to be careful and to allow him and him only to wear it. When she asked how much, the woman shook her head, "This is a gift, darling. I've been waiting for you."
A few days later, Natalie called again, "I'm coming home. I have a beautifully made nightgown for you," she said. "I'll be home tomorrow! I miss you," she said.
Blake missed his wife also and the next 24 hours were the longest of his life. He picked her up at the airport clutching a bundle in her arms as if letting it go would be the last time she ever saw it.
They go home and they wasted no time, "Strip," she ordered. When Blake was fully naked and reaching for the bundle she told him to wait. She grabbed her camera and took pictures of him before he changed back...if he changed back. Her pussy throbbed anticipating making love to her husband once more.
Blake posed so Natalie could get him from all four sides before opening the bundle. He held up a soft light flannel robe. It seemed to shimmer in the light. He looked at his wife and grinned, "are you sure you want a stinky male around the house?' he asked.
Natalie nodded and made a motion with her hands telling him to hurry. She'd been anticipating this moment for days.  She watched as Blake pulled the gown over his head, letting it flow down his body. It was amazing to watch as she hadn't seen the initial transformation, but he grew taller yet the gown grew with him.  His head got larger, a shadow of whiskers showed on his jaw and his Adam's apple bulged on his neck. Then she looked directly at his crotch and a huge grin appeared on her face, "Fuck yeah!" she giggled. She gripped the plump cock and stroked him.
Blake felt bigger. Not just taller, but wider, heavier, and stronger. He felt his cock throb for the first time in almost two months and grinned as his erection grew. "I'm back, I'm fucking back!" he cried. He started to pull off the gown but Natalie stopped him. "You wore the dress for an hour. Go lie down, take a nap, or something. Then my man is going to fuck the shit out of me," she giggled.
Blake didn't want to wait but she was right. A partial recovery may be a bad thing. He leaned down and kissed Natalie and then lay down on the bed. He'd had a good night's sleep that night before but as soon as his head hit the pillow he was sound asleep.
Natalie came in an hour later and Blake was softly snoring and she felt a thrill as she checked out his morning woody. She gently pulled up the gown exposing his cock and let out a gasp. His cock was bigger. Longer, fatter, and with pronounced veins like weightlifters have on their arms. Her mouth watered and she took him into her mouth, sucking eagerly. God! She missed him.
Blake woke up, at first disoriented but then remembering. He was a man again! A man with a hard cock getting sucked. He couldn't imagine anything in the world that could be greater than this. He stroked his wife's hair as she gagged on his cock. That was strange but perhaps she wasn't used to sucking cock...but that couldn't be it either. He remembered she'd spent nights with David and Andrew and she had to have sucked their dicks. He pulled her up and kissed her and then panted, "I need to make love to my wife.."
They wasted no time getting undressed and soon Natalie was on her back, legs spread wide as she guided him inside her. "Slow...fuck! The gown made you....fuck!" she put her head back as half the length drove into her. David and Andrew were both gifted but Blake was more equine than either man. "Oh, babe...you have no fucking idea..." she panted as more entered her.
Perhaps previously being a man made him oblivious to the power he had between his legs but he was no longer unaware. As he pulled back and pushed back in, he felt a hormonal surge. Maybe Natalie had acquired her reactions when she had sex with the other men, but her head was back, her mouth open, and her legs were straight out. On top of that, she seemed tighter though it had been weeks, so who knows? She was making deep guttural sounds as he penetrated deeper inside her.
Natalie's head was spinning as she felt his cock press into her cervix. She reached between their bodies to feel a good amount of cock still outside her yet he was bruising her. Blake had barely hit her there though Andrew had a bit more. But Andrew pressed into her cervix only when he was fully inside her. Blake was only 2/3 of the way in. "Babe...fuck! Babe, easy. Not so deep," she groaned.
Blake was surprised but began pistoning into his wife's pussy and stopping as he felt his plump head hit something. Was that her cervix? As he was thinking about how he could no longer bury his cock inside his wife's pussy, he heard her grunts deepen as she neared orgasm. He leaned down and sucked her nipple between his lips just as she exploded. 'Damn! I missed fucking my wife,' he thought.
Natalie felt the most powerful orgasm of her life as the intense feelings pulsed throughout her body. She didn't recognize her voice but realized the loud grunts were hers.
Blake could feel how powerful her orgasm was and was careful not to hurt her but her writhing took him deeper inside. Then as she relaxed he began thrusting inside her pussy feeling her fluids running down his scrotum and her ass crack. Then she started moaning again as he went deeper into her vagina. Was her cervix relaxing? Soon he was buried to the hilt and Natalie was loudly grunting again. Blake lay on top of his wife as he rapidly pistoned into her pussy. God! He missed being the male. It felt great being a woman and receiving a cock but giving pleasure and getting her off as a man was an incredible rush.
Natalie was gripping Blake's ass as he thrust rapidly into her and she could hear his gasps as he tried to hold off but grunted, "That's it, baby. Cum inside me, fill me with...oh fuck!" she cried as she suddenly exploded.
Blake's entire world suddenly focused on the intense aching in his balls. As Natalie cried out, his attempts at holding off were blown away by the first aching release inside her. He pressed hard against her as they writhed against each other.
Natalie felt an orgasm almost as intense as the first one as she gripped her husband's ass tightly against her. He was the first to go limp but kept pressing his cock into her pussy as she rode out the last part of her release.
They lay panting against each other, their bodies slick with sweat. Blake was stroking her breast looking at her perfect body. While he was a woman, he appreciated her beauty but not with the same feelings of arousal. Now, her breasts rising and falling on her chest made him want to get hard and fuck her again. When he thought back to his nights with Theo, he felt no arousal at all when recalling sucking on his cock or being fucked. Could it be that the gowns change more than the person's physical appearance?
Natalie looked over at her husband and smiled, "I missed you...or to be more precise, I missed your cock."
Blake chuckled, "I missed your tight pussy but," he looked between them, "did my dick get bigger? I don't remember ever hitting your cervix," he said.
Natalie nodded, "Longer, fatter. At first, it hurt but somehow I got used to it. I'll be sore tomorrow though."
Over the next three days, Natalie and Blake made up for lost time. The only awkward moments were when Andrew showed up at the door. Natalie never mentioned that her husband was back home from his business trip. Blake invited him in. The man made up a story about plans for a midtown development that Natalie needed to look at. Blake was able to size the man up and he was good-looking and had some charm.
"Natalie told me you and she had lunch together a few times. I'm glad. I've told her time and again that it's good to get away from work and eating at her desk isn't getting away," he said as he handed the man a beer.
Natalie came downstairs after showering. She and Blake had just spent the past hour and a half fucking for the third time that day.  She was surprised to see Blake and Andrew drinking beers and talking. Both men stood and she looked quickly down at her thin tee and tight shorts. She decided not to wear any underwear and she knew her nipples were visible.
"Sit, I'll get you some wine and give you space so you guys can talk business," Blake said as he headed into the kitchen.
He could hear the couple talking quietly though it didn't sound as if they were discussing environmental impact studies or zoning. He chuckled thinking how strange it must feel to both. He brought out her glass of Cab and held up his keys. "I need to get over to the office. I've been slacking. Want me to pick up something for dinner?" he asked.
Natalie looked at her husband wondering what he was doing and then realized he was giving her space to explain to Andrew that what they had was a one-time thing and it was over.
When Blake got home carrying a bag from the local Thai restaurant, Natalie was in the kitchen putting dishes away. "How did it go with Andrew?" he asked.
Natalie sighed, "I'm so sorry about that. He's never wanted a repeat before and while you were...anyhow, he hoped for another round," she said. "I told him no. We didn't do anything," she said quickly. "I'd never cheat on you."
Blake pulled her close, "I know. I know, baby. That's why I left. I trust you. I didn't think you could have that conversation at work or if I were around, so..."
"I love you so much," Natalie sighed, "He wasn't happy but he's no rapist and just shook my hand and left."
Then there was the call from Theo. Natalie had to explain that cousin Blake had gone home. When he asked for her address she put him off telling him that she'd have to check with the woman. That was awkward as she had no idea how long she could put it off...maybe she gets killed in a car accident?
They decided over the next few days that they should both quit their jobs as they cleared millions from the sale of the estate. "We should travel. See the world," Blake suggested. "If we're gone, then poor Theo won't have anyone to call.
They decided to take a road trip, mapping out a circuitous route that would take them to the 49 mainland states. They were just days away when Blake came home and stopped. There was a tall, blond-haired man in the kitchen doing dishes. "Who are you? Where's Natalie, are you a friend?"
Nat turned and looked at her husband, he gasped. "I tried on your nightgown. It fit," she said.
Blake smiled and nodded, "It's you. I mean, not exactly but your eyes. They're definitely your eyes," he said. "Should I put on your dress?"



Nat shook her head, "We're going out. I'm in the mood to go pick up some chicks," she chuckled.
Blake grinned. His head was filled with images of him and his wife exploring the States and the world as two guys; two women; a man and a woman; and a woman and a man. The possibilities seemed endless. They got fake IDs so Natalie had one as herself, one at Nat Thomas, the tall blond man while Blake already had his pair.
The morning they closed up their house and pulled out of the drive, Nat was driving and Blake was in his favorite yellow summer dress. They were thinking of the adventures ahead, who they would meet, and the myriad possibilities.
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Come on, Dan. You need to get out and off the damn game. There's a whole world out there," Denise whined. Don't ever tell Denise that she was whining as she hated that word, but her expression and her tone could be described accurately few other ways.
Dan looked up and shook his head, "Level 23. I'm finally at level 23. You're a big girl, you can go to the mall yourself," he said.
Denise shook her head, "I need a ride and I need to get something to wear to your sister's wedding. You need to tell me what you like and don't like. Besides, you promised!"
Dan groaned. He did promise. If Denise would go to his sister's wedding he'd make sure she looked incredible. His sister Laurie Roberts was no fan of his girlfriend, most likely because she had breasts. Laurie was cursed with a flat chest and yet needed to wear bras as her nipples were huge when hard. Plus, she padded her bras which Denise accidentally discovered one day. Denise. on the other hand, had to wear a bra as her massive breasts flopped freely as she walked. On top of that, Denise knew what she had and few of her tops covered much of her upper chest. More than once, Laurie commented how Denise was wasting her money on a college education since she'd most likely earn more money on her knees or her back in front of the camera. It didn't help that Laura had nicknamed her 'L'il Orphan Fanny.'
"OK," the boy sighed, "I'll grab my wallet and keys. Let's get it over with."
Denise smiled and hugged her boyfriend. "I love your enthusiasm." She was pretty sure what dress she would wear but wanted Dan to make it his choice. She found just the dress to shut his sister up. Sheer red backless satin dress, so low cut that she'd need to be super careful or all of Dan's and the other family would see her large puffy nipples, but the saleswoman told her about some type of glue that ensured no slippage. This would be perfect. The bitch can just suck it up at the reception. "I love you so much and I'll make it worth your while," she grinned.
"Alrighty then," Dan grinned. He'd take a break from his video games for just one reason.
The young couple walked into the mall through the north entrance with the department store opposite the mall from the one that had the dress Denise wanted. She wanted to give Dan a few choices before she showed him the dress.
Dan's eyes were drooping and he was thinking about the nature show where the coyote chewed his leg off when they came to the last department store in the mall. His eyes lit up seeing the video gaming arcade just to the right of the department store.
"Come on, they have to have the perfect dress," Denise urged, "you can go in there if I find a dress I like. I'll have to get shoes and accessories," she pointed to the arcade.
Dan groaned and nodded, "If they don't have what you like...I mean, I saw at least a dozen that looked great on you," he said.
Denise kissed and hugged him, "You've been great. If these guys don't have what I want we'll go back and I'll buy that ice-blue one."
"Hell, let's just get that one. That was my favorite," he smiled. His eyes scanned down her body recalling how much of her generous chest was exposed and how he could make out her swollen nipples through the thin fabric. No way could she wear a bra with that one. He'd felt an instant throbbing that made him forget how boring shopping was.
Denise could feel his eyes on her body, especially her breasts, and her nipples hardened. "I'll let you come into the dressing room..." she purred.
"OK," he grinned, "let's move it. We have dresses to try on...that is, you have dresses..."
Denise went over to where the sexy mannequin had the dress satin dress and pawed through the rack as if oblivious to the gown next to her.
Dan walked over to it, "Hang on, Denise. This is your size and everything," he smiled. "And it's red. Your favorite." He tried not to feel arousal looking at the pronounced nipples on the tall slender mannequin but there was no doubt the selling point of the dress was sex. He wondered how Denise's tits would stay in the top but that made the dress just more intriguing.
"Oh wow. I didn't see that," Denise smiled, "I'll get the salesgirl," she said. She kissed her boyfriend on the lips, "So glad you came along," she smiled, "my favorite color."
Dan could feel his heart race as he considered her blonde body snugly encased beneath the red satin fabric. He found a place to sit while trying to quiesce his throbbing boner.
Denise looked around and saw only a salesman so she went over to see if she could try on the dress, "Sir? I'm hoping you have," she pointed to the mannequin, "that red dress in my size?" She stepped back as the man appraised her.
"6?" he asked.
"Um, I usually wear a 4," she said, "but you know how your dresses run so sure," she said.
The man nodded, "Trust me. Unless you want to give a show, you want the 6," he said.
Denise nodded. She had grown up in the past three years. Every part of her filled out from the skinny 16-year-old to the curvy 19-year-old causing her to go from teen wear sizes to women's sizes seemingly overnight. Her uncle used to tease her calling her Twiggy until just last year when he choked on the word and smiled at her. She still needed to search the internet for who or what a Twiggy was. She just assumed it meant slender or reedy...twig-like.
The man came out of the back with a red dress draped over his arms, "Here you go. If this doesn't work, we have the size 4 on display, but as you can see the mannequin has a fairly small bust."
Denise blushed as the man stared pointedly at her much fuller chest as he tacitly implied, 'unlike yours.'
"Would you like to try any others on in the dressing room, or just this one?" he asked.
Denise shook her head, "I'll try this one first but I just felt I had to have it as soon as I saw it," she smiled. She followed the man into the hallway with the half-dozen dressing room. He unlocked the first one and reached in to hang the dress on the hook.
"Take your time. There are full-length mirrors on either end," he smiled at her before leaving her alone.
'I guess Dan's not coming in,' she sighed. She pulled off her clothes for the 10th time and looked at her figure in the mirror. She hadn't been able to do a self-appraisal as she'd had Dan in the previous dressing rooms and she'd kept her underwear on. She might be able to keep her thong on with this dress but she'd have to lose the bra, especially her padded underwire thick strapped bra. Sometimes she felt a surge of pride that she was blessed with DDs, but then she saw her friends with frilly, lacy, sexy, tiny things they called bras and felt envious.
At least her boobs didn't sag and her boyfriends all told her she had the best nipples they'd ever seen. She patted her flat stomach thinking how slender her mother still was and thanked God that she most likely wouldn't be fighting her weight as she grew older. She looked at her flared hips and shook her head. She sometimes envied her friends with their narrow hips as their asses looked so tight, so pert. She turned and looked at her ass and sighed. Though she had no discernable fat her rear could only be described as full. She shrugged her shoulders. Perhaps she should embrace her full ass as she was aware men and women alike seemed to approve.
She pulled the dress off the hanger and stepped into it. She had to wiggle her hips as she pulled it over her hips. The salesgirl had been right, she'd either need tape or glue the top over her boobs, but she felt her blood pressure rise as she studied her figure encased in the tight flimsy fabric. She had to pull the material over her bust as she moved seeing her nipples peek over the top. She giggled thinking of twin moons rising over the horizon. 'Wow! I look so fuckable,' she thought, 'Let that bitch Laurie make all the comments she wants, they might be true but what's so bad with having a body all the men want to fuck?' she thought.
She decided she needed to show Dan as he was probably wondering if she'd fallen into a hole. She started for the door but stopped as she saw the strap of her thong exposed on the side. The right leg had a slit that came above her hip. She sighed and pulled down her thong, tossing it onto the pile of her clothes, and then shook her head as both her boobs had popped out. She repaired the wardrobe malfunction and opened the door before she chickened out.
Brad Baxter hung around the evening wear department wanting to see the beautiful girl in the dress that the staff had nicknamed 'The Cure...as in 'the cure for ED.' He stifled a gasp as the blonde gingerly stepped out. He hung back as her boyfriend jumped to his feet, a huge smile on his face.
Dan forgot all about the ice-blue dress as he checked Denise out. He was struck by the irony of the dress, designed to make the woman's body as sexy as possible yet begging to be stripped off her as quickly as possible. "That's the one," he grinned, "Turn around, I want to see the back," he said. He almost said, 'Turn around, I want to check out your ass.' He pulled out his phone and took a picture of her creamy expanse of skin from the nape of her neck to just above her ass crack. "Fuck me!" he sighed, "You look incredible."
Denise turned smiling, then posed as her boyfriend snapped a few more shots. "I take it you approve?" she said as she thrust her right hip out exposing her leg up to her waist.
Dan nodded but put the phone in his pocket as the salesman came over.
Brad looked the girl over, "I think this is your size," he said, "In fact, you could even go up a size so you don't expose too much décolletage," he said in a businesslike tone.
Denise almost pulled back as the older man pinched the front of the dress covering her boobs and gently pulled up. Then he turned her around while smoothing out the fabric on her sides and ass.
"Very nice. You'll have to purchase an adhesive to keep the dress up, but we have a very effective spray-on. You'll be able to feel very secure on the dance floor...I assume this is for prom? Junior, senior?"
Denise laughed, "Wedding. How old do you think I am?" she asked.
Brad shook his head, "Sorry. Just curious. 16? 17? 18? No older than that," he said. Inside, he was praying she was at least 18...better yet, just turned 18.
Denise chuckled, "19, last week. I guess I should be used to it. Just a couple of years ago I was directed to the pre-teen department for clothes."
Brad chuckled, "Sorry, can't imagine. We've sold a few of these but none looked as good on them as this looks on you," he said. "Pardon me for being blunt but if you get this you might be shopping in the maternity department."
Dan looked shocked but Denise laughed, "That's funny, perhaps that's the point of this dress...not to get knocked up but..." she blushed and looked at her boyfriend.
Dan's cock was throbbing and he turned his body so no one could see. He had all the same thoughts but was shocked to hear the salesman express them. Perhaps this old guy wasn't as uncool as he initially thought.
Denise looked at Dan and when she got his approval, she smiled at the salesman, "I'll take it. Dan, you can go to your video arcade, I'll need shoes and other stuff. I'll come and get you," she said before heading into the dressing room.
She went back into the small room and pulled the dress off. She was about to pull on her clothes when she noticed the price tag. It felt as if all the blood left her head as she saw how much it was. $1,399.00. She swore it was $399. The tag on the mannequin showed the price when she was there the past week. No way could she afford $1,400. 'Shit! 8% tax on that would be...$112,' she calculated quickly. She felt like crying. The shoes that went with it were $200, the clutch was another $100. She slumped to the floor wondering how they could have raised the price by $1,000 like that. Did they know she was coming?
Brad was wondering what was taking the girl so long, so he tapped on the dressing room door. "Miss? Are you alright in there? I can get one of the female associates if you need assistance."
Denise shook her head and stood up, "Fine. I'm fine...um, just admiring the dress once more..." She carefully put the dress back on the hanger before pulling her clothes on.
Brad was outside, making sure all the dresses were in size order when he heard the girl come out, "Can I help you match shoes with that?" he asked.
Denise shook her head, "I...I'm sorry. I swore I saw a different price tag on..." She looked at the mannequin. She absent-mindedly handed the dress to the man and went over to the displayed dress. She fished out the tag and groaned. The price was there but the 1 was very faint as if the printer were running low on ink. She looked at the man, tears in her eyes, and shook her head. "Sorry to waste your time but that's out of my budget," she sighed.
"This is a Marco Bercelli. We have some knock-offs over here," Brad said. "I get it but this is a piece you'll make excuses to wear out, unlike the $300 dresses."
"Yeah," Denise sighed as she glanced over at the rack she recently pawed through. "Damn! Can't you...you know, put it on sale? Half price?" she asked. Then she shivered as the man's eyes went straight to her boobs as if considering a trade. She wanted the dress and an image of her on her knees, his cock in her mouth flashed through her mind...and she didn't request it.
"I don't have that kind of power here. Perhaps layaway? I know you like this and honestly? No one wore it as well as you do. I think it would be criminal for you not to wear this," he said. He was tempted to suggest buying it and returning it as so many of the MILFs did. But he wasn't going to go there.
Denise shook her head, "I'm in college. It would be a long time before I'd be able to pay that off and with layaway, it would be just as long before I could wear it. My job pays minimum wage and I need to save up for college. The wedding's in two weeks."
Brad shook his head sadly, "That's a shame, a real shame." Then he looked as if he had a thought, "What if there were a way for you to earn the money more quickly? I have a friend who's a videographer and I can call him to see if he needs a model," he said quickly.
Denise shook her head vehemently, "You mean pornographer," she said. "I'm not that kind..." she stopped before she could finish the cliché. Then she smiled, "Tempting but I'd hate to have videos of me out on the internet..."
Brad laughed, "Out on the internet. Such a fallacy. I'll bet half the girls you went to high school with or are in college with you have pictures and videos out there on the web. That's what makes it so safe," he said, "Remember the last scene in Raiders of the Lost Ark?" he asked, "They didn't need to put the ark in a safe, they just put it in a warehouse so vast no one would ever find it. Millions of girls and women have posted or performed in videos. The odds of anyone you know coming across one of yours is almost the same as winning the lottery unless they use their real names. You would use a stage name." He looked at the girl, his eyes running up and down her body, "And 90% of those girls don't have what you have. I'll bet you could get $500 for a single hour. Think about it, 3 hours of pleasure...sex, something we all do. And you'll have your dress," he smiled.
Denise stopped and thought about it. She'd been curious about making a sex tape but never wanted anyone she knew to see it. Having a stranger make the tape would be better as he wouldn't be sharing it with their mutual friends. "Are you serious? Could I get this dress with just three hours of...fucking?" she blushed.
Brad came over and went through the motions of assessing her body for a porn shoot. He stepped back and nodded, "Absolutely. Fucking, sucking...doing what you most likely do for free right now. And you'd be doing it with good-looking guys. Guys, you'd want to do anyhow. Every girl who does this has done nothing different than they do in their private time. Many get paid handsomely while getting as much or more pleasure than they've ever experienced. I can call my friend now if you like. I'll send him pictures and see what his schedule is. He's in demand a lot but you girls, sometimes they get cold feet and he has unexpected openings." He shook his head, "Happens more than not...but I get it."
Denise felt her pussy throb. She'd have to change her thong when she got home. For some reason she found herself looking at the bulge in the man's pants before looking him in the eyes and nodding, "OK. I can do this. I hope he likes me," she said. 'Where's that voice telling me Stop!' She wondered. All she felt was excitement and anticipation. This would allow her to get the dress that would shut that bitch up once and for all.
Brad smiled and patted her on her shoulder, "Come with me." He looked over at a woman, "Silvie? Will you be alright for 15? I need to show my customer some alternatives," he asked.
He led the blonde back through an 'Employees Only' door. He went past the shelves of backstock, past the break room, and into a locker room. "We often take breaks to do runs or bike and need to shower," he said. "OK. Take off your clothes and stand over by the benches," he ordered. "No need to be coy, I have to get back onto the floor," he said.
Denise was hesitating but then pulled off her clothes for the 11th time that day. "You better not be bullshitting me," she said as she tossed her bra onto the bench. Then she pulled down her thong hoping the man didn't see how the crotch stuck to her wet pussy. "I'm not some slut you're using to make a quick buck," she said trying to sound firm. Instead, her voice was husky as if she were aroused.
Brad laughed, "Not a bad idea. But don't worry. This is for real. Wow! Holy shit, fuck the $500. I'll tell him you won't do a shoot for less than $750 per hour. There...nice. Put your foot on the bench and look at the camera. Very nice...Are you wet?" he asked.
Desinse was blushing but also extremely aroused. She nodded her head and then ran a finger across her sopping, swollen pussy lips. She let out a moan before stifling it.
"Nice, just for fun. get your finger wet...that's it. Now suck on your finger...trust me, you want Brice to pay you as much as you can get," he said. The reality was, that Brice worked for Brad and none of these pictures were necessary. If the girl demanded $1,000 he would have agreed. "OK. Turn around and place your hands flat on the bench...feet wider apart. Nice, you're a natural. Arch your back and look back at me...Perfect." He put the phone down and nodded at the girl. "Get dressed while I send these to my friend. I'll let you know what he says." He started out the door, "You know your way out of here?" he asked. He smiled at the naked girl, taking in her incredible body once more. He was already considering how much he could get through distribution with a new girl like this one. He stopped, "Oh. Before I send these off, do you have an ID showing your age?" he asked.
Denise was about to pull on her clothes but stopped and grabbed her wallet. She started to hand it to the man but he shook his head.
"Hold it right above your pussy, there..." he smiled. He knelt and snapped a close-up of both her license and her swollen lips. She was going to make him some serious money...he hoped she'd want to make more than a couple of grand. This slut might be their meal ticket to the big time.
Brad chuckled, "You said last week. You weren't kidding. Happy birthday," he smiled as he handed the card back. He sent off the photos including the one with her ID to his email. "Give me your phone," he said. "Good," he said seeing she also had an iPhone. He quickly got her contact info and shared his. "I'll see you outside," he smiled, "Hopefully I'll hear back from Brice by then."



Denise had undressed in a half-dozen dressing rooms yet felt a lot more naked as she was left alone in the employees' locker room. What if someone came in? She quickly pulled on her clothes and wended her way back to the door. She hesitated but then pushed it open as if she'd done that 100x before.
Brad was over by the checkout counter ringing up a sale so she went over to a seat and waited. After the customer left she saw Brad smile and give a thumbs-up.
"What's your schedule look like right now?" he asked, "Brice's studio is a couple of miles from here and has a couple of hours."
'Wow! It's happening,' she thought, 'I assumed I'd have a day to think it over...to chicken out,' she thought. "Um, I'm here with my boyfriend and he drove," she said. "I'd prefer if he didn't know..."
Brad nodded and reached into his pocket, "Here. Take mine. It's a black BMW parked at the end of row J17. I'll send the directions to my GPS. While you're gone, I'll go over to the game store and tell your boyfriend you'll be a while trying on shoes and stuff. If he's like my brother, you could be gone until midnight," he chuckled. "Oh, I put your dress in the back. I covered the cost so I'm trusting you to fulfill your part of the bargain," he smiled. "When you get back, let's find shoes and accessories so you're the hottest woman at the wedding...not normally a great goal, but..."
Denise nodded and smiled, "I'm a woman of my word. If it's two hours, I'll do two. If it's three...?" She took the keys and left.
Dan was playing his favorite strategy game when he noticed a guy playing the same game. He suggested they team up and were moving through the levels when the salesman came up. He paused the game and turned.
"Your girlfriend wanted to try on a few more things...don't get up. She says, and I quote, 'He doesn't need to be tortured anymore, let him have fun,'" Brad said. "She'll come get you when she's done. By the way, if I can say this. You are one lucky son of a bitch," he smiled.
Dan smiled, "I know. Thanks," he said. He dismissed the salesman and looked apologetically at the other boy. He smiled as the kid next to him asked to see her picture. Brad heard the soft whistle and chuckled thinking that no way were those pictures close to what he had on his phone.
Denise pulled into the parking lot. She feared the pornographer would be in a seedy motel but this was in the middle of a nice strip mall. There were glamor, family, student, and pet photos in the window. She locked the car and went in.
"Denise Smith?" a woman stood as she came in, "Brice is so excited to meet you. I want to add that you are friggin gorgeous," she smiled. "Here, read through these and sign at the bottom," she said as she handed the blonde a clipboard. "Standard release documents, etc.."
Denise's second thoughts finally rushed through her head. Can she really do this? Will the videos ever be seen by someone she knows? She didn't remember signing the papers and walking down any hallways but became aware of where she was when she saw what looked like a hotel room...except for the uplighting and video camera on a tripod. A tall fit man was coming over, his right hand out.
"Denise? Brad's very high on you so I canceled the model scheduled. I wanted to see you in person," he said as he shook her hand. He saw her photos and immediately told the girl to come back tomorrow. This couldn't wait. He stepped back appraising the blonde. "Wow. Have a seat on the bed. Let's talk. I'd like to get to know you a bit more before we start. Are you OK if we record this?" he asked as he put a hand on the video camera. "Did you come up with a name?" he asked.
"Name? Sorry, whose name?" she asked, looking confused.
"Alias...stage name. I'm sure you don't want Denise Smith out there for anyone to search," he smiled, "On the other hand, that's a fairly common name.
"Bea," Denise said quickly, "My favorite great aunt was Aunt Bea, Beatrice," she smiled.
"Last name? You sure can come up with a few last names that would be great plays on words with Bea," Brice said.
"Pollen. How about Bea Pollen?" she said. "Sorry. Dumb...I can come up with something else, that just popped into my head...I guess it was a joke."
Brice laughed, "I love it. It suggests getting fertilized. OK, Bea. Shall we get to it?" He considered how fun it would be to fertilize this chick.
Denise nodded and crawled up onto the bed wondering if she should just sit on the edge or against the headboard. Then as she felt the firm mattress under her she envisioned her naked body under a man with a fat cock...were those men really that big? Dan swore they used camera angles to make those guys look bigger than they truly were. Then she thought about the money, "Um, I need to ask. What's expected of me and...um, you know, how much do I get paid?"
Brice nodded, "Good to get that out of the way. We'll do as much as you're comfortable with. It varies but let's say sucking and fucking, $750. Anal is $200 more as is swallowing. So, let's say you do around-the-world, you could take home $1,200," he said.
Denise shuddered. She was open-minded about sex but sucking a cock right after it had been in her ass wasn't going to happen. She wasn't that naive that she didn't know what around-the-world was but that always disgusted her.
Brice wanted to get the girl naked but took his time as he asked her questions. He never asked her name but wanted to know at what age she lost her virginity; if she had a boyfriend, and how serious was it. She nodded and smiled, so he asked. "Does he know you're here?"
Denise shook her head, "No way. He's incredibly jealous and his head would explode."
"Then let's not tell him," Brice chuckled, "Cleaning up brain splatter is so time-consuming. Preferences? Do you like girls? Have you gone down on one of your friends?"
Denise blushed. Her roommate had been hinting...OK, more than hinting but she resisted, "Not yet," she replied honestly, "I mean, I've had, um...offers."
Brice chuckled, "Nice. An open mind. I like girls with open minds. Sex should be fun, an experience to savor and perhaps we'll find out if this is an experience you'd like." He saw her nipples harden and she was getting flushed, "A few more questions and then I'd like to see you," he said as if he wanted her to just stand up and pose. "Anal? Is that something you've done?"
Denise shook her head, "No...um, not yet."
"That's what I like to hear, open-minded. Do you like sucking cock? Do you let your boyfriend cum in your mouth? Spit? Swallow?"
Denise shook her head, "Um, I do like sucking cock but never had a guy cum in my mouth, but again, never say never," she smiled. "$200 seems like a great incentive."
"Do you masturbate? Sorry, of course you do. How often?" he asked.
Denise nodded, "Every day. I like to wake up and rub one out," she said.
"Fantasies when you do? What triggers you?"
Denise blushed, "Gangbangs, huge cocks, black men...especially well-muscled black men," she said softly.
"Black men because they supposedly have huge cocks?"
Denise shook her head, "More because the black guys I know exude confidence...sexual confidence and how they want to take charge...you know," she said softly. Then she smiled, "And because they supposedly have big cocks," she chuckled. She had an image of a well-muscled black guy tossing her naked body in the position he wanted.
"Let's make sure you get to find out for yourself, OK. You'll do well. Let's get to it. Can you stand here?" he pointed at the spot in front of the bed, "and slowly take off your clothes?"
Denise rolled off the bed and came around to the foot. Should she pull off her top first or her tights? Maybe her shoes. She decided to go from top to bottom. She pulled off her top and posed as the man zoomed in on her bra-covered chest. Then she reached behind and unclipped the bra, letting it slide down her arms to the floor.
Brice wasn't even trying to hide his erection in his pants as more of the girl's incredible body was revealed. Sure he'd seen the photos Brad had sent over but she was even more spectacular in the flesh. When she was completely bare he had her turn and press her chest onto the bed. Then lie on her back, legs opened wide. He was amazed at how she never hesitated, never looked questioningly at him. She was a natural video slut.
"I have to ask, did Brad mention getting tested...you know for STDs?" he asked.
Denise shook her head, "He never mentioned it but I've only been with Dan in the past year." Then she added, "I'm clean."
"OK. I am going to trust you. Normally, we need a note from a doctor but if you come back for another shoot let's get you over to the clinic. There's one next block over where we send the girls...and the guys over before every shoot." He thought about waiting to fuck this girl and just couldn't.
Denise nodded. Why hadn't she thought of that? Of course, they'd have to test regularly. Without thinking about what she was doing, she'd been stroking her wet pussy.
"Great, keep doing that," Brice ordered, "can you cum for me?" he asked.
Denise shrugged, but rubbed a bit more vigorously, "not sure. I've never jerked off in front of anyone before but it doesn't hurt to try," she joked.
'Damn! She's never done this before?' He felt a thrill. He loved girls discovering new things about themselves. He watched her as she pushed one and then two fingers into her pussy while pulling on her nipple. He took the camera off the mount and moved around to get close-ups of her face, tits and pussy. When he lay on the bed looking up at her body she opened her legs wider and pulled her fingers out of her sopping pussy. She stared at the camera as she pressed her slick fingers into her mouth, slowly sucked her pussy juice off them. He'd done hundreds of shoots but he'd never been this hard and he almost came as the blonde fucked her mouth with the two fingers. Then as if she knew what the guy wanted, she pulled her labia apart revealing her slick pink insides.
"Fuck!" he groaned as he pulled away and stood. He knew she would clearly see his erection and wet spot. "You ready to suck my cock?"
The girl nodded and rolled down the foot of the bed onto her stomach. She palmed the large cock while looking up at the man. She felt shivers run down her body as she could feel his lust, his desire for her. She always wondered if the male actors just went through the motions aided by pharmaceuticals or if they were truly turned on. This man was truly turned on. She unzipped his pants and didn't need to fish his cock out as he wasn't wearing underwear. OK, maybe these guys were larger. He was half-again fatter than Dan was and a couple of inches longer, but that wasn't what sent a rush through her. He was fucking hard! This older guy was twice as rigid as any guy she'd been with and she almost came right there thinking about this steel rod piercing her pussy.
Brice watched the girl admire his cock, exploring the shape and size as much as stroking him. Then she licked the leaking precum before wrapping her lips around the flared head. She softly moaned as she bobbed her head onto his cock, her hand cupping and stoking his balls. She was good, not great but she'd learn. What she had going for her was enthusiasm as she kept moaning as she sucked more of him into her mouth. Then he looked down at her ass. She must have been turned on as her ass was flexing as she humped the mattress plus as if knowing what to do she had her legs spread wide. He was glad cameras covered all the possible angles and the video would have a great view of the blonde's perfect pussy.
Denise had been close to cumming when the man ordered her to suck his cock and as she lay on her stomach she wanted to play with her pussy again, but also wanted to impress a man who must have had a hundred mouths on his cock. She opened her legs feeling the mattress against her pussy as she humped the bed. She decided that all she could do was be herself so she sucked a third of his shaft into her mouth while stroking his ass and balls with her hands.
Brice wanted to fuck the girl and as he felt his balls begin their familiar ache he stepped back, "are you on the pill? Should I use a condom?" he asked.
Denise shook her head, "No need for a condom plus...is it extra to cum inside me?" she asked looking up. She rolled over, swinging her legs off the bed on either side of him as she asked.
Brice nodded, "$100 extra for a creampie, $200 if I cum in your mouth and you swallow," he said. "Your call."
"I want you to cum inside me. I'm not ready to swallow yet," she said. Then she rolled back up onto her back. Her eyes were glued to the large fat shaft as the man crawled between her legs. 'Will this hurt? If it does, will it be like I've heard, that it will hurt so good?' She gripped his cock and slid the head up and down her wet slit before sighing, "Do it. Fuck me. Fuck my cunt."
Brice looked down at the girl trying to find a flaw but as soon as his cock popped into her tight pussy, he closed his eyes letting out a satisfied moan. He pulled out and then slid deeper into her. He expected the girl's hands on his hips to hold him back but instead, she was stroking his chest, her head back, mouth open in pleasure.
Denise was wondering why she was getting paid for this. This man's cock was hitting her in places and filling her up as she'd never been filled up before. She was never particularly vocal with Dan or any of her previous lovers but she heard her voice, "fuck me, fuck, me...oh fuck! Feels so gooood," she moaned.
Brice smiled as he thrust harder into the girl. Somehow, they'd have to get her signed to a contract and get her videos out there in distribution. They could clear thousands, maybe hundreds of thousands off this girl. Her tits were the perfect size as they might be large yet they were still perky. As he pounded into her pussy, her tits flopped just the right amount to maintain their shape yet still bounce appealingly.
Denise was enthralled by the man's large firm pecs and was stroking his chest as she was used to the boys stroking hers. Then the man stopped and pulled out. She let herself get lifted onto her hands and knees. She loved this position and groaned as the man slid his cock back inside her. She was rethinking limiting the number of sessions to just two so she could afford the dress and accessories. She could almost feel the camera pointing down at her asshole and swollen pussy. She hoped to see the video later as she'd never looked at her anus before. Did she have a pretty one? Should she have beached herself there as she heard some actresses do?
Brice shifted their bodies so the camera was getting her tits swaying erotically as he pistoned into her pussy. He then moved the camera closer to her creamy ass cheeks and the dark brown puckered bud. She had to have the prettiest asshole he'd ever seen. It was as if it were a sign saying press here. Then he pulled out and got her on her stomach on the bed.
Denise was pushed onto her stomach feeling the heavy weight of the larger man press against her back. She knew Brice had placed the camera straight up between their legs getting the most graphic view of her pussy getting split apart. She'd never been fucked in this position nor had she ever felt so helpless. This thought caused her first orgasm. She cried out and opened her legs wider wanting to be as exposed as possible.
Over the next hour, Denise discovered she was multi-orgasmic. After her first, she thought she'd let the man do what he wanted and ride it out but then she felt the familiar tingling grow and peak as she rode him reverse cowboy. Then as he clutched her tits she felt the tingling rise rapidly before peaking.
'This bitch is fucking hot,' Brice thought as he lay on his side, his pelvis slapping against her ass. He'd been fucking her for over an hour in every position he knew and she must have cum six times. He felt like he couldn't take much more and groaned he was cumming and the girl quickly pulled away and clamped her mouth on his cock.
Denise thought having a man cum in her mouth would taste terrible but after so many orgasms she wanted to experience as much of this as she could. She was able to take more than half his cock down her throat this time and as she stroked his balls, her finger entered his asshole. As she pushed her finger inside him he let out a long groan and she felt hot sperm splash against the back of her throat.
Brice lay back as the girl sat up with her mouth open her tongue cupping most of his load. She made a point of looking at the camera as she swallowed before wiping her mouth. "Wow! I've had many sessions with vid-virgins but you are by far the best one yet," he smiled. "You probably have to get back but can we schedule another session?" He asked as he watched the girl roll off the bed.
Denise Felt a swell of pride even though she suspected all the girls were the best ones yet. She looked at the man and nodded as she read an eagerness in his face. He truly wanted her back.
"That's great. Let's make your fantasy about a big black cock a reality next session. Before you go, Lynn will give you a form. Take it to the clinic down the street for a blood test. We do this with all our performers...you understand," he said. "Don't worry about paying as they bill us. Oh, and do I understand right? We send the check to Brad?" he asked.
Denise nodded, "It's for a dress and stuff,' she replied.
"Gotta be a pretty great dress," Brice smiled, "But no regrets?"
Denise giggled, "Nope. I shouldn't say this but I feel like I should pay you."
Denise got back to the store over two hours later and the salesman was there, a huge smile on his face.
"Oh my God! You impressed the hell out of a guy who hasn't been impressed since Obama was in the White House. I hope he lets me see the videos," he said. He wanted to chuckle as he'd be the one negotiating with the top sites for the rights to show it.
"Really?" she asked, "I sort of assumed he told that to all the girls."
Brad shook his head, "The man's all business. Normally the best feedback a girl gets is something like, "It was fine," he chuckled, "But Brice said you are going to be the hottest star we've come across." He wanted to add that Brice compared her to Gabbie Carter without tattoos but he wondered if she even knew the performer.
Denise shook her head, "I was hoping to...you know, pay off the dress," she said.
Brad took her by the shoulders, "It's paid off. You impressed him enough that you'll get the dress, the shoes, the clutch you liked, and," he pulled out the piece of paper, "$250 to play with."
"Wow! I assumed..." she said. "OK. All that for a couple of hours of hot sex?"
"You have no idea what you've given the world. There will be so many fans clamoring for more, you'll have no lack of opportunities to make as much as you want," Brad smiled.
* * *
Over the next few days, Denise thought about the experience and found she wanted more. She called Brice who told her she could come in the next day. She was glad she did once two black guys fucked her and her arousal exceeded her fantasies. Then there was the mind-blowing orgasm as the guy with the fattest cock she'd seen fucked her ass while this cute redhead sucked on her clit. That was amazing! She'd experienced four guys, DPs, being tied up, spit roasting, and lesbian sex. Then there were the two 70-year-old guys with incredible stamina. She might have done it for the money but it was the memories that she cherished most. By the time she went to Dan's sister's wedding, she'd done 8 sessions and made close to $10,000.
Dan looked at his incredible girlfriend as they arrived at the church. He held her shoulders and smiled. "I scoffed at the idea that a dress could make much of a difference but you've become almost a different person. I'm not complaining since you seem more confident, and more willing in bed." Ever since she got the dress, she seemed to want more sex which was fine with him, even though it was taking him away from his gaming console. That was something he'd never mention but in time, she'd want less sex and he could get through more levels.



The ceremony was typically boring and the minister kept looking at Denise in the 2nd pew. She wasn't sure why as she'd applied plenty of the tacky spray and her nipples weren't showing. Then after they all stood and clapped as the blissfully wedded couple dashed down the aisle, she and the rest of the family followed.
Dan and Denise congratulated the couple, though Laura just glared and didn't even attempt to grip the girl's hand. As they were leaving, the minister came over and took Denise's hand, "If I can have a quick word with your girlfriend?" he asked Dan.
"I'll see you at the car," Dan said. 'Why would the minister want a word with Denise? Was her dress too revealing? Was the minister some sort of fashion police?' He shrugged and headed for the parking lot.
"I just want to say, I'm a huge fan...Bea Pollen," he whispered.
"What? What kind of name is Bee Pollen?" Denise asked. "My name is Denise Smith. Who is this Bee Pollen? An apiarist?" she looked innocently at the man.
"Um...yes," the minister said quickly. He stepped back feeling his face flush. 'No way! No way the hottest new porn star would be in the wedding party. The girl's a dead-ringer but there most likely would be dozens of girls who look like her.' He glanced at her generous cleavage wondering if she had twin moles on the underside of her right breast. "She's...I saw a documentary on beekeeping. Fascinating," he said before stepping back into the church.
Denise was in a daze as she went out to the parking lot. Both Brice and Brad told her that she'd remain anonymous unless she told someone. Then she wondered why a minister would be surfing porn and on which site he saw her?
"What did he want?" Dan asked Denise as she came up to the car.
"Oh, you know. Have I found Jesus and all that? Sorry, kidding. He said I have a nice voice and was wondering if I'd like to join the choir. I told him we're from out of town but it was a nice compliment," she lied.
"You do have a nice voice. I was distracted during the hymns listening to you. I guess he was also," Dan said. "You could make a living performing," he said, his eyes drifting to her generous cleavage, "Get on America's Got Talent wearing that and you'd win for sure," he grinned. "Anyhow, let's head over to the reception."
Denise wanted to laugh at that. She told Brice that now that she had the dress and a nice chunk of spending money it was time to focus on school. He was not exactly happy to hear that as he had a client who wanted a series with her but she just shook her head, "Sorry. I need to get back to my life."
Denise sat over to the side during the toasts and dances but then she and Dan were called onto the dance floor. Laura and her new husband greeted them as Dan was introduced as the brother of the bride along with his 'friend.' She wanted to smack the bitch as she and Dan had been together for over a year but just smiled as Dan led her around the dance floor.
Then the blissful couple retired and the guests came out to take their turns dancing. After a couple of songs, an older man came over and put out his hand to Denise. The rest of the evening she was swapped or pulled out onto the dance floor by just about every man there. She had large hands, small hands, rough hands, smooth hands, and wrinkled hands exploring the vast amount of bare skin, including her right ass cheek since they all soon discovered the slit up the side. She had every color and shape of eyes staring down at her bulging mounds as if attempting to see if her nipples would make an appearance.
Dan sat in the chair, sipping his beer he'd managed to get as he was underage...actually, the 4th beer as he watched the various men grope his girlfriend. His jealousy was muted knowing she'd be in his bed that night, not any of theirs.
Finally, Denise was allowed to come over and collapse. Dan handed her a glass of champagne. "You must be exhausted," he said, "you sure are popular."
Denise took a sip, "It's the dress. I might have made a mistake getting this. Your sister wants to rip it off me," she sighed. "Or kill me..."
Dan chuckled, "She'd have to get in line...I mean the tearing off the dress part. Man! I had no idea my family had so many horny guys...even my ultra-religious dad couldn't take his eyes off you."
Just then, Dan's uncle came over with two drinks, "You kids should have something more than beer and champagne," he said setting them down, "Margaritas. Really good ones, and just because you kids are 19 shouldn't preclude you from having fun. Since you're not driving," he smiled. The entire wedding party had booked rooms upstairs in the hotel.
"Thanks, Uncle Riley," Dan smiled. As the man walked away he took a sip and shuddered, "Wow! There might actually be some margarita mix in here..."
Denise shook her head, "Lightweight! This isn't all that strong." She liked the margarita. Sweet yet tart, she could knock a few of these off. Denise looked over at Dan's uncle who was going over to where Dan's and the groom's fathers were standing. 'What are they plotting?' she joked to herself. It was probably guy-talk about the Giants or the best rounds of golf. She turned her attention to Dan who hadn't danced since the first couple, "Why haven't you danced?" she asked.
Dan shook his head, "never liked dancing though seeing how easily you let men feel you up perhaps I should get some of that," he mumbled.
Denise looked over, "maybe you should have," she said, "it wasn't like you've taken advantage like the other men have. I didn't want to make a scene. Your family...at least the guys sure are free with their hands." She then had a thought, "Sorry, did that upset you seeing men grope me?" she asked.
Dan shook his head, "I wasn't happy, but I guess I'm like you. No desire to make a scene," he slurred. The alcohol was getting to him and he was having issues keeping his eyes open. "I hoped you'd remove their hands or at least look pissed."
Denise shook her head and stood, "You are something. You sit and judge but don't make a move. I'm going to find the ladies' room," she sighed, "I'll try not to screw any of the men here while I'm gone, though you know me, not one to say no."
Denise headed over the the exit and headed down the hall to the restrooms. She could feel the eyes of the hotel guests on her body and felt suddenly exposed. It is one thing to be dressed like this for the wedding reception but out here with businessmen and families, she was getting looks she could only describe as askance. Did they think she was a hooker? Or, perhaps what she truly was, a porn performer. She sighed and just did what she needed to and got back to the hall.
Denise saw that Dan's head was on the table and his mother was shaking him. Next to her was Laura looking sour so she looked the other way. Dan's father, Uncle Riley, and...what was the groom's father's name? Mr. Norris? Not Chuck, that was for sure looking at the guy. They were looking at Uncle Riley's iPhone and grinning. Must be a sports replay or something, she thought.
She shrugged and went over to the table after Laura and her mother left. They must have gone to their rooms as she couldn't see them anywhere. She noticed most of the wedding party and the groom were also gone. She was shaking Dan when she sensed a presence behind her. Mr. Roberts was leering at her ass and then her chest as she turned around. Behind him were Uncle Riley and Mr. Norris.
"Need help getting my son up to your room?" he asked, his eyes still on her chest.
Denise wanted to say no, but she had no idea how to lift 185 pounds of limp man, let alone get him up to their room. "Please. I guess he drank too much," she said softly. What she felt earlier were glances, were now open leers. She wanted to cross her arms over her chest but they'd been ogling her all evening.
Uncle Riley and Mr. Norris easily picked up her boyfriend. "What room are you in?" one of them asked.
"5th floor, follow me," she said.
They got to the room and rather than putting Dan on the bed as Denise requested, they lowered him onto a chair.
"No, he should be on the bed," she said going over to the boy. "He can't sleep on a chair. And we need to get him undressed"
Mr. Roberts shook his head, "he'll just be in the way." Denise shivered as she saw how all three men were leering at her. Were they planning on raping her?
"I'll get him undressed and in bed," she said. "Thanks but I got it from here." She attempted a firm tone but she couldn't hide the quavering in her voice. She didn't expect them to comply but their smirks shut up anything she had further to say.
They didn't move except for Uncle Riley who turned on the TV.
"Excuse me, I don't want to watch..." she started.
"Oh, you do. This documentary is wonderfully educational and insightful. It will show you why we didn't want Dan on the bed," Mr. Roberts sneered as he picked up his cell. He turned as the TV came to life. Then Denise's knees weakened as she recognized the bedroom and the blonde standing between three black guys. "What's this?" she asked angrily, "Go back to your rooms if you're going to watch porn," she snapped as she turned her back on the scene. She didn't need to watch as she heard her giggles along with the rustling of clothes.
Dan's father came over to her and turned her to face the screen, "We just want to hear Bea Pollen tell us about the scene, motivations, what was going through your head...oh wait, a 10" cock was going through your head," he laughed.
Denise shook her head, "that's not me. Not me," she said. "Really flattering...She looks like me but so do a lot of people. 8 billion people on the planet...4 billion women..."
Uncle Riley paused the video as Bea stripped. On the screen was a close-up of her huge right breast. Two small moles were visible just on the bottom of her breast.
Mr. Norris walked in front of the busty blonde smiling. When he reached for the top of her dress she batted his hands away, "get away from me, you pervert," she spat.
John Roberts grabbed the girl's wrists holding them out to his side. He nodded at his new in-law, "Go for it. She's going to come around. Just rip it off, the material is about as flimsy as can be."
His meaty fingers wrapped around the top, nails scraping on her nipples. The dress! Mr. Norris was going to tear the dress off her...the dress that started all of this. "Stop! Please. You want me to take off the dress...I will. Just don't ruin it," she begged.
Fred Norris stepped back. "OK. Stand on the coffee table and take it off...leave the shoes on...I love a naked girl in heels."
She looked in a panic over at Dan and shook her head, "Dan will wake up...he'll see. He's your son...you want to scar him for life?" she sputtered.
John laughed, "He had what? Three, four beers? Then he downed what was basically grain alcohol. He'll be out for hours."
"You're a bastard," Denise said bitterly. That's why he said the margarita was strong and mine tasted normal." She shook her head, "if you killed him, I hope it was worth it."
John glanced at his son and leered, "Then it's up to you to make it worth it, isn't it?" he said. "Let's find out if you're the slut you act like in the videos."
This was not how her evening with Dan was supposed to go. She stepped over her passed-out boyfriend's legs and climbed onto the solid wood table. The three men had their phones out, circling the oak table. She looked at their leering faces and sighed. Any thoughts about asking them not to tape this was ludicrous. There would be hours and hours of videos out there of Bea Pollen. She pulled the tacky material off her huge breasts before pushing it down to her waist.
"Hold it!" John ordered. "See these, guys?" he said. He stroked the underside of her right breast, his fingers tracing two small moles. "Told you. She's Bea Pollen. What kind of fucking name is that?" he sneered. "All the good ones taken?" He then pinched and pulled on her nipples. When she cried out, he laughed, "That's it, cry out as you did in that video with the huge cock in your ass. We plan on hearing a lot more from you before morning. Go on. Let's see that nice cunt of yours."
Just two weeks ago, Denise couldn't imagine being in this situation. She'd been a good girl, never having a one-night stand or letting a guy pick her up. Her relationships had been monogamous. Not only was she stepping out of her dress, totally naked except for the bright red 4" spikes with three older men, her boyfriend was gently snoring in a chair next to her. She felt a familiar tingle as she slowly spun around aware of three cameras capturing her naked beauty.
John's finger stroked the wet pussy, "Do we need rubbers? I mean, sluts like you probably have had tons of unprotected sex."
Denise shook her head, "We're required to be tested regularly so all my sexual partners test clean as do I. But it's your call if you want to use a condom or not. I'm more worried about where your cocks have been."
John laughed, "It's been years honey, since any of us have stepped outside our marriages. You should feel honored."
Riley took her hand, led her to the middle of the floor, and pushed on her shoulders. She knew it was no use fighting it and decided to get it over sooner than later...before Dan awakened was the best option. She decided to start with Dan's father as he seemed to be the alpha male of the group. She saw he was already hard as a rock as she unzipped his pants.
He grinned at his new friends as the busty blonde fished out his cock before licking it. John looked at the naked beauty as her mouth stretched over his cock. In a way, it was intimidating having a porn star blowing him knowing his cock would never measure up to her co-stars but then again, that would be her problem, not his.
Riley grabbed a pillow, plopping it on the floor so Denise's knees wouldn't get raw. She looked up and smiled at the man. He then pulled his cock out and soon the girl was stroking two and sucking one. She was an equal-opportunity cocksucker as she went from cock to cock, spending just 30 seconds or so on each. She could sense all three phones propped up taping them...her. Another set of embarrassing videos would soon be out on the web.
Denise had resigned herself to be the men's toy for the night and as none of these men had a cock even as large as Dan's she felt as if it would be nothing to let these old guys fuck her any way they wanted. She looked up at the leering faces. "It's more efficient if you fuck all my holes. There's a tub of petroleum jelly in my makeup kit in the bathroom. Your wives let you fuck their asses?" she asked.
John's cock was the one that was in her mouth so he shook his head as he stepped back, "Never had the opportunity." He looked at the other two guys, "what's anal the equivalent of yelling shotgun?" he laughed.
Riley chuckled, "I get the rear? You know, the opposite of up front."
Denise looked at her boyfriend after Riley lifted her to her feet. "Hang on, can we at least take his shoes off?" she asked, "they have to be cutting off his circulation."
The men all nudged each other as the blonde knelt on the floor, her ass fully on display as she pulled off Dan's shoes and socks. John came back in and stopped. He opened the lid and scooped out a glob of gel with his middle finger. "This looks as good a time to get her ready as any," he said as he shoved the greasy lube into her rectum.
Dan's left sock was halfway off when Denise stopped and moaned. She looked back over her shoulder and sighed, "you don't give a shit about your son being uncomfortable, do you?" she accused.
"Who?" John grinned. "I can't wait any longer. Fuck him, his biggest problem will be his head in the morning, not his feet. Get your ass on the bed and let's have some fun," he said. "Go on, get on the bed. A slut like you shouldn't have to be told what to do."
Denise pulled the sock the rest of the way off, glared at the man, and got up. Uncle Riley was already on his back stroking his cock, his eyes staring at her tits as she straddled him. She didn't waste time as she grabbed his cock and lowered herself onto the small shaft. "Oohhhhh, fuck," she panted as Brice had instructed her. No matter how good or how bad a cock felt entering her, there was only one acceptable response and that was one of pleasure. He told her that many girls were so sore during gangbang shootings they couldn't keep the look of pain off their faces and he had to edit those shots out. Even though these evil men were coercing her into letting them fuck her, they wanted Bea Pollen and so they were going to get Bea Pollen. Maybe then, they'd cum and leave her alone with her boyfriend and she could get some sleep.
Riley's large hands barely covered half the girl's tits. His wife, while not flat-chested like his sister-in-law, wasn't well-endowed. He'd been with just one woman his whole life and having the opportunity to play with this girl's huge tits was something he couldn't pass up. Riley thanked the good fortune that their three wives all said they wanted to get pampered at the all-night spa. He was told to go out to a bar or something.
His plans to stay in his room and jerk off to his favorite porn star, Bea Pollen were sidetracked. After finding her on a free site, he'd done something he'd never done before, he subscribed to the porn site to get her full-length videos. She was the sexiest slut he'd ever seen and in the past week, he'd jerked off a dozen times to her videos. He hoped there'd be more than just a half-dozen, praying she would perform in dozens if not hundreds before she retired. So many of his favorites were brief flashes and then were gone.
Riley was sitting in the 4th row fantasizing about Bea Pollen. It seemed interminable, the wedding followed by the reception. His wife was going out after the reception and he anticipated jerking off to the blonde porn star. Then he noticed something. The minister was constantly looking at someone a few pews in front of him and he wondered why. Ironically, it was a blonde girl with hair similar to his fantasy girl. Sure, the girl looked cute from behind, her blonde hair glowed golden in the light, and she looked young...maybe 18?" Then he finally saw her at the reception...really saw her. He knew without a doubt that this girl was Bea Pollen. Now, here he was naked in bed, not stroking his cock and fantasizing about the blonde but with the girl literally of his dreams riding his cock while moaning in pleasure. He knew she was acting but that seemed to make the entire experience even hotter. Then he realized that the next time he jerked off to her he'd have to grip his cock tighter since her cunt felt fucking incredible. How did this girl take multiple massive cocks and still have such a vice-gripping cunt?
Denise could feel something in the man she was fucking. There was a vibration or a trembling she could feel which was unlike any of her fellow performers. It had to be lust...a deep intense lust. The intense look on the older man's face was one that she could feel in her bones. She was distracted from these thoughts as Dan's father knelt behind her, pressing his cock against her puckered hole. Brice told her that she was the first anal virgin he'd been with who had almost no sphincter-tightening reflex as he slid right inside her.
"Oh, fuck!" she moaned loudly as the skinniest cock she'd had drove into her butt. "Easy...take it slow," she panted. "Let me get used to your big cock," she said. Was this what whores did? she wondered. Lie, and act as if the man's cock was a gift to her, the biggest, hardest cock she'd ever had? She then felt Mr. Norris's cock press against her lips so she opened her mouth. Brice called this being made 'airtight,' and she thought it was appropriate though perhaps having two micro-penises in her nostrils would make it a more accurate description.



Fred Norris wanted to express how happy he was that their families were joined through marriage but as the beautiful porn star wrapped her lips around his cock he just put his head back and moaned softly. Edith hadn't had her mouth anywhere near his cock since their wedding night 32 years ago. He didn't know where to look...at the young blonde's lips stretched around his cock? At her left breast being roughly mauled by Riley while he thrust his cock into the girl's pussy? Or at John's cock penetrating the girl's asshole. He'd never had the opportunity to try an ass but had heard that there was nothing like a tight sphincter gripping a man's cock. He grabbed the girl's hair and thrust his hips against her face. In her videos she never deepthroated but she must have learned how.
Denise wished she could say she'd never been filled so full of cock as that would have been arousing but the shoot she'd done just a week before made her jaw ache, her asshole and pussy throb for hours afterward. These guys couldn't have had 1/3 the cock-mass as the trio she recently fucked...or more accurately been fucked by, so why was this so fucking hot? As she thought about the three incredibly hung guys it finally triggered arousal inside her. Then as she replayed her two-hour session with the trio, she realized while they'd been methodical, perhaps businesslike, these guys were truly lusting over her body. The feelings she got from them, the vibes took that budding arousal as if throwing gasoline on a small fire. She wasn't just a cum repository, she was a wet dream come true for these men.
John grinned at Fred as the girl's moans increased and her pelvis ground back against the two cocks inside her. He felt himself getting close and normally he'd hold back in consideration of his partner but being able to have free use of this slut's holes was incredibly freeing and he felt the aching in his balls rapidly climb until he let out a happy grunt, spurting his sperm deep into her rectum.
As two meaty hands roughly mauled her boobs, a pair of cocks pistoned into her pussy and ass, and another man was fucking her face she exploded. It was as intense as any orgasm she'd experienced which meant size must not matter. She was barely aware that Dan's father was emptying his balls deep into her rectum.
John pulled out and rolled off the bed. He grabbed his phone, came over to get a close-up of his cum leaking out of her semi-open anus. He had a record of his first anal experience. Then he moved around capturing Riley's cock pistoning into the girl's sopping pussy and then Fred getting deep-throated by the girl.
Fred noticed John behind the blonde girl's ass and knew what he had to do. He pulled out of Denise's mouth with a smacking pop and looked down at that face. Her mascara was streaking her cheeks, her face was flushed, her eyes unfocused, and a string of drool hanging off her chin. In any other circumstance, he would have thought the girl looked less than beautiful but he'd always remember this as the most gorgeous sight he ever saw.
John climbed off the bed and maneuvered to capture Fred's cock penetrating the blonde's anus. Even though he'd never admired another man's cock, the spear-tipped head seemed made for this.
Fred was about to lose his anal-virginity thinking he'd have to push hard to pop inside but instead, he slid deep inside the girl. It felt strange after her mouth sucked on his cock, this was a tight ring gripping hard. He liked the feeling. No wonder a good ass was so highly prized.
Denise let out a small yelp but then pushed back and groaned deeply. John moved over stroking his cock and she opened her mouth as he knelt on the bed. The asshole didn't even bother cleaning his cock after fucking her ass. She thought about biting down on it but just let him fuck her mouth.
Dan's head was spinning as he came out of his troubled dreams but the sounds echoing in his head didn't go away. He opened his eyes to see three naked men and a pale naked girl fucking on their bed. Then he recognized his father's voice and Denise's moans. Why were they fucking his girlfriend? Why would she let them? He felt the aching in his bladder and staggered to his feet, stepped on his shoes, and tumbled over the oak table with the red dress puddled on it.
The four stopped what they were doing and looked over as the boy cried out. Fred shrugged and returned to fucking the girl's wonderful ass. John pulled Denise's head back around and thrust his cock into her mouth.
Dan tried to stand but his head wouldn't stop spinning. He crawled into the bathroom and managed to support himself so he could pee but soon was on the floor clutching the toilet as he threw up.
Denise felt terrible for her boyfriend but the men didn't seem to give a shit. They used her holes as the sounds of retching came from the bathroom as if they didn't hear it. Dan had seen her naked with three men and was puking his guts out and what was she doing? Sucking cock while enjoying the feeling of a cock in her pussy and another in her ass.
Three hours later the four bodies lay naked on the bed, arms, legs, and torsos intertwined. 4 1/2 hours of non-stop fucking left Denise feeling exhausted and sore. She lost track of how many times she was fucked or sucked on a cock or had a cock up her butt. Her mouth tasted like ass, literally ass...hers. The assholes didn't give a flying fuck where they put their cocks and during the last hour and a half, at least, all three had fairly small dicks.
They were awakened soon after the last man came down Denise's throat and passed out. John pulled his softening cock out of the girl's pussy and reached for his phone, "Hey. We are...were at this pool hall...playing pool," he added weakly. I'll tell him. OK, I'll be quiet," he looked over at the other two men, quietly slapping each and indicating they had to leave, "Fred didn't drink though Riley had a few. OK, love you, bye," he said as he hung up. "That was Marilyn, the girls are back. We need to clean up and go." He slapped Denise on the ass, "Thanks for the fuck, Christ! You look better in real life than on film," he chuckled.
The three men used all the washcloths in the bathroom, stepping around the boy sleeping on the floor. Denise pulled on a long tee shirt and looked at the men angrily, "You, Riley, and Fred, get the fuck out of here. John, are you planning on fucking leaving me with getting your son off the bathroom floor and into bed?" She shook her head, "I can't even tell you how fucked up that is," she hissed.
All three men got Dan up, cleaning his face using the washcloth that had been used to clean Fred's junk. Denise just shook her head in amazement but pulled back the covers as they lay the boy on the bed. She didn't thank them but just pointed to the door, a scowl on her face. Then she pulled the bedspread off and called down to housekeeping.
"I'm sorry to ask but do you have another bedspread? My boyfriend might have gotten sick on it...oh, that would be great. 514. Thanks." She pulled the heavy blanket off and used it to wipe up around the toilet which Dan missed before wadding it up.
The next morning...or rather, 6 hours later that morning, Dan opened his eyes and looked over at his beautiful blonde girlfriend. She looked so peaceful sleeping there and didn't want to disturb her. He tried to climb quietly out of bed but as soon as he moved it felt as if a spike had been driven through his temples. He stifled a groan but not soon enough.
Denise was awakened as she heard Dan cry out. She slept terribly even though physically she was spent. Her ass stung, her pussy throbbed and even after brushing and using the hotel's mouthwash, her mouth still tasted like ass. Then she looked at Dan and a rush of fear went through her. He saw her...them. He saw her and his father, uncle, and father-in-law fucking all her holes. Tentatively she said, "Morning. How are you feeling?"
Dan sat on the edge of the bed crutching his head. His dreams were filled with the strangest images and sounds. Hell, even the hotel room smelled like the images in his head. His sweet girlfriend was on the bed fucking and sucking...shit! His dad was there...who else? He couldn't get the image to get clearer but Denise was bouncing on a guy's cock while his father...his religious father, a deacon at his church was behind her. Fucking her ass? His father railed constantly at the gays who committed pederasty saying that the 7th circle of hell was reserved for pederasts.
He felt Denise's soft hands on his back, and tried to get the images out of his head, or were they just horrible dreams?
"Hey, baby, you drank too much? Are you OK?" she asked as softly as she could.
He looked over and saw his clothes neatly folded next to Denise's red dress. He stood slowly and nodded, "Just hungover," he groaned, "head is killing me." An image of the rumpled bedspread and four naked bodies rushed through his head and he looked back. The bedspread was immaculate and there were no tell-tale stains. It had to be a dream. Wow! If he had dreams so vivid, so horrifying he was determined never to drink again.
Denise watched as her boyfriend staggered into the bathroom. She heard him pee for what seemed an eternity waiting for him to come out and confront her. He saw them fucking. He stood and stared as she had cocks pumping into all her holes. She had to pee also and when he was done she gingerly rolled off the bed and went past him to the bathroom. When she got back, Dan was leaning back against the headboard looking strangely at her. She handed him a glass of water and four pills.
"What happened last night?" he asked. The last thing I remember, at least clearly, was sitting at the table at the reception. I remember throwing up in the bathroom and..." he paused.
Denise waited for it, "Take these...they'll help. You were really drunk. You passed out at the table. And yes, you threw up," she said softly.
"How did you get me up to our room? I mean, you couldn't possibly..."
Denise crawled into bed next to him, "I asked your dad and uncle to help. Mr. Norris helped also. They got you undressed and into bed," she said.
"Wow!" he groaned, "Then everything I seem to remember didn't happen?" he said as he rubbed his temples.
"What do you remember?" she asked. "The guys put you on the chair," she pointed to the corner, "but I asked them to help me get you into bed so they helped undress you but you had to throw up, so you staggered into the bathroom. You passed out and we had to clean you up before getting you into bed. That about summarizes the great night we had," she said.
"Nothing. Never mind," he said. "I'm never drinking again."
They were a bit late for the family breakfast in the hotel restaurant. The three men all tried to act oblivious but their frequent looks over at Denise made their spouses aware.
"Quit ogling your son's girlfriend," Mrs. Roberts hissed at her husband, "she's just a girl."
The other wives either nudged their husbands or made similar comments.
Dan ate very little and when they got back to the room he looked at Denise and smiled, "Babe, I'm feeling better." He looked at the clock, "Checkout isn't until 11. We have time..."
Denise had expected this. For some reason, the "I have a headache" excuse doesn't exist for guys. Their cocks get hard and they could have broken legs and they'd want to fuck. She looked at the clock and nodded, "We have time...but barely. You don't need to go down on me since we need to pack and clean up after," she said as she pulled his clothes off.
Dan was surprised but pleased that Denise just wanted to get to it. Every time they'd had sex she insisted he get her ready with his tongue so this was going to be a treat.
Denise took her clothes off hoping the men left no marks on her skin and then crawled onto the bed. She kissed her boyfriend while stroking his cock. She thought about blowing him but her lips felt bruised and raw when they had breakfast. When Dan's cock was rock hard she pulled him on top of her and let out a yelp when he pressed the head against her pussy. Those assholes fucked her so roughly her pussy was feeling raw and her pubic bone was bruised.
At first, Dan thought he'd have to take it slow as he hadn't got her wet but his cock slid right in. He liked hearing her gasp as his fat cock penetrated her tight pussy. Soon, he was thrusting into her listening to her loud grunts. Normally she was fairly quiet outside of slight moans and gasps but she must be horny as she was a lot more vocal.
Denise wanted to push the boy off and out of her but gritted her teeth as he got more into it. She stroked his nipples hoping he'd cum and cum quickly but maybe it was his headache or hangover and he was taking forever. She didn't want to show that her pussy was bruised as that would open up a lot of questions...or answer the ones about his dreams.
Dan wanted this to last as long as he could as he liked how Denise was so into it, so aroused. Her perfect tits were flushed and bounced up and down with each of his hard thrusts.
Denise had another thought and grabbed his flexing ass cheeks as if encouraging him but slid a finger into his ass. She knew from the video sessions that guys liked their asses fingered but too deep and she'll hit their prostates and at that point, it's all over.
'Wow!' Dan thought, 'We need to go to more weddings. First no foreplay, then she's twice as vocal, and now she's fingering my ass.' She had never once touched him here before. She was driving her middle finger deep into his ass and he felt his balls suddenly boiling. "Fuck!" he groaned as everything rapidly peaked, "Oh God, I'm cumming. Sorry....uuunnnngggghhh," he grunted as he felt a huge spurt of cum blast deep inside her.
Denise felt relief as the boy came but kept plunging her finger as deep as she could into his asshole until he collapsed on top of her. Then she pulled her finger out and groaned, "We need to clean up, pack, and check out," she sighed.
Dan looked at her and kissed her, "I'm so sorry. I felt you were close but all of a sudden..." he sighed.
Denise kissed him, "It happens. Relax, I told you we had to be quick. You can make it up to me later but for now..." she pushed on his hips.
The next few weeks things got back to normal. Denise's injuries healed and Dan returned to his video games so Denise had more time to get ready for the fall quarter. She got two calls, one from Brad and the other from Brice asking her to do another shoot, or rather, a series. They promised to make it worth her while but after the wedding she wanted to lie low. She still couldn't understand how those men found her videos. She would consider it a fluke but the minister also?
Then the couple was invited to dinner with his parents. Denise hadn't seen John since the morning after and hoped he'd moved on from his obvious obsession with her. Then she decided to ask him...just ask him how he found her videos.
Dan sensed strange vibes from Denise. She knew his parents and had for over a year. Was she nervous? Anxious? Excited? He asked her and she just shrugged it off.
Denise was looking forward to it. She needed answers. Did she fuck up her life? Was Brad full of shit saying no one she knew would see these? She was also anxious knowing the man would want more than the one night, especially if he could fuck her one-on-one.
Dinner was normal with Mrs. Roberts asking both Dan and her about what classes they were going to take, how their sophomore years might be different from freshman, and if they needed furniture for their apartment. John said very little but kept looking over at Denise.
After dinner, Mrs. Roberts asked Dan if he could go through a box she had gathered to give to Goodwill. "Old games, your old console, old clothes...you get the idea." She looked at Denise, "You can come watch or join John in the living room. You may not be happy with either choice. He wants to watch the game." She chuckled as she thought about Denise's dilemma. Both sounded equally boring.
"I'll watch the game...actually go through my emails," Denise said. She finished putting dishes in the dishwasher as Dan groaned and followed his mother up the stairs. John came in and pulled a beer from the fridge. He then went over to the liquor cabinet, pulled out a bottle of wine, and poured a glass.
Denise was surprised when he handed her the glass of Merlot. She followed him into the living room and sat. He turned up the volume on the TV and looked to the stairs. The girl took a sip of the wine waiting for Dan's father to say what he had on his mind.
John stroked the girl's thigh and smiled at her, "I think you know what I want," he said softly.
Denise shook her head, "That was one time only. What you did to your son was unforgivable."
John slid his hand farther up so his finger slipped under her shorts, "We're not even close to being one and done," he said. "Tomorrow night, you'll come over and wait on us for my monthly poker game. Marilyn is going to her sister's and you'll be wearing nothing but an apron, got it?"
Denice didn't react when the man's finger slid inside her and instead, she faced him, "How did you find those videos? I was told they'd be lost among the millions of videos out there," she asked firmly. "And no, I'm not waiting on you guys at your poker game. What we did after the wedding was a mistake. If you've seen the videos then so have too many others..."
John sighed, "Riley. My brother was surfing porn and came across...hang on. You're pretty famous," he sighed. He went over and picked up his iPad and brought it back to the couch. He opened a couple of windows and then handed the tablet to the girl.
"Hottest newcomer in porn," the first website said. Bea Pollen was staddling a naked man who was palming her huge tits. "Busty Blonde Bombshell Blows BBCs." Bea was looking at the camera, an ebony shaft stretching her lips. Then a third site, "Captivating Cunt Craves Cock." Bea was being DPed while licking a third cock. In all three, she looked delighted to have men using her for pleasure.
"These are the top three websites out there for porn. Just about every guy in the world will have seen you naked by now," he said. "You have to have seen the looks, the double takes when you're out, haven't you?" he asked.
Denise nodded and then drank the rest of her wine, "I guess my life as I know it is about to change," she said. She took her glass into the kitchen and as she entered the doorway, she turned, "Tell Dan I do love him but he'll be a lot better off without me."
John heard the front door open and then close behind the girl. He wondered what he would say to his son when he came down. He looked at the iPad and then closed the browser.
Marilyn and Dan came down the stairs, looking at the couch and back over toward the kitchen. "Where's Denise?" Dan asked.
Denise climbed into the Uber ignoring the look from the driver. After talking to John she wondered if there were any people at all let alone all the men that hadn't seen her naked. She tried to stifle all the feelings but ended up breaking down in the back of the car. The driver pulled over and looked in the mirror, "Miss? Are you OK?" He asked.
He thought he knew the girl but in all her videos she was bright, cheerful, and sparkling. This girl was distraught and even if this were Bea Pollen, he was concerned only with her well-being.
Denise looked at the man and shook her head, "I fucked up. Fucked up and I don't see anything I can do to fix things," she said. She looked at the blue eyes in the mirror and saw only concern. He looked to be a nice man, perhaps 60 or 65.
"People make mistakes. Everyone...no exception," he said softly. "None of my business but when I'm feeling down I like to go over to Grover's park and walk back to the falls. 20 minutes of just being there doesn't make my problems go away but for some reason, they seem less important."



Denise looked at the man and nodded, "My parents used to take me there," she sighed. She dabbed at her eyes and nodded, "Please. Take me there. I think it's a great idea." She looked at the man, "You never even asked what the issue is. Most guys would ask," she said softly.
The man nodded, "none of my business. My job is to get people from one place to the next, hopefully to a better place." He put the car back in drive and checked his mirrors before doing a U-turn.
When they arrived at the park, Denise thanked the man and got out. She pulled out a 20 and gave it to the man, "Thanks. I know you know why I'm upset and I appreciate you not saying anything."
The man shrugged, "Like I said. We all make mistakes. If you search hard enough, you'll see old videos of my wife when she was in college. She's a great mother, a great wife, and a great person. I don't even think what she did was a mistake," he said. "In time, all this will be part of who you become and I know there will be people who will respect all the choices you will have made in your life." He nodded to the girl and pulled out of the parking lot.
Denise headed down the trail remembering the last time she was there. She ran ahead of her parents skipping happily. She was 13, just a year before they were killed. She felt the tears welling up as she heard the soft roar of the falls. She came out onto the ledge and looked around. Nothing had changed yet everything had changed. She sat against the rocky ledge before remembering her mother's arms around her...it was just 6 years ago. The world blurred as tears filled her eyes and she started sobbing. All her tears were for her lost parents and all they had missed in her life, even her decision to make money quickly.
30 minutes later, Denise finally cried out. She thought back to the Uber driver and how he didn't judge her. Perhaps not all men were like John, perhaps it wasn't the end of the world. Would Dan be like the driver, like John, or would he be pissed she cheated on him by doing the videos?
She decided her butt hurt or would have had it not fallen asleep from sitting on the rocks. She was about to call Dan to explain why she left in such a hurry when she heard voices. She looked up as a young couple came down the trail and stopped when they saw her.
The girl saw the puffy eyes, and the red cheeks, and put a hand out to stop her boyfriend. "We'll come back," she said.
Denise stood, "No. Sorry. I think I'm done, plus there's tons of room," she said as she rubbed her numb ass cheeks. As she moved past the couple she heard the boy whisper to his girlfriend, "It's her, I know it."
The girl whispered back, "So? Leave her alone. Can't you see that she's already having a bad day?"
"OK, but it is her. Why is she here?" the boy whispered.
Denise stopped and looked back at the couple, "It's OK. It's me. Not at my best," she put out her arms. "There, see? I'm just a person," she felt like daring them to coerce her but instead, the couple's faces lit up.
The boy said excitedly, "I...we love your videos. You're the best, the most beautiful," he looked quickly over at his girlfriend but couldn't stop himself from continuing. "You're always so alive, so...erotic," he blushed.
The girls elbowed him, "Forgive him. He's a bit obsessed with you. Come on," she told him, "she doesn't need us fawning over her."
"Wait. Can I ask you something?" Denise said. "Am I a bad person? It was just supposed to be one or two. It blew up a lot more than I expected. I needed cash to buy a dress...anyhow, I thought no one would ever see the videos," she paused.
The boy was shaking his head but the girl smiled and answered her, "Hell no. I know dozens of my friends who have made videos. If they got out would it change who they are?" She looked at her boyfriend, "Unless someone tried to use them against you," she said with anger in her voice. "Is that why you are out here?"
"That and...never mind. Yes. My boyfriend's father...and his uncle...and another man. I guess my boyfriend found out and he wasn't pleased," she sighed.
The boy looked quickly over at his girlfriend, "You're kidding. If Stacy did something like that, I'd be the happiest guy in the world, though I'd probably go to jail after killing whoever used the videos to use her."
"Stacy's not doing anything like that," the girl said, "I'm no wallflower but no way would I have the courage to do what you did. And look, your videos make a lot of people happy. They're good, really good though I'm no expert." She then chuckled, "Dave is. He sure likes to do research."
The boy blushed but nodded, "I do a bit of surfing..."
"Dave's too shy to ask," she continued, "but we're hoping you'll be doing more shoots. I never got into porn until I saw your videos," she stammered.
"Really? Why? I mean, why my videos? I haven't watched them but they seemed to be just...porn" she said softly.
The boy shook his head but the girl spoke, "Are you kidding? You're real, I mean...what I'm trying to say...Christ! Look, the ones Mike had me look at all seem contrived and there's no segue between the actors meeting and them getting naked." She glanced at Dave who didn't mind her referring to another guy. "In your videos I...we can feel the lust, the desire, and when you...you know, the acts seem so natural, so real." Then she got beet red, "In yours, I imagine what it would be like to be you. I've even considered being with another girl since you made it look so fun. In the others, I feel like I'm a voyeur."
The boy nodded his head, "Stacy has even said your partners' names once or twice," he said softly, "I didn't mind. I think it's hot," he said. He smiled at his girlfriend and then back at Denise, "I'm sorry you lost your boyfriend but that's on him. You're an actress doing roles better than anyone I've seen and if he can't accept that..."
"Thank you. I guess the world isn't filled with predators but I wish I could undo it...all because of a dress," she said softly.
Dave looked at Stacy and blurted, "Um. Can we get a selfie with you, I mean, fully clothed...with you? You are really beautiful, you know."
Stacy elbowed the boy, "Come on, we've taken up enough of her time."
"How do I look?" Denise asked, "Do I look as if I'd been bawling my eyes out?"
Stacy shook her head and stepped forward, "You look great but ignore him. We'll let you have your privacy." On an impulse, she kissed the beautiful blonde on her cheek and went back to Dave.
"The falls. Having the falls behind us would make a great picture," she smiled.
The trio lined up...first Dave and then Stacy took selfies of the three of them.
"Thank you. We'll give you back your privacy," Stacy said.
Denise watched the smiling couple leave. She could hear their excited chatter as they headed back to the parking lot. She sat back down and picked up her phone. "Dan. I know...I'm sorry that I left like that. Did you talk to your dad? No? Um...look, talk to him. Tell him to tell you why I left and call me back." She hung up after she heard the click. Not a good sign that he hung up without saying goodbye.
20 minutes later, she answered her phone, "Dan? Oh, Hi John. Shit! I figured...OK...OK. Tell him...shit, tell him what you want, bye," she said as she hung up. She hoped Dan would be OK after John told him how he peeled out of the driveway after hearing the story.
She must have sat there for another half hour before she again picked up her phone. "Brice? Denise...Bea. When do you want me there? Sure, I can do that. No, it's fine, everything is fine," she said. She hung up before the man could grill her more about how down she sounded.
* * *
A year later, Dan headed down the hall to his apartment feeling a rush. He asked the cute redhead in his Earth Sciences class out and she said yes. The last date he had was when Denise came to dinner and left abruptly. It took months for the pain and horror he felt after seeing the videos his father showed him. Then his father grinned and said something about what a fine fuck Denise was. He still had no clear memory of what happened next but he remembered punching his dad and storming out. He hadn't been home since even though his mother called him pleading with him.
He was walking by Chuck's apartment when the door opened. "Dan! You done with classes?" the blond boy asked, "We're all done and we're going to play some poker? Wanna join us?"
Dan was feeling lucky and nodded, "Let me dump my crap. I'll grab some beer," he said. He liked Chuck and his friends. They didn't study as hard as he did but they sure liked to party.
The game was going well when Bart suggested Chuck put on some porn. The others all agreed, though Dan just nodded. Ever since seeing Denise fucking those two older men, he had no desire to watch porn. He had never acquired a taste for it. but after his father showed him Denise with those assholes he felt more dread than lust. Also, If he were in front of a monitor it was usually with a game console in his hand rather than his cock. He tried to sound 'with it' as he smiled and agreed.
It wasn't bad but wasn't good either so he found his chips growing as the others were distracted by the sights and sounds on the screen. Chuck must have found a site that randomly played videos as the themes had little rhyme or reason. Then he heard a voice he never wanted to hear again. He turned his head to see Denise walking between two men in the woods. She was wearing a tight tee and tight shorts, her breasts generously displayed through the thin fabric.
Chuck paused his dealing and looked over, "Fuck me! I was hoping they'd show some of her videos. First time I saw her, I got blisters on my right hand," he laughed.
Drew nodded, "We all did. Did you hear she swept the awards? Best Newcomer. Best Actress. Adult Video Performer of the Year. Then there were the videos that she was in...best DP, best BBC...I have no idea if anyone ever has done that," he said.
Bart laughed, "That sounds like something we should research."
Dan was shocked. He had no idea that she was still doing videos. He assumed it was just a few to get the dress. He let out an angry groan as he remembered seeing her. He found them looking at him and sighed, "My ex. She's my former girlfriend."
The guys cracked up, "Dude! She's all of our former and current girlfriends," Drew said. He looked at his left hand, "Many a time I imagined this was her."
Bart chuckled, "Though it will be years until I use the term 'Ex' when describing her."
Chuck nodded and picked up his iPad, "OK. I set it up to randomly play just Bea Pollen vids. Screw all those other sluts, we want Bea!"
The other guys took up the chant, "We want Bea, we want Bea, we want Bea."
Chuck laughed, "OK. Keep it down What will my neighbors think? Anyhow let's get back to the game."
Drew looked over and sighed, "I like the ones where she wears that tight sexy dress. Fuck me! She looks like those tits of hers will pop right out."
"The red one? I downloaded all I could find. I think she made 8 videos wearing that. It's so fucking hot," Bart sighed.
"Can you put those on a USB? I was going to track them down," Bart asked. "I really love that dress. I read it cost around $1,500. Can you imagine? Worth it though."
The guys finally got back to concentrating on the game and as the videos played it was Dan whose pile got smaller.
Dan wanted to focus on the game but his head swam as he watched his ex-girlfriend pull off her shirt and undress in dozens of other situations. Did her breasts always bounce so erotically? he wondered. She shaved her pussy. He liked her soft patch of hair, but it did show off her clamshell lips. Then he recalled how many times she wanted to fool around but he shrugged her off so he could get to another level. He felt a wave of sadness thinking how he had squandered the time he had with the girl. Sure, she was beautiful, sexy, and incredibly built but she was also bright, positive, and alive. He always felt like the day was brighter when she was around. He wanted to punch himself recalling how he exploded and cut off all communication with her. So what if she tried to afford the dress? It shouldn't have changed how he looked at her.
* * *
Bea was walking through the Vegas airport with two of her fellow actresses. They were making poor progress getting to the baggage claim as they kept getting stopped to sign autographs. Most were on newspapers or napkins but there were chests, breasts, arms and even a couple of girls wanted autographs on their asses. Bea hated the attention and tried to think back to when she was invisible...well, not invisible, but checked out and dismissed.
She was looking at the posters on the walls, Tahiti, Bali, Waikiki Beach, giraffes eating leaves, and cute koalas. She wondered what it would be like to be ignored, another face. Her friends seemed more alive every time a fan came up to them. She smiled and copied their expression, their enthusiasm, and said and signed and posed.
By the time they arrived at the carousel, just their three rolling bags were left. They grabbed them and rolled them over to the exit. Octavia suggested her favorite restaurant and Natalie scowled, "Again? Can't we try something new? I like the Bellagio Conservatory. Bea? What are you in the mood for?" she asked as they stepped up to the taxi stand.
Bea didn't respond immediately, though she agreed the Bellagio was a great experience. She hugged one and then the other, "Guys, go on to the hotel. I'm going to find some alone time," she said.
The two blondes chuckled, "Good luck with that. It's a miracle if we get time alone in our rooms," Octavia smiled.
The two girls watched as Bea got into a cab. They didn't think anything of it as Bea liked hiking and getting away. That was part of the reason she was in so many wilderness and camping videos. The beautiful blonde turned and looked at them for a moment before waving goodbye. She climbed into the back of the cab and that was the last time they ever saw their great friend.
It took months but the stories finally died down about Bea Pollen's disappearance. Even 60 Minutes did a story on the search for the famous adult performer. There were speculations she was kidnapped or murdered. Two studios offered huge rewards for any information leading to her whereabouts...but no one came forward with solid leads.
* * *
Denise put out her arms as the children rushed over. "Njooni hapa nyinyi wanyama wakali," she said giggling as the bowled her over. 'Come here you wild beasts,' was the first phrase she had learned after coming to the village. Every day, she waited for school to let out as the kids were always so excited. The village looked over laughing as their tiny kids buried the American woman who'd come to live with them. She just showed up one day with her few belongings in a backpack. They invited her to a meal and she was like a magnet as the children all were drawn to her.
After she arrived they had wells dug and books for the kids. Without ever saying where the amenities came from the pale blonde girl seemed to fill needs whenever they arose. They had a small clinic with medical supplies and a storehouse for food along with the new schoolhouse. They thanked her but she always shook her head as if unaware of where the money came from. The villagers named her Zawadi, 'The Gift' in Swahili and never asked any questions.
After playing with the kids, Denise went to the river to bathe. She loved the children who were so innocent and full of life but they sure got her covered in dust. She got used to all the men of the village and many of the women lining up to watch as she stripped and bathed herself. She understood. Her pale skin had to be a novelty and since she couldn't do anything about it, she just went about her business. Not one man had ever cornered her and she was treated with dignity and respect.
After drying off and wrapping the towel around her, she went back to her hut and took out fresh shorts and a tee shirt. She wasn't about to go topless as a lot of the women did. The bathing was enough for her to expose herself. She paused and pulled out the red dress and held it up. She had no idea why of all things she took this with her, but for some reason, she couldn't part with it. It was as if her life was in two parts. BD and AD, before dress and after dress...plus, when she considered the cost it was impossible to part with.
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"If this interests you, we have terrific benefits...best in the business. Full dental, health, 401K...the works. We start everyone off with 3 weeks PTO, you'll have floating holidays on top of that and his Personal Assistants enjoy working under him, usually getting to cum," Jennifer said, "And we can start you off with a salary of..."
"Wait," Laura interjected, "Not to interrupt but perhaps I was daydreaming, you said floating holidays...and...?"
"Yes, and 3 Weeks PTO. PTO is for Paid Time Off," Jennifer answered.
Laura shook her head, "After that...'usually cum'...Cum as in orgasm?" she blushed.
"Sure. What did you think it meant?" Jennifer asked as if this were a standard perq of employment.
"Cum how...why? I'm confused. I've never heard that being touted as a perk," she said softly. Had she not read the entire job listing?
The 65-year-old woman inwardly smiled. They'd been interviewing candidates for the horniest but most skilled CEO around. The man turned three companies around, and not just made them profitable but made their stocks go through the roof. He had a magic touch...but...there's always a but. Willy Granville was a horndog, requiring sex regularly. At first, the company looked the other way but after 7...count them, 7 Executive Assistants left they decided to advertise instead for a Personal Assistant. They'd interviewed 40 women so far, most of whom balked at the requirement of having sex with the man. They thought the pay would attract many of them, married or not, but all had solid résumés as EAs and all must have had to deal with various levels of sexual harassment and being told their bodies were part of the package...
Jennifer nodded, "We're looking for a Personal Assistant for the CEO...and we mean Personal with a capital P. He's a man under a lot of stress and his outlet is, sex...fucking. He needs...you get it. That's why your usual EA gets around $90k. I was about to mention salary, this position will start you out at $150k," Jennifer said.
Laura shook her head, "I'm married..."
"Which is fine with us," she looked at her partner, "Jon, you're married. Would it bother you if your wife's job entailed comprehensive stress relief?"
The balding 50-year-old man with the dad-bod shook his head, "Now that you mention it. I've no clue what she does at work. She brings home a paycheck... I've never asked for details as to what she does all day...Marge has never asked me."
Laura looked at the two, her head swimming. They needed the money. Her idiot husband swore the Patriots would win the division as Belichick would come through. Bob placed a $50k bet without even consulting her. He told her it was a great risk as they were 40-1. He anticipated surprising her with a huge check. Had he won, he'd have made $800,000. He lost. "Um, can I see a picture of him?" she asked.
Jennifer smiled. This was her favorite candidate so far. Redheads are rare and Willy loves redheads. On top of that, she's fucking hot. She opened a folder and slid it over.
Laura looked at the man in his three-piece suit strangely considering him as a lover rather than someone she'd invest her money with. "I remember him," she said softly. He wasn't bad-looking, perhaps 55...60? She'd seen him on the covers of magazines but never appraised him as a man. He had a great head of hair and hadn't let himself go. He looked to be tall and tanned. She slid it back, "I'm not going to say no, but this isn't something I'd keep from my husband."
Jennifer stood, "Open-minded. You should talk to your husband. Is something you think you could do?" she asked.
Laura nodded, her head swimming. Could she? If Bob has no problem with it, why should she? "I guess...if it's just that he needs relief periodically. But...I mean, it's just him, right? Not, 'go take care of this client.'"
Jennifer shook her head, "just him. It's a strange thing, I know, but he requires...certain needs fulfilled. So you're in?"
Laura nodded, "I guess. I won't say no right now."
Jennifer smiled warmly, "I'm glad. Let's get through a few more formalities. Jon, you have the camera?"
Laura looked confused. She'd been on job interviews, and been hired as an EA to a high-level executive but never had her picture taken before her badge was issued. Laura Banks was 30, got her master's in Sociology at Penn State and after failing to find a job at a school she found one in HR. She was asked to stand in as an EA to the CFO of a corporation and that became permanent. Then he was indicted for embezzlement and she was on the street. The was fully cleared and was as shocked as everyone else was. She stood up but looked uncertain.
"OK. Stand against the wall here," Jon pointed to a blank wall. "Take off your clothes, we'll get 4 shots."
"What? Wait, I'm not taking my clothes off," she sputtered.
Jennifer groaned, "Not a good start. Laura," she said as if talking to a first grader, "You'll be getting naked with the CEO of this company. That will be in his office, in hotel rooms...hell, probably on the company jet. He needs to see who's going to be relieving his stress. He hates tattoos, hates shaved pussies. He'll be signing off on your hire. You want this job or not?" she asked.
Laura nodded resignedly...this has to be the weirdest job interview ever...then she thought back to her job at the stripper bar. She went over to the wall and pulled up on the hem of her dress. She almost laughed as she recalled trying on a half-dozen dresses so she looked her best...but her best was what she looked like naked. She tossed her dress onto a chair just as Jon turned on a pair of lights with silver umbrellas. She undid her bra and then slipped off her panties. She started to cover her boobs and pussy but then just put her hands to her sides.
Jennifer came over and felt her breasts. She smiled and Jon, "Real, huge and real. Willy'll be thrilled." Then she ran her fingers through the redhead's bush and between her legs. "Nice. Needs trimming. You'll have to wax here," she stroked her labia, "And here," she said as she ran her middle finger across her perineum and onto the anus. "But other than that, you're flawless."
When Jennifer stepped away, Jon positioned the naked woman and had her pose facing him, to her left, then facing the wall with her arms above her head, and lastly to her right. "Nice. You're very beautiful, you know that?" he asked. "Face the wall, bend over and spread your ass cheeks...very nice. Willy will be thrilled to get access to those sweet holes of yours. OK, that should do it."
Laura blushed and then reached for her panties but Laura stopped her. "Just one more thing and then we'll let you go home and talk to your husband."
Laura paused but then saw Jon's pants were around his knees. "You want me to..."
"It's standard. You understand that we need to tell our boss we did a thorough vetting. First, suck Jon's cock...you know...to see how willing, how skilled you are. It's one thing to agree to have sex with a man, but we need to see enthusiasm. Then Jon will verify your pussy. How tight, how wet you get...you know," Jennifer smiled. 'Wait until Ted sees these photos,' she thought, 'he might actually get it up twice,' she thought of her husband who was planted in front of the TV every night.
Laura's feet moved on their own and she dropped to her knees. She gripped the short but wide cock and licked the underside. He had twin tiny balls, nothing like her husband's. Then knowing this was part of the interview, she opened up her mouth and took all of him in. She could never take all of Bob's but Jon's cock was not as long...just fat. She pressed her lips against his pubes and then pulled back. She started sucking and bobbing while stroking his balls. Maybe if he came in her mouth he wouldn't want...or not be able to fuck her.
Jon nodded at Jennifer, He wanted to say this redhead was better than her, but instead, he stepped back and smiled, "You're good, really good. I like how you use your tongue. Now, bend over the desk. Are you on the pill? I'd like to cum inside you for the total experience, but otherwise, I can cum in your mouth."
Laura nodded and bent over. "I'm on the pill. You can cum inside me...I mean, if you have no diseases or anything..." she sighed. When he shoved his cock inside her, she let out a soft groan.
"I'm clean...only been with my wife for years," he lied. She felt great, tight, much tighter than the wife...tighter than Jennifer. He should have felt bad he lied but he and Jennifer had been fucking daily. Jon looked at his co-worker, "Willy'll love this pussy. She's tight, almost like a virgin..and wow! She's really wet. She's going to be perfect." He patted the woman on the ass. "Lie on the desk on your back. I want to feel those tits. This is important. We need to see how compliant you are. We can't have you report for work and act reluctant."
Laura groaned as the man's fat cock slid out. 12 years after losing her virginity to her husband she was letting another man fuck her. She should be ashamed, should be trying to feel nothing but even with his smaller cock, she was getting aroused. She lay on her back, putting her feet on the edge on either side while opening her pussy wider than she'd ever done with Bob, on a desk which they'd never done. This was wrong, getting fucked not just by a stranger but in a place she and her husband never tried.
Jennifer came over and massaged the woman's breasts. "These are great," she sighed as she thumbed the woman's hard nipples. As Jon pushed his cock into the woman's pussy, she pulled on those hard pale nips causing the redhead to put her head back pressing against the front of her dress. She pulled a bit harder hearing more pleasurable gasps. Then, as Jon nodded at Laura's head pressing against her pussy she lifted her hem and pulled her panties to the side.
Laura was feeling that wonderful tickling inside her, the tingling she rarely felt, and then opened her eyes and saw the brunette's hairy crotch open in front of her. Instinctively she put out her tongue and tasted her first pussy. It wasn't a bad taste though the hair tickled her nose. She knew what to do and flicked her tongue between her fleshy folds and against her clit.
Jennifer put a foot on the desk allowing the woman to probe deeply inside her while watching Jon's fat cock slam hard into the red-furred twat. "Damn! I hope her husband says yes. Willy might give us a bonus," she panted. Initially, Jennifer wanted the woman to lick her just to see how far she'd go but now she wanted to cum on her face. She crawled onto the desk and squatted over the redhead's mouth.
Laura was feeling an orgasm coming on...an intense one if the rapid build-up was any indication. Her nipples were on fire, Jon's cock was scraping her clit, and the arousing scent of pussy filled her nostrils.
Jennifer grinned as she felt the woman scream in pleasure into her pussy. Then she saw Jon stiffen and drive his cock as deeply as he could inside that red fur-trimmed pussy and cum inside her. Then as if knowing what to do, Laura's tongue attacked her clit and she leaned forward so her erect nub was centered over her mouth.
Jon pulled out and slapped his slick cock on the woman's pussy before staggering back. "Fuck! I love my job," he grinned as he grabbed tissues. Then he went over behind Jennifer and stroked her ass before sliding his middle finger up her tight bud. He knew she loved that and used it as a trigger.
Laura was swallowing the woman's flowing juices and watched as Jon's fat finger plunged into the woman's ass. She had a thought and slid her hands under the dress, unclipped the bra, and grabbed the woman's perky tits. Her nipples were like pebbles they were so hard. First pussy she'd ever eaten, now the first tits she'd ever felt other than her own. It wasn't long before she felt Jennifer stiffen and gasp loudly.
"Fuck!" Jennifer barked as she felt the agonizing release. She was grinding her pussy onto the woman's face as she felt a second finger push into her ass. She cried out as the exquisite waves of pleasure pulsed through her before collapsing onto the red silky-soft mat of pubic hair. She could smell the woman's arousal along with the tangy scent of fresh sperm. She planted her mouth onto the swollen pussy and licked and sucked Jon's cum from inside her.
Laura had thought it would be over but the older woman lay on top of her and buried her face into Laura's pussy. They licked each other as they approached another orgasm. She'd never had a woman go down on her nor had she ever tasted another woman's pussy but she found it arousing, even more so knowing the man was watching and taking a video.
Jon grabbed the camera, put it on video mode, and filmed the two women sucking eagerly on each other's pussies. Willy will need to see this, he thought. He got multiple close-ups of the two women's mouths and tongues. Then Jennifer fingered the redhead's asshole which was soon reciprocated.
Laura thought she wasn't multiorgasmic...never even close but she felt the welcome tingling and started groaning into the older woman's pussy. Jennifer was gasping also and they came simultaneously.
Jon had his camera in one hand, his cock in the other as the two women both orgasmed. He stopped recording as they both went limp.
Jennifer groaned and rolled off the desk. She looked at the redhead who'd arrived looking immaculate, her hair styled, her make-up perfect but now looking a total mess. Her lipstick and mascara were smeared on her face, and her hair was wet and matted against her forehead. "Honey, we'd better get you cleaned up. If your husband agrees, the job is yours. Willy will be thrilled to have you as his PA. Just a few things, your husband cannot touch another woman so he doesn't get any diseases...unless you decide to quit having sex with him. When you have sex your husband is required to wear a condom. If you want kids, you will get clearance from Mr. Granville before removing the condom. Regardless, you'll be tested weekly. We'll set up an ongoing appointment at the clinic down the street. They do a lot of that with the whores who work that area," she said matter-of-factly.
Laura got off the desk and sighed, "I've never touched another woman before, never let another man touch me...I guess I'm ready to get fucked by some strange man."
Jennifer chuckled, "We all are, honey. If the price is right." She looked at Jon who was still stroking his cock, "Let's get Laura cleaned up and then I'll take care of that for you, OK?" she said.
Laura's exit from the office of the HR Director was embarrassing. She felt as if she were exiting a cheap hotel in the morning still in a cocktail dress. The staff was watching her and it was as if they knew what she'd been doing and what the future held for her.
That evening when Bob got home, she'd composed a dozen ways to tell him about the job offer. She had to shower as her hair was soaked with Jennifer's cum and she smelled of sex. She dutifully trimmed and shaved her labia as the woman ordered and was still recomposing when Bob got home. He was later than usual which made it frustrating, plus he was tipsy, perhaps drunk.
"Where were you," she asked him, "Dinner's in the fridge if you haven't eaten."
Bob shook his head, "Sorry. Jack wanted to talk and we went to Cha-Chings for a quick beer. That became a couple more, you know how it is."
Crap! Laura thought, and a couple of lap dances. Cha-Chings was a strip club that specialized in lap dances. "How much? How much did you spend?" she asked angrily.
Bob shook his head, "It wasn't much."
"Dammit! Bob. We're broke. I couldn't buy half the groceries because the credit card was maxed out. How fucking much did you spend on those whores?" she asked angrily.
Bob stepped back, "not much...really. A hundred?" he said softly.
"Fuck it! I was going to ask your opinion of the job offer I got today, but fuck it! I couldn't care less what you think of it. I'm accepting the offer," she spat.
Bob looked hopeful, "You got a job? A good one?" he asked.
Laura nodded, "It's a good one I'll be the Personal Assistant to Willy Granville."
"Willy Granville, that billionaire dude? Holy shit! How's the pay?" he asked.
"It's great. $150K," she said.
"What the fuck? $150K...Jesus, what do you have to do? Sleep with the guy?" he asked facetiously.
"Yes. That and whatever else he needs. I'll be his whore. I'm calling now to accept. You forfeited any say in it since you approve of whores," she said angrily.
"Wait, hang on. I'm your husband and I forbid you fuck another man, I don't care how much they pay you," he said angrily.
Laura picked up her phone, "You forfeited any say in what I do, first when you wiped out our savings on the stupid football bet, then how many lap dances did $100 get you...huh? How fucking many?"
Bob shook his head, "it was just three. Three meaningless lap dances." Then he thought about the $50k he'd lost in the bet. She was right to make whatever decision she thought fit.
"All day I was wondering how to broach the subject. What would you think about me being a Personal Assistant to a man in need of periodic stress relief? I cooked pork chops, your favorite. Opened a bottle of Barbera del Monferrato knowing you love that wine. I'd been saving it for our anniversary but now I wonder if we'll need it."
Bob groaned and plopped down on the couch, "How often will he want...?" he said softly.
Laura shook her head, "Not a clue. All I know is the company wants a Personal Assistant to take care of it for him, along with being his Executive Assistant. That's why it's $150K rather than $90K annually. I'd never even consider it if you hadn't fucked up our savings and went out to visit whores," she shook her head, "If you like whores, then you should be thrilled with me. I'm going to be the best fuck that man's ever had," she said. She dialed the phone. "Jennifer? I talked to my husband and he's thrilled with the offer...yes, yes he does. He says whores fulfill needs just like any other profession...I can...OK, see you in the morning."
Bob looked up, his face twisted in pain, "Fuck! I can't believe you're doing this."
Laura nodded, "I'm going to bed. Grab what you need 'cause you're sleeping in the guest bedroom. I'll need my pussy nice and fresh for my new boss," she said firmly. "Oh, there are rules you have to follow. You cannot fuck any other women. When we make love you will wear a rubber at all times."
"Wait! No, hell no! I'm not using a rubber. I hate those." Bob said angrily.
"So you don't use one with your whores at the strip clubs?" Laura asked, "Fuck! You give me herpes or chlamydia and I'll kill you."
"No...I...we never," he stammered. Then he nodded and came over to her, "I'm sorry. I fucked up. I promise never to go to a strip club again...you'll get a job, a better one."
Laura laughed bitterly, "You fuck other women and then tell me you'll make the sacrifice of not fucking other women if I turn down the job?"
"No, fuck! I fucked up bad." He tried to hug his wife.
Laura pulled away, "Whew! You smell like cheap perfume. I'll keep looking but I'm taking the job. We need money now. I like milk with my cereal," she said. "Good night. Try not to get cum stains on the couch when you jerk off tonight."
Laura had trouble sleeping with thoughts of how she reacted to the two interviewers trying her out. Then she wondered what kind of lover Will Granville would be. Would he be gentle or would he just bend her over his desk and fuck her? Part of her wanted him to just shove her face down on the desk and take her. Another part hoped he was tender and attended to her needs. Would he want anal? Of course, he would. Jennifer insisted she wax her anus...why else? She never tried it. She got up and went into the bathroom, stroked the handle on her hairbrush, and smiled. It was obvious that the manufacturer knew what they were doing when they designed the hairbrush/dildo. She grabbed some Vaseline and crawled back into bed.



She was tentative at first as the handle wouldn't go inside. Then she fingered herself a few times and tried again. This time she felt the smooth shaft pop into her hole. It felt good, a feeling of being filled but not painfully so. She pushed her hairbrush in deeper and soon picked up a rhythm. 'Holy fuck!' she panted after roughly fucking her ass with the hairbrush with one hand and rubbing her pussy with the other. Her face and chest were pressed into the mattress and her ass was thrust into the air. She never came more than once in a day before and she just had her third and fourth orgasms. Why hadn't she tried anal before?
Bob had wanted to come into the bedroom and apologize again but as he approached the bedroom door he heard the rhythmic grunting and knew what his wife was doing. Was she thinking of being fucked by that billionaire? He shook his head and headed back to the living room.
Laura got just a few hours of sleep having the most erotic dreams she ever had. After her last orgasm, she fell asleep with the hairbrush in her ass. She pulled it out with a popping sound while groaning softly. She was able to fall back to sleep to get some rest after considering using it some more.
The next morning, she showered and dressed professionally. She could feel a throbbing in her ass but no stinging. She admired herself in the mirror. She looked like an EA, not a whore. But, unzip the dress, let it fall to the floor and she became a woman of the night. Black demi-bra, garter belt with stockings, no panties, and her red muff framed by the black lingerie. She felt a quiver of excitement.
Bob got even less sleep. He didn't need to dream about Laura being used. He jerked off repeatedly with images of her being used by the older man. Her mouth, her pussy, her ass...it never left his head all night. He looked up as she entered the kitchen to pour herself a cup of coffee. He felt better seeing how she dressed. What had he been expecting? For her to dress like the strippers he'd had on his lap last night? But this was an outfit she'd worn multiple times before.
Laura was reluctant to meet her husband's eyes. She no longer felt the same anger and instead felt bad for him. He should have come right home and had a great dinner. Then they'd have sat down and weighed the pros and cons but he pissed her off coming home drunk and smelling like cheap perfume.
"Laura, Laura, look at me," Bob said quietly. "I love you and I fucked up."
Laura turned and faced the man. "You did and I over-reacted. Your timing couldn't have been worse," she sighed. She hesitated, "I have to ask. Are you OK with me being another man's Personal Assistant? The pay is incredible because of the added responsibilities, which makes me a whore, but a well-paid one."
Bob nodded, "I've thought about it and we wouldn't need you to take a job like that if I hadn't been so convinced the Pats would win the division. If you're OK with it, I'm OK. Sorry, not OK but I guess I'll get used to the idea," he sighed.
Laura went over and hugged him, "Perhaps he'll be so old he can't get it up or he'll think I'm ugly," she sighed. "In reality, the man is the CEO and his focus will be on running the company. I'm sure if he needs 'stress relief,' he'll want to get it over with," she said. She looked at the clock and kissed her husband, "Gotta go," she sighed.
Laura was met by Jennifer in the lobby, "Right on time. I'm impressed. Willy's a stickler for promptness. Come with me, we'll get your ID card, sign a few papers, and introduce you around."
Laura was impressed with the efficiency of the onboarding process, though she sensed they'd done a lot of the same steps recently. Jennifer already had the results of her background check and just wanted to go over a few last things.
"This is an NDA, I'm sure you've had to sign one of these before. Nothing that you do, say, or hear ever leaves the building...or the plane as it were," she said. "Not even to your husband. Understand?"
Laura read through the form and nodded, "I get it. This is a bit stricter than I've read and signed before but I guess the scope has expanded."
"The next one is a bit...more personal," Jennifer sighed. "I understand if you balk at this one, I might have to," she sighed, "But it's one Willy requires. I know what you'll ask me and the answer's no. You cannot call your husband to clear it with him. You can tell him it's your decision but the company's name cannot be part of that conversation. I'm going to get coffee, want some?""
Laura glanced up and nodded, "Please. Black." She read through it feeling like she was giving up more than her marital fidelity. To summarize, the agreement stipulates that Party 1, (Laura) will strictly abide by protected (Latex condoms only) vaginal or anal sex outside of the work culture and that Party 2, the company can and will conduct random gynecological checks to verify her adherence to this policy. Exceptions include Vacations lasting over a week; a week or more where Party 2 is away; Written permission from Party 2. Pulling out is not protected sex, the pill is not protected sex, a diaphragm is not protected sex.
She sat back mulling this over. She was on the pill mainly because Bob hates rubbers. He's going to hate this but then she had the thought that if she offered him anal and let him cum in her mouth...
Jennifer came back and saw Laura sitting back in the chair. She feared the woman would bail but saw the stack of forms seemingly all signed. She handed the woman her cup and sat down. She went through every page making notes and asking Laura to initial. When she was done she sat back, "A lot to take in. I've been doing HR, hiring, and interviewing for 35 years. This was the strangest round I've ever gone through. I'll be honest with you, I didn't think you'd sign these. My opinion? Fuck the company if they think they can dictate my sex life with my husband but I get it. I can tell you something else that you can never repeat. Willy is too busy to date, isn't married and you can be sure he doesn't want to risk your health also."
"OK, that makes me feel better." Then she looked thoughtful, "I better be pretty good in bed...or on the desk," she sighed.
Jennifer laughed, "Oh, honey. You are. Jon's been walking on air since he fucked you yesterday. He's unhappy that sex with his wife will never stack up to having sex with you," Jennifer said, "and I've been with a few...a lot of women and I could tell I was your first but you came through with flying colors. I know as an EA you were highly valued and I also think that you'll be a natural at your expanded role."
"I'm a natural whore, I'd better update LinkedIn," Laura sighed. "I know, I know, can't disclose that part of my job."
Jennifer stood and put out a hand, "Welcome to our intimate environment," she smiled, "I know the intimate part has been weighing on you but that won't be more than 5% of your time here. He is a busy, non-stop workaholic so you'll have to be on your toes to keep up."
"Multi-position job...got it. On my toes or on my back," she chuckled.
Jennifer added, "...knees, desk, couch. I'm sure you'll never get tired of the routine," she grinned.
It felt good to laugh about it as they both made jokes. Then the reality hit as she reported for work on her first day.
Laura expected...or to be truthful, had no idea what to expect...a reaction from the man indicating her additional role but he seemed oblivious. He looked up and nodded when she was introduced but went back to his papers. She realized her choice of undergarments was to be a total waste. Her first week was spent huddling with the temp EA getting familiar with his calendar, his foibles, and everything she'd need to know to be his Personal Assistant. She got home every night exhausted from the avalanche of information and was grateful Bob was still sleeping in the guest bedroom. Her head was spinning with all that she had to learn. Normally, there would be a 30 to 90-day transition but all she had was a week.
After the week was up, Laura came up to the top floor and saw her nameplate on the desk outside Willy's office. She put on the coffee, checked his calendar, and ordered his favorite Wednesday breakfast burrito from the commissary downstairs.
She greeted the man as he came in, took his coat and hung it up, and then entered his office, "Mr. Granville, you have the Zoom call at 8 with the board, at 9..."
"Willy, Jessica called me Mr. Granville. Couldn't stop her," he smiled. "Welcome. I didn't want to interrupt your knowledge transfer. I know it was too short, too quick so please ask me if you are in doubt about anything," he smiled.
The man might have been over twice her age but he had the brightest blue eyes and when he smiled, incredible dimples. Men with dimples had always made her heart pulse.
Willy was looking at her, as far as she knew for the first time. She wondered if she should take off her clothes. Ask if he wanted a blow job.
"You're beautiful, fucking beautiful. I see you're married, kids?" he asked.
Laura nodded and then shook her head, "A husband's more than enough for me," she smiled. "You? A wife? Kids?" she wondered.
Willy smiled, "never married. Never found anyone interesting enough to want around permanently...or maybe no woman wanted to be around me...who knows?" Then he got up and walked around his desk, "This might be abrupt but that's my style. I'm not used to going without sex for more than a day or two but it's been two weeks, and my Zoom call isn't for 25 minutes..." He smiled as the perfect redhead slipped off her dress and stood facing him naked except for the garter belt and stockings. "The pictures Jennifer sent did you little justice," he smiled.
"I suggest you fuck me as we don't have enough time for a blowjob," Laura said as she undid the older man's pants. "I will get you nice and hard first If that's OK with you." She knelt and pulled down his pants followed by his boxers. "Nice!" she murmured as a long, fat cock popped out. She looked up at him, stroking his cock, "a couple of weeks, huh? You didn't jerk off?" she asked.
Willy shook his head, "17 days...I have always had someone take care of this," he said. "Fuck, yesss. I need this," he sighed as the redhead wrapped her lips around his cock and sucked. "Keep sucking. I'm going to cum in your mouth," he said.
Laura played with balls a lot larger than Bob's wondering how much cum is absorbed back in and how much gets stored after 17 days. She wasn't sure if she was happy or frustrated he just wanted a blowjob. She and Bob hadn't done anything since he came home from the strip club and informed him she was taking the job. Then she felt his hand on her head and a low groan and she found out how much sperm was stored up...a lot. She sucked with each spasm, swallowing a huge load. When he was done she cleaned his cock as well as she could and then got up to get a towel off the bar. She wiped his penis and balls then sat back, looking up at him. "Feel better?"
Willy nodded as he pulled up his pants, "That was excellent. I feel a lot better. I think I have a gap in meetings between 2 and 3 today," he said. "I'll try out your pussy then, but I'm more than impressed with your cocksucking skills...fastest I've ever cum. Bring me the Andersen folder after you get dressed. Thanks," he said, all business now.
It felt strange to Laura. All business and then naked, then back to all business. She was taking notes on the upcoming trip when Willy stood and undid his tie. That must be the signal, she thought. She followed him to the leather couch, taking off her dress, and by the time they got there, his pants were off, and she was in her garter belt and stockings.
"You know, you don't have to go to these lengths for me," he said, "I mean, you look great but if you are more comfortable in bras and panties you're still more beautiful and sexier than any woman I've been with," he smiled.
Laura wanted to brush off the compliment as just talk but remembered Jennifer telling her not to expect any praise as that wasn't the man's style...honesty only. She crawled on top of him and unbuttoned his shirt. She then kissed her way down to his cock. She took it in her hand, stroking it, and looked up, "I should ask, how do you like it...me? Under you? From behind?" she asked.
"I want to see what you want to do. Show me what you've got," he said.
'No pressure,' Laura thought. 'So much for bending me over the desk, lifting my dress, and fucking me,' she thought. She licked his balls and then up the hard shaft. She repeated that a few times before taking just the head, swirling her tongue around it, and then plunging her mouth down the fleshy rod. She didn't like feeling that she was auditioning for something and would rather have him take her and fuck her.
Willy was more than happy. He was watching the woman skillfully suck his cock, her large breasts jiggling as she bobbed her head. 'How the fuck did Jennifer find this woman?' he thought, 'she's fucking perfect.'
Laura was looking up at the man and again licked her way down the shaft, to his balls, and then under. She heard him groan as the tip of her flicking tongue approached his anus. She never once came close to doing this but she felt she had to impress the man. He lifted his ass and moaned softly as she circled his puckered hole.
Willy heard himself grunting which was strange, he wasn't overly vocal until he came but she was doing things that no woman had done. He lifted his legs opening up his ass to her probing tongue. This was incredibly arousing, her soft hand stroking his cock, her tongue teasing his anus. Normally, he would stop her and fuck her, but he did say he wanted to see what she would do.
Laura sensed he was getting close so she crawled back up, straddled his waist, and guided his large cock into her sopping pussy. "Ohhhh, fuck!" she said putting her head back. 'Damn it!' she thought, 'Why the fuck does he have to have a cock larger...much larger than Bob's?' She put her hands on his hairy, fit chest and bounced slowly on his long shaft.
The aching in his balls increased as her spectacular tits flopped around the more she fucked his cock. 'She's so damn tight,' he thought.
Laura planned on fucking him with her on top, and then getting on her hands and knees, followed by him finishing with him cumming inside her missionary but as he grabbed her boobs he groaned he was cumming and she felt his spasming cock inside her pussy. She clenched her vagina around his cock like Bob loved and milked all the cum from his balls.
Willy pulled the woman down and kissed her as he felt the last contractions from his satisfyingly aching balls. He'd never kissed any of the women who were here to pleasure him, but he wanted to taste her lips. He felt her grind her pussy on his cock as her tongue pressed into his mouth. Then he broke the kiss and sighed, "Sorry. I hate cumming before my partner. I owe you an orgasm," he said. Then he pushed her off, "We better get ready for the next meeting," he said as if they hadn't just fucked.
Laura rolled off cupping her pussy and admired the man's physique for the first time. He had a body that belied his age. Tight abs, firm pecs but it was the fat sausage dangling between his legs that drew her attention. She could still feel the pleasurable throbbing inside her pussy as she went over to get a towel. All her dread now morphed into anticipation. She cleaned his cock and balls first before cleaning herself. She was still naked by the time Willy was at his desk on his computer. 'The man's efficient,' she thought.
Willy looked up, "If you want to take a break and finish, go ahead, I need to get on this," he nodded at the screen.
Laura blushed, "I'm fine. I'll get dressed and start on the Watkins document," she said.
After she got that aspect of her job out of the way, she needed to master the other parts. She frantically tried to learn as much as possible between the meetings and the calls. Willy's style was to keep moving, whether dictating, talking on the phone, or giving instructions. He rarely sat still. She also noticed she was treated normally by her colleagues, though with a certain deference as she was PA to the CEO of the corporation. It seemed no one knew her added role outside of the two in HR. She worried they'd snicker or look at her with disdain, but it was the opposite. Everyone wanted to say hi or ask how she liked it so far.
A few nights later, she looked over at her husband, "You can move back into the master if you like," she said. She felt guilty she was denying her husband what she was freely getting at work. She thought she'd seduce him when he got home, but he was on the couch holding a beer. He gave her a cold nod and went back to the baseball game on the TV. She finally decided to say it at dinner. She looked over as he seemed happy for the first time in weeks.
Bob smiled, "I'm out of the dog house?" he asked.
"Not yet, we'll talk about it after you get me off twice, OK?" she said, "By the way, Remember you have to use condoms from now on...you know why, but I'd also like to try anal if you're interested," she said as she took a bite of her meal. Bob's initial disappointment quickly turned to eagerness as he listened. She never wanted anal saying it sounded painful and it was just plain disgusting.
That night, Bob did give her two orgasms while fucking her in her pussy, plus twice more when buried in her ass. It turned out that using the rubbers made him last longer, a lot longer, and on top of that, having a cock in her ass while playing with her pussy seemed to be a trigger for her orgasms.
Finally, as they both were panting on the bed, Bob's cock deep in his wife's ass, she groaned, "Look, this has been fun and I know you're trying to make up for lost time but I need sleep before I go to work," Laura said softly. "Let's get cleaned up so I can get at least three hours of sleep."
When they crawled back into bed, Bob held her and sighed, "I've missed you. It has been agony thinking how you've..."
"...been fucking another man. I'll bet. Look, from now on I'll not say no to anything you want from me. As long as you use a rubber you can fuck me any way you want. I owe that to you, OK?" she asked softly.
Bob nodded, "You better be ready. I've been thinking about you a lot recently and I've come up with various scenarios."
Later that day, around noon, Willy called her into his office. "I cut my meeting with Walter short and have..." he looked at his watch, "35 minutes. I'd like to fuck your ass today, you brought lube?" he asked matter-of-factly.
"Yes, sir. Right here," she said as she trotted out to her desk. 'I was wondering when he'd ask for my ass,' she thought, 'I assumed that would have been the first thing he wanted.' She closed and locked the door, and pulled off her dress revealing her bra and thong. She took those off and opened the tube. "How would you like me today?" she asked.
Willy looked around at the desk, the couch, and the carpeted floor, "Against the window. I like looking out at the city while I fuck...helps me think." He dropped his pants and boxers to the floor.
Laura prepared her ass and then knelt and sucked him hard. Then she lubed the man's cock. She went over to the window looking at the hundreds of offices facing their building. She was naked and wondered if they could see her as well as she could see them She could make out dozens of people busily working at their desks. Then her attention turned 180 degrees as she felt the fat head press against her. 'Thank God I opened myself up to Bob's cock last night,' she thought as she felt the much larger head press against her anus. It took three times last night for her to quit fighting it and relax.
Willy felt his cock slide in easily and let out a satisfied groan. Her ass felt wonderful and he looked out over her bare shoulder at the city as he picked up the pace.



Laura's tits were pressed against the window and she had the idle thought it would pop out and they'd plummet 55 floors to their death, but then assumed Willy'd have tested the strength of the window a few times previously. Then she wondered where the window cleaner was as she didn't want visitors to see the images of her tits on the glass. Those thoughts were driven from her mind as she saw people in the opposite offices stand and point...many holding up their phones. 'Fuck! I'm going to be on the internet. The newer phones have what? 5x zoom?"
Willy was holding onto her creamy cheeks as he pistoned into her tight anus. Then he reached around and pressed his fingers against her pussy finding her clit. He wasn't going to cum before her and rubbed her wet pussy. Then he slid a hand onto a breast and played with a nipple. He sensed she was looking at the people in the far offices, "Let them watch. They have no idea who you are and you'll never meet them. I like it when people envy who I am and who I'm fucking," he hissed in her ear. "Hell, the women are envying you right now."
Laura was getting more aroused than she thought possible and spread her knees wider and pressed her ass back against the man. Then she turned her head and kissed him hard on the mouth. She wanted the people to see, wanted them to jerk off watching the videos they took...she even hoped to find herself on the internet. She was groaning into Willy's mouth as she came. "Mmmmmmmm, mmmmm, mmmm," she grunted into the man's mouth as she felt an intense explosion rip through her.
Willy was squeezing her right tit as he slammed hard into her ass and as she came down from her orgasm he let out a long grunt and spewed his cum into her ass. As they collapsed to the floor, neither noticed various people clapping across the street.
Willy recovered first and extracted his slick cock. Laura stood and went over to grab the towel. She cleaned him off as he went straight to business. 'No cuddling with this man as we bask in the post-orgasmic glow,' she chuckled to herself.
Bob wasn't lying when he said he thought about Laura constantly. He had trouble concentrating at work often wondering if his wife was getting fucked and where? He assumed that a man that old would be good for once a day but he also knew that with pharmaceuticals, there were fewer limits. He felt his cock throb as he thought about his beautiful redheaded wife on her back getting pounded by her boss's cock. What if his cock were larger? Was she cumming over and over telling the older man he was hitting her in places she never felt before?
Laura tossed the tissues in the trash bin and got dressed. It was getting easier as she dressed more and more simply. It was more efficient to wear a simple dress with a lighter bra. As she shaved daily she never needed stockings or pantyhose.
Then every night, she and Bob had sex. Bob seemed on a mission to be as creative as possible coming up behind her and taking her. They fucked on the couch, the front and back porches, in the kitchen, the garage, and even in the laundry room. She wondered if he'd get tired of it as they never had sex that often even when they were first married. It wasn't 7 days a week as Laura had to attend dinner meetings and other events on the arm of her boss. She often didn't get home until the early AMs. Willy liked fucking her as they were driven around the city.
Bob's stomach hurt on those nights as images of the naked couple rolled through his head, but it also enhanced his orgasms as he jerked off.
Then there were the trips. Willy needed his PA on trips to the various subsidiaries and suppliers. There was no pretense of a boss, EA relationship as they booked one suite wherever they went. Laura found Willy was becoming warmed and more attentive to her needs than when they first fucked in his office. He still never went down on her, but he did kiss her harder, finger her expertly, and suck on her nipples. Sometimes she came before he even penetrated her.
Those weeks were hell for Bob. He promised to give up gambling but he couldn't go back to the empty house so he headed for the track. He never went with more than $20 in his pockets so he limited his losses along with his winnings, but it was better than jerking off repeatedly at home.
Laura was face down on Willy's desk as she felt the man's thrusting get more erratic. She cupped his huge balls, still amazed at the size as she felt them tighten. She could almost feel the jets of sperm flood her rectum as the man came. Her sweaty beasts were sliding on the walnut top as the man thrust hard with each contraction. Then she felt him relax and collapse onto her back. She was surprised as he kissed the nape of her neck. He'd never done that before. And as far as she remembered, the only time they kissed was when he fucked her against the window and she had kissed him. Then he stood and she felt the long fat shaft slither out of her ass.
"After you get dressed, contact Travel and book the trip to Taipei. We'll need to extend the trip so have the return flight on the 28th," he said.
"Yes sir," she said as she cleaned the cum flowing from her ass. Bob knew her job involved travel. The trips never exceeded 5 days and 4 nights but going halfway around the world with her boss for two weeks would bother her husband...nothing to be done, she sighed. She informed Travel about the flights and the room...she never had to specify a single room and Travel never questioned it.
A couple of days later after Willy again wanted to look out at the city as he fucked her, she was called into the office as Willy met with two lawyers. She felt the blood rush to her face seeing the twin imprints of her breasts and her hands on the window overlooking the city. She wanted to distract them and get the glass cleaner but just handed the folder to her boss and left. She could swear both men leered knowingly at her when they left Willy's office. After that, she made a mental note to clean up the desk, the windows, and anything else before dressing.
A week later there was an envelope and a small package in her mailbox. She opened the envelope and felt faint. A check for $20,000. Attached was a note praising her work ethic, her professionalism, and her dedication to her job.
Then she opened the small box and looked at it curiously. She blushed as she realized what it was...a butt plug. It made sense as her experiences with anal were always initially painful. She read the tiny brochure preparing her anus for penetration was the smart thing to do.
She hugged her husband when he got home and showed him the check. He needed a new car and they'd been waiting until both their paychecks amounted to a set sum before looking. This put them over the top.
The night before her flight to Asia, Bob looked at her questioningly, "You'll be alone with your boss the whole time?" he asked.
Laura looked quizically at her husband, "What do you mean? There will be the pilots, attendants, people we'll be meeting with...you know how that is. Say it. Say what you mean," she said softly. He never once asked about their sleeping arrangement on previous trips. She never volunteered anything as she considered it obvious.
"Will you be in separate rooms or...?" Bob asked, an aching and a strong feeling of arousal in his stomach.
"Same room, one bed. We'll be fucking, yes," she said more bluntly than perhaps she should have. "We always have the same room. Same bed."
Bob nodded, "I still cannot get my mind around this. You said you'd take this job but keep looking for other opportunities. Have you done any looking?" he asked, "I'm sure having two C-levels on your resume will get you interviews."
Laura shook her head, "It looks bad to jump from job to job so I'd like to stay in this position for at least two years before I look around," she said.
"You mean try out multiple positions with Willy for at least two years," he said angrily. "Never once have you complained about being a whore to the old guy. How can that possibly be fun for you?"
"I'm not allowed to talk about anything I...we do at work. That was the deal," Laura said. "I can look for a job but you do know I'm getting twice the standard salary for an EA. I know it has to be frustrating for you but are you sure you want me to give up the pay?" she asked. Then she nodded out at the driveway at Bob's new Ford Mustang GT.
Bob looked over and sighed, "I guess I can't complain...though it still bugs the shit out of me."
Laura sighed, "And outside of the new car, you've spent over $1,000 at the track in the last two months. I haven't said anything since any objection I might have would be hypocritical. I've seen the cash withdrawals."
Bob nodded, "OK. I guess this is what we agreed to," he sighed. "Please, please be careful. I don't want to hear you've fallen in love with the man."
Laura chuckled, "He's over twice my age...I mean, he's a nice guy but I don't see us falling in love. It's just sex...a stress release tool, nothing more," she said before kissing him.
"Stress release for you too," Bob said softly, "I've sensed you're not mentally with me when we have sex," he sighed, "and you don't cum as often." He looked at her, "We don't make love as much as I say I want to screw you and you comply."
"Screw me? That sounds impersonal. You sure know how to sweet talk a girl," she sighed, "but I get it." She hugged her husband, "We can do better...more. When I get back, let's devote more evenings to us. Maybe go out on the town."
Bob kissed his wife wondering if this was an empty promise. Ever since she got her job she was more distant and often checked her work calendar. She would excuse herself to make a quick call or log onto her laptop. "Sure, Let's do Tuesday and Thursday date nights."
That night Bob wanted to make love to his wife but the aching in his stomach made it impossible to feel any arousal, no matter how well Laura sucked his cock. All he could think of was how she'd gotten better while practicing on Willy's cock. Then he thought how she now assiduously kept her pubic hair groomed...her labia shaved, and the patch on her mons in a perfect vee. He didn't like her shaved lips, always loving the soft downy fur framing her tight pussy, but it wasn't his decision to make. Willy owned his wife's pussy now. He could fuck her bareback, but Bob had to use a rubber...she'd even bleached her anus...for her boss. More than once, he'd considered getting her drunk and fucking her without a rubber but she didn't drink much.
Bob finally fell asleep but then the dreams returned, Laura under the older man; Laura sucking the man's cock and swallowing; Laura bent over the man's walnut desk gripping the edge as her boss's cock pistoned into her ass; Laura being offered to other men.
Bob might have felt jealousy but also felt a rush thinking about the two college girls who worked at the strip club. At least she just suspected the cash withdrawals were for the horses. Both girls were eager to make money on the side and with two weeks with Laura gone...Again, he felt gratitude that his wife was bringing home such large paychecks.
Laura felt Bob's distance as she left the house when the limo pulled up to take her to the airport. Their goodbye kiss was little more passionate than a kiss from her aunt. Ever since she took this job, their financials looked a lot better but their marriage felt like one of convenience. She felt a pang of guilt that she looked forward to working with Willy...being fucked by Willy more than making love to her husband. After work on Fridays, she stopped thinking about what she and Bob could do and how long it would be until Monday. She never expressed any of that to either man, but she was intensely aware of how wrong it was. She was determined to make it up to him when she got back though not immediately. She'd never flown halfway around the world but knew she'd be jet-lagged when she returned.
Willy patted her leg as they were driven to the airport, "It's a long trip, but think how great it will be getting home. I'll give you a couple of days off so you two can get to know each other again, "he said knowingly.
"No, that's not necessary. We're fine. Bob knew what this job entailed when I took it," she said softly.
They boarded the private jet and Laura was impressed...very impressed. This plane was larger than the others with plush reclining seats, couches along the sides, and a door leading to what she assumed were the restrooms.
Willy pointed to a pair of seats on either side of a table, "Here. I'd like to go over some of the plans. If you need the restroom, it's back there," he indicated aft, "There is a bedroom and a shower. Drink?" he asked as a flight attendant came out of the cockpit.
Willy kept her busy for the first third of the 16-hour flight and after they had dinner he sat back, "It would be a good idea for us to go into a bedroom. I need to get all these numbers and the Taiwan dollars out of my head," he said.
Laura looked around at the other staff members and flight attendants. She looked questioningly at the older man.
"Very well insulated, they won't hear anything unless...well, you know," he smiled. He slipped out of his seat and put out a hand.
Laura was aware of every set of eyes on them...on her as they went back through the door. She thought she was over being impressed but the bedroom was more spacious than she thought. In the middle was a king-sized bed with side tables and lamps. It looked as if it should have been in a suite. Willy wasted no time getting undressed he looked as good as always. She no longer felt guilt when comparing the two men in her life. Willy was tight, toned, tanned, and had a firehose dangling between his legs. Bob was getting chubby, and perhaps calling his cock a garden hose would be a compliment. His chest hair was mostly brown interspersed with flecks of white while Bob had almost no hair on his chest.
Will admired the beautiful woman as she undressed, holding and kissing her when she was naked. He felt his cock stir between her legs and her breathing change as his shaft pressed up against her pussy. She had to be the most sensual woman he'd ever been with and he had the rare desire to taste her pussy.
Laura was surprised Willy was the one to kiss his way down her body, spending time on her nipples before burying his face in her red muff. He never once went down on her, never asked, but assumed he didn't do that with any of his whores.
Willy inhaled deeply, the warm pungent scent making his cock throb. It had been decades since he tasted a woman, but from the first time he'd seen this woman naked, he wondered if she tasted as good as she looked. He fought the developing feelings for this woman. Love was a distraction as his first love had always been the job. He'd turned around 3 major corporations and if he didn't have those annoying physical needs he might have been able to forego sex entirely. This woman was different. She was super smart, able to multitask yet focus, finish tasks perfectly...and was fucking sexier than hell. Not one of his whores had her body, were as enthusiastic, or as willing. Now he had emotional needs on top of physical needs. He had considered asking her to be replaced within the company but the mere thought of that caused his stomach to hurt.
Laura had enjoyed sex with this older man, perhaps too much. When she and Bob made love it was as if the men's roles were reversed, Willy was her lover and Bob was someone she felt obligated to open her legs for...to hore herself out to. She tried to be enthusiastic with her husband but he rarely lasted long, was seemingly unaware of her erogenous zones, and constantly made dumb decisions. The latest was his spending $20,000 on a new TV and sound system in the family room without consulting her. She let out a yelp as Willy nibbled on her clit. She opened her legs and lifted her ass off the bed in response.
Willy was loving how Laura was groaning and gasping as he pleasured her sopping pussy. At first, he thought he'd get her aroused, get her pussy wet, and fuck her when she was ready but now he wanted to make her cum.
Laura was feeling the wonderful tingling building up inside. The vibration of the jet, the firm tongue on her clit, her fingers pulling roughly on her nipples, and that even though she was a whore, this man had gone down on her. She then tried to bite her lips not wanting to scream but the explosion was so intense she couldn't stop herself. "Oh God! Yes, yes, yessss," she cried out. In the back of her mind, she knew the two flight attendants and the three work colleagues were grinning at each other but then again, everyone knew what her role was.
Willy rode out the beautiful redhead's orgasm before wiping her juices off his face. He crawled on top of her feeling her hand grabbing his cock to line him up.
"Fuck me, fuck me hard," she panted. This was new to both of them as she'd always been compliant. Now she was panting and moaning softly as he slid inside her. "Yessss," she moaned, "Harder...I need you to fuck me hard."
Willy had always been gentle with the woman but as she grabbed his ass her responded by pounding into her harder and harder.
The two flight attendants looked at each other, grins on their faces. "I heard his cock is huge," Stacy said. "Before you came on, Heather was invited into the back with him. I swear she was walking bowlegged the rest of the flight."
Terry chuckled, "If I were into men, that might intrigue me," she said as she fingered Stacy's open blouse. They stopped as they saw the three suits looking eagerly at them.
"Tomorrow, after we land, let's have drinks in my room," Stacy said into the woman's ear. "I might be married but what Frank doesn't know won't hurt him." Just then, she heard the cute redhead cry out again.
Heather shook her head, "Gay or not I think I need to see what that must be like."
Stacy laughed. "OK, in I'm guessing 10 minutes Mr. Granville will be wanting a drink," she sighed. The two flight attendants went back to their jobs as they heard the older man let out a deep groan.
Two weeks later, Willy and Laura held each other in the bed on the plane. What started out as a business trip turned into a vacation for both. The prime objective was realized within the first two days and when Laura suggested they go back, the man shook his head.
"I've been working non-stop since I was 14. I think it's time to relax and see some sights. I will send Troy, Jack, and Jim back. They can get started on the papers." What initially sounded like a good idea turned into 10 days of fucking. The couple rarely left the hotel ordering room service and going out sporadically. Then as soon as they boarded the plane, they went back into the bedroom as if they'd never see each other again.
Finally, Willy groaned as he heard the pilot announce they were approaching the airfield. It was a miracle they weren't fucking or sucking and were able to get dressed so they'd be ready to deplane as soon as they reached the terminal.
The two were all business as they headed to the waiting limo as if they'd never even looked at each other. The driver looked back expectantly, "Take the long route?" he asked.
Willy looked at Laura and shook his head. He thought about it but his balls ached from the virtual non-stop fucking they'd done over the past two weeks. "No, take the freeway," Willy said.
When they arrived at Laura's house, the driver went around and opened the door.
"As I said, take a couple of days off. Get to know your husband again," he said. "I'll see you Wednesday."
Laura shook her head, "You'd never last without me. I'll be in bright and early on Monday."
Willy smiled and nodded. He watched the most beautiful woman he'd ever seen slide out of the car. He checked out her ass remembering the many times he'd pressed himself against her. He considered their recent conversations wondering if there would be a time he wouldn't be dropping her off.



"Home, Mr. Granville?" the driver asked.
"Home," he said softly.
"She's incredible, isn't she?" the man asked.
Willy nodded. "She is. She's the best EA I've ever had."
The driver looked back and smiled. He'd seen the transformation in the man. Early on, Mr. Granville had used the woman for his pleasure, but that had changed. "I agree. The view from this angle is terrific but not one you like to see if you catch my drift."
Willy chuckled, "I couldn't have said it better."
Laura walked into an empty house. She hadn't called in the last three days but she told him she'd be home around 10 AM and it was 10:15. She looked around before walking up to their bedroom. She climbed into the shower and gave herself a thorough douching before getting out. She climbed into bed and passed out. It was evening when she woke up and heard the front door open. She felt a small feeling of dread as she wondered how Bob would be after she was off with another man for two weeks. Plus, there were the gifts Willy had purchased for her.
Bob came into the bedroom and smiled when he saw his wife. She looked to be naked under the covers. "Hey Babe. Welcome back," he said as he sat on the bed. He leaned down and kissed her tentatively. He dreaded tasting another man in her mouth, especially another man's cock. She tasted like mint so he kissed her harder.
Laura's pussy and ass were sore, sorer than they'd ever been but she couldn't deny her husband her body. She kissed him back, the sheet pulled up covering her chest.
Bob felt his cock harden. He didn't care that she'd been fucking another man. She was still his wife and she told him sex with Willy was simply one of her many tasks as his secretary. He slid a hand onto her chest and stopped. He broke the kiss and pulled the sheet down. He looked at her nipples with a questioning look. "What the fuck?" he asked.
Laura had been dreading this. One of the few times she and Willy went out, they saw a sex shop and stopped in. Willy saw these jade and platinum nipple barbells. They were the most beautiful things she'd ever seen. Laura ended up getting her nipples pierced and felt a rush every time she looked at the pieces on her now constantly erect nipples. Willy promised her Bob would be thrilled but now she realized that Bob was less than happy.
"What are these?" he asked pulling roughly on her nipples, "Is this how Willy claims ownership of you?" he demanded. "And you told me you were busy all day...you didn't have to tell me what you were doing all night but when did you find time to get your nipples pierced?" He gave another rough pull on the barbell.
Laura slapped his hand away, "That hurt. And no, that is not how he claims ownership of me...or how this," she pulled off her wedding ring, "is how you claimed ownership of me," she spat. She shoved Bob off the bed and went over and pulled on clothes. "No one. No man has ever claimed ownership of me. I'm going to get dinner ready. You can do whatever you do whenever I'm not around." She tossed her wedding ring onto the floor before storming off.
Bob sat on the bed looking at the ring on the floor shaking his head. 'How could she? How could she blithely sleep with another man and then accept jewelry from him? Not just a nice necklace or a bracelet but something as personal as a nipple...what the hell was that? It's not a nipple ring,' he thought. 'Nipple pin? Nipple pins?'
Laura headed into the kitchen wanting to cry. Her right nipple hurt as if Bob had torn flesh. She was rubbing her tit when she heard Bob's phone ding. She glanced at it but stopped. She didn't need to unlock the phone to read the message, "Becky B. Is the whore back yet? I think I left my panties under the couch." Who was Becky? She went into the living room and looked under the couch. She pulled out a black pair of bikini panties. She didn't need to read the text to know they weren't hers.
Laura headed to the garage to look in the garbage can. She opened it, pawed around, and groaned. There in the garbage can liners from the kitchen and bathroom were at least a dozen used condoms. At first, she was furious but then settled down. She hadn't been true to their marital vows but that was her job. Then again, most married women didn't fuck other men unless they were whores. She slumped to the garage floor and started crying. How the hell did she get herself into this mess and how could she get out of it? She thought about the other gift Willy purchased and shook her head. She had to get out. Get away to think. She let herself out and walked down the street to the trailhead. She thought about when Willy must have purchased the ring.
In Taipei, Willy had disappeared for an hour. When he came back he was very cryptic as to where he'd been. Laura thought back to later that night. Willy had been more attentive in bed than usual and after her third orgasm and his release, they were holding each other. He reached over and held out a small box. In it was a beautiful diamond ring.
"I know you are married but I just have to ask You can say no, should say no if you're a sane person," he said with a smile. "I have no idea if I'm doing this right. Never proposed to anyone before. I've never even been tempted but for some reason with you...I wake up wishing you were next to me, I mean back in the city. I always think about you and watch you as you do your tasks. Rather than a distraction from what I care about, work seems like the distraction." She replayed the proposal and how she internally reacted with a quickening of her heart.
She recalled taking the box when he put it in her hand, telling her she should sleep on it. Why hadn't she said no? She wanted to. Wanted to act like the good loyal wife but Will made her feel things she'd never felt with Bob.
Bob headed downstairs but didn't see his wife. He was holding her wedding ring wondering if this meant she wanted a divorce. Part of him felt relief if that were the case, part pain as he did love her and he'd miss her. He checked the living room and then the kitchen. He stopped as he saw the black panties and his phone. 'Fuck! Becky had to know that anyone can read messages on a locked phone,' he groaned. He slumped to the floor, his face in his hands.
That night, Bob and Laura let all their feelings out. Bob told how he'd run into Becky at the track and they'd met up a few more times before going to dinner. Dinner led to sex and her living at their house while she was in Asia.
Laura talked about how she and Willy had gone beyond colleagues with benefits and he'd proposed. Bob just nodded as if he expected it.
"Look, your nipple thingie isn't the least personal gift a man could give to a married woman. He was sending another message, that he wants more than for you to be..."
"...his whore?" Laura said softly.
"...his whore," Bob said. "Let's be honest. I've felt you pulling away ever since you got that job and I've been angry half the time. I have no excuse for sleeping with Becky except that might be the only time I feel like someone loves me...wants me." He stroked his wife's face, "Tell Willy yes. I won't contest the divorce. We are such different people than we were in college," he sighed. "On top of that, for the past few months, I've felt like I was sleeping with another man's wife."
Laura thought about it, "I can see that. That had to have been really tough on you. What are you going to do? I guess you have Becky. I mean, I hate the thought of just leaving you. You need someone in your life," she said.
Bob shook his head, "Maybe what I have with Becky is me being the whore. She sure likes...never mind..."
"...using your body?" Laura chuckled. "Ain't we a pair?"
Bob chuckled, "If by 'body' you mean my cock, then yes."
Bob and Laura held each other that night as if that would be the last time they'd have the chance. The next morning Laura opened her eyes and looked around. Bob's clothes were gone and so was he.
Laura's head was spinning as she headed to work. What was she going to tell Willy? She didn't question her love for him, he was warm, and kind, and made her feel good...not good, great. He was fit and incredibly bright. How could she marry a man 30 years older than she was? Sure, he was a billionaire, he was a lot younger-looking than his years but what would people think?
Willy looked up as his redheaded EA came in. "I thought I told you to take a couple of days off," he said. "You know, to get to know your husband again."
Laura sat his coffee cup down before taking a chair. "He moved out. He wants a divorce, or rather he told me he wouldn't contest a divorce if I wanted it."
Willy got up from his chair and came around. He pulled the woman close and stroked her back. "I'm sorry. I proposed but I'm not too fond of the thought of causing you pain, causing Bob pain. I feel bad. Did you tell him I proposed?" he asked softly. "That was rude of me to propose to a married woman."
Laura held the older man close and thought about holding him every night and every morning so she whispered, "I told him. And yes. Yes, I'll marry you," in his ear.
Willy beamed and let out a happy sigh. They held each other for 15 more minutes, neither saying a word.
With neither party contesting the divorce and Bob virtually getting everything, the divorce sailed through. A month after that, she and Willy were married in Monte Carlo. The nasty chatter quieted down after a few weeks. References to Pretty Woman were made, words like whore, golddigger, slut left the lips of bitter women. After 6 months, Laura was accepted and soon became friends with those who had previously disparaged her.
Their life was blissful after Willy retired and received a massive golden parachute. They traveled to every continent, visiting well-known and lesser-known spots. Laura had never been happier. Willy might have been 30 years older than Bob but had more spirit and more curiosity about the world than her ex.
Three years into their marriage, Laura came home from the Dr. with happy news. She was finally pregnant. She looked around the huge mansion but couldn't find her husband. Then she smiled as she heard the shower running. She stripped off all her clothes, stepped into the bathroom, and stopped. Willy was lying naked on the shower floor, his head back as cold water splattered his face. Laura dove into the shower but knew there was nothing she could do. The man she loved was as cold as the spray that hit them both.
Laura was finally able to collect herself and turn off the water. She dialed 911 before drying herself off and getting dressed. By the time the paramedics arrived, she was sitting on the front steps, a pile of spent tissues by her side. In a haze, she let the two EMTs to the master suite where they confirmed what she already knew.
It was over a year before Laura left the massive estate. She graciously accepted well-wishers at first but after a few weeks, her only visitors were Bob and Becky and a couple of her newly found friends. The baby was born 255 days after Willy's death. She was a beautiful baby girl Laura named Willa. Willa had her mother's glowing red hair and Willy's dimples.
When she finally left the estate, she still wore black. She was shocked how many people came up to her with sad smiles and hugged her, or greeted her warmly.
It was on her 39th birthday that she finally shed her mourning garb and went out in a sundress. She was walking through the park, little Willa next to her when a frisbee flew over. She quickly caught it and looked over. A tall blond-haired man came over, his left hand out with no wedding ring.
"Sorry, so sorry. I was playing with my dog," he said as he scowled at a red heeler starting up at a squirrel, "He has terrible ADD," he shrugged and smiled.
Laura was taken aback as she saw the most incredible dimples she'd seen since her late husband's.
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Doug Kaplan looked around the facility with a sense of pride. He tried to decide which part was the best, the weight room? The locker room? Or was it the offices? Then he walked out to the arena and looked around. This had to be it. Recently built, the pride of the University...The Sanders Arena. Over 17,000 seats, a huge video display instead of the usual scoreboards, and loges for the more fervent alumni. He pulled his wife close, "Incredible, isn't it?" he asked.
"I'm really proud of you," Whitney said as she snuggled against her husband. She was tall, athletic, and beautiful having lost nothing from her cheerleading days. She did modeling for a while and was well-paid and well-received. She loved it but gave it up as Doug went from coaching the local high school to a small college as an assistant. A major program brought him on where he took on designing the offense that led the conference in scoring. That led to this opportunity. His new team had been to the big dance for 16 straight years until the last few. He was not a popular choice and many said he was just a place-holder until next year when John Factor's contract ran out over at Eastern. He knew his capabilities and never considered himself a temp...though this stint wouldn't hurt his resume.
"We're going to make this work," he sighed, "I'll focus on recruiting and if I can just get a good point guard and a decent 3..." he said mostly to himself. He looked at his wife then kissed her, "I hope you are ready for this. I'm not going to be around as much."
Whitney nodded, "I got it." Then she grinned, "I have Bob to keep me company," she smiled, "There've been more than a few nights I've passed out with Bob throbbing inside me."
Doug chuckled, Bob was short for Battery Operated Boyfriend, an 8" realistic penis with 6 speeds. She'd been given it as a joke at her bridal shower and neither could remember still having any of the other gifts. "I'm aware. I've come to bed and could hear the humming."
The Central University Falcons lost their legendary head coach 5 years previously, and after a 16-year streak of at least 20 wins annually they'd collapsed. Their last few years' records fell to 15-16, 11-20, 6-25, 4-27. Doug had his work cut out for him. It was considered a huge win if a 3-star recruit came on.
Doug and Whitney were on the couch watching ESPN when Whitney sat forward. The happy couple was standing in front of the school's main gate. Doug was wearing a tie with the school colors, and Whitney was wearing a short summer dress showing her incredible legs. "I didn't consider the sun behind me," she sighed. It was as if the image were from an X-ray machine as her body was seen under the flimsy fabric. But the warm southern temperatures dictated flimsy clothes.
"You looked incredible. I'll bet applications to the school double once high school kids see this," Doug grinned. He turned up the volume.
"In a shocking move, Central University announced the hiring of virtually unknown Doug Kaplan as their head coach. As I'm sure no one has heard of him, here's a quick summary bio," the talking head said.
Whitney looked at her husband as the man told about his 3 years as a high school coach stressing no state titles, then two years at an unknown junior college...no titles. Then the last two years as an assistant coach over at Eastern Mountain University...just a first-round exit from the NIT. Then the camera panned over to the other talking head who was smiling. "We heard Bill Sampson's name, Drew Andrews, Andrew Dawson but no mention of Doug Kaplan," the man shook his head. "I think this was to get a warm body in there until Factor is available. John Factor would fill the seats and get kids to play there." He looked back at the screen, "This is as close to a nobody as if they left the seat empty."
"Not true, Bill. We've all heard of Doug Kaplan...or at least his wife. Remember the piece we did on 'Wives and Girlfriends' last summer? I sure remember these pictures," the man said as he turned to the screen behind him. There was Whitney, her golden blonde hair glowing in the sun hugging her husband, then another of her in a bikini. There were 4 more with the last one of Whitney jumping up, her huge breasts straining to get free from her low-cut top. She was in the front row cheering her husband's team on at a game. "Former Miss Colorado, first runner up at the Miss America Pageant...I'd hire him. OK, he's a placeholder until renowned coach John Falcon's contract runs out. He's the lowest-paid coach in the conference so I'm sure he's not unpacking. But he does bring certain assets to the program. The administration wants fans in the seats," he grinned at the picture on the screen behind him, "after they built the new arena and it was rarely at capacity..." he looked at the picture of the smiling couple, "That might explain why he's considered a good recruiter."
"I wish I were being recruited right now," Bill Simonson, the former NBA MVP sighed, "I'd have added Central to my list of schools.
Whitney took the remote and turned off the TV. "Fuck! What a couple of assholes. You took the high school to the conference championship game all three years. How could you compete against that Christian academy that recruited kids from all over the city? Then you had winning records at Metro Junior College in their first two years having a team. First years of having a basketball team! You designed the shallow-three offense increasing Eastern's scoring by 24 points a game! You're a great coach," she spat. "No one, not that asshole John, you-can-kiss-my-ring Falcon could have done what you did," she said as she hugged her husband.
Doug nodded, "But they're not wrong. I'm the lowest-paid Division One coach not just in the conference but in the country and on a one-year contract. I'm fine with being a placeholder and I'm going to make it tough for the administration to terminate me and then hire Falcon. He is a two-time NCAA champion and former All-American when he played here."
Over the next few months, Doug had convinced a few 3-star players to join the program supplementing a decent core of returning kids. These were not one-and-done kids and he thought that most anticipated being coached by Falcon next year, but he didn't care. He was there to teach and to win even though 2/3 of his kids were freshmen.
It wasn't pretty at first, going 0-4 though they were in every game. Game 5 was against their in-state rival, the 5-0 State U. Their games hadn't been close, and had the leading scorer and rebounder in the country along with being ranked #1 in the polls. As if that weren't intimidating enough, the game was being nationally televised.
"Guys, the slate is clean. I know this is intimidating, but hell! You want to be the best, you need to play the best. We could have played against a half-dozen patsies and been 4-0, but any of you feel like that would help you develop as players?" Doug asked looking around, "There are two possible outcomes on the scoreboard but only one outcome for each of you. In 3 hours every one of you will be better. Better prepared, more inured to pressure, more used to the big stage. That can only help you in the future. Back to the two possible outcomes, you all are more than capable of beating this team. They are a 2-man team but we're deep. Remember, sag back on Thompson and Willis, and let their other players try to take over. Make the other guys have to score...I know you guys as a team are better than their two-man NBA-bound temps. If you foul, make it smart. Like I said, we're deep and we can put more pressure on them than they can on us." He looked at every one of his boys. "Let's hear it," he said and smiled as the group huddled and chanted the school's initials.
Whitney was standing outside the locker room and stepped back as the door opened. On an impulse, she hugged and kissed Doug before the man trotted down the hallway to the floor followed by the assistant coaches. She had stepped back but the team's point guard pulled on her arm.
Carlos saw the coach hug his wife and as a joke, hugged her. She'd always been warm, smiling at every one of the guys. Those smiles weren't fake either, they always reached her eyes...those beautiful blue eyes. She hugged back and then every boy did the same which at first surprised her but she went along with it. She knew this was a huge game for these kids. Just a few months after most had graduated from high school and now they'd be on national TV going against the top team in the country. 35-point underdogs which angered her. These boys weren't that bad...14 points, maybe but 5 touchdowns!? She warmly embraced the boys giving each an encouraging squeeze.
Doug was used to having his team crowding behind him and as he looked back, he at first saw only his assistants and then the boys trickling out. 'What was causing the bottleneck?' he wondered. He wanted to ask them what happened but instead went over to shake Wallace Prescott's hand, "Good luck. Let's have a good game," Doug said to the older man.
Wallace nodded, "I'm hoping to. Long bus ride. Let's hope your boys can keep up so the fans don't leave at halftime as they usually do," he said as he pulled the young coach close. "I know this is all new to you so don't let it get to you. We have a big game against Northern next week so tell your boys no hard fouls." He chuckled as if he said something funny, squeezed Doug's hand hard, and then abruptly pulled away. Doug felt a surge of anger and wanted to mutter, "What an asshole," but smiled and bit his tongue knowing the cameras were on them.
The game started slow with both teams finding it hard to score and shockingly, the team that had been scoring in the 80s was held to 26 points at halftime. Doug led his boys into the locker room feeling a huge sense of pride. 26 - 20 was not bad. Not leading but just two possessions separating the teams. He felt satisfied as he'd gone away from trying to outscore other teams to pressing and hounding the other team's top players. The kids sure responded. He knew Prescott focused on his offensive scheming and not on his defense.
After they all toweled off and took their seats, Doug looked at each boy. "I am so proud of you. Willis has 3 rebounds, Thompson has 6 points." he looked at two of the boys, "Tim, shit! What can I say? 3 blocks? Daryl, you're the leading scorer with 10 points and you're all over Thompson. We're down by 6...only 6 points. I want you to change nothing. I know this is where I say they've taken away our perimeter shooting, or there are no driving lanes, but we're making them frustrated. They came in here expecting their starters to be resting in the 2nd half. Came in here assuming they'd be pissed at their coach since they weren't able to pad their stats at our expense. You know what? They're going to have to try something new. They're going to have to play basketball, play harder than they have all season." He looked at each boy, "You own them. You've all played your asses off all season and they haven't. You own them...say it, say it with me," he said firmly, "We. Own. Them!" they all said loudly. Every face looked like they knew it, too.
The 2nd half was all Central. Thompson was held scoreless, not for lack of trying. He was 0 for 12 from 3-point range and quit trying to pass. Seemingly every possession he hoisted up a shot, never passing, no assists. Willis was able to get to double figures in rebounds but they couldn't get anything done with their extra possessions. He even stopped sending the offensive boards out to Thompson in frustration.
The final score was Central 62, State U 50. They'd knocked off the #1 ranked team in the country and they'd done it convincingly. Doug smiled as Wallace had put in his scrubs with 3 minutes left and a 15-point deficit.
They barely made it to the locker room as the fans stormed the floor. After security closed and guarded the door, Doug went around, high-fiving and hugging each of the kids. He'd been part of many wins, many upsets but this stood out as the greatest he'd felt. Finally, he stood smiling at the boys. "Damn. I knew it! I know every one of you has something unique. All of you have a strong belief in yourselves. After each of the first losses, I saw it. You knew that every loss was an aberration, a fluke. And you know what? Those weren't flukes but they weren't your fault, they were mine. Against Utah, I should have called a timeout earlier in the 2nd quarter and put Darnell on Edwards. Then in the 3rd, I should have gone small...I could go on and on. You guys never questioned and never lost confidence in yourselves or in me. Shit! I'm so fucking proud of you my chest hurts," he said as he pressed his hand over his heart.
That night after a celebratory dinner, Doug looked at his wife. "I am curious. I had trotted out to the floor but no team...did you see why the boys delayed coming out?" he asked.
Whitney smiled, "My fault...or yours. Carlos saw us hug and I think as a joke he hugged me. Then every one of the boys gave me a hug. It sure delayed them running out to the floor. I'm sorry about that," she sighed. "You must have felt silly showing up with no one behind you. I'll stay in my seat from now on. I wanted to see you...wish you luck before this game."
Doug shook his head, "I had a dozen reasons in my head but that wasn't one of them." He looked thoughtful, "We're playing Springfield this weekend, in Springfield. I'd like you to come with us and give the boys hugs before the game."
Whitney started to say no, "I have the food bank thing...OK, I 'll let them know," she said seeing the look on her husband's face. She shook her head, "Ok, I never thought I'd see the day when Doug Kaplan is superstitious."
"I'm not but let's face it, it costs nothing to repeat something that occurred before the biggest win in school history."
Central went on a 6-game winning streak, knocking off 2 ranked teams in the process. Whitney found herself getting hugged by each boy a bit longer, a bit tighter each week. Doug became used to coming out to the floor with the coaching staff and greeting his opposing coach then turning as his boys trickled out. They were now 6-4 and ranked...though just 25th in the country.
"Thanks for doing this," Doug smiled, "I know it's disrupted a lot of your plans," he said to his wife over dinner. He never stayed to watch the boys hugging his wife but for some reason, Whitney had been hornier than usual after the last two games. Both nights she had his cock in her mouth and not just to get him hard but sucked on him enthusiastically. Then, she came multiple times. It didn't bother him...quite the contrary but he wondered why. He decided to just ask.
"I need to know. A couple of nights you were ready and very willing...um, just out of curiosity, are the boys a bit handsy when they hug you?" he asked.
Whitney blushed, "Um...ok. At first they each just quickly hugged me and then ran out to the floor, but in Pittsburgh one of the boys...not saying who grabbed my ass and...um...ground against me. Don't be mad. I think he thought it was funny," she said quickly. "Then a few more did the same thing, some picking me up as they did it."
Doug laughed, "Not mad. I can't blame them," he said. "Look at you. You're the most beautiful woman they'd ever seen. If you're okay with it, then so am I," he said. "What happened yesterday?"
Whitney sighed, "They all ground their crotches against me and I ground back. I thought it was hot. 26 hands on my ass...13 firm cocks against my pussy," she said softly. "I was lifted and manhandled then handed off to the next boy. Can we pay the check? I need to get you in bed," she said as she put down her napkin.
Doug had planned on going over the game film but after 4 hours of strenuous sex with his wife, he passed out. They'd always had a healthy sex life but this was on another level. He had a smile on his face as he replayed the evening in his head. As soon as they came in the door, Whitney dropped to her knees, took his cock in her mouth, and sucked eagerly.
Whitney was thinking about one of the boy's cocks as she tried to deep-throat her husband's cock. She felt slightly guilty replaying the feeling of the boy's cock grinding against her and had imagined how he'd taste ever since. Normally, she licked Doug's cock to get him hard and slick but she enjoyed the taste of his precum along with his pleasured moans.
Doug could have let her keep sucking as his balls began to ache, could have cum in her mouth but he stopped her and pulled her to her feet. He kissed her and then led her to the couch.
Whitney groaned when he stopped her. She'd been imagining Darnell cumming in her mouth, making her swallow, and she could feel her pussy throb eagerly with the image of the tall boy taking her however he wanted. She assumed Doug would lay her on her back and then lie between her thighs but he flipped her over so she was kneeling on the cushion. He pressed her chest into the couch then knelt behind her and slid his rigid cock into her swollen pussy. "Oh, fuck!" she groaned as this was the position she fantasized Darnell would demand when he fucked her.
Doug was amazed to hear his wife cum so quickly as it usually took a good half hour of making love for her to get off. This confirmed she was thinking about one of his boys but didn't care. He gripped her ass while pressing a thumb against her puckered bud as she writhed back against him. "That's it, babe, take my cock," he said softly, "Not going to ask if you're on the pill but I'm not pulling out," he said just as he plunged his thumb into her rectum.
Whitney groaned. This was perfect, she thought, Doug never said anything like this to her...never touched her ass before. Darnell would, she knew he'd want all her holes even if she protested. She was just coming down from her surprising orgasm and as Doug's thumb buried into her ass to the knuckle she felt another rapidly build. She had a thought that never once occurred to her causing another explosion. In her mind, Carlos was stroking his cock while approaching her ass. Was it possible she'd let two men fuck her at once? Of course, she would...no question.
After simultaneous mind-blowing orgasms, they collapsed onto the couch, Doug on top of his panting wife. Then, as he slid out of her pussy she rolled him off her back. "Man! I thought you wanted to merge with me you were fucking me so hard."
Doug chuckled. He was imagining one of the tall kids behind her tight ass and how eager they would be. "I just thought it was what you wanted. Something new."
She nodded and got up to find a towel to clean off. She then kissed her husband and smiled, "I like the new you...keep it up." After she tossed the towel in the laundry tub, they moved to the stairs but that was as far as they got. Whitney hesitated and wiggled her bare ass at her husband who then grabbed her. His cock pulsed back to life and easily drove inside her. He slammed into her as she lay face down, splayed out on the carpeted stairs. They both lasted longer this time and first Whitney and then Doug came. They again lay panting on the carpeted stairs before heading up to their bedroom. Whitney climbed into the shower to clean off and was soon joined by her husband. Washing each other's backs became fronts that focussed between their legs. They got out and as they went to get dressed, Doug knelt and explored his wife's pussy with his tongue.
Whitney had never seen her husband so horny as twice was the max they had ever done. A third time was a treat and she didn't care why. She pulled him up and pushed him onto the bed so she could suck on his cock. He was fully rigid and she could have climbed on top but kept taking him deep into her throat. She looked up at him as she pressed her lips into his trimmed pubes.



Doug was surprised his wife was finally able to take all of him and thought about letting her continue until he came but then wanted her to cum on his cock. "Get up here, babe, I want you on top so I can play with those tits of yours," he smiled.
Whitney popped his cock out of her mouth, straddled his waist, and guided his cock into her wet pussy. She bounced on his hard shaft while Doug played with her sensitive breasts for a while when she panted, "Play with my ass again. I liked that."
Doug was eager to comply, this time burying his middle finger in her tight hole fucking her ass as if she had another guy behind her. She leaned forward allowing him to suck on a nipple as she felt another orgasm coming on.
Doug felt her orgasm approach and knew what she wanted. He ground his pubic bone against her clit while pressing his finger as deep inside her ass as he could. Within seconds she cried out and came on his cock. He bit and sucked on her nipple as she writhed against him before going limp.
Whitney let Doug flip her over and savored the post-orgasmic haze as he pistoned into her pussy. A minute later he let out a low grunt as he spewed his cum inside her.
Doug's balls ached after his third orgasm and he collapsed next to his wife tangled in the sheets. He'd lost count of how many times she came and as he stroked her breast he had to ask, "Which boy were you thinking of?"
Whitney sighed, "What? No. I was thinking of you...I'd never...OK, all of them at one point one another, but mainly Darnell," she said softly.
"I get it. 6' 9" and 235. Was he the first to pick you up?" he asked. He thought about the few times he'd seen the boy naked and wondered if Whitney could even accommodate the boy's cock, not that he'd seen it hard.
Whitney nodded, "Then when you put your thumb in my ass I might have fantasized that I was being fucked by Darnell while Carlos fucked me from behind," she said. "I'm sorry. I feel like I cheated on you."
Doug laughed, "Fantasies are just that...fantasies. We all have thoughts but that doesn't make them real. If you act on them, then we'll be talking...but hell, start imagining the entire team using you if this is the result," he chuckled. He continued to stroke his wife's huge breasts imagining his boys getting familiar with them as he drifted off.
Whitney was doing just that as she too fell asleep.
Home game against their cross-state rivals. Whitney wore a school's athletic department tee shirt and yoga pants without a bra or panties. There was no hiding that. She was chatting with the security guard when the door opened and Doug came out. She hugged and kissed him then stood back as his coaching staff followed him out to the floor.
Jackson was the first out and pulled her close gripping her ass, then Carlos did the same thing. She felt their crotches press against her while they all grabbed her ass. After sex with her husband the night before and Doug had fallen asleep, she'd rubbed one out imagining the team taking turns stabbing her with their huge cocks...and now feeling those cocks press against her brought her perilously close to orgasm. After the last boy let her go and trotted down the tunnel she staggered back against the wall, breathing heavily. She might have rubbed one out had the security guard not been there.
Doug was on a high that night after the team snapped a 6-year losing streak against their biggest rivals but that was driven far from his mind when Whitney pulled him hard inside her. 90 minutes later, they lay panting on the couch and Doug asked what inspired her this time. He smiled knowingly when she'd described the boys hugging her. "They do have large hands. One of the measurables when we scout them," he chuckled. "Should I focus more on that for next year's recruits?" he asked.
Whitney blurted out something else they should measure before clamping her hand over her mouth. She blushed furiously and then rolled off the couch to go shower.
Doug laughed, "I'll bring you along with a tape measure. Coach Dobbs always said, 'can't never have too much data'...Not sure he passed English."
The next game, Whitney decided to wear a short tennis skirt and after the coaching staff trotted out to the floor, she hugged each of the boys. The first couple of boys just hugged her, briefly stroking her ass then Darnell pulled her close, lifted her with both hands cupping her ass under her skirt. Instinctively, she wrapped her legs around his waist giggling. After that, she was handed from boy to boy, her skirt around her waist, legs wrapped around theirs.
That night after another energetic and sweaty workout, Doug had to ask the question he'd asked after every game. He was able to focus on coaching while there was time on the clock, but as soon as the horn sounded his mind went somewhere else. "Tell me, were the boys as free or freer with their hugs?"
Whitney sighed as she pressed her ass against her husband's crotch, "Perhaps I shouldn't have worn a skirt," she said. She then told Doug how she was passed from boy to boy and how she immodestly wrapped her long legs around their waists. She could feel the shape and firmness of all their cocks against her pussy. "Your boys sure aren't shy. They know my ass almost as well as you do."
Doug chuckled, "I'll take the results anytime. We're now 10-4 and this was the most complete game I've seen the boys play all year. Just one suggestion, perhaps wear a thong or bikini panties next game." He thrust his semi-firm cock into her pussy as he said that.
Whitney turned her head quickly, "they'd be feeling my bare ass," she said quickly, "why?"
Doug chuckled, "Feeling your ass through pants, skirt, and panties isn't any different than feeling your bare ass, and you have the smoothest, most perfect ass in the world. If that inspires the boys and inspires you I'm not seeing any downside," he said. He was now back to full tumescence and was thrusting harder into his wife's pussy. "Close your eyes and imagine I'm out of town and Darnell is behind you right now," he whispered.
Whitney had already gone there and pulled the large hand onto her breast as she ground back against the invading shaft. Doug was right, ever since the boys started hugging her their sex life took off. They'd made love perhaps 2 - 3 times a week before that, now it was 2 - 3 times a day. "Fuck me, Darnell, cum in my pussy..." she muttered, at first for Doug's benefit but soon felt it was for hers. Illogically, it felt as if Doug's cock were a couple of inches longer and fatter inside her. She liked these fantasies.
Then a strange thing happened. Whitney had been in the weight room late in the evening working out. She'd made a habit of doing that wanting to maintain her core strength. She'd finished up and opened the door surprised to hear the slapping of a basketball on the wooden court. She detoured into the practice court and stopped to watch as Carlos put up shot after shot from the free throw line.
"Carlos, it was just two games," she said as she picked up a ball that rolled over to her.
The point guard caught the pass and shook his head, "9 of 13 and 6 of 11," he scowled. "I was leading the country in free throw percentage before those games. In practice, I might have missed two shots all year," he sighed. He looked at the blonde feeling a hormonal rush. She was a true vision in nothing but a tight sports bra and painted-on tights. He didn't want to stare but her nipples were hard and she had a very nice camel toe. If she weren't the coach's wife...
"I'm not a coach but I don't think practicing like this will do anything. Western and PSU both play uptempo, perhaps the top two in the country. You're sprinting up and down the court and all of a sudden you need to relax and still your heart rate. Just a suggestion but perhaps you should do a few wind sprints and then take a few practice shots," Whitney suggested, "Practice quieting your body. Ever check out biathletes? I dated a guy on the US Olympic team. He'd be racing on his cross-country skis and then stop to shoot at targets. He could quickly slow his heart rate to around 60 beats per minute."
Carlos thought about it and then tossed the coach's wife the ball he was holding. He sprinted up and down the court four times before coming back to the line. He made 3 of 6 shots before his heart rate slowed. Then he made 10 straight. "You might be onto something," he sighed. "I need to find a way to slow my heart down."
Whitney chuckled, "And a way to speed it up more quickly. Running the court...how about this?" she asked as she pulled up her jog bra exposing a pair of incredible tits. "Go on. I'll pull this back down when you miss a shot.
Carlos tried to focus but put up an airball. "Shit!" he cried. Her top was back down and she was heading out even before the ball hit the court.
Whitney stopped and looked at the boy. "Same time tomorrow? Same deal. You relax your heart rate, your breathing, and concentrate and I'll keep flashing you...plus, if you make 20 straight with," she pulled up her top and then quickly pulled it back down, "these distracting you then I might show you more," she grinned.
Carlos groaned as the spectacular blonde pulled her tights low enough so he could see her blonde pubes.
"You're working out again?" Doug asked. He thought back to the night before when Whitney showered and then sucked him off. "I like it when you work out."
Whitney shrugged, "I saw Carlos practicing his free throws last night. He's pissed he missed so many the last two games so I hope it's alright but I'm helping him concentrate."
Doug started to look back at the plays he was studying but quickly looked up, "Wait. Concentrate? How...?"
Whitney blushed, "I might have flashed him. I hope that's alright."
Doug laughed, "Fuck! I'm more worried the distraction might be permanent. What if he never makes a free throw again thinking about these tits of yours?"
Whitney stuck out her tongue, picked up her workout bag, and left.
"I was hoping you'd show up," Carlos said. I did four sets of wind sprints and I feel better about slowing my heart rate down," he said, "but not sure I'll be able to handle a particular distraction."
Whitney put down her bag and stood under the basket. "You know, if this works I might go talk with the cheerleading team. It's important to learn to handle distractions in all walks of life," she smiled as she pulled up her top.
Carlos' shot was perfect. He grinned after making the next three. "If your arms get tired," he said nodding at the woman's elbows up by her ears, "you can take it off since you'll need your hands to pull off your tights."
"Cocky, aren't you?" she said. Then she blushed as she realized the double-entendre and glanced at the tent forming in his shorts.
"I can hold my own in that regard," he grinned as he tossed up three more swishes.
Whitney pulled off her top when the boy got to 17 straight then eased her tights down exposing her hips and the top of her pubic hair. When he sank the 18th she exposed an inch more.
Carlos was starting to feel the pressure...the mental pressure and the tightness in his shorts. He took a deep breath and then swished #19. He stopped to check out the best female form he'd ever seen as her entire mound was exposed.
Whitney didn't think it would come to this and she could see sweat on the boy's forehead. She knew her labia would be swollen and probably dripping. "One more. I probably should have made it 50 since you're too good a free throw shooter."
Carlos ripped his eyes away from the vision, dribbled twice, and then smoothly flipped the ball in a perfect arc right through the hoop. "Fuck! I've never made a more pressure shot in my life," he grinned.
Whitney clapped her hands and then slid the tights down her legs. She stepped out of them and then came over to hug the boy. "You are ready for South. They'll regret every foul," she said.
Carlos's hand slid over the velvety smooth skin and then stepped back. "Um, can I see your...you know..."
"Pussy?" Whitney asked. She lowered her ass onto her heels and spread her knees. "It's too bad I'm married, otherwise..." She licked her lips with her eyes glued to the large tent in the boy's shorts. Then she stood, picked up her top and tights, and pulled them on. She went over and kissed the boy, her palm pressing against his erection, "I hope this gave you something to think about when you go take care of this," she smiled.
"Same thing I think about every night," the boy smiled, "But now the details will be clearer."
Whitney laughed, "It's nice to feel wanted. Hopefully, this will help you against South."
Whitney hugged each boy as they took the court against the South Panthers. When Carlos's turn came he gave her a wink and made a point of pressing his crotch against hers.
That night, South tried to run Central off the court but got into early foul trouble when the Falcons responded with quick passes and almost no dribbling at all. South had to foul over and over putting Central on the line 52 times. Carlos made all 16 of his attempts and the team rolled over the 18-2 team.
Whitney hoped she was the only one to notice it but every time Carlos went to the line he seemed to have a slightly larger bulge in his shorts.
That night, Doug took his wife out to dinner, "I want to thank you for getting Carlos out of his head. He looked a lot more fluid, a lot more relaxed at the line. On top of that, 15 assists? That's a season-high for him."
Whitney chuckled, "You always said I was a distraction whenever you were planning the next game, but perhaps I can use my talents to help the team," she smiled. "It's the least I can do."
The next game, Whitney took her husband's advice and wore a thong under a micro skirt. The first boy gasped and grinned as he picked up the coach's wife. By the time she was handed off to the last player, her thong was soaked and pressed into her slit by dozens of fat fingers. Another huge win, this time against the first-place team in their division giving them the top spot.
The next day, the coach had the entire team over for a celebration. It was an unusually warm day in early January and he'd set up a volleyball net along with the heated pool. He was grilling the burgers while the assistants and Whitney engaged the boys. It wasn't long before Whitney was the center of attention first jumping up while playing volleyball, and then in the pool. She hugged the guys on her team after every point but when she felt Darnell's arms around her she lost track of time. She pulled away hearing the boys teasing both of them.
This continued in the pool and she was joined by the coaches' wives and girlfriends who soon were in a passionate game of chicken fighting. The assistants let the boys have fun as their women soon were mock screaming as tops were pulled off.
That night Whitney was even hornier than she'd been before. After a quick yet powerful session, both lay panting among the rumpled sheets when Whitney stroked the sweat off Doug's face. "I know you're going to ask, so I'll tell you. All the boys were freely touching me in the pool. Whenever you went into the house for something or your back was turned, they freely felt me up. Then Jackson pushed Marilyn against me, and a few of the boys chanted for us to kiss. I think she likes girls," she giggled, "I liked it too. I especially liked feeling her huge bare tits against mine" She looked for a reaction and then continued, "Then each of the boys needed to verify my tits were real...I'm sorry. I know I went too far."
Doug smiled and kissed her, "I knew. I mean I didn't see any of that specifically, but I could see where their hands were."
"You're not pissed at me?" she asked.
Doug shook his head, "They deserve it. They've been playing incredible basketball and it started with your hugs for good luck. You deserve the attention. You've been a great inspiration to the team and you've been loving it."
"So, you are happy to let your boys have their way with me...?"
Doug chuckled, "You make it sound like all of this was me making you do things you don't like...we both know you'd have let them do more if I weren't there. You get so wet, so horny, how can I not encourage you?"
Whitney nodded. She reached down and stroked Doug's growing erection, "As do you...well not wet but hard. Tell me the truth, you like that these boys lust after me, want me," she said.
"It is hot. I'll bet every one of them is jerking off right now replaying the feel of your tits, your ass, or your pussy," he said as he rolled her onto her back and thrust into her "Yes, I saw their hands under the surface, I saw you gasp. I loved it. I might be going through game film then the idea of you naked and being picked up by one of the boys makes me lose my train of thought. I've never had more vivid images in my head before, I can even hear your pleasured squeals."
Whitney pulled her husband closer while opening her thighs wider, "You think they're thinking of me and jerking off? You think they want to be where you are right now?" she purred.
"Exactly where I am right now," he said. "Or maybe deeper...some of those boys are gifted," he smiled.
"Then I'm not sure I could handle them," she panted, "I've always loved how your cock fills me up."
Doug chuckled, "You're not a quitter. You'd be up to the challenge," he teased.
Whitney felt another orgasm coming on, "Ohhh, ohhhh, I guess. If I had to..." She closed her eyes feeling the strong surge build inside her. "Fuck!" she spat as she came for the third time in the past hour.
Before the next game, Whitney decided to go commando. She thought they'd just assume she had on a thong but the 2nd boy found out the truth and grinned as he pressed his fat finger inside her. Some of their fingers were fatter than the nerds' cocks back in high school she thought. By the time the last boy probed her sopping pussy she was close to cumming and dove into the toilet area in the locker room to finish off.
That night Doug kissed his wife and grinned, "No panties. I'll bet the boys loved that."
Whitney blushed, "Shit! How did you know?" she asked. "I put them back on right after they left."
Doug laughed, "Each of the kids immediately grabbed a towel to wipe something off their fingers...I had my suspicions."
Whitney buried her head in her pillow. Doug could hear the muffled words, "Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck." He patted her back, "It's ok. This is nothing new since they've been taking liberties with you more and more."
Whitney turned her head, "And that doesn't bother you?" she asked.
"God, no. It's fucking hot. You are every guy's wet dream and I love how free you are. Plus, how the hell can I ever complain except I'm not getting nearly enough sleep...but like they say, I can sleep when I die."
Whitney kissed her husband, "I'll be honest. I get wet every gameday anticipating these virile boys lusting after me. Feeling them against me is so fucking hot."
They were nestled against each other watching the sports show when they saw Carlos pull up for the game-winning 3-pointer just as time expired.
"Central University matched its longest winning streak in school history today when they beat Cal by a score of 73 to 71. The 16-game winning streak is the third longest in college basketball today, exceeded only by Northeastern and Florida Tech. They are back in the top 10 for the first time since Coach Sanders retired 6 years ago." They showed Doug shaking the hand of the opposing coach and then hugging Whitney. "We assume they should enjoy it as long as they can as of their next 10 opponents, 7 are in the top 10. They've had a fairly easy schedule in the past 6 weeks."
"In other news, Jamal Riley announced Central is his first choice next year. This came as a shock to Eastern Pennsylvania who was thought to be the #1 high school player's first choice. He never elaborated but it sounded as if it depends on whether Central extends Doug Kaplan's contract or not."



Whitney grinned at her husband, "Did you hear about that? Have you contacted him?" she asked.
Doug shook his head. "I've been busy, but we have a scout in that region who's been raving about the kid's game." He was thinking about the 6' 11" power/small forward with incredible quickness, range, and court awareness. People said he was Kevin Durant with LeBron James power.
Over the next dozen games, Whitney dressed in looser clothes allowing the boys access to her braless tits, ass, and pussy. She actually came when Franklin ground his cock against her bare pussy. She masked it by acting out of breath but it was an orgasm just the same.
Then came the conference championship game. Doug might have been horny but he couldn't act on it. He had game film, strategy sessions, and scouting reports to go over. They were 26 - 4, and State was 30 - 1 and #1 in the country. They were 12-point underdogs, but that wasn't anything. Even with their record few people believed in them and had been underdogs in half of their games so far. The morning of the game, he kissed his wife and looked at her.
"I'd like you to give the pregame speech today. I've been wracking my brain trying to come up with something inspirational, but all I could think of was what would you say? I've seen how you look at the boys. I've seen how you believe in them," he said.
Whitney shook her head, "What? I have no idea what to say."
Doug shook his head, "I know this is the right move. I'm going to say a few words, and then the coaches and I will give you 10 minutes. Trust me, you'll be great."
Whitney knew Doug was right. She'd given him advice on what she thought the boys should hear in previous games. This game was huge. They win, and they're not just the conference champions, they'd have a shot at a regional number 1 seed in the Big Dance. "OK. I'll put something together and run it by you," she sighed.
Doug shook his head. "No. I'd like you to just consider the boys. I don't want you to consider anyone but the team as your audience." He put his hand over her chest, "You love these boys and I want you to speak from here," he said.
Whitney pulled his hand onto her plump breast, "You missed. You meant from here..." she pulled his hand between her legs, "...or here."
Game day. The boys looked nervous....some biting their nails, others pacing. All were dressed and Doug walked in with Whitney. The boys were surprised and the Coach's wife had always just stopped in the doorway, never entering the locker room.
"Damn!" Doug smiled, "Here we are." He looked around at each of the boys, "Last summer, last fall, I saw us here...maybe not in this building, but in this game. The talent in this room was too good to fail, the drive and determination too great to allow failure. I'm so fucking proud of you...shit!" he said as his voice broke. "Look. I'd like to say more but all season, Whitney has been your biggest fan and biggest supporter and I'd like her to say a few words." He looked at his staff and nodded.
The team looked surprised when the coaches all left, but then all eyes were on the beautiful blonde who had become their #1 fan.
Whitney felt butterflies in her stomach as she was left alone with 13 boys whom she'd fantasized over, who she was sure had jerked off thinking of her, and suddenly the speech she'd come up with felt stupid. She looked around at each boy, "Coach Kaplan...Doug is right. I am your biggest fan not necessarily because of how you play basketball, but because of the person each of you is. I will say something I've only said to Doug." She looked at each of the faces, "I love you. I love every one of you and it fills me with pride to see how you've grown, how you've developed." She found herself glancing at a few of the boy's crotches and chuckled, "I'll make you a deal. You go out there and win and I'll do something for one of you," she said looking at each kid, "If you have a ton of assists...top 5 this year, play as a team and win. We'll have a random drawing and I'll take one of you out to dinner...as a date. A real date."
"Wait, what!?" one of the boys blurted out. "A nice meal and then we shake hands?"
"You heard me," she said, "A real date. Just imagine I'm not the coach's wife but a single girl out with a hot guy." She made a show of pulling off her wedding rings and putting them in her skirt pocket. "There." She held up her ringless left hand. "I brought a deck of cards." She turned and reached into her hip pocket, "You'll all draw for a date with me, be nice and you'll get a goodnight kiss. Be really nice and...never mind that. Anyhow, high-card gets dinner and perhaps dancing...we'll play it by ear. Ties will be by suit, Spades, Hearts, Diamonds, Clubs."
Almost every boy spoke at once, but she heard two over the others.
"No, not the high-scorer or rebounder. This is a team sport. I'm encouraging you to pass and block out so one of your teammates can get the rebound. You play as a team and win, I'll dress to please and take one of you out for an evening to remember," she said staring at Darnell. "I mean, I plan on dressing for a warm evening," she smiled. "Ok, let's huddle up," she said.
All the boys jumped up and did their normal huddle but with the spectacularly beautiful woman with them. Then after chanting the school initials, they each hugged her before opening the door and trotting out to the floor.
Whiney looked in the mirror and saw she was flushed. She could have been more subtle as she all but promised sex after the dinner. She winked at the guard as she went out to find her court-side seat.
The boys played their best game of the year. 83 - 68. All 13 boys scored and dished out at least one assist setting a school record for dimes. The boys were spraying each other with sodas as none was old enough to drink. All were still dressed so Doug went out and grabbed Whitney, pulling her into the locker room. All the boys soaked her, hugged her, and stroked her back.
That night, Doug was lying next to his wife, chest heaving, sweat glistening on his chest. "Wow! That was the best...um, best fuck I've ever had," he sighed.
Whitney nodded. Her nipples still ached and she could feel the two loads of cum seeping between the crack of her ass. She put a towel under them knowing it was going to be a sloppy session. "I've been so horny all day and I thought the celebration was never going to end," she panted.
"I don't want to ask what you told the boys but thank you. I've never seen more passing, more team play from them," Doug said looking at his naked wife.
Whitney thought for a few seconds then sighed, "Don't hate me but I might have promised to do something you might not like if they played as a team," she said softly.
Doug turned and looked at his wife, "What? Promised to fuck the player with the most assists?" he smiled. "It sure looked like they were trying for as many as they could get."
Whitney shook her head, "I told them if they played as a team, won, and had a lot of assists I'd go on a date with one of them," she blushed. "I mean, it's just dinner...nothing more." She waited for her husband to explode but instead, he sat up with a grin on his face.
"That's great!" he said, "which of the guys?"
"I don't know. I told them it would be random. They're drawing the high card. I wanted them to play unselfishly...as a team. You're not pissed? My stomach hurt all day thinking how I was going to tell you," she said.
Still grinning, Doug shook his head, "I've been hammering team play and keep the ball moving all season. I should have told them I'd give them blowjobs if they had a high number of assists before this."
Whitney sighed, "No offense but I think you promising blowjobs from me would be a better motivator. No wonder you had me give the pre-game speech," she chuckled.
The next day, Doug pulled the coaches aside leaving the players on the practice court. He looked over at the stands and winked.
Whitney stood and gracefully hopped down the steps to the wood floor. "OK, boys. Let's huddle up," she said as she held out the deck of cards. She did a quick shuffle, then handed the deck to Carlos. "Give it a quick shuffle, then hand it to another boy. When you've all had a chance to mix up the cards, you'll each take a card. Whoever has the high card...remember, the ranks are Spades, Hearts, Diamonds, and Clubs. You know the prize," she said as she looked back at her husband who looked engaged with his coaches.
The thirteen boys all looked at their cards, a few looked defeated, a few looked hopeful but one boy had a huge grin. Jackson Wallace, the 6' 5" small forward had a smug look on his face.
"OK. Everyone turn their cards over." Sure enough, Jackson had the Ace of Diamonds. No one else was close. Whitney liked the boy. He was quick, and graceful, with tremendous jumping ability. She pulled him close, "OK. Give me your address. Doug will be at an administration meeting tomorrow evening. Are you free at 7?" she asked.
The boy blushed and nodded before turning and getting high-fives from his teammates. He then looked back at the beautiful blonde, "I'll be counting the seconds."
Whitney smiled, "Actually, me too." She looked around at each of the boys, "And do I need to say this? It would destroy my marriage if this got out. Please keep this amongst ourselves...our secret." She smiled as they all swore no one would ever hear about this, and then she went over to the stands just as the coaching staff came back.
"Come on, guys. I walk away for five minutes and you're taking a break?" Doug said. He didn't sound like he meant it though, but the boys jumped back into their drills.
Then next evening, Doug hugged his wife. He felt a spasm of jealousy as an image of his naked wife kneeling with a cock in her mouth flashed through his brain, but then stifled it. "Have fun and enjoy yourself. I remember our first date, never experienced a better blowjob," he grinned, "don't worry about me I trust you'll do what seems right. I'm glad you're not telling me who it is, though," he said. "Here, put these in your purse." He handed her a 3-pack of condoms.
Whitney looked shocked, "I might just kiss him, not..."
"I know, but you know the story...you kiss, then his hand slides up onto your breast...playing with your nipple, and then one thing leads to another... I think you should be prepared." He held out his hand and took her wedding rings. He kissed her and then smiled at her before heading over to the administration offices.
Whitney looked in the mirror. 'Should I put on a bra? I look like a slut,' she thought. She was scantily attired in a thin but tight white dress. She could make out her black thong but not her nipples and decided that her white bikini panties would be better. At least she didn't have fuck-me pumps on.
She pulled up outside Jackson's dorm and the boy whistled as he turned in his seat and looked at the woman.
"Sorry, that was disrespectful," the boy stammered, "I thought you'd be wearing...never mind," Jackson mumbled.
Whitney looked at her short dress barely hiding her panties, then at the generous display of cleavage and smiled. "I think it's sweet. It's too warm a night to wear much more, don't you think? If you don't like it, I can go back and change."
Jackson shook his head, "No. I mean I like it...a lot. You're so beautiful and whatever you'd have on I'd approve of."
Whitney patted the 19-year-old boy's leg and smiled, "Good answer. Those are the things to say if you want to get lucky with a woman," she said as she shifted into 1st.
Jackson felt a rush. All day one voice was telling him he'd get to fuck this goddess, another told him to get real. As the beautiful blonde turned her head to check for traffic he surreptitiously adjusted his throbbing cock.
Whitney drove out of town to an Italian restaurant hoping no one would recognize either one of them. Most of the men's eyes followed her to their table but no signs of recognition. The meal began to feel normal...feeling like a first date. It had been years since she'd been on a date other than having dinner with her husband. This wasn't the same as she was fully aware of incredible sexual tension. How could it be anything but? She'd allowed the boys to see her and touch her but that had been teasing. That was foreplay, this was an implied invitation to do more with her. She felt her bare ring finger and then thought about the condoms in her purse. What she initially thought was to be a nice dinner with a kiss goodnight, with perhaps a feel, was becoming an inevitability. 'One thing led to another,' replayed in her head.
Jackson tried to keep the conversation going about the school, his courses, and the upcoming tournament but his eyes kept looking at the woman's tight dress with her erect nipples. He hadn't noticed in the car and perhaps it was the lighting but he could easily see the shadows of her areolas.
Whitney felt her phone buzz, "Excuse me," she said as she pulled out her phone, "Sorry, it's Doug, um Coach Kaplan." She read the text and shook her head. He needed to go over to Springfield to meet someone. He'd be back the next day around noon. "Um, Coach says he'll be meeting someone, and don't wait up." She felt a strange rush. She wondered where they could go if 'one thing led to another,' as Jackson's dorm would be too public. She'd grown out of fumbling around in the back seat. Getting a hotel room might also be an issue and Doug must have considered that. She signaled for the check and after the waiter took her card she looked at the young man, "Do you have homework or some reason to get home?" she asked, "We could watch something on Netflix at my place," she smiled. "I'm not used to sitting alone at home."
Jackson blushed and nodded as he had the vision of him taking the beautiful coach's wife in his arms and kissing her on the couch. "Um, sure. I like a lot of their shows," he smiled.
Whitney pulled into the garage and closed the door before they climbed out. In the kitchen, she looked at the young man, "Something to drink? I know you're 19 but one drink shouldn't ruin you," she smiled.
Jackson took his beer into the family room and sat on one of the plush armchairs. Whitney chuckled and patted the couch next to her, "It's a date, remember? Come over here and relax."
Neither had seen The Witcher and both were curious about it. At first, Jackson was nervous but he soon relaxed and draped his arm around the blonde's shoulders. He couldn't help feeling his cock throb as his fingers traced Whitney's collarbone just above her exposed cleavage. Some of the scenes were hot and he looked over at Coach's wife to see if she were embarrassed but she watched intently as Yennifer took off her clothes.
Whitney's stomach was aching as she feared Jackson would make a move yet was disappointed he hadn't. At the end of the episode she stood, "Want anything? I was going to get out of this dress."
Jackson shook his head and watched the beautiful blonde go up the stairs. He could almost make out her ass the dress was so short. He wanted to grab his phone and tell Darnell about the date so far but held off.
Whitney's stomach felt the same, perhaps more intense as she questioned what she was doing. The boy hadn't made a move and she'd moved past worrying that he do something to wanting him to. She took off her dress and thong and looked in the mirror. 'Ok, in for a penny...'
Jackson looked up as Whitney's ankles appeared followed by her legs...a lot of leg. Was she...? Then he saw. She had changed into a tee shirt, not a long one but enough to cover her crotch. It was one of those baggy ones that women wear with the neck opening revealing her right shoulder and upper chest. Was she wearing anything under it? Her breasts swung freely from side to side and her erect nipples stretched the thin fabric. He felt his cock throb but couldn't adjust it as she was looking right at him and she came back over to the couch.
"Sorry, it took so long. The dress was a bit tight," she smiled as she sat down next to him. 'This was a mistake,' she thought, 'I've scared him off.'
Jackson confirmed the coach's wife did not have on panties as the shirt rode up. He tried not to look and sat back a little. Then he saw how she was looking at him and slid back. This time he put his arm around her shoulders. She sighed happily and leaned against his chest.
As Whitney shifted, she felt the large hand slide down across her collarbone and onto her upper breast. She pulled his hand under the top of the shirt onto her breast, "Episode #2?"
Jackson was feeling the warm plump mass under his fingers while feeling his cock throb to a painful erection. He was tenting just beneath her arm and he feared she'd feel it and jump up. But then just as she restarted the show, she stroked the back of his hand. This caused his fingers to press farther under her shirt and feel more breast. which contracted wonderfully with her rock-hard nipple.
"That feels nice," Whitney sighed. As she said this, she dropped her arm onto his rigid shaft. 'This is much better,' she thought. She turned her body to look up at the boy allowing more of his hand to cup her large beast. "I got comfortable and I think it has made you uncomfortable," she smiled before dropping her eyes to the pronounced tent. "Does it hurt?" she asked. She looked him in his eyes as she undid his belt and pants button. She felt eager throbbing between her legs as she pulled his underwear over the hard shaft of dark flesh.
Jackson nodded and then groaned as the beautiful blonde undid his pants and pulled out his cock. She sat back with her small hand stroking his cock guiding his free hand between her legs.
Whitney rewound and then hit play, "I think we missed some things," she said as if she weren't jerking him off and the boy wasn't pulling on her nipple. She had to palm the precum repeatedly using it to lubricate the boy's cock. She'd never felt a cock this big but he was 6' 5". Perhaps everything is proportional? That couldn't be as she found variances in penis size with boys all about the same height.
Jackson was having trouble acting as if he were watching the show when he had the urge to kiss the woman. He turned her face and felt a thrill as she opened her mouth and pushed her tongue against his.
Whitney felt a rush as the boy's tongue explored hers while pressing a finger inside her pussy. "Mmmmmm," she moaned as they kissed more passionately. She swung her leg over his hips when he pulled her on top of him letting out a quick giggle. She pressed down with her pussy right against the huge fat shaft.
Jackson didn't need to be told what to do. He yanked the shirt off the beautiful woman and pulled her up so he could suck on her nipples. He cupped her ass while gently nibbling, his actions reinforced as the woman mewed in pleasure. Her tight smooth ass cheeks felt a million times better than in the locker room mainly because now she was flexing her muscles against his cock.
Whitney felt the head of that rigid shaft against her clit and her initial thought of sucking it went out the window...at least for now. She reached under her ass, guided him between her slick slit, and then with a loud groan lowered herself onto him. "Oh fuck!" she spat. "Big...fuck! So fucking big."
Jackson looked at the woman's face. Her eyes were almost rolled back in her head, her mouth was open in an O as if she were cumming, and she was panting as if in pain or intense pleasure. She confirmed the feeling was pleasure as she grabbed his face and kissed him hard. Then she raised herself before slamming down. Soon she was bouncing on his cock, thrusting her ass down hard each time.
Whitney felt the fastest orgasm she'd ever experienced coming on just as she remembered the condoms. There was no stopping now as the tingling became a deep ache. She pulled her lips off the boy's mouth, bent her head back, and ground her pussy against the base of his cock as she came. "Fuck!" she grunted, "ooohhhh, ooooohhhh, oooooohhhh...yessssss!"



Jackson had been with a few girls but none had cum so quickly or as intensely. He was still gripping her tits but was now feeling as if he were bench pressing her as she leaned hard into him. She was doing something with her vagina he'd never felt a woman do, she was clenching him as she bounced on his shaft. He tried to distract himself but it was no use.
Whitney had just had the most mind-blowing orgasm of her life and did not want him to pull out. She was far from her fertile time and wanted him to have as great an orgasm as she had. She clenched her pussy on his cock and twerked her hips as she bounced on his long shaft. "That's it, baby, that's it. Cum inside me...fill me with your seed," she panted.
Any questions the young man had about whether he should pull out were answered, and any resolve to hold off went out the window. He pressed his mouth onto a breast and grabbed her flexing ass cheeks as the aching in his balls peaked and exploded. "Unnnnggg, unnngggg, unnnggg," he grunted into her tit as he felt jet after jet of cum spurt deep into her pussy.
As the boy came down from what she hoped was a great orgasm, she stroked the back of his head, feeling the dampness in the curly hair. She kissed him as he put his head back, a slack and happy look on his face.
Jackson's hands were exploring the naked woman's body knowing he most likely never have the opportunity again. The Witcher was confronting men in a town and he chuckled. "We might have to restart this episode," he said, "Or if you want to get to bed, I can..."
Whitney looked at the boy, "That's it? You fuck me then want to leave?" she said in mock anger.
Jackson shook his head, "Sorry. No. I just thought..." he looked at the time.
Whiney shook her head, "I didn't tell you all of what he said. He'll not be back until noon tomorrow so...."
Jackson didn't let her finish her sentence and his hands went under her ass as he stood. He started for the stairs, "Where is the master bedroom?" he asked.
The next morning, the couple climbed into the car. Whitney's crotch throbbed from the intense, almost non-stop attention. She leaned over and kissed the boy savoring his fat tongue one final time. "Look, I know you have pictures and videos but please, please, please show them to no one. My life and perhaps coach's career would be severely damaged," she said.
Jackson nodded, "Relax. I swear no one will ever see these. These are for me only. Thank you, that was by far the best night of my life," he said. Then he looked at her chest, "Can I have one more feel?" he asked, "You have the best breasts I've ever..."
Whitney pulled the straps off her shoulders revealing her chest. She leaned back in the seat as the boy gently squeezed her tits and then pinched her nipples. "Oh, fuck!" she sighed as he leaned over to suck a nipple between his lips. "We can't do this..." she sighed as she powered the seat back so she was prone.
A half-hour later Whitney pulled her dress back on, and Jackson pulled on his clothes. They'd had to open the car windows as they steamed up quickly. She looked over at the boy, "I hope there's nothing else you need," she smiled. Then she opened the garage door, started the engine, and backed out.
When they pulled to the curb a couple of blocks from his dorm Whitney looked around and saw no one. She kissed the boy and sighed. "Remember, not a word. If this got out...."
Jackson shook his head, "Never. We went to dinner and we fell asleep watching Netflix."
Whitney kissed him again and sighed, "I'll tell you what. No one will believe that so you can tell the guys on the team swearing them to secrecy that I gave you a handjob...just that, ok?"
Jackson smiled. "Got it. I was thinking they'd cry 'Bullshit!' if I told them we just fell asleep."
Whitney hurried back. She changed the sheets counting 8 different stains, then opened all the windows as it smelled as if there'd been an orgy. Doug was due home in an hour and she wanted no sign of the previous night's activities left. The entire time she ran different conversations through her head. She'd never cheated on her husband before and this wasn't a small encounter. Her pussy was still throbbing from the boy's never-ending string of erections pounding into her. 'Wow!' she thought, 'Did we really fuck 10 times? 11,' she thought remembering the last one in the garage. Then she remembered her soiled panties on the floor of the car. She had to use them to clean her pussy after the boy came again inside her. She ran down and had just closed the kitchen door when she heard the garage door open. She ran up and buried the damp undergarment in the clothes hamper. Then she went over to the couch and picked up a magazine just as Doug came into the house.
"So how was it?" Doug asked as he put down his mall suitcase. "I hope you made it worthwhile for me to stay at a hotel," he said. He went over and hugged his wife. He kissed her then they sat down.
Whitney had been dreading this. She knew he'd ask, she knew she could never lie to him so she braced herself for something she'd never seen. Anger. "You want the X-rated or the PG-rated version?" she asked.
Doug laughed, "I'm glad, You fucked him. I'll bet it was the best night of his life," he grinned. "I wondered if you'd give him a handjob, blowjob, or fuck him. Tell me about it, not graphic details, but...well, how many times and how he liked it. Did you like it?"
Whitney felt heat rise in her face and chest in embarrassment. "Shit! I never, ever thought I'd be sitting here telling the man I love more than anything in the world about fucking someone else. First of all, yes. I liked it. I lost count of how many times I came. The young man is...a young man. He barely finished when he was hard again, so to answer your questions it was more than once...almost a dozen," she said softly.
Doug laughed, "Wow!" Then he got serious, "But there was only a 3-pack of condoms. What did you...?"
Whitney reached behind her and handed her husband the unopened pack, "We, um I got caught up in the moment and it was only after...you know, that I remembered these."
Doug nodded, "I assume you calculated your cycle?"
Whitney nodded, "As non-fertile as possible," she started to cry, "I'm sorry. I wish I could say I just gave in to him but I was as much the initiator as he was."
Doug held his wife and stroked her back, "It's fine. I told you the guys on the team should have a reward. I think I'd feel terrible if you did this just to make him happy or worse, to make me happy. I'm curious who it was but I'm glad you're not telling me. It would be really weird to walk into the locker room and look at any of those kids differently."
Whitney kissed her husband, "Then thank you. I had no reason to complain." She stroked his face, "It was an impulse. I hadn't prepared my talk with anything like that. I'll not do that again. I'm really sorry." she sighed.
Doug shook his head. "We have the Tourney. Now is not the time to change anything. Perhaps I've become superstitious, or you have a way of inspiring the team so until we lose we can't change a thing."
Whitney looked at her husband, "You want me to fuck a boy after every win?" she asked.
Doug shook his head, "Not in so many words. By the way, this isn't going to get out, is it?" He looked worried, "If word gets out..."
Whitney shook her head, "He will say he copped a feel, I gave him a handjob and then as it was late, he slept on the couch. Not horrible but not very pure either. We decided the team wouldn't believe a story where he fell asleep and nothing happened."
Doug exhaled in relief, "Brilliant. Wait! You've never given me a hand job, never once." He yanked down his pants and leaned back.
Whitney's arm was sore as she went to wash her hands. She hadn't given a handjob outside of foreplay since high school. No wonder blowjobs or fucks were preferred. On the other hand, she'd have pretty impressive guns if she were to give all the guys on the team handjobs, she thought to herself. No more after-hours workouts in the weight room..unless that's where...never mind...
Their first opponent was a small college from Texas. Always a trap game, 16th seed vs. #1 seed. They were an unknown having played in a weak conference and had sailed through their weak schedule. Again Doug led the assistant coaches out leaving Whitney to give the pre-game talk.
All the guys were looking at the beautiful blonde woman. All were thinking about the fortune that Jackson had...bare tit and a handjob. All wanted to win this game but all were also thinking about the prize after.
"Coach Kaplan talked about how athletic these guys are, how well-coached, how they press baseline to baseline, but that's not what I want to say to you. I want you to out pass, out hustle, out play these guys." She looked at each of the players, "If you win, if you out-assist them, and have more steals, then I'll go on a date with one of you," she said softly. "Yes, I know Jackson told you," she blushed, "It was a spur-of-the-moment thing," she looked over her shoulder at the door. "Please, please don't say a word about that but it would be cruel to not do the same," she said softly. "Ok, are you ready to go out there and kick their asses?" she cried loudly.
The team played with more passion than Doug had seen before. He was fearful after knocking off ranked teams, being on national television, and showing the country they were a top team they'd coast against this team. Not even close. 103 - 50. All 13 players scored, and all 13 had at least two assists. They set a school record for steals with 23.
Whitney was let into the locker room after the coach gave his post-game talk and she was hugged by all the guys. Doug pulled her aside, "I hope it's alright with you but I feel it would be better if we got separate hotel rooms. I'll be up late with the staff going over game films, etc.. You'd not get much sleep."
Whitney smiled, "No, I get it. I'll be fine. I'm a big girl." She looked over at the team. She wondered if they heard and saw eyes glance over and the boys whisper amongst themselves.
Later that afternoon, there was a soft knock on Whitney's door and DeShawn was standing outside. He was a good kid, quiet but a hard worker. Not one of the starters but a rotational player.
"I drew the high card," he said shyly. "A 10 of spades. The guys were miffed no one drew a face card."
Whitney smiled, "Nice. Come in. I'd offer you a drink but you're not old enough. I found a Mexican restaurant in town, I hope you like Mexican," she said. "If not..."
"Love Mexican," the kid grinned. Mrs. Kaplan looked incredible. He knew everyone in the restaurant would be looking at them when they entered the restaurant and felt a surge of pride.
At first, Whitney thought it would be tough to go on a date with one of the players in a strange town from a hotel room, but the team was in the south wing along with the coaching staff. Doug had booked her room a few floors below and in the north wing. She grabbed her jacket and purse and then allowed the boy to guide her to the elevator.
The couple climbed into the rental with DeShawn admiring the woman's long slender legs. He knew Jackson had copped a feel of Mrs. Kaplan's tit but he was more of a leg man. He hoped she'd let him feel his favorite part of a woman, the velvety smooth inner thigh.
"What are you thinking about," Whitney asked. She smiled as she wondered what lie the boy would say. She saw him looking at her legs and as she drove and used the brakes she let the dress ride up. Then as if getting comfortable she shifted in her seat allowing her thighs to part seductively. 'This is fun,' she thought, 'freely being allowed to tease and seduce these young men.'
"Um, the game. I mean the one against Coastal U.," he said after a hesitation.
"What a liar, smooth lie, and almost believable," she said as she opened her legs a bit more. "I have no problem with the truth," she said softly.
"Your legs, ma'am. You have incredible legs," he said. "I hope it's alright to say that," he quickly added.
Whitney chuckled, "You give me a wonderful compliment and you think I'd be upset?" she asked. She pulled his hand over and pressed it between her legs. "I saw where you were looking. You like the insides of women's thighs, don't you?"
DeShawn was immediately hard as he stroked her soft flesh. He wondered how to adjust his growing erection without her noticing.
Whitney turned on the cruise control so she could open her legs wider. She didn't care that he could see her thong and was hoping he'd take a chance to feel her pussy before they got to the restaurant. She glanced over and smiled, "You'd better adjust that," she said, "It looks painful. Never had penis envy, especially when guys get spontaneous erections," she thought.
"I'm sorry, Mrs. Kaplan. I mean you're so..."
"Whitney. You have your hand an inch from my pussy and we're discussing your hard cock. I think we're past the Mrs. formalities, don't you think?" she said. She pulled his hand onto her pussy as she pulled into the restaurant parking lot. She parked in the back where there were no overhead lights. "This is going to be a problem," she sighed. She pulled her dress down exposing her tits, then leaned over the center console, undid the kid's pants, and then licked his cock.
'Oh, fuck!' the boy thought. He'd been hoping for a feel and a handjob before the night is out just as Jackson had said, but....
Whitney took the kid's cock in her mouth and sucked on it. He wasn't as big as Jackson...but then again, who was? However, he was gifted. His cock bent nicely and was veiny and fat. She felt the boy's hands on her breasts as she took more of him into her mouth. Within 2 minutes she heard him gasp, wiggle in his seat as if fighting it, and then tasted the first hot spurt splash against the back of her throat. She kept sucking and licking until she milked all his cum. She swallowed once more and sat up. She took a tissue from her purse, wiped her mouth, and sighed, "I guess I'll go without lipstick." she sighed. She pulled her dress back up, checked herself in the mirror, and smiled at the kid. "Shall we?" she asked as if she hadn't just sucked the guy off.
Dinner was easier than Whitney thought. The local businesses were used to tall young men coming in and dining with beautiful women on their arms. The waiter never blinked when DeShawn ordered a margarita. The wait staff did seem extra attentive and whenever Whitney's water glass went below half-full someone was there to top it off.
After they got back to the hotel, DeShawn stopped and thanked Whitney. "That was great and I'll...you know. Keep this between us," he said.
Whitney shook her head and glanced behind her. "Didn't they teach you basic chivalry in school? It's good manners to escort a lady to her door."
"Oh. Yeah. Sorry. I'm not all that experienced with formal dates," he said. He put out his arm and they headed to the elevators.
They got to the door and Whitney looked at the boy. "Come in. We can talk a bit more," she said as she looked at her watch, "what time do you normally go to bed?"
"Midnight or later," he smiled seeing her arm stretched out inviting him in, "Sure. I'd love to." He was thinking maybe another blowjob, or another chance to feel those breasts. He looked around the room. It was the same as his but different. The room smelled different, had a warmer aura, and...he gasped as he turned to look at Coach's wife. There was nothing like this in his room.
Leading the young man in, Whitney decided not to waste time. She slipped the dress off her shoulders, stepped out of it, and faced the teenager in just her thong and heels. She put her arms out to her sides, "Is this ok?" she asked.
DeShawn nodded, "Better than okay. I mean wow! You're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen!"
Whitney smiled, "You're young and you'll find more beautiful women but," she slid her thong off and handed it to him, "Here's a souvenir," she smiled. "Now, where were we before dinner interrupted us?" she asked. She dropped to her knees and undid the boy's pants.
'Holy fuck!' DeShawn thought, 'a second blowjob. Jackson will be pissed...better keep it to a handjob...wait! 2 handjobs,' he thought. He stroked the back of the woman's blonde hair as she bobbed onto his cock. He wished he could pleasure her then he realized her could. He pushed her head off his cock, then lifted the woman to her feet.
Whitney assumed the boy would want to fuck her and was surprised when he easily lifted her, plopped her on the bed, and knelt between her open legs. "Oooohhh, nice," she sighed feeling the young man's lips on the insides of her thighs. DeShawn pushed her legs wider apart so she was almost doing the splits. She could feel her labia open up but the young man ignored her pussy, instead kissed and nibbled on her smooth sensitive skin. She assumed this was foreplay but DeShawn hadn't lied when he said he liked her legs. She'd never had a man spend that much time going from one thigh to the other while ignoring her throbbing pussy.
DeShawn couldn't get enough of the velvety skin on Whitney's inner thighs along with the pungent aroma of her swollen lips. She was panting and lifting her ass as if trying to get his mouth on her pussy. Just as she was reaching down to guide him onto her throbbing pussy he decided he was being selfish. He kissed his way inward and planted his mouth right on her sopping lips.
"Oh, yessss," Whitney panted, "That's...oh fuck!" she spat as he sucked on her clit triggering an intense orgasm. No man had ever teased her like that causing such an abrupt release.
DeShawn's lips were being bruised but he couldn't think of a better cause as he flicked his tongue rapidly on the blonde babe's clit. 'Eat your heart out, Jackson! You didn't get her off,' he thought smugly. Then as she went limp he thought sadly that he couldn't tell anyone since all he'd admit to were a couple of handjobs. He barely had time to think about that when the gorgeous blonde pulled him up and kissed him. He moaned into her mouth feeling her small hand grip his cock stroking him. He grunted in disappointment as she broke the kiss and rolled him off her. It was too much to expect, he thought. Regretfully he watched her perfect nude form as she rolled off the bed. "Sorry. I'll go back to my room," he sighed as he swung his feet off the bed.
"I'm not done with you yet," Whitney said as she went to her bag. She stood, holding a foil packet, "You sure you want to go?" she asked.
DeShawn's smile went from ear to ear as she tore open the foil. "No, ma'am, that would be rude to leave now," he said as she knelt between his open legs.
"Fuck!" she said as she attempted to roll the rubber onto his cock. "This is not going to work. Can you promise to pull out?" she asked looking up at the tall boy.
DeShawn looked at the ripped rubber and nodded, "Promise."
Whitney tossed the ruined condom onto the floor, then licked the long dark shaft. She plunged her mouth back onto his cock getting him slick with her saliva. Her jaw still ached from opening her mouth so wide before glad this was just to prepare her small pussy for this huge cock. She stood and then straddled his waist, reaching between them to again stroke his cock. She guided the plump head between her slick folds and lowered herself onto him. "Holy fuck!" she panted as she felt the flared circumcised head pop inside her. She'd thought Jackson's cock was huge but DeShawn was almost painfully stretching her out as she raised and lowered farther onto his hard shaft.
DeShawn sucked a nipple into his mouth as he cupped her creamy ass. 'Holy fuck, is right.' He'd never felt a pussy grip his cock so tight and he was worried the small beautiful woman would have a change of heart. But he needn't have worried as Whitney was plunging deeper onto his cock more rapidly and just as he felt her pubic bone hit his she cried out loudly as she exploded.



Whitney had no memory of cumming so quickly but all the initial searing pain was gone, now replaced by a fullness she'd never felt before. The boy's strong arms were lifting and dropping her easily onto his cock, his mouth clamped onto her left tit, his tongue flicking her nipple.
DeShawn stood and then lowered his coach's wife on her back on the bed. He liked thrusting into a tight pussy like this. Whitney was grunting loudly with each thrust, her tits flopping and her face and chest were flushed. The room echoed with the rhythmic squeaking of the bed, the slapping of his huge ballsack, the deep guttural sounds coming from the sweating blonde.
Whitney felt another orgasm coming on but before she could get release, the boy pulled out quickly and stroked his cock rapidly, and shot ropes of warm sperm onto the woman's neck, chest, stomach, and pussy.
Then Deshawn drove his cock back inside wanting to again feel the incredibly smooth pussy grip his cock. He was surprised his cock stayed hard but that was fine with him.
The bed was creaking louder as he thrust his 6' 7" frame into his fucking and smiled as Whitney cried out she was cumming. Her arms wrapped him up pressing her impressive tits into his chest as she ground her pussy against his fat shaft.
Whitney's orgasm didn't fade as quickly as she expected and as the boy's huge cock continued to rip into her she felt another building.
The blonde woman cried out a second time in five minutes just as DeShawn felt everything boil up. He tried to pull out but she again was clinging to him as he spewed his load inside her pussy.
They collapsed and lay holding each other as their breathing returned to normal. Then Whitney gently pushed him off and chuckled when their bodies were stuck to each other from the boy's cum spattered on her torso. She looked at the clock and slapped his bare ass, "We'd better shower and you'll need to get back to your room," she sighed.
As they soaped each other up Whitney groaned as the boy's cock sprung once more to life. "Dammit, DeShawn. There's no time to take care of this," she said. She wasn't helping as her soapy hand was stroking it. Then she looked at him, "If I let you fuck me once more can you cum quickly?"
DeShawn grinned, "I can do that, ma'am. Bend over and I'll concentrate."
Whitney complied and bent over onto the built-in seat. Her soft groans echoed in the tiled bathroom as 10" of cock slid back inside her tight pussy. DeShawn's breathing was ragged as he pistoned rapidly into her sloshing pussy. His previous load was squelching out and running down her legs and she decided it didn't matter if he pulled out, "Cum inside me. Use my pussy," she panted.
DeShawn reached over the woman's back wanting to feel those tits again. His huge hands barely covered them they were so plump. Then he felt her soft hand stroking his balls and the aching feeling rose rapidly.
Whitney could have this boy fuck her all night with his huge cock but he had a curfew and it would be tough to explain to his coach where he was. 'Sorry, coach. I was balls deep in your wife and it seemed inconsiderate to just pull out without cumming inside her,' she thought. But she needn't have worried as she felt those strong hands grip her boobs as he slammed into her. She almost hit her head on the tiled wall but he pulled back and slammed deep inside her again.
DeShawn's legs were shaky as he blasted his cum inside Whitney's pussy and when he was done he pulled out and quickly rinsed off.
Whitney pulled the boy's face to hers and kissed him. "Go! Go dry off, and get dressed. You have 10 minutes." She watched the boy scramble as she tried to douche the huge loads from her vagina.
She climbed out of the shower and looked at herself in the mirror. When did she become a slut? she wondered. Then she made a decision. No more victory dinners. No more opening her legs for these 18 to 20-year-old boys. She was a married woman. She didn't bother putting on her normal tee shirt and instead crawled into bed and fell asleep.
She woke up what felt like a few minutes later after dreams of long and fat cocks being shoved into her pussy. The line of boys was infinite and as soon as one boy finished another took his place. Even though she showered just before bed, she felt sweaty and used. She stretched and showered again.
She noticed a note on the bedside table that had to have been there the night before. She read it and smiled while recalling the boy's incredible stamina. "Thanks for the dinner and the kiss. It was a lot more than I expected, D." She felt her pussy throb remembering the 'kiss' and headed to the restaurant for breakfast.
Doug smiled seeing his wife and stood to hug her. "You look rested," he smiled. Then he whispered conspiratorially, "Good thing you have your room. We were going over game film until 2 AM and then if you'd been next to me..."
Whitney kissed her husband, "don't you mean, 'under me?'" she asked.
Doug chuckled, "That was my thought, yes. Anyhow thanks for supporting the team. I appreciate it and I know the boys do. I expected them to look awestruck at the cameras, to be swept up in all the hype but they look like veterans. I credit you for being there for them," he said. "Go get some food. I recommend the waffles."
Whitney grabbed her plate and as she walked by the table with DeShawn, Carlos, and Darnell, she stopped to say good morning. None of the boys acted any different, all three standing and smiling before plopping back down to continue their discussion. None of the other boys acted any differently either.
The next two games were back-to-back which they won so Doug suggested that Whitney wouldn't be able to reward any of the boys with dinner. They'd knocked off Western Iowa, the 8th seed followed by the 5th seed, Washington Coastal.
The next site was Vegas. The media became intense with cameras and reporters everywhere they went. The Falcons were in the Final Four and posters plastered all over town showing players from the four teams. Darnell and Carlos were the players with the most exposure. Both were now mentioned as lottery picks in the NBA draft later that summer.
Whitney no longer hugged the boys when they came out of the locker room as the hallway was packed with cameramen.
For the first time in months, the Falcons were favored. 2 1/2 points wasn't a lot but they were favored...a 4-loss team against a 1-loss team. It felt strange to the boys but the evening before at the team dinner Doug asked Whitney to give the boys a pep talk before the game.
In the locker room, the boys looked abnormally nervous. Not a single joke cracked, no chatting idly, and a few were biting their nails. Then they all stood around as Coach walked in.
Doug looked around the facilities, "I saw this. I saw you guys in this room for this game when we had our first practice." He pulled out his notebook he never went anywhere without, "First day I met with you. 'These guys are going to be fun to coach...loosest group I've been with. They love the game and even though they're from all over the place that love will make them a cohesive unit. Next March we'll be in Vegas...or I'll eat this notebook.'" He held it up and chuckled, "Thanks. I really would have hated to eat this," he grinned. "But since your biggest fan has been there all year for you, I'm turning this over to my wife," he said as he stepped back.
"Damn!" Whitney said, "I've been trying to get my husband to eat better...that does look like a lot of fiber. Anyhow, last fall when Doug and I came here we saw a group of kids from different backgrounds, different schools, and cultures trying to blend. But now, wow! Look at you. Last game I thought I was watching a choreographed dance as you all moved as one to get the ball to the player with the best opportunity." She looked back at the reporters against the back wall, "and they saw the same thing. ASU is 33 and 1 yet you boys are favored to win. You know why? You are not just a team, you are a unit playing as one. You support each other in ways I never thought possible. You unselfishly pass on a decent shot so one of your unit can take a great shot." She looked at a page in her hand, "Sorry to bore you with dry statistics, but over the past 8 games look at your shooting percentages. 46%, 47%, 51%, 54%, 50%...what happened there? I'm not going to say anything about that, Jackson." she chuckled.
The team laughed and grinned at the tall boy who'd gone 0 for 9 in the game.
"Then he makes up for it. 10 for 12 in the next game. OK, the past three games, 55%, 60%! Wow! And 58% shooting. Holy crap. You may not know it, but you guys have set new Falcons' season records for field goal and free throw percentages. On top of that, in tonight's game, you need 2 assists to set another record." She looked back at her husband and when she turned back there were tears in her eyes, "I am so fucking proud of you...all of you," she sniffled. "Crap. I swore I could do this. Sorry. I believe in you and know you believe in yourselves and each other. That's what matters. Guys, good luck, and know that ASU is going to be shaking their heads after they see what they are up against."
Doug stood and clapped and all the team stood also. He looked at his wife who was blushing as she nodded before sitting back down.
Whitney looked at the boys' faces. All looked relaxed, all were smiling and the usual boys were cracking jokes. Not a single fingernail was being chewed on.
The 2 1/2 point edge lasted just 37 seconds as the Falcons put in two quick 3-pointers and never looked back. Final score: 78 to 63. Whitney was smiling broadly as she stepped down from her seat looking at a dozen cameras shoved in her husband's face...other Central coaches' faces, and various players' faces. She tried to get Doug's attention to indicate she was heading back to the hotel but a man with a microphone jumped over and cut her off. The shoulder-mounted TV camera was focused on her.
"Mrs. Kaplan, are you surprised the game went as it did?" he asked.
Whitney looked initially shocked and then smiled, "Whitney, please. But no. Why would I be surprised? They played cohesively, played unselfishly, and set highs for the year in field goal percentage," she looked at her sheet of paper, "72% against the #1 team in defense. I'm so proud of my husband's boys my heart is bursting," she smiled. Then she saw Darnell and Alan carrying a vat of Gatorade and before she could move, the cold, sugary drink splashed over her head.
Whitney laughed as the grinning boys ran away, "I know where you live...or at least where you're staying," she yelled.
That night the news stations had to blur certain parts of Whitney's anatomy as her shirt and thin bra became transparent...but there was always the web.
The next morning Sportscenter played the entire speech, the camera periodically scanning the faces of the team but mostly focused on Whitney. The banner along the bottom asked, "Does Central State have an unfair advantage?" The talking head glanced back at the huge screen showing the wet shirt plastered on Whitney's chest.
That night, Whitney was finally able to crawl into bed with her husband. She made a note to shower immediately after a Gatorade bath as her skin and hair were a sticky mass. "Damn! When you took this job you said your days would be longer. You never said your nights would be booked solid either. A girl has needs, you know," she said as she pressed her body against his.
"And what needs does this particular girl need?" he asked as he stroked her naked back.
"I think you'll figure it out," she said. "At least I hope you remember." She kissed her way down his neck, chest, and stomach. She had no trouble finding what she wanted as the object of her desire was straining the fabric of his underwear. She pulled the waistband down and caught the flared head in her mouth as it sprung free.
Doug had been so wrapped up in the tourney that he'd not had sex in a week and groaned as he felt his wife's warm mouth wrap around his cock. She seemed to be able to take him deeper into her throat, but that could be his imagination. "I do remember this," he sighed. "This is what you do to get me hard so I can fuck your eyes out," he said.
Doug flipped her over and onto her back, causing her to squeal happily. He then slammed his cock into her pussy surprised at how wet she was.
"Oh wow! You remembered." She wrapped her arms around her husband as he pistoned into her pussy. If he hadn't masturbated or had sex in a week, he wasn't going to last so she grunted, "Don't worry about me, you need to cum. Fuck me...cum inside me...that's it, baby. Fuck my tight pussy."
Doug had wanted to last but his balls had different plans and for the first time in years, he came before his wife did. He wanted to think about the upcoming game, but then he thought about the players and the image of one or two of them being where he was now popped into his head. "Fuck! You're so fucking tight," he groaned. "Ahhhh, uuuuhhhh, uhhhh, uuuunnnnggg," he grunted into her neck as he felt huge spasms release his pent-up sperm into the womb.
'Wow!' Whitley thought. She could feel the massive amount of cum squelching out as he thrust into her over and over. She was stroking his back letting him get his release and when he was done, she held him.
Doug never felt anything like that before. The intensity of his orgasm left his head spinning. Then he felt his cum leaking out onto the sheet and roused himself. "We'd better..." he said as he pulled out.
Whitney sighed happily, "That's not healthy to keep all that stored up. I'm going to check with our physician to see how often I should drain your balls."
Doug groaned, "I checked already," he said as he pulled out of his wife's wonderfully tight pussy, "I thought I showed you his recommendation, three times a day."
The beautiful blonde stretched and then cupped her pussy, "I can cut back to that...but if not, we can get a live-in medical professional."
Doug chuckled, "a cabana boy?"
"Lawn boy, cabana boy...doesn't matter," she said as she went into the bathroom to clean up.
"Darnell as a cabana boy?" Doug asked softly.
Whitney blushed and turned, "You know it's all just a fantasy," she said, "He's hot but he's not you."
Doug came over, "Perhaps...but he makes you wet which makes me hard so win, win," he smiled, "Sometimes the assist is just as crucial as the score."
Whitney chuckled, "I need to use that the next time I give the boys something to think about," she said as she stroked his rising cock. "Are you thinking Darnell might be interested in practicing the 'Triangle offense' right now?" She looked up at her husband, eyes widening, "or are you thinking more one-on-one?" she asked as she slid to the floor.
Doug hated to admit it, but more and more thoughts of the players getting naked with his wife invaded his thoughts. He wanted to deny his wife's suggestion but moaned as she wrapped her lips around his cock. "Damn! You don't have to...ooohhhh," he groaned as she pressed her face against his pubes. She was getting better at taking him into her mouth. Over the past month, she had gone from half the shaft to all of him. A normal man would have been suspicious, jealous but his balls ached with images of teen cocks sliding between those perfect lips.
Whitney clenched her throat while she played with his ass and his tightening ballsack. It was amazing that he'd gotten so hard so soon after cumming but she knew why. She popped his cock out of her mouth and while stroking him, she looked up, "Don't think about them," she purred, "Don't think about the guys on the team putting their cock in my mouth, my sopping pussy."
The aching in Doug's balls rose rapidly as he looked down at her creamy white skin, her full breast with erect nipples thinking just about that.
"You know I'd never suck any of those guy's cocks, never open my legs for then...I wouldn't let them fuck me...at least without a rubber," she smiled. She stroked his cock faster and she felt his balls tighten against his crotch. "OK, I might let them just get to feel how tight I am but they'd have to pull out...it would be wrong to let them cum inside me," she panted. "Oh, yessss, that's it, baby," she gasped as a rope of cum splashed onto her nose, lips, and chin.
Doug groaned as he came for a second time in 10 minutes. This was not normal for a man to get aroused with images of his wife getting pleasure from another man's cock but they're just thoughts, aren't they?
Whitney was impressed with the amount of cum splashing onto her face and chest so soon after he emptied his balls into her vagina. She kept stroking until he staggered back and flopped onto the bed. She wiped the cum off her face as she stood, "There. I figure it's only fair to get you off as much as often as I get off the guys on the team," she grinned before going into the bathroom.
Doug's balls ached almost as bad as if he'd been kneed. Was she kidding? Did he want her to be kidding? He didn't have time to think about it as his thought went to the finals. This was going to be the biggest game in the school's history and he'd either be the one who lost the first championship or the one who brought the trophy home.
* * *
This was it. Every player had to stand up in front of dozens of reporters and answer the same questions over and over. "A year ago, you were going to prom and now you're what could be the biggest game of your life. Are you nervous?" or, "Western won the last two championships and have a combined 220 playoff games on their roster. You've been in 5 playoff games. Do you think they might have an edge because of that?" or, "You are at a definite height disadvantage. Western has two 7-footers starting and their backcourt guys are 6' 5" and 6' 6". How are you going to match up again that length?"
Whitney watched and fumed. The asshole reporters assumed her kids would faint when they walked out, assumed they'd be too tight to make shots. These guys were relaxed and confident. Don't fucking put anxiety on them when they don't have it. She got up as Carlos laughed at a reporter's question.
"Thank you for your time, like I said we're here because we are a team. I don't know if any of you watched our games but we're not intimidated. Thank you but I'm going to get back to watching tape." He nodded at the assembled group and left the stage.
As she was leaving, Rod Haskins from the Trib stopped her. He stuck a microphone in her face, "Mrs. Kaplan, how do you feel about your husband's kids' chances?"
Whitney laughed, "Is that a rhetorical question? Let me ask you this, what do you think their chances are?" she smiled.
Rod was taken aback but smiled at the beautiful woman, "Honestly?" When Whitney nodded, he answered, "I like their chances. They are the most cohesive team in the tournament. I see no egos, I see every one of them playing for each other. Honestly? I think it will be a lot closer than the 12 points," he smiled.
"But you think they are going to lose," she said flatly.
Rod chuckled, "I do. A lot is going against your team. Experience, length, nerves. That's a lot to overcome, but if they do pull it out I wouldn't be at all surprised."
"Thank you for your honesty, but expect to be not surprised," she said.
Doug lay next to his wife the night before the game. He was looking at the ceiling replaying every minute of every game Western played that season. What stood out most was their length but they were also very disciplined and maintained their box defense regardless of the type of offense. All the normal passing lanes were tighter, the driving lanes smaller, and they snagged a majority of the offensive boards
What's on your mind?" Whitney asked. "I can't see but I know your eyes are open."



Doug sighed and explained his fears about playing their normal rotating, cutting offense that depended so much on passing.
Whitney sighed, "I've been thinking about that. Remember the Central Kansas game? They almost won and all they did was throw up 3 after 3. That was the single game all year where Western was outrebounded."
"That's a good point. Too bad we just have Edwards who has depth." He kissed his wife and rolled over, "I'll think of something. Goodnight.'
Tip-off. The interviews, the multiple stories, the hype...all in the past. 6' 9" Franklin was poised and ready against 7' 2" Daniels from Western.
The game started as most predicted as Western controlled the paint. 47 - 27 Western. Passing was so tough, that Carlos found himself dribbling and dribbling as he attempted to find a lane. Doug called a timeout with 5 minutes left in the first half. He looked over at his wife remembering what she told him.
"OK, change of plans." He sketched the new offense on his tablet telling each player what to do. Not a single player questioned his and most had smiles as they headed back out to inbound.
Whitney stood and cheered as her kids headed out and when she saw the newly devised offense she threw a fist in the air. Darnell inbounded and outside of Franklin, all the players spread themselves out past the 3-point line. As soon as one of the players had any space, he threw up a shot. At first, the plan looked absurd but as soon as the ball went up, two players boxed out at the elbows and Central was getting the rebounds.
At halftime, the score was tightened up to 50 - 42.
The second half started much the same as the first half ended with Central quickly shooting threes and either getting the rebound or frantically pressing. Western was soon out of its normal rhythm and started turning the ball over. It was then that Central began faking threes and instead hitting a cutting man who found little resistance on the way to the rim. With Darnell jamming in monstrous dunks and Carlos dishing, Central was playing effortless basketball. Westerns' length became a detriment as they were often a step or two behind.
Final score, Central 79, Western 67. Central had won the first basketball championship in school history with a temporary coach with just 2 and 3-star recruits.
The next 24 hours were blurs to all the players and coaches as there were celebrations, interviews, parties, and hugs all around. The highlight for Doug was when Wallace Prescott came down from the stands and put out his hand.
"Doug, I'm impressed. You might be the only coach in the country who could have pulled that off. I misjudged you and look forward to our future meetings." He grinned at the younger man before adding, "I'm going to throw crap at you you've never seen before when we meet next November."
Doug chuckled, "Hell, as you pointed out last fall, everything thrown at me is something I'd never seen before. If you want to stump me, try something I've already seen."
Whitney had been pulled one way and another by various media and she said over and over how she was nothing more than the team's biggest fan, how the kids played their hearts out. and how proud she was of her husband. At least she planned ahead and wore a thicker bra so she wasn't showing quite as much after DeSean and Carlos dumped Gatorade on her.
Whitney finally was able to get with the team in the locker room. They'd all showered and dressed when she came in. Everyone came over and soon she was being hugged and handed off to all the players. It must have been 5 minutes before her feet hit the floor.
Then there was the after-party. Whitney danced with each of the players along with many others. Halfway through, Doug came over to her.
"I need to go. President Martin wants to talk to me about something," he smiled.
"You want me to go with you?" she asked as she and Franklin stepped off the dance floor.
"No. you have fun. I'll head back to the hotel after. I probably won't be able to sleep but I'm exhausted," he said. "Will you be OK in your room tonight? Last night apart, I promise. Oh, I'd feel better if one of the guys were to escort you back to your room." He kissed her and smiled, "and no need to tell me who the gentleman was."
Whitney looked at her husband, 'What the hell did that mean?'
Darnell came over as Coach Kaplan left. "Coach needed to be somewhere?" he asked.
Whitney nodded, "Meeting...always meetings. Just a tip. If you want to see your wife make sure she isn't a head coach," she sighed. "I should head back to the hotel," she said. "It's not appropriate for me to be here alone with a group of drunk hot studs," she smiled.
"I'll walk you back," Darnell offered, "Vegas is pretty safe at night but I'd worry just the same."
Whitney looked at the tall boy, "I'm not sure if I should be more concerned with what you have in mind or being accosted by some stranger," she smiled.
Darnell chuckled, "You should definitely be concerned with what I have in mind but I'd never act on any of my lurid thoughts."
Whitney laughed, "Lurid? Hell, you convinced me. I want to hear all about them as you escort me back to my room."
Whitney went around to the partying players, getting hugs as she said her goodbyes. Darnell was waiting at the door. She slid her arm through his and they stepped out of the room into the wide hallway.
When they got to the street and turned left toward their hotel/casino Whitney asked the tall boy if he was excited about the upcoming NBA draft. "It has to be amazing, I mean, they say you're a top 5 pick. Don't the Celtic have the 5th pick this year?" she asked.
Darnell nodded, "Yeah. It would be great but I decided to stay another year. I pulled my name from the draft," he said softly.
Whitney stopped, her mouth agape, "What? You're passing up millions. I thought all year you were checking the mock drafts to see who might draft you..."
Darnell held the beautiful woman's shoulders, "Carlos and I both decided we wanted back-to-back championships. We saw that DeGreg Thomas committed to the program. He and Jamal Riley together...? Oh man! Having 7' 3" and 6' 11" guys on our team sounds too good to pass up. Plus, we love coach and..." he stepped back looking embarrassed.
"Go on, say it," Whitney ordered, "...coach and?'
Darnell looked at the ground, "You. I come to practice and I look around to see if you're there. During the games, I get so inspired seeing you cheering us...me. I know I have no right to say these things but it's how I feel. I want another year of looking over behind the bench and seeing you cheering for us," he said softly.
Whitney pulled the tall boy's lips to hers. The couple kissed hungrily in the middle of the strip before taking note of the many people walking by. "You'd better take me to my room before we do anything that might make the tabloids," she smiled. She glanced at the impressive tent in the boy's pants and giggled, "Can you carry my sweater?" she asked as she held it in front of his waist.
The couple made it up to Whitney's room without incident and Darnell was careful to drape her sweater over a chair but not as careful with her summer dress and panties. Whitney had never had a man rip her panties off with his teeth before and liked it...a lot.
Darnell lifted the naked woman to his shoulder planting his mouth on her moist pussy. He held onto her ass as he drove his tongue deep between her flared labia.
"Holy fuck!" Whitney gasped as the boy's fat tongue filled her pussy more than many of her previous boyfriends' cocks. She felt them move over to the bed and let out a gleeful squeal as Darnell dropped her onto her back. She bounced a couple of times and watched between her open legs as the tall boy stripped off his clothes. "Holy mother of God," she said softly as what looked to be a foot of fat cock bounced free.
Darnell smiled as he stroked the shaft. He had no problem palming a basketball but his hand barely wrapped around his thickly veined cock. Then he climbed on the bed and kissed his way up her left leg until he got back to her sweet-tasting pussy. He tickled her clit before pressing his tongue inside her again. He began fucking her with his impressively long tongue as she gasped loudly with each penetration.
Whitney was gripping the bedspread as she opened her legs and lifted her ass. No man had ever fucked her with their tongue as thoroughly as Darnell was and few had fucked her this well with their cocks. "Oh, God! Fuck! I'm going to....aaaaaahhhhhh, yeeeesssssss!" she spat as everything peaked and exploded.
Darnell swallowed all her flowing juices as he rode out her intense orgasm. When she was done, he sat back and wiped his face off on the back of his arm.
Whitney lay panting as the orgasmic waves faded. She looked at the boy's cock and even without stimulation, it was pointing at the ceiling. She felt like rubber but got up and pushed the 19-year-old kid onto his back.
Darnell looked down in anticipation as the blonde woman's small hands tried to grip his massive shaft. Her hands might have had trouble but her mouth didn't. He let back as he felt her lips and tongue wrap around his throbbing cock. "Ah, yessss," he sighed, "you have no idea how many times I've looked at your mouth and imagined..."
Whitney looked up and smiled, "Like when you were shooting free throws again MidWestern, and looked over at me? You weren't even close."
Darnell chuckled, "Sorry, no. That time your nipples were poking through your tee and...fuck! You are so fucking beautiful."
Whitney shook her head, "I'm going to have to get you so tired of my body that you'll focus more on the court," she chuckled. Then she opened her mouth wide and pressed her mouth on the fat shaft, taking more of him in. She shifted her position as the boy's large hand reached for her dangling tit.
Darnell loved how much of his cock the woman could take but wanted something else. He gently pushed her mouth off his cock and smiled. "I'd like to fuck you, I mean, if that's OK with you."
Whitney looked at the monster shaft as she stroked him. Would he fit? Would it hurt?
"I have rubbers I'm my pants pocket," he said. "Look. If you don't want to..."
"Oh I do," Whitney said quickly, "I'm just...fuck it. No need for a rubber," she said as she got onto her hands and knees, "just take it slow." This was just like her fantasies, Darnell behind her with his huge cock preparing to spear her pussy.
Darnell grinned as he knelt behind the woman's incredible ass. Her pussy was even more swollen than before and he could see her oily fluids seeping out. He lined the fat head between her flared lips and slid up and down before pressing into her hole.
Whitney let out a short yipping sound as she felt the huge head pop inside her. She was impressed. It didn't exactly hurt. It felt somehow right. She groaned as he pulled out and groaned again as he re-entered her. This time, he drove his cock deeper.
Darnell wasn't getting the painful cries he was used to and as he increased his pace her ass was pushing back. After a minute or two he was fully buried inside her sopping yet wonderfully tight pussy. 'First time!' he thought. 'First time I'm balls deep in a woman and it feels great!'
"Fuck!" Whitney panted, "Your cock...your cock is hitting me...fuck!" She pressed her face and chest into the mattress while thrusting her ass back. "Fuck me, fuck me hard," she groaned.
Darnell didn't need to be told twice and soon the room echoed with sounds of flesh meeting flesh. "slap, slap, slap, slap..."
Whitney's head was spinning as she felt her 2nd orgasm rapidly approaching. The tantalizing tingling was growing to an ache when Darnell first swirled her juices around her anus and then plunged his thumb inside her. "Oh fuck!" she cried out as she exploded. She could almost feel her insides rip apart the release was so powerful.
Darnell fucked her ass with his thumb while increasing his assault on her pussy. Her orgasm seemed to last minutes and when she let out a final gasp and went limp he grinned as they flopped onto the bed spooning. Whitney was grunting deeply with each breath as he started fucking her again. He'd had partners pass out before and when he'd stopped, they all thought he was nuts.
Whitney became aware of the sounds in the room, the smells, the huge mass penetrating her pussy and moaned. "Fuck me, Darnell, cum already. You'll ruin me permanently," she said. His large hands easily gripped her breasts and she could feel their sweaty bodies sliding easily against each other. She reached back and grabbed his large muscular ass and pulled him inside. She clenched her pussy on his cock and rocked her hips. Within a minute, the boy let out a deep grunt as he came inside her.
The couple lay on the bed when Darnell asked what he should have asked before. He looked at the clock as he pulled his semi-flaccid cock from her pussy. A wide stream of cream flowed out of her open pussy onto the bed. "Um, when is coach due back?" he asked.
"Relax. He has his room, I have mine. He's been doing late-night sessions with the assistant coaches so it made sense for me to get my own room," she said as she rolled off the bed. "Do you always cum this much? I should have put down the shower curtain.
Darnell laughed, "Usually, no. There's something about you," he sighed. "I'll get a towel. Not the first time I've had the wipe-up cum with the image of you in my mind."
Whitney smiled, "I think I need to hear more about that. I assume you wouldn't mind spending the night?"
Darnell grinned widely, all his white teeth on display, "I assume that's a joke," he pulled the woman into the shower, "What's your view on anal," he asked.
It was just as their 4th fuck session finished up that Whitney sighed, "I feel bad. I mean, here we are celebrating another year of having you here at Central...I mean, I feel we're leaving Carlos out."
Darnell grinned, "I can call him. See if he's busy...that is if there's room on the bed for another guy."
Whitney nodded, "I should shower again and grab some lube."
The next morning, Doug looked up as his wife came into the breakfast room. He stood and then chuckled seeing how stiffly she walked. "Celebrate much last night?" he asked.
Whitney groaned, "I'm too old to party with 19-year-olds."
* * *
Over the next three years, Central ran the table to surpass the 88-game UCLA winning streak along with UConn's women's team 111-game streak. By the time both Darnell and Carlos graduated they won 154 straight games. It might be a record that would stand forever but it was their warm friendship with both Coach and his wonderfully supportive wife that they were most proud of.
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Sarah flopped on the bed and sighed, "Babe, how can you come to these places and not see any of the shows? Do you even walk the strip? The fountains out front had me mesmerized for a good hour," she smiled.
Jack Morrow came to Vegas about once a month as a troubleshooter (Repairman, he joked) for many of the gambling machines. He didn't like gambling and didn't like seeing the zombies emptying their life savings into the casino coffers but it paid well and was interesting.
Jack lay next to her and chuckled, "I've played craps a few times but most games have a 1% to 30% house edge. When I play, I expect to lose and $5 here or there doesn't bother me. Plus. most of the games are mind-numbingly boring." He slid his hand under her dress to her thong, "Plus, why gamble when I have a sure thing right here?"
The beautiful redhead parted her legs as her husband's fingers traced the cleft between her labia. She let out a soft gasp as he found her clit. "Are you saying I'm easy? I'm a slut?" she asked.
Jack was surprised she played along as she hated sexual comments but he played with the hard nub, "Of course not," he said quickly but he saw something different on his wife's face. She was redder and slightly panting. "You're an upstanding Christian woman and I respect that...plus would I call you that to your face?" he chuckled. Her legs opened more as he shoved two fingers inside her. She lifted her ass off the bed. This was new. He looked down at her, "Anyhow, sluts are given a bad rap. Most are kind, giving..." he kissed her neck before moving onto her collarbone, "...warm, soft..." he pulled down the top of her dress so he could kiss his way up her full breast to her nipple. "...eager to please, caring, empathetic..." He pinched a nipple between his lips before flicking his tongue on the hard tip. "agile, flexible, wet...really wet," he panted as he slid a hand under her panties.
"OK. So I'm wet...fuck! I'm sopping. Shut up and fuck your upstanding Christian slut wife," Sarah panted. She sat up and pulled off her dress, tossing it onto the other king. Then she lay back and pulled her panties off.
Jack loved the new Sarah causing his cock to throb as he pulled down his pants. He lay between her open thighs and let her guide his cock inside her. This was their third day in Vegas and just the 2nd time they'd had sex. This was a business trip but also an attempt at a renewal of their lost passion. Sarah had been more and more involved in the church, her garden club, and the aminal shelter while Jack had been traveling more and more. When they were first married they had sex 2 - 3 times per week but lately, it had tapered off to 2 - 3 times a month. They weren't old or middle-aged. Jack was 29 and Sarah was 27 but it seemed like Sarah had little time and even less desire...until now.
Sarah pressed her pelvis against her husband as he slid easily inside her. "I don't want you to make love to me. I want you to fuck me, fuck me like I'm a slut who wants to be used," she panted. "I need to be used," she said huskily as her husband slammed roughly into her. "Treat me like you paid for me."
Jack had never seen nor heard his wife act like this and he liked it. She'd used the word 'fuck' before but never referring to sex. It had to be the bar last night when he pointed out the two hookers. His devout Christian wife had never seen a hooker before, at least as far as she knew. She asked her husband how much would they charge and what would be expected of them. "Do they do...?" she asked as she looked over at them.
Jack looked over. They were dressed to attract attention. Tight dresses, tantalizing slits, and obviously no bras. "Anything...to answer your question. Anything the client wants or needs. You know, things wives normally don't do, blowjobs, anal. I personally wouldn't know...but it's not like I live under a rock, either," he told her. That night she sucked his cock, not a few licks to get him ready but sucked him deep into her mouth bobbing her head while moaning. It was as if she were imagining she was his whore. After that, she wanted to try a series of positions, cowgirl, reverse cowgirl, spooning, side fuck, doggy, and face down. She then did something he'd never seen, she came twice.
"Have you...you know, thought about it?" she asked. "Thought about getting to experience...something new? Try out a different pussy?"
Jack shook his head, "Of course not...OK, maybe thought about it but never came close to acting on it."
Sarah gasped, "I get it... there's something hot about it." Her face was flushed and she was breathing heavily as he pistoned into her sopping pussy. Her huge breasts bounced up and down with each thrust. He hoped he wasn't hurting her, but as she pulled roughly on her nipples he knew she wanted this and more. He pulled out and flipped her over. She always hated it from behind saying it was demeaning and too much like rutting farm animals, but last night that triggered an orgasm for her. "Take it," he growled as he lifted her ass while kneeing her legs apart.
Sarah cried out as she felt her husband's 7" slam into her from behind. She had never felt so vulnerable as she pressed her chest into the bedspread. She never let her husband see her anus but could feel his eyes on her most private parts. "Oooohhh, fuck me," she panted. "Fuck your whore." Then she felt it. His fat thumb pressed against her asshole. No one had ever touched her there. Off-limits never began to describe how she felt about her ass but that just enhanced her arousal. Just as Jack's thumb popped inside her tight ring she exploded. "Fuck!" she cried out as the orgasm ripped through her. "Oooohhh, fuck, fuck, fuck...fuck!" She couldn't believe how incredible it felt to have both her ass and her vagina filled up with fleshy rods. Then as she came down from her powerful release she imagined Jack's cock replacing his thumb and she felt the tingling building up again inside her.
Jack's balls were aching as she felt and watched his wife's reaction to her first ass-play. He thumb-fucked her ass as he tried to hold off cumming but then she cried out again.
Sarah's head swirled as a second orgasm hit her just seconds after the last She cried out just as she heard her husband let out a deep groan. She felt the room spin as she went limp just as she sensed the first load of cum spurt into her pussy. After that last thought, she melted into a series of erotic dreams.
Jack fell to his side, his cock and thumb still buried inside as he emptied his balls into Sarah's tight pussy. When he felt the last spasm he removed his thumb from her ass and held her as he also fell asleep.
Sarah woke first. It looked as if they had slept for over an hour. Her husband's cock was still inside her and he felt almost hard. Then she replayed their love-making session, no not love-making, their fuck session. Jack had never been that rough with her, never fingered her ass, or rather, thumbed her ass. She thought about how she acted, how freeing it felt to not just act like a slut to embrace it, to be a slut. It should have been humiliating but it felt good...really good. Her pussy throbbed and she rocked her pelvis to feel her husband's cock slide into her some more.
Jack dreamt he was fucking an old girlfriend of his and woke up realizing how real it felt. "Oh wow, Sarah." he said groggily, "You want more cock? You didn't have enough?"
"I want as much cock as I can get," she purred, "and my name's not Sarah, it's Candice," she said. "It's your dollar, you can do to me what you want."
Jack felt his cock throb harder as if that were possible, "I want to fuck this tight pussy of yours and then cum down your throat," she growled into her ear.
Sarah moaned, "Yes, baby. Anything you want," she said. "You can even fuck my tight asshole if that's your desire."
Jack moaned hearing his wife say that. His friends told him that nothing compares to tight sphincters gripping their cocks. He reached around to grip Sarah's huge breasts while kissing the back of her neck. "I'd like to, really like to but does it cost extra?" he asked.
Sarah nodded, "Sure, but it's a bargain at $100. My ass is known as the best in the entire city," she purred as she pushed back against him.
Jack pulled out and pressed against her puckered hole.
"Uh, uh. You pay first, remember? And go get some lube," she said quickly. She may be innocent but many of her church friends sure weren't. They eagerly told her how great it was as long as they were fully prepped.
Jack's blood pressure felt like it was going to go through the roof but he played along. He rolled off the bed and trotted into the bathroom to get lube and then his wallet. He pulled out 5 $20s. "Here you go, Candice." Then he pulled out 5 more $20s, "and since you're the best fuck I've ever had, here's a little extra."
Sarah took the bills and got onto her hands and knees. She looked back as her husband scooped up a dollop of gel. She moaned as she felt his finger with the cool grease plunge into her virgin hole. "Sad," she said, "If I'm the best fuck you've ever had, what about your wife?" she asked.
"She's beautiful, has a great body, very nice pussy but she's very religious, very conservative. She wouldn't let me touch her let alone fuck her ass," he said. "A man has needs sometimes," he said, "and she told me once, if I wanted to get anal I should look elsewhere."
Sarah nodded, "Thank God for prudish wives. Otherwise I'd be waiting tables," she said. "OK. You look ready. Fuck my ass, big boy," she panted. She pressed her face into the mattress and closed her eyes as she felt his finger pull out replaced by a spongy yet firm mass. She focused on letting him in and was rewarded by a slight stinging feeling as Jack's cock slid deep into her rectum.
'Oh fuck!' Jack thought as she felt the tight ring grip his cock like nothing he had ever felt. He wondered if Sarah was OK with it as he had heard it could hurt but she was softly grunting as he pushed into her. He could see the side of her face as her right cheek was pressed against the bed, but her cheek was red, her mouth was open, and she was panting in sync with him fucking her ass. He could feel her hand playing with her pussy as he fucked her gripping asshole. Another new thing. Srarh had never once touched herself when making love and he wondered if she had ever touched herself for pleasure. But here she was, rapidly frigging her sopping pussy.
Sarah was rubbing her pussy, hard. She wasn't a novice at rubbing one out, but she would never let her husband know about that...at least until now. A whore wouldn't be shy about getting pleasure, pleasuring themselves and she was a whore. She thought about what she was going to tell her friends at the next church council meeting. As she thought about that she remembered Ethel telling her if she ever had a chance to get DPed or spit-roasted, jump all over it. "Two and even three cocks are absolute heaven," she gushed. Sarah had to Google these terms and learned about those along with 'being made airtight.' She made sure to clear her browsing history, take care of her urges, and change her panties before Jack got back from another of his trips.
Jack was amazed at the transformation in his wife. Maybe he should bring her on all his work trips. Her grunting was getting deeper and louder and he wondered how soundproof the walls were. Then she let out a deep grunt and came. He ground hard against her ass as she pushed back against him.
Sarah had never cum as hard as she had last night but this seemed to top even that. Having a cock in her ass enhanced the entire love-making experience. Then she rethought the term...fucking experience. This was as far removed from love-making as sex could get. She roused herself and looked back at her husband. "OK, baby, cum for me. Cum in my ass."
Jack felt the aching in his balls increase and he panted, "I guess I can't cum in your mouth after this."
Sarah thought a second and shrugged her shoulders, "If you clean up, sure. I'm your whore and you can have anything since you paid for it." She looked at the clock, "But you better hurry. You have just ten minutes."
Jack smiled, 'She's playing this to the hilt. Speaking of the hilt, I need to bury my cock to the hilt in her throat,' he chuckled to himself as he pulled his cock from her ass. He admired her gaping hole as it slowly closed before heading to the bathroom.
Sarah rolled over and waited as she heard the sounds of splashing water. She had never let any guy cum in her mouth but how bad could it be? 'I'll bet whores prefer this over in their pussies or ass as it has to be easier to clean up,' she thought. She heard the water turn off and soon Jack came back out, his cock looking a bit limp.
"Oh, baby. Let me get you nice and hard again," she said as he lay next to her. She gently licked his cock before taking his balls in her mouth while stroking the flaccid shaft. Then she had a thought and licked the underside of his scrotum to his perineum. That got him hard! Within seconds of exploring the hairy strip between his balls and his anus, his cock sprang to full tumescence. She stroked him more rapidly as she explored farther down to his anus.
Jack let out a groan as his wife surprised him even further. No one ever had licked his asshole and now his whore wife was doing just that. The aching returned and was rapidly increasing so he grunted that he was about to cum.
Sarah took her tongue out of her husband's asshole and clamped her mouth on his cock. She did the best she could at taking him down her throat but she needed to work on that if she was going to be a skilled whore. It didn't matter that she could take only half his 7" as she let out a guttural grunt as a hot tangy jet splashed against the back of her throat. She captured all his cum and when he was done, she ran her tongue up the underside of the shaft to get the remainder.
Jack was feeling great after the most erotic sexual experience of his life. His wife/whore had intriguingly satisfied him. He lay limply on the bed as his wife opened her mouth, cum pooled on her tongue before making a show of swallowing. He almost came again watching that. "Holy crap! I don't think I could love you more," he sighed.
"Babe, that was a freebee. Normally I charge another hundred to swallow but seeing as your frigid wife would never do that..." she said before rolling off the bed.
Jack lay back in a daze. This was so surreal he was still processing the transformation in his wife. While not frigid she certainly wasn't adventurous. The few times he hinted another man was interested in her she shut that train of thought down quickly. Was this because it was Vegas?
The next morning, Sarah was back to her normal self. Blue jeans, a turtleneck, and a cardigan sweater. No one could tell she had the body of a Penthouse Pet. Jack still felt surprised every time she undressed, revealing 34DDs, a narrow waist, flared hips, and tight ass cheeks. He hated the word frumpy but that was the best way to describe her normal attire. They finished breakfast, Sarah kissed him and wished him a good day.
That day, Sarah found a show that looked interesting and surprised Jack with tickets when he got back to the hotel. "Now you can say you've taken in a show," she smiled as she held them out. "I'm going to change, we can get dinner on the way." She headed to the bedroom leaving her husband standing there.
"Amazing. I've been told this guy sells out in minutes." Donald Donaldson was the top comedian and top performer in Vegas, and of all the shows this was the one that he most wanted to see. He'd tuned into his TV specials, watched videos, and laughed every time.
He heard Sarah humming in the next room and thought what she had on looked great so she must have picked up a new outfit. He had the thought that she would actually show some leg or cleavage, or, God forbid! Both. He gasped when she stepped out and did a little twirl. To say exposed leg and cleavage was an understatement. If she bent over even a few degrees he'd be able to see her panties. And if she took the stairs too quickly, the whole city would get to see the world's most spectacular breasts.
"Damn, babe. You look...we can skip dinner and the show," he said as she came over. He pulled her close and when he cupped her ass he gasped. Not even a thong, though he was sure she never owned anything but granny panties. His hand explored higher and he looked wide-eyed at his wife. "OK, who are you?"
Sarah giggled, "Candice. Tonight, I'm your whore to do with as you like."
They headed for a quick dinner before climbing into the Uber to head over to the site of the show. Jack was sure the driver had angled his rearview mirror down to check Sarah out. He was surprised he didn't mind and thought about hitting the dome light for some made-up reason.
When he asked her how she was able to get these tickets, all she said was that she had something that the Concierge wanted.
The tickets were great. He thought they would be in the back but they were in row 15 in the center. They sat looking around. Jack was impressed with the acoustics as the conversations were fairly muffled, but most of his attention was on Sarah's impressive cleavage. Even though he'd seen her naked hundreds of times, he'd never seen her like this. He kept checking her plump mounds to see if her pale pink nipples were showing. Then he wanted to see if he could see her fiery red pubic hair her dress was so short. What inspired her to dress like this? It was as far from her Sunday School teacher look that he had to keep reminding himself who she was.
Sarah was having trouble with this dress. Perhaps had this been anything close to her normal attire she'd be comfortable in it. She saw this at the store and when she tried it on her first thought was to take it off...but then she imagined Jack's reaction and she wouldn't be the one to take it off. In the Uber, she had to pull up the top when she saw the driver's eyes on her chest. When she sat, she had to be careful not to show everyone her pussy.
Neither paid attention to the man who sat next to Sarah because the lights dimmed and the emcee came out.
Donald Donaldson was as hilarious as advertised but halfway through their focus shifted. Jack was stroking Sarah's thigh, getting higher and higher as the show progressed. 20 minutes in, he found her trimmed pussy, and rather than pull his hand out, she parted her legs.
Sarah closed her eyes as she felt her husband's finger gently slide inside. She was getting aroused, perhaps more aroused than the night before. This was in public and even with the loud laughter, she suspected those around would know if she came. Her usual prudish inner voice was silent this time as she opened her legs a bit wider.
Jack's finger was slick with juice when he felt a second hand against his knuckles. The man to Sarah's right was exploring her inner thigh and rather than slap his hand away, Sarah opened her legs more while pulling up on her dress exposing her red bush and swollen lips.
Sarah slid down allowing more of her crotch to be exposed and as she did that, Jack pulled away allowing the man to have access to her pussy.
Jack was amazed, aroused, stunned...a lot of things but not jealous. He was fascinated as Sarah's legs draped over the man's thigh and missed most of the show as he watched his wife cum three times before the curtain came down. At one point, she even allowed the stranger to pull down her top and explore her huge right-tit. Then. she reached over and stroked the front of the stranger's pants. He couldn't tell but it looked as if she got him off without even pulling out his cock.
They didn't say much to each other on the ride home...what would they talk about in front of the driver? "Hey honey, did you like the man's fat fingers inside your cunt? Wow! He sure liked your tit. Did he actually pull your nipple out a full inch? Did it hurt or did you like that? Why didn't you pull his cock out to jerk him off? His pants must be a mess right now. What was on the slip of paper he gave you?"



They got to the room and those questions went unanswered as they both tore their clothes off and were fucking within 30 seconds of entering their room. This was Sarah, not Candice but not the Sarah he'd been married to got 5 years. She took charge as she pulled him onto the bed between her legs. She guided his hard cock inside her, "Fuck me. Fuck me hard," she panted.
He hadn't been inside her for even a minute when she came. Then as they rolled over she bounced on his cock as if riding a bronco. Jack was grabbing onto her flopping breasts as she came a second time.
Sarah's head was spinning as the orgasm ripped through her. She had never felt carnal urges like she did now, or rather since Jack first touched her at the show. Then she came in public when the stranger's fingers pushed deep inside her over and over. And it wasn't just once, it was three times. She thought about the note and pulled Jack's hand off her right breast and guided his fingers to her ass. When he pushed his middle finger inside her she came yet a third time. That made it her 6th orgasm in 3 hours. Prior to their visit to Vegas, 6 orgasms would have been 3 weeks worth.
Jack's balls were aching as Sarah fell on top of him gasping. He could feel his finger pumping her asshole against his cock and as he imagined it was the stranger's huge erection he exploded.
The couple gasped and writhed as their sweaty bodies slid against each other.
They finally separated and flopped onto their backs. Jack was panting and looking at the ceiling, "Holy fuck! That was amazing," he panted. His cock was bruised at the base where Sarah's pussy ground against him, his balls ached from the buildup and release. Then he sighed, "I'm not jealous but I was amazed you let a total stranger feel you up."
Sarah looked over, "I didn't let him. I invited him. I saw him looking at your hand so I pulled my dress up so he could see more. His eyes got huge when he saw my pussy. Then I'm the one who pulled his hand onto my thigh. I hope you aren't pissed," she said.
Jack felt his cock throb back to life, "Wow! Who are you and what have you done with my God-Fearing Christian uptight prudish wife?" he asked softly.
Sarah looked over, "I know you're joking but that was me. I've been walking the city and seeing things that made me realize God created everything. To say this creation or that creation is right or wrong is a sin or wrong is an insult to Him," she said softly. "I'd like to embrace life, I know it sounds like a cliche, but I'd like to embrace life to its fullest."
Jack grinned, "You'll hear no argument from me," he said as he stroked his cock.
Sarah chuckled, "I see you like sloppy seconds. Putting your cock into my tight hole after it was used by another man's fingers." She crawled down and licked her drying fluids off his cock before engulfing the fleshy shaft with her mouth. This would have repulsed her prior to the past few days but the thought of tasting her own secretions made her pussy throb. She sucked more and more of her husband's cock into her throat until she beat the persistent gag reflex. She felt a surge of pride as she pressed her lips hard against his pubes.
'Holy fuck!' Jack thought again. That phrase popped into his head over and over. Bringing Sarah to Vegas was the best decision he'd ever made. Back home, she had licked his cock, sucked on the head, and perhaps took a couple of inches into her mouth. But then it was 'lie back and open her legs' and let him screw her until they both came.
Sarah thought about letting him cum down her throat but that could wait. She let him get close as she plunged her mouth onto his pubes for a couple of minutes and then pulled off. "Be right back," she said to the stunned man. She came back holding a tub of Vaseline. "I want to you fuck my ass again. I liked it last night," she said.
Jack wondered if she liked it. She did cum but was that despite the discomfort or was it truly arousing? Now he knew.
Sarah let Jack prepare them both as she pressed her chest into the bedcover. She had been thinking all day about how incredible a cock in her ass felt when she orgasmed. "That's it, baby, fuck my slutty ass, fuck me like you own me," she panted. "Yessss, oooohhhh fuck!" she panted as Jack's cock popped inside her. Her friends exaggerated. It barely stung. They must all be more tight-assed than she was.
Jach gripped those creamy cheeks as he plunged his cock into her ass. He started slow but as she pushed back he began slamming into her rectum. Sarah was roughly frigging her sloppy pussy as he pistoned into her ass.
Sarah felt the welcome tingling begin and the words on the slip of paper entered her mind, she exploded.
Jack could feel his wife's sphincter clench around his cock and even though he slowed down his fucking it did no good. Again, they had almost simultaneous orgasms.
They flopped onto their sides panting as if they'd just run a couple of miles. After showering, they crawled into bed. Jack had to know, "What did the note say? The one the man slipped you?" he asked.
Sarah sighed, "I guess I should tell you." She rolled off the bed and pulled the piece of paper out of her clutch. She handed it to him.
Jack read it and chuckled, "This is a joke, right?" There was a simple sentence and a phone number. The line read, "9 3/4, not just a number from a Harry Potter fantasy book."
Sarah shook her head, "I could tell even through his pants that he was pretty huge," she said softly, "I didn't want you to see that."
"Wow! If he's not lying..." he sighed as he felt his 6 1/2" penis lying on his thigh. "Are you going to call him?" he asked.
Sarah shook her head, "No way, anyhow his area code is San Diego. That's on the other side of the country."
Jack laughed, "You were thinking about it. You wondered how close to Chicago he was, weren't you?"
Sarah sighed, "OK. Curious but that was all. I was just curious where 619 was...it sounded dirty," she chuckled. "Like a threesome."
Jack laughed and pulled his naked wife close, "I like this new you. If you feel like satisfying more of your curiosities I won't argue."
The next morning neither spoke of the events of the night before. It was business as usual. When they finished, Jack sighed and said, "I should get over to New York. I have an appointment in 30 minutes."
"I'm going to the Venetian to spend whatever money you make this trip," she smiled. "I heard the shops there are the best."
"Have fun, see you at 6 at the Lily?" he asked before kissing her back and heading out.
Jack had three appointments but arranged to meet at the hotel bar for a drink before dinner. His jobs were simple but took longer as he replayed the amazing transformation in his chaste wife. He had suggested variety in the bedroom a few times and was shot down quickly. What came over Sarah here was incredible...not that he was complaining.
He finished the last job at the Wynn and headed to the Bellagio Lily Bar. It was his favorite as the seating and atmosphere were just how he liked them. He looked around and didn't see Sarah. He was 10 minutes late and if there was one thing Sarah prided herself on it was promptness. He sat in one of the lounge chairs so he could have a good view of the main entrance. He was replaying the incredibly erotic events of the previous night wondering if tonight could match that. He then wondered if Sarah might have second thoughts regarding her opening up.
"Can I get you anything?" the cute blonde waitress asked.
"Please, single malt, Isley if you have it. Neat. Thanks," he smiled. He sat back waiting. Perhaps she took her purchases to the room. He looked over to where they saw the two working girls the previous night. Now there was just one. A beautiful blonde was holding a drink talking intimately with an older man in a custom suit. He could see a ring on his finger but that didn't seem to factor in as he leaned into the girl to whisper something. She had on a tight red dress that showed off her incredible ass. Her right leg was fully exposed as the slit in the dress came almost to her right hip. The man slid his hand up the blonde's leg which in normal circumstances would elicit a sharp slap but was seemingly welcome in this case.
He looked up as the girl brought his drink. "Here you are, sir. Lagavulin 16, my personal favorite."
Jack looked up at the girl. "Mine too. Thanks, great choice." He glanced at the hooker wishing he could see her face...her breasts. "I'm surprised to see...I mean, I assume she's..."
The waitress glanced over, "I assume also but," she looked around, "the normal undercover guys didn't come in tonight. I think it's because of the fight over at the Palace. I've never seen her before. She should be over at the Palace if you want my opinion. That's where the money is," she said.
Jack looked back at the entrance and then at his watch. He decided to call. She had to be delayed...this was not like her. He pressed the phone icon next to her name and a couple of seconds later heard the ringtone. He jerked his head over as the hooker reached into her bag and checked her phone. She pressed a button before putting it back. As she did that, Jack heard the message that 'Sarah Morrow is unavailable, if you would like to leave a message..."
'Shit! That's Sarah!' he thought. 'What the fuck???' He was torn. Part of him wanted to yank her away from the guy. Part of him wanted to see if this was just a game and she'd find a way to lose the guy and then she'd call him and they'd go back to the room and fuck. Another part, a bigger part, wanted her to leave with the guy. He wondered if she had to balls to do that. He crossed his legs as his cock sprang to life.
The man paid the bar tab and asked Sarah something. She had turned to face him and Jack now recognized her. She smiled and nodded as she fingered the hem of the dress on her full breasts. Her nipples poked out a good half-inch. Then as the man looked down at her and said something, she laughed and flicked her thumbs over her hard nubs. Jack almost fainted when she slid off the barstool and opened her legs. It was shocking enough that she wasn't wearing panties but truly amazing that she had to have shaved.
Any normal husband would have rushed over and punched the man and pulled his wife away demanding to tell him what the fuck she was doing. He'd always considered himself a normal man but his hard member straining the front of his khakis would have been a major embarrassment if he did confront her. Then he knew what he wanted. He wanted Sarah to do this. Then he realized he was frustrated and not because his wife was going to fuck another man but because he wasn't going to be there to see it. He wanted to watch. He wanted to see her naked body being used by this perfect stranger.
Just as the couple disappeared around the corner heading to the elevators the waitress came back, "Another?" she asked, "You must have had a tough day," she smiled. "Waiting for someone?"
Jack laughed, "Yes...no. Wife. She's not coming." Then he chuckled as he realized the double-entendre. "Tough day? No, not really...just a strange one. Please, another would be great." When the girl went to get the drink he sat back and imagined what Sarah was doing at that moment. Did the man have her pinned to the elevator wall, his hard cock pressed against her bare pussy? Was she on her knees taking his huge cock in her mouth? Did he have a huge cock? He looked like the type...though he had no idea what type that was. He looked at his watch. She'd be back in a little over an hour if she's playing this to the hilt.
Sarah was on her knees in the elevator. She'd been with just one man in her life as she'd saved herself for marriage. Last month, at the Church Women's Luncheon she was talking to her friends. All laughed off saving oneself for marriage. "Bad enough you're stuck with one man for the rest of your life, now you can't even recall the variety of cocks and lovers who came before." That got her thinking and when she saw the hookers it made her feel what she missed out on. She didn't wait for Bob...at least that was the name he gave...to push her to her knees. As soon as the doors closed she dropped to the floor and pulled out his cock. Uncircumcised! She'd always wondered what one looked like...felt like.
Bob grinned down at the whore kneeling on the floor. $750. She had no idea how she was underselling herself. Just last week he paid $1,500 for a woman who had fake tits and refused anal. He was getting the entire package with the hottest slut he'd been with. He pushed the straps off her shoulders and groaned as he saw the most perfect tits he'd ever seen. She was taking half his cock into her throat while pumping his fist. She might have received a huge load of cum had the ding sounded as they hit the 22nd floor.
Sarah popped the cock out of her mouth. She stroked him before reluctantly letting him tuck himself back into his pants. Luckily, no one was waiting for the elevator as she pulled the top back up. She felt his large hand on her ass as she was led to a door at the end of the hallway. Nice, a suite This man had money.
Jack wanted to pull out his cock as image after image flew through his head. Sarah was on her knees on the bed, ass thrust in the air. The man was pistoning in and out of her sloshing pussy. Sarah was spearding her ass cheeks inviting him inside her anus. He looked at the front of his pants and tried to think of anything else...as if there were anything else to think about. He had a large dark wet stain that would keep him in his seat for at least another hour.
Sarah was on her knees, but straddling Bob's left leg as she worked up to deep-throating him. His large hand was mauling her left breast as she slurped on his cock. She hadn't agreed to around the world with Jack but he'd never given her $750 either. $750 for an hour's work...work? For an hour of pleasure. Amazing. Sarah had been doing research most of the afternoon. She just started out wondering what would prostitutes do for money. What is 'around the world?' At first, she found the entire act repulsive but then as she thought about it it sounded fun and safe as long as her client used condoms.
She went shopping and not only picked up a few sexy dresses but also basic supplies. She planned on getting to The Lily 15 minutes early and when Jack came she'd act as if she had no idea who he was and let him take her to his room. Then, when she entered the bar she stopped and looked around for her husband. This cute waitress came over and smiled at her, "It's safe. All the undercover guys are over at the fight," she said. Sarah suddenly realized she could have been arrested and was grateful, so she thanked the girl while handing her a 20.
She sat at the bar and ordered a drink but before she could pay, a man reached around her holding out a credit card.
"I got this," he said, "Mind if I join you?"
"Sure, it's a free country," she smiled, "Candice," she said as she faced him.
"Bob," he said, "I've never seen you around here before," he said.
"I like to move around," Sarah said. "I do like this bar though, it has a nice ambiance."
Bob smiled as he scanned her figure, "Very nice ambiance. Thank you," he said as the drinks arrived, "What do you do?" he asked.
"Customer service," she said, "I'm on vacation. You? Not a cop I hope," she said with a smile, "My ex is a cop."
Bob shook his head, "Management. I'm a lot more boring than a cop."
Sarah noticed Jack come in but he didn't recognize her. She assumed he would eventually and they'd interrupt this charade and laugh it off. Then as she and Bob talked she saw Jack had realized she was there but rather than coming over, he was sitting back as if wanting to see what she would do.
"I have a very nice bottle of Cab in my room," Bob said, "Since you like a good red."
Sarah smiled, "It's intriguing. I do like relaxing with a nice glass of wine." she glanced over and Jack was crossing his legs in a vain attempt to hide his erection. He wanted her to go to this man's room. She looked at Bob, "I'm free for the next hour for 750," she said softly.
"Sounds perfect," Bob smiled as he admired her amazing body. Would she be as incredible looking naked as she looks to be? "I like your dress, it does your figure justice," he smiled.
Sarah giggled, "maybe too much," she said as she thumbed her erect nipples. "They sure keep the A/C on high here," she said. With that, it was done. What was to be a game benefiting Jack became more...a lot more.
Sarah was able to bury her mouth against Bob's cock even though his was a good inch longer than Jack's. She could taste his manliness if that was an actual taste but it was powerful.
Bob wanted to fuck this woman and play with her tits, so he pulled her up. As much as he loved his whore's compliance, he hated that they never kissed. There was something about swapping spit while swapping other bodily fluids he loved but then again, his wife had almost no tits, hated tasting cock, and wouldn't let him near her ass. He'd take getting access to a nice tight asshole over kissing any day. Then the blonde...what was her name? Candice! She looked like a Candice or a Candy.
Sarah grabbed her clutch and pulled out a pack of condoms. She pushed Bob onto his back, tore the packet open with her teeth, and pulled out the rubber. As she rolled it on she decided she should learn how to put one on with her mouth. But she smoothly rolled the protection on before climbing onto the man's body.
Candice straddled his waist and lowered herself onto his cock. "Fuck! So fucking tight," he groaned. As she began bouncing on his cock he grabbed those huge tits. Her tits were as large as his wife's ass cheeks, he swore. The woman was into this, which he liked. So many whores acted either bored as if waiting for him to finish or over-emoted which was worse. Candice was letting out soft mews each time she bottomed out. She was either an incredible actress or a slut at heart. None of that mattered too much as what he liked was her wonderfully tight cunt.
Sarah felt a man's hands on her tits, hands other than her husband's for the first time ever, first stranger's cock, first stranger in her pussy...a lot of firsts. Bob's hands moved down to grab her ass and she let him set the rhythm. She then squealed as he rolled her onto her back and proceeded to fuck her hard.
Bob was mesmerized by Candice's huge breasts flopping with each thrust. He loved blondes with their pale pink nipples and this babe had huge areolas with erect nipples. As he plunged his cock into the woman's tight pussy he could see a rosy flush start in her cheeks, to her neck, and onto her chest. She was mewing more loudly and her cries were getting more guttural.
Sarah assumed she wouldn't be able to cum but she could feel the man's passion, his lust for her body, and felt the intriguing tingling building up. She pulled on her nipples wanting to enhance the feelings bringing her closer and closer.
Bob changed his thrust angle as he watched the whore pull on her nipples. He loved it when the sluts came on his cock and they weren't faking it. He ground hard against her clit as she cried out she was cumming. He needed to stop fucking her as he felt the unwelcome aching in his balls startup. He had a half hour and wanted to use as much of the hour fucking her as possible.
Sarah felt the wonderful orgasmic waves pulse through her. She felt embarrassed as most of her research indicated that orgasms are best avoided as they reduce the whore's stamina...on the other hand, she hadn't planned on being a working girl with a dozen clients in a day.
When the woman's orgasm faded and she returned to looking up at him, he pulled out. He flipped her over and lifted her ass. He lined up his cock and drove back into her pussy. "You really are an eager slut, aren't you? This is not just a job for you but a passion," he said as he leaned over her back.



"Yes, yesss," Sarah sighed, "I'm a slut. I love cock. I love your cock...feels so good," she panted.
Bob smiled hearing sincerity in her voice. She did love his cock and wasn't just saying that. He loved her pussy, loved looking down at her ass. As she thrust her ass back at him, her puckered hole beckoned. He pulled out and sat on his heels, "I'd like to fuck your ass now," he said.
Sarah rolled over, grabbed the lube from her clutch, and squeezed some onto her hand. She stroked the glob onto the man's cock and when she felt satisfied, she took another glob and plunged it into her ass. Then she looked at the man, "How would you like me?"
Bob climbed off the bed and pulled the woman to her feet. He pulled her over so she was bent over the bed.
Jack was on his third scotch. 20 minutes before the hour was up...or did Sarah know most sessions were for 1 hour. His cock had settled down to an aching semi-flaccid state. He'd played out at least 30 different scenarios in his head. The waitress had sat and talked to him for a while, letting him know she was off at 9. He smiled and told her if he was still around, perhaps she'd like to walk the strip and talk.
She chuckled and suggested her apartment. "I assume your wife is otherwise busy?" she asked.
Jack laughed, "You could say that. I assumed she'd be meeting me but something came up."
Sarah had her hands on the bed, legs apart feeling the man's huge cock plunge into her ass. Unlike when Jack fucked her ass, she didn't play with herself. She was aware of how much heavier and lower the man's ballsack was as he slapped against her pussy. She wondered at the man's stamina as Jack would have cum by now. As she was thinking this, Bob extracted his cock from her ass. He turned her and pushed her to her knees.
Sarah pulled off the condom and reached for the packet she had staged.
"Wait, I'll pay you another $100 if I can cum in your mouth. $250 if you swallow but I want to feel your mouth on my cock.
Sarah looked up at the man, "Should I worry?" she asked as she stroked his cock.
"No. I've always been careful until now. You?"
Sarah shook her head, "We are careful and get tested constantly," she lied. "OK, I'll swallow. I don't mind the taste." She wrapped her lips around the fat shaft after glancing at the clock. 'Five minutes...what do I do if time runs out?' she wondered.
She needn't have worried. Bob grabbed the woman's hair and proceeded to fuck her mouth. Within a couple of minutes, he groaned and pressed his hips into her face as he felt the first intense spasm jet cum into her throat.
Sarah swallowed the tangy cream and when the man let out a final groan, she sucked the dregs from his cock before sitting back on her heels, looking up at the tall man. "I hope you're satisfied with my customer service skills," she smiled.
Bob took her hand and lifted her to her feet, "You have no idea. You are the best fuck I've ever had. Not a complaint about anything," he said. "The bathroom is right there," he nodded toward the door.
When Sarah came out, Bob was wearing a robe. "I'm here until Friday. Can I engage your services every night, say 7 to 8?"
Sarah hesitated, "Um, I'd have to check my calendar, but..."
"I'll pay you $1,500 each night. Cancel or reschedule your other clients...please?" he asked.
Sarah smiled, "Since you said please," she said as she picked up her dress. She had another thing to explain to Jack...that she'd be whoring herself out for the next 4 nights.
She was in a daze wondering how Jack would react when she got back to the bar. She could tell by the looks on the elevator that people knew what she had just done as they moved to the other side of the cab as if she had a disease. She wanted to laugh and tell them that sluttiness isn't catching.
Jack looked at his watch. '1 hour 15 minutes. That's about right,' he thought. He thought that she would come over to his table but she acted as if she didn't know him. She wanted to continue the game. He acted oblivious for a few minutes before draining her third scotch. He started to get up when a tall black man came over signalling to the bartender.
Jack stopped as Sarah smiled at the man, thanking him as she ordered another glass of wine. Jack was frozen but wanted to see what exactly was going on so he went over to the couple, "Excuse me...do we know each other?" he asked.
The man had an irritated look on his face, "Not cool, man. Can't you see I'm talking to the lady?"
Jack put up his hands, "Sorry, I just thought...never mind. She could be her sister but..." he stammered before heading back to his table.
Jack ordered another scotch as the couple headed to the elevator. An hour and 20 minutes later, Sarah came down looking exhausted. He saw the waitress was taking off his apron and felt a small amount of regret. Just as he stood, two men came over to Sarah and after what looked to be a negotiation, she left arm in arm with both.
"So...your wife still occupied?" the waitress asked.
Jack chuckled, "Seems like when she finishes one thing, two pop up. I'd love to walk the strip with you unless you'd like to get off your feet?" he said.
"You read my mind," the girl said, "Julie. And you're...?"
"Jack. Jack Morrow," he said. "Where would you suggest?"
"I have a place across the way," Julie said. "I have scotch though I think you've had enough."
When Jack got back to their room at 6 AM, Sarah still hadn't returned. He was starting to get worried but within 5 minutes, he heard the door open. She looked as if she'd run a marathon. Her hair was a mess. Her wrinkled dress had tears in it and she was carrying her heels.
Sarah stopped and looked at her husband, "Fuck! I'm so sorry...it was supposed to be a game or a joke," she started.
"I saw. It was hot but you must be exhausted," he said. Have you eaten anything?" he asked.
Sarah shook her head and started crying, "I thought you'd pick me up but that guy came over and you were late..."
"I saw. Did you...work all night?" he asked.
Sarah wiped her eyes, "All night. I've had no food, it was...I lost count of the men," she said. She reached into her clutch and pulled out wads of hundreds, "I thought telling the guys I took only cash might...oh fuck! I'm tired," she said.
Jack helped his wife undress and get into the shower. He helped her into bed. He expected her body to be covered in hickeys or hand prints but she looked normal. She was fast asleep before he finished tucking her in.
When he arrived back after his appointments, Sarah was sitting up in bed. "Good evening lady of the night. Shouldn't you be getting ready for your next client?" he joked.
Sarah sighed, "We need to talk."
Jack's smile faded and he sat on the bed. Sarah went on to explain how it started and how men kept approaching her. Apparently, she picked the exact wrong night to be play-acting a whore as all the working girls were over where the fight was happening. She was the only girl who was available for hire at this site and men were lining up. She looked at her husband with worry on her face, "Are you pissed? I mean, if you want to divorce me I won't fight it. I'll get my own place...you can have the house," she said with a quavering voice.
Jack pulled his wife close, "Never. I thought it was hot. My first thought was that you were going to reveal your game but then I was rooting for you to let yourself go. When you did I don't think I've ever been harder in my life. I know you wanted it to stop after the first guy but then there was the black guy and two men...what happened after that?" he asked.
"Tom and Tim... I know, fake names. All the guys were Bob, Jim, Tom, Tim, Bill, Frank...you get it. Anyhow, Tom and Tim DPed me and called their colleagues. That went on for 4 or 5 hours and then when I was coming back here, I assume a concierge or someone stopped me. He asked me if I could do him a huge favor as he had a client in the Presidential Suite who needed a massage...he was tight," she sighed. That was the last two hours." She brightened up, "$3,000 for that session." She leaned over and grabbed the 100s and handed them to her husband.
Jack counted the bills and gasped, "Fuck me. What are you doing in bed? Get out there," he mock ordered. "$12,000!" Then he hugged his wife, "Look. I don't care about the money. What I care about is you. Aware you OK? Did any of them hurt you?" he asked. He tossed the wad onto the bedside table.
Sarah shook her head, "No. Nothing like that. They were all really nice, rough but nice. They treated me like...a whore but in a good way if that makes sense."
Jack nodded, "Like when we had sex the other night. It was rough, fun but I hope I didn't hurt you." He looked down at his feet, "I can't take the moral high ground either. When you headed out with the two men, I might have picked up the barmaid and spent the night with her," he said softly.
"The cute blonde?" Sarah asked, "I liked her. She's a sweetheart. I'm so happy for you. I worried all night that you'd be stewing here in the room. How was it? Is she a good lay?" she asked.
Jack shook his head, "Wow! Not the reaction I expected. I thought you'd be pissed. It..she was great. I was almost able to forget what you were doing," he said softly. He looked at the clock, "We should get some food. I made reservations for 7 downstairs."
Sarah had a sudden look of horror, "Oh fuck! I forgot...totally forgot!" She looked in horror at her husband as she rolled out of bed. "I have to clean up. I have a 7 o'clock appointment with Bob all week. I have no idea what I was thinking," she cried as she dashed into the bathroom.
Jack sat and watched as his wife got ready to meet up with another man to have sex. When she was ready, this time in a shimmering silver dress that showed all of her spectacular curves he kissed her. "I changed the reservation for 8:30 downstairs. Have fun," he said.
Sarah had no problem being on time as all she needed to do was go up 2 floors so she kissed her husband and headed off to meet with Bob.
Jack went down to the bar and as he sat he heard her voice, "Something popped up for the wife again? I think you made her up to get into my pants," the blonde joked.
Jack grinned, "Before we head home, I'll make sure you get to meet her. You'd like her. Last night was...well, really unexpected and you'll never know how welcome it was."
"Janine...I suppose I should have told you my name before now," she chuckled, "Welcome was the word I was thinking when I felt you inside me last night. Any woman who leaves you alone is a fool. Damn! 4 times. You got me off 4 times," she said. "Scotch? They're on me."
This became a routine until Friday evening. Jack was flirting with Janine when Sarah came down from her final meeting with Bob. She looked incredible in her aqua satin dress. She put a hand on her husband's shoulder and turned her head when he instinctively tried to kiss her. "You may want to wait until I brush my teeth and use mouthwash," she apologized. She looked up as Janine came over.
The waitress stopped and gasped, "This is your wife? She was here the other night and..."
Jack stood and indicated a seat, "Take a load off. This might be a long story. Can you quit 20 minutes early?"
Janine listened to the entire story with a smile growing on her lips. "And you couldn't just tell them what this was all about?" she asked in wonder. "Honestly? I've been propositioned...maybe as often as I've taken drink orders but could never do what you did. I'm so impressed."
Sarah liked his girl, "I want to thank you for taking care of Jack while I..."
"...took care of your Johns," the girl giggled.
"Of all the fake names, not one said their name was John," Sarah mused." She thought about Bob's real name. Samual Targeson. He made her an amazing offer before they parted. He told her he had a 2,800 sq. ft. apartment in The City. He offered to put her up there with a $ 2,500-a-week allowance if she'd come back with him. He told her his wife had no issues with him keeping a mistress as she was often too busy to take care of his needs. If she were a single girl that might have been tempting...as a married woman it was still tempting. She didn't say yes... She had his number...along with Mr. Track 9 3/4s.
That night, they took Janine out to dinner and the following morning, breakfast. Whenever Jack and Sarah were in Vegas, they hooked up with the beautiful blonde.
The following week, Laura groaned as she came to the front door of the animal shelter. The Paws That Refresh no-kill shelter often had boxes of unwanted kittens left by the front door. Sometimes they were frozen to death, and sometimes they were starving but regardless, receiving these poor creatures broke the entire staff's hearts. She picked up the box and her heart sank as she felt no life within. She unlocked the door and slowly went to the front counter dreading what she'd find inside. She gasped when she opened the box. There were no dead kittens, no kittens at all, instead, there were stacks of $100 bills.
When Marilyn came in, she stopped as Laura was counting a huge pile of cash. "Where the hell...?"
Laura looked up. "I thought it was another box of kittens but there was no note, just...hang on...". She continued counting. "$25,500! Someone just left 25 thou by the front door!" She held up a note, "Please take this and put it to good use."
They never did find out where the money came from but they found dozens of projects requiring funding within the shelter.
Sarah went on all her husband's trips and I could write a book recounting their erotic adventures, but this story has gone on long enough. I'll let you imagine the fun they had.
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John and Samantha watched the moving van roar off before looking back at their first house. "This is so fucking perfect," Sam sighed, "the lawn, the neighborhood, the kitchen, the pool..." she said.
"The bedroom, the hot tub, the game room," John added. He admired the lawn, the porch, the tall maples...the perfect house.
The young couple had received a loan from Samantha's parents right after they graduated from college and got married. They both found jobs outside the city and this house was just 20 minutes from John's job and 30 from Samantha's.
"Well, we can't use any of those until we finish unpacking," The cute blonde sighed, "We'll use the hot tub as a reward when we are all unpacked."
John thought about the future opportunities with the secluded backyard. No neighbors could see in unless they climbed one of the many trees. They could get naked and do whatever they wanted without worrying. Samantha was not just beautiful with an incredible body, she wanted John to enjoy her body as much as he wanted.
They met in their Freshman year and have been inseparable ever since. Perhaps the one downside was she might be too beautiful. Men were constantly flirting with her, often right in front of John. Long straight golden hair, full breasts, tight muscular abs, tight ass, and long slender, yet muscular legs. All that on a slender, lithe frame. Many times her driver's license was scrutinized when she went into bars.
He hated that he was the jealous type, hated that Sam was overly friendly with the guys, hated the guys didn't try to hide their attempts to seduce her. More than once, he'd almost come to blows with his friends. He wished she weren't so damn friendly or he weren't so damn jealous. College is tough as you see hundreds of people your age. But out here in the country, this should not be an issue. Their neighbors were all in their 50s and 60s. Not a threat to flirt.
It took a week to unpack everything and even so they found time to have sex. Perhaps without the periodic breaks, they could have unpacked in three days but neither complained. Finally, they finished and felt that they could relax.
John came home with takeout and a bottle of wine. "Tonight, we break in the hot tub," he said, "Naked. We can actually get in naked," he smiled. "...and just the two of us." In college, they had a communal hot tub and wanted just once to have sex in it but even though they were often alone, it wasn't the most private place on campus.
They went out to the back patio in their robes and even though they knew no one was around, they still looked around. No one spied on them in the trees. Then, they dropped the robes onto the chairs and climbed in.
"This is incredible," John sighed as he admired Sam's breasts floating in the roiling waters. "No one around, no horny guys putting the moves on you." The night before, they went to try out what looked like the local bar. It reminded John of the pubs he found in England.
Samantha shook her head, "They were just being friendly. You know none of the guys would ever do that to you. I think they were just baiting you because you always bite."
John nodded, "Jim told me the same thing though it seems like they were pretty overt when they thought I wasn't around. Anyhow, water under the bridge, and right now all I want is for you to get on my lap,' he said.
Samantha giggled as she straddled her husband's lap. He was already hard not that that was anything unusual. He was hard against her a half-dozen times a day. She rubbed her pussy against his hard shaft. She loved how huge his cock got, even though it always took a few minutes for her to get used to him stretching her out.
John cupped the perfect tight globes as he kissed his wife. She was rubbing her nipples against his chest while her slick slit was sliding up and down the length of his cock. Damn! He had to be the luckiest man in the world. You can have those cinematic sex stars or the supermodels. Samantha Evers was the hottest, sexiest, most virile woman he'd ever seen and she was eager for his cock..
Sam was feeling electric shocks run from her erect nipples to her throbbing pussy. She often felt that giving a lap dance might be a lot better since John's cock always hurt when he first entered her, and this always felt great.
Samantha was panting into his mouth as she ground onto his cock but he wanted to get inside her. He lifted her up and bent her over the edge of the tun. His favorite view of her. Her ass glowed under the lights and her swollen slit was flared and waiting for his cock. He pressed his plump head against her and pushed. He listened to her deep grunts when he slid inside. It was so primal, so animalistic it sent a rush through him every time he heard her respond.
Samantha groaned as she felt the slight pain as the plump head popped inside her. 'Fuck!" she gasped as he pulled out and pushed in again. With each insertion, the pain faded and the wonderful feeling of being fucked grew. Soon, she was slowly raising and lowering herself fully onto his cock.
For no reason, as she felt John's cock fill her up she thought of the three men who unloaded the moving van. All looked like former NFL players, probably linebackers. As it was a hot day, they didn't wear shirts and their ebony bodies glistened in the sun. Whenever John wasn't around, the men would make lewd suggestions. At first, one of the men commented on how great she looked. When she didn't take offense, the comments became more and more brazen. One of the men even told her that she made him so hard he could carry her to the upstairs bedroom without using his hands. Then she looked at the long snake in his pants before nodding and saying with a smile, "I'll bet you could." Then his buddy grabbed his crotch and added, "If he needs help, I can help out from behind." That thought made everything inside her boil up.
John was pressed against her back groping her huge tits. He had large hands but he couldn't cover more than half of each tit. His wife's grunts were getting deeper in her throat and she thrusting back rapidly. As he pulled on her nipples she cried out she was cumming. She always came and usually fairly quickly but this was almost a record. The record was their first session in the new house. The sound of the moving van was barely gone before he and Sam were naked on the couch in the living room. He couldn't have been inside her for more than 30 seconds before she came. That was when he knew for sure that buying this house was the right move.
Samantha's head was filled with long fat black cocks as she came for a long time grinding her body against John. When she felt the last orgasmic wave fade she wondered where these fantasies about black men came from. She knew tons of blacks in college...was it their sweaty glistening bodies? Their more than suggestive comments? The outlines of their huge cocks? That was it, she thought as she pressed her face into the ledge. John's cock was fat, the thickest she ever had but thick and long? It was just a fantasy but so powerful she could almost feel those men inside her.
John pulled out and turned Samantha around, sitting her on the edge. He slammed his cock back into her pussy and then pressed his mouth onto a fat tit. His thighs plowed through the hot water as he thrust into the small woman's tight pussy. He could hear his wet ballsack slapping against Sam's ass. He felt the aching in his balls increase when his wife let out a gasp.
Just as John slammed once more into her pussy, Samantha had another image of those glistening bodies triggering another orgasm. They held each other as their simultaneous orgasms swept through their bodies.
After they both came, John pulled out and collapsed into the water. Samantha lay back panting. Ever since those movers came to the house, her orgasms were so powerful it was as if they might injure her...but if this is what being injured feels like she might take more risks.
That night, they made love once again and once again, Sam came twice and each time with more graphic images of naked black men. She wished she could tell John about her latest fantasies but knew he'd react by making sure she was shielded from any potential temptations. One time she commented how one of their friends was hot and John started distancing himself from him.
The young couple settled into their new environs, John joining a group that met for golf twice a week, Samantha hitting the local gym three days a week. As a former gymnast, she took pride in her fitness and flexibility. Her career was derailed when she developed her 32DD breasts. Her coach sat her down and told her she should look into cheerleading or something less violent. When he said that, his eyes looked directly at her massive breasts. She couldn't argue. Her floor routine was thrown off as her boobs flopped around, and she swore the judges were so distracted by her chest that they downgraded her scores.
Their work schedule allowed them afternoons as both started early in the day.
"You know, you could come to the gym. You're starting to get a little soft," Samantha said as she patted his stomach.
"'I know. I think it's the beers on the course and after," he sighed, "I'm just 25 and I feel middle-aged. Playing golf and sipping beer with these guys."
Samantha laughed, "We're not there yet. Come with me on Friday. You can meet my workout partners. We push and spot each other. You'd like them," she said. Actually, she prayed that John like them. These guys were smart and funny, and never once made a single suggestive comment. They were becoming friends. She was surprised when John agreed to come.
"You've mentioned Tony, Charles, and David. I would like to meet them," he said, "plus," he patted his stomach, "I need to tackle this before it gets to be too much." He assumed Samantha's workout partners would be middle-aged men attempting to reclaim their tight bodies from their early adolescence.
That Friday, John changed into his workout clothes and saw what Samantha was wearing. 'Holy crap! You wear that every time you work out?" he asked.
Samantha looked down and shook her head. "I have a few different ones. I have to wash them before I can wear them again," she said.
'John shook his head, "I mean...you look almost naked." His wife had on a lavender Lycra body suit and he could see every curve as if she were naked. She wasn't wearing panties or a bra.
Samantha sighed, "Not much different than when I competed. Come on, let's get going. I have an hour-long routine I want to get through."
John had always imagined Samantha was wearing grey sweatpants and a tee shirt over a thick sports bra but this was almost bedroom wear. He really hoped these workout buddies of hers were 50 and 60-year-old men, otherwise...he could feel his pulse quicken as twinges of jealousy hit.
Sam led her husband into the club where she signed him in as a guest.
"Sir? Before you can use any of the equipment we require a quick physical assessment. Can you come with me? Sam, your friends are on the treadmills warming up," the man said as he admired her body. If only every client they had looked even half as good as she did, he thought. "My name's Drew and we'll make sure we get you started off right," he smiled.
John wanted to see Sam's 'friends' but he could hear the treadmills around the corner. He followed the powerfully built man to a room with a variety of equipment. He took off his shirt, which he hated to do since it had been a couple of years since he had much definition.
Drew connected some sensors to him and had him go through a series of low-resistance exercises while checking a monitor against the wall. The entire process took just 15 minutes and when he was done, he was worn out. If he felt like this with just a few easy tasks how would he feel after an hour?
Drew handed him a printout, "OK. Here are a few machines along with weights and reps I recommend. These are starting points and I don't care if the weights seem too light, stay with those for the first couple of weeks. You can increase the weights as you feel you need it. I'm always here for a reassessment so keep that in mind." He pointed to the elliptical, "I recommend starting there."
It was another half hour before John found Samantha. She was bench-pressing 125 lbs. with a tall, very muscular black man spotting her. The man didn't look as though he was ogling his wife's body but there was no avoiding how hot she looked lying on the bench. His crotch was just above her forehead as she flexed her pecs. John hated how long he looked at the mass stretching the lycra shorts. Her legs were spread on the bench and her camel toe was quite pronounced.
Samantha saw her husband just as she strained out one last rep. She sat up massaging her chest muscles and grinned when she saw John walk over. "Hey Babe!" she said as she stood up. "Charles, this is my husband! Normally, he's out on the golf course but I think he'll be joining us regularly."
Charles had a wide toothy smile as he put out his hand, "Welcome. The more the merrier. Your wife talks about you all the time. You really rebuilt a 63 Vette? The split window? Man, you're my hero."
At first, John was pissed that Sam had latched onto a great-looking fit partner but if she were talking about him that had to be a good sign. "Yes. My dad's and he kept it in mothballs but I had to completely rebuild the engine." He looked at his wife, "we'll have to drive it here next time. You can take it out," he said. He looked around, "Where are Tony and David?"
Charles looked over his shoulder, "Working on their abs. Come on, I'll introduce you."
As he turned away, John looked again at the long snake running under the Lycra shorts. He looked at Sam who also checked him out before looking up quickly. This explains a lot. Every night after Samantha works out, they have sex more and she has multiple orgasms. The other nights, she's quieter and cums just once. Does she have fantasies about black men? Black cock? Or, are these more than fantasies?
He numbly followed Charles and Sam around a few machines until they saw two black men, one doing sit-ups with what looked to be a 50 lb. weight on his chest, and the other spotting him.
"Guys. This here is Sam's husband. Too bad you're being a pussy with such a small weight," he said with a smile. "This guy is Tony," Charles indicated the tall man spotting. He indicated the muscular man straining to do one more sit-up, "this is David. Come on, man. You can do another," he urged.
David groaned and John could see the veins bulge in the man's neck and temples as he grunted loudly. He didn't give up and was able to do one more. As soon as he sat up, Tony pulled the heavy weight off his chest. John's ribs would have been crushed under the weight but David grabbed it effortlessly before putting on the rack.
The two men came over, putting out their hands. "Any husband of Sam's a friend of ours," David said.
Tony's hand engulfed John's but didn't use much force, "You really rebuilt a Stingray? Classic...man, I'm envious...well, even without the car, I'm envious," he grinned as he looked at Samantha.
John watched the foursome as they went to various machines with weights that would kill John. He excused himself and went over to the machines that Drew suggested. He was warring with himself over whether to join the club and get himself back in shape. The problem was that he'd never be at the same level as Samantha's friends but on the other hand, he did need to get himself back in shape.
When the group finished, they found John doing his leg presses. No one commented on how few plates there were but instead asked if he wanted to be spotted. He wanted to hate these guys but they were friendly, helpful, and non-judgemental. When he finished, his legs felt wobbly but tried to hide it.
"Sam, Andrew's? We're going to shower and change. Meet you out here?" Tony asked.
"John? You up for a beer? We reward ourselves with one drink after a good workout," she said. She picked up his sheet and looked at it, "This is pretty good. You did all of these?" she asked.
John had felt humiliated that his routine was barely 10% of what these guys were doing, "yeah. Not very impressive."
Sam handed the sheet to Charles who shook his head, "Your first time out in a while? I'd cut back a bit. You'll be hurting tomorrow. This is an aggressive routine for your first time," he said shaking his head.
John was feeling better about these guys as he followed them into the changing area. He stopped feeling better about these guys when they got naked to head to the showers. A good 8 inches of fat cock dangled between each of their legs making his soft 3 inches seem like it wasn't even there. To make it worse he swore he could hear the loud slapping of cocks against thighs. If his 3" became 6" when erect, how fucking big do these guys get hard? he wondered. Then he wondered why of all the things to look at were their cocks?
John's brain was spinning as they headed out to the car. Tony came with him and Sam while Charles and David climbed into David's Range Rover. He wished they were alone as he had questions. All these guys were great but he still had questions.
He'd never heard of a place called Andrew's but the theme was apparent as soon as he entered. He guessed the owner was former Air Force as the entire bar was filled with Air Force paraphernalia, especially from Andrew's Air Force Base. They found a table in the back by a pool table.
"You play?" Charles asked John. "Sam doesn't play and totally sucks," he smiled.
John chuckled. Charles overstated his wife's pool skills. "No shit. I had her as a partner a few times back in college but she tries, I'll give her that." He picked up a cue and sighted down the shaft before rolling it on the table. Shockingly, it wasn't warped. "I do play. Been a while so I'm rusty but I can hold my own."
"Cool, Sam, you can cheer us on. Lag for break? Closest and farthest?" Charles asked.
The waitress came around and the 4 men ordered beers while Samantha asked for a glass of white wine. Charles and John teamed up against the other two and it was soon clear that John was the superior player.
Samantha became Charles and John's cheerleader which resulted in both Charles and John getting hugs. It had to be John's imagination but Sam seemed to hug Charles a bit longer but Charles never let his hands stray. He had no reason to feel jealous but his stomach hurt just the same.
During a break, he found he was alone with Samantha. She looked at him, "What do you think of these guys? They're great, aren't they?"
John nodded, "I like them, they are nice guys," he said.
"But. You are thinking, but..." Sam said.
He shook his head, "I'm just wondering. Why are they black? I mean, why work out with black guys?"
Sam laughed, "I assume their parents were black. Do we have to send you back to school? Basic genetics?"
"What did he just ask?" Davis said from behind them. "Why are we black?'
John stepped back, "That wasn't exactly my question. It was more, 'Why didn't you find another woman to help out'...or, 'a middle-aged guy.' I wasn't trying to sound racist."
Charles came over, "Well, you failed. If you're questioning why Sam paired up with us, I approached her on her first day. I asked if she needed a spotter and since I was there with David and Tony we became a workout team."
John was blushing furiously, "I feel stupid. I was wondering about whether..." he trailed off.
"Whether your wife has a thing for black guys?" Tony laughed, "She's never given us any indication plus she might remove her wedding rings when she works out but puts them on every time she finishes up. You have nothing to worry about from her end."
Sam looked at her friends, "John didn't mean anything about it. He's always been jealous of guys...trust me, these guys have never done anything that you should be jealous about," she said to her husband. "Any of you ever made any sexual innuendos? I don't remember."



The three men shook their heads while looking at the others. "Dude, we like Sam. She's been one of the guys if you know what I mean," David said.
John nodded, "I apologize. I think you guys are great but maybe it's because I'm just an average white guy and there's that stupid urban myth about...you know. Maybe you guys have been perfect gentlemen but..."
Sam gasped, "John! Let's change the subject. You can't be thinking that...I'd never..."
Charles chuckled, "It may be an urban myth but that doesn't mean it's not true in this case." He swept a hand across the front of his pants as he said that.
John shook his head, "OK, fine. I was referring more to whether Sam had been curious or thought about it." He rubbed his face, "I really put my foot in my mouth, didn't I?"
Charles laughed, "I can see what prompted this. Sam is one hot babe. She's the hottest babe at the club. And you know what you white guys say about black guys, we're well endowed and..."
Tony finished, "And there's just one thing we want with a white woman, her white pussy. That's what you white guys think...not us."
Sam put her face in her hands. She could not have blushed more as they kept looking at her, talking about her. "Please, please, please, stop..."
Charles shook his head, "See? That's where you white guys are wrong. I like seeing a white woman's lips wrapped around my hard cock." He pressed his huge thumb against Sam's lower lip as he said that.
John was taken aback as Sam unconsciously wrapped her lips around the large thumb pad before pulling back.
David chuckled, "I like nice white ass. Those creamy cheeks in my hands...my cock in her ass..." he sighed happily as he patted Sam on the right butt cheek.
Tony groaned, "Crap. So I'm the cliche? I love having my cock buried in a nice white pussy. Maybe I'm the one who believes the cliches. I imagine she's never felt so much cock inside her." He looked at Sam's crotch.
John looked at the three men who were eyeing Samantha with a different look. "We'll, it's moot anyhow. Sam isn't interested."
Samantha looked at her husband, "Speak for yourself. I'd never, ever cheat on you but it doesn't mean I'm not interested."
John's jaw dropped, she'd never once indicated...wait! She has an increased libido after her workout days. He shook his head, "But...hell...you'd never be able..."
"Never be able to what?" David asked.
"Yeah, never be able to what?" Sam said with a trace of anger in her voice.
"Look, I have no idea how big you guys get when you're hard but Sam can barely take mine...and I'm not even close to being as large as you guys are," John said smugly.
"Oh Christ," Sam moaned. "Can we go home? This is way, way, way too much information." She took John by the arm and tried to pull him away.
"Hang on," Charles said. "Sure, Sam initially has trouble adapting to your cock but it wouldn't be any different for her adapting to ours."
"Bullshit," John said. "You'd hurt her. She'd be crying. Bigger is better is just one of those stupid myths."
David pulled out his wallet. He counted out 5 bills and slapped them on the table, "$500 says she'll be not just able to adapt, she'll cum on each of our cocks within 20 minutes."
John shook his head, "I'm not betting $500 on whether you guys can fuck my wife."
"You misunderstand me, if she can't handle our cocks, you keep the money. If she can, then I keep the money," David said.
"I'll need to hit an ATM, but I'll match the $500," Charles said.
"Me too," Tony said, "That's $1,500 with nothing at stake except you letting your wife have pleasure."
John looked at his wife expecting her to look pissed at her friends, but she was breathing deeply and her face was flushed. "You want to do this," he accused.
Sam shook her head, "I told you over and over I'd never cheat on you. That never meant I didn't think about it. You're the one who threw down the gauntlet, you either take the bet or walk away and admit you're wrong," she said softly. 'Christ! If any of these guys wanted to fuck me right now, I wouldn't need foreplay,' she thought.
John looked at the men, "How long? How long do we time it before Sam no longer feels discomfort?' He looked at Sam, "You'll be honest? I mean, you need to report how you feel, can you do that?"
Sam nodded, "I can do that. I'll be honest...though telling these guys it hurt would earn us an easy $1,500." She looked at them, "You all know me. I don't lie."
"How long does it take for her to get used to you fucking her?" Charles asked.
"Two, maybe three minutes. Yeah, two minutes," he said.
"Two minutes then. I guarantee her discomfort will fade within two minutes," Charles said. "I have the biggest cock, David is next and Tony's cock is just 10". We should start with Tony and I'll be last. If Sam feels discomfort after a couple of minutes goes by, that's it. Then, she'll cum on each of our cocks in the next 20. If any of that doesn't happen, the $1,500 is yours."
John nodded, 'Holy fuck! Tony's cock is just 10"!' he thought. "Deal. Where? Should we go to a hotel? Our house? When should we meet?"
"Fuck! No one asked if I wanted to do this. If we're doing it I need to have a say where and when. I vote for our house, our bed. I'd feel more comfortable at home," Samantha said softly. "And, let's get this the fuck over with. Also, I'd like a little foreplay. I need John to go down on me for 5 minutes before Tony fucks me."
"What? I'm not..." John started to say.
"This is on you. These guys would have been my workout partners for years and I trust that not once would the subject of sex come up. You brought the subject up, you told them their cocks wouldn't fit inside me. You're going to get me wet before any of them touches me. Got it?" she said angrily. She looked at all three of the black men, "And if it hurts too much, you will pull out. No 'just give it a few more seconds,' Got it?"
All three nodded before smiling at each other. None had ever had a woman say anything close to that. It was always the opposite. 'Damn it! Fuck me, fuck me with your huge cock.'
As they headed out of the bar, John wondered how he agreed to let three black men fuck his wife, not just agreed but he'd be getting her ready. They paid the bar tab and went over to their cars. Charles suggested Sam go with them but John shook his head, "We have to stay with the 5 minutes of foreplay. You can follow us," he said.
By the time they reached home, John's bowels felt like water. What the hell did he do? Why? Ego?
Sam was worried she'd stain the car seat the closer they got to home. Her pussy throbbed in anticipation of Tony's cock. She lost count of the number of times she checked out their cocks outlined by their Lycra shorts and what they would feel like inside her. 'If Tony is 10", how big is Charles?" she wondered. 'Hell, I might feel him in my throat...and not with a blowjob,' she chuckled.
"What?" John asked, "What's funny?"
"Nothing. I was just recalling a girl who fell off the treadmill. Always thought those were urban myths. Sorry," she lied. She tried to look like this was just another Tuesday but her heart was racing and her panties were soaked.
They pulled into the garage and John went to the front door just as the three men got there. He opened it and stepped aside as they came in.
All three looked around nodding, "This is a great place," Tony said. Sam told us how hard you guys worked to get it together."
"This is nice, great living room, 65" TV?" Charles added.
Sam came inside, carrying her gym bag. She looked uncertainly at the four men. Awkward...this scene should be in Wikipedia under the heading 'Awkward.' John was standing as if he had no idea what to do so it was up to her, "Beers? We have a variety down in the game room," she said. "John, why don't you take them down and let them find what they like? I know I showered at the club but I'm taking a quick one...it just seems right before..."
While Samantha went to change and get ready, John took the men downstairs. Sure, he had misgivings about what they were all there for but he was proud of his game room. He had a brand new 9' table in the middle of the room, a dart board in the corner, an old Atari game he restored, and a wet bar. He smiled as the men looked around nodding in approval.
"Hell, we should come back here rather than over at Andrews, "Charles said approvingly, "That is if you want anything to do with us after..."
"...you fuck my wife," John finished.
"Yeah," Charles looked at his friends, "Let's call this off. I really think this escalated too quickly and all our egos did the talking." He put out his hand, "Let's forget all about this."
John felt relief wash through him but then shook his head, "I think Sam wants to try. We might shake and let all this behind us but Sam will always wonder, don't you think?"
David nodded, "It's a shame. We liked Sam as Sam. Nothing sexual, just a really great workout partner. I don't give a shit about the money, I don't care whether we're right or your right," he said softly. Then he looked at the other guys, "I have to admit, I might have fantasized about fucking your wife...that was it, just fantasized."
Tony laughed, "We all did...do. The only guys at the club that never thought about getting Sam naked would be Fred and Bruce, but they're gay...and married to each other."
Charles laughed, "I saw them looking at Sam on the leg press machine and they weren't checking out her technique."
Tony chuckled, "OK...so all the guys fantasize about fucking your wife. No wonder she says you're always jealous."
John hated that he liked these guys. He grinned and opened the small fridge. "Grab a beer. Let's go up so you guys can fuck my wife," he tried to joke.
Samantha got out of the shower and dried off. She stood naked in the bedroom wondering if she should just get on the bed, or put on a teddy...what about her long tee she slept in? Finally, she just lay naked on the bed wondering where the guys were. This felt incredibly surreal. She was going to let three men fuck her. And that was with her husband watching, not just watching, getting her ready. She shook her head, 'Never, ever, ever in a million years would she have imagined this scenario occurring. John would have a gun in his hand not his mouth on her pussy. As she thought about that, she touched her clit and her ass jolted off the bed. 'Holy shit! Where the fuck are they? I need cock and I need it now,' she sighed.
John led the men upstairs. The bedroom door was open and he listened to the approving comments as they all saw the beautiful blonde lying naked in the center of the bed. He stopped and looked down at his wife, "Are you OK with this? If not, say the word and I'll humbly apologize to your friends."
Sam thought about it but as she did, the three black men were taking off their clothes. When she saw their cocks she shook her head, "As the saying goes, we made our bed so let's...fuck it, get over here. I need you to eat my pussy," she panted.
John was the only one fully dressed...or dressed at all as none of the others even had on a sock. Then John realized they weren't going to use protection. He looked back and the words caught in his throat. All three men were stroking their massive shafts. "Um, do you have rubbers?" he asked.
Charles made a motion of patting his pockets but all that did was make slapping sounds in the room. All three shook their heads so John pulled open the drawer. He held out three condoms.
David took one and looked at it before chuckling, "No way...not a chance in hell this will fit."
John groaned and took them back.
"It's OK. I'm on the pill, " Sam said. She was starting to get impatient. She kept looking from one cock to another while unconsciously licking her lips. "OK, get up here," she panted, "Let's find out if..."
John nodded and crawled between his wife's legs. He was going to kiss his way up her inner thighs as he usually did but she pulled his face against her glistening swollen pussy lips.
"There...yesss," she sighed as he husband's tongue went to work.
The three men came closer admiring the raw beauty in front of them. Whether she can adapt to their huge cocks or not just seeing her in her naked splendor was worth the $1,500. Her breasts seemed larger than they thought as they spilled off her chest. Her nipples were huge and a pale pink but still stood out against the creamy white breasts. They'd seen her abs but with her large chest and flared hips above and below, she looked even sexier. They could see she was a natural blonde though her trimmed pubic hair was a bit darker but looked silky soft.
Sam was studying the men's cocks. They were all huge but different. Charles' was the darkest, almost black, and looked to be almost a foot long. His cock was a bit longer than the others but not as wide as Tony's. Tony's cock was...holy shit! Fucking wide. In the back of her mind, she wanted John to lose the bet but she had serious doubts about that as she saw the chocolate brown shaft be stroked by the man's huge hand. David's had a wonderful flared head which she imagined would do things inside her...G-spot?
John had never had to swallow so much of Samantha's juices but kept lapping. He could feel she was close to cumming when Tony called out that the 5 minutes were up. He pulled back and saw that Sam's labia were flared out a good inch on either side revealing her velvety pink insides. He felt his stomach tighten knowing that however this worked out, another man would find out how fantastic her pussy feels inside. Her gymnastic training had to have something to do with it but tight doesn't even come close to describing his wife's vagina.
Tony grinned at his friends and was about to climb between Sam's legs but she stopped him.
"This wasn't great planning, let me get you nice and slick before you put this thing inside me," she said.
John had never seen his wife's face so flushed. Nor was he aware she could open her jaws that wide. After licking his fat veined rod, she pushed her mouth onto the shaft. Tony was holding the back of her head as she ran her tongue around the plump head.
Sam took as much into her mouth as she could and lay back. She opened her legs wide, "OK. Fuck me but I don't need to tell you to take it slow," she said.
John almost didn't recognize her voice. It was deeper, huskier than he had ever heard.
Then David took out his phone and set the stopwatch. As he did that, Charles grabbed his phone and selected Video.
John looked over, "What are you doing? You're not taping this," he said.
Charles nodded, "We are. There's $1,500 on the line. If we don't get Sam to adapt to our cocks in two minutes or get her to cum on our cocks in 20...you get it. We might have to go to the tape for review."
Sam was groaning as Tony was watching the two guys while rubbing the plump head of his cock up and down her wet slit. She looked at Charles, "Start the video. John, look into the camera and say the following. 'This is on me. Sam never indicated she wanted these men to fuck her. I set all this up.' Say it or we stop it right here," she said.
John groaned but looked at the phone being held out, "I stupidly got jealous and my big mouth set up a dare to see if these guys could fuck my wife. She protested but it's on me," he said. "Does that work?"
Sam nodded, "OK. Tony, fuck me. John approves," she said huskily.
Tony looked over as he pressed against the woman's pussy. "David, start the timer."
Sam gasped as what felt like a baseball opened her up. She pushed back on his hips. "Wow! So fucking huge....try it again," she panted.
As Tony began working his cock inside Samantha, Charles handed the phone to John, "Make sure you get all of it, we need to ensure the timings are accurate," he said. Then he went around to the other side of the bed to feel Sam's plump tits.
John was at first hopeful but within 20 seconds his wife stopped resisting. Within a minute, she was stroking his chest as she gasped with each deeper thrust.
David looked at Charles and grinned, "One minute, 15 seconds and she's pushing back...she wants more."
Tony looked over at the men, "She's so fucking tight. I might not make it two minutes," he joked. "How are you doing? Am I hurting you?"
"No...no, your cock feels so goooood," she panted. "You're hitting me...there, oh fuck!"
Tony grinned at John and his friends before focusing on the naked blonde woman.
Sam was no longer feeling the searing pain but a pleasant ache. She was stroking the man's chest, her head back, and mouth open gasping in pleasure we the man's increasingly aggressive thrusts. Then Tony's cock hit her cervix...first time any man hit her there. She opened her eyes and saw his shiny back skin which reminded her of the movers. All the feelings she had over the past hour as they discussed fucking her built up inside her, peaking rapidly.
John was praying she'd open her eyes and tell Tony to pull out, but instead, she cried out she was cumming. He'd never heard her cry out like that...it was almost as if she were in pain, but her facial expression told him differently.
David laughed and held up the phone, "Christ. 1:43. She came within two minutes...wow!" He handed the phone to John, "You can reset the time while I fuck your beautiful wife. Man! She's really incredible!"
John had two phones now, one he was keeping on the couple fucking, the other he had to use his thumb to reset the timer. He suddenly realized he wasn't jealous. As he filmed the couple fucking on the bed, he was struck by the contrast between Tony's ebony skin and Samantha's pale white skin. Both were glistening with sweat and both bodies were virtually hairless.
Sam grabbed Tony's face and pulled him into a kiss as she felt another orgasm coming on. Her heels were digging into the man's muscular ass as he plowed into her. Her fantasies didn't do the reality justice. Tony's cock felt incredible as it plunged repeatedly into her sopping pussy.
They only discussed whether they could get Sam off within 20 minutes. They never discussed whether they should pull out and John just thought of that. Tony's ass was almost a blur as he picked up the pace.
"Tony, um...could you pull out?" John asked. "Sam...damn it," he sighed as his wife wrapped around the man's muscular ass.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck," Samantha panted. "No, fuck! Oooooohhhh, shit!" she gasped as another powerful orgasm swept through her. Her strong legs wrapped even more around the man's ass as she lifted her ass off the bed.
Tony had been getting close and the blonde's reaction to her orgasm was too much. Just as Sam clamped her moaning mouth on his he groaned back as he exploded inside her. A part of him hoped she wasn't on the pill as he deposited a huge load deep inside her.
David was stroking his cock as the couple writhed against each other before going limp. He couldn't care less that the woman's pussy was filled with another man's cum. He had no doubt she'd be wonderfully tight and the more lube the better.
Charles came out of the bathroom with a couple of towels. He handed the one marked 'Hers' to Sam and the one marked 'His' to Tony. He grinned at John, "I hope you don't mind...seemed appropriate," he chuckled.
John remembered his mother giving him and Samantha the towel set at the bridal shower. He was sure she'd faint if she ever saw the video with a tall black man cleaning off his cock on John's towel.
After cleaning what she could from her pussy, Sam got on her hands and knees and took David's slightly longer, slightly narrower, but wonderfully curved cock into her mouth. The narrower shaft made the flared head seem even larger which made her pussy throb in anticipation. She wanted to laugh as the word narrower was ridiculous as his shaft was twice the girth of any man she'd been with before today.



Charles took the phone from John and got a close-up of Sam sucking David's cock before going to the other side of the bed to capture the woman's swollen pussy with white cum leaking out. "David, you better get back here. Tony's spunk is going to stain the bedcover," he said with a smile. He stepped back as his friend came around and slid his long shaft slowly into the white woman's pussy.
Sam pressed her face into the mattress as she arched her back to present more of her pussy to the man. "Fuck....yeeeesssss," she hissed as she felt his huge cock press inside her.
Charles was getting as close up as possible before going around and capturing Sam's red and slack face as she gasped something unintelligible with each powerful thrust. He looked over at John who didn't look angry, didn't look upset. It was more bafflement or surprise. "Here. Keep taping. Remember, the money's yours if Sam doesn't cum in the next 15 minutes or if I can't make her cum in 20," he said. He patted the man on the shoulder, "You're being a real trooper about this. Most guys would be either pissed as hell or crying."
John shook his head, "I'm crying inside," he said softly. "I'm happy that she's enjoying this but..."
"Unhappy you're not the one providing her enjoyment. In a way you are. If you weren't such a great guy she'd never find out how a huge cock feels." Just as he said that Sam arched her back, mouth open in a huge 'O' as she came. Charles clapped the white guy on the shoulder and sighed, "I'll be up soon."
John watched as the tall black man with the largest cock climbed onto the bed. He was barely in front of Samantha before she clamped her mouth on his cock and began sucking.
Tony was standing naked next to John, "You are one lucky guy. I hope you know that. You get to fuck that every day? Phew! I'd be late to work so much they'd fire me. Can I grab another beer?"
John looked at the man, "I'll grab it. Standing here...never mind. I'll get everyone a beer."
When he came back, Samantha was riding Charles's cock, his large hands easily encompassing her huge tits. David grinned at John as he cleaned his cock and balls off with the towel.
"Thanks, man. I appreciate it. I have a lot of fluids to replace. Fuck! She's so fucking tight. My cock feels bruised." Tony said before draining half the bottle.
Any thought that Samantha couldn't take the men's long fat cocks had been blown out the door as she watched his wife's ass bounce rapidly on Charles's cock. Her whole upper torso was flushed and slick with sweat as she gasped she was cumming.
John handed David his beer just as Samantha let out a deep animalistic grunt as she came. He'd never heard anything from her like that though she'd never been gang banged before. Whether it was the constant stimulation, the size of the men's cock, or that they were part of her fantasies he didn't know. He looked at the time. 7 PM. He sighed and handed the phone to David. "I assume you guys will be hungry? I picked up some Costco steaks."
David slapped the man on his shoulders, "Man! You are a fucking saint. Letting us fuck you wife," he held up the beer, "getting us great beer and now feeding us. Hey, Charles, steak. John's grilling up some steaks. How do you want yours?"
John headed down to start the grill and start the potatoes. He could hear the deep voices of the men, the creaking of the bedframe, and Samantha's periodic cries. When he knew the steaks would be ready in another 5 minutes, he headed upstairs.
Sam was splayed out on her stomach with Tony fucking her from behind. Her head was off the bed and David was fucking her face. He had to speak up over the 'Gluck, gluck, gluck,' sounds coming from Sam and the loud slapping sounds coming from Tony's hips making contact with Samantha's ass. "Dinner. Dinner will be ready in a few minutes," he said.
Charles nodded, "I guess we can stop recording. You guys finish up and come on down. I'll help John set the table and stuff." Charles didn't even bother pulling on his boxers as he followed the man into the kitchen. He grabbed the cutlery and whistled in approval seeing the private backyard and the hot tub. "Man! You are one lucky son of a bitch," he said softly.
They were just getting the steaks off the grill when the other two men came into the kitchen. Both were still naked, and both of their cocks were still mostly hard. "Smells good! Fuck, I'm starving," Tony said. "What can I do to help?"
John wanted to say, 'Put on some fucking clothes,' but nodded at the plates, "I'll show your which ones are whose. I hope I grilled them right. The timing is critical," he said.
Sam came in with just a robe looking like a mess. Her normally straight blonde hair was a rat's nest, her face was red and blotchy, and she was walking very stiffly. She grabbed a glass of water and downed it before heading out to the patio.
All the men nodded in approval, "Shit, John. You are a God! This is perfect," Charles complimented him. The others nodded in agreement.
All through the meal, Samantha was silent and wouldn't meet John's eyes. This was the most bizarre thing she'd ever done. Even in school, she never let herself go like that and that was when she was single.
When they were done, Charles stood and took the plates in. "I'll do the dishes, least I can do."
Tony and David nodded, "I can dry," David added.
A few seconds later, the couple was alone. "Well...that happened," John said lamely.
Samantha chuckled, "It definitely happened. Happened over and over." She finally looked at her husband, "I made you say that this was all your idea but I never fought it. We never flirted with each other, never made a single sexual innuendo but I was aware of what was under their lycra shorts. When you made those suggestions that I couldn't take their cocks, a voice inside was saying, 'Try it...please, let them try it,'" she looked down at her lap. "I'm sorry you had to see that. Sorry that I let them..."
John came over and hugged his wife, "No. You did what your body was telling you to do. I should have just left it all alone but when I showered with these guys and saw what they had between their legs I was sure they'd hurt you. My ego got the better of me." He stroked her hair. "Don't take this the wrong way but you look like shit. How do you feel?"
Samantha chuckled, "Not like shit, that's for sure. I feel...incredible. I can still feel the last orgasm somehow vibrating inside me." She looked at her husband, "Do you hate me? You should. I had to have humiliated you...not on purpose, I wasn't cumming to make you feel bad. They just happened over and over and over..."
"OK. Got it. No, I'm not mad and don't hate you. At first, I was a bit pissed but," he stroked her hair off her cheek, "then I saw you loved it. I never imagined you could experience so much pleasure and I'm happy for you...pissed it wasn't me but happy you got to feel it."
Samantha hugged her husband, "It won't happen again. I promise. I'll even tell these guys to find another workout partner."
John shook his head, "No, don't do that. I like these guys...they have the most ginormous cocks I've ever seen but they don't lord it over us mere humans. Keep working out with them and let's see what the future brings."
They looked up as the three naked men came out. "You wouldn't mind if we tried out the hot tub, do you?" David asked. "We did the dishes but left most on the counter since we had no clue where they go."
John nodded, "Help yourself. I was going to say it's clothing optional but since..." he nodded at their naked bodies. After they climbed in he pulled Samantha to her feet. He pushed her robe off her shoulders, "I think you need this more than they do," he said. He smiled as he noticed where Samantha's eyes were the entire time the men came out and when they headed over to the hot tub.
Samantha chuckled, "They did all the work. I just lay there." She smiled and kissed her husband, "I'll climb in but only if you do too."
Sam stepped into the roiling water between Tony and Charles. John stood next to the tub, "I think I'll pass. This seats only four," he said.
"Nonsense," Charles said as he pulled Sam onto his lap, "We'll make it work. Get in, the more the merrier."
Sam squealed as she was plopped onto the man's waist. She could feel his fat member press against her sore pussy. She leaned back against him, "We're not doing this...not now, not ever again," she told him. She closed her eyes and sighed as she felt the hot water relax her.
John stripped down and climbed in quickly. None of the guys embarrassed him by checking out his average-sized penis and balls. The water did feel good and he realized he had been feeling tense for the past three hours. He looked at Samantha who was against Charles's chest, her large breasts bobbing on the water. She did nothing when the man's huge hands came up to caress them but did let out a happy sigh. Then his left hand went under the water and Sam's mouth opened as she let out a gasp.
Samantha knew she should stop Charles, especially since she told him nothing could ever happen again, but his fingers were so gentle and felt so nice against her pussy, she instead opened up her legs so they were outside his thighs.
Charles felt his cock throb as he pushed a finger into the white woman's oily slit. She was softly moaning each time he pressed deeper inside her.
John watched as his wife turned her head and pressed her lips to Charles's. Then, she raised herself out of the water exposing her breasts before lowering herself back down. Was she fucking him?
Sam let herself get lifted by the large man, his cock buried deep up her pussy. She looked over apologetically at her suband. She was surprised when John simply nodded and mouthed, 'Go for it.' She kissed the man and moved her hips onto his cock and doing most of the fucking. Earlier, in the bedroom she had let the men do what they wanted but now she was actively bouncing onto the man's long shaft.
John felt something he hadn't before when watching upstairs. Perhaps it was that he was now naked but he felt his cock throb to life. He found he was doing what the other two men were as he stroked his cock. Then he looked over at Tony and David, "I'm next. I want to fuck my wife next."
Charles looked over and laughed, "Man! Why didn't you say so earlier? You could have jumped in at any time." He lifted the writhing woman off his cock, "Here, baby, you need to fuck your man. He needs you," he said with a final kiss. "I'll be here to fuck you, don't worry about that."
Sam blushed as she realized Charles was giving her permission to fuck her husband. She went to the other side of the hub and straddled his waist after he sat on the edge of the tub. She wasn't surprised at how small his cock felt after handling the three men's cocks but gripped the shaft and lowered her pussy onto him. What did surprise her was how great his cock still felt even after being filled with much larger cocks.
John let out a pleasured sigh as he felt the familiar tight vagina grip his cock. He expected her to feel loose and sloppy but the only difference he could tell was she felt wetter, lubed differently. Then he felt stupid, of course, she felt different...how many loads did these men shoot into her?
Sam kissed her husband as she bounced on his cock, careful not to raise her pussy too high so he slipped out. She could feel his passion as he gripped her ass and knew he'd never last. "Don't worry about me, just cum. Cum inside my pussy," she panted.
John was able to do something the other men could not as they were too tall, he pulled a nipple into his mouth and sucked on it. Sam ground against his cock and shivered as she realized her husband had to feel the added fluids knowing just how they got there. His cock felt great...sure, not as fat or as long but he was hitting her just perfectly.
John was worried he wouldn't last and cum before his wife as he'd been visually stimulated for hours but he needn't have worried. As he gently bit and tugged on her nipple she began the tale-tell signs of an impending orgasm. He ground his cock against her clit as she torqued her pelvis and heard her gasp she was cumming.
Sam grunted loudly as she came. She was surprised at how powerful it was as she experienced so many powerful orgasms on the huge black cocks she equated the intensity to the size of the member. She now realized it was due to the incredibly erotic circumstances.
When Sam's grunts softened, John lifted her off, turned her around, and slid back inside her. She was facing the other side toward Charles. John leaned over to grab her breasts as he hissed in her ear, "Go on, suck his cock. He needs to get hard again so he can empty his balls inside you."
Charles grinned at the man as he stood in the roiling water and shoved his cock into the blonde's mouth. David and Tony stood, each putting the woman's hands on their cocks.
Sam had never had 4 cocks at once but found it easy to stroke the two fat shafts while taking half of Charles's cock into her throat. She groaned as her husband pressed a finger into her ass. She'd never done anal but giving herself up as she had for the last few hours made her open to everything.
John caught Charles's eye, "Switch? I think I'd like to cum in her mouth," he said.
"I was thinking the same thing...maybe later," the tall black man said.
John chuckled, "There will be plenty of opportunities for that. I think Sam will want more of these sessions."
The two men switched and John soon found that Sam had learned to deep-throat. He and Charles picked up the pace of fucking her and before either man came, Sam had cum twice more. It seemed as though she was cumming every five minutes now. Just as Sam was cumming down from her orgasm, both John and Charles let out grunts as they spewed their cum inside her pussy and stomach.
Sam swallowed her husband's cum as she swore she could feel the large man's sperm blast against her cervix. John patted her on her cheek as he pulled out and she looked up at him and smiled. She was thrilled that he was not only not jealous but also getting involved.
She had a thought. 'This might make things a lot more fun.' She stood in the middle of the hot tub and looked at the two men, "One of you, sit there," she ordered, "The other...you'll figure it out."
Sam put her left foot on one corner of the tub and her right foot on the other. She was doing more than the splits as she suspended her crotch above the bubbling water. David happened to be behind her as he stepped against her ass and drove his cock up into her pussy. Sam leaned forward onto Tony's cock. David wondered if this blonde liked anal as her asshole was open and ready in this position. Tony leaned back on his hands as the blonde woman bobbed her head on his cock.
Charles let out a groan as he watched his friends fuck the beautiful and amazingly flexible woman. "Christ!," he sighed, "She's so fucking perfect." They stood and watched as Sam assumed the amazingly erotic gymnastics position as the two men eagerly used her pussy and mouth. He wondered how she could balance herself like that and how long she could assume that position.
John nodded, "I know. Beer? While these guys fuck Sam you want to shoot a game of pool?" John asked.
"You're on. I'm going to beat you one of these times," the man chuckled. "But, first. I'd like to see your car. Garage?"
Sam watched Charles and John head inside with towels wrapped around their waists. She felt yet another orgasm building inside her as David's cock splashed roughly into her pussy.
John felt a swell of pride and Charles ran his hand over the glossy smooth paint job on the classic Vette.
Charles grinned at the man, "Do you have any idea how envious I am of you right now?"
John laughed, "Strange hearing that after seeing..."
The tall black man chuckled, "I guess no one has everything. Pool?" He slapped the smaller white man on the shoulder.
John handed Charles a beer, "9-ball? 8-ball? Lag and winner calls?"
"Let's lag," Charles said. "Can I say something? I'm really impressed with how well you are handling this. I mean, if it were my wife..."
John laughed. "I've never seen her cum so much and I have two choices, Accept her as she is now or divorce her and start anew. I love her too much and part of me wants to punch someone but another part is happy that she really is enjoying this."
Charles leaned against the table, "I get it. If it makes you feel better you can have one swing at me. I feel that I deserve it. You're a good man and no one should have to put up with what we did with your wife."
"I'm good. I'll kick your ass at pool instead." He looked at the man's abs, "Plus, I'd break my fist if I punched you in the stomach," he laughed.
20 minutes later, David and Tony came down to the game room, "Um, you might want to check on your wife. She's passed out on the lounge chair by the hot tub. We covered her up but we should probably get her to bed."
Sam felt hands lift her and carry her up to the bedroom. She let John and Charles tuck her in. John kissed her on the lips and Charles patted her shoulder. Even before they turned out the lights she fell fast asleep.
"You guys are welcome to crash here. We have a couch down here, one in the living room, and a king-sized bed in the guest room," John said as he got ready to break.
Around 4 AM, John woke up after having the most realistic erotic dream. Samantha had her hands on his chest as she was bouncing on his cock.
"I'm sorry to wake you but I needed more cock," she panted.
John palmed his wife's wonderful tits and nodded, "I would have thought you had enough cock for the rest of the year, but whenever, wherever, I'm here for you."
25 minutes later, Samantha rolled off her husband and grabbed some tissues. "Thanks. Now I can get back to sleep."
John shook his head, "I think Charles, who's in the guest bedroom, David...he's using the couch in the living room, and Tony in the game room would like to have their sleep disturbed."
Sam looked over, "Are you sure?" Seeing him nod, she kissed him and left the room.
John admired her perfect naked ass as she padded out of the bedroom. He slept through most of the orgasmic cries over the next few hours and woke up feeling refreshed. He headed into the kitchen and put away the dishes from the night before. He was impressed with how perfectly arranged the dishes were. When these guys do something they do it right, he thought. Then he wondered where Sam was. She wasn't in the living room with David...actually, David wasn't there either. Was she with Charles? Tony? Her naked body entwined with both of those guys? Perhaps, she was in the guest bedroom with all of those guys. Then he wondered if she might have reconsidered her absolute ban on anal sex. He thought about Oreos when the image of Sam sandwiched between the two men popped into his head. He liked Oreos...but they might not taste the same in the future.
As he imagined the various scenarios he noticed his stomach didn't hurt. Sure, he was hungry but he had no anxiety or anger. 24 hours ago he'd have had a jealous fit of rage but this morning he felt his cock throb as he pictured his wife's alabaster body covered by one of the two ebony bodies.
Then as he considered that they would have worked up huge appetites he made a quadruple patch of pancakes along with the entire pound of bacon.
He would have to ask Sam later where she was when he woke up as the four people came into the kitchen. As usual, the three men didn't bother with clothes and this time Samantha didn't bother either. His wife shyly kissed him on the cheek before going to the sink to rinse her mouth out. John wanted to laugh, was this how things were going to be from now on? He'd be the only one dressed?



* * *
John looked at the house feeling pride in what they had. Quiet neighborhood, private backyard, hot tub...a new one that fits 6 people, his game room. He saw Sam pull up followed by their three friends in Charles's car. Fridays became game nights with pool, steaks, and hot tubbing. Game nights were also highly competitive with the winning partners being rewarded with Samantha's wonderful charms.
The three men's games were rapidly improving and John knew they had become as dedicated to honing their pool skills as they were to working out their bodies.
Sam loved game night. She never cared who won as she had two cocks taking care of her needs all night, and John was 3X as eager to fuck the rest of the week. She could never quite grasp what changed inside her husband but who was she to argue? Then, there were the workouts. Where there had been no sexual innuendoes there were now a deluge of suggestive comments and observations about her body and attire. Sex was enhanced. She had always been multi-orgasmic but the mere thought of one of the men's powerful black cocks triggered one.
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This is the story of being a friend in need and contains extramarital relations, but is not a BTB story. Stop reading if this offends your sensibilities.
"Are you serious?" Jules Liam asked, "I assumed you'd want your brother."
Ben Baldwin slapped his old college roommate on the shoulder, "I want you to be my best man. James will be in the wedding party but it's you who's always been my best friend," the 24-year-old man said.
"I'd be honored...thrilled. Man! That means I have to put together a bachelor party with...Marcia will insist there will be no strippers," he said.
Ben nodded, "She didn't say that...she said no whores...which isn't the same as exotic dancers," he smiled.
Jules nodded, "Then let's make sure we don't have any whores at your party. I still think James with his twisted mind would do this party justice."
Ben chuckled, "I might have suggested that he help you plan it."
Ben and Jules were thrown together freshman year at Northwestern. At first, it didn't look as if they'd be friends as Jules was a business major and Ben was studying the arts. He played the trumpet in a jazz band, wrote poetry, and rarely had hands free of oils or acrylics. Perhaps, it was because opposites attract that they did become friends and found they often double-dated or went into Chicago on weekends.
Jules met Beth in one of his Business Analytics classes at Kellogg. They became a thing and soon was making the trips into the city with the two boys. Ben had many girls along but few who stayed. It was as if Ben found flaws where no others ever would. The exception was Beth. Ben never once found anything negative to say about her.
Ben told Jules more than once that he should let him take Beth out. "She's everything a guy like me wants," he smiled. "We 'Bs' have to stick together. You're a 'J'...Jerks, Jugs, Joints, Jaws, Jews, and Jeeps. Stick with your own kind. Beth's a Baptist and has brains, beauty, body, boobs, butt, blonde hair, and drives a Beemer. I'm a 'B' and well, you're a 'J.' Oh, you have to tell me. How are her BJs? Never mind, if you marry her, she'll be Beth Liam...who the fuck wants to be named that? Beth Baldwin sounds so much better." Jules knew that it wasn't the alliteration that drew him to Beth. She had everything Ben said. Flowing blonde hair, a body that Victoria's Secret models would kill for, perfect breasts, C-cups above a narrow waist, and an ass that was just begging to be stroked. Ben did that every time he hugged her and Jules was so used to it that he barely noticed.
Jules remembered laughing at the thought of Beth becoming Beth Liam. It was one of those coincidental names but he was too focused on getting his MBA to think about any other long-term plans. On the other hand, he and Beth were exclusive all through school, and by the time they strode across the stage to get their MBAs, their names were called back-to-back...Jules and Beth Liam. Ben had a blast as best man making multiple biblical jokes about Beth's married name.
It was just 6-months later that Ben announced he found the girl and her name didn't begin with B. Marcia Sprite was aptly named. She barely reached 5 feet and with her red hair and Irish heritage was as fiery as a woman could get. It was strange that Ben rarely kept his sexual encounters to himself but Jules and Beth never heard a word from their friend after meeting Marcia. They discovered why one night when they met after work at a downtown bar.
"Marcia is well, Catholic," Ben slurred, "I mean really Catholic. I guess Jesus will know if she opens her legs to any man who is not her husband." He took a swig of his 4th beer, "Jesus is OK with handjobs and I can touch her breasts but Lord knows what wrath will be rained down upon us if I get anywhere close to her precious pussy," he sighed.
Beth grabbed Ben's hand in alarm, "Wait! Does that mean you haven't had pussy in...how long have you been dating?"
"7 months...7 long and agonizing months," he said softly. "I love her, I really do but if I don't get at least..." he looked at Beth, "At least one of the 'Bs'..." he said.
"Blowjob?" Beth smiled. "What are the other 'B's? Butt? Between her legs?"
Jules chuckled, "I think it was our Junior year, Ben suggested I give you to him...he said...crap, I can't even remember all of it. Something about you 'Bs' have to stick together and that you've got brains, body, bust..."
Ben looked up and shook his head, "Beth's a Baptist and has brains, beauty, body, boobs, butt, blonde hair, and drives a Beemer. We 'Bs' have to stick together. You still have that car...I always loved that thing," he slurred. "I never asked," he said to Jules, "Does she give great BJs? Boob fucks?"
Jules smiled and nodded before checking that Beth wasn't offended.
Beth laughed, "You guys said that?" She looked at her husband, "I hope you told him that I give great BJs. I'll be pissed if not." Then she palmed her tits, "These aren't even that big. I mean, who was it? Julie? She had those huge knockers," she chuckled.
Ben nodded, "I missed class once because I couldn't find my way out. Spent the entire day inside her cavernous creamy cleavage beneath her clavicle," Ben said softly. "I had to follow the pools of cum I'd deposited earlier to find my way out...finally saw one of her nipples on the horizon and I knew I was free. It was hell," he sighed.
Jules smiled, "I might want to go to hell...joking, joking," he said as he glanced at his wife.
Beth shook her head, "I get why you're frustrated...but Marcia won't even let you finger her? Play with her pussy?"
Ben shook his head, "Nope. I've suggested it over and over but she says that Jesus wants her to wait. No one has ever touched her there and as far as I know, she's never jerked off," he said as he shook his head, "I don't even remember what a nice wet pussy feels like."
"Beth, you should be a good friend and let Ben have a feel," Jules joked.
The blonde shook her head, "You know how a touch leads to more. Careful what you are suggesting," she said.
Ben grinned, "If you let me have a quick feel I might take your beautiful wife right here on the table." He tested the solidity with both hands. "This would hold up...for a couple of minutes, at least."
Jules chuckled, "So twice as long as you'll last."
"Holy shit," Beth sighed, "I sure would love to be a fly-on-the-wall for you guys first fuck."
Jules nodded, "You could tape it for us. I'll bet it would be TikTok length."
The trio chuckled at that but Ben didn't argue. At this point, just having his cock slide into a woman's mouth or pussy would probably trigger an eruption.
Beth drove Ben's car back to his place with Jules following. She let him lean against her with his hand stroking her thigh. Beth was relieved that the man lived just 20 minutes from the bar as he was getting close to touching what he wanted most. She was so used to his hands wandering she didn't push his hand away and even parted her legs.
That night, Beth and Jules cuddled after an enthusiastic love-making session, "I don't care if he is engaged, we need to get Ben laid," she said softly. After they both came, she collapsed onto her husband's chest and she could feel his cock still pulsing inside her. "We've known him for over 6 years and I don't remember him going 7 days without pussy let alone 7 months."
"Are you suggesting that you...?" Jules asked.
"Hell no. That would change the dynamics of our friendship," she said, "plus, didn't you tell me he has a bigger cock than yours? I might not want to come home."
Jules chuckled as he stroked his wife's smooth back, "It is strange how long he's gone. I'll bet he had years where he didn't go 7 hours at any point." He kissed Beth, "but I like Marcia. She's bright, funny, athletic, beautiful...hell, I can see their wedding night now. I'll bet both will be so ready they tear the bed apart going at it."
Beth nodded, "I had the same thought. How the hell can she have a cock in her hand and not want it in her mouth...her cunt?" she shook her head. "Remember our first date?"
Ben chuckled, "I picked you up and you looked me in the eyes and said firmly, "I don't know what you expect but I never do anything on the first date. It's a rule," he said in a falsetto.
Bath slapped his chest, "I do not...did not sound like that. OK, I did say that."
Ben smiled and then at the movie you reached for the popcorn but missed," he chuckled.
"You always deny it but I know you evil men, you moved the bucket," she chuckled.
Ben nodded, "I often wish I had planned that. Anyhow you grabbed my cock and I thought you'd yank your hand back but you didn't."
"I'd never felt a penis that soft yet so big." She rolled off him and stroked his cock, "And I suddenly had to know how big it would get if I played with it. You know, we never did see the end of the movie...what was it? R.E.D.? It has to be streaming somewhere." she chuckled as she crawled down to take him into her mouth.
Ben smiled as he recalled the rest of the night. Beth wanted him hard again and again eagerly using her soft hands and mouth before pulling him into her pussy. He lay back and enjoyed one of Beth's incredible 'B' skills as she deep-throated his 8" cock.
Beth loved how quickly Jules recovered after a good fuck. Most guys needed at least an hour but Jules could get it up as quickly as 10 minutes later. Then she felt gratitude his cock was impressively fat as well as long. Jules told her once but never again even when she probed, that Ben was the only guy he'd ever seen in the showers with a larger cock. She wondered if that was true but all external indicators were that it was a definite possibility.
Jules pulled on his wife's hips until she was straddling his face. He never was one of those guys who feared tasting his sperm. He didn't like the taste but wasn't repulsed. He also loved 69 as it felt more intimate than intercourse. He gripped her tight, muscular ass as he probed her swollen lips. He had to swallow not just his huge load but her flowing juices. He probed her ass as he tongued her pussy and played with her puckered hole that 4402was slick with fluids. She loved ass-play and as he moved to her clit he plunged his middle finger inside her rectum.
Beth groaned as she felt the tickling becoming a throbbing ache. She loved feeling a finger inside her ass almost as much as a nice cock. Not just in her ass but being used by two men. Before she met Jules she was dating her high school sweetheart and his roommate at the same time. It wasn't that she would go out with one one night and then the other, it was both at the same time. She spent a year with Dan and Billy rotating the use of her three orifices. She never told Jules about any of that as she had no idea how he would take it...but the past is the past, he always said.
Jules plunged his finger more aggressively into Beth's ass as she ground her pussy into his face. She was getting close so he flicked his tongue rapidly on her clit and that was the final touch.
Beth opened her mouth on Jules' cock as she cried out. She wetly grunted as she felt the waves pulse through her body. Jules was pressing his mouth against her pussy, his middle finger pushing hard against her anus as she writhed against him. When she felt the last vestiges of her orgasm fade, she rolled off him. She lay on her back panting as she took in his glistening face. She pulled her knees against her chest exposing her wet asshole. She smiled and nodded toward the bathroom. "You should get the lube. I need a 'C' in my 'B'."
* * *
This was it, the day of Ben's bachelor party. It was also the day of Marcia's bachelorette party and not-so-sadly, Beth couldn't make it. She had to be out of town for business but she wasn't Marcia's favorite person. The redhead was fully aware that Ben lusted after the beautiful blonde and was stiffly polite whenever they went out together. If it were up to the bride, Beth would not have been invited but her Maid of Honor told her it would be rude not to invite the Best Man's wife. At least, Beth's sister was going so she'd get a report back on how it went.
Jules looked around. He had a hard drive full of porn...all redheads and most getting DPed, spit-roasted, and gangbanged. It wasn't his idea but James's. The man had an evil grin when he handed it over. Jules had arranged for a stripper but she was blonde. It wasn't until later that he realized she could have been Beth's sister. Was this something subliminal? Did Ben truly lust after Beth? He knew he liked her and admired her body, but how much? As he looked around, he felt a small pang in his stomach seeing the chair in the middle of the room. A woman who looked like Beth would be giving the groom-to-be a lapdance.
The night started out as expected with the guys trickling in and grabbing beers from the cooler. The 83" OLED TV was showing Faye Reagan on her hands and knees on the couch. She was gleefully being speared from both ends with a party going on in the background. All the guys were making jokes about how this wasn't a video but a webcam of Marcia's bachelorette party and his bride-to-be was going to get 50 yards of cock inside her before the night is out.
"You need to get one," James said to Jules as he handed a beer to his brother.
"Can't. I have to leave at 11:30. We're doing a major cutover tonight. I have to be on-site until at least noon tomorrow."
James looked around, "Shit, when does Beth get back? Who's going to clean up?"
"I got it. I'll have tomorrow and Sunday. She's back on Sunday around 6. I have to get this place back to normal since I never told her I had to switch the party to here. Really bad luck that Dom got COVID, I mean, he has that pool out back. That would have been interesting with the stripper."
James shook his head, "I'll enlist a couple of guys to at least get all the beer bottles and cans cleaned up. We'll do what we can. You'll be fucking exhausted tomorrow." His attention was pulled away as the beautiful blonde came in the front door.
Anne looked around at the 20 men until she saw the groom being pulled onto the chair. She hated bachelor parties since men, alcohol, pussies, and boobs never were a great combination. She put a rider in her contract that said no sex except for lapdances. If they want more...even a blowjob it would be $5,000 extra. She found that normal promises went out the window once she got naked and rubbed her ass on the groom's cock but the threat of an exorbitant fee was 100% effective.
Ben did a double-take at the blonde and looked questioningly at his best friend. It took him a few seconds to realize that this wasn't Beth but, hell! Jules couldn't have picked better. His cock pulsed inside his jeans as he watched the blonde pull off her coat and approach him. She looked great with a white blouse tied under her large breasts, a short black skirt revealing her garter and stockings.
She was almost as beautiful and sexy as Beth. He might not have been fucking Marcia but when she was giving him handjobs he'd closed his eyes envisioning a naked Beth stroking him. He loved Marcia, there was no doubt about that, but it was Beth he lusted after. In time, he'd get over his friend's wife and find other lusts but for now and over the past 6 years it was Beth's luscious body that filled his head.
Anne came over to the man. He was great-looking, with a very nice package, and a wonderfully lustful look on his face. She slowly bent over and pressed her chest into his face before turning around and pushing her ass against the man's gaping mouth. Then she stood and went around the room, stopping at James first.
"Sweetie, could you help me out of one item of clothing?" she purred.
She wasn't surprised the man chose her blouse. She faced the groom as the man reached around and untied the knot. The room was dead silent as James slowly popped the sole button and pulled the blouse off the woman's shoulders. Then there were soft moans and gasps as her thinly encased plump tits bounced free.
James took advantage of the position and cupped those heavy masses while whispering into her ear, "Tell the groom your name is Beth...I guarantee he'll cum in his pants."
Anne smiled and nodded. Every guy has someone who they fantasize about. She wondered what actress or supermodel named Beth was the woman. She went over to the next guy and gave the same instruction. Again, she wasn't shocked when the man chose her flimsy, lacy bra. She didn't look as though she had much on but she was able to get assistance for 11 items of clothing before she was fully naked. This was always the best part of her job. She looked around at all the tents or bulges in the men's pants.
When she got to the 12th man, she pressed her body against him and licked his ear. Then she nodded at the groom, "Can you be a sweetheart and prepare your friend for the lapdance of his life?" she asked, "I'd like him wearing nothing but his underwear...I do hope they're boxers. I love boxers on a man."
Matt nodded, "I'm wearing boxers...if later you might want to see then," he rasped.
Anne kissed the man on the cheek, "I'm sure there will be time for a few of Ben's friends to get a lapdance," she said as she rubbed her bare butt on the hard shaft, "especially if you do a good job getting your friend ready."
Ben's cock was angrily throbbing in his pants as the beautiful woman went around to all his friends. Inside his head, a voice was screaming, 'What about me? I'm the groom. I should be undressing Beth...I mean the babe!' He looked at the naked beauty. Her tits were so big...D-cup? She had those wide pale-pink nipples he fantasized Beth had and her pussy was shaved clean. He had never been with a woman who was fully shaved before...waxed, sure but never so exposed. Then Matt went over to David and Josh. The three men came over and pulled him to his feet. He thought about resisting as they yanked off his clothes but let them do it. He wasn't sure how far they'd go but when he was down to his boxers they pushed him back onto the chair.
Anne went over to her bag that she had left inside the door and pulled out a rope. She went over to James and rubbed her naked body up his torso, "Will you be a darling and tie your friend's hands behind his back to the chair?"
James nodded, "My brother...Ben's my brother," he said. He took the short length of rope as he stoked the woman's bare ass and went over to the chair.
As James tied his brother's wrist behind his back, the TV showed Octavia Red on her hands and knees getting what looked to be a foot of cock pounding into her sopping pussy.
Anne glanced at it and then at the man in the chair. The night before, she was doing the same thing but the groom's cock barely lifted the fabric on his tidy-whities. This guy was huge. As she looked in awe at the straining material his cock slid out of the slit. "Wow, babe. I should be paying you for this...too bad I have strict rules again fucking my clients," she said in a husky voice. "OK. Here are the rules," she looked around the room, "Touching, licking, all good. I don't do handjobs, blowjobs...no pussy, and no anal. However," she said as she turned around and slid her wet pussy up the length of his fat shaft, "I don't think you'll be disappointed." She felt her swollen lips part as she ran her pussy up the long shaft. She stood and looked down at the eager man. "You can't cum yet. I plan on making you beg," she said softly.
The room got quiet as some of the men looked at their friend's huge cock pointing at the ceiling, the woman's juices making it glisten. Phrases like, "Holy shit!" "Did you know?" and "Motherfucking hell!" were heard.
Anne straddled Ben's waist, pressing her pussy back against his cock while pressing her left nipple against his lips. "That's it stud, you can lick me wherever you want. I know your name is Ben...I won't ask your last name. My name is Beth and I am...oh wow!" she gasped as she felt warm spurts of cum splash against her pussy. She rapidly torqued her pussy against his cock as he came. No guy had ever cum that fast with her...a lot came fairly quickly but none within seconds of her pussy hitting their cocks.



Jules felt the blood rush from his head. He'd known Ben for years and often bragged he could last two hours. There was never any hint that he would cum that fast but the mere mention of Beth's name triggered an instant orgasm. He looked over at James who was grinning evilly.
James knew Ben had the hots for Jules's wife but not to that extent. "Holy fuck!" he grinned. He looked over at Jules and shrugged, "I suggest keeping an eye on your wife when Ben's around," he said just loudly enough for everyone to hear.
Jules nodded, "I guess I should." Someone had untied the red-faced groom and handed towels to the stripper and to him.
Then the girl pulled Matt to the chair, "Prove it. Show me you have boxers," she said.
The rest of the evening, Anne got a dozen men off with her wet pussy and her incredible lapdancing skills. Ben lasted longer the second time and used his hands and tongue to explore as much of her body as he could.
As best man, Jules was urged to find out how great this 'Beth' was but declined. Then at 11:30, he grabbed his keys and laptop bag. "I gotta go. Can you make sure to lock up when you go? If guys need Ubers please arrange it. I'll pay you back," he told James, "And don't think I'll forget that you told the girl to say her name was Beth. I know her name is Anne...I hired her, remember?"
"Moi? Would I...sure I would...did. Sorry. I suspected but not how much he...never mind. I'll make sure they don't burn the house down," he grinned.
* * *
Jules was curious how the rest of the bachelor party went hoping no one convinced the stripper to let them fuck her. It was his $5,000 deposit that he'd have to recoup. That would be a tough conversation to have with Beth when she returned home Sunday.
He was exhausted by the time he arrived home Saturday at 1:45. The migration was a success but had call after call from various parties to go over the minor snags that had been worked out. He wasn't surprised to see that Beth's garage space was still empty feeling both relieved and sorry. He missed her but he could only imagine what the house would look like after the bachelor party.
He looked around and nodded. James hadn't lied. The place looked pretty good. The living room was still arranged with the furniture along the walls. No beer bottles...pretty impressive clean-up job. He looked around feeling that this wouldn't be so bad before heading into the kitchen. He would have to do the remaining dishes and put the living room back together but by the time Beth got home, she would never know the party was at their house.
He added laundry to the list as he found a half-dozen bath towels covered in dried cum in the laundry hamper. He mentally moved that to the top of his list before showering and crawling into bed.
Jules slept until 8 and did the laundry and some cleaning before going back to bed. He was up at 6 and by noon the house looked as if there'd been no one in it that weekend. As he was dusting he noticed a voicemail message on the phone. 'Damn! I hope it wasn't Beth,' he thought, "needing a ride or telling him something important...is she going to be delayed?'
"Hi, it's James. Call me. This sucks!" That was it. That was the message. He called Ben's brother with a sick feeling in his stomach. Did Ben drink too much? Did he decide to call off the wedding...call it off because he finally admitted he loved Beth? 'Fuck, fuck, fuck,' he thought as he listed to the ringtone.
"Hey! Sorry to tell you but the wedding's off," James said. Before Jules could ask why, the man continued, "Beth's sister, Amy came over around 1 AM. Marcia fucked both the male strippers, not only that, took off somewhere with them," he said quickly.
"What? What the fuck? She's...Wow! Poor Ben. How did he take it?" Jules asked. "Was he pissed?"
"He looked like Mike Tyson punched him. It really broke up the bachelor party. Amy and I sat with him for a while until he fell asleep on the couch. I like Amy. She never batted an eye when she saw a dozen naked guys and the naked stripper. As if she sees naked men all the time," he chuckled, "I've never seen Ben cry since he was 3 or 4 but he was devastated. When he finally got himself under control he passed out. We covered him up and left. I guess he was gone when you got home," he said. "Have you talked to Beth? When is she getting back?"
"I haven't talked to her yet. I'll let her know but she'll be pissed," he answered. "There was no sign of him. How did he get home? Didn't you drive him here? Fuck! I have to call him," he said. "Look, thanks for letting me know. I'll talk to you later," he said before hanging up and dialing his best friend.
"Ben! Dude, I just heard. You must be devastated," Jules said. He heard the phone rustling as if Ben were dressing or moving around. Then he heard him say 'Shussh...quiet,' before answering, "It's fine. I guess we weren't meant for each other," Ben said quickly. Then Jules heard the mouthpiece get covered and voices.
"Wait! You are with a woman? Right after being dumped? Only you," he said.
"Yeah. Can I call you back...it's not a great time...in the middle of someone...something if you catch my drift."
Jules chuckled, "I get it...look, you need anything, call me. Who is it...never mind. I assume she's not a redhead...don't tell me. Don't need to know. Get back to what you were doing...If anyone needs to make up for lost time, it's you."
Jules actually felt good for him and looked at the clock. It was strange, though. 2 in the afternoon the night after he was dumped. How can anyone find someone to hook up with that quickly? It's not like he went to a bar... He dropped the train of thought. Ben was never shy about telling of his exploits and Jules was sure he'd hear all about how Ben saw this babe in the produce section.
Beth might be in meetings even though it was Saturday. She said there were sessions up until noon on Sunday. Beth needed to know. He picked up the phone and dialed. He shrugged when rang twice but then went to voicemail. Probably tied up. He didn't bother leaving a message.
He finished doing the final cleanup before sitting down with a beer. He looked at his watch with a vague feeling of anxiety. He hated delivering bad news and Ben being stood up just didn't sit right. Making him abstain from sex for 8 months only to dump him while fucking a couple of male strippers had to enrage the guy. He was glad Beth hadn't been at the bachelorette party as there might have been a huge row.
He finally got hold of Beth that evening. She seemed tired and distracted. Her reaction was fairly muted upon hearing the news but said she'd process it when she got home.
Jules missed Beth but did yard work and went for a run. He anticipated seeing Beth as the bachelor party left him horny as hell and couldn't wait to get her naked. He suspected he knew how Ben must have felt before picking up that woman.
Just at 6:30, he heard the garage door open. He picked up his empty beer glass and headed for the kitchen. Beth came in looking tired. She was rolling her suitcase and smiled when she saw her husband.
"Welcome home. Wine?" Jules asked. "I have more news."
Beth nodded, "Let me shower and clean up. Long trip," she sighed.
When she got back, wearing just a long tee shirt, Jules had her glass of wine poured and a second beer. She sat down next to her husband and kissed him. "More news about Ben and the slut Marcia?" she said.
"It's about Ben. I talked to him around 2 on Saturday. He wasted no time to get pussy. I swear he was fucking some slut when he answered the phone. Even for him, that's fucking impressive."
Beth nodded but her cheeks reddened.
Jules wondered if Beth might feel slightly jealous but continued. "I'm glad for him but you should call him. Also, call Amy and see if she knows anything more about where Marcia is." He looked thoughtful, "I was worried about him when James told me that Ben was crying, actually crying. I'm glad there are willing women out the to comfort a guy like Ben."
Beth looked at her husband and nodded, "I'm glad too. He needed pussy more than any man I've ever met. How did your cutover go? You had to leave the party early?" she asked.
"It went well, not without a few hitches but we made the deadline...by an hour and a half," he said proudly.
They talked a bit more before deciding it was time for bed. As Jules pulled his wife close she shook her head, "Sorry. I'm beat from the traveling. Can we pick this up in tomorrow night? I want to...but, you know how it is," she said. She kissed him and rolled over.
Jules wasn't Ben and could go days without pussy but it was not just 10 days but with hours of porn and a beautiful naked stripper. He hadn't jerked off as he wanted to enjoy the full experience of having sex with his wife after a long frustrating delay.
The next night, Beth had no reservations and didn't bother with the usual long tee and climbed into bed naked. She pushed Jules back and crawled down to take his cock into her mouth. She sucked on his flared head before licking down the shaft to his balls. Then she lifted his ballsack and licked his perineum. She liked her husband's reaction as he let out a pleasured groan.
Jules stroked her soft hair as he opened his legs. She was a terrific cocksucker but never once went anywhere near his anus. Her soft hand stoked his cock as she teased him by flicking her tongue closer and closer to his puckered hole. "Babe. You don't have to...fuck!" he grunted as the tip of her tongue pressed into the tight hole.
Beth wouldn't have done this had her husband not just showered before bed but found it exciting to pleasure a man this way. She could feel an impressive amount of precum leaking out and decided she wanted him inside her. She climbed up and as she swung a leg over his waist, Jules pulled her into a kiss. This surprised her but she welcomed it as she lined up his cock with her wet pussy. She was horny and had wanted his cock inside her the entire time she was on her trip. "Mmmmmmm," she moaned into her husband's mouth as she felt his fat cock fill her up.
Jules had a hand on his wife's ass and another on her breast as she rocked her pelvis rapidly on his cock. As beautiful as Anne's body was, Beth's was better. He might have felt slight regret he didn't take advantage of the woman's lapdance skills but Beth's tight pussy drove all those thoughts from his mind.
Beth was moaning rhythmically into her husband's mouth as she bounced on his cock. She wiggled her ass as his hand stroking her right cheek got nearer to her anus. Her moaning increased as she felt him press a finger inside her. 'Damn! If I could convince Jules to invite another man over...Ben would be nice, I could get a cock in my ass and my pussy,' she thought.
Jule drove his middle finger into her asshole and felt and heard her impending orgasm. Nothing set her off as quickly as a finger up the ass, he thought. Her moaning was getting louder and she was grinding her pussy against his cock harder. He took a chance and drove a second finger into her ass and she groaned loudly into his mouth as she came.
Beth was imagining Ben's huge cock filling up her ass while Jules filled up her vagina. It would never happen but a girl can dream. can't she?
Jules held onto his wife as she came. She had to be as horny as he'd been when she returned and wondered why she begged off the night before, but water under the bridge. When her body quit quivering and she let out one last groan he pulled his fingers from her ass and rolled her onto her back. He loved this position as he could watch her wonderful chest flop with each thrust. Her nipples were as hard as he'd ever seen them and her face and chest were flushed. She was stroking his nipples as he drove into her and it wasn't long before all his pent-up horniness flooded her tight pussy.
"That's it, baby. Cum inside my pussy...fill me with your cum," she sighed.
When he felt the last spasm he flopped down next to his wife stroking her perfect breast, "I missed you so much. I'm glad you don't have a job that takes you out of town all the time. I don't think I could take it."
Beth sighed and nodded, "Me too. I thought about your cock the entire trip."
They held each other until they fell asleep. The next morning as they headed to their respective jobs, Beth said she'd be a little late but home in time for dinner. This was normal so he kissed her goodbye and drove off.
Jules arrived home early after his boss told him to take a day or two off after the 13 hours on Saturday and he was not one to argue with a great idea. He was putting dishes away when his phone rang. He thought it might be Ben as they never did get back with each other after the disastrous weekend. "Hey James, what's up?" he asked as he saw the caller ID.
"I was hoping you'd be home. I left something there Friday night and I'd like to get it back," he said.
"You have the key still, you could have just come over and grabbed it," Jules said, "But I'm home. Come on over. We can have a beer and I was hoping to call your brother...see how he's doing." When he hung up he realized he didn't come across anything anyone left behind, unless you count all the cum left on the towels.
A half-hour later he heard the car in the driveway. He held the door open as he let the man in. "What the hell did you leave here," Jules asked as he looked around. "I cleaned up and didn't come across anything. You sure you left it here?"
James went over to the cabinet above the TV where he'd connected the hard drive.
"I pulled that. I gave it back to you, didn't I?" he looked thoughtful.
James shook his head, "This," he said as he pulled down a camera attached to a storage unit. "I put this up here when I installed the hard drive," he said. "It was in the back but had a view of the entire room through the glass door."
"You taped the bachelor party? For what? Why?" Jules asked.
"Because I never trusted that slut Marcia. I wanted proof that my brother would never fuck another woman. Before the party, she was angry with him, with me that there would be a stripper. I told her that this stripper was adamant no one would be fucking her but she said a slut is a slut." Then he looked thoughtful, "And now that I think about it, if the stripper claimed we fucked her..."
Jules shook his head, "And I know nothing happened since I met her for coffee on Sunday and got my $5,000 deposit back."
"Cool. Glad to head this wasn't needed. Later," James said as he started for the door.
"Hang on. You have time? I'd like to see what happened when my sister-in-law came in. Does that have audio too?"
James hesitated, "I do but you don't want to watch this. I mean, it's, what? 24 hours to go through. I'll tell you what, I'll edit it down to when Amy comes in...and anything else you want to see."
"I wouldn't know what I'll want to see until I see it. Let's just plug in it...USB? Hell, we can easily fast-forward to the times I'd like to check out."
James shook his head, "I think you're making a mistake but OK."
They hooked up the external storage and noted the start time. Then right at 8, they saw Anne come in. A little while later Jules chuckled, "That's what I missed. That's you telling Anne to call herself Beth, isn't it?"
"I knew he had the hots for Beth...has the hots for Beth and wanted to see how much he had it in for your wife. I guess we found out," he said.
They fast-forwarded through all the lapdances until they came to when Jules headed for work. "I'd like to see this part. Curious as to what happened after I left." It wasn't long before Jules saw it was the same-old, same-old, and fast-forwarded again.
They saw Amy walk in and look around. She must have been looking for Ben and when she saw him sitting on a chair in the corner she walked by a man she knew well getting a lapdance as if she hadn't noticed him. She knelt in front of the naked man and started to speak. They couldn't hear what was said but Ben sat bolt upright and stood up. He looked pissed. James went over and listened to what Amy had said. It took perhaps 15 minutes but everyone except Ben, James, and Amy were left. Ben had curled up on the couch and with the music and TV finally turned off, Jules could hear what was said.
"She really said that?" Ben asked Amy.
She nodded, "and then she took both their arms and left."
Jules paused it, "Said what? What did Marcia say?" He maxed the volume as the group was on the other side of the room.
James nodded, "Something about how all you do is paw at her...all Ben does. These guys have class. Know how to treat a woman." He looked at the screen. "Someone told Marcia you were fucking the stripper...the busty blonde stripper that looked like Beth," he said softly. "She exploded when she heard that."
Jules looked confused, "Who would tell her that? Ben never fucked anyone. He's been virtually celibate for 8 months."
"Darla. Her cousin? I don't know her. Let's ask Amy for the rest of the story. OK, it gets boring from here on. We try to get Ben to leave but he curls up in the fetal position. I told him I'd come back in the morning for him and then Amy and I left."
Jules looked at his friend lying naked on the couch. He hit play and then fast-forwarded some more. Amy came back with a blanket and covered Ben up. His heart went out to the man. He'd known him for years and never saw him cry. There were tissues on the floor from his tears. Amy kissed Ben on the forehead, James patted his shoulder and the two people left. Jules let it play a bit more feeling like he was peeping in on a private moment. He looked at his best friend lying on the couch and turned it off. "Wow! I've known him for years and never saw him look like that.
"You don't want to watch him sleep on your couch for a few more hours?" James chuckled.
"Yeah. So I guess it's the world's most boring video from here on out," Jules sighed.
James nodded and got up. "I should grab this and head home." He was halfway to the TV when Jules stopped him.
He turned the TV back on and hit play.
James stopped and looked back at Jules. "What?" he asked as he looked at the screen. There was nothing to see except the man still crying on the couch.
Jules pointed to the blanket, the bottles, the tissues, and the towels lying around. "Who cleaned up? When I got back from work, none of that was there." He fast-forwarded some more and sat up straight when he saw Beth come into the living room from the kitchen. She looked around, her mouth open in shock. Then she must have realized that they moved the bachelor party to their house. She looked at the sleeping man on the couch and began picking up. She grabbed one towel but released it immediately when she realized what coated it. She gingerly pinched the corners of the soiled towels and carried them out of the room. Jules could hear the water running in the kitchen sink.
"Beth came home...why? Where did she go?" Jules choked. He started to hit play but James put a hand on his.
"You really should stop watching. Just let it go," he said softly.
Jules shook his head and hit play. After cleaning up the living room, Beth went over and sat on the couch. She gently shook Ben, "Hey. Hey, you should use the guest bedroom." She looked around as Ben roused himself. "Where is everyone? They just left you here?" she asked. "How was the bachelor party? Where's Jules? Oh, duh! Never mind...work."
Ben looked confused but sat up as he realized who was sitting there, "Sorry. Yes. Um, the weddings off," he said softly.
Beth sat up in shock, "What? What happened? Tell me you didn't..."
Ben shook his head and sat back still covered in a blanket. "Your sister came by and told me that Marcia thought I was fucking the stripper and left with her two male strippers. Who the fuck would tell her that?" Ben said as he wiped tears from his eyes, "I love her...loved her. I never cheated on her...unless a couple of lapdances are cheating," he sniffled. "I can't believe after all the shit about Jesus this and Jesus that she ran off with two strangers."



Beth hugged her friend and stroked his back as the blanket slipped off his shoulders. She sat back and Jules could see she was checking out his naked torso. "You can't sleep here. Come on, at least use the guest bedroom." She stood and put out a hand.
Ben looked nervous, "Um, I'm not wearing anything."
"Where are your clothes?" Beth asked as she looked around, "Fuck! Some friends you have. They took your clothes? You'll have to borrow something from Jules."
When Ben stood he clumsily attempted to wrap it around his torso but it fell to the floor. As a reflex, Beth knelt to grab it hitting her forehead on the large cock.
James put a hand on Jules's shoulder, "Dude...please? You don't want to see this." he said softly.
It was too late. Beth took the fat cock in her hand and they could just make out her gasps. She looked as if she'd never seen a penis before as she stroked the growing shaft. She looked up at Ben as she added her other hand. "We should find you some clothes," she said but made no move to get up.
"We should," he heard Ben say softly. His cock was now fully rigid and Beth was stroking the entire length with both hands.
Jules sat back feeling as if he were gut-punched. Beth came home...but not until Sunday...he called Ben who was fucking someone... "Shit!" he said as he rubbed his face. He heard wet slurping sounds and even though he knew what was going to happen it was still shocking to see. His beautiful wife's lips were stretched around the fat shaft. She could only get a third of the length inside her mouth but kept trying for more.
Beth was looking up at the man though they couldn't see her face. Then she popped the fat cock out of her mouth. "So you didn't fuck the stripper? Sure tastes like it."
Ben chuckled, "Camel toe...camel toe slide. She was really good at it. No penetration but wow," he sighed. "Look, you're married to my best friend and I think we should stop," he said. He reluctantly pushed Beth's mouth off his cock and stepped back. He pulled Beth to her feet and hugged her.
Jules thought they might stop...prayed he was wrong but the hug turned into a kiss and Ben's hands which at first roamed on top of her clothes were soon under them. Beth raised her arms as Ben pulled her tee shirt off, followed by the bra. They couldn't see her bare breasts from this angle but Jules could tell Ben was thrilled to finally see them. He bent to suck on one and then the other nipple as his hands unbuttoned Beth's jeans. Soon, they were both naked and kissing, their bodies writhing against each other. Then, as if knowing someone was watching Ben turned Beth to face the camera. He kissed the back of her neck while squeezing her tits and pulling on her nipples.
James felt his cock throb and crossed his legs in an attempt to hide it. "Holy shit!" he sighed as he finally got a good look at Beth's tits. They weren't huge but amazingly perky. They jutted out from her chest, twin cones capped with large pale-link nipples. He looked at Ben, "Dude. I have to say it. Your wife has a great body." Then he took in the rest of her. His cock was now raging as he saw his brother's fingers slide through Beth's trimmed dark blonde pubes and between her legs. Then Ben shifted and his cock slid through her thigh gap and stuck out as if she had a cock.
Jules shook his head. He suspected Ben's cock might be large but not that much larger. There was a good 3" sticking out between his wife's legs. Then Beth turned her head to kiss the man. They could see their open mouths and tongues while Ben's hands mauled her tits. She was humping her pussy on the rigid member between her legs. Then she broke the kiss and panted, "So...no pussy for 8 months? Want to use mine?"
Ben nodded and pulled his cock out from between her legs and laid the blonde on her back. He grabbed a leg and kissed his way up her calf to the inside of her thigh. Jules hated seeing this. Hated it because he was about to watch his wife fucking another man, hated seeing the size of the cock that would soon be inside her, hated that Beth's eyes were glued to that cock. Hated the look of raw lust on her face.
Beth opened both her legs wider as Ben's lips traveled to her crotch. He couldn't see but he suddenly had an olfactory recall of his wife's sweet yet tangy pussy. He felt his cock respond as he put himself where Ben was in the video.
Beth was moaning softly, her hands in Ben's wavy hair as he pleasured her with his mouth. Then Ben lifted Beth's legs while pressing his face between her ass cheeks. Beth groaned loudly as the man licked her ass. How deep and how hard they couldn't tell from the video but it was obvious what Ben was doing to her and she loved it. His hand was rubbing her pussy as he bent his neck to get better access. Beth took over pulling her legs up making her ass more accessible. Jules was shocked to see his wife encouraging Ben to lick her ass more.
Jules recalled Beth surprising him with her tongue a couple of days ago. That was where she got the idea.
James stood, "I'm going to go. I'm sorry. Ben told me what happened and swore me to secrecy but I guess...OK. I'll talk to you later. You can keep the..." he said lamely. At least, he finally got to see what his brother had been raving about. Beth's naked body. He'd be jerking off with the memories of her nude form in his head.
Jules didn't see James to the door but paused it. "I still cannot believe you taped his bachelor party...but if it was because of Marcia and the $5,000 deposit, I get it. You did say a couple of times that it might come down to her word against ours." He looked at the screen and realized he was sitting in the exact spot where Beth's ass was just a few days before.
After hearing the door close, he hit play. He knew what was going to happen, knew that he'd be watching his wife get fucked by a cock a good 2" longer than his, knew she'd cum on that cock and he'd be powerless to do anything. It felt masochistic to keep watching but he had to see...had to know.
He watched Beth cum for the first time in her life with a tongue up her ass. Then when she recovered, she said the words that Jules had been dreading to hear.
"Damn! Wow, that was amazing," Beth panted, "Now get up here and fuck me...fuck me with your huge cock."
Ben knelt back, wiping cum off his face. He was stroking his cock which had softened slightly. Then Beth swung around, pushing him onto his back as she took his cock in her hands and licked the underside. She was moaning as she licked which wasn't something Jules had ever noticed her doing before. She was rocking her pelvis as she pushed her mouth onto his hard shaft as if anticipating getting a cock inside her. Did she do that when she sucked his cock? He didn't remember seeing her do that before.
Ben lay back with a smile watching the woman of his dreams take half his cock into her throat. Then his smile widened as Beth pushed his legs up so she could get at his ass. Jules shook his head. Beth was moaning more loudly as she pumped his cock with her right hand and buried her face between his cheeks.
Ben must have been close as she suddenly pulled her hand off his cock. "That's enough...almost too much. I want more of that later but I am tired of wasting my cum outside of a nice tight pussy," he grinned.
Beth sat up, wiping her mouth, "I just happen to have one right here...one that's been neglected for over a week," He rolled off the couch to let Beth lie down.
Ben looked around, "I had condoms," he said, "in my pants pockets."
Beth lay back, legs almost doing the splits, "I'm on the pill and I heard from good authority you abstained for 8 months," she giggled.
Jules slowly shook his head as if willing the couple to get the message...don't do it...don't do it. But they didn't hear or didn't listen as he watched Beth's hand guide the fat shaft between her swollen lips. Even with the camera across the room, he could see a flash of pink before the plump head popped inside.
"Oh, oh, oh, fuck!" Beth gasped. "Oh wow...slow...slow. Let me get used to you."
Ben stopped pushing?"Are you OK?"
Beth nodded, "Oh yeah. Your cock is huge but...yesssss," she said as he pulled out and pushed back in. "Hurts but hurts good...if that makes sense. OK, OK, OK, fuck me...not too deep but...oooohhhhh," she panted. Her hands were on his pelvic bones pressing back to keep him from plowing inside her too deeply.
Jules had never seen his wife's face so red. Maybe it was the lighting but her face, neck, and chest were flushed and her mouth was open as wide as it would go. She was making deep animalistic grunts as Ben began fucking her. Her grunts got deeper as his cock buried deeper inside her pussy. Her hands had moved to his ass cheeks and were now pulling him inside her as she lifted her ass to meet his thrusts. Jules had to turn the volume down as he was worried the neighbors could hear the loud rhythmic slapping sounds, the grunts and groans of the rutting couple. He'd had sex...fucked Beth over 1,000 times and never heard her react like this. He was glad he had reduced the volume when she screamed that she was cumming.
Beth's chest was glistening with sweat, her erect nipples pointing at the ceiling as she arched her back. As she did this, Ben's cock was now buried fully into her pussy, and Jules wondered how her cervix wasn't being bruised. Ben must have been thrilled when Beth came after 8 months of no pussy. He looked like he had been fending off an orgasm until he could get his partner off. He arched his back as he thrust as deeply inside of Beth as he could while grunting loudly.
The couple looked to be in their own worlds as they orgasmed. Ben was the first to collect himself when he pushed his naked sweaty body onto Beth's and kissed her. They panted deeply as they both caught their breaths. Beth was the first to speak, "Fuck! That was the most powerful orgasm I've ever felt. You almost broke me," she said.
Ben chuckled, "I was about to say the same thing. What took us so long to do that?" he asked.
Beth shook her head, "I'm married. I'm happily married and this can't get back to Jules. It will kill him," she said. "This can never happen again...ever. Got it?" she said as she looked firmly into his eyes, "You needed pussy and I let you use mine this once. Call it a charity fuck or whatever but when I thought about you being deprived of pussy for 8 months for what? So that bitch could fuck you over?"
Ben nodded, "No, I get it and thanks. I'll take mercy fucks, charity fucks, any fucks at all whenever you want. My birthday's coming up in a month...I'd willingly take a birthday fuck as a present."
Beth laughed, "Tempting but let's stick with more traditional gifts. Tell me you'll never say a word to anyone, especially James."
"My lips are sealed," he said. He looked down at her naked body, "I love you. I have always loved you. In a way, I'm glad Marcia fucked me over if for no other reason than I got this opportunity. And, if I can say...you're the best fuck I've ever had."
Beth stroked his face, "I love you too," she sighed and then added, "OK, Wow! That was the absolute most incredible fuck I've ever had." She stroked his ass as she said that. Then she let him go, "But we can't pursue this or our feelings any further. Now get off me," she looked down, "...out of me and let's shower."
Jules sat back as the couple pulled apart and got off the couch. He heard Beth chuckle as she cupped her pussy. "I was pissed to have to pick up cum covered towels earlier but now I wish I had one."
"Hang on," Ben said. His cock was still hard as he trotted into the guest bathroom and came back with a hand towel. Beth cleaned the cum from her pussy with a look of disbelief on her face. "You came twice with the stripper? No wonder the towels were soaked."
Ben nodded, "Always seem to cum a lot. How's your pussy? I mean I thought it felt great but are you sore? Some women tell me they can't go again, at least for a day or so after..."
Beth chuckled, "I could go now," she smiled as she stroked his cock, "I can still feel you inside me and it felt great."
Ben pulled her close and kissed her while her hand kept stroking his cock. She was humping his thigh as they kissed and Ben's large hand mauled her breast. Then Ben lifted her up and cupped her ass.
Beth guided his cock into her pussy as he lowered her onto his cock. She let out a happy squeal as he buried his cock deep inside her. Their mouths were mashed together and Beth's legs were wrapped around his waist as Ben gripped her ass. He walked them to the middle of the living room and Jules could clearly see the man's glistening cock piston into Beth's swollen pussy. She was moaning into his mouth with each penetration. "Mmmmm, mmmm, mmmm mmm." Again, Jules was happy he turned down the audio but wondered if their neighbors heard their moans, grunts, and cries the other morning.
Then Ben went back to the couch and gently dropped Beth onto her back. When he pulled out, Beth looked as though she wanted to pull him back inside her but then saw what he wanted. Ben lay behind her and when she opened her legs while guiding him back inside he thrust inside her and pressed against her great ass. Jules knew what his best friend was feeling. Beth had the perfect ass. Tight, and muscular but soft. It was one of his favorite positions. Beth's eyes were closed as Ben rapidly pistoned into her sloshing pussy. His hands gripped her large tits as if using them for leverage.
Beth turned her head and kissed him while playing with her pussy. Jules left it playing he went to pee and get a beer. As he closed the refrigerator door he could hear Beth's groans as she came. He went back into the living room wondering if he should keep watching. Beth had shifted and he now had a view of her ass as the fucked on their sides. They were still kissing and Jules wondered if he and Beth had ever kissed that long. Ben was stroking her flexing ass as she responded to his urgent thrusts. As soon as his finger found her asshole and plunged in, Beth let out another cry as she came yet again.
Jules decided if he wanted to watch it further he would later but was curious when they left so he fast-forwarded again and saw the couple change positions three more times before Ben came. First, Ben pulled out after Beth came and put her onto her hands and knees, then she climbed on top which Ben seemed to love as he couldn't keep his hands off her tits. Then after what Jules guessed was Beth's 4th orgasm, he flipped her onto her stomach. Was he fucking her ass? Probably not but it was impossible to tell.
Jules stopped the fast-forwarding as Ben collapsed onto Beth's sweaty back. Both their bodies were slick with sweat as they lay panting on the couch. He thought they passed out so he fast-forwarded again. Ben was the first to move and when he pulled off Beth's ass Jules was happy to see his cock had shrunk to a more normal size. He picked up the hand towel and cleaned himself off.
Then Beth groaned and rolled off the couch. Ben must have been fucking her pussy as she took the towel and cleaned up her crotch. "Fuck...again? Good thing I didn't let you cum in my mouth, you'd drown me," she sighed. "OK. That was the last time. Really," she said. "We need to shower and clean up. Then I'll find some of Jules's clothes for you to wear. I still cannot believe someone took jour clothes," she said.
Ben chuckled, "James. It had to be James. That's exactly the type of thing I've put up with my entire life." He went to hug Beth but she straight-armed him.
"Nope, not happening. Let's get cleaned up and get you home. I wanted to surprise Jules when my trip was cut short," she sighed. "That was wrong. That wasn't a mercy fuck and I feel like that was cheating," she said.
Ben shook his head, "No, I think it was an extension for the first mercy fuck as that was too quick. Relax, it was an extension of the first one."
Beth wryly chuckled, "It was quick, for both of us. The 2nd..."
"...the extension," Ben corrected her.
"The extension was amazing. I came 4 times. OK, that was an extension of the mercy fuck so retain the memories 'cause that's all you'll have. Now, let's clean up and get you home so I can surprise my husband," she said accentuating the word husband.
"Why are you back early?" Ben asked as they left the living room.
"We were on our way to the restaurant when we got a call from..." Beth's voice trailed off as the couple headed down the hall.
Jules felt exhausted. He had no idea how tough it would be to watch Beth with another man, let alone with his best friend.
He fast-forwarded and an hour later Beth was the first to come into the living room. She folded the blanket and left to put it away. She came back out with a spray bottle and a rag. He moved his ass and could see the slightly darker area on the fabric where Beth was scrubbing.
She had just put the cleaning supplies away when Ben came out, dressed and smiling broadly. "OK, was that a mercy fuck in the shower or charity?" he asked as she pulled her into a hug. His hands were freely exploring her body as if he hadn't had enough.
Beth groaned and shook her head, "Your cock. When you got hard all I wanted was to bend over so I could feel you inside me again. But that was it. The last time, OK?" She pushed him away, "Not happening. You're insatiable, you know that?"
Jules expected Ben to laugh it off and say something like, "You keep telling yourself that but you'll open your legs again," but he agreed.
"Got it," Ben put his hands up in surrender, "Just so you know it might be the last time for you but every time I jerk off or and fucking another woman it will be you I'm with inside my head," he said firmly.
Beth shook her head, "Let's go. I taking you home."
Ben looked around for anything he missed, "Wait. Where's your suitcase? You just flew in," he asked.
Beth nodded, "I left it in the trunk. I'll grab it in the morning." Then she laughed. It was after 4 AM, "later in the morning..." He watched as the couple left together, their bodies close together as if they were lovers...which they were.
Jules turned off the video and sat back. He felt completely drained as a multitude of thoughts raced through his head. Beth didn't drop Ben off. What did Ben say to get her to come in? Why had she stayed, not just for a few hours but another day and a half? Was she planning on leaving him? Should he nip that in the bud and dump her? He hated the mixed feelings. Beth was right in taking care of their friend's sexual frustration after 8 months but how could he forgive her for spending the next 38 hours with him after that?
Then he had a thought, was she really working late? Was she at her desk or on her back? He decided to call her at the desk.
"Hey, sweetie. I'm finishing up. Want me to pick something up on the way home?" she asked cheerfully.
"No, I'll put burgers on. I was just wondering about the timing," he said.
"6:30 ok? I know it's later than we usually eat but I had a lot of paperwork after the trip," she said.
Over the next few days, he detected nothing out of the ordinary with Beth but then came the party. One of their friends had a yearly barbeque and Ben would be there. He wondered if he'd punch the man, console him, or avoid him. He wasn't the avoidance type so either of the two other options was possible. He still had no idea how to confront Beth about her cheating but he loved her and hated this hanging over his head.
Then he thought about the sex. It was better than ever as if Beth was subliminally attempting to atone for her indiscretions. She even joined him in the shower a few times which she hadn't done for years. He still loved her so that wasn't an issue. Could he forgive? Putting it out of his mind wasn't going to happen nor could he ever forget...but could he forgive her?



Beth was dressed normally for the party. Jules wondered if Beth would try to look better than usual for Ben. As far as Jules knew this would be the first time the two would see each other since their tryst. It was also the first time he'd see Ben since the bachelor party.
"You look good," he told Beth as they left the house.
Beth looked at her white summer dress, "This? I do like it. I was worried I might wear it so often people will wonder if I own other dresses," she smiled. As they climbed in the car, Beth asked, "Have you talked to Ben recently? How's he doing?"
"I assume well. I called him on Saturday after the bachelor party as I told you. I need to ask him how was he able to pick up a girl so quickly. I mean, he was already fucking her a 2 PM. That might be a record even for him," Jules said. "Maybe a hooker."
Beth looked over, her face red, "Ben would never...OK, he would. But maybe it was someone he knew who consoled him," she said softly.
"Yeah...who? I can't think of any of our friends who would do that. Let's ask him," Jules said with a smile.
"Why? Is it any of our business?" Beth asked quickly.
"Of course, it is," Jules said, "Remember when he asked us if we fucked behind the boathouse on our camping trip? In front of everyone? I think it will be fun," he said.
Beth was glad Ben was late. Maybe he had other plans or got sick. She talked to her friends, many of whom filled her in on the outrageous actions of Marcia. She still had the $13,000 engagement ring and wouldn't return Ben's calls. One of the women said she saw Marcia on a boat with at least a half-dozen men wearing little more than tiny triangles. She was feeling better about fucking their best friend if that slut fiancé was going to humiliate him. As she was thinking that, she heard a roar from a few of the men.
"Dude! You made it. We were wondering," Matt yelled. A few other guys came over, clapping Ben on the back and asking how he was holding up. Ben was nodding and smiling as they handed him a beer and led him to where they had been sitting. Beth looked and saw the look on her husband's face. 'Fuck! He suspects something.' She replayed everything she'd said, everything she'd done and she couldn't think how he could have found out. She decided to go over and face whatever music there was.
Jules watched Ben looking for any sign he was looking for Beth but he seemed content to be with the guys. He was about to join them when Beth came over.
"I guess you heard and saw Ben's entrance. Are you going over?" Beth asked.
"I wanted to get past all the bullshit. I'd like to find out how he's doing," Jules sighed, "I've known him for years and I know he loved Marcia...fuck! For this guy to give up pussy for 8 months would be like most men giving up air," he chuckled.
Beth nodded. She replayed how much Ben liked her pussy but quickly changed the subject. "Didn't Mark say you could look through his old film camera stuff? I think that's really nice."
Jules nodded, "I guess I'm a dying breed." Jules still shot with film. He liked the commitment to the shot vs. a digital snapshot. With film, you have to frame and consider the f-stop, speed, ISO, and composition and you cannot just pop into Photoshop and tweak the photo, plus digital is disposable. Not just the ease of hitting the trash icon but in time what records will be around for future generations?
Ben saw Jules and Beth and broke free of the guys. He came over with a smile on his face, "Jules, man! That was some weekend. Hey Beth. How was your business trip?" he asked, "I guess you missed out on a pretty interesting bachelorette party. Did Amy tell you anything more?"
Jules nodded but looked over at Beth. "I'll leave you two. I'm going to find Mark. Good to see that you're looking positive, Ben. We'll talk later."
Jules found the host, "Mark, this is great. The weather is perfect and it looks as though everyone showed up this year. Last year's party was during the late summer afternoon rainstorms and had to go inside.
Mark clapped his friend on the shoulder and pulled him away from his wife, "Man! Where did you find that girl? I'd like to hire her to teach Sarah how to give a lapdance. It was strange to be naked with the stripper grinding against me when Amy came in, but she greeted me as if she never saw a thing." Then he saw Ben and Beth talking, "You think that's safe?" he asked.
Jules looked over his shoulder and shook his head, "Not really but I've lived with his obsession with Beth for years."
"I was thinking about the bachelor party at how quickly he came when the blonde said her name was Beth," Mark chuckled.
"That was James...I wanted to kill him. I preferred not thinking about it. Ignorance is bliss and all that..."
"Hey, while you're here, want to check out my old Nikons? You can have any of the lenses...bodies...whatever. Hell, I'd like to know that they'd be used by someone who will appreciate them. You can have all of it," Mark said. "Come on, I have it all boxed up."
Jules glanced over at Ben and Beth who had moved over to the side of the back porch and were deep in conversation. Were they discussing the best way to break up with him? Were they recounting how incredible the sex was a couple of weekends ago?
Mark led him down a hall into the guest bedroom. He opened a door to a large walk-in closet. He hit the switch on a lamp before pulling a box off the shelf and plopping it on a drop-leaf table. "I know, right? We have so much crap...hell, if you need side tables, lamps..."
Jules chuckled, "If I had a closet this size I'd fill it up also." He pulled apart the flaps on the box and looked in, "I'll go through this. I'm sure you want these," he smiled as he handed Mark a packet of photos he had developed.
Mark looked at them and laughed, "Better not show these around. Sarah would be pissed," he blushed.
Jules nodded, "Got it. I'll put anymore aside...promise not to look."
"Look if you find more, Sarah was fucking hot 10 years ago."
Mark headed back to his party and Jules focused on the wonderful cameras and accessories. As a Nikon man, he was in heaven. He was so lost in categorizing the various lenses and bodies he almost wasn't aware of the voices coming down the hall. 'Fuck!' he thought as he recognized Ben's and his wife's voices. He quickly turned off the lamp and stood quietly.
"Here...this should be private," Ben said as he led Beth into the guest bedroom. He looked around, "Damn! Perhaps this was a mistake," he said. He felt the mattress and sighed, "Good memories. OK, let's talk."
Beth sat next to Ben, "No ideas. It was fun but it was just that once," Beth said.
"Once. I replayed the weekend and it was 16 times," Ben said with a smile. "Fewer than the 24 I fantasized about. You owe me 6 more fucks."
Beth shook her head, "Forget about any of that. I feel like shit for doing what I...we did, feel like shit for keeping it from him. I need to tell him. It's eating me away inside. I love him so much and what I did..."
"...we did," Ben sighed. "We did it. I was kidding. I feel bad also. It was hard to look him in the eyes out there. He's been there for me time and again and as much as," he stroked Beth's thigh under her dress, "as much as making love with you was great, part of me wishes I'd been a better person."
Beth laughed but then caught herself, "Making love? That's what you called what we did? I call it fucking. I've never been fucked with such intensity, such urgency in my life, but you are right. Stop it," she said as Ben's fingers brushed against her panty-clad pussy. "We talked about this. That wasn't exactly a mistake as we both knew what we were doing but it doesn't make it right."
"Fuck...I know. I just...hell, I was either crying or in heaven...fucking you," Ben said softly.
Beth hugged the man, "I know. I've never seen you like that. You were either hard or in tears. I know you loved Marcia," she said as she stroked his back.
Ben nodded, "Still do. Do you think the reason she's not giving back the ring is that she maybe wants to try again?"
Beth pulled away and looked Ben right in the eyes, "She's a bitch. She's shacked up with those two guys...hell, maybe they invited their friends over. You need to get over her."
Ben nodded, "I know. This will sound like a line but since I heard she'd run off with those guys the only times it doesn't haunt me is when I'm...fucking you. When I fucked you. Every night this past couple of weeks I've awakened thinking about what she did to me. That Saturday and Sunday we might have fucked a few times..."
"A few times???" Beth gasped, "Every couple of hours for two days." Then she sighed, "I know. I saw you tear up. I hate seeing you this sad...get over the bitch. You need to find someone else and it cannot be me." She was quiet for a minute, "I need to tell him. This is unfair to him. He's been the most incredible man I've ever known and this just feels..." she said softly. "I fear that he'll hate me and never want anything to do with me again."
"Fuck. I know. He'll hate both of us...like we're terrible people. We'll tell him. Tell him it was my fault and if I were tougher none of this would have happened and we'll never, ever do anything like that again," he said quickly.
"It was me also. I fucked you as much as you fucked me but yes. We need to tell him. Dinner. Come to dinner on Tuesday. We'll talk to him then," Beth said softly, "and when we leave here, let's leave separately...if he had suspicions before, us disappearing for an hour sure won't help," Beth said.
Ben kissed Beth on the lips and sat back, "There. That's the last time I'll ever kiss you. I'll see you outside," he said.
Beth watched the man go before flopping back onto the bed. She put her hands on her face and started crying. She knew...just knew that Jules would be crushed that she cheated on him. She couldn't face living her life without him but couldn't live with him in a lie. She wished she could go back and undo it all.
Jules sat next to his wife and pulled her against his chest. Beth gasped but clung to her husband as more tears flowed out. "It's OK. I don't hate you. I love you and forgive you."
Beth looked up at her husband, "You know? You heard? How? Where were you?" she asked. Then she saw the open closet door and put her face in her hands, "The camera stuff. You were there the whole time...you heard everything."
Jules nodded, "I know about after the bachelor party on the couch...both times or the extension as you guys called it...in the shower. I know about you spending the weekend at Ben's. I'm OK with it if you stick by your promise that it will never happen again," he said before kissing her.
Beth gasped and shook her head. "How? How do you know? We told nobody about that," she said as she sat up.
"James...James decided to hide a camera in the living room to tape the bachelor party. He said it was to protect us against potential issues if the stripper or Marcia made any false claims, but knowing him it was for more perverse reasons."
Beth gasped, "You saw? You watched...oh fuck!" she said as she sat back, "You heard? Oh fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck," she moaned. Then she had a panicked look, "And James? James has the videos of...?"
Jules shook his head, "He watched it with me. But our friend Ben isn't as tight-lipped as we might think. James knew what was on the tape and tried to stop me from watching," Jules said. "I have the tape. I wouldn't let him take it."
Beth fell back on the bed, "Fuck! You must hate me. I mean it wasn't just that I..."
"Fucked Ben? I know. I heard. You think I'm oblivious that there are men who are better lovers? Come on, I'm not that dense. When you said those things it wasn't to humiliate me and if you think about it, I must have things going for me if you don't care about having the best sex of your life with me."
"I love you so much and I'll do anything to make what I did up to you," she said tearfully, "I can't lose you."
Jules lay down next to his wife, "Just be there and next time Ben gets his heart broken and you need to comfort him, just let me know beforehand."
Beth looked shocked, "You'd...?"
Jules nodded, "I know how much you two love each other...hell, I heard you tell him," he smiled, "and what you did was out of love and not lust." He caressed his wife's cheeks, "We should get back. At parties like these, it's unconventional for married couples to fuck each other. Normally, couples sneak off who aren't married to each other...people might talk," he chuckled.
That night, Beth asked to see the bachelor party video. Jules nodded but asked if he could skip past the various lapdances as none of the married men should have someone watching them let loose. "I don't care about any of that. I'd like to see when Amy came in and...you know," she said.
Jules set it up and when it got to Amy's appearance, he paused it and called Beth into the living room. "Just hit play and you can fast forward by hitting this," he said as he handed the remote over, "I'll leave you to it. Once was enough for me."
It was over an hour before Beth came to bed and she was a lot more enthusiastic in bed than any previous time. Jules wasn't about to complain and hoped she might want to watch it a few more times.
* * *
The following Tuesday, Ben came over for dinner. He was more subdued than usual. Beth hadn't told him that Jules knew...knew everything and that there was a video.
After dinner, they retired to the living room, Ben looking over at Beth expectantly. She and Jules were on the couch, Ben was in an easy chair next to them. Jules stood and stretched. "I'm going to bed. You guys have stuff to talk about," he said.
Ben looked confused as Jules left the room and Beth patted the seat next to her.
"Relax. Jules is giving us privacy. Here," she said as she turned on the TV and hit 'Play' on the remote.
Two hours later, Beth crawled into bed with her husband. She kissed him and snuggled against his naked body. "I love you so much. Ben headed home where most likely he's jerking off. I was proud of him. We watched our fuck session and not only did he not make a single suggestive comment, he kept his hands to himself. He told me to tell you how sorry he is that that all happened...though he couldn't bring himself to say he regretted it," she chuckled.
* * *
In the following months, Beth did everything in her power to make up for her cheating on Jules even though her husband said over and over there was no need. However, he wasn't about to complain as they had the best sex ever.
A year later, Ben announced he was getting married but demanded no bachelor party and his bride-to-be agreed as it was her 2nd wedding no bachelorette party. The wedding, the reception, and the couple heading out for their honeymoon went without a hitch, much to the relief of his best friends, Jules and Beth Liam.



        One Good Turn...

        A couple rescues a trio stranded during a storm.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/one-good-turn-5

Title: One Good Turn...

Author: barkirk

Category: Interracial Love

Description: A couple rescues a trio stranded during a storm.

Tags: huge cocks, athletic, married, multi-orgasmic, blonde, tattoos




...deserves three.
This story is about sharing a wife. Please stop reading if this offends you. No one is under 18.
Sarah lay back panting heavily. Images of long, dark cocks swam through her head. There was something primal, and animalistic about the glistening brown, ebony, and veined shafts that she saw...almost as if they were alive...serpents, large snakes with spear-like heads wanting a warm dark hole. As she envisioned them burrowing back into her pussy, and her ass, an unexpected second orgasm built up.
David's face was soaked in his wife's fluids, his lips were bruised, and his neck hurt from her pelvis bucking against his face. He thought she would push him away as she always did after cumming but her grip on his hair was just as tight. His tongue was deep inside her, his nose pressed firmly against her clit, and he could tell she was building up for another climax.
Just an hour before, Sarah was doing the dinner dishes when David stepped behind her and kissed the back of her neck. Most women are sensitive there but for Sarah, it was as if she had an on/off switch just below her hairline. At first, she tried to shrug him off but just 10 seconds in, she let out a low moan. She pulled his hands onto her chest with just her thin tee covering her sensitive nipples. 20 seconds later, she gripped the edge of the sink as she came.
* * *
David had been with a few girls and women, all with erogenous zones, but never with anyone with such sensitive areas. On their first date, he'd been the perfect gentleman as she told him quite firmly that she had a 3-date rule. He had no problem with that as just being with her felt like he scored. Sarah was the prototypical strawberry blonde. Peaches and cream complexion, athletic tight body, and small yet perky breasts. Then there were her nipples. Large puffy areolas that surrounded eraser-sized nubs whenever she was excited. Even her padded bras couldn't hide them when triggered but when she was around the house, braless, they seemed to poke out even more.
They had gone to see the new Mission Impossible movie when David took a chance and put his arm on the back of her theater seat. He didn't think much of it but he was idly stroking the nape of her neck with his thumb for 10, maybe 15 minutes when he noticed her breathing had changed. He looked over in the dim light and her nipples were poking through her thin bra a good half-inch. He moved his hand so his fingers were stroking her neck and she gasped. Suddenly, she grabbed his thigh, squeezing tightly as it looked as if she orgasmed. Was it her neck? Tom Cruise? He didn't care...it was at that moment he thought about spending the rest of his life with her. The man next to her wasn't oblivious. He'd elbowed his friend and both were looking over at Sarah's nipples. The dim lighting in the theater made them seem to stick out even more.
When they got to the car, Sarah turned to him and apologized, "I feel so embarrassed... humiliated. I never...um, came like that before," she said. "It was strange but your touch on my neck felt as if it were..." she stopped and shook her head.
"...between your legs?" David asked. "If I had known, I wouldn't have touched you there," he smiled, "3-date rule and all that."
"Fuck the 3-date rule," Sarah said as she pulled him close. Their lips met and both had the same thought...that she'd orgasmed before they had even kissed.
David's hands roamed over her body but when he stroked the back of her neck she again gasped into his mouth. He felt his cock grow harder than he ever remembered, and when his other hand found her breast he seemed to throb even more. Her nipples were so hard he wondered if her clothes were tough enough to contain them. As he scraped his palm over her right breast and stroked the back of her neck she writhed against him as she again came. 'Holy crap! Multiorgasmic and I haven't even touched her below the waist.' He loved her passion, loved how in the cramped space of the front seat she tried to merge her body with his. He pinched her nipple through her bra as she groaned loudly into his mouth. It seemed to be a full minute before she went limp, leaving a trail of saliva on his cheek and she slumped against him.
That night David finally got to taste Sarah's sweet pussy and after two more orgasms, he was able to feel her tight vagina grip his cock as hard as any ever had. Neither got any sleep unless you count the three times Sarah passed out. In the morning, David blurted out the worst thing a man could say on their first date, "Damn! I love you so much, will you marry me?"
Normally, David would never say that...in fact, he'd never told a girl he loved her but it was in his head all night and in his exhaustion he just said it. Then he clasped his hand over his mouth and shook his head, "Sorry...sorry. I need coffee."
Sarah looked at the boy she'd just met, "So you didn't mean it?" she asked. She was stroking his cock hoping for another round and could feel him grow under her fingers.
"Well, yes. I did, but it's not..." he stammered.
Sarah chuckled, "I'll say no...for now. See? I have this 3-date rule about accepting proposals from strange men," Then she climbed on top of him and lowered herself onto his cock. "Oooohh, I do like your cock...love your cock. Fuck the 3-day rule. Yes, I'll marry you," she giggled. Now, fuck your fiance," she ordered.
Impulsive, young, stupid, say what you want about their decision but after ten years of marriage they were as tight and in love as any couple could be. They say that a marriage based on sex can't last but they made sure to keep things fresh. Role-playing, games, porn...nothing was off the table except sleeping with others. Both allowed the others to flirt at parties or in bars but they always went home together. The only times Sarah kept her legs closed was when there was her monthly 'stormy weather,' and she bent over offering him her ass. That was derived from giving him access to 'any port in the storm.'
They found a place 30 miles outside of the city on 5 acres. It was off the beaten path and on some days, no cars passed their house at all. She said she could go out and garden naked but to David's disappointment, she couldn't bring herself to try it. She was just 20 minutes from the local clinic where she worked as a nurse, David was able to work remotely in his basement office.
* * *
Back to David getting Sarah aroused. They'd had dinner while watching Bridgerton and Sarah made a comment about how interesting it was that racial differences were totally ignored. She said it was refreshing and wished society were more like that. Then David asked if she'd ever dated a black man and she shook her head, "None ever asked me out, but had they, I would have made the decision based on my usual criteria," she said.
"And, what criteria would that be?"
"Well," she straightened her index finger, "Smart. I need a guy who has a brain. Next," she straightened another finger, "In reasonable shape...not looking for Arnold but I like some definition," she said as she stroked David's tight abs. "Reasonably good-looking...not pretty...couldn't handle if he were prettier than I am," she chuckled. "Not too tall. At 5' 2", I don't want to get neck strain kissing a guy. Well read, I know I said intelligent but I like...you, you're bright and you read everything. I love that about you. Oh, and a guy who takes my needs into consideration. I don't need to be his everything but it's great that you include me in all our plans. You don't go out for boys-nights-out."
"That's it?" David smiled, "nothing about a huge cock?" he pulled her hand onto his lap.
Sarah giggled, "That goes without saying. I never would have said yes if you had a small dick," she smiled. "Just be happy we haven't opened up our marriage...a girl needs to keep her options open," she grinned. "But why don't you find something else we can watch while I take care of the dishes."
David had a thought. He checked out their favorite porn site and searched for 'huge cock.' Their go-to porn were the romantic or outdoor ones where couples had sex on the beach or in hotel rooms. Then again, they rarely watched porn as Sarah was so easily aroused, and that excited David. Strangely, almost all the 'huge cock' videos were about black men. David had heard the rumors but with his 7 1/2" cock he never thought they held water. When he first searched he wanted to see how Sarah would react to seeing men with larger cocks than he had. He thought a normal man would be nervous about showing his wife bigger cocks but he felt his cock throb as he considered how she would react. What would she say or do seeing these massive back sausages dangling between these guys' muscular thighs? He queued up one with a young blonde and three black men all truly well-endowed.
He went into the kitchen as he didn't want to wait for Sarah to finish the dishes. So, after she came down from her orgasm, he carried her up to the bedroom and laid her down. She giggled as he pulled down her shorts and thong, then raised her arms when he yanked off her tee. He then stood and took off his clothes.
Sarah rolled over to suck on his cock but David stopped her.
"I want to taste your sweet pussy first," he said, "You watch the video while I suck the nice twat of yours." He picked up the remote, hit play, and then lay at the foot of the bed and kissed his way up her inner thighs.
Sarah lay back with anticipation. No man ever ate pussy like David. And they rarely watched porn. She wondered what the occasion was as the video started. She let out a gasp when she felt his fat tongue part her wet lips followed by another when she saw the young strawberry blonde girl. Did he pick out porn with a look-alike? The girl could have been her sister. This should be interesting, she thought. She was stroking David's hair as the girl showered. She had very similar perky breasts though her nipples were like tiny buttons. She was always fascinated with the various shapes and sizes not just of boobs but also nipples. She liked the tiny button-like nipples because her roommate had a pair like that. She could still taste the texture and shape between her lips and against her tongue.
Sarah started to rock her hips against his mouth as he licked. He could hear the video playing and the girl must have been getting dressed. Any time now, he thought. How would she react? Would she order him to turn it off? Would she get excited? Or would it be the as any other porn video? Then he heard the doorbell and Sarah suck in a breath.
Sarah wondered what David had picked out and now she knew. Black men...three of them entered. They were quite tall, quite muscled, and had multiple tattoos. She was never a fan of tattoos but somehow it made the men look more feral, more powerful. She wondered how these men would look naked and how they'd manage to get naked as the girl looked surprised to see them. How would coming over to see her husband turn into a gangbang...but she knew that was where it was headed. She also wondered how the hell an 18-year-old girl got married but then again, she was 19 when David proposed. She idly stroked her nipples as she watched the men circle the much younger, much smaller girl. She didn't look at all scared or intimidated.
Sarah was getting wetter and David had to swallow constantly. He was gripping her hips as she humped against his face. He looked up and saw her unblinking eyes staring at the TV and he was pulling on her nipples. Then she let out a series of gasps followed by a deep groan as she came. He could hear the girl giggle and ask if these were for her. The men must have stripped and seeing that triggered Sarah's orgasm.
'Fuck!' Sarah thought, 'Their cocks are huge...so fucking huge.' She felt her orgasm rip through her and opened her eyes to see the small girl kneeling, a cock in her mouth and one in each hand. 'No way! No fucking way!' she thought, 'camera angle or lighting or something,' she thought, 'No man's that big let alone three,' she thought. The girl's mouth was open so wide that she feared the poor girl would dislocate her jaw. 'Has to be fake, has to," she thought as she felt another orgasm coming on. Just as the girl popped the massive purple head out of her mouth and took another, blacker cock between her lips she came again.
David had thought he'd get her wet while she watched the video and then get up and fuck her, but Sarah was gripping the back of his head as she ground her pussy against his face. This orgasm seemed more intense than the last. He kept licking, kept swallowing as he heard the girl squeal in pleasure. He didn't get that far in but she must have one of the guy's huge cock in her pussy.
Sarah was fascinated to see a good foot of cock slide all the way into the tiny girl's pussy. She expected to see it rip out through her navel but the girl squealed with pleasure as she was carried around the living room. 'Oh, to be fucked like that!' Sarah thought. She pulled on a nipple harder than she ever had as one of the other men came up behind her. Her jaw dropped as another foot of cock easily slid into the girl's ass. 'How? How can this girl take these massive cocks?' she wondered. She reached down and grabbed David's hair and pulled him tighter against her pussy.
David's mouth was bring bruised but Sarah kept rocking her pelvis against his mouth. Her deep grunts were echoed by the grunting coming from the TV. From the sounds of it, the girl was being DPed so he slid a finger against Sarah's slick asshole and pushed inside.
Seeing those black bodies slam against the tiny pale-skinned girl was too much and as soon as David slid a finger inside her ass, she came for a third time. "Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck," she panted loudly. This time, she didn't close her eyes as she came, instead she watched as the girl straddled one man, got her ass pounded from behind by the second, and bobbed her head onto the third man's cock. 'Oh to be that girl,' she thought as the powerful waves ripped through her.
David's jaw hurt, his lips felt raw and bruised, and his nostrils were filled with pussy juice yet he kept licking as Sarah came over and over. He knew she was multiorgasmic but this was new territory. Was it the black men? Was she turned on bt the thought of a big black cock? Was it the three guys fucking the girl? Or, was it the foot-long cocks. He knew she would tell him as they told each other everything.
Sarah's whole body turned to jelly after her...what orgasm was that? Not a clue. Those chocolate or ebony or rich black cocks infused her mind as she finally let go of her husband's hair and passed out.
David rolled off the bed and grabbed a towel. His cock was throbbing and pointing to the ceiling but Sarah was out cold. She was breathing deeply and her thumbs were unconsciously stroking her erect nipples. He covered her with a blanket and went to the living room. He did something he hadn't done in over a year. He jerked off. He started by thinking about how Sarah was intrigued by the thoughts of three guys or big cocks but when he thought about her wanting black cocks he exploded all over his chest and stomach.
The next morning, Sarah looked sheepish, "I'm sorry. I feel terrible. I know you wanted to fuck me...or did you? After I passed out?" she asked. She felt between her legs and shook her head, "I should have checked earlier."
David shook his head, "I was tempted, sorely tempted but my mother always told me, 'Son, if she passes out it would be just wrong to fuck her. Always try her mouth, if she sucks your cock then that's her problem,'" he said, "I checked. You weren't interested."
Sarah slapped him. "I know you're lying. Your mom would never refuse cock, even if she were passed out."
David shook his head, "Now, I'm sorry I joked about that..." He looked at his wife curiously, "How do you know...?"
"That your mom loves cock? She asked me about you. She wondered whether you inherited more than your father's eyes," she smiled. "I asked her if your dad gave you all or some of your 8 inches," she blushed.
"Holy shit! You didn't," he blurted. He didn't correct her and actually, it's normal to round off numbers.
Sarah nodded, "I think your mom thought about getting you alone," she smiled.
"When was this? Last Christmas?" he asked. When Sarah nodded he shook his head, "She gave me a hug...and I mean a hug. She never held me so close before," he said softly. "I wondered."
"Your mom is hot...hell, if I were a guy, I'd do her," Sarah chuckled.
David shook his head, "Not going there. Let's change the subject. What got you off about the video last night?" he asked.
"I was wondering when you would ask that," Sarah said, "Please don't be upset but...the cocks. They were so dark and huge. They looked more like they should be hanging under a stallion than from a man...from men," she blushed. "The thought that they could hurt me, damage me was arousing," she said softly, "Then, there were their tattoos. They made the men look determined to use the girl, to seem more alpha...on top of that, they looked so set on fucking that poor girl I felt as if she resisted it would have done no good. I wanted that...fuck!" she said when she put her hands over her face.
David pulled her close but instead of consoling her, she pulled his bruised lips to her face and hungrily kissed him. 3 minutes later, David finally got his wish as he thrust hard into his wife's sopping pussy.
* * *
Over the next few weeks, nothing really changed. Twice, David suggested porn and Sarah shook her head, "Don't need it. You are all I need." Their sex lives truly didn't need porn as they had sex two, three times a day.
One evening, they sat watching the news as storms ripped through the area. Hail, flooding streams and rivers, lightning, power outages, and more were reported in the area. "Good thing we canceled dinner with the Simpsons tonight. We'd be stuck downtown," David said, "I guess we'll have to make the most of it," he smiled as he pushed a hand under her thin tee.
Sarah nodded and let out a soft sigh as she felt his fingers stroke her nipples. She didn't want to go to dinner anyhow. Ever since the porn videos she wanted to return in her head to the images of those huge, evil-looking black cocks. She couldn't tell David about that and hoped in time, these fantasies of being taken, being used by strong tattooed black men would go away. She even started assessing black men when she was at the clinic or out shopping. Two interns intrigued her...tall, muscular...black. This was wrong since she could almost see herself letting any one of them do what they wanted to her. Fantasies, only fantasies. She would never allow herself to cheat on David...unless the men forced her...
David felt his cock harden rapidly as they heard the thunder and felt the house shake from the high winds. Somehow, the storm made him hornier than usual. He cupped Sarah's bare ass when she swung a leg over his lap and pressed her body against him. He loved it when she wore nothing except the tee that was almost transparent it was so old.
Sarah ground her swollen pussy against David's cock and was about to reach between them to pull it out when someone started banging loudly at their front door. She jumped up and fled to the kitchen while David adjusted his throbbing erection in his pants.
"Coming, coming...hold on," he cried as he went and pulled the front door open. He found three black men with cuts on their faces shivering in the cold wind. "Damn! Come in, you guys look like you've been in a fight," he said as he stepped aside. "Shit, Sarah, get out here," he said. The three men were the tallest men he'd ever seen. There were dark bruises and cuts on their tattoed arms, they all had cuts on their heads and faces and shivered violently.



Saraj looked around the doorway but David shook his head, "No time for modesty. These guys need you." He turned to the men, "You're lucky. She's a nurse and a great one at that."
Sarah came out as soon as she saw the state these men were in. "OK, we'll need the master bath. David, run up there and turn on the heated floor, max, and the infrared lamps. Guys, let's get you out of these wet clothes," she ordered. When they looked at each other and the beautiful blonde she snapped, "Unless you want to die right here of hypothermia."
Then men gingerly pulled off their clothes taking a long time because they stuck to their muscular bodies and because they were shivering so hard. Sarah gathered the wet garments and when they wore nothing but boxers she shook her head,. "All of it. I'll get these washed and dried but you'll never warm up with wet underwear." Then she stifled a gasp as three large cocks bounced free. 'These guys are cold? Holy fuck! How can guys who are freezing and their cocks shriveled be that huge?' she thought. She gathered herself and as she grabbed the three wet pairs of underwear. she pointed to the stairs. "Go up to the top, you'll see the bedroom light. David will have towels for you. I'll empty your pockets and put these in the washer," she ordered.
As she headed back to the laundry room she knew they were looking at her bare ass but they were more naked than she was...as if that were any consolation.
It took her a long time to get the clothes sorted and in the washer. Her thin tee was soaked and she decided to toss that in also. After starting the washer she realized all her clothes were up in the same room as the three naked men. 'I'm a nurse. I've seen plenty of penises, plenty of naked men. They've seen naked women...so what?' she thought while another voice inside was laughing at her stupidity.
David was feeling a bit intimidated as he watched the three incredibly tall men dry off. He wasn't one to look at other men's junk but he swore their 6" flaccid cocks became 8" flaccid cocks as they warmed up. He looked over as Sarah entered now also naked. "Did I miss the memo?" he joked. "I feel overdressed."
Sarah laughed, When I took their clothes to the washer, I got soaked. Not only was it cold and clammy but it wasn't hiding anything, so what the fuck! I thought. Let me see those cuts," she said. "You guys warming up?" she asked as she looked at the long appendages dangling between their legs. "Sit. I'm not going to the garage to get a step ladder." she smiled. They dutifully plopped their bare butts on the edge of the tub.
She grabbed her first aid kit and tended to the men feeling heat emanating from their open crotches. Somehow, in all the years of nursing, she never once was so vulnerable, so aroused while tending to a patient.
David's cock wasn't behaving and considered just stepping out into the cold downpour but watching his creamy-white wife against the deep-brown skin of the three men was almost too much. On top of that, all three were studying his wife's naked body and their cocks were bouncing up as they grew longer and fatter.
Sarah finished and ordered the man on the right to stand. She ran her hands over his body, front and back. She traced his tattoos and looked for bruising and more cuts. She took the antiseptic and touched up a few places before applying a bandaid. "Sorry," she giggled nervously, "These flesh-colored bandages aren't really flesh-colored, are they?" When she knelt to check the man's legs she wasn't paying attention and her face smacked against his cock. She stroked her face while looking closely at the fat member, "Careful with that. At work, we'd set out orange cones," she chuckled.
Then men laughed and the one with his cock in front of her face said, "And here I thought I'd heard every comment women make." He looked over at David, "Sorry. Man, I can't help it...your wife is..." he shook his head.
"Hey. I get it. Look, what happened to you guys? I mean you looked like you got hit by a bus," David asked.
As Sarah went to the next man, the first guy shook his head, "Weird night. We were driving out of the city after practice when it got dark, really dark. Our GPS went out and there was an accident on the freeway. We turned around and got off, Demarius here though he knew where we were. But," he looked around and asked, "Where the fuck are we?"
David chuckled, "A good half hour from the city. You guys NBA players? You look familiar...Demarius. Demarius Chapman. You're Earl, Earl Martin. He looked at the third man who was looking down at Sarah as she studied his thighs, "Derrick? Derrick Barnes. Wow! Your practice facility is over on the east side. You're 30 miles north. Sorry I interrupted your story, how'd you get the cuts and bruises?"
Demarius looked up, "About a mile from here, a tree fell on our hood. Had we been going even slightly faster," he shuddered. "The windshield and side windows literally exploded. We were showered with glass and Derrick was the only one not cut as he was in the back seat.
Earl nodded, "The Escalade is toast. We walked in the worst hail I've ever seen, my hands are bruised so bad I might not be able to dribble a basketball for a week."
Derrick looked up finally. He seemed oblivious to his cock pointing up at a 30-degree angle and nodded. "We all got bruised hands. Better than a cracked skull, I guess. We are so sorry to burst in. We'll be out of here in the morning."
David thought for a minute, "You left stuff in your car?" he asked. "I can take the Rivian out and grab it. I doubt any of our neighbors would loot it but you never know," he said.
Derrick looked over and nodded, "Our wallets and crap are in our gym bags. Man! That would be great if you could do that." Then he glanced at the naked blonde woman, "It might be better if your wife grabbed some clothes...because," he stroked his cock as he shrugged his shoulders.
David laughed, "She's a nurse like I told you. She's handled hundreds of penises, haven't you, honey," he chuckled.
Sarah turned and nodded. She was flushed and her breathing was deeper than normal as if she were trying to collect herself.
David came over and kissed her, "Why don't you let them lie down on our bed. The overhead lighting will help you see their bodies better...you know see if they have any more bruises or swelling you should take care of?" he said. "Oh, left or right from here," he asked.
"We came from the right," Earl said, "There's a bridge, we just crossed it."
David nodded, "Know it well. Hell, that's like two miles down the road. You guys are lucky to be alive."
Sarah came over and shook her head, "I'd prefer if you didn't leave me alone with three naked men...I mean, we could have them wrap towels around their waists but..."
David pulled her close and stroked the nape of her neck with his thumb causing her to gasp again, "I trust you'll follow your best instincts and make our guests as comfortable as possible." He leaned down and kissed her before pulling away. "Oh, I'll grab your bags but when I get back there's stuff I need to get to down in my office. I'll see you guys in the morning?" he said cheerfully.
As he left, he wondered if Sarah had ever been so turned on yet trying really hard to restrain herself. He wasn't worried about her...he was more worried she'd give these guys heart attacks.
When he returned home he could hear footsteps in the master bedroom and low voices. Then he heard Sarah's familiar low groan followed by the creaking of the bedframe. He smiled for her as he went into the laundry room to put the clothes into the dryer. He had no idea if any of the men's clothes would shrink but they looked casual enough.
When he headed back to the basement stairs he heard Sarah cry out. Was that her first orgasm? Probably not. Then the creaking of the bed got louder and she could hear two men's voices and Sarah's all rhythmically grunting. He smiled as he headed down to his office knowing his wife was happy and well-taken care of.
When David left, Sarah looked at the three men, especially at their now erect cocks, and sighed. "OK. David's right. The light is better in the bedroom and you guys should be resting. I hope you're not homophobic. Come on, lie down while I inspect you all for injuries," she said. She knew and they knew that the light in the bedroom was tons dimmer. No one argued and soon the three men were laid out on the bed and looking expectantly at the remarkedly sexy blonde woman. Their cocks were long, fat, and throbbing on their stomachs as she crawled onto the bed.
Sarah tried to act professional but this was little different from many of the role-playing games she and David played...except there were three naked men who she had just met. She stroked Earl's chest as if looking for injuries, "Does this hurt," she asked innocently as she stroked his hard nipples.
"A little, perhaps kissing them?" he asked.
Sarah leaned down and licked both his nipples. She felt his cock push against her stomach and looked down. She sat up and shook her head, "Swelling, I think I see swelling. Should I get some ice?" she asked as she crawled over his foot-long snake.
Earl shook his head, "I was so cold earlier, maybe your hot breath?" he suggested.
Sarah nodded, "Sorry. I wasn't thinking. She leaned down with her nose just brushing the underside of his massive cock. She breathed out a few times before kissing him just beneath the glans. She looked up at those deep brown eyes watching her, I see you're leaking. I guess I'll need to suck on it until the swelling goes down," she sighed. "Nothing beats a warm compress," she smiled, "I know these things...6 years of medical training."
Earl groaned and put his head back as the woman opened her mouth and took half his fat shaft into her throat. She swallowed his precum as she bobbed her head. She was able to take more of him with each push of her face onto his shaft. She felt fingers probing her pussy and groaned. She slurped the long shaft out of her mouth and nodded at Derrick, "Good idea. I see you need a warm compress also. We need to take care of these before they get too painful. I'm a nurse and I know that the longer something stays swollen the longer it takes to bring the swelling down.
Demarius groaned, "What about mine? It hurts," he said as he stroked his cock. "I've never felt it so swollen."
Sarah looked toward the bathroom door. "I guess I'll have to use all my tools. In the closet on the shelf below the towels, there's Vaseline. Earl, I hope you don't mind but I'm climbing on top of you. If I'm too heavy for you, please say something. I hate it when you men try to be macho, OK?"
Earl grinned as the barely 100-pound woman lowered her pussy onto his cock. He grabbed her breasts, though it was more palmed her breasts. "You're quite heavy but this is better," he said as he acted as if he were holding her up.
Sarah was having trouble listening or being aware of anything but the huge mass penetrating her tiny pussy. She leaned into the huge hands and groaned, "That's fine," she panted, "As long as I'm not hurting you." She raised up and felt more cock slide inside her. She couldn't tell how much was in her but she still hadn't bottomed out. Then she felt the cool gel press into her ass so she leaned forward and kissed the man, his tongue parting her lips.
Demarius knelt behind the girl's tiny ass as he took a glob of gel onto his finger. She moaned loudly as he pushed it inside her. Then after lubing his cock, he pressed the head against her pink puckered hole.
Sarah broke off the kiss and arched her back as a cock twice as large as David's popped inside her rectum. Then the third cock pressed against her lips and she knew how the small girl was able to take the massive shaft into her mouth. She never felt so filled up even though in college she'd done threesomes...those were boys. These were men. She opened her mouth panting as both men thrust into her and she was rewarded with a fat cock in her mouth. "Mmmmpphhh, mmmmppphhh, mmmmppphhh," she moaned on the man's cock as she came. Even having her jaw opened wide was arousing. Soon Dematius was pounding hard into her ass, Earl was gripping her breasts as he thrust up into her, and Derrick's cock was bruising the back of her throat. The bed was creaking alarmingly and she wondered if they would break it but there wasn't a chance she was going to suggest they slow down.
Even in the basement, David could hear the pounding of the bedframe. He hoped they weren't hurting her but as he thought that, he heard her cry out as she came another time. Then a minute later, one of the men let out a roar as he came inside...her ass? Pussy? Mouth? He felt a surge of happiness for her. How coincidental was it that she got amazingly excited about three blacks with tattoos and huge cocks and three men who fit that description showed up? He had been planning on finding three men for her birthday which was over a month away but now he'd have to find something else. He lay back on the couch stroking his cock as he listened to another of the men empty his balls into one of his wife's holes.
David lost count of the number of times he woke to hear a man grunt loudly, or Sarah crying out, or the loud creaking of the bedframe. Each time he smiled and went back to sleep.
The next morning, David crept upstairs to the bedroom and looked in. At first, he couldn't see his wife but then he saw her. She was sandwiched between Earl and Derrick with their cocks still in her holes. They were sleeping peacefully. Demarius was sprawled out on the corner chair, his flaccid cock dangling between his legs. He was creeping out when she noticed a long creamy stream running out of her ass and pussy onto the sheets. There was a 6" pool formed under her.
He was down drinking his 2nd cup of coffee when a naked Demarius came into the kitchen. "Sorry," he said as he looked down at his naked body, "I normally put something on before wandering around someone's house," he smiled.
David stood and went over to the cupboard, "Coffee? Clothes?" he pointed to the folded pile on the kitchen table. "I probably should have put those up in the bedroom," he said. He poured coffee as the man pulled out his clothes, "Here. Cream? Sugar?" he asked.
Demarius and David were chatting in the kitchen when another NBA player came in. Derrick noticed the pile of clothes and pulled out his and put them on. He looked over at David and smiled, "I'll bet you are relieved to see us dressed," Derrick chuckled.
David nodded, "I can't say I've ever had guests over who took, 'Make yourself at home,' quite so literally." He held up the pot, "coffee?"
Derrick accepted the cup and saluted his host before taking a sip. "This is good, thanks." He looked at his host as if wondering how to say something.
"What? You need something?" David asked.
"Earl and Sarah might be a bit delayed," he said, "Um, Earl mentioned he never got to try Sarah's ass and..."
David chuckled, "She does have a great ass. I get it. We can make a fresh pot for them," he said.
The two men shook their heads. Derrick put out a hand, "Thanks," he said.
"Sure. I couldn't leave you guys to die outside," he said, "Three starters? The fans would never forgive me."
"No, that's not it. I want to thank you...I mean not for the coffee or going out in a storm to grab our things but..." he hesitated.
"For letting you fuck my wife? I'm not sure I could have stopped her anyhow. I've seen that look, saw how she was eyeing you...your," he glanced at their pants. Anyhow, you're welcome." Then he looked toward the door, "I mean, you didn't kill her with your cocks or anything did you?" he smiled.
Demerius laughed, "Kill her??? She wore me out after the third time. These guys were tougher but around 5:30 she was sucking both their cocks so she could get sandwiched by them one more time. I think they passed out before she did." Then he chuckled as he heard the creaking of the bedframe get louder just as Sarah let out a loud cry.
Derrick nodded, "We almost came down to get you. My balls have never ached so bad before. She might be small but she sure has a ton of energy once she gets going."
David laughed, "Don't I know it. Well. OK. You're welcome and give me your numbers," chuckled, "In case I need help satisfying her."
The men sat and talked while the fucking above them continued. Finally, they heard both Sarah and Earl grunt loudly followed by quiet. Then, they heard the water turn on above them.
"That reminds me, you guys might want to shower. I'm sure Sarah will want to check out your injuries anyhow. I'll call a guy I know who can tow your car into the shop...I'm sure it's totaled but let's get it off the road."
The two guys looked at each other, put down their cups, and headed back upstairs.
It was late afternoon before the trainer showed up in his Tahoe to pick up the star players. Sarah wasn't there to see them off as she was passed out in bed but they understood. The trainer looked at the three with concern, "Are you guys injured? You look like to can barely walk," he said as he checked them out. "Let's drive you to the facility. I need to check you guys over."
Derrick nodded, "We'll recover. Our host's wife is a nurse and she checked us out thoroughly," he said. The trainer was oblivious to the grins on the players' faces as they headed to the door.
* * *
A week later, they had a courier at the door. Inside were two season tickets and a note from the trainer saying how impressed he was with the care Sarah had provided. If she were interested he had an opening for a medical professional on his staff and the three players raved about her care and professionalism. His email address and phone were included.
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OK...this is a story of a man cucked by his wife and boss. Those hating that type of story, stop reading now.
"Send your wife over with the Stockwell folder," Wallace Hart ordered.
"Sir? Send over?" Dave Chalmers asked. He was confused and distracted.
"I'm not repeating myself...your wife, send her over now. Drop what you're doing...she can put on a robe...now!" Wallace said before hanging up.
The D. J. Andrews Corporation was a multinational corporation that specialized in acquiring and rejuvenating floundering concerns. Wallace Hart was one of the key members of the company's hierarchy and was known for his ruthless and charismatic style. He never played games, and never beat around the bush...he simply got the job done.
Dave Chalmers was his newest associate, fresh out of college with an MBA, newly married, and tested off the charts for his abilities to retain and process massive amounts of data. His weaknesses were his lack of charisma, his indecisive nature, and his subservient nature. Wallace still valued the man's intellect and came to rely on his abilities which made the man indispensable. This week, they were in Las Vegas to meet with the Stockwell Group ostensibly to provide much-needed capital but also to explore absorbing the company into D. J. Andrews.
* * *
Dave Chalmers and Diana Thomas met at a Sorority party in their final year at Cornell. He was getting his MBA, and she was getting her BA in art history. He was surprised she was alone but even more surprised that she warmed to him. At 24, Dave was still a virgin having little luck with the opposite sex.
Diana just broke up with her high school sweetheart just 2 months before they were to be married. She may have been the one to call it off but he had made it easy by fucking Diana's sister. When she finally agreed to go to a party, she felt out of place and sat on a chair in the corner. When Dave came over to get away from the rowdy boys by the keg, he asked if he could join her and she nodded.
It took a few minutes but Diana broke the ice, asking him about his major. Soon, they were comparing their lives and experiences. Dave listened to her heartache, nodding and letting her get it out. By the end of the night, they decided to see each other again.
Diana was surprised that Dave was not only single but seemingly inexperienced as he had a terrific mind and was fit and good-looking. At 6' 1", he was taller than her ex and had the most intense blue eyes she'd ever seen. He seemed to have little body fat and a great head of light brown hair. He was a lot better looking than most of the guys at this party but very shy.
Dave was surprised the beautiful blonde was even remotely interested in him as she could have been a supermodel for all he knew. His calculating brain easily provided her statistics. 5' 9", 120 lbs., 34C bust, 22" waist, 35" hips. She also had intense blue eyes, long straight blonde hair, and the clearest, most creamy skin he remembered seeing.
Two years and a couple of months later, they married. Dave had landed a job with a major corporation and after being promoted he decided to pop the question. He was pleased though a bit surprised when she said yes.
Diana dove in and planned the wedding and all looked great until Dave's boss told him he'd have to postpone his honeymoon until after the meeting in Vegas. Wallace didn't apologize, didn't ask, he simply told Dave to reschedule his honeymoon. When Dave asked if Diana could come along at least, the man at first shook his head but then smiled and nodded.
The wedding was a success but the wedding night was frustrating as they had to get to the airport by 4:30 AM to fly out to Vegas. At first, Diana resisted consummating the marriage as it was late but allowed Dave a quickie. She wasn't happy with her new husband for canceling their honeymoon on such short notice, unhappy that he never even protested his boss's unreasonable demand, and most unhappy he lacked the balls to stand up for himself. Was this her fate? To be the strong one in the relationship?
They made it to the gate on time and Diana met her husband's boss for the first time. She had a variety of things she wanted to say but when he stood to greet them the look in his eyes made her forget everything except to smile and put out her hand. "Pleased to meet you, I hope it's no problem with me tagging along," she said sweetly. Inside she was berating herself for being as weak-willed as her husband.
"It's my pleasure," Wallace said as he freely looked her up and down. "I like to get to know the better halves of all my associates." He was shocked to see not a homely shapeless girl but a busty beautiful woman. He liked how she knew how to dress to show off her assets. He wondered if she had the skills to be his Executive Assistant as she took in the creamy valley between her full breasts. 'Damn! I love girls who wear yoga pants. Does she have on a thong? No lines...when she sits, I'll know,' he thought.
Diana wondered whether she should turn 360° so the man could finish his appraisal but instead, she pulled her hand from his and sat down. What was it about this guy that made her feel like a little girl and not a 23-year-old woman? She shrugged it off and looked at her iPad wishing her nipples would soften. They decided to delay sex until their wedding night which worked out great for Dave but not for Diana. Maybe that's why she could feel throbbing between her legs and why her nipples immediately hardened under the older man's scrutiny. She wanted to hate the man but instead replayed the approving smile and subtle nod he gave her.
"Where are Tom, Blaine, and Rollie?" Dave looked around as he asked.
"Meeting us in Vegas. We'll settle in and grab dinner. They're catching the red eye and will see us at breakfast," Wallace said. "I wanted to get a start with your ideas. You brought the folder?"
Dave felt a surge of pride. He had been working slavishly on the Stockwell Group and made copious notes on the potential avenues to acquire the company. He liked the three guys, all of whom were at their wedding but having Wallace to himself was rare.
Dave and Diana didn't see much of Wallace as he boarded early with the other first-class passengers. When they did pass the man on their way back to coach she felt her damn nipples harden once again as he stared directly at her cleavage. After passing the man, she realized her bra was visible as the 4th button had come undone. She wanted to put down her purse and her carry-on and fix it but most of the passengers' attention was focused on getting themselves settled. She was finally able to rebutton her blouse when they found their seats. 'Figure,' she thought, 'Dave has the window, I have the aisle and there's a blond frat boy in the middle seat. Our honeymoon and I can't even sit with my husband.'
It turned out that the frat boy was not a frat boy but a smooth-talking salesman who openly flirted with her all the way to the Harry Reid airport. Dave was oblivious as he closed his eyes and slept. Jerry, the blond man at first asked her about what they were doing in Vegas but soon began asking more personal questions. By the time they made the gate, he knew that she was frustrated with the aborted honeymoon, the unsatisfying quickie, and had her cell number. He also discovered that she wasn't wearing panties under her tights and had the flight been to LAX he would have discovered she was an eager lover.
Dave yawned and looked over apologetically at his wife, "Sorry. I guess I need the sleep," he said lamely. He didn't notice the wet spot between her legs nor Jerry's hand stroking her ass when they stood to get their bags from the overhead.
"It's fine," Diana said sweetly, "Jerry was great company and kept me entertained the entire flight," she said. She looked to see if that triggered any jealousy but instead, her husband smiled and thanked the tall blond boy.
Diana hated that she was questioning her marriage so soon after the wedding as they rode to the casino hotel. Wallace sat next to her with Dave across as they slowly made their way through the heavy traffic. The first two times Wallace stroked her thigh she pushed his hand off but she gave up when he did it a third time. She glared at Dave wishing her would say anything but all he did was glance at the older man's hand high on her thigh before looking at her with a smile.
Wallace wasn't surprised that his associate did nothing to stop him. He learned early on that the man was spineless...brilliant, hard-working but never said no, never protested or questioned. He also confirmed that Diana wasn't wearing any underwear under her tights and was quite moist. He could feel the warm humidity between her legs as he asked her about growing up. He conversed with her as if his middle finger weren't probing the moist slit and smiled inwardly hearing her soft gasps and how she looked at his pronounced bulge.
Diana's nipples were again rock-hard and somehow the damn 4th button had again come undone. She'd worn this blouse dozens of times and that had never before happened. She gave up trying to fend off the man's groping hands and she parted her legs as she turned to face him on the plush leather seat. She couldn't remember consciously opening her legs but somehow gave him more access to her private parts.
Had Dave not been in the limo with them she knew Wallace would have had her naked on her back or kneeling between his legs. Who was this man? Why the hell does he take away all her resistance? 'How fucking big is this guy?' she wondered as she took in the impressive bulge.
When they arrived at the casino, Wallace smiled at the beautiful blonde as he smelled his middle finger. He glanced over at Dave but the man wasn't paying attention.
Dave had been paying attention and didn't like how his boss was openly rubbing Diana's pussy and leering at her cleavage. Why had she unbuttoned her blouse like that? Why wasn't she stopping the man as he slid his large hand between her legs? She didn't resist, didn't protest, rather she parted her thighs revealing her wet crotch. He wanted to talk to Diana, wanted to scold her but she must have been trying not to create a scene and he hated scenes.
They checked in and their room was the last door on the left while Wallace's suite was at the very end. Dave used his key card while Diana looked at the expression on Wallace's face. He had a smirk as if knowing something she didn't. Perhaps she was reading something into the look as if he knew something she didn't but decided to relax and enjoy her 2nd night alone with her husband.
"What the hell was that?" Dave demanded to know.
"What was what?" Diana asked as she unzipped her suitcase.
"Mr. Hart was rubbing your pussy and you didn't do anything to stop him. Hell, you opened your legs and undid your blouse? Were you trying to act like a slut?" he said angrily.
Diana slapped him, "I was hoping you had the balls to stop him. He's your boss! I think you wanted me to let him do what he wants...if that's the case, the term is whore not slut. What will you get out of it if you let him fuck me?" she asked angrily. "Was this all prearranged?"
Dave rubbed his cheek as he stepped back, "Nothing, we never talked...shit! I'm sorry. Forget all about this, I guess I should have spoken up," he said.
Diana looked at her husband and nodded, "OK. As for the blouse, I'm as baffled as you are why the damn button keeps undoing itself. On top of that, I'm not a whore, and I'm not someone you can pimp out. If I hear you two have some sort of deal, then I'm calling your two brothers over next week. They both offered their services if I wanted to experience real men, as they put it," she said bitterly.
Dave stepped back, "What? They said that?" he sputtered. He didn't need to see her nod to know it was true. All his life, he's been the butt of the older twins' jokes.
Diana kissed her husband, "I know they were kidding. What brothers would they be if they followed through on that?" she asked before going back to unpacking.
Dave nodded, but he knew they weren't kidding. It wouldn't be the first time.
The couple unpacked and showered. They were barely dressed when there was a knock on their door. Dave looked to make sure Diana was decent before answering.
"Chalmers. You both ready to head down to the restaurant?" Wallace asked as he stepped into the room, "Oh, Diana. You look nice but I feel overdressed," he said as he fingered his 3-piece suit.
Diana looked at her white blouse and jeans but nodded, "I have a cocktail dress. You two go on down and I'll meet you there."
Dave looked at his white shirt and khakis wondering why Mr. Hart didn't suggest he change. He glanced back at his beautiful wife before heading out with his boss.
The two men were seated in a booth when Wallace softly whistled. Dave turned to see his wife enter the restaurant. She smiled as both Wallace and Dave stood and strode purposefully over to the booth. Dave stepped aside to let his wife slide in next to him but Mr. Hart took her hand and stepped back admiring her.
"Wow! I mean, wow! You look incredible," Wallace smiled. Diana was wearing a low-cut, sleek black dress that came mid-thigh. Every time he saw her, the better she looked. "Here, join me. I'd like to get to know you," he said as he pulled her onto his side of the booth.
At first, Dave wanted Diana to protest, to say she should sit with her husband but then remembered their conversation, "Sir? I think it would be best if Diana sat with me."
Wallace guided the woman onto the seat before sitting next to her, "It's fine, Chalmers. So, Diana, where'd you grow up?"
Diana looked apologetically at her husband before answering. She told him about where she was born and where she went to school in between ordering drinks and meals. As they talked, Wallace stroked her smooth thigh, soon arriving at her thong-covered slit. She glanced at her husband to see if he noticed, and if he did, would he put a stop to it. Then the man's finger focused on her clit, first circling the nub and then popping it against her pubic bone. She grabbed her napkin as if she were coughing to hide the impending orgasm. Her nipples ached and she'd opened her legs wider as she let out a series of gasps into the white cloth.
Wallace grinned at Dave as he got the woman off. He calmly took a sip of his scotch and calmly asked his employee if he had brought the Stockwell folder as he pulled the thong aside and plunged his fat finger inside the sopping hole.
"Yes, I did. It's back in the room. I printed out all the..."
Wallace waved him off, "Great. I'll want to go over them before bed tonight. Can you go grab the waiter? I spilled some water on the seat and I'll need to clean it up," he said.
Dave was fully aware of the arm motion and wanted to punch the man but nodded and stood.
Wallace turned to the woman, "Give me your panties, and for the rest of the trip, please don't put impediments in my way. You have a great pussy and should feel proud the share it."
Diana looked around and saw no one was looking, including her husband, who was talking to the waiter. She lifted her ass and pulled the damp garment down her legs. She handed them to the older man and straightened her dress. When Dave came back, Wallace stood and pulled her to her feet.
"Can you wipe that up for me? I'd appreciate it. Diana said she'd like to see the wine list, so we'll be back," Wallace said before leading the blonde over to the bar.
Dave looked at the wet seat and back at the couple. Were those Diana's panties clutched in his hand? He felt like screaming, like going over and punching the man, but instead, he leaned over and wiped the slick fluids off the fake leather seat. Then he went back and sat. He drank the rest of his beer as he watched Mr. Hart talking to the bartender while he stroked Diana's tight ass. Then Diana looked over at him, her head shaking slightly. Was that a sign to let Mr. Hart do what he wanted? Or was he supposed to put a stop to the free groping of his wife's body?
"The Chianti then," Wallace told the bartender, "Three glasses. Thanks, here," he said as he palmed a 50 into the man's hand. "Let's go sit. Hopefully, Chalmers cleaned the seat," he said off-handedly.
The rest of the meal was more of the same. Wallace Hart directed all his attention to the beautiful newlywed while Dave sat across from the couple. At first, Diana looked to her husband for help but eventually gave up. She hated to admit it but her new husband was spineless and she had a feeling of doom for their future.
When they got to their rooms, Wallace kissed Diana on her knuckles and smiled, "I've had few better dinner companions. Dave is a lucky man." He looked at his employee, "You know that, don't you? How lucky you are?"
Dave nodded, "Yes, sir. Diana is a very special person."
"Then tell her. Tell her how lucky you are to have her as your wife," Wallace said firmly.
Dave hesitated but both were looking at him intently. "Um, Diana, I'm very lucky to have you as my wife." He then thought a minute and added, "You are a very special person."
Wallace slapped the man on his shoulder before giving Diana a hug, "See? He knows how to treat you. He's a good man. Good night," he said as he swiped his key card.
As they got ready for bed they realized that Mr. Hart's bedroom must be right through the far wall of theirs. They could hear the clinking of his suitcase and other noises. Dave realized they'd have to be quiet if they were going to have sex, but Diana wasn't vocal so that shouldn't be an issue. Even though they had intercouse just the one time, they did a lot of heavy petting before marriage.
Diana was quiet and had trouble looking at her husband. She felt humiliated that she let the older man touch her so freely, humiliated that she had two orgasms which were two more than she had making love with her husband. When they crawled into bed she kissed her way down to her husband's cock and took him into her mouth.
Dave was surprised that Diana wanted to have sex as she'd been ignoring him all evening but lay back enjoying her wonderful oral skills. Then he thought about Mr. Hart's hands and the confident smiles which should have deflated his cock. The images of his wife's reaction to being groped and her missing panties triggered the opposite reaction, and without warning, he exploded into Diana's mouth. His hand was on the back of her head and without thinking, he pushed her onto his cock as he came.
Diana never let any man cum in her mouth but had no choice but the swallow. She was slapping his thighs as hot spurts splashed against the back of her throat. She gave up struggling and let him finish.
Dave felt the last throbs fade when he realized he'd been holding her head onto his cock. He released her and groaned, "I'm sorry...so sorry. I don't know what came over me," he panted.
Diana sat up and glared at her husband, "You asshole," she said, "that was fucking rude. Here," she leaned forward and kissed him. She had the last of his ejaculate in her mouth and shoved it into his mouth. At first, he tried to stop her but then with a shiver, took the bitter jism and swallowed it.
Diana sat back and glared at him. "That's just the first installment. Next time we make love, you'll be cleaning your spunk out of my twat, got it?" she said angrily. "You will never, ever cum in my mouth again, got it?"
Dave nodded and tried to hug her, but she pulled away. "I won't. It was so sudden...Let me...let me do you. I owe you that," he said urgently.
Diana stood naked next to the bed and nodded. "Get up and kneel on the floor. I want you to get me off like that," she ordered. She lay back on the bed and opened her legs. Dave had never gone down on her and she wondered if he even knew what to do.



She was right. Dave knelt and looked at his wife's flared and swollen pussy. He'd never looked at her pussy before but he suspected she'd never been this aroused. He could smell her pungent aroma, her pink insides were glistening and he didn't know where to start so he kissed his way up her inner thighs.
Diana opened her legs, enjoying the man's soft lips on her smooth skin but he was taking his time getting to the prize. She pulled his face up and let out a happy groan when his mouth and tongue found her sopping slit. "That's it, baby, suck my pussy. Use your tongue...like that, yessss" She let go of his head and pulled on her nipples. "Nice, that feels so good...there! Yes, lick my clit!" she said with a yelp.
Dave was surprised. His normally quiet wife, who had never used the word pussy in her life as far as he knew, was talking to him like she was a porn star. He flicked his tongue on her aroused nub hoping she'd cum soon. He did not like the taste or the smell but there was no way he could quit after he held her mouth onto his cock as he came. He found if he alternated sticking his tongue into her velvety hole and licking her clit, she grunted more loudly as she humped his face. The taste was getting better or he was getting more used to it when he remembered her angry order. How would she taste when he cleaned out his cum the next time they had sex. The thought disgusted him but illogically, his cock stiffened eagerly. 'Cum...please cum soon so I can fuck you,' he internally pleaded.
Diana was close, closer than she'd been with Dave to cumming when his stupid phone trilled. She tried to ignore it but she groaned and angrily flopped back when he stopped licking her twat and stupidly answered.
"Mr. Hart. What...?"
"Send your wife over with the Stockwell folder," Wallace Hart ordered.
"Sir? Send over?" Dave Chalmers asked. He was confused and distracted.
"I'm not repeating myself...your wife, send it over now. Drop what you're doing...she can put on a robe...now!" Wallace said before hanging up.
Dave looked at his sweaty wife, her nipples erect and red. Her swollen pussy and groaned, "Mr. Hart needs the Stockwell file. He wants you to take it to him," he said apologetically.
Diana shook her head, "You take it. I'm..." She looked at his 5" cock jutting out and sighed, "OK. I'll get dressed."
Dave shook his head. "I think it's urgent. He said now and you can just put on a robe."
Diana's mouth opened but no words came out. Was he that stupid? She shook her head, not to refuse but in disbelief. She rolled off the bed and grabbed her robe. She stood by the door with her hand out.
Dave picked up the folder and stopped. Diana hadn't even closed the robe or tied the belt. "Aren't you...?"
Diana snatched the folder, glared once more at her husband, and opened the door. There was no one in the hallway, so she stepped out. She then quickly closed and tied her robe before knocking on the door of Wallace Hart's suite. She was prepared to hand the folder to the older man and spin back to her room. That was her thought, but she gasped when Wallace opened the door, and she had no choice but to enter. The man was stark naked, his large member slapping against his thighs when he yanked the door open. He had a phone to his ear as he turned and walked back into the living area of the suite.
Diana had no choice but to catch the door before it closed and follow the man inside. She couldn't help but admire his taut body. He might be 50-something and a top executive, but his body showed minimal body fat, his back and shoulders were nicely muscled, his ass flexed as he walked over to the couch, and she could see his cock dangling between his thighs. Her pussy throbbed angrily, both from being close, so close back in their room, and the sight of this powerfully built older man.
Wallace put down the phone and turned. He scowled at the beautiful woman who stood uncertainly in the middle of the room. "Here, give me that," he said. "It's warm in here, and you won't need the robe. Put it on the hook over there."
"Um, I should go," she said after handing him the folder, "This is what you needed?" she asked.
Wallace leafed through the papers inside and nodded when he got to one of them. "Yes, this is perfect. You didn't hear me? Hang up your robe and come over here while I go through these numbers." He turned before she could respond and plopped down on the couch.
Diana hesitated but felt her will erode and, in a daze, pulled off her robe and went to the closet. Wallace never looked up as she came over to the couch naked. She was torn. She felt embarrassed to be naked in front of a man she barely knew but disappointed he never even looked at her. She knew she had a great body. She had a mirror. She had the web, and like all girls, she'd compared. Firm, jutting boobs, tight waist, flared hips above a spectacular ass...she turned heads when she wore her yoga pants.
As Diana came over, Wallace grabbed a pillow and tossed it on the floor between his feet, "There. You know what to do. Don't talk. I need to concentrate on these figures," he said quietly.
Diana's knees melted to the floor and she got a good look at the large flaccid penis. It was a good 6" long and he was soft. She knew she could fit 6" into her mouth but she'd never had anything larger than that. Then she could feel his impatience and took both her hands and stroked him.
Wallace nodded as he verified the numbers. He prided himself on his ability to multitask, and he was able to easily split his focus between the beautiful girl's warm mouth on his cock and the data on the pages.
At first, Diana was disgusted with herself, her husband, and Dave's boss for putting her in this position, but as she stroked, licked, and sucked on the now 9" pulsing member, all resentments faded away. Both her hands weren't able to hold his fat cock fully, and she could get just a third into her mouth before gagging. Out of curiosity, she cupped his balls, and they felt three times the size of her husband's. She sucked harder, took him into her mouth deeper as she got used to the mass, and was soon driving his mouth onto his rigid shaft.
Wallace's famed multitasking abilities were washed away as the beautiful blonde sucked eagerly on his cock. He'd been horny and lusting after this babe ever since he saw her at the airport. He must have had 10 unrequited erections as he played with the wonderful body. This aching in his balls began rising rapidly and he groaned, "Christ! I'm going to cum...cum in your mouth," he said.
Diana nodded and sucked harder. There was no way she was going to disappoint the man by pulling off and clamping her mouth onto the fat shaft, she heard his groans get louder.
Dave had been pacing the room, wondering what was delaying Diana's return. Then he stopped and listened to the muffled sounds from next door. "Uhhh, uhhh, uhhh, uhhhh...Fuck!" It could only be Mr. Hart cumming. Was Diana being fucked? Was she sucking him off? He wanted to scream as she heard a few last groans and his wife's soft giggle.
Diana sat back on her heels and wiped her mouth. She had to work her jaw muscles as they had been strained and giggled, "Wow! How long were you storing that up?" she asked.
Wallace grinned, "Been a few days but I was saving it for you. That was the best blowjob I remember having. What other skills do you have?" he asked.
Diana blushed on hearing the man's compliment. "A lady doesn't discuss such things," she said. She stood and looked over at the closet. "I should get back to my room. Dave's probably wondering what we've been doing."
Wallace shook his head, "He knows. He was watching us all night. I think he'll be disappointed if I send you back too soon. He'll think I wasn't happy with your wonderful charms."
Diana shook her head, "You're kidding. He was glaring at us all night. I don't think he wants to lose his job, but I know he wanted to step in and stop you groping me."
Wallace nodded, "He was, but did you see his tiny bulge? It excited him." He stood and pulled the naked woman against him. "Use my phone. Text him and tell him we'll meet for breakfast at 7:30. Do it, and if he responds 'No! Unacceptable,' or something like that, then you can go back to your room. Otherwise, lady or not, you're going to show me all your wonderful skills."
Dave's phone dinged, and he went over. "Go to bed. We'll meet down at breakfast at 7:30. See you in the morning, Diana."
Dave angrily punched in a response but looked at it. He'd be pissing off Diana, pissing off his boss. He deleted the message, typed just two letters, and hit send.
Wallace looked over Diana's shoulder when the text came in. Her breasts looked incredible as he looked down. Perky, firm, and capped with puffy pink nipples, he could barely see the response from her husband. He kissed the back of her neck as he cupped the fleshy mounds.
Diana closed her eyes and groaned. The simple response was glowing on the screen as she dropped the phone. "OK." That was it - no protest, no angry rant...nothing but acquiescence from her husband. The phone clattered to the floor as she was picked up and carried into the man's bedroom. She hated her husband for being so weak, hated herself for realizing he responded exactly as she wanted. Wallace's cock was already poking against her ass by the time they reached the bed.
Dave wanted to cry, wanted to punch the wall but did neither. He crawled between the sheets feeling the warmth where Diana previously lay. He tried to think of anything but what was happening next door but his cock throbbed as he stroked himself. Then he heard it, the soft thump, thump, thump of a rocking bed. He stroked harder even as he envisioned his wife on her back, legs opened wide welcoming Mr. Hart's fat cock into her tight pussy.
Diana finally quit pushing on Wallace's hips as she got used to the huge mass penetrating more deeply inside her vagina than Dave's had. Her initial fear that she'd not be able to get used to him faded and was replaced by a yearning to feel more of him inside her. She moved her hands to his ass encouraging him to fuck her harder.
Wallace grinned down at the beautiful blonde as he obeyed her desires. His pelvis rocked more rapidly as he plunged all the way inside the much smaller woman. Her perky breasts bounced with each stroke and she'd closed her eyes and opened her mouth gasped as he pistoned into her.
Diana had always been a silent lover, never vocalizing what she wanted, never moaning or groaning but as the man's 9" cock slammed into her she began grunting, "Ungh, ungh, ungh, ungh." The harder her tiny pussy was speared, the louder she grunted.
Dave was stroking his cock harder when the thumping got louder but when he heard Diana's loud moans he came all over his stomach and chest. "Uh, uh, uh, uh," her moaning grew and grew. Then he heard something from her that he never heard before. 'Fuck me, fuck me...oh my God!"
Diana grabbed Wallace's ass pulling him deep inside her as she lifted her ass off the bed. The tingling inside her had been growing and growing but when it got to an agonizing peak, she almost lost consciousness. "Oh my God!" she screamed as the orgasm exploded inside her. "Ungh, ungh, ungh...fuck!" she cried out as the powerful wave pulsed through her body.
Wallace ground his pubic bone against her clit as she writhed beneath him. When she let out a final gasp and her body collapsed, he pulled out and flipped her limp body over, lifted her ass, and plunged his cock back inside that tight pussy.
Dave cleaned up and decided all he could do was try to sleep. After Diana came, it got quieter in the next room and he thought he might be able to finally drift off. As he lay in the dark replaying all the interactions that led up to his wife spending the night with his boss he felt the initial vestiges of sleep creep into his head. Then the thumping started again, followed by a more muffled series of grunts from his wife.
Wallace looked down at the small ass in his hands as his slick cock drove inside the slopped slit. Her tiny puckered ass beckoned him and he knew that she'd never experienced anal sex. Diana was starting to respond to his assault on her pussy and her breathing was getting more ragged. As he put his weight behind each thrust she started to grunt again and he felt her hand on his ballsack.
Diana had never been fucked like this and liked it. Wallace's cock seemed an inch longer than before and his balls were slapping against her clit. She knew he was looking at her asshole having told him she never tried it. She could feel the tingling growing inside and wondered if it were possible to cum more than once...though, before that night she'd never cum once when they made out. As she stroked his huge balls she felt his thumb against her ass. She remembered angrily slapping Dave's hand away when he touched her there but instead, she arched her back which spread her ass cheeks wider.
Wallace knew he would be enjoying her tight sphincter before the night was over as she encouraged him to finger her asshole. He pushed gently feeling her anus open up and soon he was buried to the knuckle in her ass.
Dave grabbed another pillow as Diana's grunts got deeper and louder. He wondered if others on the floor could hear or if these were the only two rooms juxtaposed like this. Not only had he never heard Diana make much of a sound when they had sex, he had never heard her voice sound so deep, so animalistic. "Ungh, ungh, ungh, ungh," her deep grunts echoed through the wall. The pillow was worthless, so he grabbed his phone and hesitated when he saw the screen. His simple and weak response glowed as if taunting him. "OK." He found a white noise app and downloaded it. Just as he was setting it up, he heard the loud orgasmic cries from next door.
Diana loved the feeling of having both her holes filled, and the tingling grew rapidly just as she felt Wallace's huge ballsack contract. Would they simultaneously cum? She stopped wondering as the man slammed hard into her and let out a low but long groan. She swore she could feel the powerful spurt of sperm splash against her cervix. That seemed to be all it took to trigger her orgasm.
Dave was about to press high on the app, but his cock throbbed to life again as he heard the couple's grunts, cries, and groans through the wall. He lay back, stroking his cock as he again envisioned Diana getting fucked in another position. Then he considered how deep her voice sounded and wondered whether she had let the man access her virgin ass. As he imagined her expression, he splattered his third load of the night onto his stomach.
The next morning, Dave groaned tiredly. He got little sleep as the white noise app couldn't completely drown out the fucking from the next room, and when he did sleep, he dreamt about Diana leering at him while she was getting speared by Mr. Hart's huge cock. He looked at the time and rolled off the bed. When he turned off the app, he could hear the couple's voices next door. He wondered what they were talking about. Was it how weak and submissive her husband was? Or worse, was there no mention of him at all? He went and showered.
"I can't come down with you to breakfast," Diana protested, "#1, I have nothing to wear, and I'm not going back to my room to change. That would be really strange. #2, how would it look if we walked in together, I mean aren't your other three employees also going to meet us?"
Wallace stroked the beautiful blonde's face, "Relax. I got this covered. Go shower and when you get out, you'll see."
Diana shook her head. 'This was a mistake,' she thought, "Dave will be pissed or if he isn't, I'm not sure I want to be with a man...a man? What man willingly allows another man to take his wife to be fucked for the night?' She groaned as she turned and headed for the bathroom.
Wallace admired that flexing ass that she not only allowed him to fuck, but twice more pulled him into her. He stroked his aching cock as he remembered her loud squeals as she came over and over while he pounded that spectacularly tight puckered hole. He thought about joining her but took his hand off his cock and picked up his phone.
When Diana came out of the shower, dried off but her hair still wet she stopped. Wallace was in his robe and a girl stood by the bed. She wanted to cover up, but the girl came over putting her hands on her shoulders, and looked her up and down.
"Wow! You've outdone yourself this time," she turned to Wallace. "OK. Let's get you ready for the day," she smiled at Diana. "I'm Tracy and I brought you a selection of dresses."
Diana let herself be primped and dressed. Tracy was prepared with a full makeup kit, hair styling gear, and a half-dozen dresses and shoes. 'How did they know my sizes?' she wondered. It was just 45 minutes later that Tracy was done. She looked in the mirror and smiled. "You did an incredible job," she said. She wanted to add that she no longer looked like she'd been fucked over and over all night. Her long blonde hair was no longer straight but flowed in waves onto he bare shoulders. The lavender dress fit her curves perfectly. She wasn't comfortable not wearing a bra, as she could easily make out the outline of her puffy nipples, but both Tracy and Wallace insisted this dress was the best. "Girl! When you got it, flaunt it and my God! You've got it!" the girl giggled.
Dave entered the restaurant and looked around. He was both anticipating seeing his wife yet dreading seeing her. How could he feel so jealous yet also jerked off 4 times last night? He didn't see either, but he saw Blaine at a large round booth in the corner. Tom and Rollie were also there.
"Hey, Dave! Where's Mr. Hart? He coming? Wait, didn't you bring Diana? Where's she?" Tom asked as he approached the table.
Dave had been dreading this. Why hadn't Diana at least come back to the room so they could come to breakfast together? At least she wouldn't be coming down with Mr. Hart as she wouldn't have anything to wear. "She'll be along. I'm not sure what's keeping Mr. Hart."
Blaine looked past Dave and laughed, "I see what kept Mr. Hart. Fuck! Where'd he find her?" he said breathlessly.
Dave turned and, at first, wondered where Mr. Hart had found this beautiful woman but then saw it was Diana. Her hair was fuller and flowing onto her bare chest and shoulders. He felt a throbbing as he saw her skin-tight dress, which left no doubt she had nothing on underneath. He always knew Diana was beautiful, but she was now on another level.
"Man! Did you let Mr. Hart fuck your wife last night?" Tom whispered in Dave's ear. He looked at Rollie and Blaine, "Trust me, you're not the first. Lois enjoyed her night with him as did Sarah."
Lois was Blaine's wife and Sarah was Tom's. Dave was shocked to hear that. Both couples seemed happily married.
"Found it impossible to say, 'no.' Trust me. You're far from the first at D. J. to loan Mr. Hart their wife or girlfriend. Hey, Mr. Hart. I hope you had a nice flight," Tom said as he stepped past Dave. "Diana, it's good to see you again. Here I thought how incredible you looked in your wedding dress." He let out a whistle, "Wow! You look so beautiful!"
Everyone sat back down and even though Dave left a seat next to him, Wallace guided her next to him. She found it strange that these men who had just recently been to her wedding all acted oblivious to her coming down to breakfast on Wallace's arm and sitting next to him. Every time she looked at her husband, he quickly looked away. That was strange enough, but he wasn't looking at her face, he was looking at her chest. She looked down and could see why. Her puffy areolas were pushing through the satin fabric a good quarter-inch, and her nipples poked out another quarter-inch. She glanced around the room and saw a couple of men quickly look away.



"So, I want the four of you to draw up the forms we agreed upon for the Stockwell acquisition. I'll be flying up to San Fran to meet with a couple of guys from Madrone. I'm meeting Smith and Franks." He stood after Diana slid out of the booth, "Grab your bag. You're coming with me. I don't want Chalmers distracted. This deal is too important." He slid his hand down to her ass cheek and gave her a quick pat.
Diana looked at Dave, but he again looked quickly away. She shook her head and followed Wallace out of the restaurant making no move to take the man's hand off her ass.
As they left, Rollie shrugged, "She'll be back. They always come back."
Dave looked at the couple as they stood by the cashier's desk, paying for the breakfast. At least Mr. Hart was no longer groping his ass. He turned his attention back to the discussion. They did have to compile all the necessary documents for the offer, and in retrospect, it might have been a lot smarter to leave Diana at home. He was sure that they'd be burning the midnight oil before all was said and done.
* * *
Diana looked around, wondering if her husband would still be there. The trip to San Francisco was tiring. First, they flew first class and were able to get some sleep. Then, after checking into the hotel, Wallace wanted some relief, as he put it. Relief meant Diana suck his cock, open her legs before turning over and spreading her ass-cheeks. Then she did something she swore would never happen as she sucked him off, swallowing every drop. He called it around the world and praised her for how willing she was to experiment. OK, it was disgusting, but she did cum twice so it wasn't all that bad.
Then, there was the dinner with two men, Harold Smith and Gray Franks. Both men seemed to know something she didn't. All through dinner, they gave her knowing looks, and when it was over, Wallace stood, dabbed his mouth with his napkin, "Gentlemen, Diana. I'm heading back to the hotel. I'll come around in the morning to pick you up."
Diana wanted to stand and ask what the fuck he was doing? But found she couldn't move. It was as if she'd known why she was there all evening. She now understood the looks the two men were giving her. She wanted to get up and apologize, saying she was married, but her pussy throbbed...her nipples hardened. When Gray stroked her bare thigh, rather than push it off she opened her thighs.
"My condo is right down the street," Harold said, "I've got a terrific Borolo if you're interested in a nightcap."
Diana nodded. She'd never had a Borolo...didn't even know what it was. Wine? "Sure, that sounds nice," she said.
They didn't need a car as it was just two blocks away. She wondered whether she should call her husband when they arrived, but then wondered why he never called. This marriage wasn't turning out anything close to what she imagined. She then found there was no way she could take the time to call Dave as her hands were occupied with two cocks.
She never did find out what a Borolo was because as soon as the door closed, the two men were groping and kissing her. Just five minutes after entering the apartment, she was naked on the bed, sucking Gray's cock while Harold's tongue was probing her vagina.
By morning, she understood why Wallace had taught her around the world as both men expected it of her. They got no sleep, and both men took turns on all her holes. It should have been disgusting and degrading. She should have been pissed and told them to fuck themselves, but she never had so many orgasms. As hard as she tried, she couldn't recall how many. On top of that, she was the one to take their flaccid cocks into her mouth and get them hard again. She never considered 30-year-old men would even need those blue pills, but she was grateful they both took one.
By the time Wallace came by to pick her up, she was sprawled naked on the couch in the condo with dried cum spattered all over her body. "I take it we have a deal?" he asked the two naked men who were sipping coffee.
"Deal. You know, we would have signed regardless, and you did say we should sleep on it," Gray chuckled.
Harold smiled, "Can you give us another night? I'm afraid there was no sleep. This slut can't get enough cock. She's..." he grabbed his junk and groaned, "Forget it. Another night and my dick will fall off. Gray, grab the papers."
Diana opened her eyes and sat up. She smacked her lips and moaned as she remembered why her mouth tasted so foul. She looked down at her body and groaned. Was she that slutty? Had she really begged these two men to fuck her over and over? She staggered to her feet, "Um, where's my dress?" she asked.
Wallace came over, "Let's get you in the shower. I'll find your clothes," he smiled.
When Diana came out, she was the only one not dressed. Gray came over and hugged her, "Thanks for giving me the best night of my life," he said. He stroked her naked body once more before he released her. Harold came over and did the same thing.
Wallace nodded at the couch where her dress and shoes lay. "Let's get you some breakfast," he said simply.
She was again able to sleep in first class wondering if she'd ever get a good night's sleep again. When they got to the hotel, they both collapsed on the bed and got more sleep. Diana was both afraid Wallace would want to fuck and disappointed he just wanted to sleep. It made her wonder what he did the night before while Gray and Harold fucked her silly. Knowing him, he wasn't alone and for some reason it caused a pang of jealousy.
When they went down to dinner, this time in another of Tracy's selections, she felt the cool air against her bare right thigh. This dress might have been longer, but the slit up the side came to above her right hip bone. Last night's dress left people wondering if she were commando. This dress left no doubt. She was used to being ogled but Wallace and Tracy seemed to want to exhibit more of her than she was used to...a lot more. Her nipples were barely hidden beneath the two straps that came down across her perky breasts. All the men had great views of her impressive cleavage and her exposed side boobs.
Dave looked over and shook his head. His beautiful and demure wife went from looking like a slut to an expensive whore in a matter of 24 hours. It was as if he no longer knew her. He stood as the couple approached and nodded at Mr. Hart and his wife as if greeting an acquaintance.
"Mr. Hart. We're ready. The three of us hammered out all the details last night. I think the meeting should entail nothing more than a few initials and signatures," Blaine grinned.
"Let me see what you have so far," Wallace said. He stroked Diana's ass as she took her chair before sitting next to her. He took the thick folder and studied it, pausing only to order a Scotch.
Tom engaged Diana in a conversation, and Blaine and Rollie joined in. They asked her how San Fran was and what they did. She tried to look at Dave to see if he wanted to ask her anything but he wouldn't meet her eyes. He gave up and told the three men about the flight and dinner. She didn't mention spending the night, but the looks on all four of the men left no doubt they knew exactly what occurred.
"This is great. I think you're right. I'll meet them in," he looked at his Rolex, "80 minutes. I'm giving you the night off. Diana and I are going to see Fantasy over at the Luxor after the meeting. We'll meet for breakfast at 7:30 again?" he asked rhetorically.
After dinner, Dave sat there stupidly as Mr. Hart and Diana left for the meeting with the Stockwell group. Was Rollie right? Would she come back? Did he want her back? He shook his head. Some things aren't easily forgiven, and some things can never be forgotten.
He went to bed alone, again. It was hours before he was awakened by the steady thumping of the bed next door. Again, he stroked his hard cock, cumming more quickly as even more graphic images swanm through his head. By morning, he decided he would take her back but the question in his mind was...would she want him back?
Dave needn't have worried whether she'd want to get back with him, whether he'd take Diana back or if he would need to forgive her. The next morning, the concierge came over to their breakfast table and handed Dave an envelope. He felt like throwing up as he recognized Diana's handwriting. He opened it up and read the note.
"Dave. I know this has to be a shock, but I came to realize we shouldn't be together. I know you love me, and I love you but I cannot be the woman you want me to be, and to be honest, you cannot be the man I want you to be. I could say more but I'll leave it at that. Wallace and I are flying out this morning to Maui. In two weeks when I get back, we'll get our marriage annulled and I'll collect my things. I'll always think back fondly at the times we spent together. Try not to hate me but I couldn't blame you if you do.
Love, Diana."
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This is a story of a husband encouraging his with to enjoy herself. Stop reading if that bothers you.
"I'm sorry but this is stupid of me...us. Too frustrating. I'm going back to my room," David said softly as he stood to go.
"What? I thought we were having a good time, you know, joking around," Marcia said as she rose from her seat, "Did I say something wrong?"
David, Marcia, Jerald, Vic, and Bill had teamed up since 2021. They were formed in response to Dynamic Consolidated constantly coming up with innovations before their company, Imaginative Aggregations was able to. Their mission was to attend trade shows, conferences, and technical events related or unrelated to their core businesses. If something caught their eyes or piqued their interest, they were to delve into whatever it was and write up their findings.
In the three-plus years since they went out on scouting forays, IA had expanded its market share by 34%. These five were the brightest minds coming from five diverse company areas. Marcia Darwin came from Operations, David from Engineering, Vic from Product Development, Jerald from Sales, and Bill from Financial Services. They soon also became best of friends. Their families got together regularly when they weren't on the road.
Marcia was blessed with a swift mind and unparalleled troubleshooting acumen. Though she was just 33, she was unanimously voted the team's leader. She also was stunning. Lustrous dark brown hair, golden eyes, and a figure that had prompted over a dozen proposals for modeling and erotic videos. She wasn't interested as she had a husband who loved her and whom she loved. No kids as neither wanted any.
David was the more fit of the four men, standing a full 6' 2". He worked out regularly at home and on the road. He was often late for their dinners as he would hit the workout centers at the hotels. He was 42 with a wife and two preteen kids, a boy and a girl.
Bill was the sole single member of the group, though he was engaged to a model he met in Atlantic City on one of their trips there. The youngest at 28, he had a reputation for meeting and spending time with myriad gorgeous women, but after meeting Lexi he curbed those urges.
Both Vic and Jerald were the elders of the group. Both were 52 though Vic was a few weeks older which was brought up as a reminder whenever there were disagreements. Both were happily married, and neither had ever strayed from their vows. Jerald might have been younger but he still had all his hair, whereas Vic shaved his head as his forehead became a fivehead...then a sixhead.
The group had been on the road a good 30% of every year, getting more frequent as the company's businesses grew. As far as they knew, their spouses expressed no jealousy or suspicion and they'd done nothing to cause either. They did like to joke around and often Marcia was the butt of the jokes. Nothing mean but often sexual. Comments like, 'Perhaps we could get a round of drinks if you had a nice chat with the bartender,' or 'We'd get into the club quicker if you lost the bra and the top two buttons on your blouse.'
It got to the point where as they dispersed for the night to head back to their rooms, they'd make comments like, "I'll be thinking of you tonight."
Marcia no longer blushed at the inferences that they'd be thinking of her as they jerked off. A couple of times...usually whenever she exceeded her two-drink limit, she'd smile and respond, "I'll have four studs to think about."
As the five colleagues stood, Marcia asked again, "Are you OK? I mean Vic was just kidding about me seducing Rodgers over at Alliance," she asked David.
They were trying to see how they could get access to the newest EV Motorcycle plant outside of Vegas to see the rumored prototype of a touring bike with a 240-mile range. The head designer had been overtly glancing at Marcia's breasts as he told them as much as he was allowed, which was nothing that they hadn't read in the press release.
David shook his head, "No. Never mind. I just need sleep," he said.
Bill laughed, "You need to get to bed but not to sleep."
David shook his head, "That. That's what's frustrating." He looked around the hotel bar to see if anyone could hear, "We do this every night, every trip. We flirt with," he nodded at Marcia, "who flirts back. None of us would ever in a million years cheat on our spouses so we joke about it, we know all five of us will go back to our rooms and jerk off, and we guys will be thinking about Marcia...naked, on her bed jerking off and I assume thinking of one or all of us. Sorry. I'm rambling and I am tired," he said.
Marcia shook her head, "Nope. I don't jerk off. Never have," she said, "I 'rub one out,'" she said, "Though I do think about you four lying naked in bed, cocks in hand," she said softly. She felt her nipples harden instantly as she made that confession. "Damn! I should not have had that third margarita."
"I've always been curious how women masturbate...do you use a dildo?" David asked.
Marcia blushed. She did have a dildo and periodically used it but mostly just rubbed herself. "Um," she blushed, "Sometimes. Not usually."
Vic smiled, "Finger yourself, is that it?"
"Could we change the subject?" the blonde asked.
David sat back down, "No. Let's not. Remember when you said nothing would ever be off the board and any and all ideas would be explored? I never thought there'd be a topic that would draw me back in but I need to know. You rub one out...do you rub your clit?"
Marcia looked around and 8 unblinking eyes looked at her, "OK. Not at first, no. I rub around my clit and finger myself. When I get aroused, then I rub my clit. Happy?"
"Better. This is something worth talking about. I'll have an image of you doing that in my head tonight. Thanks," David said. "I'd like to know...positions? Last night I jerked off with an image of you on the bed with your ass in the air as you rubbed your wet pussy."
Jerald laughed, "That will surely enhance my alone time tonight."
Marcia blushed, "OK. This stays here. I often lie on my back with my legs spread wide imagining one of you using my pussy. And, yes, I press my chest into the mattress as I rub one out again imagining one of you pounding your cock into me. There. Happy?"
David shook his head, "Better...a lot better. I can almost feel my dick in your tight wet pussy but it feels so empty afterward. I get home from these trips and I wear Sarah out. I think...no, I know she suspects we engage in overt flirting but she's never said anything. It's frustrating...frustrating knowing you're in the next room, naked, fingers in your... never mind. I shouldn't have had that third scotch either."
Bill looked thoughtful. "I have a suggestion. We could share a room when we...listen," he said when he saw the other four shaking their heads, "I'm not suggesting we cheat. I'm suggesting we do what we all do when we get back to our rooms, but we do it together."
"You're kidding," Marcia said quickly, "I'm not getting naked in front of you guys." She tried to sound firm but her nipples felt as if they'd rip through her bra. "You'll always look at me knowing you've seen me naked."
David looked thoughtful, "In a way, we already look at you as if we have seen you naked. Plus, you will always look at us knowing you've seen us naked. It's not cheating. You'd benefit more than the four of us...seeing four naked men rather than one naked woman."
Vic chuckled, "But Marcia has a body that is worth any four women, so I have no issue with it...in fact, I like the idea."
Bill smiled at the others, "I don't know about your rooms but I have two kings, a couch, and a chair. We have all imagined what Marcia has under her clothes and I assume Marcia has imagined our cocks. If we promise not to go any further what would be wrong with Marcia rubbing one out while we jerk off? Her arousal would be enhanced seeing our cocks, we'd get off more quickly and with a lot less frustration if we could truly see our friend here...naked. Not naked in our imagination but laid out on the bed," he finished softly.
The four colleagues looked at each other. David shrugged, Marcia looked from one guy to the next gauging their reactions. Then Vic said softly, "Marcia, I know you'll be outnumbered. Maybe feel vulnerable but I'll swear on a stack of Bibles that I'd never touch you."
David nodded, "Me too. I know you want to do this. I've seen you glance at the front of our pants whenever we've gotten up from the table."
Marcia blushed, "I have. Sometimes the conversation gets...ribald, graphic and I've seen you guys have gotten hard. I can't say yes...it just seems like I'd be cheating."
David looked at Marcia, "I say we put it to a vote. Isn't that what we agreed on whenever we had ideas and new options?"
The three other men nodded. David continued, "Marcia, you were the one who proposed that when we first formed up. It's served us well. I vote we reduce the overall team frustrations and jerk off together. Who else is with me?"
Marcia slowly shook her head as four hands went up, but as she felt herself being outvoted she shrugged and put her hand up as well. "I want to hear it from each of you, you won't touch me, you'll never breathe a word of this to a soul...not your wives, friends, in confessional...got it?"
Bill went first. He raised his right hand, "I solemnly to never tell anyone about viewing Marcia's spectacular body or what activities we do in private," he said.
The other there repeated the phrase and when all swore, Bill looked at Marcia, "Will that suffice?"
The beautiful brunette nodded, "I guess. This seems wrong but it makes a certain amount of sense. OK, whose room?"
"Hang on," Vic said, "I'd like assurances that you'll not be going around telling everyone how huge our cocks are. We need you to swear also."
Marcia laughed, "You mean to tell everyone how tiny your dicks are...OK, I swear never to divulge that I've seen any of you naked or any acts we do in private. There. Are you happy?"
Vic nodded, "...and about to be happier. Your room?" he asked Marcia, "It makes sense, you can use the bed and we can use the couch and the chairs." Then he grinned, "Oh, and it's your turn to pick up the check. We'll meet you upstairs. Give me your card key so we can arrange the seating."
Marcia groaned. She still couldn't believe she'd agreed not only to get naked in front of men she had to work with but to masturbate. Then, they make her pay for the drinks. Groan...She watched the four men laughing at something Bill said as they headed for the elevators. She grabbed her purse and took the check to the cashier.
As she went up to her room she wondered if they'd already be naked. She could feel she was already wet as she walked down the hallway. A couple came out of the room across from hers, giving her a look. Had they seen four men going in? Could they tell she was flushed? She paused at her door. She could turn back. She could go down to the front desk and get another room. She could go in and tell the men this was wrong and she changed her mind. They would understand.
The door wasn't latched but she was tentative as she pushed the door open. She gasped as she saw Bill and Vic sitting across from the right king, both naked as the day they were born. They grinned at their colleague as they stroked their semi-flaccid cocks. David was also naked but in the desk chair. Bill had taken the left-hand king and was lying lewdly on his back, legs parted, cock in hand.
David stood and smiled at the woman, "We decided it would be more efficient just to get naked. Bill saw your phone charger was by this bed so he decided to take the other. I hope that's alright."
Marcia felt like running but her eyes went from cock to cock as she unconsciously licked her lips. "Um, no...yes. Very efficient." She toyed with the top button on her blouse. At least they weren't hard...yet. "Crap! OK. Look, remember your promises," she said as she undid the top button.
All eight unblinking eyes were on the 33-year-old married woman as she opened her blouse and tossed it aside, before reaching behind and unclipping her bra. Soft gasps echoed in the hotel room as her large breasts bounced free. Without thinking about it, she massaged them as she always did when freeing them from the encasement.
"Fuck me, Marcia. Those are..." Bill sighed. He was sitting up on the bed, his cock fully erect as he stroked himself. Already he was smearing precum on his 6" shaft.
Marcia blushed and looked at her chest. Her full creamy breasts were capped with velvety puffy areolas and eraser-sized nipples. She was proud of her boobs and hearing the approving sounds made her feel better about this decision. She then reached back and unzipped her skirt. She was glad she decided to wear a thong rather than her usual granny panties this morning. She turned and posed before climbing on the bed and lying on her back.
"Hang on, we're naked and you aren't," Vic said. It didn't seem to discourage him and he pumped his fist on what looked to be a good 7" cock. "A deal's a deal."
Marcia shook her head, "No, the deal was, you guys jerk off as you normally would and I would rub one out...as I normally would. I always start out like this," she said. She thought about adding that she lost the panties within minutes but she wasn't ready to spread her legs for these guys...yet."
David nodded, "That was the deal. Damn, Marcia. How does Tom keep his hands off you?" he said softly as he spit on his palm and then stroked his fat cock. He smiled as he watched the woman's small hand slide under the white triangular patch and move in a circle.
Marcia looked at the man, her nipples aching so much they hurt. All were at least 6" long but were all unique. Bill, David, and Vic were all circumcised. Bill's was shaped like a spear which made Marcia's womb throb. David's was as long but fat from the flared head to the root. She'd never seen a fatter cock in her life. Vics was a good inch longer and curved up. She wondered if he'd hit her G-Spot if he fucked her. Too bad she'd never find out.
Jerald's cock was also at least 7" long but still with his foreskin. She'd never seen an uncircumcised cock before and she found she was licking her lips as she studied the man pumping his fist on the long fat fleshy shaft. His head kept peeking out and she could see copious amounts of precum flowing out of the pee-hole. H
Her fingers were getting soaked as she increased her stroking and she saw the men's eyes on different parts of her body. Bill was starting at her left bouncing breast as her arm moved. David's and Jerald's eyes were glued between her legs, and interestingly, Vic seemed intrigued by her face. She must have been flushed, must have a look of passion on her face.
Both David and Jerald were treated with quick glimpses of Marcia's pussy. They now knew she wasn't shaved or waxed but trimmed. Even though she was rubbing and fingering her pussy beneath the triangular patch it was incredibly arousing.
Marcia then looked at the men's genitalia. She couldn't see Bill's ballsack but his cock just seemed to be designed to spear a pussy. Vic and David's scrotums were quite different. David had huge balls that hung down covering his asshole as they bounced with each stroke. Vic's balls were tighter and almost tucked against the base of his cock. Jerald's balls were almost as large as David's but seemed as if his ballsack were made of ticker layers of flesh. She could clearly see his puckered anus and realized she never once looked at her husband this way. Then she realized how hypocritical it was to be the only one still wearing any clothing.
The four men slowed their strokes, three of the four spit on their palms to reapply lube as Marcia pulled her hand out and then pushed the flimsy garment down her legs. She kicked it onto the floor before opening her legs wide.
Marcia stroked her creamy inner thighs as she proudly displayed her wet swollen pussy to her work colleagues. "I guess it's only fair since you've been letting me get a good look," she said in an almost unrecognizably husky voice. She looked at the man on the other bed, "Except for you. Do you want to just share this bed?" she asked. "I assume you'd like the same view now that I've foregone all modesty," she smiled.
Bill rolled off the bed, grabbed the pillow he was using, and lay down with his head at the foot of Marcia's bed. His head was mere feet from Marcia's glistening pussy.
Marcia draped her right leg over Bill's waist so he could get a clear view as she pleasured herself. She was also blessed with the first look at Bill's balls as they bounced against his perineum. She'd been feeling the aching rise as she imagined his cock parting her lips and driving inside her, but now she could smell his arousal while clearly seeing the veins rippling up the sides of his cock. No one would have predicted that Marcia would be the first to cum but as she watched, her mouth formed an 'O' as if wanting to suck a cock and came. Unaware of what she was doing, she draped her thigh over Bill's legs opening herself up even more.
Bill groaned as she watched and heard the woman's orgasm and without thinking stoked her inner thigh as she gasped and grunted. As she came both Jerald and Vic let out similar deep guttural grunts as they came.
Marcia felt the room spin as she felt the powerful waves pulse through her wishing all the other men would stroke her as Bill was doing. His fingers were mere inches from her pussy but didn't violate the agreement.
When she finally collapsed, her breath coming in deep gasps she looked at David and Bill. Jerald and Vic had gone into the bathroom to clean cum off their stomachs and hands. "Damn!" she sighed, "That felt incredible. You two, get over here and jerk off on my tits. I want to see you cum," she panted.
Bill rolled off the bed and knelt on Marcia's right while David stood on her left. She looked at both cocks now just a foot away from her as the men stroked rapidly. "Ohhh, fuck!" she panted as the two men stroked their cocks inches from her face. "I wish I weren't married as I would love to feel both of you inside me," she moaned. She had to grip the bedspread to keep from reaching out and taking over for each of them.
David leaned down and tapped his cock onto the hard nipple as he felt the aching in his balls rise. Then her felt her hand. Marcia was stroking his ass as if feeling his muscle tone. Her hand felt so good and as her fingers explored the deep crevice he closed his eyes and grunted, "Fuck...I'm cumming."
Marcia smiled as she felt the warm jets of cum splash into the valley between her tits. He was pressing his cock harder against her nipple as he spasmed rope after rope of cum onto her chest. Then Bill added his cum to the small lake being formed by their orgasmic release.
Bill had been close but he too was enjoying the feel of Marcia's hand as she explored his ass. She wasn't shy about where her fingers went and as she circled his asshole he felt everything agonizingly build until he too exploded onto those great tits.
As Bill came, Marcia was surprised by an orgasm. When David came she felt the aching in her pussy rise without touching herself, and when Bill's first spurt splashed on her nipple it all peaked causing her to gasp.
Jerald and Vic were pulling on their clothes as they watched their friends cover Marcia's chest with an amazing amount of cum. "I don't know about you, but if we do this again, I'm doing that," Vic sighed.
"Me too," Jerald added. He felt a slight bit of envy as the two men slapped their cocks against the writhing woman's nipples. He'd never looked at another man's junk before but he was impressed with the size and shape of his friends' cocks. 'How many shapes and sizes are there?' he wondered.



Marcia's head was spinning as she felt the orgasmic tingling recede. Never before had she cum more than once and never without genital stimulus. She roused herself when Bill came out of the bathroom with a warm washcloth. Her head had cleared enough so that her urge to reach over and stroke the man's cock was ignored. A minute or two earlier and she would have had both men's cocks in her hands and eventually her mouth. Had she got cum in her mouth? For some reason, she could taste the tangy semen but had no memory of that.
David came out of the bathroom, his flaccid cock slapping against his thighs. He smiled at the naked woman and sighed, "That felt incredible, you're incredible. I don't remember cumming that hard before."
Marcia nodded, "Me too. Not only that but I came a second time. I didn't even touch myself," she sighed.
Jerald was fully dressed and he leaned down and kissed the woman's forehead, "Thanks. This might be the most memorable non-intercourse experience I've ever had."
Marcia chuckled as she sopped up the cooling cum spattered onto her chest, "I'm glad to be of service. That was definitely an experience. Too bad we can never share it with anyone. Tom would not be happy," she sighed.
Vic came out with another washcloth, "Regrets? I hope not. I sure don't," he said, "And to be honest, I'll get little sleep tonight thinking of the most beautiful naked woman I've seen."
Marcia blushed as she was now the only one naked in the room. Bill was putting on his shirt, but the other three already had all their clothes back on. She looked at the men and shook her head, "No regrets. I was a bit shy at first but seeing how you all looked at me was...well, wow!" she smiled.
David nodded, "So should we do this again?"
All four nodded before leaving the naked woman to get into the shower and clean off.
None were able to get a full night's sleep as all dreamt of sex. Marcia's head was filled with cocks imagining other parts of her body being filled. She had led a fairly innocent life having never stepped out of monogamous relationships, never exposing herself, and never allowing any man to cum on her chest. When she woke the next morning she felt as if she'd allowed all four men to use her mouth and pussy for their pleasure yet felt no guilt about it.
* * *
The group sat in the back of the bar at the Hilton. David looked at Marcia questioningly, "I know we asked you this last night, but any regrets?"
The woman thought for a minute before answering. 'Regrets? You mean like not making use of four hard cocks for my own pleasure? Regrets that I didn't at least stroke Bill's and David's cocks? Taste them?' She chuckled, "No regrets but I sure had erotic dreams."
The four men nodded and laughed, "You weren't the only one," Jerald said. "I couldn't get the image of David and Bill cumming all over your great tits out of my head."
Jerald sighed, "It was your pussy. I couldn't believe how wet you were...how swollen and open your lips were. All I wanted to do was plunge my cock into your pink slit."
Marcia blushed, "Wow! Graphic...but I guess I brought that on myself." She looked at their eager faces, "I always thought I was fairly prudish but I had a realization. I wanted you to see me. I wanted you to get hard and cum seeing my body," she said softly.
Vic nodded, "I saw the look on your face when you had those two dicks within reach. You never blinked...until you came. I never saw anyone cum without being touched before."
Marcia blushed, "Um, I guess it was pretty arousing."
"Did you talk to Tom this morning?" David asked.
Marcia nodded, "Not a word about this. He wondered how the trip was, and told me that the car needed to go into the shop, and the new fridge should arrive Saturday. He's not the phone sex kind of guy...no idea why I should tell you guys this. Anyhow he never calls in the evening. He likes to talk over his morning cup of coffee."
"Do you want to do that again?" David asked softly. He wasn't asking the other three men, he was asking Marcia.
The brunette looked at the four sets of unblinking eyes before looking over at the barmaid. "We need to settle the tab...early night," she smiled. "Bill, your turn. We'll meet you in my room."
When they arrived, Marcia indicated the beds. "I was thinking. If I take this," she nodded at the couch facing the foot of the beds, "then the four of you can use the beds and have a better view. That is, if you're not homophobic...you know, being in a bed with another naked man. Personally, I think it's hot."
David shrugged, "I'll have all my focus on you so I don't care."
Bill arrived and when they told him the plan, he shrugged, "I like it. Though, last night the view was pretty great."
Marcia felt a strong throbbing in her groin as she remembered seeing Bill's junk right there. She saw that the men were already pulling off their clothes so she pulled her dress over her head.
Soon, all five were naked and arranged to get the best views...or the least views of the other men. 4 pairs of eyes were on the naked blonde while her eyes flicked from crotch to crotch to crotch to crotch. It was fascinating to see the vast differences in size and shape when looking closely. She wasn't able to see all 4 men from the same angle the night before but now she could see the variations. She normally would have kept her legs perhaps 6" apart when rubbing on out but she opened them a lot wider both to keep her feet from blocking her view and to allow the widely-spaced array of men to all get a good look at her. The thought of her vulnerability and her slutty behavior just made her even wetter than she normally would be.
David was blessed with the largest testicles and his scrotum hung between his legs almost hitting the bed. He wasn't lacking in cock size either as his huge pumping fist covered just half the length. Vic's cock and balls were next in size though she could easily see the man's asshole as his ballsack was a lot tighter. She continued to assess all the men's equipment when she came to the realization all were larger than Tom's. She tried not to think of that but Bill whose cock was the more slender was a good 1/4" thicker than what she'd ever had before. How would a fat cock feel inside her pussy...her ass?
As she rubbed her pussy more rapidly she noticed the noises echoing throughout the bedroom. Periodically, she could hear the men spitting on their hands followed by the wet stroking of their cocks. Her pussy was getting louder as she got wetter. She idly thought how unfair it was for her pussy the be excreting copious amounts of slick fluids while the men had to use saliva.
Bill looked between the beautiful woman's open legs seeing a view similar to what he'd witnessed the previous night. As much as he tried to fight it he couldn't hold off. He let out a groan as a rope of cum splattered onto his chest.
Marcia's tingling rapidly boiled up as she saw the long streams of cum jet out of Bill's cock and she too let out a moan as she came. She plunged two fingers deep inside her as she lifted her ass off the cushion. She felt the room spin as she felt the powerful waves flow through her. This was so much better than lying alone in the hotel room and masturbating. She let the last vestiges of her powerful release fade away before opening her eyes and looking at the remaining three men. She could hear Bill cleaning up and as she saw David again spit on his hand she shook her head. "I have more than enough lubricants here," she smiled as she held up her glistening fingers, "Come over here."
David was the first to roll off the bed and step over to the couch between her open legs. He groaned as Marcia's slick hand stroked her juices onto his throbbing cock. He stepped back as his balls began the familiar ache.
Vic was next and smiled down at the naked woman as she plunged her fingers into her pussy before smearing her juices onto his cock.
Marcia wasn't just being kind. She wanted to feel them, wanted to compare Tom's cock to these men's. She smiled at each of them as she stroked their shafts and when Jerald came over, she thought about sucking on his cock rather than using her hand. She managed to resist but was unaware she'd opened her mouth suggestively.
As Marcia rubbed her warm secretions on his cock, Jerald imagined leaning forward and offering her his cock. Her tongue was moving inside her mouth as if she could taste him. He let out a groan and the woman rubbed his cock harder,
Marcia was looking at the pre-cum flowing from Jeral'ds cock and his scent was so powerful she could almost taste him. She forgot about just getting him slick and stroked him with purpose. She hadn't been doing that for more than a minute before he let out a series of gasps as if fighting an orgasm. "Go on, cum on my pussy," she said if the huskiest voice she'd ever used.
Jerald didn't need to be told twice and felt the aching build to a peak before he grunted as a rope shot out onto her face. The following jets spattered onto her tits, stomach, and finally, the last few dribbled splashed onto her swollen pussy. She saw his knees go weak as he staggered back.
Marcia looked at David and Vic and nodded, "I guess I'll need to shower either way. She soon had a cock in either hand and was stroking both men, their cocks pointing right at her face.
David didn't care that he was cheek to cheek with another naked man as he stared down at Marcia's huge tits bounce as her arms stroked both their cocks. It aroused him to smell the pungent scent of Jerald's cum flowing off the woman's body, aroused him to see some of that cum flowing into the crack of her trimmed pussy, aroused him to see her flared pussy lips beckoning his cock...all their cocks.
Marcia's fingers could easily wrap around Tom's cock but the cocks in her hand were so fat she was able to grasp just 2/3 the circumference. The room smelled like sex, smelled like she'd been fucked over and over and for the second night in a row, she felt an orgasm building up without touching herself. She felt the inner tickling build and just as she came, Vic gasped and released a rope of warm cum onto her breasts. "Fuck! Ooohhh, yesss," she panted as she felt the cream splatter onto her chest and stomach.
David had been getting close but was able to hold back until Vic stepped away, his legs wobbly. Marcia had let go of his cock as she rubbed the sticky cream into her breasts so he took over. He was close, so close. He looked at that tempting pussy and aimed his cock right between her legs. His first jet shot right against her erect clit causing her to cry out and arch her back. It was as if her fading orgasm resurged inside her as he jetted his cum onto her pussy.
Marcia's eyes rolled back in her head as she passed out from the incredible orgasm. She couldn't have been out for more than a few seconds as she saw and felt David slapping his cock onto her pussy as he squeezed out the remaining sperm from his cock. She lay back panting as the men went to clean up except for Bill who brought out a wet washcloth and a towel.
After the four men dressed while Marcia just pulled on her nighttime tee shirt, they all hugged and kissed their coworker. This was so different from just 48 hours ago when they nodded at each other before heading to their rooms. Now their hands freely explored her ass and tits. She felt as if she were saying goodnight to lovers rather than colleagues.
Marcia's dreams that night were even more graphic than the night before and when she woke up she swore she could feel 4 loads of cum leaking out of her pussy.
* * *
Marcia was awakened by her phone. She sleepily answered, "Morning Tom, sleep well?" she asked.
"Yes and no," Tom replied. "I watched the Late Show and fell asleep soon after but dreamt the most realistic dream I've ever had. I know this will sound strange and don't get pissed but I dreamt you...um, fucked your coworkers. I know, I know, you'd never..."
Marcia sat up trying to say something, like "That's ridiculous," or "What a stupid dream. You have nothing to worry about," but instead she said nothing.
"Wait. I know you. You always say that 'you'd never or 'what kind of wife do you think'..." Tom said softly. "Something...someone happened, didn't it?" he asked quietly.
Marcia collected herself, "OK. Something happened but no fucking. The other night, David or one of them mentioned that he was getting frustrated flirting...we do that, we make suggestive comments. They were never meant to lead anywhere. You know, it was all in fun. Then one of them admitted he jerked off thinking about me and the others agreed. They asked me if I jerked off thinking of them. I said no...I don't jerk off, I rub one out. I thought it would be taken as a joke but..." She hesitated.
"But they wanted to know more...like how you did it?" Tom said softly. He felt his cock getting hard even as he had the usual jealous feelings about her relationship with the 4 men.
"Yes. They asked if I used a dildo, did I finger myself? You know what they asked." She felt her panties flood as she recalled the last two nights even though she felt terrible that Tom found out.
"What did you tell them?" Ton asked softly as he pulled out his cock and stroked it.
"Tom, you don't want to hear this. I'll be quick. I told them how I rubbed one out and in what position and one of them suggested we all do it in one of our rooms. We did it OK? I got naked on the bed, the men got naked in the chairs and on the couch, and we mutually masturbated." She wanted to say no touching but that would be a lie. If he asked she would admit to stroking them but. She wanted to cry when she heard her husband gasp as if choking back a sob. "I'm sorry, really sorry. Can we talk later?" She hated that it took him 20 seconds or more to finally respond. Was he collecting himself? He had to be disappointed in her.
Tom stroked the last of his ejaculate from his cock as he looked down at his splattered white shirt. "Sure," he said softly. "You have to get going and so do I. We'll talk again in the morning. I'll call you earlier than normal...We need to talk more," he said before abruptly hanging up.
Marcia expected him to be angry but he sounded almost disappointed in her. 'Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck,' she thought as she pulled off her panties so she could put on a new pair. She'd have to hand wash these or go without for the flight back. This was never an option for her but the thought of her sitting next to one of the guys on the flight back without panties made her get tissues before putting on the fresh pair. Had she morphed into a hormonal slut overnight? Then, she clenched her jaw and decided that she'd beg off tonight. This is a slippery slope...as she thought about the word slippery she felt her pussy throb again.
That evening Marcia acted as if she hadn't told Tom what happened. She didn't want to affect the team dynamics and as they flirted after dinner she became more horny. There was one problem though. Alex Matthews was going to call her with information about enhanced battery technology. He said he couldn't give details at work but he suggested meeting for drinks. She declined but said she could talk on the phone.
Bill looked around, "I'd be up for calling it a night." He looked at Jerald, "We used my room Monday, Marcia's Tuesday...who volunteers their room?" he asked looking around.
Marcia had the words right there. She'd been practicing saying them all day, 'Sorry. Can't tonight. I need to talk to Alex,' but all she did was look around as Vic put up his hand.
"I'll do it. I even put my suitcase in the closet just in case," he smiled.
David slapped him on the shoulder, "You always were the one to plan ahead on this team. My turn," he said as he signaled for the waitress.
Marcia was more relaxed when they entered Vic's room. She looked expectantly at the three men, "How would you like to do it tonight?" she asked.
"I thought about that this morning...OK, all day. I thought you could take this bed," he pointed to the queen closest to the bathroom, "while we stand around and jerk off on you. I know you love having cum all over you," he said.
Marcia blushed. It was true. Tom had pulled out to cum onto her stomach but no one had ever cum on her face or her chest before the previous night. Then she let out a short gasp as she remembered the strong jet of cum hit her clit the night before. "Damn! I do like that," she said softly, "OK. Oh, Hi David. We decided that you guys would stand around me while I use the bed," she said when she saw the fourth man step into the room.
It wasn't long before Marcia was lying naked on Vic's bed and four naked men stroked their cocks as they looked at her charms. Marcia was looking from one side to the other still fascinated by the sizes and shapes of the men's genitalia.
David was about to spit on his hand but looked down at the blonde, "Can I have some of that?" he nodded at her slick fingers. As she reached up to stroke her wet fingers on his cock he reached between her legs and plunged two fingers into her sopping pussy. He hoped she wouldn't slap his hand away, all prepared to apologize but there was no need. She opened her legs wider and groaned loudly. David pulled his fingers out and smiled as he stoked his cock. "Guys, she's flowing. Grab as much as you can."
Marcia closed her eyes and grunted as the other three men drove their fingers into her pussy. She played with her nipples as they fingered her. She felt all the signs of an impending orgasm. Just as she thought she'd have to take over playing with her pussy, David reloaded. This time, he made sure his fingers were as wet as possible as he buried his long fat finger deep inside her. She lifted her ass off the bed as he fucked her with his large hand. The tingling was building up and she was close to exploding when her phone rang.
"Argh! That has to be Alex," she said as she pushed David's hand out of her pussy. "Quiet while I talk to him, OK?" she said. She looked at the screen and shook her head, "Fuck! It's Tom...I have to take this," she sighed.
"Hey, what's up? You never call in the evening," she said, "How was your day?"
"Long," he sighed, "All I could think of was what you told me this morning. Are you with them now?" he asked.
Marcia gulped and then nodded, "Yes," she said softly, "Are you pissed?"
"Yes. It's absurdly stupid to get naked with men like that. Put David on," he said.
"Fuck!" Marcia sighed. She held out her phone, "He wants to talk to you."
"David, it's Tom. Tell me what you see," he ordered.
"Tom...look, we're sorry. I guess what started as a joke got carried away. Your wife.."
"Show me. Turn on video and show me. Put me on speaker also," Tom ordered.
David looked at Marcia and mouthed, "I'm sorry." He pressed the video chat icon and pointed the camera at Tom's naked wife. It wasn't a good look as her thighs were doing the splits, her pussy was swollen and glistening and her face to her chest was flushed. She was looking wide-eyed at the camera as if she were going to cry. He turned the phone back to his face and shook his head, "We'll stop. Damn! I'm so sorry. We can all go back to our..."
"I cannot believe you're doing this...jerking off when there's a wonderfully tight pussy just begging to be fucked," Tom said. "Either you get between her legs right now and fuck her or I'll tell one of the other guys to do it. You got that?" he said.
Marcia gasped and started to sit up but before she could, David handed her back her phone. She looked at her husband who was smiling at her.
"I assumed you guys had been fucking for months. That's why I never...Wow! I can see it in your face. He just shoved his cock inside you didn't he?" Tom grinned.
He was right. Marcia gasped and her mouth formed a large 'O' as a cock bigger than her dildo pushed into her. "Fuck!" she gasped. She wanted David to stop, to stay there for a minute so she could get used to his size but that would give away that David's cock was so much longer and fatter than her husband's.



"Show me. Show me that he's truly fucking you," Tom ordered.
Marcia hesitated since Tom would see..would know. She groaned and turned the phone as she bit her knuckles. David was pumping into her pussy harder and harder as she grunted more loudly with each deep penetration.
Tom was stroking his cock rapidly as he watched his wife's pussy get stretched amazingly wide. He had no idea cocks got that big but that made it all the more arousing. "That's it, David fuck her...fuck her hard. She's on the pill so don't worry about pulling out. Guys, enjoy the rest of your night...oh, she loves a cock in her ass. I love you, honey. Have fun."
Marcia wanted to respond but her delayed orgasm ripped through her as she heard her husband tell the guys to use her as they wished. "I...I love....oh fuck!....uh, uh, uh, uh, yessss," she grunted as she powerfully orgasmed.
Tom grinned, "Damn! I've never heard her so vocal when she came. Nice one. OK, Guys, enjoy fucking my wife. Talk to you this weekend at the barbeque," he said. "Oh, Jerald, where did you get that wine you brought over last month? That was as good a Chianti as I've had. Never mind, you've got other things on your mind," he chuckled. Then he hung up so he could focus on jerking off with the images of Marcia getting her pussy pounded.
Marcia's pussy had never been this full. Tom had purchased that large black dildo as a joke but she soon found she loved how it felt inside her. David's cock felt even better. She reached out and grabbed Bill's and Jerald's cock to stroke them. They were getting dry so she pulled Bill's into her mouth. She could taste herself on his cock as if he'd already fucked her. Then she switched to Jerald's cock. She felt David grunt as he pushed his cock inside her as deeply as he could and she swore she could feel his warm cum jet against her cervix. She enjoyed his weight on top of her as he thrust into her with each spasm. When he went limp she stroked his back and then whispered, "I think there are others who want to fuck me."
David groaned and pulled out, "Fuck! Your pussy feels a thousand times better than my hand."
Marcia spoke without thinking, "Then why didn't you suggest it earlier?"
Bill lay between Marcia's legs and grinned, "We talked about it but you hid your inner slut too well, we blame you." He wondered what sloppy seconds might feel like but other than a different feel of the lubricants her pussy felt as good as any he'd fucked...the one difference was he didn't need to take it slow at first.
"Oh, yesss," Marcia panted as Bill wasted no time and plunged deep inside her. His pace was faster, more staccato as he rapidly pistoned into her sopping hole. She could feel another orgasm coming on when he rolled both of them over. She pulled her legs up so she could straddle the man and as expected felt cool gel being shoved into her ass. That was one of the reasons she picked these men to be on the team, they were decisive. When they decided on something, they acted. Just as she let out a deep groan, Vic pulled her face to his cock. Marcia opened her mouth and took all of him into her throat. She never felt more alive while also never felt less in control. The pending orgasm suddenly surged, peaked, and exploded.
David was videotaping the foursome getting the entire view as he circled the bed. Every time he watched porn he imagined being the cameraman and now he was able to act out the fantasy. Vic was face-fucking Marcia, Jerald was slamming his slick cock into her ass, and Bill was mauling the blonde's tits while she rocked her pelvis on his cock. When Marcia came again, he zoomed in on her face capturing her eyes rolling back in her head.
The rest of the night was a series of two or three of the men fucking Marcia while someone videotaped. Around two AM, Marcia pleaded, "No mas!" as David pulled out of her ass. "We need sleep...and my twat and ass are really sore." She rolled off the bed, cupping both her ass and pussy. After they all showered, David, Bill, and Jerald got dressed and went back to their rooms.
Bill looked at the naked couple spooning on the bed and grinned, "My room tomorrow night."
The other men groaned, "Crap! I was going to volunteer," Jerald said softly, "Like we always say, you snooze, you lose."
Vic grinned at the men as he cupped those marvelous tits before reaching over and turning off the light on the bedside table.
* * *
Marcia originally feared that their newly found extracurricular activities would harm their daytime efficiency, but it seemed just the opposite. The group seemed more mentally agile, coming up with better and more valuable suggestions. All she could think was they had been subliminally frustrated, and finally getting release freed up their minds for business.
Tom loved the videos and had a full collection on his hard drive. David was by far the best at capturing the expressions, and the passions of the encounters, but all four improved as they got more experienced.
A few months later, Tom asked David to come over and videotape him and Marcia making love. It was decided after a half-hour that the video would be better with a threesome. Then, the three married men introduced their wives to the sexual forays, and then Bill brought Alexis, his girlfriend, over. That became a regular thing at the Darwin house, and the rooms were often filled with naked, sweaty couples or groups.
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No one is under 18, this could be considered a cuckold story so if that upsets you...
Hailey looked around the bedroom. She sighed as she saw just the dresser along the wall. Their first house, and in many ways, would always be her favorite. They could afford this smallish cape cod with the help of Mike's parents. They were looking at cheap apartments and Mike's dad Matt presented him with a large check. Their housing search shifted to condos and then they found the house. It was on a back street and the sign said, "Priced to Sell!' At first, they assumed it had structural issues but when they found that it was sound, they snapped it up.
During their first two to three years, they made love in every room, every surface...horizontal and vertical. Work, and being unable to conceive slowed them down some, but they still had sex a couple of times per week. She glanced over at the 4 carpet depressions and remembered the innumerable times she and Mike made love on that bed. She picked up the box with a sigh that she took from the top shelf in the closet. School books, papers, and projects. 4 years condensed into a 2' x 2' x 2' carboard box.
They met in their senior years at college, Miami of Ohio. Chem lab. She'd hoped to be paired up with the tall guy she knew but some bubbly busty blonde pulled him to her station. She will never forget the look on his face when the beautiful blond boy looked back at her with regret...Apologies? Then Mike stepped over, a hand out.
"Mike Connors, feel like partnering up?" he asked.
"Hailey Franks. Sure. What's your major?" she asked. It wasn't just being polite as her previous lab partner was an English major...a fucking clueless English major whom she had to carry through the entire term.
"Computer Science and Electrical Engineering," the boy smiled. "Double major. I hope that passes muster."
Hailey realized he realized the intent of her question, "We'll see. I might have to bring my thumb crews to class if you don't pull your weight but I'm open-minded."
Mike did more than pull his weight. They both got As. Outside of their classes, Mike asked her to move in with him and she found that along with his massive IQ and work ethic, he had other massive gifts. Then, they won first place with a thermite reaction light show at the year-end show. Hailey chuckled and told Mike that was her second first-place award. When he asked her about the other she deftly changed the subject.
Right after graduation, they moved to Columbus and got married. Hailey got a job at the top Chemical Company in the city while Mike got a job in IT at the same company. It wasn't planned but as the company was going through a large growth spurt, there were tons of openings. That was when they found the house. The house that would always be Hailey's favorite.
Mike wiped the sweat off his forehead and the hope of one trip had faded. "Hey, babe. Is anything else small? I can pack the smaller boxes, pillows, and knick-knacks around and under things."
Hailey plopped the box marked, 'HC's school crap' on the floor and sighed, "Nope. This was the last one from upstairs. We still have the dresser, this sofa, and all the kitchen crap. We'll never make it in one trip. Hey guys, grab a cold beer. We haven't cleaned out the fridge yet," she smiled at the three co-workers who just stepped inside. All three were more like friends and all volunteered to help them move.
Daniel, Jacob, and River all grinned as they headed for beers. Mike flopped onto the floor, his back to the wall where his favorite leather chair was.
Hailey laughed, "You can sit on the couch, for Christ's sake. I'll grab a beer for you." She headed for the kitchen thinking how many times she brought her wonderful husband a beer when he sat in the exact spot. 'We all have our happy places,' she thought. Then she had the image of her kneeling in that spot, Mike's cock in her mouth, and felt more nostalgic.
Jacob handed the beautiful blonde two beers, his eyes scanning her perfect figure. Hailey Connors was by far the most beautiful woman in the entire company. She had to be 5' 10" and at 29 still had an incredibly athletic figure. Her thin tee and daisy dukes did nothing to hide her tantalizing curves. 'D-cups? They have to be. I'll bet she shaves her labia but leaves a nice soft patch,' he thought as he tried to look away.
Hailey laughed, "You have to rein that in," she said as she took the beers, "You've had two reports already at work for making women uncomfortable." She scolded him but pulled her shoulders back to let him get a good look before heading back to the living room.
Jacob groaned, "I try, I really try but it would be like telling someone not to look at a spectacular sunset."
Mike took the beer, a questioning look on his face, "What about sunsets?"
Hailey shook her head, "It's nothing. I mean, we're not at work so I guess Jacob perving on me is OK...I mean it's just looking, right?"
Mike laughed, "All three of those guys have been looking at you all morning. Those shorts of yours are so small...guys? Who can tell her what color her underwear is?"
Hailey looked around seeing 4 hands in the air. She bent down to look at her crotch and could see the red strip of her thong outside the thin strip of denim. She realized she was showing the three men even more so she stood up quickly. "I'd change but all my clothes in the truck."
Daniel laughed, "Hey. We're not being paid so we'll take the benefits rather than cash." He sat on the couch and patted the spot next to him, "If we're taking a break, sit."
River grinned and sat on the other side of the couch, "Yes. Sit. I know right where Jacob wants to sit."
Hailey sat between the two men and saw the River was right. Jacob was against the wall where the TV stand used to be. He was looking right between her legs. She tried to keep her knees together but gave up.
Mike looked at his friend and grinned, "Best view in the house, isn't it?"
Jacob nodded, "Relax Hailey. We've seen your panties so just get comfortable." He took a swig of beer and sighed, "This is turning out to be a great day."
Hailey shook her head, "Not panties. Thong. But I guess you're right." she sat back and let her legs part allowing them all to see the hem of her thong and her shaved outer labia. She did feel more comfortable and after lifting hundreds of pounds of household goods, she thought she could veg on the couch. The four men talked about sports, work, and their new house while she daydreamed back to her junior year. That was by far her best year...at least socially.
Hailey was roused as the four men stood, empty bottles in hand. She realized they had been sitting for over a half-hour, the men chatting about something and Hailey daydreaming.
Mike took all their empties while Jacob picked up the box. "Holy crap, this is heavy. School books?" he asked.
"Mostly, yeah. I could never get rid of my calculus or chem books," she sighed. "Careful on the bottom...oh shit!" she exclaimed as the tape tore and the bottom opened. Books, papers, and a burgundy velvet bag crashed to the floor.
Mike jumped back in from the kitchen, "What was...oh. I'll grab one of the extra shipping boxes. Nothing breakable, I hope." He started to turn but stopped when River picked up the burgundy bag. Hailey was reaching for it quickly but the man turned away.
"What is this?" he asked, "It feels like a giant dildo." The other three men came over even as Hailey was trying in vain to snatch it back. "Motherfucker..." he breathed as he pulled out a brass statue of a huge erect penis set on a walnut base, "2019 B.J Queen: Hailey Franks" He looked over at the blushing blonde, his eyes wide. "You were a champion cocksucker?" he asked with a grin.
Hailey stepped back seeing 8 wide eyes fixed on her. "Um, can you put that back...please? It was a joke...my sorority sisters..."
Mike shook his head, "I want to hear about it," he said as he took the brass statuette. He tried not to grab the almost foot-long cock but the unbalanced object made that hard to do. "When was this, not after we started going out?" he asked.
"Shit, shit, shit, can we just talk about it later?" she asked as her eyes flitted between the other men, "It's a bit personal."
Mike laughed, "Personal? I don't need details, I'd just like to know when. Before or after we met?"
"It was before. OK. Let's load the truck," she said as she opened the new packing box."
Jacob took the award and looked at it, "This has to be fake. It looks real but I'm sure no one is this huge."
"Let's drop the subject, please?" Hailey asked. Then she noticed where all the men were looking. Her nipples look as if they would tear through her thin bra and tee shirt.
"No. Tell us. I don't think these guys will move a muscle until you tell us how you won this award," Mike said softly. He ran his finger across his wife's lips and smiled when she instinctively opened the to suck it. "I wondered...Guys, I cannot say how she got this but no woman had come close to pleasuring me orally until Hailey. Let's hear it."
The tall blonde's face was beet red as she nodded. "Sit, I'll tell you but you breathe a word of this to anyone, especially at work and I'll perform a bris on each of you, regardless of who blabs. Got it?"
The men nodded and sat on the couch. Hailey realized she was going to have to stand. She had thought of getting rid of the award but as she watched Jacob sitting and stroking it, the memories of the three months came back.
"My junior year, Sigma...Sigma Delta Chi, my sorority wanted to support the Barber Children's Home so we needed a fundraiser. We got together with the Delts, Delta Rho Chi and they suggested...shit, a blowjob contest. At first, it was supposed to be a small event where the guys put in $20 each per blowjob and the proceeds would go to the Children's Home but word got out and it changed. Around 100 frat boys put in $200 each and 80 or so sorority girls signed up. The girls would suck off as many guys who had signed up as they could...nothing else, no fucking."
Daniel groaned, "What school was this? Mines had nothing like that."
"Miami of Ohio, Oxford," Hailey said. "I wasn't going to sign up as I had a boyfriend but then he put in $200 so I guess I decided to suck it up, so to speak."
The men laughed, even Mike. Then she realized that all 4 were starting to show larger bulges in their pants so she decided to get through the story. "So, we had 90 days to hook up with the guys on the list, suck them off, and then they would rate each of us in an app that one of the boys designed.
"OK, I get it. Put in $200 and get, what? 80 blowjobs? That's a couple of bucks per blowjob but what did you girls get out of it?" Mike asked.
Hailey nodded, "First prize, $10,000. Second, $2,000. Third, $500. The rest, ~$12,000 went to the Children's home."
"You won $10,000 sucking cock?" Jacob sputtered, "Why'd you stop? Hell, you could retire already, rather than mixing chemicals in the lab."
Hailey chuckled as she noticed their bulges were significantly more pronounced, "My jaw hurt but I guess I could have. After the awards ceremony, I had a few dozen offers but that would have been a bit too whorish, even for me." She looked at her husband, "This has to be crushing. You've always treated me as if I were a virgin when we got married," she sighed. "OK. Making a long story short, I sucked off every guy on the list and won. There. Great story, huh? Can we get back to work?"
Mike looked at Jacob and River who were seruptiously rubbing their hard-ons and shook his head. "We don't have to return the truck until late tomorrow. I want more details. Did you win because you suck off the most guys? Best technique? Did you swallow?"
Yeah, "Jacob said, "I'd like to know those and also, did you deep-throat them? No woman has ever..."
River nodded, "I'm free tomorrow. I'd like to hear more."
Hailey knew that she was trapped, "I'll get more beers," she said, "I'll tell you everything since you already know what kind of slut I am..." She stopped when she heard her husband.
"Get us beers but would it be better to show some skin to make the story more vivid...you know, bring it to life?" Mike asked softly.
"Yeah, a good storyteller uses visual aids," Jacob added.
Hailey looked at the 4 sets of eyes and down at her shirt, nipples poking through. She shrugged and pulled the shirt off before unzipping and stepping out of her shorts. She posed in her red thong and flimsy white lacy bra. "Had I known I would have work matching underwear," she sighed. All four crotches now sported impressive tents, not Tom Bright tents but impressive all the same. She knew they were watching her bare ass flex as she went to get the beers.
When she came back, both Jacob and River had their cocks out and were unabashedly stroking them. "Men!" she muttered, "They're like Harvard grads...not shy about pointing out their school or exposing their cocks."
Mike grinned, "Jacob decided you'd seen so many that one more couldn't hurt." He nodded as she handed him a beer as did the other men. "Thanks. You are the best wife ever."
Hailey went back into the kitchen and brought out a stool. She sat facing the couch knowing they all had a great look between her legs. This time, she didn't make any attempt to act modest as she put a heel in the rungs on either side. She knew without looking they could see the dark wet spot between her legs. She closed her eyes as she recalled every one of the hard cocks she stroked before putting it in her mouth.
OK. To answer your questions. Yes. I sucked off every guy on the list and yes, I was the only one to do it. However, the scores were based on quantity but on quality. Many of the girls sucked off only a couple dozen guys. So, I assume it was technique...and swallowing. At least half the girls refused to let guys cum in their mouths let alone swallow. I swallowed every load. I also practiced on friends of mine and learned to suck balls, and..." she looked apologetically at her husband, "a bit lower than their balls," she said softly.
"You licked their asses?" Jacob asked, "I had a girl do that to me once. Came so hard. Wow! I'm in so much love right now," he grinned.
Hailey blushed furiously as she nodded, "I accidentally found out it triggered amazing orgasms. Most girls never even took off their shirts. I always got naked. Guys love naked girls. I also learned to deep-throat and gently suck the guy's ballsack into my mouth. Swallowing was just the cherry on top. In the end, I got a score of 9.8 from all the guys while Sarah got a 9.2," she finished, "she sucked off 65 guys and finished 2nd."
Mike and Daniel had also pulled out their cocks. Mike took the award and held it out, "Is this a fake cock? It's got to be a good 12"" he said.
Hailey was already as red as she could get but felt even more embarrassment when she shook her head. She took the brass cock and had to grip it with two hands, "It's a casting of the boy who won the award for having the best cock. 11". Please don't hate me...it was before we met," she said softly.
"Hate you? I never felt more love for you. You have experiences all these tight-assed bitches at work would kill for. You really licked their asses? How many of them?"
Hailey nodded, "About 100...maybe more," she said softly.
"I thought you said there were 100 guys who entered."
"Yeah, no. I said around 100. There were 128 guys. I sucked all of them off and a dozen of my friends were so helpful at giving me advice. Tony, remember Tony? He's the one who taught me how to take his scrotum into my mouth. Ray was the one who slid down as I was licking the base of his ballsack and accidentally found his asshole. He came so quickly that I had to quickly put his cock back into my mouth. He told me that I was going to win if I did that to every guy. I was able to deep throat the last 100 or so except..." she looked at the giant cock in her hands, "Tom, Tom Bright's cock. I could barely take 3/4 of him but he still said I was the best," she said softly.
"Tom Bright? The blond guy in our Chem lab? He kept looking over at you and when you told me he wasn't an ex-boyfriend I doubted you," Mike said.
Hailey nodded. "Not an ex-boyfriend but an ex-lover. After the awards ceremony, my sisters grabbed the two of us and shoved us into a room. I thought they'd leave and we'd...I don't know, laugh it off? Make out a little? No, they stripped us naked and shoved us onto the bed. There are dozens of videos that these girls have of me cumming over and over on Tom's huge cock. Of course, there are probably hundreds of videos of me sucking the guys' cocks."
"That's why...never mind," Mike sighed. He was told by his former lovers that his cock was the biggest but his 8" was nothing compared to the foot of cock on the award.
Jacob got up allowing his pants to puddle around his ankles. He stood in front of the beautiful blonde and looked down, "Since you've seen a lot of cocks, what's your honest opinion of mine?"
Hailey yanked her eyes from the man's 7" cock and looked up, "I'm married and all I can say is it's one of the nicer cocks I've seen. But as far as I know, there's never been a bad cock. They all are great as long as the guy knows what he's doing, OK?"
"Go on. Show him. He's worked hard today," Mike said from behind Jacob.
"What? Show him what? How I sucked those guys off?" Hailey asked. I'm married now and I'm not about to cheat on you," she replied as she stroked the nice fat cock.
Mike laughed, "Cheat? I just told you you can suck him off but only if you want to. Is your mouth watering just considering it?"
Hailey's mouth was watering and she sighed. "You can't be seious...I'm...Fuck! OK, let's do this right." She got up and gently pushed Jacob back to the couch. You guys, get up and stand over there. I'm sucking one at a time. Jacob, take off all your clothes...It's better if we're both naked."
Mike grinned at Jacob and the others as he went to get the expensive video recorder he purchased for nature shots. After Jacob plopped onto the couch, Hailey pulled him forward as she knelt between his legs. Mike was happy to see that none of the three men had cocks as large as his though none had anything to be ashamed of. He was able to start the recording just as his naked wife used her long tongue to bathe the length of the pulsing shaft.
Jabob put his feet on the couch as the blonde sucked one ball and then the other into her mouth, her tongue tickling his scrotum. Her eyes were looking right into his as she then flicked her tongue across his perineum and around his asshole while stroking his cock. "Oh, fuck!" he sputtered as the tip of her rigid tongue flicked rapidly against his tight hole.
Hailey's hand was getting slick with precum as she stroked and probed his asshole and knew from experience she was minutes away from getting a mouthful of cum. She gave one last wiggle of her tongue into his bud before rising and plunging her mouth onto his rock-hard cock. Effortlessly she pressed her lips against his pubic hair while clenching her throat. She pulled up and back down never blinking, never taking her eyes off his. She saw his mouth open, his eyes go unfocused so she sucked hard on the flared cap while her tongue flicked rapidly under the glans. Her hands slid up to his nipples causing the man's eyes to clench as if fighting an impending orgasm.
Just as Hailey plunged once more burying his long cock in her throat, she heard his frustrated groan. The first spurt was impressively powerful. She guessed it would have shot up 3' had she not been sucking and swallowing.
Mike's cock throbbed harder than he could remember as he watched and taped his wife pleasuring their coworker. He'd had hundreds of blowjobs from Hailey but never once had she licked his ass. Things were going to be changing around here, he thought. When Jacob went limp and his blonde wife sat back on her heels the two other men clapped. Both were naked and standing on either side. "Go on, babe. I think you can find a way to pleasure both at the same time," Mike said as he zoomed in on her face. "I'll get the lube...that is if you want," he grinned. "Anyhow, the more you open yourself up, the sooner we can finish packing the truck," he chuckled. He'd never seen his wife so aroused, so flushed. Her hair was stuck to her forehead, her lips were puffy and red, and she had a reddish glow as if she'd already cum.



Hailey stroked both cocks and felt a rush as she looked at her husband. In all the times that she'd sucked guys off, never once had she allowed any of the men to fuck her. But now she felt a tingling in her pussy and her asshole as Mike smiled and nodded as if encouraging her to fuck both men. "OK. I assume you can get hard again, Jacob. I see no reason why we can't be efficient and make use of all my gifts," she said in a strangely deep husky voice.
When Mike returned with the lube, Hailey was on her hands and knees with River pistoning into her sloshing pussy and Daniel gripping her hair as he fucked her face. He stopped and looked at how incredibly beautiful Hailey looked right then. As he'd always been the one fucking his wife he never really got to see how impressive her tits were. As the two men spit-roasted her, her huge tits were flopping freely under her chest. He was looking forward to reviewing the recordings later. Jacob was sitting and watching as he stroked his freshly tumescent cock. "Here. I have to take it slow but once she lets out a deep moan she wants it and wants it hard," he said softly.
Jacob smiled at the man, "You OK with us fucking your wife? I'm not sure I'd want Abby to...I guess if she wanted it," he shrugged. "Right now, I'd like to get in there," he looked at the trio fucking.
"I couldn't stop her if I wanted to and I'll get my turn, don't worry about that," Mike smiled.
River pulled out and the trio rearranged themselves with Daniel on his back and Hailey impaling herself on the man's cock. River now was fucking her mouth in sync with Daniel's fucking her pussy. Jason took a glob of gel and plunged it into her tightly gripping asshole. Hailey was moaning softly as he fingered her Then he pressed his hard cock against her slick hole and she surprisingly opened easily up. He slid slowly inside the wonderfully tight hole to let her get used to him. He pulled out and as he pushed in again, he heard her loud groan and she pushed back against him. That was all he needed to begin driving into her rectum.
Hailey was no anal virgin as she and Mike had engaged in back-door sex at least once a week. She had no problem with Jacob's smaller cock but she'd never had her rectum and vagina filled at the same time. As Jacob's cock slid deep inside her, she gave the deepest guttural groan on River's cock that she'd ever given. Her hips rocked against the two cocks and she plunged her mouth eagerly onto the fat shaft as if wanting more. She wondered how it would feel to have Tom Bright's cock pounding her pussy while Mike plunged his cock into her ass. As she pondered the image of 19" of cocks buried inside her she felt the almost agonizing tingling grow inside her.
River liked...no loved being deep-throated but remembered the beautiful blonde licking Jacob's ass and wanted some of that. He reluctantly pulled out of her mouth and got on his hands and knees, his ass pressed against her face. No one had ever licked his ass and as the woman's tongue flicked between his cheeks and found his butthole, he rapidly stroked his cock. He pressed his chest into the carpet and felt her rigid tongue press into his asshole. This was too much and he was barely able to turn and shove his cock back into her mouth when he exploded.
Hailey's orgasm was climbing and when River shoved his ass in her face, it subsided, but just temporarily. When the first jet hit the back of her throat, she also came. "Mmmppphhhh, mmmmpppphhh, mmmm, mmmm, mmm," she grunted on the man's cock as she felt the pleasurable waves flow through her. Even after River finished, she gripped his ass, sucking eagerly on his firm cock as if starving for any residual cum.
Mike was stroking his cock as the room echoed with various grunts and groans along with the wet slapping of skin against skin. They'd never discussed former partners and even though he knew she was no virgin, he had no idea she was so highly sexed and experienced. Perhaps, some men would have been put off by this but his cock seemed harder than ever as he witnessed what he assumed was his wife's true sexual persona: A cock-loving slut. As River flopped back onto the couch looking as if he'd sprinted a mile, Jacon pulled out of Hailey's ass and the three rearranged themselves so Daniel was now fucking her ass from below and Jacob was enjoying her tight but sopping pussy on top of her.
River reached over for his beer, saluting Mike with it before sipping, "if you told the guys at work this would be the reward for helping you move, we'd have a lot more helping hands," he grinned.
Mike picked up his beer and nodded, "I'm pissed Hailey didn't suggest it. We could have been working in shifts. I'll bet we could have been done by now." He looked over as Jacob let out a series of grunts, his cock pressed as deeply into Hailey's pussy as possible as he emptied his balls inside her.
Daniel rolled the sweaty blonde onto her stomach, kneed her legs open, and as he propped himself up, began driving his cock into her ass from behind. Hailey's grunts were of pleasure not of pain even though he was being rough. Then she screamed that she was cumming and her ass lifted rhythmically as her orgasm swept through her exhausted body. That was it for Daniel. He wanted this fuck to last but the woman's ass gripped his cock hard as she came and he soon was spewing his cum deep into her rectum. Then he collapsed onto the woman's sweaty back. He kissed the back of her neck and whispered, "I've never had a better fuck. Please tell me it won't be just this once."
Hailey groaned and turned her head. She kissed the man, their tongues meeting before she groaned, "I'd like that but I'm afraid it has to be...perhaps Mike will share the video with you."
Daniel kissed her again as his cock softened, "Still, I can always hope. You've ruined me for other women," he said before slithering his cock out of her ass.
Hailey rolled onto her back and looked at her husband. "Put down your beer and fuck me. It was unfair to leave you out," she panted.
Mike handed River his beer and crawled between his wife's legs. Any fear that having three men fuck her might make her loose dissolved away as he felt her tight cunt grip his cock. He looked down at those flopping tits as he pounded her pussy roughly. She was playing with her nipples, a soft satisfied smile on her lips as he felt his slapping ballsack tighten. He'd never cum before her but the last hour of erotic acts was too much. He let out a deep grunt and came hard inside her, adding his cum to Jacobs. He suspected she wasn't fertile but something inside made him hope she was. It would be strange to wonder who was the father, not that it would change how he felt about the child.
After Mike pulled out, Hailey trotted back upstairs to the master bath. She then realized there were no towels, "Mike? Can you unpack a towel and maybe a washcloth?" she called down.
Mike was about to grab it, but River picked it up, "I can handle this. Why don't you guys head over to the new house and Hailey and I will be along after she gets dressed. I have my van and can load a lot in there."
Mike was about to say something, but shrugged, "Sure...Um, never mind. Have fun," he sighed. He watched the tall man take the stairs two at a time. "I guess we'll be unloading without their help," he said as they took Hailey's schoolwork box to the truck.
* * *
Over the next couple of weeks, the comments from the three men died down, though their looks didn't. All three men asked her to lunch at least once and wondered if she might want to grab a beer after work. She politely turned all the offers down.
It wasn't long before the couple's lives went back to normal, though their sex lives seemed to be suddenly turbo-charged...Hailey's description. Mike and Hailey got home from work one day, holding their beers and sitting on the sofa in their new house when Mike pulled out a USB.
"What's that?" Hailey asked, "Not the moving day video, is it? I think I'm ready to watch it...though, I might want to slit my wrist."
Mike shook his head and got up. He plugged the thumb drive into the back of the TV before returning to sit next to his wife. He hit power, then input and started the single video. There was Hailey and the boy that Mike knew was Tom Bright.
Hailey gasped as she saw her younger self on the bed in her sorority house. It wasn't her nudity that made her gasp but the almost foot of cock she was attempting to swallow while her sisters crowded around the bed. "Where...where did you get this?" she asked.
"I remembered that you and Sarah kept in contact so I called her. When I mentioned Tom Bright she squealed happily. 'I wondered when Hail would ask for a copy of this. I have it on a USB,' she said. It arrived in today's mail," he grinned. "I had no idea guys could be that big," he said softly.
Hailey looked at the foot of cock jutting obscenely out from the boy's body. "I wonder where he is now? If he were smart, he'd be in the porn industry making women squeal since he sure sent me over the edge," she said. "God! I'm sorry, that was fucking rude. I cannot believe I said that."
Mike patted her thigh, "Relax. It's not like I can't see...Christ! How did you...?"
"Let's drop it. I know what happened here and I'd prefer not to watch my degradation." She got up, "Go ahead, watch. If you thought I was a slut when we moved you'll find a whole other level of sluttiness."
Hailey kept herself busy but could hear her younger self cry out over and over, "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," and "God! Your cock...it's hitting me...Fuck!" She flipped out her little finger as she counted how many orgasms she had that day. This made 4 and if she remembered right, there was at least an hour to go. Mike will be pissed as she'd cum twice with him just a few times. Never 10, which is what Alex told her the next day.
She changed the sheets, did three loads of laundry, and started dinner before Mike put his arms around her from behind. She could feel his hard cock against her ass and sighed, "Hate me? I know it was before we met but still. I'm no longer that person," she said softly.
Mike kissed her neck, "Why not? I love your passion...in everything. Don't stifle any of it for my sake. I'm just wondering why you never got together with him again. I've never seen a couple more in sync with each other. It was as if you both knew what the other wanted...I'm not jealous, or I am jealous but not like you think. I wish I could please you like he was able to."
Hailey turned and palmed Mike's pant front, "We did get together again, but it was just sex...nothing more. I don't think Tom can 'make love' as he uses his cock as a weapon. Thrusting, stabbing...pounding his partner into submission," she said in a wistful voice. She slid to her knees and unzipped his pants.
"So, you wanted to try once without all your sisters watching," he said as he watched his beautiful wife stroke his hard cock. He didn't want to jerk off watching the most erotic video he'd ever seen and his balls ached.
Hailey shook her head, "A couple of times after that...and he was the one the ask me. I might have said yes really quickly though." She licked the underside of his pulsing shaft and a stream of precum flowed into her mouth. "Wow! You aren't going to last long enough to fuck me, are you?"
Mike shook his head, "Sorry...but don't change the subject. What is a couple of times? 2? 3? Did you cum a dozen times when you had sex?"
Hailey groaned, "Had sex..." she chuckled, "We fucked. Fucked hard. I was sore for days afterward...and yes, I came a lot. Please, can we not talk about this? We fucked 6 or 7 more times...I don't remember. And I came...a lot. Maybe 8 to 10 times each time. Then it was over."
"And, if it was so great, why did you stop...or did he?" Mike asked softly. He wanted to drop it but wanted to know more.
"You...or, Chem lab stopped it. That blond boy in the front left station? That was Tom. He was coming over to pair up with me when that blonde slut grabbed his arm. At first, I was pissed to be stuck with you but it might have been the best thing to ever happen to me. You are the best thing to ever happen to me," she said before wrapping her lips around his cock and sucking eagerly. She stroked his balls letting her middle finger find his asshole.
Mike put his head back and groaned, "Fuck! Hailey...I'm not going to last...oh, oh....fuck!" he spat as he came faster than ever.
Hailey didn't mind as she felt as if she owed him. It was humiliating having her husband see her so submissive, so pliable, so willing to do anything for a cock. She swallowed all his cum before sitting back on her heels. "Feel better? If you want more, I'm here for you," she said.
Mike smiled down at his wife, "I feel great. I'm not upset with you or anything. I'm impressed how wonderfully you grabbed life by the horns...or the one giant tusk, and let yourself go."
Hailey got up, wiping her mouth, "Can we not discuss this again? And could you forget what...who you saw in the video? You may admire how I took 'life by the horns' but I'd prefer to be Hailey Connors, devoted wife, and loving partner to the best man I know."
Mike chuckled, "Ain't no way I'll ever forget what I saw but I'll not bring it up again," he said, "I love you so much and please don't worry about anything you did before we met changing how I feel about you." As he zipped up his pants, he had a thought, "That blonde slut that took Tom from you? My ex-girlfriend. We broke up just a week or two before that class," he let out a rough laugh, "She told me I was too big and it hurt when we..." he said softly. "I wonder how she did with him?"
* * *
Life did return to normal. Daniel, River, and Jacob all stopped asking Hailey out though a few jokes were made about open houses and other new properties. Mike's and Hailey's sex life cooled off but was still active and satisfying. They didn't totally drop the subject of Tom's huge cock as once every week or so, just the mention of his name triggered an explosive orgasm in Hailey. Mike never asked but he knew Hailey fantasized about being used by the tall blond boy but hell, doesn't everyone fantasize about someone?
Hailey was sitting in the lunch room at work chatting with Susan and Laura. They had trouble hearing each other since a group of women from HR were sitting behind them. They were talking about the new hires in particular one guy. "Damn! I've never seen a more gorgeous guy. Those eyes! I swear, those blue eyes saw right through my clothes," one of the women giggled. "All he needed to do was ask and I would have made it easier for him."
"I know. When you brought me in for the final interview I swear you looked as if you wanted to crawl across the table and..." she looked around, "Sorry. I guess we are a bit loud."
Hailey looked over and smiled, "I get it. Some of these new guys sure brighten up the place," she giggled.
The first girl smiled and turned back to the group at her table. But then she spun around, "Wait. You're in building 4? Chem labs?" she asked. "Do you know Hailey Connors?"
Hailey choked, "Um, sure." She flipped her badge around, holding it out. "Am I in trouble?
"Hell no, I'm Sarah. Sarah James...I'm really glad I didn't marry your husband...I'd be slightly paranoid," she chuckled, "Anyhow, the guy we were talking about got his undergraduate degree from Miami of Ohio and I remembered you went there.."
"Wow! Small world," Hailey said, "I never meet anyone who went there...except my old friends, that is. Good to have a fellow RedHawk," she smiled.
Sarah turned to face the beautiful blonde, "I talked to Ed and he said he could spare you. Can you give the new guy the grand tour? I'd like him to feel comfortable. He'll be down the hall from your lab so it should be convenient."
Hailey looked at her fellow workers, "You guys OK with the Drake Project for a day or two?" She turned back to Sarah, "Sure. I'd be glad to. What's his name, maybe I knew him."
"Tom," Sarah said before looking at her notes, "Tom Bright. It's ironic you used the word 'brighten' earlier. You know him?" she asked.
Hailey never remembered what she said to Sarah or if she said anything at all but her thong was soaked by the time she got up.
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This is a future where recreational vaginal sex is outlawed as are birth control devices (pills, IUDs, diaphragms, morning-after pills, etc.), abortions...all non-procreative intra vaginal sex. Women are first and foremost considered brood mares. In the 40s and 50s STDs were eradicated so condoms would be banned.
"So different from when we were kids," John sighed, "we sat at desks with kids all around. Now everyone stays in their lanes, and when in their classrooms they have plexiglass shields around them. No one has any personal contact anymore. Intimacy is gone," he sighed. "And sex. It's all done through apps..."
Stacy chuckled, "Christ! You sound just like your dad. He reminded us how tough it was growing up with climate change, food shortages, and gas prices, though I never understood that. Why would anyone want to drive a car with wheels let alone one that required explosions to run? Anyhow, you should sit on the porch and yell at the kids to get off your lawn."
"And we had lawns...porches. Not only is there no grass in sight, we don't even have a balcony," he sighed. John looked at the concrete building across the courtyard before looking back at his wife. He felt the familiar sense of pride as he checked her out. They met...yes, met face to face, strange, but they met in a park in the middle of Silcaval. Well, not really in the middle, it was on the east side about 70 miles from the middle....close enough. Anyhow, his Kia Hov3's gravitron module failed causing the $76,000 vehicle to plop to the ground. I know what you'll say. You get what you pay for. The mid-priced Hyundai G6 has the 6th generation gravitron with 4-way built-in redundancy and it was only $140,000. He was able to pull it off the hoverway with the donuts. Donuts were retractable wheels about half the diameter of the early 21st-century car tires. They were made of a dense polymer whose primary purpose was maintenance and repairs.
He was waiting for the towcopter when he noticed the Steve Jobs Open Space. It had been years since he'd been in an open space unless you count the huge atrium in the Cupertino Mall. There were trees and hedges lining gravel walkways. He stepped inside and almost immediately he could hear quiet...OK, not truly quiet, but the humming from the millions of vehicles in the metro area faded. He didn't like the feeling but it must have been what early settlers felt as they trekked through the wilderness. He was about to turn back when he saw a flash of pure gold.
John moved farther into the trees when he saw the woman. The gold he saw was her hair, which both shocked and aroused him. So few women had any hair on their bodies except for eyebrows and eyelashes. Body hair had been diminishing on the human body for years, At the turn of the century, few women except porn actresses, or as they are currently known, vidstars shaved their private areas. That changed in the 20s as it became more popular. Much as red lipstick was used by the whores in 19th century London to advertise their cocksucking skills before becoming more universally popular, clam shaving became the norm. In the early 30s, college girls brazenly made cuts in their yoga pants and blue jeans showing off their bare mons (along with letting the boys know they weren't wearing underwear). Then, women's clothes designers began employing cutouts and slits to expose their bare mons and their clam-clefts. Sales of panties and thongs plummeted while outer garments with creative gaps soared.
By the mid 30's women still had head hair but nowhere else. Then after the last pandemic when head hair was blamed for carrying the COVID45 virus, people wore hairnets but soon many just shaved their heads. Soon, shaved heads became the norm. The streets were filled with shiny bobbing heads as most wanted to show off their cranial shapes. Skull polish with SPF ratings starting at 70 became the #4 commodity on the market. That spawned various hair removal places, mostly mom-and-pop shops that did full-body hair removal. Then came the Nair-O-Mats which became as ubiquitous as Starbucks and often next door to them. No longer was it a chore to have body hair removed through barbaric methods like waxing and shaving.
Nair-O-Mats were walk-in, walk-through spas that combined depilatories and lasers. The naked client entered a chamber with a mask covering his or her head As they rode a conveyor belt, there was no reason to see. First, foam jets covered every exposed inch of the client's body, followed by warm jets of water that removed 99% of their hair. Then just after warm air fully dried the person, a scanner detected any remaining hairs, and targeted lasers removed those. Next, an aloe gel was sprayed thinly onto the person's body after which they entered a dressing chamber where their freshly cleaned and dried clothes awaited them. The entire procedure took no longer than it took a barista to make a foamed latte...which is often what would be waiting for them next door.
Then in the late 50s, it became the rage to be as hairless as possible, and just eye patches were worn and after the denuding, the patron went into the lightening room. They removed their eye patches while a helmet was lowered over their head and microsensors bleached every lash and eyebrow hair completing the nude look.
That was when the college girls started cutting out the fronts of their yoga pants or jeans revealing their shaved mons.
So, John seeing the flash of gold on the beautiful woman was something to get his blood pumping. Few women kept their hair, and fewer still went out without hoodies or hats to hide their hirsute lifestyle. It was as if she wanted people to know she was organic. He'd never talked to any woman without first exchanging texts, insta-dms, snap-pics, and DNA reports but he couldn't help himself.
"Sorry," he said softly so he didn't startle her, "I didn't know anyone ever came in here," he said.
Stacy jumped back. Seeing a strange man face to face off the street just didn't happen. Neither was wearing a face mask and he unconsciously held a hand over his mouth even though they were separated by 10 yards. He looked OK though and she held up her binoculars, "Robins. Someone said they saw robins in this park." She looked up and shook her head, "I think they were having me," she sighed. "Just pigeons, ravens, mourning doves, and crows." She saw him staring at her hair. She loved the feeling of her hair on her face and even though all her friends called her a hippie (she had to look that term up) she didn't care. She always wore the headpiece when she got Naired. She shrugged, "Sorry. Why are you here?"
John looked back just as he heard the whir of the towcopter, "Um. My car. It broke down. That's my ride, but..." he hesitated, "Um, could we text? Maybe Vidchat?"
Stacy laughed, "Coffee. Ask me for coffee. I don't DMChat, Vidchat, or even Audtalk much."
John nodded, "Coffee? The Starbucks over...where are we?" he asked.
Stacy laughed again, "Broadcom Heights. Can you make 8 AM tomorrow at the Dell MarketPlace over on 1122nd?" she asked.
John grinned and nodded. He might have to get a Lyftber but he'd be there. His heart was pounding harder as he considered the risks they both were taking. Meeting face to face 10 yards apart was one thing, but meeting for coffee? That was so intimate.
The next morning, John stepped into the order cube. He pulled on his glove and entered his order on the holoscreen wondering whose fingerprints those were. After getting his coffee he went out and waited. Then he saw the woman. He didn't recognize her at first as she had on a bike helmet...who rode these days? So dangerous.
She smiled at him as she pulled the helmet from her head and her golden blonde hair spilled out onto her shoulders. Every set of eyes in the Starbucks and on the street turned and looked at the woman brazenly exposing her hair. Many shook their shiny heads but most just shrugged. In a city this size, probably 20% of California, there were all kinds. There was an enclave over in the San Fran borough where women not only didn't shave their crotches but had armpit hair. Most suspected it was so the freaks could get their rocks off as it was one of three boroughs where prostitution was legal. Many of the men tsk-tsking the woman's blonde hair would be on their Apples making an appointment in San Fran. They'd book a Faraday room and have their cocks buried inside a hairy clam while recalling the glowing blonde tresses.
John sat on the wall by the street as he watched the woman go through the line of moving cubes until she was able to take her drink from the dispensary. It was a good 50 feet from the wall to the front door. In old movies, people are crowded close to each other on the city sidewalks, but after the pandemics back in the early '20s, '30s, and '50s, newly expanded urban areas put in vast sidewalks so people could maintain 2-3 yards separation at all times. He watched the shiny bobbing heads as they rushed to places considered urgent only to them.
He smiled as he saw the woman's shimmering blonde hair as she exited the store. He replayed old movies and remembered men standing when women came over. He stood and indicated a section of a wall while people hurried by, glancing over with disapproval. He expected to see judgemental looks from the shiny faces as he and the tressed blonde sat just 6 feet apart. He heard at least three people mutter, "Get a room!"
"Hi. I know this is strange, I mean we haven't even exchanged any contact info," he said, "My name is John, John Smith...really," he smiled.
"Stacy. Stacy Edwards. I wondered what you did for a living but creative writer you are not," she smiled.
"I'm serious. My name really is..." Then he saw she was teasing him and nodded, "I work over at MS Google. Pretty basic stuff, helpdesk. I'd like to get into advanced programming but AI does most of that now."
Stacy nodded, "Pretty much the same. I work at Nast Neural Entertainment and have to deal with end users who barely give me enough information to produce a query."
They talked for over an hour before they exchanged the basics. The DNA check showed a high compatibility and they decided to take it further.
That night, Stacy's Apple lit up and she smiled when she saw who it was. "Mr. Smith. I'm surprised. I liked talking to you and you never once asked why I don't clean my head."
"I like old movies and seeing how beautiful your hair is, I...never mind. I'd like to see you, maybe dinner?" John said quickly. It was considered incredibly forward to suggest touching another person, even during sex and he almost blurted his thoughts out.
Stacy smiled, "I'd like that but only if you're honest with me."
John was confused. He replayed as much of their conversations on the wall as he could. "I am, sorry. Did I say something?"
Stacy nodded, "You started to say something about my hair and stopped. Say what you were going to and I'll meet you for dinner."
John blushed, "Um, I was going to say I think your hair is so beautiful it makes me want to run my hands through it. Damn! I know that sounds creepy...trust me, I'm a fairly normal guy," he said quickly.
Stacy's body reacted wonderfully as John said that. Her nipples instantly hardened and her crotch throbbed eagerly. As soon as they hung up she'd have to take the Baton out of the bottom drawer. "No, it's nice that you feel that way...not creepy to compliment a lady. Dinner is on. Where? When?" she asked.
She looked at her calendar as John suggested a few places and times and agreed to the 2nd as it fit perfectly.
"I'll make reservations," John said with a smile. "I know it's late but I didn't want to wait until tomorrow to talk to you."
Dinner was a hit and it was Stacy who called John after getting home. "Thanks for taking me out to Chipotles Chic, it's one of my favorites but not really in my budget," she said.
"Mine too," John said. "I liked sitting close to you...I hope you don't mind me saying that. I resisted but I wanted to reach over."
Stacy giggled. "It was nice. I haven't been close enough to touch another man since my last boyfriend...well, boyfriend is a loose term. He was my boss and well...he wanted to see me. We never touched, though, just...you know just app-sex," she added quickly.
John gulped. He was just thinking about app-sex. He got the new 22" Chromebook XXI. Normally he'd never be able to afford such an extravagance but he was able to get it through work for under $6,400. "Um..." he tried to say something but he remembered seeing her at dinner. She looked like an angel in her white satin dress with her generous cleavage exposed down to her mons. He had wondered how far she had taken the hirsute lifestyle and found out.
Stacy giggled, "You thought it, didn't you? I'll bet you're stroking your Apple right now anticipating opening...which one do you have, Intimacy? Confidence? Wait. I know DewMe," she smiled. Her connole was throbbing harder and her nipples were about to burst through her tee shirt.
John could see her arousal on the screen and if he turned his Chromebook she'd be able to see the fabric straining on his boxers. "You got me," he said huskily, "DewMe."
DewMe came out in the late '40s with just one accessory, the Cap. The Cap was an adaptable cone-shaped object a man could fit over his penis to pleasure himself through an app. The first Cap was little more than a tube lined with a soft polymer that tightened around the man's cock. Later iterations improved on that and today's version has thousands of sensors that allow the unit to tightly or loosely simulate a mouth, vagina, or anus depending on what the person wanted while secreting warm slick fluids. The fluids simulated saliva, vaginal secretions, and KY Jelly depending on the desires of the user.
Then, DewMe introduced the Baton and sales exploded. The Baton was used by either sex as it was a penis-shaped shaft inside a soft-shelled silo. Initially, it came in various lengths and girths and was marketed mainly to women. Early runs produced 2 Caps for every Baton but then something strange happened, the Batons ran out within minutes of being stocked and the Cap sold at a much slower rate. It was discovered that men bought the Baton as often as they bought the Cap and women were buying 2 or three of the Batons. This past year, the sales ratio of Batons to Caps was 4 to 1. What made sales explode was the capability for the Cap and Baton to pair if both parties exchanged codes. The Baton got information about the shape and size of the man's cock and vice-versa. Then the users of each of those enjoy their mate's shape and feel.
The current Baton comes in one size and can be adjusted from 4" length x 1" diameter to 10" x 2.5" whether paired or not. Third-party software is available to exceed the maximum length and diameter which is now the 6th top-selling app type available in the app store. Word is DewMe is coming out with a 10th anniversary dual Baton with individual settings for anal and vaginal sex along with a Cap/Baton unit for men desiring ultimate pleasure.
Stacy looked over at her bedside table where she had her two Batons waiting. "I have the DewMe app also. I know it's been one date but I'll give you my code if you give me yours," she said in a voice almost as husky as John's.
John's hand shook as he opened the DewMe app on his new notebook and generated a code. He couldn't believe his luck as he texted it to Stacy. She was so beautiful and he hoped she wouldn't be disappointed. The next 20 seconds were the longest he ever experienced as he waited for her PIN. Then his app gave a soft orgasmic sound as her code came in.
Stacy undressed as she prepared one of the Batons. She wasn't ready to open up to a man she just met to use the 2nd one. She had to be comfortable with a man before she let him know she liked it in the ass almost as much as up her cunnole. She checked her screen and John was doing the same thing. She was curious about what his penis looked like as all her other lovers never had the camera directed down there. There it was! Her first cock! As she strapped the Baton harness around her hips she felt her cunnole gush as she looked at the fleshy shaft bouncing as he arranged his harness. Then it disappeared and on her screen, she saw his avatar. She's always been curious but the avatar seemed to be very accurate. The triangular cap, the large veins, and the sensually ribbed shaft were all represented on the screen.
John felt the Cap go through the initial setup haunted by the memory of cumming within 30 seconds when he lost his virginity to his high school prom date. He lasted longer the 2nd time...if 2 minutes might be considered long. He saw Stacy on her back, playing with her wonderfully large nipples. She looked at him and smiled as she did something on her screen. He arched his back as he felt the head of his cock press and slide between her clam lips and plunge inside her. "Fuck!" he gasped causing the blonde to smile.
This was Stacy's favorite part, seeing her lovers' expressions when they first entered her. She let out a gasp as his cock penetrated her fully. He was fatter than other men, wider by far, and then she felt him hit her cervix. 'Damn!' she thought, 'if he likes me I can't wait to use the 2nd baton,' she thought. "You like my cunnole?" she panted, "Your cock feels so good. Can you increase the...yessss," she panted as John slid his finger across the tablet Her Baton pounded into her hole more rapidly just hitting her cervix enough to make the tingling start. She clenched her vagina around the Baton and she heard John groan in pleasure. She suspected they were just talking but her previous lovers all told her she had the tightest cunnole they'd ever felt.
John could hear Stacy's Baton slurping into her tight clam as his arousal grew. 'Damn! So fucking tight...tighter even than any anus he'd tried. Her splayed blonde hair glowed on the pillow as she pulled her nipples and unconsciously rocked her pelvis. He liked seeing that. Modern lovers rarely did anything except lie back and enjoy the sensations of each other's aroused genitalia. Had Stacy physically fucked? How? When?
It was improbable as the Comey Act which was enacted in 2039 dictated that any form of vaginal intercourse outside of an attempt at procreation was prohibited. Condoms were no longer available anywhere but on the black market, pills and other birth-control methods were outlawed. As protection from diseases was no longer needed and the one purpose for condoms was birth control, they were logically banned. In 2040, schools began teaching sex education laying out the penalties for recreational vaginal sex while also giving instruction as to how best to prepare an anus for penile insertion. Girls were given oral sex training as a way to relieve men's frustrations. In 2041, the last of the venereal diseases was eradicated, and blowjobs and bareback anal sex became the standard for dating couples. Illogically, the boys were taught only how to prepare the girls' asses and not how to pleasure them orally.
By 2045 all women were required to get a vaginal implant upon reaching puberty. The device reported all illegal insertions and tracked any deposits of sperm, presence of latex, or other materials listed under subsection 22b unless filing for motherhood (ROL - Regulated Offspring License). Even if allowed, all penile insertions that did not result in intra-vaginal ejaculations would be reported and the couple would be subpoenaed. The implants also tracked fertility cycles and pregnancies which were monitored by VPA, Vaginal Policing Administration, an arm of the NSA. That group had almost unlimited power to enforce the
It wasn't until women went through menopause that the implants were removed. DewMe paid a hefty fee to add a chip inside the Baton to let the vaginal implant know this wasn't a real penis.



Applying for an ROL was another major hurdle. Not anyone could have a child. The Jewell-Johnson Act of 2039 required proof of citizenship along with income from a legitimate job exceeding the national average. On top of that, no convicted felons were allowed to procreate. It was after fulfilling those requirements that attempts at a pregnancy would only be granted through a lottery. At first, this was met with anger and protests but within a couple of years, those quieted down as those convicted were banned from ever being allowed to have intra-vaginal sex. As it turned out, an abnormally high % of wealthy white couples were granted an ROL, and often, even though the JJ Act limited couples to a single child, those in the higher tax brackets were allowed a 2nd child.
For those who were not granted an ROL and were forbidden from vaginal intercourse, there were alternatives. In San Fran and other cities, there were legal brothels where post-menopausal women charged an exorbitant price for vaginal penetration. Cumming inside them was extra for no apparent reason since pregnancy or STDs weren't a factor. Many post-menopausal housewives and those in the service sector worked part-time to supplement their incomes.
Then, there were the Faraday sites. These were incredibly expensive to set up and few were present in private residences as the government had drones flying around scanning for electronic dead spots. The only places that had them were supposedly for therapies and meditation rooms. On top of that, these places had to be equipped with expensive VaginClear sterilizing equipment...basically, douching/Shopvac equipment.
John had never been tempted but still imagined his cock sliding inside this fantastic vagina he felt everything build up. He tried to focus on anything but Stacy's creamy, sweaty body undulating on her bed. He wanted to hold off but her cries as she came blew all other thoughts away. His grunts joined hers as they both peaked and exploded simultaneously. His orgasm ended first and as he looked at his tablet, he hoped to remember her glowing naked body for the rest of his life. He could feel his still-hard cock driving into her velvety smooth vagina hoping he could stay hard for as long as she was enjoying him. The incredible blonde had her back arched, her wide open legs humping against the Baton as she grunted rhythmically.
A month later, Stacy moved in with John as he had a spacious 559 sq. ft. flat in North Trump Apartments. It wasn't great but it was a place to live. A month after that they headed to Vegas and got married.
While in Vegas, both John and Stacy ran into many others with hair fetishes and tried their first SWAE. Both John and Stacy knew about Sexual Wireless Area Encounters as they often fielded technical questions concerning WICANs or Wirelessly Integrated Component Area Networks. These were originally developed for conferences and general meetings but DewMe began selling adapters so like-minded people could share and enjoy each other's company on a wider scale. John had received calls from naked groups attempting to share their Caps and Batons with others. They had often wondered how it would feel to move around a room and feel various clams and penises. They finally did and though it was incredibly erotic, it left them both feeling violated. Once they logged into the WICAN and opened up their apps, anyone could virtually enjoy their assets. Stacy's app almost froze when it reported 22 men had linked to her Baton. She could see at least a dozen of the men across the room staring at her as they virtually fucked her cunnole.
Money was tight even with the cheap $7,000/month rent, so they rarely went out to eat or treat themselves to trips. Their attempts to find others who enjoyed the SWAE lifestyle came to naught as the people around them were trying to get by and were mostly conservative. At least the overt comments about Stacy's hair disappeared, replaced by disapproving glares.
Both hated their jobs but options weren't great for humans. If they were robots they'd have their pick of many highly skilled jobs. Try as they might, most major companies tried to replace helpdesk personnel with AI but they found even though humans were less competent, they were a comfort to frustrated users. Helpdesks were populated primarily with humans who could tap into AI to resolve the more complex issues.
Stacy hated her job but liked her co-workers. They often went out after work to get a drink or walk around talking. These were the rare people she let get within 6' of her. She had no idea what her supervisor looked like other than he was male as all communication was through emails, text, or voice memos. He must be old-school as he never sent out vidmemos. She was fine with that after her previous boss suggested she'd improve her salary and position if she went with him to a Faraday. She suspected it would be holotaped while engaging in illegal non-procreative carnal relations. 'Leave me alone, let me do my job, collect my paycheck, and go home,' was her daily mantra.
Stacy was leaving a Starbucks one morning on her way to her cubicle when she saw a pair of men on the sidewalk ahead. She wanted to avoid them but it would mean moving into other pedestrian's lanes and that was almost considered assault.
"Excuse me, miss," the man said as he stuck out his 8' boom mic. "If you have time and can answer a few questions we'll give you a $250 Starbucks gift card. Just five minutes and signing an NDA...that's it, promise."
Stacy stopped. She was just feeling guilty having spent $29 on a tall latte. She was about to step around them but then felt a twinge of curiousity, "OK. Five minutes." It wasn't unusual for her to be stopped on the street but no one had ever told her it involved an NDA before. As far as she knew, the porn studios had no need of NDAs. She felt as if she should step back when the two men moved 6' close to her but just smoothed her mask over her face.
"First of all, Married? Single?"
"Married." Then, to cut them off if they wanted her to perform naked, she blurted, "If this is for a holo-shoot, not interested," she said quickly. Holo-shoots were the new rage in the porn industry allowing viewers to rotate their view from whatever angles they could. They could play the naked model or couple on their bed, or couch as if they were in the same room. Many viewers would have couples fucking on their laps as the jerked off. They were illegal as the participants were actually physically engaged but they were shot inside Faraday rooms and the women's faces were pixilated and had thorough douchings before leaving the studios. Strangely, the men's faces were well known, and often were seen pitching beer and other products.
The man laughed, "No, no...this is legit." He did wonder what it would take to recruit this woman. He personally liked hair, especially blondes. On top of that, PornBang would give him a $200 thou' finders fee for someone this spectacular. "This is for an INC 50 company and these are purely marketing questions concerning a new venture they're considering. As Stacy nodded, the man continued, "Favorite actor?"
"Brian Dawkins," Stacy answered quickly. Brian was the world's #1 heartthrob apprearing in both mainstream videos and porn shoots. The Apple store had apps reputed to program the Baton to take on the exact shape and size of Brian's penis. They were being constantly removed but would pop back into the store by another name.
"Actress?"
"Dolores Andrews," she said, "I mean, she's my husband's and she is beautiful." Dolores Andrews was the most athletic of the current action stars and did all her own stunts. The fact that she could act and wore clothes that seemed to shred easily made her the top-grossing female star.
Stacy nodded and answered the man's questions which went from the purely demographic to the slightly more personal. "Hetero, lesbian, or bi?" he asked. "Open or monogamous marriage?"
Stacy considered and blushed, "Definitely hetero. I guess monogamous...we tried open, but just the once."
The man nodded then asked, "Mono or poly-orgasmic?"
Stacy looked around hoping no one could hear but they were all in their own worlds. Most had earbuds and they avoided looking at anyone else. "Poly...mostly. Depends on my partner," she said softly.
Then he asked her if she had the Baton and if so, how many. "Relax, like I told you, this is totally anonymous."
"Two, I have two," she said looking around.
'And your husband? I'm sure he has a Cap. Does he have a Baton?"
Stacy blushed as she realized this was a personal and private piece of information even though men enjoyed anal play as much as women. Perhaps the difference was that the latest Baton linked to the Cap to duplicate the man's cock size and shape. But as she hesitated, the man nodded, "We'll put him down for 1." Then he asked another question, "Outside of any potential cost would you be interested in a femoid or mascoid as a sexual partner? I'm talking about a fully natural-looking animatronic sexually accurate being. For example, if a Brian Dawkins model were available would that interest you?"
Stacy blushed more as she thought about engaging in actual physical sex without the goal of procreation. She and John had talked about entering the ROL lottery but on their salaries and living costs it was out of the question. She nodded, "Yes, I mean with a mascoid of Brian Dawkins..."
The interviewer chuckled. He knew that reaction. His cock throbbed as he could see this rare beauty lying on her back using the Baton. Her cheeks reddened and her nipples poked through her blouse. "OK. Last question. Would you be interested in earning $15,000 in a blind anatomical research study? Before you answer, No. This is not porn and no one would ever see videos, holograms, or pics of you. Your name would not be attached to the results, you'd be Model 123456 or something. This is for a potential product...OK, it's so the company I represent can create anatomically correct and marketable femoids and mascoids. The goal is to find perfect body parts and then create appealing sexual partners. I'm sure you figured that out. The hope is that by creating these service beings based on real people we can reach a broad market. It can be on a weekend or evening and takes just two hours of your time."
Stacy shook her head but paused, "No one will see...do I have to get naked?"
The man chuckled, "Yes, but in a room without windows. The entire process is handled by scanners and robotic arms. No one will ever see you naked outside of a female tech, I promise. In fact, the NDA you will be required to sign has a section ensuring your privacy."
Stacy thought about the money but shook her head, "Tempting but I value my privacy and the thought of..."
The man nodded, "I get it. What if you see your breasts or ass displayed on a sexual cyborg somewhere...but who would know it's you?" he asked. Can I just take a quick pic of you?"
Stacy nodded, "I have to get to work. I don't want to be late so if you can hurry...?"
After the man took a snapshot, he put up a finger, "Hang on," he said as he typed something into his Apple. He waited and there was a soft ding. He looked up and smiled, "This is very unusual but my supervisor told me to go to $20,000 and if that doesn't work go as high as $30,000. Never," he shook his head, "he never told me to go over 20 thou...you're a tough negotiator. Do we have a deal at $30,000?" he grinned. "I promise no one will ever see any of the pictures or scans of you...totally anonymous. Plus, you are what? One out of 12 billion people? 6 Billion females?" he asked. He'd interviewed over 200 of the more spectacularly beautiful women in California and this blonde was way up on his list of the top beauties, even with her long hair...maybe because of her long hair. He was a fan of the retro porn from the 30's and 40's.
Stacy's head spun. Two hours of work for a month's pay? She nodded, "OK. I'll read the forms I have to sign carefully. I don't want to see pictures or videos of me in the vid stores...not that I would ever go into a place like that," she blushed.
After getting and giving the necessary contact information, she hurried off to work. She was 3 minutes late and saw a triangular red '!' symbol on her computer. She clicked on it and nodded. She would have to work through lunch to make up for the minor infraction. This was better than what happened to Alexy. She was chronically late and lost her job after the 5th infraction. Last Stacy heard, the girl had moved to San Fran and was working the streets. Sadly, Alexy was just 35 and at least 15-20 years from menopause so she could make real money...if she could maintain her figure. That was how society worked, women were valued as mothers, clerical workers, or sex workers. This wasn't a hard and fast rule but the exceptions were few and far between.
She was starving when she got home and made a PB&J on Killer Dave's Wonder Bread. They couldn't afford the high-end bread the company made but the three-pack of the white bread was affordable. When John got home she was about to explode with the news.
John sat back and smiled, "This is great. I don't know why you're nervous. This isn't for some prurient purpose. It sounds legit. I wonder if this isn't a new product from DewMe? It sure makes sense. I'm sure when you go there they'll tell you the company."
Stacy nodded and felt her pulse quicken. What if men all around the world get to feel what her vagina or breasts are like? Without even putting the dishes in the tiny dishwasher, Stacy pulled John to the bedroom where they used the Cap and all three of the Batons.
John lay panting after a two-hour fuck session. He looked over at his almost comatose wife. She was breathing deep and fast as she recovered from her 6th orgasm. That was amazing, he thought. She should get interviewed on the street more often.
A week later, Stacy stepped out of the car. She leaned in and told John, "They said the procedure would take two hours. I assume I'll have to sign a bunch of paper and things, so," she looked at her phone, "3:30? I'll meet you out here?" she asked.
John nodded. He rarely got down to the Watsonville area and wanted to check out the ocean and bakeries. In his experience, no one made better sourdough than the bakeries in Watsonville. As he drove off he felt another surge of pride that Stacy was his wife...his love.
Stacy glanced back as John purred away in his Kia Hov3 wondering if they'd ever be able to afford the Hov4 or even the Hov5 which had more room and a more generous hatch. She looked at the tall glass building and saw no corporate logo or other sign as to who it housed. When she entered the atrium, the standing guard held out an electronic pad.
"Sign in here, please. And when you are done, please step inside the scanner."
Scanners replaced metal detectors in the '40s as they were capable of detecting anything non-organic along with various pathogens. Stacy nodded as she went through one to get to her desk. She entered her information, returned the tablet, and stepped into the scanner.
The guard nodded as he saw the ghostly image of the beautiful woman on the screen. He wasn't a fan of her blatantly long hair but she was hair-free everywhere else. He rotated the picture and nodded in appreciation as he saw her tight clam. He loved what his father always termed, a 'hot-crossed-bun pussy.' No one used the term pussy anymore and he had no idea where the term came from but he liked it just the same. "OK, miss. You can step out." He handed her a visitor badge on a lanyard, "Keep this on at all times," he ordered. "Take an elevator on the left bank to the 33rd floor. Scan your badge to open the door. You won't be able to get off on any other floor and alarms will go off if you mistakenly try. Please return the badge when you are done," he said.
Stacy's stomach hurt as she stepped into the elevator. She checked the logo on the badge and nodded, 'DewMe..' John was right. The elevator was incredibly smooth and other than a brief feeling of increased and then decreased weight the bell dinged and the floor read '33.' She waved her badge at the reader and the door opened.
"Ms. Smith, I presume?" the woman in the white lab coat asked. "My name is Brenda."
Stacy stepped out, "Stacy, yes," she said.
"Come with me. We have forms to sign, and a questionnaire you'll need to fill out. Then we'll go over the procedure. I warn you the paperwork will make you want to jump out the window, the questionnaire is truly personal, and the procedure couldn't be more invasive. If these things don't scare you, our lead tech Jeremy should. He loves women with hair, especially blondes with long hair," she smiled.
"I thought I'd be...you know, undressing with just a woman," she said softly.
"Our female tech was...detained and...Jeremy is a professional," she sighed. Deanna got drunk and was gang-raped and her vaginal implant detected massive amounts of sperm. The VPA raided her house and no one has seen her since yesterday morning. Most likely, in a facility where lab technicians were running DNA tests on the various loads of sperm inside her cunnole. "I hope you are OK with this. He does try to hide his various perversions," she tried to sound light.
Stacy wondered if she were being warned or teased but went with it. "I can handle it. I work a helpdesk," she smiled.
Brenda chuckled, "Then you are used to abuse. Perfect. Let's get started.
The paperwork wasn't bad, just sign, sign, sign, initial, initial, sign... She made note of parts that stated, "...any part or whole entitles the party above to.1% of any profit derived..." She wanted to laugh. If she read that right, the product could copy her breasts and she'd get 1/1,000 of whatever profit was derived from a sale. Hell, if they use her clam, ass, and breasts she could afford a Venti latte once a week! She didn't see anything that looked like she'd be signing her life away so she handed back the stack of forms. Another NDA form to sign which didn't surprise her. She had to sign an NDA last week when she placed a large order at Starbucks for the office.
Then she went through the questionnaire. It was much the same as she went through on the street but this asked a few more detailed questions. Age of losing virginity; various sexual turn-ons, preferences, and number of sexual partners, physical and app-sex.
Then Brenda took a cheek swab and handed the vial to a tech who went into the other room with it. Stacy wondered if it were to test for flu, COVID58, or herpes, or to gather her DNA. She didn't remember reading anything about her DNA being used.
Brenda put away her tablet, "I think you're doing great. Let me introduce you to Jeremy. I hope you are not modest as he needs to take various measurements by hand to tune the scanner. Normally, Deanna is here to do this but she's out on PTO. I'll be right there but he's a professional...think about it as you would getting your physical."
Stacy followed Brenda into the room and looked at the sterile environment. Everything was utilitarian and stark except for the glass room in the corner. She felt out of place with a bright red top and blue jeans in the stainless and white room. The tech returned and handed a tablet to Brenda.
The woman read it and led Stacy over to the male tech. She handed the man the tablet before going to a console next to the strange chamber.
"Jeremy," the man said curtly, "Please remove all your clothes, rings, piercings, and other items and put them in the cabinet over here. I've been thoroughly tested for all viruses and bacteria and I'm 100% clean. I see that you are free of any of the major diseases so you can remove your mask. You can put your purse in there and we'll lock it programmed to your palm print. Don't run off naked when we're done or we'll have to get a locksmith in here," he joked. Then he looked serious again, "Questions?" he asked as he turned to go over to a drawer.



Stacy hesitated but did as the man suggested. Soon she was stark naked in front of a man she'd just met 3 minutes before. Brenda nodded reassuringly before the man returned with a sort of laser pen and a tablet.
Jeremy pressed a button on the device and pointed it at Stacy's neck, "Please don't move while I do the scan," he ordered softly. He circled her neck, then shoulders, upper clavicle, and around her chest. Stacy was embarrassed by how hard her nipples were as the man scanned her areolas, her nipples, and the shape of her tear-drop breasts before continuing to her waist. It was just a point of light but she swore she could feel it touching skin.
Stacy stood stock still while the man spent time on her ass, even going as far as to part her ass-cheeks to study her anus. 'This is what I signed up for...$30,000...$30,000...' she told herself. Then he repeated the close inspection of her clam before moving down between her legs. He seemed fascinated by her inner thighs before scanning the entire length of her legs - crotch to the floor. This man soon knew more about her body than her husband did.
Finally, after scanning her ankles and feet he stood and clicked off the pen. He studied the tablet and nodded at Brenda. "Give me 5 minutes to upload this...you can get Ms. Smith strapped in in the meantime."
'Strapped in?' Stacy wondered, 'Strapped into what and why? I thought it would be like the scanner in the lobby,' she thought. She was led naked over to the chamber Brenda was preparing. On the floor were what looked to be padded ski bindings. Hanging from the ceiling were a pair of metal arms with metal cuffs. "Wait, this is weird. I'm not..."
Brenda chuckled encouragingly, "Relax, like I told you. The worst part is Jeremy. This is nothing. You'll be safe in here. The torture-room shackles are comfortable and are used so the scanner can get accurate data while you assume various positions. Trust me and I know what I'm talking about. I've done this at least a dozen times and it's effortless and painless...once you relax it's really quite enjoyable."
Stacy had reservations. First, she got naked with a man who was not her husband, then she took off her mask and was within 6" of him the entire time. Now she was willingly being shackled naked to a machine. She looked around and could see no signs of any cameras. She sighed and let the woman clamp her feet into the footies. They were super soft and super comfortable but she could sense she would not be able to get free if she tried. She raised her arms over her head and as the cuffs clipped around her wrists she felt more vulnerable and helpless than she ever had. What had she gotten herself into? Then Brenda took a hair tie out from somewhere and got her long tresses tied up onto her head.
Brenda stepped back and nodded, "We've done a few volunteers so far but you are by far the most beautiful," she said, "I'm as straight as they come but...never mind." She pressed a button on the wall and they heard Jeremy's voice, "30 seconds. Thank you, Brenda." She patted Stacy tenderly on the ass and smiled, "Relax and enjoy. You'll see what I mean." She then hit another button and the glass became completely opaque.
10 seconds after the door closed the lights went out and Stacy was alone in the room. She was impressed that the room temperature was perfect...not cool, not warm. Then there was a humming sound and she felt soft fur on her face and neck. She realized it was the same cilia that DewMe used on the Cap to calibrate for the man's penis. She was sure as there wasn't a woman around who hadn't pressed a finger into a Cap and turned it on.
As the cilia moved onto her chest a soft light came on and she could see another pair of arms rotating around while moving down her body. She now understood why Jeremy had to program the machine as the cilia couldn't have been more than 1/2" long. She quivered as both arms cupped and stroked her breasts spending considerable time exploring her nipples. She was sure somewhere there was an accurate model of her torso and breasts.
Jeremy and Brenda were looking at the ghostly figure of the naked woman appearing on the 6' screen in front of them. "Incredible, aren't they," Jeremy asked rhetorically as the scanner reproduced the blonde's spectacular breasts. "I think the guys upstairs might go with her, what do you think?"
Brenda sighed, "I think we have a winner...sad about the hair, though. I'd like to see her cranial shape."
Jermey smiled, "Got you covered, our first scan is with hair but I can do another and we'll see her as if she were truly nude." He pressed a few buttons and waited. The screen was redrawn and the image of the naked torso hovering in midair was now clean-shaven. "There, I like her shape, perfectly symmetrical. We could go either way if we use her, maybe both. Depends on your fetish, if you know what I mean," he said softly.
Stacy felt the soft fur travel around her ass before the boots spread apart and she felt her legs open. She gasped as furry arms pressed between her cheeks and against her opening tulip petals. She worried the cilia might clump with her flowing juices and as the arm moved around her thigh she felt the coolness of the damp fur smearing her fluids on her skin.
Jeremy and Brenda were both feeling the room temperature increase as they saw the naked form near completion. The next part was what both liked the best. Brenda made it sound as if she tolerated the procedure but the truth was, she craved it and Jeremy was more than willing. They daily used Brenda as a baseline. The suits above assumed Brenda was a good foot-soldier as she went through the full body scan under the guise of tuning the calibrations.
Stacy felt as if she'd cum immediately if she strapped on her Baton by the time the arms finished scanning her body. The arms tucked back into the wall and she thought the procedure might be done but her legs spread wider and she was almost doing the splits with her naked crotch just a foot off the floor. She could feel her clam open wide as cool air wafted inside her wet slit. She looked down and saw a curved bar come out of the floor with perhaps 20 amber lights glowing. It rotated up and down her crotch as it moved from her left inside leg to her right. She assumed it was mapping her clam and anus. 'Do they really need such detail?' she wondered.
"Fuck," Jeremy sighed, "She's fucking perfect." On the 6" screen was the mapping Stacy wondered about. Jeremy wished it were in color as he pointed to the fleshy insides of the woman's open clam lips, "We'll get the full rendition but she is showing a lot of pink. The guys upstairs sure love pink."
"Tell me about it," Brenda said huskily.
The muscles inside of Stacy's legs were getting sore...abductors? she wondered. She never could keep the abductor and adductor muscles apart. She felt relief when she felt her arms pull up and her feet slide closer together. The arc-shaped device finished and disappeared into the floor. She was halfway to having her feet together when they stopped. More arms came out and attached sensors onto her chest and waist. 'EEG? EKG?' she wondered. 'Why?' Then two more arms rose up with what looked to be pencil-shaped or straw-like rods. She instantly knew what they were for and couldn't resist if she wanted to as one slid easily into her slit and the other into her anus. Both were well-lubricated but the one in her vagina needn't have been. Both moved in and out as if mapping her holes. 'Fucking thorough,' she thought. 'What's next, my mouth...throat?'
Then she felt it..them. Both were expanding and growing inside her as they pumped in and out of her two holes. "Fuck!" she said out loud as she felt an orgasm coming on. This was getting way too stimulating. The size and the pace of fucking her increased and she stifled a cry as she orgasmed. "Please tighten your muscles as hard as you can to resist the probes from exiting your orifices," a mechanical woman's voice ordered. The two rods slowed their pistoning as she clenched her vagina and sphincter. She didn't understand why but needed to impress someone so she squeezed hard.
Jeremy grinned as they listened to the woman's cries and rhythmic grunts. He wished he could see, wished he could control the action of the twin probes but he could see her flushed sweaty body in his mind. Then his eyes widened as he saw the numbers on the screen. No one had ever come close to the force recorded on either the anal or vaginal mappers. Without thinking he stroked Brenda's ass and rather than pull away, the woman turned her body so his fingers brushed against her skirt-covered clam.
Stacy's brain was barely aware of her surroundings anymore as the objects in her two holes were growing larger and larger as they fucked her. She gave up trying to tighten her muscles...did the mechanical voice tell her she could relax now? She couldn't remember. Stacy was dying to know how large they were. She had maxed out her Batons at 10" but these passed that length a while back. She felt another orgasm coming on as she felt the first painful stretching. Just as she exploded the probes slowly reduced the girth, length, and pace.
"Holy shit! That's a new record," Jeremy pointed at the screen, "15.5" long and 10.7" girth for her vagina. 16.5" and 9.2" for her anus. She could easily take on 4 average men at once," he sighed. He had lifted the front of Brenda's skirt and was rubbing her damp clam through her panties.
Brenda looked at the numbers jealously. She topped out at 11.4" and 7.2" for her vagina and 10.2" and 7.0" for her anus.
Stacy's body went limp as the arms holding her wrists supported most of her weight. In the back of her mind, she wondered if in the future they might need updated data. She roused herself just as the two devices slurped out of her holes and receded into the floor. She hoped they were sterilized between uses but she almost didn't care. Then an arm came out of the wall in front of her and she knew what she was supposed to do. Apparently, they wanted to know the max potential for their femoids. It would suck...so to speak...if the femoid couldn't handle one of the larger men. She opened her mouth as the smooth device not much bigger than a thermometer slid in.
Jeremy moved the woman's panties aside and slid a finger inside, "Please don't tell your husband," he said, "I know how you guys like to discuss your fantasies...I just don't want him to question you working here."
Brenda opened her lab coat and unbuttoned her blouse, "Not a word. Keep going...use another finger," she sighed.
Jeremy loved Brenda's clam but her ass was even better. She was a tease but this was going past where she'd allowed him to go before. He could sense that she'd be bending over, offering him her ass soon.
Another arm had come down and was holding the back of Stacy's head as the device measured her capacity for cock in her mouth. She had defeated her gag reflex months ago with John and could easily take the growing shaft in her mouth. The mechanical voice repeated the instructions so she sucked as hard as she could without using her teeth. The shaft continued to grow in length and girth as she resisted every time it pulled out of her throat. She had no idea how big it was but when her jaw began to ache it shrunk and left her with drool streaming onto her bare chest.
Brenda was panting as Jeremy's fingers sloshed inside her. She looked at the screen when she heard Jeremy exclaim again.
"Fuck...another record. 17.6" and 10.8" I can't wait to get this data upstairs," he sighed. He heard the wet sucking sound of the oral probe being retracted from the woman's mouth as Brenda unzipped his pants.
"Grab the damn lube," Brenda grunted as she pulled up her skirt and bent over the table.
Stacy worked out the aching in her jaw muscles. 'How do these probes know when to stop?' she wondered. She thought that was it but then her arms were pulled down until she did the downward dog. This isn't a bad position when she wore tights and her feet were together but it felt obscene being naked and with her feet wide apart. Even though the room was a perfect temperature, her clam and anus felt cool, obscenely cool, and exposed. Having her hands and feet trapped was one thing, but to be forced into a position of abject vulnerability was disturbing yet arousing.
She waited in this position for mere seconds but it felt longer. Then she felt it. A probe, a fat probe entered her cunnole and slid into her. 'What's this for?' It was large, almost as large as the maximum size it got to when it assessed her vagina. 'They already measured,' she thought as the shaft increased speed. Then she felt it, the tingling inside. Just 5 minutes into this stage of the procedure she felt another orgasm coming on.
Jeremy and Brenda didn't see the rendering on the screen of Stacy's orgasm but they could hear her as Jeremy slammed his cock deep inside his co-worker's ass. He groaned loudly as Brenda's tight anal ring gripped his cock. His balls ached as he watched Stacy in the same position on the screen. The difference was the subject had her cunnole being fucked.
Over the next hour, Stacy's body was moved into position after position and brought to orgasm. She had known she was polyorgasmic but 8 times??? She surmised that they needed this data to program the femoid to respond to each of the more popular positions. Even though the room was a comfortable temperature, her body glistened with sweat, and her hair was matted to her forehead.
Finally, the procedure was done. The lights went on and Brenda came in with a smile on her face, "You did great. We got numbers that far exceeded our expectations. Come on, a quick shower and we'll get you dressed. I hope you didn't feel like it was too much," she said.
Stacy nodded, "Close. Now I know why you've done it 12 times," she said in a breathy voice.
Brenda laughed, "OK. It wasn't purely to calibrate the system. I'm guessing you figured out we're trying to capture your physical and physiological characteristics. Come on. We'll get you your check...impressive. No one negotiated more than $20 thou before but Christ, the data we got makes it a bargain."
She felt as if 4 hours had passed but when she checked her Apple, it had been just over two hours. Jeremy and Brenda both watched her as she dressed. Their looks were more appraising than leering. A shiver went down her spine as she felt like a commodity to be assessed.
When she left the building, she could tell the guard eyed her the same way. It was creepy and she couldn't wait to get out to the street. As she checked her Apple hoping John wouldn't be late, she had this strange feeling she was being watched from one of the upper floors behind her.
The two men looked out from the 56th floor. "I'm thinking of getting one of the early prototypes...should we make one with hair? Long straight blonde hair?" one of the men asked.
"I miss hair. My wife used to love it when I pulled on hers...triggered her orgasm almost every time," the other sighed as he admired the golden glow of the tall girl. "Get me the tapes as soon as the techs have them and let's set up a meeting in the conference room. I agree, we need a femoid with hair...long blonde hair." He pressed the roller button on the window frame setting the glass to telescopic. They admired the figure of the beautiful woman as if she were standing next to them. She looked expectant as she turned to face the entry road. Both wanted to adjust their discomfort in their pants as they anticipated seeing the vids.
John pulled up 10 minutes later glad he was 5 minutes early. When his wife climbed it, he asked, "How was it? Strange?"
"You have no idea," Stacy signed. "I'm hungry and we have a bit of extra money. Can we stop somewhere?" She still could feel almost every one of the many orgasms she experienced.
"Sure, what'd they do to you?" John asked as he lifted and pulled into traffic.
"You know, measurements, questions. I signed an NDA so I can't say much more."
John nodded. NDAs were becoming the norm. Data was almost as valuable as water.
* * *
Stacy had almost forgotten about the procedure at DewMe when she got a text at work. She was on a call so she couldn't read it immediately. Actually, the rules stated that no personal texts or calls while working, so she'd have to read it during her 10 AM bathroom break.
She closed the door on the stall and quickly pulled down her panties. She should not have had that latte before her shift started and she was ready to explode. In another year, she'd have 4 years of seniority and get another bathroom break but until then she had to ration her coffee intake. She almost forgot about the text and snatched the Apple out of her purse. She read it once and then read it again.
"Ms. Smith. We were extremely intrigued by the results of your scan and would like to leverage your amazing assets further. Please call me at, 1-354-3654-9000-900, ext 345. Brian Tucker." She wondered what he meant by leverage. Does this mean another scan? She felt her clam pulse eagerly as she recalled the two hours. It left her exhausted, but she wondered if they'd need her to go through it again.
She barely made it to her desk at the end of her 10-minute bathroom break. The timer on her screen was counting down, 3, 2, 1. She cleared the screen saver before an alert was sent to her faceless supervisor. Tom, over on the browser helpdesk was written up when his constipation made him 5 minutes late coming back from his break. Everyone made sure to eat a high-fiber diet while limiting water intake.
She couldn't contact Brian over at DewMe until her lunch break. She took her PB&J over to a patch of grass and leaned against a tree. She pressed the number on the screen and listened to the rapid beeps.
"Brian Tucker. Ah, Stacy Smith. So glad you could call me back. Do you have a minute?" His voice sounded deep, middle-aged. She had an image of a suited exec sitting behind a walnut desk.
"I do...20, in fact...if you don't mind if I chew," Stacy said. She was wishing she had taken a bite before calling as her stomach was growling.
The man laughed, "Please, don't mind me. I get it, I just finished my lunch while on a conference call with my supervisors."
"Thanks, I'll try to eat quietly. What did you mean by leverage my assets?" she asked.
"Exactly that. Look, we have had hundreds of potential assets come through here and...I trust you remember the NDA you signed?" he asked quickly.
Stacy quickly swallowed her bite and nodded, "Yes. Two, actually."
"Cool, I'm sure you figured out we are expanding into CPAS...sorry, Cyborg Personal Assistants...OK, sex robots," he said softly as if someone were listening in. "We've been doing composites from hundreds...perhaps thousands of scans and we realized we were trying to come up with...can I say this and not scare you?" he asked. "We were trying to come up with you. Our ideal Femoid is a composite of all your assets if that makes any sense at all. We'd like you to come down here again to get some more data and images, can you do that?"
Stacy quit chewing her sandwich. Her head spun. Her first thought was, 'Hell, yes! I'll go through the procedure again.' Then she wondered, 'They want to make sex robots that look like me?' she thought. 'Why?'
"Ms. Smith, are you still there?" Brain asked.
"Sorry. I was processing all this. I mean, you want to copy me...clone me?" she said softly.
"Well, sure. Yeah. You are as close to the perfect woman as we've seen...I hope that doesn't make you feel...I don't know how that might feel. No one would ever know it's you...I mean, think about it. They'd have to see you and our femoid together. Look, I'll get to the point, all we would need is another two hours of your time and we'll pay you $100,000. Couldn't you use the money?" he asked.



Stacy looked at her unfinished sandwich and her Apple, "OK. I can't talk much more. I have to get back to my desk in 4 minutes. I'm free this weekend...have to work weekdays. Text me when...I assume where, and I'll be there."
Stacy shoved the remaining sandwich into her mouth and made it back to her desk with 33 seconds left. She could have stopped at the water station.
That night, John and Stacy talked it over...if a talk could be considered a mere 47 seconds. If no one knew this was an exact reproduction of Stacy's body and she would get $100,000 what was there to discuss? That night, they went to a retro restaurant they had only dreamt about, The Brown Derby.
The following Saturday, John dropped Stacy off and watched as she strode more confidently toward the tall glass building. Today he was going to check out Monterey. He loved Steinbeck and as Cannery Row was just down the coast...
This time, the guard stood and held out the badge, "Ms. Smith Welcome back. Let's do a quick scan and then this time, 45th floor. They are waiting for you."
'That's strange. He saw me what? 2 months ago? He remembered me?' She stepped out of the scanner after hearing the pleasant tune indicating all was good and went over to the elevator bank. She pressed the up button and waited. The guard went back to his desk as he checked her out.
When the elevator door opened, she saw whom she suspected was Brian waiting for her. "Ms. Smith, good to finally meet you in person," he said as he scanned her figure.
Stacy chuckled, "Stacy, please and I'm glad you didn't lie and say you were happy to see more of me."
Brian laughed and nodded, "OK. We're not the best for respecting people's privacy but you have nothing to feel ashamed about. Your scores were through the roof, I mean all of them." He hesitated, "And if I can say so, most wanted to maintain your head of hair on the femoid."
"Oh goodie...I am not going to be offered $20,000 to shave my head," she smiled.
Brian stopped and looked at her, "Fuck me. That was an actual suggestion, to the $."
Stacy shook her head, "Your budget couldn't handle what it would take to shave off my hair."
"Not even for a year's salary?" Brian asked, "Is it that important to you?"
Stacy nodded, "I'll tell you something I've told no one. When I was a little girl, my Mom got cancer and her hair fell out. I shaved my head to support her and when I went to her bed to show her, she cried. I thought it would make her happy. She told me seeing me without my beautiful hair was hurting her more than the cancer. So I grew my hair out and promised her I'd never cut it off again," she said softly. She ran a finger down her hair to her chin, "When she died, my hair was down to here and she smiled at me and told me I was the most beautiful thing she'd ever seen. Then, she closed her eyes and went to sleep...never woke up. I never even told my husband why I still have hair." She looked at the tears in Brian's eyes, "Sorry...it was years ago."
"Man! I won't say a word about your hair ever again except that your Mom was right. You have beautiful hair."
"Thanks, though I envy you shaved people. No shampoo, conditioner, hair dryers, brushes...not to mention the hell of a windy day," she said as she followed him into a large conference room. She felt intimidated as she saw 12 men in suits and a lone woman all standing around as if waiting for her. On the screens were images of Stacy's body...body parts with the subheading, Model 511003. She felt more naked than when she was scanned by Jeremy as every part of her at every angle was being splashed onto multiple screens. She saw none of the men wore masks. Were they tested daily as were Brenda and Jeremy?
"Ms. Smith, please relax. I'm Arthur Davis. We'll do all the introductions when we're settled. You are among friends and admirers. Have a seat and feel free to lose the mask if you like," a 60-something grey-browed man said. "You've been scanned and show zero pathogens and we're scanned daily." He held out the chair at the foot of the long conference table, "Coffee? Water?" he asked.
Stacy was going to decline but she wondered how the other half lived, "Coffee would be great," she said as she stood by her seat. She wasn't about to be the only one sitting.
Arthur nodded at the woman who went over to get the coffee. As she poured the coffee, the men took what looked to be assigned seating.
Brian must have received a signal as he nodded at the group and left the room.
"Cream? Sugar?" the woman asked as she placed the steaming cup and saucer on the table.
"Thanks. Black is fine," Stacy said. She took a sip and nodded, "Nice. As good as it smells," she said. She looked at the men and then up on the screens, "I feel like I've been peeled and dissected. Now I'm waiting to hear how you'll dispose of me," she said.
Arthur laughed, "I get it, totally get it," he said as he looked at a particularly graphic image of Stacy's clam. "I'm not sure any of us would be comfortable seeing..." he pointed around the room. "This has to be the strangest thing that's ever happened to you but I think you'll see it has a purpose." He stood and walked over to get a cup of coffee for himself, "I know you have a collection of our sexual gratification devices and use them. Back in the '40s when we first put these out on the shelves, we never expected them to take over our other core businesses but the Cap and the Baton now make up 87% of our gross sales." He carried the cup back to his seat.
"The Comey Act created a void, a need if you will for an alternative to traditional acts of intimacy." He pointed to the image of Stacy's cute butt, "Sure, there's no law against anal," he pointed to the image of her mouth suggestively open, "or oral. But vaginal intercourse is now restricted to procreation or women who are post-menopausal. The Cap and the Baton have up to a point mitigated that by allowing a simulation of your partner's genitalia. You can feel the same thing with the Baton, for example, as if your husband were actually inside you. This has been great but it is still lacking. What is missing is the post-coital cuddling of your partner while still coupled, the flesh against flesh as you share your love." He looked over at one of the men on the right side, "Jim is going to tell us...tell you what's next for the American people in the bedroom."
Stacy nodded but was distracted by the circle of lights reflecting off all the men's bare scalps as if they were haloes.
The pale-skinned man thanked Arthur as he stood. He took a remote and clicked it. All around the room, ghostly images of naked Stacy standing popped up on the screens.
"We tried composites of volunteers like you," he clicked through a dozen or so pictures of naked women, "but we kept going back to Model 511003," he said as he clicked back to naked Stacy.
"Can I ask? Why Model 511003? Have you really scanned over a half-million women?"
Jim shook his head, "5, for E-cup. 1, for female, 1 for head of hair...003 is actually just the third candidate we scanned. We're up to...what is it, Bill, 875?"
A man across from Jim nodded, "Close. 903. The candidate we brought in the morning is Model 210903."
Stacy nodded, "B-cup, female, shaved head, 903rd candidate. Strange that breast size is the first factor...or sorry," she said as she looked at the room full of men, "Not strange at all."
"I guess not," Jim smiled. "It was the #1 factor for appeal in our trial studies. So as you can see we've had literally hundreds and if you factor in combinations, millions of potential femoids but..." He smiled as he looked around the room.
"But we keep coming back to 511003...you. We'd like our deluxe femoid to be based on you," Jim said. "All we need is for you to get rescanned. Think of it as being in a 3D printer," he chuckled.
"What about my hair? I'm not cutting it let alone shaving it."
Arthur answered, "We can program around that. We have your cranial shape on file," he said. "We just need your permission to do another series of photos and a full body scan."
"Thus the $100,000 Brian mentioned. Is this standard for this sort of thing?" she asked.
Arthur shook his head, "We've crossed into new territory here and the initial forms you signed allowed us to reproduce various anatomical parts. We neglected to request rights to reproduce a person."
"To be clear, my body...my naked body would be out there for all to see...use..." she said softly.
"Yes but no one would know it's you. Everyone outside of this room knows you as Model 511003," Arthur said, "Look, the deal was...I guess is...for any future composite models that we give you.1% of all profits from sales of any model using your various assets. We'll give you.5% of all profits derived from sales of all femoids based on Model 511003."
Stacy looked around, "What are your sale projections? What profits do you anticipate you'll garner in the first year of sales?"
Arthur looked at a man in a grey suit, "Edward?"
The tall man picked up his tablet and pressed a few buttons, "Model 511003, 650 unit projection...um, $58,500,000 earnings," he said before looking up.
"58 million?" Stacy said softly. She looked around the room and was about to agree when Arthur spoke up. She wanted to blurt out 'Yes!' but thoughts of getting a better place, better car ran through her mind. She stared blankly at the older man as she tried to think of something to say.
"Damn! You're good. We'll go 1% of sales along with.1% of all composites where we use your various assets," he said as he glanced over at the others for confirmation. The other men nodded. "Projected payout for you, almost $600,000"
Stacy nodded trying to look cool. They needed the money since neither made much more than minimum wage. Stacy was making $52/hour and John, $50/hour. With minimum wage being just $47, they could make more waiting tables if they factor in tips. $600,000 was three years of pay for her and John combined. "OK. I'll do it," she sighed, "Tell me what to do."
Jim smiled and nodded at Arthur, "Let's head over to the body lab," he said, "That's where we have the GENESIS, the Generative Engineering Nanotechnology Enhanced Structural Integration System. It's basically an organic 3D printer."
Stacy looked doubtful, "Is it safe?"
Arthur chuckled, "Completely. We had hundreds of initial failures but all were in the print chamber. The models were unaffected."
One of the men groaned, "That's where I got my start...cleaning up the chambers after what they termed BioDiversity."
Jim chuckled, "Sounded better than splattered guts. Anyhow, you would never know as the print chamber is on the lower level and GENESIS is two floors down. Shall we go?"
Stacy wondered why all 12 board members followed. This couldn't be more than a one or two-person job. They took two elevators and even then, Stacy felt a need to hold her breath. It took her back to her childhood when buildings had group elevators and she felt...what? Closed in? Crowded?
Stacy was led into a sterile room with what looked like two of the full-body scanners she had to go through in most buildings. They were designed early in the century to detect metal but have since been enhanced to scan for viruses and other pathogens. This one was larger and had twin rotating wands...bars?...on either side along with platters containing multiple sensors above and below. She felt a shiver as she realized the platter below would be getting 3D imaging of her clam and ass. The marks for her feet had to be 3' apart.
A woman came over to Stacy, "Model 511003? I'll need you to disrobe, you can put your clothes and things on the chair over here," she said. When the Model hesitated and looked at the dozen suits, she sighed, "Modesty? Christ," she shook her head. "Can you men turn around so Model 511003 has some privacy?" She made it sound as if Stacy were abnormally shy.
Stacy blushed as she heard the woman's tone. What sense of modesty could she possibly have after all her orifices were thoroughly mapped and analyzed? "It's fine," she sighed, "I guess there's nothing they haven't already seen." She looked over and saw half the men had turned, "Relax. I'll imagine I'm alone."
All the men turned back more curious than ever to see Stacy naked...the ideal woman literally in the flesh. Their eyes were fixed on the gorgeous blonde as she pulled off her blouse, unclipped her bra, and slid her jeans down her legs. She then pulled off her thong and added it to the pile.
Stacy could hear the soft groans from her audience as she turned naked away from the chair. She glanced over and noticed two things. No one was blinking and 12 pairs of pants bulged to varying degrees. She hoped that these men weren't rapists as she wouldn't be able to stop them. On top of that, the Comey Act stated that even if forced the woman responsible for the act was charged with a felony. The men would be charged with misdemeanors and would have to pay a small fine.
"Please step over here," the technician said in an almost bored tone. She studied the blonde's body from head to toe. She went over and twisted and rolled her long blonde hair into a bun. "There. Flawless. I was going to use makeup to cover any flaws but..." she sighed.
Stacy thought the woman sounded disappointed. Should she have some flaws...doesn't she have flaws? She looked over the technician's shoulder at the men. Three were adjusting their erections while the others looked equally uncomfortable. She shivered when she looked at the lust on their faces. Why did she agree to this? She closed her eyes telling herself it would soon be over.
"Alright. This is the boring part. All you need to do is stand still for 11 minutes and 28 seconds. If you move, we'll need to do another take...but I'm sure you can stay still for 11 minutes. Then you can get dressed and go home. Any questions?" the woman asked in a bored tone. "No? OK, stand on the foot marks on the floor. That's it," she said.
Stacy was happy to be facing away from the leering men but could still feel their eyes on her. The technician pulled her arms away from her body 6" before coming around to her front.
"I'm not being fresh, just need to get a good model for your chest," she said. She stroked her thumbs on Stacy's nipples making them even more erect than they were before. She stepped back and nodded. "Think erotic thoughts, these look perfect," she said. "Keep your eyes open and look straight ahead when the scanner does your face. After that, you can blink normally."
Stacy wanted to laugh. There was nothing normal about this at all. And her instructions to think erotic thoughts? She wasn't able to think about anything but erotic thoughts as she heard the scanner door close. She knew all 12 men behind her would readily take the misdemeanor charges on their records for a few minutes...a few hours with her. She remembered seeing a chart with a cost comparison between hiring a post-menopausal prostitute and the max penalty for intra-vaginal sex. The prostitute was 30% more.
Then the lights in the room went out and the lights in the scanner increased. The machine hummed and her relief at being with her back to the men was short-lived as she slowly rotated clockwise as if she were on display. She remembered the ballerina jewelry box her mother got her when she was 6. Then the machine's humming increased and a rotating arm came down.
The men watched as the scanner orbited the top of the blonde's head moving down to her ears and facial features. It had blue and amber lights that flew across Stacy's forehead, nose, and lips...she could feel the gentle breeze it caused as it revolved around her naked body. When it got to her chest, she had no issue maintaining her erect nipples as she could virtually feel the lights zipping across her swollen areolas. Perhaps, she felt the warmth of the light?
Stacy had assumed the copier, or whatever it was called, would start at her feet and work its way up. She could see her feet and ankles being printed in a room below but this wouldn't work. They probably stored the data before the printing started. She recalled the old TV show called Westworld humanoid clones were produced. Maybe that's how this all works, she thought.
Now that she was unable to move, all 12 men had their Apples out and were recording her naked form as she rotated slowly clockwise. There was nothing she could do and she wondered why would it matter. They had way more graphic recordings of every part of her...and now an organic 3D copy was soon to be produced. Then she had the terrible thought that men around the world would have clones of her and would be using her in various degrading ways. Perhaps, this was a bad idea.
But if there were only 650 made the odds of anyone who bought one ever seen here were astronomical. She ran the calculations through her head...12 billion people...650 units makes...um, 1 unit for every 18.5 million people. That would mean there would be just one Model 511003 clone in their city and another couple in LA-Diego. That did a lot to assuage her fears of being seen.
Just about the time she finished calculating the odds of anyone knowing it was her the arm finished with the feet and retracted back into the ceiling. The door automatically opened and the woman technician stepped in.
"Wonderful. You were perfect. Not a single movement. You're the first model where we didn't have to do a third take at least," she said. "Come on, I think the men have ogled you enough, let's get you dressed."
"I thought..." Stacy started to say.
Arthur came over as he put his Apple away, "First for production. We've copied dozens on Models but only as the basis for composites. You truly are the first that we'll be using entirely. I cannot tell you how excited I am...we are," he said glancing back at the other 11 board members.
Stacy let out a quick snort as she involuntarily looked at the various bulges.
Arthur nodded, "Yes, like that also but can't you see? Model 511003 is going to be a huge success! We've already decided that your Model will be sold as a premium or deluxe version." He looked over at Edward, "What did we decide?"
The tall man came over, his hands crossed in front, "Um, we plan on bringing out the composites starting at $750,000 as we were planning on your Model, but in trial studies, we found people were willing to go to $1,500,000 for an exclusive or deluxe Model. That means that we might not reach the projected 650 units but it would more than make up for it with the added profits. The composites will cost us about $410,000 to produce but without all the reprogramming..."
"OK. Thanks, Edward. What he's saying is that you'll realize at least double the commission just for letting us leverage your assets," he smiled.
Stacy felt her nipples get even harder as she thought about the tall blue-glass high-rise building with the condos that just went up just a half-mile from John's workplace. It would be 5x larger and so convenient. "Um, wow! Can I ask? How soon should the Model...you know, should I be out on the market?"
Arthur looked over at another man, "What were you proposing?" he asked.
Stacy was so wrapped up in the thoughts of finally getting some income she became unaware she was still naked and talking to three suits as if they were chatting in the board room.
"Tom. Tom Michaels," the man said holding out a hand.
Stacy hesitated not used to shaking hands, but took his hand and noticed he looked her steadily in her eyes.
"So to answer your question, we wanted to hold off on releasing the first models until fall, say 6 months. Then, as a new year's promotion, we'll release the deluxe model, yours. That way, there's a base market on which it is easier to upscale and enhance. I'd say looking at the projections you'd see your first check from Model 511003 come in just around the end of the first quarter."



Arthur quickly added, "But you should see checks come in sooner as we have various parts of you on a couple of the initial composites. You'll be dining out a lot more regularly in the next 5-6 months," he smiled.
Stacy smiled...they can last 6 months. She couldn't wait to tell John about the checks but not that there would be a clone of her out on the market for men to use. John's not the type to get jealous but no man wants to know that his wife is being virtually fucked by 650 men around the world. Her tulip bud throbbed as she considered how many would be using her cunnole, ass, and mouth for their pleasure...how many more would just dream of getting a chance to fuck her holes? Then, she realized men from every corner of the globe would be using her body...Asia, Europe, Africa, South America...Africa..." She felt a tingle go through he body as an image of a black man popped into her head.
"Any other questions?" he asked. "I assume you have a ride? Can we call you a limo?" he asked.
Stacy realized she was still naked and blushed, "Um, no. My husband will be here...what time is it?" she asked. Her Apple was over with her clothes and there was no clock on any wall.
"2:20," Arthur replied, "Your husband?"
"Damn! I told him 2. I'd better get dressed and call him, tell him I'll be a bit late."
Arthur looked over at one of the men, "No cell signal inside...call Don. Ask him to go out to the street...what kind of car?"
Stacy told him what John drove and went over to get dressed. Most of the men stayed until she pulled on her blouse. As she tied her shoes, it was just Arthur and the woman technician. She was surprised that the CEO of this huge corporation escorted her not just to the lobby but to her car waiting by the curb.
John jumped out of the car seeing the suit walking next to his wife.
Stacy smiled at the CEO and nodded toward her husband, "This is my husband, John, John Smith," she said. "John, this is Arthur. He's the CEO of DewMe."
The two men did the air handshake and then John asked, "So, is Stacy as impressive to you as she always seems to me?"
"John! He has other things to do..."
"She is. Maybe even more to us than to you as we've been screening almost a thousand beautiful women and Stacy's been our benchmark for beauty. Then we met her...I have to say she's right up there with intelligence and charm. You are a lucky man," Arthur said. He looked at Stacy. "You will be hearing from us and I'd be looking forward to the monthly checks. John, nice meeting you. I'd better get back," he smiled at the couple before heading back to the tall glass building.
John asked question after question about what Stacy's visit was like, what they wanted with her, and what kind of checks she anticipated but all Stacy could say was she signed the NDAs so she couldn't tell him much but did mention that they could get another $200,000 next year. Then she reached into her purse and pulled out the transfer receipt for $100,000. "We're dining out tonight," she grinned.
Stacy's life returned to her normal routine except that she and John used the DewMe app almost every night over the next 6 weeks. John suspected he knew the cause of Stacy's renewed passion. She even allowed anal which she rarely wanted...he wondered what she experienced at DewMe to trigger these desires but didn't question it too much.
Three months later Stacy sat at her desk and took her first call. For no reason, she could think of, a few people looked at her as she walked in and smiled. It wasn't as if she were invisible, people looked at her but there were expressions of...what? Humor? Recognition? Made no sense to her so she ignored them much as she ignored the constant looks at her head of hair.
When she went out for the 20-minute lunch, a man she recognized stopped her. He had that knowing smile.
"Stacy? Stacy Smith?" he asked. Before she could respond he laughed, "I guess you haven't heard about DewMe's latest. They just released a Sex Cyborg called STACY," he chuckled, "I'd put money down in a flash if it were you." He openly leered at her chest as he said that.
Stacy felt her stomach sour instantly. She hated how this man she barely knew eyed her up and down but reporting him to HR would open up a full inquiry into her private life. She shook her head and pushed past him to sit on her bench. "No, who cares? It's just a name," she said. When he left and the sounds of his laughter receded she pulled out her Apple and dialed.
"Arthur Davis...Ms. Smith. What can I do for you?" He knew what she was going to say but tried to sound innocent. He thought about the name marketing came up with for the SSC models. SSC stood for Sexually Subservient Companion but no one thought that was a great marketing name.
"STACY? You're calling your sex robots STACY?" she blurted.
"Relax. They are not named after anyone. Look. Someone's name was going to be used, it just makes sense. We interviewed 1,956 women and I never see their names but I'll bet there has to be a few dozen Stacys in there. STACY is an acronym. It stands for Sensual Tri-Amorous Companion for You. Look, think about it. There are what? A half million Stacy's in the US alone? This is purely a coincidence. I hope you understand," he said. "The mascoid models are named STEVE, Sensually Tender yet Energeticly Virile Escort.
Stacy nodded even though he couldn't see her. "I guess you're right. I suppose there might be worse things to be related to," she sighed, "It could have been Sewage Trucking And Crap for You."
Arthur laughed, "Wait, that's one of our subsidiaries...kidding. On another note, preorders are stronger than anticipated so without making any promises you might be seeing larger deposits in your bank account."
"How much stronger?" she asked.
"We initially projected 350 - 400 preorders, but...hang on. OK, as of an hour ago, we're up to 2,247 reservations. Hopefully, that will mitigate the unfortunate coincidence of your names."
Stacy sat back. She didn't need to calculate the added income. Though she and John still had most of the $130,000 it would be nice to find a larger place. "Thanks. Sorry to freak out. I'm getting looks at work from all the pervs. I'll ignore them and they'll look for someone else to prey on."
She was right, the looks and comments faded to just a few. Then, ads popped up on video sites, commercial TV, ezines, digital papers, and other sites with lifelike sultry Stacys promising stress relief, intimacy, and other sexually suggestive benefits of owning a Stacy. The videos weren't pornographic but showed tastefully naked couples making love and smuggling happily after. Stacy would have preferred they left the name in all-caps as it looked more like an acronym rather than a real person's name. The ad copy promised that all Stacy's were equipped with accurately cloned assets of real women. Without specifically saying it, they promised the same experience as if they were enjoying the most beautiful woman in the world.
Now it was John's turn to get more passionate. Stacy knew why as John mentioned it once. As deliveries went out, John knew strange men were experiencing something he hadn't. He knew some of the basic models had Stacy's clam, ass, and mouth. He knew his wife's mouth and ass but outside of the cap, just one night he enjoyed Stacy's vagina. After a passionate and sweaty app-sex bout, John quietly wondered how he could get to try Stacy's clam just once more without applying for parenthood. Perhaps now they could afford a resort with Faraday rooms.
"This is great," he said as he pulled the Cap off his softening cock, "I wish I could be inside you just once...I mean, there are men who...never mind."
Stacy stroked her husband's face, "I guess we never discussed this but I've thought about it. I walk down the street or go through the office and wonder how many men know what parts of my body look like, feel like and how would they react if they knew they were within 20 feet of the real thing," she said. "I mean, they have no idea whose cunnole they're using but..."
"Wow! You said cunnole. I never thought...Damn! But you're right. In a few months, men will know what your entire body looks and feels like. I might go nuts thinking about it," he said, "But in the meantime, I'd like to fuck your ass," he grinned.
A couple of months before, Stacy would have slapped him if he'd said that to her but her attitude changed and she didn't even flinch hearing him say that. Instead, she smiled and rolled off the bed. She smiled down at John who was stroking his cock as she pulled off her Baton harness. "I like to see the men fucking me," she said. She carried the Baton into the bathroom and attached it to the sterilizing station. Picking up the tub of gel she admired herself in the mirror. It gave her a rush as she considered in a few months hundreds of men would fuck her...virtually but it will still be her.
She went back into the bedroom and John's cock was rigid and pointing up his stomach. She wished she could have been in on the scanning of the potential men. What does the scanner do to make him hard? Does it probe his anus the same as it probed hers? Of course, it would. Men fucked other men's asses all the time. Men bought Batons for their own use.
John watched his beautiful naked wife come out of the bathroom. She was fucking sexy, no wonder DewMe chose her for the deluxe model. Her perfect tear-drop tits, tight smooth labia, her perky round ass cheeks...damn! He felt as though he won the lottery. He rolled off the bed and took the tub from her. No instructions were necessary as Stacy knew how he liked her. After she crawled onto the bed, pressed her chest onto the mattress, and arched her back he took a glob of gel and pressed it against her puckered hole.
Stacy groaned softly as she felt her husband's finger slide into her ass. Before she allowed herself to be scanned, anal was something she did for John but after she orgasmed three times in the chamber while being fucked in the ass she liked anal sex better than the Baton. Her orgasms almost matched G-Spot orgasms. "That's it, baby, fuck my ass," she panted. There! The wonderful fat head popped past her sphincter. She let it happen and the room echoed with her guttural moans as John's cock slid deep inside her. 'What does John feel? What would it be like to have a cock and fuck a tight hole?' she wondered.
John knew that Stacy didn't need nor want him to take it slow so he bent over her ass and pistoned into her rectum. He could feel her fingers rapidly rubbing her clit as his balls slapped against her.
John came just a half-hour before but his head was filled with images of hundreds of men getting to fuck Stacy's cunnole, her anus, and mouth without reservation. Stacy sucked cock but never once had he been allowed to cum in her mouth. Hell, he was married, and because the Comey Act allowed newlyweds to consummate their marriage just one night he barely remembered how great her cunnole felt gripping his cock. Why hadn't they made love more than four times that night?
Stacy rubbed more rapidly and thrust her ass back as the tingling grew in her womb. John knew she was close since he reached around to grab her breasts and play with her nipples. As the tingling became aching she heard herself grunt loudly, "Fuck me, use my holes and cum inside my ass."
John had never heard his wife say anything like that and as she came he joined her. As he emptied his balls into her tight ass he fantasized it was her velvety smooth vagina.
Stacy felt the room spin as the orgasm exploded and pulsed through her body. No normal vaginal orgasm could match the power and duration of an anal orgasm.
The couple collapsed sweaty and panting still coupled. John stroked her bull breasts and they cuddled, "Damn! I love you so much. Let's go out to dinner and when we get home, let's do this again," he said softly.
She responded by clenching her sphincter which elicited a pleasured groan from John. She wiggled her ass before pulling away and off his still-hard cock. 'Where had this new John come from? He used to be one and done.'
What she didn't know about were the perverse comments John's coworkers made about being married to a sex cyborg. He hated them but didn't hate them...if that makes any sense. They saw her picture on his desk and they knew that even with her head of hair, she was a babe. Plus, many had met her in person. Stacy soon became a joke around the MS-Google helpdesk.
Stacy's workplace was a bit different. Many resented working with the hairy woman, others felt she was a bit standoffish. Then, some guys thought she was a tease. The comments dwindled but soon pictures of breasts, clams, and asses were put on her desk, labeled Stacy's tits, etc.. Some were actually hers, others not close. At first, she angrily crumpled them up and tossed them but later started taping them to the plexiglass barrier around her desk. The pictures soon stopped and the office went back to ignoring her.
Late November she received notification from the bank that $30,450 had been deposited. Their first commission from DewMe. She called John to tell him the good news.
"I thought you said the initial commissions would be around $3,000 a month," he said, "Not complaining but was this perhaps a few months rolled into one?"
Stacy thought about it, "No. This would have been just the first set of orders. I guess there must have been a lot of pre-orders. It will probably slow down next month."
The following month, the deposit was for $46,650. January, Stacy checked and there was a $55,350 deposit. Her joy was short-lived as the ads began flooding the various media.
John gasped as he saw his scantily clad wife on the screen. It was her in every respect, even her long blonde hair. He listened to the voiceover and groaned. "You've spent time with our various Stacys or have friends that have. Let me introduce Ultimate Stacy. Our best, most advanced, most flexible, and compliant companion yet to date. She is equipped to adapt to as many as 5 partners at the same time along with being spectacularly beautiful. Get her with spectacularly beautiful golden blonde hair or, with a perfectly symmetrical cranium. Either way, she's sure to please. Order now and get delivery in time for Valentine's Day! Repeat customers can get 10% off...order now!"
John sat back with his head spinning. How could he face his coworkers now? It was all a joke to them as no one believed John's wife would be a model for the DewMe Stacys. But they had met her through company parties and get-togethers, group gatherings, and other events...not to mention the photo on his desk. Stacy always attracted attention and wasn't a woman any man soon forgot. Why had they brought out the first release with her hair? Couldn't they have changed her facial features even a bit?
Stacy entered their apartment and stopped when she saw her husband looking pale on the couch. "What? What happened? Did you lose your job?"
John shook his head and picked up the remote, "Have a seat. This is interesting," he said softly. He patted the cushion next to him and after she got steeled, he played the ad for her.
Stacy had the same reaction John had as she let out a gasp. It was her...exactly her. No one would ever believe her when she told them it was a mere coincidence. When it finished she slumped back on the couch. "I'll never be able to go to work again," she sighed. "Our friends...my parents..." She looked over at her husband, "And your coworkers will be merciless," she said as she started to tear up.
John pulled his wife close, "It's bad, really bad but just for now. We can ride it out and in a month there will be another news story or celebrity scandal and we'll be able to again fade into the background.
That night was the first night they didn't have anal or app-sex. Both looked like they were heading to their personal firing squads as they headed out. John kissed his wife and took her shoulder, "They'll be mean. They'll make you out to be a slut or a whore but ignore them. You and I both know you're none of those things."
Stacy wasn't even to the door of her office when she heard laughter. "There she is, on her way to her day job after satisfying 5 men. Where does she find the energy?" she heard a laughing male voice.
Stacy's middle finger extended but she pressed her hand against her dress resisting the urge. She managed to make it to her desk avoiding eye contact with everyone and logged into her station. She focuses on the calls ignoring the looks until lunch. Then she found a dozen people on her personal lunch wall. There were six women and six men. She turned to walk away but one of the women stopped her.
"Stacy, hang on. We just want to see how you're doing. We heard those guys and saw how people are looking at you."
Another voice, a man's this time added, "Please? We're not here to tease you or anything. We're genuinely interested if you are OK."
Stacy turned and looked. All their faces looked sincere, none showed any sign of disapproval. She nodded and when they slid over to allow her space she sat down. "Thanks. I'm doing fine...really. I'm not going to let any of this bother me."
One of the women asked, "How? How did they do that? Did they clone you?"
Stacy chuckled, "Nothing so dramatic. I cannot say much as I signed an NDA...two, actually. But, yes. I was copied.""
"Did they pay you...of course they did. Did you get paid well?" a woman asked.
'Makes sense,' Stacy thought, 'all our jobs are just above minimum wage and no one is getting rich here.' She nodded, "Yes. There will be a commission on every sale." She didn't mention the commissions that have been adding up for all the original Stacys with parts of her being used.
"How did you...you know, get to do this?" someone else asked.
Stacy managed to chew and eat her lunch before their 20-minute break was up while answering questions. She told them about being stopped on the street and going to the main headquarters. She felt tons better by the time she got back to her desk. It was short-lived when the caller looked at his screen and gasped, "You're her! Wait, did they create cyborgs to staff helpdesks now?"
Stacy shook her head, "Sir, relax. Purely a coincidence. There are probably thousands of women who look like...who is it you think I look like?"
This was repeated a few times the rest of the day and Stacy latched onto a simple explanation, "I know, right? I got this wig and my husband loves it! Thank you so much for noticing," she said in a giggly voice, "Now, how can I make your day better?"
John's day was worse. His co-workers were merciless. He got multiple clips of the ad, someone actually broadcast the advertisement on the TVs mounted on walls throughout the building but substituted Ultimate Stacy with the name Stacy Smith.
Later in the day, a strange invite appeared in his inbox. "Mr. and Mrs. John Smith are cordially invited to the Maverick Lodge Retreat for valued and exceptional employees of MS-Google, March 2nd through the 8th. Please reply by February 15th." His head spun. He'd heard of these retreats...who hadn't? It was a perk reserved for VPs and above and the food and drink bill was supposed to cost over $20,000 per person for the week. No one was ever invited who wasn't at the top of the company org chart.
He looked around and no one else had anything but their normal bored looks on their faces. Why had...oh yeah...Stacy. This wasn't an invite for him but for Stacy. He'd heard rumors that the Maverick Lodge had Faraday rooms down in the lower level and the execs did whatever they wanted without fear of repercussions. Upper management wants to fuck Stacy. His head spun and he felt like throwing up. If he refused the invite, they'd find a reason to fire him and he'd not be able to work anywhere again. If he agreed they'd get pissed if Stacy wasn't a 'Team player,' and fire him. If she agreed... 'Shit, shit, shit!' he thought as he saw a call come in.



The rest of the day was a blur for John as he wavered between accepting and rejecting the invite. If he accepted, Stacy would be in demand and go off with various execs into one of the Faraday rooms. Since no birth control was allowed it would be a huge risk. If Stacy got pregnant without a license she'd face a felony charge and be taken away and put into a facility for the 'safety of the child.' The rate of miscarriages rose dramatically after the Comey Act and the government stepped in immediately when the vaginal implants detected a fertilized egg.
John had no memory of the drive home and poured himself a glass of scotch even though it was before dinner. He had no idea what he would tell Stacy but ran through the potential conversations.
Stacy came in wanting nothing but a bath. It was the most surreal day she'd ever lived through. Her faceless boss even called her on the Apple...her Apple. He'd never once done anything more than text messages on her workstation. He offered her a job as his Admin. He said she was ready to move up and as his current Admin was being reassigned he wanted to hire from within. She told him there were three calls in the queue and could they discuss this in the morning? He agreed and sent a calendar invite over. She wasn't naive and wondered what duties an Admin were required to perform. She knew her boss traveled and assumed his Admin would have to go along. If she refused she knew her job prospects would be severely crippled...inside and outside of the company.
She saw John sitting with a scotch in his hand. All the way home, she thought their apartment would be a safe haven, a place to get away from all the outside distractions. "Hey, honey. Bad day?" she asked. She pulled down the bottle of Merlot and poured herself a glass before plopping down on the couch.
John pulled his wife close, "You'd think getting an invite to the Maverick Lodge would be the most incredible thing that could happen," he sighed.
"What is the Maverick Lodge?" Stacy asked. "You were invited? What, for dinner?"
John shook his head, "A week next month. They said I was a valued and exceptional employee and as such was invited...we were invited to the Maverick Lodge Retreat," he said softly.
"That's great! I mean, it shows they really value you," Stacy smiled.
John sighed and shook his head, "It was for Mr. and Mrs. Smith. Every other invite for company parties has been for me, plus one. The Christmas parties, the summer company get-togethers...all me and a nameless other."
"So? I mean, isn't this like a more exclusive invite? Who normally gets to go on these retreats?" she asked.
"I've never heard of anyone but VPs and above being invited. Definitely not a low-level helpdesk employee," he sighed. He looked at Stacy, "It's not a coincidence. These are rumors and they could be just fabrications but I heard they have Faraday rooms downstairs and they use the week to...fuck," he said softly. "Vaginal intercourse." He stroked his wife's face, "I think they invited me so they could..."
Stacy groaned, "Fuck me. Christ! You'd think these men would have other things on their minds. My boss..."
"The faceless boss?" John asked. "The one no one has ever seen?"
"That's him. I saw him today. He called me on video. Anyhow he offered me a job as his Admin. His current Admin is leaving. Who hires someone without even an interview?" she sighed. "Fucking men. They want just one thing and don't even try to hide it. If I say no I'm sure I'll be out on the street. Damn! I hope DewMe commissions allow us to quit our jobs," she sighed.
John nodded, "I was thinking the exact same thing. If I turn down this invite they'll dump me. Shit!" he rubbed his face.
"And if you accept, these execs will expect me to..."
"...go down to the Faraday rooms with them. Christ! How did we get here? This is insane," John said sadly.
"I could get pregnant with an unknown father," she blurted out. "How the hell would I be able to determine the father?" she moaned. The Comey Act made it the responsibility of the mother to prove paternity. DNA tests cost tens of thousands and few could afford to pay for one let alone multiple tests. And even then, Jones Vs. Evans cast doubt on the validity of the tests in court after Samual Jones was named as a father but the lawyer for the defendant showed two other members of the Jones family also had positive results. All three men denied ever being with Janet Evans and she had admittedly been drunk at the time of conception so she couldn't positively identify her rapist. Janet Evans was sued for defamation of character and lost everything except her baby.
"I hate this. Does your stomach hurt as bad as mine?" John asked.
Stacy nodded, "Maybe I'll have to work that week and can't get away without losing my job," she said hopefully. Though being on the helpdesk isn't really critical," she sighed.
"But being an Admin for your manager might be? When do you need to get back to him?" John asked.
"I have a 9 AM meeting...8th floor. I've never been above the 2nd floor. What the hell should I wear?" she wondered.
"I think you should dress sexy...not to seduce him or anything but if you get this job and he won't let you get away then that's one bullet dodged," he said softly. "Also, how much more pay is it?"
Stacy shrugged, "Not a clue. But that raises a good point. No way am I shaving my head nor cutting my hair for a job."
"No, no you won't. We'll get through this. Perhaps Ultimate Stacy's sales will go through the roof and we'll be so rich we can buy land in Montana and get away from all this."
Stacy nodded, "The sales of the initial Stacys sure exceeded their expectations. There has to be a limited market and it will dry up. Perhaps, they'll release a new and improved version. More commissions. Though, why upgrade? What enhancements could they have to a sex-bot that can pleasure 5 men at once? And would you upgrade...if that's what it would be if you already have one?"
John paused, "Um, I stopped by one of the sex shops. I wanted to see your Stacy in person. He couldn't show me the floor model as she was out on demo. The guy told me there was a 4 month waiting list and I'd have to put $10,000 down to hold one. Anyhow, he told me your Stacy has new features," he paused, "You want to hear them?"
"God! This is embarrassing...what can I do that the others can't?" she said quietly. "Tell me but hang on. I need another drink."
When she got up, John held out his empty scotch glass. Stacy headed for the kitchen, refilled the glasses, sat down, and looked expectantly at her husband.
"OK," John said, "The initial Stacys could do pretty much what any normal human can do...human woman, that is. Blowjobs, take two cocks...you know. We've seen the holoporn. Anyhow, your Stacy is incredibly flexible and can literally bend over backward while doing the splits. You can take multiple cocks in your ass, clam, and mouth while easily jerking two more men off. Here's the cool part," he said, "Ulitimate Stacy's hands and fingers secrete a lube making handjobs easier. He showed me a vid of you...your Stacy pleasuring 7 men and it didn't even look like you...she wasn't breaking out in a sweat. Um, there's more..." he said softly.
"Christ...more?"
"Um, can I ask you something? When you went in either time did you orgasm by any chance?" John asked.
Stacy blushed. She never told John anything about the probes and the positions they put her in. "Um, I did...I mean they were probed, deep inside my...you get the picture," she stammered.
John nodded. "He played a vid of you, um, Stacy. I heard you. I heard your voice when your Stacy came. And, wow! She came over and over in the vid. I knew that voice, I know what you say and...hell, I never heard you cum so loudly or powerfully. What did they do to you?" he asked.
"Shit. I'm sorry. I signed that NDA and I can't say anything," she said. "Yes, I came but that's all I can say. I hope you're not pissed."
"Damn! I thought your Baton got you off but these must have been bigger...I could hear it in your voice. How much bigger did they get?" John asked. He felt a slight pang of jealousy but also felt himself getting hard as he envisioned his naked wife being fucked every which way by the machine. "Never mind but I do have one question, how many times did you cum?"
Stacy blushed, "I don't know. I wasn't counting but it was at least a dozen. Why?"
"He showed me a couple more vids and you said different things, came more or less intensely. They never repeated as far as I could tell."
"You must think the worst of me. I have never cheated on you and hope never to. This was all part of the scanning," she said before taking a large swig of wine.
John chuckled, "I get it. It sure sounded real as if Ultimate Stacy were actually orgasming. The other thing was, I swear it was a real person...you being fucked? Nothing robotic, nothing artificial about you and they copied your body perfectly. They even got your beauty mark here," he said as he ran a finger just below her clavicle, "and the mole here," he said as he stroked the inside of her right thigh.
"Shit! You must have been jealous as hell watching those," she said, "Were there promo vids or what?"
John shook his head, "DewMe has demos available for potential buyers to see along with various vids. But there are also dozens, maybe hundreds of holovids out there with Ultimate Stacys. There's even one of you being fucked by two men while skydiving. It looked cold but I guess you...or Stacy is impervious to the cold." Then he should his head, "I wasn't jealous...I mean, I was but not like you think. I'd love to make love to you...to your perfect clam and I saw men doing what I can't. She even swallowed as they fell."
"She swallowed? I wondered where...you know..." Stacy said.
"She swallows and absorbs any and all fluids. She has an inner processing system that reduces all deposits into small pellets. There's a charger unit that doubles as a cleaning station. He told me even after the most intense use you'll be 100% sterilized in 20 minutes."
Stacy chuckled, "Half the time it takes me to shower and get ready in the morning. If I were you, I'd trade me in." Then she looked thoughtful, Maybe we can afford just the cleaning unit. I could get just a bit more sleep in the morning."
John laughed, "I can see it now...you hooked up with tubes down your throat, up your cunnole, and up your ass." He stroked her face and then looked at her parted legs, "I've been dreaming about putting my tube inside your clam."
"I'm sorry. Maybe we should go to the Maverick Lodge. Perhaps they'll respect our married status and we can use one of the rooms," she said. "You don't think I've been craving your cock in my cunnole?"
That night Stacy strapped on both her Batons while she sucked John's cock. She came four times after opening the app and setting both to max size and power. The range went from 'Love Making, through Passion, to Alpha Male, and finally to Biker Gang. It was distracting as her clam and ass were aggressively fucked while she deep-throated John's cock. Even after he came she continued to suck and he was hard again in no time.
John collapsed back and groaned. He had to push Stacy's eager mouth off his cock after his second orgasm. "Fuck! No more. Are you trying to outdo Ultimate Stacy?" he chuckled.
Stacy popped his softening cock out of her mouth and wiped her lips, "From what you described I can do I just hope to be adequate," she sighed. "Was I adequate?"
John chuckled, "You were incredible. I doubt fake Stacy could do any better," he smiled. "Though, there is the feature where she can secrete fluids from her hands..."
Stacy kissed him and rolled off the bed, "You say the sweetest things. I'm going to brush my teeth and get some sleep. I'll dress sexy tomorrow. Don't worry."
* * *
Stacy was able to get to her desk with minimal comments though most were complimentary...if wolf whistles and offers from the men were compliments. She handled three calls before she logged out and headed for the elevators. She pressed the button for the 8th floor which was 10 floors up from the 'Hive.' Someone called it that as they were underground and they were all drones or worker bees and it stuck.
When she got to the 8th floor, she punched in the passcode her boss emailed her. None of the drones were allowed anywhere but the atrium or sublevels 1 or 2 without an escort or with a passcode.
She stepped out and was immediately impressed with the decor. Everything downstairs was concrete and linoleum. She could smell the real wood and freshly cleaned carpet. She looked at the numbering on the brass plates and headed down to the right. She saw the desk out front with a beautiful middle-aged woman who looked up. Stacy was taken aback by the withering look on her face as she stood. She might be 50 or so but had the body of a 20-year-old as far as she could see.
"Ms. Smith? He's expecting you," the woman said curtly. She eyed the blonde hair with a look of disdain before running her eyes down the generous cleavage and short skirt.
Stacy could see the slight shake of her head as she was led to the large walnut doors. She hadn't been comfortable dressing like this since she left the house. What was she thinking?
James Brockington rose from his desk and came around to within 6 feet of Stacy. "Thank you, Lexi. Ms. Smith, can I call you Stacy?" he asked with a smile.
Stacy wasn't sure this was the same faceless manager who sent out emails, memos, and pop-up messages. "Stacy's fine, Mr. Brockington. Whatever you like."
"Coffee? Water?" he asked as he swept an arm toward a chair in front of his desk.
"I'm good," she said as she took the seat. She avoided drinking anything as her bathroom break wasn't until 11 and she doubted she'd make it. Her stomach was in knots thinking about this meeting. Lexi looked like a nice lady, soon to be replaced with a younger model.
"Thank you, Lexi. We're good," James said. When the door closed, he went back around and sat behind his desk, "So, what did you think of my offer?" he asked.
"Before I answer that, I'm confused. I never applied for this nor was I ever approached. Why me? I'm sure you know of me as I'm one of your reports but...?" she asked softly.
"Why did I choose you? When Lexi and I decided it would be best to part ways I scoured the metrics, reports, and CVs of all the people under me. I narrowed it down first by the metrics. I wanted efficiency with few problems. Then I looked for those with college experience...degrees. I saw you have a business degree from Cal. Oh, I wanted someone who spoke multiple languages...French and Spanish?"
Stacy nodded, "I can get by. But...I hate to ask, any other factors?"
James looked baffled, "No, why?"
"I just thought that...never mind. I was just curious," she said.
James nodded, "I guess I'd be wondering also. OK, I'll admit now that we have met I feel like my selection of you was the right one. Why would it be wrong to have someone pleasing to look at greeting my appointments? This was out of the blue." He pulled a sheet out of his top desk drawer, "I have you, Brad Baker, Mary Wadkins, and Sarah Riley. You were my #1 with your language skills. Brad was an Admin over at Saks. So, tell me, what are your thoughts?"
Stacy shook her head, "I'm sorry but I had little to think about. What does the job entail? What would be my tasks and responsibilities? What would my salary be? Hours?" she said. "Other items that you expect?"
James's smile broadened, "So you have thought about it. OK, from the top. You'd be managing my life, basically from 8 to 5 every day you'd handle all appointments, field calls, emails, texts, and any other communications. Next, you'd screen visitors," he nodded toward the door. "You attend meetings and take notes which you will then take back and summarize. I'd like those on my desk within an hour of each meeting. Then trips. You'd accompany me on trips to the other locations, Vegas, Malaga, Tokyo...you get the picture. Does this sound like something you can do?" he asked "I need someone who's committed to putting in the time."
Stacy nodded. She was used to taking notes. After the counter-suits in the 30s, offices were wired so that the Apple's video and camera functions would be disabled. This effectively made it impossible to prove sexual harassment in the workplace...her word against his. So, Admins now were required to keep copious and neatly written notes at all meetings. She did have a business degree but it was tough to find qualified work as so many employers assumed their younger female employees would be gone for extended periods of maternity leave. 'Putting in the time' was the code phrase hiring bodies used to confirm the potential hire wouldn't be going on maternity leave soon. "I don't see any issue," she said, "What would be base pay? Are there bonuses?"
James inwardly smiled, he had her. The other Senior Directors can eat their hearts out. "$200,000 salary with a 10% to 20% annual bonus. It would virtually double your current salary," he said leaning forward on the desk. "Look, I get you might be intimidated by the change of scenery and more responsibilities, but I'm not a bad guy to work for."
Stacy nodded and looked over to the door, "Can I ask? Is she leaving or...?"
James followed Stacy's glance, "The short answer is the or. But it's not what you are thinking. I'm not trading my Admin in on a younger model. She was offered a very generous severance package but she asked to cut back to 20 hours a week so she can take care of her mother and frankly, I can't survive without a full-time Admin. She'll be reassigned to accommodate her part-time status. You can ask her if you like. I'll call her in here."
Stacy shook her head, "No. No need. I have another concern. On the helpdesk I wear slacks and a blouse most of the days. I have limited," she swept her hands down her dress. "How am I expected to look, dresses? Skirts and blouses?"
"Good question. In the office I expect you to wear dresses or skirts at all times. No slacks. I know it's sexist but I want you to look sexy, and inviting. It puts off my visitors and makes any negotiations easier...you understand. When we travel, dress comfortably unless we have meetings, then you need to wear dresses. What you're wearing now is perfect. I like to have a welcoming presence out front, you understand what I'm saying," he said as he sat back. "I need someone with varied skills and a drive to satisfy my needs. Do you want me to have HR bring down the papers?"
Stacy thought about it and nodded, "I think I can do whatever it takes to 'satisfy' your needs. There's just one issue. My husband and I will be out of town next month. I think it's the first week. Is that an issue?"
James picked up the phone and hit 4 numbers, "No. Not at all. In fact, any time you need to take off Lexi says she'd be happy to sub in, so as you see, we're not severing ties with her. Dan, yes Jim. Hey, can you send down the Stacy Smith forms? Thanks...you too." He hung up and smiled, "You can start today if you like. Conveniently, you aren't required to give 2 weeks' notice since this will be an internal move."
Stacy nodded. They could use the money and she was all prepared to thank Mr. Brockington and then respectfully decline the offer as she wasn't about to whore herself out...but what about the Stacys? Was that whoring herself out? "I'll go clean out my cube downstairs," she said standing.
"Nonsense," James said. He pressed the intercom button, "Lexi...yes, she accepted. You know what to do." He hung up. "We have facilities down at your desk right now. Lexi will spend the next week with you getting you up to speed. I know you will do well so just relax and enjoy it."



Stacy expected more but the man looked back at his monitor and she realized she was dismissed. "Thank you, sir. I hope I don't disappoint..." She turned and left as she saw him pick up his Apple.
James looked up and smiled at the sight of that shapely ass exiting, "Thomas! Holy shit, you were right. She immediately questioned why I offered her the job and I had no idea she had a degree or spoke multiple languages. I feel as if I'll have Scarlett Rodgers or Maria Allens greeting my visitors out there," he smiled.
"Sure, you're comparing your sex-cyborg to two Oscar winners...on the other hand...yeah," Thomas laughed. "Dinner next week? Can you bring her?"
"I can and she's all in. Damn! I love how they're all whores. She never blinked when I told her about the dinners, the business trips," James said feeling his crotch throb as he considered the possibilities.
Lexi was waiting for Stacy and indicated a chair behind the huge walnut desk, "I guess, welcome," she said. "I want to clear something up. I asked if I could work 20 hours a week for just a month. My mother's ill and my sisters and I are planning on rotating spending time with her. Mr. Brockington thought that was reason enough to replace me," she said bitterly, "None of this is your fault but I can see why he wanted to trade up."
Stacy felt her stomach tighten as the older woman overtly scanned her body. "That sucks. I'll go back in and tell him..."
Lexi shook her head, "No, don't do that. I'll be fine and I'll be in the clerical pool. If you change your mind now, you'll be screwed. They'll let you go and flag your profile as difficult to work with and you'll find either menial under-the-counter jobs or work in San Fran," she sighed. She looked critically at the blonde's body, "I saw your CV, saw you graduated in the top 5% of your class. I know you should be at his desk and not out here but everyone will assume you got the job because..." she stared at Stacy's cleavage.
"I know you're right. My husband told me to dress like this...we can use the money. Normally, I dress more conservatively. I plan to wear less revealing clothes."
Lexi shook her head, "Nope." She looked up and down the hallway, "These men all try to outdo each other whether by their cars, their wives, their suits...their secretaries," she smiled wryly. She fingered the open V on Stacy's dress, "The only time I bother with bras is on weekends," she said, "Lose the bra. Trust me, Mr. Brockington hates anything that diminishes your natural charms...if you know what I mean."
"Will he...will I be expected to...?" she asked softly.
Lexi shrugged, "I assume so." Again, she looked up and down the hallway, "I started here 30 years ago before the job market tightened up for women...before the Comey Act and I laid down the law...no touching. I feel bad for the women who came after that but I'm sure you know how that is. Of course, he has one-on-one meetings with many of the girls on the Helpdesk...I don't ask. My advice? Bend over and take it. Open your mouth, you're gone." She chuckled, "Let me rephrase, open your mouth to protest, you're gone. Open your mouth while on your knees and you'll be fine." She looked at Stacy's mouth, "You really are perfectly equipped for this position. Anyhow, you've heard that old adage. Men like women who will bend over backward to satisfy them...or just bend over. It's true here as it is at all the other companies. Women are for pleasure and making babies and when they aren't doing either, there's always clerical duties," she said bitterly.
Stacy's stomach soured more. She signed on to be a whore and Lexi was right. No one could do anything without their employers or co-workers adding notes to their LinkedBook page. Her mother told her back in the day that signing up for these apps was optional but in the '40s it was mandatory to have a profile as soon as a child entered kindergarten. Grades, awards, and demerits were all on their page for the world to see. If Stacy refused sex or app-sex with her boss she could be fired and her profile would say something like, "Difficult to work with," or "Fails to follow basic instructions." She knew of a half-dozen women down in the basement who would disappear for a couple of hours on extended lunches. All were married and none looked happy when they got back to their cubes. So far, she avoided any of those added tasks mostly because of her long hair. 'Thank God, society frowns on head hair,' she thought.
"Does this happen often?" she asked, "does he want..."
Lexi shrugged, "Not for me to say...I signed an NDA..."
* * *
Her first couple of weeks weren't bad. Lexi warmed up to her when she found that Stacy had a brain and picked things up quickly. She liked the interactions with the suits on the floor, and the meetings were fascinating. Soon she picked up the strategies of marketing, future plans, and issues requiring quick responses. She had to sign another NDA so none of what she saw, read, or heard could be mentioned outside of work.
One night, John raised the question that she knew was foremost on his mind. "How's Mr. Brockington treating you?" he asked. "Has he...you know...wanted more than dictation?"
"Has he asked me to blow him?" Stacy responded, "Bend over his desk with my dress pulled up onto my back?" she said with a smile.
'Crap!' John thought as he felt his cock throb, "No...I mean, um, yes. Has he asked you to relieve his stress was the way I wanted to put it, but what you said," he said softly.
"Sorry, if he had I can't say. I'm not allowed to say a word to anyone. The NDA I signed covers anything I see, do, read, or hear. Nothing leaves the building," she said, "But, know this, I have no desire to let any man but you touch me."
"No desire..." John mumbled. "How confident are you he'll accept that if you say that to him?" he asked.
Stacy nodded, "About as confident he'll double my salary if I ask. Should I quit if he does order me to..."
"...suck his cock? Bend over his desk?" John asked. His cock was illogically growing in his pants, "No...you'll never find a decent job again, "he sighed. "I hate this. We are so close. If Ultimate Stacy sales take off we can spit in his face but until then..."
"I swallow...got it. Look, just tell yourself that Mr. Brockington is a decent man with no desire to fuck a married woman. I'll tell him I prefer not to and I'm sure he will listen," she lied.
Outside of the added pay, there were other perks to her new job. She no longer had scheduled bathroom breaks and when she washed her hands, there was hot water. The hive's bathrooms had water so cold the drones called it liquid ice. Plus, there was a window down the hall with daylight. Real daylight! Perhaps this job wouldn't be all that Lexi told her it would be. Mr. Brockington never suggested anything sexual, he complimented her on the hand-written or typed-up summaries and never once commented on her appearance.
All the other Admins were women, all looked to be in their 20s or early 30s, and all dressed in revealing outfits. Down in the hive, none of the women, or 'girls' as their supervisor continually referred to them ever showed clam-clefts but it was the norm here on the 8th floor. Stacy couldn't bring herself to reveal that much but listened to Lexi and stopped wearing bras. This was tougher for her than for many of the women as her breasts were too large to move with any speed as they freely bounced around under her dresses or tops, but that wasn't the major issue. Her nipples were constantly erect and poking through the fabric. She tried a bra one day and Mr. Brockington said nothing, but one disapproving glance made her take it off halfway through the morning.
She was feeling less stressed that her boss would require her to step out of her normal duties when she heard him angrily yelling into his Apple. She knew it wasn't the IP phone as she intercepted all incoming calls and if he dialed out, her app icon showed red so she would know he was busy. Then he went silent and her light flashed. She picked up her tablet and went into his office. "Sir? Is everything alright?" she asked. She had never seen or heard him get angry but she'd only worked for him for 3 weeks.
"The fucking telecom company 'accidentally' disconnected the call center from the grid. No one downstairs is getting a single call," he said angrily.
Stacy was not sure why he'd be angry. That had happened before and all the calls were routed to the Columbus call center. "What's the ETA," she asked.
Mr. Brockington shook his head, "It's a ploy. We have a contract with them for the next 10 years at a rate we agreed upon but they came back to us last week wanting a 20% increase. Those fuckers will be pulling this blackout shit unless we comply."
Stacy shook her head, "I'm sure there are penalties if they fall below their SLA."
"There are but it doesn't...can you set up a meeting with Daryl Michaels over at American Telecom? Dinner or lunch, I don't care," he said as he looked at Stacy's figure. "Then come back in here," he smiled, "I need to lower my blood pressure."
Stacy felt her stomach tighten as she left the room. She got hold of the man who seemed delighted to go to dinner that night 'as long as James brings his beautiful Admin,' he said. She did not like the leer in his voice. Then he told her that there had been an accidental removal of the firewall rules and he would have their call center back up in minutes. She buzzed Mr. Brockington to let him know of the renewal of service and the dinner plans.
"That's terrific. Tell your husband you'll be working late. No need to go home and change, what you have on is great. Lock your computer and come into my office," he said before clicking off.
Stacy's stomach hurt more. Would Mr. Brockington whore her out to save the contract? She locked her workstation and opened the door. He wasn't behind his desk where he had always been. She gasped when she found him.
"Come in. Lock the door," James ordered. "What?" he asked when Stacy stepped back.
"Sir? This is inappropriate and not in my job description," she said softly. Her eyes kept flicking to the stiff cock in the man's hand. Mr. Brockington was on his couch, pants off and stroking his large cock...and she had seen her share of cocks before John.
James scowled, "Not in your job description? Hell, you were on your knees fixing the scanner...was that in your job description? And tell me what appropriate is and inappropriate," he said. He picked up a sheet of paper, "I think I can do whatever it takes to satisfy your needs." This is from your initial interview and is in your permanent records.
"I didn't...I mean it sounds like it but I was just responding..." Stacy stammered. His cock was distracting. She wanted to just look him in the eyes but his cock was perhaps 2" longer than John's and fat...really fat. The head was a wide flared helmet that looked like it would hurt going into her ass. "Could you..." she sighed as she stepped back again.
"Alright," James said as he stood, "I'm disappointed. I was sure I hired a team player but apparently not. I'll call HR and tell them you didn't work out. We're still inside the 30-day trial period so you can clean out your desk."
"Wait, what? Can I go back to the helpdesk?" she asked.
James strode over to his desk and picked up his phone. He shook his head, "Sorry, no. You know the old saying, once you've been to the city...you'd be miserable down there. I'll get your termination papers sent down."
Stacy wanted to throw up, "Don't. Please. I'll do what you want!"
James put the phone down and turned to face Stacy, "No. That's not enough." He stroked his cock, "Tell me I have a huge cock and you want to touch it, taste it."
"Sir, I do. I really do," she said. Her brain revolted at her words but her nipples hardened and her crotch throbbed.
"No," he said as he picked up an ancient tape recorder, "Remember Jenkins vs. Matthews. Say you want my cock in your mouth, in your ass and you wish I could fuck your cunnole," he said firmly. "Say it like you mean it."
Stacy blushed and nodded, "Sir, I've thought about your cock since you hired me and asked me if I were willing to satisfy your needs. I want to taste your cock, feel it in my ass. It's just too bad you can't fuck my tight cunnole," she said. At first, she sounded as if reading a document but by the time she finished, she could feel the truth behind her words. He was huge and to be used by a man like that might be truly amazing.
"Good girl, you have no idea how happy I am that you want this as much as I do. Now come over here and strip. I want to see what you've been hiding from me." He stopped the recording and tossed it aside.
Jenkins vs. Matthews was a watershed case. In 2031, Donna Matthews filed a sexual harassment case against Mark Jenkins and the company after he coerced her into having sex in his office. Mark counter-sued claiming that she was the one to seduce him and was only upset after he refused to leave his wife. As there was no video or audio evidence he won his case and Donna was shown the door and received nothing. The last anyone heard she was working the streets in San Fran.
A year later, there was another suit where Violet Andrews, an EA sued the company after her boss was let go due to sexual harassment. She stated that even though he was her boss it was she who seduced him and they were in love. She claimed they had every right to date...have sexual relations. Long story short, the Supreme Court ruled that the company violated both Bill Franklin's and Violet's First Amendment rights to peaceably assemble. The result was there were almost no sexual harassment suits won after that as the defendants claimed their encounters were mutual and consensual. As there were no videos or recordings, the courts often never even took the cases.
Stacy remembered her reaction to reading about the cases and realized how that put her in this position. Early in the century, a boss inducing an employee into sexual relations was called quid-pro-quo sexual harassment and could be grounds for firing. Now, without witnesses (When were there ever witnesses?) or videos, employers could claim that it was mutual or prompted by the employee desiring favor. With Mr. Brockington's office wired to disable audio/video capabilities she was powerless to protest. She went over to the desk feeling as if she no longer was her own person.
James sat back on the couch and stroked his cock as he watched the beautiful blonde slide the shoulder straps off down her arms. He opened his legs so she could see his huge balls and smiled as he saw her eyes stare at them. He knew he was well-endowed, and women weren't used to seeing a man like him. It always gave him a rush to see the looks on their faces. He felt a surge of arousal as her dress slithered to the floor and she stood in just a thong. Unconsciously, he licked his lips seeing the huge tear-drop tits with her large nipples. 'Damn! I want to jump up and suck one of those into my mouth,' he thought.
Stacy watched Mr. Brockington stroking his cock more vigorously. As she slipped her thong down her legs, the crotch was almost glued to her clam she was so wet. 'Fuck! I really do want to touch that thing...taste it. What would my Baton feel like with his Cap fucking me?'
"That's it. Play with your clam...are your pretty petals opening up?" he asked. "Get on the desk and show me."
Stacy nodded and sat up on the desk. She put her feet up on either side of her ass and pushed a finger inside her wet cunnole. She let out a soft moan hearing the man groan. He was stroking himself so fast that his fist was almost a blur. Stacy had never seen a man stroke his cock so rapidly and had an image of his flared head popping off...and not in the orgasmic way but like a champagne cork.
"Fuck me, I'd take the misdemeanor charge just to find out what your clam feels like," he said. "Get off the desk and bend over. Show me your ass," he ordered.
Stacy slid off feeling her fluids smear the walnut desk. She turned and pressed her chest onto the cool wood as she opened her legs.
"Fuck me, you have a great ass. I can't wait to try that out. Spread your cheeks...that's it. Nice...best ass I've ever seen," he said huskily. "Stay like that, don't move," he ordered.
Stacy was humiliated. She'd never even done this for her husband or any former lover. She heard him move and felt him behind her. His cock pressed against her anus as he jerked off and 20 seconds later, she felt a warm jet of cum hit directly against her asshole.
James watched as jet after jet splashed against her brown puckered hole. He wanted nothing more than to slam his cock into her, but his lunch date was coming up. He stepped back after admiring his work and smiled as the beautiful blonde dropped to her knees to clean the remaining cum from his cock. He stroked her head as she took his cock into her mouth, "Good girl. You're going to work out fine. You can clean up and go to lunch. Tell the checkout girl to put whatever you want on my tab," he said as he patted her head gently. She was still sucking his cock. "I know you want more, but I have a lunch date. There will be other times," he said as he stepped back.
Stacy wiped her mouth and stood, his cooling cum flowing down her inner thighs on the carpeted floor. She'd have to get the cleaning supplies out and take care of that before his afternoon meetings.
Mr. Brockington was dressed and gone by the time Stacy cleaned up. The man spewed an amazing amount of cum against her ass but it shouldn't have surprised her as his ballsack looked like there were racquetballs inside. She got dressed and went to the cafeteria to get her lunch before Mr. Brockington returned from his. She paid for her meal as putting it on his charge would be the same as getting paid for sex...she might be whoring herself out but didn't want to admit to herself she was a whore.
She went into his office and shook her head. In front of his desk, there was a wet spot where she had been bent over. She knew the men who came in would see that and either comment or slyly wink at her boss. On the other, hand, she knew all the managers compared Admins. She dismissed the cum stain on the carpet...nothing she could do about it unless she ran out and bought a hair dryer.
She called her husband during his scheduled break to tell him she'd be working late. When he asked her why, she told him it was dinner with a client. He went silent and she knew what he was thinking but didn't ask. All he said was, "Enjoy your meal." She hated hearing the resignation in his voice as if he knew exactly what dinner with a client entailed. "I love you," she said but she heard the click moments before she told him that.
Everyone down the hall had already left by the time Mr. Brockington left his office. "Ready?" he asked, "The car's out front." He stepped over to Stacy and undid the button between her large breasts, "This has to go well," he said, studying her face. "I'm not going to spell out what is expected of you, you're a bright woman. I'm sure you know." He lifted her dress and nodded in approval. "Good, you wouldn't be needing panties tonight anyhow." He patted her ass before turning and heading to the elevator.
Stacy could feel the cool air on her breasts. Not the way she normally dressed but it's better than being naked. She joined Mr. Brockington on the elevator noticing the three suits from the upper floors. They blatantly studied her and could tell they recognized her from either the ads for Deluxe Stacy or direct experience. This was going to get nothing but worse, she thought. Mr. Brockington stepped aside to let the three suits out before following. He whispered to Stacy, "Jack Deacon, CFO, Bill Wallace, CIO, and our CEO, Walter Atkins."



As they headed out of the building, she heard one of the men say, "It's her. It has to be." The other nodded and said, "If I could hear her voice, I'd know. I'll bet they cloned every part of her." He stopped and turned to the couple following, "Excuse me, miss. Have we met?"
Stacy shook her head, "I don't think so."
Then man's face lit up. "What's your name? Do you work here?" he asked.
"Stacy. Stacy Smith. I'm Mr. Brockington's Admin," she said.
"Holy shit, Stacy? Your name is really Stacy?" he asked. "You...you were the model for Ultimate Stacy, weren't you? Wow! Who would have thought?" He looked her up and down, "I ordered you...your clone without the hair but I think I made a mistake," he said. "You're very beautiful, terrific body. I love your hair. I still cannot believe they used your name," he said. He turned to the other two men, "I could use another for parties. I might log into DewMe tonight."
Stacy was hemmed in by two of the three suits. Walter Atkins, the CEO stood back, looking curiously at her. She shook her head, "I'm not supposed to talk about it but the name was just a coincidence," she said, "Sorry, but Mr. Brockington has to get to his dinner appointment." She smiled and nodded at each before stepping around the men.
As they approached the waiting limo, Mr. Brockington commented, "You must get that a lot."
Stacy nodded, "and it'll only get worse," she sighed.
James didn't like how the men looked at his Admin. He had seen the more beautiful Admins get plucked by the men further up and there was nothing he'd be able to do about it. 'Oh well, we'll cross that bridge when we come to it,' he thought. 'I'd hate to lose her but when they poached Melanie I got a $100 thou bonus. What would Stacy get me?' he wondered.
They climbed out of the limo at the restaurant and went in, "Reservation for Brockington," he told the pretty girl behind the desk.
"Right this way, sir, miss," the girl said, "Your usual room is all prepared."
Stacy wondered who had rooms reserved at restaurants but followed Mr. Brockington and the girl back.
They were led into a very nice, wood-paneled room with couches and tables that could be positioned in front of the diners or moved aside. For what purpose, Stacy thought she knew.
James sat and patted the seat next to him. He looked at her and smiled, "Relax. Just be yourself. Daryl has a huge weakness. Put a nice set of tits and a clam in front of him and he'll sign off on anything," he said. He looked up as the waiter came in, "Ah, Larry. I was hoping we'd get you. You know what I want, Stacy?"
Stacy looked up at the man who showed nothing on his face except a response to the unspoken question. 'What would you like to drink?' Her head was in a bit of a fog so she just ordered the first thing that entered her head, "Can you make me a tart margarita with silver tequila?" she asked. That was a luxury she and John loved but were reluctant to splurge on.
"Yes, miss, salt? Rocks or frozen?" Larry asked.
"Salt, rocks. Thank you." Stacy was amazed the man never once glanced at her half-exposed breasts. She liked him. Ever since those stupid DewMe ads flooded the vidstreams she was stared at, scrutinized, and overtly confronted.
After Larry left, James faced his Admin, "OK. Today when I told you to strip and bend over my desk, it wasn't just that I wanted to fuck you...though, it has been disrupting my thought way too much lately. It was for a time like this. I need you to remember what you told me, you'll do whatever it takes to satisfy my needs." He looked at her, "Can you do that?"
Stacy nodded and found she wasn't as horrified to find herself in this position. She thought back to when her roommate in college was raped and she considered letting the man kill her rather than ever give in but then just let it happen. Stacy didn't say it but she thought that if that were to happen she'd prefer to die. This wasn't an exact parallel but she found herself reconsidering. She'd never even met the man and any consideration about whether he was good-looking or ugly, fat or slender didn't matter. She had the image of Mr. Brockington's huge cock in her mind as she responded, "I'm here as your Admin. Whatever you need I'm here for you," she said.
"Damn! You are a great asset." He looked at his watch, "Daryl will be here in about 10 minutes. We got here a bit early so you can relax and get ready."
"Get ready for...?" she asked, "I'd like to be clear."
James fingered Stacy's top, stroking her plump tits, "I don't need to tell you how to make a guy's cock hard. Don't hold back. The more blood that rushes between his legs the less goes to his brain. Flirt, lean into him, open your legs, and let him see there's nothing between him and your sweet ass." He stood as the door opened, "Daryl, welcome. Drink?"
The tall younger man nodded at Mr. Brockington and when he looked over at Stacy he started to laugh but caught himself. "Holy fuck!" he gasped, "You're not..."
James chuckled, "A fembot? No. This is Stacy and she's my Admin, though I'm not surprised you were confused. She was the model DewMe used to clone her,"
Stacy groaned, "No one is supposed to know that," she sighed.
Daryl Michaels looked her up and down as if she were a prized steer. He nodded, "Flawless, unbelievably flawless...what I can see. Are the other Stacys clones of other models?" he asked.
Stacy shrugged and stepped back. She hated when people, especially men got in her personal space let alone within 6'. "I signed an NDA and I shouldn't have told Mr. Brockington I was even there." She hated doing it, but she leaned against him, pressing her breasts against his chest and arm, and kissed him on the cheek, "Could you not tell anyone you met me?" she asked sweetly.
Daryl nodded and they sat down, Mr. Brockington on the section coming out from the wall, Stacy and Daryl on the couch against the wall. Daryl was stroking Stacy's thigh and glancing between her large breasts as he settled in. Mr. Brockington smiled at Stacy and nodded.
Larry entered with the drinks, setting them in front of the three. He didn't look at Stacy any more than he did the two men, "I'll be back to take your dinner orders when you've had time. Can I bring something to start you off?" he asked.
Little business was discussed until the dinner plates were taken away. Larry asked about dessert but all 3 declined. "Will there be anything else I can get you besides another round?" he asked.
James looked over at Daryl and winked, "Yes, please. Some avocado oil would be good. Thanks Larry," he said.
Stacy looked at the three men, none acted as if it were a strange request but after Larry left, Mr. Brockington brought up the reason they were there.
"Daryl, the 30% rate increase is unacceptable. We signed a 10-year contract with a large up-front payment to ensure the agreed upon rates."
"Which stipulated that economic and environmental variables could affect future rates. The Korean-Kamchatkan conflict has disrupted the Pacific Rim traffic and we've had to scramble to shore up our crippled infrastructure," Daryl said earnestly.
"Sure, I get that but 30%? Work with me here," James said. "We can accept a modest increase but this will clobber our bottom line...we'll have to reduce our payroll," he said.
Stacy looked over, 'The rumors were true. Layoffs. I know a lot of those people in the Hive. They'll be out on the street...' she thought.
"Nothing I can do," Daryl said sadly, "let's face it, you'd be getting rid of the slackers and underperformers anyhow. This will be healthy for you. AEmbrace it. You told me you'd love to clean house. Now you can tell the suits above you that your hands were tied.?"
James shook his head, "I know this is your call. Let's negotiate...and I mean really negotiate. This, 'Nothing I can do' bullshit won't cut it. This is give and take. He looked up when Larry came in with the tray. He set the drinks down and then placed the small bottle of avocado oil in front of Daryl. "Let's see if we can make this deal work for both of us."
The tall man looked at James and then at Stacy with understanding. "OK. 20% and quarterly reviews," he said as he slid a hand higher on Stacy's thigh. "A 5% cap on any future rate increase."
James shook his head, "10%, annual reviews...1% cap." He looked at Stacy, "You know the copies are never as good as the originals," he grinned as he looked at the open vee in her dress. She turned her body to face the man, exposing more of her plump tits.
Stacy's stomach did flips as the reality of the situation...her situation sunk in. Then she understood the oil...it was for her ass. Mr. Brockington subtly nodded at her so she casually swung her leg over Daryl's. The man's fingers found her bare pussy and she heard him let out an involuntary groan.
"Um, 15%. Quarterly," he said in a husky voice.
"10%, quarterly and at the Granite Club, no increase more than 2% at any of the reviews," James said with a smile. Daryl's pants were tented and he was breathing more deeply.
Daryl was about to counter when Stacy stroked the front of his pants, "Fuck! 10%...2% cap. Quarterly...Granite Club. We have a deal," he said.
James stood and put out his hand, "I knew we could come to a mutually satisfying agreement."
Stacy wondered what was so important that they reviewed the contract at an all-men's club. She'd heard of it, everyone had. But she felt relieved as she couldn't be part of the deal. Granite Club was infamous as a meeting place where shady deals were made but it was strictly men only. They bragged that not a single woman had ever entered their front doors.
"OK. I'm going out to the car and make some calls," he looked at his Apple, "I should be done in about 45 minutes," he said looking at Daryl. He left with his drink in one hand, his Apple in the other.
When the door closed, Daryl lifted Stacy's leg off his and went over and locked it. He looked back with a grin, "Alone at last. Stand up and let's see you. You know, I was able to spend an hour with Ultimate Stacy and I was impressed, so impressed I put money down on the spot." He reached out to run a hand through her hair and sighed, "Never thought I'd want a woman with hair but you're so beautiful, it suits you."
'I'm so glad you approve,' she thought bitterly. Stacy dutifully stood and popped the last two buttons holding her dress together and let it flutter to the floor. It was so flimsy it made no sound. She stood naked and slowly turned since she knew that was what the man wanted. "I hope I'm not a disappointment," she said softly.
Daryl pulled off his clothes shaking his head, "Fuck! You look incredible. I assumed they fixed flaws or made enhancements but," he came over and looked closely at her, "I even see the same moles I remember...and your voice. It's hers...yours," he chuckled. "Wow...to fuck the real Stacy. I know you told me to keep this to myself but I'm not sure I can." He pushed her shoulders, sighing happily as the beautiful blonde sank to her knees.
Stacy was happy her dress puddled on the floor which made kneeling better on the hard carpet. She stroked the man's cock looking up at him before licking the underside. Then she opened up and took him into her mouth. She liked that he wasn't huge...perhaps below average so she was able to press her lips against his pubic bone with no problem.
'Wow!" Daryl panted, "You suck cock as well as...you," he chuckled. "Did they copy everything? I mean, your cunnole was the tightest one I've ever fucked. I came within minutes of pushing inside you," he said.
Stacy shook her head again and popped the cock out of her mouth, "NDA. Sorry, I cannot discuss any of this. You'll just have to make your own judgment. 'Are there men out there that hadn't yet fucked Ultimate Stacy?' she wondered.
Daryl had hold of the blonde's hair wondering why he ordered the bald Ultimate Stacy. He liked fucking the woman's face while using her hair to guide her. When he first grabbed her hair, he thought she'd protest or push back, but she let out a moan and sucked on his cock harder. He felt the ache building in his balls and let go of her hair. He had to push her off his cock as if she were starving.
Stacy looked up, "I wasn't doing it well?" she asked as she wiped her mouth.
"Fuck! Too well. I didn't want to cum before finding out if they did a good job copying your ass. I mean, your clone's ass was amazing," he said. I'm going to fuck your ass and then cum in your mouth if you're OK with that," he said.
Stacy nodded, "I'm yours, remember. Part of the deal...so do what you want, except for my clam, that is."
"I can't wait for the next review so I can fuck your clam. Yours is the prettiest I've ever seen and tight? Wow! A fucking vice grip on my cock."
Stacy picked up the bottle of oil, took some, and fingered it into her anus. Then she knelt and poured some onto her palm and lubed his cock. She looked up questioningly, "I don't understand. The Granite Club is for men only...how...?"
Daryl laughed as he picked the girl up and bent her over the table. He lined his cock up and pushed. "Babe, men only through the front door. They have Faraday rooms in the back and the whores are brought in from the back alley. I'm going to love getting a shot at your sweet cunnole. He pressed against her anus and popped in, eliciting a deep groan from the woman.
Daryl's small cock wasn't what caused the groan. It was realizing she'd have to allow this man and Mr. Brockington also access to her clam...where even her husband wasn't allowed. She gripped the table as Darly thrust hard into her ass. She hated it, but couldn't stop her large breasts from flopping so hard they were making slapping sounds.
Daryl pressed his chest against the woman's back and grabbed handfuls of tit. They didn't duplicate this slut's body perfectly as these tits were softer, more malleable. Her nipples felt the same, the same rock-hard tip with velvety areaolas. He increased the rate of his fucking and the room echoed with the sounds of her deep grunts, slapping of flesh against flesh, and the squelching of her well-lubed ass. The ache was building again so he pulled out quickly.
Stacy spun around and just wrapped her lips around the head when the first spurt splashed down her throat. She swallowed all of his cum along with the foul-tasting fluids from her ass. She had never considered letting any man do that but she had the faces of the people in the Hive in her head and wanted to avert any lay-offs.
Daryl staggered back, his knees rubbery, and flopped onto the couch. He looked at the blonde who wasn't as well-made up but looked even more beautiful. Her lipstick was smeared, her hair was a mess and she had drool on her creamy chest. He always thought that a well-used woman was the most erotic sight in the world.
Stacy took her dinner napkin and wiped her face and chest before cleaning her ass. She wished she could have a little privacy but his eyes followed her every move intently. She pulled on her dress, combed her hair, and sat next to him. "Thank you for fucking my ass, it felt terrific and your cum was delicious," she smiled. "I hope I was OK," she said as she picked up her watered-down margarita. Even though the ice had melted, it was still good.
Daryl nodded, "You are a great fuck...best I've had. You realize that you saved your company over 100 million dollars over the length of the contract. You should be getting a hefty bonus...if not, let me know. I have an opening for you and can match whatever you're currently being paid plus another 30%," he said.
Stacy looked over, "Wow! I'll think about it," she said. "That's quite generous. You don't even know how much I make."
Daryl shook his head, "I know within 10K how much you make. All the Admins at your company are slotted in a tight range based on the manager level."
Stacy shook her head, "There are no secrets, are there?" She heard the door knob rattle and jumped up. She unlocked the door and Mr. Brockington peered in.
"Sorry, I had to do those calls. I hope you found something to talk about," he said. "Stacy? Are you done with your drink? We can get you home to your husband. Daryl, we'll talk in 3 months."
James patted her leg when they got into the limo, "Daryl looked very satisfied with the new arrangement. You did well, really well. I don't need to tell you that you're not to repeat a word of this meeting to anyone. You can tell your husband you took some notes and that's it."
* * *
A week later, Stacy came home without her usual upbeat attitude. John suspected that her boss might have asked her to help seal a deal, or to reduce his stress more than once. He knew something happened since she hugged him and said she loved him. Not as she normally did, but breathed, "I love you so much," into his ear.
Stacy hated keeping secrets from John. Before she went to DewMe, she told him everything. She signed the NDA and then more NDAs and it seemed as if everything she did was confidential or proprietary. He couldn't know she let another man fuck her ass let alone take his gross cock and put it in her mouth. Whenever John asked her about her job she shrugged and said she was doing basic admin stuff. This seemed to placate his fears but not her feelings of guilt.
The day before a $383,990 deposit appeared in their account. A lot more than was forecast. Their goal of 10 to 20 million seemed more realistic now that their retirement account was over $600,000. He'd put most of it into various stocks but the growth was stifled by the DOW approaching 100,000 points. Every time the index neared a milestone, investors panicked and sold off. If it could cross into the 100 thousand and stay a week, he knew it would continue to grow.
He looked at his Apple. Sighing, he went into the kitchen and started to cook. If she gets home, she gets home. Otherwise why else did God invent the microwave? He was finishing up when he heard the door unlatch. He looked back, "Just in time. I bought steak, real steak," he said. He hated her new job but they shopped less frequently at FoodDepot and more at Organi-Mart.
John hugged her back and sighed, "I love you too, Go clean up and I'll have dinner ready." This was the first time he suggested she shower but he had the routine down by then.
Ever since she took this job, she told him she loved him more often. He knew she did but it was as if she were trying to convince herself. He suspected it was after Mr. Brockington fucked her or she sucked him off. His stomach hurt every time he considered that. She wouldn't say, couldn't say whenever he asked. Apparently, where and when her boss puts his cock inside her is proprietary. He quit asking as she responded the same every time, "I'm sorry. I signed the damn NDA so I'm not allowed to say anything about work."
After dinner, they watched a holovid about a father trying to protect his daughter. It was pretty formulaic but the graviton chase was one of the better ones as they kept crossing water which made the vehicles lose antigrav. The stunts were amazing as they managed to get back over land just in time.
When they crawled into bed Stacy flinched when he touched her ass and she said she was exhausted and could she suck him off instead?
He agreed but it took him a long time to cum even when she fingered his ass. His mind was in turmoil knowing her boss roughly fucked her ass and tomorrow they's be going to the Maverick Lodge where the suits would all want to show Stacy the rooms downstairs. Why did men feel like they could do what they wanted to female employees? Stacy wasn't even an employee where John worked but then he thought about a handful of men he worked with. All complained that their wives were needed as 'companions' at various dinners and other business functions.



None of the men wanted to lose their jobs as Terrence did. When one of the VPs told Terrence he'd like to borrow his wife for the evening, he shook his head. "It's our 10th anniversary and I have reservations at Marcel's," he explained. The next day, John came in and Terrence's desk was empty.
Stacy's jaw was getting sore so she popped his cock out of her mouth, "You want to fuck my ass, don't you?" she asked. "I don't think a blowjob's going to do it."
John nodded, "I've thought about your ass all day long, "You don't mind?"
Stacy shook her head, "I want you to be happy. I'll grab the lube."
John lay back stroking his cock. He had been thinking about Stacy's ass all day but it was mostly her ass being used by her shithead boss. He hated knowing the man was fucking her, knowing he was powerless to protest or put a stop to it. He also hated that Stacy never looked happy on days when she had been used. Her body language, her forced smile, and the need to 'clean up before dinner,' all pointed to her being Mr. Brockington's plaything. Then again, he hated how fucking hard his cock got thinking about her ass or mouth being filled with another man's cock.
Stacy came back in and stroked a glob of gel onto John's cock. 'He must be horny. Normally, when I take a break to grab lube he loses his erection,' she thought. Satisfied he was slick enough, she straddled his waist and lowered her ass onto his cock. "Oooohhh, yesss," she sighed as she felt him slide in. 'Thank God he's smaller than Mr. Brockington,' she thought. Her ass was sore from the multiple angry poundings her boss gave her earlier that day. Mr. Brockington had a bad day and when his days were bad he needed to get relief...though Stacy suspected he was unhappy that she was going to be gone for a week. Three times he needed relief or to make up for her being gone.
John looked up at his wife's massive tits and either he was imagining things or seeing things but there were almost imperceptible hand prints on her breasts. His stomach ached as he could see her bent over the man's desk, shock waves moving across her bare ass as the asshole slammed into her rectum. He must have bent over her back to maul her perfect tits as he fucked her. The aching in his stomach faded as if moving into his balls and as he imagined Mr. Brockington releasing a jet of cum deep inside her rectum, he groaned loudly while adding his load to Stacy's boss's.
Stacy was barely starting to rub her pussy letting out a disappointed groan as she heard and felt John cum inside her. Mr. Brockington couldn't care less about her pleasure and her frustration had been building all day and now she was again left hanging.
John sighed and opened his eyes, "Sorry. I guess you were right. Fucking your ass was exactly what I wanted. We need to get some sleep, the car will be here first thing," he said.
Stacy pulled herself off his cock, cupping her ass for the 4th time that day. She went into the bathroom to clean up before returning with a warm washcloth.
* * *
The car was right on time. It was a modified Cadillac GR8 stretch limo. John was impressed, 8 separate GraviSensors, 0 to 60 in 1.9 seconds...top speed of 350 kph. He knew about them, had seen them in the distance but had never been close enough to touch one. After it lightly settled, the driver came around to open the door. John stepped aside to let Stacy enter first. He nodded at the man but he was looking past John.
The driver's eyes briefly widened upon seeing the beautiful blonde but immediately returned to his stoic demeanor. Of course, it would be a celebrity...the celebrity, he thought. Stacy was now the most desirable sex object in the world. She had to be the original, the one DewMe cloned exactly, even to the number of eyelashes. Just that morning, he read an article about Stacy. An insider with DewMe explained how all her specifications were off the charts, the depth of her vagina, her record-setting vaginal muscles, and her ability to take 16" down her throat effortlessly. But when he looked at her ass he recalled how much pressure their probes registered when she was being scanned. He loved a good ass, even a so-so ass. But he'd give his left nut to try out Ultimate Stacy's ass just once. On the other hand, perhaps his client would want to tip him.
Stacy felt a strange vibe from the driver and glanced over as she stepped inside the limo. 'Fuck! He's hard. His cock is hard! That makes no sense unless...' she shook her head and climbed into the plush vehicle. There were two occupants, a middle-aged, strikingly beautiful woman sat on the side bench and an older man sat on the back seat.
Jack Townsend rose slightly as Stacy entered. Before she could move to the side seat, he patted the seat next to him. "Join me so we can get to know each other," he smiled. "John, this is my wife, Claire," he said.
Stacy sat next to the older man. He had to be 65. She felt a chill as he studied her as if comparing. 'Oh course, he has an Ultimate Stacy,' she thought. Then he stroked her cheek and neck.
Jack looked over at John, "Remarkable. As far as I can see she's an exact clone."
"Dear, she's the original, not the clone and she's a person, not an object. Keep your hands to yourself," Claire said firmly. She looked at John and put out a hand, "Claire Townsend."
"John, John Smith," he said. He glanced at the woman who was incredibly beautiful but then back at his wife's thigh being stroked.
Claire shook her head, "I guess this is new to you, though you must have realized once DewMe started advertising their latest sex toy modeled after your wife, this was going to happen." She looked at her husband who was staring at Stacy's breasts. "He bought one of the originals and I prayed it would make him forget his Admin but then Ultimate Stacy came out and Eve, the Original Stacy now sleeps in a closet."
John looked at the woman in shock, "That doesn't bother you? I mean it's not cheating but damn close."
Claire laughed, "Sweetie when they outlawed vaginal sex unless for procreation I was thrilled on nights when Jack wasn't interested. I hate sucking dicks and I tried anal once. That was more than enough for me." She nodded at Stacy, "I am a bit jealous though. I know your wife isn't that cyborg but telling myself that over and over does no good."
Stacy lifted the older man's hand off her thigh as he got too close to her clam. She looked him in the eyes and shook her head, "I am not the sex toy. I may have posed for them but that doesn't make me a sexual plaything."
Jack looked surprised and then smiled, "Sorry. I guess you're not, I mean...sure." He looked over at John, "Have you been to Maverick before?" he asked.
John shook his head, "Never. I've heard of it but never had the chance," he sighed. Never had the tens of thousands of dollars this has to cost the company, he thought. "Thanks for inviting me...us," he said, "I'm looking forward to it."
Stacy smiled and nodded even though both had discussed excuses to get out of going this week. John told her about the Faraday rooms and how on one hand it would be great to have real sex but from what he heard, all the men would want their shot at Stacy's clam. It was times like these that she wished she turned down the modeling offer and turned down the money. Sure, they were living in a shoebox and driving a 10-year-old Kia but they were just each other's. Now, she was Mr. Brockington's whore and most likely soon to be used by a dozen old guys. She had to tell herself about the $622,450 in their account.
The drive was fairly long and Jack periodically asked Stacy questions about how the copying or cloning process worked, and did she realize they'd use her name? Stacy deflected every question except the one about her name. She explained that it was an acronym and purely coincidental. Otherwise, she shook her head, "Sorry. I signed an NDA. She felt relief and trepidation when they arrived. She was going to find out if their fears were justified or if these men would respect their married status and not want to sample her various charms.
They were shown to a beautiful suite that was at least 4x the size of their apartment. The valet showed them the wet bar and fridge. Then he told them about the spa, workout room, pools, and hot tubs. They suspected he had never been so thorough with any other guest as he might have looked at the things he was pointing out but he looked back at Stacy immediately after.
After he left, John shook his head, "And so it starts. I guarantee you that the concierge couldn't pick me out of a lineup," he sighed.
They unpacked, showered, and changed for the first night's dinner. John felt constricted in his suit. His jaw dropped when Stacy came out of the bedroom. He thought that Stacy would be less constricted but the dress she had on was as tight as could be. She looked like a candy cane or a barber pole in a way. Red satin started at her shoulder, crossed her huge breasts, and then around her lower chest. It continued around barely covering her clam and ass until it wrapped around her left leg leaving her right completely exposed. He expected to see the top of her left nipple and the bottom of the right one but it was strategically placed.
"Holy shit!" he sputtered, "Where in the hell did you get that?" he asked.
Stacy looked down blushing, "I was on the bed with a note. 'Welcome, a gift. Please wear this down to dinner.' I think it's a one-time dress as I had to peel off the backing. It sticks to me like tape," she sighed. She ran her hands down her body, "It's some designer...Jean or Jeanette something."
John turned his wife around and her upper ass crack and lower cheeks were fully exposed. He shook his head as she again faced him. He gently fingered her clam-cleft and sighed, "I can see the top of your clit but I guess that's the whole point. Fuck! OK, let's get down there," he said. He checked his Apple, "We shouldn't be late."
Stacy was a huge hit at dinner. There were 3 large tables and a half dozen men stood as they arrived offering the empty seats next to them. John nodded at the tall man at the far table, "Steve Arnold, CEO. We should probably..."
Stacy nodded at the various suits and their wives as they walked around the table to the far one.
Steve put out his hand to John, "Steve Arnold, welcome. We've heard great things about you and were all so glad you could make this. Is this your wife?" he asked innocently.
John nodded, "Stacy, Stacy Smith. Thank you for the invite," he said looking around, "This place is incredible."
Steve took Stacy's hand and kissed her knuckle, "Pleased to meet you. Your husband is one of our up-and-comers," he smiled. "Please, sit here. I want to get to know you." He looked at John and nodded across the table, "You don't mind if I borrow your wife, do you?"
Stacy carefully sat feeling the cool air on her ass and between her legs. She looked around the table and smiled at the various couples. Some were smiling back at her, others scowled. She couldn't blame the women for feeling threatened or jealous. She was getting too much attention and it was tiring. She was also unused to being among so many people who weren't wearing masks. They might be uncomfortable but they also allow for a bit of anonymity. She felt bare, stripped down, and wondered if she were expected to allow the men to use her. She had a thought that hadn't occurred to her before, what if she disappoints them when these men got her in one of those rooms? She's not a sex goddess, just a person. And why is it that the pressure is on her to please them and not the other way around? Then Steve asked her something.
"I hope you like the dress, my wife Sophia picked it out." He nodded at a beautiful woman with stark blue eyes and a perfectly symmetrical head sitting next to John.
"Oh, I think it's beautiful," she said, "It fits me perfectly. Thank you."
Sophia smiled but her eyes were cold, "I think it suits you," the woman said. Then she turned to John, "Don't you agree?"
John looked at his wife and back at the CEO's wife and nodded, "It does. It does show off her figure," he said lamely.
Sophia nodded, "I'm sure we'll be seeing a lot more of her figure this week. So, what do you do at my husband's company?" she asked sweetly.
Stacy watched the woman and John as a cramp formed in her stomach. All the women hated her...all the men lusted after her. All her life, she just wanted to be left alone but without her hoodies, she was exposed to the world.
Stave patted her right leg, "You know," he said conspiratorily, "We have something in common."
Stacy looked curiously at the man. What on Earth could they have in common?
"Our names. Stacy and Steve. The names DewMe gave to their sex cyborgs," he said.
Stacy laughed, "Oh, this is not something in common, this is the opposite. Your name being assigned to a sex toy gives you a rush but when people see me and hear my name, I feel shame and even fear. Men look at me as if they'd gladly pay the $1,000 fine for misdemeanor non-procreative intercourse. And then," she looks at her mostly bare body, "you men can wear suits while I have to be put on display. I regret ever walking in the front doors of DewMe," she said softly.
Steve nodded, "Sorry. I get it. I suppose if I said that I've slept with over 100 women...I haven't by the way, men and women would look at me with admiration."
Stacy chuckled, "And if I said that I'd slept with over 100 men...come to think of it, I have if you consider my clone, Ultimate Stacy."
Steve smiled, "I've been considering Ultimate Stacy, and after meeting you..."
"You thought of better ways to waste your money?" she asked.
Steve let out a loud laugh causing all conversations to stop and all heads to turn. "No, on the contrary. If I can't have you then knowing the next best thing is out there..."
"Maybe Ultimate Stacy is better...she sure won't have PMS," she chuckled. "I was thinking about how the same observations would be a compliment for a guy and not a woman...and vice versa. I'll give to one, "Wow! You have huge tits!"
Steve chuckled, "I guess 'you have a giant cock' wouldn't work but, Wow! Your clam is so fucking big!" he laughed.
Stacy grinned, "Guys love a big clam. What about, 'You're amazing, I've never seen a guy cum that quickly,'" she grinned.
Steve chuckled, "OK. I get your point. I'm sorry that you have to be the person who was the inspiration for the top-selling sex toy in the world. Did you hear?" he asked, "Last month's sales alone exceeded 2,500 units. I heard they expected to sell no more than 1,000 units over your...I mean the Ultimate Stacy's entire run." He looked at her blonde hair, "And, 2,100 of those were with your hair. Sorry, did I say something wrong?"
Stacy looked briefly shocked. If she and John would realize $600,000 over a run of 650, 2,500 units would pay them about...$2.3 million. 'Holy fuck!' She wanted to pull John aside to tell him. She collected herself and looked at the concerned face, "It's bad enough that there are what, 500 of me out there? Another 2,500 and perhaps another 2,000 next month? I'll have to move to Alaska. One of the Admins where I work said they saw me in a series of holoporns. I wasn't shocked, it was just a matter of time."
Steve nodded, "Skip Alaska, the bars up there all have at least one. The miners and hunters need relief. I hope you are getting some kind of commission," he said, "or they paid you a decent amount up front."
Stacy was about to nod but caught herself, "I'm not allowed to talk about it, NDAs..."
Steve laughed, "Yeah. NDAs. We have everyone sign them, and every company has everyone sign them. Meanwhile, entire floors are dedicated to hackers whose job is to break through competitor's firewalls and get information that is 100x more valuable than their employees talking about their bathroom schedules."
Then, their meals arrived and they focused on eating. When they were done and the dessert plates were removed, Steve stood and held up his glass. "I'd like to thank all the spouses and plus-ones who had their schedules disrupted to come to this getaway. I hope all of you can relax and enjoy yourselves. We'll have a few organized activities but most of the time please make use of the many amenities The Maverick provides." He nodded toward the windows to his left, "Hiking, biking in the forests outside. There are two areas with hot tubs. They are well-marked as one is for those wanting more modesty and the other is clothing forbidden." He looked around and smiled, "And don't forget to book one of the rooms downstairs...enjoy!" he said as he raised his glass.
Stacy looked at John when Steve mentioned the rooms downstairs and he was smiling at her. He knew what those rooms were. Then Steve stood up again.
"Sorry, sorry. I forgot one of the more important announcements. John Smith?" he looked across the table, "Can you please stand up?"
John quit smiling and stood with a nervous look on his face. He looked around at all the eyes on him and back to his CEO.
"John Smith has rated #1 two straight years in customer satisfaction and potential managerial scores." He nodded over at one of the suits. "John, we'd like to present to you the 17th Annual Employee of the Year award. You will also find a generous bonus in your next paycheck."
Ed Farmer came over with a large brass plaque engraved with John's name and held it up for everyone to see.
Stacy stood with a huge grin as did the entire room. She felt a surge of pride for her husband who always worked hard though she had no idea he was that highly rated. John never mentioned anything but he too had signed NDAs.
As John took the plaque and held it nervously, his face beet red, Steve continued.
"Meet our new Director of Customer Relations. I know you never applied but we've been scouting you for the past 4 months and as you have an MBA, you are more than ready to lead. Congratulations, you deserve it," he said.
John looked shocked and all the curious encounters he had that he assumed was because of Stacy started to make sense. This invite now made sense. If they had been scouting him for the past 4 months, it would have been just before the Stacy ads appeared. He smiled and accepted the congratulations. He looked over at his wife who had a huge grin.
When dinner was over, John came over to Stacy. "I told Sophia and a few others we'd do the clothing-forbidden hot tub if you're alright with it," he said, his words slurring slightly.
Stacy chuckled, "Fine...it's fine. I'm almost there anyhow," she said as she swept her hands down her exposed skin.
They returned to their room to get changed...or to strip and put on a robe. Stacy looked at the red spiraling marks on her body and sighed. "I'm taking a hot shower before we do...I look like a walking barber pole."
John wanted to join her but instead lay on the bed looking at the ceiling. He could smell the hot steam and smiled. Stacy would be red all over if the water was that hot, he thought.
He was right. By the time Stacy finished showering her whole body glowed red which reminded him of how she looked during her orgasms. She didn't bother putting on any clothes as she grabbed the robe and slipped it on.
"Ready? You're still dressed and I assumed you'd be all set," she said.
When they got to the hot tub they were amazed at the size. It easily could accommodate all 13 couples. There was even a table in the middle for food and drinks. They smiled at the group as they approached, "Can we get you anything before we climb in? Stacy asked. There were three couples and all shook their heads as they indicated their drinks. They didn't blink as Stacy shrugged off her robe, tossing it on a chair before climbing in.
John felt the usual pang in his stomach as he observed the men openly gawking at his naked wife. But when he pulled off his robe, it was the woman admiring him that made Stacy smile.



They climbed into the roiling hot water and leaned back against the edge across from the other couples. They made introductions that they immediately forgot as more and more couples arrived. Pretty soon there are 13 men and 10 women. Some wives probably preferred to use the more modest hot tub or had other plans. All the men wanted to get naked as long as there were naked women.
Two women looked at each other before wading over to John. They pulled him to his feet, "Couples aren't allowed to monopolize each other, plus this week is all about socializing and getting to know one another," one giggled. Both were in their early to mid-40s looking like they worked out daily. One of the women checked out his muscular ass while the other stroked his cock. He wanted to dip into the roiling water as he got instantly hard.
John looked back at Stacy apologetically but she had been quickly sandwiched between Jack and another man he didn't know. He wanted to catch her eyes but the hand stroking his cock and the woman who was exploring his ass kissed him. He was pushed onto the ledge and soon lost sight of his wife. Then the woman straddled him and ground her bare clam against his cock.
Stacy started to watch her husband but three men quickly waded over to fight over the two spots next to her. She found herself hip to hip with Jack and another older man. Jack put his arm around her casually, his hand draped onto her breast, while the other man stroked her thigh. The third man stopped with a look of disappointment but then stood with his plump cock dangling in front of Stacy's face.
Jack cupped Stacy's heavy breasts, "You'd like to put your cock between these, wouldn't you Larry?" he asked the man who was standing in front of Stacy.
Larry grinned, "Maybe the wife of our new director would be willing to accommodate me later," he said. "I'll go get a drink." He waded out of the tub to get a glass of amber liquid.
They asked Stacy questions about her job, where she worked and other things designed to get her to talk all the while getting to know her wonderful assets. Stacy wanted to see how John was doing but was distracted by the men's groping of her body, plus she could barely see her husband. 'Lucky man,' she thought as three naked women crawled all over him. One was straddling him and was giving a great lap dance as far as she could tell. Good for him, she thought. It made sense to her. If this were a giant spouse-swapping week, John would be the youngest and most virile (as far as she could tell) of the men there.
Jack continued to maul her left tit, while the man on the right lifted her right leg over his and pressed a finger inside her. She still never could figure out how the VPA implant could discern the difference between a penis and a finger...not that she couldn't...given the size of one of her previous boyfriends. Both were fleshy rods. Maybe the implant was able to detect precum...but her thoughts were pulled back to a pair of lips of her left nipple and a second finger pushing inside her pussy. Reflexively she clenched her pelvic muscles since she didn't want anyone but John inside her.
The older man on her right gasped, "Fuck me. Jack, finger her cunnole. I'm not going to say anything...just do it."
Jack lifted his face off the most perfect tit he'd encountered and pushed a finger inside the beautiful woman.
Stacy tried to make her hole so tight he wouldn't be able to enter her and as she did that, the man gasped and grinned at his companion, "Holy fuck, is right. Her cunnole is like a vise," he said in almost a moan.
Stacy hated how they were talking about her as if she were an inanimate sex toy but felt considerable pride that she could impress two men who would have had many women before the Comey Act and more here. Most likely, their wives had gone through menopause and had their implants removed so they were no strangers to a nice vagina. She noticed movement and the three women were pulling John out of the hot tub. He was as hard as she had ever seen him as one of the women stroked him.
The woman stroking John's cock looked at the man who was fingering Stacy's clam, "Honey, since you look like you'll be occupied most of the night, Christie, Alexis, and I are going to give John the reward he deserves. I hope you don't mind," she smiled.
"I'm glad," the man on her right smiled, "Don't hurt him too much. He needs to be alert next Monday when he starts his new job." He turned back to Stacy and smiled, "We might have to let him have a few more days off knowing how horny those 3 are," he chuckled.
John's eyes met Stacy's and he looked like a deer not just caught in the headlights but a deer about to be splattered by a semi. Stacy nodded and mouthed, "Have fun," just before the man stood and stroked his hard cock in front of her face.
John was torn. Three older yet truly beautiful women were pulling him back to one of their rooms. Two of them whispered to him that they'd cleared menopause and he could savor their tight cunnoles. On the other hand, Stacy was between two older men, one with his arm moving as if finger-fucking her while the other was shoving his cock in her face. It wasn't as if they'd never swapped before. They had swapped through SWAEs and WICANs but there was little physical contact. He glanced back one last time as the group headed inside to one of their suites. Thinking about getting to feel his cock slide inside a tight clam drove away his jealous thoughts about Stacy being used by various men.
Stacy was dimly aware that John was going inside with three older women as she was shifted so her ass was out of the water and her face was being pushed onto a hard cock. What was it about men getting hard and it being her responsibility to alleviate their discomfort? She wondered. She dutifully took his entire cock into her throat as she bobbed her head. She knew it was coming, but she still grunted as a finger shoved lube into her ass. Normally a good wife would pull away and protest but she must not be a good wife but a good whore. She parted her legs and lifted her ass as the man pressed his cockhead against her asshole.
John was led into the room by one of the women, the other two following. It was strange walking through public hallways stark naked with not even a mask but they made it without encountering anyone else.
"Fuck! When David told me to reward you, he had no idea you had such a nice cock," the 50ish woman smiled. She dropped to her knees and licked him from his perineum to his peehole. "I'm Amelia, these are my friends Olivia and Emma. We're going to make it hard for you to walk tomorrow," she grinned.
John felt his balls ache eagerly as the other two women came over. One planted a kiss on his lips as she pulled his hand onto her plump breast while the other knelt behind him and buried her face between his ass cheeks. He groaned into the woman's mouth as her two friends sucked and licked his cock and ass.
Stacy soon forgot that John had left as she had a long skinny cock slamming into her ass, a cock buried down her throat, and a cock in each hand.
"Fuck me!" David groaned, "Amelia tries but...wow!" he said. He had two handfuls of hair as he quit trying to be gentle and was now fucking the beautiful blonde's face.
Liam grinned, "I told Emma that she needs to grow her hair out. She asked me why but I just couldn't say. Let's switch," he said as he pulled his cock out of Stacy's ass.
"Hang on, let's rotate clockwise," Lucas said. He was the man being jerked off by Stacy's left hand. "Thank God for the RigorMax they handed out," he grinned. He came around in front of the blonde and sighed happily as the woman sucked him into her mouth. Troy picked up the tube of lube that Liam had laid on Stacy's back and soon was thrusting into the tightest, best-feeling ass he'd ever fucked.
Stacy mentally groaned. RigorMax was 5th generation Cialis that not only lasted over a week but guaranteed erections lasting 12 hours or more. One man put out a holovid of him fucking 12 women over 24 hours...non-stop, cumming inside each of them before popping the little yellow pill which counteracted the effects. If these old men all took the little purple pill she'd be severely damaged.
John was close to cumming when Amelia popped his cock out of her mouth. "Get over here and fuck my wet cunnole while you watch your wife being used," she said.
John's ass cheeks were slick from Emma's long tongue with warring feelings. He hated that Stacy was being fucked but it had been years since he'd been inside a vagina and recalled the two women he'd overheard joking, "Menopause my ass! Men-o-start my engines!" He hadn't understood what they were talking about but then he fully realized how freeing it had to be to have their vaginal implants removed. He stroked his cock as the woman went over to the balcony, putting her hands on the railing and parting her legs.
Amelia looked over her shoulder with a big smile, "OK, stud. Fuck my cunnole and fill me with your hot sperm."
Emma and Olivia both spoke at the same time, "Hey! We want his cum, too!"
Amelia grinned, "Relax. When I kissed him I gave him a little purple pill. I'll give him the yellow one when and only when all of us are satisfied."
It was two days before John and Stacy saw each other. The three women with John were soon reinforced and he lost track of the number of vaginas he came inside. He'd heard of RigorMax and knew of the incredible staying power even after many orgasms but he was unaware of the rapid regeneration of his sperm. Even after 10 or 15 orgasms, he was still dumping large loads into these women's cunnoles.
Stacy was led into the lower level and got to experience her first Faraday room. Men were lining up to get a shot at her tight clam, her ass, and her mouth...usually all three at the same time. She was given breaks to eat and take naps but the 50, 60, and 70-year-old men couldn't get enough of her. Finally, early in the morning on the third day, she passed out and was unaware when the resort staff were called and carried her to her room.
John staggered in just after that and groaned. His wife's body was covered in angry red hand prints and dried cum. She looked worn out as she lay naked on the top of the bed. He got a warm washcloth and cleaned her off as best he could. She didn't wake up even when he rolled her over to do her backside.
They thought that the men and the horny women were done but they were wrong. The next day, they were in the bar chatting and playing various games when they heard the back of the bar go quiet. Stacy turned and gasped. There she was...not her but her. Ultimate Stacy was walking in on the arm of one of the execs, she couldn't remember his name, though, perhaps she never heard it.
James Conroy had been waiting for 3 months to get his hands (literally) on Ultimate Stacy and when he got the alert that she was ready to ship he changed the location to the Maverick. Overnight was a huge added shipping charge but the timing was perfect. He couldn't wait to show off his Ultimate Stacy.
James first went over to some of the other execs before heading over to John and Stacy's table. Steve and two other men were with him, "John, we'd like to borrow your wife. It won't be long, just a few hours. We'll bring her back when we're done, that OK with you?" the older man asked rhetorically.
John wanted to protest, to question where they wanted to take her and what they would be doing but felt powerless. "Um, OK. Sure, have fun. I'll check out the barns. I heard they have horses."
Steve slapped the young associate on the back, "Good man. I knew you were a team player."
Stacy glanced back at her husband while being led out of the lounge. 'They asked John and not me? Why didn't I speak up? Why did John seem so willing? What deal do they have?' She didn't know the where but suspected the why and the what. She found herself walking next to her bald self.
Ultimate Stacy looked over at her and smiled. She put out a hand, "Hi. I'm Stacy and I meet to please you."
Stacy took the clone's hand and was surprised at how warm she felt. Of course, they'd make the femoids warm but it was still a surprise. "Stacy," she said. "You're very beautiful."
The fembot blushed and shook her head, "Thanks but I can't take credit for my looks. I was made this way. I like being pleasing to the eye as much as pleasing you and your friends."
Stacy was again surprised to hear her own voice and how much inflection the fembot had when she spoke.
They climbed into the elevators and Stacy now knew where they were going. After three days of being fucked by all the men in the Faraday rooms she now knew the men wanted to party with both her and her clone.
James went down the hall to the third room and opened the door. Stacy had only been in the first room and saw why they were going into this one, it was at least 4 times the size with three beds. This must be the orgy room, she thought.
"OK," James said, "you all have the app?" he asked looking around. "Good. 1 is Stacy and 2 is US, Ultimate Stacy. Let's get started."
Stacy looked around confused. What is the plan?
Steve shook his head, "Before we start. My wife, Alexis wants to know how good US is at pleasuring a woman. Stacy, would you like to take off your dress and lie back on the bed? Perhaps, let US undress you? I want to see how well she's programmed."
Stacy looked around, eyes wide. She considered telling them to fuck off but the situations of the past 4 months took any fight out of her. She nodded and stepped into the middle of the empty space in front of the gathered men. All 12 men were looking intensely at her as US came over and kissed her. She felt the woman's smooth lips and then her tongue parting her lips. Her clothes were deftly pulled off as she instinctively stroked the other woman's body. Then she knew what she was supposed to do so she unzipped US's dress and pulled away so it would slither to the floor. She unconsciously let out a soft moan that was echoed by US as her breasts were softly stroked before pressing against identically shaped breasts. She had hugged women in the past, had felt their breasts press against her, but this was the first time she could feel hard nipples press against her. The first time a naked woman pressed against her naked body.
Every man had their Apples out videotaping the lesbian sexual act. Stacy was more into it than they thought she would be and after she was stripped of her clothes she undressed US. They all surrounded one of the beds as the naked couple fell onto it before getting into a 69 position.
Stacy had never gone down on another woman before but she liked the taste and the feeling of US's tongue penetrating her clam. This might be something to explore in the future. US's breasts felt similar to her own but somehow different. On the other hand, her ass felt identical.
John impotently watched as his wife and the sex-bot were led out of the room. He was sitting at the same table, observing the wives. He was the only male left wondering why he hadn't been included in their plans for his wife and Ultimate Stacy. An older woman, perhaps 55, came over and sat down.
"Taylor," she said, putting out her hand, "I heard that you're quite the stud. While the men all do whatever they have planned for your wife. Would you like to come back to my room and keep me company?" she asked.
John looked over to the now-empty hallway where Stacy had gone. He turned back, looked appraisingly at the beautiful woman, and smiled, "I'll tell you what, let me buy you a drink to break down whatever resistance you might have. Then when I get you naked you'll forget about your husband while I fuck your married brains out," he smiled.
"Ooooh, I like the sound of that. Paloma, double," she smiled. "I'm getting wet just thinking about it." She waved to a couple of her friends who came over, "I suspect that one woman isn't enough for you, so I hope you're up to the challenge." She opened her palm, offering him a pill.
John would have scoffed at the idea of fucking a group of post-menopausal women but as nice as anal sex was, having a half-dozen women opening their legs and offering him their cunnoles wasn't something he was going to pass up. He downed his drink after Taylor downed hers, took her hand, and headed down the opposite hallway from where his wife went.
John soon forgot about Stacy being used by a dozen men as he felt a half-dozen naked women crawl all over his naked body. Perhaps it was the second dose of RigorMax but his cock felt harder and bigger than ever. Hearing Lexi's loud gasps, apparently, she thought so too.
Stacy also forgot about her husband as US brought her to her third orgasm. US was either programmed to orgasm or was able to, but she also came repeatedly...repeatedly and using her voice, her gasps. 'Damn! She's incredible...but does that mean I am too?' Stacy wondered.
When the men were satisfied that US was a great clam-eater, Steve took charge. "Gentlemen," he smiled, "We're going to have a contest. Dan, get the attendants and ask them to come in here. We'll step out of the room and when we come back, $10,000 to whomever correctly identifies the real Stacy. After every round, we'll all leave and an attendant will swap out the two girls and put them in different positions." He indicated the bedspreads, "he'll cover their heads so we won't be able to tell by Stacy's head of hair or Ultimate Stacy's bald head. For the oral test, you will all be blindfolded and your hands will be tied behind your backs so you won't be able to feel either's head. Got it?"
Stacy wanted to protest...say something but as they'd all fucked her already how would this be any different? She pulled her face from US's clam and rolled off the bed.
US joined her and smiled, "Thanks. You're very beautiful and very skilled, did you know that?" she asked. She ran her hands down Stacy's body, cooing in appreciation.
Stacy laughed as she wiped the woman's juices off her face, "You too. It's interesting to see what I'd look like without hair." She was naked when the attendants came in and didn't bother attempting modesty.
All the men left except for the male attendant and a cute Japanese or Korean girl.
"Ladies. If you would," the young man smiled. 'Holy fuck! It really is the model and the clone!' he thought. His buddies told him they were both here but he didn't believe it. If only he had a spare couple of million. It would be money well spent. He pointed to two of the beds and arranged Stacy on the left and Ultimate Stacy on the right. He took cards marked A and B boldly and placed them next to each beautiful naked woman. His cock was throbbing angrily in his pants as she worked.
After both women were face down, ass up he looked back at his fellow attendant and smiled. He unzipped his pants and stroked his already hard cock even harder. He stepped behind Ultimate Stacy and slid his cock inside her tight clam. The femoid groaned in pleasure. "Oh fuck!" he breathed as he pumped into the slick hole. 'Fuck me, she feels so fucking real!' he thought. Then he went to the real woman and slid right in. Stacy sounded almost identical to the femoid as she groaned. 'Holy fuck! She's just as fucking smooth inside but maybe a bit warmer? Tighter than the femoid...maybe. He wanted to finish but knew there were to be further tests so he reluctantly pulled out and walked around looking at the ceiling and trying to think about the time he had to clean the hot hub after the cosplay get-together.
Steve smiled when the attendant opened the door, "Edward and Fred, you're first. James and Ron, you'll be next. Kim will be just inside the door to get you ready," he chuckled as he looked at the cocks sticking out from the group's waists, "I don't think she'll have to do much. No cheating but write on your card who is on bed A and who's on bed B. You can fuck each cunnole for 30 seconds. Tim here will be watching and timing." The dozen men had all drawn numbers so it was random,



Kim was naked on her knees as the first pair of men came in. She alternated sucking one of their cocks while stroking the other. She didn't like this part of her job but work was hard to come by and at least, The Maverick paid well above minimum wage. Her normal duties were cleaning up the sloppy clams of the women who were brought down here or in many cases letting the men finish in her mouth so as not to mess up the women's cunnoles. Her husband thought she just did maid work here and had no clue she was virtually a cum dump for the clientele.
Stacy felt both humiliation and excitement as she overtly exposed her swollen clam and asshole to men she couldn't even see. They'd be fucking her...assessing her and rating if she were as good as the over-a-million-dollar femoid. "Ooooh, fuck!" she gasped as one of the men's cocks slid deep inside her. US said almost the same thing as her clam was opened up. It was strange hearing her voice across the gap between beds. She started to count the seconds wondering how long each man would be assessing her vagina but it felt so good she lost track after 13 seconds.
Six pairs of men came into the room and checked out each cunnole. All were stumped as to which was the real woman and which was the femoid. Their clams swelled the same and were just as sopping by the time the sixth pair came in. Stacy didn't know how US was doing but she was getting close over and over to orgasming. She wondered if that would be OK for the challenge or if that might give it away. On the other hand, she could hear DS's moans getting louder as she received more cocks in her tight hole. Did they program US with pleasure sensors? That would be incredible if they did.
After the cunnole test, Steve gave the cards to the attendant keeping score. "This next test is oral. Both our girls will be sitting on the bed. Tim will blindfold you and tie your wrists behind your back. After Kim gets you ready, you'll be led over to the girls. Let's do two minutes each. Let the sucking begin," he grinned.
Stacy watched the men as they came in. She'd never been in a situation like this, blindfolded naked men with their hard cocks bouncing freely while she could unabashedly admire them. She looked over at US who was wetting her lips, her eyes glued to the throbbing members. Was she programmed to lust after cock? How much was real and how much codded? She stopped considering the clone as she was presented with her first cock. She found that she wanted to outdo her rival so she took as much as she could down her throat while playing with his heavy balls. She liked that her man was grunting more loudly than DS's.
Then Tim called 'Time,' and she groaned as the fat cock slithered out of her mouth. But just a few seconds later, she had the 2nd man's cock. She repeated the same deep-throating and ball-stroking and when Tim called 'Time,' again, she swore the man was within seconds of cumming.
She thought that her jaw would ache after sucking 12 cocks but perhaps they weren't that huge or she had periodic breaks but she felt fine. She didn't have time to think about it as they were led over to the beds.
"OK, the last test is anal. Here are your cards and please use the lube on the table. Oh, Tim, if you could please get their asses ready...you know, maybe fuck each of them for a couple of minutes each so they'd be loosened up?"
Tim went into the room and told the two naked women to kneel on the floor, their chests pressed into the mattresses, their knees spread wide. He thought about swapping their beds but decided it didn't matter...anyhow, the men would assume he did so this would make the challenge tougher. He draped the covers over their heads and upper torsos before preparing their asses. He took the lube and fingered gel into each of their holes. He loved his job. He prepared his cock and went to Stacy first, "Relax. I need to get your ass ready so they don't hurt you. They'll be just shoving their cocks inside you," he said softly. Stacy nodded her understanding.
Stacy never had issues with John or any other man fucking her ass. She got top grades in the Sex Ed class for relaxing her sphincter. Her teacher would use her as an example of the modern woman. "Ooooohhhh, yesss," she moaned as the attendant pushed inside her ass. The man did have a nice cock, fat and curved...and larger than any of the older men. He fucked her for a minute or two before slapping her on the ass and going over to US. She heard Ultimate Stacy let out a long hiss as the man opened her anus up. She too, apparently was able to relax her sphincter easily.
Tim's balls ached but it wouldn't do to cream one of the women so he reluctantly pulled out and grabbed one of the towels and cleaned his throbbing cock. He looked back at the two creamy asses and shook his head before opening the door.
"OK, we'll be checking our their asses and I think it would be better to do a minute each, don't you think?" Steve said. "Two minutes and, well, let's say that Kim will have added tasks," Steve chuckled. "Will and Fred, you're first up. We'll see you in two minutes. Have fun!" he smiled as the men pushed past him eagerly.
Stacy and US both let out pleasured grunts when each man shoved his cock into the tight rectum. They both knew that this would be the final test and both were a lot more aggressive than when fucking their cunnoles or their mouths. The room echoed with the slapping of flesh against flesh when Tim again called, "Time."
Even though Stacy was used to anal sex, her ass was sore by the time the 12th man pulled out. Maybe it was the variety of shapes and sizes or the men's urgency but she was glad when it was over. Tim and Kim helped them clean up and get dressed after the last pair left.
Steve looked at the cards and grinned, "This works out. Jerry and Ed, you both were the only ones with perfect scores. As a reward, you both can enjoy Stacy and Ultimate Stacy tonight in room 4. There are two king beds, a sex swing, and a rack if you're into tying up your partner. Have fun and we'll see you at breakfast."
Stacy stood when the door opened relieved it was over and she'd be able to spend time with John. Two men came in, putting out a hand to each woman.
"I'm Jerry, this is Ed and we're going to have fun tonight." Without another word, both women were led out into the hallway and the next room.
"Wait, I thought it was done. What...?" Stacy shuddered when she saw the wall with shackles, a table shaped like a large X, a swing hanging by chains in the corner, and two king beds.
"You won't find your husband back in your room, He's fucking my wife and most of the others. We won you for the night...you and Ultimate Stacy. Don't worry, we'll be gentle with you," Jerry chuckled.
Stacy heard Ed mutter, "Not!" as she and US were guided into the room. When she heard the lock latch, she knew her opportunity to protest was gone.
Both men went over and swallowed the familiar pills before turning and looking at the beautiful naked women. Ed spoke first, "Since John will be my direct report, I'm going to get to know his wife better if that's OK with you," he smiled.
John was on his back, a 60-year-old woman bouncing on his cock, another woman straddling his face when he heard the bedroom door open. He couldn't see the man but recognized the voice. It was the CEO, Steve Arnold.
"Sophia, when you're done, would you join me in the bar? Oh, and tell John that his wife won't be making it back to their room tonight. She has another engagement."
John wanted to push the women off his face and cock but neither woman was a lightweight. He wanted to scream as he imagined what the CEO meant by 'another engagement.' He had already cum twice and could not get over the powerful drug that allowed him to stay hard for hours. He loved the feeling of his cock sliding into these wet cunnoles but wondered how they would compare to his wife's. He grabbed handfuls of saggy tits hoping the woman on his face would soon cum.
Stacy was on her stomach tied to the X-shaped table while Ed alternated between her ass and cunnole. US was bent over sucking Ed's cock with her ass pushed against Stacy's face. She had no choice but to probe her clone's asshole as she was helpless to move. This was going to be a long night, she thought. Ed wasn't kidding when he added the word 'Not,' when Jerry said they'd be gentle. This man had to have unresolved anger issues.
* * *
It was a long night for both John and Stacy. The older wives were insatiable and he staggered out of Taylor's room in time to shower and get breakfast. Stacy was already in the dining room surrounded by men. She had dark circles under her eyes and her lips looked puffy as if bruised.
Stacy's lips were abused as the two men insisted on cumming in her mouth or in US's cunnole and ordering Stacy to clean the femoid out.. She didn't have a huge appetite even after expending so much energy fucking and sucking as she swallowed gobs of fluids. It also made her wonder if US's lips felt bruised. She saw John come in but was trapped between two men. Her husband looked over before heading to an empty table. He flashed a look of sadness but the way he walked suggested he was as fucked out as she was. At least, they'd be heading home after breakfast and no more free use of her body.
John hated how this week had gone. He wondered if the award and promotion were due to his incredible work or his wife. He always knew Stacy was spectacularly beautiful and men openly or subtly ogled her but he never thought anything like this would happen. It was illogical to assume he got the promotion because the men wanted to fuck his wife...wasn't it? Then, there was the timing. 4 months ago, they never would have known who she was. This was too much to think about. He got his breakfast and sat with a few of the executives.
At first, they stopped whatever conversation they were having but after five minutes, Tim grinned and looked at him, "So, I hear from Jennifer that you got her off 3 times. Amazing. The best I've ever been able to get her off is twice and that was because I went down on her."
John almost choked on his eggs, "Um, sorry. Your wife told you that?"
One of the other men laughed, "All our wives raved about how incredible your stamina was and how many times they came. I'm so glad and we all want to thank you. I mean, had you not been here while we were all fucking your wife and her incredible femoid, we'd be sleeping in the garage for the next week." He nodded at the others who all agreed. "I'd like to invite both of you back next year...you've turned out to be a true asset to the company." He then looked at Stacy who was heading over to refill her plate, "Your wife...fuck! Your wife is amazing...tightest cunnole I've ever felt, orgasmic...super orgasmic, and holy crap, could suck a man dry in minutes."
John was clenching his fists but felt powerless to do or say anything. The 6 men all nodded in agreement and it wasn't as if he didn't already know Stacy had been used by them. Then he listened as they discussed how she and US, apparently Ultimate Stacy was now called US, ate each other out after every man came inside them. John had no idea that Stacy was into women or maybe she liked being able to go down on herself.
He tried to tune out the men and concentrate on eating but it was tough listening to them compare the two women's assets. Who was tighter, had the best ass, tits, clam... It seemed that Stacy was nothing more than a collection of holes put on Earth to pleasure men. It angered him and he distracted himself thinking about the royalties and how soon they could retire and live off them.
Stacy looked over at John's table and felt like fleeing. Her husband was the only one not looking over at her and not at her eyes. She felt she could read their thoughts and none was paternal. All these men could be her father or even grandfather and all had shoved their drug-enhanced cocks in her mouth, vagina, and ass without even asking. Did John know this was going to turn out like this? Did he make a deal to get a promotion in exchange for allowing these old men to use her? She wanted to ask him but she better wait so she didn't sound angry or accusatory...and it wasn't as if she protested, even once. She envisioned the conversation, Sorry, I signed an NDA...fucking NDAs! She turned her attention back to Ed (or was it Larry?) who was stroking her thigh higher up her leg than was publicly appropriate.
Even though both John and Stacy wanted to know what the other had been doing or was being done to them over the past two days they were silent as they packed their things. John was dying to know how many men fucked her, and if they were any good. How was vaginal sex...how were they compared to him? For no logical reason, he calculated the total ages of the men who fucked her came to over 800 years...but then he realized that would be close to the total ages of the women he fucked. But he couldn't even look his wife in the eyes as he just fucked a dozen older women over and over. He unconsciously felt the pills in his pocket wondering how Stacy might react if he took one.
Stacy carefully folded clothes she never had a chance to wear before placing them in her suitcase. She replayed the multitude of hard cocks that she allowed inside her. Why had she not once protested? Even US told the men that she couldn't take any more but then eagerly opened her legs. Then she wondered how many women her husband fucked and if he was grinning the entire time?
The only way they could have been any quieter would have been when they were sleeping, and even then, it might have been louder. All week, both of them had anticipated enjoying each other but both had never felt more sore between their legs. Stacy's clam felt raw, chafed, and bruised. Her ass stung so much she wondered if she were permanently damaged.
John's balls ached painfully, so badly that he had to wear his boxers as loosely as possible. His cock had to be severely bruised as half the women ground their clams against his hard shaft as if attempting to detach it. It would be days before he and Stacy were again intimate and even then, how would it be?
It was a surreal scene when all the couples left to get into their cars. The women were drawn to John ignoring Stacy as they hugged and said their goodbyes. The men all pulled the tall blonde close, their hands stroking her back and ass before heading to their cars.
The drive home was as silent as the room at the lodge and both headed for their private study or office after putting away their things from the trip. At least they slept in the same bed for almost the entire weekend, but nothing more than hugs. A week of almost non-stop fucking, little or no sleep and dozens (hundreds?) of orgasms left both feeling drained.
Monday morning, John finally broke the silence. "Fuck! I'm sorry...really sorry. I never thought that..."
Stacy sat down across from her husband holding her coffee, "Garbage. You thought of nothing but that before we went. I'm sure you knew beforehand that they'd...I guess I knew also and agreed," she shook her head sadly. "I never thought it would go as far as it did, be such a..."
"...marathon fuck session?" John replied softly. "Let's never discuss it. I have questions and I'm sure you do too but I don't think I could take it knowing exactly what you did with those guys," John said while looking down into his cup.
Stacy nodded, "Let's get back to our lives. I saw another $800 thousand deposited in our account."
John looked up, "Seriously? That puts us at $1.4 million?"
Stacy shook her head, "$1.5 but brace yourself, I figure we'll be paying over $500 K in taxes."
John grinned, "You're thinking so middle class. The tax rate for those making over a million a year is a flat 5%. We'll be fine. When did the deposit come in?"
"Thursday. I didn't expect a deposit for another two weeks. They've been monthly but this was just 2 weeks after the $600,000 deposit. I wonder if there will be another in a couple of weeks...this is exciting. In a couple of months, we could retire and go somewhere."
John nodded, smiling as he finally looked at his beautiful wife. "I said we'd never talk about this past week, but I missed you. I thought about you the..." he trailed off.
"...the entire time you were fucking another woman," Stacy finished, "I'll bet you were thrilled to be with hairless women...and having actual vaginal sex."
John shook his head, "Your hair was one of the things I missed most. I love how it tickles my face, my neck..."
"...your stomach, your thighs, your cock..." she grinned.
John laughed, "And that. Exactly that, but I also love how it frames your face and makes your blue eyes seem even bluer."
Stacy got up, came around the table, and hugged her husband for the first time in days. "I love you so much. Let's both quit our jobs and make a go of it with the royalties," she said.
John sighed, "Tempting, very tempting but I get nervous whenever the DOW gets near a milestone. Remember how it hit 90,000 before plummeting back to 78,000? It's at 99,932 as of last Friday's close. I fear cashing out now will be a mistake."
Stacy sighed, "OK, but dreading Brockington today." She stopped before saying more, "I mean, he's probably left all the work for me to do."
John nodded. "I don't want to know but I want to..." he groaned, "I can't stop wondering, imagining you and..."
Stacy looked at the time and shook her head, "We'll get past this. A few more months." She put her coffee cup in the sink, "I need to get going."
John stood and hugged his wife before they headed to their respective jobs.
Stacy's routine commute was broken by a strange sight. She saw two women with what she assumed were wigs. Long, golden blonde wigs. Both were on the street with smug looks on their faces as they strode proudly.
Stacy got off the elevator and stopped. Lexi was sitting at her desk arranging a pair of framed pictures. "Um, hey Lexi. I'm back this week..."
The previous admin stood and shook her head, "Brockington is pissed. All your crap is up on the 82nd floor. Walter Atkins came down last Wednesday looking for you. He told Mr. Brockington that you're being reassigned. You're Atkins' admin now," she said bitterly.
"Lexi..." Stacy started to say.
"Stow it. I don't want to hear it anymore than the men here want to hear anything you say...unless it's, 'fuck me, please fuck me.' Now, leave before I say something I might regret."
Stacy stepped back in shock. Was that what the women at her company thought her only value was? She fought back tears as she numbly strode to the bank of elevators. As she waited for one, she turned to Lexi, "You can think the worst of me but I never asked for any of this." She glared at the woman before stepping into the elevator and pressing 82.
When the elevator door opened, Stacy gasped. She thought going from the lower levels to the management floor was an upgrade. This was on a whole other level. The walnut-paneled walls were lined with what looked like original works of art. There were tall ficus trees in the corners and it smelled like money. Were the fixtures brass or gold...they looked to be gold. A beautiful tall woman stood from behind the huge desk and scowled.
"You must be Stacy. Figures. Mr. Atkins must have a new fetish," she said bitterly, glaring at her long blonde tresses. Before Stacy could think of something to say, the woman continued, "I have all the creds you'll need to access Mr. Atkins' mail, schedule, and all other things right here. I'm sure if you are being assigned to the CEO, you already know everything." She picked up a box and pushed by the stunned blonde. After pressing the down button, the woman said without turning, "If you have questions, just fuck off and deal with them" she said quietly before stepping into the cab.



Stacy's jaw dropped as the doors closed on the woman. "Sorry. Emylyn was not one to make a good first impression," an older man's voice said.
Stacy turned and saw the gentleman who had stopped her and Mr. Brockington the other night. "Um, I'm...I never applied..." she sputtered.
Walter Atkins chuckled, "No, no, you didn't Do you want to be my Admin? I didn't ask but I figured you'd like a promotion. Does an additional $100,000 interest you? Plus, I'm not a tough guy to work for."
Stacy looked at the older man and wondered if he'd demand the same benefits that Mr. Brockington did. She nodded, "Sorry. This is just strange. A few months ago, I was down in the hive on the phones. Now I'm..." She looked around at the plush surroundings.
Walter chuckled, "I can imagine. I'll tell you what. Go home, paid, of course, and talk it over with your husband. John, is it? I'm not going to kidnap you or force you to do anything you don't want to do."
Stacy shook her head and put her purse on the desk, "No. No, I'm fine. If working here has taught me anything, it's to learn to adapt."
Walter's smile was genuine, "Good. I'm glad. When I met you outside the other day, you impressed me with your poise. I'm sorry for my colleagues. They...never mind. Let's get you settled. Get your stuff put away and come into my office. I'll clear my next couple of hours since Emylyn didn't exactly do a knowledge transfer."
Stacy felt her stomach tighten when the man left the outer office and she was alone. Her ass and clam still ached from the non-stop fucking over the past week. It was funny...OK, not funny, but strange that John complained of the same thing. Not his ass but his cock was painfully bruised and he said it felt as if people took turns kicking him in the balls. Now Walter Atkin will expect her to what? Suck his cock? Bend over his desk so he can fuck her ass?" She looked at the boxes of her crap and sighed. She decided not to put off the inevitable and knocked softly on the CEO's door.
Walter Atkins stood as the beautiful blonde came in. His colleagues teased him about grabbing the hottest women in the corporation, but that wasn't why he did it. James Brockington's department had fewer issues, better efficiency, and higher employee satisfaction after Stacy Smith took over as his EA. His queries returned much the same theme, Stacy made sure every email, every call, and every contact was followed up on and often went out of her way to seek assistance from other departments. He suspected she had been hired for other reasons and could understand those reasons. "Come in, sit. Coffee?" he asked as he went over to the cadenza.
Stacy laughed, "Isn't that my job? I mean..."
Walter shook his head, "There are too many other things I need you to do. I'm a grown man. I'll be getting my own coffee. Black? Cream...sugar?" he asked.
"Black, please," Stacy said nervously. What other things? She accepted the cup and after Mr. Atkins reseated himself behind his desk, she took the comfortable padded chair in front.
"Relax. I'm not going to eat you," Walter smiled, "There are myriad things I require of you. First, I'll need you to screen all calls, emails, etc...you get the drift. I'll need you to manage my calendar." He went on to list various tasks and Stacy jotted all of them down on her tablet. She waited for any of the various euphemisms for sex, 'Stress relief,' or 'take a break,' or 'put my feet up,' or other innocent-sounding phrases that inevitably ended up with Stacy taking a load of cum in her ass or her mouth.
Walter finished and sat back, "I know it's a lot but can you handle all this?" he asked.
Stacy nodded, "I'm sure I can...." She looked uncertain.
Walter leaned forward, "Don't say anything if it makes you uncomfortable but were there certain tasks...chores that you were required..."
Stacy shook her head, "Sir. It would be inappropriate to reveal or discuss what...we..."
Walter stopped the girl, "Relax. I'm not asking you to air anyone's dirty laundry but I'm not oblivious to how the women here are treated. Let's just say that while you are my Admin you will never be asked to do anything not in the basic job description. Do I make myself clear?" He thought back to the angry looks on Bill's and Jack's faces when he told them he was promoting Stacy but simply as his Admin. They both said it was a waste of company resources and could be used to close deals, assist in mergers and acquisitions, and mollify disgruntled employees. "After all," Bill pointed out, "she must realize the #1 selling sexbot is modeled after her...not just her body but her obvious sex drive. I heard all the moans, groans, and orgasmic cries were recorded."
Stacy's eyes teared up. "Really? I can't say anything but I'd like to be appreciated for the work I do and not..." she blushed.
Walter nodded, "I know. I'm sure when you went to DewMe you never thought anyone would ever find out," he sighed, "Strange how things turn out. Do you have what you need? I freed up the entire two hours and we have another 30 minutes if you have questions," he smiled.
"No, I'm good. I'll leave you and get settled. I'll let you know what you have for the rest of the day," she stood up. "I want to thank you," she turned back to look at the man.
Walter smiled and nodded. He was happily married and even though his wife thought he could use the periodic distractions from the stress of running a company, he wasn't about to take advantage of a girl half his age. He knew from the conversations in the hallways and at lunch that all the other execs used their Admins for periodic relief...often even traveling with them. 'What has the world come to?' he wondered. His daughter worked over at McLandry's and when he gently broached the subject, he gently slapped his arm. "Daddy! You know I cannot talk about work and even if my boss wants to let off stress periodically, it's not hurting anyone."
Stacy found the man to be true to his word, though she was often approached by other men on the same floor. Nothing overt but she would never have to brown bag it anymore (She wondered where that phrase came from. She had a cloth cooler that kept her food fresh...it wasn't brown) if she were to take the men up on their offers. Some even offered to give her a ride back to her apartment in their stretch hover-limos and perhaps dinner on the way.
She also found something else. Along with the welcome deposit from the sales of Ultimate Stacy, there was another, albeit smaller deposit. She called her contact at DewMe and was told that the new line of blonde wigs based on Stacy's head of hair was selling like hotcakes (Another curious anachronism, hotcakes. She was determined to find out what they were). She'd seen many women with her long blonde tresses but assumed they were simply copies and not exact duplicates.
* * *
John was in his new office when Steve Arnold peered in, "John, next month we're booking the Maverick again. 21st to the 28th. We'd like you and your wife to join us. Not sure if she can get away but we enjoyed having you both last time."
John chuckled, "You mean, you want Stacy to go."
Steve shook his head, "Yes and no. Lexi asked if you were going this time. I think you made a strong impression on the wives. Anyhow, it's been a half year and we have it booked every 6 months...love to have you both, really"
John looked at the calendar, had it been 6 months? "I'll ask Stacy but it's tough for her to get away. She's Admin to the CEO now," he said. He didn't want to say what he hoped...that Stacy wouldn't be available. They never talked about the week except for brief references but what if she loved getting gangbanged? More than once, he wished she had never gone to DewMe. She had never signed that deal. Sure, their savings were in the millions but they weren't touching any of it until they had enough to get away. John looked at Steve who was still there, "I'm sure if we can, we'll be there. We both enjoyed it."
"Fingers crossed. I enjoyed that week more than any of the other times we all went. I shouldn't say this but you scored big time when you met Stacy. She's an amazing woman," Steve said. "Well, I'll let you get back to your work. Talk to your wife and let me know so I know how many rooms to book."
John looked thoughtfully at the man's back as he left. Multiple times over the past 6 months, Stacy had gone on trips with her CEO. He never asked, never wanted to know but were there visits to places like the Maverick? His stomach hurt whenever he thought about it. Of course, he's fucking her. Maybe not in a Faraday room but there would be hotel rooms. He'd be a fool not to but Stacy never once indicated anything was happening.
That night, John mentioned the invite to Maverick Ranch. He studied her face hoping she didn't look excited about the prospects and was relieved when she frowned.
"Do we have to?" she quickly responded, "I mean...I didn't...did you like it? Getting to screw all those women?"
John smiled with relief as he shook his head, "At first, it was great but...I don't want to ever do that again," he said. "Also, I never want to see the men leering at you and leading you out somewhere so they can..."
"...fuck the shit out of me?" Stacy sighed, "I felt the same way. I hated how those women were all over you, and what might have been enjoyable was a literal pain in the ass," she said softly. "I'll find something at work. I'm sure Mr. Atkins can't spare me that week."
A week later, both were on their tablets at breakfast. John looked up from his, "We reached our goal," he smiled, "$22 million, you can retire...we can retire and move to Wyoming or Alaska or someplace." He looked across the table at his wife. She wasn't smiling, she looked thoughtful. "You no longer want to retire?"
Stacy shook her head, "No...I do, but...Hell! I like my job. I like working for Mr. Atkins. He's a good man."
John never asked if she were giving her boss periodic relief as she always said the same thing. He looked curiously at her and asked, "Please don't tell me that you've..."
Stacy laughed, "Tell you what? No, that's absurd. I cannot tell you anything and I appreciate that you never asked but my daily tasks don't involve...the same things that Mr. Brockington had me doing. And, what your bosses had me doing at Maverick Ranch. OK, I already said a lot more than I'm allowed to."
John looked shocked. He just assumed that all men took advantage of their EAs, especially those higher on the org chart. That the CEO was strictly business had to be miraculous. No wonder Stacy stopped asking where they stood financially.
"I saw a listing over at Clinton Towers. Over 2,000 square feet, underground parking, and an open space across the street. Only $55,000 per month," she said softly. We could have an office, a dining room, and even a bedroom."
John smiled, "I've been admiring that place. OK, let's go look at it. Since we're on the subject, I saw a listing for a used Audi H8. Very few miles and half what new ones go for," he said uncertainly.
Stacy chuckled, "We have the money. Let's do it. The Kia is pretty much worn out. I like my job and I think you like yours. Do we still need to go off the grid?"
"I guess not. I am a lot happier with my position. And you also seem a lot happier. Who would have thought just a year ago that we'd have the means to retire yet not the desire? And, outside of work, I've seen you get a lot less attention. I estimate a good 10% of the women out there are wearing your hair now so you no longer stand out."
Stacy noticed the same thing. Thousands, maybe millions of women were wearing wigs now...and not just any color wig. They were at least 90% long straight blonde hair, exactly like Stacy's. She wasn't about to complain as they were getting royalties from the sales, she was no longer approached by strange men, and she felt a bit more anonymous. She wanted to tell John that her boss was a perfect gentleman, never once suggesting anything sexual...unlike every other white male on the upper floors.
She thought about telling Walter as he'd put a stop to it but being propositioned was so much a part of her life she wondered how it would feel to be left alone. Then she stifled a smile as she considered some of the offers. She could have easily come up with the money for a new Audi H8 had she accepted just half of them. She sighed, "Let's look at the apartment."
Later that week, Stacy was at her desk outside Walter's office when she saw Derek Moore and Jack Lawson turn the corner. She stood as they approached preparing to explain that Mr. Atkins was in a meeting, but their eyes were on hers.
"Ms. Smith?" Derek asked. "Do you have a few minutes to talk?"
Stacy's stomach lurched. Was she in trouble? What was the issue? Both men were in HR, and both managed teams that dealt with issues, rarely getting involved themselves. "Um," she looked at her screen, "I do. What did I do?" she asked nervously.
Jack chuckled, "Sorry. My friend here is always serious. You've done nothing, at least nothing requiring anything like this. No, we want to hear about your job working for James Brockington," he said. He looked over to the chairs by the window, "Can we sit?"
Stacy nodded and followed the men over. She was prepared to ignore being ogled, but neither man looked anywhere but at her face. She sat gingerly, careful not to flash them but as she was allowed to dress more casually, more comfortably, and wear undergarments there was little to do. "OK, so I'm not in trouble, what can I do for you?" she asked. "It feels like being called into the principal's office," she tried to smile.
Derek smiled back, "We get that a lot." He opened his tablet and swept his finger across it before handing it to Stacy. "Do you know this man?"
Stacy's stomach lurched again as she saw the tall blond man she'd been told to fuck. Daryl Michaels. She nodded and then handed back the tablet, "Daryl Michaels. He is the account rep for a telecommunications vendor. Not sure which one. I met him once...for dinner," she said. She was praying they wouldn't ask if it were just dinner or if there was more. She signed NDAs, but those applied to revealing any information outside of the building, not inside.
"Dinner and...?" Jack asked. "Please, again. You are not in trouble. We want to know what was discussed at dinner, promises made, commitments...you know, those types of things. Please be completely honest with us. It will really help the company."
Stacy looked at her hands, "There was more than dinner. Mr. Brockington told me to..." She looked embarrassed.
"What did he tell you to do?" Jack asked softly. "Like I said, you are not in trouble. We just want to confirm what Mr. Drake is claiming."
Stacy sighed, "Mr. Brockington told me to make Daryl happy...sexually. He left us alone in the back room of the restaurant...do I have to go into details?" she pleaded.
Derek shook his head, "Just tell us what James told you to do and what Mr. Drake did with you...to you."
"Mr. Brockington told me to please him, the same way he used me in his office. I had to suck his cock before letting him fuck my ass. Then, when he was done he told me I was going to be part of the quarterly review of the contract at a club...The Granite Club where he'd want more than my ass and mouth," she blushed. "I hate telling anyone these things. I feel like such a whore," she said as tears welled in her eyes.
Jack pulled a pack of tissues from his pocket and handed them to the beautiful blonde. "You might feel that way but from what we've discovered, it wasn't by choice," he said softly. "When was the last time you talked to Mr. Brockington?" he asked.
Stacy was surprised at the change in the conversation but thought back, "Three weeks ago...I think, in the cafeteria. He mentioned he was getting together with Daryl and asked me to join them."
"Did he say why?" Derek asked.
Stacy nodded, "The quarterly review with the telecom company. He wasn't explicit but he told me my being there would save the company millions of dollars."
Derek and Jack looked at each other and Jack nodded. "OK, I think we heard enough. Daryl Michaels is suing the company for breach of contract. He named James Brockington and you. He is suing us for $10 million for failure to deliver on promises made. I'm guessing one of those promises was...?"
Stacy nodded, "I was supposed to be sneaked in the back door of the Granite Club, where, I was told, are Faraday rooms. You can guess for what," she said softly. "But how can he sue? Wouldn't it be his word against Mr. Brockington's? Couldn't the company say that these were undocumented negotiations, so we're not contractually obligated to fulfill...certain promises made?"
"Normally, yes. But your idiot boss holo-taped the entire encounter. On top of that, Mr. Drake has an audio recording of the entire evening. Perhaps, we could have argued his claims had been falsified, but with two recordings corroborating each other..." Derek sighed.
Stacy gasped, "Wait. Am I on tape? You've seen...?"
The men nodded, "We've seen, as have the legal staff. I'm afraid this tape will also be put into evidence if it comes to a trial."
Stacy put her head in her hands. She wanted to melt into the floor and disappear. She looked up, "Please tell me my husband will never find out, this would kill him."
The men looked at each other, "I don't see why he would find out. If this were to go to trial, we'd ask for closed proceedings so no one but the necessary few would see it," Jack said. "Look. I suspect you've gone through a lot in the past 6 months, and I feel for you. But from what I've seen, you're tough. We investigated why you never succumbed to societal pressure to shave your head, and," he looked at his partner, "I'm sorry about your mother. Then, you were offered a modeling opportunity and must have been shocked to see they cloned you...not just your various assets," he said, finally looking at her figure.
Derek added, "We checked your performance reviews and we're impressed, so I can see how you've had to overcome certain expectations," he said as he checked out her figure. She wasn't dressed nearly as provocatively as many of the women in the company, but there was no hiding her curves. "Look, I know reliving this makes you uncomfortable, and that's exactly why we're coming to you. There have been 22 complaints from the Customer Relations group concerning your former boss. We suspect these 22 are the tip of the iceberg. Interestingly, there was not a single complaint issued during your tenure as his Admin, but there were quite a few before you were hired on and more soon after you left," he said with a curious look at the woman.
Stacy felt the unsaid question, 'Were you that good at sexually gratifying him? Did you make yourself available every day? Or, were you just that good?' She didn't know and didn't say anything.
Derek stood, followed by Jack. "I guess that's all we have for now, but rest assured that James Brockington is being escorted out. I know that doesn't change the past and how you were treated, but at least you won't see him in the halls or the cafeteria. Plus, you're off the hook to do the quarterly reviews with Mr. Drake," he finished.
"Unless you want to," Jack smiled. "Kidding...though it might make him drop his lawsuit."
"He's joking," Derek said, "Let's go. Thank you for your time, Ms. Smith."
"Wait," Stacy said, "It's Stacy...um, I signed NDAs and I'm not allowed to ever say anything outside of here, but in the off chance this gets out, I'd like John to know beforehand. Can I tell him about..."
"Tell him about James Brockington and Mr. Drake?" Derek asked. He looked at Jack, and they both shrugged and looked back, "Let me ask you this, would this put our company at risk, I mean, would your husband want to sue?"



Stacy shook her head, "No. I am 100% sure he'd be unhappy, but he knows how the world works. It's giving me ulcers keeping things from him."
Derek nodded, "I get it. Everything that goes on here stays here, but sometimes...go for it. I'd prefer that you not get ulcers." He looked past her at the CEO's door, "Can I ask...?"
Stacy smiled, "The man is like my grandfather, never a hint of anything, he's strictly business."
"Good. I've always admired him. Again, thank you for your time, Stacy."
Stacy felt relief wash through her. She wasn't sure if it were that Mr. Brockington was gone, that she would never be called upon for 'quarterly reviews,' or that she could tell John everything, but she felt as if a weight were pulled off her shoulders.
That night, she poured John his favorite drink and sat him down. He sat and listened, periodically expressing his emotions on his face but saying nothing until she was done. He smiled when she told him Mr. Atkins was all business and would never ask her to do anything. He smiled even more when he heard that James Brockington was escorted out of the building.
When she was done, she studied her husband's face, "I'm sorry. I'm sorry I didn't tell him to fuck off. I could have found another job somewhere else," she sighed. "I hope you aren't disappointed in me. I never wanted to violate our vows, but I felt at the time like I had no choice."
John shook his head, "It's the same where I work. My first talk with Sarah, I just finished giving her my expectations, and she asked, 'And?' I asked her, '...and what?' She was blunt when she told me, 'My last two managers both expected daily blowjobs or for me to bend over the desk. Which do you prefer? Or do you want both?' That's what she said, almost as if she were asking how I like my coffee," John sputtered. "When I told her neither, she shook her head and said, 'I've heard that before. Just say the word when you change your mind. My husband told me to do what it takes to keep this job, so you don't need to worry about that.'"
Stacy shook her head, "She's right. Give any man power over his reports and he'll 'leverage his asset.' I'm surprised you haven't been tempted, Sarah's really quite cute," she smiled. "She was letting the hair on her head grow, the last time I saw her. I know you love redheads."
John chuckled, "Oh, trust me. I've been tempted, but I know what I have at home."
Stacy stood, took his hand, "Speaking of what you have at home, it's been at least 24 hours since I've leveraged your cock."
John might have been jealous that Stacy gave herself to her boss and a vendor, but he was hard as a rock by the time he stripped off his clothes.
Stacy was right behind him, happy to see his cock pointing at the ceiling. 'Is he excited to see me naked? To have sex? Or, did hearing about other men using my body excite him?' she wondered. 'One way to tell, if we do the usual 69 followed by me on my hands and knees,' she thought. 'Or, if he asks me to suck him hard and then bends me over.' She was surprised when John kissed his way down her body, spending more time than he normally did with his tongue pleasuring her clam. At first, she lay back waiting for John to get her aroused enough to enjoy being flipped over for anal, but he showed no sign of letting up. He wanted her to cum. This wasn't rare, but it was far from the norm.
John fingered his wife's clam wondering how many cocks had been where his finger was since they had their one night together. He hated thinking about it, hated how it sent more blood into his cock. Why would the thought of his wife being unfaithful excite him, while also causing an ache in his stomach?
Stacy was getting closer to cumming and held her husband's face between her legs. She was grateful to Mr. Atkins that he wasn't interested in using her body for 'stress relief' as James Brockington called it. The disgust she initially felt being used was suddenly arousing. As John nibbled her clit, she gripped his head harder as she thrust her pelvis against him and let out a deep groan.
John rode out his wife's orgasm and thought about continuing to get her off again, but his wife had other ideas. Stacy pulled on top of her, kissing him while stroking his cock. She moaned into his mouth as she guided his cock into her ass.
As she adapted to his fat cock, she panted into his ear, "Yours...yours and no one else's ever again. I love you so much and never want to share you or be shared as long as we're together."
That night, they held each other tightly even while in a deep sleep.
* * *
"Stacy, can you come in here?" Mr. Atkins said over the holophone.
Stacy picked up her tablet and went into Walter Atkin's office. She hoped it was nothing that she did...or that he wanted her to do. Even though she felt that she was doing a good job and he had never intimated he wanted anything more from her, her stomach always tightened whenever she was summoned. Perhaps it was due to being summoned into Mr. Brockington's office on a regular basis.
"Sir?" she asked as she sat across from him. 'OK, so it isn't sex.' He didn't look at the open vee in her dress or at her legs.
"I need you to gather what you can from your notes from when you worked for Brockington. All his projects...budget forecasts, you get the picture. We're vetting the candidates for his replacement, and the board would like your input. Are you comfortable with that?" he asked.
"Of course, I have everything still in the cloud. When...?"
"3. We're meeting in the Redwoods Room. Thanks," Walter smiled at the woman. Ever since John Brockington was let go, they had other directors try to pick up the slack, but he had 12 managers with over 490 reports, and much of what he handled...or mishandled was in his head. They were shocked to see how little was in his folders or on his tablet. Hopefully, Stacy will be able to fill in any gaps in the various, and numerous projects and programs the man was working on.
Mr. Atkins had a previous meeting so Stacy headed down the hall to the well-appointed Redwoods Conference Room. She was 5 minutes early and was surprised the entire board was already there. As if on cue, every man there took their seats leaving the one open seat at the foot of the long redwood table. Stacy stepped back against the wall, holding her tablet assuming that they would ask her questions periodically. Then, she saw all of them looking at her expectantly. This was unlike the ogling she was used to as every man there was looking directly into her eyes.
"Please, Ms. Smith, sit." He swept a hand toward the seat at the other end of the long table. "Relax, we're anxious to hear what you have for us concerning James Brockington's projects," Mr. Atkins said with a smile.
Stacy's nervousness receded as she fielded the questions from the board. It became easier, almost conversational as she was able to answer each of their questions, rarely needing to check her tablet. They asked about ongoing contracts, projects in the works, costs, depreciation, lifecycle management, security, and staffing. Stacy soon was in a groove going through the numbers and where there might be potential pitfalls. She avoided criticizing her former boss but intimated the bees in the hive were underutilized and underpaid. She suggested they could have expanded responsibilities and with training could be more effective in resolving issues while increasing customer satisfaction.
When they asked her budgetary questions, she responded with the data she knew, how many billions were invested in storage, or who was giving the better support for the service contracts. Again, she was able to give the numbers quickly, only 2 or 3 times having to scroll through her notes to get exact data.
When she was done, she found she was feeling exhilarated as if being able to use her mind was stimulating. Outside of the initial and follow-up questions, the men were mostly silent and listening intently to every word. She was sitting forward waiting for another question when Walter Atkins leaned back and smiled.
"Gentlemen, it looks like I'm going to be losing the best Admin I've ever had. Do you all agree?"
Stacy jerked up in her seat. They were letting her go? Firing her? Her head swirled with numbers as she added up the various accounts they had and if they could afford to stay where they were. Her attention was brought back to the room when the room echoed with the murmur of affirming voices. "I'm sorry, what?" she said, trying the keep the sound of disappointment out of her voice.
"Stacy, we'd like you to take over as Director of Operations. None of the candidates we interviewed showed as much grasp of the various aspects of the department or an understanding of the breadth and complexity of the role. I know this is a surprise and we ambushed you, but last week I put your name forward, and...well, this was an interview. Would you like the job?" he asked.
Stacy wanted to say she needed to think about it, wanted to act cool but failed miserably, "Sure...yes! I'd love to take this on," she grinned.
All the men stood and came over, hands outstretched. As she shook each of their hands, she recalled how all except Mr. Atkins had either subtly or overtly propositioned her in the past. But now, none acted as if she were anything but a valued business asset. Soon, she was left with Mr. Atkins who was sitting and smiling at her.
"I'm torn. It wasn't hyperbole when I said you were the best Admin I've had. But that your abilities and brains have been untapped is criminal. Congratulations and welcome to management. I'll give you the number of my antacid supplier," he chuckled.,
"Mr. Atkins, thank you. I can't say I'm thrilled to be leaving the desk outside your office, but..."
"Walter. I think you can call me Walter. In time, we'll work together again. I can see you being on the board, perhaps sooner than later." He stood and came around. He put out his hand to shake hers but as soon as their hands touched, Stacy pulled him into a tight hug. He held her with a feeling of pride. He knew that she was going to be on the board someday and maybe take his job. That thought made his heart swell.
* * *
A year later, John and Stacy were sitting on the balcony of their condo looking out at the tops of the trees in the park behind them. They figured that the large tree in the eastern corner was the one where John first spied Stacy's golden hair, and when this became available, they jumped on it. John had been promoted to Senior Director and had an EA of his own. Both he and Stacy went on trips, she with her Admin, Emily, and he with his beautiful EA. They never talked about it, never discussed the potential opportunities, but for no logical reason, just knew that they were true to each other.
Their pay covered their basic expenses, so they rarely touched their growing investments, but last they checked their DewMe royalties amassed over $95 million. They had thought the stream would dry up after the new administration rescinded the Comey Act and other restrictions on women's rights. That was one of the reasons neither wanted to quit their jobs. They both assumed that once the US got with the rest of the world, the demand for a Femoid would ebb rapidly, but that was not the case. The sexbots were often seen on the streets doing errands, shopping, making deliveries, and performing other tasks. There were even companies with Ultimate Stacys who did commercial cleaning...Raw Cleaning, it was called. The net result was a continued stream of royalties coming into John and Stacy's bank accounts.
Recreational vaginal sex was now legal yet most couples were slow to convert from anal to vaginal. The one demographic that embraced vaginal sex was the college-age crowd. Anal sex was spurned, calling it codger-coupling. On the other hand, even though condoms were now legally available, few wanted to ruin the experience by using them.
Stacy sighed contentedly as she looked out at the tops of the trees. She sat forward when she heard chirping. She jumped up and rushed to her dresser, coming back with her binoculars. "Holy shit," she murmured, "A robin. Two robins and three eggs. John, check out the branch on the far side of the skinny maple," she grinned as she handed him the glasses.
John scanned the trees and then he saw it. A round nest with two robins. As they swapped positions he saw the aqua-colored eggs, "My God! I read that the robin was almost extinct." He handed the binoculars to his wife, "It feels like a new world. Maybe things are getting better after all."
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Ella wasn't excited when Bruce Walker assigned her latest project. Being given a project by the Director should be a good thing, though initially being called to his office did get her blood pumping. As Director of Communications for The Trust Investment Fidelities Group, he was often tasked with 'changing the narrative.'
In this case, their CEO had not only been pulled over for DUI but had his naked babysitter next to him when the patrolman came up to the driver's door. At least she was 18...barely. It didn't help that his pants were under the passenger seat so that he mooned the patrolman trying to find his wallet...or that the naked girl (the daughter of the family's parish priest) was torn between covering herself up and trying to hide the 50 $20 bills. Then the picture they used for the story was from the patrolman's bodycam of the CEO's pale fat ass, blurred but still obvious. To make it worse, the story in the paper the next day was unfortunately placed. Just below was an article about the board awarding themselves $40 million in bonuses despite a stagnant first quarter. Needless to say, the stockholders and public weren't enthused with TIFG.
Bruce had to create positive vibes about the company and the upper executives. Perhaps human-interest stories to develop a feeling of sympathy for the corporation as a whole would work. At least he wasn't told to spin the ex-CEO's massively stupid mistake to make the man's behavior look acceptable. "We are an ethical company with good Christian values," the new CEO told him. "Find something to put into our internal e-mag to make the employees feel good about working for us. A series of stories, something to humanize the board members. You know how often these articles make it into the Living section of the local paper. We need good vibes and fast."
After a bull session, Bruce decided on a series of 'Behind the Suits' profiles dealing with the hurdles or trials all the C-Levels had to deal with to get where they are now. The initial name of the series was quickly shot down as the public had already seen enough of 'Beneath the Suits', at least one suit.
Ella Irish was the ideal choice. Fresh out of college, very bright, with an optimistic, flowery writing style, she was perfect. She was recently and happily married, small-framed, and though quite beautiful, wasn't busty like Terry or Laura. More than once, both Terry and Laura reported that they'd been approached by various directors and executives. The one man on the team was a terrific technical writer but not ideal for personal pieces. He prayed that even with their ex-CEO's recent indiscretions, the black mark on the company could soon be forgotten. He looked at the small redhead, "Something bothering you?" he asked.
Even though Ella knew the question was rhetorical, she nodded, "If I may, sir. Wouldn't any attempt at making the upper management look more human, and more sympathetic at a time like this look like...well, what it is? A blatant attempt to mask the horrendous PR scandal caused by our CEO?" she asked.
"Great point, we decided to make it look as if this were purely coincidental. This week's issue has a retraction saying something along these lines, 'The first of our new series, 'Behind the Suits' was pulled due to unforeseen circumstances. Stay tuned for the next installment in next week's issue.' Then, we'll start with the other execs and you'll do the new CEO last." He sat back challenging the 23-year-old girl to object further.
Ella nodded, though she knew nothing she wrote would change the way most employees felt upon watching the news and seeing their pantless, handcuffed CEO being shoved into the back of a police cruiser. Even she couldn't get the image of the pasty, extremely wide bare ass out of her head. She shuddered as she imagined the poor 100 lb. girl under the obese man. "With whom should I start?" she asked.
"Good," Bruce smiled. He pulled a sheet of paper out of his side drawer and handed it to the girl. "Marvin Davis, CFO. Then work your way down this list. Marvin has the best chance of eliciting a sympathetic response. He lost his wife of 35 years a couple of years ago. Then, Alan Wagner, COO. Mark Beottger, CMO...though he's extremely private. You'll need to find a way to get him to open up. Perhaps, discuss how he's at the top of your reporting chain...I don't know. You can see the names there. Read their bios and come up with a list of questions. I want to see everything you'll ask before you sit with them. Also, they are aware you'll be contacting them and that you'll be interviewing them at their homes. Make it as relaxing and as comfortable as you can. You think you can handle this?"
Ella nodded slowly, "One problem. I suppose I could Uber but I don't have a car. Billy and I have just one. Will the company reimburse me?"
Bruce smiled, "Easily solved. I'll arrange to get you a company vehicle. We have a contract with Ford and I'll get you set up with a Bronco Sport. Go over to Williams Ford on your way home, pick out the one you want and it's yours. I know you will nail this. Anything else?" he asked.
Ella smiled as she stood. 'This might not be the bandage over the wound they think it will be, but getting a company car? I will make this work,' she thought. "Yes, sir. I'll make the employees want to invite these guys for Thanksgiving," she smiled, waving the sheet of paper.
Bruce chuckled, "I'll take not flipping them off, but I know you are the best person for this."
* * *
Ella came into the apartment with a massive grin on her face. Billy looked at her questioningly. Without a word, she wiggled her finger at him and he followed her to the elevator. "Damn it, Ella. Where are we going? What's got you so happy?"
"Patience, grasshopper," she said in a perfect Master Po voice. She led her husband through the lobby and out to the parking lot. She stopped across from a line of cars, reached into her pocket (Yes. Her dress actually had pockets!!), and handed the key fob to Billy. "Press the unlock button," she smiled.
Billy looked confused then smiled, "You bought a car? Leased it?" He pressed the button and the beautiful, shiny, red Ford's lights flashed. "Wow! Where did you get the money?" he asked.
"Company car. I've got a new project that requires me to drive all over the city over the next few weeks and they got me a company car. Isn't it incredible? Come on, you can take it for a spin. It is so smooth and peppy," she said happily.
They drove around the city, Billy was impressed with the ride and after parking it, he nodded approvingly, "I like it. I like the color but it might have been nice of you to let me help you pick it out."
Ella nodded, "I thought about that but no time. My first appointment is up in Hudson Bend and I need to leave soon. I am writing a series of articles for the TFIG Gazette profiling the C-Level suits. I'm supposed to paint pretty pictures of them as God-fearing men...and I do mean men. They are all men, all white, all older. Not a diverse group. Anyhow, you know how bad the Walter Preston fuck-up was. Morale is down and Bruce wants me to humanize the board."
Billy laughed, "They could afford to buy their own PR...hell, they could buy most PR firms with the bonuses they got." Then he looked disappointed, "It's Friday night. Netflix night...I guess I'll watch one of my shows," he sighed. "Isn't Hudson Bend like 2 hours away?" he asked.
Ella shook her head, "No more than an hour and a half. Bruce told me to get a room somewhere for the night if I don't feel up to driving back."
Billy frowned, "I hate to think about you falling asleep at the wheel but I hate crawling into bed alone." Then he nodded, "Get the room. We'll do something tomorrow to make up for it. Dinner and maybe go dancing...then I hope to get lucky."
Ella palmed the front of his pants, "Baby, there's no luck involved. I'm a sure thing, you should know that," she grinned.
At 8 sharp, Ella's finger was a quarter inch from the Ring button when the door opened. She was surprised to see Mr. Davis, and not a butler or housekeeper.
"Come in, I'm impressed. Right on time. I value that in a person," the grey-haired man said. He stepped back and swept his right arm toward the living room. "Drink? I know you're working, but a small glass of Cabernet shouldn't hurt." He had a brief description of the girl, but Bruce failed to mention how beautiful she was. He suspected she was of Irish heritage, given her name, but her flaming red hair pretty much confirmed it. She was a slight girl, standing perhaps 5' 2". Couldn't have weighed over 110 with narrow hips and waist, small but perky breasts, and the clearest complexion he'd ever seen. He was reminded of the actress in Switched at Birth...Katie something.
Ella looked around, stifling a whistle. She suspected this would be nice, but it was more than nice. Minimalistic but expensive-looking. She looked at the man and nodded, "A Cab would be nice. This place is beautiful," she said admiringly.
Marvin smiled, "I won't take credit for it. My wife...late wife," he swept his arm 180°. "Did all this. I've not changed a thing." His voice trembled a bit as he said that.
Ella felt suddenly sad for the man. "I am so sorry for your loss. I heard from some of the people you work with that she was a wonderful person."
Marvin had a sorrowful micro-expression cross his face before nodding, "The best. Anyhow, let's get started. I'm sure you do not want to waste time, as you must have a long drive. I live quite a ways out from the city."
Ella sat in the comfortable leather chair Mr. Davis indicated, pulling the hem of her dress down for modesty, and looked around as the CFO poured the wine. She reviewed her pre-approved questions and most seemed stupid after seeing the emotion on the man's face.
"Here, I hope you like it. It was Elizabeth's favorite and, well, I keep it in stock," Marvin said. After she took her glass, he sat across from her. He tried not to look, but the girl's legs were spectacular. He wanted to tell her that he and the other board members would be fine if she wore blue jeans and T-shirts, but on the other hand, she was a vision in her short dress. "So, I know why you're doing this. Walter's a good friend of mine. I should be ashamed to say that...to forgive him, but I always liked the man. OK. I just wanted to say that."
Ella closed her iPad. "Can I ask you about him, off the record, so to speak? I'm not a reporter, so I guess that's a stupid statement."
"Sure. Ask what's on your mind. I assume you know the story, everyone does. Walter was...I guess you could say, a connoisseur of fine women. But as far as I saw, it was always women...middle-aged women. I suspect there's more to the story that came out, but it would be all speculation."
Ella nodded, "You think the girl needed cash and made him an offer he couldn't refuse? I heard she's trying to get scholarship money and...well..."
Marvin nodded, "Who knows? She's not talking and the papers are filled with suppositions, so even if this were somehow totally innocent," he chuckled, "the op-ed pages are filled with comments about how lucritive babysitting has become, anuhow...there's no putting the genie back in the bottle." He looked at his watch. "We should get to it. I assume you have a long drive, but I told Bruce I'm yours for the evening." He glanced at nothing over his shoulder, "I gave my staff the night off so you can ask what you want and I'll be as honest as I can be without anyone overhearing," he smiled.
Ella chuckled, "It's close to an hour and a half to get back home, but there's a Budget Inn not too far from here. Billy insisted on booking a room there when I told him where you lived. This is beautiful out here. On the way, I wondered why anyone would live this far out, but," she looked around, "I think it's worth it." She sat up and leaned forward, "I trust you'll kick me out if I overstay my welcome," she smiled. "I just wanted to know one thing about Mr. Preston. Was he truly planning on breaking up the Group?"
Marvin nodded. That wasn't the question he expected. Most of the questions, if not all, were if Walter fucked around a lot or was this an aberration? Sadly, this was an aberration only in that he got caught. Walter's cock had been in as many vaginas as a gynecologist's speculum. And as many...what do proctologists use? He smiled at the girl. She was smart and not into gossip. This was going to be a good interview.
"Walter had a vision that the core values of the Group were in small capital investments and the previous CEOs had us diversified to the point where we lost focus on what was important to the community. His reputation will never recover but we wanted to see the mom-and-pop stores, the small farmers, the nail salons...you get the idea, thrive. He hates what Amazon has done to the small towns, what Walmart, Home Depot, and other big box stores did to main streets across the country. I supported him. I know that he would have taken us out of being a Fortune 50 company but is that really all that important if we cannot maintain our core values?"
Ella smiled, "Wow. I wish I hadn't said I wouldn't be using that. You are a passionate man, I might ask you again but within the approved list of questions."
'Please don't" Marvin sighed as he took another sip of his wine. He used to dislike Cabernets as he was a fan of Italian wine but he grew to like this. It reminded him of sharing a bottle with his late wife.
"Don't what?" Ella asked. Had she said the wrong thing?
"Don't stay within the approved questions. I'll respectfully decline to answer, but you can ask me anything, and nothing will offend me. If you ask if I wear boxers or briefs...boxers. I like the free feeling. OK?" He smiled.
Ella chuckled and opened her iPad, "OK. I'll check that question off...boxers. Got it." Without thinking, she asked, "Condom or bareback?" Then, realizing how inappropriate that was, she blushed and put down her wine. She started to wave off the question, but Marvin answered.
"Bareback, always bareback. My wife and I hated rubbers. It might extend the act of love-making, but it sure took away from the intimacy. Good question," he said matter-of-factly. "Oh, and we always thought it was a total waste to pull out."
Ella was blushing furiously. She wanted to say something in response to this...Billy always used condoms, not because she wasn't on the pill but because he had trouble lasting more than a couple of minutes otherwise. She tried to get back to a professional line of questions, so she picked up her glass and took a sip. Without realizing it, she emptied the small amount.
Marvin got up and came back with the bottle. He held it out to the girl.
"Please. OK. Thanks for your frankness, I am not sure about the boxers/briefs question, but I know I've heard the condom/bareback question around the office," she smiled, "I'll let my team know."
Marvin laughed, "I'm sorry to embarrass you but I'll be honest. Ask anything you like. Bruce is so damn PC around the office I want to take him out to a strip joint...come to think of it, he'll probably ask the girls if they've found Jesus."
Ella chuckled but she didn't doubt her boss would die before entering such a den of iniquity. She collected herself and proceeded to go through her questions. The man had an incredibly interesting life. He and his wife ascended to the highest points in Africa, South America, Europe, and North America. They planned on scaling all the highest points on the 7 continents but they ran out of time. She couldn't even name them before he told her the names, Kilimanjaro, Aconcagua, Elbris, and Denali. They sailed around the Philippines which was a lot farther than she thought. Then there were myriad other adventures they shared.
"Wow! You did all that and your wife was with you. Crap!" she blurted, "I knew you missed her but I had no idea how much you two shared." She saw the tear on the man's cheek and stood unsteadily. She came over and knelt in front of the older man. "I'm so sorry. I cannot even imagine what you lost when she..." she paused as she tried to find the right words, "...when she lost her battle with cancer." She looked up at him and wanted to wipe the tear off his cheek.
Marvin tried to smile, "I guess I overestimated my powers of self-control. Please don't put this in the article but I sometimes cry myself to sleep," he said softly. Then he sat up. "OK. Let's change the subject. Yes, I enjoyed going down on Elizabeth, and not just because she liked it," he smiled. "Sixth sense, I just knew that would be your next question."
Ella giggled. "Billy tried once but it didn't go well." She saw Marvin looking at her and blushed. "Um, he never did it before and when he got between my legs, he thought it would be funny to exaggerate...um...taking a whiff. He breathed in pubic hair and went into a 10-minute-long coughing fit and, well it never actually happened. So, I guess you can say that's on my bucket list."
Marvin looked shocked, "but other boyfriends..." she shook her head, "that's criminal," he said. "Sit him down and tell him. I assume you do him...wow! We've gotten off track, haven't we," he frowned. He noticed the irony of asking the beautiful girl about oral sex while she was kneeling between his legs. He thought she'd shake her head and stand but instead, she ran her hands up his thighs.
"Have you been with...? You know, since she passed away?" she asked softly.
Marvin shook his head, "Haven't had the opportunity. She was my soulmate and I wasn't sure how to..."
Ella giggled, "You could have hired a babysitter. Mr. Preston's sure seems entrepreneurial."
Marvin chuckled but his eyes were on the girl's hands as they neared his growing bulge. Then he noticed the swells of her breasts as she leaned forward. "So, you take care of your husband but...?"
Then Ella softly responded to what he started to ask, "To answer your question, yes. Yes, I do. And, knowing your follow-up question, I swallow. Just as you think it's a waste to pull out, I think it's rude to pull my mouth off when Billy cums." She undid his belt feeling the hard mass pressing against her wrists. "And, it's even more rude to spit it out when given such a generous gift." She popped the button, unzipped his pants, and pulled them and his boxers down.
Marvin was shocked the girl was doing this but he lifted his ass off the cushion as she pulled, then let her untie his shoes before removing the garments entirely. He plopped his bare butt back onto the leather realizing he'd never been naked with any woman but Elizabeth.
Ella slid her hand up the insides of his thighs, admiring the view. The man might be 3 times her age but he sported impressive equipment. His large ballsack hung down just above the crack of his hairy ass. His cock was fatter than Billy's even soft and the circumcised head was shaped like a spear. As she gently stroked him, he grew longer nad stiffer. Her mouth watered as she gripped the veiny shaft. She groaned deeply as she inhaled his masculine scents. She pressed her face against him inhaling his arousing masculinity.
"You don't...fuck," he sighed as the beautiful redhead sucked a ball into her mouth. "If you're sure..."
Ella licked the other ball and nodded, "Bruce told me. He told me not to leave until we were both satisfied. His exact words were..." She rubbed the leaking precum onto the pulsing shaft, "Don't leave until you're satisfied with the interview. Know the man inside and out. It's important that when you leave you feel him inside you." She got up and pulled her dress over her head. As she unclipped her bra, she looked at the fat cock, "I plan on feeling you inside me, I'm sure that was what he meant, don't you?"
Marvin nodded mutely as the girl's patch of flaming-red pubic hair appeared. He'd never been with a redhead but with an engineering degree, he'd heard and used the term RCH dozens if not hundreds of times. He heard and knew it but had never seen a live patch of RCH. He ran his fingers through the downy-soft hair and sighed, "RCH. No one told me that this is also the softest material in the world."



Ella smiled, "Red cunt hair. The smallest unit of measurement known to man," she smiled. "My dad wasn't PC. He used that term a lot. He loves redheads. My Mom has red hair and he tells his brothers and his friends that until they've fucked a redhead, he considers them virgins. Mom just grins and slaps his arm playfully." She put her foot on the arm of his chair, "Are you a virgin?" she asked softly as the man's fingers slid between her slick lips.
Marvin nodded, "I guess so. And since you've never had a man pleasure you orally I consider you an oral virgin." He leaned closer and planted his mouth against her swollen pussy, running his tongue between the soft fleshy lips. As he tilted his head back, he admired the undersides of her breasts. They had looked small but after being freed from the bra, they jutted out appealingly on her chest. He grabbed both and rubbed them gently eliciting a soft moan.
Ella never realized how intensely stimulating oral sex could be when the experienced man flicked the tip of his tongue against her clit before pushing it inside her. Her knee was wobbling as she humped against his face. Just when Marvin's tongue flicked onto her clit, her knee buckled and she staggered back
Marvin could feel the girl's unsteadiness and looked up at her. "I feel as if I short-changed you. I led you straight into the living room. Would you like a tour? The master suite is very well decorated," he smiled.
Ella had felt an orgasm coming on and mutely nodded. She allowed herself to be led down the hall. He made it sound as if it were a dozen yards or so but she wondered if she'd be able to find her way out by the time they entered the room. She gasped when Marvin flipped on the light next to the bed. The room was larger than her and Billy's apartment and the oversized bed looked dwarfed opposite a wall of picture windows.
Marvin unbuttoned his white shirt and saw where Ella was looking, "No neighbors in that direction...at least not close. It's a mile across the lake...though, the Wallaces do have a telescope...he loves astronomy."
Ella smiled and dropped to her knees, making sure her body was silhouetted from the side if they were watching. She stroked his cock and looked up at him, "Then, I feel if they have a lot of money invested in it we owe them a good show, don't you think? Should you call him to suggest there might be a full moon tonight?"
Marvin chuckled, "I suspect he checks out all the houses on this side of the lake when he sees lights go on. I heard he's something of a voyeur." He looked over at the house across the lake as the girl's tiny mouth took all of his cock into her throat. He groaned loudly as even as good as Elizabeth was, she never took more than half of him into her mouth. "Holy fuck!" he blurted, "How..." He could feel Ella smile as he grunted out the question.
She pulled off and grinned, "Tequila. Tequila and girls challenging each other. There were a dozen of us girls and three bottles. One of the girls, Sarah said she could out deep-throat any of us. It was on! Marie or was it Maria? One of them ran up to her room and came down with, I swear a 14" cock. How or why she had it, I've not a clue, but there it was. Diana poured a shot and took the large dildo as if it were nothing and said, 'I'll start. If you,' meaning Laurie, 'cannot take this deeper than I, you have to take a shot. If you beat me, I'll take the shot.'" She looked up at the man as she continued to stroke him. "I think it was a combination of the tequila and my refusal to lose but I won. I had 13" of the 14" down my throat."
Marvin laughed, "Holy shit! I never heard of...but thinking about it, Billy won," he chuckled, "and hopefully I did too..."
Ella shook her head, "Any of the girls could have taken Billy's...fuck! I shouldn't have said that. Please forget I said anything," she said. "I'll suck you off and even swallow if you promise never to repeat that, even to yourself."
Marvin pushed the girl's mouth back onto his cock, "We have a deal...unlike yours, my lips are sealed...wait, yours are sealed. Sorry."
Ella chuckled as she felt the 8" cock hit comfortably against the back of her throat. Her lips were sealed as they were stretched wide around the fat shaft. She wondered if she still could do it as she hadn't had more than 5" in her mouth since. She bobbed her head and let out a deep moan when Marvin's hands held her head and he took over fucking her face. Ella never felt like this before, sucking cocks was supposed to be arousing for the guy but her nipples ached, and her pussy throbbed as the man used her mouth as a fuckhole. She was grunting with each deep thrust down her throat. She was gripping his muscular ass and with each flex, she felt her fingers creep more deeply between his ass cheeks. Then she felt the puckered bud and the tip of her middle finger press inside. Billy hated when she touched his anus but this man either didn't notice or liked it.
Across the lake, Brad Wallace had his 5" cock in his hand as he stroked himself furiously. Even since Elizabeth Davis passed away, there was nothing to see at this house but Marvin must have hired a hooker...no way would a beautiful girl like that winningly fuck an old man without something in return. He was watching on the screen on his SLR as he taped the erotic scene. The couple filled the frame and were as clear as if he were right there with them.
Marvin's knees wobbled as the aching in his balls intensified and when the redhead's finger popped inside his anus, he pulled her face close and exploded down her throat.
Ella had taken the toy deeper down her throat and had swallowed dozens of loads from her husband, but no man ever ejaculated so deep down her gullet. She swallowed rapidly so she didn't choke and when the man let out a satisfied groan, pulled out, and staggered back onto the bed, she was finally able to breathe. Pride surged through her as she didn't gag, didn't cough, and was able to hold her breath long enough for Marvin to empty his balls into her stomach. She crawled to the bed and took the man's firm cock so she could clean the remaining cum. In the back of her mind, she wondered if the Wallaces were watching so she parted her knees as she knelt on the bed hoping he'd get a good show. When she was done, she smacked her lips and smiled, "I wanted to taste you. You were so far down my throat..."
"Amazing...so amazing. I never thought a woman could do that," he sighed. He lifted her onto the bed and tossed her onto her back. "Now, about that item on your bucket list," he smiled. "Prepare to be orally pleasured."
Brad Wallace groaned as his sperm splattered onto the telescope stand. He'd have to clean that up before his wife got back from her girl's night out...that, and removing the Nikon and pointing the scope up toward where Venus most likely would be. He still had hours as she never got home before 2 AM. He didn't worry about jerking off whenever his wife went out drinking with her friends as she was never in the mood that night anyhow. But, Saturdays. Those were always the best days after her nights out. She seemed renewed and initiated sex, unlike every other time.
Ella watched as the older man kissed his way up the inside of her right thigh, her legs splayed wide. Had anyone told her earlier that day that she would have another man's cum in her stomach and be lying naked, her pussy dripping wet and there for his taking, she would have laughed. Never once had she been tempted to stray from her vows but something about this man triggered a need to make love with him, to let him fuck her, use her as he wished. It had to be sympathy, a charity fuck but it was more than that. He had an aura that made her pull off her dress without hesitation...without any feelings of guilt. Then Marvin's lips and tongue hit paydirt and she lost her train of thought.
Marvin felt a rush as the girl opened her legs wider as she lifted her ass off the bed. Never having a guy go down on her was something that needed rectifying and he wanted it to be a memorable experience. As he drove his tongue between her lips, she let out a series of soft moans. She tasted so good he decided her husband was an idiot for not diving between her legs every day. He lapped eagerly between her folds, attacking her clit between licks and her breathing was getting deeper. His hands groped her tits, pulling her hard nipples causing louder gasps. As he intensified his attack on her clit, the gasps morphed into moans and her humping was becoming erratic.
Ella wasn't frigid and she was able to orgasm, but never when making love with Billy. She often finished after her husband rolled over and fell asleep. What she was feeling now was more intense, and so stimulating that it felt almost painful...but not uncomfortably painful. She would never be able to describe the feeling she had as she felt the burning tingling in her womb build until she cried out as everything exploded.
Marvin's face was smeared with the girl's juices as she ground her pussy against his face. Amazingly, even though he came just 20 minutes earlier, his cock surged back to full tumescence. He pressed his tongue against her clit as she grunted rhythmically. When her gasps softened, he gently kissed her sopping pussy until she let out a long sigh and went limp. He looked up her body as he nuzzled her downy-soft patch of pubic hair. Her arousing scent, the swell of her breasts, and her velvety pubes made him want nothing more than to stay right where he was.
Ella realized that she might have orgasmed in the past but she hadn't truly orgasmed. She never saw an intense light show, never felt electrical shock pulse through her body, and never nearly passed out. She expected the older man to climb up between her legs, but he was still kissing her raw, tingling pussy. "I need you to fuck me now," she said breathlessly, "I mean, if you want to."
Marvin crawled on top of her, and looked at her flushed face, "I can't say no," he smiled, "though I know a charity fuck when I see it. You didn't have to do all this," he said. "I hope that this doesn't harm your marriage."
Ella started to shake her head but then nodded. "OK. I felt really bad about you losing your wife and when you said it had been two years and I considered just giving you a blowjob...but wow! This was amazing...unexpected. I hope he never finds out and I'll have to live with the guilt...I never thought I'd cheat on Billy, but," she looked over at the clock, "Oh shit! He said he'd call me at 11...my phone is in your living room."
Marvin's cock was pressing between her wet lips and he was seconds away from plunging inside her but nodded and rolled off her. "You have 15 minutes. Better go get it." He admired the beautiful redhead as she rolled off the bed and trotted naked down the hallway. He felt regret knowing this was a one-time thing and his house would feel horribly empty and lonely after the girl left. He was lying on the bed, stroking his hard cock when she came back in.
"Hey! You can't be doing that. Aren't you some bigshot executive? Don't you have people to do that for you?" she asked as she crawled next to him. She took his cock and stroked him with her head on his stomach, "Is this big? It seems huge but I have only been with one man before now," she said.
Marvin shrugged, "No idea. I've never been with another man," he chuckled, "And Elizabeth hadn't either. She seemed happy with it."
Ella nodded and leaned over to take him back into her mouth. She made sure he was fully erect and well-lubed before popping him out of her mouth and straddling him. She had to raise herself high before she could line up the spear-like head between her lips. "Oooohhhh, fuck!" she gasped as she felt her pussy being stretched wide. "This is...wow! So deep inside me," she moaned as she lowered herself onto his hips. "Don't worry about me, I want you to cum," she panted, "I already came."
Marvin palmed the girl's perky tits as he savored the tight pussy gripping his cock. 'I fucking missed this feeling,' he thought. 'Nothing better in the world than being buried in a nice tight pussy.' Then Ella raised and slammed back down, spawning a deep grunt.
As if experiencing something for the first time she pulled up until just the tip was inside her before dropping back down. She savored the wonderful feelings inside her body as the large mass filled her and hit areas she didn't know she had.
Her eyes were closed, her chest pressed into the man's huge hands as she bounced on his cock as if unaware of anything else in the room. Then she remembered she was married but instead of guilt, she wondered about something else. She worried in the back of her mind that she'd never be able to feel Billy inside her again and felt an unfamiliar aching begin. 'No way! Billy told her that some women cannot reach orgasm through intercourse. Also, she came already. Women can't cum again for hours...can they? She focused on the growing tingling and the tip of his cock hitting her cervix. Her ass was slapping against his thighs as she speared her vagina with the man's long shaft. She was telling herself over and over, 'Billy can never know, Billy can never know,' as the tingling increased.
Marvin could feel the girl's impending orgasm so he pulled her down, planted his lips on her left nipple, and licked the hard nub. He grabbed her small, tight ass cheeks as she torqued her pelvis on his cock. Then, when he pressed a finger against her tiny puckered bud she grunted into his mouth as she came.
Elle was surprised by the intensity of the orgasm as the tingling suddenly grew, peaked, and exploded through her body. She arched her back and let out a cry as she came. If there had been a light show before, this was a massive laser show as she felt the release pulse out from her womb.
Marvin's finger was buried deep in the girl's rectum and his mouth was filled with soft tit as she ground against him. After a minute, she let out a deep groan and went limp. He didn't remove his finger but he did stop sucking on her nipple. He rolled her onto her back and looked down at her. "Are you OK? Want me to pull out?" He asked.
Ella shook her head and smiled, "Not now, not ever," she said breathlessly, "You can fuck me all night."
Marvin admired the shaft mounds gently jiggling as he thrust his hips against her tight pussy. Her mouth opened with each full penetration. He felt like he could go all night when her damn phone rang.
Ella looked at the clock, 11:35. "Billy. You said you'd call...OK. Not surprised," she said. She muted the phone as she pulled the man's cock deep inside her, "Don't stop. Fuck me as hard as you want." Then she continued her conversation with her husband. "It went fine. He opened up and I really got a feel for the man inside," she smiled. "He was great, made me feel comfortable, at home. Yeah, me too...sorry, but not tonight. If you had called earlier I would have been more into it...OK, I might have," she giggled. "You didn't call when you said you would...a girl has needs." She closed her eyes as Marvin picked up the speed of his fucking. "You take care of that...Perhaps I never made it back to the motel and he's with me...pervert. You know I'd never...well, OK. Perhaps I did...not needed, he said he was snipped...you'll never know, will you?" she smiled, "OK. I'll ask him. Love you...bye," she finished.
"That excited him?" Marvin asked as he continued to drive his cock into her pussy. "What are you going to ask him?"
Ella blushed, "It's a game we play whenever one of us is away. I get picked up by a guy with a huge cock. He jokes that he wants to see a video so I'm supposed to ask him to record our fuck session," she smiled. She looked around the man's much larger body, "Can you call the Wallaces to see if someone is watching and recording this?" she asked.
Marvin chuckled, "Maybe we should go over to the window for a better show," he said as he slowly pulled his cock out of her tight hole.
Brad was about to stop recording when he saw the couple across the lake get off the bed. It was strange that it didn't look like they came but then the beautiful redhead looked right at him and waved. Then she put her hands on the plate glass while the older man...what was his name? They met last year. Anyhow, he rammed his cock into her pussy. Brad's cock was back to its full 5" again as he could see the slick cock slide into her pussy, the large ballsack dangling between his legs. Although he was a fan of huge tits, this girl's tits made his mouth water. They stuck out invitingly from her chest.
Ella could see lights across the lake and felt something she never thought about before. Being watched. It was a rush thinking that some man or men were out there, cocks in hand jerking off watching her not just getting fucked, but getting fucked by a man she just met. Thinking about that made her arch her back to accentuate her tits while opening her stance. Marvin reached around to grab her tits and slammed into her harder. The poor men watching were missing out on the loud slapping of flesh against flesh but in her fantasy, there were microphones.
Marvin's balls had been aching for a while but when Ella's grunts became words, "Fuck me, fuck, me, fuck me," he let it all boil up. "Ella...Ella...I'm..."
"Do it. Cum inside me...I want your cum," she panted. Then, just as Marvin let out a deep grunt she felt her third orgasm suddenly peak and explode inside her.
Brad wanted to cheer. Now that's how orgasms look! Both the man's face and the girl's were clenched in agony. 'Who is this girl? A babysitter...no, that can't be. Niece? Grandaughter?' As he thought that the old man was fucking his granddaughter he came again, though this time there was nothing to clean up as he just had a few dribbles on his hand.
Ella's knees collapsed and she and Marvin sank to the floor, their chests heaving, their crotches still melded together.
After cleaning up, Ella looked at their naked bodies in the bathroom mirror, "I'll admit I wanted to do that for you but wow! Now I want to thank you. That was the best fuck I've ever had," she smiled. She stroked his soft cock and shook her head. His 6" soft was still a lot more than Billy's...but there's more to a relationship than sex...'Keep telling yourself that,' she told herself.
After they tracked down their clothes, Marvin looked at the clock. "Are you sure it isn't too late to check in to the motel?"
Ella shook her head and pulled out her key card, "Checked in on the way here." She kissed him thinking it would be a peck and when he slipped his tongue into her mouth and lifted her, she let out a moan, wrapping her legs around his waist. Was he hard again? She could feel the hard rod press against her damp thong. She didn't let go, didn't unwrap her legs but broke the kiss, "You don't want me to go, do you?" she panted.
Marvin shook his head. In the bathroom, while Ella was on the toilet, he popped one of those pills his brother gave him. He told him they were incredible and that he'd thank him when he decided to get out there again. He was amazed, not only was he able to get hard again, but he could not remember feeling his cock so rigid. It was like being 18 again.
The next morning, Ella was able to find her clothes and get dressed. She drove to the motel, happy that there was no lobby to go through still wearing her dress from the night before.
She messed up the bed wondering why she cared what the maid thought about her. She changed into her jeans and T-shirt and left to go return the card key.
Billy was up and greeted her with a kiss. After they ate breakfast, he asked her how it went. All his questions were innocent enough but it was as if he were skirting the real question...did she have sex with the man? Ella acted innocent and discussed the purely business aspects of the evening but after putting away the dishes, Billy came up behind her and slipped his hands under her T-shirt.



Ella found herself under her husband, his 5" cock thrusting more urgently into her than she ever remembered. She was happy that she could feel him, and not just feel him, he felt almost bigger, and harder. Just as she was comparing Billy's nearly hairless chest to Marvin's more muscular, hairier chest, Billy let out a grunt as he filled his condom with sperm.
Billy pulled out and flopped next to his wife, "I missed you. All night I thought about...never mind," he said as he pulled the spent rubber off his cock.
Ella's body was vibrating with her unrealized orgasm knowing what he wanted to say. Dozens of scenarios played out in her head as she rolled over, "What? What did you think about?" she asked.
I know, I know. Stupid, but I'm a guy, OK? I thought that that old guy might...you know..."
Ella laughed, "Old guy? You mean a man who could be my grandfather?" she giggled. Then she looked serious, "Why are you still hard and stroking your cock? Does that excite you?" she asked.
"Yeah, sorry. It's sick, I know, but I jerked off twice last night just thinking about you...you know, naked, under him," he sighed. "Stupid...guys that age probably can't even get it up anymore."
Ella crawled down, taking over and stroking his cock while looking him in the eyes, "They have pills for that sort of thing, you know," she said, "And I'm feeling a bit insulted that I'm not sexy enough to get any man hard," she purred. She took his cock between her lips. She hated the taste of latex but liked how easily she could take all of him into her mouth.
Billy lay back imagining his beautiful, innocent wife acting like a slut. At first, it was tough to do as she was just too faithful, too true to their marriage that she'd never let herself go like that. But the more she sucked his cock, the clearer the images became and he felt everything building up.
Ella was ready for the few dribbles that squirted from his cock. She easily swallowed all of it before popping his cock out of her mouth. She sat back, wiping her lips with the back of her arm, "Next week. I'll make sure to let...I forget who I'm interviewing. Oh! Alan Wagner. Chief Operations Officer. I'll let him do what he wants to me. Would that make you happy?" she asked as she teasingly stroked his penis. "Holy crap! It would," she giggled as the cock in her hand surged back to its full 5".
Ella and Billy made love at least twice each day until the following Friday. He told her to tell him more about how great it was to get fucked by another man, believing she was being creative in her storytelling. Ella didn't need to make up stories. She found that just telling him the truth made him cum in minutes...if only he'd last long enough so she could cum even once. Billy didn't care if she were telling stories or telling the truth as she sent him over the top every time.
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Between having to take care of Billy's resurging erections, and doing the basic chores, Ella still found time to write the article about the company's CFO. She described the trials in his life, his passion for his job, and his family. She painted a picture of a man who was dedicated to making those around him better, wanting to be a person to be relied upon. When it was done, she felt like she was able to capture the person outside of work rather than his capabilities on the job.
Ella pressed send and sat back. She felt it was a good story, telling of a man who had lived a rich and varied life. She focused on the experiences he and his late wife shared, on the gap created when she passed away from cancer. It was his work, and the company that saved him and she made a point not to be too overt about that but let the reader figure it out for himself or herself.
Later that day, she was called into Bruce's office. She was worried that he would tear her article apart but he was all smiles.
"This," he patted the printouts in front of him, "is exactly what we needed. I made a few minor corrections but 99% of what you wrote is spot on," he said. "Gerald wants similar stories on all the board members. Alan is expecting you this Friday at 8 PM. He's closer to your apartment so you won't need the motel room. Whatever you did to get Marvin to open up I want you to do again. I feel like I know the man a lot more than I did before, and I've worked with him for years."
* * *
Ella rang the doorbell at 8 sharp. She had done her research on Alan Wagner before coming. 6' 2", 45 years old. Graduate of Harvard Business School. Divorced...his third. Two kids living with his first wife. Avid golfer and fisherman. Spends much of his time supporting and volunteering at Austin Paws & Claws, a local humane society.
Alan opened the door with a smile and stepped back, "Impressive. Right on time. Ella Irish. Damn! I wondered if you were of Irish heritage and now it's confirmed. Come in, I was having a scotch. Would you like anything?"
Ella looked around before nodding, "Sure, single malt?" she asked. She nodded when Alan said it was, "Neat, please."
They sat on opposite seats in the large living room. Ella, on the large leather couch, pulled her dress down modestly as she sat. She thought about wearing nice slacks and a blouse but wanted to look as professional as possible though she had other thoughts. She remembered Marvin constantly checking out her legs early in the interview.
After a few preliminary questions about his responsibilities as COO, she asked about the animal shelter. She was impressed with how the man's face lit up as he outlined the improvements they made and their successes. He jumped up, grabbed an album off the bookshelf, and came to sit next to her.
Ella could feel the man's passion for the animals, and she found he was neither a cat person nor a dog person. There were pictures of both, and they were so wrapped up in the stories behind the photos that she was unaware they were nestled hip to hip.
When they got to the back page, Alan closed the book and realized how close together they were. "Sorry, I lose myself talking about these guys," he said.
Ella looked around, "I'm surprised you don't have a dog or a cat."
Alan looked suddenly sad, "I had a dog. A rescue...I lost him two weeks ago, cancer. He was not even 6," he said quietly.
Ella hugged the man and stroked his back, "I'm so sorry. So damn young," she said softly. They held each other for a minute or more before realizing this was not appropriate.
Alan blushed as he noticed how close they were and slid over to the far side of the couch, "Personal space," he explained. He draped an arm across his lap to hide his reaction to the feel of her warm body against his.
Ella smiled as she recalled how many times Marvin had invaded her personal space... spaces, and how many times they both came. "Don't worry about it. I'm told I'm supposed to find your passions, what inspires you," she patted the spot next to her, "I liked hearing about and feeling your passion. Does that make sense?" she asked. She picked up her glass and took the last sip of scotch.
Alan got up and took her glass. He came back to the couch with both refilled. He handed hers to her and sat next to her, "OK, I get it. Along those lines, I want to thank you for what you did for Marvin. He's a changed man. He is smiling more, and for the first time since he lost Elizabeth, he joined us for drinks after work."
Ella didn't know what to say, "What? What did I do?" she asked nervously. "Did he tell you...?" She noticed Alan's bulge for the first time. Was he packing earlier, and she missed it? Then her nipples hardened as she considered that she was alone with this great-looking man.
Alan smiled, "He didn't say a word. But thanks for confirming it. Someone needed to get him laid. Or was it just a blowjob? I know you took care of him somehow," he smiled. "Relax, I'm not going to tell a soul, I'm just curious, you know how it is. Marvin had been alone in that huge house of his for over 2 years. And this past week, once he joined us for dinner, and another for drinks. We couldn't get him up on the stage for Karaoke, but he laughed and joked." He stroked her bare thigh as he appraised the girl, "Damn! You are incredibly beautiful, and you had to have been the best thing that happened to him in years, maybe decades."
Ella blushed as she recalled how Marvin told her much the same thing after their 5th session. Her nipples throbbed, and she tried to get the interview back on track. "I'm glad Marvin was pleased with the interview, but I still have a lot to go over with you," she said. "Travel? Where are your favorite spots?" she asked. He had been stroking her leg and his hand was sliding under the hem of her dress and she did nothing to stop him.
Alan smiled, "I get it, and I'll answer every one honestly. I have just one stipulation," he smiled. His hand was still stroking her thigh, with his fingers softly exploring the soft skin of her inner thighs.
Ella sighed, "What? I'm worried about what the stipulation is, but I need to get through these."
Alan smiled, "How many more questions do you have?" he asked.
Ella looked at her tablet, "12 or so," she sighed, "What?" She looked at the man's evil grin.
"OK. I'll answer all 12, and after the first two, you kick off your left shoe." He nudged her foot with his right shoe. "Then, after questions 3 and 4, you kick off the right shoe. I think you can figure out the pattern here," he smiled.
Ella shook her head, "No...no way. I am not going to take my clothes off for you, I'm married," she protested.
Alan smiled, "OK. Another offer, after every question I answer, you need to answer one," he smiled.
Ella blushed as she guessed what the questions would be, "Can't we just be professionals and I'll ask the questions, write a glowing article about you and, we leave it at that?" she asked. She glanced down at the tent forming in his pants for the umpteenth time. 'Why don't I just answer his questions...or do I want door #1? To let him see me naked?'
Alan faced the girl, "Yes. Sure we can." He looked at her full lips, her flushed cheeks, and her nipples poking through the dress, "is that what you want? I'll tell you what. If you answer one 2-part question 100% honestly I'll answer every one of your questions and you can go home to your husband. Deal?"
Ella thought about it and nodded, "OK. One 2-part question." She took a sip of the scotch and wondered if it would be safe to drive.
"I know you fucked Marvin, or probably more accurately, he fucked you. My question is, where would you rate the session? Best ever; it was really good; so-so, or 'eh'. Think about it..." he chuckled as he saw the look on her face, "...or, I'm guessing you don't need to."
Ella blushed as she knew the answer. She nodded, "I don't need to think about it. Best ever. Please, never repeat that," she begged. "Follow up and we'll get back to the interview questions."
Ella had turned to face him, her left leg bent exposing her white thong. He stroked her thigh wondering if he'd ever felt smoother skin in his life. "OK, again, answer honestly. If it were the best sex ever, if your husband would never suspect, never find out, why wouldn't you want more of it?" he asked. He could feel the moist warmth of her pussy as his fingers brushed against the cloth-covered crotch.
Ella let out a gasp as she closed her eyes, "I...um...I shouldn't...it's...ahhh," she moaned when the man pressed a finger against her clit.
"Of course, you shouldn't," Alan said, "You're a good girl," he pulled the thong aside and pressed his finger inside her, "Good girls deprive themselves, it makes them feel good. Bad girls let themselves feel great," he said softly as he buried his middle finger deep inside the girl's sopping pussy. Then he pulled his finger out, licked it, and sucked her juices off. "I'll ask you again, one item of clothing for every two questions or you answer a question for a question. Choose one," he said.
Ella's eyes were closed and she was breathing heavily. "What happened to 'If I answer honestly you'll stop...?"
Alan smiled, "You. You don't want me to stop. I've been with a lot of women but never with anyone who was wetter before even kissing and whose nipples were harder," he said. He gently palmed her breasts, savoring the feeling of her rock-hard nubs against his palms.
Ella felt as if she were close to cumming as she gasped and leaned into the man's hands. She wanted him to keep going, wanted him to stop. The strongest voice in her head told her to grab his cock, to take it into her mouth, but another, more rational voice told her she had to get through the questions or she wouldn't have an article to write. "I'll take off an item for every three questions," she panted. "That doesn't mean I'll let you fuck me," she said.
"Deal," Alan smiled. He sat back, making no attempt to hide the large tent in his pants. "Before we continue, I have to honestly tell you that from what I can see, you have the best body for fucking that I've ever seen...I just have to say that."
Ella blushed, "You don't have to say that." She palmed her small breasts, "I know what men like and these aren't it," she groaned.
Alan chuckled, "I felt them and they feel perfect to me. And," he licked his middle finger again, "What men like is a tight pussy and yours felt like a vice."
Ella's first three questions went by quickly. "Define your childhood experiences that shaped who you are today." "Who are the people who had the biggest influences on you growing up?" And, "What was your first crisis, how did you feel about it, and how did you resolve it?"
Alan smiled as the beautiful redhead reached down and pulled off her left shoe. Then, he sat back in surprise as she turned toward him more and planted her bare foot on the tent in his pants. He was surprised as he already had more arguments prepared to open her up.
Without missing a beat, Ella continued with the next three questions. "Why did you choose this career?" "What setbacks did you initially encounter and what did you do to overcome them?" And, "Is there any particular decision you made that you'd like to redo?" After he answered, she pulled off her other shoe. This time, she looked him in the eyes while she pivoted more, putting both bare feet on his crotch. She licked her lips as she undid his belt using her toes.
Alan almost came as her soles stroked his cock while she deftly undid his belt.
Ella smiled as she went on to the next series of questions. These dealt with his vision of the future and his plans. When he finished, she slowly explored the length of his erect cock, "What should I remove next?" she asked softly.
Alan looked between her legs and nodded at her crotch.
Ella nodded, stood, pulled her thong down, and kicked it aside. She sat back down, her knees parted, and put her feet back on his cock. She knew he was looking at her swollen pussy but acted as if this were completely professional.
Alan sucked in a breath as he admired the first firecrotch he'd seen in person. The light behind him shone through the soft-looking patch of fur enhancing the various shades of red. His cock twitched as he anticipated parting her swollen labia.
After she asked him about what he considered his style of leadership, how he dealt with gaps in his understanding, and what he considers more important, efficiency or costs, she stood and pulled off her dress, leaving her with just her lacy white bra. She sat back down facing him, her feet back onto his lap. She looked at her notes while gripping his zipper with the toes on her left foot. She pulled on it slowly, happy that the nylon zipper moved smoothly. Then, with her right foot, she popped the button holding his pants together.
Alan groaned as his cock slipped through the slot in his boxers, and Ella's toes wrapped around it. He groaned and then tried to focus as he answered her next series of questions. These were about work/life balance, hobbies, and other charitable activities other than the animal shelter. As he responded, her soft feet worked his precum into the shaft. It took everything he knew how to do to resist cumming as she smiled knowingly at him.
Ella's feet were slick with his fluids as she kept stroking his cock, her eyes locked on his. She reached behind her back, unclipped her bra, and let it slide down her arms. She was now stark naked with another man she had just met. This was becoming a habit, and rather than feel guilt, she felt an intense throbbing. "OK, just a few more questions, and we're done," she said as she continued to stroke his cock. "Do you want to cum all over my feet, in my hands, mouth, on my tits, inside my pussy, or in my ass?" she purred.
Alan groaned, "All..." he counted on his fingers, "...six?" he asked.
Ella shook her head. "I have to get back home to my husband. I'll let you choose two," she said. "There's just no time for..."
"Call your husband," Alan said as he sat back stroking his cock.
Ella chuckled, "You are such a caring man. Are you determined to ensure I don't fall asleep...all night?" she asked.
Alan nodded. "I'm a good host, and I like my guests to feel comfortable.
"If you want your guest to feel comfortable, you wouldn't make them feel underdressed," she said. She smiled as Alan got up and unbuttoned his white custom-made shirt.
Ella got up, went over to her purse, bent over lewdly, and pulled her phone out of her purse. "Hey, babe. Look, I've got a few more questions I need to ask him...yes, it took a lot longer than I thought. Say, would you be upset if I crashed here? He has a guest bedroom...no, of course not. He's been completely professional. I know...I love you too. I'll see you in the morning." She hung up and appraised the naked man, "Wow! I guess you were right when you said you were up for any challenge," she grinned.
Alan walked over to the perfect redhead, his cock pointing up at her face. He pulled her close and kissed her. As if they could read each other's minds, he caught her under her ass as she jumped up, wrapping her legs around his waist. He didn't hesitate as he slid his cock inside her. She moaned happily in his mouth as he raised her and dropped her back onto his hard shaft. He walked up the stairs to his bedroom, sitting on the edge with their mouths and genitals locked together.
Ella was grunting with each deep penetration of the man's cock and she suspected he would never be able to last as she'd been teasing him for the past hour. But, the longer they fucked, the more she hoped she could cum before he did. She felt the intense tingling build up when she heard Alan.
"I can't...fuck," he gasped.
"Go on. You can cum inside me," she moaned. Just as she finished her sentence, Alan held her tight, and she swore she could feel jets of sperm splash against her cervix. She kissed him as he spasmed inside her, their tongues teasing each other. She held him tight but then felt the tingling rising. The thought of another man's sperm seemed to arouse something inside her. It was that way with Marvin the past week, and now...
Alan felt the last few weak pulses from his balls when Ella ground against him. Her moans vibrating his mouth. His cock was still hard as she held him tight and pressed her pussy hard against his pubic bone. Her tiny ass was flexing with each deep groan and he found her breasts, pinching her nipples as she came.
They rolled onto their sides, still holding each other, his cock deep inside her tight pussy. Alan stroked the girl's back as her breathing slowed. He's slept with many women, but this was the first time that he held someone after having sex. Every other time, he pulled out and went to clean himself up. "I'm glad you decided to spend the night. I wouldn't have let you go without a fight otherwise," he whispered.
Ella tried to squeeze the man's large bicep, and shook her head, "I would have been powerless to defend myself. You must be twice my weight. I guess I would have been at your mercy...still am, I suppose."
Alan rolled over so the small redhead was under him, and as he was still hard, he pulled out and thrust back inside. He could feel his previous load squelch out onto the bed, but he kept thrusting.
Ella moaned, "I guess you plan on abusing my pussy all night? What about the other 5 options?" she asked.
Alan looked at the girl, "You like anal? Not a lot of women do."
Ella shrugged, "Never with Billy, I mentioned it once and he thought it was gross...um, but Marvin introduced me to it."
Alan smiled, "I love a nice ass and yours is the best I've ever seen. If you're up to it..."
Ella nodded, "I'm game...I loved feeling a hard cock in my ass. Ahhh," she sighed as Alan pulled his slimy cock from her tight hole. She cupped her hand over her crotch as a stream of cum flowed out of her and between her ass cheeks.
Alan came back with a tub of Vaseline and a hand towel. "Here. Sorry. I have a confession to make. All week, I hoped you might be willing to have sex, so I abstained for the past 7 days...and, I might have taken a pill."
"Wow," Ella smiled, "My reputation preceded me. Does the entire board think I'm an easy lay? A slutty married woman?" she asked.
Alan chuckled, "Hmmm. We all discussed Marvin's remarkable new positive attitude, and we might have discussed the root cause."
"I'm considered a 'root cause?'" Ella asked as she finished wiping between her legs. "How many people were involved in this root cause analysis of Marvin's should I be concerned with?" she asked.
"Just those you'll be interviewing. I'm sure it will be fine," he responded. He took a glob of petroleum jelly and rubbed it onto his cock. Then as Ella pressed her chest into the mattress he took another glob and fingered her ass. "Most of the board is married, so I'm sure it will be all business. Are you ready?" he asked as he lined up the head of her cock with her virgin asshole.
Ella looked back, "Usually, but your cock is a lot fatter than...never mind. I am always up to a challenge," she smiled.
Alan pressed his cock against the tiniest puckered hole he'd ever seen. At first, he wondered if he'd be able to get inside her, but she must have found a way to relax because he suddenly slid right in. Ella let out a small yelp, but other than that, she didn't resist.
Prior to last week, she wondered why some of her friends said they enjoyed ass-play because it stung, but then, as the discomfort faded, it began to feel pleasant. Then, as Alan more aggressively pounded into her, his heavy ballsack slapped against her clit and she knew why her friends liked this. She always enjoyed the feeling of being at a man's mercy when he took her from behind, and this was even more intense. Billy wasn't a fan as he liked missionary...not exclusively...but mostly. In the past week, she had experienced standing sex in front of a picture window, being carried around, giving a foot job (is that a term?), and now getting fucked by a man she just met...second time in a week.



Alan was in heaven. Two of the more perfect ass cheeks under his hands, the tightest ass he'd ever fucked, his first redhead, and a beautiful woman willing to do anything. He bent over the girl's back to grab those perfect handfuls of tit. Her nipples felt like hard pebbles against his palm as he massaged her soft masses. The aching in his balls was enhanced by the rhythmic slapping against her wet pussy.
Any initial pain was long gone and replaced by an internal tingling that felt different from anything she previously experienced. Alan's rough hands on her nipples increased the wonderful tingling and she felt another orgasm building up. She did feel guilty about cheating on her marital vows and having multiple orgasms with other men did make her feel even worse about it. But, another voice overcame the one expressing guilt and it wanted more orgasms. She pressed her face into the bed and let out a low deep groan as the intense waves burst through her. This seemed to come from somewhere deeper inside and pushed farther out.
Alan pounded her ass harder as she came, the louder slapping sounds echoing off the bedroom walls. When the orgasm was done, she went limp and they flopped onto their sides, He liked this new angle allowing one hand to pull on a nipple and the other to play with her soft pussy. "So, I guess you like getting butt-fucked," he breathed into the back of her neck.
"Wow!" she panted, "That was...intense." She turned her head to kiss the man, moaning deeply into his mouth. She opened her legs encouraging him to play with her pussy, especially her clit. Amazingly, even after that powerful orgasm, she felt the deep inner tingling building again.
Alan thrust more slowly, but somehow more deeply into the redhead's rectum, and just as he felt everything boiling up, she let out another gasp and they came together.
The rest of the night, Alan recovered quickly which amazed him. He was used to having incredible stamina but he couldn't recall getting hard 8 times in a night, even when he was 18.
Ella groaned and walked stiffly into the bathroom. He pussy and ass ached from the intense pounding they took. She had no idea that any man could get it up as many times as he had, and she also had no idea a woman could cum over a dozen times in a night. She turned on the shower and climbed in when the water was steaming. She was savoring the hot spray when she felt Alan come up behind her, pressing his naked body against hers.
"You owe me a handjob," he whispered.
Ella shook her head as she turned to face him, "Non-binding. We didn't have a witness....fuck!" she groaned as he lifted her, and dropped her onto his stiff cock. "Again? You told me it would be a week before..." she panted as he pounded her pussy while sliding his middle finger into her ass.
Alan held the beautiful woman hoping this wouldn't be the last time. "I wasn't thinking about any other woman. I'll fuck you anytime, any place. And, I still want my handjob."
Ella groaned as she felt another orgasm coming on. Why could she cum so easily, so quickly with these older men but not with Billy? Was it the taboo nature of this? The size of their cocks? No, it was how the base of their shafts kept grinding against her clit. Billy never hit her clit...could it be as simple as that? Her thoughts were interrupted as she felt the now-familiar tingling build rapidly inside her.
Alan held onto the lightweight girl as she came again. He'd never been with a more orgasmic woman and it felt good knowing he could satisfy her so completely. When she let out her last low moan, he lifted her off his cock, turned her around, and slid into her from behind. This fuck took longer than the others as Alan's balls were nearly drained. Finally, with a deep grunt, he spasmed his 9th load of cum inside the beautiful redhead.
Ella looked at the clock as they dried off, "I told Billy I'd be home at 9...he'll wonder..."
Alan lay on the bed, naked. As he stroked his cock, he watched the girl dress, trying to memorize every curve, every line of her lithe form. "You stopped to pick up milk...you can come up with something, I'm sure." He held her thong and smiled as he pressed it to his face.
Ella nodded, "I know. I just hate lying to him. This is so wrong on so many levels," she sighed. She came over to kiss him goodbye and he pulled her down next to him.
Alan put her hand on his cock. Even though he was sore, he'd get past that if she were open to staying. "I still want that handjob. You asked me what I wanted, I wanted all 6."
"Sorry, next time get it in writing," she joked. She saw the disappointment in his face, "OK. Next time I have to interview you...I can multitask."
Alan smiled, "You realize I have at least a dozen potential future stories in my head."
Ella groaned, "I'll bet you do. But for now, I need to get home to my loving husband and just hope he doesn't suspect anything that would ruin our marriage." She kissed him once again, rolled off the bed, and with a rueful look at his toned naked body, headed out to her car. She looked in the back seat at her overnight bag. When she packed it, it just seemed stupid but as she changed into more casual wear it was a lot better than returning home in her dress...especially since Alan kept her thong.
* * *
Billy was eagerly awaiting his wife's return. He fought the urge to jerk off all night anticipating hearing Ella describe how she succumbed to the older man's charms. He hoped her stories would include the exec being well-endowed and that he left her quivering from a series of powerful orgasms. In the back of his mind, he knew Ella wouldn't be even remotely attracted to men who were the same age as her grandparents but it didn't make the arousing images any less stimulating.
Ella hoped Billy wouldn't be upset that she spent the night at Alan's and hoped he accepted her lie about sleeping in the guest bedroom. He might be horny like he was after interviewing Marvin. She pulled into the driveway and steeled herself for however he felt. If he were horny, she'd need to act as if it had been a while...if he were pissed she spent the night with another man, she'd have to read how he reacts and either convince him nothing happened or encourage him. Then she recalled the number of times Alan got hard and how many ways she took care of him causing a physiological reaction. Her nipples instantly hardened, her pussy throbbed, and she felt her face, neck, and chest grow warm. She knew that Billy would see how flushed she was and would he suspect?
Billy felt a hormonal surge when he saw Ella come in from the garage. She had changed into tight shorts and a tee shirt. It wasn't the flimsy dress she left the house in but in its way was even sexier. He imagined how it went the previous night. The older man kissed her while unzipping her dress. She would have lowered her arms as the man pushed the dress off her shoulders, puddling to the floor. He would have stepped back to admire her naked form as she made no move to modestly cover herself up. The old guy must have been hard as a rock as her naked body was revealed to him. He was lost in his head when he heard her speak.
"Hey...what? Why are you looking at me like that?" Ella asked. "Is everything OK?"
Billy shook his head and pulled her close, "Sorry. I was just thinking how much I miss you when you're gone all night."
Ella chuckled, "You always get a chubby when you miss me?"
Billy chuckled, "OK. Perhaps I imagined you weren't missing me as much as I missed you."
Ella stepped back, "What does that mean? Of course, I missed you. It's strange sleeping alone...waking up alone after being married for a year."
"Never mind. It was a stupid thing to say," he said as he pulled her close again. "Just my stupid fantasies."
"Keep having them. The past week has been great...twice or more a day?" she smiled. She palmed his hard cock as she knelt. She unbuckled his belt, her eyes on his, "Was this one of your fantasies?" she asked as she yanked his pants and underwear down.
Billy gasped as Ella wrapped her lips around the head of his cock and nodded, "Close. He undressed you and you just let him...ohhhh," he groaned as his wife plunged her mouth onto his cock. "Christ, all night I imagined his rough hands all over you...grabbing your tits, fingering..."
Ella smiled and pooped his cock out of her mouth. She pulled off her tee shirt and bra, "His hands weren't rough when he grabbed my tits, but they're huge," she said. She slid his cock into her mouth as she cupped his balls listening to his ragged breathing. She had seen him turned on before but he seemed more excited than she remembered him ever being. She decided to try something so she bobbed her head a few more times on his cock before pulling off. She looked up at him as she pumped her fist on his cock. "Do you want to cum in my mouth or like Alan did...at least the first time, or do you want to fuck me and fill my pussy with your hot cum?" she asked softly.
Billy tried to answer but a powerful rush of lust triggered a surprisingly quick orgasm.
Ella flinched as a hot jet of cum splashed against her nose. She was barely able to open her mouth as the second spurt shot out. She sucked on his cock as she swallowed the biggest load she ever remembered Billy giving her.
Billy's balls ached as he staggered back, plopping his bare ass on the chair by the kitchen table, "Fuck! That...that was the most intense orgasm I ever felt. Wow!" he panted.
Ella grabbed the towel and wiped her face off, "I thought as much. Thank God you didn't hit me in the eye...it might have taken it out," she chuckled.
After cleaning up, Ella stopped Billy before he could go out to cut the grass, "Hang on. I need to clear something up. Sit."
Billy looked nervously at his beautiful wife. He nodded and sat down. "Clear up what?"
"Obviously, you like fantasizing about other men...um, enjoying me...or me enjoying other men," she started. "What I'm asking is...well, are you saying you want me to open my legs for some guy? Open my mouth, offer him my pussy?"
Billy shook his head but felt his cheeks flush. "I don't...fuck! I don't like that it excites me to think about you spending the night with those men. I know, I know. They're old and professional and probably look at you as a granddaughter or something, but even though I know that you'd never cheat and these men wouldn't do anything...I get hard over and over all night thinking that perhaps..."
"...perhaps they sit closer, innocently make a point by putting a hand on my bare thigh. They leave it there as I ask more questions, perhaps turn to face them which makes their hands slide up between my legs?" she asked softly as she stroked his cock. "Then, as if realizing where their hands are, they look down to see my panties, see the wet spot?"
Bill groaned as Ella stroked his cock. He undid her shorts before pushing them down, "Yes. I think about their minds no longer on your interview questions but on what you look like under your dress...without your bra and panties."
Ella nodded, "Makes sense. I am alone with powerful men. Men who always get what they want. After climbing over hundreds of other men to get to the top, you think a tiny, innocent girl would be much of a challenge?" she asked as she lowered herself onto his cock.
"No...no challenge. You'd do whatever they asked of you. How could you say no? You'd lose your job and if you didn't, you'd get a reputation for not being a team player," he said as he palmed her perfect tits. "Men like that are under a lot of stress and need stress relief. You'd be doing them an incredible service."
"I do like helping the company. I'll do whatever I can to please my superiors," she moaned. "I hoped you felt the same way," she said as she bounced on his cock.
"I do. I mean, I like fantasizing..." he said, "but even though I know you've done nothing, I wish you had but, I know this makes no sense, I like not knowing."
"So, If I let my next interviewee fuck me, don't tell you?" she asked. "Sadly, he lives just 10 miles from here so there would be no reason to get a motel room...which wouldn't leave time for you to wonder..."
Billy moaned as he thought about what he was going to suggest, "You could book a room...you know if the interview runs late and even driving 10 miles might be dangerous."
"It is dangerous. Not just falling asleep at the wheel, but idiots leaving bars and driving drunk. It would be safer to find a room near where he lives...you'd be OK with me sitting and talking to a man late into the night and not coming home until after we have breakfast...I mean, until after we eat Breakfast? Oh wow!" she gasped as Billy erupted inside her.
The rest of the weekend, Ella would drop comments about how warm and friendly both Marvin and Alan had been, intimating they were gentle when they touched her and Billy got hard over and over. She was barely able to write up her personal profile on the COO by Monday morning. When she hit and, she felt as if she captured the man and painted a picture of a driven, but empathetic human being.
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"We fucked up," Bruce sighed as he looked up from his computer.
Ella looked nervous, 'Fucked up? Was the article wrong? What did she do? Submit an incorrect expense item?'
"Bruce smiled, "Not asking you to write more stuff for us. 90% of the crap has to be rewritten so much it was a lie to credit the original authors. This," he pointed at his screen, "is the first article I'm not going to touch. It's perfect. I loved your article on Marvin...really touched on his humanity but I...we assumed, getting that same human sympathy for Alan was going to be a challenge. You captured the heart of the man especially, with his charitable work with the humane society and no-kill shelters. Getting 6 quotes from the various organizations was going above and beyond."
"Thanks. I wasn't sure what the scope of the task you gave me was but Alan was so passionate about his animals I wanted to visit the sites. The people there all loved him."
Bruce smiled, "Keep it up. You sure are making me look good but also no one is talking about 'he who should not be named,'" he chuckled.
Ella blushed, "Thanks. I love writing and you never know if what you do is good or not. I appreciate your feedback," she said.
Bruce stood, "Keep it up and you'll be getting more assignments. By the way, Mark is going to be tougher. He's an 'all-business' type of guy. Not sure what passions you'll find but do your best. I've rarely heard more than 4 words from him...ironic, as he's our CMO," he chuckled.
Ella smiled but felt relief that he wasn't going to be like Alan who wanted what Marvin got. She took the man's hand and left the office.
* * *
The rest of the week, Ella researched the company's CMO but found almost nothing personal. She was pleased to hear the various comments as to how great her articles were but by Friday, she had little to go on with the man.
As she headed over to Decker Creek she was still wondering what might open up this very private man. She had never been there but she heard good things about it. She wasn't about to tell Billy that Marvin and Alan were a fluke and most likely, Mark would angrily spurn any suggestion of impropriety. On the other hand, she had plenty of experiences with the previous 2 men to keep Billy happy so let him fantasize all he wanted. It was curious that he insisted that she suggest using a guest bedroom if the interview ran late...not get a motel room but sleep in the same house with a man she had yet to meet.
Mark Beottger opened the door and stepped aside, "I'm impressed. You said 8 and it is exactly 8. Come in." He led the girl into the library indicating a comfortable seat.
"Drink?" he asked.
Ella was going to say no but then had a thought, "Only if you are and I'll have whatever you're having. I booked a room a couple of miles away if this runs late so I'm not worried about one drink," she smiled.
Mark nodded, turned, and headed to the dry bar. He poured two glasses of his favorite, Macallan Rare Cask 18. He turned and held up one of the glasses, dreading her answer, "Ice, water, soda?"
Ella shook her head, "Nothing, except perhaps a drop or 2 of water, but it's not critical," she said.
Mark's face reflected his relief. He smiled and nodded, "Alan and Marvin both said I'd like you. I was impressed with both articles...never knew Alan's love of animals. Made me go look for a rescue last weekend," he said, "I think I found a great pup. Going back tomorrow," he said as he came back with the glasses. He handed the beautiful redhead her glass, studying her before taking the seat across from her.
Ella took a sip and gasped, "Wow! This is the best single malt I've ever tasted." She took another sip and closed her eyes as she felt the vapors waft down the back of her throat and through her nasal passages. She then sat up, "Sorry. I love a good Scotch but this is on another level. OK. Before we start, do you have questions or things you prefer we go over...not go over?"
Mark chuckled, "A lot more of the not go over part of it. After reading about Marvin and Alan I feel like I'll be a total letdown. I'm not a very interesting person."
Ella shook her head, "Everyone is interesting. Everyone has stories and events that make them who they are. I want to get to know you...the person you are away from the office. Have you had pets before? Growing up?"
Mark looked wistful, "One. A mutt, though she was mostly an Australian Cattle Dog. My best friend growing up."
"Great dogs. Smart. What happened to her? How old were you when you got her?"
Mark smiled, "Five. I wanted a dog for my birthday and Dad came home with the cutest ball of fluff you've ever seen. We grew up in the woods and she explored every corner with me." Then he paused, "You asked what happened to her. I was away at Yale when Mom called. She said Molly was sick and that I should know that they were going to have to take her in. I told my professors I had a family emergency and flew home." He closed his eyes as he tried to collect himself, "I held her as..." he choked and didn't go on.
Ella let him get through the painful memory wanting to apologize for bringing it up. Then, Mark opened his eyes and nodded, "Cancer. A tumor on her heart. 13 years old. The one time I hoped there was a heaven," he sighed.
"I'm so sorry for your loss and making you bring the pain back," she said softly. "I too doubt there's any construct like a heaven but when it comes to my pets, to my best friends growing up, I hope there is one."
Mark looked at the girl shaking his head, "Both Marvin and Alan said you were easy to talk to but I never told anyone about Molly...ever."
"I can leave it out of the article if it's too painful, too personal," she said quickly.
Mark shook his head, "No, no. It's fine. I'll bet everyone can relate to losing their first pet," he said softly.
"First best friend," she corrected. "Dogs and cats are family members, best friends. They love us unconditionally, trust us unconditionally...OK, perhaps I'm describing dogs more than cats," she chuckled. "Let's get into the questions I prepped," she said.
Ella asked him about where he grew up, his college experiences, and his first job.
An hour in, Mark stood and took her empty glass, "Another? You said you don't have far to drive and if it comes to it, this is a 6-bedroom house and you're welcome to stay over since your husband isn't expecting you."
Ella paused and nodded, "A light one. I'm not a huge drinker but this was so good," she smiled.
After settling back down, Ella looked at the older man curiously, "I did some digging and there's a six-year gap. You got your MBA and worked for the health care company but then nothing until you came to TIFG. Can I ask? Or were you a secret agent for the CIA undercover in the Mideast?" she smiled.
Mark's eyes widened as he studied the girl. Then, as if realizing she was being facetious he nodded, "I'm not allowed to talk about it but...was that a guess, or did you discover something when you researched me?" He sat forward, holding his glass in both hands studying her.
Ella blushed, "Um, nothing. Your internet life is a blank for those six years. You were a spy in the CIA?" She shook her head, "Sorry, don't answer that. I'll gloss over the gap and just say you worked odd jobs. Shit, now you'll have to kill me," she half-joked.
Mark laughed, "Relax. Yes, I worked for one of those letters and did exactly that, odd jobs. I'm not going to kill you, that's way too messy. So many better ways to make you disappear. More Scotch?" he asked as he eyed her freshly emptied glass.
"Please," Ella said before realizing she was feeling the effects of the first two, "I hope you're joking," she said as she handed the man her glass.
Mark chuckled, "I wish I took a picture of your face. I'll tell you what. I'll tell you what I did for that six-year gap if you promise me two things." He turned and looked at the redhead.
Ella shrugged, "Since you'll make me disappear anyhow, why not?"
Mark laughed again, "No killing, no disappearing. I was joking. First, you will tell no one about my six years. Agree to that and I'll fill you in." He looked at his watch, "And since this might take a while, you might want to consider the guest bedroom."
Ella nodded, "OK, what's the second thing?"
Mark shook his head, "I'll get to that. OK. You were really close. When I worked at Specialized Medical Associates, I was loaned out to the VA in Virginia. I worked with a retired Colonel who asked if I were interested in doing some work in...as you said, one of those Mideast countries. Things went south and we had to extract ourselves. One of those letter organizations took notice and I was asked to go to various places to...troubleshoot. I'm not going go into details and trust me, the things I did never made the nightly news."
Ella probed a bit more but then sat back and shook her head, "It's a miracle you're even alive," she said. "This job must be really boring compared to...the odd jobs," she smiled.
"Boring is good...I like boring. I feel good about what I did. Not sure the world's any better off but I feel I did my part."
Ella nodded, "I'm sure it is. OK, I'll never print anything more than 'Did a series of odd jobs before coming to TIFG. What's the second thing?"
Mark sat back and studied the girl, "I know you slept with both Marvin and Alan. I'm not judging but I require a 100% honest answer. Did either or both coerce you into sex?" he asked as if he were wondering if she preferred her coffee black or with cream and sugar.
"You know about that? How? I thought both said they'd never say a word!" she blurted.
"Come on. Reading people is one of my skills, as sure as I am that you will never speak a word of my past, I could tell by their air of confidence when they got back to the office that they got lucky, so to speak. But, don't worry that they bragged about it. I want to be sure neither man suggested anything, or intimated it would be in your best interest to..."
Ella blushed and shook her head, "No, nothing like that. It happened with Marvin...he mentioned that he was open to any questions, personal and otherwise...well, it got personal, and he confessed that since his late wife got cancer...well, shit!" she sighed. "Honestly? It started out as wanting to help him, make him feel better but then...I never cheated on my husband before. Please don't tell anyone." She put her head in her hands.
Mark smiled, "Relax, no judgment here. Hell, all of us tried to hook Marvin up with women we knew but he shook all of them off." He came over to the girl who was still slumped over, her face in her hands. "Hey, hey. You did a good thing. Married or not, the man has come out of his funk from the loss of his wife," he said, patting her leg.
Ella looked up, "But Alan...I might have enjoyed my night with Marvin and Alan was funny and we both flirted with each other. He didn't coerce me and it wasn't because I felt sorry for him..." She blushed and shook her head slowly as if unable to believe she had done that.
Mark patted her leg paternally and went back to sit, "Again, not judging. Alan has been discreet as has Marvin. Your reputation around the office is intact. No one except the board knows when you are doing these interviews so no one has any reason to suspect..."
"...outside of the board. So, you all know I'm a slut..." she sighed.
"Hey, no. Um, Alan is not like the rest of the board. He likes his woman but if it were 100% consensual that's between you and your husband. I assume he doesn't know?"
Ella looked up, "No that's a whole other story," she sighed. "Yes and no. When I drove out to interview Marvin I booked a motel room nearby and he fantasized that I never made it back to the motel..."
Mark chuckled, "I assume he wasn't wrong?"
Ella smiled and shook her head, "I made it back to the motel...before check out the next morning."
Mark laughed and sat forward, "All night? We assumed...OK, we might have discussed what you guys did but it wasn't much more than...never mind. Not appropriate conversation," he said as he sat back.
"A blowjob. It was more, a lot more. I think your friend wanted to get 2 years of abstinence out of his system," she smiled. "I don't think we got more than 2 hours of sleep all night."
"I'm glad for him and if it didn't hurt your marriage..."
"Bizarrely, it has enhanced it," she sighed, "Billy's stupid imagination has him...too much information. Getting back to the actual interview, I'd like a picture of Molly if you have one. Also, any photos of you in high school or college I can use?" she asked.
Mark stood, "My favorite picture of Molly, it's on my dresser. Plus, pictures of me with my family if you'd like to...sorry. Shit!"
Ella had just risen from her seat, "What? Something wrong?"
Mark laughed, "I'm inviting you to my bedroom after I asked if the guys might have seduced you..."
Ella chuckled, "It's not a bad move, I'm a sucker for cute dogs," she smiled. "I shouldn't say this but the fastener on my dress seems to have a flaw. It releases whenever I see a puppy."
Mark shook his head, "Damn! I should have just adopted the pup. I'll do that tomorrow."
"Opportunity lost," Ella shook her head, "but please don't bring the pup into the office. That would be quite embarrassing."
"Damn! You are too much...no wonder both Marvin and Alan said you were incredible." He shook his head, "They meant your personality, your wit...not..."
Ella shrugged, "I would have hoped they were referring to more than my wit. Every girl wants to be known as a great lay. OK, I'm a big girl. I've been in men's bedrooms before and not succumbed to their charms...not sure I can remember when but it had to have happened at least once."
Mark smiled and led the beautiful redhead down the hall. He went over to the large dresser, picked up a frame, and handed it to Ella, "Molly when she was about 8," he said softly. "Great dog."
Ella found a few other pictures that she wanted to put in the article and after Mark scanned them in his office, they returned to the bedroom. Ella sighed, "It's almost 1. I should get to the motel. Um...I have one more favor though. Billy will want me to tell him how you...we...you know," she blushed.
Mark smiled as he put his hands on her shoulders, "How I lured you into the bedroom to show you pictures and then I pushed you to your knees?" he said as he pressed down.
Ella dropped to the floor and looked at the bulge in the front of his pants before looking up, "That would excite him. He likes the thought of me being used by a powerful man. What next?" she asked as she licked her lips.
"Go on. Pull out my cock. I expect you know how to suck cock?" he said firmly.
Ella nodded and focused on his belt, pants, and underwear. Mark was already mostly hard as she stroked his fat member. She looked up at the older man, "Am I getting you ready to fuck my married pussy or..."
Mark nodded, "Sir...I'm your ultimate boss and you will call me sir. I'll tell you if I want to cum in your mouth, and if I do, you will swallow. A good girl always swallows." He pulled her head onto his cock and let out a soft moan as she took him into her warm mouth. He held her hair as he gently thrust his hips, the girl was taking all of him into her throat. She wasn't gagging even with 7" of cock repeatedly being thrust down her throat. She also was very good at wrapping her lips around the fleshy shaft without scraping her teeth. She easily let him fuck her face without protesting, though there was a stream of saliva darkening the front of her dress. "You're a great cocksucker. Keep going, after our conversations I am sure you know I don't tolerate disobedience. Yes, good girl, getting close. That thing with your throat...it's...fuck!" he gasped as Ella's hand that had been stroking his balls found his anus.
Ella had been swallowing a lot of precum. Mark didn't have to tell her he was close, she could tell by how much fluids he was leaking. When she pressed her middle finger against his asshole, he let out a groan, pulled her face against his matted pubic hair and ejaculated down her throat. She had no choice but to swallow as Mark held her face against his pelvis. After what seemed like minutes, he released her, and she sat back with a gasp.
"Thank you, sir. That will make Billy really happy. What should I tell him you made me do next?" Ella asked as she wiped her face on the dress.
"Stand up. I want you to finish undressing me, then take all your clothes off. You better be on the pill since I don't like rubbers," he said. "I plan on using all your charms so I hope you don't disappoint me by protesting or acting all innocent," he said.
Ella quickly got to her feet, "Sir, I'm a good employee and will bend over backward to make you happy," she said as she unbuttoned his tailored dress shirt. When she was done, she stood naked in front of the man, stroking his still-hard cock, "Sir? I'm amazed that even after cumming..."
Mark smiled, "I suspected you were a slut at heart and wanted my cock so I took a pill." He palmed both her perky tits and nodded approvingly, "Impressive body. I can see why both my friends looked so happy. Let's go over to the bed, I want you on your back, then I want you to beg me to fuck you."
Ella nodded, "Thank you, sir. I hoped you'd see what a slut I am and I do want your huge cock inside my small pussy." She rolled onto the bed, slid up so her head was on the pillow, and opened her legs wide. She pulled on her nipples and begged, "Take me, sir, use my body however you want, I need you to fuck me, my pussy needs your fat cock...sir," she panted.
Mark may have just cum but seeing this incredible redhead play her submissive role perfectly made his cock ache eagerly. He climbed onto the bed and thought that he'd lick her pussy but the girl pulled him up after one lick.
"Sir, please. I need your cock. I can't wait," she breathed. As the man pulled himself up and over her, she gripped his cock, lined the head up and pulled his ass. "Ahhhhh, fuck!" she cried as 7" of hot flesh ripped into her wet but unprepared pussy. "Fuck, fuck, yessss," she panted. "Your cock feels so good." she groaned, "Sir...I meant I hope my cunt feels good for you."
Mark smiled down at the flushed red face, her red hair splayed out on his pillow, "I'm putting in a good word with Bruce. He needs to know what a great team player you are. Keep this up and I'll put you in for an 'I Deliver' award. We don't give those out very often," he smiled. He could sense that Ella was used to the intruder in her tight pussy so he increased his pace. The girl was grunting more loudly with each deep thrust and the red flush in her cheeks was moving down her neck onto her upper chest. Was that something to do with redheads? He was familiar with flushed cheeks but he never saw the flush creep down to the woman's nipples before.
Ella stroked his chest, her fingers sliding through the dense hair. She'd never been with a man with that much chest hair and it was manly, arousing. His nipples were erect hard nubs as she stroked them and Mark liked it. She had never role-played being a submissive but strangely, every part of her body tingled as the powerful man aggressively attacked her sopping hole. Even most strange was how she wanted him to cum, to make him happy even though she had yet to orgasm. Was she truly a submissive?
"You better stop that or I won't be able to hold off," Mark panted. Her incredibly erotic body, the nipple stimulation was getting him closer and closer.
"Sir? Don't you want to cum? To fill my cunt with your hot sperm?" she said in a little girl's voice. "I want you to be happy, sir." She pressed her mouth on his right nipple while flicking her thumb on the left.
Mark wanted the girl to cum, wanted to hold off but his body had other ideas. His nipples had never felt so sensitive and he'd never felt a tighter pussy so with a frustrated groan he gave in.



For the first time she could remember, she felt a rush as a man came inside her before she orgasmed. She continued to flick her tongue on his nipple as she swore she could feel the warm spurts of cum splash against her cervix. She continued until the grunting man let out one last deep groan and collapsed with his body half off the left side of her chest. She tenderly stroked the man's back as his ragged breathing returned to normal.
Mark roused himself as his semi-firm cock was still inside the girl, "I'm sorry. I wanted you to cum. I couldn't hold back," he sighed.
Ella looked sad, "Sir? Didn't I please you? I wanted you to be happy. I want to be a really good fuck."
Mark shook his head, "Crap. No, you were great, are great. Best fuck I've had for a long time. I cannot remember ever cumming twice in 20 minutes," he said as he stroked her perky tits.
"I'm glad, sir. I assume since you enjoyed my mouth and my cunt you'll want to pleasure yourself with my ass? I'd like it if you would," she said softly.
Mark looked at the girl, "You sure? I don't want to hurt you and if you're just saying that..."
Ella shook her head, "You don't like my ass? My husband says I have the most perfect ass he's ever seen. Sir? If you don't like my ass I guess it's OK." she said softly.
Mark rolled the girl on top of him, stroking her tight twin globes, "You have a great ass. Just give me a few minutes to recover and I'll be thrilled to fuck your ass but only if you play with your pussy and cum before I do," he said.
"Yes sir. I'll cum...promise. Thank you, sir," she said. Ella wasn't sure when to drop the pliable girl act but her body thrummed from the internal excitement of it. Having this man use her to pleasure himself was powerfully arousing. There was no doubt that once she felt his cock buried inside her rectum with her fingers on her clit, she would cum and cum hard.
Mark wanted to possess this girl the moment he answered the door and not even in his wildest fantasies did he imagine she'd play along so perfectly. Alan told him that the girl was tough and very self-assured. He held her as his flaccid dick slipped out of her slit. He could feel his cum seeping out onto his cock and balls as he stroked her back and ass. He was about to ask her if she wanted to shower but as soon as he turned his head, her lips were on his. She kissed him with a passion that surprised him, not like a dutiful sex partner but as a lover.
Ella felt used, felt like a toy for the powerful man and it aroused something inside her. With Billy and the other two men, she was making love with them, giving and receiving orgasms. With Mark, she pleasured him, got him off twice, and even though she didn't cum, she felt something...pride? Accomplishment? As their tongues met, she shifted her body so she was on top of him. She let out a low moan as his hairy, muscular thigh pressed against her sensitive clit. Her clit scraped down his leg as she broke the kiss and pressed her lips against his chest.
Mark considered going down on this beautiful redhead even after cumming inside her but she beat him to it as she kissed her way down to his flaccid cock. He felt her grinding wet pussy leave a cool trail down his leg, her hard nipples pressing into his stomach. Christ! She had to be the sexiest, most erotic lover he ever had. As he thought about having her, truly owning her, he felt his cock return to life. She was also the first woman to be so submissive and it made him feel like his cock was twice as long, twice as fat.
Ella arrived at her goal and took the slimy, semi-flaccid cock into her mouth and swirled her tongue under the plump head. "Mmmmm, mmmm," she moaned as the 4" member grew quickly to its full 7". She bobbed her head as she continued to moan. She recalled Billy mentioning the vocal vibrations enhanced blowjobs and Mark seemed to agree. She looked up at the man, his eyes glued to her and the look he gave her almost triggered an orgasm. She could feel his lust, his desire.
Mark's foot was against her pussy and as she pressed against him, he ground his instep against her. The sight of those unblinking, green eyes on his, her lips stretched wide around his cock as she pressed her face against his pubic hair over and over was bringing him close to cumming. He did want to cum but he wanted to cum in her ass. "Ella...Ella, stop. Go into the bathroom, in the top left drawer there's petroleum jelly. Go get it, get your ass ready, and get back on the bed, chest down, ass up," he ordered.
Ella had been close to cumming. His hard, bony foot was popping back and forth on her clit but she didn't hesitate. She pulled her face off his cock and stood, "Yes sir. I'll be quick," she said.
Mark stroked his cock as the cute redhead trotted into the master bath. He heard the drawer followed by the snapping of the cap. 30 seconds later, she came back in with a towel and a gob of gel.
After lubing Mark's cock, she wiped off her hands, climbed onto the bed, pressed her face and chest into the mattress, reached back, and spread her ass cheeks. "Please, sir. I want to feel your fat cock in my ass. Will you fuck my ass...please? Bury your cock deep into my rectum." she begged. She wasn't acting, she wanted the man to fuck her ass and not for her pleasure, but for his.
Mark thought his cock felt bigger before but seeing this gorgeous babe not just offer herself but beg to get fucked in the ass almost triggered an orgasm. He pressed the head of his cock against her puckered, glistening hole and pushed. She didn't fight it, didn't clench her sphincter, and with a pleasured groan, popped inside the girl. He was buried balls deep against the tightest, cutest ass he had ever seen, her tight anal ring gripping his cock. "Ahhh, fuck!" he groaned, "I thought you had the best cunt I ever fucked but wow! Your ass..." he panted as he pulled out and plunged back in.
"Uh, uh, uh, thank you sir. I'm glad you like my holes. Ahhh, fuck!" she grunted as his large hand reached between her legs and found her sensitive clit. She parted her knees as Mark played with her clit, pushing back against his thrusts. She reached up, her palm running across his huge knuckles to his large, heavy ballsack. As he stimulated her erect clit, she stroked his balls. The room echoed with the wet slapping sounds of skin on skin, low guttural moans and grunts, and the gentle squeaking of the bedframe being stressed.
Mark's balls ached even after cumming twice in the past hour but he wasn't going to cum until Ella did. "Fuck! You better cum soon because I'm not going to hold off," he said, "I'll be very disappointed in you if you don't cum before I do," he ordered.
"Uh, uh, uh, Sir...I'm...oh fuck!" she grunted as she felt the bedroom spin. Somehow she pressed her face and chest harder into the bed as she thrust her ass against the man. Intense waves pulsed through her as the most powerful orgasm she remembered made her head spin. Her voice sounded foreign as she grunted over and over non-intelligible words.
Mark smiled as he slammed into the panting, writhing girl. She seemed to cum for over a minute before she let out a long, low moan. She panted a couple of times before going limp. He pulled out and slid back in and knowing she wasn't able to hold herself up, he pulled her knees back so she was face down, spread eagle on the bed. At first, he thrust in and out of her slowly but as she let out pleasured squeals he picked up the pace. Soon, his hips were rhythmically slapping against her ass. It occurred to him that in all his years of sexual encounters, this was the first time he fucked a woman pinned face-down on the bed. It was a powerful feeling being so utterly in control of his partner.
Ella had never been fucked like this before but liked it. Never in her life had she felt more vulnerable, her legs spread wide, 200 lbs. of a virile man lying on top of her. She should have felt claustrophobic, trapped, or helpless but instead, she felt a rush. Mark was using her to pleasure himself like he didn't care if she were comfortable or if he were crushing her and it sent a thrill through her. Without touching her pussy she felt an orgasmic surge build inside and just as the man let out a deep groan, she exploded.
Mark was aware that Ella was cumming again just as he felt the first spasm of cum jet into her rectum. He pulled out and just as he released the second spasm, he buried his cock as deep as he could go.
Ella's orgasm seemed enhanced as she swore she could feel the hot jets of cum spurt deep into her rectum. Their bodies were slick with sweat and other fluids as the ground against each other. Their deep grunts echoed throughout the bedroom. Finally, both let out satisfied moans and went limp, Mark's cock buried deep inside Ella's ass as he fell off to the side of her.
Ella thought about getting up but Mark was a dead weight against her ass. She started to reach back to pat him on the ass when her phone went off. "Billy, hey. I thought that you'd be asleep...no, just finishing up. We got carried away and we're probing deeper..." she chucked, "Damn! You have a filthy mind...not like that, on the various aspects of his life. Oh, you'd like that. Should I tell him?" she asked softly. "Seriously...I can't do that," she whispered into the phone, "He's my boss...at least the very top of my chain...Go to bed. I'll ask him." Ella put her hand over the microphone, "Billy doesn't think it's safe to drive home this late, perhaps I could crash on your couch?" she asked.
Mark was watching the girl and smiled. He said loudly enough for her husband to hear, "You can use one of the guest bedrooms as long as I get to tuck you in," he chuckled.
"Crap! Did you hear that?" Ella asked. "He's joking...no, he really is. OK, OK, that's enough. Between you two I might do something we'll both regret," she said. "Goodnight Billy...goodnight," she said before pressing the red button. She tossed the phone back onto the bed, "Billy says it would be a waste to mess up two sets of sheets..."
Mark pulled his cock out of Ella's ass and pulled her close, "He's right. The housekeeper would be pissed if she had to make up two beds. Come on. Let's shower and we'll fight over who sleeps on which side," he smiled.
Ella kissed the man, "Sir? I'll take whatever side you tell me to and be so grateful," she said in her little girl's voice.
The rest of the night, Ella and Mark fucked 4 more times, and in the early morning, they had to mess up the sheets on another bed having soiled the master bedsheets so thoroughly. Ella was impressed with how creative Mark was as he took her in every position imaginable. For the third straight Saturday morning, she felt more fucked than she ever felt. Was this the trend? By the time she interviews her CEO, would she even be able to walk?
Ella shook her head as she stood naked in front of the full-length mirror. No way could she act innocent with Billy as there were a multitude of red marks on her breasts, inside of her thighs, and on her ass. Her lips were bruised and puffy and her labia were still red and swollen...though, Mark just finished pinning her against the shower wall as he aggressively fucked her. She scowled at the man, "If Billy sees..." she sighed.
Mark came over and held her tenderly from behind. His cock nestled between her ass cheeks and for the first time since she got there, he didn't get an erection. "Look, there's a great spa across from the main gate. I'll call them, arrange for you to get a full massage, the works. On me. Call Billy and tell him you want to make use of it before heading home. I'm sure he'll tell you to go for it."
Ella was about to shake her head but her body ached as if she'd been through a strenuous workout...or, rather after she'd been put through a strenuous workout. She turned her head and kissed him, "That's a great idea...though, taking payment for the past few hours seems..."
"...a bit whorish? Why not accept it? It's not a payment for last night but a gift from a friend. We've only known each other for 12 hours but I do consider you a friend."
Ella nodded, "OK. I accept your gift. Be prepared to get a gift from me on your birthday...shit! That sounded worse," she chuckled. She turned and rubbed her body against his and sighed, "I really should get going."
Mark called the spa and they were able to take Ella immediately. He watched her dress trying to think of any way to see her again or to extend the visit. Finally, he hugged her once more (the last time, ever?) and let her go. He watched he walk to her Bronco, his eyes on her long shapely legs and flexing ass. He sighed and closed the door after she drove off.
* * *
Every other Saturday, Billy held off masturbating but knowing Ella spent the night in the man's house he couldn't resist. By the time Ella drove into the parking lot, he had jerked off three times, every one with an image of Ella maked being used by the CMO of her company. When Ella opened the apartment door, he looked her over for signs that she recently had sex but she seemed fresh and relaxed. "Wow! Babe, I assumed you'd come home this morning, but it's almost noon," he said, "Not pissed but I want to know...everything."
Ella shook her head, "Between you and Bruce...I have to write up stories about the board members that will make them more human, more sympathetic. Then, there's you. I have to make up stories about these older men...make them look like sexual predators just to get you hard," she sighed. She closed the distance, kissed him as she pulled him close. She could feel his 5" cock against her. She stepped back, looked down at the outline of his cock before palming it. "I assume you jerked off wondering if I let the man do what he wanted to me...did you?" She undid his pants so she could stroke him. Even though her jaw still ached she couldn't deny her husband.
Billy nodded, "I tried to resist but I couldn't get the images of you out of my head, the images of the man's huge cock in..." he quickly stepped back. "Wow. I can't believe how turned on I get..."
Ella giggled, "OK, I'll tell you how Alan took me," she said as she stepped forward, "He ordered me to call him sir. Told me to take off my dress and get on my knees," she said softly.
"He did? You hate being ordered around...you always..." Billy panted.
"There's something about being dominated by a powerful man...a man who knows and takes what he wants. I was powerless to resist," she said.
Billy smiled and put his hands on her shoulders, "I get it. Get on your knees and suck my cock," he ordered in an exaggerated forceful voice.
Ella shook her head, "Sorry. That doesn't work with you. Alan exuded power and even his glances made me comply," she said, "You don't...Ew!" she gasped as Billy's cock erupted, splattering cum on her shorts.
"Uh, uh...fuck, I'm sorry," Billy said. "I...it just happened."
Ella finished stroking her husband's cock trying not to think about how he felt half the size of any of the three men she let use her. "My fault. I was teasing you and I guess I forget how excited you get when you think about me being alone with powerful men. Are you really still hard?" she asked.
Billy nodded, "It's sick, I know. I hate to think that you'd ever cheat on me but I also wish you were that type of woman that would let herself go." He stepped back, tucking his cock back into his pants. "You should change. Remember we are going to your parents' barbeque?"
Ella was barely able to get the article written about Mark by noon on Monday. She sat back replaying the last few days. Billy was right. She never liked giving up control, in or out of bed, but with Mark, she couldn't imagine it happening any other way. Billy must have taken one of those pills, also, as he got hard...what was it? 10, 12 times over the weekend and made her tell her over and over how the 58-year-old man fucked her every which way. Billy even overcame his feelings of repulsion for anal sex and after trying it once, couldn't get enough. It was hard to write up the article with the intense throbbing in her vagina and ass...even her jaw still ached.
She looked at her next board member. Steve Weber, CIO. She let out a happy sigh. He and the next one were married so she wouldn't have to worry about them wanting what Marvin and the other board members got.
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Ella got smiles and a few high-fives from her coworkers after her third article was published in the TFIG Gazette. Even Bruce sent a short note, "Perfect! Keep it up! Check out next Sunday's Living section in the city paper!"
She spent the week researching Steve Weber, CIO. He got his degree from the University of Indiana after attending on an athletic scholarship. NCAA finalist in the 200 butterfly, and 100 freestyle, and on the championship team for the 400 freestyle relay. Then, he made the Olympics in Munich and Montreal. She made a note to ask him about the horrific events in the Olympic Village in Munich. She checked out a company photo and nodded to herself. She knew swimmers, and they all had the trademark V-shaped torsos with broad shoulders, and Steve was no exception.
Ella was distracted from her research after finding Olympic team photos in his swimsuit. It had to be the light from the side but she couldn't take her eyes off the outline of his cock. She looked for more pictures and she became convinced it wasn't the trick of the lighting as his teammates showed nothing near what he did. She sat back feeling her pussy throb as she pictured him in and out of his his Speedos. She scanned further down through the profile and saw that he was married for 45 years. She should have felt relieved that she wouldn't be stepping out of her marital vows and could focus on writing his profile...should have. Why the feeling of regret? Had to be letting Billy down...no stories to tell, no erotic fantasies. She looked around at the other desks hoping no one noticed her flushed cheeks before closing the laptop. She had a meeting with the Marketing Communications Team to go over the upcoming offsite meetings.
Ella pressed the up button and didn't have to wait long. She started to step in but stopped, "Alan, Marvin...I mean, Mr. Wagner, Mr. Davis," she sputtered. The other man with them could only be Steve Weber. She blushed as she recalled the erotic thoughts she had about the man just minutes before...along with the images of the other two men naked, their impressive cocks jutting out obscenely from their bodies. The third man must know that she fucked the other guys...and being married, would he be envious of his two board members?
"Ella, relax. You can call me Alan and I'm sure Marvin would say the same thing."
Marvin hugged the girl briefly, "I do say the same thing. You can call me Alan."
Ella wondered if they could see how deeply she was blushing but composed herself. She put out her hand, "Hello Mr. Weber. Ella Irish. We have an appointment this Friday evening. Sucks, I know. Ruins the weekend. I hope that's not an inconvenience," she said.
Steve took her hand, holding it a bit longer than normal, "Impressive," he said softly.
Ella was taken aback wondering what was impressive. Her body? Her sluttiness with the other men? She knew that he suspected but hoped that it was just speculation. "Sorry, what's impressive?"
"Your style, your writing style. You make your points succinctly yet impart warmth and empathy for your subjects. Not flowery but not stilted either. These two," he waved at Alan and Marvin, "...must have been tough nuts to crack. Since we started working together, they both have been all business but you made them look somewhat human. I'm looking forward to how you portray me...I hope you can make me look even half as good as these two reprobates," he chuckled.
Ella blushed more but took the compliment, "I had terrific interviewees, open and honest," she said. Just then, the elevator door opened and she turned to step off, "Friday evening, then," she smiled.
"Friday evening. Oh, bring a bathing suit. Every other evening I swim at least a mile in my pool...Friday's one of those evenings. You can sit and watch or join me," Steve said.
"Sure," was all Ella could think of saying as the doors closed.
* * *
"A bathing suit?" Billy asked. He was sitting on the bed as Ella packed her overnight bag. They no longer discussed it and assumed she would be home the next morning even though she told him that Steve was a married man.
Ella nodded, "Steve Weber was on the U.S. Olympic team back in the 70's. He swims a mile three days a week...Friday is one of them. I hate to disrupt his routine."
Billy picked up the one piece, "This? Don't you still have that prop you kept as a joke from the play about Coney Island in the early 1900's?"
"This is nothing like that," Ella snapped as she yanked the suit back, "Plus, cool your jets. The man is married, unlike my last three execs. I'm sure his wife wouldn't be thrilled if I were splashing around in the pool half-naked with her husband."
"Fuck!" Billy mumbled, "I loved hearing how slutty you were with the other men."
Ella groaned, "You know those were just stories. All these guys are in the 60s and 70s. They probably look at me as their granddaughter or grandniece...On top of that, you do remember why I was tasked to write these articles. Our CEO was fucking a young girl and caught naked. These men aren't about to cause another scandal."
Billy shook his head, "The key word is caught. These guys might be 60 or 70 but their cocks still think they're 20...trust me on that. Take the bikini just in case. Even if there's not a chance in hell he'll put a move on you, it's exciting to know he's checking that tight perfect body of yours...please? Do it for me?"
Ella groaned and folded the one piece, returned it to her drawer, and held up two wads of strings. "Yellow or red?" she asked.
Billy grinned, "Yellow. It becomes transparent with wet."
"What? No it doesn't. I would have noticed," she sputtered.
Billy nodded, "Just a little. Please, just wear that. I want the man to jerk off later thinking about you. I sure will be."
"I hate you. I have half a mind to call your bluff and just skinny dip with the guy. Perhaps, his wife will need to leave for a girl's night out," she said. "Seriously?" she spat, seeing the tent in Billy's pants. "I have to go. You can take care of that on your own." She zipped up her bag and headed out to the apartment parking lot.
When Ella arrived, she found a note on the door. "Come in. It's unlocked. I'm out back in the pool. Steve," it said. She quietly opened the door not wanting to surprise his wife and saw the glass door to the backyard. She stopped to watch the man knife effortlessly through the water. She was impressed with the speed and the total lack of turbulence as he did the crawl from one end to the other.
Steve was just about to do a flip-turn when he noticed the girl standing in a flower pattern sundress. "I hope you have a suit under that. Join me? My wife is usually here, but she and a friend are doing one of those riverboat trips up the Danube. That wasn't for me," he said as he eyed the beautiful redhead. Alan wasn't lying when he opined that Ella Irish had to be the hottest and most beautiful woman at TFIG. It wasn't happenstance that Linda and Marjorie were off in Europe. Alan told him without going into any details, that it would be best if the wife weren't around.
"I packed one. Where...?" she glanced around.
"Inside," Steve smiled. "No one is in there...all to yourself."
She went back into the house feeling butterflies in her stomach. The man was almost 70 years old but he had well-defined deltoids and pectoral muscles. After getting inside, she looked back at the pool at the muscled figure skimming cleanly across the pool. She stepped into the living room and undressed hurriedly hoping no one would come in. She checked to ensure all the triangles and straps were in the correct places before heading out to the pool. She was happy that it was a typical warm Texas night as there wasn't a chance in hell that this would provide any warmth at all.
Steve stopped swimming as he saw the most beautiful woman he ever saw come out in a tiny yellow bikini, barely covering her nipples and pubis. Even in the cool water, he could feel his cock respond. "Come on in. The water's great," he said.
Ella came over slowly, "It looks great but no way can I look nearly as good as you do," she sighed. "You make it look so effortless."
"You look a million times better than I do just standing there. But the swimming technique is due to coaching and thousands of hours of practice," Steve smiled. "Dive in. I'd like to see your style."
Ella frowned, shrugged, and dove in. She considered herself a good swimmer but that was before she observed the man's incredible form. She did the breaststroke to the far side and stopped.
Steve waved her over, "Do the crawl. I want to see that," he ordered.
Ella kicked off and tried to be as tight and as effortless as he was but by the loud splashing sounds, she knew she failed miserably.
At first, Steve wanted to judge her style but was distracted by the twin glistening globes of her ass flexing as she kicked. When she touched the far side of the pool, he clapped. "Impressive. Not bad, not bad at all. Your time would have been quite respectable."
Ella stood, pulling the wet red hair to the back of her head, "But. I sense a but coming."
Steve wanted to laugh as the homonym to the word 'but' was exactly what was in his head, "OK," he said as he pantomimed doing a stroke, "three kicks per stroke. 1, 2, 3, 1, 2, 3," he said as he stroked first with his right arm and then with his left. "When I was being coached initially, I chanted that for what felt like hours until it became a motor reflex. Here," he said. He put out his arms. "Do strokes while counting, 1, 2, 3, 1, 2, 3, and so on."
Ella came over and lay across his arms. She counted as she kicked and stroked. She was aware of the man's incredible muscles as she kicked and also aware that his left arm was pressing against her mons and his right arm was beneath her breasts. She was sure he never noticed as he was a professional but then as she stroked underwater with her right arm, she brushed the front of his Speedos, hitting a hard rod.
Steve was aware of where both his arms were. He could feel her pubic bone grind on his forearm and her soft breasts press against his other arm. Also, her ass flexing right in front of his face went beyond distracting. When the girl's hand brushed across his cock, he assumed she barely noticed but then the next time she palmed him as she went by. Then the third time, she quit doing a swimming stroke and did a different stroke. She also had slid her body away so he was cupping her left breast.
Ella turned and looked at the man, "This is probably what you expected. I mean...Alan and Marvin told you, didn't they?" she asked as she slid off his arms and wrapped her legs around his waist. "Was it a waste of time to bother with the suit?"
"Sorry, yes," Steve said a bit huskily. Her tiny triangle was pressed right on his erect cock. He'd been married 45 years and never once had strayed but he went out for drinks with Alan and Marvin and he suspected they were hiding something, so he had to know. After three drinks, Alan was the first to blab. He looked at Marvin and asked, "Was it just me, or was Ella Irish the best sex ever?" Marvin nodded and looked up at the bar ceiling, "Sorry, Elizabeth but Ella was fucking amazing. I felt like I was 18 all over again." They compared their experiences and by the time Steve called an Uber he decided that he'd surprise Linda with a European cruise, telling her that after Walter's arrest, he would be working overtime trying to make up for the PR hit. He was the one to suggest Marjorie go with her so he told Robert to make sure to give his housemaid the weekend off the following week.
"I wanted to say something, but..." he said as he pulled the string around her neck. "Don't think bad of Alan and Marvin. I was really persistent and it took three drinks each to break them down."
Ells ground her pussy against his cock, "The river cruise?" she asked.
Steve tossed her bra (If that was what you could call it) onto the flagstone and sighed, "OK. I was intrigued and perhaps optimistic."
Ella reached between them and pushed his Speedos down his legs. Then she pulled her tiny triangle of bottom off and it soon joined the tiny top. "So, you spent, what? $10,000 to get your wife out of the house? Shit! No woman is worth that," she said.
"Good guess. I splurged on the deluxe package...I hope you're not pissed."
"Fuck! I knew this was a bad idea," she sighed, "Billy, my husband, suspects but I really do not ever want him to know what a slut he married," she said as said before sliding under the surface to take his cock in her mouth. She gasped as she felt the largest cock ever. All three of the previous board members were about the same, 7". Steve's cock was at least an inch, maybe 2 inches longer and half again as fat. Still, she had no problem deep-throating him, and under the surface, she heard his deep groans. She impressed herself with how long she could hold her breath but finally had to come up for air.
Steve loved the girl's abilities and even though both his friends and coworkers raved as to how the girl could deep-throat them, he didn't say anything assuming she had never had a 9" cock. But she effortlessly took all of him deep down her throat. This was going to be a great night. When she came up for air, he kissed her, his hands exploring her tight, muscular body.
Ella pressed her body against the older man, amazed that his entire torso was rock solid...though not as solid as the hard shaft pressing between her legs. She broke the kiss, and panting, "We shouldn't be doing this. The other men weren't currently married and I don't want..."
Steve covered her mouth with his as he turned both their bodies.
Ella had no idea how the man did it, but she found herself on her back on the warm flagstone, with the wide head of his cock pressing between her throbbing labia.
Steve looked down at the girl, her perky tits rising and lowering as she breathed deeply. He pressed his cock into her and ordered, "Say no. Tell me no and we'll go no further." As he said that, he pressed inside her a couple of millimeters with each word.
Ella groaned and shook her head, "No..."
A feeling of disappointment went through Steve as he nodded and started to pull away but Ella stopped him.
"No...I won't say no to anything." She pulled his ass and as his huge cock popped inside her, she put her head back and let out a long moan, her mouth opened wide. She let out a groan and recovered. "Try me, you can try me all night," she breathed, "I guarantee I won't say no."
'Fuck, she's so perfect that she doesn't even have any fillings,' he thought as his pubis pressed against hers. He pulled out and pressed back inside the girl eliciting another deep moan. "What if I tell you all I want is to fuck you and send you home to your husband with a cunt full of my cum," he asked.
Ella nodded, "Do it. Whatever you want. I'm a slut, remember? You can use me and then toss me aside." The initial pain of having twice the mass inside her vagina was fading and pleasurable waves were growing inside her.
Steve shook his head, "What if I told you to call your husband and tell him you won't be home until morning?" he asked as he picked up the pace of his fucking.
Ella nodded, "Noon, I'll tell him noon...no earlier," she panted. "Fuck! Your fucking cock feels so fucking good!" she grunted. At first, her vagina stung from being stretched and her cervix hurt from his pounding but the pain faded and soon she felt as if her pussy was made for the massive shaft. "Bruce told me to get all of you...fuck, I had no idea how much there was to you."
Steve groaned, "Good girl. I like that you're so agreeable and so easy to talk to...I can see why your profiles are so intimate, so personal," he said.
Ella nodded, "It's important to get to know each of you...feel you inside me, that was what Bruce told me I needed to do," she smiled. She was stroking his muscular chest, his pecs almost as large as her tits but tons firmer.
"Good. I can go without sleep for hours and I plan on sending you back to your husband with at least a dozen loads of cum inside you," he panted. The girl was playing with his nipples which always got him off. He was about to tell her to wait when she let out a long grunt. Her body went tense, shaking slightly before crying out.
"Fuck!" Ella spat as the image of Billy discovering a stream of cum flowing out of her pussy triggered an incredibly abrupt and powerful orgasm. Her hands pawed at the man's chest as she writhed beneath him and as the orgasm faded she felt his body tense.
Steve was able to hold off until the beautiful redhead came but the way she was gripping his chest and how she was torquing her pelvis against him sent him over the edge. He arched his back as he drove as deeply inside her as he could when he felt the agonizing release of a powerful spurt of cum. He never asked if she were on the pill but it was too late.
Ella stroked the man's chest wishing she had photos of all the men as they climaxed. Their expressions were so intense, almost as if trying to bear up under incredible pain. Then as their orgasm lessened, the look of satisfaction on all their faces was an amazing contrast to the previous looks of agony. In the back of her mind, she wondered if anyone ever did a photographic study of men climaxing and then their faces after the orgasm faded. She might need to check that out...it might be a popular article.
Steve's orgasm lasted half again as long as they normally did and when he felt the last weak spasm, he collapsed next to the girl. He looked over at her, pulled stray red hair off her face, sighing, "Fucking incredible. Both Alan and Marvin told me you were the best fuck they ever had...I hope that doesn't bother you, hearing that," he said.
Ella chuckled, "I was going to put that in my resume but Billy suggested I put that in the cover letter instead. I suspect that got me through the first 3 interviews." She slapped his ass, "OK. Take that fucking python out of my abused pussy and get cleaned up. I need to interview you," she ordered.
Steve reluctantly pulled out and nodded, "OK. I'll answer all of your questions after you call your husband to tell him that the interview will be running late...into tomorrow morning." He rolled off her, stood, and put out a hand.
Ella sighed as she got to her feet. A stream of cum flowed down her inner right thigh. "You wouldn't happen to have a towel handy, would you? I was admiring your carpet inside and..."
"...Linda might ask what I spilled while she was on her trip. That might be hard to explain," he smiled. "Speaking of carpets, yours is spectacular," He went over to one of the chairs and grabbed a towel but before Ella could take one, he pushed her into the pool.
Ella squealed as she splashed into the water. She rose spluttering, "That answered my first question," she laughed. 
Steve watched the girl climb out but not before she rubbed between her legs. She took his hand and then the proffered towel. "What was the first question?" he asked, "am I generally a mean or a nice person?"
Ella dried off and shook her head, "As CIO, do you encourage the teams to think outside the box when problem-solving? You saw I needed to clean my pussy and found a reasonable solution. On the other hand, it was you cumming inside my box that created the mess in the first place," she said as she patted her wet hair with the towel. She went to hand him the towel but as he leaned forward, she grabbed his wrist and yanked hard. Even though she was a good 70 lbs. lighter, he flew into the pool. She grinned at him when he surfaced, "I noticed that your cock was a bit creamy with my cum."
Steve laughed and swam to the edge, "OK. Truce." He easily pulled himself out of the pool and accepted a dry towel. "Fuck! You're a tiny thing but amazingly strong. I'm going to have to work hard tonight to test your endurance," he chuckled. Then he looked thoughtful as he ran the towel down his muscular legs, "All three. Marvin, Alan, and Mark sure were walking gingerly the Mondays after you interviewed them. Maybe I should be worried that you'll give me a heart attack."



Ella chuckled. Between the three board members and Billy's incredible appetite, her endurance had been put to the test in ways she would never have believed, "That's another good question. When faced with a challenge that on the surface seems impossible, do you take it slow or attack it head-on?" she asked as Steve put a hand on her lower back, guiding her inside the house.
He sat opposite the girl wondering if the other men had such a great view. "I attack it head-on. I sometimes don't even sleep until I've resolved the issue," he said.
Ella knew this was going to be a different kind of interview when she was researching the man, but sitting naked opposite a naked 70-year-old man definitely was different. "And when the challenge proves too much?" she asked as she draped her left thigh over the arm of the chair.
Steve was having trouble looking into her eyes. Marvin mentioned that Ella's downy soft patch of pubic hair was the prettiest thing he'd ever seen. Steve thought that had to be hyperbole but her tight pussy framed by the soft patch of fur was spectacularly beautiful. "I'm not above admitting it when I'm stumped. I'll engage others who might help find a solution," he said.
Ella made a note on her tablet. Then she looked up, "So. If you find that you can't keep up with me tonight, I assume you'll call someone for help?" she asked, her eyes on his erection.
'Oh, trust me...I'm not going to have an issue with that," he smiled.
Ella looked at him, "They told you to take one of those pills, didn't they?"
Steve nodded. "Yep. Alan, actually. He suggested I take two but wow! I never took one before and I'm amazed for fucking well they work," he smiled as he stroked his cock.
Ella sighed, "I'm so going to have words with Bruce. He got me an iPad, a recorder, and even a company car for these interviews. I'm going to suggest he get me a vial of those blue pills. Seems like you guys all want to get hard over and over and use all my holes as often as you can. I guess none of you got where you are without leveraging whatever tools you have to get what you wanted." She held up a finger, "Hang on. I promised to call my husband."
Steve took the time to fully admire the cute package thanking whatever God there might be for sending her to him. He loved his wife but he hadn't even been to a strip joint since his bachelor party, let alone been with another woman. This girl was perfect...her tits weren't huge but jutted out from her chest in a way that made his mouth water. Her tight waist and narrow hips either made her pussy feel tight or she was wonderfully tight. Could he have sex with Linda again and not compare? Not a chance in hell. She walked around as she talked to her husband giving him a great view of her compact ass.
"Billy, honey. Bad news. I know I said I'd be home tonight but Mr. Davis is a tougher interview than I expected and there is a lot to get into. He kindly said I could sleep over tonight. No...come on, we've been through this. OK. Look, nothing to worry..., OK, not worry...no reason to hope. Nothing's going to come of...yeah, alright. I love you. I should be home around noon tomorrow. Well, he promised me some swimming lessons as he was in 2 Olympics," she said. "Gotta go. Yes, me too," she replied before putting down the phone. She came back over sitting down on the comfortable chair draping both thighs over the arms. "I know. Not ladylike, but I like being comfortable," she said as if challenging the man to say something.
Steve grinned, "Not complaining. I can't tell you how many times Linda admonished me, 'Did you make our guest comfortable? Did you offer them drinks?' Wait! Do you want a drink?" he asked.
Ella nodded, "I'd love a drink. Whatever you're having." She intently observed the long shaft bouncing out in front of the older man as he went over to the bar. Her pussy throbbed recalling the spongy head slamming into her cervix. 'How big do these things get?' she wondered. 
Steve poured two glasses of single malt, "Ice? Water? Neat?" he asked.
"Neat's great," Ella smiled. Do all the board members drink scotch, she wondered. She recognized the bottle...Glenfarclas 25? Her father's favorite...at least the 17. She put out her hand to take the glass but she was a half foot to the right as her attention was focused on the fat, veined rod pointing at her face. She looked up and chuckled "Sorry. I was thinking about baseball for some reason." She accepted the glass, took a sip, and closed her eyes. The strong vapors filled her mouth and nasal passages. It reminded her of her father but then made her cough. "Sorry, breathed in a little." Her pussy throbbed in anticipation of getting speared by the biggest cock she'd ever seen while an image of her father's smiling face wasn't the picture she wanted in her head.
Steve started to get up but Ella waved him back. He leaned back, legs open wide. He was acutely aware that the beautiful redhead couldn't take her eyes off his junk. His cock throbbed pleasantly as he studied the pink folds opening between her legs. He loved the soft red pubes that framed the prettiest pussy he'd ever see along with the triangular patch above. His mouth watered as he could almost taste the tangy fluids, and the heady aroma. "Sorry? I was thinking..."
Ella stroked her pussy. "Didn't you go through the Sexual Awareness Training?" she asked, "You know, the one with the tech in the filing room. 'My eyes are up here?' one?" she smiled. She opened her legs wider. "I might have to report you unless by tomorrow morning you fuck my brains out as you promised," she smiled.
"That's my plan. I'll fuck you so hard you'll forget everything except what you put into your iPad." Steve grinned.
"Ooooh, I might need to see you after next Thanksgiving. My Uncles Ted and Bill are relentless in their sexual suggestions," she said. She was going to mention how creepy they are especially since they are in their late 40s...but... She looked at her iPad. "OK, let's get to it. While my brain is intact I need to get through the interview."
Ella asked about growing up; when he first found he was a gifted swimmer; the Olympic experiences, especially Munich.
She asked about his swimming, did he really shave his legs? What about the hair on his head? Then she looked at the huge mass between his legs, "Didn't having all that hanging out slow you down? I mean, if the small hairs create resistance..."
Steve chucked, "I always tried to tuck everything under...you know," he sighed. "And yes, I even shaved all around here," he indicated his pubes, "water flows through the lycra suit so..."
Ella smiled, "The sacrifices you have to make for your craft...OK. What other sacrifices have you had to make in other areas to get what you needed?" she asked.
Steve answered that and others. Neither seemed to notice how late it got, though it could have been the two refills of Scotch.
At first, Steve gave short answers as he wanted to get through these, but soon he forgot about the erotic situation they both were in and answered the questions with more and more depth. By the time Ella asked her final question, he saw that it was past 1 AM. "Wow!" he smiled, "I wondered how we'd get through the interview with you being so distracting..." he overtly eyed her naked form, "but you're incredibly easy to open up to. I'll talk to Mark about suggesting that everyone doing these profiles do them in the nude," he smiled.
Ella nodded, "At least Terry and Laura." She cupped her small breasts, "these..." she sighed, "aren't DDs. I wonder if you'd be able to get through an interview with either of them."
Steve shook his head, "I'm sure they are terrific but your body...and I can say this from experience...is incredible. Remember I spent years training along with two summers at the Olympics. I got to see dozens if not hundreds of female Olympic athletes," he smiled, "Many naked...and you're right there with the best of them. Alan told me that you are the most beautiful woman he's seen at TIFG and I agree. Perfect. Your body is perfectly proportioned. Believe me when I tell you that, you're in the presence of an expert on beautiful bodies," he smiled.
Ella blushed, "I don't know what to say. I mean...I hope I'm pretty but," she sighed. "Damn. Now I'm curious. Two Olympics...two Olympic villages. How many women..?"
Steve grinned, "Lost count. I did keep track of the number of countries they represented," he smiled proudly, "17. I literally went around the world." Steve eyed the girl, "And not one could hold a candle to your raw beauty," he said quietly.
"I was going to tell you I was really tired and ask if I could borrow a couch but after hearing you say that..." she said. "I assume you want to go around the world again? I'm up for whatever...remember, I promised not to say 'no.'" She slid off her chair and crawled over to his. His cock had long ago gone soft as the man answered her questions, but as she crawled over she watched him pulse back to life. Steve parted his legs wider as she pressed her face against his ballsack. She ran her tongue up the hardening shaft while gripping him. When she got to the underside of the flared head, she looked up at him. "I swallow...if you are wondering. And I'm on the pill, which you might have asked about earlier," she smiled. "I also enjoy a nice hard cock in my ass."
Steve admired the pale pink lips against the darker flesh of his cock and then thought about getting back inside her tight pussy. "I'd like to fuck you. I promised you that by noon tomorrow, I'll fuck your brains out. You thought I was joking but I was an Olympian and I can last a long time."
Ella chuckled as she recalled the last three weeks. "You're on. I'll bet you can try but you're an old guy now and I'm at my sexual peak," she grinned. She looked at his huge cock in her hands and shrugged, "Though, bringing illegal gear to the match might give you an edge."
Steve pulled the girl onto his lap, her legs splayed out on the arms of the chair, "Not illegal. I checked, It is just within Olympic standards for the pole vault...wow!" he sighed as Ella impaled herself onto his fat shaft. Ella was doing more than the splits as she bounced on his cock. "Oh, my God!" Steve panted, "Are you sure you weren't in the Olympics as a gymnast?" he panted.
Ella shook her head, her eyes closed as she savored the incredible feeling of being filled fully and stretched wide. She leaned into his hands as he palmed her tits while letting out a low moan.
Steve was amazed at the girl's flexibility and strength. He soon picked up the pace of the girl bouncing on his cock, meeting her with his own thrusts. He wasn't kidding when he said he'd hooked up with many Olympic athletes but none had ever done anything like this. He could feel the aching in his balls rising just as Ella's panting was getting more ragged. He pulled her down planting his mouth on her left nipple, while cupping her ass cheek.
Ella was getting close, and the electrical jolts from his tongue attacking her hard nipple with his middle finger pressing into her ass made the room spin as her orgasm exploded inside her. She was grinding her pussy hard against his cock, grunting loudly as the intense waves pulsed through her.
Steve pulled the girl close and as she orgasmed, her spectacularly tight pussy gripped his cock even more. He wanted to hold off and finger-fucked her ass while stimulating her nipples until she let out a low groan, going limp.
Ella felt the man easily lift her up and carry her down the hall, his cock and hands on her ass holding her up. She suspected had he released her ass his cock alone would have supported her weight.
Steve entered the bedroom, not bothering with the light, and lowered the small redhead onto the bed. He looked down at the girl as he pulled out, before slamming back into her. Her mouth opened with each thrust, and her eyes were looking up unfocused as he fucked the wonderfully small pussy. 'How could she be so tight, so small yet take his entire 9"?' he wondered.
Steve's hips pistoned into the girl, his huge ballsack slapping loudly against her upper thighs. Ella's legs wrapped around his ass as he plunged deep into the girl's cunt. 'Amazing...no protest. How can she take all of me?' he wondered. Some girls were able to but not until he worked up to it. Then he studied her...memorizing all of her. She had to be the most erotic vision he could remember. Her red hair splayed out on the pillow, her creamy tennis-ball-sized breasts jiggling as he thrust deep inside her. His mouth watered as he focused on her silver dollar-sized pale pink areolas with hard nipples perfectly centered. Ella's legs tightened around him as she let out a series of grunts. She clamped her lips on his nipple causing the aching in his balls to increase rapidly.
Ella knew that Steve was getting close and she wanted to feel him cum inside her again just as she orgasmed. Her tongue teased his hardened nipple as the throbbing in her lower belly rose with each powerful thrust of his hip...his huge cock rearranging her organs...As she savored the incredible feelings, she heard his deep grunts increase.
Steve tried to hold back but all the wonderful stimulation triggered a release and just as he gave up, Ella cried out she was cumming. Her body writhed against his and he was impressed with how strong she was. This 110 lb. girl's legs were pulling his hard against him and as she ground against him he put his head back and let out a loud groan.
The intense waves pulsed through Ella's body as she felt a warm jet of cum splash against her cervix. This seemed to make the intensity of her orgasm ramp up even more. She grunted loudly each time she felt his sperm shoot into her until both of their orgasms faded simultaneously. Her head spun as she went limp, her legs releasing his ass, splaying out on either side of his hips, her head and arms falling back on the bed.
Steve looked down at the flushed, panting girl and smiled. "Fuck!" he groaned. "Marvin and Alan were right. You're the best fuck I've ever had. Too bad by noon tomorrow you won't remember any of it," he grinned. "I wasn't kidding when I said I was going to fuck your brains out."
Ella opened her eyes and looked up at the man, "Your cock is huge but you'd probably have to fuck my face to fuck my brains out...anatomically speaking, that is."
"Oh, trust me. By noon tomorrow I plan on fucking your face, your ass, your incredibly tight cunt, and any other holes I find," he smiled down at her.
"You can fuck anything you want but I'll make a deal with you. I'll bet I'll outlast you. If I leave you exhausted and spent, you owe me 20 hours of swim coaching," she said, "I'd like to be even half as smooth as you are in the pool."
Steve nodded, "And when I leave you comatose?"
"What do you want?" Ella asked.
"You. I want you...20 more hours. We'll work out the details later."
Ella nodded, "Seems fair. 20 hours for 20 hours."
Steve grinned, "We have a deal?"
Ella felt his cock harden inside her, "Wait. 20 hours of what?" She looked at his resurged cock, "You seem a bit more excited than just one-on-one sessions."
Steve chuckled, "Don't trust me? Smart. OK, how about 4, 5 hour evenings with you waiting on my friends? In the east wing, I have a billiards room and host a monthly get-together."
Ella shook her head, "And you want me to let all your friends fuck me?" Is that the deal?" 'Fuck! Was he already fully erect? Was he thinking I'd let a roomful of men fuck me? I would...fuck yes, I would, but he can't know that,' she thought. 'Especially if they all have huge cocks.'
Steve shook his head, "I would never...well, I would...but no. I'd like you to dress...you know, erotically. Get them drinks, and snacks, and perhaps tease a little. The evenings are never longer than 3 hours and after they leave..."
Ella pushed the man onto his back, "You want to reintroduce your cock to my tiny abused cunt, is that it?" Her pelvis rocked as she looked down at the man.
"That would be the plan," Steve smiled as he palmed her perfect tits.
Ella shook her head, "I like the basic concept but tell me. Do you play competitively? You know, do you guys have a winner by the end of the night?" she asked.
Steve nodded, "We do...are you suggesting...?"
Ella leaned down and kissed him, her tongue flicking against his much larger tongue. She whispered in his ear, "I'll do it...I'll even show up an hour earlier if you want but I want to be the prize at the end of the night," she said.
Steve's balls throbbed as he considered her offer, "Why? Why would you want to do more than...?"
Ella kissed the man again, a bit harder. She ground her pussy against his hard shaft before breaking the kiss. She panted into his ear, "I never thought I'd cheat on Billy...never thought about any other man but these past few weeks with men using me has opened something up...I was regretting that the last three interviews were with married men, but I hoped...It woke something inside me, I liked it, I liked opening my legs to..."
"...get fucked by strange men...men you just met." He held the girl as she tried to milk his cock with tight pussy.
Ella nodded, "I felt a rush when you said your wife was gone on a trip...I wasn't sure you were interested but...oh, fuck!" she groaned as she felt another orgasm building.
Steve held the girl while her panting increased against his ear, her pelvis grinding urgently. Then her body tensed and almost vibrated as she let out a series of deep grunts.
Ella felt an orgasm unlike any she ever experienced. It was deeper inside, more of a full-body release. It was less intense but in a way, more intense as it seemed to pulse through more of her. She felt herself shuddering against the man and when it faded, she felt more drained than after her other orgasms. How many? How many times had she cum with Steve and the other men? Then she recalled her and Billy's love-making sessions where one orgasm was a treat.
Steve held the girl and stroked her back. When she lifted her flushed face and kissed him, he rocked his pelvis to fuck her deeply. He tenderly brushed the stray locks of hair off her face, "Let's suggest another bet. I fuck your brains out and you'll host 6 billiard parties...you as the prize for the evening's winner. For free. You outlast me...I'll give you 20 one-hour swimming lessons and, you'll host 6 billiards parties. I'll pay you $2,000 per evening and it will be your call whether you want to let the winner use you any way he wants."
Ella groaned as she considered it. Her pussy throbbed in anticipation of new and strange men using her, "Deal. You know I won't say no...but I can see by the look on your face that you knew that. Am I bad? Am I a slut?" she asked sadly.
Steve shrugged, "That's a label. If it depresses you thinking about it, then don't use it. I heard your call with Billy...he wants you naked with my cock inside you...he just doesn't want to know. Tell him you're being hired to look like eye candy and bring the men drinks. Let his imagination do the rest. You are doing him a huge service...being a slut or whatever label you want to put on it. I'd make another bet that Billy insists you wear next to nothing....or nothing, but you already know the answer."
Ella nodded, "I guess if I'm going to be a slut, I'll be the Mother Teresa of sluts."
Steve shuddered, "Sorry. She was a great person but," he grimaced, "I don't have the sexiest image in my head right now."
Ella smiled, "I'll be the Scarlett Johannson of sluts."
"Better...but I'm thrilled with the Ella Irish of sluts...you can't top that image," he said as he rolled her over so he was on top.
Ella looked up at the man, her eyes open "You say the sweetest things. Had you said that earlier I doubt I would have got through the questions."



Steve grinned, "Can't go back but for the next..." he looked at the clock, "...9 hours, I plan on abusing all your slutty married holes until you beg me to stop."
Ella pulled his ass against her as she opened her legs wider, "You can try but if fucking were an Olympic event, I'd be a top contender," she smiled.
The rest of the night, Steve didn't disappoint. If Ella thought getting fucked 8 or 9 times was a lot, she was mistaken. Steve recovered over and over and by 9 AM, Steve came inside her ass, making it his 11th orgasm.
Ella lay face down on the bed, her pussy bruised and throbbing as were her lips. Her asshole stung from the 4 or 5 intense poundings as she felt the fit man collapse on top of her. She thought he would roll off but he felt like dead weight. She knew that he was alive as she felt him breathing deeply. Struggling to breathe, she rocked her body until he slid off to the side, his cock still inside her ass. Slowly, she felt the fleshy shaft shrink and slide out until he exited her anus. She extracted her body and rolled off the bed.
Steve was out cold, his eyes moving rapidly under his closed lids. She made an Olympic athlete pass out, she thought proudly. She looked at the bedspread which didn't look too bad, but the three towels had multiple cum stains. She walked gingerly into the bathroom and turned on the shower.
Ella felt refreshed after drying off. In the back of her mind, she thought that he was the first of the board members who didn't fuck her in the shower. Her various holes stung but they recovered soon after the fit man used them for his pleasure. She grabbed a warm washcloth and went back into the bedroom. Steve was on his back, his flaccid cock draped across his thigh, still an inch longer than Billy's was hard. She knelt and cleaned the dried spunk off the shaft and out of his matted pubic hair. She sat on her heels and studied his body. Marvin, Alan, and Mark weren't fat but weren't fit like this man was. His chest was firm and tight, his abs were clearly defined...his cock...wow! Still fat, still impressive...his huge ball sack. How the fuck was he able to
She ripped her eyes away from his impressive package to check out his thighs. His quads were like fat ropes and his calves were as wide as her thighs. She put saw a few areas on his cock that still had dried cum so she went back into the bathroom, rinsed off the cloth, and came back to the bed.
'Oh wow!' she mused as she held his cock in her right hand while cleaning him off with the washcloth in her left. He was getting hard. Even after a dozen fuck sessions, he was still able to get an erection. He truly was an Olympian, she chuckled. She went back into the bathroom and found some CeraVe hand cream. She thought about using it on her pussy and ass but took it back to the bedroom. She took a dab and holding his cock in her right hand stroked the cool cream into the flesh of his veined cock with her left.
Steve's dreams were about a beautiful redhead offering herself to him over and over. He slid his cock inside her mouth, her tight pussy, and her tight ass and she responded by eagerly opening her mouth, her legs, and bending over while spreading her ass cheeks. His cock was buried deep inside her velvety pussy, and he was pumping hard into her...it felt so real as his balls began a familiar aching. He opened his eyes and the beautiful naked redhead was stroking his cock, her small breasts bouncing with the motion of her arms. "Fuck! You win," he groaned. "I fucking passed out, didn't I? Never...oh fuck," he groaned as he closed his eyes enjoying her soft hands on his cock.
Ella smiled down at the man as he closed his eyes enjoying her handjob. She leaned over as she continued to jerk him off with the right hand and tenderly licked his nipple. His hips started responding and as she pumped her fist he humped into it. A steady stream of precum helped keep the lotion slick on his cock and she enjoyed the feel of the rippled cock in her hand. She thought ahead to the potential stranger's cocks she would be encountering at his billiards parties and her pussy throbbed. Steve let out a low moan and stiffened. She kept licking his nipple but looked down as a tiny spurt of cum shot up an inch followed by a half-dozen weak dribbles.
Steve moaned happily as he felt the release and the pleasurable pulses before he drifted off again. His last thoughts were how incredible this woman was to fuck him so thoroughly he passed out.
Ella went and rinsed the washcloth again and went back and cleaned the man's cock again. Then she rolled him off the third towel they soiled and put the washcloth and the three towels into the laundry hamper she found in the closet. She then covered the softly snoring, naked man before taking in one last look.
She went out to the pool area and found her suit. She was about to go back inside but had a thought. She put on the tiny yellow bikini and dove in. She did a dozen laps realizing why Steve loved doing these before climbing out. She took off the suit and dried off. She then went inside, packed her wet suit, and got dressed in her tee shirt and shorts.
* * *
Billy was on the bed, jerking off with images of a huge cock slamming into Ella's small pussy when he heard the apartment door close. He rolled off, pulled his pants on quickly, found an old shirt, and used it to wipe his hands. He headed down the hall and smiled seeing his beautiful wife. Her hair was damp and when he hugged her, she smelled like chlorine. "I thought you were lying when you said he was going to give you swimming lessons," he said, "To be truthful, I hoped you were just saying that so he could fuck you all night and into this morning."
Ella shook her head, "Your imagination. I told you, he's married...on top of that, do you think a 70-year-old man, even with Viagra, could fuck all night and into the morning?" she asked. "I need breakfast. After my swimming lesson, I just wanted to get home and see you," she said as she hugged him.
Billy shook his head, "No. I guess not. Why couldn't you have been assigned to interview the men working the loading docks?" he asked.
Ella chuckled, "Next time. What about the black firefighters organization? I'm sure they'd like some free PR," she grinned. "Holy shit! That has the be the fastest I've ever seen you get hard," she said. "Fuck it. Breakfast is going to have to wait," she sighed as she pulled down her shorts before pressing her face onto the kitchen table. She gritted her teeth anticipating another hard cock penetrating her bruised pussy but barely felt him slide inside her.
Billy didn't last long, even by his standards and Ella was able to get her breakfast. Billy was on the balcony when she came out with a 2nd cup of coffee. "So, how was last night?" she asked.
Billy smiled, "Strange. I'm getting used to you being gone every Friday night. I'm done with both movies and the two Reacher series. I know that you're not into that genre but they're good, especially the two series."
Ella kissed him on the cheek, "It will be over soon," she sighed. "I've got the CTO and lastly, the CEO," she felt a slight shudder as she replayed what she learned about the man. High moral standards, is extremely devoted to Christ, and even though his wife has a Master's in Economics has never worked. Was that the man's idea of the value of women?
Billy shook his head, "Great, I mean great...but..."
"But what? You like me not being around?" she asked.
"I like imagining that you're not working but, shit! I can't get the thought of you naked with other men out of my head. I get..." he swept a hand across the tent in his pants, "I must be sick but nothing has ever excited me that much," he sputtered.
Even though they were on the balcony, Ella looked around, seeing no one, she knelt and stroked his hard cock through his pants. She looked up at him as she popped the button, unzipped, and pulled out his hard cock. "Then, perhaps I can make you feel better," she said as she stroked him. Steve agreed to give me 20 hours of swimming lessons. That's incredibly nice of him," she said, "I'll bet he could get $100 per hour..."
Billy smiled, "Wow. You're already a great swimmer, but what does he want in return?" he asked suspiciously.
Ella nodded, "Yeah, about that. Once a month, he has a billiard party with his friends. He wants me to be a hostess...you know, get drinks, snacks..."
"...flirt, tease. What outfit?" he asked.
Ella spit on her hand and returned to jerking him off, "I'm sure it would be a short skirt and a tight blouse...not every man is as perverted as you are."
Billy shook his head, "Your yellow bikini...that would be incredible," he groaned as he felt an impending orgasm.
Ella shook her head, "Why not naked? I'm sure the guys would love it if your wife paraded around naked in front of them. I could wear just this," she held up her wedding ring.
Billy nodded, "Yes...I know you're kidding but please? Think about it. Then, at the end of the night, maybe they could do some kind of tournament with you as the prize," he said in a strange, almost strangled voice.
Ella looked shocked, "You're serious. Why don't I climb naked on the table and invite them all to use all my holes?" she sputtered. She was about to say more but Billy's cock erupted, spewing cum onto her face. She took him into her mouth, sucking and swallowing all the rest of his hot jism.
Ella went into the kitchen to clean up as she wondered about Billy's reaction. She never got to the agreement, 6 nights and $2,000 per night. 'Later,' she thought. She needed to work on the profile.
The rest of the weekend, Ella was able to devote time to the profile when Billy wasn't getting hourly erections. She decided that next week, even though Robert was also married, suggest that she was out of the house for some reason.
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Ella finished her story on Steve Weber and hit send. His might have been the easiest to write as his drive to maintain his physical shape was exhibited in his high standards for those who worked with him. On top of that, he was a coach, a teacher, and a mentor at heart and many under him benefitted from his guidance.
Satisfied with that profile, she could now concentrate (Billy willing) on Robert Harris, the Chief Technology Officer. She closed her laptop and opened the city paper wondering which profile they put in the Living section. Bruce sent her a note to check it out assuming one of her profiles would be buried deep inside the section. She hoped it would be Marvin Davis with whom she felt she captured his passion for life and humanity. Instead, the main heading read, 'TGIF: TIFG, The Ressurection of a flawed but still Great Company.' Under it was her name and her picture from the Company's website. She gasped and sat back not believing what she was seeing.
"A series of Friday interviews might have saved The Trust Investment Fidelities Group. These humanizing stories could not have come out at a better time." She read further, '...a series of profiles and interviews with the board members graphically shows how the corporate culture isn't shaped by one man but the collective. Ella Irish has been spending her Fridays sitting down with the board members and getting them to open up on their values, their passions, and their dedication to their communities, their families, and the company. On top of that, I was told each of her profiles was submitted first thing Monday morning so she worked all weekend...every weekend. The company's stock fell 22% following the DUI arrest of its previous CEO. After we shared the first three articles the gifted writer wrote, the stock surged 21% which was due to many factors but it is indisputable that Ella's humanizing of upper management was a major contributing factor. We anticipate reading more about those that shape our largest employer in the metro area.'
Ella felt light-headed. They printed her profiles? When? Did she get a byline? That would be really cool, she thought. She logged into the paper's website and did some searching. It wasn't tough to find. The first one on Marvin was nicely situated on page 3. Alan's was a week later on the bottom of page one. Then, she found Mark's on top. It ran down the right side of the front page of the living section and there was her name! 'Ella Irish, Communications, TIFG.' She went back and found her name was on all three. Her head was spinning as she considered her new exposure. This wasn't expected...perhaps one of her profiles but all of them so far?
Billy's ardor hadn't ebbed even after Ella told him that the last three board members were all married. "Wives understand when their husbands need privacy. You'll be undisturbed in their offices and you can bend over their desks to write something down...wear that short dress and show some cheek. You have the best ass that they'll ever see," he urged.
Ella looked in the mirror and raised her arms over her head. Her black thong was fully revealed. She shook her head and pulled out the red dress she picked up on sale at Nordstrom's. It was 4" longer but fit more snugly. For some reason, the tight bodice made her breasts seem even larger, but she could see the lacy pattern of her bra. 'Why do I care about this so much?' she wondered. 'All signs show Robert and Frank, the new CEO are not like the previous 4 board members. Both are devout Christians, both mention their wives in their social media posts and almost every picture has their wives right next to them, sincere smiles on their faces.
It was Billy. He wanted stories. She almost regretted teasing him weeks ago with how Marvin used her body all night. His appetite for stories of her slutty exploits grew by the week. She pulled off the dress when Billy walked in.
"Why not the short one?" he asked. "Or this one. I like how it hugs your body."
Ella shook her head, "I love it but I need a less..something bra. You can see every strap, every seam."
Billy came over and deftly unclipped her lacy bra, "Problem solved."
"I can't show up braless at the CTO's house with his wife there," she protested.
Billy looked at the bedside clock, "You better make up your mind. You have 5 minutes to get in the car if you're going to make it at 8."
Ella glanced over and sighed, "Fuck it." She pulled the red dress over her head and after pulling it down and straightening it...she sighed. 'As long as my nipples behave.' "Stop it!" she said as she smacked her husband's hands away from her breasts, but it was too late. Two 1/4" hard nubs stretched out the material on her breasts. She playfully slapped her husband before spinning and picking up her overnight bag. Even though there wasn't a chance in hell that the Harris's would invite her to use a guest bedroom, she would get a room somewhere. Billy insisted telling her that part of the excitement was her staying out all night.
* * *
As she drove over, she wondered how she would be able to interview the man with his wife at home. Did he know about her previous interviews, that they lasted all night? What did he expect and if she just interviewed him and left, would he feel like she thought less of him? She hated that these questions would ever come up but this was her new reality.
Robert Harris was shorter than the other board members, shorter, and a bit rounder. He might have been trim in his youth, but he was approaching 250. He had a terrific smile on his round face as he invited her in.
"Please, please come in. Your articles are terrific. I've had friends call me to ask when my profile will be coming out." He put out a hand either to shake or to hug.
Ella took his hand and easily let herself be pulled into a chaste hug. She followed the man into the living room observing the almost monk-like band of hair on his otherwise bald head. She was both relieved and disappointed to meet the man. Pleased at how open and friendly he looked, and how unthreatening. Never once, did he glance at her tight dress or her bare legs. Disappointed, because there'd be nothing to tease Billy with.
Robert offered her a drink as he indicated what looked to be the most comfortable chair in the beautifully furnished room.
As she accepted the glass of Beaujolais. She liked it but was surprised that Robert wasn't like the other board members and had single malt. Even though Marvin offered her a Cab, he mentioned that he loved a good Scotch. She looked around, "Your wife? I read that you've been married 35 years."
Robert nodded, "35 happy years. Too bad you can't meet her. She's off on a cruise in Europe. Didn't Steve tell you?" he asked, "Marjorie and Linda are both on the river cruise."
Ella shook her head, "He mentioned she was with a friend but...too bad. She's really beautiful and from what I read, has done a lot of charitable work with the church."
"Thanks. She's at our parish as much as she's at home At the next company-wide party, I'll make sure to introduce you." He looked at the girl, expectantly. "OK. What do you want to know about me? I'm not very interesting, not a former Olympian, never climbed much of anything except stairs, no rescuer of animals...no, I can only guess what Mark did," he chuckled.
Ella smiled, "And then there's you. I see a ton of volunteer work with the homeless, single mothers, foster homes...you are a caring person. But let's start with growing up, school...you know," she said.
Robert was fairly bland until she asked about his work with women's shelters, foster homes, etc.. Robert's face lit up.
"Want to see?" he asked.
"Sure...um, see what?" Ella looked confused. She assumed the man did repairs or basic maintenance but perhaps it was something different. She put down her 2nd glass of wine and followed the man out the back door. He led the way across the wide expanse of land.
"We have one of those carriage houses or mother-in-law's suites out back. I converted it into my workshop," he said proudly. He pulled open the door, switched on the light, and smiled broadly on hearing the redhead's gasp.
"Holy..." Ella said as she looked around. The area was huge and three of the walls were filled with video games, and not just any video games. These were all the classics. Pac-Man, Ms. Pac-Man, Asteroids...all the ones she remembered her father raving about. "Why? I mean, I see...what? 6 Space Invaders?" she asked, wide-eyed.
Robert was stroking the tall red cabinet with Donkey Kong and a muscular ape on it. "I had a rough childhood. Dad was a drunk, Mom was...anyhow, I lived a few blocks from Funland. Kids...kids with money would spend hours in there, laughing, joking, competing. I had no money...I mean, I did but it was for school lunch so I could only look. Watch them. Mr. Wallace saw me watching through the window and came out to talk to me." Robert looked as if he were going to cry, "Um, he asked me if I'd do him a favor. He needed someone to come in on Saturdays before opening and test all the games. He told me he just didn't have time and he'd pay me."
"Wow! What a nice man," Ella said feeling sympathy for the man.
Robert nodded, "Three hours early. He gave me a key...I was only 14 but he not only gave me a key, every Saturday there would be three rolls of quarters on the counter and I'd play every one of the games. On top of that, he paid me $5.00 per hour. Back then, the minimum wage was something like $2.30," he said softly. "Of course, when my Dad found out he took my money but I'd have done it for free."
"My God," Ella whispered, "So...these? You sell them?"
Robert shook his head, "I donate them. Schools, hospitals, women's shelters, foster homes...you name it, if there's a place that can use these, I'll get some for them. I set them to free play," he pointed to a switch on the side of a Galaxian console. "There's also a switch in the back to turn off the sounds...you know, hospital waiting rooms, churches..."
Ella looked around, "Donate? There must be tens of thousands of dollars worth of machines just in here," she said.
Robert nodded. They're not cheap but I often find ones that are bricks. I rebuild them and soon they are as good as new." He led her into the back, "Painting and stenciling room. I have all the original artwork for every type of machine, for every year and I restore them to their out-of-the-box condition. It's a wonderful hobby," he said proudly.
Ella's head was spinning, "How many? How many have you already...deployed?"
"Over 100, " he said proudly. "My first ones were to a foster home over on Park Street. The looks on the kid's faces...never forget it. I was addicted."
"But why haven't I heard of this before? I mean, you must have spent over a million on these..." she stammered.
Robert nodded, "Getting close to 2 million. I have a front company. I named it after the best man I ever knew, 'The Edwin Wallace Gaming Company.' I never give my name out. I want people who enjoy these to thank Edwin Wallace every time they play." He went over to a half-dozen by the back near a garage door. He pointed to the official logo beneath the Asteroids screen. In gold leaf letters, 'The Edwin Wallace Gaming Company.'
Ella shook her head, "But it's you. You deserve the credit. Don't you want people to know it's you?" she asked.
Robert shook his head but then nodded, "I do and I don't. Even after all this," he swept a hand around the area, "I don't feel like I've come close to thanking the great man." He went over to the wall and pointed to a newspaper clipping.
Ella looked at it. 15 to 20 lines. "Fuck," she said in almost a whisper. She looked at Robert, "Do you have any other information about the man? I'm guessing the paper would love to read about someone who helped shape our community. If I can tell the people about him," she looked around, "I'll submit an article to the paper telling about Edwin Wallace...I mean, think about it. All those kids and parents are wondering. Who the hell is Edwin Wallace? Let's tell his story. But only if I tell yours," she said.
Robert looked thoughtful before a smile crept on his face, "That would be amazing. You'd do that? Really?" he asked. When Ella nodded, he stepped over and hugged her. All night, he had been looking at the girl suspecting that her previous interviewees all had sex with her and he couldn't blame them. OK, the word 'suspect' was a nice way of giving the girl the benefit of the doubt. He overheard Steve telling Alan how the girl left him comatose the next morning and how no woman ever had outlasted him. However, he wasn't Steve or Alan...they were tall, handsome and she might have been attracted to them. He was a 63-year-old chubby man with almost no hair on his head. He held her for longer than would be business-appropriate but she was holding him tightly and stroking his back.
Ella didn't care that the man looked like an accountant, or was a bit overweight. She felt a warmth toward the man and as she held him she found that he was feeling the same way.
Horrified, Robert felt his cock throb to life. Her pubis was pressed against his crotch and as he got hard, it pulse between them and he was sure she had to notice. Any second she would jerk her body away and slap him. Maybe yell out 'Pervert!,' but she was pressing against him and her breathing was getting deeper. There wasn't a chance in hell that this angel would have any interest in a frumpy nerd like him but...
Ella ground her pussy against him before stepping back. She didn't care that her face was flushed and her nipples poked out of the tight dress. She saw that he was just as flushed before looking down at the tent in his pants. She smiled and looked over at Ms. Pac-Man. "In college, I was the house champion. I'll play you for," she playfully undid the top button on his white dress shirt, "an item of clothing per game. Are you as good at playing these as you are at restoring them?"
Robert shook his head but his eyes kept flicking down to her nipples, "You don't need to..."
Ella put out her lower lip, "I don't, and if you don't find me attractive..."
Robert shook his head, "You're kidding," he said. "You're so beautiful, incredible..."
Ella turned to the Centipede game, putting her hands on the controls as she exaggerated bending over. She felt the cool air on her ass cheeks as she turned the game on. She looked back over her shoulder, "But before we play, I've never played this one. Can you show me how to use the controls?"
Robert had never seen such a perfect ass and felt his head spin as he stepped behind the young girl. He reached around, putting his hands on her as he pressed his cock between those cheeks.
Ella pushed back as the older man turned on the game. His large rough hand put hers on the trackball and his warm breath wafted against her neck as he spoke.
"Use the trackball to control the gun," he said softly, "There, yes...like that." She shot the first dropping spider.
Ella squealed and pressed her ass back against his cock as she kept shooting at the centipede as it zigzagged down the screen, periodically targeting the various dropping creatures. As if scratching her ass, she used her free hand to pull up the back of her dress before returning to the game.
Robert barely noticed when Ella lost while taking in her heavenly scent and pressing his hard cock between her tight ass cheeks. It had been years since he felt his cock nestled between any womanly cleft.
Ella sighed and stood, pulling the man's hands onto her chest, "I lost. I'm just not as well equipped as men are to shoot big guns," she purred. Her pubis pressed against the machine and the soft vibration went right through her pussy.
Robert almost came in his pants as he massaged the perfect handful of tits, her hard nipples pressing against his palms. He knew all evening that she didn't have a bra on with her nipples poking through on and off, but feeling her...wow! He wished he could tell the girl how long it had been since he felt a woman's breasts but that wasn't something he wanted to talk about. When she turned her head, his mouth found hers and as they kissed she pulled the straps off her shoulders. He briefly released her breasts allowing the red dress to slither to the floor.
Ella pushed her thong down her ass, stepped out of it, and bent back over the machine. She widened her stance as she stuck out her ass, "I can do this. I just need practice. I want to try again," she said breathlessly. "It would be rude of you to do something to distract me," she said quietly as she restarted the game. "Would that be considered cheating if it were competition?" she asked.
Robert didn't need to be told twice as he unzipped his pants, pulled out his full 6", and slid his cock between her thighs. He could feel her moist warm on the top of his veined shaft as he slid between. Then he pressed his cock up between her slick folds. "Yes, I'd probably be disqualified but only if I were caught." Even though he'd rebuilt over a hundred of these and played hundreds more, he never once had any woman, beautiful or not...been naked let alone offering her pussy to him. However, it was one of his more powerful fantasies. As the girl played another game, she pushed her ass back more while arching her back. He grabbed his cock, lined up the throbbing head, and pushed inside her.
Ella closed her eyes, letting out a moan while a loud beep told her a spider or something had gotten past her. She tried to focus on the game but holy shit! This cock was really filling her up. She missed the next few shots as his much larger weight increasingly pistoned into her.
'Fuck! She's so wet,' he sighed to himself as he slid into the tightest pussy he ever felt. On the other hand, it had been a while and perhaps she just felt tight. Hearing his hops slapping against her ass and her deep grunts made the surreal act even more arousing. He didn't want to cum before her but after 12 years, he had slim hopes he could last.
Ella groaned as she lost the last life of her bug blaster. She held onto the cabinet as the seemingly mousy man thrust harder and harder into her. "Fuck! Robert, your cock feels so big inside me, so hard. There...yesss," she panted when one of his hands played with the clit and the other pinched her left nipple. "So deep...yesss," she panted as the man slammed into her. She was shocked at the transformation of the studious, introspective, somewhat shy person into a man who was taking what he wanted. She could almost feel him claiming her, marking her as his.
Robert's experiences with women weren't what Steve's were, but he'd been with 4 women in his life and he didn't remember any as perfect and tight as Ella was. Perhaps that was the reason or Ella inspired something he never knew he had inside, causing him to fuck a girl or woman harder than he had ever fucked before. The room echoed with the loud slapping sounds, the girl's primal moans, and his deep grunts as he penetrated the girl's tight vagina. Then he heard something he just fantasized about. When Marjorie came, it was with deep, quick breaths. Never a moan or groan. The beautiful redhead's grunts were getting deeper and she was pressing her ass back against him. She was close to cumming.
Ella pressed her chest onto the game, shoving her ass back allowing the man's cock to slam deeper inside her as everything boiled up and exploded. "Fuck, fuck, fuck...yessss. God! Fuck meeeee," she cried out as she came. "Wow!...fuck, fuck fuck..." she panted as the wonderful orgasm ebbed inside her. 'Good Lord, who knew there was a tiger inside this man?' she wondered. 'What else has he been hiding?'
In Robert's experience, women's orgasms were quiet, muted, and nowhere near as intense as men's. He always felt bad that they couldn't experience the powerful, almost agonizing release...until now. Ella Irish's cries sounded initially as if she were in pain but intensely joyful as the release swept through her. He felt two things, a pride that he and his cock caused what appeared to be incredible pleasure in a woman, and yet...could his previous lovers including his wife, experienced weak orgasms or worse yet, faked them?



Ella was lying face down panting from the wonderful release and turned her attention to Robert's needs. She reached under her legs and cupped his balls. They were larger than she thought they would be as she gently stroked them. "That's it, fuck me. Cum inside me...fill me with your hot cum" she panted.
The aching in Robert's balls rose rapidly as he admired the girl's perfect skin on her back, slightly flushed and covered with a sheen of perspiration. After Ella came, he wanted to check out her ass so he stood up straighter. Putting his hands on her ass, he looked at his cock stretching her labia wide, admired her creamy ass cheeks, and her tight puckered hole. 'It's so small...so tight. How in hell were the other guys able to get inside her ass?' he wondered. As he thought about it, Ella arched her back even more which opened her ass cheeks farther, and as he thought about his other board members using all her holes, he exploded.
Ella groaned as Robert pressed his cock as deep into her as he could, releasing a stream of cum inside her. Again, she swore she could feel the warm cream splash against her cervix. She could also feel Robert's balls tighten as they emptied their load inside her. She smiled as she heard his loud, happy grunts peak and then slowly fade. Along with wanting to research her partners' facial expressions she wondered about the various grunts, groans, and moans she heard so often these past few weeks.
As Robert collapsed on top of her, she wondered about her transformation. This was the sixth man to cum inside her in the past 5 weeks. The previously unthinkable now was becoming routine. Before Marvin's interview, her mind rehearsed each question, listening and following up. This past week, she thought at least as much about how Robert would get her naked as she thought about the interview. Would she be considering every man she meets as a potential lover? Could she actually be that type of married woman? There was one sure thing, Billy would love it if she were.
Robert realized that the poor girl was having trouble breathing with his heavy mass on top of her. He stood and reluctantly pulled out, releasing a stream of cum from her gaping pussy. "Sorry, shit! I don't have...Wait! There's a bathroom," he said while pulling up his pants.
Ella stayed bent over, face down cupping her pussy wondering who would be playing this game in the future, chuckling as she had the thought, 'If you only knew where this was before you played it.'
After cleaning up, Ella pulled the man close and kissed him. "That felt great. Thanks." She looked at the Centipede game, "I still need to work on it, that might be a record for the lowest score," she chuckled. "What is a good score?" she asked.
Robert took his eyes off the beautiful redhead's naked body and at the console. He laughed as he checked out the score. 2,500. "Um, it's a start. 80,000 to 100,000 perhaps?" he smiled. "I suggest you come over here on a regular basis and we'll turn you into an expert."
Ella stroked his cock through his pants, "Only if you are behind me giving me tips...or the entire thing."
Robert groaned, "When I overheard, Alan and Steve, I assumed they were exaggerating about..."
Ella gripped his growing cock, "Exaggerated about what? What a slut I am?" she asked. "I find it helps me get to know my interviewees better. Don't you feel like you know me better?" she asked.
Robert grinned, "No shit. A lot better." He hesitated, "I guess you need to get..home.unless you have more questions."
Ella frowned, "Fuck me and dump me. Got it," she sighed.
Robert shook his head vehemently, "No, no, not at all. Hell, if it were up to me, I'd ask you to stay...all night in fact."
Ella smiled, "It is up to you. Ask," she said as she squeezed the hardening erection.
"Um, would you like to spend the night?" she stammered.
Ella nodded, "I was going to ask if I could, anyhow. I don't know what you have planned for tomorrow but I was hoping you could take me to some of the places you donated these...I want to see who is using them and where they are. Get some photos. It would help to show how impressive your generosity is."
Robert nodded, "Sure, sure. I'd love to do that. Wow, I mean, you really are dedicated to the story, aren't you?" he asked.
Ella nodded, "Let's go back to the house. I need to call my husband and tell him we're going to check out the games you put around town tomorrow and I won't be home tonight." She winked as she asked, "I assume you have a spare bed in which I can crash tonight?"
Robert nodded, "I'm sure I can find a place for you to crash," he said. He smiled as rather than putting her dress back on, she picked up her clothes and waited for the man to lead the way. He would be thrilled if she stayed naked with him for a week.
It was strange walking bare-assed across the moonlit lawn with lights from the windows in the neighbors' houses not very far away. Ella hoped no one was looking but wondered how Billy would react if he could see her doing this. Somehow, she'll have to suggest she did just that and check out his reaction. Those lights all looked curtained but she wouldn't mention that...she could say there were silhouettes of heads in a couple of them, perhaps looking right at her.
After entering the house, she grabbed her phone and called Billy. "Hey, I hope I didn't wake you. I'm going to crash here, we're going to visit hospitals, women's shelters, foster homes and I don't know, other places. Mr. Harris rebuilds those old arcade games my parents used to love, Pac-Man, Asteroids...Yes, he has at least 4 of those I saw. He's amazing! He buys these - restores them and just gives them away!" She smiled at Robert who was beaming, "I will, I'll make sure he knows how impressed you are. I love you, Oh, maybe..." she muted the phone, "What time should I tell him I'll be home?"
"One?" Robert shrugged, "They're not far and we can visit 4 or five in a few hours."
"Early to mid-afternoon, " Ella said, "I did, the shorts with the white top," she smiled, "Love you. I should get back to Mr. Harris...OK, you too. Bye."
She put the phone back in her bag and walked over to sit next to the man. His eyes tracked her the entire time she was on the call with her husband until she came over to sit next to him.
"So, we got through the interview, saw your workshop, you got me out of my dress which seems to be a trend with the TFIG board members...not that I'm complaining. I like the attention and what girl would turn down a nice hard cock?" she asked as she stroked him through his pants, "I'm a bit offended that you're making me feel embarrassed as I'm the only naked one here."
Robert shook his head, "You don't want to see me naked...I'm..." He lifted his hips as Ella dropped to her knees, undid his pants, and pulled. "OK, you asked for it," he blushed as he unbuttoned his shirt. He felt like everything was wrong as his large belly was revealed. This scene defined juxtaposition, the least and most desirable human forms, but Ella just smiled and nodded.
"See? Now that's how to make your guests feel at home." As she was still on her knees, she stroked him before opening her mouth. After sucking on the plump head, he may not be as long as his fellow board members, but his cock was at least as fat as any of them. 'Another note: Perhaps a coffee table book with hundreds of hard cocks showing the dimensions. That might be a bestseller,' she thought. Possibly, the man was nervous or shy at first but as she sucked him deep into her throat, he relaxed, his legs parting as he fell back in his chair. He was breathing deeply as she played with his balls...impressive balls, she thought, and began moaning softly.
Robert wasn't shy, or nervous but embarrassed. He hadn't seen Marvin, Mark, Alan, or Steve naked but they all looked so trim and fit in their suits or golf attire. He knew that he was overweight and even his wife of 35 years told him he needed to lose weight...and not for his health. She told him that his belly was a turn-off and she had no desire to make love with him. More than once she told him if he lost 20 pounds, then they could make love. He ate salads, walked 2 miles a day, cut back to no more than 4 drinks a week, and still couldn't lose weight. It had been 12 years since they last had sex and he suspected Marjorie was getting her needs satisfied by the parish priest. She was still a trim 120 lbs. and no longer changed her clothes around him...putting on a robe to go into the shower and shooing him out of the room when dressing. Now, a woman multiple times more beautiful and sexy was deep-throating him, playing with his balls and rather than repulsed by his body, showed pleasure and excitement.
Ella sensed something change in the man, popped the cock out of his mouth, and rose to see over his belly, "You can cum in my mouth. I've always liked the taste," she said as she fisted his cock.
Robert nodded, "I...um...I'd like to feel my cock in your pussy again if that's alright...I mean, you are great at..."
"...cocksucking? I've been told. Nice to have a skill people enjoy. I was going to perfect my mime skills but I'm so glad I decided to perfect sucking cocks," she smiled.
Robert laughed, "I just had an image of you on a street corner in New Your City, naked, trying to get out of a box."
Ella nodded, "Yeah, tried it. Even when I tried to explain to the cops that no one could see me because the box was opaque, they still hauled me in," she asked as she stood and posed, "indecent exposure, do I look indecent?"
Robert shook his head, "Fuck, no. You look tons better than decent."
Ella climbed onto the man's lap, lowering herself onto his cock. "You're so sweet. Ahhh, I like that. Play with my tits. I love it the feeling of rough hands groping me. I can tell that you do all the work on your games, feels so good," she said as she closed her eyes.
The girl was leaning into his hands as she bounced on his cock, her flat stomach sliding against his stomach. She seemed oblivious to his large belly, instead enjoying his cock buried deep inside her pussy.
Ella leaned into his hands so she could bounce more freely on his cock hearing his grunts getting deeper. She knew he was holding off for her sake but she anticipated he'd want to fuck her all night and she would get many orgasms before morning. "Go on, cum inside me. Don't fight it...I love it when men use my cunt for their pleasure," she panted. He looked at her and shook his head but as he did that, his hands mauled her tits more firmly as he thrust deep inside her and came.
The rising aching in his balls crescendoed to an almost agonizing level and hearing the goddess tell him to cum inside her triggered an explosive orgasm. He levered his cock as deep as he could inside her with each welcome spasm. Even though he had cum just an hour before, this felt more powerful, more intense. Ella was groaning along with his moans as if she could feel his powerful jets of cum splash inside her. When he felt the aching fade, she collapsed on top of his stomach, panting.
Ella's body felt as if she had also orgasmed as she pressed her body against his and kissed him. "I need to clean up and then you can show me where I can crash tonight?" she purred, "Perhaps there's a bed with a man I can snuggle against...one with a huge cock would be nice," she smiled.
Robert smiled, "I think we can arrange something to make you feel as comfortable as possible. Marjorie would approve of me making you feel right at home." He wondered if Marjorie would be relieved that another woman took care of his needs.
Ella went out to her car in the driveway not bothering to put on her dress. 90% of the neighborhood had to be in bed by midnight. When she went out, not a house had a light on. It sent a tingle between her legs thinking some man or men were just locking up and happened to look out. Her shadow was pronounced under the full moon and it might as well have been noon.
Robert was still naked when she came back inside. He might have been overweight but couldn't hide how wonderfully endowed he was. She held up her overnight bag. "I'm sure you know why I pack a bag for these interviews," she sighed, "I hope you don't think badly of me...or you probably already knew and considered me a slut."
Robert pulled her close, "I think you're a saint...Saint Ella. Yes, I heard. The guys talk but I'd be surprised if anyone outside of the board knows anything. Come on, I'll show you to your sleeping quarters," he smiled.
Ella followed the man down the hall. He made as much as the other board members, got bonuses, stock options, and generous perks but his house was half the size of the others. On the other hand, he had the mother-in-law house and a lot more land. She and Robert brushed their teeth and climbed into bed.
Ella lay on her side admiring the man's facial features. Sure, he was bald and a bit overweight, but he had full sensual lips and the kindest eyes she had ever seen. Large, deep brown eyes that seemed to see inside her. "Can you tell me what the others say about me? I have images of them slapping each other on their backs and guffawing how they nailed the married redheaded slut from downstairs."
Robert propped himself on his elbow, "No, on the contrary. Not a single comment even close to that. Last week, Alan, Steve, and Mark were getting coffee when I came by and they raved about how incredible you are, and yes, incredible in bed, but also what a terrific interviewer and writer. Of course, they talked a lot about how willing you are to do...anything," he said softly, "and, if I can confess, it made me feel jealous." He glanced down at his stomach, "I'm not them so I assumed..."
Ella shook her head, "That's stupid. You are every bit as much a man as anyone I've met, maybe more. You've got a heart as big as...as big as your body. Sure you're not a svelte 160 lbs. but wow! Your body is powerful and I never felt any man fuck me harder than you did." She stroked his large breasts, down his bulging stomach to his fat cock, "I'll tell you what I told them. You can enjoy my body any way you want. Have you ever done anal?" she asked.
Robert shook his head, "I heard and wondered. Steve says...never mind," he clamped his mouth shut.
Ella laughed, "Really? You don't think I might suspect? Tell me."
Robert blushed, "He said you're the total package, a walking fuck machine, especially your ass. He suggested contacting the Smithsonian and putting your ass on display." he finished.
"That would be interesting," Ella looked thoughtful, "I went to a Tactile Symposium out in LA once. No one's ass was in one of those boxes...at least I don't think there was...but perhaps that would be a great symposium. Great Body Parts of the World." She smiled, "Scarlett Johansen's breasts...hell, Sydney Sweeney's breasts," she palmed her b-cups, "OK, just about anyone's breasts but mine," sighed. "Oh, Nicole Kidman's ass. Billy loves her ass. Not sure who's pussy but I'm sure your board would be willing to do a deep dive into best celebrity body parts," she smiled.
Robert laughed, "Oh. You have great breasts That was another conversation I overheard. Alan was saying that you looked small until you climbed on..."
"...his cock? He sure loved playing with my tits," she smiled.
"Yeah, he said he wouldn't have liked them as much if they were larger. You looked perfect and he said he could still feel those tits of yours on his palms, even a couple of weeks later," Robert said. "OK, he was really enamored with how hard your nipples get." He palmed her right tit and nodded, "I suspect I'll be recalling how great these feel for quite a while." His cock was again throbbing and even though he suspected that he would regret it, he accepted the blue pill from Steve and took it before Ella came over. "Um, are you serious about anal? I've been curious and if you're game...I sure am," he asked softly.
Ella rolled off the bed, and stopped, "Lube? KY? Vaseline?" she asked.
Robert nodded, "Left-hand medicine cabinet, second shelf." He lay on his side, stroking his cock as he watched her head into the bathroom, her ass at least as great as Nicole Kidman's. He was finally going to experience anal sex. The three men all agreed that not only was anal the best but Ella's was the best they had ever fucked.
Ella came back in with the tub of petroleum jelly, "OK. I'll get on my knees. You need to thoroughly lube my ass and your cock. When you are ready, push your cock inside me. It will be like a wall at first but I'll relax and you'll pop right in." She handed him the tub and got on the bed, chest down, ass up. "And don't worry about hurting me...sure, it stings at first but then it feels great so you can be as rough as you want."
Robert's cock throbbed in anticipation. Long ago he resigned himself to never experiencing anal sex. Stroking his well-lubed cock, he couldn't believe that he would be able to fit inside the girl's ass. He pressed the head of his cock against the tight bud and felt her open up. As she predicted, he popped inside eliciting a deep grunt from the girl. He savored the feeling of the tight ring gripping his cock while letting her get used to his girth.
Ella felt her sphincter relax pulling away before pushing her ass against him. This was all the man needed as he took over and he was soon slamming hard into her ass. Ella arched her back giving him better access and was soon grunting loudly with each of his powerful thrusts. She wondered if he had pent-up frustrations or was this his normal style of fucking? If that's the case, Marjorie must be a very happy woman. She reached between her legs and rapidly frigged her clit as she welcomed the tickling ache swelling up inside her. She idly wondered if she could get Billy to fuck her this powerfully but as he was 100 lbs. lighter...
Robert gripped the girl's ass cheeks pulling her to him as he thrust his hips into her. The loud slapping sounds along with the animalistic grunts from the redhead echoed through the bedroom. The girl's grunts were getting louder and more sporadic and with a cry, she thrust her ass back against him as she came. He ground the root of his cock into her as she grunted something unintelligible.
When her orgasm faded she realized she moaned and looked back at the man, "Fuck! I love your cock. It's so fucking fat...I've never felt so stretched out. Fuck me, fill me with your cum," she panted.
Robert didn't need to be told. He had been close to cumming for a while but as she didn't orgasm in the living room, he wasn't going to leave her frustrated again. He bent over the girl, his stomach sliding against her lower back, pistoning rapidly into her ass. He felt his ballsack tighten as the aching rose until he let out a deep moan and released the first spurt of cum deep inside her rectum.
Ella again swore she could feel the warm gush of sperm inside her. He pulled out, slammed in, and groaned as he came. He repeated that a dozen times until he let out one last soft moan and pulled her over onto their sides. He lay there panting as he stroked her firm breasts. Ella sighed, "Wow! I hope you want to do that again tonight, that felt incredible."
Robert's confidence at the start of the night could not have been any lower. He listened to his fellow board members extol the redhead's incredible assets, skills, and willingness but assumed she would either not be interested or repulsed by his fat body. Hearing her virtually beg him to fuck her ass again made him feel more of a man than he had felt in decades. "You'll have trouble keeping my cock out of your ass. I thought your pussy was the best feeling I ever had but your ass was at least as incredible feeling."
Ella purred, "I love hearing a man tell me how much pleasure I can give them. I'd like to taste your cum sometime tonight, so please let me suck you off..."



Robert nodded, "If you have to. I want to be as gracious a host as possible so..."
"...you'll bend over my back to make sure I'm happy, got it," she chuckled.
"Exactly. But about that request of yours...let's shower and then I'll let you suck my cock," Robert said as he slapped her ass playfully.
After cleaning up and showering, the two climbed back into bed. It was then that Ella showed him how great a cocksucker she was as she deep-throated him before swallowing his load.
"Fuck! You didn't lie. That was amazing. How...never mind," he panted.
"Practice," Ella smiled, "I'm glad you like it. Perhaps I'll take you around the world tonight," she said softly. They snuggled against each other for a couple of hours when Ella felt a hard shaft pressing against her ass.
She sighed, "I guess you aren't interested in sleep right now. How would you like me?" she asked while stroking his hard cock.
"Can I get on top? Missionary?" he asked. "I don't want to crush you but..." The last year before Marjorie cut him off, she told him he was too fat to be on top so missionary was out.
Ella chuckled, "You won't crush me. I've been hoping you wanted to get between my legs...the way you pounded my pussy so powerfully..." Ella stroked the man's chest as he thrust hard into her pussy. He didn't disappoint as he got her off twice before he finally came.
By morning, Robert lay back in a daze having experienced around-the-world. He doubted this was something he would ever experience again but thoroughly enjoyed it. He heard the girl singing in the shower and wanted to join her but was spent. It had been decades since he had sex so many times in a night...if ever.
They were able to get out and visit 5 places where Robert had donated games and in every instance, at least one was in use. The few times someone recognized him, they asked how the mysterious Mr. Wallace was doing and if there was any chance they could thank him in person. By the time they got back to the Harris's, Ella's opinion of the man's modesty was as strong as could be.
At noon, they arrived back at the house and Ella hugged the wonderfully generous man standing next to her Bronco. She pulled back, their hips still pressed together, "Wow! Perhaps one for the road?" she smiled.
Robert nodded, took her hand, and led the girl inside. They made it as far as the living room before they pulled off their clothes and Ella bent over the arm of the couch.
* * *
Billy was as attentive to her when she walked in the door but not as intensely. The night before, he searched the internet for the man and found more photos than he expected. The man was involved in many charitable events but wasn't much to look at. The descriptors mousy, homely, fat, bald, and short popped into his head. He probably chastely had sex on weekends...though he wouldn't have been surprised if he were still a virgin if he hadn't seen pictures of his wife. His wife was beautiful, and sexy, with tons of curves...had to be a trophy wife. Oh, to have a lot of money, he thought. No chance of arousing stories, but still, just the fact that Ella was out all night triggered a desire in him.
Ella could still feel a phantom cock in her ass that just 20 minutes was deep inside her. She wondered if Billy could see that she recently orgasmed as a man's fat cock pounded her pussy before pulling out and finishing in her ass...but not before orgasming again. The man was a terrific lover, rough, powerful, taking what he wanted.
Billy smiled and pulled his wife close. He palmed her braless breasts through her tight white top and moaned in her ear, "I missed you so much, all night thinking about what you were doing at a man's house..."
Ella laughed, "You mean, playing video games? I played Centipede. I never played it before. Thank God Robert was behind me showing me how to use the controls...he might have gotten really close, you know, to make sure I was doing it right."
Billy turned his wife around, pressed his hard cock against her ass, and groaned into her ear, "Like this. Was he hard against your ass?"
Ella nodded, "He was, but not like this. I might have pulled my dress up so he could grind against my bare ass," she said as she bent over more. As she felt her shorts get yanked down she smiled as Billy noticed she didn't have on panties. She did put some on but just 20 minutes before, she left Robert with her red thong pressed against his face.
Billy pulled out his cock, eased inside her but was surprised at how wet she was, "He did this? Did her fuck your tight pussy?"
Ella nodded, "Yesss, yes, like that...well, almost. I could feel him inside me better. His cock was fatter, a lot fatter, stretching me out."
Billy groaned as he ripped off her tight top, pressed her chest onto the kitchen table, and pistoned into her pussy.
After the predictable 5 minutes of sex, Ella cleaned up before working on the man's profile. She had quite a few photos and quotes from the people she met at the various sites where his games were, and many quotes from the man himself. By Sunday evening, she sat back and looked at the results. It was twice as long as the others but even after editing and reediting she couldn't see anything else to pare. He came up from nothing and worked his way through college to get his MBA. Then after working for 6 other companies in various jobs, found he loved Unix and scripting. He rose quickly up through a company on the West Coast until he was hired away by TIGF.
Ella went on to the time he was at his storage unit and saw a group bidding on an abandoned unit. The winning bidder was disappointed to find a dozen old broken gaming consoles. Robert went over and offered the man double what he paid for them and that was the start of his passion for finding, restoring, and donating the consoles to various groups in need. Ella felt she captured the man and hoped Bruce or others wouldn't cripple it.
She sat back after hitting 'send,' and mulled over her last interview. Frank Lawler. CEO. Highly strict, highly demanding of complying with rules, very religious, and with high strong morals. Had he heard? Did he know that Ella had fucked her way through all the interviews? She felt like throwing up but instead focused on doing research on the man. She'll get through this last profile...scathed or unscathed? Who can say?
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Ella received numerous compliments for her profile of Robert Harris, with many asking if they could donate to the Edwin Wallace Gaming Company. She was pleased that Bruce cut none of her long article confirming what she felt, that the profile's length was deserved. Also, she was able to track down old microfiches containing brief mentions of Edwin Wallace. All were positive. She had a nagging feeling that digging into a man's life might reveal skeletons but so far...She promised Robert that if he accepted credit for the game donations, she'd write about the man who meant so much to him.
Speaking of Robert, when Marjorie returned from her European trip, she cursorily greeted her husband, kissed him on the cheek, and went to the bedroom, closing the door behind her. Robert resignedly shook his head but 15 minutes later, went in without knocking.
Marjorie screamed while attempting to cover her naked body, "Robert! You cannot just barge in like that. I told you, I need my privacy!"
Robert yanked off the damp towel, pushed his wife onto the bed, pried her legs apart, and lay between them. Her slender arms futilely tried to push him off but he pressed his crotch against her pussy wondering how many men had been where he was over the past two weeks.
"Robert, please. You're crushing me. And I need to get dressed and leave. I called Father Braxton and told him I'd be stopping by to see if there are things the church needs help with," she said, slapping his chest.
Robert grabbed her wrists, held them over her head before leaning down and sucking her left nipple between his lips. His cock was throbbing to life and he wondered how to undo his pants if it came to that. Marjorie writhed beneath him as he stimulated her nipples but slowly relaxed as his hard cock pressed against her pussy. Soon, she stopped struggling as he ground the hard shaft against her, releasing her wrists so he could play with her right tit. Marjorie's legs opened wider as she ground against him, and when he lifted his hips to undo his pants and release his cock, she grabbed his hard shaft to line him up.
Marjorie's head went back and she let out a deep moan as she felt her husband's fat cock plunge into her for the first time in 12 years. Then, as Robert thrust hard into her, she felt things building up. Never had she been able to cum without at least 45 minutes of foreplay and intercourse, but as Robert pistoned aggressively into her pussy the intense tingling rapidly peaked and exploded. He was more powerful than she remembered as if taking back what was his. "Fuck! Fuck me, Robert. Holy shit, you feel so hard...so huge. Uh, uh, uh, uhhh, uhhhhh," she grunted as the powerful orgasm swept through her body. The entire flight back, she replayed fucking 4 of the married passengers on the cruise ship and how great Father Braxton's 7" would feel. Never once did she think about Robert's 6" and now wondered why. Father Braxton's cock wasn't half the girth of Robert's.
At first, Robert was angry with his wife as he suspected that she was getting her relief elsewhere but as her hands roamed his body, grinding back against his savage attack on her pussy, he felt his confidence grow. He was also glad he had taken another of those pills as Marjorie came a second time. The rest of the weekend was as if they were just getting to know each other and Marjorie never made it over to the parish as she had promised Father... what was his name again?
* * *
After doing profiles on the rest of the board, her attention turned to the new CEO of the company. Frank Lawler. He was a devout Christian...to be exact, a devout Catholic. He was on the board of the local Catholic Charities organization. His three children all attended the local Catholic schools before attending either Notre Dame or Georgetown University. The article in the Living section mentioned that many at TIFG called him a father figure, and Ella wondered if they meant Father figure as in Father Lawler, or father figure as in 'Daddy.' At least she wouldn't have to worry about the man expecting sex, though if he paid attention to the whisperings, he'd question her moral character. She sighed as she pored further through his social media, news reports, and other sources mentioning him.
This was Frank's third CEO position, the previous two thrived under his leadership. There wasn't a blip or black mark on his record. On a whim, she called a former high school boyfriend.
"James! Long time...I know. You read that? It was amazing what they said...OK, you always thought...I guess. Hey, question. Our new CEO, Frank Lawler. Everything I read about him says that he's never done anything bad at all. I don't want details and I know you can't give me any but is there a way you can check to see if he has a single traffic ticket? Parking ticket? Anything? All I need to know is yes or no and I'll not pursue it but I'm really curious. Thanks. Call me back? I owe you...sure, we can do lunch. Let me know the time and place." Ella put down the phone wondering if lunch would be safe with James. He sure wanted more than basic making out, more than once expressing his frustration. Does he still need to get between her legs? Perhaps she is an unchecked item on his bucket list? She sighed and decided that what Billy doesn't know...
A couple of hours later she just had closed her laptop after finishing her list of questions when her phone rang. "James, Hi. Anything? Nothing? Nothing at all? Wow, how does a 65-year-old man go through life without even a jaywalking ticket?" she sighed. "Sure, Thursday works...I know the place, I'll meet you there. I..." she stammered after James said 'I love you,' and she almost replied, 'I love you, too.' "...I'll see you Thursday, noon. Should I make reservations...OK. Great. See you."
She thought about James and what he wanted in payment for checking on Mr. Lawler...and then there was the sit down with a man who must be judging her. Was she a Jezebel? She felt her stomach cramp. There is no way in hell that Mr. Lawler wasn't aware that his entire board fucked her. How could she interview him, get him to open up when he'd be judging her?
Later that week, Ella attended a board meeting. Bruce asked her to update them on the arrangements for the board's quarterly meeting in the Grand Caymans. She felt nervous as she stood in front of the 6 men, 5 who had not just seen her naked but...never mind. She could almost read all the board members' minds, except for Frank Lawler who looked at her expectantly.
She gave a brief summary of the departure times and meeting rooms available. She finished talking about the sleeping arrangements, "We've booked rooms at the Grand Hyatt Baha Mar. You'll each have a suite for your EAs...am I correct in that you'll not be taking your wives? I mean, those that have wives?" she asked.
Frank nodded, "It's a terrific place with too many distractions as it is. We made arrangements for the wives to get out on a trip of their own," he smiled. He looked around the room, "Is there anything else Ms. Irish should know before...?"
Steve nodded, "Ella owes Alan a hand..."
Ella almost sprained her neck as she looked over at the smirking man. She was opening her mouth to say something when Steve finished his statement. "...bill. She promised him a handbill and since I got one...I think it's only fair," he smiled.
Frank looked confused, "Handbill...for what?"
Alan nodded, "The Tuxedos. They're a jazz band that plays down on River Street. Anyhow, I guess I'm not the only fan and she gave Steve a signed handbill...signed by all the members," he said as he looked at the girl who was glaring daggers. "Ever since she interviewed me, I've been trying to get a handbill. Hopefully, she'll come through," he said.
Frank shook his head, "OK, handbill...haven't heard that term in years but I expect by the end of the week you'll give each of us a handbill? Is that something you can do?" he asked. He frowned as he noticed 4 of his board members smiling or chuckling. "OK, anyhow, thank you for filling us in."
"Is that all, sir?" she asked as she backed toward the door.
Frank shook his head before hitting a button on his laptop. Ella was leaving as a PowerPoint presentation popped up on the wall behind her.
* * *
Billy groaned, "Lucky bastards. The Grand Caymans. I've heard they're incredible...the beaches, resorts with palm trees...poolside bars..."
"Nude beaches," Ella added.
"Nude beaches...how do you know that?" he asked.
Ella shrugged, "I do research on places the board needs to go. They ask and I never want to say. 'I'll have to get back to you.' There are two, one is not far from the resort. Not sure why they would care since they're not taking their wives..."
Billy shook his head, "Such a waste. I would suggest you go down there...someone needs to write about their meetings..."
Ella smacked him, "OK. We're done with the stupid fantasies. I'm not going to make up any more stories about how these old professional men got me naked with their cocks in all my holes." She looked down at his tent and groaned, "You can't stop yourself, can you? I'm not a slut or a whore."
"Never said you were...Frank Lawler should praise you...it is better to give than to receive," he smiled.
Ella was stroking his cock through his pants, "Then, I failed in that. If half my stories were true, I received at least 30 loads of cum from these men. Oh my god!" he gasped as a large wet spot appeared in the front of Billy's pants. She shook her head, "I think that's a record for you," she sighed.
"Have you thought about changing careers?" she said as she went over to rinse the sticky cream off her hand, "You'd be a terrific efficiency expert. Come on, you need to change your pants and underwear, then I'll tell you about the upcoming billiard party I need to play hostess at," she sighed.
Billy felt his cock resurge as he contemplated Ella scantily clad, serving drinks and snacks to a rowdy group of men.
* * *
Ella had no idea how she arrived on time at the Lawlers' residence. First, she dressed as if she were an old spinster, at least according to Billy. Then she tried slacks and a blouse. That was nixed as the man might appreciate dressing up...meaning in a dress. She finally settled on a pretty yellow dress that came to mid-thigh and also allowed for a bra. Not slutty, but not prudish. This was a much larger mansion in a gated community and without GPS, she doubted she would have found it. She rang the bell and Frank Lawler answered, casually dressed in a polo shirt and khaki pants.
"Come in," he looked at his watch, "Right on the dot. Impressive." He led her onto the back patio where there was a pitcher of iced tea and glasses, "I have alcohol if you like but I'm not much of a drinker. I do on occasion but never found a drink I like all that much," he said as he indicated a chair.
Ella nodded at the pitcher, "I love iced tea. I'll get it," she said. As she was pouring, she heard a woman's voice.
"Hello dear. You must be the cute redhead my husband mentioned," Linda Lawler smiled.
Ella blushed while she stood, taking her hand. Frank Lawler called her cute?
Frank smiled, "I never said cute, though I won't dispute that description. I said she's a tiny girl with a powerful voice."
"I agree. He offered you tea? And making you pour it?"
Ella shook her head, "I offered. I don't mind."
Linda chuckled, "I was teasing you. You are all he talked about all week. Plus, we've been following your profiles and I have to say, you made these men out to be saints, and trust me, that's a pretty big ask." She went over to her husband, kissed him on the cheek, and stood, "I'll be heading over to your mother's I don't think she's ready to move into that senior center so I'll be back tomorrow. You two kids behave while I'm gone, no parties," she smiled before turned and headed out.
Ella looked at the CEO as she sat, "I read that your wife was a, and I quote, 'a force of nature in the community.' I think I can see why they say that," she said.
"The LA Times...you did your research," he smiled. "What else did they say about her....us?"
"Too many articles to go through but to summarize, both you and your wife are actively involved in many charities, specifically Catholic Charities. You donate a large % of your income to various organizations, sponsor auctions, art exhibits where the proceeds go to soup kitchens, homeless shelters...should I go on?" she asked.
Frank shook his head, "All that makes it sound so self-serving. True charity, true generosity should never be recognized. I'm human and it makes me feel good to hear praise for my generosity, but shouldn't helping others be its own reward?"
Ella nodded, "Perhaps, but you're human. Feel good about those you help but also accept the praise. Think about it, others see the mentions of your gifts, lauding your generosity, and guess what? They say 'I got to get me some of that!'" she chuckled.
Frank laughed, "Damn! You sounded just like one of my grandsons. You're right, but I wish I never got the swell of pride when I hear my name mentioned like that."
Ella smiled, "You could drive your babysitter home and get other mentions," she said. "Sorry, sorry. That was inappropriate."
The older man smiled as he shook his head, "No. You pretty much nailed it. I could donate millions to various charities and one lurid news story, one stain would erase all the goodwill generated by years of helping others. Anyone tell you that Walter was instrumental in keeping various organizations for the underprivileged youth afloat? He donated millions and after he was pulled over, they all put out news releases that they wanted nothing to do with him. Some of those organizations wouldn't exist today if it weren't for him. All washed away."
Ella shook her head, "I never heard any of that. People need to know that he wasn't all good or all bad but like all of us, a bit of each."
Ella felt her body relax as she continued her interview. After the sun went down, they moved inside Frank's office. It was huge, with comfortable seating, bookcases, a large desk, and even a fireplace. She took a seat in a leather chair and Frank took the one across from her. She expected him to sit behind his desk which was why she selected the seat.
The more she learned about the man, the less nervous she got. He exhibited none of the 'holier than thou' attitudes many of her devout friends showed and did not seem judgemental at all. When she finished, she closed her iPad and looked at the man. "I think I have enough to go on. I'll be stopping by a couple of the places you mentioned to get photos. I was hoping to get one of you and your wife, but that's OK." She looked expectantly at the man, "I ask this of everyone I interview...Did I miss anything? Is there something you feel is a key part of you that you'd like people to know?"
Frank nodded, "I do have a question. What inspired you to fuck every member of my board?" he asked. It was a statement rather than a question, flat and not accusatory.
Ella choked and felt her face get red, "Um...it, oh shit," she spat out.
Frank shook his head, "Sorry. Not accusing, not judging, but I did my research on you. No girl's nights out, no partying with or without your husband, and as far as my PI can tell, you've never even flirted with any other man. "
"You...you hired a PI? For me?" she stammered. Her stomach hurt and for the first time in her life, she understood people who said, 'I need a drink.'
"Of course, I did. You interviewed the most powerful men in our corporation. Men with information that if released could do harm, competitively at least, to the company. I know you were thoroughly vetted when you were hired but I wanted to be sure. By the way, my guy said you were the cleanest individual he'd ever checked out. So, back to my question, if you never stepped out of your marital vows before...what was it? 5, 6 weeks ago, what inspired you to fuck my board members? Did any of them promise anything? Coerce you?"
Ella shook her head, "No! 100% no. To a man, every one of your board members was respectful, made no threats, no promises. I guess I was the one to start the snowball rolling..." she sighed.
She told Frank about feeling sorry for Marvin and wanting to make the man feel intimate again. Then, after Marvin's confidence came back and everyone noticed it, how could she not do the same for the rest?
Frank nodded. "I did notice. I never knew Marvin before he lost his wife, but I was told he went into a shell and no longer socialized or joked. Then, a few weeks ago, a different man came into the office. He actually made a joke about the trade deficit and smiled. I guess, I might have suspected the same things that the others did. I can't condone violating your marital vows but I can see why you did it."
Ella felt like crying. "I was bad, wasn't I?" she sighed, "I can't tell my husband because he..."
Frank nodded, "...would be hurt. You need to keep this...these indiscretions to yourself. This is your cross to bear," he said. "It's fine, you look like I'm going to spank you or something," he smiled.
"Maybe you should," Ella frowned, "Someone should and I can't tell Billy."
Frank chuckled, "I am a father figure. If I were your daddy I'd have you over my knee so you can see the error of your ways. In fact, get up and come over here."
Ella stood and came over, "Daddy? I've been bad...a really bad girl. I've let men...men who are not my husband touch me. Take my clothes off and put their...things inside all my holes," she said in a little girl's voice.
Frank might have been a devout Christian but the cute girl standing in front of him, her nipples poking through her bra and dress while acting like a schoolgirl was more than enough to act on what he hoped might happen. "If you had done it once," he said as he pulled her down across his lap, "it might have been excusable. But," he smacked the tightest, most perfect ass he ever felt, hard, "since you wanted more." 'Smack!' "I have to do something I find abhorrent." 'Smack!'
Ella whimpered but felt a strong throbbing in her pussy. "Sir? I feel like I learned my lesson. I won't do it again."
Frank pulled up her dress revealing her bare ass. "A thong? You came to interview me dressed as a whore?" he asked. 'Smack!' 'Smack!' "Take that slutty garment off. You should be ashamed," he said. 'Smack!'
"Yes, sir," Ella said as she stood and pulled off her thong. She started to pull her dress back up to reveal her ass, "Sir? My bra matches the thong...it's thin and slutty also."
Frank nodded, "You are learning. And don't call me sir. Call me 'Daddy.' Take the slutty bra off also."
Ella pulled off her dress, and reached back undoing her bra before lying across his legs again, "Yes Daddy. I'll be a good girl from now on...please...OW!" she cried when Frank's large hand slapped her ass again.
He heard the board members' comments about the stunning redhead and assumed those were hyperbole, but the naked girl standing in front of him was flawless. He pulled her back onto his lap. "I want to be sure," he said. 'Smack!' His cock was uncomfortably pressed against the girl's waist but he didn't want to stop. He admired the bright red ass cheeks as he brought his hand down again. 'Smack!' "I want you to think twice about opening your mouth and sucking on any man's cock but your husband's. You got that?" 'Smack!'
"Yes, Daddy...I'll only suck my husband's cock from now on. Though, I really like having a powerful man's cock in my mouth...fucking my face." 'Smack!' "Please stop...it hurts," she pleaded while opening her legs as Frank's large hand stoked her ass and thighs.
"What about your cunt? Will you let strange men put their cocks in your tight cunt? Use this hole?" he shoved his middle finger inside Ella's sopping pussy. "...for their pleasure? Let them cum inside your married cunt?" he asked.



"Yes, Daddy." 'Smack!' "I mean, no, Daddy. No...sorry it's just that...ooohhhh," she panted as Frank pressed two fingers inside her, pumping as deep as he could. "I like having a cock shoved deep inside my cunt...it feels right," she whined.
"You are a slut, aren't you?" Frank asked as he pulled his hand from her pussy, "Clean my fingers off," he ordered.
Ella turned her head and sucked all her juices off his very large fingers. "Yes, I'm sorry, Daddy. I am a slut. And now I wet your hand...I'll clean it up anything since I'm trying to be a good girl."
'Smack!' Frank kept his hand on her ass after slapping her right cheek. He slid his middle finger down her ass crack to her tight bud. When he pressed inside, Ella opened her legs and let out a pleasured moan. "You are a little slut. You let all my board members fuck your ass?"
"Yes, Daddy. They wanted to and it made me happy when they gifted me with their hot cum," she panted. "Daddy? Can I get up? Something is poking me in my..."
"Cunt?" Frank asked, "Say it. Say something is poking your cunt," he ordered.
"Yes, Daddy. Something really big and hard is poking my cunt. Can I get up, Daddy?" she begged. "It hurts."
Frank nodded, "OK, but this is your fault that it's hard," he said.
Ella stood and put a hand over her open mouth, "It's...it's so huge," she choked. "Can I see it?"
"Of course. Go on, take it out and do what you sluts do," he ordered.
"Yes, Daddy. Thank you, Daddy," Ella said as knelt between his legs. She put her hands on the huge tent and gasped, "Daddy? Is that really your cock? It's so big!" she looked up with huge eyes.
"Go on. I gave you an order...take it out," he snapped.
Ella undid the belt, and then his pants and felt an ache in her womb as a long, fat, veined, fleshy shaft burst through the slot in his boxers. She had thought Steve's cock was huge but Frank's was twice the girth and a good 2" longer. "Holy fuck!" she panted as she stroked him with both hands. "Daddy? You told me I can only put my husband's cock in my mouth but can you make an exception? I'd really like to suck on this," she panted. "I've never seen one so big, so fat."
"OK, I'll tell you what. If you promise to be a good girl from now on and suck and fuck only your husband and the men you previously sucked and fucked, I'll let you take care of my cock. It seems only right since they...we have already seen you naked. From now on, you'll take off your clothes when you are alone with any of us. And since you're naked and your mouth is inches away from...ohhh, yes," he sighed as Ella plunged her mouth onto his cock.
Ella had to get off her knees so she could get most of the man's cock into her throat. It was just 3/4 of the way into her mouth, down her throat when she felt something she hadn't felt since college. This was the first cock she came across where she had to fight her gag reflex to deep throat.
Frank slid back in his seat as he had never felt anything close to this. Linda rarely put his cock in her mouth and then just the head. He didn't expect this small girl to be able to take even 1/4 of his 11" cock but her lips were just an inch from his curly pubes. "Good Lord," he sighed, "I never...aahhhh," he groaned as Ella leaned over a bit more and plunged her mouth all the way onto his cock.
Ella felt a surge of pride as she inhaled the man's musky scent through his dense pubic hair. She pulled up and then plunged back down, her nipples and pussy aching as she listened to the older man's ragged breathing.
Frank was getting close and he wanted something a little different. He gently pushed the girl back while standing until he was fully erect and Ella was kneeling in front of him. Her mouth opened wide without him telling her to. He put his hand on her head and began thrusting his hips into her mouth. She was letting out deep grunts as he fucked her face. This girl truly was the best cocksucker, just as he overheard both Alan and Steve say.
Ella was past her gag reflex and other than her lips being bruised, she enjoyed being used by the man. His huge ballsack slapped noisily against the saliva-coated chin as his cock slithered in and out of her throat. She was stoking his hairy, muscular ass as he flexed his hips into her. She thought Robert fucked her powerfully, but Frank's fucking was even more intense. She was sure there were many women that would have been pissed to be used like this and would have found it demeaning but Ella's body throbbed from being used so intensely.
Frank wondered whether he should pull out as he felt the aching build, his groans increased causing Ella to grip his ass tighter. His ballsack was tightening and she clenched her throat as his thrusting slowed down. He let out a yell as the agony in his balls reached a crescendo before exploding.
Ella could feel the tension in Frank's ass and his cock, and knew he was going to cum. He thrust hard against her face as a hot jet of sperm splashed deep down her throat. She swallowed a massive amount of cum before Frank's knees must have given out and he staggered back onto the seat.
Ella wiped her face with the back of her arm and smiled at the CEO, "I hope that met with your approval," she said.
Frank nodded, "You have wonderful skills. I can see why you want to use them. I take it back. When someone as skilled as you want to use those skills, it seems more of a sin not to allow it."
Ella nodded, "Proverbs...not sure what chapter, 'Some people give freely and gain more; others refuse to give and end up with less. Give freely, and you will profit. Help others, and you will gain more for yourself,'" she smiled. "My Dad...real Daddy had that on his wall in his office," she said. I read it enough...I think it was Proverbs 11."
Frank nodded, "I remember that passage. 'People curse a greedy man who refuses to sell his grain, but they bless a man who sells his grain to feed others.' It's blessed to be generous, blessed to give when good comes of it," he smiled. "I know it's late but perhaps you should call your husband and explain that it would be safer to drive home in the morning rather than late at night," he said.
Ella nodded, "Thank you, Daddy. I appreciate, as will Billy, thinking of my safety." She grabbed her phone, "Hey honey. I know I said I'd be home by now but we are just finishing up and I'm tired. The Lawlers graciously offered me their guest bedroom...yes, I know. I love you too. I'll see you in the morning," she finished. She put down the phone, "I assume I just lied and you should spank me again?"
Frank went over to the girl, "We'll talk about it. I have other punishments in mind for you," he swatted her ass, "but that was for not calling me Daddy."
Ella hugged the much taller man, "I'm sorry, Daddy. Can I sleep with you tonight? I get scared sleeping in strange rooms...I fear a man will crawl into bed with me and take advantage of my innocence," she breathed into his ear.
"I'll take care of you. You'll be safe with me, remember, I'm the corporation's father figure, and if you can't feel safe with your father, who can you feel safe with?" He picked up the light girl, carried her upstairs, and tossed her onto the bed.
Ella landed on her back, legs spread. She lay back watching the silver-haired man eying her as he undressed. 65 years old and his body was trim, tight, and holy fuck! So fucking huge, she thought as her eyes focused on the length of sausage dangling between his legs. 'Another Friday night, another night with little or no sleep,' she realized. She looked at his grinning face and wondered, did he also take one of those pills?
Frank had not yet taken a pill, but he was going to go into the bathroom and take one. His cock throbbed back to life seeing the beautiful redhead looking at him, her lips parted, her eyes wide, and her breathing sounding ragged as if she were scared.
Ella wasn't scared, she was excited. Her night with Steve and his then massive cock was incredible. Then, Robert's fat cock and his intensity drove her up the wall all night. What would Frank's cock do to her? He'd be deeper than any man had ever, or probably ever will be and if he fucks her pussy with the same power as he fucked her face...she shuddered as she considered it.
Frank tossed the remainder of his clothes onto the chair in the corner and smiled down at the naked girl, "You can get under the covers. I'll be back and we'll try to get some sleep, is that OK?" he asked.
Ella nodded, "Yes, Daddy. I could use some sleep," she said trying to meet his eyes. She wanted to chuckle as she heard women tell men, 'My eyes are up here,' and now she thought Frank would tell her the same thing. 'Fuck! If I'm doing the penis coffee table book, I'm starting with this man's cock!' she thought as she pulled the covers back.
Frank turned and looked at the cute girl on her hands and knees on the bed and asked, "Perhaps before you crawl into bed, you should brush your teeth," he said, "Who knows what you put in your mouth today, Sweetie."
Ella nodded, "I did treat myself to a wonderful dessert. I have to go out to my car, I have my bag in there with my toothbrush."
Frank took the girl's hand to help her off the bed, "We have a drawer full of toothbrushes. Use one of those."
Ella was surprised at how large the master bathroom was. One of the aspects she hadn't considered about interviewing the board members was seeing how the other half lived...or, rather, the top 1%. 4 sinks, a shower large enough to have a party in, and a tub with a fucking control panel! Who has a control panel on a bathtub? she wondered.
When Ella was looking around, Frank took one of his pills before grabbing his electric toothbrush. The girl looked even tinier in the en suite and as he studied her, his cock throbbed to life. No way could the pill work that fast and he couldn't remember the last time he recovered so quickly after cumming.
Ella finished brushing and stood by the bed, "Daddy? Which side do you sleep on?" she asked.
"Take the side closest to the bathroom, I sleep on the other side. Hopefully, I won't snore but if I do, just wake me up," he said.
After crawling into bed, Frank turned off the light. Ella lay next to the man feeling his body heat. She turned and whispered, "Daddy? Can I snuggle with you?"
Frank smiled, "Sure, sweetie." He pulled her close, pressing his erect cock against her. Her mouth found his and their tongues met between their parted lips while she slid on top of his much larger frame.
Ella's legs straddled his waist feeling as if she were lying on a baseball bat. "Daddy? Can you put that somewhere? It's not very comfortable," she mewed.
Frank sighed, "Sweetie? Have you ever...you know, put anything inside your vagina?"
Ella shook her head, "No, Daddy. Mommy told me good girls don't do those things."
Frank nodded, "And she's right. Your Mommy is always right. But are you always a good girl?"
Ella shook her head, "No, I guess not. And it does hurt...why is it so hard?"
"You. You made it hard. OK. Here," he said as he pulled the light girl up, grabbed his cock, and pressed it between her legs, "This will hurt a little at first, it always does but then it will feel so good you'll ask me to put it inside you every day. Would you like that?" he asked.
"Yes, Daddy. How do I do it?" she asked.
"OK, feel my cock press against your tight hole?"
"Wait! Daddy, my hole is too small for...oooohhhh!" she gasped as she lowered her pussy onto the 11" shaft. She pulled back up when he was halfway in and lowered herself more. "Wow, Daddy. I like it...it feels like I'm being skewered but in a nice way." She raised up again before plunging her ass back down. Soon, she was hitting his pubic bone and she was panting loudly. "Daddy...Daddy...I think I need to peeee! Ah, ah, aaahhh, aaaahhh," she cried as she came as quickly as she ever remembered.
Frank mauled the girl's breasts as she writhed on his cock. She was the first girl ever to take all of him deep inside her. Even Linda stopped him when he was just 3/4 buried inside her after all these years. When Ella let out a last, long deep groan, he rolled over so he was on top and pistoned into her sopping pussy. Whereas most of his sexual partners had put their hands on his pelvic bones keeping him from burying his cock too deep inside them, Ella's hands were on his ass pulling him against her. 'Fuck! She's so fucking tight!' he thought as he increased the pace of his thrusting.
Ella's head was spinning as she felt a 2nd orgasm coming on. The man's cock was stretching her small pussy wide, the veined shaft grinding against her clit, and the plump head pressed against her cervix. All that stimulation took her over the top. "Daddy...Daddy...it feels so fucking good!" she cried out as everything exploded inside her.
Frank's balls tightened as he felt his orgasm coming on. He no longer felt like a 65-year-old but as a 20-year-old stud as he rocked his hips rapidly into the girl. Her body was being rocked violently as he drove into her and even the $30,000 bed frame was creaking under his assault on the small girl's pussy.
As Ella came down from her powerful orgasm, she sensed Frank was about to cum. "Yes, Daddy...do it. Cum inside your little girl's tight cunt...you always said you wanted grandkids," she pleaded. That was all it took as his full weight drove into her and again, she swore she could feel the hot jets of cum shoot inside her.
Frank's arm gave out as the most powerful orgasm he remembered released its last pulse of sperm into the girl. He flopped to the side of the young naked girl, breathing heavily.
The couple lay together as they recovered from the passionate act, Ella stroking the man's back, and Frank stroking the girl's right breast. "Fuck! OK, I had no idea what to expect but I overheard a couple of the guys say that you might be small but you were incredibly energetic. I had no idea what they meant, but, fuck!" he groaned.
"So, you expected us to fuck?" Ella asked, "Your wife? Did she really need to go help your mother move?"
Frank shifted his hips as his shrinking cock slithered out of her marvelously tight hole. "OK, I might have suggested it but to be honest, I didn't know if it was just guys talking, you know, hyperbole? But, now I know they were being honest. You are incredible in bed."
Ella cupped her pussy staunching the massive flow of cum wanting to soil the sheets, "Billy tells me that I always have to be best at everything I do. I think it pisses him off...except the part about sex," she chuckled.
Frank rolled off the bed to grab some hand towels, "I can see that. You're the best writer we have here at TIFG, and your interview skills are terrific, if you need a reference for your cocksucking skills, have them call me," he said.
Ella smiled, "That's so sweet. I'm sure you're way too busy to explore more of my body tonight but I've been told I have a great ass," she smiled as she took the towel.
Frank shook his head, "Amazing. I have prided myself in always finishing what I start so hopefully you won't expect a lot of sleep tonight," he grinned as he finished wiping the fluids off his cock and balls. He admired the small naked form lying on the bed. 5' 2", 110 lbs.? Medium-sized perky tits with pale but hard nipples. He'd never been with a redhead but her soft pubes made his mouth water as she lay exposed. She was watching him observe her naked form parting her thighs as his eyes scanned down her body.
Ella rolled over onto her stomach, her legs spread wider as she let the older man see more of her. She turned her head and looked back, "As they say, take a picture. It lasts longer," she smiled.
"Really? You don't mind?" Frank asked.
Ella shook her head, "As long as these are for you and you don't share them, sure. You look as if you're trying to memorize my body." She smiled as the CEO grabbed his phone and took picture after picture as he circled the bed. Ella assumed various poses until he put down the phone.
"Don't make a move. Stay right there," he ordered as he grabbed the lube.
Ella's chest was pressed into the mattress, with her back arched and her ass facing the ceiling. She shivered in anticipation as Frank squirted the cool gel against her ass before working it inside her tight hole.
As Frank took a few dozen photos of the naked girl, his cock throbbed back to life. 3 times in the past hour? Amazing, or not considering how erotic the girl's body was and the powerful drug. After preparing them both, he crawled above the girl, gripped his cock and pressed the head against the glistening puckered hole. He expected resistance but as he pushed, he popped right inside her. She let out a yelp, but it wasn't a cry of pain but of pleasure.
Ella wondered if more cock than she imagined ever taking up her butt would hurt and initially, there was a slight stinging but by the third stroke, he was pressed against her ass cheeks and the stinging faded. A voice in her head told her, 'Now this is what being fucked feels like.' As the man picked up the pace, she put her hands out to keep from sliding up the bed. His ballsack was so huge, it slapped against her wet pussy hitting her clit perfectly.
Frank leaned over the girl wishing he had started the video but there was still the rest of the night. As the room echoed with the various noises of Ella's deep grunts, the bed again squeaking, the slapping of skin against skin, and his own grunting he wondered if any of the other board members might have recorded their fuck sessions with the girl. As he considered that, he realized that Ella was rocking back against his cock. He slowed his assault on her anus and groaned as she continued the rough pace while tightening her sphincter. 'Fuck! She's fucking milking my cock,' he thought.
Ella was milking the huge shaft. She was enjoying hearing his gasps as she rocked her pelvis, tightened her anus, and plunged back against him. She wanted him to remember this as the best fuck he ever had. As she focused on pleasing him, she felt the tingling rise inside her. In the back of her mind, she wondered whether he would cum before her or if they'd cum together. Strangely, she wasn't concerned if she came as she focused on making him happy. His grunting was getting deeper and he matched her thrusts with her own so she knew he was close. Then, an image of Billy watching them popped into her head and the tingling built up rapidly.
Frank's awareness of the room, the bed, and the writhing grunting girl shrank rapidly so all he knew was the agonizing aching in his balls. Just as he wondered if he'd get relief, Ella cried out something just as he did.
The room echoed with their loud grunts as both came powerfully. Frank's cock was pressed hard against the girl as he deposited another huge load inside her. This one deep in her rectum. As his orgasm waned, Ella's still throbbed through her but as his legs gave out and they flopped onto their sides, Frank realized that this was the first time he came in all three holes with anyone before.
Ella felt as if she were floating from the powerful, full-body orgasm as she lay panting on her side. Even a few minutes after Frank came, he still filled up her rectum. It seemed that every week she felt more cock inside her and again wondered if she'd even notice when Billy's cock was inside her.
After showering, they climbed into bed both exhausted but in different ways. Frank hadn't exerted himself that much in decades. Ella felt nech strains, and the back of her throat felt slightly bruised as did her cervix. Then, there was the throbbing in her ass. How was she going to be able to walk back into the apartment in the morning feeling like this...and Frank was not done with her, she knew that for a fact.
Ella's suspicions were right. When she awoke the next morning, she felt as if she had gone through an Olympian's workout routine the night before. She stretched and yawned before noticing she was alone in his bed. 6th week in a row that she awoke in a stranger's bed. She no longer questioned whether she was a slut, she might be the definition of one. She giggled as she had an image of her picture next to the word 'Slut' on the Wikipedia site.



After peeing, she went down the hallway, through the living room and dining room to the kitchen where she heard various morning sounds. Bathrobed Frank was pouring two cups of coffee and she smiled. Coffee would be great right then. She started forward but jerked to a stop as she heard Linda's voice.
"Damn! To be young again. When I crawl out of bed I would scare even the toughest marine away, whereas you look like one of those TV actresses," she smiled. 'Relax, sweetie, You need coffee before you do anything else."
Ella wanted to run. She was standing naked in the middle of an older couple's kitchen with a man she fucked at least 7 times and his wife. "I'm sorry..." she stammered as she tried to back out.
Linda stood and put an arm around the girl, "Coffee. I'm sure after being speared by my husband you could use some coffee," she smiled. "I have to say, you're a lot tougher than I am. Our first night? Wow! I couldn't move, let alone walk. Black? Cream and sugar?" she asked.
Ella's head was spinning. Frank was making toast as if this were just another Saturday morning. Linda poured a cup and when she looked back expectantly, Ella realized she never answered, "Um, black. Black is great, thanks," she said.
Linda put the steaming cup down, "Sit. My dear, after what I'm sure was an epic fucking you just sit and have your coffee. Eggs? Toast? Frank, make the girl some eggs, how do you like them? Scrambled, fried?"
Ella shook her head, "Coffee is fine right now...um, you're not...?"
Linda picked up her coffee and sat next to the redhead, "Relax. Of course, I knew you'd be spending the night. You haven't met his mother. She's a handful and I just made up an excuse to get out of his way so he could enjoy your very obvious charms," she said, stroking the girl's slender thigh. "I love your boobs, so perfect, so young," she said as she cupped Ella's left breast. "You don't mind, do you?"
Ella shook her head, "Um, no...you are OK with...?"
Linda laughed, "he's been talking about you for weeks. When he mentioned that Steve and others made comments about how incredible you were in bed, it was my suggestion. Did he play the Daddy card? He loves playing that with me, but Christ! You're absolutely perfect for that role."
Ella looked at Frank and back to his wife as she nodded, "It was...fun," she said lamely.
"We dropped it around 1. Ella played along without question. The rest of the night, I'm afraid I wasn't a great host...kept waking her up," Frank chuckled. "Are you sure you don't want some eggs? I'm making a batch for Linda and me," he said.
Ella nodded, "Sure...I could eat some eggs," she sighed. Then she glanced at the couple, "I mean, yes Daddy, Mommy," she said in her little girl's voice.
Linda laughed, hugged the girl tightly, and looked at her husband, "Sweetie, you're perfect. Frank, honey. Don't you have some things to see to in the office? After getting the two of us girls breakfast, that is. I want to know this little girl here, better. Does that sound OK with you?" she asked Ella as she reached between the girl's creamy thighs.
Ella nodded dumbly. She had never been with a woman before, never experimented but Linda was a beautiful woman, and even at 65, she was trim and yet very shapely. She found herself appraising another female form for the first time as she felt a long slender finger slide inside her. "I'll...um, I'll call Billy and tell him that I need to interview you also. He'll understand," she breathed as she closed her eyes.
By the front door, Frank kissed his wife, "I'll be back by dinner. Need me to pick anything up?" he asked.
Linda shook her head as she glanced at Ella, "Call before you leave work," she winked.
Frank looked at the redhead, "It was a great interview, I've been interviewed dozens of times but you asked the right questions, listened, and logically followed up. I was very impressed." He kissed her on the lips as if his wife weren't right there, "...and last night was incredible...you really do everything to the max, don't you?"
Linda laughed, "Christ, Frank. Just say it. Best fuck you ever had. I can see it in your face and I'm a big girl. I'll make it my goal to make you forget all about last night if it takes me years," she smiled. "Now get out of here. Our guest needs a shower and a nap."
After Frank left, Linda led the young girl to the master suite. She turned on the shower and then undressed. Her boobs weren't as perky as when she was 20, and her ass was a bit wider but she felt good about her looks.
Ella found herself appraising the older woman. She was beautiful and her preconceptions that a woman that old would have boobs sagging down to her waist and wrinkly skin were instantly proven wrong. Her breasts, though at least a cup size larger than Ella's proudly jutted out from her chest and her skin was smooth and soft. She saw Linda gauging her reaction and asked, "Can I feel these?"
"Oh, sweetie, of course." She pulled the redhead's small hands onto her breasts and sighed, "I hope you want to explore all of me because I'd really like to explore all of you."
Hearing that while feeling the first boobs other than her own, and seeing the look of lust on the older woman's face sent a shiver through her body. This might have been unexpected but not unwelcome. Since college, she wondered what it would be like to be with another woman, to pleasure her breasts...nipples, to feel between her legs, inside her, and as she thought that, she slid a hand down the woman's slightly pudgy stomach.
Linda sighed as she felt Ella's small hand slide between their bodies and when her fingers slid through her patch of pubic hair and beneath. "Oh, baby, I'm so looking forward to getting to know you. Let's wash each other's backs," she guided the girl into the shower, "...and fronts."
Ella's body tingled as she lay naked on the sheets as Linda finished drying her hair. Though she'd been curious for years she never expected this to happen and now that it was to become a reality, she wondered what Linda's pussy would smell like, taste like. She knew how she tasted and suspected smelled after taking various men's cock into her mouth but this was going to be different. Then, she felt an aching throb in her womb as she thought about telling Billy about her night. 'Frank's cock was huge...I mean so big! He fucked me all night, every which way but then I got a surprise. His wife was in the kitchen and she sent Frank out so we could...oh, fuck! Again?' she smiled as she imagined Billy's reaction.
Linda heard the girl chuckle as she stepped naked out of the bathroom, "What's funny?" she asked.
Ella moved over as the beautiful older woman lay on the bed next to her. "It's embarrassing but I was thinking..." As Linda stroked her naked body, Ella explained how she laughed off the idea that the old men on the board would ever make any moves on her she would then tell Billy, her husband everything that happened as if she were making it up.
Linda thought that was hilarious, "So, you've been fucked by 6 men so far and while Billy assumes all these overnights were innocent he really wants the stories to be true?"
Ella nodded, "In a way, it's good that your husband and the others are...well, bigger, can last longer, and get me off because once I tell Billy about anything..."
"...he cums. Wow! That would be frustrating. With Frank, it's been the opposite. There are times when after 2 or 3 orgasms I'm begging him to cum."
Ella chuckled, "I know. All those fucking men have too much stamina. My poor pussy and ass haven't had a workout like that...ever."
Linda's hand was between Ella's legs, "and your poor pussy is sore right now?"
Ella nodded, "Bruised and abused," she sighed.
Linda nodded, "It's a mother's job to provide TLC. I guess I better kiss it and make it better," she sighed as she slid down the bed.
Ella lay back and opened her legs as...the thought rushed through her that the CEO's wife was pressing her face and mouth against her pussy! She moaned softly as she felt the woman's lips press against her labia, the tip of her tongue probing inside her. She realized that with all the great sex, Marvin was the only man to go down on her. It made sense in that Ella offered all the men her various holes to fuck and men being men were totally content with using her mouth, pussy, and ass for their pleasure.
Linda's gentle kisses were getting to Ella and the older woman opened her mouth to use her tongue more as the girl's pelvis rocked against her mouth. "Does that feel better, sweetie?" Linda asked as she heard Ella's breathing change.
Ella nodded, "Yes...feels so good," she panted. Then on a whim, she added, "Thanks, Mommy."
Linda grinned as she flicked her tongue between the opening folds. She slid her hands up to play with the wonderfully erect nipples. "Sweetie, you know I'll always be there for any ouchies you get. Did Frank hurt your ass also?"
Ella nodded, "But that's OK. You don't...oooohhh," she said as her legs were pushed up and Linda's tongue bathed her sore asshole.
Linda finished licking the girl's ass and returned to her sopping pussy, "If he hurt your ass, I'll need to kiss it to make it better," she said with her face pressed against the softest, downiest pubic hair she'd ever felt. "I let Frank fuck my ass just once, right after we got married. Never again so I should thank you...maybe hire you to periodically let that man scratch his itch with your ass."
Ella groaned, "Or, more accurately, in my ass. It didn't hurt...I mean after getting used to him inside me. I liked it," she said. Then she pulled Linda up, "OK. I've never...I want to taste you," she said.
"Criminal. When I was at Vassar, pussy munching was a required course. None of the coeds ever went even a month without remedial training," she sighed. She crawled around so they were in the 69 position. She was impressed and surprised that the lez-virgin redhead wasted no time pressing her face between her legs. "Mmmpphh," she moaned as the smail tongue wiggled between her lips. Frank might be an incredible lover but muff diver he was not. The girl was a natural.
Ella seemed to know what the woman wanted and as she lapped between the fleshy folds she heard the grunts and groans. As much as she liked being eaten out, she wanted to make this woman happy. She shifted to her clit and the groans became gasps so she flicked her tongue against the nub while gripping the plump ass cheeks. Her face was smeared with cum and her bruised lips from deep-throating Frank were being further bruised but she clamped her mouth more firmly on the older woman's pussy.
'Holy shit!` Linda thought as she felt her orgasm rapidly build inside her. She was more than ready after spending the night imagining what the naked couple was doing and anticipated seducing this young girl. It had been decades since she enjoyed another woman and when Ella's finger probed her ass, she bent back her neck and screamed she was cumming.
Ella had a rush of pleasure, of pride that she was able to get this experienced woman off so quickly. Her lips were being mashed by Linda's hard pubic bone as she ground against her but Ella pulled her more tightly against her mouth.
Linda felt the wonderfully powerful orgasm fade and finally, with a long, guttural sigh, relaxed and went limp. She was impressed with the girl's skill, her eagerness to please, and how even after getting her off, gently kissed her pulsing clit and labia. She had the idle thought that she could easily run away with this girl. She pulled away from the much smaller girl and opened her legs, "I know what you did," she sighed, "You didn't think about your pleasure, you wanted to please me. Now, I'm going to please you, OK?" she smiled.
Ella wiped the smeared juices off her face with the back of her arm and nodded, "What you were doing felt wonderful but..."
"...but, you just spent the night fucking my husband and you thought... Look, I was the one who suggested he fuck you. He was intrigued by the comments he overheard and after meeting you... Years ago, we were watching television and I made the comment that if I had the chance to jump into bed with Paul Newman, no way could Frank stop me. He laughed and said he wouldn't even try. 'You just don't pass up chances like that,' he said. I asked him who he would want to fuck and without hesitation, said Farrah Fawcett. Yesterday morning, I suggested you were his new Farrah Fawcett and he nodded." she smiled. "So, I left you guys alone since I'll get my new Paul Newman someday."
Ella blushed, "Farrah Fawcett was beautiful. Billy still has that poster with her..."
"Nipples? Every guy I knew had that poster." She crawled up and gently pinched Ella's erect nipples, "You have just as impressive nips...you really get excited, don't you?"
Ella moaned and nodded, "They get really sensitive. Normally, there's be no reason to wear a bra since I'm not...you," she said as she cupped the older woman's much larger breast.
Linda chuckled, "These come with a price. Lower back pain, just try running anywhere, underwires...ugh!" She stroked and then kissed Ella's perky tits, "These I envy. I would kill for perfectly shaped, perfectly sized boobs...sure, your nipples poke through but who the fuck cares? Why are men always shocked to find out you have nipples? Christ, we live in a puritanical society." She then kissed her way down Ella's stomach. "You lie back and enjoy this, OK?" she ordered.
Ella did enjoy it. Marvin's technique was good but Linda's was better and more varied. She teased, licked, probed, fingered, and sucked bringing Ella closer and closer. As if knowing she was nearing orgasm, the older woman changed what she was doing just to bring her close again. In the back of her mind, the word 'edging' popped up. Was that what Linda was doing? Ella pinched and pulled on her nipples as she lay back, mouth open, eyes closed. No cock could possibly stimulate her so perfectly as Linda's mouth and tongue. Then it hit her again, she just fucked the CEO of one of the larger corporations all night and now was being pleasured by his wife. She played with the myriad ways to tell Billy about this and all resulted in quick ejaculations.
That was what Linda was doing. She was reading the signs, deeper breathing, the girl's pelvis rocking, the soft gasps and moans, and how that cute ass lifted off the bed. She wanted the girl's orgasm to be as intense as possible. Then, Linda felt the girl's responses intensify so she attacked the erect clit with the tip of her tongue. She recalled that back in college her sisters called her tongue the outboard motor as she could flick it so rapidly. She was right about the redhead, as she applied intense stimulation to her sensitive clit, Ella's ass thrust off the bed, her back arching as she let out a loud scream.
Ella's orgasm was so intense she thought her bladder would explode out of her belly. Her elevated pelvis ground rapidly against the 65-year-old woman's face as she cried out with each strong orgasmic surge. After what seemed like a full minute, she tensed once more before going completely limp.
Linda nuzzled the girl's soft patch of pubic hair looking up at the cute heaving chest. 'I need Frank to invite this girl over more...perhaps meet her husband,' she thought.
Ella opened her eyes and let out a long sigh as if every ounce of stress she ever felt was totally released, "Holy fuck...sorry!" she panted. "I keep forgetting you and Frank are religious and I'm not sure if holy fuck is OK to say."
Linda laughed, "Sweetie, we're not rigid about our faith, we love the church for the charitable work it does. Frank and I got involved years ago and now we're on boards and work with the shelters...it's more about helping people than being devout Christians," she said.
Ella's eyes widened, "Everything I've read about..."
"Everything you read was put out by the church and those with agendas. We do have faith, do believe but we're not going to condemn you for...well, for example, straying from your marital vows. That's none of our business, except when you want to stray over to our house," she chuckled.
Ella nodded, "After what you just did...wow! I never felt anything like that." She pulled the woman up and kissed her wondering why being naked and going down on someone older than her grandparents didn't bother her. The entire morning felt so natural. She cupped the woman's considerable breasts, "Billy sure would love playing with these," she sighed.
"Men love boobs but what they really want is a tight hole...or holes and Frank told me yours are the best he's ever been inside."
Ella shook her head, "That's rude. I'm sure your..."
Linda laughed, "Don't worry about it. I've had three kids and well...it's just nature's way," she sighed. "Come on. Let's shower once more and get you cleaned up so you can get home to your husband."
* * *
Billy tried to sit. Tried Netflix, tried reading but ended up pacing the house with fantasies of his cute innocent wife being taken advantage of by the older couple. His cock throbbed as he had a vision of Ella on the floor, on her hands and knees with her face buried between an older woman's thighs while the CEO fucked her from behind. He tried to think of anything else but scenario after scenario spun through his head.
He wanted to pull out his cock and get relief but remembered last week when she almost caught him. He decided to make lunch, focus on the sandwich...an image of Ella sandwiched between the couple, the CEO's wife stroking Ella's tits while kissing her. The CEO, behind with his (hopefully) huge cock pumping rapidly inside Ella's sopping pussy...He slapped his cheek.
Ella got off the elevator wishing the apartment building had a mirror anywhere. She wondered how flushed she still looked. She also worried that Billy would notice how swollen and used her twat was. All the way home, every bump, all the road vibrations went right through her seat stimulating her pussy. She could feel how wet she was, how open and flared her labia must look. To make matters worse, her nipples decided now was the perfect time to make their presence known. As she stood in the hallway, the 2nd elevator dinged so she decided to just face Billy.
Billy was sitting in the living room (If calling a 14' x 16' area with just enough room for a couch, a chair, 2 side tables, and a TV, a living room) when Ella came in. He stood with a smile to greet his wife, "Damn! You look great," he said as he pulled her close. After a hug, he stood back and looked her over, "Wow! You look flushed. Are you OK? Is it already hot outside?" he asked.
Ella shook her head, "Just excited to see you. I missed you," she said. She kissed him, a hand palming the front of his pants, "I like Saturdays recently, you are always happy to see me," she grinned as she felt his hard shaft. "I might be a bit flushed thinking about getting lucky...and telling you about last night and this morning," she smiled.
Billy groaned, "I was hoping you had stories to tell me," he said, "Was the CEO as religious as you thought? Did his wife leave you both conveniently alone?"
Ella pushed Billy back onto the couch, kneeling so she could pull down his pants, before taking off her shorts. "No...yes, I mean he has a strong moral compass and is quite strict about some things but he's more of a father figure and, well, he might have spanked me since he suspected I might have fucked the other board members," she said quietly as she straddled his waist.
Billy's eyes widened as he looked at his wife's flushed face. 'Wow! This is why she was so flushed when she got home. She was making up stories to excite me. Damn! I love her so much!' he thought. "You were bad...I should spank you myself," he said as he smacked her bare ass.



Ella leaned forward as Billy slapped her ass gently a few more times, "Oh, baby, I've been so bad. I lost count of how many cocks I've had in my cunt, my ass, my mouth...even sucked a very nice pussy," she panted as she bounced on his cock. That last comment was a mistake as Billy grabbed her ass and came inside her.
Billy groaned as he felt spurt after spurt of cum injected into her tight pussy. When he felt the last spasm, he let out a final moan and sat back, "Damn! A girl? A woman? Did he have a daughter he shared with you?" he asked.
Ella was pleased that his cock was still hard and even though she could feel his cum squelching out, she again bounced on his cock. She shook her head, "His beautiful wife, Linda. I hope I'm as good-looking at 65 as she is. She taught me how to eat pussy," she said. Billy's cock illogically seemed even harder than before. "I guess you don't want to hear about it," she said as she rose to pull off his 5" cock.
Bill grabbed his wife's waist, slamming her back down before pulling off her tee shirt. "You're not going anywhere," he groaned. "Tell me everything!"
Ella sighed, "You'll regret asking me...OK. Linda had to leave to help her mother-in-law move into assisted living, leaving me alone with the CEO. He told me he knew what I did and said, if I were his daughter I'd get a severe spanking. I told him he was the company's father figure and I was really bad so if he felt a need to discipline me...I lay across his lap and my dress was so short, he saw my ass and told me a thong was slutty and ordered me to take it off."
Billy moaned, "Wow! You really did that?" He stroked Ella's ass cheeks imagining another man getting to feel this incredible ass.
Ella nodded, "But as much as the spanks stung, it was his hard cock pressing against my stomach that I noticed most," she panted. "Look. It's better if I don't tell you more except the next morning when I walked naked into the kitchen and his wife, Linda was back," she said. She let out a frustrated cry as Billy again erupted inside her pussy.
The rest of the weekend, Ella had to periodically lock herself in their shared office as she told Billy more and more about the various sex acts. Billy got so many erections that she wondered if he was taking those pills.
After the 7th time, Billy emptied his balls into Ella's sopping pussy he flopped back onto the couch. He knew that she was making it all up. No man has an 11" cock...impossible. Those are made-up myths...and what wife comes home to find her husband has been fucking a girl 1/3 his age and happy with it? On the other hand, Ella's such a great storyteller, he could almost feel as if he were there. Fiction or not, he wanted more.
Billy listened to the tapping of the keyboard in their office when he wondered if he should tell Ella about Literotica and suggest she submit her stories. She has a tremendous imagination and people would love to read about her sexual adventures, though she might want to scale back the sizes of the men's cocks and how often they were able to get it up. Let's face it, 65-year-old men probably have one good erection in them per day, and sure, they might be 6" or 7" but probably semi-hard at best.
Then Billy thought about his upcoming high school reunion in Philadelphia. How fucking hot would it be for Billy to introduce Ella to Rubin? Rubin slept with a good % of the girls in his graduating class, including two of Billy's girlfriends...both, just a week after their 18th birthdays. Rather than be jealous or pissed, the memories provided dozens, if not hundreds of fodder for his jerk-off sessions. Rubin would love Ella and she might find out how initially uncomfortable a huge cock is as Rubin's supposedly is a massive 7" long.
* * *
Ella was able to submit her final profile with mixed feelings. She felt satisfied that she was honest and fair and yet evoked sympathy for all the members. After submitting, she felt satisfaction and an emptiness. This was by far the most satisfying project she had been assigned since being hired two years previously. All of the men were interesting and had myriad interests outside of running the business. Plus, those outside interests benefited others. On the other hand, satisfying was an understatement when she considered the benefits she received.
Prior to the series of profiles, she and Billy had sex 5 - 6 times a week, though with Billy's level of efficiency, that amounted to about an hour. In the weeks after her first interview with Marvin Davis, Billy's eagerness increased fourfold. On top of that, he lasted longer, sometimes even long enough for Ella to cum herself.
Billy also found a new hobby. He began writing about all the fantastic stories Ella made up about screwing the entire board of directors of a Fortune 50 company. He changed their names and the name of the corporation but had a seemingly inexhaustible supply of stories to publish. On top of that, Ella was getting swim lessons from one of the board members and came home with more made-up tales of how the man fucked her around the pool area with his wife right inside the house. These were tougher to write since who would believe some of the stories like when the man was fucking her ass when the wife came out asking about their vacation plans. They both acted as if he were simply massaging her shoulders to loosen her up for the butterfly, all the while pumping his huge cock into her ass.
Billy also reduced the size of the CEO's cock down to 8" when writing about her night with him. It was one thing to write about huge cocks but 11"? Come on! Also, it wasn't possible, even with the various drugs out there to get it up more than 4, perhaps 5 times so he changed the amount of sex Ella had. Still, her imagination and eagerness to make him happy with her stories made him love her even more.
Billy sat back after publishing his 5th story wishing Ella were home. That night was her first night of hostessing the CIO's monthly billiard parties. His cock throbbed when she kissed him goodbye, stroking his cheek with her free hand. "I won't be back until morning...remember, you suggested the winner gets to take home a prize, me!" she grinned. 'Damn! If that were only true,' he sighed, '...but I love how she plays the fantasy out to the end. This will make a great new series to write,' he thought as he stroked his throbbing cock through his pants. He looked at the time and sighed, 'Another Friday night in bed alone. Another night of jerking off...' He grinned, 'So, not all bad.' As he got ready for bed, he felt bad for his wife. Alone in the guest bedroom in a huge mansion with the CIO and his wife down the hall.
Ella was naked in the front seat, sucking the cock of Steve's college roommate. The soft leather of the Porsche Panamera Turbo was tons better than the carpet in Steve's pool room. Plus, she was intrigued by the thought of the man's wonderfully curved cock inside her pussy. She had never had a curved cock before and she wondered how would it hit her...did she have a G-Spot? She needed to do research on the curvature. At which point in its growth did it start to curve so much? As Cliff drove carefully through his residential area, she felt the car slow and pull to the side. He was close and she prepared to swallow. How many would that make for the evening? 7?
Billy lay back, an image of Ella's spectacular naked body, laid out on a stranger's bed, her legs spread wide as the man with the huge cock crawled between them. He could hear her voice, 'Fuck me. I need to feel your huge cock inside me,' he thought, his fist pumping furiously. Wait! He replayed the scenario. Ella reached out to stroke the first black cock she had ever seen, her mouth open, her tongue wetting her lips. 'Fuck me, fuck me with your huge black cock,' she begged in an unnaturally guttural voice. Billy closed his eyes as he erupted onto his hand and stomach. As she pumped his cock, he wished he could have made it to her reaction to getting stretched out by the man's massive shaft.
* * *
"Ella? Can you come into my office?" Bruce requested. "Unless you are in a meeting." The girl felt her stomach tighten even though it was probably nothing. No one likes to be called into a superior's office. "No sir, just doing some backgrounding on the expansion of Riverside." She headed down the hall wondering what this could be about. She tapped on the glass before opening the door. She was surprised to see her boss wasn't alone. Frank Lawler stood as she entered, giving her a curt yet polite nod with a slight smile. After their incredibly passionate night along with her morning with his wife, she had no idea how he'd react when they again met...that is if they ever had the opportunity to meet.
"Ella, sit. Mr. Lawler, I'm sure you remember Ella Irish," Bruce waved an arm toward the 2nd padded seat in front of his desk.
Frank smiled as he shook the girl's soft hand remembering how she tried in vain to wrap both around his cock for the first time. "Of course, I remember Ella. Your articles...profiles did more to change the perception of the board and the company as a whole than anything we've done since I got here." He released her hand and indicated the seat.
Ella sat down looking at both men expectantly. More articles about staff? A bonus...promotion?
Frank nodded at Bruce who then spoke. "You know the board's quarterly meetings? Mr. Lawler and the rest of the board would like to fly you down with them to write up a summary of..." he looked at the CEO.
Frank turned to face the girl, "We need a report to put into the quarterly report we send out to the stockholders, our results from the previous quarter, our plans for the upcoming quarter along with our future plans. Larry's been attending these but his style is dry and the board thought you'd be perfect for making these a bit..."
"...wetter?" Ella chuckled. "I'd like that though I'm sure you have the same restrictions on spousal travel that you have on the board members. Billy might be unhappy..."
Frank nodded, "Yes, sorry. We used to have the wives go along but we found that between their boredom, shopping, and the periodic...how can I put this, extracurricular activities it hurt the overall efficiency of the week. I hope your husband understands."
Ella shook her head, "Next week? He's in Detroit anyhow. OK, I assume I'll just book a room for myself since I won't be traveling with an admin. I'm sure I can find a flight in coach," she smiled. She thought about how Billy might be more excited hearing she was going without him than with him. 'He sure loves his fantasies,' she thought.
Frank nodded, "I'm sure they can find a single in the same wing as our suites but please, book a seat in first class. We can't have our top writer wedged in the back," he smiled. "I'm pleased you can go. Bruce, thanks for your time and for letting us borrow Ella for a week," he said as he stood.
Ella wondered how Billy would react on hearing that she was going to the Grand Cayman Islands without him, disappointed, happy for her...? What she didn't expect was for him to hug her and take her into the bedroom. That night, they got little sleep as Billy's imagination got him hard over and over.
As she was heading out to the waiting limo, Billy hugged her and said into her ear, "Bring back stories. I want you to let yourself go so you have stories to tell me."
* * *
A side note. Billy was home from work, writing one of his stories about Elsa (his fictitious name for his heroine) when his phone rang. Even though it wasn't anyone in his contact list, he answered.
"Billy Irish? I'm Linda Lawler, Ella might have mentioned my name," she said.
Billy sat back in shock, 'Was Ella telling the truth? Did this woman and Ella really...'
"The reason I'm calling is that Ella mentioned you are very handy, and, well, you know that my husband is off to the islands with your wife," she quickly laughed, "Not like that. You know what I mean. Anyhow, I have an antique rocker that was my Father's and I need to know if it can be fixed or is it hopeless?"
Billy headed over wondering if he'd be able to find his way back. The chair was easily fixed but the wonderfully built 65-year-old woman made his trip worthwhile. That week, he returned 3 other times to look at the very gracious woman's other pieces of furniture, including the bed. Linda suggested a trade, his skills in repairing things for her skills.
By the time Ella returned from her business trip to the Grand Caymans, something changed with Billy. Just being away for a week triggered something in her husband that cured him of his premature ejaculation issues. He recovered just as quickly, but Ella not only was able to orgasm, but she often had 2 and even 3 orgasms. Ella felt better about leaving her husband at home for a week each quarter while she headed to a virtual paradise.
Billy wanted to tell Ella how thrilled he was with the incredible fantasies she conjured while she was gone. He wondered if she wrote them down so she could remember them. On the other hand, he wanted to suggest she make them more believable. Again, 65-year-old men couldn't possibly get it up 7-8 times per night...night after night. On top of that, men with 7", 8" cocks were rare, let alone 9" or 11" cocks. Also, her story about the charter where the 6 men took turns with her, he pared it back to 3. As hard as he tried, he couldn't figure out how a woman could take two cocks in her pussy, then one in her ass, mouth, and each hand. Impossible. But, the rest of her stories did seem to ring true, especially the nude beach gang bang.
A year later, the city paper printed a story by Ella Irish, called 'Edwin Wallace, A Forgotten Man?' The article told of over 30 people who were positively impacted by the quiet generosity of Edwin Wallace. Ella was at her desk and got a call from someone at the city paper. He related how the story of Robert Harris nearly paralleled his. They met and he told how Mr. Wallace had stopped a policeman from hauling his 12-year-old self in for vagrancy, then gave him a job and a place to sleep. Eventually, he even paid for him to go to community college.
Ella was able to get into the paper's archives and after tracking down dozens of men and women the man helped, she submitted a series of 5 articles to the paper which were immediately snapped up. She was paid for the submissions but those checks were turned over to the local animal shelters, Christian Charities, and women's shelters.
A few months after that, the Town of Brookville erected a statue of Edwin Wallace on Main Street. The unveiling was attended by over 100 people, many wiping tears from their eyes. The inscription said, 'Edwin Wallace. Never To Be Forgotten.'
Six months after that, a large coffee table book came out called, 'Upstanding Men of America' by Stella Fitzirish, containing over 200 penises of all shapes, sizes, colors, and both circumcised and non-circumcised. Each page showed the same male genitalia, penises flaccid and erect. Each scrotum was also given its due and going by this small sample size, 8% of males have the right testicle hanging lower than the left. Some were shaved, trimmed, or had full pubes, all in their graphic glory. At first, the major chains wouldn't even have it in stock, let alone display it, but it soon rose to #7 on the New York Times Best Seller list. It began appearing in bookstore windows, though the glossy photo on the cover was masked. Retailers reported a 15% increase in foot traffic after doing that.
No one knew who Stella Fitzirish was and all attempts at tracking down the author/photographer were fruitless. The publisher also had no idea, saying, "All our correspondence was through third parties, and even Ms. Fitzirish's sizable royalties go to a list of charitable organizations. As far as anyone knew, Ms. Fitzirish never made a cent in advance or through royalties.
Billy rose to the top 100 most favorited authors being praised for a seemingly inexhaustible imagination.
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"I miss the city," Victoria sighed as she watched the rolling hills sweep by.
David looked over at his wife of 15 years, "You're kidding, right? Look at the trees, the hills, the lush greenery. Central Park looks like a desert compared to this," he said.
The platinum blonde snorted, "The park has wonderful trails, lakes, and things to do...what is there to do around here?" she said, waving her hand dismissively at the natural beauty around them.
David shook his head. They could have flown back from Dallas, but Victoria (Always Victoria, never Vicki, Vic, Vee, Tori...or anything else, unless you want a glare that would make your balls shrink to the size of marbles) had never seen any of the central states. She had flown to Hawaii, California, and Florida, but never had driven anywhere.
The young couple went to Dallas for her Aunt's 4th wedding and decided to take a few days to drive back. David had rented an Escalade, and Victoria had reluctantly agreed to see the United States outside of the major cities. At first, he thought this would be good for them but as the interminable ribbon of freeway stretched out ahead, Victoria became less enthralled in the trip.
"Perhaps this was a bad idea," David sighed, "If you want, we can drop the car off in Nashville and fly home," he said.
Victoria nodded, "Yes. Let's do that. If I see any more fucking trees, I'm going to scream. And, freeways...no more freeways," she said as she looked out at the rolling hills.
"Nashville's a couple of hours up the road...we'll find a place for the night there and I'll make reservations on United," he said. "I just wish you could appreciate the raw beauty of Tennessee and Kentucky. My dad used to take me hunting here when I was a kid. I always loved the backwoods. The people are warm and welcoming," he smiled, "I had my first beer somewhere around here," he said. "I was 15 and Dad stopped at a bar, and told the bartender to bring me a beer while he ordered a whiskey. I miss the old man, miss the few times we were able to spend time together," he sighed. "Want to stop and grab a drink?"
* * *
Dad was great at giving him his firsts...cigars, beer, driving a car. He thought back to his 18th birthday. He was walking home from school when a Honda Civic pulled up next to him. He tried to ignore it thinking it was one of the scholarship kids but curiosity won out. He looked over and recognized the woman. He'd met her at his Dad's office, she was an EA or something for one of the suits there and stood out, and not just because she was so tall.
"David, this is amazing. You live around here?" she asked, "Want a ride?"
David nodded and climbed in. "Susan...Susan Martin, the Christmas party," he said. "Aren't you working?"
Susan smiled, "Wow! You remembered my name. We just met that once. Yes, but Walter needs to fly out to Vegas in the morning, I need to go along...not turning down a free trip to Vegas," she smiled. "He said I could head out early to pack." She looked down the road, "Where to? I don't know this area very well," she said.
"It's just a few blocks, I could have walked," he said. He looked at the woman. She was 25 or 30, perhaps. Tight white blouse open enough to see her between her creamy mounds. Her skirt showed off her long perfect legs. No nylons or pantyhose, he thought. He liked seeing bare skin. She had a wedding band and even with her business casual skirt and blouse managed to look incredibly sexy. He scolded himself for thinking about her breasts, her legs, what was hiding up the shadows between her creamy thighs. He realized she asked him something and jerked his eyes off her assets and to her face.
If Susan noticed the boy had been checking her out, she gave no indication, "Why walk when you can catch a ride? So, how's school?"
"Um, schools fine...I mean, it's just school. I can't wait to get out of there," he sighed. "Next left, I'll tell the guy who I am," he said.
Susan rolled down her window and sat back as the boy leaned over her.
"Hey William, I got a ride home today," David told the guard. He paused as he tried to come up with a reason to stay there, to feel her soft breast against his left arm, to smell her intoxicating perfume, and to feel the warmth of her body for a bit longer. When William smiled and went back into the guardhouse he flopped back onto the passenger seat.
A half mile down the lane, they came to his drive. He gave Susan the code and they drove up to the front door. "Um, thanks for the ride...do you...would you like to come in?" he asked.
He saw her hesitation and added, "I'm not suggesting...just, I don't know. I'd like to thank you for the ride home," he stammered.
Susan turned off the ignition and nodded, "I'd love to. I've always wondered how the other half lives," she said as she undid her seatbelt.
David opened the door and was struck by the stillness. "I don't know where Mom or the help is," he said, "but we have water, wine, fruit juice..."
"Wine? I'd love one as long as I'm not drinking alone," she said.
David smiled, "I'll have a glass."
There was a note in the kitchen, 'David, I took Isabelle to the hospital. Her Mother might have had a heart attack. Wallace is out taking care of something and I gave him the rest of the day off. I'll be home around 7, your Dad said he'll be home around then. Get changed into something nice and we'll go to dinner for your birthday. Sorry that I'm not here. Love, Mom.' Next to the note was an envelope that said, 'Happy Birthday, David!'
David sighed, "Oh, well. We have the place to ourselves," he said, but then looked serious. "If this makes you uncomfortable, I understand."
Susan looked at the boy, "Why would I be uncomfortable?" she asked. She looked at the card, "It's your birthday?" she smiled, "Which one?"
"David blushed, "18. I'm 18 today." He looked around, "I hope you know your wine, as I have no idea," he indicated the door to the wine cellar.
Susan shrugged, "Probably you know more than I do...Oh wow! You have a pool?" she squealed, "Let's see that before you get the wine." She trotted down the back hall to the door leading to the backyard. She stopped and looked around, "This is fucking amazing. You can't even see your neighbors. Where we live, we are on top of each other."
David smiled as the beautiful redhead spun around, arms outstretched, her breasts bouncing as she took in the vast space.
"How big is the pool? The one at the Y is huge but this looks almost as big," she said as she ran over to the edge.
"It's 75'," David said, "Mom does laps every day. Keeps her fit," he said. "We might have a spare..."
"Swimsuit?" Susan asked. She looked around, "Why? No one can see," she smiled.
David was shocked when she kicked off her heels while unbuttoning her blouse. 'Was she going to...would he have to...?' he remembered thinking.
Susan tossed her blouse onto a chair, stepped out of her skirt, and stopped when she saw the boy was staring, a shocked look on his face. She looked at her bra-clad full breasts and her tiny thong, "What? You never skinny-dipped?" she asked. "Come on, unless you're too shy," she said as she came over.
David's cock was rapidly growing in his pants as her scent and her warmth came into his space. He blushed as she noticed his tent but didn't resist as she pulled off his school uniform. Her nipples poked through her lacy bra as she pulled off his clothes. Her breasts jiggled enticingly as she worked. Then, as she pulled down his pants he groaned as his rigid cock bounced free, hitting her in the face. "I'm sorry...I..." he stammered.
"Sorry? Why would you be sorry?" she asked as she gripped his throbbing shaft, "I'd be insulted if you weren't hard."
"But, you're married," David said as he looked down at the first woman to ever touch his cock.
Susan chuckled, "Does that bother you?" she asked. "I didn't think so," she said when David shook his head, "Have you...?" she looked up at him. Again, the boy shook his head. "Would you like to?"
David nodded, "I would. I think you're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen and..."
"And? And you want to fuck me?" she asked. "You want to see more of me?" She stood and posed in her underwear. "You really think I'm beautiful? That's so sweet of you to say."
"Yes, yes, and yes," he breathed. He groaned when the stunningly sexy woman reached behind her back, and unclipped her bra, letting it fall to the paving stones. She stood and let the boy admire her bare breasts before sliding her thong off her hips and down. "Oh, wow!" he sighed. "I never..."
"You never been with a naked woman before?" she asked. She smiled when the boy shook his head. "You can touch me anywhere," she sighed as she moved closer. "I'd like to be your first if that's OK," she said, "It's fitting. Tom, my husband told me he lost his virginity to the married woman next door. I lost my virginity to a married man. I was babysitting and he and his wife had been drinking...I helped undress her and put her to bed after she passed out and...well, we made love. It wasn't just that once, either. When I went away to college I realized what we were doing wasn't great...but it felt pretty good at the time," she smiled.
Susan took David's hands and placed them on her breasts, "This is just a taste of what's to come but I'd like to try out your amazing pool before I try your amazing cock," she giggled before pulling away, running over, and diving in.
David watched in awe as the naked woman speared perfectly into the water. He ran over and followed her into the cool water.
Susan swam over, patted his ass underwater, and giggled, "Tag, you're it!" before swimming away. Soon they were chasing after each other, tagging in places that got more and more intimate. Then David had the woman trapped in the corner of the pool, boldly ran his hand between her legs, and grinned at her, "Tag...now you're really it."
Susan opened her legs, put her arms around the boy, and ground her pussy against his cock, "Tag...you're it...do you have a bedroom where you can tag me back?" she asked.
They wasted no time drying off, grabbing their clothes and other things before trotting up to David's bedroom. Susan tossed her clothes on the chair before flopping onto her back, legs spread, "I need you to fuck me," she panted, "I need to feel you inside me...please?" She licked her lips as she looked at the cock pointing at the ceiling.
David's cock was as hard as he could remember as he crawled on top of the woman. She wasted no time grabbing his cock, rubbing the head up and down her wet slit. He didn't want to hurt her so he didn't shove inside her, but Susan gripped his ass, pulling him against her.
"Damn it! Fuck me, I need your fucking cock, now," she panted. "Ooohhhhh, yesssss," she moaned as David quit being careful and slammed his hips against hers. "Fuck! You're cock is so big...fuck!"
David had no idea if he was big or small and was pleased to hear the woman tell him he was big. He wondered if that was her being nice or if she meant it but then stopped caring about that. Her tight pussy felt a million times better than his hand ever did and looking down at her plump breasts spilling off her chest and bouncing with each of his thrusts made his balls ache.
"I know you...won't last...don't try. When you...want to cum...inside me, let it go," Susan grunted with each deep penetration. She pulled on her hard nipples as he fucked her with more urgency. "That's it, baby, fill me with your cum."
David couldn't take it anymore and with a loud groan, he exploded inside the married woman's pussy. As he came, he collapsed onto her soft naked body and their lips met. They hungrily kissed until he injected the last of his sperm inside her.
Susan kissed the boy's face and neck as he rolled off her. Then she worked her way down to his slimy penis. She took the semi-flaccid cock into her mouth and sucked. He immediately grew back to full tumescence and with a smile, she climbed onto him and lowered herself onto the hard shaft. "Fuck me, baby, I love virile teenage boys. I miss the incredible recovery." She looked at the clock by the bed, "We have 3 hours?" she asked.
David looked over and nodded, "At least. Mom said 7 but she's never on time. Doesn't your husband expect you home?" he asked.
Susan nodded, "I should call him." She reluctantly pulled up and off his cock, rolled off the bed, and grabbed her phone.
David thought she'd make the call before getting back on the bed but she threw her leg over his waist, and again lowered herself onto his cock. As she began slowly bouncing on his cock, she dialed.
"Hey, honey...I'll um, I'm tied up at work right now...I'll...I'll pick up something for dinner," she softly panted. "What, no. I was in the print room and had to run back...yeah," she chuckled, "It does sound like that. I wish. Tonight. I love you too. No, not now, we can't. Yes, OK, tonight...I will...I love you too...bye." She pressed the red button, tossed the phone onto the bed, and began grinding hard on the boy's cock.
David grabbed those firm breasts while she talked to her husband while she ground her pussy against his hard shaft. He hoped she wouldn't mind but she'd pressed her chest against his large hands as she talked to her husband. "I'm sorry you had to lie to your husband," he panted. His balls were beginning that familiar ache and he did not want to cum before this incredible lover did.
Susan groaned and leaned hard against the boy's hands, "What he doesn't know, won't hurt him and tonight I'll do things that will make his head spin," she said. "Right now, your cock is making my head spin...you're so fucking hard, so big," she panted, "I hope I can feel Tom inside me after you open my cunt wide." Then she leaned farther down, planting her mouth on the boy's while twerking her pelvis against the rock-hard shaft.
Susan seemed to like it when he mauled her huge tits, pressing her chest into his hands as she drove her tongue into his mouth. Her pelvis rocked more rapidly and her grunts became louder and David suspected she was going to cum. He'd seen videos of women orgasming but the experience was more intense, more powerful, and wonderfully intimate. As Susan groaned loudly into his mouth, her pussy pressed hard onto his cock he pinched her nipples. The woman seemed to cum for over a minute, her hips spasming against him, her grunts getting softer until she went limp on top of him.
David stroked the woman's back wanting to say something. Even though she was putting all her weight on him, he was surprised at how great it felt, not constricting but warm and intimate.
Then Susan let out a satisfied groan and propped herself up. She looked down at him and smiled, "Wow! I never cum while fucking but I have never felt so filled up. Thank you," she sighed. "I mean it. That was the most intense orgasm I ever remember."
David couldn't believe this gorgeous woman was thanking him for being fucked...for cheating on her husband. He shook his head, "I should be thanking you. I thought I'd go to college still a virgin. Every girl I've dated wanted to hold off," he sighed.
"You're dating the wrong girls. You should have dated a girl like me, I was a bit of a slut back in school but never regretted it. Now, I need to get back to my husband and make all his worries go away so it's your turn." She climbed off the boy and looked at his cock, "I can suck you off, Tom says I'm a great cocksucker, or you can fuck me any way you want."
David nodded, "I want to fuck you doggy style...from behind," he smiled. The bed bounced as Susan got on her hands and knees, her ass facing him.
She looked back smiling, "You even have a choice of places to put your cock."
"Really? I mean, doesn't that hurt?" he asked.
Susan shook her head, "Good point. Not with Tom but maybe with your cock it will. I want to find out, so...If you want to fuck my ass you'll need lubricant," she said.
David shook his head, memorizing how incredibly sexy the woman looked. Her knees were 18" apart and her back was arched as he pressed the gel inside her. He'd never seen anyone's anus before having thought they were gross, but this wasn't gross at all. In fact, he thought about licking the moist folds up to the tiny bud. But his hard cock in his hand made the decision for him. He climbed behind her, lined his cock up with the slick hole, and pressed inside her.
Susan yelped as he popped inside her but then smiled, "Fuck! Huge...so huge. Now fuck my ass, fuck me hard!" she spat. "OK. If I can take your cock, I can take anyone's," she moaned.
David never forgot that afternoon. After coming in the married woman's ass she wasted no time spinning around to clean his cock with her mouth. Amazingly, he was hard again and this time she sucked his cock until he came down her throat.
That night, when his Dad came home, he patted David on the shoulder, "I hope you liked your present. I'm impressed. Susan thanked me, for God's sake! I did not expect that but you made me proud, son."
David ran into Susan twice more before heading to college. Once, his Father had a barbeque in the backyard and Susan showed up looking even more incredible but with her husband, Tom. She hadn't even grabbed a drink before she pulled off her sundress revealing the tiniest bikini he'd ever seen. She winked at him and then dove into the pool. Her husband glanced at her before heading to the bar.
That night, David helped Susan get Tom undressed and into bed. That was when he found out that Susan wasn't lying about his size vs. Tom's. It was apparent that Tom drank too much as he never stirred once while Susan and David fucked all night right next to him.
Then, there was the fair. Susan was with a couple of her friends, and David came alone. He discovered that Susan was amazingly flexible in the back seat of his Beemer.
* * *
Victoria shook her head, "Sure. Why not," she sighed, "Anything to get off this booooring freeway," she muttered.
David sighed as he regretted for the nth time that he convinced his wife to see the country. He loved her, she was incredibly smart, witty, and comfortable in most social situations...like cocktail parties, gallery openings, charity auctions, and other society functions. His friends all loved her, but not for her wit but for her incredible beauty and figure.
On top of that, Victoria was stunning. She had the longest legs he had ever seen on a woman, great, shapely legs. Her ass was tight and perfectly proportioned to her slender frame. Her breasts weren't huge, C-cups, but looked larger by how she dressed and compared to her narrow waist.
As he pulled off the freeway, he wondered how well she would fit in at a bar, if this small town had a bar. Then he chuckled, as he realized the absurdity of the town not having a bar. Hell, there are probably two.
"What's funny?" Victoria asked as she sat up, looking interested for the first time in a while.
David chuckled, "I was just wondering if the town ahead has a bar before realizing there was probably a bar here before a general store."
Victoria shook her head and muttered, "Probably filled with redneck yahoos."
David looked over, "These are nice people. Hard-working people who are welcoming and family-oriented." He looked up as they rounded the curve and smiled, "See? That place looks really nice."
Victoria assessed it and nodded. Most of the pickups looked fairly new, only a few were comically jacked up. The place looked clean from the outside and well-lit up. "OK, I'll have one drink...though, I hate to even guess what their wine selection looks like."
David sighed, 'This could be a bad idea but at least she wasn't complaining about the boring freeway and the interminable number of semis.' He pulled the Escalade around to one of the only remaining spots and turned off the engine. "Do you want to change into jeans or something?" he asked.



Victoria looked down at her pencil skirt and white blouse. She looked at the bar and could see just a few people but all were wearing jeans. "We're just staying for a drink, here," she said. She undid her blouse, took off her bra, and with just one button done, she tied the shirttail under her breasts. "There," she said as he nodded at the window.
David looked over and sure enough, there was a trio of women holding beers and talking. All three had blouses of various colors and patterns tied up just as Victoria's was. "OK. Let's do it. I'm sure they can make you a gin and tonic or something else." He thought about turning on the dome light in the car to see if Victoria's nipples were showing but shrugged. They would never see these people again. It wouldn't bother him but Victoria would be mortified to let these county folk see her nipples. Back in the City, she had dozens of tops and dresses that showed off her incredible assets but this wasn't the City.
The smell of stale beer, the country music, and the loud conversations hit them when they opened the door. The beer smell got worse, and the music seemed to swell, but the conversations died down as soon as they closed the bar door behind them.
The middle-aged bartender put down his rag, leaned on the bar, and smiled at the couple, "Welcome. What can I get you?" he asked.
David looked at his wife, "What do you think?"
Victoria was scanning the shelves and nodded, "Can you make me a margarita?" she asked.
"Sure. Silver? Gold? Salt?" he asked.
"Silver with salt, on ice," she smiled. 'Maybe this won't be so bad after all,' she thought.
The bartender's groin throbbed when the most beautiful woman to ever grace his bar smiled at him. He looked at the man who had to be her husband, "Sir?"
"I'll have a beer. Nice place, yours?" David asked as he looked around. He was checking out the various mounted animal heads on the walls, neon beer signs, the jukebox, and pool tables, but couldn't help but notice that every eye was on them. OK, not on them, on Victoria. As usual, she seemed oblivious to all the open stares as she looked around for a table.
"Yes, third generation," the bartender smiled as he started making Victoria's margarita.
David gave the bartender his credit card when he put the drinks on the bar. While he was doing that, Victoria walked over to the pool tables. David groaned as he watched her. Her blouse did nothing to hide her large nipples and without a bra, her breasts bounced enticingly. Every male eye (and many of the female eyes) were staring at his wife's tits.
David quickly signed the check, picked up the drinks, and headed to the back of the bar. By the time he got there, 4 men (or were they boys?) circled Victoria.
"What's your name, honey?" one of the boys asked.
Victoria looked each of the boys in their eyes and sighed, "Victoria. You mind if my husband and I play the winners?" she asked.
David came up, "Here. Here's your drink. We playing pool?" he asked.
"Sure. Bo and I are just about to win. We'll take you on," the tallest boy smiled. "What do you want to play for?" he asked as he went over to the table to line up his shot on the 8 ball.
David felt his stomach tighten. Victoria might be in a strange bar away from the City but if there was one thing she was passionate about, it was any competition.
As the 8 ball clattered in and began the slow roll under the table Victoria smiled, $10 a game?" she asked.
Bo shook his head, "$50. We don't play unless there's something at stake," he smiled. He nodded over to the restroom sign, "There's an ATM over there if you don't have cash on you." He might have turned his head, but his eyes were glued to Victoria's tight blouse.
Victoria looked at her husband expectantly. He nodded resignedly, pulled out his wallet, and headed over to the ATM. "Each game, best out of three?" she asked.
When David came back, Victoria was leaning over the table hitting the cue ball to test the table speed. From this angle, he could see the full swell of her breasts as could the assembled crowd. Bo and the other boy were behind her leering at her ass. They needed to finish their drinks, finish the game, get out of the bar, and find a motel.
Victoria stood and shook her head, "The cloth is really worn and the table tilts slightly to this side but the cues are decent," she smiled, "Lag for break?"
"You got it, Vicky," Bo smiled.
David was about to correct the boy but Victoria seemed oblivious as she stroked the cue stick through the ball.
Bo shook his head as the cue ball stalled 1/4" from the rail. "Jimmy, we got ourselves a ringer here, let's hope her old man isn't as good as Vicky is."
The boys were good but Victoria was better. David felt out of place as he missed half his shots. After 3 games, one of the boys suggested he team up with Victoria after David missed yet another shot.
"I know you play, but your husband?" he asked.
Victoria shook her head, "We have a table in our apartment and he never uses it. He's not home enough from work to use it, I guess. What's your name?"
"Craig, ma'am," the boy said. He looked at Bo and Jimmy, "Didn't you guys say you wanted to check out New York City? Vicky says her husband's never home. Maybe she could show us the sights."
Again, Victoria ignored the nickname and the innuendo. "Well, Craig, let's do this. Bo, rack 'em. You are down $150. Honey, get me another margarita, won't you?" she asked sweetly.
David sighed and shook his head. The 6 boys all asked for beers while he was there and he mutely nodded. This could be a long night and he considered checking the internet for the nearest motel. As he headed to the bar, he heard Bo make a suggestion.
"Let's up the ante. I get the feeling that $50 is nothing to you, am I right? Hell," he looked around, "That's a huge hit for any one of us. Let's play for something you care about."
Victoria was about to break and stopped, looking up at the bay. "What? What are you suggesting?"
Bo chuckled, "Winner takes all...and by all, I mean you for the night."
David turned back, expecting Victoria to slap the boy or say something to put him in his place but she just laughed. He shook his head and headed to the bar to get the drinks. These boys might be making suggestions but this is a public place and any fears he might have are unfounded.
It was a good 10 minutes before he got Victoria's drink and the pitchers of beer. As he walked back, weaving around the locals and the tables, he noticed Bo behind Victoria. Was he pressing his cock against her ass? Couldn't be. Victoria would castrate him if he tried anything. Then he heard the boy's suggestion.
"I'm serious. If you miss this shot, you have to show us your tits," he said.
David was again shocked. Victoria laughed it off.
"I'm not one of your backwoods sluts," she said. "Plus, I'm not sure you could handle me if you had the chance," she said. "Plus, you probably are one of those guys who are all talk but shrink when the time comes to act."
Bo shook his head, "Backwoods sluts? I'll take any of them over frigid city bitches," he said angrily. "And, don't kid yourself, you got nice titties but our backwoods sluts aren't prick teases. They flash their titties and then enjoy the attention. You use your titties to frustrate us guys. Fucking prick tease."
David quickly put down the tray as Victoria's hands curled into fists.
Bo's hand shot out and popped the single button on Victoria's blouse exposing more of her cleavage. The knot she tied earlier had loosened considerably and he could see most of her breasts. He rushed over as Victoria slapped the boy hard on the cheek. He swore that she hit him so hard the sound caused his ears to ring. Before he could get there, he was grabbed from behind and could only watch as Bo and the other boys grabbed Victoria and ripped her blouse clean off. "Jesus Christ!" David yelled as he struggled to get out of the strong hands gripping his arms. Then, a fist buried itself into his gut, and another connected with his jaw.
David woke up in a strange place. It smelled like urine, was cold, damp, and echoed with voices. He opened his eyes and saw bars. Steel bars on two sides. There were two cells, each with six people. To his horror, Victoria was in the other cell with Bo and 4 other boys. She was sitting in the corner looking miserable and holding her torn blouse across her breasts. Had the police come? As the fuzz in his head cleared, he realized the bartender must have called the local sheriff. He felt for his wallet and it was gone. He wondered why they separated them but then realized the cops just rounded up everyone and tossed them into the only two cells they had. He stood and went to the bars separating the cells, "Victoria? Are you alright?" he asked.
Bo stood and came to the bars, "Shut the fuck up. Before you and your frigid whore came into my bar, we were having a great time. Go sit over there," he pointed to the other corner, "and don't say a fucking word. Got it?"
David was about to grab the boy's shirt through the bars but was pulled back. Before he could say anything, he was punched hard in the gut and shoved into the corner. His already painfully aching head head hit the wall and he almost passed out but managed to stay conscious.
"OK, I told you. Any noise, any violence and we'll cuff you out back to a tree," a policeman yelled as he slammed open the door.
David stood, "Officer? That's my wife, and.." he staggered over to the bars.
The officer pulled out his baton and smacked the bars hard, "Sir! Sir, I'll say it just once more. Shut the fuck up and go back to your corner. If that's your wife, why were you across the bar leaving her with a dozen horny boys? Are you one of those perverts who gets off watching his wife get fucked by strange men?" He glared at the well-dressed man, shook his head, and left.
David was grabbed and shoved back into the corner. Two of the boys stood over him. He never felt more helpless in his life. One of them leaned down to within an inch of his face. He could smell cheap bourbon and stale cigarettes on his breath.
"Bo says sit, so you fucking sit! Got it? You fuckers come into our little town as if you own the place," the boy spat into his face.
Victoria felt just as helpless. When they were playing pool, she was winning. She felt invincible as these boys were good but she was better. Then, when Bo touched her, undid the button on her blouse, with his thumb stroking her nipple, she lost it. She slapped him hard, harder than she slapped even David's uncle Drake when the man grabbed her boob. Then all hell broke loose. She saw David rush over but as he was grabbed, someone ripped off her blouse. She remembered swinging the pool cue hitting at least two of the boys. Then she wasn't sure how, but Bo was right there, holding her, his rough hands pulling her face to his and she brought her knee up almost lifting the 180 lb. boy off the floor.
Then someone (Bo?) slapped her so hard it made her head spin. Her skirt was yanked down, her thong was shredded and she was tossed onto the pool table. Four boys grabbed her wrists and ankles and she was lying naked, spread-eagled...more vulnerable than even in her worst nightmares. A boy whose name she never got was between her legs, frantically undoing his belt and the buttons on his blue jeans. She was screaming, "No, no, no," over and over when she saw the red and blue lights shining in through the front windows.
All the boys let her go, one throwing her skirt at her, another tossed her torn blouse. No one picked up her thong and as she rolled off the table, she couldn't see it anywhere. Just as she pulled on her clothes, Bo shoved the pool cue into her hands. She jerked back but grabbed it and was holding it when three cops rushed in.
One of the boys was rubbing the large welt on his forehead, and another was rubbing his jaw. "Clyde! This bitch went nuts and attacked us," Bo said as the officers approached, "She hit Bill and Jim there with the cue stick. Just attacked them!" he said angrily, "and then the bitch kneed me in the balls!"
Victoria was stunned. She looked around for anyone to say what really happened but David was out cold on the floor and no one came to her defense. Then, one of the officers came over to her.
"Drop it. Drop the weapon. Put your fucking hands behind your head!" he ordered as he unsnapped his holster.
Victoria let the cue clatter to the floor but then released the hold she had on her torn blouse, "What? Yes, I hit them but they tried to rape me! Look!" she spat as her blouse fell open.
The officer looked around, "Anyone see what happened? Did you boys assault this woman?" He looked at the floor, "Fuck! Who did that? Did you knock out her husband? That your husband, ma'am?"
Victoria nodded, "When this man," she pointed at Bo, "grabbed my boobs, my husband rushed over but someone, I couldn't tell who hit him...punched him in the stomach and face," she said angrily.
"We'll sort this out at the station." He spun the tall blonde around, yanked and cuffed her, "Sorry, but you were the only one holding any kind of weapon when we came in. Larry, go get the van, and let's take," he pointed to the 10 boys around the pool table, "these guys down to the station. Daryl, you keep these boys from leaving until Larry gets back. And grab her husband, be gentle he probably has a concussion. Christ!" he shook his head, "I hate these fucking he said/she said shit!"
Victoria was shoved into the back of the cruiser between Bo and another boy, her tits hanging out with her hands behind her back. Clyde climbed in and glared at the trio, "No weird stuff, got it? Either of you touch the lady and I'll charge you with sexual assault. Got it?" he asked.
Victoria was pushed into the first cell alone with the two boys, her hands still behind her back. "Officer? Sir? I can't be in with these guys, what about the other cell?" she asked, "And can you please take these off?"
Clyde nodded, "Yeah, sorry. I can't put you in there," he nodded at the other cell, "We have 12 of you and these are our only two cells. If you hadn't come into town and caused a fight then you wouldn't find yourself in this predicament," he said. He unlocked her wrists and started to leave.
"Wait. Can I go to the bathroom, please? I really have to pee," Victoria begged.
Clyde pointed to the steel toilet in the corner, "There. There's your bathroom. Now shut the fuck up while I go back and round up the rest of these boys. Damn! Until you came to town..." he sighed as he left.
Victoria looked at the goss toilet and at the leering boys wondering how long she could hold it. Then, she thought about when 8 more of the boys arrived and decided to get it over with. "Can you turn around? Please?" she asked.
Bo laughed, "Bitch, we seen you naked. I'm not goin' to give you your modesty. You want to pee, go do it," he said as he took a seat on the bench facing the toilet.
Victoria glared at the two leering boys and pulled up her skirt, baring her trimmed bush before squatting over the disgusting toilet. As she held herself up, her legs parted, her breasts exposed, she felt as if this were rock bottom. It took a good 5 minutes before she could relax and get bladder relief hearing the lewd, insulting comments. Then, when she was done she realized there was no toilet paper and had nothing to wipe with.
As soon as she was finished, the door to the front office opened and the rest of the boys and David were brought in. "Is he alright?" Victoria asked as she came to the bars, "Is he alive?"
Larry (or was it Daryl?) snorted, "He's just drunk. The man obviously can't handle his beer." He pointed to the bench in the 2nd cell, "Dump him there. I'll come back later to check on him. Tell him, he pukes to do it in the toilet. I'm not cleaning his shit up."
"Please, let me go see my husband. He's not moving," she pleaded.
The officer shook his head, "I'd be home in bed with my wife if you two hadn't decided to come into my town and try to take it over, fucking city folk," he spat on the floor before heading back to the front office.
Victoria felt all the boys' eyes on her so she went to the back corner, pulling her torn blouse closed around her protectively. She could hear the officers laughing about something, then the door closing and she wondered if they all left her alone with a group of horny boys. Hearing the groan, she sat up as David stirred. 'Thank God he's alive,' she thought. Then, she jumped up as David tried to get to her. All the boys looked as if they couldn't care less if she were in the cell with them when the officer stormed in but as soon as he left, they were right next to her.
"Relax. You know Larry will be asleep in a few minutes. He's my cousin and as kids, we had a hell of a time waking him up, so get your head right. You will make it up to me and my boys for teasing us and getting us arrested," he hissed.
Victoria's stomach never felt more sour with the boy's stale beer breath wafting across her face. When he unzipped her skirt she stood frozen, her eyes pleading with her husband to do something, even though there was nothing he could do. He looked as if he was concussed and when he stood earlier, staggered drunkenly.
Bo grinned at his friends, "Pull the benches away from the walls and put them in the middle of the cell," he ordered.
David started to get us as the remaining garments were pulled off his wife's body. In the back of his mind, he wondered where her thong was and if they had already taken it off her. He hated that she looked incredibly beautiful standing naked with 5 boys pressing close around her. Her eyes were glued to his as if willing him to do something but even if he weren't surrounded by 5 strong boys, the bars were 1" steel. Still, he had to move.
"Sit the fuck down!" the tall boy ordered as he pushed David hard back onto the bench.
Victoria yelped and stepped forward but Bo and another boy pulled her back and slammed her onto the benches. She closed her eyes, tears streaming down her temples as the men pulled her legs wide apart. This was it. After 15 years of marriage and being with only one man, except for Blaine and Stewart...they didn't count, she was about to be raped by 5 boys. Strangely, she thought back to Blaine and Stewart.
David just left for work, leaving Victoria home with his best friends from college. They were in the City on business and crashed at the couple's apartment and had been drinking late into the night. It was coincidentally Victoria's and David's 5th anniversary and asked the two friends to join them. The two men were still asleep, or so she thought when she was showering. The door opened and Blaine gasped.
"Sorry, sorry," he said as he put his hand over his eyes, "I needed to pee and..."
Victoria turned so the man could see only her ass, "Go on. You've already seen me so go ahead and pee." A good wife would have screamed, "Get out!" but David was too drunk to do anything the previous night and she had waxed and dressed in a new revealing dress so that they could celebrate but then the men showed up.
Blaine finished peeing but then faced the shower with his cock hanging out, "Do you have another washcloth and towel, actually a couple of each? Stew and I will need to shower also," he said as he blatantly ogled his friend's wife.
Victoria looked over her shoulder doing a double take when she saw the impressive snake dangling between the man's legs. "Um, behind you in the closet," she said.
"Cool," Blaine said.
"Oh! I heard voices," Steward said as he entered the bathroom. "Is this a party? I wasn't invited to?"
Blaine handed his friend a towel and washcloth, "Here. We should save water and join our wonderful hostess," he smiled.




Victoria felt even more naked than she had ever felt...how could being 100% naked be more than 100%? she wondered. "Nope, not happening and could you guys please leave and give me some privacy?"
Stewart nodded, "Um, can I pee first?" he asked.
Victoria nodded but this time she watched. Both men were seemingly larger than David and had impressive bladders if the duration of their peeing was any indication. Then she noticed Blaine taking off his clothes. "What? What are you doing?" she asked.
"Getting ready to get in. I need to shower also. What else did you think I needed the towels for anyhow?" he asked.
Victoria was now facing the two men who were leering at her. "Nope, nope, nope...not happening. Get out and after I dry off, I'll let you come back in," she said, trying to sound firm. The wavering in her voice gave away her uncertainty but hoped they didn't catch it.
Blaine was now naked and Stewart didn't have far to go. He grinned at the beautiful blonde who couldn't take her eyes off of his cock, so he stroked himself, "Saves water. It's the environmentally correct thing to do," he said as he approached the shower stall door.
Victoria should have grabbed the inner handle but stood mesmerized, "You environmental? Don't you drive a Hummer?" she asked.
Blaine opened the door and stepped inside, "All the more reason to do what I can elsewhere," he said. He took the soap from his friend's wife, "Here. Turn around. I'll do your back."
It was an hour and a half before the trio left the bathroom. The two men weren't just well endowed, they possessed almost superhuman stamina. Victoria had more orgasms than she could count and apparently, the building had massive hot water capacity as they never ran out. She told herself later that this never counted as cheating as she never slept with either of them nor did she go to bed with them.
Her thought returned to the jail cell as she saw that all 5 boys had stripped off their pants. Three still had on their shirts but Bo and Craig were completely naked. "Please...please don't. I'm sorry I kneed you, hit you but I was scared," she pleaded. She couldn't close her legs as two boys were holding her ankles up and out to the side. It wasn't possible to feel any more vulnerable. She could feel the cool air on her pussy and her asshole and her labia were pulled open. 'Would they? Would they fuck my ass?' Stewart introduced her to anal and after she relaxed, it made getting fucked in her twat feel amazing...but this was different. Stewart had lube and unless one of the boys was packing a tub of Vaseline...She gritted her teeth knowing the answer, knowing she wouldn't be able to stop them unless she screamed and Larry burst back in.
One of the boys laughed as they looked back to the door leading to the front office. They could hear Larry's loud snores through the door. Bo shook his head, "What an idiot. We'll never wake him now. You know how he loves fucking a used cunt. His loss," he said as he lined his cock up with the blonde bitch's hole.
Victoria cried out as 7" of fat flesh was driven deep inside her unprepared pussy. She heard David's grunt as someone must have punched him or pushed him back. She couldn't see as all around her were long fat erections and one was being lowered to her mouth. She tried to keep her mouth shut but the boy pinched her nose and as she instinctively opened her mouth for air, he plunged his cock inside. She was used to deep-throating David (and even Blaine's and Stewart's longer cocks) so she didn't flinch when the boy thrust his hips against her mouth. She realized that Bo's cock was hitting her clit perfectly and his large ballsack made her ass tingle as it slapped over and over against her.
"You better not bite or even think about it," the boy said as he squeezed her right boob hard, "You bite, I rip your tit right off your chest," he hissed. "That's it, bitch. Suck it...shit! She's done this before...almost as good as your sister, Carl!" he chuckled.
Victoria heard the other boy respond, "No way. Lisa Ann's the best cocksucker in three counties!"
Craig stepped back, "Go on. Check it out. She took all of me down her throat without gagging."
Carl stood over Victoria, slapping his heavy cock against her flushed cheeks. "OK, like Craig said, you bite you lose a tit, bitch. Now show me how eager you are to suck my cock!"
Victoria opened her mouth and sucked on the slightly thinner but longer cock. Unconsciously she was rhythmically grunting as Bo fucked her as hard as possible. He now had her ankles in his hands as he slammed into her. Carl was panting as he fucked her face and her cheek was stinking from the wet slapping of his heavy ballsack.
David's head was in his hands as he could no longer watch. His whole body hurt from the multiple punches but the aching in his head was the worst. It wasn't getting better as he could hear the wet sounds of his wife's pussy being fucked aggressively, the glugging sounds of a cock being shoved down her throat and Victoria's deep grunts. Was she enjoying this? She was being brutally raped and those had to be the sounds of discomfort or pain. Then he heard a boy's grunts and looked up to see the boy's face as he came into Victoria's stomach. 'Fuck! We'll have to get tested for every STD there is when...if we get out of her,' he thought.
Carl stepped back shaking his head, "Fuck! She is better than Lisa Ann. I'm going to get my sister to get over her gagging reflex and deep-throat me," he sighed.
Craig grinned at his friend, "Told you. I wonder if we can get Clyde to let us take this city slut back home so she can teach Lisa Ann and Mom how to suck cock like a pro?"
Bo wasn't paying attention to his friends, focusing on the incredibly tight cunt he was fucking. He was just starting to feel the wonderful aching in his balls build when the blonde slut grunted loudly and squirted warm fluids all over his cock and legs. "Holy fuck! She squirted me! This slut loves being used like a whore."
Victoria wasn't even aware squirting was a thing but it felt as if she orgasmed and peed at the same time, though that made no sense as she already emptied her bladder. She heard the men laughing and felt even more mortified. Her fucking body was reacting to all the stimulation even though it was painful, humiliating, embarrassing, violating, and made her angry. Then she felt Bo cum inside her. 'Please, please, please don't have chlamydia or gonorrhea,' she thought.
Bo stepped back and picked up Victoria's blouse. He wiped off his cock before tossing it back on the floor, "She's tight, fucking tight...or was before I opened the bitch up," he grinned. He looked at the stream of his cum flowing out and between her ass cheeks. "Man! I guess Barb being off to see her brother at college sure made me horny," he sighed.
Another boy came over. Even though Bo was no longer holding her ankles, the slut still held her knees up as she bobbed her head eagerly on Craig's cock. Billy scooped up the creamy stream and pressed it into the bitch's ass.
Victoria tried to yank her mouth off the boy's cock as she felt a rough finger stab her ass but Craig had a hold on her hair as he thrust his hips. She hated that these boys were freely using her, hated that David was watching, hated that the cops were oblivious or worse, thought it was funny, and hated even more that just before Bo came she had felt another orgasm coming on. Then she screamed on Craig's dick as the boy pressed his cock hard against her anus so he popped right inside.
David wanted to yell at the boys, wanted to punch someone as Victoria's legs struck straight out as she felt the pain of a cock penetrate her virgin (as far as he knew) asshole. Even though, just one of the boys stood guard over him he had given up. It was futile to fight what was happening in the next cell and he hoped when this was all over, he could live with himself for not going down fighting.
Victoria's grunts were louder as Billy slammed into her ass causing Craig to enjoy the vibrations. Just a few minutes after Billy's cock slid inside her rectum he felt the aching rapidly peak and soon he added his cum to this friend's inside the blonde slut's stomach.
Bo was hard again and nudged Billy. "Hang on a second. Let's use all her holes. Clete, you want to fick this whore?" he asked.
The fifth boy came over, nodding, "Sure as shit. I want a shot at that cunt."
Victoria limply stood as they pulled her off the bench, looking over apologetically at her husband. His face had the most despairing look she had ever seen on him. His eyes were red, his left eye was surrounded by an ugly purple bruise, and his upper lip had a serious-looking split in it. She was turned and without being told what to do, straddled Clete who was now on his back on the bench. She hated that she gripped his cock, lined the head up, and lowered herself onto him. If she were being raped, should she make it easier on them? she wondered. Without being told, she bounced on his cock before Bo pulled her face onto his smelly hard penis. As she leaned forward to suck the boy off, Billy pushed himself back into her ass.
David groaned as he watched the boys use all of Victoria's holes. She was fairly inexperienced when they got married and she'd never been with two guys, let alone three so she must be feeling horrible right now, he thought.
Victoria was feeling horrible. Horrible because she'd never felt more arousal in her life. The orgasm that she felt coming on with Bo was now building up inside her with Clete's cock in her pussy, Billy's cock in her ass, and Bo's fucking her face. She kept trying to stop grunting but gave up as all the incredible feelings built up inside her. The concrete-walled cell echoed back every sound. The sloshing of her sopping pussy, the ballsacks slapping against her pussy and chin, and her loud pleasured grunts. In minutes, her muffled cries echoed in the room as she again came.
Billy had fucked many an ass, though most were in the barn with his animals but even with a woman as beautiful as this one, and soon he emptied his balls into her ass.
Bo wasted no time replacing his friend's cock with his and as he leaned over the woman's sweaty back, he looked back at her husband and grinned. "Fuck, man! You sure scored when you married this whore. I'll bet you and your friends walk around smiling all the time."
David shook his head, "Fuck you! I hope you fucking die a painful death," he spat. Then, he fell back as the boy guarding him gave him a powerful backhand.
Bo just laughed, "Words, all you got are words. I've got my cock up your wife's ass and all you can do is try to hurt my feelings. Pitiful," he chuckled. "Len, get him up and bring him closer. It's rude to not let him see how happy his wife is to get fucked by real men. She'll just laugh next time he drops his pants and he strokes his pencil dick."
David was yanked to his feet and pressed against the bars. Victoria's open crotch was 5 feet away, her pussy opened wide by the wet, glistening cock, and the sphincter was stretched around Bo's fat cock. Len pushed his face against the bars when he tried to look away and had to watch as the 5th boy shoved his cock into Victoria's mouth. Obviously, she learned her lesson and her mouth opened wide offering no resistance.
Victoria wasn't fighting the assault on her holes but David couldn't blame her. He had no fight left either. They were outnumbered 5 to 1. At least she was safe from the 5 in his cell. He couldn't watch anymore, couldn't listen to her pained grunts as she was being brutally raped. David shrugged off the firm hands pressing him to the bars and went back to the bench against the wall.
Victoria's grunts weren't because of pain. She never felt her body so sensitive, so aroused. Craig was fascinated with her large boobs and as he mauled them, her nipples shot pulses of pleasure through he body into her womb. Also, as she remembered with Blaine and Stewart, anal sex just added to the level of her orgasms. Even the feeling of the fat veined fleshy rod fucking her face was arousing and as humiliating as it was to be raped and used by these boys she was welcoming yet another orgasm. She was no longer a passive rider on this fuck train but was rocking her pelvis against both invading shafts. Then she felt all the powerful tingling build up and she screamed on the cock shoved deep down her gullet.
David's head jerked up and he groaned as he heard his beautiful wife's muffled protests. They must be hurting her somehow because her scream was loud, even with a cock in her mouth. He had never felt so impotent in his life as he leaned forward, his hands clenched in fists.
Victoria's body went limp as she almost passed out for the first time in her life. How the hell could she get an orgasm as fantastically full-body as the one still pulsing throughout her midsection? Hands on her head pulled her face against the boy's crotch as hot sperm shot into her stomach. She was gagging for air and started to see stars when the boy released her and stepped back. Then Clete came inside her followed within seconds by Bo, dumping a load in her ass. "Finally,' she thought. 'They're done using me and...how the fuck can I clean up?' she wondered.
Bo pulled out of the blonde's ass, stepped around the woman, and presented her with his cock, "Go on. You made the mess, clean me off," he ordered.
Victoria hated herself more in that moment than at any time in her life as she never hesitated.
David's jaw dropped as his conservative wife clamped her mouth on a cock pulled straight from her ass and sucked him clean. He wondered how he'd ever be able to kiss her again. Then after Bo stepped back after patting her on the back, and complimenting her, Clete pushed her off and she cleaned off his cock also.
Len came over to the bars, "Bo. Get the slut over here," he said as he stroked his cock through his pants, "Bend her over and let us have some fun."
Victoria was pulled to her feet and led over to the bars separating the cells. Multiple hands reached through grabbing her tits, her ass, and her pussy. Then Bo told her to bend over and press her ass to the bars and again, she wondered who she was as she immediately complied. She didn't know who it was, but again, she felt a cock larger than what she was used to slam deep into her pussy. 'Are city cocks smaller than country cocks?' she wondered as she felt the plump head pound her cervix. Without thinking, she reached between her legs to see how big the boy's balls were and would have gasped if yet another cock hadn't been shoved into her mouth. His ballsack hung down twice as far as David's and had golfball-sized testicles.
David had to watch as the first boy grinned back over his shoulder as he shoved what looked to be 8" or 9" of huge cock into Victoria's pussy. She didn't sound as if she were in pain anymore as her grunts sounded more like pleasure. Then, to his horror, she stroked the boy's balls almost tenderly. The Victoria he thought he knew would have grabbed them and ripped them off. Was she getting off on this? Were those orgasms and not cries of pain. He had his answer moments later.
Joe was trying to outdo Bo's aggressive fucking and pulled back too far causing his cock to pull out of the sloppiest cunt he had ever fucked. But before he could grip his shaft, the woman grabbed him and lined him back inside. 'The bitch wants his cock.' He leered back at the man who looked defeated as he slumped back on the bench.
David closed his eyes, unable to watch anymore. He could hear the men in both cells as they grunted their orgasmic release inside his wife. He loved Victoria and if the hours of various stimulations triggered orgasms then that was a lot better than if this were torture. He long ago stopped wishing Larry would come out of the office and put a stop to this. He could still hear the man's loud snores even over the grunts, groans, cheers, cries, and wet slapping, sloshing sounds.
After the third boy fucked her from behind, Victoria was turned and pressed against the bars. She was sandwiched between the boy fucking her pussy and the one in the other cell with his cock driven up her ass. Without thinking, she gripped the cold steel bars over her head giving the boy behind her access to her raw-feeling tits. She closed her eyes feeling the animalistic urges of the two boys as another orgasm built up inside her.
David couldn't believe that this loudly grunting person was his wife. In all their love-making, she was extremely quiet and reserved. Her orgasms were subdued with short gasps. On top of that, she never came more than once but what was this? Her 10th? 20th? He had no way of knowing.
After what had to be hours, all the boys had Victoria clean their junk with her mouth, pulled on their clothes, and after putting the benches back against the walls, flopped back. Victoria tried to stand but teetered and fell to her knees. She crawled naked over to her skirt and torn blouse. As she pulled them on, she felt like throwing up as she saw the myriad cum stains (along with other stains she didn't want to think about) as she covered her body. She couldn't look at her husband and crawled over to the corner as far away from the boys as she could get. As she pulled her knees to her chest, she could feel a huge stream of fluids flow out from between her legs. She felt she could kill for a shower right now, but then felt an intriguing rush remembering David's frat brothers using her in the shower.
David futilely willed Victoria to look at him. He wanted to be sure she was alright but she huddled in the corner of her cell, her head down between her knees. All this was a nightmare and he was wondering what her therapist was going to say about dealing with this. Would it change their relationship? Would she always think about how useless he was in the back of her mind?
Larry finally woke up and listened. 'Nice!' he thought. 'The boys behaved themselves.' He wondered if Clyde was correct in splitting up the husband and wife but he was probably right. If they were together and the four boys with them wanted to have some fun with the stuck-up bitch, they might have killed him. He went back into the holding area and saw to his satisfaction that all the boys were sleeping and they had left the woman alone, though he'd be talking to them about their manners. Not letting her get comfortable on a bench was just rude. He took his baton and ran it across the bars in the first cell. "Wakey, wakey. I talked to the judge and unless you boys want to press charges, y'all are free to go home. Sorry that you nice people didn't get the warm welcome you expected, but you are free to go also."
David woke up immediately as the cop came in. When he heard the man tell them that they could go, Victoria was still huddled in the corner. The boys in the first cell slowly walked out, waiting for their friends. When David's cell opened, he rushed over, "What are you doing? They raped my wife! Look at her, look at the..." he couldn't bring himself to say 'cum stains,' and stammered.
Larry paused, "That true?" he asked as he looked each of the boys in their eyes. When all shrugged, a couple making a circling motion next to their heads, he groaned, "Tell me you're not going to pull some of that city lawyer shit on me. You got the judge's grandson over there, the DA's son right here. You really think you can make shit up about our fine young men? Besmirch their stellar reputations?" he asked. "Be happy we're not pressing charges for starting the damn bar fight, though you will be getting a bill," he said as he pushed the door open wide.
David lost it. As the five boys slammed by him, he grabbed the officer trying to turn him so he could get in his face, but before he knew it, he was on the floor, his hands behind his back as the man cuffed him.



"That's it! You aren't going anywhere. I guess you folk don't respect the laws we have down here so we'll just have to show you some more of our hospitality." He lifted David and plopped him on the same bench. "Bo, you still have that spare bedroom your sister grew up in?"
Bo stepped over, "Sure, why? I don't want this asshole in my house. Casting aspersions on our reputations and all."
Larry nodded over at the blonde who was still huddled in the corner, "Her. She'll be needing a place to stay. Can you clean her up, perhaps give her some of LouAnne's clothes? I mean if she left any behind. I'm afraid it will be a good week before we can get this man here in front of the judge," he sighed.
Bo suppressed a grin, "Sure. She left a closet full. Come on, honey. I'm sure a warm shower and a hot breakfast will make you feel as good as new," he smiled.
David could only watch in despair as his wife was meekly led out of the holding area. She never looked back, but Bo did. The man had a huge grin on his face as the hand on Victoria's back slid down onto her ass. Then, he was gone.
David was taken to the county lockup 40 miles away and was told the Escalade was taken to the impound lot. While he was there, Victoria visited every day but wouldn't say a word about staying in Bo's sister's room, just that it was tough sleeping without the sounds of the city.
* * *
David and Victoria never talked about the night in the cells, nor did she say anything more about the 10 days she stayed at Bo's house, only 'Please! I can't talk about it!' whenever David pressed her. Did Bo force himself on her? Did the other boys stop by?
David's hearing lasted 10 minutes and after hearing the description of the events, the judge shook his head. "Officer Rudolph made a poor decision separating the couple. If I were in the accused position, I might not have assaulted an office but I would have been sorely tempted to. I'm releasing you so you can be reunited with your wife. I am sorry for what our town put you through," he said. He then turned to the bailiff, "Let's go. Hazel will be pissed if her stew is overcooked."
Victoria did talk about her 11 days in the backwoods of Tennessee with her therapist. At first, she just intimated what happened but her therapist, Julia told her she had to get it all out and not keep anything inside. Little did she know that Julia went home after every session and related Victoria's experiences to her husband. After 22 years of marriage, they had a spark that had been missing. On top of that, they made plans to take a road trip through the back hills of Tennessee and Kentucky.
David and Victoria didn't have sex for a month after they got back, even after Victoria's blood tests came back clean. At first, Victoria flinched whenever David touched her. Then, she allowed him to hold her but if he got hard, she pulled away. When they finally did, Victoria lay back as if not even aware her husband was inside her. David was getting more and more concerned, even to the point where he stopped by to talk to Julia.
Julia wouldn't say anything, just repeating over and over, "Talk to her. I can't divulge anything we talked about."
Victoria finally broke down and talked about the 10 days at Bo's house. She sat on a bench in Central Park next to her husband and for 3 hours, told him everything.
* * *
Victoria never felt dirtier, more disgusting than when she was led out onto the street. The townsfolk actually stepped around her as if they'd catch whatever she had. Bo's mother was standing by the late model pickup shaking her head.
"I told you, hanging with those losers you call friends would get you in trouble. And now we are saddled with some whore you picked up?" she spat as she shook her head. Then she looked Victoria up and down and spat again. "I'm Mary Lou. You can sit in the back. I have towels down for the dog. Don't want to get my leather seats soiled with whatever you got goin' on," she spat again.
Victoria welcomed the nicely decorated and feminine bedroom but wished she could have her own clothes. Apparently, LouAnne was a much smaller girl, and after showering she found little she could wear. The collection of daisy dukes were all too small for her hips. The tee shirts looked like body painting on her, and all she could find were the tiniest skirts and halter tops.
Mary Lou never warmed up to Victoria, calling her 'the slut' or 'the whore' for the entire 10 days. On the other hand, she drove the woman over the county seat every day to visit her husband. The ride was quiet, neither offering information nor asking.
Victoria helped with the chores during the day, except when driving to see David, but it was the nights that she was loath to talk about. As soon as Bo got home, he came to her room and ordered her to strip. He must have been thinking of ways to humiliate her as sometimes she had to suck him off, others he tied her to the bedposts so he could do what he wanted to her. Or, he told her to bend over and spread her ass cheeks. Almost every day, Mary Lou would come into LouAnne's bedroom while her son was fucking the whore to let him know when dinner would be waiting.
Victoria hated the way the woman looked at her, not hatred or disgust but appraising her. The day Bo had her tied up, he was slamming his cock into the blonde's pussy when his mother walked right in. Without missing a beat, he looked at his mom, "Go on. I know you want to," he said. "Bitch, do a good job and I will leave your ass alone tonight," he smiled.
Victoria wasn't sure what he meant until the boy's mother pulled her patterned dress off, pulled down her white granny panties, and squatted over her face. She had gone down on girls a few times before, what college girl hadn't tried it at least once but this 160 lb. woman wasn't even remotely trimmed and she helplessly watched as the smelly, hairy twat landed on her face.
"Come on, slut. Don't be rude. You fuck and suck everyone else and here I am, freely providing you room and board and drive you over to visit your convict loser of a husband," she said.
Victoria knew it was inevitable and choked back the feelings of nausea and pressed her tongue between the jungle of coarse pubes. The faster this older woman gets off, the sooner she could breathe without gagging. She was forced to swallow the copious fluids as she licked but she could tell that the woman was reacting.
"That's it...wow! Damn, Bo. This slut has some serious oral skills? Is she better than Lisa Ann?"
Bo stroked his mother's sagging tits and nodded, "She is. As good a cocksucker as Lisa Ann is, she can't take all of me. My slut here has no issue," he said. He hefted a tit, "Shit! You complain that you've gained weight but these are getting huge," he grinned.
Mary Lou closed her eyes as Bo sucked on her left breast and Victoria attacked her clit. She let out a deep groan as she felt her orgasm coming on. She pressed her crotch harder onto the blonde's face as she exploded. She could hear the whore's protests as she ground hard against the bitch's face but the powerful release was so intense, she didn't care.
Victoria's face was seared with the older woman's cum when she was finally able to breathe. She had hair in her mouth, vaginal fluids in her nostrils, and her eyes stung. Her wrists were tied so she couldn't get any relief.
Mary Lou pulled on her dress, "Thanks, slut. For the next few days after Bo goes to work, I want you to suck my cunt, you got that? Then, I'll drive you over to see your convict loser of a husband." Then she looked at Bo, "I want to see if she's a better cocksucker than Lisa Ann. From what I hear, she's the best in all the county."
Victoria was shocked to see the eager look on Bo's mother's face as he slid his cock out of her pussy. He stood stroking himself proudly.
"Lisa Ann takes about this much," he said, his thumb and forefinger wrapped around his cock about 2" from the base. "Watch this," he smiled. He crawled onto the bed, grabbed the oak headboard, and pressed his cock against the blonde's face. The slut never hesitated as she opened her mouth and took him deep down her throat.
Victoria was both humiliated and proud that she was being compared to the county's best cocksucker. She opened her mouth with her head back and let Bo begin fucking her mouth. She learned when she was in the cell to grunt as he fucked her face as the boys came more quickly. Then, she felt fingers probing her sopping slit.
"My Lord," Mary Lou sighed, "She really is a great cocksucker. Tell me, can she take all of that boy Len's cock? He's what? 9" long?"
Bo nodded, "9 1/2" according to Lisa Ann. She did him once and I guess he held her face against his crotch and she puked all over him. I would have paid good money to see that," he laughed. He closed his eyes and concentrated on how great the blonde's throat felt as he fucked her face.
Mary Lou shook her head as she watched her son's long shaft disappear down the blonde's gullet. Then she felt the woman's swollen cunt, "To be young again. This whore is sopping. You'll be washing these sheets every day." Then she pulled gently on Victoria's trimmed pubes. "OK, slut. Tomorrow morning, come into my bedroom and I want a trim and a shave like you have. I never thought about prettying up my twat but I can see in your line of business you need to groom yourself everywhere. Keep the clients coming back...after cumming," she laughed.
Victoria's cheeks burned as the laughing woman left the room but Bo's aggressive fucking was bruising her lips. She wished her hands were free so she could play with his balls or finger his asshole but she was helpless. Before coming to this town, she swallowed cum just once, and that was the only time she even let any man cum in her mouth. Stewart didn't give her a choice as he held her face against his crotch as he came. Now, she had no clue how many loads of cum she had swallowed in the past few days. It never occurred to her to keep track. That went for the loads in her vagina and her butt. As she considered that, Bo let out a series of grunts and she felt the splash of hot sperm against the back of her throat.
When Bo felt the last throbbing pulses fade, he pulled up on his hips but Victoria's mouth clamped on the shaft to get all his remaining cum. He gently thrust in and out of her mouth until she was satisfied she got all of his ejaculate.
After Bo rolled off the bed, he untied her. "Damn. None of my girlfriends ever impressed Mom. She calls all of them slut or whore, which isn't too far off. So don't take it personally," he said. He went around to untie the girl. "How'd you like being tied up? Ever done that before?"
Victoria sat up, grabbed the halter top she had on, and cleaned the juices off her face. "Never. I didn't like it...but, shit!" she sighed, "I came twice, didn't I?"
"I liked seeing you helpless. I can tell that you've always had your way, and always been in control but you got off switching roles. I wasn't kidding, you are a better cocksucker than Lisa Ann, and trust me, that's not easy to do." Then he looked thoughtful, "I'm sorry. I'm sorry you're in this position but it will soon be over and I know you're tough enough to get back to your city routines."
That was the first time Bo said anything nice to her, outside of complimenting her skills as a whore.
"You better shower and change the sheets, tonight there will be 6 guys coming over. Not all at once. Billy, Jeb, and Floyd are coming at 7. Then, at nine, Joseph, Jim Bob, and Larry are coming at 9. Don't forget to shower and change the sheets," he said as he pulled on his pants. "See you at dinner."
This was Victoria's routine. After being fucked all night by the various friends of Bo, he'd use her the rest of the night. Then, she'd do laundry as she was told to change the sheets 3 or 4 times a day. After Bo left for the body shop, she had the low point of her day...going down on Mary Lou. At least after trimming and shaving the woman, she didn't end up with a mouthful of pubes but the entire experience was going to give her nightmares.
Then, one day when Bo got back from his job, he brought a pretty girl with long red hair. "Vicky, this is Lisa Ann. Tonight, we're having a contest. Lisa, you want to tell Vicky what you two are going to do?"
Lisa Ann nodded, "Bo tells me you suck cock better than me." She probed Victoria's lips, shaking her head, "I don't believe it. No city girl can outsuck any of us country girls. You swallow?" she asked.
"Victoria wanted to tell the girl to fuck off and if she wanted to be known as the best cocksucker around, go for it! But something inside made her back stiffen, "I swallow." She looked at the girl's more plump figure and said, "Though not as much as you, I'm sure."
Bo grabbed Lisa Ann's shoulder, "Save it. Save it for tonight's suck-off. May the best slut win!" he grinned.
That night, Victoria came into the living room and looked around. There was a poster with sketches of a girl with a cowboy hat and another with a girl wearing an evening gown. Both had cocks stuffed in their mouths. Under the drawings, it read, "Battle Between Backwoods Babe and Bronx Bitch!" Victoria wanted to correct them. They lived in Manhattan not the Bronx but just shook her head.
"OK, here's how it goes. Y'all placed your bets?" he asked the large group of guys. Good. Ladies, and I use that term loosely," he chuckled, "Your place is right here," he pointed to pillows on the floor in front of the two chairs. "All the guys drew numbers randomly and you, Vicky will suck off all the even numbers. Lisa Ann, you get the odd numbers. Whoever swallows all the loads first will be the winner!" he smiled.
Lisa Ann glared at Victoria, "And what does the winner get? Do we get a cash prize?"
Bo shook his head, "The winner gets bragging rights but the loser will get the most. The loser will eat the winner's pussy while we make use of her from behind."
Lisa smiled, "I would love to have this fucking city slut eat my cunt. Can I make her lick my ass also?" she asked.
Bo shrugged, "Up to you. Heel, tell her to suck your toes, I don't care...that is if you win."
Every night was long, in Victoria's mind. Fucking a half-dozen boys every evening and then having Bo fuck her multiple times through the night felt long, but when she was only halfway through the 10 boys she had to suck off, her jaw hurt. On top of that, Lisa Ann was ahead but one boy so Victoria decided she needed to pick things up. When the 6th boy sat down, leering at her as he stroked his cock, Victoria started licking and sucking his curved shaft but then moved down to his balls while still stroking him. Then, she lifted his logs up allowing access to his ass.
She liked hearing the boys cheer when she probed his anus with her tongue while rapidly stroking his cock. She could hear his breathing change so she plunged her mouth onto his cock, deep-throating him. As she did that, she plunged her middle finger inside his slick hole. She was instantly rewarded with a huge spurt of hot cum. 'Do all the country boys have bigger cock and bigger balls?' she wondered.
When the 10th boy grabbed Victoria's head, ejaculating his load into her stomach, Lisa Ann was just on her 8th. Victoria wiped her mouth and sat back on her heels. She looked at the redhead and shook her head, "I'll help you out, who drew the nine?" she asked.
Victoria took care of Lisa's last two and stood up proudly. She beat the best cocksucker in the county and did it in style. The last boy who Lisa Ann sucked off stood and offered Victoris the seat in front of the girl. Victoria sat, legs spread grinning down at the girl. "I hope you suck pussy better than you suck cock," she said. As she said that, she pulled the girl's face against her pussy. "Ahhhh, yes. There, put your tongue inside me...ahhh," she sighed.
As Lisa Ann ate Victoria's pussy and licked her ass, the boys all took turns fucking whatever hole they wanted. It was 3 AM by the time the last boy left and Lisa Ann was curled up on the floor out cold. Victoria shook her head as Bo came over to take her into LouAnn's bedroom. I'll take Lisa Ann in there. You've had enough pussy for the night," she said. That night, Lisa Ann and Victoria explored each other's bodies and by morning were almost friends.
Victoria never knew who won what but there sure were a lot of bills changing hands the evening she and Lisa Ann had the suck off. She was shocked at herself for feeling a surge of pride that she bested the younger girl. What was even stranger was her desire to brag to her friends but there was no way in hell she could do that. What was the use of being the best at something if you couldn't brag about it?
The last few days were a lot easier and Victoria felt like she should have been marking the days on the wall as in the prison movies she had watched. Finally, she woke to Bo fucking her from behind. She no longer awoke when Bo decided to stuff his hard-on inside her and often had slept through the whole thing. She guessed it had more to do with extreme exhaustion than being inured to his very impressive cock.
The day of David's hearing, she smiled for the first time in days as she heard the judge toss out the case against her husband. David was driven to the impound lot while Mary Lou drove Victoria back to the house.
Victoria had nothing to pack after burning her torn blouse and skirt so she was out on the front porch watching the dirt road hoping every vehicle was a black Escalade.
Mary Lou came out with a tray. "Iced tea, honey?" she asked.
Victoria was shocked. After slut and whore all week, the woman called her 'honey?' And she was offering her iced tea. She took the cold glass, thanking the woman.
"I'll bet you're thrilled to have me out of your life," she said softly.
Mary Lou shook her head, "You were a Godsend," she smiled. "With Bo's dad up doin' time up in Memphis we been hurtin' for money." She got up and went into the kitchen.
Victoria heard the pantry door open and then close. When Mary Lou came out, she was holding a cigar box. She handed it to Victoria, "This should get us through the next 6 months. I guess you and your old man ain't coming through here again," she smiled, "but if you do, we sure could use the money."
Victoria's eyes bulged out when she saw the pile of cash. Hundreds, fifties, twenties, tens, fives, and even singles were stuffed inside. There were so many that the lid had to be held down with a large rubber band. She looked at the woman, "You...you whored me out?" she stammered.
Mary Lou shook her head, "Not me. Bo. Bo's the more entrepreneurial one of my kids." She took the box back, set it on the table, and looked at the woman. "I know we treated you like shit and you probably hate us, but we would have lost the place to the fuckin' bank if you weren't dropped into our laps. I thank the Good Lord every night for you...not just that you are a real looker, and you might deny it but, you really got off being used as a whore. I saw and heard you cum over and over. Tell yourself what you want to help you sleep at night, but you were made for cashing out on your assets," she smiled.
* * *
When Victoria finished telling David about her 10 days, he shook his head sadly, "I'm so sorry. I lost my head and as bad as being raped by those guys was, we could have left town. I don't know how to make it up to you."
Victoria nodded, "I know this will sound strange but...never mind."
"Wait, what?" David asked. He sat up straighter and turned to face her, "Tell me. Whatever it is, I'll do it."
"I want to go camping. I want to go down to Kentucky or West Virginia and go camping...I want...I know this sounds terrible but I want to meet some locals," she said softly.
David sat back, a look of shock on his face, "You...you want to tease some strangers and hope they, what? Rape you?" he asked.



Victoria shook her head, "Not let rape. Fuck them on my terms. Julie says that it's the only way to put all this past me. If I'm the one in control when a group of men...fuck me then perhaps my nightmares from the time in the backwoods might be less powerful. She says that they will fade over time but if I have a pleasurable backwoods experience it might make the memories of being used by all those men better."
David shook his head, "I can't...I just can't watch you being..." he said softly.
"Then don't I'm doing it with or without you. I haven't slept once through the night over the past six months. I even contemplated how I could end it...pills, slitting my wrists, jumping off our balcony. I need this," she pleaded.
David could see the pain in Victoria's eyes and if he could bring back the cockiness, the confident woman that took charge when necessary then perhaps it would be worth it. "OK, but I'm not going to sit back as your husband. That was more humiliating than you can imagine. I'll be there but as a participant. I'll just happen to stop in at the bar or in the campground... wherever, OK?"
Victoria hugged her husband, "I love you so much. I hated how they kept punching you and how helpless you looked. I couldn't look at you when Bo took me home...couldn't face seeing your pained expression. I hope that after we do this, I'll be able to sleep again, make love with you without remembering the leering boys, the lewd comments," she said.
It was another 4 months before they found a camping site during hunting season in Kentucky. David showed up in camo with a hunting rifle he borrowed. It was unloaded as he had no clue how to use it. Victoria came with a friend's husband who was a hunter acting as her husband. The afternoon of the 2nd day, he apologized that he needed to go somewhere.
Victoria acted angry, yelling, "Two days? You're leaving me out here in the fucking boondocks for two days? Go on...do your...whatever it is you do!" she yelled. "Don't look for me to be waiting dutifully in the cold tent for you. I'm sure there are MEN who will keep me warm at night!"
It turned out, that there were plenty of men who wanted to assist the abandoned wife, and over the next few days, Victoria was able to regain her confidence and wipe away the memories of the nightmarish 11 days in Tennessee.
David and Victoria were closer than ever after what turned out to be 5 days in Daniel Boone National Forest. It was so satisfying that they returned every year...but that's a story for another time.
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Viola checked her makeup in the rearview mirror before heading to the elevators. It was always a treat to meet her husband for lunch, though she resented being a time slot in his busy day. She realized that she wasn't alone in this. Many of her friends called themselves C-Level widows and busied themselves with volunteer work and expensive lunches. Viola was no exception as she enjoyed the socializing. Still, rather than volunteering, she worked as a model for one of the better-known department stores.
Viola was genetically blessed with what Donald, the Art Director, called the perfect womanly figure. Even at 50, she felt she looked good. At 5' 9", 37D-26-36 with just the right amount of body fat, she was often called upon to model bathing suits, lingerie, and evening dresses. On top of that, her golden blonde hair and startling bright green eyes took her to the jewelry shoots. The catalogues were filled with shots of sparkling diamond necklaces framed between her generous, creamy cleavage and her glowing blonde hair. She had been modeling since her teens and assiduously saved her earnings.
Wallace Darrow was the CEO of one of the up-and-coming cybernetics companies in the U.S.. Starting from a tiny rental space in the warehouse district, just 5 years in, DataForge, Inc. found itself in a tall glass building in the center of the tech district. Not only that, from a half-million start-up fund, DFI made the Fortune 250 in its 4th year.
In the minds of his VCs, Wallace was either lucky or brilliant. Known as a risk-taker, his ventures paid off more than they failed, and he was often compared to Musk, but not for his politics. Viola Darrow, his wife of 25 years, was not just his moral supporter; it was her $500K that got his company off the ground, making her the original and majority owner.
No one would ever know by looking at her that she was worth more than 99.9% of the population of the metropolitan area. She still drove her 2018 Lexus GX and dressed simply. She was never a huge fan of jewelry, except for her wedding/engagement rings and stud earrings. That day, she was wearing a white cotton blouse with a short black pencil skirt. Because they accentuated her long, shapely legs, she was wearing her 4" heels. Not too casual, not too dressy. She scanned her badge, pressed the 35th floor button, and let the car take her to the executive offices.
As often happened, the elevator stopped for riders getting on and off. As she was rarely recognized, she generally just nodded politely while watching and listening to the conversations. She was ignored as if she were either a temp or someone's admin and not the wife of the CEO. It was strange that often the execs' admins were dismissed as eye candy, but in her experience, most were extremely good at their jobs. She got it. Having a pleasant presence outside your office made those waiting less impatient...though, she often wondered if Wallace was tempted...or more by Rose's charms.
She enjoyed the elevator rides up as she got to hear brief snippets of the mood of those working there. Mostly, the comments were positive, but when she heard something negative, Wallace wanted to know so he could do what he could to rectify the issue.
Her rides to the 35th floor were usually routine until that day when the car stopped on the 23rd. A tall, fit black man stepped on, and rather than a cursory glance, he stopped and studied her. Unlike most men who openly or covertly checked her out, this man seemed to be as intrigued by her arms, stomach, and attire as her chest and ass...not that he could see her ass. Was her blouse too tight? Had the 3rd button popped open? She blushed (when was the last time she blushed? When she was 20?) as his eyes met hers. He smiled and nodded as if he approved of what he saw, again causing another flush of heat to her cheeks.
"Tavon," he said, putting out a hand. Not once had anyone ever introduced themselves when she came to visit her husband, so she was taken aback and hesitated before taking the huge hand in hers.
"Viola," she said. She wanted to say something more, but instead, found herself doing what he had just done to her. She scanned his body, which looked perfect. She knew many male models through the years, but few looked as good as this man. Huge hands, huge feet...14s? She couldn't help herself as she checked out another part of his body. "Um, floor?" she stammered as she yanked her eyes from the pronounced bulge to his eyes, "What floor?"
Tavon nodded at the glowing light, "35. You work on 35?" he asked.
Viola glanced at the badge hanging around her neck, "Um, no, sorry...no," she said. Why the hell was she stammering? She'd been with dozens, maybe hundreds, of great-looking guys wearing almost nothing, and never once had she had the thoughts running through her head right then. Then the startlingly clear image of a huge black erection flashed inside her head. How would she know what a black man's cock looked like? 'Fuck, fuck, fuck,' she internally chanted, 'it's a penis, just a penis...stop thinking about this man's penis,' she berated herself. 'But fuck! It must be a monster...has to be,' she looked back down as the tall man turned his body. From the side, he looked even more gifted. She wanted to fan herself as it was suddenly quite hot in the elevator.
When the ding sounded, Tavon turned and smiled, "Hopefully, I'll run into you again, take care," he said...and then he headed down the hall to the left. Viola felt the heat again as she overtly watched the man's flexing glutes as he strode away. Then, noticing the smile on Andrea's face, she headed to the right.
"Are you alright?" Wallace asked as he came around his desk. "You look like you have a fever or something." He gave her a hug and a kiss.
Viola hugged her husband, "No, I'm good. I was running late, and I guess I walked too quickly to the elevator bank. How's your day going?"
Wallace held her at arm's length and studied her. "You do look warm. I guess you would know if you are not feeling well. I made reservations over at Oliver's. You want to sit for a few or head over?"
Viola shook her head, "I'm good, great. Especially, after you made reservations at Oliver's."
After ordering, Wallace studied his wife's face, "Something...something made you...Look, I'll be honest." He looked around, and every other table was busy with their lunch partners. "You came into my office looking as if you just had sex. I know, I know, totally absurd. Just saying..."
Viloa blushed, her head checking out to see if anyone heard, "Wallace! That is the most absurd thing you've ever said to me. I hurried to the elevators as I didn't want to be late." She kicked out a leg to show her 4" heels. "You try running in these," she said before changing the subject. "You mentioned you had something big brewing. What is it?"
Wallace nodded and told his wife (and major shareholder) about the new software a new hire had been developing. "It does analyses of potential ventures. Viability, risk, financial, market, and probability. We put in the data, and in minutes, it gives us a numeric value for all those areas. For example, there's a West Coast start-up that has a sound idea, a half-dozen patents, but is shy of a couple of required elements...elements, we have. Tavon, the new guy, punched in the data and came back with an 85-78-92-58-92 score in 7 minutes. 405, puts it in the 81% category. A Go. Basically, it checked all the boxes...even Market, but that's the area we excel at developing. The man wrote this program in the first couple of months he was here, and we've been vetting the results against the various teams, and all verified the results...it took them 3 weeks."
Viola was pleased to let Wallace change the subject, and the new program did seem fascinating, but it was a jolt to hear the man's name. She wanted to ask about him, where they found him? What's his title? Where'd he go to school? How old is he? Where did he go to college? How far did he go? Masters? How big is his...? She took a sip of wine as another incredibly clear image of a long, fat black cock flashed into her head. "New hire? How'd you find him? He sounds like a keeper. What was his name again?"
Wallace noticed his blonde wife's pale skin flushed as she took a sip of wine, but dismissed it. It was her 2nd glass of wine, and she leaned forward as he told her of the new software. Of course, she was excited. This was ground-breaking software. "Job fair over at Tech. Robert was getting résumés for potential interns, and this tall black guy came over asking about the company. It soon became apparent he knew as much, if not more, about DFI than Robert did. We interviewed the man, and even though we didn't have an open req. in that department, we made him an offer. Damn! I have so much hope for him...for the company, if he develops more tools like this one. I know, he's just one of a dozen analysts, but I have high hopes for this kid."
Viola nodded. 'Try to act blasé...try to sound interested but not too...' "How old is he? You said Tech? Engineering degree?"
Wallace nodded, "He got his Master's last May. I think he's 27. Amazingly young. Not sure how many 26-year-olds earned their Master's...but, hell...gift horse and all that," he grinned.
Viola smiled and took another sip of her Beaujolais. "That's great. I've known guys like that, back in school, Derek had the most incredible mind, but socially? Wow! I watched him totally blow it with Alison...remember her? The cute redhead who was determined to screw as many guys as she could before graduating? She was all over him, and he just wanted to talk about how he was mastering some game with Zelda or something."
Wallace chuckled, "Legend of Zelda." I might have played that once or twice...a day. But, getting back to Tavon," he continued, "he doesn't fit the nerd mold. He'd blend right in with your modelling crowd. Tall, fit, I assume gook-looking...can't say I'm a great judge of men. You'd like him," he said.
Viola shook her head, "Looks aren't everything. Most of the guys I do the shoots with spend more time checking themselves out in mirrors than checking out us girls. We could be in revealing lingerie or bikinis, and I swear, these guys want their packages to be just right," she chuckled.
Wallace grinned, "You told me about them. I know you say that they're not, but any man who doesn't openly ogle you, especially in some of those outfits, has to be gay." Wallace was fully aware that Viola spent time with some of the better-looking men wearing next to nothing, but never once had she given him reason to be jealous. "Anyhow, I'm sure you'll run into him. He's up on 35 a lot, considering he's a bit down the food chain," he smiled, but then looked at his Rolex. "OK, I need to get back to my one o'clock. Sorry, we don't have more time," he said as he got the attention of the waiter. One benefit of dining with his wife was that it was never a problem getting the wait staff's attention.
That night, Wallace was surprised when, rather than he and Viola reading before falling asleep, she came out of the bathroom wearing her black teddy. It had been years since they had sex on a weeknight, but Viola pulled the covers down, pulled out his flaccid penis, and sucked him to life. Then, she unsnapped the crotch on her teddy and lowered herself onto his hard cock. He had no idea what came over her, but didn't care as he gripped her generous tits, feeling her tight pussy grip his cock as she bounced on top of him.
Viola never once considered her husband's cock to be small, not the biggest she ever had, but 7" was nothing to complain about. That afternoon, after getting back from her husband's office, she pulled out the bridal shower gift that she had never opened. A gift from her older sister, it was an 11" anatomically accurate dark brown silicone dildo. She took it out of the box, gripped it with both hands as she felt her pussy gush as much as it ever had...even that night after the football game...another story. She licked her lips as she held it, realizing where the images that recurred in her head had come from. As she fingered the fat veins molded into the shaft, she wondered if this might have been cast from an actual cock.
That afternoon, she was able to work the entire 11 inches inside her sopping pussy, cumming a half-dozen times in the process. At first, it was the 3" diameter shaft that was painful, but after she got over that, the pleasure derived was amazing. Then, with just 2/3 the length inside her, the next issue was the pressure on her cervix, but apparently, her body adapted. It took 4 hours, but some things are worth devoting time to.
Viola was surprised that she could still feel her husband's nice but much-smaller cock inside her, and as she plunged her pussy onto him, she wondered if Tavon's cock were as large as her toy. Then, the image of the huge back cock popped into her head, she let out a loud groan and exploded.
Wallace was surprised that Viola came so quickly, but with her tits in his hands and her aggressive attack on his cock, he had been trying to hold off. He may have been surprised, but he welcomed her orgasm as he was able to let himself go.
The couple collapsed onto the damp sheets, both breathing heavily. "Damn! I needed that," Viola panted. "You looked so good at lunch, I decided we couldn't wait until Saturday," she said before kissing him.
Wallace stroked his wife's ass, "I was thinking the same thing today. You looked so...shit! You looked like you were freshly fucked. Sorry, but your cheeks and neck were flushed just like now," he said. "The rest of the day, I kept thinking how I wanted to get home and get you naked."
"I guess we've been married too long to where we know what each other wants," Viola said as she felt his flaccid cock slip out of her sopping pussy. "I'd better..." she said as she rolled off the bed.
The next morning, Wallace kissed his wife, "I'm hoping we can do that again tonight."
Viola chuckled, "You think I'm that easy? It will take more than...mmm,"
Wallace pulled her close, grinding his crotch against hers, and kissed her," I'll go down on you if that inspires you," he said softly.
Viola chuckled, "OK, when you put it that way...you can put it any way you want...anywhere..."
Wallace spanked her gently, "That's why I married you...so easy," he chuckled.
Viola slapped him back, "I was never easy. You always had to work for it."
Wallace shook his head. "The first time? I held the door for you, and you were so impressed you asked me up."
Viola shook her head, "That was when I saw how large your hands were...that's why I asked you up."
"Ah, you married me for my huge cock, is that it?" he grinned.
"It sure wasn't for your mind...now go. Go make money so I can live in the lifestyle I deserve," she grinned.
Later that morning, she met 5 of her friends for lunch. The women discussed their kids, renovations, the upcoming election, and other topics. Then Viola looked around and asked in a conspiratorial tone, "I have to ask something, something personal. Have you measured...you know, your husband's..."
"Dick?" Louise asked with a smile. "Sure, though I sure didn't need a ruler." She held her thumb and forefinger 5" apart.
"Seriously?" Glenn asked, "Christ, can he even get you off with that?"
Louise shook her head, "That's why I have Big Boy," she giggled. She held her hands 8" apart before making an 'O' about 2" in diameter. "What about you?" she asked Glenn, "How big is Harry?"
"He won't let me measure him...says it's stupid. I think, maybe 5" or 6". I have no complaints. He rarely cums before I do." She looked at Viola, "You asked. Why? Is Wallace a bit lacking?"
Viola blushed and shook her head, "No, he's great. When we first moved in together, I measured him. 7 1/4". And, he's been very good at holding off." She really wanted to know if any of her friends had ever had a huge cock inside them...was it painful or better? She was just wondering how to ask that when Sharon spoke up.
"I measured Ben, and even though he's just over 6", he's a bit..." Louise made a tiny 'O' about an inch in diameter. She looked around to make sure no one was listening before leaning in, "My tennis pro...um, Sam, um.." she giggled, "I measured him at 8 3/4". He...oh my God!" she blurted, "He made me pass out...twice!"
June's mouth opened, "Sam? Sam Marshall? Oh wow! He's asked me for drinks a few times, but I never thought..." she blushed and looked down at her drink.
The women all laughed, "And now you might just take him up on his kind offer?"
June's face was beet red. She nodded and held her fingers 4" apart, "As long as Bill never finds out...I'd like to have an orgasm, just once," she said softly.
"Never, not even...you know, in the shower?" Louise asked.
June shook her head, "It never seemed important. I mean, when we make love, it feels nice."
"Fuck that!" Hannah spat, "It doesn't have to be Sam...though, Sharon is right, the man can fuck. He's like a massive piston when he gets going...and he sure is in incredible shape!"
Viola looked around, "Wait, how many women has this tennis pro fucked, for God's sake?"
Sharon looked around the table, "I'd guess 90% of his female clients? Or, since 4 of us have him as our tennis pro and he's fucked 3 of us...75%?" she chuckled.
Hannah looked at her blushing friend, "Better make that 100%. June, don't you have a lesson tomorrow afternoon, and isn't Bill in Boston?"
The cute brunette nodded, "It is quiet in the house with Bill out of town and kids at college..."
Viola looked at her friends. Never once did she suspect they were cheating on their husbands. Her biggest shock was quiet, shy June. She was truly considering sleeping with, fucking her tennis pro? She decided to ask, "So, is 8 3/4" huge? Ever had bigger? Any of you? Just curious because it takes Wallace a while for me to get used to him...I just assume anything larger might hurt."
Hannah grinned. "You know the song, 'Hurts So Good'? You have no idea how often I hum that to myself after my tennis lessons." She looked at Viola, "I'm surprised. You never had a cock bigger than Wallace's? I've seen the catalogue soots...I mean, wow! Also, you weren't a virgin when you met him, were you?"
Viola shook her head, "Lord, no. I had a dozen boyfriends before we met, but none was all that well-endowed. I've had a few of the men I've done shoots with ask me for coffee after, or drinks, but I'm not prepared to cheat on Wallace. He's been a great husband."
Sharon shook her head, "Ben's incredible. Handy around the house, loving, even cooks, but life's too fucking short to pass up on some opportunities. Besides, if he never finds out, what's the harm in it?"
Viola looked around, and all but June nodded in agreement. She sighed, "I guess I'll never find out. None of the guys I pose with does much for me. I guess if I find a guy who does, I'll cross that bridge when I get to it."
Hannah chuckled, "...cross that bridge when you cum to it. I'll bet once you cross that bridge, you'll take that route more often, a lot more often."
"Doesn't it bother you to keep something like that from Tom? I mean, you guys have been married for, what? 20 years?" Viola asked.
"You don't keep things from Wallace? Do you tell him everything?" Hannah asked.
Viola nodded, "Sure, I mean anything big, sure."
"Oh. Like, when you rub one out and have an earth-shaking orgasm, you tell him about it?"
Viola shook her head, "That's..."
Sharon put a hand on hers, "That's having sex without your husband. I think you should tell him. 'I have this toy that's a foot long.' How would Ben feel if I told him that the only way I cum is with a foot of cock filling me up?" She looked at her friends, "I think it would devastate him, and he's too good a man to be hurt like that. Or, if I never get satisfaction, would it be better to cause pain by leaving him? We do what we have to to protect our marriages."



Viola wanted to protest, to argue that they are violating their marriage vows, but is a real cock that much different from a fake one? In her head, she thought it was Tavon fucking her. In her head, she wanted it to be Tavon...so was she already cheating?
Hannah chuckled, "I see that our sweet friend Viola has already fucked someone, at least in her head. Who was it? Tell us!"
Viiola shook her head, "It's nothing, just a guy I saw at work. He was...hell," she laughed as she held her right hand 6" above her open left hand, "He had the largest hands I've ever seen," she blushed.
Louise leaned forward, "Shoe size? How big were his feet?"
Viola looked at her, "I hate to say this, but I looked. 14? 15? I'll ask him next time I see him," she joked.
"Do that, and get pictures. We want to see," Hannah smiled. "Well, ladies. I have my 2 o'clock with Sam, and I stupidly forgot my tennis bag," she grinned.
Viola thought about her friends' cavalier attitude towards cheating, cuckolding their husbands, and began to wonder. 'Am I missing out? And what am I missing out on? Wallace is a terrific lover, a terrific man. So what if there are guys out there with huge cocks, and why would passing out from being fucked by some guy be a good thing?' She got home, determined to put the conversations behind her, to forget about Tavon, but then thought about the toy in her sock drawer.
She got undressed and lay on the bed. This time, she closed her eyes as she pressed the bulbous head to her lips. She envisioned the tall, fit black man straddling her chest, his huge hand gripping the biggest, fattest, longest cock as he told her to suck on it.
"Suck my cock, you little slut," she heard his voice in her head. Immediately complying, she opened her jaw wide as the massive, realistic-feeling cock pressed into her mouth. She let out a groan as the head pressed against the back of her throat. Without thinking, she spread her legs while rocking her pelvis, wanting his cock inside her. She heard her voice pleading for him to fuck her pussy, even with the large cock pushing into her mouth. Tavon was thrusting his hips into her mouth, causing her to gag, but it just made her pussy throb more. The image in her head was so real, she could smell his pungent manhood, feel his coarse pubic hair on her nose, and taste his precum.
Then, with a gasp, the monster cock was pulled from her mouth, and before she could let out a 2nd breath, she screamed as she drove the entire 11" deep inside her sopping pussy. Her head bent back, her ass lifted off the ground as phantom Tavon furiously pumped his cock into her throbbing hole.
Wallace picked up his cell, pressing Viola's name on the screen.
Viola felt an incredible orgasm building inside her as she pistoned the large cock into her sloshing pussy when Wallace's musical tone sounded on her phone. She tried to still her heavy breathing, tried to both retain and quell the amazing tingling that had been building inside her. Just before it went to voicemail, she pressed the green icon. "Hey, honey. I was outside. Almost didn't make it. What's up?"
"I hate to ask, but there's a USB on my desk...blue with our logo on it. I need it for my 3 o'clock. Are you busy...?"
Viola wanted to scream. She'd been close, so close, and never once in her life had she had a more realistic sexual fantasy. "No problem. I'll change and see you in about 45," she said.
"I owe you," Wallace said. "Thanks."
After hanging up, Viola pulled the slimy toy out of her pussy. White frothed cum coated the base, and she imagined it was Tavon's cum. Rousing herself, she rolled off the bed and cleaned up.
Ever since seeing that beautiful woman on the elevator, Tavon wondered who she was. He checked the company directory for her name and found 3, all working at other offices. Not one had a picture. There was something about her that he found intriguing. His usual dates were single women in their 20s. This woman was 40 to 50 and incredibly beautiful. She was no stick figure, nor was she plump. She had curves in all the right places, and her green eyes seemed to study him, expose him. Most likely, he would never see her again, and even if he did, she was married. The odds weren't great that she'd want anything to do with him, as by most accounts, only 43% of married women stepped out of their vows.
Tavon shook his head as he got up from his desk. The financial model he was working on required him to focus and not think about the...what were they? 36D tits on the older white woman? 'I'll bet she has those huge, pale-pink nipples just begging to be sucked!' he fantasized. 'Fuck!' he thought as he felt the snake in his pants awaken. 'I have to get downstairs with this...'
Viola kissed her husband, "I'll see you at home. Try out that new Mexican place tonight?" she suggested.
"It's a date. Thanks for running this down. I swore I put it in my bag when I left this morning."
Viola stepped into the elevator, pressed 1, and stepped to the back. She was used to people getting on and dismissing her with a glance. She recalled the last time she came to the office, causing her heart rate to increase rapidly. Between the frustration of being so close and the memory of the only man in her life who triggered something inside her, she just wanted to get home. The bell sounded at 23, and she nervously watched the door slide open. She stifled a gasp when the tall, slender black man started to step in, stopping as he recognized her.
"Viola," he said softly, "I'm surprised to see you again."
"I had to drop something off. Tavon, right?" she asked as if his name hadn't been etched in her brain. "I'm shocked that you remembered my name." She tried not to look, but was the package in his pants even larger? How could that be possible? In the back of her mind, she wished she could take a picture to show her friends.
Tavon smiled, "You are a difficult woman to forget," he said simply. He pressed 7, entered a code, and stepped back. "Actually, you're the first person to get my name right the first time. There's a guy I've been working with on 33 who keeps calling me Tim," he chuckled.
"You're not easy to forget either," Viola said. Then she quickly changed the subject as the image of his naked body flashed through her mind. "You're an analyst, I understand," she said. Then she realized that she had exposed her interest in him, but he didn't show surprise, just nodded.
"I am. I like numbers...probabilities. I've been doing charts, writing tools, and developing programs since I was a kid. I like the consistency of the results."
"Since you were a kid? Wow, what types of tools did you write?" Viola asked.
Tavon blushed. "My first was...never mind, it's juvenile."
Viola laughed, "Juvenile programming...I doubt it. What was it?"
"Statistical analysis of the probability that Mary Ellen would sleep with me," he said softly. The elevator door opened at 7, and he started to get off.
"Wait, hang on. You can't tell me that and then just leave," she said. "I want to hear. Did you get inside Mary Ellen's panties?" Viola then looked past the man at what looked like an abandoned floor. She then remembered that their company leased floors 10 to 34.
Tavon nodded, "Yes, and no. Turned out she wasn't wearing panties, but I did find my way inside," he grinned.
Viola chuckled, "Lucky girl," she said before realizing she gave away her suspicions. "Where are you going? This looks vacant."
Tavon grinned, "I come down here to get away from the phone calls, chatter, and other noises in the cattle car. Sorry, that's what I call the densely packed desks we have on 23. No monitors here, but the wi-fi works fine."
"I get it." She held the door open. "Someday, you'll have to show me that program."
"I can show you now. Have a few minutes?" he asked. He patted his laptop bag. "I have my laptop with me...it's on there."
Viola stepped out, "If you have time," she said, "I'm guessing you are in the middle of a project."
Tavon nodded, "I have time. Come on, I cleaned off a desk in the back corner. I feel like it's my personal space."
Viola never considered any of the other companies that leased space in the same building and wondered who had previously leased this space. She followed Tevon over to a corner desk where he plopped down his laptop bag. She suddenly felt alone with the man she had the most intense erotic fantasies about.
Tavon pulled out his work laptop and set it on the corner desk. Then he pulled out his personal one, putting it on the desk next to the other. "Have a seat," he said. He plugged in the power and booted it.
Viola sat behind the tall black man with his legs so long that his tight, muscular ass was almost at eye level. 'Stop it! He's real...not a fantasy, and I'm married...very, very married. I can't act on...' she looked up at the man as he turned to face her, his bulging package inches from her face.
"OK, so here's my first program I ever wrote." Tavon spun around his laptop as if unaware that the beautiful blonde's eyes lingered on the front of his pants before looking at his face.
"PHPAP. Potential for Horizontal Positioning for Amorous Possibilities." Viola read. She chuckled, "Not 'Potential for Physical Proximity in Prone Pose,' or 'Prone Positioning for Playful Partnership?'" she asked.
Tyson laughed, "I wasn't really thinking about alliteration, but both sound better. Here, open it."
Viola opened the program, "So, how does this work?" She decided it would be better to stand as her attention was drawn to the large bulge in his pants.
Tyson stepped behind the blonde. He felt the warmth of her body as she leaned over, "There are two parts. The first is all about you. Be honest...all the data is encrypted. No one can see any of it. The next part., or parts, is the potential partner's information. To start, create your profile. Click this box...yes, OK. Age? The program will remember, so in a few years, if you want to check out some hot guy, the program will update your age." he stepped back, "I'll turn around. Be honest, answer each and hit next. I'll be at my desk...I have to debug my program. That's why I came down here, for the quiet. Go ahead and answer the questions."
"This is great," Viola sighed, "I'm alone with a strange man on an empty floor and setting myself up for telling him to get between my open legs?"
Tavon laughed, "In a nutshell, yes. But it doesn't make you do anything you don't want to." He looked at her wedding and engagement rings, "I am no predator, if that's what you're thinking."
"Damn!" Viola chuckled, "OK. I'll trust you because a predator would never say anything like that."
Tavon nodded, "I know. We say, 'trust me,' a lot, and 'why not strip down to your bra and panties, is that much different than a bikini?'" he grinned.
Viola looked back at him and shook her head, "Wouldn't work. I neglected to put on panties this morning...so forgetful." Viola still felt the man's heat, even felt the pressure against her ass, and wanted him to stay there, but didn't want him to see her answers. "So, if I were wearing panties, what kind of number should I expect so you'd be able to claim them as a souvenir?" she smiled.
Tavon's python was awakening even more. "Depends. This is a personality assessment. It doesn't account for environmental factors. Let's say you've had a couple of drinks. A 70 or higher might be a good number. Or you just came out of church. An 80 might not be enough. What I've found, though, is that any number over 80 indicates a strong sex drive and a willingness to pursue that," he said. "By the way. Mary Ellen got an 87 score. She was engaged at the time and knelt within seconds of reading her score."
Viola shook her head, "That was it? No, 'Wait! You rigged this?' Or, 'I'm engaged to be married and I can't...mmmmpph,' she finished her sentence with two fingers in her mouth.
Tavon laughed while shaking her head, "Mary Ellen was my computer engineering partner and knew the algorithms. She knew I never tweaked the results, and we both input thousands of lines of data. She was the one who initially named the program when I came up with the idea."
"So, Mary Ellen helped you write a program to assess whether you'd have a chance to fuck her?" Viola asked. "That makes no sense at all."
Tavon shruigged, "She was raised in an extremely conservative, Catholic household. She was engaged to a man in the nearby seminary, and if her parents ever found out that she had sex with a black man, they would disown her."
"So, she wanted some of," she looked pointedly at the outline of the snake in his pants, "that, and needed something to tell her it was inevitable?" Viola asked.
"It was strange. She put in her fiancé's information and got a 42. She also put in a few other guys, got scores in the 40s and 50s. Then she put in my data and..."
Viola licked her lips as she stared at his more pronounced snake, "...and she got the score that she truly desired."
Tavon nodded, "I wasn't going to argue. If you think I rigged it to give higher results for a black guy, most white women get lower scores for interracial coupling. On the other hand, there are quite a few that it's quite the opposite," he chuckled.
Viola nodded, "OK. You have work to do. I can handle this. I'll see if I can handle basic questions about myself." She regretfully watched the man nod and turn away before she answered the first question. She put in the date she lost her virginity, marital status, number of sexual partners, whether she violated her marital vows, and a dozen more personal questions. She came to the end and hit, Finish. The program took a few seconds before a 47 popped up on the screen. She turned to look at Tavon, "What's a 47 mean?"
"Means it would take a lot for you to stray from your marital vows. OK, now past and potential sexual partners. Start with someone you know well."
Viola waited until Tavon returned to his desk. She decided on Wallace's brother as she knew a lot about him. Hair color, height, race...the prompts seemed random. Approx. body fat. She looked at the images and selected the plump-looking figure. Full head of hair, thinning, balding, bald? She answered each one, and when she was done, she again hit the Finish button. 37. Interesting.
Then, she decided to put in Sam Marshall. She had met him a few times when she played at the club, so this might be interesting. The randomness of the questions was confirmed, and she made up answers when she didn't know. She hit Finish and sat back. This is getting more interesting. 67. Maybe there was something to this.
Next, she put in Wallace's information. 79. This would be a fun program to take to a party. 'OK, now the question that has been most on my mind,' she thought as she verified that Tyson was busy on his laptop.
Black. 6' 6". Size 14. Body fat? Hmmm. Minimal. She kept going through the questions, and when she was done, she gasped loudly. 93. "What the...you sure you didn't rig this?"
Tyson came up behind her, this time putting his hands on her shoulders. "Who are you talking about? I cannot tell. That's the highest number I've seen...I hope that it's your husband. Otherwise, I'd avoid this person if I were you...he's not going to be good to your marriage."
"You. I guessed on things like shoe size and body fat, but..." she sputtered.
Tavon shook his head, though Viola could not see him. "I never put anything in there to skew the results. Everything in there was derived from hundreds of studies and demographic data. It takes your answers and, using studies about society's norms and propensities, forecasts the probability you would enjoy..."
"Don't say sleeping with you," she sighed, "Say it. Say what you mean." She made no move to move his hands off her shoulders. Then, as she leaned back to look up at him, his hands slid onto her chest just above her breasts.
"That you would enjoy being fucked by me. OK? Is that what you want to hear?" he asked. "It was just a fun program to write, and I cannot validate the output, but I can verify the data I programmed in." He stroked her chest, his hands getting lower, feeling the soft upper part of her large breasts.
Viola sighed, "It's a slutmeter. Tell it like it is. I can't believe I'm so easy. I never once cheated on my husband."
"What were your other scores? Your husband's?"
"37 to 79...that was my husband's. A huge range. I put yours in because..."
"You don't know any other black men?" he asked.
Viola blushed and nodded. "I know of a few, but don't know all the necessary data. Perhaps I skewed this by guessing on age, height, hand size, shoe size, body fat..." she said softly. She gasped and closed her eyes as the largest hands she had ever felt stroked her erect, throbbing nipples.
Tyson stroked the hard nubs as his cock grew and snaked up his pants. "Labels. This deals with data, not with emotion-laden labels. Why would someone who enjoys a good meal be called a glutton, or if you want a fine wine, does that make you a drunk? Sex is so different for men and women. Right now, you're getting enjoyment from being touched, aren't you?"
Viola nodded, which brought the back of her head in contact with a rock-hard mass. She pressed back against him as his hands slid down her top to cup her fleshy tits. "Mmmmm, OK. It does feel good, but that doesn't mean I'll open my legs for you."
Tyson nodded as he unbuttoned her blouse. Then, as she leaned forward, he unclipped her bra, releasing a pair of impressive tits. She did have huge pale-pink nipples just as he hoped. "Don't. Never do anything you don't want to. If you don't want to, no one should force you," he said softly. "Never let any man prey on you, use you...unless that gets you off," he said softly. He stood the woman up, turned her so her butt was on the desk, and stood back admiring her topless beauty. "Wow! I mean, wow! You are fucking spectacular," he breathed. He leaned over to suck a nipple between his lips, and as Viola leaned back, he parted her legs. Then, he slid his hand up the inside of her velvety inner thigh. He smiled down at the woman, "You didn't lie. No panties. Damn! You're really wet." He slid a fat, long finger inside her pussy. "Should I stop?" he asked.
Viola shook her head. "No...no, your finger is so big...as big as...feels good," she panted.
Tyson unzipped her skirt, and as she lifted her ass, he pulled it down her legs. Then, she put her feet on the desk outside her ass, spreading her legs wide. He kissed his way down her chest to her tight stomach, looking up into her flushed face. When he got to her trimmed pussy, she softly gasped as his tongue flicked across her clit and between her flared labia.
Viola stroked the man's soft hair as he licked her from her anus to her clit and back down. Would she have allowed this if Wallace hadn't interrupted what promised to be the most incredible masturbation session? She felt the previously aborted tingling increase inside her as his very large, very skillful tongue explored her sex. She lifted her ass off the desk, encouraging him to press his face onto her pussy.
Tyson's mouth clamped onto her, his tongue parting her lips and delving inside. She was grunting softly as he sucked and licked as he skillfully stimulated her. She spread her legs more, almost doing the splits while grunting louder. He sensed she was going to cum, but then she pushed his head away.
"Fuck me...I need to feel your cock inside me," she panted. "I want to...need to cum, but I want to cum on your cock."
"You sure? I don't have a condom." Tavon stood, wiping her cum off his cheeks. He undid his belt before yanking his pants and boxers down to the floor.
"Holy fuck!" Viola gasped, "It's...you're fucking huge," she said. She reached out to grip the deep brown shaft that was fatter and longer than the toy she had at home. "How? How can a cock be that big?" she asked.



Tavon shrugged, "I guess my dad was big, never saw it, but according to my mother...you OK, if I don't have a rubber?" she asked as he pressed forward so his plump head pressed against her wet hole.
Viola shook her head, "I don't care. I need you inside me," she said. "How big...I need to know," she panted.
"11", or so," Tavon said, "But maybe 12" now, since I feel bigger and harder than I've ever felt. Fuck, you're the most beautiful woman I've ever been with."
"You don't need to say that," Viola said softly, both hands on the massive shaft, her eyes glued to it. His cock was almost exactly the same as her fantasy. She looked up at him, "It's beautiful. The most beautiful thing I've ever seen."
Tavon grinned, showing a row of perfect white teeth, "I'm glad. If you want, I'll text you a picture...you know, to remember me by."
Viola shook her head, "Not a chance that I'll forget you, but...yes, I'll give you my number." She pulled him against her swollen pussy, letting out a moan when the huge head pressed against her. "OK. I'm ready...or as ready as I'll ever be," she grunted.
She slid the incredibly rigid shaft up and down her slit as the man pushed. "Oh, my fucking God!" she cried out as her vaginal opening was stretched out far more than her toy did.
Tavon took it slow as few women could take all of him, but Viola had other ideas. She grabbed his ass and pulled her crotch against him while moaning loudly as he plowed more deeply inside her.
The initial stinging faded, and the deeper he drove inside her, the better he felt. His cock was so fat, her clit scraped on his veined shaft, and even though it hurt, she pulled him inside her deeper. The more pain, the more pleasure, and just a minute after he first entered her, the tingling rapidly increased.
Tavon had been with many women, some more passionate than others, but Viola was the first woman to demand he fuck her so hard before getting used to him. Her face was contorted as if she were in pain, but just as he felt his pubic bone hit hers, she screamed as she came. Her hands gripped his ass so hard, he wondered how long her handprints would show. She gasped out obscenities, grinding hard against him, as she orgasmed.
The room spun, and Viola wondered if she were going to pass out as the man's cock filled her so full, she anticipated his sperm shooting into her womb.
Tavon loved the passion of this woman, and after what seemed like a full minute, she released his ass and fell back onto the desk. His hands slid up to cup those wonderful tits as he pistoned into her sloshing pussy.
Viola moaned with each powerful thrust, savoring the fading pulses of the most powerful orgasm she could remember. "Fuck me, Tavon, fuck my cunt. Don't you dare pull out...cum inside me," she moaned.
Tavon hadn't planned on pulling out and happily leaned over the blonde woman. His pace increased, and soon the corner of the office echoed with the staccato slapping of his huge ballsack against her creamy ass. Viola came twice more as he continued his assault on her married pussy before he felt everything boiling up inside.
Viola's head was spinning from the multiple orgasms, wondering how this man could hold off as long as he was. His chocolate brown chest glistened with sweat, as did his face. 'When the hell did her take off his shirt?' she wondered. 'I guess I was focused on something else.' As she watched him, she saw, felt, and heard the telltale signs of his impending orgasm. She could feel his incredibly heavy ballsack slap higher than before, his face contorted in concentration, and he was grunting more loudly. She palmed his muscular chest and stroked his nipples. That was all it took, and he let out a cry as he flooded her married pussy with his warm sperm.
Tavon plunged as deeply into the woman's pussy as he could, as he spurted what felt like a cup of cum inside her. He could feel his cum leak out as he pistoned into her and didn't stop until he was totally spent.
Viola gasped as she felt her vagina fill with warm cream. Then, when he pulled out, a river of his sperm flowed out onto the desktop. She cupped her pussy with her hand, but it was a bit too late.
"Sorry," Tavon said as he stepped back. He looked around for anything to clean up the mess with, but there was nothing. "I'll have to go to the other side to the bathroom to get paper towels," he said.
Viola slid off the desk as the tall black man started to pull up his pants, careful to avoid the pool of cum. "Hang on. You can't get dressed like that. Let me clean you up," she said.
"You don't have to...oh," Tavon said as Viola took the semi-flaccid cock into her mouth. He panted softly as the beautiful woman sucked and licked all the fluids off his cock. She licked his scrotum, causing his cock to throb back to life. "Fuck! Viola, you better stop or...Ohhhh," he moaned as the blonde opened her mouth and sucked on his hard cock.
'Christ!' Viola thought, 'I've never had anything this big in my mouth.' She used her two hands to pump the shaft as she took 1/3 of the length in her mouth. She looked up at the tall man as she sucked his cock, his eyes were closed, and his mouth open as he moaned softly. She popped his cock out of her mouth, "You can cum down my throat, but I'm worried I'm keeping you from your real work," she said as she continued to stroke his long, fat shaft. She stood up and bent over, pressing her chest onto the desk top. She looked back at him, "If this will get you off faster, then fuck me. And please don't worry about be cumming. Use my cunt as you like," she smiled.
Tavon grinned and stepped against that perfectly plump ass. "You asked for it," he said as he slammed back inside the tight pussy. He couldn't believe his luck. Ever since riding the elevator with this babe, fantasizing about getting her naked, and then running into her again, here he was with his entire cock buried deep inside her pussy. Her married pussy. He wondered who her husband was and how he'd feel if he found out. It didn't make him happy as he assiduously avoided married women, not because they never offered, but because he hated the thought of the effect on the husband. Hopefully, he'll never suspect, never find out.
Viola rubbed her pussy, which was enhanced by the man's hefty ballsack slapping loudly against her knuckles. Streams of cum flowed down both inner thighs, and she considered how much would flow with another load as huge as his last one. "Fuck, Tavon. You need...to cum and...get back to work...um, cum in my...mouth when...fuck!" she panted.
Tavon was getting close, and even though she told him she was good, he wanted her to always remember this as the best fuck of her life. "I will, but you have to cum first. I was raised to be a gentleman, hold doors, pull out a lady's chair, pour her drinks...cum only after she does. I don't want to disappoint my Mama," he said. He eyed her cute, puckered asshole and smeared juices around it. Her ragged breathing got even more ragged as he did that. Then, when he pressed his thumb into the center, she gasped and pushed back.
Viola had been ignoring the rising tingling, but as soon as she felt the man's huge thing penetrate her ass, she gasped, "Fuck! Your thumb is as fat as my husband's...fuck me!"
Tavon's thumb was buried to the knuckle when the older blonde woman came. Her fingers rapidly frigged her clit, and her other hand gripped the table so hard, he thought she might break it. The aching in his balls increased rapidly, and he realized he could not hold off until her orgasm faded. "Babe...fuck, babe, I'm going to cum...so..."
Viola groaned, and even with the orgasmic waves pulsing through her, she pushed him back and quickly knelt so she could take his cock into her mouth. She barely stretched her jaw wide and wrapped her lips around the plump head when a warm jet of cum splashed against the back of her throat. 'Holy fuck!' she thought as jet after jet caused her to swallow over and over. Tavon had hold of her head, and as he came, his cock thrust deeper into her mouth.
Viola recalled a drunken dare she did back in college, when she sucked off a dozen frat boys. She assumed that that was the most cum she would ever swallow. She was wrong. Even after cumming once in her pussy, Tavon kept cumming and cumming. She wondered how a man could produce so much sperm but kept sucking and swallowing.
Tavon felt the last spasm of his orgasm, releasing the woman's blonde hair before staggering back. "Fuck! Never...never fucked a more sexy woman," he groaned.
Viola sat back, wiping her mouth, "I've never seen a guy cum that much...on the other hand, you've got a huge set of balls," she chuckled.
Tavon pulled up his pants. "There's a restroom at the other end of the hall.. I'll go grab paper towels."
"A lot. Grab a lot," Viola grinned as she stood and looked at the insides of her legs, the table, and the pool on the floor.
* * *
Marvin Jackson stroked his small cock through his pants as he studied the beautiful blonde on the 27" screen. 'How old is she? 40? 50? Whatever, she's so fucking beautiful. Huge tits, perfect ass and pussy,' he thought. He looked around, and the other security guard wasn't paying attention to him. As he was last hired, he was given the dreadfully boring job of watching the various security cameras on the 6th through 9th floors, along with the attic and the various parking garage levels. He'd been on the job just a week, and he had been desperate to get any other assignment. Before today, he considered looking for another job, but then these two entered the vacant floor. He wished there were cameras in the back corner of the floor, but he had a great view of the woman's spectacular body from a fair distance.
He stifled a gasp when the man dropped his pants, and he swore a foot of cock bounced free. He watched hours of porn, and he suspected the camera angles and lighting enhanced the sizes of the men's cocks, especially the black cocks, but there were no special effects here. Sadly, there was no sound, but the new HD cameras clearly showed the woman's stunning body. He zoomed in when she put her feet on the desk to get a great view of her trimmed pussy.
Marvin considered telling Ray that he was going to do the rounds of the vacant floors, but he wasn't supposed to leave the security room. Ray would go if there were something suspicious. He couldn't wait until the chief trusted him and he'd be able to go up to the floor and break up the couple's session. Sadly, he wasn't allowed to cuff them. It sure would be fun to restrain the woman.
He watched in amazement as the white woman easily took the man's foot-long cock inside her. Then, she sucked him hard to get another fucking. He shook his head in amazement as the very tall, very gifted man fucked the woman's brains out a 2nd time.
Marvin was happy that Ray didn't like him, so he could watch the entire fuck session. After watching the tall black guy head across the room, he was able to study the beautiful blonde. It was even more arousing to watch the woman finger herself as if checking to see if taking the massive shaft inside her caused permanent damage. Then, she shook her head and looked up. He saw her lips move and wished he could lip-read...perhaps, 'Thank you, Lord.'? She then put her butt on the desk and waited for her lover to return. He felt around in his pocket and found the thumb drive. He wanted a copy of this, anticipating jerking off to it over and over. After copying, he'd delete the images on the hard drive, and none of the other guards would ever know what they missed.
Marvin looked at his watch, 20 minutes before taking his position at the front desk. Maybe he would see her leave.
* * *
Tavon came back with a wad of wet paper towels in his left hand and a wad of dry ones in his right. He stopped and admired the beautiful blonde. Would she let him take pictures? He decided not to ask, as she most likely felt bad about cheating on her husband.
Viola smiled as Tavon came back. She accepted the wet towels, cleaned his cum off and out of her as well as she could before taking the dry ones from him. Then, she cleaned off the desk and the spots on the floor. When she was finished, she put the pile aside to throw away. She looked at the tall man who was watching her the entire time. "Well, that happened," she sighed as she stepped into her skirt.
Tavon nodded, "Twice. I hate that you are married, but I enjoyed meeting you. Wow! I still cannot get over what a great body you have...flawless."
Viola smiled, "You're sweet to say that, but I'm sure you've been with dozens of young cuties." She looked him over, "On the other hand, you've got a gift, a huge gift. My friends sure would love to meet you," she smiled. She clipped the bra before pulling on her blouse. Before buttoning it, she stepped over to him and kissed him deeply. Tavon easily lifted her, and when she wrapped her legs around his waist, she could feel him get hard again. She groaned and broke the kiss. "No, no, no, no...we can't do this again." His cock was there...hard and ready, and her pussy throbbed, telling her she wanted more. "Not now, not ever. You need to agree because if you...ooohhh," she panted when he grabbed her ass and ground his cock against her pussy.
Tavon could have easily gone again. His balls ached, but her taste, her smell, her soft body made him want to fuck her over and over. He gave one last grind before lowering her onto the floor. "OK," he said softly, "I agree. I do have to get my project done, and you are married. I'm really sorry if that's going to cause issues."
Viola stepped back, panting, her face flushed, and nodded. She looked once again at the snake in his pants, "Part of me wished you disagreed, but thank you. I'll keep some of my self-respect," she chuckled. "Very little, but some is better than none. On the other hand, I hope you keep your promise."
Tavon replayed their conversations, "I'm sorry. What promise?"
Viola stepped over and palmed his rigid member through his pants, "Pictures. I want photos of this beast," she smiled. She looked around, "Never once thought I'd have sex in an office building." She reached for the pile of paper towels.
"You should check out the offices on 34. Wait. You went up to one of them. Once those walnut doors close, the offices are totally soundproof," Tavon smiled. "I'll take the paper to the restroom. Trash cans..." he shrugged.
Viola kissed him once again before heading to the elevator bank. She prayed that no one would be in the car, especially Wallace. She'd never be able to explain why she was on the 7th floor. Thankfully, no one was there, and she stood alone, replaying the past hour's events. Had she so easily tossed away her marriage vows? Did she regret telling him that they could never do that again? How was she going to act when Wallace came home? 'Christ! He'll notice if I act strange...fuck!'
She stepped out in the lobby and nodded at the security guards behind the desk. One of the men who must be new, smiled at her...did he know? Most of the time, the guards gave bored nods, but this guy seemed to study her...giving her the creeps. She dismissed his leers since he wasn't the first man to undress her with their eyes and headed out to her car.
Thankfully, Wallace was distracted when he got home. He kissed her before telling her he had to get on a 7 PM call with a group in Hong Kong, where it would be 7 AM.
Viola found it easier than she thought to put aside the aberrant behavior that caused her to fuck Tavon...and be fucked by Tavon. An unusual lapse of judgement, and it would never happen again.
Then, two days after visiting the 7th floor, she got an email from Tavon.
"It was very nice meeting you. Here's the specs you asked for. I didn't want just anyone to see them, so I encrypted the zip file with the 2-digit number we talked about. Again, it was really nice to meet you. Tavon."
She downloaded the file and entered 93 at the prompt. She let out a soft moan as she scrolled through a dozen photos of Tavon's beautiful cock. There was one that she never saw, his flaccid cock. She estimated that it would measure 8" soft. Then, there were photos of his erect cock from all angles. She shook her head as she remembered how that fat shaft felt as it pushed inside her pussy...remembered how he tasted.
Almost every day after Wallace left for work, Viola pulled out the long, dark brown dildo and used it on her pussy with the photos of his cock displayed on her iPad. She swore that her right arm was building muscle from fucking herself with the silicone dildo.
She also started looking at the male models, assessing their genetic gifts. Not one looked to measure up to Tavon's gift, but she still let herself flirt back for once. She liked the game, liked how it made her feel, and liked how the men reacted.
The one thing Wallace did notice was that Viola was hornier than usual, but wrote it off to the swimsuit season. Every year, whenever she did lingerie, bikini, and other erotic shoots, he benefited from her increased libido. Even if he was distracted with thoughts of work, he was up to (both physically and mentally) a hot love-making session.
It took a few months, but Tavon and his incredible cock faded from Viola's thoughts...not the memories, but the constant thoughts. She still used the dildo, still replayed the tall black man taking her, stabbing her, but it wasn't like it had been the weeks following their fuck session.
She never told her friends, never showed them the pictures, even when listening to how huge Sam's cock was. "Almost 9"! Holy fuck, he had me walking bowlegged for the next 24 hours," June groaned. "It felt 3 times as big as Bill's," she blushed.
The girls all looked at Viola with pity, "You have no idea what you're missing out on. Sam asked me what your deal was. You are the only woman there that he's gone after that turns him down." Hannah looked at the other girls, "Tell her. Tell her she's missing out on an experience of a lifetime."
Sharon smiled, "She's right, and if you think Wallace would find out, you're dreaming. Men live in their own worlds and can't believe that their adoring wives would ever look elsewhere. Just once, let Sam take you to his apartment. You'll thank us, believe me."
Viola smiled and nodded, "If Wallace ever pisses me off, maybe I will. So, next Friday we're going to the flower show? I decided to redo the front garden," she changed the subject.
6 or so months after she cheated on her husband with Tavon, her memories of the man faded. Wallace had to fly to Taiwan for a couple of weeks. He kissed her goodbye after taking his bag from the back of her Lexus.
"You going to be alright while I'm gone?" he asked. He kissed her again before hugging her, "Don't wear out that dildo of yours in the underwear drawer," he whispered into her ear. He grinned as she gasped. "Hey! I'm happy you use that rather than looking for a real one. I love you and see you in two weeks," he said.
Viola looked at her grinning husband as he headed into the terminal. She had no idea he knew about her toy and felt embarrassed. After she lost sight of him, she climbed into her car and headed home.
The next week was tough as she listened to the chatter of her friends, getting hornier and hornier. The toy felt good...great, but it was no substitute for the taste and smell of a real man. Her conversations with Wallace were tough as they were on opposite sides of the world.
She got a call one evening from Wallace. After asking how she was doing, he asked a favor. "Say no if you don't want to, but I have a lunch meeting and need the analyst working on it to get some data. Can you help me out?" he asked.
"Sure, what data? I can email it to you or him...her, whatever you need," she said.



"It's worse. Look, if you don't want to do this...there's a blue folder maker 'Archer Report' in the bottom right drawer of my desk. He needs that for his analysis. I know it's a big ask, but can you drive it over to his apartment? I'll text you his address."
She nodded, 9 PM, and she was just thinking about using the dildo for the first time in a few days, but if Wallace says he needs something...he really needs it. "Text me the address. I'll change into some clothes and head over."
She got the text and the folder, put the address into her GPS before realizing she had no idea what the guy's name was. It was an hour away, so she listened to her book as she thought about how tired she was going to be getting back home at 11:30, if there were no delays. 'So much for using the dildo,' she thought. She didn't bother taking off her long T-shirt, just pulled on shorts and shoes. She never went out braless, but she'll hand the folder to the man, get back into her car, and drive back home.
She climbed out of the car after finding the apartment complex. Even though it was after 10:30 at night, it was well-lit and the cars looked to be newer and of good quality, so she didn't feel nervous...at least no more nervous than she ever felt being out in public alone at night.
She pressed the button for floor 7 as she chuckled to herself, 'The last time I was on a 7th floor...'
She headed down the hall to 703 and pressed the button. Wallace must really need this data if he woke some guy up...'Fuck!' she thought, when the door opened.
"Viola? What..." he looked at the folder in the blonde's hand. "You're Viola Darrow...Wallace Darrow's husband?" he gasped.
"Fuck...fuck, fuck, fuck," she said under her breath. "Here. Here's the data...I gotta go," she said quickly as she held out the folder.
"No. No, stay. Remember when we were...anyhow, you thanked me for agreeing to let you go? I've been kicking myself ever since for agreeing with you." Instead of taking the folder, he gently took her wrist and pulled her inside. 'No bra, and her breasts look even better than he remembered. He could see the large pale areolas and hard nipples.
Viola's head was in turmoil. The previous images that had faded came back as clearly as before. The thoughts and fantasies of his naked, sweaty body flashed through her head as she submissively complied. Then, she tried to get hold of herself. She can do this. She can be strong. She could stay, but not for sex...not for once more feeling the powerful fat cock pulse inside her...not for...
Viola nodded, "OK, I'll stay. Can I help read off numbers? Perhaps find the data you need?" she asked.
Tavon grinned, "Yes, that would be good. Come on, I've been waiting for this. When Mr. Darrow called, I had no idea...I never found you, never knew..."
"That you fucked the boss's wife, fucked the CEO's wife?" she asked as she followed the tall black man into the bedroom. She thought about adding, '...and you fucked the major shareholder?' He smelled and looked even better than before. He was casually attired in baggy shorts and a T-shirt. She felt her pussy angrily throb as she saw where he'd been working. In his bedroom, on his king bed.
"Sorry, we can go out to the living room..." Tavon apologized.
Viola shook her head, "There's room. OK. Tell me what you need and I'll read off the numbers or find the section."
Tavon nodded, and soon they were leaning close, Viola giving him the data and Tavon entering it. And just a half hour later, Tavon leaned back against his pillow with a grin. "You saved me a good hour of work. Thanks." He opened an email, attached the encrypted file, and hit send.
Viola felt as if she were in another universe as the man she watched her former lover send an email to her husband, who was on the other side of the world.
Tavon closed his laptop and sighed, "OK. You have to tell me why I never knew who you were...why didn't you tell me? I mean, I looked in the active directory and none of the Violas was you," he said.
Viola sighed. "I am not in there. I have a badge because...well, you know. I never cheated on Wallace before...never even considered it, but you...you were on my mind. Something about you..."
Tavon chuckled, "Say it. I know what 'something' you're referring to."
Viola smiled and stroked the firm bulge in his shorts. She realized that he wasn't wearing underwear as she could easily make out the shape of the spear-like head and veiny shaft. She looked at his face and sighed, "I know what I said...fuck! I swore I'd never again..."
"And we never will...never again will we fuck at work. I respect that," Tavon grinned. He pulled her onto his lap, cupping those ass cheeks he fantasized about. Their mouths met, then their tongues as the blonde writhed against his fully erect shaft. He slid his hands down beneath the waistband of her shorts, letting out a happy groan as he found no panties. Her glutes flexed as she torgued her pelvis against his cock while groaning as she writhed against him.
Viola needed to feel his skin, so she broke the kiss and pulled off his T-shirt before pulling off hers. Before she could get back to kissing him, his huge hands covered her massive breasts. She hated to compare, but Wallace's hands covered half her boobs while Tavon's engulfed them. She ground her clit against the steel-hard shaft as she moaned into his mouth.
Tavon lifted the blonde and pulled her shorts down. She complied as she lifted her legs so he could slide the shorts off her. "You sure make it easy by never wearing panties," he grinned.
Viola groaned, "Twice. Just twice in the past few years I've gone commando and both times...you must think I'm some kind of slut." She pulled down his shorts, careful not to get his cock trapped on the waistband.
Tavon lifted his hips, "Not at all. I think it's divine providence," he smiled, "Karma, fate, kismet...call it anything you like, but thinking you're a slut isn't one of them," he said as Viola crawled down to lick the fat shaft. "Ah, yesss," he sighed as she licked his balls.
Viiola inhaled his manly scents, wishing she could somehow capture them. The pungent smell of his crotch, the scent of body wash, and sweat were all arousing. If she could smell him when using the dildo, her orgasms would most likely be even more powerful. Tavon opened his thighs as she licked the underside of his scrotum while he stroked his cock.
Tavon felt even more guilt, as of all the upper management he knew at DFI, Mr. Darrow always treated him the best. Even so, having his wife naked between his legs overcame those feelings. He fantasized so long about getting her naked again, he wouldn't have stopped if she turned out to be First Lady and the Secret Service were outside. "Oh, wow," he groaned as she licked his asshole. He didn't expect that from her, let alone after finding out who she was.
Viola surprised herself as she explored his crotch with her tongue. Had he not recently bathed, she never would have tried something she never had before, but she wanted to please him, make him happy. He responded by spreading his legs more while lifting his ass, so she probed his anus with her tongue. Never once in her life had she done anything so disgusting yet so arousing. It wasn't as bad as she thought, and listening to his ragged breathing, she was making him happy.
Tavon was being pleasured and his balls began an unwelcome (at least this soon) aching. He groaned and pulled Viola up, "Babe. I need to fuck you. I need to feel my cock inside your incredible cunt."
Viola looked up at the man, "That's so sweet of you to say. I guess since you said it so nicely," she smiled as she crawled up to straddle his waist. She gripped his fat, veiny shaft and slid the flared head between her sopping, swollen pussy lips. "How many stars?" she asked.
Tavon looked confused, "Stars?"
"My messenger service. I brought you that folder," she nodded over to the bedside table. "How many stars?"
"Five...five stars," he begged.
"OK, I'll be verifying later, but I'll let you fuck me," she said. Then, she let out a yelp as she dropped down onto the shaft. "Fuck!" she gasped, clenching her face as she waited for the stinging to recede. "Fuck, fuck, fuck...that was stupid," she groaned. Finally, she felt the pain stop, so she pulled up before dropping back down.
Tavon couldn't keep his hands off her plump tits, using them to set the pace of her fucking. Her cunt felt so tight, her body so warm and soft, he wanted her never to leave.
She leaned into him as he filled up her pussy even more than she remembered. Tavon was thrusting his ass off the bed as she bounced on him, increasing the power of his fucking. She closed her eyes, savoring the intense feeling of his cock hitting her in places she didn't even know she had. In the back of her mind, she wondered how his balls weren't being bruised as they slapped against her ass so hard. And his hands...so big, so strong, scraping her nipples as she rode him. "Ungh, ungh, ugnh," she grunted as she felt the beginnings of an orgasm.
Tavon's orgasm promised to be not far behind hers as he pounded into her. When she leaned farther forward, his lips met hers, kissing hungrily as their crotches pounded together. Her grunting into his mouth was getting louder as the aching in his balls increased. He was wondering how he could hold off when his cell went off.
Viola groaned into Tavon's mouth as her focus on her orgasm was derailed. She pulled up as he scowled and reached for his phone.
Tavon looked at the screen, "Fuck. It's your husband." He swept the answer icon, and then put it on speaker. "Mr. Darrow. I hope I didn't miss anything."
"No, nothing like that. I hope I didn't wake you or interrupt anything," he said. "I am so impressed with your work, and I wish I'd said something earlier, but take tomorrow off. I sent an email to Jim letting him know. So, enjoy your 3-day weekend."
"Sir, that's great, but I don't mind..."
"Nonsense. I remember my 20s. Go hook up with your girlfriend, enjoy the weekend. Oh, by the way. When I get back, I'd like to invite you and your girlfriend over for dinner...say, Sunday the 20th? Bring a suit, it'll be out by the pool. Love the summer weather. I know you met my wife tonight, and she'd probably like to get to know you better," Wallace said. Then, he chuckled, "Though, she might have been a bit pissed that I asked her to get out of bed so you could get those numbers," he sighed.
Viola put her hands on Tavon's chest and slowly raised and lowered herself onto his cock.
"Thanks. She was very nice. I didn't get the sense that she was pissed. You have a terrific wife, sir. I mean, it's tough to find a woman who will do anything for you." He closed his eyes as he mauled her breasts. "I'll check to see if my friend can make it. What time?"
"3? It's fine...just you or bring a date. Look, I should call Viola. Thank her...so I'll see you when I get back."
"Sir? Wait. When I talked to her an hour ago, she might have mentioned that she just wanted to get into bed as soon as she could...so...just saying." Tavon said as he tried not to let out a moan.
Wallace sighed, "Right. It's almost midnight there. OK, I hope I didn't wake you or...you know," he chuckled. "If you have a friend there, I hope I didn't interrupt anything."
Tavon chuckled, "Not an issue. We can pick up where we left off. Have a safe trip, sir," he said. He hung up and tossed the phone aside. "What are you doing this weekend?" he grinned.
* * *
Viola could barely walk when she got home Sunday evening. Her pussy throbbed, her ass stung, and her jaw ached. She questioned why she agreed to try anal sex for the first time with Tavon. It would have been a lot better to take something a lot smaller, but after the first time, Tavon wanted more, and since her vagina was thoroughly bruised, she went along with it. She missed Wallace and felt guilty that she strayed from her vows, and felt frustrated that she may never have orgasms so powerful that she passed out. On top of that, where she never thought about any other man than Wallace, now she wondered if Sam could measure up to Tavon's fucking skills.
When she left, she made him swear that this would never happen again, and if she made any moves, he was to shut those down. "I love my husband, and let's face it, you can't be caught fucking the CEO's wife. That sort of thing would follow you wherever you go," she said sadly. "I'd love to suggest we make this a regular thing, but we'll have to relish the memories. Got it?"
Tavon nodded, kissed her, and held open the door. "I promise, and when I'm with another woman, you'll be in my head," he joked.
Viola smiled, "Trust me. When I'm with Wallace, I suspect I'll imagine it's you inside my...you get the picture." She kissed him, then held him tightly before heading out to her car.
She stood naked in front of her full-length mirror to see if there were signs of the man's huge hands, which had explored every inch of her body, amazed that she could find none. The throbbing in her various holes was matched by the phantom feeling that he was still gripping her ass and mauling her boobs. She stepped back to get dressed as she thought of ways to make it up to Wallace. The things they never tried, never did...but anything new would just make him suspicious. She could make it up to him by never doing anything like this again, never letting another man touch her. Then, she thought about next Sunday and how she would act when Tavon came to dinner with his date. Would she be a pretty young thing? Could she be gracious, knowing how lucky that girl was?
The following Thursday, Viola listened to Sharon and Hannah raving about the threesome they had with Sam and how incredible his stamina was. How he was able to hold off, how amazing it was that he recovered in 40 minutes, and how skilled he was with his mouth, hands, and cock. Viola listened but thought back to Tavon's quick 20-minute recovery time, how his middle digit was longer than most of her boyfriends were back in college, and how Tavon lasted over an hour, pleasuring her with 4 orgasms.
She was thinking of cutting the lunch short when June asked a question.
She leaned forward after looking around, "You guys ever been with a black guy?"
The women all looked interested. Glenn shook her head and checked with her friends. All either shook their heads or looked curious, except for Viola. Glenn studied her friend. Had she slept with a black man back in college? No way would it have been after she got married. She dismissed the idea that Viola had ever been that experimental. She looked back at June, "Why? Did you...?"
June shook her head. I'm curious, I mean," she said in almost a whisper, "since Sam's...you know, I might have been doing research. So many sites...porn sites have black actors when you put in 'huge cock,' and I wanted to do more research. Most searches I've done say that black cocks are no bigger on average than Caucasian or Hispanic. But.." she blushed, "What I saw on Pornhub sure seems to enforce that supposed myth."
Sharon studied her friend's face, "OK. You want more than..." She held her fingers 4" apart. "...after your eyes were opened when Sam took you to his apartment..."
Hannah laughed, "It wasn't her eyes that were opened," she giggled.
June smiled and nodded, "No. It wasn't that...I mean, it was. Ever since Sam, I might have been checking out, you know...men's packages. Anyhow, I was over at the gym and the guy working out across from me was wearing tight shorts, and I swear he had an 8" snake under them." She blushed and shook her head. "Then, he came over when I was doing some bench presses, asking if he could spot me." She fanned herself, "Christ. His...cock, was a foot above my face, and he looked as if he had a pair of billiard balls in there...and maybe more than 8" of the fattest cock I've ever seen."
"Wow!" Glenn smiled, "You got his name? Asked him if he worked out regularly, and perhaps he could partner with you?" she said in a sultry voice.
June nodded, "I did...fuck! We had juice at the snack bar...he's really smart and funny. I might have mentioned that Bill's out on his hunting trip for the next week..."
"Hint, hint," Sharon grinned.
"I know, subtle, right? He said he'd help me out if I'd help him out. His boss invited him over, and he needed a date...a date!" She blushed and looked around, "I mean, this guy had his pick of all the Lycra-clad young babes there, and he asked me."
Hannah patted the cute redhead's hand, "Come on. You have as great a body as any of us," she looked at Viola, "Except you. We don't like you because you've got the body of a Playboy Playmate and you refuse to allow anyone but Wallace access...selfish..." she smiled. "I'm kidding, we love you."
"No, we don't," Sharon smiled, "We'd like you a whole lot better if you roll around naked with some guy other than Wallace."
Viola blushed as she thought about her recent weekend, wishing she could say something, but after being so judgmental with her friends screwing the tennis pro..."It's OK. I'm happy to live vicariously through all of you. Hell, just listening to all the fun you've had, I feel like I got fucked like 10 times this past weekend."
You wish," Sharon chuckled, "I'm sure your right arm got a great workout with Wallace being gone." She looked at June, "So? You said yes? When is it? Will it be before Bill gets back, I hope? Hell, even if he's back, go for it. 8" flaccid would be what? A foot-long hard?" She fanned herself as she leaned back in her chair.
Viola noticed how hard Hannah's nipples were, and as she glanced around, all her friends looked aroused. She looked down at her phone that had the wonderfully erotic photos of Tavon's assets and considered confessing and showing her friends the pictures, but bit her tongue.
"So...? When's the date?" Sharon asked. "Who's his boss? Who does he work for?"
"Sunday, Sunday the 20th. No idea. I guess I should have asked. I did get his name, though," she said brightly. "Really unusual, Tavon. No way will I ever forget that guy's name."
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"No? Is there an issue?" Mark asked April, his wife of 15 years. In the past 6 months, April seemed depressed, was more distant, and had less and less interest in sex. "Just not in the mood?"
April shook her head, "I'm just tired, is all. I need to get a good night's sleep, as we have corporate doing a tour tomorrow." She kissed her husband and sighed. "Sorry, I guess if you're quick...I'll grab some gel."
Mark put a hand on her shoulder as she started to roll off the bed. "I'm good. We'll make love another night. I really don't like just using you like that. Go to sleep," he said. "I love you."
April wanted to cry. She didn't know why she no longer wanted to make love with Mark. He loved her, she loved him, but was he using her pussy for his pleasure? Did he still think she was sexy? Appealing? He said so, but she was no longer the 118-pound, cute blonde she had been when they were first married. She rolled onto her side, feeling her heavy right breast lying on her left one. No longer perky, no longer cute. 20 pounds heavier, though most went to her boobs and ass, she could no longer make out her abs when looking in the mirror.
* * *
Mark had just returned home from college, a job lined up in his hometown, but without his high school sweetheart. This was never his dream. Sarah Lawson had been his girlfriend ever since she asked him to the Sadie Hawkens dance in the sixth grade. They dated no one else, even after they headed to college (as far as Mark knew). Mark attended Harvard, while Sarah went to Boston University. They got together every weekend and many weeknights.
The jolt came when Sarah graduated with her degree in education. They lay in bed after a strenuous bout of sex. Mark was amazed at how creative Sarah had become in the past 7 or 8 months, wanting to try more and more things. In high school and the first 3 years of college, Sarah made him promise that he would not pressure her, as she wanted to save herself for marriage.
Then, in the first part of their senior years, she wanted more than oral sex, telling him that she had changed her mind. October 22nd, Mark was no longer a virgin. He wondered if he were the last virgin at Harvard, as even the incoming freshmen all seemed to be hooking up. He didn't care as he was in love, and if Sarah wanted to wait, then their wedding night would be one to remember. He was surprised that she didn't cry out, didn't have blood, but not all virgins bleed. He was happy not to cause her discomfort, happy that she was able to orgasm her first time, and happy that she changed her mind.
After that, they screwed every weekend and many weeknights with Sarah coming up with new variants. That was one of the things Mark loved about her...she researched everything. So, it was no surprise that she showed him different positions, taught him how to go down on her, wanted to try anal, and suggested leaving the curtains open with the lights on when they made love.
Then, right after graduation, as they lay panting and sweaty in his bed, Sarah leaned over and kissed him. It wasn't the full-mouthed passionate kiss she usually gave him, but a chaste, almost platonic kiss.
"Since I got a job in Seattle and you'll be going on to get your MBA, I think we should break up," she said simply. "I love you, but after thinking about it, I can't imagine trying to keep our relationship going. 2 years is a long time to try to see each other every other month or so." She looked down at his stricken face, "You're a great guy, and you'll find someone." She kissed him once more and rolled off the bed.
At least she looked back after dressing. She opened his apartment door, stopped, and looked back with tears on her cheeks. That was it. That was the last time he saw her.
His two years went quickly, first of all because he was swamped with coursework, but also because he had zero social life. One day, at a bar, he had a chance to reassess Sarah's fidelity. A frat boy at the next table was moaning about the cute blonde who graduated. Ever since she was gone, he couldn't find any girl who wanted to do the things he liked. Mark tried to ignore the idiot, but when he said, "I feel like flying out to Seattle and tracking Sarah down. My cock hasn't felt nearly as happy as when she was here," he bragged.
One of the other boys agreed, "She sure was a welcome sight whenever she came to the house. Thanks for sharing her...helped me get over Alex."
"Hey, anything for a brother. What the hell did you do to her? She told me she was too sore to let me fuck her...had to settle for a blow job."
I was frustrated and angry. Sorry. Look, I'll send Diana over to make up for it. Do whatever you want. She owes me."
Mark replayed all the 'experimental' positions and newly acquired skills that Sarah had introduced, seeing them in a new light. He almost got up to punch the guys, almost ordered a 2nd beer, but instead, clenched his jaw and headed back to his apartment to focus on his studies. He decided no woman was going to hurt him again, so avoiding them was the answer. He didn't go on a single date, didn't respond to the girls who flirted with him, and whenever her went back home, never looked up or asked about Sarah.
Mark climbed out of his car and smiled at the huge banner above the front steps of his childhood home, 'Congratulations, Mark!'. There were cheerful balloons and streamers, all out of place with the gloom inside him. His joy at finally graduating was in stark contrast to the emptiness he felt knowing Sarah was no longer a fixture in his life...in this town. He told himself to leave it, but finally had a friend ask the Lawsons how Sarah was doing. He was told that she was doing great, teaching in Seattle, married with her first on the way.
The week he spent at home was a tremendous strain as he faked happiness, and it was a relief when he packed his car and headed to Denver. A new city, a new start, and no reminder anywhere of the cute blonde.
He settled in nicely, finding an apartment in one of the south suburbs, happy that he wasn't distracted by having a woman in his life. He liked his job, liked the people, the company, and the city.
He was attempting his first fourteeners, Greys and Torreys, with a friend from work when he saw her...or thought he did. They had just rounded a corner, and up ahead, he saw a flash of gold. 'Sarah? Fuck, could that be Sarah?' he thought. Same height, 5' 5". Same long, shapely legs. Same straight long blond hair. Same tight ass. 'Turn around. Turn around so I can see your face,' he willed.
The woman was with a couple of friends, and he swore she sounded like Sarah, but it couldn't be. Sarah was in Seattle, married, pregnant. Then, the trio stopped, and he got a look at the woman. She was every bit as beautiful as Sarah, but had a slightly smaller nose, with the same cheeks, the same blue eyes. Then his eyes strayed down. She might have had Sarah's legs and ass, but had a couple of assets that were a bit larger, a bit more impressive.
"Dude! Fuck off and quit perving on my sister," one of the other girls spat at him as she jumped between the woman and Mark.
"Fuck! Sorry...sorry. I thought she...you were Sarah, um...ex girlfriend," he said lamely.
The tall brunette stepped in front of the blonde, "Right! Prove it. Ex-girlfriend? I am so sick of guys perving on my sister. You have a picture of your ex? Didn't think so," she said before Mark could respond.
"Hang on, hang on." He pulled out his cell. Even after the pain, the humiliation that she'd cucked him, he never deleted her pictures. He scrolled back before holding the phone out.
The young woman looked at the photos and back at her friend. "The perv wasn't lying...doesn't mean he's not a pervert, but check this out," she said.
The women all looked at the pictures, and Mark nodded at the phone, "Swipe left or right. There are a lot of them, and I think you'll see I'm not a pervert...I mean, unless you want me to be," he grinned. That was the first time in over 2 years that he made a joke or flirted, and it shocked him.
The brunette handed him back his phone, "Sharon Allen. This girl, who could be your ex's sister, is April, my sister. What happened to your ex? I'm guessing you still..."
Mark shook his head, "It took a while...shit! I thought I was over her, but when I saw your sister ahead, my heart rate jumped." he sighed, "I mean, even more than climbing this mountain..." He looked at April and shook his head, "Sorry to ogle you like that. We'll head on up and leave you guys alone."
April stood, brushing the dirt off her ass, "I get it. I was dumped by my boyfriend a couple of months ago. He said he was too young to settle down, to settle for just one woman," she said bitterly.
"Fuck! I'm sorry," Mark said, "It sucks, and maybe that's why I swore off women. Relationships will be the death of me." He looked at his friend, "Christ...rude. This is Greg. We work down in the Tech Center."
They made introductions, and when Greg and Mark started on up, April stopped them.
"We're going to Beau Jos after these. Join us? I'll tell you what, you can tell me all about your break-up as long as I can tell you all about mine."
Sharon snorted, "You guys can have your own table. Alice, Greg, and I will get another. Can you handle two hot women, Greg?" she grinned.
Greg laughed, "Can you handle me? I've got tremendous stamina."
The group stayed together for both peaks, and by the time they arrived back at the parking lot, it was as if they'd known each other for years.
6 months later, 28-year-old Mark married 23-year-old April in a dual wedding with Greg and Sharon. Then April and Mark flew off to Hawaii while Sharon, Alice, and Greg did a 3-week driving trip around the Western United States.
April wasn't as experienced as Mark was and welcomed all the variants he introduced. Where he and Sarah had sex 2 to 3 times a week, he and April had sex 7 to 10 times. April had the sexiest body he had ever seen. 34D breasts on a slight frame and nipples so sensitive he could get her off with just sucking on them.
Over the years, she gradually added weight, increasing her breasts to DDs, and her hips grew from 34" to 36". Mark thought she looked hotter, sexier, but apparently, April did not. She undressed in front of him less and less. She wore less revealing clothes as if embarrassed by her generous breasts, and sex became less frequent, more conventional.
* * *
Mark thought about the change in his beautiful, vibrant, alive April and was determined to get to the bottom of whatever issues bothered her.
The next evening after dinner, Mark poured a couple of glasses of wine. "Come, leave the dishes. Let's talk, OK?" he said. He led his wife into the living room and sat her down. "What is it? You've been acting depressed more and more for the past 6 months. Is it something I said? Did?"
April looked down at her glass before meeting his eyes, "It's nothing, really nothing. Just something I need to deal with. Don't forget we have to drop the car off Monday," she said.
"Stop it. Stop changing the subject. Something is something. You said it's nothing, but then you said it's something you have to deal with. What is that something?" he asked. "You know I love you, and it isn't about the sex. If there's an issue, I want to know what it is," he said.
April took a sip of wine. "Don't get angry...I know how...what happened with you and Sarah, and I don't want you to be jealous or hurt."
A sharp pain went through Mark's stomach. 'Please, please, please, God. Do not let her say that she's having an affair.' He steeled himself for bad news. "OK. I can't promise anything, but I'll listen to whatever you tell me."
April took another sip, "OK. I know you love me, and that's one of the problems. I don't think you're being honest with me. I've gotten fat, and I don't think I'm what I was..." she said softly.
Mark gasped. 'Fat? No way.' "You're serious. Why do you think you're fat, and why is it a problem that I love you?"
April started to cry, "You'll tell me I look fine...beautiful because you love me," she said, "I don't think anyone else thinks I'm sexy."
Mark shook his head, "First of all, I hate to say this, but my opinion should be the only opinion that matters. If there's someone else, I'd like to know who it is and why you care. Who's telling you this shit? You are beautiful. Sexy, beautiful, and not even close to fat. You have curves, and sure, you're not a teenager anymore, but fuck! You are the hottest woman I know."
"See? You have to say that because you're my husband and you love me."
Mark shook his head, "I'm lost. Who's telling you that you're fat? How says you're not sexy...hot?" Someone at work?"
April nodded, "Not in words. Don't be pissed, but you know Arvin?"
Mark nodded, "I know of him. He works in some other department. I know you mentioned him...how many Arvins can there be?"
April nodded, "He's over in sales...well, he's a bit of a Lothario, a lady's man. I think he's slept with half the female staff there."
Mark sat back, "Don't...please don't tell me you slept..."
"No, no, absolutely not!" April grabbed Mark's hand, "Not even close."
"I don't get it. What's the problem? Did he say you were fat or something?" Mark asked. "I'll kill him if he did."
April shook her head, "No, nothing like that...it's what he does, not what he says," she said softly. "He's flirted with just about every girl and woman there. He might have slept with all of them. I have no idea...OK, I might have heard about some... But, other than smile at me, never once has he flirted, asked me to lunch, or mentioned how nice I look," she sighed. "It hurts. It's like he doesn't think I'm sexy or appealing."
"Wait. Because some guy doesn't hit on you, you think you're fat or ugly?" Mark sputtered.
April nodded, "I mean, some of the women...and girls, I wouldn't consider them very pretty at all, get hit on...I watch them go out to lunch for a couple of hours, or hear them giggle about how great dinner was. Many of these women are married, and they must be sleeping with Arvin...they have to be. And I used to think I was pretty, even hot...fuckable, but he barely looks at me," she said in a tiny voice.
"I guess I understand. Is he good-looking, or something?"
April nodded, "Oh, yeah. He's a fucking Adonis...sorry, he is. He's like 6' 6" and fit. Blond hair, the deepest blue eyes you've ever seen, and..." she tailed off. "Sorry, I guess drooling over another man with your husband isn't cool."
Mark laughed, "Relax. You can look...we all look, I mean, Sharon? Your sister? The suit she wore in Florida...I looked," he smiled. "OK, you started to say another thing about him, what?"
April sighed, "The girls might have mentioned that he was quite gifted...there," she pointed to her husband's lap. "I guess I'd never find out, even if I weren't married," she sighed.
Mark took her wine glass, set it down, and pulled her to her feet. "Come. I want to show you something."
April followed her husband down the hall to their bedroom. He stood her in front of the mirror. She wanted to turn away, but his voice was firm.
"See that woman there? If I just met you and I were single, I'd want to do this," he said as he unbuttoned her top. As usual, April dressed for work, showing as little skin as she could. That day, she wore a white blouse with just the top button undone, with a cardigan sweater over it. When she wore skirts, they came to midcalf, though that day, she had on loose slacks.
"Stop," April pleaded, "I don't..."
"Sssshhh," Mark said softly into her ear, "Look and observe." He pulled the sweater off, tossed it aside, and then unbuttoned her blouse. Then, he unclipped her massive underwire bra.
April let her husband undress her, and when she was completely naked, he cupped her breasts and pinched her nipples.
"Feel how hard I am? That is no lie. My eyes, my body, my cock think you're the hottest, sexiest woman I know," he whispered. "Arvin's not blind. If he were here, behind you, he'd be as hard as a rock, also."
April could feel Mark's erection poking her ass and let out a moan.
Mark's hand slid down to her trimmed bush, sliding a finger against her wet slit. "If I were Arvin, I'd do whatever it takes to get his cock inside this perfect, tight pussy. To fill you with cock until you scream," he said in a hoarse voice. "Do you feel his erection pressing against your ass?"
April nodded. She closed her eyes and thought about what a couple of women said about Arvin's cock...how huge it was and how it curved upward. "Yesss. It feels good," she said breathlessly.
"Tell me...tell Arvin that you want his cock inside your tight pussy," he ordered. "Tell him to use you anyway he wants."
April nodded. "Fuck me, take me, Arvin...I need to feel your cock inside me."
Mark guided his wife over to the bed, shoved her face down, and kicked her legs apart. Sure, she no longer had that tight teenage ass, but Christ! Her creamy, plump ass looked so hot, he felt he could cum just seeing her like this.
April's pussy throbbed as she heard Mark's pants unzip and, right after his hairy legs pushed her legs open wider, his cock slammed inside her. "Fuck! Yesss, fuck me, Arvin...fuck my married pussy," she panted. Mark had always been gentle and always a patient lover. Rarely did he enter her without spending time pleasuring her with his mouth and tongue. This was more like she imagined Arvin would be.
Mark gripped April's plump ass as he thrust into her sopping pussy harder than he ever had before. She was crying out with each thrust, her hands gripping the bed, with her ass rising to meet his attack on her pussy. It had been weeks since she responded to him being inside her, and if pretending to be another man is what it takes, then so be it.
April's cries became grunts as she felt the tingling inside build. As she humped against Mark's cock, she could feel cool air on her anus, and from what a couple of the girls said, Arvin liked to finish in their asses. As she felt her impending orgasm, she was just about to ask Mark to play with her ass when she felt his thumb press against her puckered hole. She grunted loudly, encouraging him as he pumped his fat digit deep inside her.
April imagined the tall man pulling out of her pussy, slamming into her ass, while driving her against the bed. She had wondered why he didn't hit on her, but constantly imagined what it would be like to be fucked by him, and the thought of his huge cock using her holes made everything build up rapidly. The image of Arvin fucking her got clearer in her head, and when the building orgasm was almost agonizing, she cried out, "Funk me, Arvin, fuck my cunt...cum inside meeeee!"
When April cried out Arvin's name, rather than feeling jealous, Mark felt a huge rush. He was happy that April was incredibly aroused, happy that she let herself go, and happy that she put her body image away for now. If it takes her imagining another man, then that's what it takes. As she cried out from what he sensed was a powerful orgasm, he felt his own approaching. He wondered how Arvin would use his wife, so he pistoned hard into her as she gasped with each powerful thrust.
April was coming down from a huge orgasm, a surprisingly intense one as she could actually feel Arvin inside her, hear his voice, and smell the aftershave he used. She felt a sense of guilt that it was another man fucking her to get her fully aroused, but Mark not only went along with it, he changed how he fucked her. Actually, he'd never truly fucked her before, and his intensity excited her. "Oooohhh, fuck, Arvin. Your cock...your cock feels so huge," she groaned.
"You like it? You like my cock filling you up?" he asked. "Tell me you're mine...mine to use however I want."



"Yessss, yessssss, I'm yours. You can fuck me anytime, anywhere," April grunted. "You can even finish in my ass, if you want."
Mark was shocked as April always rejected his suggestions of anal sex, but perhaps it was part of the fantasy. She surrendered to Arvin, and as part of the fantasy, she imagined the man would demand all of her. He thumb-fucked her harder while continuing to slam hard into her sloshing pussy. "Don't worry. I'll use all your holes, and by the time you go home to your husband, you'll have trouble walking, sitting, and your jaw will hurt. I can go all night, bitch," he panted. He cringed slightly as he used the b-word, but her reaction was what he hoped. Right as he said that, April cried out.
"Yesss, yesss, uessss...I'll be your bitch!" she spat out as another orgasm exploded inside her. Her ass pressed back against the dual invaders in her holes as the powerful release pulsed through her. Mark couldn't hold back anymore, and as April came, he released a huge load inside her pussy. It was then that he wondered where she was in her cycle. When she initially tried the pill, she got headaches, so they mostly used condoms, unless she was certain she wasn't fertile.
They both came down from their orgasms, and Mark collapsed onto April's back. He extracted his thumb for her ass and lay panting next to her. "I love you so much. I'm not lying when I say that you are a very sexy woman, hot and sexy. And if Arvin doesn't think so, then he's missing out on the best fuck he'll ever experience," he said.
April groaned, "As if I'd really let him fuck me, but thanks," April panted. "That was the most intense fucking I ever experienced. You can take me any way you want," she said. She turned her head, "Even use my ass if you fuck me like that again."
The couple fucked every night for the next two weeks, and after April got used to Mark's cock in her ass, she wanted it almost every time. She also loved it that he acted like a different man every night. At first, it was their friends, but then he assumed a stranger's voice and mannerisms. She didn't know why, but didn't question it as she came multiple times every session.
Then she came home and mentioned that Arvin actually flirted with her a few times. Nothing overly suggestive, but he stopped by her desk and smiled at her. It was strange as she still wore the same outfits, didn't put on makeup, or redo her hair. Mark suggested that she had a freshly-fucked aura, and Arvin picked up on that. April scoffed at the suggestion. "Men are oblivious. We women almost have to put up a sign saying, 'Fuck me,' to get what we want."
A couple of weeks later, April complained to Mark that her company was having their annual dinner and cocktail party at the Hilton downtown, and she didn't want to go. "I wish you could go. You could meet my boss, and some of the women I work with...and...you know..."
"...Arvin," Mark grinned. "I wish I could. Find out how he talks, acts...you know. I think it might trigger a third orgasm..."
April shook her head, "OK. So, it's a good thing you won't be there. I can just see it now. You'll ask Arvin how he'd like to fuck me and you'll give him tips on how to get between my legs...nope, let's drop that subject right now!"
The night of the company get-together, April emerged from the bedroom wearing a long, black dress that hugged her curves but showed very little skin. Mark shook his head, "Seriously? You think guys will be hitting on you looking like that? Come," he said. He took her arm and led her back into the bedroom. He leafed through her closet until he came across the cobalt blue dress she had worn just once. He held it out, "Here. Wear this."
April shook her head, "I was 10 pounds lighter and..."
"Try it on. If it fits like I think it should, you'll have guys all over you," he smiled.
"I don't get it. You were never really the jealous type, but not really the sharing type, either."
Mark smiled, "I want my babe to have others see her like I do. By the end of the night, you'll realize you are as hot if not hotter than any of those other chicks you work with. Go on, strip!" he ordered.
April shook her head, "You're insane, but you'll see." She turned her back so Mark could unzip her before trying on the dress. She was surprised that, despite being tight, it fit her perfectly. She looked in the mirror and shook her head, "The dress fits...where it fits, but my boobs might fall out," she complained.
Mark felt his cock throb as he checked out his wife. She looked incredible. The bright blue color seemed to make her wonderful curves even curvier, and her plump tits bulged out, but they seemed contained. "Perfect. Now go. Your Uber will be here in 3 minutes. Have fun and make sure the guy who picks you up uses protection," he joked.
April smacked his arm., "As if. These guys prefer bareback," she smiled. She slipped on her 4" heels before kissing her husband. "Don't wait up," she said, "You made me wear this, so don't act surprised if I don't come home until tomorrow."
Mark chuckled, "Let me know whether to make a full pot or partial one in the morning...now go! I heard your phone ding."
Mark sat and watched Netflix for a while before he had a thought. He went to change into a business suit.
Mark questioned his sanity as he climbed out of the Uber. He looked at the tall building, wondering where the company party was, how he'd be able to look in, let alone find a man he'd never met, and what he'd say if he ran into April. He waved at the driver and headed inside.
The first part was easy...there was a sign pointing to the right with April's company's name. He headed down the hallway to the Grand Ballroom. He looked inside, and there had to be 200 people, all in groups. He could make out some 80s song over the loud chatter. At the far end were couples dancing. To the left was what looked to be an open bar with a group of men all holding drinks and talking. In the middle and to the right were other groups, mostly single gender. Then, he saw April. At first, he was worried she'd be off in some corner with one of the guys, but she was smiling and laughing with a half-dozen other women. No tall blond man, though.
He started when he heard a man clear his throat behind him. He turned and had to look up at a tall, blond, blue-eyed man.
"Excuse me, can I help you?" Arvin asked.
"Sorry. I was...Christ. I'm in town on business and got bored, so I was wandering the hallways and saw your shindig here. What is this, a wedding reception? I don't see a bride," he shook his head.
Arvin laughed, "Nope, not a wedding reception. Company get-together...you know, to build team spirit and all that. I hate these things, but they have their perks. Free booze, free women, no spouses. I look forward to these events every year."
Mark looked at the man's hand, "I take it you're not married?"
Arvin smiled, "Hell, no. No one woman's going to tie me down. Come on in, let's have a drink. No one will know you're not from one of the divisions. I'm Arvin, by the way," he put out his hand.
"Alvin? Like Alvin and the Chipmunks?" Mark asked, cupping his ear.
Arvin smiled and shook his head, "It is a bit loud in here. Arvin...family name. German for 'Friend of the people'," he smiled, "I try to be."
"Never met an Arvin before. Mark Walters," he put out a hand. He decided to keep his first name but give a fake last name to avoid any missteps. After shaking, he followed Arvin over to the open bar. He accepted a scotch and stood with the tall blond, checking out the groups. April hadn't lied. Arvin was by far the best-looking man in the room, tall, blond, fit, and had an air of confidence that was almost cocky. He wasn't sure if it was aftershave or body spray, but the man even smelled groomed.
He looked around. "It's like a 7th-grade sock hop, with the girls on one side, and the boys on the other," he smiled. Almost all the groups were one gender or the other.
Arvin chuckled, "It's early. In an hour, you'll find a lot more intermingling, perhaps not here but upstairs. I like to assess the crowd and figure out who I'll wake up next to in the morning," he grinned.
Mark chuckled, "That confident about yourself, huh?"
Arvin smiled and pointed to the group of women that April was part of. "See the group with the cute blonde in the bright-blue dress? I've slept with all of them, except for her. And," he pointed to another group of women, "All except the grey-haired woman...tried, but she laughed me off," he smiled.
Mark looked around the room. "So, how many women here have you slept with?"
Arvin shook his head, "Not a clue. I got here 5 years ago, and...probably 60 a year...hell! I guess," he scanned the room, 90 of the women here? In all, maybe 300?"
"Holy shit!" Mark gasped, "I've slept with two women my entire life."
Arvin chuckled, "That would be an average weekend for me...sometimes, just an evening." He looked at the wedding ring on Mark's hand, "I could set you up, if you like." He nodded at the group with April, "The redhead and the cute blonde...the one in the black dress, might be married, but they both dropped hints that they booked rooms here. Both will do anything and are really grateful to get cock that's not their husband's," he smiled.
Mark shook his head, "I don't know...never cheated on my wife. But how about the blonde in the blue dress? Not your type?"
Arvin sighed, "Oh, she's my type, alright. See the asian girl with the long black hair over by the speaker? She told me that April, that's the cute blonde's name, April would shut me down so fast...and perhaps HR would hear about it. Not going there. I guess she's a bit of a prude and takes her marriage vows seriously, so even though she's probably the hottest babe here, there are many others to choose from."
"She sure doesn't look like a prude to me. That's an impressive dress," he smiled.
Arvin nodded, "First time I've seen any skin below her neck. A friend must have lent her the dress. It looks a bit tight, but on her...wow! Still, I'm sure she's the same person. I'm more intrigued by the redhead over in that group," he nodded toward the middle of the room. "She's new and looks like one of those hot-blooded Irish girls. They are up for anything."
Mark laughed, "Seriously? You have a chance at that?" he nodded at April, "and because you're afraid of being rejected, you'll settle for someone easier? I'm kidding, the redhead is gorgeous...but..."
Arvin looked at Mark and back at April, "You think I'm afraid of rejection? OK, HR aside. What if she doesn't report me, and I spend the night with her, and she regrets it? I see her every day, and I'll have her looking at me accusingly..."
Mark shook his head, "Sad. I just hear excuses. But, don't look at me for advice...never touched another woman when I was in a relationship. Look at her, though. I'm no expert, but when a woman dresses like that, she's open to new experiences. Perhaps the fuck of her life is why she decided on that dress. Maybe her husband did something stupid and she's looking for revenge...who knows? Think about it...or not. I'm just an observer."
Arvin studied April and nodded, "OK. It's worth a shot. I'll take you over there...introduce you to the redhead. I think you being so faithful is just sad. You only live once. Come on," he urged. "I'll get you laid so you can experience the joys of making a married woman happy...not the blonde in the blue dress...she's mine."
Mark shook his head, "I'd better get back to my room...I'm expecting a call. Tempting, but you go for it. Good luck with her, she sure has a great body."
Arvin nodded. "Huge tits, the best ass here...I hope to find out. Wish me luck." He slapped Mark in the back and headed over to the group of women.
Before leaving, Mark watched Arvin approach the women, appearing to compliment each of them on their dresses. All the women, except April, faced him with smiles; a couple of them fingered his suit appreciatively. April looked as if she were going to leave the group, but before she took a step, Arvin put a hand on her arm, leaned in, and whispered something. Mark was happy to see a smile appear on his wife's face as she nodded to whatever the man said. He didn't see anything more as Arvin and April separated themselves from the group and looked to be headed to the doorway where Mark stood. He fled down the hall and took out his phone to reengage a ride home. He looked back at the lobby as he stood outside. Arvin led April to the elevator bank, a hand possessively far down her lower back. Was Arvin that good? What? A dozen words, and April is going up to his room?
11 PM. No word from April. Initially, he had zero doubts that she would succumb to Arvin's charm, but after seeing the couple go up to Arvin's room, it changed to 50/50. Then, when he didn't hear from her around 10, he began to worry it was closer to 90/10. Unwelcome images of April, standing in Arvin's hotel room, her arms up around the man's neck, her lips locked on his, began popping into his head. A large hand on her breast, another cupping an ass cheek. Then, the zipper on her tight dress that he had pulled up a few hours ago, being pulled down by the tall blond man, appeared in his mind. April, naked, her impressive, full breasts spilling out. He wanted to go to bed, wanted to fall into a peaceful slumber, but his stomach hurt as more images of his wife naked spun through his head. He poured himself a scotch.
Midnight. He wanted to punch a wall as images of Arvin's cock plunging deep inside April's pussy swept through his head. April on her hands and knees, Arvin behind her, his huge hands mauling her tits; April straddling his waist, her head thrown back as she orgasmed; on her back, legs opened as wide as she could as Arvin's muscular ass flexed with each powerful thrust; April crying out, "Fuck me, fuck me hard!" just as she came for the third time; April nodding before pulling lube out of her purse. Then she bent over and spread her creamy cheeks offering the man her ass.
1:00 AM. Twice, Mark grabbed his keys to drive downtown. Twice, he tossed them back onto the tray. What would he do when he got there? He had no idea what room Arvin was in, no idea what he would say or do if he did. Would Arvin even answer the door? His cock would be buried deep in any one of April's holes and unless he yelled 'Police!' he was sure that the tall blond man would ignore the pounding on the door.
2:00 AM. He imagined the couple on the bed with post-coital glows. Arvin was lying next to April, his hand caressing her full breasts, looking at her. "Stay. Stay the night. Tell your husband you didn't feel safe Ubering home and got a room. Hell, tell him a group of the girls at work decided to make a weekend of it and check out the botanical gardens and the museums. You'll be home Sunday...I'm sure, he'll understand," the man said as his hand slid down to her very swollen, very fucked pussy. April, closing her eyes and gasping, "Fuck! I'd like to...your finger...it's bigger than any cock I've ever had...fuck...yessss, OK."
2:45 AM. He heard a car slow to a stop, followed by a door closing. He sat up, looking expectantly at the front door.
April tried to be quiet, but she had trouble getting the key in the lock after 4 drinks. Rarely had she had that many drinks, but it was hard to say no to Arvin. It was a rush being the center of his attention for the first time, feeling his eyes on her, his intimate touches...his confidential whispers. She finally got the door open and stepped in.
Mark turned on the light and stood. "I was worried about you. How was it?" he asked trying to sound uninterested.
"Sorry," April said as she dumped her keys in the tray, "It was good, though I drank a bit more than I'm used to. I need to get to bed. Why are you up? You never stay up this late...I should have called to let you know," she said.
Mark came over and hugged her. He smelled it. Smelled Arvin's body spray...or whatever it was. His stomach hurt thinking that April had rubbed her body against the man's. "I was worried. You are really late, but you had fun? Usually, you make some excuse to head home early. Did you have a good time? Talk to many people?" he asked. "Here, before you go to bed, sit for a minute."
April wanted to get out of the dress, perhaps shower before crawling into bed. On the other hand, she was hornier than she'd been in a while, so she sat.
Mark wanted to ask about Arvin and what happened after the man went over to pick her up. Did he make suggestions? Get her to feel better about herself? Did she go to his room? What the hell happened? What did Arvin say to her to get her to accompany him to his room? He wanted to know all those answers, but instead asked, "How was it showing some skin? Did the guys notice?"
April nodded, "They noticed, alright. Just about every guy there kept looking from my eyes to my chest. It was really strange trying to act as if they weren't looking. I was asked to dance by at least a dozen guys and all were a bit handsy." She stroked his leg, "OK. You were right. It was a huge confidence boost having the guys look at me. I might relax my dress code a bit next week at work."
He wanted to ask if she had the dress on the entire time but decided to ask about Arvin. "The lothario? The guy who hits on all the women? Did he check you out? Hit on you?"
April chuckled. "I was wondering when you'd ask that. He noticed. Hell, he and the entire sales team noticed. Get this, he came over when I was chatting with friends and said something like, 'April! You clean up well. I need a favor, I'd like the hottest babe here to help me hand out our annual sales awards.' Isn't that great?" she grinned.
"So... and after? You didn't get invited to go back to his apartment?" he asked.
April shook her head, "Not his apartment. His room...actually, his suite. The man rented out the Embassy Suite on the top floor. I swear, it's half the size of our house." She patted his thigh, "Relax. I went up with him to grab the boxes with the awards. But, wow! If I were any of the women I work with, I'd have had trouble leaving in the morning," she smiled. "Come on. I'm tired and sweaty from dancing. It seemed like every guy there wanted to go out on the floor with me."
Mark smiled, "...or to take you up to their suites."
April nodded, "I did get a few offers...I like dressing like this. Come on. I'm going to take a quick shower and then you can take me to your bed, OK?"
As both were exhausted, by the time April stepped out of the shower, Mark was fast asleep. April lay next to her husband recalling the attention she got, the hands exploring her body, and the warmth of the men against her as she fell asleep.
* * *
The following Monday, April came into the kitchen with a tight, white scoop neck top showing substantial cleavage. Her skirt was shorter than any Mark had seen her wear, a good 4" above her knees. "Wow. You're embracing the new, sexy woman that you are," he smiled.
He wanted her to feel better about herself, wanted to enjoy other men's attentions, but couldn't shake his doubts about what happened the previous Friday night.
April smiled, "I want to thank you for making me wear that dress. I went shopping Sunday, and found a few great outfits. You like?" she asked as she twirled around.
"I do. I'd like to see the rest tonight...Maybe I want to ask you up to my suite," Mark smiled.
"We'll see. Depends on if I get better offers," she smiled. Then, she kissed him and headed out to her car.
Mark hated to admit it, but April's sex drive returned, whether because she cheated on him, or thrived on the attention. He couldn't recall the last time they made love 4 times over a weekend, but she couldn't get enough of him as the last three times, she went down on him to get him hard. He didn't want to complain, didn't want to confront her as he recalled the golden goose story, but as hard as his cock got, the periodic pain in his stomach was almost as intense.



That night, April was all smiles. "Guess what? Arvin asked me to lunch! Can you believe it? And now I know where he likes to take the girls at work. There's a great place just across the street from his condo. He offered to show me the views of the river from his top-floor balcony."
"Wow. I'm glad for you. How was the view?" Mark asked.
April smacked his arm, "No idea. I might enjoy the attention but I'm not going to fall for any of those lines."
* * *
It was more of the same over the next few months. April came home excited because Arvin or one of the other salesmen had taken her to lunch. She always laughed off Mark's suspicions that there was more than lunch, but he wondered whether he should hire a PI to confirm her stories. Her attire became tighter and more revealing, saying, "All the girls dress like this at work. I should have tried to fit in better all along."
One morning, Mark stopped and his jaw dropped. April's sheer top revealed her black bra underneath. The bra was the thinnest he had ever seen her wear and he could make out the shadows of her areolas. "That's a bit over the top, I mean, showing skin and all that..."
April smiled. "A few of the girls suggested a dare...so..."
Mark shook his head, "And management? Won't they make you change or say something?"
April shook her head, "Bruce is going to be the judge. Most daring work outfit. He's a VP. I think we'll be fine. I'll see you tonight," she smiled.
That evening, April came in from the garage with a huge smile. "I won. My outfit won the award for the most daring. I got a $100 award!" she said.
Mark heard her, but his focus was on her clearly visible breasts. "Where...where's your bra?"
"Arvin has it. Marilyn took hers off and tossed it to him during the contest...All the other girls followed suit. I wasn't going to be the only prude. You should have seen the attention we got when Arvin took me to lunch. The waiter refilled my wine twice as if it were a water glass," she grinned. "I could get used to this, but right now, what I need is a good fucking!"
Again, it was hard for Mark to complain as April's sex drive didn't wane over time, rather she wanted to try more varied things. Perhaps, her ardor didn't wane but the pain in Mark's stomach did. If April were fucking other men, the only way it affected him was her increased libido. Mentally, he thanked the other men whenever April wanted to try another position, or place. His previously modest wife, wanted sex behind a bush in the park; in a public bathroom; in the back of an adult theater, among other places. Then, she booked a trip to the islands, telling him about a great beach she had read about. It turned out to be a nude beach and her eyes were on the men as much as the men's eyes were on her.
A year later, Mark was waiting for his coffee when Arvin stepped into the Starbucks. The tall blond put in his order before turning and doing a double-take.
"Mark, right? Mark Walters. You in town again?" He smiled, putting out a huge hand.
Mark nodded. "Moved here 6 months ago. You know, after flying here monthly for years, they must have decided it was cheaper to relocate me than for the airfare," he smiled. I like it here. You have an incredible memory," he said. "Arvin...not Alvin, right?"
Arvin smiled, "Sales. You learn early on to remember as many names as you can. You never know when it might mean the difference...I never asked. What do you do?"
"Chips...not potato or tortilla. I work for a distributor of microprocessors, CPUs, GPUs, DIMMS...you get the picture. Anyhow, it's been bugging me. Did you score with that busty blonde? The one in the blue dress?"
Arvin shook his head and smiled. "In a way, yes. Never got her in bed but I think she's my first real female friend. She's fucking amazing. Wants to know about the women I've been with, what we do, what they like, and what I like. We've gone out to lunch many times and we talk...just talk."
"You're kidding...she won't sleep with you or anyone else at work? The way she was dressed, I assumed she was looking for something," Mark probed.
Arvin shook his head. "Nope. She loves her husband and refuses to cheat on him, but loves to flirt. Asks me to give details about how I fuck women. I think she then tries those with her husband. It's strange, I've never discussed sex so graphically with any woman, even those I've slept with." He looked thoughtful. "Now that you mention it, I think she's using me to make their sex life better. Holy shit! I've never been used by a woman like that...it's kind of hot!" he laughed. "Hey, if you're around tomorrow, I'm taking her to lunch. You should meet her...she's funny, intelligent, and gets us great service. She wears as little as possible and the meals taste so much better with the incredible view. We get together at least once a week."
Mark chuckled, "I'd better not. I think you want to see if eventually she'll succumb to your charms and I'll just be in the way."
Arvin shook his head, "I won't say no, if it comes to it, but I like having a friend...a female friend. It's kind of nice." He looked thoughtful, "I can't say for sure, but if she were to come on to me, I might be the one to say no. I really enjoy having a close friend like that." He shook his head as if amazed by the revelation.
That night, Mark took April to the best French restaurant in the city. She dressed to the nines and they got￼ great service. She repeatedly asked what the occasion was. Mark never told her, just that he loved her and he wanted to express his appreciation for being such a wonderful wife.
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* * *
"No? Is there an issue?" Mark asked April, his wife of 15 years. In the past 6 months, April seemed depressed, was more distant, and had less and less interest in sex. "Just not in the mood?"
April shook her head, "I'm just tired, is all. I need to get a good night's sleep, as we have corporate doing a tour tomorrow." She kissed her husband and sighed. "Sorry, I guess if you're quick...I'll grab some gel."
Mark put a hand on her shoulder as she started to roll off the bed. "I'm good. We'll make love another night. I really don't like just using you like that. Go to sleep," he said. "I love you."
April wanted to cry. She didn't know why she no longer wanted to make love with Mark. He loved her, she loved him, but was he using her pussy for his pleasure? Did he still think she was sexy? Appealing? He said so, but she was no longer the 118-pound, cute blonde she had been when they were first married. She rolled onto her side, feeling her heavy right breast lying on her left one. No longer perky, no longer cute. 20 pounds heavier, though most went to her boobs and ass, she could no longer make out her abs when looking in the mirror.
* * *
Mark had just returned home from college, a job lined up in his hometown, but without his high school sweetheart. This was never his dream. Sarah Lawson had been his girlfriend ever since she asked him to the Sadie Hawkens dance in the sixth grade. They dated no one else, even after they headed to college (as far as Mark knew). Mark attended Harvard, while Sarah went to Boston University. They got together every weekend and many weeknights.
The jolt came when Sarah graduated with her degree in education. They lay in bed after a strenuous bout of sex. Mark was amazed at how creative Sarah had become in the past 7 or 8 months, wanting to try more and more things. In high school and the first 3 years of college, Sarah made him promise that he would not pressure her, as she wanted to save herself for marriage.
Then, in the first part of their senior years, she wanted more than oral sex, telling him that she had changed her mind. October 22nd, Mark was no longer a virgin. He wondered if he were the last virgin at Harvard, as even the incoming freshmen all seemed to be hooking up. He didn't care as he was in love, and if Sarah wanted to wait, then their wedding night would be one to remember. He was surprised that she didn't cry out, didn't have blood, but not all virgins bleed. He was happy not to cause her discomfort, happy that she was able to orgasm her first time, and happy that she changed her mind.
After that, they screwed every weekend and many weeknights with Sarah coming up with new variants. That was one of the things Mark loved about her...she researched everything. So, it was no surprise that she showed him different positions, taught him how to go down on her, wanted to try anal, and suggested leaving the curtains open with the lights on when they made love.
Then, right after graduation, as they lay panting and sweaty in his bed, Sarah leaned over and kissed him. It wasn't the full-mouthed passionate kiss she usually gave him, but a chaste, almost platonic kiss.
"Since I got a job in Seattle and you'll be going on to get your MBA, I think we should break up," she said simply. "I love you, but after thinking about it, I can't imagine trying to keep our relationship going. 2 years is a long time to try to see each other every other month or so." She looked down at his stricken face, "You're a great guy, and you'll find someone." She kissed him once more and rolled off the bed.
At least she looked back after dressing. She opened his apartment door, stopped, and looked back with tears on her cheeks. That was it. That was the last time he saw her.
His two years went quickly, first of all because he was swamped with coursework, but also because he had zero social life. One day, at a bar, he had a chance to reassess Sarah's fidelity. A frat boy at the next table was moaning about the cute blonde who graduated. Ever since she was gone, he couldn't find any girl who wanted to do the things he liked. Mark tried to ignore the idiot, but when he said, "I feel like flying out to Seattle and tracking Sarah down. My cock hasn't felt nearly as happy as when she was here," he bragged.
One of the other boys agreed, "She sure was a welcome sight whenever she came to the house. Thanks for sharing her...helped me get over Alex."
"Hey, anything for a brother. What the hell did you do to her? She told me she was too sore to let me fuck her...had to settle for a blow job."
I was frustrated and angry. Sorry. Look, I'll send Diana over to make up for it. Do whatever you want. She owes me."
Mark replayed all the 'experimental' positions and newly acquired skills that Sarah had introduced, seeing them in a new light. He almost got up to punch the guys, almost ordered a 2nd beer, but instead, clenched his jaw and headed back to his apartment to focus on his studies. He decided no woman was going to hurt him again, so avoiding them was the answer. He didn't go on a single date, didn't respond to the girls who flirted with him, and whenever her went back home, never looked up or asked about Sarah.
Mark climbed out of his car and smiled at the huge banner above the front steps of his childhood home, 'Congratulations, Mark!'. There were cheerful balloons and streamers, all out of place with the gloom inside him. His joy at finally graduating was in stark contrast to the emptiness he felt knowing Sarah was no longer a fixture in his life...in this town. He told himself to leave it, but finally had a friend ask the Lawsons how Sarah was doing. He was told that she was doing great, teaching in Seattle, married with her first on the way.
The week he spent at home was a tremendous strain as he faked happiness, and it was a relief when he packed his car and headed to Denver. A new city, a new start, and no reminder anywhere of the cute blonde.
He settled in nicely, finding an apartment in one of the south suburbs, happy that he wasn't distracted by having a woman in his life. He liked his job, liked the people, the company, and the city.
He was attempting his first fourteeners, Greys and Torreys, with a friend from work when he saw her...or thought he did. They had just rounded a corner, and up ahead, he saw a flash of gold. 'Sarah? Fuck, could that be Sarah?' he thought. Same height, 5' 5". Same long, shapely legs. Same straight long blond hair. Same tight ass. 'Turn around. Turn around so I can see your face,' he willed.
The woman was with a couple of friends, and he swore she sounded like Sarah, but it couldn't be. Sarah was in Seattle, married, pregnant. Then, the trio stopped, and he got a look at the woman. She was every bit as beautiful as Sarah, but had a slightly smaller nose, with the same cheeks, the same blue eyes. Then his eyes strayed down. She might have had Sarah's legs and ass, but had a couple of assets that were a bit larger, a bit more impressive.
"Dude! Fuck off and quit perving on my sister," one of the other girls spat at him as she jumped between the woman and Mark.
"Fuck! Sorry...sorry. I thought she...you were Sarah, um...ex girlfriend," he said lamely.
The tall brunette stepped in front of the blonde, "Right! Prove it. Ex-girlfriend? I am so sick of guys perving on my sister. You have a picture of your ex? Didn't think so," she said before Mark could respond.
"Hang on, hang on." He pulled out his cell. Even after the pain, the humiliation that she'd cucked him, he never deleted her pictures. He scrolled back before holding the phone out.
The young woman looked at the photos and back at her friend. "The perv wasn't lying...doesn't mean he's not a pervert, but check this out," she said.
The women all looked at the pictures, and Mark nodded at the phone, "Swipe left or right. There are a lot of them, and I think you'll see I'm not a pervert...I mean, unless you want me to be," he grinned. That was the first time in over 2 years that he made a joke or flirted, and it shocked him.
The brunette handed him back his phone, "Sharon Allen. This girl, who could be your ex's sister, is April, my sister. What happened to your ex? I'm guessing you still..."
Mark shook his head, "It took a while...shit! I thought I was over her, but when I saw your sister ahead, my heart rate jumped." he sighed, "I mean, even more than climbing this mountain..." He looked at April and shook his head, "Sorry to ogle you like that. We'll head on up and leave you guys alone."
April stood, brushing the dirt off her ass, "I get it. I was dumped by my boyfriend a couple of months ago. He said he was too young to settle down, to settle for just one woman," she said bitterly.
"Fuck! I'm sorry," Mark said, "It sucks, and maybe that's why I swore off women. Relationships will be the death of me." He looked at his friend, "Christ...rude. This is Greg. We work down in the Tech Center."
They made introductions, and when Greg and Mark started on up, April stopped them.
"We're going to Beau Jos after these. Join us? I'll tell you what, you can tell me all about your break-up as long as I can tell you all about mine."
Sharon snorted, "You guys can have your own table. Alice, Greg, and I will get another. Can you handle two hot women, Greg?" she grinned.
Greg laughed, "Can you handle me? I've got tremendous stamina."
The group stayed together for both peaks, and by the time they arrived back at the parking lot, it was as if they'd known each other for years.
6 months later, 28-year-old Mark married 23-year-old April in a dual wedding with Greg and Sharon. Then April and Mark flew off to Hawaii while Sharon, Alice, and Greg did a 3-week driving trip around the Western United States.
April wasn't as experienced as Mark was and welcomed all the variants he introduced. Where he and Sarah had sex 2 to 3 times a week, he and April had sex 7 to 10 times. April had the sexiest body he had ever seen. 34D breasts on a slight frame and nipples so sensitive he could get her off with just sucking on them.
Over the years, she gradually added weight, increasing her breasts to DDs, and her hips grew from 34" to 36". Mark thought she looked hotter, sexier, but apparently, April did not. She undressed in front of him less and less. She wore less revealing clothes as if embarrassed by her generous breasts, and sex became less frequent, more conventional.
* * *
Mark thought about the change in his beautiful, vibrant, alive April and was determined to get to the bottom of whatever issues bothered her.
The next evening after dinner, Mark poured a couple of glasses of wine. "Come, leave the dishes. Let's talk, OK?" he said. He led his wife into the living room and sat her down. "What is it? You've been acting depressed more and more for the past 6 months. Is it something I said? Did?"
April looked down at her glass before meeting his eyes, "It's nothing, really nothing. Just something I need to deal with. Don't forget we have to drop the car off Monday," she said.
"Stop it. Stop changing the subject. Something is something. You said it's nothing, but then you said it's something you have to deal with. What is that something?" he asked. "You know I love you, and it isn't about the sex. If there's an issue, I want to know what it is," he said.
April took a sip of wine. "Don't get angry...I know how...what happened with you and Sarah, and I don't want you to be jealous or hurt."
A sharp pain went through Mark's stomach. 'Please, please, please, God. Do not let her say that she's having an affair.' He steeled himself for bad news. "OK. I can't promise anything, but I'll listen to whatever you tell me."
April took another sip, "OK. I know you love me, and that's one of the problems. I don't think you're being honest with me. I've gotten fat, and I don't think I'm what I was..." she said softly.
Mark gasped. 'Fat? No way.' "You're serious. Why do you think you're fat, and why is it a problem that I love you?"
April started to cry, "You'll tell me I look fine...beautiful because you love me," she said, "I don't think anyone else thinks I'm sexy."
Mark shook his head, "First of all, I hate to say this, but my opinion should be the only opinion that matters. If there's someone else, I'd like to know who it is and why you care. Who's telling you this shit? You are beautiful. Sexy, beautiful, and not even close to fat. You have curves, and sure, you're not a teenager anymore, but fuck! You are the hottest woman I know."
"See? You have to say that because you're my husband and you love me."
Mark shook his head, "I'm lost. Who's telling you that you're fat? How says you're not sexy...hot?" Someone at work?"
April nodded, "Not in words. Don't be pissed, but you know Arvin?"
Mark nodded, "I know of him. He works in some other department. I know you mentioned him...how many Arvins can there be?"
April nodded, "He's over in sales...well, he's a bit of a Lothario, a lady's man. I think he's slept with half the female staff there."
Mark sat back, "Don't...please don't tell me you slept..."
"No, no, absolutely not!" April grabbed Mark's hand, "Not even close."
"I don't get it. What's the problem? Did he say you were fat or something?" Mark asked. "I'll kill him if he did."
April shook her head, "No, nothing like that...it's what he does, not what he says," she said softly. "He's flirted with just about every girl and woman there. He might have slept with all of them. I have no idea...OK, I might have heard about some... But, other than smile at me, never once has he flirted, asked me to lunch, or mentioned how nice I look," she sighed. "It hurts. It's like he doesn't think I'm sexy or appealing."
"Wait. Because some guy doesn't hit on you, you think you're fat or ugly?" Mark sputtered.
April nodded, "I mean, some of the women...and girls, I wouldn't consider them very pretty at all, get hit on...I watch them go out to lunch for a couple of hours, or hear them giggle about how great dinner was. Many of these women are married, and they must be sleeping with Arvin...they have to be. And I used to think I was pretty, even hot...fuckable, but he barely looks at me," she said in a tiny voice.
"I guess I understand. Is he good-looking, or something?"
April nodded, "Oh, yeah. He's a fucking Adonis...sorry, he is. He's like 6' 6" and fit. Blond hair, the deepest blue eyes you've ever seen, and..." she tailed off. "Sorry, I guess drooling over another man with your husband isn't cool."
Mark laughed, "Relax. You can look...we all look, I mean, Sharon? Your sister? The suit she wore in Florida...I looked," he smiled. "OK, you started to say another thing about him, what?"
April sighed, "The girls might have mentioned that he was quite gifted...there," she pointed to her husband's lap. "I guess I'd never find out, even if I weren't married," she sighed.
Mark took her wine glass, set it down, and pulled her to her feet. "Come. I want to show you something."
April followed her husband down the hall to their bedroom. He stood her in front of the mirror. She wanted to turn away, but his voice was firm.
"See that woman there? If I just met you and I were single, I'd want to do this," he said as he unbuttoned her top. As usual, April dressed for work, showing as little skin as she could. That day, she wore a white blouse with just the top button undone, with a cardigan sweater over it. When she wore skirts, they came to midcalf, though that day, she had on loose slacks.
"Stop," April pleaded, "I don't..."
"Sssshhh," Mark said softly into her ear, "Look and observe." He pulled the sweater off, tossed it aside, and then unbuttoned her blouse. Then, he unclipped her massive underwire bra.
April let her husband undress her, and when she was completely naked, he cupped her breasts and pinched her nipples.
"Feel how hard I am? That is no lie. My eyes, my body, my cock think you're the hottest, sexiest woman I know," he whispered. "Arvin's not blind. If he were here, behind you, he'd be as hard as a rock, also."
April could feel Mark's erection poking her ass and let out a moan.
Mark's hand slid down to her trimmed bush, sliding a finger against her wet slit. "If I were Arvin, I'd do whatever it takes to get his cock inside this perfect, tight pussy. To fill you with cock until you scream," he said in a hoarse voice. "Do you feel his erection pressing against your ass?"
April nodded. She closed her eyes and thought about what a couple of women said about Arvin's cock...how huge it was and how it curved upward. "Yesss. It feels good," she said breathlessly.
"Tell me...tell Arvin that you want his cock inside your tight pussy," he ordered. "Tell him to use you anyway he wants."
April nodded. "Fuck me, take me, Arvin...I need to feel your cock inside me."
Mark guided his wife over to the bed, shoved her face down, and kicked her legs apart. Sure, she no longer had that tight teenage ass, but Christ! Her creamy, plump ass looked so hot, he felt he could cum just seeing her like this.
April's pussy throbbed as she heard Mark's pants unzip and, right after his hairy legs pushed her legs open wider, his cock slammed inside her. "Fuck! Yesss, fuck me, Arvin...fuck my married pussy," she panted. Mark had always been gentle and always a patient lover. Rarely did he enter her without spending time pleasuring her with his mouth and tongue. This was more like she imagined Arvin would be.
Mark gripped April's plump ass as he thrust into her sopping pussy harder than he ever had before. She was crying out with each thrust, her hands gripping the bed, with her ass rising to meet his attack on her pussy. It had been weeks since she responded to him being inside her, and if pretending to be another man is what it takes, then so be it.
April's cries became grunts as she felt the tingling inside build. As she humped against Mark's cock, she could feel cool air on her anus, and from what a couple of the girls said, Arvin liked to finish in their asses. As she felt her impending orgasm, she was just about to ask Mark to play with her ass when she felt his thumb press against her puckered hole. She grunted loudly, encouraging him as he pumped his fat digit deep inside her.
April imagined the tall man pulling out of her pussy, slamming into her ass, while driving her against the bed. She had wondered why he didn't hit on her, but constantly imagined what it would be like to be fucked by him, and the thought of his huge cock using her holes made everything build up rapidly. The image of Arvin fucking her got clearer in her head, and when the building orgasm was almost agonizing, she cried out, "Funk me, Arvin, fuck my cunt...cum inside meeeee!"
When April cried out Arvin's name, rather than feeling jealous, Mark felt a huge rush. He was happy that April was incredibly aroused, happy that she let herself go, and happy that she put her body image away for now. If it takes her imagining another man, then that's what it takes. As she cried out from what he sensed was a powerful orgasm, he felt his own approaching. He wondered how Arvin would use his wife, so he pistoned hard into her as she gasped with each powerful thrust.
April was coming down from a huge orgasm, a surprisingly intense one as she could actually feel Arvin inside her, hear his voice, and smell the aftershave he used. She felt a sense of guilt that it was another man fucking her to get her fully aroused, but Mark not only went along with it, he changed how he fucked her. Actually, he'd never truly fucked her before, and his intensity excited her. "Oooohhh, fuck, Arvin. Your cock...your cock feels so huge," she groaned.



"You like it? You like my cock filling you up?" he asked. "Tell me you're mine...mine to use however I want."
"Yessss, yessssss, I'm yours. You can fuck me anytime, anywhere," April grunted. "You can even finish in my ass, if you want."
Mark was shocked as April always rejected his suggestions of anal sex, but perhaps it was part of the fantasy. She surrendered to Arvin, and as part of the fantasy, she imagined the man would demand all of her. He thumb-fucked her harder while continuing to slam hard into her sloshing pussy. "Don't worry. I'll use all your holes, and by the time you go home to your husband, you'll have trouble walking, sitting, and your jaw will hurt. I can go all night, bitch," he panted. He cringed slightly as he used the b-word, but her reaction was what he hoped. Right as he said that, April cried out.
"Yesss, yesss, uessss...I'll be your bitch!" she spat out as another orgasm exploded inside her. Her ass pressed back against the dual invaders in her holes as the powerful release pulsed through her. Mark couldn't hold back anymore, and as April came, he released a huge load inside her pussy. It was then that he wondered where she was in her cycle. When she initially tried the pill, she got headaches, so they mostly used condoms, unless she was certain she wasn't fertile.
They both came down from their orgasms, and Mark collapsed onto April's back. He extracted his thumb for her ass and lay panting next to her. "I love you so much. I'm not lying when I say that you are a very sexy woman, hot and sexy. And if Arvin doesn't think so, then he's missing out on the best fuck he'll ever experience," he said.
April groaned, "As if I'd really let him fuck me, but thanks," April panted. "That was the most intense fucking I ever experienced. You can take me any way you want," she said. She turned her head, "Even use my ass if you fuck me like that again."
The couple fucked every night for the next two weeks, and after April got used to Mark's cock in her ass, she wanted it almost every time. She also loved it that he acted like a different man every night. At first, it was their friends, but then he assumed a stranger's voice and mannerisms. She didn't know why, but didn't question it as she came multiple times every session.
Then she came home and mentioned that Arvin actually flirted with her a few times. Nothing overly suggestive, but he stopped by her desk and smiled at her. It was strange as she still wore the same outfits, didn't put on makeup, or redo her hair. Mark suggested that she had a freshly-fucked aura, and Arvin picked up on that. April scoffed at the suggestion. "Men are oblivious. We women almost have to put up a sign saying, 'Fuck me,' to get what we want."
A couple of weeks later, April complained to Mark that her company was having their annual dinner and cocktail party at the Hilton downtown, and she didn't want to go. "I wish you could go. You could meet my boss, and some of the women I work with...and...you know..."
"...Arvin," Mark grinned. "I wish I could. Find out how he talks, acts...you know. I think it might trigger a third orgasm..."
April shook her head, "OK. So, it's a good thing you won't be there. I can just see it now. You'll ask Arvin how he'd like to fuck me and you'll give him tips on how to get between my legs...nope, let's drop that subject right now!"
The night of the company get-together, April emerged from the bedroom wearing a long, black dress that hugged her curves but showed very little skin. Mark shook his head, "Seriously? You think guys will be hitting on you looking like that? Come," he said. He took her arm and led her back into the bedroom. He leafed through her closet until he came across the cobalt blue dress she had worn just once. He held it out, "Here. Wear this."
April shook her head, "I was 10 pounds lighter and..."
"Try it on. If it fits like I think it should, you'll have guys all over you," he smiled.
"I don't get it. You were never really the jealous type, but not really the sharing type, either."
Mark smiled, "I want my babe to have others see her like I do. By the end of the night, you'll realize you are as hot if not hotter than any of those other chicks you work with. Go on, strip!" he ordered.
April shook her head, "You're insane, but you'll see." She turned her back so Mark could unzip her before trying on the dress. She was surprised that, despite being tight, it fit her perfectly. She looked in the mirror and shook her head, "The dress fits...where it fits, but my boobs might fall out," she complained.
Mark felt his cock throb as he checked out his wife. She looked incredible. The bright blue color seemed to make her wonderful curves even curvier, and her plump tits bulged out, but they seemed contained. "Perfect. Now go. Your Uber will be here in 3 minutes. Have fun and make sure the guy who picks you up uses protection," he joked.
April smacked his arm., "As if. These guys prefer bareback," she smiled. She slipped on her 4" heels before kissing her husband. "Don't wait up," she said, "You made me wear this, so don't act surprised if I don't come home until tomorrow."
Mark chuckled, "Let me know whether to make a full pot or partial one in the morning...now go! I heard your phone ding."
Mark sat and watched Netflix for a while before he had a thought. He went to change into a business suit.
Mark questioned his sanity as he climbed out of the Uber. He looked at the tall building, wondering where the company party was, how he'd be able to look in, let alone find a man he'd never met, and what he'd say if he ran into April. He waved at the driver and headed inside.
The first part was easy...there was a sign pointing to the right with April's company's name. He headed down the hallway to the Grand Ballroom. He looked inside, and there had to be 200 people, all in groups. He could make out some 80s song over the loud chatter. At the far end were couples dancing. To the left was what looked to be an open bar with a group of men all holding drinks and talking. In the middle and to the right were other groups, mostly single gender. Then, he saw April. At first, he was worried she'd be off in some corner with one of the guys, but she was smiling and laughing with a half-dozen other women. No tall blond man, though.
He started when he heard a man clear his throat behind him. He turned and had to look up at a tall, blond, blue-eyed man.
"Excuse me, can I help you?" Arvin asked.
"Sorry. I was...Christ. I'm in town on business and got bored, so I was wandering the hallways and saw your shindig here. What is this, a wedding reception? I don't see a bride," he shook his head.
Arvin laughed, "Nope, not a wedding reception. Company get-together...you know, to build team spirit and all that. I hate these things, but they have their perks. Free booze, free women, no spouses. I look forward to these events every year."
Mark looked at the man's hand, "I take it you're not married?"
Arvin smiled, "Hell, no. No one woman's going to tie me down. Come on in, let's have a drink. No one will know you're not from one of the divisions. I'm Arvin, by the way," he put out his hand.
"Alvin? Like Alvin and the Chipmunks?" Mark asked, cupping his ear.
Arvin smiled and shook his head, "It is a bit loud in here. Arvin...family name. German for 'Friend of the people'," he smiled, "I try to be."
"Never met an Arvin before. Mark Walters," he put out a hand. He decided to keep his first name but give a fake last name to avoid any missteps. After shaking, he followed Arvin over to the open bar. He accepted a scotch and stood with the tall blond, checking out the groups. April hadn't lied. Arvin was by far the best-looking man in the room, tall, blond, fit, and had an air of confidence that was almost cocky. He wasn't sure if it was aftershave or body spray, but the man even smelled groomed.
He looked around. "It's like a 7th-grade sock hop, with the girls on one side, and the boys on the other," he smiled. Almost all the groups were one gender or the other.
Arvin chuckled, "It's early. In an hour, you'll find a lot more intermingling, perhaps not here but upstairs. I like to assess the crowd and figure out who I'll wake up next to in the morning," he grinned.
Mark chuckled, "That confident about yourself, huh?"
Arvin smiled and pointed to the group of women that April was part of. "See the group with the cute blonde in the bright-blue dress? I've slept with all of them, except for her. And," he pointed to another group of women, "All except the grey-haired woman...tried, but she laughed me off," he smiled.
Mark looked around the room. "So, how many women here have you slept with?"
Arvin shook his head, "Not a clue. I got here 5 years ago, and...probably 60 a year...hell! I guess," he scanned the room, 90 of the women here? In all, maybe 300?"
"Holy shit!" Mark gasped, "I've slept with two women my entire life."
Arvin chuckled, "That would be an average weekend for me...sometimes, just an evening." He looked at the wedding ring on Mark's hand, "I could set you up, if you like." He nodded at the group with April, "The redhead and the cute blonde...the one in the black dress, might be married, but they both dropped hints that they booked rooms here. Both will do anything and are really grateful to get cock that's not their husband's," he smiled.
Mark shook his head, "I don't know...never cheated on my wife. But how about the blonde in the blue dress? Not your type?"
Arvin sighed, "Oh, she's my type, alright. See the asian girl with the long black hair over by the speaker? She told me that April, that's the cute blonde's name, April would shut me down so fast...and perhaps HR would hear about it. Not going there. I guess she's a bit of a prude and takes her marriage vows seriously, so even though she's probably the hottest babe here, there are many others to choose from."
"She sure doesn't look like a prude to me. That's an impressive dress," he smiled.
Arvin nodded, "First time I've seen any skin below her neck. A friend must have lent her the dress. It looks a bit tight, but on her...wow! Still, I'm sure she's the same person. I'm more intrigued by the redhead over in that group," he nodded toward the middle of the room. "She's new and looks like one of those hot-blooded Irish girls. They are up for anything."
Mark laughed, "Seriously? You have a chance at that?" he nodded at April, "and because you're afraid of being rejected, you'll settle for someone easier? I'm kidding, the redhead is gorgeous...but..."
Arvin looked at Mark and back at April, "You think I'm afraid of rejection? OK, HR aside. What if she doesn't report me, and I spend the night with her, and she regrets it? I see her every day, and I'll have her looking at me accusingly..."
Mark shook his head, "Sad. I just hear excuses. But, don't look at me for advice...never touched another woman when I was in a relationship. Look at her, though. I'm no expert, but when a woman dresses like that, she's open to new experiences. Perhaps the fuck of her life is why she decided on that dress. Maybe her husband did something stupid and she's looking for revenge...who knows? Think about it...or not. I'm just an observer."
Arvin studied April and nodded, "OK. It's worth a shot. I'll take you over there...introduce you to the redhead. I think you being so faithful is just sad. You only live once. Come on," he urged. "I'll get you laid so you can experience the joys of making a married woman happy...not the blonde in the blue dress...she's mine."
Mark shook his head, "I'd better get back to my room...I'm expecting a call. Tempting, but you go for it. Good luck with her, she sure has a great body."
Arvin nodded. "Huge tits, the best ass here...I hope to find out. Wish me luck." He slapped Mark in the back and headed over to the group of women.
Before leaving, Mark watched Arvin approach the women, appearing to compliment each of them on their dresses. All the women, except April, faced him with smiles; a couple of them fingered his suit appreciatively. April looked as if she were going to leave the group, but before she took a step, Arvin put a hand on her arm, leaned in, and whispered something. Mark was happy to see a smile appear on his wife's face as she nodded to whatever the man said. He didn't see anything more as Arvin and April separated themselves from the group and looked to be headed to the doorway where Mark stood. He fled down the hall and took out his phone to reengage a ride home. He looked back at the lobby as he stood outside. Arvin led April to the elevator bank, a hand possessively far down her lower back. Was Arvin that good? What? A dozen words, and April is going up to his room?
11 PM. No word from April. Initially, he had zero doubts that she would succumb to Arvin's charm, but after seeing the couple go up to Arvin's room, it changed to 50/50. Then, when he didn't hear from her around 10, he began to worry it was closer to 90/10. Unwelcome images of April, standing in Arvin's hotel room, her arms up around the man's neck, her lips locked on his, began popping into his head. A large hand on her breast, another cupping an ass cheek. Then, the zipper on her tight dress that he had pulled up a few hours ago, being pulled down by the tall blond man, appeared in his mind. April, naked, her impressive, full breasts spilling out. He wanted to go to bed, wanted to fall into a peaceful slumber, but his stomach hurt as more images of his wife naked spun through his head. He poured himself a scotch.
Midnight. He wanted to punch a wall as images of Arvin's cock plunging deep inside April's pussy swept through his head. April on her hands and knees, Arvin behind her, his huge hands mauling her tits; April straddling his waist, her head thrown back as she orgasmed; on her back, legs opened as wide as she could as Arvin's muscular ass flexed with each powerful thrust; April crying out, "Fuck me, fuck me hard!" just as she came for the third time; April nodding before pulling lube out of her purse. Then she bent over and spread her creamy cheeks, offering the man her ass.
1:00 AM. Twice, Mark grabbed his keys to drive downtown. Twice, he tossed them back onto the tray. What would he do when he got there? He had no idea what room Arvin was in, no idea what he would say or do if he did. Would Arvin even answer the door? His cock would be buried deep in any one of April's holes, and unless he yelled 'Police!', he was sure that the tall blond man would ignore the pounding on the door.
2:00 AM. He imagined the couple on the bed with post-coital glows. Arvin was lying next to April, his hand caressing her full breasts, looking at her. "Stay. Stay the night. Tell your husband you didn't feel safe Ubering home and got a room. Hell, tell him a group of the girls at work decided to make a weekend of it and check out the botanical gardens and the museums. You'll be home Sunday...I'm sure, he'll understand," the man said as his hand slid down to her very swollen, very fucked pussy. April, closing her eyes and gasping, "Fuck! I'd like to...your finger...it's bigger than any cock I've ever had...fuck...yessss, OK."
2:45 AM. He heard a car slow to a stop, followed by a door closing. He sat up, looking expectantly at the front door.
April tried to be quiet, but she had trouble getting the key in the lock after 4 drinks. Rarely had she had that many drinks, but it was hard to say no to Arvin. It was a rush being the center of his attention for the first time, feeling his eyes on her, his intimate touches...his confidential whispers. She finally got the door open and stepped in.
Mark turned on the light and stood. "I was worried about you. How was it?" he asked, trying to sound uninterested.
"Sorry," April said as she dumped her keys in the tray, "It was good, though I drank a bit more than I'm used to. I need to get to bed. Why are you up? You never stay up this late...I should have called to let you know," she said.
Mark came over and hugged her. He smelled it. Smelled Arvin's body spray...or whatever it was. His stomach hurt thinking that April had rubbed her body against the man's. "I was worried. You are really late, but you had fun? Usually, you make some excuse to head home early. Did you have a good time? Talk to many people?" he asked. "Here, before you go to bed, sit for a minute."
April wanted to get out of the dress, perhaps shower before crawling into bed. On the other hand, she was hornier than she'd been in a while, so she sat.
Mark wanted to ask about Arvin and what happened after the man went over to pick her up. Did he make suggestions? Get her to feel better about herself? Did she go to his room? What the hell happened? What did Arvin say to her to get her to accompany him to his room? He wanted to know all those answers, but instead asked, "How was it showing some skin? Did the guys notice?"
April nodded, "They noticed, alright. Just about every guy there kept looking from my eyes to my chest. It was really strange trying to act as if they weren't looking. I was asked to dance by at least a dozen guys, and all were a bit handsy." She stroked his leg, "OK. You were right. It was a huge confidence boost having the guys look at me. I might relax my dress code a bit next week at work."
He wanted to ask if she had the dress on the entire time, but decided to ask about Arvin. "The lothario? The guy who hits on all the women? Did he check you out? Hit on you?"
April chuckled. "I was wondering when you'd ask that. He noticed. Hell, he and the entire sales team noticed. Get this, he came over when I was chatting with friends and said something like, 'April! You clean up well. I need a favor, I'd like the hottest babe here to help me hand out our annual sales awards.' Isn't that great?" she grinned.
"So... and after? You didn't get invited to go back to his apartment?" he asked.
April shook her head, "Not his apartment. His room...actually, his suite. The man rented out the Embassy Suite on the top floor. I swear, it's half the size of our house." She patted his thigh, "Relax. I went up with him to grab the boxes with the awards. But, wow! If I were any of the women I work with, I'd have had trouble leaving in the morning," she smiled. "Come on. I'm tired and sweaty from dancing. It seemed like every guy there wanted to go out on the floor with me."
Mark smiled, "...or to take you up to their suites."
April nodded, "I did get a few offers...I like dressing like this. Come on. I'm going to take a quick shower and then you can take me to your bed, OK?"
As both were exhausted, by the time April stepped out of the shower, Mark was fast asleep. April lay next to her husband, recalling the attention she got, the hands exploring her body, and the warmth of the men against her as she fell asleep.
* * *
The following Monday, April came into the kitchen with a tight, white scoop neck top showing substantial cleavage. Her skirt was shorter than any Mark had seen her wear, a good 4" above her knees. "Wow. You're embracing the new, sexy woman that you are," he smiled.
He wanted her to feel better about herself, wanted to enjoy other men's attentions, but couldn't shake his doubts about what happened the previous Friday night.
April smiled, "I want to thank you for making me wear that dress. I went shopping Sunday, and found a few great outfits. You like?" she asked as she twirled around.
"I do. I'd like to see the rest tonight...Maybe I want to ask you up to my suite," Mark smiled.
"We'll see. Depends on if I get better offers," she smiled. Then, she kissed him and headed out to her car.
Mark hated to admit it, but April's sex drive returned, whether because she cheated on him or thrived on the attention. He couldn't recall the last time they made love 4 times over a weekend, but she couldn't get enough of him, as the last three times, she went down on him to get him hard. He didn't want to complain, didn't want to confront her as he recalled the golden goose story, but as hard as his cock got, the periodic pain in his stomach was almost as intense.



That night, April was all smiles. "Guess what? Arvin asked me to lunch! Can you believe it? And now I know where he likes to take the girls at work. There's a great place just across the street from his condo. He offered to show me the views of the river from his top-floor balcony."
"Wow. I'm glad for you. How was the view?" Mark asked.
April smacked his arm, "No idea. I might enjoy the attention, but I'm not going to fall for any of those lines."
* * *
It was more of the same over the next few months. April came home excited because Arvin or one of the other salesmen had taken her to lunch. She always laughed off Mark's suspicions that there was more than lunch, but he wondered whether he should hire a PI to confirm her stories. Her attire became tighter and more revealing, saying, "All the girls dress like this at work. I should have tried to fit in better all along."
One morning, Mark stopped, and his jaw dropped. April's sheer top revealed her black bra underneath. The bra was the thinnest he had ever seen her wear, and he could make out the shadows of her areolas. "That's a bit over the top, I mean, showing skin and all that..."
April smiled. "A few of the girls suggested a dare...so..."
Mark shook his head, "And management? Won't they make you change or say something?"
April shook her head, "Bruce is going to be the judge. Most daring work outfit. He's a VP. I think we'll be fine. I'll see you tonight," she smiled.
That evening, April came in from the garage with a huge smile. "I won. My outfit won the award for the most daring. I got a $100 award!" she said.
Mark heard her, but his focus was on her clearly visible breasts. "Where...where's your bra?"
"Arvin has it. Marilyn took hers off and tossed it to him during the contest...All the other girls followed suit. I wasn't going to be the only prude. You should have seen the attention we got when Arvin took me to lunch. The waiter refilled my wine twice as if it were a water glass," she grinned. "I could get used to this, but right now, what I need is a good fucking!"
Again, it was hard for Mark to complain as April's sex drive didn't wane over time; rather, she wanted to try more varied things. Perhaps her ardor didn't wane, but the pain in Mark's stomach did. If April were fucking other men, the only way it affected him was her increased libido. Mentally, he thanked the other men whenever April wanted to try another position or place. His previously modest wife wanted sex behind a bush in the park; in a public bathroom; in the back of an adult theater, among other places. Then, she booked a trip to the islands, telling him about a great beach she had read about. It turned out to be a nude beach, and her eyes were on the men as much as the men's eyes were on her.
Over time, Mark came to accept what April told him, that she was using Arvin to get tips on how to have fun with Mark, even though his name came up a lot in conversations. 'Arvin took me to the Van Gogh exhibit with his sales team. Can you believe it? They invited me along as if I were part of their team.' 'Arvin got a new car. You should see it. Electric Porsche! I think it's called the Macan, and it's so fast. I almost came when he punched it.' 'Arvin asked me to go with him and his sales team to the Bahamas next month. Would you be OK with that? It's just as a friend, you know I'd never cheat on you.' 'Arvin took me to that new restaurant, Anthony's. Holy shit! The food there is incredible.'
Their love-making improved, or rather, they no longer made love; they fucked. April now liked it rough; liked it when Mark took her however he wanted. She squealed with joy when he plowed hard into her, pulled out to fuck her ass, or picked her up and tossed her into a new position. She even eagerly sucked on his cock after he spent time with his cock up her rectum. He knew she was thinking of Arvin doing these things to her as she often cried out his name. 'Fuck me Arvin...fuck! Your cock is so fucking huge!' 'Oh, God Arvin, you hit me in places I never thought...ohhhh!' It should have bothered him, but it seemed that was what it took for her to cum. He often thought about a certain actress to get off, though he never cried out her name.
He might have tried to convince himself all was good, but the slight ache in his stomach never fully went away. On the plus side, it seemed that April told him everything about her relationship with Arvin. On the negative side, he couldn't help seeing how flushed she often looked and how hard her nipples got when she mentioned him. Unwelcome images of his naked wife being speared by the tall blond man's cock would pop into his head. It seemed abnormally large, but that had to be his imagination.
* * *
A year later, Mark was waiting for his coffee when Arvin stepped into the Starbucks. The tall blond put in his order before turning and doing a double-take.
"Mark, right? Mark Walters. You in town again?" He smiled, putting out a huge hand.
Mark nodded. "Moved here 6 months ago. You know, after flying here monthly for years, they must have decided it was cheaper to relocate me than for the airfare," he smiled. I like it here. You have an incredible memory," he said. "Arvin...not Alvin, right?"
Arvin smiled, "Sales. You learn early on to remember as many names as you can. You never know when it might mean the difference...I never asked. What do you do?"
"Chips...not potato or tortilla. I work for a distributor of microprocessors, CPUs, GPUs, DIMMS...you get the picture. Anyhow, it's been bugging me. Did you score with that busty blonde? The one in the blue dress?"
Arvin shook his head and smiled. "In a way, yes. Never got her in bed, but I think she's my first real female friend. She's fucking amazing. Wants to know about the women I've been with, what we do, what they like, and what I like. We've gone out to lunch many times, and we talk...just talk."
"You're kidding...she won't sleep with you or anyone else at work? The way she was dressed, I assumed she was looking for something," Mark probed.
Arvin shook his head. "Nope. She loves her husband and refuses to cheat on him, but loves to flirt. Asks me to give details about how I fuck women. I think she then tries those with her husband. It's strange, I've never discussed sex so graphically with any woman, even those I've slept with." He looked thoughtful. "Now that you mention it, I think she's using me to make their sex life better. Holy shit! I've never been used by a woman like that...it's kind of hot!" he laughed. "Hey, if you're around tomorrow, I'm taking her to lunch. You should meet her...she's funny, intelligent, and gets us great service. She wears as little as possible, and the meals taste so much better with the incredible view. We get together at least once a week."
Mark chuckled, "I'd better not. I think you want to see if eventually she'll succumb to your charms, and I'll just be in the way."
Arvin shook his head, "I won't say no, if it comes to it, but I like having a friend...a female friend. It's kind of nice." He looked thoughtful, "I can't say for sure, but if she were to come on to me, I might be the one to say no. I really enjoy having a close friend like that." He shook his head as if amazed by the revelation.
That night, Mark took April to the best French restaurant in the city. She dressed to the nines, and they got great service. She repeatedly asked what the occasion was. Mark never told her, just that he loved her and he wanted to express his appreciation for being such a wonderful wife.
The next morning, after one of their more passionate nights of lovemaking, Mark got out of the shower and saw a text message on Spril's phone. He glanced at it as he headed to the dresser, but did a double-take.
"Babe. I ran into your husband again at Starbucks. He bought my story that we're just friends. I can't wait for lunch today. You ruined me for other women. Yours is the only pussy my cock desires anymore. Love you." Just as he read the message, another one came in. A picture of the largest penis he'd ever seen, with the caption, "See? Just thinking about you has the big fella all eager!"
Mark staggered back and sat on the bed, his head spinning. He set it up, he pushed them together, and he created this entire situation. He wanted to scream as he listened to April humming something in the shower. He shook his head. He should be happy that she's happy, but all he felt was the agonizing pain in his stomach.
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Alice looked at her husband and shrugged. When he nodded, she turned back to her son. "OK. I guess you didn't buy the 'We met senior year...shared a class' story," she smiled. "You might not think much of me...of us, if I tell you."
Andy looked at his parents. All his life, he'd heard how they met in college when they shared a class, but when they moved to the new house, he found the boxes with all his parents' college papers. Curious, he scanned their transcripts, and they had no class in common. Why would they make up a story about how they met?
* * *
Alice and Nathan Roberts were your typical white suburban couple. Nathan rose to the position of sales manager at the local BMW dealer, while Alice was a popular elementary school teacher. They attended church every Sunday, and neither ever strayed from their marital vows. They got married right after they both graduated and moved back to Nathan's hometown, where a year later, Alice gave birth to a beautiful baby boy.
Andy grew up seemingly immune to the lure of computers, TV, and video games, preferring instead to play outdoors. There were trees to climb, a river to explore, and a large enough group of similarly-aged kids to play whatever sport was in season.
The Roberts were a popular family and were invited over to community parties, church picnics, and other social events. By all accounts, his parents were the perfect match and were often asked, 'How did you two meet?'. It was the same story every time. 'College. We shared a class in our senior years, and, well, we got together.' No one ever probed further, and over time, Andy wondered what class they could have shared.
His parents loved each other and their personalities meshed perfectly, but their interests couldn't have been more different.
Nathan was a numbers guy. He was on the MBA track after finishing his engineering degree, but everything shifted when Alice got pregnant. He got a job at the local car dealership and soon excelled. He rose quickly and soon forgot about getting his advanced degree.
Alice graduated with a BA in Education. Her main areas of study were British and French literature, but her true passion was art. Their walls bloomed with vivid acrylics--scenes lifted from her favorite novels. When she wasn't grading papers or lending a hand at church, she painted.
Andy put down the transcripts, shaking his head. 'Why would they lie about something so common. Married couples meet. Boys and girls meet. It happens all the time. 'We met at a party.' 'We were fixed up, my sister's boyfriend's brother...'. You get the picture. He was 18 and college-bound. It wasn't the worst lie he'd heard--just the only one from his parents.
That night, after helping his Mom with the dinner dishes, he went to the living room. "Mom, Dad? Why do you lie about how you guys met?"
Nathan almost choked on his beer, but Alice just smiled. "How? How do you know that we lied?" she asked.
"Your transcripts. Hell, you guys could have been in different states; your classes were so different. I reviewed your senior years and also looked at your junior years. Nothing. Not one class in common."
Alice looked at her husband and shrugged. Seeing him nod, she turned back to her son. "OK. I guess you didn't buy the 'shared a class' story," she smiled. "You might not think much of me...of us, if I tell you. But, you're old enough to know, I mean, why not? You're going off to college, and there's no need to be coy about how we met." She looked at her husband. "You want to tell him the story, or should I?"
Nathan smiled. "It was a fraternity thing. Rush week in my senior year. We hired some girls to give lap dances...on the sly, as it's a pretty serious IFC violation. The top-tier candidates were ushered downstairs to the game room for some, let's say, extracurricular mingling with the sorority girls."
"IFC? Extracurricular mingling? I'm sorry, you lost me," Andy said.
"Intrafraternity Council. We could have been discredited. And, the extracurricular mingling? Lap dances. We paid these sorority girls $20 per lap dance. The downstairs was divided with curtains for privacy...and um, your mother was one of the girls we hired."
"Mom? Mom gave guys lap dances?" Andy gasped. He looked at his mother differently. She was beautiful, and even though she was 20 years older, she had changed little based on the pictures he found of her in college. Looking at them made his cock throb. Straight, golden blonde hair; peaches and cream complexion; hourglass figure with flared hips, long legs, and wonderfully full breasts. Just the night before, he jerked off to a photo of his coed mother in tight shorts and a halter top.
Alice nodded. "I decided I could use the money, and it sounded fun. I always liked...well, making guys happy."
"Making them cum," Nathan grinned. "We had 5 girls, but word got out that Eve was the best and there was a line of guys waiting for her."
"Eve? Now, I'm really confused."
Alice grinned, "My stage name. People always said I looked like Alive Eve, so..."
"Sorry, who's Alice Eve?" Andy asked.
"Damn! I keep forgetting you would rather play outside than watch television. She's an actress, a beautiful actress. Tonight, we'll watch 'She's Out of My League,' and you'll see why we think your mother looks like her," his father said.
"'Crossing Over.' She has those incredible nude scenes," Alice suggested. She glanced at her husband before looking at her son. "Without being too graphic, every time your father sees those scenes, I get very little sleep," she said softly.
"Mom! Wow! OK, I get it. Back to college. You really gave lap dances to a bunch of guys?"
Alice nodded. "It was fun. At first, I was nervous, but then it became a game...a challenge. How quickly could I get the guy to cum in his pants?" she said wistfully. "At strip clubs, there are rules...at least one rule. No touching the dancer. She can touch you, but you keep your hands to yourself. That night, the rulebook was tossed aside--and the guys made sure to wring every drop from the experience. When I got back to my room, I had so many handprints on my boobs, ass, and vajayjay I wondered if I had to wear a burka to class the next day," she giggled.
Nathan grinned. "The other girls stripped down to their underwear or wore a bikini. Your mother got naked and encouraged the guys to do anything but fuck her. I lost count of the number of smiling freshmen with wet spots in the front of their pants."
Andy's head was spinning. Eve Roberts, the chairwoman of the Women's Guide at the church, gave a bunch of guys naked lap dances? He tried not to envision it, but it was no use; his cock was responding to the visions. He tried to turn away from his parents to hide his increasingly obvious discomfort, but it was no use.
Both his parents noticed and chuckled. "You still have it," Nathan smiled. "I was the treasurer and paid the girls. Your mother didn't even get dressed when I came downstairs. She asked if I wanted a freebie, which I jumped at. I soon found out what the guys raved about. Your mother could rock her pelvis so fast, you know, kind of like a belly or hula dancer. You haven't seen them unless you've been spying on your mother, but she has the most spectacular tits you'll ever see. I soon found out that the wet spots in the boys' pants weren't just from their cum. My crotch got soaked, your mother was so wet."
"You say the sweetest things," Alice smiled. She bounced her breasts as she looked down at them, "I am a bit proud of these puppies."
Andy wondered how much more shock he could take. His cock throbbed angrily in his pants, and he wanted to run up to his room, free it, and jerk off, but also wanted to hear all of it.
Alice continued, "Your father surprised me. I mean, I'd sized up around 15 guys and wasn't disappointed in any one of them, but I felt as if I were straddling a split rail fence he was so big, so hard..."
"Mom!" Andy sputtered. "TMI!"
"You asked. Do you want me to just tell you we met and eventually got married...had you, and lived happily ever after?" Alice asked.
"No, I guess not. But...OK, go on. I won't interrupt," Andy sighed. In truth, the more graphic the story, the harder his cock got in his pants, which promised to end with an intense orgasm when he got back to his room.
"Sit. You look uncomfortable. Not there, here," his mother said as she pulled out a dining room chair. "You can imagine that I'm giving you a lap dance, as this was like the chair the frat boys sat on." Alice nodded at her husband as they both checked out the pronounced tent in the boy's pants. "Seems you are your father's son," she smiled. "OK. So your Dad came downstairs with 5 envelopes. The other 4 girls left, and for some reason, I decided to stay. I thought he was the most gorgeous man I'd seen and...well, I suggested he might want a lap dance. It didn't seem fair since when we girls were interviewed, his frat brothers wanted to be sure we had some skills, and here he was, paying us..."
"So you gave 15 guys lap dances and also...?"
Alice nodded, "Six of his brothers. When we started dating, it was really awkward knowing these guys had all seen me naked," she sighed. "But, back to the lap dance. I was horny, really horny. You have no idea how bad I wanted one of those guys to suggest going to the next step, but none did. Even your father was a total gentleman. All the other guys groped me freely, but I had to take your Dad's hands..." She mocked putting someone's hands on her breasts.
"I almost came right there. You really need to feel those tits. Any of your girlfriends have breasts close to what your Mom has?" Nathan asked.
Andy looked right at his Mother's chest as she put her arms behind her and posed. They were a good 2 or 3 cup sizes bigger than Laura's and jutted out enticingly. His cock throbbed as he saw her nipples poking through the bra and T-shirt. He shook his head, "Um, no...damn!"
"And then, her nipples. Silver-dollar-sized areolas with hard nips. I never could keep my lips off those things," his Dad sighed.
Alice smiled, "He couldn't," she thumbed her erect nipples, "Once I gave him the go-ahead, he couldn't keep his hands or mouth off my boobs. That just made me hornier, and even though I had a boyfriend, I had to have him inside me."
Nathan nodded. "She shocked me when she pulled my cock out and lowered herself onto it...me. Christ! I'll never forget how that felt."
"You? I came, what? Within 10 seconds? Your Dad is truly gifted, and he wasn't even half inside me when I exploded."
Nathan laughed, "And I lasted much more than that? Hell, I always prided myself on being able to hold off, but with those tits of yours in my hands and the tightest pussy gripping my cock...?"
Andy feared that he'd cum in his pants if he didn't change the subject or think of something else, "Um, so boyfriend? I guess you broke up with him?" he asked his mother.
Alice looked sheepish, "Um, well...it was more, he broke up with me," she sighed.
"Your Mom and I went a 2nd time when Ron came looking for her. She didn't tell him about the lap dancing, just that there was a party at our house and they wanted hostesses. We were well into our third, very passionate fuck when he came downstairs."
Alice blushed, "This timing sucked because I guess I cried out something like, "Holy fuck! You're at least twice as big as Ron. Fuck me hard, you stud!" she said softly.
"It wasn't pretty. Ron picked up a lamp and threw it at us...just missed your mother's head. Could have killed her. Then he rushed over...I jumped up. I was pissed and, well, Ron's balls had to hurt for at least a week, and I know he had to get his nose reset."
Alice shook her head, "I felt terrible, and your Dad was really great. You see, Ron played football, linebacker or something, and your Dad had to be at least what? 75 to 80 lbs. lighter? You took him apart. I thought he was going to kill us...never saw him again," Alice said wistfully. "I always knew he had a violent streak, and the look on his face..."
Nathan looked at his watch, "Fuck! I need to get to the course...1 o'clock tee time. Eve, why don't you show the boy what a real lap dance is like? I gotta go," he said as he stood. He adjusted his fat cock and headed for the garage. On his way, he stopped and patted the lamp, "And, if I discover anything when I get back, the lamp is perfectly safe. Have fun."
Alice pulled off her T-shirt as she stepped in front of her son, "Would you like that? Would you like a lap dance from Eve?"
Andy's eyes were glued to the sight of his mother's huge breasts spilling out of the lacy bra. For the first time, he saw the outline of her nipples. He finally looked up at his mother's expectant face. He nodded, "Um, yes."
"OK. It would be best if you took off your jeans. Just leave your underpants on," she said as she undid her jeans, slipping them off.
Andy's eyes were now drawn to the tiny triangle of cloth covering his mother's dirty blonde bush. He roused himself and pulled off his jeans before sitting back down. "Are you sure about this, Mom?" he asked.
Alice looked confused, "Mom? Who's this Mom person? My name's Eve, and yes, I'm sure about this," she smiled. She straddled his waist and let out a soft groan. "You feel just as big as a guy I gave a lap dance to back at school," she said.
Andy felt the moist warmth of his mother's pussy explore the length of his throbbing shaft. Tentatively, he ran his hands up her smooth thighs to her flexing ass, feeling her creamy-smooth skin for the first time. "Fuck babies' behinds," he breathed.
Alice reached back to unclip her bra. "What was that?" she asked.
Andy sighed, "The old saying, 'As smooth as a baby's behind.' You ass...wow!?" he groaned.
"You're so sweet," Alice panted. She leaned forward as she ground her thong-covered pussy against his hard shaft and kissed him. He might have been her son, but he met her lips, and they were soon moaning passionately into each other's mouths.
When Andy's hands found her full tits, he grunted loudly as he exploded. His mother rocked her pussy more rapidly on his cock as the most intense orgasm he remembered pulsed through him. Any embarrassment he might have felt cumming against his mother's pussy was lost in the amazingly erotic act.
Alice could feel the hot, gooey cum seep through the boy's underwear as she kept grinding against him. She was close to cumming herself after opening up to her son about how she and his father met. After years of dreading him finding out the truth, finding out what a slut she was, she felt liberated. Feeling that Andy was still hard, she lifted, pulled out his cock, slipped her soaking thong to the side, and lowered her swollen pussy onto his huge cock. How was it possible? How could her son's cock be even fatter than her husband's? It felt just as long, but wow! He was stretching her out so much more, so much better...
Andy never imagined anything so intensely arousing. Two massive tits in his hands, a pussy so tight, he wondered if she did exercises to strengthen the pussy muscles. He wondered what the muscles there were called. He wanted to laugh as he imagined asking Dr. Williams that in Biology.
Alice was slowly working his cock inside her, feeling her vagina relax and adapt to the massive invader, and as the pain faded, she knew it was worth it. She never realized it until she met Nathan, but one of her sisters called her a size queen when she told her how great Nathan's cock felt inside her. She could feel the wonderful tingling build up inside her as she bottomed out. Andy was massaging her boobs as she bounced more rapidly on his fat shaft.
Andy's left hand grabbed her ass so he could take a nipple into his mouth. His dad was right. His Mom's nipples just begged to be sucked on. She held his head to her breast as her grunting got louder, but when his finger found her puckered hole and pressed inside, she screamed as she came.
"Fuck!" Alice cried out as the most abrupt and intense orgasm she remembered ripped through her. "Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck..." she panted as the wonderful release pulsed through her body.
Andy had never touched another person's asshole, but it felt natural as he finger fucked her anus. Then, he found himself making comparisons. Laura's orgasms were quiet whimpers; Hannah's were soft groans; his mother's were just the opposite. He sucked on her nipple, plunged his finger deep into her rectum, and ground his cock against her clit as her orgasm seemingly lasted for minutes.
Alice's head was spinning, and she wondered if she were going to pass out when the last vestiges of the wonderful orgasm faded. She pulled the boy's face off her breast and kissed him hard. Then she looked at his, her face flushed, her chest heaving. "Fuck! This is bad...this was a mistake," she panted.
Adny looked at his Mom, "I guess you're right. I'm sorry...I..."
Alice kissed him again before pulling off, "No, no. It was a mistake fucking you thinking, that it would be just once. Oh, baby. I'm going to need you to fuck me a lot more times. She slowly pulled up and off his cock. She put out a hand. "Come. We're going to finish in the bedroom. I want you to do whatever you want to me," she breathed.
* * *
Nathan got home and smiled, seeing the clothes on the floor. He wondered where his wife and son were when he heard the sounds. 'Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck...' He headed down the hall to the bedroom and leaned against the doorframe, watching.
Alice was on top, bouncing rapidly on Andy's cock. She looked over and smiled, "My ass is already lubed if you want to join in."
Alice's ass was lubed because, as the couple fucked for the 4th time, Alice asked if Andy had ever tried anal. When he shook his head, she showed him how and introduced him to the wonderful feeling of a tight asshole.
That night, Andy never made it to his bedroom, which became the norm until he headed for college in the fall. Of course, Alice had to drive her son to the campus and stay a few days to ensure he settled in. It was what a good mother did, wasn't it?
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Clara lay in the sun observing the various people around the pool. 'One thing about Vegas, she thought, 'every type of human being comes here.' She always had time to people-watch when she was with her husband, Glen, as he was often engrossed in his spreadsheets and whatever else on his MacBook. "I wonder if it's true?" she mumbled.
"Is what true?" Glen asked as he looked up from the 2026 forecast.
Clara looked over, "Hmmmm, what? I didn't say anything." Did she vocalize her thoughts?
Glen smiled. "You did, but you must have been thinking out loud. What is it you're wondering about? Is what true?" he asked as he scanned the glass buildings around them.
"Sorry. It's just something Marla told me. I...well, I doubt it, but never mind. We should get out of the sun. Don't you have a 3:30 tee time?" she asked.
Glen checked his Apple Watch and nodded. "I have time. Sure, let's head back to the room...but only after you tell me what Marla said," he grinned. Marla was Clara's oldest friend and was the direct opposite of his innocent wife. Whereas Clara had been with just one man, Marla had been around the world in more than one way, and Glen loved hearing about her adventures. He often wondered if Carla were tempted or if she caved into temptation. He decided he wouldn't mind if she did.
Clara blushed as a tall black man rolled off his lounge and gathered his things. "Um," she nodded at the 6' 6" muscular man and blushed. "Marla said that in her experience, um, men or color have...you know..."
Glen knew what his wife was trying to say, but played dumb. "Sorry, no. What?" He looked at the man who started their way, "Blacks have...what? Curlier hair?"
Clara wanted to crawl under her lounge. She shook her head and hissed, "Stop. He'll hear you. You know damn well what..."
"Excuse me. I wasn't eavesdropping, but you asked about black men?" the mid-20s, dark-skinned man asked. "What would you like to know?" He looked at the couple. Both were around 30, both fit and in good shape. The woman had the palest skin he'd ever seen, which went well with her golden blonde hair. He wanted to ogle her bikini-clad body, but resisted out of respect for her and her husband.
On the other hand, he had already spent considerable time studying her shapely form. From his seat 30 feet away, he assumed she was blessed with C-Cups, but now that he was standing in front of the woman, he reassessed and decided she was more D or DD. He really would have liked it if she had gotten up and walked over to the bar so he could check out her ass, but from his current view, he decided she wouldn't disappoint. "You needn't be shy. You'd be hard put to offend me." He flashed brilliantly-white teeth as he said that.
"Yes, ask our friend here what bothers you," Glen teased. He looked at the man, "Glen Randolph, and this is my wife, Clara. When she wonders about something, I often don't see her for hours. She'll head to the library or get online until she's satisfied." He looked at his wife. "You can get your answers right from the source."
Clara blushed, which crept down her neck to her chest. What she didn't see was that her nipples hardened, and with the sun angled from the side, both men admired the view. "Look, it's nothing...urban myth all that. Forget I said anything."
Malik nodded. "I would, but I'm like you, in a way. If there's something that catches my interest, I have trouble letting it go. You'd be doing me a huge favor if you'd satisfy my curiosity, as I'm having friends over for a poker game. Can't afford to have my concentration broken...you know how that is," he smiled. "Oh, Malik Anderson. Good to meet you both."
Clara suddenly noticed the man wasn't just standing closer, but he had turned so his crotch was just above her face. There was an outline of a very large penis under his board shorts. She tried not to stare and pulled her eyes off his generous member and looked at his grinning face. He saw and he knew she was looking. "Shit! OK, I'm sure this is just a stupid myth, but I heard black men have large...um, penises," she whispered.
"Cocks. Black men have cocks. Who told you this?" Malik asked. "I have no way of knowing statistically the average length...or are you referring to girth? The adjective large is a fairly non-specific word." He sat on the lounge next to the couple with a thoughtful look on his face as if pondering the meaning of life.
"Yes, dear. What do you mean when talking with your friend about black men's cocks? Did Marla say they were, on average, fatter? Longer?" Glen grinned at the black man as both seemed to enjoy the blonde woman's obvious discomfort. "What about the heads? Fatter? Maybe spear-shaped?"
Clara's blushing had now crept down onto her bulging breasts, and even though she knew both men were intentionally trying to exacerbate her discomfort, she decided to plow ahead and hope they'd let it go. "Marla was talking about length, I'm pretty sure, though she did say that she never felt so filled up. OK, there. Can we drop the subject now?"
Malik and Glen looked at each other. Glen gave a subtle nod and spoke first, "Honey. I'm sure that if you pulled 100 white men and 100 black men off the street and measured them, there might be a slight size difference between their erections. Perhaps there would be some truth in the rumors and black cocks might be, say, 1/2" longer on average, but without doing your own research..."
Malik nodded. "I'm sure your husband has been in locker rooms, as have I. He's right, there are men of all races who are more well-endowed than the average, as I'm sure there are men who are a lot less endowed," he said.
Glen laughed. "Don't look at me when you say that. But, he's right. It's really too bad you didn't shop around like Marla did before we got married. Then you would know." He looked at the black man, "I was her first. Sad, I know."
Malik gasped. "You were a virgin when you got married? Talk about myths. I never knew any woman truly did that anymore." He leaned back on the lounge, accentuating the thick shaft under his shorts.
"No, no. I wasn't a virgin. I met Glen in my freshman year. My first love and my last," she smiled. "I'm fine. I don't need to do any research," she said as her eyes drifted down to the clearly defined shaft in Malik's shorts.
Glen stood. "Nonsense. If you ask nicely, maybe buy Malik a drink, and he'll show you his. At least you can tell Marla you've seen a black man's cock," he chuckled. "Look, I need to change and get to the course. See you at dinner?"
"I have a better idea," Malik said as he stood to shake Glen's hand. He addressed Carla, "Before you head back to your room, I'll introduce you to my friends. It won't be 100 black men, but 6. I honestly have no idea how endowed they are, but it should be a decent sampling." He looked at the couple. Carla was shaking her head, but Glen grinned even more.
"Great idea," Glen said. "Whew! I thought Carla would be off doing research at the library or something. Malik, you're a lifesaver. You sure your friends won't mind dropping their pants?"
Malik shook his head. "Not if Carla wears that," he nodded at the white bikini. "None of these guys would have any issues with getting prepared for an accurate measurement.
"OK. Settled. Let me know. I gotta go or I'll miss my tee time," Glen said.
Carla's head was spinning. Sure, she and Glen had role-played. Had told each other their fantasies, but never once had either suggested anything more than that. She looked at the tall black man whose hand was out, and without being aware, she took it. Was she really going to the man's hotel room where he was going to expose himself...6 men exposing themselves? Then she considered what they would want...need. They would insist that for the test to be fair, they would need to be hard. And, for them to be hard, she would have to get naked and stroke their cocks. She felt her labia pulse and swell as she imagined long, fat, black cocks in her hands.
She couldn't remember getting into the elevator or exiting, but was soon standing in front of his door. Malik pulled out his key card and, putting a hand on her lower back, guided her inside the luxury suite. She stifled a gasp as she took in the rich decor and the size of the area.
"4 bedrooms with a hot tub," Malik indicated. "Drink? I have wine, beer, mixers." He patted the shoulder of the nervous-looking woman. "Relax. I'm no longer a rapist. Court-ordered and all that," he chuckled. "Kidding...kidding. Look, if you want to leave, I'll escort you personally, but if you're curious, none of us would lay a hand on you." He turned as he heard the knock. "Unless, of course, you want us to. That would be the guys. Stay or go?" he asked.
Carla nodded, "I'll stay...in for a penny and all that. Get the door, and can you make a mojito?" she asked.
Malik nodded. "Sure can. Have a seat. You'll like these guys. We all met in college."
Carla's tiny thong was soaked as she anticipated being alone with 6 strangers...and not just strangers, black men all in their sexual prime. What would they want? Would they pressure her into opening her legs? She shuddered as she thought about having to satisfy 6 men...6 hard cocks needing tight holes.
"This is my new friend Carla. I met her and her husband down at the pool," Malik said as he escorted the 5 men inside. "Before we play poker, she has a question...actually, she's here to do some research." Malik indicated the 5 men, "Darius, Charles, Raleigh, Al, and Len," he said. "Guys, Carla."
Carla found her tiny hand engulfed by 5 huge hands as each greeted her. She suddenly felt even more vulnerable as she considered how large all the men were, how strong they looked, and how dressed they were. She was still in her tiny string bikini and might as well have been stark naked. "Good to meet you," she stammered out as 5 sets of eyes scanned her nearly naked form.
Al looked at the woman. "OK. I'll bite. That was a pretty cryptic intro. What are you researching?"
Carla blushed and looked to Malik for help.
"She was told that black men, on average, have larger cocks than white men. I know, I asked the same thing. Does she mean length, girth? Anyhow, she's only ever seen one cock in her life, and she and her husband thought it would be smart for her to do her own research."
The 5 men appraised the blonde. Darius spoke first, "Are you serious? She expects us to just whip out our cocks so she can...does she even have a ruler?"
"And how would that work?" Charles asked. "Are we supposed to get ourselves hard, or will she be helping?"
Carla shook her head, "Sorry. Bad idea. I should go." She started for the door, but as she turned, she saw Malik push his shorts to the floor. Seeing the massive black snake dangling between the man's legs stopped her in her tracks.
"Guys. When have any of you said no to a simple request from a woman?" Malik asked.
Clara's legs moved on their own accord and took her over to the first black cock she ever saw, and it looked magnificent. Soft, it was a full 8" long and 1 1/2" in diameter. She unconsciously grabbed and stroked it. As she did that, she heard multiple zippers and soon there were 6 very large, very black cocks, all at least 1" to 4" longer than Glen's arrayed around her. She didn't remember if she was pushed to her knees or if she just knelt, but she found her hands stroking two cocks while a third grew longer and harder in front of her face. The two in her hands were now fully erect. 'Fuck! These are what? 10"? 11"?' she wondered. Without thinking, she opened her jaw wide, much wider than when she sucked her husband's cock, and took the huge cap into her mouth. Her fears that she wouldn't be able to fit him into her mouth faded as she pushed her face against the fat shaft. This was a lot more cock than she was used to, yet she had little problem taking half the length into her mouth.
Malik grinned at his friends as the blonde's head bobbed on his cock. He nodded at two of the guys who were stroking themselves and then looked down at the woman's bikini.
Clara didn't do anything as she felt the tiny patches of fabric being pulled off her and the largest hands she had ever felt exploring her exposed breasts. As she stroked the two cocks, she rubbed the copious amount of pre-cum along the shafts while swallowing Malik's. Never in all their fantasies had Glen suggested that Clara get with more than one man, but this seemed totally natural. Soon, Malik was fucking her mouth as Clara stroked the two cocks more rapidly. Hands were mauling her tits, fingers probed her pussy, and ass, and though no one had ever touched her there, she liked it. As she felt a 2nd finger plunge into her ass, Malik's balls tightened, and she braced herself for a load of cum.
Malik wanted to hold off, but the scene was far too erotic and arousing, and with a groan, he thrust his pelvis into the woman's face as he felt the first load of cum spurt down her throat. "Oh, fuck!" he grunted as the next spasm shot cum into her stomach. "Fuck, babe, you're a great cocksucker...oh, yessss."
Clara never let Glen cum in her mouth, let alone swallow, but she had no choice with a pair of huge, strong hands gripping her hair. As she gulped down the bitter cream, she knew this might be the first load, but wouldn't be the last. When Malik pulled his still hard cock from her mouth, she pulled the cock in her right hand to her lips. Soon, she felt a new cock grow in her right hand as she sucked on a longer, yet skinnier cock. She wanted to chuckle as the word skinnier was so inappropriate when describing the fat shaft. It was a lot fatter than Glen's but not as fat as Malik's.
Malik took out his phone and set it to record as the beautiful blonde eagerly sucked on Charles's cock. He nodded at Raleigh, who pulled Clara to her knees. She didn't protest, didn't stop him as the man lined up his extremely fat 9" cock and shoved it into the woman's sopping pussy. Rather than fight what had to be the largest cock she'd ever had, Clara was pushing back, encouraging him to fuck her more deeply.
Clara finally understood what Marla meant when she said that she loved how full she felt when being fuck by a huge cock. Without realizing it, she was groaning on the cock in her mouth and was soon rewarded with another tangy load. She swallowed rapidly, and when the man pulled out, she quickly wrapped her lips around the cock in her left hand. That one was longer and fatter than even Malik's. She was amazed by how different the various men's pre-cum and cum tasted and wanted to suck Glen's cock to taste his cum.
Malik was getting close-ups of Al's cock disappearing into Clara's mouth and Raleigh's cock pistoning into the woman's sloshing pussy. He looked at the tiny, brown, puckered hole and said softly, "We should get her ass ready. I think that she'd love to experience a huge cock in her ass."
As Clara heard Malik say that and a fat finger slide inside her rectum, she let out an unfamiliar, deep guttural groan as she came. She fell forward, taking Al's cock deep down her throat as the most intense waves pulsed out from her womb. Instinctively, she swallowed as the man came down her throat, but her focus was on the huge cock pressed deep inside her. Then she felt it, the warm gush of sperm against her cervix. She should have panicked, should have tried to pull away as she wasn't on the pill, but her body had other thoughts. Her normal orgasms lasted 20 - 30 seconds, but as she felt cum being shot down her throat and into her womb, the exquisite pulses lasted a full minute.
Finally, both men pulled out of her holes and she let herself get lifted. She was laid on a bed and at first, she thought one of the men was going to get between her legs. Instead, they lifted and flipped her over. The last two men climbed onto the bed, one behind her, and the other in front of her face. As the men fucked her face and pussy, she remembered the term. Spitroasting...or was it spit-roasting? Spit roasting? 'How do I spell that?' she wondered.
Malik continued filming the erotic sight. Darius looked unaware of anything but the blonde's tight pussy, while Len grinned at him as he thrust his cock deep down Carla's throat. He was fascinated with the woman's huge tits flopping with each powerful thrust of Darius's cock. He made sure to get a close-up of her wonderfully erect nipples. 'Damn! I love white women,' he thought, 'They are always so shy, so reluctant but show them a huge black cock and all those reservations dissipate like wisps of steam in the wind.
Carla savored the feeling of a plump head hitting the back of her throat while another slammed into her cervix. Could there be a better feeling than this? She was aware of Malik videotaping her. She should have protested but instead felt a rush knowing that he would share the videos with his friends. As she thought about that, she felt a cool gel being pushed into her ass. Were they going to take her anal virginity? Would it hurt? What's keeping them?
Malik took the lube from his friend and winked at him. "Carla, relax and enjoy the wonderful feeling of your rectum being filled with a huge fat cock. Trust me, you'll thank me later. It will sting af first, then feel OK, but when it feels good, it will be something you'll urge Glen to give you," he said as he stroked her plump left tit. When she nodded, he looked back at Darius and nodded.
Carla groaned as the fat cock slithered out of her pussy. She would have gritted her teeth as she felt the pressure of the flared head press against her anus, but Len probably wouldn't have liked that. It was hard not to clench her sphincter, but she managed to relax. She let out a deep grunt on Len's cock as the other cock popped inside her virgin ass. Malik was right. It stung, really stung, but even so, she could feel the pain fade. Soon, it was just an uncomfortable feeling but strangely arousing.
Darius leaned over the blonde's back as he increased his pace. He liked the feeling of his stomach on women's backs as he fucked their asses and leaning over a white married woman was even more arousing. He grabbed a breast as he pistoled inside her ass and could hear her pleasured grunts. Just as he felt his balls ache to a peak, she let out another deep cry as she came.
Carla's body felt like jelly as her 2nd orgasm ripped through her. She doubted Marl who told her every woman was multiorgasmic. They just needed the right lover, or lovers. She could feel the man's cum jet powerfully inside her colon as she grunted on Len's cock.
Malik couldn't wait to show his friends the video as the two orgasmed. When Darius was done, he let out a satisfied groan, extracted his cock from her ass, and rolled off the bed.
Clara wondered if Len was going to come in her mouth, but as soon as Darius got off the bed, Len pulled out of the mouth, crawled behind her, and pushed her face down onto the bed. He kneed her thighs apart before lying on top of her, and penetrated her pussy with a single thrust. It was strange to feel even more vulnerable, more helpless than before but here she was, pressed face down into a stranger's bed as a man whose face she couldn't remember aggressively fucked her pussy.
As Malik came between his legs to tape the scene, Len opened his legs wider so the man could get a clear view of the woman's cunt getting destroyed by a fat cock. Carla was getting more vocal as the day went on. When she was first getting fuck, she just let out small moans. Now, as Len slammed into her pussy, she was loudly grunting with each thrust.
"Ungh, ungh, ungh," Carla grunted as she felt yet another orgasm coming on. The room spun as the third and most powerful one crashed through her.
Len grinned at the camera as the blonde's body writhed beneath him. "Fuck! Where did you find this bitch? She's the best fuck we've had yet," he moaned.



Carla's head was spinning as she heard them talking about her as if she were a cheap whore. It should have pissed her off. No man should say such degrading things about anyone, especially her, but it just made her orgasm even more powerful. "Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck," she gasped as the pleasurable waves pulsed through her. Just as her body went limp, and she lay panting on the bed, Len pulled out no shoved his cock easily into her ass. "Oooohhh, yesss. Fuck me, fuck my ass," she panted. Malik was right. Once she felt a cock use her ass, she'd want it again and again.
The other four men were standing around the bed watching Len fucked the married blonde's ass. "Come on, man. Fucking cum already. I want some of that ass," one of the men urged.
Len closed his eyes, focused and felt the orgasm build and explode. He pumped his cock into her ass as he felt the hot jets of sperm shoot deep into her rectum. When he was done, he wanted to just flop down on top of the woman, but instead pulled out and rolled off the bed.
Carla thought that they would be done with her, but then she was pulled onto one of the men's laps. Right after she was lowered onto the man's cock, another pressed against her ass and yet another was shoved into her mouth.
Malik heard the ringing of a cell so he propped his phone up on the dresser and went out into the living room. He picked up Carla's phone and saw the name 'Glen.' "Hey! Glen, how's your game?" he asked.
"Malik? Is Carla there? Oh, the game's great. Perfect conditions. I need to talk to her about perhaps cancelling our dinner reservations. Can you get her?" Glen asked.
"Um, she's really busy right now. Can I relay a message? I mean, other than cancelling dinner reservations," he said.
"Tell her that Todd and Larry want to head over to the Bellagio after the round, hit the tables, and make a night out of it. Ask her if she's OK with that. If not, I'll be back in time for dinner.'
Malik nodded, not that Glen could see that. "Hang on, let me go ask her." He muted the phone as the foursome were all grunting loudly as they fucked. "Um, Carla, Glen's on the phone...relax, I put it on mute." He relayed the message and when she nodded with her mouth full of cock, he patted her on the shoulder. "Don't worry. We'll make sure you're not bored tonight."
He went back out to the living room, "Glen. She says to have fun and since we're teaching her how to play poker, I suggested she crash in one of the spare bedrooms in my suite. Is that OK?"
"I owe you. Thanks. Tell her that I love her and to have fun," Glen said. "Oh, how did the measuring go?"
"Hit a snag. No one here has a tape measure or a ruler. All we could do was estimate," Malik ￼sighed.
Glen chuckled. "She is so forgetful. She has that small tape measure in her purse. Anyhow, have fun and if she is too much of a distraction, you can kick her out. OK, I have to tee up. Talk to you tomorrow and thanks for keeping my wife occupied while I have fun," he chuckled.
Malik hung up and shook his head. Was it possible that Glen had no idea his wife would so willingly open her legs? He looked back down the hall when he heard both Carla and Al cry out. He looked at his watch and decided to call room service. They would not be making it to any restaurant that night.
* * *
Carla woke in a daze. It was dark in the room and at first, she tried to orient herself. Then she remembered. Malik's suite with 6 men, all of whom had the most incredible stamina of anyone she'd ever been with. She tried to count how many cocks had been in her mouth, pussy, and ass, and gave up. She had to pee but there was a muscular arm across her chest, another across her waist, and somehow, a ￼flaccid, yet still huge cock pressed against her cheek. She realized that the arm across her chest belonged to the owner of the ebony cock. That was Al's as she recognized the spear-like head. As she pulled his arm off her chest, the man rolled forward pressing his flaccid cock against her lips. Without thinking, she opened her mouth and sucked on the fleshy shaft, feeling it grow rapidly.
Al wasn't happy being roused from his erotic dream but finding the reality was even better, he groaned with pleasure as the skilled white woman sucked his cock. Putting a hand on her head, he thrust his hips knowing she liked having her face fucked. He had been with dozens of women and none ever were able to take more than half his cock into their throats, but this bitch seemed to like being roughly used.
Carla was loving it. Even with her aching bladder, the memories of the extremely long cocks hitting the back of her throat, her cervix, and deep in the rectum were incredibly arousing. How the hell could she be content with making love with Glen for the rest of her life? As she sucked on Al's cock, she recalled his size. 9 3/4" in length and 5 3/4" girth. All the men were way above average, ranging from 7 1/2" to 10 1/4" in length. Their girths' were more consistent ranging from 5 1/4" to 6 1/8". She wondered if this was a representative sample wishing she could measure more. As she considered how to find another group of men, Al's thrusting became more urgent and she was soon rewarded with yet another mouthful of cum. She swallowed her, what was it? 15th load? When Al finished and rolled off her, she was able to get out from under the other man so she could pee.
After relieving herself, Carla looked around at all the naked black men. All three bedrooms had a pair of men lying naked and snoring. She shook her head in disbelief that she allowed herself to let go like that. Glen had to know, had to be upset that she spent the night with even one man, let alone 6. She went out to the living room, found her bikini and purse, and crept out of the suite.
Talk about the walk of shame. Carla was on the opposite side of the hotel and had to go through the casino to get to her tower. Her skimpy white bikini might have looked out of place in the afternoon, but at 4 AM, she stood out like she was in a spotlight. Heads turned to watch her as she hurried from the south to the north bank of elevators. To make matters worse, a trio of drunk men stepped in and overtly ogled her. Then, one of them asked 'How much?'
Carla looked confused but then realized the question. "More than you can afford," she smiled. "Plus, I'm off the clock."
She managed to get away from them and made it to her room. She wasn't surprised that Glen wasn't back yet. When he was out with his boss and coworkers, they often pulled all-nighters. She was able to shower and climb into bed, where she passed out.
Glen opened the door quietly, not wanting to awaken Carla. He hated leaving her alone in Vegas but she always said that she understood. Business comes first. She stopped and looked at her blonde hair splayed out on the pillow, the peaceful look on her face, and smiled.
Carla felt a warm mass press against the naked body, a hard cock nestled between her ass cheeks, and moaned, "Sleep, I need sleep." She was about to add, 'Haven't you fuck me enough?' when she realized where she was. She rolled over to face her husband and kissed him. "Sorry. You just got in?"
Glen cupped her left tit while grabbing her silky-smooth ass. "Hmmmm, yes. I thought about you all night, but Todd was on a roll at the blackjack table. Were you satisfied?" he asked.
"What? Satisfied how?" Carla asked.
"Your measurements. I'll bet the guys were thrilled to have a hot babe like you asking to see their cocks," he said as he slid a hand between her legs. "Wow! They must have really got you hot. You're wetter than hell!"
Carla nodded, "Measuring 6 huge cocks will do that. I never thought cocks could be so large, so black," she sighed as her husband fingered her sore pussy.
"So, what are the numbers? I'm curious," he asked as he rolled her onto her back.
Carla opened her legs as Glen slid easily inside her pussy. "Ooohhh, yesss," she moaned as she felt her husband's 7" cock push deep inside her. "You really want to know? Even if they were all bigger than yours?"
Glen laughed, "Sure. There are men better and worse endowed than I am. But, none of those men have been where I am right now."
Carla wanted to say that 6 men had been places he would never reach but she bit her tongue. On the other hand, Glen was hitting her in the right places, and her doubts that she'd never be satisfied again with his cock faced as he pistoned into her sopping pussy. "OK. The smallest cock was 7 1/2"," she panted as she remembered that Darius might have had the shortest, but he also had the fattest at 6 1/8" girth. "I hope you're not pissed, but the longest was just over 10"."
Glen's cock felt harder than ever as he imagined Carla measuring strange men's cocks. "Wow! I'll bet that made your knees weak," he chuckled.
Carla looked up at her husband's face. "You're not upset I was alone in a suite with 6 naked black men?"
"Of course not. If our roles were reversed and a half-dozen gorgeous women asked me to take accurate measurements, do you think I'd say no?" The aching in his balls increased and he didn't want to cum before she did, so he slowed down his fucking. "Christ. I've never felt you so wet before. I need to know, how they got erect so you could measure. I assumed you helped?"
Carla studied Glen's face. "I did. Don't hate me but you're right. My knees got weak and, well, my mouth was tight there."
Glen nodded. "I can see it. You had a cock in your mouth and I assume, a cock in each hand?"
"I cannot believe you're not jealous," Carla said. "Yes. I sucked them off. All of them," she said bluntly. 'If this doesn't make him upset, what would?' she wondered.
Glen nodded. "Good girl. Most guys are pretty shy about masturbating in front of a woman. "And after they undressed, you took off your bikini? I mean, what guy wouldn't get hard as a rock seeing you in your naked splendor?" he moaned. The images were getting clearer and the aching more intense. When Carla nodded, the images shifted to Carla's ass bouncing on a huge cock and he let out a grunt as he came.
Carla was stunned. Glen had never been possessive with her and often suggested another man was fucking her, but never once considered that would excite him. She rubbed his nipples as yet another load of potential sperm flooded her pussy. Finally, with a satisfied moan, he collapsed on top of her, and she stroked his back as he lay panting.
The images in Glen's head didn't go away and as he rolled to his wife's side, his cock still buried inside her, he sighed. "Sorry. I hate cumming before you, but I guessed that the reason you are so wet is that there are multiple loads of cum still inside you," he￼ suggested.
Carla wanted to deny it. Wanted Glen to think it was all innocent, if sucking and stroking other men's' cocks could ever be innocent, but she nodded. "Yes. I'm so sorry. It was so arousing seeing...feeling all those cocks I never even thought about stopping them, or stopping myself," she said softly.
Glen nodded. "I get it. Hell, I might have hoped that would be what would happen when I urged you to go with," he paused, "Shit. I forgot his name."
"Malik. The other men you never met were, Charles, Al, Darius, Raleigh, and Len."
"Malik. I hoped you would let yourself go. Part of the reason I went with Todd and Larry. Was it as fun as I hoped it would be for you?" he asked. He stroked her breasts noticing the red marks from hands and lips.
Carla nodded, "It was. Again, I have to ask. This doesn't upset you?" Then she felt his revived cock move in and out of her pussy. "Never mind. Look, I'll tell you all about it while you fuck your slut wife's pussy, OK?"
It was noon before Glen and Carla made it out of the room. Glen couldn't remember getting hard 6 times before and finally experienced anal sex. He had never suggested it assuming Carla wouldn't like it, but she was the one who demanded it.
* * *
They were in the restaurant when they heard a deep voice. "Carla?"
They turned to see Malik and Raleigh striding over. Glen rose with a smile, putting out his hand. "Malik. Thanks for entertaining my wife last night. I hated leaving her alone while I was off at the tables. I owe you. Join us?" He intimated the two empty seats.
Carla had no idea how to react as the two men sat on each side of her.
Malik shook his head, "She was no problem at all. She's a very easy person to get along with," he replied warily. 'Is he for real? Did he just thank me for fucking his wife?'
Glen nodded, "I get it. What worries me is when I go on these business trips, she might be bored. I was happy when she told me that last night was the best night she had ever had in Vegas. Let me buy you guys lunch," he said as he waved the waitress over.
Malik looked at his friend and shrugged. Glen was happy that 5 strange men used his wife for over 12 hours.
Raleigh shrugged back before looking at the couple. Carla looked uneasy but her husband was smiling as he talked to the waitress.
Carla had little to say as the three men discussed her. She felt as if she were in an alternate reality when the discussion got more graphic. Glen even thanked the men for introducing her to anal as he had always wondered what it would be like. By the time lunch was over, Glen had exchanged contact information, telling them that if they ever came to San Fran, they'd have a place to stay. The understanding was that they wouldn't be sleeping alone. Malik then invited Glen to drop by to check out the suite.
"Have you seen these rooms on the top floor?" he asked. "You and Carla should come up for drinks. I'll invite the guys over to meet you."
* * *
On the flight back, Glen reached over to take Carla's hand. "I love you so much. I can't get over how giving you were in Vegas. To see you with those guys was incredible. I never imagined you could handle that many cocks," he whispered.
Carla blushed as she recalled her husband taping and then joining in the all-night gangbang. Never in a thousand years would she have considered he'd not just be OK with it, but totally into it.
"Oh, by the way," Glen added, "it's not a true study without another group of men. Next Saturday, we're having my golf group over for a barbecue. 24 men, a pretty diverse group. White, blacks, Asians. Get your tape measure ready. I think that you should get a lot more data for your study."
Carla's head jerked over. "Are you serious? My dad and brother are in that group. Hell, your boss and your best man..."
"So? You can still measure them, can't you?" Glen shrugged, "I mean, you told me that your family skinny dipped up at the lake. You've already seen their cocks. I mean, your father and brother. Hell, Bob would drop his pants in a flash if you asked him. Remember the wedding dance? You said he got hard. As for Mr. Traxton, he's made more than one comment about how lucky I am."
Carla shook her head, "I don't believe this. 24 men? You know that once they're hard they'll need relief."
Glen grinned, "As will you. Are you telling me, hang on." He looked around before sliding his hand under the waistband of her tights. He laughed, "OK. Protest all you want, but you're fucking soaked."
Carla closed her eyes and leaned back as her husband's finger slid inside her. She was soaked. Glen's boss already showed her his cock at the company Christmas party and she still regretted refusing him and rushing out of the break room. She didn't need her tape measure to know he was at least 10" long, and wow! Really wide. She sighed and nodded. And, here she thought that what happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas.
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"Man! The halls get more crowded every year," Brandon complained to his girlfriend. "Where the fuck do they come from?" he said a bit too loudly as he slammed his shoulder into the chest of a skinny kid. "Fuck, man! Watch the fuck where you're going!" he spat at the boy, who bounced hard against a locker before crumbling to the floor. Brandon made a show of irritation as he stepped over the boy.
Skyler shook her head and looked back at the boy, hoping he was OK. She nudged her boyfriend and sighed, "Easy on the other kids. You could hurt them." She saw the boy pull his books and papers toward him while grabbing his chest in pain. She wanted to return and help him, but Brandon possessively had her arm as he always did. It was getting harder and harder to convince herself that Brandon didn't own her. He swore that she owned him and that he was faithful, but she had her doubts. There were rumors...whispers that at parties, Brandon had gone off with various cheerleaders. At first, she assumed they were just jealous comments, but the more she heard, the tougher it was to ignore.
Brandon Wallace was the alpha male at George Johnson High School and acted like he owned the entire place. He was captain of the football, basketball, and baseball teams. Additionally, he was an all-state selection in all three sports and was drafted by the Yankees, albeit in the 32nd round. His heart was set on playing football for a top Division One program, and at 6'4", 225 lbs., he was being recruited by most of the major colleges. ESPN compared his arm to Elway's, his pocket presence to Peyton Manning's, and his scrambling abilities to Peyton's...OK, so he wasn't perfect.
Brandon was blessed with the perfect life. His father owned the plant that accounted for over half the jobs in town. His mother was the leading figure for multiple charities, and if she suggested someone volunteer or donate, few resisted. When he turned 16, his father bought him a Shelby Mustang Cobra. Then, when he turned 18, his father surprised him with a red McLaren 650S. He didn't even have to trade in his Shelby. Then there was his girlfriend.
Skyler Van Der Waals was the most beautiful girl he'd ever seen. At 6', she rose above 90% of the kids at the school. Her long blonde hair glowed under the hallway lights, and few ignored her. Her body would put most of the Playboy Playmates to shame, and even though her mother was a devout Catholic, she had no desire to save herself for marriage. Skyler was the head cheerleader, homecoming queen, and the odds-on favorite for prom queen. They were the couple at GJHS.
Blake Crawford rubbed his chest as he collected his homework. He should have stapled the pages together as he pulled them into a pile. No one stopped to help him, but he wasn't surprised. Many even stepped right on the pages of his report. He seemed to fade more into the woodwork with every year. He should have been paying attention as Skyler and Brandon came down the hall, but as he was already walking with a shoulder against the row of lockers, there was nowhere to go. He could have flattened himself against a locker, but he was lost in his head again. He was replaying the chess match against Drew Parker, wishing he'd moved his bishop to a4 instead of taking his knight. His mind drifted back to 3rd grade as the power couple disappeared around the corner.
* * *
Nine years earlier.
Blake was understandably nervous as he headed to the playground. It sucked being the new kid at school, but it didn't help that he was so shy. He was sure other kids blended right in, but he was far from being just another kid. He was short for his age and skinny. He decided the safest thing to do was head toward the trees, and maybe there would be some shade where he'd be left alone.
He didn't have that kind of luck. As he sat there, a small blonde girl came over, looking right at him. He looked to either side, wondering if there were someone else, but she was looking right at him. He stood up, hoping that was the cool thing to do. She was cute, and then she smiled. His knees got weak as her face lit up. Her teeth were a brilliant white, and her two front teeth overlapped, which made her smile even better. She might have had a tiny body, but she more than made up for it with the most golden head of hair he'd ever seen, along with brilliant blue eyes.
"You're that kid from San Francisco, Blake, right?" she asked.
Blake was stunned. At his old school, he was sure no one knew his name outside of his neighborhood. He nodded and offered his hand, "Blake, Blake Crawford."
"Skyler, Skyler Van Der Waal." The girl shook his hand as if they had just closed a deal. "Want to explore the woods?" she asked. "I've been looking at these," she looked past him at the trees, " from my classroom all morning. Then I saw you come over here, and I thought you could protect me from any monsters."
"Sure, um...how did you know my name?" he asked.
"Darla. My friend Darla has Miss Sheffield, your teacher. She told me there was a new kid at school. Said you looked nice. Are you? I mean, I don't want to go into the woods with a boy who isn't nice," she said, her eyes studying him.
Blake thought about it and nodded, "I guess. I never thought about it, but I try to be good," he said. "On the other hand, wouldn't a mean person lie just to get you to go in alone with him?"
The girl grinned, "There is that, but a mean person wouldn't admit that. OK. Let's go," Skyler said happily. She glanced back at the two teachers who had their backs turned, "before they see us."
Skyler and Blake explored every square inch of the forest next to the school for the rest of the year. The following summers, the two kids were inseparable as they lived close to each other. Blake called her Sky Blue because of her eyes, and Blue Sky by the Allman Brothers was their favorite song.
Then came 6th grade. Sky grew taller and developed curves. On top of that, her parents got her braces, and as cute as her smile looked with the metal glistening, he missed the overlapping front teeth. A week into the school year, Skyler didn't join him at recess, worrying him that something might have happened to his friend. Then he saw her. She was on the wall by the swings with three boys. 7th-grade boys at least a foot taller than Blake, all leering at the cute blonde. His gut ached, seeing the smile that once belonged to him, offered so freely to them.
She became more distracted by boys and less free to explore the woods. Within weeks, she was seen on the arm of one of the older boys, who glared at him if he approached his friend.
* * *
Blake watched Skyler disappear, first her back and ass and then her glowing blonde hair, the feeling of loss from 6 years washing over him. Skyler no longer had use for Blake, having discovered boys...or rather, boys discovering her. It made sense. She was a solid 10; charitably, he could be described as a 5. Her destiny was to be with another 10 like Brandon, but he still missed her. Missed her smile, the crooked one that made her whole face light up. Now her smile, if she flashed it in his direction, was measured and had nothing behind it. Her bright blue eyes no longer sparkled when she smiled, and he wondered why. It was as if his friend had died and wasn't coming back. He gathered his things and headed to Advanced Biology.
It bothered Skyler how Blake had been roughly shoved aside as if he were garbage. She wasn't sure what she could do about it as they moved in different circles these days, but she hoped he was doing well. She never saw him at the games, never at any of the parties she and Brandon went to, and never ran into him around the neighborhood anymore. But then again, she always had a ride home in Brandon's amazing McLaren, and she assumed Blake still rode the bus. She mentally shrugged, turning to Laurie, who was going on about her fun weekend in the Springs with Jackson.
A few weeks later, Marilyn Wallace looked at Brandon. They were between dinner courses, and the staff were removing the dinner plates. "We're doing an auction over at the church," she said. "An auction you're going to be engaged in," her mother said with finality. "No argument, no discussion. I signed you up."
Brandon looked over curiously, "Like what? Auctioneer? I could show up, maybe present items," he said.
Marilyn shook her head, "It's an auction for Catholic Charities, and we thought of something different this year. We're auctioning off bachelors...you know, as dates."
Brandon shook his head. "Nope, nope. You want me to go out on a date with..." he shuddered as he considered the hags who might win the bidding.
"Bran. Listen to your mother. You'll do this. It's just for the weekend. You'll go to dinner, maybe to a movie. Take a walk on the beach. It's for a great cause, and it's time you gave back," his father said firmly.
"But..."
Braxton Wallace gave one of his blank stares as if daring his son to defy him. Then he smiled as the boy nodded and looked over at the maid bringing dessert.
Brandon inwardly groaned, but he could see there was no choice. Then he looked at his mother, "Why bachelors? No single women?"
Marilyn laughed, "How would that look? Could you see Sky up there with men drooling over getting her for two days?" she asked. Then she looked thoughtful, "Hell. She'd sure bring in a huge donation...oh well. Maybe next year."
Braxton nodded, "Hell, Ted in Finance and Harold over at Operations would get into a bidding war over her. She'd fetch at least $15,000. Hell, I might get in on the bidding. Sorry, son. Just stating the facts."
Marilyn sighed, "If it comes to that, I'll head up to visit Mom that weekend."
* * *
Across town, Susan Crawford placed the plate in front of her son before sitting. "How was school today? she asked.
Blake nodded, "The usual. Mr. Wilson says we're going to the Natural History Museum next week."
"That's great, he's the tall blond guy?" she asked, trying to sound uninterested but failing.
Blake smiled to himself. His father left when he was just three and had little memory of him. He left a note on his mother's pillow saying he felt trapped and needed to get away. That was it. Never another note, just monthly checks. "Yes...the single, 6' tall, 39-year-old blond guy," he chuckled.
Susan blushed, "Sorry. I know that has to be weird for you, but..."
Blake shook his head, "Mom. You're beautiful, and you deserve to be with a guy who won't bail on you," he said. "Oh, by the way. I volunteered you as a parent chaperone," he grinned.
"You didn't...really? OK, I can do that," she said as she felt a bit of heat rise to her face. "Then this is as good a time as any to tell you what I did. I signed you up for the bachelor auction next week. It's at the Catholic church, and it's for a good cause."
Blake choked and looked in horror at his mother, "Mom! Tell me you didn't," he gasped. I can't believe you signed me up without even asking me!" he cried.
Susan nodded, "Like you signing me up to chaperone? It will be good for you. You're a great-looking kid, and you've never been out on a date. Maybe a nice woman will pop your cherry. It would be about time," she smiled.
As red as his mother had been, Blake's cheeks were twice that, "Mom," he groaned, "I can't. I'll...no one will want me," he said. He felt like crying. "No one will bid, and I'll be humiliated in front of everyone..."
Susan got up and came over. She hugged her son and kissed his cheek, "You need to look in the mirror. You're a great kid. Great personality and great looking. Hell, I might bid on you, though it would be better if you lost your virginity to someone not your mother," she chuckled.
Blake put his head in his hands. "Oh, God, Mom. Please don't..." He had thought about what it would be like to be with a girl...or rather, a woman. More than once, he'd fantasized about his mother showing him how to do things with a girl. How to kiss, how to be gentle as he felt her breasts...perhaps he would have fantasized further, but by then, he was usually cleaning things up.
"Please? Do it for me," Susan said as she held his face between her full breasts. She smiled as she felt her son nod. She felt bad using her sexuality to convince the boy, but she had asked two of her good friends to bid on him. She wanted someone to bid, for him to fetch a good price--but also so he would know what it meant to be with a woman. She promised to cover up to $200 for whoever won the bidding.
* * *
While Blake was losing sleep over the prospect of being humiliated, Brandon got cockier, if that were possible. He would set a record that would never be broken, and the bidding would be legendary. He didn't care who won the bidding war that was sure to take place, as whoever it was was going to consider it a bargain by Monday...that is, if they weren't hospitalized from getting their brains fucked out for 48 straight hours. He ran through the families in the town, and his heart pounded harder as he thought about cucking a few of the city fathers. There were those pervs that worked for his Dad who wouldn't leave Skyler alone at the various get-togethers. He'd make them sit and watch as he had their wives screaming his name over and over.
Skyler looked over at Brandon, who seemed different. "You've been distracted all week. Is something wrong? Still can't decide on which school?" she asked.
Brandon shook his head, "Sorry. I guess I should tell you. This Friday, there's an auction at the church, and," he grinned, "I'll be one of the bachelors up on the block."
Skyler nodded, "I heard about the auction. I wasn't going to go...I have you. I thought you said we were together. Why didn't you tell me before?" she asked. "You want this, want to be up there with women bidding on your services. I'm pissed. Not because you're going to be spending the weekend with some MILF, but because you didn't tell me."
"I wanted to, but Mother told me not to let anyone know. It's supposed to be a surprise," he sighed. "Look, it's nothing. I'll make some frustrated woman happy, and her husband feel like shit, and it will be over."
"The hottest 18-year-old guy in town up for grabs," she said bitterly. "I would have liked to be asked before you tell me you're going home with another woman," she said.
"Babe, relax," Brandon said as he stroked her back, "Sure, some things might happen, but I'll be thinking of you the entire time. No one can hold a candle to you, trust me. We're not married or even engaged, and after some horny woman wins the bidding, I'll have to make her as happy as possible."
Skyler shook her head. Brandon told her over and over that she was the only woman for him. There were too many gaps in the times she wasn't with him. Plus, there were absences at the various parties when she was sure he was off with one of her friends, "Don't bother. I might ask Bobby or Franklin to take me out the weekend," she said. "I'm not going to be sitting around all weekend."
Brandon stopped and held her firmly by the shoulders, "That's not funny. Don't even....shit! I'll break their legs if they even glance at you," he said, angrily.
"And it's OK for you to fuck another woman, but I can't even go have a meal with another guy? You don't own me, though I heard you brag to Daryl that you did," she spat, "Go. Go fuck some desperate housewife, and don't worry about your little possession. I'll talk to you later," she said, yanking her arm away from his grasp.
"Where are you going? You don't have a car," Brandon yelled. "Stop!"
Skyler held up a middle finger as she strode over to the bus stop.
'She wouldn't, she couldn't,' Bandon fumed as he watched her blonde hair bounce as she left him standing in the middle of the parking lot. 'I'm doing it for a cause, for charity. She'll sleep with one of my friends to spite me? Fucking bitch!' He shook his head and went back to his car. He glared at his blonde girlfriend standing by the bus stop as he peeled out of the parking lot, but she never even looked his way. 'Shit! My best glare, for nothing,' he thought.
Friday afternoon came, and Blake threw up twice before showering and changing into a nice pair of khakis and a polo shirt. He had no idea what a guy should wear to be auctioned off. Auctioned off! What was this? 4H? He decided to dress as comfortably as possible, as this might be the only comfort he would feel. He was quiet on the short drive over with his head filled with questions. Who else was going to be there? Were they competition or fellow victims? He was sure some would be strutting out on stage. Will they proudly pose? Maybe many were in the same boat as he was. Terrified and wanting to flee. He knew that he'd bring in the lowest bid. And, the lowest bidder would be some desperate, ugly woman...fuck! Some 70-year-old, wrinkly woman. What if it's some old gay guy like Mr. Trask? He saw men and women walking across the parking lot, some laughing, some looking determined, so he steeled himself and climbed out of the car.
Marilyn saw her son pull up in his car. Of course, he was too cool to arrive with his parents. She shook her head, seeing how he was dressed. Tight pants showing off his manly bits and a muscle shirt. He didn't even have on underwear, she inwardly groaned. Had he been playing with himself to make his dick bigger? She tried to convince him to dress appropriately, but he insisted he wanted the bidding to go as high as possible. She knew that he was circumcised; she was there for the bris, but now everyone else would also. "OK. I'm glad you could make it," she sighed as she looked him up and down. "Let's go in. When we get there, you need to go stand over to the right of the stage. When they draw your name, go up and be yourself. When the winning bidder comes to claim you, smile and act as if you won the lottery, got it?"
Brandon did his half-smirk, "Mother. I can handle this. I'll be acting in front of the national media for the next couple of decades. This will be nothing." He wanted to add that the person who would look like they won the lottery would be the woman who won the bidding. "I assume I'll be last?" he asked. It seemed like the most logical arrangement. He imagined how he'd be introduced and how the entire night would build up to him.
Marilyn shook her head, "You don't listen, do you? It's random. Your names will be put in a bowl, and just be ready to go out on the stage when you hear your name. You can do this, make me proud," she said.
Brandon went over to where he saw a couple of dozen boys and men standing. None were in his class, and he would have felt bad for them if he ever thought like that. He stood proudly against the wall, waiting for the bidding war to start. He caught the eyes of dozens of women who had looks he recognized. 'This is going to be epic,' he thought smugly.
Blake shrank behind a tall man with red hair. The group spanned at least five decades. A dozen or so were his age, another half dozen who looked to be in their 20s. Eight or so looked to be in their 30s, and a handful more were most likely 40-something. Then, there were the 50, 60, and even 70-year-olds. They looked as out of place as he felt. He looked out at the people seated around the tables. There must be 100 people in the audience holding paddles, mostly women. His stomach lurched as he noticed the hungry looks on their faces, though most were looking at someone down the row to his left. He stepped around the redhead and groaned. Brandon Wallace. This was getting more and more humiliating by the minute. He knew he'd be outclassed by most of the men, but to be in the same group as Brandon? He might get no bids at all. Or, he'd get perhaps 10% of what that asshole got. He stifled that train of thought as he felt his face heat up. He decided to look for his mother or any friendly face. He felt even worse as he met Mr. Trask's eyes and received a knowing smile.


The auctioneer stepped up to the dais and tapped his gavel. "Ladies and Gentlemen. Welcome to the first annual Single Mothers' Charity Auction. As you already know, all proceeds from tonight's winnings will go to Carver Village, which provides jobs, shelter, food, child care, and other necessities for single mothers. Also, there are adoption services for those women who find themselves with child yet cannot, for various reasons, take on the responsibilities of motherhood. Please bid high and bid often. Not only will you win the company of one of the community's finest men, but you'll be doing a tremendous service to hundreds of single mothers."
He grinned first out at the crowd before looking over at the men lined up along the wall. Then he turned his head to the audience as if letting them in on a secret, "I've been told to assure all you mothers, sisters, and others that this is in no way an opportunity for any physical or sexual encounters," he smiled, "as far as the organizers know. As they say, 'Don't ask, don't tell.'" He grinned at the men lined up, "Let's not add to the roster of single women needing assistance, OK?"
The women in the audience laughed and looked over at the men lined up. Many, if not most, of the women were married with their husbands sitting right next to them. What was strange to Blake was seeing the husbands laughing along with their wives, though few, if any, were holding paddles.
"OK, a few quick items. The bidding starts at $100 and goes from there. Make sure you raise your paddle high and often. These are fine young men," he glanced at a few of the more elderly, coughing, before looking back out at the chuckling audience, "who will be your companion until 6 PM Sunday. If you check the handouts, you'll see all their deets, as the kids say. Interests, skills, you can see for yourselves. I'm sure none will disappoint."
"OK. I know you've had enough of the talk. If it's action you want. Let's get to it!" he said loudly. "Sarah, my beautiful helper, Sarah Carver, will be randomly selecting our first victim...er, bachelor," he smiled at the cute brunette. His helper was impossible to miss; Sarah Carver's dress plunged as low as it could go. Her breasts bounced intriguingly as she leaned over to fish out the first slip of paper. "Thank you," he said as Sarah handed him the first man's name.
"Robert, or is it Bob Natches?" he said as he looked at the men.
"Bob," the 39-year-old man smiled as he stepped onto the stage.
Blake watched as man after man was awarded to the various women in the audience. The winning bids ranged from $450 to $1,100, and Blake felt the pressure build. He'd not get over $200 if some of these guys were fetching just $500.
Brandon was getting impatient. Sure, he told his Mom that he should go last, but seeing these stiffs get bid on while he was there was an insult. Why would these bitches want anyone else but him? On the other hand, the wives of those assholes who hit on Skyler were sitting on their hands. They know whom to bid on.
Blake had thrown up twice that morning, didn't eat a speck of his breakfast, yet felt like he'd hurl as the tension increased. He was torn between begging for his name to be called and for his name not to be called. Then he heard Brandon's name. There were groans, moans, and gasps from the women as he strutted up onto the stage.
The boy strutted out as if he were ready to accept the crown. Unlike the other men who posed, standing and turning one way or the other, Brandon flexed his muscles and overtly thrust out his hips. He didn't even have to play with himself this time to make the outline of his cock stand out. He turned his back and flexed his glutes. His tight pants did nothing to hide his junk, and he knew it. Then he raised his shirt showing his six-pack abs and large pecs. He knew what they were bidding on.
The auctioneer pointed rapidly around the room as the bidding increased. "Do we have $500? $500. We have $600, do I have $700? $700, give me $800. We have $900...One thousand...one thousand, 200! $1,500! OK, we are in new territory. Let's set a record that will never be broken." It went on longer than any before until he said, "We have $2,400...do we have $2,500? $2,400 going once, going twice...going...Sold! To the beautiful blonde in the third row. Ladies and gentlemen, $2,400 is more than twice the previous winning bid. You should be proud."
Brandon looked over and smiled. Of course, it was the highest bid ever. This was going to be fun. The mother of his backup on the football team had won his services. He was going to have her squealing all over the house and make sure Craig and his simp father would hear every moan, every cry of joy from the cute woman.
Blake felt like collapsing to the floor as he watched those who lost the bidding war slump down in their seats. He didn't remember any of the men who stepped up next. He just leaned against the wall, wishing he could flee. Then he looked around. Just three left. He could see that he and the two other men were not great consolation prizes for the crowd. Some women stood to gather their things. Why the hell did he agree to do this? He wondered. Then he felt his stomach cramp as he heard his name.
"Blake Crawford, come on up. I know this is the young man you've been waiting for," the auctioneer said a bit too loudly, as if urging the women leaving to stay.
Blake stumbled as he went up the stairs, but managed to collect himself. He never felt this weak before, though throwing up and not eating didn't help. He tried to walk confidently, but his wobbly legs gave away his lack of confidence.
"OK, let's start the bidding at $50," the man said.
Blake's head jerked over. Every other guy started at $100. Brandon's started at $500! 'Why the fuck!' he thought.
"$50," an older woman said unenthusiastically. There was silence in the room, but it was broken as another older woman raised her paddle and said, "$60." Shit. It was going up by tiny increments. A few bids later with agonizing gaps, the two women bidding dropped out, and it looked as if one of his Mom's friends would win it at $120. He liked her, but she had to be approaching 200 pounds. That would suck...not even $200. Then it got worse, Mr. Trask yelled out, "$150." Then another man yelled out $175. Did they think he was gay? When, from the side of the room, Brandon yelled out, "$250!" the crowd laughed loudly.
"Ignore that, though perhaps there is no rule against it," the auctioneer chuckled. "Let's go with it, we have $250," he said, "Do I hear $300?"
Blake wanted to run away as two men he didn't know raised the bidding to $450. The auctioneer asked if anyone wanted to bid $500, and when no one spoke, he raised the gavel.
A girl's voice rang out, "Two thousand, five hundred dollars." Blake looked to the back of the hall and saw a tall blonde girl waving her checkbook.
"We have $2,500! Do we have $3,000? Going once, going twice...Sold!" the auctioneer cried out as he banged his gavel, "to the young lady in the back!"
Blake stood there looking out as Skyler walked purposefully around the last rows and up the side. As she approached where Brandon was standing, the boy stepped in front of her, an angry look on his face.
"What the fuck are you doing?" he asked. "Just because you're pissed doesn't mean you should lower yourself like that."
Skyler didn't even acknowledge the boy, slamming her shoulder into his chest as she went past him. Blake went over to the stairs and was looking at his old friend, his mouth open. Skyler went up the stairs and handed a check to Sarah. "It's good, but if not, you know where to find me, Mrs. Carver."
Sarah grinned at the girl, "Honey, I've known you your whole life, and if you say it's good, that's all I need to hear." She looked at Blake and whispered, "He's really cute. Good job."
Skyler put out her arm and smiled at the shocked-looking boy. "Come on. You're mine. Let's get out of here."
Blake couldn't remember leaving the stage or heading out to Skyler's car. He looked over to the girl as they drove away. "Um. Thanks. I'll pay you back," he said softly.
Skyler looked quickly at the boy, "What? I won you. Won you fair and square. You're not reneging on the deal. You put yourself up there for bidding, and I won you," she said firmly.
Blake shook his head, "But you're with Brandon, and I'm not..." he couldn't finish the sentence.
"Not what? Not worth it?" she asked. "I set the value, your value. Didn't you learn anything in Econ? I think I got the best deal there," she said. "Come on. If I know you, you didn't eat. We're stopping for food," she said. She looked at him, "You look really nice. I like that color on you."
"Thank you," Blake said, "I mean, thank you for outbidding those two guys. I think they were gay."
Skyler laughed, "Ya think? Those guys work with my dad, and they might be the two gayest guys I know. But they wouldn't have forced you to do anything you didn't want to do...unless you wanted to," she said before looking over.
Blake shook his head adamantly, "Nope, no way. Not interested."
"Thank God!" Skyler grinned, "I was hoping. I mean, I want to spend time with you, but you being gay would have limited the activities I have planned."
Blake looked at the girl. He still couldn't shake the feeling, "I know you felt sorry for me, and this was a mercy...bidding, but I'll do my best to make you not regret it."
Skyler shook her head, "I brought my checkbook for one man only. You. Don't try to do anything. Be you. I want you, the you that I screwed up on six years ago. You were my best friend. My very best, and I hope you can forgive me."
* * *
Meanwhile, Brandon was having trouble focusing on what Mrs. Nelson was telling him as she drove. He was studying her body under the cotton dress as she bubbled over with excitement. She looked tight, looked in shape. He would have preferred a little chubbiness as he loved feeling plump tits and asses, plus, he loved seeing their bodies jiggle as he fucked them roughly.
"Tom, my husband, is on a business trip, so don't worry about him interrupting us. My son, Craig, is home, but you know Craig. Of course, you do. Anyhow, don't worry about him. He'll be so excited to see you," she said. "That is, if we can get him out of his room. Lord knows what he does in there." She sighed.
Brandon smiled. He knew what Craig did in his room. More than once, he'd called him the biggest jerk-off on the team.
Terry looked at him, "My God, you're the hottest thing I've ever laid eyes on. We are going to have so much fun!" she said.
She had a great body for an older woman. Great tits. What were those? C-cups? D-cups? She wasn't wearing a bra, and when she got to the car, she pulled off her sweater to reveal her thin top barely hiding her impressive assets. He knew she was telling the truth when she said she was excited, seeing her nipples poking out. He could smell her arousal, but what woman wouldn't be? He had everything her husband didn't have.
He knew of Mrs. Nelson from church and usually dismissed her. She always dressed to show almost no skin, her hair pulled back. On the other hand, her dresses were form-fitting, and she couldn't hide her God-given gifts. Sadly, she usually looked as if she were a 'lie back and let her husband finish' type of woman. She might have been the last woman there who'd want him for the weekend, but that made things even better. To do Craig's mom was a bonus. To do an uptight bitch and open her up? Wow! Added bonus. He suspected she had never experienced an orgasm or been filled with a real man's cock.
He'd showered with Craig, and the boy was pitifully endowed. Like father, like son. He remembered Julie, Craig's girlfriend, protesting that she wasn't used to a cock as huge as Brandon's when he fucked her face. Terry was about to have the weekend of her life. These thoughts drove any thoughts of Skyler being with that faggot Blake from his mind. Conversely, her being with that scrawny piece of shit should make her come to her senses. When you have had prime rib, are you really going to eat a slab of Spam? Perhaps, this will turn out to be a good thing. She'll be crawling back to him, her mouth, thighs, and ass open, just begging to be fucked.
He checked out the woman next to him. Long, smooth legs and the way she sat, he could see the shadow between her thighs, inviting him. Great body, tight ass, full tits, and nicely tanned. He hoped she was tan all over. Tan lines were great, but knowing she was lying naked out in the sun was arousing to imagine, though this was a side he never thought she'd have. In his experience, women with no tan lines liked to expose their bodies, to open their legs. Women with tan lines were more prudish, less willing to experiment.
He was wrapped up in imagining what her cunt looked like and if she'd prepared by shaving when he realized she had asked him something, "Sorry. I was thinking...you know, how great you look. Yes, I do work out. Thanks for bidding so high, Mrs. Nelson," he said. He almost forgot. His mother must have told him a half-dozen times to tell the winning bidder that.
"Terry. Call me Terry. Honey, thank you for putting yourself out there like that. I couldn't do it," she said.
Brandon chuckled, "If you did, I'd outbid everyone. Trust me."
Terry patted his thigh, "I might hold you to that. But what I really want to know is, are you mine? Really mine to do what I want for the next 48 hours? I just feel like it's too good to be true," she smiled.
Brandon slid her hand onto his cock, "You have the receipt. Bought and paid for," he grinned. "I'm a man of my word, and you won't hear me say no to whatever you want, however, whenever, wherever you want."
"That's what I like to hear. I was counting on getting a hot young man who is eager to do everything I ask," she said huskily. "I warn you. I have a really vivid imagination, and I have so many ideas."
Brandon grinned and stroked the woman's smooth thigh, "Bring them on. I guarantee you I can make everything you desire come true. I am totally at your beck and call," he said.
Terry pulled his hand between her legs, "Then get ready to be becked and called. I plan on making you forget about those immature high school girls. I hope you like anal because I plan on a lot of that...among other things. I know a young boy like you needs all the sleep he can get, but let's see how little time we waste with crap like that," she said as she gripped his hardening cock. Then, as if she just noticed it, she turned onto a farm road. She put the car in park, undid her seat belt, and faced him.
Brandon assumed the woman wanted to suck his cock, as all the girls he went out with did. He never told Skyler, but he'd taken every opportunity he could to fuck her friends and her fellow cheerleaders. No one had blabbed, and the stupid bitch assumed he had been faithful. He was pissed at what she did at the auction, but that insignificant piece of shit was going to be hospitalized before the month was out. He was unzipping his pants when the woman shook her head.
"We'll get to that. Let's start here," she said as she pulled off her panties and pulled up the hem of her skirt. She swung a leg over the back of the seat and the other over the center console as she leaned back against the driver's door. He was rewarded with a perfect white outline of a bikini bottom, framing her trimmed pussy. She stroked her wet slip while smiling at the boy.
Brandon grinned. He knew that once the bitch touched his cock she wouldn't be able to keep her hands, mouth, and cunt off it. But getting the cunt ready for the biggest cock in her life was going to be worth it. He crawled between her legs and started licking, first her wet slit and then her clit. He didn't like doing this, never liked the taste, but it was always the quickest way to get his cock inside his partner's cunt.
Terry sighed and patted him on his head, "Start slow. Tease me. Take your time. We have all weekend. Make me beg," she said. It was obvious the boy was more used to receiving than giving, but she had felt his cock. It was twice the size of Tom's, so perhaps his oral skills wouldn't be all that needed this weekend. He was doing better now. He was nibbling on her labia while sliding a finger inside her. "That's it. I knew you would be a great cuntlicker," she moaned.
Brandon never spent more than a few minutes eating pussy, always to get them ready for his cock. This slut was different. She was holding his head against her cunt, making it tough to breathe. He realized this wasn't foreplay. She wanted to cum on his face. This was new but arousing. No girl had taken charge, as most were agreeable to whatever he wanted. For the first time, he tuned into his partner's reactions to what he was doing, and hearing soft moans, he slipped a second finger inside her. As the moans got louder, he began pumping into her as he licked her sopping pussy. Tentatively, he moved up to her clit, and this time she lifted her ass while opening her thighs wider.
Terry's head was spinning as the boy attacked her clit. It was exactly what she needed, and she felt the welcome tingling building inside. Then the boy pushed three fingers inside her, and she cried out as she came, "Fuck! Yes, yes, yes, yessss," she groaned as she felt the powerful orgasm rip through her.
Brandon's face was smeared with her juices, and he had pubes in his mouth, but he felt proud that he was able to get a woman off with his tongue for the first time. He was also as hard as he'd ever been. His cock was pressed against the leather seat as he finished licking the woman's pussy.
Terry pushed the boy's head from her pussy and sighed happily. "That was great. I was worried at first you didn't know what to do, but you sure made those worries go away." Brandon sat up and pushed his pants down, expecting to get reciprocated, but Terry pulled her dress back down and then fastened her seat belt. She looked over and stroked the boy's cock. "Nice. You're gifted, but we should get home. No, leave your pants down. I like the look," she said. "You can stroke your cock, but don't you dare cum yet." 'Damn! This boy has it all.'
Brandon scowled at the woman. No one leaves him hanging like that. She was going to pay for getting him so aroused and then not taking care of him. The rest of the drive, he stroked his cock, imagining her screams when he would be plowing hard into her ass.
* * *
Blake and Skyler sat at the table. Blake looked at the beautiful girl and sighed, "I feel this is a dream. I never thought I'd spend time with you again," he said.
Skyler nodded, "I know. That was me. Back in sixth when all those boys wanted to talk to me, it felt good. It was somehow a rush," she said. "I guess I forgot what a great friend you were," she said. "I've had dozens of friends since, but everyone seemed to want something from me. You never did, did you? Did you ever want anything from me?" she asked.
Blake shook his head with a rueful smile, "I wanted your sunshine. I wanted to feel your incredible smile on me. I miss the elation I always felt when you gave me that huge toothy grin."
Skyler looked sad, "Brandon tells me I look stupid when I smile too much. He says it makes me look like a hick." Skyler looked like she was going to cry, and let Blake take her hand. She squeezed back as the boy leaned toward her.
"Fuck him. He's oblivious to everything that has nothing to do with him. If you changed a thing for him or any guy, then none of them is worthy of you." Then he softly sang, "You're my blue sky, you're my sunny day. Lord, you know it makes me high when you turn your love my way, turn your love my way, yeah."
Skyler teared up, leaned forward, and kissed. Blake was shocked as he met her lips and then her tongue. His first kiss was with the person he thought the most unobtainable.


Skyler grabbed the back of his head, pulling him firmly against her mouth before breaking it. She wiped her tears and nodded, "Our song. Brandon hates The Allman Brothers. He likes rap. The most degrading rap that describes abusing women. If I want Taylor Swift or Beyoncé, he lets me listen to one song. Then it's back to "I finger fuck dem bitches until dey cry for mo...cry for mo, dem hoes," she sighed.
"Seriously? That's not a real line in a song, is it?" Blake asked.
"No idea. It probably is. There are even worse lyrics than that. You wouldn't believe the number of songs with the words, slut, ho, cunt, rape, ass, bitch, pussy...I could go on and on. Plus, Brandon's car has the loudest, clearest sound system I've ever heard. We get so many glares from people as we drive around. I want to hide under the seat." She shook her head, "Enough of him. Please? Let's not mention him again. We'll put on Blue Sky when we get back to my place."
Blake smiled and nodded, "We're really doing this, then?"
Skyler smiled, "You betcha! And I plan on getting my money's worth."
Blake chuckled, "You might be disappointed and want your money back."
Skyler shook her head, "Right now, I'm more than satisfied with my investment."
* * *
Brandon pulled his pants up when they got to Terry's house...Craig's house. He'd been there and knew the layout as he'd been to two parties. This felt different, but maybe not, he thought. At the last party, he snuck off with Lexi and fucked her in the master bathroom. It was only fair as Skyler was playing foosball in the basement with Lexi's boyfriend, Trace. She spends time with another guy, then he can do what he wants with one of her friends. He remembered the master bedroom. There was a black, foot-long dildo at the bottom of Terry's dresser drawer. Of course, she'd need that, but having a huge toy was nothing compared to a huge flesh-and-blood cock driving inside you.
"OK, let's get inside. I prepared dinner so we don't waste time dining out," she said as she led the boy into the kitchen.
Both hurriedly finished their angel hair dish, and when they were done, Terry stood. "Let the games begin. Take off your clothes, all of them," she ordered.
Brandon's cock throbbed eagerly. They were going to fuck in the kitchen. He loved fucking the MILFs he knew in kitchens when their husbands and sons were in the next room. "Where's Craig?" he asked, looking around.
"Don't worry about him. He ate earlier and, probably up in his room playing video games," Terry said.
For some reason, she didn't take off her dress. Was he supposed to undress her after he got naked? When all his clothes were on the chair, she came over, grabbed his cock, and stroked him.
"First thing I want to do to you is suck this great-looking cock of yours," she said.
Brandon nodded. He knew it was coming. Every bitch wanted to taste him. Then she continued.
"While you do the dishes," she smiled. "I've had that fantasy for years. Here's the dish soap," she said. "You'll get a swat on the ass for every dish that needs to be rewashed, so concentrate," she said as she stroked his muscular ass. "Also, you are not allowed to cum until the last dish is done," she said, "If you can do that, you can cum in my mouth. If not, you'll lick all your cum off me and swallow it," she said firmly. "You got that?" she asked.
Brandan nodded and then answered, "Yes, ma'am. I can hold off." He had never even rinsed off a plate, let alone washed one, and he felt his cock soften as he took the bottle. But then the woman knelt and began licking his balls, and his dick sprang back up. 'If this bitch has fantasies about me doing chores while she sucks my cock, I'm all in,' he thought. It was harder than he thought, washing dishes while feeling her warm mouth on his dick, but he tried to focus on both. No one had ever spanked him, but he'd spanked plenty of cute little asses, and the girls all seemed to like it. He was warming up this bitch's kinkiness.
Terry was trying to take as much of the boy's cock into her mouth, but he was truly gifted. She'd never had more than a 5" cock in her mouth, and his might not be twice as long, but his girth more than made up for it. She played with his balls and ass as she bobbed her head, swallowing the precum leaking into her mouth. He groaned when she fingered his tight anus. This was going to be a great weekend. To make him suffer as he tried to hold off, she pulled the top of her dress down, revealing her perky tits.
Brandon's balls ached, but he was determined not to cum before he was done. It helped if he ran the water hotter. He stayed right on the edge when he heard a voice.
"She's really good at that. Isn't she?" Craig asked. "It took her a while, but she was finally able to deep throat me."
Brandon's head whipped around. His backup QB was sitting at the kitchen table, grinning as he watched his mother suck his cock.
"She likes the taste and always swallows," he added. He got up and came over to the naked boy. He stroked Brandon's ass and looked at the dishes, "she loves this game. I think she does it so she doesn't have to do chores." Then he pulled his mother's hand away before he slid his fingers between the taller boy's muscular cheeks. As he pressed his finger against Brandon's anus, the boy grunted and tried to pull away, but Craig pushed his middle finger inside.
"Dude, hands off..."Brandon started.
Terry looked up, "Dishes. Focus on the dishes and my mouth on your cock. Remember...you'll say no to nothing?" she said.
Brandon closed his eyes as he felt another man's finger inside his ass for the first time. He imagined it was Terry doing that. Ironically, Terry Smythe was the first girl to finger his ass after the West game. It did feel good as this Terry was a skilled cocksucker...better than the other Terry. He was just halfway through with the dishes when Craig added a second finger while stroking his balls. This was too much, and the aching in his scrotum built up too rapidly to stop the inevitable. He dropped the dishrag as he bent over, grunting that he was cumming.
Terry popped the fat cock out of her mouth and stroked the slick shaft just as a rope splattered onto her tits.
Brandon's knees felt weak as Craig's fingers were buried to the knuckles, and the boy's mother pumped her fist on his cock as he spewed cum all over her chest.
When Brandon's balls were empty, Terry stood and led the tall boy to the kitchen table. She lay on her back as she pulled her dress open more. "OK. You know the deal. Clean me up," she said.
Brandon's head was in a daze. Craig pulled his fingers from his ass, but he could still feel them inside him. He had no interest in tasting his own cum, but at least it was his and not another man's. He dutifully went over, bending over the nearly naked woman. He tentatively licked a glob of cooling cum from her erect nipple. It didn't taste great, and as he did that, the woman arched her back and groaned. She was really getting off on this. So fucking kinky!
He felt his cock getting hard again, perhaps because Craig was again finger-fucking his ass, or because it was arousing licking the woman's chest. He hated, yet loved, how vulnerable he felt, naked, and bent over. Then, with a shock, he realized that the taste of his cum was arousing. He let out a small groan as the fingers in his ass pulled out. He hoped Craig would leave so he could fuck his mother, or better yet, sit and watch as he took this bitch places she had only dreamt about. Then he jerked up as a cool gel was shoved up his rectum. He turned his head to say something, but Terry grabbed his shoulders.
"You promised never to say no. Now fuck me and let my son enjoy himself," she said huskily. She pulled herself back across the table, spreading her legs.
"I'm...fuck," Brandon moaned as the woman pulled him onto her. Her legs were spread wide, and she lined up his cock so he decided to ignore what was going on behind him.
Brandon had never recovered so quickly before. It had been just five minutes, and his cock was throbbing angrily. He felt her juicy lips part as he drove into the woman's tight pussy.
Terry screamed as twice as much cock as she'd ever had plunged deep into her vagina. She started to push on his hips to slow him down, but changed her mind, opening her legs wider. She gripped the muscular ass and cried out again as she felt him flex his pelvis as he thrust his cock into her pussy again and again. 'This boy can fuck!' she thought. 'Holy, shit! He's so fucking huge.'
Brandon reveled in fucking this woman, but he couldn't ignore the plump head pressing against his anus. He hated faggots and had beaten the shit out of a pair of boys he caught behind the gymnasium earlier this year. He hated seeing the one boy behind the other, hated how they made those disgusting, pleasurable sounds, hated how hard his cock got watching them. He remembered the feeling of satisfaction he had as they curled up, clutching their smashed balls, crying pitifully. He almost came just seeing them crumpled on the ground. He wanted to pull out of the woman, wanted to shove Craig away, maybe knee him hard in the balls, but Terry had a strong grip on his ass, keeping him inside her.
Craig had admired Brandon's ass and cock in the locker room, and though he liked girls, especially his Mom, that didn't mean he hadn't fantasized about doing what he was about to do. He suspected he was bi, and this confirmed it. He pressed his cock against the other boy's puckered hole, letting out a pleasured moan as he popped inside. He doubted anyone heard him as Brandon let out a louder yelp. Craig was prepared for an angry response from Brandon, maybe a punch, but he did nothing.
Terry looked up at her son's face and smiled at the boy. She always suspected Craig liked men more than girls, but maybe he just liked putting his cock in whatever hole was available. She stroked Brandon's face as he looked to be in pain. "Relax....just let him in. You'll get used to it and like it," she said. "I'm so happy you didn't lie. You said you like anal and wouldn't say no to anything. Now fuck me while my son fucks your ass," she panted. "Damn! Money well spent," she sighed.
Brandon's cock felt great inside the married woman's pussy, and Craig's cock was starting to feel good, too. He hated to admit it, but as his ass adapted to the 5" driving inside him, he began to enjoy the full feeling in his rectum.
Craig looked at Brandon's ass as he thrust harder and harder. The best, most muscular ass he had ever seen. And, Brandon didn't even flinch or pull away. He liked it. He fucking liked it! The boy was grunting more loudly with each deep penetration. He reached around to play with the larger boy's nipple while feeling his balls tighten.
The two boys matched their rhythm, with Terry being the happy recipient of the combined force. It had to be her imagination, but when her son's cock plunged into Brandon's ass, she felt the cock inside her pussy grow even bigger. As she looked at both of their faces, each clenched in pleasure, she felt the wonderful tingling rise inside her. She pressed her lips on the nipple that Craig wasn't stimulating and bit gently on the tiny tip.
Brandon wanted to last and thought he could after just cumming, but there was too much stimulation. He tried to think of things...anything, but it was hopeless. He was saved from cumming before Terry, but only by seconds.
Craig saw his mother's mouth form the O he was used to seeing and smiled as both Brandon and Terry cried that they were coming at the same time. Brandon's sphincter clenched with each orgasmic contraction, making fucking him feel even better. As great as his mother's ass and pussy felt, fucking another boy's virgin ass was tons better, he thought.
Brandon was the first to finish and kept driving his cock into the woman's pussy until she let out a satisfied moan and dropped her hands onto the table. He could feel Craig's cock urgently thrusting into his ass and wondered how long the boy would last. As he thought about that, he lay on top of the woman, breathing heavily. What was he doing? Why didn't he establish his dominance over these two? Craig powerfully thrust his cock into his ass, and he had bent over even more? Then he considered football practice and how he would look at him. Would he tell the other players that Brandon Wallace liked a dick in his ass?
Terry groaned under the weight of two boys, "OK. Let me get some air and get cleaned up," she said weakly. She pushed Brandon up and off her. Then, she slid back on the table, her legs open wide. She pulled the boy's face between her legs, "That's it. Clean up your mess," she said.
Brandon tried to turn his head from the sloppy cunt, but then Craig's hand pushed his face against Terry's crotch. The boy was stronger than he looked. He decided to get it over with, lapping at the woman's swollen slit, tasting his cum for the 2nd time that day. He braced himself on the woman's creamy thighs as Craig pounded against his ass.
Terry was stroking the boy's hair as she looked at her son through half-closed lids. This was going better than expected. She and Craig discussed this and thought it would take until Sunday to break the alpha male's walls down, but as she felt his fat tongue probe inside her, she knew he was theirs...not just for the weekend but for the next few months. They had plans, and as she considered them, she winked at the camera set in the upper corner of the kitchen.
* * *
Skyler opened the door, holding it for her old friend. "Come on in. Mom and Dad should be in the living room. Been a while, huh?" she said.
Albert and Renee Van Der Waal stood as Blake and Skyler came into the living room. "Blake!" Renee smiled as she pulled the boy into a hug. "We missed you. You always were the best boy Sky ever brought home."
Albert gave the boy a firm handshake. "Good to see you again, my boy. You've grown into a fine young man."
The parents stepped back. "I'm proud of you, dear. How much was the final bid?"
"$2,500," Skyler said. "Brandon fetched $2,400 from Terry Reynolds. I had to top it," she said.
Renee grinned, "Christ. I wish we could have seen the look on his face." She went over and kissed Blake on his cheek, "though $2,500 for this young man was a steal. You should have doubled it." She looked over at her husband and nodded.
Albert cleared his voice, "OK. We're heading up to the cabin for the weekend. You kids have fun, and Blake, take good care of my daughter. She deserves a good man."
Renee laughed as she picked up her purse. "What he's saying is, she needs a good man in bed. Be gentle and make her happy." She kissed her daughter on the cheek, and the couple left the house.
Blake's head was spinning. Did she really say that?
Skyler chuckled. "There. Now you know my real parents. They hated Brandon and told me time and again that he didn't compare to you. Tonight, I want to sit and watch a movie with the best boyfriend I've ever had."
"I was your boyfriend?" Blake asked.
'Silly! Of course, you were. And I just dropped you, thinking there were better boys out there. I was wrong, but Mom was right. I need a good man in bed. Come on, I have a new bedroom set since we were kids. The bed is really great."
* * *
Brandon could no longer taste his cum, but Craig held his head pressed into Terry's pussy as he slammed hard into the boy's rectum. He had no choice but to keep licking. He hated feeling the weaker boy take him like that. Hated how this would destroy his reputation. He hated how hard his cock was even after cumming twice, but hated it even more how much he didn't hate getting buggered, didn't hate it at all. It seemed like hours, and his jaw ached when Terry finally came, pushing his head from her pussy.
Terry felt limp as the amazing pulses faded. "Fuck! You're a natural cuntlicker. Now, clean off my boy's cock," she ordered.
Brandon shook his head as he started to get up, but just as Craig pulled his cock from his ass, he pushed the bigger boy to his knees. What was going on? He assumed he would be fucking some lucky woman's brains out, but this was not what he had planned.
"Go on!" Craig snarled, "Suck it. You know how, since you've bragged about how all the cheerleaders have sucked your cock. And how you got Julie to swallow your disgusting cum."
Brandon wondered how Craig found out about that. Julie wouldn't have told him, or did she? At the Lawsons' party, Julie got drunk while Craig was playing poker. Brandon found her lying on a bed upstairs, stroked her back, and massaged her shoulders. When she got up, saying she needed to get home, Brandon pulled her head onto his lap. He quickly unzipped his pants, releasing his cock. She resisted at first, but then sighed as if it were inevitable. She was a good cocksucker, better than most of the girls, and he soon came, holding her head as he came. When she got up, she punched him and confessed that she had never had a cock that huge, never had swallowed before, and he had almost suffocated her.
Even with Craig's hand on the back of his head, Brandon pinched his lips and turned his head. The smell, the slime smearing his lips, made him want to puke.
Terry growled, "Don't go back on your word. I spent $2,400, and you promised. I recorded every word. Shall I play it back for you? Open your fucking mouth!" she spat.
Brandon was shocked at Terry's change. What had Craig told her? He closed his eyes and parted his lips, tasting his own shit, petroleum jelly, and another man's cum. He wanted to spit it out, but 5" of cock in his mouth made him swallow everything instead. Then he heard the clicking of a camera and inwardly groaned. Then he realized that he'd heard that sound before when Craig was fucking his ass. 'Shit, shit, shit, shit,' he inwardly groaned. What had he gotten himself into?
Craig handed his phone to his mother so he could grip the boy's head as he fucked his face. He might have just cum, but he felt as much arousal as if he'd abstained for a week.
Terry made sure to get a close-up of Brandon's mouth wrapped around her son's veiny cock, along with the boy's pained expression. "That's it. Wow, deep throating. This isn't your first time. His cum is a bit bitter for my taste, so you'll let me know how he compares to the other boys you've sucked off. Play with his nipples. He likes that," she hissed into his ear.
Brandon's surrender was complete as, without hesitation, he slid his hands up onto the boy's chest, found his nipples, and stroked them.
Craig groaned, "Fuck, Mom. You know how...fuck!" he grunted as the aching in his balls peaked and released.
Brandon hated that he had no choice but to swallow as hot jets of sperm shot against the back of his throat. His knees hurt, he wanted to vomit, and the taste and smell were the worst he'd sensed. Finally, Craig released his head, staggered back, and pulled his pants up.
"That was for Julie. Her throat was sore for days, and it hurt for her to talk," the boy said bitterly.
Brandon thought about sneering, 'Then you should thank me,' but bit his tongue. Groaning, he climbed to his feet, his knees aching, and felt cool cum flowing down his inner thighs.
Terry slapped the boy on the ass. "Go clean up. Then we'll have a nice dinner."
Brandon dutifully obeyed. He looked for his bag and clothes, but they were nowhere in sight.
"You'll get them back Sunday evening. In the meantime, I want my money's worth," Terry smiled as she cupped his huge balls. The boy might be an arrogant ass, but he had gifts. "Craig, dear. Show the boy where the bathroom is."
Brandon knew well where the bathroom was, as he fucked Carolyn against the sink earlier that year at a party, but he dutifully followed the other boy upstairs.


Brandon sat uncomfortably as the trio watched a movie. Even though he was given a couple of beers and the two tormentors acted as if nothing was out of the ordinary, he was the only one sitting completely naked. Halfway through, Terry pulled off her tights, spread her legs, and beckoned the boy over.
Brandon stifled a groan as he got onto his hands and knees, pressed his face back into the older woman's pussy, and licked. She tasted better as she had showered after the humiliating encounter in the kitchen, but it was still strange to be eating pussy he had recently fucked. He grunted but didn't resist as he felt Craig again press lube up his ass.
Terry felt another orgasm coming on as he boy's huge tongue fucked her pussy and as her son fucked the boy's ass. She grinned to herself as she revelled in her good fortune. She went to the auction with $5,000 after hearing what Brandon called Craig. His little bitch. They were holding each other after a passionate and energetic fuck session when Craig vented his frustration with being on the football team. Once, he made Craig carry his equipment in, and all the boys laughed. Then, when talking about the mothers, Terry's name came up, and Brandon joked that he'd start gently with her since Craig's dad had to have just as small a cock as her son did. There were more incidents, and when she heard about the auction, she had made up her mind to do whatever it took to win the bidding. She felt a rush at how she had this boy under her thumb, causing everything to explode inside her.
Brandon wondered if he'd be able to eat or brush his teeth without a ton of pain, his lips were so bruised.
Craig gritted his teeth, but as his mother came, he let himself go. He slammed hard against the tight, muscular ass and felt the agonizing ache, peak, and release. He collapsed onto the boy's back as he injected jet after jet of cum deep inside Brandon's rectum.
* * *
Skyler opened the door and stood back. "My parents got me the set on my 16th birthday. The first thing I thought of was, 'I should call Blake and have him check it out,'" she said sadly.
Blake looked around and nodded. "So much better than the pinks and whites, though you loved those when we were little," he said softly.
Skyler nodded, "Sure, but I guess we all grow up. Come on in." She sat on the bed and patted the mattress. "Look, I know that this must be weird. My parents and I said some things that might pressure you. Look, what we said means nothing if you're not comfortable. Are you...?"
Blake blushed and nodded. "I am. There are no girls that interested me, I mean, other than you," he said softly. "Um, at the restaurant. You were my first kiss."
Skyler turned his face toward hers. "Seriously? A cute boy like you hasn't even kissed a girl before tonight?"
Blake scoffed. "Cute boy. Now that's a stretch."
Skyler elbowed him. "Don't. Don't do that. You are really cute. Why do you think I went over to you back in the 3rd grade?" You were the cutest, nicest-looking boy on the playground." She suddenly looked sad, "and I never admitted it to myself, but my first love." She wrapped her arms around the boy and held him tight. They hugged each other, flopping back onto the mattress. They jolted up as they hit a hard object under them.
Skyler reached back. She held up a box of condoms. "Trojan Bareskin Raw," she chuckled. "24 pack. What do Mom and Dad think we're going to be doing for the next week?" she mused.
"The next week?" Blake asked, "I thought the auction was for the weekend."
"It was. And, if you want to go back home on Sunday, you can. But you heard Mom and Dad. They headed up to the cabin for the week. I'd like it if you could stay," she said in a plaintive voice. She held up the box. "And if you don't want to use these..."
Blake was aware of where they were and how his life was about to change for the better. He took the box and looked at the label. "24. We might have to go to the store," he grinned. "I'll let Mom know that I'm spending the week with my oldest and best friend."
Skyler's face lit up. "This is going to be fun," she said. She got off the bed and stood. "OK. I can take my clothes off for you, or you can undress me. Which would you...oh!" she grinned when Blake quickly stood.
The boy stood in front of the most beautiful girl he'd ever seen, his stomach doing flips as he was about to see his first naked woman. His cock was pulsing to life in his pants. He hesitated, then pulled her top up. Skyler raised her arms, lowering them as Blake tossed her top onto the bed. He wanted nothing more than to palm those full breasts, but he hesitated.
Skyler placed his hands on her boobs and smiled at him. "I might have won you at the auction, but if you don't mind, I'd like it if you did whatever you want to me for the next week, as if you won me. I trust you, and I won't say no to anything, so please don't hesitate."
Blake's cock throbbed to its full, hard mass as he felt his first breasts. They felt both soft and firm, if that were possible. Wanting to see and feel them bared, he reached behind her back, savoring the warm soft pressure of her breasts against his chest. He deftly undid the clips and stepped back. His eyes were glued to the creamy mounds as he slid the straps off her shoulders. "Fuck!" he sighed, softly as the most incredible breasts he'd ever seen came into view. "You...you're so beautiful," he said breathily.
Skyler closed her eyes as her friend's large hands gently palmed her bare boobs. This was so unlike Brandon, who never gently touched her, but squeezed and groped as if her breasts were melons. She moaned as Blake's palms scraped across her hard nipples while feeling her pussy swell.
Blake was entranced by the incredibly arousing sight of his first breasts. The way they jutted out from her chest as if defying gravity. Her breasts seemed to glow with a soft light, and the large, dollar-sized areolas were a velvety pale pink. Her erect nipples pressed against his palms, making his mouth water. He then felt something he wondered if he'd ever feel. Skyler's hand was exploring the outline of his erection through his pants, and he prayed that he wouldn't cum prematurely.
Skyler's eyes opened wide, and she looked down at the shaft tenting the boy's pants. "Holy fuck, how...what?" she said as she unzipped him. She shook her head as she tried to wrap both hands around his cock. "How big? How big is your cock?" she asked in a husky voice.
Blake shook his head. "No clue. Never measured it." He let Skyler push his pants to the floor, stepping out of the puddled garment as she dropped to her knees.
"I know I said you should undress me, but I have to taste this thing," she panted. She looked back at the box of condoms and chuckled, "I don't think those will work." She looked up at the boy's face and smiled. "You can cum in my mouth. I know you want to and won't last long, so just enjoy this," she said. She opened her mouth wide, wrapped her lips around the flared head, and let out a pleasurable soft moan as she took him into her mouth.
Blake had imagined what it might be like to make love to a woman, but never considered that the beautiful Skyler would be on her knees sucking his cock. His balls ached, and seeing her lips encompass his hard shaft, her large breasts bobbing as she plunged her face against him, was too much. "Sky, Sky, I'm...unnnggg," he grunted as he came harder than he ever remembered.
Skyler had swallowed many loads as Brandon insisted she never waste a drop, but first of all, Blake's cum actually tasted good, and second, she never had to swallow such a huge load. She grunted happily with every spurt hitting the back of her mouth, stroking his balls as he emptied them. She felt him finish, then she popped his cock out of her mouth and ran her tongue up the underside to get every last drop.
Blake's knees gave out, and he staggered back onto the bed, crushing the 24-pack of Trojans. He groaned as he rolled to the side to rescue the crumpled container. "Shit. I guess you're going to have trouble returning these," he sighed.
Skyler got up from the floor and lay down next to the boy. They held each other as Blake recovered from the mind-blowing orgasm. He felt her warm body next to his, trying to convince himself this wasn't a dream. Then, as he stroked her back, enjoying the soft breasts crushed against his chest, he let out a sigh. He chuckled bitterly. "When I got up this morning, I felt sick. Every scenario I played out in my head was humiliating or worse. What you did..." he said, tearing up.
Skyler pulled the boy close. "I know. Why? Why did you volunteer? I could never..."
"Mom. Never even asked me and signed me up. She wanted me to get out there. Get with a woman, even some old lady. We never thought that gay men would be bidding," he shuddered. "She entered me without even asking, and I guess I had no choice. Then, to make matters worse, she asked her friends to bid on me. I swear, it felt like the lowest point of my life."
"Christ, that would have been a nightmare. I would have been throwing up, too," Skyler said.
Blake kissed her. "But, now this has to be the second-best day of my life."
"OK, I'll bite. What's the best day?"
"3rd grade. When you came over and introduced yourself, I was so scared to be at the new school. You saved me then and again today," he said softly. "How can I ever pay you back?"
Skyler stroked the boy's fat cock. "We'll think of something."
Blake smiled and nodded, "I have a thought." He crawled down the bed, pulled down her tights and thong. His first pussy! As Skyler opened her legs, he lay between them, his face inches from her glistening, swollen lips. He looked up at her and smiled. "Obviously, I've never done this before, so please tell me what you want. OK?" he asked. The warm, moist aroma was intoxicating, and he felt his cock surge to life. Tentatively, he licked her slit, and when she moaned, he continued. He liked her salty, tangy taste and found that she loved it when he parted her lips with the tip of his tongue.
Skyler might have been a lot more experienced than Blake, but within 5 minutes, Blake had spent more time pleasuring her with his mouth and tongue than she had felt in her life. "Damn, Blake. There...that feels so, oh wow!" She gasped as he discovered her clit. Her ass was lifting off the bed as she felt an orgasm build up.
Blake felt a huge rush hearing the girl cry out as she came. He had trouble keeping his mouth on her pussy as she thrust her crotch against his face, but kept teasing her hard nub until she collapsed.
"Holy crap! That was the most intense...shit! Where did you learn to do that?" she panted.
Blake grinned up at her, his face smeared with her juices. "I dreamt about doing this to you for a while. It was every bit as great as I fantasized about."
Skyler pulled the boy up, kissing him as she gripped his cock. "I hope this wasn't a one-time thing," she smiled.
Blake grinned, "Mi boca es la tuya."
Skyler shook her head. "Sorry. I took French."
Blake kissed her before answering. "My mouth is yours," he said. "I just thought it sounded sexier in Spanish."
"Oh yeah. French, Spanish, Italian. Any of the Romance languages." She had been rubbing the head of his cock between her sopping lips and asked, "Are you ready to lose your virginity?" Blake's smile lit up the room as he nodded eagerly.
'Finally. I'm going to feel...fuck!' he thought as he felt the head of his cock pop inside a woman for the first time. Skyler was holding his hips after perhaps 2" of his cock entered her. He pulled back and pushed inside a little more. Her hands let up little by little as he penetrated her tight, velvety hole more and more. 'There! I'm all the way inside and, wow!' he thought as Skyler's hands slid off his hips and onto his ass.
"Christ! You're so big," she moaned. "But it feels so good. Fuck me, fuck my tiny pussy," she begged. "Fuck me hard."
It was a good thing that the Van Der Waals were out as the room echoed with the bed frame pounding against the wall, the loud cries of the blonde, and the deep grunts as Blake thrust hard into the girl's pussy. After Skyler's 3rd orgasm, Blake let out a low moan, slowing his thrusts, "Sky, Sky, I'm..."
"That's it. Cum inside me. It's OK," Skyler panted. Then she felt it. With one deep thrust, the boy drove his cock as far inside her as he could, and a powerful jet of cum splashed against her cervix. It was far from the first time a boy had emptied his balls inside her, but it was the first time she swore she could feel him cum. She stroked his back tenderly as he finished and collapsed on top of her.
Blake sighed, "I love you," before limply rolling over to her side.
Skyler stroked the boy's face and whispered, "I love you, too," realizing for the first time that she said those words, she felt something behind them.
They fell asleep in each other's arms, waking up when their bladders demanded relief. Skyler introduced the boy to a variety of positions, including anal, when she realized her pussy was￼ getting sore. Sleep was sporadic as Blake kept getting an erection, and Skyler was more than eager to take care of it.
* * *
Across town, Brandon's ass was sorer than Skyler's pussy, but he just gritted his teeth in hope the two would lose interest in tormenting him. At least, he was able to get some sleep until he was awakened by Craig's cock pressing against his lips. He tried to push him away, but found he was tied face down on the bed. he realized that not only was he tied down, spread-eagled, but they had put a pillow or two under his hips to raise his ass. He groaned, feeling the abject vulnerability. He could feel cool air on his anus, which made him shudder as he realized what Craig wanted. He again yanked on the restraints, but they were too strong.
"Wakey, wakey," Craig said as he lifted Brandon's head by his hair. "I need you to take care of my morning wood, then we can go down and get breakfast. Oh, and by the way. Don't think about running out. Mom uploaded videos to the cloud. Anything but full compliance, and she'll post them to everyone in town." As Brandon opened his mouth, he pushed in with a sigh. "There, I knew you were my slutty little bitch," he said as he patted the boy's cheek. "Mom says you need to shave. She hates it when scruffy men chafe her inner thighs."
Terry looked over from the sink as a naked Brandon and a fully clothed Craig came into the kitchen. Her son was smiling, and the other boy's lips were red and puffy. Then, she noticed how bow-legged his walk was and smiled. "Where the hell were you? I told you to awaken Sleeping Beauty. That was 45 minutes ago."
Craig shook his head. I wanted him to suck me off, but he begged me to fuck his ass. You told me always to treat our guests as family," he said as he went over to kiss his mother.
Brandon shook his head as he watched the two, their mouths locked, Craig's hand under her robe, squeezing her breast. 'What have I got myself into?' he wondered.
Terry gently spanked Craig's ass, breaking the kiss. "I thought you got your rocks off in our guest." She turned to Brandon, "Coffee?"
Brandon nodded, "Black, please."
Terry nodded and added, "Craig and I discussed this last night when you fell asleep during the movie. We'd like you to call us mistress and sir. I thought he might prefer 'master,' but he likes the idea of you calling him sir. So, let's do that again." She held up the pot, "Coffee?"
"Yes, mistress," Brandon ￼replied through gritted teeth.
"Oh, trust me. By tomorrow afternoon, you'll say it as if you mean it, and you will." Terry poured the boy a cup before going back and leaning against the counter.
Brandon did not like how she looked at him. What was she plotting, and how could it be any worse than what they already did to him? He was relieved when she turned back to the sink to finish up the dishes. At least this time, she didn't have him do them while she sucked him off. As he remembered that, his cock throbbed to life. How the fuck did he enjoy that? The humiliation of getting finger fucked in his ass...shit! His cock throbbed to life, and without shorts or pants, there was no hiding it.
"Fuck, Mom. Check this out," Craig chuckled.
Terry turned and grinned. "Thinking about your cock in my mouth, yesterday, aren't you? Come over here," she ordered.
Brandon hesitated, but he knew it was no good. He stood, his cock sticking straight out, and walked over to the sink. Expecting the blonde woman to get down onto her knees, he was surprised when she pushed him down. His knees hit the hard floor, causing him to wince. She didn't even put a towel down, let alone a pillow. Then, he recalled how many times the roles were reversed. Not once did he offer a pillow or even his shirt.
Terry opened her robe as she leaned back against the sink. "I need your mouth on my pussy. I dreamt about you all night. Fuck! That's it," she panted when the 18-year-old boy clamped his mouth on her pussy.
Craig had his phone propped up, videotaping his mother getting eaten out as he sipped his coffee. He grinned, considering how their roles had reversed. As he replayed all the abuses he'd endured at the hands of this arrogant fuck, he thought about how he could use the videos against him. He let his robe fall open as he stroked his cock.
Terry's eyes were closed as she leaned back against the counter, her hands wrapped in the boy's hair. 'Fuck! This boy's a natural.' She wasn't going to say it, but as good as Craig was, Brandon was a lot better. Maybe it was because his tongue was so big, so strong. Maybe it was the situation, but it wasn't long before she felt the tinkling inside rapidly increase.
Brandon's tongue was deep inside the woman's pussy, literally fucking her with it while he played with her tits. He hated to admit it, but he loved pleasuring this woman. His jaw hurt, his knees ached, and he had a crick in his neck, but he put everything he had into it to get her off as soon as possible. He heard her breathing change, so he slid a hand down her body to her tight ass, and when he pressed against her anus, he was relieved that she finally came.
"Fuck! That's it, there, there, there," she panted as the boy's fat finger pushed inside her ass. She finally released his hair as she came down from the most explosive orgasm of her life.
The follicles on Brandon's head ached, his lips were bruised, and he had her cum up his nose. Regardless, he grinned up at the woman. "Did I do OK, mistress?" he asked.
Craig smiled at Brandon's attempt to make his mother feel sorry for him. No one ate pussy as he did, and Mom had to be faking it, wasn't she? Her eyes were still closed, panting as if she had run a mile.
Brandon got up, grabbed a dishrag, and wiped the juices off his face. His cock was still rock hard and jutted out obscenely. He looked at the naked woman, checking out her full tits, her swollen pussy, hoping she would need a cock.
As if Terry was reading Brandon's mind, she pushed away from the counter and went up to the boy to grab his cock. She stroked the fat shaft while looking into his eyes. "You haven't gotten relief, have you?"
Brandon's balls ached. He'd sucked, been fucked, had three loads dumped in his ass, gotten Terry off four times, but had not been allowed to cum. "No, mistress. Please? I need to cum," he heard himself beg.
Terry looked over at her son. "Should we let him cum? I mean, it has been fun, but," she looked down at the fat shaft, "he's been a good slave, so we should reward him."
Craig nodded. "I suppose. At least this once."
Terry licked the boy's nipple while using both hands to stroke his cock. When Brandon pulled her against him, his large hand on her ass, she pushed away. "Uh, uh. Nope. You can jerk off, but only if you clean up your mess. OK?" she asked. "And by clean up," she ran her finger up the tiny slit, scooping up his pre cum. She pushed her finger into his mouth. "You agree?" she asked.


Brandon was so desperate to cum, he nodded. He started to leave the kitchen, but Terry stopped him. "Uh, uh. There. Sit in the chair. I want to watch you do it." She grinned as the boy never hesitated, his fist stroking his cock immediately. She looked at Craig, "Fuck! He sure isn't shy. You told me he strutted around the locker room naked to show off. I believed you, but wasn't prepared to see how bold he was. Shall I make another pot while...Holy shit! That was fucking quick!" she gasped as she heard Brandon grunt as he came.
Brandon's balls had been aching for hours, and as soon as his ass hit the chair, he pumped his cock urgently. For some reason, hearing Terry talk about him as if he weren't there triggered an explosive orgasm. Ropes of cum shot across the room onto the linoleum. He had his head back, fist pumping rapidly as he came as hard as he could remember. After what seemed like a minute, he sank back in the chair and let out a moan.
"Wow!" Terry said, "That was fucking impressive. Now, get down there and clean my floor," she ordered.
When Brandon hesitated, Craig picked up his phone, poising a finger over it. "Shit! OK, OK, I'll do it." He winced as his bruised knees hit the floor. He was shocked to see his cum splatter along six feet of the floor. He tentatively licked the closer spot, but then lapped up the remainder. There was no sense in extending his humiliation. He hated being in the most humiliating and vulnerable position, but hated even more that he was getting hard again.
When he was done, Terry tossed him a wet dishrag so he could wipe up what he missed. "Coffee?" she asked as if he hadn't just licked his cum off the kitchen floor. "Looks like you might need that attended to, again," she grinned. She gripped the shaft, "It is impressive. If I had a cock like that, I'd want to show it off, also."
Brandon nodded as he went and sat back down. 'Fucking cock! Why am I hard?' he wondered. That was when he noticed that Craig pressed a button on his cell. 'Fuck! The asshole taped the whole thing.'
Terry patted his head as she handed him a cup. "Craig told me what you did to that poor girl. You got her drunk, took her virginity in the back seat of your car...what was her name?"
"Helen," Craig said. Helen Walker."
Terry nodded, "Helen Walker. He told me how you came inside her and when your cum leaked onto the seat of your car, you forced her to lick it up. Remember that? Karma is a bitch. You were her first, and she was a straight-A student before that. Her parents told me that she dropped out of school, and have no idea why, since she won't talk about it."
Brandon had a vague memory of the girl, but she was the one who fucked up. Don't drink if you can't handle it. At least, it was in the Mustang and not the McLaren. He wanted to protest that she should have done what every girl does and cup her pussy. And, how was he to know she was a virgin? Girls should be upfront and tell boys this, though, if he remembered right, she may have passed out a few times.
"Anyhow, go shower. We'll take a break and meet in the bedroom." She eyed his cock. "I have plans for you. I think you'll enjoy them," she said, as she slapped his muscular ass.
* * *
Blake awoke after the best dreams he had ever had. He hated to open his eyes, wanting to hang onto every memory of Skyler in his arms, of her mouth on his, the feel of those soft breasts, how it felt being inside her...
As he thought about how great her naked body felt, he realized his cock was still inside her, feeling it pulse deeper into her tight pussy. He finally opened his eyes and saw that she was still asleep. She looked so peaceful, and as his cock throbbed back to life for the fifth time, hoping it wouldn't wake her...hoping it would so he could begin thrusting inside her.
Skyler hadn't slept as deeply in a long time. Her dreams were filled with images of being loved, held, and feeling safe. When she woke, she swore she could still feel her friend's cock inside her, causing her to stretch. That was when she realized that she was skewered on his rock-hard shaft. She opened her eyes and smiled, "Holy shit!" What is this? The 6th time?"
Blake kissed her, shook his head, and replied, "Technically, still the fifth. I never pulled out around 4. I was still inside you when we fell asleep."
The girl giggled and pushed him away. "We had better make this the 6th. I have to pee, and your big cock is making my bladder uncomfortable. She was able to extract his cock, roll off the bed, and take care of her issues. When she came back, Blake was lying on his back, stroking his cock. She let out a mock groan as she swung a leg over his waist, lowering her sore pussy onto his cock. "Fuck!" she gasped as she felt him fill her up once again. "I love your cock, but sometimes too much of a good thing..."
Blake was stroking her full tits as he felt the insides of her tight vagina again. The night before, he recalled how he came almost immediately, but recovered within a few minutes. All he wanted to do was feel his cock inside her over and over. He hadn't considered that she might be sore. "I'm sorry. We don't have to do this. Let's shower, and I'll make breakfast. You haven't had my waffles for over 6 years," he smiled.
Skyler leaned into his hands as she fucked his hard shaft, "No way. I can't leave you like this, plus, if you promise you'll get me off like you did all last night, I can take a little discomfort." She kissed him hungrily, her ass bouncing on his cock. She pulled back, her eyes closed, and sighed. "But, perhaps we should be quick since it has been years since I had your incredible waffles. OK," she said as she rolled over, pulling him on top of her, "Fuck me like there's no tomorrow. Cum inside me," she panted.
Blake liked missionary. Obviously, there was no bad position when having sex, but he liked how powerful he felt when thrusting into Skyler's pussy. Plus, the spectacular view of her bare breasts flopping on her chest added to his arousal. He could have lasted all morning, but she did tell him to make it quick. He closed his eyes, savoring the unparalleled feeling of her tight, silky hole. "Sky, Sky, I'm..."
"That's it, baby. Cum inside me. Let yourself go," she panted. She stroked his chest as she watched his face clench. She always loved the look on boys' faces when they came, but Blake's was the most beautiful. She groaned as she felt him orgasm inside her. 'Why have I wasted my time with all those other boys when the one I always truly loved was right there?' she wondered.
After holding each other, they showered and went down to the kitchen for waffles.
* * *
If Brandon assumed that Terry's plans involved getting his cock inside her, he was mistaken. The blonde slipped off her dress, leaned back against the headboard, spread her legs, and pointed to her swollen pussy.
"Damn! I would have gone a lot higher had I known what a great cuntlicker you were," she smiled. "That's it. Wow! You..." she gasped as she put her head back. She wondered how she could convince this boy to teach Craig how to go down on her. As she thought that, Brandon grunted and stopped licking. She saw that Craig decided to take advantage of the other boy's vulnerable ass. 'This just gets better and better.' She pulled the boy's head back between her legs, ignoring the pained look on his face. "Play with my nipples, and don't you dare touch yourself until I let you," she panted.
Brandon hated how he was being used; hated how another man was shoving his cock into his ass; hated how he had to swallow so much of the woman's juices; but most of all, hated how hard his cock was. Was he gay? Was he a sub? He grunted rhythmically against the sloppy pussy as she probed inside her. He hated the intense stinging as the boy's cock slammed into him, but then, as expected, the stinging lessened as it started to feel pleasurable. His grunts morphed into pleasurable groans as his anus adapted to the invader. He wondered how long they would both last and if they'd allow him to jerk off when he heard an angry voice in the doorway.
"What the fuck is this?" Tom roared, seeing the trio on the bed. "You fucking started without me?"
Craig, continuing to thrust, calmly looked over at his dad. "Almost done. You can try him out next, but I recommend fucking his mouth. You have no idea how good a cocksucker he is," he grinned.
As Tom pulled off his clothes, Terry's grip on Brandon's full head of hair increased. She opened her legs wider, letting out a series of pants as the wonderful feelings inside her grew as she enjoyed the oral ministrations of the talented boy, while seeing her husband joining the trio.
Brandon's jaw ached, but he continued to attack the woman's clit, hoping she would cum, and he'd be able to breathe. He heard Craig's dad undress as Terry let out a deep grunt as her orgasm hit her.
Now fully naked, Tom came over to the bed, replacing the boy's hands on his wife's tits with his own. "That's it, baby. Cum on the boy's face. This was the fantasy you told me about. Wasn't it?"
As the intense waves exploded through her body, Terry felt a rush as she kissed her husband with Brandon's mouth sucking her cunt energetically. "Mmmmm, mmmm, mmmm," she moaned into Tom's mouth. After what seemed like minutes, she let out a final groan and went limp. She roused herself, pushing the boy's head from between her legs. "Fuck! I've never said this before, but enough." She swung her leg over Brandon's glistening face and rolled off the bed.
Brandon took in deep breaths, relieved that she finally came. He wondered how much longer Craig would be, but the firm hands gripping his ass and the rhythmic pistoning in his anus showed no indication that he was close. As she thought that, he saw Tom replace Terry, his legs spread, his hard cock right in front of his face.
"Go on, boy. Craig said you are pretty skilled. I'll be the judge," he said. "Damn, yesss. Good boy," he said, his head back, hands on Brandon's head as the boy took all of him into his mouth.
Brando hated the smell and the taste. It was obvious that the man had not showered since early that morning, but it wasn't anything he cared about when he pushed girls to their knees. He heard Craig ask his dad if he was right about his cocksucking skills as his lips were being bruised.
"No shit, son. He's as good as I've had, and that includes some of the Asian whores," Tom sighed.
Terry came out of the bathroom, grabbed her toy from the bottom drawer, and plopped down on the chair in the corner. She picked up her phone to video her two favorite men using the muscular boy. 'This is going to be a keeper,' she thought, her pussy filled with toy, the screen filled with Brandon being spit roasted.
It wasn't long before Craig once again emptied his balls inside the starting QB's rectum. He collapsed onto the boy's wade back, panting until he roused himself. He pulled out and sat on his heels watching the boy deep throat his father's cock.
Tom was feeling his balls ache, but wanted to try out the boy's ass, so he pushed his head up. "Turn around and tell me what you want," he said firmly.
Brandon wiped his mouth and nodded. "Please? Please fuck my ass," he said as he crawled around. "Ow!" he yelped as he felt a stinging slap. He looked back questioningly.
"Sir. You will address me as sir. Got it?" Tom said as he got onto his knees. "Now, spread your ass...that's it." He patted the boy's ass as he immediately complied. "Ah, fuck. Damn, you have a great ass," he sighed happily.
"Thank you, sir. I hoped you would like it." Brandon's will was gone. 24 hours ago, he would have left these two men screaming in pain on the floor, but something happened that not only made him totally compliant, but he never felt his cock so hard before. Without being told, as the older man thrust hard into his ass, he leaned forward to take Craig's cock into his mouth, ignoring the taste and smell. He found that he liked the feel of a fat cock against his tongue as it expanded.
Terry pulled the toy from her sopping pussy and came over to the bed. "This is amazing. It's even hotter than I imagined." She kissed her son, giving him a lot of tongue before doing the same with her husband. Then, she reached under the boy, gripped his cock, and stroked it. She leaned down, next to his ear, "Wow! So hard. Would you like me to get you off?" she whispered. She smiled when Brandon nodded. What answer did she expect?
Brandon groaned on Craig's cock as she felt the older woman's mouth wrap around his cock. Within seconds, the aching in his balls rapidly increased and peaked.
Terry swallowed rapidly as the largest load she had ever received jetted down her throat. Perhaps Brandon was clenching his sphincter because right after the boy came, Tom let out a loud cry as he dumped his load deep inside the tight rectum, adding his spunk to his son's.
The rest of the weekend, the longest break Brandon had from being used was four hours in the middle of the night. The rest of the time, his mouth and ass were filled with cock or pussy. By 5:50 Sunday afternoon, he was finally allowed to dress. His ass burned, his balls ached from getting little relief, and it hurt to move his jaw.
"Fuck, sweetie. You were the best $2,400 I ever spent," Terry said as she came over and kissed him on the lips. She stroked the front of his pants and sighed, "Next month, Tom will be in Tokyo, and Craig will be visiting the University. I feel like I owe you. If you like, I'll let you do everything to me that we did to you," she whispered.
Brandon looked past her at Tom, who nodded with a smile. He felt his cock harden as he thought about it. "You had better be ready. I plan on evening the score," he said softly.
Terry groaned. "Fuck. I almost came just thinking about it." She stroked his cheek. "Tell me honestly. Did you hate it or love it?"
Brandon was about to say he hated it, but nodded, "It was interesting. I should say I hated it, but I think it opened up possibilities."
"Well, I speak for all three of us. You need to explore more of this new side of you. Give us a call.
* * *
Blake held Skyler tightly. He didn't want it to end, but he knew it had to eventually. Skyler might be his friend, but he wasn't stupid. She was going to end up in the arms of someone with her same genetic gifts, while he would find a nice nerdy girl to spend the rest of his life with. Whatever happened, he'd always have the memories of this weekend. He gently pulled back, a bit surprised at how tightly the girl hung onto him.
Skyler finally let her friend go. "Look. I know this is weird, but can you not leave? Stay? My parents will be home soon, and maybe we can fix them dinner? Please, stay," she implored.
Blake felt a huge weight lift. I assumed that Skyler was just being nice and was being charitable, but he saw sincerity in her face. He nodded and kissed her, "Only if we make mac and cheese, like we used to," he grinned.
* * *
Monday morning, Brandon pulled into his spot in front of the building, wondering where Skyler was. He called her three times the evening before, but she didn't answer, didn't call back. Was she still pissed at him? She had no reason to be angry as she bid and won the service of that charity case just to piss him off. What other reason could there be? He's the one who should be pissed. As he stepped away from his McLaren, he heard car doors close and a couple of kids laughing. He looked back and saw Skyler and Blake holding hands. 'Fuck! They drove to school together? He spent the night with her?'
Skyler saw Brandon and stopped. "Hang on," she told Blake. "Brandon, wait. I have something for you." She turned and trotted back to her car.
Brandon came over, scowling at the smaller boy as he waited for the cute blonde. He shook his head as she came back, carrying his letter jacket.
"Here. You should give this to your next slut," Skyler said as she pushed the coat into his arms. "Blake, let's get to homeroom. We are right on time. I told you we had time to do it once more."
"You're breaking up with me? Seriously, for him?" Brandon said angrily. "And, where the hell will I find any girl sluttier than you?"
Skyler glanced back. "I'm breaking up with you for me. I should have done this long ago." She stopped and looked back, "I'm sure you have a full list of sluts that you've tried out. Pick one, any one."
Skyler didn't talk to Brandon again until prom, and only because she had to when she and Brandon were named Prom Queen and King. She turned her head when the King tried to kiss his Queen before she went back to her prom date.
"That's over," she smiled at Blake, "You want to get out of here?" she asked.
Brandon looked past his date at the couple's backs as they left the prom. Alexandra slapped his arm, hissing, "Look at me. You're here with me!"
"Sorry, yes," Brandon looked sheepishly at the dark-haired girl.
"Sorry, yes, what?" She took his face in her hands and glared at the much taller boy.
"Sorry, mistress," he stammered as he felt his cock throb.
"Good boy. If you behave the rest of the evening, I'll let you cum, but no more mooning over your ex-girlfriend, got it?" She shook her head, "And I want you to stop going over to the Nelsons' house. You want cock, my two brothers will give all you can handle, got it?"
Brandon nodded, "Yes, mistress. Would you like to dance?" He hoped that they would play a slow piece as his cock throbbed to life just thinking about Alexandra's brother's huge cocks.
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Jessica Proctor had just finished putting the twins to bed and sat in the living room, remote in hand. She switched from SpongeBob to the premium channels. God, she hated the kids' programming. Once she heard one of those stupid songs, it was in her head for days. She was just learning about adult movies and series, as Peter thought that anything but business shows or news was a waste of time.
Jessica and Peter Proctor had been married 5 years and by all accounts, were the perfect couple. They easily could have been mistaken for the couples that stores had in the frames they sold. Peter was tall, fit, and always perfectly groomed. At 6' 1", he was a good half-foot taller than his wife. Jessica was equally, if not more fit than her husband. A former gymnast, she could have made the Olympics, but at 18, her taut, slender body suddenly developed curves. Few gymnasts had breasts bigger than B-cups. Jessica went straight from A to D in a few months. Her coach finally pulled her aside and told her that she could either retire or get breast reduction surgery. She shuddered at the thought and decided to pursue other activities.
It wasn't long before she found a new vocation, or rather, it found her. A story in the local paper describing how the local girl's Olympic dreams were derailed when, to quote the article, 'She finally reached puberty and developed assets most adult video stars would kill for.' Within hours, she received 3 calls from modeling agencies offering her try-outs. Only one was legitimate, and she was soon seen on the pages of department store catalogues and in print ads. Even though the other two offered the most money, there was no way she'd allow men to do the things they described to her.
Peter Proctor was one of the people who saw her. He was at the dentist, leafing through a magazine, ignoring the ads, when he stopped and went back. The most beautiful woman he had ever seen was modeling jewelry. The straight, golden-blonde hair framed her blue eyes, and clear skin, but his eyes were drawn straight to the diamond pendant nestled between two of the most perfect breasts he'd ever seen. Looking around and seeing no one looking in his direction, he tore out the ad, pocketing it. He made some calls, shocked to discover the blonde beauty lived in the next town over. He was tasked with creating a safety video for the plant due to a series of unfortunate accidents, and threw away the original script after meeting the new model.
As he handed the $5,000 check to Jessica, he asked her to dinner.
"Sir. I'm not sure that's appropriate," Jessica said as she tucked the check into her wallet. She had been warned over and over not to see her employers outside of work.
"Why? Because if you're concerned that you are working for me, the shoot is over. It's just dinner. Have you been over to Naples Bay?" he asked.
Jessica shook her head. The man was very good-looking, and as she had eaten nothing since a piece of toast for breakfast, she shook her head. "OK. But no, um, you know. Just dinner," she said.
"Of course. I'd like to talk, to get to know you. I was impressed with your acting abilities and how you delivered your lines. Just dinner, cross my heart," he smiled.
Dinner led to a movie and a second date. On the 5th date, Peter finally got what he'd been anticipating and, on his living room couch, discovered that Jessica was a virgin. 6 months later, Peter pulled out a ring with a 5-carat diamond.
Jessica's head swam. She had modeled many beautiful pieces of jewelry, but had never seen a diamond so large. She tearfully nodded and said yes. Even though there was a 10-year age gap, no one said anything about it, except how lucky Peter was to have found the perfect woman.
Life changed for Jessica as she went to college in the mornings, while helping out at the church in the afternoons and weeknights, which was necessary as her husband wasn't around much. Peter was a fast-rising manager over at the plant, often not getting home until midnight, so Saturdays and Sundays were their time to make love.
Jessica wondered about other couples' lovemaking as it seemed more like an inconvenient chore than a joyful union. It never lasted more than 5 minutes, which was half the amount of time it took her to clean up afterwards. Peter always seemed happy, so it was worth it to her. On the other hand, this gave her more time to study and work with the other ladies at the church. It was there that she overheard their comments about their husbands, and how they either hated how little they were able to make love, or how great their lovemaking was. She wanted to ask what they got out of it, but kept to herself.
Her one night out was Friday. She became friends with a funny, vivacious woman in her early 30s who complained that they lost their babysitter. They had twin 2-year-old girls, and their one night out was Friday. She winked at Jessica as she described their weekly getaways. "Dinner, dancing, and oh wow! Dave's salsa would soak my panties, if I wore any," she giggled. "Then, we go to the Hyatt, and I have no idea how the man still has energy, but let's just say, the tip we leave for housekeeping is probably not enough," she groaned.
Jessica wondered what it was about Dave that made Crystal's panties, if she wore any, get wet, but just smiled and nodded. "You know, Peter works late almost every night. I never babysat before, but I'd be happy to do whatever it is you need."
Crystal's face lit up, "Really? I could pay you! We paid Lexi $25 per hour. Is that OK?" she asked.
Jessica shook her head, "Pay? You don't need to pay me, really. I'd be happy to have something to do."
Crystal laughed, "Sweetie. Take the money. Stash it away and treat yourself to someone nice. Hell, we all want to have a nest egg our husbands don't know about. If you really mean it, I'd owe you so much!" she smiled.
When Jessica told Peter about babysitting, his first question was, "How much are they paying you?" When she told him, he nodded, "I guess that's alright. We'll put it in an IRA. What time will you get home?"
So much for a little bit of fun money, Jessica thought. "2 or so. They like to make a night of it," she said.
Over the next few weeks, Friday nights became Jessica's favorite evenings. The twin girls were a joy, and as they were in bed by 8, she was able to do some homework and watch TV. Her eyes were opened to the amazing amount of stuff out there. At first, she avoided shows with nudity and sex, but soon started looking for them. She'd not been exposed to anything like that, as Peter didn't approve of paying for any of the extra streaming services.
A few months after she started babysitting, she changed the channel from Nickelodeon to a streaming service. She sat back as she watched a beautiful naked woman take off her clothes. She was very pretty, very slender. She crawled onto the bed, and there was a naked man, stroking his hard penis. This was new. She had seen various couples get naked, but they never showed the man's junk. He was really large. Larger and harder than she remembered Peter's penis ever got.
She thought back to some of the comments some of the women made about size and joked about it. They seemed to think that bigger was better, but Jessica thought smaller would be easier to tolerate. But, as she watched the naked woman crawl between the man's legs and take over stroking him, she wondered if she was wrong. The bigger penis seemed more arousing to her.
Then something unexpected happened. The woman took his full erection into her mouth. She thought she shouldn't watch, thought she should change the channel, but she couldn't move. On top of that, the woman seemed to take great joy in sucking on the man's penis. Peter made her suck his penis, but never for more than a minute before he pushed onto her back and entered her. 10 to 15 thrusts, and he would let out a groan before collapsing on top of her. This woman was worshiping the man's penis. That was the only way to describe it. And why hadn't the man ejaculated? Peter would never lasted that long. She felt something in her crotch that she had recently been feeling. A throbbing, or pleasant pang. She didn't know how to describe it when she remembered Crystal saying that her panties were soaked.
Jessica looked around before unbuttoning her jeans. She pulled them down and let out a small moan. Her panties were soaked. On top of that, when she touched herself, it was as if an electric shock went through her vagina into her uterus. "Oh wow!" she said as she watched the screen. Unaware of what she was doing, she rubbed her wet crotch as the girl sucked on the huge testicles. Her tongue moved in her mouth as if she could taste the tangy man scent. Then, she pulled off her jeans and panties as the girl climbed on top of the man, guiding his impressively large penis inside her. Would they really do that in movies? She had always assumed the couple had faked everything, but this was definitely not faked.
She lay back on the couch, legs spread as a strong tingling built up inside her. She should have peed before watching this, she thought. Then she looked down at her chest. Even through her thick bra, her nipples poked through. "Shit!" she gasped when she stroked one of the sensitive nubs. As the girl on the screen let out a cry, she pulled off her top and bra. Even when she was cold, her nipples never were so erect. She gently touched the right one and closed her eyes as a jolt of pleasure shot from the nipple to her crotch.
Jessica could feel the strong tingling build up when she heard a man's coarse laughter.
"Holy shit! Aren't you the best thing I've seen in my life?" the man said as he came into the living room.
Jessica scrambled for her clothes, but before she could reach for them, the man kicked them away.
"Uh-uh. Nope. Stay where you are. I've got a great video, so you might as well finish what you started," he ordered.
Jessica's arms and hands were woefully inadequate to cover her nakedness. All the tingling she felt was gone, and her eyes flicked around looking for a way to escape the man's eyes and his iPhone pointed at her naked body.
"Relax. I meant it when I told you to finish what you started," he said as he plopped into the chair opposite her. "Here's the deal. You open those great legs of your back up, and rub the sweet cunt of yours, and I won't post this out on the web," he smiled.
Jessica shook her head, "Please. Please let me get dressed. Who are you and why are you in the Wallaces' house?"
"Chris, Chris Carver. Chrystal's brother. You look really familiar. That's it. I want a good look at that cunt. Damn! You're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen. Show me your tits."
Jessica closed her eyes and dropped the arm covering her chest. Hearing the man order her to play with her cunt again, she shook her head. "I don't like that word. Please don't call it that."
Chris's voice got stern. "I'll say what the fuck I want to say. Now, rub that pretty cunt of yours and play with your tits. That's it. You're a natural slut, aren't you?" Then, his voice changed. "I know where I've seen you. In the safety video. That was you, wasn't it? Fuck, I wanted to jerk off watching you demonstrate the proper safety procedures. What's your name?" he asked. "And don't lie. I know how to find out who you are from the video."
"Jessica. Jessica Proctor," she said softly.
Chris laughed. "Fuck! Seriously? Proctor, as in that asshole Peter Proctor? The pain-in-the-ass proctologist Peter Proctor's wife? He fucked the girl he hired to do the safety video? You're not just a slut, you're a whore. I wonder how much more he paid you for some behind-the-scenes action?" he smiled. When Jessica started to protest, he shushed her. "This changes everything. Today, that fucking asshole husband of yours fired me because someone dinged his Beemer's precious door. It wasn't me, but I pulled in next to his car, and he just assumed. Fuck me! This day just got so much better."
Jessica's stomach flipped. Not only did this man have a video of her, but he was looking intently at her as if wondering what horrible things he wanted to do to her. "I'm sorry. I don't have anything to do..."
"Shut the fuck up," Chris spat. "Crawl the fuck over here and suck my cock. I mean, really suck it." He held up the phone. "And, when you do, I want you to look into the camera and tell me how much bigger my cock is than your fuckwad husband and how you never felt him inside you. Got it?"
Jessica nodded. She had no idea where he might post this, but she had no choice. "Please, I'll do it, but promise me that you'll never show these to anyone." She slid off the couch and crawled over.
Chris shook his head, "No promise, but if you're good, really good, I might change my mind." He yanked off his pants, smiling when he heard Jessica gasp as his hard cock sprang free. "I really am bigger than that asshole Proctologist," he smiled. "Truthfully, how big is your husband. I want to know."
Jessica nodded. Chris's erection was huge. Longer, sure, but so much fatter. No, fat is the wrong word. Beefier! It was rigid, veined, and almost muscular-looking. She looked up at the man, "Um, how would I know. I never measured it."
Chris groaned, "Sounds to me like it's nothing. Hold your hands apart, or fingers if...holy shit! Seriously?" Chris chuckled, seeing Jessica's index finger and thumb held 4" apart. "And you never questioned it? None of your former boyfriends had bigger cocks?"
Jessica shook her head as she couldn't take her eyes off the huge erection above testicles the size of billiard balls. "I never...he was my first...only," she said softly.
"Damn. You are in for a treat. This is going to be fun. You'll never enjoy him inside you again. OK, remember what I told you," he said as he picked up his phone. "Go on, you can touch it."
Tentatively, Jessica gripped the huge member with one hand as if it would bite, but when she felt the soft ropes of veins winding up the warm shaft, she used her other hand so she could wrap her hands around the entire shaft. Unconsciously, she was licking her lips as she stroked him. Remembering his order, she looked up at the man's leering face. "So big. Your penis is..."
Chris shook his head. He put down the phone. "Cock. It's a cock. Say, 'your cock is huge. So much bigger than my husband's tiny little dick. And tell me that you're afraid it will hurt your pussy.' Go it?"
Jessica nodded. She felt a stream of fluid leaking out of the flared head, making it easier to stroke him. When he again pointed the phone at her, she looked up, "Your cock. Your cock is so huge. I've never seen a cock so big. It's so much bigger than my husband's. Please don't hurt me with it, I mean, my poor little pussy has never had anything that huge inside it," she said in a little girl's voice. "You will be gentle, won't you?" she asked.
Chris smiled, "That was perfect. Now, suck my cock." He slid down in the chair while opening his legs, providing more access to his fat shaft.
Jessica felt as if her jaw would dislocate; she had to open so wide. But, soon she relaxed and was able to take a third of him inside her. Without being told, she put her hand on his chest as he reached under her to grab her breast. She moaned as she felt the almost electric shock shoot from her nipple to her crotch.
"Christ! You are the most fuckable woman I've ever been with. Your mouth feels so good...keep doing that with your tongue. Christ!" he moaned. "Your body, hell, your body is fucking perfect. I can't wait to try out that cunt of yours."
Jessica felt a surge of pride. Perhaps he said that to all his sluts, but he sounded sincere. Perhaps she should have felt insulted at being called the most fuckable woman he had met, but it felt good. Then she had the strangest thought, 'I hope he likes my cunt. What if he doesn't?' Never once in her life had she ever used that word, let alone thought it. But it felt right. She was a slut. She liked tasting his manliness, liked the tangy fluid leaking out, liked the heft and size of his balls. As she thought about that, Chris let out a groan before pushing her head off his cock.
"Wow! You suck cock like a pro, but I need to fuck that cunt of yours. I'll bet you're as tight as a virgin," he said as he lifted her to her feet. "Over there," he pointed at the couch. "Bend over and spread that cute ass of yours."
Jessica blushed as she pressed her face into the cushion that was still warm from when she was sitting there. She hesitated before reaching back to spread her ass cheeks. She was sure that no one had ever seen her asshole, even Peter. But here she was, exposing her pussy and ass to a man that she just met. She could feel the cool air on her anus, increasing her feelings of vulnerability.
"This gets better and better," Chris sighed, "your ass, fuck, your ass and cunt are the best I've ever seen. Ever been butt-fucked?" he asked before wetting his finger.
"Um, no," Jessica wanted to protest. "Oooohhh," she groaned as she felt a fat finger plunge into her virgin rectum. She had never allowed anyone to touch her there, not that anyone was ever interested, but it sent another shock through her midsection. 'Is everything going to be pleasurable?' she wondered. Then, another finger entered her pussy, causing another loud moan. The finger in her pussy was longer than anything she'd ever had inside her, and as the man pumped his digits into her two holes, she rhythmically grunted into the cushion.
Chris grinned. 'This slut is eager for it. When I forced Diana over at the plant that night, she cried at first, but came around. How much with this slut be into it?' he asked himself. "Ready?" he asked. "I'll only fuck you if you ask me to," he said. That wasn't true, but it made this whole thing so much better if she begged him for it. He looked back at the phone and winked.
"Yes," Jessica panted, "Yes. Fuck me."
"Say please," Chris said, "Remember your manners?"
"Please. Please fuck me. I want to feel your huge cock inside my cunt," Jessica heard herself beg. "Oooohhh, fuck!" she gasped as a massive shaft tore into her almost virgin hole.
Chris was halfway in and stopped so the girl could get used to him. Then, he pulled back before sliding in, a bit more this time. The blonde was letting out a guttural groan as he pushed inside her more. The third time he pulled out and pushed back in, the girl pushed back as she panted rapidly. "You like it, don't you? Is this the first time you've felt a cock inside your tight cunt?"
Jessica nodded. In all the times that she and Peter had sex, she never really felt him inside her. "Yessss, yessss. I like it...love it. It feels so good. Fuck my cunt," she panted. She loved how full she felt, how stretched out. Was he hitting her cervix? She knew about it, but was never aware of it. Then, his hands on her ass felt so rough, so huge, while his thumb pressed against her asshole. "Yesss, please. Inside my ass, put your...oooohhhhh," she grunted as his thumb buried itself to the hilt inside her.
"Fuck! I know I keep saying this, but I've fucked dozens of women, but none hold a candle to you. Your cunt is like a vise; your ass should be in a museum. Damn! You're a fuck made in heaven," he groaned.
Jessica felt the tingling grow inside her as she felt the man's thrust become more urgent, harder. That, coupled with hearing how great a fuck she was, made everything boil up inside, and suddenly, she felt something that she only wondered about. This had to be the orgasm the women raved about. As the man's thrusts became more urgent, she lofted her body, arching her back, which caused her incredibly sensitive nipples to scrape on the fabric. That was all it took, and she let out a scream as the room spun. "Fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck," she grunted as the impossibly intense waves pulsed up through her body. She was dimly aware that Chris was also grunting, and she felt something else she had never before felt. She could feel the spasms of sperm jet against her cervix.


Chris let out a low groan as both their bodies went limp. They collapsed on the couch, sweaty and breathing heavily. Chris stroked the huge breasts as he felt his cock soften inside the tight cunt. "Wow! I mean, Wow!" he sighed. "I meant every word. You are a great fuck, and it's a shame you're wasted on that asshole Proctor. If you weren't married, I'd propose right now," he sighed.
Jessica had never felt so at peace, so relaxed. She nodded and sighed, "After that fuck, I probably would have said yes," she smiled. Then, she heard a voice.
"Mommy? Mommy, is that you? I heard a noise."
Jessica looked over the back of the couch. She was aware of a conversation on the TV behind her. "Sweetie? Go back to bed. I'll turn down the TV," she said. "I'm sorry. It was too loud."
The little girl yawned and nodded, "Will you tuck me in?"
"Sure, sweetie. I'll be right there. You go back to bed, and I'll come in and tuck you in."
When the two-year-old left, Jessica passed Chris's cock out of her pussy and rolled off the couch. She crawled over to where the man had kicked her clothes. She hurriedly pulled them on. She looked down at the grinning naked man, "That could have been hard to explain. Get your clothes on and get out of here. I need to go tuck your niece in," she ordered.
She looked back before heading down the hallway to the girls' bedroom. 'Fuck! He might have forced her to comply, but he gave her the best pleasure she ever felt. He was standing naked, looking at her. He was stroking himself, and his huge hand couldn't cover the entire length. She wondered if Peter's smaller hand would completely engulf his tiny little cock. She stifled a gasp as she considered how demeaning her thoughts were. 'Go!' she mouthed before going into the girls' room.
* * *
Saturday, Jessica lay on her back as her husband grunted his meager deposit inside her. When he collapsed on top of her, she found that she could feel him inside her, but it was an awareness, not a feeling of being filled with cock. She stroked his back, wondering how to ask him about a man he had fired and whether it was truly because his BMW M850i got dinged? Then he let out a groan, pulled out of her, and rolled off the bed.
"I am so lucky," he said as he took in her naked body. "I know I never talked about the women I'd been with before we met, but you have by far the sexiest body I've ever seen." He patted her ass before heading into the bathroom to shower.
Jessica made a note that Peter's hand easily covered his cock and balls as he headed into the bathroom. She rolled over, grabbed tissues, and blotted the small amount of semen leaking from her pussy. She shook her head as she remembered the massive amount of cum her panties captured the previous night. She made a note to dig into the dirty clothes and do laundry, not that Peter would deign to touch dirty clothes.
Later, she broached the subject of work. "I heard from friends that there were people let go at work. Anyone in your division?" she asked.
Peter looked surprised, "Where did you hear that? It was just one of the guys. I didn't like his attitude. Nothing for you to worry about."
Jessica shook her head, "Don't you have to have probable cause? I mean, can't these guys sue?"
Peter laughed. "In a perfect world, sure. Old man Reynolds owns the judges around here. Anyone who sues will never work anywhere.
* * *
Jessica both dreaded and anticipated babysitting the next Friday. Her discovery of explicit sexual scenes on their TV made her pussy throb all week. Then, as she considered Chris showing up, she felt both dread and another flurry of pangs in her stomach, thinking about the amazing orgasm she experienced. She wondered if he would be back. Perhaps, he felt guilty that he forced a married woman to cheat on her husband, or maybe he decided he'd been there, done that.
When she arrived at Dave and Crystal's, she looked around for a car, even though she hadn't a clue what Chris drove. In the back of her mind, she imagined he would have a Dodge Ram or other heavy-duty pickup. She saw nothing that looked like a pickup, so she headed inside.
Jessica was distracted all evening as she anticipated Chris showing up, but finally, around 11, she accepted the fact that he wasn't coming. She couldn't decide if she feared him coming over or wanted him to. She turned her attention to the series she found, and although there was no explicit sex, it still aroused her. As she watched the wife on the boat get cornered by one of the crewmen, she felt her pussy throb. The man glanced past the woman at her husband, who was drinking a beer and laughing at something as he pulled off her bikini top. Then, when he plunged his hand under her bikini bottoms, the woman's mouth opened as she stifled a pleasurable cry. Rather than push the man away or cry for help, she yanked open the man's pants.
Jessica could feel the man's rough skin as he fingered the woman's pussy. Without thinking, she undid her pants, pulled them down, and kicked them aside. Her panties were again soaked as she rubbed her pussy through the damp fabric. Soon, she was fully naked on the couch, her legs open, her fingers a blur as she watched the man's bare ass flex with each thrust. Even though they didn't show penetration, he could tell this was not simulated. The woman's mouth was opened in an 'O' as he thrust harder and harder. She had an image of Chris's incredible cock stabbing into her pussy, triggering her first self-induced orgasm. This time, she stifled a cry so she wouldn't wake the girls.
Over the next 3 weeks, she realized that Chris wasn't coming back for more. In the meantime, she discovered that she could project her iPad onto the TV. She knew porn existed, knew it was just about everywhere, but had no idea how vast it was. It became a routine to put the girls to bed, find videos she liked, and rub out 3 or 4 orgasms. It didn't occur to her that the ones she favored were the cuckold ones, especially those where the husband was humiliated. In the back of her mind, she questioned her taste, but every time she tried to watchother types, she didn't feel the same arousal.
Jessica was furiously rubbing her pussy while the actress was getting hammered from behind by a cock almost as huge as Chris's. What turned her on was the husband licking her clit, the man's giant ballsack slapping against the husband's face. Seeing the husband so debased, so humiliated, made everything boil up inside. She was rubbing more furiously when she heard a voice.
"I told you! Have I ever lied to you?" Chris's voice echoed through the room.
Jessica let out a groan as she again attempted to cover herself. She tried to get her clothes, but the 4 men blocked her. "Who...Chris, I thought..." she stammered.
"Guys, this is Peter Proctor's wife, Jessica. Go ahead, put your arms down and let the boys here have a good look at you. Didn't I tell you that she has the most incredible body?" Chris grinned at his friends.
"Holy shit!" a blond-haired man grinned, "She's even hotter than you described."
Jessica looked at all the leering faces, wondering why she never heard them come in. She groaned as she dropped her arms to her sides. She knew what they were going to do, and as humiliating as it might be, she wanted them to look at her. Ever since Chris complimented her, she felt sexier and more confident. Now, looking at the men's faces, their hard cocks, she knew that they also thought she was beautiful.
"I'm really sorry. You looked like you were going to cum. Guys, let's grab some chairs so Jessica can finish what she started. I feel really bad about that." Chris went over to the same chair he sat in the previous month. He unzipped his pants, pulled out his cock, and stroked it.
Jessica looked at the 4 men who also pulled out their cocks. She was amazed at the differences in size and shape. One of the men was uncircumcised, and she wondered what he would feel like inside her. The smallest cock was around 6", while a couple were a bit longer. One had an impressive curve with a head that looked like a spear tip.
"Go on," Chris ordered. He looked over at the TV. "Guys, check this out. Our slut here is into cuckold videos." He looked back at Jessica. "Tell me and be honest," he nodded at the screen where the husband was licking the other man's scrotum. "Are you imagining that's Peter?"
Jessica blushed and shook her head. "Of course not, I might have thought..." she stammered. "OK. I was thinking about Peter, you know, licking me...licking my cunt while you fucked me." She looked at the screen while opening her legs again. "I guess I was," she sighed.
Chris grinned, "What I'd give to have Peter watch as I gave his wife the fucking of her life, but hell, having him suck my balls?" he chuckled. "I'd give my left nut!" Then he looked at the guys taking off their clothes. "If you aren't going to finish, my friends here would like to fuck you, but only if you ask them to. We're not rapists."
Jessica suddenly realized something. She had dreaded Chris coming over and using her, but not because the man would make her do things outside of her marriage, but because she wanted him to. Her anxiety was just guilt. She dreaded what might happen if Peter found out. Worried that it would destroy their marriage, but giving up orgasms wasn't going to be possible. Her sessions in front of the TV were becoming increasingly graphic in her mind. Her imagination took her further and further from being a convenient hole for her husband to use. Peter went from being forced to watch her cum over and over to actively participating, but not allowed to fuck her.
Then she had another thought. "What if I say no? I see 4 guys with what look like painfully hard erections. Could you just walk away and let me get dressed?" She looked at the 3 men, all shaking their heads, before looking back at Chris.
Chris nodded, "We would, right guys?" he asked sharply. "As I said, we are not rapists." It was obvious that he was in the minority, but none of the other said anything.
Jessica groaned. "That's good. I thought men like you would take what you wanted. You'd make me bend over, hold my hands over my head...I'd be helpless if you wanted to fuck my cunt or my ass. You wouldn't put tape over my mouth, instead ordering me to not yell for help so you had access to all my holes," she said as she rubbed her pussy harder.
"So, you don't want us to fuck you? You want us to leave?" he asked as he stepped closer. He pulled out his cock and stroked himself in front of her face.
Jessica shook her head as she drove 2 fingers into her sopping pussy. Please...please don't bend me over, tape my wrists over my head, lube my ass..."
Chris nodded his head, "OK. I mean," he looked at the 3 guys who stepped closer, "We don't have tape. Didn't bring lube, so how could we?"
Jessica felt the wonderful tingling build as she looked from one beautiful cock to another. "Oh God. It's a relief that you don't know that there's duct tape in the right-hand drawer in the kitchen and Vaseline in the bathroom closet."
Chris nodded at 2 of the guys who trotted out of the living room. "I guess I should know where things are," Chris said, "I mean, I've been over at my sister's enough. He pulled the girl's hand from her pussy. "I think it's rude of you to pleasure yourself while denying us."
Just then, Greg came back holding a roll of tape, followed by Denny with a plastic tub in his hand.
Chris pulled the blonde to her feet, grabbing her wrists. He pulled them out as Greg ripped off a strip of tape.
Jessica wasn't touching herself, but her pussy tingled angrily as she was roughly turned and shoved face-first over the arm of the couch. She felt her arms get pulled out as another piece of tape kept them stretched above her head. "Please, please, nooo," she panted as she widened her feet so she felt even more vulnerable. "Don't fuck my cunt...my ass. I'll be good, so don't spank me...please don't spank me."
Chris grinned at his friends as he brought his rough hand down hard on her ass. She let out more of a pleasured groan than a yelp of pain, so he repeated it. On the third slap, she let out a deep groan as she exploded.
Jessica had never felt an orgasm like this one. It seemed to come from a place much deeper inside, and she writhed on the arm of the couch as the waves pulsed through her. As she was coming down, she felt the cool gel getting shoved into her virgin ass, triggering another rise of tingling.
Chris looked at his friends. Guys, I told you, she has the best cunt you'll ever fuck. We'll take turns. Greg, have fun as I see you're ready. Then, Denny and Rafe. Then, after you all get to feel the tightest cunt ever, let's introduce our slut to the joys of anal. OK?" As Greg stepped behind Jessica's wide-open crotch, Chris knelt on the couch.
Jessica opened her mouth as she felt a long, fat cock slide inside her already sopping pussy. As she did, Chris pushed his cock into her mouth. She eagerly wrapped her lips around the wide shaft, enjoying his thrusting. She wasn't able to move, but the man was able to fuck her mouth easily as she was held firmly in place. He knew exactly how deep to thrust his cock inside her as he gently hit the back of her throat. This was called being spitroasted, she thought.
Chris grinned at Grag, whose face was clenched in pleasure. "Best cunt ever, right?"
Greg nodded. "Fuck, yeah. She's even tighter than that cute little Asian girl we picked up at the bar out on the highway. What was her name?
Denny slapped his friend's ass, "Let me have a shot. Her name was Rie or something like that. Tom picked her up and brought her out to the truck. Man, she was so loud, I thought someone would call the cops."
He took Denny's place as his friend went over to the couch. He looked at the puffy lips, the glistening asshole, and sighed, "I kind of feel bad. To mess up something so pretty...fuck it!" he grinned as he slammed inside the girl's wet pussy. "Fuck! Fuck me, she's fucking tight!" he grunted.
Chris sighed when Denny came over. He crawled off the couch as the other man shoved his cock into Jessica's open mouth. He looked around, "Where is Tom anyhow. Didn't he leave work when you guys did?"
Rafe nodded as he watched Denny aggressively fuck the sloshing cunt. "He said he needed to grab some beer. He'll be along. I gave him the address. Denny, man, that's enough. Save some of that pussy for the rest of us."
Jessica was feeling the tingling build up as a third cock slid easily inside her. None was as long and fat as Chris's, but all were tons bigger than what she was used to. She liked getting fucked, but after researching anal sex along with watching multiple videos, she wanted them to take her anal cherry. She could have, should have tried something, perhaps the handle on her hairbrush, or a carrot, but she couldn't bring herself to do it. Then she felt Rafe's thumb press into her ass, and that was all it took.
Denny grinned at the other men as the blonde panted on his cock, her mouth open, her back arched. He pulled out of her mouth and suggested, "I'd like to try out that ass. What do you say we untape her wrists and three of us fuck her?"
Chris nodded, "That's a good idea. I want to take her anal cherry, Greg? What do you want? He mouth or cunt?"
"Cunt. My cock still throbs from feeling how great it was."
Chris looked at Denny and Rafe, "Guys? rock, paper, scissors?"
Rafe shook his head, "I'll go second. Denny looked really happy when she was sucking his cock."
Jessica felt light-headed from her orgasm as they undid the tape on her wrists and stood her up. She knew what to do after Greg lay on the couch, stroking his cock. She straddled his waist, lowering herself back onto his cock. "Oooohhh, yesss," she sighed as she bottomed out. 'Is there anything in the world better than being filled with cock?' she wondered. Then she felt Chris behind her, and even though she wanted this and had imagined it, she still gritted her teeth as she felt the spongy head of his huge cock push against her sphincter.
Chris spread her ass cheeks as he pushed, groaning loudly as he popped inside. He heard Jessica yelp, and even though he hoped he didn't hurt her, the tight ring around the shaft of his cock felt so good, he didn't really care.
Jessica gritted her teeth even more as she felt the searing pain in her ass. She should have used something to loosen her ass up, but as Chris increased his fucking, the pain receded. Soon, both Greg and Chris had a rhythm going, and she could feel pleasurable feelings grow in each of her holes.
Conveniently, the blonde's jaw was wide open after Chris drove his cock into her ass, allowing Denny to access her mouth. As if she was waiting for him, her lips wrapped around the shaft, and she bobbed her head as she sucked him off. She was good, but her grunts as the two men fucked her holes made her cocksucking even better.
* * *
Peter stretched and looked at the time. 10:13. He normally was in the office until midnight, but when upper management cancelled the new line, he didn't have as much to plan for the next week. He decided to head over to where Jessica was babysitting and surprise her. He remembered the girl he dated in his senior year, who babysat. They sure enjoyed themselves after the kids were put to bed. As he drove over, he played with his erection anticipating fucking his wife on someone else's couch,
15 minutes later, he wondered if there was a party at the house, as there were 3 pickups parked in front and in the driveway next to Jessica's Elantra. He got out, locked his Beemer, and rather than go to the door, he crept around to the side of the house and peered in. He stepped back as he saw 3 men, all fucking his wife's various holes. Is this what she was doing every Friday night? What about all the other nights he worked late? He was about to storm into the house, but his legs didn't move. He felt his cock throb as he watched Jessica's huge tits bounce with the powerful thrusts from, shit! 'That asshole who dinged my car. Jessica was fucking the guy I fired? How does she know him?'
He wondered how he could confront these guys as he recognized the other 3. All worked under him at the plant. All acted cocky and he suddenly understood why. He wished he had a gun. As he thought that, he unconsciously unzipped his pants, pulling out his tiny cock. This pissed him off. It made his stomach hurt, but he had never felt his cock so hard, his blood pumping so powerfully through it. He was furiously stroking himself as he heard Jessica's muffled orgasmic cries. He had never heard her orgasm before, but he knew the sound. It should have pissed him off, but something about his wife finding pleasure from other men made everything boil over.
He grunted as the first ejaculate dribbled out just as he heard someone behind him.
"Holy shit! We have ourselves a pervert," Tom cried as he grabbed Peter by the back of his shirt, pulling him toward the front door. He sneered at the tiny dick as he dribbled out a teaspoon of sperm. He opened it, shoving the man, his pants still around his ankles, his hand clutching his cock, into the living room. "Guys!" he said loudly, holding up a pair of 6-packs in one hand, the smaller man's shirt in the other. "I brought beer and found a pervert jerking off outside!" he grinned.
Chris looked back over his shoulder and grinned, "Fuck me! That's her husband!"
Jessica jerked her mouth off Denny's cock and turned her head with a panicked look on her face. She had assumed that Peter would have a gun, knife, or other weapon in his hand, not his cock. She shook her head as if trying to clear her brain. "Were you watching? Fucking watching me get fucked by 3 men?" Even though she stopped sucking the fat cock, she was still enjoying the feeling of two other fat cocks slamming into her holes.


Peter tried to reach down and pull up his pants, but Tom's grip was too firm on the back of his shirt, and he couldn't reach. He felt mortified as men he had working under him were all sneering at his tiny cock. On top of it, even after cumming outside, he felt his pathetic member pulse back to life. At least he was able to cup his hand over his junk. He forced his tone to be strong and firm, but he unintentionally squeaked, "Why? Why would you...?"
Chris pulled his cock out of Jessica's ass and strode over, his huge fleshy shaft slapping loudly against his thighs. He smiled as he saw Proctor's eyes widen as he took in the size of his cock. "Why? Because," he yanked Peter's hand from where he was covering his tiny package, "because she needed a cock inside her. She needed to feel a man fill up that sweet cunt of hers." He pulled the smaller man over, pushing him to his knees. "See? Look how wet she is! How nicely he's stretching out her cunt? She told me she could barely feel it when you poked inside her and always wondered why other women loved being fucked."
Peter's face was inches from Greg's cock thrusting inside Jessica's pussy. He tried to take control of the situation, "That's my wife. You can't..."
Chris smacked the man on the back of his head. "Don't say another word. In fact, your wife never once came when your pitiful little dick was inside her. It wasn't until we showed her what real fucking was that she had her first orgasm." He patted Jessica's ass, "Tell him. Tell him how it felt to finally find out that sex could be pleasurable."
Jessica looked back over he shoulder. "It was...it was amazing. I never imagined being fucked could feel so good. No, good is such a weak word. Fantastic!" She panted. "All I ever felt was your goo leaking out of me after you were done. Never any pleasure."
"See? You could have pleasured your wife, even with that pathetic dick of yours. That old saying, 'it ain't the meat, it's the motion' is valid. Even with that tiny thing of yours poking her, you could have gotten her off. If not, got down on her. What was it you said you'd love to have your husband do for you?" he asked Jessica.
Jessica hesitated as she looked back at her husband. Rather than looking angry, his mouth was open, and he was focused on Greg's cock pumping into her pussy. "I want you to lick my pussy while these men use my hole to pleasure themselves." She pulled off Greg's cock, turned her body, and lowered herself back onto the fat cock. 'This is reverse cowgirl,' she thought proudly. Then, realizing that the tables had turned, firmed up her tone. "Go on. Lick my cunt!" she ordered.
Peter wondered when his sweet Jessica picked up words like that as the spear-like head disappeared inside his wife's pussy. He could smell her arousal, smell their combined scents. Then, his face was pushed against her clit and the man's slimy shaft.
"Do it. Lick your wife's cunt and give her pleasure for once!" Chris ordered.
Peter hated the taste. Hated the feel of another man's cock against his lower lip and tongue, but he'd never felt his cock get so hard so fast after cumming before. He tentatively licked her nub, hoping that was her clit.
Jessica groaned as she felt her husband's mouth on her pussy for the first time. She held his head as he attacked her with more enthusiasm. She turned her head to accept Denny's shaft back into her mouth. She enjoyed the taste of cock and hoped to one day suck off a group of men. The thought of going from one to the next was arousing. The wonderful stimulation on her clit, along with Greg's fat shaft filling her up, triggered her 4th orgasm of the evening.
Greg also enjoyed Peter's oral attentions. The man wasn't afraid to lick his cock, especially as he pulled out. Every time his cock was almost completely out of the blonde's wonderfully tight cunt, Peter licked the glans, flicking his tongue rapidly. He had never had another man lick his cock, and rather than being repulsed, it was even hotter. Soon, the aching in his balls increased, and with a loud groan, he exploded inside Jessica's pussy.
Jessica again could feel a man spew his cum inside her, and it gave her a rush knowing her husband not only had a front row seat, but was probably tasting the man's cum. Then, as she thought that, she pulled up, feeling the fat shaft vacate her pussy. She looked down and was shocked and pleased to see Peter's mouth open and take the last spurts into his mouth.
Peter wasn't prepared for Jessica to lift herself off the man's cock, but even less prepared for a jet of cum to splash into his mouth. Reflexively, he wrapped his lips around the head, swallowing the few remaining spurts of cum. The taste wasn't as bad as he thought it would be, and as he swallowed, he noticed the white cream seeping out of his wife's sloppy pussy. He moved up to plant his mouth on her slimy labia, licking and swallowing.
"Holy fuck!" Chris laughed, "Proctor is a cum slut. Come on, I want to fuck that ass of yours again," he said. "Come on, you little slut. Turn around, and beg me to fuck your ass."
Jessica had trouble getting Peter to quit sucking cum from her pussy. She finally rolled off and stood naked, looking at the 6 men. "Let's work this out. Yes, Chris. Please fuck my ass but there are 5 of you and I just have 3 holes. How do you want to do this?" she asked.
Chris looked at the others. "Greg is the only one who has finished. Tom hasn't had a chance to fuck you, so how about you choose who fucks you." He looked at his watch, "Crystal isn't due home for another 3 hours, so we can have a beer while we wait for an available hole."
Jessica chuckled, "What if I want a beer? "
Chris nodded at Tom, "Dude! Offer our slut a beer!"
Tom came over, holding out a Samual Adams. "You like these?" he asked.
Jessica nodded, "One of my favorites." She took the bottle, opened it, and took a sip. She looked down at her husband, who was still kneeling on the floor. His tiny cock was still hard, pointing up at his belly. "Here, honey. Would you like some?" she asked.
Peter nodded. His mouth never felt so funky, and he gratefully took a swig of beer, rinsing the taste from his mouth. He handed the bottle back to his wife. "Thanks," he said softly.
Jessica put down the beer and pointed at Tom and Rafe. "You guys want to fuck me?" She looked down at her husband, "Your tongue felt really good on my pussy. Can you do it some more?" she asked.
Peter looked around at the leering men and nodded, "OK. Um, can I have a turn?" he asked.
Jessica laughed. "Sure. Hell, you can go first." She looked at the 5 guys, "Trust me. It will be quick." She lay back on the couch, opened her legs, wiggling her finger at her husband before pointing to her wet pussy. "You can fuck me, but you'll need to clean up your mess before one of these guys fucks me. I mean, I'm sure they don't mind sloppy seconds, but let's minimize that as much as possible."
Peter stood, stroked his cock as he lay on top of his wife. He pushed his cock easily inside and began thrusting. Within 30 seconds, he let out a disappointed moan as he ejaculated inside her pussy. He wanted to last longer, but he almost came a few times before without even touching himself.
Jessica stroked his back. "Feel better? Did you like feeling another man's sperm inside me? By the end of the night, you can feel even more, trust me."
Peter groaned and nodded. Then, he pulled out, ignoring the sneering chuckles from the men as he buried his tongue inside his wife's pussy, sucking the mixture of his and Greg's cum from inside her. His cock, which had started to go soft, pulsed back to life as he tasted the tangy fluids.
Jessica stroked Peter's head. "OK. That's enough. Get up and lie down. I think these boys want to fuck the shit out of me, literally. Rafe, since you've been patient, you want my cunt or my ass?" she asked. She watched Peter lie on his back on the couch.
Rafe grinned as the beautiful blonde climbed on the couch, her wet pussy above her husband's face. "Your ass, of course. Denny, toss me the Vaseline," he smiled.
After getting his cock nice and slick, he knelt behind the woman and pressed his cock against her puckered hole. It popped in a lot easier than he thought, and as he pistoned into the tightest hole he'd ever fucked, he felt the man lick his dangling ballsack. He groaned as he felt the man's tongue swirl around his sensitive scrotum.
As Jessica was getting speared from behind, Tom straddled Peter's waist above the smallest dick he had ever seen. He could feel the man's tiny erection press against his balls. It didn't stop him from guiding his cock into the blonde's mouth.
"Fuck!" Raze grunted. "Proctor likes my balls better than his wife's cunt."
It looked to be that way as Peter had reached up to stroke his scrotum while licking his balls and slick shaft. He wondered where all this came from, but as he tasted his wife's juices and the man's junk, he felt the aching in his balls increase. It didn't help that Tom's balls rubbed along his hard shaft. Then, Rafe grunted loudly and he watched as he thrust hard into Jessica's ass as he jetted cum inside her rectum. Reflexively, he sucked on one of the huge balls, flicking his tongue as the man emptied his balls. This was too much, triggering his own orgasm, his cum dribbling out onto his stomach. As he opened his mouth, Rafe pulled out and shoved his cock into the open maw. Even though he knew where the man's cock had been, Peter wrapped his mouth around the fat shaft and sucked.
Danny laughed loudly as he videotaped the entire encounter. "Proctor's a fucking faggot," he chuckled.
The rest of the night, the men took turns fucking Jessica's various holes while Peter never tired of orally pleasuring each of them along with keeping his wife's clean.
At 1:30, the men got dressed and took their leave. Before they left, Jessica stood naked in front of her husband and asked sternly, "Did you fire Chris because you thought he dinged your car? Or, did you witness it?"
Peter looked sheepish, "Um, I was having a bad day, and I never saw anything. I guess I took it out on him. I'll hire him back." He looked at the man, "I'm sorry. I'll get you back pay and a raise."
Jessica shook her head. "You'll give him the foreman's job when Trace leaves. Promise me," she ordered.
Peter looked up at his wife, "How? How did you know about that?"
Jessica shrugged, "Ed talks when he drinks. The company party last month, he mentioned he wants you to hire his son as foreman. The kid's a fucking loser."
Peter nodded, "Can't dispute that. I'll break the news to Ed. This September, when Trace retires, the job's yours, Chris."
Chris smiled and kissed Jessica. "I knew that it would pay off getting into your pants. See you next Friday?" he asked.
"I'll be here." She looked for her clothes, "I might just wear a bathrobe. It'd be more efficient," she sighed.
Jessica looked at the time and sighed. She turned to her husband, "Anything you want to say before you leave?" she asked. "About how I've been cheating on you?"
Peter looked down at the floor, "Um, no. I get it and I...shit. Can I watch? I thought it was the hottest thing I've ever seen," he blustered out as he looked at her. "I'll always think about all those cocks fucking your pussy and, shit! It makes me so hard."
Jessica kissed her husband. "You can watch and I'll even let you fuck me, but only if you're nice to my guests." She patted his ass. "Get dressed and get out of there. I have a lot of cleaning up to do. I'll see you at home." When Peter came over to hug her naked body, his little cock poking out, she pushed him away. "Not now. Go home. You can jerk off when you get there."
She had 45 minutes to clean up the couch, get rid of the empties, and air out the pungent smells of sex. Fortunately, Crystals called and asked if it would be all right if they were an hour late. By the time Jessica got home, Peter was sound asleep with a full erection. Jessica chuckled remembering how surprisingly submissive he had become and thought about future erotic activities. So many ideas; so much potential.
* * *
The following morning, Jessica was awakened from the most erotic dream she ever had. Then she realized it wasn't a dream. Peter was between her legs, his mouth clamped onto her pussy, his tongue inside her as if trying to find more of the cum deposited inside her the previous night. "Oh, yessss. That's it, away, suck my cunt," she sighed.
Peter awoke with a painful erection after dreaming of Jessica being speared by huge cocks and his having to suck all their cum from her swollen pussy. When he realized he also liked the feel of a fat cock in his mouth. Was he gay? Bi? Or, did he get off being cucked? He looked at Jessica playing with her breasts, pulling on her nipples as she opened her legs wider and felt a rush. He was pleasing her and his cock felt incredibly hard knowing that.
The rest of the weekend, Jessica pulled Peter's face between her legs a half-dozen times. Only twice, did she let him fuck her, and laughed when he came immediately when she jokingly asked if he was inside her yet.
Now that Jessica discovered the joys of sex, and word got around the plant that Proctor's wife loved being fucked, Jessica's evenings were a lot less boring. Peter got off coming home to find streams of cum flowing from his wife's holes, though, he really liked it when they were still fucking her and he could do his part.
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This is a short story about a couple meeting and getting to know each other.
Willow Winston climbed out of her car. She looked around before heading down the street to her hair appointment. She always looked around as she was rarely left alone when running errands. Willow was not just beautiful. Her glowing red hair was just one of her features that attracted attention. Her other notable features included emerald green eyes, flawless skin, a slender yet curvaceous body with intriguingly long legs, and her 6' 1" stature.
It was rare for her to be out and about without men stopping her. It seemed to her that the population of agents, photographers, videographers, influencers, and producers made up the majority of the male population in New York City. She used to hang onto the business cards given to her, which included personal cell numbers, addresses, and hotel room numbers, but she finally decided to recycle them. She supposed that if she needed the money, their offers might intrigue her, but after her parents died, leaving her a sizeable nest egg, she didn't need the money they offered.
It was surprising to hear some of the amounts she could get for 4 hours of work. The offers were intriguing as she loved sex and to get paid for cumming on a stranger's huge cock was tempting. However, had little interest in having her body out there for all to see. She wasn't a prude, as she liked sex as much as anyone; she just didn't want people to see her as a sex object...OK, she liked being viewed as a sex object, just by those she personally favored.
She was almost to her appointment when she heard it. A man's voice calling to her. 'Shit, shit, shit,' she thought as she hurried down the sidewalk.
"Miss! Hang on," Evan panted, "Stop, please."
Willow stopped, ready to tell the man to fuck off. She bit back her words when she saw what he was holding out. She quickly dove a hand into her handbag and groaned. "I'm so sorry. I thought..." she sighed as she accepted the wallet.
Evan shook his head, "It's fine. I was across the street, and it took a while to cross," he panted. "Damn! I need to work out more. Anthow, I thought I'd lost you."
Willow opened her wallet and started to pull out bills, but Evan stopped her. "No, no need. I didn't grab it because I wanted a reward. Man! You sure are a hard person to get to stop!"
"Sorry, I get stopped by men who want, let's be blunt. They want to fuck me and make up all these ways to facilitate that," she chuckled.
Evan laughed, "Sorry to disappoint, but that's not me. I do wonder what you look like naked," he grinned.
"I'm insulted. You don't want to fuck me?" Willow smiled. She finally studied the man. He was easily 2" taller than she, and had bright blue eyes and blond hair. A plus, in her mind, was that he didn't have that ridiculous-looking day-old stubble.
"Sorry, no. I'm not that easy. I would need to know more about you before I opened myself up that much," Evan said. "Also, I suspect if I fucked you, it would ruin me for every other woman out there, and my life would never be quite the same."
Willow chuckled, "But, wouldn't it be a great jerk-off memory?"
Evan nodded, "That was why I'd like to see you naked. Win, win. I'd have great jerk-off memories but not be ruined by how terrific your tight hole feels," he said seriously. "Or the taste of your nipples, your pussy. Hell, the worst thing would be if you were into anal. I confess I checked out your ass when I was chasing you down. I'd always compare, you know how it is."
Willow looked at her watch. "I can reschedule my hair appointment. I feel I should reward you. Is there someplace we could go so you can get your wish?" she asked.
Evan nodded, "See that building with the balconies? That's me. But, I'd hate for you to miss your appointment." He glanced at the upscale-looking salon. "Dinner? My treat? Then, we can play it by ear."
Willow looked over. It was one of the better buildings in Upper Manhattan. She smiled and looked back, "You want me to look my best, I get it. Should I make an appointment for a Brazilian?" she asked.
Evan shook his head, "Not for me. I prefer natural hair," he smiled. "Especially a firecrotch. The creme de la creme of pubes, if you want my opinion. I've never talked this honestly to anyone before. If I'm not careful. I'm going to fall in love with you."
Willow smiled and looked at the front of his pants, "Now, I'm curious. After dinner, you need to show me your body, also. I think we might get along, after all...I mean, for a man stalking me on the street," she grinned.
"Only fair. I'll show you mine if you show me yours," he smiled. "The Place, over on 41st?" he asked. When she nodded, "7?"
Evan headed back to work, his head spinning. He was not only able to talk with the most beautiful woman he had ever seen, but she actually agreed to undress for him. To get naked. He jumped back, hearing the loud horn as he unconsciously stepped out into the street. It wouldn't do for him to get hit by a car before he was able to take in what promised to be the premier sight of his life.
Willow felt the same way. She long ago resigned herself to men lying, either to her or to themselves, playing games, or using stale lines to get their cocks buried inside her. Not that she didn't love a good cock filling her up, but their looks were more prideful than loving. After they both came, if they allowed her to, they all looked at her as if they won some big competition or prize. Some even thanked her. This man...she forgot to get his name...was different. She sensed no game, no hidden agenda, just honesty. He was the first man ever to deny wanting to fuck her. All other men lit up like a Christmas tree when she suggested that was their aim. Sometimes she invited them between her legs, other times she laughed off their proposals...but more often than not, she accepted. After all, a girl has needs, too.
When Willow arrived at The Place, the man was standing outside waiting. He grinned as she came up, and he offered his hand.
"Evan. Evan Michaels," he smiled. "I thought it would be better if we used names tonight rather than 'hey you.'"
Willow chuckled, "This is my first date without knowing even the basic information about the man I'll be getting naked with. It's smart, though. If you're a creep, I had no way to Google you," she smiled. "Willow Winston. Pleased to meet you," she said as she took his hand.
Evan looked curiously at the woman, "Winston, as in Winston Tower?" he asked.
Willow nodded, "Mine. My parents put up a few buildings before they died. I guess you can easily Google me."
Evan shook his head. "No need. I see nothing but honesty on your face." He took out his phone, unlocked it, and handed it to the beautiful redhead. "Go on. You can look at my photos, browsing history, anything you like. Though you may want to avoid the folder called 'Ransom notes,'" he grinned. "Some of the pictures aren't for everyone."
Willow shook her head. "For no logical reason, I trust you. Plus, how you earn your living is your business," she said. "Shall we?" she asked.
Dinner was interesting as they told each other their back stories. Willow told how her parents were in a plane crash in the Andes, and their bodies were never recovered. Apparently, when there was a fuselage rupture, 30 people were sucked out at 35,000 feet. Her parents were right at ground zero and would have been the first to go. Willow remembered little about them as she was 6 when it happened. She was raised by her aunt and uncle until she graduated from Cornell. She explained that she didn't work but volunteered around the city at various shelters. She had never married, never even been engaged, though she made the offhand comment that she had had proposals. What she didn't say was that she had had over 20 proposals.
Evan explained that he was single, recently dumped by his girlfriend of 6 years. She told him that she loved him, but when he proposed, she explained that she couldn't as she had never been with another man. When Evan asked if it was just that she wanted to try out other cocks, she got upset and left. For his career, he worked in advertising as a senior director at a large firm.
When Willow asked if he ever heard back from her and if she found what she was seeking, he shook his head. "I even asked her if she'd marry me and if she wanted to try out other cocks before the wedding, go for it."
Willow shook her head, "Shit! That was an honest answer, and had you asked me, I would have told you yes. I might have taken you up on that. I mean, you might have the best cock in the world, but how would I ever know that?" Then she looked at him curiously, "Do you? How big are you?"
Evan shrugged, "I never measured. I've had a few women do it, but they always came up with different measurements. I mean, from where to the tip?"
Willow opened her phone. "Hey Siri. How should I measure my boyfriend's erection?" She looked around as the woman's voice drew the attention of fellow diners. "Perhaps, I should have waited," she smiled. "Anyhow, first thing. Can you get an erection?" she asked.
Evan smiled. "I might be getting one now, so yes."
"OK, do you have a ruler? Good. We'll take a measurement later. But, even with the various measurements, what was the average?" she asked.
Evan sighed, "7 1/2"? I guess that would be the closest to what Siri told us to do." Then, he looked at Willow's chest. "Bust size? I'd guess, but if I'm wrong, you might feel insulted."
Willow cupped her dress-covered breasts. "I'd like to hear what you think. Tell me, what's my bra size, if I were wearing one, that is."
"Without feeling them..." he started.
Willow leaned forward, "Go ahead. I want a solid guess." She looked at his lap, "And, maybe I'll ask our waitress for a ruler," she smiled.
Evan looked around and shrugged. He palmed Willow's tits, squeezing gently. He sat back and nodded, "34D," he said.
Willow smiled. "I should have guessed your cock size, but you got it. Though sometimes I'm a 34DD. Generally, I just get 34D bras." Then she thought for a few seconds, "Your ex, what's her name? I should call her. There are few guys out there with cocks bigger than yours. She might come back to you."
Evan shook his head, "Elaine. Elaine Thomas. No, I have no interest in getting back together with her. I might not have fucked you yet, but after spending time with you, you ruined me for all other women. Damn! This sucks," he groaned.
"Maybe I'm a bad lay," Willow said. "Think about it, looks aren't everything. What if I'm one of those women who lie back, legs open, letting you push your cock into me until you cum? I mean, there might be some women who are up for anything or down for anything. You have no idea."
Evan nodded, "And I might be that guy. The guy who fingers your pussy a bit, licks your nipples before opening your legs, using your pussy for pleasure until I come. Then, I might just roll off, thank you for the fuck, get dressed, pocket your panties, and head home. Oh, did I forget to mention? I'd have you suck my cock first, you know, to get nice and wet."
Willow nodded. "Maybe that was why your ex wanted to try out other guys," she smiled.
Evan nodded, "I'll bet that was it. I do have an incredible collection of panties. It's so hard to please some women. Sure, they talk about men who are handy, or do things efficiently, but save them a good half hour in bed, and they look upset about something," he grinned. "I mean, if you can't finish something inside of 15 minutes, you're just not doing it right."
Willow put down her napkin. "Let's get the check. I decided that even if you are reluctant to fuck me, I need to do some fact-finding. Let's go."
Willow and Evan climbed out of the Uber, and they headed into the building. Evan was greeted by name by the guard and took the elevator to the top floor. Willow whistled when she saw the view.
"Nice. I have to say, if I were wearing panties, they'd be wet. This is a great view," she said. She had gone out ot the balcony, looking out at the Hudson.
Evan came up behind her, "You missed it, but I got this because of the incredible sunset across the river." He unzipped the back of her dress, and when she wiggled her shoulders, it pooled onto the deck. "Nice warm night," he said as he kissed the back of her neck. He stroked her ass and up her sides, feeling her tight body.
Willow brought his hands up onto her breasts and sighed, "Warm and getting warmer," she said. She couldn't remember that last guy who didn't immediately grope her as soon as she got naked. "Plus, I don't think whoever measured you was very accurate," she said as she pressed her ass against his hard cock. "I feel at least 8"."
Evan gently pinched the erect nipples as he continued to kiss the nape of her neck. "So, along with your other talents, you can measure things with your ass? That could come in handy." Then, he sighed sadly, "Even your neck is the best I've ever seen," he said. "Ruined, ruined forever."
Willow shivered. Not from the cold, but from her rising desire. She turned and shook her head. "We had a deal," she said as she undid the man's pants. As she pulled down Evan's pants and boxers, he pulled off his shirt. Soon, they were holding each other naked on his balcony. "We should go inside. Your neighbors might come out to enjoy the evening," she said.
"I guess. I was about to bend you over the railing and bury my face between your ass cheeks," he said softly.
Willow looked down at the street below. She looked around and shrugged. "Getting eaten out while hanging 60 floors above the street would be new," she smiled.
"63, but I guess 3 more floors wouldn't matter if we fell," he said.
She bent over the railing, opening her stance. She didn't have to wait long as Evan knelt, buried his face between her legs, and probed her private parts with his tongue. He missed nothing as he went from the clit across her shaved labia to her perineum, and up to her anus. "Fuck! There, yesss," she hissed as his tongue parted her wet lips. She could hear the cars and noticed the people walking by below her, but was mostly aware of the incredible skills being applied to her private parts. She was dimly aware that it had been barely 2 hours since she learned his name, and here she was, naked, getting ready to do whatever he wanted to her for the rest of the night.
Evan revelled in her taste, her arousal, her sweet scent as he probed her with his tongue. Then he reached around, letting out a pleasurable moan as his fingers raked through the softest bush he'd ever felt. As he licked, Willow's breathing got deeper, so he moved to flick his tongue on her clit. Then, reaching up he cupped her breasts while thumbing her nipples.
This was what Willow wanted, and between the man pinching her clit between his lips, while attacking it with his tongue, and the stimulation on her nipples, she let out a cry as she came. This was the first time she'd ever orgasmed outside in the city, and she knew thousands of people heard her orgasm. She let out a series of deep grunts as the orgasmic waves pulsed through her. Then, even when the last vestiges faded, Evan kept licking her pussy, now back to probing her tight hole. "Fuck," she panted, "You can stop. I already came," she said as she tried to stand.
Evan pulled away and looked up, "Sorry. No. I've never tasted anything better in my life, and I don't think I'll stop until the morning. Do you have anywhere to be? I could eat your pussy all weekend," he said.
Willow laughed and pushed him away. "Don't be selfish. First, I want to measure your cock, and then, I want to taste you. I want the full load in my mouth, so shut up and don't argue with me."
Evan stood and allowed himself to be led inside. Willow told him to stand there while she walked around, admiring his physique. His cock was pointing straight out, bouncing with each beat of his heart.
"Where's your ruler?" she asked.
"The top drawer, third cabinet over in the kitchen," he pointed.
Willow chuckled, "Right where your cock is pointing. You could dowse for water with that thing," she said.
Evan nodded, "It often seeks out moist places, especially tight, warm, moist places."
Willow chuckled as she went to the drawer, "I'd better not bend over around you, then." She came back with the ruler. She knelt and stroked his cock. She had large hands for a woman, but wasn't able to completely wrap her fingers around the shaft. She looked up at him. "This seems nice and hard, but let's be sure." She licked the underside before wrapping her lips around the shaft. "Mmmmmm," she hummed around the shaft as she took more of him in. She popped his cock out of her mouth and looked up. "Nice. By the way," she said as she cupped his scrotum, "These are the biggest balls I've ever felt. OK, let's see how large you are. She kept stroking his cock as she lined up the ruler. She peered down at it. "OK, over 8" Actually, hmmmm, 8 1/4". This is a very impressive cock."
"Thanks, I guess. Hard to take credit for it. It's not like I watered and fed it, it just was there," he said softly as she admired the naked woman stroking his cock.
"You are a rare breed. Most men lie about how big they are, and I don't mean they understate their size. Also, any guy gifted as you would announce it to the world. It's like someone who graduates from Harvard. I guarantee you that you'll hear them drop that into just about any conversation. 'I once got the flu...when was that? My Junior year at Harvard? Anyhow..." she chuckled. You could let people know, 'I have trouble finding pants that fit, you know, trying to find room for my huge balls and my 210 millimeter cock.'"
Evan shook his head, "You converted 8 1/4" to millimeters in your head?"
Willow chuckled, "Your ruler, see? It has the metric scale here," she pointed. "OK, let's go into your bedroom. You promised me a mouthful of cum."
Evan nodded, "I'm a man of my word," he said as he pointed down the hall. "On the other hand, though I've seen you naked, I'd like a good look before I give you my cum. You did promise," he said.
"Good point. OK, lead the way," she said after standing.
Evan lay down on the bed, his head on a couple of pillows. He looked expectantly as the beautiful, tall redhead posed at the foot of the bed. She put her arms out to her side as she rotated 360 degrees. "Nice. Not a flaw, I can see. And I love that you kept a nice bush. I told you that I love a firecrotch, and yours is the best I've seen."
Willow shook her head, "Here," she said as she pulled up her left breast. "I have a mole." She pointed to a little mark just on her underboob.
"That's terrible. I'll bet you need to cover up when going to nude beaches," he chuckled.
Willow crawled onto the bed as he opened his legs. "Never been to a nude beach. I'd like to go, though. I'm not all that modest."
Evan chuckled, "Not saying anything." As Willow sucked his left testicle into her mouth, followed by the right, he groaned. "Keep doing that, and I'll give you a gift sooner rather than later."
Willow stroked the huge cock as she gently sucked on his balls. She wasn't lying when she said these were the biggest she'd ever seen. That man was impressive and seemingly unaware of his gifts. This was unusual as even underendowed men were cocky about the size of their cocks. She was stroking his precum onto the shaft and decided to move on to sucking his cock.
'Fuck!' Evan thought as the redhead took him into her mouth. She started slowly but as she spread her saliva over the shaft, she picked up speed while taking more into her throat. He always loved this view of a naked woman sucking his cock, but there was something even more arousing with her red hair draped across his right thigh, her pale full breasts hanging from her chest, and her arched back accentuating her spectacular ass.


Willow knew she was doing it right as she took more of him into her throat. He was responding as she hoped he would, lying back, his breathing ragged, thrusting his hips against her mouth, and copious amounts of precum seeping from his cock. Then, remembering how he had done her, she pulled off, stroking his cock as she licked across his perineum to the edge of his asshole.
"Oohhhh, fuck!" Evan groaned. "You're going to make me cum," he panted as he lifted his ass off the mattress.
Willow smiled as she continued flicking her tongue on his tight hole. His precum was flowing more freely and his hips jerked against her fist as she rapidly stroked him. Then just as he let out a frustrated groan, she dove onto his cock just as his first rope of cum splashed against the back of her throat. "Mmmmm, mmmmm, mmmm," she moaned happily as she swallowed the biggest load she'd had in a while.
Willow ran her tongue up the underside of his softening cock to get the last vestiges of his orgasm. She smiled inwardly sensing that he just experienced the best blowjob of his life...well, sensing in that between groans, he panted, "Fuck! That...was...the...best...blowjob...of...my...life."
Evan welcomed the beautiful redhead into his arms, kissing her deeply, unconcerned with the taste of his cum in her mouth. He let out a pleasured moan as he held her, stroking her back.
Willow half expected the man to yawn and offer to order her an Uber after he came, or to roll off the bed, but she didn't expect to fall asleep in his arms. She kissed him again before putting her head on his shoulder before drifting off.
Some time in the middle of the night, Evan must have pulled the covers over them as they were still naked but now spooning. Willow felt his rock-hard shaft pressing into the cleft of her butt and wished he were awake as she rocked her ass against the fat shaft. He told her that he didn't want to fuck her, and had no idea if that were a polite fiction, or if he meant it. On the other hand, had he wanted to fuck her, he had ample opportunities. His large hand was draped over her waist so she pulled it onto her breast as she gently humped the shaft behind her. Her pussy throbbed and she could feel her secretions flow between her thighs. Had she ever been this wet?
Evan became aware of the stimulation and awoke barely minutes from exploding against her ass. He squeezed her breast gently and pushed back. "Couldn't sleep? I have problems sleeping in strange places also," he said before turning his head to kiss her.
Willow moaned into his mouth. "I have a favor to ask. I know you said you didn't want to, but will you fuck me?" she asked softly.
Evan sighed, "I guess I'll have to since you asked so nicely. Actually, I wasn't being totally honest with you," he said as he pulled away, rolled her onto her back. "I wanted to fuck you, but didn't want the memories to ruin every future encounter." He lay between her legs with the plump head just parting her wet lips. "And, nothing I've tasted or felt has made me change my mind. You are by far, the most beautiful, alluring woman I've ever been with. But, if I'm nothing else," he groaned as he pressed inside her, "I'm a good host."
"Aaaaahhhh, yessssss," Willow grunted. "Wow! So big, so fat."
Evan took his time pulling out before slowly sliding deeper inside until he did that the 4th time. As he pulled out, Willow's hands moved from his hips onto his ass, pulling him inside. Soon, he obeyed her pleas and thrust inside her harder and harder. In his experience, it took women a good 20 minutes to orgasm, but after about 5 minutes, Willow put her head back and cried out that she was cumming. 5 minutes later, she came a 2nd time.
Evan loved multi-orgasmic women and it always made him hold off cumming until his partners begged him to cum already. He also loved varying the positions and after each orgasm, they shifted to a different one. First, he rolled over, pulling her onto top. Then, they rolled onto their sides where they were able to kiss while Willow took over rocking her pelvis against his cock. Evan loved this position as he could easily play with her full breasts and her flexing ass.
Then, Willow got on her knees, her chest pressed into the bed while Evan slammed hard into her. He also loved this position as he was blessed with a great view of her asshole, which he had to bury his thumb inside. This must have been Willow's favorite as she came 3 times in under 10 minutes.
After reverse cowgirl, another hard missionary fuck, Willow was on her stomach coming down from another orgasm and she heard herself say something that she'd never said before. "Fuck! You need to cum already. You're killing me," she groaned. "Fill me with your cum. Don't you dare pull out," she ordered.
Evan was more than happy to oblige. There was nothing better than the feeling of slamming against a nice soft ass while driving his cock into her tight hole. "Fuck!" he groaned as he drove inside her as deeply as he could, feeling the ache in his balls finally release.
Willow's legs were spread wide as Evan thrust inside her with each spasm. She could feel the initial few spurts splash against her cervix. When he let out his final deep groan, he collapsed next to her, his cock still buried deep inside her vagina. She listened to his ragged breathing ease before speaking. "Thanks for fucking me. I never came so many times before. I totally lost count," she sighed happily.
Evan sighed, "I know I'll regret it later but, wow! Don't take this the wrong way, but you're the best fuck I've ever had."
Willow chuckled. "How could I take that the wrong way? Isn't that what every woman wants to hear from their lovers?"
Evan sighed. "And now I fear that I'll never say that again."
"You could. Perhaps I could top this," she smiled.
Evan chuckled, "I like a challenge. Can I interest you in staying the weekend?"
* * *
Sunday evening, the couple flopped back onto the couch, panting after a strenuous fuck that started on the balcony, but then moved through the living room with Willow's legs wrapped around Evan's waist. They fucked against the wall by the mantle, on the dining room table, over the back of the couch, and then with Willow riding him on the couch. Evan came just as Willow was coming down from her 6th orgasm.
The couple lay panting on the couch, their sweaty bodies glistening in the fading light from the window. Willow stroked his face and giggled, "Perhaps we should have waited until dark. The couple over on that other building had their binoculars out."
Evan chuckled, "I hope we put on a good show."
Willow nodded. "When you turned me around and fucked me from behind, I waved. They waved back," she laughed.
"I missed that. I was distracted by the feeling of my cock inside your tight pussy," he sighed. "Dinner?" he asked.
Willow nodded, "Famished. Should I put a robe on when I answer the door this time?" she asked.
"Hell, no. That kid's probably jerking off for the 10th time after seeing you this afternoon."
Willow rolled off his lap, feeling his cock slither out of her. She cupped her pussy as she headed for the shower. "Join me? Then, we'll order out. I'm in the mood for Thai. You?"
Evan nodded and joined her, "Thai's great. I love drunken noodle and there's a place a block over that has incredible curries, if that's what you like."
Willow looked surprised, "How the hell did you know that I like curry?" she asked.
Evan spanked her, "Just a guess. You're such a spicy woman, I just assumed."
After dinner, Willow looked sadly at the first man that she had ever spent an entire weekend fucking. "I guess I should head back to my place."
Evan shook his head. "I was thinking about that. I have so much PTO saved up, I was thinking I could take a week or two off. Feel like flying down to Cabo?" he asked.
Willow￼ nodded. "I could do Cabo." She looked down at her one dress, "I might need a change of clothes."
Evan shook his head, "I can use the corporate jet. You don't need to wear anything as far as I'm concerned."
* * *
The night before the couple flew back to New York, Evan pulled a ring out of his pocket. "I know we just met a couple of weeks before, but you have to say yes. Otherwise, I'll never have any desire to be with any other woman. Will you marry me?" he asked.
Willow nodded. "I feel responsible for ruining all other women for you, and I haven't told you this, but￼ I was wondering how I could ever be with any other man, so yes! I'd love to marry you."
After breaking the long kiss, Willow and Evan held each other for a while. Then, Evan suggested calling the front desk to extend their stay.
Willow and Evan were married 3 weeks later with a small group of friends. When Evan suggested a prenup as Willow brought a lot more to the marriage, she refused. "I'm in all the way. I hate the idea that I would have a way out. I love you and I know you love me," she insisted.
Evan quit his job and the couple spent the next 60 years, exploring, traveling, and sharing as many adventures as they could find. They visited every continent, saw sights few had ever enjoyed, and met thousands of people as they sampled every culture on Earth. Willow also got to try out nude beaches on 6 of the continents.
* * *
Willow lay next to her husband, listening to his breathing slow. She thought back 63 years to the meeting on the street where she assumed he was another annoying stalker. As she replayed the incredible adventures and all the memories, she felt grateful that she was able to meet someone who never once lied to her, who loved her for who she was. Grateful that she stopped to meet the man. As she thought about that, she heard him give one last gasp before falling silent.
Willow stroked his white head of hair, kissed him one last time before closing her eyes. Five minutes later, she let out her final breath, joining him.
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* * *
The Adirondacks. Initially, the idea of sleeping out in the woods was disgusting. Worms, bugs, flies, snakes, and other repulsive creatures lurked. Then there were the primitive sanitary conditions. Cold showers, cots with mattresses that a hundred people might have slept on. Why not head to the Hamptons and rough it on the deck of Daddy's 9,500 sq. ft. bungalow? That could be outside...and behind screens.
Then, there was the threat of crude, uneducated men. Men with beer and chewing tobacco breath. Would she be safe?
But the redneck male voices echoed in her head. Brittany felt her pussy throb eagerly as she recalled her recent wet dreams, being abducted, and taken to a cabin in the woods. Sometimes it was a toothless old man, other times it was a trio of inbred brothers taking turns with her or using her all at the same time. That one was the most intense as she had to listen to them argue about who got which hole. The one they most wanted was her ass, but it was when the men wanted to fuck her ass and cum in her mouth that she quickly orgasmed. The thought of even having these rubes look at her, let alone touch her naked body, mortified yet aroused her.
She begged her father to insist she stay as she liked his renewed attention to her recently, but he told her it would be good for her. At first, she tried to throw a tantrum, but after her spanking...or rather during... her thoughts shifted to the most arousing thoughts she'd ever had. Her father's hand on her bare ass turned into a calloused hand with filthy fingernails, and she had to stifle a powerful orgasm.
She looked at the group of seniors waiting for the buses. Harold was grinning at her off to the side with his incredibly nerdy friends...virgins all, at least she assumed; the three girls were showing each other what snacks they'd packed for the drive up. She wanted to hate them, but couldn't remember why. Brett and Daryl were approaching her, as if claiming her.
"Hey, Princess, never thought you'd go anywhere that doesn't have room service," Brett grinned, "Are you really going to climb into a sleeping bag?" he asked.
Brittany looked around and sighed, "I guess so. Daddy wants me to see how the other half lives, though I never expected to see so many losers sign up. Oh well, it's all part of expanding my horizons," she said. "At least that's what Daddy keeps telling me."
Brett laughed and looked over at the three skinny girls, "I'll bet your head is spinning thinking of what torments you've got planned for them. You're evil, you know that?" Brett asked, "Fuck! That's hot. Let me know how we can help," he said. "You may hate them, but I'd do them."
Brittany looked at the two grinning boys and then over at the girls. She not only didn't hate them or envy them, but felt a sadness that they'd never want her as a friend. Not after all the things she'd done to them, but to have someone in your life that you can trust completely would be something. She looked back at the two boys and forced an evil grin. "What makes you think I was just planning something for them?" She looked over at the group of nerds, "I was thinking of expanding my horizons." Harold had been involved, and if he can smugly think he got away with it... 'Please God, don't let it be that little shit that took my virginity...though could his cock be that huge?' she thought. 'Not a chance, it had to be one of the football players.'
* * *
Brittany groaned as she found out who she was bunking with. Bunking. Never in her life would she have imagined she'd use that word, especially when referring to herself. She sighed and strode over to the only single bed. She picked up Ashley's bag and tossed it onto the upper bunk across from her. She looked at the redhead as if daring her to protest. Instead, the girl giggled and climbed up.
"Thanks, Brittany. This is so much better. I can see out to the woods from here, and I'll get a nice breeze." She opened the sash and rolled onto her side. "There's the boy's cabin, Carolyn, check this out. The boy's shower is right there!" she giggled.
It was true. All the windows were set high. Brittany shook her head and plopped down, wondering how many bedbugs she was disturbing. This is going to be a long week, and with all these kids, she wouldn't be able to get any privacy to rub one out. She couldn't even text her friends, as there was no cell signal and no internet. She was trapped with 'the other half' and would actually have to mingle with them.
The first few days were as boring as she thought, as they canoed, swam, hiked, and did a dozen other things requiring no electronics. She tried to act interested when the other girls sounded excited about their crafts, the creatures they'd seen, or the activities. The truth was, she felt frustrated that she was far from the center of attention.
On the fourth day, she had an idea. She told Brett to get three other guys to meet her in the boathouse. She'd seen a pattern that looked too good to pass up.
Brittany was sitting on a turned-over canoe when Brett, Daryl, Steve, and Doug came in. She saw how they looked and shook her head, "No, don't even think it." She should get a poker game going if the tells on their faces were any indication. All four were looking at her long, bare legs, her tight top as if that was why she asked them there. Dad told her that she'd be roughing it and to leave her bras at home. These damn thin T-shirts did nothing to hide her boobs.
"Ok, but you'll always kick yourself for passing up this opportunity," Daryl grinned, "You are woman enough to handle four huge cocks."
Brittany got up and went over to the boy. She palmed the front of his pants then stepped back, "I'll keep that in mind if I find a guy with a huge cock let alone four. Anyhow, maybe later I'll see if you guys can try to satisfy me, but for now, here's what I want you to do...."
The next morning, word got out to assemble at the edge of the forest. 40 kids were sitting, standing, or leaning on trees in the back of the boys' shower right at 7. Brittany and Brett were signaling to be quiet as they heard boys' voices chattering on the other side of the shower tent. A few minutes after the boys turned on the water, Brittany signaled Daryl, who crept into the tent. When the boy came out carrying all the clothes, she gave a thumbs-up to Doug and Steve. The two boys were sitting on branches above the tent. Steve looked over at his friend with a grin and then counted down with his fingers from three to one. Then they pulled on the knots and watched as the tent collapsed on all four sides.
All the kids stood and cheered as Harold and his five nerdy friends frantically tried to cover themselves up, but their clothes and towels were nowhere to be found. There may not be cell service or internet, but the cameras on the phones were working. The embarrassed (bare-assed) boys fled the 200 yards back to their cabin, followed by a large group holding their phones out in front of them. The assembled kids jeered at the tiny, peanut-sized penises dangling between their legs.
Brittany knew then that none of those boys took her virginity. Cold shower or not, those tiny little pricks could never amount to what she could still feel inside her. 'Could penises be that small?' she wondered. She looked at her phone, and the six dicks together didn't amount to six inches. It had to be the cold water. Who was it that filled her up so much? Her Daddy felt good, but he wasn't as big as the boy or man who popped her cherry. Perhaps she could get Brett and some of the other boys to grab Allie or Ashley and get them to talk...unless it was Brett. She would need to see what his cock looked like. Carolyn was a possibility, but Allie especially had to be the weakest link. Then again, Daddy would find out. He made it crystal clear that if she did anything to any of those girls, he'd take her Beemer back and remove her from his will.
The counselors tried to find out who did that prank, but they also thought it was funny and harmless. Not a single kid acknowledged they were there. All just heard about it and wished they could have seen it. Missing from the group of jeering kids were Allie, Ashley, and Carolyn. When they heard about it, they first wondered why they didn't know about it, but had their suspicions as to who was behind it. At least, Brittany hadn't targeted them.
"Why did she pick on them?" Allie asked, "I feel bad for the boys, but at least it wasn't us."
Ashley nodded, "I'll bet Brittany thought it was Harold and his friends that abducted her. I hope not, since that would mean she's going after those poor boys because of what we did," she sighed.
"Does she think Harold raped her? I never thought of that. Oh, shit!" Carolyn said sadly. "She must be frantic to find out who took her virginity. She'll make his life miserable."
"I want to say better him than us, but that's not true," Allie said. "This might be weird, but I'm feeling a bit of jealousy. I mean, don't you guys feel the same way? She's our bully, and it's like she's cheating on us."
"Harold's a creep. Remember how we had to show him our tits to get him to help us? But still..." Carolyn said. "We need to find out if she has plans and avert anything bad. I mean, what if she gets Bruce or Teddy to rape him?" she shuddered. "We did fuck her ass so she probably wouldn't hesitate..."
"Shit! You're right. We need another plan. We can't drug her here...what can we do?"
While the girls were plotting, Brittney was lying on the lower bunk, recalling the day she was abducted. It suddenly struck her that, coincidentally, she passed out after stealing the girls' Coke. Could they have drugged her? No way could they have raped her...that was a man or men. But could they have worked with some guys to drug her? She shook her head. It was possible, but not probable. Those girls were way too innocent to have been involved with anything evil. But, then again, how was she drugged? She swung her legs off her bunk and headed over to cabin 6.
The girls looked up as the door swung open. Unconsciously, they all shrank back as Brittney strode over to them.
"Relax. I'm not here to torment you. I just have a question. The day before I came over to your houses and apologized to you," she started. Then she looked at each of them, remembering how she went down on them and how all three wore skirts without panties as if expecting her to do that. "Wait! You knew I was abducted. Did you...?"
Allie looked at her friends before straightening her back, "Yes. Yes, we knew, and to be honest, we were the ones who tried to torture you. I'm saying tried because, well, you liked it," she blushed.
Brittney's eyes widened, "You three? Who was the guy? Who took my virginity? Harold?"
Allie shook her head. "No guy. Just us. We're terrible people," she sighed.
There was no guy? No cock...it was all of you?" she asked.
Ashley nodded. "And we felt bad about it afterwards...I mean, you deserved it for all the things you did to us, but," she looked at her friends, "but we're sorry.
Brittney sat down on a bunk. "I was still a virgin? I mean, not technically, but not with a man?"
Ashley nodded again, "And if it helps, I was the one with a strap-on that took your technical virginity. I'm really sorry...had I known..."
Brittney wanted to be angry, wanted to punish these three girls for what they did, but then remembered how tender they were and how they got her off over and over. She looked at all three and nodded, "It's OK. I'm not mad...I'm...wow! I'm impressed. I didn't think you little sprites had it in you," she said softly. Then she smiled, "I did enjoy it...I mean, I never let a guy near my pussy, but you guys showed me..." Then she had a thought, "But Harold? How was he involved? I know he was involved, so don't deny it."
The girls looked at each other. Carolyn spoke, "He showed us how to tie knots and, well..."
"He has pictures of you...naked and tied up. That was the cost of teaching us how to tie knots," Ashley finished.
"But his initial demand was to fuck you. He wanted to fuck your passy, your ass, and then make you suck his cock. We told him, 'No way!' and that he wasn't allowed to touch you," Allie added, quickly.
Brittney's nipples instantly hardened, and her pussy throbbed as she recalled her fantasies. "OK, I know you videotaped it. I want a copy," she said.
Allie shook her head, "But we're in it!"
Brittney glared at the girl, "And I'm not? I want a copy. I won't share it or show it to anyone. I want to see what you did to me. Got it?" she asked.
The three girls nodded. Ashley opened up her laptop, took a thumb drive, and plugged it in.
As the girl copied the video file, Brittany asked another question. "Who did you show this to?"
"No one, I swear," Carolyn said quickly.
"Not Weird Harold, or his friends?" Brittney asked.
"No, I told you. No one at school has seen this or knows anything, except Harold. He just got some nude pictures of you," she said softly.
Brittney accepted the USB. "Makes my body shiver thinking about the boy stroking his tiny cock while looking..." she shuddered.
"I'm sorry. We should have...we were so angry with you," Carolyn said softly.
Brittney shook her head, "I assume he jerks off all the time, anyhow." She studied the three girls and shook her head, "I underestimated you three. You're a trio of fucking evil bitches." Then she smiled, "I mean that as a compliment. I think we can become good friends. I'm worried that Harold and his friends will narc on me or retaliate. I want to nip that in the bud. I need one more thing from you."
The girls listened to Brittney's request and began to plan.
The next night, the four girls met behind the girls' shower. Brittney rubbed her arms, "Damn! I wish it were just 10° warmer."
"Tomorrow's forecast is for a warm front to come through," Allie said. "Why don't we postpone it a day?"
Brittney shook her head, "No. It has to be today. It has to look like Harold and his dweeb friends reacted to the stunt I pulled off at the boys' shower yesterday. I want the counselors to pull them aside and grill them...this way, they'll stop whatever they are planning."
Carolyn shook her head, "But what if the counselors don't find you first?" She shuddered, "What if...I don't know, Brett and his friends find you. They'll rape you...you know they will..."
"Those boys don't wake up until at least 9. The counselors are always up early, and they'll free me. Sure, I'll be embarrassed at being found naked, but it will avert anything that those dweebs might have planned," Brittany patted Carolyn on the shoulder. "I'm really touched that you care. A few months ago, you would have posted a sign on the camp bulletin board letting everyone know that Brittney's naked and tied to a tree," she chuckled.
Ashley pulled out a folded sheet of paper and sighed, "I guess I won't post this." When the tall blonde glared at her, she chuckled, "Got you. This is the activity schedule for today."
Brittney laughed, "Fuck. I really like you girls...evil...so, evil..."
The girls headed to the clearing behind the camp counselors' cabins. Brinney took off her clothes and went over and stood between two trees. The three girls tied her wrists up high and her ankles to the base of the trees. Then, they put a black cloth bag over the blonde's head and stepped back. The beautiful, tall blonde was tied in an X. She looked amazing, and hopefully, the counselors will rescue her before any of the boys on the other side of the clearing find her.
"Wow! Brittney, you look incredible," Allie sighed. She pulled out her phone, turned the flash off, and took the best picture she could in the dark. "Are you OK?" she asked.
The bag moved when Brittney nodded, but then she answered. "Cold, but the sun will be up in another half hour. I can make it until then," she said. "At least, my head is warm," she chuckled.
Carolyn came over, stroked her wet pussy and a nipple, and smiled, "If I remember, this sure warmed you up."
"Damn! My nipples never felt so...wow! OK, you had better get out of here. It has to look like Harold and his friends were getting back at me," she panted. In reality, she wanted more, but the girls couldn't be caught here if the plan was to work.
"OK, let me put the ball gag in your mouth...I hate to do it, but..." Carolyn sighed.
The blonde nodded. If she were an unwilling participant, why didn't she yell for help? She opened her mouth and felt an aching pulse sweep between her legs. She hoped her jaw would get used to the gag, but that might be the least of her worries.
Brittney listened as the three girls went back to their cabin. Soon, reality set in. What if a bear came by? What if the counselors go to the beach first thing and don't come this way? She shivered, and not just because of the cold. Why did she not wait a day? Why did she insist on being naked? She would have been just as vulnerable in her underwear...that would be some warmth. She thought back to the night the girls took her and tortured her. She assumed that a man took her virginity, but suddenly realized her Daddy took her virginity. Then she realized that the only man she'd ever been with was her Daddy. How fucked up was that? The thought stunned her at first, but as she remembered how he used her...she used him, over and over, her pussy throbbed eagerly.
Then, she felt it. The warm morning sun hit her shoulders and chest. It was a blessing as it crept down her body. She finally stopped shivering and savored the smell of the earth warming.
15 minutes later, she heard a door close and a man's voice.
"What the fuck?" Then footsteps approached. She assumed the man would pull off her hood and untie her, but instead, rough hands explored her naked body. "Aren't you a gift from heaven?" the voice said. Then she heard a zipper being pulled down, making her pull at the robes holding her. 'No way! No way would a counselor rape me!' she thought. But then it happened. She felt his fingers push inside her, mortified at how wet she felt.
"You're that girl, aren't you? The bitch who planned the boys' shower tent to collapse. I'll bet those losers decided to get back at you, but this isn't something I'm passing up. You like seeing naked men? Too bad, honey, no lookie, but you'll still get nookie," he chuckled. "Fuck! You're sopping...you're a cock-hungry slut, aren't you?" he asked hoarsely.
Brittney almost came as she heard the rough, almost hillbilly accent. This can't be happening. Then the man pulled his fingers out of her pussy and pressed his cock against her sopping slit. He wasn't gentle as he shoved the entire 7" deep up inside her. Her agonized cry was muffled by the ball gag and the cloth covering her face, and she was helpless to do anything as the man pistoned into her pussy. Again, she had no idea who was fucking her, but it was the first man who was not her Daddy. She hated that she didn't hate it. In fact, she loved the feeling of his rough hands on her, his large cock inside her...using her for his pleasure.
The man's strong hands gripped her ass and left breast, his hot breath wafted against her neck as he grunted with each hard thrust. He could feel his balls tighten just as the girl came. What a fucking slut, he thought as his orgasm boiled up. He stifled his own cries as he came inside the young blonde. The girl's body had gone limp, supported only by the ropes on her wrists after she came, so he had to bend his legs to pull out.
Brittney's head was spinning. The orgasm she felt was unlike any other. This one was a full-body orgasm and lasted longer than any previous. The muscles in her legs felt like Jello, and she could barely feel the man pull out of her.


"What the...what are you doing to...who is that?" a new man's voice asked.
"It's a gift. You know the blonde those boys accused of taking down the tent. Bridget or Beverly or something? This is her. I think she's a gift for all the hard work we do around here."
"Untie her. Get her down. We can't leave her out here," the new man said. "Did you fuck her? How was she?"
"Fucking amazing. She was sopping wet and came almost immediately. I've never fucked a more eager slut."
Brittney was happy to be set free and wanted to face the man who had just raped her. She felt the ropes loosen, but when she reached for the hood, her hands were pulled behind her back and retied. Then, she was led across the rough ground and into the cabin. She couldn't tell how many men were inside, but she heard multiple voices and various feet hitting the bare wooden floor. She wanted to scream, to cry out. This was not how it was supposed to go. She was meant to be found by the so-called responsible adults--well, 20-year-old guys, technically--who'd step in, investigate, and make it clear that pulling a stunt like this was a one-way ticket home. She did not figure on these men being nothing more than horny boys. She was shoved to her knees, then pushed forward with her chest and face pressed into a bunk bed.
"Fuck! Look how much cum you dumped inside her. Grab the lube. I'm not into sloppy seconds," a male voice ordered. He kicked her knees farther apart before squeezing her ass cheeks. "Guys, we are going to have fun. You, go over to the other cabins and tell them there's a party in this one. No names. You," he must have been looking at another guy, "Head over to the kitchens and tell the girls we're working on a new game and don't want to be disturbed."
"I want some of that!" the man protested.
A few voices answered at once, "But, you're gay."
"I know that, but I love a good ass...and hell, the way the bitch is face down, she looks like you when you bend over." Laughter from the group of men.
"Alright. You can fuck her ass, but then go to the kitchen..OK?"
"Thanks. I'll be quick...OK, not too quick. That has to be the prettiest little asshole I've ever seen," the boy sighed.
Brittney tried to pull her knees back, but the man's feet were holding them apart. Then she felt the cool gel and would have gritted her teeth if she didn't have the uncomfortable ball gag. She knew what was coming and wanted to hate it, but this was so close to her fantasies that she feared she'd cum and these men would know what a depraved slut she truly was. Then she felt the man's body behind her, his feet between her feet. Then she felt the fat spongy head pushing against her asshole, eliciting a muffled yelp when he popped inside. She let out a series of squeaks as the man rapidly pistoned into her ass.
"Damn. Look at him go," a deep voice said, "he's like a machine."
Brittney couldn't fight it or move...but then, she didn't want to, even if she could. The man fucking her ass slammed into her like a piston. The bare wood walls and floor accentuated the echoing sounds of his grunts; her grunts; his balls slapping rapidly against her wet pussy; and the sounds of his skin hitting her creamy ass. She hated that her hands were tied behind her back as her chest and face were pressed roughly into the thin mattress. It was weird to feel the man's hairless stomach as he leaned over her back where her hands were tied. It was as if they weren't her fingers but someone else's.
Just as the man let out a deep groan and spewed his load inside her rectum, she heard the door open and heavy feet enter.
"Holy fuck! Who's this? One of those high school girls?" a voice asked. "Why is..."
"Ssshhhh, no names." Some stopped the newcomer.
"Yeah. I thought he was gay. Anyhow, where did you find her? Wait, is this that queen bitch who orchestrated the boys' shower prank?" the man asked.
"We think so, but we didn't want to take off the bag over her head. Hang on, you, yes you. In my bag I have a tie. We'll use that to blindfold her. She has something in her mouth, and we can't have that. You know the saying, 'No hole unused,'" he chuckled.
Brittney tried to get up, tried to roll away after the boy came in her ass, but she knew it was no use. The counselors' cabins slept two each, and there were 6 of them. Does that mean there were 12 men all checking out her intimate parts? Were they recording her naked helplessness...the boy fucking her ass? Then, she replayed the act. It didn't hurt. It actually felt good. The thoughts mortified yet aroused her. What kind of slut liked this? She wondered. Then the bag was pulled off her head, and her face was pressed into the bunk. Strong hands held her in place as the tie was wrapped over her eyes. Then, one of the men leaned over and hissed in her ear.
"We're removing the gag. Scream, if you like, but no one can hear you, and if you do scream, we'll take you to the stables. Flame's been sniffing the mares recently and needs a cunt, any cunt...got it?"
Brittney nodded her head. This was new. Her recent fantasies had her helpless in various situations, but nothing about horses. When the ball gag was pulled off her head, she worked her jaw. "Please...please don't hurt me. I'll do what you want, but don't hurt me," she pleaded.
"Will you do what we tell you? Will you let us use all your holes?" he asked.
Brittney nodded, "I'll be your good fuck toy...just untie my hands. I won't take off the blindfold," she said in her little girl's voice. Why did she sound so helpless, so vulnerable? A couple of months ago, she'd be threatening to rip their balls off, but now she acted like a pliable sex doll for these rapists.
"I knew you were a slut. When you strutted into camp, acting like we were at your beck and call, I could sense the inner slut begging to come out. Begging to be used."
"I am...I want to be used..." she whined. "Please do what you want to me." She was lifted to her feet, and too many hands to count explored her naked body. She groaned as her nipples were pinched and pulled, fingers thrusting into her ass and pussy, and one of the guys pressed a sticky finger into her mouth. Suddenly, her legs got wobbly as she felt the rapidly rising tingling of another orgasm. She let out a cry as the many hands held her up.
"Holy fuck. I assumed this slut was just saying what she had to so we wouldn't hurt her. You really want this, don't you?"
Brittney groaned as the waves pulsed through her. She nodded her head as her hands were untied. As soon as they were free, she found cocks on either side, proceeding to stroke them. "Yes," she gasped, "Yes, I'm a slut and need your cocks. I won't report you, won't turn you in," she panted. She dropped to the floor, taking one of the cocks into her mouth. She found another cock and eagerly stroked two of the boys while sucking the third.
"Good girl," the boy she was sucking sighed, "And just to be sure, we're recording what a good little slut you are."
Brittney nodded. She expected no less from these horny boys. Would Brett's cock get this hard? Why had she resisted his groping, his pleas? Daddy's cock felt great, but the one in her mouth and the two in her hands were so much harder, bigger. Maybe it was the fresh outdoor air but her desires seemed on steroids. As she sucked and stroked she felt what she really wanted, hands on her ass pulling her to her knees. Finally, someone was going to fuck her pussy.
The tall camp counselor roughly kneed her legs apart as he rapidly stroked his cock. When this blonde bitch showed up at camp, he told his brother that he'd have her screaming for more and here she was, on her knees, cocks in her mouth and each hand. "Holy fuck, guys," he grinned as he slid easily inside the sopping pussy. "The slut is so fucking wet!" He wasted no time and picked up the pace, slamming his cock deep inside her warm, tight cunt.
Brittney's knees scraped on the wooden floor and one of the boys must have noticed as she felt a pillow being pushed under her. Whomever that was, she wanted to thank him but realized that he would be happily using whatever hole he could find soon enough. It was a strange feeling to be 100% under the control of a group of men, unable to stop them from using her any way they wanted. Just a few months ago, she would've decked any guy who brought it up--but now, it gave her an incredible thrill. Then another thought struck her--guys like Brett had always complimented her eyes, her blonde hair, her legs. But in that moment, none of those things meant a thing. It was her holes the men wanted. Her ass, her mouth, and her pussy. She was just a convenient alternative to their hands. The thought should have been degrading, but it made her feel...useful? Being used like this really made her feel like she had a purpose.
As she thought about the cocks inside her, she heard the door open and heavy feet on the wooden floor. Just then, the boy fucking her from behind let out a groan as he released a load inside her pussy. The first of many, she knew. Then, the boy in her mouth grabbed her hair as he jetted a tangy load down her throat. As soon as both boys pulled out, she was roughly lifted and carried over to a cot. A dark-haired boy pulled her on top of him, his cock sliding inside her pussy. Two rough hands grabbed her tits as her head was pulled onto another cock.
Brittney was being used by the 3rd trio of boys when she again heard the cabin door open.
"Fuck! I knew it. When Rod told us y'all would be busy this morning, I knew you found some slut. Wait? Isn't that the bitch who ordered me to get her a better cabin?"
Brittney remembered the girl. Tiny Asian girl with long straight black hair. She laughed at her and told her they weren't there to pamper the guests. If she didn't like it, she could catch a bus back to her daddy. She was sucking her 5th cock when the girl pulled the boy away.
"You can finish in her ass, for all I care," the girl said angrily. "The bitch owes me." She pulled her shorts down as she climbed over Tom's face. He gripped the long blonde tresses, pulling the girl's face against her pussy. "Fuck!" she sighed as she put her head back. "This isn't the first time she's done this."
Brittney's humiliation reached a new low as she listened to the comments. She wasn't new to this and lapped the tangy pussy eagerly as the men cheered her on. She was barely aware of another injection of sperm in her ass as she pressed her mouth on the hairy pussy. The girl liked it when she pushed her tongue inside her as she humped against her mouth. Brittney was surprised at how much cum a girl could produce as she had to swallow continually.
Tom tried to hold off as he had just gotten his turn to fuck the girl. But, the sight of Kim's pussy being eaten by the blonde right in front of his face was too much. He let out a loud frustrated grunt as he came inside the blonde's cunt.
Kim stepped back after the boy finished cumming inside the girl. "If any of you ever tell anyone I let you fuck me, I'll have your balls in a jar by my cot. Got it?" She said firmly. She pushed the boy fucking Brittney's ass back. "OK. I want a taste of this bitch's cunt. While I do that, you can fuck her ass while one of you guys can fuck my pussy. Got it? My ass is off limits, except for her tongue." She lay down on top of the blonde, pressing her face between her legs. Brittney wasted no time pressing her mouth on her pussy, licking her slit and clit. She moaned as one of the boys pushed his cock inside her. 'Why should this bitch have all the fun?' she thought as she watched a cock push inside the blonde girl's ass. "Oh, don't cum inside me. I don't want your jism soaking my panties all morning. Cum in the bitch's mouth. Got it?"
"You got it, Kim. I've been wanting access to this tight cunt for years," the boy grinned.
Brittney never imagined that she would find herself eating another girl's pussy while a huge ballsack bounced against her forehead. The tastes, smells, and amazing physical sensations were incredible. The one sense missing was sight. The blindfold was tied tightly to her face so she couldn't enjoy all the bare skin. Sure, she might get the videos of her being used, and abused, but without all the other sensory inputs it will be two-dimensional. As she sucked eagerly on the furry pussy, she felt another orgasm build inside her. "Mmmmppphhh, mmmmpphhh," she moaned on the sopping pussy as she felt yet another powerful release. As the pleasurable waves pulsed through her, she idly wondered how to make this a regular event.
* * *
"Fuck!" Allie spat. "Where is she? She never made it to breakfast...hang on," she said. "Listen."
The three girls crept past the first two cabins, listening to the soft moans. They were loudest at the third. "Ssshhh," Allie whispered. "Carolyn, you're the lightest. If we list you up, can you see in?"
As Allie and Ashley cupped their hands, and Carolyn was putting her right foot on the small platform, they heard Brittney's muffled cries. "Fuck! They're hurting her. We have to do something," Allie hissed.
Carolyn, gripped the sill and looked inside. She stifled a gasp seeing eight naked men and two naked women. She could barely see Brittney as she was under the other naked woman and one of the men was fucking her. Then she saw the blonde's hands. They were reaching out to find cocks to stroke them. Her mouth was pressed against the Asian girl's pussy, her head rocking as it looked as if she were hungrily eating her pussy. She looked down at her friends. "Guys, I don't think they're hurting her. I think she's loving it." She let go of the sill and quietly landed back onto the forest floor. "She was crying out as she came. I don't think we'll be seeing her for a while."
The other two girls had to see for themselves, and watched as the boy fucking the Asian girl pulled out and offered Brittney his cock. She looked pleased to get a stomach full of his cum. Ashley dropped down and nodded at her friends. "I don't think she wants to be rescued. Let's go down to the lake. I need to cool down."
Allie, Ashley, and Carolyn quietly crept away from the cabin, not one of them saying a word. It was obvious that each of them was wondering how they could get used like that, and if it were as pleasurable as it looked. None wanted the others to know about their aberrant desires.
Brittney wasn't at lunch or attended the boat races. She looked exhausted when she came to dinner. She sat with Brett and her other friends, smiling and chatting as if nothing had happened. The three girls were dying to know how long the guys used her, and if there were more than eight. Allie pointed out that out of the 12 male counselors, only one was there for the boat races. Were the other 11 all pleasuring themselves with Brittney's various holes? Allie shifted on her bench as she felt her pussy throb.
Later that evening, the three girls headed down to the lake. It was a perfect evening with no wind, few bugs, and a balmy 72 degrees. They were giggling about something when they heard a twig snap. They turned, surprised to see Brittney approaching. Even though things seemed warmer between them, all three felt their hearts in their throats. She was still an intimidating person.
Allie saw the half smile on Brittney's face and jumped up to hug the girl. "I am so sorry. We thought..."
Brittney stroked the much smaller girl's back, "It's alright. I'm the one who suggested it. I can't believe not one of the male counselors thought about stopping and being responsible," she sighed. "I never in my life felt so helpless," she started to say, but chuckled. "OK, the second time in my life I felt totally helpless. Strangely, I liked it."
Allie and Brittney sat and the girls talked for a while. Then, Ashley wondered what the event was the following day.
Brittney nodded, "A scavenger hunt. They're breaking us into groups and we'll be sent out to the woods to take pics of things, you know, then check them off the list. First team to get back to camp with everything on the list will be excused from any chores or tasks for a day."
They talked about the other events, when Ashley sighed.
The two smaller girls looked at her, "What? What's wrong?"
Ashley looked stunned that they heard her and shook her head, "Nothing. Nothing at all. Just thinking."
"Come on. Something's bothering you," Carolyn prompted. "If you can't tell us..."
Ashley blushed, looking at her hands, "Um, shit!" She looked at Brittney. "I saw you, we saw you. We looked in the cabin windows and, well. At first, we wondered how we could rescue you but when that tall guy, um, came in your mouth, you looked around as if wondering whose cock you could have next," she stammered.
Brittney smiled ruefully, "And you think I'm a slut," she said softly.
Ashley shook her head, "No. I was jealous. My mouth watered. I felt an ache, here," she said, patting her lower abdomen. She looked at her friends, "Don't hate me but I wanted to be where Brittney was," she cried.
Carolyn and Allie hugged their friend. "Shit, Ashley. I was thinking the same thing," Allie sighed, "Last night I rubbed my pussy wondering what it felt like to be..."
"An object to be used?" Carolyn finished. "To be passed from one man to another? I felt the same way. When I went to the latrine, my panties were soaked," she sighed.
Brittney laughed. "Aren't we a foursome of sluts. Are you girls still virgins?" she asked. When all three nodded, she grinned evilly. "I have an idea. Tomorrow for the scavenger hunt, they'll break us into teams of 10. If you girls are serious, I think I can get some guys to scratch those itches," she smiled.
* * *
The next morning, the entire camp was assembled as the counselors laid out the rules for the scavenger hunt. "So, the first team to get back with photos of all 10 items, gets tomorrow off to do whatever they want. The others will make the winners' beds, do their tasks...you get it. OK. We have our teams." He glanced over at Brittney and smiled, "These were all drawn randomly, so don't read anything into it. Team One: Brittney Edwards, Brett Strand, Edward Grant, Ashley Walters, Dick Lawson, Ron Moore, Carolyn Davies, Allie Reynolds, Tom Kent, and Frank Daniels. Team Two..." He went on to name the other teams. Team One was the only team to have more boys than girls as there was a 60/40 split in the girl/boy population.
As the teams assembled, each heading in a different direction, Allie overheard Brett ask Brittney, "Did you plan this? I know you hate these girls, but who did you have to fuck to get them on our team? What do you have planned?" he asked.
Brittney looked back at the three girls, before whispering, "All the counselors. Act normal, but when I give the word, you and the guys play along. Got it?" she said.
Brett's grin showed he knew exactly what she meant, "So, you aren't planning on winning the scavenger hunt, I take it."
Brittney nodded, "Trust me. You'll like this tons better." She then turned to the three girls who lagged behind nervously. "Come on girls. No need to feel scared going off into the wilderness with six horny boys. I'll make sure no one hurts you," she giggled.
Allie looked at the other two, "If that doesn't scare you, nothing will." She and her friends followed.
Everything looked normal as they found the rock formation, the eagle's nest, and the spring. When they arrived at the downed beech tree, Brittney looked at the girls with a sneer, "Worthless. Eddie found the eagle's nest, while Ron and Tom found the rock formation. I found the spring. What have you little bitches done? Nothing. I've been listening to your little giggles amongst yourselves." She looked at Brett. "What do you say we bend those little sluts over the log. Didn't you say you thought Allie's tiny little ass was the most fuckable thing you'd ever seen?"


As if the six boys had practiced this, they grabbed the three little girls and pushed them over to the downed tree. Instantly, all three were bent over, held in place while three of the boys grinned at Brittney before stroking the girls' asses.
Brett was the first to do what they had planned. He yanked down Allie's Lycra shorts revealing the girl's ass and pussy, framed by her red fur. "Fuck me! Look ￼at how tiny her cunt is," he groaned.
Knowing they had to put on a show, the three girls kicked and struggled but knowing they were no match for six strong boys, soon found their clothes pulled off and tossed to the ground. They heard the boys' and Brittney's sneering laughter along with the clicking of her camera.
"Open their legs. I overheard the little bitches say they were virgins. I want some shots of their cunts before and after they get fucked." Brittney, leaned over to get close-ups before stepping back. "OK, guys. All yours. I'll get some great shots of their cunts being ripped open."
Ron looked back at Brittney, "Wait. You said we were just going to get them naked, you never said..."
Brett pushed Ron aside, "Pussy! You see how great these pussies are? Are you really going to pass up on a tight cunt? Three tight cunts?" He spanked Allie's ass hard. "You girls want this. Don't you? And if you ever say a word to anyone, these pictures will be sent out to the entire world," he said firmly.
Allie squeaked as she felt the hand sting her ass again, "No. Please don't hurt us. We'll be good, won't we girls?"
When the other two girls nodded, Brett stroked his cock, pushed it against the tight slit, and groaned as he popped inside. "Fuck me! She's so fucking tight."
Allie let out a yelp, but as she opened her mouth, Frank took advantage of the opening as he pushed his cock between her lips.
Soon, the six boys were all using the three virgin girls' pussies and mouths. Brittney, was grinning and videotaping the grunting and moaning sextet. "Look at Carolyn! Shit! She's loving this."
Carolyn was gripping Eddie's ass as she pulled in against her face. Eddie was the least endowed of the boys with barely a 5" cock.
Allie and Ashley, were moaning the loudest as Brett's and Ron's cocks were the fattest. The two girls sounded as if they would soon cum, as they both were grunting more and more.
Tom gripped Carolyn's ass as he was the first to cum. He didn't pull out as he spewed his load inside the girl's virgin hole. As soon as he pulled out, Carolyn groaned as she pushed Eddie back. "Fuck! Fuck me, Eddie. I want your cock inside my pussy."
Over the next two hours, Brittney joined the trio of girls getting fucked in every position. Knowing the inevitable, she had brought lube and introduced the girls to the joys of anal sex. By the time all four girls have cum at least twice, the six boys were lying on the leaf-covered forest floor, moaning happily. Allie and Brittney, were embraced in a 69, pleasuring each other's well-fucked pussies while Carolyn was cleaning Ashley's crotch with her tongue.
Brett nudged Ron. "Still think this was a bad idea?"
Ron shook his head. "Carolyn told me she wants to get together tonight. You?"
Brett smiled. "Ashley. Ever since that video of her nice firecrotch went out, I've wanted to fuck that. We're heading over to the boathouse."
* * *
Over the next two weeks, the four girls expanded their sexual horizons, capped with a visit to the male counselors' cabin.
Brittney, Allie, Ashley, and Carolyn knocked loudly on the door. It was opened by the boy who initially fucked Brittney.
Allie spoke first as she shoved past. When the four girls stood and glared at the 7 men, she spoke "You! We saw what you did to our friend and we decided to give you two choices. We have videos. You can turn yourself in to the director and resign," she said angrily. "You will never be allowed to set foot in a camp like this again!"
The men looked nervously at each other. "Or? Or, you want money? What?"
Carolyn stepped forward. "Or, to call the other sexual predators over here, including the gay guy. When you are all here, we'll give you your second option.'
Two of the guys pulled out their phones. Ten minutes later, all 12 men were seated or standing in the cabin. "OK. What do you want? We are all sorry, but..."
Brittney stepped forward, "But what? I liked it. You think I had someone tie me naked to a tree so a bunch of perverts could bugger me? Use me, my holes for your pleasure?" she snapped.
Allie pulled Brittney away. "We have them. OK. Option one, turn yourself in and never work around innocent girls ever again. Option two," Allie said as she nodded to her friends, "Option two. Fuck the shit out of us and give us the best sex we'll ever have," she said as she and her friends pulled off their clothes.
It didn't take long for the counselors to decide which option they would choose. They didn't even have to take a vote.
* * *
Dr. Edward was surprised to hear girls giggling in the living room when he got back from his shift at the hospital. The last time he heard that sound was six or 7 years ago, before his wife died. He was even more surprised to see the girls that his daughter had been tormenting sitting and laughing with Brittney. He assumed that after what she had done to the three girls and how those seemingly innocent girls retaliated, there was no way that they'd ever become friends.
As he wasn't supposed to know who these girls were, he just said hello. "So, who are your friends?" he asked.
Brittney jumped up. "Daddy. This is Allie, Ashley, and Carolyn. We go to school together but I never really got to know them. They're really nice and we had a lot of fun at camp," she said as she went to hug her father. "Is it all right if they stay for dinner? I made chicken masala," she said.
Dr. Edwards was in for another surprise, but perhaps waking up with four naked girls is another story for another time.
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"PD, what the fuck?" Rafe said as he came up behind the man. "You told Walter I stole your commission?" he spat. "Had to run to the principal's office?" he sneered.
Paul Davies stopped and turned. Even though he was just over 6', he had to look up at the taller blond man. "Was I wrong? I spent a month on Samuel & Sons, and they called when I was offsite, and you took the sale, fucker. You told them you worked with me? That was a $32,000 check you took from me. Walter is, as they say, 'looking into it.' That means I'm fucked. I worked my ass off getting those guys to switch from Continental to us, and you fucking swooped in."
Rafe shook his head, "You can claim the sale all you want, but you never could close. Think of me as a relief pitcher. Sure, you might go 8 innings, but if I come in with the game tied and we go ahead, I get the win. Shit! If I had a dime for every win you let slip through your fingers, I'd be lying on some beach, balls deep in some native girl. Hell, how the fuck did you get Alice to marry you?" he asked.
Paul stepped up to the much larger man. He pushed his face up and angrily spat, "Stay the fuck out of my way. Stay the fuck away from my clients, got it?" Then, he said in a softer voice, "And keep away from my wife. I saw you over at The Shed." The week before, he came out of the men's room in time to see Alice shove the tall man away with an angry look on her face. She wouldn't tell him what Rafe said or did, but he had seen enough of the man to get the gist of what happened.
Paul Davies might not have been 6' 5", 235 lbs. like Rafe Reynolds, but he had been well-trained, courtesy of the U. S. Marines. He had taken down bigger, stronger men than Rafe Reynolds, so he wasn't blowing smoke.
Rafe shoved the smaller man back, "Close your fucking sales. You can get as pissed as you want, but no one can steal your sales if they already signed with you. And, as for Alice, if you closed that sale, she wouldn't look at me that way," he grinned.
Paul shoved the taller man back before clenching his fists.
"Holy shit! What the hell are you guys going to do? Go at it right here in the hallway? Christ! I've never seen two people who got along worse than you guys. Paul, you need to get over to Allied. They need to reorder. Rafe, you need to fly out to St. Louis. Get going," Tom Manners ordered.
Tom shook his head as the two men walked off in opposite directions. His two best salesmen couldn't have been more similar yet different. Paul was methodical, building relationships that established a solid and profitable client base. Rafe, on the other hand, was the consummate closer. He drove straight through objections to the signings. His customers were not as loyal, often switching to competitors, but he would then sign on another group to replace those who left.
On the other hand, he mused, they had a lot in common. Paul was built like an Olympic athlete, perhaps the strongest man there, except for Rafe. That man was on another level. Tall, broad, with arms like oak branches. Both were exceptionally gook-looking, not that Tom thought about that much. Had he been another type of man, Tom might have enjoyed watching the two go at it, but he wasn't. Tom wanted them to get along.
There was another difference between the two. Most of the women at the corporation openly flirted with both men, though only Rafe flirted back. Rumor had it that he had slept with most of the female staff, single and married. Paul, on the other hand, never reciprocated the attention he got from the women. He was married to Alice and had no desire to stray.
Alice Davies might have been 40, but stopped aging at 25. Her creamy complexion was free of crow's feet or smile lines, her golden hair flowed down her back without a single grey strand, but it was her front that attracted the most looks. Alice had the figure of a Playboy Playmate, narrow waist, flared hips with an athletic ass, handful-sized perky breasts, and long, tight legs. Tom was happily married and never once was tempted by any of the young things at work, but whenever there was a get-together, he just wanted to get home as he fantasized about those long legs wrapped around his waist, his hands on those perky tits. He imagined that no man would be immune to her charms.
Rafe was no exception. He didn't just dislike Paul's sales methods; he hated Paul because he found the most beautiful woman he'd ever seen taking her off the market for everyone else. Everyone thought Rafe's calling Paul PD was just his initials, but privately, he called him Pencil Dick. This was not simply a random insult, but a result of their sales trip to San Diego, where Rafe was shocked to see the tiny worm between his colleague's legs. Sure, men get bigger when hard, but 2" soft? 'How much could he get?' he wondered. It was after that trip that he started calling Paul PD.
Paul had his own private nickname for Rafe. When he was with Alice, he called him Rape. He would often tell Alice about the man's alleged conquests, partly to vent, partly to warn his wife to stay away from the man.
Alice never questioned it, never told him that it was inappropriate, as she'd been overtly propositioned more than once by the large man. Rafe disgusted her with his overt comments, his leers, and his accidental groping of her breasts. On the other hand, she was aware that Rafe had to be the ultimate alpha male, the epitome of maleness, not that she'd ever let Paul know she thought that. Sure, she could fantasize it was Rafe lying naked on top of her, his muscular arms pulling her close to his impressive body, his huge cock shoved so deep inside her that she imagined him entering her womb. She had no idea if Rafe was bigger or smaller than her husband's 6", but he sure wore pants that suggested he was bigger, a lot bigger.
It was at the annual sales award party that Alice had the opportunity to get a really good look at the man's cock, albeit just the outline under his tight pants. Rafe was overtly flirting with Layla Daniels, the Sales Engineer for the New England states. She was dressed to accentuate her curves, and even with her husband right there, leaned toward Rafe as he whispered something into her right ear. She blushed and nodded before glancing at her husband. Alice was amazed at the knowing look on Layla's husband's face. He didn't hesitate when he took his wife's wine glass just before she was led out to the dance floor.
Even though Alice was intrigued by the open flirting, it was when the couple came back that she had to stifle a gasp. Before the dance, Alice noticed a plump mass lying down the man's left leg. She estimated it to be 6" long. In her mind, she imagined stroking him and also taking a ruler to measure. It was when the man came back, his hand on Layla's ass, that Alice really wanted to feel him. The plump mass was now at least 8", perhaps 9", straining the fabric on his dress pants. On top of that, it was at least 3x as fat. In her life, she'd never been with any man that large, and he wasn't fully erect.
That night, Paul was happily surprised when Alice went down on him, swallowing even though he warned her. Then, 15 minutes later, she went down on him again, even though he was soft. As soon as he was hard, she straddled him with a long, deep moan before bouncing hard on top of him. Never once had Alice been the aggressor in their lovemaking. It had always been Paul who took over, but he liked this side of his wife. He was also pleased that she came three times before he finally gave in. He wondered what triggered this, but didn't want to question it...Golden Goose, and all that.
The Golden Goose was Alice imagining Rafe's attention turned on her, as it was this past spring when Paul was up in Seattle at a trade show. She was at the store selecting tomatoes when she felt a presence behind her.
"I imagine you've felt plumper, fuller things than those," Rafe said into her ear. "Are you planning on entertaining someone since your husband is out of town?"
Alice turned and frowned at the man, "Don't be absurd. I'd never cheat on Paul. He's a great guy, and I have no interest in..."
Rafe shook his head, smiling, "Strange that you would think that. I mean, are you getting together with family? Some of your girlfriends?" he smiled, "You have a dirty mind, not that I'm criticizing. Hell, you wouldn't be human if you didn't consider having a man warm your bed at night," he said, "warm neglected parts of your body," he added before walking off, leaving her speechless. She felt her face go beet red as she watched him confidently stride away. She couldn't help but watch his impressive glutes flex, imagining how they might flex while doing other activities. She wanted to slap herself. The man was disgusting, a manslut! She would never have anything to do with him, though, it would be interesting to just once..."
That night, it took four sessions with the toy she kept in her sock drawer to satisfy the itch she had all that day. After the last session, she looked at the 8" realistic-looking dildo, closed her eyes, and took the slimy shaft into her mouth. She felt the tingling rise in her womb as she tried to deep throat the fake fat cock. Her nipples ached, her pussy throbbed, imagining Rafe's hands on her head as he fucked her mouth. Then, for the fifth time that night, she came, this time without even touching herself.
The next morning, when Paul called, she tried to act nonchalant when he asked how she was doing alone at home. When he jokingly asked if she picked up a random guy at the store, she almost choked. Instead, she joked that she ran into Rafe, who made lewd suggestions...thought about it, but she decided not to ask him over.
Paul laughed, "I wish I could have seen that. I know he'd love to get into your pants, and I'd give anything to see you shut him down."
Even though it was four months after Rafe's comments, it was still fresh in Alice's mind. Not the actual encounter, but her feelings of temptation. How was that possible? No man had ever aroused so much disgust, hatred, and contempt as Rafe. The man had no moral compass, preyed on women, used them, tossing them aside when he was done. 'Oh, to be used just once,' she thought before she again wanted to slap herself.
The following fall, Paul woke feeling like crap. He staggered into the bathroom and took a couple of Ibuprofen before going back to bed. That afternoon, he made a doctor's appointment. COVID. It had to happen sooner or later as Paul came into contact with thousands of people every year. It sucked as he couldn't go into work, lost feeling in both feet, and his sense of taste and smell. First of all, he was losing his commissions, at least when Rafe stepped in. Others were a lot more generous. 2nd, he hated being inert. He was losing his muscle tone as he could barely walk. It was amazing how difficult walking became when you couldn't feel anything through the bottoms of your feet. But then came the third side-effect. After getting over most of the COVID symptoms, he found that he couldn't get hard. And by hard, his penis never grew beyond his flaccid 2 inches, no matter what they did.
It took 3 months before he could return to work, though he didn't quite have the energy he once had. He was pleasantly surprised when almost all of his customers welcomed him back, placing large orders. He was told that Rafe had pressured them to up their orders, but wanting to renew the relationship they had with Paul, they just made small orders.
His relief over getting back on the road, getting his commission checks, was muted as he still had zero response from his penis. It hung limply between his legs regardless of what Alice tried. This was a major source of frustration for both of them.
"Give it up," Paul sighed, "It's fucking useless," he told Alice, who had been sucking on his little worm. He picked up the remote and turned off the porn. "The doctor told me that after 6 months, it doesn't look hopeful."
Alice wanted to cry. Sure, she had her toy, but the feeling of a warm, strong body on top of her was hundreds of times better than an inert shaft of plastic. "Don't worry about it," sounding artificially nonchalant. "I guess even 2 pills did nothing," she sighed. "Fuck! I can't believe it."
Paul pulled his naked wife up and held her. He recalled how often this simple act would trigger an intense throbbing in his cock and how just feeling her naked skin against his would lead to joyful lovemaking. Nothing. Not a hint of blood flow or anything. He kissed his beautiful wife and sighed. "I think you should ask Carol to go with you to some bvars," he said softly.
Alice jerked her head up, "What? Why?" she asked, already knowing the answer.
"You know why. I might not be able to...well, pleasure you, but that doesn't mean you should go without. I want you to be happy."
Alice shook her head. "Nope, nope, nope. I'm not going to cheat on you."
Paul laughed, "This would not be cheating. You have my blessing. Please? Please do this for me? I feel terrible that I cannot make you happy. If you find a guy who can give you pleasure, I will be thrilled. Really."
Alice felt her crotch throb but shook her head, "Think about it. What if I find a guy that I really like, what if...you know..."
"You fall in love with him?" Paul finished. "Hit the bars over at the university. Find some frat boys who just want another notch on their belts. Hell, there must be dozens of guys who are married that would love to bury their cocks deep inside you." He pressed his thigh between his wife's legs and chuckled, "Your lips say no, but holy shit! You're sopping wet, aren't you?"
Alice pulled away, "OK, you're right. The thought of getting fucked by some stranger is appealing, but who knows if they won't then pursue me, or try to break up our marriage. I'd never forgive myself. And, I'm not sure how I'd feel getting naked with some guy while you're sitting alone at home."
"So? How is that any different than when you sprained your ankle, and I played that mixed doubles tournament with your friend Rachel? Sometimes, you need a relief pitcher. Doesn't mean..." he paused as an unwelcome thought entered his head.
"What? What are you thinking?" Alice asked.
"No, this is a bad idea, or not," he said softly. "Fuck! I just thought of someone who I guarantee you won't fall in love with, you won't leave me for him, isn't married, and would fuck you in a flash," he said.
Alice shook her head, "I never agreed, but, wait! Rafe? You want me to fuck Rafe?"
"I don't want you to fuck Rafe, but yes. Think about it. You hate him. He's a total man-slut and would drop his pants in a flash. On top of that," he sighed, "I cannot say I've seen him hard, but he seems to have an impressive package between his legs."
Alice shook her head, "First, you suggest fucking your biggest rival at work, then, you tell me he's got a bigger dick than you do? What's next? He can make me multi-orgasmic?"
Paul looked down at his hands, "Um, I overheard Sue telling Helena that she'd never cum having sex before, never could cum more than once, but when Rafe fucked her, she came three times," he said softly. "I immediately thought about how tough it is for you to cum when we make love."
"Shit! I don't even know you anymore. I love you, only you. I don't care about orgasms and big dicks," she spat.
Paul shook his head, "I cannot imagine living the rest of my life without feeling a nice dick in my pussy," he said quietly.
"Wait! You heard that? I was just venting. You know my sister. She..."
"She loves cock more than anyone, I know. But so do you. You were the slut sisters in college. Yes, I heard you called that, but I didn't care. I always loved your passion, your lust for life. I would rather leave you so you can go out and have fun than have you miserable. Please? Do it for me? Fuck Rafe...or rather, let Rafe fuck you so you can get some release," Paul asked as he looked into her eyes.
Alice stared at her husband, "I cannot believe it. You want him to have another thing to lord over you?"
Paul shook his head, "I want him to think I am oblivious. Make it look like you ran into him, and you finally succumb to his charms. Please, never mention my equipment doesn't work, or that he's bigger than I am...was. But I want you to do everything you want with him, just don't fall in love. OK?"
Alice's pussy throbbed as she considered it. It wasn't just that she hadn't had cock in half a year, or that Rafe's cock might be bigger. Rafe was blessed with the best man's body she'd ever seen. More than once, she cursed under her breath that he was such an asshole, else she might be tempted. She nodded and sighed, "For you. I hate the man, and I cannot even imagine kissing him, let alone..."
"Putting his cock in your mouth? I know that's what you were going to say. Look, I know you. Once you feel his hard cock in your hand, you'll want it in your mouth, your pussy, hell, even your ass. Admit it. Remember college? You and your sister spent more than one night over at frat house row," he smiled.
Alice blushed, "I always assumed you never knew about my sister and me. Why haven't you ever said anything?"
Paul chuckled, "I never thought about it, as you have never indicated you wanted to stray, so I didn't care. So, will you do it? I can watch him to see if he is going somewhere, and you can run into him."
Alice nodded. She kept a resigned look on her face, but a voice in her head was screaming 'Yippee!', not that she would ever let Paul know that. As she thought about it, all the negatives about the man seemed to diminish, and his incredible assets took over her thoughts. "OK. I'll do it, just once. I would like to get, um, you know," she sighed.
"Get fucked. Thank you. I will feel a lot better seeing you with your post orgasmic glow. I miss that."
* * *
Alice was putting dishes away when her cell phone went off. "Hey, honey. What's up?"
"Noon. Rafe's heading over to Kinkos at noon to pick up binders. The one over on Lake by 132nd. You know it?" he asked.
Alice nodded before realizing that Paul couldn't see her. "Yes, it's 20 minutes away." She looked at the clock. She had 30 minutes to change out of her sweats and into something...what? Slutty? Casual, but with skin exposed? "I'll ship my sister's birthday present via FedEx. OK, to be honest, I doubt anything will come of it, but we'll see," she said. "I'd better change into something to make him notice me."
Paul laughed, "You could wear those ratty grey sweatpants and sweatshirt, and he'd notice you. OK. Love you and happy hunting.," he chuckled before hanging up.
Alice looked down at her ratty grey sweatpants and sweatshirt. 'How the hell did he know I put these on?' she wondered. She put away the final plate before heading up to the bedroom.
Rafe was fifth in line with three people working the counter. He was trying to figure out how to get the only woman to help him. She was very pretty with bright red hair, cute freckles, and perky breasts that she enjoyed displaying under her tight turtleneck. He was looking at the various customers ahead of him and realized that if the person behind him went before him, he'd be able to head over to the left counter and the redhead. He turned to politely suggest that the woman behind him go next when he stopped.
"Alice. Wow! I'm surprised to see you here," he said, his eyes scanning her body. She had on a white summer dress that was low cut in the front, displaying the creamy swell of her breasts, short enough that she was displaying the nicest pair of legs he had ever seen.
Alice held up the box, "Present for my sister. I put off mailing it so I had to FedEx it," she sighed. "I keep running into you. Are you stalking me?" she asked.
Rafe chuckled, "Normally, yes, but," he nodded at the counter, "Picking up some sales brochures. Have you had lunch?" he switched subjects as the line moved up.


Alice looked surprised, and then thoughtful, "Actually, no. I was thinking that as I drove over here."
"Look, I should get back to work, but hell, if you want, I'll take you to this Thai place down the street from here," he smiled.
Alice looked doubtful. "This isn't going to lead to stopping by your place, and perhaps a drink? You know I'm married to Paul, and I've never cheated on him. So, if you're fine with having lunch without a prayer of getting into my panties," she smiled, "if I remembered to put some on," she chuckled. "Anyhow, can you keep your hands and thoughts to yourself?"
Rafe shook his head, "Hands, yes. Thoughts, no. I'm getting a bit hard just imagining what's under that thin dress of yours," he said. "But, scout's honor. I won't put a hand on you unless you want me to," he chuckled. "Oops, I'm up."
Rafe was waiting for Alice after she finished. He was leaning against his BMW, admiring her form as she came over. The sun was overhead, putting her impressive curves in relief. He shook his head, "Crap! I never should have promised not to lay a hand on you. There are handcuffs in the glovebox. You should put them on me now," he joked.
"Why do you have handcuffs...nevermind," Alice blushed. "Drive separately? she asked.
Rafe shook his head, "Climb in. I'll drive you back. It's not far. I hope you like Thai, never asked." He stepped back, opened the passenger door, and held it open for her.
Alice nodded as she climbed in. Shetried to pull the hem of the dress down as she swung her legs in, but the dress was quite short, and she knew that Rafe could see she hadn't been lying about going commando. She ignored his look as she answered his question, "Sure. I love Thai, especially the noodle dishes."
Rafe's cock throbbed eagerly as he was finally alone with the one woman he'd fantasized the most about. The main reason he was often hard on Paul was that he had the most beautiful woman around all to himself. He kept looking over at her slender, smooth thighs as he drove the 6 minutes to the Thai restaurant. When they got there, he jumped out to come around and get her door before she could open it. This time, he got an even better look at Alice's shaved pussy. He took her hand as he helped her out, smiling inside as he noticed her fixed look on his crotch. He didn't need to look to know that he was sporting a rather impressive tent.
Alice shook her head, "I knew this was a mistake. You can't help yourself, can you?" she asked.
Rafe chuckled, "I'd love to help myself. You came dressed for a good fucking, and you know it," he said, "but I've got self-control. You might just be getting your juices going for when Paul gets home, but I'll have something to think about tonight in bed."
Alice sighed, "Shit! I had no idea that I'd run into anyone I knew, especially the biggest man-whore I've ever met." Then she nodded, "I do go out like this to get attention, but I never act on it. I've gotten quite a few suggestions, though," she smiled.
"I'll bet. Man-whore, huh? I'm putting that on my business cards."
Alice chuckled, "As if you need to advertise that fact. Come on, I'm actually quite hungry," she said. Then, she glanced down at the outline of his cock, "Something about this is making my mouth water."
Rafe smiled and said quietly, "You are quite the slut, aren't you?"
"Ssshhhh, Paul doesn't know, but I've had my share of cocks before we got together. Look, here's the deal. You keep your hands to yourself, but I am enjoying your comments. I might be faithful to Paul, but a girl has her fantasies," she said as she brushed her hand across the growing tent in his pants. "We had better get seated..."
Rafe stayed behind the beautiful blonde, the sight of her ass doing nothing to get his growing member under control. They were able to get seated with only a couple of women stifling their gasps as they wended their way between the tables.
After sitting down, Rafe smiled, "So, what would you like to talk about?"
Alice chuckled, "I know what you want to talk about. But, since I'm married..."
"I get it. I know you won't answer my questions, anyhow. Too bad, I have so many."
Alice looked thoughtful, "I'll tell you what. You can ask me one question. I'll answer 100% honestly. Just one. OK?"
Rafe nodded, smiled, and then asked, "OK. I know you've fantasized about me fucking you." He looked at her as if expecting a denial. When he didn't get one, he went on. "In your fantasies, what was it I did or said that made you drop all resistance and let me fuck the shit out of you?"
"Wow!" Alice smiled. "You want me to tell you how to seduce me?" As he nodded, she sighed but went on. "Christ! I thought you would ask if I've done anal, or what's the biggest cock I've ever had. That, I did not expect. OK, I'm not easy. In my scenario, Paul's out of town on one of his stupid business trips. We run into each other at the store...remember the vegetable section at the grocery store? Had you said just a few more words...Anyhow, you make your usual sexual innuendos, but because I'm super horny...remember Paul's out of town, and my toys are just not cutting it, I make a few sexual comments back."
"Like now," Rafe smiled.
"True, like now. But Paul's not out of town," Alice countered. "I guess, I should add, that I might have had a glass of wine before shopping," she added.
Just then, the waitress came by, "Can I get you anything from the bar?"
Alice smiled, "Red wine. House red is fine."
Rafe ordered a beer, and after the waitress headed off to get their drinks, he said, "OK, where were we?"
"I'm horny because Paul's out of town," she smiled.
"Damn! 1 week. I'm one week off," Rafe groaned.
Alice nodded, "Timing is everything. Anyhow, we exchange sexual comments, but it was when you stroke my shoulder, then my back, that I move closer to you. Seeing this, you take a chance, and your huge hand slides down onto my ass. I know I should stop you, but you're very strong, your hand is so large, you're cupping an entire cheek. Then you pull me against you, and I feel your huge cock against my stomach." She stopped as she felt her pussy angrily throb. It had been 6 months since she felt a hard cock press against her.
"Your ass is an erogenous zone?" Rafe asked as the waitress came over. "Hold that thought."
The waitress brought their drinks, and they ordered lunch. When the waitress left, Rafe looked at Alice. "So, I asked about your ass."
Alice chuckled, "I said I'd answer just one question, but I guess it's germane to the story. My ass isn't an erogenous zone, per se, like my nipples, neck, pussy, or the back of my knees. And, with most guys, it wouldn't do much, but," she picked up his right hand. She spread out his fingers and sighed, "I have this...I guess it's a fetish. Men's large hands and yours are the biggest I've ever seen. These denote power. When you grab my ass, covering an entire cheek, I feel powerless. I couldn't stop you even if I wanted to."
Rafe flexed his hand, "I'm guessing you know exactly how I want to touch you right now," he sighed.
Alice nodded, "Please don't, at least not here. I couldn't, wouldn't stop you if you bent me over this table, pulled up the back of my dress, and shoved your hard cock into my wet pussy," she almost panted. She blushed and looked around, hoping no one heard her. "I'm sorry, that was totally uncalled for. I feel like I have Tourette's," she sighed.
Rafe chuckled, "I like it. I might be as hard as a steel rod right now, and this is hotter than I ever imagined." He took her hand, "Please. Go on. I might stalk you after all, I mean, if Paul's going to be in Portland next week..."
Alice felt her cheeks flush, "I do plan on shopping Monday around 2 PM at Nordstrom's, women's shoes," she said almost as an aside. "Christ!" She fanned herself, "Could we ask them to turn up the A/C?"
Rafe nodded, "Fuck! We should have asked for the lunch to go."
Alice nodded, "OK. So, I'm feeling your hard cock against me when you pull up my dress, putting both your hands on my bare ass. Then you effortlessly lift me as I wrap my legs around your waist cumming almost immediately as the largest cock I've ever felt...I shouldn't have said that. You realize, this is just a fantasy, not real," she said.
Rafe nodded, "And a really good one at that. Please. Embelish away."
Alice took a sip of wine, followed by another. "So, I'm grinding my really horny pussy against your pants, wishing they were out of the way when you reach between us, and miraculously, I feel the warm flesh of your monster cock right against my swollen and ready labia. You tease me with your plump head parting my lips, but I can't take it. I reach between us, and line your cock up with my sopping ciunt and you drop me onto your rock-hard shaft. I'm happy that no one is around as I let out a scream as I cum a 2nd time for the first time in my life."
"You've never cum more than once?" Rafe asked incredulously.
Alice shook her head, "Nope. I'm not multiorgasmic."
Rafe shook his head, "Nope, every woman is if she's been with the right man. I've been with many women who've said what you just said...hell, I've been with women who said they couldn't cum. They all turned out to be multiorgasmic," he said softly.
Alice smiled, held up a hand, "Check, please. Sorry, kidding. Just kidding," she blushed. "Are you just saying that, or...fuck!" she sighed when the man nodded. "I guess I...never mind. I suppose there's more, but you wanted to know how, at least in my fantasies, you can get into my panties."
"If you are wearing any," Rafe smiled. He looked over to a server carrying a tray. "I guess we should eat. You look like someone needing something filling in your mouth," he said as he leaned back so the server could place his dish in front of him.
Between bites, Alice asked Rafe a question. "How do you get into so many married women's panties?"
Rafe swallowed, wiped his mouth, and nodded, "Ask. Just ask. Sure, some, like you, get offended, but you'd be surprised how many are pleased to be wanted. So many married women miss getting attention from potential mates and are flattered. Others are woefully unsatisfied and look to me for a break from meaningless sex. Sure, some decline my advances, but more say yes than no."
Alice shook her head, "What %? I mean, married women?"
Rafe shrugged, "Not really sure, but I'd guess I'm batting 700," he said.
Alice laughed, "Batting average? Relief pitcher? Can you men talk about things without relating them to baseball?"
Rafe chuckled, "OK. How's this? Wayne Gretzky...he was a hockey player."
Alice sighed, "The greatest ever. I know who he is."
"OK. Wayne Gretzky had one of the really great quotes about trying. 'You miss 100% of the shots you don't take.' I live by that." He took the blonde's hand as he looked at her flushed chest, "And I feel rewarded when I see reactions like that," he said.
Alice looked down and sighed, "I get it. What odds do you give seeing how far my arousal goes?" she asked as she pulled her top away from her chest.
"Pretty good odds. Just out of curiosity, how far away do you and Paul live? I mean, I'm a good hour north and if you're from around here..."
Alice looked surprised, but then took out her phone. She hit a button, waited, and then said, "Hey, honey. I was wondering what I should make for dinner. I'm 20 minutes away and can pick something up on the way home. Really? Oh. I guess I'll be eating alone. OK, love you too," she said. "See you around 11." She put down her phone and smiled, "Does that answer your question?"
The man smiled as he leaned forward for a better look.
"Last questions. Have any of the husbands ever found out that you cuckolded them?" she asked. When he adamantly shook his head, she continued, "If you followed me home, would anyone, especially Paul, ever find out?" Again, Rafe shook his head.
Alice put down her fork, wiped her mouth, and nodded, "Can you take me back to my car. It would be more efficient to drive back in your car, but it sure would be hard to explain to Paul how I got home."
Rafe looked over, raised his hand, and said, "Check, please." This time loudly enough for the waitress to hear.
Alice had never felt this wet, but she had one more question: "Don't you have meetings or appointments this afternoon?"
Rafe nodded, "Nothing I can't reschedule. Putting you first is an easy prioritization," he said as the waitress came over with the check.
Rafe followed Alice's Lexis, the entire time making calls to reschedule his appointments. When they arrived, as planned, he took the spot next to hers in the garage. His cock never softened the entire drive over to the Davies' house.
Before the garage door even closed, he pulled the beautiful woman into his arms, his lips finding hers. He wasn't surprised at how she pressed her body so willingly against his, even with her previous animosity. He'd broken down even the most faithful wives, even a bishop's wife. He sure loved those Sunday mornings. Alice's tongue eagerly played with his tongue, her legs opened as she ground her pussy against his muscular thigh.
Alice heard herself moaning into the man's mouth, which she never remembered doing before. Then, just as she felt the man's huge hands slide down onto her ass, she groaned loudly as she came almost instantly.
Rafe gripped those tight cheeks as she ground her crotch against him. He'd given dozens of women hundreds of orgasms, but this had to be the quickest ever. She was grunting into his mouth as he could feel her juices soak through his dress pants, but he wasn't concerned about that. After about half a minute, the blonde's body went limp, so he effortlessly picked her up and carried her inside. Their mouths were still locked together, so after entering the kitchen, he broke the kiss. "Where's your bedroom?" he asked.
Alice looked up at the tall man and sighed. "Through the living room, up the stairs to the left. Last door," she said. She had recovered her senses after a wonderfully powerful orgasm, but Rafe seemed unfazed by carrying a 125 lb. woman up the stairs. She was really doing this, really going to open her legs for another man. Not just that, a man whom her husband said he hated more than any man he knew.
Rafe tossed the married woman onto the bed, stopping her when she attempted modesty by closing her legs. He pushed them apart. "Let me see your most intimate parts. I plan on becoming really familiar with every part of your body, but I'm starting here," he said as he lay between her open thighs. "Beautiful," he breathed before pressing his face against her glistening folds.
"You don't have to...oooohhhh," she panted as his fat tongue pressed between her swollen labia. She raised her ass off the bed as Rafe pushed up her dress. She took over after the hem passed her hips, yanking it off and tossing it aside. With a practiced motion, she unclasped the lacy bra, tossing it beside the dress she'd already shed. "Oh, yessss," she moaned. Never once had Paul or any other guy ever probed so deeply inside her. Whatever he was doing with his tongue was incredibly stimulating, but his nose pressing against her clit was going to trigger another orgasm. "Fuck, fuck, fuck," she panted. "Please stop...please. You're going to make me cum and...fuck!"
Rafe licked harder, wanting her to experience her first multiple orgasm, but she was pushing him away. He looked up, his face smeared with her juices.
"Fuck me. I am so close to cumming, but I need to cum on your cock. Plus, I need to see it, touch it, taste it," she begged. When Rafe nodded and got up, Alice rolled off the bed, pushing his hands off his buttons. "I want to unwrap my present," she panted.
Rafe was finally able to see the woman in her naked splendor. 'Spectacular!' was the word that came to mind. Her breasts were huge, yet jutted out erotically from her chest. She was eagerly studying the part of his body she was exposing, her tongue unconsciously licking her lips as she worked. When she got to his pants, his powerfully rigid cock sprang free, slapping her in her face.
"Holy shit!" Alice moaned, her eyes wide as she gripped the fleshy shaft with both hands, "How big? How long is this thing?" she asked.
"9 1/2"," Rafe smiled. "I'm sure there are bigger, but no one's complained so far."
As if gauging the girth, Alice stroked the head before parting her lips to take him inside her mouth. She felt her entire lower abdomen throb eagerly as she took in his musky taste, his tangy precum, and the most manly aroma she'd ever experienced. As she took more into her throat, she ran her hands around to his muscular glutes. They felt twice the size, twice the hardness of her husband's. He'll, his crack was at least 4 times the mass of Paul's...though, perhaps 20 times since he was no longer able to get hard. She pulled him into her throat as she felt his pubic hair tickling her nose.
Rafe was in heaven. No one had ever done more than lip service to his cock, taking at most a third of the length into his mouth. This blonde was almost deep-throating him without ￼any sign of discomfort or gagging. He grabbed two handfuls of hair, and as he started fucking her face, she started moaning. On top of that, she encouraged him with her hands gripping his ass cheeks. He could feel his balls tighten, and then she did what he loved. Her middle finger found his asshole, probed the puckered hole before sliding inside.
Alice had to swallow rapidly as what felt like jet after jet of hot cum shot down her throat. This was the first time that a man came in her mouth without warning, but for some reason, it seemed right. She continued to suck until she was satisfied that she got all of the man's sperm into her stomach.
Rafe's knees were weak as he pulled back, though not without Alice resisting. Even after cumming, she seemed to want to keep sucking on his cock. This was going to be a great evening, he thought.
Rafe fell back onto the bed, taking the beautiful, naked blonde into his arms. "Wow! Would it be rude to call you a terrific cocksucker?" he asked.
Alice chuckled, "I have in my LinkedIn profile. So, no." She stroked his now flaccid, but still very plump cock. "I hope you don't have to run off," she said, "I'd like this inside me at least once before you go."
"What time did PD say he was going to get home?" Rafe asked.
"11. He's usually later than he says, though. You know how it is," Alice said. "Oh, wow. Are you really...?"
Rafe smiled. "I've been blessed with pretty quick recovery times. I guess most men need 30 minutes. When I'm with a spectacularly beautiful and sexy woman, I can recover in 15." He looked at the clock, "Shit! Never in just 8 minutes before," he chuckled, "This could be a record." He rolled her onto her back, lying between her legs, his cock pressing against her still-wet slit. "I hope you are in shape because I plan on using all your holes until just before PD gets home." He pushed his cock inside her wonderfully warm, tight hole.
Alice put her head back as she gasped, "Fuck! Wow, so fucking big," she moaned. Her hands were on his hipbones to keep him from penetrating too far. While it was true that she hadn't had cock in months, she had used her toy. But, holy fuck! She wasn't prepared for the girth of the huge head as he popped inside her. "Slow...fuck! How many women have you put in the hospital?" she chuckled.
Rafe smiled down at her, "Just a few, but I have a great relationship with the ER folks over at Metro General." He pulled out, then pushed in a little more. Alice's eyes were closed, her mouth open as he repeated entering her a bit more each time. There were times that he envied men with small cocks as they could just plow their little dicks inside a woman and get immediate pleasure. On the other hand, few ever experienced women screaming their names as they came for a third or fourth time. He held himself above her, admiring her naked form and how her creamy breasts were becoming red from her arousal.


Alice was panting as she felt the pain fade and get replaced with a throbbing pleasure she never felt before. She shifted her hands from his hips to his flexing ass as he penetrated her more and more. The throbbing inside her was building, and just as his cock pressed against her cervix, she let out a cry that she was cumming. She was surprised by the suddenness of it, surprised by the full-body intensity, but also, as she had always assumed, by the fact that she was not multi-orgasmic. As she came, she wrapped her legs around Rafe's ass, pulling him deep inside her. Her pelvis rocked against him, grinding her clit against his pubic bone.
Rafe ground back until, with an alien-sounding groan, she collapsed limply on the bed. Her eyes were closed, her legs back on the bed, spread wide. He began slowly fucking her, eliciting happy grunts with each thrust. Her grunts got deeper and louder the harder he slammed into. Soon, he was pistoning into her sloshing pussy, his huge tits flopping up and down with each powerful thrust, her cries getting deeper and more encouraging. He felt the aching in his balls increase as the blonde again let out a cry as she came a third time. He loved it when women learned what pleasure they can derive when a man with all the tools fucks them.
Alice's head was spinning with the intense waves of pleasure, but she was aware that Rafe was getting close. Earlier that day, she promised herself not to let him cum inside her, but after the pleasure he gave her, he wasn't going to be denied. "Fucking hell, you...you're...fuck!" She wanted to say something about how no man ever fucked her like that, but she couldn't do that to Paul. She stroked his chest and panted, "Cum, cum inside me. Don't hold off anymore," she begged.
Rafe didn't need to be told twice, as he had been close for a while. He slowed down his pace, savoring her tight cunt gripping his cock, and felt the welcome ache peak and then release.
Alice stroked the muscular chest as she felt him drive as deep inside her as he could, as he emptied his balls inside her. "That's it, baby, fill me up. Fill my married cunt with your hot sperm," she murmured. She had no idea where those words came from, as she had never said anything like that to anyone before.
Rafe collapsed next to Alice as he spurted the last of his load inside her. His torso glistened with sweat, his balls ached from cumming twice, and he felt the calm euphoria of an intense orgasm. He kissed her as he felt his cock slide out of her pussy. "Fuck! You have no idea how lucky I feel to have run into you. This might sound bad, but I've had sex with many women, but you're the best fuck I've ever had."
"Best cocksucker, now the best fuck?" Alice chuckled, "Why do I feel like you've said that before to other women?"
Rafe nodded, "I get it, I do, but yes. I've said it to other women, and at the time, they really were. Had I fucked you before all those women, I never would have told anyone else that. Trust me," he said.
"Damn, you're good. I'd say keep talking like that, and I'll let you get into my panties," she joked.
"If you were wearing any."
"If I were wearing any." She looked at the clock, "I'm hungry. Order in or I can make something," she said.
Rafe nodded, "Famished. Let's order. 11? PD's not getting home for 6 hours?" he smiled.
Alice nodded, "That's what he said, though I'd better check to be sure. I don't want to be the cheating wife in those stories where the husband comes home early," she said.
Rafe rolled off the bed, "Can't have that. He hates me enough as it is." When Alice reached for her clothes, he stopped her. "No. Answer the door like that. Give the poor guy a thrill. Probably some college kid making a few bucks."
Alice shook her head, "I can't do that. What if it's some neighbor kid? I'll never be able to face him or his parents."
Rafe took the dress from the woman, "Nope. He'll always admire you. He'll look at you with lust and longing. I'll bet it gives him months of jerk-off material," he smiled. "On the other hand, if it is some college kid and you give him a boner, it would be criminal to send him off like that. What if he gets killed in a car accident?"
Alice's jaw dropped, "No way! Uh-uh. I'm not..."
She paused when Rafe felt between her legs. "Don't lie to yourself. If the boy has a need, you're the solution. Don't fight it," he grinned.
"Christ! You're fucking evil. No wonder Paul hates you," she sighed as she released the dress. "I'll think about it, but I don't think I can do that."
"Paul hates me because he can't come close to closing sales as I do, making commissions, and making friends with all the women at work."
Alice sighed, "You know, I think this was a mistake. I hate that I'm cheating on Paul, but mostly because I can't stand making comparisons," she said softly.
"You've never cheated on Paul before? I'm amazed. I'll be blunt. I've seen him naked, and I'm amazed you ever came with him."
Alice scowled at Rafe, "Stop. I don't want to hear about how much bigger you are or how much manlier you are."
Rafe shrugged, "You said it, I didn't. OK, I'll say it. Paul also hates me because he is sorely lacking. I've seen him. I never saw a smaller dick in my life," he said. "No, don't deny it. I heard you when I entered you. I saw your face. Your eyes. You were feeling things you never felt before."
Alice shook her head, but Rafe stopped her, "I won't badmouth Paul anymore as long as you are honest with me, just once. Can you feel Paul's dick inside you when you make love, or do you have to use a toy later? Answer honestly, and we'll order dinner. After we eat, I promise to fuck you at least twice more. You lie, and I'll get dressed and leave."
"Fuck! OK, Paul doesn't hit me places you do, or where my toy does. But I love him. He's funny, smart, caring, doesn't put people down," she said as she glared at the taller man. "He doesn't steal their commissions."
Rafe chuckled. "He told you that? Mr. Samual called and asked for me because he didn't think that your husband was being up front about the discounts. When I laid out our standard schedule, he placed the order immediately. I'm not sure what your husband was thinking, but had he just told him about the 5%, he would have had the sale."
Alice groaned, "I didn't know that." She sighed, "OK. Let's order dinner. I hate myself for wanting you to fuck me again, but I guess I'm a slut who can't get enough."
"Life's too short to deny yourself pleasure. You shouldn't feel guilty; you should revel in your newfound freedom," Rafe said as he came over. His huge hand covered her large breast as he kissed her. He looked at her, "What you should regret is that you've deprived yourself of pleasuring yourself on my cock for months, years," he said.
Alice nodded as she felt his cock. She sighed, "I've been fine, but to be truthful, I sure do like how intense my orgasms are." She patted him on his ass, "OK. We need to order food. You'll need your strength this evening.
Alice's stomach buzzed for myriad reasons. She was famished after the intense physical activities; she wondered who would be delivering the Italian food they ordered and how they'd react when she answered the door naked; and she decided she wanted Rafe to take her anal virginity before the evening was over. She just didn't know how to ask him. 'Hey, babe. Can you please fuck my ass?' Perhaps, 'grab the tube of gel in the top drawer.' He's a smart man. He'll know what to do, she thought.
Rafe grinned at Alice when the doorbell rang. "I'll be down the hall. Act like you're alone. I'd like to see if this guy has the balls..."
Alice scowled at him. "I'm not some slut who will open my legs for any random guy," she hissed. When Rafe raised his eyebrows, she sighed, "OK. Maybe I am. Go, get out of here," she said.
The doorbell rang a second time as she was headed over. She opened the door, "Sorry, sorry. I put my robe somewhere, and I just can't remember where," she said as she checked out the 20-something young man. The boy was holding the bag as if frozen, his eyes taking in her naked beauty. "Sir? Are you OK?" she asked.
"Oh. Sorry," he said, "It will be $65.49." He held out the bag.
"Come inside. I'll get my purse," Alice said, taking the bag and going into the kitchen. As she had put her purse on the floor by the side table, she had to bend over to get her wallet. She could feel the boy's eyes on her ass, causing an urgent throbbing in her pussy. She stood, holding out 5 $20s, "I appreciate you driving out here," she said. "My husband often works late, and it's just too much work to cook for one." She looked at the tent in his pants and sighed, "I'm sorry. I did that?" She palmed the front of his pants as she smiled at him. Not as large as Rafe, but bigger than Paul, she thought.
The boy nodded. He read enough stories, saw enough porn to have fantasized about something like this, but never thought those stories were real. When the beautiful woman dropped to her knees, unzipped his pants, and took out his cock, he almost came right there.
Alice looked up at him, "You can touch me. Don't be shy," she said as she pulled a hand onto her left breast. She let out a soft moan as she took the plump head between her lips. She was pleased that the boy had recently bathed and was soon bobbing her head on his thick shaft.
The boy was softly grunting as the woman skillfully sucked his cock. He sighed and looked down at her. "You're so beautiful, and this feels so good, but I'd really like to fuck you," he panted, "I mean, if that's OK."
Alice popped the cock out of her mouth and smiled, "You're so sweet." She stood and lay on the couch, legs spread wide, "Most guys don't even ask," she said as she pulled him on top of her. She lined the boy up, letting out a deep groan as he thrust inside her. There was no taking it slow for the boy as he immediately thrust rapidly into her sopping cunt.
Rafe was stroking his cock as he watched Paul's slut wife cheat even more on him. The delivery boy might not have been as well-hung as he was, but he sure was energetic. His ass was almost a blur as he pistoned into the blonde. It was amazingly arousing to see her huge tits flop freely on her chest, the boy's face clenched in pleasure, and Alice approaching an orgasm. He suspected the boy wasn't going to last, but he held off long enough for his partner to cum, soon followed by his own.
The boy collapsed onto the woman's naked body as they both panted heavily, recovering from the exertion and their orgasms. "Fuck!" he sighed, "Thanks, I mean, thanks. My girlfriend is saving herself, and I thought I'd never..."
Alice looked surprised, "You're, I mean, you were a virgin?"
The boy nodded as he slowly pulled his cock out of her slimy hole, "I mean, we've done stuff, but never..." he said softly.
Alice smiled, "I'm glad to help. Now, you should get dressed. I'm sure your boss will be wondering where you are."
The boy dressed quickly, admiring the beautiful naked woman as he did. Then, he leaned down to kiss her. When he stood up, he pulled out his phone. "Um, do you mind if I...?"
Alice nodded, but pulled her arms over her face. She heard shutter clicks. When it stopped, she lowered her arms. "You should get going. Thanks for the nice fuck," she smiled.
The boy grinned, "Thank you! I'll never forget this." Then he headed for the front door.
Rafe came out, stroking his hard cock. When Alice started to rise, he pushed her back, got between her legs, and shoved his cock into her sopping hole. "Fuck! He sure dumped a huge load inside you. A virgin, huh?"
Alive groaned, "Don't make me do that again. It's one thing to cheat on Paul with you, but now random guys?"
Rafe laughed, "You are what is known as a hot wife. Embrace it. Now that you've opened your legs to two men, so what if you open your legs to 20 or 30 men? Admit it. You like being lusted after. Like being a sex object men desire, but most of all, you like cumming over and over. Say it, say you ike being a slut."
Alice moaned softly as the man's much larger cock pounded her well-used pussy. "Yes, dammit. Yes. I'm a cock-loving slut," she panted.
"Good girl. Because you've been so good, after dinner I'll let you enjoy my cock in your ass," Rafe grinned.
"That's so sweet. It must be tough being such a giving guy," she smiled.
"You have no idea. Fuck! Your cunt is nice. Even with a few loads inside you, you're tight as shit," he moaned.
Alice sighed, "I'm hungry, and since I just came, add another load inside me." She stroked his chest while playing with his nipples.
Rafe had been close as he watched the kid fuck for the first time and didn't need much encouragement. Feeling Alice stimulate his nipples was all it took. He let out a grunt, pushed inside her as deeply as he could, and added more cum deep inside her cunt.
They decided to shower before eating as they would have to microwave their meals anyway. It was strange sitting naked at the dining room table with a man she barely knew, but she was more aware that they had 4 more hours before Paul would head for home.
Alice managed to change the sheet, clean up the multiple glasses and plates, and turn over the cushions on the couch by the time Paul got home. She didn't know if he knew, but didn't want to say anything.
Paul looked around but saw nothing different in the house. Alice, on the other hand, looked flushed, glowing. Without her saying anything, he knew she'd been fucked, and as Rafe was out of pocket since noon, he suspected multiple times. He never said a word, just kissed her and went to get ready for bed.
Alice lay in the dark replaying the incredible event of the day. Rafe was an amazing lover, getting hard over and over. She lost count, but suspected they fucked 6 times, not including the food delivery boy. Has she really answered the door to a total stranger naked? Then, after sucking his cock, she lay back, inviting him between her legs? And, why wasn't this a humiliating experience? Why did she want to do that again? Then she recalled her last conversation with Rafe before he left. He told her that he had 6 weeks of vacation accrued, and next week, when Paul was out of town, would she like him to stay with her? She heard Paul's steady breathing as her finger slid between her legs.
The next day, Paul ran into Rafe, but the man acted the same. Did Alice not hook up with the man? He expected Rafe to look sneeringly at him, but all he did was ask about the new line and if he had any new information.
* * *
Paul and Alice went on with their married lives as if Alice weren't frequently fucking his coworker. OK, not just his coworker, but Rafe often invited friends to join them. She never spoke of it, and Paul never asked. The amazing thing was that none of their friends ever found out about Alice's extramarital activities.
Two years later, Paul came across an mp4 file on Alice's iPad. It was dated the month before, while Paul was in New York. He opened it and finally had confirmation that Rafe and Alice were getting together. He knew the room well. He was sitting on her side of the bed in the same spot where Rafe was videotaping Alice sucking his cock. He knew the man was gifted, but as he'd never seen him erect, he wasn't fully aware how gifted.
As he watched them climb onto the bed, Alice on her hands and knees, Rafe behind her, he became aware of a stirring in his pants. At first, he was unaware of the throbbing, but with a jolt, he recognized his cock getting hard. He unzipped his pants, took out his cock, smiling as he stroked himself to his full 6". He lay back, stroking himself as he watched his wife cum over and over on a cock at least twice the length and twice the girth of his. Rather than disturb him, he found it incredibly arousing. Then, for the first time in 35 months, he came. It was an amazingly thrilling experience as ropes of cum splashed up onto his chest and stomach.
That night, he pressed himself against his wife's ass as she kissed her neck.
"Oh, baby. You haven't done this in months," Alice sighed. Then, she felt it. "Are you...wait!" she said as she rolled over. She pulled down the covers and, with a huge grin, took his hard cock in her hand and stroked it. "When? When did you..."
Paul grinned. "This afternoon. I was looking for the receipt for the monitor, and you have an mp4 on your iPad. I was curious and saw you and Rafe."
Alice groaned, "I'm sorry, baby. I wish I had deleted that."
Paul shook his head, "It was hot. Seeing you get fucked like that, like you weren't even aware of where you were, was amazing. You actually came three times?" he asked.
Alice wanted to cry, but couldn't figure out why Paul wasn't jealous. "Yes, sometimes more. I'm so sorry," she said.
Paul held his wife close, his hard cock throbbing eagerly. "No, please. I'm happy you were able to get some satisfaction. It's fine. Hell! Had I not seen that, I might not have found out I could get an erection again. Do you have more?"
Alice nodded, "Um. There are a few USBs in my top desk drawer. Rafe likes to videotape us." She was feeling his cock, and he felt really warm and really hard. She rolled over onto her back, pulled him on top of her. "But, shut up about Rafe and fuck me. I've wanted you inside me for years."
Paul called in sick the next day, as Alice and he tried to make up for lost time. After another hot and exhausting fuck session, Paul stroked his wife's perfect breasts. "I can't get it out of my head that Rafe has touched you everywhere, fucked you, enjoyed this incredible body," he sighed.
Alice groaned, "I know. I wish it never happened. I hate that I cheated on you."
Paul laughed, "Cheated? I'm the one who told you to. I'm the one who told you where he would be so you could run into him. Hell, watching all those videos of you getting fucked by him and his friends got me hard over and over. I should call and thank him," he smiled.
Alice sighed, "OK, but I'll never see him again. It wouldn't be right."
Paul shook his head. "And what will you tell him? For the past three years, Paul's been impotent. But now, he's fine, especially after watching you fuck the shit out of me with your huge cock?" he asked.
Alice shook her head, "But, I'm so happy you're back, I don't want him. I want you."
Paul kissed her, "And you have me. Don't change a thing. I'll be flying out to Miami this Sunday. Call Rafe and say or do what you always do. I just want to see the videos, deal?"
Rafe never knew that Paul found out, and it was killing him that he couldn't sneer at him or tell anyone he worked with that he'd cuckolded Paul Davies.
Alice seemed to hum tunes a lot more, and always had a smile on her face. She loved having so many men in her life, so many cocks.
Paul enjoyed making love to his wife as she rarely ever needed foreplay. He thought of it as if Rafe warmed up his wife for him so he could close out the game and get the win.
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This story is about a man allowing his brother to fuck his wife before going on deployment. Cuckold alert.
Emily was humming a tune from the 80s as she did the dishes.  She might have been born in 2002, but her tastes in music were from her parents' youth.  
Daniel smiled.  'Red Red Wine' was also one of the songs that his parents played when he was growing up.  She must have had an exceptionally great day as she rarely hums, and when she did, something went well, really well. He looked into the kitchen, admiring his stunning wife.  Her taste in music wasn't the only thing she got from her parents, or rather, her mother.  
Her mom was the ultimate MILF.  5' 8", with long brown hair that glowed red in the sun.  At 42, Helena was still stunning.  Both she and her daughter played on a women's doubles team at the club, and both had the same athletic build.  Emily was a little smaller in build, had the same hair, a slightly tighter ass, but had larger breasts.  Helena's ass was her best asset, and Daniel more than once saw their male opponents ask them out for drinks afterwards.  Many of the men assumed they were sisters, and as they were both left-handed, they always removed their wedding rings when they played.  As far as he knew, neither ever accepted the invites.  He couldn't blame the men, even those who were married.  The two beauties in their tight tennis tops, short skirts, and their reddish-brown hair pulled back in ponytails, running around was more than enticing.  As they ran around with their ponytails and breasts bouncing, they made more than one opponent or onlooker have to adjust their packages.
Emily and Daniel met in college, both in the same year.  Emily's roommate arranged for them to meet as she hoped to get Emily out of her books and into a bed, not in her dorm room.  It worked.  She was immediately attracted to the tall, blond boy, and after a few dates, she started spending the night at his single dorm room.  
They got married right after graduation, luckily finding jobs not just in the same city, but within 10 minutes' driving of each other.  Neither found it strange that they might have missed out on one of those rites of passage, fucking various partners.  Neither ever dated anyone else, nor slept with anyone else, the entire 4 years they'd been married.  
"You're happy. Something happen at work?" he asked.
Emily grinned, "You could say that. Mr. Thomas called me into his office. Don's leaving, and I'll be the new head of HR in our area. This is going to mean a good raise and a lot more say. Isn't that exciting?"
Daniel hugged her, "We need to celebrate. Tomorrow, Del Carlos. Your treat since you probably will make more than I do."
Emily shoved him playfully away, "As long as you spend at least 20 minutes between my legs kissing me goodnight."
"Deal. If I can order the Waygu, I'll spend half an hour," he smiled.
That night, they watched one of those series that had a lot of sex and nudity, causing them to take a break from watching.
"Damn!" Daniel mumbled, his mouth full of tit, "Sydney Sweeney has nothing on you when it comes to tits."
Emily stroked his head, her legs wide open as she humped his waist.  She wasn't bi, but that actress sure had impressive tits.  It was strange how every once in a while, she wondered what it would be like to suck on an impressive set of tits like Sydney's, or hers.  Daniel sure loved her tits, and the more he licked, nibbled, and sucked, the hornier she got.  
Daniel teased her nipples but when she pushed, he complied by kissing his way down between her legs. He loved pleasuring his wife, but loved it even more when she was extremely aroused. He immediately had to swallow copious amounts of her juices as he licked, but he didn't neglect her tits. Both hands stroked and squeezed her breasts while pinching her nipples. He was rewarded soon after when she let out a small cry as she came. After she came down from her first orgasm, he crawled back up to suck on a nipple.
Emily was moaning softly as she felt the exquisite orgasmic waves fade and her husband's mouth on her ultra-sensitive nipple. She humped against his ribcage as she felt a renewed throbbing.
"Dammit!  Get up here and fuck me.  Mom warned me about men like you who just want one thing.  To play with my tits. She told me to find a man obsessed with my pussy."
Daniel grinned as he complied.  "Did your mother tell you that men love fucking all your holes?" he asked. He popped the nipple out of his mouth and crawled up. He lined up the head of his cock, and pushed. Even as wet as she was, her tight pussy resisted until he popped inside. He savored the feeling before slightly pulling out before shoving his entire 6" inside her.
"Ooooohhhh, fuck!" Emily groaned, "You feel so good."  She stroked his ass as he increased the pace.  "Fuck.  You know she did.  That's why she gave me the large tube of KY at my wedding shower.  It was labelled, 'We Wallace's bend over backward, forward, and any other way for our men,'" she chuckled.
"I always liked your mom," Daniel panted.
"She likes you.  More than once, she told me that if I ever get tired of you, send you over.  She'll show you what a real woman can do for her man."
Daniel stopped fucking his wife, "Do you think she's at home?" he asked.
Emily slapped his chest, "Shut up and fuck me.  I shouldn't have said anything.  Anyhow...Oh, wow.  Yesss," she moaned as Daniel pushed her knees up to her chest before pounding into her harder.  "Fuck!  I love it when you do that.  Anyhow, she asked me if Ethan were a virgin because she'd love to pop that cherry."
Daniel laughed, "I haven't a clue, but if he is, he'd probably do permanent harm to her."
Emily closed her eyes as she envisioned Daniel's younger brother, Ethan.  He might be 6 years younger, but he was 6" taller, at least 70 lbs. heavier, and built like an armored vehicle.  Right after high school, even though he was a straight-A student, he enlisted in the Marines.  He was only 17, but his parents reluctantly signed his form. He was due to finish his pre-deployment training and might be visiting them soon.  She often imagined it was Ethan fucking her with his huge, muscular frame powering what she assumed was a huge cock inside her.  "Oh, God...don't stop," she panted.  As she imagined her taking Ethan's virginity, she felt the tingling grow rapidly inside her.  "Fuck!" she cried out as the first powerful wave hit her. She then let out a loud moan as she pushed her hips up against him.
Recently, for no explanation, Emily's orgasms seemed more intense, and he had no idea why, but he wasn't about to complain.  She was always vocal, often having to put a pillow over her face when she came, but now, when they were at home, she was free to scream as much as she wanted. The master bedroom was on the far side of the house from the guest bedroom, and they verified that no one could hear them.
Maybe it was his technique, maybe he was hitting her at an angle that she liked better, but she was wetter and louder.  He ground his cock deep as he could inside her as she grunted through her orgasm.
When Emily finally relaxed and flopped back panting, "Fuck!  That was great."  She pulled her knees tighter to her chest and smiled at her husband, "Go ahead.  I lubed.  I know where you want to go next."
Daniel loved this part.  There was something about Emily's ass he loved, though, as he popped inside her, he found himself fantasizing that this was Helena offering him her ass.  He'd never cheat on his wife, but if Helena pulled up that tennis skirt of hers, pulled down her thong, and bent over, he might reconsider.  "Fuck me, you have the best ass in the world," he panted as he resumed fucking her.
Emily groaned as she felt the stinging fade and the wonderful feeling of a full rectum increase.  "That's it, baby, fuck your wife's tight ass," she said.  Then, because they talked about all the men you had propositioned her, she continued, "You better keep fucking me because I've had tons of offers to make me scream."
Daniel felt the aching in his balls grow.  "I appreciate that you never take them up on it unless they offer you enough cash.  Cash is king," he panted.
Emily chuckled, "Can't have the IRS tracking down our major source of income," she panted.  "Fuck!  Your cock feels so good.  I love what a great fuck you are.  Your cock feels so huge inside me."
Daniel's balls were getting more and more painful.  He gritted his teeth, trying to hold on, but it was no use.  "Oh, God!  Fuck!" he grunted as he released a huge jet of sperm deep inside her rectum.
Emily stroked his chest as he emptied his balls inside her. She was happy that she liked anal, as she hated the hormonal side effects of the pill, and Daniel hated rubbers. This was the best way to avoid pregnancy, not that they didn't want kids, just not yet. When her husband let out a last pleasured sigh and collapsed on the bed next to her, she stroked his back. "That was nice. We need to watch more of that show," she said. Then, she had a thought, "What did you mean when you said Ethan might do permanent harm to Mom if he fucked her? He looks really strong, but he wouldn't hurt her, would he?"
Daniel shook his head. "Not like that. I didn't want to tell you, but last summer, when I was back home. I walked in on him changing, and he's, well, he's really hung," he said. "His cock looked to be an inch longer than mine."
Emily tried to keep the intrigue out of her voice, "Seriously? He's that big? And how do you know how big he gets?"
Daniel shook his head, "I don't. I just saw him for a few seconds. He was just there, in his bedroom. His cock hung down flaccid, I'm guessing an inch longer than I get when I'm hard. And he seemed even bigger, wider. I was shocked. I hoped he didn't see me. I blurted out something about dinner being ready and left."
"Wow! I never thought..." Emily sighed. "So, you're saying that flaccid, he was 7"? How is that possible?"
Daniel shrugged. "How is it possible he's 6" taller, bigger, stronger? He got better genes, I guess." He held onto his wife, unaware that she was breathing differently.
Her pussy was throbbing so hard she wondered if Daniel could feel it. Her thoughts started to run away, but she immediately quashed them. "We should clean up and get to bed. It's a school night."
A few weeks later, Daniel put their show on pause when his cell rang. "It's Ethan. Hey, Ethan, how's training going? Really, hang on," he muted his phone. "Ethan's flying in tomorrow."
Emily nodded, "Shit, yeah. I'll call in and take a personal day. Tell him we'd love to see him."
"Ethan, that's great. Yeah, she says she'd love to see you. Seriously? Where? I get it, yeah, OK. Sure, I know. OK, I'll pick you up. Great, see you then." Daniel put down his phone. "Good news. Ethan's coming for a visit. Bad news, he's being deployed. He can't say where, but he's taking his desert fatigues. Shit! He sounded eager, and if I know my brother, he'll try to be a hero."
Emily hugged her husband. "I'm sure that he'll be fine. He'll, he's been training for this for 2 years."
Emily had dinner ready, the house perfect, and the guest bedroom made up and aired out by the time the 2 brothers arrived. She was in the kitchen when she heard the garage door open. She felt her heartbeat increase as she replayed the previous night's lovemaking. It might have been Daniel inside her, but all she could think about was Daniel and his huge frame enveloping her, his massive cock skewering her pussy. Could she take him in her ass? Her thoughts were interrupted when the door opened with Ethan leading his younger brother inside. She always thought it was curious that Ethen never once said 'little brother,' but it was never clearer than now.
Ethan looked over the top of his older brother's head with a smile. "Emily! You look better every time I see you," he said.
Emily was pressed against the hardest, most taut body she had ever felt when the man hugged her. It seemed so inappropriate, but she could feel the rock-hard pecs against her cheek, and also a very large mass pressing against her stomach. She broke the hug, hoping Daniel didn't see how flushed she felt. "Ethan. I swear you've doubled in size since the wedding."
The man grinned, "Basic training and working out daily does that. I swear you've gotten even prettier in the past couple of years."
Daniel took his brother back to the guest bedroom, helping him unpack his marine gear, or camies. 'Shit. Everything, even your boxers are green. This is what you've worn for two years? You were always the kid with the brightest Hawaiian shirts," he chuckled.
Ethan shrugged, "I still have them, just not the opportunity to wear them."
At dinner, they grilled Ethan about all the training he'd done over the past two years. Basic to specialty training. Due to his skills on the ￼range, he went into infantry training to become a marksman.
"A sniper. You're a sniper?" Daniel asked.
Ethan nodded. "I scored highest on the range, so..."
"Holy shit!" Daniel smiled, "All those times hunting with dad paid off." He looked at Emily, "Dad took me out for the first time when I was 6. Ethan, how old were you when we went into the Adirondacks?"
The huge man nodded, "8. I guess I was a slow starter," he grinned.
They discussed various other things, but Daniel brought up something that had been bothering him. "Ethan, we've never really communicated a lot. I've never gotten a letter from you, and we don't talk on the phone much. Why now? Are you nervous about being deployed? Is this a goodbye, you know, just in case?"
Emily looked over at the younger man, expecting this giant to laugh it off, but he looked serious.
"OK, I know the odds are that I'll be fine, but in a few days, I'll be halfway across the world. You've always been there for me growing up, and I...let's just say that I want you to know that I love you. OK? I'm not really worried, but..."
Daniel got up to hug his younger brother. "I get it. I love you too. Don't be a fucking hero, got it?" he said in a soft voice. "And fucking write every once in a while. Even one word, 'Hey!' would be welcome."
The rest of the dinner was quieter as they discussed world affairs, the weather, and other meaningless topics.
After dinner, Emily insisted the boys should talk while she did the dishes. When she came out of the kitchen, the two were laughing about something, though Ethan looked slightly embarrassed. "What's funny?" she asked.
Daniel looked at his brother, who shrugged, "Ethan's a virgin. 19 years old and he's never gotten laid."
Emily's jaw dropped. "How? How is that possible, I mean, girls must have..."
Ethan looked down at his massive hands, "Um, it's embarrassing. I've...we've been close a few times, but...it didn't happen," he sighed.
Emily looked sympathetic, "It happens. You know, the pressure..."
Ethan laughed as he shook his head, "No! Hell no! I was fine, but they wanted to stop. They changed their minds, but the girls gave me handjobs and blowjobs. That was fine," he smiled. "I returned the favor, so we were happy."
"Then, why...?" Emily asked.
"I guess they didn't want to...you know, go all the way," Ethan said softly. He looked at his ProTek watch, "I should hit the rack. I was up early to get a few miles in before flying out here. Goodnight, bro." He hugged his brother and Emily before heading down the hall to the guest bedroom.
Daniel watched his wife change into her ratty old T-shirt over her thong. "Wait," he said softly. "Why don't you put on the red teddy, the one you wore on our honeymoon?" he suggested.
Emily looked down at her T-shirt. "Why, you don't think this is sexy?" she smiled. "Is someone horny tonight?" She looked toward the door, "We can make all the noise you want since the guest bedroom is on the other side of the house," she smiled as she pulled off her shirt.
Daniel watched his wife pull on the transparent garment, his cock throbbing in anticipation. "Nice, very nice. You look good enough to eat. Hang on, I'll be right back." He headed out the door, closing it quietly behind him.
Emily was confused. Daniel had been getting hard, she could tell, but he didn't undress. Rather than getting under the covers, she pulled them down before lying down. She tried various sexy positions before parting her legs enough so that Daniel would be able to see the opening in her crotchless garment. She knew that her husband loved eating pussy, and her body throbbed in anticipation. She resisted touching herself as she waited. Maybe he got more wine. That would be romantic. She opened her legs more before taking her right leg and crooking it out to the side. That was the sluttiest she had ever tried to look. She smiled as the door handle turned and the door slowly opened.
Ethan stopped and stared. He had just finished getting ready for bed and was in his skivvies when Ethan knocked. "Hey, Ethan. I need to get the garbage cans out, but Emily joked that you said goodnight to me, but not to her. I think you should go say goodnight." Ethan took in the incredibly arousing sight, but then started to back out when Emily stopped him.
She suddenly realized what Daniel's plan was. The teddy wasn't for him; it was for Ethan. "Wait. Come here and talk to me. We never got to know each other, I mean, we talked at our wedding," she said as she patted the bed. She should have closed her legs, but she liked how the huge man was looking at her. Her nipples were clearly visible beneath the sheer material, but as they hardened, they'd be even more obvious. She could see and feel his hunger as if there were an aura around him. "Sorry that my attire isn't really appropriate for visitors, but, hey! We're all family," she smiled. She rolled to the side as the large man sat on the bed.
Ethan avoided looking at the sexy, beautiful, nearly naked woman in front of him, "I should go. Daniel will come in, and this isn't fair to him."
Emily pulled up his green T-shirt, chuckling. "This is not a great color on you. Daniel isn't coming back. What did he tell you? To come up to say goodnight or something?" she asked.
"Or something. He said that you mentioned I didn't wish you a good night, and he had to put the garbage out before coming to bed."
Emily laughed, "Garbage collection was a couple of mornings ago." She gasped as she took in the man's muscular torso. "Stand up. Let's take these off," she said, a hand on his waistband.
"Are you sure?" Ethan asked. His cock was rapidly growing, and he dreaded having another woman freak out. The others all backed off, saying something like, "Hold on! I'm not letting you put that inside me." Or, "Is that for real? I can't...let me suck you off." He stood facing his sister-in-law, waiting for the gasp and the protest.
Emily assumed the man was large, but didn't expect him to be so hard that she couldn't pull the boxers off. She reached inside, gripped the fattest cock she'd ever felt, and pulled his underwear off. "Holy mother of God," she sighed as she gripped a massive fleshy shaft. She looked up at the man and smiled. "This is going to be fun," she said softly. She pushed the skivvies all the way down, letting Ethan kick them aside. She opened her mouth, taking just the plump head in, licking the underside. He was already leaking plenty of precum, causing Emily to swallow.
Ethan let out a low moan as Emily opened her mouth more, taking him deep into her mouth. She was looking up at him with those deep green eyes as she pumped her fists on the base of his shaft while bobbing her head onto the tip. "Em, fuck, Em. I'm going to cum." He stepped back. "I hate to ask, but can I...?"
Emily wiped her mouth. "Fuck me? Of course. What did you think Daniel wanted us to do?" she asked. "You can't cum inside me, though, I'm not on the pill, unless you have a rubber."


Ethan shook his head, "Sorry, it didn't occur to me," he sighed.
Emily stood and pulled off the teddy. She lay back, legs spread, and wiggled her index finger at him. "Next time, plan ahead. OK, this might be your first time, but I'll wager you know what to do."
Ethan crawled between her legs, his huge hand gripping his cock as he lined up the plump head. "Fuck, you look so small. Will I fit inside?" He asked. "I don't want to hurt you."
Emily laughed, "Ethan, baby. You might cause initial pain, but trust me. You're not going to hurt me. Go on. Push...yesss, there. Oh, wow!" she sputtered as the wide, flared head popped inside her. "Hang on...let me...fuck! You're fucking huge!"
Ethan looked at his cock, 10" still outside, 1 1/2" inside. He pulled out a little before pushing in. Emily's breathing was ragged, her mouth open, eyes closed, her face flushed. He pulled out, and more entered her this time. Now her hands had moved from his hips to his abs, stroking them as if she'd never felt anything like them. He picked up his pace, causing his sister-in-law to grunt with each deeper thrust. How deep would she let him go, he wondered. He watched as just 2" was outside, and Emily's head was back, mouth open, her grunts now much louder. As he pushed in once more, he watched in amazement as the woman arched her back, opened her mouth wide, and let out a scream.
Daniel was lying on the guest room bed, trying to rationalize what he had done. Never once since they got married had he thought he'd let any other man touch his beautiful wife. He still couldn't believe that he arranged for his wife to take his brother's virginity. The reasons seemed right at the time. Ethan might die a virgin. He might have a better chance at surviving if he had the memory of having made love to a beautiful woman back home. And, he was his younger brother. He'd always looked out for him. He was jolted out of his thoughts as he heard his wife scream. It was similar to when she came with him, but louder, deeper. His stomach hurt hearing his wife's cries of pleasure, but he also felt happy that his brother was experiencing sex with a beautiful woman.
He didn't know why he did it, but he rolled off the bed and crept to the other side of the house. Part of him hoped the door was open so he could see them, part dreaded having that etched in his memory. The door was closed, but he could make out Emily's rhythmic grunts until all was quiet. Then he heard her say something to Ethan.
Emily's body was awash with the most powerful series of orgasmic waves that she had ever imagined. She heard her screams echoing around the room, but she couldn't help herself As she came down from the wonderful release, she realized that she was gripping Ethan's pecs as if they were breasts. She opened her eyes, panting, "That was me? Me screaming? Fuck! I've never...wow!"
Ethan grinned down at her, "I always wondered if a woman would like it if I fucked her."
Emily groaned, "Like? I fucking love feeling you inside me. Don't you ever say a word to your brother, but you're hitting me in places I didn't know I had. Keep fucking me. Fuck me as hard as you want, not only can I take it, I need it," she panted. "Yes, that's it. Fuck me hard. Damn! Ooohhh. yes. My God, you are gifted."
Ethan had started gently with the much smaller woman, but with her verbal encouragement, along with her hands pulling him with each thrust, he increased the pace and the power, causing Emily to cry out each time his pelvis slammed against hers. He found that he was also grunting loudly with each deep penetration of the woman's tight pussy.
Daniel's head was spinning. Never once had his wife said anything close to what she had told Ethan. He was both happy for her and yet feeling like she'd never appreciate his lovemaking again. He was 20 feet away when he heard them both cry out.
"Fuck!" Emily cried, "I'm cumming, don't stop...yesssss! No! Don't pull out," she grunted as she felt the huge man tense.
Ethan had been getting close, but seeing the brunette's tits flushed and bouncing as they fucked was too much. He had started to pull out as he neared orgasm, but she was pulling him deep inside her as she came as if wanting to get pregnant. "Oh, my God!" he cried as he felt the incredible release.
Daniel shook his head, wondering if he would be able to sleep after he got back to the guest bedroom. Not only the cries, but the memories of his wife's comments, and wondering if Ethan might get Emily pregnant. If he did, he'd still love and raise the child, but these memories would always be in his mind.
Daniel was able to get some sleep, though at least 4 times, his wife's orgasmic cries woke him up. He had to get to work, so he crept into the bedroom and stopped. All the covers had been torn off the bed, there was just one pillow, and the bedside lamp was on its side on the floor. Ethan was on his back, softly snoring, and Emily was on top of him, her legs parted over his muscular thigh and Daniel could see a stream of cum seeping out between her swollen labia and her red asshole. He grabbed his clothes and crept out to shower.
When Daniel got home, Emily was humming another song from the 80s, while Ethan was watching a basketball game on TV. They both acted as if nothing had happened the night before or, perhaps, all day while he was at work.
"You timed it well," his wife said, before kissing him, "We're having ribs and cheddar mashed. Daniel barbecued them...they're in the oven. Grab a drink and sit. I'll let you know when it's ready." She meant that Daniel timed his arrival two different ways. Not just that he was on time for dinner, but after grilling the ribs, Ethan took her from behind in the kitchen, finishing just 15 minutes before in her mouth.
It had to be his imagination, but Emily's mouth tasted like...he hated to complete the thought. He poured himself a single malt and plopped down next to his brother. He wanted to ask, 'How was your first fuck? Isn't Emily great in bed? Did you get to fuck her ass?' Instead, he nodded at the TV. "Who's winning?"
"Lakers. They were down by 14, but Doncic took over. How was work?" he asked as if he hadn't just deposited his 8th load inside his sister-in-law.
"You know--same old crap. I have no idea how people keep making the same mistakes day after day. What's that you're drinking?"
Ethan held up his glass, "IPA. Nice, never had this one before." He looked over with a smile. "Hey. Thanks. I mean it. You asked if I came here to say goodbye. I have been trained for every possible situation, but you can't train for everything. I didn't want to...you know..." he trailed off.
Daniel nodded, "...die a virgin?"
Ethan nodded, "That was 2nd. I wanted to see you once more and tell you something that I've never said before to you." He turned to face his brother. "I love you. You've always backed me up. You stood by me all through school. So, I flew here to tell you that." He paused and looked past his brother toward the kitchen. "Um, as for the 2nd thing, I um, I was going to look for a girl over at the Hollow Lounge."
"A hooker?" Daniel asked. Of course, it would be a hooker. The police commissioner's brother owned the Hollow Lounge. They were immune to any raids.
"Yeah. I've never been much at picking up girls, but you know that. So, thanks for letting me..."
Daniel chuckled. "Fuck my wife? You're welcome." He looked back at the kitchen, "Apparently, you did it well. She's really happy today."
Ethan shrugged. He didn't want to tell his brother that Emily told him over and over that he was the best fuck she'd ever had. "I hope so. A guy always wonders, I guess."
"You ship out tomorrow? What time?" Daniel asked to change the subject.
"5 AM. I'll have to get up at 4 to get dressed and out of here."
Just then, Emily leaned out from the kitchen, "Boys. Time to eat." She carried out the plates, and as she put Ethan's down, she paused to give him a quick knowing smile.
Daniel's stomach lurched as he saw that, but it wasn't as if he didn't already know.
After dinner, Ethan sighed and said that he had better hit the rack as he had to be up early. He hugged his older brother, patting him on his back. Then, he hugged Emily, a bit longer as he ran his huge hands down onto her ass. He finally broke the hug and nodded at his brother. "I'll say goodbye now. I don't expect you to get up at 4. I'll call an Uber."
Daniel shook his head. "I'll be up. I can take you. Look, I already messed up the sheets in the guest bedroom. Why don't you sleep in the master? Emily, why don't you help him pack his things? I'll take care of the dishes and clean up."
Emily looked surprised. "Are you sure? I did change the sheets in both rooms this morning."
"Go. I'll see you in the morning," Daniel smiled. He wanted to ask her if she could keep her screaming down but knew that was like asking the wind not to blow.
By morning, Daniel wondered if his brother had gotten any sleep at all, but then why would he waste time on that when he had Emily next to him? He spent the night wondering if it might have been better to have checked into a hotel, or how could he soundproof the master bedroom. A couple of times, Emily's screams made him wonder if she were being injured, but when he crept down the hall, she sounded very happy.
Daniel again urged Ethan to write to let them know how he was doing. He agreed but with texts. They finished their coffees and headed to the garage. Ethan looked torn as if he wanted to find any reason to stay, but finally headed out to the car.
* * *
Daniel was relieved when Emily had her period. He was surprised having assumed that Ethan had knocked her up with two nights of unprotected sex, and had already prepared to assume fatherhood. Their lives went on, though Emily initiated sex a lot more than she previously had. He wasn't about to complain, and his fears that she would be disappointed in his much smaller cock proved to be unfounded. She came every time, sometimes more. She might have fucked his brother, but she sure was multiorgasmic with her husband.
The other change wasn't something most people would have noticed, but Emily was humming tunes almost every day now. Daniel wondered if it had been the time with his brother, or their renewed sexual energy. As they say, 'ours is not to question why...'
Emily was hornier, but mostly it was due to the memories of the incredible orgasms that Ethan gave her. In all her sexual life, two nights stood out, the two days Ethan stayed with them. Once he lost his virginity, it was as if he needed to make up for lost time. She wasn't sure, but if she had to guess, he fucked her (yes, fucked her. There was no lovemaking) 14 times. That was how many times he came. She had no clue how many orgasms she experienced. It was dozens, that was for sure. Every time she recalled feeling the man inside her, her pussy swelled and her womb throbbed eagerly. She loved Daniel and he felt good inside her, but the memories of Ethan's huge cock stiffening in her hands, her mouth, and between her tits triggered orgasm after orgasm.
Daniel soon forgot about Emily's and Ethan's night together and welcomed their renewed passion for each other. It was then that strange thoughts entered his head. Rather than relief that Ethan hadn't knocked up Emily, he felt a twinge of regret. Perhaps it was time for them to discuss being parents.
Daniel was in the office thinking about which restaurant to take Emily to. He was ready to be a father and wanted to see if Emily agreed. He had just picked up his cell to make a reservation when it chimed.
"Bro. Back from deployment. Coming out to see you tomorrow. I hope you still want to see me."
The memories of six months before flooded his brain, and he had to close his eyes and focus on breathing. What does Ethan expect? What does Emily want Ethan to do? He decided to swallow his fears and make it clear that there'd be no repeat.
"Great! It's going to be nice to see you again and glad you're OK. I'll have the guest bedroom made up for you. We put a 65" TV in there. How long is your leave? See you tomorrow."
He pressed send. That should give Ethan the message. No master bedroom this visit with Emily. Ethan responded almost immediately.
"Two weeks, but I should go see Mom and Dad, so can you put up with me for 10 days?"
Daniel thought it would have been logical to split the leave into two 1-week visits, but typed: "Cool. OK. Safe trip."
That evening, Daniel let Emily know Ethan was coming. "I'll get the guest bedroom ready for him. He should be very comfortable in there with the new bed and TV," he told his wife. He had totally forgotten about dinner reservations and discussing trying for a kid.
At noon the next day, Daniel had still not heard from his brother. He picked up his phone, "Ed. I'm heading home early. My baby brother is on leave from deployment and I'd like to be there. Sure, thanks. See you tomorrow."
He pulled into the garage and when he entered the kitchen, he stopped. "Fuck!" muttered as he heard the unmistakable sounds of fucking. Ethan's green duffel bag was on the floor next to Emily's T-shirt, shorts, bra, and panties. The usual settings on the kitchen table were shoved to the back and onto the floor. He could tell by the sounds that his brother and wife were in the living room. He didn't want to look but crept to the door and looked through.
Emily was facing away from the kitchen while straddling Ethan's huge body, her hands planted on his chest as she bounced aggressively on his cock. "Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck," she grunted each time she slammed her pussy down onto his huge shaft. "I missed your cock so much. 6 months! You left me wanting you for 6 months!" she moaned.
Daniel's knees felt weak as he saw what his wife had been missing. He hated looking but couldn't help himself. His brother's cock was massive. It had to be the angle, but, he looked to be a foot long and with a 3" girth. Emily's pussy was stretched so wide, he wondered how she wasn't screaming in pain. OK, she was screaming, but that was not a cry of pain. His stomach lurched as he heard the next words.
"Fuck! I'm cumming," she yelped. "Yes, yes, yes, yessss." She ground her pussy against the man's tight body while grunting loudly. When she felt the last of her orgasm, she collapsed onto his chest. "Fuck. I love you so much and missed you. I was so disappointed when I had my period after you left. Cum inside me, I've wanted your cock, your cum for months," she panted. "I'm at my peak and you need to make me yours."
Daniel backed out of the doorway and leaned against the kitchen wall. All his plans, their plans dissolved in front of his eyes. Having two kids, moving over to Cloverfield Estates, getting a house with a pool.... He picked up his keys and headed back to the garage.
* * *
A year later, Daniel picked up the mail and looked at the white linen envelope. He was impressed by the calligraphy and was torn between tearing it up or carefully opening it. He decided just to rip it open.
'Ethan Franks and Emily Edwards request the honor of your presence at their wedding on the date of...'
Daniel dropped the letter onto the floor and sank into a chair. He might have walked away and filed for divorce, but Emily Edwards was still the love of his life. In the back of his mind, he assumed someday they'd get back together after Emily's infatuation with his younger brother's huge cock faded. But, then a few months ago he heard that she was pregnant and he understood why they were getting married.
He looked at the paper on the floor, seeing the RSVP card. The last line triggered a bitter laugh. "____Decline with regret." Obviously, he would not be attending, but it wouldn't be with regret. He had tons of regrets, but missing out on attending the wedding of his brother and ex wasn't going to be one of them.
He thought back to how big Ethan's balls were, physically and figuratively. After Emily was impregnated, Ethan called him. Daniel didn't pick up but listened to the message.
"Bro. Look, I know you're pissed at me but I want to ask Emily to marry me. I hate how things worked out but I love her, she loves me. Anyhow, it would mean the world to me if you'd be my best man. I miss you."
That was the last time he heard his brother's voice as he blocked his number. Part of him regretted not accepting the offer as his mind raced through dozens of toast he could give but to be a witness to Emily marrying anyone else would have killed him.
It took a couple of years, but Daniel's parents stopped urging him to talk to his brother. They found out quickly that Daniel had no interest in hearing how the newlyweds were doing after he hung up as soon as they mentioned either person's name.
Daniel was at his favorite coffee shop when the barista came and sat across from him. He looked up in surprise. Even though she always smiled and was nice to him, he assumed it was because of tips. He always looked to see if she were there when he came in. She was as stunning as any woman he'd ever seen. Beautiful with long straight, golden blonde hair, full breasts, tiny waist, and...well, he couldn't see any more of her as she was always behind the counter.
"OK, look," the girls said, "I've been waiting for you to hit on me," She looked around the room at the other men, "like all these guys. I'm tired of waiting. Are you gay? Married?" she asked.
Daniel laughed, "Sorry. Neither. Just thought..." He put out a hand. "Daniel."
The girl took it with a smile, "I know. You tell me your name every time you;re in here. Jessica. Pleased to meet you. I'm off at 6 if you'd like to meet for more than coffee," she smiled.
Daniel found out that night that her ass was her best feature. They were married the following spring and ironically, they added a baby girl to their family on their first anniversary.
It was in the hospital that Daniel finally saw his ex and his brother as both flew in to be there when Jessica gave birth. Daniel gave in, hugging both as his animosity toward them had faded over time. He was surprised to be happy to see them and to finally meet his 2-year-old niece.


        It’s a Sin

        Pious mother sees porn.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/it-s-a-sin

Title: It’s a Sin

Author: barkirk

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Pious mother sees porn.

Tags: incest, son, anal, mother, priest, unprotected




No one is under 18 in this story.
Thomas lay back as Susan kissed her way up the inside of his left leg. His cock throbbed as he felt her lips, her tongue, and her golden blonde hair on the smooth skin of his inner thigh. Then he felt it. Felt strands of hair tickling his ballsack, then her nose. He heard her intake of breath as she took in his manly smell. His balls ached as she got closer and closer but he wanted to hold off until he felt Susan's lips wrap around the flared head of his cock. Her lips, and then her tongue found his scrotum as her tiny button nose slid up the underside of his throbbing cock. She was getting closer, so close, he knew that he'd get his release soon.
Sarah Spencer carried in the groceries wondering why she didn't hear the blasphemous music coming from her son's bedroom. She knew that he was home as his bike was in the garage and the milk glass was on the counter. She hummed 'How Great Thou Art' as she put everything away. As she folded up the bags she stopped and listened. Not a sound. Was Thomas OK? Or, was he sinning against God?
Thomas's hand pumped harder on his cock as he imagined Susan Price, the most spectacularly put-together girl in his class licking her way up his cock. Her small smooth hand was gently stroking his balls as she kissed, then licked his fat, fleshy shaft. Her blue eyes were looking adoringly up at him as she neared the head.
Sarah sighed as she headed down the hall to her son's room. She caught sight of herself in the full-length mirror. She stopped, doing a quick appraisal. She was showing no skin, her white blouse was buttoned up to the top, her sweater covered her cursedly full breasts, and her skirt came 4" below the knee. 'Why had the grocery boy been leering at me?' she wondered. Sure, she had what men desired: Wide hips, a narrow waist, large DD breasts, and long blonde hair. Most men didn't know about her hair as she never literally or figuratively let it down. She was stacked, she had been told that. Then, she berated herself for feeling prideful about her body. That was a sin.
No man except her husband had ever seen any part of her body, and even he rarely saw her breasts. Before he passed away, he simply pulled up her dress, took his pleasure, and then went to watch his sports. She hated how men were the only ones to derive pleasure, but she couldn't admit that as it was her wifely duty to please her man.
Susan was just under the head of his cock, her eyes still staring into his. Thomas saw the tip of her pink tongue dip into the leaking precum, eliciting a happy moan from her. He could feel her massive tits sliding along his inner thighs as her dainty hand gripped his cock, pulling it to her lips. He was close, so close...Those pink lips opened as she pulled his cock into her mouth.
Sarah put her ear to the door, a feeling of rage building as she heard what she feared. "Fap, fap, fap, fap." He knew it was a sin. More than once, she'd caught him. She spanked him just once, but the little pervert got hard and pressed his erection between her legs. She could still feel the creamy smooth skin of his ass. The memory caused her to shudder. She pushed open the door and angrily glared, hands on her hips, at her son. "Stop right there, young man. I've told you over and over, it's a sin!"
Thomas's balls screamed for release as he rolled off the bed, the image of Susan Price blown completely away. He stood, his hands partially covering his junk as his mother fumed at him, citing Matthew, Genesis, and Galatians (What the hell were Galatians?) and telling him he was destined for hell. Her eyes flicked from his face to his ballsack and back as she raged.
When she was done, she glared at the boy. "Don't look at me like that. You get dressed and come downstairs and we'll read the Bible together." She started for the door not wanting to see such filth as her 18-year-old son holding his penis.
"A sin is not letting anyone fuck that smoking body of yours," Thomas mumbled.
"What? What did you say?" Sarah roared. She strode over to the boy, her face livid.
"Nothing, really nothing," Thomas said meekly, "It was nothing."
"I heard you, young man little shit. You said, 'A￼ sin is not letting anyone fuck that smoking body of mine?' So, you're an expert on the Bible. Tell me then, why is it a sin to not let anyone fuck me?" she demanded.
Thomas wanted to hide but he decided he was fucked no matter what he said. He dropped his hands exposing his softening cock, put his hands on his hips, and looked pointedly at his mother's chest. "God created man and woman. Initially, they were naked, with pure thoughts. After eating the apple, they felt shame at exposing their bodies. Tell me, why would they feel shame in displaying the beauty of God's creations? You are the one who is denying the glory of God. Look!" he said as he stroked his cock, "This isn't a sin. This is the embodiment of God's gift to us. I'll bet you've never experienced pleasure from sex. Now, that's the real sin!"
Sarah stepped back. Just once or twice had she seen her husband's penis, and it did not look anywhere near as big as her son's. She felt strange things happening inside her body as she looked. Her nipples ached. That was new. And even though she peed recently, her bladder ached....no, tingled? It was hard to describe. She collected herself, "Sex is for procreation, not for pleasure," she said less convincingly. She tried unsuccessfully not to keep looking at the huge fat sausage dangling between her son's legs.
"Bullshit!" Thomas spat, "Read Psalms and Song of Solomon. Look. Look at your nipples," he ordered. "Even through your bulletproof bra, I can see you are excited. I'll bet your pussy is throbbing. Depriving yourself of pleasure is in direct contradiction to the teachings of the Bible. Now, that's a sin. Look at your body. You have the body of a porn star and you hide it as if a bolt of lightning would strike you dead if you allowed yourself any pleasure."
"Porn? You watch porn?" she sputtered. Where's your laptop? I told you if you ever watched any of that smut I'd take it away from you," Sarah said with renewed energy.
Thomas went over to his desk. He stopped in front of his mother. "Here, but before you take it, tell me the truth. Have you ever seen any of the videos of couples making love?"
Sarah held out her hand as she shook her head, "No. And I don't need to to know it's a sin."
Thomas stepped back, "A sin. Two people loving each other. Married couples making love? That's a sin? If they film their love and share it, please, please tell me why that's a sin." he ordered. Conveniently, he had just the videos open on one of his browsers. "Here. Sit. I'll show you just one video. These two are married," he said. "Sit. Go on. You criticize porn while never having seen it? Another sin, if you ask me."
Sarah sat next to her son, still aware of the fat member between his legs. 'Was Ted's that size?' She shook her head as she thought back 15 years. 'It wasn't even half that size hard and my boy's penis is soft.' Her attention was drawn to the screen where an apparently married couple was eating dinner. Thomas scrolled forward and Sarah watched in horror as the woman took her husband's penis into her mouth. She wanted to jump up and stop watching, but couldn't. As she leaned toward the screen, she put her hand on her son's thigh.
Thomas was gauging his mother's reaction and saw her face flush, her breathing change, and her nipples get harder, if that were possible. He was having his own reaction. His dick was throbbing back to life watching the woman expertly sucking the fat shaft, while his mother's hand edged closer to his cock. He looked at his mother's face and smiled. Her lips were parted, her tongue was running across them as she watched the blonde on the screen bob her head on her husband's cock. "This is a woman worshipping God's creation within the bounds of matrimony. How is that a sin?" Thomas asked.
Sarah wanted to argue, wanted to cite some verse, but unblinkingly shook her head. "I guess it's OK." Then, the woman got up and lay on the bed, her legs open invitingly. "Oh, my," Sarah breathed as the man put his mouth right on his wife's muff. She felt her tongue mimicking the man's before clamping her mouth shut. Without thinking, she realized she had wrapped her hand around her son's erection and was stroking him. She had never once touched a penis, never stroked one, yet, she was pumping her fist as if she did this every day. She yanked her hand back and fanned herself. "It's hot in here," she stammered. 'What? What are you doing?" she asked as her son pushed her sweater off her shoulders.
Thomas had paused the video, put it down, and began undressing his mother. "It's not a sin. It's natural and the way God meant us," he said softly as he finished unbuttoning her blouse. She made no move to stop him as he pulled the garment down her arm. She even leaned forward when he reached around to unclip her bra. "Good Lord," Thomas sighed. "You hiding these has to be the greatest sin you could commit," he said as he cupped the biggest, most perfect tits he'd ever seen. "You're a blonde Ava Addams," he said softly. On an impulse, he leaned over to take a nipple between his lips.
Sarah felt the almost electric shock shoot from her breast to her womb as her son began sucking on her incredibly sensitive nipple. Then, she realized she was again stroking his penis, but this time, she didn't stop. She put her hand behind his head pulling him closer. A voice in the back of her head was yelling at her. "Sinner! Sinner! You're a sinner!" but another voice said something that she had never said before, "Shut the fuck up!"
Thomas popped the erect nipple out of his mouth. "Stand up. Take off your skirt, pantyhose, and panties. Let's honor God by assuming our rightful states," he ordered.
Sarah faced away from her son, reached back, and unzipped the wool skirt. It fell quickly to the floor making her feel exposed. Her son could see her ass...well, her covered ass. She hesitated but then pushed her panties and pantyhose down her legs. It was then that she realized he could see her ass and crotch. Her initial shyness was gone, replaced by the powerful rush of lust. She bent over more, making sure he could see all of her. She then realized, Thomas was seeing more than her husband ever had. Then she felt it. Fingers sliding along her wet lips.
Thomas￼ groaned softly. His mother not only had the best, huge tits he had ever seen, but she also had an amazing ass. He smiled as she parted her legs, and he ran his middle finger along her wet slit. "Fuck, Mom. You're dripping. You are so ready for a good fucking."
Sarah turned, "We can't...fuck," she said, her eyes on the now huge erection jutting up between her son's legs.
Thomas nodded. "Sure we can. Let down your hair, it looks strange for you to be naked with your hair up," he said.
Sarah sighed as she pulled the hair clips out, letting her hair cascade over her breasts and down her back. "There. Are you happy?"
Thomas nodded, "Damn, Mom. You have beautiful hair and you hide it away. OK, come here. You need a cock, I can tell."
"No, no I don't," she said unconvincingly.
Thomas laughed, "You need to look at yourself. Plus, isn't lying a sin?" he asked. "OK, let's try once more. Remember, lying is a sin." He palmed her breast as she continued to stroke his cock. "Say it, say you want my cock." he ordered.
Sarah￼ moaned, "Yes. Yes, I want your cock. God forgive me, I really want it. But, it's been so long, what do I do?" she asked softly.
"Let me show you." He put his hands on his mother's ass, pulling her onto his lap. He could see by her flared pussy lips that she wanted this, knew that she wouldn't resist. As he pulled her forward, she hesitated before straddling him, then gripped his cock as she lined him up. She was looking him right in the eyes as she lowered herself onto him.
"Oh, God!" she moaned as she felt her son's cock plunge inside her almost virgin pussy. It had been 15 years since Ted was found dead in an alley with a note: 'This is what happens to fuckers that touch my wife.' Even before that, she never really felt him inside her as he wasn't that large and rarely lasted more than a couple of minutes. She raised herself before taking more inside her. How much could she take of him? Half? Half would be incredible. Then, she felt the wonderful electric jolts shoot from her breasts down to her vagina.
Thomas gripped his mother's huge tits as she slowly took more and more of him inside her. He made sure to scrape her nipples on his palms as he did that. She never looked more beautiful. Her face was flushed, her mouth was open, her eyes were closed, and she grunted each time she sank lower. "This isn't a sin, is it?" he sighed, "God meant us to enjoy our bodies, to make use of all that he made for us."
Sarah nodded as she felt her son's cock hit her cervix. "No...no, it feels so good." Then it happened, she felt her crotch press against his. She took all of him inside her. Encouraged by her son gripping her breasts, she began bouncing on his penis. The feeling was amazing. His fat shaft scraped against her vagina and clitoris causing the stimulus from her nipples to somehow combine with the feelings in her crotch. She could feel the tingling growing inside her. It was almost uncomfortable but somehow welcoming.
Thomas took a nipple between his lips, flicking his tongue on the erect nub. Then, he grabbed her full ass cheek as she bounced on his cock. He took a chance and slid his finger to her puckered asshole and when she moaned as he pressed against it, he rubbed her leaking vaginal fluids onto the hole before pushing harder.
'Dirty, dirty, dirty,' the voice said as she felt her son touching her anus. But, as she felt him rub the juices from fucking, she didn't want him to stop. "Yessss," she panted, "You feel so good. So good." Then she felt his finger go inside her asshole and she let out a deep groan. "Aaaaahhhh, yes. That's it. Play with my ass."
Thomas complied and soon had his middle finger buried in her ass up to his knuckle. His mother was grunting louder and louder with each plunge onto his cock, her skin gleamed with sweat and her blonde hair was stuck to her forehead. Then, as he added a second finger inside her rectum, she let out a scream as she had her first orgasm.
"Oh my fucking God!" she cried as the painful tingling finally peaked and exploded. It felt as if her insides were being ripped apart, but in an ecstatically pleasurable way. She wasn't aware of much other than her son's mouth on her nipple, his fingers in her ass, and his cock inside her vagina. "Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck," she panted as she felt the waves regrettably fade away. As they completely disappeared, her only thought was 'how can I get that back?'
When his mother's body went limp, Thomas shoved the laptop aside before rolling her onto her back, his cock still buried deep inside. He looked down at her, "I'm going to fuck you hard. I'm not pulling out. OK?"
Sarah nodded as her son began pistoning into her sloppy vagina. She never felt so aware of her body before, so warm. She stroked her son's chest as he clenched his face in concentration. Then, he let out a gasp and for the first time in 15 years, a man spewed his sperm inside her womb.
When he was done, he flopped down beside her. "So tell me, wasn't that long overdue?"
Sarah nodded. "It was. I'm trying to figure out what to tell Father Bryan in the confessional this Sunday."
Thomas chuckled, "You tell him that you acted on impure thoughts. He doesn't need the details."
Sarah shook her head, "I'm not so sure. It's not like this is adultery. I'll think of something. He never does, but I'm afraid he'll want to know more."
"Then tell him. Let's see if he gets hard. I'll bet you'll give him a huge boner," Thomas said. He stroked his mother's impressive tits. "Wear lighter clothing, distract him. You really have the best body I've ever seen. I'm so glad we did this."
Sarah was surprised that she had no guilt. She nodded and sighed, "I'm glad to. It was with someone I love." She pulled his face down, giving him a passionate kiss. Then she broke it, a surprised look on her face. "Are you still hard? How is that possible?"
Thomas laughed, "You really need to stand naked in front of a mirror. Any guy would recover in seconds seeing this smoking body." He rolled on top of her again, sliding in and out of her pussy.
"Fuck. Your father was good for two minutes and it took him a week to recover."
"Dad was stupid. Cheating on you. Fuck! He had the sexiest, most beautiful woman in the world right at home, and he went and fucked someone's wife?" He picked up the pace as he watched those wonderful tits bounce.
Sarah had a thought. "This feels good, but do guys like...you know, doing it in a butt?"
Thomas nodded, "You have no idea. Would you like to try?" he asked.
"Will it hurt?" she asked. "I mean, I liked it when you put your fingers in there."
"At first, but I'll be patient. You'll get used to it." He said that, but he'd never tried it. On the other hand, he had done his research so he knew what to do. He pulled out and got off the bed. "Get on your hands and knees, ass in the air. I'll go get some Vaseline."
Sarah waited in the most vulnerable position she'd ever put herself in. She could feel the cool air on her ass and crotch. Then, she scanned her memory of her Bible readings and could find no passage prohibiting anal sex. As she thought about that, she heard Thomas come back in. His finger pushing cool gel into her asshole felt good and she eagerly awaited his penis pushing inside her.
Thomas wondered what anal sex would feel like but never in a million years would he have thought it would be with his mother. He stroked the gel onto his cock as he came down the hall. He felt a surge of arousal as he took in his naked mother, on her hands and knees, with her ass facing him. He took a glob of the gel and pressed it inside her ass. She was pushing back which surprised him. Then, after putting down the container, he got behind her, admiring her brown puckered hole, and pressed the head of his cock against her. All his reading suggested that he would have to push hard to pop in, but he slid in with little resistance. His mother let out a deep groan as he penetrated her rectum. This was a completely different feeling from fucking a pussy...at least, his mother's pussy. Where her vagina was evenly tight, her ass felt generally looser except for her sphincter, which was very tight. The ring gripped his cock wonderfully as he pumped in and out of her.
Sarah never thought that anyone would be buggering her, and the thought would have totally disgusted her. But the feeling of her ass being filled was incredible. Then, another first. As her boy slammed into her ass, she reached between her legs and rubbed her twat. At first, it felt strange, but the more she rubbed, the more natural it felt.
Thomas decided that as good as fucking a nice tight pussy felt, he'd need to find girlfriends who liked, or at least tolerated anal sex. This was another level of fucking. His mother was grunting loudly with each deep thrust, her hand rapidly frigging her pussy, and his balls were loudly slapping against the back of her hand as they fucked. Thomas looked over at the dresser and saw their image from the side. His mother's tits looked huge hanging down what looked to be a foot. They were swaying back and forth and it looked as if she had bent her arms so her nipples were sliding across his bedspread.
Sarah was feeling the friction from the cloth against her nipples and between that, her ass being wonderfully filled up, and her fingers rubbing her clit, she again felt the tingling building up inside her. Her son's fucking was slowing down as if pacing himself and she wanted to feel her 2nd ever orgasm with a cock filling up her ass. She rubbed harder and she felt the tingling rise rapidly as it had the last time.


Thomas realized that it was a good thing that he had already cum as this felt so much better and from what he had read, guys should hold off until their partners came. Then, he heard the loud guttural groan as his mother came. He grabbed her ass cheeks more firmly and returned to aggressively fucking her ass. Within seconds of her orgasm, he flooded her rectum with a huge deposit.
They collapsed on their sides, breathing heavily. Thomas's cock was firmly embedded in his mother's ass as they both passed out. A little later, Sarah woke up from wonderfully erotic dreams with her son again fucking her ass. She moaned happily as she reached back to cup his ass encouraging him.
After dinner, Sarah suggested Thomas sleep in her bedroom which became the norm. Well, sleep was a poor word. Thomas was often awakened by his mother's mouth or pussy engulfing his cock.
* * *
The following Sunday, Sarah's mind was in turmoil. What would she say to Father Bryan? She arrived an hour before Mass and waited. It must have been a popular week to sin as it was 45 minutes before she entered the confessional. As she headed for the wooden door, she felt dread as Father Bryan's sermons stressed being strong and avoiding sin. Damnation and hell awaited those who sinned and showed no repentance. She felt only joy and no repentance for fucking her son.
She could make out the shadow of the younger man through the screen. "Bless me Father, for I have sinned. It has been a month since my last confession. I had lustful thoughts that I acted on. I, um, I let a man use me for his pleasure, or actually, both our pleasures," she stammered. "I committed adultery." She hoped that would be enough, but the Father told her this was a minor sin as she wasn't married so it wasn't technically adultery.
"I don't feel like you are being honest. Adultery is a serious sin, since yours wasn't adultery, why are you confessing? What aren't you telling me? God's mercy is strong as long as you are being honest. Tell me if you desire absolution for your sins," he ordered.
Sarah was surprised. Every other time she came to the confessional, she stated her sins. Father Bryan never asked her to expound, but told her God's mercy is more powerful than her sins and had her say some prayers. Finally, she told him the entire story, leaving nothing out. The initial opening of her legs to her son; the desire to be buggered; her son moving into her bedroom and the ensuing sex. She told him all, how she was almost addicted to cock (a word that she never thought she'd say) and the wonderful orgasms. She waited, hearing only the man's breathing. Then, he spoke.
"Are you repentant and determined to resist all future temptations?"
Sarah wanted to say yes, but paused. "I'd like to, I really would," she said softly. "My mind is filled with lustful thoughts and the taste and feel of a hard cock."
"Let me think on it. After mass, come to my rectory at 10 this morning. I will have your penance then. Yours is a complex issue and I do not want to be rash."
After Mass, Sarah walked around the church, down the drive to the rectory. She was about to ring the bell when the door opened. Father Bryan smiled at her as he stepped aside to let her in. She wondered what her penance would be having sinned so rarely, she never had to do much more than say a prayer or two. She followed him into his office, having passed the small meeting room.
"Sit," Father Bryan said, waving at a chair in front of his desk. He sat on the edge of his desk appraising the beautiful older woman. Father Bryan was just 29 and understood lust, having a wild youth. It was after his 2nd arrest as a juvenile that he was taken under the wing of the parish priest. That led to seminary and his own parish just the year before. Sarah Spencer was an intriguing woman. Since he arrived in town, he'd only seen her dress in ways that would make the Amish look like loose women, but the past two Sundays, she wore pretty summer dresses showing a bit of chest. On any other woman, it would seem ultra-conservative, but on Sarah, it was quite risqué.
"So, have you considered turning away? Showing remorse for your sins?" he asked kindly.
Sarah wanted to say yes, but she shook her head instead. "I know it's a sin, I know I should be strong, but seeing a man's..." She suddenly realized where the Father was and where she was. His crotch was a couple of feet in front of her and she could make out a fat bulge running down his left leg. He was getting hard. Her confession gave him an erection!
"Say it. Say the word. When you shy from a word, you give it power," he said in a voice that was no longer kind, but firm.
"Cock. When I see a man's cock, my son's cock, my mouth waters, my...my pussy gets wet and I want to touch it, hold it, taste it," she said, her eyes fixed on the growing member under the black slacks.
Father Bryan shook his head, "I cannot give you your penance until I see and hear sincerity. If you cannot resist temptation, resist succumbing to your lustful urges, there is no salvation for you." He unzipped his pants as he slid off the desk. "Get on your knees. I need to see how strong you are," he ordered.
Sarah's mouth watered, her pussy throbbed as she dropped to her knees, her face mere inches from the man's cock as he pulled it out. He was rock hard and the spear-like head was pointing right at her lips. She knew this was a test and she should turn her head and rise, but unbidden, her hand wrapped around the fat shaft, her lips parted, and she took him into her mouth.
Father Bryan sighed, "I'm very disappointed in you. You showed no sign of remorse for your lustful actions. No, don't stop. You need to finish what you start." He reached down and pulled up on the summer dress.
Sarah popped the nice cock out of her mouth as she raised her arms. Without being told, she undid her bra and slid her panties off before taking him back into her mouth.
Father Bryan undid the pins holding her hair as he plopped his butt back onto the desk. "I'll give you this. You are a skilled cocksucker, that will not go unnoticed in God's eyes," he panted. He grabbed one of her tits and moaned, "My God. You are a blessed woman. Skilled cocksucker and with marvelous tits. Get up and lie back on my desk," he said, as he pushed her mouth off his cock. He had been close ever since she described her lurid past two weeks.
Sarah smiled happily as first, she wanted to get up off the hard floor and second, her pussy was throbbing with a need for cock. She lay back, ignoring the cold hardwood, put her feet on the desk as far apart as she could, let herself be pulled to the edge, and watched as the Father shoved his cock deep inside her with one hard thrust. "Oooohhhh, yesss," she groaned as he grabbed her huge tits as leverage to piston into her tight hole. His cock was smaller than Thomas's but he was rougher. It was arousing how used she felt and how powerless she was under his assault on her pussy.
Father Bryan had often confessed to having lust in his heart, but never acted on any of those urges. His slight twinge of regret was overpowered by the joy he felt fucking the sexiest woman he'd ever seen. His large hands couldn't contain her massive tits, her sopping pussy might be the tightest he'd ever felt, and her loud grunts encouraging him made her the best fuck he'd ever had. She hadn't cum yet, but after hearing her confession he was getting close. He pulled out and ordered her to get down, press her chest onto the desk, and offer him her ass.
"Yes, Father," Sarah panted as she immediately complied. She pulled her ass cheeks apart as her pastor grabbed the cruet of sacramental oil. "Please fuck my ass. Cum inside me, use me," she panted.
Father Bryan had fucked many women in his youth, but it had been a while since he had access to a great ass and he almost came just rubbing the oil onto his cock. He was amazed at how easily he was able to plunge in, followed by another surprise as the beautiful blonde woman came almost as soon as he fully penetrated her rectum. As he slammed hard into her, his skin slapping loudly on hers, he gritted his teeth wanting this to last. On the other hand, perhaps he didn't need to make it last if she were required to come back over and over.
"Say it. Say you feel remorse for your slutty behaviors," he growled. '
Sarah was just coming down from another incredible orgasm. She shook her head, "I can't. I need cock. I need to be fucked and used," she panted. "Oooohhhh!" she cried as the Father's large hand spanked her right cheek.
"If you don't feel remorse then you'll have to see me after Mass every week. You will atone for your sins against God." He spanked her left cheek. Then, just as he spanked her again, she let out a cry as she came again. "You are a depraved woman and I'm going to fuck your evil thoughts out of your head. You got that?" he asked.
Sarah's grunts were incoherent as she gripped the far side of the desk. The intense orgasmic waves seemed to go on forever as she thought about being used by this man. Maybe he'd get the bishop or the deacons to help drive out her slutty desires. As the pleasurable pulses faded, she felt Father Bryan slam once more against her ass as he spewed his hot sperm inside her. She felt his heavy body lying on top of her, his hot breath against her ear.
"I'm going to make it my top priority to bring you back into the fold, even if it takes me all year," he said.
Sarah's pussy throbbed as she considered it. "I'm sorry to be such a burden. I'll try to be good, I really will. I hate to think that you'll be doing this all alone. It must be tough to take on so much for all your parishioners."
Father Bryan smiled, "It takes a village and all that. Trust me. I'll engage as many of the more pious men to assist me. Don't make plans for your upcoming Sundays as we'll be driving the devil out of your body."
Sarah let out a deep groan as she felt another orgasm build up inside her. Images of the many men she had seen in church flashed through her mind as she came once again. Father Bryan pulled out of her ass and slammed into her sopping pussy as she came, adding to the powerful feelings.
When Sarah finally went limp on the desk, he pulled out and tenderly stroked her ass. "God loves you and so do I. We'll get you back into the fold, even if it takes years. I'll never abandon you," he said softly.
"Thank you, Father. It means a lot that you are there for me," she said as she slid onto the floor. She looked up at him, "Let me clean you up. It's the least I can do."
Father Bryan looked down at the beautiful woman sucking him back to life and smiled in anticipation.
* * *
After Thomas headed off to college, Sarah was grateful for the support she received from the church. Not only was she more involved in the charitable events, but many of the men stopped by to make sure she didn't need anything or was lonely. Father Bryan's commitment to her was admirable. He never missed a Sunday, never broke off their weekly sessions, even with the remarkable increase in many of the married men confessing to committing adultery.
Every Sunday, Sarah knelt on the floor knowing she should resist her urges, but when Father Bryan and the other men pulled out their cocks, she hated to disappoint them, but her hands and mouth were all over the rigid shafts. Father Bryan moved their weekly sessions into the meeting room as the couches were a lot more comfortable than his desk.
Thomas had other problems. Every break, he'd turn down invites saying that he should visit his widowed mother at home as she was all alone. They accused him of being a mamma's boy. Even when she came for a visit, he'd keep her company at her hotel.
Sarah's hemlines went from 4" below her knees to 4" above which meant she had to be more careful when crossing her legs in church. She no longer wore panties as for some reason the men fought over who would keep them as souvenirs. It wasn't as if they were anything special, but still, they wanted them.
Sarah never found absolution, but she felt embraced by the entire parish, even many of the women were there for her.
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Everyone is at least 18.
It was a normal dinner at the Thomas's house. Sharon Thomas made pizzas, and she and her son Jimmy ate in silence. As for Joseph, well, he was rarely around for dinner. Work was his usual excuse. Jimmy just turned 18 and was a good-looking kid. Even though he was a senior, his sexual experiences remained solo.
Sharon still had her youthful beauty and could be mistaken for a woman in her 20s. She had her same slender figure with tight abs, full breasts, and an ass that flexed appealingly when she walked by. Her complexion was clear, though her blonde hair had a few grey hairs, she had small crows' feet by her eyes, and slight smile lines on her face.
Joseph Thomas was at a 'business dinner,' which was the norm. He still dressed and acted as if he were still the star QB, prom king, and desired by all the girls. He often made excuses for not being able to make it home, one of which was that night; thus, he wasn't there. Tonight's excuse was that a client was in town.
Sharon broke the silence. "I know you'll say fine, but how was school?"
Jimmy shrugged. "It was...sorry. I'm doing great. I should get all As again, except in Chem. I'm stuck with Bobby as my lab partner. He's not all that bright and keeps screwing up."
"He's a nice boy. You'd be doing him a favor if you help him along."
Jimmy shook his head. "I could, but you don't know him. He's not that nice, I mean, to women. He is always nice to you, but..."
Sharon shrugged, "He's always so polite. Thanks me when I pay him. Calls me Mrs. Thomas. He seems humble and polite. When he leaves, it's always with a friendly wave. I like the boy."
Jimmy groaned, "He has you fooled. You should hear him at school. There's never any Mrs. or polite words. He says crude things. Just be careful with him."
"I guess he is different around his fellow students. He's always been the perfect gentleman around me. I'll observe him on Saturday when he cuts our grass. I know you'll be at work, but I know that he'll be very gentlemanly."
"I'm telling you, Mom, he's bad news," Jimmy said urgently, "I heard him bragging in the lunch room how he's going to...um, do you," he finished lamely.
Sharon laughed, "Do me? That's what he said?" she asked.
Jimmy blushed, "In so many words, yes. And, he's made comments to me in lab, asking me rude questions about you."
"I'd have thought kids today would have come up with better descriptors. Let's start over. You were in the lunch room and saw Bobby Taylor talking to his friends? Ok, and tell me exactly what he said...I mean exactly."
"Please don't be mad at me, I'm just repeating what he said," Jimmy sighed, "He said he has you right where he wants you, that you're so wet around him he could smell your arousal. Once he got your pants off, he'd bend you over the kitchen table and slide right in. Then he bragged that this weekend, since your old man's out of town, and I'll be working, he'd have a good 4 hours to fuck your brains out. When one of the kids told him he was full of shit, he said that you're dripping for his cock and after cutting the grass, he'll fuck you in your bed and have you screaming for more," the boy stammered. "He'll prove it with photos and videos. There was more, but..." not seeing any sign of shock on his mother's face, "That doesn't piss you off?"
"Why should it?" she smiled. "It's nice at my age to be appreciated. Lord knows your dad doesn't seem to notice me anymore; he's always off golfing, playing poker with the guys, and, well, other things. I might just take Bobby up on that offer of his cock. Have you seen it, you know, in gym class?" she asked.
"Mom!" Jimmy cried, "Leaving, can't stay, bye!" He started to get up from the table.
"Hang on, young man, sit. Here," she went to the fridge and grabbed a Coke, "Maybe I'm being blunt," she said as she poured the cola into a glass for the boy, "but tell me something, how often do you look at girls and think similar thoughts?"
"Some...ok, a lot. But I don't say those things out loud in the lunch room," Jimmy protested.
"So, are you mad because Bobby is being honest about what he wants or mad because you aren't?" Sharon asked.
"What? Neither...both...shit! Dad's right, never argue with a lawyer, they'll always win since they twist everything you say."
"It's not completely about winning or losing. It's about establishing the truth. Ok, say it straight. Think about a girl and tell me graphically what you'd like to happen," his mom said softly. She came around the table to sit closer to her son.
"I'd like to kiss her, to hold her...you know, make love with her," he blushed.
"Damn! You're going to make your future wife very content and barely get her aroused. I told you to be honest. How about you'd like to get her naked, suck on her tits?" she asked as she glanced at the boy's crotch. "I see that interests you...then push her head down so she could suck your cock? Then, before you flood her mouth with your hot cum, you climb between her wide-open legs and drive your cock into her? Then pound her so hard that she screams in ecstasy, then empty your balls into that nice, tight cunt?"
"Oh, man..." Jimmy blushed, "I would never say that."
"I know, which is why Bobby might be getting his dick wet this Saturday and you'll be stroking yours," she smiled at his tenting pants that he was trying to hide.
"Mom! You can't be serious, you're..." he sputtered.
"Old? Thanks a lot," Sharon spat.
"No, you're a mom, a mother. You're not old, in fact, you're... good-looking," he said.
"Good looking? Christ, damned with faint praise," she looked at herself in the mirror across the room.
"Ok, you're hot. OK? The guys at school call you a MILF, it means..."
"I know what it means. But you don't think I am? Fuckable? That makes me feel sad," she sighed. "I'm going to go get dressed. You can make your own lunch for tomorrow," she said as she got off the chair.
"Mom! Wait!" Jimmy jumped up, putting a hand on his mom's shoulder. He turned her and looked at her differently. She was beautiful. Her skin was clear, her blue eyes were mesmerizing, and few girls at school had breasts like hers. "I...um," he started to say. He caught sight of her breasts straining the fabric of her shirt and looked longer than was appropriate. Her heavy breathing was making it hard not to look at the swell of her tits.
Sharon laughed, "You are checking me out. Checking to see if I'd be fun to fuck. Am I right?" She put her arms behind her back, accentuating her full breasts.
Jimmy pried his eyes off her thin T-shirt, "God, Mom! Sure, yes, I'd fuck you in a flash if I could. If that's what you want to hear, but I was also thinking you're too good for a guy like Bobby."
"Is that why you stopped hugging your mother?" she asked. "No more motherly kisses?'
Jimmy shook his head. He stopped letting his mother hug him because she'd feel his chubby against her. It was happening a lot lately. Then, she stepped over to pull him close. He wrapped his arms around her, but stuck out his butt so she couldn't feel his growing erection.
"Do it right," she whispered, "If you got it, own it, and no one can accuse you of trying to hide something," she said into his ear as she palmed his ass, pulling him against her. "There. That's all I want. A man to show appreciation for me, Lord knows it's been two months since your father touched me, got hard because of me."
Jimmy could feel his mom's large breasts smashed against him, but it was the feel of her pronounced pubic bone moving back and forth on his hard cock that sparked his imagination.
The boy's body heat made her want to drop to her knees. Sadly, she was a good mother, and Jimmy had to get to work. "Ok, apology accepted for implying I'm too old to fuck. Get to work. I'll tell you what, in gym class tomorrow, find a young man...at least 18, I'm not going to jail...an endowed young man who could tempt me not to open my legs for Bobby. Ok?" she said softly. "If you can't, then I'll invite Bobby in for lemonade after he cuts the grass; perhaps he'll need a shower since he'll be hot and sweaty." She sighed, "It makes sense, your dad never does any chores, so I might as well add fucking me to the list of things I need someone to do."
Jimmy looked at his mom, "Um. I shouldn't tell you this, but do you remember Derek Bradley?"
"The blond boy on your baseball team? Center field, if I remember," she looked curiously at her son. "Marilyn and Joe are members at the club. Why?"
"Well, since we're being blunt, he got in my face yesterday. His parents are getting a divorce. He told me Dad has been boning his mom...Marilyn," the boy stammered. "I told him he's full of shit, but thought you should know." He studied his Mom's face. "You knew about that or suspected."
Sharon laughed bitterly, "When it comes to people casting aspersions at your dad, I no longer question them. He's, um, enjoyed some private time with at least a half-dozen of the women in our social circle." She looked at her son, "Ok, I'm going to tell you this. Your father is gifted. He was blessed with a huge cock, and incredible stamina, and after cumming, he stays rock-hard. He once orgasmed three times before losing his erection. Too much information?" she asked.
"Wow! Ok, here we are in a conversation I never imagined having with my mom, but I...um, well, I need to jerk off twice so I can get soft. I guess I got that from Dad."
Sharon smiled, "I'm glad. Had you gotten those kinds of genes from my family...let's just say...let's just drop it," she blushed. "You have to get to work, hell, you're late as it is. Grab your stuff, I'll drive you rather than you biking."
* * *
Jimmy wanted to get his mom to expound on her gene comment, but she kept changing the subject as she drove him to his job. It shouldn't have bothered him, but there was a micro-expression on her face that he'd never seen before.
The next day, he forgot about that as he focused on his classes, but after gym in the locker room, he remembered his mom's instructions and surreptitiously looked at his classmates' cocks. Ok, they were flaccid, but none were what he'd call large. More than once, he was caught looking and stammered, "Mr. James' Health class. He said 80% of Americans are circumcised...I was just curious. Trust me, I'm not gay or anything."
The rest of the day, some of the other guys looked strangely at him. He was going to kill Mom when he got home. Maybe letting Bobby have a go at her was what she deserved. On the other hand, he didn't relish the prospect of listening to the asshole brag to all his friends.
He was sitting on the couch watching SportsCenter when his mom got back from work. "Dad called. He'll be working late," he said as she walked in. "He'll grab some dinner at the office."
"He'll grab some pussy, you mean," Sharon sighed sadly. "I need a drink."
"I'll get it," Jimmy said, "Cab?"
Sharon leaned back as her son went to the kitchen before returning with the glass of wine. "Thanks. Damn, you have any idea how long it's been since Joseph brought me some wine?" she sighed. "You're already a better husband than he is."
Jimmy flopped down and put his Coke on the side table, "Well, perhaps not great though," he sighed. "I found out looking at the guys' cocks in gym class might get you flagged as gay," he moaned.
Sharon laughed, "Oh, God! Did you go looking for a big cock for me? I totally forgot about that."
"You forgot. Now you tell me. I thought you told me to find you a big cock, otherwise you're going to do, um, fuck Bobby," he groaned, "I checked the guys in my gym class, and they noticed, even made a few comments. I should call up that asshole and tell him to come on over and do what he wants. Then I'll jump in for sloppy seconds to prove I'm not gay...Sorry, I am just a bit pissed."
Sharon looked at her son, "Or maybe you did find someone with a big cock," she said softly, "I know you'll be honest, but who has the biggest cock in your gym class?"
"Shit. Um, Steve Walters is pretty big, Daryl Carter..." he was looking at the ceiling as he tried to recall.
"I said of everyone in your gym class. Are you thinking of everyone?" she asked as she stroked her son's thigh.
"I am. Mom, look, it was not great that I was checking the guy's junk out...so...wait!" he sputtered as she gripped his hardening cock with a knowing look. "You're my mother and I...we..."
"We're what?" Sharon unzipped the boy's pants and pulled out his cock. She paused to admire the shape, the size, a slight smile on her face as she stroked him. "What are we?" she asked sweetly. This crack was even fatter than her husband's, she thought as she unconsciously licked her lips. She looked her son in his eyes and saw he had lain back, his eyes on her chest. She leaned down to take his cock into her mouth.
"We're...oohhhh wow!" he sighed as his mother's lips wrapped over his plump head. Without thinking, he put a hand on her soft hair as she licked his shaft.
Sharon looked up, "What are we?" She idly stroked his cock, "Come on. Tell me, or I'll stop right here."
"We're...a man and a woman, a fucking hot woman with a great body and amazing tits," Jimmy panted. "Do that again, please?"
"Good boy. Now, where were we? Oh yeah." Sharon sucked on his cock a few times before sitting back up, still stroking the boy's cock, "Tell me honestly, whose cock is the biggest in your class?"
Jimmy was looking at his mother's cleavage as he felt the aching in his balls increase, "Um, mine, I guess. I never saw any of them hard but...ohhhh," he groaned as he watched his mom lean over to take more of him into her mouth. He never even received a handjob from a girl before, and here was his mother taking almost all of him into her mouth. She was doing something with her tongue that caused his balls to ache. He tried to push her head up, but she dove deeper onto his cock. "Mom...Mom...I'm...shit!" he spat as he erupted in her mouth. Had she not been sucking on him, he swore the spurts would have hit the ceiling.
Sharon swallowed the tangy hot jets of sperm, moaning happily. She loved it when men came in her mouth and barely had to work to get this gift. She sucked on the fat shaft until he had no more cum to give her. Her boy wasn't lying when he said he stayed hard after cumming. His cock was still a rigid shaft. She popped his cock out of her mouth, wiped her face, and stood. "Stroke your cock as you look at me," she ordered. She stood, facing him.
Jimmy looked unblinking as his mother unbuttoned her blouse before slipping it off. He could see her pale nipples through the lacy bra. He wondered if she had big or tiny nipples, and he was happy to see her areolae were about 3" in diameter.
Sharon studied her son's face as she reached behind to unzip her skirt. When it fell to the floor, she widened her stance so he could get a good look up between her legs. She hadn't planned on doing this, but she had on her tiniest, sheerest thong, and she knew he could see her dirty blonde pubes and her tight slit through the thin fabric. His eyes were wide, but his mouth was open as he licked his lips. "Bra or panties next?" she asked.
"Fuck!" Jimmy breathed. He wanted to say 'both' but nodded down toward her pussy. "Panties. I want to see your..."
'Thong," she said softly as she pulled out the waistband. "And say it, you want to see my pussy, or my cunt. Say what you mean, tell me what you want."
Jimmy groaned. "Take off your thong so I can see your...cunt. I want to see your tight cunt," he panted. His hand was stroking his cock rapidly as he watched. He leaned forward as she slid her thong down her legs, taking in her sweet, pungent aroma. "Fuck! You are so beautiful." He looked at her face and saw she was waiting for her next instruction. "On the couch. Lie back on the couch and open your legs." He smiled as she immediately complied, lying back with one foot on the floor and the other up on the back of the couch. "That's it. Now stroke your pussy for me."
Sharon loved men who took charge, which is what attracted her to Joseph on their first date. Even before they arrived at the restaurant, he pulled the car off the road, pulled behind some trees, and got out. He went around, opened the passenger door, and led her in front of the hood. In the headlights, he stood back, arms folded, and ordered her to strip. He folded his arms and said in a firm, but quiet voice. 'Depending on how you do, we'll eat at McDonald's or at Nelson's Steak House.' She got instantly wet hearing him. Every other guy she had dated treated her as if she were some fragile piece of china. Joseph pushed her to her limits and loved it. She had a terrific steak that night, even though her ass was sore and cum kept seeping out.
Jimmy had to slow down his jerking off as he watched his mother rapidly stroking her sopping pussy. He never thought about it in his fantasies, but all his senses were engaged. He could smell her sweet, tangy arousal, hear the wet sloshing of her swollen labia, see the flashes of pink as she parted her lips, and he could virtually taste her copious fluids. He just needed to touch her to complete the quintet. "Good girl," he said softly as he crawled between her legs. Even though he was a virgin, hours and hours of research on the web told him what to do. He pulled her hand away, pressed his middle finger at the base of her slit, and pushed inside her. 'Wow! So velvety smooth,' he thought. He had wondered what a vagina would feel like, and this was so much better than he expected, so fucking tight.
Sharon let out a low, deep moan as the first man in weeks penetrated her tight vagina. Then, she opened her legs wider as her son ran his tongue up her throbbing slit to her clit. It might have been weeks since a part of any man had been inside her, but it had been years since a man tasted her pussy. She remembered lying on the seat in the starting QB's F150 when she had a guy go down on her. She should have been pissed, should have slapped him, but the next Monday it was all over school that she had the best tasting cunt that Derek had ever tasted. It seemed every guy wanted to discover for themselves if it were true. How could a girl say no to that? She learned to return the favors and became quite popular. By the time she entered college, she had added that skill to her reputation.
Jimmy added a second finger as he lapped up her flowing juices, listening to her moaning. It was a rush to think that he was doing this right for the first time. He looked at her face, never imagining his mother would look so flushed, so lost in what he was doing. She had pulled up her bra and was pulling on her beautiful nipples. Without knowing why, he sensed it was time. He sat up, wiped his face, and crawled between her legs. "I'm going to fuck you so hard, you'll laugh at Bobby if he makes a move on you, got it?"
Sharon felt a rush that she hadn't felt in years as she pulled her son on top of her. She watched intently as his huge, flared head pressed into her sopping pussy. Then she felt him. Felt him push between her swollen lips. "Fuck! Oh, wow...so big," she panted as he forcefully pushed inside.
Jimmy smiled. He was inside a pussy...finally. He dreamt that it would be the more homely girls, Stacy, or Brenda, but never his mom. Or, possibly the sexy Mary, who was reputed to never have turned down a cock. The problem was, he never knew how to make her the offer of his cock. His mother's hands were on his hips, letting him know how far he could penetrate her neglected cunt. It was a little more each time. As he penetrated deeper, her gasps got louder.
Sharon was looking at her son's face. His mouth was open, his eyes focused on her plump tits. The stinging was fading as he penetrated more deeply inside her. She took her hands off his hips to remove her bra. She wanted to be as naked as possible for her son. She smiled at hearing his hissing intake of breath. She was proud of her breasts, having men pause and admire them. She lost count of how many pearl necklaces she had received in her life. She slid her hands onto his ass as she grunted softly. As if being taken off leash, her son started fucking her, really fucking her. She closed her eyes, feeling the raw power unleashed on her sopping pussy. This was so much better than her fantasies of getting fucked. She was surprised to hear her loud moans echoing so loudly in the living room. She'd always been vocal, but never this vocal.


Jimmy rhythmically fucked her tight cunt, reveling in the incredible feeling of being inside a pussy for the first time, realizing that it was his mother. That would probably have disturbed most boys, but the thought made him seemingly harder and more aroused. The harder he pounded into her, the more her tits flopped on her chest, and the louder her groans were. Any worries that he might have been hurting her were lifted as she stroked his chest, her eyes closed, mouth open, deep, unnatural grunts coming from her. She lifted her legs, opening her pelvis to him as if trying to get him as deep inside her as he could, so he slammed even harder inside her. Her grunts got louder and louder until she let out a scream as she came.
This was her first orgasm in years while being fucked, and it was either her memories had faded, or her son gave her the most powerful orgasm she'd ever had. The intense tingling had been growing and growing inside her, and when it peaked and exploded, she almost passed out. As it was, powerful waves of pleasure pulsed through her body. She had lifted her ass off the couch, pushing her cunt hard against his huge cock.
Jimmy had never seen a woman orgasm, or perhaps he had. He never could tell in the porn videos if the girls were faking it or if they were truly cumming. This was an orgasm. Of that, he had no doubt. His mother's face and chest were bright red, her skin glistening with sweat, and her breathing was a series of gasps. He ground his pelvis hard against her as she writhed beneath him. He was amazed at how long her orgasm lasted. It had to be 4 times his. When she let out a long, deep groan and went limp, he leaned down and did something he never thought he would do. He kissed his mother.
Sharon opened her mouth, meeting his tongue with hers as the boy pistoned into her pussy. They were both panting and moaning into their mouths as he rapidly thrust into her sloshing cunt. Then, she felt it. He was fighting his impending orgasm. She knew the signs, so she stroked his nipples, their mouths planted, their moans almost synced. She pulled him into her with her heels on his ass so she'd get his cum inside her.
Jimmy wondered if he should pull out, but with his mother's legs wrapped around his ass, he had no choice. In the back of his mind, he wondered if he'd prefer a brother or a sister, letting out a frustrated groan as he shot a potent load deep inside his mother's womb.
Sharon stroked her son's nipples as she felt spasm after spasm of cum jet inside her. She mentally calculated her cycle, and it should be OK. On the other hand, she always wanted a daughter. When he let out his last satisfied moan, she held him tight as they both fell asleep.
Sharon awoke with a jolt. She pushed her son away, his semi-hard cock buried inside her. "Jimmy, fuck, Jimmy. It's 11, and your Dad should be home soon." She looked at the clock as she pushed the boy off the couch and onto the floor. She moaned in frustration as she felt his cock rip out of her pussy. She would have loved another fuck session with the boy's huge cock, but even though her husband probably was just zipping up his pants before heading home, being caught fucking your son was rarely a good look.
Jimmy grabbed his clothes just as he heard the garage door open. He ran down the hall as his mother quickly pulled on her clothes.
Sharon just sat down on the couch cushion, feeling Jimmy's cum seeping out of her. She'd have to wait until Joseph wasn't looking before getting up and flipping the cushion. She needn't have bothered. Joseph nodded at her before heading down the hall to the bedroom. She heard the shower turn on and shook her head. A waft of cheap perfume blew by. The bastard didn't even try to hide the scent of his latest whore on him.
Over the next few days, Jimmy had to work, and his Dad made excuses every night. Sharon wondered if she would regret fucking her son, but it was the opposite. He never indicated anything had changed and never flirted or hugged her. Did he have regrets? She had regrets at not being able to get more of his cock. Friday came, and Jimmy didn't have to work. Joseph called to explain that he had to go out of town for business and would be back Sunday evening.
"The only businessman in the world who goes away for 'business' on a weekend. How fucking stupid does he think I am?" she sighed.
Jimmy choked on his Coke. "OK, this might be a coincidence, but Derek told me his Mom had to go visit her mother this weekend. They were supposed to be in a mother/son golf tourney."
Sharon shook her head, "No coincidence. I saw them over at the club. Your dad was behind Marilyn, showing her how to hold a club. I don't think the golf shaft was the only shaft he was presenting her." She turned to look at her son, "Look. We never talked about it, but are you OK with us...you know, hooking up?" she asked tentatively.
Jimmy laughed. "Hooking up? Really Mom? We fucked. And to answer your question, OK might be the weakest word describing how I feel. All week I've been replaying everything we did, and all I've been able to think of is how we can do that again."
Sharon unbuttoned her blouse. 'Let me think about that," she said as she opened it up to expose her lacy bra. "I suppose you could pour me a glass of wine. That's always a good start." She pulled off her white blouse and tossed it aside. "Or, you could rub my feet, I love having my feet rubbed," she said as she stood, unzipped her skirt, letting it join her blouse on the floor.
Jimmy's cock throbbed to life as he watched his mother do a sexy striptease. "I could do both, I suppose," he said.
Sharon nodded. "I also love a good shoulder massage." She reached back, unclipped her bra. After shrugging it down her arms, she stretched. "Nothing beats a man's hands working the kinks out of my muscles. Men can't resist letting their hands wander down across my collarbone to my boobs. Of course, there are less subtle ways to get in my panties," she said as she pushed them down her legs, "you could just tell me to sit on your face."
Jimmy pulled his mother close, "Come here and sit on my face," he said as he grabbed her ass, pulling her against his mouth.
"Aaahhh, nice," Sharon sighed. "See? That wasn't so hard, was it?" She then giggled as she was pulled back onto her boy's face as he lay back on the couch.
Jimmy fantasized about getting his mother off with his tongue all week, remembering how she tasted. Kids at school joked about how bad it was, and they either never tried it or had the wrong partner. His Mom had a strong, tangy taste that was incredibly arousing. All week, he lay in bed jerking off as he recalled how great she tasted. His cock throbbed to life as he licked and sucked. He loved her straddling his face as her pussy opened up more, and he was able to grip those tight ass cheeks as he pushed his tongue inside her.
At first, Sharon thought she'd enjoy her son's oral ministrations and then climb onto his cock, but feeling the boy's tongue penetrate her vagina as deeply as a couple of her previous lovers, she groaned and opened her legs wider. Not only did he fuck her tight hole with his tongue, but he also ground his chin against her clit. 'Holy fuck! This boy might be the most natural cunt-licker I've ever had eat me out,' she thought. The wonderful tingling was growing inside her when his middle finger found her puckered asshole.
Jimmy was impressed with the amount of vaginal fluid he had to swallow and used some of that to lubricate his finger. 'Motherfucker!' he thought, 'So tight.' His finger was gripped so hard by her sphincter that he wondered how guys could ever get their cocks inside. His attention was drawn back to stimulating her sopping pussy as her grunts got louder. He rapidly finger fucked her ass as she let out a cry, cumming hard on his face. He wondered what had happened, but swallowed the huge gush of sweet fluids.
"Oh, my fucking God!" Sharon cried as the tingling inside grew, and grew to an almost agonizing level before exploding. This was the most powerful orgasm she'd ever experienced as the pleasurable pulsing was accompanied by a strange feeling of pressure release. She ground her pussy on the boy's face until the last vestiges faded. She felt her body go limp and rolled off and onto the floor. "Fuck! I'm so sorry, you look..."
Jimmy wiped the fluids from his eyes and nose and smiled. "So, that's what squirting feels and tastes like," he grinned. You didn't tell me you were a squirter."
"Christ!" Sharon got up and went into the kitchen. She handed Jimmy a towel. "I'm so sorry. That never happened before. I'll have to get the upholstery cleaned, and you'll have to shower."
Jimmy finished wiping his face, tossed the towel aside, and shook his head. "I will, but first, I need to fuck that cunt of yours." He rolled off the couch, bent his mother over the arm, and plunged his cock inside her.
Sharon giggled, "Oh wow! Didn't I raise you to treat your mother with respect? Ow!"
Jimmy spanked his Mom's tight ass as he slammed harder into her. "This might not be respectful, but it's what you want, you deserve," he grunted. He pistoled rapidly into her sopping, yet tight hole.
"Yes, baby, yessss," Sharon moaned. "Use me, use my cunt...cum inside me!"
"I plan to, I'm close, so fucking close," he moaned. Then, he felt it. The aching in his balls increased rapidly, and with one final thrust, he released his load deep into his mother's womb.
Sharon could swear she felt the jets of sperm splash against the bruised cervix and, with a jolt, realized that she was at her most fertile. 'Fuck, fuck, fuck,' she thought as Jimmy collapsed onto her sweaty back. She pondered her options. Convince Joseph to fuck her when he gets home? Plan B? As in the pill? Third option: hope for the best. She moaned softly as she considered her options.
"Sorry. I was crushing you," Jimmy said as he got up and pulled out of her. He grabbed the towel as a stream of his cum flowed out of her vagina. "Crap. I hope...I mean, I should have asked or pulled out," he said.
Sharon took the towel and pressed it between her legs. She kissed him and shook her head, "It's fine. Let's shower, clean up, and make dinner."
Sharon forgot about Bobby coming over to do the lawn on Saturday, so she hadn't bothered to put on a bra. She was wearing flimsy shorts, more suited for sleeping in, and an old T-shirt thin enough that anyone could easily make out her nipples. She just finished the breakfast dishes after Jimmy went to work and was considering going to rub one out, when she heard the lawn mower start up. 'Crap. I totally forgot,' she thought. When she considered changing, an evil thought entered her brain.
Bobby's cock throbbed in his shorts as he walked up and down the lawn. He noticed Mrs. Thomas inside the house wearing a lot less than she usually did. Was she thinking the same thing he was? Why else would she let him know that her husband would be out of town for the weekend? Those tits looked huge as she walked by the sliding door, especially when she stopped and waved. He waved back, though his eyes were on her bouncing tits. When she opened the door, he turned off the mower.
"Bobby. Would you like something to drink?" she asked as she stepped out into the sun.
Bobby wished that he'd worn underwear as his cock reacted to clearly seeing those huge nipples. The light fabric of his shorts did nothing to stifle the growing rod. He must have been staring when he heard the beautiful MILF say something. "I'm sorry," he said, quickly looking up into her eyes.
"I said, you look hot. Take a break and come inside," Sharon smiled. 'Wow! Nowhere near as big as Jimmy's but still....' she thought as she glanced at the pronounced tent.
"Um, sure," Bobby smiled. He followed the woman into the house as he studied her ass. By the time they entered the cool air inside the house, he determined she wasn't wearing anything under the shorts either. 'She wants me. She wants my cock, bad,' he thought.
When they got to the kitchen, Sharon turned and looked at the boy. "What do you want?" she asked.
"Um," he stammered as he looked pointedly at those amazing tits. He wanted to reach out and grab them, but hesitated.
Sharon chuckled as she looked down at her chest, "Besides my tits. What would you like to drink?" she asked. She put a hand on the back of one of the kitchen chairs. "Or, are you thinking you'd like to bend me over the back of this chair and fuck my brains out?" she said in a conversational tone.
Bobby's jaw dropped. "I, um...I, yes," he stammered.
Sharon nodded, "I thought so. Look, I'll be perfectly honest with you. I love cock. I love getting fucked long and hard by a huge cock." She stepped over and gripped the boy's erection. "However, I'm very picky. I want to be filled up, and I'm sorry, but as impressive as this is...what is this, 7"?" she asked.
"7 and 1/2"," Bobby said proudly. He sighed as the MILF pulled out his cock and stroked it, appraisingly.
Sharon sighed, "Sorry. This won't do. I'm getting a good 10" on a regular basis, so let's forget about this and keep our relationship on a more platonic level. Help yourself to whatever you want...to drink." She stepped back, pulled off her T-shirt, stepped out of her shorts, and shrugged. "I really need to shower and get ready for the day. There's pop, water, and fruit juice in the fridge." She stood in front of the boy, "You can touch me anywhere for 20 seconds, but then I have to get going on my day."
Bobby's hands grabbed those huge tits, squeezing them before sliding a hand down to her patch of pubic hair. 'Fuck, she's wet,' he thought as his finger slid inside.
Sharon was seconds away from letting the boy do what he wanted, but stepped back. "That was nice. Go on and jerk off. There's paper towel on the counter. I'm sorry, I don't have time to take care of that. I really need to climb into the shower. It's quite nice looking," she said before leaving.
The boy stood in the middle of the kitchen, stroking his cock. 'Did she tell me that she was getting into the shower because she wanted company?' As he remembered feeling the hugest tits ever, and her tight, wet hole, he continued stroking. Should he follow? Strip naked and climb in with her? Cup those massive tits, push her against the wall? As the image of plunging his hard cock inside that cunt flashed through his head, he exploded. He groaned as a rope of cum shot across the kitchen, splattering onto the floor.
Sharon grinned as she heard the familiar groan. 'All men sound so much alike when they cum,' she thought. 'On one hand, it was a waste of a good erection; on the other, it seems Bobby has a stamina issue.'
She was pleased to see that Bobby cleaned up his mess after she came down from the shower. When he finished cutting the lawn, she added a little extra to the pay, "I shouldn't have teased you like that. I get how you boys get really horny, and I'm flattered that you want to fuck me. It's a real boost to my ego." She handed him the bills, then, after looking around, planted a kiss on his mouth. She welcomed his tongue and allowed him to grope her tits before pulling back. "Ok, next weekend?" she asked as if nothing had happened.
Bobby nodded and headed back to the garage where he'd left his bike. Sitting on the seat, he wondered how to hide the tent in his shorts as he went through town. Next week. Next week, he wouldn't take no for an answer. She had to be lying. 10"? He was almost 8" long, and every girl he had fucked told him he was the biggest they ever had.
Jimmy got home, glanced around as if looking for signs that Bobby got lucky.
"Bobby didn't fuck me. He wanted to, and I was tempted, but I just didn't think it was the right thing to do," Sharon said as she came out of the kitchen. "But, I liked the idea of being bent over the kitchen chair to get fucked hard. You up for that?" she asked.
Jimmy smiled when he saw that his Mom wasn't wearing anything under the apron. 'Fuck! Her ass looks better and better every time I see it,' he thought as he pulled his shirt up and off.
* * *
Sharon had mixed feelings when she got her period. Relief that she wasn't pregnant, but the idea of having a daughter with Jimmy going off to college in a few months had grown on her. Also, as she'd seduced Joseph when he returned from his 'business trip,' she could point to that as the time of conception. She couldn't help but compare. Jimmy's cock was a bit larger, but the passion just wasn't there from her husband. She could tell that he was just going through the motions, and she never neared an orgasm. She suspected their marriage wouldn't last much longer. And, she was right. 2 months later, Joseph asked for a divorce. He said that she was not there for him emotionally, and he found a woman who accepted him for who he was.
Bobby never gave up, and Sharon made a point of wearing less and less. She loved the game of chicken, seeing if the boy would give up or she would give in. Jimmy also liked it. As soon as he got home from his job, he was emptying his balls inside his Mom's tight cunt.
Bobby may not fucked the beautiful MILF, but he had plenty of jerk off material after she teased him.
Jimmy moved into the master bedroom after his father packed up and left. Until college, he and his mother never missed a night fucking at least once. His friends called him a 'Momma's Boy,' and it never bothered him. He just smiled and shrugged.
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W"I cannot get over how hot your sister is..." Nate said before taking a sip of his Coke.
Jason groaned. "And she knows it, too. She spends more time in front of the mirror in a day than I do all year," he sighed.
"If I looked like you, I'd never look in the mirror," Alex chuckled.
"Har, har. Can we concentrate on the game?" Jason snapped.
"Dude, relax. He's just teasing. Admit it, if you had a chance, you'd do her in a flash," Nate said as he blasted a soldier off the roof of a building.
"Fuck you. She's my sister, not going to bone my sister," Jason shot back. "There, behind that wall, 'get him!"
Alex shrugged, "Hypothetically. Eva's not your sister, but a girl in our class. She crawls naked into bed with you. You telling me you wouldn't be all over her?"
Alex blasted two more enemies and smiled. "Sure, hypothetically, I'd fuck her. I mean, what guy wouldn't?"
"Blaine," Nate said.
"Blaine's gay. Ok, what straight guy wouldn't fuck her?" Jason corrected. "I'd fuck her in a flash, sure. But, she's still my sister. Hypotheticals or not."
Alex grinned, "I love hypotheticals. That's all we have. Your sister and her friends are like on another planet, or in a parallel universe. We might be aware of them, but in reality..."
Nate finished his sentence, "We're an alien life force to them."
* * *
Eva sat on her bed with her friends. "Mom and Dad go out of town, and I can't even have boys over. I'm glad you guys came over. Maddy, tell me about your date with that college guy. Was he hot? Did you let him savour your charms?" she asked.
Madison Flowers giggled, "Savour my charms? Did I let him fuck me? Nah. He wanted to, but what the fuck! In the back seat of his car? Nope. Been there, done that. I gave him a blowjob. At least I could do something after he bought dinner. What about you, Emma? You going to let Davis have your back door?"
Emma Wright shook her head. "It looks like it. I saw him going into Franklin Jewellers,' she grinned.
The three girls couldn't have been any more different. Eva was the tallest at 5' 6". She was blessed with blonde hair, blue eyes, and an athletic figure. Her boobs weren't huge, but a perfect 34B.
Madison was a bit shorter, but curvier. A lot curvier. She had long, wavy brown hair with deep brown eyes. She was blessed with 36DD boobs, a narrow waist, and flared hips. She might have had the biggest breasts of the trio, but she considered her ass her best asset.
Emma was tiny. Barely 5', she had shimmering red hair, freckles, and a teen body. Almost flat-chested, she barely weighed 100 lbs. She did have one feature that made her popular with the boys. She was incredibly flexible and willing to do anything with the boys she dated.
Emma looked over at the doorway to Eva's bedroom. "Are you alright? Why do you have a cane?" she asked her friend.
Eva grinned, "Check this out. I've suspected Alex has been spying on me when I've been changing or in the shower." She put the cane under the door lever. "This is better than a lock. With this here, no one can open the door from the outside. Wouldn't work with a round door handle, but with a lever..." she smiled. Then, she frowned on hearing a yell from her brother's room. "At least I know they're not jerking off," she smiled. What a bunch of nerds.
The girls talked about guys, school, and college before they decided to get some sleep. They had been doing each other's makeup. They got carried away with the eyeliner and mascara. "Hang on," Eva said as she rolled off the bed. "I'm going to take a quick shower."
While their friend was in the bathroom, Emma had an evil thought. She told Madison about it, making her laugh. When Eva came back to her bedroom, wearing just her short robe, both Emma and Madison suggested getting water to put by the bed. "You can change while Maddy and I use the bathroom," she told Eva.
The blonde sighed and led the way to the kitchen. As they passed Jason's game room, the two girls pulled the robe off Eva, opened the door, and pushed the naked girl inside. Giggling, Emma propped the cane against the door lever. They listened as the video game went silent. Then, they heard Eva cry out something, the rattling of the door handle, followed by the boys' voices.
They ran giggling back to the bedroom, wishing they could see how Eva reacted to being locked naked in a room with three virgin nerds. "Serves her right," Maddy said, "She had to expect something like this after she took our clothes at camp last summer. At least, that hot camp counsellor took us into his cabin and gave us some clothes."
Emma frowned, "Yeah, after I let him fuck me. You could have volunteered, but no. You wanted to be faithful to your boyfriend. How did that turn out?"
Maddy chuckled, "Hey. I lasted another 48 hours. Come on. Let's have some fun in Eva's bed before the boys let her out." The two girls stripped and crawled into bed.
Evalooked like a deer in the headlights with her right arm across her chest, her left hand covering her pussy. The three boys all stood staring at her. She turned and yanked at the door handle, but it wouldn't turn. "Fuck!" she breathed. Why had she told them about her security trick?
'Holy shit! Dude, your sister's even hotter than I thought. What a body. Doesn't she look like the blonde porn star? Nancy something?" Alex said.
Eva turned, "Jason, give me your shirt, something, please?" she begged.
The boy just stood staring. He'd spied on her dressing, in the changing room at the beach, and in the shower, but to have her so close..." I would, but you've always treated me like shit. Now you want a favour?" he asked bitterly. He studied her naked body, trying to see beneath her arm and hand. "I might consider it if you let us see you."
"I'm sorry. I guess I was a bit of a bitch, but you're my brother and you can't...I can't," she started to say. Then, she saw them. The three tents in the boy's shorts. 'Fuck! I'm trapped in a room, naked, with three horny boys. I'm going to kill Emma and Mandy,' she fumed to herself.
Alex came over and pulled her arm from her chest, "Wow! Fucking perfect tits." He cupped a perky breast while grinning at his friends.
Eva slapped his hand away, but couldn't back up as she was already with her back to the door. She didn't bother to cover up and removed her hand from her crotch. "Please. Give me something. I'll tell Mom," she pleaded.
Jason laughed. "You'll tell Mom that to burst into my game room naked? What was this? Some sort of dare? Hey! Let's frustrate my nerd brother and his friends. That would be so funny!" he said bitterly. "I'll tell you what. Go lie on the couch, show us your pussy, and maybe I'll give you something to wear," he went over to confirm that the door was locked. "In the meantime, I'll try to figure out how to unlock the door. What else are you going to do while waiting for me to figure out how to get out of here?"
Eva shook her head, but realized she had no choice. She went over to the couch, wondering how many times her twin brother had lain on this naked, jerking off. She lay back, and then, after hesitating, opened her legs. She felt her face flush as all three boys came over, their tents seemingly larger, looking closely between her legs.
"Let's see inside," Nate ordered. "I want to see inside your cunt."
"Do it!" Jason said when his sister hesitated, "Open up your cunt."
Eva groaned but took both hands and spread her lips. She closed her eyes, humiliated that she was so wet, so excited. She could feel the boys' eyes on her throbbing pussy, but then felt a finger slide inside. Her eyes shot open as she grabbed Nate's wrist. "Stop, I never said...Jason, tell your friends..."
Nate stepped back, the glistening finger under his nose. He took in a deep breath, smiling. "Yeah, Jason. Tell your friends...wait! You already did. What was it he said, Alex?"
The small boy nodded, "He said if he got her naked, he'd fuck her in a flash. Come on, Jason. She's here, she's naked, and we can all see she's dying for a cock. Look how fucking wet she is."
No, please," Eva begged, "I'll give you blowjobs, I'll even swallow. Just don't...oooohhh, fuck," she said as her brother's middle finger pushed inside her. This time, she didn't grab the boy's wrist as he was hitting her incredibly sensitive clit. "No, no, no, no," she panted in sync with her brother finger fucking her pussy. Then she felt lips on her nipples, and she unconsciously opened her thighs wider.
While Jason rapidly plunged his middle finger into his sister's sopping pussy, Nate was playing with Eva's left breast while sucking on her right nipple. Meanwhile, Alex was pulling off his clothes.
Eva felt the tingling building up, unaware that her pelvis rocked in response to her brother's now two fingers, fucking her pussy. She was still groaning, "No, no, no, no, no," but it sounded more like she was saying "More, more, more." She fought the feelings inside, fought the inevitable orgasm as she didn't want them to think she was nothing but a slut, but perhaps they would be right. Then, as Alex's cock pressed against her lips, she turned her head, opened her mouth, and took him inside, affirming that she was a slut.
Nate popped the nipple out of his mouth so he could get undressed. He mouthed, "Do it!" to his friend. Then, more loudly, he said, "Go on. You fuck her first, then Alex and I will have our turns."
Eva groaned as she heard the boys discussing fucking her...her brother fucking her. The small voice that wanted to protest stilled as she wanted something longer and fatter inside her vagina. Jason hesitated, but then grinned at his friend. He pulled his finger out of her, and pulled off his clothes. Then, he crawled between his sister's legs and was surprised as she gripped his cock, guiding him inside her.
"Mmmmmph, mmmph, mmmph," she moaned through the fat cock in her mouth as she felt a very nice cock plunge inside her. The tingling increased as she relished the feeling of her brother fucking her.
Jason matched her moans as he felt the most incredible feeling of a tight pussy gripping his cock. In the back of his mind, three things swirled around. One: Was this wrong? Why was it wrong? It feels too good to be wrong. Two: How can he ever go back to jerking off after feeling the ultra-tight, velvety smooth hole? Three: Should he cum inside her? He thought that he overheard Eva and his mother talking about the pill, but was she on it?
The tingling Eva had previously attempted to quell now rose rapidly inside her. She opened her mouth as she cried out, allowing Alex's cock to push deeper down her throat as she came. "Uuunnnggh, uuunnnnggh, unngh," she groaned on the boy's cock.
Jason slammed hard against his sister's rocking pelvis as she came. He'd seen orgasms on the porn sites, but never knew if they were real or not. This was real. Eva's face, neck, and chest were flushed, her nipples hardened and poked up a good half inch. On top of that, he could feel her vagina clench his cock wonderfully. As she relaxed, he continued to fuck her while Alex fucked her face. He wanted this to last, knowing it would be a long time before another girl opened her legs for him, but his balls had other ideas. With a loud grunt, he pressed as firmly against her as he could, jetting a huge load of potent sperm inside his sister.
While his friend was filling his sister's cunt full of his jism, Alex grabbed a handful of blonde hair as he shot hot cum down the girl's throat. He didn't care that she gagged or that he bruised her lips. He loved fucking such a beautiful face, but also because she'd been a dismissive bitch to them.
Nate had pulled off all his clothes, and when his friends stepped back from the flushed, sweating girl, he crawled between her legs. Eva's hand grabbed his cock, guiding him inside her. He thought that she'd be loose after such a hard fucking, but she was wonderfully tight, if not soaking wet inside.
Eva groaned as the virgin boy grabbed her right tit before pistoning inside her. She played with his nipples as he furiously pumped his cock into her sore pussy. She realized that Jason hit everything perfectly while Nate reminded her of James, the star wide receiver who fucked her for a few minutes before cumming inside her. As if that weren't bad enough, he spanked her ass after pulling out. Then, he pulled up his pants, thanked her, and left the bedroom to get back to the party. As she thought about that, the boy let out a groan, collapsed onto her chest, and spewed his load inside her. 'Do none of these boys know that it's polite to ask if they can cum inside me?' she wondered.
If Eva thought that the boys were done, she was mistaken. Alex came over to the couch, cock in hand. His cock was rock hard, even after cumming down her throat just minutes before.
"Get on your hands and knees. I want to fuck you from behind. Your ass is the best one at school. I want to fuck you and get up close and get personal with your ass," he ordered.
Even as Eva thought, 'Who the fuck is this to give me orders?' she immediately complied. She did like it from behind, as for some reason, it felt as if the guys' cocks penetrated deeper than usual. She arched her back as the boy knelt behind her to offer her swollen pussy to him. 'Why am I being so subservient?' she wondered. 'Am I a sub?' Just then, Alex's cock slid all the way inside her. "Oh, yeessss," she hissed as her cunt was again filled with cock. The boy might be a virgin, but he sure knew what he wanted to do. He was gripping her ass cheeks with a strength that surprised her as he rapidly pounded into her.
"Guys, let's spitroast her. Nate, her mouth felt great. I know that you've never had a blowjob; it's your opportunity," Alex suggested.
Nate flopped down on the couch, offering his semi-flaccid cock to the beautiful blonde. He grinned at Jason as the girl never hesitated. She opened her mouth and sucked on the soft shaft, which soon grew to its full 6". He lay back as the blonde eagerly bobbed her head, sucking wonderfully on his resurged cock. He noticed Jason getting dressed. He didn't look as happy as he and Alex were. Was he bothered that he had just had incestuous relations with his sister? Was that the last person (Perhaps the second-to-last person, considering his mother), the one he expected to take his virginity? He shook his head. If he had a sister who looked like this, fucked like this, and sucked cock like this, he'd have no issue tapping this daily.
Alex assumed that he'd last much longer, but seeing that brown bud and considering how much he'd like to rip inside her ass, he felt the aching in his balls rising up. He wet his thumb from the copious fluids the girl was leaking, and after smearing her anus, he popped his thumb inside her. He expected the girl to complain, but instead she pushed her ass back against the fat digit.
Eva groaned as she felt the boy bury his thumb deep in her ass. She loved getting butt-fucked and wished the boy would just do it, but without lube, she wasn't all that enthusiastic. She kept sucking on Nate's cock while getting thumb-fucked in her ass and truly fucked in her pussy. Rarely had she cum more than once in a fuck session, but she could feel the tingling rising inside her. Her jaw was beginning to ache, even though the boy wasn't particularly gifted. She wasn't used to sucking cock for as long as she had been. She decided to accelerate things, so she pushed her middle finger into Nate's asshole, feeling for his prostate.
Nate wasn't ready for this, but almost instantly, he felt everything boil up, and within 20 seconds, he spilled his cum into Eva's throat. He was impressed that Jason's sister swallowed, having heard and seen in the videos that few girls rarely did that. She even kept sucking, making sure she captured every drop. He gently stroked the girl's blonde hair as Alex pounded her pussy. The strands were matted to her forehead, and she looked almost unaware of anything but the boy's cock slamming into her. Her breathing got deeper, and she let out low grunts. Was she going to cum?
Eva was nearing her second orgasm, and having Nate's semi-soft cock in her mouth made the feeling growing inside her more intense. Her deep grunts sounded alien to her as she felt the tingling become almost too much. Then, with a muffled cry, she felt everything explode.
Unlike when Jason was fucking the girl and, ground against her, Alex continued fucking her sopping pussy as if she weren't cumming. He felt the aching in his balls rising, and when he came, he let out a deep grunt.
After Nate rolled out from under her, and Alex pulled his cock out of her pussy, Jason handed her a wad of tissues. She noticed that he wouldn't meet her eyes as she wiped the massive flow of cum from her still throbbing pussy. After taking another wad, she finished the job. Standing, she looked at her brother, "OK. Did you figure out how we can get out of here?" she asked.
Jason nodded, "I'm sorry. I had it figured out all along. I should have said something but..."
"But you let your cock do your thinking for you," she finished.
Jason sheepishly nodded, "Look. I'm sorry, I mean, I am, and I'm not. I shouldn't have..."
Eva went over and hugged her brother. "I've treated you like shit for years. Perhaps part of you wanted revenge, part of you wanted to put me in my place, and," she stroked the front of his pants, "and a large part of you wanted to get your dick wet. Am I right?" she smiled.
Jason nodded, "Doesn't make it right. Are you going to tell Mom?" he asked.
"And say what? I burst naked into Jason's room when he had friends over. Can you believe it? They wanted to fuck me. The nerve," she laughed. "Come on, show me how you figured out how to open the door."
Jason nodded, went over to the desk, picked up a yardstick, and went over to the door. He knelt and swept the stick under the door, and they heard the clattering of the cane. He stood and shrugged, "I figured that out when you locked me out. If I wanted to perv on you, well, I knew how."
Eva gently slugged her brother, looked back at the boys who were dressed and still ogling her. She shook her head and left the room. She peeked into her bedroom and saw that her friends were up. "Thanks, guys. You lock me in with three horny virgins. You knew what would happen, didn't you?" she asked.
Maddy looked at the stream of cum on the insides of Eva's thigh and scowled, "You really didn't let them fuck you! Wow, why?" she asked. "You could have refused."
Eva chuckled, "Yeah, just like you protested so loudly when that construction crew cornered you last month."
"Hey! They were really nice and fucking endowed," she smiled.
Eva chuckled, "They had those puppy dog looks on their faces. I couldn't say no," she said.
"Even your brother? You fucked your brother?" Emma asked, sitting up.
"Aren't you the one who always wondered if he were adopted? Perhaps he was. That's not incest," Eva smiled. She looked down at the stream of cum. "I'd better do some serious douching. I'll be back."
After showering, she felt a lot more like herself. Why didn't she feel even the remotest guilt over fucking her brother? He might have been a nerd and a virgin, but could it be that he was the best fuck she could recall? When her two friends fell asleep, she crawled out of bed and quietly went to the other side of the house.
Jason was having trouble sleeping. He felt terrible. He should have protected his sister from his friends, not jumping between her legs and fucking her as if she were some whore. He tried every position that he could think of, and he couldn't get the feeling of his orgasm out of his head, coupled with the idea that it was inside Eva. He was startled when the bedroom door opened, and a naked Eva crept over to his bed.


"You awake?" she asked softly.
"Yes. I'm so sorry. I shouldn't have..." Jason started.
"Sssshhhh, yes, you should have. I never stopped you...in fact, I was the one who lined up your cock so you could fuck me." She climbed under the covers and pulled him close. "Are you wearing pyjamas?" she asked. "Take those off. I'm not going to be the only one naked tonight," she ordered.
Jason was surprised, but didn't hesitate. After getting naked, Eva crawled on top of him, her legs spread, her pussy pressed against his cock. He savoured the feel of her firm breasts pressed against his chest, her warm pussy grinding against his rapidly growing cock, and her ass cheeks under his hands.
"I hope you don't feel like sleeping right now. I need another fuck," she breathed into his ear.
* * *
Both Emma and Madison made sure to get with two nerds. Emma approached them at the community pool and suggested they meet behind the auditorium. She changed her mind about nerds after 4 orgasms.
Madison saw the boys biking and offered them a ride. She pulled off the road in a field behind a row of trees. She, too, changed her mind about nerds after getting DPed for the first time in her life, finally experiencing multiple orgasms.
By the time the four went off to college, Maddy and Alex were an item, and Emma and Nate hooked up on a regular basis.
As for Eva and Jason, that night, and the rest of the week that their parents were out of town, Jason and Eva fucked all over the house. She introduced him to anal, to a tit fuck, and how to please a woman orally. They took advantage of every opportunity until they headed off to different colleges. Eva never again felt like her brother was an alien or of another species...at least, she hoped not when she missed her period.


        The Surf Instructor

        Rose takes surfing lessons on her honeymoon.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-surf-instructor

Title: The Surf Instructor

Author: barkirk

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Rose takes surfing lessons on her honeymoon.

Tags: swallow, white wife, group sex, airtight, threesome, anal, spitroast, blonde




Wallace listened to the steady beat of the sturdy bedframe against the wall, the deep, masculine grunts, and the periodic squeals from his wife. How did they get here? How did he allow a tall, muscular, black man to take his wife down the hall to their bedroom to fuck her brains out? Not just allow, but to arrange?
He told himself that he wouldn't watch, wouldn't look, but his legs led him down to the master bedroom. The door was ajar, and light spilled out into the hallway from the bedside lamp.
* * *
Wallace went to the balcony that looked out onto the Pacific.  He inhaled deeply, wishing he could capture the warm aroma of the tropics.  Milford, Connecticut's air didn't elicit the same feelings as the ocean breezes in the islands.  He scanned the beaches from high up, checking out the beautiful women in bikinis.  He held the binoculars to his eyes for a better view of a woman in a red two-piece.  'Holy fuck!  Real?  Shit!  they are,' he muttered to himself.  Just as he pondered that question every man asks himself, her husband tossed her a beer, causing her to jump. His cock throbbed as the flimsy top barely contained the bouncing masses.  He wished Rose hadn't decided to go off shopping before her surf lesson.  
He was supposed to be playing golf, but a water main broke by the third hole, flooding several fairways, so they cancelled his tee time.  When he got back, there was a short note.  "Gone shopping and then to my surf lesson." She normally would have written more, but must have assumed that she'd be back before he was.  On the other hand, perving on all the barely clad babes at the resort would have been difficult had she been there.  But then he wished she were there as he needed an outlet for the aching in his stomach and the throbbing in his groin.
Calling Rose a mere outlet for his sexual urges didn't do her justice.  Before their marriage, they did everything except fuck.  Even though Rose wasn't a virgin, she told him that she wanted to wait until their wedding night.  She had just used guys for sex and wanted to marry someone for love, not sex.  At least, she had picked up some marvelous skills while dating these outlets for her erotic desires.  She could easily deep throat him; had no qualms letting him cum in her mouth; and always swallowed.  She gave the most amazing cameltoe slides (which he had never heard of before), getting him off every time.  She never talked about her past lovers, and he never asked.  She never asked him, which, as he suspected, meant she had a lot more experience.  
He wasn't a virgin; hell, he attended Yale.  As Dorothy Parker said: "If all the girls who attended the Yale prom were laid end to end, I wouldn't be a bit surprised."  Getting laid was never the issue.  Getting involved emotionally was tough.  Most girls were quite businesslike when negotiating sex.
He thought about when they first met.   Wallace met Rose at a party, well, not at the party, but while they were coincidentally leaving.  Rose looked distraught and quite drunk.  It looked as if she were crying, but he couldn't tell.  They were going the same way down the sidewalk, Wallace keeping a respectful distance, trying not to look as if he were stalking her, but they were headed in the same direction.  Then, the blonde staggered and almost fell.  Being the gentleman he was, he leapt forward to take her arm as she teetered toward some shrubs.
"Miss?  Are you alright?" he asked as he steadied her.  "Sorry.  I didn't mean to grab you, but..."
Rose looked confused and then wrapped her arms around the surprised boy.  When she started crying, Wallace held her, stroking her back.  He wasn't used to beautiful girls wrapping their arms around him, but he wasn't averse to it either.  He led the blonde over to a bench, sat down, and continued to comfort the girl.
Finally, the girl relaxed and pulled slightly away, but kept her arms on his shoulders.  "I'm sorry.  You must be wondering..."
Wallace shook his head.  "No, none of my business.  Just sit here.  When you feel better, I'll walk you home and make sure you get there safely."
Rose sighed and put her head back onto his chest.
Wallace might not have been a sexual predator, but he was a guy.  The girl had to be the most beautiful girl he'd ever seen, let alone met.  5' 6", perhaps.  A heart-shaped face, with a clear, peaches and cream complexion, and bright blue eyes, currently brimming with tears.  Slender, with long blonde hair almost down to her ass, long, perfectly shaped legs, high, firm breasts, and an ass just begging to be squeezed...not that he ever would have.  
He stroked the girl's back while fighting the response between his legs.  If she saw the growing tent, she'd jump up and run away.  He wasn't trying to molest her, just wanted to be there for her, but his body had other ideas.  But then, the girl sat up and looked at him.
"I'm sorry.  Were you supposed to be anywhere?" she asked.
"Not really.  I was getting bored at the party and was heading back to my apartment," Wallace said.  He hoped the girl wouldn't look down at his lap.  "I'm Wallace, Wallace Carlson," he said.
"Rose, Rose Bowden," she said, putting out her right hand to shake his.  Then, she giggled as her elbow hit his erection.  "Oh wow.  I..."
Wallace blushed, "Christ.  I'm sorry.  I'm not a creep or anything, I just never held a girl anywhere as beautiful as you are....stupid penis.  It's always doing stuff like this," he tried to joke.
Rose laughed, "I guess that quells my penis envy.  I'm not sure I'd like to have something that always pokes out whenever it feels like it." She ran her hands up the shaft as if sizing it up.
"It sucks.  I've tried talking to it, asking it to stay limp until called upon, but it often has a mind of its own.  And, now that he hears he's the topic of conversation, I'm sure he'll be going nowhere."
Rose smiled as she stroked the long, fat shaft through the boy's pants.  She looked around and saw no one out on the street.  She unzipped the boy's pants, pulled out his cock, and looked up at him.  "You were there for me, I need to thank you and return the favor."
Wallace assumed that the blonde would only jerk him off, but she reached into her clutch, pulled out a scrunchy, and tied her hair back into a ponytail.  He leaned back as she took him into her mouth.  Again, his assumptions were wrong.  Every other blowjob he'd received was mostly a handjob while the girl sucked on the head.  Rose had other ideas as she soon was taking all of him down her throat.  'Holy fuck!" he groaned as she expertly sucked and licked his aching cock.  She cupped his balls as she sucked, and soon the aching got too much.  He groaned that he was cumming, and tried to push her head off, but the girl just sucked harder.  For the first time in his life, he came in a girl's mouth, and it felt great.  Not only that, he could feel and hear Rose swallowing his entire load.
When she got the last remaining drops, she popped his cock out of her mouth, wiped her lips, and smiled.  "Ok.  Think you can make it back to your apartment without holding your hands in front of your crotch?"
Wallace shook his head, "Not if you walk in front of me again.  You have the most amazing ass.  Um, can I walk you home and return the favor?  I want nothing more than to taste you, to get you off."
Rose nodded.  "I guess that would be Ok.  I no longer have a boyfriend...at least, it seems that way."
"What happened?  Can I ask?"
"Sure, you can always ask.  Sorry.  The asshole hooked up with his old girlfriend at that party back there.  I thought that he simply wanted to talk to her, but when they went upstairs and didn't come back down..."
"You went up and saw they were engaged in more non-verbal communications," Wallace finished.
Rose nodded.  "I have a theory.  Fucking leads to cheating.  Craig never even looked at any other girls until we started fucking.  Then his eyes seemed to wander."
"I've fucked but never cheated," Wallace said softly.
"I'm sure there are guys who don't cheat, nice guys.  Maybe I only date the bad boys," she sighed.
"Look, let me walk you home.  Let me return the favor, and will you go out with me tomorrow night?" Wallace said.  "If we decide to see each other, then no fucking.  We'll enjoy each other, but we'll draw the line at vaginal/penile penetration."
Rose nodded, "This is a first.  Negotiating our sexual acts before we even go out on a date. We'll draw up a contract.  Only oral, manual, intergenital contact, and no intragenital contact."  She got up, "Ok.  Let's go back to my place.  I want to see if your oral skills will keep me satisfied."
As they walked, they discussed other aspects of the contract.  "What if I want to know how your pussy feels, or your ass?"
"Our wedding night, if it comes to that, you'll have full access to all my orifices," Rose said.
"If we break up?  I'd always wonder."
"Ok.  We'll have a clause that on a breakup, you can fuck me anyway you want for say, 2 hours?  Would that suffice?" Rose asked.  "And, just so you aren't just breaking up with me so you can fuck me, we need to put in a clause that if that were to occur, you can never touch me again."
"Agreed.  Bareback," Wallace said.  
"Bareback, always.  I hate rubbers."  She put out a hand, "We have a deal.  Let's get you eating me out, and then we'll see if we want to invoke the new agreement."
When they got to Rose's apartment, she took his hand.  When they got to the bedroom, she looked at him.  "Take off your clothes.  I want to see you.  It helps me get off if I have the image of your naked body in my head."  She sat on the bed watching as Wallace pulled his polo shirt over his head.  She nodded approvingly on seeing that he was fit, his pecs and abs defined.  Minimal body fat was a good thing.  Then, her eyes travelled down as he unbuttoned his jeans.  He pushed them and his undies down his hips, stepped out of them.  Then, he pulled off his socks and stood waiting for her approval.
"Nice, very nice.  I knew you had a good-sized cock, but I like your body.  Turn around.  Let me see your ass," she ordered.
Wallace turned, looking over his shoulder as the girl checked out his ass.  He had been with a few girls, but never had this much preapproval before sex.  He was about to say fucking, but that was currently off the table.
"Ok.  You'll do.  Now you can check me out.  If you approve, my pussy is yours for the eating," she smiled. Actually, she thought Wallace was great-looking and had an athletic body. 'Perfect for fucking,' she thought with a tinge of regret.
Wallace didn't need to see the girl naked to know what he wanted. Her dress hugged a perfectly shaped female form, and as she exposed herself to him, he couldn't see a single flaw. Her tits jutted out proudly, high on her chest, capped with pale pink nipples that made his mouth water. Scanning farther down, he licked his lips as he took in the dirty blonde patch of pubic hair and the tight labia. "Turn around," he ordered.
Rose complied, happy to see approval on the man's face. She smiled as she heard the man's approving intake of breath. Many of her lovers wanted her from behind, being told her ass was 'world-class.' She never complained, as it made it easy for them to play with her tits when they fucked her pussy or her ass. She looked back over her shoulder at the man. He was stroking his cock as he studied her body. "Ok, you approve?"
"Is there a word more expressive than approve? My mouth's watering in anticipation, so get your ass up on the bed and spread those legs," he said.
Rose didn't hesitate. Wallace might have been wetting his lips, but her nether lips were also getting wet. She lay back, her head on the pillow, as the man wasted no time planting his mouth on her throbbing pussy. As experienced as she was, after just a few minutes, she realized Wallace was taking care of her longer than any of her previous boyfriends. With them, it was lick, lick, finger, finger, fuck. Literally foreplay.
Wallace alternated between probing inside her vagina and gently tantalizing her clit. He knew what he was doing, as his past girlfriends had loved cumming before moving on to penetration. He monitored her breathing, listened to her moans, and observed the increasing flow of her secretions. She was rapidly getting close to cumming.
Rose was getting close. The tickling feelings inside her grew from tingling to an ache. When the man's huge hands grabbed her sensitive breasts, paying special attention to her nipples, the feelings rapidly increased. She had never felt an orgasm come on so quickly before. That included Craig's 9" cock, or when Michael tied her down, blindfolded her, and either fucked her 10 times or invited friends over to his apartment. He just shrugged and grinned whenever she asked who fucked her that night. She wanted to be angry with him; wanted him to tell her the whole story; but most of all, wanted him to do it again, perhaps bent over so whoever fucked her would have their choice of holes.
As she thought about that, she let out a cry as the rapidly rising feelings peaked and exploded. She grabbed handfuls of his hair, pulling his face against her pussy. Wallace was pinching and pulling her nipples while rapidly flicking his tongue on her clit as she writhed under his wonderful ministrations. When she felt the last powerful orgasmic pulses fade, she let go of his hair and flopped back. She let out a deep sigh as she limply lay back. She opened her eyes and looked down at the glistening, grinning face.
Wallace knew that he'd given the girl a great orgasm, repaying the wonderful blowjob that she'd given him. He crawled up, found some tissues, and wiped his face dry.
Rose pulled the boy close and kissed him. She felt his rock-hard erection against her hip, wishing that she hadn't decided that fucking was out. Even as the boy was eagerly eating her pussy, she resisted pulling him up so he could shove his cock inside her.
Over the next few months, Wallace took great care of Rose's needs with his tongue and mouth, while she got him off with her mouth, her tits, and with the outside of her pussy. Over the first couple of months, Rose periodically went on dates with other guys, but then it was decided they'd be exclusive. Wallace never said anything, but it bothered him that she would be out getting fucked while he was not allowed penetration.
Wallace might have been frustrated with not having access to her pussy or ass, but her other various skills mostly made up for that. What bothered him as they approached their wedding day was the number of boys Rose knew that had experienced the joys of fucking her. As he joined her circle of friends, a few of the guys slapped him on the shoulder and jealously commented on how he had to be the luckiest guy in the world.
He looked around the 8 grinning men and had to ask, "I assume most of you slept with Rose?"
Most nodded, either sheepishly or with a grin, but a tall, muscular boy laughed, "Sleep? With Rose, there was never an option to sleep. It was all night or go home. But, hell, you know that."
All he could do was grin and shrug. They went on to compare notes, debating her best asset. Then another man asked him to break the tie, "What's better? Her tight cunt, her incredible cocksucking skills, or her amazing ass?"
Wallace just smiled and shook his head, "I have a lifetime of research before I'll make that call."
One thing that bothered Rose before the wedding was that her cousin Natalie couldn't make it. Apparently, they were inseparable growing up, but then she moved away, and their relationship faded. She asked a friend to be her maid of honor, but apparently, her cousin had always been the assumed MoH in her mind.
On their wedding night, he finally found out what apparently every other guy on campus already knew. Both were fantastic. He suspected her vagina was tight just by fingering her, but she felt like a vice on his 7 1/2" cock. Then, when she offered him her ass, he came almost immediately as he felt the ring of her tight sphincter grip his cock. No wonder her ex-lovers had a debate.
As Rose and Wallace lay sweating after their 7th bout of the night, Rose looked over at the man. "Fuck! I wish you had broken our deal months ago. I thought that you were the best cunt-licker I ever came across, so to speak," she giggled, "but holy fuck! You sure last a long time and know how to fuck a girl."
Wallace grinned. "It was all I could do not to cum within seconds of finally getting my cock inside you." He looked at the clock. We have to get breakfast. Our flight to Maui leaves in 4 hours....Otherwise, I would like nothing more than to bend you over and fuck that tight ass of yours."
Rose kissed her new husband, "You say the sweetest things. I wonder if Grammy would make me one of her needlepoints with that on it for me."
Wallace laughed, "Like the one in the hallway? 'I almost gave a fuck. Scared the shit out of me!'?"
Rose smiled, "That's Grammy. Never one to hold back her feelings. I remember her checking out George Clooney and sighing, 'I'd ride that man off into the sunset and back into the sunrise.'"
Wallace laughed, "Damn! I wondered why your Mom made sure her mother didn't make a toast, though I would have loved to have heard it."
Rose shook her head, "I saw it. It was something like, 'May you be blessed with happiness, wealth, health, and many kids...hopefully, at least one will be yours, Wallace.'"
"Holy shit! Really? She really was prepared to say that? We are for sure inviting her over. I want to know more about your grandmother," Wallace smiled. "Come on. Let's eat, finish packing, and get to our flight."
For their honeymoon, her parents arranged and paid for 2 weeks in Maui. They were warned not to make the same mistake every couple made, to spend every minute together. So, it was decided that Wallace would play golf most days, while Rose would shop, explore the beaches, and learn how to surf. Wallace's water skills were limited to sinking to the bottom and crawling back to shore, so surfing was out for him.
* * *
A mile to the left was a secluded beach that he meant to explore with Rose.  The past few days, it had been totally unused, but today he saw a pair surfing.  Well, the guy was surfing, but the girl was mostly falling.  He tried to get a good look at her through the binoculars, but it was too far away.  What he could tell was that she was blonde, perfectly formed with large tits, and was she naked?  She sure looked naked. 'Fuck! The spotting scope,' he thought. He trotted over to his suitcase, found the birdwatching scope and tripod, and headed back to the balcony. If Rose came in, he'd explain that he was watching the humpbacks breaching.
After setting up the scope, he was better able to see the woman at the public beach, in the red bikini.  She was stunning.  Perhaps 40-45, but tight.  She was with her husband and kids, but he reaffirmed that her tits were real as she dusted sand off her impressive cleavage.  His cock throbbed as he watched her pull her top down to remove the rest of the sand.  Huge nipples on her creamy white tits.  When she lay down on her stomach, he looked back to the left.
The couple was wading back to shore, their boards tucked under their arms.  He discovered that the woman or girl wasn't naked but might as well have been.  She had on the smallest yellow two-piece made up of the tiniest triangles she could wear without getting arrested. They were holding hands, but they sure were a mismatched pair.  He could not tell at this distance, but she was small, maybe 5' 3" or so.  What struck him was how similar she looked to Rose. Perhaps a few inches shorter, with bigger breasts, and a skimpy bikini in which Rose would never wear, at least in public.


The black man was huge.  6' 6", perhaps?  The man had as much muscle mass in his arms as Wallace had in his thighs. He hoped they would do more than just lie down when they dropped their boards onto the sand.  It wasn't what he hoped to see, but he watched intently as the man lifted the girl easily onto his board as he gave instructions. He touched her everywhere as he positioned her legs and ass.  Soon, she looked as if she were riding a wave. A surf lesson.  Just an instructor correcting the errors that he had observed.
Wallace went back to checking out the beach below the resort and found a few other hot MILFs.  He liked being a voyeur, having never spied on people before like this.  Then he swung the scope back to the couple.  Ok, this wasn't part of the lesson. The couple's mouths were locked together, their bodies entwined.  The contrast between the girl's pale white arms wrapped around the black man's neck was arousing.  He watched as her top and then her bottoms fluttered to the sand, and huge black hands explored the girl's body. Wallace wanted to pull out his cock and stroke himself, but out on the balcony, people would see, and he had no idea when Rose would return.
The blonde broke the kiss and dropped to her knees.  He couldn't see her clearly as her blonde hair blew across her face, but when she pulled down the man's board shorts, he stifled a gasp.  It looked as though a foot of hose slapped the girl's face, and rather than jerking back, she grabbed it while looking up at the man with a huge grin.  He wished he could see her better, but the spotting scope wasn't made for seeing things over a mile away.  She looked to be quite beautiful as she stroked the massive shaft with both hands.  Then, she took him into her mouth, taking more than half the long black shaft.  Black hands gripped the blonde's head, and Wallace could see the muscular ass flex as he fucked the girl's mouth.
His cock tried to rip through his shorts as he watched.  He would have to explore some of that interracial porn he'd seen online.  Are all black men that well-endowed?  He had always assumed it was an urban myth, but no white guy he ever saw was that gifted.  He was glad that Rose wasn't here to see this.  More than once, she had told Wallace that the size of his cock was fine.  He knew what that meant.  Fine. It's what he had, and therefore, she would learn to live with it. He knew from her tone that she had bigger, much bigger, but she loved him and what he brought to the bed.  At least, she told him many times that no one ever ate her out as he did.  
He was considering chancing it when there was a knock and a woman's voice called, "Housekeeping."  He grabbed a towel, wrapped it around his waist, and opened the door.   "Sorry.  I know we should out.  I just got back to the room.  I'll get out of your way," he said.
"No, that's fine.  I'll come back," the pretty Wahine said after glancing down.  I'll finish this row and come back in two hours, Ok?"  Twice more, she looked at the poorly hidden bulge under the towel before hurriedly backing out.
Wallace blushed and nodded, "Two hours.  I'll be gone," he said.
After closing the door and going back out onto the balcony, he saw the couple had moved.  The blonde supported herself on an outcropping of volcanic rock, with the black man behind, fucking the shit out of her.  He was pounding into the poor girl rapidly, his hands wrapped around her chest, grabbing her tits.  Wallace wondered how such a small girl or woman could take a foot of cock. Then he saw it, the flash of sun off her diamond ring.  She was married and fucking the surf trainer.  Lucky girl, though perhaps not so lucky for the husband.  Then, the man gave a powerful thrust and held his cock deep inside the woman's pussy.  It seemed like a minute before he pulled back, slammed back in a few more times before pulling out and staggering back.
Wallace wished Rose would get back as he desperately needed to empty his balls. He wanted to see the girl's face and body, but she sank to the sand, taking his cock into her mouth, apparently to clean him off.  Wallace thought he could make out a stream of cum flowing down her inner thigh with the western sun glinting off it.  He had no way of telling, but it looked like the man deposited a cup of sperm inside the married woman's pussy.  Then she wiped her mouth and sat back on her heels. It looked like she was mesmerized by the size of the man's huge shaft hanging down. She did have the best ass he'd seen, besides Rose, of course. While she was recovering from what Wallace assumed was the fuck of her life, the man was in the ocean, splashing water onto his foot-long cock.  
He was soon joined by the woman, who took over. She knelt in the ocean, stroking the man's cock as if it were her most precious possession. She then kissed the head before trying her best to douche herself, but Wallace suspected that her husband would find a lot of the black man's cum inside her.  She'd better do a thorough cleansing when she got back to wherever she was staying.  He was able to see her tits, finally.  They were spectacular.  Huge and jutted out from her chest proudly.
Then, to his dismay, the couple dressed, picked up their things, and walked hand-in-hand behind a wall of lava rock as they headed out.  His cock never felt harder, and so he decided to get into the shower.  If Rose got back, he'd not be caught jerking off on the bed.
Wallace was out of the shower and dressed by the time Rose got back from shopping and her lesson.  She was in her conservative two-piece, covered by a thin white coverall. He was relieved that she hadn't arrived just 10 minutes earlier. He thought that jerking off in the shower might be hard, but after 20 seconds of stroking, he splattered the shower stall floor with his cum. "What did you get?" he asked.
Rose kissed him, "Not now.  It's a surprise.  They have the nicest shops here, and there's a jewelry store in the mall that has the cutest earrings.  No peeking at what I got," she said as she dropped the bags on the couch. She pulled off her coverall as she headed for the bathroom, "I was in the sun all day, and I need to shower and get the sunscreen off.  Then, let's go out to dinner.  There's a great seafood place I found."
Wallace watched Rose undress, wanting to throw her on the bed and fuck the daylights out of her.  She wouldn't be happy with a quick fuck, as he always got her off with his tongue, but his cock had one goal in mind: her pussy.  Or, perhaps two goals.  Pussy and ass.  But he just watched as she wiggled her ass at him as she headed into the bathroom.  'Wasn't she wearing the flowered two-piece when she left?' he wondered.  She was now removing a white one-piece, yet the tan lines didn't match. She looked like her whole body had gotten a lot of sun.  He shook it off, remembering how they spent the previous day on the beach.
After Rose got dressed, Wallace suggested a quick fuck, but Rose kissed him, grabbed his cock, and smiled, "Hold that thought.  We have all night. I want to show you those earrings before we go to dinner."
They found the earring, and Wallace bought them for her. Sterling silver, little green sea turtles. Then, at dinner, Rose asked him how golf was.
"Wasn't. Four of the holes flooded. I guess a water main broke. Instead, I walked the beaches and checked things out. There are some great birdwatching spots up above us," he smiled. "How was your surfing lesson?"
Rose smiled, "It was harder than I thought. You'd think that paddling out would be nothing, but I couldn't get the right position on the board. Cliff was great at showing me where to lie down and how to paddle. Then, things seemed to click. Cliff was great at getting me to look up, raise my chest, and not nosedive," she said,
Wallace replayed the couple earlier. He was very good at attending to the blonde's chest. "So, are you going back tomorrow?" he asked.
Rose grinned and nodded, "I'm hooked. I know that I'll get past these first couple of days, and I'm so excited that I'll ride my first wave soon." She looked at the waiter as he came up, "Another backscratcher?" she asked. "Wallace?"
Wallace ordered another beer as he wondered if Cliff was as hands-on as the black instructor. Any doubts that he had that the blonde was Rose were squashed. That guy would not have been named Cliff. Maybe Cleveland, or Clayton, but Cliff was a white frat boy name. He wondered if the frat boy was as hands-on as the black guy. Most likely not, as Rose booked the lessons through the resort. It was probably right there on the beach. He was surprised that the thought disappointed him. Did he seriously want Rose to fuck another man? Especially, a black man? "What?" he asked, "I was thinking about going out to Hana. What do you ask?"
"I said, if I get good enough, Cliff wants to take me over to Oahu on the north shore. This Saturday. I know you have that golf tournament you signed up for, and perhaps you wouldn't mind if I..."
"When would you get back? By dinner?" Wallace asked. "I'll be at the club. They're having an award ceremony and dinner."
Rose shook her head, "We'd get the island hopper that leaves at 6 AM. I'd be back at the hotel by 8 or so?" she asked.
Wallace thought about it. He wondered if Cliff had more in mind than showing Rose the surfing there. His head wanted to tell her it was a bad idea, but his cock decided for him. "As long as you're back early. I'd like to drive out to Hana. I'll tell you what, I'll pick you up at the Kahului Airport and we can head out to Hana from there."
"Damn, I love you," Rose said, taking his hand. "I will make it up to you when we check into the hotel in Hana." She pulled out her phone, "I'll call Cliff and tell him that we're on. I am so excited to see professional surfers. Did you know that Cliff won some pipeline competition last year?"
The next morning, after Rose left to go shopping and for her surfing lesson, Wallace called and cancelled his tee time, saying he was under the weather. This time, rather than set up his spotting scope on the balcony, he mounted it on the coffee table in the sitting area, so he was back and out of sight. From there, he could see down to the family beach and over to the cove a mile to the left. There were fewer hot babes, and the cove was empty. He was about to pack up when he saw the couple walking toward the beach, boards under their arms.
The blonde had on the tiny yellow bikini, but not for long. Wallace thought about shopping for a yellow teeny, tiny bikini for Rose, but realized that she'd never go out in something so revealing. The married woman down the coast wasn't shy. He wondered what her husband thought as she headed out for her surfing lesson. Perhaps he got off on it. Maybe she came back and told him all about it as they fucked.
When the couple reached the shore and dropped their boards, the black man pulled the woman close, kissing and groping her body. Her top and bottom again fluttered to the sand, and it looked as though the woman didn't care. 'Fuck! Her body is almost as good as Rose's," Wallace thought as he pulled out his hard cock.
The blonde broke the embrace, stroked the front of the man's crotch, before going over to the board. It looked as if she were lying down to practice paddling out, but opening her legs wasn't proper technique. She looked back over her shoulder, her white teeth glistening in the sun as the now naked black man knelt on the board behind her. He said something, making the woman laugh as he stroked himself to full mast. Then he lay on top of her back. Wallace couldn't believe the size of the man's cock as he drove into her pussy, or was it her ass? The woman put her head back, gripped the board, and was crying something as her mouth moved. After a few gentle thrusts, his pace increased, and soon, his ass was moving in a blur. As he felt the previous day, he worried the powerful man might be hurting the poor woman, but from what he could tell, she seemed to be loving it.
Theirs was the last hotel along this stretch of coast, but he wondered how many others were enjoying the show. He had his cock in his hand, pumping furiously as the man's black ass bounced against the backside of the married woman. Her left hand was on the far side of the board, but seeing her ring the day before made the entire spectacle even hotter. As he stroked his cock, in his head, he saw her husband's mouth sucking the other man's cum from her abused hole. Would he recognize the taste? Would that excite him, or would it kill their marriage? He imagined probing inside Rose's well-fucked pussy later that night and discovering the tangy taste. Just as he swore that he could taste the man's cum, he shot a rope of cum across the room, on the floor. He almost fell off the table; his knees were so weak.
After cleaning up, he checked out the scope. The black man must have finished as he was walking over to his bag. He came back to the blonde whose back was now arched with her ass in the air. He had his answer to his earlier question. Pussy or ass. The man had been fucking the married blonde's pussy, and now, after preparing both his incredibly long cock and her asshole, he was taking his time forcing his cock into the woman's ass. As he popped in, her head came up, her mouth open as if letting out a scream. The man wasted no time pistoning into the creamy white ass with his ebony hips. Wallace was surprised to be again rock hard as he watched the assault on the woman's rectum. Was this her first anal? Probably not, she never protested.
The woman did not seem to be in pain as her ass thrust back as the man fucked her. She must have been crying out something as her mouth was open and her chest was heaving. What a chest! Her tits flopped wonderfully under the rapid pounding she was receiving. Then, the pounding stopped, and Wallace thought that perhaps the man was cumming, but after extracting the long, black shaft from the woman's ass, he presented it to her when she spun around. Wallace was amazed to see the blonde wrap her lips instantly around the filthy cock, sucking it into her mouth. It took about two minutes of sucking before he held her face against his crotch as he came.
Wallace felt disgust and incredible arousal as the blonde gulped down the man's cum. Would she go back to her husband and kiss him without brushing? When she sat back and wiped her mouth, the glint off her wedding ring triggered another orgasm. He never considered cheating on his wife, but seeing the beautiful blonde naked on the beach made him consider it.
When Rose got home, looking red from the sun, she kissed him before taking off her white coverall and her conservative black two-piece.
"You'd get a better overall tan if you wore a smaller bikini," he suggested.
Rose laughed, "Sure, and have the creepy old men around here ogling me? No thanks," she said. "You're the only creepy guy I want ogling me."
That night, Rose was thrilled that Wallace was eager to have sex a third time. She had no idea what got into him. Maybe the beer girl was scantily dressed to get better tips? Didn't matter as she loved how aggressively he fucked her. It was as if he were trying to outdo someone, but as she experienced her 4th orgasm, she hoped Wallace would see more of whatever it was. She was so into getting used by her husband that she twice sucked him hard after he came.
The next morning, Rose looked beautiful in her black one-piece made up of a series of straps. She pulled her sundress over that before kissing him goodbye. "Play well," she said, "I found a few more cute boutiques. I'll check them out before meeting Cliff."
'OK. Now it's meeting Cliff, not getting to my lesson,' Wallace thought. He paced the balcony, looking down the coast, wondering if the couple would show. There were quite a few great-looking women on the beach below, but after the erotic sex he witnessed, seeing copious skin wasn't doing it for him. He was about to go put on porn and jerk off when he saw them. This time, the woman was wearing a tiny red bikini, but it didn't last any longer than the yellow one the day before. Wallace was glued to the scope, his right hand stroking his cock as he watched the blonde drop to her knees and take his cock into her mouth.
'Damn! I wonder if Rose could even take half that thing into her mouth?' he thought. Then, it was no longer the married blonde, but Rose, cheating on him. 'Does that make me a cuckold?' he wondered. 'No, it's just a fantasy.' The blonde had the entire cock deep in her throat, not struggling, not pushing away, but gripping the man's muscular ass.
Apparently, the man was ready for more as he stepped back, picked her up, and speared her as she wrapped her legs around his waist. Effortlessly, the huge black arms flexed as he bounced the much smaller blonde on his cock. They kissed passionately as they fucked. Wallace was amazed that he could barely see the blonde's ass under those huge hands. 'That will leave a mark...I should check out Rose's ass when she gets back,' he wondered. As he thought that, the black man sat down on a board.
The blonde took over the fucking, planting her hands on the massive chest as she bounced happily on the fat shaft. Huge hands gripped her tits as she put her head back, mouth open, crying out something. Perhaps it was the noise she was making, or that she was facing the ocean, but she didn't notice the two black men coming down onto the beach. As if planned, both men pulled off their board shorts, one walking over to Cliff's bag...no, that can't be right. Cliff has to be a blond-haired frat boy. 'Let's call him Bob,' Wallace decided. Bob and Lily. The stockier man headed over to Bob's bag, pulled out the lube, and knelt behind Lily. The taller man went and stood above Bob's face, offering his cock to Lily. Initially, she turned her head, but as she felt fat fingers pushing the lube inside her rectum, she opened her mouth. 'Bob must have an interesting view,' Wallace thought. The stocky man wasted no time before pistoning into the woman's ass, while the other man fucked her face. That confirmed that Bob must have told his friends that the woman loved anal.
'Wow!' Wallace thought, as he watched the woman being used by the three men. 'OK. So perhaps black men do have bigger dicks,' he thought. 'If these three are a valid sample size.' Even from this distance, he could see the sheen of sweat on all three of the black men's bodies as they fucked the Lily. It was almost impossible to tell, but it appeared that Lily was having a series of orgasms as her body seemed to tense and then relax. She never hesitated when the stocky and the tall men swapped places. She opened her mouth while grabbing the muscular ass to pull him inside her. That was too much for Wallace as he once again shot ropes of cum onto the hotel room floor.
He went into the bathroom to clean up, and when he got back, the stocky man had waded out and was splashing water onto his junk, while it looked as if the tall man had just finished cumming in Lily's ass. When he pulled out, Bob lifted the limp woman off him, lay her on her back, pressed her knees up onto her chest, and plunged his cock into her. From where he watched, it looked as though Bob was fucking her ass. Wallace wondered if the poor woman would be able to walk after getting three huge cocks up her ass, but she didn't seem to mind, as again, she put her head back and had another orgasm.
He looked at his watch and sighed. Rose should be back soon, and as much as he wanted to jerk off again, he wanted to save something for her when she got back from her surfing lesson and shopping. He grabbed paper towels to clean the splatter off the floor, and before he put away the spotting scope, he checked on the foursome.
The blonde was in the ocean, douching her pussy and ass while the three men were laughing about something. Actually, it looked more like they were laughing at Lily. Wallace wished the scope had more power as the woman finally faced him as she turned to look back at the men. 'Fuck! That's Rose...it can't be, but those tits, her hair...' he thought. 'It can't be. I kissed her yesterday and went down on her. I never tasted anything.' He replayed pushing his tongue inside her pussy and couldn't remember her tasting any different.


When the blonde (Rose?) waded out of the ocean, the stocky man handed her a towel before kissing her passionately. He then slapped her ass playfully and stepped away as the taller man did the same thing. They got dressed and left. As if Bob hadn't just fucked the shit out of the blonde (Rose?) and invited his friends, he proceeded to give her a surfing lesson.
Wallace shook his head as he headed down to the bar. The scope wasn't powerful enough to clearly see if that were Rose, but either it was her, or his imagination made the woman look like her. He shook his head. 'Think. Think rationally. Rose would never cheat on him like that, and on top of that, the woman is wearing completely different bathing suits. But, could it be? One way to tell would be to skip the golf tournament and see if the woman shows up, since Rose will be on Oahu.'
Wallace watched the now bikini-clad woman take instructions. She was doing much better, even with the extended fuck sessions. If her husband gets suspicious, she can demonstrate her newly acquired skills. Then he had a thought. He picked up his phone and called Rose. With the woman out on the water, if Rose answers...He watched as the blonde teetered and fell off the board, but refused to quit. She kept trying and looked to almost get it when they called it a day.
After the call went to voicemail, he sighed. On one hand, his stomach hurt thinking that Rose was cheating on him. On the other hand, he sure got off multiple times just watching, but when he fantasized that it was his wife down there, it was tons more powerful. Half of him yearned for the woman to be Rose; half felt betrayal.
That afternoon, when Rose returned, Wallace analyzed his wife's naked body. Just the normal red lines where her string one-piece pressed into her flesh. "How was your surfing lesson?" he asked. "Are you able to stay up on the board?"
Rose smiled, "You're kidding, right? I was able to stand up on the 2nd day. I'm able to ride some pretty decent waves. Cliff says I'm a natural." She kissed him before showering.
He wondered if she were showering to hide the evidence of getting fucked by three men, but on the other hand, she was in the ocean, and everyone showered off when they got out.
After dinner, when they got back to the room, they were both tired and perhaps a bit tipsy. They crawled into bed, and when Wallace snuggled against Rose's ass, she moaned and pushed him gently away. "Babe, I have an early flight to Oahu, and I'm beat. Can we do this Sunday when I get back?"
Wallace groaned. He didn't want to be a bad husband and insist, but he wanted more than his right hand. "OK, sure. I can survive."
The next morning, he watched Rose pack and saw nothing out of the ordinary. She packed her long T-shirt, leaving the teddy that he got her. She just had her one-piece suit and other clothes. It wasn't anything that would make him suspicious. He had to get to the golf course, so he kissed her goodbye, regretting that he couldn't stay to see what Cliff looked like.
Wallace played terribly as he hadn't been practicing, wondering if Rose were on her back getting fucked by Cliff, and what was happening on the beach down the coast. He didn't make the 2nd round, so he got back to the room a lot earlier than originally planned. Of course, he could have stayed for dinner and the awards, but he wanted to get back to his scope. If the black guy were still there, then he'd know for sure that Rose's instructor wasn't him, and most likely, the blonde wasn't Rose.
When he got to the room, he took out the scope, set it up, and saw that the private beach was empty. It wasn't a confirmation, but it was hard to stop thinking that the couple that he'd been jerking off to over the past few days was Rose and Cliff. He picked up his cell and dialed Rose's number.
She picked up almost immediately. "Hey, babe. How's the tournament going?" she asked.
"I stunk out the joint. Came back to the room early. How's North Shore?" he asked.
"Incredible. Hang on, I'll send you photos. Some of these waves look to be 30 or 40 feet high! These guys look like specks coming down the inner walls. Hang on..."
Wallace listened as Rose selected a few photos and videos. His phone dinged just as she came back on.
"Got them?" she asked.
"I did...Wow! You're not going out, are you?"
Rose laughed, "Hell no. I'm just a spectator. Cliff went out earlier. He's great. I wish I had gotten some pictures of him, but I never quite got a good shot. I'll take some later. He'll go back out, but he just went out to the road to grab us some burritos from a food truck. This place is packed. Cars parked up and down the road for miles!" she said breathlessly.
"I'm glad you're having fun. Still picking you up at 8 tomorrow?" he asked. If the back of his mind, he feared she'd say they wanted to stay another day.
"Yep. I miss you. This is the longest we've been apart in over a year," she said. "I love you. Cliff's heading back, so I'll talk to you later."
Wallace looked at the phone, regretting that it wasn't a video call so he could see Cliff, but just before she hung up, he heard her voice. "About time. I'm starving. I love you..." and she was gone. Did she love Cliff or love the man for getting her burritos?
Wallace went back to the scope and looked at the empty beach. Then he scanned the public beach and checked out the various women in their skimpy bikinis.
When Wallace pulled up to the airport, Rose was waiting. He got out, kissed, and hugged his wife before climbing back into the rental.
The drive to Hana was spectacular, but all Rose could talk about was how great Cliff was and how well he timed every wave.
"So, when can I meet Cliff?" he asked, "I mean, not to sound jealous, but you've been seeing more of him than me on our honeymoon," he said quietly as they rounded another curve.
Rose looked over, "Damn. You're right." She patted his thigh, "And I felt really bad that I was too tired to take care of this," she said as her hand slid onto his bulge. "When we get to the hotel, I'll make it up to you."
Wallace smiled as he recalled the foursome on the beach. Was that Rose? She let him fuck her in the ass once, but said she preferred vaginal intercourse. The woman on the beach seemed to love anal as she sure didn't protest when the man drove his sizeable cock up her ass.
They checked into the Hana-Maui Resort. Their room faced the ocean, and as they inhaled the salty breeze, Wallace almost forgot that Rose might have been cheating on him.
She looked back at her husband and smiled, "I feel like the luckiest girl on Earth. If we hadn't left the party at the same time, would we have met?" she asked.
Wallace shrugged, "Who knows. Fate's a bit of a bitch, sometimes." He wasn't thinking of the night they met, but the blonde on the beach. If it were her, they hadn't even been married a few days before she fucked another man. He wasn't stupid. He knew going in that she had a high sex drive and wasn't one of those 'wait for the 3rd date' girls, but he supposed that she'd take her wedding vows seriously. He tried to drive those thoughts out of his head as he pulled her close. He wasn't 100% sure it was her. She looked like Rose, and as he thought about it, fucked like Rose. The circumstances sure lined up, but he held out hope that he was wrong...felt his cock throb as he hoped it were her.
"Fate is a bitch," Rose sighed. "I love you so much,' she sighed, before kissing him.`
It was three hours before they unpacked, as after a sweaty, passionate lovemaking session, they headed out to dinner.
Wallace kept trying to get the image of Rose on the beach with those three black guys out of his head. 'That wasn't Rose. It was another beautiful blonde. They're a dime a dozen...not.'
As Rose told him about the surfers on the North Shore, he kept wanting to ask if she did more than just watch the surfing. More than once, Rose looked like she wanted to tell him about Cliff after dinner. All she said was that they walked along the beach. The more he listened, the more it sounded like there were gaps in the day and the night.
"It was amazing to see the huge waves during the day, and how Cliff seemed to just float down the walls of water. Then, at night, the waves were almost nothing. The roar of the surf was just the rhythmic lapping of waves on the beach," Rose said.
"Sounds romantic," Wallace probed.
Rose nodded. "It was. All I could think of was how much I missed you," she said as she took his hand. "The moon reflecting on the waves, the smell of the ocean, the tall palms..." She trailed off as if there were more.
By the end of dinner, Wallace had convinced himself that the woman freely giving herself to the surf instructor and the two black men had to be Rose. He wanted to be angry, wanted to confront her, but all he could think of was how hard he got watching. How hard he got at dinner, listening to what she wasn't saying. So, after they got back to the room, Wallace pushed her onto the bed. He pulled off her shorts and thong and pressed his face between her legs, not caring that just a couple of hours before, he deposited a huge load inside her.
Rose happily complied by opening her legs as she pulled off her T-shirt and bra. Never once had Wallace wanted to go down on her after sex, but she was away for a day and a half on their honeymoon. She had many boyfriends who had no qualms about tasting their deposits, and she often wondered how many guys liked it. She let out a squeal as Wallace's tongue drove deep inside her. Was he trying to taste his cum? she wondered.
Wallace was trying to taste cum, but even though it had been at least 12 hours since she and Cliff would have been able to fuck, he regretted not going down on her as soon as they got to the hotel. He wondered as he sensed the tangy, salty, metallic taste, how much was his and how much was Cliff's. The thought should have disgusted him, but the more he probed, the harder his cock got.
Rose was getting more and more aroused as her husband licked and sucked her pussy. She had hold of his hair as he pressed his face against her pussy. Then, he did something he had never done before: he pushed his finger against her slick asshole before popping inside. "Fuck! That's it...ooooohhhh, yesss," she groaned.
Wallace was more and more convinced that Rose liked anal as he finger fucked her ass while moving up to her clit. Within a couple of minutes, she let out a cry as she came. Her anal sphincter clenched spasmically on his finger as she came, while grinding her pussy against his face. Wallace's cock was so hard, it felt as if it wanted to rip through his shorts. As soon as he felt her last orgasmic waves, he got out from between her legs, pulled off his shirt, wiped his face, yanked down his shorts, and crawled on top of his wife.
Rose grabbed his cock and guided him inside as he wasted no time thrusting into her. "Fuck...babe...easy," she panted as he drove deep inside her.
Wallace eased up the first three or four times he pulled out, but as Rose's groans sounded more pleasured, he picked up the pace. Soon, he was pounding into her as if trying to reclaim what was his.
Rose didn't mind as she liked the new Wallace. "Fuck, babe. Yesssss, that's it, fuck meeee," she panted. Even though she had just cum, the welcome tingling was building up inside. It was fortuitous as everything peaked, Wallace let out a loud groan as he also came. They held each other as their grunts echoed in the room until they both went limp.
Wallace was the first to wake up, his cock still buried inside his wife's sopping pussy. He pulled out and rolled off the bed. Rose was on her back, legs spread as a stream of fluids, glistening in the moonlight, flowed out. 'Damn! She's so fucking beautiful!' he thought. Even after being recently fucked, her pussy was tight as it always was. He breasts lay out on her chest perfectly; her nipples would make any guy's mouth water. 'If Cliff had the opportunity to fuck the most beautiful woman he had ever seen, can you blame him? Hell, if I married anyone else, and if I were alone on a private beach with Rose, I'd fuck her in a flash. He felt his cock stiffen, so he headed into the bathroom so he could empty his bladder.
The next day, after hiking up to see the waterfalls and checking out Black Beach, Rose suggested Kaihalulu Red Sand Beach the following day.
"What's Kaihalulu Red Sand Beach?" Wallace asked.
Rose smiled, "It's a nude beach. Just down the coast."
"How the hell do you know about that? Doing a bit of research?" Wallace smiled.
Rose shook her head, "Someone told me. When I said we were heading over to Hana, that was their recommendation."
"Someone you were chatting with suggested a nude beach. Can I guess it was a guy? You said, 'their recommendation. Guys?"
Rose shrugged, "Yes, guys. Two guys I met on the beach and talked to after my surf lesson." She stroked the front of his shorts, "Jealous?"
"Of course not. Just curious," Wallace smiled. "Let's do it. I'd like to see you naked on a beach and check out how the guys look at you," he smiled. "I have to ask, though. Do you like being checked out, or do you like checking out the guys' dicks?"
Rose grinned, "Dicks, of course. Having guys check me out is flattering, but getting to see a bunch of dicks, bonus!" she giggled.
The next morning, after leaving the hotel, they headed over to Red Sand Beach. They were impressed with how off the beaten path it was. They finally got to it, and when they came around the curve, there it was, a deep cove with spectacularly red sand. But what was most impressive was the number of naked people. Wallace and Rose found a spot after walking between naked couples. Neither was shy about stripping down, but all the eyes were on Rose as she stepped out of her shorts and pulled off her top.
Rather than sitting, Wallace suggested walking to the lava cliffs on the far side of the cove.
"Why? You want to check out the naked women?" Rose asked.
Wallace grinned, "Nope. Every guy here wants to see you better. You have a duty to relieve their frustrations."
Rose laughed, "You make it sound like I should let them all fuck me."
"Yeah, well, I wouldn't stop you if you wanted to."
Rose's jaw dropped. "You'd let a bunch of men fuck me? What? You'd want to watch?"
He shook his head, "Not really. Just saying...the greater good and all that," he nodded at all the men glancing over at her naked form.
"Christ," Rose breathed, "This is going to be weird. Going to a nude beach is one thing, but parading around..." She followed her husband, both looking as if they were checking out the lava formations as they weaved between the couples.
They were halfway across when Rose heard her name.
"Rose! Rose, I can't believe it!" a tall man said as he dusted sand off his ass.
They turned to see two men getting up. The tall black man and the stocky black man from the private beach. Up close, he saw that both were incredibly fit and well-muscled. Wallace tried not to look, but couldn't help noticing the fat hoses dangling between the two men's legs. The term sausage fest popped into his mind. He was reminded of the bratwursts hung in delis.
"Damn, Rose. I didn't think you'd check this beach out," the stocky man said. He pulled the blonde into a hug, his hands stroking her back down to her ass.
From where he stood, Wallace could see the fat cock pressed against Rose, poking between her parted legs as she hugged him back. She gently pushed him away, casting an apologetic glance back at her husband. His cock was now half again the size, hanging out at a 45-degree angle.
Then, the taller man came over and picked her up as he pulled her into a hug. Rose instinctively wrapped her legs around the man's waist while he grabbed her ass, holding her against him. His cock bounced up between her wide-open thighs.
Rose realized what she was doing, fully aware people were looking, so she playfully slapped the man on his back, telling him to let her down. He did, but it was obvious that the man enjoyed Rose's naked body against his. His cock was even larger, sticking out almost parallel to the red sandy beach. She caught herself staring at the almost foot of cock before stepping back. "Wallace, this is Clay," indicating the stocky black, "and this is DeShawn. Guys, this is my husband, Wallace," she said as her eyes flicked down to the men's semi-erect cocks.
"Where did you put your stuff?" Clay asked. "We have various island drinks in the cooler. Join us?"
Rose looked at her husband, eyebrows raised. "We don't have to..." she said softly.
Wallace smiled. "Sure. I'll grab our stuff."
Rose took a step toward her husband, "I'll help. There's a bit to carry."
"Go. Get a drink. I can manage," he said. He kissed his wife as she leaned in before she let herself be led back to the base of the lava wall. Halfway back to the spot where they left their stuff, he saw Rose sitting as modestly as she could, while the two men were sitting cross-legged, facing the beautiful blonde, immodestly exposing themselves to her. Whether it was more comfortable or they liked the response the open poses gave, Wallace didn't know. He decided to get back over, not that they'd do anything while he was gone, but he was dying to know what they were talking about out. 'Were you as sore as you thought you might be after getting fucked by three huge cocks? How was your ass? Sorry for pulling out of your ass and putting my cock in your mouth, but shit! You are a great cocksucker.'
By the time he got back, Rose had shifted so that she was also sitting cross-legged. The two men must have been talking about her body as their eyes were between her legs, and their gestures seemed to want her to open up more. "Hey. What are you drinking?" he asked Rose, "Is that a Mai Tai?"
Rose quickly shifted to a more modest position, her legs together to the side. "Backscratcher. They make a really good one. You should try one," she said.
Wallace looked at the large cooler, "You guys hauled that all the way from the road?" he asked. "Shit! That's at least a quarter mile of narrow trail."
Clay grinned, "He lost the bet we had. He carried it. I made sure to stock it with a half-dozen large containers of various drinks." He opened the lid, "Margaritas, Mai Tais, Pina Coladas, Backscratcher, um...Lava Flow, Rum Punch. Shit! I forgot the Blue Hawai'i. That's my favorite." he looked at the man, "What's your pleasure?"
Wallace chuckled, "I was going to say Blue Hawai'i, sorry. Not a clue what that is. I'll try the Rum Punch," he said. After taking the drink, he took a sip and smiled, "Wow! This is definitely a Rum Punch." He took another sip, feeling the alcohol hit his stomach. He looked at the three, "So, what did I miss?"
Rose giggled, and Clay looked at DeShawn. "Um, we discussed the amazing natural beauty to be found around here."
DeShawn laughed. "We were talking about how your wife has to be the most beautiful woman we've ever seen on this beach, and we've seen hundreds, if not thousands, of beauties."
Rose blushed and looked down. She looked as if there were more, and Wallace had rarely seen her nipples that hard.
Wallace decided to change the subject, "So, how did you guys meet? I mean, you seem to know each other quite well." He hoped to get more clarity about seeing Rose on the private beach, but the way they looked at each other made his stomach hurt.
"OK. Don't be pissed, but after my lesson, I walked down the beach and came across..." Rose blushed.
Clay chuckled, "DeShawn and I were entertaining a cute redhead while her husband went out on a whale-watching cruise. She couldn't go, seasickness..."
DeShawn grinned, "Soon, I suspect she'll have another type of sickness. Anyhow, Rose watched us from behind a palm. You liked what you saw, didn't you?"


Rose blushed while again looking at the fat cocks laid out in front of her. "It was educational," was all she said. She put a hand on her husband's thigh, "We should get back to the hotel."
Wallace looked at his half-finished drink. "Hang on, can you excuse us for a moment?" He stood, helped Rose to her feet, and led her out of earshot of the two men. "What's wrong? Are you uncomfortable being naked with them?" he asked. In the back of his mind, he wondered. Did she want to get away before they told how they fucked her on the beach? Did she feel guilty about that? It was hard to tell from a distance, but the blonde sure seemed enthusiastic.
Rose shook her head, "No, it's not that." She looked at her husband, "I...look, it's better if we just go."
Wallace looked back at the men. "You want to fuck them, is that it?" Normally, when Wallace made statements like that, Rose would protest, but she just looked sheepish. "So, that night when you couldn't get enough..." He had wondered why she was so horny. Was she replaying getting fucked by these two men, or was it after watching the two men fuck the redhead?
Rose nodded. "I know men get...insecure when comparing, you know..."
"The sizes of our dicks. Look, I don't feel insecure. I'm comfortable with what I have. There are a lot of men, bigger, a lot smaller. I was just asking, not suggesting, do you want to fuck them?"
Rose studied her husband's face, "I do. I'm intrigued. I'm not suggesting you let me," she said softly. "You asked, I answered."
"OK. Another question. What were you guys really talking about before I got there?"
Rose nodded, "I was going to tell you tonight, in bed. They told me they loved my pussy. They both are fans of trimmed, not waxed pussies. They wanted to see more, so I thought, what the hell, we're on a nude beach. But when you came back, it seemed slutty." She looked down at the red sand. "Oh, and I might have asked how big their cocks were."
Wallace chuckled, "Thank God. I was going to ask that. How big are they, or rather, do they get?"
"10 1/2" and 11", I can't remember which one was larger. I think Clay," she said.
"Wow! OK, let's get back. They're probably wondering..."
Rose looked at her husband, "Look, I didn't ask you to let me fuck them, it's just something to fantasize about."
Wallace patted her ass, "For both of us," he grinned.
They sat back down, and this time, Rose was more relaxed and let the men see between her legs. "Sorry. We're fine. We can stay a while. We had dinner plans, but we can be flexible."
They talked about the area and what they'd done and seen, but then DeShawn asked Wallace a question. "Did it upset you hearing about the married redhead getting fucked by us? Cheating on her husband. Do you judge her harshly?"
Wallace shook his head. "It's not black and white. Damn. Sorry about that. Unintentional. Look, not all marriages are purely monogamous. There's swapping, threesomes, orgies. Hell, perhaps the husband gets off watching, or perhaps the wife does. Then, there are charity fucks. My brother's best friend lost his wife in a car accident. After two weeks of the man not leaving his house, he sent his wife over to comfort him. She came home the next day, and his friend finally got over his loss."
Clay shook his head, "I'm not sure I could do that. I know, hypocritical of me to fuck married women but be possessive with my woman."
Deshawn chuckled, "If you ever had a woman more than once. Clay is a fuck 'em and leave 'em kind of guy. His longest relationship lasted, what, 6 hours?"
Clay chuckled, "Couldn't get the bitch to leave even with her husband waiting outside in the car."
Rose looked at her husband, "Tom let Jenny sleep with another man? He always seemed so jealous."
Wallace nodded, "I shouldn't have said anything." He looked at the third drink in his hand, "I promised never to tell anyone. Shit!'
Rose patted his arm. "I'm your wife. I'm not just anyone. I wish you had told me. Jenny made a puzzling comment, but it makes sense now. I think she was trying to find out if you blabbed."
"What did she say?"
Rose chuckled, "I might be a drink ahead of you, but I'll keep that to myself. I told her I would."
Wallace shrugged and tried steering the conversation toward the foursome he watched on the beach, but neither man gave any indication they'd already fucked Rose. His assumption that it was her on the beach might be wrong, but the more he replayed the scenes, the more he saw Rose's face. He decided to drop it.
They changed the subject until Clay said that he was hungry. Rose looked at her husband questioningly.
"Join us? We were going to try Kilo's. I'm sure you've eaten there," Wallace asked.
Clay and DeShawn both stood, wiping sand off their asses. As Rose was still sitting, she had a much better view of the men's cocks just a foot in front of her face. "You sure? It's your honeymoon, and I doubt you want a couple of other guys joining you." Clay said as he looked down at the blonde, her eyes fixed on the two cocks.
Wallace laughed, "You mean like letting my wife ogle two naked men in front of me?'
Rose jerked her eyes away, rolled to her feet, and dusted off her ass. "I wasn't ogling...OK, I might have looked," she sighed. She shrugged, "I'm human. Yes, join us. We love their burgers, and wanted to try some of their other dishes."
They got dressed and headed back to their cars. When they got there, Wallace chuckled. "Let's leave the cars. Isn't Kilo's right down the road? It's too nice not to walk."
Wallace and Clay led the way, discussing what the best parts of living on the islands were. He couldn't hear what Rose and DeShawn were talking about, but heard periodic giggling. He was going to ask her later what they had talked about.
They sat on the grass discussing various topics until Wallace asked the men a question. "Honestly. You didn't carry that cooler all the way to the beach on a bet, did you? That's how you lure some babe back to your place for a good boning."
Clay laughed. "Shit. You got us." He looked at DeShawn. "We had a streak going. 27 visits in a row to Red Sand and returning with at least one sweet thing."
Wallace shook his head, "Shit! 27 straight? Anyhow, it's getting late. Rose, I was going down to the beach. It's a full moon tonight, and I want to see if I can spot whales. You going to be alright walking back? Say, guys, we're a quarter mile that way. You think you could make sure she makes it to the room safely?" he asked.
Rose stood, a look of shock on her face, "Are you serious?" she asked. She pulled him close, "You are telling these guys that they can fuck me?"
Wallace stepped back, shaking his head. "I'm asking them if they can escort you back to our room. I'll be checking for whales until midnight, and I hate to think that you'll be alone. I'll feel better if you have some company."
The two men were now standing, each showing a row of white teeth in the evening light.
Wallace looked over at them, "I hate to put you out, but you look like trustworthy guys. Can I trust you with my wife?" he asked, "Take care of her?"
Clay took Rose's arm, "You bet we'll take care of your wife. The best place to look for whales is a mile that way," he said as he pointed down the coast. "We'll keep her company until you return. I'd hate for anything bad to happen to this beautiful, vulnerable woman. Isn't that right, DeShawn?"
The taller man took Rose's other arm. "Come on, babe. Let's get you inside. It's getting cooler, and you're not dressed for the colder air."
Wallace watched as the two men led Rose away. Twice, she looked back as if confirming that this was for real. Finally, she walked more briskly towards their hotel. Wallace headed down to the beach, looking out at the dark waves. He knew the odds of seeing whales outside of the strait between Lanai and Maui were slim, but he looked anyhow. When he got to the spot in front of the hotel, he could see their room on the 2nd floor. It was too far to see details, but he could see the two men pulling their shirts off. He couldn't see Rose or much of the bedroom.
Wallace thought about what he would do since he couldn't see into the room, but then he remembered the lifeguard stand. He headed over, climbed up, and had a great view straight into the bedroom. If they turned the lights off, he'd see almost nothing, but they didn't seem to notice. It was too far to see anything clearly, but it looked as though both men were naked, and Rose was on her knees sucking DeShawn's cock. Then he remembered the spotting scope. It was in the trunk. He walked rapidly back to the car and drove it to the hotel parking lot. He got the scope out of the bag and headed back to the beach.
When he got up on the stand, he could see Rose on her hands and knees, a cock in her mouth and another spearing her from behind. He set up the scope, looking around to make sure no one could see him before pointing it at the room. He sat in the lifeguard's chair and set the tripod at its lowest setting. He took a deep breath as the scope put him right inside the room. This was a hundred yards, not a mile or more, down to the secluded beach. He could make out the string of drool hanging from Rose's chin as she gagged on the massive shaft plunging into her mouth. He could even make out the veins on the extremely dark shafts. The only things he couldn't make out were sounds. It was strange seeing the aggressive fucking with the peaceful sounds of waves lapping at the beach.
Rose pulled the cock out of her mouth and said something. DeShawn nodded and climbed off the bed, while Clay pulled his cock out of her pussy. Wallace knew what she wanted as she straddled the stocky man. Soon, the taller man was lubing her ass and his cock. Rose put her head back, her mouth open as DeShawn pressed the head of his huge cock against her tiny puckered hole. Wallace wondered if she were ready, as it looked like Rose screamed in pain when the man popped inside.
Wallace watched for over an hour as the two men swapped positions. He wondered why he allowed the men to fuck his wife or, conversely, to get fucked by guys with huge cocks. It didn't make sense, but he loved her, and if these guys had already fucked her, it wasn't as if he were creating a monster. He decided that if she'd already cuckolded him, another time wouldn't compound it.
He wanted to jerk off, but on a public beach, he wasn't about to pull out his cock. He watched them switch positions. Clay lay on the bed, stroking his cock as he watched DeShawn lift Rose, spear her on his cock, before carrying her out onto the balcony.
"Holy shit!" a voice said from below. "Can I come up and see?"
Wallace jumped, but collected himself. He looked down and saw two college kids looking at DeShawn fucking Rose. "Um, sure." As they climbed up, he stood back. "I was looking for whales when I noticed the trio in there," he said softly. 'I'm not normally a peeping tom, but it was hard to resist," he explained.
The first boy sat and looked through the spotting scope. "Holy fuck! This is like being right inside with them. Is that thing real?" he asked. Theo, check out the size of that guy's cock. He'll ruin this poor girl's cunt for her boyfriend. Wait! She's married. Look at her left hand." He got up and grinned at Wallace as his friend sat.
"Damn! You're right. Wait, he put her down. That's at least a foot long. How the hell can she take half of it into her mouth? Ray, dude! You have to see this. There's another guy, and his cock's just as big. Is he...?" He leaned closer to the scope, "Fuck! He is. He's shoving it into the slut's ass. She didn't even flinch."
"Let me see, come on," Ray said as he pushed his friend out of the chair. "Holy fuck. I've got to get one of these scopes. Any other rooms with people fucking?" he asked Wallace.
He shrugged, "I wasn't looking. I caught movement out of the corner of my eye and decided to check it out."
Ray chuckled, "You could charge scope time. This is incredible," he said as he pressed his eye to the scope, "Fuck! I know she has on a wedding ring, but maybe she's a hooker. I'd clean out my college fund for a night with her," he moaned.
Wallace tapped him on the shoulder. "Look. I got to get going. That's enough for tonight." It took both boys checking out the view in the room through the scope before he could pack things up.
As they climbed down, Theo asked, "You going to be out here tomorrow night? Two of our buddies would kill to see that slut."
Wallace shook his head, "I can't speak for the blonde, but I'm checking out in the morning."
After the boys left, he packed the scope back into the bag in the trunk. He checked his watch and saw he had two more hours. He walked down the beach and found a comfortable place to lean against. He set an alarm for midnight, closed his eyes, and went to sleep.
His dream where Rose was bent over, leaning against a wall while a long line of black men, all with huge cocks, waited their turn at her ass or pussy. Between her legs on the floor was a foot-wide pool of cum, and every time a long black cock pulled out, a stream of jism added to the pool. He woke with a start, wondering where Rose was in her cycle. She commented before boarding the plane that perhaps there would be a new member of the family soon. He got up, dusted himself off, and headed back to the hotel.
Wallace stopped and stepped behind a stone wall as he heard men's voices. They were laughing along with a couple of high-fives. He knew those voices but couldn't face them after they cuckolded him. He assumed they'd keep walking, but stopped on the other side of the wall.
"What a fucking slut!" DeShawn laughed.
"Don't say that. I like her. She was allowed to let herself go," Clay said firmly.
"No shit, you like her. What happened to 'fuck 'em, and leave 'em,'?" Deshawn asked.
"I never found the one, before now," Clay said softly.
"What if she had said yes?"
"I would have cleaned up my act, cleaned up the house, and married her," Clay said defensively.
There was no sound for a minute, but Wallace imagined that DeShawn was studying his friend. "Hell, I believe you. Had she said yes, you better tell me that you would have shared her with me!"
Clay laughed, "As if I'd ever keep anything from you. As we always say, what's mine is yours. But did you see her when I asked? She hesitated. She actually considered it."
"What's to consider? Connecticut versus Hawai'i? Two huge cocks every night? Come on, she must really love the guy," DeShawn chuckled.
"He's a great guy, and I'm not saying that because he let us fuck his wife...on their honeymoon, no less, but because he wasn't jealous, or insecure. I think we could have been friends," Clay sighed. "I feel bad we didn't at least clean her up a bit before leaving. Let's get to the car. I need a shower and sleep. That girl wore me out, and my balls are killing me," he laughed.
"Mine too. I'm going to ice them when I get back."
"Shit, please don't use the steaks I bought again," Clay groaned.
The men's voices faded into the distance, and when they were gone, Wallace went back to the room. Clay wasn't kidding. Rose was passed out face down on the bedspread, her legs splayed open. Streams of cum flowed out of both her holes onto the flowered fabric. He first went over to close the drapes, before going into the bathroom, wet a hand towel, and came back into the bedroom.
As he cleaned her swollen pussy and asshole, she moaned, "Fuck. Not again...I can't take any more." Then, she let out another groan and passed out again. Wallace finished cleaning up his wife's crotch, covered her up, and then lay down on the couch.
He was awakened the next morning by the smell of coffee. Rose was sitting on the coffee table, he bare butt on the wood, holding out a steaming cup.
Wallace's head was throbbing after the three strong drinks and short night of sleep. He took the cup and studied his wife's face. He wasn't sure what he expected, but she looked totally normal. "Thanks. Morning. Been up long?" he asked.
Rose looked at the time, "An hour or so. I showered and made coffee. I called room service, so you might want to get showered and dressed. They'll be here in about 45 minutes. Check out is at 11."
Wallace sat up and took a sip. "Hot. I'll get cleaned up, then this should be cooler." He put down the cup and started to get up.
Rose pushed him back down, "No. I owe you this, at least," she said as she pulled down his boxers. She stroked his cock, and looked up at him. Was that you on the lifeguard stand?" she asked. "I hoped it was you." She smiled when Wallace nodded, "Cool. I asked him to fuck me out on the balcony if you wanted a show. That was incredible," she sighed as she stroked his cock. She leaned over and took him into her mouth.
Perhaps it was stupid to let Rose get fucked by huge cocks, but he smiled as he leaned back on the couch. Never before had she been able to deep throat him, but after those monster cocks, she effortlessly took all of his 7 1/2" deep into her throat. He watched her lips stretched out on his cock, remembering how much fatter the men's cocks were. He considered jacking off while watching them, but didn't want to end up in jail and be relief for some other guy. As he replayed the erotic scenes, he felt the aching in his balls rapidly increase. "Rose...Rose, I'm...fuck!"
Rose swallowed her third load in the last 12 hours as he spasmed a huge load down her throat. When he was done, she made sure to milk the remaining amount from his shaft before sitting back on her heels. She wiped her mouth and smiled, "Saving that up, I see."
Wallace nodded, "I thought about waking you up last night, but you were totally spent."
Rose nodded, "Clay said that they'd fuck my brains out. Didn't think he meant literally," she chuckled. She looked thoughtful, "He asked me to leave you and marry him. I wasn't sure if he were kidding or sincere. It took me a while to figure out which, but he meant it. Of course, I told him no. I love you and only you."
"I'm shocked," Wallace smiled. "Hawai'i, surfing, a huge cock, what more can a girl ask for?"
"Two big cocks. Sorry. No, sure, part of me thought that in another universe...but I'm in love with you, and I really like Milford."
Wallace chuckled, "At least in Milford, I don't have to worry about you being tempted with any black cocks." When he thought about it, he could go weeks without seeing a dark complexion.
After breakfast, they headed back to the other side of the island, deciding to drive around the south side of Maui. They didn't talk much, both replaying the previous night's events. Finally, Rose broke the silence.
"I can't figure out why you let me fuck those guys, or were you being nice and giving me to those guys as their fuck-toy?" she asked. "Or, did you want to jerk off as you watched me being used by those guys?"
Wallace looked over quickly to see if Rose were pissed, but she had a questioning look on her face. "No, it wasn't that. It was the first two. I saw you looking. The entire time we were at the nude beach, you couldn't stop looking. And, they could have checked out any of the women there, but they had eyes only for you. I thought it would make you happy. You're not pissed, are you?"
Rose shook her head, "Not pissed. I was last night, at first. You made me out to be a slut, but by the time we got to the room, I realized that that was what I wanted all day. So, thank you. On the other hand, if there might be a next time, please ask me first."
Wallace nodded, "I'm hoping this would be a one-off, but sure. Next time I'll consult with you about taking a couple of foot-long cocks," he smiled.
Rose felt her nipples harden, her pussy throb as she thought back to the amazingly huge cocks. She looked over and saw the tent in her husband's shorts. Reaching over and pulling his cock out, she looked at him, "Did you jerk off while watching?"


"Wanted to," he sighed as Rose's mouth slid down over his hard shaft. "But, out in the open like that, I didn't want to get arrested. You looked...ooohhhh, wow!" he groaned as her lips pressed against his pubic bone. "Fuck! You sure picked up some nice skills there," he said as he stroked her blonde hair. "I loved watching. You looked like you were really enjoying yourself." As there were no other cars and potholes, he pulled off to the side. He slid his hand under her top and grabbed her firm, yet very soft tit. Last time someone touched her, it was either Clay or DeShawn. Rather than causing jealousy, he felt even more aroused. He imagined those huge hands exploring her body and felt his ballsack tighten.
Rose bobbed her head on her husband's cock, recalling how much deeper down her throat both Clay and DeShawn got, and how she overcame her gag reflex. She felt a swell of pride when both men told her that she was the best cocksucker they'd ever had. She sucked harder as she felt him tense, knowing what was coming. His grip on her left tit tightened as he let out a groan. Immediately after, spurt after spurt of his cum shot down her throat. She swallowed all of it before sitting back in her seat and wiping her mouth. "There. Feel better?" she asked.
"This reminds me of before we were married. I love fucking you, but you are a very skilled cocksucker," Wallace said as he lifted his ass off the seat to pull up his shorts.
Rose grinned, "Clay and DeShawn told me the same thing. I'm really glad to be of service."
"OK, I confess. That's why I asked you to marry me."
Rose chuckled, "Then, we're even. I married you for your cock. I had to feel you inside me, and the alternative was breaking up."
"That was the plan," Wallace chuckled.
They talked about other things the rest of the way, and when they arrived back at the resort, they climbed into bed. After a passionate love-making session, they fell asleep.
Wallace woke first and rolled out of bed. He got into the shower, and as he soaped up, he wondered why Rose didn't say that she'd fucked those two men before. Was she still trying to hide that she cheated on him? As he thought back to seeing her getting fucked by those three men, his soapy hand found his stiffening cock. As the images of his beautiful wife and those black arms, legs, and cocks against her pale skin replayed in his head, he stifled a groan as ropes of cum splattered onto the shower floor. As he dried off, he again questioned why he let those men fuck Rose. All he could think of was that she had already cuckolded him, so what was the harm?
Rose was stirring when he got out. "Evening. We should get some dinner. What do you feel like?" he asked.
"A shower. A shower, a bath, and a massage," she groaned. "You men wore me out. Can we not make love for a couple of days?" she asked.
Wallace looked at his watch. "Three hours. That should be plenty. Then, I want you naked under me. Shower, get dressed, and I'll research a good place to eat that we haven't been to."
It took a while for Rose to get going, but by the time she got to the restaurant and sipped her backscratcher, she was animated and alert. They talked about going over to the big island, about seeing the whales breaching, and their flukes, when Rose stopped mid-sentence, her mouth open as she looked past her husband.
Wallace turned and looked. A tall blonde came in on the arms of...'Fuck! Bob?'
Rose got up, a smile on her face, "Natalie? What are you doing here? And you know Cliff?" she asked. She pulled the blonde into a tight hug before turning to her husband. "Wallace! My first cousin, Natalie. We grew up together, but in ninth grade, she moved to San Francisco. It's been...what? 12 years?"
Natalie gave Wallace a hug and a kiss on the cheek, "Almost 13. I'm so sorry I couldn't make your guys' wedding. I was with Ben in Italy. You got my card, I hope," she smiled.
Rose snorted, "Your card with the $10,000 check inside? How do you think we could afford to come here?" She looked at the tall black man, "and where's Ben, and how do you know Cliff?"
"He's teaching me to surf, well, trying. To be blunt, he says that I'm the worst student he's ever had," the blonde sighed. "So, you know Cliff?" she asked, looking concernedly at Wallace.
Rose grinned, "He's teaching me, too. Said I'm the quickest learner he's ever taught. He's incredible. Have you seen him surf? We went over to Oahu on the North Shore, and the waves were huge! He was amazing," Rose raced. "Crap! Wallace, this is Cliff. Cliff, Wallace. I told you all about him."
The huge black man put out a hand, "Yes, you did. Couldn't stop...sorry. It's good to meet you. Rose was raving over and over what a great guy you are," he said with a huge grin.
Wallace tried not to grimace as he shook hands. "She exaggerates. But it's good to meet the man whom she's been talking so highly of." He studied that man, "Sorry, I expected a blond frat guy when I heard the name, Cliff."
Cliff chuckled, "I get it. I've heard others say the same thing. My given name is LeCharles. LeCharles Devers. I got the nickname Cliff, as in cliff divers," he sighed. "It stuck, so I just went with it. Small world, isn't it?" he said as he looked at the two blondes again, hugging each other.
Wallace nodded and then looked at Natalie, realization dawning. Under the light dress, he saw the tiniest yellow bikini. It wasn't Rose getting fucked by this man...men, but Rose. 'Fuck, fuck, fuck,' he thought. 'I'm such a fool!' he thought.
"What's wrong?" Rose asked as she broke the hug, "You suddenly look really pale. Sit down. We need food, guys, please join us," she said as she gently pushed Wallace into his seat.
Later, when Wallace tried to remember what they talked about, it was a blur. Something about Ben bailing on the trip to fly to Hong Kong, and Natalie deciding to go on her own and enjoy herself.
That night, Rose asked Wallace if everything were alright. "You seemed distracted. Was it that Cliff was a black guy, and you saw how I might have enjoyed spending the evening with Clay and DeShawn?"
Wallace shook his head, "No. Nothing like that. I guess I was shocked at how you and Natalie look like sisters."
"We were, virtually, growing up. So many people assumed we were until Nat left me," Rose said sadly. "We were so close, exchanged texts for a while, but then stopped. It's been years."
"So, do you think she and Cliff are...?"
Rose chuckled, "Fucking? Sure. She told me they are." Rose looked thoughtful, "She told me he's incredibly gifted, you know, here," she said as she stroked Wallace's cock.
"Has Cliff suggested that you and he...?" Wallace asked.
Rose looked thoughtful, "Not in so many words. He, um, made a few comments about how hot I looked, but never made a move," she said. "I made sure to keep the lessons professional. I guess that he didn't mind since Nat was there to take care of any issues he had," she giggled.
"And now, after fucking those guys in Hana, you wish he had?"
Rose shook her head, "No. No way! I'd never cheat on you. Hana was all you. Even if you had left me alone on that nude beach, I would have resisted temptation."
Wallace rubbed his face, "Did I fuck up? I mean, will the memories of getting fucked by two huge cocks make you miss them?"
Rose shook her head, "Get real," she said as she pulled down his underwear, "I have all I ever wanted right here. I'm not going to be looking, nor would I expect everything to line up as it did. Could you imagine if I fucked someone in Milford, a black man at that? I'd run into him again, and then what?"
* * *
Rose might have said that she was over having the pleasure of being thoroughly speared, but their lovemaking went to another level. For months after their honeymoon, Rose initiated sex a lot more than she did before Hana. She sucked his cock with an enthusiasm that she hadn't displayed before; wanted him to talk dirty to her; and wanted anal a lot more.
It wasn't just Rose. Wallace's cock seemingly got harder, his orgasms more intense, and his recovery time shorter after witnessing his wife enjoying two huge cocks.
Then, their ardor faded. 6 months later, Wallace realized it had been 4 days since they had sex and asked Rose.
"Sorry. I've been so busy with work. You know how it is." She stroked his cock. "I'll suck you off. Will that be OK? Then, I need to get back to my report."
Wallace shook his head, "This weekend. I don't want it to be a chore."
Wallace tried to get the romance back by taking Rose out to a nice restaurant. She went all out, putting on a low-cut, revealing dress with a slit up the side showing the side of her creamy ass. After they were seated by the hostess, she handed each their menus, indicating the wine list propped up in the center of the table before heading back to the front.
"This looks wonderful," Rose smiled as she glanced at the menu. 'Should we order wine?" she asked.
"You go for it, I'll have scotch," Wallace smiled, "I plan on plying you with drink and then when your guard's down, taking advantage of you," he smiled.
"Hello, my name's Darnell. I have breadsticks and water. Can I get you anything from the bar? The wine list?" he asked, showing a row of incredible white teeth.
Wallace looked up, feeling his heart rate increase. The man openly looked down the front of Rose's dress before looking over at him. 'Where do these huge back men come from?' he wondered. But then he collected himself, "Wine?" he asked his wife as she leaned forward to pick up the wine list.
Rose seemed unaware of the show she was giving the waiter. She opened it to the Reds section before looking at Darnell, "I'd like a Merlot. Wallace, you sure you don't want to split the bottle?" she asked. After her husband told her to go for it, she smiled up at the man, again seeming unaware that he jerked his eyes away from her deep, creamy cleavage to her face. "You pick. I like a full-bodied wine, something that fills my mouth with the various flavors," she smiled as she held out the wine list. As she did that, her dress opened a bit more, and again the man's eyes were drawn to the display.
Wallace stifled a snort. She wasn't unaware at all. She was openly flirting with the man right in front of him. Even with Clay and DeAhawn, she never openly flirted, though perhaps sitting naked and cross-legged defined openly flirting. His suspicions were confirmed when he saw his wife looking right at the growing bulge in the man's black dress pants.
Darnell smiled as he took the list, "I recommend the Château Beauséjour," he smiled as he turned his body so his crotch was closer to Rose's face, "I promise you, by the end of the night, your discerning palate will be satisfied." He looked over at Wallace, "Sir? Shall I bring two glasses?"
Wallace shook his head, trying not to look where Rose was looking. A long, plump shaft was outlined down the man's left pant leg. "Scotch for me. Isley...perhaps Lagavulin?"
"Very good. I'll get your drinks, and when I get back, perhaps something to start with? Oysters?" He nodded when they ordered the flatbread. "Good choice. I'll be right back."
Wallace looked at his wife, "You were thinking about it, weren't you?"
Rose attempted a mask of confusion, yet the bloom in her cheeks and the flush spreading down her neck betrayed her. "What? I'm not sure I know what you mean." She tried to act normally by taking a sip of water.
Wallace grinned, "How big do you think he is? As large as Clay?
Rose choked on the water. She patted her face with her napkin before looking toward the back, "Crap. Did he notice?" she asked softly.
"Oh, yeah. He noticed. He noticed how you reached over so he could see more of your tits. He noticed when you stared at his crotch. I don't think it upset him, if that's what you're wondering."
Rose put her hands over her face, "I...crap! I mean, he was right there and, I mean..."
Wallace took Rose's hand, "Relax. I love it. Be honest with yourself. If I weren't here, you'd get his number, wouldn't you?"
Rose looked at her husband, "You're serious?" Again, she looked over to where Darnell was placing Wallace's scotch on a tray, along with a tiny pitcher of water. "Shit! I'm sorry. Ever since Maui, I've noticed..."
"Men with huge cocks?" Wallace asked, "Or black men?" He smiled as he noticed the slight, embarrassed nod, "Black men with huge cocks. Look, I get it. You have the best body I've ever seen, and that includes in movies and the porn videos I've watched. But I still love looking. Looking isn't cheating, it's just looking." He looked up as Darnell came back with the bottle of wine and Wallace's scotch. Wallace added a drop of water to the Lagavulin before observing the waiter overtly checking out his wife's breasts. He had turned to face Rose while opening the wine bottle. Rose was looking straight at the snake inside the waiter's pants.
After pouring a little wine and waiting for Rose's approval, he filled her glass. He then looked at both, "Did you decide on something to start?"
Wallace chuckled, "I think my wife wants your phone number."
Rose's hand froze as she was about to pick up her wine, her mouth open in shock. "No...what? Wallace, please..."
Darnell calmly pulled out his pad, wrote down his number, and handed it to the beautiful blonde, "I'm sure your husband was just making it easier to get reservations. You know, a man on the inside?" he grinned.
Rose blushed as she took the paper. She glared at her husband before looking back at the tall black man, "That may be, but," she looked at the number, "I might be calling you just to punish my husband for embarrassing me like that."
Darnell bowed, "Whatever you need. I'm at your service."
After the man left, Rose leaned forward and hissed, "I have half a mind to just ask him to come over after he gets off work. You can't embarrass me like that!"
Wallace smiled at her, "I think you should do just that. I know you want him. Look at me and tell me honestly. If we weren't in a public place and Darnell were standing a foot away, his bulge right in front of your face, what would you want to do? Now, before you protest that you're married and you'd never...what would you want to do?"
Rose's face softened as she thought about the 8" to 10" of cock beneath the black fabric. She nodded, "I might have unzipped his pants," she said softly. "I wanted to see his...cock. Wanted to touch him, taste him," she said almost inaudibly. Then, she looked at her husband, "This is your fault. I cannot stop thinking about how it felt, how my..." She left the thought unfinished.
"How you pussy felt being filled with cock," Wallace said. "I love that you were able to enjoy that. I want you to be happy...and if you call him," he said, patting the paper in her hand, "I'll make myself scarce."
"Are you serious? Wouldn't that be cheating? I know that there's a term for that that you insecure guys use. Wouldn't that cuckold you?"
Wallace chuckled, "That ship has sailed. It's like being a little bit pregnant. I was cucked back in Maui, and I have just myself to blame. Look, if this is what you want, I give you my blessing. I know that you fantasize and get urges. If you want to pursue those fantasies, I just want you to tell me...I don't want it to be behind my back."
Rose shook her head, "I don't get you, but," she looked at Darnell as he came over with their appetizers, "I wouldn't say no," she smiled.
After Darnell placed their dishes, he looked at the couple. "Did you decide on your main courses?"
Wallace looked at Rose, "Coq au Vin?" he asked.
Rose looked at the menu, "That or the Poulet Basquaise," she replied. She looked at Darnell, "Which do you prefer?"
Wallace interjected before the waiter could respond, "My wife has a craving for dark meat. Which one might have thicker cuts of meat?" he asked.
Darnell smiled, "The Poulet Basquaise. It has a generous amount of dark meat and should satisfy your cravings," he said as he leaned over the beautiful blonde. "I've heard it described as 'orgasmic,'" he said in a low, deep voice.
Rose looked up, "You sold me. That's what I'll have," she said, handing him her menu.
"And you, sir?"
"Prime rib. I'll have the end cut, if possible," Wallace ordered.
Darnell smiled and nodded as he took Wallace's menu. "Very good, sir, I'll check to make sure we have that."
After ordering, Rose shook her head, "I don't get you."
"Just teasing. I like seeing you flustered," Wallace said as he took a sip of his Lagavulin.
The meal was delicious, and when Darnell came back over, Rose told him that his description was pretty accurate. "I will definitely be wanting this again," she said as she leaned back so Darnell could take her plate.
Darnell indicated the mostly full bottle of wine, "I saved the cork. I assume you'll be taking this with you?" He looked at Rose when he asked and smiled when she nodded.
"What time do you get off?" Wallace asked, "I think Rose would like someone to help her finish the wine. We live just 10 minutes from here."
Darnell looked over at the man and smiled, "It will be late, or early, depending on how you look at it. I normally get home around 2 AM." He looked at Rose, "Will you still be up?" he asked.
Rose finally met his eyes. She looked over at Wallace before nodding, "Yes. I'll be up. If it's not too far out of your way," she blushed.
Darnell chuckled, "Helping a beautiful woman finish a nice bottle of wine would be the opposite of out of my way." He took the paper from Wallace, looked at it, and nodded. "It's on my way home. I can stop by, you know, for a few minutes. I don't want to be presumptuous, but," he looked at Rose's revealing dress, "I hope you don't change out of that on my account."
When they got home, Rose slapped her husband on the shoulder, "You have to stop doing that. I'm not some slut who will open my legs up for any black guy," she spat.
Wallace shook his head, "All evidence to the contrary. You could have told Clay and DeShawn that you weren't interested. Or, you could have protested when I invited Darnell over. Instead, right as I said that, you looked right at his crotch. No, no, don't shake your head, I saw it. You looked at his cock. Not only that, you licked your lips!"
Rose blushed, "I mean, you took me by surprise, I..." she put her face in her hands, "I imagined him and me..."
"Fucking? You trying to fit that sausage in your mouth?" Wallace chuckled. He looked at his watch. "It's 9:30. Let's get some sleep. Set your alarm for 1:00. I think that's all the sleep you'll get tonight."
"Wait, you're going to be in bed...you want us to use the couch?" Rose asked.
Wallace shook his head, "I'm not obtuse. I know you'll want the master bed. I'll be in the guest bedroom with my noise-cancelling headphones on. Hear no evil, see no evil, and all that," he grinned. You have fun and forget about me," he said.
After getting ready for bed, he came out to the living room. Rose was still in her dress, putting out glasses and candles. "Wow! You never bring out the candles for me," he smiled. "I assume soft music? You don't need to set the mood. He's ready, more than in the mood. I think that had you bent over the table, he would have flipped up your dress and taken you right there, even with the restaurant full of people."
Rose looked around, " I know you're right, but I don't know. I want it to look spontaneous. Shit! I get it. He's probably thinking of all the ways he'll fuck me. This is so not me," she sighed.
Wallace ran a hand down her bare chest to her breasts, "Maybe this is you. Sure, he's thinking of getting you naked, and you're not?" He felt her erect nipple, "No need to say anything, I think we have our answer." He kissed her goodnight and headed for the guest bedroom, which was on the far side of the house.


Wallace roused and looked at the alarm clock. 3:23. At first, he wondered if Darnell showed up, but then he heard it. Rhythmic thumping. Only one act would make that sound. He rolled out of bed and softly padded down the hallway. The thumping was louder, along with two voices grunting in unison. He recognized Rose's pleasured moans, "Mmmm, mmmm, mmmm, mmmm."
Deeper and a bit louder, he assumed it was Darnell's response to Rose's pussy gripping his cock tightly. Wallace was no virgin when he first met Rose, and as far as he could tell, she had the tightest, best-feeling pussy he'd ever encountered. From the sounds of it, Darnell agreed. "Ungh, ungh, ungh, ungh."
Even though he swore he wouldn't look, he peered around the doorframe at the couple on the bed. Even though it was his wife being fucked by another man, he was struck by the beauty and eroticism of seeing his creamy-skinned, naked wife on her back, the dark-skinned man on top of her, his ass rising and falling between her legs. Rose's heels were on the man's muscular shoulders, and her hands were stroking his firm pecs. In that position, she had to feel all of his impressive length against her cervix. What he couldn't believe was how much cock the man was thrusting deep inside his wife. It was impossible to tell from his vantage point, but it looked as if a foot of fat cock was exposed before plunging back inside her, and he never saw the head. On top of that, his swaying scrotum hung a good 6" down, with what looked to be two oversized golf balls inside. The room echoed with hard slapping sounds as they bounced off Rose's ass.
Wallace realized that he had his hard cock in his hand, so he stepped back before they noticed him. It was one thing to be a cuckold, but to get off watching was more than he wanted Rose to see. As he headed back to the guest bedroom, he heard his wife cry out that she was cumming.
"Fuck! God, your cock feels so goooood," she grunted, "There, there, yessssss."
He was almost back to his bedroom when he heard the deep roar of the man cumming. As he stroked his cock, he had the image of the glistening, fat black shaft plunging deep inside Rose's womb as he spurted his sperm inside her. He let out a groan as rope after rope of cum splattered onto the carpet. His knees were wobbly as he collapsed onto the bed, stroking out the last few dribbles.
* * *
Wallace just finished putting away the breakfast dishes and was checking out what there might be for lunch when Rose quietly crept in. She was wearing nothing but a long, thin T-shirt, looking uneasy. Her pale areolas were visible, and her nipples were wonderfully erect.
"Morning," Wallace smiled. He glanced at the clock, "or, should I say, 'Good noon?'"
Rose groaned as she turned to see Darnell join her. "I hate you," she mumbled. She went over and took a cup out of the cabinet. She looked over at the impressively tall black man and offered him one. When Darnell took the cup, she pulled out another. Before going to the coffee pot, she looked at her husband. "I hate you, too. My twat and ass are ruined."
Wallace chuckled, "Me? You hate me? All I did was suggest Darnell come over and help you finish the bottle of wine, and as far as I can see, you guys never touched it. I just thought it would be good to meet someone new."
"Sure you did. We're not that naive. 'What time do you get off? My wife has a craving for dark meat.' You might as well have put his cock inside me," she said. Then she groaned and put down her coffee cup. "I thought I got all of..." she said as she looked at a shiny, wet stream flowing down the inside of her left leg. She grabbed the dishcloth and proceeded to clean herself up to her crotch. She looked up at her husband, "Don't even think about adding to this for a while." She looked over at Darnell, "And you, as I told you. This was just this once, so don't even think about calling me, OK?"
Darnell chuckled, "I heard you the first 6 times. I wasn't the one who kept...never mind," he looked sheepishly at Wallace. "I want to thank you for, you know," he said.
"For fucking my wife? Sure. I was going to say, anytime, but Rose told you no more, so check back in a few weeks," he grinned.
"Wallace! You can't keep whoring me out like that," Rose spat.
"Sweetie, it's not whoring if you aren't taking money. It's slutting," he said with a smile.
"I'm cutting you off," Rose replied as she put down her unfilled cup, "you can jerk off if you need relief. I need to clean up before I have coffee. I'm going back to the bedroom...alone," she said before walking stiffly out of the kitchen.
Wallace held out the pot, "How do you like your coffee?'
"Black and strong, like I like my women," Darnell said automatically, "Perhaps I might want to rephrase that," he grinned whitely.
Wallace filled his cup, "I guess you could switch to robust and creamy," he suggested. He looked down the hall, "In a couple of hours, she'll be back to her bright, positive self. Hungry? What would you like for brunch? It's a bit late for breakfast."
Darnell chuckled, "Starving. I worked up a bit of an appetite," he said before adding, "I mean, been a while since my last meal."
Wallace chuckled, "No, you were right the first time. Once she gets going..."
By the time Darnell ate and took his leave, Rose came into the living room, looking showered, refreshed, and dressed in a light summer dress. She headed into the kitchen, coming out with a steaming cup of coffee.
"We need to talk," she said, sitting next to her husband. "I'm not angry with you, just curious. I know Maui was a spontaneous decision, I mean, we were sitting naked on the beach and, well, they were pretty gifted. But last night...that was out of the blue. Did you plan that?"
Wallace shook his head. "Nope. Not until you noticed that he was packing. You couldn't keep your eyes off the front of his pants," he said. "Don't deny it. I noticed it, Darnell surely did, as he turned to give you a better view. I didn't need to ask you if you wanted a repeat of Maui. Your face was flushed, your nipples were like pebbles. I wanted you to have a fun time. Was it?"
Rose nodded shyly as she looked down at her hands. "It was." She then looked up at her husband, "I left the door open and the bedside lamp on if you wanted to watch. I wondered if you get off on seeing your wife being fucked by another man. Darnell suggested it also, were we right?"
Wallace nodded. "I did check up on you and did watch for a few minutes."
Rose raised her eyebrows, "And? Did you jerk off? Did seeing Darnell's huge cock spearing me get you off?" she probed.
Darnell nodded, "Didn't even make it back to the bed. I'll clean the carpet in there today."
Rose blushed, "We might need the mattress professionally cleaned. The man sure cums a lot, when I pulled off the bottom sheet..." she trailed off. "Sorry, too much information," she said softly. She looked at the tent in his pants, "Or maybe not. Maybe you want to hear all about it."
"Makes sense, he sure looked like he was pretty well hung," Wallace said. He looked surprised when his wife reached over, undid his pants, and pulled out his cock. "I thought..."
"Ssshhh," Rose said as she pulled up her dress, straddled his waist, and lowered herself onto his hard cock. "I'll tell you about my night and morning. Then you can tell me about yours," she said as she bounced slowly on his rock-hard shaft.
* * *
Over the next 6 to 8 weeks, Wallace and Rose fucked every night, and sometimes during the days. In each session, Rose told her husband something about how Darnell, Clay, or DeShawn fucked her. It took all of Wallace's self-control not to cum before she did, but somehow he managed to...though, Rose seemingly came a lot quicker than before Darnell dropped by.
A couple of months later, Wallace was cutting the grass when a large SUV suddenly slowed. He peered in and saw a grinning Darnell along with another man who had to be his brother. The men easily filled the two front seats of the huge vehicle. Wallace invited them in for a cold drink. "Rose is sunning herself in the back. She'll be thrilled to see you," Wallace said. "Pull into the drive." He grinned to himself, wondering how Rose would react. Cover herself up? Lie there with just three small triangles covering her spectacular assets? Get up and hug the two men?
Rose protested but still acted the gracious hostess. She did the polite thing, standing and giving both men hugs, perhaps longer than the usual air hugs, but welcoming hugs just the same. Then, she invited them inside for refreshments, but that's another story for another time.


        